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CHAPTER 1. | Cardew!” eaid the Hon. Arthury “Oh, plenty, sir!” replied Blake, a
1 Augustus, feeling for his monocle in |the two darted off. ]

: Volunteers Wanted !

& ATLTON wants Tom Merry and

Blake at once,” sa1d Mellish of

the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s,

R as seven tellows, roddy of face,

gplashed with mud, lightly clothed, but

warm and quite cheery, trotted up to the

great gates of the school together at the
end of a five-mile run.

The seven were the Terrible Threa of
the Shell, Tom Merry, Manners, and
Lowthér, and the four chums of Study
No. 6 on the Fourth Form passago, Jack
Blake, Arthur Augustus D™ Arzy, Herries,
and Dighy. 2

“Whattor ¥° panted Blke.  The run
had been done at a good speed; and even
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vain. He could net convey fully his
strong sense of Cardew’s levity without
looking at him threagh that celebrated
article. E:

But, at Blake's urgent instance, the
eyeglass had been leit behind.

Tom Merry laughed.
_ “You can eome along with us as it
is if you like, Cardew,” he said. ' If we
are to go without losing a minute it
would he just as well to take you, o that
one of us should look decent. But if it's
a row you must own up to a share in
the offence, guilty or not—just to save
our fa ou know.”

It t a row,” said Clive. X hap-
pen t’u,s knuw what it is-—at least, I think

0,

one’s second wind does not last for ever, T 4

“ Ask yourselves—don’ts ask mel!” re-
plied - Mellish, with an unpleasant grin.
“You know what youw’ve been doing—I
don't.”

“T don’t know of anything we've been
doing  that means a wigging—do

Blake 77 said Tom Merry, junior captmrj
of the school.
“Tlat's only Mellish’s notien  of

humonr,” remarked Levison major, of the
Fourth, who had just come niong with
his chums, Cardew and Clive. “ There’s
no tow, Tommy. It's something quite
different.”

“The fact of the matter is that
Railton’s: yearnin’ to congratulate you
specially on bein” such good little chaps,”
added Cuardew, in bis ‘most irritating
drawl, ardd with his most cynical. grin,

“ Rats 1"’ snapped Blake,

“Tt ain’t anything like that, and if it
was it wouldn't be any credit to them,”
said Aellish sulkily.

Mellish was under the weather. Ile
was steny, and Racke would not lend,
nor would anvone else; but Racke might
_ have done withont missing it, and that
could hardly be said of anyone ecle but
Cardew. Moreover, Mellish had canght
it hot from Mpr., Lathom in the Form-
room that morning for cvibbing; and le
had Leen bumped by Kangaroo & Co
for eavesdropping.  Altogeiher Percy
Mollish, never very pleasant, was quite
at his worst just then

“XNot from your point of view, sweet
Percy !" said Cardew sardonically. “ Now
if they had backed a winner—ycu aren’t
so dashed often guilty of that, I'll freely
admit, bat you do try—or won some other
jdiet’s money at banker—"

“The sort of thing you nsed to do youi-
self brfore vou joined the Good Little
Georgies—eh, Cardew!” Droks in
Mellish

“ Exactly !” answered Cardew gravaly.
“My only regret dis that the—er—
(G.L.G.’s haven’t a ribbon or a badge, or
somothin’—so that Railton would become
aware of .any membership without my
obtrudin’ my virtue too ostentatiously
upan his notice. Then to me alsg the call
might have come, an’ I could have
stalked along by the side of Merry an’
Blake, the cynosure—not -sure what the
word means, but it comes in all serene

just hefe—of all eyea.”

*Are you am not
wegquinhed, Mellish#™
onaly. Wi
anxiously, Whailton mag
to mention
sowions bus
Fourth an’

“Shell you mean,
dummy 1" put in_ Manmers politely. |
“We're the senior Form, and don't you
jolly well forget it!”

“You were complinentad fo
an’ jadgment i the
D’ Arey.” said Carvdow.
expect that sort of i
penin’ every day, ¥ knew.”

“Miwacle, Cardew? T uttalily fail to
compwehend ron,  There iz ncthin” in
the least degwee miwaculous en my
weceivin’ compliments on my tact an’
judgment, an’ I beg that you will not

suah  that I

and  Fourth,

“Cardew didn’é mean that, Gussy,”
interrupted Levison. “ He Jdon't express
himzclf too clearly.  The wmiracle was
vour showing tact and jwlgment.”

“Weally, Levison! Oh. wait for_mo.
Tom Mewwy—wait for me, Blake! I am
guite sunh that I must also be wanted !”

But Tom and Blake did not wait.

“Had we betier change before we go
to him, Tommy?” asked the Fourth-
Former, -

“No, I guess weo'll see whether there
really is any desperate hurry. If there's
time for us to change before we face the
music, Railton’s sure to say s0.”

Tom’s tap at the Housemaster’s door
was followed by a hearty * Come in!”
Tt hardly sounded like a wigging. '

Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim's, and
Lefevre, the head of the Fifth Form,
were with Mre, Railton. All-three sat at
the table, upon which lay guite a hesp
of papers, and they looked busy.

“0h, here you are!l” said the House-
master pleasantly. I wasn’t aware that
you were out oOn a cross-country rum.
Gaing  pretty heavy after the rain, 1
take 1t 27

“We have picked up a little mud, siv,”
Tom answered, ‘' But we came as we
were, as we were told that_you wanted
us at once.” 5

“ The matter iz not so vrgent but that
[ can give you time io change,” said the
Houseniaster.  “'Pen .minutez will be

“YWeally, you do talk uttal  wot,

enough. T tike i7"
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“There’s no row, Tommy,” Blak
marked, towelling himself vigoros
the bath-room, after a hurried
douche,

“No, it's not a row,” Ton sald, "B
it's something fresh up, and the wh
school's in it, more or less. That's wli
old Kildare and Lefevre were there.”

* 8holmes, my dear fellow, you ama
me ! ehuckled Blake.

+ “Jotson, my cheerful ass, you ha
the *brains of a bandieoot!” suid T
ﬂivkin% Blake with the wetted corner g
a towel )

¢ o

I didw't, en  the whyl
: have known what to do wi
5 tp, my son! We mustn's
tiige allowance.” £
But they did not exceed that. Tt w
well within the ten minutes whet Tow
rapped again ag Mr. Raiiton's door, audi
in response to the invitation to come i
here rod two very different-lookingeis
s the mud-splashed jumiors off
1 appearance.

down, you two 1™ said Mr. Railt
cordially. *Let’s get to business at one
Dr. Holmes has received a reminder that
hie considers he would do very wiungl
to disregard—a reminder that St. Jim's i
at present without a Cadet Corps I” 3

* Yes, sir, that’s 0.7 Tom. “And
we certainly cughi H

e have tric
sir,”  remarked Blake.
Grundy’s Volunteers, vou ku
weren’t a huge success, Pm afraid.
therr, they didn’t go the right way
worle to be that.”

A smile played about the corners «f the
Housemaster's mouth, and the two big
fellows grinned -outright.

“Grundy’s a trier,” said Kildavo;
“‘but he isn’t the great organising geni
hie fancies himself. The Voluntecrs
a joke. The Cadets are not going
that. . I'm afruid our O.T.C. fm
all it might do. We ough: 1o ropeckg
in yoa juniors, instead of keeping it tv
ourselves in the two higher Forms, And
perhaps we haven't quite flled the bill in
other ways, either. We have had some
difficulties to eontend with, Bug I can
speak for a dozen or so of the Sixth. and
Y.efevre can answer for as many of the
Fifth, that all we can do to heip you fel- .
lows shall be done.” -

“We're jolly sure of that, Kildaze,”
said Torn, .

* The great point of the organisation o
which we shall affiliate.” sad Mr. Rail-
ton, *‘ia that it has the full recognition of
the War Office. To St Jim’s any grant
is quite a minor natter ; but it will mako
a difference to know that this will nat
mierely be ‘playing at soldiers,”. All who
join will understand from the outset that
they belong to the Reserve of the regulay
Avrmy, and that they may be called upon

Nt

toie
donn

at a moment’s notice for real work. 1b




" Every Wednesday.

1ay not be exciting or.dangerous work;
but: on the other hand, it may.

“T am not one of those who feel sure
that we shall have a German invasion be-
fore the end of the war. I think it pos-
siblo that the Germans may be kepi too
busy elsewhere to try that. But one
cannot be sure. They may aftempt a
raid in force, with the object of making
themselves us objectionable as may be,
elthough they will be pefectly well awire
that mo invasion can give them a per-
+  manent footing here, N

© #Now, if such a thing happened in

Sussex—not the likeliest locality, I admit;
but, there again, one never knows—and
our small O.T.C. was called out to aid in
repelling it. I think I know of some of
you who would be left behind eating
. their hearts out at having missed it!”
* The eyes of Tom Merry and Jack Blake
* . were shining, and their cheeks were
flushed. Mr. Railton, who had borne
arms himself in the great War, and Btill
suffered from the wound which had
caused him to.be invalided out, knew how
to strilte the right chord for them. .

“T am not going to ask you two to join
up. And I am not going to order you to.
That would be arbitrary. I only say that
we can’t do without you!”

“That's all right, sir,” said Tom.
“ And it's a nice way of putting it, too.
iVe're on—oh, Blake?”
£~ “Qh, rather !”” smurmured the Fourth
; quxg;ﬁesentatgve. ,

am going to give you respon-
= sible work to start witl{;n’.1 Eymh of you
.+ will canvass his own Form, and han in
to Kildare within twenty-four hours a list
of those who will join.” It is volunteers
we want, remember, not pressed men.
.- Don't let your keenness run away with
= you I believe it would be an excellent
= thing: to bave conseription for all able-
bodied boys of fourteen and over; but
the fact remains that we haven' it at
present, and we must nob try to enforce
17 lllegaﬂy. 2
i 70 uilt]:.e;s:’ll all join up, sit1” said Tom

0] y.
J ‘Pretty nearly all, anyway,” added
_Jack Blake. Blake was Yorkshire, and
“ Vorkshire is practical. Blake could not
eee Racke .and. Crocke, Mellish and
Trimble; Clampe and Scrope, falling over
one another to enlist in the Cadet Corps.
+5 And there were others he was not sure
i of. Cardew was too fond of taking things
casily, and the scientific Skimpole mi Et
grodge the time to be taken from hi
study and his inventions, and Grundy
would certainly want the high rank he
was to hold made clear before he gave in
his adhesion—that is, if he understocd
hat discipline would prevent his agitat-
ng for high rank once he was enrolled.

CHAPTER 2.
Figgy is Determined !

HEY were hardly outside, after
some more tallk over the condi-
tions of service, and the like,

. when Tom said:

“Oh,, hang it all, Railton’s:forgotten

omething 1" .

“Well, that’s his look-out!” replied

) “We don’t keep his memory for

t-&him, old scout. And don’t you be so jolly

“G753Fsure he’s forgotten !”

2 “But I know he has!”

: “How do you know?” -

3:%Becuusd i he hadn’t, Figey would

“h¥¥o been called in with us.”

® %My hat, yos!” said Blake.

George Figgins, the great war-chief of

he New House juniors, was not a per-

% nage te be held lightly. He. was too

: #oud a sportaman to attempt crabbin

- *uch a movement as this because he !mg

not been given an organising job, But if

e held aloof from the corps he would not

od to suggest to others that they should
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do so. . The New House might take tac

| line that it was a School House wheeze,

and -that their participation in it was not
calléd for.

“7 think Tll go back and give Railton
the tip,” eaid Tom. f

“Rather you than me !"’ Blake replied.
“It secmns a bit like cheek,” .
_“I don't care, It isn't. Old Railton
isn’t the sort of master. one cheeks, and I
think he knows how we feel about him."”

“Ratty may have—" .

“Ratty— Oh, rats! Caftch Ratty
interesting himself in a, thing like this !”

w We!l, if tho Head passed it on to him

“T'vo never heard yet that the old boy
was a lunatic! I'm going back, my
son {”

“Right-ho! I'll come, too. But you
can do the chin-wagging, Tommy."”

1t did not require much chin-wegging.
All Tom said was:

“If you don't mind, sir, it struck us
that Figgins is the fellow to look after
recruits in the New House. Wao haven't
exactly got a heap of influence there, you
know.”

A smile lithed up Mr. Railton’s face,
He knew all about the House feud, and
he did not think it sheer wickedness and
perversity, as the sour-tempered Mr. Rat-
cliff did.

“Quite a_good idea, Metry,” he said.
“You might send & youngster across
to tell Figgins I should like to sec him.”

“Figgy mustn’t know we suggested
it to Railton,” said Tomy when they
were_outside.

“You're jolly careful about Figgy's
feelings, old scout!” growled Biage,
“But I dare say you're right.”

“Hallo, there, young Cibson!” Tom
yelled,

Curly Gibson, of the Third, off in a
hurry somewhere on an errand of his
‘own, pulled up. = |

“Well, old Merry?” he asked, safe
at the distance. :

“(Cat across and tell Figgins that Mr,
Railton wants to see him at once, will
you?

“Js it for you or for Railton?” asked
Curly.

“ For ‘hoth of us,” answered Tom.

“Oh, well, I don’t know that I mind.
T've got to, I suppose, as it's Railton;
and I'd sooner do it for you than for
most chaps. Only, you know, the Shell
can't order the Third about.
needn’t. get thinking that!”

‘And Curly departed.

“Do those kids come in?” asked Blake.

“PBlessed if I know! Are they old
enough?”

“Don's know about that. We didn't
find out about the age limit. But my
opinion_is, Tommy, t Wally & Co.
would be worth more than a score like
Racke and Crooke and Mellish.”

“Well,. Racke and Crooke and Mellish
dor’t matter, because they're dead sure
not to be in it.” .

“Just what I thought when Railton
was spouting. But, on second thoughts,
I think they'd better, for it will do
them a heap of good.”

“But Railton expressly said that he
only wanted volunteers, Blake,”

“Well, they'll volunteer all serene.
We'll see about that. We can make
them, can’t we?”

Tom shook his head,

%1 think not—not . after

<4 But it would be for their own good,”
pergisted Blake.
“Vou're jolly keen all at once to do
Racke & Co. a good turn, aren’t you?”
T ghouldn’t be if I thought they'd like
it,” confessed Blake.
“We can’t fly straight in Railton's face,
you knovw, old chap.”
It aint—as long as he don’s know

You | the

what old.
Railton said. Besides, they'd be no use.”,

One Penny. 3

about it. How can you fly in a chap’s
face when his back’s turned?” ;
““Hallo, deah boys! What was it?”
asked Arthur Augustus eagetls. = °
Gussy, Herries, Dig, Lowther, and
Manners were all waiting for the two.
“(adet Corps,” said Tom briefly.
“Rather rot, don't you think?” re-
joined Lowther, *“Wo sha'n't have
much time to spare for the ‘ Weekly’

“PBother the ‘Weekly’! It's the
footer I'm thinking about,” put in
Herries, “It will cut into that above
* P hofography T Mk

t's my photography I'm thinking
about,” confegsed Manners. “Not that
the idea's a bad one. We ought to have
done it before.”

“If's a _wippin’ idea—absolutely
wippin'|” snid Arthur Augustus en-
thusiastically.

Gussy’s thinking about the uniform,”
said Lowther, with a grin.

“Let’s hope it's classes it will cut
into,” said Dig optimistically. - “We
might ask the Head to let us off German,
for one thing, As we shall be gefting
ready to fight the mouldy Huns when our
turn comes, weo don't want to waste
time mugging up their mouldy language.
Beeidfg. old Behneider is really an awful

“0f course you don’i mind going to
the Head witﬁ the suggestion, Dig?”
said Tom.

“Well, I'd make:one, like a shot. I
don’t quite eeo going alone. I can'i talk
the hind-leg off a donkey, as some of you
chaps can.” .

“But our rtespected Head 'is not a
donkey, Dig,” observed Lowther ’gru\-ely‘

“REh? Who said he was, ass?”

“You seemed to infer that he iwas,
ass, in vour reference to hind-legs.”

“Il{',s.\tsi Anyway, I don't infer it about
ou .

“Thanks, Digl I am glad you are
not rude enough for_ that.”

“No; I say it straight’ out}”

“Weally, Dig, it seems wathah late in
the day to.be debatin’ the question
whethah Lowthah is an ass! As a ques-
tion, indeed, it weally cannot be said to
exist. There can be no question about
it—none whatevah!” :

“And, just to please Tommy _and
Railton, I've gob to join a Cadet Corps
that includes. that—and that!” said
Monty Lowther, with a scornful toss of
head in the direction of Gussy and
another in that of Digby. E

“Weally, Lowthah, I am surpwised at
vou! Where is your patwiotiem?”

ki My—eer—whicﬂ?"

# Patwiotism, I said,” replied D’Arcy,
with dignity, He looked at Lowthar
through his monocle as if the humeriss
of the Shell were some creature of an
inferior species,

“Eh? Spell

“P-a-t-r-i-0-t,

“(Oh, that! I catch on pow. Is it un-
patviotic to object to tailors’ dummies
and thick-headed chumps as fellow-mem-
bers of the Corps?”

“Dry up, Lowther!” growled Blake.
“Wait till Gussy’s your superior officer,
and you'll get the guard-room for yours,
if you try on that sort of chat!” .

