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CHAPTER 1. contests which could not be classed under “Oh, rot!”  gnapped  Manners,

Making Sure of a Finish !
“ "[‘H.\'l"s the dodge,” said Tom
Merry. “Youn two think ocut
a scheme—see? Manners is the
best chap the Shell at
maihs, and you fellows in the Fourth
reckon Kerr is vour top-notcher in_that
department. So if those two can't do it,
nobody can. I should say.”

* Hear, hear!” chorused
Fatty Wrnn, who had come ov
Kerr and Redfern and half a dozen more
New House juniors to sbare in the dis-
eussion which was taking place in the
Common-room of the School House.

“Weally, Figgy—weally, Tom Mewwy
—~I simply wefuse to admit the
supewiowity of Kerr in the mattah of
mathematic I

“D’Arcy is the genius who knows

how many blue beans make five, by gad,
an’ d vou forget it!” drawled Ralph
Reckness ew. wha

opportunity of chippinz |
mar,

* Wats to yon, Cardew! I——""

“Shurrup, Gustavus!” snapped Jack
Blake. “Kerr can lick sour silly head
off at maths any day in the giddy week.
I quite agree to Tommy's proposition.
It's time cleared up this conipetition
bizney. Yve got no end of value out
of it, but it can’t run on for ever. Now
that we've a whole holiday to dispose of,
we can work off the Marathon. And that
certainly onght to be the final event. A
dead-heat when that’s .over would be
—a—what d’'ye call it?"”
sh-out,” suggested Dighy.
. ass! You know the word I mean,

nti-elimax, perhaps, old chap.”

. “That’s it! Jolly good word, too—~
just what I meant. If we finished up all
square, with the Marathon wiped off

the slate, we couldn’t leave it like that.
We should have to arrange another event
to settle things, and no one would feel
that that event was as important as the
Marathon, by long odds.”

As to that, everyone who mattered ai
all seemed agreed. Aubrey Racke and
George  Gerald Crooke might sneer;
Trimble of the Fourth might suigger;
cads like Mellish and Chowle and Clampe
and Scrope might sniff their pretended

contermpt of the whole affair.  But the
great majority of both Forms had taken
the competition very serio: indead,

ellows who had never been known io
buck up before had bucked up quite
strenuously. Honours had been won by
some from whom little had been hoped
George Alfred Grundy and George Gore
and Ralph Cardew among them. Racke
and Cr and their pals, who had sworn
to stand outside it all, bad been foreed
into some contest or other in some way
or other; d neither Form now stood
to lose any points by reason of having
failed to bring eversone m it up to the
scratch. There had been an agreement

that points should be allowed for the
rival Form in the event of any such
fatlure; but there was no o s to
enforee it.

The competition had heen a long-

drawn-cut one.

Tt had included not only
athletic events,

but also a number of

that head. But it had been agreed upon
some time since that there had been
enongh of the: 1 now only_the Mara-
thon ecision. For that a
needed. and at one
time loaked as though the term
might wear through to its end without
that whole day bemg obtained. *

But at last Mr. Railton had used his

influence with the Head, and the re-
quired day had been granted. The whole
school shared in the boon, and ev +
lordly Sixth blessed the Shell
Fourtly struggle.
The competition had been.a ding-dong
one, too.  Farly in its progress, it is truc,
the ¥ourth had gone well ahead, and at
one stage had led by as many as 27
points.

But later the score had been 124 points
all, and for a time neither Form had
gained much of a lead.

Then the Shell had ecome strongly,
th 54 points ahead of their ls.
soked to be easily in a wim
on
the Fouith had stuck pluckils to
their gu and Cardew and Herries—bur
chiefly Cardew—had done big things for
their Form in the wrestling bonts.

The lead of the Shell was reduced
thus to 15; and two suceesses for the
Fourth in non-athletic events, each count-
ing 20, had put the jonior Form shead
once more by as many as 25 points,

The swimming contests, of which thera

en the
versis

were several, had gone in favour of the
Shell. on the whole, thanks larzels to the
s of Tom Merrs, Talb an
and Clifton Dane.  Then the

hurdles had also helped the Shell score
op a little. Long-legged George Figgins
had won the Class A event over the
sticks; but Lowther and Gore had scored
for the Shell in Class B: and Gunn had
romped home in Claza C, with Gibbons

of the Shell third.
Thus, with the Marzthon enly left, the
Fourth held the narro ead " of three
. and all depended upen the -

&3

stanee race,
Shonld the Shell score only three points
more than the Fourth in that event the
result would be a draw, and the general
feeling, well expressed by Blake, was
that draw thus brought about would
be very unsatisfactory. Something in the
nature of a fiasco, indeed.

Kerr and Manners grinned amicably at
one another.

Each of them was capable of working
aut in his head problems which would
have puzzled many of their Form-follaws
with pen and paper before them. They
saw no difficulty at all in making sure of
what was wanted. Tom Merry would
not have seen any had he thought the
matter out; Talbot did not as it was,
nor did Roylance, nor Levison major.

“ While we're about it,” said Manners,
“I think we had better draw up a com-
plete scheme for the points in the e.

“Oh, yes, of course ! That’s the idea.”
Tom Merry replied,

“Of course, the scheme will have to
be submitted to the Sports Commitiee,”™
remarked Figgins

Figgins was himself a member of that
committee, Byt perhaps that need hardly
be stated.

“ Hanged if I am going to-take a lot of
trouble, 1o have my scheme turned down
by the potty committee when it’s all
worked out !

“ Don’t worry, old bean !” said Kerr.
“If you and I between us can't produce
such a gilt-edged, copper-bottomed, Al,
slap-up, and straight-down scheme that
the dear old committee will fall upon
our necks and fairly weep for joy, never
call me uncle again ! -

“Cuat off and see about it, then!" said
Tom. “You can have No. 10 to your-
selves to think it out in, and meanwhile
I'll be seeing about geiting the com-
mitlee together to meet you there, and

‘consider your great scheme. How long is
it going to exercisc your mighty
brains 7"

““Say about half an hour,” answered
Manners,

“Make it somewhere nearer half a
said Kerr.
give vou ten

said

3 minutes 1"
Tom.

_Harry Manners and George Francis
cerr went off cheerily together to Study
No. 10 in the S} passage, which
Manners shared with Tom Merry and
Monty Lowther. O

CHAPTER 2,
The Committee Sit and Grandy is Bumped.
“ N_the whole, Manners,” said

Kerr, “we don't exacily har-

bour a erowd of mathematical

geniuses  in_ the  Shell and

Fourth at 8t. Jim's. It's plain with half
an eye that, if the points are multiples
of any number except three, the thing
they are afraid of simply can’t happen.”
Manners, grinning, nodded assent. He

had seen that at once. And, indeed, it is
quite easy to be seen by anyone who will
take the trouble.

t's start with five. and make it
ten, and fifteen for third, second,
first places,” suggested Kerr.
“No, old chap,” said Manners, “Tt
was agreed upon from the first that the
first place should count more than second
and third together, We had seven, four,
and two pomts in the Class A events,
¥ou know."”

“'Well, what's the matter with four
teen, eight, and five for thi~1"
ners shook his head.
cems to me,” he said slowly and
thoughtfully, “as it’s the final event, and
quite one of the most important ones,
we might have something different. Why
shonldn’t the first six me all score
points?  That would make it far more
interesting and exciting, too.”

In jest, George Francia Kerr was apt
to pour contempt on any idea originated
in_the Shell.

But Kerr was not jesting now, and he
had only Manners, whom he liked, tc
deal witg

“Jolly good notion I”” he said heartily.
“Give you and me a chance ta do some-
thing, perbaps.  Neither of us will be
three. We

replied
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Manners  mdestly. © “Long - dis
running isn't exac my strong sui
Six  places, with a start of five
e, Kerr said.  “That would be 30,
. 20, 15, 10, and five. No need to
bother about that old ruie in a case like
:u Different from any other race, eh "
“I think first place should give a bit
more pull than that,” Manners answered,
* Make it 35 for first. Even then accmld
and  third combined would top
Tommy's going to be first, I fancy.’
“And I think Figgy is, so I quite
agree to the 35 dodge,” said Kerr.
“What about a dead-heat for any place?
Are the chaps who run level fo share
the pomls for thut one place 7"’

Lﬁ

“Won't do.” Manners replied. * That
might make first place worth less than
second.”

ow're right!  They must share
s for two phu‘e
Chat's it! S'pose I'c'ﬂmv and

Talbot dead:] heat for first——

“Or Figgy and Roylance. Roylance
yuns jolly well. There's Levison, too, and |
Rediern. T can't see two Shell bounders |
rompmg home first, old to

“Well, T ean, and T qhouﬁin t wonder if
you Jollv win. First place a dead-
feat by two fellow from one Form would

11ean 30 points each, and make it o dead
for that Form to win!” I

“And first plare dead-heated b
fellows from different Forms would
cally wiping nut ihe first and =

¢ points, and g it to the oth
four to settle it, v\]mh wonld keep up
the excitement,” replied Kerr. *“That's
all right, T think, Manners. We can |
lurdly do better if we try for a week,
fanoy 1™

= Better write it all down
asked Manners,

“Yeu do that, I'll o and w‘]
t committee we'll he ready
wonotirable worships in the smk
cow's tail or theroabou But remem-
i Manners, old scout, that queerer
ngs than two Fourth-Formers getting
home first together have happened in the
days of Pharaoh, of Eaypt.

“ But not since " gibed Manners.

He set to work with pen and ink, and
Kerr went off,

Within five minutes the Sports Com-
mittee had assembled. It consisied of
the three nmpires—Lefe of the ¥ifth,
1 Wally D' Arer and Frank L

Third—with Tom Merrr and Ta
© vepresent the Shell, and Jack Bla
anil Figgins as leaders of the Fourth,

¥

, had't wer”

Heavy footsteps sounded behind ﬂm{
cominitter as they trooped along the
Shell corridor.

Tom Merry ;x'lnm'nd round.

“Hallo, Grundy ! \U.ld “Do yon
lmppm\ to want a vthm(z

‘Yes,” replied George Alred Grundy
in his lofticst manner. *I want—T may
say that 1 insist—upon being presontl 1
ongzht by rights

“To be in tnlncy Hatch 1" eaid Blake,
“No need to tell us that, Grundy.’
“1 ought by rights to ha\e been on

the committee all along.” woent
srundy,  completely  ignoring  Blake
rell. T haven't been. I've submitted
to thar—-"
Had to!” snoried Figgins, !
“lve submitted to thet, 1 L
ann lot it affect 1y loynh_x- ta tie
F ‘va done as much ss anvhody

H‘p the Shell flag @i

te g.
“ Didn’t know the \hnll

1 a fag,”

gatd Tom Merry ill, i we can't!
wave the flag \leil “-aus\ the point,
You've done good service, Grundy; but

the fact remains that you ain’'t on the
committee.’

“Excuse me,” eaid Grum[v  politelr,
L hu: vowre mistaken, I am !

Who appointed you?”

Make

snapped

order
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“I appoinied myself! I owe it to
m_y position in the Form—-

“Ode to Grundy, by George Alfred of
that ilk!” spoks’a veice in the rear—
the mocking veice of Monty Lewther,
u}m had been absent from the Common:

AN
“Oh, youre ihere, are you?" snorted
‘W

Grundy. there’s  one ass the
more, that's all!

“ But not o t!:c committee I said
Tom Mi‘! - firmly.

“Of o not! Plenty of asses there
Jln‘udj‘ retorted CGrunds. “ Lowther i

never was on the committee, and I don’
propose to allow him to joln it now.
Clear off, Lowther! Haven't you got
sense eunugh to see you aren't M\n&ed ™

c here, Marry, I'm not going to
wait here all the evening while you

argue with that silly chump!” said

from No. 10. “I've other

to do besides ening to the
rea-haws of Grandy ™

“Do you hap to know, Lefevre,”

<oy

said Grandy der! “that I got the sack

THE BUTTERFLY.

There are many other features in this bright
little journal which will make you laugh and
F!gh"an your load of care in these anxious

times. You all know the eminent comedian,
T. E. Dunville. A page of pictures, >-bnwlng
Lim in somwe side-splitting adventure, appear.
uls0 in the “Butterfly,” and « Butterfly Bill s
has made his mark one of the funniest of
front-page characters in any comic paper.
‘Then there are many other screamingly funny
the reading-matier, too, i3

res;  and
\mlml
Altogethe ! ¥ou are in want of a paper
which is packed with the best of features in
fun and reading matver, you should place an
with your ne gent  to save for
you a copy of the Buiter fly," publizhed every
Tuesday, price 1id.

o) -Ag@@@@@@@@@@@@@@
“ELIT cried the Fifth-Former,
|‘n<ling not to hear properly.
ar—whopp -a prefect,”
the great George Alfred, wverx
and distine
“What did you
Lefevre,
“The sack.

v
“Well, T really don't
anything to hhg about.”

- Ym: doa’t scom to under
I mean.”

“What do yon
anything at all?”
“Really, Lefevre, vou're most extra
ovdinarily de for a chap in the I u’zh'
T mean that T'm jolly well not going to
put up with any cheek from yo put

llmt in your p.p and smoke it !

“‘Come out and_ be_ *butchered to
make a Roman holiday, Lefevia!
chostled Lowther.

“1 don’t think Tl do that, thanks.
But if you fellows don’t come in—and
shut Grindy out—1 shall certainly come
ont and walk aw

pres

reprated

lowy

get for i7"

you silly chump ! howlad

ee that that’s

=tand what

mean-—il rou mean

inquired

{

! n:ukﬂ] Lefevre mildly,

Three-halfpence. 3

“Beat, Grundy!" said Wally D Arcy.
“¥ou ain’t wanted!
“Go and look after my ¥ major I gibed
Frank Levison.
“Ha, ha, ha!™
ere was a perfect howl at that.
Frank had hit home. Grundy had been
actuated by quite good nmtnmﬁapalt
from his fatal craze for minding other
people’s business—in his efforts to look
after Ernest Levison, But he had had to
endure rebuffs which still rankled a Lttls
ma;ms mind, though he never really bore

8.
I can’t make out wk
can ece to cackls at
crossly.
“We're anhn‘g about your bump.
mg, Grundy,” replied Tom \1(‘{\"
I haven’s been bumpéd,
head 1"

0. You're ing to be,
“Not  jolly \g(?il likely.,
Here, stoppit! Ilands off |
Grimdy was seized and lifted.
waa dropped and lifted again,
Bump, bump, bump!
“Yooop! Oh, you rotters! T'll whop
all for this every blessed one of
I hooted CGirundy.
They're not prefects,

said

fat-

"

though !
l\lorrg
Yarooooh !
Grundy

you

* CGrundy,” re-

“Let t]l\‘nl lock out for themselves,

Perhaps you lhm{ know Cheerful Charlie.

If that is 50, let that you ought not tg | that's alll’

\lo any time in u king the acquaintance of : ‘And a very litile all, toe,” said
his sprigntly muno iellou He is a fine Lowther, “A cobbler’s awl, perhaps,
'dier-“"anlr lad: but he Is also 8 ventrllo- | since we trust it will be your ‘last’

qulst nd he hm;mm, over with fun from threat.” E

| thorning till nig O bs ! i Blake. “If
The pranks hc gels up to by making use of | 1, crumbs’’ groaned <

his remarkable gift appear every week zi_ a_question whether Gr or Low-

exclusively in ther is let in, T vote for wly | He's

a silly_ass, but he does o jokes

fhat give vou pains it

“I won't co in now if you beg me
0" retorted Grundy disdainfnlly. < Tl
leave you to muckup eversthing with-
out me, az you -\]\\a\'s do.  And you
needn’t |‘Yp?l". me to win the Mamthnn
for the Shell, because T'm jolly well not
going to do it

*“Nobody .thought you would.” said
Figgins.

“I sha’n’t run ™ snapped Crandy.

“You can’t!” said Blake.

But everyvone knew that Bluke was not
correct, he himself as well as anyons, for

Grundy could run, Il was hopeleds in
® sprint, but his strength and stamine
made him_ auite a formidable opponert
in a long-distance race.
Grundy stalked off in high disdain,

“Good-bye, TLowiher ! said Blaka
pnmtodin

“Oh, I'm coming in,” replied Lowther
coolly. “This is my stu(lr, I believe,”

He camo in, No one raised any real
objection. The mectings of the Sports
Committee had not always heen attended
solely by the appeinted members of the
body in unestion.

“Hurry up !” said Lefovre.  “Grunds's
better than a pantomime when he gots
fairly going, but one can have too mue h
even of Grundy. Let's get to business,”

“We've got out & scheme, s;aul Kerr,
“Manners will read it to you.”

Mdnnms procecded to do so.

