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CHAPTER 1.

: Contesting Points.

6 F T ain t worth more than one
I pomt * said Wally D Arcy firmly.
“QOh, come now,’ nplied Tom

\/leny “that’s rather rvot!”

“If you're going to call the umpueb
decidals—I mean, “what they settle

“You mean decisions, Wally,” said
Frank Levison,

“How do you know what I mean,
kid? Anyway, it's cheek to talk like
that. We're hom to settle things, and
what we say can’t be rot!’ -

Lefevre, of the Fifth Form

Jim’s, mmned.
- The mecetings of the committee of
management fon the series of contests
betw(lon the Shell and Fourth Forms |
afforded Lefevre a good deal of amuse-
ment, although he seldom let the other
memb01s see how amused he was.

Lefevre was chairman of committee
and final referee. Tom Merry and
Talbot represented the Shell, Jack
Blake and Figgins the Fourth. The
other two members, and the colleagues
of Lefevre in the task of umpiring, were
Wally D’Arey and Frank Levison of
the Third.

Those two were only fags, of course.’
To be chosen on such a committee was
high honour for them, for naturally
they had not been mfounod that, the
chief reason for appointing Third-
Formers was that both Shell and Fourth
barred having the Forms above them
taking too. blvr a part in the proceedings.
They did not want to he bossed by
seniors.

The altematlvo seemed mnow to be

being bossed by fags—or, rather, by one
ag, TFor it could not fairly be sald that
Frank Levison showed the same dis-
position to be arbitrary that Wally of
the Third did.
. Frank’s attitude was as satisfactory as
Lefevre’s, and more -than that it would
be hard to say. - The Fifth-Former was
plounrr a - first-rate chairman.

And Levison minor fellowed his lead
rather than that of Wally. The
youngster had more brains than most of
the Third. and, though as fond of fun
as his Form-mates, was far more
thoughtful,

VV'ﬂIV had come to this meeting with
his mind made up that the v1(‘t0rv of
Racke over Mellish in a race that they
did not know thoy were running really
was not worth more than one point.

~Tom Merry contended that it ought to
he counted as a serious oontest, and
should .certainly be awarded at least
three points. The Fourth Form repre-
sentatives did mnot contest this. Tt
might not- be long before thev had to
hrmo' before the tribunal a case very
ml.(‘h of the same kind., °

But Wally contested it. Lefevre and
Levison minor hwd as Vot r‘mrcucd no
opinion at all. The members of the two
Forms concer ncd had no vote in maiters
of this kind. They were only on the
committee to express *hon‘
the views of their Forms, which cambo §
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very much the same thing - lpa\mg the

_umpires to decide after hearing them.

“Perhaps you vnll allow Mérry to say
what he thinks,” suggested Lefevre,
“h, I'm \wlhrﬂ enough to listen to

him, thou“’h nothmcr he says will jolly
we?ll malke any difference” to what I
think,” rveplied Wally.

“I don’t know that I’ve any more to
say. It has already been agreed that
either Form forfeits ten points for each
fellow in it that fails to come up to the

wmtch for at least one event,” said
Tom. <

Lefevre nodded.

“Qulte a good nation, T consider,” he
said, “it's undelst(‘od too, that some

of them won’t come up to the seratch
willingly and owing to that, provision
has be-n made for the prmo-mu them in
by strategy. This partu‘ulm ovent was
agreed to as ranking by Merry and
Blake, as IODI’ESCHLH)‘“ the two Forms
u.onqclned  § b(‘lle\o"’
“That’s so,” said Blake.

=3 dent know the exact
stances——"

*“That’s where you slip up, Lefevre!”

circum-

put in Wally eagerly. “Now do.
Racke and Mellish ran away from
Towser, old Herries’ bulldog, These

two chaps saw them, and took it as a
race, Racke being Shell and Mellish
belonging to the Fourth-sce ?”

“ And both l*mnf* of the Conscientious
Obijector type,” answered Lefevre,
smiling. “I see’

“Jolly little conscience 'wlout those
two I’ . growled George Figgins.

“And jolly little about the ordinary
type of Conchy !” said the Fifth-Former

blandly. “I think we may agree to call
the recalcitrant members of the two
Forms Conscientious Objectors—or, for
short, Conchies. Proceed, D’Arey
minor, my esteemed (-u]loaoue 1 fear
that 1 interrupted you.”

“Well, come to that, T butted in when
vou were speaking,” said Wally, not
to be outdone in politeness. “But
Franky and I know all about it, and
you don’t seem to. - Well, old Towser
chased them, and Racke got round the
corner before Mellish, so by what Tom
Merry and Blake agreed he won. I
suppese he really can run better than

Mellish, because they’re both such
rotten funks that you may be jolly sure
they hoth ran their hardest when they
thought Towser was geing to see how
they tastod But what's the best eallop
Racke can put up worth? - We've
agreed that there shall be three classes
of events—A, B, and C-—-and the points
for B and C aren’t to be as high as for
A. That’s fair enough., Well, then,
Racke’s about Class Z, and one pom\‘ s
a heap more than _anything he can do
is worth 1”

Wally paused for breath. - -Never in
his life before had he made so long an
oratmn as that withont interruption.

The Third -did not look with eyes of
favour upon long orations.

“My co;lmguo adduces :or»‘c.i; argu-
ments,”” said Ve,

“Hang  about cogent! They'rs
l‘easonablo and what's more, they're
right,” spoke Wally in the car ‘of Frank
Levison.

“That's what Lefevre means,” replied
Frank.

“Why don’t he say so, then? I don’t

believe thw‘r such a word as ‘cogent’
in the dic. !’

“There are just a few words thera
that you dou’t know, Wally. "Bout a
quarter of a miilion or sa, I reckon.’

“What good are they? Still, if old
Lefevre admits I'm  right, I'm not
grumbling.”

While this aside took place the four
members of the committee who were
called upon Ly Lefevre consulted  to-
gether.

“We give in,” said Talbot, after a
minute or so. "VVe raise no objectlon
to D’Arcy minor’s elassification of

Racke as Z, and we accept the single
paint as suffictent for his vietory over
Mellish. Is that good enough?”

“It’s not to affect anything that may
Qonw afterwards, though,” Blake added.

Racke was the awkwardest case these
fellows had to deal with, and they oughs
to be jaolly glad not to lose ten points
for failing to get him in at all! I
agreed at the time, and I'm not going
back on it now. But everyone knows
that 1\«Ielhﬂh isn’'t so hard to handle as
Raeke.”

“We'd have had Mellish in befors
we'd finished,” said Figgins. “But the
Shell might never have got another
chance with Racke. It ain’t so jolly
often he’s caught out deing anything
that could possibly be called athletic.”

“I vote that the Fourth are allowed

four points for what old Towser did!”
struek in Wally.

“But Towser isn't a member of the
Fourth I’" objected Tom Merry,

“He’s just as gooed. He belongs to
Herries. - And he’s worth a score of
rotters like Mellish and Baggy !”

“T don’t think that Towser can rank,”
Lefevre said.

“Besides, he never was in the race,”
Tom Menv observed, with a grin as he
saw in memory the uﬁh of Racke and
Mellish to esgape. “If they’d only
known it he never had a chance once
they fairly started to run. There ain’t
a lot of the greyhound about Towser.”

“I must rule Towser out!” said the
chairman. ‘“Are we agreed that the
victory of Racke over Mellish shall
score a point to the Shell?”

“T've said so already,” T(’pllhﬂ Wally.
“I’'ve kept on saying so.

“Shut.up, fathead 1’ whispered Frank.
Aloud he said: “T agree, Lefevre.”

“Right-ho! Then enter it up, and
Merry and Blake will initial it as bcms;
satisfactory and correct,*

Frank’s face was very solemn as
opened a carefully-ruled notebook, a
made the necessary @ e was a
eumv to il zttee,
s of the beok ef records.
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d
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The u.trins therein, after he had
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writfen a line in his best round- hand,
read thus:
“SHELL v. FOURTH.

‘1. Hundred Yards Race (Class A).—
First, G. Figgins (4th); second, T. Merry
(Shdl) third, J. Blake (4th).

“Points:, Tourth (seven
nine ; Shell, four.

9" Race bebtween A. Racke ({Shell)
and P. Mellish (4thj. Racko won,

“Points: Shell, one.

On the right hand of the page the
points were carried out in parallel
columns, and it could be scen at a glance
that thus far the Fourth led by nine
points to ﬁ»e

“You can’t say
objected Wally.

“Y can, and I do,” replied Frank, pass-
ing the book across to be initialled by
Tom Merry and Blal;o

“Can _hé say ‘one points,’
appmlod Wally.

Hardly worth ar aumg about, is it7"”
returned the chairman. *“You were the
ob](\oton to making the last event points,
T think.

“T'Lke care of that book, kid!” said
Blake, as he passed it back. “It's casy
enough to remember now how we stand,
but it won’t be so easy later on, and
that’s the only real evidence.”

“You'd botter let me take charge of
i anky said Wally. “T'm not
lllmly to

“Rats!” retorted Frank. “I'm sccre-
tary; you're not. You're only the chap
who does all the objecting and most of
the chinwag!”

and two),

‘one points,” ass!”

Lefevre 77

—

CHAPTER 2.
The Conchies.

&4 E’RE not goin’ to put up with
it, dashed if we are!” said
Racke bringing his fist down
on the table to ecmphasise
his words.

At the same time that the competition
committee was holding its meeting in
Study No. 10 another meeting was being
held in No. 7 onsthe same passage, the
study shared by Aubrey Racke and
George Gerald Crooke.

There were present, besides Racke and
Crocke, Clampe and Scrope of the Shell,
and Mclh:,h Trimble, and Chowle, of the
Fourth.

These represented - the
element of the two Forms.

“I don’t see why we should,”
Baggy Trimble, puffing out his
cheeks and lool‘mg defiant.

“There ain ’t much use in kickin' that
I can see,” remarked Chov.lc despond-
ently. “Racke says he’s-goin’ to kick.
But he cant They’ve seftled his hash

“already, an’ Mellish’ 5, too. Easy enough
to say that you won 't go in for anythin’
when you ain’t a bm likely to be asked
to. Nobody’s goin’ o worry about those
two after yesterday.”

Ha, ha, ha!”

irreconcilable

said
fat

“Towser settled that.
jeered Crooke.

Racke turned fiercely upon Crooke.

“He’d have settled you, too, if you
hadn’t rolled into the ditch to get out of
the way !” he snarled. ¢There’s nothin’
to be dashed well proud of in rollin’ into

a ditch, is there? It ain’t cxactly
heroic "7
But that sneer fell very flat. There

was no one present who, in the same cir-
cumstances, would not have done what
Crooke did, given the chance. The
seven slackers might not agree about

many things, but they were of one mind
as to discretion being the better part of
valour.

“That ain’t the question, you know,
Racke,” said Clampe. “You want to
get us to swear that we’ll keep outside
this rotten competition bizncy. Well, I
for one would a jolly sight rather keep
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outside it,.an’ I'm not sayin’ now that

i come into it of my own free will. 1

won’t run, or Jump or play footer to

ple'lce Merry an’ his crowd. But I fanc3
that in the long run they'll get me, just
as they got you, in some way that T amn’t
thinkin’ about.”

. “Thoy didn’t get me 17
‘I wou't recognise it.’
“They'll  recognise

Sctop(- said, grimung

“An’ that's what really counts,” re-
marked Mecllish. “T don’t know that I
mind a fat lot, either. That beast of a
bulldog didn’t cateh us, and now they
won’t worry me any more. I'm out of
it—without scoring any points for the
Fourth, tco!” -

“Do’ you mean that I scored for the
Shell 7 yelled Racke, in fury.

“Well, you did, then; therc’s no get-
ting away from that. Twice over, too,
for they'll take points because you licked
me, and if you had stood out they’d have
lost ten points on you, so that they really
got ten more there.”

“I tell you that I don’t an’ I won't
recognise it, you potty idiot! As for the
ten points, you could have stood out, too,
i suppose, couldn’t you?”

“You can suppose w hat you like,” said
Mellish sulkily, “but T know Jolls well
how it would have been. Life wouldn't
have been worth living for mo till T had
come in. You don’t catch Blake and
Figgins lotting a follow off like that!”

“This i how we look at it, Racke,”
ﬂald Crooke. ““Whatever you may say,
you're bagged. You've scored for the
Shell. Question is, that bein’ 50,
whether it's worth our while to buck ?

“Of course it is! Don’t be such an
absolute ass! TIt’s always worth w hll(‘ to
make things awkward for that g'mg

“Yes. But aren’t they goin’ to mdl\(
them a dashed sight d‘\l\\\dl(’lel for us
said Clampe.

“Yes, that's the way to lock at it, you
know, Rulm " said Baggy, ever tcadv
to veer with lho wind of populal opinion.

There scemed to be six to one 1
favour of letting the leaders of the two
Forms have their masterful way.

After all, it was not as though they
asked anything very strenuous of -the
slackers’ brigade.

It did but mean entering for one event,
and it was easy to choosé an event that
did not involve great exertion. Iven
Clampe ecould run part of a hundred

yards at his own pace without distress-

ing himself too much. And Clampe was
about the most hopeless weed in the

Shell, though the Fourth could put

forward a worse duffer in Baggy.

“You mean that you wot back me
up ?”’ snarled Racke.

The other six looked at one another,

“Don’t quite see why we should,”
said Crooke bluntly.

“Unless we get something out of it,”
added Baggy.

Baggy had struck the right note for the
rest. The eyes of all but Crooke gleamed
with greed. Crooke had plenty of cash.
So had Scrope and Clampe, for that
matter, Anyway, they had more than
most juniors had. But Mellish and
Baggy were always hard up, and Chowle
was generally so.

“So that's the game, is
Racke. “You rotters want
Well, T'll bribe you!”

“You needn’t call it by unpleasant
names, old sport!” said Sc!opu

‘Pm callin’ it what it is,”
Racke.

“Well, it’s for us to say whether we
acoept it or not, I fancy,” Crooke: said
unpleasantly. “You needn’t expectto
rope me in, for one. I'm not sayin’ that
T shall give in to Merry and his precious
crew of smugs. But I do say you can’t
bribe me !” )

roared Racke.

it,  though!”

7

it ?” said
bribin' ?

replied

-t The food regulations might not have
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¢ Plenty.  of . 0of of your own, of
course 7" retorted Racke. “ But it's not
cash I mczm. It's grub1”

“GRUB :
Baggy nmblc repeated the magic
word with an emphasis that nothing

short of capitals can possibly express.
The rest were no less keen thair Bag

them quite as hard, for they lacked Lis
immense storage capacity.

But rationing had caused them all
acute discomfort. They had gone con
cating all they could get hold of up to the
very last.. No voluntary rations for
these self-indulgent slackers !

Thus they found the new regime fuar
harder to bear than did fellows who had
voluntarily practised self-denial before it
came in.

“It's all very well to talk about grub,”
said Scrope. “But where are you goin’

to get #7 That's the peint.”

““Ves—that’s it sald Clampe. “‘If it
could have been had, I'd have had it. f
do get all I can, as it is. Dut there ain'c
much goin’ now.

“You can leave that to me,” replied
Racke, in a very confident manner.

“Crookey, you must know somethin’
about this,” said Scrope. “0ld Racke’s
got a hoard—that’s about the size of it.

“TI don’t know anvthm about it if e
has,” said Crooke. ““Of course, we've a
stock of some things. We weren't such
asses as to give up what the food-contra!
merchants called our hoard. An’ you
bet the prefects found nothin’ when they
came round on search! Not so rauch as
a tin of sardines. The r‘npboa.d was lila
old Mother Hubbard’s.’

“So was mine,” Clampe said. “Bus
T'm not out of savdines yet. Ha\'e to g2
easy on them, though—they won't last for
ever. So if Racke really has a hoard thuf
he's prepared to whack out 2

“I haven't said so, hav
givin’ myself away, thanks!
this—if you chaps will do what 1 want
stick it out against these rotters who waui
to ride roughshod over us—I'll stand -
whole crowd of you as much as you can
eat twice a weel !”

“I say, Racke, I'm on!” puffed Baggy
in breathless haste. “You won't catch 1
giving in—not likely! I say, can wo
have the first feed now? I'm starving !

They® were all on—that- was evideut.
Crooke may have felt a trifle doubtful.
He knew how little Racke’s promises
were worth. But in this case performance
would have to follow promisu, or Racke
Wi uuld fail to get what"he wanted.

“Of course you can 't have it now!
snapped Racke. ““‘I'm not jolly well goiu
to risk it here. But we'll find a place all
serene—I've one in my mind now that T
think will do. An’ if 1 can fix things up,
we'll have the first feed to-morrow, w hils
all ihol idiots are runnin’ races, oF
gapm at the rotters who run them

“It's a long time to wait,” said
Baggy, whose mouth was Jl(’xll z
ahead\

”You can dream about it to-night,”
fatty,” said Crooke.

“What will it be, Racke? I hope you'll
manage to geb some ham and meat-pies
and “solid things like that,” went on
Baggy. “ And pxeui\ of reallv swees
things, too. 'There's acver enough sugas
in things now. I don’t see what grown
men want with sugar; but they keep on
supplying it to the Auuv Much better
to keep 1t for grm\mff chaps who really
need i, like us!”

