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-expressed it much better myself,” replied
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CHAPTER 1. “Go it !” said Jack Blake. to pull it again,” Cardew replicd coolly.

Grundy Knows All About It.
“O F course, there are different styles

of wrestling !’
It was George Alfred Grundy

. of the Shell at St. Jim’s who
made that pronouncement, in his usual
anthoritative manner.

George Alfred stood with his sturdy
legs planted wide apart in the School
louse junior Common-room one evening
after prep, and he addressed his profound
remark to a gathering which included
nearly every fellow in the Shell or the
Fourth who mattered, save and except
ihe New House contingent, whq were |
always in their own quarters at this time
of day. ;

As a rule, Grundy found people getting
impatient when he waxed eloquent.

But this evening Grundy was not cut
¢hort at once. And for that.there was a
reason.

Wrestling was very much in the air at
&t. Jim’s just then. Wrestling events
hiad been agreed upon for the Shell v.
IFourth competition ; but they had not yet
been worked off.

Now, very few fellows in either Form
knew much about wrestling. It is not a
sport much in vogue at schools—at any
rate, in the southern part of England.

Grundy professed to know quite a lot.
e looked as if he might be a wrestler,
too. He was undoubtedly the most
muscular fellow in the two Forms. .

So Grundy had been listened 'to with
more patience than usual. But the pro-
found remark set down above made more
than one fellow feel doubtful.

It was Monty Lowther who answered.

“Your kind and the other kind, I sup-
pose, Grundy ?” he said.

“Eh? Oh, don’t be a silly ass! But 1
know you can’t help it. You think you
know a lot: but what you don’t know
about wrestling =

“My ignorance often shocks you,
(irandy, doesn’t it?” said Lowther, in his

blandest tones,

“}]h? Your ignorance? Oh, yes—
vouw're full of it. I'm not denying that
vou know a bit about things that mno
sonsible fellow would trouble his head
about—Shakespeare and poetry and al
such potty stuff as that: but——"

“On athletic subjects I lack your
r»m"yclopaediac misinformation, is that
i? .

“That’'s just it! I couldn’t have

the great George Alfred; who nearly
always did misunderstand the humorist
of the Shell.
“Lowther thinks
wrestling,” he added.
would.” :
“What do you thiuk it is?” asked
Digby.
““Yaas, wathah, Dig! Tf w’estlin’ isn’t
westlin’, pewwaps Gwunday will be kind
enough to inform ue what w’estlin® is,”
said Arthur Augustus, with elaborate
sarcasnl. |
“Certainly T will!” said Grundy, look-
ing at him 1n a most condescending way.

just
he

wrestling s
“ Naturally

Blake was one of the two fellows there
who really did know more than a little
about the subject under discussion.

“Well, there’s the Cornish and Devon-
shire,” said Grundy. :

“The Devon would be the very cream
of them all, naturally,” put in Lowther.

“And there’s
Westmoreland,” went on Grundy.

“Do they all go in pairs, like the

animals goin’ into the ark?” inquired
Cardew.
“Qh, shut up!” growled Ilerries.

“TLooks as if Grundy does know some-

thing for once. More than I do, anyway.

I thought wrestling was all pretty much

the same thing—getting the cther fellow,

on his back some way.”’

“That’s the general idea,” Tom Merry
said. But, of course, it’s more than that.
There are rules, and the holds and falls
are different in the different kinds. Dut
that’s about all I know.”

“Then it’s about time you stopped
gassing., and let somconce who does know
get in a word edgeways,” Grundy said.
“Well, there's the Scottish style——"

“Kerr ought to know all about that,”
remarked Clive. ' -

“Not likely! T don’t believe there’s a
fellow here whe kurows a thing except
me.”
Blake grinned, aud Levison said:

“ About wrestling, Grundy, or about
things in general 7"

“QOh, well, come to that, most of you
are a fairly ignoraut sct about everything
that matters. Aund you won't listen to
chaps who do know=-me, frinstance.”

“Aren’t we listening?” asked Dick
Julian.

“ And there’s the catch-as-catch can,”
Grundy continucd.

“miil the gunpowder ran out of the
heels of their boots.”” Lowther murmured.

“FKh? What rot are “you falking
now ?” :
“Merely a quotation. old _sport.

Haven’t you heard of the Great Panjan-
drum with the little vouud button ou top.
and the lady whoe imprudently marriad
the barber?” .

“Blessed if T have. and hanged if 1
want to! And, anyway, what's it o do
with what I’m talking about 7

“PBecause at the wedding they all
played the game of *catch-as-catch-can’
till the gunpowder ran ott of the hecls of
their boots.”

“QOh, don’t be a silly ass! T don’t know
what rot you've got hold of; but any-
way it’s got nothing in the woild to do
with wrestling. Then—-if you'll allow me¢
to go on—there’s the Graeco-Roman——"

T thought that was a kind of nose,”
said Cardew gravely. ¢ 'There ave Greek
noses—mine’s a bit that way, I belicva—
so I'm told, anyhow. An’ there are
Roman noses—Crooke’s am’t quite a
true Roman—kind of debased order of

architecture—oh, sorry, Crooke, dear
boy—didn’t know you were  preseut,
y’know——-" '

“Leave my nose alone!” growled
Crooke. :

“With pleasure-—until I have occazion

the Cumberland aud

“I was really talkin’ about Grundy’s,
which is, I think, a true specimen of the
Greaeco-Roman, or nondescript.”

“What do you say my nose is?” hooted
the great George Alfred.

*“Oh, goodness - knows!”
Lowther.

“Hang it all, Towther, I don’t know
whether you or Cardew is the worst !”
said Herries. “You talk such utter rot
that a plain chap can’t get a notion of
what you’re driving at!”

*“Though you quarrel with my choice
of words, Herries, yet I must appland
yours,” Monty Lowther said. “ A plain
chap’ is so absolutely correct a_descrip-
tion that it could not be bettered.”

chuckled

“Brorr-rr! What are you gassing
about mow, fathead ?”’
v f
“Your engaging countenance, dear
boy 17

“I thong,bt Grundy’s nasal organ was
ug ! ) i
the topic,” said Cardew mildly. “I
hadn’t finished my remarks upon that
subject.” ) '
e . .
. And  you'd better mnot!” roared
Grundy, clenching his big hands. * My
nose is no cancern of yours, Cardew !”
“We were talking about wrestling,”
said Blake emphatically. .
Ve - . .
. “Yaas. Gwunday was instwuctin® us
in the vawious styles—the Devonshire
Cweam an’ the Cornish Chough, an’ all
that.” -
) .“(,‘c:}‘n\\'all and Devonshire, you potty
1d|‘0t! snapped Grundy.
Weally, Gwunday, your mannals
lcave a gweat deal to be desiahed,” said

| Arthur Augustus, clevating his celebrated

monocle, and giving Grundy a glance of
haughty disapproval through it. *
think—I weally do think ?

“You don’t. You only think yon
think. You can’t think. "Vou haven't
anything to do it with!” Grundy said

scathingly.
W A = "
Where are you going, Kangy?”
asked Tom Merry., . o

“Anywhere! I don’t mind where it §
as long as T get away from here,” ropl!‘éﬁ
IMarry Noble mournfully.  “Grundy’s
bad cnough, but a lecture by Grundy,
varied by piffle from Lowther, rot from
Cardew, and twaddle from ID’Arcy, is
beyond my limit. Coming along, Dane ?
Coming, Bernard? Tommy—-"

~ “T’'m coming,” said Tom; and Clifton
Dane and Bernard Glyn went without
answering.

Manners got up from the chess-table,
where he had been playing over again
for the edification of Ernest Levison the
game wheeh had won for the Shell twelve
points in the Form competition.

“I’ve had enough of this!” he said
crossly.  “1low can you fellows expect
anyone to play chess while——"

“Sure, Manncrs dear, we’re not ex-
pectit’ ye to. We don’t care a straw
whether ye do or not !” said Reilly.

“Besides, if a fellow can go on all
through an air raid, with bombs drop-
ping pretty nearly on his napper, he
needn’t mind a little thing like old
Grundy’s still, small voice !” added Levi-
son, with a grin. | .

(kgh
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- Every Wednesday. -

-, % CGrundy’s worse than fifty air raids!”
snapfed  Manners. “I’'m off. Coming,
Lowther 7”

‘Lowther and Manners departed.

. TRacke and Croocke and Scrope followud
them out. Grundy's audierice’ was thin-
ning. : o

““About time we mizzled, I think,”
said Kerruish; and he and Reilly-and
Julian and Hammond went off together.
Grundy looked puzzled, but went on.

“Then there’s' the Lancashire style,”
he said. o

“Had - enough, dear boys?” asked
Cardew. ) -

“Too much !”’ answered Sidney Clive.
_“ Heaps too much !” agreed Levison,

And the chums of No. 9 also left the
Common-room.

“ And the German—" ’

“T’'m .not going to stop here to listen
to anything about beastly Huns,
Grundy!” put in <« George Gore.
¢ Coming, Talbot?”

“Yes, I think I’ll go,” Talbo} said,
smiling.

“Here, I say, Talbot, come back!”
velled Grundy. * You're one of the few
chaps here who have any sense, you

g - know t”
“Yes;
G ass 1 napped th G
g “Qilly ass!” snapped the great George
= Alfred. “I say, Eumley'-Lumley, you
aren’t going 7"

“Your mistake, Grundy. I am!”

Lumley-Lumley left, and his study-
mate, Wyatt, went with him.

Grundy’s glance round was almost
pathetic, but no one seemed moved by
the pathos of it, Something else moved
them, however. Gibbons and Boulton
and Frere were all making for the door.
Even Gunn and Wilkins showed signs of
cxtremo restiveness when their chief
began again. &

“And the Japanese— Hi, Gunn,

- where are you off to? George Wilkins,
if you haven't any more sense or any
more manners—-""

“Y haven’t!” snorted Wilkins, as he
vanished behind Gunn.

- _Almost everyone had now gone except
the four chums of Study No. 6.
turned a beaming smile upon them.

o “You fellows have a little sense any-
way,” he said. ¢ Now, Blake »

““Oh, stop your gas, Grundy!” said
Blake. ‘“What’s your particular style of
wrestling 77
.. ““T—oh—er—almost any style suits me,
you know. . What’s yours?”

“TI'm not going to say. But almost

: any style don’t suit me, I'll own that.
T’ve -only been taught one. Still, I'm

_willing to take you.on at any or all of
“them—if there’s any chap in the school
who.knows .enough. to judge—and after
we've doné I'm willing to take on the
whole Shell, one down, t’other come on,
at my own. special style.”

“My hat! You -don’t half blow,
Blake !’ gasped Grundy. .

“ Hanged if that doesn’t come pretty
well from the fellow who was ready to
take on the whole Fourth with the
gloves !” said Digby. .

‘“Yaas, wathah!” =

“Well, I did it, and licked most of

3 them,’” replied Grundy. 3

: - “T'm not going to say that I'll lick

3 everybody,” Blake said. “But I do say
that I'm ready for anyone, and I believe

I’m a match for most of you duffers.”

¢ All gerene, Blake! You take on me

- f(l); start with in as many styles as you
< . like.” st s
“Or as you like,” said Blake. “I
don't believe myself, for.all your talk,
that you know one from another.” i
ZRats! T'll- show -you!. And after
hat-you : tackle the rest of -the Shell.
y ay considor that as settled.”
=4I~ guppose Tom Merry may be

that's v_vhy I'm going,

Grundy |
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-
allowed a word about it ?”’ put in Herr®:
with an unwanted .touch of sarcasm., -
“I don’t see that it’s necessary,” an-
swered Grundy. “I suppose I am -as

well -capable of settling a thing of the.

sort. as——_What on earth are you silly
asses cackling at?” : ’
They were still cackling as they went
out. Grundy’s assumption of authority
always amused those whom it failed to
annoy, and it was usually members of
the Shell who felt annoye&y by it, not the
Fourth-Formers. - )

CHAPTER 2. .
The Desperate Case of the -Fourth.

L] HAT’S - this -wrestling bizney,
Blake?” asked George Fig-
gins, of the New House
meoting Plake in the quaci

next day.

“What !
mean. Figgy?”

About old Grundy,
“Well, yes; and about you. They say
you want to take on all the Shell, one
after another—same “way Grundy did
with us at boxing.” ¥
“Jt’'s true, come to that,” Blake an-

you

swered. “I think I can see my way to-

iving the Form a bit of a leg-up.

here’s Kerr ?”

“In owr study; Fatty,
along there, will you?”.

“Hi, Herries!” shouted Blake across
the quad. ‘“Where’s Dig?” - i

“TIt find bim if you like as soon as
I’ve chained Towser up,” said Herries,
who had just returned from taking his
bulldog for a run. ‘Do you want
Gussy, too?” . .

“ Not if you can choke him off,” Blake
said, grinning. “Gustavus talks -too
much without saying .anything in par-
ticular. But if you see . Levison;. or
Clive, or Roylance, or Julian, you might
send them along to Figgy’s study. We're
going there now.” . )

“Right-ho!” \said Herries. *“Come
along, Towser, old boy! Your Uncle
Blake’s calves ain’t part of your meat
rﬂtion, so you needn’t sniff at them like
that.” .

“Let him sniff!” Blake said indif-
ferently. )

Towser could put Arthur Augustus
into a flutter, but not Jack Blake.

Herries went off. Figgins and Blake
entered -the New House together, and
went up to. the study which Figgy
shared with Kerr and Fatty Wynn.

On the way up they met Redfern,
Owen, and Lawrence, and managed to
detach Reddy from his chums, which was
never an easy thing to do.

Kerr was busy with a mathematical
problem, and Fatty sat in the armchair,
Iooking doleful. *

““Hallo, Blake!” he said, as the three
came in. ‘“What ‘are you doing over
here? It must be just on dinner-time.”

“Ever so long yet!” replied Blake
cheerily. “Why, ’tain’t more than
twenty minutes since we came out of
classes !” :

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Fatty, puiting
a hand- pathetically to his well-filled
waistcoat. -

“He’s gone up a pound and a half in
\Iw{eight»in the last week;, Blake!” said

err.

too. Come

“Down, you chump, not up !’ snapped |-

Fatty.

“What’s the odds? - A pound and a
half is nothing in thali little lot,” Blake
said.

(3 Ol j :
away ike that till the «end of the war

-« And the war lasts for fifty years,
there won’t be more than fifteen stone of’

you left !” put in Redfern. *
“Brrr!” growled. Fatty. . “If you've
come here to talk rot, Redfern—"

isn’t it, then? If I keep wasting |-

Three-halfpence, 8

1 haven’t, that I know of. I don't
really know what I ‘have come for,
though,” Redfern said. = - -~

“Youll know in a minute !” remarked
Blake. “Here comes Herries and Dig
and Levison. . Oh, hang it all, there’s
Cardew, too—and Gussy! I did hope
we should be able fo talk things over
without their blethering !” '

Within a few seconds the five reached
Figgins & Co.’s study together.

“1 undabstand you want my advice,
Figgay,” eaid Arthur Augustus, beaming
upon the New House junior leader
through his monocle.

“Then you understand a lot more than
I do!” growled Geerge Figgins. ‘‘Still,
T suppose we must let you stop, as you're
here.”

“Weally, Figgay, that is not too
olite! In fact, it is positively wude.
f I am not wanted, I shall insist upon
wetiahin at once!” g
. “Well, ‘wetiah,” then!”
Blake.

“I am not awah, Blake, that you have
any wight to give ordahs in the studay!”

“Oh, rats, and plenty of them! Sit
"down in the cpal-scuttle, hold your silly
tongue, and listen to your betters!™

“¢“JIs D’Arcy the one silent member?”
asked Cardew blandly.

“If you want the truth, we'd a heap
rather ~ you shut up!” Blake . replied
frankly.” *“But we don’t expect it.”

“Qit down, you fellows,” said Figgins
hospitably. *There’s plenty of room on
the floor, and three or four of you can
sit on Fatty. Might help to keep the
poor cha?’s mind off the eternal grub
problem.’

‘D“‘ Sompetition bizney, I suppose?” said
Digby. A .

“Yes. I rather wanted Roylance and
Clive and Julian here, as well as you
fellows,” replied Blake. ‘“But I sup-
_pose_we can get along without them.
‘And when the place is cluttered up v@th
eilly fathead al

“Are . you addwessin’ me, Blake?”
demanded Arthur Augustus hotly.

“No. I was only talking about you;
that’s all. Never mind that. What do
you think of the state of affairs, Kerr?”

“Well, it certainly doesn’t look too
promising for us,” admitted Kerr.
~ “Promising? I should think not!”
said Levison. ~ “Do you know that the
Shellfish are fifty-four points-ahead ?”’

“J shouldn’t think there’s a chap here
who doesn’t know it!” answered Digby.

““Except my noble kinsman, who_ is
unfortunately incapable of countin’ be-
yond ten, the sum of the digits of his
two hands,” remarked Cardew. ’

“ Weally, Cardew! If you mean me,
let me tell you——" ;

“That you’ve learned to use your toes
as well—eh ?  Well done, kinsman! But
there is still a gap between twenty and—
er—was in fifty-one you said, Levison?”

¢ Fifty-four !”” snapped Levison. - * You
know that as well as I do!”

