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\\ I I R E E SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU
3 s an advertiseinent for our Levely I‘ostcmds we give every reader of
this_paper absolutely FRGE » REAL DL OND RING
Lady’s or Gent’s), a Lady's Briliiant 5-stone Orient DIA OND

NG (both exactly as illustrated), or a genuine SCOUL’S
POCKET KNIFE, for selling 24 Cards (Comics, Actresses,
Views, &c.), at 1d. each. Our Special Premium List also comprises el

WATCHES, AIR RIFLES, BOY SCOUTS’
QUTFITS, ROLLER SKATES. &c, &

All you need do is to send us your name and address, and we will sendlou per
return an assortment of posteards to WRITE
sell or use at Ld. each. When sold send

us the money obtained, and we will immediately forward

you the gift chosen according to the list we send you.
Send Now, Don»‘t Deiay

~(Dept. 8), 6, ROYAL PARADE;
REW; LONDON.

FREE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved home treatmenf, ths.t quick]y
Temoves all embarrassment’ and per tly

ures
fAushing of the face and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to Mr, D. TEMPLE
{Specialist); 8, Blenheim Street, Bond Street, London,

Toffer you much longer credit and far

easier payment terms than anyone

~ else. Brand-new latest pattern SWIFT,
GOVENTRY CHALLENCE,

PREMIER, PROGRESS SINGER QUAD-
RANT, CENTAUR, and other Coventry
cycles supphed at &/~ monthly.
Deposit only has to be paid before
the Machine is dispatched on approval,
guaranteeabsolute satisfaction or refund your mone
HIGH-GRADE COVENTRY CYCLES from £3 16s. ca

12 Years’
‘Guarantee.

The “LORD ROBERTS”
TARGET PISTOL

Beautifully plated and finished. May be carried in the
pocket. Willkill birds and rabbits up to50yards. Noiseless
Ball Cartridges, 9d. per 100. Shot, 1/6 per 100. 100 birds
or rabbits may be killed at a cost-of 9. only. Send for list.
CROWN GUN WORKS, 66, Gt. Charies St., ‘BIRMINGHAM.

Rudge uworih |

Brua: ns Best Bxcycle

The Perfect Balance of
The Perfect Bicycle.
Eagy Payments from 7/- monthly. The
76-page Illustrated Art Catalogue with its
sn¥erb coloured frontispiece, 4 unique charls of interchange-
e parts, and over 130 illustrations. of Cycle Aceessones of
first quality a lowest prices. It is sent Post Free from

RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd. (Dept. 331) COVENTRY.
Londen Depots: 230 Tottenham Court Road, W, .

23 Holborn Viaduct, E.C.
160 Regent St,, W.

Sent Post
Paid to
your Door

£2-2 Suit
5)-

Send us your name and address, and we ¢/}
will forward you FREE Patterns of Cloth, 74
inch tape, and fashion plates. You will 7

Just as an Advertisemént

be delighted with what we send, and you i o
need not return the samples, even if you|  7/6 BOOTS
do not order a suit, 5
: Lady’s &

CRAIG, CRAIG & CO,,

Head Office (Dept. 5),
81, Duniop St., GLASGOW.

_Gent's 1‘ Week

Send size.

GROW A MOUSTACHE

ACCURATE TIMEEEEPER

LEVER WATCH

IIREE In the centre of the diagram you see a
= fig. 5. Arrange the figures 1. 2, 3, 4, 6,
7, 8 and 9 in the remaining squares, so that the columus total 15 cach

way. If eorrect, and you comply with the condition we sball send

5 you, A HANDSOME Gold-finished WATCH (Eady’s or Gents’) will be

— sent you E'\'TIBELY FREL OF COST. Send your answer NOW,

I ‘eovelope for reply. — Impetxa.l
Supply Co. (Dept. 2), 42, F Road, L N.

A smart, wanly moustache speedxly ows at any a,ge by using
““Mousta,” the only true Moustach Forcg;r be!

positively guaranteed. Boys become men. Acts like magxc Box
sent (in plain cover) for 8d. and 1d. for postage. Send 7d. to—
J:. A.DIXON & CO., 42 JnncﬁonR.oad London, N. (Foreign orders, 9d.).

iF YOU w ANT Good cheiay Photographic Material

send postcard for Samples

and Cataloguo m—WOrkSl VLY RoAD  LIvER RO
1/- DEPOSIT wfads.

As an Advt. we will send to first 1,000 applicants our £8 8s.
**Royal Emblem” Cycle for /= DEPOSIT, and on LAST payment of
84 weeks at 1/-, making £4 8s. A HANDSOME PRESENT IS
SENT FREE, Cash with order, £3 153. only. Write for Illus-
trated Catalogue of Latest Models.

ROYAL EMBLEM CYCLE WORKS
(C30), Great Yarmouth.

BOY.A.I-D A T.A

FOR GOO VALUE.

From 61" MON¥H
CARRIAGE PAID,

From £4 10s. upwards, or
68. to 20s. per Month,

P
atalogue,
Post Free. -

BRITISH CYCLE MFG. CO. (1901), LTD.
{Dept. J.K.), 1 and 3, Berry Street, Liverpool.

should be addressed :

Spend Your Holidays at the

SEASIDE CAMPS FOR LONDON WORKING BOYS

BEXHILL-ON-SEA and DYMCHURCH.
JULY 9th to AUGUST 20th, 191Q.
Charges— Aged 13 & 14, 7s.; aged 15 & 16, 8s. 6d. a week,
RAILWAY FARE AND ALL OTHER EXPENSES INCLUDED.
Apply at once to Mr. BLOXAM, 23, Northumberland Avenue, W.O.

DIRECT FROM THE WORKS.

£5 5s. Cycle for £3 19s.
WARRANTED 5 YEARS. ALL ACCESSORIES
FREE. WRITE FOR LIST.
CIL.ARIK & CO.,
396, Hoe Street, WALTHAMSTOW, LONDON.

Applications with regard to ad-
vertisement spaces in this paper
Stanley H.
Bowerman, Advertisement Manager,
“PLUCK” SERIES, Carmelite
House, E.C. -




A Splendid Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. Next Thursday, entitled:

“A RANK OUTSIDER.”
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CHAPTER 1.
The Beginning of the Trouble.
@ @OME ashore, Gussy ;- we ve got the boat ready.”

‘“ Weally, Blake, deah boy

““Oh, don’t be a young ass, kid!” exclaimed Jack
Blake, leader of the School House Fourth Form at St. Jim’s.
“If we have to walt for you there’ll be pieces of a slain kid
to bo swept up.’

“ Weally Blake, pway don’t be so widic. I have alvs eady
told you I shall be unable to take my place in the wacin’ boat
this aftahnoon, as I considah the weathah much too warm
foah wowin’'——"’

¢ Slacker——"'

“ Krabjous duffer!”’

‘“ Weally, Hevwmes—vteallv, Digbay—— Howevah, I sea
that you are only waggin’, deah boys, as I am “eally vewy
buzay coachin’ the Third-Formahs.”

And Arthur Avgustus D’Arcy, the swell of the Fourth,
paddled his light river skiff round again, glancing loftily at
a racing four stroked by his younger brother.

D’Arcy minor was arranging his stretcher straps.

“ Hallo, Gus! Get out of the vay, kid I’

o Wea[ly, Wally, as I am goin’ to spend my aftahnoon
co&chm you youngstahs—— 4

ha,
« \‘: ally, \Vally——— g
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¢ What’s he going to do, kid"*
“ Coach us, Dud—"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus went rathor pink. e rose cautiously tc
his feet in the light skiff, holding a meﬂaphone in his hand.

“ Pway got undah w ay, deah boys—"

“ Rats !

<« And whatevak you do, Dudlay, vou weally mustn’t hold
the sweeps as if they were cwicket bats or hockay sticks,”
went on the Fourth-Former. ¢ The hands should be about
}amht mches apart, and the gwip firm but not tight. In
act——""

¢ Are you going to take your place in the boat Gussy 2’

“Pway don’t intewwupt, Blake, deah boy

Jack Blake rushed to the edge of the landing-stage.

‘ Yank the young ass “ashore with a boathook, someono.
Gussy, for the last tlmo, are you coming ashore to change—

“ Bai Jovo! Weally, Jameson, you havs a wotten leg-
dwive. I twust you have made up your mind to lmpwme Gt
befoah the wacs against Glenside Third-Formahs—""

*“ Oh, go and eat coke!”

“ Gweat Scott, Wally, as your eldah bwothah———”

¢ Are you coming to take your place in the boat, duffer?”
yolled Jack Blake wrathfully.

“ Bai Jove, Wally, you have no ideah how to get your
ship undah way«—-—”

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.

o, ‘128 (New Sories).
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t Ags! Woe're only paddling.” . :

“No talkin’ in the boat. I shall ordah you all off the
watah if there’s talkin’ in the boat—"

“ Order away, kid! Steady there, Dud; we don’t want
the ship to go round in a giddy eirele.” =

But, in spite of his words, there was a delighted{@in on

D’ Arcy minor’s face as he spoke.

Dudley of the Third was a big fellow, with eéven 'fnoife
strength than his rather shambling form sucgested. It was.

only within the last week that the president of the Third-Form
boat had diseovered he could pull an ocar.

Wally rather prided himself on his discovery.

Rudley’s stylo made Arthur Augustus eringe.

“ Gwoat Scott, Dudlay, you are wowin’ wottenly! Fway
make the actions quite sepawate, and don’t use the slide so

soon—— :
" Jack Blake, Herries, and Dighy stood on the landing-stage
celling. : -

% Ase 73

‘4 Bome and take your place in the boat, Gussy—"!
“You'll be boiled in oil if you don’t 2
Arthur Augustus languidly .waved his hand.

“Pyway don’t get in a futtah, deah boys. The weathah is

mueh toc werm to wew this aftahnoon, and I considah it is
my dutay to coach the Third-Form boat—— Bai Jove,
Wally, stop! Back watah—— Bai Jove 12

1In taking his hand from the seull to wave; Arthur Augustus -

had forgotten that rowlocks are open ab the top. Almost

as soon as he let go, the scull slipped into the river, .
1t was now drifting rapidly down siream. Arthur Augustus

made frantic efforts to reach it. ; :

Jack Blake chuckled. - : :

“‘Serve the young ass right!” he grinned. ' We'll leave
him struggling a3 long as he likes. Will you take his place,
Reilly?? Sy : : :

“Shure, an’ that’s what I'm hanging about for, me bhoy

“Pumble in, then! Ha, ha, hat Look at Gussy!”

‘The Fourth-Formers looked.
 The swell of the School House was trying to row with one
gcull, but there was a lot of water in the Ryll that afternoon,
and the current kept him well in the centre of the river.

o was calling loudly to the Third-Form boat.

“Wally 15 Wally, as your eldah bwothah, I ordah you to
stop——"’ - .
~ *‘Ready, behind?”’ sang out D’Arcy minor,

“ Ay, ay, sizl” - .

“ Paddle—"

“ Waily, Wally- —~2

“Let her go!” = .

And the Third-Form boat shot wp the river in by no means
bad style. -

A glance showed that Wally was the prettiest oar on the
thwarts, and that Dudley was the strongest man in the boat.

s weight in the middle balanced the crew beautifully.
Ile looked the sort of junior who would not spare himseif
when it came to spurts, too. . -

D’Arey minor had some excuse for being proud of his
R X ﬁnd.,’- = =

But at the present moment tho Third-Form stroke was
yelling with laughter.

“ Hard cheese, Gus ™

“You young = wascall
jnstantly——" :

“ Jolly fine coach you are, and no mistake !’ chuckled
Wally, beginning to quicken. “We're only going about a
mile up the river, and if you haven’t got your scull by the
time we got back well lend you a hand. Sorry we can’t
stop 1

"pWottahs! Wally, as your eldah bwothah—"

* 1,60k out, there !” E

The warning shout was uttered loudly, but Arthur Augustus
failed to hear it. As ho would have expressed the situation
himself, he was all in a flutter.

Te was standing up in his skiff trying to reach the missing
scnll with a floorboard.

“ ook out! Steady—'

Arthur Augustus heard this time, and turned round.

« Weally, deah boy, I must wequest you not to shout ab
me—— Bai Jove!”

¢ Qot out of the way, Gussy——'%

‘ Gweat Scott !”?

And Arthur Augnstus dropped down on his seat again in
wild excitement. e :

Three huge trunks of trees were drifting down the river
towards him, being drawn by a small moter-launch.

Jack Blake had got his boat afloat, and was shouting advice.

¢ Pyll, ass—"’ .

¢ (et the skiff round—— Ha, ha, ha!” &

The School House Fourth-Form crew yelled with laughter.
+ ‘Arthur Augustus was rowing wildly with one scull, with the

Tare Gem Lisrary.—No. 128.
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result that bo was describing rapid circles. The treo trunks
Were coming nearer. ;

The man in charge of the moter-launch did his‘ubest,‘ which

* was not much. }iév, got_ his boat clear of the skiff casily

enough, but it was mere than he could do to drag the floating

trees from the ceniro of the river.
' Bless mo ’at!” ho gasj and he slowed down.
¥ Bai Jove—— Gweat Scott——"’

% Seull her, ass ! yelled Jack Blake. * Ha, ha, ha!”

Jack Blake’s advice was good, and Arthur Augustus - tried
to act upon it. But it was too late, and he was on his feeb
again the next moment. g .

The floating trees were dangerously close,

“ Bai Jove—— Gweat Scott—" :

Then thers was a thud. The first of the trunks had caught
{the skiff amidships, and the light craft swung round.

Arthur Augustus gave vent to a wild shriek, and commenced
swaying about recklessly. Then he made a wild grab ab
nothing in particular. : S

“My hat——"

 Sit down, ass—"

_ “Ha, ha, ha! Look at him! My only Aunt Jane——""

-~ Another despairing shout had géne up from the skiff ; then
Arthur Augustus’s ‘elegantly-clothed: fornr declined from the
perpendicular. — -

Ho was falling overboaad.

An instant later a 1ou? splash told the gasping juniors that
he had already fallen. Arthur Augustus had disappeared.

- ““T o0k out there, Blakey——"" :

“What's up, kids?’ : S

And the Shell four-oared racing-boat came along in fine
style. Tom Merry, at stroke, eased up. =
My ounly Aunt Jane! 1Is Gussy going in for life-saving in
his old age——"’ vh :

““Yes; saving his own lifel” yelled Jack Blake. ‘ Ha,
ha, ha!? - ®

“You wottahs—you wuffanly wottahs—"

Arthur Augustus came up: panting and spluttering. He
was between two of the tree trunks, clinging to them.

The rival crews in the racing-boats paddled after the
drifting trees, yelling with laughter. :

“ Why don’t you swim ashore, Gussy?”’

“Did you do it on purpose, old chap?”’

“You uttah duffah, Lowthah!” gasped the swell of the
Fourth, struggling desperately. ‘I twust I am not in the
habit of behavin’ widiculously on purpose. Pway lend me a
hand, someone.”’ : -

Jack Blake stopped laughing, urging his dainty boat on a

* yard or s0.

* Why, what’s up, kid?? - :

“1 am caught in the wotten bwanches. It is imposs. foah
me to get fwee.”” : :

“My hat!” =

“Pway lend me a hand, deah boy!’ gasped Arthur
Augustus. “ The watah is feahfully chillay, and my clothes
will be uttahly wuined—"" e :

Jack Blake glanced at his rival stroke, and Tom Merry
glanced back. . <

Racing fours were scarcely the type of boats to aitempt
rescue work in, .

< Can’t be done, Gussy—? ; -

“ Wats! I ordah you to lend me a hand instantly, as the
watah i8 becoming more chillay.every minute. Figgay, pway
lend me a hand.” - :

Figgins & Co. of the New House had also come up at an
easy paddle, hot and panting after a hard pull in their new
racing four. : :

“Ifa, ha, ha! What’s the wheeze, Blakey?”’

““ What’s the one and only Been doing this time, kid??

“ Trying to drown himself, and has changed his mind at,
the last minute,”’ grinned Jack Blake. * He wants us to
rescue him.” i ; : >
‘1 ordah you to wescue me, you wottahs, as the watah is
weally wemarkably chillay foah the time of the yeah——""

“Ha, bha, ha!”’ :

“Can’t be done, kid! I say,”’ added Tom Merry, shouting
to the man in charge of the small motor-launch, *‘ you knocked
the kid in, so you’d better haul him out again.”

The man looked puzzled. Experience told him that if he
once allowed the trees to run into the river bark his sabse-
quent work in freeing them would be something to be
remembered. -

Tt was quite likely the trees would get stuck, and his small
boat would not be nearly powerful enough to haul them clear
again. - :

He removed his cap, and appeared to be thinking,

“T'm afraid you’ll have to stay where you are, sir, until
T land the lumber,” he said apologetically. “It isn’t far
down the river, an’ I’ll ’aul you along as fast as I can.’>

" “T wefuse to be hauled along——"

Anothepr Splendid Long, Complete
i haol Tale of Tom Morry & Co.
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‘““You're a disgrace to the meighbourhood,’ choked Sir Caleb, waving his stick wildly in the air, It is
little ragamuffins like you that make lite on a country estate intolerable!’ ‘“Wagamuffin!* gasped
Arthur Augustus. ‘‘Good gwacious!” &

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! VYes, that’s tho wheezo! Get on with the And the Third Form crew joined in the yells of laughter.
washing 1”2 Arthur Augustus went a deep red, in spite of the chilli-

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy! Pway stop! I ordah you to stop  ness of the water, and made desperate efforts to free himsalf.
the motah-boat and lend me a han 2 : But it was no good. In some way he could not quite

* We're just there, sir, an’ if the trees once got stuck understand, he had become securely wedged “between the

¢ Bothah the wotten twees!’ gasped Arthur Augustus. trees, the few branches of w}uch had not been lopped off,
“I uttahly wefuse to be dwagged along in this"widiculous holding him in a vice-like grip. :

9

mannah! Blake, I wequest you, as a fwiend : The juniors rolled about on their sliding seats in reckless
““ That’s all right, kid. My hat, now we're off 1"’ fashion. ;
“Tom Mewwy, as a fwiend—"' ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ You’re comfy. enough, Gussy. Soon be over. Ha, ha, ¢ Get on with the washing, Gussy!”
ha 1V “Berves you jolly well right, for slacking!” yelled Jack
And, to Arthur Augustus’s dismay, the motor-boat was  Blake. )
started at top speed again, just in time to prevent the trees “ You wauffians—you w'etched wuffans! Stop! ‘T ordah
running into the bank. - you.to stop, as I must wefuse to be dwaggsd through tho
The three rival crews paddled on behind, and a moment watah in this wotten mannah 1*
or two later they were joined by a fourth. “ You're all right, sir.”’
The Third Form boat was back again. :: I wefuse to considah I am all wight.”

“ My only Aunt Jane! Where’'s Gus?”’

“ Heah I am, deah boy; and I ordah you, as an eldah
bwothah, to lend me a hand——”

SHauha, ha I’ -

“My only aunt! Ha, ha, ha!”

nly 2 few yards’’ grinned the motor-boatman.
anding down by the summer-house.” ;

crews looked ahead. Rl

there the frees were to be run info. the bank,
d why they were in the river at all. . i

: : Tee GeM Liprary.— No. 125,
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They must have come from Sir Caleb Ashfon’s woods, and
they were to be landed at another portion of the estate. But
Tom Merry saw something else. : ;

A tall, austere figure was standing on the river-banl,

“ 8y hat, Monty! Whe's that?’ -

Lowther twisted further round on his thward.

“ Qir Caleb, Tommy =

“8s it is! Blake, look abead”

Jack Blake and Figgins, the long-limbed leader of the
New House juniors, looked ahead at the same moment.

“ Phew !”’ - - -

¢ Steady, there!? . o : :

But it was too late to even think of attempting a rescue
now, Arthur Augustus was being towed rapidly towards
the tall, austere figure. :

The juniors exchanged glances.

Phere had been trouble between Sir Caleb Ashton and
the St. Jim’s juniors in the past, and, knowing Sir Caleb as
he did, Tom Merry thought he could detect some more
tronble in the near future. :

" The leader of the Shell hesitated for a moment, then gob
forward with his slide. ;

Arthur Augustus must be backed up, whatever happened.

The Shell %oa,t flashed past Jack Blake’s four in a way
that would have troubled the Fourth-Former a good deal ab
any less exciting moment. : _

.Zrt}mr Augustus had his back to Sir Caleb, and was still
making desperate struggles to get free. .

CHAPTER 2. >
Arthur Avgustus’s Surprise. :

1 OM MEWWY, I ordah you to wescue me, foah the
last time !’ : :

A “Dry up, Guesy !”

I uttahly wefuse to dwy ap!”’ -

\ * Almost imposs., isn't it, Gussy,” grinned Lowther,

“ when you’re up o your neck in water ?”

Lowther would have jested at the stake. :

None of the others smiled, and the remark only added to
Arthur Augustus’s indignation.

“ Unless you lend me a hand instantly, I shall wefuse to
considah any of you as fwiends in the future!”’ .

. ¢£‘S‘Do r,ing off, ass!”’ whispered Jack Blake anxiously.

4 ir_‘__‘ 3

1 wefuse to wing off. I— Bai Jove, I am fwee!”

And, with a great wriggle, the swell of St. Jim’s managed
to scramble clear. He struck out for the river-bank with a

gasp of relief. o ;

Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins watched in horror.

Arthur Augustus was making directly towards a small

inlet of water which Sir Caleb Ashton used for experiments
in trout rearing.

I'(‘or the "r,noment the juniors were too dismayed to speak.

“ Come back, Gussy ¥* .

“ For goodness’ sake, old chap-—"* . .

“Wats !’ splattered Arthur Augustus, swimming on in
fine etyle. * Wats and wabbits 1” -

“ Gussy I? : § =

Tom Merry shouted in despair. Then ancther voice was
added to his. :
~ The man in charge of the motor-boat saw what was about
to happen. : '
- i Y()’IJI mustn’t land there!” he shouted.
at——

“ Wats 1

And Arthur Augustus swam on.

He had not been able to see Sir Caleb while wedged in
between the trees, because his back had been turned towards
him, and he could not see the tall, austere figure now, on
account of a elump of bushes.

Tor the same reason, Sir Caleb had been unable to see
where Arthur Augustus was making for, but there was an
angry flush on his thin face all the same. At the sound of
his man’s warning shout, he stepped towards the clump of
bushes.

“Good gracious I

Tom Merry and the other juniors gasped. :

They had often glanced towards the inlet of water and ab
Sir Caleb’s rather elaborate fish-rearing contrivances. Now
Arthur Augustus had swum right into them.

“Bai Jove—"

‘“ Boy, how—how dare you! Good gracious!” .

“Bay Jove, what a wotten landin’-place !’ gasped Arthur
Augustus, as he clambered on. ‘‘ Gweat Scott! I am feah-
fally sewatched 1’

Sir Caleb was still trying to recover himself when the
Fourth-Former scrambled from the water. He had nob
succeeded, but Arthur Augustus noticed nothing. .

He merely started a little at finding Sir Caleb there at all.

Tae Gem LisBrary.—No. 128, -
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% Bai Jove, I must apologise fozh appeakin’ in this weally
wegwetablo state, sir I’ he said hastily. “I twust I have
not startled you in any way.”’ :

Sir Caleb gasped. \

“Bai Jove, it almost appeahs as if I have’ went on
‘Arthur Augustus politely. “1 know how weally wotten
it is to be startled, my deah sir, but I twust you will soon
get ovah the fluttah.” :

“J_J—— Good gracious ! :

“Vaas, wathah! I must be in a feahful state!” ox-
claimed Arthur Augustus, in alarm. “‘ As it is a good walk
fwom heah to the coll., I wondah if you would lend me a
wig-out? I feah it is rathah wude to ask, sir, but, undah
the eircs.—"'

“ Barlow, throw him off the ground!” suddenly yelled
Sir Caleb. * Kick him off the estate! I will put the young
rascal in a refermatory{” -

‘“Bai Jovel” - S T

Arthur Augustus gasped in blank amazement. He conld
cce no reason for a storm, as the othets could. He had been
under the impression Sir Caleb’s silence was due to sur-
prise,

The outburst flustered the swell of St. Jim's.