“I say, Racke, I suppose I'm in this??
said Mellish nerv ously.

“Pidn’t I say all of you?

“Yes; but they had me,
my sticking out now."”

“J tell you I don't recognise that silly
fool bizney 1" howled Racke.
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Nuobody arpusd the point this time,

‘AR knew that what counted’ was
vihether the competition committee recog-
nised the Racke- \Ielhﬂh race as an event
of the series. . And it was pretty certain
that the eommittee would,

But. if Racke could get any comiort out
of his refusal fo recognise it he was quite
weleame fo, that comfort—as long as he
kept his promise to stand two feeds a
week to the half-dozen!

“Quite_right, old man!” said Scrope
’ouxagmgly “After all, what that
rowd says doesn’t go with us. We won’t
recognise 1 !”

“ Not likely !” agreed Chowle.

Racke took Mellish aside.

. ¥ want you to keep an eye on
Trimble,” he said. “You an’ he dig
you know, an’ hell need look-

Meliish opennd his eyes widely.

"‘\’\.I.at Biaggy?? he said, % Oh, T'll
look after him all serene! But it won’t
be much trouble. Baggy would sell his
soul—if he’s got one—for grub.”

“Of course he would—everyone knows
that,” replicd Racke impatiently. * But
he’s ‘such a  fat, &1lly fool—anyone can
spoef him. Now, you're as cunnin’ as any
Roeche 2

\xelhsh smiled at that very duabious
complimant,

<1l keep Bamr} safe,” he said. “I
B tnovlgh Racke—smokes as well as
grub—eh?’

“Oh, of course! Tell you what, .\«Ieﬂlm)
we'd better have the smokes first. Baggy
won’t need so much g\ub then. It won’t
take many cigarettes to make him look
sea-green; bub it needs a wheelbarrow
fo _carry all the grub he’ll put away if
hie’s given his head.”

“Can’t be did,” answered Mellish.
“Baggy’s a soft ass, I know; but he’s
cate enough where grub’s concerned. I
thoaght T’ “d hidden the little lot T’ d col-
lected to help me through the hard times,
but_that fat beagt found it, and scoffed
it all at one sitting. You w on’t catch him
smoking tilt he’s had his grub.”

The door was flung suddenly open, and
the face of the Honourable Walter
Adolphus D’Arcy showed itself.

“ Hallo, Conchies!” said Wally affably.
“ Just looked in to tell you that we’ve
decided to allow one pount for%RacI\ei
licking Mellish in the Towser race. Tom
Merry wanted to make it tlnee, but 1
overruled him.”

“Get out of this, you cheeky fag!”
howied Racke. *Crooke, you crass idiot,
why didn’t you lock the door?”

“Why didn't you lock it yourself?”
sunarled C'rooke.

“Don’t rmzuxd (,onduoa 1” said Wally
cheerily.  “ You can’t fight, you know—
your principles don’t aflow it! They
don’t allow you to run—unless there’s a
giddy bull-dog after you!
footer—<unless you're made to—eh,
Baggy? That’s one to your address, my

- fat pippin’—and to C lampe s and Chowle s
as well! Or to-

Or to play,

* Ricke rushed-at the intruder. Wally
retreated. Racke rushed on.

“Got youl” y yelled Wally. ;

“*Rescue!” howlud Racke. *‘Rescue,

you hounders! Yaroooh!”

Wally had not been alone, as Racke
had incautiously. taken for granted.
Wally was far too good a general for
that.

Out of sight in the passage had waited
a dozen or more of the Third. Reggie
Manners was not of the company; but
Frank Levison and Curly Gibson and
Joe Frayne and Hobbs and Jameson were
all these, b:mkvng up their leader loyally,
as usual.

Racke had been bumped thres times

Lr\foze his Yegemen, spurred to the f}ay S
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i of thing-witty !” snarled Racke.

.added Lowther.

‘with a cheerful grin.
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i by fear that the grub contract might fall

through, went to the rescue.

Even therr they went half-heartedly, A
dozen Third-Formers were heavy odds for
seven slackers of the Fourth and Shell.

But the fags broke and fled. Tom
Merry had put his head out of the door
of No. 10, and Wally & Co. did not care
to face a rush of the Shell

They knew that such an enterprise as
theirs would be severely and painfully
discouraged ; and their leader feli that his
d]gmty might suffer 1t he stayed.

‘Ta-ta, Conchies!” he yelled as he re-
treated. “We'll bump the Aut of you
another time!” |

CHAPTER 38,
Racke Protests.

6 O()I& here, Merry!”

! “Pm looking, Racke. No
good suggesting that I should
like it better if you got a new

face, 1 suppose, because with a face like

yours, and- so much oof as you've got,
you'd have been dead sure to have done

it before now if there had been half a

chance.”

“Racke’s face is his
Monty Lowther said gravely.

“And it ain’t fair to 1epmach chaps
with their mhfoltunrq Tommy,” added
Manners. You make me feel ashamed
of you, really!”

a5 suppose you rotters call thab sort
“But
that’s no odds. T'm not respousible for
your being half-baked.”

“But we have ofthmus been responsible
for your being done bLrown, Racke =
retorted Lowther.

“Will you shut uvp?” howled Young
Moneybags.

“Sinee you ask me so p«:htelx, 'l do
my endeavours,” Lowther hna\\exed
blandly.

“I've this to =say to you‘ Mervy.
You’ve started some sort of potty com-
petition with the Fourth. Well, T'll have
nothin’ to do with it!”

“No regson why you should have any

misfortune,”

more to do with it, Racke,” Tom said

coolly. “You've done your bit; and as it
resulted in a point for us we're not
grumbling.”

“We don’t propose to present you wi th
an illuminated vote of thanks. Racke,”
“Tt isn’t quite worth
that, you know.”

“Still, we're satisfied,” chimed in
Manners., “It was but a point—one
smgln point.  But even that was more
than we expected.”

I Bhou!dx.’t let him off so casily, if T
were you,” said a voice behind Racke.
“Make the slacking beggar go into train-
ing for the qvaltu mile, Class C!  If he
could keep up an},thmg like the g]ddy
pace he showed when Towser was ab ms
heels he’d win that for you. hands down.”

It was Jack Blake who spoke. He an d
Herries had eome up behind Racké and

Crooke, who were standing at the door,

of Study No. 10. The 'lumbk, Tluee
were within, just stmtm;:, prep.
“Can’t quite do that,” said Tom.
bar actually forciag an;,body to do any-
thing. The Fourth may go in for such
drastic methods; but we don’t.” ;
“What do you call settin’ a dashed
bulidog on a chap?” snapped Racke.
“7\13/ dear, good ass; 1 didn’t.set any
bulldog on you! I couldn’t. Towser

wouldn’t stir a foot for me, or for anyone

but Herries.” =
Racke swung round on Herries.

“You'd better take care of thai brute:

of yours!” he said vieiously.
“QOld Towser ain’t halk a bad -hand at
taking care of himseH,” replied Hexries,

S He onght to b killed off !

"‘&‘3‘

‘1 can’t
I think what- the Head’s about to allow

N%\ﬁaﬂ.ﬂ

animals to be welfin’ precious grub at a
txme like this i -

“I can’t, either,” said Blake. “But I
suppose your peeple and Crooke’s and

| Trimble’s might make a bit of a fuss if

he sent you to a lethal chamber. ¥ can’t
see why they shouild myself ; but folkQ are -
queer, and some of them will make a lot
of fuss about any triffe.’”

“Tt would be patriotic to kill that
brute I growled Crooke.

e WLKF Racke ?” mmquired Lowther.

No, you idiot! Teowser, of ecourse!”

Bmly ‘George Herries elenched his big
hands.

“You let me catch any of you rotters
foolmg round trym«r to da old Towser
in,” he said hotly, “and Tl make you
]oily well wish yow'd never been born !”

ik rhdn’t say that ¥ was going to do
anything,” mumbled Crooke.~ ‘I only
said that it would be patriotie,”

“ Which was as good as saying that he
didn’t mean to, Herries,” put in Lowther.
“For who could imagine t e dear Crooke
domg .mvthmg patriotic 7

‘ They’d boutor leave Towser alone,
both of them !’ growled Iferries, lookma
dangerous,

“Pm not talking about Towser!
snapped Racke. *“7¥ came here to tdl
you, Merry, that I protest against your
reckoning a pretended race between me
and. Mellish in the h\t of events in your
potty competition.”

“Pretended! My hat! There wasn't
much pretence abeut it!" said Blake.
“You ran for all you wers worth, and
fairly left Towser standing.”

“You've protested, Racke,”
“Is that all?” .

“Noj it's not all! Yowve put up a
list of ownts decided on the notice-board,
I see.’

“T have.’

“\VPH I’ve torn 1t down !
goin’ to ‘include me in—=—>

“Torn it down, have you?” said Tom,
rising. ‘There was a stormy gleam in
Pom’s blue e eyes. “ Well, I suppose some-
thing must be allowed for the fact that
you never had a chance of learning the
decent thing till you came here, Racke !
It’s your own fault, ﬂmugh that you
haven’t learned it since you’ve been here.
I shall put up another copy of that list.
1f you touch 1t youw'lt get the bumping of
your life!”

“T shall tear it down,” Racke said dog-

gedly. *““An’ every tine you put up a
lmt that includes my ‘name I shall tear
it down.- Leave meo out, an’ I’ve uo
interest in the matter. Put my pame
there, an” P’ve a right to take action.”

“Right-ho! Youw've been wamed 2
Tom replied. ~

“1 deck ine-— an’ Cruoke dulmea——an 80
do Clampe an’ Sorope— to have any hand
in your childish foclery !

“l)on t Iune ~oub Bagqv
and Chewle ! said Blahﬂ
nobbled them all.”

“Right-ho }”’ said Tom again. “You ve
declmed We'll make 2 notc of that for
the future. But what’s done is done, and
anything you say now can’t alter- th(-

Tom said.

You’re nct

and Mellish

‘I hear you've

‘solid fact that you’ve won a race for us.’

“Fxrst thing Racke ever did for the
Form,” said Manners, ‘“He ought to
feel bucked aboub xi, thoawh it was bub
one pOOl little point.’ -

Now he can retire.from tho contest
gmec'u!lv—-—xf there be any grace in hxm,
Lowther. said. :

“If we'll let him 1” put: m Herries, .

Blake gave Hervies a nudge. Manners

| noted that.

" “What do yeu mean?” asked Tom.

“You fellows needn’t uoub e yourselves
to bring Radm and his meassly, gang in, T
shonld think.”

“F. el dnpmdq said  Herries
oracularly. .
Blike nudged him "i.a?;li@l.'
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“The old ass ouly means that if we
should happen to bring off a big spoof,
vour Form would all have to be in it for
it to count,” Blake explained, with what
Manners thought a rather carefully
assumed air of indifference, after those’
two warning pokes with the elbow. *¥You
know what we ameed about that 2

“Oh, we know,” Tom answered. * Buf
you kids needn’t suUppose you are men
cnough to wangle a jape that will take in
all your unc les, We're too wide for you,
my sons !’

“So you think,” said Blake, “We'll
see !V
“Have you quite finished, Racke?”

asked Lowther politely.-

“I've warned you——"

“Yes, yes! Anything else to say, I
mean

“Not that I know of.”

“Would you mind going, then? We
veally don’t feel so enamoured of your
charms as to say, “1th my dear old pal,

Bill Shakespeare, ‘ Parting is such sweet
sorrow, that I could say good night until
to-morrow,” or words to that cffect. In
short, if you won't clear we'll send for
Towser '

At that Racke went, gnashing his
teeth. Crooke grinned. Towser had not
chased Crooke; but perhaps Racke may
have had justification for his theory that
sprawling in a ditch to be out of the way
really was not so very much more digni-
fied than being chased by a bulldog!

“Time for prep, laddies!” said
Lowther to Blake and Herries.
“Oh, hang prep!” replied Blake.

“Hang it up for a fm\ secs, anyway.
llmu(‘s has an idea.”

“Hang prep by all means, then,” said
Lowther promptly. “If Railton were
only informed of that we might get off
prep for the rest of the term. Miracles
don’t happen every day in the weelk!
Did it hurt much, Herries, old chap?”

“You'll get hurt if you aront )ol}y
careful !” growled Herries.

“Well, let’s hear it, ‘and then let us
get on, ” said Tor. “’Lathom may take
things easier than Linton does; but Lin-
ton certainly won't let us hang prep.
And with all there is going just nosw
detention ain't exactly what we're ask-
[ng for.”

‘It’s a musical competition,”
plained Herries.

“Help us!” murmured Lowther.

“Orchestral 7’ inquired Manners.

“ Anything and everything!” replied
Hernes who was almost as keen on
music as Manners was on photography.

ex-

“Minc’s  the - tooth-comb,” said
Lowther. “Tommy's is the penny
whistle. Julian, no doubt, will select the

Jew’s harp, and Reilly or Mulvaney ¢ the
]mrp that once through Tara’s halls.’
The bagpipes will do Kerr—unless Mac-
denald or Lorne bngs them—no joke in-
tended. Mannérs

“Oh, dry up, do!

“T’m serious.

“We'll consider it,” said Tom diplo-
matically. ““Can’t well refuse, if ‘you
challenge. But you'll have the merry
dickens of a pull, for we’ve no conductor
or organiser to compare with Herries,
you know.”

“Lucas is not so dusty,” replied
IIerres, much pleased by the compliment.

“Well, we can settle things “to-mor-
row,” Blake said. * There won't be any
hurry, for everybody will want a lot of
practice before the event comes off.”

“That’s just where the hurry comes
inn,” objected Herries. ‘““We want to
start practice at once, of course.”

3 Right-ho ! But  not  to-night,
surely 2’ Tom replied.

“T might have a go at the cornet.
But I can do that, anyway,” Herries said..
““What are you screwing up your silly
mug for, Lowther 7

1

snapped Herries.
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One Penny.

: "‘"1 ///’
) 1‘) }, \

Tom Merry’s Great Jump, i
(See Chapter 6.) E

1

“I was practising, Herries —pnc.x«mg
the expression of cad rf‘qxgnduon appro-
priate to thn oceasion.’’

*‘Rats !’

“No, no! It always sounds to me
more like hwnaq said Lowther.

“Tommy,” said Manners, swhen Blake
lnd dranged Herries - away to prep,

whl.t are those bounders up to?"”

¢ Are you deaf 2’ asl\ed Tom.

“Don’t I wish I was!” sighed Lowther.

“No; and I'm not dottv’ snapped
Manners, “Didn’t you see Blake nudge
Herries to make him shut up ?”

“1 should have fallen upon - Blake’s
neck in gratitude if had,” said
Lowther. “ Not that it would have been
any good. = When Herrics gets on to
what he calls music not Blake nor any
man alive can stop him.”

“I don't mean about the musie,
chump !” retorted Manners. “They
have something up their sleeves—some
giddy -spoof "

“May have,” said Tom. “T'm not
“orrvnw They won't find it so easy to
spoof us, old scout!”

Manners only grunted.

He might have been even more con-
vinced that there was something in the
wind, and Tom and Lowther might have
felt less easy, if they had known that a
New House contingent, consisting of
Figgins, Xerr, Redfern, Owen, and
Pratt had spent half an hour between tea
and prep in Study No. 6 on the Fourth
Form passage, and that Levison major,
Clive, Julian, Reilly, and Mulvaney
minor, as well as the fom inmates of the
study, had taken part in the consultation.

CHAPTER 4.
"H
hour to the  time when the
rvising-bell would clang out its

A Dormitory Raid.
ERE they are!” said Digby.

unwelecme suminons to St. Jim's, and as

vet it was not fully light.

It wanted yet fully half an
Rut quite a considerable number of

juniors appeared to have adopted early
rising principles suddenly. ~ For across
the dusky quad thero came stealing a
dozen or so New House fellows, and just
within the door of the School House
there awaited them #wice the number.

Every fellow there belonged to the
Fourth. Figgins led the visiting crew,
with Kerr, looking pzntlcul(nlv wide
awake, and Fatty Wynu, rubbing his
eyes with his knuckles to get the sleep
out of them, close behind him, R(dfr-rn
& Co. were on hand, and Clarke and
Pratt and Robinson minor.

As for the School House Party, if
numbered all but a few slackers. Baggy
Trimble had been left to sunore, and
Mellish had not been roused. Their heips
and that of two or three more was nor
wanted. But everyone who was at all
keen was there.

“Done the job over there,
asked Blake.

“Oh, rather! It was dead easy. Our
Shell crowd are rather a job lot; the rcal
New House notables are in the Fourth,
and don't you forget it, my son!{ That's
what's going to bring cur. Form out weli
on top.”

“Well, we've a few uscful membeors
ourselves,” remarked Levison.

Sl glant you that,”” replied Tiggyr
affably.  “Tommy and the rest =il
snoozing 7"’

“'lhev were two minutes ago, when 1
looked m,” said Julian.

“My hat! There's Cardew!” said
Figging, in sceming astonishment.

“Yaas, I'm here Fxggms' ? drawled
Ralph Reckness Cardew. “Any objec-
tion, dear boy ?’

