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Cﬂl\i’l‘EB 1.
Three in the Plot,

s g~ OT it, Monty ?”
: - It was ~“Tom . Merry, the
. _ junior captain of iSt. Jnns

~ who spoke,

‘Vhere: wewmts of mad en his trousers,
and his face was rud&y, as if from recent
-harp exercise.

Just come back from a ride at
top speod to ombe, in fact: The dis-
taphe-was but one can get hot in
;uufié a. short- Q:stancc if one ouly rides
14T

“Can't’ you seg he ham £7" snapped
Manness,

=1 -And, indeed,. Lewthe?s face was not

a successful errand.

at all suggeﬁtn&
e Shell loeked con-

‘The humorist of*

w}erabiy disgruntled.

W

Y

N

“Hang these half-holidays!” he
growled.

“My hat! First time I ever heard you
ob;eet to them, Monty !’ said Tom.

“Fm not ob]ectmg to aur half-holidays,
duffer! I wish there wers six of them a
week, and al! whole ones' It's the half-
hohda),s the
F'm up

4‘Well thev only ‘get one a week, and

7{ aappnse they need that- mueh s saidd g0ty ol
uFe? Sasked §

lﬂl {

\rlann ra
“Xes, and nobody at home!

~~shut
I rang

and knocked and kicked up the merry.

dickens of -a row; but I couldn’t get
any answer 1"

“ Never mind,” said Tom, “Tll - go
along early tOsﬂWl‘x oW momnw I

%ben they WOR(? be open’”

Losther.

“Phere will bz someone at home, any-
way. Trust me to make them hear!”

“% sha.'n“s, haveo éin:ie 1:10 framie the
phetogr: ** grumble anners.

“You'll hnmgm make time. After all,
it will only teke a few minutes. And if
youhave to, miss brekker it will be in a
zood cause.”

“ Everythmg for the best in the best
of all possible werlds—that seems to be

said

vour ‘watchword to-day, Tommy,” said
Y.owther, beginning to look more
amiable.

“Well, I do feel rather bucked,” ad-
mitted Tom. “Things are going as
smoothly as anyone could ask for, and
the good old Head’s birthday is gomp;
biggest howimg sucoess we've

Jim's, I fancy !’

“ Don’t ’s count our chickens before
they’re hatched }** said Manners, * Racke
and Croeke may have lam low for the
last #weuty-four houra; but that’s not
to sy they haven’t something tp their
siceves 1™

“QOh, even these rotters wouldn't do
anythmg at a time like this!” 'Tom

e\ or hnd at

‘I wouldn’t trust them !”
here; it's rot to say that even
they don’t-respect the Head; even if
thay don’t—-—wel love the dear old boy
ag wew. L Haven t you heard what they
are giving:
ek ; d:d h}ar Cmol\e}taggmg thaﬁ their

| Ton
Mon.t Lowther had jush come into
y 10 on the “Bhell passage.

? Tolk o ths vilisge take not jealous on that account;

- ﬁngg,
mortel
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gxft would lay anything else anyone
in the Shel or Fourth would pony up !”
said Lowther. “Sounds as if xt might
be a bedspread—eh? I'm noi quite sure
what a-bedspread is—"

“It s a silver tray, ever so bxg! % said
< Oh, rats, Thomas!. Yon wouldn’t
bed—-

“Ass! T'm not amwemng the silly rot
you talk! .1'm telling you \\hat Racke
and Crooks are giving ™
. “Ysee?l Well, it may prove that they
respect the old bird no'end; but it  1oay
mean no more than that thev won’t be-
out of the fashion. I know ene thing—
the Head will yeally think mere of this
photo of old Mammers’ than he would of a
hundred silver trays!” i

Manners beained. For once Lowther

was obviously speaking serinusly.

The framed photogmph—an enlalge-
ment of a special view of St. Jim’s—was
to he the 'Terrible Three's hirthday gift
to the Head.

It was not to be denied that Manners
had had by far the largest share in that
gift. But Tom Merry and Lowther were
there was
little  jealousy in the close friendship
that bound these ¢
Tom and anther ‘had *%mh ibuted

necessary, nm‘l they “had insisted

Emg between them for the handsome |

frame. It was to fetch that that
Lcnvthet“ had ridden over to Rylcombe
after tea. But he had come back
without it.

“Let’s ha‘c another look at the pheto,
Manners,” Tom.

“You fellaws never scem tired of look-
ing at it,” replied Manners, beaming
more gr'xmously than ever. “When the
Ylead’s got it hung up in.his own den I
believe you'll
every now and then so as to get another
squint. IHete it is! Don’t touch.
Grubbv pawsa won't improve the mount.”

‘All three {oock another look at the
photo.

“Best thing T'vo.ever done yet,” said
Manners, wrappmg it up again with
loving care.  “That process was top-
hole. ™ It cost a lot, but it was worth
every penuy it cost! it

“Hear, hear!” said Tom heartily.
“And, anyway, the best_isn’t too g
for the Head.  There’s no school in the
country with a Head like * m, or a
House-master like old Railton!

“Time for the final rehearsal? re-
marked Lowther. “I say, a‘hom.as, old
son, isn’t Sktmmy rather a fly in-
ointment? I can’t say that his ren
of the part of the Orown Prince exi
appeals to me!”

*Oh, it's funny, and the
posed to be funny ! answered Tom.

“He would be much funnier in 'the
part of Othello or Hamlet !”

“But we're not playmg - Othello?

,‘Haﬁillﬂeg’ and Foud h{?fyhe ﬁts% to
squeal if we- ying them
as burleeqeia. S

ued, even the im-

Wrong, 1
ot P g &ar old pal, Bill

get a sll\u: tlay that ‘would cover af

{ said the humorous Lowther. ~

YFProtess |

be wangling a caning|

y-

part?’iup.‘ Bag

lemn‘f I'd agree to any-|

A Magailicent, New, Long, -
Complete School Story
of Tom Merry & Co.
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MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Shakespeare! Come along, or we. sha T
have our dear young'iriends from Studie >
No. b. arriving to inquire whether we'tig g
dead !

“I shouldn’t leave that on the tahlc.
Manners,” said Fom.

“Not going to old man! Yl put 1#
in the eup)

A few seconds . later ihe -thiree left
No. 10 together.  In the- passa»g&ihei ran
agamst Trimble of the Fourth.

“Eome along, Bagley de Lovefat!” “%;

aggy scowled at Bim, _ ’
*“Where to?” he gronted. “’Taiy
feed, 1 kiiow; else .you.rotters wo ‘t
be so keen on having me[” -

L not P’ said Manners @tiv.

g here do you want me to co m% "
to, o T

L‘I
sulklly. .
“Phen we shall be one dm\ n on dead
bodies. ;' Baggy, Baggy! Could you
let us do“ 1 thus$”

“ Y‘m
well_would twenty Jawﬁer if 1 was
treated likethati -Bo you know,what
that rotter Digby did hst night 3 :“He
pinned a placard with ¢ Fine fre,sh pm'k
onxtontome:mesq :

~¥s ha

ehearsal ! )
- chucked my pmt e 5:116 Baggx

I jolly well could, and' I j oll%‘- e
> i

yvou! You chaps may be sorry some
day before long that- you haven't been
more. civil to”a ie{Iow"’ said Baggy
darkly.

“What fellow 7 asked. Tom;

“Me, of coursel” ~

“Oh! Come on, you two!’ E

The three passed on. Bagg lTooked
after them with a cunning smile on his, A
repulsne podgy face. /

hen he burrled oﬁ to Studv No. 7

Racke and Crooke were there, - Lextht(?"
had a part in the revue. They had not
cared about it.

“The coast’s clear !” saidl Baggy, ina
mystemous, hoarss whisper. 5

“Do _you know where the thmg 1827

-asked Racke

“What do yon think? It'sin the cup-
board! T heard Manners say so -

“Stir _yourself,. €rooke, gﬁ =
snapped Racke.

*“Here, dash it all;=don’t bo in too bu;
a hurry! They haven's all gone aleng”
to the c-oncerffroom yet. 1 can hea; ey
someone passing ! %

‘I-I 3

“That was' Noblc 1 said Baggy.
know his feet.” e
HSO kyolged ought"f’ mg:rowled }Croeke.
“He's kic 1 o enoug -
“¥ah! meoneedn't brag! Wha let St
8 duﬁer like Gunn lick him?” gibed

i Stop that 1"’ snorted Racke. ~“They re
all one now, I think !’
e three stole out.

“You can - sneak in and get it, }
Bnglgfyll” Ra,cke egid. - - 7o
“Oh, I Lnow' Yaas, it's worﬂa‘

another hob !”
“ A measly bob, be hanged' Tts worth

another five bob
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~Right-ho!” said. Racke, with a
.readiness that might have seemed sus-
pictous to anyone less blinded by greed
than Trimble. -

Racke, mean as he was in most matters,
would cheerfully have paid an extra half-
soveraign rather than enter No. 10 him-
self. Baggy was to receive ten shillings
for the intelligence he had gained by his
eavesdropping activities. )

The door of No. 11, which Kangaroo,
Dane, and Glyn shared, stood ajar.
There was no light in the study. Racke
and Crooke stole iuside, to await in safety
the emergence of Bagpy from No. 10.

“8ifly idiot! He'll have someone spot
that light{” grunted Crooke.

“Well, you can’t expect lim to find the
thing in the dark,” replied Racke.
“Mind, if he’s caught, mum’s the word !
e didu’t see us go in here, an® we'il
sweat blind we ktew nothin’ about it if

“he tries the givin’-away wheeze!”

“He’ll do that, safe enough!” eaid
Crooke morosely. * Dashed mistake to
let that fat cad into this at all, I reckon!”

The aii{ht went out &t this moment,
and Racke and Crocke were moving for-
ward when they eard -
approaching from. the direction of the
Fourth pagsage. -

_'l'hey halted, and stood still. Something
like a stifled sgueal come to their ears.

Baggy had heard those footsteps also.

But he was out.of No, 30 and into No. 9,

the study shared by Talbot, Gore, and
Skimpole, before the fellow who was
approaching came round the corner.

s e

- UHAPTER 2.
Skimmy Takes ‘a' Hand.

T was Lowther who came, in search of
something he had forgotten. He
whistled cheerily as he went into
the study, and he ivas whistling

cheerily when he came out again. From
this it wag évident that he kunew nothing
of the disappearance of the photo.

But had it disappeared at all? Racke
and_Crooke could not be-sure of that
until the coast was clear again, and they
had seen Trimble.

_ Baggy, in No. 9, stood trembling. He
had taken the brown-paper covering off
the photo to make sure of its ideniity;
now, as he fidgeted nervously, he tore
away the tissue-paper which had been
laid over it, and thrust it into his pecket.
Then he laid the photo, face downwards,
on the table az Lowther passed the door.

He did not want to be caught red-

anded.

Scarcely had Lowther turned the
corner again when the two black sheep
dodged out of No. 11.

“Baggy, you idiot!” hissed Raclko.

Baggy -appeared, his podgy face show-
ing pale with fear in the dim light.

“Where’s the dashed photo,
fat rotter?”” demanded Crooke?”

“T—I'll cut back and get it! I—I left
it on the table!” burbled Baggy.

““Oh, look out!” gasped Racke.

Footsteps sounded again. Almost by
force, Racke got Baggy into No. 11.
Crooke needed no hint of force to get

you

3him there.

Racke peered out. :

**Oh, by gad, it’s Gore!” he groaned.
“He’s going in there. He'll find the
thing 7

“You fool, Baggy! Why did you
leave it there?” snarled Crooke.

“Shush!” hissed Racke.

Gore passed into his study and closed
the door. Next moment a thin streak of
light below it showed the three plotters
ttnnt he had, in all likelihood, come to
stay.

\‘zNow what’s to be done?” asked
Crooke helplessly.
*Baggy will have to make some

footsteps | -
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Threz-halfpence,

I if Only Baggy Dared!

{

(See Chapter 22)

exouse for goin’ iIn an’ gettin’ it,” said
Racke at once.

“Catch me!” said Baggy. “’Tain’t
my bizney! Look here, Racke, just you
give me that fifteen bob you owe me, and
P’ll say nothing about this to anyone!
But if-—"

Racke clutched him by his fat throat
and shook him fiercely.

“Gurrrrg ! Oh, don’t!” panted Baggy.

“You're goin’ to get that photo, by
gad ]’ said Racke savagely. “You fat
fool, vou're in this right up to the
neck !"

“T ain't! I've nothing to do with it,
really. It was you two rofters, and I
shall jolly well let everyone know it !”

“By gad, T'l slay you!" snarled
Raocke. : )

The sounds which followed almost sug-
gested that he was carrying out . his
threat. There was a.good deal of the
bully in Racke, and he could not bear
to be thwarted by anyone whom he des-
pised as he did Baggy.

“QGurrrg ! Ow-ow ! Stoppit!” groaned

Baggy.
“T say, Racke, you'll have somebody
hear!” protested Crooke mnervously.
“You don’t want to fetch that chap
Gore out, do you?”

“1 don’t care a hang !” snapped Racke.
“But I'm going to make this worm do
as he'’s told ! .

“I—Tll go in!” {faltered Baggy, in
dreaed of ‘his life. “ Bub-bub-but what am
I to say?” i .

"Telf Gore you've dropped somethin’
in there,” said Crooke. .

“He won’t let me take a thing like
the photo out after that!” objected
Baggy. “I couldn’t have dropped any-
thing that size I’*"

“ Sneak
dash you!” . i

Baggy groaned.. A job of this sort was
not at all in his e, 3

“ Hadn’t we better wait' 2 few minutes |.

and see whether ‘he clears out?” he said
fointly. =

it out” when he ain't lookin’,

“He won't clear ouf,” answered
Racke. “Gore’s under weathet
about somethin’—lost a near relative in
the war, I fancy. He's mopin’.”

There was no sympathy in Racke’
tone; and ncither Crooke nor Trimble
had any fecling of the sort. But all threo
felt that. with Gore in such a mood, there
was a chance that things might be done
in No. 9 without his paying any heed.

“Cut off I said Racke grimly, giving
Baggy another shake.

Baggy tapped at the door of Na. 9.

“Come in!” shouted Gore. * Some of
you can’t let a fellow have a minute’s
peace, it seems!”

Baggy entered. :

“We'd better cut,” said Crooke. “It
will look dashed suspish to Gore if he
gets on to Baggy's game an’ sees us
hangin’ about.”

“Yaas, we may as well go,” drawled
Racke, with an assumption of far
greater coolness than he felt.

It was all very well for the twoblack
sheep to talk of denying any complicity
in the plot if Baggy were caught and
gave them away. Baggy was an abomin-
able liar; but his word was couynted not
much less valuable flign theirs by most of
the fellows. And “this -particular dirty
trick was likely to be thenght mueh more
in their line than in that of [rimable.

They waited anxiously in their own
study. PR
Meanwhile, Baggy showed a pale and
podgy face in No. 9. e SR

““ What do you want ?” growled Gore.

“I—I dropped something hore, Gore.
Do you mind if I look for it?” -

“That’s all very well.” What were you
doing in our study, I'd like to know P

“I—I came to speak to Skimmy.”

“You're lying!  Skimmy hds cut you
dead since that Moat House bizney; and
I don’t blame him !” e

1—1 mean Talbot, Gore.”7 " -~

#Right-ho! Tll ask Talbol what yom

T Gey LiBrary.—No. 561
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wanted with him. I'm jolly sure he
didn’t want anything with youl”

Gore seemed to Baggy cruelly sus-
picious. He would not believe anything
—which is very saddening to a fellow who
seelts belief for lies. %aggy went on
another tack. He never minded contra-
dicting himself.

“I—I mean I really wanted to speak te
you, Gore. I—I’m ever so sorry about
your cousin getting killed, you know.”

“It wasn’t my cousin; and I don’t
want any of your pretended sorrow! 1
know what that’s worth !” .

“Your—they said it was your cousin,
Gore.  It’s all the worse if it was a
brother. I'm sorry, really!” .

“Tt wasn’t my brother, either, and if
you say another word I’ll kick you out
of the study!” . .

(Gore was morose in his grief for his
uncle.  He had valued Talbot’s few
words-of real sympathy, and he had let
Skimmy say something to him; but he
growled at cveryone else who had
attempted to -condole with him. - They
were not offended; they knew Gore. It
was rough on him, too, that he should
be under a black cloud like.this at such
a time, ;

But Gore had known that Tom Merry
and Arthur Augustus and Kangaroo an
the rest really had felt sorry for him;
and he knew quite well that Baggy did
not. There was more than & little excuse
for his sharpness with the fat Fourth-
Former,

“J—T—may I look for what I dropped,
Gore ?” L

“Yes. But look sharp about it!”

Gore did not ask what it was. e
threw himself back in the armchair, and
his hafid went to his forehead. He was
really feeling awfully down. .