“Hallo, here’s Fz’ggy!” said Tom.
“Railton hasn’'t kept him long.”

The face of long-legged George Vig-
gins fairly beamed. :

That was partly because he had heen
called in for a epécial interview with Mr,

it, will you, Glustavua?”
»

Railton, no doubt. The New House
thought a lot of Railton. The BSchook

House could not return the compliment
by thinking a lot of Mr. Ratcliff, and
their rivals did not expect it of them.
Tt j5 no use, cxpecting impossibilities,
and Mr. Ratcliff's methods were not of
the kind to make him popular,

Tug Gey Lisrary,—No, 517
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Blake and Tom Merry did not grudge
Figgins his_feeling of satisfaction, an
had no notion of detracting from it by
teliimg him that they had sug%fsted his
being called in. Figgins & Co. were
only the enemy in a purely Pickwickian
sense. They and Tom Merry & Co.
were at heart the best of chums. -

“Jolly good wheeze!” said Fiigms.
“But perhaps you chaps haven't heard
about 177 )

“ Depends ugon what it is, Figgy,™
replied Tom, locking innocent and as
ignorant -as possible,

“Rats, old son! You can’t have me
like that! But isn’t it a spiffing notion?
T've told Railton that he can depend on
every - New House fellow in the two
Torms, course.”’

““0Oh, have you ?”" said Manners, “Weli,
if I’d been you, Figgy, I wouldn’t have
opened my mouth quite so wide as that.”

“Eh? Which of them do you think is
going to kick when I say they've jolly
well got to come in?” derdanded the
New House leader wrathfully. -

“1 should fancy you might have a bit
of trouble with Clampe and Chowle, if
you ask me,” Manners replied.

“T didn’t ask you; and I'm not jolly
well going to have any ftrouble with
Clampe and Chowle!” rctorted George
Figgins. “I’s Clampe and Chowle who
are going to have trouble if they doen't
toe the Iine!” %

“You can’t force them in, you know,”
Tom said mildly.

Oh, can’t I?” snorted Figgy. * That's
all you know about it, Tommy, my son!
T jolly well can, -and I jolly well will!
They didn’t want to play in that extra-
special House match, you insisted on
having, if you remember. But did they
turn out or didn’t they?”

Tom went red. Figgins had played
u;;l like a true sporfsman in the matter of
what he called * that extra-special House
match.” He had put into the New
House team two rank duffers to balance
the two the School House side had been
obliged to include through Tom Merry's
l:u:t'a%:l That had been a really good deed
on the part of George Figgins; but Tom
would have greferred hia to let it lapse
into the limbo of the past. It was not
often Tom Merry brufgeli ; and he had
suffered more than a little through that
particular indiscretion,

“This am’t the same,” remarked
Blake. “Railton says we're not to ge
in _for compulsion.” : .

It was rather inconsistent of Blake,
who had been all in faveur of pressing
“volunteors” a few minutes earlier. But
perhaps Blake thought that, with Racke,
Crooke, Mellish, Serope, and Trimble to
be taken into account, and Grundy, Car-
dew, Skimpole, and possibly one or two
more likely to take considerable per-
suading, for various reasons, Figgins,
who had only two troublesome members
to deal with, was getting rather too big
2 gull over the School House.

“They'll volunteer all eerene;" said
Figgins, “ I'll see that they do!”

And from that resolve no one could

move him, = George Figgins had his
fall share of obstinscy. He ealled it
firmness, of course, ;
. “Woll, ta-ta, kids!” he said. “I'm off
to tell Kerr and old Fatty, and start. in
at once. Bet you anything you lke we
get a bigger percentage than you School
Housé bounders do!”

CHAPTER 3. )
The Willing and the Unwilling.
g HEAR that there’s a Cadet Corps
- to be started herc. Well, you can
put me down!”

Tt was George Alfred Grundy
of the Shell, who spoke thus, putting his
Tae GeM Lierary.—No. 617

seniors. though he did not treat

head into No. 10 Study, which was
crowded. "

“We're continually doing it,” eaid
Lowther sadly. “In fact, if I were not
such a stickler for literal accuracy, I
should say we are always doing it! But
wo knock off occasionally for meals and
classes and footer and tl 'n,%s‘."

“Ehi” gaid Grundy, rather puzzled.
“Always doing what?” :

“Putting you down, old scout! But
you have a way of bobbing up again.
You may bump him and thump him, may.
do what you will,"but he bobs up again,
same old George Alfy still!”

“T wouldn't say too much about bump-
ing if I—”

“Well, it isn't very tactful,” admitted
Lowther, “It must be rather a sore
point with you. What licks me is why
you keep on asking for it!"”

“What will lick you is that!” roared
Grundy, putting a shoulder-of-mutton fist
ggd}er the nose of the humorist of the

ell.

*It might,” said Lowther thoughtfully.
“ Anyway, I shouldn’t lick it. It’s quite
fairly clean—you're not eo grubby as
some chaps, Grundy, but—well, you
know, even when you were Grand Master
of the Vehme the chaps didn’t take kindly
to kissing your lily-white hand in token
of homage, and I never—"

“I’'m not talking to you!
silly ass!” roared Grundy.
hear me, Merry?”

You're 2
“Did you

“Couldn’t be off it, old fellow. ¥You-

don't exactly whisper. Do vou want me
to put down on paper that Lowther's a
silly ass?, It doesn’t seem resily neces-
sary to me. And it isn’t very original—
lots of chaps have said it before!”

“No! I mean did 'you hear me say
that I’d join the Cadet Corps?”

“QOh, ves, I heard that. But T felt
sure of it all along. We couldn’t get
along ‘without you, Grundy!” 8

Grundy’s rugged face fairly beamed
at that. A very little flattery want - a
long wav with the great George Alfred;
ﬁerhaps it was because it was very little
e ever got.

“Bomething’s worrying me, Tommy,”
murmured Lowther,

“What is it, deah boy ?*’ asked Arthur
Augustus unsuspiciously. ‘

“Whether we have a vacancy for a

enoral.  I'm not sure that a Cadet Corps
E:ls a general—mot dead sure, that 1s,
And it's no use at all offering Grundy
lower rank than that!”

. But it appeared that Grundy knew
rather more about: the matter than
Lowther did. .

“There will havo to bo a_sergeant,”
he said. “ We can raise a platoon any-
way, and that meéans a sergeant. You
can put my name down for that, Merry!
I suppose some of the chaps who call
themselves seniors—""

“Well, they are senior
put in Digby. “What
call themselves?”

“Qh, you dry up!"” snapped CGrundy.
The great George Alfred never forgot—
or let others forget—that he had had to
leave Redclyffe for *“whopping a pie-
fect.” Any disgrace which practical ex-
pulsion might be held to have entailed
vﬁ:on him was, in Grundy's eyes, more
than wiped out by the glory that had led
The whole affair had
loft§ contempt for
ildare
or Baker or Darrel with much of it!

“ Better wait till you're sergeant before
ou begin issuing commands fo me,

rundy !” said Dig, with a grin,

“As I was saying, some of the chaps
who call ‘themselves seniors will be bagg-
ing the sublieutenant’s job—"

%' And_dukes were three a penny
chanted Lowther.

aren’t they?”
else should they

to the disgrace.
left him with a

ENTH

. “IPm not talking about dukes, you
idiot !”
“That was a quotation, Grundy—from

the Gondoliers,” explained Lowther
blandly.
‘“Shakespeare, I suppose? You're

always trottiag out some of his rot. I
don’t think much of Shakes;faeure myself,
If T cared to go in seriously for plays and
oetry and aﬁ that twaddle, I could lick
is head off!” said Grundy. . <
“Meanwhile, you might explain how-
many of our despised seniors you con- -_
sider it will take to make a Cadet sub-
lieutenant? Please do, Grundy! Don’t-
cut it short—you are so interesting!”
And Lowther leaned forward, and put
the tips of his fingers together, and
gazed up into the rugged face of Grundy
with an expression of the most rapt and
soulful attention.
“That's right!” said Grundy scath-
ingly. *Look as got.ty as you are! Ii
might be a job for some people, buf

“ How many seniore—or alleged seniors
«to a sub-lientenant? That is_ the

uestion, Grundy,” said Blake. * Low-
ther’s face is only a side issue—like a
monkey-cage at a eircue, you know.,”

“Yes, it's uncommonly like that—but
not the ecage 6o much,” replied Grundy.
“One, of course! I thought you had a
little more sense than Lowther, Blake!”

“T thought I bad quite a lot more,”
said Blake.

“Well, you haven’t. You fellows are
like a lot of silly kide! It would never
do for any of you to hold rank as
sergeant. But I dare say that with
Railton as captain, and, Kildare as sub-
lieutenant, and Merry and Talbot and
Figgins and Noble, SB{ as corporals, we
s’hlﬁ% get along very we i

“Yeou've forgotten to name a eergeant,
Grundy,” said Manners, winking at Tom. .

“No, I haven't! Didn't I tell you I'd -
iake on that job? I don’t say that the:
four I-have picked -out are’ my final -
choices as gorporals; but I think they
ought to do very well., T’ll consider it.
Sorry I can’t stay any longer now; but,
of course, though you chaps can’t settle
anything, you can tfalk it over without
me. There's no harm in talking it over
—none at all,” said Grundy graciously.

And he went.

“My hat!” gasped Herries. “The
cheek of that brazen image is colossal—

positivel osgal I” < ’

“(Good word, old scout!” Dig said
approvingly.

“Good? It's the only word.”

“Then it's no partic credit to you.
I thought you'd chosen it.” .

“ Old Grundy seems to know something

about it, though,” remarked Tom.

“1 am glad to hear that he has shown
signs of intelligence,” wsaid Lowther. .
“It's a smépriw, ut—"" =

“Well, did you know that a platoon— -
which means sixty-four men—has to have
a _ser%eant and four corporals?” Tom :
asked him. P
“Can’t say I did. But it isn’t exectly -
im?o:'im.nt knowledge, is it?”

“Tt’s rather more to the nt than
Shakespeare, or Gilbert, at the present
moment, my son. But youw’ll learn—
you'll learn! Get old Grundy to giv
You a bit of coaching, and you may d
us credit yet!” i R

“My hat, Tomm%! It’s something -
new for you to be backing u Grundy.
Why don’t_ you resign the junmior
captaincy, and let him have a shot at 8?7 ;.
nsﬁed Lowther, in surprisa. 2 ’

“Tt wouldn't be for me to nominate
my successor if I did resign,” said Tom. -
“Qf course, it's rot Grundy's taking @
for granted that he's going to be sergeant
end choosing his corporals. But i .
would be just as big rot if 1 or anyond
else did the same thing, you know. p

-

—
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#0Oh ! said Lowther, rather blankly.

“Tom’s right,” eaid Tglbot, *This
isn't a game; anybody who thinks it a
game had better stay out. f course,
there will be plenty of fun in it; but
we're not in it for the fun—that's what T
mean. Tom's the right chap to Le
sergeant; but I suppose it will rest with
Railton: to_checse.  And if he chooses
someone else, then Tom doesn't let on
by as much as & word that he don't like
it—that wciuldn‘t be discipline.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Tom.

“You are quite wight, Talbot—abso-
Intely  wight!” chimed in . Arthur
Augustus warmly, am mnot a
-:-orEowal—I' do not anticipate anythin’
highah at pwesent, but I considah 1 have
a wight to expect that—but if I am not
I shall not gwumble, I assuah you.”

. “That’s a good thing, Gustavus,” said
Blake. “You won't have to grumble.”

“You mean thgt I shall be—"

“Not at all} I méan you won't, But
gozﬁ:'?.,not going to grumble, so it's all
right !

Some of iimse resent hiad looked rather
doubtful when Talbbt spoke out. But a
moment’s thought showed them that he
was right. They did not want to be
merely playing at soldiers, They wanted
to be soldiers in the making. And
discipline is the watchword of the

TImy. ) .

“Let's get to work on the canvassing,”
snggested Tom. . 2

“Wait a moment! Better look at the
list fivst,” said Manners. *I’ve the Shell
.one here, and Bihke haa the Fourth, with
marks againet the names.”

e spread out_ his list on the table.
Manners was always an uncommon'y
useful sort of fellow when something
practical needed to be done. There were
names ticked off on his list. There were.
othera with query marks against them.
And a few had double query marks. Not

* until everyone had been sounded could it

be taken for granted that there would be
refusels; but, all the same, a double
query mark pretty well expressed what

.Manners Telt as to the chances of roping

in Racke and Crooke and one or two
more, : .

“You've got Gore doubtful,”
Talbot, looking over his shoulder.

“Yes. But he didn't seem very
doubtful.  Said he weuldn’t.  Wasn't
over and above civil, either.”

“Tick him off. T'll answer for Gore,’
Talbot said quietly.

“Right-ho! What you say goes, old
scout, But you’re the only chap who can
do- anything with Gore when he's
obstinate.”

“Then there’s Skimmy.” . .

“,\;Vell, Skitomy ain't wvery likely, is
o ?

“ Seratch those double gueries ovt, and
put o tick! Tl answer for Skimmy,

said

'y

Tom: looked hard at Talbot, IHe him-

sclf took this business seriously enough |

hut "he had to confess that he  lacked
something of Talbot’s decp carnestness.

But then he understood. Je knew
Talbot hetter than any of the rest. A
boy in years still, Reginald Talbost, after
all he had seen and suffered, was a man
in mind and heart. For months past he
had been more than commonly quiet. He
had not meped. He was as keen as ever
on games. But japes had not seemed to
wppeal to him much; and his chums had
seen less of him, -

Tom knew now. Talboi's heart was in
the trenches, and his body would have
been there had it been any way possible
for him to enlist! Men were there who
liad been his comrades of old—comrades
in a dark paih, it is true; but Talbot was
very loyal, and his influence had helped
to bring more than one of them iuto
better courses. John Rivers—Marie's
father—vas out there; soldier of the King
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now, instead of éracksman. And Talbot,
with high courage equal to any atrain
t.ha;il could be put upon it, fretted at the
eash.

This Cadet business, taken in dead
earnest, as Talbot took it, weuld be a reai
relief. ITe would be fitting himself for a
soldier’s work, if ever his chance came—
the chance he longed for!

And as Tom’s hand rested a moment
on his chum’s shoulder some new sense
of the seriousness of the thing came to
him. He had been keen enough before,
but perhaps not quite in Talbot's way.

There would be nothing - lackir
future. And Tom's mind was made up
that, if he could have his way with My,
Raifton, Talbot, and not he himself,
should .wear the thvee stripes of the

sergeant’s rank. .
Racke and Crooke,” he

in

“T'm off to sec ]
said. ““No use worrying about ‘the
fellows we Lnow will join—like convert-
ing the converted. DBest to go for the
doubtful cases first, I think.”

“Would vou call those sweat specimens
doubtful cases?” asked Moty Lowther,
with a grin. 2

“Well, no, if you put it that way, I
suppose -there’s very little chance of rop-
ing them in; and I'm not sure that I'm
keen on having them. But they may as
well }\gve an early opportunity of saying
Nos

“Mellish is going to join,” said Blake
ungxpectedly.

“What " asked Tom, hardly able to
believe his cars. o

“Does he know it 2" inguired Lowther,
tumbling more quickly,

“Not vet, But he will after I've inter-
viewed him,” Blake replied.

“Hea here, Blake—"

“Oh, vou leave me alone. Tommy!
Railton put the canvassing for my Form
into my hande, and I haven’t asked you
for help, that I know of.””

“Besides, Tom Mewwy, Mellish is
weally a_beastly slackah, an’ it will be
suah to do him good,” said Gussy.

“I.ain’t so keen on doing Mellish good.
He never did me any,” Dig said frankly.
“But T think he ought_to be made to
join up. We shall have lots of drill, and
all that, and I don’t see worms heing
allowed to slink oui of it just because
they are worms!” .

“That's the way to look at it,"” agreed
Herries. ;

The chums of Study No. 6 were of one
mind in the matter, that was clear.” A$
such times it was of little use for anyone
outside their own immediate circle—even
Tom Merry or Talbot—to argue with
them.

“Right-ho!” Tom said. “VYou stand
on your own feet, old chap. I don't want
to butt in!” i ’

That speech mollified Blake at once.

“Well, Tommy, old scout,” he said,
“we've got to reckon with Figgy. - Can’t
have the New .House bounder crowing
over us, you know. Tiggy will make
good his brag of one hundred per cent., I
rather fancy. I want to do the same for
my Form. It's yowr look-out what 3ou
do in yours, of 'coursze.”

“Then you mean to have 'TIrimble,

too?” asked Manners.

“0Oh, rather! I'm not going to stand
Baggy as an unconscientious objector at
any S'pnce £2h

“ Hweet -creature Baggy will look in
uniform " chuckled Lowther,

“What about vourself? Not that you
need to look any bigger ass than you do
already, I must say!” was Blake’s part-
ing ehot. :

IN THIS WEEK'S “ MAGNET”
“ IN ANOTHFR'S PLACE!”
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Oane Penny.

CHAPTER 4.
Some Kickers !

L] TT your name down here, Mel.
lish!” said Jack Blake, indicat-
ing a line on a sheet of foolscap.

v .. “I suppose I may know what

I'm mﬁlnmg for- fivst 1" said Percy Mel-

lish, who was by long odds the biggest

rotier in the Fourth, with the single ex-
ception of his stable companion, Baggy

Trimble. And it would have been easy

to make out a case for DBaggy's

superiority to Mellish—if only one could
have thought of a single good quality
with which Baggy, might be credited !