“Jolly  good!” said  Tom  Merry
h(‘l!l"lll“ when he 1 finished,

““Bo think, remarked  Werr
plnr'\(‘!tlr

‘Not hali bad for a New House
bounder  and  a  Shell-fish!”  Blake
ullo“ed

“A jolly sagh( better than any School
House asg—

“But, Manners was in it, " gaid
Tom mildly.

“Oh, well, I don't mind admittin,
that '\o{nnnvrs is a School House nss al
right.”  enswered the broad-minded
Figgins,
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“Thank you fer nothing!” snapped
Manners.

“1 think it's tco beastly long and
mixed-up,” complained Wally.

“Ty's as clear as mud,” remarked
Lowther. “You have the family densc-
ness, I’ Arey minor, 1 fear.”

“Well, 1 don't think you'll better it,”
said Lefoyre. 1 must say Manners and
Kerr seem to have thought it out well.
1'd advise you te accept it.”

“T wouldn’t,” Wally put in.

“Then we will,” said Tom.

“Look here, Tom Merry, 1 don't see
any use my being on the committee if
you're golng to pass anything  just
because I object to it!" protested the
leader of the Third. y

“My good kid, it wasn't for any
veason of the sort,” said Tom. *
didn't even consider ¥eur opinion as
maitering at all.”

Wally did not lock at all mollified.
But when the scheme was put to the
meeting he did not vote against it.

“Tt ain't bad, really,” ho said. “At
least, not what T understand of it.”

“Bug that's really so little that it
hardly counts,” remarked Lowther.

“How do you know, clever? I'm on
the committee, anyway, and you ain’t,
s0 you've no right to say anything. But
T agrec to the scheme. All that's the
matter with it is that old Manners has
used too long words and too many of
them.™

“But the scheme,” said TLowther
blandly, “is for two_ of the middle:
Forms, not for the kindergarten section.
Words of two syllables are therefore quite
allowable.”

“Carried nem. con., as far as 1 can
see,” said Lefevre, while Wally almest
exploded with wrath.

The necessary details were carcfully
copied by Levison minor into his book of
records for future reference if necessary,
and a copy of the scheme was also posted
on the school notice-board; and, on the
whole, Shell and Fourth alike were
agreed that the scheme was a rips
ping good one, and that Manners and
Kerr deserved credit for working it out.

CHAPTER 3.
Cousins, and Enemies !
O NYTHING wrong, Talbot!”
asked Gore.
And  Herbert  Skimpole

looked up anxiously from the
pages of a ponderous iome by that
mighty, all-round genius,  Professor
Balmycrumpet.

The three fellows who shared No. 9
of the Shell studics were an oddly-
assorted lot. Gore and Skimpole dif-
fered on almost cvery possible subject.
But about one thing they thought aLke.
Both were hounestly devoted to Reginald
Talbot.

‘And Talbat deserved their devotion.
He had been a good friend to them both,
and was so still. He had stood by Gore
in a very tight place, and he had owed
(iore nothing but dislike then. He had
stood between Skimmy and many 4
buffet, from Gore and from others: and
Skimmy had never done anything in par-
ticular for Talbot, though his will to do
it, was good enough, given the chanee.

Regirie Talbot's brow was clouded on
that bright, hot July morning of the day
after the committee meeting. There was
an open leiter in hand, and it was
easy to guess that its contents had some-
thing to do with his worry.

A less thick-skinned fellow than Gore
might have hesitated to ask gquestions,
seeing that. But perhaps Gore had not
seen it, and if he was not specially sensi-
tive, he was at least honest in his concern,
which counted for more.

Tag GEM LipraRy.—No. 551

“(Oh. nothing much,” replied Talbot.
“No, that isn’t quite true. It is serious,
in a way, but it's nothing I can talk
about.”

“That rotter Crooke again!” growled
Gore, as he went out.

After what Talbot had said that was
scarcely in good taste. But Gore had
seen the envelope, and had recognised
the handwr of Colonel Lyndor.
And Core was rather in the way of say-
ing things that rome fellows would
merely have thought.

Colonel Lyndon was the uncle of both

ald Talbot and George Gerald
Crooke, There had been a iime when
Crooke had looked upon himself as cer-
tain 1o be the inheritor of his unele’s
vers cousiderable wealth. This was
before he had known that Talbot and he
were cousins—before anyone had known
it, indeed.
"When Colonel Lyndon had last isited
St. Jim's, Crooke, full of bitter jealousy
at the very idea of having Talbot—whom
he hated—as a fellow-sharer of the
colonel’s fortune, had so disgraced him-
self by his vile attempt to blacken his
cousin’s character that he seemed to
have settled once for all his own chance
of ever being named in his uncle's will.

Reginald Talbot had never _exulted
over that. Tt was not Talbot's fault that
Crooke was his sworn enemy. It was
Crooke who refused to recognise the tie
of kinship.
albot had doue his best to be [riendly
with his cousin, though it was quite
impaossible for those two fo get on well
together while Crooke remair
cad and wastrel he was.
pretended reconciliation, but only with
design to trap his cousin.

And now Talbot was asked to try
again.

Colonel Lyndon had been wounded
very nearly unto death. He was recover-

5
®

ing now ; and, reading between the Jines,
Talbot could guess that during those
hours when his feet had seemed to be

treading the Valley of the Shadew of
Death the gallant soldier’s thoughts had
been much upon his sister's son, black
sheep though he was.

“Afake another effort, my boy,” he
wrote. 1 know that I am asking much
of you. I should not ask it but that I
have high faith in your generosity. What
you can do to make your cousin Gerald
a decent fellow will’ not be to your
pecuniary advantage, 1 state that
fraukly. = Some part, of what would other-
wise have been entirely yours, when my
time comes to go cut—and I had thought
that time surely come but a few weeks
ago—will then fall to Gerald. But I
know that you are above being moved
by greed; and I trust you to do your
best, as I should trust you were you my
own son, and Gerald your brother.”

To do his best! Ay, Talbot would do
that.

But of what use would it be?

As soon might one make ropes out of
sand, change the spots of the leopard, or
léﬂe.‘wh the Ethiopian white, as reform

T

do  that, Talbot
in the past,

believed.
Now he knew that hope vain.

And, if anyone could do it, he was
not that one. Crooke hated him toa
poisonously. Crooke was full of lies and
deceit; and, though he knew Talbot
utterly honest, and generous almost to a
fault, he hated him only the more bit
terly for those traits.

“My dear Talbot—" :

Talbot looked up with a start.  His
eyes had been upon the sunlit quad, but
he did not really see what was before

them. Before his mental vision had
flonted the picture of a hospital over
there in France, and the gallant,

genercus veteran who was dear to him

wed the utter |
And Crooke

Iying on a hed of pain. The vision faded

rather dully:

os, Skimmy?”

fay I inguire, without impropri

ether Gore’s conclusion, hriefly i

cated as he left the room, was corr
Talbot looked at the plain face with

the bumpy brow, and smiled. He was

very seldom impatient with Skimmy,

1 wagh on_ him.

it wag, old chap. But, as

1 have already said, I'm not keen on

talking about it.”

“T deprecate extremely anything in
the way of intrusion, Talbot; but
1 should lke to express, for your

guidance, my opinion that Crooke is posi-
tively as near to being completely hope-
less, from the moral point of view, a8
any individual well could be. 1 feel the
most absolute assurance that any effort
on your part to improve Crooke will be
an absolute failure,”

“H0 do 1,"” said Talbot, a trifle bit-

Therefore, my dear Talbot—"
“lve snmpl‘y zot to do it, Skimmy."”

1 fear your logic ia faulty, my dear
fellow.”
. “Oh, no! Tt wasn’t your ‘ergo’ 1 had
in mind, old scout. All I meant was I
t to my uncle to do as he asks.”
immy mused upon that for a moment

or two, wrinkling more than ever his
massive  brow. Talbot relapsed into
thought.

“My dear Talbot—""

“Yes, Skimmy?”

“(Crooke is not a person with whom 1
care, in the ordinary way, to hold any
intercourse whatever, But circumstances
alter cases—a quotation trite indeed, but
to the present purpose.’”

“Don't quite see it, old top. You're
not asked-to look after Crooke, you
know.”

“1 was about to propose, my dear
fellow, that you should allow me to make
a strong effort on your behalf. Crooke
would doubtless meet my arguments with
contumely at the outset——"

“And with a ericket-stump or his booi
at the finish. No, old thing, you're no

end good ; but T can’t ask you to take on
that job for

skimmy dried up at that. Perhaps he
thought it _would hardly be delicate to
press his offer further. Skimmy had finer
feelings than Gore about some things.

But he did not give up his project.

CHAPTER 4.
The Schemers.
G SAY. D'Areyt”
*“Yaas, Twimble? If you have
anythin’ to say to me, e
that you will be bwief, for I am in
a huwway, as you see.””

Probably Arthup Augustus D'Arcy, the
swell of the Fburth, censidered that
Trimble should be able to deduce the
haste he was in from his being robed in
gpotless flanuels and carrying a bat under
his arm. But he certainly had not been
bustling Limself. and his’ chums, Blake.
Herries, and Digby, had gone on ahead
ten minutes ago, in despair at the time
he had occupied in choosing a tie to go
with his soft collar and cricket-shirt.

“You always are in a hurry when I
want to epeak to you,” whined Baggy.

“That is pwob, Twimble, I neval
wish to hurt anyone's feelin’s, but
must confess that you vewy seldom have
anythin’ to say that I have the slightest
desiah to heah.”

“(Oh, do be decent to a r:ha[i\)!"

«7 twust that I am invawiably decent
to evewybody, Twimble!” replied Guss,
eveing Baggy severely through his cel
brated monocle.

“Not to me youre not. I've always
looked upen you ae a pal, but you——"

I must weally beg, Twimble, that you
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will cease to look upon me in that lignt

lt— ia T,A ite imposs that I should evah
(mmdu Fou as a al.’
“There you go! ’a‘l that being decent

to a fellow, do you?

Baggy seemed so utterly woebegona
that the tender heart of Arthur Augus-
tus smote him,

“What did von wish to speal
nl-out T'wimble?”” he inquired.
“I'm hungry!™

* That is scarcely twue, Twimble, 1 am
snab. as I observed you eatin’ vowacious!y
in Hali not so vewy long ago.”

“I'm starving, I tell you!”

“1 wefuse to listen rn what T know to
be_untwuths, T'wimble !"

“They ain’'t, then!
of the dinner they
chap with my appetite?
ill mo—not a quarter !’

ta me

What's the good
e us in Hall to a

It doesn’t half

‘T'o judge by Trimble’s appearance. one
have thought that i was filled—
least, sufficiently nourished —at

and frequent in There

s certainly no sign of wasting .—.n\a}'

out Bagey

“J——  Oh, weally Twimble, T cannot
sfford to waste any more time upon
vout”

“Leok hera, lend me  halfa-quid,

Ciussy, old pal

“1 wefuse eithah to lend sou half-a-
quid or to allow you t arlr!mm me in
that peculiahly  off e an' familiah

well, then, make it half-a-dollar,
and T'll call you anything you like!’

Arthur  Augusins ave Trimbla a
withering look. Then he gave him half-
a-crown. It was giving, for ro one who

knew Baggy ever expected him to pey
back a loan.

Tt is hardly probable that the names

lied Arthur Augnstus as
with the coin pressed i
hand would have been at |
all to the liking of the swell of
Fourth had he heard them. TI
snot suggest gratitude on Baggy's part.

But Arthir Augustus did not hear. He
on his course to Little Side at a
G ned pace.

Baggy rolled away to the !ukElll)p
and fl d his snub nese for a minute

tv st its panes. But he had his

ns for not venturing into the
domain of Dame Tagglea. o hac
peremptorily ordered out on the last
he had paid thers, and if he overlooked
that Dame Taggles would not.

S0 Bagey sighed as he rolled towards
the gates, and felt that it was cruel of
D’Arcy to force him to travel all the
way to Rylcombe for the spending of a
mere half-crown. Baggy hated exertion
at any time, but more partienlarly in hot
weather.

“Mean beast!” he mutiered. I can’t
think what the country’s coming to, if
Le's a specimen of our aristocr that
some people brag so much about! allo!

wt are Racke and Crooke after, I
wonder?"”

The two blackest sheep of the \h
: a lindred yards or so ahead,
together earnestly. They never l-nr‘e
vonnd, and Baggy followed them

v did

ar uruh he muttered.
“ Bure to I'll bet Racke’s got
anothar p.ar‘p fur lhat man of his by this
time, and ther're going l'ood hogging. I
<on’t see how ther can kesp me oui of
it if that's so.”

But Racke and Croohe weve not on a
food-hogging expedition that aftern
They w not even thinking
’['EI|Io (Iar‘ari of both were trou
T i

hall be twenty quid down if the
to-morrow,” said Crooke dola-
I'm not a blessed pauper; but
quid's a whaek of money, es-
at the end of term, an' I don't

the | 4y
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What Does
(See Chapter

mind admittin’ I shall have a diffi-
o [ ¥in :

losa three times that,”

ke morosely. ¢

1 You must have Dbeen

plungin’, old top!”

Racke nodded.

“I gave Clutts lo
fiver he wanted to ris
there were Gvilmore an’ St.
Knox. The Fourth looked safe
to finish mh ad then, bat T v
plange so deep. Chances ar
\nwulﬁlut h @ paid up if they'd

!:e 14 w1l dashed we
to pay if t ¥ w.wl Croole,
o shall Iflmng it allt’

“Don’t I know it ! snarled Racke.

“If it hadn't been for that sweep
Talbot I shouldn’t be so hard up,” said
Crooke viciously, “He gets all old
Lynton’s tips now. The old fool's as
nuch my uncle his, an” I'm dashed if

honses
a fool to
cads

have
“An

ho's going to do you down

another way,” Racke answered, with an

evil gleam in his eyes. e or ¥,

that 15. As far as an make ont, it's a

dead cert that one or the other of those

two swankin® hounds will win the
Marathon.”

“Tt \w:.t be my precious an’

i said Crooke. “It

beloved
will be

“You've heen studyin’ them pretty
closely, old top,” remarked Racke.

“I bave. There's a lot hangin’ to it,
for me. 1 didn’t give long odds, as you
did; most of my bets were at evens. So
it makes a difference of pounds to
me whether the Shell score enough points
tn pull their total up over the Fourth's,
An’ I believe theg’re going to do it, They
ml] if a Shell chap gets first pla

“That doesn’t follow, dear boy.

lh(-rn

are five m.nm- places with points hangin’

ta them.”
“Well, you don't expect the Fourth to
h\l five, do you?" snapped Crooke.

zood enough to work that for

’s
them !”

Trimble Hear ? }
£

don't know. Figgins, Kerr,
Levison, Blake, Clive, Redfein
—thoy're all pretty useful, I suppose
An’ there are others!

“Yes!” snorted Crooke. * Thera

0%, 1
Roylance,

Talbot and Dane and Noble and Grundy
1 can't see your Fourth Form choices
beatin’ them all, Racke.”

“They might. But I don’t feel tcn
easy about it,” admitted the heir of the
war profits of Mesgrs. Racke & Hacke.

“1f the Shell bag first and second
p:anw they're all right,” said Crooke

‘8o theyrare if they get first and third
and sixth. There's a hundred and ten
pointa to be divided, an’ if thay get sixty
of them they're on top. The three points
the Fourth hand by now would be more
than wiped off.”

Again Racke stared. Mathemat -l
exercises of any sort were not very mmch
in Crooke's usual line.

Be hmd them Baggy, pers iring and
panting, yet felt quite hopeful. He was
sure that they must be talking of grub -
they seemed so very much in earnest.

“Pidn’s know you'd figured it all ont
l:kz- that * Racke remarked.

“There's such n_dashed lot hangin'
it, for e’ replied Crooke imorose
“T haven't had so much from home lat
~—may be war-time economy, or mnay
that my pecple are mad with me al
gettin’ out of old Lyndon's good bo
He very nearly pegged out lately, an’ 1
don't suppose a_blessed bob would have
come my way if he had. Tt would «il
have gone to that rotter Talbot I

“Then if the Shell win you'll be—

“In Queer Street—yes, by gad! 1've
two or three accounts to settle as it
Another twenty qguid on top of thel
would about finish it for me. OF course,
a chap might default; but it rather
cooks things up when he wants another
Autter. En ero would be trouble with
some of them, too.”

“Sorry T ean’t give you a helpin® hand,
dear boy,” said Racke.

Crooke laughed harshly.
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“1 haven't asked you to,” he said. “I
know how much good that would be.’
“ Well, you see, 1 shall be dashed hard
lnt m;sa}f if:
don’t trouble to make excuses!
iy ve a betee\' dodge than that!™”

“A dodge?” said Racke, as if failing
to understand. Possibly he did not quite
understand. It was usually he who
thought out the dodges.

Crooke nodded meaningly.
“The thing is,” he said, “ to settle the
chances of Merry and Talbot—one or

Loth. As I work it out, those two ave
pretty safe to be in the first six, an’ one
or other of them to be actually first. If

they are in the first four we are done!”

