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“Ratty” Waxes Waxy
at the Waxworks!

(1 lively incident from this weel:'s
grand extra-long sto
Merry & Co. at S
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CHAPTER 1.
The Protest Meeting !
K G ENTLEMEN of the New House—"""

" “Hurrah !”

“Go it, Figgy !”

“Gentlemen of the New House—"
Goorga Figgi oot Fieslly thues’ thing el

corge Figgins paused. ea ere was nothing else
for hinf to The long-legged Yéader of the New House
juniors_at ‘St. Jim’s had a powerful voice, but addressing

a meeting which persisted in applauding his opening words

was a handicap which might have tested the powers of

Stentor of old. . :

F“ Genthemen of] the New House—"
iggins desperately. - # 3
'gWe’ve heard that before !"

“Cut the-cackle 1”
“Get on with the washing !”
George Figgins changed his tactics.

He glared—a savage, ferocious glare that ought te- have
silenced that meeting on the spot. But it had no such

bawled George

effect. - The assembled juniors broke out into a fresh tirade. .

““Go it, Figgy!” :

“Get it off your chest, old chap!”

Ei‘;;”"r’” ns looked fh he pofnt cf

e Figgins as if he were on the poknt c

indulging in an apoplectic fit.

“You silly idiots I” he roared wrathfally, ™ Shut up, and
let a fellow speak |” o
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“Shut up and let someone else speak!” .exclaimed
Redfern. C L

And Owen and Lawrence, Redfern’s- chums and study-
mates, loyally added: -

“ Hear,. hear 1” y i

“Order |” bawled George Francis Kerr.

“Order 1’ squeaked Fatty Wynn.

“Shut up, Kerr!” .

“Ring off, Fatty "

Really, it looked as if that meeting would never get under
way, so to speak. It seemed to be the fixed idea of all the
Shell and the. Fourth Form juniors who had crowded into
Figgins’ study to talk at once.

“Gentlemen of the Fourth—"’

“Hear, hear!”

“You fatheads!”, George Figgins dropped his formal
opening words for something more expressive. *You-burb-
ling idiots 1” ) .

“Ha, ha, ha!” . . v )

," This meeting has been called—"" roared Figgins with
all the power of his lungs. '

“We know that I . . :

“This meeting has been called as a protest against the
appointment of a School House slacker to the highly impor-
tant post of junior captain I”

George Figgins took a deep breath after that lengthy
speech- and his audience tock advantage of the pause.

“ Hurrah 1 .. e .

“Down_ with the School House 12

“ New House for ever!”

* Hurrah !™ .

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



Ralph Reckness Cardew’s activity in any venture lasts exactly
as long as his interest in it does. Once he gets bored, Cardew’s

- energy dies a sudden death.

story of - Tom Merry & Co. Qet started on it now, boys !

“Order!” bawled Kerr.

George Figgins held up his hand commandingly.

“You fellows know that Cardew, the slackest
slacker in the School House casual ward, has been
el?‘ct;ed ca'tptain pe :

“Chuck him out!” Y e e ‘

- “Are we going to stand it?” hooted Figgins.
“Are we going to put up with a rotten slacker
bossing it over . us—a School House worm at
that 2 . L £ 5

3 No !!’

“Never !” Sos

The New House juniors had no two ideas about -
that.  They felt that they had been unjustly.
treated. When “Eém Merry, of the School House
Shell, had resigned from the junior captaincy,
the New House juniors had fully expected to see
their own representative elected in his stead. But
George Figgins had emerged a poor third in the-
election, and - Reckness .Cardew; the slacker
of -the- Fourth, had pelled the winning number of
votes. :

His election had caused something in the nature
of a nine days’ wonder at St. Jim’s, for Cardew
had held the reputation of being a born slacker
and a fellow who was known to indulge in all
manner of shady pursuits when the.mood was
upon him. That he could play football as well as
any other member of the junior eleven when it
suited him, was an acknowledged fact. That he
could perform most feats that are dear to the
heart of Jouth, and perform them wéll, was also
acknowledged. But with Cardew one never knew
just what he was going todo. His outlook on life
could be sunimed up in-three words: ‘““ What a bore!”

But Ralph Reckness Cardew had woke up with a ven-
geance. Certainly his election to the captaincy had not
materialised because he was a slacker. In fact Cardew of
late had been frightfully energetic. He had surprised the
school and, doubtless, surprised himself. It was- Cardew’s
great wheeze that had brought Gordon Gay, & Co. of the
Grammar School to their knees. Recently, under the regime
of Tom Merry, the St Jim’s juniors had suffered innumer-
able reverses at the ha,Fd; of their old rivals.
sequence, the remarks levelled at the head of the hapless
junior captain had-been painful and frequent and free. His
resignation had been expected and Tom, upon whom the
cares and worries of the captaincy sat heavy, had resigned.

Ralph Reckness Cardew had “got in ” at the subsequent
election with the narrow margin of one vote. Still, it was
a majority and none waxed more wrathful about it than the
aggrieved members of the New House.

“When Tom "Merry threw in his hand,” said Figgins,
resuming his address, “a New House man should have
taken over the reins.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Already that ass Cardew is chucking his weight about,”"
went on Figgins, warming to his task.

That remark, however, was an over-statement of the fact.
Cardew had not been “chucking his weight about.” He had
taken over the duties of junior captain seriously ‘and, so far,
had carried them out with marked success. Such duties, of
course, necessitated contact with the juniors of the New
House, especially in such matters as affected the junior
football eleven.” That Lawrence and Owen had - been
“dropped ” from the team was an act which the New House
juniors regarded as “awful cheek.” .Yet, for all that, the
junior football team, without the distinguished pregence of
Lawrence and Owen, had c¢merged victorious from their
match with Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood. Still, Figgins
& Co. chose to regard that dropping of Lawrence and Owen
in the light of Cardew chucking his weight about. e

“Are we going to -stand it?” demanded Figgins for. the
second time. - ;

This peculiar characteristic of
Cardew’s is amply demonstrated in this week’s extra-long school

As a con-’

CAUSES A SENSATION!

[ NO !)’

Figgins held up his hand.
- “Gentlemen of the New House,” he said earnestly. “It's
time we took our proper place in the affairs of the School

as

“Hear, hear!”

“Hurrah I’- o, ——

““ Gentlemen,” went on Figgins, “this slacker Cardew has
got to be taught a lesson.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“In fact, gentlemen,” continued the leader of the New
House, “all the lunatics in the casual ward over the way
have got to be taught a lesson.” -

‘“Hear, hear!”

“Down with the School House !”

“New House for ever!” '

TFiggins lowered his voice.

“Y1 happen to know, you fellows, that Cardew is standing
a dorm. feed to the Fourth to-night.”

Fatty Wynn’s face lit up. Anything in the nature of grub,
grub, glorious grub, interested him. ;

“Gentlemen,” said Figgins dramatically, “I ask you, is
there any reason why we shouldn’t bag that feed, and give
the Fourth Form asses a record licking into the bargain?”