“Blessed if I did! I haven’t a minor
who keeps the book of records. - I won’t
say that I had forgotten all about the
compotition, but—"

“0Oh, hai Jove, will the fellow nevah
stop talkin’ wot, so that we can get‘to
biznay ?” said Arthur Augustus in
desperation. .

“Sit on them both!” growled Herries.

“T¢’s about the wrestling,” said Blake.
«0ld Grundy gave the Shell a big lift in
the-boxing, or they wouldn’t be on top
now.’” ;

Kerr shook his head.

“Won’t do, Blake,” he said. “I've
beent working the thing out—making o
kind of analysis of it, you know. What
Grundy - did only meant a dozen points
to the Shell on the balance, and a dozen
come a long way short of fifty-four.” .
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’ reﬁlied ‘Digby, with )
“But I don't mind admitting that if T

»”

*“Well, they séoréd on the japes,
Herries. rt? .
-Again Kerr shook his head.

said

“No,” he said, referring to a Eaper by
t!

his side. - “ We've scored more than they
have in the japing line.”

“'That means we’re badly down on the
;‘ezﬁl sports events,” said Levison thought-
ully.

T{nis time Kerr nodded.

“QOh, wats! Didn’t we win the footah
mzftch, ’gieah boys, an’ do best in wunnin’,
an’— . ; .

“But we lost both cricket-matches, and
the boat-race, and the Sccond Eleven
footer,” said Figgy mournfuily.  “We
ought not to have gone down. I can’t
help thinking some of you chaps took
things too easily.” -

“But if we'd pulled off those two
games we should only have been fourteen
points down now, instead of fifty-four,”
said Reddy. .

“You're” wrong somewhere,” said
Herries, rubbing his ear in a thoughtful
manner. “You must be wrong. For

.there were only ten”points for each of

those games, and—-= 2
“Ha, ha, ha!’”" oLl
“What are you .fatheads cackling

about?” demanded Herrics hotly. - .
“Yaas, weally, Hewwies, I fail en-

tiahly to see what they are cacklin’

about,” said Arthur Augustus,” who had
not joined in the laughter. ‘““Twice.ten
make—’

“'Shush ! breathed Cardew, raising
a hand impressively. “My noble kins-
man, by using both fingers an’ toes to
count  with, has worked out a difficult
problem, Silence for the statement of
its solution !”’ :

“Twice ten is twenty, you sillay ass,
Cardew !” roared Gussy, quite annoyed.
“Evewboday knows that, I am suah.
An’ I wish you would not wefer to me as
your kinsman. 1 am not pwoud of the
connection, I assuah you!”

“Not?” asked Cardew sadly. ‘Bat,
dash it all, I am, y’know! Consider my
feelin’s, dear boy, do!” -

“Twice_ten’s twenty, as Gussy sa 8,”
persisted Herries. “But Reddy’s making
it out it’s forty.” - . 5=

“So it is in a case like this!” Redfern
answered, grinning.

"~ “Blessed if I can see it, though! It
can’t be!”

“Look here,
taking a scral_}ln
“ Suppose each
drﬁd I igts?”

Herries,” said Kerr,
of &uper and a pencil.
side had scored two hun-

, “Well, the Shell scores twenty more,
and has two hundred and twenty.”

“ Anyone can see that.”

“That’s twenty ahead of us.”

“Am I denying it, duffer?”

“Well, sn{;)pos_e we'd collared those
twenty. ‘“We should have been twenty
aheac’l, of them—difference of forty.

e )
“Blessed if I see! How can it make a

difference of forty, when anyway the side.

that wins only takes twenty?”

“Let’s put it alsiebraipal y, then. If in
an equation you shove in plus twenty on
one side, and minus twenty on the other,
the result is—"

“To make the béastly thing worse than
aver !” said Herries. “Chuck it, Kerr!
P’r’aps I'm thick-headed.”

“Oh, don’t say perhaps!” put in Levi-
son sarcastically. g

“Chuck it!” snapped Blake. “You'll
never make those asses see. They’re a
disgrace to our study, aren’t they, Dig?”

“Well, I'm not going to say that,”
unusual - caution.

had to choose. a mathematical team
against the Shell bounders, Gustavus
and old Herries ain’t the first chape I
ehould pick.” :
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“The question isn’t maths,” eaid Fig-
gins, rather impatiently. ¢ That’s. the
worst of you fellows; you do gas so.
Now, the real question is——

“How long is it before dinner?” asked
Fatty Wynn sleepily. -

'CHAPTER 3.
A Surprise !

¢ 7 OU fat chump! The question
© isn’t anything of the sort!”
snapped Figgins. :

“T don’t know what it is,
then. what
doeso?}’l’ . o

“Oh, you—you—you gorging porpoise
What matters is GZtching up the Shell-
fish in the competition, ang then getting
ahead of them again.” _

“Let’s hear how you're going to do
it, then.” . .

“Blake’s got a scheme.””

“Well, I won’t say for catching them
up,” Blake said. = “Fifty-four points is
more than they are likely to risk on
| the wrestling. Fact of the matter is that
most of the chaps in both Forms don’t
feel any too keen on it.” .

“T dor't know about that,” said Levi-
son. . “I’'m keen enough, for one; but I
know so blessed little about it.”

“And who knows anything about it?”
asked Redfern. “I don’t.” )

“Well, Grandy says he does,” drawled
Cardew. -

¢ Qh, Grundy!” snorted Figgy.

“ And Grundy’s Shell, anyway,” Red-
fern said. “It might be some use if
you could tell us of a Fourth-Former
who knows.”
< “PBlake does,” -Herries said.

“Eh? He's kept it pretty dark, then,”
replied Figgins.

‘Tt was worth keeping dark,” Blake
said. “And Pm not like Gustavus. I
don’t let on all T know because I can’t
help gassing.”

“Weally, Blake——"’

“One of the strong, silent men, Blake,”
observed Cardew. .

“Well, there’s no danger of anyone
taking yon for a chap of that sort,”
retorted Blake, a trifle ruffled.-

“Y ghould imaginé not,” said Cardew,
grinning cheerfully “I always give
myself away, I know. ' Lucky for me,
perhaps,  that the gift is worth so
desperately little.”

“Gives us a chance,” remarked Kerr,
who had not spoken for some time.
“ Blake might score on his own account,
and also coach some of the rest of us
to be fit to meet the Shellfish. Know-
ledge counts; you know—even a little of
it. If we’re all in the same box, know-
ing next door to nothing about the game,
they'll get most of the points, being
stronger and heavier. Blake and Her-
ries and Figgy might score for us; but
what chance would I or Gussy or Cardew
have against Tom Merry or %angaroo?”

“Speak for yourself, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus. “For my. part, I am
not pwegarcd to admit that the best man
-in the Shell can put me on my back.”

“Tt wouldn’t need  that,” Di]?g re-
marked; “when the worst in the Fourth
would have a blessed good chance of
doing it!"

“How much do you know about the
| game, Blake?” inquired Figgins.

“Not as much as old Grundy makes out
‘he does. But I've done some wrestling
in the North-country style, you know—
what they call the Cumberland and West-
morland.” Plenty of good judges say it's
the best style. I’ve tried one or two o
the others, and I certainly prefer it.”

“Who taught you?” Kerr asked. =~

“Qur gardener. And he used to be
a champion at it. A real champion,. I
mean—one -who beat the best men o©
his day, and won no end of belts and

If grub doesn’t matter,

‘} cups. 1 did -some of it when I wae| -

F on to the

[
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“SALS.“

quite a kid; but I let it slide somehow,

and forgot almost all about it till last

hols, when old Donny persuaded me to

take it up again. I’'m not bragging,

but he says I might be first-clase at it if

I stuck to it—right build, stiff in the
ck, firm on the pins, and quick.”

“How old is Donny?” asked Redfern.
“Qver military age?”

- “Crumbs, yes! Seventy, if he’s a
day.” T

“If you've only tried it on with an
old fossil like that—""

“Oh, it wasn’t with him I wrestled,
Figgy. It was with his grandson.”

“And what sort of chap is the grand-
son? It sounds a bit more hopeful that
it should be the grandson, but a heap
depends upon_what he was like.”

‘Well, my mater said last time she
wrote that Bob Donny had just joined
up, €0 he must be eightéen or there-
abouts. He’s rather bigger than Grundy
—weighs a stone or so more, I should
say. - Pretty much- a head taller than I
am, and with big muscles. The bounder’s
never had a day’s illneéss in his life, and
there aren’t three men in the willage
who could lick him in a stand-up fight.”

“Sounds all right,” said Figgins.

“Qld Blake never brags,” Dig said.

“ And could you put Bob Donny on his
back, Blake?” asked Kerr. :

“Four times out of five,” said Blake,
quite modestly. “The old chap—his
granddad—was horribly cut up about it
at first. He'd tried to persuade himself
that Bob was going to follow in his foot-
steps. Now his worry is that I ean’t
very well do it, because my people
wouldn’t cotton to my wrestling pro-
fessionally, and I’'m not sure I should: be
keen on 1t myself. He’s given Bob up—
says he’s only fit to be a soldier!”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“It hasn’t occurred to him that we
need soldiers® rather more than we do
wrestlers just now, by gad!” eaid

Cardew.

. “Oh, yes, it has. Old Donny tried to
join up_himself. Said he was thirty-
nine. -Nearly equeezed through, too. e
doesn’t look more than about fifty.”

“ My apologies to Donny,” Cardew said
gracefully, “I know the old fellow’s
name. It was well known round my
last _sehool.” -

“Eh?” Blake looked at Cardew with
lr(xew interest. ‘“That was up north,

now

: ”Did you go in for any wresthing

“A bit. I wasn't keen on it, y’know.”
“That 'is your pwevailin’ fault, Car-
dew,” said Arthur Augustus severely.

“You are nevah weally keen -on any-

thin’.” : . y
“Rats!” snapped Levison. “He only
pretends he isn’t.” - ) -
“Pon’t be absurd, dear boy,” drawled

Cardew. “I shouldn’t be bothered to
pretend.”’ - :

“Can you wrestle, Cardew?”’ asked
Blake. .

Blake’s eyes were gleaming. Cardew’s
keenness might be doubtful, but -there
was no. mistaking Blake’s. !

“Yaas, I squOGe 1 ean, if you put
it that way, Blake.” o .

The rest were looking at Cardew with
new interest, too. The sarcastic dandy
of the Fourth had shown them more than
once that he could do things better than
most_when he cared to trly. A

“Will you try a fall or two with
me?” asked Blake. . . b

“My dear man, there isn’t room here.”

“We can go to the gym.” B} S

_“Giving away .too much,” eaid Kerr
shrewdly. “If there’s anything at all
in this bizney—and I'm beginning to be-
lieve that there’s quite a lot in it—the
most important_thing of all is not to let

than they do.” : Eas
“Matter ‘of that,” we don’t,”- Figgins

i

Shellfish that we know more -




‘pathetically.

umpire, by gad, an’—

~ ;Ev’erv Wednesday,

" said: “Only Blake and Cardew—that is,

if Cardew does.”

“Which you rather doubt, dear boy,
eh?” eaid Cardew.

Figgins flushed.

“Waell, you're not exactly the chap I
should have picked out as a wrestler,” he
admitted. ) '

“Quite right, dear boy! I simply
hate perspirin’, an’ it’s a rare game for
that. An’ I don't like achin’ all over.
Blake will make me ache if I let him
chuck me about.”

“But you can wrestle,” Kerr said.

“I’m not admittin’ that.” I know how
—that’s as far as I'll go.”

“QOh, come on!” cried Blake.

“What! In this crowded little den,
an’_with the floor to fall on! No, thank
you, dear boy—not any for me!” .

“You've simply got to,” said Herries,
with immense determination.

“Who says I’ve got to?”

“1 do!” snorted Levisorn.

Cardew shrugged his slim shoulders.

“Then I must, I suppose,” he said
“J have never yet taken
orders from No. 6—not even from my
noble kinsman. Buf in No 9 I am—er—
distinctly numbér, three.
no end, an’-Levison here bosses us.both.

Clive bosses me |
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Most determined bounder I ever met— |- =

Levison!”

““Qh, rats!” snapped Levison. .“ You're
the most obstinate mule I ever came
across! But you can’t have everything
your own way.”

“Seems to me I can’t have anythin’,”
replied -Cardew pathetically. ‘Look at
’em all! An’ I am to be ‘ butchered to
make a Roman holiday,” I take it. Well;
what must be can’t be helped, as Shake-
speare, or the prophet Habakkuk, or
somebody or other, said.. Don’t ask me
to give a hand in the furniture shiftin’,
that's all.”

Nobody wanted him to do that. There
was not so much furniture in the study
of Figgins & Co. that it took long to shift
it to one side.  Even ‘then room was
none too plentiful. Everybody but
Blake and Cardew had to get on top of
the furniture in order to allow of space
for operations. But no one grumbled
except Faity Wynn.

As Fatty sorrowfully said, he had
thought himself safe from Eeing dis-
turbed from the armchair until dinner, as
the rain was pouring down outside, and
cricket was out of the question.

Gardew and Blake took off their boots,
and stripped to  their under-garments.
Cardew did not want to do that. He
said it was a beastly fag, and that he felt
no certainty of having strength enough
left to get iis clothes on again after tie
bout was over.. But Blake insisted, and
the rest backed up Blake. So, rather,
than ' be disrobed by force, Cardew,
grumbling, disrobed himself to the ex-
tent insisted upon.

“Who's goin’ to umpire?”’ asked
Cardew.
“No one,” answered Blake. *What’s

the use, when only you and I know any-
thing about it?”

“Tell you what, Blake—you take on
Figgins or Redfern or Herries, an’ T'll
umpire. I should make a nailin’ good

¢Oh, come on, you slacking gasbag!”

Blake was sturdy, and Cardew iwas
slim. Every ounce of Blake was good,
sound stuff. He was as fit as any fellow
could be, and his broad, deep chest
promised endurance beyond the ordinary.

- But Cardew’s slightness was deceptive

in some ways. e was far more wiry
than he looked; and, active as Blake
was, he was not really the superior of the
louaging dandy in_that respect when

- Cardew was put to it

~The manner of his érip told Blake that

he knew ‘the game.

Found at Last!
(See Chapter 11.)

The two stood up breast to breast, each
leaning forward to let his chin. rest on
his - opponent’s right shoulder. They
locked their arms round one another, the
left arm outermost in each case. Then
a tight grip of the hands, and the bout
began.

Kerr noticed that both used the same
grip, turning the right hand so that the
knuckles touched the other follow’s back,
and Tocking the fingers of the left hand
into the hook made by the curved fingers
of the right. :

The bout began. Most of those who
watched expected to see Cardew thrown
almost at once.

But Blake seemed to be up against
something pretty stiff in Ralph Reckness
Cardew.

They struggled till the sweat stood out
on thelir foreheads, and their muscles
were taut with the strain. They rocked
this way and that, and more than once
it seemed as thouﬁh the heavier fellow
must bear down his antagonist. But
Cardew slipped out of these tight places
by his activity; and at last, when he
appeared -to be on the ‘very point of
being thrown, a_strange thing happened.

The situations were reversed as if by
magic. Only Kerr and Levison were
%uxck enough to see how it was done.

ut suddenly Blake bent backward, his
legs flew. from under him, and he went
down with a crash.

CHAPTER 4.

_ Herries Tries His Hand.

“ ACK-HEELED !” said Levison.

1 “My hat! Back-heeled!”
gasped Blake, staring up into
the flushed face  of Cardew.

“You're mno slacker! - You’re only ‘a
giddy fraud, Cardew!”
‘“How did you do it?”?
Figgins, with cager interest.
“Yes, that's what I want to know,”
said Redfern. “I was watching with all
my eyes; but Blake seemed to have such

inquired

a pull at the moment that I didn’t much
notice what Cardew was doing.”

“That’s just where 1 went wrong,”.
explained Blake, scrambling up. “I for-
got that the instant when you think
you're forcing your man down is just the
one when vou should look out for his
trying that trick. I felt, somehow, that

was ever so much stronger than
Cardew.”

“So you are, dear.boy,” drawled the
dandy of- the Fourth.

“T may be; not so sure now. But I'm
not so clever as you are, anyway.”

“Wrong there, by gad!” replied’
Cardew. “There’s nothin’ so dashed
clever about back-heelin’ a chap when
he’s forcin’ you dpwn—if the chap for-
gets what he ought to do.”

“Oh, T know well enough what I ought
to have done!” Blake confessed.
“Directly I felt your heel I should have
thrown my weight forward and slackened
my hold. "I tried to hang on to my ad-
vantagé after I'd lost it, and that helped
you.

Cardew nodded. Then he picked up
his trousers.

““Here, 1 say, we haven’t half-finished
yet!” said Blake. .

“QOh, dear! Can’t I be allowed to
retire on my laurels, you fellows? I've
thrown Blake. I couldn’t do it again in
a dog’s age. Nobody knows that bettér

than I do. I don’t want to try. Makes
me hot:” :

“Qlacker!” said Levison, in ‘high
scorn,

“Blake says I’'m not that. Isn't that
good’ enough, by gad? Let someone else
v

“Yaas, bai Jove! Let me twy. I feel
certain ‘that I have mastered the main
pwincipals now, an’——".

“ Might trot along and fetch Chowle,
Reddy,” suggested Blake.

“That sitter! What for?”

“ About Gustavus’ mark, I think. 1
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don’t want to kill our teme idiot, and I
don’s suppose Cardew does.”