Hacke stopped, Baggy, who was just
rounding a bend in the read, saw, and
drew back in time to avoid bemg seen.
He crushed his fat boedy into a leafy
hedge, and stood there involuntarily hold-
ing his breath.

Baggy did not want to risk losing his
share of one of Racke's food-hog ban-
quets, and he knew that his enly chance
of sharmg was to appear at the eritical
moment, which was certainly not yet.

CHAPTER 5.

No Banquet for Baggy. -
ACKE looked up the road, and
R down the road, and saw 1o one.

Baggy’s flushed and podgy face
was hidden from him by the low
branches of a hig tree, and Bagey's
body ws concealed by a hedge. N

“Tm game for anythin’ that's safe,
said Racke. ** Apart from the cof T stand
to lose. I hate the dashed thought of
t‘mt bounder Merry’s winnin® the race,
an’_gettin’ the Shell home in the com-
petition "

*Dara eay you <o. Of the two I'd
rather he should do it than Talbot,
though I hate  Merry as much as ever
you do. I'm pretty certain Merry’s the
most dangerous; but that doesn't wipe
Talbot off the slate. But knock out one
of those two—the one that looks like
being first when they’re near the finish —
an’ the Fourth ought to romp home !

“Bafer to knock out both, if possible,”
Racke replied, his'eyes gleaming, and his
hands d?m.hmg and unolcnufln;{ ner-
vously,

It was the kind of scheme likely to
appeal to Aubrey Racke. To make his
bets safe, to ensure defeat for the fellows
ho hated—it would ‘be like killing two
birds with one stone. Racle had noth
but dislike for any of the leading s
of the Fourth. But he had been betti
all along against his own Form
because of the money he had at stake he
would be very pleased to sce Figgins or
Kerr, Roylance or Redfern, Levison or
Clive, Blake or Herries, romp_home a
winner. If the whole of the six places
which were to score points fell to the
Fourth would rejor

But, given fair pl for everyone,
there was not the least likelihood of that.

The Fourth had rather more really good |

long-distance runners than the Shell, per- |
Liaps. But Tom Merry, Talbot, Grundy, |
Dane, and Noble wern at least equal to
any five of the Fourth’s best. |

“Can’t be done, not my way,” said
Crooke.

* What's your way, old top?”

“Well| it may sound a bit clumsy,

because 1t's 5o simple.

But T've thought |
it all out. I enly w

nt to find someone

o do it for us. There' wother thing
t’s necessary, though— chap it's to
e done to must be lead by quite 1|

;,ruod streteh.
e anyone else

be best;

“‘Hee here, Cronke if

anyone on the napper, I'm nnt m it!
Tus Gy Lisranry.—No. i

I won't say ‘there mustn’s
ht, though \hntl

it's knockin

Ty | be

be dasher glad to have either of those
bounders tumbled aver that way; but I
won't take the risk of bein’ mixed up in
.

“It’s not that,” replied Crooke im:
patiently. I tlluught. of that; but T
could see for myself it was no dashed 0.
You can’t get a fellow tumbled over ke
that on a public road, with another score
of fellows peltin’ behind him within a
mile or so, some Jof them close enough to
see, ver ikely.

“But they'd see to that, dash it all |

*“Not if they were far enough belind.
Some of them might see the leader topple
over; but they couldn’t see what did it,
an’ the rope could be hauled away before
any of them got up.

“But the fel?ow himseli—Merry or
Talbot—would spot it, for a cert,” ob-
jected cke.

“Not het A chap whe's run aver a
dozen miles on a hot day, with h his eyes
half-bunged-up  with sweat n dust,
wouldn’t notice it at all. A rope’s pretty
much the same colour as a dusty road.
At & dozen yards or so you can’t be sure
of it if :,ou re on_the watch for it, an’
know it's there. I've tried, so I'm not
talkin’ about what 1 don’t know.”

“1 take it you were schemin’ all this
out while 1 was away last week-end,”
said Racke.

“There wasn’t much
" growled Crooke.
had expected an i lalml to go
cke on that week-end trip, and
was stili sore that he had not been given

else to do, hy

“But a rope on the road wouldn't floor
anyone,™ o'h]ected Racke.

“ It would Af it was tied to a tree on
one side, an’ there was a chap on the
otl

r“rpadv to pull it tight at the precise

replied Crooke.
“I’'m! Yes, it might.”

“Might?  Oh, rats! It dashed well
would ; it couldn’t be off it. An' the
chap who tumbled over it wouldn't win
any Marathon that ou bet—not if
the next man was o mile behind when
he fell!”

“'Na, I shouldn’t think he's stand :\\u:h
chance of pullin’ it off. Are you goin’ to
i be the chap at thp end of the rope,
(rook:\, old top?

“AMe? No dashed fear! Didn't T say
I wasn’t?”

“Well, you hardly expect me to take

on, lhﬂ job, I suppose?™ sneeved Racke.

don’t, VYou Thaven't pluck
va;,. snarled Crocke.
**As much as you have, I think. But

' that" v odds, Tt wouldn't do for either
of us. There nre points about your
scheme, TH own. - But who's goin’ to

"here’ s that rotter of yours,” veplied
e. “He's a regular gaoo bird sort
veep—game for anythin’, from pitch-
5 ta mamlau%‘ , 1 should say.
T guu to see him about these bets
he was put on for ug, an’ we could
casily get him to take on, zlm little joh.
Tt would be a lark to him."
“A lavk that he’d want at least a fiver

for.” said Racke (hnur.r]nfullv

He did not_repulse the idea of getting
the ﬂoundreil} Scaife, whom he ha«l
hized fo assist in h|s vod-hogging a:
gambling activ 10 carry out Crool
scheme; but, for 11] his lavishness when
he wanted to make a display, for all his
wii}mgnrsa to risk money in any form of
gambling, Aubrey Racke was e-sontml!v
mean, as his dear pals, one and all,
learned long before this.
vell, what's a fiver to you?"' growled
Crooke. “Come to that, I'll put up a
| quid of it
“You'll put up half, if the :Inug's 0
done, by gad 1™ :.napped ke.
They had stood talking fu; fully a

2

quarter of an hour in Rylcombe Lane,
and dwing ell that time Baggy had
panted and dpersplre,d in the hedge fifty
yards behind them. No one had passed
at all in either direction.

And it was through Rylcombe Lane
that the last stage of the Marathon would
e run. No moré suitable spat for the

dastardly dodge Crooke had planned
could have been found. In places the
woods hordeved (he lane closely, and all

along there were trees. It would be the
easiest thing in the world for anyone to
tie a rope to a tree on one side, and find
cover far himself on the other.

Now Baggy breathed a heavy sigh of
relief, for Racke and Crocke were
moving on., He ambled after them,
taking more risk now of being spotted.
His eagerness had only been whetted by
the delay.

But they did not look back. They
were still talking very earnestly,

“Youw've overlocked one thing,
Scaife doesn’t know all our chaps,” eaid
Racke. " How is he to tcll whether it's
a Shell fellow or a Fourth-Former
leadin’ 1

“ Nothin® casier, chump! Have you
forgotten that the Shell are to run in
white shirts an’ the Fourth in red "

“Didn't know it, so I couldn’t well

fu;‘;zc‘t That certainly makes it plain
sa Well, it’s a better scheme than
I uhn 1ld have expected you to hateh out,

Crooke, though there are possible holes
in it. Suppose some other Shell fellow's
in the lead—Dane or Noble, say 1"
“Treat hin the same, of course!”
growled Crooke. T don’t love either of
those chaps; do you? I'm dashed nearly
certain it will Merry  or  ‘Talbaot,
though, If it ain't, T h(!]lc it will be that
fatheaded ass (yrundy, an’ I sha’n't mind
if he breaks his silly neck !”
Conversation  slackened  as  they
reached Rylcombe and passed through
the village street. Baggy still rolled
after them. Crooke happened to look
reund and see him now; but at that
moment the lure of the tuckshop had
drawn Baggy aside to the pavement, and
%11"! was gazing into the window with wist-
ul ev

s that rotter Trimble!” re-

marked Croolke,
asked

“Where 27
his ugly

Racke, looking
round.

“ Pressin’ nosc against a

leased wmdow down the street. Can’t
you seée him?
“Oh, I see him now! Fle hasn't

spotted us, though. Round this corner,
quick, before he does!"

But Baggy saw them turn the corner,
and Baggy was a slenth-hound on the
trail of grub—even imaginary grub.

A quarter of an hour later the two
black * sheep and Scaife, alias Luke
Clancy, were talking together in a room
fronting on the garden of a eecluded
cottage, tenanted until lately by a maiden
lady who had now betaken herself into
Wales on account of the air-raids,

And, crouching by the Fre windew,
was straining his ears to catch
word espoken. The three had no
suspicion that anyone swas near. - &caife
had been alone in the house, and there
was no other dwelling near. They did 1ot
trouble to Jower their voices, and Baggy
eould hear all without difficuity.

His rosy dreams of a banquet faded
into thin ai Grub was not even men-
tioned. Baggy felt bitterly resentful that
he should have come eo far, and should
have to face the prospect of returning
empty; and as the two unfolded that
raseaily scheme to the willing ears of
Scaife -for whom it would have keen hard
to find {Ih\t‘nmg too rascally—thrille of
virtuous indignation stirred Baggy.

H vl them to the end, and then he
stole away unsuspected. e had not made
up his mind what to do, There were big
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possibilittes in the Lknowledge he had
gained by lis pet method of eavesdrop-
ping.

There was the pﬂmb:htv of revenge.
Racke and Crooke had often treated
Pilaggy roughly, though he toadied to
them

There waa the possibility of blackmail.
Townrds this Baggy rather incline

But of the expcvled banqguet there was
1o possibilits d because of that it
was a rueful aud l-sappmntpd Duggy
who trudged heavily back to 8t. Jim's,
‘G

door of Study No. 7 on the
Shell passage, which Racke
and Croolke shax

The door op@ncd and the mild, be-
spectacled visage of Herbert Skimpole
nnpsznrm!

“1 am glad to ﬁnd you alone, Crooke,
my dear Ipllnw’ said Skimmy, i bis
most p*op.tmtm‘v tones.

“Oh, are you?" returned Crooke,
tones nr\\tbmg but propitiatory.

“Certainly T am! M_y mission is to
wou, and not to Racks

“8o you've a1
snarled "Crooke.

CHAPTER 6.
Visitors to Study No. 7

OME in!” growled Crooke, as
a modest tap sounded at "the

in

have you?™

sion,

* Undoubtedly, my dear fellow. Other-
1 shounld pot—""
“Then take it away an' bury it! Bury

voursell, an’ put up a dashed tombstone
10 88y that tho blggﬂat fool at St. Jim's
lies undeineath. Go and fry your silly
face!” hooted Crooke,

Skimmy stared, Skimmy had a logical
mind, and he did not see how, after
being buried, he could be oxpoct«d to fry
his face, Even putting up the tombstons
might present difficnlties.

But after & moment’s reflection he de
cided that Crooke's abuse was not worthy
of being taken seriously, and certainly
not worth wasting loglc upon.
he had not expected quite a nice recep-
tion, he was not disappeinted on that
s00Te,

“I am sorry that you uhauld address
e in that manner, Crooke,” he said,

“especially as I hn\'e come heve with the
best of intentions.’

“{\un them, too!" snapped Urooke.

Really
evening smrn.lv amisble,
fellow ™

“1t's not, by gad! An' you'll dashed
well feel that it's not if you don't clear,
vou owl-faced catamaran !

Crooke did not really know what a
catamaran was, but it sounded abusive.
Skimmy, who probably knew, but had
almost certainly forgotten, let the epithet
pass. e was not to be turned from his
purpose by harsh words,

“I have come here, Crooke, to point
out  to you the error of your ways.
Talbo -

“Has that rotter sent you here””
roared Crooke, rising in a threatening
fashion.

But Skimmy did not give ground. Iis
inild face showed no fear,

“1 have every desire to converse with
you on & temperate and :umcahlo
foating. Crooke !" he said firml
cannot do so if u persist in tnl repre-
hensible tone. To abuse of myself per-
sonally T am quite indifferent. regarding
it with a philosophical mind. But Talbot,
although he h:u the misforture to be
your cousin——

‘rooke gasped. Skimpole was certainly
not minc ing his words.

dear

i3

my

“Ty a person for whom T entertain so |

very high a respect that I cannot tolerate
;he 1ppl1c~at;un of injurious epithets to
mn

u 5— G

apped Crooke,

out,
“t ui‘}l‘lmg that's likely

th
Liea

And as |

1 fear that vour temper this
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to, please you aoout Talbot here, I pro-
:mso you that

“1 ‘refuse lo o with my mission un-
accomplished { "albot did not request
me to come hither; T am acting entirely
upon my own volition. T desire to point
out to you, Crooke, that there are ties
of hlond befween you and Talbot—"

“Worse luck, dash it!” struck in
Crooke. —

“Aud that yvour attitude of enmity
towards your ceusin must have given ex-
treme pain to your gallant and revered
common relativ ((;Fnu] Lyndon.”

“1 hone zo, b gad ! snarled Crooke.
“The old brute's out me out of his will.
I owe that to vour dashed, sneakin® pal,
Mr. Reginald Talbot. It's very likely T
should love him—I don’t think

At this moment the door opened and
Racke entered.

Racke was in no more pleasant mood
than Crocke. The nerves of both were
on edge. The result of the Marathon
race on the morrow meant much to them
—more than they carcd to think about,
And thowg]n their scheme was cut and
dried, and Scuaife had agreed to play the
pert assigned to him, they knew that
yery Littlo might upset the whele plot.
Two or three runners bunched together
near the finish—a Fourth-Former leading
at the critical moment, but failing to stay
e course—these, or any one of half a
dozen other combirutions of cicoum
stances, might foil them.

“What's this fatheaded ass
hnre”” demanded Racke morosely.

ar as I can make out,” snorted |
Crooke, “the cheap idiot's come along
to ask me to fall on Talbot’s neck an’ hug

want

him, to please dear old Uncle Lyndon
|

him!"
'had advanced well
: stood between him

—hang
Skimmy

stud

the

into the
and

o,
&

door.

There was an

Racke's face. .\|b-ru‘. Racke never for- |

got or forgave, and he had an old seore

against Skimmy to pay o

“Last time you came liere, you pasty-

faced  lunatie,” he said, “there was
There's gmn

trouble. "to be trouble |
this time, mv pippin, a1’ vou're goin’ to |
it! Collar him, C nukp, an' keep

get
hir cirons, for good-
could move Crooke
behind him and
a spiteful grip.

'-1.|mn‘~

a
‘mm

ms

in

was holding
Skimmy struggled for a second or two,

but found the result painful. He might
have kicked, but to have kicked would
have been below the dignity of a phile-
sopher—at anz rate, uutil more |1ax! been
done to him.

But it was soon made ev that
more was going to be done to lum

Racke m.mhod up the tongs.

“Yoooop !" howled Sknnm; “Don't!

Stoppit, Racke !
“Right-ho; T'm not goin’ to stop it !"
answered Racke, p:nnmng fiendishly.
e sr!red Skimmy's nosec with the
tongs and squeczed hard,
It was nore even than a philosopher |
could be expeeted to endurc patiently.
Anyway, it was quite too much for Her.

hert Skimgole (0 stand,
is right heel smote Crooke's shin
hard. He tore his arms from Crooke’s

grasp, and he hit out straight at Racke.

Skimmy had learned from Tulbot how |

to use a straight left, and he put the
lessons he had had into practice now.
Skimmn biceps were not formidable
but his knuckles were bony,
impact upon Racke's mouth
lm(‘ﬂy pa.u-.ful to Rar‘lm

iroooh | Confound

dis-

was

you ! Iy

you!”  enurled C‘mukm

you?

and their |

Three-halfpence.

And both Lif out. s
The combined force of the two vicioua

punches  sent  Skimmy reeling.  He
toppled over, and his head struck the
fender.

He lay on the hearthrug, inert” and
eilent, with a thin stream of blood trick-
ling from his right temple.

“My hat! You've done it now!”
.mtvd Crooke, “Iutu with fear.

“I've done it? You've done it, you
mean, confound you!” hissed Racke,
turning almost pea-green.

Tap, tap !

The two locked at one another with
wild eyes and haggard faces.

It was a very bad moment for a visitor
~-for any visitor. Neither  ectnally
helieved that they had killed Skimmy
between them. But he had unguestion-
ably been knocked senscless, and they
did not want_anyone to see him in that
condition. It was bound to mcan
trouble,

Crooke darted to the door.
snatched down a raincoat from a
and flung it over Skimmy, hiding
completely.