Apparently, there was no reason judging by the demonstra-
tion that followed Figgins’ words. .

“Hurrah!” .

Figgins, beamed down upon his followers.

“I’ve found out that the feed is. due to take place at ten
o'clock,” he remarked quietly. “At five minutes to ten,
gentlemen, the New House will swoop down on the Fourth
Form dormitory like wolves on the fold—" t

“I seem to have heard that line before, somewlere,” said
Lawrence, with a grin.

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up, Lawrence !” hooted Figgins.

“Shut up, yourself I .

“Order, please!” howled Kerr. “Order!” .
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_ “Order yourself,” returned Lawrence heatedly.
George Figgins glared. 4 L
“If that silly ass

roared. g ) )
Lawrence pushed back his cuffs, and Redfern and Owen

ranged up by his side. o :

_“Try it on,” said Lawrence darkly, "

“Why, I'!l spiflicate you!” roared Figgins. -

“Come on, then!” invited Lawrencé temptingly. e

With a roar that the celebrated bull of Bashan. might
have envied,.George Figgins jumped dewn from the chair
upon w. he had been standing, and next moment he
and Lawrence were going it hammer and tongs. On
the instant George Francis Kerr engaged Redfern, and the

latter’s head was soon in Chancery. Not to be outdone,

Fatty Wybn launched his excessive avoirdupois in the direc:
tion of Owern, and soon Figging' study echoed to the tread
of feet, freely intermingled with howls of wrath that pro-
ceeded from the contestants. .

The other juniors looked on interestedly. Ever since Red-
fern, Owen, and Lawrence had come to St. Jim's rows with
Figgins & Co. had been almost as frequent as rows with

" the School House juniors. The chums of Study No. 5, who
had styled the ves the “New Firm,” were a constant
thorn in the side of Figgins & Co. True, it was .a.good-
natured rivalry, but Figgins had been quick to see that if
he were to retain his title of leader of the New House, the
New Firm would have to be treated with a firm hand.’

Up and down the study tramped. the six juniors, the
onlookers erowding back against-the wall imr order to give
them more room. =~ Fo ;o

“Shove that_table“out of the way!” roared Figgins.” =

Three juniors rushed te the table and jerked 1t towards
the door. In the general excitement and commotion no one
observed the erouching figure of a fat junior underneath the
table. The folds of fbe table- cover nearly concealed that
fat junior, but as a heavy foot crashed up against his
shin be let out a howl of pain.:

*“ Yaroooooh !” : L
__That yell,- bowever, mingled quite harmoniously with a
roar of pain-that_eame from-Xerr as Redfern’s knuckles
came into painful contact withthe Scots junior’s nase.. =

Certainly ne one recoghnised the {ones -
Trimble of the School House Fourth.. Yet thaf:
yelp-had come from him.” What he was doini' % ¢
study “was known enly to Bdggy Trifnble. That he_had
scuttled under the table to escape the notice of Figginsg &
Co. was obyjous. The fat jumior trembled as he Athouﬁb.
of the dreadful consequences that would follow should his
presenee become known. - Jt ‘is said of old “that -danger
sharpens the wits. Certainly the present danger sharpened
Baggy Trimble’s wits. - For as the table was shoved towards
the door, the fat Fourth-Former-maved with it.

won’t slut up, chuék him out!” "he

. THE GEM LIBRARY.

Shaking like a jelly, Trimble erouched underneath it.

Then, plucking up his courage, he drew the folds of the
table cover aside and cauticusly peered out. There was not
much need for caution, for every junior in that study was
following the scrap between Figgins & Co. -and the New
Firm. rtainly no one suspected an enemy in their midst.
Trimble debated in his mind whether he should make a
bolt for it. The table was in line with the open door.
In the general excitement his rapid exit might not be
observed. “Trimble decided to try, anyway. :
© “Yaroooop !” roared Figgins, as Lawrence’s fist connected
with his ¢hin. “Wow! Tl slaughter you !"” ’
“Go it, Figgy!”
“Good man, Lawrence !
Pramp, tramp! .
+Trimble, crouching under the table, thought the time was
ripe for him to essay an escape. ' The study was ringing
with the cheers and groans of the onlookers ‘and the con-
testants. L :
h'I"ﬁ'imble ‘emerged from cover, like a fap snail from its
shell. -
A second later he was in the passage, congratulating
himself on his escape. | ]
“He, he, he!” he cackled. “The beasts didu’t spot me!
They’re going to raid our feed to-night, are they? We'll
see! He, he, he!”

And, cachinnating in his usual unpleasant fashion, the’

fat Fourth-Former rolled away to the School House, for
once in a way the bearer of news that would be eagerly
listened to by the juniors of the Fourth.’ —ii
CHAPYER 2.
% What a Life ! »

K1 -

I i Trimble poked his- head round the door of
Study Ne. 9 in the Fourthh Form passage. ’

. “I say, Cardew, old chap—" .

.. Baggy Trimble was bubbling over with excitement.

SAY, Cardew, old chap—-"
Baggy

Unfortunately for the fat junior, the excitement was not
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catching. Cardew, who was talking with Ernest Levison
and Clive; looked ‘upon the intrusion with an unfavourable
eye. . - . =R

“Get out !” he rapped curily.

But Baggy Trimble did not get out. He advanced further
into the study, his little piggy eyes fairly glowmg‘ with
excitement. o T i

“Oh, really, Cardewe—" T
" Ralph Reckness made.a movement towards the po &

" even the significance of that did not deter Baggy Trimble.

“" llzll!iioge New House rolters—" he begsn breathlessly.

“ What 2* ’ . .

Levison and Clive looked up at that. Cardew seized hold
of the poker with a business-like grip.

“Would you mind removin' your fascinatin’ presence?”
he remarked, with a drawl. ,

“Oh, really, Cardéw,” burst out Trimble, “I've got some
news, you know !”

Cardew ,yawned. . .

“You usually-have, old bean!” he observed languidly.
“But we're rather fed-up with your stories of an expected
remittance an’ all the glories of Trimble Hall 1”’

Baggy Trimble snorted. .

“I haven’t come to talk to you about a remittanrce!” he
explained indignantly. B

“Ye gods!” drawled Cardew. “Wonders will never
‘cease !”

“Oh, really, Cardew »

“Then if it isn’t a remittance you’re expectin’, it musé
be a detailed account of the wonders of Trimble Hall!”
yawned Cardew. “Give it a rest, old lard barrel }”

Baggy Trimble glared.: - - e -

“I’ve just been in Figgins’ study!” he snorted. -

Cardew looked at him fixedly. < & .