Baggy, pretending to be grovelling on
the floor, stole a glance every now and
then. Once his podgy hand stole up to
the table, and touched a corner of the
mount of the photo, leaving a slight mark
there.

But he fancied that Gore’s eyes were
upon him, and as he counted the chances
of rising to his feet with the photo under
his arm—even if he could get it off the
table unseen—and walking out of the
room with it his heart sank. Gore would
challenge him, he knew, and then all
would be up.

Gore was not at all the sort of fellow to
let him off on the ground that he had
been misled. He wae just the sort to
make the biggest kind of a row about it.

At last Baggy made up his mind. He
could stand no more of this suspense.
Another minute or two, and his legs
would refuse to support him when he did

et up!

“T've found it, Gore!” he said. “My
penknife. I shouldn’t have liked to lose
that—it’s valuable!”

“Good! Now lose yourself !” snapped
Gore.

Baggy skipped. He felt as if a load
had been taken off his mind. On the
whole he considered it inadvisable to re-
port at once to Racke and Crooke. The
wmarks of Racke’s fingers were still upon
his throat.

There was another way down, avoiding
the passing of No. 7, and Baggy took it,
on tiptoe.

.He made his way to the concert-room.
He was even prepared to be a dead body
again, -if it would save him from his
fellow-plotters.

As "ho entered the
Skimmy came out.

The sketch in which Skimpole played
the part of the Crown Prince of Prussia
had been rehearsed for the last time, and
as Skl’mix.,ahad no part in the rest of the
revne he d;d not care to waste more of
his valuable time.

Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. 561,

concert-room

=

He passed Baggy without even glancing
at him. It is quite possible that, wrapped
in meditation, he failed to sce humn.
though certainly Baggy wae big enough
to be seen.

But Baggy remembered what Gore had
said, and his heart was hot against
Skimmy.

““Beast 1” he muttered.  “Thinks he
knows eéverything! I wish I could get
him into trouble fcr bagging that photo.
T should think T could work it if I tried
hard. But“there’s Racke and Crooke.
Oh dear, I wish Pd never touched the
beastly thing!”

Skimmy went on his way to No. .
He had a great project in his head, which
he had confided to no one but Talbet and
Gore. .

Hie face took on a look of delight as he
came into his study and saw the back of
the mounted photo. It was just the very
thing he wanted. :

“ Gore, my dear fellow, this is exceed-
ingly good of you!” he said gratefully.

“What 7" growled Gore.

“The provision of this excellent picce
of cardboard for my birthday message to
the Head, of course!”

“1 didn’t provide it!
talking about, fathead?”

“You did not place this sheet of card-
board here?”

“No, I didn’t. T didn’t know it wae
there. I weg thinking!”

“I know, my dear Gore, that you arc
oppressed by sad thoughts just now. I
will not entreat you to call to your aid
the consolations of philosophy, for I amn
well aware that your mind is not of a
philosophic cast. But I should think it
should comfort you to feel that your
uncle died doing his duty in a great
cause,” .

“Oh, shut up!” growled Gore. Baut
the tone was hardly as rough as the
words, -

‘“As you did not obtain this for me,
Gore, it must have been Talbot. It wuas
exceedingly thoughtful of him,” said
Skimmy.

“I dare say it was Talbot,” returned

Gore.  “He spoils you, you old ase!
Well, you can get on now, and leave me
alone. I don’t mind you here as Jong as
you ain’t chin-wagging, but I can’t stand
much of that.”
. Skimmy got on. With three different
inks, rulers, and compasses, he worked
upon his message, without a thought as
to what might be on the other eide of the
fine, thick sheet of cardboard he was
using, or, indeed, that therc could be
anything on the other side.

Herbert Skimpole was not endowed
with artistic ability; but as it never oc-
curred to him that there were any bounds
to his ability to do what he wanted
to do. it was just as well that time was
short for what he had in hand. He could
not attempt a floral border for his mes-
sage; it seemed a pity, as he had both
red and §recn ink, and would have seen
no difficulty in doing red roses and green
leaves all round—which, as he could draw
neither a rose nor a leaf, would scarcely
have been any considerable improve-

What are you

ment.

He had to content himself with straight
lines—with the aid of a ruler Skimmy was
capable of them—and fairly neat letter-
ing. When the work wae completed the
back of the photo-mount looked some-
thing like this:

MANY HAPPY RETURNS
OF THB®
AUSPICIOUS ANNIVERSARY.

Row ON
SALE,

Skimmy glaneed at Gore. But he saw
at once that Gore did not want to be
talked to. So he put the greeting away
in_the cupboard to dry, and opened a
volume of Professor Balmycrumpet.
Prep was off that night; it had not been
cfficially announced yet that the morrow
would be a holiday, but everyone fels
pretty sure of it,

Either Professor Balmycrumpet or
absence of mind prevented Skimmy’s
thanking Talbot, as he had fully intended
to do. He did not forget the greeting;
but he forgot that he had someone elso
to thank for the medium of its convey-

ance.

Talbot must have been surprised had
he been thanked. He had forgotten all
about Skimmy’s project. And Gore
quite forgot it, too.

~ CHAPTER 3.
Getting Up Early.

(L RRRH! Uggggh!”
¥y It was Baggy Trimble who

~made those uncouth noises,
waking fully an hour beforo
the rising-bell went next morning.

A sense of depression was upon Baggy.
He felt it evcn before he was sufficiently
swake to recalise what it was he had to
feel depreesed about.

Then he remembered.

He had lost fifteen shiliings !

It was true that he had never had tho
fifteen shillings; but he had lost them
nevertheless, -

Racke would quite certainly refuse to
c-agl‘x‘lﬁup under the“premt urcumstﬁ:cct

at was not all. hapless Bagzy
had to lock forward to more rosgh hand-
ling from Racke. : -

He could appeal for protection, of
course. Hven Baggy. was not to be
bullied with impunity, if Tom Merry or
Kangarco or Grundy knew of it. Kan-
garoo and Grundy were often rough with
Baggy, but never without reasan—they,
at least, were sure of that.

The TFourth did not look with favour on
the bullying of any of their weaklings by
a Shell fellow. Blake or any of the other
leaders of the Form would stand between
Baggy and Racke.

But they would want to know what tho
row was about, and Baggy's shrinking
dﬁlicacy made him loth to tell anyone
that.

If only he could have told the story so
that his part in the affair shculd show
free from guiit he would not have
minded.

It was hardly likely, however, that any
inquiry would reveal him as an injured
innocent.

What could he do?

He lay thinking that over for a time.
Then he made up his mind to a desperate

deed. He would get out of bed, sneak 4

downstairs to the study floor, get back
the photo from No. 9, and hide it in
No. 7. Then Racke and Crooke could do
as they liked with it, and he would get
his fifteen shillings !

It was a desperate deed in Baggy’s
eyes, not so much because of the risk
involved as because of the dreadful
necessity of getting out of bed before
rising-bell.  Getting cut as long after
that as was consistent with the irre-
ducible minimum of attention to his
toilet was Baggy’s usual practice. -

He groaned as he crawled out now.
But no one heard him groan. Everyone
else in the Fourth ‘dormitory was still
fast asleep. .

Not in the Shell dormitory, however.
Someone there was awake, out of bed,
and ahead of Bag%y in_his toilet, though
he bad more to do. For all Si:lmmy’s
absent-mindedness, no one ever accused
him of omitting to wash his neck.

Skimmy- was downstairs before Baggy.
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Ho went to No. 9, and took out_his card
of preeting. _bardly
and he could only just distinguish ‘the
words upon it. But he liked them.

Skimmy thought the phrase “of this!

auspicious anniversary ’ ever so far

ahead of the trite “‘of the day.” And
it was not likely Dr. Holmes would mind.
He would think only of the good feeling
that had prompted the gresting,

It did not even occur to Skimmy to
look at the other side of the cardboard.
“I'he thought that he still had Talbot to
thank for providing it did flash across
his mind, but it was there and gone.

He looked round for a hammer and

nails. “ He could not remember when he:

had last seen a hammer used in No. 8;
neither Talbot nor Gore had much taste
for amateur ca-rpentering.f .

But there was sure to be one in No. 10,
Skimmy, carrying the card, popped into
the study next door. :

ITIe came out with a hammer and some
tintacks just as Baggy veached the
pessage.

Baggy saw him, but he did not see
PBaggy. Baggy followed him downstairs
and to the hall, through which Dr,
Holmes must pass en his way to school
prayers in- Big Hall.

Skimpole placed the card against the

notice-board, otherwise vacint for once,’

and began laboricusly to hammer in tin-
tacks at each corner.

- Baggy, peering round a door, watched

hini, .

The fat Fourth-Former had not a quick
mind; but, semehow, he had tumbled
speedily to the fact that the greeting-
card-and Manners’ enlarged photo were
one and the same. .

They must be—there could hardly be
any doubt as to that. The size corve-
sponded, and Baggy could discern the
«inudge his own dirty thumb had made
in- cne corner. Besides, the photo was
not in No. 9. Bagzgy had made a very
carefnl search there,

He was not quite surc how to take this
new turn of affairs, however. The one
thing that seemed bsyond doubt to him
was that saying anything to Skimmy was
useless,

Before Skimmy had fimished his task
Baggy bolted. Tt took Skimmy some
time; he was not clever with a hammer.
He gave his left thumb one or two pain-
ful knocks; but in such a geod cause he

could -endure” pain with fortitude with-/

out specially reminding himself that he
was_a philosopher.

When the job was done it looked to
him a little askew. But by gazing at it
with his head somewhat on one side he
managed to make it seem straight; and,
after all, was it not likely enough that
Dr. Holmes’ head might be a little on
one side when he looked at it?

So Skimmy went off “feeling quite’

happy.

Up in the Shell dormitory three or four
more fellows had anticipated the rising-
bell. Tom Merry was getting up. So
were Racke and Crocke, Talbot sat up
in bed. 2

“ Where

are you off to, Tom?"” he
asked. S

“ Rylcombe, TLowther didn't get that!

frame last night, and I promised T'd
fetch it this morning.”

“Good old Tommy!” said Lowther
drowsily.

“Then he turned over and dozed off
again.

Lowther very much preferred that

Tom should take on that mission.

“T'll come along,” said Talbot; and4

he got out of bed.
e and Crooke looked at one
another. They grinned; but
~..grinned like one with his mind at ease.
Tom and Talbot took no notice of

It was still hardly light,’

neither:
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them. It was unusual for the black
sheep to be up early; but their rising
was no business of the other two.

Crooke was ready, but Racke was still
brushing his well-oiled hair when the
skipper of the Shell and his chum passed
out.

“Take a squint into the Fourth dorm,
and seé if Baggy’'s in bed, old top,” said
Racke, i
" ““Sure to be!” growled Crooke. “Who
ever heard of that fat slacker gettin’ up
till he had to? I'm not goin’ to wake
the lout. It would be too dashed suzpish,
by gad! We shall have to put this
through without Baggy, if it's to. be
managed at all. Not sure we'd better
not thuck it, though.”

“I'm not goin’ to chuck it, confound
yon!” snarled Racke.

“Well, that doesn’t tie me - down,
y'know,” replied Crooke unpleasantly.

He peeped into the Fourth dormitory,
and saw at once that something like a
miracle had happened.

Baggy’s bad was empty.

“'l%ue fat beast’s up to somethin’,” he
told Racke. “I only hope hg won't make
a mull of it all.”

Trimble was in their study when they
entered. In fact, half of him was in the
cupboard. When Baggy found himself
alone in a study he always felt an over-
powering interest in_the commissariat
question as connected with that study’s
occupants—and with himself.

“Come out of that!” snapped Racke.

Baggy came out of it, with a mouth

smeared with ‘am.

“Oh, it’s all right, you fellows!” he

said airily.

“I'm dashed if it is!” snorted {'rooke.
“You've been at our jam, you fat
thief!”

“QOh, well, T only wanted to see what
kind it was; you know! Strawberry!”
Baggy smacked his lips. * Not plum and
ﬂp}gle. You chaps krow too much for

that. Not blackberry. Blackberry ain’t

bad, but a fellow gets a bit tired of it.

If you don’t mind, I think I'll take this
pot t”

“Wha-a-at?” roared Crooke.

“Don’t make such a tow. I say,
Racke, shut that door. When you've
heard what T've got to tell you Tl bet
you won’t make any fuss about a merc
trifle like a pot of jam!”

“You'd better look sharp an’ tell us,
then, or I shall dashed well start makin’
a fuss about it!” said Crooke hotly. “1

don't buy strawberry jam to have filthy |

fingers stuck into it!”

“Oh, T thought it was Racke’s! Racke
wouldn’t make a fuss about a pot of
jam,
Racke?” =

Racke had shut the door.
at Baggy searchingly.

Something in the fa$ junior’s manner
gave Racke hope. 1f Baggy had no
success to report he would not have
come to report at all; he would have
kept out of the way, as he had done the
night before.

Racke had thought of sending Baggy
into No. 9 to look for the photo. Now,
unless he was greatly mistaken, thers was
no longer any need for that.

It was not ?or nothing that Baggy had
got up so long before his accustomed
1

He looked

me.

Cro6ke stared as Baggy held out a
podg? and jam-smerred hand, and said:

“TIl trouble you for fifteen bob,
Racke!” -

“Don’t give it to him, chump!” said
Crooke. “It will be beastly sticky when

{'you have to force him- to shell it out

gain.” - . .
But Racke fock out hig pocket-book,
| and extracted-¢herefrom & pound note.

a,

© Baggy's mean little eyes glistened, and

He's a pal of minc—ain’t you,

Three-halfpence, 5

his fingers curved to clutch the slip of
paper.

“ Wait, a moment,” said Racke. “If's
no good fancyin’ you can get this by
false pretences, because you wouldn’t be
allowed %o keep it. Bugp if you reslly
have got hold of that dashed photo 1
sha’'n’t mind makin’ it a quid. So yon
needn’t be in a hurry to handle it—it’s
all gerene—if only 3

“It’s all right, Racke—really, it is!
You might have known you could trust
mg, I should think !™ :

‘You're a dashed trustwerthy chap,

You're
an’ a dashed brainy - chap, ain’t you,
Baggy?” sneered Crooke,

“Yes, I am, then! You'll say so when
you’ve heard all about it!”
“I sha'n't say it till I've got more

“proof than your word, an’ I shan’n’t say

1t then, by gad!” repliad Crooke obstin-
ately. '

“Well, T ain't really talkin’ to you.
Racke’s my pal-—ain’t you, Racke? It's
Racke who wants to take down that
roiter Manners a peg or two, and—-"

“Shush! Best not talk about that,
Baggy,” said Racke. “What have you
done? An’ why didn’t you cvome xlong
to us last night?”

“Because I'd other fish to fry,” said
Baggy mysteriously. * Craft was wanted
for our job, I can tell you that, Racke!”

“Go on, you fat swanker! What did
you do? ‘hat’s the question. Don't
stand there braggin' about how deep you
aro, but hand over the dashed photo!

Q‘u'vw'e got xt,”of-(-ourse?"

“You haven't got it? Oh, counfound
you {*

There was an ugly gleam in Racke’s
cyes.  DBaggy had rtaised his hopes so
high that to disappoint him nov: would
be dangerous for Baggy.

“I can take yvou to where it is this
minute,” said Baggy hastily,

“What on earth do you mean?”

“You just come along with me!”

“Liook here, you fat, silly idiot—""
—Ah, you won't say that when you've
heard! Just you come along !”

Greatly wondering, the black sheep
went. They stared in puzzled amaze-
ment when be halted below in front of
Skimmy’s greeting, and said :

“There you arc!”

“Why, you silly ass——" "began
Crooke wrathfully.

“That's the photo!™ said Baggy
triumphantly.

% ut »

“It 15, I tell you! If you don't
believe me 'you can look at it.”

“1 really think the fat idiot means It,
Racke ! said Crooke.

“Sure he does! But Lo may
made a mistake, y’know.”

“You don't catch me making mis
takes !” said Baggy conceitedly. “I tell
you I worked this a treat. Look here,
old Skimmy’s nailed it up all askew, and
the tacks are all loose, ioo. You can pull
two of them out and have a look at the
thing. if you can’t believe me without.”

“Pull the thing down an’ tear it up!™
snarled Crooke.

“No!” snapped "Racke. “It's safe
enough here, an’ we're safe, too: You
say Skimpole put it up, Baggy ?”

“Yes. That was my doing, you
know. He was ¢lean done. He, he, he!
He thought it was ever 5o kind of me to
find him a nice piece of cardboard, to
write his piffling greeting on, and he
never thought of looking at the other
side.”

“8o that was the way of it, was it?”
said Racke thoughtfully.

“That was it. 1 waited till Gore went
out of the study and Skimmf Sune in.
Then I went in and told him ¥'d brought
4im that thing . bocause 1 kney he
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wanted something of the sort, and I
wanted to make friends with him agajn—
see? Skimmy wouldn’t spéak to me after
that Moat House affair—mnot that I
wanted the silly ass to, really, but any-
thing dees for a tale.”