Blake snorted. He had entered Study
No. 2 alone, but D’Arcy, Herries, and
Digby stood just outside.

“T don't see that it’s at all necessary.”
said the Fourth Form leader. “It ought
to be good enouih that I tell you to sign.
But you can look.”

“Cadets? Hanged if I'm going in for
any muck of that sort!” snarled Mellish.

% Any what?”" roared Blake. And the
roar was echoed from those outside.
Having made up their minds about the
movement, the chums of No, 6 were not
at all likely to put up with abuse of it
from a worm like Mellish. -

“Well, it'e rot! Playing at soldicrs!
Not for me, thank you!”

“Playing at soldiers be hanged!”
snapped . Blake. “VYou'll jolly soon find
that you're not playing when you get
under military distipline, I can tell you,
my tulip !

“That’s why I'm not joining!” ve-
torted Mellish, “T get fed wp with school
discipline, and I'm nect taking any more.
ihanks !”

“Bat you are ! Blake roared.

Baggy Trimble was trying to execute
‘a strategic retreat., The dislike Mellish
had to military discipline could not exceed
Baggy's. Indeed, the very thought of
marching and drilling and trench-digging
gave Baggy the shivers.

But the three in the passage would not
let Baggy pass, '

“Whe's going to make me?" de-
manded Mellish, with a spiteful gleam
in his greeunish eyes. i

“T aml” ) n

“Well, yow'd better starb in zight -
away !”

“I will! Ceme in, you fellows! Mcl-
lisk has to be persuaded.”

“Baggy seems io need
too,” said Dig.

“Here, I say, you know, you can't
make e i'oin a Cadet Clorps, you know!
I nin't old cnough!” burbled the fat
stacker.

“You're about the samec age as we
are,” said Herries, driving Baggy before
him as he advanced into the room.

¥ YVes—at least—well, anyway, I ain't
strong enough!” - - :

“0Oh, you will get stwongah, -
Twimble!” said Gussy encouragingly.
“Dwill an’ all that is no ond stwengthen-
in’, yon know. Buck up, deah boy!
Nevah say die !” -

“1 should die jolly scon if T had to
drill every day and carry a beastly rifle
and a rotten pack !” whined Baggy.

“You really think you'd die?” asked
Herries, n e o

“Yes. Don't I say so, you fathead?”

“That don't prove anything. But if
you helieve it will make you peg out, if's
more of o patriotic duty than ever.
Think how much better St. Jim's will be
without you1”

“Think how much grub would. be
saved!” chimed in Dig. *“Why, your
kicking the buckei might win the war!
Every little helps.” 4

“But I don't want to win the war! 1
don't care about the war! *Tain’s mp
biznov ! howled Baggy. ;
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“He doesn’t want to win_ the war!
Bump the rotter |” cried Herries.

“ Half a jiff ! Heva's Mellish asking to
be bumped first. Baggy can wait,” said
Blake. * After all, no power on earth is
ever likely to make Baggy an efficient,

In the long runm, be’ll have to be kicked | hi

out. But it's different with Mellish.
He's a weed, but he’s not hopeless.”

It may have been this very limited
compliment, or it may have been the
Erospe('t of a bumimg if he held out;

ut, anyway, Mellish began to reconsider
his_decision—if anything Mellish meant
could be called a decision,

“Look here, Blake! you'd come to
me in a decent way——"" he whined.

*“Oh, I'll be as decent as you like! TI'll
gush—as well as I can. Mr. Mellish—
Lord Mellish—your Grace—will you do

our humble and obedient servants the
favour of appending your illustrious—"

“Dry up! Ididn’t mean rot like that!
I s?uppoaa nearly everyone else is coming
in?”

“Rather1” - .
Still Mellish hesitated. He was think-
of Racke and Crooke.

o dipped his pen in the ink, After
all, the services of Racke and Crooke
could hardly be called profitable service.
And  that  was what it came to.
Mellish was no fool, and he knew that.
Poor and mean-spirited, he could never
bo better than a hanger-on of the
wealthy Racke and the well-to-do Crooke,
He ran their errands, and sométimes ran
some risks in doing so. 1
taking risks, He put up with thoir
gnears. And every now and then they
tossed him a so-called loan, much as one
might toss a bone to an importunate dog.
It is true that Mellish never repaid thesa
loans, and that Racke and Crooke knew
he would not repay—they knew he could

not. ;

“Oh, Tl signl” 'he said. “I'm not
keen, but I mey as well be in it.”

he signed.

. Blake. turned to Baflg who was star-
ing ggan-moutbed at Mellish.
_lnorte& aggy. “They can’t make yon.
There ain’t any compulsion for Cadets,
and I don’t. care if there is! I shall be
& Conscientious Objector "

“Youwll be bumped!” said Herries
grimly.

“Yow-ow! Lemme  bel! You
ean’t ; .

“Wrong, Baggy—wrong! We can,
and we will!”

““Oh, stoppit!
appeal -to Railton !

“Much good that’s going to do!”
snapped Dig. “Why, Railton will be the
eorps captain!”

“The Head, then I—I—"
“The Headf says that_it's his expwess
wish that evewyone shall join up,” said

in

”Stoppit, 1 sa;'yl T

" Arthur Augustus, surveyin,f the squirming
e

Baggy through his monocle with infinite
contempt.  Gussy could not understand
funk. If there had been a call for boys
of fifteen to go out and man the trenches,
without a day's training, Gussy would
have responded with something like joy.
“Yah! -¥ou think I'm going to
believe—"" .
“Cio and ask them!” snapped Blake.
But that did not suit DBaggy. e
wanted to slack; but he did not want to
advertise himself as a slacker to the

authorities. =
‘.‘Iktl'o — %ook her% if Mellishu 13
oin oin, I suppose I may as wel
Ee su%d dijsn'm.ﬂy. 2 i d
And he signed.
Blake was quite ploased,
“Baggy's no use,” he said. “But he
counts one; and we're not going to let

those New House swankers have it all’

their own way!”
THE GEM Lisramy.—No. 517,

Mellish hated |

\ﬁou are a silly chump, Mellish!”-

Froma which it will be perceived that’

Bidke, sound as he was, had not yet come
to look at the matter in the &roper light
-—the light in which Tom Merry and
Talbot saw it. But it would not be long
before he did, for the right spirit was in

in.
Julian & Co. signed as one man,
though on four lines, Bates and Mac-
donald, Mulvaney minor and Tompkins,
Lorne and Jones minor, Smith minor and
Wyatt, and Contarini and Lumley-
Lumley, nceded no argument.
“It's going awimminily," said Blake,
«I.‘Is tb;y stopped before the door of Btudy
0.

“Qh, come in, if you feel like it
drawled Cardew, in reply to a tap. ~

The four entered. Cardew was alone.
Clive and Lévison might go out on such
a beastly day as this was, but Cardew
pretended that he was afraid of getting
wet. It was the mierest pose; but Ralph
Reckness Cardew was fond of posing. |

“Take a . seat,” said Cardew, with
languid politeness., * Pleased to see yon,
T'm sure. Nice day—I mean, beastly day
—isn't it, by gad?” A

“A seat each?” snapped Herries.

*“Yaas, deah boy, of course,”

“Then yeu'll have to get up, for there
ain’t chairs enough.”

*On second thoughts, don’t take a seat
each—take one among you! You don’t
look the least bit fatigued, I must say.

' It's a standin’ wonder tg me how you

fellows keep on keepin’ on bein’ so dashed
vigorous! Is this a deputation?”

“Not exactly,” answered Blake. “But
vou can call it so, if you like.”

“My dear man, why should T call it
Bnﬁ"hm‘? I'm not rupnin’ it, y’know.
What’e it all about, if the question’s per-
missible

Cardew was in hig most obstinate and
provoking mood, that was easily to be
seen, The four began to wish that they
had left him until later, when Levison
and Clive were there. Cardew’s chums
could not always influence him, but when
they could not it was tolerably certain
that no ono else could.

“You've heard ebout the Cadet
Corps?” said Blake, e

“I’ve heard about Cadet Corps, cer-
tainly,’ Muscular an’ vigorous youths
like you four, playin’ hard at bein’
soldiers.  Quite a dashed nice amuse.
ment, by gad, for’ anyone whose tastes
happen to lie that way! Mine don’t. To
let you into a rather open secret, Blake,
I don’t care much about playin' at any-

in’.  Born tired, I think, Not my
fault—what? You’ve heard about the
effete. an’ worn-out aristocracy—eh?

Well, I'm one of them. I'm not braggin’
about it, of course, Sometimes, when
I'm feelin’ unusually energetic in the
brain-box—if any—I feel quite sorry for
myself, y’know. Not my L}au[t-, I'm sure
you'll agree.”

Cardew’s slow, even drawl went on,
and the faces of his four visitors began to
look almost fierce. But they did not in-
terrupt him. It was best to let Cardew
have his say out, in spite of any impa-
tience one might feel with him,

He paused now, and Gussy chipped in
at once, ;

“Bub it is your dutay to join up,
Cardew,” said the swell of the Fourth,
using his monocle without any visible
effect upon Cardew. * What is an awis-
tocwacy worth if it fails to give a lead to
the othah chaps, don’tcherknow{?

“I never said it was worth anythin’,
did I, dear boy?’ drawled Cardew.
“Between you an’ me, I doubt whether
it is. The future lies with democracy—
includin’, of course, such of the other
gang as, like yourself, have the virtues
of the democracy, the. vigour of its
boundin’ youth—it does bound a bit,
doesn’t it?—and—"

can do without gettin’ bored.
. other chaps get bored now an’ then,

oY 0!
"SALE."

“Look here, Cardew,” snapped
Herries, “we haven't jolly well come
here for your gas!”

Cardew yewned behind a slim, white

and.

“Borry 1 he said politely. *“My mis-
take. I'm always makin’ them, as that
weird bird Goggs says. I really thought
you_had, 'In the absence of Clive an’
Levison, gas is about all you're likely fo
get here. Unlimited supply of that, bi
gad! I find that talkin’s the one thin
"Fraid the

though. You bored, by any chance? If

50, say so. I don’t mind!”

“We want you to join the St. Jim's
Cadet Corps, Cardew,” said Blake, with
as much patience as he could muster.

. “Can’t be did,” replied Cardew. “I've
told you that the notion of playin’ at
soldiers hasn’t any attraction for nie.”

“We’re not going to play at soldiers,
you idiot ! said Dig wrathfully.

“Not? Well, I'll take your word for
it.  But I thought that was the—er—
raison d'etre of a Cadet Corps. My
mistake again, ne doubt!"

“Levison and Clive are joining up,”
Blake said,

“Of course! Tt would appeal to them.
They’re out runnin’ now, pla.sf.erin'
themselves with mud, an ‘enjoyin’ it.
They play footer on positively horrid
days. But they don’t force me out,
¥'know.”’

“Do you mean that you won’t join 7"
demanded Herries.

“I've been trgin’ ‘to make you under-
gtand just that.” oo

“You are a wletched &lackah,
Cardew !” said Gussy hotly,

“I'm a bit of a slacker, I know. Not
exactly wretched, though I don’t find life
as interestin’ as you chaps do.”

“And you ought to be bumped!”
roared Digby. :

*“Well, T don't doubt that you four—
all so dashed vigorous an’ all that—could
bump me. But some of you would geb
hurt before the operation  was ;:mt
through,” drawled the dandy. “An' I

shouldn’t de what you want after you'd

finished.”
“Oh, come away!” growled Blake.
“It's not a scrap of use telking to him 1"
“Ta-ta !” said Cardew as they went.

CHAPTER 5.
Talhot Takes a Hand !

HE four repaired to Study No, 10
on the 8hell passage, which was
for the time being General Head-
quarters. :

There they found the Terrible Three
and Talbot, with Figgins, Kerr, and
Fatty Wynn, from the New House.

“ (ot ’em all—every man-jack!
hundred per cent. from the New House.
Shell, and Fourth, Blake, my bonnie

boy! How's that suit you, eh?™
chortled Figgy. .

“Ivs  jolly good!” s&aid Blake
generously.

“ But you wouldn’t have done it here,”
added Herries. .

“Oh, wouldn't I? I'll admit that this
House ia a scratch sort of dog-kennel,”
replied Figgins, with more confusion than
politeness.  * But anything can be done-
if you go to work the right way—any-
thing ! Can’t if, Kerr?” !

“Well, almost enything, Figgy,”
answered Kerr, with native Scots cantion
and also with a_broad grin. .

“ What way did E!gm: go to work with
your rotters?’ asked Tom Merry.

“We've only two—Clampe and Chowle
—and they aren’t quite so bad as the
School ouse ruffians, though they're
bad enough,” replied Figgy. howle
was bumped three times, and then he
caved in. Clampe was a bit more
trouhle. Fatty had to sit on his head.”

R
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“Is Clampe . still alive?”  inguired
Lowther. “A dead Cadet, you know,
Figgy, wouldn’t——""
 “Oh, rats! Old Figgy's way is the
right way 1" cried Dig.

“Lend us Fatty, will you?” asked

Hoerries.
“Tll come, all serene,” said Faity
kindly. “I could sit on Trimble's head

fora V-‘ee}s. There's Mellish, too; I don't

* mind—-

“But Mellish and Trimble have both
signed !” said Blake.

“What's the difficulty, then?” asked

Manners.
“(Cardew! ‘The silly 1ss won’t take it
seriously. Says it's paying at soldiers.”
“That’'s a pity, Blake,” said Talbot.
“You can’t get Cardew in the same way
as Figgins did Clampe and Chowle, He’s
a different kind.”

“I know,” Blake said. “We worked
it Figgy's way with Baggy and the dear
Percy. Percy wasn’t bumped at all,
though--only threatened—and Baggy was
only bumped a few.”

“I don't like it,” Tom remarked,
shaking his head. “You know what
‘Railton said, old scout! There will be
trouble over this compulsicn bizney.”

“I supposo yow've taken ‘No’ from
Racke and Crooke and Scrope like a
lamb " repped oeut Blake. ]

“I don’t know that I was lamblike.
But they refused, and 1 just told them
what I thought of them and came
away.”

“Tommy was quite eloguent,” said
Lowther, grinning. “He told the sweet
trio that they were dingy, smoky, black-
guards, a disgrace to any decent school,
and funks in grain. He said, morecver,
that we didn't want them, and that in-
viting them to join was only a matter of
form. He added that they would only
rot up the thing if they did join. He
went on to eay- e

“Cheese it! That's enough! I 'with-
draw my charge,” said Blake, * Tommy
wwasn’t lamblike at all. I couldn't have
talked to them bettes myself.”

“But that sort of thing won’t go with
Cardew,” Talbot said mvely. “And we
do want Cardew, you know.”

“We want all the rottess,”

said

- Figgina.

+ was an unexpected speech, and they
all stared at him—all but Kerr and Fatty,
who understood. In a general way, no
one was more down on rotters than
George Figgins. He was absolutely
straight, and downright almost to .a

fault L.
“What in the wide world for?” asked

Lowther. .
“QOh, you chaps ars unpractical
bounders ! Haven't you counted up the

Shell and Fourth? If we let them stand
out, how are we going to get a platoon?
‘A platoon’s sixty-four; you know, not
fourteen or thirty-four, as Jou seem to

imagining.”

“Better not have a full platcon than
have fellows in it who are no geood to
it,” said Tom thoughtfully,

“We're bound fo have o full platoon,
fathead !”” enapped Figgins,

“Pee here, Talbot, you go and talk to
Cardew, will you?” said Tom,

- ““And.to Racke & Co. I” added Figgy.

Talbot shook his head.

“T’1l do_what you want, Tom, though
I don’t believe I have the least influence
with Cardew.” But it would be worse
than useless for me to tackle the others.
It would only make them more set to
refuse.”

That was true. Racke and Crooke
hated Talbot poisonously. It was not
too certain that Cardew liked him much.
Cardew’s mocking manner jarred upon
Talbot at times, and Cardew knew that,
and mocked the more for the knowledge.

Telbot went off at once, whilo the rest
gat down to count up lists, and discuss the
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important matter of getting a full
platoon.
“Come in!” drawled Cardew, and

Talbot went in.

“T've come to ask you to change your
mind about the Cadet 'Corps,” said
E&Bﬁ“’ without any beating about the

“YWaste of time, dear boy!” eaid
Cardew., “TIt isn't an absolute dashed
cerfainty that I possess anythin’ worth
callin’ a mind, except, of course, in the
polite fiction way. And, though always
.gol}te, I'm sure, you're not given to

otion, Falbot. You're so dashed earnest
an’ solemn, you. know! It makes me
ache to look at you.”

Talbot was irritated, but he would not
show it. He knew well how much good
stuff there was wunder the sceming
frothiness of this fellow. :

“You dont do yourself
Cardew,” he said quietly. - .

“Oh. I leave that to other le, b:
gad! An’ trust that they wgleoge%pei
{t with mercy, y’know.”

“You really ought to join.”
~ “As there’s no one else Present, an’
I know you prefer plain speakin’, Talbot,
may I remark that I don’t see that it's
for  you to tell me what I ought to do?
It’s fakin’ a little too much on your-
self, I think.”

