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CHAPTER 1. “No. What’s worrying me most is “Don’t!™ implored Tom. *Take it~

Two Thinking Hard.

“ ONTY !?
M It was ITarry Manners, of
the Shell, who spoke. The
Terrible Three were together
in their studr, No. 10 on the Bhell pas-
cage, and two of the three were appa-
reitly in deep thought. .

Monty Lowther sat in the armchair, his
Lors thrust out, his hauds in the pockets
«f his trousers, his brow wrinkled. Tom
Meniy sut at the table, a pen in his hand,
w sheet of paper before him, his hair
rampled, and a line drawn right down
i middle of his forehead. .

Lowther took no notice at all of his
s eall. Fom Iooked up and frowned,
= lmm who does not want to be dis
rrbed,

Now, Manners was, as a rule, the most
ti:oughiful of the teio,  1ie certainly had
uo abjection to thinking, but it seemed to
Lim just then that big chums really were
vverdoing it .

©Mounty ! he said agiin, with a note
of immatience in his voice. ,

= Oh, don’t bother 1" snapped Lowther,

“ What's the watter with you?”

*Nothing's  the  matter,”  replied
[oowther, “I'm thioking, that's all.”

“Not half a bad thing to do,” said
Manners. “T wonder you havew't tried
it before this,” .

7"Ii;.’vrrn‘£‘" grewled the humorist of the
el

= Toamm

* enapped Tom Merry.
Lowther™s thinking !”
. T wish you would, instead of jabber-
iz all the time 17
*What's the matter with you?” asked
S lanners.
It was not at all usual to catch Tom
Sed-tempered:
Nothing’s the matter. At least—oh,
it’s the cricket bizney ! Easy enough to
pick an eleven from botn Forms, but it’s
inother pair of boots picking two clevens
from the Shell alone.”
“ I should say it simply can’t be did,”
returned Manners.
*It’s got to"be done, idiot! After we
lave scored over the Fourth in the
=ccond Eleven footer mateh we can’t re-
fuse to put a team into the field against
their Becond at cricket.”
_ *Well, it’s not much -nore than choos-
inz your first team, and then scratching
up eleven sittors to go and be slaugh-
tered, is it 27
“P'r'aps not. But—"
\Who are your First Eleven?”
“I wish you fatheads would stop
tassing I 'said_Lowther irritably.
"Go and think in the boxroom!”
suggested Manners, i
" Very much the same as the footer
team,” said Tom. “We three, Talbot,
Noble, Dane, and Glyn, Guon and Wil-
kins, and the last two chosen from Gore,
Freve, Thompson, Freneh, and Jimson.”
“IFm! The threc who will have to
1 slown won't make much of a bacl-.
for the Second, T can see.” But it's
i gouod werrying about the Second.”

‘“

about the last two for the First. Gore
might make a few runs, but he's no
bowler. Frere can bowl a bit, but he's
a lump of lead in the field, and a stodgy
bat without a single scoring stroke.
Thompson and French are moderate all
round—very moderate. Jimson is about
the pick of the bunch, I think, but he
drops catches,”

it’s not everyone’s job when a licking's
a dead cert.” .

“1 know. one chap who would,” said
Tom, grinning.

“Qh, Grundy! Well, why not let
him? It will keep him from coming
along and insisting cu being played in
the Fivst.”

It would do that. But he won't be
be played iu the First if he insists from
now to Doomsday. 1 thought of Gore.”

*~1f the Fourth get first kuock and run
up a hundred or so without a wicket
down, Gore's quite capable of turning
the whole thing up and marching off the
field,™ o

“Oh, I don't think so—not now,” said
Tom. “Gore’s a long-sight better chap
than he used to be, and he's really keen
on the competition.”

“1le’s not exactly a Job. though.
Now, eld Gruudy would go on to the
bitter end, anyway

** But to make Grundy captain is admit-
ting the thing to be a farce.”

“Well, what is it but a farce,
Tommy "

Tom knitted his brows more faricusly
than ever. The Shell Second Eleven at
footer had looked a very cheap lot, but
they had brought off an unexpected vie-
tory.

That had been little short of a miracle.
It bad been almost cntirely brought
about by Bernard Glyn, who had done
wonders both as skipper and goalkecper.

But it was too much to hope for
another miracle, and CGlyn confessed
frankly that he was no good at licking a
cricket eleven into shape. Morcover, it
takes far longer to shape a decent
cricketer out of unpromising materials
than to do the samec thing at footer;
and, ag Tom knew, the Fourth had
several quite useful cricketers outside
their best tcam. The Shell had scarcely
one. . :

“We can’t treat if as a farce, Manners.
It isn’t fair to the chaps whe ply, and
it isn’t quite fair to the Fourth,”

#Are you-chumps ever going to stop
cricket jaw?” demanded Monty.

- " Not till we've finished,” rep{ied Tom,
with a touch of irritation.

“Go on, then, and T'll join in and do
my bit,” was the unexpected answer.

“Finished your ghinking?” inquired
Manners, with a grin.

“I have!” replied Lowther solemnly.

“What’s the giddy result?”

“ A tremendous score for the Shell—in
the future.”

“Very much in the future ! said Man-
ners.

“Rats! T've thought out a stupcndous

' wheeze,”

“Who's goiug to captain the Second?’

out and bury it decently. We're far
enough behind on points now, without
any morc of your stupendous wheezes,
old scont!™ 4
“Well, don’t we want to catch up "’
“Yes, of'fom-se we do. But we never

-shall if—""

“I tell you this is simply—"

“SBo was the last. And look what it
cost us 17 said Maimers.

“Bnt this =

“We den't want to hear it 1™

“You're not going to, Tommy. TFor
the present I mean to keep it an abso-
lute sceret. It was ouly you fellows who
spoiled the other by wanting to kuow all
about it in advanee.”

“Hanged it I don't hike that!™ said
TFom. Cow were barsting ol us,
You ass

I didu't put Wyrn where he could
overhear it all, anyway.”

“Well, did wo'*® demanded Manners.

“No. That is, you didn't exactly put
him there; but if you were balf as sharp
as you think you arc you would have sus-
pected,”

“Why didn't
Tom

veu  suspeet:” ashed

“My desr, read ass, ic's sin
for me to think of everything!
have the best braing in the Shell——

“My hat!" gasped Manners.

“No, Manners—no! That has never

ot covered them, unless when I have
orrowed it. Hallo, Kangy! I've got a
new wheeze I

Harry Noble, the Austealisn member
of the Shell, liad just stuck in his head.

(k1" he said blankly. .

* What are yon leoking like that for,
you boiled owl?” snapped Lowther.

Kangaroo turned to Tom Merry.

*Can’t you stop him, Tomwmy?” he
asked. “I haven't given up hope yet.
badly as we're down on the latest count
of h}’m scare; but if Lowther is going to

v inmposs
T oy

“T’'m going to put the score np, fat-
head !”

“Bo you said last time. But—"

“Is thy servant a goatherd?” asked
Lowther tragically.

“More of a goat. I should say'!” re-
plied Manuers. * Why?"

“Beeause I scen to have tumbled into
a dashed lot of butting!™ snapped
Lowther.

“Whereas you'd prefer butter.” said
Tom, * Well, yon won’t get it, Monty !
We're fed-up with your rotéen schemes!*

“That,” said Lowther, teking the last
word, as usual, before he went ont, “is
where they differ from butter, anvwar,
for you can’t say you'te fed-up with
that !”

CHAPTER 2.
Being Friendly with Brooke.
“ OING home, Brooke?”
Thus Monty Lowther, after
classes werc over next day.
. He was standing at the gates
when DPick Brocke, the day-boy, came
up. 2

“_/
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“Thal's whete I . usually make- for

smiling, - 5 *
& Fwalk {m_h of the way with you if
; }nog*liko,” volunteered L?wthei'. o
“Td be glad,. T get tired of ‘my own
company ‘sometimes, and it isn't oftén
there's anyone going my way.  But how
is it you're not at cricket?”
" Lowther showed a bandaged hand. He
said nothing, because. the injury to his
hand, though there was an injury, was not
veally serious enough to have kept him
from practice if he had not had other fish

to fry. = ) .
- Dick Brocke was net in the least sus-
picious. ~ He was on good terms with

cvoryone at 8t. Jim's, except the cads,
and he and Lowther had a good deal -in
common,  Both tried their hands at
literary compesition, and
talent in thaé direction,

.. Besides, there seemed no reascn why
ho should ‘be suspicious. Heo was keen
enough on the competition between his
Form and the Shell; but the fact that
he was a day-boy kept him from being
quite' 96 actively .concerned in it as he
night otherwise huve been,

“Why aren’t you practising?” asked
Lowther. “I hear that you are to play
against us on Wednesday.”

“Can't .. afford the time to.day,”
Brooke answered. “Wanted at home.
- Blaha and Viggy have beén no end
decens abott it. But it really is a fact

that I can generally play just as well
without m practice. ~_It's being fit
and having a good eye, Y suppose. I
never should be a first-rate cricketer, but

I'm m?able of doing what I can without
o lot of work at the nets,”

“I'm not,” confessed Lowther frankly.
“But then, Pm not a,born cricketer, onl
a made—or, rather, & half-ma 0.
suppose - cricketera, like poets, are born,
nog mage."

“All depends,” eaid Brooke, getting on
to-a subject that interested %ﬁm, and
wiitming up to it, “Bome are born to it
—like old W. G. and Victor Trumper.
T’rir not sure aboug Ranii. He had to do
all sorts of things before he was of much.
use against fast bowling. But there’s
Charles Fry for a case of the made
_ cricketer. - And look what a splendid bat
he wag!” . :

But it was not for cricket jaw Lowther
wasa being friendly with Brooke, and he
made baste to turn the subject in another
direcfion.

“Can’t be any doubt in the case of the
pocts,” he said thoulghtfulb., 4

“I don’t know. T’'m hoping there is,
Because, vou see, I can’t believe I'm a
born poet, and yet I'm hoping to do
something decent in that line one day.”

“You've . done
nlready, old chap,” sak
think that war-poem of yours in the
‘Weekly” was no end good. Sort of
gathering of the clans thing, you know.
You remembor it 7"

Did Dick Brooke remember it? Well,
rather | His shining eyes showed how
much the praise meant to him. Lowther,
for_all his tendency to bad jokes, was a
rpally well-read fellow, well up 'in the
alassios, and his word of commendation
was_worth much to Brooke.

“*You really liked it?” said the day

boy diffidently. .
% ot So did " other

Lowther. “I

course I did!
fellows, Kerr told ‘me that he thought
the Scottish verse was splendid,  Lets
see, how does it got g P

“Where Ben Nevis towers snow-capped,
where Schiehallion lifts proud head,
‘Do ye hiear the’pibroch shrilling? Do
yeo hear the clansmon’s tread?
Islesman, Highlander, or Lowlander,
they've leal hearts are bred
© In Auld 8cotland

.ab%};t &his time of day,” replied Brooke, |
n ; ;

both had real;

something  decent |
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. Something like that, -waen’t 677

" Vety like that,” said Brooke, with
stowitig face. “Fancy yowr remeinber
tng it all thiztime ! And Kerr, too! He
never said he cared about 'it.” o

It Lowther had merely been pul!i:‘lg
Dick Brooke’s leg, he would have falt
ashamed of himself just them - But he
had liked those verses, it had not
been necessary for-him to look them up
-in order to quote from. them; and Kerr
really had confessed that they had got
him, though, in a- general way, Kerr did
not go in much for poetry.

““Chaps don't,” remarked Lowther.
“Tommy and Manners make out that
they think overything I write is bleased
rot, They don't think so rea]jy; but
there’s o delusion that writing johnnies
are conceited.”

T hreeahalﬂ:em_:e._”_ ]

elsewhere; a3 he ' did now and then,
“But there ara fimes w
manage it. To-morrow, after morning -
classes, for instance, . T wonld be casy
‘enough then,”" . Re
“But the match is on Wednesday.
“ You ought to be at practice.” .
“Yes; but I can get them to let me

have firat turn at batting, and then comn -
ng bowling—such as it is—wen's
in’ 5

away.
be wanted in” tho - miatch; and
alwayo fisld ap to the mark, I think.’
- “Think the Fourth will win, Brooke
“I think we've a jolly good chance.
You've the best batsmen: but, after all,-
Blake and Figgy and Korr and Redfern
aren’t 8o very far behind Talbot and Tom
Merry and Kangaros. _And we’ve others
who may make runs, To my mind, both
sides are a bit short of the sort of bowling

I don’t know that it’s altogether o de. | that can get feliows out quickly, snd
lusion,” -said Brooke thoughtfully. “I}there ought to be some pretty heavy
shouldn's call it exaofly conceit; but | scoring if this weather lasts, . But I.thiuic

when a chap has théughts all of his own
that he doesn share with anyone, and
dreams dreams of being famous one day
—well. ke has a way with him that might
seem to others a bib conceited, as if their
games and so on didn't matter to him as
they do to them, you know.”

“Didn’t know you were such a
philosopher, Brooke.”
. “That isn’t philosophy. It's only think.
Sl whet’s ‘mhilosophy, if it an’

ell, what’s . philoso; if it isn’t

that 1" S

“Got.me there! Yes, that’s so. But
I’d never thought of it,”

Ever try your band at a long story 7" |

“Yes; but Pve never finished one yot.
They don't work out right.,”

“I'm doing cne,” said Lowther. *I
don't know that it's much in your line—
rather oheap stuff, you might call it.
Bhocker kind of thing, Two ¢haps hard
:ﬁ’ :ﬂ;;&;:,\?b a gang of German. spies, and

“Can’t sec that & yarn's any the worse
for being exciting,” Dick said, “I don’ty
care for the stories where everything goes
on inside people’s heads, I liké plenty of
conversation, and a fair amount of seeing
things done. . Rough luck for you to have
hurt your nght hand just now. I sup-
pose you can’t write?"

“ Not very casily.”

“Bup Tom Merry or Manners would
write it from your dictation if you asked
them, I'm sure.”

‘:B'Iessed if I am, then! Cat¢h them
at it] Besides, thoy can’t spare the time
from cricket.”

“ Look here, Lowther, 'd help you, if
you'd let me !” Dick said eagerly.

Monty Lowther’s heart “smote him.]
He had prepared this trap; but now he
saw his victim walking info it with his
es open he did not feel quite comfort-
llf abmilt it. llrth%eenlwg a triflé mean, -

ug, after all,. his plot was not ingt
rooke, but against the Fuuxtthagae%g-

rally. Brooke was only being'usog be-
canse he was the most suitable person to
play e cortain part in ib—an unconscious
part, of course. . .
- There really was a story, and Lowther'
had good “hopes of it—providing  the’
supply of paper in the country did not
run out c.omplett_:g‘ before some confiding
editor or publisher had offcred him
- wealth un for it. .
In thinking over the development.of his
story the vague notion of the scheme hej
Was now putsumﬁ bhad oceurred to
Lowther, Quite a ot of hard thinking
had been needed before he had_seen his
way. Hven now some of the details of
the scheme were rather shadowy. But
his talk with Brooke bhad made them
less so. He began to see his way clear,
he thought. : |
-“C‘:'gn- on gpare the time 1" he asked.
= E not just anywhen,”- answered
Brooke, using ‘a Sussex word rarely heard’

€
ai

Wynn is a bit better than any ef your
bowlers—even Talbot, though he’s nailing
good at his best.”

‘“We must win,” said Lowther. “TIb
will. never do for us to be beaten by you
kids, and we look like being beaten if
you “annex the First Kleven cricket
points a3 well as the footer.”

“You've gone down rather on the
japes,” remarked. Brooke, quite iimo-
cently,. “My Form has rather a pull
there, of course.” More. than half the day
they're safe, because I'm away, and no
acoro can court if the whole Form's no
in it.” . :

“Oh, when wé do got started weo'll have
you in, my son!” : -

“Your won't find it so easy, Lowther!”

“Is that a challenge, Richard?” :

“If you like. There’s no ueed of a
challenge, though, as you are bound to
be looking out against being had all 1le
time—--mfmig the same with us,”

“Quite true—spoken like an ovacle!
Well, I think Y'll turn back now,”

“Right-ho!” answered. Brooke checy-
fully. “Thanks for coming alohg—it's a
treat to get & yarn with a fellow whe is
interested in the same things as oneself.
I'll look you up to-morrow abouf writing

.some of that yarn of yours o dietation.”

“Do,” said Lowther. *I wani to gct
on with it.  And look out for yourself
and that wheeze we're bound to bring
off { T shouldn’t ke surprised if Tommy
or Kangaroo hies something up his sleeve,
you know,” .

“ Are they turning you down for good,

then, after the bizney the other day?”
rejoined Brooke, laughing. “You didn't
- score. a big success there, But it was a

ripping wheere; all the same.”
“Thanks, dear boy! Hope you'll say
;he same when you're taken in and done
ol : p
“Oh, I will, all serene—when! But
you won't bring it off, Y'll bet! Tatat”
Digk Brooke wealked briskly on. Mouty
Lovwther stood for a few sevonds gazing -
after Tim. L
“Rishard, my boy,” he murmured,
“you don’t see 16; but you're in the toils
already |” .

CHAPTER 3,
Dieck Brooke, Absentee.

6@ HERE'S that chap Brooke?"

b asked Jack Blake, with a

. touch of irritation.