“Weally, sir—="7 =

“If you were older, I wounld send you to prison!”’ cheked
Sir Caleb, waving his stick wildly in the-air. ““ You're a
disgrace to the neighbourhood !’ -

¢ Gweat—gweat Scott I’ ;

“1t is little ragamuffins like you that make life on a
sountry estate intolerable I

“ Wagamuffin!? gasped = Arthur
muffin! Good gwactous !’

“Don’t you dare to answer me, boy [’

“No, sir; but—— Gweat Scott!?

Arthur Augustus was completely bewildered. He stcod,
his arms well out on both sides to allow the water to drain
from his once elegant coat, and stared blavkly at the excited
landowner, N :

Sir Caleb was waving his stick again. . e

“If you are not off the estate in two minutes, T shall
thrash you within an inch of your life!”” he thundered.
“You hear me, boy ¥’ =

“ Yaas, wathah; but—-"

“ Two minutes |”

“ Yaae, certainly, eir; only——-’

“ Are you going?’ roared Sir Caleb, stepping forward.
And Arthur Augustus retreated.

It was not often the swell of 8t. Jim’s gave ground in
that mild fashion, but it was not often he found himself in
such an unpleasant positien. -

He could not think clearly. :

Tom Merry and Jack Blake had exchanged another ex-
pressive glance; then Digby leant forward, and touched his
stroke on the shoulder. 5

“ Kangaroo ie coming, Blakey.” @

Y}Ia?k Blake glanced up the river, and heaved a sigh of
relief.

Harry Noble, the Australian junior, was coming along at
a fine pace in a light river skiff. He was sculling rapidly
towards the racing boats. :

“Thought I'd better bring' out a lifeboat for Guesy,
chaps.”! : :

“Good kid. It’s needed, too.”

“1 ghould say so0,” muttered Tom Merry seriously.
“ Gussy’s on the verge of being assaulted. Get cleser in,
Kangaroo.” I

The Cornstalk nodded and got his boat round.

Figgins gave a loud hail

‘“Come on, Gussy I
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" * Yes; come along, old chap,”’ added Harry Noble, urging
his boat closer to the bank. ““Look alive!”

*“ Yaas, wathah; but——""

- “ Are you going, boy?”’ demanded Sir Caleb, flourishing
his _sti)gk still more aggressively. T shall not ask you
again. . :

“I will wetiah instantly, sir,”’ gasped Arthur Augustus.
“Kangaroo, did you hear him call me a wagamufiin?
Gweat Scott I
~The Cornstalk grinned a little as he helped Arthar
Augustus into the boat; then he rowed him-out to where the
racing crews were resting on their oars.

Sir Caleb was still raving to his man Barlow.

Tom Merry looked rather serious.

¢ The sooner we get out of this, the better, Blakey.”

*“Just so. Steady, there!”

¢ Bai Jove! Gweat Scott ! !

““Get on with the washing, Figgy. This isn’t a funeral
procession at Venice, kid.” :

Figgins got away in fine style, and Tom Merry and his
crew followed. Jack Blake paddled at an easy pace, so as
to give Harry Noble a chance of keeping up with him.

Harry Noble was still chuckling.

¢ Shouldn’t wonder if the one and only has a fit or some-
thing,” he grinned. “ He’s jibbering to iimself.”

““Gweat Scott! Bai Jove!” : v

Arthur Augustus certainly looked very flustered. Jack
Blake and Digby and Herries stared at him severely.
~ **There, Gussy, you see what comes of slacking.”

“ You've only yourself to'blame,”” added Digby gravely.
*If you will goat about in a river skiff without someone to
look after you, you must take the consequences.”
. “Bai Jove! He called me a wagamuffin!
imposs. that he can have been wefewwin’ to me.
Scott! I am all in a fluttah!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus turned, and stared as loftily as he could
under the circumstances.

¢ Weally, Blake, I fail to see any weason foah wibald
laughtah in the fact that I am ell in a fluttah.”

“Don’t you, kid?” .

D.“I'-’Ia, ha, bal He doesn’t see any cause for laughter,
ig!” /

¢ I—1 weally do not, Hewwies I”” panted Arthur Augustus.

“Bai Jove, now I come to think it ovah, I considah we

have all had a vewy nawwow escape !”’

It was Jack Blake’s turn to stare now.

““Oh, if you're satisfied, Gussy——" :

“I may say that I considah we have had a
wemarkable escape, deah boys.”

‘‘ Shure, and are you certain you haven’t escaped your-
solf, me bhoy?”

‘“ Weally, Weilly—— Howevah, T see you are only
Ix;vaggi'l’x’. Bai Jove, there can’t be any doubt about it, deah

oys !

¢ Doubt about what, ass?”

“He must be as mad as a hattah, bai Jove! I wondah

1t seems
Gweat

weally

you nevah noticed it, deah boys.”

The crew of the racing four turned and stared at the bow
oar. Reilly went rather pink -
* “T.ook here, Gussy, me bhoy—""

¢ We are looking,” said Jack Blake solemnly. ¢ There is
certainly a funny light in his eyes, chaps.”

- “ And he rows a bit like a Colney Hatch blue 2

¢ Ye spalpeens!”’ shouted Reilly, whose wirm Irish blood
made it impossible for him to stand their steady stares,
¢ if it’s thick ears ye’re looking for——"’

“ Thanks, Gussy, for pointing it out.” -

¢ Quite mad, of course! Mind he doesn’t bite you, Dig.”

““Bai Jove! Waeally, Blake—"’

¢ When did you first notice he was off his rocker, Gussy 2!

¢ When he called me a—a wagamuffin!” answered the
swell of St. Jim’s, with a shudder. I shouldn’t wondah if
Barlow is weally his keepah, bai Jove!”

#Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Oh, you're talking about Sir Calab, then, ass?”

“ Yaas, wathah! And though I have no othah wesource
but to considah his wemarks as wude in the extweme, if
“he’s as mad as a hattah, I suppose——"" -

S Ha b hall

¢ Frabjous ass—""

¢ Weally, Blake——"’ :

“Sir Caleb Ashton is an awfully clever bird, Gussy,”
laughed Jack Blake, steadying his crew. ¢ He’s written all

sorts of brainy books.””
¢ Skimpole also w’ites bwainy books, deah boy.”

“Ha, ha, ha! And Arthur Augustus has been known to
contribute learned articles on neckties to the ‘ Weekly,’”
chuckled Digby. “I admit you can’t go by appearance.”

©  “Pway don’t wag, Digbay, deah boy, as I considah this
a weally sewious mattah,” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
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anxiously. As 8ir Caleb is as mad as a hattah, I almoss
considah it is our dutay to inform the police.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don’t laugh, deah boy. There can be no doubt

that he is as mad as a hattah, or else he would nevah have

waveéd at me in such a wotten mannah foah nothin’.”

¢ For nothing ?”’ : :

My hat! Do you call smashing up his fish rearing outfit
nothing, Gussy 2"’ = .

¢ Weally, Hewwies, I wathah fancay I am not in the habib
of smashin’ up fish weahin’ outfits —"

Jack Blake grinned, easing down again.

“You mayn’t be in the habit of doing it, ass, but you
jolly well did it that timse.”

“Bai Jove—"" . . .

“ When you pranced through the water in the inlet, kid.

‘“Bai Jove! 1T nevah thought of that!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus.  “ Howevah, I considah you must be entiahly
w’ong, deah boy, as the affair was an accident on my part,
and no weasonable gentleman would call anothah a waga-
muffin on account of an accident. No, deah boy, I am
afwaid Sir Caleb is as mad as a hattah, aftah ail.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! I fail to see any weason foah wibald
laughtah——""

‘““Well, ring off, and think it over, kid. Look out, young
Merry !” :

“Right-ho, young Blake!”

¢ We don't have bumping races at St. Jim’s.”

Tom Merry did not answer. He was watching Jack Blake
manceuvre his boat instead. :

At the same moment, Figgins & Co. were watching Tom
Merry, and Jack Blake was keeping a watchful eye on
both crews, looking for weak points. :

The rivalry which existed between the three Co.’s was to
be continued on the river with increased keenness during the
next few days. i :

But as Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins watched one
another, very much the same thought was passing through
their respective minds. : : .

Race No. 5 on the regatta programme was going to be a
close affair. .

Presently Tom Merry uttered an exclamation.

By Jove, there’s Cousin Ethek kids !’

The crews screwed round on their seats.

“My hat, so it is!”

¢ Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry bent to his oar. i

¢ Paddle altogether, chaps; show ’em what we can do.”

¢ Steer for the landing-stage, Pratt!’ exclaimed Figgins,
colouring deeply. ¢ Steady, there!” -

Within half a minute, all four boats, including the skiff,
were making for the landing-stage. 1 were steering a
?00(11\ course for a pretty, girlish figure in a light summer
rock.

“Bai Jove! Stop! I ordah you to ston
Kangahwoo !”” Re -

‘“ What’s up now, ass?” grinned the Cornstalk, rowing
hard. * Want another swim?”’ .

“Stop! Gweat Scott! Stop, or I shall have to
administab a feahful thwashin’, Kangahwoo !’

Arthur Augustus was almost as flustered as he had beer
a few minutes before.

Harry Noble saw that, but he did not stop to inquire the
cause.

He bent to his oars in spite of Arthur Augustus’s ex-
citement. :

instantly,

CHAPTER 3.
Cousin Ethel's Promise.
&8 TOP wowin’, Kangahwoo! Stop wowin’ instantly.”
“Right-ho, kid!” chuckled Harry Noble.
“When I get to the landing-stage !”’ . ;
“You wottah! You wank outsidah!” ;
“You don’t say so, Gussy !
“1 wefuse to wegard you as a fwiend! I considah you
in the light of a wastah of the first watah!”
“Go hon!”
Arthur Augustus became desperate.
He jumped up and tried to wrest the sculls from tha
Cornstall’s hands. Harry Noble went on rowing.

¢ And this is gratitude!” he said severely! ‘“After I
have saved your life, too, Gussy!”
“ Wats, you wottah I’ gasped Arthur Augustus. “Uttah

wats! I ordah you to stop.”

“Order away, then, old chap. Ordering chaps to stop
rowing is about all you've done this afternoon, except mals
an ass of yourself. What do you want me to stop for,
anyway ?"’ T : - - .

* Because it’s uttahly imposs. foah you to go on !
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I mean, it is uttahly imposs. foah me to allow you to
go onl!’ gasped the swell of St. Jim’s. I absolutely
wetuse to meet Cousin Ethel ini this attiah—2

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“You wank outsidah, Kangahwoo I’

“My hat, I forgot about your togs!” chuckled the Corn-
stalk, rowing harder than ever. * Perhaps she won’t notice,
Gussy.” :

“ You weckless ass!  Bai Jovol”

Harry Neble had skilfully dodged in between the racing
boats, the skiff bringing up with a bump against the neat
little landing-stage.

He was out of the boat in a flash. -
. “ How do you do, Cousin Ethel?” he grinned, raising his
cap. :

Cousin Ethel laughed pleasantly; then every trace of a
smile vanished from her pretty girlish face. .

She was looking at Arthur Augustus in a manrer which
convinced the swell of St. Jim’s there was little chance of

- her failing to notice the state of his clothes.

The other juniors serambled from the racing boats, but
Coustn Ethel took no notice of them for a moment or two.
She was still looking in bewildermont at Arthur Augustis.

*“Good—good gracious !
Arthur 2

“¥la, ha, ha!”

“He’s been having a swim, Cousin Ethel,” said Towther

solemnly. “ He would do it; we couldn’t stop him.”

“ Weally, Lowthah—— Bai Jove! Gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus glanced down at himself. He looked
very slimy, and what had once been a beautiful white
waistcoat was now green with river weed.

One glance was enough for the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Bai Jove! Pway excuse me, Cousin Ethel !”

And he turned and fled. -

The ' juniors chuckled loudly, but Cousin Ethel stopped
them. She made Jack Blake fell the whole story.

“ And if you could only have seen Gussy tramping through
the fish-rearing water !’ he concluded, with a chuckle. ** He
didn’t know Sir Caleb was there, and we did. It was
great!”

Cousin Ethel looked rather grave.

£ You ought to have been more careful,” she said severely.
¢ Sir Caleb might make things very unpleasant for you all.”

‘“ But it was an accident, Cousin Ethel.”

“Rather ! Gussy hadn’t any idea where he was going.”

“No, I don’t suppose he had,” laughed the girl chum. -

“ Anyway, I sha’n’t blame Sir Caleb if he gets very eross
about it all. He is only staying at the Towers this summer
for the fishing. Still, I don’t want to talk about that.’’

‘“No, Cousin FEthel 72 . :

“No, I want to talk about something quite different,”
said their girl chum, becoming severer. * Arthur told mo
all you deadly rivals were going to race against one
another 77

““Rather I” grinned Jack Blake. “T'm getting a crew
from the School House Fourth; Tom Merry & Co. arc going
to try and uphold the honour of the Shell, and Figgins 1s
turning out a set of New House kids.”

“Who'll walk away from you, Blakey,”
pleasantly.

Cousin Ethel smiled at their obyvious keenness.

“ But how will you get the boats?”’

- We're going to row in these,” explained Tom Merry.
“ Will Kildare let you?”’

“ Yes, rather!” grinned the hero of the Shell. = “Ttem
No. 5 on the programme is our race, for it happens to
be just the time when the seniors will be holding swimming
races up the river. No one wants to see the seniors try to
swim, so I thought it would be a good idea to have a three.
handed race——" :

*You thought it, Tom Mercy ?’

“ ¥es, Figgy; had you forgotten?”
blandly.
Ethel 7 J

_““Not so bad—for boys!” said the girl chum musingly.
‘“Is the river broad enough for three racing boats, though 7’

“ Yes, just, if the course is past Sir Caleb’s ground ; there’s
a fair amount of room there.”

‘I see. Who is going to steer for you, Figgins 7’

‘‘ Pratt.”

“Tom Merry ?”’

- “ Kerruish or >
“ And for your boat, Jack Blake??
“ Reilly or——"" -
“1 see,” murmured Cousin Ethel, looking thoughifully

across the river. “Of course, I know I steered frightfully

-badly in the race against Glenside, but—"
She stopped speaking musingly.
Tur GeM Lisrary.—No. 128.
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The juniors stared at her; Figging suddenly becoming a
brilliant red. :

He remembered the race against Glenside College, when
Cousin Ethel had acted as cox. in splendid style. In fact;
one or two authorities suid afterwards her steering had had
as much to do with winning tho race as Tom Merry’s work
at stroke. ;

There was an expression of horror on Figgins’s face.

He felt he had .missed one .of the great chances of life. :

Tom Merry was staring blankly, and Jack Blake was almost
a8 red as Figgins.

“By Jove }?

“ My hat !’

 Phew |’

“What is the matter, Tom Merry?’? >

“ Well, you sce, Cousin Ethel,” gasped the hero of the
Shell, “we only decided the other day to have this par-
ticular race, and—and I haven’t really made ap my mind to
let Kerruish steer— 7

Figgins. started violently.

* Pratt isn’t going to steer for us, Cousin Bthel.’?

“ Bat you said he was just now, Figeins.”

“ Y.-yes; only I've changed my mind.”

“ And we wouldn’t have Reilly at the ropes for a pension,’”
put in Jack Blake. “* Wouldn’t think of it.”’

“ Shure, an’ you might have broken the news to me,
Blake, me bhoy,” grinned the junior from Eelfast.

*“ Rather not.” ; :

“ Reilly would about lose the race for us.”

Jack Blake pushed Digby aside unceremoniously,

1 say, Cousin Ethel—_7 :

*“ Cousin Ethel—?

£« I s‘ay——” :

Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins were all speaking at
once, Cousin Ethel glanced from one to the other patiently.
“Is anything the matter, please?’ she asked.

* Yes, rather; that is to say——7

Figgins was stammering, getting redder every

dJack Blake suddenly pushed him aside as well.

* Cousin Ethel, will you steer our boat in the race?’

““Of all the cheek, Blake— "’

¢ Look here—7

Figgins and Tom Merry gasped.

Jack Biake looked very grim. :

- I asked first, Cousin Kthel!” he exclaimed. * Ours will
be the winning boat, tco.”’ -
*“No, you didn’t ask first.
“Rats, Figgy ! ;
k here!”’
‘“ Lock here!”
‘‘ Look here!”’ : :
*“ Yes, I am looking,” said Cousin Ethel.
lot of excitement about nothing; too.” -
“Nes bhut——2

€4 But—”

Cousin Ethel put up her little hand. ;
* Good gracious! Please don’t begin all over again,”’ she
laughed, * because I have already made up my mind about
the steering.”

* Good”’

* Thanks, awfully, Cousin Ethel !’

P‘}; \lV,e,z’ll row like anything with you at the ropes, Cousin
ithel.”” -

And Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins stared loftily at
one another. :

Cousin Ethel laughed in great amusement, s

* Yes, 1 have thoroughly made up my mind what I am
go}pg to do on Regatta Day.” :

second

I was asking all the time.”

§“

‘“ I can see quite

&

Yes, Cousin Ethel—-’ : .

“ Thanks awfully !” ;

“Yes,” smiled their girl chum. “I am oing to it in a
deck-chair near the winning-post, and watci every race,”’

The juniors’ faces fell. They all looked very biank,

Cousin Ethel laughed again. :

““But that isn't what I wanted to talk about?’ she ex-
claimed. ;

By Jove, I don’t believe you would have steered for
any of us, even if we’d had time to ask you.”’ -

*“Of course, I wouldn’t, Tom Merry, because I couldn’t
have steered for you all.” -

Tom Merry & Co. locked rather blank for a moment or
two, then all chuckled loudly. :

None of them minded being taken down by their girl
chum. :

But they were still looking at her. Somehow they felt
more was to follow. : :

Cousin Ethel was putting on her gloves, and Figgins was
wondering whether it would be qui§e the thing to offer to
button them for her. .

¢ What prize are you three erews going to row for?? :

Figgins started, and forgot akout the glove button problem.

- Anothor Splendid Long, Co ote
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«Ism afraid you’ll have to stay where you are, sir, until I land the lumber,” bawled the man on the launch. ;
“I*Yl *aul you along as fast as I can.” . - e e

¢ Oh, there isn’t a prize, Cousin Ethel!”

¢ 1 thought there wouldn’t be.”

¢ No, rather not. We got up the race ourselves, and we
had rather a bether to get Kildare to consent to it, let alone
asking the committee for a prize.”

“ But we don’t mind about the prize a bit.’’ .

¢ Rather not——" - : <

¢ Still there ought to be a prize,”’ said Cousin Ethel. “I
think I shall give one.””

Figgins was colouring again.”

“ Yeos, I am cerfain I shall give one,” went on their girl
chum coolly. ‘“I shall ask the winning crew to come over
to Cleveland Lodge to join a picnie party which is going to
motor down to the coast the day after the regatta.”

The juniors gasped.

A motor picnic to the coast.
pared with a prize like that.

“ Ripping "

¢ Hoorah !”!

“Tt—it’s awfully kind of you, Cousin Ethel!”

“ Yes, Figpgins,' I know it is,”” said Cousin Ethel. A lot
of schoolboys at a picnic is very trying. I hope you mean
tostrain havd.!” ‘, .

And, with a laugh, she hurried away.

“The rival juniors looked at one -another.

-Silver cups could not be com-

_ There were very
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grim expressions on the faces of Tom Merry, Figgins, and
Jack Blake. v

“ My—my hat!? e

< Hallo, deah boys! I have been lookin’
place foah you.” X

_Arthur Augustus came up breathlessly. No one took any
notice of him. :

 Bai Jove, Blake, deah boy!”’ . >
1.(;‘ Ring off, ass! Tom Merry, if we don’t massacre you
e : ; 3

“If we don’t give you the backwash in the first five
minutes 12 o

“If we don’t make a procession of it

“ Weally, deah boys, as I have somethin’ of great ime
portance to tell you.” : !

“ Dry up, ass!”’

“1 wefuse to dwy up!”

“ Ring off, then!” -

“Y wefuse to wing off I’ shrieked Arthur Augustus.
¢ Look, you uttah wottahs!”

And the juniors looked. : s .

Walking "along the path leading from the college was &
tall, stern-looking man. ] !

It was Sir Caleb Ashton.

“ My hat! What’s he doing here?” - By

‘ He’s becn up to the coll. P’ panted Arthur Augustus.
Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 128.
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““He awwived soon aftah I did, and he has been in the
doctah’s woom.”?

My aunt!” .
. “And he was in an awful wage, too!” gasped the swell
of 8t. Jim’s, “ Mellish said you could heah his voice wight
at the end of the cowwidor. He must have been wavin’ !’

“ Phew P! =

* What—what can he have come for, kids?’

There was no need to answer that question.

Without another word, the juniors commenced to run for
the college. g

Arthur Augustus looked fearfully anzious.

CHAPTER 4.
; A Big Disappointment.

4T3 AT Jove, there is the doctah, dezh boys!”

"‘) Arthur Augustus made the remark in a gasp. The

" other juniors stopped. : -

- They wished now that they had not been quite so anxious
to follow the matter up. Dr. Holmes was walking directly
towards them, a stern frown on his usuzlly kindly face.
- “Bﬁi Jove, I belicve there’s goin’ to be a wow, deah

oys !

“ Humph! Shouldn’t wonder!”

“No, wathah not. Hadn't we bettah

s

wetiazh, Tom
€ Asst The doctor’s seen us!’”’ el
* Yaas,*wathah, only I nevah thought of that!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “ Besides, we must think of our dzg.:’
** Think of five hundred lines and detention, you mean.”
‘“Weally, Figgay Howevah, the mattah only wequires
teet and judgment, and I wathah think I am the fellow—"
“D’Arcy i e
Arthur Augustus started.

_intervening stretch of quadrangle.
* Yaas, sir!” : = i -
“ Tageles tells me you returned to the eollege just now in
a drenched state?” : : -
““ Yaas, wathah, sir!’”

fishing water?”’
“ Weally, sir - (
“ Was it you, D’ Arey 7’ e
. “ Yaas, wathah, sir, only the whole affair was an accident,
bai Jove!” ventured Arthur Augustus. “I wegwet to say
1 was w’ecked—that is to wemark, I fell in the wivah.””
“You may have caused a great amount of damage,
D’ Arcy.” ?

“Bai Jove, I wegwet that, sir, and T will of course make
I

good the—

Dr. Holmes frowned impatiently. ;

“ But you cannot!” he exclaimed in exasperation. * The
damage cannot be known until after the fishing-season. It
is out of yeur power to make it good.”

“ Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that, sir!”?

“Sir Caleb is very angry--justly angry,” weant on Dr.
Holmes, “ and he has protested against the stretch of his
river being used for the regatta. 1 have promised him that
it shall not be used.’?

“ Oh, sir!”’ :

““ Bal Jove!” -

“ It is your own fault, boys,”” said Dr. Holmes sternly.
“I have told Kildare that a fresh course will have to ke
mapped out.’>

o But"—”

“ Well, Merry?’”

* But—but there isn’t another stretch wide enough for
three four-oars to race, sir.”’

“ You should have thought of that before. D’Arcy, how
did your accident happen?”

: “”I was w'ecked—that is to wemark, I fell in the wivah,
s1T. : :
*“ Were you playing tricks on one another?”’

‘“ No, sir, wathah not. I was coachin’ the Third-Formahs
when some floatin’ twees dwawn by a motah-boat w’ecked
me—77
- “You give me your avord it was entirely an accident,
boysi”

6y % 2

, Sir.

“ Yaas, wathah—* -

“ Then the matter ends here!” exclaimed the Head. “I
trust we shall be able to arrange the races satisfactorily on
another stretch of the river.”’ .

And the Head strode away before the juniors bad re-
covered from their dismay. 4

The moment he had gone. Tom Merry wheeled round.

‘“ That’s snatched the whole thing baldheaded !” he ex-
claimed wrathfully. “ Gussy, you ought to be boiled in

oih.”? .
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The doctor’s voice had rung cut very clearly across the

“ Was it you who caused the damage in Sir Caleb Ashton’s ‘

“A RANK OUTSIDER.”

