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For next Wednesday :
“BROUGHT TO LIGHT!"
By Martin c |ﬁot‘d.
Next week’s stor
yarns your favourt
fo' many a long wee
interest from beginn
Make absolutely cert
to read

ain of being able

‘“ Brought to Light!"

by ordering your next copy of the “Gem

Library ” to-day, as there is sure to be a
great rush for this grand long, cumplere
story of St Jim's,

PAPERS ALL THE WEEK,

A very jolly littie nation indeed comes
to lmnrl fmm ter. Tt is what one
i and, i t, it is
’I'he correspondent who
brings the idea to myv notice says that
there should be a Companion er fresh
liot from the printing works every day of
the week.

He says that Frank Richards writes a
Look every week, ditto Martin Clifford.
Truve, very true!

Then can't Owen ('onqlmat do the
same ¥ all!  Ts Owen 0‘ I
Tizy.

frem rtnt tired fi
If this neat e progrz
},u' into mo‘.utlon we
‘ Magnet ™ on Monday. the “Greyfriars
Id ” on Tuesday, the Gex on’ We
av, the “Rookweod Recorder,” say.
cn Thursday, the * Penny Populav ™ cn
hidm, and then, I tuke it, my chum

wou! clamo the “Courtficld
Courier ” on &
I am much . but though

it is a tempting enough programme, T amn
afraid we cannot manage it yet awhile.
Yeu see, authors are but humans. They
want sleep and odd minutes for meal
and, alihough ¢he three writers mentiona
o ally live with wet towels round
their aching brows, and, despite the fact
that they are willing fellows, therve are
Jimits to what even such champions as
they can achieve.

THE ' PROMENADE EN L'AIR

The other day I saw in a very smar
written French weckly paper a referen:
to what the flying men were doing in
France. There were accompanying

= | of development i France.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Year Editoris always pleased ta hear from his readers.

Address  Editor, The “ Gem.

cye glimpses of
Puris 's as the Place Ven-
dome dere.

And then the writer spoke of the lack
IHe scemed
sort of disappointed uitugolhcr and I fail
tu see the occasion for his gloom.
two reasons,” he says—

o There are 1
“which acconnt for the paralysis of
aviation in France—lack of money, and

the [n:-t that the public has no confi.
dence.”
Now, of course, nobody has much

money these doy it was all washad

away in the war, but even with these

~hoalmmmw- any outsider ean see what
ide: nt French have been
. Aly French con-

he dumps.

his description of a ﬂw-[t

ld
By the w
is fairly
savs, “go out and see

the spring-time from the height of
heaven. We won't talk much. We'll fly.
When you have flown once, you will be
ready fo agres that there is no more
up in the ai than on land. But one
got to know this trath.  Fear e
1gnor est part of the tir

s

RECCMMENDATIONS.
Bracknell is a delightful village away
down in Bevks, and a letter jusi received
from there, signed Dorothy and Arthur
Tucker. would put fresh heart into a
Iving duck in a thunderstorm. T
ply delighted with all the Compan
Papers in that part of the country
| friends are recomm
the stories all round. 8o I shall lock f[,r
a boom from Berks!

TROTTING ROUND THE GLOBE.

You remember the old, old yarn of the
fellow who slipped on the magic goloshes
and wished he could tr And. hey
presto! he fmm! himself jammed inside
a stuffy ¢ ental railway-carriage,
wedged between a fat man with a cough
and a lady who complained of her rtheu-
matism as the train jolted on through
the night.

’l‘}mn the lichts got lower, and the
traveller was afraid he had forgotten his

The F(ee:wny House,
Fxmngdan Strut. Lond'on, EC. 4.

After that he was awfully
about his money, but he could
et his hand do\\n to his pocket to
sure all was safe,

Later still he found the cooking at a
forcign hotel upset him, and the bed was
d-lmp, and he did not knaw the language,
and so on, and so on, till at last he wished
himself back in his own snug little village
of - Muddleton-on-the-Slush where, at
least, he did net fear what might happen,
for he knew well nothing dangerous ever

did hsppon

Theve is something in it. Fellows sigh
for the \\'orld, and when they see it; they
only wish they hadn’t. I was reminded
of all this by what my good friend Tom
Kuowles tef s me, He and his ship are
running on a twelve-month charter for
the Ttalian L:O\elumcm: and the trip hag
enabled him to see Venice, Ile say
the Rialto Dridge, of the “ Merel
Venice " fame, is not as beautiful as it is
portrayed. The shops are squalid. He
did not think much of Leghorn either.
The Ttalians call this place Livorno,
which sounds like a dish of fried pig.
Well. Livoruo is small, dirty, and rather

passport.
anxious
not

in this case, with duly to
est—and, somehow, there is
er much real pleasure unless there is a
seasoning of duty to go with it—has
plenty of charm. If some of my chums
read the letter T am referring to, they
be vemrning to pack up and got
aboard the lugger
But it is not eversbody who ecan go to
sea. A whele crowd of us have to remain
on land to look after the odd jobs and
sea life is for a few, rather
For romance is wait'ng
t at sea,  Romance comes
v immediately the. an has «1..;,.-«1

can desire.

MONEY
isn't everything

BUT the Grand New Serial, mkitied‘

“MONEY,"
appears in TO-DAY'S issue of the “ Butterly,”
IS EVERYTHING a lover of good fiction

ater

the first instalment of -which

DO NOT MISS IT in

The Celebrated Comie.
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CHAPTER 1.

Divided Opinions.

[ NGLISH literature! Yuh!”
Racke of the Shell.
“Does the mongsyllable
express your considéred opinion
of English literature, Racke?" inquired
Aonty Lowther politely. “If so, may
1 ask how you come to have one® The
“Pink *Un’ and ‘Ruff's Guide to the
Turf, whatever their merits, are not
precisely * wells of English undefiled,
T never heard of your reading any
else.”

“1 don't.,” replied Racke, “T wouldn't
be bothered with Shakespeare an’ 3
Corelli an’ footle of that sort, by gad!
“which sort:” asked Cardew, grin-
ning.

“That sort. Don't T make it clear to
vou® Can't help that; 1 haven't under-
taken t pply you with intelligence.”

“That i fortunate, for you have rone
to spare. Well, Shukespe an’ Marie
are both Steatfordians, ar’ T suppose that
accounts for your notion that they fall
into the same class.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Towther and Talbot and a few more
langhed. But the majority of the Shell
and Fourth, gathered in the School
House junior Common-Ttoom, — saw
nothing in particular to langh at Shake:
poare came into the school et
and Miss Corelli did not ; but th
the difference they could see, and on the
whole most of them preferred Marie of
Avon to William of Avon.

Perhaps it was with a view to giving
-them a clearer notion of what constitutes
fiterature that Dr. Holmes, Head of St.
Jim's, had made the arrangement which
was really aronsing Racke's ive, as both
Lowther and Cardew knew perfectly well.
though they pretended not to know it.

On the school notice-board that day had
appeared the following announcement:

E,

TALBOT’S
STOLEN
STORY!

MARTIN CLIFFORD

. TR H TR

A Magnificent, Long, Com-
pleie Story dealing with the
Adventures of Tom Merry &

i 1 Co. at St Jim's: o

TR

“LECTURES ON ENGLISH LITERA-
TURE.

“*The Head has pleasure in informing
the school that he has arranged with
Professor Aloysius Fielding, D.Litt., to
deliver a series of lociures on the great
English writers.  These lectures will
begin a_week hence. and attendance at
them will be compulsory for members of
all Forms down to the Fourth inclusive.
Boys in the Third-and Second who desire
to attend will be allowed to do so with
the consent of their respective Form-
masters. The lectures will be given in
Hall in the evenings., and there will be
no preparation for those attending them
on the dates on which they take place.

% Ricuarp Horwes."”

peare and all those old back-number:
said Cieorge Alfred Grundy.
not complain for one. It's easier to
i sar a chap spouk about books and
nd things than it is (o mug up
d swot over nuadratic equa-

For once Crundy fairly exoressed the
general feeling. ro were, - perhaps,
half a dozen fellows in the Shell and
Fourth, including Lowther, Talbot,
Cardew, Kerr. and Guun, to whom that
notice had brought vleasure. There vere
several others—Tom Merry, Mauners.
Julian, Lumley-Lumley, Roylance, and
Durrance among them, who had not the
least objection to listening fo the lee-
tures, though they might have preferred
a cinema entertainment.  But to the bulk
of them it meaut getting off prep for
something much easicr, as Grundy put it.

“0Oh, dash it all!” said Crooke. “A
chap needu’t bather with wost of the
prep unless he chooses. Of course,
maths have to be done after some fashion
or ather. but who_wastes time muggin’
at classies or rot of that sort? I know
we don’t, by gad:”

“8o Linton suspects, T [fancy” re
marked Tom Me i

“There's one thing; we needn't listen
to the old fossil ! Racke said.

“No. You can play noughts aml
crosses on a paper ou your kinees
instead,” returned Manners contempti-
ously.
«

ughts an’ crosses ! snorted Crooke.
Well, 1 suppose you could bet an
that? Anything yom can bet on is good
enough for you fellows, isn't it?”

“1 don’t mind the lectures. What T
bar is the Head setting us exam papers
on them afterwards, just to find ont
whether we'va been attending to the yio-
fessor’s chinwag,” said Blake.

“He avon't, He'd have said he was
going to if he'd meant to,” answered
Tom Merry.

“1f he doesn't. Linton and Lathom
will. They won't let such a chanee s!
Bluke said gloomily.  And Bluke
right!

CHAPTER 2.
The Ignorami?!

o TCH erass ignorance as  yows,
S Racke, is absolutely inexcua-
able ¥ snapped Mr. Linton, the

master of the Shell. “The only

paper which can  be compared for o
moment with yours for badness is
Crooke's,”
o fortheomirig lectures had stivred up

Afr. Liunton. Bluke had suggested that
both he and My, Lathom, of the Fourth,
would be likely to set papers in litera-
ture after the course. But Mr. Linton
had sprung a surprise upon his Form b
setting such a paper on the motning of
the day upon which the first lecture was
to be delivered. He hinted that there
might be something more of the Lind to
come later; but the bulk of the members
of his Form felt that they did not mind
much if thers waz, as long as it v.as

Copyright in the United States of America.
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nothing more difficult than they had Leen
given that mormn%(.

“0f design, 1 asked cnli
tions, such as ono might
any mere child in the Second Form
might have answered,” went on the
master. * For instance, I asked you to
pamo a dozen of Shakespeare’s most
prominent _ characters—six male, six
fomale. That was surely not asking
much? Only half a dozen boys in all the
Form have failed to give such a list. And
of these half a dozen four have, at least,
made an attempt, though I cannot con-
gratulate Grundy on his notion that Ben
Jonson was a creation of Shakespeare’s.
Jonson, Grundy, was second only to
Shakespeare himself among the drama-
{ists of that day, unless one inclines to
give second place to “Marlowe of the
mighty line.” "

He paused. Grundy chipped in.

“YWell, sir, I knew he had something to
do with Shnkespeare,” he said, in rather
an injured tone. 1 really don’t see that
I was so very far out.”

“We will waive that question, Grundy.
1 am addressing myself specially now to
boys even more dense and ignorant than|
you are.”

There was some chortling .at that. Tt
was not quite nice for Grundy, but it was
very nasty for Racke and Crooke.

But the chortling ceased at Mr. Lin-
ton's frown.

“ Racke, how came you to imagine that
Micawber was one of Shakespeare's
characters?” demanded the master.

*“Well, I know he comes in some beok
or other, sir,” mumbled Racke, flushing
as the Form giggled.

“Ah! You have also included Ten-
dermis. Why?”?

“1 know he comes in some hook or
other, too, sir, an’ I thought he was in
Shakespeare.”

“Have you ever
Thackeray ?” i

“Qh, ves, sir! I'm not so ignorant as
all that.” .

“Have you ever rcad them?”

«T can't say DI've read them, sir. I
know all about them, but 1 never did
care for poetry.”

+ “Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Linton’s frown could not prevent
the Shell from roaring at that.

The master glared.

“Vou know all about Dickens and
Thackeray, Racke, and yet you are not
aware that they were novelists, not poets?
Yet it was only last term that T devoted
three or four lessons to those two 17
T expect that's where T got Micawber
an’ the other chap from, siv. I haven'ta
very good memory for things like that.”
“We mnst take steps to improve your
memory, Racke! Crooke, you have in-
cluded Ophelia and Juliet among Shake-
speare’s male characters, and Romeo
among the females!”

““Just a dlip, sir,” pleaded Crooke. “I
meant the other way round.”

“Oh, you meant the other way round,
did you? Tell me exactly what you
yueant! Stand up in your place and tell
me!”

(*rooke stood up, scowling.

“Well, Crooke?" the master snapped.

“ Julius Cesar was a man, sir.”

“(imear iz not in question, Crooke !

“Would you mind giving me the names
again, sir? I—I—you've confused me

simple ques-
ave expected

heard of Dickens or

& bit.”
*“Qphelia, Juliet, Romeo.”
““QOh, I know now, sir! Ophelius was

& man, an’ the other two were ladies.
“Ha, ha, ha
* Racke and Crooke, you will remain in
-conr places when the Form is dis-
missed 17 said Mr, Linton.

THE GeM LisraRY.—No. 638,

“Lucky thing for you he forgot about
you, Grundy!” whispered Wilkins.

“Me? Why, you silly ass, you don't
mean to class me with those ignorant
duffers, do you?” growled Grundy indig-
nantly. |

“Grundy 1"

“Yes, sir!”

“ e hasn't forgotten you, after all!”
murmured Wilkins.

“What is your authority
bution of * Paradise Lost’
Sir Walter Scoté £

“1-T'm not sure that I know just what
you mean, sir.”

“1 will put my query in language more
suited to the extreme density of your
mind. You say that Sir Walter Scott
“'nq)te ¢ Paradise Lost.” Why do yon say

for the altri-
to the pen of

sQ T

“Didn’t he, sir?”

“He did not, Grundy!
stay after classes!”

Twelve o’clock came, and the Form was
dismissed.  But Grundy, Racke, and
Crooke had to keep their seats.

* Here are three copies of an extremely
elementary manual of English literature
—that in use in the Lowest Form at this
school,” said Mr, Linton to the dis-
gruntled trio. T sent for them specially
for you three, as it seems necessary to get
down to the rudiments in your cases.
You will write out all that the_manual
says about  Shakespeare, Dickens,
Theckeray, Milton, and Scott. Youn will
not merely write it out; but you will
commit it to memory, and be ﬁzoparsd to
answer any question I may ask you as to
the warks of these five authors this after-
noon. That you may not overrate your

You alsa will

powers of assimilation, T command you
not to leave this room until the first bell
for dinner sounds.”

And Mr. Linton stalked out, past the
litile crowd of Shell and Fourth Form
fellows which had gathered in the passage
to hear what measure he had meted out
to the ignoramuses, as Manners put it.

“Ignorami, dear boy,” said Lowther,

“It's all the same,” Manners
answered,

¢ Pardon me, but it is not all the same.
The literary atmosphere which, from to-
day onwards, will envelop St. James'—
St. Jim’'s does not sound correct in such a
connection—ealls for more metfeulous cor-
rectness than has hitherto—"

“Oh, cheese it!” snorted
“You're as bad as old Skimmy !”

“You would not say hippopotamuses,
Manners,” went cn Lowther,

“1 should if T wanted to!” retorted
Manne “You couldn’t stop me !

“ Tgnovami sounds best.” said Digby.

He stuck his head in at the door of the
Shell Form-room.

““(Cheerio, ignorami !” he said.

“@Get out!” howled Grundy.

“We've got some ignorami of our
own,”  remarked Blake  cheerily.
“Lathom got at us this morning just as
Linton did at you, From what I can
make out we had the same paper to
answer. They must have put their dear
old wooden craniums—"

Gore,

“(rania, please, Blake!" corvected
Lowther. i
“1 said craniums, and I mean

eraniums !’ returned Blake,

“Bapgy's kept in,” said Clive.

“Where's IHerries?” asked Tom
Merry.

"Oi(l. he's kept in, too! And Lathom’s
given them the class-book that the Second
use to mug up,” replied Digby.

“ Any more ?” asked Kangaroo.

“Three or four,” answered Roylance.

“Why, vowre ignoranter than we
are!” said Tom Merry, with a sidelong
glance at Lowther,

“QOh, Thomas, Thomas, how can you ?””
wailed Lowther,

Tt was plain thet Messys, Linton and
Tathom had taken concerted action.
Those who had escaped detention did not
mind that, of course. But in the Shell
and Fourth Form-rooms alike there was
grumbling when those detained heard
from friends outside how matters stood.