“Not at all {

Figgy®”

But I didn't think any-

“thin’ carthly could get you out of bed
half an hour before fime.’
“I didn’t think Levison anythin’

earthly when he did,” replied Cardew.
“I told him at the time that it was an
infernal trick, by gad, to seize a defence-
less chap by the leg an’ yank him out
like a sack of coke. But I refrain.d
Tae Gem Lispav: — No 528,
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from squealin’—Clive helped me to re-
frain by puttin’ his hand over my month.
An’ I really don’t mind so much now,
though Pm a_bit disappointed with the
sunnise, It ain’t all it's cracked up to
be, I nust say.” i

“Ass! The sun hasn’t visen yet,” said
Clive, :
“Not? I'm very glad to hear it. May

never have another chance of seein’ the
phenomenon, by gad! Lead on,
MaeFiggins {7 o Sl

“Yon fellows got the binders ready ?”
asked Figgins,

“What do you think 7” retorted Blake.

And he led the way with Figgins,
clésely followed by Kerr, Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arey, and Herrvies. Behind them
came the rest. Fatty Wynn, still rub-
bing his eyes, brought up the rear.

“T'H take Tommy,” said Figgins, as
they halted before the closed door of the
Shell dormitory.

“Right-ho! Manners for mine !’
Blake. 2

“J bag Lowther!” came grimly from
Herries.

“Fancy I'd better take Talbot,” Kerr
suid. *“It isn’t often anyone fairly scores
over old Talbot.”

“ An’ Tl have Gwunday, bai Jove!”

“1 say, Gustavus, Grundy’s a bit over
your weight !” objected Blake. “Try
something easier, old scout! We
mustn’t risk any hitch. Leave Grundy
to Reddy, and take on Skimmy!”’

“Weally, Blake, I considah—oh,
wats 6 you, you gwinnin’ chump !”
“Can’t be bothered with Grundy.
Racke’semy mark,” Dick Redfern said.

“Tt’'s all right. I want an easy one.
Skimmy will do for me,” came the voice
of Fatty Wynn. “I never do feel up to
much exertion before brekker—or after-
wards, either, now that we get so jolly
Tittle,”

Tt was necessary to fix up beforehand
the details of the attack ; and, like a good
general, Figgins passed down the line
giving his orders, &

For this was really Figgy’s wheeze;
and, theugh he had not told his School
House eomrades so, it had been planned
originally es a House jape.

“TLevison, will you take Noble ¢”

Levison nodded aszent.

* Dane for you, Clive.”

“T'm on, Figgy!”

“Gore’s yours, Cardew !”

““Yaas, if you say so, dear boy. But
an casier one would suit me just as well,
by gad!, Make it Scrope, now; there
am’ys muéh real kick in Scrope.”

“Y said Gore! Julian, youll take
Wilkins.”

“T will, colonel!” o

“Reilly, Orooke’s your mark.”

“ Bedad, m on to him!”
© “Owen goces for Finn.”

“So I will, Figgy!”

“Lawrenee for Glynn—Keriuish for
- Guann—Reylance for Gibbons—Hammond
for Boulton——"

So Figging went on down the line, and
when he reached the end he had left out
no one, and had repeated no name. It
was all mapped out in the mind of
George Figgins, who did not pretend tc
be as brainy as his chum Kerr, but was
unmistakably all there in a job like this.

There were a few Fourth-Formers
over when every victim had been
allotted, These were formed into a
squad to stand by and give help where
needed, and to Digby was assigned the
command of the squad. . =

Then Figgins stole back to his place in
tho front, and Blake, by his side.
cautionsly pushed open the door of the
Shell dormitory.

“Oh, look out, you—-"

It was Manners who tried to give that
wvarning. But Blake and Dig and Pratt
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were on him before he had half got it
out.

Manners had been sitting up in bed.
He had awoke early, with a queer feeling
in his mind that something was up. Nc
doubt both that and his early waking
were due to his suspicions of the evening
before.

Something that sonnded like voices in
the corridor had come to him as he lay
there. He was not sure but that it was
mere fancy, and had more than half a
‘mind to turn over and woo sleep again.

But then be had heard the tramp of
feet, and had sat up. He did not want te
give a false alarm. 'That would have
meant chaff, and Harry Manners knew
well enough that he had not the same
capacity for taking chaff eoolly that Tom
‘Merry possessed,

Then the door had opened, and he had
given the alarm—or, at least, tried to.
Before he could get out more than four
words Dighy had thrust him down on to
his pillow, and Pratt was holding a hand
over his mouth while Blake did some-
thing to his struggling arms.

‘When Blake had finished that part of
his job Manners found that his arms were
drawn up and his wrists fastened to the
knobs of the bedposts. Again he tried
to give the alarm as Pratt took his hand
away. But before he could get out any-
thing Dig had whipped the pillow from
under his head, and had planked it down
right over his open mouth.

Meanwhile the rest were hard at work.
So swiftly and neatly did some of them
accomplish their tasks that several mem-
bers of the Shell were triced up to the |
knobs by loops round their legs and
wrists, before they were fairly awake.

Tom Merry was one of these, and
Lowther was another. But Kerr had to
call for help to deal with Talbot, and
four were needed to overcome the resist-
ance of George Alfred Grundy.

Grundy had not the least idea
was happening, but that only made
hll;l‘l struggle the more determinedly.

Yaroooh! Wharrer doing? Stoppit,
you silly asses ™

Grundy howled as well'as struggled.

Others howled. “ Yarooch!” and
“Stoppit ¥’ and “ Wharrer doing?” re-
sounded on all sides.

A few kicked. Not many got the
chance of doing that, and these who did
made the discovery that boots are not
half bad things to have on if one must
kick, for to kick with bare feet is at least
as likely to hurt the kicker as the kicked.

Racke kicked first and howled after-
wards. For his foot caught the rail of
the bedstead, and the rail was by long
odds the hardest. 2

Gore gave a good deal of trouble. e
writhed up once: but Cardew called for
help, and then sat on Gore’s chest, while
the aides fastened the binders, as
Fzggius called the loops provided for the
iob.

Frere very nearly spoiled the whole
thing for the Fowrth. Robinson minor,
to whose kindly offices Frere had been
assigned, did not knew where to find
him, and when he did find his bed found
no one in it. Frere had dodged out and
under the next bed.

He had fairly veached the door when
he was caught. But Dig peunced npon
him there, and he was given the frogs’-
march back to his bed, and fastened up

like the rest.
I was triced up, and the Shell hade
suffered defeat all-along the line.
“Is that how vou like it done,
duffers?” chanted Figgins.

what
him

CHAPTER 5.
A Forced Agreement.

N ten minutes it was all done.
Every inmate of the dormitory

NoW ON
SALE,

“Yooop! ‘You ass, Figgy! These
beastly ropes are cutting right mto me!”
howled Toem Meiry, 3

“They will i you pull at ’‘em,
Thomas! Slipknots, you know, old
scout. The harder you pull the tighter
they get—that is, if they’ve been put on
properly. And I shall scalp the chap who
hasn’t done his work as 1t should have
been done. The Fourth, Thomas, are
expected to show a high standard of
efficiency.?

“But what does the silly rot mean?”
asked Talbot, wisely lying still.

For: there was no more absolutely
efficient fellow in the Fourth than Kerr,
and Talbot had ne hope that the binders
had been put on him carelessly.

“A score by the ¥ourth over the
Shell,” replied Figgins coolly.

“Quite comfy, Talbot, old scout?” in-
quired Kerr,

“I won’t go so far as to say that. Buft
I'm not so uncomfortable as I should
expect t6 be if I wriggled, so I'm nof
going to wriggle, old chap,” replied
Talbot.

“Wise man!” said Kerr. “Look at
that chump Serope trying to rack him-
self 17 ;

“Isn’t Racke being racked?’ asked
Monty Lowther. I can’t see him as 1
lie, and I’'m not going to twist my neck,
lest worse might befall me. Tommy, old
son, I really think we had better admit 2
score, and be released. We'll allow them
a point for this.”

“A point!” said Redfern.
heads don’t get off like that! We shall
claim twenty peints, at least.”

“Rot!” ejaculated Tom. “Only
twenty points are to be allowed for the
winners in the Form footer match. You
can’t make out that this rotten jape
ought to count as much as that.”

“Tt ain't altogether what it ought: to
count, you kunow, Thomas,” answered
Figgy. *“It’s a matter for arrangement,
and the arranging’s got to be did before
you're released—see?”’

“We've got to agree to allow you
twenty points, or ele you will keep us
here, you mean?’ said Tom. “‘You
car’t, my boy! - Rising-bell will go
divectly, and if we miss prayers and
brekker e

“You won’t miss hrekker. Someonec
will be sure to be sent np to you when
it’s found youw're all absent,” Levison
said, with a sardonic grin.

“Well, we can stand impots all reund
for being absent from prayers,” said
Kangaroo.

“Can you stand having Kildare or
Darrel coming up and finding you in this
condition, helpless victims of the skill and
strategy of the Fourith?”’ Kerr inquired,
grinning.

“Impots all round for you cads, that
means!” snarled Crooke,

“Tf you tell who dic it, of conrse.”

“Well, I shall,” replied Creoke. “You
needn’t make any mistake about that,
Figgins !”

“1Is it likely we're going to put up with
this, an’ let you rotters go scot-free?”
asked Racke bitterly.

“¥ think it is. I don’s think the Shell
in general will agree to sneaking, and
the fellow who does sncak won’t be
exactly popular.”

“Well, T don’t care a rap about that!”
snapped Crooke.

“Being used to it—eh, dear boy 7’ said
Cardew.

“There won’t be any sueaking,” said
Tom firmly. “T'l see to that. We'll
pay youn bounders back ia your own
coin; and whatever poinis you squeeze
out of us for this bizney, we'll jolly well
double them whdn we've gob you in a
hole ” 3

‘“But yvou've got to got us there first,
dear boy,” said Cardew,

“You fat-

3
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“ ¥Yaas, wathah?

There was a guud deal in that argu.
mert, Tom saw it. The Fourth would
not fall easy vielims fo a rveturn trick.

They would be on the look-ont,
Nothing on the same lines ‘would beo of
any use, and whether anything guite dif-
ferent could be worked was for the future
to show.

A bright thought occurred to Clifton
Dane.

_dAiembcl‘ the agreement, Blake?” he

“As how?”

“The whele
count.®

“ Well?”

“There
, Figgy.

“We'vo come oub to get information,
it seems, Kerr,” remarked the New
J{ousc chieftain mrcashuxﬂ)

‘1f you haven’t got them-

“Do we lock like po’tty idiots, Dane?”

“¥Yes, you dol velled Grandy.

“Raving lunatics, I should call you!

retarned Blake.
Form, or else it dido’t

said Figgy.
are Shell fellows over your

side

EES

What's the sense of this sort of rot? 16
ain’t a  game. It's' sheer childish
{volery. If T—

Clang! Cl:zng‘; Clang!

The brazen notes of the vising-bell
llmted out over 8Bt. Jim’'s,
“Look heie, ngs‘—-—"
“Tm Ioolunf, Fom mv'
you to agree, yon know,’
We'll call it fen pe mia, :
de: ~pc1atel_<,
‘Better call it fifiy! No good stavtin’
the biddin® too low,”” said Cardew.

\Vaiﬁn g for

said Tom

“ We simply won't look at ten,” Blake
added.

“It ain"t a squave do,” - objected
Kangarco.

Figgins tarned wvpon him a wrathful
fice.

“1 didn't expest that from you,
Noble,” he said. “1 thought you knew
how to plax the game. Why ifsn't it a
square do?’

““Because xou ve a day-boy in your
Form. We can't get back on you the
same way. It wouldn't count, Brooke
being out of it, and liw agreement being
for the whole Form.’

“There's something in tlmt
\-111 ’\Lume‘ﬁ

“There's nothmn at all
giddy scrap,” rep lied the New House
Teader. ‘Cause. why? ’'Cause you
hadn’t the brains fo think out a dodge
like this for yourselves. And now we've
shown you how, you wouldn’t have a
dog’s chance of cafching ws the same
way, niot in a week of Sm*dfns’ ?

1l right, Figey. Don’t get on your
ear, sxid Tom.  “We admit yeu'vo
=(o1ed Is that good enough?

< 1ils qomcthmg {0 go on with,’
.ﬂns\xmed lu(-gu‘q a trifie mollified.

“The quesu@u is, how many peints
we've scored,” Blake said.

“Tsn’t that for the umpires to decide?’
asked Talbot mildly.

““Oh, hang it all,

Figgy,”

in it—not a

what's the good of

’mlkhrg civilly to the sweeps?” hooted
Grundy.
“If Grundy gets abusive, there are

plenty of brushes about,” said Figgins,
“ See if the bristles will make marks on
his hldt‘ through his pyjamas, some of
vou.

“You-dare!” howled Grundy.

Tt appeared that they did dare. Red-
forn xsed the stiffest hairbrush he could
ind, apd Grundy squirmed and svrithed
at each stroke, getiing himself tangled
ap sworse than ever with the binders.

*Oh, chuck that!" said Tom, laughing.
“Ten pomts is a iolly goad offer, Figgy,
and time's geiting on.’

“ Part of that's trus, and part isn't,”
veplied Figgins, grinning. “Time is cer-
tainly getting on. 1f you lose much
more of it T don’t see how you're ever

THE GEM LIBRARY.

gomg to wash before prayers. Not that
that would bother most of you, I suppose,
I've noticed that the stuuldard of cleanli-
ness lll the Shell ain’t much to brag
about.”

“Ten’s as many as the umpires will
allow ? argued Tom, “A Jape like {his
isn'f tea.llv important, you know. It's
not like a footer-match.”

“It’s not,” agxoed Korr; “for there’s
only one. sldo in it.’

“But it is 17 contradicted Blake. “Be-
cause when we meet the Sheil-fish at
footer there will be only one side in it
—little us !”

“The umpires won't kick up a fuss if
you and Talbot back up what Blake and
I say,” said Figgins. ‘“As soon as you
promise that, we'll let you loose.”

“Better hurry up and promise, or
youw'il miss brelker as well as prayers,
said Levison, “And you wouldn’t like
missing brekker.”

“See hele, Figgy, ten’s a w ua(‘k’ And
when we’ve bowled you out

“ But you aren’t going to bowl us out,
Tommy! We'll sce te that! Make it
twenty, and promise that you won’t argue
it beforo the umpires, and it’s a go!”

“Why don't you pwmme Merry 7”7
snarled Racke. * What does your prﬁm
competition matter? It's rough on the
rest of us who don’t take any stock in
the dashed bizney

W ha't did T tell
Racke 7”7 put in Herries.

“And what did I tell you. fellows?”
1qa*ld Manncrs “I warned you that these
cids:

“These what?”
“@Give me a brush, someone!”

“These fellows,” amended Manners,
“Yoop! Chuck it, Figgy! That burts!
I warned Tommy and that ass Lowther
that you had something up your "vleevea
But the silly owls took no notice I’

Been all the same if they had,

vou last night,

snapped  Figgins.

” gaid

Digby. “We can spoof you mfantq every
time.”

2 Ve’li make it a dozen - points,
I'ig,g,y' said Tom des sperately.

“Nothing doing,” replied Figgins.
“1 say, Tom Merry, better let the
botinders have all the points they want !”
said Lennox. “There will be a rotten
row if we do miss prayers !”

“1 ealculate that’s hoss-sense,” agrecd
Buck Finn. *“After all, what's a few
points, more or less, matter when we
can lick the galoots at ﬁm‘chmty we durn
please in a fair way ¥’

= Mlght agz well let them have their

twenty,” Gore said. “We'll soon pick
up. {‘h'v.t nmmber when we  get  fairly
coing,’

“1 beg to differ !” spoke a still, small
voice. ‘1 consider that it would be a
gvoss mistake to ecapitulate to methods
of terrorisation such as these. I am not
sure that. tho competitive and emulative
spirit is not to he deplored, although un-
doubtediy, in one form or auothel, it has
played its part in th great process of

evolution. But :
“Chuck up the _Sponge, Tommy I’

groaned Lowther. “Give the boundcn

all the points they want! Give them

anything they ask for! Mortgage your
inheritance, pawn your last shirt, take
all that Racke has in his wallet; but
don’t—don’t force us Yo lie here and
listen to a lecture on. evolution by
Skimmy !

“If you give in now, and make the
m(\mmg wash a lick and a promise—
you're used to that—you omay  just
manage to get to prayers in: time!”
grinned Bmhc Iookmg at his watch.

“Bettah give m, deah boys! You are
faildy beaten, an’ you should have tho
gwace to aclmoul(-du(‘ it like Bwitons !’
urged Crussy.

“T thounght By 1t01,

never knew when

I

One Fenay,. 7
they = were lickéd,” D Arey,” said
Rm lance,

“Oh, well—in a mannah of speakin’ !
But—"

“Don’t give in to the rotters !’ roared
Grundy. “They daren’t keep us here
and make us miss prayers, fo say. nothing
of breakfast! If you give in, I shall con-
test your right to the leadership of the
Form, Mcrry' 1 never did think much
of you as a leader, though you have your
merits apart from that!”

“That ought to be enough, Tem!
said Lowther. *Most of us think you -
ought to gne in. Grundy don’t, and
Skxmmy don’t. Do you want anything
more t0 prove that it would be absurd
to hold out longer?”

“What do you say, Talbot?” asked
Tom.

“May as well chucl\
They’'ve got us set !