¢ Bai Jove " S

“ Oh, bump the young ass, semeone X

¢ Weally, Digbay, deah boy—2

¢ Asyl”? ;

““ Frabjous lunatic !’ *

“Bai Jove, Kerr—*

“Oh, it’s too rotten!” exclaimed Jack Blake. “Wa
sha’n’t be able to have the race now. There isn’t another
strefch for miles, where we could row three boats apréast.’

““ Rotten 1’2 :

‘“Yaas, wathah, I considah it wotten in the extweme,
deah boys.”? _ s :

“ And it’s all your fault, ass !’ growled Jack Blake. - “If

ou hafg’nft slacked and had taken your place in the

At

 Oh, Gussy ought to be chained up I'*

I say, isn’t it rotten |7 - «

The juniors were too disappointed at that moment fo
slang Arthur Augunstus as they would have done under less
trying eircumstances. They were all thinking of Cousin
Ethel and her promised prize.

Tom Merry looked desperate.

“ We shall have to arrange a bumping race or something,
Blakey 1 : :

¢ Will Kildare let us use the boats for bumping ?”

“Oh, hang it all{? : ¢

And Tom Merry strode away, followed by Manrers and
Lowther. . - ;

“Bai Jove, deah boys !

Jack Blake, Dighy and Herries were also moving off,
their bands in their pockets. . S

“Bai Jove, deah boys, pway—— Figgay !>

But Figgins & Co. had also gone.

Arthur Augustus had the quadrangle to himself,

He stared after the juniors in_amazement,

“Bai dJove! How vewy wude to wetish when I was in
the middle of a wemark,” he mused. “T must say I wathah
wondah at Jack Blake. Bai Jove! It appeahs that I shall
have to intahview Sir Caleb by myself 1? -

And the swell of St. Jim’s commenced a thoughtful
saunter down the path. - -

CHAPTER 5.
Jack Blake’s Visitors,

= HBUMP away, kids|” =
- Curly Gibson, Jameson, and Dudley thuraped.
: D’Azxcy minor began to kick,

“ Open the door, Blake——»

“ Look here——" :

“Open the door, kid!” repeated D’Arey minor. “Im-
portant bizney—henour bright 17’ :

Jack Blake growled and fung open the docr.

“ILook here, we can’t have a lot of Third Form kids
bo%herx.z-;g us; we've got a jolly awkward thing to work
out——

¢“The Sir Caleb Ashton affair, my son 2

Jack Blake started.

“Bo it’s all over the college already; is it he growled.
“ Anyway, you can clear, Wally I”? .

“Right-ho, kid—when we’ve finished. Sit down, chaps !

And the Third-Formers coolly took the chairs Jack Blake
& Co. had just risen from.

Jack Blake & Co. glared at them,

Wally nodded pleasantly. :

 Thought you'd be glad of some help,” he said cheerily.
“It's all a lot of piffile; Gussy never meant to do the
damage.”

“Of all the giddy cheek—* :

“1t isn’t likely Gus would go and fall in the river on
purpose. As a matter of fact, it was Sir Caleb’s own man
who upset hira—> ;

Jack Blake grimly opened the study door.

‘“Take your choice, Wally,” he caid tersely.
dow or the door }” :

““Oh, don’t come the old fogey wheeze with us, ny son;
wa.e’re },1’ere to lend you a helping hand in a very difficuit
=

“ Are you going to clear?? :

Jack Blake & Co. had gone very red. Tt wasn’t likely
Fourth-Formers were going to listen to advice from fags.

Wally glanced from cne to the other pleasantly.

* My only Aunt Jane, aren’t they ratty, kids ¢’

¢ They’ll calm down when they hear our plan: A

‘“ Are you going ?”’ yelled Jack Blake.

ANSWERS

“The win-

Another Splendid Long, Comnlete
‘School Tage of Tom mgmy & Co,

L



Every Thursday,

“1i’y o ripping fine plan—"

#* Bump 'em! Bump ’em, kids !’ -

“And, if you'll agres to help us, we’ll jolly well make
Sir Caleb sing small, and no mistake!” went on Wally, as
cool as over. ‘ You see—"" *

< Altogether |” growled Jack Blake. *Now!"

And there was a goneH :

_ Wally dodged round the ta : =

“Bon’t goat, Blakey! You're as bad as Tom Morry in

. the old fogey line. All you Fourth-Formers and Shellfish
are jealous of the Third Form——"
~ ¥ (Oollar them t”
_ “ Bump the young sweeps !’
““Turn the soda-wateron them, kids
"D’ Arcy minor glanced round. Thers wei
of soda-water and one of lemonade on the cupbpard.
Digby was making towards them.
Jack Blake dashed for Wally.
*“QOut you go, kid! Ha, ba, ha!”

L

- 11 1 i it " WV il X X1 . 5 .
And Wally went, sitting dgwn with a thump on the < dashing mio e

passage floor,

The. next instant Jameson also came out and spraw{g&

over his leader.
- “Ha, ha, ha! That’s the style!”
¢ On the ball, chaps!’ = :
And Dudley also Ié@gﬁﬁ*gmm, a violent charge from
Herries’ shouldsr knocking Rim off his balance in fine style.
Wally tried to scramble to his feet but it was no good.
Ho got up as far as his knees, when the last of the fags left
Study No. 6. ; : .
Bl()"'ﬁrly Gibson was being carried out by Herries and Jack
ake.
“Drop him on top of them !”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
¢T3 that how you like it done, Wally?"”
And the door of the Fourth-Form Study was slammed to.
For an instant or two the Third-Formers lay in a con-
fused heap, then a groan came from Jameson.
~ “TLemme get up, Dud—lemme get up—""
~ “What about my ear?” =
No one seemed to know any
Tyon Dudley himself was feeling
its existence. ;

g about Duilsy’s ear.
gently, as if he donbted

Wally sat up with agew!, rubbing the back of his head.

“This comes of trying to help the rotters!” he exclaimed
indignantly. ‘‘Talk about gratitude——""

“0-oh!” groaned Curly Gibson. “O-0-0h!”

“Qutsiders {7 .

“They haven’t got the spirit to stand up for the old coll.
themselves,” went on Wally darkly; “and they’re jealous
of any one else who has!”’

“0Oh—o-oh " :

Y Dry up, Carly. We'll jolly well show them, chaps!”
wont on Wally, with rising indigration. ¢ We'll show them
St. Jim’s isn’t going to knuckle under to an old fogey like
Sir Caleb !”

‘ Rotters ! :

The Third-Formers scrambled to their feet. Curly Gib-
son was still groaning, holding his nose with both hands.

He stoppad suddenly and peered round the corridor.

¢ My hat, look, kids!”’

They looked. Six juniors were approaching Study No. 6.

¢ My only Aunt Jane, it’s the Terrible Three !”

¢ And Figginsg & Co. !”

D’Arcy minor wheeled round with a chuckle.

“This is where we square accounts, kids,” he whispered.
¢ They haven’t seen us yet !”

£ But“‘_"",

“Don’t cackle! In hore like a greased flash, chaps !’

And he darted into the room opposite Study No. 6.

The other Third-Formers followed him, but how acecounts
were to be squared by entering that room, none of them
could see.

Still, the Fag Form of St. Jim’s was always ready to back
up its youthful leader. 1In the case of Dudiey, the big
Third-Former, it was a little more than mere backing up.
There was something almost approaching devotion in the
way he accepted his keen-witted chum’s lead.

All four were within the room before Tom Merry & Co.
could have caught sight of them.

“ What’s the wheezo, Wally 7

¢ Ring off—not a giddy word!” ;

The others grinned and pecred round the slishily open
door with Wally.

Tom Merry & Co. were approaching rapidly.

They reached the door of Study No. 6, les: than a minute
after the eviction of the Third-Form juniors. .

Tom %erry banged loudly on the door panel.

" None of them were talking. They were too worried about
tho regatta trouble to talk much.

e NEXT
THURSDAY
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of liquid shot out into the
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Thers was no answer to the Shell junior’s knock, so
Yiggins began to kick. -
D’Arcy minor had to stuff his handicerchief in his mouth:
That kiek was likely to be the one thing needed to make
his plan succesd. The next instant proved it was so.
The door of Study No. 6 had beewr flung open once again.
¢ All right, you young swaeps ! -
f“Let ’em have it !” o
‘And to the lasting joy of t

ormers, three streams
ally knew that two
of them were soda-water and the third lemonade. -
The Study No. 6 chums were using the syphons.
“ Wow—ass I -
“ My only Aunt Jawme
“Oh! Waroo
There were few

s more partial to lemon<
ade than Fatty ¥

5t the New House. He

liked it better th -a warm, summer afternoon,

but he did not apprecia ‘presant method of taking it.
An apparently unlimited supply of the .cooling drink was

Another stream—soda-water this time—caught Tom Merry
in the ear. Tom Merry gave vent to a yell and ducked.

Thoe stream went on, rushing down Kerr’s neck. h;err
yolled and jumped back, then Manners yelled still louder.
The Scots junior had trodden on his foot.

“ Ass! Idiot! Frabjous lunatie e : L

Manners’ shouts died away in a gurgle. The lemonade
which had been staggering Fatty Wynn, now stazgered him.

It was splashing on the end of his nose with great foree.

¢ Rotters !”

¢ Rush them !”

Tom Merry gasped and dodged the stream of soda-water.

“ Altogether! Now we have them!”

And the others backed him up loyally. : S

With a wild rush The six burst into the room, banging tha
door wide open with their combined weight.

“Oh!” yelled Herries,  “O-oh!” >

And he dropped the syphon to grasp his nose much ag
Curly Gibson had done. He had not been ready for the
sudden opening of the door.

“On the ball !” :

“Snatch them bald-headed! Now we have them !”

And the six hurled themselves on Jack Blake & Co.

Ifor a moment the Study No. 6 juniors were too surprised
to offer much resistance, but they were not long in recover-
ing from that. S

~“1t’s all right, kids—""

““ A beastly mistake! My hat!” :

But Tom Merry & Co. were not in the mood for listening
to explanations. |

They had come to Study No. 6 on a peaceful errand, and
their reception had nettled them. They collared the Study'
No. 6 juniors in good old Rugby fashion. :

“ Bump them!”

“Ts that how you like it done, young Blake?”

¢ That’s the style, kids!” )

Tom Merry and Figgins, usually the greatest of rivals,
flung themselves on Jack Blake. Jack Blake mads a wild
grab at the first thing that came to hdnd, which happened
to be the table-cloth.

It came away from the tab'e with a rush, bringing the
remains of an afternoon tea with it.

My hat!”

¢ Turn the young ass over !” ]

“Right-ho! Here’s the syphon, Tommy !’

Tom Merry seized the syphon, which still contained a fair
amount of soda-water. Jack Blake was lying on his face
on the study floor, and it was a chance of a lifetime.

Tom Merry inserted the spout of the syphon between the
Fourth-Former’s collar and his neck, and drew down the
handle. =

“Yah! Ow! Rotter!”’

There was a loud fizzing sound.

“ Haj ha, ha'!”

Manners yelled with laughter.

¢ Good wheeze! Turn him over, Fatty !’ 5

And Herries was also rolled over. The next instant
lemonade was pouring down his neck.

Kerr and Lowther were causlly taken with the idea, and
Digby was already on his back. Lowther flashed to the door
for the third syphon. :

In his excitement he failed to notice four inky faces peer-
ing through the doorway. :

D’Arcy minor was choking with laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Hadn’t we better clear, Wally ?”’

¢ Lot’s see old Dig have his bath. My only Aunt Jane!”

Digby’s share of soda-water was the largest of all. He
squirmed and yelled, but it made no difference to Kerr and -
TLowther. They stuck fo their work until the last drop of
soda-water was down Digby’s neck, ’
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The Third Form junicrs were rolling about.

“ Oh, it’s great, Wally !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!? o '

“They mistook Tom Merry & Co. for us. Ha, ha; ha!”

Wally chuckled in great glee, but it was time to go.

' Explanations would be forthcoming in a minute, then a day
of reckoning might be in store for the fags. :

They turned from the door and flashed off along the
gorridor. : Ly 3

Wally’s inky face wore an expression of intense happiness.
All four of them were within the Third Form common-room
before the disturbance in Study No. 6 looked like coming
to an end. :

Wally dropped into a chair with loud chuckles.

“ What price our luck now, kids?” .

o« Ripping 12 i

“TFancy Tom Merry & Co. coming along just at that
moment !”’ -

_ “ And fancy old Wally hitting upon the wheeze of letting
them knock at the door!” grinned Dudley. *‘ Jolly good !”

“Oh, for an utter ass, Wally does get hold of a wheeze
sometimes,””. said Jameson, looking at Dudley rather
curiously. ‘“Most of them are back numbers, though.”

“ What’s that, Jameson? Did I hear you ask for a thick
ear? I say, we've got to go tbrough with it now in first-
rate style.”?

The other juniors looked ingairingly.

“ About the Sir Calcb affair, kid 7"’

“Of course! We've gassed enough to Tom Merry and
Jack Blake about our idea, and now we’'ve got to get the
idea,” chuckled Wally. “It’s decided that we rag Sir
QCaleb, isn’t it 7

““Rather !’

“Like his cheek to come sneaking to the doctor, and
getting him to promise the races sha’n’t take place on the
best stretch of the whole river.”? i

¢ Especially when we've been training on that giddy
stretch.”

“Pretty good cheek, and no mistake.”

“ He might think the river belonged to him.”’

- The Third-Formers spoke indignantly. It was not that
the alteration in the course meant a very great deal to them,
but it was the principle of the thing. .

The idea of a portion of a river being barred by one man
went very much against the grain of the scamps of the
Third. :

. Wally began to pace up and down the room.

“ Whatever we do, it’ll have to be done at once.”

‘“ Rather 1”?

“To-night, I vote.”

Wally nodded.

“Yes, to-night’s the time,” he said darkly.  We’ll show
Sir Caleb he doesn’t own the earth, and we’ll show Tom
Merry and the other old fogeys how to stick up for the
school. We've got all the evening to work something out,
chaps.” : :
~ And silence fell-on the common-room.

The fags were in dead earnest, and when D'Arcy minor
and his lieutenants were in earnest, things gencraily
happened.

Of all of them, Dudley was perhaps the least concerned.
But he was not good at thinking things out. He was quite
content to let Wally do that, and then back him.

To what extent Dudley would have backed up the leader
of the Third would have been a problem to the fags, if they
had not been wise enough to leave problems alone.

The lines of thought on Wally’s brow at that moment
almost suggested physical pain.

CHAPTER 6.
Gussy's Trying ** Posish.”’

4 AT Jove, deah boy, is Sir Caleb Ashton at home ?”’

B Arthur Auguastus asked his question hastily,

flicking a speck of dust from his coat-sleeve.
- The man he had addressed turned away from the flower-
ad. :

“Yes, he’s at home, sir, but—"

‘“ But what, deah boy ?”’

¢ But aren’t—aren’t you the young gentleman as got upset
in the river this afternoon ?”

Arthur Augustus started. .

“Yaas, wathah, and 1 weally beclieve it was you who
w’ecked me, bai Jove!”

“TTP’m sorry about that, sir,”” said Barlow. €It was
an accident.! . )

The swell of St. Jim’s waved his hand loftily.

“That is all wight,” he said gracefully. ‘ You have
apologised, and there is nothin’ more to be said. It has
made mattahs wathah awkward foah us, though.”

“ Yes, sir, T was afraid it would. I—I did my best after

Tur Gem LirraBY.—No. 128.
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‘apology to offah you.

“A RANK OUTSIDER.”

you hz}’d gone, sir, and explained how the accident hap-

_ pened.

¢ Bai Jove, did you weally ?”

“Yes, of course, sir; but it didn’t make no difference to
the master He was really angry about it.”

“Yaas, wathah! Howevah, must say I wegard your
action as wippin’ in the extweme, Barlow—absolutely
wippin’, as it was neahly as much my fault as yours, because
I should have been watchin’.”” .

Barlow coloured under his tanned skin. There was so:e-
thing rather pleasant about the young man’s face at that
moment, a weakness of mouth and chin being lost sight of
in an engaging smile. B

“Oh, I only did my duty, sir.” £

“Yaas, wathah; only we don’t always do our dutay, bai
Jove ” exclaimed Arthur Augustus heartily. “I twust you
did not get into a wow ovah the mattah?” :

“The master was upset. He is still upset, for that
matter.” . =

“Bai Jove, that’s wathah awkward, as I am about to
intahview him, if he will see me.”’

“You aren’t going to call on him, sir?”?

‘“ Yaas, wathah; to spologise, and explain that it was
all a mistake.”

“TI—I wouldn’t do that, sir.”?

“ Weally, it is a mattah of dig. with me,” returned Arthur
Augustus. “Bai Jove, there he is in the gweenhouse! I
may see you latah.”?

And before Barlow could stop him the swell of St. Jim’s
was hurrying away.

Sir Caleb was standing with his back to the zreenhouse
door as Arthur Augustus approached, a large bulldog not
unlike Herries’ famous Towser coiled up asleep at his feet.

The bulldog opened one eye as Arthur Augustus came up.

“ Abem 1”

Arthur Augustus coughed politely. Sir Caleb did not
trouble to turn.

“ What is it7”? o

“Pway excuse me, sir, but T wathah fancy I have an

I should like to wemark G

Sir Caleb wheeled round then.
Augustus’s voice instantly. 5

“ How dare you? How dare——"

“ Bai Jove I”

“ Barlow, come here
“ Barlow 17’

Barlow did not answer. As a matter of fact, he had
slipped away at great speed to another portion of the
garden. : o

Arthur Augustus looked amazed. °

“Bai Jove, sir, I twust nothin’ is the mattah !’

‘“ What do you mean by coming here? How dare you?”’

““ Weally, sir, I have come here to apologise fcah what
happened this aftahnoon, and to ask you, as one gentleman
to anothah, to wescind your desiah to bar the stwetch of
\\ilivah il:l, fwont of your estate. I am weally vewy sowwy
ghat- o=

‘“Leave my garden! Leave my garden instantly !

“ Yaas, sir; but I should like to wemark &

“1f I have any more of your impertirence, boy——""

“TImpertinence! Weally, sir, as I have come here to
apologise,”’ began Arthur Augustus, in amazed dignity. ‘I
wathah fancay you cannot descwibe what I have said as
impertinence.”

Grrr-rr !

The bulldog at Sir Caleb’s feet began to growl.
already got up.

The raised voice of his master excited him.

Arthur Augustus noticed nothing:

“Pway twy to be ecalm, sir,”” he said politely, “and I
think I shall be able to pwove——"

Grrr-rr ! ,

Arthur Augustus heard the growls this time. He looked
down. 5

“Bai Jove !’

Grrr-rr ! 3

“Bai Jove! Befoah we go any furthah with this dis-
gussicm; sir, do you considah your bulldog safe. Gweat

cott I’ ey

The bulldog was walking towards him. Without furthier
thought for Sir Caleb, Arthur Augustus retreated.

The bulldog began to trot, and Arthur Augustus broke
into a run. The next moment the swell of St. Jim’s was
lcz}reering wildly across the garden, with the bulldog after
him.

Sir Caleb’s face was still flushed with anger, and he made
no attempt to call the dog back. He knew the dog would
not bite, and he really thought Arthur Augustus’s visit had
been paid out of impertinence. - : :

He strode into his greenhouse again, and left Arthur
Augustus to look after himself.

He recognized Arthur

instantly ! ‘shouted Sir Calch.

He bad
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Arthur Augustus was rowing wildl

with one scull, with the result that his skiff was describiug rapid :
= eircles, while the launch drawing the tree-trunks drew rapidly nearer.

The way Arthur Augustus did that was to dash wildly
aeross the lawn and out of the gate.

“(Good dog I’ he gasped. ¢ Lie down, deah boy! Gweat
Scott, he will have my twousahs in a minute !’

. He was through the gateway now, and a hedge lay before
Y1,

The cause of all the trouble was that Arthur Augustus had
considered it too hot tc row seriously that afternoon, but he
did not congider it too hot to attempt to jump the hedge
now. He took it in great style, and obtained a trifling
start ‘while the bulldog fooked for an opening.

“Bai Jove! Wescue, deah boys! Wescue!”

In the distance a few well-known figures could be seen.
They were coming across the field towards him.

Arthur Augustus could hear the pattering of the bulldog’s
feet behind him. He gave vent to another terrific shout.

“ Wescue, Hewwies! Jack Blake, wescue, deah boy!”

He pelted on, then gasped in horror. .

Another bulldog was coming for him from the opposite
direstion, dragging & chain.

1t -was tho famous Towser, who had broken away from
Herries. Arthur Augustus glanced about him wildly for
cover as he ran :

8w “A RANK OUTSIDER”

Towser, he knew of old, had no respect at all for a
fellow’s trousers. =

¢ Gweat Scott, what an awful posish! My only toppah !

Towser came thudding along. He was almost up wit
Arthur Augustus now, then suddenly he swerved to the left.

Herries’ bulldog had deliberately dodged the swell of
St. Jim's. : v -

“Bai Jove!” :

Then a series of growls rang out, tremendous growls which
made Arthur Augustus shudder. He glanced over his
shoulder. :

Towser was rollin% Sir Caleb’s bulldog over and over in
a mud patch, and the noise they were making was terrific.
Herries came pelting up in great excitement. R

“ You ought to have stopped him, Gussy, he may got bitten
by that awful mongrel.”

“ Gweat Scott! Bai Jove!”

T shall blame you entirely if Towser is bitten—Towser,
come here, old boy! Catch hold of the other brute, Gussy."”

“ You uttah ass, Hewwies—" .

¢ Catch hold of him, duffer! Put your leg betweon them."

“ Wats—uttah wats—"

“ My aunt! Come here, Towser—Towser, old chap I’
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But Towser took no notice. The rival bulldog had broken -

away, and was making off. Towser did not besitate. He
was after him in a flash. -

Herries yelled until he was hoarse.

““ Come here, boy! Good dog!”

“My only aunt. Jane!”

“Ha, ha, hal” o S .

Towser drove the enemy right across fo the horse pond,
and Sir Caleb’s dog stopped at the edge of the high bank.

He made a great effort to double on his tracks, but it was
too late.

With & rush Towser sent him into the water, then came
trotting back. He trotted right up to Arthur Augustus,
and began wagging his stump of a tail.

- ““Bai Joye !”

Ferries’ eyes were sparkling with pride.

“ There, what do you think of that, Gussy?”

“Bai Jove !”

¢ He may tear your bags in fun,” went on Towser’s master
with increasing pride, ‘“and he’s a bit rough in his play
cometimes.”

“Yaas, wathah?

“ But when there’s a common enemy, Towser’s the dog.
You ought to be jolly thankful to Towser, Gussy.”

“ Yaas, wathah,” panted Arthur Augustus, dropping down
on the trunk of a tree. “I considah he has behaved in
s weally wippin’ mannah, and I twust he will let me buy
him a new collah—I mean——"’

“You trust Herries will let you buy him a new collar,”
grinned Jack Blake. “You might get the young ass a
necktie as well. He’s wearing one of mine now.”

“ Pway don’t be widie, deah boy! Bai Jove!
in a fluttah.” \ ;

“T¢’s nothing to what you would have been in if Towser
badn’t rescued you, kid.” : e

“No, wathah not; I am weally vewy thankful to Towsah,
deal boy,” said Arthur Augustus.  But 1 have had a vewy
twyin’ time——"

“ Ha, ha; ha!”

“Yes, you look as if you had.”’ o

“Bai Jove! My clothes are feahfully wumpled, and I
shall have to wush upstairs and change my attiah. I wegwet
to say, deah boys, it’s no good.”

The juniors stared.

“ What isn’t any good, ass?”

“What are you raving about now?”’ : :

“1 wegwet to say it is no good placin’ the mattah in
Sir Caleb’s hands,’”? explained Arthur Augustus. “I1 have

I am all

just come fwom his place, and I cannot say he tweated me

with the wespect due fwom one gentleman to anothah.’”

“Did he kick you out, Gussy?”

¢ Weally, Digbay. However, he was certainly wathah
abwapt in his mannah, and I am afwaid it is also useless
w’'itin’ a lettah. Bai Jove!”