. -+ " Wednesday -afternoon had
come, and with it the Shell v, Fourth
First Eleven match. Blake had tossed
with Figgins for the captaincy, and had
won it. Then he had tosspd with Tom
Merry for the choice of innings, and had
lost. The Bhell would bat first, naturally.
But tho Fourth were not ready to take
the field, beu'hg a man short, -° ) :

Frere and Jimson were filling, the lask
TrE Gey Lrsgary.—No. 534.

hen X -could o
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two places.in the Shell teain, Gore having-

caught at the chance of captaining the
- Becond Eleven, The Fourth side con-
sisted of DBlake, D’Arcy, Fz% ins, Kerr,
Wynn, Redfern, Levison, ve, Roy-
lance, Koumi Rao, and Brooke. There

. were plenty of reserves, Dighy, Herries,

Cardew, Owen, Lawrence, Lumley-Lum-
ley, Julian, and Raill%‘.bemg all quite
useful cricketers; But Figgy and Blake
had agreed that Brooke, very sure and
quick in the field, and a ilucky if not
very finished bat, was the best man for
the eleventh place. : .

Now Brooke had failed to turn up, and
it looked as though someone would have

' to be brought in to replace him.

“Have you seen anything of Brooke,

Monty?? asked Tom, as Lowther came
up, “To-day, I mean.- I know you've
" been secing a good deal of him the last
dnp or two.” T
“Yes. Brooke and I are working in
<collaboration on the sensational novel or
-'the yeer, not to say the century,”
answered Lowther blandly.  “But, of
course, he isn't here to-day.” a8
“He wasn’t in_classes this mommgr:i;
said Figgins. *“But we counted -on
{urning up for the match this afternoon,
‘of course. That’s much more important
than classes.” .
¢ Oh, hang it all, what a rotten memory
I have!” said Lowther, with a grimace.
“Didn’t I tell you that he couldn't play

“You certainly didn’t!” snapped
P o bie b k" said ¥i 1

““Ht's a bit thick,” seid Figgy warmly.
A message like 'ﬁ;at ought to imre been

delivered, T think 1’

“But it wasn't exactly a message,” re-
plied Lowther, *Brooke didn’t actually
sk me to tell you: I fancy he’d forgotten
all about the match for the moment.”

“You seem to be talking in riddles,”
Levison said.

“Not at alll If there’s no hurry about
the match——" . 3

- “But there is!” growled Blake.

"I will tell you the whole story, It
has a touch of the mysterious about it.”

“Oh, bless the story!” said Geor
Figgins. ~“If it's certain that Brooke
18n't coming, we must shove in someone
clse, that’s all. Question is, who?”

“Owen—or Lawrence,” suid Dick Red-
fern at once.

“Cardew,” suggested Levison.

. “He's in jolly good foim,” added

Clive. i

*“Don’t leave No. 9 out in the cold, you
fellows!” gibed Kangarco.

“There’s old Herries,” said Blake. .

“As no one mentions me, I'd like to
pubt in a word for myself,” spoke the
voice of Dick Julian. . :

“I . considah that . it should most
assuahedly be either Hewwies or Dig,”
said Arthur Augustus, e 3

“You and 1 will have to

laettle it,
Figgy,” said Blake. Wy

“How could T deliver that message~ |

even if there had been an actual message,
which there” wasn’t?” murmured Low-
ther. *“To which of the twa kings of
Sparia, should it have gone? - Figgins
was cnf:ain when we met thenr at footer;
now Blake is, it seemis.” .
Figgins and Blake had gone off
together to settle the important point at
issue without interferenca.” -
“Quite right, tco,” said Tom.
“They're taking turns, and if you ask
me, the way they’ve run this bizney to-
gether without a single House squabble
coming into' it is jolly creditable to
. -

%¥n the Fourth, Thomas, we are, not

childish,” said Kerr gravely, .| had
Meanwhile, Blake and Figgins were |

gettling thm Ea.'
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Who's the best man to take, Figgy?”
said Blake, . :

"I rather faney Lawrence.
mit]x:x)i‘. lzss's a bit ahead of either

or Dig. .

“Well, so he. is,” Blake admitted.
:* And they won’t mind, for they’re count-
ing on piling up no end of runs in the
Second Eleven game. But there’s & chap
I'd prefer to Lawrence, and he isa’t keen
on playing for the second. I'm not dead
sure he will play.”

“You mean Cardew? But he’s such a
lazy beggar. And I'don’t see why a chap
should be given.a place in the First
Eleven because he turns up his haughty
nose at the Second.”

It isn't onl{ that. We’ve got to make
the best use of all the material we have,

1 the same; and Lawrence and Owen
will be satisfied with the Second Eleven
game, as well as Herries and Dig. Have
¥ou noticed Cardew’s form lately?”

“He's got a pretty late cut, and he
does get them round to leg in style,”
Figgy admitted, “And~when he

ses—he ig about as smart o field in

the slips as I know. - But wilt be choose?”

“You bet! He's just aching to-play,
though he wouldn’t adnit it for a gidffy
pension.  And it will buck up Levison
and Clive no end.” o

et it be Cardew, then, old scout!”
said Figging amicably.

here was something like a murmur of

su_rémse -when Blake came back and
said: :

“Better go'and get into fannels, Car-
dew. We want you.” ;

“You don’t mind waitin® a bit, T sup-
pose?”’ returned Ralph Reckness Cardew.

Herries

“I won’t be more than half an hour or o.-

Or perhaps Merry will put us in first,
That will make it all right, for my place
is naturally No. 11, and vou fellows ought
to last long enough for me to get
changed, by gad!” :

“Merry’'s no such ass!” said Tom,

Clive took Cardew by the shoulders and
gave him a push in the -n'ghb direction,

‘“Hurry up!” he said. “T dare sav we

can have a substitute in the feld for you

till you’re back, as it’s Lowther’s fault
that' we dido’t know till the last minute
that we were a man short.” ’
“Dash it all, why should I hurry if 2
man is to field for me, dear boy?"” asked
Cardew. ‘“Seems the best possible
reason for takin’ my time. If T have to
field too long in this glarin’ sun I can’t
F)ssibly_do myself justice as a batsman.
'm delicate, y'know, not a stalwart
bounder like you or Levison.” ’
Clive hustled him off. 5
“Tommy, T've been thinking,” said
Blake. . 2 ‘
“Did it hurt much, old chap?” replied
Tom sympathetically. “You can't very
well go and lie down after it, but—-"".
“Ass! Can we finish this match to-

“Not if we never start it,” Tom said,
grinning. - .
“That’s not what I mean. We're not
keen on deciding on the first innings.”
“Nor 'we, if you come to that. Two
innings . each are much more satisfac-
tory.” C T B
“Well, if we play on #ill seven, and

can’t finish then, do &Q\; agree to play |

it out another day? We could do it one
evening, after classes, or on Saturday, if
it looks like taking a whole afternoon.®

“What do you fellows say?”’ asked
Tom of his teanz. 28

‘They all igreed that # would be much
more satisfactory to play out the game.
The Fourth thought the same. They

talked it over beforehand. .- -

Tom Merry and Lowther got on their
gads,' and the Fourth went out into the

€.

Id, Owen, who wasrin'ﬂarlmblr;s,&t:aki.!ig "

To my |-

the place of Cardew until the'.échacl

‘House junior cams back. :
Two small figures, in-white coats much
too big for tga_m, were already at the
wickets, ~Wally D'Arcy and Frank
Levison were to umpire. 'The school
team had an away. match on, and no one
of the seniors left at home cared for the

job; while the two fags at Ieast knew -

the game well. -

Wally and Frank, were
together when Blake, Figgins, and the
rest came along, throwing a new ball
from hand to hand. R
.. Cateh, kid1” yelled Clive, chueking
it in Ws,liy’s direction,

Taken by surprise, Wally fumbled.

“Yah, butter-fingers ! came from out-
side the ropes. ’

Wally flushed angrily.

“That was that
he said to. Frank.
better catch by a long sight than he ever
was or ever will be! Better not make a
mistake, Franky, They'll chortle no end

talking

if there’s any .argument over our
decisions,” ) L
“No cne’s going to _be allowed to

argue about mine,” replied Frank, with
dignity. " What the umpire says goes,
with decent chaps. Rats to Reg ie and
all the cads who -back him up, Wally!
Let's forget all about them.”
From which it was evident that
harmony in the Third had not yet been
restore
*Catch, Franky!” called Ernest Levi-
son, throwing the ball high into the air,
Frank calght it neetly as it dropped.
“Don’t  those “Levisons
sounded Reggie’s high-pitched voice over
the level sward, !

“Catch, Wally!” cried Frank, toking '

no notice. .

“He can't catch for nuts!™ pelled
Reggie, 4 :

But Wally took the: ball neatly with
one hand, and threw it hard to S}’Ioumi
Rao. And now the Fourth got to their
places, for Tom Merry and Lowthor
were emerging from the pavilion, ready
for the fray.

CHAPTER 4.
An Awiul Slump !

ATTY WYNN, stroking the ball
as if he loved it, walked back
from the wicket, and prepared to
send down the first ball of the

mateh to Lowther, who had taken guard
with great care from Frank Lévison.

Monty was not used to the honour of

oing in first. But rieither Talbot nor

arry Noble cared for the place, and h
had taken it readily enough. :

., He may have had visions of a cenfury,
but if he had any visions of that sort ha
was_doomed to, an early disappointment,

“Play!” cried Frank Levison.

Fatty came pounding up to the creass,
and sent down o fast ball just outside
the . ofi-stump.. . b

Lowther played forward, - missed i
completely, dragged his nght foot over
the crease in making his stroke, and
whipped round to see his bails o ; and
Dicﬁ Roylance standing there with a
grin on his face and the ball in his

and. ;

“ Howzatt?”’ yelled half-a-dozen voices.

A Outl” said Wally,

““Btrikes you as humorous, then, Roy
lance?” said ‘Lowther.

“Well, it does a bit.” ;

“¥ou have a queer sense of humour, ¥
must say!™ snapped. the funny man of
the Shell as he walked away.

“Told.you Roylance was the man for

the stumiping job,” remarked Figgins to

Kerr, P
" “That was smart enough for anything,
anyway,” replied the Scottish’junior,

angaroo ‘came in, teok guard, and

young beast Reggia!™ -
“is if T wasw't o

swank?” -
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. Jaa}}%ng\s to every side now andagain.”

“ short-slip.
* “chatoe off my bowling, and

~ - touched
.next moment Cardew was seen to throw

*+ bad
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marked the turf with a bail,” after his
uwsual custom—which no ono thought
awanky, because he always did-—faced
Fatty, and had his middle-stymp bowled
clean out of the ground by a ball that

came In inches from the off and beat |

him completely, . . "

The Cornstelk allowed no sign of the
chagrin he felt to appear in his face. But
he looked very thoughtful as he walked
out. .

Talbot was mext. .T6 was almost too
much to look for the hat trick, but some
of the Fourth yelled to Fatty to bring

it off.

He did not. Talbot met tho first ball
confidently. and cut the second
for two He seored a three off the last
ball of the over, and faced Krnest

. Levison.

Levison had- developed pace since the
last season. He was now véty near
being that vara avis, a fast bowler of
class, for ho had lost none of his direc-
tron or piteh in increasing his pace,

He kept Talbot vsrﬁ much on the qui
vive. li)ut Talbot lived through the
over, though he did not scors a run.

Now 'fomi had his first hall to play.
Fatty’s bowling had no terrors for Tom
Morry., It might dismiss him—any
decent bowlér may get out even the best
batsman—but. he did not fear it. -

He gob the first ball nicely round to
log for ‘a coupls, and made & spanking

- drive to the- houndary off the fourth,

Then he scored a brace and o single, and
had to meet Leyison.

S Tommy's all right,” said Manners
with a desp sigh of relief.

“Everything isn’t lost as long as he
and Talbot are there,” agreed G{yn.
“Nothing’s lost,” growled Kan?roo.
“We've mado a bad, start, that's ail. It
something’s gaid

) yes, lost,™

“ Your wicket, dear man!”
“Well, what about yourst”
“You did_not play that bell in the

right way, Noble,” “explained Grundy, .
“1’0“ ted

flourishing & bat. .

“1 didn’t play it at all. That’s what
wag wrong."" ) ’

“Then you ought to have done.”

But Kangaroo walked away., He.did
not feel quite like hoving what he ought
to have ‘done explained to him- by
CGrundy, k

There was some applause wher twenty
appeared ou the board. But runs were
not coming fast, thouglh hoth batsmen
were in form. They found both Fatty
and Levison very much on the spot, and
the Fourth fielding was first-rato,

Cardeir came lounging on to the feld
and Owen went off. gardewy expressed
himself as gratified thet his place was

“Means I don’t Lave to do any runnin’
—what?" he said. : : y

“It means Tl gealp you, if there’s ‘a
. Fyou miss
11" returned Levison.

“I'm allowed to put "em on the foor if
they’re off Wynn's, then?”

“ You hadn’t better!” growled Fatty.
' Thirty went up -after rather more than
half an hour’s play. Then Tom just
a fast one from Levison, and

_ilp t!‘hB' l;:ﬂ!. ét héd come to him about
nee-ligh, and at a great pace; but he
g{té‘hls rxigllt hand to it, and it had
stutlc—he professed not to know how,
Three wickets down for 32 did not look
too rosy. - But Tom and Talbot had been
playing a quiet, confident game that had
encouraged those still to.come ; and no one
fxpected the series of disasters that fol-

~lowed.

Jimson-was nost in. He was a bats-
man or lie was hothing, On this parti-

\

neatly | .

L right 1" snap; =
**You ought to be put in a museum, {

LA

! ) Very Like Hindenburg! -

© {See Chapter 10.)

cuilat day ho seemed-to be nothing.- Off
and middle stumps reeled. as the result
of Levison's first ball to him. ;
Wilkins followed, escorted ous of tho
vilion by Grundy, full of counsel. Bot
anners and Lowther seized the great
George Alfred. and held him back.
“Bad enough to have to go in at a
time like this without being gassed by
you, Grundy!” said Glyn, ns the burly
Shell fellow turned a red and angry face

upon ‘the grinning players sitting in a.

row awaiting their turns.

Wilkins raised false hopes by hitting
Levison for 4 as a start.

“There . you arel” . said Grundy
trivmphantly. “You see what it means
when a ,fellow bas sense enough to take

tip! ?

“We see |” groaned Lowther. >

Grundy started -in surprige,  Wilkins
was walking back to the pavilion, -

“ Wha-a-at's happencd 1 asked

rundg.

“Wilky’s tekgn your advice, and he's
comin, 1,” replied the humorist of
the Shell. - “It was hardly fair to the
Form' to advise him to use Lis leg in-
stead of his bat, though!”

“Oh, yes! It was out right enough1”
admitted Wilkins honestly. “I dpin't
think the ball was straight, but it was;
and” young Levison hadn’t any doubt
about it."”

“Catch him, with hLis brother bowl-
inﬁ 1 gaid Gibbons. :

Oh, you shut up! ‘That kid’s ail
d Wilkins. Ty,

Wilky I” said Lowther,
Ell ?l,

“Cricket Seotion—Exhibit A 1—Bats. | b

man who admitted being out Ibw, and
did not consider the umpire a criminal
of the Beepest dye !” gibed Lowther.

- Oh, rats!” said George Wilkins.

Clifton Dane was the next man in. He
did not know what nerves meant, and
ought to have been ggst ‘the right man
for such a crisis as<this. .

Bo ‘ho might have been had Le ouly
been able to stay. But a ctolen run
brought him Fatty Wynn’s bowling to
face.” Ho slammed round bard at one off
the leg-stump, and then, turning,
greaned. For Cardew, teking shoit-leg
to Fatty's bow[mg,‘ané fielding daringly
close in, was throwin

up the ball,
“My hat!” gaspe

Dane. “It onght

-to have gone thm::fh you, you danger- "

ous maniac! ¥ou'd no business felding.
in a ohap’s pocket ! S
*“Had to etop it, by gad ! You're right,
Dane; it would have gone through me,
86 I put my hands in the way{ Lucky*
it haso't burt them much—what?”
drawled the dandy of the Fourth, )
_8ix for 3T, am‘f Talbat inactive, gct-
mﬁ no chance. This was awful!
atnners was next. Lowther opened Lig”
mouth to_say something—funny o
cheering. - But Tom grabbed him by the’
arm and stopped him. Manners was not:

‘wanting anything—funny-or: cheeting--

said to him just then. A 0
His faco was set as he walked to the -
wickets. e was very keen to do somec.. -
thing to-day. A %
Ho did, though it was nothing great,
He started by letting Talbot have the
wling by running a risky one that most
fatlows would fiot have attempted ot such
a time. But it was good policy. d
* Talbot, ‘also taking risks, hit a coupla
of &'s. en Manners mef six balls from"

- Levison; and got his bat to each one of-

them; t{mugh all he scored was a brace

for a lucky snick. - - 5
Again Talbot faced Fatiy. ITe scored;

a single, ‘and Manners, jumping out to a

yather short one, sent it whizing to

oundary. N

Fifty went up without a cheer—50 for

| six wickets on a perfect pitch was not

matter for cheering. .
Again  Manners jumped out. Tom
groaned, : R
“That does it!" he said. o
The bell was in the air. Mannors lind
Tee Gt Lisrary.—No, 534,
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gh.yed the same stroke as to the last;
-but Fatty had not bowled quite the same
ball. It was a couple of feet farther up,
and the result was that, instead of .the
drive going all along the carpet,.it was
lofted. 3 .

George Figging stood waiting for it;
and Iiggy rarely missed a catch, He did

~ not miss this one,

Glyn came. “But Glyn failed to stay.

scored a single off Faity; but Lervi-
son’s first ball sent his off-bail on a
journey. :

Gunn was next. For the last five
minutes Gunn had been zealously dodg-
ing Grundy. Perhaps he felt that advice
at that momen$ was really more than he
could bear. ) -

“Haven't you a word of encourage-

~ment for your faithful henchman,
Grundy 1’ ngied Lowther, as Gunn hur-
ried out. :

* “I've nothing io say lo anyone!”

snorted Grundy. ** This is only what might
* be expected. when a captain deliberately
leaves out the best man available!”