¢ Manners 7"

“If you’d listened to me last night—>

“Never mind thmt What do yon
say ? »”

“Oh, may as well chuck it !”

“Kangaroo ?”’

“Don’t seem much good sticking it
out, Tommy. We'll get home on them
o%e day before long, and wipe the points

1

it, old chap!

AII serene, Figgy!
said Tom.

“And you and Talbot promise to back
us up v»h(,n we ask twenty points from
the umpires for this victory 7”

“ Honest Injun!” groaned Tom.

“1 promise, Figgy !” said Talbot.

We give in!”

“Oh, you silly fatheads!” roare d
Gumdy “Didu't T tell you they’d never
dare

“Wouldn t we?” snorted Figgy.
“Don’t unfasten Grundy, you chaps! -
Leave him to it !”

“I—I—oh, see here, Figgins, “Blake,
Kerr, you can G c.o that ! Merry’s given

in. You can’t

" But you haven’t ngou in.
slink out of it like that!” said Iferries.

“Rot! If the other chaps are to be
let loose——""

But there was no longer any question
of that. The rest were being loosed.
Skimpole made no further pxotv-f

No one touched Grundy.

“Gunn! Wiiky! Come
funks, and——"

“Can’ t, old ehap,” said Gunn. “We've
made it pax. Besidc-s. wo've got to
w ad) and there ain’t much time.”

Oh, ‘hang you! T tell you, T «Iv—oh
I give in, Figgins! A chap must wash
before blelu:m. I suppose !”

“Very glad to lmm that that’s « habit
of- yours, Grundy,” said Cardew, as
Arthur Augustus ‘and Digby cut the
bonds that had held Gmnd\ s plunging
arms and legs. They had to be cut,
for he had got them so tangled that they
Wi oulu have taken a long time to undo,

“Let me get at them ! roarved Grundy,
as he rolled off the bed.

But the New House contingent had
gone. They had their own Shell repro-
sentatives to release in time for prayess

“Better get on with tho washing, old
scout I said Guun, towelling bimself
vigorously.

And George Alfred Grundy thought
that on the whole he had better get on
with the washing.

Nou can't

here, you

PR

CHAPTER 6.
Struggling for Poinis.
DON’T think much of it!”’ said
Lefevre, shaking his head.
SUh crumbs! 1 think it was
no end of -a wheeze!” said
Wally.
And Frank Levison’s grin scemed té
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uggest that he, for once, agreed with
Wally rather than with the Fifth Former.

“We didn’t think much of it, either,
Tefevrey” admitted Tom ruefully.  “ But
thers was an agreement that japes should
count.. And we aren’t contesting the
twenty points.?

“We’ve a right to them, you know;”
Blake said.

“Oh, you can have them! Tm not
standing in your way,” replied the chief
vmpire. “But I don’t see how you can
stick up an event like that on the notice-
board, and I hope theré won’t be many
more of the same sort. 1 gathered that
the competition was an allin one; but
I did’t bargain for sheer lunacy I’

““Kasy enough about entering it up,”
said Figgina.  “Stick. it down  ‘ Form
Score,” twenty points to the Fourth,
voung Leyison, That'll be good enough
for the notice-board.. And I fancy the
whole school will know all about it before
the day’s over.”

‘““Well, the Shell’s got a heavy handi-
cap to start the afternoon with,” Lefevre
said, smiling. “What~ do the points
read now, Levison 7

““Twenty-nine to five,’
readily.

“It will be less than that before to-
day’s out,” Tom Merry said resolutely.
“Figgy, old son, I hadn’t made up my
nind to beat you in the long jump; but
after this I’'m bound to—simply bound
to??

4 If
Figgins.

The long jump was the first event of
the three to be decided that afternoon.
A dozen feliows had entered. But, as
far as St. Jim’s knew, Talbot was the
only one of the dozen who stood any
real chance against Tom Merry and
Figgins.

Blake and Herries, Kangaroo and
Dane, Levison and Redfern would all do
pretty well, no doubt. Grundy, who had
wsisted upon entering, and had been
allowed to do so, since he would not be
standing*in the way of anyone else, was
not beileved to be capable of clearing
a_dozen fect. Thompson of the New
House was no duffer; but his chance of
getting -first, or even sccond, was prac-
tically nil. The one dark horse was
Roylance, the new Fourth Former from
New Zealand.

His form was quite unknown. He had
modestly suggested that he should be
allowed to compete, and Figgy and Blake
had readily sgrced. There was only one
long-jamp event, whereas the foot-races
were in classes. 4

No one else had sought to enter. There
is little glory to be gained in taking a
certain licking; and the fellows of both
Forms who were not of athletic ten-
dencies preferred to make their efforts in
events less conspicuous than the Jong
inmp, where everyone can see exactly
what everyone does.

There were two.other events that after-
voon.  One was the mile, Class A, for
fellows who had won prizes at former
sports; the other was the hundred yards,
Class B, open to anyone who thought
Limself good enough, whether he had
ever entered for a race before or not.

Not many would start for the mile,
But the other event’had drawn so big
an entry that it would have to be run
in heats. There was a Class C hundred
to come, but that was generally regarded
as a duffers’ event.

Levison major had qualified to enter
for the mile by coming in second to
Talbot in the race for the Cross-country
C'up. But hLe had never distinguished

? answered Frank

you can!” answered George

himself either in a sprint or at the long-

jump; and his chums were inclined to

think he was trying too niuch.
He did not think so himself,
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slacker of old, with bis wind and stamina
impaired by smoking and other excesses,

| was now a keen, athletic, wiry fellow,

who scarcely knew what fatigue meant.
There was not a fellow in the Fourth
more thoroughly fit than Levison in
these days.

From the erowd that gathered in the
playing-fields, eight members of the two
Forms were missing. i
Talbot had coaxed and Gore ordered him
to come along, had his own plans for the
afternoon. But no one—not even Talbot
or Gore—missed Skimmy; and no one
particularly noted the absence of Racke,
Crooke, Clampe, Scrope, Chowle, Mel-
lish, and Trimble.

The competition, entirely unofficial
though it was, had begun to attract at-
i And Mr, Railton, himself an
old athlete, and always keen on sport,
had volunteered to act as judge in the
long-jump.

The dozen competitors came along in
their overcoats, lightly garbed beneath
that covering. Grundy showed up the
tallest of them by an inch or two, even
with Noble and Figgy there. But George
Alfred did not look like a jumper, as
some in the crowd remarked.

“‘Better jump in alphabetical order,”
suggested” Mr. Railton. ‘ The best of
three attempts in each case to count, and
all clearing sixteen feet to be eligible to
try again.”
ANNANANAANANANAANANANNANANANNANA

- SAVE YOUR MONEY
AND HELP
YOUR COUNTRY !

Buy a 15/6 War
SavingsCertificate
now—in five years
you can draw £1
for it. Particulars
at any Post Office.

ANNANANANANNANN avave

“Sixteen feet!” growled Grundy to
Wilkinson. ‘‘A kid’s jump! Why don’t
he make it twenty-four?”

“Well, kids can jump!” replied Wil-
kins, grinning. “So can goats. But I
fancy one reason why he didn’t make it
twenty-four, old scout, was because that’s
a_few inches above the world’s record !
Eh, Gunn 7

““Dunno !* confessed William Cuthbert.
“But I reckon it’s a few yards above
Grundy’s best, anyway.”

“Rats!” snorted Grundy.

He had never practised long-jumping,
but he had a notion it must be easy
enough. And he always believed that
he could do anything that anyone else
could.

Blake was first. His best effort was
an inch or two over sixteen feet, qualify-
ing him for another try.

Clifton Dane came next. He cleared
eight inches more than Blake at his first
jump, and preferred to let that stand,
reserving his energies for the next round.

Figgins follewed his example. Figgy
had not the lithe grace of the Canadian.
His style was all his own. But he was a
hard man to beat. His first attempt was
close on seventeen feet.

And now came the great Grundy. He
divested himself of his overcoat with a

‘lordly air, and handed it to Wilkins. He

ran up to the take-off and launched him-
self into the air.

But not far into the air. and with eon.
siderably less than the spring that a de-

Skimmy, though |

NOW ON
SALE.

cent long-jumper requires. Even con-
stant, practice will not give that spring
to the fellow in whom it is not; and
Grundy had never practised at all.

‘‘Haj;-ha, hal”

“My foot slipped!” said Grundy, as
laughter sounded all around him. “I—
Here, I say, you needn’t measure

that 1 s

Kildare and Lefevre, who were doing
the measuring, mercifully forehore.  Mr.
Railton frowned at the gigglers, and
shook his head.

“It was about eight \feet,”” whispered
Gunn to Wilkins. “T knew how it would
be! You ar I could walk round Grundy
at this game, Wilky. But we know we’re
no use against those chaps, and he hasn’t
the sense to know it.” :

“He’ll do his best,” replied Wilkins.
“T’ll say that for old Grundy—he’s always
game to do his best. But it’'s no use.
Elephants can’t jump!” A

“It ain’t his best!’ Gunn said
shrewdly. “S’pose you or T never looked
at our Virgil in prep, but made a shot
at it in Form next day? Would that be
our best? Linton wouldn’t say so, I
know. Same way with old Grundy; he
thinks he can lck other chaps at things
he’s never even ftried to learn to do.”

Grundy’s second attempt. was no
better than his first. 1t was abvious that
if he cleared sixteen fect it would only
be by a miracle. But he doggedly per-
sisted in trying a third time.

“T'1l do 1t this time, you see!” he told
his faithful followers.

But he didn’t.

He tock a long run, and came up to
the take-off place like a steam-engine.
Then he plunged forward, catching one
foot against the other, and came down
heavily on his nose.

“Yarooch ! howled Grundy, holding
his nasal organ, from which a red stream
flowed, as he got up. - “That don’t count,
does it, sir7”

“Next !” said Mr, Railton inexorably.

And Grundy withdrew to bathe his
nose and explain to Gunn, who was kind
enough to go along with him, how it had
happened. S

Herries could not quite manage six-
teen feet, and had to retire. But he got
very near:it, and was in no way dis-
graced. Levison, who followed him, did
sixteen feet two inches at his first at-
tempt, to the surprise of many who saw.
Like Dane and Figgy, he declined to
-jump again till the next round.

Tom Merry was well. over sixteen at
his first jump. He took the other two,
being short of practice, and with each
managed a few inches more.

Tom jumped, as he did most things
athletic, in almost perfect style.

“ He'll take some licking !”* said Figgy
rto Kerr.

“You're the man to give him it, old
sport I’ replied the Scot,

““Not so sure. But I'll do my best.”

Kangaroo was not quite the jumper
that a fellow with his nickname should
have been, perhaps. But he was pretty
useful, and the last of his three efforts
_reached sixteen feet seven inches.

Redfern, coming next, disappointed
his supporters. Like Herries, he could
not reach the distance, though he failed
by little.

“Did seventeen-three yesterday, as yon
chaps know ! he said to Owen and Lay-
rence, as he put on his coat again.
“Never mind ; there wasn’t much chance
of a place in the first three for me, even
on that.®

Now came Roylance, of whose form
nothing was known, though' his active
build promised well. ;

‘“My hat! He’s like a blessed bird!”’
said Tom to Talbot.

The -Fourth were roaring applause. At

his first jump the New Zealander had
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passed the best of Tom Mecrry’s three.
And Tom’s style was not better than
Roylance’s. Neither made the mistake
of rising too high in the air. They both
seemed rather to skim the ground.
Redfern had a comrade in misfortune.
Talbot, usua]ly capable of a jump within
a few inches of Tom Merry, was not in
anything like his true form, and had to
stand down. Thompson’s failure to do
more than fifteen feet, surprised no one;
sonme were surprised that he did as much.
The first round had weeded out ncarly
half the competitors, leaving seven in—

Tom Merry, Noble, and Dane of the
Shell; Blake, Figgins, Roylance, and

Levison of the Fourth.

All but Blake and Noble did seventeen
feet or more in the second round; and
by agreement the five who had covered
that ‘distance were allowed to try agal
in the third.

Dane, at his third jump
seventeen feet five inches. Figgy, also
at his third, beat that by two_ inches,
Levison thrice covered just over seven-
teen feet. Three good jumps for a fellow
whom no one had thought of as among
the best; but, as Tevison ruefully told
his chums, not good encugh. So it
proved, for Tom Merry and Roylance
were both close upon eighteen.

“Do you wish to go on, Dane?”’
Mr. Railton.

“That’s as you rule, sir,” replied the
Canadian. ‘“But I’d like to try my luck
again’ if Figgins and Roylance think it
fair.’

“0Oh, certainly, as far I'm concerned !”
said Roylance at once.

And Figgins nodded. It meant giving
the Shell two chances instead of one;
but the Fourth were sportsmen.

Dane again did seventeen feet five
inches. Figgy, putting all he knew into
11‘., jumped 1in sucteasmn seventeen feet
nine inches,  seventeen-eleven  and
close upon eighteen-two.

“TIf they are over that I'm done!” he
told thoso around him. “It’s the best I
ever did.”

Tom beat it at his first jump, with
eighteen-three. Then Mr. Railton called
on Roylance.

““ Eighteen-three !’ said Kildare, pick-
ing up the tape; and the Fourth cheered
wildly.

“Tighteen-four | said  Kildare a
moment later ; ‘and it was the turn of the
Shell to cheer, .

‘““The best of the next three now,”
Mr. Railton. °

Tom was first. He did cighteen-three
again ; then Improved it by an inch.

He felt that it was not good enough.
He told Manners so.

“Then it’s up to you to do better!
1ophvd VIannem pxon.ptly.

“TIl try !” said Tom.

The Shell almost held its breath as he
took his last jump. Then they craned
forward to sce what he had done.

He had beaten his last jump by inches,
that was plain. A mighty cheer went up
as Kildare called :

then, did

asked

£t

199

said

113

“Eighteen-eight and a half! Record
for a St. Jim's junior, I fancy.”
Roylance’s face was set hard. He was

leen as mustard to do the best he might
for his Form; but he had never reached
that mark yet, and he knew himself
Tom’s inferior in age and strength,
though the difference might be slight.

“Iy ‘ghteen ~six 17

“He'll do it yet!”

“0Oh, good man,
Figgins.

“ Kighteen-six again !

Everyone saw Roylance shake his head
slightly in reply to something Levison
said to him. It seemed as though he
knew himself beaten.

But that last jump of bis was not the
effort of a fellow who had given up hope.

shouted Blake.

Roylance ! cried
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Qrundy v. Anyone !
(See Chapter 10.) |
For the moment all thought he had ] secret meeting-place—the erime for
brought off the trick. But then it was [ which, on cxrcumstantnl evidence, they

seen that Kildare and Lefevre were
taking more than usual care, checking
fractions of an inch by a second measure-
ment.

“ Highteen-sev en-three- -quarters !’
the skipper. Well done, Roylanm‘ 13

“Congrats, Merry!” said the runner-
up, smiling now.

And while the Shell cheered Tom
Merry, the Fourth shouted loudly for
Roylance and Figgins. For, after all,
second and third places gave the Fourth
six points, and they had lest only one
on the event!

said

CHAPTER 7.
The Food-Hogs.
6 H. crumbs! This is something

O like 1?

It was Baggy Trimble who

spoke those words, his eyes

almo»t bulging out of his head with ex-
citement and greed.

The seven Conchies bad gathered in
the storehouse under Pepper’s barn—
otherwise the St. Jim’s House of Com-
mons—which Racke had rented from Mr.
Emsmu% Zachariah Pepper in order to
make it the headquarters of his “ Sport-
ing Club.”

That organisation had had a brief but
not uneventful career.

Mr. Pepper, whose leanings were
towards the windy side of honesty, had
also let the storchouse, which was partly
underground, to Rnlph Reckness Cardew,
just as he had let the barn above it to
Tom Merry, and also to George Alfred
Grundy; and Cardew’s fricks there, in
con].mctxon with FErnest Levison and
Sidney Clive, had brought vengeance
upon the heads of Racke & Co., as well
as upon those of himself and his chums.

Whatever Racke & Co. had been
guilty of, they were most assuredly not
guilty of making “elrd noises in their

had suffered.

But the punishment they had got H"mn
had given them a distaste for the place,
and for weeks Racke had not been near it
at all. He still had the key, howéver,
and ab last the storchouse had come in
usefully again—from Rmcke s point of
view, anyway.

It ‘was all very well to risk gambling
in studics at the school. In the event of
being bowled out by a master or a pre-
fect, that meant heavy punishment.

But it had the advantage that it could
go on with the full knowledge of other
fellows of one’s own st;anding.

All the Shell and the Fourth knew that
Racke and Crooke and their followers
gambled.

But they could not stop it. To report
it was the ouly way of doing that, and
to report it was against the code of
schoolboy honour.

The present enterprise was a different
matter. The Shell and Fourth might
not have reported that, but they would
have dealt with the offenders in such a
way that they would have been sore and
sorry for a long time thereafter.

For in a time of shortage, when every-
one had been put upon ratlom the
spread which Racke had plmidcd in the
_storchouse under Pepper’s barn was an
“offence alike against the law and against
all decent feeling.

None of the seven seemed to consider
it so, however.

“By Jove, Racke,
well I said Clampe.

“Ra-ther !” Mellish agreed. 'LOOR at
that ham! T haven’t seen anything like
it-for a dog’s age!”