“Qh, wats, Blake! You know vewy
" Shurup, Gussy!” growled Herri

urrup, Gussy!” grow. erries.
“I don't grag that I've mastered the
principles, or any rot of that sort,”

“The principles aren’t exactly rot,
dear man,” said Cardew blandly.

“You know what I mean, fathead!
It’s rot for any chap to pretend he under-
stands it all after he’s seen one bout. I'm
not pretending that. But I do say that
a slim beggar like Cardew, ever so much
lighter than I am, and without half my
muscle, couldn’t throw me just by getting
his heel behind me; and I'm surprised at
Blake for——"

“What?. Surprised, are you?’’ roared
Blake. “Why, you silly duffer, I’d throw
you every time! You hopeless idiot, 1
could——" .

“You might, though I don’t believe it.
Cardew couldn?t!”

“Cardew’s better at. the game than I
am, you lump of inferior gristle!” -

“Wrong, dear boy!” said Cardew.

“Are you willing to try, Cardew?”
asked Herries, in almost a hostile tone.

“T’m not keen,” replied Cardew.

“You know you couldn’t!” snapped
Herries.

“No, dear boy! On the contrary, I'm
pretty sure I could. But it would make
me hot again.” )

Herries was already tearing off his
upper garments,. in a hurry to put
the matter to the test. . J
" There was no backing out for Cardew.
But perhaps no one there but Levison
guessed how little he wanted to back out.
He bore no malice towards Herries; but
to play with him would suit_the impish
strain that was strong in Cardew.

. “Mustn’t lose your grip, or it counts us
a fall,” Blake warned his chum.

“Oh! I didn’t know that! Must I grip
just like you did?”

“Not unless you like.
want to grip?”

“ This- way.
dew 1”

Herries interlaced his fingers.

“Oh, T won’t start till the word’s given,
dear boy !’ drawled Cardew. .

“Ready now!”

It was scarcely a second later when
Herries smote the floor with a thud,

“Qoooosch !’ he gasped. *I—I—"

“If you weren’t ready—"" began Car-
dew politely. S

“Well, I was, really,” -confessed
_I'tlt'a’r’ries. “But I don’t know how you did
it!

How do you

I’'m not ready yet, Car-

“Oh, just as it was done to Blake,”
answered Cardew coolly. “It’s easy
cnough” when you know how, an’ the
other fellow doesn’t, y’know.”

“Can you do it again?” demanded
Herries.

“T fancy so. You don’t seem to have
learned quite all about it that time.”

“Well, .do it!” said the undaunted
Herries, standing up for another bout.

As soon as the word was given Cardew
did it. - And he seemed to do it without
offort, too.

“My hat ! exclaimed Herries. I know
now! If I only kept my hands

) locked—-"

“Wouldn’'t help .you,” said Blake,
shaking his head. “If you can pull ths
other chap over on top of you it’s still his
fall. Besides, I don’t think much of your
chance of keeping your lock with your
fingers that way.” .

“PDo you think it’s the wrong way,
Cardew ?” asked Herries.

. It was plain that his respect for Cardew

was-growing apace.

“‘Matter of taste, dear boy !”
“It’s not!” said Blake, with decision.

““The other’s the best lock. There’s only
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one best. Let me show_you, you old
duffer ! N .

“No, I'll show him. It’s your turn to
take him on now, by gad, Blake !”

But Herries insisted on tackling Car-
dew again.

This time he was cross-buttocked. But
he did not know- that'\until he was told.
He had been looking out for another
attem%t to back-heel him, naturally
enough. ’

But Cardew, with a sudden slackening
of ?rip, his arms almost loose about the
burly shoulders of his opponent, turned
his left side towards Herries, swung his

left leg across beoth of his opponent’s, '

behind them, brought his heel sharply
against Herries’ calf, tightened his grip
again, and hauled forward.

Not all Herries’ superior strength and
weéight could avail him when thus taken
off his balance. He floundered down,
with Cardew on top of him. -

Herries had had enough of €Cardew by
this time. He regarded him with real
admiration. It seemed wonderful = to
Herries that this slim, dandified fellow
should be able to do such things. Of
course, it was chiefly knack; but there
was strength, too—far more than Herries
could have believed possible. ;

Blake took on Herries, and played with
him. But Herries was learning some-
thing all the time. Not quickly—that wae
not the way of George Herries. Still, he
was learning.

As Cardew seemed reluctant to get hot |

again, Blake took on in turn Fi’g%ns,
Levison, and Redfern. He threw them
all easily, of course. Fatty Wynn refused
to stand up to be thrown; he preferred to
to lie down and save the bump, if he had
to go down, he said. Gussy was eager;
but Blake refused to wrestle with him—
afraid of breaking something, was his
excuse. Kerr and Dig, the light-weights
of the party, did not try their luck.

“We must have another bout, Car-
dew | said Blake.

“PDear man, why? It's such rot,
y’know. You're a better man than ¥ am,
an’ I own it. No need to prove-‘it,
surely‘!” R

“I’'m not satisfied. You've thrown me,
and I haven’t thrown you!” Teplied
Blake doggedly.

“Behold a victim of the sacrifice!”
said Cardew tragically.

Then they locked, and struggled hard.

No slight victory would content Jack
Blake now. He went all out for the king
throw of all—the buttock. Tt was taking
a big risk, and he knew it. Cardew would
have him at his mercy if he failed.

But he did not faill

He waited his chance, wearing down his
antagonist’s strength. $e himself seemed
not to feel in the slightest the exertions
he had been through. There was plenty
of stamina in Blake.

It was done! Right over Blake’s bend-
ing back Cardew was heaved, to bring up
hard against the wall bsyond.

“Yooop !’ he howled, sitting up and
rubbing his head.

“T hope I haven’t hurt you, old ehap ?”
said Blake eontritely.

“You haven’t. The wall has!” an-
swered Cardew.

The door opened, and Monteith, the.

head prefect of the New Hogxse, looked

in. 2

““Great Scott I” he said sharply.- ““You
kids are making rew enough! If you
don’t look out, you'll have Ra—Mr. Rat-
cliff on. your track! Why, what game do
you call this?” g ¢

Tt was small wonder- that Monteith
opened his eyes widely when he observed
the fact that of the ten juniors present
seven were clad only in vests, pants, and
socks, ; 5

“We were wrestling, Monteith,” ex-
plained Figgy. 3

~

“Qh, wrestling, were you? Can any of
you wrestle ?” returned the prefect.

The days when Figgins & Co. had
regarded Monteith as their natural enemg
had passed. No one denied that Monteit
was ‘“‘quite a decent sort ”’ now.

“One or two of us,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”’

Monteith’s eyes gleamed. As it chanced,
wrestling interested him. He had done
little of it, but he had seen a gocd deal.

He looked at Figgins.

“You're the biggest chap here,” he
said. ‘““You or Herries, anyway. Of
course, I ought to be able to put either
of you over easily enough ; but you’re not
afraid of being hurt, I know, and for that
matter I won’t hurt you if I can help it.”

P Figgy grinned.

“T'm on all right if you want me,” he
said. “So is Herries if you want him,
I’m sure. But Blake and Cardew are our
best men. I say, though, Monteith, you
won’t talk, will you? We don’t want the
Shell to know too much.™

“I won’t blab,” said Monteith. “But
—well, Blake’s hefty enough—still, he’s
a long way short of my size and weight.
As for Cardew——""

*Oh, I’'m not keen,” chipped in Car-
dew. :

Blake snatched at-the chance. It would
be something worth doing to put a big
senior like’ Monteith on his back. And
Blake fancied he could do it |

_ CHAPTER 5.
Mr. Rateliff Looks In,
[ ELL, are you on, Blakei”
inquired the prefect.
. “Rather! Take your clob-
. ber off, Monteith,” and wiro
in to the job!” .

“H'm! I don’t know about taking
quite so much off as you kids have,”:
returned the big senior, grinning.

“Oh, you can’t wrestle in trousers, you
know !”

Monteith must have been keen. - He
only hesitated a moment; then off came
hig coat, waistcoat, boats, and trousers;
and his shirt followed. He looked a de-
cidedly hefty opponent in his silken,
underclothing.

Then he and Blake stood face to face,
and gripped. - .
“Tell me if T do anything outside the
rules, Cardew,” said the prefect. “I
don’t know them as well as I suppose, > you

fellows do.”

“Right-ho!” said Cardew.

The struggle began. Monteith’s
strength and weight would have made
him Blake’s master, if he had had only
half Blake’s knowledge.  But he had
little more than the knowledge of the
intelligent spectator. He had never
before stood up with a fellow who really
knew the game,

He did his best; and it was no bad be:zt

for a nevice, all allowances made. There
was a moment when he looked: like get-
ting Blake down.
. But Blake knew better. He was play-
ing for an unexpected move; and just
when Monteith thought thet his weight
| was bearing down his antagonist, Blake
back-heeled smartly, and Monteith stag-
gered helplessly-over,

“Bravo! That’s the way we do it in
No. 6!” yelled Dig. o

Monteith sat up. ‘

“Could you do that again, Blake?”’-ho
asked, quite good-temperedly.

“That, or something else, 1 think,”
replied Blake. *It’s a bit of a pull know-
ing how, you know.” - ;

4 Well, let’s try it. T'm interested in
this game; and I'm not above learning
from a kid.” -

That speech was a trifle too lordly for.
the taste of Jack Blake. He made up his
mind at once’that Monteith should suffer




" o thwack, and he lay there, gazing up

"had has been worn off bumping Fatty.”

" much his superior in weight and strerigth

_Blﬁke scathingly.

Cvery Wednesday.

something more than the back-heel—the |-

first throw taught a novice, as & rule—this

time,
. “Give him the half-nelson, Blake, deah
boy!” suggested Gussy.
“Ass! ’Tain't in the game,” retuyrned

Oh, weally!" I am quite suah——"

““That belongs to the Grzco-Roman
style, where it’s mostly done on the
ground, doesn’t it, Blake?” said Mon-
teith. i

“Yes. You can always trust our
Gystavus to muddle things up. The old
uss doesn’t properly know the difference
between keeping goal and keeping
wicket I”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Blake, you are an uttah cwass
idiot! You——" ~ N

‘““ Ready, Blake?”

““ Excuse me, Monteith, but I think you
can hardly l,x,ave been awaah that I was

gpeakin’—

“You generally are, aren’t. you? We
can hear your jaw going even over here
now and then. The current theory is that
you have solved the problem of perpetual
motion with that jaw of yours, D'Arcy.
Sure you're ready, Blake?”

“I'm waiting """ growled the Fourth-
Former. p

Again they gripped. This time the
struggle did not last so long. In about
five seconds the senior was down again,

Blake had given him the outside
stroke. He had twisted the prefect
sharply to the left, and had sfruck hard
with his left foot at the outside of his
opponent’s right leg. -

To the spectators—except Cardew—
there seemed nothing much in this to
bring a big, strong fellow like Monteith
to ground. But to ground he went with

?h Blake with considerable. respect m his
ace. :

“That was a good one!”™ he said. “T'll
get you to show me it some time. 1
think I should like this game if I only’
knew a little more about it. At present
I’'m not very clear about anything except
that you can throw me every time.”

“Oh, you'd learn fast enough,” Blake
answe “Let Cardew give you a fall
or two now. It all helps.”

“My dear fellow, Monte'th’s much too
big for me,” objected Cardew. I might
get hurt. I don’t like bein’ hurt,
¥'know.” ;

““Go on, slacker!” said Levison.

-“ You’re much more likely to hurt me,”
said Monteith. >

“I shouldn’t mind that so much,”
drawled the dandy of the Fourth.

“Sorry we haven’t one of those what-
d’ye-call-em carpets you read about in |
the novels, where a chap’s feet sink in
as if it was a bed of moss, and don’t
make a sound, Monteith,” grinned Figgy.

““*Ours is certainly not quite that kind,”
agreed Kerr,- “What little nap it ever

“I've noticed that I don’t come down

without _a sound,” remarked Monteith ]

cheerfully.

Gardew and the prefect grinned. The
junior shewed no keenness. It was not his
way {o show keenness. But it was there
this time.

He gave Monteith a dose of the medi-
cine “he himself had had to take from
Blake; and he gave it to him quickly.

To play the buttock against a fellow so

a3 Monteith meant risking something for:
Cardew. Monteith, though a noviee, had
‘some mnotion of the game; and had Car-
dew failed it would not have needed much
skill on his opponent’s part to throw him.

But he did not fail. There was a roar
of -applause as Monteith shot over the

slim junior’s back. 4
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While the head prefect still lay huddled
up on the floor, gasping for breath, the
door opened, and the angry face of Mr.
Ratcliff showed.

“Good gracious! Of all the preposter-
ous and unparalleled exhibitions of—
What do you mean by this absurd and
disgusting—"

‘“ It’s nothing of the sort, sir!” snapped
Blake. >

“We’ve got more on than we should
have in the gym,” chipped in Figgy. '

“Or on the river,” added Levison.

“I say that it is disgusting—positively
disgusting!” raved the master. “I have
never regarded the scanty dress in which

e——

‘various—er—so-called athletic pursuits are

conducted as altogether befitting. But
such dress is recognised, and, therefore, in
a measure justifiable—or at last permis-
sible. . I have yet to hear of any—er—

sport in which the—er—participators
figure in their— Monteith! ~ You
here?”

- Mr. Ratcliff’s voice rose almost to a
scream as he saw -his head prefect sit up,
with flushed face, and clad in the same
airy costume as the majority of the

juniors. -
A “Ygs, sir. The fact of the matter

.

“You, and in this costume! I can
hardly believe the evidence of my own
eyes!” — .

“Well, we don’t want him to,” whis-
pered Dig to Gussy. “If the frabjous old
ass feels like that, why don’t he say
‘ Dream?!” and scuttle without pinching
himself?”

Monteith rose to his feet It was not
quite a nice position for him.

“Put on your clothes at once, Mon-
teith! Let us -at least be decent!”
snapped the New House tyrant. -

“1 don’t admit that I've been otherwise
than “decent,” replied Monteith, with
some spirit. “Y am sorry if the noise dis-
turbed you, sir. I know there must have
been a good deal of noise. But there's
nothing wrong in it all besides the row
it made. We were only wrestling.”

“You were wrestling with mere
juniors, Monteith?”

“Can’t believe his ears, now,” whis-
pered Dig. ¢ They're big enough, too.
But it looks to me ag if he ain’t going to
have much evidence against us at ‘this
rate.” .

“Yes. I don’t see that that makes any
difference. Of course, the place wasn’t
the right one—I admit that, sir.”

“T will see you later—when I hope to
find you clothed and in your right mind!
Levison, Cardew, Blake, D’Arcy, Digby,
Herries—you will return at once to your
own House, and I shall report this to Mr,
Railton. Heavy punishment should be
given you for so gross a breach——"

“May we put our things on before we
go acress, sir?” asked Cardew blandly.
“There is nothing really improper about
what we are wearing, I think; but we
mig‘ht”create some sensation in the quad
if—

“I shall also report your gross imperti-
nence, Cardew!” . _ i
~ “Yaas, sir,” replied Ralph Reckness
Cardew, starting for the door, with his
upper clothing over his right arm, and
his boots in his left hand. “I’'m not
sure whether Mr. Railton will quite
agree with a public _exhibition of this
kind; but we can tell him you ordered
that—" .

“Shurrup, you idiot !” hissed Levison,

Mr. Ratcliff, with a Wit‘hering glance
at Cardew, turned and stemped wrath-
fully dowanstairs. .

Y think I'll put ’em on,” said Car~
dew thoughtfully. - “But Ratty really
has dashed queer idead®”

“There’ll be a most unholy xow,”

.
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Monteith said.  “But I'H talk him over
if I can. Don’t count on it, though.”
“We sha’n’t,” replied Kerr. *“Woeo
know our dear Ratty by this time, I
guess.”

CHAPTER 6.
The Shell Agree.

[ ALLO, Blake! Hallo, Figgy!”
H said Tom Merry, as two
figures appeared at the door of

No. 10 of the Shell studies in
the School House. ‘““Anything fresh
7,)

“It’s about the competition, of
course,” said Monty Lowther, with a
sigh.  “There’s only one reason for
doubting whether Figgy and Blake have
competition on the brain.” i

“What's that?” asked George - Fig-
gins unsuspiciously. ; .

“Oh, the silly ass means we haven't-.
any brains.to have it on!” snorted
Blake. 7*Brains are a monopoly of the
Shell, you know.”

“Blow the competition!”
Manners.

“Now that the chess contests are
over,” returned Blake,

“ Getting sarcastic' in your old age,
Blake ?” inquired Tom, smiling.

“Well, no, I don’t think so. But ever
since that, Manners has been continually
rubbing his nose against a chess-board,
and doesn’t seem to care a scrap -about
anything else.” .

“Can’t see why he should,” remarked
Figgy. “We're willing to give the Shell
best in the chess line. Of course, Kerr
could lick anyone else in your lof except
Manners; but Manners can lick Kerr,
and that takes some doing. Kerr admits
it himself.”

“What is it this time ?” asked Tom.

“Well, you bounders have got a long
lead of us in points, and -we think it's
about time we took it down,” Blake
replied.

“So you’ve come to guggest something
you're sure to win at?” said Tom, with
a cheery grin. ~

“Make it marbles, Blake,” Lowther
said. “We've forgotten how to play
marbles. It can’t be very long since you
were—"’

“Or hopscotch,” struck in Manners,
looking up from his end-game.