“So I observe!” he said languidly. ‘%ere’s a smear. of
Figgins’ jam on your mouth; there’s a trail of eake-crumbs
down your waistcoat; there’s a distinet.bulge” ander your
waistcoat ! For once I think you’ve been speakin’ the truth!
You have been to friend Figgins’ study!” :

“So I have!” hooted Trimble. oL
_ Cardew waved a perfectly manicured hand. SR
- “Y am aware that frieng F ég%ns received a hamper. this

~faornin’,” he remarked, “an should say that the hest
= tpart of that hamper has now fourd its way into your

capacious stomach! It’s a case of one man’s less is another
man’s gain, T know. But why come #n’ tell us about it ?”
Levison and Clive grinned. Trimble snorted. > -
“Oh, don’t rot!” he snapped. *“I haven’t touched
Figgins’ cake or his jam. Never knew he had a-hamper
this morning. Besides, it was a rotten cake, anyway, and
the jam wasn’t anything to shout about!” . .
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Even Cardew’s immobile features broke into a faint smile
at that admission, o
_ “Isp’t it wonderful how he rolls. ’em out ?” said Cardew.
“You know, dear man, youll make a first-class M.P. one

of these days—that is,” he sddet;l“thoughtfully, “if they
rst

don’t give you a life sentence first! o

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Trimble peevishly.
you I've got some news for youl” . :

Cardew yawned. ’ . .

“Tell it to someone else !” he remarked in. a. tired voice.
“Now, Skimpole’s a quiet sort of youth, with a really com-
mendable store of patience. He’ll'let you run on ferionrs.
I can’t stand it, you know. Every time you confide in me,
old fat man, I feel an irresistible desire to prod you with
the poker!” . ; .

“Oh, really, Cardew,” said Trimble peevishly, “I shan’t
tell you now that Figgins and:his rotten ecrowd are going
to raid our dorm to-night and bag our feed }’ 23

Cardew’s lethargy fell from him like a cloak.

‘“What’s that, -old bean?” he asked. *“Figgins on the
giddy warpath—what?” - :

'Iirimble smiled. He felt that he had made an impression
at last. ;

“I was in the study—under .the table, you know,” he
explained—‘ when that rotter Figgins and a whole crowd
of New House fellows came in.
show myself, of course.”

“Of course mot!” said Cardew.- “We all know what a
valiant chap you are, old bean! But continue! I'm sure
dear Ernest and Sidney are frightfully interested!” -~

“Tt was a mecting,” went on Trimble—* a protest meeting.
All the New House fellows are wild ‘because yow’re the
junior captain. Mark you, 'm not surprised,” added tho
fat Fourth-Former. “If the -chaps wanted a new captain,
why on earth couldn’t they have elected me 1

“Echo answers why?” drawled Cardew. “But get on
_with the giddy narrative, old fat man. Can’t you see that
‘you're kéepin® us on what the novélists describe-as tenter-
hooks?” - 3 . ) v
© “Oh; really, Cardew! Anyway, I heard Figgins tell those

S TR T 2wl Yo &

“1 tell

I

-Not that I was afraid to ~
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A Prince of Story-Tellers—Martin Clifford ! - 8

New. House rotters that, at five to ten to-night, they're
going to raid our dorm and sneak off with our blessed
grub! Cheek, T call it!” . . L P s

Cardew nodded. . :

““Most frightful cheek,” he observed, “especially as your
humbie is goin’ to quite a lot of expense to make the feed
worthy of its founder! I think you said our friends from
the New House intend to sally forth from their stronghold
at five minutes to ten to-night—what?” he added..

“That’s right!” .

Cardew smiled. § i

“Thank you, old top!” he said, with a faint grin. “For
once in a way you have, unconsciously, been usetul. Kindly
accept the thanks an’ blessings of your captain. Shut the
door behind you, old bean.”

Baggy Trimble glared. .

“Is that all the thanks I get?” he heoted.
that feed would have been a wash-out!”

“As it is,” drawled €ardew, “the feed is more of a cer-
tainty than before. I'm standin’ the giddy tuck. You've
stood the information, so to speak. We'll call it square.
Now travel, old fat man, an’ if you really want to burst your
waistcoat buttons to-night, don’t let on a word to anyone
about Figging’ raid.”

It was on the tip of Trimble’s tongue to make a rejoinder.
But he thought better of it. - With a sniff, he rolled out of
Study No. 9. When he was gone, Cardew turned to his
study-mates. s X

“You see, even our tame porpoise has his uses,” he re-
marked. -

“ What are you going to do about it ?” asked Levison.

Cardew shrugged his shoulders. -

“Leave it to your uncle, old beans,” he drawled. “Do you
know I've done quite a lot of thinkin’ since my Form-
fellows honoured  me by electin’ me their captain. Mark
you, dear men, I won't say that a ocaptain’s life isn’t a
strenuous one after this, but it’s surprisin’ how the old brain-
box functions wheh emergencies crop up.” ’

“Which means?”“asked Clive rather sarcastically. . .

“Which means, dear old Sidney,” answered Cardew, ¥ that
your humble has already thoug{]t-of a wheeze to put the
kybosh on Figging’ charitable scheme. Don’t ask me to
explain just now; all this bustlin’ an’ hustlin’ an’ talkin’
is frightfully fatiguin’.” -

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” ’ )

“It's true, my dear Ernest,” said Cardew, stifling a yawn.
“An’ but for the fact that I'm now junior captain, an’ as
such am supposed to set a-glorious model to youth, I'd take
forty winks on the sofa!” - : )

Levison and Clive grinned. ‘ None was more gratified than

“Buf for me

Cardew’s closest chums to see the remarkable change that

ad come over him. But both Levison and Clive, in their
innermost hearts, wondered just how long the change would
last. No longer did the dandy of the Fourth laze away
his leisure hours on the study sofa; no longer did he indulge
in the fragrant weed. And as for betting and gambling,
these weaknesses in the character of Ralph Reckness Cardew
seemed to be things of the past.

Cardew felt the gaze of his chums bent upon him, and,
do_ul;:less, read the thoughts that were passing in their
minds. .

“When you two [ellows look at me like that,” he
drawled, “you make me wonder whether I can-keep this
energetic game.up for keeps. Do you know, I often wonder
how Tom Merry kept the captaincy so long. The dutiful
Thomas never shirked games, always seemed to do the
right thing at the right moment, an’ was simply bubblin’
over with energy. t the fellows wanted a new captain
for is beyond my feeble intellect, for the dutiful Thomas was
a paragon of all the virtues.”

“You silly ass!” said Levison, with a smile. “Tom Merry
was a good man in the job, I'll admit, but you’re turning
out to be just as good.” ’

. Cardew noddeg.

“That’s 1t,”” he admitted. “The dutiful Thomas set such
tirin’. .

Clive frowned. : LT

“Look here, Cardew, you're not thinking of chucking up
the captaincy, are you?” he said meaningly.

Cardew shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

“Alack an’ alas, no!” he replied. “You men know that
the old granddad wanted me particularly to do somethin’ at
school. I told him I would—told him that I would justify
my existence, an’ all that. It’s an awful fag, but I wouldn’t
let the old boy down not for all the tea in Ceylon.” .

“Well, 2yom’ve certainly done something since he s#w you,
old chap,” said Levison. “When Lord Reckness came down
the other week his hopeful grandson was one of the most
unimportant members of the junior school, A week after
he had gone yow became one of the most important
members.” - - d

¥Oh, what a rise was there!” grinned Clive.