The intention of Crooke was to lock
the door. but he was too late. ~Before
he could grip the key it opened in his
face, and Baggy Trimble appeared, an
affable grin on his podgy countenance.

rat 1" said Crooke politely.
The affable grin faded from the fat
countenance of Baggy, and an injured
! look replaced it.
| “I don't call tha( making a chap very
" he said patheticall
't weleome here!

Racke
NS
im

| welcome, Crooke !

“Fat louts
{ rapped out Crooke
8o just cle sou bloated toad, an
{ come again w we send for you!™
addvd Racke.

“T'm not going until I choose!" re.

. plied Baggy deflantly. “‘T've something
!to talk to you fellows abonut, and you've
Cjolly well ‘got te listen, J Lknow that!
I say, though, what have you gob hidden
‘ under that coat—grub, hey?"
| “That's no uaiiwed bizney of yours!"
answered Racke. Both he and Creoke
were hetween Bagey and what the coat
covered, but they could not hide it
entm.i-.

“Ob, isn't it? I'm jolly well going to
;havn my whack. so don't you muke any
mistake about that!” squeaked Baggy.

Again the two looked at one another.
Baggy on the supposed track of grub
was dangerons, If he were put out ha
P would squeal, and others might come
along to see what was the matter.

Baggy did not realise that he already
held the whip-hand. Before either of
the two black sheep spoke again ho sid
|  “Look here, if vou don’t whack oui
I hh?ll tell Tomn Merry and Talbot about
Seaife

en

cai
“What d've ™
L5!|:\ppcu Crooke. :

Racke gave him a warning glance.
Roughness to Baggy would herdly serve
i I.hFll' turn.
i “I know what I know, Other peopla
might like to know it; bnt that's not
saying that they will be told—as long as
T treated civilly and decently,” veplied
Baggy. “I'm not going to stand being
called & fat cad, for one thing! And,
| for another, I'm going to have my whack
of what vou've got hidden there! I
know jolig well it is grub!”
“It isn't! On my honour i
hc- siid_earnestly.
aggy winked.

i vour
word of honowr’s worth, Racke? 2" he

mean, you fat cad

it

ai
“Dor’t be a silly ass " Crooke snorted,

“It'e nut grub, or anything hke it.
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Cadet Notes.

Arrgngements have now been made
for the admittapce of members of
Cadet units into the Royal Air Force
for training as pilots apd chscrvers,
a step which will prove the most
popular means of recruiting the ( adet
Movement that could have beel
taken. An Army Council Instmchon
igsued recently provides that members
of Cadet corps_who are desirous of
joining the R.F.A. (Pilots and
Observers Section), may, on attainiog
the age of 17 years and 10 months,
apply to the officer commanding their
Cadet unit, who, if he considers the
eandidate guitable, may send him to
the nearest Reception Depot of the
R.A.F., with a written recommenda-
tion under this Instroction.

Of course, there are a number of
other provisions in the Order, and a
number of details to be attended to;
but copies of the Order are sent o
officers commanding all the Cadet
units, so that they shcruli] bc familiar
teps they
must take fo assist L:mr membora to
enter the R.AF. when they reaci
the required age. During the past
six months some hundreds of boys
have appliéd to the Ceutral Associa-
tion Volunteer Regiments for informa-
tion and advice about how to get into
the Air Force. Here Is a door open
for them, and all they have to do is
to join their nearest Cadet corps, and
wait until they reach the proper age
jor securing admission to the AiQ
Force. As hitherto, full particula
address of local corps, ete., will
supplied to any T who will wri
to the Central Association Velugteer
Regiments, Judges’ Quadrangle, Royal
Courts of Juibu.e, W.C.

Lock here, vou think you know some-
Cilbai)

n

I don't think; T jolly well know !
chuekled Baggy. ' And cther chaps are
eoing to know if—"

“1f we don’t pay veu to kerp it dark,

I suppose?” said Racke, pdt.tm" a hand
to his breast-poc] ket. Wil a quid do it
Baggy, old pal?”

“A quid and my share of the grub
vow've got there ! replied the ycathful
Wackmailer.

“We haven't got any
Don't I keep on tellin® you

[ '.nn}.—

1, let me 8
‘That’s Unl} fair. You say it's 1
put you're both such lars that mb\.m
can believe youl”

Baggy's head was in danger then. He
took a pace or two back as he saw
Crooke’s fist uplifted.

The rain-coat stirred slightly, hut ncne
of the three saw the movement, and their
vars failed to cateh the low groan that
vame from under it.

Skimmy had recovered conseic
but had not yet vealised vlicre be
W ;w had happened to hir

The first words that frll \q:zm his ears
came from Racke.

+ Qee here, Baggy, I'll make it thirty
bob. That ought to satisfy you; for, t-f
course, you'll be a gainer by my havin'
my man abont. I\.oLp your mouth shut
about hiwn, that's all, an’ I'll make it
worth w.ur

Bag,
vodgy
ty bob for a mere minoi

IEHLEEN
wag or

: stretched out his
tinetly in clover.
cret, and

the Dig one atill kept ip reserve for.
futnre blackmailing operations !

He went without any further refercnee
to tlm eupposed grub undee the rain-

o
IInr:llc had the door closed 1

when Crooke turned upon Racl
“*Is that all he’s got on to*
Tre Gew Lrsrany.—No. b

hind him

o,
hie hisscd.
1

“ About Seaife bein’
I mean

“Why, what else should he
inguired Racke.

Scaife was Racke's special secret.
plot against Tom Merry and Talbo
really more Crooke'’s than Rackes.
felt his own burden of secrecy more than
he felt the other’s, though neither stood
riem of guilt as to either affair.

“1f he's heard about the plan to FP(I](
Merry’s chance in the '\'Iar.stinm. or T
bot’s, v«lu(he‘er it may

at Larch Cottage,

know?

The

t

T

“Bat he can’t have he a':l Dan’t be a
fool, Gerry

“1 don - how he vould | » been
near wit ..ms us t in’ il

Crooke doubtfully. et
“Rot ! He couldn't possibly ! Bes

ho would have blabbed f¢ o out 1.;

had. Did you ever know him to keep in

anythin’ like that when he zaw a chance
of makin’ his profit? Tle’s got hn]d of
somethin’ in the \xllapr that's all

“T hope it ia all,” said Croo c etill a
doubtful. “J’< rln;)e it Tt
3 imry’s siirrin’ 1"

Racke snatched away the rain-coat
Skioiny opened Im e
“Where am 11° he gasped.

Herbert Skimpole was far from being
a born actor; but he really did net pla}'
his part 6o badly then. Whatever doubis
Crooke might etill have as to Baggy.
neither Crooke nor e suspected that
Skimmy left No. T with any knowledge
of their wuscally plot!

But

trift
1

and

CHAPTER 7.
A Clear Call to Talbot !
ORE, my dear fellow, have vou
.ﬂhu " asked Skimpole

‘G
“* L ob« ‘of times, fathead!”

replicd George Gere, with cheery polite-
ness,

“That iz understood. What T would
ask is whether you have secu him guite |

I saw him at dinne

Skimpole sighed. and pres<ed z huid to
his massive brow, The avtic
Gore’'s attention to the fact

eccentric study-mate’s right temnple wae
bleeding slightly.

“Whao's been giving you that?” he
Jeed eharply.
“1 fear I do not quite follow you,
re. I regret to eay that you have a
of wandering from the point at
1 is due, ¢ but co!
1 illecical mind.”
‘ho's b lamming you

o

5 ou  mean th
tnucbcd his temple ginger!
finger, and looked at th
with mild curiosity. * Ra

with his fore-
fdened digit
d Crooke |

did that. But it i» reall 10 conse-
guence,”
“Ten't it, though? We'll see about

that, old idiot ! Talbot and I aren’t going
to have our tame 2.5 knocked about by
those cads!™

Now and then Gore had a way of show-
ing that, i h- dn-sp]sed Skunmy as

asked.

“I'm going to see Racke and Crooke !”
snapped Gore.

“T would very much prefer that you
should do me the favour of discovering
the whereabouts of Tulbot, and whwmlr
to him the information that T desire to
see him on urgent business.”

mm T'mi going to run vour errands
fgﬂr you? Youre jolly well “off it if you |
o !

if von chance to see Trimble, you
nnglu tell him that his presence in this
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requested imtnediately,” wenl on
v maldly.

“Anybody elss you want finding?
Don’t ?mgrt to mention it before T go,
lui‘l goodues:’ sake!” said Gure sarcasti-
Fa

study i
r.nli]lh

here is no one else, thank you, Gore,

my dear fellow, unle
\\}mle T think T “111
Ok, will 3 You don't luppm\ tn

Railtan or Kildare o |
Mish cr Piggot, [ uppos
“ Thank you

no,
at_him speechlesly,

ed the door. It up.h
of time to eling earvasm

Giove went along to No. 7, spent a

minutes there, and came out
or

two. but with quite
on, George Gore was up
uo

cheerful expre
against Racke and Crooke : and, being
longer the weedy waster of former duve,
he was quite capable of tackling thoso

iwo croic. youths together. though
they were rather a handful for him thus.

S0 cheery did he feel that, happe

Baggy Trimble, he gave thet
Jumior Skimmy's message
“\What's he want me for asked

Baggy suspiciously.
But I fane
ago to go. Skimuuy ha
 remitlunee this morning, 1 kuow that
Bagey volled off. It was not al
likelx that Herbert Skimpole’s remit-
tance would be used to benfit the
d obese Bag i
d Bagey bel

would b

ed in leiting no chanee

=lip.
Hardly Lad he got well inside

No. 9
when Talbot entered.
“Talbot, my dear fellow, T think it
would be as well that vou should ~Iw
the door,” said Skivmuy, who

sharpened 1
CFrim

seemed to hoy o

had happe uv:l to him in No,

has n narrative to relate whiel
*Rats!” struck in Bagpy ludn Ty

didn’t come here m ml.m-

wcnse
stappit, Talbot I m
Stoppit, T e
Talbot &
self against 1(

not

T «hut the door, a
1e was surpr

Lut he

FivE YEARD HENCE

GET ONE OF THESE CARDS
TO-DAY
FROM ANY POST-OFFICE.

Each card iz divided up into thir:s
Whenever you have 6d
0

fix
as all thp spaces are filled lm wn
r(arn take the card to a post-office amd
age it for a 15s. 6d. War Savings

a
ln five )-l"ar- time that certificate will
be worth £1.

This is the b

to put money by

t way for a patriotic boy
Won't you try it?




Every Wednesdavy.

o that are of
hot, so pos-
¢ on my part
L|! ¥y ~m that T con-
imble should lr'l!

i between ih(l\e a,ud C
hand, and an _individual
, resident at a_house called
nd connected some  man
with Racke, on the other,”
And with that Skimpele oper
volume of the great Professer B
erampet, found his place, and start
vend as though no one else were pr
1t said sometbing for Skimmy's pow

nane d

of coneentration that he could do_this.
To anyone but Talbot it might have
indifference

suggested  absolute on

Skitmmy's part to the ne . But
Talbot knew Skimr r than that.
ile was not really 1 e had
not the time to spare,

¥ saw Baggy wo pa blir:

v gave himn s
ce in itself of the fact
was something in what Skimmy had s

* Now, then, Trimble, out with it .

There ‘was plenty of charity in Taibot.
iTe bLad more than once seen good in
fellows whom others thought wholly ¢vil.

lut Baggy Trimble was r;w&lsidr the pale |
i » was

«i Talbot’s sympathy. Bare
#11 he could give the fat ?—marﬂ -Former,
are  justice last thing
cver wanted
[—1—1 don’t

is talking about!"”
cep e
woing to stand it
“Don't

Hawever Skim
veo got “held of
othing in it. The
in tells that,”

't a word of truth in it, and
not in a funk. Yaro Don't yau

knocking me about, bet, or

Baggy's further utteranc
short by ene of thf‘ et t sh
i ever had.  Somet
have disturbed Td.llml &
Fept well in b 11 Bage:
‘:ml that  wre th's lvl'[ll

lile castanet
he pushed him,
i, into a chair,

‘s nothing to what y
you don't tell all you know 7 he

and

shaking

get if
wnapped,

Baggy, though well kne a
leaky vessel, sas not whol i
the capacity to keep a t which

¢
seened to him likely m be profitable,
But he had already m
of this one, and he fe
tensely.  Talbot’s eyes were blazing.
looked quite ferce
what the handsome jur
vondered wheth
ispnan he had

$8
in-
He
Baggy remenbercd
r had once becn,
in Lis days as
¢ killed anyone.
looked savage enough for that or any-
thing now.

ll.

Crooke again, rocke at a time
like this. wh 1 Lyndon’s charge
had to ! ‘Thav was what

what made him so furic
ot responsible for
but Baggy seemed to be mixed up sor
how i this oue, and pechape it was
io be wonde i

Took lme Talbut, it T tell

Latr»

ey va T to it Tiimble!
You're going to tell me all about it before
rou o out of this study I

THE GEM LIBRARY,
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(See Cha,

told best of his
ted ol] that had passed
t hell fellows and Racke's
man. He had wot forgotten
i that anattered. The place and the
manner of the foul trick he knew, and
those two things were almast enough in

themsebves,
When Baggy had finished he was
kicked ont of the study witho
He fled,

dear
miy, looking up from
f-f Balmyernmpet,

natter, my

the ‘.ulhrallmg pe
*Didn't. you hear ?
“I caught a word imro and there, but T
cannot that 1 followed attentively the
drift of Trimble’s conversation. My ex-
perience of it is that it (\onslﬂt,s mainly of
vain repetitions, Trimble, if he can be
averred to possess & inind M. all, hav one
{ for which Z can ouly feel contempt.”
“Oh, get uut, Skimmy, and let me do
some thinking 1" snapped Talbot,
Skimmy went meekly, without even a
reproat hful look. A minute or two later
i him erossing the quad to the
ondered what could
But he forgot all
immy in a fow second
b and down the

‘Im:it
He paced
thinking b
A clear call had
answer it he must put
winuing the Marathen
had hoped to win it
Form aud for the ¢

pall study,

come to him.  To
+ all hope of
himself, and he
ke of the
though

he fancied Tom Mnrr 3 ¢ better
thau  his owi, and wor not grudge
vicsory to Tom.

All that was at an end. He might

. but he would never complete the
His prescnee would be required

thwarted, alike for
asd for Crooke's

.ot must b
the sake of the }
wake,

Ihere was the ait

ernotive of letting

Not a Success!

- _...|

10.)

Crooke and Racke know that they wero
found out. They would hardly dare to
carry through the plot after

But e\arythmg was arv uged It
might not be in their power to stop it.
And if they did stop it they might try
something q-he—somgthmg Not ko easily
frustrated as this could be, now that it
was known. They must be desperate.
Mere spite against thei ) Form would
not have led them fo this.

And it would give bot ;,rnp on

Crooke—such a grip as might enable him
to do more to earry out the colonel's

s than any m;mE to his better

would be likely to do.

mind.  He
L ihe stmi-..

ca
The clear call had cone to him, and he
would answer it!

CHAPTER 8.
The Start.

Isu’t it hot?" said Sidney

P
“You don’t mean to tell me
that, havin® bhecnr borm an’
brought up in tropical South Africa, you
find this hot, old beau®" returned Ralp
Reckness Cardew.

“Sonth Afr
head ! It is hot there sometime: s,
but noet much hotter than this."”

‘ardew, Clive, and Levison were i
wup vide by sids, ready for the stari of
AMurathon,
ily  fifty fellows were  starti
h it was quite ¢ mHm that many of

(

not in the iropics, fat-
1 know,

for ene, Cliv

not do that,
had pﬂruuader[ him to enter,
had little hope that he would stoy
the en
‘]hc\ Fourth
numbered the Shell entrants by

Lheav

bt
in ta
Form competitors oat-
somne
The Fourth wem

thing like two to one,
No. 551.

Tre CGEM LIBRARY,
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the bigger Form, and had fewer slackers
than the Shell.
Blake & Co. were there, of course.

The noble Arthur Augustus had high
hopes of finishing well to the front; but
no one else expected that of him.
Figgins and Kerr were there ; but Fatty
Wynn stood outside the throng, in every-
day garments. Not all that F ¢ el
Korr could do had availed to induce
Fatty even to start—not in weather like
this, he said.
The New House juniors were there—
Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence, Clarke,
Koumi Rao, and Robinson minor.
nuartette from Study No. 5 in the School
House Fourth Form passage—dJu ian,
Korruish, Hammond, and Roelly-fwere']
2l there. Durrance—wha had come 10|
the school as Paul Laurenz, but now bore |
his right name—stood with the three from “
Study No. 8, and was likely to go farther |
in the race than his lackadaisical cousin, N
|

Cardew,

Dick Roylance, the New Zealander,
was there—one of the hopes of his Form.
Jerrold TLumley Lumley, Brooke, the
day-boy, Mulvaney minor, and the in-
effable Clarence York Tompkins, Smith
minor, Contarini, the little Italian, Jones |
minor, Lorne, and Macdonald, were all |
there. The Fourth at least showed will- |
ing, as Jack Blake remarked to George |
Herries,

More of the Shell were standing down.
The Terrible Three were there, of course,
and Kangaron and Dane and Glyn.
Ciibbons and Gore and ¥rere and Walk-
ley were in the ranks; and Thompson
and French and Jimson represented the |
New House. George Wilkins was pre- |
sent, looking anxiously round; but
neither Grundy ner Gunn showed up. |
Gunn, who was not starting, had rushed
off to find Grundy.

