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CHAPTER 1.
Cardew’s Cutious Purehase.

i OME along, Cardew!” said
3 Ernest Levizon hmpatiently.
“Yes, come along!” cchoed

Sidney Clive.  *¥ou ‘'den’t
want to spend the whole blessed after-
noon gazing in at that window. Can't
see anything a little bit intcresting there
uiyself,” S e

My dear man,” teplied Cardew im-
perturbably, “no one would expect a
rough-an’-roady chap from the colonies
to be interested in aids to beauty, I'm
different, you know. I belong to the
cffote clags which toils not, ncither does
it_spin—except for an occasional yuin of
“doubtful veracity, of course.”

“Is it rouge or powder you're after?”
inguired Levison, grinning. **No good

.- asking either of ue to go in and get it for
you,.whichever it is.”

Tt is neither rouge vor powder. That
is what has.specially caught my eye.”

Cardew indicated o pictorial advertise-
ment in the window. =

The three chums of Study No. 8 were

spending an afterncon in {’k’aylaqd. A
visit to the cincma was part of their pro-
gramme, and Clive and Levisen wanted
to be getting along.
- But Cardew had halted in front of the
local branch of a big frm of chemists,
booksellers, and dealers in fancy goods,
and he did not seem at all inclined to
budge. X .

“Don’t sce much in it myself,” said
Clive. .

“Shouldu’s expect you to, dear boy!
You have never been guilty-of pollutin’
your innocent lips with the.noxious weed.
Tt's different with you, Levison. 1
understand you have smoked oun occa-
sion.” i

“T have. But I don’t smoke now. and
I've no use for a smoker's dentifrice.
Neither, as a matter of fact, have you,
Cardew. So came along, and don't be a
bigger fat-headed chump than yeu can
help 1 :

“I'm naturally selfish, Levison; but
T do sometimes think of others. Just
now I'm thinkin' hard of the dear
Racke, Dan't you think that would bhe
just the stuff for him?
that the dear Aubrey's tecth ain’t always
in the besg of condition.”

Sidney Clive looked at the picture, and
grinned.

“The kid there ain't Racke’s breed,”
ho said. “Look at his apple-cheeks!
He hasn’t done much smcking, you bet.
First time, very likely, and reckons him-
,seif no end manly  because it hasn’t
turned his little inside u}it.”

“1 am glad that you have come to a
proper interest in that work of art,
Clive,” said Cardew gravely. “I really
think our friend Racke would be even
more interested.” "

“ell, he’ll see it, I supposc, if he
bappens along here,” Levison said. .

“But I wani him to see it whether he
happens along here or not,” replied Car-
dew. “I think it would be rather
annoyin’ to Racke. An’ I find in myself
just now a distinet desire—vicious, pos-

I havo noticed.

1 sibly; but not unmatural—te annoy the
1 cliarmin’ Aubrey.”

“Tle hasn't becen wover and uabove
pleasant to yon lately,” said Clive.

“He's gone out of his way to ho
beastly  unpleasant,”  Levison  suid
shwrply, 1 told him yesterday that if
he wanted a thick ear he was goin
right way to get it. I'm fed-up with his
sneers about (ardew and the capture of
that submarine crew. . He ean’t let the
other thing alene, either—stopping the
runaway horse, I mean. I don’t believe
in buttering & chap, and especially a chap
in my own study; but when everybody
else_is sayiug that Cardew played up
jolly well, and they didn't think he'd got
-1t i hime-—"

“ Brervhody dse would have done
more politely t» have left out that last
clause, - Levizon,” remonstrated Cavdew
gontly, “A real live hero—like me,
v know—is entitled to_his butter withont
a pill after it, surely 17

Cardew was a curious fellow,
liked to-be in the limelight.
George Alfred Grundy did not like that
more. But he hated open praise of what
ho had done. i

“Rats! You're not the modest
bounder you pretend to be!” Levisen
replied.

] hope an' trust that I am nct a
bownder at all. Yen chaps comin’ in
with me?”

They followed Lim, curious to see what
he would do. "

He Iounged up to the counter where
toilet. requisites were “displayed, “and
bought two or three trifics, He ex-
amired a safety razor with great interest,
rubbing his smooth chin meanwhilo.
VWhen he decided not to have it—-at least,
not yet—the young lady nesistant who
wag serving him smiled, and exchanged
glances of amuscinent with Clive and
Levison,

Then he asked by its name for the
smokers’ tooth-powder. This was added
to his small” heap of purchases. But he
had not finished yet.

“I say, do you know, I've taken a
great fancy to that advertisement,” he
said, indicating another copy of the one
he had been gazing at in the window.

“Jt is rather smart, isn'é it7” replied
the girl. .

“T suppose they're--cr—not oh sale,
eh?” .

“Well, no. We are not nsunlly asked
to sell them. But if you want one for
{ramin e

“Ft isn’t exactly one I want, y'know.
T’d like a dozen or s0.”

Levison and Clive wondered at his
nerve. The gir! looked round at the pic-
ture, and smiled again. It represented

ing his teeth, with a tin of the smokers’
dentifrice in his hand. He was glancing
back over his shoulder with a knowing
grin, As Clive had said, he scemed to
f;x}cy he had been doing rather a clever
thing. :
“Tt wouldn't do for a portrait, if that
is your notion,” remarked the girk “It
isn’t in the least like you.” -
“T'm not goin’ to send them round,”

He |
Even |

a rosy-cheeked hoy of fifteen or so brush-

Cardew replied, quite gravely. “What
do you think your people wou%d do me a
dozen or twenty at? I dou't mind if
they stick it on a bit; that's all right.
What's the good of moneéy if if won's buy
what & chap wants?”

“I will speak to the manager. I fcrl,
sure he won't mind letting you bave ohe,
and. there may.be one or two -incic
about.”

“If you have any regard for me at all,
make it twenty ov so, not o stingy two or
three |” pleaded Cardew.

“Well, T don't sce why. you should
expect me to have any regard for you,
but T'M see what I can do,” the girl
angwered. '

She flitted away. o
™ anid Te

“ Carde Lovison.,
“1 v ogiddy equal for
check,”

@ .

“1t's all right, dear boys. Miss Shoes
regards me as a harmless lunatie, y'know.
It doesn’s huit my feelin’s & bit, an’ it
plengos her. Rhe fecls no end diserimin-
atin® an® all that.” . E .7

]‘_‘ How do you kiow her name 2" asked

ive. - .
“T don't, dear boy.”
spoke 'uf het as Miss Shoes.”
Merely association of ideas, old seout,
that’s all.” I denr’t think she’s u member
of the family of the man who started ~
these jolly shops, eo I den't call her by
hiz pame. But Miss Shoes scems quite
fittin’, an’ ever so likely.” .

“ You are a mad chump 1"

“Yaas, dear boy. Bub therc’s a

| method in my madness now an’ then,”

Miss Shoes came back, smiling agree-
ably. The manager had shown himseif
gonerous.  IInl o dozen discarded copies
of the picture had been found among the
wastepaper, and he had consented to
allow Cardew to take also half a dozen
new ones. e could not sell them, Miss
Shoes said, as they were not counted 3
stock; but, though his request was ap
unnsual ene, he would not say “No™ 1o

oo customer.

“But yon’re not a regular customer
there,’” said Levison, as they came away.
“T don’t believe you've ever been in the
place before.” L

“Y shall go agein, dear boy. Grati:
tude,  y’know, has been defined as a
fively sense of favours to come.” That's

“the way Mr.—er—Wellington looks at.it,

I suppose.” .

“Is the manager’s name~——""

“0Of course it's not, Clive.  That-
chumyp don’t know his name. It’s all his
silly rot.”

“I've a feelin” that it ought to bo -
Wellington. An’ the chap with the °
whiskers hehind the pills-an’-potions |
counter—Highlow is his name. If it ain’t
it ought to be,” The girl-kid with the pig-
tail in the cash-cell is probably Miss
Slipper. An’—-" y

“Qh, dry up, do! Are we going to
the cinema 7% : ;

“Yaas, dear boy, certainly ' M

“Can_you ecarry your pareéls, Car-
dew 77 asked Clive. .

“QOh, yaas, thanks!. -The big one is
extra special, y'know. You can put the
small one in your pocket if you like—it.
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: would bulge mine out. But I'll’ take
ca}\'e ’of thie big one, for Aubrey’s dear
sake !

CHAPTER 2.
' At the Cinema.

HE chums of No. 9 were not the
only 8t. Jim’s fellows at the Way-
land cinema that afternoon.

. When they arrived, just before
the afterncon show began, they found
Contarini, 8mith-minor, and Roylance,
the recent arrival from Néw Zealand,
there before them.

The six sat together. Everyone liked
the genial Jackeymo; Smith minor was
the right sort; and, although the three
had not yet seen much of Roylance, they
liked what they had seen of him.

“Pon’t think muchi of this,”” said Car-
dew, when the first film was being
O ed to o £ d

“1t's supposed to be funny,’” anawere
Levison. “Ought to suit you.” :

“My dear chap, I'm not funny. My
mature’s an uncommonly serious one—
beyond everythin’ in that way, y’know,”
yawned the dandy. * But it amuses Roy-
ance no end. Kver seen a picture-show

' hefnre,-R-glance?”
“Eh? Oh, yes, of course!”
“ But they don’t have them where you
come from, do they ?”
“Of course they do! I suppose you'll
find them everywhere now—at least,
everywhere civilisation has reached.”
“But New Zealand ain't civilised,
surely 7"
“Well, wo think it is,” Roylance said,
smiling.~ ““There aren’t so_many peopls
to the square mile. and there's not so
much smoke ag in English towns; but
we’ve gobt most of the things you have
here.” .
“Oh, T thought it was no end wild an’
woolly—grizzly bears an’ glaciers an’
tigers an’ natives an’ all that,” Cardew
gald vaguely,

“He's pulling Roylance’s leg now,”
whispered Clive to Levison. ‘A bit too

bad, I think,”
“All serene! Roylance don’t mind.
Hallo! Here are two of our beauties!”
Racke and Crooke had just come in.
The seats in front of the 8t. Jim’s con-
tingent were filled; but there were two
empty seats in the row in which they
sat, and plenty more behind them.
Cardew was in the seat next the %;ng-
- way, and was leaning forward to talk to
Roylance across Clive and Levison,.
Racke and Crooke halted. They could
not pass until Cardew sat up, and they
no notion of taking seats farther

“ Are you goin® to shift an’ let us past,

Cardew, hang you ?” snarled Racke.
- But Cardew was as one who sees not
and hears not—that is to say, as far as
Racke and Crooke were concerned. He
was giving all his.attention to Roylance,

“There are glaciers down in the sonth
—the New Zealand Alps district,” Roy-
lance said. ~“I never heard of any
grizzlies, and I think you can_safely cut
them out of the picture. And, anyway,
tigers and grizzlies are not found in the
same country.”

“Eh? Not, you say. Now, that’s no
end interestin’. Go on, dear boy !” mur-
mured Cardew. . h

“ Are you goin’ to—""

“Don’t be rude, Racke! I’m talkin'
to Roylance. Run away an’ play some-
where else ! gaid Cardew, without look-
ing round. =
. As for natives, they’re common to all
inhabited eountries. As a matter of
fact; 'm a native of New Zealand my-
self,’”” went on Roylance.

*“You don’t say so!

But you're not
tattooed in the face.”
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Taking No Notice of Racke!
(See Chapter 2.)

“That's plain enough for anyone to
see. Why should I be?”

“ Are you goin’ to shift, Cardew 7

“When I'm tired of sittin’ her
Racke, The show is rather borin’,

Bi'

find; but Roylance is quite interestin”.'”-

“Why don't you let the rotfers
through, old scout ?”” asked Sidney Clive,
in low tones. “We don't want them
near us; but, after all, they've a right
to come if they choose."”

“Not plain at all, Roylance.

ood-lookin’ face, if you ask me,” Car.

ew said pleasantly. He paid no heed
to Clive’s protest. “I thought the Red
Indians—""

“Don’t you mean the Maoris?"”

“Yaas, that's it. Same thing, or
pretty much so—what? I thought the
Maoris tattooed their dials.”

“I want to pass, Cardew!” snapped
Racke.

“Well, I dare sa;

uite a

Crooke will go nap,
s6 there’s no need to worry., What's
that you say, Roylance? There are a
couple of rnde fellows here who make it
very difficult for me to give yon the full
attention that politeness calls for.”

“If you don't let us pass I'll speak to
an attendant !” Racke snarled.

1 haven’t the slightest objection, I
assure you. Perhaps he—or she—meay
like your cenversation. I don’t, Tt
seems to me lackin' in polish. Ma$ I
troublo you to repeat your observation a
third time, Roylance?"

*“You silly ass !
said Levison. K

‘i' Everybody’s looking at us,” added

ve, .

“Well, there’s really dashed little
worth looking at on the screen, so far,”
replied Cardew blandly. ‘‘An’ I never
mind people lookin’ at me, though I do
rather bar bein’ talked to by outaiders.
You're not a Maori, Roylance? Really?
You surprise me! Didn’t you say you
were a native ?'-

There will be a row,” |

“Yes. I was born in New Zealand.
That makes me a native, surely ¥

“QOh, yaas, I see now! I wes thinkin'
of aborigines, You're a native of New
Zealand, because you ivere bom there,
just as ke's a native of Whitechapel,
or Petticoat Lane, or wherever the
paternal emporium was before the war
shiifted -it—eh 77 i

It was rather thick, perhaps. Clive
felt it so, and Smith minor had his
doubts. But Levison was not concerned
about Racke’s feelings. And neither
Roylance nor Jackeymo appeared to have
any sympathy to spare for Racke.

An attendant came up.

“Seats here, gentlemen,” he said,
indicating empty ones just behind the
8ix. [

“I don't want them.
them!” said Racke arrogantly.
want those two in there.”

“Well, it ain’t gunite the thing to come
in after the show’s begun, and expeck
people to move for-you,” answered the -
man, _“You're creating a disturbance,

T won’t have
“Wa

too. If the manager sees you—’
“Hang the manager!” snapped
Racke.

“That,” said the attendant, *would
be more than my place was worth,
There's reason in most things, sir, buk
I must eay that there don't seem too
much in you.” :

“Pon't you give me any of your im- ~
pudence, fellow !”

“0Oh, shurrup, Racke! Here's the
manager comin’ 1 hissed Crooke.

“T don't care! T'm goin’ to make
that sneerin’ bounder shift !

“Think so, Racke? Now, I think
not !”* murmured Cardew.

The manager came up.

p
' -“What's the matter here, Robbins?”

he asked testily..
“Young gent says he wants yom
hanged, sir. I told him it was more
" TeE GEy Library.—No. 519.
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than my place was worth. That's right,
ain't it 1

“ What?"

“Took here, you know, the man’s all
wrong. g .

Robbins did not suffer Racke to finish
his explanation. . 8

“Did you, or did you not, say ‘Hang
- the manager !’ 7” he asked solemnly.

“1 dare say I may have, but—"

“Was you,.or was you not, speaking
to me?”

“(Of course I wag, you silly idiot !

“Well, hera’s the manager himself.
Ask '_’him whether he’d let me hang

im !

The manager was forced to laugh,
though he felt angry.

“Come, young gentlemen,” he said:
“those seats are as good as any in the
house. 1 must ask you either to take
them or to go out. You can have your
moneg back if you ask for it.” E

“Oh, let’s sit down, Racke! Hang all
this foolery !” said Crooke sulkily.

They sat down. The manager walked
away. .

“ Robbins!” called Cardew softly.

. 5 “ Yessir!” answered the grizzled atten-
ant.

“You're an old soldier, aren't you?”

“That's right, siv. Served in ypt
and was all through the little tmu‘blge n
South Africa.”

“An’ yow've a sense of humour,
Robbins?”

“Why, as to that, sir—"

“Qh,” there’s no use in denyin’ it!
Have you—er—a throat, Robbins?  An’
are you a teetotaller, Robbing? An’ do
the “Wayland—er—houses, licenced for
rvefreshment—pubs, you know, Robbins—
ever open these days? If so,’ an’

* accordin’ly, an’ -all that-—please accept
this trifle, old sport, an’ be very careful
you don’t waste it drinkin’ the healths of
our friends behind!”

The triflte was a ten-shilling Treasury

note,

“Thank you very kindly, sir!” said
Robbins. “But I'm not saying that I
think you were in the rights of it, and
T’d soonér hand the note back than-——->

“T was wrong, Robbins—absolutely an’
completely ! admit it. But I was
tempted, an’ I fell.” ’

Robbins failed to understand, maybe;
but he went off with his unexpected tip.

Racke leaned forward.

“That was bribery, Cardew,” he
hissed.

“Wrong, Racke! I took no end of
trouble to show Robbins that I had no
notion of bribin’ him.”

“Tt was a bribe, though, you rotter!”

“Dao you want a row here, Racke? De-.

chuse I really don’t mind I”

Racke thought there had been some-
thing nearly enough like a row already,
and he subsided.

He was immediately behind Cardew,
and he contemplated that youth’s sleek
head with a savage gleam in his eyes.

