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“WE'LL SMASH THE SMART SET!” SAID TOM MERRY. BUT IT WAS A CAM

was fully a match even for the great Figgins, and ihe
résult of that tussle would have been very doubtful had no
one becn at hand to interfere. But there was a footstep in
the darkness, and Figgins had no doubt that the loyal Co,
were there to back him up. :

“Come on!” he gasped,
horse I

The unseen individual came on and laid a strong grasp
on Figgins. The chief of the famous firm of Figgins & Co.
gave a yell,

“You've got hold of me, asa! Collar Tom Merry !"

*Not this time,"” said the voice of Manners.

Figgins jumped.

“Manners! Where's the Co.?

cue !

But there was no rescue at hand for the trapped Figgins.
Down he went to the floor, with Tom Merry on top of him
and AManners clutching him, and in & minute he wus a help-
less prisoner, under the grasp of the Terrible Two.

”‘Euic:k, Manners! The rope "

Figgins tried to yell.

But Tom Merry's hund was over his mouth in a twinkling.

He gurgled and gasped and struggled, but he was power-
}asa, and in & few minutes Manners had tied his hands and

eat.

& Then the gag was placed in his mouth and neatly tied
1erc.

“Feel all right, Figgy ?” asked Tom Merry.

“Groerop Y

“Very welll As you don't answer, I suppose you're all
gerene. Get a glim, Manners [*

** Here you are!"

Manners lighted o bicycle lamp. 'The door of the shed
was carofully closed to keep the lljl ht hidden. There was a
shutter over the window, so hardly a gleam could escape
that way. The light glimmered on Figgins' furious face,
He was watching the Terrible Two with a painful interest,
and his eyes nearly bulged from his head when he saw
Tom Merry drag Kerr's precious parcel from its place of
concealment,

A foreboding of what was to come struck him now.

Tom opened the parcel and pulled out the prison clothes.
He grinned as he sorted them out.

* Now, Figg:r, are you ready?”

Figgina made no reply, for an excellent reason.

“Wo happen to have tumbled to your little game, Figgy,”
Tom Merry condescended to explain. " We're going to rig
¥you up as a convict for Blake to capture.”

Fi%gins wriggled convulsively.

“The Co, are tied up in the gardener’s shed, and they
ean’t rescue youn. We've got you in a cleft stick. It's what
you planned for me, 80 you've got nothing to complain
‘about—have you?"

Figgins glared.

.. Now, we're going to dress you, and you may goet hurt
if you struggle. That's a warning! If you are quiet, we'll
treat you ﬁlm the apple of our eye. His legs first,
Manners !’

Figging’ legs were untied. He began to kick violently, but
cach of the Bechool House juniors clung to a leg, and he was
helpless. His boots wero taken off, and then the convicl's
knickers were slipped on him over his trousers, which were
rolled up over his knces. The knickers secured, the barred
ntpnh_mqs were placed on him apd padded out to look fatter,
thﬁms calves being of the slimmest. The boots provided
by Kerr were next placed on his feet, and then his ankles
were firmly tied together again.

iFiggina looked as if he would explode withh wrath, but
e was perforce silent. IHe coul only summon what
philosophy he could muster and be as patient as possible.

MMy hat!" said Tom Merry. “Tho lower ha‘f of you,
Figgy, looks a fearful ruffian! TUntie his arms, Manners,
old man !™

Figgins prepared for a desperale struggle.

But the Terrible Two were too many for him. Xis arms
wero unfastened, but he hadn't much chanco to hit out. Tho
hideous convict's garb was forced upon him and secured,
and then his arms were fastened again down to his sides,

Tom Merry began to prepare the make-up. During a
period of amateur theatricals at St. Jim's Tom had learned
8 great deal of the art of making up, and now he did his
work almost as artistically as Kerr could have done it.

Figgins squirmed in vain.

His complexion was turned to a deep red, and a Lilne,
unshaven appearance was imparted to his cheeks and chin,

His noso was reddened, his eycbrows darkened, and a
thick false moustache pummed m‘:uuru’lg to his upper lip.
Y

Tom Merry was startled himself the change these
Tae Gem Lisr:ry.—No, 1,235,

“The beast's as sirong as o

I say, Kerr! Wynn!

artistic touches wrought in the aspect of the great Figgins.

Figgy was transformed into a fearful-looking ruffian,
u.-lhnm any peaceful person would have avoided in a lonely
plnca.