»

a high standard of excellence that livin’ up to it is awfully"

“Oh, what a fall there may be, my countrymen!” said
Cardew, with a grimace. “But seripusly, though, you men,
the old boy hasn’t answered my telegram or my letter. I
was full of beans when I wrote an’ told him that I had
justified myself. I think he might have written back an’
said ‘ Bravo ! or somethin’ encouragin’—what!” =~

“Perhaps Lord Reckness is away from town,” suggested
Levison. '

Cardew smiled.

“Perhaps you're right, dear men. We'll let it go at that.”

But for all his words, it was apparent that Cardew felt
hurt that Lord Reckness had not replied to his telegram
or his letter. No one realised better than Cardew himself
what a struggle it had been for him to take an active part
in the affairs of St. Jim'’s.

Before he had been elected captain Cardew had turned a
very languid gaze upon the world before him. Anything in
the nature of physical exeffise was enough to make him
shudder—Cardew much preferring to lounge on the study
sofa while other energetic juniors chased thé leather on Little
Side. But Lord Reckness’ request that he should “pull
himself together” had not fallen on deaf ears, for if there
was one person on earth for whom Cardew was prepared to
make sacrifices that person was his grandfather. And it was
typical of the elegant Fourth-Former that once he set his
mind upon anything he achieved it. . .

After the departure of Lord Reckness a fortnight or more
ago Cardew had cast covetous eyes at the captaincy. Within
a week he had been elected by a majority of one vote. But
although Cardew felt that he had justified his existence, he
found the worries and cares of his new position more than a
little irksome. His was a nature that only accomplished
things so long as there was an interest that urged him to do
80. Once the interest was gone Ralph Reckness Cardew
became bored. i

And a week of the captaincy was already beginning to
bore him. . -

He glanced at his watch, and then yawned.

“Oh, gad!” he remarked. “It’s time for the footer
practice! What a hfe!”

“Oh, it’s not so bad as that,” said Levison, with a grin.
“Come on, let’s get changed!” . g

The chums of Study No. 9 were about to depart when
there came a tap at the door, and Kildare, the stalwart
captain of the school;”came in.

“Just a word with you, €Cardew.” ,

“Take a pew, old bean;” returned Cardew. =

But the captain of the school shook his head. ° .

“I just want to remind you, Cardew,” he said. quietly,
“that it’s compulsory practice to-day.” i

“I was remarkin’ the same to dear Sidney and Ernest,
here, old bean.” o

“You'll see everyone turns up, Cardew,” said Kildare.
“Last week there were five absentees. If every fit man isn’t
on the ground this afternoon, look out for squalls!”

And with that warning Eric Kildare took his departure.

Cardew made a helpless gesture. .

“You see, dear men, I've got to punt round all the giddy
corners Jookin’ for the slackers. If they’re not on Little
Side I get it in the neck.  What a life 1” o

Levison and Clive linked arms with their whimsical study-
mate and walked him out of the study. And in five minutes
the three of them were changing into footer kit

- CHAPTER 3.
Persuasive Measures !

o OMIN’ 77
‘ It was Aubrey Racke who asked that question.
The black sheep of the Fourth was lounging up
against the study mantelpiece in an elegant

-

attitude. . .
Gerald Crooke, his study-mate, shook his head. .
f‘dNo! 1¢'s compulsory, games practicd this afternoon,” he
said. N 2
Aubrey Racke sneered.

“What about it?” he said. “Who wants to play football,

anyway ?” .
Crooke grinned. .
“Well, I don’t want to,” he said ruefully. “But Cardew

saw me in the passage five minutes.ago and warned me that
if T didn’t turn up to time he’d drag me down to  Little

Side.”
“Hang Cardew !”

“Hang him if you like,” said Croofe slowly; “but the ~

rotter meant it., He also told me to pass the news on to
ow.” ) . o
“Like his blessed cheek !” sneered Aubrey Racke,.pulling
out a gold cigarette-case and lighting up. -“Whgig Cardew,
anyway ?” A 5
¢“He happens to be junior captain, that’s atl.” -
: TEE\\GEM Lise4rY.—No. 1,053.
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““QOh, that doesn t count for anythm 1” said Racke, with an
unpleasnnt grin, “I know Cardew’s game. He’s playing a
game of bluff for a little while, just to throw dust in the
fellows’ eyes, an’ then he’ll quietly blossom forth as a giddy
goer aga.m ‘This pi stuff .may be good enough for Tom
Merry an’ his saintly erowd, but it doesn’t wash with me,
old bean!”

Crooke shrugged his shoulders. . - -

“I’'m not sure that Cardew is shammmg the pi stuff,” he
returned: ““Ft; looks to me as if the silly ass has turned over
3 new leaf, or something. He sa regular little Eric these

ays.” .

Aubrey Racke winked kaowmgly.

‘“He seems to have taken you in, oid bean » he drawled.
;‘I tell you he’s just ag much a goer as he was in the old

ays.’

1t was Crooke’ s turn to sneer.

“He took you in last week, anyway

“What do you mean?” demmﬁed Racke.

“] seem to remember a chap saying that he wouldn’t
turn up for feoter l[:m&ctlce whatever Cardew did, but that
same chap came & ‘with the rest, as meekly as any of
‘em.” -

Rackes face crimsoned.

“You're gettin’ at me?”

“Go hon I** exclaimed Crooke, enjoymg the expresswn cn
his study-mate’s face. - .

“I went along, just to glve. colour to the 1dea that Cardew
has reformed you idiot,” exclaimed Racke. ‘‘But I'm nob

goin’ down-ta: the practme to»day, not for all the Cardews -
-1n the world.”:"

“ Excuse. me “buttin’ in, dear men!” -

It was Ralph Reckness Cardew who looked i at the study
at that moment. His face was expressionless as he gazed
at the two black sheep.

“What. the thump do youw want?”’ demanded Aubrey
Racke savagely, whilst Crooke looked uneasy.
: “Just -to 1emmd you, o}d beans, that it’s compulsory
ooter

Aubr
K “,-I”m;,
as he eounld-
Cardew’s G -3
“Think ngain, “denr-maan.” -
“Oh, don’t rot!” snapped -Racke. “This pi

right for Tom ‘Merry and his precious crew, butli
work with me.
field this afternoon. I’ve got an appouxtment with Banks,
at the Green Man,”

“Really 7" drawled Cardew. “At tin tlSk of dlspleasxn
Mr. Banks I must cancel that appointment. Ih other words,
youlm gom down to the footer, old béan.”

’m not !’

“Yes, you a.re, my dear Aubrz e saud Cardew easily.
“An’ so are you, aren’t y:on, i
. Crooke shifted uneasily in his

reply.

:’iuhrey Raeke s unpleasant Teatmaes were aav&‘ge. \

“Go an’ eat coke!” he snapped. “You were oné of the
first to dodge footer practice m the old days.” 2

* Alas,” murmured Cardew; “too true!” )

“Have we alb got_to turn beca.use father has turned?”
asked Racke, sneéringly..