Jack Blake nodded gloomily. <

“Yes, it is all that,” he said as Arthur Augustus hurried
away. “I say, kids, faney the one and only bearding the
lion in hig den.”

“ Jolly ‘decent of Gussy, anyway.”’

“Oh, trust Gussy,” grinned Digby. ‘ There’s nothing
very slack about that kid. Isn’t it rotten, though?”
: And the gloomy expression returned to their respective
aces. .

CHAPTER 7.
Breaking Bounds.

£ OW’S the time, kids.”
: N “ Right-ho 1”7

; About a dozen juniors sat up in bed. Wally was
across to the window in a flash. :
*  “Jgs all right, chaps, there isn’t a sign of a moon yet.”

“Good egg!”

““ What about pres., though?”?

D’Arcy minor shrugged his shoulders.

¢ Bother the pres., Curly. We shall have to dodge them,
anyway. Hurry into your togs.”

The Third-Formers grinned in the darkness. They had not
a great deal of dressing to do, ceats and shoes being the only
things to be put on.

Under Wally’s direction they had gone to bed all standing,
as they say out West. The clock struck ten just as they
moved towards the door.

“ My hat, we shall have to be careful; Selby won’t be in
bed yet!”

‘Bother Selby !

. D’Arcy minor refused to listen to any words of caution.
T his way of thinking, Sir Caleb had acted unfairly to St.
Jim’s, consequently, Sir Caleb must be japed.
Wally felt very sure of his ground on the point.
Tar Gem LisrARY.—No. 128.
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¢ What are we going to do, Wally '* : -

“ Going through the Caleb bird’s grounds and think of
some way of ragging him. Squirt water through his beq-
room window if t%lege’s a hose handy—anything like that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

h” Oh, it’s all very well to chuckle, Dudley, but what about
the row 77’

“Bother rows I’ muttered Wally. *Ring off, or we shall
be snatched bald-headed.” -

Dudley pressed on by Wally’s side, and Curly Gibson
and Jameson were not far behind. Those three, at any rate,
were ready to back their leader, but one or two of the

cunger members of the party felt a liftle uneasy. _They

ept cautious eyes turned towards the prefect’s studies as
they crept along the corridor. ;

But the journey to the passage window wag made in safety,
and Wally soon had the window open,

“Down the ivy, kids!” s = ;

“Rather! Shall I go first, as I'm about the heaviest?

Waily nodded, and Dudley started. He did not consider
the recklessness of Wally’s plan,

There was a time when Dudley had been one of those
accidental outcasts in the school—a fellow no one seemed to -
notice or want to notice. 5 ;

Wally had chummed in with him somewhat agdinst public
opinion, and Dudley had not forgotten. He was not likely
to forget, either. :

The moment his feet’ touched the ground, he gave the

signal.
“All right, coast clear!”
“ Good I

And the fags came down in rapid succession. Wally ran

his eye over them. :
“ All here, then—now for it!” And he flashed away

~ across the quadrangle.

The others followed as hard as they could, and the road
was gained. They ran along this for a short distance, then

" Wally called a halt by a gate well decorated with barbed

wire. He pointed at the wire with a grin. .
“That shows the sort of bird it is we're going to stir up.”’
“He's gob barbed wire all over the place.” .
“Yes, and he jolly well thinks it will keep us out of his

rotten grounds,” chuckled Wally, vaulting the gate. “ Here

goes, and remember, we wait for each other in the gquad.
if we get separated.? :

“Y—yes )’
“Right-ho I”? :

Some of the answers were not very enthusiastic. The
younger portion of the party did not like the idea of being
separated in the dark, gloomy woods. e

They crept silently amongst the trees, listening for sounds
of keepers. The place seemed deserted enough. :

“Tt's all right, Curly, I don’t believe there's a giddy
keeper about.” - !

“ Anyway, don't make a row. Mf hat !?

A distant, but not very distant, grow sounded through the
night air. The woods were not so deserted, after all. :

Wally stopped dead, - :

“PDon’t make a noise, kids, it’ll be all right.”

“Right-ho!I” ‘

“ Get on with the washing, Wally. My only Aunt Jane!”

A crash rang out followed by a yell. Curly Gibson had
stumbled into a rabbit hole. :

i ASS 177 -

“Dry up, Curly!”

“ My only aunt !’ i

Then a loud shout sounded behind them, followed by
footsteps on the dried twigs. Some one was approdthing—
a keeper most likely: Sl

“My aunt——" =

“Seud for it!? panted Wally. ~‘“Separatel”

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when three men
burst through the undergrowth, guns under their arms. The
sight of the guns did not add to the younger juniors’ peace
of mind. 3 =

With a wild rush the youngsters scattered in all directions.

“We have them—come on, men !

Wally chuckled.

“That's Barlow’s voice,” he gasped as he ran on between
Curly Gibson and Jameson. ‘‘They take us for poachers.”

“ (Good g 12

“We won’t half lead them a giddy dance.”

There was pleasure to the scamps of the Third in the
knowledge that the mere fact of their being in the woods
at all would anger Sir Caleb.

D’Arcy minor glanced over his shoulder. He caught a
glimpse of a lantern one of the men was carrying, then he
dashed on again. Where he was making for he did not
know, and he did not care much. The scamp of the Third
was a reckless youngster, but he knew it would never do for
any of thera to be caught by the keepers. i

Ancthep Splendid Long, Completa
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It We'd bettor separate, chaps,” he whispered. * As hard
@as you can.”

And he pelted off alone.
and minimise the chance of capture.

The man with the lantern came on with a rush. He was :

not far behind Wally, and he knew the ground. -

Wally glanced back again, and saw the situation was
becoming desperate. The man, whoever he was, could run.
My only Aunt Jane !’

Wally gasped and glanced about him. Then he acted
with the coolness. which so often amazed his chums. He
quietly dropped down behind a clump of bushes
~ The man with the lantern lumbered past him.
had put out his hand he could have touched him.

¢ My hat, that was close!” chuckled the Third-Former to
himself. ¢ This just about suits me.”

He waited a moment or two, then serambled to his feet.
The woods seemed fairly quiet again.

For a moment the scamp of the Third hesitated, then he
made up his mind. It would be safer to follow in the foot-
steps of the man with the lantern than double on his tracks.

Wally acted promptly, but he stopped almost as promptly
the next moment.

Someone had flashed past him. For an instant Wally
thought he was caught, then he grinned.

“Dud for a pension!”

Bus it was too late to warn the big Third-Former he was
following the man with the lantern, for Wally knew it would
be madness to shout. Besides, an instant later, D’Arcy
‘minor had to think of himself.

Another keeper burst through the undergrowth with
startling suddenness.

“ Gob you, my man |”’

¢ 1 don’t think I”” gasped Wally, and he flashed away.

The keeper followed with a rush.

It was going to be a near thing once more for the leader
of the Fag Form of St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 8.
A Brush with the Keepers.
THE shock when Wally causght sight of Dudley was

mutual.

Dudloy had only seen the outline of his leader,
and it had made him redouble his cfforts to get out of the
woods. :

He dashed on almost recklessly, but the luck was with
him. He managed to escape the many treacherous
branches which bestrew his path. -

Presently he pulled up with a start.

There was a gght ahead.

The keeper with the lantern was in front of him.

“By Jove I’ gasped Dudley, and he swerved to the right.

Then he dashed on.

Tt was intensely dark in the woods, and the trees grew
closely together at that spot. Dudley did not like the idea
of being chased just at present.

Presently he gave vent to a gasp of relisf. It had Sl

denly become lighter, and the frees had disappeared. He
was out of the wood. g

In reality it was a very dark night, but there might have
been a moon, so great was the contrast with the pitch-black
woods. Dudley dgistinctly saw a haystack ahead of him and
he pelted for it.

He could crouch down there and figure out his bearings.

A moment or two later he was kneeling amongst the loose
hay. The keeper with lantern had defeated his own ends.

1f it-had not been for the light Dudley knew he would have
run right into the man’s arms.

But tho biz Third-Former was not to have the haystack to
himself for long, for ke had scarcely taken cover when some-
one else dashed up.

Dudley crouched lower amongst the hay, then suddenly the
runner stopped dead. For an mstant Dudley thought he had
been seen, and got ready to scud for it.

Then he peered through the darkness in surprise.

The new-comer was groping about on the ground.

Dudley watched in surprise. It must be a keeper.
ofithe fellows would waste time in the open like that.

Suddenly Dudley started up. It was Wally who was at
the other side of the haystack.

The big Third-Former was certain. His ayes had become
accustomed to the dark, and the groping figcure had only
been a few feet away at one moment.

%9 Wall _____1)

Dudley muffled his ery almost as soon as it rose to his lips.
The keeper with the lantern had come out in the open.
hln the same instant Wally dashed away. Dudley did not

esitate. . .

The keeper was between Wally and himself, so there was
niothing for it but to make off in the opposite direction. He
pelted across the field as hard as he could scud. .

None
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That would divide the pursuit,

If Wally

For a moment he thought he was to be free from pursuit,
then the sound of heavy footsteps undeceived him. e wan
being followed by a man who ran well, ,

The big Third-Former looked anxiously. :

Wally was probably having an exciting time as well, for
the man who was following Dudley was without a lantern.
The other keeper must have seen Wally.

“ But trust the kid to look after himself,” thought Dudley,
with a grin. “ It'll take a good many keeper¥to catch him.”

Dudley raced on, then suddenly a cry of alarm rang cub
behind him. The keeper had stopped. :

Dudley went on for a fow yards further before turning,
then he glanced back again. To his amazement a tremen-
dous fire was raging at the other side of the field.

1t looked almost at first as if some huge house grere in
flames. S

“Lﬁy hat !'* - -

A gasp of astonishment rang out behind him, and Curly
Gibson and Jameson peered over the top of the hedge. .

“Thought it was you, Dud.”

“ What on earth has happened 2! :

“The haystack has caught alight in some way,” answered
the - big Third-Former, wetting his lips. “Isn't—isn’t if
blazing all right ?”’

“Haystack | Is there a haystack there?”

- “Rather! I was hiding behind it."” -

The three juniors crouched down behind the hedge and
watched. None of them talked much. -

Curly Gibson looked a little scared. :

“J—T say, Dud, none of our chaps havo been mad enough
to fire it, have they?”

< Of course not, Curly !” exclaimed Jameson. .

¢ But how did it catch alight, then?”

Jameson, too, looked rather scared now. =

1 say, Dud, if you were hiding there you must have scen
it catch fire "’ he exclaimed.  We watched you coms across
the field.”

There was a curious exproession on Dudley’s face, but he
did not answer. Could it have been Wally who had set fire
to the stack? Wally seldom shirked doing things because
they were reckless.

But to fire a haystack was more than reckless. That was
:hedsort of thing the scamp of the Third was very unlikely
o do.

Still, in spite of his conviction, Dudley said nothing about
having seen Wally. : :

They stood watching the three keepers, endeavouring to
put the flames out for quite a long time, and it was Dudley
who at last turned away. :

“Let's scud for the coll.,” he said abruptly. ¢ The others
ought to be about there by now.” .

¢ Right-ho !”’ :

“ My hat, what a rare old blaze, kids!?

“T’ve never seen a haystack on fire before.”

Curly Gibson and Jameson turned longing eyes towards
the flames. 'They would have liked to stay a little longer,
but it would be scarcely safe to do that.

Dudley seemed rather glad to turn his back on the
spectacle. :

o

P

CHAPTER 9.
The Burnt Haystack.

2 ATLO, kids!”

H The juniors addressed started as they scrambled

over the college wall. Then they chuckled loudly.

I3 that you, Curly ?""

“Rather, and Dud. and Jameson !"”

“ Good egg ! Were any of us nabbed, do you think 7"’

Curhy Giibson shook his head as he scrambled over the wall
as well.

¢ No saying. Where’s Wally ?”

The Third-Formers looked at one another. There wera
nine or ten of them in the quadrangle by now, all morc or
less dishevelled as far as clothes went. :

D’Arcy minor was not amongst them. ol

“ My Kat, I hope Wally isn’t caught, chaps!” -

Jameson spoke anxiousiy. Curly Gibson shook his head.

“Trast Wally—— Hallo !”

Someone was pelting along the road towards the colloge.
The Third-Formers peered over the wall. -

“Jt's Wally, chaps!”

“ Ves, that's Wally all right. Cheer-ho, Third *’ :

« Cheer-ho I came back Wally’s voice in low tones. © Any-
one caught 7"’ ;

“ We don't know——""

D’Arcy minor and two other fags were over the wall in a
flash. The leader of the Third Form glanced at his party.

““ My only Aunt Jane, what a piece of luck; not one of us
snatched ! <

“Good egg ! :

Tre Gey Lisrary —No, 128,
Anothep Splendid Long, Co le:
School Tarie of‘To}‘n ;.Agepp;n 3? (?é,a :



14 - THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY §@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. “go

~“T met these kids just down the road,” grinned Wally. "
*They’ve been hiding in a ditch. My aunt, we stirred
things up some !

*‘Rather! I say, what about the fire, Wally 1

* Fire! What fire?”? ; :
“My hat! Didn’t you see the flames?” exclaimed
Jameson in surprise. ‘‘ A whacking greal fire and no mis-
take! I never saw such flames {”’ :

“Phew! Where abouts?” e x

“In the field at the other side of the woods,” said Dudley
gruffly. “ Semeone set fire to the haystack therc?” . :

‘“My aunt! Was there a haystack there?”

“Yes, a  rge one, Wally,” went on Dudley. .
_“Rats! None of our chaps would have done a thing like
that. Sure it wasn't a rubbish heap, or something the
keepers fired on purpose? I don't believe Sir Caleb runs to

© a haystack.”

““No, it was a haystack all right.”

‘“ How do you know, Dud?”’

“1 was biding behind it just before the thing caught
alight——"* : =

Wally shrugged his shoulders. L

 Anyway, it hadn’t anything to do with us,” he satd
coolly.  ““I hope it jolly well burns down to the ground so.
long ag the ripping old woods don’t catch fire. I say, we'd
better get in.” !

““ Yes, rather I observed Jameson. 1 say, there may be
a row about that haystack if inquiries are made.”

*‘ Bother the haystack, and bother inquiries !’

“Ch, it’s all very well to say. that——"

 Well, it’s no good worrying about what may happen,”
said Wally, getting ready to clamber up the ivy. ‘I lost
my cap, and my beastly name is printed inside ; but I’'m not
gomg to worry about it. Ten to one it won’t be found, and
ten to one the haystack Dudley saw was a rukbish heap the
keepers fired to frighten us or something.” :

1 tell you it was a haystack.”

 All right, kid, only don’t get ratty,” chuckled Wally.

*“ 1t wasn’t your haystack. p you go, my sons !’

And they commerced their journey up the ivy.

Luck was still with them, for the ¢orridor was deserted,
and they got past the prefect’s roonis safe. A few moments
later they were in the Third Form dormitory again.

Wally sat down on the bed with a:chuckle.

““ My hat, what a spree !”

. Dudley was looking across the dark room towards the

junior who had made such a vast difference in his life. Wally

would never know what his careless act of chumming in with-

the big Third-Former had meant to Dudley. :

thpudley‘ knew, though; although he had never said any-
ing. . : . !

The other juniors were whispering their experiences, all
sxcepting Dudley. There was a curious expression on his
face ag he listened.

" But we didn’t do so ‘much after all, Wally,” he sald at
latzst‘l; "" that is, if none of us had a hand in firing the hay-
stack.

Wally laughed. -

- ““ Dud’s blessed old haystack—of course we hadn’t anything
to do with it, ass!? et

“ Who had, then?” -

“ Never mind who had, who hadn’t is good enough for
us,’”” said Wally coolly. “ To set old croaker Dud’s mind at
rest,Nkids, did any of you fire the haystack 77 :

“No.? :

“ Of course not.”

 Dud, ought to be bumped for suggesting we might have

done it.”’ :

“ There you are, Pudley,” grinned Wally. ¢ We’ll wander
round to-morrow, and I'll jolly well prove to you your hay-
stack was a rubbish heap.”’ -

*‘ No, I think it was a haystack all right.”

St

* “8o do I, Curly,” said Jameson,
you know.” :

“And I saw it before it flared up at all, Wally,” said
Dudley deliberately. “I was hiding amongst the hay for
quite a long time —

*Go hon

“Oh, it won't be such a laughing matter to-morrow I’*

‘“ Bother to-morrow ! :

Dudley jumped to his feet. His temper was not' of the
best, and his eyes weré sparkling a little now. &

“You've done nothing all the evening but say ‘bother
things’ I’ he exclaimed, in a lowered voice which was only
audible to Wally. “I tell you, I was hiding amongst the
hay for a long time, and someone else came up and hid at
the other side.” : :

¥ We saw it flare up,

“My hat! Who was that?’ asked Wally. ;
; Du}:ﬂey did not answer. Wally went on, with a careless
augh :

<1 believe that about settles it, then,” he said. ‘It was
rubbish heap, after all, and the other bird you saw was
keeper setting fire to it. Anyway, it wasn’t one of us.’*

** No; that’s so.” .

““ Not much.” e

“ It was jolly dark, you know, Dud.”

“VYes, Curly,” said Dudley dully; ‘it was jolly dark.”
And that was the last word he said. He scrambled into
bed and covered himself up, and a few moments later the
others were following his example.

Then heavy breathing told of sleep, with one exception.

Dudley did not fall asleep; he did not even doze. He lay
on his side, staring at the wall,

Wally had lost his cap.

He wondered where Wally could have lost his cap. And
was it the scamp of the Third he had seen by the haystack ?
In his heart Dudley was certain it was. :

* Then Wally must have told him a lie when he said he
had not seen a haystack; that he did not believe Sir Caleb’
l};ad one.. Dudley had never known Wally to speak falsely

efore. o

The heavy breathing became more regular. There was
no doubt about it, the juniors were asleep all right.

Dudley listened, then slipped out of bed.

¢ Anyone awake, chaps?”’

There wgs no answer. Dudley hurried into his clothes
again, his mouth set firmly. :

Wally’s cap had his name printed on the lining. It might
mean a very serious thing to the scamp of the Third if that.

O o

_cap were found by a keeper.

Dudley did not hesitate. - : =
He crept steadily enough along the corridor again,

making for the window which looked out from the ivy-
covered wall. - :

CHAPTER 10.
Wally’s Cap.
HE fact that he had embarked upon a wild-goose chase

” did not oceur to Dudley until he had gained the wood.

As he clambered over the gate and slipped away
amongst the trees, the improbability of his ever being able
to find Wally’s cap struck him. S

Bat the improbability did not strike him as thoroughly as
might have been expected, for he was not so deadly in
earnest to find the cap as to discover whether it had bcen
dropped anywhere near the haystack,

That was Dudley’s real reason for his second journey into
the woods.

Dudley thought his sole motive was to discover whether.
Wally had spoken falsely in saying he had not seen the hay-
stack, but there was another motive at the bottom of it all.

The big Third-Former was painfully anxious to find the
cap before any of the keepers did so. Nothing could very
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landing-stage where Cousin Ethel stood.

i . ‘““Paddle all together, chaps!® sung out Tom Merry; and the four racing-boats made straight for the

well be proved against Wally unless the cap happened to be
found near the haystack. ’

“ After all, there were a dozen of us in the woods,” Dudley
mused, as he hurried along. ‘ They can’t bring it home to
him, even if he did do it. I-—T am certain it was Wally 1
saw, though.” :

But there was no good in going over that old ground
again. The thing was, to do something practical to help
the junior who had chummed in with him when no one else
had thought of doing so.

Dudley went on grimly.

It was dreary work walking along the same paths where
there had been so much excitement an hour before.

Presently a faint glimmer above told him the young moon
had risen at last, and the trees were beginning to thin. He
was nearing the field at last, then.

A few steps further, and he knew he must be almost upon
the haystack, or what remained of it, and he began to slow
The keepers might still be about. It was no goodi
running absurd risks, anyway.”

But he could see no one ahead, and there was no haystack.

Just a black, charred patch, which showed up strangely in
the faint light.

They had not succeeded in saving any of the hay.

But Dudley did not think much about that. He did not

s care a rap about Sir Caleb’s loss.

He hesitated a moment or two longer, then stepped for-
ward. There was not a sound to be heard.

The big Third-Former knew the eoxact spot where ‘he

thought he had seen Wally kneel, and made for it at once.
The place was quite near a clump of bushes.

He dropped to his knees and commenced his search.

The moments slipped by, and Dudley’s hopes began to
rice. Perhaps he had made a mistake, after all.

Of course, Wally might have been there, and yet lost his .
cap in quite another part of the wood. But Dudley did not
think of that. He was glad he could not find the cap.

.Then suddenly he started. o . .

There was something round and black Iying ahead of him.
It lool(iied much as a cap might have looked on the blackened
ground. :

Dudley stepped towards it. It was a cap, right enough.

Wally had spoken falsely when he said he had not been
near the haystack, then; and if Wally had spoken falsely,
there ‘must have been a very big inducement. Dudley did
not have to search far for the motive. .

In a moment of recklessness, the scamp of the Third had
fired the hay. & y

Dudley stood for a moment or two looking at the cap.
He was not thinking very clearly, for his discovery had come

‘as a great shock to him.

The dry twigs behind him crackled, but he did not hear
them ; he heard nothing until a sudden cry rang out.

“ Ah, it was you, was it?”’

And a man dashed across the field.

He had been scarcely twenty yards from Dudley at the
time, and it took the junior a second or two to grasp the
situation. The keeper was less than a dozen feet away when
Dudley realised hLis danger.

He began to run desperately.

But it was too late this time, and Dudley knew it the
moment he had started.. But he was made of the stuff that
dislikes giving in, and he ran on until a hand fell on his
shoulder. S :

The next instant Dudley was in the grasp of the keeper.

‘“ Thought you'd come back an’ see the damage you'd
done—eh 7’ panted the keeper, in triumph. * Didn’t know
as cne of us would most likely be keeping an eye on the hay,

Taz Gem LiBrary.— No. 128.
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to see it didn’s smoulder up again. You're from St. Jim's,
aren't you?”’

Dudley did not answer. . S

Hl? wags thrasting Wally’s cap deeper into his jacket
‘pooket. it - -

The keeper went on gleefully: .

“You're coming with me, my lad. Sir Caleb’ll have
“something to say to you, dand he isn't in his best temper,
either. He came out to see tho flames, and he said then
what he’d do to the fellow who'd done it.” =

¥ You needn’t hold my arm."”

% Oh, needn’t I, my lad! This way, and it's no good fry-
ing to make a bolt for it. I've got you set this time, and
no mistake."” o :

Dudley did not answer.
towards Sir Caleb’s mansion in silence.
. What was He to say to Sir Caleb? Wally's name must be
kept out of the matter, because Wally was the culprit.

'gha‘t’ was about the only point Dudley felt sure of as the
keeper hurried him along the garden path. A few minutes
later he was being taken to Sir Caleb’s study.

Sir Caleb was sitting by tho window when Dudley was
‘pushed into the room. :

““ What does this mean, Greaves?”’

< Pleagss, sir, I caught this lad by the burnt haystack.”

“ By the burnt haystack !’ exclaimed Sir Caleb, springing
to his feet. “I thought you suspected poachers?”

“ We thought so, sir; but it scems it was the boys from
St. Jim’s instead, sir.” :

% Boys from St. Jim's!

B Are you from St. Jim's?”
““¥es,” said Dudley. :

Y 7
““And you found him by the remains of the haystack,

Greaves ?”

Ves, sir; looking for something. I'd just run out to
ha:‘e another glance to see that the fire was properly
out—"’ : P

“ Never mind that now. What is your name, boy?”’

“ Dudley, sir.” 5
- “Ah, Dudley!” said Sir Caleb quietly. “I am afraid

- this will prove a very serious matter for you. I scarcely
think Dr. Holmes will view arson out ©of revenge as a
boyish trick. T shall recognise you to-morrow if you have
given me a false name.”

I haven’t done that, sir; and I didn't fire the haystack,
if that's what you are hinting at.”

- “Bilence, boy ! said Sir Caleb sharply. ¢ Greaves, show
him out; then come back here.”