Anything did not, as a rule, do for a
tale to beguile Racke and Crooke, who
were too cunning to be imposed upan

-very readily by Baggy. But this did. It

sounded plausible enough. There was
never much difficulty in pulling the wool
over the eyes of Skimmy.

Crooke pulled out two tacks on one
side, and bent the mount back far enough
to get a glimpse of the photo.

“It's 1t right cnough, Racke!” he
said. -

Racke nodded.

‘“Put those tacks back, sharp!” he
said. “Somecone might come along !”

Someone did come along as Crooke was
fumbling with them. |

It was Clive of the Fourth. He
stopped when he saw the three, and
noted what they were doing.

“Shouldn’t have thought that kind of
thing would have been much in the line
of you fellows,”- he remarked.

“That's -all you  know!”
Crooke.

snarled

- “Tt isn't,” said Racke. - “The thing’s’
Skimmy’s—at

i least, so Trimble says.
Trimble saw him putting it up. But it
wasn’t straight, an’ out of the kindness

— of his heart Crooke——" -

“Well, if it’s old Skimmy's, just you

- rotters let it alone !” said Clive, jumping

to a conclusion that was by no means
wholly unjustified. “If I hear that it's
gone, I shall know who meddled with it,
and other chaps . besides Skimmy may
have something t3 say about it.”

Clive passed on, and thought no more
of the matter for the time being. Crooke
finished his task. -

““We'll leave it here for the present,”
Racke said quietly. ‘“ After the Head’s
scen it no one will care what becomes of
it—not even Skimmy. So it will be safe
f"nough to sncak down to-night an’ collar
. Meanwhile, wo're as safe as if we'd
had pothin’. to-do with it, old top!”

“ CHAPTER 4, .
Lost 1

[ ERE you- are, Manners, old
.chap!” said Tom Merry,

coming into Study No. 10 with
Talbot a few minutes before
breakfast. .

“Oh, gocd!” answered Manners.
“I've got the things ready for doing the
work. There’s no time to spare.”

And he went to the cupboard to get
the pheto.

Monty Lowther came in
moment.

“Tommy, you're a brick!” he said.
“*Tis the voice of the sluggard, I know
well; but reaily T did bar going over to
Rylcombe before the world was properly
aired for the day.”

“It was jolly out,” remarked Talbot.
“Going to be a beautiful day, I'm sure.
Why, what’s the matter, Manners?”

‘“’Tain’t here !” gasped Manners.

“Oh, T say, you've forgotten where
you put it, you know,” said Tom.

“Chump! As if T should be likely to
do that! Besides, thc thing ain’t so
small that it could get mislaid. Come
and look for yourself I”

The other three all crowded to the
cupboard. :

_ Certainly the photo was not there.. If
it had been it must have been visible at
once.

“Mmhat!” said Tom.

. “Bom y must have taken it for a
joke,” suggested Talbot.

“You didn’t when yon came back here
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at that

last night, did you, Lowther ?” snapped
Manners.

“My dear man, do you think I would?
That's the worst of having a reputation
for japing. But this would be beyond a
joke, Manners.” ‘

“Yes, I know—I didn’t think—you
wouldn’f, of course,” replied Manners
confusedly. “But it can’t” have been
Blake and that let, can it?*

“No!” said Tom decidedly. ‘ They
wouldn’t, any more than Monty.*’

“There’s no harm in asking them,
though, I should think.” 4

‘‘Nor much good,” said Tom. *8till,
ask them if you like. Be civil, though.
We don’t want to squabble among our-
selves.” )

_ Manners hurried off to Study No. 6 on
the Fourth passage.

Tom: and Talbot and Lowther looked
at one another. with worried faccs.

“T'm afraid it’s not a joke, Tom,”
said Talbot.

“T’'m sure it's not I’ snapped Lowther.

‘foz,1’; would any fellow be cad encugh
to——

“There are fellows here who are cads
enough for anything, Tom! I don't
name any names, but—-"

‘“Best not,” said Talbot quietly. “TI°ll
go and speak to Gore. He was in our
study most of the evening, and he may
know whether anyone came along.”

“Right-ho!” said Tom, trying to
speak cheerfully. ’

But neither he nor Lowther looked
cheerful when Talbot had gone.

“We're done, Monty!” xaid Tom.
“We shall never see the photo again.
And it’s too late now to get anything
else, even if we bhad cash enough.”

‘“Never say die!” replied Lowther.
“But I'm afraid we are done. We may
get it back, but not in toue. All the
gifts are to be handed 1u after piayers.
A few minutes before brekker and a fow
after—that’s all we've got.”?

Manners came back. Iis face told at
once that he brought no good news.

“They haven’t touched it,” he gaid.
“I didn’t really think they would, and
I don’t blame them much for being
ratty with me.”

“We’re not,” spoke Blake's voiee
behind him. “ At least, if we were it
was only for a minute.”

‘‘Yaas, wathah! We can entuh into
Mannahs’ feclin’s, I twust.”

Manners blinked at them in a friendly
way. He could not speak. Herries and
Dighy were bchind Blake and Arthur
Augustus, and their faces showed that
they were in full agreement winh their
chums.

“It’s rotten !” said Blake. “We came
along to sce if we could lend a hand.
There's no time to waste.”

“But there doesn't scem anywhere to
make a start,” Herries said hopelessly.
_ Talbot came back just then.

“It's no time for being too particn-
lar,” he said. *“We ought not to pitch
on anyone, but Gore says that Baggy
was round herc last night.”

“Why, of course he was!" said Tom.
“Didn’t we meet him when we left here
for the concert-room ¥”’

“It must have been later than that
when Gore saw him, for I met Gove after
you'd gone m.”

“THe wasn’t ubout when T camo back
here,” Lowther said.

“TI} go and fetch the fat rotter!”
volunteered Herries,

And he went off.

Perhaps Herries was nof cxactly the
messenger  the Terrible Three would
have chosen.  Herries wag¢ hardly dip-
lomatic. He might binrt out the whole
story of the trouble before dnyone. Bat,

_after all, it was bound to be known if

the photo were not found alnast at ence.

- 2

0
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And ‘hio “one théught much of Baggy's

feelings.

Presently a sound as of a pig squeal-
ing was heard along the passage, and
then Baggy shot into Study No. 10, pro-
pelled by the knee of HFerries. ~ g

“I ain’t going to put up with this!™
howled Ba»ggy. *“T'll report Herries for
bullying! T’ll—->
. “Bullying be hanged!” snapped Her-
ries. ‘ You wouldn’t havo been touched
if you’d come along when you were told.
You don’t suppose I like taking hold of
your ear, do you?”’ )

“It’s all right. There’s time to wash
your hands before brekker!” said Dig,
grinning.

“} can’t think what you fellows want
me for,” said Baggy. I don’t want to
heve anything to do with you, I'm jolly
sure! I'd almost made u i
cut the lot of you dead in future. Yah!”

“Go on, Baggy! Finish making it up,
do!” Lowther urged him. ‘“No use stop-
p}ing half-way in anything so good as
that !” .

“Shut up, Monty!” said Tom. “Seo
here, Trimble, o very serious thing has
happened here.” .

“We don’t say you've had anything to
do with it,”” Talbot put in. ‘‘But you’ve
been mixed up in a lot of dirty tricks;

and we know that you were hanging .

round here last night.” -
“I wasn’t, then! I didn’t come through
this passage yesterday—not once!”

“That’s a lie!” snorted Manners. “We E=

saw you!”

‘“And you came to our study pretend-
ing to look for something you’d dropped
there,” added Talbot. ‘T don’t believe
you dropped anything at all there. You'd
no business-in there. None of us wants
{o see you!”

“Well, T couldn’t"have taken anything
out of No. 10 by looking for something
that Pd lost in No. 8, cculd 17" howled
Baggy.

“Who said anything was taken out of
here?” demanded Tom.

“I—J—— Oh, Herries did!” faltered
the podgy junior.

“I didn’t!” said Herries sharply. * All
T said was that something had been lost,
and you were wanted."”

“Well, ain’t that the same as saying -

I'd boned it?” -

“Seeing that you are you, Baggy, it’s
not & bad inference I’ remarked Lowther.

“ Have you boned it?”’ roared Manners.

“No; I haven’t even seen your rotten
old photo! Come to that, I didn’t know
anything about it till you mentioned it.
I'm not interested——7"

*‘ Nobody has mentioned-it!” struck in
Talbot.

“Baggay, you scoundwel, you—-7"

“Oh, you dry ap, D’Arcy! You’re a
jolly sight more likely to have taken the
thing than I am! Everybody knows that
vou’ve been squabbling with these fellows
for the last two or three days, and you're
a spiteful beast{”

“Bai Jove! J—=
_ The clang of the breakfast-bell broke
in upon Avthur Aungustus’ indignant pro-
test. :

“Now I suppose I can go?" snarled
Baggy. *“You can’t keep me from.
brexker, anyway 1”

They fely very much inclined to. None
of them would have minded much the
missing of breakfast if only “missing it
had been likely to help. But it was diffi-
cut to see how 1t wou}g ; and they trooped

”

off. £
The Terrible Three were badly upset.
Even Lowther showed depression; Tom
Merry’s sunny countenance was clouded;
and Manners looked positively tragic. .
During the meal news of the Joss
spread, and there was a good deal of-
genuine symiathy for the sufferers.

my mind t




" “Shouldn't wonder 1f they're talkin’

~ they like,” said Racke coolly. * The point

- said Dick Redfern, voicing that opinii

; Every Wednesday.

- Grundy,- with Wilking and Gumn be-
hind him, and Kangaroo, with Dane and
Glyn, came up to them directly they were
out. Then Levison, (live, Cardew, Dur-
rance, and Roylance joined the group,
which already included Talbot, Blake,
D’Arcy, Herrtes, and Digby.

“Merry,” said Grundy, loftily, “you
had better be ruled by me! I know what
a headstrong, self-willed sort of -chap you
are; but this is a time when cool judg-
ment counts.” .

$If your cool judgment will help us out
of this- I shall be grateful, Grundy; but
I don't sce how it's going to,” replied
Tom, restraining his natural desire to
snap at the great George Alfred. .
«-*“Msy opinion is that we ought to go in
“a body to Racke’s study and overhaul
it 1” gaid Grundy, with irsmense decision.

“Whew! That’s preity drastic, 1 must
say!” remarked Talbot.

“It’s cense!” hooted Grundy. * Those
two rotters are hard up against you chaps,
and there’s no limit to what they'd do
to score over you.”

Racke and Crooke passed at that
moment on the other side of the quad,
and out of earshot.- Both had their hands
in' their trousers-pockets, and neither
looked in any way perturbed.
“ZdtBest to show up!” said Racke,

about us over there!”

“You don’t think they can have smelt
a rat, by gad?” returned Crooke ner-
vously. “They didn’t get anything out
of Baggy, and he's mizzled now. He’s
goin’ to keep out of the way till prayers.”
" “They may have smelt as many rats as

is that they can’t prove anythin’—not a
single, solitary thing! We're as safe as
if wo’d never touched the dashed photo—
for the matter of that, I haven’t, an’ you
only handled it out of kindness.”

“ All the same, I wish Clive hadn’t seen
us,” said Crooke. ‘“‘He's in that crowd,
an’ he might say somethin’. There’s that
foxy beggar Kerr joinin’ ’em now, with
Figgins an’ that fat beast. You never
can tell what Kerr will get on to!”

“ Nearly all our dear friends are there,”
replied Racke nonchalantly.  ““ \What's
the odds? They can’t prove anythin'. I
don’t see how they can even begin to
make a move in the matter, an’ if they
do they’ll never find the photo, except by
accident, while we're completely inno-
cent even if they find it.”

CHAPTER §.

Drastic Action }
HE crowd was growing. Figgins &
Co., perceiving 1t, had come
across from the New House to
join it. They were followed by
Redfern, Owen, Lawrence, Koumi Rao,
Clarke, Thompson, and one or two more.

Then School House fellows began to
swell the gathering. Julian and Kerruish
came up together. Lumley-Lumley was
just behind them. Hammond and Reilly,
Gore and Gibbons and Walkley, Smith
minor and Contarini, Macdonald and
Lorne, and half a dozen more {oined the
throng, It had become something very
like a Shell and Fourth open-air meeting.

Mellish and Scrope were among the
crowd, though not in sympathy with it.
But Baggy Trimble was elsewhere.
Baggy had concealed himself in a box-
room, purposing to stay there till the
coast was clear.

There was a loud buzz of explanation
and comment. The New House fellows
now heard of the trouble for the first
time, and there was only one opinion

among them. 3

“It’s a dirty trick, xyhoei'cr did i

Not much doubt ahout who did
snapped Figoine.
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“Don’t be in too big a hwry, old
tog:!" Kerr warned him.

‘Rats! We all know——"

“That’s just what we don't! We may
all think, but—"
“I know!” roared Grundy. “It was

thoso tivo rotters!”
He pointed a finger at Racke and

Crooke, near the gates now.
“ Any proof?” asked Kerr.
“What proof’s needed?

They'd do
anything

21 don’t often find myself in agree-|.

ment with Grundy,” drawled Cardew;
“but I agree now.”

“8o do I1” said Kangaroo.

“You do, Kangy?” asked Tom Merry,
in someé surprise. For Harry Noble was
a very level-headed fellow, quite unlike
the headlong Grundy or the wayward
Cardew. .

“Yes, Tom, I do! No good pottering
about waiting for proofs to turn up when
voti're dealing with Huns! And those
two rotters are out-and-out Huns! All
they’vo been doing lately, not to mention
scores of things they’ve done before,
proves that. 1 vote we tell them this
minute that we're going to search their
study !

¢ Hear, Lear!” cried Figgins.

“That's the dodge!” said Fatty Wynn.

“The only thing for it!” cried Levi-
son.

“T think we ought, Tom!” said Man-
10T,

There was a bum of assent from the
crowd. Ouly a few were doubtful—Tom
Merry himself, Talbot, Kerr, Clive, Roy-
lance, Durrance—those who usually kept
their heads in times of crisis, and were
not easily led away by passion.

And even they were only doubtful.

“Come on!" cried Blake.

“ Yaas, wathah! It is the onlay thing
to do, deah boys!”

“The whole crowd of us, New House
and all!” said Redfern. “If there's
trouble about this bizney, we ought all to
be in it!™

“Hear, hear ! shouted Figgins.

“Well, it is the best way,” admitted
Korr. ‘It gives some show of justice to
it, if only that of Mr, Justice Lynch !”

“We munst tell them what we're going
to do first,” said Tom, still a trifle

reluctant. )

“Cut off and tell them, Mellish,”
ordered Kangaroo. “You're a pal of
theirs !

Mellish went, none too willingly, how-
ever. It struck Mellish that the position
of a pal of Racke and Crocke was not
precisely a popular cne to occupy at the
moment,

“Don't vou think they’re the chaps
who did it, Kerr?”’ said Figgy.
old man !

“1 think—I don’t know! The only
thing I’'m sure of is that the photo won't
be found in No. 7. No, I'm not sure
even of that! Criminals do make the
queerest mistakes at times. But I don’t
fancy it willt”

Racke and Crooke came up to the
crowd. ~ Racke locked defiant; but

Crooke had rather a hangdog appear- |

ance. That proved nothing, however—
certainly not his guilt.  Anyone thus
summoned might have shown uneasiness.
“T hear you want to search our study,
Merry, by gad ?” drawled Racke.
«You hear right, Racke !”
“May I ask what this kindly attention
is due 02"
“ lasn’t Mellish told you?” snapped
Manners.
_ “Will you answer me, Merry?” de-
manded Racke, pointedly ignoring
Manners. 351
& rotter’s carryin’. it off well!”
ked Cardet to Levison.
hoto ain’t in the study. They've
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destroyed it !” replied Levison. “Rough
on those chaps—especially old Manyers!
I only hope we can get hold of some
proof or other!”

“Yes, I'll answer you, Racke,” said
Tom, very gravely. “The present we
three were going to give to the Head 1s
missing. It couldn’t have gone without
foul play. And the general opinion of
the fellows is that there’s enough sus-
picion against you two to justify a search
of your study !

“That’s the general opinion, is it?”
sneered Racke. “You didn’t—er—shall
we say, do anything to produce that
opinion?”’

“No, he didn’t!” - hooted Grundy.
“ Merry’s too slow for a funeral! It was
my idea!”

“TIl remember that!” said Racke.
¢ Still, 1 take it that you accept respon-
sibility in the matter, Merry?”’ .

“We all accept it!” roared Figgins.
“You needn’t try to put it on to Tom
Merry, you sweep! We're all in it !”

“Yaas, wathah! In fact, Tom
Mewwy—"

“I'm talkin’ to you, Merry! You're
captain of the Lower -School—unless
you’ve abdicated in Grundy’s favour.
Do you accept responsibility ?” .