Crook’s seat was behind Clive’s, and
presently, in thrusting his feet out,
Crooke found the parcel which Cardew
had brought along. Its owner had
I.houghtfulfy put it under Clive's seat,
as likely to be less in his way there than
under his own,

“ What are you after, Crooke?” asked
Racke, as his companion stooped.

“Shush, you ass!” repli Crooke,
coming up with the parcel in his hands.

“What's that?”

“Sirike o match, There’s a name on
ity but I can’t sce whose it is.”

*Cardew had scrawled his name upon
the parcel in the shop.

The striking of a match was not likely
to draw attention, as smoking was
allowed in the picture palace.

Tue Geyx Lisrarr.—No. 519,

Crooke peered at the scrawled name.
Racke dropped the match and set his
foot upon it. Then Crooke pointed to
Cardew’s back. .

“Hig?” whispered Racke.

Crooke nodded.

“Bring it along, an’ let's get out of
this! T'm fed up!” ;

Crooke was not tired of the show; but
he was always ready for a spiteful trick.
He got up quietly.

But taking unnecessary risks was not
in Croolce’s line,

He thrust the parcel into Racke's

hands. :

“You'd better take it!” he muttered.

Racke took it. Taking it at all was
not honest; and, vegarded as vengeance
for any offence Cardew had given him, it
was very paltry indesd.” But Racke’s
mind was a paltry one.

They passed out together, and Robbins
noted t.]?eir going. What moved him to
follow them out into the vestibule he
might not have been able to explain; but
follow them out he did.

Outside they tguuaed. The 'street was
deserted, and the big man in uniform
who stood Just within the door had his
back turned to them. )

Racke tore open the parcel.

“(Great Scott!” he said, in disgust.
“What on earth did the rotter want with
these things? Look at ’em, Crookey !”

“Chuck them away!” growled Crooke.

CHAPTER 8.
Cardew’s Campaign Cominences.

“ NY of you gents named Car-
dew?” asked the big man in
the gold-laced coat, as the half-
dozen came out together.

“One of us, that's all,” replied Cardew
blandly. *That is my—er-~moniker,”

“Robbins asked me to give you this?”
said the big man, ratber gruftiy.

“Very kind of Robbins, I'm sure. But
I wasn’t expectin’ & present. Can you

ive me an idea what's inside?” returned

rdew, without holding cut his hand,

The parcel was not as clean as it had
been when *“Miss Shocs™ had handed
it to him.

“Ass! Tt’s those precious pictures of
yours!” said Levison, who l?ad recog-
nised it at a glance.

“FEh? Oh, I'd ferzotten 21! about the
things! How did my friend Robbins
come upon them, may I iuquire?”

“Picked ‘em up in the street!”

growled the big man,

“T gcent a mystery ! This is interestin’
—not precisely thnllin’, but interestin’
in a mild way. How cotld my parcel
have come into the street? Take it,
Clive, will you? It's a trifie dirty.”

“'fke it yourself!” grunted Clive. -

«“T will do so, though I fear it is only
encouragin’ slackness. Now, how did 1t
came there? It couldn’t bave walked
out.”

Contarini and Smith minor and Roy-
lance passed on, grinning.

“You surprise me, Jotson !” murmured
Levison.

“There’s no mystery about it,” said
Clive, in his direct, uncompromising way.
“Those two rotters behind us took it, of
coyrse. When they saw what was inside
they chucked the thing away. Couldn’t
gec any use in it can’t, for that
matter.” ’

“But you will, Clive—yon will! An’
I fancy that the dear Aubrey will be
inclined to wish that he had taken it
down to the river an’ basely drowned it,
ingtead of castin’ it down within range
of the eagle eye of my friend Robbins.

*Stealing’s & bit thick, even for Racke
and Crooke,” remarked Levison, as they
moved away. ' But there can’t be_ any
doubt that they took the things, What

are you going to,do with them, Cardew?
You don't suppose that you can get at
Racke by chipping him about smoking
at this time of day, do you?”

“T think I can get a2t Racke, dear boy
—~—yes, 1 think I can,” said Cardew.

And that was all he would say.

But while they took their frugal tea
at a Wayland tea-shop he put the parccl
on a chair beside him, and looked at it

| now and then to make sure it was still

there. The thing had been but an idle
whim at the outset; but the trick Racke
and Crooke had played made Cardew
much kecner upon it.

Back at St. Jim’s, with some little
time to spare before prep, the dandy left
his chums in No, 9, and strolled along
to_the Shell passage. .

He tapped 1t the door of Study No.
10. and the voice of Manners bade him
enter

Manners, as it chanced, was alone, and
elso, as it chanced, not looking too
cheerful. :

Some of the marks of his fight with
Roylance a few days before were still
upon his face. But they had ceased to
be nainful, and he had never minded the
pain of them so very much. Ii was
defeat that rankied, and the feeling that
he had made a fool of himself,

“(lan I do anything for you, Cardew?”
he asked, in a tone that did not sound
welcoming, .

“Yaag, if.vou will, old chap.”

“What i3 it?”

“QOnly a bit of photography. I know
youw're dashed good at it!”

Manners was ~intercsted at once.
Photography was his absorbing hobby.

“Want me to take a few of you in
various poses, as_the Boy Hero of the

Captured Submarine Crew, or something

of that sort?” he asked, with a grin.
“] dare say the Sunday illustrated
paners would be glad to have them.
Don’t mind if I sneak in a bit of an
advert for myself, I suppose?”

“(Oh, come off 1” said Cardew, 'It’s
no such silly rot as that! You can leave
all that kind of chean twaddle to Low-
ther. Not that you do it worse than he
does—you couldn’t, you know ”

Lowther and Tom Merr
proaching, and Cardew ha
their footsteps. .

“Hist, Tommy!” whispered Lowther.
“Do my ears deceive me, or is gomeone
taking my name in vain?”

They stopped. Cardew, who had
paused for a moment, resumed.

“ But we're used to it in him, an’ we
make allowances for his mental condi-
tion, y'kiow " 5 s

“INuff said 1" snapped Lowther. -

And ‘he would have hurled himself
through the open doorway upon Cardew.

But Tom, laughing, held him back.

“He heard you coming, ass!” be_said.

“That’s no giddy reason why he should
glander me, is it 17 ye|led Lowther.

“Chuck it, Monty!” said Manners.
“Cardew’s here on business, Wants me
to photograph him as—"""

“Rot! I don’t wanta photo of myscli,
chump! This is what I want you to
photograph.” -

And he displa;{led
advertisements he
from Wayland. .

“What for? I don’t see much mn it,”
replied Manners, looking at the thing
with much interest. o

“Hanged if-1 do_either!” said Tom. .

Lowther chuckled.

_“Don’t you fellows know that these
vefined aristocrats often lend their names
to this sort of thing?” he eaid, *‘Befors
Manners turns the camera upon it Car-
dew will write ‘As used by the grand-
son of an earl * underneath.  Then, quids
and quids in Cardew’s pocket I’ ’

were ap-
recognised

one of the pictorial
had brought back
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“He won't want it photographed for
that!” objected Manners.

“He certainly wouldn't,” said Cardew
quite calmly. *No; -it’s quite another
game, I can’t let you fellows into it in

. advance, because that would rather apoil
it. But I fancy youw'll find it amusin' be-
fore I've finished. Will you do it for me,
Manners 7 :

“Qh, I don’t mind! One copy do
vou?” .

“P'd rather have a hundred, if you
will do them.”

“Wh-a-at? Oh, you must be potty!
Who’d want a hundred copies of this
thing 7" -

“Waste in wartime!”
shaking his head,

“It’s a sad, sad case !” murmured. Low-
ther, *Better humour the poor chap,
though, Manners! They sometimes get
nasty if they aren’t humoured. A word
in your private ear—promise him, and
put off doing it! Then they’ll come and
take him away, you know, and you will
be released from your promise. It will
cost you nothing, and 1t will be one of
those little deeds of kindness about which
some sweet and simple poet blethers in
connection with. little words of love.
Tommy can epeak them!”

“QOh, chuck it1” snapped Manners.
“There’s only one gensible word in all
that rot you've spouted. - It will cost a
bit if you really mean a hundred, Car-
dow ¥, :

“I do. An’ I don't mind the cost a
scmg, Manners !’

*“Oh, 1 wasn't thinkinﬁ of charging
vou!” returned Manners, flushing, ‘' But
' no Creesus, you know. % don’t
grudge it if there’s any sort of good to
you in it,”. ;

“There is, old chap, really I"* broke in
Cardew quite earnestly, A
let me pay exes. I think our footin’s
friendly onough for that not to hurt
your pridé—what ?" ..

Cardew could be very winning when
he chose, and he was so just them
Manners' bruised face relaxed.

“All serene!” he said. “I'll get the
job done to-morrow, an’ tell you what
the net cost is. It won't be a fortune.
Do you really want a lot of the things,
thought”

41 do—honour bright! But I think a
hundred will be enough. Thanks, awflly,
Manners! You're a good' sort!”

Cardew went, leaving the Terrible
Three mystified. He halted at the door
of No. 7, and tapped upon it.

No answer came.. Racke and Crooke
were over in the New House paying a |
vigit to Clampe.

Cardew entered.

He sniffed. A faint aroma as of Racke’s
special Etiyptinns atill hurg upon the
aid, and there was a smell of scent, too.
Cardew had been quite a confirmed
smoker when he came to St. Jim's, and
even now he was not superior to_ the
occasional use of scent. But he sniffed
as if he did not like the smell of the
a ari'.?ent which Racke and Crooke
shared,

As Racke and Crooke were not at
home, Cardew had a clear field. He did
not want them to find him in their study,
because that would have epoiled his
jape; but he would not hurry. He went

is work in the most leisurely wnﬁ.

said Tom,

about his wo g
The Terrible Three had failed to o
gerve that he darried under his arm three
more of the gontu]:Fowder advertisement
carde, Theiy would have thought him
still pottier for wanting the thing photo-
raphed if they had been aware that he

ad several copies.
But. now that Manners. had promised

to photograph it he could afford to use
these freely.
He took n picture out of its frame,

“ An’ you must | &

and, with a little knife-work ¢n the edge |
of one of the cards, persnaded it to gd'l
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into the vacant place. This one he stuck
up in_a conspicuous position over the
mantelshelf. Another he put into the
drawer where Racke kept packs of cards
and boxes of cigarettes. The third he
disposed of behind a macintosh on the
wall,
Then he looked round.

“Yaas! I think that will do!” he
murmuied. “They’ll spot the framed
one at once. The one in the drawer will

present itself to their enrnpture& eyes
when they want cigarettes. The one be-
hind the macintosh may not be found
for a day or two. But it's sure to be
found. Now I think I'll trot up to the
dorm.” .

The fact that he had no right in the
Shell dormitory did not trouble him, of
course. !

He had to fetch two more of the cards,
and Clive noticed bim taking them. One
of them he put in Racke's bed, the other
in Crooke’s,

“You seem jolly pleased with your-
self,” said Ernest Levison, when he had
returned to No. 9, and stood emiling
before the fire.

“It's some wheeze with those tooth-
powder things,’ Clive said.

*Dear man ! purred Cardew. * With
your extraordinary powers of observation
an’ ﬂgduction, you ought to be a detec-
tive !

—

CHAPTER 4.
The Wrath of Racke.

ACKE and Crooke came in together
R‘ to prep.

They were not in the sweetest

of tempers.

“ Interferin’ cad, that fellow Figgins!”
rowled Racke. .
“ 8omethin’ ought to be done about it,”
said Crooke. “Why haven’t we as good
a right to visit a pal in the New House
as any other chap on this side?”

“You ditdn't l{mck me up!” Racke
snarled.

“What was the nse of it?” demanded
Crooke warmly. *“If we'd shown fight
we should simply have been swamped.
They’d have called in_Redfern an’ those
other scholarship cads, an’ Pratt an’
Thompson an’ Clarke, an' all the rest of

the crowd. Besides, it was time to go,
anyway.”
%.acke opened the drawer to get a

cigarette. .
%0 dash it all !’ he said, glaring.
“What is it 7" asked Crooke.
“Look here!” .
Crooke looked. Then he grinned.
“So that was what Cardew wanted
those things for?” he said. *“Well, it’s
cetty cheap, I must say! Kid's game,
call 417
“Vou potty ass! It was you iwho sug-
ested chuckin’ them down in the street.
%Iow he’s got the beastly things back,
We ought to have slung them somewhere
where ie wouldn't have found them.”
“Well, why didn’t you?” Crooke in-
quired, quite naturally, .
Crooke had & much better opinicn of
himeelf than $t. Jim's generally had of
him. But he was not so touchy and thin-
skinned as Backe, who had never quite
got over his disappointment at finding
that money didn’t carry a fellow all the
way ot §t. Jim's. : :
“¥ou idiot! It was you-—"
“You've sz2id that once! _An" you
agreed to the chuckin’ away. I've never |
noticed that you were too polite to say
“No ' when yvou thought differently from
a chap. What’s it mattgr, anyway ? Car-
dew thinks he’s goin’ to get at FW about
smokin*. You ain’t ashamed of smokin’,
are you? An’' he’s pnly dropped it about
five minutes ago, so he hasn’t a fat lot
to chortle about. If you take no notice

1

One Penny.

“Brrrr!”

Racke found it impossible to be as
philosophical as Crooke about the matter.
Cardew had read Racke aright. He was
not capable of turning this thing into a -
jest by dieregarding it.

He swung round, and the framed pic-
torial advertisement over the mantelshelf
caught his eye, i

“QOh, hang it!” he hooted. * Look
there! He's had the cheek to také out
a picture an’ puf one of those dashed
things in its place !”

“\%Tell, it wasn't a_very valuable pie-
ture,” said Crooke. “I like this one jus
as well myself. Let it stay!”

“Let it stay? You—you—"

“Look here! I don't want any more of
your -abuse, Racke! I may be a potty
idiot an’ all that sort of thing; but i
seems to me those pet names would just
fit the chap who gets his wool off about a
trifle like this.” :

“A trifle, do you oall it?” Racke
roared. “It's nothin’ of the sort, en’
you know it! It’s the limit in dashed
impudence !"

“Well, Cardew is about the limit in
that way, an’ everlvbody knows it. My
point is that you'll only please him by

makin’ a silly fuss about it, because he
did it to make you mad—szee ?”

“I want to know what he's done with
that picture, an' I'm goin* to find out!
| Are you comin', or not?”

* Not,” replied Croake.

It was your picture!”

“ All thé more réason why you shouldn's
get your wool off about it. T didn’t care
about the thing. Cardew can have it if
he likes—not that I'd say that if I
thought the bounder wanted it!”

. :'”Ho doesn’t know which of us owns
it!

“Shouldn’t think 80, answered
Crooke. *You can call it yours, if you
like, T'li give it to you—or sell it—that

would be best, as you're so dashed keen
on it 17
“Rata!"  All I want is to charge him

with bonin’ the thing !

“Well, if I was goin’ to cook up a
charge against a chap I barred, I'd cook
up a better ono than that,” said Crooks
coolly.

Racke lingered at the door.

“ Are you comin’, Crooke ?” he asked,
“Tacklin’ all three of thoso cads is o bit
above my weight.”

“It's a bit above the weight of the
two of us,” Crooke said—speaking the
truth for once.

But Racke was too furious to heed the
dictates of caution. He snorted, and
went. i

He did not knock at the door, of No. 9.
He put his angry face inside without auy
such intimation of his coming.

The three looked up from their work,

“ Always pleased to see yon, Racke!”
said Cardew cheerily. “So glad you feel
friendly enouflh to dispense with absurd
formalities like ‘tappin’ at doors,
v'know.”

“T didn't come on a friendly visit!”
snorted Racke.

“Not? You strprise me! You look
so merry an’ bright that——"' .

“Shut up, you sneerin’ cad! - What
have you done with my picture?”

“Eh? What picture’s that "

“¥ou know well enough! You took it’
out of the frame, an’ put this rotten
thing in 1”

Clive and Levison grinned. Racke's
annoyfince made them think the wheeze
Cardew had planned a little less childish,

“Do you call that & rotten thing,
Racke ?” asked Cardew blandly. “I'm
afraid your art education has been a
trifle neglected. To my mind it is strects

the whole thing will be a fizzle.”
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in the frame,”
- “It's intended as an insult!” .

“As how 1" asked Cardew, with the air
of one seriously seeking information.
~ “You know well enough! You meant
to got at me gbout smokin’ 1" -

“But you do smoke, Racke, an’ ii's
affectin’ your teeth. I won’t say they're
mossy, but they haven’t that pearly—"

“Dry up, you Pharieaical idiot ] - How
long is it eince you smoked last, I'd like
{0 know ?*

“An carnest desire for information is
not -4 thing that I would seek to dis-
egurage, though the point hardly seems
of real importance, Racke. I regret that
I cannot give you the exact date. Per-
baps Clive or Levison may be able to
oblige. It is well known that they keep
my conscience,’

“Never mind that !
picture |

“That's a dashed lie, Racke, an’ you
know it 1" =

“QOh, let’s put the cad out!” growled
Levison. “He butts in withoui tapping
at the door, and then accuses one of us
of ba.lng 2 thief 1”* .