" “But your EnEer isa't fi6 yet; you

can’t hold a bat! grotestsd Wilkins,

“T could bat one-handed—"

“As well as with both,” chipped in
Lowther. “Quite right, Grundy ! That’s
the beauty of your style of cricket. Even
a bat is not a sive qua ron, You could
do exactly the same things with a shovel
or a the !"?

“1 couldn't get out for less than a
duck, or sooner than first hall, anyway !
retorted Grundy, breathing hard.

Gunn could né$ do more than those

two things; but those two he did as com-
pletely as Lowther, and with about the
same amnount of satisfaction to himself,
. And it was Roylance in his ease, too—a
really clever catch at the wicket, for
which the New Zealand junior had to
]nmi). He fell on his back, but he held
the leather clear of the ground.

Frere whipped in. But Talbot had tha
bowling, and hit 2 4 2 2, and a 3. The
Inst stroke -was worth 4; but Frere was
always a bit slow. And Fatty was too
much for him. His middle-stump
pirouetted,  and the Shell innings was
all over for 63.

Talbot ecarried his bat for 30. Levison
and Fatty Wyon had each taken five
wickets, the Schiool House fellow for
rather fewer runs than the Falstaf of the
New House, :

CHAPTER 6.

Laying the Train.
(1 OW, what’s this yarn aboub
N Brooke, = Lowther?” asked
_ Tiggins, buttonholing  the

) humorist of the Shell as the
Fourth team came off the field, loeking
very pleased with themsélves, as they
had every right to do. .

varn that I know |

“Yarn? There’s no
of.” replied Lowther.

Figging had asked exactly the gnestion
that Monty had wanted some Fourth

- Former to ask; and the astute T.owtheyr
alzo wished several of the Fourth to be
within hearing when he told what he
had to tell about Dick Brooke.

The story he was going to tell was
quite true, The truth happened to fit
in quite nicelir with Eowther’s plot. It
helped that plot a good deal, though 1t
was not sbsolutely necessary to it,

And, remembering how completely the
Fourth leaders had taken hira in over the
Tathom spoof, debating with grave faces
the propriety of risking twenty-five
points on a chance that they knew was
practically no chance, as far as they
were ‘concerned, but a dead ecertainty,
Monty had no prickings of conscience

"as true as it looked. Tt must have

ahout deceiving them by telling just as
TaE Gy Lisrary.—No, 534.

much of the truth as suiited Lis puipose,
thongh he felt a little bit uneasy as to
taking in the frank and unsuspicious

Brooke.

‘The Bhell fellows were chowing no
interest in the Brooke gquestion. They
were debating the stats of the piteh.

t said 1t was perfect, and Tom
agreed with him, Kangaroo 'said he
hadn’t seen anything wrong with it, and
Manners admitted that he couldn’t tell
by locking at a pitch, for his part, though
he had seen crowds of people looking as
wise as owls while inspecting the wicket
on a big county ground. He didn’t be-
lieve they could fell, either. But Dane
and Glyn and Wilkins and Gunn were
all- of opinion that the turf could not be
1ver
ithe bowlers some help, they considered.

“When o pitch is fard,” said Tom,
“there are only two ways it can help the
baowlers. One is by being uneven, and
that certainly is not the case here. The
other i# by being fiery, in, which case
the ball gets p high, and leads to
chances in the slips. y Dane and I
were caught in_the slips,” and neither of
us off a riging ball 4
* “Let’s go and have a look at it,
gested Clifton Dane. . X

“Not any for me, thanks!” replied
Tom. “I rather fancy we arc going to
sea enough of it during the next two or
three howrs. We sha'n’t get those
bounders out much under 200, |

“But you said you knew he couldn’t
play to-day,” persisted Figgy, in thé
other group. “I think you ought to
have let us know. When a chap has a
message——~~" ’ & :

“Don't I tell you I bad no message,
dear boy? Brooke simply didu’t say any-
thing to me about missing the match.”

“ﬁut you knew he wouldn't turn up,
and you might have told us!™ growled
Blake.

? sug.

“1 didn't know that he might not send
you a message. And, anyway, it’s not
my bizney to act as messenger for you
kids!” answeved Lowther, with deliber-
ato and intentional flippancy.

“You burbliug Shellfish!”
Figgy., “You onght—-"

“1 really can’t allow myself to he in-
stencted in my duty by a member of a
Foumn  junier to mine, Figgins,” said
Lowther blandly.

“Well, I'd like to know why Brooke
was away, for one,” remarked Levison.
“It isn’t often he misses classes, let
alone the chance of a match.”-

“T can only tell you what I know,”
Lowther rephed amiably. “I1
the least mind doing that, although I
deny that Figgy has a right to expect
me to run after him—-or after Blake—by
the way, which is the pro tem. King
of Sparta !

“Oh,.cut the cackie, and——"

““*There is no cackling, Blake!?

“But there might vewy well be,” gaid
Gusey slyly. - -

“I don’t quite follow you, I¥Arey.”

“ An’ I hope 1 shall manage to wefwain
fwom followin’ youy, Lowthah! You
might cackle, you know, hecause you
have pwoduced an egg! Ha, ha!”

“Did you think of that all by your-
self, dear child?” inquired Lowthet,
patting the swell of the Fourth on his
beautifully-brushed and carefully-parted
hair. “Well, donc! Well done, indeed!
Send it to ‘Chatterbox,” do!”

snapred

‘I don’t in.
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poet who—er—perpetrated © Little Jim *;
*‘ The cottage was a thatched one——07?:"
* “Oh, hang it all, can’t you get on?”
hooted FJgg%.t “We all know Braocke's
show, Tt's Brooke we want to bo told
ahout E .

“We were strolling along, ¥ repeat,
and—" :

“You said that before,” chipped in
Clive. »

. "If T had not said it befors, sweet
youth, T could herdly have repeated it,”
said Lowther suavely. * Do, pray, give
words their due weight!™

“Oh, get a move on!” snapped Blake,

“We were doing so. Not a rapid
move. I repeat that we were strolling
—a gait inconsistent, as no doubt my
learned friend Skimpole, if present——
Is he present, by the way?”

ther!” said Ernest Levison ominously,

“Inconsistent with the idea of really
mﬁ)id locomotion,” went on Lowther,
delighting in their impatience, “We
were discussing a critical point in the
story in which Brooke is kindly coliabor-
ating with me. The hero, whose name
is Bobert Brooke—TI had fixed upon that
name before Richard came into partner-
ship, and we saw mo reason why it
should not-—7*

“Boil your piffling here! We don't
want to hear about him !™ snorted Clive.

“1t's Brooke we want—"

“Yes, Figgy, old top, but which

Who cares about your—>

“As a fellow artist in the realm of
imaginative fiction, you should show
more sympathy, Figgy—you really

of the head. “But let that pasa! Tt is
the fate of genius to be scorned by mere
workaday talent. We were just—""
“If there’s another word about
Rohert, - look ' out for a bumping!”
Levison iwarned him.
“When wé were accosted—or, rather,

Hunnish-looking individual.”
“Do you mean—"

I do not say that the man who accosted
Brooke was a Hun—1I merely say that he
was Hunnish-lodking. Ha spoke fo.
Brooke of something which it appeared
Brooke had undertaken to do for him,
and which he desired to bave performed
to-day. - Brooke seemed to think that
ang other day would be, on the whole,
& _better day; he seemed, indeed, a. trifle
dismayed, though I am not prepared to

“The chap, as you. infer, Roylanece,
wouldn’t have it.”

*“And then Brooke told you—mH

“What Brooke said was: * Excuse me,
Lowther, old chag; Tve business with
this gentleman. fraid I shall bave to

. 133

be away to-morrow,

* You are denze!” snapped Rlake,
“It all sounds dweadfully mysterious,”
remarked Arthur Augustus,  “Do_you

“Oh, shut up, Gustavus!” g‘rowl-éd Lowth

Blake. . “We wont to know about
Brooke, and tine’s getting on.”

“There is_not mwuch to tell,” said
Lowther. = “Brooke and I were stroll-
ing along together within hall a mile
or 50 of his lowly, but eminently respect-
able cot. In the words of the great

Lowther did not give a direct answer
to_that -question. It would not have
suited him to do so, for the man who bad
stopped Brooke wos a Wayland trades-
‘man, whom at_ least half the fellows
there knew. by sight,

Mr. Wagstaff certainly had a Hunnish

“The real Brooke, of course, chump!.

should I ‘said Lowthor, with a sad shako

“Well, - wasn’t that & message for
us?” demanded Figgins, . : k
“Was it? I may be dense, Figgy, dear

bey' b“t 1, v +

think the individual weally wos a Hun, "
ah?”

“You'll get yourse bumped, Low- 7

“I mean just whaiIsay, Herries! And.

Brooke was accosted—by a somewhat

say upon what score,”
“He tried to beg off, you mean?” said- .
B gt
ou might put it that war,
1 certainly.” E s
“ﬁuui‘r the chap wouldn’t have it1”
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appearance, and was often taken for a
German by strangers to the town. - But
there was nothing Hunnish about him
except his looks and a certain arbitrari-
ness of manner, :

“I can only say, Gustavus, thai he |

might have been Hindenburg's twin
brother.” i

Here again Lowther took a risk, for
Mr, Wagstaff was notoriously like the
Prussian  generalissimo. * But no one
thought of Mr, Wagstaff,”

“1 do . hope and twust Bivooke is not
geftin' mixed up with—"

“Rate, Gussy! Ts it likely?” said Dig.

“Are you fellows thinking of batting
Merry.

“Yes; you'd better hurry up. You're
teking more time between innings than

entitled to,” said Wally of the
ird, - .

Blake and Kerr hurried

a into the
pavilion to get their pads and

gloves on.

CHAPTER 6.
The Fourth Ahead.

ERR -was a very steady bat. e
could hit when ho chose; but his
chief value to his side consisted

- in his ability to wear down the

howling.

Blake, a far moro dashing bat, was loss
reliable, “But_he was in fine form that
day, getting the full face of the bat to
cverything, and seeming to find every-
thing easy.

The Fourth roared their applause as
the score leaped up to twenty in exactly
eight minutes.

Thirty up in five minutes more. Then
there was an appeal for stumping against
Blake. But Clyn, who was keeping
wicket, was nob quick enough by a shade,
and Blake's foot was back again just in

“time,

Forty! Kerr had now made 8, including
one tapital 4 off a locse ball from Tom.
But neither Tom nor Talbot had sent
down many lcose cnes. .

Tom went off, and gave Frere a trial
ai his end. Frere bowled simple-looking

.slows, which were possibly not so sim

as they. looked. -Kerr scemed to smell a
rat, and played an over of them with
great care. 2

But Blake, when he got opposite Frere,
dashed at the slows. He got fairly hold
of the firat he received, and sent it clean
over the pavilion for six. = The next
teavelled along the turf to boundary—
A burst of cheering greeted the
fict that the Fourth had reached their
rivels’ score without the loss of a wicket,

Then thers was another shout,  Blake
had slammed hard again, and the ball
looked like travelling well over the ropes,
But the cheering died away as it was
seen -to be falling within them, and Tom
Marrﬁ, running like a greyhound in the
long tield, made for the catch.

He got to it only just in time, and how
hie held it he hardly knew. But he did
hold it. And now it was the Shell that

cheered.
played a really brilliant in-

Blake had
nings of 45.
Figey joined' Kerr, and the two, who
a nicety, rather
sneaking runs. The
ten, though, for with
v his own score
was 25, the New House chieftain was
cleverly thrown out by Kangaroo, Gelding

al cover.

Koumi Rzo joined the steady Kerr,
scored two fours by leg glances quite in
the old Ranji style, and then was clean
Lowled by Talbot,

The seore had now passed the hundred,
and with Cardew and Kerr in artnership
another 50 were added.” Cardew’s form

Pustled the field b
did it once too o?

‘was a rovélation to almost all who saw.

- 5

They had not replised that here was. g

fellow who conld do as well ag the-best at
most things—if he only cared to try!

It was Kerr who left next, out to. a
good catch with one hand by Lowther
at point. In two hours Kerr had made
only a couple of dozen runs, but ha had
deserved well of his side. He had taken
much of the sting out of the bowling by
bis dour defence. -

Everybody did something.

- Cardew proved top scorer, with 50.
Levison, hitting out like a horse kicking,
scored 24 by means of six strokes to the

| boundary in two overs from Fiere and

Manners. Clive got 20 in capital style,
and carried his bat; and altogether Study
No. 9 had thus done better than well.
Manners, put on to bowl in sheer despera-
tion, bad the satisfaction of getling a
wicket—thit of Arthur Augustus, who
wasg lowest scorer with five, -Gussy ex-
plained that it was the sheer badness of

the ball that caused him to get ont; but-

no one believes that, least of all Manners.
And, in point of fact, it was quife a good
bail, though not equal to many of Tal-
bot’s which had been played and some-
times scored from, '

Talbot boro the brunt of the bowlin
all through the inniugs, keeping an enﬁ
going for ell but three overs. He came
out with an analysis of four for 72, which
was not 20 bad in an innings of 246. Tom
Merry and Frere had a couple of wickats

each. :

The Fourth were jubilant. A lead of
183 meant a tremendous handicap for the
Shell to face in their second innings;

.| and they would have to do someihin,

really sensational to have even an off
chanee of victory. i

“If all your best bats make centurios,
and old Talbot does the hat-trick two or
three times in our second innings, we
mai lose—not unless, I faricy,” ecaid
Blake.

“Well, such things 1ave happened,”
replied Tom Merry.

“Not at St. Jim’s!” said Kerr.

“What's the odds? 1f they could hap-
Een avywhere else they could happen

ere, I suppose? Three centuries in an
innings. have been made lots of times—
by schoolboys, too.
men on a side capable of making cen-
turies it ian't such desperately iong odds
against their all doing it in the same in-
nings. As for all the hat tricks—well, if
we can only make cnongh runs they won't
be necessary, you know."” E

“How many runs do you think would
be enough, Tommy?” asked Figgins,
winking at Blake.

‘“Oh, about five hundred, to-be. safe,”
Tom replied coolly. :

“ And you think you're going to make
all that lot” gasped Clive.

T wouldn’t go so far as that. But I
know we're gomg to try. The pitch i
good eneugh for anything, and it’s only a
question of not making mistakes for a
cba;? to stick there as long as be cares
to. * :

:‘IE the imwlcrs will tet him ! gﬁnned
Levison. i
“That’s included in the not making

mistakes,” Tom answered.

“ Well, yow're a good old * Never-say-
die,” Thomas,” remarked Kerr, with some
admiration, “But I can’t see the Shell
making five hundred myself.”

“Do you think we've a dog’s
really, Tommy?” asked Lowt e,
Tom aside,

“Not sure.” Yes, T think we may have,
I don’t soe why we shouldn't make as
many runs the second time as they did
the first, and then it's only a matfer of
getting them out for Joss tharn they did
us at our first try.” . -

“Onlyt” seid Lowther.

HWell, it might be done. Anywar, ITm

chance,
taking
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not throwing up the sponge, not with ‘a -

long afternoon’s ericket on Saturday to -
come—for that’s what it will mean if
we stick there for the rest of the after-
noon.” . ; :

“¥ou want to make a really good stayb
—that’s the great thing,” Lowther said
thoughtfully. .

“That’s so,”

" Well, get Kangaroo or Talbot to go
in first with you. fl-mow they don't care
for the place; but there’s a ten times
better chance with one of them therc
than with me.” . . E

Tom eyed him narrowly: .

“Monty, you've something up your
sleove!” he said.

“Spoken like an oracle, Thomas! 1
have. But don't you worry about that.
Just take Kangy 1n with you, and stick
there all the rest of the afternoon, the
two of you!” -

“Is it a spoof?”

“Something in that way, Thomas, But
don't ask for details:” .

“Well, all I hope' ia that you won't
make & giddy mess—=’

“Did you ever know me to do such a
thing, old scout?” asked Monty Lowther
reproachfully. . :

*1 did. The Lathom—-?

““Consign that to the limbo of things
forgotten! This will wipe out that—ana
more!” 4 T

“You're sure the Fourth don’s
know~—-> il

“My dear man, I haven’t told a living
soul! No taking chances this time. But
here’s a paper in an envelope, If the
Fourth start on a wild-goose chase when
ganie’s over for the day, get a dozen or
s0 of the Shell together, and make thew -
sign the declavation inside, thats all.”

om stared at him as he took the sealed
envelope,

“A - wildgoose chase?” he said.
‘! You're talking in riddles, Monty ! Why
should—-" 3

“Tf they go off it will be on & wild-
goose chase,” broke in Lowther. **Shush
now! We are observed! Ask no move
But if they go, as many of the Shell as
want to go may go with them; but at
least a dozen must have signed that paper
beforo they start—see?”

“Hanged if T do! "And why can’t you -
get them to gign it yourself?” -

“I may be elsewhere.”

"1t's too blessed dark for my fancy,”

said Tom doubtfully.
“Trust  your _ Undle Montague,
Thomas|” replied Lowther solemnly.

“I suppose I shall have to; but I don’é
half like it.” :

“Is he not trusting you to make a
century ¥ . L

‘“He may be, old fellow, though it’s a
very off chance. I hope vour wheeze is
more of a cert than that!™ 2

. ““I regard them hoth as dead certain-
ties,” replied the humorist of the Shell,
apparent! i in earnest for once. “Tommniy,
my bright and bheautiful youth, the
TFourth must not triumph—they
must not!  Anything but that!™

“I'll 'go and ask ngy,” said Tom.
“Talbot ought to have a rest after all
the bowling lie's dene.”

"Rxfg]:i:‘ho.’“ raid Lowther. “T think
my&!ﬁ! Noble's the man. Good lack, my
gon.! - i

When Tom looked round again Monty
had mizzled,

CHAPTER 7.