It was just what Talbot had expected.
Cardew resented his interference. His
tone was unmistakably hostile now.

Talbot felt that he had done all that
could be asked of him. - 0

“Very well, Cardew,”. he said. “I
won't press you farther. I'd like you
to understand, though, that I came here
in quite a friendly way.”

“Dash it, Talbot, I'm sure of that!”
said Cardew, in a less mocking tone.

justice,

“I say—don’t think me rude—how old:

are you?”

“Rather nearer sizteen than fifteen,”
was the rlt\?)ly. 2

“Oh! Not ffty, g{ any chance? T
feel quite that mysclf, at times; but
there’s somethin’ about you when you're
in dead earnest fhat gives me a daghed
juvenile feelin’. So long, if you won’t
stay 1

“It’s no_go,” Talbot reported.

But Cardew joined up next day, with
Levison and Clive. Probably they had
persuaded him. . i

He would not admit that, however.

“It's for the fun of the thing,” he
said. “It is funny, y’know. The éend]y
seriousness of eome of you chaps is the
most humorous thing I'vo seen for a
dog’s age! An’, on the other side,
there’s Baggy. DBaggy in kbaki will be
a sight for gods an’ men an’ little
fishes; an’ by joining I get the maximum

opportunity of revellin’ in it An’
Grundy, too! Grundy’s comic turns
always appeal to me. I. regard the

bizncy as a variety show, an’ the drill
an’ all that as the price of admission,
Don’t glare at me, Merry, old scout;
everyone can’t think alike. ‘Tot
homines, tot sententiee,’ as some old
Roman ass said. An’ them’s my sen-
tentis—take ‘em or leave 'em!”

“That chap’s more than half potty!”
remarked ig, when Clardew had
lounged away.

“No more potty than you are, Dig,”
said Blake. “It's only his silly way. I
-say, Merry, what about those Third
Form fags? We sha'n’t get a full
platoon if we don’t take some of them,
you know.” =

“T'll go and ask Railton,” said Tom.
“The kids are keen enough, anyway;
and some of them must be near enough
fourteen to be let in at & pinch.”

The Shell and Feurth numbered sixty-
two, all told. As Racke, Crooke, and

Scrope were standing out, the number
was whittled down to fifty-nine. The

|
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appointment of five N.C.O.’s from these
would cut it down further to fifty-four,
of course.

Wally & Co., of the Third, were no end
keen, and full of indignation that they -
had not been allowed to join up at once.
Wally and Reggie Manners had dis-
cussed the possitbility of getbing birth
certificates and altering the dates; in
such a cause a little wangle like that,
they considered, would be harmless, if
noi actually laudable,

But Frank Levison and Joe Frayne
pronocunced it off, and Hobbs and Jame-
son and Gibson thought it too risky, so
the scheme had not materialised.

Perhaps a bit of information which -
Frank had got from somewhere had as
much to do with killing it as anything;
neither Wally nor Reggie thought a
birth certificate cheap at three shillings
and sevenpence !

CHAPTER 6.
Racke’s Plot !

L ELL, of all the slly, fat-

headed chumps I. ever saw,

< you chaps are the wrorst!”
said Crocke, .

Clampe and Chowle, of the New
House, had looked in upon Racke and
Crooke, with whom was Scrope. The
School House called those three ‘‘the
Civilians ” now. As Lowther had re-
marked, calling them *conscientious ob-
jectors ” would be dead off, as_there
was not the smallest particle of evidence
that any one of the trio possessed a con-
science. A

Racke and Crooke and Scrope were
smoking comfortably, and beguiling the
hours with that intelléctual pastime
known as banker, 5

Clampe and Chowle were in Cadet
uniform, end had been -beguiling the
hours with much deill.

St. Jim’s had always had drill, of
course; and for the aﬁteat majority of
the newly-enrolled Cadets there was a
good groundwork to base anything new
upon. .

Clampe and Chowle and Mellish and
Trimble had not often been able to
wangle out _of the school drill, though
they had done so whenever possible.
But they hLad shirked it in every way
they could think of, and they were » long
way behind the rest. So they had been
constituted an awkward squad, and were
being given frequent extra drill to enable
them to catch up to the rest.

“Don’t rub it in}” answered Clampe,
rubbing his heated face.

““No, better rub it off !” sazid Crooke,
with a grin, “You're in a positively
disgustin® state of perspiration, ain’t he,
Racke?”

“They both are,” Racke said. **Any-
one might take them for common work-
men, by gad! I wouldn’t lower myeeif
to perspire like that.” N

“You jolly well would, though, if you
had what we've been gettin'!” Chowle
replied, sinking into an armchair. ““Pass
a fellow a smoke, Crooke!”

“I wasn’t fool cnough to let myself
in for it,” sneeted Racke. “It licks me
how you fellows came to let that boundsr
Figgins talk you over,”

Cfampe and Chowle looked at one
another. Hitherto they had maintained
with their School House Iriends the
fiction that they had been ~persuaded
verbally, in the belief that Racke and
Crooke had already given in their
adhesion. But now they felt that the
truth had to be told, even though it
entailed the admission that they had
lied before.

“As a matter - of fact—" began
Clampe, and he looked at Chowle again.

“We weren't actually talked over,”
continued Chowle. And lie waited for
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From. the Submarine!
(See Chapter 12.)

his pantihg partner in misfortune to
continue the confession.
“It was mere in the way of being
foreed into it,”” Clampe added.
“Yes, that's the word—forced,” szid
Chowle.
« *Pony- up, -Crooke! You owe me a
quid!” eried Racke triumphautly.
“What for?” growled Crocke, never
keen on parting with moner, :
“T het you two to_one that’s how it
was,- and that these silly asses would let
it out sooner or later without our askin’
them.” 2
%S0 yon did; I remember now,”
(‘rooke replied, with a scowl at the two
blades from ‘the New House. *‘I think
those two, rotters ought to shell out for
me. They told us a whole pack of
lies 1" K i
And Crooke’s face took. on an ex-
pression that would hetter have hecome
that: of the Ilate lamented George
Washington. = _
~ But Crooke must have had a bad lapse
of judgment if he had laid a bet on
the true-apenki&‘l{g of any of his own
shady crowd. iey were nect given io
_telling the truth, even to onc another.
Serope cackled.. He had had no drill,
and he lad not lost a quid. He felf
very superior for the moment.
Clampe turned on him fierecly.
“Qtop that silly row!” he howled.

“Vau’d have been in it if Merry had

played the same game as Figgins. Racke
an’ Crooke might have held cut, but you
noever would have done I”

“Well, Merry didn’t.  An’ if he didn't,
vou may take it that it was because he
funked i, answered Berope. “lle
didn’t let any of us-efl through kinduness
of heart, you bet 1

“¥You onght to see Baggy!” put in

- Chowle. - “Talk about Ciampe an’ me
sweatin’ ! We're nothin’ to Baggy! I
bet he's wet through to the shirt! Kil-
dare got quite ratty with him. He was
protty snappy with the lot of us before

Tue GeyM Lisrari.—XNo. 51T,

wo‘d”ﬁnixhad. But Baggy’s a hopeless
se.

“We don't want to see Baggyi”
growled C'rooke. *“¥ou chaps are cnough
for us. You fairly reek—like beastly hay-
makers on a blazin® hot day !”

“An’ all to be ordered about by Kil-
dare!” sneered Racke. *I should have
thought takin’ orders from Monteith
would be enough for you, without goin’
ont of your way to be trampled on by our
House skipper 1" .

“1Well, Kildare’s captain of the schocl.
A chap wouldn’t so much mind him.”
said Serope. “An’ we have to lknuckle
under to Railton, anyway. But, Sergeant
Tathot ! Oh, my hat!”

“An’ Corporal Meiry! Great Scott !”
chimed in Racke.

“An' Corporal Geundy! They're in
Grundy’s section, or whatever the asses
call it! Just fancy being bossed by
Crundy ! chortled Crooke.

Ay’ all the fags are in their section!”
went on Scrope. “That's because old
Grundy’s such a known duffer that they
gave Jum the rifiraff to handle, I suppose,

ut even the fags ain’t in the awkward
squad 1" |

Bust it would have been grossly unfair to
CGrundy had any such arrangement been
made, and, of course, it had not been.
The fags hiad wanted to be in the same
section, and the four duffers had got into
it by chance. It was not known by the
vank and file, but it was nevertheless a
fact that Tom Merry, Grundy, Figgins,
and DBlake—the *four corporals—had
drawn Ints for their sections. And
CGrundy had openly exulted at getting
what was rogognised as being a scrateh
section. He'd make them buck up and
looks lively, he said. :

It did not appear that he bad as yet
snccecded in making Baggy Trimble buck
up and look Lively. A discreet knock at
the door had come just as Scrope finished
speaking, and Baggy and Mellish, both
in uniform, had been admitted.

NOW 0f
SM.E.In

Mellish locked rather less completely
washed-out than any one of the others.
Grundy said he had hopes of Mellish. But
unfortunately, Mellish did not share those
hopes. ‘He was already quite fed-up.

As for Baggy, no words are strong
enocugh to do full justice_to his forlorn
state. A very little exercise was enough
to make Baggy perspire. He began to
gilﬁ' almost before he had begun to move.

o hated stooping, unless the objective
was a keyhole. Swedish drill seemed to
the hapless Trimble the most diabolical
set of devices ever invented,

SWaff-££1" he snorted, * Yow-w-w!”
he groaned. “Come out of that chaiv,
Chowle, and let a chap sit down! You
got away before I did, and it ain’t pos-
sible that a skinny beggar like you should
feel it as much as T do! Ow-yow! I

e all over! A very little more would
have killed me {” .

« Pity Kildare stopped, then !’ growled
Crooke.

“What are you chaps grinning at, I'd
like to know? ~ If there was any notion of
fair play in this beastly pluce, you'd be in
this with us! I don’t see why you
shouldn’t be forced to come in_ naw.
What's sauce for the— Ow-yow !”

“An’ what is sauce for the Ow-yow,
Baggy " asked Racke, with a sneering
smile,

“Compulsion, of courze—being joliy
well made to_join up!” .

“But you didn’t have compulsion,” re-
plied Racke. *Railton especially barred
that, T hear!” .

“0Ob, did he?” enarled Mellish,

“Qh, dida’t we?” burbled Baggy.
“YWe had dJompulsion, -right eonough.
And tain’s fair that you chaps shonldu’s
have had it, tog. No, I'm not- going to
emoke, Scrope! I should-only be ill after
that rotten drill; it's shaken me all up
inside. » I expect you want to make me
e

“Youll go before that happens,
Trimble,” said Racke. “ We can’t have
prize pigs bein’ ill in our study.”

“Not jolly well likely !”” agreed Crooke.
<ghall T kick him out now 1

“Qwl. If you kick me, Crooke, some-
thing serious will happen. T ain’t i a
state to stand it 1" moaned Baggy.

“Tet him stay,” Racke esid,

There eeemecf to be sometling in
Racke’s mind. He shufiled cards in an
absent-minded way, and kept a wary ex:
on Clampe and Chowle and Mellish all
the time One might bave thought that
he had 2 scheme ready, and was oolv
waiting to be asked to tell it. And cne
would not have been far wrong.

«T,00k here, Racke, you can say what
you like; but it was jolly well compulsicn
in our House!” said Chowle irritabls.
“You couldn't call it anythin’ else!
They were all on to us—Figgins & Co.,
Redfern & Co., Pratt, Thompson, Clarke
—the whole rotten crowd 1”

«“That's where you ‘were asses,” said
Racke quite calmly. It was only cor:-
pulsion if you were weak enough to let it
be. You should have held out.™

Qh, you silly chump ! What could we
have done?” groaned Clampe.

“That's a dead ecasy one,” replicd

Racke. “I could answer it In fhrec
words, an’ I wil, too. Appeal to
Ratty |”

For a moment the New House vietims
of the press-gang ent silent. Bagzy and
Meilish Jooked disappointed.  Crooke
grinned. Serope was puzzled,

“T don't see that we were likely to get
any c}.\zmge out of Ratty,” said Clampe
slowly., * He’s an old rotter, an’ he carcs
no more about fair play than—ol, thau
you do, Racke!” .

“ Besides, he don't exactly love us’
added Chowle.

“0Oh, you fathended chumps! Does he
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tove Figgine? Woulduw’t he catch at o
chince to punish Figgins an’ all that
crawd for terrorisin’ you two harmless
suckin’-doves? An’' ain’t he half a
Pacifist? If Ratty had his wey the war
would stop to-morrow 7 :

“Which would be nasty for the chaps
who are makin’ millions out of it—eh,
Aubrey 2" sneered Crooke. Racke and
(rooke were chums, after their fashion;

 and certainly Crooke would have had no

ﬁcnéplea about handling as much money
made by profitebring as might come his
way. DBut Crooke seldom missed the
ehance of a sneer at Young Moneybags,
who would never have secn tho inside of
St. Jim's but for the profiteering activi-
ties of Messrs. Racke & Hacke.

Racke took no notice of Crooke. He
was watching Clampe and Chowle,
“By gad!” said Clampe.  “There’s

somethin’ in that I’

“Everythin’ in it!” answered Racke,
with conviction, .

“It don’t help us, though,” whined
Baggy. ‘‘Ratty won’t—"

“Ves, he will, you silly fat duffer! Tf
you’d the brains of a fles you'd tumble to
it that nothin’ would suit Ratty better
than kickin' up the merry dickens of a
fuss about the whole bizner. An’ it will
he better for him to have four cases of
persecution than only two. Besides, this
will give him a chance to jnterfere in
Railton’s House, an’ the old alligator
a]wnBys clutehes at that.” :

“By jingo, there’s somethin’ in it—
there’s 2 heap in it!” cried Chowle.

“ How wounld you go to work, Racke?”
asked Clampe.

“I? Oh, I should never have had to.
You don't catch me submittin® to com-
pulsion,”

“Don’t rub it in! I mean, if you
were wus,” returned Leslie Clampe
sulkily.

“I should go to Ratty straight away,
an’ lay my complaint. Don't sa

any-
thin’ ‘about Mellish an’ Trimble till
youw're asked. You'll be asked. Ratty

won't miss such an openin’ for makin’
trouble over here.”

“By gad, you're deep, Racke!” said
Clampe.  *“Chowle, sre you game to
come? The Ratty-bird won't be pleasant,
of course; he never is, But he can’t
very well cane us for.submirtin’ to the
tyranny of a whele mob. an™ who cares a
Tang about his jawin® %"

=11 come,” replied Chowle. “But I
think Mellish an’ Baggy oughi to go to
Railton at the same tunpe.- T don’t see
doin’ their——" bt

“I'm jolly woll not going!” bleated
Baggy. “I don’t trnst Railton,” -~

“Don’t spoil the whole bizney by any-
thin® so idiotic as that,” Racke warned
the two. “It will work better if Rally
goes to Railton. You take my tip!”

“Clome aloug, Chowle! There’s time
o catch the beggar before prep,” seid
Clampe. : N .

They went. Baggy waddled away,
groaning dismally. Scrove lounged out,
and Mellish followed him. DMellish was
quite fed up with drill; but he was not
snre that he-was keen on being included
in this scheme. For Mellish was also
rather fed up with being considered &
woirmn, and to pose ns the vietim of
tyranny was to look even more of 2 woni
than usual. .

But when it came to a_choice of ways,
Percy Mellish generally let things slide,
and took the wrong one in the event,

“What's the gaie, old man?” asked
Crooke, when he and Racke were left
alone together,

“Can’t you see?”’, snarled Racke.
“ Have you forgotten the things that out-
sider Merry. said to us when we told him
we weren’t on?”

“Hadn't thought much abont them,”
confessed Crooke. “It's not the first
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time wo've had the rough side of Tom

Merry’s -tongue.”

“Toes that make it any betier? Hee
here, Crooke, I'm on for smashin’ up
their giddy Cadet Corps!” .

“That can’t be done by %ettm'— those

four slackers out,” growled Crooke.
“They'll shove in four more Third-Form
fags, an’ go on better than ever.”
“Put it gets Ratty up ﬁgn.inst the
whole bizney. That's somethin’ to be
oin’ on with, An' I'm not stoppin’ at
this, you bet, my pippin!”

CHAPTER 7.
. Trouble !

() OU will come with me to Mr.
Railton,” said Mr. Ratcliff, in
_ his most acid tones. ““This
matter must not be allowed to
rest here. I have the most rooted objec-
tion to any form of compulsion. I will
not toleraie the introduction of such
methods into this school. = But your
folly in dallying so long with the matter
surprises—indeed, amazes—me! Why did
vou not appeal at once? Why did you
wait wntil days had passed, and you had
actually got into uniforms, before you
had the sense—— Pah! You are really

little better than imbeciles I”

Clampe and Chowle did not relish that
sort of talk, It was scarcely flattering.
Bat they could stand it. In a few
minutes they anficipated taking off for
ever the uniform they had u]reaﬁy grown
to hate. B

< Ave Figgins and—er—the rest of
them to come, too, sir?” asked Clampe.

“You may leave the management of
this affair entirely to me. I have no use
for impudent suggestions from self-con-
vieted weaklings!” snapped the House-
master. -

But, after a moment’s reflection, he
sent for Figgins, Kerr, Fatty Wynn, and
Dick Redfern.” The selection was an
easy one; and it had the additional

Onz.’PcnnY-. .

merit, in the eyes of Mr. Ratcliff, of in-
cluding all the jumiors whom he most
heartily disliked. .