“What's Lathom want butting in on
us?" growled Grundy.

“Just like old Liston! Tathom
wouldn't have thought of it on his own 1”
growled Herries. . .

But Herries and. the rest of the de-
tained Fourth-Formers set to work on
what they had been ordered to do.
Theirs was a smaller task than that of
the three Shell fellows, and only Baggy
Trimble felt quite desperate abour it.

In the Shell quarters, however, squab-
bling scon began.

“Linton’s a dashed old cad!” snaried
Racke. *Why should we have to mug
up Milton an’ Scott because that silly
ass over there muddled them up?"

“Lintons an old-fool, but he isn’t a
cad,” answered Grundy. * You're a fool
and a cad, too, Racke! Anyway, Mil-
ton's an easy one. I've got Shakespeare
and Thickens and Dacieray)l mean,
Thickery and Dackens—oh, hang them,
you know what I mean] T've got them
to do just because you two sweeps are
such gross hippopotami!” . &

Grundy had overheard the argument
between Manners and Lowther, and had
muddled the words mentioned in charac-
teristic Grundean fashion.

“Let's hear each other our lirtle les.
sons, Aubrey,” said Crooke. “I'll start,
ﬁm.tlg wrote * Paradise Lost” Ha, ha,

B ! !

“¥ou two had betier shut up, and let
me get on, or vou'll be getting something
you won't like?” said Grundy darkly.

For a few minutes the two bad eggs
did shut up. But the temptation to chip
Grundy proved too strong for them. |

The blunder the burly Shell fellow had
made was at least as excusable as the
bloomers they had made. But tliey
affected to roqm-d the attribution of
“ Paradise Lost ™ to Scott as the joke of

the term.
“Hear me reel off the list of Scott’s
works, G said Racke. “Hero

goes ! ng,” ‘Guy Somethin'-or-
other '—'twasn't ' Guy Fawkes,' I know,
becanse I should have remenmbe

“Couldn't be off reme
old Grundy in sight,” said C
it's * Waverley, not * Wavering,
“(Guy Mannerin'’ is the next.”

“An' “Ivanhoe,” continued Racke,
g something right at last. Then,
w at Crooke, he said: “Aw’
dise Lost.'”

“Wro yelled Crooke.

“I'm sure that's vight! Grundy said
so, an’ Grundy knows heaps better than
the silly josser who wrote this book.
“ Paradise Lost’ was by Scott, wasn's it,
Grundy "

The great George Alfred rose from bis
seat, and -began to turn up his cuffs in a
most business-like manner,

One thing at least was certain. What-
ever those three forgot of that deten-
tion task they were all likely to remember
who the author of “Paradise Lost * was.
The chipping to which rundy had been
subjected ha inbpreascd it npon his mind.
Aud now Grundy was going to impress
it upen the minds of Racke and Crooke.

“] warned you sweeps!™ snorted
Grundy. * You didn't take any notice of
that. Now I'm jelly well coming for
you!”

And Grundy came.

Racke and Crooke tried to stand up to
him, But the two together werc no
mafeh for the burly George Alfred.

He had them by the collars, and was

ing their heads together, when the
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arindy had Racke and Grooke by the collars, and was h-nning their heads together, when
and Mr. Linton stood there, as if petrified with astonishment. ’

What does this mean? ' he snapped.

the door opened suddenly
(Beo Chapter 2.)

door opened siuddenly, and Mr. Liuton

stood there as if petrilied with astonish-
ment.

Grundy seleased the pair, and ther
began to smooth their ruffled plumage.
Crooke’s nose was bleeding, and Racke's
collar_had parted from its moorings.

“YWhat does this mean?” snapped Mr.
Linton,

Nobody answered,

“This is disgracefui—absolutely dis-
graceful! You have made a bear-garden
of my Form-room. _Each of you will copy
out the whole of that manual, from the
first page to the last, and show it to me
within four days!”

The three gasped as he went out.

From the passage a fow seconds later,
when the master had disappeared, came
the voice of Blake:

“My hat! The ignorami have got it in
the neck this time, you fellows!”

CHAPTER 3.
Kindness fo the Professor !

I3 HAT a dashed job!” groaned
Crocke. *“In four days, too!
We she'n't have time to do
another dashed thing while

we've got this hangin’ over us!”
“An' it's all the fault of that con-
founded old professor !" said Racke. 1
should like to boil the old beast in

oil 1™

“Oh, T don't know that it's all his
fault, thongh I have any o i
to his being boiled! ‘rooke repl
“T suppose the Head's really at
bottom of it, askin’ the old bounder to
come here an’ jaw."”

“He didn’t ask him, as far as I can
make out. They're old friends, an’ the
professor offered to come.”

_“How did vou find that out!” in-
quir Crooke, with rather languid
interest.

Even the professor scemed to Crookes
more interesting than Seott and Shake-
speare, and the rest of them. He was at
least alive, while most of them had been
dead quite a long time. i

“ Baggy heard the Head talkin'- to
Railton about it. He thinks hLeaps of
the professor, it seems.”

“Who does? Baggy?”

“Not likely! The Head. Fielding is
an eccentric kind of old buffel s
see o dashed yard without his glasses:
worn out his eyes porin’ over mouldy
old books, I suppose. But accordin’ to
the Head he's a genins, an’ can make

anyone listen to him when he gets on
the go.” G
“Rot! I bet he can't make me'”
said Crooke. 1 he here yet?'
“No. Comin’ this afternoon.”

“illy old image! Now I know that

he butted in an offered to come here

an’ gas I think boilin' oil's too good for
him' Wish 1 could get even with tha
old bounder!™

“1 wonder whether we could?” said
Racke thoughifully

(‘rooke stared at him.

“Pon't see how,” he grunted.

“#T don’t quitc see yet, but U've got
the glimmerin’ of a mnotion. If le's
really helpless without his dashed goggles

ight tuke him in an’ do for bim,

Wl k;
“Meet him at the station. an' direct
him miles out of the road, or somethin’

like that.

No go!" said Crooke. “The Head
will very likely go along to meet him.
If he doesn’'t he'll have the station fy
crdered, or a car, ¢t somethin’.”

“Wa might meet him at Wagland, an’
say that the Head had sent us.” said
Racke. *“If we could strand the old
fossil on Wayland Moor without his
specs. why, dash it all; we'd very likely
get off tle lecture to-night. as well as
gettin’ ¢ven with him for this!”

“It's a notion, Aubrey, but it's a bit

risk said Crooke slowly.
“Wait a jiffy! I don't see
there mecd be a lot of risk in it

as a hat without
be easy enough.
of conrse,
.—No. 538.

If be's really as blind
his glasses it ought to
We must disgnise ourselv

THE Gry LIBRA
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Do you think you could get hold of o
pair of Skimmy’s specs? Ie has more
than one pair, y'know,” s

“What for? Are you goin' to pretend
to be Skimmy?” Crooke asked.

“No; that will be your role. You're
a lot more like Skimmy than I am.”

*Oh, dash all that! Do you mean te
make out that I'm like that weird chim-

panzee?”
“Not really like him, of course,
ry. But the professor’s half-blind,

»

now.
V

glasses off an’ tread on them!” said
Racko coolly.

“By Jove! That's pretty bold. But
lie’s sure to have anotier pair.”

“In his luggage, I dare say; not in
his pocket, I should think.”

“#Perhaps not. Well, if T am to be

pra

Skimmy, who are you goin’ to be?

“D’Arey, with an eyeglass. 1 can
talk like’ him, deah boy, y'kunow.
“ Weally, pwofessah, T am d 'g‘htcd 10

meet a man of your celebwity! Bai
Jove, yaas!”

“Might do,” said Crooke dubiously.
“T don't suppose the old fossil knows
Gussy. It wouldn’t go down with any-
one, who did, T can tell you!”

““Are vou on? That's the question,”
said Racke.

“Yags, I'm on if you think we can
veally shove it off on to Skimmy ‘an’
Gussy, an’ risk nothin’ ourselves,” said
the hercie Crooke.

“Oh, 1 don’t suppose they'll be con-
victed! But if the old bird's really so
dashed shart-sighted I don't sce how we
can be,” Racke said. “We'll take
dashed good care to be in the back row
at his jawin’s, an’ the Head isn't likely
to ask us to tea with him. We're not
among the prize scholars of the Shell,
»know.”

“T'li go an' see whether T can bag a

of Skimmy's goggles,” said Crooke.
T'm not on unless I can.”
But he managed that without any diffi-
culty.  Reconnoitring down the -
<age, he found the study-which Tnlﬁxt,
Giore, and Skimpole shared empty, the
door standing ajar, and he stole in. -

Tt was a bit of Inck to find Skimpole
absent. Talbot and Gore were fellows
who spent a good deal of their time out

i \Zinhout his glasses he may be, buk

i
“Tirst thing to do is to knock his

of doovs; bul Skimmy very seldom took
any exercise that he could avoid.

{rooke’s eyes wandered over the table.

Ho scowled as he saw a leiter ad-
dressed in Talbot’s handwriting to
Colonel Lynden.

The gallant colonel was his uncle, as
well as Talbot’s, and there had been =
time when George Gerald Crooke had
looked upon himself s his uncle’s heir.

That he had lost all chance of inherit-
ing even a share of the colonel’s wealth
was entirely Crocke’s own fault.  Bui
Crooke could not see it that way. He
looked upon Reginald Talbot as an inter-
loper, and hated him poisonously,

But he did not touch the letter. He
could see no possible profit in doing

at.

The absent-minded Skimpole was the
kind of person to whom one peir of
glasses is of no use. Before now he had
been discovered blinking round for the
spectacles he supposed to have been mis-
laid while two pairs were already
pushed up from his eres on to his
bumpy forehead. DBut he seemed to
have been wearing only one pair that
day, for the other was on the table, half.
covered by a volume of the immortal
wor of ~Skimmy's idol, the learned
Professor Balmyerumpet. 3

Crooke collared  the  spectacles,
chucked Balmycrumpet on to the floor,
and departed, only a few scconds before
Skimmy returned.

Tt was easy cnough for ihe two plot-
ters to guess by what train the lecturey
would arvive at Wayland. It would be
the one from town some twenty minutes
or so before the four o'clock local to
Rylcombe.

They went over to the market town by
rail, and spent an hour or so at billiards
before going to the station.

When they got there Crooke was wear-
ing Skimmy's glasses, and they really
mada him almest wnrecognisable at a
glance. The monocle which Racke wore
was considerably less of a disguise, but
it made a difference to his fac

e
g

“That must be the old fos said
Racke, as the train from town dis-
charged its passengers, and he saw

among them a scholarly-looking middle-
aged gentleman, peering around him in
a very short-sighted manner,

“But he hasn't any goggles!” objected
Crooke. :
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“He'sa -lookin® for them, fathead!
Can’t yon see him pokin' his absurd old
napper about, like an owl in the day-
light?”

Racke had guessed aright. Tt
Professor Fielding, and he had misl
his glasses. But there was nothing
absurd 4bout - the professor to-any but
jaundiced pyes. His face was clear-cut
and pleasant, if not exactly handsome.

“Speak to him, Gerry! Fifty to one
he's left the dashed goggles on the seat!
If I can get hold of them he won't sce
them again in a burry, an’ if you talk
to him it will give me a chance to collar
the things. But don’t forget—you're
Skimmy, and I'm Gussy!”

Crooke, with some inward trepidation,
but with no sign of timidity in lis bear-
ing, went forward.

Ho lifted his cap politely.

“Excuse me, sir, but am T right in
assumin’ that you are Professor Balmy
—er—I mean, Professor Fielding?” he

3

said.

“J am Professor Fielding, my boy.
Am T correct in supposing that you are
from 8t. Jim's? 1 think f yecognise the
school colours, though without my

lisses T can really see very little in-

epd.”

“Ves, sir. My name is Skimpole, an’
I an’ my friend D'Arcy have been sent
to meet you here. I say, D'Arcr. old
chap, look round for the professor’s
glasses, will you?”

“Wight-ho, Skimmay ! replied Racke.
“1 suppose you left them in your coui-
partment, sir?”’

“Yes, I think I must have done =
But I did not remember them till 1
some yards along the platform, and n
I am quitg at a loss to tell which was
my compartment. But it was a third,
and a smoking one.” i

“T1 find them, sir!” Racke returnod.

“You will have a better chance of

doing so than I should have, T think,”
the professor said.
. Racke saw the glasses Iving on the
seat of the second compartment into
which he looked. But he thrust them
into his pocket, and went on locking.

The guard waved his flag. The whistle
sounded,

“ Afwaid it's weally no go. pwofes-
sah,” said Racke, *‘Some wottah must
have gwabbed them.”

“They will hardly prove of much’
value to “a picker-up of unconsidered
trifles,” I think,” answered ithe professer,
quite good-temperedly. ' Well, it can-
not be helped.  Luckily, T have another
pair in my suit-case, and I think I had
better get at them at once.”

“Is it weally worth while, sir?” asked
Racke. “We are heah to act as guides,
y'know, an’ 1 should think it would west
Jour eyes a bib to be without the glasses
for a bwief time.”

“There are times when T fancy that it
does, my boy. But how is it that ycu
two have been sent fo meet me here?”

Recke had his lie ready.

“They have been makin’ changes in
the wailway time-table; sir,” he said
glibly, “ Aw’ the twain which used .to
wun' to Wylcombe about this time has
been taken off. The Head did not
covah the fact iill this aftahnoon. An
important appointment pwevented his
comin® ovah to Wayland himself, an’ he
asked us to come.”

“3Ta were looking forward so much ta
your lectures that we thought it would he
a treat for us, sir,” said Crooke, feeling
that he must keep up his end.

“T am glad to hear that. Are theve
many of you so eager®” .,

“Not s many as there ought ta be,
7 answered Crooke sadly. St Jim's
jsn't really much of a place for literary
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keenness, Why, there was aciually a
follow in our Form the other day “hu
said that Scott wrote * Paradise Lost’

Racke nudged Crooke. It was a mis”
take for Crooke to get outall his Literary
knowledge at once, he felt. Racke and
Crooke did know now who had written
the great Inglish epic. but they knew
little’ beyond that.  Racke was trying
hard to remember whether it was
Dickens or Thackeray who wrole *The
Antiquary,” but he could nof, and he
made up his mind to keep off so dan-
gerous a subject.

“Have yvou been in these part:

#ir?” he asked, before the profe
a (‘hance to repi_', to Crooke.

I have not, though I have often
prormsed my: the pleasure of a visit
to my old fri Dr. Holmes.”

“Well, sir, would you care about walk-
in’?” inquired the schemer,
mile or two over the moor,
some no end pretty scenery.

Now Crooke nudged Racke. Racke
vas forgetting to talk like Gussy in his
cagerness to ensnarve the pmfessor,

It was actually a good deal more than
a mile or two across the moor, and in
an ordinary way ihe two slackers would
have barred the walk back. Bnt they
felt that they could stand it pow, with
the cheering prosnest of losing Trofessor

- Fielding on_the way

If it had been possible that two decent
fellows should have devised such a plot
against the Head's visitor, they could
hardly have carried it lhrcmgh when they
found what a genial and likeable man the
professor was. Bug that did rot matter
to Racke and C'rooke. oo

| .Lha” enjoy the walk” said their
victim. * As for the scenery, that will be
ilost upon me. Butirisa I'um afternoon,
and the fresh air and the exercise will

do me good.”
T trouble to emulate. He was
plainly a far better nlker than
either of them.
They discovered quickly that, \\hnle\er
"Nghf be the defeects of his vision. his
earing was keen enough. Thers was no
opportunity for them to w hispe getner,
d they were forced to comm: ate by

before,
r had

CHAPTER 4
Nothing in It!
HE professor strode along at a pace
that gave the ‘two slackers some

hey walked one on each side of him.
d did their best to hide the fact that
: pace was bevond their liki

But they could not hide it Jong.

<1 must slow down,” said the pro-
fessor. “I have alw been a rapid
walker, and T appear to be going too fast
for you boys.”

He had it feiled to note that Croske |
hm\ung hard and Racke wheezing a |

e fact of the matter is. sic,” said
hat T have a blister on w
n::‘x' Teel, Shall we walk ou the gra
Tm- hmd voad is painful to it

made frantic g

waces  ak |

(iussy would have said © blistaly.”
And

gwass.” and *woad.”
m| auite sure that Prof
Fielding was * as big a fool as he looked
ta use the language Craoke would have
38
Bul Racke had an object in his sug-
gestion, - Crooke twigged that when, as
* soon as they had lefr the road for the
springy turf of the moor, his comrade

began to edge the professor farther
and farther from the highway.
Within ten minutes 1 were ouite a

lang way from the road
“T like the feel of the turf s derfoo
said the professor, © 1)3( I should

be
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hetpless off the road without guidance, Tt
i3 a very loug time since I took a country
walk withont, myv glasses. T can only
guess at the whereshouts of 1he high-
way.