: Startling News. 3
M O-I_-I, T'm on, right enough, Tom, if

simply

you think it's for the bLest!”
- said Harry Noble at once.
o “It's really only e faney of
mine, niot liking to go du frst, T suppose

we play for keeps?” A
= Tar Cey Liprsry.—No. 534,
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3Py fop—> .
- YKeep our wickets np without-taking
# ha'porth of risk—Kerr's .gams, you
know,*.chipped .in Kgiigarop, seeing: that
his skipper wag frankly puzled. *That's
what we eall it in_Aunstralia. And you
just_otight to see Prank Laver and big
man
‘em, when I was a kid, on the Melbourne
groupd? . Thirteon feet and thirty stone,
or thereabouts, of man scoring about
twenty-five runs an hour, My word,
delirigus wasn't the word for iti". =

““1 shovldn’t think it was,” seid Tom,
grz”nmng’. E .

“0ld” son” said Kangaroa, gravely,

“an hour of that sort of thing might |

8ave us yeb, - We've.a good bit over an
hour _to ‘go, and if we van tame Fg.tt?
and- Lévison we can thump the rest,
reckon. ~ Le¥s try it, am S

. “Right-ho Y’ dnswered Tom. - *“It’s
noy iy game, and it’s not yours; but we
baven't'a Kerr on the 2idé, so it’s up to
g T .

the despergts uphill. game they' had to
lay; the f‘ao“m-th fully anticipated frouble
aom thom both, 4 e

- But they did not begin to anticipate
the trouble they were to havs. :
A - really . good batsman . who has

patience, and- is at concert pitch, has |’

always "a

y nce of wear out any
bowler, bar o

bad luck. . To play v

steadily is to cut out more tham half ml

ices of the game. And thet wase
;\’hat Tom and Kangaroo set themselves
o ;

T was very duli to watch, but what did
that matter? '
Grundy grumbled, . Grundy’s notion
vas that the best w:ﬂ to_meet the situa-
Hon 1was to take the bowlars Ly the
soruffs of their necks, and thump cony
taries oub of them in rather loss than no
$ime, so to speak. And had it only been
possible it would have been quite a good
way. :
But Fatty Wgnn. and Ernest Levison
© were not exactly

them, though it nearly sent Manners
crazy, and caused Wilking and Gunn_te
say insubordinate things to their chief, .
R Y p]aier_s understood, at least. Not
only the Shell ?layem, but, after a bit,
the Fourth, ‘There was Saturday to
come, and the changes that the great
game is full of; and, meanwhile, the
hell wera not losing any wickets, if they
were nol scoring many runs.
w—terribly slow! " Not a run off
the firet three overs. Of the first ball of
*the fourth Tom scored a four. Then he
seemed fo go to sleep again, -
No, not quite that, There was no nap-
ping about Tom. Levison found a bat

that seomed ps wide as a barndoor meet-

ing every ball oh the wicket; and every
‘ball off it was left aloné.’ None of thern
was loose enough yet to bs hit with abso-
lute safety, and the two were putting
safety about everything, . . - .
Kengazoo was as_cereful with Fatty’s

bowling as Tom with Levisor’s. ~ Eight | had - mad

overs —were bowled for 12 runs—
Tom’s 4 and four hits for 2 eacli—
before the batsmen changed ends. And
when they did it was a case of Kangaroo
g_?mg carefully now with Levi and
‘om  with PFatty—that was Bsz the
difference. 2

self at Levisen’s én
Redfern at Fatty’s,
each result i

and putting’ on
Two.overs rom
I in an additions -of - 16
to the score; but that was not because
the batsmen rished anything, it was
‘because Blake and Redlern sent down
some rather short stuff, which they could
hit quite safely, -
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rmstrong doing it, as I've seen-

When the two came out together for

y that kind of bowlen |
And a8 the two batsmen had not to listen-
rundy's eriticism it did not worry |,

g ‘be done all
Blake tried n.cb;nc?e,' going on him- | know.”

- Fati
F'attytiasfgetﬁng cross, and Levison-was
losing some of hus pace. Now the runs
came  fastor, . But still. Tom and
Kangaroo took no risk. Not a single
ball was put u&), and 'not a single ursafe
stroke was made. "l -

And now the two were tharoughly set.
The ball looked bigger.  Their keen eyes
could see every-stitch in the seam as it

came towards them, and they glided into
& faster- rate of scoring, - At end of
an hour they liad made only 33, Five
-minuted  later 50 went up. Twenty’

'} minutes after that sent

up 100. -

But it. was not by \vildp hitting. They
had . tamed Fatty and Leuion, . as
Kangaroo had hoped they might,and
none of the athers, though some of them
were very fair bowlers, had any terrors
for them. Blake and 'Figg‘y, Kerr and.

VVWMMIW\NVVVV

and Yewison resumed, = But)

camo to meet him.

Feap was pulled well d
and he-had a-cuvious downward droop of
the head, which served to hide his
features.. 6 was rather as if he were
[trying to get the end of his nose into
‘his collar, except -for the minor detail
that he wore no colfar.
Lowther. But he was Monty Léwther,
for all that. B i
-1t was not’ suspicion. that caused Blake
to look sharply at him, Tt waeg only that
ke was not used to having notes
brought to him by such queer customers
88 this, and he wondered what it meant,
“ Who sent you with this?? he asked.
© “Carn’ say,” growled the messenger,
“Do yon mean you ’§ know?’
“Well, 1 _miﬁht be knowin’ of the.
:E&u;g _bfo!ie, aw’ then, agin, I mightn’t.
1 it, an’ per’aps yo;u’l'f g8 as ‘ow
openin’® my mouth too ‘wide mightn't be

: e game as 'ud pay the like: cf me

Blake tore the note open, ~ -
“My hat!" he gasped as he read ib
T“W' t's the row, old scout?” asked

but Kangaroo happened to catch the left
eye of the mesenger os he lifted his head
for & second,’ nnge thet left eye gave the

ustralian jumior a wink.  Enlighten-
ment dawned upon Kangaroo, He at
leazgr knew from the first thag that was a

;il-ook at this!” said Blake dramati-
cally, LR

Everybody crowded wournd to loak.
Grundy hurt his broken finger, now
healing, by collaxing Gunn's ear with his
Ieft hand to get Gunn out of the way.
Figgy looked bver one shoulder; but it
was Clive, looking over the other, who
ff?é!, out the two or three lines the note-
el

“Reecue! I am-in the hands of the
Huns. U you bring help within
twelve hours theré is grave peril for me.—-
R. Brooxe."

“Dick Brooke! Tn the hands of the
Huns !” gasped Julian. !
“It can't be true,” Kerr said, “It’s’
some jape.” £
“But Brooke isn't the sort of fellow
ba‘}nlay & jape like this,” said Redfern.

‘.‘1‘11]&':_’: e doad cert,” Lawrence

Redfern, Gussy and Clive, all had a shot,
and the only question was off which runs
came the fastest. = Cardew bowled one
over, and sevepteen came off it. Roy-
Jance took off his pads and wicket-keop-
ing gloves, ‘and tried his hand in the
very last over of the day. He bowled a
maiden-+the first since fifty had gone up..
Tom and Kangaroo were taking no
chandes in that last over. :

At geven o’clock stumps were drawn,
with the score 137 for no wicket. 'Tom
e 73, Noble 60. Kangaroo
accused T 8 they walked back to the

vilion amid frantic cheering, with

wing played recklessly.

“That’s how you got ahead of me,”
he said. “We mustn’t do’ it when we
make a fresh start, old son, This has to
over again on Baturday, you

OW.
" STf they’ll et us,” replied Tom.
; “'Well, they didn’t wani_ to let us to-
day, Never saw old Fatly get |80
annoyed. And I don’t mind admitting
it. must have been & bit hard to—
Hallot . What's the row?”

“Bomebody with a letter for Blake!”

sang out Keérrnish of the Fourth.

Blake. hurried forward. The messenger |.

Blake. ‘It sounds too joly wild to be
true, though.” "
“{t’s Brooke’s writing, anyway,” re-
marked Figgy. X
- __“Tommy, are you in this?" esked
Kerr, with a quick f;zlmnco at Tom.,
“ﬂever heard of or saw it before,”
ri%xgl,ied Tom, quite truly. “How shou'd

K" Well, it might be a Form jape,” said
err. = "
“Don’t see it,” Clive said. * Brooke
wouldn’t play againsy his own side. If
he wrote this—and I'm jolly certain he
:itid:l don’t see how it can possibly be a

“ Let’s have a lcok at it,” said Ernest
Levison.. . -
- Bluke put it mnto his hend.
amined it very c :

“It’s o's writing oll serene,” ha
said. * “I could have written it like this,
with a_bit of practice, but there isn't a
duffer in the 8hell who conld have done
it.in a hundred years)? i

 Well, forgery isn't exactl{ the sort of
thing we go in for in the Shell I sneered
Clampe, who had lounged up to the
g:o;.gp around Blake & few minutes
earher, E: i

He ex-

He wag dressed -
shabbily, and his face was dirty. His-
down over his eyes, .

Ha really did not look st all lik.e Monty

Rverybody clse was looking at-Blake; -

in, y .
“Y don’t think he is myself,” said -

‘T attend to you later on 1 sﬁa_ppcd ’

b
-




‘tellin
! Brocket” asked Tompkine. “That’s at

_seem,

Every _‘Weﬁms&av. -

Levizen. “Blake, I really ﬂliqk”thare

must be something serious in_this. J
.~ We -don’t want to be.taken in and| |
'(Ilgnﬂfm by that Shelt crowd ¥ grum .

G .

“Ne. chance of that.

Here it is in
Brooke's, own fist-——" "
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“Yf i i Drooke’s -own fist!” put in}| @

Owen, ) )

“T can swear to ihat,” said Levison..
“Pya studied this sort of thing, It's
Brooke’s fist, as sure as I stand here!”

“What was that yarn Lowther w
about eome.  Hun . meeting

the bottom of i, T'll bet 7

Clarence York . Tompking was not
usually looked upon as an oracle, but his
present. suggestion found favour with
the majority. - S g

. “Tg seems such yot!” objected Kerr.
#What Huns are therc round here?”

“Qeores, for all we know!” repﬁed' ’

Figgins.

“ Hundweds, vewy likely 1" chihrgd in|

Arthur Augustus. *“¥ considal
“TPhousands!”  sid Dig. * Anyway,
there’s old Schugider. Do you think he’s

got Brooke?"

“But why should any Huns want
Brooke?” asked Clifton Dane.

“Give it up,” replied Kangaroo.
“Queer teste, 1 wmust say, for anyone to

be so keen ona chap in the Fourth. But | .

1 unever Wid pretend to  understand
1uns,.” P :

“Whero is that ass Lowther?” de-
manded Figgy. “Ile might let some
light in on thia.” .

“He might—if he liked!” whispered
Kangaroo in the ear of Tom Merry.

“I don't think he’s here,” Tom re-

plied. :

< 41 kmow Lie i 17 eaid ¥larry Noble.
CHAPTER 8.

The Mystery of Dick Brooke.

“? RE, I say, there's a rarve lot of
lip o-gour’ on, but T don’t ear
nothink about me gettin’ any-

: . think for the job I bin an’
dene ! s}?cke the dirty messenger.

They had almest forgotten him, and
certninly he had not courted observation
until that moment.  Now he came_for-
ward, with. the peak of his cap and his
nose well down. ) s )

“Where 9id you . get this?”  asked
Blake sharply. :

“T dumo ap that's a safe thing to
tel 1 snuffled the dirfy-faced one. .

“0h, rats! I suppose nothing can
bappen to you if you tell us whether
Brooke himself gave you this??

“Jt don’t 'clp me none fof- you te

s'pose this or ta s'pose that. There ain’t |-

any sense in openin’ mouths too wide in
times like, those ’ere. -It's dangerous,
that’s wot it is, young feller-me-lad !”
 Fages were getting angry. DBy this
time the great majority of those present
believed that, however strange it might
Dick Brooke must be in some real

ril, ;

After all, stranger things than that had
happened. Queer things had chanced
even at 8t.'Jim's and m the neighbour-
hood: E'vcri;lgody knew that - German
spies: had en spread- all over - the
country before the war, and few believed
that all of them had been rounded up
and put behind barbed wire or under
lock and key. . :

Brooke might have fullen foul of a
gang of these scoundrels. ‘
ger secmed to know.more than~he was
111c1ined to tellabout it. But he was not
o
than ho had yet saidi - « - -

BI“ Did Brooke give it {6 you " mapped

was |.

The messen-.

allowed to go without saying more.

Dick Brooke Appears!
{BSee Chapter 9.)

* “Yaas, wathah ! *That is the question,

my man.  Did Bwooke——

“Oh, rving. off, Gussy!” growled
Herries, - .

“Well, then, "¢ did not,” said the good
man, making the admission as if he felt
it as big a wrench as heving a tooth
drawn.

“Here yoﬁ are! That's what you}

want to loosen your“tongue, I suppose i
Blake said, taking half-a-crown from his
-pocket and tossing it to the fellow.

The dirty-faced one looked at it aa if
doubtful whether Bleke might not have
madé it himsell. He tested it with his
teeth. It appearcd to satisfy him after
that. They ratber expected him to spit
upon it for luck, but he put it in his
pocket without gowng through that cere-
moiy. ' .

“Can’t you speak 7 demanded Figgy
impatiently.

“8peak? Tn course I can speak!
Ain’t you héard me speak? 'Oo’re you
gettin® at, Longshanks?” rcturned the
stranger huskily. ,

“Well, what about Brooké?”. asked
Roylance,

“T shouldn’t think as ’ow you'd be fur
wrong. if. you ‘unted the moor for Tim,”
was the reply.

“PBut that's where he lives,” said
Digby, puzzled. .

- 4 R dop't live all over it, do. ’e?
Mind, I nin’t sayin’ as you will find *im
there, but . I reckon s the likeliest
place.” . ; <
© “He. dido’t give you this himsclf?”
said Tom Merry. - L

. “Ain't I'said so? It come juta my
‘an'ds, that’s all I'in a-goin’ to tell ebout
it :

“3y Jooks raﬂ;er as i it hed done]

‘that, * remarked Cavdew, 'who was now
handling the note. * Faugh ! -
The envelops Was .not conspicuously

.said . Figgy to Blake. .
| “Tf he tells us any more it will pro-.
bably be dies,” Blake replied, -

clean, but no réagomable person could
have expected nn{thf._n “which had been
handled by the fellow
very clean, .

“Bomebody might have bribed him,”
said Kerr.

“Ves, some Shell bounder | snapped
Hoerries, .

“But nohody bribed

could have

Brooke,” snid Leviacn. « “That's Brooke's'

fist; and unless you dishelieving chaps
can cxplain how he could be got to wrile
it if it wesn't true, I don’t see that wo

can very well help belicving what hLo

S0.¥8. ;
Kangaroo's élbow nudged Tom Merry's
ribs. When the astute Levison had been
taken in they werc well on the way to
triumph, surely!
Tom understood now.
the shabby stranger, who. talked in the

rough. coarse voice, and secmed such a

queer mixture of stupidity and cumming,
was_ his chum, and paturally he knew

that Dick Brooke was in no dangor, bub

paturally he was not going to say so. v

' The disguised Lowther turned, azd

began to shambletaway. - :
“Here, I eay,” cried- Julian,

haven't done with yom yet1” .
“Is there nny more chink 'angin’ to

it?” demanded the messenger, facing

round again,

“yo

®

- “Depends upon what more you can tell

us,” said Kerruish diplomatically:

“Til think about that -arter I've
*andled the brass,”” answered the meszen-
ger-boarsely; and he lecred unpleasaritly
at them.

et | fam}; he’s told. us a1l he knows,”

cfore' them to be

Ile knew theb

“Fyen if ‘whot hes told- v alréedy

isn’t,” pot in Kerr. R
v _ Tus GEM Erppakr.~—Ne. 533
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“You can go!” siid Levison curtly.

Lowther shambled off. Levison turned
to the rest. .

“There’s only one thing to do that I
can see,” he said. * We're bound to go
and look for old Brooke.”

“What! Without tea?” said Faity
Wynn plainiively, ) :

“And what about call-ovér?” asked
Hammond.” .

-+ £Oh, hang tea!” snapped Figgins.

““And bless call-over i said Roylance.
“If we're all away we can’t be dropped
on to very heavily; and if we find old
Brooke—-" .

We'vo got to find him1” said Clive
&eﬁermmed y. T

Yaas, wathah! You had bettah lot
mo take the lead, deah boys, This is the
kird of job where bwains count.”

“Hm{,n’t you better nobly offer to stay
af home, Gustavus?” inquired Dig---
“You fags aren’t up 40 a bizney of
this kind 1” growled Grundy. “T'm the

man fo lead you !” = -

“You?” snorted Figgins. “My onl
sainted aunt! ‘That thing wants to le
us, Blake—us!” .

“It would,” said Blake, “but it can’t

- help it; poor thing! I didn’t know that
this affair was anything to do with the
Shellfish. Brooke sent the message to
me, and, of course, it was the Fourth he
cxpoctecf to go to his rescue.”

“Yans, wathah! .Heah, hesah, Blake !
Still, if the Shell like to take a part in
the enterpwise—" : .

Are you coming along, Tommy?”
Blake asked. N
“Oh, we'll come, eh, Kangy?” said

Tom, o .

““We'll come right enough!” replied
Harry Noblo. “Better muster the whole
available force of the two Forms, I
sheuld say.”

“You think there’s something in it,
then?” said Kerr,

“I think therc’s a good deal in it,”
Tom answered, with unmoved face.

“There must be,” said Kangaroo
gravely, =

“There you are!” said Levison.