“But he won't come,’” said Wilkins |
dolefully. “Tein’t often the old ass |
wots his back up and keeps it up like this. |
Thut he's waxy still about vou chaps
turnin’ him out of the committee meet- i
ing and bumping him. He says he sa
then he wouldn't run, and he's x|
to it. Gunny and I talked to him like |
Dutch uncles; but it was no go.”

“Nevor mind about Grundy,” said |
Giore impatiently. *“We can do without |
that silly chump! But where's old
Talbot?"”

1t was curious that until then no one
had noticed Talbot's absence.

The _Shell fellows o d  round
anxiously, The race was timed to start
at half-past nine. ildare, captain of

Kil
St. Jim’s, held his watch in his hand, an
that watch showed twenty-seven minutes

ast.

“My hat! Where can old Talbot have
got to?" said Tom Merry, in dismay.

“And Grundy; that ass ought to be
made to chimed

run!™ in Kangaroo.
“All very well for Gore to sar we can
o hout him. L'm not so sure of
that.

“0Old Grundy's a pretty big all-round
duffer, but he can run, and ht[;\ can keep
on moving,” said  Wilkins. “Hallo!
There's Gunny !’

William Cuthbert Gunn came racing

up.
“Tt's all right,” he panted. *Talbot's
got round  him  somehow. They
coming! 1 say, Kildare, Talbot says wil
vou give them o minute or two’s grace?
trundy hadn't got his togs on.”
Two minutes; not a second longer
snapped Kildare.
“Here they come!” cried Thompson.
Grundy looked a trifle sheepish, but
tull of importance. Talbot’s face was
jous, Persuading Grundy did not
senr to have amused him at all.
S Fall into line!” ordered the captain
t. Jim's.
“ Just one moment, Kildare," pleaded
Tug Ges Lisriry.—No. 551

of

| Merry's side now;

Grundy. “Took heve, you fellows, I
haven't beon treated with proper respect,
and I didn't mean to run at all
But—""

“Do  you
Kildare.

“But as Talbot says he won't *

Talbot's elbow took Grundy under the
fifth rib,

“Are you coming, Grundy?” roared |
Kildare.

Grundy fell in by Talbot's gide, his lips
still working. He felt that he ought to
have been given a chance to explain the -
lofty position he had taken up, and the
motives which had induced him to
abandon it.

But Talbot did not desire that explana-
tion at all. In order to overcome .
Grundy’s reluctance he had been obliged
to tell Georgo Alfred that he himself was
merely starting, clrcums&aneeafre\'eﬂtiug
his holding on to the finish. And he did
not want anyone else to know that. !

He had managed to persuade Grundy
that in his absence the hopes of the Shell
bade fair to be dashed if George Alfred
was o non-starter. And it was so far true
that Grundy really was the one fellow not '
intending to start, who had the slightest
chance of scoring points. ~ Whether
Grundy could do that remained to be .
ceen, But at worst there was a chance of
his doing it; and points mattered very
muca.

Talbot, in fact, did not feel quite easy
as to what his chuma would say after- |
wards about his dropping out of the race
in order to defeat the plots of Racke
and Crooke. But the thing had te be
done, he fele. For good or ill, his resclve
was taken.

“Ready " asked Kildare.

A hum of assent answered him.

“Off 1 he said sharply, and npurl_yl
fifty fellows were off at the word. l

The competitors who had to be taken
seriously hung back n bit, for the most

art. 1t is not the start that tells in a
m’alg-rlistenrc race. I

hoa front went nearly a score of
who would be nowhere near the
front at the finish—if ¢he finish ever saw
them at all.

Walkley and Gibbons, Kerraish and
Hammond. Wilkins and Torne, and,
Pratt, Koumi Rao, and Contarini, Smith
minor and Jones minor, and Rebinson
minor, Tomkins and Mulvaney minor, i
Macdonald end Jimson, Frere and Clarke |
e il in that leading contingent, and |
among them also showed the pink fiushed |
face and the celebrated monocle of
Arthur A\:g}:ulus D' Arcy. 1

Gussy's chums had warned him not to
be in a hurry. DBut, as he had confided |
to them. he * weally felt extwaordinawily
fit.” No doubt he had visions of the
seratch pack in which he ran falling away 1
one by one, while he sped on triumph- |
antly, and kept abead for the whole
fifteen miles, and came io a victor, hands |
down, without a struzele.

But it was hardly likely to work out
quite that way.

Among those behind there was a
general tendency at present for chums
to haug together. The trio from Study
Wo. @ and Durrance made one little pack.
Lowther and Manners ran by Tom
they would hardly
be doing that when ten miles had been
covered.

Kangaroo and Danae and Glyn were
togrother as yet. Blake and Herrie
Digby cantered along si i
behind them came T
and Lawrence, The last pack of all was
a mixed one. Figgins and Kerr were
there, with Julian and Reilly, and Talbot
ond Gore, and  Lumlay-Lumley —and
Rovlance, Brooke and Grundy, TFrench

hear me?" rapped out

. Three.

| many of them began

and Thompson, were a little "ahead of
these eight.

CHAPTER 9.
An Ally from the Fourth.
EORGE GORE seemed disposed to
stick to Talbot, which was not at
all according to Talbot's pre-
gramme.
The handsome Shell fellow wanted to
op out of the race quite early without
attracting notice. That was why he had
taken care not to join the Terrible
He was giving them a chance to
forget him for the time being.

But he had no intention of being the
first to fall out. He felt pretty certain
that within the t three mit’ea or so
some of the runners would have reached
their limit.

And now the packs were stringing out,
and by twos and hrees and fours they
dotted  the white road over Wayland
Moor. The torrid sun poured down upon
them, and, lightly clad as they were,
to {eel their clothes
The nir fairly throbbed
with heat: the breeze of morning had
dropped; and overhead the arch of the
sky was fleckless blue.

Tt was n day to test endur
there were fellows among the forty
who were not disposed to put their en-
durance to too severe a test.

Tompkins and Frere were the first to
chuck it. Tompkins threw himsel pant.

burdensome.

| ing upon the crisp turf of the moor, and

Frere stopped and looked down at him.
“Come on, ye omadbaun!” cried
Mulvaney minor to Clarence York.
“Had enough ! panted that hero.
Frere sat down by him without a word,
He was not much of a talker at any
i But it did not need words just

then to show that he also had had
enough.

Cardew halted as he came up.

“Done to the wide, Tompkins, old
bird 7" he inquired sweetly.

“Oh, don't stop, Cardew, you
slacker!" yelled Clive.

“ Must, dear b Tompkins isn't
very woll, I'm Sure; an’ common
humanity dictates. Good-bye, if you
must go! Mind you pull it off between

yon, for the honour and glory of Number
Nine 1" )
Levison grunted, and Clive grimaced.

No use to argue! They swept on
Cardew sat down, smiling.
“Weally, Cardew, you slacker {4

puffed Gussy as ho went past.

“Bave your bremth, noble kinsn
Youll nead it if you're going to win"
replied Cardew coolly

Past the three swept Tom Merry and
his chums, and Kangaroo and Co., and
Take and Harris, and Digby, and many
more. Figgins passed, with Brooke and
Grundy. Kerr had halted down the road
to do something to one of his shoes.
Talbot and Gore went past together.

Cardew threw himself down on hi
back. Clarence York was lying on his
stomach, groaning a little. He felt as
though breakfast had been a mistake.
Frero cat up and chewed s blade of
grass in meditative fashion.

Kerr wns the last of all to pass tha
three on the grass. He glanced at them
and smiled.

“ (heerio, Kerr!" said Cardew plea-

santly.

In a few minutes the runners weré
mere dots of red or white to the three
But there were fewer such dots than one
might have expected. Half a seore more
had dropped out and thrown themselves
down,

Talbot began ta wonder whether he
would have a chance, after all, to give up
unnoticed.  Gore still with bim, and
Kerr padded behind, and at intervals
of a hundred vards or so he came upon
fellows who had retired e rom the
burden and heat of the day—Jimson,
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Walkley, Hammond, Pratt, Jones minor,
Contarini, and Frank Smith, Lorne,
Koumi Rao, Robinson minor,

And there wera others who would drof)
out soon. Arthur Augustus was -
pably flagging ; Gibbons and French had
not another mile in them ; Thompson and
Macdonald wera in little better case. I
any of them reached Wayland it would
be about as far as he would get.

“1 say, old miai, let's pull up a bit
«loser to the leaders,” said Gore to Talbot.

“You go an, Gore,” answered Talbot.
“Don’t wait for me.  I've something in
my right shoe, ™
 His foot was in it, that was all. But
Gore, though he had rather a suspicious
mind, did not dream that Talbot weuld
emplay such an evasion as that.

“You can catch me up,” he said.

And he ran on, and joined Grundy
and Brooke and Figgins. Figgy looked
round as he breasted a rise, and waved
his hand. He probably took Talbot for
Kerr in that rapid glance, his vision
obscured by the perspiration  that
streamed down his face and into his eyes.
For Kerr was not visible just then.

Talbot made eure of that—or thought
he had made sure—before he threw him-
self down, and dodged Lehind a clump
of gorse,

He lay there, not by any means tired, |
glad |

evenn  breathing  hard, bu
enough ta rest for a minute or two.

He quite expected to see Kerr trot
past. ut. the Fourth-Former failed to
show up on the road.

“ Hallo, Talbot!” said a voice in the
rear.

Talbot sat up suddenly,
who had spoken.

“Why—what-——"

“Oh, it’s all serene I said Kerr coolly.
“I'm in this with you, that’s all.””

Talbot stared.

“Now, don’t say
said, sitting down by him.
about it, old top

“Who told you 7™ snapped Talbat.

“8kimmy, dear boy. Skimmy did mec
the high honour of picking me out from
the two Forms te be vour ally in over-
turning the sweet little plot of Messrs.
Racke and Hacke—I mean, Racke and
Craoke, of course.”

“What on carth——"*

“Don't be o blessed unflattering,
Talbot! Bkimmy approves of me. What
more do you ask? The old dear con-
siders that I handled the case of the
missing manuseript quite well; he says
so. He even said that I had brains.
N_(i»lt. his!class of brains, of course, but
=til 2

“You mean to say Skimmy told you
the yarn and asked you specially to help
me *7 gasped Talbot.,

He remembered now that he had seen
Skimpole go across to the New House
ihe preceding evening. But he had
never imagined the eccentric genius of
the Shell doing anything like this.

As he looked at Kerr, however, he
could not feel anmoyed, cither with Kerr
or with Skimmy.

There were few fellows in either Form
whom he would sooncr have had as an
ally than Kerr, cool and brainy, active
and hefty.  Tomm Merry or Figgins,
Blake or Levison, Kangaroo or Dane—
any one of them would have been
welcome.  But they were all among the
score or 80 who might really be counted
in the race.

So was Ierr, for that matter. But

e, was here, smiling,  nonchalant,
iing  quite about throwing
away his chance,

“What about the race ™ asied Telbot

It was Kerr

“In what?’" Kerr
“I know all

cheery

o
But you're F
"“And you're

" replied Kerr.
rth 17
Shell, Talbot.

That
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makes it fair, except that you're chuck-
ing away a far bigger chance than I ever

“wjhat will Figgy and the rest say to
on’?

“Come to that, the Shellfish may say
things to you, you know.”

e 1"fr'lt it-was up to me, Kerr, old

man.
“8o did I. Talbot. Skimmy saw it,

too. How could a chap refuse to see it
after Skimmy had scen it? To be
chosen by Skimmy—7"

“Don’t rot!” snapped Talbot.  *Old

Skimmy meant well, but——  Don’t you
see, Kerr? They’re Shell rotters who
are at the bottom of this dirty game, and
I'm Shell, too. It's a heap more my
bizney than vo
““Not at all,” repiied ¥.
Just as much the bizney of the Fourth.
You don't suppose any of us would care
to win because some Shell blarkguards
have been betting against their own side,
do youi”

“Of course I don't! But—"

“The bonour of the Fourth is at stake,
dear man. We want to win the com-
petition, but we want a ¢lean win on cur
merits—see? It might have been fairer
to your Form if it had been Blake, or
Figgy, or Levison, or Roylance rather
than me. You and I dou't quite cancel
out in the equation. DBut Skimmy chose
me, and who shall naysay Skimamy ?

“You're jolly gocd in a long race,
Kerr. As far as that goes, we cancel out
all right. Both of us had a chance of

Kerr  calmly

ecoring paints. We've both lost it now, I |

guess, 6o we needn’t argue any longer.
“Plenty of time,” said Kerr, pickir
at the wild thyme among the gras
on arguing for half an hour; we can still
be at the choscn spot without hurrying.
But [ may as well warn you that if you
argue  yourss black in the dial it will
make no odds—not a scrap ™
Talbot heid out his hand impulsively.

1 always knew you were a good chap,
Kerr ! he said. “ But I don’t :Eink I rea-
lised till now half how good a chap you
are!

That's all right,” said Kerr, gripping
the proffered hand., * Plenty more in the
Fourth who will have done’it. | happen
e the elect of Skimmy, that's all
Figgy and Fatty were wrathy with me
for talking scerets with the old ass; but
it couldn’t be helped. They'll understand
later.”

“ Do yeu know of a way to dodge Car-
dew and those other fellows behind, and
get to Rylcombe Lane withont being
twigged ¥ asked Talbot., He knew that
no one at 8t. Jim's was a better hand at
that sort of thing than Kerr,

“ Do now of a dozen—and then
some *" retorted Kerr. *“Come on, dear
man! T can be useful there, anyway !

CHAPTER 10.
A Plot Defeated.
LU OT chuckin® it, Gustavus?”
N called Jack Blake,
“Yaas—1'm done, Blake! I
weally feah that T made the

pace too hot at the start!” panted
Arthur Auguetus. . i
Blake grinned. Herries grinned. But

Digby halted, and said breathlessly :

“ Think I'll—chuck it—too!”

They threw themselves down by the
side of the road, out beyond Wagland,
and watched those who still held on go
past them.

Tom Merry and Kangaroo and Dane
were all ahead. So were Clive and Levi-
son, Durrance and Roylance, Redfern
and Tiggins, and Brooke. But among
those who passed Gussy and Dig were the
great Grundy, pledding along well within
himeelf, it for much more yet; Gore, not
so fit as Grondy; Julian and Reilly, hold-
ing on plackily but not eaeily; Lowther
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and Manners, debating with one another
as to whether enough had been done for
honour, glory being beside the mark for
them; Owen and Lawrence, side by eide,
with Lumley-Lumley tailing after them.

“Don’t seem to any more coming,
Gustavus,” said Digby. “That's about
twenty still in, and most of *emn Fourth.”

“Haven’t seen Kerr, deah boy!”
gasprd D' Arey,

“He's ahead with Figgy, of course !

“No, deah boy, be's not. I'm quite
suah of that!”
“Well, if you're sure, 1 suppose it's

80, as you never make mistakes—ahem !
I say, though, where's Talbot? He
wasn’t ahead,”

‘;:!\Io, deah boy. Where cvah can he

“Never mind. That's the Shell's
funeral, not ours. T say, Guetavus, if
we hurry hack a bit to Wayland we can
catel a train to Rylcombe, and have our
togs off and a bath, and be in time to ses
the finish. Kim on !’

Gussy groaned, but obeyed. He wanted
to see the finish; but, without Dig, ho
would hardly  have nerved himeelf
to more haste that da

They picked up Gly
the way. The rest had all
appeared.

And more were dropping out now.
Only one here and there, for thoee loft in
were the pick of the two Forme. But
even for them the long run in the torrid
heat was an ordeal.

Brooke had stopped before the ten-mi
mark was passed. Manuers and Lowth:
gave in there. Lawrence went only o
little farther, and Reilly halted when
Lawrence did; but Owen and Julian
struggled on together.

The ten-mile mark was not o very fur
from St. Jim's, for the course after that
took a bend away from the school. It was
all mapped out by road and path, with no
cress-country  work; and at various
points along it Fifth and Sixth Formers
had taken up their places as wardens of
the course, having ridden aver on bilkes.

Those who dropped out mostly made
tracks for the school at once, intent on
sceing the finish. One or two might not
have energv enough left; but the
majority of them conld still walk, at least.

Lefevre of the Fifth was the last of the
seniors 1o be pacsed, and with him stood
Wally D’Arcy and Frank Levison, his
fellow-umpires.