The four came. It was easy for them

to guess what was wrong, and they
looked duggers at the traitors, Iiven
from Clampe and Chowle they had

expected better things than sneaking.

1+ was now the hour of prep, and none
of the School House fellows were in evi-
dence as Mr. Ratclif marched his very
mixed band through the passages to M
Railton’s study. :
Mr, Selhy, the master of the Third,
happened to be there.

fTessrs. Ratcliff and Selby, though very
much alike in their ways, ‘werc by no
means chummy. . They g’lared at one
another now. Each considered the other
an intrusive person. ;

Mi. Ratchiff had pushed his way in
without waiting for his impatient tap ab
the door to be answered. he had
whaited, no doubt the Housemaster and
MMr. Selby would have eettled their-
business before he cntered. —As it was,
he heard the concluding words spoken by
Ae. Railton.

“The Head's authority iz paramount,
Selby L It was not I, as you appear to
think, who arranged that the boys from
your Form—only a few of them, however
—should miss classes oni Friday afterncon
for a voute march. It was Dr. Holmes.
To him_your complaint, if you really
think thet you have a complaint, musi
be presented. 1 cannot deal with it
And, if you will excuse plain speaking, I
am surprised that you should try to throw
obstacles in the way of the Cadet
training.”

“Qh, very well—very well, indeed!”
veplied Mr, Selby, in his most grindi
voice. “I will not say that I am gmtef)lﬁ

for your so-called plain speaking, Railton,
for that would not be true.”

“1 did not expect gratitude,” raid the
uietly.

am not surprised

School House master
“But I will say that

- - “Who Comes T!l'nera! 22
. “(8ee Chapter 11.)
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at anything you do or say!” went on the
Third Form master, his temper most
thoroughly lost, “You refer me to the
Head.  What is the use of that? The
Head is a mere figure-head; his authority
is usurped 1:37 you.”

“¥You had better repeat that to Dr.
Holmes !” snapped Mr. Reilton, “I do
not caro to answer such an absurd
speech.”

“Wait, Mr. Belby, if you please,”
struek in Mr. Ratcliff, seeing the chance
of eecuring an ally. “1I also am here on
this Cadet buainess.” I think that it

would be well if—-

“ Excuse me, Mr. Ratcliff, but I have
said all that I have to say to Mr. Selby!”
the School House master interrupted

im.

“Are you ordering me out of your
toom, Railton?” snarled the master of
the Third. -

“Certainly not! Stay if you choose.”

‘;?}Ih?ru boys can come in,” grated Mr.

Mr. RailtonFrowned. Ho had had not
the least idea that there wers any boys
in the passage; and that the conversation
between himself and the crusty Third
Form master should have been even
partially  overheard annoyed him
extremely.

But the four New House juniors who
matched in,- headed by Figgins, had the
discretion to betray by no sign whatever
that they were moved to mirth by what
they had heard. Possibly they were not.
T _elir sympathies were entirely with Mr.

ilton.

“Where are Clampe and Chowle?”
snapped Mr. Ratcliff.

“Don’t know, sir,” was the cheery
respense of George Figgins,

“We're here, sir,” spoke the still,
small voice of dyril Chow e, and the two
malcontents entered. )

““Are there any more to come?” asked
Mr. Railton; pursing his lips,

“Yes! X desire the presence of Merry,
Blake, Mellish, and Trimble,” answere
the New House master sourly.

“Would you oblige me by asking
Merry and Blake to come here, Kerr?

_lﬂfe, if stniﬁ. Ratcliff peﬂ:ilt;’h ymé
m reque: o presence of Mellish an:
’I'rlxgmble?% E 3

Kerr went, with a grin. - Alread:
Railton had sorted them out, it seemed.
He must have
Was coming.

Mr, Ratcliff nodded to Clampe, and
Clampe departed sullenly. He was not
50 sure now that this e of Racke's
devising was so very smart,

“Will you take a seat, Mr, Ratcliff 7
said the School House master politely.

“Thank you, but I prefer to stand !”

‘“ Perhaps you will, My. Selby ?”

“I will not, sir!” snapped the irate
Third Form master.

Mr. Railton arose, and stood with his
elbow upon the mantelshelf. Not a word
more was spoken by anyone until the
whole company had gathered.

Which were the sheep, which the goats,
depended upon one’s point of view., But
the two parties separated themselves
naturally. Tom Merry and Jack Blake
took their stand at once with Figgins
Kerr, Wynn, and Redfern. ollish an
Trimble sidled to places behind Clampe
and Chowle, who would on the whole
much have preferred to be behind
Trimble and Mellish. )

A whimsical accident caused the four.
objectors to be in khaki, while the six
on the other side were all in ordinary
g_ttj{fe, not having been detained for extra

T, : .
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guessed something of what |-

- Mr. Rateliff is Not Satisfied !
(1] OW, Mr. Ratoliff, what is your
asked

3 Railton,

“1 have a very grave charge
the New House master, indicating the
half-dozen by a wave of his hand.

“Certainly ! I have yet to learn, Mr.
Railton, that a charge brought aﬁalmb
in your eyes!”

-“You are not likely to hear from me
of course, the charge must be sub-
stantiated before I can take action

“0h, it shall be substantiated—have
no fear as to that! T charge all six of
tyranny and oppression in connection with
t{ds Cadet Corps business !
threw all the bitinﬁ withering scorn of
which he was capa le. But it did not
even Mr, Selby.

Mr. Railton looked at the six.

“You ehould beware of int.mduci.n?
wrong methods into a right cause, But
not say more till I have your charge
pla'i‘in]y stated.”

it quite explicitly !I”

“I beg to differ. Your complaint is
six boys are Cadet corporals. Has it
any rveference to_their conduct in that
come in?”

Mr, Ratoliff eniffed unpleasantly.

CHAPTER 8.
complaint?? Mr.
to bring against these boys!” snapped
“Including the two from my House ?”
boys in your House constitutes an offence
that it does,” was the guiet reply. * Bus,
upon it.”
these boys with having used methods of
Into the last three words Mr. Ratcliff
appear to impress anyone -much«-_-not
“I am sorry to hear this,” he said.
beg your pardon, Mr, Ratcliff; I must
I consider that I have already stated
very vague and general. Three of these
capacity ? If so, how do the other three
“I know, and I desire to know, nothing-

‘whatever of the—er—I suppose I must

say rank in your—er—corps of the juniors
I have summoned hither,” he said.” “ My
complaint is that, by phf&ical violence or
threats to use phraical violence, they
compelled unwilling boye to join it 1*

“ Merry and Blake, 1 warned you that
nothing in the way of cempulsion was
permissible I said Mr. Railton sternly.
“If 1 forgot—as I believe I did—to give

ou the same warning, Figgins, perhaps

r. Ratclif may accept it as some
excuse——"%

“I ghall certainly do nothing of the
kind I”* snapped Mr, Ratcliff.

“Indeed, I am not sure that it can be
asked  of you. Fig has plenty of
common-sense,
better.” . i

“Blake bad been nudging Tom, tryin
to meke him speak. But Tom femaine
obstinately silent. So Blake spoke up.

““Tom Merry's out of this, sir,” he said,
* He didn’t do anything of the sort. And
he warned me that you had said we
weren't to. Whoever's to blame, he

T“ Oh, cheese it, old chap!” muttered
om.

¢ You' admit your own guilt, Blake?”

“Yes, -sir. I thought 1t would do
Mellish and Trimble good to join up.
And they weren’t really ~ bullied,
Mellish wasn't touched. Bui we did
bump Baggy Trimble a little !

“And Redfern wasn’t in it, sir,” said
Fi%ﬁi.ns. “We three were, I own. And
I think Clampe and Chowle ought to
join, though I don’t bhelieve they will
ever much use !”

“I was outside the door,” said Dick
Redfern. “And I was willing to take a
hand,  You know that well enough,
Figgy I

“And I didn’t really try to stop
Blake, sir,” said Tom Merry. “I sup-
pose I could have stopped him if I'd

tried.”

He should have known'|’

“Not you, Tommy!” said Blake, in a
very audible aside.

“ Your charge is not disputed, Mr. Rat-
cliff,” said the School House master

gravely, ;

“I should think not, indeed! If any-
of them had the impertinence—-"

“Even a criminal is allowed to plead
to a charge. I do not look upon these
boys as anything worse than misguided
enthusinsts. But I cannot understand
why Mellish and Trimble should have
made their agpea,l to you. I am their
Housemaster,

“We—we didn’t, sir!” bleated Bagzy.

“We never said & word to Mr, Rat-
cliff, sir,” added Mellish, with a very
good simulation of pained surprise.

Clampe and Chowle glared at them.
Ag Mellish and” Trimble had known all
ebout the appeal unto Ceesar—otherwise
Mr. Ratclifi—beforehand, there was some
justification for the idea Clampe and
Chowle had that they were trying to
“glink out.”

“I heard of the case of Mellish and
Trimble from the two complainants from
my own House,” said Mr. Ratcliff, be-

inning to wish he had left Mellish an

rimble out.

““Then I may take it that you are pro-
ferring a complaint against Blake to me,
seeing, of course, that it rests with me to
deal with him?”

“Well—er—yes, But I shall insist
upon Blake’s being punished, An
consider that Merry——"'

“ Merry is:not concerned. Whether I
punish Blake or no is entirely a matter
for my judgment.”

“ Mr, Se?b , .1 appeal to you!” said
Mr. Ratcliff hyotly. i

“Mr. Selby has no locus standi. The
matter is of no concern to him.”

“I suppose I may be allowed to express
an opinton, Railton?” roared the master
of the Third
. "By all means, at the proper time and
in the proper place. This is neither the
time nor the place. I will not be be-
trayed into what would easily become a
heate!d argument in the presence of the

boys."

“Oh, upon my soul! This
much !” shouted Mr. Selby.

And he whisked out of the room,

It occurred to Tom Merry and Blake
that it was quite, @ good thing no
methods of compulsion had been needed
with the Third. .

Mr. Railton looked at the four black
sheep.

“I am speaking as Cadet captain
now;” he said quietly, “Clampe and
Chowle, I take it that your complaint to
Mr. Ratcliff was dictated by your desire
to ‘drop out of the corps?”’ N )

“Yes, sir,” muttered the precious pair

They did not feel too proud of them-
selves under Mr. Railfon’s searching
glance.

“You may consider yourselves dis-
charged. We can contrive fo manage
without your valuable aid, I think,” said
the School House master.

“ Mzr. Railton, I protest!”

“ Againat what, Mr. Ratcliff?”

“ Against your indulgence in sarcasm
ab the expense of these boys!”

“1 must ignore that protest. I think
we have finished, Mr. Ratcliff. You are,
of course, the orﬁy ju(éga of the fault that
Figgins and Kerr and Wynn have_com-
mitted. I fear that a recommendation
mercy on my port would not—"" " -

“ﬁgou are quite right. It certainly
would pot influence me in the slightest
degree!” .

““Then X will not waste my breath.
Would you mind opening the door for
Mr. Ratcliff, Merry

Tom did not mind a bit. In fact, he
" was _pleased to do it.

is too

“But I wish to know before I go what




R - cpinb Bl

flounced

i T got off !

Every Wedaesday.

is being done in the matter of Mellish

-and Trimble,” said Mr. Ratcliff, ignoring

the open door.

“Justice will be done, you ma
gure. That should be enough,” sai
Railton coldly.

" Do_you consider that you are setting
a_good example to these boys. in snub-
bing me in that abominable manner?”
hooted the New House master.

.1 consider that any further discus-
sion would be setting a very bad example
to the boys, Mr. Ratcliff. Therefore, 1
decline it.” 4

“As your colleague—as, equally with
yourself, a master of this school, I
demand to know—-"

“You are not my colleague in the
administration_ of this ouse, sirl”
gnapped Mr. Railton, losing his temper
at %sft. 1

“If you are going to get viclent,
Railton, the only possible cg;n.u'se is_for
me to retreat before worse comes of it!”

“It would undoubtedly be the wisest
course, Mr, Ratcliff !”

“But I tell you plainly that T am not
satisfied!”” rapped out the visitor, as he
n rom the room,

His flock followed him, Four of them
went with squared shoulders and uplifted
chins. Reddy knew Mr. Ratcliff far oo
well to imagine that he would escape the
wrath to come. But those four could
bear whatever came their way, and they
would not have changed ces for any-
thing with Clampe and Chowle.

There was silence for a moment in the
room after the door had shut behind
them. Then Mr. Railton said:

“Do you lay any complaint,- Trirable,

be
Mr.

or_you, Mellish?

It was on the tip of Mellish's tongue to
deny having any complaint to make, But
he waited on Baggy, and Baggy was too
desperate to let the chance slip past him.
Baggy felt that anything would be better
?;l:u:u:s‘I another dreill with the awkward

uad.

“I—T was forced into i}, sir,” burbled
Baggy. “I—I—I really don’t think I'm
a fit and proper person to be a Cadet!”

“¥ don’t think you are, Trimble. You
are released,” said Cadet Captain

ilton. s

Still Melish waited,

“Now, Mellish!”

No, when it came to the pinch, Mellish
.could not stay in. He had no friends in
the corps, and Racke & Co. would cut
him_adrift if he held on, .

“Tm sorry, sir!” he whined, *I
wouldn’t have complained to you myself.
But as it’s come to this I think I'd better
clear out. It isn't really quite in my
line,” i

“I fear it is not, Mellish. I wish I
could think you realised all that confes-
gion implies! ¥ou are released, and you
can go now. You also, Trimble.””

=t thank you, sir!” szid Baggy, with
an oily smirk. But Mellisk went with
hanging head. He felt ashamed. His
shame would not long endure, though.
The curse of Reuben was on Percy
Mellish. ITe was “unstable as water.”

“T'm awfully sorry, sir!” said Blake
pénitently. “1 know you won’t think
I'm trying to beg off a licking ; I'd rather
have 1! But I'm above a bit sick to
think that I've landed you into all this
fllbs. ”

“¥You consider that you have earned
a Jicking, Blake?™”

Mr, Railton’s face was still stern, but
the corners of his mouth showed that he
had all he knew how to do to suppress a

smile,
And Fizgy and the

“Ql, yes, &ir!
others are booked. It wouldn’t be fair

e

“I had considered—or had thought of
considering, for I would not reduce you
hastily, Blake—whether both yott and
Figgins ought not to lose your siripes.
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But you have saved them, both for your-
self and Figgins! You have done very
wrongly, 1 am glad you were not
also guilty, Merry! You can go. The
rest is between Blake and miysell.”
Tom waited for Blake in the passage.
Swish! Swish! Swish!
“ Railton’s laying it on thick,” thought

'om.
Swish! Swish! Swish!
“Three across each hand!
pose it had to be done!”
Blake scemed to agrce with that senti-

ment, v

“Railton’s a brick, Tommy!” he said
cheerfully, as the two went off together.
“What’s a caning? But losing your
giddy  stripes—whew! That  would
matter I’

“‘The corps has two enemies the more,”
said Tom soberly.  “Mind, I'm not
rubbing . it in, old chap.”

“Ratty and Selby? Rats to Ratty
and shucks to Selby! Those two old files
would have been against it anyway,
Selby’s a funk, and we all know it; and
Ratty’s a beastly Pacifist at heart!™

CHAPTER 9.
A Day off Classes.
“THIS is just where we score!”

But T sup-

said Racke to Crooke. “The
giddy Cadet Corps go off for
a day’s rotten navvy work, or
somethin’ of that sort, with a tag, rag,

AN AANNAAANNNS
an' bobtail of Volunteers—Gorgeous
Wrecks: from Wayland an’ Rylcombe—
grocers an’ pawnbrokers an’ chimney-
sweeps. An’ Lathom an’ Linton, bein’
deprived of the greater part of 'ﬁhel}l;
flecks, take a day off, too! Good egg!

“Are you certain about that?” asked.

Crooke doubtfully. “I thought the most
likely thing was that the two old fossils
would toss up to see.who should have a
holiday, an’ the one who lost would take
the lot of us. After all, there are seven
of us. It ain’t very likely that the Head
will quite see givin’ a holiday to seven
chaps. You were a bit too clever over
thoso four idicts, old chap! Strikes me
we should have been better off if they’d
stayed in. There would only have been
the three of us then, an’ we might have
been overlooked.”

“I got it atraight from the horse's
mouth,” answered Racke. “Linton an’
Lathom are goin’ off somewhere together,
I heard ’em talkin’ about it.” i

““They might send us in with the Fifth,
though.” That would mean Ratty, an’
Ratty’s no catch !’

“They can’'t do it. ~We_aren’t up _to
the Fifth work; an’ look at Baggy! No;
we shall get off. You needn’t trouble
about feelin’ grateful to anyone, Crooke;
it won't be out of kindness to us!”

“1 wasn’t thinkin® of it,”” said:Crooke,
grinning. Then he bawled: *Come in,
whoever you are!”

D’Arcy minor appearéd, in full cadel
uniform, and locking every inch a
soldier, if a young and small one.

. tl:}g

One P éﬁﬂ?o i1

“Oh, I see, you ain’t started smoking
this morning yet, so it don’t matter who
comes in!" said Wally affably.