“An’ that pie!” said Crooke. “If you

you're doin’ us

"buy a meat- plc these days.there ain’t any

meat in it, an’ the erust is made of any-
thin’ but proper pastry.  But, that's a
real pie, or 'm no judge.”
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¢ Spiffin’ 17 said Scrope, lecking almost
as greedy as Bagey.

The pie and the ham alone repre-
sented very considerably more food than
twice the number assembled would have
had any right to consume at a sitting,
but they were mere items in the spread.

There were many other things, and more |

cspecially things which were strictly
rationed, ‘Thero were delicate rolls of
bread, brown ontside, but white within;
there were cold roast beef and tongue
and chicken; there were even tarts and
mince-pies.

“Licks me how you got 'em, Racke!”
remarked Chowle,

“Ah, money «alks!” said Racke

" oracularly.

\

“Jt’s talled to some purposec to get to-
gether a spead Tlike this!” replied |
Clampe. 2

“ Must have been a bit difficuls gettin’
a1l this stuff here,” said Crooke.

“Don’t you know how it was got here,
then ?” asked Mellish. \

Crooke shook his head. Though he
was more in Racke's confidence than the
rest, this spread was as much of a sur-
prise to him as to any of them.

But for the moment no one cared much
about the mystery.

“Ain’t we .gomng to begin?” asked
Baggy impatiently. “T'm stnrvin%! 1
went without my dinner so as to leave
room—" 3

“That's a lie, Baggy! You wolfed
every serap you could get, and you'd
have dicked wour plate if there hadn't
been anyone looking 17 said Mellish.

“Didn’t he lick it? 1 thought every-
one knew so well by now what a dashed
pig Baggy is that he didn’t have to
bother about keepin’ up appecrances!”
said Clampe insolently.

“Not before us. But he daren’t let
the masters see him gratifyin’ his natural |
instinet 4o eat out of the trough!” re-
joined Chowle.

Baggy peid mo heed to Mellish, or

v Clampe, or Chowle.

Baggy’s heart, Baggy's whole soul—if
he had ‘one—were concentrated upon the
lovely sight "before him. It was not
often that Baggy mused upon early
death, but swhen the dreadful thought
occurred to him that this mighe, after all,
be nothing but a beautiful dream, he did
{-.:el .tha‘l. to awaken to reality would kill
him !

Racke’s agent, whocver he might be,
had done the thing in style.

There avas plenty of crockery and cut-
lery. ‘There was avine, sherry and hock,
with some botiles with gold-foil tops.
There wvas ginger-beer, in case anyonc
did not care for wine. !

“Well, lot’s make a gtart | said Racke
with unusual geniality.

Crooke turned Baggy off the packing-
case upen 'which he had seated himself.
There were not-enough seats to go round.

“Here, stoppit, Crooke! I've as good
a vight as you—=-" :

“To sit on the floor? Of course you,
have, Baggy, an’ youw're quite welcome,
by ‘gad?” said Crooke, with heavy
humour. *‘Spread your coat out, an’ it
will do for Mellish an’ Chowle, too.
There’s only four ¢hairs.” 7

But Mellish and Chowle preferred to
spread out their own coats. They made
no objection to sitting on the floor;
and Baggy, though he grumbled under
Lis breath till he got a plate on his lap,
forgot all about his grievance the moment
he lifted the first mouthful—somewhere
near a day’s ration—to his watering
mouth.

“My word, this must have cost you
quids an’ quids, Racke!” said Clampe, .
Wl‘l;inf’ in ab pie. 7
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told you hiow many,” veplied the founder
of the feast, opening a bottle of sherry.
_“ What's it muatfer to old Racke?

stmply roliin’ in money,” said Scrope.

““An’ so he deserves to be, while he has
this generous nolion of the proper way to
treat his pais!” pronounced Crooke.
“Princely, I call it—simply princely!”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Mellish.

“Royal’s the woed,” said Clampe.

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Scrope and
Chowle.

Baggy said nothing.
too busy for specch.

Racke might have known what all this
sycophantic applause was worth. Perhaps
he did know. With all his faults, Aubrey
Racke was shrewd enough in some ways.
But he liked it, all the same.

He did not eat much himseli.

His jaws were

Oune

| might have thought him gquite uncon-

cerned as to the rationing which was
troubling 2 good many St. Jim’s fellows—
even fellows who were by no means food-
hogs. \

Racke had grumbled enough st first.
But if these precious pals had given the
matter a little thought they might have
remembered that he had said nothing
lately. :

Something mysterions was afoot. But
Racke knew how to keep a secret; and if
this one slipped out it would hardly be
because his tongue was too loosely hung.

“Sherry or hock, Clampe?” he asked.

“Oh, sherry, old sport! Hock’s the
kind of stuff that basn’t flavour enough
in it for me, thanks.”

“Sherry for me, foo, Racke,” said
Crooke. :

It was sherry for all, except Trimble,
who said he would rather have ginger-
beer until he had laid a foundation—wine
went to his head when taken on an empty
stomach.
much’ more than an hour earlier, and
already one might have thought that any

| void it had left must be filled. But Baggy
1 regarded himself as merely making a

start.

Racke grinned sardonically as he
watched them piling in. Tt was all very
well for poets like Shakespeare to talk
about grappling friends to one's soul
with hooks of steel. But Aubrey Racke
‘had a notion that the fleshpots would be
far more effective in the case of these
pals of his.

He did mot worry as to whether the
game was worth while, either. He had
money to burn; and he hated Tom Merry
and all Tom’s chums with a venomous
hatred. :

They were very keen on these sports.

Racke meant to do all he knew how to|
| spoil them.

This was ouly a beginning. There would
be more to come—when he had thounght
over his plans.

Meanwhile the great thing was-to keep
these fellows together, as allies and pos-
sible tools.

They were a pretiy scratch lot; but they
would serve—they would have to serve—
his ends.

The banguet was nearing iis end when
there came the sound of someone pushing
at the door.

“QOh, you idiots! Didn't you wedge it
up?” snapped Racke. :

Crooke sprang to his feet. He meant to
oppose the opening of the door by putting
himself against it. But at the same
moment the same idea seized wupon
Clampe.

The two collided in their haste, and

both sat down heavily. At the same

moment the mild, bespectacled face of
{ had secn, - They did not look upen it as

Herbert Skim*pnle appeared.
“¥You burblin

“Dear e a ve
scone ! said Skimy, blinking.
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HHe's |

Baggy had finished dinner not |

* idiot ! snapped Crooke. |
“You footlin’ chump!” batked Clampe. |
What a very disgraceful |
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CHAPTER 8.
Skimmy’s Great Resolve.

it ¥T out of this!” reared Racke.
y - “Pardon me, Rack ;

is neither polite nor cven barel

civilt Fa inn such m :
is, however, a small thing compared with
what, if I may trust the evidence of my
own eyesight, has been perpeirated here.
This is nothing less than a disgraceful,
sordid, and uppatriotic orgy! Are you
not aware——""

“We know all we want to, thanks”
answered Scrope. ©° Cuf, you iame luna
tic, before youn are kicked out!”

“He'd better!” growled Crooke from
the ground.

“1'm not so sure of that,” said Mellizh
uneasily. “If he goes away from here
and blabs —"

“Yeg, that’s it,” chimed in Chowle, as
big a funk as Mellish, ' It’s going to be
jolly awlkward for us i the goggled ass
lets on.”

“Shut the door, an’ let’s make the
image promise he won't!” suggosted
Clampe. -

Baggy Trimble said nothing. Ile went

{ on eating. Baggy was breathing hard by

wration was

this time, and the per
i But Le

streaming down his fat face.
went on.

Racke shut the deor.
remembered 1o wedge it
further intrusion.

Skimmy did not look in the least afraid.
Whatever Skimmy might be, he was cer
tainly not a funk. :

<« shall promise nothing whatever,
said, in severe tones, “T will not enlarge
upon the enormity of the offence you
have committed—an offence against the
laws of the realm, and, what is worse by
far, agaiust the greater laws of true
altruism.”

“Shut-” up!” said Racke fiercely.
“We're not goin’ fo put up with your
pifilin’ gas about altrusin, by gad!”

“ Patriotisin,” went on Skimmy, un
heeding Rac “may eor may mot be a
LTOSS error. 0. some great ainds it is
all one whether a man i3 a Brifon or a
German—he is still a man, ¥For mysell,
1 must confess that 1 have not yet been
able to.climb those heights of cosimopoli
tanism. 1 feel that Hngland still has
daims upon me which, say, Baden, Lap
land, or Bulgarvia has not. I cammot——ro
Varocoooh! Wharrer doing?”

Skimmy never finished that philosophic
explanation of his principles. If he had
hot taken so long to apologise for his
patriotic feelings—which really needed no
apology—he might have had a chance to
express his hounest disgust at the gross
food-hogging exhibition upen which he
had accidentally tumbled.

But down on the ground, with Racke
sitting on his face and Clampe on lis
legs, he had no chance to express any
thing at all except pain.

Weird sounds, as of someone in mortal
agony, came from beneath Racke.
- “Youll choke him, youn asst” said
Crooke, in alarm, “1 shouldn’t mind that
as far as Skimmy’s concerned, hang him !
But it would be a bit of a jeb to get rid
of the body, y’kuow.”

Racke shifted himsel to Skimmy's
chest. That was not pleasant for Skimmy.
But he could at least breathe to some
extent now ; and his face, which had been
going purple, began to look more noymal.

Six of the seven glaved down at
Skimmy venomously, They did not look
upon bis intrusion as a joke. - It would
be no joke for them if he told what he

This time bLe
against any

» Le

an accident, as it was, for Skirmmy had
come to the barn to rebearse an eloguent
speech which he had intended to deliver
at the next session of the St Jim's
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Pavliament, and had heard voices in the
storehouse.

“There’s only -one thing for it,” said
Racke. *“You're a silly Iunatic, we all
know; but ¥ don’t think you’re a liar.

ve us your promise not to say a word
about this to anyone, an’ we’ll let you
2o scot frea !

“1 ghall do nothing of the sort!”
zasped Skimmy “My principles—"

“Come an’ sit on t{m silly, fatheaded
chump, Baggy!” said Racke. with a
malevolent grm. “IT rather faney that
‘may make him forget his principiyes.”

Skimmy groaned. Baggy was nearly
three tinmes his weight—even fasting.

“Oh, there’s no hwry. 1 haven’t
finished yet,” mumbl>d Baggy, with his
mouth full of ham.

“VYeu can bring the dashed hambone
with you, an’ ghnaw it here,” said Racke.

Baggy glaneed at the other dishes. Not
much was left. He collared a remainder
of pic, and, with that in one hand and
tlie hambone in the other, crossed over.
ist say you chaps cleared things
off pretty sharp,” he grumbled. “It's
hardly fair on a fellow like me, who’s a
slow cater. Besidez, bolting grub is bad
for your digestions.”

Racke got up. Skimmy tried to get
up; but Baggy plopped right down upon
ham.

“Qoaaoooch 1’ said Skimmy. And his
oyes closed hehind his epectacles. He be-
lioved himself in the death agony.

“You can sit there till he gives in!”
said Racke vindictively.

“f don't mind if I sit herc all the
afternoon,” said Baggy. ‘I say, open
a bottle of pop for me, will you, one of
vou chaps? Oh, if the cham’s going to
be opened, ¥Il have some of that—in a
tumbler, please, Raeke! I never did
cave for those small glasses!”

“This is—— Yoocoop ¥

Skiminy had been about te remark
soverely that it was a disgraceful orgy.
Ile had no chanee ta de so, however, for
Baggy lifted himself about six inches,
nd then let himselt drop again. ;

“Yoacop!? was the only remark of
which Skimwny felt capable after that.

“That’s the dedge!” said Crooke, in
liigh glee.  “Da it every time he begins
to gas, Baggy ”

*“Oh, rather ! replied Baggy. “But 1
want some cham, you know. This sort of
thing is very exhausting.”

“For Skimmy, I should think,” said
Meblish, with a grin.

Two of the champagne bottles had
been opened, and each of the seven had
a glass now that Baggy was handed his.
Jut Bagey’s gliss was not a tumbler.
Rucke considered it vather a waste to let
Jagey have any at all

“Give old Skimmy some,” grinned
Scrope.  ““ He must be dry. He, he, he I

“} absolutely—— Yoogop! Don’t,
Trimble; veu drive all the breath ouf of

my—— Yeooop! [T have registered
a+—— Yaooop! A vew against intoxi-
cants—~- Yoaop! Oh, dear!”

Pehaps the champagne had got into
Baggy’s head already, though Baggy had
all the makings of a bully in him at best.
He was rather averdoing it with Skimmy,
as Mellish saw.

& o't bust the silly ass com-
f ¥ were you, Baggy,” he said.

&8

pletely,

“Not that it matters about you being |

But there would be trouble for

33

hanged.
the rest of us, sure as eggs

_“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” groaned
Skimmy, in real pain.
“Heve, drink some of this, It will do |

vou good,”? eaid Racke, holding a glass
close to his face.

Skimmy shoek his head resolutely.

“Yowie jolly well going to!” Racke
seid,  “Hald his nese, Clampe!”

“¥ don’t wanb to hold his silly nose.
crowled €lampe. :

But Crooke wae mere obliging.

1

- the’ image means
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“Grrrrgh! Qooooch | spluttered
Skimmy, as the fizzing liquid found its
way down his throat,

Tt was a blackguardly trick, and rather
a pointless one.  Skimpele’s principles
were all against champagne, or any other
intoxicant. But the stuff was not exactly
abhorrent to Skimpole’s palate when 1t
reached it; and it seemed to have an
immediate effect upon Skimpole’s spirit.

He sat up with gleaming eyes as
Baggy, at Racke’s command, rolled off
him.

Perhaps it was not the wine:after all.
At most he could but have swallowed
half a glass. But Skimmy was unused to
anything of the sort; and the Conchies
put it down to that when he said:

“On second thoughts, I will give you
my promise to say nothing! I am fully
convinced that if you mean to make a
practice of this sort of thing you will,
before long, be detected, and receive ex-
emplary punishment. It would be
contrary to my principles to lay informa-
tion against you, and the resultant in-
quiry would have disastrous effects upon
the philosophic calm which I endeavour
to preserve. I therefore give you the
required promise; but ab the same time
1 give you warning that I intend to fight
and castigate singly each and every one
of you! You quite understand 7%

They stared at him in utter amazement.

“My hat !’ said Cla}npe. “T do believe

wh

“Y most assuredly mean it!"” retorted
Skimmy.

TO THE BOYS AT
THE FRONT.
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“It’s the cham talking,” said Mellish.
“When he gets away and cools down he
won’t want to fight anyone, you bet.
But he’ll keep his promise, I think.”

Racke locked at Skimmy queerly.

“You can’t fight !” he said derisively.
“Any kid in the Third could lick you.

- As for standin’ up to me or Crooke hers,

or Clampe, it’s the silliest dashed rot!

| But we’ll take your promise—or, rather,
| your oath.

Do you swear not to let on
a word about this?”

“T am not sure that my principles will
allow of my making ocath. But I give
vou my promise, though I should not do
so but for my conviction that your detec-
tion is safe to come about by the instru-
mentality of others.”

“You chaps agree 7’ snapped Racke.

They agreed. Skimmy might be all
kinds of an idiot; but there was not one
among them who would not have taken
Skimmy’s word in preference to that of
any of his own pals.

“Right-ho! Clear out, you tame
lunatic, an’ let me know when you want
to fight me!” said Racke.

“JI will certainly do se,”
Skimmy palitely.

“Yah! It’s all talk.

answered

Whe're you

going to fight first?” sneered Baggy

Trimble, contorting his fat faee:

“You!” replicd Skimpole tersely. “To-
morrew 17

The wedge had been taken from the
door. Skimmy was suffered to go.

“He don’t really mean it. And I ain’t
afraid of him if he dees,” said Baggy.
But he seemed to bha geiting mare com-

J fort from his doubt of Skimmy than from

any reliauce on his own courage.

doing,
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CHAPTER 9.
Doing Their Best,

EANWHILE the two other
events of the afternoon had
been worked off on the playing-

fields.
Tom Merry, Talbot, Noble, Dane,
Blake, Redfern, Kerr, and Levison

turned out for the mile. This event pro-
vided a thoroughly good race, which is
not atways the.case with the mile, With-
in a furlong of home no one was hope-
lessly out of the running; but just after
that Figgins dropped right out. He was
better at a sprint than at the longer
distance. Then Noble, Redfern, and
Blake failed to stay the pace when the
spurt came; and within a hundred yards
from home Talbot, Kerr, and Dane went
ahead of Tom Merry and Levison.

Those three locked certain of places;
and the Shell spectators were jubilant.

“Tt’s Talbot’s race!” shouted Monty
Lowther.

““Oh, come on, Tommy, come on, do 1’
howled Manners. There was not so very
much between Tom and the. Fourth
Former ahead of him; and it might yet
be that the Shell would fill all three
places, and annex all the points.

But Tom could do no more than he was
and that was not quite good
enough. He glanced at Levison, running
beside him; and even as he glanced Levi-
son shot ahead of him like a flash, and
there came a wild shout from Cardew.

“ Number nine to the front! Buck up,
Levison !”

“My word, he is bucking up, too!”
said Clive, in high delight.