And Dudley found himself in the grounds again.

He was a little astonished at first at Sir Caleb’s quiet
manner after his exhibition of temper by the river that
afternoon. = :

Perhaps Sir Caleb was one of those ﬁ)eople who only lose

can keep perfectly

their tempers over trivial matters, an
calm when the affair is serious.

And this was serious enouzh in all conscience.

Dudley was very white as he made his way back to the
‘college. He stopped once by a gas-lamp, and looked at the
lining of the cap he had found.

Wally's name was printed there in large letters.

The cap went back into the big Third-Former’s pocket,
‘and he hurried into the college and into bed. .

1I;_Ie did not wake Wally; but he did not go to sleep him-
'self. :

He tossed about in bed the whole night, listening to the
college clock tolling off the dreary hours. -

He longed for the morning, in spite of what it might
mean to sotne of them.

CHAPTER 11,
Facing the Music.

=« Al Jove, ‘deth boys: o
 Oh, do ring off, Gussy !I"" exclaimed Jack Blake.
“We must get this worked out before brekker.

That’s my idea, Tom Merzy.”

“Not so rotten for a Fourth-Former kid, but very
rotten— "’

¢ Look here, ass— -

“Bai Jove, deah boys! Gweat Scott!”

“ Gussy's looking for a thick ear !’ said Figgins darkly.

”W'eaily, Figgy—— My only toppah!”

“Ring off I yelled Jack Blake. ““It may be a rotten
idea to turn our race into a bumping race, but it'll have to
be done,” he added thoughtfully. “It mayn’'t be so bad,
after all, and we've never had a bump race at St. Jim’s.”

“What about the boats, as I remarked before, ass?”’

¢ Oh, we shall have to get the proper cushions fastened,
‘and all that, but——"" . -

“Bai Jove, it i8—I knew it was—— Gweat Scott! How
‘wemarkably funnay !’

13

The committes of three at the table turned and stared.
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towards the window. Arthur Augustus had been sitting om
the ledge. 5

But, he was on his feet now, unusually excited. .

“ What’s the trouble this time, ass?”’

¢“Seen a ghost?”

“Yaas, wathah!
boy! Bai Jove!”

¢ Ass !Y'

“ Frabjous lanatic

¢ Look, deah boys—took !

¢ The Caleb bird! My only Aunt Jane!
here 77 Lo 5

“ He's just come fwom the doctah’s pwivate house, bai
Jove !’ : :

The other juniors raced to the window. S

They could see Sir Caleb’s t¢all, thin figure distinetly.
Every one looked at every one else in surprise.

Then a startling sound rang out.

The college bell was ringing. . '

¢ My hat, it’s half an hour before time, kids — .

8o it is, bai Jove! I shall wemonstwate with Taggles I*%

Tom Merry burried to the door. :

“ This is more than one of Taggles’s mistakes, chaps,” he
exclaimed. * There’s something up here.”

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!”

“There go Cornstalk & Co.——" :

“ And my minah,”” put in Arthur Augustns. “I twusk
Wally has not been up to any more of his twicks on Mr.
Selbay, bai Jove!”

The Third-Formers were walking in a body, about a dozen
of them. They had their hands rather deep in their pockets,
but the expressions of innocence on their faces were
profound. = : :

Tom Merry hurried from the room.

“Come on, chaps! There’s some trouble ahicad for
someone !’ . s 2

“Yaas, wathah ! €ome on, deah boys! Pway huwwy like
anythin’.” o

They reached Hall without meeting any of the others,
to find they were almost the last to enter. Dr. Holmes was
at his place at the reading-desk.

There was a very stern light in his eyes as he faced the
fellows.s: v

¢ Silence, please !

Instantly there was a dead silence.

“ What boys were out of the college last night between
the hours of ten and eleven?”’

A pause followed, then Wally jumped fo his fest. It
was the signal. e =

Jameson, Curly Gibson, Dudley, and all the others rose
at once. : i

Dr. Holmes glanced along their ranks.

“Twelve of you, then!” he exclaimed. sternly.
more ?” ¥ :

“ No, sir,”’ answered Wally. -

Tiven the scamp of the Third was quelled by the ex-
pression on the doctor’s face.

“Bai Jove!”” gasped Arthur Augustus, in alarm.

“Ring off, ass!” )

But Arthur Augustus was not the ‘only anxious-looking
junior along the Fourth Form and Shell Form benches.
Jack Blake, for instance, looked almost as concerned as if
it had been one of his own party who was in trouble.

Dr. Holmes was facing the fags.

“ Boys, what do you know about this affair of the burnt
haystack 2

There was no answer. Tom Merry & Co. glanced towards
their great rivals from the New House. Figgins & Co. were
looking very blank. :

They had: heard nothing about a burnt haystack.

“ Who was necar the haystack last night?”

The doctor’s question came crisply. Dudley asswared
after a short pause.

“1 was, sir.”’

“Ah! You weore caught by one of the keepers near the
haystack, but that was after the fire, I understand. Were -~
you near the stack before that?” .

€ Yes; sir.t

¢ Before it wes fired 2"

£ Yes, sir,” wered Dudley, bhis voice dropping a little.

Curly Gibson and Jameson were stariag at him. They re~
membered again having seen Dudley running across the

Pway don’t be Widié., Tdewwy, deah

There goes Sir Caleb Ashton 1
What's he doing

“Any

=)
=

eld.

The Head looked almost as worried as he looked stera.

“ Then you rcturned a second time to the haystack,
Dudley ?” :

“ VYes, sir, T—I—" Sl :

The big Third-Former’s voice faltered. He had gone very
white now, :

.“Tt has been suggested by Sir Caleb that the haystack |
was fired out of revenge for the action taken in the malter

Ahother Spiendid Lon Co!hplste
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of the regatta course,” he oxclaimed. “Boys, was this-so?”

Again there was no amswer. It was difficult for one
fellow to answer a question like that on his own responsi-
bility, although there was a flush of indignation:on most
of thelr faces.

“Did any of you set fire to the stack?”
_ That was a different sort of question. The answers came
instantly.

“No, sir !

““ Rather not!”? : o

“ Then why did you go info the woods?”’ demanded the
Head. ‘‘Answer me instantly. D’Arcy minor, why did
you go into the woods ?”? .

“To—to jape—I mean play a trick on Sir Caleb, sir.”’

“Ah! You give me your word, D’Arcy, that as far as
: » the stack 27 :
““Ves, rather, sir; and I don’t believe any of us woul
do a thing like that.” e

‘“ Jameson 7

“ Neo, sir; I don’t know \anything about it.”

The Head asked all of them the fame question, stopping
for an instant when he came to Dudley.

- % No, sir, I didn’t do it,” answered the big Third-Former.
“You admit being near the stack?”

“ WVes, sir.”’

“ And you admit returning to the spot afterwards? Why
did you do that?” :

Dudley was silent.

¢ Answer me, boy !”
: Still Dudley was silent. The cothers were looking at him
in amazement, but the doctor did not give them much time
to wonder in.

“Dismiss ! he said briefly.
rcom, and wait for me there!”

And Dudley walked from Hall, the amazed glances of the
Third still directed upon him. 4

“ Dudley, you will go to my

CHAPTER 12,
D’Arcy Minor’s Doubt.

se Y only Aunt Jane!? e

M Jamesen’s astonishment was completoe.

“ My only Aunt Jane!’ he repeated. ¢ Dudley
never returned to the fire, chaps; he came back to the coll.
with Curly and myself.” < \

““ Perhaps he went out again.” = :

“ But what would he want to do that for? I—I say, you
dor’t think he did it, do you, Cutly??

Curly Gibson looked rather scared.

“ He'll get sacked if he did. Where’s Wally 77

4 Yaas, wathah! Where’s Wally, deah boys?”’ cxclaimed
Arthur Augustus, hurrying up. ‘ Where is my minah ?”

* Wally answered for himself excitedly:

¢ Here I am, but——"

“T must wequest you to wetiah with me to the studday,
Wally, at once, as I wish to talk the mattah ovah——"

“QGh, rats !

“,\’«Veally, Wally, I must wequest you not to say wats to
me.

“Rabpits, then! Anyway, I'm not coming.”

“ Weally, Wally——"’

“Oh, go and eat coke! I am going to wait for Dudley.”

Arthur Augustus stepped forward and laid an anxious
hand on his minor’s shoulder.

“1 should wegwet havin’
thwashin’, Wally, but——"

“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! I tell you I am going to
wait for old Dud. What do you want, Tom Merry ?”

The three great rivals, Tom Merry, Figgins, and Jack
Elzke, were pushing their way through the white-faced group
of fags. They were walking directly towards D’Arcy minor.

¢ Collar his arm, Gussy |’

“ Wight-ho, deah boy !”

“ Look here, Gus, I'm not going to be ordered about—-"

“ You are coming to the study to talk things over, kid,”
gaid Tom Merry quietly. “You’ve made a pretty fine hash
His other arm, Blakey.”

“Je’s as slippery as a young eel.”’

“ Rescue !’ panted Wally, strugzling desperately. “It’s
got nothing to do with you old fogeys! Rescue, Third !

But the Third did not obey its leader for once in a way.
They were tco upset,

% adninitah @ ol

.-~ Tom Merry & Co. yanked the scamp of the fag Form

long.

“Don’t be a young ass, Wally.”

“T¢’s like your beastly cheek, Tom Merry—"

“Weally, Wally, as ypur eldah bwotah, I must wequest
you not to addwess my gwiend Tom Mewwy in that weally
wough and weaday mannah. Pway be weasonable.”

Wally glanced round him. There was no chance of
escape, 80 he resigned himself to his fate.
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“T1l come, then,” he grumbled. “Fat lot of good it
will do, I don’t think.” | :

“We can talk mattabs ovah.”

“But there aren’t any matters to talk over, ass. You
heard all there is to hear in Hall just now. We went out to
rag the Caleb bird, and a haystack caught alight. I never
saw it myself, but.some of the others did.. Joliy big fire,
Curly says it was.” T

But Wally’s remarks had no effect.
Study No. 6 in grim silence. ;i .

Jack Blake shut the door after them, and turned on the
Third-Former bluntly. !

“ Did Dudley do it?”’ - :
D’ Arcy minor lost his resentment at once, and a troubled
i across his usually reckless young face.

’Blake—~honour bright, I don’t. But I'm

e was taken to

going to f ut.

“ Do you think he did 62"

Wally did not answer.

There was no proof that Dudley was the culprit
that he had returned to the site of the fire. Curl% «
and Jameson had met him running away from the aystack
certainly, and he admitted having hidden behind it, but
that was not much to go upon. : ;

Wally refused to make up his mind until he had geen
Dudley. . .

“7t isn’t like Dud, anyway,”’ he said staunchly. :

« e used to be a bit of a waster once, usen’t he?” asked
Tom Merry quietly. : -

“It doesn’t matter what a fellow was once. Anyway,
T’m not saying I think Dud did it until I’ve seen him. I'm.
clearing now.”’

“Wait a moment, Wally. As your eldah bwothab——""

“Oh, ‘rats !’

“Weally, Wally | As your eldah bwothah, I must wemark
that I considah you have behaved in the most weckless
mannah poss. undah the circs.——"

“Go hon!” -

“ Weally—— Stop—stop instantly, Wally! Bai Jove, the
young wascal has gone!” 3

Tom Merry and Jack Blake were looking at one another
thoughtfully. It was the Shell junior who spoke first.

«Phis means a sacking bizney for Dudley, Jack.’™

“You think he did it?” : .

“ T shall be jolly surprised if it furns out that he didn’t,”
replied Tom Merry quietly. “In his heart Wally thinks so,
too.”

“Vaas, wathah! T noticed that myself.””

“ Oh, we all noticed it,” put in Figgins soberly. ¥ Dudley
is as good as sacked. Young rotter.” :

“Poor beggar I’ added Tom Merry. :

Figgins nodded. X ‘

. “Yes, poor beggar as well,” he said thoughtfully. “I
expect he did it on the spur of the moment.”’ =

“Vaas, wathah! I twust he did, deah .boys.” -

The others nodded, then silence reigned in Study No. 6.

None of them knew much about Dudley. He was not an
attractive junior, like Wally or Gibson or Jameson, but he
was a St. Jim’s fellow. : 5

And to be sacked might mean so much to a chap in after
life. = |
Tom Merry & Co. locked out of the window gloomily.

CHAPTER 13.
To Leave St. Jim’s.

“« N HAT happened, Dudley?”’
; W “THow did you get on??’

“ What did the Head say?’

The fags of the Third Form crewded round Dudley the
moment he came from the doctor’s room. Dudley was rather
white. : :

“ He thinks T did it,” he said roughly. ¢ Where’s Wally?”’

“In Study No. 6.”

“ My hat! Are you gated for the rest of the term, Dud.?”’

“No,”? answered the big Third-Former. ‘ But I expect
my pater will be asked to take me away at the end of the
term. I must see Wally.”

He hurried off, leaving
than ever.

No one in the coll. was respected as much by the fags
as Dr. Holmes. - The fact that it might be possible for even
the Head of St. Jim’s to make a mistake did not present
jtself to the majority of the youngsters.

1f Dr. Holmes were going to send Dudley away at the end
of the term, Dudley must have done it. Poor old Dud!”

The Third-Formers stood where they were, in  silence,
until Wally’s well-known voice hailed them,

““ Has—has Dud come out, chaps?”’

“ Yes, rather!”’

“He’s gone to look for you.”?
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“Then he must have taken the other co;‘iidor!” muttered

Wally. “I expect he's gone to our room.”
- And the scamp of the Third flashed away again.

He ran most of the distance, sending the study door open
Wiﬁé a thud. Dudley was there, all right, standing near the
window. . :

Wally came in quietly now, and closed the door.

“ What—what is the verdict, Dud.?”

“ ¥ am to go at the end of the term, I think.”

“ Phew! The—the doctor thinks you did it, then?”

Wally asked his question, hesitatingly. It was to be ex-
peeted that he woul%. :

Speaking falsely was considered as bad form in the Third
as it was in the Sixth at St. Jim’s, and Dudley had already
told Wally he had not fired the haystack.  Wally had a
little of tho tact and judgment his brother so prided himself
upon, only it was of a different brand. : .

He did not raise the point of whether Dudley were guilty
or not for the moment. & :

“J1—J am sorry, Dud.” . ‘

The result of his words startled the leader of the Third.
~““What do you mean by that?’ flashed Dudley angrily.
% What do you mean by saying yow're sorry?”

“T mean, I am sorry if you have to go.”

€< If?’!

““ You said fou thought it would come to that, old chap,”
?nsw,ered Wally, in surprise. “I—I am partly to blame,
60.”

> Dudley looked up quickly, but he did net answer.
. “You see, it was my idea we should break bounds,” went
on D’Arcy miror. ¢ Would—would it do any good if I went
and told the Head that?”’

¢ If you went and told him that the breaking bounds was
your idea?”’ 3 -

“ Yes, but of course it wouldn’t, old man. I—I am awfully
sorry, Dud.”

“T don’t want your pity!”’ cried Dudley angrily. “ You
can keep it for yourself.” : :

There was something in Dudley’s voice which astounded
- Wally. An almost aggressive note was thers, and the scamp
of the Third would have resented it at any other time.

Buat Dudley had always been a strange fellow.

The door opened, and Curly Gibson and Jameson came
into the room. = - <

The two other juniors took no notice of them. Wally
felt rather uncomfortable for a moment or two.

¢ I know pretty well how vou’re feeling, old chap!” he
said, “and if thers’s anything on the face of the carth I
can do to help 12 .

“ Jsn’t there anything?”’

“1 T don’t know. Is there, Dud.?” |

“You cad!” shouted “the big -Third-Former.  You
hynoerite ! . o= :

And he strode from the room, his hands clenched, and
his lips trembling. Wally, Curly Gibson, and Jameson locked
after him in silent amazement.

They did not speak for a moment or two, then it was
Jameson who broke the pause.

“ What did he call you a cad for, Wally?”’

Wally shruggzed his shoulders.

& Goodness knows, but he’s upset, and I don’t wonder.
Parhaps there’s something we can do for him, and he doesn’t
liko to ask us to do it.” . e

¢ Something pretty obvious, you mean?’’

Wally nodded.

¢ Something we ought to have seen at once. No, I don’t
think that is it, somehow. He’s on the rocks, that's what
it is, and he didn’t think what he was saying.’’

¢ Anyway, he can’t blame you just because it was your
idea to jape Sir Calsbh.”

“ And he must have been a cad himself to set fire to a
haystack.” ‘ . . £y

Wally went and sat down on the window-ledge.

“ No, Dud isn’t a cad,” he said thoughtfully. * He never
was that.”’

And silence reigned in the Third Form room again.

Out in the passage, Dudley was walking at a great
pace. He was making for the guadrangle. It would be
quict enough there, and for once in his school life the big
‘Third-Former wished to be alone. ‘ :

What would his father say, when he heard? What would
his mother think? =

Site, at any rate, would not say much, but she would think
a great deal. He could see her face now, with the worried
expression all this would bring there, and it was that Dudley
minded most.

Ille clenched his fists until the nails sank painfully into his
palms. o .

Then gradually he became cooler, and began to think
of Wally. : :
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o wished now he had not called the scamp of the Third
a cad He was a cad. Any fellow who would consent to
allow" another to be punished for his fault was a oad; but
the big Third-Former wished he had not used the word.
Curly Gibsorn and Jameson had been present. Ha ought to
have thought of that at the time. ; :

It was no good doing things by halves. -

He must either go through with it, or throw it up and tell
Wally what he knew. But Wally had done so much for him.

Dudley thought of that, too. . - . s

Wally had chummed in with him when he had beez in
that most lonely state in the world, one by himself in a
crowd. The act itself had not been much, but the result
had been great. s

It had meant more
have meant at the time. = :

Dudley was not a good-looking youngster. There was not
a great deal of intelligence in his face, for one thing, but his
mouth and chin were very strong. . ;

They looked stronger than ever now.

He must go through with it. And after all, i} would not
mean so much to him. He could tell his father the whole
story in confidence—Captain Dudley was a man you could
tell ‘things to in confidence—and the worried expression ‘on
his mother’s face would not be there so very long.

And he would have repayed Wally a hundredfold.

Ho clenched his hands again at that. Wally had acted
caddishly. Why hadn’t he owned up to the fellow who
meant to stand the racket for him, a decent chap would bave
dono that, at least. But to pretend to be sorry!

That was where Dudley’s real resentment lay. He would
have liked to have knocked Wally down.

And to leave St. Jim’s!
uIt was nof going to be so easy to carry it through, after
all. :

CHAPTER 14,
Dudley Hits Out.

# OW up, chaps, for the finish{’’ ' :

R “ Voaas, wathah! Pway show Cousin Ethel what

we can do, deah boys!”

¢ Altogether !’ 3

‘And the Study No. 6 juniors bent to their work.

In the stern of their dainty racing-boat, the pretty, girlish
face of Cousin Ethel was to be seen, She was steering tho
boat, and brought her up to the landing-stage splendidiy.

- Jack Blake helped her out anxiously.

“ Ave we better than Tom Merry’s crew, Cousin BEthel?”

© Vaas, wathah, deah gal. As one gentleman to anothsh,
I mean.”

“ Shall we beat them do you think?”

Cousin Ethel langhed. -

She had steersd the School House Fourth Form crew for
a long pull, and balf an hour before she had taken Tom
Merry’s boat over tho same course. Her cpinion would b
worth a lot to the Study No. 6 juniors. .

“ You don’t row so very badly,” she admitted.

¢ Bai Jove——" :

¢ And Tom Merry doesn’t row so very badly, either.”

¢ Weally—""

“Which iz the better, Cousin Ethel?”

“ Would you like to know very much, Herries?'’

¢ Rather !’

¢ Bai Jove, deah gal!” -

““Mhen T am afraid you will have to wait until Regatta
Day,”’ said Cousin Ethel pleasantly.  There is Figging &
Co. waiting for me to steer them now.”

And she hurried away. ;

The Study No. 6 juniors grinned ruefully.

It was difficult work trying to find out what Cousin Ethel
really thought about the rowing when she had made up her
mind it shouldnw’t be found out. Jack Blake turned away
with a laugh. s

 Jolly decent of her to steer ug all, anyway!" he ex-
claimed. ¢ Can’t she steer, too!” L

¢ Yaas, wathah!”

¢ She’s going to take Figgy over the same course, by the
look of it.”

“ Yaas, wathah. I pwopose we wun. like anythin’, and
watch them pass down the mill!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“ Of course, Figgay & Co. aren’t to be considahed in the
same stweet as our cwew, bai Jove; but you nevah know, in
wowin’.”” = :

“Ha ha halll o

¢ (tet on with the washing, kids!”

And the Four flashed along the river bank.

Figgins & Co. and the Terrible Three had
their practico closely enough. It was only fair they
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‘hould see if there was anything to be learned from the way
Figgins’s ship stood the cross wind at the mill,

They had reached the spot before the New House boat
was under way. Jack Blake glanced round.

““May as well drop down amongst the bracken, kids,”’ he
grinned, wrapping his blazer closer round himself. *f They’ll
think we’re just taking a breather, then.”

“¥aas, wathah!”’

“ We don’t want them to get swelled heads through think-
ing we are watching them.”

“ Rather not!”

They dropped down on the soft ferns. It was very peace-
ful and pleasant to be there after their hard pull.

Presently a rythmatic swish in the water below them told
of the rival’s approach. In spite of his previous decision to
the contrary, Jack Blake jumped to his feet.

Cousin Eithel was steering a beautiful course.

And Figgins & Uo, were rowing a beautiful stroke.

The long-limbed leader of the New House juniors had
a wonderful reach, and it was forfunate for the welfare of
the crew that Kerr, French, ‘and Pratt were able to answer

to it.

Fatty Wynn was not in the boat, and he probably would
not be there on Regatta Day. His weight was against his
chances, and he was not long enough in the reach to respond
to Figging’s terrific stroke. =

Fatty Wynn had taken himself out of the boat. :

He was more anxious that the New House should win than
that he should get his place.

They flashed past the\mill, rowing at a great pace.

Jack Blake watched them. anxiously.

“My hat! Haven’t they come on, chaps!”

¢ Nothing like the same crew they were a week ago!”

“Good old Figgy!” .

Arthur Augustus screwed his monocle deeper into his eye.

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove! There’s my minah, - deah
boys 1”?

““And young Dudley !” added Jack Blake, as the New
House boat was lost to sight rounding the bend. * What
are they up to?”’

The Fourth-Formers watched curiously from the distance.

There were three or four fags with D’Arcy minor, and
apparently they had just come upon Dudley, leaning against
the gate. 5

How it all exactly happened, Jack Blake could not sce,
but from where he “stood, it looked as if Dudley suddenly
landed out with his fist and struck Wally in fhe chest,

It was a heavy blow, and it sent D’Arcy minor staggering.

“Gweat Scott! Did you see that, dcag boys 7

Jack Blake stepped forward, shrugging his shoulders.

““A split in the cabinet at last!”” he exclaimed. © There’]l
be & fight over this! Hallo, Dudley is clearing off I’ :

“Perhaps Wally has thweatened to administah a feahiul
thwashin’, deah boy !”’

“Why didn’t the kid go for him 2

“It’s not like Wally to take a blow and not return it 1

¢ No, wathah not !’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “How-
evah, I pwopose we inquiah into the mattah 1”’

Jack - Blake had already started towards the Third-
Formers.

Hsl gaced Wally and Curly Gibson and Jameson, looking
puzzled.

¢ What’s the row, Wally 7’

Wally looked more than puzzled,

‘“Blest if I know, Blake!” he exclaimed in amazement.
‘“We met Dudley here, and I asked him outright if he’'d
told me a fib when he said he hadn’t fired the haystack 1”

““ Yes, that’s right 1

‘“ And he didn’t answer at first.”

“And then T asked him if he had done it on the spur of
the moment,” went on Wally excitedly. “He lost his
temper then, and landed out !

‘“Rather 1

“You should have seen the way he blazed up !’ added
Jameson quickly. “Then he asked if Wally would fight
him. - You would hardly have recognised his voice !’

though a trifle grim.