“My only Aunt Jane!"™ said Manners. *“Is that reelly
Figgy, or is it Bill Sykes? Figgy, is it really you, old
man 1"

“Grer-ror 1"

"Jam that gag a little tighter "’

‘I-Gr_.r_r___l‘

“Now I think that will do!" said Tom Merry. " Douse
tho ,E;lim ! Now for the capture! Good-bye, Blucbell! You

won't have to remain there long, Blake and Study No. 6
are coming to deliver you to justice, you bhardened ruffian.”
And the Terrible Two quitted the woodshed.

As Herrlos gave the
Taggles' pony and the trap went rattling down t
nt a greal pace.

Figgins heard a chuckle die away, a door close.

Heo was alone! : - _

Alone, to wait for the coming of his old rivals—Study
No. 6! He wriggled and squirmed in the gloom, but he
could not wriggle or squirm himsell loose. Figging was
fairly canght in his own trap this time

S ——

CHAPTER 8.
A Brilliant Capture.

i EALLY, Dluke, I think wo ought to be doin' some-

R thin' or othah, don’t you know!"”

It was Arthur Avgustus D'Arey who made thut
sage remark.

The chums were in the school tuckshop, and Blake had
expended the sum of ninepence in tarts, which the three had
just finished consuming. _ _

It war then that Arthur Auvgustus delivered himsell of
the opinion stated above,

Blake looked at him,

oliceman a shove, Blake whl.;ptd HE
g rom
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U THAT FINALLY DID THE JOB! READ '* GAY DOGS OF ST. JIM’S !"’ NEXT WEEK.

“What do you want to do, Gussy?"

Blake was leaning against the doorpost. The door was
half open, and he could hear o murmur of voices in the
passage, but he was not paying any attention to it.

“Well, wo ought to be huntin’ that conviet, you know!
What's the good of formin' a plan and then doin' nothin' to
carry it out, deah boy 7"

“Not much good, certainly. What's your idea "

“Suppose we bweak bounds to-night and go and hunt
the boundah !"

“No good,"” said Herries. ‘“Don’t you know the police
havo drawn a cordon right round the wood, where he's
supposed to be, from the old castle to Rylcombe Lanc? We
couldn't even get inlo the wood without being stopped.”

"He may not bo in the wood at all,"

:: Where do you think he might be?"

“Anywheah ! said D’Arcy. *“Tom Mowwy and Mannahs
will have the laugh of us if we don't hunt that despewate
chawactah, aftah all! Yaas, wathah "

Blake nodded.
“I've been trying to think out a plan,' he
gaid, “JI—

He stopped suddenly.

His chums stared at him in surprise.

“Well—" began Herries.

Blako made a sign to be silent,

Herries and D'Arcy were amazed, but they
wero obedient.  They watched Blake, and
Blake's eves were blazing with sudden excite-
ment.

For, as he stood
there, leaning
ngninst the door-
post, through the
crack of the door
had come  the
clear words from
the passage, dis-
tinctly audible:

“Figgins has
done Study No. b
this time "

And Dlake
jumped. L

It was tho voice
of Tomn Merry !

“You're surc,
Tom #* said the
familiar voice of
Manners.

“Rather! 1
went down to the
woodshed w i th
Figgy. Blako
gsuw us go, but ha
never gucssed
what was in tho
wind 1"

“a; hal”

“The question
is: Onght wo 10
tell Blake?”

“No; wr have
no right to givo
Figgy awoy "

*Well, vou see, 1t
was Study No. 6'=
iden to eapture the
convict, and the prisoner in the woodshed really belongs to
them by rights."’ :

“Yes, but if Figgins & Co. had the trouble of eapturing
him, they ought to have the glory. Blake shouldn’t e so
slow !"’

“Well, that's right! ITe i< slow, awl no mistnke ! Faney
him not gunﬁsing that the eonviet would come liere lor
Monteith to hide him !

“Figgins must have guessed it

“Of courso! Figgy is sharp! 1le will erow over Blake!
Quite right, too! Btudy No. 6 are out of it this time, and
no mistnke !" ’

“T suppose we onght 1o keep it dark. It woukin't he [wir
for Figging & Co. to find their prisoner gone when tiy
come back to take hiin away to the police station.”

“Certainly not! Wo won't say a word. Destdes, Figey
relies upon us.”