“Not necessarily, my dear Aubrey,” replied Cardew
smoothly. “But as junior captain I have, alack, many duties
to perform, many rules to observe which, perham, I may
have overlooked in the old days. Still, from tho classic
example before you, old beans, you can see that it iz never
too late to mend, what?’

“Oh, ring off1” snapped Aubrey Racke. - “Come on,
Crooke, we d better be- gettm along, or Banks'll think we're
not comin’ !’

Crooke made 2 half- hearted attempt to rise; but a glance
from Cardew decided him to stay where he was.

“ Are -you gein’ down to the practice, dear Aubrey?”

There was & world of 1eaning, in Cardyew ’g ‘voice which
did nei pass themsheep unheeded, but Racke had
boasted te. Crooke that he wouldn’t attend the practice, and
‘vanity prevented him from doing voluntarily what he knew
he would have to do in the long run,
~“Pm not!”

“Oh, gad!” said Cardew sorrowfully.
have to treat you like I did Mellish.”

He made one stride across the room and grabbed Aubrey
Raeke by the collar.- As he went Cardew caught up a fives’-

and vouchsafed no

¢ ﬁ'ken I shall

L‘l"Iémg keep off; you rotter !”

&n’brey found }nmself being Ja.mmed face downwards over
2 struggled violently: to free himself, but there

ig strength in Cardew’s wrist- &nd -arm, for

ep was:still face downwards when the fives'-bat

e mto plax, 4
Gxn me{ny.—-Ne. 1,085, -
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-that “backing up’

; (=
Tm not chasin? "all -aver a blessed footer

. Ralph Reckness had been rounding

Price 2d.
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Stoppit, you rotter! Whooop! - Yoooop!”
Whack ! Whack! Whack!

Cardew whacked:away as nonchalantly. as if he were beat-
mg a carpet.” Racke’s howls rang through the study.

go! Yaroooop!.  Crooke, help! Yow!

‘But Gerald Crooke did not show any great enthusnasm
to go to the succour “of His mxsguxded study-mate. -

Whack! ~Whack ! ack !

“ Just say .when yow'rs willin’ to go down to the practice
an’ I’ll chuck this,” drawled Cardew.. “ Don't make it & loug
jOb Aubrey, old bean, as I'm feelin’ qu.\te tired already.”

“Yooop! Yow! Wow! Stoppit!” d_Racke.
. “Just say when, old bean!” sa.ld Cardew, in unemotional
ones.

“1 won’t!” roared Racke. “Yow’ Grooough’ Stoppr."’

Whack! Whack ! Whack

“You want a lot of persua.dm , old bean!” said Cardew.
‘I'That s a dozen you've h&ds It you want another dozen

But Rackes powers -of enduranee and fort:tude had
their limit. He félt as if he had received a Head’s
goggmg The mere: thought of another dozen unnerved

“Stoppit1” he howled. - “PII—T lI go down to the rotten
praetice! Wow !  You. awful cad!”

Cardew released the black sheef and stood regardmg him
with a whimsical smil

“Now, why on earth eouldn t you “have said that in the
begmmn"? Look at the awful fag you would have saved
me.’

“You awful cad!” hissé@ Racke, twisting lumself into
a number of attitudes that would ha.ve done credxt to a
contortionist.

Cardew toyed with the fives’ —bat and hm gaze travelled
to Crooke.

“Is the dear Gerald as obstmate a8 his fellow con-
spirator 7" he drawled.

But apparently Crooke. wa.sn’t I-Ie “had ‘witnessed that
terrific. whacking, and had speedily made up. his mind
' -against Ca.rdew wasn’t exaetly a profit-

!’1 e, Sud }m:nedly
d his hasmd

3 Junior:
-g? ‘gene. - 7‘%& t&ke tlm £ ?n ead with you.

y‘ﬁa’:e not changed an’ on-Lntt-le ide within three minutes
T'll come after you with the poker!"

With that, Ralph Reckness Cardew turned on his heel
and vacated the study.

“What a life!” he murmured “My admiration fof Tom
Merry goes up by leaps an’ bounds. Fancy havin’ to do.
this sort of thing every week! Ugh! Lemme see, wha's
the next blighter ?”

he junior skipper consulted a slip of paper in his hand.

“Oh, gad!” he exclaimed. “I've three more to inter-
view yetl!” = -

He shuddered as he spoke For the last ten minutes

up the slackers, and
it is to be .doubted whether e had ever spent such an
energetic ten minutes in his life_ before. Really, it was
surprising'how many of the Shell and Fourth Form juniors
were disinclined to play football that-glorious spnng after-
noon.

Skimpole had started to tell Cardew that the -weighty
matters of Determinismn were of far more consequence than
“ propelling a muddy sphere round a field.” That, however,
was_as far as Herbert Skimpole had got in his éxpl&natmn,
for Cardew’s boot had been introduced into the business,
and Skimpole had retired to the Shell dormitory to change.

Mellish and Scrope had sulkily declared that they were

ab}e busmess.

going out for_ the afternoon, and it had taken Cardew
q‘:ute three . minutes to point out to these -dingy slackers
at their presence was required, if not desired, on Little

Side. But the business-like end of a cricket stnmp, applied
to the nether garments of Mellish and Serape had mﬂy
placed the issue beyond doubt, “dnd Mellish and
had also repaired to their domntary to change.

Meantime, Tom Merry & Co. were punting the ball about

. on Little Sxde, waiting for the return of their captain.

“I don’t envy Cardew his ]ob," said Tom Merry,- with
a grin. “But he seems to be doing it pretty thomughly.
‘Here come Skimpole, Mellish, :and Scrope
- “ And there's Racke and C}rooke X added Monty Lowther.

““My hat! Loek at the “lovely expressmn en the :dear

Aubrey’s face 12

“¥a, ha, hat?

Racke and Crooke: joined the. foothallers.in sulky sﬂence,
but’ Racke’s supercilious features were blwck with rage.

“Here eomes: Glyn!”

-Bernard Glyn, the schoolboy mventox‘ qued up with the
players. .Glyn’s face was crimson with- wmth

“Wherefore the thunderous brow ?* inquired Low*ber

“That silly ass, Cudew—” bega.n’(}]yn. z ”

“What's he done?” e B

N



¢ Are you comin’ down
to tgoter practice, my -
dear Aubrey 7 ' asked
Cardow. * I'mnot!?”
snapped Racke. Ralph
‘Reckness Cardew
caught up a fives’ bat, .
- made onoe stride across
the room, and grabbed
Aubrey Racke by the
collar. Next moment
the fives’ bat came into
.play. Whack ! Whack !
Whack ! ¢ Whoop !
Stoppit, you rotter} "
(See Chapter 3.)