T BaniJove 1

¢ Are you going to fight him, Wally 7’ asked Blake.

*“Blessed if I know,” muttered the scamp of the Third.
“Dud. used to be a sort of chum, and—and it’s a bit rotten
standing up to a chum !’

“He meant it, Wally 1

T “If he means to fight, T sha’n’t back out, of course, and

L may be able to punch a bit of sense into his head,” re-
turned D’Arcy minor promptly. “T sha'n’t say anything
clse about it, but you’ll see me there if he’s really lkeen.
Blest if T can make it out, though 1’

L Weally, Wally——»
~“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! The only thing he hLas
against me is that it was my idea that we should brealk
_bounds. But—"
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“ Weally, Wally——2 R =

“ But, bother it all, anyone might have suggested a thing’
like that,”” went on D?Arcy minor. ‘“He’s suggested it him-
self many times!” X :

“ Weally, Wally, T am twyin’ to make 3 wemark 1” said
Arthur Augustus with dignity. “I have twied sevewal
times to make the same wemark, as a mattah of fact!”

Wally turned.

“Get it off your chest, then, Gus!” -

“Weally! Howevah, I will ovahlook your slang, Wally,!
undah the circs. What I wish to wemark is that I ordah
you to wefuse to fight Dudlay I”?

(€3 Ra’ts Y“ ¢

“Bai Jove! Did you say wats to me, Wally 2"

“VYes! Sorry, meant rabbits, of course !’

‘“Gweat Scott 1 T

“ Why can’t he fight Dudley, Gussy ?”? grinned Digby.

4 ﬁecz;use I considah fighting infwah dig., deah boy I

£ a't !,

“Inyfact, I considah it vewy infwah dig. indeed,” added
the swell of St. Jim’s. “Of course, if Dudlay has insulted

7y

“ He dotted him a pretty hefty whack in the chest, any-
way.”’

“ Yaas, wathah, and a blow can be considahed an insult,
bai Jove. As I was about to wemark, if Wally has been
msulted, there is no othah wesource foah him but to admin-
istah a feahffl thwashin’.”?

““ That’s what he means to do, ass!”

“Weally, Jameson! Howevah, I undahstand that you
are far too young to distinguish between a wough and
weady fight and a feahful thwashin’! My minah undah-
stands, though.”

“Yes, I understand that if
can,” said Wally grimly.

“ A feahful thwashin’!”’

“Call it that, if you like.” :

“ You considah it a mattah of dig. with you, deah boy ?*

“T consider Dud. must be off his rocker, gut that isn’t my
fault,” observed Wally. “We’ll let you chaps know when
the scrap comes off !’ : .

“The scwap! Weally, Wally—Wally—Waltah——  Bai
Jove, the young wascal has gone |22

The scamp of the Third had, and with him, Curly Gibson
and Jamesom. .

Dudley wants to fight me he

CHAPTER 15.
Barlow, the Gamekeeper.
& RETTY funny bizney, kids, and no mistake 1”2

]:P *“Yaas, wathah!”

Digby and Herries nodded as they dropped inte
step with the others. Still, you never could tell with Third-
Formers. There were usually wheels within wheels in the
Fag Form of St. Jim’s. :

“And it isn’t as if Dudley was going to be sacked,” ex-
claimed Jack Blake. “He won’t come back next term,
that’s all. Other chaps have had to put up with that for
ess than he has done!”?

(And to set fire to a haystack is prefty rotten!” said
Digby. : \ :

But it was a moment or two before the four recommenced
their discussion about the forthcoming regatta. They could
not get Dudley’s impending fate out of their minds quite as
easily as would have been comfortable,

Presently, however, they met Tom Merr , Manners, and
(];_,ovrither, and at the same moment Arthur Xugus{us stopped
ead. .

“Pway excuse me, deah boys, but I feah I shall have to
wun away !”’ :

“Good I’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy

“ Excellent | ; :

“Bai Jove, Mannahs! Howevah, T see you are only
waggin’, and I must huwwy, because—'7 5

“Shall we see you later ?”’

““ Yaas, wathah, deah boy !’

“ Hard cheese!” grinned the humourist of the Shell as
Arthur Augustus walked off. “Blakey, youw'll have about
as much chance of winning Cousin Ethel’s prize on Regatta
Day as a one-armed crew would have in a small barge I’

Arthur Augustus heard the last remark and hesitated.
Then he made up his mind. <

He could remonstrate with Lowther later on, but there
was no time now. He felt certain he had caught sight of
Sir Caleb Ashton’s keeper, Barlow, amongst the trees.

- “Bai Jove, I was right, too! Barlow, pway stop a
moment or two !’ ‘

The young keeper started, then hurried up to meet the
swell of St. %Iim’s. :

“I've been locking for you, sir!”? -
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¥ Have you weally, bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus in surprise. ‘I wegard that as funnay as I have also
been lookin’ foah you, deah boy, as I wish to say it was
imposs. foah me to see you aftah I had paid the visit to Sir

aleb——""

¢ No, sir; I saw you leaving.”

Arthur Augustus coloured.

“Bai Jove, did you weally! I must wemark that T con-
sidah Sir Caleb tweated me with scantay wespect!”

“He was in a bad temper, sir—I—I—What has happened
to the young gentleman (Greaves caught last night?”’

““Dudlay? Bai Jove, I am wathah afwaid he may have
%o leave at the end of the term !”

“Leave at the end of the term? Not—not expelled ?”

“Well, not quite that, perhaps,” answered Arthur Augus-
tus seriously. ‘‘Somethin’ wathah wotten, though!”

“ But there isn’t any proof he did it—Sir Caleb himself
said there wasn’t!” :

“Did he weally, bai Jove?”

““Yes, and he said he was going to point that out to Dr.
Holmes !”” went on Barlow quickly. “ Surely they can’t
send him away without proof 7’

“ No, wathah not !’

(13 But_Y)

“Well, as a mattah of fact, I don’t actually know that
Dudlay is to be sent down!” explained Arthur Augustus.
‘1 undahstand Dudlay himself said he was afwaid he might
have to leave, but I wathah fancay it isn’t settled yet.”

“It’ll be a shame if he is sent away without proof !”’
,th“’S'Z',?as, wathah; but we can twust the doctah not to do

at!

“I—I'd like to know how it goes on, sir?”*

“ Bai Jove, I wegard that as wippin’ of you, Barlow!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus.  “Bai Jove !”

¢ What’s the mattesgesir 7"’

“There is Dudlay T’ said Arthur Augustus, lowsring his
Yoice. “Goin’ foah a stwoll by himself, I suppose?”

The young keeper looked across the field, but ﬁ&‘éley did
not glance their way. He had seen them, but he did not
want to stop.

He walked until he eame to a lane which led from the
hich road. There was an ancient tree-trunk thero, covered
with the names of past-St. Jim’s fellows, and Dudley sat
down on it. ;

hI’t' would not be so long before he was a past St. Jim's
caap.
 But he did not commence to carve his name; he had not
come there to do that, as so many others had when the time
was getting short. He looked dully at the names without
reading, instead. ;

“Bother it! I'm always wishing I hadn’t done something
or other,f’ h_e mused ; “I wish I hadn’t struck Wally "’

But this time he was not quite so sure of his wish.

Wally must-know why the blow had been given. Thero
weas somis relief in that thought, at least, and, when the fight
came off, Wally would know again.

It would be a good fight.

And there was no crying off now. Wally would see to
that. The fear of public opinion would make a compromise
impossible.

Dudley shrugged his shoulders.

He did not care verjr much about the fight.

The minutes slipped by. Barlow, the young gamekeeper,
passed along the road at the head of the lane, and Sir
CaI%b’s huge motor-car raised a storm of dust not long after-
wards.

Dudley hardly noticed it, then, suddenly, he became aware
of the fact that he was not alone in the lane.

He turned hastily to see Cousin Ethel standing a fow

yards away.

“I have been waiting for you to notice me, Dudley,” she
smiled quietly.

“I am sorry,” muttered the Third-Former.
thinking—"’

“Or rather—ygu were thinking about the trouble over
the haystack,” said Cousin Ethel, looking at the youngster’s
W}‘l‘lfie face. "‘ Oh, Dudley, how could you be so reckiess?”

1 wasnlt

’

= Dudley jumped to his feet.

Cousin Bthel was right. He had been thinking, about ss
much as he could stan%. : .

The girl locked at him curiously.

“Sir Caloh said you denied doing it,” she said. “Did
you7,)
& 29

“Yes.

“But you did do it ?” -

“ Dudley did not answer for a moment, then he coloured
to the roots of his hair. : .

“No, I didn’t do it, Miss Cleveland, but T don’t supposo
you will believe that.” .

* Why don’t you suppose so 7*’
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* Because—because no one else does.”

Cousin Ethel smiled again. ; 5 e

““That isn’t a very good reason, Dudley,” shs said quietly.
“If you did not actually set fire to the hay, you must know
who did—you must be shielding someone.”

Dudley started violently.

Cousin Kthel was a year or two older than he was, and
shelwas a girl. The fag’s embarrassment told her a great
deal. :

4 Dudley, you are shiclding comeone !’ ;

The Third-Former tried to answer her, but there was no
answer to give. The Head had raised the point himself, but
Dudley hag managed to gloss over that for a time. It was
different with Cousin Ethel. :

“I heard that you would have to leave at the end of the
term,”” went on the girl chum.

“1 expect it will come to that.”
“But why?
did not do 17 : s

“I—I wouldn’t give him my word,”’ answered Dudley in a.
low voice. ‘I did say it wasu’t me at first, but I wouldn’t
give any information. That’s why I shall have to leave.”

“T seo!” answered Cousin Ethel softly.

“Yes; but you won’t tell anyone, will you?”

“Someons ought to be told. It’s a shame! The other
boy must be a cad.” :

*“No, he isn’t that,” execlaimed Dudley, using tho same
words Wally had used about himself—‘‘ not guile, anyway!
Will you please promise not to tell, Miss Cleveland?”

¢“Oh, Dudley, you oughtn’t to ask me to give a promise
like that!” :

“But I do ask, Miss Cleveland!”
Former excitedly. ¢ You wili?”

1 suppose so, if you ask me.” :

“Thanks awfully ’’ muttered Dudley. “And it dossn’t
maks any difference in the end. I bslieve the doctor half
thinks I am—am shielding someons as it is—tho chap who did
15 with me. - I—I had betier bs going.” -

¢ Good-bye I”? said Cousin Ethel * “I am sorry, Dudley !”

And Dudley went without answering. He did not mind
the girl chum being sorry.

He was glad Cousin Ethel knew npothing about the fight,
though. or she might have guessed.

Won't Dr. Helmes take your word that you

persisted the Third-

CHAPTER 186,
_The Fight.
= URE Dudley means to go through with it, Curly?”’
‘ Rather! Ho was'getting ready whon 1 passed
his study.” o
Wally shrugged his shoulders.
‘“Sooner it's over the better, then,” ha said briskiy.
‘Come on, chans!”’ :
Thero were quite a largo numbser of Third Formers moving
across the quadrangle in the direction of a certain field.
Here and there was a sprinkling of Fourth-Form juniors,
and presently the Terriblo Threo came up.
““ What’s the wheeze. Blakey?” -
“ Fight betwoen Wally and Dudley—Fll toll you as we go
along.”
Tom Merry whistled.
‘“Thought they had chummed in a bit at times,’’ hs said.
“T'll bet young Wally won’t like standing up to a chap down

. on his luck, eh, Gussy?”’

¢ No, wathah not! Bat I wathah fancay it is a mattah of
dig. with my minah now.”

“Hers comeo Figgins & Co.” 3

“Yaas, wathah! They know all about it, deah bovws.
Bai Jove, what a cwowd ! 2
~ The field was gained. It stood a long way back from ths
road, and a belt of trees prevented anyone from the collegs
windows watching operations. -

Wally was somewhat surprised to find Dudley aiready thers,
alone. The scamp of the Third waited to see whether Dudley
meant to put a stop to the fight, then slipped off Lis coat.

It wasn’t his place to speak first:

¢ Who is going to second you, Dudley?” askad Tom Merry.

1 don’t want anyone to second me.”

“Don’t bo a voung ass! Here, Green, second Dudley.”

Green was an inoffensive youngster at the bot of the -
Third. He accepted the post of honour to Dudley nervously. -

Jameson glanced round, i 5

¢ Make a ring, chaps, and a decently large ore. The usual
two-minute rounds, I supposs, = =

Green?
¢ Y-yes. Is that right, Dudley ?”
Dudley nodded ; then ho stepped into the ring. :
Wally was not long behind ‘him, and the iuniors waite

breathlessly. £

- A good many of them did not know what the trouble was,

and did not mind. There was going to be a good, stand-t
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fight between Dudley and Wally, the acknowledged leader of
the Third.. s

Critical glances were directed towards the principals.

Dudley was nearly half a head taller, and must have
weighed considerably more. :

_ Both struck out together, but Wally’s was rather a tame
shot. He likKed the affair still less now he was in the ring.

*“Look here, Dud——"2 )

“I don’t want to hear anything you have to say—cad!”
muttered Dudley in a low voice. ‘‘I'm going to square up
accounts this way 17

And he struck out again,

It was a good left-handed blow, and it got home, staggering
D’Arcy minor. But Wally was not long in recovering, and
he countered with rather a late right. Then they went at it
for all they were worth.

Dudley was bigger and stronger, and drove the younger lad
back when he got home, but his boxing was not nearly so
clean. He hit out well, but he was not quick enough in
guarding. Wally invariably got heme with the counter.

“Oh, well hit}? -

“Buck up, Wally!”?

* Now’s your chance I'% ;

It was easy to see which was the favourite, but it wes
difficult to say who would win in the long run.

Wally was showing the better form, but he was getting
badly punished.

The round came to an end with Wally being sent down
rather heavily. :

Dudley’s eyes were shining brilliantly, He had lost his

temper.

Curly Gibson saw that, and nodded.

“You'll win, Wally.” ;

*“ He'll get right down ratty in a minute,”” agreed Jameson,
‘“ All you’ve got to do is keep away from his left.”’

“It’s a rotten fight, anyway !’ muttered Wally.

 Pime |

The timekeeper’s voice rang out crisply, and the principals
were back in the ring again. The ficht was recommenced in
dead earnest.

Wally forgot that he was standing up to a chap he had onoe
chummed up a little with, and Dudley only remembered a
singed cap with Wally’s name in it which lay at the bottom
of his bag.

They hit out at one another with all the strength of their
wiry young arms.

A blow from Wally’s quick right staggered his bigzer oppo-
nent, and brought forth a cheer from the spectators: then a

rough-and-ready round-arm blow from Dudley balanced
matters, : - :
But Wally was boxing better than ever. Tom Merry

noticed that before the round came o an end.

‘Tt all depends on whether young Wally gets knocked out
or not——"

‘““Of course it doces, ass!”

“T mean, he'll win unless ‘one of Dudley’s chance blows
sends him down, duffer !’ exclaimed the hero of the Shell.
‘“ There’s no comparison in their styles.”

*¢ Not much !’

‘“ Wally boxes rather good for a kid.”*

Arthur Augustus nodded approvingly.

“ Yaas, wathah! Perhaps that is due to my havin’ given
him some w’inkles, deah boys.”

“ Given him some what '’

“ W’inkles, deah boys.”?

“ Winkles !”?

Tom Merry gasped.

“Ass! He means wrinkles!” chuckled Jack Blake. “A
fat lot of wrinkles you ever gave Wally! Dry up; they are
in the ring again.” :

“ And not long about getting off the mark, either.”

‘“And on it!”’ grinned Lowther. ‘‘That’s about ono to
each, T should ca Oh, well hit !

Wally was easﬁry getting the better of the third round, and
Dudley’s heavy round-arm hblows were conspicuous by their
absence now.

~ . Piggins & Co. starved at him in surprise,

*“ Can’t be tiring, can he?”’
““ Not much ! \gou should see him on the river.”?
“Yaas, wathah! He’s awfully stwong foah a youngstah.
Bai Jove?? .
The fight had stopped suddenly, with the round not half
over. >
“ Anything the matter 2’*
*“What’s up?”’
Then, to the amazement of everyone, Dudley picked up his

coat and slipped 1t on.

The Third-Formers crowded round him. ¢
“ Loek here, Dudley, you can’t sheer off like this.”?
** Not unless you ory best to Wally.”?

‘“Oh, 1 say, talk about pluck I’
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- Dudley did not vouchsafe any reply. His coat was en, and
he was pushing his way through the small crowd.

*“ You aren’t going to stand that sort of thing, Wally 22

*You’d have whacked him in another rcund.”

Wally also did not answer. He was looking 4t his late
opponent in blank astonishment.
Dudley had forced the ficht upon him, and now he was
crying off in the middle of it.
“My only Aunt Jane!
Curly 12

¢ Phew I’ 3 :

“And he’s been calling me a cad and all sorts of things,”
'\:;'ent (()n the scamp of the Third. * Bothered if I can make
it out!” .

Jameson glanced at his principal.
o f‘f{{t”was rather rotten having to face Dud at all, I should
hink.

“Beastly! But what could T do? Oh, bother it all, what
a rotten muddle; and perhaps he won'’t row in the regatta
now 17

“ No, he isn’t going to!”

Wally wheeled round.

* What do you mean, young Green?”?

“Dudley said he wasn’t going to row, because I asked
him,” said the youthful second. “T’'m cox., you know.”

And the Third-Form crew looked blankly at one another.

Without Dudley they would have to begin all over again
to get a balanced crew, and it was too late to do that now.
gescides, it wasn’t likely they’d make another *find” like

ud.

D’Arcy minor wished fto goodness he had never thought
about ‘ japing 7 Sir Caleb Ashton now.

I believe he’s off his rocker,

CHAPTER 17.
Arthur Augustus Meets Barlow Again.

£ HTl;ifs" only a mattah of about twenty minutes, dezh
0ys—— -

‘“ We aren’t going to wait twenty seconds, kid.” :

And Jack Blake moved towards the door of Study No. 6.

*“ Weally, Blake, it is uttahly imposs. foah me to wow on
the wivah with tar on my wowin’ vest. I will wush upstairs
and change my attiah instantly.” -

“You can please yourself about that, kid,”” said Jack
Blake firmly. * We're going down to the river ab once. If
you aren’t there by the time we get the ship afloat you'll ind
us gone, with Reilly in your place.” :

“ Hear, hear!” said Reilly heartily.
couldn’t do better, my bhoy!”

“ Wats, Weilly—uttah wats !I’*

Jack Blake flung open the door,

“ Come on, chaps!” : ;

And the four of them hurried from the room. : S

Arthur Augustus hesitated. He knew the fact that there
was a smear of tar on his rowing vest would spoil his rowing,
and he knew Jack Blake had meant what he said.

I shall have to wun like anythin’)’” mused Arthur
Avgustus, racing upstairs.  “Jack Blake has left me no
othah wecourse %ut to considah his action unfwiendly in the
oxtweme—— Bai Jove! It would have been uttahly imposs.
foah me to wow like that.”’ :

He changed hastily enough, but then his hair had to
be done again, and that was always a long task with the
swell of St. Jim’s. A good ten minutes had gone by the
time he was ready to leave the college.

He started off at a brisk run, taking in deep breaths of
the crisp, morning air.

 Bai Jove, this is weally wipping ! I shall wow like any-
thing this morning. Bai Jove !” :

He ran on, rounaing a bend in good style.  Then he gave
vent to a yell. He had brought up against something with
a sounding bump. ;

He staggered back, his monocle fell from his eye, and his
cap was jerked over his nose,

“Bai Jove! Gweat Scott!”?

“Bless me ’at! I'm sorry, sir.”?

“Bai Jove, it’s Barlow, isn’t it? Gweat Scott, I twust T
haven’t hurt you, deah boy!” 2 :
- The young gamekeeper grinned slightly. Hé went twelve
stone in boxing attire, and Arthur Augustus was not a sub-
stantially built junior. -

*“No, you haven’t hurt me, sir—"’

“Bai Jove, that's all right then!” panted Arthur
Augustus. ““I am all in a'fluttah. However, I must huwwy
like anythin’,” : :

‘‘ Yes, sir, nice morning, isn’t it, sir??

““ Wathah—wippin’ in the extweme, as a mattah of fact
Howevah, I shall have to wun.” : -

“ Are—are things pretty quiet at the school, sir 7
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. *Yaas wathah, as only a few fellows have wisen fwom
their beds yet.” . -

Barlow looked uneasy. If Arthur Augustus had been in
less of a hurry to get down to the river, he must have
noticed 'it.

“I meant—has anything élse happened about that—that
haystack business, sir?” added Barlow. ¢ About Master
Dudley 2 :

“Bai Jove! I haven’t heard of anything happenin’—but
pway excuse me as I am in a we'tched huwwy.”

. The cheery hail from behind caused Arthur Augustus fo

turn.

" Chgerho, Gussy I’*

:‘ Bai Jove! Up already, Tom Mewwy, deah boy ?”’

¢Do T look as if T’'m still“in bed, ass?”

‘“Bai Jove !”

'1“he others came up at a run.

“ Talk about early birds,” grinned Manners, tucking his
sweater closer round his neck. # We've been up for hours
in the gym.” .

“ Looking for worms,”’ explained Lowther
“We’v'e ust found one—how are you, ussy 77
: :‘Bax ove.  Weally, deah boy—""

‘ Oh, don’t apologise,” chuckled Tom Merry.
though, have you heard about Dudley 2 -

“ No, wathah not——"

: “He's leaving at once—to-day,”’ someone said.”

“Gweat Scott !

*“ Not—not expelled, Master Merry ?”

. Tom Merry glanced at’ the young gamekeeper befors
answering.

“Not far from it, anyway,” he said soberly. “It seems
the Head wrote to Dudley’s. ater, saying he had better leave
at the end of the term, an Dudley’s pater has wired that
he is to leave at once. Best thing for the kid, I say.”

‘ Yaas, wathah, undah the circs. [ am wathah inclined to
agwee with you, deah boy. Howevah, I must say I wegasd
the mattah as wotten in the extweme.” '

Tom Merry nodded. :

H“ dh"’ it’s all that, kid, only T don’t see you can blame the
ead.

“If chaps will go about doing rotten things like setting
fire to haystacks, they must face the music.”

*“Yaas, wathah, Mannahs, deah boy. Bai Jove, but 1
must go. I shall have to wun.”

“I'll- walk along with you, if you don’t mind, sir,"”

“I'm afwaid it is quite imposs., Barlow, as I shall have

to wun—"’ J
. “I don’t mind ranning, sir.”
. ““Bai Jove! Well, if we walk vewy quickly, I wathah
fancy it will be all wight. Jack Blake will never bo 50
uttahly w’eckless as to attempt to take the boat out without
mo there to look aftah them. See you latah, Tom Mewwy,
deah boy.” .

““ Right-ho, dear ass.”

“See us on Regatta Day.”

“Rather, but you won't see us for long,” called out
Lovzt'l;xer cheerily. “ Just catch a glimpse of us ag we flash

ast.

“ Wats—uttah wats. However, T have no time to pwove
-you are wong, Lowthah. We shall have to huwwy like
anything, Barlow.”

 “Right-ho, sir.”

| Arthur Augustus glanced up at the gamekeeper. He was
a little surprised that Barlow should be so anxious to walk
down to the river with him. It was out of his way if he were
going back to Sir Caleb’s place.

“lgewhaps he is keen in wowin’ though,” thought the
swell of 8t. Jim’s. “I twust you will be able to take a day
off for the regatta, Barlow.” =

‘{ —vos !17

““ There will be some wippin’' waces.”

“Yes, sir, I suppose so.” C

Silence fell between them again. Arthur Augustas could
not make it out. He tried again.

“Have yau evah done any wowin’ deah boy 2"

““No, sir; I've never had a chance. I say, sir——'

“Yaas! Pway go one.”

- “JIs—is there any chance that Dr.

pleasantly.