“Then mum's the word "' : '
The voices moved on. 'I'he "errible Two passed on up

the passage. DBlake was quivering from head to fool with
cxcitement.

His c¢hums had heard Tom Morry’s voice bul not his
words, They stared at Blake in amazement and inquiry.

“Do you catch on?" breathed Blake. *Figgins & Co.
have caught the convict. He came here for Monteith to
hide him, and they have caught him and fastened him in
the woodshed, while they've gone to Ryleombe to feteh o
conveyance to tnke him to the police station.”

“lireat Scott!”

“They won't find him when they get back,” said Blako
determinedly. “ Wo'ro not going to be robbed of our glory
by those barefaced bounders.”

“We'll collah the beastly convict!” ejaculated D'Arcy.

"¥You bet.”

“I suppose there's no hoax about it, Blake 1"

"We'll soon see by looking in the woodshed.”

“Good | That's casy enough |”

“Come along! Ye'te not going to let the grass Erow
under our feet. Who'd ever have dreamed that the fellow
would have the awful nerve to come here to hide? Figgins
& Co. ought to have told us! They have no right to collar
our convict ™

“I should wathah think not|”

“He's ours! We had the idea first1”

" Excuse me, Blake, but weally it was my ideah!”

“Dry up. It was our iden, and in the innoconco of our
hearts we told Figgins. Now he's boned the idea and
collared ous conviet. It's moan!”

*It's not playing the game,” said Herries.

“No; that it isn’t| iggy won't find any convict thero
when ho gets back, that’s all. That convict is ours.”

“Yans, wathah !”

“We'll just look into the woodshed te mako sure that
all is serene, and then we'll collar the prisoner and walk
him off I

“What shall we do with him?”

“Tako him to Rylcombo apd give him to the police, ol
course! It will make a bit of a scnsation.”

'* How shall we get the borndah to go to Rylecombe ?*

“By Jovel I'vo got a good iden! We'll have Taggles'
trap. Woe'll tell him what it's for, so he's cortain to lend
it us. You sce, we can't risk losing the convict, or there's
all our fi-‘.}r? cne. If we tiicd to walk him to Rylcomban
somo silly bobby would scoe him and take him away from
ns, and make out he captured him. If we gave him up
hero at St. Jim’s, the masters would take charge of the
whole matter, and wo should be loft right out in the cold.
You may bo sure of that!”

“Yaas, wathoah! They wouldn't give us the pwoper
ewedit.”

“Besides, Tigeging & Co. would claim him as their own
prisoner.”

“They've got cheek enough for anythin®, those boundahs.”

“So wo'll make all sceuro by taking him to Ryleombe our-
selves. We shall have to squaro Taggles with o few bob.
Gussy can stand that, as he's rolling in wealth, and it's
his idea. Gussy can square Taggles.”

“Yans, wathah!”

“ Comne on, then!”
The chums of Study No. 6 speedily reached the woodshed.

Blake cauliously epened the door ard peeped within, He
heard a faint sound as of o body wriggling on the ground.
Heo struck a matelh. Then h~ gave quite a jump, and his
chums behind hin jumped, too.

The flaro of the match revealed that the affair was no
haax. There, on the floor, bound hand and f{oot, lay n
fearfnl-looking ruffian, in the garb of a conviet. The
matelh woent out, Blake withdrew from the woodslied and
clascd the deoor. 1le was shaking with excitement.

“You saw, kidat”

“1 saw him,” snid Herries, with a shiver. “What a
horrible-looking brule 1"

“Yuas, wathah!” .
“1lo doesn't look like a prize hn:-nufi’y. I know,"” assented

Blake, “They’vo Sastened him up for safety, and they
«cemed to have gagged hin. They were afraid that if ho
mado a noiso wo should bo on the track. It's all
plain s=ailing now, kids. Gussy, go and necgotiate with
Taeeles. Ti doesn't malter how much you havo to give
hitn-—=we must have the trapl”

*“Yaas, wathah!” : 3
“(ive him all you've got, and promise him your next

week's  pocket-mency—anything  you like,” said Blako
penerously.  “Only get the teap, and make him keep the
gates open till we've gone. Cut off, and be quickl”

“T will wun all the way1”

And the swell of the Schonl Ilonse ent off. Dlake and
Herries remained near the woadshed, They were on guard,

fullv determined t(hat if Tigging & Co. appeared there
) Tue Cey Lionany.—No. 1,235,
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mas [ully a match even for the great Figgins, and the
résult of that tussle would have been very doubtful had no
cne been at hand to interfere. But there was a footstep in
the darkness, and Figgins had no doubt that the loyal Co.
were there to back him up. '

“Come on!" he gasped. “The beast’s as strong as a
horse I

The unseen individual came on and laid a strong grasp
on Figgins. The chief of the famous firm of Figgins & Co.
gave a vell,

“You've got hold of me, ass! Collar Tom Merry !"’