“'This is not a monkey-house, though,”
re;phed Racke. “So iau can hop it, kud I”
HI didn't come here for a friend
visit—I ain't on terms of that sort wit
shirkers!” Wally said, with a disdainful
sniff, “I brought you two a message.”

“Well, give it to us an’ go—before my
boot-toe gets movin’ !’ growled Crooke.

“If your boot-toe geis playing tricks I
shall drop the butt-end of my vifle on it P
retorted I Arcy minor, o advanced
his weapon as he spake.

The 8t. Jim’s Cadcts were happily not
dependent unon the génerosity of a -
sorely-worried War Office for rifles, The
rifles were there—had been there before
the war—and the platoon numbered
several crack shots,

“Deo you know “which is the butt-end?"”
sneered Racke, :

“Oh, I guess so! This ain’{ " snapped
Wally, giving Racke a far from gentle
prod with his weapon.

“Yow! You little rotter! Is that
beastly thing loaded?’ inquired the
cad of the Shell, going quite pale.

“Not sure! Doesn't matter anyway,
because it won't go off unless I want it

to, And we ain’t_allowed to shoot
shirkers—not yeb.  Later in the war,
P'raps!”

“

ou had better deliver your message
an’ bunk, unless you want to get hurtl
said  Crooke threateningly.

“1 ain’t afraid of getting hurt here!
But I haven’t any more time to aste
on you measly shirkers, You're to tzke
classes in our Ferm to-day, Railton
says!”

*“Wha-a-a-at7"” stammered Racke.

“1In the Third?” asked Crooke dazedly.

“Yes, and a jolly sight too good for
you sweeps!™ riplied Wally, grinning.
“Rut never mind, all the chaps in the
Third that reallpi matter will be away.
My crowd are all in the corps, and so
are two or three mere.”™ .

“Hanged if I'll go!” said Racke, grit-
his teeth, s .
We mizht have known that Railton
would get home on us some way!” said
Crooke savagely.

“'Tain’t really Railton. It was the
Head that fixed it up. And Scrope and
Mellish and that fat cad Trimble are all
just as sick as you two are. Clampe and

owle, too, I expect, but I haven’t scen
them. Weil, ta-Fa, my pippins! Give
my love to dear old Selby, and tell him
he can split my swhack of canings be-
tween you! I sha'n’t be needing them
to-day—important business eclsewhere!
You'll howl, both of Fou—dear old Selby
canes me lots!” ;

And Wally went, whistling blithely.

Racke and Crooke looked at one
annther, and groaned in eoncert. )

This was awful! The Common-room
would make it a jape for days to come.
Turned down to take lessons with the
fa,%? of the Third!

ut there would have been no uge in
protesting, even had the arrangement
been Myr. Railton’s. As for disputing the
matter with the Head, that was out of
the question,. The less Racke and Crocke
saw of the Head the better -they were
suited.

“Oh, dash it all!” exploded Racke.
“Lessons with the Third! And just look
out there 1

Down below, in the quad, the Cadets
were forming up for their march to the
station. The two saw Wally run out and
take his place in the line between Frank
Levizon and Reggie Manners, with Joe
Frayne on Frank’s left, and Hobbs and
Jameson and Gibson and Harvey in the
rank behind them. ‘Grundy, very im-
portant with the two stripes on his
gleeve, said something to Wally—some-~
THE GeEm Liskary.—No. 517,
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thing about keeping them waiting, pro-
bably—and even without hearing the
roply the two knei that Grundy was not
answered as Grundy would bave been
answered at an ordinary time by Wally
of the Third, The great George Alfred
was of some importance now, if he bad
never been before,

“They look jolly cheery about it!”
growled Crooke, almost enviously.

“ Perhaps you'd like to be with them 1™
snapped Racke.

“Well, I ain’t so dashed sure that it
wouldn’t be better than old Selby's
Form-room 1"

Mellish, watching from another win-
dow, was very sure that it would be,

Mellish hated the notion of the Third-

Form-room and the grinnin% crowd of
fags, and the tyranuy of Mr. Selby.
every bit as much as Racke and Crook
did; and he had the additional mortifi-
cation of divided wisles about the Cadet
Corps. .

But Baggy Trimble, having got over
the first shocle of disappointment, was
'I.'(!Slﬁl’!ed. Baggy was not one of Mr.
Tathom's brig test pupils, but he felt

that among the Third there must surely

be opportunities for him to shine.

The Cadets stocod at oase, waiting the
words of command which would set them
on their march. They looked very fit and
soldietly, on the whole. Here and there

‘among them might be seen a weedy
form and slouching shounlders. Drill had
not yet pulled S8kimpole up, though he
had eomehow escaped e awkward
equad. That was through Talbot's gross
favouritism, the now recleased members

- of that squad had said. But it may have
been because Skimmy, who had brains
encugh if he chose to use them in the
right way, had really tried,

There were Victor Railton, a fine,
erect figure in his Ikhaki, and Eric Kil-
dare, as spick and span as any officer of
the Guards, and Reginald Talbot. with
the three stripes on his arm; and Tom
Merry and Grundy, and Blake and

- Tiggins, each wearing the two stripes of
corporal’s rank! _And as the eves of

Racke and Crooke swept over the platocon
-th_ei;' saw many another of the fellows

with whom they were at constant fend—

the darl, keen face of Ernest Levison,
once one of their band, now gone over
completely to the cnemy; the shrewd
visage of Kerr, the aristocratic feaiures
of Arthur Augustus I Arey, the smiling
countenancé  of  Monty  Lowther;

Manners, Clive, Cardew, Noble, Julian,

Dane, Herries, and the  rest—all were

thero. g :

“By gad! I wish the Huns would land

an’ mop the lot of them up!” snarled:

Racke. N

“Wouldu't Eet a chance. They'd cut
an’ run,” eaid Crooke. But be Lknew,
and Racke knew, that that was not irue.

" Attention! Bhoulder arms! By the
-right! Quick march!” rapped out Cadet

Captain Railton, and the corps 1moved off
with a capital swing.
. Perhaps Grundy’s section was not guite
in step with. Corporal Ceorge Alfred
Gerundy, but as they were keoping step
quite nicely among themselves, no one
but their corporal noticed that.

It was time for classes. As the Cladet
Corps stepped out merrily through the
sunny, frosty morning, bound for a day
in the open air by the seashore, Racko;
Crooke, Scrope, Mellish, and Trimble
went miserably down to classes in the
‘Third Form-room, and Crampe and
Chowle came across from the New House
with erawling pace, escorted by a jeer-
ing party of New House fags. who
seemed not in the least conscions of the
honour that the presence of members of
the Shell and Fourth might have been
held to confer upon their Form.

Mzy: Selby secmed neither Donoured
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not, as Trimble had vainly imagined, let
them_share the labours of the Third. He
set them special tasks, with what they
congidered a fiendish &elighb in picking
out difficult passages of Latin prose an

horrible quadratic equations, -

Before the morning was over every
one of the seven had felt the weight of
f Mr. Selby’s displeasure and the sting of
| Mr. Selby’s cane. Trimble was whacked
thricn, and Racke, who attempted im-
pertinence, twice.

And the afterncon was even worse than
the morning, Mr, Selby’s breakfast had
not agreed with him too well; but at
lunch he consumed viands that he knew
to be unzuited to his internal processes,
and the Third and their visitors suffered
in consequence. i

Gi{APTER 10.
Cardew Plays the Giddy Ox !

j4s HAT do you think of trench-
digging = now, Cardew?”
ashed Levison major, with a
grin.
“Pronch-diggin’, as practised by his
Majesty’'s Gorgeons Wrecks !
“Cheese that! Youw'll have some of the
Volunteers hearing you, you ass!®
snapped Clive.

Callow Cadets,” went on Cardew
I expected. The point about it is
He stopped to cut a mouthful
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of cold

beef with his pocket-knife. Cardew did
not look much like a sybarite at that
moment. He was regarding his chunk of
cold becf as if he had a positive affection

for it- A morning on the flats by the

fea given everyone lirst-class

appatites. .
“That vou don't really dig the

trenches,” he went on, talking with his
mouth full—"“that's a tremendous ad-
vantage! A trench, when not really a
matter of military necessity, is merely a
nasty and superfluous diteh. A breastwork
don’t take it out of a chap like a trench
would, yor kmow.”

“ Especially when vou see to.it that
it's the othet fellows who do all the real
work, even at that,” remarked Levison,
with a erin.

“By gad, that’s too bad, old man!
Look at iy hands! One of them's very
nearly blistered?” . -

He exposed two hands, still white and
soft, very different from the calloused
paws of Levison and Clive, who had
really heen putting their backs into the
digging, and who did not at any time
go in for manicuring operations.

“You've been slacking, - Cardew!”
said Sidney Clive seriously. *“Talbot's
getting above a bit fed up with you.”

“To tell you the truth, old chap, I'm
above a bit fed up with Talbot,” replied
Cardew cquably. “Just a triflc toe much
on the naggin® side—what ?”

Talbot was the non:com. in charge of
the working-party to which the three
chums of 8tudy No. 9, with Julian & Co.,
and Redfern & Co.,. and several othern
belenged. .

“I don’t see that you can say he's
nagged anyone,” answered (live gravely.
H “9]1, by gad, can’t I? Ile's nagged
+ me "

“His Majesty’s Gorgeous Wrecks an’,
un-
heedingly, “really ain't half as bad as|

¢ do?' werit on Cardew.

W 0
“SN.E‘K

nor pleased with his recruits. ITe did| “Ie told you that you we:‘e.siack-ing.

It was true, and it waen’t nagging.” .

“He told me several times, That's
what I objected to. If he had only men-
tioned it once, I might have taken it as o
friendly an’ cfantty remark. Repeated, it
became deucedly borin’, an’ gave me a
distinet impression that Talbot was takin’
himself an’ his job too dashed seriously!
Is there any more beef, Levisont”

““Not for vou,” replied Levison. *The
elice you’re ogling belongs to this chiid’s
ration, and it's going to be put where it
will do more good than inside a slacker ™

“Talbot's doing his duty,” said Sidney
Clive, who took:the whole business as
seriously as Talbot did—and rightly so.

“Iang it all, old scout, we're only
playin’ at things! Yow know that—I
know that—Talbot knows it. You can’t
pretend all this diggin’ really matters a
serap to anvone !

“1 must say that all you've done
don’t,” laughed Levison. =

“Talbot ain't playing at anything—I'ru
not—Levison’s not—and you jolly swell
oughi not to be I”” said Clive hotly.  “Tt's
sheer vot, to talk like that, you know !”

“ All the fault of vou chaps,”™ answered
Cardew blandly. *It was you who per-
suaded me to join. Blake an’ that crowrl
implored in vain. Talbot wasted s
cloquence.  But when the pals of my
manly buzzom—--"

“Hats ! growled Clive.

“Put it tF mec as a pal, what couxd I
“ 1 capitulated—
good military word—what? AWell, then,
after that you can’t blame me if I take
things a bit easy. I'm here to please you,
¥ know.”™

“Well, you're jolly well ot deing iti"”
Clive rapped out. '

“Tho regret is mine, But there ave so
many dashed fuuny side-zhows, old man!
They take my attention off the harmle--
an’ unnecessary diggin’. Grundy struttin’
about like a rooster who has the gross
delusion that he's Iaid cvery egg in the
basket; that fat auctioncer chap from
Wayland labourin® with many grunts, an’
“lardin’ the lean carth’ with his pevspira-
tion 28 he labours; Talbot an’ Clive an’
Merry an' Levison an’ several others
fairly bubblin’ over with zeal——"

“0h, cheese it!” gsid Levison.
“That’s enough, and a bit over, of your
silly gas!”

“If there is any clieese, I shail be de-
lighted to—er—cheese it. I did not know
it was on the menw,” said Cavdew.

He had annoved Talbot that morning.
and he knew' it, 'There was an imp of the
perverse in Ralph Reckness Cardew; at
times his best chums did not know how
to take him. Té-day he was worse than
usual. It was elmost as though the
strong sea air had gone to Lis head.

Things came to something like a climax
within an hour of lunch.  Away to the
right & working-party of the Volunteers ~
were putting in hard digging. Around
Cardew the 8t. Jim’s working-party to
which he was attached strove in emula-
tion of them, But Cardew’s share in that
striving  amounted to nothing worth
mentioning.

Talbot did not often logze his temper:
but he lost it for a minute or two in that
altereation.® WNeither Levison nor Clive
heard tlie beginuing of it : it was Talbot's
voice, raised in unusually sharp tones.

-that caught their ears,

“Fave you the glimmering of a notion
what military  discipline  means, Car-
dew?”? asked Talbot angrily.

“0h, I think so—ryaas, I funcy I have.
Floggin's gone out now, hasn’t it? Dut
that’s the Army—we're not the Army.
Is it really worth while to drag the rathey
absurd notion of military discipline into
this very pleasant little game we've
agreed to play, do vou think, Talbot ?”

“If you regard it as a mere game, the
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best thing you can do is to get out of it1”
snal‘)gd Talbot, thoroughly roused.

“An’ if you take it as sober earnest,
the one thing for you to do is to report
me for shirkin’ an’ insubordination, I
should say, Talbot! I don’t know,
though. - I suppose naggin’ is in keepin’
with the traditions of the sergeant.”

- *Oh, T'll report you fast enough!”

snapped Talbot, as he strode away.

. “You silly ass!” said Clive wither-

mgly. N .
Getting yourself reported to Railton

cn the first field-day !” snorted Levison.

“I¢’s a giddy disgrace to the study !”

“Oh, it’s not a serious matter, dear
boys !’ replied Cardew lightly. “Rail-
ton’s somebody at St. Jim's—he has the
power of the cane there. Out here, he’s
merely a player among players. We're
all pretendin’, an’ if Railton pretends to
be af’].fﬁ’f; Tl play up. That ought to

suit him,

But talk of that sort suited neither

Levison nor Clive. The South African
Junior was really angry. :
- Bo was Cadet Captain Railton. In-
subordination was bad enough; but Car-
dew’s attitude only increased the offence.
He persisted in his light way of taking
the whole business—which became less
than no hing if taken in that way. There
was an imphed understanding, if not an
actual ultimatum, that the St. Jim’s
‘Cadet Corps would know Cardew né more
after that day. Meanwhile, as his com-
manding officer sternly told him, he
would be expected to live up to the
obligations imposed mpon him by his
uniform until he had doffed it.

It’s all right, Clive, old scout,” said
Cardew, when Clive spoke some home
truths to him, “You won't lose your
chance of gettin’ promotion to lance-cor-
Fcral—-‘ ’arf o’ nothin’,’ as the dear Kip-
ing says—because n chap from your
study has been kicked out, y'know 17

That made Clive furiows. The four
lance-corporals  had not yet been
appointed. Talbot, Tom Merry, Figgins,
Blake, and Grundy had managed to
pass_the neeessar% exam. for non:com-
missioned rank. Four of them had ac-
complished" it by assiduous cramming of

Infaniry: Tramning.” The exception
was Grundy. He could never have
crammed enough in the time. - But it
turned out that he had picked up a geod
deal at Redclyffe, and had improved his
knowledge by a kind of honorary mem-
bership of a village Volunteer Corps

_during the holidays. - He was no end
keen, and in some ways he was tho best-
grounded of the five,

. Clll,ve was studying * Infantry Train-
ing ' hard, So were some of the others
—Kangaroo. Gussy, Manners, Gore,
Gunn, and Kerr among them—not all of
them fellows one wouid have picked out
os likeliest to be keen. But none of them

_was keener:than Clive, and he meant to
come out near the top in the competitive
exam, and fill the post of lance-corporal

- under Blake, in whose section he was.

S0 it was little wonder Clive was angry.
Levison, who was not crammin,
manual, fook it more philogophically.

" But Levison was not pleased. There were |

times when he and Clive both resented

Cardew’s way of taking trouble in order

to be misunderstood. There was nothing

wm,plex about Clive; and, though Levi-

son's was a nature less easy to under-

iitami’ posing was not much in Levison’s
ne,

The sun had dropped like a red ball of
fire beyond the cliffs to the westward
when the two “platoons—Volunteers and
Cadets—set_out on their march to the
?lttla.hramﬂ:t'-lme station at which they
had to entrain for Wayland. Hardly one
of them, from the pairiarchal green-
grocer, who was_the oldest man among
the veterans, to the youngest of the fags,

| for all that.

THE GEM LIERARY.

- but,_was honestly wearied out by honest,

hard work., But very few indeed ha
failed to find the day enjoyable.

They marched at ease now, and pipes
were going among the front platoon,
which, it is scarcely necessary to say,
was not the Cadet %utoon. Through the
gathering gloom they strode along the
narrow lane, with songﬁ and Jests.
But- Cardew, in his place between Levi-
son and Clive, was unwontedly silent,
and his chums did not feel much like
singing.

Then something happened. It was not
the fault of anyone in particular, and it
had no immediate really serious result.
But_it had a very important indirect
result.

Down the lane came the clip-clop of
hurrying hoofs, and a light showed dimly
through the gloom.

“I say, though, that gee’s travellin’!”
said Cardew. ’%hey were the first words
he had spoken for at least two hours,

A shout sounded ahead. A female voice
cried out in alarm. Then the ranks of
the Volunteers hroke quickly. The men

‘got out of the way, some of them by

flinging themselves bodily against the
high, grassy banks.