“1 say

2

Holmes may change
his mind about Master Dudley?”’ asked the young game-
keeper. ““It’s a pretty bad thing for a boy to bs. sent
away from a public school, isn't it, sir?”
“ Yaas, wathah! Wotten! I am afwaid the mattah is
settled foah Dudlay, though.”
. ““You don’t think—the doctor may change his mind?”
 Wathah not, I wegwet to say. You see, Barlow, we aro
all afwaid Dudlay did set fire to the hay.”
“I see, sir,”” answered Barlow. “I—I think T'll turn
down here.”
And he walked off, taking a lane which led to Sir Caleb
Ashton’s estate. o - ¢
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Arthur Augustus looked after him, considerably puzzled,

“Bai Jove! I rvonsidah him wathah a wippah, though.
He appeahs weally twoubled about young Dudlay—""

“Steady, there; we'll give the young ass three more
seconds.”’ ; ' : :

The words came to Arthur Augustus on the light morning
breeze, and there was no mistaking Jack Blake’s voice.

Arthur Augustus forgot about Barlow and his concern
for Dudley. The honour of the Fourth Form of the School
House had to be considered. : .

“‘Bai Jove! I believe the wottahs are starting—Blake,
deah boy—Pway wait!”

And the swell of St. Jim’s dashed across the field. =

The boat was already afloat, but the crew were not in their
places. Reilly had the rudder under his arm.

Jack Blake looked severely across the field.

““Just in time, ass,” he said crisply. “We were just
going out without a cox. All in!”

And the juniors took their places for one of Jack Blake’s
punishing pulls up the river.

CHAPTERl 18,
" The Mystery.

o 1 ERE come the Fourth Form kids.” -
H Tom Merry spun round and looked eritically
across the quadrangle.

Jack Blake & Co. certainly looked very fresh and fit after
their long pull. They came towards the Shell juniors with
cheery grins,

“Ripping on the river, young Merry.”

“It’s to be hoped Regatta Day turns out like this, young
Blake,” observed the hero of the Shell coolly. ““Is Figgins
on the water?”

¢ Came off soon after we did. Here he. comes !’

“ Good ! exclaimed Manners. “We can scttle about the
race once and for all.” : - ;

Jack Blake nodded glumly.

As far as he could sce the matter was sottled for them.
Ii would have to be carried out on bumping principles, a
spin of the coin to decide which boat should lead.

It was rather a come down from the real thing, but that
could not be helped.

“Have the fags been out as well?” asked Lowther,
glancing towards a knot of Third-Fermers talking in lowered
v}?ice?s’., “A bit bowled over by the Dudley affair, aren’t
they ? :

* Yaas, wathah; and the cwew is all to pieces without
Dudlay.” S

¢ Here come the young idiots !”’

There were about eleven of the fags, the party, with one
exception, which had visited Sir Caleb’s woods. The oné
exception was leaving that morning. :

D“dBy the ten o’clock train,” said Wally quietly. * Poor old
ud.’ :

** Yaas wathah; are you going to see him off 2

¢ Rather—at least, the others are. ~He cuts me, you
know.” S

“Bai Jove!”

“Have you got permission to go to the station?”’ asked
Tom Merry. * Better get it from the Head than Selby.”

Wally nodded. :

¢ Not much chance of Selby giving it, you bet; he liked
Dud about as much as he likes me.” :

Someone was crossing the quadrangle in flowing gown.
Arthur Augustus peered through the sunlight, shading his
eyes. :
y“Bai Jove! Here comes the doctor, deah boys.”

“Good egg. You ask, Curly.” :

Curly Gibson nodded, and waited for the Head to
approach. Dr. Holmes came up rather hurriedly.

*“Good morning boys; trainiig for the races?”

*“Yaas, wathah, sir, we have just come fwom the wivah.”

¢ That is the way,” answered the Head of St. Jim’s kindly.
1D’ Arey minor, where is Dudley 2’ )

“I—I don’t know, sir.””

“ Well, will you tell him to come to my room before he
leaves,” answered Dr. Holmes, watching the approach of
two figures. “Dear me, can you se¢ who that is, Merry?”

Tom Merry looked. e

¢ Sir Caleb Ashton, I think, sir.”

“So it is. Humph!” = S

A frown settled on Dr. Holmes’ face. He was becoming
rather tired of Sir Caleb’s perpetual visits during the last
day or so. They were usually the forerunners of unpleasant
events, :

Sir Caleb came up hurriedly, and the man who was with
him was the gamekeeper, Barlow. . ;

Wally started and tried to look uncomeerned. Had some-
thing else happened on that unfortunate night in the woods ?

But the scamp of the Third was not long left in suspense.
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. Thorsdaps .

. “Can T speak to you for a moment or two, doctor 2

¥ Yes, Sir Caleb; will you coma into the college 77

“T Wwould rather say what I have to say here sir, if
have no objection—before these boys,” rephed Sir Ca eb
who was obviously upset ““ Barlow, tell Dr. Holmes what
you have just told me.”?

The gamekeeper stepped forward. He was rather pale,
but seemed steady enough.

The doctor waited.

“It wasn’t Master Dudley who set fire to the hay, sir.’

“ Not Dudley! Then he was shleldmg someone.
mstanfly, please.”

‘I don’t know about his shielding anyone, sir, but I know
it wasn’t him as did it,” said Borlow. “It was I, sir.

““My only Aunt Jane 1

If the penalty had been instant arnihilation, D’Arey minor

_could not have suppressed the exclamation. He was staring
blankly at the gamekeeper.

But, then, 50 was everyone else staring at him.

The expression on Dr. Holines’s face was ono of blank
amazement.

“I—T do not understand, Barlow.”

“It was simple enough, sir. I—I had a lantern in the
woods. Perhaps some of the young gentlemen saw it?”

“ Rather !”” gasped Wally, in wild excitement.

- Well, sir, it was doing our side more harm than good,”’
went on the gamekeeper “T was pretty excited, or I would
have turned it ou#, but scmelow I never thought of that.
I—T put it down near the haystack, sir, when I caught sight
of one of the young gentlemen running across the field.”

““That would be Dud !”” gasped Jameson and Curly Gibson
together.

*“ Most likely it was. T must bave been mad to put the
lantern near the hay. and it must have fallen over,” said
the gamekeeper, meeting the doctots eyes pretty steadlly
considering the circumstances. *1I ran after Mastor Dudley,
an‘dﬁheﬁ T Ic%;mght sight of the flames bchmd me.’

. hat!

It was Wally again, but he pulled hlmself up this tlme

“ Of course I went back, sir, as hard as I could, but it was
too late. Some of the oil had run out of the Jantern, and
ihe hay was well alight. I—I then did something I'm real
ashamed of, si1.’ e

“ What was that, Barlow? '?” asked the doctor sternly.

“T—T hid the Iantem, sir.’

There was dead silence at that. Wally was trembling

. with excitement, but even he had nothing to say for the
moment.

It was Sir Caleb who spoke first. -

“ And I am partly to blame, Dr. Holmes,” he said quietly.
“1t appears Barlow was afraid he might lose his place, and
he has a widowed mother. It has come as_a very severe
and unpleasant surprise to me to. learn that I am viewed
with such fear by the men I employ.

Arthur Augustus looked up. He could not quite wonder
at that view on the part of Sir Caleb’s servants. The
mcuient of his fall in the river was still fresh in the Fourth-
Former’s mind.

“Barlow, this is a very serious matter You were willing
to. cover up a pure accident by allowmg a boy to be sus-
pected of what amounts to a crime.’

* No, sxr, not quite that.”?

“ Bu _"___

“I never thought anyone would be suspected. It was an
accident, and I thought it would still be considered an
accident, only it wouldn’t be known who had done it. -It
was pretty fow down, sir.”? :

“But Dudley mighe have been expelled.”

Barlow did not answer. He was not given the time, for
Arthur Augustus answered for him.

‘“ Bat Jove, I dor’t think that would evah have happened,
doctah. I believe Barlow would have owned up, a¢ he has
been askin’ me about the aﬁ'avr on evewy occasion poss.”’

“ And he has owned up now,” put in Sir Caleb. :

The doctor still looked very puzzled

“T1t is an extraordinary affair, and I do not understand

~it at all;”’ he exclaimed.
formatmn Surely he was not shielding Jou, Barlow 17

“ No, sir; I don’t think he knows me.”

““D’Arcy minor, can you explain this?’’

Wally shook his hea

‘I ean’t understand Dudley at all these last two days,
sir,” he exclalmed doubtfully. * He s been acting awfully
stra.ngely

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove!”

“ What is the mat‘ter, D’Arcy 7”2
“ Gweat Seott !’

The Head followed the Jumors surprised glanee across
the quadrangle. A #all, ratber shambling youngster ‘was
slinking along by the Wall carrylng a bag.

It was Dudley

Wally knew the fellow who was to have left that day
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better than any of the others, a,nd underetood The train
Dudley was to leave by went at ten o’clock; it was eight
o’clock now.

The big Third Former was slipping away so as to avoid
good-byes. That was very like Dudley.

- “ Please, sir, Dudley won’t have to leave now?” gasped
Wally.

“No, of course notf, but—"

“ Hurrah 1” yelled the scamp of thc T‘nr&
chaps 17’
5 And the eleven faps pelted across the quadrangle in a
ash.

“ Come on,

CHAPTER 19.
Dudley is Trapped.

UDLEY coloured as he caught sight of the Third.
Formers a,pprca,cnmg He would have to say good:
bye, after all

. Then he caught sxght of Wally, and drew himself.

“ Dudley I’?

€« Dud 122

Wally was well ahead. He daehed up excitedly.

“You frabJous ass, Dud I’

Dudley’s eyes flashed.

“I haven’t anythmg to say to you, D Arcy. I wonder
you care to stop me.’

“ My only Aunt Jane!

“Let me get past!”’ said Dudley angrily.

- Won’t he stop, Wally ?”

“Collar him if he wants to goat. »

And Curly Gibson and Jameson dashed up. Wally
laughed in surprise.

“Blcst if I know what’s up with the young ass. Look
out !’

Dudley was trying to slip away again.
fags were just too quick for him.

He was surrounded in an instant.

“Take his bag from him!” .

“The gym, chaps! Get on with the washing.”

Dudley struggled desperately.

“Look here, D’Arcy PIl punch your head, Jameson.
All right, you rotters !

His struggles had little effect on the Third-Formers. They
rushed him along at a great pace, and were out of the
quadrangle before Dr. Holmes had realised what was geing
to_happen.

Wlth a thud Wally sent the ymnasmm door flying open.
Then they gathered round Dudley in great ewltexnent

“My only Aunt Jare, lucky we spotted youl”? -

“ Rather !

“Of all the frabjous young asses!

go after all.” .
Dudley had lost his temper. He stared at Curly Gibson
I had a letter from

without quite understanding.

“1 haven’t to go? Don’t talk rot.
the pater saying I was to come home at onoe.”

“Rats! You aren’t to leave at all, ass.’ :

Dudley started. He was staring at Wally now. Perhaps
Wally had owned up at the eleventh hour.

But Wally was chuckling in huge glee. He did not lock
like a fellow who had just ewned up to something that
meant expulsion.

Dudley stepped up te him.

“ Have you owned ap, Wally ?”?

“QOwned up? What do you mean, duffer?
knew——"? ;

“Barlow owned up, Dud,” shouted Jameson, who had
not heard Dudley’s whispers. ! Came and owned up like a
sportsman,”’

“Barlow? What do you mean?
way‘”’

‘““One of Sir Caleb’s gamekeepers, kid; and it was he who
set ﬁre to the hay—upset a lantern, or something of that
sort.”’

“ A gamekeeper upset a lantern?’?

“ Yes, ags; and why you have been goatmg about fighting
Wally and generally playing the ass, goodness knows " ex-
claimed Curly Gibson. ““ We all thmight you must be off
your rocker.”

Dudley drew Wally aside, his chin set.

“Look here, D’Arcy, what’s it all about?” he exclaimed
“You know it was you who set fire to the hay-

"Mv only Aunt Jane!”
“ What’s he raving over now, Wally 722
“ He’s just accused me now of burning the haystack,”
gasped Wally. * Hang it all, Dud 1
Dudley looked bewxl ered. The expression of amazement
n D’Arcy minor’s face would have convinced anyone.

What are you raying m‘?ci‘ut fog T
ook here

“The approaching

.

Dudley, you aren’t to

I never

Who is Barlow, any-
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“ W-wasn’t it you, Wally?”"

“How could it be Wally when Barlow has just owned
up, ass?" said Jameson indignantly. ‘“Of all the shriek-
ing duffers—" : .

“ But—but you were near the haystack that night, Wally.”
- “Rats! I never saw a beastly haystack.”

““ You were crouching down doing something in the lose
hay. 1 saw _you, Wally.””

The scamp of the Third looked bewildered. For a
moment he really thought Dudley must be light-headed, or
something.

“Don’t talk such piffle.””

6 But—’)

““An’ don’t keep butting, ass. I tell you I never saw a
haystack.” i

Dudley did not reply at once. ~He unfastened his bag,
and began rummaging amongst the few hastily-packed con-
tents instead.

The others watched him with growing amazement, not
untinged with alarm. i

Suddenly Dudley brought to view a rather scorched cap.

“ Where did you lose that, then?”” demanded the big
Third-Former.

“My only Aunt Jane! Where did you find it? That’s
the point.”’

¢ By the burnt haystack.”

Wally stared, and everyone eise stared as well. Most of

them remembered having heard Wally speak of his lost cap.

“J—I haven’t the faintest notion where I lost it,”’ ex-
claimed the scamp of ¢he Third. It blew off when I 'was
running away from the keepers. My aunt! You say you
saw me groping about en the ground?”’

“In the loose hay.”

‘There wasn’t any hay there; at least, I never saw any.
Phew! You must {mve seen me looking for the blessed
cap. About how long was I groping about?” . |

“Only a few seconds—less than a minute, I should say.?

“That was it! I had vo bunk like anything on account
of Barlow coming up,” claimed Wally breathlessly.
¢ Did you find the cap I dropped it?”

“No. I didn’t find that until just before I was caught
by Greaves.” ;

~“‘ During your second visit there,”” said Wally, looking at
the fellow he had chummed in with a little. 1 suppose
you went to look for the cap, Dud ?”’

“I went to try and prove whether you'd told a lie about
not having seen the haystack.”

Wally still looked puzzled.

““The haystack fairly knocks me, kids,”’ he admitted.

“I never saw anything like a haystack.”

Jameson suddenly flung his cap in the air.

“ My aunt, I have 1t! There is a clump of bushes there;
you know we noticed them yesterday when we went to sce
what damage was done.  Perhaps you were the other side
of the bushes, Wally.”

Dudley started.

It was aquite likely some of the bushes may have been
between Wally and the haystack, and the fact that he was
on the ground looking for his cap would have prevented
him seeing over them.

Dudley went pick. .

It all seemed so very simple now.

Even if there had been no bushes, it was quite possible
Wally might have failed to notice the haystack in the ex-
citement of the moment. If there were some trees behind
it, and Dudley remembered there were now—to form a dark
background, it was probable he would have missed seeing it.

The big Third-Former turned from a pink to a deep
crimson.

¢ I—I am sorry, Wally!”

“And Pm glad—jolly glad I gave you that black eye
for thinking me such a cad!” exclaimed D’Arcy minor, with
sparkling eyes. ¢ My hat, though, it was straight goods your
trying to shield me.”

“Rot! I was an ass!” =

“ An awful ass!” admitted Wally. ¢ A howling, shricking
ass !’ .

¢ No doubt about that.”

¢ Raving dotter, in fact.”

¢ Rather!” agreed Wally.
ing, frabjous lunatie, Dud.”

And in the middle of the wildly excited cheers, Dr. Holmes
arrived on the scene. There was a smile on his kindly,
splendid face.

“1 want you to come to my roem, Dudley,” he said
quietly. ¢ I see you have heard most of the news. At once,
please! Boys, I am pleased to be able to tell you that Sir
Caleb Ashton has withdrawn his request that the races shall
not take place on the river in front of his estate. On the
contrary, he now hopes they will take place there.”

Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 128.
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A few more cheers went, then Green, the youngest Third-
Former, pushed his way past D’Arcy minor. -

““ And you will row for us, after all, Dud?” he exclaimed
anxiously. * We aren’t half the crew without you.”

Dudley grinned rather sheepishly. -

*“ Rather, kid—if there’s still a place for me!”

And ke hurried after the Head, to the accompaniment of
further cheers. ¢

—

CHAPTER 20.
Regatta Day.

L AT Jove, this is wippin’—wippin’ in the extweme!”
- Arthur Augustus spoke enthusiastically. He was

standing in the doorway of the St. Jim’s boathouse,
a small crowd of other juniors with him.

There were more fellows at the water’s edge, and still
more in flannels, lying at the bottom of boats waiting for
the regatta to begin. :

For nearly a mile down the river, the banks were lined, the
gaily-coloured sunshades of the ladies lending an added
charm to the always beautiful Ryll.

The juniors were anxiously awaiting the sound of the gun.

The first race on the programme was the Third Form
crew against the Glenside Third Form, and it was hkely
to prove a close thing. U

““Bai Jove, isn’t it gweat, deah boys ?”’

“Ripping, and no mistake.””

¢ Couldn’t have had a better day.”

“ No, wathah not!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. ‘I shall
w'ite this up foah the ‘ Weekly,’ deah boys.”
“1 don’t think!”’ grinned Editor Tom Merry. ¢ They're

off now.”

A crisp pistol report had cut through the still air.

The juniors crowded nearer the water’s edge, for the
boathouse was the winning-post for Third Form races. .

“ Look out, Gussy!”

‘“ Wats, deah boy!”’

 Gussy, you ass!’’

““ Wabbits, Tom Mewwy! Heah they come!”

““ Yes, and there you go!” grinned Tom Merry, pushing
him on one side. ‘ Fancy not letting Cousin Ethel come in
front, ass!”

Arthur Augustus looked horror-stricken. -

“ Weally! Bai Jove, I am awfully sowwy, Cousin Ethel,”™
he began, turning a deep pink. “On my word of honah !”*

““ Who is leading? That is all that matters,” laughed ths
girl chum. “1I believe it’s St. Jim's.”

“No, Glenside,” said Figgins. “ Will you try thess,
Cousin Ethel; they aren’t bad.”

Cousin  Ethel smiled excitedly, taking the field-glasses
from Figgins’s hand.

‘“Thank you, ever so; they are ripping. Glenside have a
quarter of a length lead.”

Figgins coloured a little. He wusually did when Cousin
Lthel thanked him for any slight favour, then he became
absorbed in the race.

The fags were rowing splendidly. -
choose between the crews.

 But St. Jim’s will win—of course, St. Jim’s will win.”’

Cousin_Ethel spoke decidedly, though she would probably
have had some difficulty in backing up her opinion, except by
the fact that she wanted St. Jim’s to win.

But Wally certainly was rowing splendidly.

Ho had set a stroke which was a fraction slower than his
rival’s, and the crew behind him were longing for him to
quicken. Through the glasses, Tom Merry could see that
there was a desperate expression on Dudley’s face.

No stroke that Wally could have set would have been too
quick for him that day. Dudley felt as if he could have
rowed behind Kildare even.

The Glenside crew were creeping ahead. There was half
a length between them now, then Wally caught sight of
something he had been looking for all along. It was a
white gate in a field just off the river bank.

That was Wally’s spurting point.

. He quickened until Curly Gibson and Jameson were ga:p-

There was little to

ing. -

But they stuck to their work magnificently. Dudley had
the advantage in weight and age, and Wally in science, but
there was not a great deal in it when it came to pluck.

Curly Gibson and Jameson would stop spurting when they
found themselves at the bottom of the boat.

Still, it was not to come to that. The lead Glenside Collegs
had gradually decreased, cheers went up, then the loud crack
of the pistol. .

The race was over, and Wally’s boat was home by less
than a foot. :

The cheering became terrific. The close thing was just

the one thing needed to start the regatta well.
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Every Thursday,

But nearly all the races that afterncon were to be close;

l‘or I\;ﬂo. 2 on the programme was settled by less than half a
ength.

It was a single-sculling race, Kildare, the college captain,
against Monteith, the head prefect of the New House.

Kildare was considered 2 School House man, so the affair
had evolved itself in quite a House contest, as far as the
juniors were concerned.

Tom  Merry and Figging shouted their respective
favourites’ names within a foot of one another. The row
was deafening.

The race was worth it, though, the beautiful river skiffs
cutting through the water in a manner that held the glance.
Dead level they rowed for three-quarters of the long course,
then Kildare drew ahead.’

Monteith spurted at the finish, but he never quite re-
covered the lost water.

The pistol sounded for Kildare,

‘“ What did I tell you, Figey??

¢ School House—School “Hause %

“ Rats ;

“ Did-you say wats. to me, Figgay
- ‘“Rather, kid!” grinned Figgins.
race comes off. Youll sce who is cock house then.
seniors don’t really count.”

The argument subsided. Figgins was right in the main.
Seniors scarcely counted in the perpetual warfare which
waged between the two houses. e

But there were to- be two more races before item No. 5
on the programme was rowed. - .

The first was a senior pair-oared race, in which Moneith
and another New House prefeet turned the tables on the
School House. Kildare and Darrell were cleverly beaten
by less than a length,

Then came the senior eight race against Glenside College,
and this St. Jim’s won fairly easily. The result was ex.
pected, but the enthusiasm was there all the same, |

Then the scoring-board showed item No. 5.

It was the rival Co.’s race at last. There was a wild
stampede for the boathouse. = The Study No. 6 juniors
glanced round hastily. :

Cousin Ethel was not to be seen on the landing-stage,

CHAPTER 21,
: The Great Race.
n BAI Jove, where is Cousin KEthel, deah boys?”

Li g

“You wait until our
The

Jack Blake pushed open the boathouse door,

> “Down by the winning-post, of course, kid.

Hallo 1 o
A slip of paper ‘had been pinned on the door. Jack Blake

took it down. -

There were only a fow words written on it:

* Don’t forget the prize.—(Signed) Cousin Ethel.”

Jack Blake read the message, aloud, and gave vent to a
cheer. Arthur Augustus removed his blazer hastily.

“ Don’t forget the pwize—no, wathah not. I pwopose we
wow like anythin’, deah boys!’

“Ha, hﬂ., P e :

The four juniors, with Reilly as cox., were alread very
excited, but they were calm enough to take care of their
boat as they lifted her down from the trestles.

_““ Steady, there. My hat, doesn’t she shine.”

Jack Blake grinned. He had oiled and polished the bhaat
himself the night before, -

She was in perfect order. '

‘; Gc’tg on with the washing, chaps; the others are on the
water. :

_ Baut there was p}enty of time yet. A swimming race had

just commenced,” 1n which Kildare and Monteith were doing

great things against the Glenside College pair.

* Steady,” there! Bai Jove! $hall cawwy the wuddah,
Weilly, and you take this end of the boat?”

‘““Ha, ha, hal Right-ho, kid !’

“ Thanks, awfully, deah boy! I shall wequire a gweat deal
of stwength latah on, durin’ the wace, and it is fatiguing
work cawwing the boat, bai Jove!

. “Tom Merry & Co. are afloat——2 :

¢ And Figgins,”
{ Yaas, wathah! Pway huwwy, deah boys!”
The racing four was lowered gently to its pillows on the

landing-stage, the corks were driven home. .

. Jack Blake took one glance round. It would never do to
take, the water with an old stretcher strap, or an unoiled
rowlock., -

“And try your slides, chaps.’?

** Wight-ho! Wippin’, bai Jovel’*

“ Yes. Aren’t they all right??

An impatient voice hailed them from the water.
* Thinking of coming, Blakey?? : :
“ Don’t mind us, but—"

Jack Blake ‘grinned. He was still very excited.
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“Up with her, chaps! Steady there!
like a barge or a welk punt, Gussy.”’

* Weally, deah boy——" ;

“It’s easy enough to shove your thump through the side
of these boats, you know.” o

* Yaes, wathah! Bai Jove, pway be more careful, Dighay,

Don’t handle her

deah boy, as you are wuffling my hair.”’
“ Blow your hair! That right, Blake??
“ Ves, lower away!” iy
And the dainty racing boat was afloat at last. Reilly
knelt down, and fixed his rudder. Oars were got into place.
Th‘erj& i!ack”Blake gave the word.
! in!

And the Study No. 6 juniors took their places gingerly.
Their light boat rolled as if she could never carry them all.