“Which is as bad as accusing the three
of us!” chipped in Clive.

“QOh, if the cap fits, you can all weayr
# 17 snarled Racke.

“1T called you a liar, Racke—does that
cap fit?"’ asked Cardew.

Racke ha.c[ﬁ beén tearing the offending

rd into shreds. Now he flung the

reds into Cardew’s face.
© “PBump him !” yelled Levison,

“No! Leave him to me!” snapped

Cardew,
__But Levison and Clive would not have
that. There was no doubt of Cardew’s
ability to thrash Racke. But a fight did
mob suit them,

Two were enough for the bumping of

acke. Cerdew did not touch him,

“Yargococh |” he howled, as he smote
tho lindleum.

“Shurrup, sgs! Youwll have someone

ahead of the three-legged horse you had

You've boned my

coming 1" said Levison angrily.
Bump ! p!
“Yow! Yooop! Chuckit!”

“Had enought” grinned Clive,
““You shall all smart for this” -
said

“That wilt do him, guess !”
Levigon.
“Your valuable picture, . Racke,”

- drawled Cardew, “is in your cupboard,
Bhy the way, I was under the impression
that the old master in question—is it a
Rephael . or & Titian?7—belonged to
_“I'm not responsible for your impres-
siona | snarled Racke,

“Oh, no! An’ you've only secondarily
Tesponsible for the impression which I
seem to perceive upon the floor of the
passage,”  replied Cardew sweetly.
“Clive an’ Levison, in thelr misjudged
zoal, weye the chief causes thereof. Next
time you have oceasion to bump Racke,
dear boys, do go a bit easier with the
floor I

It was just as well for Aubrey Raocke
that his Housemaster could not hear the
lauguage he used as he stalked away,

[RN—

CHAPTER 5.
Methods of Persecution.

“ ¥ all the—"
“What are you raving about

now, Racke?” asked Tom
Merry.
“Dash the %easﬂy thing! Hang Car.
dcw I’u—““"‘“” % .

i “1%2; 0i” said Monty Lowther, shak-
ing ead. “You will never hang
- Cardew, Racke. You will never be hang-
man, You may come to know him one
of these days, but—-" .
TrE Gy Liprary.—No, 519,

| earlier

“Ring off, Lowthér!" eaid Georgs
Gore. *Racke’s got the centre of the
stage. Go on, Racke! TIt's quite in-
teresting. - You might let us know after
& bit what Cardew’s done.”

e had just drawn down the bed-
clothes and found the fourth copy of the
bated picture. The third had been dis-
covere b-ii()rgoke only a few minuates

behind ' the mackintosh on the
wall. And, of course, Croocke had not
omitted to call Racke’s attention to it.

Crooke now discovered the fifth. He
drew it out of hia bed, grinning.

“It's only this,” said. “A kids

trick of Cardew’s. I don't carc a scrap,
;)tu,ti Racke’s awfully on his ecar about
.,
_Racke scowled. He had turned his
iittle present frem OCurdew face down-
wards. Bub Crooke was exposing his to
the gaze of any who cared to looi.

“Put the dashed thing away, Crooke!”
growled Racke.

“Crooke -wouldn't be allowed to do
that, if he wanted to,” said Dane,

" Does Cardew actually mean to in-
sinuate thet you two ‘smoke?’ asked
Lowther, holding up his hands in pre-
tended horror, :

“Oh, nol Ounly that their tceth need
brushing I said Kangarco, grinning.

“You dov't really smoke, do you,
Racke?” went on the humorist of the
Shell.  “If—as we must all earnestly
hope, dear brethren—this is an un-
founded charge, Cardew ought to hear of
it again.”

**Bhouldn’t wonder if he's heping to,”
remarked Gunn. ; .

It’s nothing to make a silly. fuss
about,” said Grundy, with his usual air
of finality, “We know the rotters
smoke.  Well, then! I'm not gone on
Cardew myself, but there’s no harm in
saying a thing is so. when it is so. Drop

that fuss, Racke, and get into bed.”

“The court will now adjourn,” said
Lowther.  “The matter at issue has
been decided by the infaliible Judge
Grundy, and all will henceforth ﬁe
peace,” ;

“This_will dashed well be pieces!”
snarled Racke, as he tore up the fourth
of the dozen cards.

“Take Cardew’s tip, and clean your|

teeth, Racke!” said Kangaroo.
won't do them any harm,” :

Crooke did nof tear up his
When he locked round for it it had gone.

Gore had it, but Crooke did not know
that, He did not care who had the
thing, and he could not understand why
Racke should beé_so_bitterly incensed
about the affair, DBut Racke’s teeth were
not @ nice set, Perhaps that may have
had something to do with it. = That
Cardew was the tormentor, however,
was what anroyed  Racke most. He
hated and envied Cardew.

Two fellows in the Shell were very
early astir next morning.

Before the rising-bell went Manners
sat up and rubbed his eyes. He had lain
in bed the night before chuckling at
Cardew’s plan, and he had made up his
mind that its success should not be im-
perilled by any delay on his part. He
would be up carly to take that photo-
graph, and would develop the negative
as soon thereafter as possible.

It was still dusk in the dormitory, but
a small light showed a few beds away,
and the face of the fellow who held it
could be plainly seen. .

“Hallo, Gore! What's the merry
gamei” asked Manners sleopily.

“Shush! Hop- out of bed, and hold
this blessed candle-end for me. 1 want
two-hands for this job.” ’

Manners hopped ont, He saw now
what the job was, Gore was aflixing
that obnoxious ﬁiotor-ia-l advertisernent to
the foot of Racke’s bed, with the kindly

A

copy.

thought of Tgiving the unconscious
sleeper romething pleasant to gaze upon
83 soon as he awoke.

“That does it!”” he chuckled., *What
made you wake up, Manners?”

“Well, I'm in this, in a way, thongh
I didn’t know you were, Gore."

“How are you in it?"”

“1f you like to dress, and come down
with me, you can see for yourself. I'm
going to take a photograph.”

“Not of Racke brushing his teeth?”
asked Gore. “You won’t get him, old
scout! I've never noticed very particu-

larly, but it's my belief now that he i

never does. That's why he’s so wild.”

“Yes, he does. I've seen him plenty
of times. Didn't start young enough,
perhaps. They are about the worst set
m the Shell, But Pm not going to risk
my camera near Racke in the wax he's
like.!y to be in, Come along, and you'll
see.’” 4
. On_the way downstairs the two ren
into Cardew coming up.

Ha stared to see them together. Gore
and Manners were not exactly chums.

! down_ to decorate Racke’s
asked Gore.

How did you guess, Gore?”

“Oh, there was quite a rumpus in our
dorm last night! If you’d told me about
it beforeband, Cardew, I should have
said that there was nothing in it.”

“Ah! But you haven't studied the
dear Aubrey as I have, Gore!”

“Now, I think it's a ripping good
jape,” went on Gore,

“(:lad to have your approval, Tm
sure, dear boy,” Cardew said coolly.

“f3ore’s been helping,” remarked
Manners. ’ .

“Indeed! Dashed kind of yeu, Gore,
really " .

But Cardew’s tone was nob very
cordial.

““He got hold of Crooke’s copy of the
thin, on’t waste them on Crooke,
Cardew ; he don't mind—and stuck.it up
at the foot of Racke’s bed.”
 Cardew thawed.

“Good! Dashed good!” he said. “I
owe you a good turn for thet, Gore!”

“Not at all,” said Gore. “ Pleased
to help. Racke ain’t a fellow I love a
lot. Now we're going down to take a
photograph.”

“The photograph?”’ asked Cardew.

“The photograph,” replied Manners.

“I'll come along.”

The photograph was dl.il{l taken, and
Cardew was delighted to hear that he
might expect a supply of the resultant
pictures before night.

“7 shall be out of the cards before that,
I fancy,” he gaid. ‘I posted one to each
of the bounders last night. They'll get
them at breakfast. Sorry now I was so
kind to Crocke, though. He doesn’t
seem to appreciate it.” ;

Manners did not talk of the maiter,
80 it must have been Gore who let it out,
For nearly every eye. in the Shell and
Fourth was upon either Racke or Crocke,
or both—for they sat together—when
they came in to breakfast.

Crooke seemed to smell a rat. He was
in no hurry to open his package, well
disguised as it was. But Racke tore off
layer after layer of wrapping-paper,
apparently in natural eagerness to see
what was inside.

**Oh, dash it!” he snarled as he saw.

“Ha, ha, hal”

At the burst of laughter that came
from all around the table, Mr. Linton,
at the head, looked up from his egg.

““Really~—"" he began. -

Then his eyes fell u&mn Racke, sitting
with the - tooth-powder advertisement-
card in his hands, and scowling for a
dozen,

“What have you there, Racke?” he
snapped.
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“Nothin’, sir—I-mean, it's private. It
cama for me by post,”- Racke mumbled.

£ I have no wish to prg into any-
thing of a personal nature. But, before
you go out, Racke, I must insist upon
your clearing up the litter you have
made on the floer. I do not object to
the reading of correspondence at break-
fast; but there is a limit, and parcels
should .be left unopened till later, Let
me hear no more of this unseemly merri-
ment,” :

The unseemly merriment was not.rc-
peated; but Racke could not look up
from his plate without finding somebody
grinning at him.

As he was leaving with the rest, Mr.
Linton called him sharply back. .

“I told you to clear up that litter
bofore you went, Racke,” he snapped.

Racke looked mutinous. Everyone
but Talbot had stopped. .

Racke even attempted mutiny. .

“Isn't that a job for a housemaid,
sir?” he asked sulkily.

“Two hundred lines, Racke! Do as I
tell you at once !’

Mutiny was-nipped in the bud. It was
no use kicking, i

“Now, then! Why are you boys wait-
ing?” rapped out the master of the Shell,
. They had to go then. But they went
very slowly. Racke’s scarlet face struck
them ap.funn}i. 1 .

Qutside, Talbot approached Cardew.

“T should like to hiave a word or two
with you, Cardew,” lLe said gravely.

“Not in - a hostile way, I hope,
Talbot?” returned the Fourth-Former.

“In quite e friendly way, of course.”

“An’ not as Sergeant Talbot?”

Talbot was forced to smile. He and
Cardew had come to understand one
another better ‘now, and there was a
friendly feeling between them which had
not existed before. -
“No; it isn’t a matter under military
law,” he said.

“Then T'll come,” said Cardew, and
sli his arm through Talbot’s.

e had never done that before.

In the quadrangle, Talbot spoke.

“Don’t you think you might drop it,
Cardew?”

“Drop what, my dear man?”

“This persecution of Racke.”

Cardew stared. .

“I didn’t know Racke was a pal of
yours, Talbot,” he said slowly.

“He’s not, I don’t mind owning that
T detest him. There's a spark of good
in nearly every fellow, so T suppose there
must be in Racke. But he hides it well.
I've_never seen it.”

. “If your eyes can’t see it, Talbot, it
isn't_there, T'll bet!” answered Cardew,
less lightly.

He knew how Talbot had stood by
‘Levison and Gore and other fellows who
were, or had been, black sheep.

“That doesn’t follow.”

“Well, you've looked for it, Most of
us haven't. Don't think about such
trifles, y'know. T'd rather believe
Racke a wrong 'an all through myself,
Buits me best.”

“But why?"”

‘' Just the same way that I'm not keen
on heerin’ of any good deed done by a
Hun—not that they ever do any!
friends—well, T believe in them, an’ {
don’t get askin’ myself much whether
they are right or wrong. They are my
pals—that's what matters. Same way
with my enemies; I prefer to keep m
sentiments sbout them quite unmixed,
¥'know, Racke’s one of them. If I can
see my way to annoy Racke properly in
o manner that ain’t off the rails, I do it.
See? Sometimes I may get a bit off the
rails; but that's only because I'm 2 poor
zuﬂgYe.U l !\ :

ou thirk I'm butting in,” eaid
Talbot, §
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“Well—no, I don’t! T wouldn’t have
said that a fortnight ago;
different now. Why do you want me to

stop the—er—persecution, wasn’'t it,
Talbot ?” .

“It's not entirely on Racke’s account,
though you are goading the fellow

almost to madness; and I don't think
that’s worth while.”

“Then it’s parfly on mine, I take
it? =
“Yes. The wholf affair doesn’t scam
to me worthy of you, Cardew.”

“Talbot, old fellow, don’t!
stand on & pedestal. Chilly,
no end monotonous, by gadf

“I didn't ask you—- .

“Yaas, you did! Bat it's no go. I'm
not a chap like you or D'Arcy or old
Clive or Merry., You're different enough
in some ways; but ¥you all seem alike
to me in one. It doesn’t come natural
to you-to be—shall we say spiteful? Not
exactly a nice thing to admit. But I'm
8 wildy ass—always was—always shall be
—an’ wild asses have a spiteful way of
kickin’, y'know. It may not be good
natural history; but it's true human
nature—my sort. Racke’s annoyed me;
an” now I've found a way of gettin’ at
him I can’t drop it all at once—even for
you, old man!”

The last words were very friendly.
They left Talbot with no more to say.
He could not bring forward what might
have been a strong argument if this had
been another fellow instead of Cardew.’

It was no use to tell Cordew that
Racke, goaded. to desperation, might
seek fory and find, a joint in his armour
~might deal him a wound through it.
There were postibilities; Cardew’s record
at St. Jim's was not quite a white one!

I can’t

CHAPTER 6.
Wally & Co. Take a Hand,

HE' methods of persecution cer-
tainly did not stop.
Racke found one of the tooth-
powder pictures in his desk ir the
‘8hell Form-room; and Mr, Linton,
attracted to him by the exclamation he
gave, gob a glimpse of it, and insisted on
seeing more.
- “If this means that you are in the
habit of smoking, Racke—"" began the
Form-master gravely.

“I don’t know what it means. FHow
should I?” broke in Racke rudely. ** An’
I don't sse that you have any right to
jump at a conclusion of that kind, sir !”

“I have, at least, a right to demand
respect from my Form, and I mean to
have it ! thundered Mr. Linton. ** 8tand
out, Racke!" .

Racke was caned. Nothing more was
said about the smoking. ut Racke's
bands  smarted and tingled all the
morning.

There wos ancther of the things there
in the afternoon; but, taught by ex-
perience, Racke did not make .2 noise
about it. %

He wished now that he had not made
o noise at first, Cardew’s wheeze wonld
have fallen utterly fla¢ if he had taken
it n3 Crooke had.

But it was too late for seeing that.
The eyes of the Shell and Fourth were
upon him. A pretence that he did not
mind would take in nobody.

When he returned to his study after
classes he found .yet another on the
mantelshelf. Cardew’s visiting-card was
pinned to jt. Fellows in the Fourth did
not usnally have visiting-cards; but
Cardew was an exception to such rules
as that. 3

Racke was dancing on the torn frag-
ments of the advertisement card, tearing
the smaller pasteboard into minute
shreds, and using strong and picturesque
language, when Crooke came in.

but it's |-

y’know, an’
S :

One Penny. -

Crooke grinned.

“ Another of them?” he gaid.
*“Thought you were gettin’ over it a
bit, though. Well, there can’t be many
more, if that's any consolation to you,
for I don’t think there were a dozen in
the parcel.”

Racke threw himself into the arm-
Ehair, and rested his angry head on his

anas.

Suddenly he locked up.
triumph shone in his eyes.

“I've got him 1" he eried.

“Eh? Who?"” asked Crooke.

“Cardew, of course! Oh, I've got the
rotter ! That sort of chap should be a-
bit more careful how he treads on other
fellows’ corns.  There’s always some-
thin’ that can be raked up against him,
by gad!”

"1 ain't so jolly sure thet rakin’ up
things pays,” said Crooke doubifully.
“If it comes to that, Aubrey, my son
there’s g thing or two might be rake
up against us. An’ I wouldn’t trust
Cardew not to doit |

“He won't know! We can get ab
him without his guessin’—or anyone's
uessin', for that matter—where the
low fell from.”

* Any risk in it 7"

“Not a scrap !” =

“Then yon may count me in,” said
Crooke, with remarkable courage.

“Do ﬁou remember that number of
Tom Merry’s rotten ° Weekly' that
Cardew brought out last term 7

“Oh, rather! Doesn't everyone? Tt
was streets ahead of anythin’ that the
usual iang over published. Those skifs
on Selby an’ Ratty an’ the Head——"

“That’s where we've got him!” eried
Racke exultantly.

“Eh? I don't see it, though; the
whold thing’s blown over now.”

*1It was hushed up, you mean,”

“Comes to the same I;hin?.”

“Not & bit likely I' Did old Selby ever
see that article I .

“Of course he didn’t, chump! Tt
wouldn't have been his fault if Cardew
hadn’t got the sack if he had.”

“Well, Selby’s goin’ to see it, an’
Retty, too!”

“My hat! That's s deep move,
An’ safe—safe as houses!
There’s no need to let them know any-
thing about where the things came from,
But it ain’t so certain that Cardew will
get in the neck, all the same.”

“How do you make that cut? He's
bound to.”

“No, he's not. Think again! Merry's
the chap who will get pulled up for it.”

“But it will come out that Cardew
did it.”

“It may, But it may not. Depends
upon whether Morry lets on. .