%.ight‘ down upon the Cadets behind
them plunged a frightened young horse,
harnessed to & market cart, and some

gob a gli of a scared girl's face and
of two s hands tugging vainly at the
reins.

Tt all happened so quickly that not one
of the men ahead—not half a dozen of the
boys behind—grasped the fact that the
horse was running away. Most of them
scuttled before what they. imagined to
be sheer reckless driving.

But some were quicker of intelligence,
and two, at least, were quicker to act.

No one saw what happened with suffi-
cient clearness to be sure of it. But in
‘o moment, as it seemed, the horse stood
stock-still, save for the trembling that
shook it, in the road, and the girl was
clambering down, and George Alfred
Grundy lay on his back, with an iron-
shod hoof within an inch of his head.

Grundy and another fellow had pulled
up the horse. Who the other fellow was
no one seemed to know. He, apparently,
had not been hurt, while Grundy was
badly shaken, though he pretended he
wasn't. !

The girl’s few words of thanks quite
made Grundy blush. Perhaps the experi-
ence of being thanked by a young lady
in breeches and leggings—for a young
lady she unmistakably was, and quite an
amateur driver — helped to confuse
Grundy. Anyway, he was almost surl
about it when once she had gone. Ani
it waa.evident that he meant it when
he said it was nothing, though his tone
might, seem to imply that if George
Alfred Grundy did not do things like that
every day, it was only ause the chance
of doing them did not come his way.

Word was passed that it must be quick
march now 1if they were to make the
station in time. And quick march it was,
But they didn’t make the station in time,
While they were still a
quarter of a mile away they heard the
train rumble across the bridge beyond the
station, and knew that they had lost it.

“An’ it's the last twain on this pottay
little bwanch to-night!” aned Gussy,
who ached all over. "%—%at on earth
shall we do, deah boys?”

CHAPTER 11,
- Sentry Go !

" E shall have to march it,” said
Tom Merry.
“Have you any notion how

far it is—er—corporal?” in-

quired Cardew, who did not feel at all
like a long route-march at that moment.
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“Must be over twenty miles,” said
Blake. *“Nearer thirty, if we have to
strike a main road before we can' get
our heads turned for home.”

Cadet Captain Railton and the Volun-
teers’ commanding officer were consult-
in%. Such a march for boys and for men
well over military age after a hard day
was not an enterprise to he lightly
undertaken.

Some of the Volunteers knew the
locality, and from them came practical
suggestions. ~ Since no better might be,
the best course was undoubtedly to find
quarters of some sort for the night.
Rations would also be needed, but no
difficulty on this score was anticipated,
for there were friendly farmers close by.

An attempt to fix up matters. at the
station fizzled out. The place was locked

up and deserted when they got
there. The stationmaster lived a
mile away, and when he was

found he would not even begin fo
hear of anything in the way of a cheap
special—or even a .dear one! Arthur
Angustus was one of the five who inter-
viewed him, the other four being Her-
ries, Corporal Blake, and two of the
Volunteers. Gussy did all the talkirff.
He used the most cogent arguments. He

inted out that, as there would be abso-
utely no traffic on the branch for the
next twelve hours, it would be quite an
easy thing fo wire for a train to come
along from the junction and pick up the
two platoons. * But the stationmaster was
obdurate. Ha would not even go back
to the station’and wire to ask whether
the -scheme was possible. He said he
knew it wasn’t.

“I was vewy neazh bein’ wude to the
man,” said Arthur Augustus, as they
came away, ‘‘ Aftah T had demonstwated
to him so cleahly that the thing was not
only possible, but weally quite easy, his
obstinate wefusal to entahtain the pwo-
posal struck me as the vewy limit in
cheek! But I wefwained.”

“Just as well,” said Blake chieerily.
“ After all, it is quite possible that the
stationmaster knows a bit more about it
than you do, Gustavus!™

Meanwhile, foraging parties were out,
and within an hour or so the guarter-
master-sergeant—a Wayland architect—

d the satisfaction of announcing that
all arrangements. were complete. Some
of the Volunteers, - chiefly. the more
elderly men, were being billeted upon
farmers. The rest were to-occupy a de-
serted farmhouse not far from the sea-
shore, and the Cadets had assigned to
them a big barn in a field which sloped
down to the beach,

No_one grumbled. Most of them
thought the whole thing a lark. And
no one felt more certain of this than
Wally & Co. of the Third,

“My hat, Franky, kid; this is spiff-
ing 1" said Wally. “Plenty of straw in
the barn! We can be as warm as toast,
and sleep like tops. Bacon coming along
for supper—eggs, too, very likely! We
shouldn’t get bacon and eggs for supper
at 8t. Jim's!” R

“Jolly teke-in for old: Selb;r, too!”
chirped Levison minor. “Won’t he be
1aging mad when we' aren’t there for
classes to-morrow morning? I hope we
stay here all day, and miss the jolly
train again at night!”

“I hope the grub will soon come!™
said Reggie Manners. :

“Se ﬁo I!” chorused the rest of the

g3,

And it was not they alone who felt
peckish., . & :

“What's the matter, Cardew ?” asked
Levison, seeing by the dim light of a
stable lantern that his chum’s face was
wuauauhpale., :
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“Nothin', dear boy. What should
be?” returned Cardew lightly. '

“Rats! Vou're as white as a sheet 1”

“Haven't 1 been duly admonished by

: Captain Railton, after bein' nagged by
Sorgeant Talbot, an’ isn't all that dashed
well. enough to make & chep look ofi-
colour ?”

“Rot! It wasn’t_that, Look here,

: Cardew, I believe—I'm sure—that you
helped to stop that gee, and hurt your
arm in doing it!”

“My dear man, you wouldn't detract
from the glory of the magnificent
Grundy by hintin’ that I had a hand in
that, would you?” drawled Cardew.
“Te would never forgive us.”

J“Grundy’s a better chap about for-

iving things than either you or me, ol
follow,” said Levison quietly. “F'm uot
sure that he isn't one of the best I know
in that way. He never bears malice.
suppose you mean that you don't want to
talk about-what you did, or to have it
talked about?”

“I don’t admit that I did anythin’!”
replied Cardew obstinately. ““An’ if you
as_much as hint to anyone else—even
Clive—that T did, you an’ I will quarrel;
Levison !”

So Lovison kept silence for the time
being, though he had little doubt. He
did not want to have a row with Cardew.
Someone might be needed to keep the
peace between him and Clive, who was
still sore and angrtﬁ. E

In the lee of the big barn, sheltered
from the breeze that came off the sca, &
camp-fire was built, and soon the grate-
ful odours of bacon and coffee reached
the eager nostrils of the 8t. Jim's Cadets.

- The farmers had responded nobly to the
requisitions made upon them, and the
supper would be on a scale that it was as
well the Food Controlier should not hear
of. But all felt that they had carned
extra rations, and no conscience was
{roubled.

“My sunt! TIt's the best grub I ever
tasted 1 said Kerruish of the Fourth, as
he dealt with eggs-and-bacon and farm-
house bread.

“Rather! I never ’ad anything that
came near jt!” answered .H.a.mmong.

They voiced the general opinion; but
almost before the meal was over some of
the fags were nodding. “TLast Post”
was gounded by the bug]ors, the fire was
left to die down, and the wearied Cadets

- getired to the barn,

But not all of them. There were
guards to be posted. Fatigue was no
excuse for the neglect of such a plain
duty as that.

Away to westward Tom Merry was in
comniand. of a- guard of six—Lowther,
Manners, Noble, Dane, Kerr, agtl Owen

. —with two posts. Their guard-house
wag the front room of a cottage. To the
east Blake had a one-post.guard. Fle had
picked out D’Arcy major, Herries, and
Cardew. Levison had_ offered to’ take
Cardew’s place; but Cardew had
scowled, and Blake had frowned.

The guard-house for these four was less
comforfable than the other one. But it
was net so bad, after all—an unused cow-
shed, with the back {o the sea, and
mangers that made guite decent beds.

Gussy took the first two hours on
seniry-go. He was full of onthusiasm,
as well as of bacon and eggs and
and coffee, and quite warm to start with.
He paced up and down, with his riffe on
his ghoulder, and felt that this was in-
deed life.

. But pacing up and down was not exer-
cise brisk enough to keep in one’s bodily
heat for long, and before an hour had
pagsed, Arthur Augustus had begun to
feel sure that his fime was more than up,
and indignant that Blake and the rest had

‘that it is vewy w’rong indeed of Blake to

bread

all gone to sleep—as he feit sure they
had—and forgotten about the relief.

“It's up to me to_stick it out, how:
evah, cven if they leave mo heah all
night,” he murmured. “But I considah
be so extwemely wemiss in his dutay !”

He paused, and the sound of someone
or something moving came to his ears
through the gloom.

His heart beat fast, but not with fear.
Ho cocked his rifle, quite forgetting that
it was not loaded. qHB peered through
the gloom in vain.

It is difficult to locate sounds in the

darkness, Gussy felt sure that this
sound came from in front. But Gussy
was wrong. .

“Halt! Who comes there?” his voice
rang out.

The answer should have been
“Friend,” but the answer wasn't
“Friend!” It was a grunt that might

have been anything or nothing. -
“Bai Jove, that sounds wemarkably

like a Hun !” murmured Gussy. ’
His heart beat o trifle faster, but there

was no tremor in his voice as he called
again: "~
“Halt! Who comes there?”

Next moment something rushed be-
tween his legs from behind, and he was
flung forward on his face. It would not
have surprised him if he had had a
bayonet or a bullet in his back; but as
he struggled to arise ho became aware
of a sour, warmish smell, and was just in
time to see a large white pig disappear
into the gloom.

“Bai Jove, a beastly gwuntah! Well,
it was not so very supwisin’ that I took
him for a Hun. There weally is not a
heap of diffewence. T think if would be
beitah not to mention this to Blake, or
any of the west. They would chip me
dweadfully.”

But, Gussy being Gussy, and the last
fellow in the world to_keep a secret for
so small a reason as that, it was preth&
flcrtaiu that Blake and the rest woul

ear,

The long two hours camo to an end at
last. Blake and Herries appeared.
Herries relieved Gussy, and Blake had
heard all about the plg.Lefnrc the guard-
house was reached again,

CHAPTER 12,
Cardew on Guard !

ARDEW was not, asleep. He had
strained his right arm painfully
in helping to stop the runaway
horse—for he had been Grundy’s

unknown < coadjutor, as Levison had
guessed.

Anyone clse but Cardew would have
explained matters, and have let some-
one better physically fitted for guard
duty take his place. But that was not
Cerdew’s way. As he said afterwards,
his arm was too painful to let him sleep,
and he might as well, he considered, put
in his time on sentry-go or.in the guard-
house as keeping other fellows awake by
tossing about in the barn. .

Artﬁur Augustus was not disposed to
sleep, either. ‘Blake dozed off, making
up his mind to awaken at ten minutes to
one, -in time for the relief then due.
Cardew and 1YArcy sat and talked in
low tones. Gussy gave Cardew lots of

randfatherly advice, which mliht have
lg:eon eminently useful had there been the
slightest prospect of its being taken. But
there wasn’t.. !

Suddenly to the ears of both there
came a booming sound. -

“CGuns!” said Cardew. “Stow _the
jawin'-tackle, D’Arcy! Somethin’s hap-

penin’ 1?

oW ON
SALE,

““ An air-waid, pewwaps!” said Gussy.
“Bhall I wake Blake?” o

“Do—if "you think a_ Cadet_corporal
is likely to be able to do anythii' par-
ticularly useful to stop an nir-raid,” re-
plied Cardew sarcasticaily.

But Blake woke just then. e was

rubbi; hie: eyes when the booming
sound again. %

“From out at_sea,” said  Cardew.
“It's easy fo tell that by the sound.
A submarine gettin’ it in the neck, let's

hope!”
}?%t don't seem very likely, off this

coast,” Blake said.
“Well, I'm not prepared to argue the
matter. We never shall know. We're

never told anythin'—not even now we'ro
in_kbaki!” replied Cardew mockingly.
“Don’t snooze off again, Blake, 3
you want to find me bored dead an’
stif when you wake; an' that might
L?::et the relief. -D’Arcy’s more than a °
ch psctm be expected to stand alone.”
“Bhurrup ! Blake.
listenin

growled “I'm
for- the guns!”

“Well, if my voice is likely to drown
them, T'll shuf up, certainly!”

All three listened, but they heard no
more. Somewhere out in the Channel
something had bappened—one of the
many dramas of the sea in war-time—a
tragedy, perhaps. But it did not seem
probable that any direct word of it
would ever come to them.

The time for relieving guard came at
last, and Blake accompanied Cardew
to the post. Herries also had heard the
guns, but had seen nothing. They were
very far away, he said, and it had not
seemed to him that he could ‘do any good
by .concerning himself about them.

Cardew swas left alone. He smiled
bitterly as Herries and. Blake disappeared
together in the direction of the guard-
house.

“ Now, ‘to be perfectly in the picture
as the slack an’ heedless Cades who
won't take the game as anythin’ but a
game, I ought to go to sleep on my
post,” he told himself, “Pity my arm
won't let me.”

He did not do himeelf justice. It was
not his painful arm alone, it was not
the- cold, that kept him from slecping.
As he paced up and down alone in the
gloom, now wing less .intense as u
moon in its last quarter showed itself
on the eastward horizon, he +was think-
ing hard.

He realised that, after all, he did not
want to be dismissed from the corps.
His going would anger Clive and annoy
Levison; and Clive and Levison were
the best chums he had ever bad. And
it wasn't such fun, even faken
seriously, this business. Quite possibly
it was better fun taken seriously, he
fancied. But it had never been much in
his line to take things that way. 3

Gazing out to sea, he saw something
that made him rub his eyes and tell him-
self he must be dreaming. A shape,
vague and indistinct at first—so vague
that he could not feel sure he had mnot
imagined jt—and then resolving itself
into something familiar in.a gueer sort
of way, familiar as is something secen
oftener in pictures than in reality—the
conning-tower of a submarine, surely

He was about to fire his rifle—his was
loaded, though only with blank cartridge
—when eard the sound of a_step
upon the shingle, and saw dimly a burly

orm.

“Halt! Who—"

“Donnevrwetter! Another word, and
you die!” E

Strong hands were at his throat. The
rifle had been stricken from his grasp;
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ore was no strenglh in his injured

zht arm.
*Ach, swinohuun;‘!,

I haf soui A
ard, and i -

you die !

Cardew writhed partly free. Despera-

an-gave him strength te do that. Buf
was not the desperation of fear.
Clear and loud his voice rang out, He

clieved that the words he shouted would

2 his last; before help could ocame
Jose greab Hunnish hands would have]
throttled him! :

But he had his duty to do, and he did
it without fear ov faltering. If Ralph
Reekness Cardew had died then he would
have died a death that many a better

_ Tlellow might have envied him!
=~ *“Guard! To me! The Huns!”
. Thenthe-fingers gripped, and he felt
. himself choking. lle knew no more.
' Up over the shingle came tha.men of
“the submarvine, fast sinking new in deep
Awater but a few yards from _shore.
é-ﬁown over the frozen twf raced Kildare
3 ‘:.nd Figzins and Blake and Herries and
- sy,
. -Lincky that Kildare was there, thouzh
mway be that Blake did not deem it
.The skipper was actinr as orde
Cpefficer, and had just rea the g
%‘_uwae with Fizging on visiti
*when the shout eanie. -
A bullet whizzed past his ezr. A re-
volver spat again, and struck sparks from
wostone close by Gussy’s feet. ub
ssy raced on, nnheeding. And bard
ran Kildare and Blake, Fizgy and Hes
ries.
“Burrender!

bzl

We have sou covered!™
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“Kamerad!” sounded the voice of
man_of the submarine’s crew. i

“Donner und blitzen!” roared the
officor~he who had seized Cardew-—as
Kildare’s hefty fist took him full in the
face, and he trashed down.

Tﬁrougll the gloom the FHuns saw
rifles and khaki-clad figures. They had
escaped submerging once for all by run-
ning their vessel ashore; and, except for
the officer in command, there wes no
lust for fght in them., They thought
they had struck a -military camp; had
they koown that the khaki-clad figures
were mere Cadets, the rifles urloaded,
they would have put up a struggle. But
their officer was down, with Kildare and
Herries on top of him—and they surren-
dered!

It was o rvare exploit for a Calet
Corps, and St. Jin’s found itself famous
—qr more fameus, ‘as any 8t Jim’s
fellow would have put it. Kildare and
the rest got lots of credit: but it was
Cardow who got most, of conrse. If
anything ecould have made the fellows
urare prowd of him, it would have heen
the fact—let out by Levison—that he
had shared with Grundy the stopping
of the runaway horse.  But that was not
needed, and Cardew was rcally angry
with his chum for letting it out.

For three or four days his  throas
showed the marks of the Hun officed’s
| savage grip. A very little more, and be
tust have been throttled. But a miss
is as good as a mile~indeed, Cavdew said

velled Kildave,

#Feeeeccercreecces

that, from what he had seen of her,
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For [oxt. VVednesday:
¢ MANNERS” VENDETTA ! ”

ciy dwariin Ciifferd.
is lots  of character
. Manners, aad most of it is good.