Levison had left his spurt till rather
late. But he made amends for that now.

When the rest had lammed on pace for
the run.in, and three of them had been
left behind, Levison had also put on
speed. But he was not then putting in
all he knew. He still had a reserve to
draw upon, and he drew upon it now.

He had left Tom behind. . He drew up
to Dane, still running well, but a yard
or two behind Kerr, who, In farn, was
just led by Talbot.

He passed Dane. and the Fourth gave
3 mighty shout as he ran neck and neck
with Kerr, with only fifteen yards or so

{o go.

\%hether Kerr or Levison pulled off the
race mattered very little to most of the
Fourth, though, of course, there was the
old House feeling to be reckoned with.

The thing that mattered mest was
whether either of the Fourth-Formers

could get ahead of Talbot,

Ten yards to cover—five yards—and
still théy ran side by side, and Talbot
was but a short stride ahead. The white
tape stretched before them, and the
shouting was loud: in their ears:

Then, in the last second' Levison shot
shead,threw himself at the tape, and won
literally by inches! )

Talbot, who up to that very last second
had looked like the winner, was only just
ahead of Kerr. Tom came in, unplaced,
with Dane, some ten yards behind the
three. -

“Didn’t you know he was so elose up,
Talbot 7’ growled Grundy.

“1 knew they both were. I thought
there were one or two more as well,”
said Talbot quietly. “T did all T knew
how, and no one could have done more—
not even you, Grundy !

“0Oh, well, you ran a good race! 1
couldn’t have done much better myself,”
admitted George Alfred. A

“(longrats, Levison!” said  Talbof.
“Vou had most left in you at the finish,
and that told.”” =

“Vou left your spurt till jelly late,
though, old scout,” said Clive.

“T was hanging on to Tom. Merry. and
T hung on a few seconds too long. Then
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something seemed to tell me that the
time had come, and I went all out, with-
out bothering any more about Tommy.”

“You'll be no good for the hundred
yards now,” said Smith minor, shaking
his head solemnly.

“Well, that will pive you a better
chance of winning it,” returned Levison.

But Levison’s was the last of four heats
in the hundred, and he won his heat

- from rather a scratch field, and gualified

as one of the eight for the final.
Roylance had run second to Clive in

Lis heat, and both were athong the four!

Yourth-Formers in the final. Dighy was
the other, but Dig had rather surprised
himself by getting second to Levison.

The four from the Shell were Wilking,
CGore, Manners, and Gibbons, No one
greatly fancied any of them for a place.

Roylance had run second to Clive in
surprise to anyone. It was only by
virtue of his being a new-comer abt St.
Jim’s that he fell into Class B. He had
admitted frankly that he had won prizes
in New Zealand. He would have liked
better to measure his form against the
best. But wins elsewhere did not count;
he had to go into Class B, and the Shell
suffered for it.

He won almost hands down. But four
fellows fought out the issue for second
and third places with grim determina-
tion. The four were Manners, Wilkins,
Clive, and Levison. And, contrary to all
expectation, the Shell secured both
places. Manners was second and Wilkins
third,  Levison’s hard work had told
upon him, or he might have beaten both
of them. Neither Digby nor Gore did at

-all badly, though they never quite looked

tike winning.

“Well done, indeed, Manners,
shap !” cried Talbot heartily.

He felt a hand on his sleeve at the
moment he spoke, and turned to see
Skimmy—Skimmy, in a dishevell:d state,
ind with wild eyes behind his spectacles.

“Not so bad, Wilkins!” remarked
Srundy patronisingly. “I told you that
it would be all right if you took my tip
about the start. A good start is half the
battle. But you might have been first if
you had thrown yourself forward a bit
more at the start. No use half doing
things !”

“I might have been last if T'd done
that,” answered Wilkins, with a cheerful
grin.  “The other chaps would have
been at the tape before I got my nose out
of the turf, you see. As for being first—
well, I dare say I'd have managed that if
Roylance and Manners had waited for
me. Jolly good, Manners—eh? We did
the Shell a turn there, I think.”

“YI think we did, old scout,” said
Manners, every whit as delighted as
Wilkins.  Neither of them was a fellow
to whom athletic success had ever come
in any big measure, and what would have
been a small triumph to Tom Merry or
Jack Blake, Talbot or George Figgins,
was a good deal to them.

“Talbot, my dear fellow

““All right, Skimmy-—presently !’

“ But presently will not do, Talbot. I
desire your friendly aid at once!”

There was plainly something up with
Skimmy, Talbot had never seen him
lock like this.

£ Oh, if it’s urgent!” said Talbot.

“Yes; I may.say that I consider it
very urgent.”

“Right-ho! Tl come along.”

Away from the crowd Skimmy said
impressively :

“Talbot, my dear fellow, I desire you
to give me immediate instruction in the
ert—or should I say the science?—of
boxing !”

Talbot stared. This was a very strange
Boquest to come from Herbert Skimpole.
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“Eh? What are you going in for
boxing for, Skimmy ?"” he asked.

“I have a fight to-morrow, and I judge
it best to learn beforehand all that is
necessary to enable me—""

“My hat! You must think it’s easy
to learnt”

“ Most assuredly, my dear fellow! My
brain 2

“Brains ave useful; but biceps and a
few other things count in boxing, old
cop !

“No doubt. But——"

“Who's your opponent ?”

“Trimble.” |

Talbot’s face broke into a smile.

“Oh, I think I can coach you enough
to enable you to lick Baggy !”” he said.

“And after that, my dear Talbot, I
have to engage in six other encounters,”
went on the genius of the Shell.

“Wha-a-at?”’

It is so, Talbot. T am aware that this
must be surprising to you, knowing, as
you do, the eminently pacific views which
I entertain. But it is nccessary. I fear
that ic will involve some interruption of
my studies—which I naturally regret—
but—-"

“Who are the other six?”

asked

Talbot. He certainly was astonished.
“Racke, Crooke, Clampe, Scrope,
Mellish-——— Dear me, I fear I forget the

other unpleasant person’s name; but he
1s a New House boy, with almost colour-
less hair and pink eycs—at least, they

have the—"

“That’s Chowle, of course! Loock
here, old chap, what have that gang of
rotters been doing to you ?”

“I regret to say that there are circum-
stances which forbid my telling you that,
Talbot. But I am quite serious in my
resolve to fight them all—individually,
and not collectively, of course—and to
defeat them!” :

““And you want me to begin coaching
you at once ?”

“Such is my desire.”

“Come along, then! You haven't
allowed yourself much time; but I think
I can put you up to enough to give you
a chance against a duffing funk like
Baggy by to-morrow !

-CHAPTER 10.
Two Champions of the Shell.
¢ F 'LL admit Baggy's no blessed good ;
but he can lick a scarecrow like
Skimmy,” said Blake.
can’t hurt  him,
Skimmy's got no muscle.”

“Then you're willing to have it count
as an event ?” asked Tom Merry.

““Oh, rather! Certain score for the
Fourth, I should say. And we're piling
up the points quite nicely, Tommy! You
chaps will have to buck up, or you won't
be able to see the dust behind us.”

““We haven’t really started. Well, if
you're agreed, Blake, get Baggy into the
gym, that’s all. I fancy you’ll have more
trouble with your warrior than we shall
with ours. Skimmy’s in deadly earnest,
Talbot says.”

Blake grinned. The idea of Skimpole
in deadly earnest about a fight struck
him as amusing.

“We don’t want a crowd,” said Tom.
“Just you four and we three and old
Talbot. They’re both shy birds, and I
fancy they’'ll put up a better show if there
aren’t too many there.”

Baggy was in his study, and, Inckily,
Mellish was not there. Racke had en-
trusted to Mellish a species of gunardian-
ship over Baggy; but Mellish was dis-
posed to take his trust lightly.

As for the competition, Baggy, who
was rather obtuse at best, never even
thought of that.

“Skimmy?” he said. “Poof! T can
lick him with one hand. © Yes, T'Hl come.”

=

¢ Skimmy

you  see.
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And he waddled along with Blake to
the gym.
They found the Terrible Three, Talbot,

and = Skimmy  already there. Dig,
Herries, and Arthur Augustus came

along a minute or two later..

Skimmy  looked very determined.
Baggy, once inside the gym, found his
courage 0ozing.*

“I—1 say, Blake, I think I'll go and
hunt up Mellish,” he said, “I—I'd like
him to second me.”

“Oh, T'll do that!” vreplied Blake
cheerfully.

“Thanks?! But—but I might hurt
Skimmy, you know. He's such a weed !”

“Well, that’s all in the game, and
nobody’s going to blame you. You
ought to be glad at being on such a good
thing, really, for Skimmy can’t hurt
e
“You—you thick he can’t, Blake?”

“Jolly sure! He can’t hit hard
cnough to kill a fiy!”

Gloves were put upon unaccustomed
hands. The combatants faced onre
another. Talbot rapped out “Timel”

Skimmy hit oub straight at Baggy’s
nose. Baggy gave a howl of pain, and
lashed out right and left at Skimmgy.
That hero took three or four blows with-
out a wince, and then, with a slow and
deadly deliberation that would have
given him away completely to anyone
who knew anything about the game, he
punched with all his might at Baggy’s
jaw.

All Skimmy’s might did not mean
much, but it was more than Baggy
fancied. ;

“Yooop!” he howled. *That hurts!”

“Such, T may remark, was my inten-
tion,” said Skimmy mildly.

“Stoppit! Look here—— Oh, don’t,
Skimmy! Yarcooh! Ow-yow?! I—1
give you best!”

“You can’t, you funk!” hissed Blake.
“Goon! Hit him! You're bigger than
he is! Buck up, you bloated wash-out!™

But Skimmy got in another on Baggy's
jaw, and Baggy dropped as if shot.

He would not get up. And, as Tom
Merry pointed out, seconds were not sup-
posed to kick their principals back into
the ring. So Blake and the other Fourth-
Formers had to stand there and hear
Talbot count their craven champion out.

“Points for the Shell!” cried Tom,
when the fatal word had been pro-
nounced.

“ About one point, I should say!” re-
turned Herries warmly. ‘“Same as for
Racke. “’Tain’t worth more.”

“ A rotten frost, I call it!” said Dig.

“Yaas, - wathah! Weally, Twimble

b2 4

Baggy was sitting up now. There was
an expression of absolute dismay upon
his fat face.

“But—but you can’t!” he burbled.
“Racke said T wasn't to. I— e
won’t stand I mean, you can’t-—"

“What's that about Racke not stand-

ing something?” snapped Talbot.
“J—I—— Oh, nothing of the sort,
only——""

At this moment a horde of. fellows
burst into the gym. Among them, con-
spicuous in :vest and shorts, was the
great Grundy.

“My hat! Ob, I say, you fellows, it
was_too blessed thick to leave us out of
this 1"’ cried Levison, spotting the situa
tion at a glance.

The gloves were still on the hands of
Baggy and Skimmy, and the winner
stood in the attitude of a congueror.

“Why, what's the game?” asked Clive.

“It’s all over,” said Tom, grinning.
“First boxing contest—Bagley Trimbie,
Fourth v. Herbert Skimpole, Shell. And
Shell takes the points, old scout!”

“Oh, I say!”

““ Rotten to keep us out of it!”
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“Let’s have it over again!”

“Why not? - They ain’t either of them
marked.” ;
 But Grendy pushed his way to the
front, . <

' Never mind about those duffers,” he
said. “ Hera I am, willing to take on the
whole Fourth, one down, tother come
on! Five points to my side for every
chap ¥ liek, and fifty for the Fourth, if
any chap can lick me?!”

“Well, of all the giddy cheelt!”” gasped
Mannera.

C“My only Aunt Matilda!” chuckled
Blake, “1¥ this isn’t rich!” S
“Have yow, by any chance, been

appointed sole controller of the competi-
tion, Grandy?” asked Tom quietly.
Grundy, who had struck a very war-
liko attitude, suddenly straightened him-
self up. He glared at Tom,

“Look here, Merry, are you going to
vaise pbsurd ebjections to my doing the
Shell a good turn?” he asked. *“ After
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yesterday, ¥ consider that it’s up to me,
and ¥m ready, Come on, any of you!”

- But no one came forward. They did
not funk the great George Alfred; bub
there really was not a fellow in the
Fourth who had much chance against
him, and hard-earned peoints were not to
be thrown away in that fashion.

Then a bright idea struck Kerr.

“ Can’t do anything to-night,” he said.
“Things like this—recally important
things—mustn’t be rushed. But I think
we might fix up something in the way
of a Grundy v. the Fourth contest, if
Tommy will agree. We can get Kildare
or Darrel to ref, and have each bout
decided on points.”

“Good egg!” said Blake.

But Tom Merry looked very doubtful.
Grundy might be—and Grundy was—
ahle to lick any fellow in the Fourth, bar
accidents. But there were at least half a
dozen who were his superviors in clever-

ness.
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“Well see,” said Tom. *“We don’t
want to bar any reasomeble stggestion ;
but we ean’t have Grundy. taking every-
thing on himself.” :

“Rot* growled Grundy. *“ What's
the good of waiting? Come on, Blake!
I don’t care a serap whether it’s on
points or—""

“Tt may be on points, but it won’t be
with points to-night,” said Tom reso-
lutely, - 3

“ Are you bossing everything 97 howled
the would-be champion of the Shell,

“No. Pm only seecing that you
don’t,” answered Tom. “Come on,
Skimmy, old bird! Herries, why hadn’s
you got your band here to play, ‘ See
the Conquering Hero Comes *{”

THE END.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim’s—“ A STERN CHASE!” by
Martin Clifford.}
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HERE are many reasons why boys
desire to join Cadet Corps, some of
which have been referred to in these
Notes jo our previous issues. A new

and very good one was brought to our notice
the other day by a Iad who responded to the
witation to apply for information and ad-
vice about joising. He said that as he did
not belong to any kind of hoys’ organisation
he found himself without friends and com-
panions, and time hung heavily on his hands
in the evenings, cte. He was anxious to find
some suitable friends, and thought that if
he joined a good Cadet Corps this would
sive hira & fine opportunity to make
acquaintances and companions. There must
be many n)t{her boys in the same position in
various %ar s of the country, ard they could
not, do Better than follow the example of
this Jad. A lJetter or card addressed to the
headguarters of the Central -Association of
Volunteer. Regimenis. Judges’' Quadrangle,
Royal Courts of Justice, Strand, London,
W.C. 2, will receive attention, and produce
the desired imformation by return of post.

3 ®
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sirit displayed by some of
{he boys who Wwrite inguiring about these
corps is extremely gratifying. Here is an
extract from a letter received recently,
which is well worth bringing to fhe notice
of our readers:

Certainly the

“1 am thirteen years, but I am overwilling
to join the. Cadets. Please do you mind
sending me full particulars of the Cadets in
my district. ¥ am only little, but I have as
mueh pluck apd patriotism as many big
blokes.” -

Unfortupately, io that particular instance
there was Bo exisiing corps to which the
anxious “Would-be Recruit ” could be re-
_terred, but we hope that steps may be taken
to form one in his district before very long.

* & * * *® * a

In this comneéetion, we would like to say
again to our rédders who live in towns or
places where thefe is no Cadet Corps exist-
ing, that it would assist us very much in
taking steps to form one if they could get

a number of boys to join with them in send- |

ing .aletter fo us, stating that they wonid
be willing {0 become memhers of a corps if
_opportonity offered, ‘This ought not to pre-
sent any great diffieutly, and, in fact, is
already being dofie in 2 number of cases.
Here 35 a spesimen letter which we were
delighted to reecive from a lad in 2 small
town in the West of England, who wrote:

“In reply. {o your letter, I am sending
you the signatures of lads_ willing fo join
@ Cadet Corps. I do not think that there
would be any dificuliy in raising a larger
number when once the corps started. 1
shiowld be pleaged if you would give the
matter your donsideration.”

Ang then foliowed the atures of eight
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hoys. 1In this case we have been able to
make use of the letier, and steps are being
taken to start the movement in the town as
desired. \
& ] » b % * *

Our readers living in Glasgow who are
not already members of a cadet unit should
be interested to know that the Glasgow
battalion of the Boys’ Brigade has now been
officially recognised as a cadet orgamisation.
The Brigade is a very large and pumerous
body, comprising no fewer than fifty-live
companies, and they have now been granted
recognition . nnder the name of the “Glasgow
-Cadet Companies, the Boys® Brigade.” 1% is
intended to have a formal inspection of the
brigade shortly by General BSir Rebert
Seallon, and boys residing in the eity who
are” nobt already comnected with any other

corps should rally round, and beip to
increase the strength of this active body.
* * * 3 % 2 . o=

We mentioned in a recent issue the active
steps that are being taken to form a Cadet
Corps in the County of Worcester. Since
the note was written, we learn that the
movement has made considerable progress,
and that three cadet umits have already
heen formed in the county—at Pershore,
Stourport, apd Kidderminster respectively.
Any of our readers residing. in either of
those towns should take steps to join the
newly-formed companies, and can obtuin the
neecessary information. om inguiripg at the
Central Association of Volunteer: Regiments,
address as above.