“aell, guess, Ha, ha_. ha !”
chortled Racke.

Crooke took the cue. = Nexl- mogent
the professor was standing alone, and the
two bad eggs had hidden themselves
behind a climp of gorse.

Their victim peered round him in a
way that might have appealed to a soft-
hearted fellow as pathetic. It was evident
that the exient of his short-sightedness
had not Leen exaggerated.

“D’Arey ! Skimpole!" he said.  “Is
this a joke on your par
little anger in his voi
5 100 4 man proue to gu

then!

as
s of

anger.
But no answer came to him,
he spoke more shar ph

and now

“It is nnl‘ a joke in the best of taste,”
he said. “T really thiuk it has gone far
enough.

Still there was no reply. Racke and
Crooke were by no means soft of heart,
and they saw nothing bug fun. their own
spiteful kind of fun, in the professor’s
predicament.

he old fossil will begin (o rave
soon 1" said Racke.
But “the old fossil ” did nothing of

the sort. He appeared to have f.umhlpd
to the fact that he had been taken in;
that this was not the mere heedless fun
of two irresponsible juniors, but a con-
certed plot. And he had too much
dignity to rave.

Hu was pliinly trying to make up his
mind in which dirsction the woad luj.
He moved to and fro uncertainly.

“Let's bunk!” said Racke. “Look at
the sky! T}a clonds ‘u\'e come up over
there, an' they'rs movin' this way. We
shall have a sogker within half an hour
or so” -

“Wait!" answered Crocke,
his arm. “Don’t look at the s
at the road, chump!”

Racke looked at the road, and saw four
cyclists coming swiftly from the direction
of Wayland.

“Some of our chaps!” he said.

“0Oh, dash it all, we must stay
for o bit! If thoy see us clear
may ail come v'know,’
Crooke.
= Speci

rvmal)mg
look

hidden
* off it
snarled

pais of ours,” returned Racke.
H Mer Manners,, Lowther, an' vour
dearly beloved cousin, Gerry! You may
wait here. I'm not dashed well goin' to,
I can tell vou! Thev've spotted his nibs.
an’ when he tells his tale of woe they'll
spot us if we stay here. Come along,
an' keep vour napper down, for my
cqh- f we can get inlo thai hollow
nn 'taal] along for a bit we may be

lhe\‘ moved off in the direcon Racke
1 had mdwated

The four on the road had dismonnied.

“I believe that chap’s blind, id Tom
Merry. gazing at the professor. some two
hundred yards away.

"Lonks ke ir,” Taibm 'lt‘[.u'éd “H
groping ;:imur as if he couldn't see mu
anyway.

“ Let's go and ake suve,

“Hurry  wp, :
“There's a =

Talbot and
to their ch
the professor

When they reached him he was moving
away from the road.”

a5

" Tom
A

s, and made haste towards

You speak to him, Talbol,” said
Tom.

‘Is anything  wrong. asked
Talbor. %1 beg purdon if we are in

Three-halfpence. 7

error, but it struck us that you Beemst‘
to have difficulty in finding your way.
“T have. Where is the road?”
ere was some excuse for the sus.
picion of snap in the professor’s tone.
“We have just come -from it,” an-
swered Talbot, “It is in tho oppcsllv
dnecuon from that you were going Lo

“You are 8t Jim's boys, are you
ot " / :
“Yes, sir!"

“A trick has been pLuml upon me LY
two of your schoolfellows! They met
me at Wayland Station, tedd me that the
afternoon train to Rylcombe had been
discontinued——""

“That’s wrong. sir!” put in Tom.
“Ah! The fact makes it all the more
plain to me that this was a concerted
plot, and no mere trick on the impulsa
of * the moment, though why two
strangers should plot against me 1 cannot
imagine. They must have krown of my
extreme shortness of sight, and I suspect .
now that the search for my mislaid
glasses was a mere pretence. They told
me that it was a walk of only a mile or
two across the moor to lhe sehool—-"

*“ Nearer six than two,” said Talbot.

“They led me off the road on a pre-
text, and then deseried me.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” Tom said respect-
fully. “I won't say lhat none of our
fellows would be capable of such a trick,
for it wouldn't be of any use fo say so.
But there are very few who would do if,
I'm sure! Have you any notion whe
these two were "

“They gave me ﬂ-mr names as D' Arcy
and Skimpole.”

“Then they gave wrong names. sir !
answered Tom, ane heat. * That’s
a rotten shame !

“D'Arcy and Skimpole are friends of
\cvurs” said the prolessor drily.

“Iy -\u‘v is one of my best chums,’
¥ 1

replie j
fellow I lmm\ to do such a thing as
“Ii\. 'd sooncr imagine myself doing
t than D"Arc
“Skimpnlc hares my studg.” s
Talbot., *He is very eccentric, but quite
harmless, and really a good fellow.”
“Tt is more than likely that the L
young miscreants gave wrong names
which makes their trick infinitely worse,”
said Professor Fielding.
“What were they like?” asked Tom,
“I veally could not see them dist ety
—my sight is eo very bad without
But the one calling himself
Arcy wore a monocle, n-vl had a diffi-
culty with the letter ‘r.” "
Talhot and Tom looked at one amother
Could it have been Gussy, after all?
It secmed impossible, yet—
“That difficulty, as I now reeall
intermittent,” tho professor said.
would be lik 1 the case of any
laving a parl. The bory wore a silk
Hi
Agnin Tom and Talbot exchanged
glances. There was only one fellow in
the Shell besides Gussy who frequently
wore a topper. Racke hated the school
cap.
!(‘au vou remember anything about
the fellow calling himself '-lepore sir?

fellows  ever coming

Ave _vou 2
“It’s going to pour in

shouted Manners.
about two twos.™ i
“Are you a cyelist, siv?

sked Ton.

“1 am. Bul withont my glasses—
‘l'I think we can get round that diffi-
en

. You could see the back of a fellow
¢ directly ahead of you, I suppose.

i

“Yes, I could do that.

have hardly a spare hicyele, I sippo

“That's no odds, You can have mine,
Tite Ges Lisriry.—No. 635.

But you b
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aind T'lL ride on Talbot's step. We're
some way from the school, and there's
a storm coming up.”

“Thank you very much. I accept your
offer with gratitude !”

Talbot. and. Tom liked the professar.
It would have been excusable had he
suspected them of being parties to the
plot, and had he thought their offer
.merely another ruse to take him in. But
it was plain that he had no sueh sus-
picions, Racke and Crooke might have
set him down as a fool for that; bat
these two did not

“('ome along,
his arm,

“The boy who called himsel Skim-
pole,” said the professor, as they hurried
towards the' road, “wore a school cap.
He had spectacles. He dropped his final
“g’s,’ and said ‘ yaas’ for * yes.' "

Talbot and Tom Merry had little doubt
now. Racke and Crooke! They were
almost sure of it.

A few words of explanation sufficed for
Lowther and Manners. -The professor
mounted Tom’s machine; Laowther and
Manners rode ahead, and Talbot followed
the visitor, with Tom on his step. X

Sing out if we go too fast, sir,” said
“But we musin't waste any
we're to get in before the rain

" Tom said, taking

o as hard as you like, but call
out to me if there is any sharp turn in
frant,” was the reply. * Wait, though!
Our friends behind ave handicapped for
speed 1"

“That's quite afl right, sir!” said
Talbot cheerily. “Pile in, yon two! If
you can leave us behind, we sha'm't rag
von. Duat you mustn't leave Professor
Fielding behind I” :

‘Fhere was little fear of this,. it
appeared. Later they learned that many
vears before, in the days of the old high
bikes, the professor had been a well-
known figure on the bicyele track at
Cambridge,

They made good speed. and reached
2t. Jim’s just as the rakr began.

“I am very much obliged to you. my
boys,” the professor said. “I think 1
have all your names, except that one of
vou is merely ‘ Tom ’ to me at present.
Manners, Lowther, and Talbot, I know,
though I might have difficuliy in telling
one from another,”

I'm Tom Merry, sir. And—I suppose
vou’ll have to report to the Head about
the trick played on you? I—we hope
that if you do you will say that we're
quite sure that it wasn’t D'Arcy and
Skimpole who played it, and that you

ill give them an opportunity of proving

‘m‘oemco at once. They can, I'm

ain !

I will do as you wish, Merry. But
for that mean attempt to throw the
Iilame upon others, I am not sure that 1
should have said anything about it. T
shall have the pleasure of mesting you
four again, of course!™

“If you'd come to tea in our study
one day, sir, we should be glad!™ ven-
tured Tom.

“I accept the invitation with plea-
sure.”

“I'll take yon to the Head now, sir
T say, Monty, you might look up Gussy,
and find out where he’s been this after-
noon. Talbot will see Skimmy, 1 know.™”

“Themas, your command shall be
oheyed 1”7 replied Lowther gravely,

‘Fen minutes later, Gussy and Skimpole
were sent for by the Head. They went
without any fear, for they had quite
conclusive alibis. Blake., Digby, and
Herries had been with their chum all
the afternoon; and Gore, nursing a
toothache, had sat and growled at
Skimmy until that great philosopher had
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almost reached the tether of his patience.
But Gore went to the Head with
Skimmy willingly enpugh, and Gussy’s
three chums went with him; and both

of the innocence of the swell and the
scientist,

“Come and have tea with us, Talbot,”
said Tom.  * We'll sit near the window
and watch out for the return of the two
sweeps who are ont in the storm at this
moment, if my guess isn't all wrong.”
“Got on ta something, Tommy?"
asked Mauners.

“Wait and see, my sonl’
Tom.

It was three-quarteis of an hour later
before they saw what they bad waited

answered

or. 2

Then Racke and Ciooke, soaked to the
skin, snarling at ene ancther, came over
the quad from the gates in the pouring

Behold Skimpole and D’Avey, you
fellows !" said Tom. dramatically.

“My hat! But 1 half guessed it!”
exclaimed Lowther. “It didn’t seem
likely that there were two-othet fellows
who could be such cads !

“What beats me is what they did it
for 2" said Manncrs.

“I don't’ suppose we shall ever find
that out,” replied Tom. *‘But we'll put
them through it for this, you bet!”

“ After the re proved guoilty, Tom,”
said Tatbot. ~ * But if they are guilty—
and T haven't much doubt of it—I've a
notion why they played the trick. They
were dead against the lectures, you know,
and then Linton dropped on to them hke
a thousand of bricks. So they thought
they would take it out of the professor.”

“But how did they know about his
Leing as blind as a bat?” objected
3 <. “The whole scheme hung on

“T think I can tell you that, too!
Gore said Baggy Trimble had been gas-
sing about a conversation he heard be-
tween the Head and Railton—you know
how Bagzy does hear things., And the
Head told liow Fielding had mucked up

is sizht by hard study.”

What we've got fo do is to account
for the movements of all the other Shell
and  Foueth fellows this  afternocon.
Needu't go outside the two Forms: no
one in the Fifth or Sixth could have
heen in this, and the fags aren’t affected,
as they needn’t ge to the lectures, and
can't have anything against the professor.
Oh. we'll doit!”

ancd in the Shell

And they did i
dormttory { , Racke and Crooke.
sull protesting they were not guiity,
were given part at least of what they
deserved.

But, of course, no one thought of let-
ting the Head know that the abusers of
all the laws of hospitality, as Lowther

put it, bad been those two.

There ®ad been nothing in that plot for

CHAPTER 5.

113 HY, it's nothing but a rotten
story ! said Baggy Trimble,
gusk,

Baggy had just come from the rack
lection by those to whom they were
addressed; and he had an envelope, with
podgy hand, and a rather yellow-looking
sheaf of leaves, of a size and shape un-

Yet there had been no registration
letter—indeed, there had been no letter

Racke and Crooke, after all!
Different Notions of Value,
of the Fourth, in great dis-
in which the letters wero placed for col-
the blue registration lines upon it, in one
usual in these days. in the other.
at all—for Baggy.

the Head and his guest were satisfied

Which might scem strange lo anyone
who did not know that adipose and une
virtuous youth. But then, everyone at
8t. Jim’s did know him.

“My hat! Did you ever hear of senl-
ing conls to Newecastle?” asked Monty
Lowther.

“But you wouldn’t call Baggy's mere
“stories,” 7 objected Cardew, the only
fellow present who had at ovce gol on
to Lowther's meaning. ** Whackers,”
or ‘ whoppers,” or ‘ lies "—but not mere
stories, dear man !”

“IWhat's anyone wanht sending a story
to Baggy for?” inguired g[nmmr %
"Bngﬁye no editor, He's only quile
an ordinary pig!”

“Perhaps it wasn't sent to Baggy,”
suggested Levison. “The fat clam has
been known before now to—-""

“Let's have u look at the address,
porpoise |7 said Man

And he snatched
Baggy's hand.

“Loave that alone, Manners! It's
mine—at least, Vell, perhaps it
ain’t mine. But I certainly thought I#
saw my name.  Perhaps it wasn't mine.
It might have been Dane's, oy Lumley-
Lumley s——"

“By gad! TI've never realised it be
fore; but Dane's name an’ Lumley-
Lumley's look extraordinary alike, when
they're beth plainly written,” said the
gibing Cardew. “An’ cither of 'emn’s as
much like Trimble as makes really no dif-
ference.”

“RBut this heppens to he for Talbel!"
snapped Manners.

“There—I thought I might have made
a mistak burbled Baggy. “ But
Talhol's name does look like mi they
bath with a ¢ T, you know. And
thers o very much difference be-
tween * Reginald 7 and © Bagley.” ?

“Rough on Reginald, if there's nol'l”
said Levison. )

“Look at the address, you fellows!
It’s as plain 23 can be!” JManners said.
“Ne one who wasn't blessed nearly blind
eould make any mistake about it.”

“T—my eyes have been rvotten bad
latelv, Manners !” pleaded Baggy., “It's
all Tathom's fault for keeping me in =o
often.”

“You fat fraud!” snorted Manners.
“ A registered letter, too!”

“Make what execuses are possible for
the errin® ' Baggibus,” said Cardew.
“Seeing that it was registered, he
naturally assumed That it was full of
papers bearin’ the charmin’ autograph of
Tohn Bradbury.”

“Yes, that's what I fancied,” Baggy
burbled. “1 didn’t know it was only
a silly old story, or I'd.never have
touched the thing! T mean 3
don't mean anything of the kind! You
are a rotter, Cardew, tripping a chap up
like that 1"

“Get!” cried Levison. And  he
expedited Baggy’s deparlure with his
foot.

Manners took the lelier and envelope
along to Talbot's study.

All three of the inmates chanced to be
present, for once. Skimmy was poring
over a volume of Professor Balmy-
crumpet, his thin hands pressed to his
bony brow. Gore was putting a new
pair of laces in his footer-boots. Talbot
sat by the fire, reading.

Munners briefly explained. From any
other fellow in the Shell a burst of wrath
might have been expected.  But, though
Talbot barred Baggy about as completely
as anyone could do, he did not say

Thanks,

envelope from

much. :
¢ Just like that fat sweep!
very much, Manners!"” was all.
ﬁnnueu_wnnt, and Talbot looked at
the contenis of the registered envelope.
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address had shown him at onece that
t was from his uncle, Colonel Lyndor.
The colonel was a well and widely-read
man, and Talbot had felt sure he ‘would
be interested to hear of the approaching
lectures. The leiter which Crooke had
seen on the table when he had stelen
in to “borrow ¥ Skimmy's specs had
been written to tell him about them.
This was an ansywer to it. Colonel
Lyndon was even more interested than
his ~nephew had thought he would be.
lm\e heard Professor F:rldmg,
ne wrote, “and I wish it were possible
for me to be present_at the course of
lectures which you will have the good

THE GEM LIBRARY,

tions with a gallant young life laid down
in the service of the greal world-cause,
and the value which the unele of whom
he thought so much put upon it,

* My dear Talbot I protested Skimmy.
“Iiis very unhkr' your usual equanimity
of lmnpor to—-"

. % Oh, let her rip!” chipped in Gore.
“There's a lot of things about Baggy
that Talbot hasn't smd vel. could
help him out with a few.’

won't bother \ou" said Talbot,

smiling. “And I've finished, Skimmy.
But when you fellows hear, I think ?on'll
understand why I got my rag out !”
hell fellosss wowld have

fortune to hear,  There are many ! cr with sympathy enough for
cuthorities on literature; but I know of | that.  Bub perhaps Talbob knew Gore
no other who can talk about it as Field: | better than the resl.  Anywi uy, he was
ing can. sure of € understanding _now.