“1 give in,” said Kerr. *I couldn't
ilelé) suspecting a low Shell dodge in this.
Sul

worked ; and it's out of the question not
fo respond to old Brooke's appeal if
there’s a dog's chance that it's genuine,”

“Let's ‘go and change, and start
straight away!” said Figgins.

“Need we chango?” asked Blake.

“We can’t go tramping along the
roads in g ikédg boots,” answered Red-
forn. “Xnd as we've got to change
those, it won't take much-longer to get
cur Hannels off.  You may not mind
faundry bills, Blake, old scout; but I
have to be careful, I can tell you.
Flannels are for cricket, not for Hun.
hunting 1

b -E?DW'B_'VEI

“And the chaps who haven’t any
chzmgmg to do can be rounding up the
Test,” suggested Levison.

-“Good notien 1"

anid Tom heartily.
He rounded up

the rest—or some of

them—in the Shell dormitory, and gos/

their signatures to the paper Lowther
had .left in his hands, veryone who
signed it grinned. No one refused to
-agcompany the search party; but after
signing that paper they weut with lighter
hearts than the Fom‘l'g did.

Not that Blake, Figgins & Co. were
disposed to take the affair tragically.
They did not ieally fear for Brooke's
life.  The worst at all likely to happen
was that he should receive rough treat-
ment at the hands of some Hun epies
upon whose secrets he had accidentally
stumbled—that was the general theory,
They all rather anticipated finding him
& prisoner somewhere, perbaps tied up,
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:] successfully resist

1 ean’t see how it could have been |.

“while the Huns puat a good distance be-.

tween themselves and the neighbourhood.
But as_there might still be a Hun or
two lurking around. some of the more
ardent armed thomselves with cricket.
stumps; and Grundy—until he had seen
that paper—was keen on Lorrowing Mr.
Railtor’s revalver, It was pointed out
‘to him that Mr.-Railton ‘was not on._ the
premises; but—as Grundy j
marked—that made the
borrowing it a much better one. -
“X | take Towser,” said Herries.
“What fort” sniffed Blake, s
“To track Brooke down, of course.
I've got & book of his here for the old
chap %o sniff at.” .
“Towser ain't a blocdhound,” said
Dig,

“Who ever said he was, nss! Ie's as
good, though !
B | &hou!tin't think Brooke's books can
s

“This is for a dog to smell, not a

donkeiy, Clive!” rapped out FHerrics,
“Wally, you might go and fetch old
owser, "

“Yes; -and I'li get Pongo, too,” re-
plied Wally eagerly.
- “What good would he be?. Begsides,
yow're not in this!”

As much good as that thick-headed |

old Towser!  And we jolly well are in
this; so don't you make any mistake
about it! We're going along, aren't we,
Franky?"

“Ra-ther!” answered Levison ‘minor,
as his chum darted off.

“We can't have all the fags—-"

It ain't all' tho fags, Tom Merry,”
said Frank %}endm‘dy._ “It's only Wally
and me. e—we ain’t very chummy
wi‘t‘h the rest of them just now.”

.“Therc’s me,” said Joe Frayno behind
him, :

““Oh, well, you can go, of course, Joe.
These feliows won’t mind that.’”

And the three fag: went with the
search party. though the efforts mads by
Reggie Manners and a dozen or 50 more
to assert their right te be of it were

r;ﬁ. The appearance of

Mr. Belby just as Reggie was leading

his band out of gates had something to
o with that,
Wally and Frank -and Joe had got

away with the Fourth and Shell. They
would have to settle with their tyrant
later, as they well knew; but they were
not inclined to let that worry ‘them.
Towser and Pongo were also of the
party. Racke, Crooke, & Uo. were not.

As Lowther might have said, had he

been there, the dogs went, but not the
gay dogs. This, however, did not & l;:l
to the gay dogs of the Tourth. Me,lﬁl

and Trimble were too.curicus to stay
behind; and Chowle was brought along
by Dick Clavke, who said ho wasn’t going
to let the rotter slack about while others
were working. -

Thus the whole Fourth was there—all
save Brooke. And, as it was evident
that Lowther muet in some way have
taken in Brooke as well as the’ rost, there
seemed a good chance of bringing off a
really big scoop and annezing much
needed points for the Shell,

“I say, you fellows, don’t go so fast 1"
begged _’Baggjy Trimble. “I can't keep
up with you,’ ol

“Well, don’t!™ rotorted Blake. “ No-
body wants you to!" B,

“Towser can’t ki
Herries. “T'll loave
care of you, 1f you like, Baggy, in case
some of the Huns spring oL FOU un-
awares,” you know!”

“1—I say, though, yon don't think——
Here, I won’t be left with Towser. The

up, cither,” said
im behind to take

beast ain't safe! Hold on! I'm
coming !” wailed Baggy.
“He’s safe enough!” velled back

Herries. “He only likes good pork—

Fer Ly

ustly re-
(jmnce of | Th.

‘| wouldn’t

sound, wholesome stuff. -~ o wouldn't
taste you if. yon asked him to!”
But Baggy broks into a sharabling run,

Towser trotted alm)gqide ;. and whether -

Baggy was. most afraid of his protector
or of the Huns who might attack him j¢
he got too far behind was quite an open
Question, .

Wayland Moor was wide; but they
wasted no time on the nearer part of it.
oy spread over the more remote
regions scarching. Tt naturally did not

oceur to anyone to sfart the seareh at the

cottage where Dick Prooke lived. The
Huns would mot have i risoned - him
there, and the searchers did not want to
alarm Brooke’s feop!e.

Houses were fow and far between-on
tho moor, and none of the few seemed
at all likely places. But, of course,
Brooke might not be in a house at all,
He might be lying, bound and gagged,
in some hollow of the moor. Anything
was possible in that way,

The Shell members of the party drew
together after a bit. Theirs was, of
course, the merest pretence of searching.
They chuckled as they saw the 'Fourth.
Formers -industriously beating  gorse-
bushes, peering into law'-lyingu;fmes now
begmn..mg to grow gloomy a3 the sunset
faded in the western sky, searching for
Brooke, who was quite safo all the time !

“This s every bit as good as the

Lathom spoof that Kerr worked,” sand
Glyn cheerfully, .
. l.fy unything,” said Tom.
¥ Monty’s ‘done 'sm down eom letely,
He’s hotter stuff than I ever ti?ou ht.
We tried to choke him of—afraid he'd
come a mucker again—but it was no go.
And he took no risks this time. %I(\
tell even us what it was he
meant to do,”

“Wonder where Le is?" said Manners.

CHAPTER 9.

Brooke Turns Up,

ERE I am!” spoke the voice of
Monty Lowther. .And the
difty-faced messenger arose
from behind a clump of furze.
“What? You?” gasped Manners.
“You don’t mean to say——" .
“ My hat, you've fairly done them this

time, Lowther!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kerr was the only chap who——"

“And even he gave in—the evidence
was_too strong ! 8, ha!”

“Do you mean to say that you chaps
didn't ~ tumble?”  inguired Monty,
beaming.

“Not one of us!” replied Manners,.

*Yes, there was one—Kangaroo did.”

“But T shouldn’s have done if you
hadn’t looked up and winked at me, old
scout!” confessed Noble, .

“And T could hardly believe it, even
after Kengy had put mo up to it,” said
Tom. ;

“Then I may take it that my - imper-
sonation was a real first-rate muccess?”
said Lowther, - e :

“Oh, rather !” ’

“Then don’t any of you ever tall me
again that I can’t do it! Do you think
our dear young friends in the Fourth
have had nearly enough huniing now "

“Seems likely,” eaid Kangaroo drily.
“On the whole, I fancy we'd beter draw
stumps, anyway. It's going to be dark
before we get back a.ng, in the cires, we
can't hope to get off the trouble about
being absent from call-over by oxplaiiing
that. wo were hunting for Brooke.”

“I don't know. We could produco
Brooke il necessary, I suppose,” said
Jimson.

*That's hardly encugh. It would go.n
jolly long way to prove that he was
ound, but no distance.at all to prove that
be was ever lost,” Manners remarked.
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whether we had scored

*.that the Shell had scored.

Evcﬁr 'Wednesdav. :

“He couldn’t be fownd if he wasnt

_,'losb,"'sa.id that master.of logic, the great
George Alfred Grun

ponderously,
“Think not, Grundy? Well, he isn’t
lost now; but I think we can find him,”
answered Lowther. * You fellows creep
up within a little distance of the cottage,
and start yelling his name. He’ll scon
show up.” . .
*Is ho there?” inquired Gunn. :
“Yes. It was a jolly close shave!
Your crowd was in gight when 1 saw him

. ga in. Another five seconds, and some

of those chaps might have caught a
limpse of him, and then there would
gave beén no end of argument as to
or not.”

“YWell, they can’t argue about it naw,”
said Dane, grinning.

“ How did you mapage the letter spoof,
Lowther?” asked Boulton.

“You'll hear all about it presently.
Cut off and fetch Brooke out now !”

“What are you going to dof"

“Never mind that, Thomas. Trust
your uncle to be on the spot when
needed 17

The Shell fellows moved off, scattering.

a bit, towards: the Brookes' ccttage.
Lowther, taking cover when necessary,
made his way over the moor towards the
searchin ourth-Formers,  None of
them smelt a-rat yet. They were all
still busy ; but some of them were getting
& bib tired of the search.

Baigy wao_one of these, naturally.
Towther, passing behind a big clump of
gorse, heard a -groan from the other side,
and recognised the kind of sound that
Baggy was wont to make when feeling
batﬁ fed up.

“Ach! Ve haf him, Hans!” he ex-
claimed, -in guttural tones,

B jumped to his feet as if some-
't}':inaggﬁdjb'itten him.
40wl Yow! Yoooop!” he roared,

OQh, save me!l

**The Huns are here!
Thieves! The

Help!
Huns!” . .

Lowther. went on his way, IHe saw
Baggy running towards the nearest
searchers, howling at the top of his voice,
and Towser running to meet him as if
interested, Towser refused to take
any interest at all in the book Herries
had carted along as scent; but he seemed
to consider the howling Baggy better
worth his attention. . =~ -

Now Lowther, creuching behind cover,
let the Fourth-Formérs draw together
around -Ba,gﬁy, who had begun to tell his
tale of dread. . :

“Two great ITuns!? he panted.
‘“Enormous fellows! Omne is named
Hans, I don’t know the other’s name!”

“Rata!” snapped Blake. “You
snoozed off and dreamed it 1”

“¥didn’t, I tell you! I heard them as
plainly as I hear you, though I couldn’t
see them !”- .

*“You didn’t sce them ?” asked Kerr."

“No. They were behind—-"

“'T%wsn how do you know how big they
werel’

- 9TTeo  Oh, T guessed! It's casy
enongh to tell by a voice, ain’t it ? -
Oh, what are we going to do? - Don’t
run, you chaps! I can’t keep up—-X
can’t, really 17 .
“Run?” enorted Figgine, “Think
we're going to run from a couple of
Huns ¢’ L i

“Hspecially imaginary omes,” drawled
Cardew, “I'd tackle Baggy’s Huns

Fire! Murder!

_single-handed. I know the kind of Huns

they are ©* ~
“Hallo! Oh, my hat!” excloimed
Blake. “There's—" . -
“Brooke ! . 'The lost is found 1" finished
Kerr, -with_rather a wry grin. Alone
among the Fourth, Kerr felt certain from
the moment of Dick Brooke’s appearance,
J He had sus-
pected a spoof from the first, and he was
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certain of it now, nlth:t:]gh, even yet, he
could not see how it had been worked.

Brdoke did not look in the least like a
fellow who kad been captured by Huns.
But he looked veri much surprised.

“What on earth are all you .chaps
after1” he asked. :

“Well, I'm hanged——=

“That’s a g;-ood one !

“My hat?

“ Looking for you, of céurse, chump !¥
said Figgins crossly. y

“For me? But why? And. why
didn’t you come to my house if you——"

“Tt wasn't likely that the Huns—7>

“Huq?? What Huns?” There aren’t
any——*

“There are, then!” burbled Baggy.
“That's all yon know, Brooke! I saw
them—that is, I heard them! Two enor-
mous fellows——""

“They were so enormous that Baggy
could tell by the sound of one’s voice how
big they were,” put in Kerr,

CHAPTER 10.
Explaining the Mystery.
L TUT you say you were looking for
me,” said Brooke, evidently
“YWhat have I got to
1 don't be-
But,

“Achl Ve haf them, Hans!” sounded
a guttaral volee from somewhere close

puzzled.
. do with any Huns?
lieve 'Baggy_hetm,i’ Or &aW any.

-even if he di

Jr"Yau-acm t” hewled Baggy, gettiugf
behind Herries. “There they arve!l
Keep them off ! Oh, I say! Mercy,
mercy !” .

Everybody was staring at the spot from
which the.voice seemed to have come.
Certainly there was not cover there for
two enormous Huns. But they had
heard the voice, X

And suddenly they found the dirty-
faced messenger in their midet. Lowther
had stolen round while they had all been
staring.

“Why, herg’s the rotter whe— O,
collar him, someons!” roared Blake, -

And, not being one of those people who
call upon others to do what they shitk
doing themselves, Jack Blake grabbed
the messenger by the neck, ~ Figgy
caught him round the middle. Dig
seized him by the legs, He went down
without a struggle, and Dig and Herries
and Reilly promptly sat upon him.

“That’s tge chap who brought me your
letter, Brooke !” yelled Blake. .

“What letter?” asked Dick Brooke,
with wide-open eyes. ‘I never wrote
vou any letter! And I never saw this
fellow before in my life |”

“Ho, yuss, you did, then—"underds of
times!” came a husfcy voice from be-
neath Herries and Dig and Reilly.

“Here it is]” snapped Blake, - “Per-
haﬁs yowll deny your own fist?” )

e was notthe only one who was feel-
ing angry with Dick Brooke. It really
began to fook as thongh the day-boy must
have been a party to the spoof. If he

proved to be, it would be a very long |

;li_ma before the Kourth would forgive
yim, -

But Brooke was absolutely innocent.
He took the letter from Blake’s hand, his
face the very picture of bewilderment.

“T never wrote this1” he said. “Then:

“Yes, hy Jove, I did, though! My hat!’

Haven't I been had! Oh, the bounder !”

“What are you burbling about? ¥You
did, and you didn’t, and yowve been
had? What about us?” roared Figgy.
““We've all been had,” Brooke replied
quietly, “Lowther’s pfayed ug up nicely.
Me worst of all, I suppose. That thing
isn’t a real letter 7

"“Don't talk rot!” snapped Levizon.
“It’s a letler, and it's in—"

“0h, I wrote it right enough! Ti's

" Three-halfpence, 1

part of the story Lowther and T were

' doing together. I offered to write to his

dictation when his hand was bad, and he
suggested we should collaborate. I never

 thought he was spoofing !”’

Kerr groaned. He saw-it all now,
But how could anyone lave guessed it ?

“Blake,” said a bland voice from be-
nedth Herries and Dig-and Reilly, “1
owe you half-a-crown. If these gentle-
men will aliow me to get up, I will at
once hand it to yow.” ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” sounded & merry
chorus, and through the gathefing gloom
the Bhell fellows appeared, grinning with
the utmost cheeriness.

“TLowther1” gasped Blake

“ I myself,” said Monty.
scout, can I act?”

“You can !”” was Kerr’s terse reply.

“8crag him!” yelled Dig. *The
bounder! The deep beast!”

“Bump him !” shouted Clive.

“No, you don’t!” gaid Tom Merry
sharply. - “We’re here to see to that, my
pippins! Just own up you've heen fairiy
teken in and done for, and then make.
tracks for home quick, sharp, for there's
going to be a row over this!” -

“ Lowther scores all along the line, and
the Lathom wheeze points are wiped
off ! said Talbot.

“TLoocks like it,”” admitted Blake rue-
fully, ‘““But how on earth did you work
it, Lowther, yon bounder? Never mind
about being late, Tommy—ten minutes
more will make'no cdds, and I want to
get to the rights of this before I stir }”

Lowther was suffered to get up. Ho
pulled off the. shabby cap he had worn,
and flung it away. He wiped someo of
the dirt from his face,

‘“’Bre's your "arf-dollar, young gent,”
he said, in the husky voice of the mes-
senger. “Considerin’ of all the circs, T
don’t feel s *ow I can keep it.” .

“ Hang it on ?our watchchain,” replied
Blake. “You've spoofed us—you!
didu’} think you’d got it in you 1

“1 don’t half believe it now,” eail
Redfern.

“I'm jolly peckish!” remarked Fatty
Wynn. * Hurry up, Lowther

“Is there any story left to tell?” asked
Lowther blandly.. “I really don’t see
what needs to be added. You have heard
from Brooke the dodge by which I got
the letter, You know that I played the
messenger. Voilal”

“You told us a giddy pack of lies abous
Brooke meeting a Hun,” growled Her-
T1es. LT

“1 never said Brooke met a Hun, I
said &' Hunnish-looking person. Is that
right or is it not, Brooke? When I came
this way. with you yesterday, did: you
not meet a Hunnish-looking person?™

“Not that I remember,” said Brooke,
puzzled. “Oh, yes, I did—old Wagstaff,
of course! Ha wanted ma to go over and
do his books to-day—that's why I missed
clagses and the match. But you know
Wagstaff all serene, Lowther!  He’s not
a Hun.” :

“I know him, certainly,” answored
Lowther. “I never said I didn’t. I said
it was a Hunnish-looking person who
:topﬁ:ad you, and Wagstaft is so like the
dearly-beloved Hindenburg that he might

) “Kerr, old

. | 'be his twin brother, . It wasn’t my fault

if these kids misunderstood me.” 5
“Misunderstood? = Oh,” my. aunt!”
groaned Figgins, i
“1 played the game, Circumstancet
had worked out so nicely for me that I
took a risk I shouldn't otherwise have
done, se as to even things up. Didn't I
tell you that the hero of our story was
named * Robert Brocke’? And wasn't
the letter—supposed letter—signed ‘R.
Brooke'? Oh, Kﬁ‘,rr, Kexr! How have
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. on Saturday,”

* and*Figgy had to admit that the
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Lowther shook l;is head, and EKerr

vimaced. A
o “I ought to have twigged,” he said.
“You gave me an opening. But we
weren't thinking about your rotten story.
It was about Brooke missing the match
wa were thinking.”