Glyn breathed hard.- .
© “I was in the middle of some important experiments with
a television set,” growled the schoolboy inventor, “when the
silly ass barged into the study and told me that it was
compulsory games practice to-day.” . .
“So it is; old scout,” said Tom Merry, with a grin.
Rernard Glyn snorted. . .
“ What’s footer practice when I'm in the middle of making
. a discovery that might benefit- the world enormously?” he
asked, with the air of one voicing a question that had but
one answer.

““Well, footer seems to have won,” observed Blake, *other-
wise you wouldn’t be here now.”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy..

Bernard Glyn glared at the grinning footballers. -

“I wouldn’t gave been here mnow except that that
dangerous mapiac Cardew said he’d smash the blessed set if
1 didn’t get a move on and change. And he meant it, too,”
added Glyn ferociously. “The burbling idiot picked up
a poker. I thought he’d wreck the place.”

Monty Lowther grinned broadly. .

“Cardew’s got more savvy than I gave him credit for,”
he said.

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “I
considah—1I say, don’t wun away when a fellow’s talkin’;
it’s ‘fwightfully bad form.” .

Bad gorm or not, the players continued walking away, a
not unusual précedure when the elegant swell of the Fourth
began to “considah.” .

“Bai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augusfus. *“What beastly
mannahs !” . i -

Meantime, Cardew was strolling along the Shell passage
for Study No. 3. George Alfred Grundy shared that apart-
ment with his chums Wilkins and Gunn. Wilkins and Gunn
were on Little Side with the rest of the footballers. Their

- chief had stated his intention of staying-in for the afternoon,
not so much from a wish to slack or dodge footer practice,
but to show Ralph Reckness Cardew just how ch he,
George Alfred Grundy, thought of his authority. In fact,
Grundy had requested his study-mates to tell Cardew that
he could “go and eat coke.” Wilkins and Gunn had not
delivered that message, but they had informed Cardew whero
their study-mate was to be found. o ”

N

Ve

A
The door of Study Ne. 3 flew open as Cardew applied his
boot to it. '

George Alfred Grundy, sprawling in the armchair, glared.

“What the thump do you want?” he demanded in a
bellow. -

“You!” said Cardew calmly.
Side, old bean!”

Grundy sneered.

“Catch me!”

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know about catchin’ you, old bean, but the
floor (\1"1“. catch you if you’re not out of that chair in two
seconds.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” George Grundy roared with laughter, but
the roar changed into onc of pain and surprise as Cardew,
after having consulted his. watch, strode across the study
and tipped up the back of the armchair,

Bump! .

““Whoooooop ! v : .

George Alfred Grundy shot out of the ¢hair like a stone
from a catapult. He landed on the cold, hard, unsympathetic
linoleum with a bump and a rear. . g : .

“You dangerous maniac!” he spluttered. “I'll burst

you!” @

Cardew. glanced round the stufy. On the mantelpiece was
a toasting-fork. In a flash the junior captdin’s hand had
closed upon it. .

Grundy scrambled to bis feet, his heavy face suffused
with rage. He_rolled up his cuffs in a businesslike way
and began to advance on Cardew. That junior watched
his approach unperturbed. But the toasting-fork came up
like a sword, and at sight of it Grundy stopped.

“What's this fool’s game ?”” he bellowed.

Cardew smiled sweetly.

“You're goin’ down to the footer now, an’.sharp,” he
said smoothly. ““An’ to help vou get a move on Fm goin’
to prod you like this.” ;
lel(xe toasting-fork lunged forward, and Grundy .leaped

ack. . 3

“Keep off, you maniac!” he roared. ~“If you touch
me with that blessed fork I'll—— Yooooooop!™ ;
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8 Every Wednesday.

The toasting-fork lunged oat a seeond time, and on this
occasion-it found ¢ killet. ‘ .
“Keep movin’, dea¥ man,” -drawled Cardew.
you do I shall have to keep on puncturin’ you—savvy ?”
“Why, Pll— Whooeoop | y
_Once more a wild hewl escaped George Alfred Grundy
as the toasting-fork got home. He backed into the passage,
and d()ard, ew relentlessly followed him with the fork at the
“ready.” :
‘“Keep mgvin’! -
Grundy leaped back again as the toasting-fork lunged out
at him. Then, turning on his heel, he raced off down the
passage.. But if Grundy thought he had escaped that fear-
?Qmﬁ w]eapon he was mistaken, for Cardew sped lightly at
his heels. 2T 3
“Little Side; old beant” he drawled. “There’s no time
for you to change. If you wander;from the path I shall be
under the painful necessity of proddin’ you-—see?”
Grundy did see. It wasn’t often that Grundy saw the
other person’s peint of view—the great man of the Shell
usually being taken up with his own point of view. But on

’
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this occasion he saw and felt with painful clearness. Perhaps

it was the first time any of the slackers had been brought

to Little Side in this fashion; but there was no denying -

the thoroughness of the method. Grundy fairly pelted down
the stairs, out of the House, and towards the group of
footballers. . *

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter went up when it was seen what form
Cardew’s method of persuasion had taken, and Grundy’s
{face was crimson with rage and mortification. By the time
ho joined the juniors Grundy’s rugged features were almost
homicidal in their expression.

:“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good old Cardew!”

Tom Merry & Co. closed round their captain as he came
up. If there was going to be trouble they were prepared
to lend a hand. But George Alfred Grundy had had
enough fer- time being, at any rate, and he contented
himself with ering threats, ) .

“That’s the giddy lot,” said-Cazdew. -£Oh-dear, what a
Jifet Does a chap:)% have to do this every week; X4
he added, with a guestioning glance at Tom Merry. . :

“Practically every week,” said Tom, with a grin.

‘““Oh gad!” The idea of turning out the slackers every
week seemed to fill Cardew with dismay. = - )

“What about starting, old chap?”’ said Tom Merry
suddenly. “Here’s old Kildare coming along. Looks jolly
ratty, too!” . : .

“Oh dear!” o .
Eric Kildare came striding towards the junior with a
e glanced at his watch as he

frown on his handsome face. He
drew level with the waiting juniors, o
“Why hasn’t the practice started?” he demanded, fixing
a “stern look on the dismayed face of Ralph Reckness
Cardew. “You're exactly half an hour late!” oz
“Oh gad!” breathed Cardew. *“I've been gettin’ the
fellows to come along, old bean.” ; N
“Have you,” said Kildare curtly, his keen eyes roving
over the juniors. *“Then where’s Trimble?” .
Cardew’s face fell. Now he came to think of it he hadn’t
caught a glimpse of the fat and-fatuous Fourth-Former
since he had given his warning of the intended New House

raid.

“Jsn’t the fat frog here?” asked Cardew.

“You kinow he’s not,” said Kildare grimly. ‘“Lock here,
Cardew, I gave you warning that if there were any absentees
this afternoon you’d catch it. You're exactly half an hour
late in starting, and there’s not a full muster!”

“Oh gad!” | .

Kildare’s ashplant slipped down into his hand.

“Bend over!” he said curtly.

€ardew backed a pace.

e " Eh ?!] - = e

“Bend over ! rapped the captain of the school.- “ Sharp !”