“Yes, hang it!” enap{ﬁd Tom, “It
isn’t my way to shelter behind others!
You know that well enough!”

“T don’t know anything of the sort!
But your acceptance clears the air in one
direction. Now, may I ask.what it is
that is lost?”” -

There was a howl of wrath from the
crowd at that. Even if Racke had not
heard of it before—even if he were in-
nocent, which none- there believed—
Mellish would certainly have told him.

“He’s carrying it off with a high
hand,” said Kerr to Figgy. “I don’t
say he’s innocent—I don’t fancy he is—
}mt it’s not going to be easy to convict
him 17

“When you get on the job, Kerr, old
son ”

“Ah! But there isn’t a lot of time to
spare, is there?” .

“There's no use in this,” said Levison
to Cardew. *‘But I suppose it must be
gone-through with now !”’

“Must say I rather admire Racke's
nerve,” admitted the dandy of the
Fourth. “Can’t say as much for Crooke,
though, by gad!” He's as dumb as an
oyster !’ - . .

“No need for him to say anything, is
there 77 .

Tom had delayed his answer, looking
Racke hard in the face. He was_puzzled,
and his heart was not really in the search

project. R

Could the fellow really be innocent?
It was always possible that Baggy had
committed the theft on his own, though
Lowther and Manners were sure that if
he had been in it -he had been the tool
of the Shell black sheep. It was even
possible that someone else might be the
guilty party.

But who? The other black sheep-
might owe the Terrible Three grudges;
but Tom could not think any of them
likely to try to pay them in this way.

“Will you give me an answer,
Merry ?” asked Racke, with sardonic
politeness. .

No one noticed that Mellish had nct
joined the crowd again He had slunk
off on an errand for Racke.

“The missing article is an enlarged
photo of the school,” replied Tom.

“Oh, by gad! Do you hear that,
Crooke? ~ We're suspected of havin’
boned an enlarged phato of f. Jim’s!
What in thunder would we do with the
dashed thing if we had it?  I'm sorry
it's gone astray, of course; but I

shouldn’t think the ’Head.\will miss it

ruch, should you?”
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_Cadet_Notes.

- Out of the thousandk of letters
received from omur readers asking for
information, ete:, abont the Cadets
Mew’mmt, many. oﬁ them have dis= ¢

layed a spirit- which cantnot. bes tae: 2
Bnihly commended,. In nome of them: - §

hig more. elear than in one received -
. teceptly. from a. Yorkshire Iad, who
" Awrete g Mows

“Baving advertisement.

' “In the ¢ me, I sbotxld be mych
obliged i Qien would send me full par-
iz to joir the Cadet

-very sorfy I am not old
giﬂiojoﬁx the Army, as I should:
have heen in it befote now, but I have
dnne Ty bit. in: -the eYeﬁ’an’ﬁ Marine;,

.}«A

Pul experience of
‘au sea, -but. all ean
jbm de&a'govement, and in that.
“way do’ wmz%~ ia- possible to assist: the:
* gountry d'ur ing the présent times.
Chdet: ‘new em or are being
v town through-
if' our readers:

Quzu!rang A I.aw Courts, |
infoema bl CMezh wil? esﬁive e
ation: Lid “
g kytetu mg e earps,

 =iV5

“E ﬁmught it was most hLer a photo §

%f thﬁ Samgj: Three, by gad I’ returned
rooke, with en a.ttem t. at- emulatin
Rac%’;h tone. e &

25 we rmght have bagged that—as
& keepsake ! We lave them so, don’t we,
dear boy 7 Racke said bitter! y

Maunera elenched his hands, and Low-

* ﬁl:er made a step or twa forward.
I say, we're wasting time!”
shouted Fizggms.

“And that's just w’ﬁat those rotters
want.!” sha

‘There followed & aurgmg of the erowd
inte the School House, up the wide stair-
ease, and to the Shell passage. On the
way Skimpole’s birthday greeting w
passed, bhut no one Iooked at that. The
two. black sheep; carried along by the
crowd in its rapid movement, avarted
their eyes from it with cares 'They
breathed more: easzly when it was left
behind,

Well for them wag it that it had been
only Clive who had seen Crocke handling
it before breakfasi. Clive wag no duffer;
bt he had not the acuteness of Kerr or

Ernest Levison. Better Clive than even |

one of the ‘Terrible Three, or Talhgt or
- Roylance or Cardew !
-“*Racke felt easy about Clive, but €rooke
was still vaguel’y troubled.

““We ean’t all erowd in,” said Tom, as
Ehz:y rea.ehed Study No. 7.

enough * answered Kangareo.
- one!

% 'Fom was another, as a matter of
course, though the;e ‘were a seore there

far keemor on seareh than he.
_ Grundy upen being in it, and
“was giv aﬁ'&m head. Blake and F'

" were chosen to repmenb the Faur
 the-matter.
AR we aliowe& inide 2"

s A CRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS

[ places in the study where any

L the

o; four or five -ought to bel
“FIF bef

THIZ
WEEK'S

“ MAGNE.”

made for the two.

‘The rest thranged the passage. Some

[ of them strove to get as near the door as

possible, but.not all. Kerr and Levison
and Chrdew found themselves together
in the rear of the crowd.

“What dg you think, Kerr?” asked
Levison. .- -

“No.go ™ said Ketr briefly.

“My notion,  teo!” said Cardew.
“ Wh’erever ltls, it is net there !’

“But_yow were keen en this dodge?”

3 Kerr said,

dear man, it anuoys those two !
gm& goad enough 1"
Inmde the: sﬁnda Raeke made a last

4 h\[su-.o\‘itas't‘..

“You . quite: *underatind “that you
h’a\;ent our congent te-this, Merry?® he
Bal

“ ¥es P* snapped Tonx
The seargh began. There were m

4
size: of Manuners” photo eould have been

. [ hidden, and a couple of minutes.disposed
‘Lof them. The drawer in the table re-

' vealed a brown—paper package- that
i caused Grund my to gwe 4 Joyful whsop
‘But a seeco lance convinced even !

; Grundy that ﬁse photo eould not be in
" £ that package.

| “'Phat’s our present to the Head,” said |

k Racke. ‘“You can open it if you like ¥

The parcel was not opened. Everyone ['in
hed heard of ti
the two bln.ck sheep were giving Dr
Holmes.
There came a pause in the search; and |

five. loglced st eacht other; ‘while wild |
suggestiotis -poured in upen them~
_gome of these in the passage.

Then the voice of Kildare, captain of
St. Jim’s, was heard.

“ What's this mean?” it asked sternly. |
“ Make way there !

The crowd fell back, lning the two |

s.’ Kildare strode dfown the lane thus
left.

Mellish had dore his errandt

Kildare stood at the door of Ne. 1,
- and frowned upon the searehers.

“What's this game, Racke??

asked.

ﬁnﬁk you had better ask Merry
K;Ida,re, ~ replied Racke  meekly. “f
i agsure you that lt’s not a game that I'm
takm’ any hand in. That was why I sent
an’ asked you to come—as a protest I’

The crowd fairly gasped.

Racke had never done anythmg more
audacious than this.

He kad sent for Kildare, and Kildare
had come.!

That the skipper did nct. like: it was.
plain, But that weuld not worry Raeke:
: He did not exactly Iove: Kildare. :

It really looked as though. the fellows
might be mtmeant Some of the cxwﬂ
began to fancy that he must. be. -~ Bnt
these. were only afew.  The majority put
i downr this new move to: Racke’s consum:
‘mate cheek. o o
i “Now then, Merry!™

Kangaroo spcke like the goeé fe!fbw
"he was.

he

‘wasn’t kecn on 1
than the rest of us, anyway.-  Sope-
| thing’s. been stolen— & birthday present
| thait Merry and Manners and. Lmtheg
- were mg to give the Head.”” ™

“ What, 77 said. Kild
 once. “I‘ve L !

mqmme}? - wher y

No- one replied in words, but way was

ry  ““It isn’t a measly phote, by gad!” at
: sneezed Croake.

he expensive silver tray#ihe.

“As a matter of fact, ledare Mem
He's no: mere in it |

1" ORDER NOW.

“And you re searching here for 1t?”
snapped tie skipper.

Tom: nedded. - 3

“TIs there the slightest evidence thut
either Racke er Crooke had: any hand' i
it going 2"

“Oh, if you're going te talk abeut
evidence— began Gmnd’y, in bis most
magnificent manner

“I'm pot going to talk te you at alk
Grundy ! Merry, you must answer me ! (R

Wi Y
PRICE,

Is there any evidence?’

“No, Kildaro 1 answered Tom:

“ 'L‘hen you'll all clear out: of here ak
once! I’'m. not sure that I ean let you
is

glo at tha.t, erthm This sort of t!
»}:m Oli b@ . at such 8. m
wi in a minute—itfs
now ¥ gl‘hge it goes!t™ -
Next memmm everyb was makm
for Big Hall. oy &
Racke and Groeke: grmned triuvmph-

e

antly, and. Mellish s ed. Bat. the
faces of the 'Eernbl& Were very
1 downcast,
e
CHAPTER 6.
; - Out of It.

ILDARE marshalled: ﬁhem
h . care, This was & very &
} occasion ; bud it was not-an
sion upon: which the school eould
- be alléwed to let Ltaekt go from the outset
discretion.
“Go to your u&nal places,” ‘eaid the
! skipper: idmd there’s to be no. cheer-
g-*—no dsmonstmtmn of any sort—~when
Head comes in. -Save that for later
i you cant le yoursclves:go then. Just
istand up in the ordinary way—no whis-
pering anywheré, Pragers come: firsé,
: you know—+the f;ead won't be pleased: i#
yeu forget: that.
They went te their places, In' serried
,ram they awaited the coming of the
 Head—the kind cld man whae could be
iag stern as a field-marshal when sternness
i was: needed, but at the back of whose
| sternness. there was always mercy. He
' had ruled over $¢. Jim’s for many years-
now; but before that he had been a boy
there, then & junior master, later a
Housemaster.  Nearly all his life- was
bound: up: with. the pkwc

LOOKI!
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‘And most of those present loved him,

though that might not have been the way §

they would bave put it, for that is not
quite a boy’'s way.

There were exceptions. In the row of
gowned masters one might pick out two
whose feeling towards Dr. Holmes fell a
good deal short of affection.

man ‘placed above them.

But Mr. Railton had almost a son’s
affection for the Head,

earth.
There stood the prefects, Kildare, hand-
some and smiling, at the end of the line;

next to him Manteith, of the New House, |
a friend now; Darrel, |
with the fighting fcok on his keen face; |

old-time foe of his,

Baker, stcady and reliable and

quiet;
North and Langton,

Mulvaney major

and Webb, Rushden and ‘MacGregor. |

Knox was there, too—perhaps the only
one of them all who hated the Head.

And there were the Fifth, with Lefevre
at their head—a few there, maybe, who
lacked loyalty, but not many. And even
the few would at least make a display of
loyalty to-day.

Tom Merry headed the Shell, with a |

darkened face, though he was doing his
best to look cheerful. In the ranks of

the Shell was more than one fellow who |

had much to thank Dr. Holmes for; one,

at least, Reginald Talbot, to whom hel

bad been as a father. Talbot was not the
fellow to forget. But there were those
who had forgottan benefits conferred,
mercy extended, or remcmbered them
only to resent them. They did not show
this now, however, No one looked more
cheery than Racke and Crooke.

Blake stood first in the row of the
Fourth—a long row this—with Figgins
next to him. Somwe of the faces there
were rather clouded, for the trouble of
the Terrible Three had affected the spirite
of their staunch chums. Two fellows
looked particularly thoughtful. One of
tl}?se was Kerr. The ofther was Sidney
Clive,

Kerr had really nothing ‘definite to go
upon; but his active brain could not
leave the prablem alone. And a memory
had snddenly come to Clive--a memory
of something he had seen that morning-—
a little thing-—nothing at all, it had
seemed at the time—and yet—and yet!
It made Clive think hard now.

The _quird were there, with D’Arcy
miner in the post of honour, and Levison
mimor next to him, for the places were
not entively a matter of eeniority in
Form.. The Sixth and Fifth might rank
themselves by such rule, but not the
Forms below them.

And the youngsters of the Second were
there, too, of course; as eager as any,
though to most of them the Head was
rather an awesome stranger, to be gazed
at from afar, than the fatherly man
whom their seniors knew. They also
would come to know him in time, as so
inzz!ny generations of St. Jim’s fellows

and the whole school stood at attention
as he made his way to his rostrum, with
that elight rustling of his gown that was
so familtar a sound to all.
““Let us pray,”

They were the words that invariably
opencd the brief service; but somehow
they sounded differently this morning.

- And the prayers were much the same as

usual ; but perhaps there was a difference
in the keenness-with which some followed
them., Nothing but the sound of the
Head’s mellow, cultured voice, reverent
and: impressive, could be heard, save for

But then, }
Messrs. Ratolif and Selby were quite§
incapable of any such feeling towards any |
If the Arch- |
angel Gabriel had been Head of St. Jim’s |
they would have picked holes in his rule. |

and Messrs. |

Linton and Lathom ceteemed him as per- }
haps they esteemed no other man on |

- cheering died down.
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(Sce Chapter 10.)

; Rough on Skimmy!

|

the breathing of the knecling boys and

' masters. Through a stained-glass window

the bright sunhght came, and threw a
ccloured shadow before and around the

- grey-headed figure.

Prayers were over, and there came a
slight buzz as everyone rose.
ildare stepped Forward from the ranks
of the boys, Mr. Railton from those of
the masters,
They etood there side by side, and the

'school waited to see who would be the

first to speak. - .

The Hoysemaster laid a hand in
friendly wise on the shoulder of the stal-
wart skipper, and it was Kildare whe
spoke.

“Sir;”* he began formally, and on that
one word the clear voice may have
shaken. But it rang out strongly and
resonauntly thereafter. “Sir, I speak for
the whole echool of to-day, and for
hundreds who have trodden this hall be-
fore us, and I want to tell you something
of what we and they feel for you. I am
not an orator jyyou will bave to take the
will for the deed. But I know—we all
know—that no school anywhere has a
better headmaster than St. Jim's—none
a finer man to govern it, a riper scholar
tio instruct it, 2 more just or more merciful

' arbiter on the occasions when the Head

must put on the mantle of the judge.”
Kildare paused for a momeyt. . .
“He might have left out that!” whis-

ad, . | pered Crooke to Racke.
The Head entered, a smile on his face, :pe )

“Kildare ie an orator, by gad!” whis-

‘pered Cardew to Levison.

But the cheering drowned both those
remarks. Fellons who but for the
Head’s long-suffering might have had to
leave St Jin’s in black disgrare were
among thoso who cheered most loudly.
If Racke and Crooke had no gratitude,
Monteith and Levison and others there
had 1it. )

Mr. Railton waved his hand, and the
Kildare went on:

“I have not the eloquence to express
myself fully: but the echool speaks
through me when I say that you have not

 colleague and friend

only our profound respect, but also our
loyal affection. We know that this is
your sixtieth birthday; but we believe, as
we hope, that for inany years longer you
may rule over St. Jim's. Some men
may be ‘too old at sixty,” but not our
Head! We recognise this anniversary as
a special occasion to be duly honoured,
but we do not think of you, sir, in terms
of years, In the name of the school I
ask your acceptance of the gifts we offer,
knowing that to you the spirit behind
them means infinitely morc than any
value they may have, but yet sincerely
hoping that in all of themn you may find
something that makes them worth baving
for themselves, for I am sure that in the
choice of every one of them there has
been an atterapt to make it worth your
taking. May you pass many another
birthday in the midst of the school that
loves and honours vou, sir !’

Once more the clear, mauly voice shook
as Kildare made an end of speaking. He
was visibly meved, but not more ‘o than
was the Head. It seemed but fitting
that Dr. Holmes should siretch forth his
hand to meet that of the stalwart cop-
tain, The cheering relled again as they
gripped.

Then Mr. Railton spoke.

“Rir,” he began, as formally as Kil-
dare, but, like him, in a tone that made
the title one of something rmore than mete:
courtesy, ‘“Kildare has spoken eo well,
in spite of his discluimer of any preten-
slous to oratory, that there scems little
for me to say. But Kildare could hardly
speak for us who stand behind you-- sup-
porters of your throne, if I may be
allowed the figure of speech. Chief and
in one, we, the
masters of St. Jim’s, wish you all that
those who love you best’ can—many
returns of this day in harnessT for you
are not the man who would quit the field
while still capable of bearing the burden
and heat of the day, and thercafter the
peaceful old age that you, beiter than
any other man we know, deserve, Other
TrE GEx LiBrkv.—No. 564,
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blessings there are which ‘we need not
wish you, for them you have—love and
loyalty and reverence in abundance. Sir,
I have done!”