“We'll make it anything you like!”
snapped Figgins. -

“Ready for anything, from pitch-and-
toss to manslaughter I’ gibed Lowther.
‘“ Desperate fellows, these fags,
Tommy !”

“Who are you calling fags, you Shell
dummy ?” roared Blake. -

“It looks as if the next event would

be a fight,” Tom said. “Chuck it,
Monty;-old sont_ Much better look in
next door and see if old Talbot’s there.
Then stay and talk to Skimmy. When
it comes to business, you two aren’t a
scrap of timd Manners sticks his head
among e queens . and _bishops and
things, and you start a jawbone solo.
Go, please!” .
~“TIl go, volunteered Manners.
“There’s no peace here. It will suit me
better to sit with Skimmy—if Gore’s
away.” .
* Manners went, and Talbot came in
almost at once. But Manners returned
with him. He might pretend to be fed-
up with the competition, but at heart he
was still keen on it.

“Blake and Figgy think it’s about
time they worked off some of that
balance of points, Talbot,” said Tomni.

“Well, I'm not hindering them,” re-
plied Talbot. = = *

“It’s the wrestling,” Blake said.

“Oh, the _wvrestling!” answered
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Talbot, rather indifferently.  * VYes, I
suppose me must have some of that in.”

‘“Some of it in!” repeated Figgins.
“Why, it's one of the most important
things of all, chump!”

“Sorry! Didn’t know. it was so im-
portant, Figgy. We’ve .never gone in
for much of it here, and I can’t make
out that anybody really knows anything
about it.”

“Anybody in the Shell, you mean!
You don’t know what we know !”

“But we know . lots of things ‘you
don’t,” put in Lowther. : RN
. '“Grundy makes out he knows all there
is'to know about it,” Talbot said. “But
I can’t quite believe it, for even my small
knowledge shows mae that there are holes
in his. The difficulty about it as an
event or series of events—in the com-
ptition is that it’s rather rot for us to bo
playing at things that we don’t really
un erst:a,pd—‘a bit kiddish, if you want
my opinion. ~ Wrestling bouts between
fellows who don’t know how to wrestle,
refereed by another chap who doesn’t
know how, either, might make quite a
dlclec’c;;nt comic turn. But that’s about
a

“Hang it all, do you
ou‘t of the wrestling ?” snorted Blake.

‘I'm sure I don’t!” replied Tom
Merry at once. “T'm willing to do my
bit, even if it’s only a comic turn. But

see what Talbot means.”

“I'Il willing, too,” said Talbot. *We
certainly don’t want to - back down,
Blake. "The only -objection is the com.
plete 1gnorance of the subject which
seems to be general here.”

“In the Shell, you mean!”
B i th

in the Fourth !” Talbot replied.

::,Don’t you believe it, old ecout.’r’)

Do you claim to have fellows in your
Form who can wrestle?” Tom asked.

chaps want ta get

said

“We do—we does,” said Blake
 Look here, Tommy. We'll strike a
hargain  with you. = You remember

rundy’s campaign? He took on every
chap in the Fourth who was willing to
meet him with the gloves, and he had
three points-for every one he licked, and
logt‘t‘sxx f’or every one who licked him.”
. That’s all very well,” Manners said.
‘Grundy can box——"

:‘ Who said he couldn’t, chump?”

‘But he can’t wrestle—at least, we
don’t know that he can.”

:: Who said he could, fathead?”

You’ve got the wrong—er—lady pig

by the ear, Manners,” said Monty
Lowther solemnly. © “Blake isn’t sug-
gesting that Grundy should stand for-
ggrﬁ 28 the wrestling champion of the

ell, - .

“What did he want to dra. T
in“fI()r, thedn?” . e undy

't was merely by way of illustration.

Blake’s sch-emel—” - stration

“Look here, Lowther, do you reckon
you know better than I do what my
scheme is? You don’t know that I've a
scheme at all, come to that”
. “As you were about to propound one,
it doesn’t exactly need a Herlock
Sholmes to deduce that, my son.”

“Well—er—no. That’s true enough,
too. Oh, stop your cackles, you fellows,
and le The notion
is this, Any number of single events
you like hetween members of the two
1t we put in the ring
two men who are willing to take on any-
body in the Shell—everybody in  the
Shell, come to that! Three points to us
for evéry chap we can throw—six points
to you for every chap that throws either
of us—of ours, I mean.”

“So you and Figgy )

“Ass! . T didn't say that the two were
Figgy and I We're .here as Form
leaders, that’s alll” ’
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“But you will name your men in ad-
vance, Blake ?” snid Talbot.

““I don’t sce why we should.”

“Well, perhaps there isn’t any reason
why you should, if you don’t care to. It
will add a bit more interest to it,” Tom
said. “I dare say we can guess them
casily enough.” -

“T'll bet you can’t!” snerted Blake.

-“Fact of the matter is,” said Talbot,
‘““you rather fancy that you've -a pull
over us in the wrestling line, through
having a man or two who reckons to
know the game. Is that it, Blake ?”

“Yes, that’s something like it; but I

don’t see that it’s unfair—no more than
the Grundy bizney was, anyway. We
knew that old Grundy could whop most
of our chaps, but we never tried to stop
any of them from chucking in his glove.”

“T didn’t say and I didn’t think it was
unfair,” Talbot replied quietly. *You
and Figgy are about the last fellows we
should expect anything that wasn’t play-
ing the game from. It seems to me a
sound enough proposition.”

“Not so sure!” ‘put in Manners. “If
they’ve anyone who can wrestle, and we
haven’t——"

“Then they’ve a right to score what
points they can get out of the ability of
their man or men,” Tom said. ‘There’s
no denying that, Manners. We're the
senior Form. Taken on an average
we’re older, heavier, and stronger than
the Fourth. We ought to be, anyway.
Well, then, we've given anything like
scientific wrestling a miss so far, but it
oughtn’t to be a hard thing to pick up.
There are plenty of handbooks about it.
Give us a week to practise in, Blake, and
we’re on.” :

‘“On the lines T've suggested,” asked
Blake eagerly, ‘“and North-country
style 7' o

“On those lines, or something very
like them, and in that style if you like.
We must have a committee meeting to
decide the exact details, but I don’t see
why your scheme shouldn’t be adopted.”

“Right-ho!” said Blake. “We'll cut
- “We've got ’em!” .chortled George
Figgins, as he and Blake went down-
stairs together. J

- ““Mustn’t be too cocksure,” answered.
and Kangaroo will take a bit of shifting;
and there are others. Grundy may not
go down easily, or Gore, or Thompson.
Lowther and Manners aren’t exactly
learn how out of a giddy book, Cardew
and I can be coaching you chaps and
gettmg into trim ourselves, and I rather
guees half an hour’s coaching from a chap
than a lot of studying a book.”

CHAPTER 7.

Getting Into Trim.
WR.ESTLING became a perfect

next few days.

Handbooks on the sport
scemed to sprout everywhere. Kven
Skimpole was discovered looking into
his face.

But that book belonged to Gore or
Talbot. Certainly it was not Skimmy’s;
and Skimmy did not rush to enter_him-

But keenness cropped up in unexpected
places. On the face of it, the game
seemed quite an easy one to learn. There .
were the instructions. You did so and
and_the things you had to do_ were not
really difficult things—not nearly as diffi-
cult, for instance, as getting eye and
hand and foot all to work together in

- cricket-bat. X .

In practice, however, wrestling did not
turn out so easy as it had looked. While
you were doing things, your opponent
moment when he should have tumbled
it was you who did that, because he had
been doing things better or more quickly
than you had.

Fellows put down their names in the first
flush of enthusiasm, and then wished they
had not. - - .

But there were others. The Terrible
grumbled a bit at the waste of time.
Study No. 11—Kangaroo & Co.—also
stuck to it. Talbot and Gore were keen.
‘So were Grundy and Wilkins. Then
Jimson and Buck Finn.

Wrestling went on in the gym and on
the playing-fields. There were bouts in
the studies of both Houses, and lines in
neglected during that week.

But with the Fourth it seemed other-
wise. .

Now and then some of their less dis- -
a Shell fellow in the gym or on the
cricket-ground, but the stalwarts of the
Form appeared to be taking things very
easily.

They had their ownl plan of campaign.

Their practice was not done where the
Shell could witness it, but they were put-
ting in plenty of practice for all that. -
out together on their bikes, and Dick
Roylance and Lumley-Lumley and Julian
and Reilly went with them, the Shell-had
no cause for suspicion. But the Shell
seven could have been seen half an hour
later, six of them wrestling hard, and
Cardew standing by coaching. e

There was nothing suspicious about it, -

along and tell the other fellows.”
Blake gravely. ¢Old Tommy and Talbot
duffers. But while they’re .trying to
who knows is going to be worth more
craze in the Shell during the
one, with a very puzzled expression on
self for the coming wrestling events.
80, and your opponent tumbled over;
order to make a correct stroke with a
was also doing them; and at the critical
Keermess did not last in eyery case.
Three stuck to it, ~though Manners
there were Gibbons and Thompson and
consequence. Cricket and the river were
tinguished members would 4ry a fall with
They only appeared to, however.
When the chums of Study No. 9 set
might have been takén by surprise if the
either, when Blake & -Co. wcn‘t‘ off in




_snapped Figgy.

Every Wednesday.

company, and Figging & Co. took the
same road a bit later; and Redfern and
Owen and Lawrence and Clarke started
off also. 7

Most of the Fourth wanted to be in it.

- Quite half actually took up the game in

real earnest, and to that half Blake and
Cardew taught all they could tcach in the
time. 5. )

In a couple of days or so there were

. two more fellows able to help in the

coaching. Kerr and Roylance were both
guick in picking up things and good at
imparting to others whap they knew.
Kerr said he should be no good in the
contest, but no one else thought that.

Small and slight as he was, there.was |.

strength in his wiry frame. As for Roy-
lance, it soon became evident that he
would make a really good wrestler.

Others who shaped well were Herries,
Figgins, Redfern, Clive, and Levison.
With a little more activity Herries would
have been quite the best of these. Ho
was very difficult to shift. But the other
four were all speedier than he in seizing
chances,

The leaders of the Fourth were firmly
convinced that they had a good thing on.
Kerr, who was always more cautious than/|
the rest, pointed out to Figgy that they
had felt that way before.

“There was the Second Eleven footer
match, {’rinstance,” he said. ‘“We were
going to win that hands down, but we
didn’t. - A blessed miracle happened, and
the Shell won.”

" Miracles don’t happen cvery day, old
top !” said George Figgins.

“That’s true enough, but another - of
’em happened when our Second team
started in to mop up the Shell Second
at cricket. ‘Grundy made runs and took
wickets., What do you call that but a
miracle? Gore ran up a century—that
was ianother. - And_Clampe; bowling
well, fairly put the tin-hat on it.”

“Well, this is_a different thing,” re-
plied Figgins.

“So were they,” said Kerr wisely.
“What do you think, Fatty ?”’ '

“T think it’s about time for dinner,”
spoke Fatty Wynn, from the armchair.

“Rats! Nowhere -near time yet!”
“And here arc -Blake
and Cardew coming across the quad.” .

Figgy and Kerr were standing to-
gether at the window of their study. Out-
side the rain was pouring down. The
Shell wrestlers occupied the gym. The
outdoor practice of the Fourth was off
for that day. :

“QOh, dear!” groaned Fatty Wynn.

“ What’s the matter now, porpoise ?”
snapped Figgins.

“T wish those-chaps would stay in their
own House!” said Fatty plaintively.
“T’'m fed up with this wresthng bizney.
It only means rows with Ratty, and—"

“Fed up with it, you burbling jabber-

wock! Why, you haven’t done any of
it yet!”” hooted Figgy.
“And I don’t mean to! Silly rot, I

call it, though, of course, we can do with
the points—if we can get them, that is;
but old Kerr don’t seem so-jolly sure
about that. And if we don’t—"

The door opened, and Blake and Car.
dew appeared.

“May we come in?” asked Cardew
swestly. - _ _

“No !” return Fatty morosely,
“Don’t take any notice of the fat ass!”
said Figgins. ‘“Come to give us another
tip or two?” -

“ Not exactly !”” Blake answered. ** You

* two are all serene now; and Fatty’s a

non-combatant—conscientious
or something, I suyppose!” -

“] ain’t anything of the sort!” Fatty
Wynn said, in an injufed tone. *‘But I
wasn’t built for wrestling; you know that

well enough ! k ] ;
“Pardon me, Wynn, but we don’t!”

objector,
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Blake Throws Grundy.
(See Chapter 12.)

Cardew replied politely.  “You're just
the chap for it, by gad! Who could
shift you, if you’d made up your mind
not to be shifted ?”

“But that ain’t enough!” Blake ob-
jected. “ What about the other-chap?
He’s to be put over, and you don’t do
that by just standing still and not being
shifted !”

“That's a dead easy one, by gad!
Wynn would simply lean forward, and
his weight would do the rest.” ~

-“Ha, ha, ha!” /
chaps think you're
funny !’ growled Fatty.

“Figgins, we've been arguin’ about
our coachin’ methods,” said Cardew.
“We want your opinion—an’ Kerr’s.
T'm all for startin’ a chap in by teachin’
him the throws, the other fellow merely
actin’ as a dummy for the time bein’,
That’s the way 1 began with Clive an’
Levison an’ Roylance, an’ one or two
more, an’ they’re all comin’ on fast. But
Blake can’t see it !”

“Not the way I was tanght,” said
Blake. “It’s so eagy to throw a chap
who don’t struggle.”

““But the chap who does struggle forces
the novice to stuggle, too, an’ to struggle
unscientifically ; whereas, he would be
far better learnin’ the way to make the

beastly

throws before he has any real opposition.

You are able to make the throw becausze
you are, for the moment, the master of
the other fellow. Well, then, give the
learner someone he can master to start
with! An’ the only way to do that e
for his opponent to be merely a passive
resister.” : ‘
“Something in that,” said Kerr—“in
fact, a lot in it!” : Z
“Then Fatty ought to be in it!"” said
Figgins, with a grin. “See what a flrst-
class passive resister he would make, with
all his:weight !
“Ugh!” grunted Fatty. L
“Get up and wade in, old scout!” said
Kjerr.. g . : :

“What! Me? Not jolly well likely!
Anyway, not as a chopping-block for any
silly ass to learn the throws on!”

“Would vou rather learn them your-
self 7. asked Cardew slily. -~ °

“Well, then, I would, if I'd got to do
‘one or the other. But I haven’t got to,
so where’s the use of talking? I can do
as I like, I suppose?”

“Then there’s something wrong with

your supposer!” snapped Figgy. ‘Get
up and buck up, you butter-tub !”
“Here, I say! Lemme be! Blake,

you idiot! Kerr, you maniac!”

Blake had caught hold of one of Fatty's
hands, and Kerr of the other, and be-
tween them they dragged him up. .

““Like' to see whether you could throw
me, Wynn ?”’ asked Cardew insinuatingly. .

Grunt!

“T won’t try to throw you, y’know, by
gad!”

Grunt! Buta gleam came into Fatty’s
eyes. He scanned Cardew’s slim frame.
It did not seem possible to him that he
should have any difficulty in throwing
Cardew. . He began to feel inclined to
try.

CHAPTER 8.
- Falling Foul of Ratly.

(] H, come on, slacker!” snapped
Figgins.

“Right-ho! But it’s under-

stood that Cardew isn’t to try

to throw me. And if I put him on his
back—"’

“You can go back to your snooze!”
broke in Cardew, smiling.

“Rot! I wasn’t snoozing. A chap
don’t feel much like doing thaf these
days, when he’s got an’ aching woid
within him nearly all the time. T say.
I needn’t take og my clothes, need 17

“Not all of them!” said Kerr, grin-

-] ning.

«T mean, like you chaps did the other
THE GEM Lisrary.—No. 539. °
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day. I don’t mind taking my jacket and
boots'off, of course; but I should think
that ougfxt to be enough!”

“Quite encugh !”” Cardew said.

“You see, if the dinner-bell rang, and
I had to—" . :

“'Nuff said! But your boots really
must come off! Shall Figgins unlace
them for you, dear boy?”
, “Jolly ~ likely, . isn’t

Figgy. - c e

“J can take them off for myself, I sup-
pose ?”’ said Fatty. N

*1 didn’t know. Wasn't sure that you
sould get a view of them over the—er—
mountain range between. But there’s
no end to the wonders rationin’ has
wrought, by gad!” ' .

“You think you’re beastly funny, Car-
dew!” snorted Fatty, struggling with
an obstinate knot. .

T assure you, not at all! Ready?”

Tatty utraéghtened up.

“I’m ready!” he said.

Blake gave him instructions.

“Cardew won’t try to do anything to
you,” he sai “But, of course, he’ll
do all he knows to keep on his feet. Yes:
your paws are all right, except for being
so fat.. Yes; chin—lowest one, -of
course !” N

‘“ How many chins do you suppose I've
got, chump?” demanded Iatty, in

it?” growled

“ wrath.

“Dunno, really! Never had time to
count. But it’s the lowest one you put
on Cardew’s shoulder, so it doesn’t really
matter; Now, go it!"”