“You ought to haye sent me word you
couldn’t turn up, Brooke,” said Jack
Blake veproachfully.

“T didn’t think of it till after Lowther
had gone, und then X feit sure he'd toil
rou. Sorry, Blake! I had promised old

Wagstaff that I'd go over and do those
hooks when ho liked, and in a case like
that Mr. Lathom excuses me—he knows
the cash I get makes a bit of difference,
ou see.. I tried to put Waggy off; but

e wouldn't have it at any price. Hope
yoglidn'¢ miss me!” : :

“Cardew played in your - place, and
made top score and two catches—real,
nailing, good catches1” .

“I'm glad!” veplied Brooke, quite
sincerely, * Congrats, Cardew ! We won,
of course?” .

“We haven't_yet, but wo're going to

‘iggy answered, “And
Yyon must kelp the Becond to rab it in
then,”

“Wait till Saturday before vou crow,
I-‘Esgr!"’ said Kangaroo.- .

** Oh, you're where the cow’s tail was—
all behind [” Owen said. “ You can’t get
o5 top now.”

“Wait and sce!” said Talbot.

“I'll be glad to play for the Second,”
Brooke said. I say, though, Yowther,
you did-waste an awful lot of Lutter on
me!"”

Monty Lowther caught him by the arm.
He bad ezpected” that teproach, )

“ Brooke, old son,” he said, *I didn"t
say & word to you about your use 8s an
aide that I didn't mean, = If you chack
our yarn, I shall chuck it—that’s flat! I
don’t care to go on with it without you.”

*“Everybody knows Brooke's way ahead
of old Lowther at that sort of thing,”
said Dig, “Rrooke’s Fourth—stands to
reason he would bet”

“But Lowther's fist, if I'm fourth,”
answered Drooke, I you mean that,
Yowther, I'll go on. - I'm not o sulky
beggar. And it was a fair spoof, and
was spoofed worst of all " ’ :

“ Wait & moment,” said Figgins. “If
the Fourth were fed, #so were the
Shell. I don’t sce that i .

“ Produce the document, Tommy,” said
Lowther,

And Tom brought out the signed-pa;l;:?
i

8
were not fellow-vickims of tho spoof.
“Kim on!” said Blake, “Tiune to
ehift!” ’ .
And through tho dusk the crowd made
their way back to 8t. Jim's, debating the
details of Lowther’s great spoof. No one
denied that it was “a fair do”; and

13'Arcy minor and Levison minor agreed | thi

with the rest. As fags they had no voice
in the matter; but as umpires of the con-
test their agreement possessed some
weight. o

Baggy limped wearily after the crowd.
Towser, whose feet were sore, limped

* with him, not 2§ all to Baggy's comfort—
‘Aill he remembered the

unnish voice,

and thought what a fine protector Towser

- would be against & Hun!

But Hans & Co, did ok sppear.
.. Taggles growled when he Ead,.to open
the gates; and M, Railton handed out

& camng to each of the defaulters, aa

they had no explanation which seemed
&4 all satisfactory as to their absence from
call-over. #

Baut it was only & couple of strokes each,
and most of them minded little. Even
the Fourth, who might have been ex-
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1 Who was there behind me?

| Diggs and 'l‘ompkinu-wsoof!
o

| 1t fime for a'bit of supper?” . .

“Torn, with a twinkle in his eyes. T sup-
pose you're not exactly Class A in—""

cted to be crestiallen, were
ul about it. As for Lowther,
at last real greatness was his.

. CHAPTER 11,
A Great Situggle.

uite cheer-
[Le felt that

Shell still  found themselves
behind the Fourth, the respective
totals being 150 and 169 to date. -

The day after the search on Wayland
Moor some more evenis were worked off ;
and the result was that the Fourth went
farther ahead. o

Figgy won the quarter-mile after a hot
tussle with Tom Merry, whom he beat
by less than & yard, Redfern came third,
a couple of yards behind Tom, and only
a few inches ahead of Talbot. Nine
points for the Fourth, four only for the
Shell. ~ -

That was an “A ” contest, of course,
with the best men competing. The
‘hundred yards' race divectty after it was
a “C" affair, and the class of the com-
petitors may be guessod from the fact
that Fatty Wynn, induced by Figgins
and Kerr to competo, mich against I.)fs
own wish, actually came in second, while
Diggs, whom no one had ever heard of
as a sprinter, took third place. But
Harry woond, who camo in first, ran
right away not only from those two, but
from all tge' rest, Bhell as well as Fourth,
showing a very decent turn of speed. The
Fourth' took all the points—seven—for
thie event. &

Then there was the -tug-of-war; and
here again the Fourth scored, It was a
desperaté struggle, and Tom Merry,
Kangaroo, Talbot, and Grundy came
ncar to winring it for the Shell; but
Fatty’s weight and Fatty's tenacity
turned the scale at the finish, and his side
took five points, %

Fatty was quite the hero of the day.
But he resolutely refused to consider him-
self as a sprinter.

“T was second to Hammond, I know,”
he said. “But I was yards and yards
~cohind him. Young Hammond can run,
| I don't
believe Diggs was the best of them,
though he did somehow get third ; but if
he was, I should say a one-legged soldier |
might heve a chance against the rest.
I'm not
ing to put on any side because I beat
iggs and Tompkins, so don’t you think
it!  And don’t fancy you're go'% to
shove me in for the quarter, Class 0. I
can't run & quarter of s mile, and I'm
jolly well not going to try! I say, isn't

“Can’t wo be getting on_ with some of
the events?” said Figgins to Tom Mer
after morning classes next day. “It
secms o pity to waste such weather as
his, .

““ Anything you like, Figgy,” answered
Tom. “I dare say there are some ‘B’
and ‘C' clss ovents that could be
worked off.” X o
_ “Oh, bless them !” Figgins said, *“It’s
something I am ‘in myself that I want.”
“Would Latin verse do?” inquired

“Oh, don't be funny, Tommy! Leave
that to Lowther—he's funny enough for
three. Look here, what I really want is
to get on with that cricket match after
elasses to-day. - We might get you chaps
out before we have to draw stumps, . We
can sgueere in o couple of hours' cricket.”

“X don't mind,” said Tom.  “But have
you thought that if you do get us ot to-
night it will make a very short after-
noon's cricket for to-merrow?”.

VEN with twenty-five ints
; allowed for the Brocke spoof, the th

refused to be

“That’s no odds, We can walk along

and see the Second teams perform. It
ought to be-funny [ .

““Blake ‘agrees, I take it?"

“You can take it s0,” )

“Right-ho! Unr lot wou't object; I'm
sure.” 25

8o before five oclock thatevening Shell
and Fourth were hard at it again on
Little Side. Tom and Ka&g&mq resumed

eir innings, and Fatty Wynt and Levi.
son went on fo bowl with new ardour
and new hope,

The score was 137 for no’ wicket when

thoy started, which meant that the Shefl -

had 46 to gef before they could begin
to pile up runs on account of tho second
tnnings, “And the Fourth had visions of
soeing - sevoral wickets lowcred befors
those 46 runs were obtained,

Alas for Fatty ! Alas for Levison! Alas
for the visions of the Fourth ¢ g

There was nothing wrong with the

bowling. Levison was even faster than .

on Wednesday, and every bit'as acenrate,
Faity got on break, in spite of the true
pitch, aud was in capital form, - Blake
and Figgins and Redfern all bowled well.

But Tom and the Australian Junior
tempted—refused to make
a mistake. They took over an honr to
wipo off the 46; but by {he time they
had done that they were well sct again,
and runs came at'a grest pace, All the

bowling seemed rlike to thom; it did

not matter 2 bit how the changes ware
rang upon it. :

“‘Last; over!” maid Frauk Tevison,
looking at his watch, )
" Blake threw an almost despaiving lool
at the telegraph-board.
crawled up to 200, but it had been gallop-
ing since. Both batsmen had'long since
ssed into three figures, Such scoring

had been known in _schoolbii cricket be-
fore—even among juniors—but it had
never been kuown at St. Jim's.

“I'l have another shot, Iiggr, I
thivk I” said Blake. -
d“"rlslgh"ho' okd scout! sy
167
Kangaroo cut Blake's fist ball for 4;
and carted the second ronad to leg for
another 4, The third and fourth were too
ood to be hit.” The fifth was driven to
the boundary. The last ball of the day
had come, and still no wicket had fallen.
That ball was a little bit short, and
Harry Noble drove it straight back with
tremendons foree. It fairly hummed in
the air as it ncared Blake, coming
straight for him with almost ‘powder
enough behind it to go through him.
1t was an awkwaid height, too. Not
many bowlers would have tried for it.
Prudence suggested ducking or dodging.
Blake paid no- heed to the voice of
prudence. He got lis hands to the ball
somehow. 1t broke through them, and
everyone near heard the thud as it smoto
his chest. But his ready bands were
there to grip it again, and he theew it up
witlb?l 3;ell of “Howzatt?” -
“ Ot

Never

1 said Levison minor. *Over!” .
And he lifted the bails,
“ y hat, Blake, that was some
cateh [ enid Kangarco warmly.
Blake frinned. : - :
“I shall have a bruise to show for it.”

he said, “ But that’s better than a hole
right throngh me. And we've got rid of
one of you bounders, anyway ("

The Shelt follows swa on to the
groand. They seized Tom and XKan-
garoo, and carried them shoulder-high to
the pavilion. Thoy shouted and roared
and danced with delight. The total was
301 for ono wicket. BAFCO’S 800t Was

31; Tom, who had always kept a little
abead: of his partner, was 159 not out;
and there had beewr 11 exdras; including
the very widest wide Fatty Wynn had
ever bowled in his career, ’ :

That two hours’ spell of cricket had -

The ecore had :

b
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- . blister on his ferefinger.

.He was hit for 18—four #'s and

‘Every Wedngsday,

put a different aetpechon,ﬂ.m jiu;:& ‘h'};‘]:e 3
.

first-innings’ slump of the Sh
naobly atoned for; and if the Fouyrth won

- now they would enly win after a hard.

etruggle. .

When Saturday afterncon came jhe
second elevens absolutely refused to start
on their game. They were not going to
miss seeing the mateh that was making

'repgrds for’ 8t. Jim’s wholesale, they
.said. :

There was quite a crowd arcund Little
Side when Talbot went in with Tom to
carry on the big innings. '

““Bound to be dull for the first hour
or 50,” gaid Lowther. * Tommy's gou
his 200 to think about; and I suppose
Talbat will play the same game as Kan-
§aroc, and get well ‘set before he starts

itting.” .

“Ilst“loubt it 1 replied the Cornstalk.

“Things to-day aren’t quite as were
yesterday. Levison’s fagged out. Fatty's
right forefinger is blistered. The other

bowlers won’t worry those two. So get
ready for the fireworks!” .
. Kangaroo was right. It was made
evident that the orack bowlers of the
Fomth were feeling the strain when
Blake, after a word or two with Figgins,
started the bowling himself, with Red-
fern talfing the next over.

Reginald Talbot, fresh from a turn af
the nets, which had got his eye in, faced
Blake smiling, e slammed the first
ball for 4, cut thy szcot d & v 2, and patted
the third down the pitch, with the result
that a dashing stolen run brought Tom
Moerry opposite the Fourth skipper.
- Tom was not worrying about his 200.
Ha and Talbot had a{.reed that the game
now was to score as fast as possible.

“Hurrzh!” roared Manners, as a

‘mig}}t{wkwipu _sent the [eather séaring
over t : ¥ E

-~ It came back, and the next two balle }
added 7 to Tom’s score, and brought him

pavilion.’

foce to face with Reddy. -

Twenty runs had come from Blake's
over. Dick Redfern fared little betger.
wo
singles—equally shared by the two bats
mern,

Tom was now 181, and in two overs
Talbot Had scored 16.

Fatty Wynn and “Levison went on.
Neither might be at the t.o.ﬁ of his form;
but it was hoped that they would at
Jenst fare ' better - than the change
bowlers. M R
* ¥t was but littlo better they fared. The
next two overs produced 23 rups. Tom's
score was now 196, Talbot's 24. .

" “ Better try again, Fatty 1” said Blake.

“#QOh, I'll try! But it’s no geod—not a
bit.!" replied Fatty. s

Tom jumped right out of the crease,
hit_ with - all his miiht, and sent a very
bad ball far-over the ropes, one of the
biggest hits ever made on the ground

It- carried his score to 202, 6 being

. counted for. ib.

“My hat! T'Il have my teveﬁge for
that ! muttered Fatty Wyon.

His next came in from the off, nipping

sharply, and beat Tom all ends up. His
middle-stump flew, and Fatty stood rue-
fiully contemplating 2 - hm}_{en blood-

'‘CHAPTER 12.
- A Fine Fipish. .
MIDST a-tempest of applause Tom
ran to the pavilion. Three or
four fellows. sat padded. and
gloved ready, for no batting-list

" had been made out.

“(Glomng to declare, Toinﬁ:y?”raéked
TKanguroo.: R 1
et,” said Tom. *“You go

.in, Dare,"and hit for all you're worth!

Nevér mind about getting outy

that’s no
odds! Hit, hit, and hit again!” -

 fore he declared.

:batemen from getting set.

i for 3&-the board showed 58.
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Three-halfpence, .

Shell v.

) Piest Inning.
M. Lowther, st Roylance, b Wynn
T. Merry, ¢ Cardew, b Levison.

1 g. ‘Wilkins, 1bw, b Levison

Fivst Tunings.
. Blake, ¢ Merry, b Frere,...
. F, Eerr, ¢ Lowther, b Merry

TY.

Extras.aci., P |

Total 248

Nothing eouid have suited Clifton Dane
better, He could never have played the
weiting game that Tom and Kangarco
had played; but this he could do.

The Fourth had the time of their
lives during the next twenty minutes.
Fieldsmen panted and puffed; bowlers
were helpless. Dane slogged at every-
thing ; and at the other end was Talbot,
finding everything easy, and scoring as
fast as his partner without half the effort.

In those twenty minutes 65 runs were
added to the score; and then Dane, who
bad been twice missed in the deep, was
out to a fine catch there by Figgins. ‘It
had not been Figgy who had missed him.

“Might declare now,"” said Grundy.

“You go in, Manners, and let-them
have it} Tom said,

And Manners went in, and, as far ae
in him lay, he let them have it, But he
did all he could to give Talbot the bowk
in He could guess that Tom wanted
.Talbot's century to be on the book be-

The stroke that gave Talbot his three
figures brought the total to emctg 500.
Next moment -Tom ran out the
pavilion and signalled to Blake, =~ .

Then the Fourth came ireoping im,
Fempgrmg, panting, tired, some of them
eeling none too amiable, but none of
them willing to admit defeat as yet. -
“We've got 318 to get to win,” said
Figgins. “It's a big job—a dashed big
job! But they made 500 for only three
wickets; and you needn’t tell me that
what the Shell can do the Fourth can’t!

itch is all vight still, and their bowl-
g;n’t ameount te much.”
was very much what Tom had ex-
‘pected . when Kerr and Roylance -came
out first from the pavilion. He was not
a bit disheartened when, at the end of
an hour, they were still together. He
kept changing his bowling, which served
the double ﬂ:l’pﬂ'ﬂe of not wearying those.
on ‘whom ‘chieflly depended—Talbot,
himeelf, and Frere—and preventing the
They never

The
in,
ﬁt

SCORE OF THE

-SHELL.

4
1=e
g;not QU i

did score fast; but when Roylance le,E‘t

GREAT MATCH. _
Fourth. -

BSecond Innings.

Figgins, b Clive

|l 5conupusene

Extras.

" fota

Blake came in, and scoring quickened,
In a quarter of an hour the total leaped
to 85. Then Kangaroo got a good one .
into Blake’s timber-yard, and the Fourth-
-Form leader retired for 20 of the best,

Ten runs later Kerr had to go. Glyn
took & nice catch at the wicket, and the
Bhell felt that, with the stonewaller dis-
missed, half their troubles were over.

But they seemed only beginning.
F)ggms and Koumi Rao got nicely set
and scored fast. Talbot had to be
brought on, and it was he who at last
got Figgy in two minds about a well
pitchseél one, and bowled him for a dash-

],Dg e

The fourth wicket had added 79, and
the fotal was now 174, Victory for the
Shell was no certainty at this rate,

The next wicket fell almost at ence,
the Indian prince following his partner
into retirement. But then Redfern and
Cardew stuck, and made runs, and the
score had reached 230 before Cardew
left, having hit six 4’s in his 29. :

edfern,” whe had played a more
caufious game, went 25 runs later; and,
with seven down-for 255, the Fourth

‘locked to have little chance.

But Clive and D’Arcy played .as well
4s anyone who had gong before them.
Again and sagain the cheers rang out as
they pushed the score along. -

At seven o'clock only 25 were needed
for victory, and the pair were still to-
-gether. The light was good enough for
anything, the pitch was etill true, and
most of the She.% bowlers weére tired ont,
while some of the fieldsmen found & lot.
of comfort in the fact that the next day
was Sunday. -

No better match had ever taken placs
on Little Hide; and if the Shell had
played an uphill game with the razrest
pluck and determination, the Fourth had
done likewise. Not a man yet had failed.