Again the kind old hand stretched out,
while the masters cheered now, and the
boys cheered, too, as if afraid that there
might not be enough noise without them ;
and even Mr. Ratcliff and Mr. S£§y
relaxed a little.

Then Kildare opened the door nearest
him, and Taggles made an unexpected
appearance, at the head of the whole
school domestic staff. .

Taggles held something in his arms,
and his face was red and hot. He could
hardly be considered as the first of the
domestic staff, as Kildare was of the
school, and Mr. Railton of the tutorial
staff. But he had evidently been clected
spokesman, or had elected himself to the
place. And he had just as evidently
prepared a set speech, which _he now
utterly failed to deliver.

He gasped and stammered. But the

Head’s kindly smile reassured him some-
what, and he stammered a few words,
which served as well as much greater
2loquence might have done,
" “Which what I mean to say, sir, is
best vespecks an’ many ’appy returns.
Ao’ what we all say, every blessed one
of us, is that no one never ’ad, nor no
one needn’t never want, a kinder nor a
better master than what you be! "Eaven
bless you, sir, as it always ’ave an’ did
ought! An’ ’ere’s a little present what
we've all subscribed to, an’ trustin’ no
offence !””

“Good old Taggles!” roarcd & voice
that sounded like Jack Blake’s.

And as the Head extended his hand to
this humble friend, too, and the horny
pala of the lodge-keeper met it, the
cheering that rolled was for crusty old
Tag%les, with all his faults, as well as for
the Head.

Then Taggles and his followers made
exit, the parcel, of which Kildare had
velieved the old man when he began to
speak, having first been deposited on the
table which stood to the right of the
Head’s rostrum.

“_..The presentations, thus started, went |

®n for quite a time. The masters were
first, of course. Each of them had his
gift ready, even Mr. Ratcliff and Mr,
Selby, and cross-grained Herr Schneider.

After the masters came the Sixth, and
in each case the gift was an individual
one. But with the Fifth began & pooling
system which was pretty general in the
Lower School. LeFevre made his offer-
ing alone; but when Qutts stepped up it
was on behalf of St. Leger and Gilmore
as well as himself,

As the turn of the Shell drew near the
Terrible Three waxed more and more
despondent.

What would the Head think?

The School might know the dire mis-
chance that had befallen them, but it was
quite impossible to explain it to the
Head, If, later, the photo were re-
covered—even if it were not—some ex-

planation might be made—but not now.

id meanwhile he might believe them

";, ® only fellows there who did not care

suough for him to want to give him any-
thing |

It hit them hard. They could not have
felt it more had they ieen mere fags
instead of the personages of light and
leading
themselves at ordinary times.

Tom Merry’s brow had a frown like
a horseshoe, Lowther kept his eyes on
the ground, and his lips twitched.
Manners did rot know what to do with
the vile lump in his throat. Perhaps
poor old Manners was the hardest hit of
the three.

They were out of it!

TRB Gex Lisrary.—No. 551,

they were accustomed to think-

And now the time had come. In the
natural order of things Tom would have
gone up first of the Shell. But he had
ta stand back—to- yield place to Talbot,
who carried the gift for which he and
Gore and Skimpole had subscribed.

Kangaroo was next; then Thompson
of the New House; then Grundy, And

-after Grundy there marched up, brazen

and cool, Racke, bearing with pride the
silver tray of price. .

Tom bit his lip hard. The Head never
looked at him; but, of course, he would
not do that. Kildare knew ; but most of
the others outside of the Shell and
Fourth must have been wondering,

The Shell was done with at last. But
it was little better when the turn of the
Fourth came. These fellows were the
friends of the three—Blake, Figgins,
Levison, Julian, Koumi Rao—he alone
of the Fourth presenting a gift on his
own—Roylance, Redfern, Lumley-
Lumley. " They all had their gifts ready;
but Tom and Lowther and Manners stood
there empty-handed!

Once the Fourth had finished the end
soon came, There were three presents
from the Third, Wally & Co. making one,
and the rest of the Form having split up
into two for the others, And the Second
bad lumped all their subscriptions to-
gether, and had got the biggest article
they could for their cash, with the result
that Willoughby, who bore it up to the
table, staggered under its weight, and
fairly scuttled back to his place when he
had put it down.

If any of them had anticipated a loug
speech from the Head they were disap-
pointed. He could not have made one.

“I thank you all,” he said, and there
was no doubt about his voice's shaking.
“Masters and -boys alike, I thank you
from the very bottom of my heart! "As
ong as 1 live I shall never forget this
day. It would be folly to pretend thag
all this came as a surprise to me. I think
it would have overwhelmed me com-
pletely had it done so, Even as it is, I
cannot speak to you as I would. To-day
will be a holiday, of course. I ask you
all to be my guests at tea, and for any
deficiencies 1n the entertainment you will
know that you have only war-time diffi-
culties to blame, not the good will of the
man to whom vour words and deeds of
affection are alike unspeakably welcome.
In the evening, I understand, we are to
have the pleasure of a specizl perform-
ance in the concert-room by members of
the Lower Sohool, and I am looking for-
ward to this with great relish. I thank
you all!”

He glanced straight at Tom as he men-
tioned the performance—a kind glance,
with nothing searching in it—a reassur.
ing and comforting glance, it seemed to
Tom. The Head did not know; and
yet, somehow, the Head understood, It
was like him.

But, of course, it could not wholly
comfort the three who had been so very
conspicuously out of it.

CHAPTER 7.
Skimmy Gets Annoyed.

(3 OM MEWWY
“Yes, Gussyt"”

Tom spoke in

) dispirited way. For him and
Manners and Lowther the glory of the
day was badly dimmed.

“Somethin’s  wowwyin'
Mewwy !

“Something’s  worrying me,
Gussy,” said Tom, with a wry smile.

*Oh, the photo! I have thought of a
plan for puttin’ that wight, deah boy!”

a ;’Iave you? That’s more than I can

me, Tom

too,

“Oh, yaas!

Mannahs has only to
make anothal.

Of course, there will be

rather u|
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some slight delay, but that can be_ex-
plained to Doctah Holmes, Hoe is a
most weasonable man in mattahs of that
sort, an’ he will undahstand.”

Tom made a weary gesture. Naturally,
he and his chums had thought of that.
They might have to do it. But it would
take quife a long time; and it seemed
tame and unsatis?&ctory at best.

It was no good railing at Arthur
Augustus, however. He meant well,

“What’s worrying you, Gussy?” Tom
asked, with an effort to detach his
thoughts from his own trouble,

“Skimmay, deah boy! He weully is a
most_hopeless duffah!”

“You've been a long time finding that
out, I must say.”

“I do not mean in genewal, deah boy,
but in particulah. In that part of the
Cwown Pwince, I mean.”

“Oh! What you really mean is that
you want to take the part back?”

“Nothin’ of the sort, Tom Mewwy! 1
should scorn the action, and I loathe the
part. But I wish you would twy to
induce Skimmay to give up a few houahs
to a pwopah studay of it undah my
coachin’,”

“You really think that would be of
any use?"’ ]

““Yaas, wathah!"”

Lowther and Manners came up just
then. It was outside the School Housze
that Arthur Augustus had buttonheled
Tom Merry, and fellows were assing in
and out of the quad. Kildare had
arranged a School House v. New Iouse
footer match for the afternoon, to include
the pick of the juniors as well as the best
senior players.  Most of the*Shell and
Fourth were devoting the morning to
preparations of one sort or another for
the evening's entertainment.

“What's that ass want?” asked
Manners, who was in a distinctly morose
mood.
¢ Weally, Mannahs——"

Mellish of the Fourth stopped to listen,
grinning. He had come as far as the
door with Racke and Crooke; but they

ad passed on into the quad.

“Oh, don’t ‘ pwotest’, Gussy! We've
heard that so many times, and we're tired
of it I”” put in Lowther. “In fact, we are
tired of everything. This world, as the
elder Mr. ‘Veiler said, is a ‘ wale.” ”

* Gussy wants to coach Skimmy in his
part,” said Tom.

[ Oll !I)

Manners did not appear to  find
that announcement interesting, He had
rather lost interest in the revue.

“ Hi, Skimmy!” called Tom.

The philosopher of the Shell had just
walked sedately out of the School House,
blinking about him in his usual short.
sighted way. )

“Yes, my dear Merry? Oh, by the
way, can you explain this? - The Head
was so extremely kind as to thank me
personally for -my birthday greeting.
Now, how could he possibly ia\'e known
that it was mine ?”

“Didn’t it say something
‘ auspicious  anniversary ' 3
Lowther,

“Yes, that was the phrase.”

“Well, doesn’t that give it away as

. about
inquired

5

yours 7

X1 really do not see how, my dear
fellow! In what other words would onc
convey the intended greeting without
descending to the bald triteness of ¢ Many
happy returns of the day *?”’

“That’s just it,” replied Lowther.

But Manners did not want to discuss
anything, and Tom Merry had no wish to
criticise  Skimmy’s greeting.  Neither
guessed how closely concerned that was

with the subject that was filling their -

minds. . 5
Lowther, though also badly hipped,
was ready to chaff Skimpole as usual.




——

-pole solemnly.
allowing it.

‘hayve assented to that proposal in any

- Having

‘me to

) I‘gwt};ériéblandly. 1

evewythin’! T am afwaid that Skimmay

Every W ¢

But Arthur Augustis had mattefs of
more weight and moment to attend to.

‘“Skimmay,” he began, “I do not con-
sidah that your wendahwin’ of the part
of the Cwown Pwince is at all cwedit-
able!”

Skimmy fondly imagined himself to be
above vanity.  But it scarcely seemeéd
that he "was, for he frowned blackly at
that speech.

*‘That, I’ Arcy, as I conceive, is hardly |

a matter for your judgment,” he replied,
with perceptible stiffness. *You had
something to say -to me, I believe,
Merry 1” ' ey s

“It. was about that, Skimmy,” said:
Tom: “T'm not saying Gussy's right,
mind you, but—-" :

*“The fact of the matter is, Skimmy,”
steuck  in Eowther, winking at Tom,
“that unless you buck up Gussy’s going
to take the part back.”

“ Weally, Lowthah——*

Gussy stopped dead. ITe had inter-
cepted one of Lowther's winks, and he
fondly imagined that Lowther was play-
ing his game—which was by no means the
case.
the swell of the Fourth really wanted; he
was merely secking a little relief from
the heaviness under which he laboured by
setting Gussy and Skimmy in antagonism.

“D’Arcy cannot do that!” said Skim-
“T should not think of
I may say that/T have given
considerable study to g]e part—more than
53 essentially trivial a thing deserves from
a brain of the calibre of mine, indeed—
and if after that I am not superior in it
to D’Arcy, then all I have to say is—"
s 'Elat yow’ll resign it 77 asked Lowther
¢U1IC Ve -

‘“Nothing of the sort! I should not
dream of resigniug it !

The “philosopher spoke with most un-
philosophical heat. Skimmy was quite
o ssfiea with his own performance at the
last rehearsal, and was anticipating the
applause of the crowd that evening with
velish. It was up to him, he considered,
to.show that he could act better than any-
one else at Bt. Jim’s. What Was the use
of having such a wonderful brain if one
could not employ it in-small things as
well as in great—that is, when one con-
dnscended to small things?

“But you will allow me to give you
some weally valuable tips as to the
mannah - in which the part should be
played, T am suah, Skimmay 7"’

It is hardly likely that Skimmy would

va%e.  But there was no chance of it now.
1§ back wes up; he had swallowed the
vhole of Lowther’s suggestion that Gussy
wanted to take the part back.

“I really have no time to waste upon
you, D*Arcy,” he said, with most unusual
geverity. - “ And must express my
resentment at the very poor spirit you
have shown in endeavouring to recover
what. you had so emphatically stated you
desired to resign !” '

#Bai Jove! Skimmay—7"

But Skimmy walked on, refusing to
listen.  Perhaps he knew that if he
turned an_ atteative ear Arthur Augustus
would mollify him, which he did not wish.

iven his opinion with proper
firmness, (i)e preferred to go.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, vou might—7

“What could I say, Gussy? Waen’t
Monty right?” :

“Of course Lowthah was not wight!|

No considahwation on earth would induce
weassume that loathsome part!
But—" =% ok -

“You really mean it, old top 7" asked

“¥aas; wathah! I—7

“What were-you driving at, then?”

“That is vewy like yau, Lowthah!”
caid Gussy bitterly. ““You come an’ butt
in where you are not wanted, an’ spoil

Lowther did not even know what |-
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will not let me coach him now, an’ I con-
sidah it & vewy gweat pitay !”

“8o do I, old chap—an awful pity!”
replied Lowther soothingly. “ But never
mimd!  You will have the comfort of
knowing how much better you could have
done it yourself.”

*“Gussy ought to do it,’* Manners said,
showing a spark of interest for the first
time.” ‘“He ‘wasn’t half bad in it.
Skimmy’'s a giddy frost!” -

Mellish detached himself from the wall
unnoticed, and wandered away. © had
stopped at Racke’s suggestion to learn
what was being discussed; but it did not
seem to him that this was of any possible
interest to Racke.

He discovered that he was mistaken,
however, upon reporting it.

“Skimmy an’ D’ Arcy squabblin’ 2”7 said
Racke thoughtfully. “That’s somethin’
new. You don’t mean to say that old
Stick-in-the-Mud really had his rag out ?”

““He bad, though,” replied Mellish.
“I thought he was going to hit Gussy.
He thought the ass wanted to bag his
part—he, he, he!®’

“That was about the size of it, too!”
growled Crooke.

“Not likely!” said Mellish. - ‘“Gussy
saye nothing would induce him to take if,
and I fancy he means it. Why, he’d get

GET A WAR-SAVINGS CARD
TO-DAY
FROM ANY POST-OFFICE.

Each card is divided up into thirty-
one spaces Whenever you have 6d. to
spare you just buy a coupon at the post-
office and fix it on one of the spaces. As
soon as all the spaces are filled up you
can take the card to a post-office and
-exchange it for a 15s. 6d. War Ravings
Certificate. -

In five years® time that certificate will
be worth £1.

This is the best way for a patriotic hoy
to put money by. Won't you try it?

called ¢ Crown Prines ? all the rest of the
term! I kuow I jolly well wouldn’t take
it on !

“Come for a toddle, Gerry!” said
Racke abruptly

Crooke stared. So did Mellish. But
Crooke went off with Racke, and from
the gates Mellish saw them talking
earréestly together as they went down the
road.

“Now, I wonder what Racke's got up
his sleeve now ?” muttered Mellish to
himself.

Racke had something. What Mellish
had told him had revived in his mind a
half-conceived and half-forgotten plot;
and he thought he could see how to use it
in order to score over the enemy !

CHAPTER 8.
Kerr Takes Up the Case,
“T HAT’S the only thing for it, old

chap,” said George Figgins.
“Well, your opinion 1s highly
flattering, Figgy——""

“It’s nothing of the sort!” spapped
Figgins. “I never flatter anybody. I
say what I think. And I think—no, 1
jolly well know—that if that photo’s to be
found you’re the chap to find it !”

“T’dlike to.” Kerr said. * But—"

“It would be a jolly score for the New
House !” urged Figgy.

“It would be a good turn to three of
the best chape at St. Jim’s, too!” said
Fatty Wynn warmly.  “That matters
more, Figgy!”’

“Well, p’r’aps it does,” admitted the
great war-chief of the New House
Jjuniors,

“T think it docs,” eaid Kerr simply.

“Well, then, it does?” agreed giggy.

Three-halipence, 11

‘“‘Besides, Cousin Ethe! said you were
the fellow to solve the mystery, Kerr§?

 What, have you scen her and told her
about it7” 5 -

Figgy blushed.

“I did see her for a few minutes,” he
said. ‘“And I told her, because it seemad
to me she was just the right person to
explain it to the Head—so as to let those
thrge down easy, you know!” -

“Not half a bad idea! She’d do that, =
and, of course, he must have thought it a
bit queer. I hated to see poor old
Tominy’s face, but J couldn't help look-
ing at him.”

“Same here!” said Figgy. <

“1 felt nearly as bad as if it was us,”
Fatty said. “1 say, though, Figgy, you
didn’t tell her everything, did you?"”

-f“Ass! Asg if I should think of telling
her who was suspected or—-"

“Well, I didu’t know.- H she wanted
to, she could get anything out of you,
Figgy. But Cousin Ethel ain't like that,
1 muss say.” )

*‘'That makes it a bit casier for Tommy
& Co.,” said Kerr. *I could tell them
the Head knows that the photo’s missing,
No need to say: 2

“Of course not!” said Figgy hastily,
“They’d think I-was butting n.”

“They may think I am,” Kerr re-
marked, grinning. *“They haven't asked
me to play Sherlock, you know !