Fatty began to exert all his strength,
which was not to be sneezed at, and his
weight, which was even more consider-
able. Blake told him what to do. He
tried his hardest to do it, but it was not
50 easy as he had thought it would be.

Cardew’s slim figure seemed -all steet
and whipcord. Cardew made no counter-
offensive, but he opposed to Fatty’s
attack activity and knowledge of the
game,

So Fatty groaned and grunted and
strove his hardest, and still Cardew
maintained his footing.

Now. Blake rapped out fresh instruc-
tions, and Fatty, who was by no means
slow or stupid, followed them closely.

Cardew found the strain becoming
greater. He tottered. Fatty pressed.
Cardew tumbled.

“Jolly good!” cried Figgins. “Old
Tatty’s a wrestler all right—all right!”

“Not very good,”’ pronounced Blake.
“It wasn’t snappy and clean!” - :

“It wouldn’t have floored you, dear
boy, would it ?”’ said Cardew.

“I really don’t think it would have
done. There wasn’t much but weight in
it; and a chap can stand against a lot
of superior weight if he’s firm enough
on his pins.”

s “Ah! My understandin’ was always
my weak point!” said Cardew.

“You just let me have a go at you,
Blake !” snorted Fatty, with the gleam
of battle in his eyes.

- “Right-ho! Kim on!” said Blake.

And in a moment his boots and jacket
came - off. :

Fatty gripped him, and Cardew gave
instructions. in his languid tones, lacing
his boots as he did so. ’

Blake seemed as firm as a rock. Fatty
strained and strove heroically. Great
beads of perspiration ran down his face.
He was no longer the armchair critic of
others, the fellow who seemed to have
no interest in anything but his meals
This was_the Fatty Wynn who bowled
in such deadly style; the Fatty Wyup
who kept goal with such determination
and ability; the Fatty Wynn who could
put all his heart and all his strength and
21l his weight into a tug-of-war! :

And at last Blake began to give. Fatty
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raved.

strove harder than ever, He had vowed
to himself that he would eat no dinner
it he failed to throw Jack Blake. .

Thud !

Blake was down. 2

“ What particular throw was that, Car-
dew ?” he asked, rubbing his head, which
bad come into contact with the door.
Blake’s head was not of the eggshell
type, but there seemed some reason to
believe that the door was slightly harder.

“Dashed if I know, dear boy!: Kind
of composite, I fancy. But it did the
trick ; that can’t be denied. You weren’t
listening $o me, Wynn?” .

¢“Well, no, I wasn’t,” confessed Fatty.
“Your instructions seemed such awful
rot. Ijust went at it my own way.”

“ But that’s no blessed good !” snapped
Blake.

“QOh, isn’t it, though? You get up
and see if you can throw me!™:

Fatty had become defiant.

“J say, Ratty may object if Fatty's
thrown,” said Kerr.

“Didn’t know your respected House-|

master was so devoted to Wynn!” Car-
dew rejoined. ‘ ’

“He’s not. But the floor mightn’t
stand it, and the ceiling belo%w would go
bust, and then the next floor, and after
that there’s only another ociling, and

he’d ‘come kerflop on Ratty’s revered |

head !”

“Rats!” snorted Fatty. .
““Ratty's out,” eaid Figgins. “I saw
him go.”

“What, with it raining like this?” .

“Well, he’d a gig. umbrella, and a
mae and leggings and goloshes, you
know.”

“Come on, Blake!” said Fatty, in war-
like accents. .

“Oh, T'll come on fast enough, and
put you over. my back, for all your
blessed ton-weight!”

They buckled to it, breathing hard,
both striving with all their strength.

There could only be one end to such a
struggle. Blake inew; Fatty did net.
It waa to Fatty’s credit that he put-up a
really stern resistance. :

But he went at last—clean over Blake's
back, as Blake had promised.

And as he shot over the door opened,
and a ﬁ%ure in a dripping macintosh and
muddy leggings and goloshes, with a
huge gamp, also dripping, in its right
hand, appeared.

Right into the midmost part of Mr.
Ratcliff’s anatomy Fatty Wynn’s head
weht, and the shock was as the shock of
a battering-ram. >

Mr. Ratcliff sat down in a hurry. "

“Oh, dear! Goodness gracious!
Really— Urrrgggh!” .

It was so unexpected that no one
though of moving forward to pick up the
fallen master. Fatty got up without help,
and stood contemplating Mr. Ratcliff rue-
fully. Fatty knew who was likely to sus-
tain the worst damage through this acci-
dent. Mr. Ratclif might be, and no
doubt was hurt.  But David Llewelyn
Wynn was going to be hurt more !

_ The furious master scrambled up, get-
ting badly entangled with his big um-
brella as he rose.

“This—this Ipasses all bounds!” he

“Did T not give you clearly to
understand that I would not tolerate this
sort of thing in my House? Mr. Railton
m& ____._l,

“We—we thought you were out, sir,”
said Fatty appeasingly. .

“That is merely the addition of gross
and flagrant deceit to your other crimes!
You thought T was out, and so—" I
have no patience with such paltry ex-
cuses !” s .

As Mr. Ratcliff’s patience was some-
thing very like a minus quantity at best,
this statement surprised no one,

. “What are you doing here, Blake and

Cardew?"”

master. :
“We were wrestling,” replied Blake

doggedly.

_©Of that I am aware. But by what

right are you in this House at all?”

“There is no rule against it, sir, that I
ever heard of,” answered Cardew coolly.
“Tho rule only applies to after call-
over.”

“I tell you that I will not endure your
presence here! Follow me, all of you!”
. “Figgins and Kerr weren’'t—""

“Shut up, you silly, fat ass!” hissed
Figgy in the ear of Wynn.

The five followed Mr. Ratcliff down
to his study. There he took off his mac-
intosh and produced a cane.

Fatty had first turn, also enough to be
going on with. Figgins and Kerr were
were- not spared, but they came off a
trifle better than their chum. But the
caning of Cardew and Blake was abso-
lu}];;*lly vicious. :

of a cry was wrung from any of the
though Fatty groaned.once, al'zl Catd;l»"
went very pale. o -

“If T find either ‘of you again in my

roared the furious House-

 House at any time, this will be as nothing

to the punishment you will receive!”
rasped out the New House tyrant.

CHAPTER Y.
The Wrestling Begins.

(1 ¥ E doesn’t know yet who the
Fourth’s two special cham-
pions are,” said Tom Merry
"to Reginald Talbot, as they

made their way together to Little Side.

“1 think I can %11.1:55'011@ of them,”
replied Talbot, smiling. - “It’s Blake.

But who the other is beats me. I thought

»Fig ins, at first

m .77
8o did 1. But I don’t think so now.”
“Same here. It might be Clive. He'’s
pretty hefty.”

“Yes; or Roylance. Or Herries; he's
jolly strong. Or Levison. Or—o alf
a dozen others! It’s not Gussy or Dig
or Cardew; that’s all I feel sure about.”

It was the day of the wrestling bouts,
and Tom and Talbot were on their way
to the place of combat. Ahead of them
were Lowther and Manners and Glyn.
Just behind came Kangaroo and Gore
and Clifton Dane, All wore light coats
over the scanty costume proper to the
sport in hand, for all were to play their
parts in the afternoon’s contests.

“We should have a difficulty-in picking
out our best two,” Talbot remarked.

“Oh, I don't know. - You and Kangy,
I should say.”

“QOr you and Dane.” )

“Well, it wouldn’t make much odds,
1 suppose you're right. There must be
half a dozen or so of us who are much
of a muchness.. Comes from none of us
knowing a lot about it to start with.”

“From none of us knowing anything
about it to start with,” amended Talbot.
“We don’t know a lot now,” .

“That’s so. But we've picked up some-

thing, and we ought to be overweight for
most of the Fourth. Can't think what
they’ve been up to, or what Blake and
Figgy can be thinking of. It's all very
w&ﬁl for them to rely upon their two
special men who do know the game for
points, But they don’t seem to have
done a thing to get the others into some

| some sort of shape, while we've been

practising hard.” )

“Tom, old man, I rather fahcy you are
in for the surprise of your life this after-
noon,” said Talbot. =

[ ‘27’—"

“They’ve something big up their
sleeves, those Fourth-Formers! It isn'¢
for nothing thHat they have kept away
from the gym, and secemed to be slack-
ing. They haven’t slacked !’ . o

“But_____'P 4
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_“Wait a moment! I lay awake last
night f,hi'nking this out.”

“Blessed silly thing to do, when you
knew you were wanted in your best form
to-day !’ said Tom Merry.

Talbot laughed lightly. .

. “QOh, Pm fit enough! Using- my
brains, such as they are, doesn’t affect
my muscles or my nerves, Thinking it
over, I camé to the conclusion that the
Fourth have simply been throwing dust
in our eyes.’™ .

“I don’t quite see how,” said Tom,
puzzled. :

“ Well, for one thing, practising where
wo could watch them wouldn’t have
suited their book a little bit.”

““Why not?”

“ Because they have a man or two who
really know the game, and, naturally, the
fellows who knew it would coach ‘the
rest.” ' - i

“And if they’d coached them in the
gym, or anywhere else that we were,
we’d have picked up nearly as much as

~they did—possibly more, having superior
Jbrains,” Tonr said. “1I see! Go on,
old sport !” :

“That’s it. Well, when I came fo use
my memgry, it seemed to me that the
fellows in the Fourth who would be most
likely to make wrestlers haven’t showed
up -as much as usual during. the last
week. There’s been no cricket worth
mentioning, and you could hardly see a

. boat out. ‘They haven’t been in the
-gym. They certainly haven’t put in
their time mugging in their studies.
Where have they beent”

“Why, out of gates, of course,” said
Tom, knitting his brows; ‘“and practis-
ing as hard as F have, I don’t doubt.
But do you think that their having prac-
tical coaches, while we’ve had to pick it

" up mostly out of books, is going to make

. a lot of difference, Talboti” e

«“All the difference,”” said Talbot
quietly. *“I don’t mean that they are
going to sweep the board. I seem to see
the best of ours coming out of it with
some credit. I really think we’ve done
all that we could in the way we’ve been
obliged to work. We've talked things
over, and tried experiments, and we've
got some sort of grip of the subject.
But—it’s a big ‘but, Tommy—we've
been working more or less in the dark
all along. No one to tell us where we
were wrong—no one to give us the tips

‘that you can’t put into print, bus that.

count for so much.” i
“T see,” replied Tom. ¢ Well\I don’t
blame them, and I'm going to hope for
the best. But fellows like Levison and
Roylance and Julian, and lots of ofhers,
- who are pretty much as strong as we
are, will have a bit of a pull in getting
the sort of thing ave’ve missed. Never
mind, Talbot !

“I don’t. After all, we’re ahead, and
ought still to be there when they have
done all they can do. And I ecan’t help.
admiring the way Blake and Figgy have
gone about things.”

On Little Side a crowd had gathered.
The fags were there in full farce to watch
the sport, but nearly every member of
the Shell and Fourth present had come
to play his part in it. No one who had
entered cared to forfeit points for his
Form, even if his keenness had waned.

Racke & Co. were in ordinary garb, of
course. Racke, Crooke, Clampe, Serope,
and Mellish, that is to say. For Chowle
had come in; and Baggy Trimble, who
hung on to the nuts, if he was not
actually one of them, had surprised
everyone by entering. - Bag had’ a
notion that it would take a lot of
strength to throw him.,

The draw for opponents was to be
made-on the ground. No one but half a

dozen or so of the leaders of each Form

-—

-of * takin’
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knew it; but that draw would not be
quite what it seemed.

It would have been
instance, to pit Tom
Clarence York Tompkins, or Jack Blake
against Matthew Lucas. So there had
been a rough division into three classes,
and the twe hats from which Lefevre of
the Fifth would draw the names con-
tained scraps of paper of three different
colours. When he took a red scrap from
the Shell lot, he would have to take also
a red scrap from the Fourth lot; and if
Tom Merry!s name was on the first scrap,
it was quite certain that Tompkins’ name
would not be on the second one. But,
though Tom knew this, Tompkins
didn’t, and the feelings of Tompkins
were ndt hurt. )

« “I say, have you fellows seen Blake?”
asked Digby, as the Shell leaders came

absurd, for
Merry against

p. i

“Not since dinner,” replied Tom.

“We've seen him 'since that. He
changed with us; but then he went off
somewhere—nobody seems
where.”

. “Blake is all wight, no doubt; but it
is weally wathah mystewious,”  said
Arthur Augustus.

© “Do you suspect us of kidnapping
him?” asked Gore roughly.

“No, Goah. I should not‘suspect even
you. of anythin’ so black as that; an’ I
am quite suah that Tom Mewwy or
Talbot or Kangawooh would be ineapable
1 such a mean advantage,”
replied Gussy innocently. :

He could not understand why Gore
should scowl. -

‘“There are chaps about who are
capable of it, though,” said Herries, with
a dark look towards Racké & Co., who
had honoured the event with their
presence.

“If -you mean us,”
“kidnappin’ a Fou
our line,
out on top in the whole series, an’ every-
body knows it.”

“Eh? You've done what?”’ bellowed
Grundy.

“You're not deaf, 1 suppose?” re-
tmrned Racke sulkily.

“Lucky for you if I was! So you’ve
been betting against your own Form,
have you, you low rotters? Right-ho!
If the Fourth does come out on top, I
shall wallop each of you for that. If it
don’t—and, of course, it can’t—yow’ll be
walloped, because betting isn’t allowed,
you 'scalfawugs 1 -

‘“ Monteith isn’t here yet,” remarked
Julian. ‘

The head prefect of the New House
had agreed to act as umpire. He knew
more of wrestling—in theory, at least—
than any of the other seniors,

“Blake may have gone to fetch him,”
said Herries: :

But just then Monteith came up.

“It wants five minutes to time,” he
said, “so you’ve nothing to grumble
about. No, my watch isn’t slow. Seen
Blake? No, I haven’t seen Blake. There
was no one in the quad when I eame
through, and both Houses looked
deserted. But we can start without
Blake, I suppose? He’s sure to turn up
before long.” -

“ All very well for Monteith to take it
so easily,” said Figgy to Kerr. ‘But
it’s jolly queer. Blake’s the very last
chap you’d expect to have turning up
late this afterncon.”

“That’s so,” agreed Kerr. ‘But
Herries and Dig aie goin% off to look for
him. We needn’t bother.” )

Monteith lifted the rope, and stepped
inside the ring, Lefevre dipped into the
hat which Wally D*Arcy held on one side
of him, and then inte that which Frank
Levison held on the other. ~ The two
papers he took out were white, and the

sneered Racke,
-Former .isn’t in

to know,

We've bet on you kids to come |

Three-halfpence. -, 11

names he called were -those . of Baggy
‘Trimble and Gunn. . :

Neither Baggy nor Gunn knew that
the white paper meant Class C

“My hat! That's_an easy one for
me!” said Baggy. “I shall be all ever
Gunn—simply all-over him! You chaps
watch me” ot

“Crumbs!” said William - Cuthbert
Gunn. “¥ I'd known this I think I
should have scratehed! Fancy having to
wrestle with a lump like Baggy! Itam’t
far short of a disgrace.”

“Tt will be a disgrace if you don’t
down him,” answered Grundy severely.
“Neither of you know anything about
the game; but if you can’t tum%le over
a clumsy porpoise like that you deserve
to be spifiicated!” <

The two slipped under the ropes and
faced one another. Gunn was rather a
skinny fellow, not without muscle, but b
no means specially well developed.
Whether Baggy had muscle or not, it was
quite impossible for a casual observer to
tell. His fat was evident.

Monteith addressed to them a few
warning words, to which Gunn listened.
Baggy did not listen. It did not think it
likely Monteith could tell him anything
he_did not know. But what Baggy did
not know about wrestling would have
filled several books.

They gripped, and Baggy threw his
weight forward. He knew next to
nothing about the throws, but he fancied
that Gunn would be quite unable to stand
up against him. To his surprise, Gunn.
not only did that, but also began to do
other things—things which Baggy did
not like at all. -It even dawneg upon
Bargy that if he did not look out he

would not win. .
“

o - it, Gunny!”’ yelled Grundy.
‘“Back-heel the fat chump! It’s easy’
encught”’

It might have been easy enough.had
Gunn known how. Gunn did'not. But

‘he did not forget the two or three things

he knew, and his clinging to them—or
Baggy’s ignorance of them—gave the
Shell first points. -

Baggy was not at all satisfied with his
hold.  .If he could grip Gunn lower
down, he could do something, he was
sure. - But instead of shifting_ his arms
down with hands locked, he unlocked,
and tried to get a new grip.

“Bout’s over!” snapped Monteith.
“ Gl]xann “Irin}? 1 .

“But aven’t! Oh, I say, Mon-
teith, that isn’t fair 1" burbled Biggy.

“You unlocked your hands. - You lose
on that,” Monteith said curtly.

“But I didn’t know. I—can’t we
start again?” - i

“No! Tt was one of the things 1
warned vou about before you started. 1f
you can’t remember for fifty seconds—
‘nuff said !”

Frank Levison made a note of three
points for the Shell. Lefevre dipped into
the hats again. Kildare and Baﬁit and
Darrel came on the scene together. The
lordly Cutts, with St. Leger and Gilmore,
also came up.

But nothing was seen as yet of Herries
and Digby, who had gone to search for
the missing champion of the Fourth;
and Arthur Augustus grew so anxious
that he departed to join in the quest.