Wally and Frank cheered as Tom
Merry ran past them alone, and Lefevre
gave the Shell pper a word of hearty
encouragement.

Tom looked like winning. and Ter
win would be popular. But Frank Le
son cheered more loudly still when Tom's
nearest rivals appeared in view,

Five of them, all bunched together, and

and Wilkins on
dropped out, it

8

Fourth-Formers  all!  Levison  major.
Roylance, Tlake, Figgins, Redfern!
Clive and Dnrrance were somewhere

behind, holding on still, but practically
ont of the race. It hardly secmed us
thongh they would be needed, howev

om Merty might—probably would—
finizh first: but it was quite on the carde
that the other five plares would all fal! to
the Fourth—that no Shell runner would
be anywhere near.

Taless it was Grundy—or Dane !
These two appeared now, running side
by side, but in very different styles. It
was as though a buffalo-bull kept pace
with a deer. Grundy thundered along,
his broad chest panting; Dane ran
lightly, and, as it seemed, easily, though
perhaps not as easily as it seemed,

They were at least a couple of hundred
vards behind the five Fourth-Formers,
who were rather more than that in rear
of Tom Merry.

But fully a couple of miles still re-
mained to go, and in that distance theis
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is plmn,; of opportunity for changes to

take place.
No one elﬂe came along for fully ten
miinutes.  Then Kangaroo appeared,

sticking to it gamely, though he knew he
was out of the running, bar accidents.

A hundred s behind Kangaroo
siruggled Herries, head down, chest
heaviug, holding on only by pluck and

Then came Clive, in somewhat

e than Herries; and a little

behind C ne came Durrance and Julian

and Gore, not one of them with a spurt
If\ﬁ ire him, but all keen on finishin

“ Queer Lhmﬁ old Talbot hasn't ﬁmhn

Franky,” said D’Arcy minor,
here’s Kerr, too. Might have ex-
];\'t‘fl:'ll him to be nearer the front than
ths,

up,

o

ey'll show ap soon,” replied Frank

Loy
“Here comes someone,” aaid Lefevre.
“Ic isn’t Talbot; may be I\Blr {0, it's
not, though. He hnd put  his feld-
slasses to his cyes. “It's young Owen;
nud there’s nobody clse along the road
for o mile, at least. I can’t see avyone
at n.l!
“If we're to see the finis]
¥ Right-he, D’Arcy minor!
well mount and ride, 1 think,
The Fifth-Former and his two yonthful
mrnp nions got on their bikes and rode

May

as

But they did not go throngh
f‘ leombe La
dd not have seen Talbot ar
vl Bt Talbor and Kerv |

ihey

were quite
e Had not been

in v
spinney  they had watched the rascal
whom Racke and Crooke had suborned
to do their dirty work at his task
Ji this was Racke’s man, then Racke’s
T was a w'imnuu@h-rﬂkmg scoundrel,
they thought, The fellowed looked the
tramp all over.,
It was actually
disguised himself.
‘he two hidden juniors watched his
dpnmtmm They were quite simple,
1od took but a minute or two.
fe tied his rope to a stout qaplmg on
the other side of the road, walked ncross
with the Inose end, and hid himself
opposite.  He had It to give an upward
tug 1o the rope at the critical instant,
and any runuer wha bad not chanced
to see it, and pull up, must infallibly ba
pitched forward on his face. And it was
very unlikely that anyove would see the
rope in time, In llxt- dust of the road it
hardly showed at all.
Kerr had so pliced them-
hey had a view of the road,
as well ns of the raseal who held the
+. Talbot watched the road, while

»s on Scaife.

Scaife, but Scaife had

o

and  Dighy,
Glyon and Wilki 1ss on their W”Ty
from Ryleombe Iad they felt
that they needed help they would have
cafled upon tliose four. But they pre-
ferred to carry through their task with-
out aid. Tt might not have been easy to
hide half a dozen fellows;

“!'n keen on f:wmm;ug the attempt at
the
the

last moment, rat!
caundrel wlio was to make it. Kerr
There were several reasons

whispared
's a chap in a
like Tom Merry.

the offiug ?" whis-

o, old man.
this race as !u]xp-:
the rest powhere !

Y Not if we don't do our }ll[ﬁ i
reolied Kerr, act !

Very cautionsly they etole upon the |
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woun a Derby onee—

sacrific 1
-urely hidden in the undergrowth of a

and Talbot |

han scaring off |

Tom's going to win |

rascal with the rope. He was coming
forward eagerly to watch for the coming
of the swhiteshirted runner. Things
looked to be panning out nicely for Mr.
Seaife !

Tom drew vesr. They could hear the
thudding of his feet and the thumping of
their own heavts, There was risk, T.et
them be but a second too lata, and Tom
might be hurled to the grourd, hopele
ont of the rac

Te was running well still,
struin_had told on him at last.
and Kerr, both of whom knew that
straiiz, could perceive that.  With the
sweat and dust clogging his cves, he
would never soe that rope.

No one elss showed alonm the
road. Tom had a long lead.

“Now ! hissed Talbot, and together
he and Kerr sprang upan Seatfe from
behind,

With a strong aro flung aronnd his
neck, half-throtthing him, the rascal went

whita

down at once, and almost without a
sound,
And Tom Merty ran  on,
nothing, hearing rvothing: a
winner now,

CHAPTER 11.

The End of the Race.
OM van_on, Talbot and Kerr sat
upon Scaife’s prostrate body, and
saw shirts down ghe road,

an vou keep the rotte
scout? nskowd

nis for a moment, vou know.
I fancy zo,” replicd Talbot grimls:
and he clutched Scarfe by the throat

again.
“Gurrroog " masped the sconndrel,
Kerr ilitted mn of the spinney with the

rope, fung it across clear into the
opposite ditch, and Aitted back, to teko
a seat upon ife again,

Then, etmng ont a little now, but with
ely twenty yards between leader and
1. the  five  Fourth-Formers

Figgins, then Levison, then
Roylance, with R 1 just ahead of
Blake.
“Good old Figgy!" breathed Kerr.
But as the words left his lips Figrs

slackened in his stride,
drew up to Levison, and both passed the
leader of the New House juniors.

And now, side by side, Grundy and
Dane ran past. They had gained on the
red-shirted runners within the last mile,
The Shell had still a chance,

‘Not all over ¥et, Ker
auiet s,
Both leaned forward to wateh.
eaw his Lh!ll(‘@, and took it. He
sudden plunge, rolled from bencath
lashed out with both feet, takin;
on the thigh and Kerr in the
jumped up, plunged into the

gmmh and was gonr
E ‘ Oh, lmng it all!"" gasped Kerr.
* Let him go,"” szid Talbot quietly.

said Talbot

“y

E-qllﬂlE know him again if I zee lmll. and
if

f'he’a Racke's rascal we can find him.

“aWell, if ther nothing to keep us
we might cut across the firlds and see
the finish vet,” said Kerr.

Tom Merry was within &i
waiting crowd at’the gate nd
were ringing out as the crowd u(ugm-t.}
him, when Talbot and Kerr dashed up
from a direction which made it plain that

they were not in the race. But few
heeded them; all eyves were on Tom—
until seven moving forms appeared be-

hind him round a bend, and then atten-
| tion was diverted to them.

Tom would finish first; nothing could
" he much more certain than that. ia
| victory would mean thirty-§ -five points to
the Shell. Bt there were seventy-five
i points to be shared among the next six,

but._the|
Talbot |

and Roxlance

and it was now plain that amonz the
seven who came there were fiva red

shirts and only two white!
The odds were heayily on the Fourth.
“There’s Figgr!" = howled Fatty
Wynn,

“An” Woylance 1" r‘nrﬂ Arthur A
tus, dropping hiz monoele in his e
ment, “ Bwavo, Woyrlance!"”

Iv major’s in front!" yelled Franlk

Levison.

“There'a old Ghrundy! Good old
randy ! hooted Gunn and Wilkins
U:(Mhpr.

“An' B!uov bai Jore! DBut T feah
1”’a.;1

‘It's Dane in ti:c other white shirt!"”
mareni Bernard

* And Reddy’s thﬂre ' sang out Pratt.

Levison was just ahead now, with Rov
lanoe a few yards behind him.  Bur
Grundy made a desperate effort. «rew
up to them, and even got ahead for a
fow vards
‘'om Merry ran in an easy winner
tmidst a din of voices. But if was not
Lig name they shouted now. That name
had rung out Joudly enough a few
moments earlier, but now the Shell con-
tingent cheered for Grundy and for
Dane; and the Fourth, who had cheered
‘Tom then, roared encouragement in
Roylance and Levison, to Blake and Fix-
gins and Redfern.
_But now it was plain to be seen that

would hardly finish among the
His bolt was shot; he econld
stagger in, And Grundy had fal.
l his stride, and his big head hung
Hoxlance and Levison

and
54 -pl lra-'t him, with not a yard between
them ; and }31.111(- and Dane were within
a man's length of him.

Levison, R.mhnc&, Grundy, Blake,
Dane, Redfern, Figgins—so it was withic
ka} ‘ard« of home, Then Blake made
effort, and and

a plucky ssed Grunds ;
the l'ourt‘l velled like madmen, for if
their men secured second, third, am\

E[onrth places victory for them was ce

| tain! Ther wonld have sixty points out
of the hundred and ten at stake, and
i would be safe even without their lead of
those points at the stars,
“Bravo, Reddv! He's up
Dane I roared Kerr,

But Dane s]ﬁntrd, and Redfern dell
back from him. Dane drew up to Grundy,
but not past him, for Grundy tossed
Iis big head and put his last ounce inio
it; and the Shell cheered frantically as
he forged ahead of Blake and drew
nearer to Levison and Roylance.

“Oh, come on, deah boys—come on 1"
welled Arvthur Au;zultu

* Stick to it, Grundy 1" shouted Tulbot,

And (-I‘m\d) stuck to it like a hero.
He was hard on the heels of the two
red-shirted leaders; with twenty yards
still to go hLe looked like passing them.
But they were game, {00, and each had
something in hand for the finish, Neck
and neck they raced on; a gap increased
between them and Grumh Redfern wis
out of it now, but Blake and Dane were
almost on Grundy's heels.

Then, for an instant, Blake had a clear
lead of Dane, and was levol with Grundy,
Next moment Roylance and  Levison
breasted the tape together, and Blake
staggered, and Grundy threw himself for
ward in the nick of time. Then Dane
<hot up from the rear and reached Blake's
side in the very last second.

1t was a rare finish. Grundy’s fall had
broken the tape; but it was plain to all
that Blake and Dane had dead-heated
for fifth place, just as Roylance and
Levison had for second!

The dead-heat of the twe Fourth-
Formers made no real difference at a
thp:r Form scered second and third pism
s, Dut the dead-heat of Blake and

canght
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Dane made all the difference. Had Dane
not reached Blake's side in that last
second the points would have been
equally divided for the race, and the
‘ourth’s previous lead of three would
have given them victory.

No one quite realised nt at once
Kildare's voice rang o

“fares frgt;, Roylia and, Tivon;
level, second ; Grundy fourth; Blak
Dune level, fifth; that’s right, 1 t! 2

&ir
"Qulte right, Kildare 1" said Mr. Rail-
ton, who \\ae ah-u-mg the ufﬁcc of judge

when

with the Jim’s skipper,
= Hur*ah‘ Sheil  wins ! shouted
Talbot.
[10{\ do vou make that out, deah
We—
lmmm takes thirty-five, Grun

'I“(."Il, Dane seven and a half,’ noumti
Manners, “That's fiftg-seven au-d a half
which leaves fifty-two and a Lalf to the
Fourth.  Five hehind, and we only
wanted four to win! Get Gussy a slate
and pencil somecne, and let him sit down
and figure it out. He'll get the result
before to-morrow morning— perlmps.

But even Gussy saw now. o Shell
had won tho great sports mmpatitiun by
twao ints !

“Here, drop lt " yelled Tom Merry.
" Nong of that i’

But it was to no avail that he protested
and struggled. The Shell crowd snatched
him up and lifted him to their shoulders ;
they carried him in triumph acrosa the
quad, while they roared like madmen.

Grundy and Clifton Dane had done
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nobly : but, after all, it was Tom Merry,
the Shell’s skipper and the Shell's idol,
who had done most for_the Shell’s great
victory.  And neither Grundy nor Dane

-though George Alfred would dearly
have hked to be chaired—grudged him
his honours.

But Grundy and Dane were not for-
gotten.

“ Now,
rushing back

old Grundy!” yelled Wilkine,
s Tom %tl‘\\i{"h‘d down,

“And Dane!” shouted (:ljn. “Don’t
forget Dane ! ) f
But _the Canadian junior dodged.

Grundy didn’t dodge. Te didn’t even
pretend to. He beamed upon the crowd
as he was snatched up and lifted to their
shoulders. It was a proud moment for
Grund

Talbot slapped him on the back as his
fect touc] hed earth again,

Iravo. old fellow!” he said in
Grundy’s ear. **You did what I asked of
you; but don't tell anyone I asked it.
there’s a good chap !’

“ Ker said Talbot, a few minutes
later, “can you keep a secret?”

“1 rather fancy so. But you den’t
mean to say you want to let these two
rotters off 27

“Well, not exactly,
bizney \p«nt talked of vet.
reasons,

“1 shall base to tell Figey and Fatty,’
said Kerr. “Life won't be worth living
for me if 1 don’t explain !

“I1 don't mean that; they're safe

But I'd rather the
I've my
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enough,  And T must tell Tom Merry;
but no one clse, unless he wants Lowther
and Manners to know.”

“H'm! A secret among seven ain't
much of a secret. Depends a good deal
upon the chaps, though; and they're all
staunch. But you've forgotten Skimmy
and Baggy !”

“ Skimmy will keep it dark if I ask hint
to. As for Trimble—no, T don’t think
he'll talk unless he sees profit in talking.
And 1 fancy he'll see more in keeping
silence,”

“Talbot, old man,
out of consideration. I know you're not
worrying about Racke. But Crooke isn't
worth worry about, either!”

“That's true, Kerr,” said Talbot

qaietly.  “But the rotfer's my cousin;
'md there’s my uncle, yon know! It's
up to me to do my best, Perliaps 1 can
give Crooke a fright that will do him
good,”

Kerr shock his head.

we'll leave Racke

“1 think it’s hopeless, h-- nsd “But
have it your own way—try !
“r m going to! Thanks no end,

Kerr
Bnc how Talbot tri
of his attempt, another story

d, and what came
must tell.

THE EXND.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—*DOING HIS BEST!"-—by
Martin Clifford.)
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For Next Wodnesday :
“DOING HIS BEST!"
By Martin Clifford.

This week’s story tells of the hard task
ilm)ﬂs(-d upon Heginald Talbot by his uncle,
“olonel Lyndon; and how, at the moment
when he had made up his mind to do his best
to carry it out, a fresh piece of rascality on
the part of his cousin, George Gerald Crooke,
the black sheep whose whole career at St
Jim’s has been marked by blackguardism,
made it impossible t0 do anything in that
way until the plot had been foiled.

But Talbot is not the fellow to give
casily, even when he rtegards the tas
him as above hix weight. He could lead a
torlorn hope with ('ou'uu‘ equal to that of
the bravest. It is no better than a forlorn
lrope, this :Attémpl to set the feet of Crooke
in the right

Yet for a hmr space Talbot seems to be
© winning some success fn it, as you will learn
next week. It is not giving too much away
to say now that the success is but apparent.
But the story must be left to tell how and
why Crooke flattered Talbot's unselfish hopes,
and how he gave bimself away in the long
run,

up

NEW READERS WANTED.

Now that I have finiched the list of Tom
Merry stories I shall have room now and then
for a paragraph or two of the old-time style
of Chat. There is little room to spare this
week; but I want to ask you to do what
many of you have dome hefore—show the
paper 1o your chums who don’t already read
it, and s0 get new readers, The thing is not
difficult, and I don't thizk you will neglect
this request. The letters I get tell me that
the stories are as popular as ever, and there
are many thousands of boys and girls all over
the country who would be as keen on them
as you are if they only knew of them,

Let them know, will you, please?

Thanks in advance ! \mhmg like being in
good time!

LIST OF TOM MERRY STORIES
IN THE * QEM *.— conclusion:

T am not sure whether the list of stories
has given general satisfaction; but 1 know
there were many readers who wanted it, and
they, at least, should be satisfied, while I

The Editor’s Chat.

don’t think the others can have missed
greatly m) usual C?,al, pars. The end of the
lisy  ap) fereunder:  and in  future
notices zor back members 3 hope that num-
bers, mot bames of stories, will be given.
That device would save qnitc a lot of
room. But I cannot accept any more back
number notices at all for a few weeks yet.
I have made up my mind to clear off thvse
\u-luLh I have in hand first.