‘‘They won’t think that; they’ll be too
jolly glad to have you take up the case,”
replied Figgins, who had the most pro-
found faith in his chum’s detective ability,
“Cut_along and tell them you’re doing
it! We'll go and help in the concert-
room. "There’s a lot to get veady. Cousin
Ethel’s going to give a hand with the
decorations.”

‘“Then you bunk, my son!” said Ketr.
“Leave me to do a bit of thinking. 1
don’t quite know where to make a stove
yot 1™

‘“Why, that’s plam enough. The photo
was put in the cupboard,” said Fatiy,
opening widely his china-bluo eyes.
‘““Manners put it there—he’s sure about
that. Then it wasn’t ‘there—somebody
had boned it. You've only to find out
who and what they did with it.” :

“Plain as a pikestaff !’ said Kerr sar-
castically. ‘‘ What a 'tec you'd make, ol
Fatty, with ability like that to see righ
through a case! I'll come with you and
have a word with Thomas, I think.”

They found Tom Merry in the concert-
room, aud Kerr drew him apart.

“The Head knows?” said Tom, when
Kerr gave him that plece of information.
“Qh, I say, that’s better! Who told him?
Must have been old Kildare, though!
Ripping of him {*

And Tom fairly beamed. This was s
heavy weight off his mind. - )

Lowther and Manners/were summoned °
at once. Tom said Kildare had given the
Head a hint; and Kerr did not contradict
him. It did not occur to Tom, in his joy,
to wonder why Kerr should know what
the skipper was supposed to have done.

“There’s another little ihing,” said
Kerr modestly. *This case interests me.
Would you fellows mind if I went into i
a bit?” =
~“Mind? We'd be ever so glad!” sai®
Tom heartily. And Manners and Lowther
echoed him. .

“Right-ho! I don’t say I can do any-
thing, but—->" ‘

“Tf you can’t, no one here can, Kerr!”

- “Thanks, Tommy, old son! That's

what Figgy says; but it’s nice to havea =~

testimonial from this side of the way for ™ -
once!? -
“1 say, Kerr!®
‘“Yes, Manners? .
The Terrible Three had been moving
away, Tt was their busy day. But
Tae GeEM Liprswy.—No.
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- notice-hoard, with instructions to keep

_ sible for that greeting.

. ing out who the thieves were.

“bo taken, and he took them at once.
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Manners halted. He gave a look round,
end then said, in a lower veice:

“Clive told me something just now. I
couldn’t make anything much_of it, and
he didn’t seom to see himself what it
pointed {o: but—""

“Right-ho! I'll see Clive!” )

It did not take a minute to find the
South African junigr, busy with carpen-
wor’s tools, for Sidrey (live was quite a
handy man.

He left his job readily enough, though,
and went with Kerr into the sunlit quad.

“ Nothing much, perhaps,” he said. “1
don’t sea how it can be, for that matter.
1t was just remembering sceing Baggy
with those two rotters. and thinking that
all three were suspected of a hand in the
dirty trick. They were down carly, too—
that's gueer for them.”

“ Whera were they, and wha{ were they
doing?” asked Kerr. .

Clive told him. ~Kerr listened with
closé altention. .

“It was Skimmy’s greeting-card, you
know,” said Clive. ““The old ass means
well, if he is soft. My notion is that they
were going to tear it down. They don’t
like Skimmy. DBut that scems a petty
thing even for chaps like that to do. And
3t hasn’t really anything to do with the
photo, except ihat perhaps it shows that
those three were putting their heads
together, and—— Oh, I don’t know!
But it"§s said that Baggy was hanging
round No. 10 last night.”

“Thanks, Clive!” was all thst Kerr
said. :

Clive wout off. Kerr signalled to Fatty
Wynn.

Fatty was no end surprised when he
found himself posted in the kall, near the

his eye on Skimmy’s greeting-card, which
was still in its place.

Kerr vanished, but returned in a few
minuies with a tape measure. Fatty
stared when his chum proceaded to take
careful measurements of the card.

¢ What's that for?"” he asked.

“IVait and see!™ replied Kerr.

A wild id-a bad flashed into his mind
diroetly he had beard Clive's story—an
ides none the less wild because it chanced
to be correct. He recalled a yarn read
long before of a long search made for an
iucriminating letter which was not hid-
den—which all the time was stuck in front
of the mirror in the room being searched.
No one maddled with it, hecause the very
fact of its being openly displayed turned
agide suspicion. It was not likely that
Racke or (reske had read that story;
it was not even likely that they had
thought of a similar dodge. If onco they
had got hold of the photo their spite
would surely have led them to destroy it.
And yet——

It was impossible that Skimmy should
have been their accomplice; and every-
one knew that Skimmy had been respon-
And yet-———

The story stuck in Kerr’s mind, as the
slight incident of the morning had stuck
in Clive’s. He did not feel sure enough
to take the card down: and to do that
might spoil the chance ‘there was of find

But thore were other steps that might

He reaprcared in the concert-room, to
ask Manners a zingle question.

“Twelve by nine,” replicd Manners.
‘Why?”

But Kerr vanished without answering.

His next visit was to Skimpole.  Ilo
found the genius of the Shell in an nn-
wsually bad temper.

Skimmy had not yet got over his wrath
at Gussy's impudence, Kerr listensd to
his account of what had happened very
patientlv. Tlien he turned the course of
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the conversation to the greeting, and
Skimmy grew better tempered.

““The Head was really extremely grati-
fied,” he said.

“He would be, naturally,” answered
Kerr. “I say, old top, where did you get
the card? I want one something like it.”

“I should be most happy to obligé
you, Kerr, if I had a replica. Possibly
the other side might serve when it is
taken down, and I see no reason why it
should not be taken down, now that it has
served its purpose.”

“Fhen there is nothing on the other
side?”

“Oh, no, Kerr! That is-to say, T pre-
sume there is nothing. Now that I re-
call to mind the circumstances 1 remem-
ber that 1 did not look. But doubtless
Talbot would know.”

“How’s that?”

“Eh? Did I not tell yon, my dear
fellow, that Talbot, knowing I was in
need of such an article, kindly provided
it? It was most delicately done, teo—he
left it here upon the table for me. And
I have omitted to thank him! Gore
knows that T meant to, however.”

Kerr went after that.
who had to deny any such kindness to
Skimny.

“Though I'd have done it if Td
thought of it,” Talbot said. “Fellows
call Skimmy an ass—perhaps he is—but I
always find bim a decent sort.”

Then Kerr sought out Gore, whom he
found mooning discensolately about the
quad. :

From him Kerr learned quite a lot—so
much, indeed, that his eyes wers gleam-
ing with satisfaction as he went to relieye
Fatty at his post-—or, rather, to tell him
that he could not be relieved for a little
longer,

“I haven't got it quite all yet,” mur-
mutred Kerr to himself as ho went, “But I
can see Baggy slinking in and boning the
photo—taking the alarm at. hearing some.
one coming—didn't Lowther go back?
-——and hiding it in No. 9—Core comes

[in before he can retrieve it—missing link

there l—why did Baggy come out without
it?—he tries to sneak it under Gore’s eyes
—-n.g.~chucks it, for the night, anyway—
Skimmy comes along—jumps to wrong
conclusiori—usea the
yes —Baggy after it again in morning—
sees. Skimrmy nail it up—Racke and
Crooke in that—lucky Clive saw them !—
must have been in the game the night
before, too, though no one spotted them
thon—my hat, though, there aren’t many
missing links that matter a heap! Unless
the card turns out not to be the mounted
photo, after all—that would be a slump!
No; it_won’t do to_lead Tommy & Co.
up to it, and take it down before their
cyes—dramatic, but too risky! Besides,
the thing’s got to stay there till those
rotters collar it—that’s their game, I'll
bet! They wouldu’t be satisfied till
they've made hash of it. But they
daren’t take it yet, unless they
get a chance when no one’s looking.
H’'m! TI've got it! It must bo taken
down and yet stay there! That’s the
game!”

And with this contradictory conclusion
Kerr seemed c}m‘te satisfied.

Fatty remarked plaintively that he had
been a long time, but did not object to
staying on guard. He was instructed to
avoid the appearance of being on guard ;
and it was just as well that he had this
warning, for five minutes after Kerr had
left him again Racke and Crooke came
through the hall.
in a window-scat then, Iooking half
asleep.

Crooke nudged Racke as they passed
the greeting-card, end Fatty heard them
both snigger. e told Kerr that when
Kerr came back,

He saw Talbot, |

card—then—no—.

But Fatty was sitting |
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Kerr sent hima for Redfern. Someone
must watch, and perhaps it would be
better to have a fellow sharper than

1 Fatty, who had got tired of the job, any-

way. - ‘
Owen and Lawrence came with Red-
fern. Kerr did not tell them much, but

he told them enough to wmake them .

willing to stay chatting in the hall for a
while, which was quite sufficient safe-
guard for his purposc. e

“Yowll work the oracle if anyone
can, Kerr,” said Reddy. “Bat I'm
blessed if I sece how we're helping by
just staying here when we ought to be at
work in the conceraroom.
Figgy?"”

“Figgy couldn't be dragged here by
wild horses just now,” said Owen, with a
knowing grin.

“ And there aiu’t very much left to do
there,” ndded Lawrence.

Kerr’s. proceedings after that were
strange.. He actually went to -Study
No. 10 on the Shell passage, and brought
thence concealed the frame Tom Merry
had fetched from Rylcombe that morn-
ing. Then, having taken this across to
the New House, he rode over to Ryl-
combe on hig own account, and came
back with a stout piece of cardboard
which would have made quite a good

“photo-mount, and which measured about

twelve inches by nine.

Thereafter he was busy in his -own
study with black, red, and green ink for
a time. ITe capped all this by being
nearly ten minutes late at the dinner-
table, and Kerr rather prided himself on
his punctuality.

When dinner was over the “ auspicious
anniversary ~' greeting might still be seen
in the hall, though no one looked at it
very particularly as they passed through.
But up in a certain study of the New
House a keen-faced junior was framing
a photo. with the door fastened agaiust
even his dearest chums!

CHAPTER 9. -.
Racke’s New Wheeze,
[ Y bat! The frame’s gone

M now !” gasped Manners.

3 > “Sure, old chap?” asked

lom, N

“QOf course I'm sure, chump! T left it
on the table here, but it’s most certainly
not here now!” :

“YTooks as if it ain’t safe to leave any-
thing about.” Tom zaid. “I don’t like
this a little bit. It's nasty having a
thief in the place.” s e

“Well, the frame wasn’t much wuse
without the photo,” remarked Lowther.

Manners sniffed contem tuouslg;

“ And suppose wo get tﬁe photo back,

and then haven’t a blessed frame to put
it in?” he demanded witheringly.

“Sup:
back?”’ returned Lowther.

At this moment there came a tap at
the door..

It svas after dinner on the great day,
and Tom Merry was already in his footer
togs for tho match between Kildare’s
School House team and Monteith’s New
House team. ~ ) )

Lowther and Manners were not play-
ing; but Tom Merry, Talbot, Noble,
Blake, and Glyn, the last-named as goal-
keeper, all had places on the School
Houge side, while Figgins, Kerr, Wynn,
mlm& Redfern were among the New House
players.

“Come in!” sang out Tom, and Frank
Levison entered. i

“T was to give you this,” he gsid, hold-
ing out a pareel. :

at if.

L 4TI can’t be— T say Oh, by
jingo, it is—ik is!” he roarved, tearing
open the covering. e

Why not -

pose we don’t get either of them’

-Manners gave a wild cry as he s;i#tchc-d -
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¢ What, the photo 7’ howled Lowther.

“My hat !’ said Tom Merry, in amaze-
ment.  “ Franky——" 5

“Can’t tell you Anything—not a word.
Promised not to,” said Frank, shaking
his head.

“But——" :

“Tt wasn’t the rotter who bagged it
that sent it back!” said Frank.
#’pose I may say that much.”

“How do you know?” snapped Man-
ners.” :

“Because he wouldu’t have done such
a trick,” replied the fag gravely. “I
mean, the chap who sent it wouldn’t have
bagged it.”

“But he got hold of it somehow,” said
Tom.

“Yes, he must have done that, but I
don’t know a bit how."” .

“It wasn’t your brother, young Levi-
son, was it?” asked Manners sharply.

He was sorry next moment that he had
spoken, for Frank flushed to the rcots of
his hair, and there was anger and re-
sentment in his voice as he said:

#No, it wasn't, Manners, and you’ve
no right to think—-"’

“Don’t be a young ass, Frank! I
never thought he boned it.” I was a silly
chump not to make that plain, but he’s
so jolly cute—"

“TIt's all right, Manners,” said Frank,
smiling. again. “I say, Tom Merry,
Ernie’s to play for the School House to-
day. Kildare’s just told him. One of
the seniors can’t turn out; I don’t know
who, But it doesn’t matter much. I
know Ernie will be just as goed. Isn't
it jolly ¥

“Rather, kid!” said Tom heartily.

But his eycs were on the photo, and
Frank, seeing that that was naturally
what interested the Terrible Three most at
the moment, retired, quite satisfied with
the way in which he had carried out

Kerr’s commission.

“Well, this beats the band!” said
Lowther. ‘“All ready framed, too! The
chap who bagged the frame was an un-
knowii benefactor, not a sncak-thief, it
seems.”’

“Done well, too,” said Manners
~generously—*‘as well as I could have
‘done it myself.”

““ What shall we do now ?” asked Tom.
- “Send it along to the Head at once,”
said Lowther.

“QOr -take it ?” suggested Manners.

“No, just send it, with a word or two
of apology for the delay. To take it
ourselves will look rather as if we wanted
thanking specially, We know it’s going
to please the old chap, but we're not out
after that sort of thing,” Tom said.

“Right-ho’?.  chortled Manners.
“Tommy, I feel as if nothing could go
wrong after this!”

‘But things are not going quite so
smoothly as all that came to if Racke
and Crooke had their way.

At that very moment they were_talk-
ing over a scheme which Racke had sug-

gested a day or two earlier, and had

almost forgotten about until Mellish’s re-
port of the conversation in which the

Terrible Three, D’Arcy, and Skimpole

had shared had reminded him of it.

“Sounds all right, by gad!” said
Crooke. “It's a dashed good wheeze to
work it so that the blame for it falls on
those rotters, too. But I ain’t so sure
vou can talk in Gussy’s silly-ass lingo,
Aubrey.”

__ “Oh, can't I? Listen to this, old top!
Bai Jove, don’t you think so, deah boy'!
Now, I considah that I can, wathah!

. ¥t was only a moderate attempt.

Racke’s voice lacked completely some

- tone that D’Arcy’s had. Perhaps it was

that Gussy, even in his affectations, was a

: gent]ema_n, and that Racke would never

“+< be anything of the sort.
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“Middlin’,”” eaid Crooke judicially.
“You wouldn't fool me, by gad! But
Skimmy’s an ass. It ought to be good
enough for him.”

“See if you can do Herries better,”
said Racke, rather sulkily.

Crooke tried.

“Not a bit like it—not a dashed bit!
Try Digby. It doesn’t matter which of
those two outsiders is supposed to be
with I’ Arcy in the bizney.”

But the Digby imitation was somewhat
worse than the Herries one.

“QOh, hang it all, you must only growl!
Herries does that as well as that beastly
dog of his. You'll give the whole dashed
show away if you say six words!”

“ What about Blake ?” asked Crooke.

“Can’t make it Blake. Heé’s joint
stage-manager with Merry, an’ he’ll be
in evidence from first to last—sure to be.
No one’s goin’ to be able to prove that
D’Arcy an’ Herries weren’t away for ten
minutes or so.”

“You're countin’ on Skimmy laggin’
behind everyone else,” said Crooke.

“Don’t I know the ass? He's sure to,
unless Talbot or Gore takes him in
charge, an’ they won’t think of it, most
likely. He'll stay in Study No. 9 readin’
Balmycrumpet until he’s called out,
an’ then—dark passage, you an’ me as
Herries an’ the noble booby, an’ Skimmy
trussed-up an’ gagged before he knows
whether he’s on his head or his heels!”

“An’ then D’Arcy will chip in an’
take the part,” objected Crooke. “I
believe he wants it, really.”

“He won’t. Don’t you know what a
pig-hcaded ass he is? He’s sworn he
won’t take it on, an’ he will consider
himself in honour bound to stick to
what he has sworn.”

And Racke grinned sneeringly. Crooke
cackled. Neither Racke nor Crooke was
ever likely to be restrained by any feel-
ing of being in honour bound.

“Well, it sounds all right, an’
worth tryin’,” said Crooke. ‘What
about the other bizney? I ain’t casy in
my mind about that fat rotter Baggy.
If a sharp cad like Kerr or Levison got
hold of him he’d be turned inside-out,
and give away tho whole dashed game in
about two twos.”

“We’d better look him up,” Racke
said. “You’re not incliced to show up
at the mouldy match, I take it—what?”

“No dashed fear! Let’s find Baggy.” |

Baggy was easily found. He was
loafing about outsida the School House.