He was not the only one who was
anxious, either. Figgins and Kerr and
Fatty Wynn, Levison and Clive and
Cardew, Roylance and Julian and Red-
fern, drew together, looki worried,
and talking in low tones. ey could
not all go and hunt for Blake; at any
moment the name of any one of them
might come out of the hat. -

And at that moment the name of one
came.

“Dane against Cardew !”’ said Lefevre.
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'CHAPTER 10.
¥ The Missing Champion.

1] ALLO, Figgy!”
It was Jack Blake who
spoke those words, sticking his
}mad into No. 4 of the Fourth
Form studies in the New House.

But no one answered. Figgins & Co.
had already gone off to Little Side. .

“ Gruess I’f better find Monteith,” said
Blake to himself. “He'll hardly have
gone down yet. Everybody else seems
to have mizzled already.” .

Blake had something to suggest to the
umpire of the day. He had meant io
consult Figgins about it first; but. that
did not really matter very much. What
he wanted Monteith to do was exactly
what the New House prefect actually did
without his prompting—that is, explain
before the-bouts lla)ega.n the necessity of
avoiding such mistakes as trying to
secure an unfair hold, unlocking a grip
when once taken, and the like. Blake
did not want points given against.any
of the Shel for ignorance.

He went along, whistling, towards the
Sixth Form studies. He had completely

. forgotten that he had been forbidden the
New House. If he had remembered he
might not have whistled. -

Rounding a corner in a hurry, he ran

. full tilt against Mr. Ratcliff, and tumbled
him clean over.

“You awkward young rascal! This
reckles’s clumsiness is absolutely inex-
cu—-"

So Mr. Ratcliff began. But he broke
off as he recognised the fellow who had
bowled him over, and his voice rose
almost to a scream as he said:

“Blake! You here?”

“Yes, sir. I'm awfully sorry. Let me
help you up! I came in to see—"’

“Do not dare to attempt giving me
aid,- you disobedient and perverse boy !”
shrilled Mr. Ratcliff, scrambling up in a
very undignified way. ‘‘Did f not for-
bid you to enter this House? Tell me
that !”

“Well, yes, sir, so you did,” admitted
Blake. o E

“ Then how dare you—"

“I. forgot. You see, sir, we've
always——"

“Be silent when I speak to you,
Blake !”

“You asked me a question, sir. I
suppose you expected——" .

I will not allow:you to bandy words
with me! What does that absurd garb
mean?” .

Blake’s light overcoat was open. It
was.a warm, sunny day, and the lightest
of overcoats was rather in the way.

The Fourth-Former did not answer.
He had been told to keep silence. .

“Oh, you are mute—eh? You think
thus to conceal from me——"

“1 didn’t think of concealing anything
from you!” snapped Blake, goaded into
speech. “We’ve wrestling on to-day,
that’s all.” .

“In this House? How dare you—-"

“No. In the playing-fields. It’s part
of the sports competition.” -

““Oh, indeed! Follow me, Blake!"”

There was a look of saturnine satis-
faction on the sour face of Mr. Ratcliff
as he led the way to his study. He
smiled sardonically as he selected a cane.
Then he seemed struck by a new idea.

“This way, Blake!” he said curtly,
and he led the junior upstairs again.

Blake wondered, but did not even
begin to suspect what the tyrant meant,.

Figgy or Kerr might have guessed.
They knew their Ratty better than Blake
knew him. Blake only wondered.

Right up to the study floor they went,
and Mr. Ratcliff led the School House
junior further yet—up to the topmost
floor of all. .

THE GeM LiBrarvy.—No. 539,

~

Now at last a dim glimmering of the
truth came into Jack Blake’s mind.
Then, as the master entered a dusty, un-
occupied room, he felt sure.

“1 say, sir, you can’'t do this, you
know !” he said hotly. “I’'m nét going
to be locked up! This sort of thing isn’t
done. I—"

Mr. Ratcliff slashed at him savagely.

Blake took the blow on his arm. For |~

the moment he. was sorely tempted-to
strike back. But he only made a dash
for the door. . N

It may have been an accident—it may
not, For Mr. Ratcliff wes in the vilest
of tempers, and at his best he had very
little sense of fair play. Whether his
foot was thrust out intentiopally, or
otherwise, Blake stumbled over it, and
fell headlong. io

The cane slashed across his shoulders.
Before he could rise Mr. Ratcliff had
dodged out of the room. There came
the grating sound of a key turned in the
lock, and Blake was a prisoner !

It seemed of no use shouting. -The
chances were that no one would hear.
Even if anyone heard, there was the
problem.of getting out. Ratty would
have taken the key—would probably go
off with it in his pocket.

Blake fairly groaned as he thought of
the throng on Little Side. The early
events did not matter so much; but what
was going to happen when the two dark
horses of the Fourth took on any dozen
of the Shell? Who was thers to take
his“place ? .

Meanwhile, in
Clifton Dane. and
Cardew were at grips. - .

No one in the Shell ranks had much
doubt as to the result of that encounter.
The secret of Cardew’s ability as a
wrestler had been well kept, Dane was
one of the best of the Shell, lithe, active,
strong.

But he had met more than his match
in Cardew !

The struggle was short and sharp. So
short was it that many who saw failet
to realize Cardew’s cleverness. It looked
like a fluke that he should have thrown
Dane. The Canadian junior himself
‘thought there mwust have been some luck
in it. But Cardew knew hetter.

Lucas and Chowle was the next turn—
hardly a star turn! Lucas was moré or
less a duffer at most games; but he was
good enough to deal with Chowle. The
Shell took three points for a throw that
was made somehow—Lucas did not know

hew. -
called

“Green  versus
Lefevre. - - : -

The contestants were both New House
—@Green an undistinguished member of

the playing-fields,
Ralph - Reckness

Lawrence !”

- the Shell, who had strength and had not

romised ill in the practice. But Edgar

awrence proved too good for him.

“ Wilkins versus Clarke !”

. The Shell had hopes of Wilkins, who
was tough and sturdy. But Dick Clarke
had learned more than Wilkins, and some
twenty seconds were enough to finish the
bout, with Wilkins gasping on his back.

“Merry versus Figgms!”

There was a cheer as thosc names were
called. This promised to be one of the
best of the trials.

Both were in deadly earnést. Figgins'
had picked up all that he could from
Blake and Cardew. Probably he knew a
little more than Tom. Still, he was only
a novice, like Tom; and the Shell fellow
had the advantage in weight and
strength. e

They struggled  hard. Once Tom
seemed going; but he recovered himself,
Gradually he wore Figgy down, and at
last cross-buttocked hih. The throw
might not have the cleanness and pre-
cision that a more eéxperienced wrestler
would have shown; but it was good
enough. g

‘lead. Kerruish proved too muc

The Shell cheered like madmen, .and
the Fourth were downcast. But that did
not last long. After all, which of them
except the two champions, could have
counted on success against Tom Merry?
Tom did everything well, and learned

everything quickly. .
“Grundy versus Blake!” called Le-
fevre.

George Alfred stalked imposingly up,
and Lowther and Cardew lifted the rope
as far as possible that he might be spared
the trouble of stooping too much. Each
bowed low as he did so. But if they
expected Grundy to understand that they
were mocking him they were dis:
appointed. He simply gave them a nod
of thanks.

 Where’s Blake ?” .

The question sounded on all sides. But
1io one could answer it. Dig and Herries
had returned without finding their chum.

“Can’t this bout be postponed for a bit,
Lefevre ?” asked Figgins. :
_““Certainly—if Grundy

tion.” -

“Well, I think Blake ought to be
here,” said Grundy. “I don’t fancy being
kept waiting, you know.” - -

“Po you object to a postponement?
That’s the question,” said Monteith
sharply.

“Well, if it comes to that—-" .

“You can claim the points for your
Form; but—-" - .

“Dash the points! It’s being kept wait-
ing I don’t like. ButI consent!”

Grundy was sound at heart, if he Tacked
graciousness.

“ Noble versus Roylance !”

Both Forms cheered. :

Kangaroo- had beaten the New Zca-
lander in the hoxing Gontests, though he
had had to go all the way to do it. Could
Roylance get his own back now? -

Ho did—thanks to the coaching of
Blake and Cardew It was the turn of
the Shell to feel downcast. They had
counted on Kangaroo. He was one of
their very best. But Roylance was one of
the Fourth’s best.

“ Finn versus Wynn!"”

The lean American and the Falstaff of
of the New House made a queer contrast.
Their tussle was worth watching. Buck
TFinn had taken to the game, and had
shown some cleverness at it. Fatty had
come into it late, and had not had much
coaching.

But Fatty was very hard to shift.
Buck strove till he could strive no longer,
and then Fatty had him at his mercy, and
fairly fell upon him. It was a-nondescript
throw, but it counted.

Points were piling up against the Shell.
They had lost five bouts and had won
only three. Lowther, helped by luck,
overcame Julian in the next—a set-back
for the Fourth which was retrieved when
Dick Redfern put paid o the account of
George Gore, from whom the Shell had
hoped something better.

¢“Talbot versus Levison!”

“I'm not having the luck to-day,”
remarked Levison, as he steppedforward.

“Never say die, dear boy!” answered
Cardew. 3

“T’m not going to. But——"

He left the sentence unfinished.

Levison came put of it with credit, but’
not with victory Talbot had to labour
very hard indeed, and twice he was nearly
down. Once they came down together
sideways, .a ‘““dog ' fall”’ counting to
neither. At the finish. the Shell fellow
got in a back-heel that would not have
scored earlier, when Levison was fresher,
but did its work-as things were.

Then Owen beat Manners, not without
luck; and little Harry Hammond put
Lennox on his-back inside five seconds;
and the Fourth had a clear nine oix;ts

or
Boulton, and the lead went up to twelve
points. But Glyn brought it down to nine

has no objec':
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again by overcoming Lumley-Lumley
after a stern struggle.

Brooke beat Gibbons, but Thompson
accounted for Dig. Herries gave Jimson
the cross-buttock, and again the Fourth
led by twelve. But a little later the lead
was reduced to six, for Frere, slow though
he was, had no great difficulty in lower-

_ing Tompkins, and, after Reilly had
disposed of French, both Bates and Cou-
tarini went under to Shell representatives
of whom nothing much had been antici-

ated.

“Wade versus D’Arcy ! '

* Gussy knew nothing about the classifi-
cation. He was B Class, and so was
Wade. Gussy thought Wade a very poor
opponent to be drawn against. But he
beat the New House man. That was
something.

A Shell fellow won the next tussle, and
then Mulvaney minor scored for the
Fourth against Williamson: At this stage
fhod junior Form had again a nine-point
cad.

Now a difficulty cropped up.

“Shell hat's empty!” said Wally of
the Third.

Nobody had thought of that possibility.
The Fourth was the more numerous
Form, and had provided more entrants.

Tom and Figgins held brief counscl.

ere were nine Fourth-Formers wait-
ing their turns. :

**Shove your slips back, and let anyone
who’s drawn have *a second bout,”

-suggested Tom.

“Sticking to the eclasses, of course,”
said Figgy.

“Shush !” muttered Tom, with a warn-

ing nod. . 5
“T feah I do not undahstand. What is |

that about classes asked
Arthur Augustus.® . -
“Oh, nothing. Is it fair, Tommy?”
asked Figgins., . “Your fellows have had
one turn each, and those -of ours who are
left are fresh.” .
“We sha’n’t mind that,” Tom replied.
The arrangement was made clear to
Lefevre and Monteith, and they made it
clear to the crowd No one grumbled. It
was the best way out of the difficulty,
“Noble versus Koumi Rao!”
- It ‘was a chance for the Kangaroo to
win back his lost lam;els, and he took his
chance. But he had no light task in get-
ting down the lithe, wiry Indian.
“Manners versus Kerr!” -
Another chance for Manners!
Kerr was too clever for him. -
“Glyn versus Clive !” e
Tho South African junior was a tougher
opponent than Lumley-Lumley, and the
St. Jim’s inventor did not win this bout.
But now the Shell had quite a run of
success, through the aﬁency of fellows of
whom no great things had been expected.
Lennox prevailed over Jones minor;
Gibbons Leat Smith minor;. and Thomp-
son easily accounted for Lorme. The
‘Fourth lead was reduced to three points,
Macdonald Yut it up to six again by
throwing Boulton in good style. Then
in successive bouts French beat Pratt,
and Gunn somehow muddled Robinson
minor over. . . B 0
The score was 51 {o each Form, and the
_only bout: left was the postponed one
between Blake and Grundy. LT
But Jack Blake was still an absentee !

CHéPTER 11,
The Dark Horse.

WF SAY, Tommy, 1 really don’t know
: a bit what we’re to-do-sbout the

special bouts,” said Figgins. ¢ Of

course, you chaps had tumbled to
it that Blake was one of our two who
were to take ‘on any half-dozen -each of
yout’”
“Tom nodded. -, S :
“Well, Blake isn't hiere, and no one can

- -find him ¥ -

deah boy?”

v But
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“We can put the special bouts off -to
another day,” suggested Tom generously.

There "was a-murmur of dissent in
which Shell and Fourth voices mingled.

No one- was more ecmphatic than
Figgins.
said. “They were fixed for to-day, and
we must go through with it. You fellows
were jolly decent about the whole bizney,
I must say; and it isn’t as though Blake
was the only man we could put in. There
are others.”

“Yourself, for one,” said Talbot.

Figgins shook his head. .

“Not me! Not after Tommy has put
me on my back. But there’s Herries—he
takes a lot of shifting. And there’s
Reddy, and Roylance.” B :

“Who’s your other man—the dark
horse ?” asked Lowther. “We were all
on to Blake; but none of us knows even
now who the other champion is.”

*“The Fourth,” said Kerr sententiously,
“can keep a secret.”

“Yaas; especially Trimble!” put in
Cardew.

“Well, of course, it would-have been all
upl if Baggy had known,” admitted

Julian. . .

“But who is it 2’ asked Talbot.

“Cardew !”

“Cardew ?”

The name was repeated in various tones
of surprise and inquiry. Another fellow
might have flushed and felt uncomfort-
able. Cardew only smiled and said:

“Surprisin’, isn’t it, by gad? But I
happened to learn the game at Wode-
house. There’s somethin’ in knowin’ the
e, yknow.” -

e thought 3t was a fluke when you
put Dane over !” growled Gore.

“Did you, dear ”

“Let Cardew start,” Monteith said.
“Blake may turn up before he’s worked
off his_hali-dozen. Plenty of time; it
hasn’t taken nearly as long as I expected
to get off the first part of the programme.
No need for Cardew to go straight ahead,
unless it suits him.”

“That’s a goed notion,” TFiggins
agreed. ‘“And if Blake doesn’t turn up
after all, we put in old Herries.”

 After I've finished, if you please!”
Cardew said, with quiet decision. "“I'm
not running down Herries; but I reslly
am an older hand at the game than he
is. Of course, I don’t want to risk too
many points; but I think it will be fair
that, if Blake fails to show up, Herries
should only chip in when someone has
thrown me,” -

“My hat! And you don’t think any-
one’s going to?” said Gore, staring at

@

im, y
"“T don’f mind goin’ so far as to say
that I don’t know which of you can, by
gad, on any form I've seen here to-day!”
There was no boasting in Cardew’s
tone. It-was unusually serious. The
dandy of.the Fourth was up against it
now, and he would not fail his side from
any weakness or lack of pluck. )
Herries clapped.him on the back’ with
a hea.vg
(lJO

[

hand.
good!” he said. “I agree, any
road! S !

Figgy was a little more doubtful. But
Cardew was strongly supported by Clive,
Levison, Roylance, and Redfern, When
Kerr agreed also, lFlggms gave in.

“Who - are your twelve, Tom?” he
asked. .

-4 Wait-a moment! ‘We haven’t chosen
them yet—waited to see, you know.”

Tom, Talbot, Kangaroo, and Bernard
Glyn put their heads together, and
announced. their choice,

Thay were all four included, of course.
The _other eight chosen were Gore,
Grundy, Dane, Thompson, Wilkins, Low-
ther, Manners, and Gibbons.

“Fairest way would be to put all the

>

“Tt wouldn’t be the square thing,” he I

v
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names into a hat and let the draw settle
in what order we should tackle Cardew,”
said Tom Merry. -

“You're a sport, Tommy !’ said Kerr.
And all agreed. '

A dozen of the Fourth had set off to
search for Blake. If they had gone across
the quad they could hardly have failed
to see him—or to hear him, for, of course,
he would have shouted to them. Buk no
one even thought of his being in the New
House, and the School House had been
searched most thoroughly. = And, by
chance, ncne of the eager seekers came
within sight. :

‘“Manners !” said Lefevre.

Manners gave a wry grin. He bad
wanted to resign his place to Jimson, But
if Manners could not throw Cardew, Jim-
son could not—the Shell leaders were
sure of that, .

And Manners could not! They had
hardly locked before he was down. Car-
dew was altogether too clever for him.

“PDane!”

_ Clifton Dane came forward with real
eagerness. He wanted to win back the
credit that he felt he had lost when
Cardew had thrown him .in the earlier
bout,

And this time he lasted out longer, for
he was very quick and active, and the
knowledge of how much the Fourth
thought of Cardew’s form helped him to
be careful.

But the best he could do was not good
enough. After fifty seconds or so of tense
struggle he got the outside stroke, and
went down.