“Fathead! With his own skin to take
care of—""

“Those fellows don’t look at things

uite the way you an’ I de, you know,

acke. Cardew’s the white-headed boy
with them now. Ever since that blessed
snbmarine affair they don't know how to
make enough of him. Merry may——-"

‘““Somebody else would let on, even if
he tried to screen Cardew.”

“I don’t know which of them would,

A gleam of

unless it was Cardew himself. He
might. But most likely he wouldn't be
lot know.”

Racke scowleli.

“I don’t say I'd ba sorry to see Merry
sacked,” he said. “I'd dashed glad!
But Cardew’s the chap I'm gunnin’ for
now.”

A tap sounded at the door,

“Come in!” howled Crooke. Neither
he nor Racke was amokm% -for once.

Frank Levison, of the T hin , appeared,

“Note for you, Racke1” he said.

Racke locked at him suspicioysly,
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“If this is any of your larks, young
Levison " he began."
* “Oh, it's none of my larks, Racke!”
said the fag. -
He moved towards the door.
Racke slit open the -envelope.
Out of it fell one of the photos Man-

ners had taken that morning, and one of

Caﬁdeiv,s'w?eds" h & howl of £
acke jum up, with a how ary.
Frank bolted. : 7

Qutside he joined Wally & Co. That
famous fraternity was in full force in the
passage. :

Racke did not pursue far enough to
ece that. He kicked the door to angrily.
-7 supposp there’s a copy of that rag
about, Crooke?” he said, ’

“Hanged if I know! Didn’t you save
yours?” B

“T thought I did, but I don’t kiow
where to- lay my ‘hand on it at the mo-
ment,”

“Well, T never dreamed the thing was

%mng to betany use. How should I?”
rooke said,. “But someone’s surc to
" have kept ofig .

“Yes, by wad! An’ if we go nosin’
round for 1t we shall have the bounders
suspectin’ somethin’ at once!” -

There came another tap at the door,
Curly Gibson was the tapper. He did
nqt’wait for an invitation to come in, but
slid inside the door, threw a note on the
table, and bolted in haste.

“Confound that fellow Cardew!”
snarled Racke. " Am I never to have a
moment’s peace ?”’

And be tore the envelope across with-
out even opening it.

But that did not matter much. He
knew what was inside. ;

“I'll have a look in the cupboard for
the thing,” Crooke sai

Racke’s scheme was beginning to
appeal to him, It seemed so safe, and
it was so spiteful,

The number of “Tom Merry's
Weekly "’ for which they were séarchin
was one for which Tom and his staff ha
not been responsible.

1t had been part of a queer bargain
made by them with Cardew. ..

They had wanted funds to he]E
friend in urgent need. Cardew
plied the funds on condition that he was
to be allowed to edit one issue of tho
“Weekly ” just in his own sweet way,
without interference from anyone,

That issue had had to be suppressed at
once, Cardew had written most of iis
contents himself, though Ernest Levison
had also had a band in it. Had it come
under the notice of authority at the time
there ‘would have been the biggest kind
of a row. Cardew could hardly have
escaped expulsion, and Levison might
Lave had to go, too.

FEven now, when some months had
passed, all that was necessary to cause
an explosion was that Mr. Ratcliff, of the
New House, or Mr. Belby, the master of
the Third, should set eyes on a copy.
For Cardew had dealt with far more free-
dom than discretion with those two
gentlemen. ]

The two black sheep were both at the
cuphoard, when the door opened softly,
and the grinning face of Raymond
Hobbs of the Third appeared. s

Hobbs dro%ped another note on the
table, slipped back to the door again, and
yelled at the top of his strident voice:

*“ Letter for gcm, Racke !

Racke turned furiously, and hurled a
book. But it struck the door.

“Hang it all, why don’t you use your
own: books?7” snapped Crooke. * That's
my lexicon, an’ you've knocked it out of
«the _covers.” .

He was stoosiug to pick it up, when
the door opened again. . .

“Letter for—— Ow ! yelled Reggic

Toe Geu LiBrary.—No, 519

an old

ad sup- |

Mu.nﬁers, a.nd he tumbled fairly over

Racke.
Crooke grabbed at Reglp;ie. Reggie
hit out, and got Crooke nicely in the eye.
ke rushed across and grabbed
Reggie. Manners minor, who was not
too scrupulous jn hig methods, butted
Racke in the waistcoat. .

Racke floundergg on top of Crooke,
and Reggie scrambled out of the door,
with .a howl of triumph.

“Yow-ow !"” gasped Racke.

“Gerroff me, you chump!”
Crooke.

Once more the door opened.

“*Allol Wot da_yon chaps call that

yelled

- game 27 asked Joe Frayne affably.

Joe took care not to get within reach.
As Racke hurled himself at him he dis-
appeared, and from the other side of the
door eame his voice:

“She’n’t bring your letters for you
any more, Racke, if you try on them
games !” ,
© On the floor, in an envelope, lay
another copy of the photo Manners had
taken.

Racke fairly gnashed his teeth.

“It's a silly
Crouko;.’ “If you'd only keep your wool
Of———

The ferocious face that Racke turned
upon him made him shut up. The
wheeze might be a childish one, but it
was getting home.

Outside, Wally and Jameson debated

the question as to who should go next.

“It's getting jolly hot,” said Jameson.

;]‘Tl;;ey’ be on the look-out now, you
at.
“That’s why you'd hetter go next,”
answered Wally.  “I¥s the chap who
goes - last who will run the biggest risk,
and that’s me.”

“Not so jolly sure of that!” said
Jameson. L.

“Are you funked, Jimmy?” inquired
Reggie Manners. )

“Do you want a thick ear, young Man-
ners ?’ retorted the New House fag.

“Tt will have to be you, Jimmy, be-
cause it’s quite time you were ge&mg
across to the dog-kennel you call a
House,” said Frank Levison.

“Tt will have to be Jimmy, because I
sy, 50, said Wully autocratically.

‘1 suppose Jimmy may have some:
thing to say in the matter?”” demanded
Jameson. o on

“Then there’s something jolly well
wrong with your supposer!” Wally
snap]

ped. 3
“Well, here goes! I'm not going to

have a kid with a face like a brass/

monkey saying I'm funked!” replied
Jaornnesgn. f\n he opened the door with
deamatic suddenness, :

An arm shot out as the cnvelope con-
taining the sixth photo was flicked into
the room

“Varoooh!” howled Racke, as Jame-

Crooke. ~young fiend !
“Collar the young cad!’ howled [/

kids’ game!” growled

son brought the door to sharply.  You
You've broken my arm!"”

“No such luck!” yelled Manners
‘minor.

The door closed with a savage bang.
Inside, Racke nursed his bruised arm,
and made grimaces like 8 Hun.

" Now you, clever!” said Jameson to

ally.
“J{ut you cut off, or you'll have old
Ratty coming to fetch you, my son!”

“Rats, D Ar minor! I'm giddy
well not going tiﬁyyou’ve done it.1”?

“Da you think I'm afraid 1”

“T dunno! How should I

“T’ll show you!” .

And Wally turned the handle of the
door, but it refused to open. Racke and
Crooke had fastened themselves in. They
might have thonght of fhat before but
;hn.t they wanted to catch one of the
ags. ;
“You're donel” chortled Reggie.

“Bet you I'm not!” rctorted the un- -
daunted Wally.

——

CHAPTER 7.
Racke’s Scheme.

LU E'LL make the cad smart for
this1” snarled Crooke,

Crooke had not suffered to

quite the same extent as

Racke, whose arm was badly bruised;

but he had taken one cf Racke’s boots

under the chin when his dear pal hed

fallen on him; and, though Aubrey

E,acé{e wore light and dainty boots, it had

urt. .

“Draggin’ those little brutes into it !”
fumed ﬁacke. )

“Oh, T don't reckon they wanted a
heap of draggin’. Pity there were so
many of them. If there had only been
two we could bave lammed them all
right. Only thing's to wait till we can
catch them one at a time, an' jolly well
give them gip!”

“The only thing to do now is to find
that Merry rag,” Racke growled, *The
kids can wait.” .

“Well, if you saved your copy it's a
rummy thing you can't find it. We're
up the tree if 1t don't turn up. I don’t
suppose therc’s another about.
bounders took- no end of trouble fo
collect and burn them.”

They went back to the cupboard.

“ Bureka !1” cried Racke a few minutes
later.

“That's only a bit_of it,” answered
Crooke, looking very disappointed. .
It was certainly only part of the extra
:lpecial issue—four pages. and thosc very

irty.

“Never mind, The Selby article’s
here,” said Racke; “and if we can't
find any more I know a dodge for gettin®
round that. Let's have a good look,
though.”

They ransacked the cupboard from top
to bottom. They turned out drawers.
By the time they had finished the study
looked rather as if it had ragged.
But no complete issye of the paper and
no more pages came to l;iht. -

“You ought to have thought of it at
the time,” Crocke paid sulkily.

“Not any more than you ought. Mat-
ter of fact, I did think of it, but it
scemed a bit too risky. Tt’s safer Jhow,
when the bizney’s almost forgotten.” |

“Ap’ now it's safo it's imposs1? said

Crooke.

“Nothin' of ‘the sort! Den’t I tell yon
T've got a dodge?” .

“Well, we could use this, I suppose.
It’s part of the thing, anyway. - Dut
there's only the Selby stuff here that
matters, an’ old Selby don’t count for
much. It would be a heap better to get
Ratty in.” . :

“We can get Rnttg in all right,” 10
plied Racke confidently

.

Those .

4
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The two stood with their backs to thé
window,. At this moment the lower sash
began slowly to rise.

The window had been shut. Racke

. and Crooke were not fresh air fiends, and
the evening was a cold one. But it had
not been latched. -

. Wally was not to be beaten !

Study No. 6 was empty. It was there
that Mr, Ratcliff had set up his wonderful
safe. The door had not been locked
#ince, and Wally happened to know this.

Under the study windows ran a deep
string-course of masonry, almost like a
gutter. Baggy Trimblée bad hidden
from Grundy on this once.

Whero the clumsy and timid Bagey

could venture it was-nothing for Wa
the Third, fearless and active, to go. .
. 8o Wally had crept out, and was now
about to deliver the seventh photo.
“I-%ow‘?” asked Crooke. “1 den't sne
v

“You never do see!™ snapped Racke. |

e I;:,now a printer cad at Wayland wlo

Wally D’Arcy was not the fellow ts
play cavesdropper. He had caught a few
words, but they conveved no speciul
meaning to him, and he did not wani to
heéar more.

“Letter for you, Racke!” he yell:d,
and the envelope fluttered from hia hand
to the floor: . *

Racke and Crooke wheeled round in
alarm,

© “Who was ttthat?” stammiersd
Racke, gazing in amazement at the
missive.

“Bounded like young D'Arcy,” an-
swered Crooke. “ But—— Oh, I know !
The little cad’s crept along—"

“Wrong, Crookey! There ain’t any
cads in the Third, exccpt your pal Pig-
gott 1" cama a voice from the window.

_ Racke and Crooke made & simultaneous
rush, collided violently, and sat down
together.

*“You utter idiot!"

“You silly chump !*

o 'ghﬁ this time!” sang out Wally.
“You're all that, and a bit more! Ta-ta,
you bounders !

And Wally went.

Within three minutes the seven had
presented themselves to Cardew in Study
No. 9 on the Fourth passage, to tell him
that the task he had set them was accom-
plished, and to take the reward promised,

©_“Wo'll spend this in bloaters,” said
Wally, as they made their way to their
own quarters,  “There ain’t anything
that goes farther at the present prices,
cxcept anchovy paste, and that makes a
chap &o thirsty. Cut off, young Jameson,
or ;ou’l] get in & row over the way 1"

““Yes. - And what price my share of the
i)lout.ers?” demanded the New House
ag. .

" We can't get them to-night, can we,
fathead? I'll take care of the cash till
to-morrow.”

“Oh, all serena! Look after him,
Franky, and see he don’t do & bunk with
ilt.’" said Jameson. And he departed in

aste. :

In 8tudy No. 7 of the Shell, Racke and
Crooke -looked at one another in some
elarm. s

“How much did that wretched Lid
hear 7" asked Racke.

*“Oh, not enough to tell him anything,
I guess,” replied Crocke. “He would

© mever tumble to what we were jawin’
about.” )

“Well, T suppose not,” said Racke
doubtfulfy. “AH the same, T'd rather
hetga;:in?_t; heard. D’Arcy minor is preity
cube, - g

Crooke s
_“We'll hav
way,"” he spid.
of it, Racke.

the catch of the window.

¢ no more of that, any-
““ Now, let’s hear the rest
What's the game? I
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begin to get on to it, but I don’t quite
see to the bottom of it yet,”

“You're dead slow! Can’t you sce
how easy it will be to get a complete
issue of this rag printed? These four
pages will do for what the lawyers call
corroborative evidence, Four pah%es of
the copy wo use will be just like them—
see? That brings Selby in, because the
interview thing about him is strong
enough for anythin’. The other four—
well, there’s no limit to the hot stuff we
can put into that! I remember some of
the things that were said about Ratty,
and we can think of plenty more to say.
We might stick in a nasty par or two
about the Head an’ Linton an’ Lathom
an’ Railton while we were about it.”

“But they'll disown it,” said Crooke,
shaking his head.

“They can’t! There will be four
pages that they were responsible for, an’
if Cardew owns to them he can’t den
the rest! Besides, it’s possible he’
never see more than those four pages.
We ought to be able to work that.”

@ Sa.fger to stick to what Cardew really
was responsible for,” said Crooke.

“But there ain’t a2 word about Ratty
here, an’ we simply must have him in!?

“Selby’s a regular old Hun. He'll
raise enough row to get Cardew ihe
giddy push-out, you bet!”

“We ouﬁht to have Ratty in, an’ I
mean to have him inl” said Racke
obstinately. “Besides, this thing, as it
stands, looks suspicious. It ain’t a
paper; it's only a scrap. It would look
nmuch more like a cooked-up affair than
the one I shall get done will. There are
only the headlines to prove that it’s a
part of the ‘Weekly’ at all, an’ they're
net enough. - It would be easy to get any
sort of rot printed, an’ put ‘ Tom Merry's

 Weekly’ on tep of each Ipage. n

“But anyone who would tumble to that
would be on to the dodge of gettin’ a
whole “blessed mnumber fake vp,”
objected Crooke. #

“T don’t fancy so.

It simply wouldn’s 1

occur to them if they saw the complete
number.”

“Youre jolly set on your dodge,
Racke! Baut it seems to me takin' risks
that we needn't take. It may get Cur-
dew sacked; but it may get us sacked—
depends on how things work out, But if
we just uso this, we get Selby on
Cardew’s track without bringin’ oursclves
in at all—see? It ain’t so complete as if,
Ratty was in it, too; but then, it ain's
so rotten dangeroms!™

Racke meditated,

“There’s somethin’ in that,” he said,
after a Yong pause. “Ves, there’s some-
thin’ in that, Crocke. Nothin’ like
bavin’ a chap with a bigh regard for his
own dashed skin in a wﬁeezu with you, T
must say. I'll think it over.”

“I never remember a time when you
put consideration for anyone’s skin before
consideration for your own, Aubrey, dear
boy I answered. Crooke sarcastically,

——

CHAPTER 8.
In the Third Form-Room.

OST of the Shell and Feorith
appeared at breakfast uext
morning in khaki, The &t

’ Jim's - Cadets were golting
another dey off classes—or, rather, a
morning, for it was.a half-holiday—for
special training.

. So the two Forms generally were in the
highest spirits. .

But there were some exceptions to the.
rule of cheerfulness, -

Over in the New House Loslie Clampe
and Cyril Chowle had to stand no end of
chaff. They almost wished now that
they had stayed in the corps,

In the School House contingent of the
two Forms there were five “civilians "—
Racke, Crooke, Scrope, Mellish, and
Trimble. They caught it, too.

It "was not tﬂe Shell and Fourth alons
that were affected. A number of the
Third had been allowed to join tha
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Cadet Corps.  Wally & Co. were all in it,
and so were Butt and Harvey and Hooley]
and Kent and Watson and Hankey.

S0 the Third would muster short that
morning. But there would be a make-
weight. Last time the Cadets had had a
day off the seven “civilians " of the two
higher Forms had been handed over to
Mr. Selby's charge Messrs, Linton and
Lathom making Diidu.y._ And the same
thing was to be done again evidently, for
at breakfast the Shell and Fourth masters
wete distinotly in holiday mood, while
My, Selby glowered even more then
usual.

It was not known that Mr. Lathom
had offered to teke the Third and the
addition thus mede to it for morning
classes, considering it only fair that Mr,
Selby should share in ‘these occasional

masters’ benefits. But Mr. Selby had |-

refused—without thanks. His feelings
towards the Cadet Corps were of the
sourest description.

Directly breakfast was over the corps
mustered in the qued. .

Racke and Crooke and the rest of the
¥ gjvilians ¥ turned out to sneer. But
they found little chance of using their

ubted talents in this direction, for
the rest of Bt. Jim’s had turncd out with
quite other intentions, and the malcon-
tents found silence the only eafe policy.