“Not this time,” said the voice of Manners.

Figgins jumped.

“Manners! Where's the Co.? I say, Kerr! Wynn!
Rescue |

But there was no rescue &t hand for the trapped Figgins.
Down he went to the floor, with Tom Merry on top of him
and Manners clutching him, and in & minute he was a help-
less ‘Ergmncr, under the grasp of the Terrible Two.

“Quick, Mannera! The rope "

Figgine tried to yell,

DBut Tom Merry's hund was over his mouth in a twinkling.

He gurgled and gasped and struggled, but he was power-
:lt'aﬂﬂ and in a few minutes Manners had tied his hands and
ee

Then the gag was placed in his mouth and neatly tied
ihen_t‘. !

*“ Feel all right, Figgy ?" asked Tom Merry.

“Grrrer I

“Very well!l As you don't answer, I suppose you're all
gerene. QGet a glim, Manners [*

‘' Here you are!"

Manners lighted a bicycle lamp. The door of the shed
was carofully closed to keep the 1? ht hidden. There was a
shutter over the window, so hardly a gleam could escape
that way. The light glimmered on Figgins’ furious face.
He was watching the Terrible Two with a painful interest,
and his eyes nearly bulged from his head when he saw
Tom Merry drag Kerr's precious parcel from its place of
concealment.

A foreboding of what was to come struck him now.

Tom opened the parcel and pulled out the prisen clothes,
He grinned as he sorted them out.

" Now, Figgy, are you ready?1”

Figgins made no reply, for an excellent reason.

“Wo happen to have tumbled to your little game, Figgy,"
Tom Merry condescended to explain. " We're going to rig
you up as a convict for Blake to capture.”

Figgins wriggled convulsively.

“The Co, are tied up in the gardener’s shed, and they
ean't rescue you. We've got you in & cleft stick. It's what
you planned for me, s0 you've got nothing to complain
about—have you 1"

Figgins glared.

. "“Now, we're going to dress you, and you may got hurt
if you utrugr;le. That's a warning! If you are quiet, we'll
treat you like the apple of our eye. His legs first,
Manners !’

Figging’ legs were untied. He began to kick violently, but
cach of the Bchool House juniors clung to a leg, and he was
helpless. His boots wero taken off, and then the convict's
knickers were slipped on him over his trousers, which wers
rolled up over his kneces. The knickers secured, the barred
Etpnk_mgs were placed on him apd padded out to look fatter,
F[EEEM calves being of the slimmest. The boots provided
by Kerr wore next placed on his feet, and then his ankles
were firmly tied together again.

;-hFuggma looked as if he would explode witli wrath, but

e was perforce silent. Ieo coul only summon what
p}Hlﬂsuphy ]-u.:p could muster and be as patient as possible.

"My hat!" said Tom Merry. “The lower lmif of you,
Figgy, looks a fearful ruffian] TUntie his arms, Manners
p]{]ia‘ man !"” ’

iggins prepared for a desperale struggle.

But the Terrible Two wero too many for him. His arms
wero unl‘astnqed., but he hadn’t much chance to hit out. Tho
hideous convict's garb was forced upon him and secured,
and then his arms were fastened again down to his sides.

Tom Merry began to prepare the make-up. During a
period of amateur theatricals at St. Jim's Tom had learned
a great deal of the art of making up, and now ha did his
work almost as artistically as Kerr could have done it.

Figgins squirmed in vain,

His complexion was turned to a deep red, and a blue,
unshaven appearance was imparted to his cheeks and chin,

His nose was reddened, his eyebrows darkened, and a

thick false moustache gummed sccurely to his upper lip.
Tom Merry was startled himself ﬁy the change these
Tae Gem Lisr:iry.—No, 1,235,

artistic touches wrought in the aspect of the great Figgins.

Figgy was transformed into a fearful-looking ruffian,
u.-lhnm any peaceful person would have avoided in a lonely
place.