Cardew shrugged his sh@ulders and obeyed.

Whack, ‘whaek!

“Now cut back 3
Trimble,” said Kildare. “If -he’s not out here in five
miinutes youw’ll get a warm time !? o

“Oh gad!” drawled Cardew.  ‘“What a life!”

He gave Tom Merry an expressive glance and doubled
off the field. Ralpk Reckzsss-Card

rdew already was beginning

_ to repent him of ever having accepted the post of junior

eaptain. He sped into the House in search of Baggy
Trimble, with Kildare’s words ringing in his ears. But the
fat Fourth-Former was tearing down to Little Side long
hefore the time limit had expired, and Carde¥’s oot delped
him on every occasion he showed signs of lagg}ng. There
was some measure” of consolation in kicking 'Frimble, for
Cardew was still .smarting from. the effect .of Kildare's
ashplant, but whether the fat and fatuous Fourth-Former
found any eonsolation in it was a question open to doubt.
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‘over to the New House -

into the House and find that fat freaic

Price 2d.

“Now get going!” snapped Kildare. *I'm going to keep
an eye on you kids!” :

And the footer practice started:undeir the vigilant eye
of the captain of the school. While Kildare was present, ‘at
least, none of the slackers showed any inclination to slack;
even Racke and Crooke and Mellish and Scrope had to
admit to themselves that chasing the leather was far more
beneficial to ‘their he: th than frowsting in a study or
smeking, or gambling with undesirable characters like Mr.
Banks. It was noticeable, however, that ‘the moment
Kildare’s back was turned the slackers began-to-lose a
lot of their enthusiasm, which surprised no one less than

Cardew—for, truth to tell, he was beginning to feel tired
himself ! - - 2

CHAPTER 4.

) A Sehool House .Win !
“Y  SAY, Cardew—> ;
*Bay on, old fat man1”

y.
“Isn’t it time for the. fecd yot 2
«H h& [Et) =y

, “Ha, ha, ha! :

That muffled peal of laughter echoed round the Fourih
Form &ormxr:ory. tbat night. ‘It was half-past nine, and not
one of the juniors had slept a wink, so to speak, siuce
Kildare had put the lights out.

Baggy Trimble was in a state of feverish impatience.. The
dormitory feed, which was being “ stood * by Ralph Reckness
Cardew, had been arranged to take place at ten o’clock.
Trimble, however, saw no reason why it shouldn’t have
started the moment Kildare had retired from the scenc.
Still, as it was Cardew’s feed, the fat junior had to possess
his soul in patience. But to Trimble the minutes seemed
like hours. . s '

- I’,s,ay, Cardew,” he whispered, “can’t we start the spread
now? &

:I‘here was & chuekle in the darkness. y

‘Only-a few mere minutes to go,”-said Cardew. *Beiter

\zrait, fatty. - You wouldn’t like a giddy master or prefect

on ggeno of operations an’ .confiscate the
youiQ - =

There was a sound of movement from éne of the beds:
then a match flickered out. Ralph Reckness Cardew stood
revealed in its glow. ) ;

“You're going to begin now, Cardew?” asked Trimble
anxiously.

“Not here,” answered Cardew evasively. Then in a
louder voice he addressed the Fourth-Formers. “Look here,
vou men, cettain information reached me this morning that
our merry rivals of the New House contemplate a raid on
this dorm to-nigiht at five minutes to ten.”

There was a buzz. T ‘

Cardew waited for it to die down. ;

“Of course, the proper course would be for us to swarm

. v nd give the cheeky idiots the
raggin’ of their lives,” he sald, in'a low, clear voice. -

“ Hear, hear!” @

“Let’s serag the rotters!”

“Some other time, dear men,” said Cardew’ smoothly.
“Don’t forget we’ve got a spread on to-night an’ we don’t
want that spoiled.” ’

*No fear !” exclaimed Baggy Trimble, and his words were
echoed by the majority of the Fourth.

“It’s too risky for all of us to troop over to the New
House,” went on Cardew. “But one of us can fix up matters
quite satisfactorily, I fancy. Your humble will step into the
breach !”

3 Oh !.’)

“I've thought it all out, you men,” continued the junior
captain. “All T shall nced is a length of cord.”

“What for?” - "oy

“To tie the door handle of the New House dorm to ihe
banisters,” explained Cardew. . “That’ll keep the rotters
secure for the night. They can make as much row in their
own casual ward as they blessed well like. But we don’t
want a row here—not to-night, at any rate.”

“Rather not !” - :

“You see the position ?” drawled Cardew, stifling a yawn.
“Just leave it to your uncle. While I’m gone you men can
be gettin’ the feed ready, an’ don’t make too much of a
rumpus, for goodness’ sake!” )

“1 considah——" began Arthur Augustus D’Arcy:

. “8hut up, Gussy!”

“ Weally, deah boys—" : )

“Bave your breath for a speech after the feed; old bean,”
said Cardew diplomatically. “We're all keen.to hear you
say a few words, you know. It'll send us off to by-by
quicker than a sleepin’ draught!” i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

£ Weally, Cardew—"

.

‘i§t}l{, it’s safe enough to

(L
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- But Ralph Reckness Cardew was' already moving towards

the: door of the Fourth Form dormitory. He had a length -

of stout cord in his hand. .

“See you men later,” he called out softly. -

The door closed behind him, and the Fourth-Formers
broke out into a-regular buzz of excitement. That their
junior captain was doing the right thing they knew. For all
of them to raid the New House quarters wouldbe asking
for trouble. - Not that the Fourth were accustomed te shirk--
ing trouble with their rivals, It was the feed they-were
thinking about. : ;

When Ralph Reckness stood a spread he did it on a lavish
scale, The present occasion was no exception, for the best
part of a tenner had passed into Mrs. Taggles' till in
exchange for the delicacies Cardew had ordered. It would be
a catastrophe if that extensive feed were to be confiscated at
the eleventh hoiir. That was why Cardew had elected to take
the fight into the enemy’s country, so to speak.

As he had remarked, Figgins & Co. could make as much
noise as they liked in their own quarters, that was their
funeral. But it ‘would be highly injudicious to let Figgins &-

Co. invade the School House that night, despite the fact that”

their amiable intentions were known in advance.

“Get the candles, Sidney,” whispered Levison. :

Clive fished under his bed and brought to light a bundle.
of candles. In a few moments half a dozen of them were
sending out sufficient glow to light up the Fourth Form
dormitory. Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy pinbed blankets over
the windows to keep up the pretence to anyone passing 1n
the quad -below that-the Fourth Form dormitory was in
darkness and that its occupants were deep in the arms of
Morphens. Digby and: Roylance spread out arclean white
sheet in the middle of the dormitory floor, which was to-do-
duty as a tablecloth. i

Then Levison and Clive dragged out a huge hamper from
underneath the former’s bed. . - .

Baggy Trimble’s eyes lit up greedily as he beheld it.

“Oh, I say, isn’t it a whacker ” )
“Enough there for all of us, T fancy,” observed Levison.
“And a bit over;” added Clive.