But he is imperfect, like the rest of us,
:and deep down iw him there is-a vein of
Uhstinaey and hardness that is seldom shown,

It is shown in next weck’s story, and in
- some whicl wilt follow it.
A new hoy—Dick Roylance,
from New Zealand—comes to St. Jim's, and
N and Manners fall foul of one apother
It is not hecanse Raylance is a rotter: he

a partienlarly pice fellow, indeed, It is
ot without any shadow of justifieation an
“iite part of Manners, either; he has his
- reaspns, even though be is in the wrong.
= § am pot going to tell you more; of the
- stosy here. Rutb ¥ add that I think Mr.
vlittord never doés Better work than when
he gives us these yams—so full of bmman
» hature—which show gooed [ellows going wronhy
and pulling straight again. For my own
mart, unreasonuble as Mapners shows himself,
3 have not fonnd that e loses my ‘sympathy.
He s wrong: perhaps be is wilfully wrong;
it he is not meanly wrong, and ouc cun
Jorgive him his sulkiness,

in Harry

all the way

-
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& Football—Playirs or Places In Teams
: Wanted by :

. West, 114, Wellfield Road, Streatham,

¢. 10, wanis place in South London team—

ing. centre-forward, or back—age 134

Leonard Wait, 72, Marsh -Lane, Boetle,

_want= to join tegm in Bootle or Seaforth.

;ﬂ Players wanted=13-14.—J. E, McAvey, 89,

by

I

1

B%siul Street, Hulme, Manchester.

. Smith, 1, Lancaster Road, Wimbledon,
£s. place in team—anything but goal.
Partington, 75, Gassiot Road, Tooting,
.17, wants to join local club—18-17,
Players wanted by Durban F.C.—14-163—
H. Green, 227, Durban Road, Grimshy.

- Kerslake, Jun., 253, Southamplon Street,

G. H. Elam, 100, st. Gearge’s Road,
ham, 8.E,, would he glad to act as hon. sec.
t? }Peckham or Dulwich F.C., or other sports
eluh, y

Correspondence Wanted by ¢
Reg, Mortimer, 12, Balmoral Crescent,
Queen's Park. Glasgow—with & Londoun hoy
; ow fond of music, especially ~the

vielin 14 Lo B, .
k. ndicr, M. B remi Fold, Barker-
end Road, Br hoy readers lil-

‘terested in stamp-collecting.

Harry Coultor, 9, New Street, off Canui
Street, Derby—with boy readers, 15, imter-
ested in ¢oin and stamp collecting—would
aleo like to know of a hook on the Cadet
movement.

Joseph Speoncr, 110, High Streef, Silver-
dale, Staffs-with hoy readers- 1113,

Miss Eileen F. Seelizzohn, 26, 8t. George's
Road, Yeoville, Johanneshurg, South Africa—
with a girl reader of 12-14.

R. Moyle, 49, Pecl Street, West Melbourne,
Australin—with readers in any part of the
Empire.

Swil. Westen, 85. Canrobert 8treet, Bethnal
‘Green, 18, 2—with any boy keen on going on
the stage.

R. J. Fish, .10, Fairmount Road, Brixton
Hill, 8, W.2—with boy readers interested in
atamp-eolleeting, y

A, Sleigh, 19, BErskine Road, Waltham-
stow, E.17—with boy readers interested in
stamp-ecllecting, X

Willie Wade, 14, Sharp Street, Burnley—
with boy reailders anvwhere,

Israel Sindler, P.O. Bex 61, Oudtshoorn,
Cupe  Provinee, South Afriea—with  hoy
reader, 13-15. in England ot Colonies,

Gosdon Tayler, 184, Rathurst Street.
Hobart, Tasmanpia, with Loy readers, 18-19,
anywhere. L

m, S.E, wants to join team—Ivi—
goalkeeper, :

Land Relby! .

16

the miss who had been run away with
was better than many miles; miles,
expecia]ly on march, were weary things
at best, in his opinion! .

He stayed in_the corps, of course.
And equally, of course, Racke & (o
stayed out. The prospect of mecting
Hun submarine crews was not one caleu-
lated to make them change their minds,
by any means.

“Bwankin’ idiots!”’
“An’ Cardew’s the gidd
dashed pretence that he fmsn’t done any-
thin’ in particular! Never mind,
Crooke, we're not such fools but that we
know ourselves well out of games of that
sort. An’ we'll dashed well mdake the
swankin’ Cadets sit np some time before
long, you bet!”?

But haw Racke tried that, and what
success he had, must be told in a later
story. !

Messrs, Rateliff and Belby were not
pleased. Mr, Ratelif was severe with
the heroes from his House, and Mr. Selby
went to the Head and did his best 4
persuade him that boys in the Third
Form ought not to be emplosed in such
danzerons enterprises. But no_one—tho
Head as little as anyone—minded Rabty

snarled” Racke.
limit, with his

THE EXD

{Don’t miss next Wedn=slay's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co, at St

Jim's—"MANNERS' VENDETITA "
by Martin Clifford.)
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GUSSY'!

By MONTY LOWTHER.
vou {ind you've a *halfer”
ine entertuinment

¥ -0

to spare,
.

And for s
Just wateh our ta i
Qr, better still, choosing-a tie! i
It’s “ Blake, where's that bottle of Eau-de-
Cologne 77 -
And “Digbay, wheres that brilliantine?
I wunted that haithrush, and now it has
a

gone.
Oh, yon've got it, Blake! Pway don't he
mean!

I say, Hewwies, deab hey, is my parting
stwaight 72
And Herries grunts: “Straight as a die!™
And Blake growls: “¥ou'll never get doma
at this rate!” .
As ‘Gussy starts choosing lis tie!
That ]sje! It is chosen from two hundred
e

1 R
(That s not correct, Lowther. 1 only
possess  ane  hundred and  sceenty-one—
LD

They put Joscph's coat in the shade!
1t drives those pour chaps nearly out of thelr
minds
Fre Gussy'z sclection is made!
“ Blake, deah boy, this cme with the' gween
bahs and spots,
all T wear, or this one with the pink?
doubtful of this one with the helictwepe -

ots,
It’s weally too gaudy, I think!
= You perceive, Blake, this shirt T am wearing
is gween,
And this gween tie would harmonize welly
But on hahs and spots T ain not vewy keen,,
8till, wealiy, one nevah can tell!

“Don't yell at me, Blake, for it flutiaks
m

e 0}
T quite at a loss what to do!
And Bererri’s not intelligert, Hewwics, you

know!

_ Bai_Juve, T'm not [inished, Blake—
Gwaooh !* 4
“Pon't huwwy me, Blake !~O0h, wais, Digl—

Pway wait.

OF just start, and I'fl follow you! .
Ne. that one won't do—it’s a tie that I hate!
0Oa the whole, I think T'lIl wear the blue!®
%o under the cires, p’r'aps it's hard on old Gua,

As soon as be reaches the gates, s
To he bumped in a puddle by little us,
While bis pals suffer similar fates!
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| THE_TWINS FROM TASMANIA.

FOR NEW READERS.

erwent. of Higheliffe, and his sister Phili nu, of CIHE House. They have a coe Katoo named Cocky, whiel

(Philip) at Higheliffe, but is now at (: il House. . Flip has made an enemy of Gadshy, who is ,h,m.w ar
him witly Yavaso £ chums, T6 away from the school Tor a tite, ewitic to.a serious itecident to o
Merton' °s in a fight with Ponsonby. In their absence I lip gets too friendly with Pon. and the rest ‘.l the-nints, and, without, any
at the outset, takes to gambling.  He s been to the CHIY Hon lluf~k¢\ fteld to see his =i y Flap, hut | not =een her. £
the way he has tallen in with . Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars. and they walk baek together. e

(For information about the other churnetoers in this ory, see * The Diagnet Who's YWho,”
‘Magpet.,”  Recent numbers of tlm GEM have given ; » Nt there is no longer toom for 1l
(Now read on.) -

. The twing are Philin
Leen until r

luded ip the Christy Number of (i

Bunter Lets Out Something. “Hallo, Derwent, what
MY POTpoise

HE two walked away together; or,
I rather, Bunter trotted along byl I won't

it tosknow,

are vou doing with SThat's one of the things T w:
came the voice of Peter Todd, | suid 1
say he don’t  deserve it—most “Has the vocks itoo disappea
the side of the Highelitte junior, generally Jic does—hut I'm the Propet person b went ¥ asked Peter,
Elip did not seem  disposed tolto administer chastisement  to him, you “No: he's at Cliffe House; Safe enough
wasle a word upon him new. Bunl.(r had | know.” there, I think. This fat WOrm &in't so fright-
got the worst snub, but it w Flip who felt fully popular nL it i!uu_e 1t was the way

d again, Ler

the s it inost, - All three of the chums of the fight he wenf.
of & 1\(. 6 had been in the way of But Not Everything. will remen:
making "boand a comrade of little Mollie | o DON'T quite sce that,» repli Flip, Flip wi

Gray; “"ﬁ Flip. was very fond of the staunch 1ot in the le relaxing his hold, eri- 0 quite naturully from I'Ih I]Lik
l - You Greyfriars chaps have rather | and Merton and 'I-umulT hie I|.ul meant,
said Bunfer suddendy. a-way of stic up for ‘a robter | he wondered w i in he w
0. you know?”  snapped | st heea l!t Irippens “to be a_ Greyiriars | say “Us three e ie tric »
3 rotter, Du don'ts see, m why he SBut that uie time age,” said Pet
hont *-hﬂlli(illt gel |t in the neck il he deserves | “I know it is. But I never found out wip
stole Cocky.  Aud- he might have got last
That,” said Peter bl t the | altogeth He wasup onthe downs whén hv
e heard the estion—whellier he doe 33 Vi 1ught, tll] chaps may not see that i
answored Bunter. were four other members of the | matfers meh but T don't look at -it- like
. ow earth—ob, hiig the post- po il with Pet¢r—Tom Dutton and the | that.»
et three Colonials. 3z W
Tom Dutton, being deaf, had not the least
ont,

X I\now now
Jl!J_

guarter of a mi
jnst w trifl
should make that
e

lon't either," said Piet De lapey. ¢ .
ddi=l trick, hoe\ rodid it :
ot z0 | but that the cace
till ‘he xnnqll T .j OpEn”  pronoun
Todd, = « But “wheré deas the porpc”
lamuied, though he was always loyally ready | come in
to back up to the ery of “Remove to the “That's u-lm!' ‘m trying ind -ou
rescie ! !]l 1al is, of course, it he heard lt You'll Jet sl tn fing m'{'
Squift, Tom [.rn\ul. and Piel Delarey had : Well, EI lr' you,” replml Peter gravels
vatural bias towards Flip, as heing a ivllov\ Flip De nwent looked g for= A zepon
Colonial.  But-that. did not mean that they | and then erinned, 2

don’t  see \'.l;,\' you should say o
' sure she's wovery prett girhl idea what the argament was
1 dowt want hee hang L YOU that it concerned Bunter. | But 11
come to that. Go and ask herfor .|‘=muk objection in the world to -seeing Iiunhr
of the face! 1 dure say she'll oblige,

“Do you know i cad named Gehazi l_.;'.tm-
Iirr\\cm.

“No, but it he's the girl's father you have
my IILI‘IIIIbEIUll to go and ask him whether hie
objects to. vour paying 1 tghiter atten-

: 3 Lo { e
'fxlttﬁﬁr n:lrr:d" I “0‘”"1 refuse to back up Peter S He mentioned Gadshy's name.”
“He. isn't her father, fathead! Micht 1 tid Flip, “T phink he doe “I didn't!™ howled Bnmter. “1 said )

her brother, though. - Sarc you don € hucy '."i'!“'” Peter judicially, “is | gud
Libm, Derwe
S don't ow Ahah Gitti
Gittins or wtover his sil
Adam, Bunter.  Is that en
SOl T thousht you might,
. Derwent, where's (ml.\ ‘o
p turned an him fiere
1 shouldn’t mind rob £o mueh
il you wouldn't mix it to such an exten
hie snapped.  “ What’s: thi ins chap to do
with Cocky
“ 00, nothin
course he 1
merest

iter haid had time to - think - ap
@ rotter n  hiding, Toddy!” | seemed to him very like wasting E "
burbled “ ' hold yo ket, Yon nppurlumt\ to give Gadshy avay withoi..
i, voir know, \n\ way, il five of you can fi bl umul n" lmn ¥ .
‘o ought to.be jolly well amed of ygur
selves1»

And it five of us did pile in on one chip
t becanse he s dusting dewn_ a - fat
image, 1 suppiose we shouldn’t hs ave anything i'h”r\\t’m ]
all o he ashamed of > acked ]J{In(\ have todo it iy

sureastivally, tion,” remarked Delare

-nothing at 4ll, Derwent! 08 “No, of course not!  Ain't he Highe n‘ But Bunter conld not’ grasp that,
sut- anythine—1 1 it was the “Thal does not seeml a suflicient r n for ‘|hi MO say by gad! Bunter? T shali
dent—I iwas. th bout the | executing him, I think it's just [ Bave to teach yon Fu.tt(r said Peter Todd.
n know, and - possille that he ave some better reason really, Toddy! The' Highelife chaps |
a8 looking at him keenly that | for his attentions o you. -
Buiter iuurnl himselt gettive badly fustercd. “It's just bhecause ‘T'm Grevir

by' *Gudshy 7 asked

L Xobody saps tha

L0 suspect that he m
matier of Cocky's ah

hit

i § 2 T “But {‘(‘u are not & Highelifte chap,” Peter

curious dream the other night, | caught any of you alone he'd tr at you the | ohjectec
Flip.. “You \nu in it, and|same ! mombléd Bunter, “No, thank goodnes =aid lh| fe [\"n{l\
ting on your head It's queer Thiat was not a . judicions speech. With “ What bad Gadsby to do with the affair s
art talki Tl.‘: mwn U and this | thin-skinned fellows' it might  have ot lom Browh inquired,
it{-Gohazi Gitting, I[ Bunter disliked.  Bug Tom Ditton conld not [ Nothing 4t all, Haven't T said s07 i

nistake of Derwent
*And this chip blltlu -v\lul Liad he {o
tsked B

UIJI Just a silly

(iﬁhui qlmc;
do with my eackatoo? It isa't }m:snr!(
u're a,rogae, I know, t!wu"h you

“Flnr lins Geliazi to | bear,. and  the faces of - the . other
reflected that appeared on  Fliy 1
Flip kne they did that he could <|H with i ?

not handle “any one among that very hefty *“0h, how should L know anything aboyt

yuinteb as he was hundling the Owl, ‘ffllllu:u I never even knew (here Wis suet
“Do you wind telling us what it's about, [ & person il you o1 me." et ¥

olit scout ?* asked Squiff. “By Jupiter, Duuter, Ananias couldnt: 'é

clevel guze Bunter's face cave ‘ Nat hit,” answered Flip,readily, baye taught voi much!™
i Peter Todd's dry, lawyerlike way. rather * AN couldu’t have tauneht him any 4
r h Al been in the kidpapping  of annoyed - hir He "did_ not- know Péter very | thing, Derw said irL

lip was sure of that now. W by 1" and at pretent was disposed to under. | could have given Ang -l
should bive been in it wus o mystery, | value hini, But be liked Squifl. the mile, and then whacked him to the
ad happencd before the Tat taseal's| . Bunter let out something just now that | U'm not saying L proud of it, ind
conjunction with Harold Skinner, IF nntlu me fancy he had been mixed up in | Bub if th s a lyving competition on; 1
en sinee, the motive would not have | rather a- nasty affaiv a little while baek,” | always ndidate  to enter; “and he's
n winner, too! 2

nd a merehant name

it lx.ul be

Boen so hiard to find. tie said, pretiy

But Flip-was sure Bunfer had beo it. ST didn't! T was talkine ahout the new “You and
s iptural | post-girl’s hroth

And this fellow with the St His name's  Gehazi. 1 fule- Bunter, id  Squitt, admost
Time, too—the post-girl’s brotl Bunter | can't help them giving Limn o silly. of a aloud. - < Nobhody else, of conr:
deemid. . The sirl herseld couhl h rdly have | name like that, 21, . can 1?7 Bunteér b all - you know, Squiff;  bee
been; but Flip wonld not hace hieen greatly | burbled,- “1 don't know. anything ahont Der- | Hazel—— 1 mean, I don't know anytlhi

surprised to hear that she also had been “an | went
sfcomplice ! niolog
oub witi it A W!u(h -gr ired:Tom_ Brown. chiips should, let
1=1lph redally, Derwen An mnomoln ist=chap who's dotty von | Highiclith £
It v 15 c-n —i random birds. Don't you Lnon Your own langu; €8 i
% random pumlu or two in| Brown
abont I:.ulr i Lyou don't cwn np ! shid “Not the way you talk if, Tubby.  You
lip ¢ arimly. ow then!” mean an ornithelogist, don’t yous? 5
sl the Owl by the eaflar Vell, what's the o enee, anyway? 1| civil,
wasn't g, | At an 1 don't epllect bir What should I §needs help
N vint with lm cockatoo? (To Lo continned neat wer

a%llv old ‘cockatoo! I'm not an ento-| about it; and l:l ot zoing to- stay hors
g : any longer!™ Tt's a perfect s ;wd.d that you

e be hyndlg I 1Ke this by

what 2% demanded  Fip

Dery
don't kn

t il you're nat:
that lLe

you —Gaddy