“Thompson !” called Lefevre next.

The New House fellow had strength
and stamina; but he lacked Cardew’s
electric quickness, and, of course, he had
nothing like Cardew’s knowledge of the
game. The hipe settled him in less than
half the time Clifton Dane had lasted.

Clarke of the New House, who had
been helping to search for Blake, came
running up. i

“Found him?” yelled Figgins.

“No. It’s Monteith who’s wanted.
His governor has turned up.” .

“T wasn’t expecting him,” said the .
New House prefect. ‘‘But I must cut;
Kildare, will you take over my job?”

“Jf the wrestlers don’t mind a fellow
who ‘really doesn’t know the. game
meddlng,” replied the skipper, smiling.

“Oh, you'll do, Kildere! You know
enough,” Tom Merry said. ' J

Tiggins agreed. Kildare stepped into
the ring, and Monteith hurried off to the
New House. .

As he drew near he happened to cast
his eyes up towards the roof, and saw a
fluttor of something white not far below

it.

He stopped, gazing up. A voice came
down to him.

“Hallo, Monteith! Hallo!”

“What are you after up there?” yelled
the prefect. ’

“Ratty’s locked me up!” :

Monteith darted into the House and
upstairs. He forgot about his father.
He was thinking of the fellows waiting .
on Little Side for Blake's coming—of:
Cardew keeping up his end meanwhile.
The spirit of the game had got-into James
Monteith ; and he was thoroughly indig-
nant with Mr. Ratcliff’s tyranny.

“Door’s locked, and Ratty’s got the
key !” called Blake from inside. .

“Hang the sour old rascal! T'll get it
from him! This sort of thing is right
beyond the dashed limit.”

“He's gone out,” -answered Blake.
“Saw him_gd.”

Monteith’s reply was a_crash at the
door. But door and lock alike were
strong. There was nothing doing that

way. _ 1
‘XThe{’re waiting for you, Blakel” the
senior shouted. . s )



-
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Blake almost groaned.”

*J know they are! I can’t help it.
The old rotter—". . = - . . 3

‘‘ But they aren’t really waiting—that’s
the worst- of it, in a way,” Monteith
corrected himself. *Cardew’s taking the
whole dozen of the Shell. Herries is to
take your place, but not until Cardew’s
been thrown.”

“That's going to take some doing,”
roplied Blake, “But he’ll never be able
to work off & dozen of them, and old Her-
ries isn’t class enough.” How did we get
#n in the ordinary boufs?”

“Level pegging, and ‘your turn to
come—with Grundy.” -

‘““Well, that will be three to the good
for us,” said Blake modestly. “I'd hoped
for more,-though. Oh, hang it, if I could
only get out!”

‘“Half a moment! I've anidea!” cried
the prefect. S
" He rushed off, but was back again very
soon.

“I'm going to get up on the roof,
through the skylight,” he said. “I've a
good strong rope, and I can haul you up
all serene from the window-ledge. Be
careful when you shin out, though!” -

‘‘What -about Ratty?” inquired Blake.
“He'll kick up no end of a fuss.”

- ““Hang Ratty!” snapped Monteith.

. A minute or two later a roi;:e dangled
in front of the window. Blake climbed
out on to the ledge, never thinking about
the long drop if he should slip, never
even glancing down.

Monteith, with the rope fast to a
chimney-stack in case of accidents, hauled
him up. It was not so easy at the last,
and Blake’s knees were barked and Mon-
‘teith’s hands were raw before the junior
was-in safety.

“I'm no end oblized to you, Mon-
teith,” he said gratefully. ‘Tt isn’t every
fellow who would have—""

“If you mean Ratty, Ratty be
hanged!” snapped Monteith. . “I'm ripe
for any kind of a row with the old idiot !
A fellow can be punished by detention—
T know that. But locking a chap up like
this at sueh a time .isn’t proper punish-
Jpent at all—it’s merely vpetty spite!” -

T “T’ll buzz off.” said Blake. “If you
don’t mind the old fossil, I don’t.”

‘“ Afraid you won’t be very fit for your
job,” the prefect remarked.

_ “Oh, I'm all serene!” answered the
Jjunior. :

But he did not feel too fit, and he
began to realise that as he ran for Little
Side. The time of waiting had tried tem-
per and-nerves hard; and the scramble to
get upon the roof had strained mnscles.

He heard cheering from Little Side as
he ran—thought he recognised the voices
of Figgy and Herries and Clive, and
guessed that Cardew was carrying on in
‘his absence. M

~And he was right!

CHAPTER 12,
Cardew the Conqueror.

ILKINS had gone down to a
cross-buttock. Glyn had been
back-heeled within five seconds.

- Then had come Harry Noble—a

far doughtier opponent, though Roylance,
iv}lo was not Cardew’s equal, had defeated

im, p 3

Kangarooput up a stern struggle. He
succumbed at last to a hipe. It_was a
daring stroke for Cardew to attempt
againgt him, for- Kangaroo was: not a
light-weight, and the lift in the hipe
needs strength; but its very unexpected-
ness * spelt success.. Noble -had never
thought his slim opponent would try it.

Cardew had looked as fresh as paint

when Glyn went dpwn; No one butvDane'
‘had given him any real trouble thus far.

But when he had finished with Kangaroo
he was panting and perspiring. o
© “Grundy!” called Lefevre.

-““Cardéw had better take a rest first,”
said Kildare sympathetically, * ‘“He's
done his bit, properly looked at.”

““Oh, not'at all!” said the dandy of the

Fot’xrth lightly. “I'm quite ready to go
n.” B

“I’'m not!” growled Grundy. “I don’t
want to take credit for throwing a chap
who’s dead beat.” .

“But you’re not goin’ to throw 'me,
my good man!” said Cardew.

“What? 1 tell you—-" s

“Don’t! Lét me tell you this—if you
aren’t ready when I am—an’ I'm ready
this moment—1I shall claim forfeit of three
paints for your failure!”

Brrrr!” growled Grundy; andbhe stood |

up to Cardew.

If the great George Alfred had been
less clumsy and more ready to be taught,
he might have made quite a fair wrestler.
As it was, he was not an easy man. to
throw; and Cardew had to put in some
really hard work. - . -

But Grundy went at last—to his own
great astonishment. It was the outside
stroke this time. Cardew had done

‘enough weightifting.

The Fourth cheered their champion to
the echo. Lefevre drew another slip
from the hat.

4No hurry,” he said.
the next on the list!” -

A thrill swept _the crowd. If anyone
in the Shell was likely to defeat Cardew,
Tom Merry was the man. .

There_was Talbot still to come, too.
But perhaps he would fall to the share
of Herries. No one much doubted which
of those two would win. And there were
Gore, Gibbons, and Lowther still left.
All of them were pretty hefty. .

Then a roar rose from the outskirts
of the crowd.

“Blake! Here’s old Blake!”

Jack Blake came running up, breath-
ing just a little hard, his
his scanty raiment showing signs of the
struggle to get upon the roof. o

“Just in timel” yelled Figging, in
delight. “Cardew’s downed seven o

“But Merry's

them, and it’s your turn to take on|

Tommy !”

“Oh, good!” said Blake.

“Me first!” said Grundy, with dignity.

“You? Why, you silly chump, Car-
dew’s just settled you!” said Clive.

“By ‘a fluke—a sheer fluke! - But I
insist upon having my .postponed turn
with Blake now!” )

“T think Grundy has a claim,” said
Lefevre. And Kildare agreed. k

““Oh, all right!” snapped Blake,

He and Grundy locked. A few
seconds’ tense struggling, and then
Grundy went flying over "Blake’s back—
buttocIZed fairly and squarely !

“Come on, Tommy !” said Blake.

But even as he spoke a spasm of pain
distorted his face, and he put his hand
to his side.

“You're not fit!” said Tom sharply,

“I—=I—— Hang it all,-I don’t really
believe I am!? admitted Blake. “I’ve
strained something—I don’t know what.

don’t know whether I did it scrambling

up on the roof or throwing Grundy.”

*“The roof! What do you mean?” "

“I say, though, Blake, I'm sorry!”
mumbled Grundy.

“I thought you looked so when I
threw you,” replied Blake, with 'a wry
grin, . -

“I can go on, dear boy,” Cardew said,
laying a hand on Blake’s shoulder.

nees scored, .

“Go omw, thent” S s
Tom' and Cardew faced each other,
breast to breast. A long, tense duel
followed. The veins stood out like .
knotted cords on Cardew’s temples, and
Tom could not have recognised his own
face had he seen it in a mirror. Once
Cardew only just saved himself by his
dexterity in going down, managing to
make a “dog fall ” of it. But in the end
skill told, and a sudden back-heel sent

the Shell’s best man flying.

“*Lowther!”. said = Lefevre, drawing
again, ‘“But you really must have a
rest first, Cardew.”

“’Fraid 1 ‘must,”
ruefully.

“Seo here, let me take on Lowther!”
said Herries eagerly. ‘I can throw him,
I guess, and it’s fair enough, for Blake
hasn’t lent a hand, and we bargained for
two.” .

Cardew bit his lip. Perhaps not even
his best chums understood how very
much the slim dandy wanted- to accom-
plish the whole task. There was some-
thing better than mere swank in it. But
there 'was some swank,- and Cardew
knew it; and in that moment he showed
up better than he realised. He thought
0? his Form before himself. .

‘‘ Proceed, dear boy!” he said lightly.

It was no easy task for Herries; but
Herries did it. Then he took on Gibbons,
and floored him very quickly. .

“Gore!” said Lefevre. )

Gore was a biggish handful; but
Herries mastered him with a cross-
buttock.

Talbot only remained. Now it was the
turn of Herries to ‘put aside self. And
Herries did it! .

“You're rested, Cardew,” he growled.
“I'm not up to "old Talbot’s form—at
least, I don’t think so. Of course, I'm
willing enough.” ;

Cardew stepped forward without a
word for the last bout of all; and there
were some even among the Shell who
could not help hoping he might win. He

ad done great things that day, and it
would be rough luck indeed if he failed
in that last tussle of all. -

And it looked like failure for him at
the  outset. Thrice he seemed on the
very point of being thrown, but re-
covered -himself as i-v a miracle each
time. Twice he nearly had Talbot down,
but lacked the strength to push hLome
the advantage at the critical second.

No buttock or cross-buttock, no hipe
or swinging hipe was on the board for
Cardew this bout! He lacked the
strength for any of them, and Talbot was’
fresh and lusty. ‘The breast-stroke was
out of the question. “Cardew played for
the simple back-heel or the swift outside
stroke. But he had this advantage—
Talbot  lackéd the experience which
would have told him" that.

It came at last, and Fourth and Shell
cheered alike .as Talbot lay on his back,
a smile on his flushed, handsome face,
and, Cardew, smiling, too, gazed down at

im,

So had Cardew and "Herries—but
mostly Cardew—held the lists against all
comers, and the Fourth had-lost not a-
single point through the base tyranny of
Mr. Ratcliff! ~ Thirty-nine in all had
they scored on the day, and now they
‘had a chance again.

Neither -Monteith nor Blake was
brought to book. Perhaps Mr. Ratcliff
forget—perhaps not! J
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merrv ‘& Co. at_St.
Jim's—* SIX ON THE SCOUT!”

by Martin Clifford.) -

admitted Cardew
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The twins are Philip Derwent, of Highcliffe, and his sister Philippa, of Clift House.
been until recently with Flip (Philip) at Highcliffe, but is now at Cliff House.

him with Vavasour.
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THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA.

g They have a cockatoo, named Cocky, which has
L i Flip has made an encmy of Gadsby, who is plotting against
His best chums, Merton and Tunstall, are away from the school for a time, owing to a serious accident to one of Merton’s

eyes in a fight with Ponsonby. In their absence Flip gets too friendly with Pon and the rest of the nuts and, without any real taste for it

at the outset, takes to gambling.

has run away from Greyfriars.

Bringing Gadsby to Book.
“is

1 ~HIS,” drawled the Caterpillar,
interestin’—extremely  interestin’!
Proceed, Mr. Chiker, pray!”

Chiker * had grabbed Gaddy .by
the collar.

No one interposed. Thg nuts did not care
to risk meddling. Goggs and the Caterpillar
had no cause to serve by doing so. As for
Miss @Gittins, she laughed.

“It’s-no business of yours, my lord duke!”
growled Chiker.

“QOh, granted! But it's a mistake to dis-
cuss such very private matters on a public
road, y’know, my friend. I wouldn’t listen
at a door—at least, unless there was some
really excellent reason for doin’ so, hy gad!
But the things that people talk about in
tones that can he heard on the opposite
side of the road oughtn’t to he so very
private; they really oughtn’t. An’ if you
are bent on havin’ out with Gadsby the whole
trouble in connection with Derwent’s kid-
napping, I'm not goin’ to pretend that 1'm
not interested. For I am no end. 1 don’t
har your takin’ Gaddy away an’ havin’ it
out with him elsewhere, but if you're goin’
to do it here I mean to listen, an’ I'm afraid
my jawin’-tackle is slung too loosely to per-
mit of my listenin’ without comment.”

“You an’ your jawin’-tackle! You'd jaw
the ’ind-leg off a donkey!” snarled Chiker.

“Rather dangerous for you to stay, Vava-
sour, 1 consider,” remarked Goggs.

Miss Gittins giggled. Vavasour scowled.
Gadsby gasped and gurgled. .

For all the time that the Caterpillar had
taken in getting off his long speech in his
usual drawl Chiker had been shaking Gaddy
furiously. .

Mr. Chiker had had too much to drink at
Friardale. It was cheaper to stand him
drinks than to go too closely into accounts
with him—so Messrs. Cobb and Hawke con-
sidered. But he was not so easily diverted
from his errand that the many drinks»lm'd
wiped out of his mind all memory of his
grievance against the two precious swindlers,
and he had come away seething with rage.
Before he met Bullen the fresh air had
worked a partially sobering effect upon him.
But Bullen’s sneers about his niece had not
improved his temper, and what had passed
since had made it much worse. .

And he had a very real grievance against
Gaddy, as well as against Messrs. Cobb and
Hawke. Gaddy had employed him, and had
not paid him. Gaddy had dodged lhim when
asked for an appointment. And now he ha‘d
got Gaddy by the collar it seemed to his
fuddled mind that there was but one thing
to be done, and that was to have the matter
settled there and then. Co

In all this, of course, he was not copsndet-
ing the feelings of Reginuld Gadsby in the
very least. But as far as that goes Gadsby
would not have considered his. The debt
he owed did not weigh upon Gaddy’s mind,
apart from any unpleasant consequences it
might have. .

But to have the whole story coming out in
the hearing of the Caterpillar was quite
sufficiently unpleasant. Even that, however,
was not so had as to be choked to death or
shaken into unconsciousness by Chiker.

«Help, Pon! Gurrrg! Yow! Help, De
Courcy !” gasped Gaddy.

Ponsonby made no move to the rescue. But

‘ the Caterpillar stepped forward, and laid a

slim, white hand on the rough sleeve of
Chiker.

«My good fellow,” he said lightly, “apart
from any moral objections that may be enter-
tained to your chokin’ this specimen once an’
for all—I haven’t any objections of the sort,
1 assure you, so I speak without bias—there
is the personal drawback that it will be bound
to get you into trouble. Moreover, it may
prevent our hearin’ any more of the very

interestin’ story of the kidnappin’® of Der-
went. On the whole, therefore, I should
strongly advise your letting your victim take
a breath or two hefore chokin® him further—
if only that at the present rate you are not
likely to get much more change out of it, as
he will be permanently choked in about half
a jilfy, by gad!”

(iadshby had no love for Rupert de Courcy
at the best of times; but he had never before
hated him gnite as much as he did then.

The Caterpillar had not hurried himself
in the least. He had drawled out that long
speech as though the choking of Gadshy were
a subject -in which he took no real interest.
dather, perhaps, as though he approved of
it, on the whole, =0 long as it was not carried
far enotugh to cause trouble to anyone but
Gadsby.

And that may have heen very much the
feeling he had. Rupert de Courcy had a
bhard strain in him, and the c¢nemies of his
friends had “small hope of mercy at his
hands. Treachery he hated; and Gaddy had
played a treacherous game. Altogether, the
Caterpillar may have felt that Chiker was
not hurting Gaddy more than Gaddy dezerved.

“Youre too blessed interested in  what
ain’t auy comcern of yours!™ growled Chiker,
ceasing to shake Gadsbhy it last, but retain-
ing his hold on his victim's collar.

+ 1 have frequently observed that failin’ in
myself,” admitted the Caterpiliar. < But this
is interestin’ ecnough to intrigue anyone. Who
are the Highcliffe fellows who have a stake
financially in the gamblin’-den which you help
to run, may T ask??

“FEh? What do you know ahout that?®
howled Chiker.
“Not much. Siill, comethin’. Really, Mr.

Chiker, you an’ your friend Samuel should
lower your voices when jou are engaged in
confidences !

“You 'eard mc an’ Sam Bullen talkin', you
young ‘ound ?”

“Rasy does it, Mr. Chiker! If you are
abusive again 1 shall he compelled to hit you,
You will hit back, an' I s¢hall he hurt. My
friend Goggs will then intervene, an’ it will
be your turn for gettin’ hurt. Meanwhile,
our mutual friend Gadshy—-I should loosen
my grip, I think, if 1 were you—he really
seems to be chokin'——7”

“Gurrrg!”  gasped Gaddy, upon whose
throat Chiker was pressing havder than he
realised.