“Give him my kind regards. Hemay [.80 he was of Skimm ose

Aot remember me, for we met but once,
aud I was only one of the crowd. But
he may like to know that I remombﬂ
him, and that lecture of his on * Ameri-
can Writers of the Ninefeenth Century.’

“1It is on this account I am sending
vou the enclosed story, which came into
my hands in rather a pathetic way.
Among the American officers T met o
there was one to whom I took a very
strong liking. He was a man much
vounger than myself, and he had already
won some fame in his own country us a
writer of short stories for the magazines,
He had certainly never dreimed that
fate would throw him into the whirlpool
of war. One would have set him down
as but little ftted for a soldier's work,
with his fine, delicate brain, full of high
imaginiugs, and his frail physique.  But
he had the heart of a lion, an his men
would have foliowed him anywhere.

His literary idol was L-igm Alan
Poe, the author of *The Pit and the
Pendulum,” ‘The Murders in the Rue
Morgue,” and other stories which are.ad-
mitted classies. He told me a week be-
fore his death that there was a distant
tie of kinship between him and Poe, and
that among gli most cherished possessions
was an unpublished MS, by the :lenu
uuthoi.

“As yon know, T have always had a
great admiration for Poe. T was natur-
ally interested, and he promised to let
m> see the MS.

“But when I saw it he bhad ‘gone
west.' He died heroically, less than
iwenty-four hours before the Avmistice.
I was his best friend in France, it
seemed, for there came to me a packet
containing his will, letters to the mother
and the gifl who wvaited for him over the
Atlantic—who were never to see him
again in the flesh—and this story, which
he asked me to keep in memory of him,

I believe it to be indisputably the wori
of Ldgar Allan Poe; and I am not sare
that there is anyone else in the world
besides you, my boy, to whom I would
trust it, for I \aluc it highly. No, that
is not eorvect. would trust it to Field-
n-g and to Dr. }lmmps whom I know

to be also a devotee of the Poe cult.

] want you to show it to bLoth of
these, and_ to get Fielding's most
valuable opinion of its genuineness. He
is an authority on style. If he says it is
not Poe's, T.will believe it; no other man
could ¢ ce me. I may be at St
Jim's within a2 week or two, and I hope
lowed to listen to one of the
professor’s lectures.”

Talbot's wrath had been rising while
he read this. and when he had got thus
far he stood up and said things about
Baggy- which astonished Gore and Skim-
ole.

To him it scemed a profanaiion that
the podgy, thieving hands of the fat
-rascal should even have touched that
work of a dead genius. with its assoria-

"

rseems fo want

two had very little indeed in common,
but they shared a strong feeling of friend-
ship for Reginald Talbot.

“I'd boot- the fat villain across the
quad ! said Gore, when Talbot had told
the story.

Sklmm\ sniffed and blinked,

“Ap s really very sad, Taibot,” he
said.  “ That young American officer and
the mother and the girl waiting for him,
while he lay dead. But Trimble could

ardly have read the letter, and the stor)
would not bave any interest for him.”

For once Sk:mm%spol‘e quite like an
ordinary mortal, ut next moment he
relapsed into his usual style.

“I have never devoted myself seriously
o the lighter branches of literature,

Talbot,” he said.  “T have always felt
that the world had a right to expect from
a mental development like mine absorp-
tion in more important things. But, of
course, I am conversant with the name
and fame of Poe, and I have no doubt
that his works are to be found in the
school library.  If you desire T will give
an hour or iwo of my valuable time to
a close comparison of those works and
this lucubration.”

¢ shouldn’t  bother, ‘:lxm:rm' if
Taggle* has time to go into it,” said

Gor

“Mr dear Gore! Do you mean to
infer that you consider my opinion on a
literary guestion of no more value than
that of Taggles't” protested Skimmy.
q\me shocked.

ot 0

at T!Hnt

“It's the professor’s opinion my uncle
mmy.” said Talbot.
care to cxamine the

" replied Gore, winking

“Of course. if yor
MS.—"

“I will certainly do so, my dear
fellow,” answered Skimpole gravely. 1
regret that I canmot spare the time at the
moment.  But at the fivst able
opporumit.\'

“Skimmy will decide whether it was
slnkecpc.ue Bacon, or !Iogg who wrote

H a, ha, ha!” chortled e

“Take care of it,
Talbot. 2

Baggy Trimble might regard that MS.
as valueless. but Talbot did not feel like

that about it.

T Geore entered it that evening, and
one of the three, Manuers, was

just going out. for he really had no use

at all for the society nf the pair he found

there.

Racke and Crooke stood by the fire-
place talking racing. Some more * dead
certs " and “‘absolute snips™ had gone
the wav which such things are apt to do.

f:\klmmv said

GHAPTER 6,
Racke and Crooke plot again!
HERE were only three fellows in
the junior Common-room when

Three-halfpence, 9
.

In consequence, Racke and Crooke
were distinctly hard up,

It was a state of affairs which (i
disliked extremely.

“Don't go, \!numr=
“T've a joke to tell you,”

Manners dropped into an armchaie.

“Tell on!™ be said.

“ You know that thing you brought to
Talbot—the registered envelope ximmv
had  accidentally—1 doa’t  think !~
opened £

Manners nodded.

“Well,: the enclosure was an unpuh-
lished story by Edgar—I can't remember
the chap’s mame, but he wrote *Thi
Murder with the Pendulum,’ and other
blood-stained tosh like that. Supposed
to be no end of a big pot in the story
writing way, though blessed if I can sea
why! F:ggv might have written ‘ The
Murder with the Pendulum.’ "

“lIs that your joke 2" inguired Manner,

rily.

“XNo, of course it i=n't, duffer! T'm
Ol\lfv cxp}mnmg n”

It must be Edgar Allan Poc you
mean, and the yarn you're trying to thin'k
of is *The Pit and the Pendulum.®
There's another about the mmurders in
some street or other in Paris—it was a
monkey who did them."'

 Bounds interesting,” Gore said. “T'1
read that one if I'd nothing else to do. T
suppose the chap really was—oh, vou
know—a classic, don't they call it?"”

“That sovt of thing is more in Low-
ther's line than mine,"” replfed Manners.
“But 1 think there’s no doubt Poe is
reckoned amoung the great writ
What's the joke‘? You're a long time
coming to it.’

Gore told of Skimmy's offer and liv
own suggestion that Taggles would bo
a more efficient literary critic than the
Shell philosopher. Manners was mildly
amused, but failed to see as much in it as
Gore.

“Where's Lowther?"” asked Gore. “T
want to know a bit more about this
monkey-murderer chap.”

“Lowther’s no end busy. He's just
about to prove to the world that he's a
truly great writer,” Manners answered,
grinning.

“How’s that?"

“Well, there's a prize of a hundeed
quid offered by * The Ludgate \]aguma
for the best short story sent them by
anyone who has never had a yarn in a
magazine.  Smaller prizes as well, but
it’s the hundred quid Lowther's after.”

“I say! If old ‘Talbot sent in that
thing he's got from his uncle he'd ba
pretty certain to carry off the prize, 1
should say.”

“Very likely. But old Talbot wouldn’t
do it,” said Marners,

“1 suppose it would be a Dit off the
raile. and Talbot’s the last chap to do any-
thing of that But lots of fellows
would,” said Gor “T don't know that
1 wouldn't myss-.lh There was a tima
when I'd have done it like a shot, and
seen nothing against it either. Lut—-\'os

it would be a bit off.”

Neither Gove por Manmers had any
notion that Racke and Crooke had been
listening to their conversation.  Their
backs were turned to the two bad eggs.
and they had almost forgotten their
presence,

Had they got up to leave the Common.
room, then it is likely they would have
noticed Racke and Crooke. and that they
would have felt ther had done. wrong (o
tulk of any business of Talbot’s before his
enemies,

But it chanced that Tom Merry, Kan-
woroo, Kerr, Tiggins, and I'atl‘ Wyrn
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came in fogether af that moment. Some-
thing had happened over in the New
House, and Figgins & Co. had come
across—aliter the permitted hours for such
visits—to cousult some of their chums
in the School House as to what should
be done. .

They were full of their subject. and

Loth Manners and Gore forgot all about
Racke and Crooke. Those: two had
stolen qut before a dozen other

meluding Talboet and Blake & C
in together. T

“What is it, -Aubrey 7" asked Crooke.
“You nudged. me to get—whaffor:”

*You-heard Manners an’ Gore 1"

“Yaas. I swas listenin’ as hard as you
were. Hang Talbot! That potty old
unclo of mine seems to think more an’
more of him every day.”

T that all you saw in it?"”

“What else was there to see?”

“Come along to our study, an’ I'll teil
you. I fancy we're ona good thing here.
Aw’ even ii it doesn’t come off, we lose
3iothin’ except a few hours™ trouble.”

Crooke folowed, rather puzzled.

But when they were safely behind the
closed door of their own study Racke
soon_enlightened him.

“This dashed story,” he said.
* Manners thinks Talbot’s too high-toned
to send it along for the competition Low-
ther's in for. Well, I dare say he's right.
Talbot always was a fool. But we're no
‘focls, an’ we ought to be able te coliar
the big prize with it! Fifty each wonld
come in quite nicely just now !”

“But we haven't got the
replied Lrooke weakly. ;:

“We can get it, I suppose, by gadi”

“\Well, we might. An’ I'd dashed weil
like to, I can tell you, Anbrey! It
would queer cousin Reginald’s pitch with
my uncle for_a bit if he lost it. The
old josser’s jolly particular about havin’
his property treated carefully. But how
do we know it would win the blessed
prize 1" #

“Couldn't Le off it, I should say.”
returned Racke. “This chap Poe seems
to have been no small potatoes, by what
Manners said. Stands to reason his tosh
wonld be better than Lowther's tosh.”

“But Lowther wouldn't be the enly
chap in for the prize,” objected Crooke

“Did I say he would? But he’s a fair
specimen of the sort of half-baked lunatic
who thinks himself a literary character.
Merry and the rest of them think he
really can write, This Poe chap ought
to knock him.” .

“But if the thing's published with your

,

name to it—-">

“ Qv yours,” put in Racke. “We'll
toss for that, as we're to divide the
spoils.”

“T don’t mind. Even if the whole
dashed thing eame out I shouldn’t be
decper in my nncle’s black books than T
am now. I don’t care sbout him; but
they'll make it dashed hot for us here. T
haven't forgotten how they put us
throngh it just for a Jittle harmless trick
on that ass Fieldin’, if you bave!”

“It's likely T have, isn't it? T never
forget things like that, Gerry. T wait my
chance to pay them back, by gad!”

“ 3kimmy's got the yarn now, accordin’
to Gore. Easier to get it from Skimmy
than from Talbot, I recken.”

“ A youw've got Skimmy’s specs, old
tap! Cut along with them, an’ say youn
found them somewhere, No tellin’, but
YOI ll!ﬂget» a chance to collar the dashed

thing,”

MS. Y

“What's it like, T wonder? T sha'n’t
have fime to examine it.”

~ Well, it wouldn't look new, I suppose.
The paper might be a bit yellow, an’ the
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ink a irific faded. But there ain’t liksly
to be five hundred stories Iyin’ arou
¥ know 1"

“Look here, Aubrey, yen go!”

“Right-ho!” said Racke, to Crooke’s
surprise,

And he. took the speetacles from the
place where they had been hidden, and
went.

But first he glanced into the Commen-
room. The crowd there had swollen. He
saw both Talbot and Gore, as well as
most of the other members of the Shell.
They were discussing the news Figgins &
Co. had brought—Ratty’s latest gross
injustice, practised at the expense of Red-
Tern, Lawrence, and Owen, whom the
tyrannical master of the New House had
always hated.

That, however, is another story.

Rucke saw that it was hardly likely
he wounld get a Better chance than he
had at that moment. impole seldom
visited the Common-room. He con-
sidered the kind of conversation which
went on there quite beneath his mighty
intellect. . N

He was-in his study when Racke, after
tapping and getting no reply, opened
the door very softly, and stole in, hoping
to find the room empty.

“1 tapped,” he said, as soon as he
found it was not.

“] heg vour pardon, T am sure! T
failed to hear you,” replied Skimmy,
blinking at him.

Racke's eyes. quick and keen for such
a business as this, neted an open drawer
in the table at which Skimmy sat, and in
that drawer a sheaf of yellowish paper
which might well be the MS.

He drew nearer. He came close to the
table—so close that his hands could be
put into the drawer without his reaching
forward far,

Another glance he took. Yes, this
must be the storg! “The Doom of
Denevel 7 was the title.

“You wanted to see me?” said Skim-
pole, quite politely.

“*Well, hardly that,” answered Racke.
“Thet's no dashed treat, y'know! I've
been to Madame Tussaud’s, an’ seen the
Chamber of Horrors, an’ after that
you're a bit tame! I dropped in because
T've found something that I think may
be yours.”

“Indeed?’  yeturned Skimmy. “1
cannot recall  having lost anything
Iﬂ.t@l .i.l

ot a pair of your dashed goggles?”
Why, yes, I have certainly mislaid a
poic of my glasses. I havdly regarded
tthem as losi; it so often happens that
Talbot or Gore comes across them under
an accumnlation of papers when they are
thus temporarily missing.”

“Well, Talbot or Gore wouldn’t have
found them this time,” said Racke, pro-
ducinz the glasses.  “I suppose these
really are yours? Better look at them
carefully before you claim them.”

Skimmy examined the spectacles with
care: and while he was doing so Racke
slipped Colonel Lyndon’s property undes
his coat, and pushed the drawer to, lest
its being open might remind Skimmy of
the story.

1t might have been risky to do that
with anyone clse sitting where Skimmy
sat, but hardly with him.

“/Yes, these are undoubtedly mine, and
T am extremely obliged to you, Racke!”
said the philosopher gravely.

“Don’t mench! I like to do a pood
turn to the afflicted, mentally or other-
wise, once in a way,” answered Racke, as
he departed.

“It is a great pity Racke has not better
manners,” murmured Skimmy to himself.
“There was no good reason why he
should say unpleasant things to me when

doing me a kindness. But I fear that ha
:; really not au estimable individual, at
est,” =

Then Skimmy straightway laid down

the recovered spectacles, and in less than
a minute had forgotten all about Racke's
vigtt,

CHAPTER 7.

Missing !

6% HERE'S that MS8., Si bt

“1 regret to say, 1 t,

that T have not yet had tin:>

to compare it with the
known works of the reputed author. I
will to-day get a volume of them from
the library, and——"

“Hurry up, then! T waut the professcr
and the Head to see it. Don’t you re-
member that the -professor said seme-
thing in his last lecture about the writers
of short stories in English, and mentioned
Poe and Kipling, and one or two move?
it

He said he should have more to say ab
them another time, and it may 1
time.” -

“Dear ma! T shall be interested. B
I do not recall his remarks., The fact is,
that I resolutely shut my ears to his last
lecture, having too much of real import-
ance in my mind to be able to give atl
tion to any such immaterial subject as
that of fiction.”

Talbet smiled, and left the study.

He had no expectation of any valuable
result coming from Skimpole’s compari-
son of the story with others, even if it
was ever made. The chances were that it
never would be. Skimmy would keep on
postponing it.

But Talbot was always, more decent la
Skimmy. Even when he laughed at him
he laughed Xkindly,

It was a beautiful day, and as Talbot
crossed the quad he saw Professor Field-
ing pacing up and down, with his hands
behind his back, enjoying the fresh air,

He had now been at St. Jim's for some
weeks, and had become the friend of
many of the fellows, including Talbot,
who new approached him.

“T have a message for vou, sir,” hegan
the junior, “My uncle, Colonel Lyndon,
heard you lecture ouce, and was intro-
duced to you afterwards. He does not
suppose, he says, that you will remember
him; but he was very keen on your
lecture, and he hopes to come along while
vou're here and listen to another of
them.”

The professor beamed

“1 am gratified by so_real a compli-
ment!” he said. “I think T do recall
your uncle, Talbot. A handsome, rather
stern-looking man of fifty or so, is he
not? I seem to remember him as
specially interested in Poe.”

“You've got him, sir! You must have
a jolly good memovy! And it's queer
you should mention Poe, for my uncle
has sent along a MBS, supposed to be by
him. There’s a story hanging to it, if
you can spare a few minutes to listen.
and as he wants both you and the Head
to see the MS. and say whether you think
it genuine——"

“7 can spare as long
my boy, and am ecag
MR

Talbet then recounted the story of the
young American officer.