“Tt’s all serene,” he said, with a fat
grin. “The thing’s still there—safe as
houses. That proves no one’s found out
anything. They’d havé had it down if
they’d.twigged. I think you chaps must
o;;m ,it was a jolly smart dodge of mine—
eh?”

“ A dashed long way round!” growled
Crooke. “Even now the thing ain't
torn up.” : ’

Racke nudged Crooke: It was safer to
keep on good terms with Baggy for the
present.

“Jolly smart!” he said. “TIt will be
smarter still if you can get it down when
no one’s lookin’, an’ tear it into about
a hundred pieces!”

“He, he, be! That might bé done
now,” replied Baggy.- “1 shouldn’t
think anyone would miss it. I’ll have a
shot. What's it worth?”" "

- “You're a dashed shark, Baggy !” said
Racke pleasantly. But he put his hand

in his pocket. .

“He, he, he! Shall we call it ten bob,
Racke, old pal? Mind, I can’t be sure
of doing it. I’ve looked in three times
since dinner, and there’s always been
someone about. And before dinner that
fat beast Wynn was there ever so long.
I say, Racke, T'll take the ten bob wow, 1
think.” ) ’

But Racke seemed to think otherwise.

it’s"
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CHAPTER 10.
The Working of the Wheeze.
HE match that afternoon was 8
capital ane. ’
There was a big crowd to
watch it, and conditions were
ideal—turf just right, bright sunshine
and very little wind.

Kildare’s Schoql ngse side included
six juniors, while Monteith had only four
juntors in his New House Elever. But
there were seniors in the New House
ranks who were not as good value as the
juniors on either side. .

The game was never quite even. All
through the School House did more
pressing.  Kildare, was in the centre,
with Talbot and Blake on one wing,
Tom Merry and Levison on the ot_,her,:
and the four juniors played to the skipper
as if they had always been used to doing
it, while Kangaroo at centre-half was in
fine fettle.

But the other side’s defence was very
strong. Fatty Wynn was at his best; at
back Monteith and Figgins played a great
game together; and Kerr at centre-half
was quite a handful for Kildare.

At half-time the score was two sl .
Redfern having accounted for hoth -
goals for the New House, while Kildare
and Talbot had scored for the School
House.

With only ten minutes wanted to time
no more goals had been scored. ut
then Tom Merry got away, threaded his
way through the New House ranks, and
gave Kildare a lovely pass at exactly the
right moment. And a minute before
time Levison middled from the touch-
line right across the goal-mouth, and Tom
got his head to the ball and put it just
under the cross-bar clean out of Fatty's
reach. e

The Head and Mrs. Holmes watched
the game all through, and Cousin Ethel
watched it with them. As the players
came off Kildare and Monteith passed
close to where the girl stood, and she
caught a fragment of what they were
saymg. ]

“What do you thitk of our new for.
ward line, old man?’ asked Kildare,
“By Jove, those kids did play up! Ata
pinch T'd play that same line for the
School, and not be afraid of being let
down !” :

“You wouldn’t be making any imis- =
take, either,” - replied the head-prefect
of the New House. “ All the same, 1
think young Redfern’s pretty much as
good &s any one of your four. d, i
you ask me who was the best man on the
field -this afternoon I should say—"

“Your partner,” chipped-in Kildare.
“Yes, Figgins was great value. I didn’t
know he had it in him.”

Those _expressions of opinion lost
nothing for Figgy because they reached
him through Cousin Ethel. He blushed
as red as a peony when she told him, and
he did not know how to answer her
softly-spoken “I’'m so glad !”

Directly Kerr had changed he slipped
across to the School House. In the hall
there he found Dick Roylance, ensconced
in the window-seat with a book. Roy-
lance had not shown up at the match.

“Come to relieve guard, Kerr?” said
the New Zealand junilor, with a smile,

‘“Well, it’s safe enough to go off duty
now,” answered Kerr, ‘There will be
fellows in and out of here every minute
between now and tea. Amything to
report?”?

“ Nothing much. Baggy wandered in
three—no, four times. He seemed very
anxious that I should go and have a
squint at the match, Never knew
before he was so unselfish, He had a
look at that thing “—Roylance Ziodded
towards the greeting-card—* every time;
but he didn’t touch it. I say, Kerr, I .-
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" for me, Roylance! I know

-lance gnietly.

“~desideratum was that the intended vietim
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don’t quite make out why it matters so
much about it now that the Head's got.
the photo safely, as I suppose he has,
Anyway, that’s ouly a fake, and it
wouldn’t -be of much consequence -if it
wers done in, would it?”" -

“Only that it’s a trap to catch the
villains—see? I thought Baggy might
try for it. But it isn’'t Baggy I want to
catch so much; it’s those other rotters.
He'll leave it alone now, I fancy. But
between this and to-morrow morning
someone else will have a go at it.”

‘Now I see.” .

“Jolly good of you to take on this job
you wanted
to see the game.” :

“Im glad to do anything for you,
Kerr,
mateiz

for those fellows,” replied Roy-

He did 'not say “especially for Man-
ners,” but Kerr knew he meant that.

Tom Merry and his chums were too
busy with the many things to be done in
order that the revue should go with a
swing to be able to give much time to
thinking about the mystery of the reap-

earance of the photo, framed all ready
or presentation. But when the New
House fellows came across to tea, in
response to the Head’s invitation,
Manners run against Kerr,

“Done anything about the missing
present yet, Kerr?” he asked, with twink-
ling eyes. “ Because, if you haven’t,

ou——
e Didu’t you get i£?” said Kerr quietly.
“x thought I could depend on young

vison.

“Wha-a-at? Do you mean to say—""

“Best not say too much,” Kerr
warned him.  “There may be someone
Listening.”

¢ What's it matter now?”
“Don’t you want to find out who ook
it?

“Of course we do; but surely
you've: 5
- “I know. But' at present U've no
proof.. But 'm poing to get that.”

“How? This is all jolly mysterious,
K?rrl And the frame—-—-""

* *Nothing mysterious about the frame,
old son! T bagzed that—borrowed it,
you might say. Ta-ta! Pm going to sit
over there with Fatty. I see Kiggy’s
managed a place next to Cousin Ethel.
For a bashful chap old Figgy ain’t half
bad, is he?”

ar-time difficulties had not prevented
the Head'and Mrs. Holmes from giving
their crowd of. guests a good and bounti-
ful tea. Some things were not so
abundant as they would have been in
other days, but others made up for them.

Everybody was satisfied except Baggy
~—who never was satisfied—and a few of
the black sheep, who grumbled out of
sheer awkwardness,

Racke and Crooke were among the]
gramblers, of course. They had given
the Head a silver tray, and if the Head
had given them a banquet they would
still have considered him in their debt.
But that was not the way others fellows
looked at it.

Baggy's failure to secure the photo had
not greatly troubled the two plotters.
They had got an immense amount of
mahcious pleasure out of the trouble of
the Terrible Three that morning; and
they fancied that tho photo still awaited
therr destruction of it, .

Everything was ready for their wheeze
against Skimmy. Not very much pre-
paration was needed, indeed. The chief

of their plot should do as they counted on

his doing—stay alone in No. § after the

rest of the Shell fellows had cleared out.
And _in that they had not miscalculated.

and 1'd miss more than watching a |

N
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Lurking about the passage, they had
doubts for a time. Gore did not seem
inclined to follow the rest to the concert-
room, But Talbot came and fetched him,
and they heard Talbot tell Skimmy that
he would be wanted very soon, and
Skimmy say that be would come in a
few minutes.

A hush fell upon that part of the House
after that. The revue was starting,
Racke and Crooke caught now aud then
the strains of the piano, played by Dick
Brooke, the day-boy. A snatch of song
reached their ears from time to time,
too.
*“Hope no one will miss us, by gad!”
whispered Crooke, in the darkness of the

ell passage.

“Not likely, in a crowd like that, an’
with everyone who maitters at the back
of the stage,” replied Racke.

“Here he comes!” hissed Crooke.

The light in No. 9 was put out, and
Skimmy opened the door. They could
see him, for one light had been left far
down the passage, near the corner of the
- Fourth Form passage. But he, fresh
from the better light in the study, saw
nothing.

Ho stood blinking for a moment, Then
the‘y were upon him.

“Got the wascal, bai Jove, Hewwies!”
chuckled Racke.

. Crooke " growled something indis-
tinguishable. .
Skimmy was pinned to the floor

beneath them.

He opened his mouth to shout, but a
ga%hwas thrust into it at once.

en his arms and legs were tied.

The two knelt beside him. They had
not finished yet.

8kimmy had no doubt that hLis assail-
ants were D’Arcy and Herries, ahd he
was in a frantic rage. All his Pacifist
principles were totally forgotten. If he
could have gone for the supposed D’ Arcy
&aen he would have gone for him like a
wild cat.

There was no doubt in Lis mind at all

| as to the cause of this outrage upon him.

D’Arcy was jealous! That was it. At
the last 1noment D’Arcy had made up his
wmind thai the credit of making the hit of
the evening in the part of the Crown
Prince should be his, not Skimpole’s!

But Skimmy ounght really to have sus-
pected that Arthur Augustus was not one
of his assailants when Racke and Crooke
went on with their fell work.

To have a fellow who had done him no
harm bound and gagged, and, so having
him, to plaster his face with a nauseous
mixture of svot and treacle was not the
least in the world like Gussy. Ile might
have shared in the wreaking of such a
revenge upow*a common enemy of the
clan; but e would never have done such
a thing of personal spite,

“How d’ye like that, deah boy ?” gibed

Racke, and still Skimmy took the voice |-

to be the voice of Gussy, and the helper
of that voice’s owner to be Ceorge
Herries.

Skimmy naturally did not like it at all.
He was suffering both in body and mind.

But he could not say so.

“Bwing him along to our studay,
Hewwies, old chap,” said Racke.

They lifted Skimmy between them.
Crooke “was -thoughtlessly turning into
No. 7 as they reached it. =~ But Racke
gave a tug that was very painful to the
much-enduring- §kimmy, and hissed :

“ You silly ass?”

That did not sound like Gussy, and the
movement it stopped might have told
Skimpole something- had he been suffici-
ently ealm and collected to notice it.
But by this time Skimmy was boiling,
seething; and raving inwardly, Never in

|

| by gad!”
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his life bLefore had he been in such a
‘passion, not even oun the memorable
octasion when Racke and Crooke, having
resumed too far upon his supposed
acifist principles, had been obliged to
flee before him in pesitive terror of their
lives,

He was dumped down on the floor of
Study No. ¢ in the Fourth passage, and
Racke and Crooke huriied off, chortling
at their success.

They made their way to the concert-
room, in the hope that they might be in
time to see the success of the evening
egoﬂed by the absence of Skimmy and
the fondly aunticipated obduracy of
Arthur Augustus. ‘

And Crooke, who had taken the upper . ¢
and nobler end of Skimmy in the lifting,
never noticed that his hands were marked E
by the scot. He had been very careful
to leave to Racke the application of e
it; but he had mot escaped its marks
when he had seized Skimmy’s head.

They passed through the hall on their
way to the concert-room. Only one dim
light burned there, and the place seemed
deserte:

“Collar that thing !'"* said Rucke. ““We
shall never get a better chance than this,

Crooke snaiched down the greeting-
card, and, without a glance at the back,
slit it across savagely. He slit it again,
and yet again, until it wae torn into a
SCOT® Or Inore pieces.

“ Hang it all, though, what am I goin’
to do with it?” he asked, standing therc :
with the fragments in his hands. P

““Oh, chuck the bits down in the quad,” i
replied Racke. “ Even if they don’t blow
away no one canp prove anythin’ fromn
them. That dashed thing’s settled an’
done with now{”

“Well, if the Head's ever to have the
photo, Manners will have to do another -
first, anyway!” agreed Crooke, with o - -
grating laugh. ’ 2R

They passed out.

Then from behind the heavy curtain vH
that screened the big window stepped

ore. A
“Not quite over and done with, T =~ =
guess!” said Giore grimly., “Oh, you
beauties! My hat! I'm glad I didn’t
say ¢ No’ to Kerr!” R

It had not been exactly easy to find -
anyone for that watch in the hall, nearly
everyone having parts in the revue. But
there were others in the secret now; and
Talbot had suggested Gore for this task.

Gore had not been keeh. He might
have said “No " to Kerr alone, indesd;
but he could not say it to Kerr backed
by Talbot and the Terrible Three.” And
now, as he cautiously followed the two

from ihe hall, and in the gloomy

quad for the torn fragments ‘of the
greeting-card, he was quite exultant,
Mary s i

CHAPTER 11. A

Fairly Caught ! e g

r I \HE revue was going with a swing.” -

Lowther had made it as m

as possible.  There were songs

about food-rations and air-raids
and flag-days; there were all sorts of sly
hits at D.O.R.A. and politicians and-Cen- -
trollers and profiteers; a :m;ﬁap
with it all, was plenty of S£:3Jim’s fun.

Greatly daring. Lowther appsared upon

the stage as the Head himself, while Tom
Merry represented Mr. ilton, and
Blake and Kerr Messrs, Linton and
Lathom. But the scene was a very brief
one, and carc was taken that no g
should be said or done in it that could
possibly bring the masters into contem
That was why Messrs. Ratcliff and Selby
had been left out; as Lowther said, no
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1 arsed his clasped hands dramatically.

up!” snapped Mauners, . This is no
time for your fooling! Gussy, you've
-got-to—you’ve ~1mply cof to !
~*Of course he has—and he’s gaing to 1™
i Blake,
Rather!”  said  Heiries,  “Come

. people

@ﬂd be expecied to play either
of  thése- gentlemen respectiully.

But, although brief. the scenc was
funny, if only for Lowiher’s close imita-
tions of the ITead’s Iittle mannerisms and
Kerr's lifelike rendering of Mr. Lathom—
a part in which Kerr had had previous
practice. And no one laughed more
heartily than the Head, who was in the
gayest ~holiday humour, though Mus.
llr;hnes and Cousin Ethel, sitting by her

L were quite as much amused as he.

The sketch contributed to the revue by
Harry  Wharton of Greyfriars was
approaching; aund to nearly ecveryone
except Lowther this was quite the gem
of the whole thing.

T was ‘!‘.%/“YC])UH] the secues.

my had not wt put .in an_appear-

/.g and \Lnumy had' the principal part
1n:$he sketch.

Fellow

=47 told him he must come along soon,”
suidl-Talbot, \nth knitted brow. .
“Better have dragged him here,

turned Blake. “ Skimmiy ain’t to be
depended upon, Go and fetclr him, will
¥ou, Dig? = You aven’t wauted in front
f-or some time yvet.”

" Digby cut off. Within five minutes
mn back.

i “The old ass ain’t in l]ls study ! he
;mnomu ed Dbreathlessly.  “And 1 can’t
t-md him anywhere !”?

7 ““Ob, my hat! What are we to do,
ommy ? e ought to be making-up for
the part now. I)xg I say—-"

But Dig had rushed (ﬂ again, to make
another search for the missing star.

*‘'Phere’s only one thing to be done,”
£ard Tom, "() 5§ must Take——>
" “Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, T will do
nothin* of the smt‘ 1 bave said a gweat
many times, md I \\opeut now, that
siothin® shall indues me-—

“Woyld you wreck the v hu e himex
ather ghan— -7

Year ThatFave! T- \rnaﬁ_‘:’, I believe
this ix a )\lor ' Yon fellows
howwihle duflul old Skincnay is, an’ you %
are puiposcly Jeepur’ i out the way to
make mi——->
- o Foncar bright, Cuassy, there’s nothing

» ifie kind on foot 17 Tom carnestly.
“We'd rather you, took it; vou ean do
dtbetsers But

“I cannot take i, Tom \Ie“'W\" I
have sworn that I will not, an’ o

“But what is a swear—a little swear—
in such an ummgen(‘y" ” said Lowther
pleadingly.  “Cussy, beloved of my
youth, prop of my old age, must I go on
my knees to you that you may be per-
snaded to act your rightful pait in a scene
ihat is none of mine? Then so be it! 1
will put aside all thought of sclf, and
kneel! Guasy, my noble Gussy, magnam»
mous Gu%y, play the Crown Prince in
Wharton’s sketch, save al! our lives, and
Lie happy ever after !

Ané’Iiowthar dropped to his knees, and

he

-~

w

“Oh, you howwid ass,
g&apf‘d Gussy.
“(uet up, you chump, or

Lowthah!"

il lu(k you

. Gustavus ! Pl help you to dress !”
hur Augustus was \\«'a]\cmng But
as not yet ready to give way.

A—I caw’t, you know, deah boys!”
ho protested fcebly “T should have to
bweak my vow: 4

“\\ hat’s vom' blessed vow to the hole
we're in?” growled Blake. *“Think
about the crowd in front—the Head and
Mrs. Holmes, ladies she’s asked to
ihe show, Railton, Lathom, Glyn’s

“And Cousm Ethel !” put in Talbot.