““Lock quite a hefty lot, don't they ?”

. remarked Baker to Monteith,

“‘Rather! They put us in the shade a

bit, I must admit. The Q,T.C. has never
. done what it im'ght. And that hasn’t been
Kildare’s fault, either.”

“We'll have to buck up,” said Lefevre
of the Fifth. ““By rights we should be
with them to-day. ut -here we are,
with the cast-offs and the disgruntled.”

“With, but not of, them,” Darrel
amended. “‘I deeline to be classed with
Racke and Trimble, for my part.”

Racke heard, and ecowled. Trimble,
also hearing, only sniggered. Marchin
and carrying a pack and a rifle, an
being dtﬁl& and digging trenches, did
not eppeal to Baggy; and, thou h he
might talk of his pride, he accepted with
far more resignation than anyone else the
relegation to the Third Form-reom.

The Ianpe-ccfora.!s, now appointed,
were wearing the single stripe of their
grade for the first time that day. Clive
was one of the four, as he had hoped to
be. The cther three were Keir, Noble,
and Gunn.

“ Hurrah!"” yelled some enthusiastio
Second-Former as the platoon received
the word of command to. march. And
before they realised what they were at,
the ‘seniors found themselves cleering
also. ;

But the seven *“civilians ' and Piggott
did not cheer. And six of the seven went-
along to the Third Form-room a little
later’ with scowling faces and unwilling
footsteps.

“ Before wo begin our work,” said Mr.
Selby acidly, “I have something to say
to you boys from the Shell and the
Fourth. .On the last occasion when I
took charge of you your behaviour was
of tho worst possible description., Unless
there is a distinct improvement this time
I shall punish you without mercy. My
Form is already lazy enough without
having a bad example set it by the older
boys. I have no means of preventing
those who have enrolled themselves in
the Cadet Corps from spending the day
in what eeems to me no better than idle-
ness; but I will take care that you who
are not so enrolled shall not be idle.”

“0Old beast!” whispered. Mellish to
Chowle. ‘“‘He’s down on the Cadet
wheeze, 50 he ought to go easy with us,
anyone might think. But not he !”

* Mellish, you are talking !”’ rapped out

r. Belby.
Tae Gey Lisrary.—No, 519.

“Oh, no, sir!- You are quite mis-
taken | answered Maellish,

“Come here, Mellish!”

Swish, swish, gwish !

Mellish retired mouning. The rest of
the cheery seven grinneg. It was not
their style to waste sympathy on one
another, ’

But Mellish soon had companions in
misfortune. Within five minutes Bagiy
was called out, andgthe howls of Baggy
made the Form-room resound. The fat
junior had not been doing anything in

articular, and he felt his fate unjust.

ut not doing anything in particular was
no defence. %.:Iad not Mr. Selby pointed
g:ﬁdg-ha!; they were expected to work
rd? ; ]

Baggy sat nect to Racke, with Mellish
on the other side. i :

Mr. Selby set the seven s gtiff page of
Virgil to prepare for construe, and
turned his attention te his own Form,
for whom the lesson was English history.

“Lucky you brought that crib,
Crooke ! whispered Racke.

The precious pair shared the crib be-
tween them. By its aid they were able
in twenty minutes or 80 to get what they
thought a sufficient grasp of the page
to pass muster, It was another matter
whether Mr. Selby would share their
opinion as to that. -

A page of Virgil was a distinctly stiff
proposition for Baggy Trimble, who
hated Latin as he hated the truth. For
a while he struggled with the lexicon,
But a lexicon is of little use to a fellow
whose notions as to declensions and con-
jugations are of the vaguest type; and,
though Baggy, spurred on by fear of
Mr. Selby, p!cT{e out a word here and
there and arrived at the meaning of it,
there was no single sentence in the whole
task of which he bad got at the meaning.

“QOh, dear!” he moaned, under his
breath. “It’a awful stuff ! * Rari nantes
in gurgite vasto '—what on earth can the
silly nss mean? ‘Vasto' must be *vast,’
I suppose, and ‘nantes’ is something
sbout swimming ; but, I say, Racke, let’s
have a squinf at that crib of yours,
thore’s a good pal! I know jolly well
it's a crib you've got there !

Racke brought his heel
against Baggy's shin.

“Shut up, you fat idiot !’ he hissed. .
¢ Ow-yow !’ wailed Baggy.

“Racke and Trimble,
thundered Mr. Selby.

They went. Racke returned, scowling
like & Hun, and Trimble howling like a
dog whoae tail had been trodden upon.

Mellish was working aweny quite hard.
Whon Racke had partially got over the
offocts of the caning he noted this, and
began drawing upon a gheet of exercise-

aper a gross caricature of *the studious

ercy.” It did not bear any striking re-
semblance to Mellish, but the words
underneath showed for whom it was
meant. And the drawing amused Racle.

Tt failed to amuse Baggy, who merely
snorted when he saw it. Baggy had
given up P. Virgiline Maro as & bad job,
and was loukmi around him for some-
thing to occupy his time,

He chanced to glance down, and saw
a paper protruding from Racke's left-hand
trouser poocket.

Racke was paying no heed to Baggy,
being intent on his caricature. Baggy,
who could be light-fingered ai times,
whisked out the paper without his know-
ing it had gone.

At first sight Baggy was disappointed.
Four f)ag‘zes of an issue of *“Tom Merry's
Weokly ” did not
tainment of the kind he cared for.

But a second glance showed something,
This was not part of any ordinary issue.
Tt was the s})ecial Cardew number !

“My _hat!” muttercd Baggy to_him-
self. "I thought those chaps had col-

viciously

come here!”

romise much enter-

lared all these and burned them! Here’s

the bit about old Selby. I never had a
chance to read all that. Wonder what
Racke’s doing with the thing?”

He settled down to read, with a kind
of fearful joy, the bogus interview with
the tyrant who atooﬁ within a dozen
yards or so of him.

) “But at a second eye-shot I perceived
that the ruby qlow proceeded from the
nesal organ—" .

Thus far Baggy had read when he
looked up to see whether Mr. Selby’s
nose :reaig wag so red as to throw out a
glmv, and found the awinl eyos of Mr.

elby upon him!

“Trimble 1"

“Ye-ye-yes, sir 1

“ Bring that paper to me at once |'

It would have been a relief to Baggy
if the earth had opened at that moment
to engulf him. But it didn't.

“He'll kill me when he sces it!” he
thought,

Obtuse and clumsy as he was, Baggy
could think and act quickly enough at
times. When his own skin was in danger
his brain sometimes got really going. It
did so now. .

He marched up to Mr. Selby with a
paper in his hand. But that paper was
not the guilty sheet he had been r&;dinﬁ.
It was Racke's caricature of Mellish,
which the artist had thrust aside in haste
when Mr. Selby’s voice boomed out,
“You fat rotter!” hissed Racke, spot-
ting Trimble's dodge just too late.

en he saw that it might have been
worse. The folded and dirty sheet from
the “ Weekly * lay on the ficor. He re-
cognised it at once, and his heart was in
his mouth.

But he sat atill and waited his chance.
While Mr. Selby wasdglaring at Beggy
with a glare that would have done EIBglﬁ
to & basilisk Racke stooped, snatched up
the sheet, and thruse it under the lid of
the desk at which he sat. He did not
dare to put if back in his pocket at the

moment,. .

“Oh, so that is how you waste your
time, Trimble?” roared Mr. Selby,
snatching at the caricature. “ And that

is how you pour contempt upon another
boy who—it surprises me exiremely, but
let credit be given where credit is due—
shows signs of devotion to his studies!
Hold out your hand!”

“I—I never—I—I mean, I didn’t_do
it, sir! I was only looking at it!” wailed
Bnggy. . .

“For wasting your time to the extent
of even glancing at this abominable
scrawl you deserve a caning, Trimble;
and you shall have your deserts while
gou are under my charge, whatever may

o the case in the Fourth Form-room1
Racke, you, I persume, are the artist—
artist, forsooth! Come here!”

Racke had to go. It was no good
denying the offence—Baggy had practi-
cally given him away. %t was no good
arguing—it never was any good arguing
with Mr. Belby.

The master of the Third might be—
and was—n dyspeptic. But he was no
weakling. He laid on .the cane with
exceeding vigour.

But that was not all. When the
blubbering Baggy and the raging Racke
turned to go to their places, he called
them back. :

“You will stand here by the black-
board for the rest of the morning!” he
snapped.

CHAPTER. 9.
Lost ! )
& OU idiot, Crooke! Why didn't
you éollar the thing?” asked
Racke. angrily.
“Idiot yourself! How should
T imagine you'd be such an ass as to take

-
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i into the Form-room, you chump? I
didn't see you shove it into the desk.”

“Well, we’ve got to get it back—that’s
a dead sure thing!”

“It's not goin’ to be so easy,” said
Crooke gloomily.

Racke had been marched out of the
F_ormlrnnm with Mr. Selby’s hand grip-
ping his collur, at the end of the morn-
ing, Crooke being ordered to bring along
his books. Outside, Mr. Selby had dis-
missed Racke with a cut of the cane
across the back, and had returned to
Trimble. The two had angered him ex-
cessively by their fidgeting.

It did not seem to occur to Mr. Belby
that it was asking rather too much of
human nature to demand from it the
maintenance of an absolutely motionless
upright position for the space of one
.hundred and %ifty minutes! :

“It's simply askin’ for it to march in
ghere an’ open one of the little beasts’
desks while the other little beasts are
about,” said Crooke, after a brief
silence, 3

“Of course it is! I wasn’t thinkin’ of
anythin’ so dashed silly I” snarled Racke,
“gut I'm not goin’ to let the dodge
drodo—dun’t you think that! There were
a dozen of those rotten photos, all in
separate envelopes, for me by post this
mornin’, an’ there’s a whole heap more
by the seconid post! Confound that
fellow Cardew!” R

“Well, he's only wastin’ his stamps,”
said Crooke. :

“What does that matter to him? A
few measly bobs!
to open the rotten things; they're in all
sorts of different envelopes, with no two
addrésses in the same hand, an’ I can’t
tell what may be among them.”

“¥You're an ass to worry about them!”
said Crooke bluntly. “But the other
thing does matter. Some way or ancther
we're_bound to get it back, or there’ll
be trouble!”

The day had turned out wet after a
fino early morning. The Third, who
had no Common-room to gather in, were
mezking & bear-garden of their Form-
room. For Racke and Crooke to avpear
among them upon what would look like
a raid on z desk would indeed be ackin,
for it, in Crocke's eloquent phrase. An
explanations were impossible.

QOne or the other hung about the pas-
sage till dinner, waiting a chance.
no chance presented itself; and Crooke,
who had had the longest spell of sentry-
go, was feeling very fed up.

“Tf it clears up this afternoon they'll
leave the place empty,” said Racke.

“If1” grunted Crooke, with a baleful
look at the pouring rain.

. It did not clear up, and sounds as of

a cheerful menagerie came continually |

from the Third Form-room. Racke and
Crooke gave up their sentry-go, and
waited moodily on events.

Racke occupied his time by writing
abusive pars for the fake issue of “Tom
Merry’'s Weekly.” All the doggedness
of his nature was aroused, and he snarled
at any suggestion from Crocke thet the
scheme might be given up. -

Crooke gibed at his chum’s efforts in
the literary line. They were even worse,
he said, than the caricature of Mellish—
which was saﬁini a lot. But in spite of
all his jeers Racke kept on, and, after
while, Crooke was seized with the notion
of trying his hand. A par in which Me,
Ratoliff was compared to a laughing
hyana pleased him greatly. Racke also
condescended to approve of it, and
thereafter they went on scribbling in
comparative ipeucefulness and amity.

About hall-past four a diversion oc-

_carred. The Cadet Corps came marching
in. Everybody was wet, everybody was
mﬁqfiﬁ?: but everybody was cheerful.

er

Besides. I'm bound |k

But |

e may he a chance now,” said
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Racke, and he bolted off to the Third
Form-room. :

Leggett and Willersby sat together be-
fore the fire. No one else was present.
Leggett, who stuttered, was reading
something to his chum.

“‘Five letters t-t-to his n-n-name’—
that's old Selby you k-k-know !—* and the
s-g-same lul-lul-ikewise to the designa-
tion and description of the Fuf-fuf-form
over which he r-r-rules go Ca-ca-cain-
fully '—that's us, of course——"

“Oh, let me read it myself, Leg!
You're so blessed slow!” pleaded
Willersby.

“What have you got there?’ de-
manded Racke, appearing suddenly, -

He thought it would be best to carry
matters with a high hand where that
simple pair were concerned.

“That’s no bizney of vours, Racke!
Vou just clear out!” retorted Willershy
defiantly.

Racke caught him by the ear. Tt was

bad enough to be cheeked by Wally &

Co., but to be defied by a youngster in
his first term, who was hardly known by
name to most of St Jim's, was beyond
bearing.

“Collar it, Crooke!” snappcd Racke.

“Don’t let him have it, Leg!” shrilled
‘Willersby.

Crooke snatched at the paper. But
Leggett dodged him. Crocke pursued.
Leggett went on dodging.

““Resene, Third!” he yelled, without a
stammenr.

Crooke shot out a foot and tripped
im.

“T.ook out, you silly goat!” howled
Racke. “The kid’s in the fire!”

It was not quite as bad as that. Dut
Leggett had fallen into the fender, and
has hair was sin einﬁ. And something
was in the fire—the sheet from which he
had been reading!

“Ow—yow! I'm_ bubu-burning!®
yelled Leggett dolefully.

Crooke yanked him up, shaking him
savagely.

“¥ou ain’t hurt, confound you!” he

!t I'm bububurned fulful-
frightfuliv ! Rescue, Third!”

“ Rescue, Third!” echoed Willersby.

The tramp of hurryin% feet sounded
in the passage, and a little army in
soaked khaki rushed inte the room.

* (4o for the Shell bounders!” shouted
Wally,

Before the rush of Wally and Levison
minor, Frayne and Hobbs, Gibson and
Manners minor and Harvey, the in-
truders went down like ninepins,

They writhed and struggled; but each
moment added to the pile on top of them.
For every arrival hurled himself at once
on to the heap. :

The soaking khaki steamed, for the
heap of squirminﬁ humanity was danger-
ougly close to the fire, Wally & Co,
howled with trivmph. Racke and Craoks
howled with rage and pain.

“ Gerroff, fatheads!” gasped Wally, at
length.  You're cholking me! Tt don’t
matter about these two cads; but I'm
not jolly well going to be choked!
Gerroff 1”

A. dozen or so_of the fags got off. But
there still remained a sufficient number
to keep down the enemy.

7O THE BOYS AT
THE FRONT.

IF you are unable to oblain this
publieation reqularly, please tell
any newsvendor to get it from
Meseageries HACHETTE ot Cle.
111, Rue Reamur, '
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“Now what’s all this about?” asked
Wally, in his mest magizterial tones,

““These beastly Shellfish came in and
chucked young Leggett on the fire!2
said Willersby.

“Bit of a steetcher, that, ain’t it,
kid?” said Wally. *Leg ain’t burned
much.”

"My hair’s sus-sus-singed, anyway!”
claimed the victim.

“8o it is—asbout a ba'porth, T think.
Well, they’re here, and they haven’s any
rngu,t’ here,  We don't allow Shelifish

“Yes, they have, Wally,” chuckled
Frank Levison, from lis seat on the
chest of Crooke. “Don’t you know that
Racke and Crooke are Third Form now ?
They ve been turned down!”

* Promoted, you mean, ass!” snapped
Wally.  “Well, I'm not going to have
bullying in this Form. Get some ink,
Harvey ! DButtercup, scrape some ashes
up—not too many hot ones !”

“You dare!” raved Racke,

“Oh, I dare I’ returned Wally. “ You'll
see !” :

Ink and ashes were brought to his call;
and Leggett obligingly added a bottle of
gnmvhelongiu%» to Willersby.

“Grrrrreagh 17

“.ff\,tvolapit, you young fends! Tl

A stream of gum choked Racke's
threat,

Grundy fmt-his head in at the door.
He was still in*khaki. Even wet khaki
had charms for ‘Grundy; he would have
worn hig uniform dey in and day out had
he been allowed.

“What's all this row?” he asked
authoritativedy,

Wally drew himself up and saluted,

“Only Racke and Crooke being
attended to for bullying, corporal,” he

said, .

“Oh, all serene! You don’t need any
help from me,” replied Corporal Grundy.
“ But don’t make too much row.”

“No, corporal,” Wally answered,
saluting egain, -

“Pleases the old ass, and don’t hurt
me,” he explained, as the heavy tread
of the great George Alfred died away
down the passage. ‘‘And, after all. he
ain't half o bad old sort. ILet those
rotters up, you chaps! ~ I think that’s
enough,*’ .

Racke and Crooke had faces like Huns

when they were suffered to get to their
feet once more. But they went without
trying to get their own back. Any
atternpt to do that would have been far
teo much in the nature of a forlorn hope
for those two,
. " Jimmy will be pretty sick about miss-
ing this,” said Wally to Frank, as they
went upstairs to change. *That's what
comes of belonging to a dog-kennel like
the New House !