“My only Aunt Jane!" said Manners. “JIs that really
Figgy, or is it Bill Sykes? Figgy, is it really you, old
man 1"

“Jam that gag a little tighter 1"

""Jam that a little tighter !

“GI"-I-I'—-—'FﬂE E

“Now I think that will do!" said Tom Merry. *“ Douse
tho E;hm ! Now for the capture! Good-bye, Bluchell! You
won't have to remain there long, Blake and Study No. 6
are coming to deliver you to justice, you hardened ruffian.”

And the Terrible Two quitted the woodshed.

As Herrles gave the policeman a shove, Blake whipped up
Taggles' pony and the trap went rattling down the road

at a great pace.

Figgins heard a chuckle die away, a door close.

He was alone ! )
Alone, to wait for the coming of his old rivals—Study

No. 6! He wriggled and squirmed in the gloom, but he
could not wriggle or squirm himsclf loose. Figgins was
fairly eaught in his own trap this time)

CHAFTER 8.
A Brillianl Capture.

“ EALLY, DBluke, I think we ought to be doin' some-
R thin’ or othah, don’t you know!"”
It was Arthur Augustus D'Arey who made that
sage remark.
The chums were in the school tuckshop, and Blake had
expended the sum of ninepence in tarts, which the three had

just finished consuming. _ :
It was then that Arthur Auvgustus delivered Limsell of

the opinion stated above,
Blake looked at him,

“What do ;ginu want to do, Gussy "

Blake was leaning against the doorpost. The door was
half open, and he could hear o murmur of voices in the
passage, but he was not paying any attention teo it.

“Well, wo ought to be huntin’ that conviet, you know!
What's the good of formin' a plan and then doin' nothin' to
carry it out, deah boy 1"

“Not much good, certainly. What's your idea 7"

“Suppose we bweak bounds to-night and go and hunt
the boundah !"

“No good,"” said Herries. *“Don’'t you know the police
havo drawn a cordon right round the wood, where he's
supposed to be, from the old castle to Rylcombe Lane? We
couldn't even get into the wood without being stopped.”

"He may not bo in the wood at all.”

"' Where do you think he might be?”

" Anywheah " gaid D’Arey. *“Tom Mewwy and Mannahs
will have the laugh of us if we don't hunt that despewate
chawactah, aftah all! Yaas, wathah!”

Blake nodded.

“1've been trying to think out a plan,’” he
gaid, "1 s

He stopped suddenly. _ _

His chums stared at him in surprise.

“Well—" began Herries.

Blake made a sign to be silent.

Herriea and D'Arey were amazed, but they
wero obedient. They watched Blake, and
Blake's eyes were blazing with sudden excite-

T B, T, _.‘."f :ﬁl’rf!
T ""-'.,'l”ﬂ" "-n-'.*
y! s

ment,
For, as he stood
there, leaning

ngninst the door-
post, through the
¢crack of the door
had come  the
elear words from
the passage, dis-
tinctly audible:

“Tiggins has
done Study No. 6
this time |”

And Dlake
jummped, .

It was tho voice
of Tom Merry |

*“You're sure,
Tom " said the
familiar voice of
Manners.

“Rathor! 1
went down to the
woodshed w i th
Figgy. Blakeo
guw us go, but ho
never guessed
what was in tho
wind !

“1la, ha _

“The  question
is: Onght wo 1o
tell Blake?”

Yt ar'e "No: wn lm‘xu

~. no right o givoe

= Figgy awoy I”

* Well, vou see, it

was Study No. 6's

iden to eupture the

convict, and the prisoner in the woodshed really belongs to
them by rights."' .

“Yes, but if Figgins & Co. had the trouble of eapturing
him, they ought to have the glory. Bluke shouldnt le so
slow I"

“Well, that's right! ITe i< slow, anmd no mistake ! Faney
him not guessing that the conviet would come liere for
Monteith to hide him "

“Figgins must have guessed it.”

“Of courso! Figgy is sharp! 1le will crow over Dlake!
Quito riﬁ"hl. too! Mtudy No. 6 ave out of it this ime, and

no mistake !

“T suppose we ought to keep it dark. It wouldn't be fair
for Figering & Co. to find their prisoner gone when they
come back to take hiin awayv to the police station.”

“Certainly not! Weo won't say a word, Destdes, Figey
relies nupon us.”’