But that was before they could make use of the sweeps.
Once ;;lhey were paddling out to mid-stream she was steady
enough, :

Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins had already tossed up
for positions, Jack Blake having won the middle station.

Figgins and Tom Merry were as excited as he was. =

*“Did you get a note from Cousin Ethel, chaps?”’

‘“ Bai Jove, yaas, wathah!’?

‘ And ours was fastened to the boat!”’ grinned the hers
of the Shell.

“ She sent a junior fag with one for us,”’ said Figgins.

There was no need to ask the contents of the notes, Cousin
Ethel would have taken great care that each of them should
be worded- and written exactly alike.

‘“ Are you ready? Back No. 11" .

““Sorry !”” breathed Tom Merry; and he got his boat back.

The three small flags in the bows were in a dead line
now. The starter saw his chance. . .

Crack ! : . ' i :

The pistol sounded loudly. Twelve blades took the water
at the same instant, and the boats shot away. It was a
magnificent start, whatever the race was going to he.

For the first few yards the rowing was nothing very great.
A stroke or two was needed for them all to get rid of their
excitement, and curiously they settled down to their work
almost together. S !

Figgins had a slight lead at the other boathouse, but he
lost it to Tom Merry the moment the church came in sight.
Jack Blake was a short canvas behind. :

But there was nothing in it, and they were all beginning

3

to row splendidly.

* Oh, well pulled, sir.”’

‘“ Blake, row up, Blake!”’

“Tom Merry—good old Totm Merry !

‘ New House—Figgy——New House, ehaps!” ) :

The roars were deafening. Crowds of juniors were racing
along the river bank to keep up with the boats, much to the
discomfort of the less energetic spectators who preferred to
watch a portion of the race only from deck-chairs.

To the rival strokes the shouts had no meaning. There
was only one thought for Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and
Figgins—to get past the other fellows’ boat.

Figgins had his lead again, and the stroke he was rowing
was tremendous—three inches longer than Tom Merry’s
best. The only thing was, would the men behind be able to
stand it for the long course. :

At that point Kerr & Co. appeared to be enjoying their
work.

Tom Merry was behind now, and Jack Blake was creep-
ing up, then the hero of the Shell quickened a litile. He
knew his crew to a man, and the answer came instantly.
The Shell boat leapt to the front.

- “Tom Merry has it! Shell! Shell! Shell 1

But it was a rash prophet who would have cared to give
an opinion at that stage. The rowing men amongst the
spectators looked anxious, but they said nothing.

They were waiting until the bridge was gained.

It would be easier to see how things were going with half
the course behind.

The bridge was approaching rapidly. Figgins and Jack
Blake were pulling strongly. .

Then all three boats shot under the bridge together.

Those who were looking down from above said afterwards:
there wasn’t a foot between them. Barring accidents, a
close finish was certain. :

_The excited juniors on the bridge seized bicycles, any one’s'
bieycle so long as it would earry them to the winning flag,
and dashed away.

The traffic on the river bank was becoming congested.

Fatty Wynn had already slipped into the river twice
through tryine to get his portly form, through an anything
but portly space. :

But the Falstaff of St. Jim’s did not trouble about that.

“Figgins! New House! New House !”

His stentorian voice could be heard above the uproar.

The three boats were still together.
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CHAPTER 22,
: The Einish.

5o UICKEN up, chaps!” -
Reilly pl?mted the words out as if he had been
rowing with the rest, but Jack Blake took no
notice. =

It was not time to call on his crew again. :

‘He¢ was a short canvas behind the other pair, but that
could not be helped. There had been a curious eddy under
the bridge which somehow had effected the centre boat more
than the others. ;

- The Study No. 6 juniors had had to pull strongly to get
through it. Thoy were still feeling the effects. ;

Arthur Augustus at bow was rather white, but his hair
was as neatly parted in the middle as ever. And he was
rowing as well as ever, which mattered still more, except,
perhaps, to the swell of St. Jim’s. _

Reilly’s face was becoming -horror-stricken.

The short canvas was lengthening into a long one.

¢“Oh, do row up, Blake!” -

But Jack Blake was waiting his time. Like Wally, he
was looking for a well-known landmark. :

A glance ashore told him there was plenty of time yet,
then he caught sight of a tall, thin figure.

Not only had Sir Caleb asked that the races should take
place in front of his estate, but he had come down to watch
them.
.But Jack Blake had not time to think about Sir Caleb.
The leading boats were almost level again, scarcely a few
inches lead giving Figgins the advantage over the Shell
crew. All through the race so far, Figgins had kept well to
the front. |

Tom Merry could seo Arthur Augustus’s back now. Was
the Study No. 6 crew beginning to splash?

Tom Merry longed to see them do that, and Figgins as
well.  But there seemed little chance of Figgins & Co. going
to pieces. ! :

Tom Merry thought it was a race between his crew and
“ihe New House.

And the prize to be won. A motor picnic down by the sea
—tho sea in this weather, and after a hard day like this was
proving.

That was inducement enough to make a fellow row him-
self to his stretchers.

But there was almost as big an inducemsnt for Tom
Merry, to beat the New House.

The thoughts flashed through Tom Merry’s mind.

And very similar thoughts, from a different point of view,
were troubling Figgin’s with one addition. Cousin Ethel
would be watching the finish. That made the leader of the
New House juniors long to get his boat past the winning-
post first more than anything else.

Tom Merry and Figgins quicken again togsther.
must be nearing the winning-post now.

Stroke for stroke the rival crews rowed, with Figging’s
blade always a little longer in the water. But Tom Merry’s
‘quickness on the slide-up balanced matters. :

Both boats were nearly half a length in front of Jack
Blake now.

“Can’t you quicken?” gasped Reilly.
they’re running away from us, old man.”

Then at last Jack Blake called upon his crew. He had
seen his landmark, a battered old oak he had had in his
mind’s eye for a good many days now.

Tom Merry and Figgins saw’ him spurt, but they thought
it was too late. And besides, they had enough to think of
in cach other to trouble about a boat nearly half a length
behind.

Both were rowing with every ounce of strength they could
muster.

The shouts along the river-bank were becoming confused.
Tom Merry could not distinguish voices; even Fatty Wynn's
stentorian yells sounded miles: away to Figgins.  Jack
Blalke’s boat was becoming a blurred mass to both rival
strokes.

The Shell cox was wildly excited.

“We're nearly thero, Tommy !
twenty ! My hat!”

As if fhey were coupled together by some unseen force,
the two outside boats swept along, as level as possible. Jack
Blake was bringing his boat up in wild jerks. He was not
rowing as he had rowed under the bridge.

The boat had gone to pieces as far as style went, even
Arthur Augustus had lost his graceful grip of the water.
But the Study No. 6 ship was coming along.

The half~length was less than a quarter, and the quarter
was dropping into inches. ; :

“‘Quicken, me bhoys!” yelled Reilly with a loud Irish
yell. “ We've got ’em !

Tae Geu Lirary.—No. 128.
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Tt was the Irish junior’s excitement that made him shout:
the race was not over yet. .

But it would be in a. moment or two now. Jack Blake
knew that. He had sighted another landmark.

.““ Now I"” he panted in a sort of choking sob.

Almost a groan sounded from the chaps behind him. I
seemed impossible that they could quicken again !

Jack Blake had set the strake, though, and it must be
answered. Dighy was rowing with his eyes shut; Arthur
Augustus thought it must be some horrible nightmare.

But the blades were taking and leaving the water at a
quicker rate. They were backing up Jack Blake, even if
they longed for the boat to turn turtle or something like
that to happen.

¢ Again !”

Jack was gasping. He quickened, and in some way he
got a fraction more speed into his work, and once again he
was answered, then, in a ‘solid body, the three boats swept
past the winning flag. . ; ;

‘“ We’ve won, my ihoy 1 shouted Reilly,

“ Wait a minute . My hat!” :

Jack Blake gasped. A small strip of bunting had just
been unfurled from the flag-mast. It was light blue in
colour, and light blue was the flag in the bows of the Study
No. 6 boat. e

The School House Fourth Form had won the great race.

“Gweat Scott!” gasped Arthur Augustus, and he let his
oar slip from his hands.

“Buck up, Gussy; youw’re all right!”’

Jack Blale looked towards Tom Merry and grinned.

#* Hard cheese, kids !”’

. ;‘ Y"gu kids came along—for Fourth-Formers, and no mis-

ake I”?

“ Yes, we did, didn’t we?” chuckled Jack Blake. © What
price the New House now ?”

“‘ About twopence!” said Dighy.
decently at times, though, Figgy I’

“ Three cheers for Jack Blake !” sang out Figgins heartily
enough. “ Altogether I’

And the cheers were given by the crews of both boats
with all their remaining breath.

Jack Blake & Co. promptly returned them.

‘ Three of the best !’ exclaimed the chisf of Study No. 5.
“ My hat, wasn’t it great, Tom Merry 2 =

‘‘ Ripping !’

¢ And nothing in it! If we rowed the course over
it’s just as likely either you chaps would svin !’

43 Rat’s !l)

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Mozre rats!” grinned Tom Merry. * You've won,
that’s all there’s got to be said about it. 1
to you at to-morrow’s pienic [”

“ Bai Jove, yaas wathah! DT’Il wemembah you, deah bay,
when we get down to the sea. Halle, Cousin Ethel I’

“Hallo, Arthur!” laughed their girl chum. “I am sorry
to have to tell you, you all rowed very badly indeed.”

“ Bai Jove! Howevah, I ses you are only waggin’.”

“I am doing nothing of the sort!” :

But the laugh in her prelty eoyes showed that Arthur
Augustus had been a good deal nearer right than wrong.

‘“But I cannot possibly stay and talk to a lot of excited
schoolboys,” she execlaimed. ‘“My brother is waiting for
me. I shall see you all to-morrow at ten o’clock at the
school gates.” 5

“ Yaas, wathah! I wegard it as wippin’ of you!”

“ All of you, mind !”” said Cousin Ethel, looking from Tom
Merry to Figgins,

Tom Merry and Figgins stared.

“1 suppose you can come, Tom Merry 22

¢ But—but Jack Blake & Co. won—-?

£ Oh, never mind who won !”” exclaimed their girl chum
loftily. ‘Tt was decided ages ago that you were all coming.
Yowll find the invitations at St. Jim’s by now.”

“ My hat, but—""

¢ What about your prize?” gasped Tom Merry.

“I don’t know anything about prizes,” answered Cousia
Ethel coolly. ¢ People should be content to row withous
prizes. I am surprised at you, Tom Merrvy !”

And she hurried away before any of them had time to
recover from the surprise. .

When they did recover, there wers sounding thumps on

“You rowed quite

again,

and

Jolly good luck

~ backs to be put up with, Arthur Augustus suffering chiefly.

““You uttah wottah, Tom Mewwy—Figgay——"

But his voice was drowned in the cheers.

This was another of Cousin Ethel's jokes.

And a jolly good joke, oo, was the verdict of all.

THE END. :

(Another long, complete story of Tom Merry & Co.
next Thursday, entitled “A Rank Outsider,’ by
Martin Clifford. Order your copy of the i Gem !
Library in advance, Price One Penny.)
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READ THIS FIRST.

Oswald Yorke, & youth of eighteen, joins the Navy under
peculiar circamstances, becoming a midshipman aboard the
frigate Catapult under the name of John Smith. ;

The frigate is wrecked while there is mutiny aboard, and
but a handful of her crew are saved. The survivors, in-
cluding Oswald, are accommodated at the house of a planter
named Wilson on the island of San Andrade, where Liecu-
tenant Hope, of the gunboat Rattler, which has been cap-
tured by the pirate Kester, is also staying.

By his friendship with Norah, the planter’s riece, Oswald
incurs the enmity of the Wilsons, father and son, and is
quarrelling violently with them, when a King’s ship arrives
at the island, her captain coming ashore at once.

Captain Burgoyne at once explains to the new arcival
what happened aboard the Catapult.

. {(Now go on with the story.)

2
Leaving San Andrade.
¢ 1t is also a bad business about the Rattler,”’ said Captain

Gazrvin, the new visitor fo the island, turning to Dr. Telford
and Lieutenant Fife; ‘“in fact, we seem to have found a

pretty budget of news waiting for us here altogether. I

pn(}ilers’t’and that Lieutenant Hope was in charge. Where
is he?

“He is on the island, sir.
much to heart,” said Mr. Fife.

I should think so. It is a serious matter for him,”
replied Captain Garvin. =

“Pon’t say too much to the poor fellow now,’” said Dr.
Telford. *“ He is half beside himself with grief; in fact, I
have feared for his sanity.” ;

“8So bad as that! Poor fellow!” said the captain com-
miseratingly.

““ And you have seen no sign of the Rattler ?”” asked Mr.
Fife eagerly. =

¢ None—none whatever.”

“What is your destination, Garvin?’ asked Captain
Burgoyne, who had rejoined his former acquaintance.

“ Kingston. We are bound for Kingston, with the admiral
on board.” -

“The admiral |

* Yes, Admiral Sir Samson Rastlake.”

Oswald had reached the group just in time to hear the
last words. :

“Bir Samson Eastlake?” he repeated eagerly.

& Yes, young sir,” replied Captain Garvin grimly.  You
seem surprised.’”

“I beg your pardon, sir. I forgot myself for a moment.
Admiral Eastlake has been a very good friend to me. I
hope, sir, that he iy well 2”

2 “ He is quite well, youngster,” said Captain Garvin good-
temperedly.

Captain Burgoyne walked up to the house in silence, with
a scowl on his face. Of all the men in the world, Sir
Samson was the last one he wished to sece. He knew that
Oswald and the admiral were on such terms as rarely existed
between a midshipman and an Admiral of the Fleet, and he
was afraid that Oswald might tell the admiral more of the
truth than he, Burgoyne, ever wished to leak out.

Te has taken the loss very

~ g= The" First Chapters of a Splendid Serial Story.
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“A RANK OUTSIDER.”

By Lieutenant Lefevre-

Meanwhile, they reached the house and entered the larze
saloon, where Mr. Wilson was waiting to receive them. He
had apparently got over his recent excitement and the
effects of his potations, and welcomed Captain Garvin with
cool self-possession and a show of friendliness. Lieutenant
Hope was seated at a table, but rose as the two captains
entered the room. He was ghastly pale, and there were
dark rings round his eyes that told of sleepless nights. .

“This is ‘a very sorry business, sir,”” said Captain Garyin
coldly. “Your first command, I believe?” :

“ My first, sir,” replied Mr. Hope, in a low voice.

“ Probably your last!” muttered Captain Garvin, under
his breath. ;

“1 presume that, as you have had so much time on your
hands, you have made a full report of the loss of the
Rattler, to present to the admiral?”’ asked Captain Garvia.

Lieutenant Hope pointed to the table before him, on which
lay several sheets of closely-written paper. .

“J had but finished it as you entered. It still needs my
signature, sir,”” he said. :

Then he stooped, and taking up the pen, wrote his name
with a hand that did not tremble. ‘&

Tt is finished,” he said quietly.

He put his hand to his pocket as he spoke. For an instant
the red light of the setting sun glinted on polished steel;
then, before one of the men could stay his hand, there was
a loud report, and Lieutenant Hope reeled forward, and fell
on his face, with a bullet-hole in his forehead.

“One more death at that villain’s door !” muttered Dr.
Telford, rising from his knees from beside the dead body.
¢ Poor fellow! His sorrows are over; his troubles ended !”

hCaptain Garvin turned away, and stood looking out across
the sea. .

“Have the body covered over,” he said, * and taken down
to the shore. = We—we shall not make a long stay. We
only want to replenish our water, and I hope, by dawn, to
weigh anchor again,” he said, turning to Captain Burgoyne.
“You had better come on board to-night, I think—you and
your party.”

¢ Ag you please,” said Captain Burgoyne, in a quiet voice.
Hope’s death had sobered him and terrified him, too, for
was he not guilty also of the same crime? He had lost his
ship, and his fault was ten thousand times greater than the
poor lieutenant’s.

And so it was decided that they should all go on board
the frigate that same evening.

Glad though he was at the thought of seeing his bene-
factor again, it was with a heavy heart that Oswald turned
away from the house and made his way towards the shore.

He had not seen Norah Wilson again since she had bidden
him good-bye on the verandah. He had waited anxiously
until the very last moment; in the hope of seeing her; but
there had been no sign of the girl.

“I hate to leave her here with those villains!?’ he
muttered to Maxwell, as they walked slowly down the hill.

¢TI wish I could have helped her. But what can I do?’?

He stopped for a moment, and turned back to take a
last glimpse of the house, which lay bathed in the red after-
glow of the sunset. From one of the upper windows some-
thing white fluttered for an instant. He saw a white hand
and arm waving a last good-bye; and then, with something
like an ache at his heart, he turned away and walked in
silence dewn to the shere. -
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On Board the King's Ship.

The midshipmen’s quarters on the Cynthia were neither
commodious nor elaborate; but the three midshipmen who
inhabited them were young gentlemen evidently gifted with
a remarkably good opinion of themselves, and were inclined
to look on Maxwell, Oswald, and Dick Davis with con-
temptuous superiority. ° : -

The oldest was a sallow-faced youth, Master Wilberforce
Garvin, nephew of the captain of the Cynthia, and his mess-
mates were named Muckridge and Williamson.

Not one of the three had been with the shore-boat, so they

were considerably surprised when Oswald, Maxwell, and
Davis made their appearance on board the Cynthia.

“Lost your ship?”* asked Master Garvin patronisingly.

“Yes,” said Oswald.

Master Garvin nodded his head seriously.

h‘_‘ ’1"’hat’s bad. It’s always against an officer to lose his
ship.” - :

Master Buckridge, a round, chubby-faced youth, looked
very wise. :

“ Yes,” he repeated, ‘it is always against an officer to lose
his ship.” :

It was a habit of his to repeat every word that Garvin,
whom he toadied to, uttered. He had a large and wholesome
;‘es.pﬁct for Garvin, who was three inches his superior in
height.

Maxwéll looked from one to the other with a comical look
on his face. : .

“I am very sorry. I wouldn’t have done it if I thought
you would have been offended about it,”” he said seriously.

Garvin took no notice of the remark. It was beneath his
contempt. - v

¢ What is your name?’ he said, with the same air of
patronage, turning to Davis, who was the smallest of the new-
comers. :

“My name is Norval. On the Grampian Hills my father
feeds his flocks,” said Davis, spouting the well-known poem.

“Norval! H’'m! Your father is a shepherd, then?”’ said
Garvin disgustedly.

“A frugal swine,” said Davis,
keep his son, myself, at home !"” ¢

‘¢ Extraordinary !” said Garvin. * As my uncle says, the
Service is going to the dogs!”

¢ Oh, it 13 going to the dogs!” chimed in Buckridge.

“The puppies seem to be going to the Service,” said
Oswald.

CGarvin shot a quick glance at the last speaker, and, seeing
that he was rather too big for his liking, turned on his heel
with a snort of disgust. < .

“ What a shocking set of prigs!” muttered Oswald.

< Terrors, ain’t they?” said Davis.

“Keep up your swine business. Itll make them feel glad
that they know me.” ;

The midshipmen’s Dberth

from the

“ whose only thought to

- Certéinlf, Mr.—er—er; and T have the tighﬁ to do as I
please, t00.” : :
Garvin muttered something under his breath, then, to

change the conversation; turned to Davis.’

‘““And what might the name of
Mr.—er—er—Norval?”’

Davis looked up seriously. .

“ It might have been the ¢ Crazy Jane,”” ho said.

“Crazy Jane! Extraordinary! I never heard the name

¢ Nor did I,” said Davis.

Garvin turned on him angrily.

1 don’t understand!” he said.

“ More do I,” said Davis pleasantly. ¢ You asked me what
tho ship’s name might have been, and it might just as well
have been the Crazy Jane as anything else; but it wasn’t.
It was called the Rattler.”

“H'm! A schooner, I understand?”

¢ Oh, you do understand something, then!’ said Maxwell
cheerfully. “I'am soglad!”

“ How pleased mother will be when she hears how you are
getting on!”’ said Davis. v

This was too much for Garvin. Hoe rose majesticaily

“ Do I understand——" he began,

“1 don’t know. You don’t look as if you did,” said
Maxwell.

“ What a lovely figure—so slim!” said Davis, in mosk
admiration. -

“ Sit down,” he said, “ and don’t be a fool. Nobody waz's
to insult you.” -

“ You all seem intent on doing so!” cried Garvin, in a
rage. “I’'m glad to say that all the officers on board th2
Cynthia are gentlemen, and behave to one another with
courtesy. I should imagine that your last shin was

¢ Hardship,” said Maxwell promptly. “8Sit down, my
lad, and don’t get huffy. No harm meant.”’

But Garvin was not to be appeased.

¢ My uncle, the captain, has taken compassion on you, and
given you hospitality, in return for which you—you come
here, insuiting us!” &

“ Quite right,” said Davis. S

Garvin suddenly lost control of himself, and launched
foiut, catching Davis under the ear and depositing him on tho

00T,

“I object to resort to brute forcs,”’ he said coolly, ¢ but
I am compelled to protect-my own dignity.”

“ Look here, my young whippersnapper, sit down,
shut those fine airs of yours off I’ said Maxwell wrathful
“You make me ill! The way you talk, I should think
this was your first ship. When you have seen as much
knocking about as I have, you'll forget that you ever
any dignity. [ wouldn’t give a go of cold rum for all the
dignity of all the midshipmen in the Service put together.
You ain’t got any right to have dignity at all until you
can wear an epaulette on your shoulder. If you spout

any more rot about your diz-

your ship have been,

e

was divided off

o nity, I'll ram your nose in

cockpit by a bulkhead. It
was an evil-smelling place,
furnished in the usual style—
a hammock for each inhabi-
tant, his sea-chest, and a deal
table, with a reeking lamp
suspended from the beam of
the deck.
“Been lon
vice?” aske

Do

in the Ser- ’
Garvin, ad. ’
dressing himself to Maxwell.
“ Since was a boy &
replied Maxwell calmly. 2
“Ship’s boy, I suppose?”’ i 9
said Garvin, with a sneer: *
“ Aha, ship’s boy !’ echoed |
Buckridge. * Very good!” .
“Very good, 1s it?’ young ‘
Moonface?”’ said Maxwell, ®

Hlow Do Yo'}

WHOM TO WRITE TO—The
Editor, “GEM " LIBRARY, 23-9,
Bouverle Street, Fleet Strect,
London, who will be pleased to
hear from you,

“A RANK OUTSIDER.”

A new arrival in the guiss of a
millionaire’s son comes to St. Jim’s,
y and not all the King’s horses nor all

“ the King’s men can get him out

the bulkhead yonder! And
as for you, you grinning-
faced baboon——"" This to
Master Buckridge, who beszan
to look alarmed at the fierce
expression on Maxwell’s faca.
‘“ Now, sit down and be com-
fortable !” said Maxwell, in
_conclusion.

It was quite evident that
Maxwell meant to have no
more nonsense, ~and as ho
looked " quite capable of ob-
jecting in a more pronou
and striking fashion, Ga
sobered down, - and soon ths
half-dozen were on fairly
good terms.

a

rising wrathfully. Y q Maxwell and Oswald told
Buckridge's pink face L again, / : the story of the mutiny and
turned pale green. . \ Lumley-Lumley has come the  loss .of the Catapult,
“He, he!” he gisgled AN to stay, much to the horror - though neither said very
nervously. “‘It was only a W of the Co’s. much regarding the captain’s
joke! He, he!” share in the matter.

Maxwell sat down again.

“1 don't like jokes,” he
said sourly. “Don’t make
jokes about me in my pre-
sence, please!”

“ Really, Nr er er
satd  Garvin. = “Mr. Buck-

But you will laugh.

e

0l
Iihimion

Davis then  told his new
messmates - how the Rattler
had been stolen away by
pirates, and how Lisutenant
Hope had blown his brains
out rather than face a court-
martial. ; :

/;/%zg// 194 // ,

ridge, I think, has the right
to smile if he pleases!”

(Another instalment of this thrilling
serial will appear next Thursday.)
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Sam, and Pete. By S. CLARKE
HOOK.
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