But now came the most dramatic hap-
pening of the match. S

Tom tossed the ball to Talbat for the
fifth time. Talbot was by long edds the
Shell’s best bowler, but so far he.hac
’ TEE Geu Liprary.—No. 84.
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sceured only two wickets—those of Miggy
and Cardew. NG

Arthur. Augnstus faced him. ,The ball
wos a good ope, but Gussy played it,
sending it hard back about a foot from
the ground. Talbot’s right hand shot,
down and gripped i, while Gussy was]
1 ve to run, fancying that
the leather had gone past. =

So. Gussg left, and Levison came limp
ing in. . Ernest Levison was tough and
fit" enough; but he had been. bowled to
a gtandsfill, and every muscle in his body
was aching.

What - happened to him might have
happeped to anyone. He played forward,
sli] , and turned to see %is bails off
and Glyn emiling =zt him.

. “Tt all dopends on you, Fatty 1™ said

“Then it's all jolly well up!” answered
Fatty. “Oh, I ain’s funky, and I ain’t
nervous. But I'm. fa out; and at
my -besy I never xz«::ul::}E pley  Talbot, not
worth talking abont. He'll have me first
ball, No; T'm not going to hurry, not
for you or. anyone, Grundy! There’s

Ang there was.. For Talbot did bowl

hare bowled anyone,
“We winl Hurralh!” howled Low-

er,
And the Shell cheered like madmen.
It had been a groat game, and they had

champions. Tom ry’s 200, Kan-
garoo’s century and wise counsel, which

Figgins, clapping his chum on the back.
BLCOCTLEOTOee:

The Edétbs-ha.

For Next Wrenecenv
“ RACKE'S MAN!™ .
. i ‘CHiftora

Next week’s story continues, the ]
series, but it deals chletly with an- e
which i3, in a sense, outside the competition
though the keen opponents of the Snell an
F h contrive to bring it into the field
of action.

That isshe fs—what i3 to be done about
Racke's. man? The gorging under Pepper's
barn has been stopped. But Racke, in spite
of the warnings given him, aoes not send
away Mr. Berrymore, The Fourth and the

Shell are determimed that-the feliow shalll .

go. His conbtinued presence at Rylcombe ‘is
an affront to A 7

But how to make him go? That is the
question. e .

One Form ttles to sotve It, and fails. The
other tries, and succeeds. But which Form
failed and which succeeded you will not kaow
until next week.

.OAN YOU HELP HERE?

A chance offers iteetf of which some of you
may be able to avail ves—a chance to
help in work of real nationul importance.

'l]l)zls year's flax harvest matters no end to
Greut Britain, Flax Bbre is largely used in
aeroplane ‘manufaclaore, and much greater
quantities of it have beem grown this year
for that purpose. 5

Between Bay 20th and August 3Ist volun-
teers are wanted—10,000 youths under mili-
tury age—-to help In getting in the Hax
harvest. This does not mean that anyone is
expected to pat in all that time. The scheme
8 -of workers,
From May 20th to June 17th the - number
required each fortalght will be 760. In Jul
there will he less do
be maintained at skeleton strength, -and
available labour may be utilised elsewhere,
On July 20th each camp—there will be eight,
in Eipcolnshire and Yorkshire—will be brought
up to its full complement of 500, making
2,600 wantéd om that date for work up to
August 18th, - .
:The pay is from eight to fen shillings a
week, with board, lodging, and railway fares
to and from camp found, Employers are
being asked to belp by giving w eers for
the work an opportunity.to take their holl-
days at a time that will fit. Enrolment .cards
can be obtained from the Ministry of National
Service between 11 a.m. and 4 p.m., or from
Captain Elgee, N3, Salters' Hall, 8.
Swithin’s Lane, E.C. o
[ don’t think I need eay much to.recom-
mend the scheéme o you fellows. Ib means
working during your holiday. Bub who wants
to lmaé
be in the open air, and you e¢an arrange to
onr own chums.,  That is whab
oliday; not the absence of work
80 much as change and fresh air and chee;
Shing of b pou Wit bolping yeut couciey

ing of all, you n r country in
the fime of her need. H SVYDU Sk

Your™ Editor.,

PEECE

ing; but the camps will ¢,

in these sirenuous days? . You will'

had had so much to do with the result;

= CADET

p ADETS all over the country will be
% ratiled t¢ learn that his Royal
glighness the Prince of Wales has
en  appointed  Cadet-Colonel-in-
Chief of the Oadet Corps in the Unitea s.ng-
dom. This .places the Cadet Corps at once
on a level with the other voluntary military
movements, such as the Volanieer Regi-
ments, whose colonel-in-chief is the Duke of
Connaught. The Prince of Wales has always
taken a great deal of interest In the Cadet
Movement, and no doubt will be even more
actively associated with it in future now
that Le is its chief officer.
* “ [ » x oW

" Major-General Lord Scarbrough, the Dirce.
tor-General of the Territoriak and Volumteer
Forces,- accompanied by General Sir H,
Sclaber, G.0.C. Soutbern Command; and
many other distinguished officers, ete., visited
Southampton recently, and reviewed the
local Gatfets The force on parade consisted
of companles from several of the schools, amd
ope or two local units aizo, amd numbered

abount 250 lads, After the march-past, which
t very smesgiuﬁumgima
13(1 193

was carried ou A
gene‘ral salute “had been given,
rough briefly addressed the Oadets,
nrgecl on them the neéed for attepding
strictly to the duties of the corps, and hoped
that their numbers would be incr::s?{ﬁi he.
affair was certainly a most success one,
but the small number of lads on. parade
scarcely reffects ereditably upon so large a
¢ity and peighbourhood as Southampton.

* * “ * L] -

assistance and support of officers refired
from the Army, after -being- wounded or
sutfering from ill-health in the war, in the
adet Movement. No bt such ufécete. of
whom there are now large numbers in the
country, would be a most valuable addition
to the personmel of the Cadei Corps. 1In
this connection it is. worth noting that the
South-West London Cadet. Battalion, which
is affiliated to the 2%rd London Regiment,
has recently secured for the post of adjutant
to the battalion Captain J. Leach, V0., of
Streatham, late of the 2nd Manchester Regl.
ment. Captain Leach won his Victoria. Cross
on the Western battle-front in Octoher, 1914,
His appointment will doubtless be very
popular, and ought to do much to strengthen
and increase the number of members in.the
battalion, $ -,
® . * - * »

The Ist Battalion Middlesex Cadet Brigade
gave a cinemabograph film exhibition of the
‘work of the Cadeté recently at the Wood
QGreen Empire, Speeches were delivered by
Coionet. ' Simpson, commandant of the
brigade, Colonel Scott-Miller, and others.
Theére was a packed hodse, and the battalion
was present in force, of -course. The- film
exhibited proved to be extremely interest-
ing, showing the camp-ife of the boys.
hayonet -drill, machine-gun deill, and sigmal
ling work, The entevtainme wus. most

conslderable addition to the strength of tho
brigade, - . e

gleity of time for my littls innings befors:
ark.” R

Fatty first ball with a ball that might|

won it by 21 runs, thanks to the three

and, porhaps wwest of all, Talbot's dash-
ing, brillignt innings and his hat+rick at
the oritical moment, had pulled the Bhell

through! .

But the Fourth toolk their loking kike
sportsmen.

* Not likely 1" roared the rest:

And, indeed, there was o reason
why they ehould be:dpwnheatted, for,
though the Bhell had. scored heavily
during that week, the Fourth still ted on
pointa,

THE EXD.
(Don't miss next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—*RACKE'S MAN{" by

"

‘Active steps are being taken to secure the.

successful, and will undonbtedly result in ||

Martin Clifford)
=

Bradford's recent campaign for forming a
"Cadet Corps im conbection with the Volun-
teer Regiment has had a most satisfactory
conclusion. A% the end of the recruiting
period it ls satisfactory to:be able to say
that thé full complement of 1 tads was
Teac) in a grand rally fd at the
Technical College on tho. Saturday after-
noon. This Is a remarkable achievement to
have carried through, and omght to inspire
obher large cities whera there are Do Cadet

Corps, or where _bhose existing are very small
at present, -similar activity. »
* " ” L ) & #

The very suocessful Cadet Corps at Hamp.
stead,’ the 1st Cadet Dattalion of the Ruyni
Fusiliers, had a speclal church parade of its
wmembers on » recent Sunday on the occa-
sion of the anniversary of the comsecration
of the permanent wur-shrire erected ab. tho
battalion’s church, St. Silas, Canning Town,
in memory of the ex-officers and Cadets who
have falien in the war. The hody of the
church was reserved. for and entirely occu-
pied by the battalion, the Colour party
m“ﬁﬂg? seats Hear the front. The corps
3 one of -the most successiu! in the London
area. and provides for its fmembers many

useful and interesting attractions at its
headquarters, b
* % R g ® * *

The 1st Bristol Cadet Bastalion of the
Church. Lads” Brigade celebrated its twenty-
first birthday on a recent Saturday after-
noon, and the celebration took shape in the
formal opening of its new headquarters.

ommodions premises .have heen sccured,
and successfnlly adapbed to the work of the
oorps, at con»id-erebla eost, in order to iu-
crease ite efficiency. The Lord. Bayor of
Bristol kindly e5uarf<mma‘:1 the eceremony, the

by the¢ Lo

BShat o ponat. il e, Lord
shop o stol, who i3 e regimental
chaplain, The battalion is q&j[htegi! “with

the King's Royal Rifle Cotps, and jn spite

of the Intge nmmbér of its members gfb;

baye jolmed the Colours, it still contuins

mdre than 800 Tembers.
L]

L] *

» ® "

A meeting was regeptly held in the Drill
Hall, Northallerton, with a view to increas-
ing the local inferest in the Platoon
which has recenily heen formed it the town
and attached to the 2nd Baktalion of tho
North Riding of Yorkshire Voluntcer Regi-
.ment. There was a_good attendance, and
Jmuch interest was displayed in an exhibi-
tlon of dissembling m:g reassembling a
machine-gun blindfolded which was giver by
o member of the Machine-gun Section ot
the Volunteer Corps. At the conelusion of
the proceedings a number of Cadets were .
enrolled, and it is hoped fhat before long a
strong platoon will be formed.
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“Are wo downhearted?” asked Blake, -
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The twins are Philip Derwent,
been until recently withy Flip (Phit
him with Vavasour.
eyes in a fight with Ponsonby.
at the outset, takes to gamb!
the wamin%

that the only thing for him to do
has run away from Gre

TST as they were rounding the

Flip balted sunddenly, und
Hazel's arm, pulling him up.
* What's—"
Hazel broke off. A heavy foatstep rounded

vt the pavement, and a Jarge peliceman
pussed within a couple of yards of them.

He went on without séeing them. But if
they lad turned the corner at.thal moment
they would have walked fairly into his arms

“And he might have smelt a large rat,”
dd Flip. ~Unless be was o very woaden-
aded bobby, he must have done. Never
nd! A wmiss is as good as a mile!”

In five minutes they came to the outskirte
ti the town, Tén minutes later they were
trudging, still in the dark, along 4 conntry
road, where Tealess trees loomad up dim
wind shapeless through the gloom, anid the
vind hegan to blow coldly ahout their cars

“Running away lrom #chool,” said Puter
Ilazehicne moroscly, “ain’t all-it’s eracked
i Lo be; by long odds! -It's the people whe
wor't mind their own husiess who speil i
Ior a chap.”

In Study No, 6.

n HANK you, «ir,” suid Jolnny tioggs
demurely. ~T understand. then,
that [ am to cccupy Study No. ¢
alone until the return of Tunstall,

who ix expected in a few days.”

“'That is what 1 told you,® Mr. Mobhs gaid
acidly, " What you understand’l cannot say.
You do net appear to be of acute under
tunding, even apart from your physical dis-
ability, which will, I fear, he a considerable
trauble to me in elass.”

“Eh? T fear th

I do net quite cateh
Iour meaning, sir, Goggs politely,

“It is of npo consequence!” hawled Alr.
Mubbs., “That is alll Do you hear that?
Yo may go!”

“Fhank you, sir!” replied Gogpe,

It was not difienlt for him to parecive
ihat Mr. Mohbs had taken a dislike to him
oi sight.  But it was not dificult for bim to
bear that dislike with equanimity, either.
Mobhs really did not matter much to
amd if there was trouble between
m it was very unlikely that the spobbish
little Higheliffe master would ge$ the best
©f the exchanges.

So Tunstall was eoming back!

That was news. Flip Derwent. so Goggs
fancied, would regard it as great news.

He went to his study, directed hither by
Wilson+ of the Third, who irreverently
addressed him as “0ld Giglamps.”

Just as he was turning the handie of the
door o good-leoking fellow. with feir hair
carefully parted in the middle. lounged up.

“A new fellow, I presune?” drawled the
Cuterpillar.

“Eh? said JoUnny Gogas,

ear.

“Oh, hy gad, it's deaf!”

“Only intermittently,” said Goggs. shaking
hiz head. “By the way, is it quite polite
to speak of a person as *it°? I do not raise
scrions objections. 8o much depends upon
the tone. But, speaking generally, I should
say that most persons would prefer another

with hand to

- method of mention.”

‘Smithson popped his head out of No. 7.

“Ah. Nebuchadnezzar!” said Goges, in the
niost friendly tone.

Mmithson frowned. De Courcy looked

puzzled. .
“Why do yon 1 him Nebuchadneszar?®
he asked. “Wasn't the Biblical gentleman

of that name the merchant whe gave a
feast?
“*The king was on his throne,
The satraps thronged the hall;
‘A thousand hrizht lamps shone
O'er that high festivail’

HMoore, 1 think, or Byron, of one of those

THE TWINS FR

of Higheliffe, and his sister Philippa, of CLff Fouse.
ip) at Higheliffe, but i3 now at Cliff House. - Flip has
His best chums, Merton and Tunstall, ate awa:

ling
“ Police ! is heard. Flip comes to himself in a cellar, bound
is to run away, as returning
riars.  He goes to Highcliffe in the night, and soes the Cater,
after buying caps—the school caps heing unsafe—get breakfust at an eating-house, Goggs,

 sides,
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hand and foot.

pillar,

back pumhers—it's no odds. I don't know
how 1 eome to remember it, an” I'm dashed
it I know what satraps were.”

“Eh?* eaid Goggs patiently.

“Oh, by gad!” said the Caferpiflar. I
can't go over all that again, y'know. Re
it’s not of the very least import-
ance.”

“The Caterpillar likes talking out of the
back of his neck,” sald Smithson, grinning
“Eh? The feat seems to me anatomically
impossible,” replied Goggs. “And the Cater
pillar—what an cxtremely curions name?!
Almost as queer as yours, Nchuchadnesz )
Bat not quite—yes, I think, on the whole, it
is; even more so, Indeed. But, pardon me,
Caterpillar, the feast to whichr yon refes
was not given by Nebuchadnezzar, but by
Belshazzar, 1t was then that—-"

“I thought you didin’t heary™

“Eh# said Goggs. “Oh, yes! Somctimes
I only think that I do net necar, and then
find that I have heard. It may be dae to the
extreme density of this.” Me tapped his
hwead, with a very plaintive look on his face
“I wa not quite sure that what is wrony
vith me is not sheer stupidity, rather thap
| deafness.”
am, theugh, hy sad!” murmured Rupert
. looking Keenly hi
LT went on G
. ¢ them a
dead by thig time, 1 zupp
other merey old Romans.”

“But satrap was not a Roman {itle, my
dear Cuterpillar; it was Persian.”

“Well, that's mo odds. Pretty much the
same thing, wasn't it?  And it don't explain
why you eall Smi—er--this chap Nebuchad:

7" .

The
UsY,

r I understand
haptismal appellation. &y
resson

" Right-ho! Youll have to
name now, Smithson. But i
me. I shall eail you Xcbhy,

“Oh, dor’t rot, Caterpilla
son uneasily.

If the Caterpillar teok to using the name
that had only been adapted far the m fica

cling to the
too long foi
r short.”

aid Smith-

-tion of Goges, it was likely to have a wider

curreney than Smithson desired for it. He
had no wish to become *Ncbuchadnezzar
to all Higheliife.

“It's all screne, Nebby. By gad, 've heey
guilty of a gross breach of etiquette! [ve
been talkin® to this chap without an intro-
duction. Do the necdful, Nebby, | hex!”

“Hanged if I will, if you call me that!”
growled Smithson.

Chuckles sounded bebind him. Yates and
Benson were listening: They did nat show
their faces, hecanse they had no desire to
he labelled to the Caterpillar as Benjamin

T.

Boanerges and Johnny W
“Tuen I must do it m.

pillar urbanely. “My pun

“ER? swid Goggs. -

“De¢ Courcy,” repeated the Caterpillar,
"fg{!mli I spell it out for you?”

Ob, no, mot at alt. I thisk I bave it
oow. Not Caterpillar, then?”

“Oh, yes—that, too.” N

“Caterpillar de Courcy? Dear wme, how ox-
tremely queer!” #

“No, Rupert de Courey. ealled the Cater-
pillar, because-—-oh, I'm dashed if | know
why! you know why, Nebby?”

1 Kiow Jolly well Yin pot going to be
called Nebby!™ howled Smithson,

“TDo yon? Then you know more than 1
dn, Nebhy.™ replicd De Courey hiandly.

“ERY said Gegrs. “T am 1x to follow

- arl
yoo. but I must m{yfees that I i"fnd it iffi-

cult. Plense be patient with me!”

“Oh, my bat?™ groaned Smithson. “I've
bad enough of this! Chap’s nam: is Goggs,
De Courcy: and be's either a born fool--
which I rather ‘doubt-ar he's jolly - deep.