“Ihen mum's the word ["‘ o '
Tlio voices moved on.  'The errible Two passed on up

the passage. DBlake was quivering [rom head to foot with
excitement.

L
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His chums had heard Tom Morry's voice but not his
words. They sturced at Blake in amazoment and inquiry.

“Do you catch on?” breathed Blake. ' Figgins & Co.
have caught the convict. He came here for Monteith to
hide him, and the_:f have caught him and fastencd him in
the woodshed, while they’'ve gone te Rylcombe to fetch a
conveyance to tanke him to the police station.”

"'{}rEnt Scott 1"

“They won't find him when they get back,” said Blako
determinedly. " We're not going to be robbed of our glory
by thm’m barefaced bounders.”

“We'll collah the beastly convict!” ecjaculated D'Arcy.

"You bet.”

“I suppose thero's no hoax about it, Blake 1"

" We'll soon see by looking in the woodshed.”

“Good|l That's casy cnongh!”

“Come along! We're not going to let the grass grow
under our feet. Who'd ever have drecamed that the fellow
would have the awful nerve to come here to hide? Figgins
& Co. ought to have told us! They have no right to collar
our conviet!”

“I should wathah think not|”

“IHe's ours! We had the idea first1”

" Excuse me, Blake, but weally it was my ideah!”

“Dry up. IL was our idea, and in the innoconco of our
hearts we told Figgins. Now heo's boned the idea and
collared our convict. It's mean|”

“*It's not playing the gumu.” said Herries.

“No; that it isn’t| iggy _won't find any convict thero
when he gets back, that's all. That convict is ours.”

“Yans, wathah !”

“We'll just look into the woodshed to mako sure that
all is serene, and then we'll collar the prisoner and walk
him off |

“What shall we do with him?”

“Tako him to Rylcombe and give him to the police, of
course! It will make a bit of a scnsation.”

'"How shall wo get the borndah to go to Rylcombe?”

"By Jovel I'vo got a good idea! We'll have Taggles'
trap. We'll tell him what it's for, so he's cortain to fend
it us. You sce, we can't risk losing the convict, or there's
all our §iﬂr5' gone. I we tiied to walk him to Rylcomba
somo silly bobby would sco him and take him away from
ns, and make out he captured him. If we gave him up
liere at St. Jim's, the masters would take charge of the
wholo matter, and we should be loft right out in the cold.
You may bo sure of that|”

“Yaas, wathah! They woulde't give us the pwoper
cwedit.”

“Besides, Tigging & Co. would claim him as their own
prisoner,”

“They've got check enough for anythin’, those boundahs.”

“So wo'll make all seeuro by taking him to Rylecombo our-
selves. We shall have to squaro Taggles with o few bob.
Gussy can stand that, as he's rolling in weallth, and jt's
his idea. Gussy can square Taggles.”

“Yans, wnlhah!”

“Come on, then " .
The chums of Study No. 6 speedily reached the woodshad.

Blako cautiously opened the dnor ard peeped within, He
heard a faint sound as of o body wriggling on tho gronund.
o struck a mateh. Then h~ gave quite a jump, and his
chums behind hitn jumped, too.

The flaro of the matech revealed that the affair was no
hoax. There, on the foor, bound hand and f{oot, lay n
fearful-looking ruffian, in tho garb of a convict. ‘The
miantel went out, Dlake withdrew from the woodshed and
clased the door. ITe was shaking with excitement.

“You saw, kidat”

“1 saw him,” snid Herries, with a shiver. “What a
horrible-looking brute 1V

“Yaas, wathah!” .
“1o doesn't look like a prize beauty, T know,” assented

Blake. *“They’vo Sastened him up for safety, and they
seemed to have gagged hin. They were afraid that if ho
mado a noiso wo should bo on the track. It's all
plain eailing now, kids.  Gusay, go and negotiate with
Taggles. 1. doesn't malter how much you havo to give
hitm-—-we must have the trapl”

“Yaas, wnalthal " ' )

“(Clive him all you've got, and promise him your next
week's  pocket-money—anything  yeu  like,”  said Blako
penerously.  “Only get the teap, and make him keep the
gates open till we've gone. Cut off, and be quick1”

“T will wun all the way 1"

And the swell of the Schonl Ilonse ent off. Dlake and
Herries remained near the wendshed, They were on guard,

fllv determined that if TFiggine & Co. appeared thero
' Tine Gest Lionany,—No. 1,235,