A Stern Chase.”
A Drawn Game.”

s Man
The Skipper of the Shell
*Friends. though Divided.”
“The Champien of the sI

Second.”

The His den
‘Th(. Wheeze lhat “ent Wrong."
—"The I‘hm;.u'"

Sehmrlhoy Hur
548, Cardew’s Chum.”
—*The Son of a Saﬂor. 3

550.— Looking After Levison.”

Any of the Jast dozen numbers wanted
ean probably be had from the publishers—
address, The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C. 4-at twopence cach,
including postage.

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY.
D, G. McRae, 4, Caroline Street, S.W.1

with readers in the
Frank West, 3, Richmond Terrace, Low-
ith readers aged 17.
oad, Birmingham
Africa, the Americas,

F. Kerby, 23, Ash  Street, Walworth,
B.E. 17, with a bﬂ:y reader in Edinhurgh.

. Hamhlm, 4, Prospect Road, Hunger-
fﬂrd wlth readers i4 16, with view to starting
a lea

A mf Elsie €lifford, 5, Harvey Road, Lon-
do 8, with girl rudm abroad

H. Norton, care of niel Mills & Sons,
Limited, P.0. Box 121, upe Town, South

Africa, with readers interested in Harry
W harton.

b —
—\

5 Girvan, Edgely Road, Stock-
mn wnh relders overseas and at home.

T. Walley, 14, Panten Road, Hoole,

Chester, with Lmy readers mt.en'sttd in

amateur theatricals.
James Brennen, 20, Earnslaw Street, Inver-

cargill, New Zealand, with readers in London

interested fn pnnmgrqmv 16.

Blackness Avenue.

ia Black, 19,
Dundee, Scotland, with a girl reader in North
America.

Gerhardt Miiwidsky, 25, Wilkinson Street,
tiardens, Cape Town, South Africa, with
readers overseas, 13-14.

Jack Robson, 308, Ztent«r) Road, Gates-
head, with readers anywher

% l[unlnum Road, Sale,
Cheshire, with readers abroad.

Miss Velie Seftern 104, Westgate, Wake-
field, with girl readers, 16-17, living near
Wakefield.

Tom Mosa, 11, South Terrace, Low Johs

Hill, Crook, Durham,
any of the Colonies.

H. Lewis, 47, €hderhill Street, Monmouth,
South Wales, with any boy in the British
Empire.

Jack Bilsborough, 33. Lord Street. Fleet
wood, L’mm, with readers, 16, in China and
British Em

H. llumr EH 8t. Jobn's Villas, 19, with
readers, 11-13, in any part of the !‘_m]nre

George Crauford, 14, Wilton Drive. Glas-
zow, with "Magnet * readers. Will Charles
Pearce, of Helston, please answer?

. Heape, jun., 225, Parlinment Street.
Lwerpoo] with readers poessessing  Meccano
out!

Boh Dalrymple, 9, Avely Road, Lon
with Colonial readers interested in
colleeting.

W. Wightman, 50, Parkfield 'I'(rr..oﬂ \e-uen
near Rochdale, with readers an

¥. Uamhhm,, the Sanatorium, I\mphbw 3
Worvestershire, with readers gisposed 10 WT te
to o discharged soldier,

with readers over 20, in

ndon, E. 5.

stamp-

.
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§ THE TWINS

R NEW READERS.

They have a cockatoo, named Cocky, which has been
a3 made an enemy of Gadsby,
ol for a time, owing to a 8 ¥
d the rest of the nuts, and, without any real taste for it
bling den at Courtfield, quarrels with Pon, and !s knocked senselezs just as
He Is let out, however, 1o makes up his mind
oiffe means certaln expulsion. Then he meets Peter Hazeldene, who
Flip and Hazel go to London, and make for YW ayland. They
s from view, and Flip pulls himsell np in the nick of time
ad, and Vavasour confesses. FUp and Hazel
rie, and is insulting. Goggs flghts and thrashes
though at oae timo it was thought he would die.

until recently with

Pon before the girls and several Highel
Back at Higholiffe (continued).

me there. They had

were made
themselves Flip
enough for Merton and Tunstall.

“He'll try to get even witl
way,” said Smithson. "I know the rotier
He's always down on us.

“Let him try!” snapped Tunstall.
stand it, unless he goes too far.. He
think he'll get me sacked by makin
with me in the Form-room, by i

Jupite:
he'd better be careful that he doesn't start
1 thure'tz. somethin’ to punish

punishin’  ti
Tu s there’s o be before long.”
Look here, Goggs »
«I am looking, Nebby. Your rugged
homely, but eminently pleasant feature:
“Oh, blow Ne d bust
rot! Why won pe 2"
‘It was my impression,
that I was quite the mo:

st seriou
5a¥ ||reécrnalul_‘ally solemn—fellow at High-
e, Bu

eliffe. t is possible that 1 am wrom,
My silly mistake—I'm always making them !

Goegs had taken off his glasses, and the
Blue eyes that they usually concealed were
1

I of fun.
You are wrong, and you jolly well know
! Smithson s 4

‘Duttin’ Mobby through it

“Ho did n bit_ of that the other
by Jupiter!” said Tunstall

Ol that was all right; but it was re

it

an accident. Mobby hadn’t any blessed rizht

ing at the door of our dorm. He wud
2 for it. We want him made a com-
plete nss of some way or another, snd

nan to do itl”

Goggs is the

at youth rose to his f

q eet.
“@entlemen,” ho said, “unaccustomed as

I am to public speaking—'

Ass!” snapped Smithson. “This ain't

public.”

“Gettin' so!" said Tunstall, with a grin,
as Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar
n all right, you chaps; but

walked

uterruy

you're Goggs or Smithson or
somebody.”
“You, as far as my judgment goes,” mur-

5
terpillar,

“Proceed,
Courey polit.

1y,

The Return of Cocky.

to public speaking -
“You sal

“aid that before!” broke in

son testily.

h
said the Caterpillar.

spoke. *Unaccustomed as I

groaned 8. 50T

But Goggs, in his most freakish mood,
persisted. -

“Gentlemen, unaccustomed as I am to

public speaking

Agents for Australasia: Gordon & Gotch,

FROM TASMANIA. |

t, of Highelifie, and hi:
ip) at Higheliffe, but is now at Cliff H
him with Vavasour, His begt chums, Merton

eyes in a fight with Ponsonby. In their absence Flip gets too fri
at the outset, takes to gambimg. He goes with the nuts to a gam!
the warning - Police ! 7 is heard. Flip comoes to himself in a cellar,
that the only thing for him to do s to run away, as re
has run away from Greyfriars. Goggs of Franklingha
tramp for some time, and eventually lose thelr way.
on the edge of a steep downfall. By a trick Pon, Gadsb
wre found in an exhausted state by St. Jim's fellows.
Te and Greyiriars Juniors,

and Tunstall, are away

bound hand and foot.

m comes to Higheliffe,
Suddenly Hazel disappear:
, and Vavasour ara sen
onsonby stops Flap and Marjo
Flip is gradually recovering,
“That’s the fourtn time!” complained
Yates and Benson had come | Yates.
hviously with a_purpose. They

bounder do it his own W

s friends, and that was good

you some other

with a face az solemn as

tooking at one another

in utter bewilderment. The rest might under-

t the three from No.

now

“Yon will kpow in i
Meanwhile, I will zo so Ir
you the fact that 1 do not k

i id, with conviction. “You're
as full of tricks as s monkey. Now, look
here! A few days ago you more than half
promised that yon'd think of a plan for

haven't any doubt wi

rou mean to do, there's a
T

had not made up his mind what be wonid do
That he would do something to make Mr.
uncomfortable before
s tolerably certain, however.
{ Johnny Goggs that, seoner or
he always got even with pe

Hear, 1> “murmured Benson and
Yates, looking quite appealingly st Johnay
¢

E

ck.
Smithson & Co. took some consolation from
the evident certainty Merton

y. But, thongh they dis-
t at great length after their
3 they were unable even to
an Goges had in mind.

“He'll use his ventriloguism, 1

the Cal
that's so. But Goggs has the
' ventriloquial powers were no lenger
A dozen or more fellows knew
those who knew were all

soogs, dear boy ! said Rupert de

And, of coursc, Goggs'
was drawing to an end. His stay there
peen but an interlude in his Franklingham
sehool life. Whether he stayed on till the end
but that was now only

50.

Flip Derwent, and he
had done much to help him. Possibly Flip
might have been allowed to re
had accomplished for
but he would not hav
Everyone knmew now that, thoug!
Flip had been foolish and r

ity

M ENTLEMEN,”  repeated  Goggs
solemnly, “unaccustomed as I am

of term was doubtful;
a matter of a fortnight

In that I am not singular,” replied Goggs
nd! %1t has been said before by many

im get on with the washin', dear

“to resume the laundry operations.”
am to

1d gambling-den. Pon had
pretending friendship.
Gadsby had plotted his ruin
did not know all that, the Fo

Nothing happened during c
morning, and Goggs was quit
hehaviour, except that

king-—
Shall we ever get to the point?»
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¥, who i3 p!.nbtln{a against
rious accldent to one of Merton's

tantalisingly deaf than ever—io Mr. Mohbs.
All the Form kncw by this time that he was
not really deaf at all. Probably Mr. Mobbs
also knew it, for it would have been like the
nits o let him know. But he could not
prave it—which did not make it any the less
annoying

But G

s' pretended deafness was an old
wheeze. Smithson & Co. expected somethins
much more sensational than that. They
waxed very impaticnt. But the Caterpillar
and Merton and Tunstall merely grinned
when they voiced their impatience.

“No use tryin’ to hurry Goggs, dear bo:
said Rupert De Courey.

*] shall try to buck him up it 1 can g
hold of him, for all you say!” replied Smit
son dogged!y.

But he found it impossible to get hold of
¥ Gougs could be very elusive when Lo
chote, He disappenred direetly cl wore
over, and was no more seen till the ner
Lell rang. T he chowed up, neat and
precise as ever, coming, as it secmed, from
nowhere in partienlar. But, as a matter of
faect, he had just come from CHff House,

After dinner Merton and Tunstail went
straight to No. 6 together. As Merton pushed
open the door a voive from within suid:

“Hallo, there! Does your mother know
vou're out?”

“My hat! T it isn't old Cocky ! gasped
Mertor I'd clean forgotten all aby the
old sinner; but I'm dashed glad to sue him
agninl”

“Zame to you, and
Tun!" said Cocky, ris
ruffling his wings.

The eaze stocd just where it had always
sod in Flip's time, and Cocky looked the
same as ever, with his sly old head on one
side and his beady eg 5 opened widely.

“8eems almost 1o ng old Flippy back,”
said TFunatall.

“Where's Flip?” crooned Cocky doleft

“Pon't you worry, old bor; Flippy
right,” replied Merton, falling at one
the old way all three had had of answ
the hird as if he could derstand--uid,
deed, he seemed to understand.

‘:E"(\u\IAnh, good ! chortled Cocky, in Fi
voice.

“How on earth did be get her
1

&

any of them! Hallo,
vg on his perch and

oggs, of course!”

But he was at Clift House, y'know, an’ 1
don't fancy Flap would have let him come
hack here until Filp was back for anythin®
you or I conld say, old top."

“P'r'aps not. She might not think we
could be trusted to look after him properiy
But eversone knows that old Goges
frusted 4li the way in anythin’, ai
knows it better than most.”

“Cocky wants a peanutl” zaid the bird

“He's o wonder!” remarked Merton.

“0h, that's an old dodge—the peanut
wheeze, He's learned more than that at
Clff House, I'll bet!"

As if he understood, Cocky snid, exactly in
Miss Primrose’s tones:

“My dear girls, I must reaily ask you to
restrain yourselves' You are making more
poise than young ladies should make!

Y 1" didn't mean Cocky. 1 meant

Goggs.
“Oh! Well, I'm not contradictin® you, by
Jupiter! What do you think of the mar-
vellous Gogge, Cocky, old man?’
“ Mer cky wants a peaput! Tun,

Cocky wants—-
“Oh, here you are! But I should thix

you

‘Souih Africs, The Ceutral News Azency, Lid.
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t answer a civil question when you hear

it
Cocky had just seized the peanut—which
may have been rather stale, if peanuts get
stale, for Merton raked it out of the Pocket
nrta blazer of Flip's on the wall—when Goggs
entere:
The nexvmt disappeared in record time, and
Cacky eried:
“Hooray! Here he comes
“How did you work thi

Goggs?" asked

THE GEM LIBRARY.

to insist upon that hird being removed!”
mapped the master, turning his back upon

[
Tuns |
‘Oi course, if mu \nsmt sig—"
“I do insist, Gog l
“Very \»cl] ir. “hcrc shall he bhe put?”
“I do are In the least where joul
put mm' Pu( him anywhere yon like,

cept here. for. all that 1
care!”
1 de not Ulmk that would quite meet the |

Wring his neck,

‘lunstal!. case, sir. Neither Derwent nor Miss Der-
as in no way difficult,” replied Goggs | went would m.: that, and the bird is their
mtldlv "1 asked Miss Derwent if 1 might | joint pmpen |
take charge o[ him for a while, and she most “G'way ! tilled  Cocky, ruffling his
kindly agreed.” fe.lthcr and looking np into Mr. Mohbs® |

What do )ou want him for—company way! Your ce ain't mice, an’ | fl
ing 3 «houm uan to cmh it !

Not Entlre!y‘ Jthough I consider him |  Mr. Mobbs' arm went up, as if he in-
exeellent company. tended to sweep the cage off the Lable

“Kiss me, aml “call me Albert:* shrilled | But Goggs moved a foot or so, and got
Cocky. between,

“But that,” said Gogge, with head on | Behind the snobbish little master Tun-
one side and the zrnvrst possible face, “is not | stall's hands were clenched, and Merton
your name, my frien o forward. If Mr. ‘[nhba had

“Rats!” said the ru&ie Coe! E ing against Cocky then, he

Goges put two fingers bd.ween the bars. and | the three of mem pon

gently rabbed the hlrds hea
Foatsteps sounded in the pmngc‘u:e foot-
steps of Mr. Mobbas,
* Kise me, and cail me Albert!”
It was not Cocky who said that—it was
bnzga But it sounded precisely like Cocky.
e handle rattled, and Mr. Mobba looked
in ll'lﬂ?uut the polite formality of knocking.
“That wretehed bird here again, then
ana}){;xm Mr. Mobbs, as be entered,
h o

fioggs suavely. do not think
hat he can fairly fed wretched. He
appears Lo me to be in the best of health
and spirits.”

“You arc well aware what I mean, Goggs.

and your answer is sheer .mpeﬂ.mmu :
a eurious thing that you should bave izeard
what I said so well, when you have such
extreme rhmcnl'.y in ze:mn;, in class—a very
curious thing indeed!

“Not at all, sir. You were kind enough to
speak in quité = loud voice. I naturaliy had
no dlmmmy in hearing when that is done.”
not speak in a loud voiee in the
l-m-m Toom "

replied |

“Very mllch s0 indeed, sir, at times. But
nat always.”
Mr. Mobbs was almost foaming at the

mouth, He regarded both Goges and Cocky
with eyes thet had an expression little short |
of murderous: and when he turned his bale-
fol gaze upon Merton and Tunstall there was
ne softening in it.

“T bave stood more consummate insolence
from you three boys than ever I endured in
life hefore! he rage
sir! I'm svre it's very forgiving of |

F

w%bramnuzl:ll}) '?'-'.‘r'-';tgn ng:;l:&lmi "Wii';mm! Rmu;msly gave me,” 'j.mz:iusand meekly,
“Oh, dea oaned Smithson
did not Took at all forgiving, and ne 2 was But by |h!sg hme he

i
certain than that he !nrmt not |

ve not. But their feeli t then
s that he was welcome to do wOrst
ne that vou can treat me

thus with impunity @ 1 gh.m keep an eve on
. and I am con it will not be
hefore T mm-h ynu in furtber trans-
essions.  Look eut for yourselves then !
Merton's lip curled, and the face of Gogus
wore a sorrowful look., It was Tunstall who
spoke,
*1 should thiok it would he a straighter
to get even with us for what you con-
sider we'se done already, not wait il we ve
done somethin® else an’ try to t.
ns for everythin' at onoce!
4'«’Jnfﬂnptumlsl:
‘I declive to bandy words with you. Tu
stall!  Yonr bebaviour to me at Sl Janme

ke it out of
he

was_so grossly impertinent that—
Don't you think we'd better go ta 11
Head an’

settle that hizmey ence for -
runstall.  “I don't mind goin’,

F

- 1o say whether that shall beJ

I Lm w. But vou're such a dashed |

up ¥our mind. 1

threats of what vou

meyn to do. sure that I should tuke
punishiment quite micely while they were |

hangin' over me. I
tooks could have killed, Tunstall would |
have expired on the spot. His tone was all
wrong, of course, Discipline hecomes
possible when a boy talks to a master in |
this strain. But there was some excuse for
toe. Mr. Mobbs was farther
gt he was, and Mr. Mchbs'
notions of d
astray as his.

ipline  were quite as
“I am not suve that it Is wet my duty :

His am
without

shrilled

not
dropped, and
ann!.her word.

haeu me,
Cocky.