“] shall be at the match this after-
noen,” said Professor Fielding, “and, of
course, you will be playing, But if you
have time after the game is over, or after
tea, you might bring me that story. Per-
haps it had better be after tea; you will
b‘e sure to find me in Dr. Holmes' study
thel

“T'H bring it, sir, and thank sou very
nmeh ! replied Talbot.

“The benefit is en the other side, and
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getes in the pouring rain.

The disguised Racke and Crooke, soaked to the skin, and snarling at one another, came over the quad from the
‘“Behold Skimpole and D'Arcy, you fellows !’ said Tom Merry, looking out of the

window, (See Chapter 4.)

it 13 I whe should offer thanks,” said the
piofessor.,

He always tdiked to the fellows he
liked as if they were his equals; never
pat on any side, as Tom Merry, one of
his preatest admirers, expressed it. Pos-
sibly that was one reaon why they liked
him so well.

» match was worth seeing. h
ssor_enjoved every moment of it.
Cousin Ethel was present, on a short
vigit to Mrs. Holmes, and she watched it
by his side,

. George Figgins played as finely 23 ever
he had doue in his life; Figgy was always
pood value, but he never played better
than when the bright eyes of Ethel Clove.
land were upon him. -

Dick. Redfern, who had ouly escaped
the clutches of Ratty and found hi f
able to play at the last moment, was in
fine fettle at centre-forward for the New
House, And Fatty ‘Wyun, in goal, and
Keir, ot back, distingmshed themselves.

But there was plenty of good form on
the other side, too, The forward line—
Gussy and Talbot, Tom Merry at centre,
and Blake and Levison—were at their
best, and it was nothing against Fatty
that they scored as many as four.goals,
for he had no chance with any of the
scoring shots,

The New House also scored four, and
t:m whistle sounded with the result a
araw,

The

in Ethel was coming to tez in
Vo. 6 in the Fourth Form passage,
and Talbot was among those asked to
meet her. ‘the Terrible Three and
Figgins & Co. were also guesis, of course.

Talbot thought it best to make sure of
the MS. before tea, and as soon as he
had changed he went along to his study.

“I've spoken to the professor about
that story. Skimmy,” he said. It looks
as though I shall have to take his
opinion before I do yours, after all,
Where is it?”

Skimmy looked rather relieved.. He
had no doubt whatever of the value of
his opinion. He had also, however, no
doubt about the value of his time, and,
willing as he always was to do anything
for Talbot, he had begun to feel thal it
was Dbetter that such inferior brains as
those of Professor Fielding and Dr.
Holmes should be employed upon the
alleged Poe MS. thhn that he should
spend a valuable hour—never to be ve-
claimed—upon it.

“It is in this drawer,
Talbot,” he said, smiling.

“Don't you bother. Tl get it,” re.
plied Tilbot.

There were lots cof papers in the
drawer, which was Skimmy's spocial re-
pository: but the MS. did not seem to be
amonug them.

“You'd hetter lopk,” Talbot said.

my dear

w“i

don’t want (o mess up your preciovs

documents, and I can’t see it.

“But I am sure it is ther
fellow. T remember quite distincil
ting it there. It lay on the to
some notes 1 bad made on  the aton
theory.’?

“Here are your noles on t!
it, but I don’t see thd story,
Talbot, still wnruffled.

He felt sure Skimmy had put the MS.
somewhere else. Gore would not have
meddled with it, he knew, uud why
should anyone else?

The smile faded from the face of Ier-
bert Skimpole as he searched the dra

“It is not here, Talbot!” he said,
ting his hand to his forehead. *“ But yon

I

know how eXceedingly reliable my
memory is in matters of this kind, and 7
am absolutely positive that I put it
here.”

“I mnow how giddy reli youz
memory isn't, old chap,” |
Talbot. “Tt works all right at tim ud

ﬁ\t‘;i it gets the string-halt or sometl
and -

“Gets the whatter?” inquired Ceorg
Gove, entering at that moment.

Talbot did not trouble to explain Lis
apeech.

“B8kimmy’s  mislaid
Gorve,” he said.  “T want it before prep,
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and I'm gomg out to tea.  Deastly
nuisance !

“Skimmy is twenty-five different kinds

of dunl.e)s, am] then some!” said Gore,
grinning. - “But don't you worry.
Talbot. Tl find it for you, and bring it

6. That's where you're

plong to No. "
heard Miss

due to tem, of conrse, 1
Cleveland was coming.”

“Thanks, Gore! I know T can depend
upon you,” said Talbot, as he hurried
off.

* 1 hope thaf he did not mean to infer
that I am an undependable individual,”
remarked Skimmy sadly.

“ Ass if he thinks you anything else!”
snapped Gore.

Then the two went to work, llmu?lh
Ciore told Skimmy he was nnly in tl
way.

']e? was nearly over in Study No. 6,
when there came a tap at the door.

“Come in!” yelled Blake,

Giore appeared.

“Sorry to intrude,” he said.

“You do not intwude, deah
Arbhur Augustus replied graciously.
albot’s told us all about it,” said

“Have you been hunting ull this
time? Jolly decent of you, Gore.”

“Ho 1 think,” said Cousin Ethel,
Crore flushed.

“That's nothing,” he said. “But I'm
frightfully sorry, Talbot, and Skimmy's
about ready to tear his wool out by the
roots. It can’t be found!”

Reginald Talbot looked rather blank.
He could not help it. Already he had

rrown anxious about the 8., knowing
how much his_uncle vilied it.  And
there were the Head and ‘he professor to
be considered, too. The Head would
have been told of it, and they would both
be expecting hin

“1f you like, 'lnll_\ul I'll explain to the
professor how things are,” suid Cousin
Ethel, perceiving the trouble in his face.

“It's kind of you,” Talbot replied.
“ But I think I ought to go myself.”

“If you think that you must be right.
for it depends upon how you feel about
it, of course,” the girl answered. ““I must
he going now. Shall we go together? I
dow’t mean to the Head's study, of
course, but downstairs,”

They went together, but Figgins and
Xerr and Fatty went also.  In fact,
Talbot and Kerr and Fatty walked
behind the other two until the New
House trio had to turn another way.
Figgins could not help being a bit of a
monopolist where Ethel Cleveland was
concarned,

Dut Cousin Ethel had time to whisper
a word of comfort to Talbot before they

kS

boy.”

and

s sure to turn up!” she said.

“1 hope so. I shall feel (hﬂt T've et
my uncle down badly, and those iwe as
\wll if it doesn’t,” answered Talbot.

ThnnL vou for your sympathy, Cousin
Ethel !

“(iood-night, Talbot I
** Giood-night, Ethel !
until Friday. are you™’

“No. 1 shall see you all again.”

The girl vanished in the direction of

Holmes’ drawing-room. and Talbot
ed at the door of the Head's study.

CHAPTER 8.
No Clue!

1 H, 3ou hme brough( the precious
bot?” said the Head,
th: mgvrlv

Talbot felt like yu'mmgn He
had to disappoint Dr. Holmes as well as
. the professor, and Dr. Holmes mattered
almost as much to him as his uncle did,
while the professor had come to mtter
& good deal. too.
Tug GEM LIBRARY,—No. 638

You're not going

sir,” he answered.

#No, “It's mis-
laid.”
“I trust you dunt mean _that it is

said Head. * ‘hat
ppanbie misfortune.”
“It would, indeed,” agreed the pro-

fassor.  “All too little of Poe’s work
exists.  Any addition to it would Dbe
priceless.’

Talbot felt more worried than ever. It
was to his seusitive mind as though he
had proved false to a trust,

He had not been as careful as be should
have been, he knew. Skimpole should
never have been allowed to take charge
of the MS.

“T don’t think it can be really lost.”
he said doubtfully, *But I let Ski—1
let another fellow have it, and—and it
can'’t be found.”

If the two men whose eyes were upon
his face then had been suspicious men,
or if that face had been less frank and
sincere, there might have been in their
minds a notion that the whole story of
the MS. was a fake.

But Professor Fielding and Dr. Holmes
were not given to mean suspicions, and
Talbot had their full confidence.

“Well, I hope it will scon be found,”
said the Head. “Don’t spare any pains
to that end, Talbot. You do not perhaps
?ppre‘("iate the value of this MS., but

“I think I do. sir,” Talbot said respect-
fully. “T may not understand all about
it myself, but T know that my uncle
thinks & lot of it, and I see that you and
Professor Fielding do also.  That's
enough for me.”

He turned to go. The eyes of the two
men followed him.

“That boy is a fine fellow, Richard,”
said the professor, as the door closed
behind him.

The old friendship between these two
had renewed itself in full strength, and
the Head had begun to feel that when
Professor Fielding’s holiday was over
there would be a gap at St. Jim's that
no one else could fill.

“A very fine fellow, indeed,” agreed
the Head. “T have told you his story.
You could never have guessed ii from
his face or his speech. Yet there ave
boys here who had every chance in their
early days who are not worthy to tie his
bootlaces,  There is his cousin, for
instance—Crooke. That boy has given
me endless trouble.  Adozen times T
have been on the point of expelling him.
But T hate putting that stigma on any
boy. It is always a last resource heve.
I have watched anxiously for some Flgu
of good in him, but T can see none.

Meanwhile, Talbot had gone back to
his study. It was not often he neglected
his prep, but he did not touch 1t that
He spent the whole time
searching through the litter which the
turming-out of the study had made.

Gore helped him, and Skimmy wanted
to help. But his offer was turned down
by both the others. Skimmy was no good
for anything of that kind, and they
were rather annoyed with him.

“I’s no go,” said Talbot, at length.

“'Praid it isn’t.” answered Gore. “If
the thing had taken to itself wings it
couldn’t have disappeared more com-
pletely.” R

“T hate being suspicious,” Talbot said,
“Bul it does really look as though some-
one must have taken it.’

“But who would ?” returned Gore. *1
Lkpnow your uncle thinks a heap of it, old
chap; but to any fellow here it would
hardly haveé~ been worth the paper it
was written on. Who knows anything
about it?”

“I told the fellows and counsin Ethel at
tea to-day. DBut that was after it was
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lost, and it doesn't help, anyway. Be-
sides them, there are anly \\e three.”
“And Manners " said
“Oh, yes! Manners brought it along
nfter Baggy had opened it.”

“And Igmentmned it to him in the
Common-room a little later.”

“Anybody eclse  therc?”
Talbot.

™ Racke and Crooke were standing by
the fire, talking about gee-gees.  Iur
TI'm not sure that they Ladn’t gone out
before we began to yarn. I know Mar:-
ners was just gmng out when 1 blew
in. It wouldn't interest Racke and
(.mﬂka anyway.”

No, slluuldnt t.hmk it would
mtﬂrest them,” Talbot. * There's
cnly Baggy. gnless anyone else was
there when he opened the lotter. I must
ask Manners about that. I suppose we
must count Baggy out. He's too stupid
to see any value in the thing.”

“H'm! TIdon't know that I should be
in such a hurry to count him out,’

inquired

returned Gore,  “Talbot, old sport,
vou want Kerr on this ]nb’
“Or Cardew,” said Talbot. * He's ac

in

keen as Kerr when ho likes. I think I'll
ask them both. But I'l go and see
Manners now.”

“Cardew and Levison—nobody else,”
said Manners, when the question was put
to him.

Talbot went along to No. 9 on thes
Fourth Form passage at once, He could
not get at Kerr until the morning; but
he could enlist Cardew’s aid that night,
and he did so. Cardew was rather bored
with the uneventfulness of life just then,
and readily agreed to play detective.

CHAPTER 9.
Racke and Crooke—Authors.
% Y gad, there's really somethi
this yarn!” exclamed Racke,
*There is,” Crooke agreed.
“I'm not nuts on readin’; I
reckon most books are piffle. -Don’t
know that I should care to read many
stories like this, for that matter. Dut
we had to read this one, an' I must say
it does get a chap. That part where
Ethan no==mr goes into the haunted
Lhamber an’ comes rushin’ out again,
an’ d;ops in a dead faint, with the candle
g.n.tsrm over his clobber—"

“An’ you aren't told what it was he
saw or genrd an’ yet you feel dashed
certain that it was somethin’ too horribla
for words! By gad. that put me in a
cold perspiration!” Racke said.

For the first time in their lives the
two bad cggs of the Shell had come
under the spell of genius.

Perhaps, if they had read " The Fall
of the House of Usher,” * Ligeia,” *The
Masque of the Red Death,” and others
of the weird stories which that master
of the horrible and the unmnny, Edgar
Allan Poe, left to curdle the blood of
future generations, they might not have
been quite so much impressed by *The
Doom of Devanel.” But this kind of
thing was outside the range of their
experience.

“Tell you what—it's a sure winner!”
said Crooke.

“By gad, yes! Lowther couldn’t
touch this in a hundred years, or any of
the other people who are goin’ in for
the ecompetition, I'll bet. Oh, we'll carry
off that fifty each right cnough Bult
we've got to be careful, Gerry

“We are bein' carcful az'ent we,
fhumll Iha door's locked, an' this
thing’s goin’ to be hidden where no one
can ﬁml it hll it's copied out, an' after
that it's goin' into the dashed fire, deaz
boy 1"

“But there’s mors than that to it.

See here, do you suppose Talbot's read
this thine?”
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“1 don’t know. Haw should 1?7 Ay
dashed old uncle has, though, I should
thmk whether the dear Reginald has or
not.”

“Yaas, there's danger there. One
thing we shall have to do is to alter the
names of peoplc an’ places zll through

the yarn.’
“Dash it all, that’s rather like lmrd
work, Aubrey! I know I can’t think

names as gqnd as * Devanel’ and i Ethnn.
B.cwsnter an’ the rest of them. *Brown’
“ John Smith ’ an’ that sort of thmg
won't 8o with the yarn a bit.
‘Thc) ve got to be altered,” persisted

Rac)

'h. will be almost as much troubl ]
writin® the dast thing oursely
o umblcd Crooke.

“Well, when it's done we shall be
practically the auihors, an’ chaps of that
kind are supposed to tuke no end of
trouble.  There’s another thmg—lhe
story’s sure to be published. If it's pub-
lished with your name—or mine—to it,
we shall be on the rocks.”

“Oh, by gad! I never thought of the
dashed thing appearin’ in print. It was
ihe filty each I was thinkin' about,
naturally. How are you goin to get
vound that, Aubrey?  Tor if Talbot
doesn't spot it, my old hunk of an uncle

wi

“T've lhought that out, too,”. Racke
veplied. "1 can fix it up. We can send
the thing aiorw with a false name an’
address; an’ Tl send that fellow of mine
to the address we give when the cheque’s
commn’. "

*Suppose the bmmder sticks to i
crowled Crocke. * You know, he
to be trusted a yard. If he was honest
he wouldn't be auny use to you.”

“He won't knu\\'. He'll have instruc.
tions to go an’ pus up at the addvess, an’
send on to me any letters that come in
the name we choose, which will be ihe
one he'll take for the time bein’. See?”

* How loug will it take these ‘ Ludgate
\l.xgazmr- people to sort out the dashed
varns an’ ma]m up their silly minds, do
you think " asked Crooke.

Racke did not know much about that.
11e suggested a fortnight. The possibility
of its being six months or so before the
result of the competition was announced
never even occurred to him.

“How soon must it be in?” Crooke
inquired next.

“Oh, I don’t know, by gad! Didn’ t
you gd; a copy of the rag at Wayland®’

=N Didn’t I tell you they'd sold

out!
“We might write to the office for one,”
suggested Racke.

“If we knew the address. DBut we
don't. Besides, it would be risky. If any
inguiries were made later on it might
mme out. We've got to avoid any sr:rt
uf connection with the dashed affair.”

Crooke was growing even more
¢ us than Racke. Both were handi-
capped in their villainy by their ignor-
anca of everything that had to de with
the journalistic profession. Lowther, for
ce, would have known that there
were several books of reference in the
schoo! library from which the address of
the magazine might be got; and Lowther
would have been aware that the fact of a
paper’s being sold out at the Wayland
bookstall was no evidence that it was un-
procurable. The bookstall manager would
have accepted an order for a copy; but
Crooke had never thought of that.

But he did think of Lowther, as it
chanced.

“Look here, Aubrey, that ass Low-
ther’s in for this. He's sure to have the
]'ot}e:ll rag with the competition notice
init,
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“Better go an® ask him for the ioan

of it!” said Racke sarcastically.
! ‘,“_\‘o fear! You can sucak in an’ get
it. |

“Your turn, Gerry! I got this.”