CHAPTER 10.
The Plot Put Through.
L] HERE vou are, Crooke!" said
Racke trinmphantly,
Crooke looked up.
**Meoan {o say you've got it
done?” he asked, in surprise.
“T thought you'd chucked the whols
bizney."”
He seized eogerly the papers Racke
had flupg on the table in front of him.
Nearly o weck had passed since the
lest known scrap in existence—known to
Racke and Crooke, that is—of the extra-
special issue of “Tom Merry's Weekly ”
had met its end in the Third Form-room

re.
‘Likely, after I'd taken so much
troubla about it, wasn’t it?" returned
Racke. “Yon don’t cdtch me chuckin’
a thing like that, my son! An' you
., Tue GeM LIBM!E’.--NO. 51%.
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know dashed well that I was at work on
it after we lost those pages through your |
rotten clumsiness, What did you think
I was doing that for?”

“QOh, just to comfort yourself a bit, I
supposed !’ Crooke said, grinning. *One
way and another, we didn’t ;ift a fat lot
of change out of findin' those pages.
An’ we could have done just as well with-
out them. This is dasﬂed hot stuff of
yours, Aubrey—my hat, it is!”

Racke grinned. .

It was hot stuff, beyond a doubt!

Cardew had let himgelf go when he
perpetrated that issue of “Tom Merry's
Weekly.,” He had written utterly reck-
less and exceedingly rude things. .

But Racke had gone further than
Cardew, having a much nastier mind.

M

With all his faults, Cardew was & gentle-
man; and, with all his money, Racke
was not and never would be one. -

18

“Hot stuff!” re%eated Crogle.

ar about Ratty being convicted as a

v for robbin’ a missionary-box, an’
spendin’ three years in a reformatory, is
the giddy limit!”

“¥ don’t say he did that, you know,
Crooke. 1 only ask whether the stories
to that effect are true.”

“8ame thing! But it occurs to me,
old chap, thag if there should be a copy
of the real thing in existence, after all,
an’ it'’s compared with thi 2

“Well, what then?” asked Racke]
coolly.
“Tt will give the whole show away,

that's all! There aren’t two
in that an’ this.”

“Who is goin’ to oomﬁue them ?”

* @' pose Ratty an’ Selby do?”

“(Cardew's number's up?if they ever

. get a chance to!”
- “But your number’s—"

“QOurs, you mean, Crooke !”

“Not likely! I—7

“Qh, don't get inte a blue funk!
There's no possibility of us bein’ found;
out.”

“There is, thongh, Racke!
the Merry gvnvng see both 1"

“Well ¥ hat can they do?”

Crooke slapped his knee,

““Nothin’, by gad! - Nothin’ in the
wide, wide world! For if they started
in to explain, Cardew’s goose is cooked !
You've got 'em in a cleft stick, Racke "
he cried. I only hope they won't guess
that it’s us, though.”

“T hope they will|"*

“Eh? Are you potty?”

~ “I want them to guess! I know they
can’t prove it; but I'd like them fo
guess. Cardew may be sorry then that

e ever played tricks on me{” |

And Aubrey Racke gritted his teeth.
The annoyance had not ceased even now.
Not & post failed to bring Racke at least
one photo; and the envelopes which en-
closed them were addressed in different
hands, and posted in different places, so
that he could not well help opening
them. Homietimes, by way of variety,
an envelope would be sli&ued under the
study door. That would get torn up
without having been opened. But it did
not matter, for these envelopes were
what Cardew called *blanks "—they did
not contain photos.

“How are %ou goin' to make sure that;
Ratty an’ Selby see the thing ?” inguired:
Craoke.

“Unless the postal arrangements brealk
down, I think they are bound to,” re-.
plied Racke drl.lj'.

Crooke looked at him with something
like admiration. i
. “1 didn't think you'd got it in you,
Aubrey !” he said.

“Neither did Cardew, I fancy,””
answered Racke, with a malevolent

pars alike

Suppose-

grin.
“When will they get them?”
Toe Gem Lisrapy.—No. 519,

-should faint, Figgins!"”

Racke looked at his watch.

“They ought to have them by this
time—delivered by the evenin’ post.”

<] say, let's go down to the Common-
vroom! Merry’s safe to be sent for as
soon as I;ronbi; begins.”

“Right-ho!” Just as well we should
show up.”

Most of the Shell and Fourth were in

the Common-room when  the precious
pair entered. Prep was over.

Crooke wondered how long Racke had
had those two copies of the faked
“Weekly,” and_why he had not shown
thiem before. He suspected that Racke
had meant to force his hand by keeping
them back,

But Crooke did not worry much about
that. He was quite prepared to deny
that he had known anything about the
scheme. It was absurd, ﬁe thought,
that Racke should make him out an
equal partner in guilt, But, in Crocke’s
eyes, guilt be%an when discovery was
made. It would be time enough then
to deny everythi eg

“Been detained cleaning your teeth,
Racke?” asked Kangeroco, as the two
joined the crowd about the fire.

“No; sharpenin’ them!”
Racke, with a wolfish grin.

Just then Figgins came in—a rare visi.
tor at that hour, when any exchange of
visits between the two Houses was
against rules, as far as junors were con:
cerned.

“What's the matter, Figgy? Has old
Spot kicked the bucket, or 1s your lon,
face due to the prevailing scarcity o
butter ?” asked Monty Lowther.

“Oh, don't be a funn{ ass!"” snapped
Figgins, “Tommy, old son, you're
wanted. A row—a big row, or I'm no
prophet! It’s Ratty——""

“Well, T don't see why I should go,”
said Tom Merry coolly. “Ratty’s not
my Housemaster.”

“There's no escaping it, old scout?!
Selby's with our Hun, and they look as
rear like Hindenburg and Tirpitz as they
jolly well know how. It seems to
about the ‘Weekly.’ Anyway, they've
got copies of it on the table in front of
them.”

“Not a word about either of them—
not even a veiled jape—in the last num-
ber, or for ever so long, so that's all
right,” said Tom.

“But there was in a number not so
very long ago. If they've got hold of
thltl—'” R 4

replied

“Don’t look at me as if you thought. 1
said Cardew,
“Yf they have—well, this is where I
throw in my hand, that's all. Rough
luck after all these ages, but it can’t ie
helped.” :

“If they have there’s been foul play
somewhere,” said Talbot slowly.

“That's so, We reckoned every
blessed copy of that thing had been de-
stroyed,” Manners said.

“Well, I suppose I shall have to go.
If I don't return you'll know what's hap-

pened ::9 me,” said Tom. “Come along,

Figgy

Is .this where you score, Racke?”
they heard Cardew ask as they departed,

and there was nothing in his mocking.

voice that betrayed any fear of conse-
quences. i

-. CHAPTER 11.
- Judgment Suspended.
Y I8H I could come in with you,
Tommy,"” said Figgins, a8

the two hurried across the
chilly quad together. *Bug
it's no good. I was only sent to fetch

you, becsuse Ratty thought it would]

annoy me more than another chop, 1
fancy.” p i
“Pm all right, in a way,” Tom replied,

{ Ratclifi’s hand a shrewd knoc

NOW oM
SALE.

Cbut T'm a bit worried about Cardew.

If those old Huns really have got hold
of a..cop¥ of that number, there’s trouble
coming for him.”

“If they have, somcbody’s done it out
of spite. “Talbot was right there. And
I think I can guess whe.”

“Don’t cIz'et. guessing, Figgy! The
thing would be so black that we haven’t
any right even to suspect anyone of it
without evidence.”

“But Cardew was on to it,” grunied
Figgins, as thoy parted.

'om entered Mr. Ratcliff’s room with
his chin up. He did not feel defiant, but
he was not going to show fear, and,
short of lying, he was resolved to do all
Ehat he could to screen the reckless Car-

ew.

If anything could have been more
basilisk-like than the glare of Mr. Rat-
cliff, it was the glare of Mr. Selby. Both
turned faces of concentrated fury upon
Tom.

“You sent for me, sir,
quietly. .

He could see the paper which lay be-
fore Mr, Rateliff, and at first glance it
seemed to be unmistakably a copy of the
famous “Weekly.” If 1t was—and it
must surely ‘be-—a copy of the suppressed
issue, heavy trouble impended.

“Yes, I sent for you, Merry,” said the
New House master grimly.

**This abominable—"

“Kindly:let me speak, Mr. Selby ™

“Do you expect me to maintain
silence in face of this, absolutely un-
paralleled outrage, Mr.. Ratcliff I’

“ As you have handed the matter over
to. me—"*

“T have done nothing of the sort, and
you know it. I merely came to you as
a fellow-sufferer with me from these dis-
graceful and libellous attacks. I did not
propose to rslinquisb my rights of judg-

ment or——-» .
“Very well—very well, indeed!”
“I wonld only

s

Tom said

snorted Mr. Rateliff.
oint cut to you, Mr. Selby, that our
th speaking at once can merely make
confusion.”

“Then why talk so much? Why not
let me speak?” snapped the master of
the Third.

“I will do so, as you seem umable to
recognise the. claims of my superior posi-
tion,” said Mr. Ratcliff, very ungra-
ciously.

“This is your paper, I believe, Merry 1
thundered Mr. Selby, *What do you
mean by printing in it scurrilous attacks
upon me?”

“ And upon me—me!” struck in Mr.
Rateliff. .

“T haven't done anything of the sort,”
re;i_!ied Tom. L.

he two masters stared at him in in-
creduliby. And if that paper before
them was Cardew’s extra special number,
their unbelief was fully justified, as was
their anger.

Tom saw that, and he went warily.
But, for the sake of the reckless dandy
of the Fourth, whom he had come 4o
look upon as his chum, he was bound to
put up the best bluff he could. It would
be eesy to clear himself at Cardew’s ex-
pense, but it would not be playing the
game. .

“But we have the most positive and
unmistakable evidence of it here!”
hooted Mr. Selby, thumping the paper
with his fist, and in doing so l%wmg Mr. .

“Roally, Mr. Selby, "you might be
more careful!” -said the New House
master, in his most acid tones.

“Nonsense! I could not have hur
you, What have you to say, Merry?”

“Yes, Merry, what have you to say?
I am a patient man. I have borne with
much. But when it comes to a state-
ment that three of the years of my boy-
hood were spent in a reformatory——"".
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# And that the railway company has

.requested me fo give thema my services

during the war in order that I may be of
nge as a ignal- t, my nose represent-
ing the red light and my right eye the
green.!” raved Mr. Selby.

“And that I am strongly suspected of
being in communication with Germany
with a view to bringing about o prema-
ture peace-—-"" .

“Poof! It is a maticr of common
knowledge that you have pacifist ten-
tendelecms, Mr. Rateliff, and from that

“How dare you, Mr. Selby! Ilow-
over, you have been abused in even
rreaterr measure, for I cannot really be-
leve you have advocated conseription for
all over the tender age of nine in prefer-
ence to the raising of the age himit fo an
extent that would make you liable——"

Tom’s heart beat fast. He saw a dis-
tinct gleam of hope.

‘Nothing at_ all like any of those
inuendoes had appeared in Cardew's
number,. He had read every word of it,
and he was sure of that. y

8o it could not be the perilons jssue,
And if it was not, Cardew and he and
his_staff—all concerncd—were clear of

uilt, and could prove their innocence,

ut he must be careful. A single-slip
might raise awkward queries.

*“There hasn’t been n. word of anythin
like that in the ‘Weekly,’” he said
““Of that T am quite certain.”

“Do you mean to tell mo that this is
not the infamous sheet which you edit,
forsooth 7" snarled Mr. Ratcliff, flourish-
ing the guilty journal. *‘It should have
been suppressed long ago, in my opinion.
But now, trading on long impunity, you
have gone too far, and have sealed your
own doom. What are you doing, boy?”

Tom had the paper in -his hands. He
had got it by somothing very like a grab,
which might be rude, but was excusable,
for it was absolutely necessary that he
should see it.

“Hand that paper back at once!”
roared Mr. Selby.

Tom hardly heard him. He was turn-
ing over the pages, his head almost swim-
ming. : ’

It was a very close imitation of his own
paper—so close that at first he was be-

- wildered. DBut as his cves scanned para-

graph after paragraph he saw that the
matter was all new to him. There was
an attempt at rewriting the Selby Inter-
view which had been quite the worst

€CCeee
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HE wminimum number rtequired to
I entitle a Cadet Corps to recognition

is 80 members, It i3 known as a
company, though, correctly speaking,
it is not a company at all, according to the
definition of the Drill Book. The proper
number of members to form a company is
950, and, technically speaking, it would be
more correct to speak of this unit as 4
platoen, the numbers for which are 60. The
word “company * came t0 be used before the
organisation of the Army
was set mp. The reason such small numbers
are permitted is to allow corps to be formed
near where Cadets live so as to save them
a long walk after a day’s work.
* * L * * = *
Once a corps is formed, it must be sub-
mitted for approval to the County Terri-
torial Association in the county where it is
located. There must he a competent officer
at the head, and ample proof that there are
facilities to run it cn proper military lines,
so that the uniform of the British Army
shall*not. l;e bro:lght 1nto b}d regutre. § .

The practice "being followed In some
counties, especially in Esstex, i3 to form
¢eorps in connection with each -Council School,
80 that boys, when they leave, can keep up
their association with their old school.

Besides, it Is convenient to have the use of
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feature of the model; but it was a pretty
poor attempt.

Ii ehowed Tom clearly that the per.
petrator of this practical joke must have
secn the special number, however,

Then he saw other signs. Mr., Tiper
had never printed this thing. Tom bad
learned something about the differences
in founts of type, and he saw that this
work had been done by someone employ-
ing brevier and beurgecis foints of
broader face than those Mr. Tiper used.
The title was quite markedly different
from_the original,

“Hand that paper back!” repeated
Mr. Selby hotly.

Tom handed it back then.

“1 have never scen this before,” he
said, “Neither I nor any of my staff—
the fellows who help me; I mean—had
anything whatever to do with it. It is
a practical joke by someone who has
tricd to make us responsible, that's all.”

“What?” snapped Mr. Ratcliff. L

“ Don’t lie, boy " howled Mr. Selby.

“T’'m not mn the habit of lying,” Tom
answered, ‘““and it would be 1o use in a
casp such as this, for I know you will
make full inquiries. They won’t show
us guilty, though, for we didn't do it.
And T can tell you this. Mr. Tiper, who
prints the * Weekly * for us, had nothing
to do with the printing of that thing.”

“Now you are giving yourself away
completely ! snapped M. Rateliff.

. “Quite so! Take note of that admis-
sion, Mr. Ratcliff. It may prove im-
portant., How cam you pessibly know
that, Merry, unless you know who did
print this—er—vile and atrocious sheet 7

b Simgly b% the difference in types, sir,
I know Mr, Tiper's by this time. If vou
will let me fetch a copy of a genuine
issue of —=7

** No need—no need at all. I have one
here,” said Mr, Ratcliff sourly.

He brought one from a deawer. Tom
wondered why he had treasured it. But
that did not matter much.

The heads of the two masters were
bent together over the true and the false
“Weekly " sheets, when the New House
page came in with o telegram on a
salver,

_“Sent over
sir,” he said,

Mr. Rateliff, with a snort of impa-
tience, tore open the enveloPc.

“Dear mo! I am called away at
once, Mr, Selby !"”” he said. .*“Tt is worse
thari annoying at such a time. And I

special from Wayland,

the playground and school-building for drill

and training purposes. If boys have not

got a corps in their neighbourhood, a good

idea Is to approach their old headmaster

and get him to help to form a unit, with

the school as its headquarters.
|‘1 L] - * * *

In pre-war times cricket and foothall were
everything, and schools competed with eacl
other in leagues. Now the whole idea is
that -every school should have attached to
it' its 0ld Boys’ Cadet Corps, and that there
should be competitions in bayonet-fighting,
shooting, and sport. The rd Roberts
Shield is already given to Cadet Corps with
the best shooting team. But this is for the
whole counhr% and does not go far. Each
town should ave its Jocnl fnmpeztit.!on;

* »

Cadets, however, will have to have a large.
horizon, even in their own school or the city
in which they live., As the county is the
area recognised by the War Office. as the
basis of Cadet orgamisation, Cadets must get
hold of the county feeling, In the days of
county ecricket matches boys watched the
welfare of their county team as if it was a
matter of life or death, Now they will have
to take the samsg interest in their County
Cadet Brigade. During the last few weeks
many of the county magnates have taken up
their cadets with enthusiasm for the first.

_most unreasonable man

One Penave 13

really do not know how long T may be
absent, This matter must wait till my
veturn, - I must—"

*“'This matter will do nothing of the
sort ! snapped tho master of the Third.

“Duot it must. Tt is impossible thab

“Do you think I am an utter
Ratclif 7 Am I not capable of H

“Oh, dear me! You are reslly the
I ever met,
Selby. The inquiry positively must wait.
And if T am to get away by the laie
train from Wayland to-night, as I must
do, it is necessary that I should see Dr.
Holmes at once to make arrangements.
You can go, Merry. Do you think I
require your presence here while I am
discussing my private affairs?"

“Stay here, Merry!” ordered Mr.