Mr Mobhs' face ns he retreated was as
the facc of a baffied demon very respect-
able demon, of course, but also a very angr\ i
one.  Mr. Mobbs' name happened to
Albert. But how could Cocky be cum\ns d
to Know that?

attempt
he swung

and call me Albert!”

anything.
roun

Cocky in the Cupboard.

ever going to do anything,

Goggs?" demanded Smithson, rang-

ing alongside Goggs as ch(y went

in to classes that afterncon.

“Lots of things, I hope, Nebby, my denr
o

fellow, given tlm answered Gogps blandly.
"1 have my for the futu 1 assure
you. They ay err on 5 bition ;

of a
e of the maxim
s American  philo-
aggok 10 a star.”  As
on ol quick imagination, !

but you may
of hm( reon,
‘Hi t('?

you

ehby, pumps you will not mind my
|-5Jmmﬂ— i

Cut it out!” sajd Smithson sharply. I
like you all right, old ass; but I do bar |

your

king to me as if I was a blessed

\u dear Nebby— 1
“Not so much of it! You make me tired !
What I want to know is_what you're going |

to do about that worm Mobby "

am going to show up the lines he so

5

enough fo b
deceptive,

he_appeare
The Fou wn
Mr. Mobbs stood bc.wa.) Jo
even more gour than usual, u}nrh wae highly
euperfliovs, He had mot even o friendly
and ingratiating smife Tor those highly cou
nected v Iemuh Messrs. Ponsonhy,
Gadshy, LT
Sooner hiad the b

=

No ume of settling down
ceased than Gogus arose, left his place, and
dglpl‘ﬂ.ﬂ(‘hed the master

you want, Goggs?” snapped

Mr. Mobbs,
othing, sir,” replied Go
Then why do you leaye y
out hermnsqron
3 ave my place, sir?”
grins wcre on the faces

3 hmt e,
: already le

snftly
ur place with

of most |

it
llu( I do not wish

“Yes. sir, that is so.
to omit any neeessary formality. Pleasc
accept my apology for not asking sooner, and

tell me, if l!\\l will be so good. whether I
have your permission to approach Fou now,
or_whether must return to my at."”

Goges stood stock-still az he apok: and
upon_ his face there was no shadnw of guile.
\Ir Mobbs was puzzl ;
him from ihe first. Even now he was never
auite sure when the Loy was really palit
and when his politeness was mere prete
There was never any evidence of the the
of pretence, thanks to Gogps' complete
trol over his simple-locking face,

“You said that von wanted nething
me ! rapped out the master.

= \n 8ir. But you want something of me |

eve”

"I do not want Impudence i

i

' that

q
 He hesitated

5
| humility.

| the

"

s had puzzled | W

fa touch

15

no, sir! T am sure of that,*
\\-I:at do you imagine I want of vou?”
“Lines, sir.
Somebody sniggered, and Mr. Mobbs looked
"Ecrs at the offender.

“Have I asked you Iur your lines?" snapped
the master,
Na, sir. I should term it a demand

her than a request, sinee a request sup-_.
Poscs some freedom of action on the part
of the person o whom it is addressed.
You ordered me to write five hundred
lines for being out of my study during
the hour of preparation s:)ms mghte ago,
and I have them here, that is
(-(-gu(s still remained as it ruoted to the
too timid to approach until given

as it seemed,

Bring them here!” shouted Mr, Mobbs.
Then Goggs stepped forward, and, with @
slight bow, placed in iz hand bwr\nt:lvﬂve
neatly written shects, numbered at the
corners, and with every line on each sheet

also numbere

. Mobhs_turned over the sheets one by
one, exam-mng them closely, while Gogg:
stood meekly before him with folded hands,
and the Fourth gencrally struggled with a
stronng tempta cackle,

t would have given Mr. Mobhs great
fnctmu to find some flaw in that imposi .

But he could find none. Evers word was
legible, and the full tnle of five hundrod
was wnquestionably th

He tore the :hects acmsv savagely, and
threw them into un wastepaper-basket by
his side.

Smithson ar. e
thing better than this from
was_willing to play up.

“You ean return to your seat,
Bnapppd the master.
Thank yau, sir,”

in awe.

As he sat down Smithson came forward.

“What do you want, Smithson?” roared

Mr. Mobhs.
Dearly wonld Smithson have liked to say
it was Mr. Mohbs'
question t hig
ton pl 3 plag
heart failed lnm

‘mt entirely.
uch an extent
to Big eeat.

“Pleage, sir, here are my line he said.

It was tame after rmgw but it seemed to
annoy Mr. Mobbs quite effectively.  He
glar. Smithson as he took the sheets.
Thpu he looked at them critically.

Smithson’s lines were not sn mmpleuly
beyond the reach of oggs’;
ihe whole five hundred v\erc '.’H.I’L
they could not all he read with
Mobbs did not want to read them, and was
te used to taking none too legible lives,

5] o moment., But any blame of
Smithson would have been an implied praise
of Gaoges,

S0 the
flung

* Gt

had hoped for some-
tioggs, but he

Goggs '™

breathed Goggs, as il

arism of Goggs, and his

though. It did nnt fail him
as to ser back

master tore the sheets across, and
them also in the wastepaper-basket,
+ your seat. Smithson!” he rasped.
=t down

it, Yate thundered Mr. Mobls.
\[y lines, sir,” replied Yatces,

Mr. Mobbs fairly gritted his teeth
came forward. But he could not
aceept the lines, and he could not Ivum-l
anyone mr slmmug them up.

“Very ritten, !‘a!u"
after the res

I'm afraid  that my
get s0 many lines,

with  deceitrol

Yules

he snarled

by
ST
writing is rather

ad.
Yol answered \'M‘S

“Go hack to your seat!”
Yates returned. Om the right of Smith-

son another junior stood up—Benson.
The thing Inoked like a concerted plot.
It was nmot: the thrée were only following
lead given them by Goggs. ]Jut M.
Mohbs could not know that, and his was a

sirapicious mind,

t could he do?
d_ the

Almost ihe whole

7 szered, an w kept
rave faces annoyed Mr, \Inhhs even mare
the sniggerers.  Conrtenay disguised
amusement, and the Caterpillar looked
hored, and yawned; but their Form-master

only believed them in the plot.

So you have lines to show up,
d Mr. Mobhs,
o sir. T got them at the same time
s the others. Here the :_\|c There’s fifty
to a page; my writing's er small.”
And very bad!" qmmmd the master.
Yes -1 suppose so. I think 1 get
*of writers cramp now and  then
through having so many linés to do.”

Benson®™
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“yon are impudent, Benson! Return to] “ Whigh Gue, siv? T fear b'h.o' 1 awe geltin
w-ur place at once o doubit whit-
me, and call me Albert!” crooned a fever tha! 1 are perfectly clear to yoursel
o that-I must .(Ll.n‘hun it -to mv own defee

that \-am, _ Bemson?"  roared the | tive

‘e what me, sir?” gasped Tenson.

]:unewhab muddied. 1 have
|

you dare io make that vulgar | of thn most repr
.\mwrl."’ OO
ir! I shouldn't think of such uuh sée wow, slet ‘But if you will
;I.cu}. 15 milmg you by your Christian name, | your mmd back a fuw hours—— i
& ahout & g i the “That is, not an amwer!l I demand au

i,
K H.l, ha, ba

Form-roon. [
The ‘Fourth could no lonzer |

strain their T think it anay be tegarded as

s

“wirth, Benson was playing up in greak style n_answer, But if it is necessary that
Of con it had not hee enzon who had | [ should refresh your memory-—
spoken those words, so familiar to them from [+ Nothing of the sort is nee
Cocky.  But nearly everyone suppo: i th’\tiduuan.i that vou should give
the reply to the master was Benson crfectly stralghtforward questio

‘lhu might bave suspected otherwise lrul: 1 will endeavour to do =0, . Some
they seen his face. For Benson looked almost o you said that you would not toler

dumbfounded for an instant. sence of Derwent's covkatoo in

'lhtn his counte! mco cleared.  We kuew ¢
b it was Gogy nd he did not T -lnl in | !.ut im certainly did not |
t'the fact that Go W the  wretched © ereature |
1 into peril. For Lt |

o 08 toh keen | 1 those words, but you used
:\\onla that lll’\p!]ul prrml: on to bring him

felt sure he would not, i}
i taking Mohhy down for that.
The whole Form 1 ol taking \nm ¥

down—with the poss o of 4he

up,
nged ¢

L moment W that b

of: his temuper,
AN AN | |
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1y :

% l‘h:u would he o pity

voice

“If 1 have any more of this sort of Lhmg
1l detain e whote Form, and use t

poke a

e splutts
the wor

- s
% us what 1 want to an‘.
Irhp“ asked the voice

“Where is that abominable bird
Mr. Mobbs, quivering vutlh rege.
Unl

Where's o {10 M1 Liuesaiasineens s Newsageny | ]
Fail H

roared -
L will not Will yon be good enongh to order and
keep for me each week until further
Jotice a copy of THE GEM LIBRARY,

at 14d., which 1 undertske to accept ?

S Where 1s that bi
The “Caterpillar .-ros. ng,mci: §
is not in my

ure you, sir, !,!mt he
he L1=-rh=aps you
are] h?

Signed

Mr.

s
sir!” replied me Li(ermlh'

urbanely

But Leiore sitting down he looked ro\md at

bis seat, as though he were afraid of sitti
“Cocky

= Have }ou 1‘nm !-ml m Four posses: Ilat-e . .
L i

Three-haltpence.

“1 really fail Lo perveive aow 1 coult have
htrn. expecte: ow that, 1 still con-
our o ds \nrrmted mc in doing

o—olu good  gracious, the hoy
fmust be \s.me—a?:»ohatci!f insane 1”
Mr. Mobbs might think so, though it
doubtful - whether - he manv did; but ¢
ourth did mot. The Fourth were almost
stérical.  Goges' fac as Smithson re
I, was worth a nea a box: Sim

ént throned upon it, and now and then
there flitted ‘across it an expression as ol
pain that Mr, Mobbs should be so utterly
reng-headed and obtuse.

The master rushed to the ecuphoard and
There, on an otherwise emply
ped cage. Mr. Mobhs tore

T the ¢ verin ud revealed Cocky
Something like a mufled cheer “went g
trom Lhe ranks of Lhe Fourth.
Cocky blinked a bieary eye up at Mr

Mobhs, and croo:

 Hallo, , old tup’ "Poes it hurt to ‘n\\v a
tace like that? Why not try a m

Mr. Maobbs! hand was out and
several fellows were moving from :5 laces,

had ne mind to see Flip Derwent's
im to the wrath of. Mabhy.
1ent there came a lond tep

[r?r they

(To be cantinued.)
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Go:respundence Wanted.

Miss M. Mastrocingue,” 27,

Gardens, Cardiff, with glr'l rearer,

G. H. i1, Enton, c/0'18, Oversetts Road, New-

hall, - near Burton-on-Trent, - Stafiordshire

wants the ,,u!-lr ul‘ liwulit H. Dunkerton,
of Melbourne,
P

o
i 0 BU\ wn Johannesbutg, South
a, with readers angwhn re haurestul in

520,
uull( bé glad to hea ¢ from

G
Joseph Kramer, with whoin. he used to live

M;rmerr went to the Jowish Free Schicol, and

e Jewish Boys' Brigade.
P u ord 110, Robin Hood Chase, Notting:
“with }m; Teaders, 12-14 in ﬁhe Cnited

(,unmnga Dedgin ‘-;trael: Wynyard,
Tasmania, Australia, with boys mlereau.d in
:tatnpfnllectmg—anywhereﬁ any ug

P. Colban, 18, Silwood Streét, Brlzh:ou
Sussex, with readers .\mwh»re interested in
stamp-cillecting.

G. H. Blewitt, M]llv:rlovln Newtoundiand,
would fike to correspond with MAGNET readers
n the United Kingdom or Coloni
ander,” PO Box 6,

Rierksdorp,

o p:lmed you!" Aaswered H i 2 i'!'r nsv(':mi Bugth AlncAa‘ With eadera, aged
vt 17, in Great Britain or Australia.
a . how-d'ye- riu a!mut uothing at AND HAND IT T0 YOUR NE*SAEENT' |- Reginald ‘Miller, Sourabaya, 1
spoke the voice of Cocky. : : | Street, Nanly,' New South Wales,
Somebody  ha ught that abominable | o A A AAAAANAAAANDNANANNN | Mf.)x hoy readets in British Isles, 15-16.
hird into the l'm{n room 1 huotm the angry¥ { Teeradin, ,me'"e Street, Hamp
master, ¢ You've no right 1o ui Iyin' 1= | . Australia, with renders, 115,
(Jnﬂru arose, f Tunstall,  «He speaks truth, 3 oria, Australia
“Huave you ang ction to that, ton and L n bear witne \\ lany- Cummings, 18, Invermay Road, Launces-
B hed nueh\\ . One ge tan docsa't call another & . ton, Tasiania, Aus lhl'!'\ with Scott ar
Any obhj jon ?  Are 3w raving fiar e Canadian readers
t more of \Dwt ;*ma-:umm -~ Hear, hear!® murmured the {,:ﬂr_rpslhr. A Wet, fn‘ Rn?:?rls Road, Woodstoek,
ST am not raving, sir. | ©But hardly to the point, dear ! ould | Cape Town, South Afr .uam; members ot
mind, though, no douht, it h. ANYONE EVEU mlsuka Mobby for g ntle- u:rr\’ spondence 1oagu
a e\MLbahmm! and ur xrltahl,one 1 i3 G. Cleaver, Westv |c Road, London,
n becanse——" Mobbs did net hear that. He stood, 12, with readers interested in' mu Adver-
mouth wide open, glaring af Tunstall tiser plays banjo, and wiahes to join pierrot

on b

For Merton wi

s
Certainly. sir feet by @
Giogse Temained
= Mind eye

wi
and Merton.
the zlde of It
What Tu
ton quietly,

“You must

id Mer-

Ain’t he

o, he!
came from somewher

M Ghs glared round him wildly, The

\mn of the b bird. And yet the bird i
Iy

r, but I consider that un-
v, though I(, s 50 than the
regaining

me,
bly ofién
ion of Lying,”

ui
; \\!n did vuu ask that question, Gorgs
May T unswer you, sir?

expect you to snswer me, maturally!| his iper. = You saild ring of all |
What do you mesn by such an idiotic ques | three of ws Llnc you did not care in the
tion: \ enst where skatoo—we might
“You told me to be srhut, ,|r d 1 can- | i anywhere e like as long as we
not both be silent uud Unless you | bim from our study. #o I put
h.amual to know the deaf nd. dusb. alphis | Rim—-—> :
he dded Gogys, f struck by a happy “Where?” roared Mr. Mobbs
umuuhl. “In the cupboard nedr you, t 5mot

ha! an jdeal place, | admit, I do not think the |

“Ha, ha,
Mr. Mohbs iuuhed as it be were about to

unfortunate bird would care for & lengthy
burst a bleodvessel. sojourn_ there. But—-—
oy mrm it, sir. But, of course, if you do “You dared

o
“1 L‘On%idareﬂ that 1 had pe

rmissiof, st

ndell, 5/
| Hockley, Birming

“ford, Melbourne,

perverse and impertinent “You kno ou  must Im.ﬁg\ known—por.
I asked vou why you asked that | fectly well lhm I did not mean m.m:mg of
uu:‘st—mn.: the sort

troupe.
Abie Sherkend, 121, 8ir Lewry Road, Cupe
South Africa, with readers, 1417,

ng's Road. Loudon
mhrr’-(ul in stamp-co
‘ellie Lonnor, Buchan, East Gippsland,
ustralia, with girl readers, aged 14,
in England. 5
Great  Sandell &
am, with boy readers

=

e,

Miss Myfanwy Williams, Bla- nelyid
Street, (.raugomvnn Caurdiff, es to o
pcpond with readers mlera I:wl i sl
‘eollecting, m; Lhm.‘, Japan,

‘South Africa

i ‘\lur#i;md. &, N'.ml\‘[wh
with girl r.ndeh anywhere inters sted
n (:Lgaretlc card d starmps.

A. E. Pranger, 0 Box ‘ZDC! Povl Huuhl‘ﬁ\.
Sotith Africa, with n,ad-‘ru s
=5 F. Congers, 19, Hum.er ‘ttrﬁet Abhots-
turm Australia, with !Arl
readers In Ireland or Encland, aged 14,

N

\hﬂ Iy in

53
we,