Racke laid a hand dn the MS.

I sha'n’t go. I'm not goin’ to be
caught in Study No. 10,” replied Crooke
sullenly. “Tell you what, Il send
Baggy.

“S'pose the fat ass gets blabbin’

“Qh, he won’t! I can’'stuff him up so
that he won't suspect anythin’, an’ he'll
do it for u bob. e duesn't know any-
thin’ about the competition; we shouldn't
ha\e known if we hadn’t heard Manners
an Gore jawin',

“That's true ¢nough, Well, get him to
do it It is safer than for either of us

w0

Racke thrust the MS. into a drawer.

*“Who's there?” sang out Crooke.

“Me!" answered the squeaky voice of
Baggy Trimble.

Rucke got up and opened the door.

*Just the fellow we wanted to see!”

he said, with unusual geniality.

Bm,gy looked suspicious.

“We' ve, got a job for you,” said
Crocke. **Do you Lnaw whether Merry
an’ that crowd are in?

A They ve gone to R}Icomhp 1epl:ed

Baggy. "1 saw them go. Why
“Well, sneak into their atudv an’ see
if you can find a paper celled the * Lud-

gate Magazine.” There's an article in it
ahout racin’ that we want to see, an” we
know Lowther’s got the thing, Of
eourse, we don't-care to ask him for the
loan of it.”

“Oh, of course not!” smirked Bazzy.
“ Besides, he wouldn't lend it to you
fellows; he bars you too much. I'll go.
But I say, Racke, could yon lend me a
ten-bob note? I happen to be hard up—
uuly for the mum"nt, but it just happens
EQ

Racke groa‘md 1t was rot to be paid
for by a mere bob, this sneaking errand,
and 1t would not do o refuse Baggy's
reguest.

“You shall havc it \nhen you bring
that magazine,” he said.

The podgy rascal departed.
two minutes he was

Here it is,” he said. “Tt was lying
in the armchair. I hope Lowther won't
Bu( if he duc; he won't know
He, he, he!”

N f you Leep 3om silly mouth
shut,” growled Crooke.

1 ﬂh yon bet T'll do that! 'Thanks
Racke. You shall have this back when
1 get my remittance. Next week, 1
fancy it will be.”

“Aht Yeu do faney things, Bagey!”
answered Racke,

He would never sce that ten chillings
back, he knew. But it did not matter
much, even thongh he was hard up.
When Racke and Crooke thought them-
selves hard up it usually meant that they
had only what would have been compara-
tive afliuence to most fellows in the Shell,
who had not as many shillings to spend
as they had pounds.

“By gad, it's a good thing we got it!”
said Crocke a few minutes later. "Thu
campetition closes on Sumrdny, an' it's
Thursday now. Yon won’t have time to
work the address wangle.”

“Let's have a look at the conditions,™
rejoined Racke, frowning.

He pored over them for a minute or
two. Then he said:-

“1 can see a way. You only have to
put a nom de plumo on the MS. of the
story you send. But you must enclose a
letter giving that nom de plume an’ your

Within

Three-halfpence.

veal name, with the addre
sha'n’t enclose the letter, Seel”

“Dashed if T do! How are we goin’
to coilect the oof if—"

“Chump! T'll send the letter on after-
wards, when I've fixed it up. Refer to
the title of the yarn, an’ give the assumed
name; we uncedn’t bother about any
trouble they have in sortin’ it out. Thai's
their funeral !

“By gad,
Aubrey!”

“ Pity we can’t happen on a fo\v more
MSS. like that one, Gerry, an’ a fow
more competitions like this! We'd ma
quite a good thing of it as authors.
strictly incog—ch? I say, though, we
must start in at once with the alterations.
an’ we shall have to copy part each of thi
yarn—it won't matter about its bein” in
two hands, I should think. I'd get it
typed, only it would never do to let any-
one else see it.”

So, quite pleased with themselves anl
their gcheme, the two black shecp went
to work. They did not guess how
Trimble’s errand to Study No. 10 antl
Racke's cunning dodges were to foim
links in the cﬁain of evidence whicl
would later be forged against them.

But of how that chain was forged, an:l

you are a dewny ono,

of how the clearing up of ihe 2
mystery involved the coming out ¢
another transgression of theirs, which

they had far
story must tell

d buried, next week's

TIE EXD.

(Another grand long story of Fom
Merry & Co. wext awcek, ontitled
“BROUGHT 70 LIGHT! Order .
your copy EARLY )

READERS' NOTICES.
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M. A, Michelson, 55, Park Road,
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\\lth readers anywhere, 15-16.

Miss J. Davis, 110, Station Road, Box-
{uﬂ on-Sea, with readers anywhere,

-19,

F. Patman, 79, 3t John's Road,
Glebe, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, with
readers nywhere, age 14-16.

A. (. Brodie, 30, Skinner Lane, Bi:-
mingham, with ‘readers interested i
postcatds,

Miss G. Scott, 44, Totteridge Avenue,
High Wycombe, with readers anywheie,
age 1618,

Miss D, MacTavish, P.O, Box 317,
Port Elizabeth, South Africa, wiih

readers anywhere,

Miss E. Chant, 4, Kirkwood Street,
North  End, Port  Elizabet] h, ¢ )
Africa, with readers anywhere,

E. Lane, 120, Camberwell New Roa!
London, 3.E. b, with readers anywheve,
nge 12-14,

H. Dickman, 87, Canterbury St
C'ape Town, South A-‘Hm,u with readers
interested in stamps oy culm age 1613,

E. Hill, 34, Beverley Street Blackley,
\Ianchcs!cl, with readers liv in South
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age 17-18,

T Reid, 1122, Washington Strect,
Hoboken, New Jersey U.8.A,, wiilh

readers living in Australia,

L. Wilson, Bungalow, Wilga ‘-trem
Bondi, Sydney, N.8.W., Australia, with
readers anywhere, age 1417, All fetters
answered.

Stoker C. H. Churchard. No. 3 Mess,
H.M.8, Strenuous, co., G. London,
No. €38,

with readers auywhere, age i
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"DOBBIN'S
AMAZING

CHAPTER 1.
The Camera Wizard,

T the end of Mr. Roger Blunt's
A first month at Katie's, everyone
realised that he was a perma-
nent, hard-set, never-could-be-
t sort of fixture.
Transitus didn’t gloat about it.
Tut they setiled down to the real facts
of life. ” You couldn’t get away from
Roger; the cleverest worledody-
ny deviee ever invented simply witheved
away under his bright and shining eve.
[l had systems which guarded against
things vou couldn’t even think of. and
the ordinary games merely made him
smile.

in,

e-points-toaline idea, fov in-
yum‘m«tecd to any
v {ellow into a strenuous swot
hin a fortnight, Roger simply suid
that it tested everyone thoroughly.

That was one of Jolly Roger's
{avourite expressions, < Yon must learn
this thoroughly,” he said, and meant
jt. At normal times a fellow just ran
through a lesson, and it was a matter. of
lnok how he got through the following
day., Samm teed used to run round
the class twice, and the chances were
that he was bound to ask one guestion
vou knew the right way. If you didn’t, he
asked another, generally easier than the
first. just to give you & chance of show-
ing that you really did know something
about it

With Jolly Roger you had to take a
slip of paper and get your pencil ready
for a race. He asked ten questions—but
each qguestion was really three. TIf you
got one point wrong the whole guestion
was wrong !

Thera wasa't any Lime for thinking.
becanse Roger said it was also a test of
ruickness, and brightened the brain.
The moment he had rapped out the last
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of the thiviy “points” he
“Pass vour papers lo the
men! Buekle, please coilect them for
me!” 5

Jolly Roger took the papers himself,
Later on he would go through every
one of them in class, brightly and
breezily. .

“Bunting ! Ah. Bunting,
weak on figures. I'll speak to Glad-
i nathematics. Owing
, you have only two
questions ont of ten correct, though you
have sixteen peints out of thirty correct.
Nevertheless, Bunting, you get only two
marks, which iz lamentable, Dexter!
Dexter shows the same weakness, You
have twen' e points coirect, Dexter,
vet only get five marks out of the ten.
You must devote special otfention to

! I shall note your pro-

, ¥ou are

gres

You see the idea? He told them that
by the end of the term he would know
the weight of each of their intellects to
the fraction of an ounce. Next term he

would start training them in real
earnest. They would get to the stage

where they would simply love work !

It wasn't any use kicking against it,
or trying to lead Roger astray on the
question of your particular brain power.
The poor old Transitus just Lad to co
on having their brains brightened and
tested and developed up to Jolly Roger’s
“*thoroughly efficient standard.”

Mind vyou, there were good points
about Roger. Bill Btrong said that if
he'd eut out all his swotting business
he’d be the best master they had. be.
eause he really was he ff on football,
and Bill rejoiced at the way he rounded
up the slackers.

Vet here again he had zood points.
At football Dobbin ‘was rather hke an
elephant trying to play ping-pong. He
awars went to where the ball was before

somebody clse had taken it to another
place. He ran about the field a good
deal more than Bill Strong ever
but the ball had a way of dropping
at Bill's foot as though jb liked it, whil:
it twisted, or developed a break and
bounced backwards, if Dobbie got within
kicking distance. .

Did Jolly Roger blame Dobbin beeavsa
of this? Net a bit! When Dobbin
turned up with hLis camera one after-
naon, expecting that Roger would simply
make him play, old Roger came alony
and talked quite intelligently about
stops and focal plane shutters, and quit>
agreed that Dabbie should try to get 2
snap of him as he did one of his special
performances of the lightning eel on the
touch-line.

At this sort of thing Dobbie was a
gilt-edged wonder, “Of course, when you
know that his father thinks nothing of
taking lions in the act of jumping on
him in the jnngle vou'll realise ihai
playing about with a camera i
Dobhbie's blood. He ecan’t help it.
has taken Bill Strong im mid-air with
his top curl just touching the ball, and
vou can absolutely see Bill's front feetit
just gritting together as he gets ready
for the shock.

You would think Dobbie was rather
proud of his skill. Yet it's just heve
vou come right on his secret sorrow an
vealise why he always looked so serious.

The one big ambition of Dobbie’s lifs
was to contribute his wonderful photo-
graphs to the illusirated papers. So far
he had failed, despite the fact that his
snap-shots were absolutely the most
perfeet things you could desire, One of
the editors—who knew Dobbin’s father,
and also knew somelhing about Dobbin
himeelf—would write nice little letters
of encouragement to Dobbin. e told
him that he had nothing to learn about
producing a photograph: where he went
astray in the auesticn of subject.
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ssaps of Bill Steeng were si

5 id—but they weren't “news.”
Just at present Dicky Dester was
taking a pathetic interest in Dobbin’s
photography. Life was a dreary busi-
ness, ancPu fellow had to do something
but, with the prospect of taking tea with
Jolly Roger once every week and having
a heart to heart talk with him about
being good, there wasn’t very much
chance of doing anything very interest-

. ing. No harm, anyway, in helping old
Daobbie with his camera !

Dobbie was very glad about it.

“We'll do something big between us,
Kid!" he told Dexter. *‘And there's
money init! Pots of money! T haven't
made any yet, but I'll just show you
what old Pascull says about these photo-
graphs. Then you'll get the right idea
of what the “Daily Flashlight” really
wants.”

They went into the subject. Mr. Pas-
ezl had written quite a nice Jetter, point-
ing out that * Athletin master shoots

inning goal,” and “Brilliant play by
William Strong, St. Katherine's full-
back” were ripping photographs, but
their intercst was purely local. What
was wanted was somethin extraordinery
—an amusing incident, or a remarkable
accident, or a series of photographs
vihich told a thrilling story. “ The three

pu;ly

photographs  in  to-day’'s  Flashlight,
* Bchoolboy’s  Dramatic Escape from
Burning Tenement’ show you exactly

what mean. There's a real story
hehind those photographs—you'll find

all about them on page 2.”
They loaked at the Flashlight and read
illing

the story. No. 1 showed the “Thril
moment when voong  George Jon

appears on the window-ledg
tall, ugly-looking house blazing aw
and firemen dancing round: photograph
taken at six o'clock in the morning,
prompt, 0. 2, taken at a.m.,
showed George in mid-air, with firemen
in the foreground holding =a,sheet all
ready for little Georgie. No. 3, taken at
6-12 a.m., gave a back view of Georgie
his mother’s all-embracing arms.
A all very “well,” Dobbie com-
plained, “but we can’t go and set fire to
1ho school and take the chance of 'some-
body doing 2 flsing leap, ean we? The
Beak wouldn't stand that sort of thing!
Or Pascall says if T could get something
really thrilling in the football field it
might be all richt—somebody going over
the top-bar of the goal-post, or the goalie
being driven through the back-net with
the foree of a shot, or something of that
gort. If we could only get some really
thrilling soop—""
_ He_ looked inquirvingly at the Kid.
Somebow Dobbie had the feeling that,
with the Kid's aid, he eculd please Mr.
Pascall, and so win fame and fortune,

There was a brighter Jook about the
Kid’s eves, and he'd lost that sad, wistful
expression which had begun to giow
on him just lately. -

old
s

Tost i
“It's

“There's more in that jolly camera
game than I thought, Dobbi he said
reflectively. “Mean to say, it isn't just
pressing a button and messing ebout n
ihe dark-room, is it? Why didn't vou
tell me all about this thrilling business
before 7 We'll thrill “em

“When shall we  begin?”
asked.

*What's wrong with to-morrow " the
Kid demanded. “What can we do?
We couldn’t put a rope round Bill Strong
and jerk him over the cross-bars? What
we've got to do is'to think out something
dramatic, and then to make it happen.
Keep still, Dobbie! T think! My brain
revolves. I can feel Jolly Roger's bright-
ening powder chipping away the chunks
of rust on my neglected intellect! Oh,
why was I born so brilliant and brave?

Daobbie
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And echo answers ‘ Why?' But wait,
my child! Patience! My mighty mind
conceives a plan, and likewise a scheme.”

That wes the way the Kid always
talked when he was wound up. You
couldn’t stop him. And genernlry, when
he talked like that, there was tronble
knocking round somewhere for some-

body !

CHAPTER 2.
Arranging the Pictures.

“ I, you little lump of—of crazi-
noss!  You—you ass!” said
Bill Strong.

Bill hadn't got the Kid's in-
ventiveness for words, and he struggled
out of his depth just now to find any-
thing that would express his feelings
for the Kid.

# And you, too, Dobbie! Mean to say,
we all know what the Kid is when he
gets his head! DBut you—weren't you
going to help me make him inte a nice
little lad. who'd be a credit to us? And
now—-"

Bill Strong sank into a chair, ulterly
staggered and helpless. .

It was an hour or two after the first
really threilling incident on the football
field had heen arranged. In Bill Strong’s
opinion, it had not been a success,

1t hadn’t been a success from Dobbie’s
point of view, either. The Kid had told
him exactly where to stand, and the
thing was to happen before the practice-
zame started. Bill Strong had guaran-
teed to hit the goalpest with a rattling
shot—by Dicky Dexter’s special request.

Also by special request, and_entircly
unknown to Bill Strong, or the Worm in

goal—his réal name wiis Grubb, but thexy

| called him the Worm for short—tiree
other players were to rush forward as

soon as Strong kicked, and bang the
Worm into the net.

Bill Strong had asserted that he could
not only hit the goalpost, but, as the
ball rebounded, jhe could meet it, and
pat it into the 1et. Dicky Dexter had
said it was an impossible feat; Dobbie
had said it was impossible. ¥

The other three players were under
the impression that Dobbie wanted a
snap of an cxciting moment in goal.

Nobody knew that, in some mysterious
way, the Kid had obtained a saw, and
done a little fretyvork business on the
goalposts. That perhaps explains why
lie was so anxious that no one should
go near the goal until Bill Strong hac
exhibited his wonderful aiming powers,

What_really happened was this: Bill
Strong kicked, but the ball rebounded at
an angle right away from the goal. T
canght Dobbie fair and square in the
face, so that he didn’t see the really
thrilling things which happened all in the
next moment,

Pill Stronz, missing the ball, pulled
himself up with the goalpost, just as the
valiant thres charged down on' the
Worm. As Bill grasped the upright, the
whole affair tumbled to pieces. Kach
upright post became three short lengths
and the cross-bar lurched forward, bring-
ing the net with it

“Now, Dobbie!”

thrillingness of that moment.

But by the time Dobbic had recovered
his camera, other thrilling thin;s were
taking  place, only they weren't quite
tho sort of thing he wanted to photo-
graph.