*x * * * & @

Leicester Cadet Corps continues 1o carry

on its work as actively as ever, and has

recently had.a week’s recruiting campaign.
In the ‘Gourse of this, the “Cadet Training
Film > ‘of the Central Association was dis-
played at the Cadets’ Training Hall every
evening in the week, and a speaker explained
the objects and work of the corps. A num-
ber of new recraits were secured by these
means, and all our readers in Leicester
ought to get into communication with this
corps, and become members of it. °

3 * * ¥ ® = B
_The Imperial Cadet Yeomanry, affiliated
to the Yorks. Hussars, have passed through
as many as 1,700 cadets since the omtbreak
‘of war. The corps is one of the oldest in
Yorkshire, and bhas a brilliant record for
efficiency, which has enabled it to gain
official status as as Officers’ Training Corps.
The training given consists of full cavalry
drill, scounting, signalling, map-reading, feld-
sketching, and shooting. The regiment will

go to camp at Whitsuntide and again at

midsummer, and  during  the Whitsuntide
training Colonel Sir' Charles €. Wakefield's

" and Colonel Stanyforth's Challenge Cups will

-be compseted for. The rezimental head-

quarter are Fepton Street Barracks, Leeds,

with squadron headgaariers as under: 2

A Squadron, leoeds.—Fenton Strect Bar-
B ?

\I.t/'
PE 28
A Squadron Detachment--Drill  Hall,
Wakefleld. :

B Squadron Detachment.—-Beile Vue Bar-
racks, Bradiord.

C  Squadron Detachmesnt.—Westminster
Chambers, Harrogate.

dLads of good social pesition and edueation,
and not less than 5 feet 3 inches in height,
are invited to apply. 2

- * * x* = # »

St. Peter’s, Worcester C.L.B., EK.R.R.,
Cadet Corps, needs recruits. The parade-
room is the Mission Hall, Wyld’s Lane, where
recruits will . be eordially welcome from

seven to nine any Wednesday evening., Any
information can be obtained from GJ

Hughes, 48, Fort Royal Hill, Worecester.

*® £ * #* * = i
The Leek St. Luke's €adet Corps, formed
quite recently by the Rev. W. 8. T. Parker,
curate of St. Luke’s Parish €iuireh, Leek, is
going stromg. ~ Recruits come im ab every
parade, and prospects gemeraliy arc of the
brightest. x

* a* #* S #* * 2
The First Cadet Battalion, 15th County
of London Volumteer Regiment, with head-
quarters at Streatham Halt, 344, High Street,
Streatham, S.W., is already at battaiion
strength,. but has room for reeruits aged
12-16, who should apply af headquarters on
any evening between seven and fem. 'This
battalion offers exceptional facilitics for
cadet training, with a full staff of sergeant-
instructors and the use of a minjature rifle-
range, also of a gymnasium, ab which mem-
bers may learn bhoxing, etc., under expert
tunition. The subseription is 6d. per month.

& % * ® B % &

'The Whithy Cadet Batteries held a church

parade on -a recent- Sundsy morning, when
there was a large mruster. of the eorps and
its officers. The corps is doing excellent
work, and the members have an_enjoyable
time. Needless to say there is siif room for
more reeruits.

IMPORTANT HOTICE!
From Next Week the Price of

THE “GEM”
C will be

THREE-HALFPENCE.

¥ e have de ayed as leng as possible
” making this increase, It is now forced
€ upon us by caiuses over whith we
& have no control—the rapidly-sising ost
? of mater.al and cf labone chief among
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HE Terrible Three did not earn that
name till after they came to St.
Jim’'s—or, at any rate, did not re-
ceive it. It might be going too far

to say they had not earned it, fof they were
incorrigible young japers at Clavering.

That was where their friendship started.
When Tom Merry turned up there in his
little velveteen guit, looking the cheap idiot
he certainly was not, he was put into a
study with Manners, Lowther, and Gore.
-Gore, who ruled the roost in the Form, did
-not take to Tom; but Manners and Lowther
did. And it was Harry Manners who taught
Tom Merry to use his fists.

It seems queer now. Manners, though he
has plenty of pluck, has never been a great
fizhting-man.  Tom is capable of standing
up to many grown men. And yet Tom
learned the rudiments of boxing from his
chum. But he soon went heyond Manners,
and could teach him a good deal now.

There has been less occasion for Manners
to fight than for Tom. Harry Manners has
never aspired to leadership. Both he and
Monty Lowther have been loyally content to
follow Tom. Then, too, Manners is rather of
a  quiet disposition. In some ways he is
distinctly more reserved than either of his
chums. He has not Tom’s sunny cheerful-
1ess, or Monty's joking lightness. In Form
he is ahead of either of them, taken all
round, and probhably Mr. Linton has no
Hetter mathematician among his pupils,

This is not to say that Manners is brilliant,
even in his best subjects. He is a stxcker,
with a good but not particularly quick brain.

Indeed, he is not brilliant at anything.
He is far below Tom's form at any game,
“and does not equal Lowther, who himself is
hardly among the foremost. Nevertheless,
Manners is useful. The plodding type that
does its hest always and never slacks may
not win many matches, but it helps to give
a side ballast.

As an amateur photographer he has made
quite a name, and he thoroughly deserves
his fame. Photography is more than 2 hobby
with him. Lowther may call it an obsession,
but that is not quite the nicest way of put-
ting it. DMManners cherishes a real devotion
to the art, and nothing riles him: more than
any attempt to decry it, or any risk of
danger to his beloved camera.

It is not difficult to rile Manners. There
are queer kinks in his temper, as his chums
know., His feud with Roylance showed him
at his worst. It was a very one-sided feud,
for the junior from New Zealand had no wish
to be Manners’ enemy. There . was more
hitterness and unreasonableness in it~ than
.there onght to have been. Tom and Lowther
saw that, and tried to talk their chum round.
But Manners was not to be talked round.
He can be very obstinate.

That all came right at last, and he showed
up well at the finish.
the best of chums now.

But in other matters—smaller matters—
Manners Las often shown a certain shortness
of temper and a capacity for going on being
grumpy when there really was little excuse
jor it. He hotly resented the intrusion of
Philip Ignatius Parker into Study No. 10,
and rather went out of his way to make
Parker uncomfortable. His wrath. flared up
ainst Lumley-Lumley in the days when that
*outh was a rank .outsider; and twice he
went for Lumley-Lumley, and got into black
disgrace with Mr. Linton for a ‘supposed
assault upon a boy only lately -recovered from
a severe illn There was more excuse for
him in this case, for he had been taunted
almost beyond endurance; but his obstinate
pride stood in the way.of his explaining
to the master, as he might well have done
without h)m" himse' open to a charge of

sneaking.

Yes, he has Lis faults. But, for all his
faults, what a good, manly, loyal fellow he
is! ~ What a sbaunch chum, what a self-

sacrificing  brother?
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The ties that bind the Terrible Three are
very strong. Manners and Lowther were
chums betore they knew Tom Merry. It may
be that now Tom stands first in the
affections of each, but that does not mean
that their mutual friendship has slackened.
They are not much alike. 1In fact, in many
ways they are very unlike. But in the things
that matter most they feel the same, and
usually act in the same way. I can’ recall
only one instance of both of them definitely
falling away from Tom Merry, though, of

course, there have been other quarrels, as
there will be between cven the best of
chums.

That one instance was when Tom was up
against Jack Blake. The two were staunch

et, black as the case looked against
Tom. they fell away later, and Tom
fought the fellow who had been a dear chum
—though never quite as dear as those two—
without a sccond. You may be sure that
many a time since Harry Manners has thought
of that, and reproached himself with it. His
is in many ways a decp(r nature than
Lowther’s, though the mpmfz Monty has his
depths, and Manners is apt to remember
things longer.

He was more staunch than Lowther then.
He never believed the charges made against
Tom, but that made it rather worse than
bettér that he should stand aloof.

They were both ‘loyal .when Tom’s double
caused Tom to be held gmlt) of going to the
dogs, and almost everyone believed. They
went  farther than their own convictions
would have taken them when Tom stood so
finely by Talbot, and if they did not go all
the way that Tom did, it was because he did
not ask them to. l‘l\m shared with Tom the
pburden of guilt that was really Wally
D’Arcy's, partly oub of regard for Wally, and
partly out of ‘detestation of the tyranny
of Mr. Selby. All three even lied to the
Thitd Form master, but they drew the line
at lying to the Head!

at the outf
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Manners' couragé cannot be questioned.
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There was a time when he was much mis-
understood on that score. Through a ¢
plication of circumstances, he was convicted

—as it seemed—of gross cowardice when
Cousin Ethel was in danger from a ball.
The story he told was believed by few.
Tom and Monty believed it, until they got
what seemed convincing proot that their
chum had lied. Then they also fell away,
and Manners was an outcast. Yet he had
told nothing but the truth; and that he had
pluck in plenty was shown by his dash into
a burning house to save a youngster. All
came right, and an extra special camera was
presented to him as a souvenir of his heroism.
Not that Manners would call himself a hero,
by the way.

» His photography has figured prominently
m more than one story. It served to trip
up the scheming Levison when he was trying
to rob Bernard Glyn of the credit and profit
of an invention. It got him and his chums
out of trouble with Mr. Ratecliff. Manners
had secured a photo of Ratty in the very
act of spying, and in the face of that the
acid- ’cempercd master dared not go on with
his persecution of the.Terrible Three.

And there was the time when the Head
offered a prize of five pounds in a hobbies
competition. Manners had a very good
chance of winning that, with his exhibition
of photographs, the work of long and loving
care. Through Levison’s spite that exhibition
was completely wrecked. Figgins was sus-
pected of the dark deed, and the suspicion
led to very strong feeling between the two
Houses. But it came out at length that
Joliffe, nephew of the shady landlord of the
Green Man, had done the deed, pmmptui
by Levison; and in the event, Tom Mer
model aeroplane, which owed its effectivencss
to a suggestion ntade by Manners, won the
prize, which was some consoclation to Man-
ners.

But perhaps the best of all the Manners’
yarns are those which also concern his minor.
It is not necessary to say much about Reggie
Manners here, for he will be dealt with later.
But one must make it clear that he is a
terribly spoilt child. . There is good stuff in
him, but I do not think that he will ever
be the equal of his brother. He has Harry's
faults, but he lacks some of Harry’'s best
qualities. He is capable of being as resentful
as his brother, and far sulkier, and he is by
no means as ready to make amends when he
is proven wrong.

A difficult youngster to deal with, and
not the less difficult for Harry, because it is
Reggie, and not the elder son, of whom
their father thinks most.

Reggie is the very apple of - his father's
eye. Ii Reggie went wrong at St. Jim’s, it
would not be Reggie’s fault, of course. Had
he not an elder brother to see that he did not
go wrong? 3

And we have read how Harry Manners did
his level best, sticking to the cub when his
chums advised letting him go his own way
as hopeless, sacrificing himself in every way
posSible, losing his temper sometimes, but
never wholly losing patience for long.

Cutts of the Fifth took up Reggie, and was
fast making a complete little rotter of him.
The youngster of thirteen or so who has
got into smoking and gambling habits is not
likely to pull himself up. Manners major
pulled Manners minor up at heavy risk to
himself. Before that, even, he had allowed
the guilt of Reggie’s attack upon Mr. Selby
to fall upon his own shoulders, thus facing

.the risk of expulsion for the ungrateful, re-

bellious fag. He came, indeed, very near
being . expelled; but in the nick of time
Reggie owned up, and saved the situation.

That time Reggie really was guilty. But
later, when Harry underwent still more for
him, he was not—at least, he was not guilty
of the theft of which he was suspected, He
had gone pretty far in other directions, en-
couraged by Racke, who had his knife into
Manners major.
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But it was quité as much for his father’s
sake as his brother’s that Harry Manners
allowed the stain of crime to:rest upon him.
It was after Mr, Manners had come to St.
Jim’s on reecipt of the news of Reggie’s
expulsion, that Harry, to save his brother,
but more than that, because he had been cut
to the very quick by the reproaches of his
father, made his false eonfession of guilt.

The younger son, it seemed, was every-
to the father—the elder nothing.
Harry had been accused of wreeking Reggie’s
life. He was so stung, so reckless in his
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THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA.

The twing are Philip Derwent, of Higheliffe, and his sister Philippa, of Chifi House.
been until recently with Flip (Philip) at Higheliffe, but is now at Cliff House,

"the cause of trouble,
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pain, that be cared little if his own was
wrecked. Sinee Reggie was so important,

-since Reggie had all the affection that he

should at least have shared—well, let the
worst, come!

Mr. Clifford has written many fine stories,
but few, I think, finer than “A Son’s Sacri-
fiece,” the second of the three in which all
these things were recounted. Almost as
good, however, and perhaps even more to
the taste of many readers, were the quite
recent. yarns in which, Reggie again being
Harry Manners per-

FOR NEW READERS.
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sisted in making an enemy of Dick Roy-
lance. There is no need to tell' that story
over again, but I feel sure that it is one
you will all remember.

These two fine series of yarns dealt with
the graver side of Manners’ nature. He has
a lighter side—you all know that! He can
enjoy a jape as much as anyone, and can
keep up his end when japing is afoot. Bub
he is not really quite as keen as Lowther
on such things, or quite as keen as Tom
Merry on games—just as neither of his chums
is quite as keen as Manners on work!

him with Vavasour. His best chums, Merton and Tunstall, are away from the school for a time, owing to a serious accident to one of Merton’s

eyes in a fight with Ponsonby.

at- the outset, takes to gambling. - He is made reckless by failing to hear {rom: his chums, who seem to have thrown him over. § :
There is also a coolness between Flip and his

of fact, Gadsby and.Vavasour have intercepted and kept back a letter from Tumstall to him.

sister ; the Cuff House girls consider that Flip did not back up Merton staunchly.

full explanation is-possible between the twins.

senseless just as the warning * Police ! is heard.

Hazel, the Runaway !

44 ET me alone!” snapped Hazel, “It's
all your fault that I've runp—-7"

He stopped short with a galp.

He tried to free himself from Flip's

grasp. And Flip could not guess that he had

not, meant to let out so much as that,

It was not' axt Flip Derwent’s faunlt, of
course, That was absurd, Only a weakly,
passionate fellow like Peter Hazeldene would
have made such a charge, .

Flip had been in no way conecerned in the
trouble whieh had brought Hazel to this
pass.

But he had let Hazel down, though he had
never intended to.

He had promised help. They were to have
met earlier in that very day, and Flip would
have handed over to the Greyfriars junior
part- of the remittance he had been hoping
to get—if it had come.

1t was probably at Higheliffe now, waiting
for him. But until that moment he had net
thought abeut it, or about Hazel. And that
was hardly to be wondered at, seeing what
he had gone through in the last twenty-four
hours,

He kept his grip on Hazel. If he ecould
prevail,- Hazel should go hack to Greyfriars,
However bad matters might be, they could
scarcely be past mending, Wharton would
help; or Vernon-Smith. And, at worst, Mr.
Jerry Hawke would not dare to push things
to extremes, Flip thonght. =

“Run away?” he said.
Hazel 1”

And he said that quite honestly, with no
thought for the moment of the fact that he
was doing the same foolish thi

“ What else was 1 to do?
between a growl and a whine.

« Anything ! =

“ But there sn’t anything that could he
done. You were my last hope!”?

« Apd I failed you—I know I did. Rough
on you, old chap! But I couldnw’t help it.
I'm in the very dickens of a mess myzelf !”

“ You?!? .

“Yes, me! Surprised—eh??

“I'm not. I knew Pon and
would land you somehow,”

Hazel's tone was different. now, The sulki-
ness had gone out of it. Flip was a comrade
in misfortune,

«Well, they bhave. They've landed me so
heavily—or I've landed myself, for I'm not
¢oing to make out that it’s all their blame—
that there’s mothing for me to do but what
you're doing.”

“And yeb
bolting !»

“Qh, you ass,

asked Hazel,

that gang

an ass- for

« Well, it’s different. Yeou owe money, It
can be paid somehow, ¥ suppose. It's cnly
a ease of getting' people to wait a iitile
longer. They’d have to.”

«That’'s all- you know! They wouldn't!
But what have you dons that’s worse than my
erimes 27

“I don’t know that I've done
worse. I shouldn’t call anyt ol

Hne

you called me

anybhing

kind of silly foo!
“Tnen why am I 3
you're noj ¥

4 tremble

It was a fair question. Flip felt that.
And, ‘of course, it was nct exaetly an easy
question to answer. But Flip was sure there
w2s an answer to it.

“ Well, you see 7

“Shush!? hissed Hazel.  Flip felt him
with  fear. “There’s someone

eoming !

Fuey drew back together into the ‘gloom.
Heavy footsteps sounded on the road.

“Old Tozer!” whispered Flip. < Nothing
to be afraid of there!” !

Hazel's teeth ehattered,

#0Oh, ism't there?” bhe whispered back.
“They may have found out by now that I've
holted !» 5

P.-c. Tozer had passed on. P.-c. Tozer was
not exactly a brilliant deteetive. But as he
knew nothing as yet about either of the
runaways, he was not greatly to be blamed
for not spotting them, perhaps.

“ Do you mean that they don’'t know yet?”
Flip asked.

“Some of ' the fellows do, I dare say—or
guess, any road. But I don’t think they'll
report it yet. They won’t be sure. I've
missed calling-over, of course; but nothing
more may be thought about me by anyone
.but Browney and Bulstrede, or any chap
they may tell, till bed-time, anyway.”