Selby furiousty. "

But Tom went. It was Mr, Ratcliff's
room, and he certainly did not want to
hear any discussion of that gentleman’s

private affairs,

ol
’fo i

There was a buzz- of comment and
questionings and excited speculation
throughout the school when Tom had
told his tale, It was no use, as he saw,
to attempt to keep it secret. Everyone
sxpected the biggest kind of a row next

ay. .

But the next day Mr. Ratcliff was
absent, and, while the Head took the
Fifth 1n his stead, Wingate was taking
the Third. r. Seclby had gone under -
t?“ﬁ bad biliops attack, complicated by a
chill,

And for fully a fortnight tho New
House master remained absent, and the
Third saw nothing of their tyrant.

Racke had to wait for his revenge.
Judgment wss suspended, and the rest
had to wait for the clearing up of the
mystery. There was a lot of talk at first,
but the tension subsided after a bit; and
through it all the -fellow who seemed
less excited than any of those who ild
be dragged into the trouble was Ralph
Reckness Cardew.

“Kismet, as the cheery old Turks
say,” he remarked to Levison. “If it
comes, it comes. If not, not. Anyway,
where's the use of worryin' 77

THE END.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—"FOES OF. THE SCHOOL

HOUSE !" by Martin Clifford.)
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CADET NOTES. 3#

time. This especially applies to the Yesh
Rldm-g of ‘Yarksljire. " L P ¢

One of the greatest concessions made by
the War Office_is to permit Cadet Corpa to
be affiliated to their local Volunteer Bat-
talion 50 as to have the advantage of thelr
headquarters, Some of the Volunteer Bat-
talions are showing practical interest in the
junior branch by giving substantial financial
assistance. For instance, the 17th Battalion
Countir of London V. Regiment has given
£100 to provide uniforms for a new Cadeb
Corps now being formed in Greenwich. The
headquarters .of the new unit is: The Gym-
nasium, Royal Hospital Schools, Greelm:ieh.

» * * * #* £

The Bristol Volunteers have set a very
good example of taking the Cadets umder
their wing, and a hig meeting was organised,
with the Lord Mayor in the chair. This is as
it shoutd be, and the mayor of every city
should always give the prestige of -his !J&bl‘{)ﬂ-
age to the Cadets. Who knows but, followin
the story of Dick Whtitington, the Cadet o
to-day may be the lord mayor of to-morrow!

- L] - * L L]
-“The Potteries are mot behind in Cadets,
and Staffordshire, where they make the
china and crockery, Is busily forming uew

Cadet Units, .
GEM LiBrART,—No. 519,
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ERHAPS of all the St. Jim's fellows
only Tom Merry is & more general
favourite among readers than Arthur
Augustus D'Arey.

. Some of them, it is true, misunderstand
fim. They think him conceited and foolish.
But these are usually eibher very young or
very new readers,

If you cannot look below the surface you
may easily miztake Gussy for a somewhat
empty-headed fellow with a pood deal of seli-
conceit, altogether tco much concerned.about

_his clothes, very easily spoofed, the butt of
friend and foe alike, and juclined to brag
about “feahful thwashin’s” that he is quite
anaize to administer.

In all this'there is a certain amount of
truth, Bat look deeper!

D'Arcy is simple because he is so open and
single-hearted and loyal, and because he fs
apt-to eredit with his own sincerity people
who Are as unlike him as anyone ean be.
He is not a very good judze of character;
put_he has the great gilt of cliarity—he is
Tea: believe in others as long as they
will let him. Is it o reproach to him that
he {8 more honest and more hovourable than

most? I think pot, Is it bis javit if he is

often taken in? Possibly, fo some extent;
but better the fool than the rogue, better
he crystal clear nature {hat is easily
eceived than cunning suspicion of every-
ne! There is a happy mean hetween the
wo; but Gussy is not the man for happy
means—he tends rather to exfremes. -

He has a very good opinion of himself.
Branted! So have many fellows who are not
worthy to black his boots. Most hoys now-
adays seem to have excellent opinions of
themselves; and some of them are justified
—not by abny means all. T think our Gussy
is better justified than most.

His chums are continually chipping him—
truet  But if you cannot understand the
spirlt in which they do it, you miss much
of the humour of the stories. It may eur-
grige some of you to know that Blake and

erries and Digby—and the rest, too, all of
them worth considering—have an even higher

tnion_of Gusay than he has of himself, For
Fs opinion is based on qualities partly
maginary—snch as tact and é’udgment and
acuteness, But theirs is based on qualities
that matter much more and that are real—
on QGussy's pluck, Guasy's loyalty, Gussy's
abounding generosity, Gussy's honour and
chivalry.

Without Arthur Augustus the chums of
Btudy No. 6 would find this. world a greyer
and & sadder and a duller one. If they lost
him somefhing would have gone out of their
{ives that could never be replaced. They are
very good chums, the four of them; and they
don't think ahout which of them is nearest
and dearest to any of the others, But I am
not at all sure that Gussy does not really
come first with Blake and Herries and Digby
alike, although they may not realise [t.

They cannot live up to lis standard of
ﬁilteness. They do not try to. They cer-

lnig do not desire to live up to his standard
of dress. For this is a real weakness of
Gusey's. No one needs to be quife 20 much
concerned about trouser-crcases and fanc
waistcoats and ties and gloves as he is. But,
after all; it is a very -harmless weakness,
though annoying to friends in a bhurry. Take
it as a hobby. Omne fellow’s hobby may be
the collection of various scraps of p d
paper which he knows as more or less rare
postage stamps; another may pore over long
columns of ﬁ%urgs which are interesting to
him because they are cricket averages, but
which the philatélic merchant would regard
ag the limit of dulness; one may keep white
mice or rabbita, and another drowm worms
and call it fishing; and there is room in the |
world for them all. Gussy's hobby is
Selobbah.”

. Everybody chips Arthur Augustus about
his tact and judgment, It is a fact that he
Is generally vainest of these qualities when

~

Lhag are hy no means
of his words and deeds. .
- Yed he is no fool. He often does the right
thing when his-head and his heart run npicely
in harness together. His notlon of a “wound
wobin ” on Outram's behaif was a first-rate
one. It Is grossly unfair to think of it as
a mere fluke because it was his idea. There
was real judgment, toc, in the dodge which
had so much to do with bringing Ernest
Lovison to his bearings. QGussy saw—what
others failed to see—that the one way in
which. the black sheep of the Fourth couid
be strongly influenced was through his minor.
And he put Frank Levison up to the dodge
of pretending to become a juvenile bold,
bad blade. And it worked—worked to
admiration! Gise him eredit for that.

t is when that very tender heart of his
runs away with his head that he goes
farthest wrong. And when farthest wrong
there”is in whaf he does so queer an element
of right that it often puts the men in
authority, who understand him, in a quandary
as to what shall be done with him. His
worst escapades seem somehow to redound to
his credit, looked at from one point of view.

And this can easily be explained. He never
acts from seifish motives, from spite, or from
hatred. Once, indeed, a prey to jealousy, he
was unfaicr te Dick Brooke; but it was so
utterly untike bim that one can only account
for it by the excuse that jealousy s akin to
madness. Can you pay & fellow a much
hi%her compliment than to say that if he
be
temporarily insane?

Miss Sylvia Carr was the root of the
trouble that time, though it was in no sense
her fault. She is oniy one of the many fair
mzidens who have made fleeting conquest of
the too, too susceptible heart of " Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy. re was Miss Courtney,
the niece of Dr, Holmes. She was six years
or 8o older than Gussy, and engaged to a
captain in the Army. She promised to be a

in evidence as rulers

aved like a cad he must have been
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sister to him. He must have quite a lot of
sisters of this sort, though he has no sister
by blood, There was Miss Lightfoot, the
daughter of Professor Lightfoof, who had
lodgings next to the draper's shop, Gussy
used 0 go and make extensive purchases nbt
the drag:r'n because of the nearness of his
inamorata; and he took music lessons from
her father o #s to get nearer still. And
Miss Priscilla Fawcett had to be called in
to talk him out .of It in the long run. She
did it by appealinf to his generosity—an
appeal that cannot fail to move Gussy. And
there were Miss Bunn and the girl from the
stores, and the circus lady, and others. But
the best of all was when he fell deeply in
love with “Ann Jane "—who was Kerr in
disguise! A longer catalogue might be
given; but these few samples should be
enough, Gussy was always in dead earnest.
e never had any thought of a mere
flirtution.  The lx.d% in the case was the
queen of hig heart. ortunsgte!ir none of the
ﬂttm;l'\:s of heart trouble did him any real
arm?

But chivalry. though the worship of fair
ludies was an important part of it, mednt
saueh besides that: and Gussy is the soul
of chivalry. No knight of the great old
 knightly fimes was more chivalrous than ke
—not_ Langelot du Lake or Tristram, not
¢ir Walter Manny or 8ir John Chandos, not
Bayard or Du Guesclin—how the names ring
to those who know what they mean!
Chivalry meant care for the weak and the
helpless, readiness to right wropgs. Who is
readier to stand by amyome who' has the
crowd against him than Gussy? He stood
by Valentine Outram, and little Joe Frayne,
and maeny snother. He cannot hear a tale
of woe, true or false, without wanting to do
something to relieve the burden.

And hbospitality was no small part of
chivaley., It was reckoned the act of 2
churl, unworthy of a knight, to refuse it,
even in an undeserving case. Gussy cannot
be rude even to Bunter or to Trimble under

own roof. “Noblesse oblige "—whatever
they may be, it is for him to be himself,
dging not, suppressing big own wishes.
vhen Crooke and Mellish suborned a shady
loafer to enact the part of Gussy’s Canadian
cousin, -Gussy bore with the loafer’s vagaries,
much as they distressed him. —He was
spoofed, of course; but the discredit lay
with those, who spoofed him—he came out
of it well.

He is always being spoofed. It is dead
easy to take him in. Gordon Gay did it when
he transformed himself into “D’Arcy's
Double.” That was one of Gussy's doubles;
the other was a mechanical image made by
“that Inventive genius Bernard Glyn. Others
have spoofed Gussy in almost every way
imaginable; but he is still open
spoofed ngain.

Of his many attempis to be and to do only
one or two can he mentioned here. He
became a ‘detective once, with Skimmy as
hig assistant; and the inmocent pair went in
search of & kidnapped child, an:
spoofed by a rascal, and put down a dr
well. He took lessons from Bunter at half-
a-guinea a lesson, and imagined himself a
ventriloquist on the strength of them. He
ran away from school, and was engaged as
int.ergreter at a big hotel.

But he can do things. He can ride—not
merely well, but finely. He won a steeple-
chase once. He can play footer—don’t be
deluded by the chaff of his chums inio
believing that it is a matter of indifference
to them whether he is or is not in his place
on the wing! Speedy and very accurate of
kick, he is & real asset to his side there. In
the cricket-field, too, he is valuable, despite
all the chaff about ducks’ eggs that be has
to suffer. He has made at least one century,
and has helped to win many a mateh. He
can run as well as most—not as well as the
best, maybe.’ There are fellows who can lick

him, with the gloves-or without; but there
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are more whom he can lick.  He lacks the
physical development of Tom Merry or Blake
or Talhot—uot to compare him with the burty
Grundy or the muscular Kangaroo—but he
would stacd np to any of them without a
tremor, and would cause some - damage
before he went under, He does not often
fight, for hig threats of “fealiful thwashin's *
are not very serious; and hig nature la very
pacifie, 3

He ¢an he very obstinate at times.” There
have been rifts in the lute in Study No, 8,
and Gussy has discarded Blake and Herries
and Dig “for evah,” has gone down to do his
PFEP. in  the cold Form-room, and has
pointedly avoided the chums of bhis heart
when hé met thewm, It Jhas usually heen
through some wound to his sensitive pride,
as when they were made to believe that he
had been betting, and he was too proud even

A
|

The twins are Philip Derwent. of Iigheliffe,

heen until recently witls Flip (Phifip) at
. him with Vavasour.

taste for it ar the outser, takes ro gambliny,

The Fescinating Vavasour,

¢ g F you tanch me you'll get n smack of

the face!”
- Vavazour desisted. The girl seemed
to mewn it. He found her difficult to
understand.
= o rou kiew a fa
name of Dutien, or
“ Bunter, y-u Med
Jipow him,?
“Friend of your:
“ Ahzolutely not!” .
“Ah, thats right! Well, next time you

t chap at Greyfriars—
mething that
, I faney,  Yuaas

see lim give bim 4 puwch on the nose for |l

me. I don’t like the fat beust!” ot

“Has he been annoying you, Gwennie?®

“He has that!”

“Then ['ll slay himn—ahsolutely !?

The zirl giggled.

“Yes, do!” she said. “V¥ou might got o
goed price for him from a pork butcher;
and we'll go halves, Here's the Jetters,
Hope yuu're to be trusted with them safely.
Ho-lowig, old top!»

It was not'a sentimental leave-taking. But
Miss Gittina was not really sentimental at
all.  Sbe liked being admired, and ghe lovea
chocolates—that was all,

She turned ‘and smiled at Vav_from the
sufe distance of a chain or so. Vav kissed
his hand, and she kissed hers im return.

Then she swung off with a stride that
carried her along at a man’s pace.

Vavasour watched till she was out of
sight. Vav.was smittcn, but, vain as-he was,
he could not guite feel sure that Miss Gittins

was also smitien.
the letters ske had

He looked dewn ab
handed over. i

One was for Langley. To Vav's practised
eye it looked like.a bookie’s missive, though
the eyes of authority- at Higheliffe would
not have detected that., Another was for
Reedman of .the Fifth; that looked like a
letter from bis mother. The third was for
Frank Courtenay, and the addresa was in
the handwriting of Harry Wharton. Some-
thing shout footer, prehably, Vav thenght.

There were two for Derwent, The Arst was
addressed in the hand of an elderly lady, and
came from gome remote village in the Mid-
lands, = That had no interest for Gadsby's
confederate. &

But the other was plainly from Tunstall.

Vavasour drew 2 long. deep hreath.

He was more than half afraid. .This tam-

pering  with _fellows’ letters was a dashed"

dangerous thing, bhe thought. Should he
let it go? 3

It would hardly hbe 'fair to the Gittins-ginl
to collar it, either. B8he had her own notions
of fair play, larky as she was. She was never
spiteful, - Tt was easy enough to believe
that, though it would not -appear to have
been a family trait, judging from ber
brother and . her uncle, and what she had
said of her mother,

S S e

e T g

ighciitfe, but iz now at (ki House,

His hest_chuns, Merton and 1u

*Merton’s eye: in a fight with Possonby. ln their absenc
i i He has heen to the (Ll

the way he has fallen in with Dilly Bunter, of Greyeriars, and they

‘Gausby gets Yavasour to go and meet the new post-gicl, in
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to inguire clogely into what they were driving
at. Bat all has come right agaii,

Hie obstinacy was shown when he insisted
in going over to Rookwood to play witle the
team, though he had been deﬁla‘\,ine'd- by Mr.
Selby. He was chased in a moter-car by
that fll-tempered gentleman, and matters
would have gone ill for him hut that he
rescued Mr. Selby from _drownin% at very
considerable risk to himself. he Third
Form-master was gratetul at the time,
though hLis gratitude did not last long. =

Gussy's curious manner of talking is not
affectation, It is due to an inability to
sound the letter “r* property. Many other
people share this inability.  This does not
account for hns “Bal Jove!” of course; but
that is at least as fitting as “Crumbsg!” or
“My hat!™ and distinetly preferable to “My
only maiden aunt!” -

THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA.

FOR NEW READERS.
and his sister Philipra, of (‘liﬂf]lluuse,

I, apc awsy from the school for a

walk back
crder to intercept an expeeted
(Now read on.)

She had impressed Vavasour. Prohably
the impression would not have lasted long,
In any ca-e. Buf it was given no_chance.

“Got it 7™ asked the veice of Gadshy.

Gadshy had come up unperueived?
chum wurped with a start.

“You scared me, Guddy—absolutely!” he

said.

s Youre dached eusily
Gedshy.  “DBut you alway
matter, Hete, 11} have t

Tke fifth tetier was wlkipped out of Vav's
hand, Gadshy's eyes gieamed with a lurid

His

seared!” growled
were, for that

so mmueh

say! I den't know
“It ain't

protested Vavascur,
quite ]ene cheese, Gaddy, y’know.” "
S 'Why, yeu silly idiot, you put up to
it roared Gadsiy.‘ e
L

Did 17 Cun't rtemember it. I sey,
G&ddg———“
“Qh. shut it! I'm not goin’ to dashed

well erawl cut now; an’ 1'm not goin' to let
you, either!™

Gadshr waz leoking his ugliest.
by far the stronger of the two,

Sulkily, uncasily. Vavasour gave way.

“Well, I didn't give it to you. You col-
lared it.” he said weakly,

“Don't he a_worm!” rapped out Gadsby.

He moved off towards the school, Vavasour
followed.

“Phere's Derwent comin',” gaid Gadshy.
“Wait for the cad an’ give him that other
letter you've gect for him. Tell him any
dashed lie you like, You ecan tell ‘em, Vav,

He was

¥ know.” .

4] don't see waitin’ for him. He may
smell & rat.”