Bill Strong aud the valiant three had
crawled from under that net in recor
time. They'felt they had been decoived,
and, without waiting to pick up any
clues their thonghts-turned to Dobbie—-
and the Kid!

Unfortunately, just at that moment,

Big Hallam happened to have strolled

Dexler was filled |
with joy at the absolute and complete |
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over from (he Sixth ground lo have a
word with Strong. Big Hallam was -
tain of Katie’s. In ten seconds he, a
gathered every detnil of the busin
ard he commanded that Dexter
Dobbin should stand befére him,

Tt's no use wriling about unpleasant
things, any mere than it was any.use
Dexter trying to explain that they hadn’t
produced "any proof that he'd tampered
with the posts. Big Hallam said things
that were not l:irrs. Several times he
said to both Dexter and Dobbi “f
warn you two kids "—in a solemn sort
of way—but there were other things that
were a lot worse,

However, Big Hallam wasn’t going to
break the heart of a kind headmuster
by letting him know anything about it
The whole thing wonld be huehed up.
Dexter and Dobbic wonld pay to Big
Hallam the full money value of the goal-
posts as soon as convenient; they would
go ond get the spare posts at once; they
would remove the damaged po F
they would report to Hallam at 4 o'clo

You would think that this killed the
partnership between Dobbie and the
Kid? Tt didn’t. Dobbie had the feeling
that Dexter had done his best, and
IKid had an idea that he had lot Dob
down, besides landing him in for a f:
ish amount of ready cash. It was over
this latter point they both felt pained.
Something would have to be done abot
it.

“Next time,” said the Kid hopefully,
“ywe'll cut ont anything connected with
the school. It's a handicap, Dobbie!
Youre bound to’ butt into somchody
who's too stodgy to see the thing in its
izht light. But you wait ! I'm not iho
of chap to let you down. am I,
Dobbie. And, anyhew, with Big Hallur:
collaring all our spare cash for weeks (o
come, we've just got to weke sowe
more ! '

Two or three days passed. Outwardly
all was calm, though the Kid missed the
praclice game one afterncen, and even
Dobbie didn't know where he'd gone.

When at last the Kid did roll up, ard
found Dobbie alone in the study. he
bubbled over with joy. He made a
speech to Dobbie there and then, but :
lot of it had nothing to do with anythi

“You've got an idea?” Dobbie ash
al last.

“An idea?
vetorted, 0}
her

e

il

A brain-wave !” the T
pknown schoolboy's th
How's that for a be
27 Mystery, dramatic louches, o
courage—just like the pictures! Yo
zasp, Dobbie! Listen!”

Dobbie did gasp. Nob violently, bub
just a semi-doubtful sort of gasp.

“Moan to say,” he said, “this wegthe -,
you know, Kid? It'll be horribly cold!
And it's risky, isn't it?”

“I've done it before!” retorted t!
Kid.

“Footer togs won't make
difference to me! I've arranged eve
tiny detuil this very afternoon. XNo
grass-growing-under-your-feet
with this infant! Sarah Sawyer’s (i
the dnlq', and the Busy Dees are comin
along, Yoo! T'm depd keen on th
Doblie! It'll put the fichir(‘q of litt
Georgie right in the gi dy background
You leave 1t all to your Uncle Richard .
Dobbie decided to leave it. Besides
kid really was an expert diver and sw
mer, and this gave him a chance,
Only half-a-mile from Katie's runs t
River Nare. It isn’t a roaring, rns!
torrent or anything of that sort, but jusc

rd | a decent, ordinary, nicely broughtup

river. A mile downstream from Katie's
grounds it is closed by a common
arden stone bridge, which looks very
ow—until you stand on the coping and
think about diving from it.
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Nevertheless, dozens of Katie's boys
t years gone by have dived from the
centre of the bridge, though the feat is
expresdly forbidden. But it sets the seal
on a swimmer's ability, Once you have

" dived from Saner's Bridge vou really are
one of the elect. * Bill Stroug had done
it, and so had Dicky Dexter. X
'On the following afterncon Dobbin,
with his wonderful reflex camera strun
about him, the three Busy Bees, an
Richard Dexter, all in footer togs, stood
on the riyer bank by this bridge. The
Kid was doing the talking as vsual.
. “You can twist your camera soma way,
ean’t you Dobbie, so’s to make the old
bridge look a lot higher? You want to
do that, you know. But that's your job.
You'll heave this giddy contraption as
far out as you ean, Bunty*  Wait till you
s20 me wave. But you've gob the whole
idea?”

A minute or two later the Kid was on
the bridge. He was attired in footer
clothes, but without the boots. That was
& detail it had been decided to risk.

He jumped on to the coping of the
bridge and waved his hand to Dobbie,
who was on the bank, down on one knce,
and peering carcfully into the full-sized
finder of his camera. Behind Dobbie
stood Bunting, Buckle and Barron. .
. “He'll funk it!" Buckle spoke his
thoughts aloud. “Look! He can’t make
up his mind.”

“Rot!" Bunty ghut him up. *Not the
Kid! Not that sort!”

“Dry up!” growled Dobbie, as he
pulled a handle at the side of the camera
and changed the first plate. Scene No. 1,
wunknown hero poised for the thrilling
dive, has been snapped!

Deoxter was balancing himself on the

_ gtone coping of the bridge. Buckle was
yight up to a point; the water looked a
horribly '!ong way off. One—two—

ree—:!

He took it *like a bird,” as Bunting
said afterwards, Old Dobbic, his thumb
on the queer arrangement which pressed
the shutter, jabbed quickly, almost as
iDexter's feet left the bridge. There
‘wasn't time to change the plate and get
another as the Kid cut into the water.

“Toppin' dive!” gasped Bunting.

“ Quick ! Chuck that dolly in, you ass!”
Dobbie yelled and Buntinj realised that
he'd forgotten his part of the programme.
Tlo was still clinging to the dummy, all
arrayed in a ehils's clothes, which Sarah
Sawyer had fixed up for Dexter.

The next moment the dummy was
flung out as far as it would go. It struck

. the water just as Dexter came to the
surface, and after o brief instant he saw
it. As he swam towards it Dobbie went

nearer the water's edge, and another:|

plate was exposed just as Dexter’s hand
was dragging the dummy under the water
a little.

Then Dobbie changed his position
again, and called out excitedly to Buni-
ing and his friends. Two of them were
in the water now and wading out a liftle
way so that as Dicky Dexter struggled
towards them with his burden they were
ready to lend a willing hand.

Dobbie risked ancsler plate or two
after that. But the final one had yvet to
come. The Kid stood on the bank while
Bunting helped to get rid of some of the
superfluous water. But the other two
Bees and Dobbie were already off across
the fields.  Buckle carried the soaking
dummy and Dobbie called instructions to

him as they ran along. ”

At the door of the fist cottage they
struck, Sarah  Sawyer groeted them
smilingly.

“ Don't smile, Sarah !™ Dobbie gasped.
“ Just look glad, but tearful!™
Tax Gea Liprany —No. 638,

“(oodness, gracious!” Sarah gasped.
“Here, don't you push that dripping
thing on me now! You can put it down,
and tell Master Dexter—" i

“Hold!” Buckle said. “Hold it

Sa
And Dobbie’s shutter worked again.

CHAPTER 3,
A Question of Justlee.

P in the art editor's room. at tho
offices of the ** Daily Flashlight,”
Mr. Pascall and his assistant were
examining a series of six prints.

“Wonderful lens vk ! said the
assistant.  “ You say it's & youngster's
work ?"”

“Young Dobbin—son of the Dobbin,”
said Mr. Pascall. “Clever kid! Pestered
me for months. Given him advice—he’s
worth it! ‘Teld him we want news
stories. No chance at school of cowrse,
but he’s made news! It's the right
spirit 1" )

The assistant looked -through his
magnifying glass again at a sparkling
print which showed two boys helping
another from the water. A third was
gripping & bundle which might have been
a child. The assistant’s magnifring glass
had confirmed his opinion that it was
not.

".\_r\'e'll use ‘em!” said Mr. Pascall,
suddenly. He picked up the carefully
written  foolscap which Dexter and

Dobbie had composed between them. It
told all about the unknown boy hero's
daring dive and his sudden disappearance
from _motives of modesty, and it even
explained how the photographer hap-
pened to be there. As a work of fiction,
it was nearly as good as the brilliant
photographs—yet Mr. Pascall calmly tore
it up and dropped it into the aste-paper
basket !

“T¢'ll make quite awgood story,” M.
Pascall laughed. “Do it on these lines.
Hope it won't hurt tho lad’s feelings,
but he'll have to get used to that! Any-
how, I expect it's the cheque he wants.
Pay him full price—exclusive rights.
Won't his dad smile!”

Mr. Pascall proceeded to dictate a story
—which was nothing about an unknown
hero! But it was ever so much more
iruthful than Dobbie & Dexter's com-
position in the waste-paper basket!

And at that very hour in the Transitus
form-room at Katie's, sat Dobbie and
Dexter. They were the sole occupants.
With bis eagle eve, Jolly Roger had
seen right through them thix morning.
He lmfmld them quite frankly that he
was profoundly convinced that for threc
whole nights they had deliberately wasted
their time in prep. He said that he was
disappointed with them, and only his
well-known kindness prevented him from
flaying them alive.

lYIe also reminded Dexter that this
being Thursday he would, after spending
his afterncon in school, take tea with
Mr. Blunt,

Even that didn't depress the Kid.
Every time he thought of those photos
of Dobbie's he had a pleasant “some-
thing-accomplished-something-done” feel-
ing in his mind.

. *“The *°Flashlight's' certain to print
them!” said Dobbie for the miliionth
time, as he pushed away his French
Grammar. s

“PBound to!” agreed the Kid con-
fidently. “Ripping photos, - thrillin
rescue, and I think Sarah looked all
right, don't you? I mean, she's got a
funny face of course, but you could sce
sho was feeling glad. Wonder how much
money they'll send you?"

They talked on this interesting aspect
for some time. The thought of it even

fortifiecd Dexter during a particularly
trying hali-hour with Jolly Roger at tea.
Somehow Roger seemed to know that he
had some secret joy, and asked one or
two pointed questions.

. “I'am glad you aro taking an interest
in photography,” Jolly Roger said.
“But I regret that both you and Dob-
bie are devoting too mmuch time to it.
You must keep everything in its proper
place, Dexter! Have you taken any-
thing of more than wusual intevest of
late?”

“Just one or two odd things, sir,”
said the Kid unhappily.

“Ah, ves! Doubtless I shali see some-
thing of the results of your collaboratic::
with Dobbie in due conrse !” Jolly Rog
said pleasantly. “I have enjoyed your
company, Dexter. I feel sure that when
we get to know each other better wo
shall be great friends.”

He said t
always said “ Yes, sir,”

On the following moming Dobbie ar
the Kid were amongst the first to av
the coming of the paper-boy. Dobh
said he felt sure it would be in tl
morning.. They were bound to r
photographs of such a_thrilling event.

The boy came. Dobbie got the
“Flashlight.” Then his heart gave one
tremendous bound. . He saw on ithe
back page, almost immediately, his own
photographs!

Success had come at last! Ambition's
hopes were crowned at last! The paper
almost fell from his hand, only Dexter
caught it. His eyes dimmed, and ho
couldn’t read. e first real taste of
fame slm?l_v took Dobbie's breath away !

“What's this? They've got the
wrong heading, Dobbie! Oh, my hat!
1 say, Dobbie I e

Dexter's voice had a note of pani

it. It wasn't a gladsome cry of jos
or anything like it. Dobbie undimmed
his eyes and came back to earth.
. “This is making a mess of things, isn't
it?" Dexter was turning to the inner
pages.  “There’s quite a lot about it
ere. ‘Should Children See Exciting
Pictures?”  * Youthful - Aspirants for
Film Feme.! They've got your namo
in Dobbie, and I'm your youthinl
friend. Oh, my giddy aunt! If an
body sces this you're done, Dobbie!
You're in the soup now!"

The photographs were all right. They
were os clear and bright as the “Flash-
light’s * pictures always are. It was
the headings and the descriptions which
had gone wrong. Instead of “TUn-
known Hero’s Thrilling Rescue ™ they'd
put “S8choolboy’s Risky Film Fakes.™
Instead of a J)nthetic line or two about
the only child falling into the river and
being swept to a watery grave they ex-
plained that the bundle marked *x"
was only a dummy. .

“The hoys’ ambition is to becoma
famous film actors and operators. They
endeavoured to emulate the feats of Tod
Smart, of screen fame, and the result i~
the kemarkable series of &hukxgnpiw
shown on page sixteen, which would dv
credit to the best rmfessional producer.

“Tho photographer who stage-man-
aged the scenes is the son of the world-
famous J. T. Dobbin, whose wild animal
studies are so well known. The youth-
ful friend who undertook the risky dive
from the bridge is a_pupil at the same

school.  Cinema-praducers will doubt-
less keep their eye on him.
“Whether high-diving and photo-

graphy are part of the school curriculum
we know not, but the headmaster who
numbers  these enterprising  youths
amouﬁ his pupils must at times—"

“0Oh, my hat!” Dexter growled.
the Head sees that!”

“f
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“1f Jolly Roger ever gets to know
— bbie began.
“He'll guess that's my face!™ Dexter

said bitterly,

The Head did get to know.  Jolly
Roger saw the pictures. They did more
than merely guess that the face of the
high-dive hero belonged to Dexter. They
asserted instantly tﬁnt Dexter was re-
sponsible_for the whole idea.

They did all this by themsclves and
separately. The Head decided that this
sort of thing had got to be stopped. He
determined to see Jolly Roger imme-
diately after morning prayers.

If the truth were known, Jolly Roger
hoped almost as fervently as Dexter and
Debbin that the Head hadn't seen the
“ Flashlight.” But long before morning
svhool began every fellow, every master,
and every servant in the school knew ell
aboug it. The story spread quicker than
the measles. It got boiled down and
seasoned in -the process. “The Kid's
ot his photo in the papers. He's going
to be a famous film favourite. Dobbin
taok the photos, and he's going to be a
stage-manager! It's a fact! It's all in
this morning’s paper!”

That was how the story ran. Dicky
Dexter got sick of being asked about it,
and he went into the Transitus Form-
voom with a sinking feeling just below
his heart.

Ten minutes after the first hourghad
begun, Blott, the school-porter; came
in He bad a message for Mr. Blunt
from the Head.

““Ah, yes! Thank you, Blott!” Jolly
Roger smiled, but it was some time
before he took his eyes off the paper.
Then he looked up, with a queer httle
frown on his forchead.

“Dexter, Dobbin, Buckle,” he said
cavefully, “and the two other boys who
were associated with you in the produe-
tion of the photographs appearing in
this morning’s * Flashlight '——"

“Yes, sir,” said Barron and Bunting
weakly. =

“1 am desired to conduct you per-
sonally to the headmaster’s room,” said
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Jally Roger. “ We will go now. Strong,
you will please maintain order during
my absence.”

Jolly Roger said nothing on the jour-
ney to the beak’s den. He ushered them
in” almost proudly, it seemed.  Some-
how, they all had the fecling that Joliy
Rager was one of them, and that he was
also in the soup.

“You have seen that, Mr. Blunt?” the
Head began, and put forward the ** Daily
Flashlight.”

“Yaes, sir!” Jolly Roger answered, “I
have seen it.”

“Your views, I have no doubt, coin
cide with my owr,” the Head went on i
his Napoleonic mamner. “I ecannot ve-
call any incident which has given me so
much pain, which has brought the school
and its masters into such disrepute.  The
whole of the Transitus Form—  Yes
Mr. Blunt?”

“Jf I could speak privately with you,
siv, for a moment!” Roger caid very
quietly.

“(Certainly! Of course’  That, per-
haps, will be the best!” the FHead
agreed. “You boys will remain outside
while Mr. Blunt and T discuss the case.”

Roger opened the door for them, and
they filed out into the corridor. They
did not say much. There are times
when life is too terrible
WOords.

The minutes ticked slowly-by; the
school seemed horribly quiet, and no
one wanted to talk, even if they had

for inere

dared.. A quarter of an hour passed—
twenty minutes. The door opened, and
Jolly ~ Roger, il smilinF, moved n
beckoning fing They filed in once
more.

master and I have dis-
cussed the cas the Head said, in pre.
cisely the same tones as before. “He
has persuaded me to take a much more
lenient: view than I intended, and he
has accepted the responsibility for your
future behaviour. He will mete oul fo
each of you such punishment as he con-
siders wise. This is an exceptional step
on my part, only taken because Jlr.
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Blunt assures me that, apari from
your conduct of late has been ¢
plavy. That is all.”