“ Lueky bargee!” replied Flip. “You can
slip baek as easy as winking, and nothing
worse than a eaning to come to you for
being out.” No one's to know that you had
made up your mind to bolt.”

“T'my'not going back !” said Hazel doggedly.
“1 donm’t know what I'm going to do; but
I won't go back! I’d kill myself first! I've
thought about doing that more than once.
What's life worth. anyway? If one could
only go to sleep for ever and forget it all—
all the silly things and the wronz things.

all the trouble one has given other people,
glll the beastly bitterness ome has felt!
]!75

He was in deadly earnest—for the moment,
at least, There were strange things below
the surface of Hazel's weak, wayward nature.

Perhaps he felt more intensely than many
better fellows did. There was real remorse
in him now,

It was a hard problem for Flip to face.
On what he said much might hang, and he
realised that.

No good ealling Hazel names;
lecturing him.

Wharton or Tom Brown might have had a
right to do that. They had always run
straight ; and hoth of them had helped Hazel
in greater or less degree,

But Flip was a fellow-sinner. He had to
remember that. He realised that it gave him
a hold upon Hazel's sympathy—if he could
only say the right thing! But what was the
right thing to say? X

He blurted out the first notion - that
occurred to him; and it is possible that the
most tactful words would not have served
better. |

“It’s always scemed to me 2
out, and beastly rough ou cig

no good

sald.

“%Wel And who is there
vhat e

“h

i don't helieve

In their absence Flip gets too friendly with Pon and the rest of the nuts, and, without any real taste for it

As a matter

They are gated owing to an anonymous letter, and thus uo
Flip goes with the nuts to a gambling den at Courtiield, quarrels with Pon, and is knocked
Flip comes to himself in a cellar, bound hand and ioot.

He is let out, however.

you're a coward, really, Hazel. I've heard
of more than one plucky thing you've done.*

Silence for a moment.

Then Hazel said:

“ Yes, there's Marjorie. No chap ever had
a better sister! She’s worth ten thousand
of me!
were dead. She’d grieve for a bit; but after-
wards she’d be hetter off. No one to worry
about, you know.”

The words came slowly at first, and then
in. a gush of passion,

“ Hazel, I let you down badly, I know. Let
me make up for it now. If I go back it's the
sack for me—that's a dead cert. But I'm
willing to go—if you'll go back to Greyfriars
and tell Wharton everything. I have lots of
faith in Wharton. He'l} see you through.”

“He’s done with me! Besides, how can 1
go back? Youyr facing the music at High-
cliffe won't help me—tuough it's no end good
of you to be willing. If you were at Grey-

friars, and we ecould face it together, it
would be different.”
% You didn't hear all 1 had to say. There’s

a letter waiting for me at Highelifle—I'm
almost, sure of that. It has a remittanee in
it, and you're welcome to every penny of
it, old chap. You shall have it, too, what-
ever happens! They can’t keep back my
letters, I suppose.”

“ But how do you know it's waiting? What
do you mean? When did you bolt?”

% Can't say exaetly.”

Dark as it was, Flip was sure that Hazel
was looking hard at him, staring in utter

bewilderment.

“Can't say when you holted? You're talk-
ing riddles, Derwent!”

“It sounds queer, I know; but the yarn’s
too long to tell now. It would only be wast-
ing time. I haven't been inside the High-
cliffe gates since just after dinner yesterday.
I went over to Lantham then to play a

mateh with our First. And things bap-
pened. It wasn’t all my fault, but I'm
booked, It’s the sack, anyway. I didn't

mean. to wait for it; but I'll go back to ke
kicked out, if it will help you.”

Flip did not say he would go back for
Hazel’s sake. It was not, entirely for Hazel's
sake. It was because of the promise he had
given’ Marjorie, and because . of his own
broken promise to Hazel. He felt that he
owed Hazel that. And, for all his folly and
bis obstinacy, Hazel appealed-to him more
than ever before. It may have been because
he felt that he and Hazel were in the same
boat. Both of them had made an awful bash
of things, and they could do no better than
face their troubles together. That would be
better for Hazel, if not for Flip.~

“ What have you done, Derwent ?”

The words ecame in a queer, strained
whisper. Till that —moment Hazel = had
fancied that Flip had only just left High-
cliffe, Now he was ready to faney anything,

Flip had been away well over twenty-four
hours, and he was still hanging about in the
neighbourhood. He must have been ir hiding,
Hazel thought ; and the Greyfriars junior was
in such a morbid. miserable state that it
eame naturally to him to dread the worst,

He shrank from Flip as though he feared

i

|

They have a cockatoo, named Cocky, which has
Flip has made an enemy of Gadsby, who is plotting against

But it would be better for her if I -
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that there' might be blood upon his hands,
or some tc.rnble guilt upon his soul.

«Come a cropper, -that's all. 1 haven't
stolen anything, if that’s what you're fancy:
ing; and I certainly haven’t done anything
worse than stealing. 1If you must have 1v,
I was fool enough to go to a gambling-den
at Courtfield last night. There was an alarm
of police, though I Telieve now it was all a
d5. Someone hit me on.the napper, and when
I came to I was tied up and locked in a
cellar. 1 got cut this morning. That's all
Sounds a likely cort of “tale, don’t it?. If 1
tell the truth, I'm saeked, and_shall bhe
thought a liar im the bargain.- If 1 refuse
to tell anything—well, what can the old man
do but sack me?2”

: Hazel breathed a- great sigh of relief.

«J—I thought it might he worse than
that.” he said. “I—I hardly know what I
did think.”

“You believe it, then?”

“«QOf courze I do' 1 kncw you well enough

~ to be sure you're atml"ht old man. And I
know Pon & Co. well enough. You needn’t
tell me that they led you into it——"

“T don't intend to tell ycu or anyone
that,” said Flip.- “That's just what I den't
mean to tell.. I'm not going to crawl out—
even.if I could—by puttm" the blame, or
part of it, on other chaps. I’ played " lee
goat, and I've got to pay for it!” ~

«No, you netdn't tell-me:” repeated. Hazel,
almost as it .talking to himself. ©“I know
Pon & Co.—to my ‘cost ! ‘They. left you in
the lurch—you needn’t tell me that, either.
THey.~ wduld—it’s -their rotten way! I
wouldn't spare them.”Derwent!?

«Qh; T'm-not:laying . myself. out particu-
larly - to do<Pon and Gaddy: and Vav _any
good !2. Flip said . ccolly. . ©“A _chap can't
sneak—that’s the long and" short of it, Come
along with me, Hazel. ‘T'll trot over to Grey-
friars with you. It doesn't matter to a day

_ or soxwhen I ‘g0 back to:Highclifie,’as things
arex’If 1 could get a word vnth Wharton—-"

“I'm not going. hack to Gre\hmrs'”

“&ou are, old chap"’ .

| help me now!"”
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“I'm- not! If you think you- can force
me, you'll find yourself jolly well mistaken,
I can tell you! And you can't call in any-
one else to help. If you wen't split ‘on: Pon
and those rotters, who let you in, you can't
split on me!® AR
.-%@Go hack, Hazel. old fellow! . Tt's best,
T'm“sure. “And think of Masjoric!”

“1 won't go back! I'm a‘rotter and a
“hit you mustn’t-think I'm geing to
let ‘you sacrifice yourself for me!»

“There's no real sacrifice: | I don't C'lre
much. “I'm Beoked. whatéver—~happens.
going back, I can do you a good turn,
AH Aml I reckon T owe it to you.”

“But you can't! Nothing you can do will

tIu\t &

«Rot! Come along to Greyfriars, old
chap; or come to Highelifle with me.  I.may.
be able to sneak in and get my letter. You'd

feel” happier going back with the eash in
your pocket, I dare say.”

“Do you think I care a sérap for nobody
but myself ?” demanded Hazel hotly.
© “0f course I don’t!. But——>

«]1 can’t and I.won’t go back! I can't face
Wharton and the rest. My life there was a
misery to me. I've. done with it! Ob, I
wish I were dead—I wish I were dead !»
“And lIa/el burst’ into passionate sobs.

It was no good plying him with arguments
until he had recovered his calrr'ne~s Flip
saw that. =

« Look here, old fellow.” he said, “this is
dangerous for us both. Suppose anyone came
along?? . 3

< Thereisoa <}vevl in the field behind us,”
said Hd/c pullm" himself together with an

effort!=t “Le get-in’ there. © We™can talk
without any risk of being heard.”
They were safely inside the shed: in a

moment or-two. - Hazel had ceased to.sob:
but he sat with his head in his hands, silent.
Flip’s hand. fell on his shoulder, and he Ie
it stay there.
“ By Jupitér, I'm hungry!”
- It may have:been ten minutes hter that
Flip broke the silence with that remark.
«Oh, I say! ‘What a =elﬁkh beast I am!

i 1 i
One Peany. - :
And T've got grub in my pockets all vne
time ¥ - :
“Have you? That's first-rate news, Hazel!

Hand weme of it-over, there's a wod chap !”

“You can have it all, and welcome! T fecl
that, I don’t care if I never eat a moutlful
d“’lm"”’

“T'll ‘have some of it. I haven't had a
\cmp sir¢e this morning.” -

It-was-handed over. Hazel refused to nimve
xt and, indeed; there was no speclal need cf
it in his case. " There really wps in I‘hps
- « Now“I-féel “hetter,” ‘said Flip, in about
ten minutes. I should like a.cup of good,
strong, hot”coffee, I'll ‘admit; but I can get
along without it. Let gct oﬂ Hazel !>
1€ \hére?? = >

“To Greyfriars, of course"’

_“I'm pot gomv' I'd die firsk!”

Tle meant it. But he was so unstable tlnt
Flip still hoped that he would change his
mind hefore morning.

“«Well, we may as well hang together, I
suppose !”

.«If you'll be bothered with a rotter like
me"’ caid Hazel bltterly

«Rats!” We're in ‘the.same boat.” No ‘good
calling :each other, or ourselves, or ;anyone
else, for that matter, pet names. But I must
see my sister hefore I go. And I suppose you
want to see yours?”

Flip felt a shudder go thrcugh Hazel.

«T c¢an’t face Marjorie—I - can't!”

Greyfriars junior muttered. -

«Well, I'll own that it won't be all beer
and xluttlea for me telling Flap. But I'm
bound to.”

Hazel cmwht him by the arm.

“If you say a ‘word about me——”

“I'm not. giving anyone away. But I-think
you ought-—”

«J mevér did what I cught, and it's foo
late to begin’ néw. Derwent, if you won't
promise not to'say a word akout me, T'1——>2

“What will_you do?” snapped th his
patience geing all at once. <

“T'll bolt “while you're talkmg to them—
I swear I wnll 12 "

“(To be contmued)
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For Next Wednesday'
A STERN CHASE !>
By Martm Ciifiord.

A stern chase is, according to the old
saying, a long chase.  The Shell have fallen
badly behind m ‘points in their contests with
theFourth; who lead at the stage ‘to which:
the end’ of this story carries us by 49 to 20.
Thus, even: without the dormxtory jape, the,
junior. Form. of the. two is.on top; and the,
chances of the Shell do not lgok too TOSY i

The Shell, ably led by Tom Merry and
Talbot, stick to it, however. Whether they
minage to get on terms I am not going to:
tell_you. To know that you must waxt—
possibly Toniger than next week. .

And“what of Racke and- the other food—
hogs? < Oh, *you may ‘count on hearing more.
about tlmt dﬂdl!‘, and ahout the miystery of
how- Racke ‘got  the' grub, -and. of Skimmy’s
feud Wwith® the seven. - Skimmy “has afready
beaten Baggy.! It would be wrong to say

“thrashed,” for Baggy had not patience’ to
wait’ for ‘=vtlnt—he threw ~ up the® sponge
hefore he had - fairly- begun -to be - hurt!
Mellishyis -Skimmy’s next opponent—what “do
you:think will be the result of that Homerxc
ombat! ; 3

ir THE PAPER SCAROlTY

A notme on "another p(we will tell you that
fn future. you' must pay . three- halfpence for
‘the”GEM. Don't-grumble! Think yourselves
lucky- that it can go on at all under present
conditions. Again and again the quantity
of paper we are allowed to use has been cut
down, "and the result of this rationing has
heen that a number of journals issued from
this office have - ceased to appear at all.
Some“of you wilt recall “Pluck” -and the
« Boys’ Realm » and the « Greyfriars Herald.”
They have gone,- with a scere or.so more-in
which ~you--are not- so -likely to have been
interested. And others will have to go, while
those which. remain must do what ncarly all
other papers have done already—raise their
prices to cope with the radditional e\pennc,
every week growing greater:

It is the war, of course. And because of
that, grumblui" is miot only useless, but silly.
We mu:t th Up with the hardshlps whlch

town, :Canneck,

-“Magnet ”
_offered.

Editor’s Chat. ——

the war brings us. And you boys am] girls
ought to think of this. “If we fail to win-the
war, some day, sooner or-later, we shall have
it all to fight over again, and, tllnugh it may
hardly seem [)0«11)]@ to fight under worse
conditions. It is partly for “the' sake of ‘you
who are young now, and the others to follow
you, yet unborn, that our- men man‘ the
trenches and face”the ‘dangers™of the seas.
So accept your sharé of what must be“borne
with all the true British pluck you can
muster. :

NOTICES.

Back Numbers, etc., Wanted.
By R. P. Linnell, 15, Park - Street,
Staffs—any Nos. in Vol.

6, North - Bank,

Bridg-
1-8
of GEM.

By - -Thomas - Morgan, -
Llandilo, Carmarthenshire Llnley Mmor,
and  “Victims ‘and --Victors,” -also
before October, *1916—half-price

Riverside Cot,tfme, Knoat-

By J. G. Bell,
Tour 32

Top; -Leeds=*" Remove  Eleven on

elean. -

By Henry qcott 34, Grme Street New
Balderton; Nemu‘l\—(.h\l Nos. 1-400—state

price first, please. s i :
‘By: Harold-Makin, 12, Whitby Street, The

Brook, leerpool—‘ 1.2- _and - “M.2 . before

chan"e to white covers—2d. each offered. -

By H. Brown, 29, Castle Street, Clack-
mannan—* Sportsmen- All.”

By A. C. Whordley, .)‘3, Moat Road,
‘Walsall—“School and Sport.”

By C. E. Adams, 195, Sydénham Road,
bydenham, SE "GﬁNo 26 bmton Blake

Library. =
By Frank Hvrt ]9 btanle) A\emxe, Queen-
boro’; Kent—GEM; 1:490.
By C. Padgham, 9 %tanley Avenue,
Queenboro’, Kent-—"“M.” 1400 “G."1-420.
By E. Walsh care of -Mrs. Darcv, 6, Bath
Avenue, Haddmgton Road, DublmA“Myster)
of Painted- Room ”—=also numbers -of “M.”
containing “T\uce Round the Globe »
“J\lysteriu
By F. E.

Smlth, 47, Claremont Road,

.Ciaum,” “Postal-Order” Conspiracy,”

anyj

and

Blrmmglmm — “Boh Cherry‘s
’ _“Wingate’s Folly,” “ Wingate's
i “Figgins’
Fig-Pudding,” *“Saving Talbot,” “Loyal to the

Spar}\'brook,
Barring-Out,”

" Last,” “Bob.’ Clierry- in— Search - of . His
| Father,” “ Wun-Lung's Secret,” “Schoolhoy
Policeman,”. . Tom - Merry _Minor,” -.*Tom

Merry’s Tnp to Paris,” “St. Jim's Alrmen,
and “G.” and “M.” 1-150. 4
+~By:J. -Anderson,-Stork Hotel, Rawrah, near

Cockermouth—* &chool = and ' ‘Sport,”* ‘ Bob
1(;‘herr'y’s Barring-Out ”—2s. offered for -the
Wo. >

» By  James Elder, 63, -Montague  Street,

m(;thesay~‘ G.” and *“M.” \os before Au"ust
" “By G. Nettleton, 46, Claremont R .1d I\IO\S
Side, Manche~tcr—.my b(xck numbera of
GEM-—write first.

By E. Lupton, 256, Moss Lane E-lst Moss
Side, Manchester—back numbers- of GEM—
write first. °

By Alex. Laggan, Norene (“rescent, C.\rﬁn,
via  Motherwell—« Figgins’ Fig- Puddmg »_3d.
oﬁered—'mv «@.» or “M.” numbers--before
1916—2d. offered=also « Boys’ Friend » Library
issues 'of 1913, especially school yarms.- ;

By T. Buchanan, =11, Lochlea” Road, New-
linds,- Glasgow—<G.” aml “M.” Nos.. 1-500;
also - “ Boys’ Library, 1-400—state
prices. 5

By- T. Brown,

Kent—“M.” Nos.

Friend »

80,
83

New -Town, Ashfo;d,
119, 172, 179; 190,- 239,

253, 254," 805, 2d. oﬂ'ered for = double
numbers. ** .
By Miss Mmme Mom:on, 78, Hallscraig

-Street, Airdrie—“M.” Nos.-108, 152, 162,
and 283.

By Leslie Caw. 535, Catherine Ro‘\d Torest

jate, E.7—%M.” and “G.” Nos. 1-10—write
first—1/6. offered.

By Pat Halfordy, Hmudf
South - Africa=“M.” Nos.
clean.

200,

Berﬂvxlle Natal,
364:498—must . be