3

' gaudiest type, at the head of

krow: “vehistea)

Gussy* groaned in travail of spirit.
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Blake had moved him; perliaps Talbot's
reminder had been stili more effective.

“Get into the clobber,” said Levison.
“That won’t tie you to amthmg except
playing the part if Skimmy doesn’t tarn
up i time.  If he does you can rhm out
of it, and we'll chuck him into it.’

“I-T 11 do that, deah boye,” said
Gussy, gulping down smncthmg‘ in his
throat. _[n still scemed to him that his
honour was concerned in the point of
sticking it out. But he could not resist
longer; and Levison’s snggestion seemed
1o offer a ]ouphok.

“1 suppose youw're aware, Levison, old
Dbean, that there isn't time, anyway—that
it’s just about as much as my noble kins-
man will be able to do to scramble mm
his ITun raiment before bis call comes
drawled Cardew, as Blake and Hervie
dragged their chumn into the dressing-
FOONL

“T'm aware of it—that's
said Lievison drily.

Cardew was right. Clussy's. ]nnp..rﬂ-
tions hiad to be hurried, and were hardly
finished when he was rushed on to ihe
stage, dressed in a military uuifeim of the
o dozen

just v»'ny I"

fellows made up as Hun soldiery.

Fhe scene was supposed fo jepiesent
the quad of St. Jini's by miooundight, with
the tuckshop showing up prominen

The Crown Prince looked aropnd Lim.
Then he said:

o the sketch, and Lx up some fire un«l
brimstone effcets to make a really good
job of it 17

“I refuse to entertain any such pro-
ject!” gasped Skimmy. I have been
treated i the most unfair and treacher-
ons mauner ! 1’Arcy and Herries seized
me in the darkness—-"

““Wha-a-at?”’ roared Herries, who hal
come nff the stage just in time to hear
this. **You silly fatheaded chump. Tve
never seen you since tea—neither Gussy

wr T have be@n away from -here! Oh,
you burbhng ass e
*There’s a mxstakl. som(-\\lm 0, sadd

Tom Merry, dressed as an m~pmfm~ of
police, and waiting his cue.
Herries wouldn't do a thing Jike that
And they couldu’t have done it, as Mey
nnc sayr, for—

Yo had to bolt. 3
But a2t this mowent George
peared.

“You caun let the old ass get wp.
chaps !’ he said. *T know who did

*D’Arey and ch)m did it 17 persigte !
Qhlmmv mngrllx. “T distinetly heard
I’Arey’s voice. Tt is quite impossible
that 1 should have becn mistaken about
that! And be addressed the other mis-
creant as Herries!”

“Then it wasn't Gussy. e says ¢ How-
wies,” 7 remarked Dighy, rubbing his
iight knee. ©1 say, Skimmy, you did get
a move on you! I never dreamed you

His cue Tiad a
Gorg e

*Is this a tuchshop that T see bLelo
me?  Hermann, my housebresking ou
fit! Tlans, give me a back! Donner and
blitzen! Who could resist this?”

t momeunt the Crown T’n oo,
mounted on the back of Hans, who was

e

Dick Redfern, was making a hole in the !

roof of the tuolﬁhnp Then the curtain
fell, amid vociferous applause.

But it rose again very quickly. Now
the scene was the interior of the tuck-
shop. and the Crown an‘n was gol
it sm;m;l‘\hnlmu ime lm lﬁ”u‘d% <HC
wiound with mouths obvic

That scene was never plas
ton had written 1, however,

From Dbehind the scenes came a roar
of rage., Bomaeene sbhouted:

* Stop him {7

Stamping of {eet seurvied - =i o weind
figure with spectacies .+ blackened
face rushed on, clutched the Crown Prince
round the neck, and bore him with a
thump to the boards!

Tt was Skimmy, scehing
his wrongs.

“Yawoooogh !
duffah !”

“Down with the curain!” came
voice that sounded like Tom Merry's.

The curtain was rung down instantly.

The aundience clapped and yelled and
roared. Hardly anyone in front gressed
that Skimmy’s appearance was 1o proper
part of the sketch. It was '1hsurd, of
coursc; but then, the whole thing was
absurd, and the sooty-faced Skimmy
seemed only part of the general absurdity.

Up went the curtain again on the same
scene—minus Skimmy ! Behind the stage
three or four fellows were sitting--on

.

Ao

Ve

Yow! Yon

a

ziice for!

could run like that!”

* Herrios was Crooke, and D' \wv e
Racke,” said Gore positivel “3Fm as
save of that as if I'd =een them at it. |
did sea them as they came away: awul
I know this—Crooke's got marks of sout
an his hands at this moment! And L've
asked two chaps to keep an eye on Ul‘
rotters so that they sha'n’t slink off
we're ready  to deal  with me—-fn
.mmhoz divty trick besides this
ave guite sure, Gore
BRimpole dmmﬂull}

"(‘hm-' ass!

i ““Lheu I apologise, Ierries! Reaily. T
“do not knaw w hat I can say % I} Avey,
Cihoughy “Apd 1 fen Fnstead of mai.
ng thepro suvanced success Lhad futend
of this dramatic trifle, T have irvetro.-

.xblv ruined it.  Dear me '
| “That's all right!” said Talbot corn-
1 solingly. *“*You could lmull\ have mae
"a bigger hit as the Crown Prince tha-
! vou made appearing as you du.. obm
it frout knows that it wasn't all in e
1 bhook.”

“Dear me! That is exceedingly forin-
nate! But i greatly fear that the soc-
cess of the piece will be lessened by
1 Arey's inferiority to myself in the ehief
1ole. "That, however, cannot be helpel
1NOW. .

Most of those who heard thought that
it was well it could not, for undoubted: .
Arthur Augustus as the Crown Prinee
was the hit of the evening. He had bee
a little fluttered in the interrupted scenc,
but this was taken to be part of his

“husiness,” so that it did no harm.

Not until the revue was over and th>
Head had made a short speech, praisiti -

”

Skimmy. 1t was the only t o do. the acting aund asking that eov euo- :

Digby had found him, bhearing a|should now adjourn to Big Hall, whe's
mufiled groan from his own studg, Dige ! refreshments would be found for aﬁ did
had reteased him, and Skimimy, with ‘Racke and Crooke realise that they wers

a word of explanation or of th:mk\
bolted for the concert-room. Chasing
bim, Dig had come a cropper, aiid-had
thus failed to stop him; and Skimniy,
seeming to know by instinct that his great
part was ecven then being played by
another, had rushed on to the staga to
attack Arthur Augustus.

“It’s all right, Skimmy!” said Lcw»
ther. “You were generally suppesed:to

be the deuce himself, come te fetch the

under observation.

There was something more in Big 'l
besides refreshments liquid and solid.

One one of the long dining-tables wein
set out all the presents the Head had 1o-
cetved. And prominent among them w
the gift «f the Terrible Three—Manners’
fine evlargement of the photo of thos
echool-in its handsome oak framc.

'The two black sheep had fouhd them-
selves surrounded by the enemy. Cra

a

Crown Prince. But it was plainly before
your time. If you're very good we'll
let you go on agdin in the la=t scene !

had no chance to go and wash his ineriui
! nating hands. -
They were faiily folcnd into Big Hall.

“Gussy and .
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They were shepherded up te the table
that bore the presents.

And there they saw the photo—the
photo that Crooke believed he had ripped
into fragments!

But those fragments were only ‘what
was left of the card with which Kerr had
replaced Skimmy’s ‘greeting; and they
were now—most of them, anyway—re-
posing in one of Gore’s pockets. More-
over, upon them were marks of sooty
ﬁngers—Crooke s fingers!

Standing behind- Crooke, Gore caught
him by the arms just above the elbows,
and held him thus in the crowd, while
twenty or thirty fcllows moved past and
saw his blackened hands: Most of them
did not half understand yet; but they
knew that they would be told the whole
story later. -

THE GEM LIBRARY}.

straggle, 'and Racke was forced to stand
by him and share his ignominy. . .

There were masters and ladies in the
room, and a row was out of the question,

Flggnls had learned from Cousin Ethel
of the intended show of presents, and had
passed on the news to Kerr. Gore had
talked to Kerr also, and they had fixed
up between them this humiliation of the
black sheep. .

Worse was in store for RaCkn and
Crooke, and for Trimble ‘also. Nothing
they could do short of- bolting: - would
avert a dormitory trial that night, and a
ragging by the two Forms to follow the
trial,  The case against them was clear
and conclusive as to both offences, thanks
mainly to Kerr.

And they dared not bolt. They would

. Crooke had to submit without a

9@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@ 239999929999399999

have to go through it.
And the; duly went through it—with

- The Editor’s Chat.

For Next Wednesday 2
"cALLED TO ORDER!"”
" By ‘Martin Ciifford

It is Ralph Reckness Cardew who is
50 order iu this story.

Cardew is rather a queer fellow, you know.
He does not do things quite as other people
do them, and he does pot think quite as most
people think, I do pot say that he cannot
tell- right - from wrong as well as another
fellow; but there is something in him which
gives him at times a strong bias towards the
wrong. He gets-bored, ‘and wants a change;
and he is a spoiled child at best, so that the
change. is usually for the worse.

called

wrong; and the loyalty of Clive and Levison
is put to a severe test. But it stands the
strain; and in the long run the drastic action
Clive takes proves sufficient to bring Cardew
to his zenses, though there is trouble first.

TO HELP OTHER READERS.

A notice which appeared a few weeks ago,
with the name of ‘A. John Cura, seems to have
been misunderstood by some readers, who
have written to our friend Cura under the
belief that he has numbers of the two papers
for sale.

The mistake ought. not to have arisen, for
he certainly did not say that he wanted to

In this story he iz shown going very far

sell back numbers. He has tumbled to what

.

'Three'haltpence.

the pleasant anticipation of more. to come
in a different way, when omnce  Ceusin
Ethel had gone, and her loyal chums were
no longer obliged to keep the peace for
her sake.

All their schemes agamst her and them
—all " their miserable plots to spoil the
birthday celebrations in honour of the
Head had come to naught; and their
minds were as uncomfortable . as their
bruised and aching bodies as they turned
and tossed ‘in bed that night, wooing
sleep in vam'

THE END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom ™=—>7 & Co. ai- S*
Jim’s—* CALLED TO ORDER!

by Martin Clifford.)

some of you have not—that you have a hetter
chance of getting your notices inserted if
you give the number of the story you want
instead of the name; and he is willing to fell
you what is the number of any particula
story. If you write 1o ask him questions ol
this sort you should enclose a stamped an:
addressed envelope, of course; wyou cannci
expect him to pay on the reply. A postcard
woyld be best. The offer is a kindly one; bui
those who preserved the lists -given in the
two papers a short time ago will not reed fo
take advantage of it, as they can find cut
the numbers for themselves.

The address is A. John Cura, 19, Leath-
waite Road, Battersea Rise, S.W.11; and
hope you will all understand now just what
it is Cura offers, and not
for back numbers which he does.nQt.elfer

YOUR EDITOR.

‘SKIMPOLE'S

By JACK -

66 Y dear Lowther !»
Herbert Skimpols.ef the Shell
poked a bony u‘f:ﬁuger in Low-

ther's ribs.

@ Dry up, Skimmy !”

“In.these trying times of stress, my dear
Lowther, ™ it be}'ovea us one and all to
assist—--»

Skimmy rambled on fill L
him again: -

-“Shut up, idiot !”

“«My dear Lowther, as I remarked when you

wther barked at

&0 rudely interrupted ae, it bhehoves us to
tielp one another

“Oh, dor’t start that rot!® implored
Manners.

¢ Yaas, wathahi—I mean, no, wathah—that

is to say——"

-«“And don't wx. start, either!” said Low-

ther. “One idiot ut a time is quite enough.”
“Vewy well, deah boy, I‘ vesign in youah

favour, You can cawwy on!” .
-« Qne for you, Monty!” chuckied Tom
Merry. .

“Oh, rats!”

“1.wegard that as—>

“As I was remarking when you so rudely
u\terrupted me, D'Arcy, with your frivolous
and ’ unneceacary remarks, I think that in
these times of turmoil, ~treas and arvxiety
it bhehoves us one and all to bz mutually

helpful——
“You've said all that once,” objected
Manners. “Think of another.”

“To be mutually helpful,” resumed Skimmy,
blinking - reproachfully at Manners through
his large glasses, “whensoever and whereso-
ever we culi. nder Smi.ﬂixm—w—’

“Oh, chuck it {»

« Look here, Skimmy,” broke in Lowther
“are ycu really “.llmg to help “honsoewm‘,
wheresoever, and whichsoever——»

“ Really, ‘Lowther, I cannot (‘omprehmd
wiry you should doubt the smcﬁntv of my-——>»

“ Becayse,” resumed Lowther, “if you r¢ allk’?
are sincere, there's old Grundy struggling wit
his overcoat. Go and help lnm put ,1 (m
That will be a good turn done.”

«1 shall naturally be very pleased to help
Grundy put his coat on. That is very easy.”

G0OD TURN.

BLARE. ~ ~

Skimpole mardled over to Grundy,
struggling wlth a heavy overcoat.

“ Allow me to assist you, my dear Grundy!

Crunt’® ¢

Despite *his unfavourable reception, Sklm-
pole startud in to help. It was a heavy coat,
and Skimmy . is much smaller than (}rundv,
but these two facts hardly seemed to account
fully for the difficulty he had in getting the
coat on Grundy.

“There!” he gasped, as at last he achieved
nis aim.

Grundy spluttered angrily.

“My dear Grundy, I hope I have not
offended you hy my aid? 1 as~urc you that it
was intended in all kindness.”

% You—oh, you—> spluttered Grundy.

who was’

tn

“If you 1ike,, 1 will button it up for you,
my dear Grundy.” .

“¥au utter maniac! I was taking the coat

off I

“Qh!» gasped \klmpole blankly.

< Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Lowther.

Then Grundy went for him, and he suddenly
stopped cackling.

“Funny, ain't it, Lowther?” panted Grundy
between blows. «That’s funny, too, ain't it?
And that! And that!”

_He had fairly bowled Lowther off his feet
in the rush. We bhad to butt in. Lowther is
a funny chap. He reckons he can see the
point. of a joke better than any of us. But
he didn’t seem to see any point at all in this
when we lifted Grundy genbly-—well, fairly
gently—oftf him.

“ My hat"" he gasped.
idiot I

“Cowie on!* roared (,run dy.

# But we got between them.

Grundy tugged off his coat. It was lucky
it was o good, stout coatl, for he would have
ripped up some of the war-time stuff, handling
it that way.

“ Let Skimmy try to do me another good
Efure, that's all!» said Grundy truculently.
“TLet him -just ¢ry! - And as for you, Low-
ther-—oh, I dare say you think you're funny,
but my opinion is that you're the biggest
howling ass in Europe! That's all!”

And Grundy strode, out, leaving Skimmy

“Let me get at the

“@o:it. then !®

gasving and Lowt ner seethme with rage,

RETE - Figay.

w.,*

The Lowl‘her Lzmeru.kc
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o0 mag - aM g m Figey.
For rhymes . 7 ay- vons toTigasg
~ He's a chap withont fear:

Yet somehow when near—

Never mind whom !—his heart- beat: are j

A canny Scots
Of that trio-th
The New House we preases
By well-thought-out wheezes}
And at .mtmo he's really a star.

youth is our Kerr,
PRS-t

The fattest of all fatties is Wynn,
He fills like a sausage his skin.
Still, a ripping good goalie,
And so well does he bowl, ha.
batsmen small reacon to grm

THE TERRIBLE THHEE.

[Naturally, I could not do these myself—it
would not have heen quite modest, and if 1
am not modest, what am [? So I let Kerr
have a shot. After the really nice things 1
had said about Kerr, I thought it should be
all right ; and 1. M, was so sanguine that he
guaranteed insertion. Well, here's f.he result ¢
Manners is
said about Tommy's face and my verses—
well, well, weii! Not that it matters S0 much
about Tommvs face; but—well, well, well?
By the way, I suppose you chaps know that
we ought to call- Kerr “Carr”? Why?
Because it's the right way, chumps! It's the
way it ought to bLe pronounced. But there
are lots of other things I should like to call
bhim!—M. L.}

There's the camera fiend, Harry Mannerg
On films and the like go his tanners.

He's topping at chess;

And T freely confess
He makes me and the rest “also-rannfys.™

Gives

There's the junior skipper, Tom Merry.
At games he iz exceilent, very.
But the thing that’s in place
- 0f what should be his face
He ought to be ordered to buryt

Then there's Lowther, who writes piffiing verses
So bad that it couldn't be worse.

To win fame on the stage

He has likewise a rage.

=

But neither will g'er fill his purse}
N

go hothering b&d-—~—

let off lightly; but t esntéwu.._._‘_'\

A,