. “Thank you, sir!” said Jolly Roger,
and motioned to his little lambs to move.
They went out,

He said nothing to them as thex w
back, beyond the fact that he wonld
them all at twelvethirty. At thi
the six met once more, and Jol

knew overy tiny detail within ten
minutes. He even knew that a cheque
was conlidently expected.

“T regret to suggest it,” said Roger,
“hut I feel that the cheque would be
more nsefully employed by one of the
loeal chavities than it would by Fou,
Dobbit.  Perh vou will col t me
afrer the cheque has arrived?”

“Ye, sir,” said Dobbie weakly.

#The question of your diving perform-
ance, Dexter, is, unfortunately, a totally
diffevent matter,” Jolly Roger went on.
“It is expressly forbidden, for reasous
which even to vou should be quite plaiu.
T will see you alone after the others have
Jeft us. It is veey rarely that I take
steps of this kind, but you will be able
o tell the others, Dexter, your opinion
of my capacity.”

He said very little more. But whot
he did say was terse and pointed. Dob.
bin, Buckle, Bunting, and Barron were
then permitted to retire.

Dexter came ten minutes later. The
others had waited for him, but he urged
them to go. Just for a time he wanted
to think about things quietly. He
would tell them what he thought later.

He did, but it had nothing to do with
amazing scoops for Dobbie.  He ad-
mitted quite fraukly that on the subject
of school rules Jolly Roger had com-
pletely reformed him.

THE END.

(Xext week’s grand, camplete story of
St. Katie's is cntitled * REFORMERS
ALL! Make a point of ordcring your
GEM cariy.) 3
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a shilling per dozen.
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QUINTON'S

HERITAGE.

QOur Great Adventure Serial.

By ANTHONY THOMAS.

!nkud Tim Daly,

 He's partly mponnl:l- !nr a good many of our men being killed,”’
n't have another chance!
"What ! Jim Qumun gllpld. jumping to his feet,

Shaot him 1"
(See this page.)

Dilion Braester’s Fate.

T was John Quinten who had

I ostablished a court of justice in
Karradon, In a long, low hat, well-
lighted during the day, the king and

his advisers gathored from time fo time

and listened carefully to all that a

prisoner might wish to say in his own
favour,

Not until all excuses had been put for-
ward and everything said in his defence
was ]udgmont ‘pronounced. The poorest
native in Karradon knew that the white
men had brought this to their country.
They could not be suddenly condemned
bacause their shadow had annoyed some-
one greater than themselves. Nor could
Mendijah, or any other medicine- man,
cast his spell over them, for even if
did, would not the white men give lhern
a charm which should keep away the evil
until the king had listened to their
case

On the morning following the victory-
revels, Jim Quinton took his place by
the side of the Bazara Malkura on the
low platform at one end of the court-
house. Near him sat Tim Daly, and
there were three other natives on the
king's left hand.

Dick Willoughby joined Erik at the
side. They had no official part in the
proceedings, but were interested specta-
tors.

Mendijah was the first prisoner to be
brought in. He was a very different
person from the old medicine-man Jim

hid first met, Two stalwarl Karradon
warriors guarded the little old man. who,
robbed of all his trappings, cut but a
poor figure.

Jim gatho ed from Tim Daly that his

READ THIS FIRST.
Jim Quinton, by the will of John
Quinton, his father, is to succeed to
u mynrenuud position at Korrados, in

sz “is wecompanied by Tim Daly,
Erik, and XNijellak, who have come to
escort him to Karradon; also his
school chum, Dick Willoughby.

E:znhmi’l’y the party reaches Africa,
also a rival parly known oz the.
Karradon Syndicate, which includes
Dition. Bracster, a cad of the Sixth
Porm at Harmood's School, Bracster
senfor, and Cyrus Kerzon. A fellow
named Flazman, head of the Syndi-
cate, remaing in Englan

Later Daly and ).f;zmh are cap-
!ur d by the rival party, and Jim,
rr.: and Dick Willoughby continue
oit to Karradon.

An attempt to install Dillon Brac-
ster in Jim's place is fruatrated by
Daly, who has escaped capticity.

A great battle erentually takes
place, during which Dillon Bracster is

< ‘taken prisoner, He is ta be- tried on
the morrow, and Jim and Dick decide
to stick by him, in spite of the fact
that he s ml enemy.

s

;

(Now read on.)
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case had already been considered, and
Mendijah was only brought in here as a
matter of form.

He already knew what his punishment
was to be, and had accepted it gladl,
As a blood-brother of the king he cou{d
not be called upon to pay tﬁe penalty
his traitorous conduct deserved, simply
because he still claimed the privilege of
brotherhood, and had urged that he was
not ﬁghhng against the king.

He was lo leave the village and go to
the settlement at the ln.insldc as a
worker. Possibly, in the course of time,
he would justify himself again, and would-
be allowed back to the village.

This cheered Jim Quinton considerably.
If this were the kind of justice they were
dealing out, all his worries and fears
about Dillon Bracster were groundless.

Mendijah was taken ouh A few
moments later Dillon Bracster was
brought in. His arms were bound be-

hind him, and two warriors were guard-
The old, sullen lock was in
his eves, but_Jim felt glad that he mads
an_attempt to carry himself well.

He was brought to a standstill a few
yards in front of the king. Almost
immediately the king and his friends be-
gan to talk among themselves, then
tumed ln Daly and discussed the qucshn '
wit

Daly -(-alled out to Bracster at last,

“You quite understand that you're a
prisoner ?” he ask “You are being
tried ruaperlv and if vou have anything
to say, I'll 'see that it is interpreted
exactly. You are accused of being con-
cerngd with your friends in stirring up
trouble against us, and being responsibla
for an attempt to bring about the death
of the king. Is it true, or not?"”

“I don't know !” Bracster flung back
his JAuswer. “What's the use of asking
me? What can I say about it #”

“You can say anything yon wish,™
Daly ansur:rr.—d mlm!y %\' hat do you
wish to say? Let’s hear it now!”

“I've got nothing to say!” Br.\cslev

“answered, and stared at him.

“¥ou won't have another chance!"
warned Daly, but Bracster merely
sneered.

Daly turned and spoke to the king

again. _For some time they talked, bul.
at last Daly swung round to Jim,

“They're all agreed—want to make an
example of him!” he jerked. “He's
partly responsible for a good many of

our men being killed. He won't have
another chance ! Shoot him!"

“What!” Jim Quinton gasped and
jumped to his feet. *Look here, Tim.
we can’t have that! We've got to da
something !  Get him away! A white
fellow—after all, Tim ! You won't allow
them—"

Tim was turning again and talking to
the king. The conversation now was
no longer quief, They seemed to he
arguing and insisting, and it was plain
that Tim Daly was alone.

Suddenly the king rapped the ground
violently with his stick, then stood up
and waved it. e was insisting on his
right to be the final judge, and he gave
judgment now, despite all arguments.

The guards ‘evidently understood {he
word he called to them. Then, with an
effort, the king managed to use one of
the few words of English he knew, and
called it out aloud several times in a
harsh, grating voice. He called it to
Bracster as they were pulling him away,
and then he turned round and called it to
Jim, as though insisting once again on
his right.
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“Teath! Death!” he grated oat, and
the word had a queer intonation which
ave it a horrible sound.  *Death!

eath 1
© it was then that Bracster scemed to
waken up and realise that all this per-
formance was not part of some foolish
jest. A sudden fear entered his mind,
and he pulled himself frec for a moment
from his guards, and had jumped for-
ward a few paces towards where Quinton
still sat, before they laid hands on him
again.

“Quinton ! he called. T say, Quin-
fon; don’t let them start any tricks!
What's that chap saying? You'll help
me, Quinton?  For pify's sake—
mg: Willoughby, you'll stand by me?”

hey were pulling him away before he
could say any more.

But Quinton was on his feet and had
seized Tim Daly by the arm.

“What are they going to do, Tim?”
he demanded.

“Shoot him!”  Daly’s face was set.

¢ knew better than Tim did how
matters lay al present. Between them,
he and Quinton had a fair amount of
power, but if they used it in the present
case their future position would not be
very sirong.

“When ?” Quinton asked, and ‘there
was a calm quietness in his voice which
made Daly lock at him,

" Right now !” Daly answered. “Tn.
less—"

."G'g\f them to put it off far g time,

im ! Quinton urged.  “We've got to
think this thing over—talk about it
guictly.  I'm not going to stand for that

of thing, whatever happens,” Tim.
& white fellow, and he's a Har.
macd’s man--a blood brother ¢f mine, if
you Tike. even though he's a wrong 'un.
But 1 shall stick by him through this.
Are you going to help me, Tim "

Tim Daly locked into Jim's face
equarely and straightly for a mement or
two before he spoke,

“Right, Jim!" he said quictly
“I am with you, of course '™

?!9 turned abrupily and Joined the
natives, \\h(). were about the king again.
For some minutes after that it was plain

that a fierce argument was going on.

Meantime, Willoughby had whispered to
© Jim,

“T'm

quickly,

at

going  out, Jim!" he said

“I'l watch those Tellows with
See you later 7

He had gone before Jim ecould make

any objection.  Erik also spoke to Jim,

ments. acting on Quin-

had followed Dick
Ly from the hut.

1ghby

By now the fiereeness of the argument
between -the king and Daly secmed to
have quietened down a little. Jim had
seon a new side of Malkura’s character
this morning, and gathered that while
in many things he gladly accepted the
ruling of the white men, in certain
questions he kept the right of final de.
cision for himsnﬁ.

Daly turned at last to Jim, leaving the
others to carry on their talk.

“We're going lo talk it all over again,”
he explained. ~ “T've told him that in a

way Bracster is a sort of blaod-brother to
you—it's the only way I.could explain
the idea

that you're both from Har-
ve said he's let you down—
ijah played the part of
ug.  Anyhow, Bracster’s
We can’'t do any
s a problem, Jim,
some teouble in

more al pri
and there's ng to
finding a way out of it !

The meeting broke up presently, and
Jim left the hut in the company of Tim
-Daly.  Before he went ont he had a
chance of showing the king that at least

 squarely for his own hand,
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he was still a goed friend of his, and
Daly lost no opportunity of explaining
to g{a{klu‘a how unfortunate they both
considered this awkward question to be.

Dick Willoughby and Erik joined them
shortly after they had returned to their
own house ag i ster, still
bound, had been placed by himself in one
of the huts, aud armed guards were keep-
ing watch on him, = =

“But what's to_be done now " Dick
Willoughby asked. “You're not in
favour of letting any harm come to the
fellow, are you, Tim?"’

Daly shrugged his shoulders, and for
the first time that morning allowed a
little smile to creep about his lips

*“XNo, 1 don't think I am no he
admitted slowlr. *Mind vou, it's cnlr
the idea Jim has put inte my mind.  I've
seen out here too long to have too sensi-
tive views, And what would Kerzon and
the Braesters have done if they’d got the
upper hand? It's different in England.
Here every man has to fight fairly and
Anyway, he's
got to play the game with those of his
own class—and with everybody. Mendi.
jah, Bracster—it's all the same—they
haven’t plaved. the straight game. Still,
you want to get Bracster out of this mess,
and somehow we'll do it.”

Bug in his own mind Tim Daiy was
none tao happy about the prospeets.
They talked a zreat deal about it, but.
whichever way ther turned, there did
not appear ta be any simple solution of it
all,

Daly ‘went over to visit the king in the
afternoon. He was away for somec con-

siderable time, and while both Jim and
Dick Willonghby were indulging in a
gentle siesta, Erik came in.
Jim lirhily o

He touched
the arm.

! What's the trouble
d, und noticed that the
wore that queer, excited

Three-halipence, 19

expression which betokened trouble in
the neighbourhood,

“1 went out, Bazar, and found & man
hiding,” Erik answered. *“ How Le cameo
to ke so near I do not know., He says
that he came last night when the dancing
and the feasting was gomng cn. e is
your enemy, but he says thet he weuld
speak to you. 1 think he is v wenlk.”

“My enemy?” Jim was on his feet
in a moment. “Wants to speak to me?
I wonder—you’d better bring him in, if
vou can, E And you'd better keep

on th Dick! If there's going fo
be more trouble, I'd like to have
your hielp 1”

k went ont noisclessly, It was
nearly ten minutes before he returncd.
Behind him came another man, some-
what worn and dishevelled, and with his
faco badly seratched and bruised. Ag
first sight, indeed, Jim scarcelv recog-
nised him, but knew he was a white man.

It was Henry Bracster—Dillon Brace
ster’s father !

He siood on the threshold of the room,
his head bent a iittle, as though afraid
to raise his eyes and meet Jim Quinten's
gaze fairly.

“Well, you wanted to see me?” Jini
spoke jerkily at last.

“Yes!” " Henry Bracster lifted his
head, and made an effort to speak quite
calmly. *I'm beaten, of course! You':g
zot me at your mercy now. DBut I came
back—1 wanted to find out. I can't.
‘Where's my boy, Mr. Quinton? Where's
my son Dillon? What has happened to
him? Is he still safe?” .

The Braesters Pass On.

T took Jim Quinton a moment or twa
to grasp the meaning of Henry
Braester's questions, even though ha
heard them quite plainly.

“Yes; he’s quite safe—for the pre-
sent,” Jim said at last, and spoke as
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{hough it were aa ordinary query. *He's
been in a pretty tight corner, but T think
we'll get him out all right. How did
you get here?” L

Bracster shrugged his shoulders, as
though an answer were unnecessary.

#T went part of the way with Kerzon
and the othere,” he said at Jast. * They
wouldn't come" back to look for Dillon,

5o I came. ‘He—you have got him as 2
prisoner " . .
“Ves,” Quintor: answered; but did nob

explain further.

“Ah!” Bracster gave a little sigh
which sounded as though he were in pain.
+OF course, I'm your prisoner now. I've
hunted all round this place. Been
hiding from your men, too. “Then I
stols inside last night, hoping to find out
something ; but I didn't. I've kept cut
of sight all day.”

“0Of course!"” said Quinton, because he
could think of nothing else to say at the
moment,

Nor did Dick Willoughby help him out.
Apparently, Dick thought that this had
nothing to do with him, and was idly
turning the pages of a year-old magazine.

Henry Bracster braced himself up
with the air of a man who means to take

_some violent action, and Jim watched
him curiously.
- “I'm not asking. for any favours,”

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Bracster began, then hesitated. 1
mean, 1 am asking you a big favour. Can
you—do you think you can get Dillon
safely oul of this? 'Ts there a chance?
So far ag I myself am concerned you
Can—"

He was standing quite near the door,
and it opened suddenly. Tim Daly had
returned, but for the moment he did not
seo Bracster.

“Well, Jim, I guess I've managed
things {)reny well this time ™ he began
cheerfully. = * Malkura's_right on our
side now, and is quite willing to forego
his vengeance on young Bragcster, pro-
vided that you— Hallo!"”

As he closed the door behind him, he
saw Henry Bracster standing there. Tim
stared at him in angry amazement, and
his hand had gone almost immediately
to the weapon hanging by his side.

“What's this game?” Tim demanded
abruptly.  “Aren't you satished yet!
Where's Kerzon? Come along! Let's
have the truth—quick!”

Jim stepped in now, and explained
quickly all that Bracster had already told
Lim. = Daly listened very quietly, but
never once did he take his eyes off Henry
Bracster.

“H'm!" Daly nodded, when Jim had
finished. “So Kerzon and his two

friends have cleared off, have they?

Flaxmian will be pleased when he gets the

news! You don't think they’ll start out
again on another expedition?” . ..

He spoke with a hing of sarcasm in his
voice, but Bracster took his o stion
seriously. -y

<] am quite sure they will never al-
tempt to come this way again,” he said.
“It's beea a fight—a hard fight-—but
you've won, Daly. I'm beaten. Kerzon
and Flaxman’s two agents have gone
They're getting back to the coast as soon
as they can. And you've got mo and
my boy prisoners. I'm not crying for
merey, except—there's the boy. Daly.
I'm responsible, 1 dragged him_into it.
If dyou ;::ould got him back to England
anda——

He looked appeelingly at Tim Daly
and then at Jim Quinton. It is very easy
1o be bitter and to swear vengeance when
vou are fighting against equal enerntes,
but it is very hard for a decent man to
keep that bitterness when his enemy is in
his hands and at his merey.

Jim Quinton would have spoken at
once, but he left it to Tim Daly to do the
talking at present. And Daly was not so
quick to show his real feelings as Jim.

{There will be another grand instal-
ment of this magnificent adventure serial
next week. Order your copy EARLY.)
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