« Will utilise bis last remainin’ fragment
of strength in runnin’ away an’ expirin’ else-
where,” continued the Caterpillar, with the
utmost cooluess. “That may tend to raise
doubt as to whether you were actually
responsible for his takin’-off.  On the other
hand, it will prevent your goin’ through fus
clothes, as you doubtless intend to do when
you have choked him sufliciently.”

Pon and Vavasour were sniggering un-
easily. There was nothing uneasy about the
giggling of Miss Qittins. DPlainly she was
enjoying herself, with as complete indiffer-
ence to any discomfort Gaddy suffered as the
Caterpillar himself had. Miss Gittins was
quite sure now that she did not like the
Higheliffe nuts.

As for Goggs, he might have been a graven
image for any sound he made. The Cater-
pillar had taken the centre of the stage for
the time being, and Goggs was well content
that he should take it.

Again  Chiker gave Gaddy a chance to
breathe freely. Rupert de Courcy puzzled
Chiker even more than Goggs did. He could
not place the Caterpillar in the least. He

was a Highcliffe boy, of course—Chiker had |

played footer against him. But he talked
like a man, though like no man Chiker had
ever known; and he had a consummate cool-
ness that impressed the burly fellow.

«Look ‘ere, best thing for you to do is to-

cut off,” Chiker said. “You may be several

He is let out, however.

He goes with the nuts to a gambling den at Courtfield, quarrels with Pon, and is knocked senseless just as
the warning * Police ! * is heard. Flip comes to himself in a cellar, bound hand and foot.
that the only thing for him to do is to run away, as returning to Highcliffe means certain expulsion.
Goggs, of Franklingham, comes to Highclitfe.

They meet an officer friend of Flip's.jj Hazel runs off and Flip follows,
_ ensues between Chiker, Goggs, the nuts, the Caterpillar, and Miss Gittins,

He makes up his mind
Then he meets Peter Hazeldene, who

Flip and Hazel go to London, and are robbed by roughs.
Johnny Goggs meets the pretty post-girl, and a general argument

kinds of a duke, an’ all that; but this ain’t
your trouble. It's young Gadsby I want to
talk to, not you, my lord!”?

“0h, you want to talk to Gaddy, do you,
hy gad? Now, I rather thought the notion
was chokin’ him. I might go iY sueh were the
case, a3 ] shouldn’t care to be put on trial
as an accessory. But if it’s talkin’, I stay!
I am interested. So is my friend Goggs. So,
I imagine, is your fair niece—to whom, by
the way, 1 have had no introduction; an
excusable omission on your part, Mr. Chiker,
considerin® the position, but strange on the
part of such a wirror of politeness as my
friend Goggs!”

Then Gog poke. As if he took the rebuke
seriously, he said:

“ A thousand pardons!
is my friend Pe Courcy!
Gittins!»

“QOh, I know him!

Miss Gitting, this
De Courcy, Miss

He's one of the nuts!”
said the post-girl. And she put out a smail
paw, which the Caterpillar’s slim, white
hand clasped at once.

“Er—hardly one of the nuts, Miss Gittins!»
drawled De Courcy. “I should not like to
he confounded with them in your mind, after
havin® heard your opinion of them, hy gad!™

“1 don't mean that lot!” replied the fair
Gwendoline, with a ¢ontempt for Pon & Co,
which <he took no pains to conceal. “1I'm
not so xilly as to think you or grandfather
here are their sort.”

~1f you will only c¢lass me with grand-
father I <hall be bappy indeed!” murmured
the Caterpillar.

“ Swélp me if they ain't all carryin’ on like
folks in a play!® growled Mr. Chiker. ~I[
dunno where you learned that sort o’ thing
from, Gwennie, but it weren’t from me!”

“It  certainly was not!® snapped Miss
Gittins, with an upward tilt of her .small
nose. -~ Pon't hake the poor thing like that, -
Ih\trt. ,Chiker! You'll bave his teeth dropping
out !*

“Gurrrg! Yow! Oh, dear! Oh, Ly gad,
stoppit !” gasped Gaddy, as he got anotber
respite.

“Are you goin’ to 'and ever the chink you
promised me?” demanded Chiker.

“Now, murmured the Caterpillar, ©we
come to the really interestin’ chapters! Pro-
ceed to recount the circumstances in which
Gaddy became your debtor, Mr. Chiker,
pray!®

“’E knows well enough, ’ang 'im !* snarled
Chiker, giving Gadsbhy another vicious shake.

“But we don’t—at least, not well enough!
An’ we want to, by gad!» said the Cater-

pillar.
“Tell them, Bert Chiker!” said Miss
Gittins, “If you ain't ashamed of the game

you played, you jolly well ought to he!
if you don’t tell, I shall—so there!»

“I reekon as you've told all you know
a’ready, my gal!” Chiker replied surlily.
“That's what you was after with 'im you
call grandfather there, I can see. ’'Tain't
in nature as you should ’ave heen spoonin’
along of .a glass-eyed curate; but—>

“I have a very pronounced objection to
that misdescription, Chiker; and if you
repeal it I shall be reluctantly compelled to
resort to forcible measures!” struck in
Goggs gravely.

“QOh, lumme! What with you an’ the dook
there, a plain chap like me don't know
whether ’'e's standin’ on ’is blessed ’ead or

And

‘is blessed 'eels!” groaned Chiker. “You do
so talk, an’—»
“You aren't plain, Uncle Albert. Ugly is

the word for you,” Miss Gittins put in.
«Shut your mouth, Miss Sauce-box!”
replied Chiker, almost good-humouredly.
The drink was dying down in him, and
both the <Caterpillar and Goggs had im-
pressed him. Semething of a brute, some-

| thing of a hully, not too honest, Chiker had

yet in him the makings of a man. He found
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himself now with a curious feeling that, on
the whole, he was on the side of Goggs-and
his niece and the eloquent swell as against
the nuts.- He was not-in the least stricken
by ‘remorse at the memory of the way in
which he had treated Flip Derwent; but he
did feel that he would have far greater satis-
faction in treating Gadsby in the same
manner. And he had not the slightest com-
. punction in giving Gadsby away.
- “That,” said Goggs reprovingly, “is not
the usual mode of addressing a lady.”
* Chiker gave a great, rumbling laugh,

“She ain't a lady,” he said.- “She’s jest
a post-girl, an’ my niece. But 1 do behe\f;e
as you treated ’er Jike a lady, an’ I don’t
think none the worse of you for that, young
feller, Now then, Sixpenn’orth-o’ -bad-
’a’pence, are you goin’ to cough up, or am
I goin” to tell the yarn?®
. This query was to Gaddy’s address, of
course, Chiker emphasised it by another
savage shake, which did not improve the
already tremulous condition of Reginald
Havers Gadsby. .

Gaddy had never in his life been in a more
awkward situation. -He was more than half
choked. His blackest and most ‘cherished
secrets were more than haif exposed, and he
had little hope now that all would not come
out.” Even if Chiker did not tell it, the
Caterpillar would be on the track; and, with-

The Editor’s Chat.

For Next Wednesday :

¢ 81X ON THE scouT!”

) LBy Martin Clifford,

This story, though it belongs to the com-
petition series, deals with an event that can
hardly be described as a sports one, though
it might be termed a sporting one. §
. Skimpole sutfers a loss. D’Arcy makes a
suggestion. The upshot is that three members
of the -Shell—the Terrible Three—and a trio
of the Fourth—Kerr, Levison, and Roylance—
are chosen  to represent . their respective
Forms in a kind of detective contest.

Which side do you think wins?
‘I am not going to tell you here, Bubt I
wonder whether you will guess the solution
of the mystery as early as I did? I fancy
not—or, at any rate, that only a few of you
will, It is very simple, really; but it would
be easy for anyone to be led a§tray by the
many apparent clues offered. . Was it Crooke
who™ played the rascal? . Was it Manners
minor? Suspicion falls upon both. It could
not have been Mr, Railton, though Skimmy
was foolish ‘enough to think that. And if it
wazn't Crooke, and it wasn’t Manners minor,
who was it, since the researches of the rival
detectives ,tend to show that no.one else
could have been on the spot?

You will see next week!

" *THE FLAX HARVEST SCHEME.
" Will those of you whose interest has begn
aroused by this buy, beg, or borrow—¥ don’t
mind which—a copy of this'week's’“ Magnet »?
1 have something to say.about it in my Chat
in that paper; and in these days, when space
is'so precious, I think it should be enough to
refer .you, there, though I gave publicity to
the scheme in both papers originally. Most
of you read the “Magnet,” I know, and those
who do net should not find it difficult to get
a look at this week's number,

LIST OF TOM MERRY’S STORIES
- IN THE *‘ QGEM ""—(continued.)
201.— Ashamed of His Sister.”
202.—“The Runaway Schoolboy.”

203.—% Disowned by His Brother.”,
204,—¢ Captain D'Arey.”
20%.~~= His False Position.”

206.— The Lancashire Lad’s Invention.” .

207.—% Their Dishonourable Chum.”

208.—“ The Terrible A'hree’s Recruit.”

209.—¢ The Schoolboy -Nihilist.”

210.—“ Tom Merry & Co.’s Music-Hall.”?

'211.—“The New Firm at St. Jim’s.»

212.—“The Great Barring-Out at St. Jim's.»

218.—% Figgins & Co.’s New Master.”

214.—“ The Hero of St. Jim's,” -

“ A Disgrace to the School.»~

—“ Gussy's April Fools.»

 Your Editor.
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out absolute préof, the Caterpillar could
make matters exceedingly warm for the un-
fortunate Gaddy at Highcliffe.

In Pon and Vav there was no helg—not a
scrap. Gadsby was not at all sure that they
wanted to help him. Likely enough they
were enjoying his “discomfiture. Likely
enough they wanted the story told. The
Caterpillar would know then that neither of
them hgd been a principal in the blackest
treachery against Flip Derwent.
had fixed up the kidnapping with Chiker.
Until now his chums, whatever their sus-
picions may have been, had not known the
whole truth. 5

But when Chiker let go his collar Gaddy
tried a last despairing appeal to Pon. .

“Lend me a fiver to buy this brute off,
Pon, old top!” he gasped.

“What's the dashed good?” inquired Pon
cynically. “He's told all that matters now.
An’ I'm hanged if I'd pay him a dashed bob
if 1 were in your boots! Glad I'm not.
You've been sailin’ very near the wind, dear
boy. You seem to have forgotten that
Derwent was'a pal of mine, too.”

“Must have been!” said the Caterpillar
sardonically, It is so very like you, Pon,
to leave a pal in the lurch at a time of stress,”

“Oh, you go an’ eat coke!” snarled Pon.

“ De Courcy, won't you———."

“Settle up with our dear friend Chiker?

ET

E continue to receive a very large
number of inquiries from boys

—= CAD
w anxious to join the Royal Air Force
as mechanics. F¥or their informa-

tion, and that of others who may be thinking
of taking the same course, it should be stated
that the enlistment of such boys has now been
again entirely suspended. It was reopened for |
a short time in April and May, but we gather
that the number of applicants was so great
that all the available vacancies were filled up
practically in a few days. So far as we can
discover, ‘it .is highly improbable that the
recruiting of lads for this section of the Force
will be reopened again at all=at any rate, not
for a very long time—and, in the circum-
stances, those of our readers who were think-
ing of making application for the Force should
turn their efforts into scme other direction.
They would do well to join the nearest local
Cadet Corps, and so secure useful training and-
knowledge which will stand them in good
stead later on when they reach the age for
joining the Regular Forces. Information about
the nearest corps, etc., will be sent, as usual,
on application to the Central Association of
Volunteer Regiments, Judges’ Quadrangle,
%O)éal Courts of Justice, Strand, London,
.C. 2.

® L * * * #*

The presentation of medals awarded by the
French Government to various Cadet Corps
and Boy Scout Troops took place in the
Guildhall on Saturday, May 4th. The Lord
Mayor presided over a very large gathering
and Major-General le Vicomte de la Panouse,
C.B., C.V.0., presented the medals on behalf
of the French Government. Subsequently
addresses were given by Major-General the
Earl of Scarbrough, Lieutenant-General Sir
Nevill Macready, Lieutenant-General - Sir
Robert Baden-Powell, General Sir Ian Hamil-
ton, and others. Representative units of the
following Cadet Battalions received medals on
behalf of their corps, viz. : 1st Cadet Battalion
K.R.R.C., 1st Cadet Battalion Middlesex
Regiment, thé Church Lads’ Brigade, Boys’
Brigade, Catholic Boys’ Brigade, Jewish Lads’
Brigade, and the London Diocesan Church
Lads’ Brigade. And for the Boy Scouts the
medals were presented to representatives of
the following troops, viz: 24th Bournemouth
(St. Luke's), 1st Southampton (All Saints'),
1st Stepney, 7th Bethnal Green, -Bow Church
Wolf -Pack, 13th Bournemouth (St. Peter’s)
Wolf Pack, and the Highfield 14th Southamp-
ton. In each case detachments of ten boys,
representing the Cadet Corps or Boy Scout
Troop, under the command of an . officer,
attended to receive the medals on behalf of
their unit. The ceremony was most success-
ful, and a’*very iixteresfing one,
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Large numbers of boys are being required
for work on the land in connection with the
harvest and gathering in the flax crops, etc.,
and we understand that arrangements are

He alone |

‘Lance-Corpl. Shairp 89,

‘ Thgeefhaffpence.

But wouldn’t that make me an accessory
after the fact, Gaddy? I don’t like that
word accessory; it has a nasty, legal,
hangin’ sort of sound. I couldn’t think. of
becomin’ an accessory after the fact. But I
don’t mind payin’ off the respectable Chiker
—for the honour of Highcliffe—if there is any
of it left—an’ the memory of the time when
you an’ I, (faddy, in the words, more or less,
of the poet Burns:

‘ Paddlit barefit in the burn,
An’ pu'd the gowans d

Or was it rowans?—I'm mnever quite sure
which is which—in short, of the merry old
times when we were nuts together, Gaddy,
dear boy, ere Courtenay came along-an’
snatched me as a brand from the burnin’ ,

“Oh,. Jeerusalem !” gasped Chiker. “You
’ad ought to be in Parlyment, my lord dook !”

“I will pay off our dear friend,, Gadsby, on
one condition.” :

“Any old thing!® gasped Gadsby reck-
lessly.
“On the condition,” finished the Cater-

pillar, “that he tells us here an’ now every-
thin' he knows about the plot an’ the con-
nection of you bounders with the wretched
gamblin'-den at Courtfield; an’ that he
never breathes a word about it again to any-
one unless I ask him to!”

(%9 be continued next week.)
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being made through the War Office for this to
be done by relays of Cadets wherever possible,
The scheme has already appeared in our
bages, and offers an excellent opportunity for
lads belonging to corps to get a good holiday
at no expense, and at the same time to render
a useful service to the country. Those of our
readeérs who are members of Cadet Corps
sho_uld l_)rmg the matter to the notice of
their officer commanding, who might take it
up and endeavour to make arrangements for
the cgrps t-;) takt; part in this usefil work.
¥ * * - %

The Northumberland Cadet Movement, to
which we have made reference in these notes
betore, 1s now well established, and enrolment,
of recruits has commenced, and met with a
Very emncouraging response. Already more
than 500 hoys have joined, and it is antici-
pated_that the numbers of the proposed
establishment of 1,200 Cadets will be _easily
reached, and may have to be considerably
extended in the near future. The head-
quurters. of the corps are at the Hutton Ter-
race Drill Hall, Sandyford Road, Newcastle,
and local detachments are already formed at
North Shields, Blyth, Hexham, Alnwick, Gos-
forth, and Berwick. All our readers residing
In any of these places should not hesitate to
Jjoin and support the movement, which is
being so strongly supported by all classes of
{:lex:dcommumty in the county of Northumbcr-

* A * # * *

There are some keen-lads in Eltham who
Dromise to hecome good shots with the rific.

team shooting competition was arranged
between six men of the Royal Engineers
Cadets and six of the Royal = West Kent
Cadets, under the direction of Sergeant-
Instructor C. W, Walker, and the teams met
on a recent Monday and Tuesday, with the
following' result : Royal Engineers Cadets—
§ergt. Page scored 98, Lance-Corpl. Adams 95.
Sergt. Saliba 95, Pte. Hickman 95, Pte. Fryer
94, Pte. Dunn 91; total 569; average 94-a-6ths.
Royal West Kent Cadets—Pte. Keeble scored
97, Capt. Edgar 96, Sergt.-Major Glanfield 91,
c Sergt. Botell 87, Corpl.
Robinson_ 85; .total 545; -average 90 5-6ths.
%‘Eg lfgyarl E.ngmfi‘ers Cal;:lets were.the winners.

sers - issued s i g

he a c‘ allenge for a return
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A Cadet Company has been raised in con.
nection with the 1st Battalion of the Nor(f:blii
Volunteer Regiment at Norwich. The present
strength of the company is about 70, and it
has been duly recognised by the War Office
and the local Territorial Force Associaticn.
It is stated -that the lads are very keen, and
first-class instructors are provided, who take
the greatest interest in their work, and there
18 every prospect of enrolling further recruits,
Our readers in Norwich would do well to get
into touch with this new Cadet Company, and
join and support it. .