“Not he! He's as unsuspicious as they

make ‘em—a dushed softy about anythin’
like this! T'm off. anyway.”

And Gadshby went, whistling an air from
“Maritana.” with Tunstall’s letter to Flip
in his pocket. . -

g
Tunstall’s Letter.
ERE'S a letter for you, Derwent,”

6
H said Vavasour, as Flip came up.-
. “Hallo! Turted  postman,
Vavasour?” asked Flip.

But he took the letter exgerly, not waiting
for an answer to his joking inauiry.

His face fell as he saw the handwriting of
his-aunt. Vavasour noted that, and it made
him feel uncomfnrtable for the moment.

He hastened to speak, lest Flip. should

f ask him whether that was the ouly letter.

I he had. not already been well aware that
it was for the other Flip was waiting so
impatiently, he would have known now.
“Not exactly,” he said. with a nervous
glggle. “It isn't a postman now, you know,
Derwent: it's & post.girl. GQood-lookin’® gitl,
too--abzolutely 1" |
Flip thrust his aunt's unopencd letter into
his pocket. He did not want Vavasour

They have a cockatoo, named (¢
Laz made an enemy of Gadshy,

13

D’Arey when his father j3 the Earl of East-
wood. But his father’s ' family name is
D’Arey; the other is his title. The Duke of
Norfolk's. family name is Howard, and the
Duke of Bedford’s Russell, A title and a
family mname are ditferent things, And
another frequent question is as to why he is
[ “The Honourable ” Arthnr Augustus D'Arcy.
Well, the eldest som of an carl bhas the
courtesy title of "Lord "—as Is the case with
Lord Conway, @Gussy's elder brother; and
the other sons are * Honourables "—see
now? - i
Simple, yet no simpleton—proud, without
a toueh of snobbery—brave and -tendce-
t hearted—a very human boy, and yet a great
gentleman, 'in the best sense of that word,
which may mecan so nmeh or so little—ao
' may Arthur Avgustus D'Arey he summed up!

frninire el
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cky, which has
i . who is plotting against
time, owing to a serious accident to ome of

o Flip gets Too friendly with Pon, and the rest of the nuts, and, without any real
se hovkey Held to sec his sister, Flap, but has not scen her.
together,

On
Bunter -gceidentally leis out something,
!ett,qr from TFunstatl to Flip, =

1o see how disappointed he waas. He rather
resented the interest Vav and Gaddy showed
in the question- whether he would hear from
Tunstall or nots

“Sume girl Bunter's been talking” ahout,
I suppose?” he said.  “Licks me what asses
eome of you chaps. make of yourselves over
girls.”

“Oh, Buater’s been talkin’, kas he?” said
Vavasour. “1i you sec your friend Bunter
again, Derwent, you might tell the rotter
from me that he will get Lis dahed heud
punched next time I see him, by gad!”

Flip stared in surprise, Vav as a fighting-
man rather tickled him.

But it did not need anything great in the
way of fighting-men to give Bilty Bunter
a hiding, of course. _ .

“Bunter's no friend of mine,” Flip said.
“Cam’t think how those Greyfriars fellows
stick the chap! What's he heen doing?”

“&h, never mind! I'm goin’ to punch his
dashed head, that's all.” 3

“Bub that won't be alt if he shows fight.
There's some weight there, you kpow, Vav.”

“I don't care! It's up to me to give him
a_lickin’, an’ 1 mean -to do it—absolutely!
He's been insuitin’ Miss Gittins!”

“That’s the post-gitl, ain't it? He told me
he asRed her for a kiss. I suppose she told
you?”

“Yaas; an” I'm not goin’ fo have it!”

“Well, Bunter didu’t get it, as far as I
can make out, sa you're on a_ fevel footin’
so far, Cheer up, Vav! I believe you can
give that fat ass a start- and a_ licking
when it comes to the spoony game, Ha, ha!"
“He isn't dashed weil goin’ to insult the
girl!” Vavasour said doggedly.

“He ought to he stopped at that. Tt's
pretty thick asking a post-girl for kisses, I
reckon !

Vavasour gcowled at that. Flip could
guess that Bunter was not the only one.
But he refrained from saying so. It was
not worth while to quarrel with Vav.

He hoped that when—if cver—it came to
trial of battle between the Greyfriars por-
poise and the Higheliffe dandy, he wonld
have the Iuck to be there, though.

In spite of his worry, the very thought of
that dread conflict amused him. ¢

They passed in through the gates togather,
Flip went to his lonely study, and Vavasour
to No. 1, where he found Gadshy.

“It’s a bit thick about that letter, Gaddy,
y'know,” he said weakly.

“You fat-headed chump! Bhut the door
hefore yeu hegin to talk scerets!” anarled
Qadsby, shutting it himself.

‘He fook a letter from his pocket.

“Here, read it!” he said, and he thrust it

ab Vav.
That hold youtk shrank away.
“I don’t want to. by gad!” he said. “I'd
rather have nothin' to do with it, abso-
tatelyl” - -

L

We are often asked why his -pama i3 .
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“Why, you put

me up to the dodge!”
fnorted Gadshy, “I%

~ou who h

the letter over to m You can't dashed
well slink out now, Vav. DBesides, it's in-
terestin'.”

Vavasour took the letter. His .hand

shook, and his lips twittered. He was s
and also, deep down in his heart, he had
a feeling that Derment was a nicer fellow,
and by far a better chum, than Gadshy.
He did not like Flip; be hated him in a
weak way. But he eaw that, Perhaps Miss
Gwendolen Gittins, who wag never spiteful,
and did not belisve in doing things that
Ur’re not straight, had helped lnm to see it.

It was on the tip of hiz tongue to say:

“Let's chuck it, Gaddy!”

But the words were ImL spoken. The lurid
gleam in Gadsby's ¢ prevented  that.
Gadshy was more in earnest in his plotting
against Philip Derwent than he
been about anything in his life before.

Vavasour read the letter, and Gadshy
stood watching him as he rund.

“Dear old chap "—thus it ran,—“Awfully
bucked to hear from you. I won't deny thal
it did seem both to Algy and me that you

were giving us the chuck for Pon, and old
Algy took it rather hard that you didn't

furn up to the fight. But we understand
better now: and, after all, it was too much
to expect, pcrh.u!s that you should throw

P'Hl over at once.

“Things aren’t so bad as they might be.
The specialist does not say Algy will lose
his sight; but he is confoundedly cautious
about what he does s I fancy he believes
that it will all come 11gl1t again, but won't
plunge ‘on it, There is serious injury, and
he says he has never seen the like of it
from the same cause; but pe 8 he hasn't
seen much in the pugilistic w

“Algy has to be jolly careful: and so have
wé all, for that matter. He is blindiolded ;
but what's it matter about being in the dark
for. a week or two, as long as you escape
being in the dark for the rest of your llfo7
He kee‘ps pretty cheerful, on the whole.

“He doesn’t bear any grudgc against Pon-
sonby-for the accident; it was an accident,
and that settfes the matter. But neither he
nor this child feels like ever being chummy
with Pon again. I won't say too much
about that, for it looks like tcihnx you to
make up your mind what you will do before
we come back—if we ever do come baek.
And it Algy does not, I sha'n't—that’s flat!
I think I should get my people to send me
to St. Jim's, That's only if a thing happens
that would make Higheliffe too dashed miscr-
able a place for me, though—and I'm not
g_rnina’ to believe it will happen till it does!

“Sec here, Flip, can’t you go to the old

bird and serew a week-cnd leave out of
him? He would grant it, 1 fcel sure; and
we should be so pleased tn sce you. [ mean

Merton's mater and the girls, as well as us

two. 1t was Mrza. Merton who suggested
it. ‘Molly Gray has written to the kids here
about you and your ster; thoro were
never such nice people before or since,
aceording to the red- headed I' Let me
know at once, it you can; there ism't any
too much time.

“Thauk the fellows for their messages—all
of them, though I fapey some mean them
more than others, Thanlk Courtenay and De
Courey particularly. Courtenay wrofe to
Algy, and was ever so decent. And the
Greyiriars chaps, too; we have heard from
Wharton, and he’ sends all sorts of nice
messages. And, above all, the girls at CLiff
House. It was Phyllis who wrote; hnt she
said she was writing for them all, and Clara
and I\Id.jl‘ll'h, and Flap had all sesibbled
messages for themselves on the last page.
T will write some duy: but tiis has rather
taken it out of mcflon{;cst letter 1 ever
wrote—and there's lots to dn, reading the
war news to old Algy, and lnepmg un the
pecker of the girls and their mothpr Aley
hasn’t a -fathcr, you know: and, of course,
that makes it harder for Mrs. Merton, who
is one of the hest.

“Yours ever, nld cha
“F. Q. '1UN\T{LL"

It was the sort of letter that Flip would
have given anything to p.Lt—VaV'wour knew
that. Vavasour's heart was a dried-up and
small organ, but that letter touched if for
the moment.

“1 say, y'know, Gaddy-—

“Put it away, you utter mm an' shut up!
Here's Pon comin’ ssed {Lu'\h\

Vavasour thrust ‘the letter into his pocket
as Ponsonby entered.

“Hallo! ‘.{mr are you twe plottin®
isked

now,
Pon.

had ever |

| than

| ‘sour (nuld not have spoken :
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“Nothin’,"

dily.” Vs
mouth w;
were only thuakm about a

' answercd Gads

f’.uu dry. “\_

game

*Banke “Flippy won't

- it. there’s nothin’ in it; an’, of
course, lt nulh is-pure chance.

I}e;n nds upon how it's pl }cd Ly gad!”

Pon looked narrowly at G

“Are you sugge that I ‘.lmuld heip
to rig the game against Derwent?” he asked,
with a touch of hauteur.

“No. He ain’t the only pebble on the
beach, I suppose—is he?” replied Gadsby
sulkily. *“We might get someone else in, an’

your dear pal ot
I don't mind div
as he don't get mn
“You idiot! Don't you ]\no"\ hlm better
that?” snapped Pon.
Vavasour guictly strolled ont. e did not
fecl safe in Pon's neighbourhood with that
struck him as queer

letter in his pocket. It
that he should be feeling like that about

Id mlp Lh to &}\m fhem.

the arch-plotter. But he knew that
particular plot would not ¢ Pon
then, though he did not see why it

hut
He

';:ning to destroy the letter,
made him hold his hand.

something
went upstairs to the dormitory, and hid the
thing at the bottom of hiz hox, under many

faney waistcoats and well-creased trousers.
Meanwhile, Gadshy and Pon had not missed

.

“If you mean, don’t I know that he isn't
rcally one of ug, an’ never will be, T do!”

red Gadsby, “What you're at licks me,

I know you've a fancy for the chap’s
but that's settled for good an’ all
She hates the sight of you after what
you've done to Merton. Not =0 dashed sure
that she dido’t b the sight of u hefore
that; but, anyway, that's settled it!”

‘ﬂu\e 1 asked you for your adsvice, dash
you * snarled Pon,

*No, It's a frec gift, old fop!"

“Keep it till it's asked for! You're gettin® |
i lnt above yourself, Gaddy, let me tell |
ol !
) And Pon strode out and slu.rnmeu the door.
Ten minutes or so later Gadsby met Vava-
SOUT.

“Hand over that letier, Vav!”

“it will he safer to burn the thing.”

i e that already,” answered Vav.

looked at him searchingly.
he said.
vAsour Was no
¢ not many thin

IJe said.

novice

Rivals Meet.

seen that chap
said Gadsby

Chiker
the next

.\ EJ..OIIIle\" !” he replied.
ATAD
Vavi”
noon.

; I
“You're welcomo, ;\l:snlntch

I'm dashed if I want to see him!”

Mr. Chiker was nof a gentleman who ap-
peale ri much to the dandy. In the footcr-
field Mr. Chiker wasz a dashing and brutal
Flip Derwent, Frank;Courten and
de Courey had all learned by experi-
Out of it he was a well-paid munition
worker, with a craze for gambling that swal-
lowed up most of his money, hail-fellow-well-
met, with all the shady rascals of the
Courtfield neighbourhood, and the uncle of
the fair Miss Gittins and her brother Gehazi,

“Don't be a dashed donkey! He put me
up to somethin’.”

“I ain’t sure that you need puttin’ up to |
anythin’, Gaddy. !ou re up to a dashed
su,rhls too much now!

“Rats! This wasn't anythin' in the plottm
line. Chiker knows of a new place at (,mzrt
field where a feilow can get a game, an' the
chance of winnin' a whole pot of chink!
Better class than that show we went 1o once
—where we saw him, you know.’

“By gad, it's got to be if I'm go tlmrr'"
said Vavasenr. But his eyes gleamed, Tl
gambling spirit was Btrnn-r {n Tim. Tha
\ms no class ap alI—bcastlv low! But Llus
can't be anythin' if theyll have Chiker
there!”

“Don’t talk dashed roft! The ecad's got
money to burn.  Of course they'll have him!
You're rpoonin’ with that niece of his. It's
hardly the thing bar the uncle.”

Vavasour grinned feebly. His spooning had
not made much headway that mornins.  Miss
Gitting had thanked him very nicely for a
biz box of chocolates, but séemed to have
taken them on the deferred payment system.
And there had been no:. chance to press for
payment, Langley and Beauchamp bad hove
rht, and- Vav had deemed it prudent to

again,
alter-

|
But |

= “0Oh, no, absolutely!

sakes

X
chink we couldn't o for them,

| the night before than he did abou

One Penny.

“ Where did you see him. dy? as

"At the Cross Keys. slipped in th
to clear up a matt r with Hawke. A
shark that chap is!”

“What " was the mu -worker—chap
fhat's doin’ every hit as much as the
bounders in the trenches, accordin’ to some,
of the wise men —doin" at the C Keys

between twelve an’ one in the d'ntime
“Off work with a bad he S0

Any way, he's off work for a mr

in this Courtfield bizney.
“Then it's sure to be

a dashed swiizle--

are to be a bit that way in any case
replied Gadshy calmly. * I

Vav,'
lows ain’t in it for the good of the
any -more than we are when we get

h h
hr-Id of
somethin’ soft.”

“Worst of it is we sh
for them,” remarked Va
acumen.

“Not if T know it!
word to Pon;

' sofb
rsual

Var,
but how would you I
st.{ml in with the bank?"

See here,

avasour
ohjection.

reflected. He had no maral
But it seemed to him too wzood
to be true. At roulette and all Kindred
games, whatever is doubtful, this mue
surc—the bank will win! One |
breaking the bank, hut the breakage
to be one that can be mended with n
that the cleverest of our surgeons eanr
emulate with a broken limh. When the |
is said to be broken, all that the p
rr-.s115 implies that those in charge thi
it advisable to knock off for the time being.
They cannot lose everything on their system.
The would-he hreaker ot the bank can, what-
ever his system may be in theory.
Gadsby was in funds. Probably Mr. Hawke

i v aying his fish
he was seldom
often pretended

agour,

i he

it means puitin® in capital,
You can't
investment,

“Well, somethin' of that sort.
expect a dividend without any

old scout.”
But I don’t trust
Hawke much, y'know. An' there wonld he
tilv merry dickens of a row il it eame out!”
“How eould it come out, fathead? They're
bound to kup inks dark, for their own
the
S50 are we.

honed onr
¥'know."
more WIdeawake than
usnal, But Gadsby was not surprised at
that. Vav had a way of waking up when
anyone proposed to tou‘ch his pocket.
“Well, think it over,” said Gadshy. *“I
haven’t got all the detruls yet, of course.
But it looks to me like quite s rrood thing:

1t they

Vavasour seemed

an’ anyway 1 mean to keep in 'tmrch with
Chiker.
“Oh, by gad, there's that ead Bunter!

I've got something important to say to him.”

Down the road, his fat face full of dis-
content, came William George Bunter.
inm €eorge had had a trying day. He
ianced his prep the night before, in
spite of Peter Todd's ‘.\';n'nings; and Mr.
Queleh had put him up first to construe.
Even if Bunter had done his prep, the result
would not have been glorious, for it was as
much as Bunter could do to distinguish &
noyn from a verb in Latin. But the result
had been to show that he knew no more
about- the passage he should have studied
Brown-
ing’s “Sordello” or the Japanese Samurai,
both of which he would probably have taken
for foreign foods if anyone had mentioned
them to him.

Mr. Queleh had givep him three across cach
hand. He had also told him to write out
the passage ten times, with a ftranstation
each time.

Then Wingate had caught him lnteﬂmg at
a study door, and had treated him to a dose
of ashplant. And Peter Todd had convicted
him of the theft of a box of sardines, and
had used the cricket-stump. That was all
before  dinner, Since dinner Bunter had
fallen foul in succession of the Famous Five,
George Bulstrode, and Mauly,

It seemed to him the very irony of fafe
that  his . lazy lordship, who 8o seldom
troubled about anything, should have roused
himself” to give Bunter a licking. Delarcy
and Vivian were responsible; they had [mt
it to \Imily that it was. his duty to lick
Bunter for ransacking his desk. T]lej had
refosed to act as (hputzes for Mauly, too,
and had kept him up to the mark by staying
to witness the execution, as they called it,

(Tc be continued next week.)

1/