OM TASMANIA.
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They have a cockatoo, nanfed Cocky, which has
made an enemy of Gadsh,

from the school for a time, owing to a serious accldent to one of

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

He goes with the nuts to a gambling den at Courtfield, quarrels with Pon,

e is let out, however.

to Highcliffe means certain expulsion.

y. who Is ,plobtingxamnsu
erton’s

and is knocked senseless just as
He makes up his mind
Then: he meets Peter Hazeldene, who
lle_and Hazel sleep under a haystack, and,
of Frauklingham, comes to Higheliffe,

Being jolly deep yoursell--nnd jolly wide,
too—I think you can tackle him better than
I can. It may interest you to hear that he

knows Derwent—and seems to like him. He
also knows Gaddy, and don't like him the
Least little hit.”

Emithson di
*Farewell,

sappeared.
Nebby !” ealled the Caterpillar.
Rata!" shouted Smithson.
ggs shook his head sadly.
~1 fear that I do not understand,” he safd.
“Now, I rather fancy you do,” said the
Caterpillar, loking at him hard. " Seen
Aobly?

“Mr., Mobhs? OB, yes.”
“Like him?2"

“I cannot say as yet. I fear that my
feeling for him may be intlueneed by the fact
that 11?‘ obviousty dn[es not“ like me.”
answered Goggs solemuly, L is wrong,
donbtle.ss—¥';vg ; - i

“But dashed natural ! hroke in De Coutey,
“Don’t try to like Mobby, even as a eon-
seientious doty.s It cun's be done, *my son!

Mobby's a worm. Mas he shoved you into
this study ™ <
“You bave deduced correctly, Cater—er—

_*Oh, I pever mind the Cuterpillar, Goges.
Used to i, you see. Haven't you ever L
called by a namo that wasn't’ given to.you
by your godfathers an' godmothers at your
baptism??

“1 have been called many things, most of
t}lcm extremely uncomplimentary,”  replicd
Goggs patieatly, -“Some of them may have
heen justitied~not all, I think. Somebimes I
suspect,  that people regard my  personud
appearance as  peeuliar, thongh’ my dear
grandmother, I beleve, considers  me
attractive, it homely, Should vou think that
my peisonal appearance does strike others as
strange, Cat—er—Be Courcy?

“Couldn’t be off it,” the Caterpillar eaid
lghtly.

“Eb? T fear that I do uot quite under-

=

stand.

“Never mind that. 0Of course, you know
that you will have this study to yourself?”

“So 1 bave inforred—at leust, until the
return of Tunstall.” .

“ What? 1 say, ¥ou don't mean that Tun-
=tall is coming back?"

“Yery soon, I helieve.
to signify as mucle
tricnd of yours?”

‘The languid Caterpillar, whe scldom looked
excited, wus plainly pleased hy the news.
“No; [ could bardly ray that,” he answered.
But he's not a bad sort. Hear anything
about AMerton? I'd a notion' that Tun
wouldn't, come back without him,” s
. “Nuthing ahout Merton. But I should
imagine that his eye is distinctly better,
and that there can be no doubt now that
his sight will not he impaired.” 3

They had passed inside No. 6 now, and
the Caterpillar had shut the door. He could
not have explained a moment earlier why
he had done so. Perhaps he did not Enow
now: but he was glad that he had shut it.

*How do you come to know anything about

Merton an’ Tunstall, Goggs?” he  asked.
And now all the levity had gone out of his
volce and manner. It was not often Rupert
de Courcy secmed wholly serous, but he
seemed so then.

“Y thought T heard Nebuchadnezzar men-
tion that I know Derwent,” said Goggs, "1
also kpow his sister.”

£ 8 a daisy!” murmured De Courcy.

“En? Oh, I think I gather your meaning.
)iou also admire Miss Derwent—is not that
it

Mr, Mobhs seemed
Is.ie a very particular

“I certainly do, my pippin! And yon?®”

“1 consider her quite the nicest girl in
Cway whom I ever met,” answered
Goyrgs simply.
do lor her.”

“There is nothipg T weuld not -
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i, whether ~you
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The Cuterpillar did not even smile.

“You seew to be hearin’ better just now,”
he remarked. : .

= Poszibly the acoustics of this room

“Acoustics of the room be dashed! Look
here, Gogygs, are you deaf at aliy”

An Alliance. .
OHﬁX\’ GOLUS (stared at the Caler-
i stlar. 0 o =
J B My dear - D¢ Courey,” he said

“what should leud you to supipose——
“Oh, -cul alt-that out.-old fellaw!
think no_end ot Miss Derwent.  Well, so <o L.
You're Wip Derweut’s friend, I gather; I
may cay that I also bave that honeur. You
don't like Uadsby; my sentiments towards
Lhe merry an' jestive GaQdy are not pre-
visely affectionate.”
“Wo appear to think alike
respects;” said Goggs demurely.
“There’s another, ir it can be called think-

in

ing. We both kuow dashied welt that yeu're

tot really dear

“I fear Lhal no arguwmneni—-" -
“Certainly  not!  What's the game,
oggs - "

~1 should m-ei‘er that you make yourself
soinewbat clearer to my  doubtless “ull tou
i

limited' intélligence before { even sv u

a5 admic thatl there
evera be Conrey.” . .. i =

"Il do it, then, by gad! An’, first of all,
Xowmay say that b icyiig to the bust o!
get to the botiom of a
mpystery that Sceds To” surround_the reasohis
ff cur fricnd Derwens's doin’ ‘s bank.

S—ulf—uly gudie w

Goggs nodded. ..
“IE seems to we an- uuneeessary bunk.

Flip eaine a-cropper, .but Le Wush Lo s,

set for him. \Twiggez-vous?” .
Again Gogg
“Ii u trap w

alone, an’ 1 can't help thinkin® a tfap was
nodded “solemply. - = ¢ ”
as sel, 1 know wlio set it—at

You,

Uot,

T “Rut Pon never bores me,”

'
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“We work together? said De Courcy.

“1f you wish it. yes. The advantage
mine. You krnow so much that I cannot pos-
gibly know.*

“1 should like to hear how far your know-

o 'Th{ee»halfpence..m_

“Not¥ ‘Chiink it out, old top! Mobhys a

‘u!worm. anyway: an' he hated Derwent. May

as-well have him down with the rest of the
worms,” -

“I will put him down, Da Courey, it you

ledge poes. I -take it you had the story | wish it.”

from Miss Derwent?”

“Yea . !

i JLWell, there would be lots of things she |
wouldn™ know: lots .an' lots! I don’t_know |

hether . there's another person livin® whoi

“has #n acedrate ldea of Pon's villainy besides !

! miyself. Franky won'l believe it all, not even !

| now” “There’s nothin® in the way of razeality
i Pon isn't cupable of, Goggs: simply nothin’!” |
; "It was rather towards Gad:hy that my

: suspicions turned.”
Gaddy may he the

“AR" quite right, too!
+ head \'iﬂaln of this plet. Ton rather liked:

good taste for once. Pon admired the fair:
sister. Not that I'd compare Pon's admira-
tion to your knightly devotion, old top, or,
even to my distant worship.” i
The Caterpillar spoke lightly, as was his |
i wout. Rut:Gopgs knew.that he meant what !
he said. And there was no jealousy in
. Johnny Goggs. He realised that.thic Cater-
‘ pillar was a fellow whom.any girl would be
i likely to prefer 1o himsclf; but that made
no ditference. . o v
S8hall I tell you ihe story as Miss Der-

went told it te-nic?"-he asked. :

;v "Yads, do! I know it pretty well already,
but somehow it doesn’t-boresme. a- hil, Most
things do.bore me frightfully, y'know, Gogg
Sm?, ~isn't QYT e < P gt
< “If eorveét, certainly sad.” . &
v went on Rupert |
“Next to Franky, Pon's

*de_Courcy “brightly.

guite the most interestin’ person 1 know.
', Move *interestin’ -even than ranky, in some
‘Tespects,  bein”- so much more various. -1

- eonld- stand Gadshy’s hein' sicked: but i

Pon’ can be spared, Goggs, do agreé . with me |

e 5

least, - [~'kiow™ within 'so ‘hittler as hurdly., to ;wangle .it in: advance 'so' that Pon: does’

maiters. it was ose of two (uilows, or it
wus both of "them. "IT Detwent was vXpeiled,
those fellows, an’ possibly one or two mor
would have to g 0} S e

* ¥our . perspi ¥ leaves
desired, my desr De Courey. £

“1 saw KHp Derwent' Liter “than anyone
else did here. an' 1 promised him that I'd
du-all“L-gold- to clear ithings up. He
deeent about it, bub’ [ can't-reully suy -Lhat
he cuppeared to hope great things from ny

at, I shink, wué_an error of judgment

L Bothing to be

not get the order of the boot! - ‘Life: st

. Hightliffe*would .be o dooeid ‘dull »without

Pon’ tovenliven ‘it. > Tet the festive Gaddy be .
the scapegoat. No one would ever realiy;

© miss Gaddy--not a soul!" -

! Gogga did-not answer that. Already he
seemed Lo have a very accurate ‘notion as
to when the Catérpillar was talking out of

s ' the back of his neck. though hé lad pre-

tended not to eomprelend the phrase,

Ile told the story asz Flap had told it to
; him. - = = * .
. “Yaas, that's the. outeide_point. of ‘view.

‘You

l'go on Inokin!
¢l

i
on his part, if you redd hiy menning rightly, ' g0 to speak.” .said Pe Courcy, when he bad -

{ .1 do, An' now, don't let's talk any moré

ahout it for the present. 'Come along with
me an’ let's see Franky. By (he way, dn
mind* takin’ those glassés off in the
security of our apartment?" ‘e
“¥Yon think that I might look less of aw
—er—in short, an’ ass without. them, De -
Courey?” said Goggs mildly, - T
T think you'd Took a dashed sight more
like yourself than you do with them! Bnt
as much of an ass as poss. to-
public,- dear boy, It wil “pay.

he .general.
above all things, don’t’let Pon & Co.

An',

several ' the engagin® Flip than otherwise, showin™ ! ‘suspect’ that Fou are a3 wide as they are- -

made!" . . .

“L do not ihink there is any fear of that.
T is possible that Gadsby may not helieve
in my entire harmiessness, however,” replied
Aoggs, smiling.

“T‘
mine——_"

T Awlully sorry,
about your ankle.” g
- You needu't apologise for that. It means

Flip and Hazel.
IRED, Hazel?” asked Flip.
. "Tired isn't any word for i
.reptied Hazel, 1 uche all o

Apd  this  wreiched

nf

ankle

old r:!mp!. _l forgot alf

- that you forgot about saving my life la-t

might, which isn't o
forger ” ensily.” 3

“ Well, there's been quite a lot happen
sinee,” answered  Flip.  rubbing  hi
thoughifully. UMut I ought not to hav
gotten " that vYour apkle was hurt.
hoots, too!” They aren't very comfortahls
or walking in,” 1 know. We seem to he
getting near a town. -That means grub, and
o bitfof rest. . 1 want the grub, anyway.
Brekker seems no end of a time ago.”
/ They had heen tramping for at least six
hours, though they had not covered o grest
distance,” for Hazel's pace was slow. Break-
fast had-been got at a cottage by the rowd-
side, and had consisted chiefly of fresh milk
and -stale breud.

X it hadn't been for you 1 shouldn't
id.

ones

thing most fellows wonld
ing
e

have had any boots to wear!" Hazel
“If it hadn't been for me your ol
woutd have been all right.”
“What do you mean? You aren't hlaming
yourself for pulling my 100t out from be-

De_Courcy. But Derwent, though a most ; finislied. “It's not Miss Derwent’s fault that

likeable fellow, does nut strike me as an
emigently? judicious ome.™ - g
"Judicious—weli, no, p'r'aps not. But
young Flip:has his tcd screwed on the right
way about most things, Everythin® that
went: Wrong with him here went wrong bes
ciusé ~Hig: happened - to  make frieads with
Ponsonby, - He got into the  wrong sct.
There was no need for it. We should have
beew-"glgd to “have: hifii  amobg  ux,  aml
though I say it that shouldn't, we are virtu-
U3’ youth s te.
“Eamsure of that, De Courcy!”
The Caterpillur grinned. .. -
“Don't igive me auy”
ke sald-lightty, “[ am

. for it, Goggs!"
Cus”hought:"a mere

brand*plucked from  the burnin. When you
koW my *cliun ¥ra Thens thut is
--you'll - undgrstand.” g T

1 oshall, bé mast happy to m _his ac-

Courey, more especially if he
i D

re yeu. W

Derwent knéw that you wefe eoigin

to have a shot at seftin’ things straight, it

wild’ natural ‘enouzh’ that” he should - despise
1y amateurish, efforts at detective work.™
Goggs® glicok his head. . . .. ., . .
*He could not have known. And, as Tor
“I'l‘ﬁ sire that you are my superior

-1 Theh, by, gad,
that's noi so, Gogs

went's_behall
“That is the
“An" why?" . - PR 21
“The mystery uppeals % me Also T like
Derwent, and, as have already said.
have the very highest regard tor :his éister.”
i '.[lae Caterpillac held out a delicate, white
1an .

and. .
“Put it there, Coggs!" he said.
The hand that met his wus a brown, thin

paw, with & very manlike grip.

N N

- against !Lel‘ nawe, “which you havén't got, by

[0

tween the rails, surely?”

. “Not  exactly. - But it

needed doing if—'
“If Quelchy and Wingate Imd caught me:™

#aid Hazel bitterly. “That's your notion, I

suppose? You still think I could go back tu

Greyfriars apd——"_ .- T

“Well, 'you could, old ehap.

be the hest in the long run.”
" What. hinders your going back to High-

clife, then?” .
“Oh, 1 don’t” kuow! For the matter of

that, " T'm” still willing to go back if

are - .

Hazel stared at him. Coe

“You mwean that?” he said incredulously.

Ot course’ I mean it! It wouldn't make

. she Tanlt .see it from ingide.. Flip  himself -
teouldn’t. We can't yet; but we're goin’. o, '
. Tunstall may be able to help. or he may not. -
. Anpyway, 1 shull be glad to see him baelk.
: But” there are others who can tell us more
“than he can, that’s a dead cert.”
. - “There are, of conrse, Gadsby and Vava-
, sour,” Gogys said. “But they ure not likely
. to furnizh us with any informativn they cun :
+ withhold.” 3

- “I shiould say not. But do_you use a note-
. book, Gogas? s e R
< “Yes. Why? |

“Take it out. Open it. Set down nt the

- head ‘of a page the itlustrions names of Cecil *
; Ponsonby, . Reginald .° Havers ° Gad:by, an’-

:_nr::?g[;bus'n'ijﬂfgglﬁgg g.ﬁ“ﬂﬁ;n g[':;nmnl:gnmfelﬁ‘. much odds to me. 1 should only be kicked

{1 ' B + 5 Tk ‘again.  Bat they hadn’t better let
i anythi lie_won’t .if e can help jt,  OWt - again ol ! in
itIc.{'ugh he's not. pronouncedly anti-Fiip, Buf | Mghbyd dlu t.]l)te llgcl].]l?g].‘_ fﬁt might tget"_hurt.
e’ may know scmethin’. = iufnd 1oshould be kicked out, too:
kTt = Gt there fou . “Are you certain? I'm not.

i Goggs, - 7] < > A% | ¢ Hagel reflected. — Dr. Locke was a lonig.
hitrly“hente named Chlker ‘myni- | Wfering and mwercilul man.  More than one
‘Courlfield, footballer, un’ wil-round |- fellow. had been. zllowed to stuy on at Grey-

in_it! Alsa | FEFS under promice of amendment, when
sl it, T'ye .02 would have had very short shrift at most
Rt Boan 'mlsgafglywzlggéEF‘I'?()]}%;eI returned now he would have a
: ANy got, by : flogging 1o fuce, and he would have to take
up ‘the burden of his money troubles again,

wouldn't  have

And it might

2

No; 1.:

£ X012 E
tioneer at )
ascats . I'mi-dashed sure lie wi
s fair post-girl
~forgotten . her
"ol her, o ther

N posalble o do withoub 167 st pertiaps lightened by tho help Flip was wil
. Goggs, smiling..~ . ... = .- e m;f o give him. . )

e - Tl 1t was a temptation, Already Hazel had

wl;f‘t.-%? a%lfliﬂg 'E:'\(;ll;:hufh:;" tﬁu'llg "?1& i had more than enough of the hardships of

his,pame Smitheon, ‘an’ kidded her with | the “road, ‘whicl seemed: to have 3o little

about“Ilip, . T t mizht=also be fise- ‘feﬁ’;ct’ upen his tougher and pluckier com-

M tocnd ot 1:;:“?}]::-‘1‘: ;ﬁ}"gﬁ'ﬁ'f}gfkhzl%ﬁ t pride stond in the way., He thought

1 0 e % B
aforefaid Chiker,, i L 3 # A

i 5 iribla. relaHes i o' Of 7tlie sly. gibes-of Rkinner ‘and Stott and -
g“l.rllr‘(i‘ile':'. dlﬁ.!!o :!I{:::i: llln(?isrixr"g _knln\i"lgl‘i{ut‘ﬁgerr?l: | Hnoop, the gackling of Bunter. the sarcasn:
comes into this case. Make a note of Grey-: of the Rounder, the L'-nuf.en];ptﬁ-vm[ed. mayhe,;
frigrs. Th may he wheels within wheels ! {‘1‘“’“ S;%L’;:IBTE—OE the. Famous Five and
in this afair of Wazeldene's doin” a bunk at ~ thel B i .
¢ the same time as Flip: An’ put dows Mobby ; I‘."ﬁ- iy }C-Ml?h Tﬁt WAL 8 I Wates
‘nov that T belicve Mobby belped, but op , 20¥thiog than. that! T
.general, priveiples.” | 2k i (I'n bs continved, Look ouwt for the great
* 1 fail to sée low general principlos apply.” i new serial in the “Magnet ™ next weekl)