“Oh, really, Clive,” said Trimble. “I've been —étatving

myself all day for this feed. There won’t be much over _

when I've had my snack, I can tell you.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

- The juniors,_having- slipped their jackets on over their

- outside.”

“The blessed door won’t open !” muttered the feader of the
l\igw I:,Iouse, {tugging at the handle. “It’s jammed or some-
thing.” . - . &

-“Don’t be an ass,” whispered Kerr.
a go at it.” s : P

The Scots junior had a “go” at it, but the dormitory
door remained fastened. It still refused to budge when
Fatty Wynn and several other New House juniors attempted
to move it. i ;

Cardew chuckled in the darkness. He was rather amused
to hear the whispered comments that were wafted out to
him from the other side of the fastened doot.

Tug, tug! ’ e

Figgins tried to open the door again. He uttered an
exclamation of wrath as he found he couldn’t meve is.

: “What the. thump’s the matter with the blessed thing?”
he demanded crossly. “It isn’t locked, the key’s on the
inside. It'must be jammed,-somehow.”- -

“Jammed ?” echoed Kerr.: “It wasn’t jammed when we
came up to bed. Somebody’s wedged the door from the

“Here, let me have

“But who could have done that,” protested Figgins.
“Nobody knew that we were going to leave the dorm
to-night, except ourselves, of course.”

There was a deep chuckle from the landing.

“That’s just where you New: House dummies have made. a
mistake !” .

As that voice rang out Figgins & Co. jumped.

“Cardew?” *

“That rotter!” . .

“That School House waster!” - - %

“Little me!”. called back Cardew. “So sorry to disap:
_point you, old beans, but really we couldn’t have you tame
fxrnatica'wandering about our dorm to-night.  I'll come an’
let you out in the moranin’, if you're good boys!”

" Figgins breathed hard. .

“You rotter]! Open that door and I'll slaughter you!”

But Cardew was not likely to obey that order. .

“Take it quietly, you men,” chuckled the junior captain;
“an’ go back to bed an’ get your beauty sleep.” .
=TIl beauty sfeep you whon I get hold of you!” roared
Figgins in his excitement, forgetting the time and place.

Bang, bang! e -

{Continued on nextpage.)

pyjemas, were crowgding round the
hamper now, eager to assist Levison and
Clive to “lay the table.”

“We're waitin :
we begin,” said Levison meaningly, as
Baggy Trimble made a movement to
snatch & jam tart, -*Hands off, old fat
mamlt - S e )

“QOh, really, Levison,” said Trimble
peevishly.. “You might let a fellow
sample’ those tarts. DBesides, Cardew
may be gone for hours. He may get
caught by the New House rotters.”

Baggy Trimble was not particularly
interested in the fate of Cardew. The
contents of that stunning hamper was
all that oecupied his podgy brain just
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then. Yet he. did not venture to
“@%&Rle‘ ? the-jam tarts—Levison saw
to that.- e iny . d
Meantime, Cardew had _reached the .~ o,
New. House dormitory.. He chuckled . [
grimly as.he saw a faint.streak of light . No.
filtering through the crack between. the
flooring of the door. Evidently Figgins
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& Co. were preparing fer their raid.
From within the dotmitor% came the
sound of muffled voices, as Figgins and |
his chums exhorted the New House to . T
get a move on,

“What a. surprise youwre goin’ to
have,” murmured Cardew as, calm]
and noiselessly, he secured one end o No.
the cord to the handle of the door. It -
was the work of a moment to stretch it
taut and fasten it to the banisters.

“That'll do the trick!” murmured
Cardew. ‘“Hallo, here they come!”

From inside the New House dormi-
tory came the sound-of pattering feet.
The followers ©f Figgins & Co. were-
setting out on the warpath. .

To Cardew’s ears came the rattle of
the - door-handle- as -Figgins turned it.
hTheéx that junior’s voice was plainly

eard. e
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Fatty Wynn was hammerin ‘on the door, with what
object m view perhaps only himself knew. Fatty was annoyed.
He had vxsuaf):ed the ralded feed all that day, and here it’
was, gone from his gu.e like a beautiful dream, as it were.
Really, it was too bad

“Who's cock House ? ‘*” asked Cardew mockingly. School
Hc:use f'v?ry time, dear men !”

£ a ’»

“Rotter 17
“ Waster !”
“Slacker !”.
“Open this blessed door !”

- The wrathful New Hotise juniors were throwm% aside all
T

caution now. . Most of them had .been awakened from their

- sleep in order to raid their rivals of the School House.

Great preparations had been made in advance. Stockings-
had been-stuffed -with paper; pillows filled with flour and
soot, and a huge linen bag had been “borrowed” of the
matron for the purpose. of carting away the spread when.
they had raided it. Now all these preparations constituted
so much waste of time and sleep. . Figgins & Co. nearly
tore their hair as they listened to the mocking pleasantries
3f Ralph Recknéss Cardew—safe on the other side of the

oor. - A

“Oh, if I could only. get my hands on the rotter L
exclaimed Figgins. “T’ —1I'd burst him !”

Cardew was about to make some reply when he heard the
sound of footsteps coming up the staircase.

“Oh, my hatl” .

Peermg ovér the banister, he saw the: dim, shadowy out-
line of a man’s figure. It did not take Cardew long to
identify ‘it. ‘It belonged to.Mr. Horace Ratchﬁ’ the un-
popular master of the New House. |

Mr. Ratcliff obviously had been disturbed by the noise
—going on in thé New House dorm, and the unpopular master
never let an opportunity pass him by of exercising his
authority. He crept up the stairs, a malicious expression on
his thin, sharp features.. In his hand was a cane.

And as he’ mﬁunted the stau‘case the uproar grew Touder .

18 al %Ho‘i:_‘:‘;rs' P

and louder,  *

Cardew wblspetea a
but if it was heard no one
moment Cardew had darted, in the deep shadow ofar
in ‘the landing,

Mr. Ratcliff all. unconscious of the rope that stretched
from the handle of the dormitory door to the bamsters, con-
tinued- his ascent as- stealthily as a-mouse,

“Open thls door 1 roared Faggms, new thoroughly
roused.

“Figging 1'% !ir Raicliﬁ’s aeld voice r@ged out hke
pns{:ol Ehot, but the leader of fhe New House did not hear 1t
What -he -did hear, however, was a terrific bump as Mr.
Rstcl;g }colhded with the tautened Tope.

The master of the New House descended to the cold, hard

lmoleum with s bump and a roat.
““Yaroooooo'!”

It was a vety undlgmﬁed express:on for such an august
personage as a Housemaster to make, but it came quite
spontaneously. And as Mr. Ratcliff hit the landing the cord
securing the handle of the New House dormxtory door
parted with a snap,

In a trice Figgins & Co. dragged the door open. a.nd rushed
out on the landing. It was forgivable if they thought that
Cardew was the fellow who somehow or another had come a
cropper on the landing, for Cardew was the-only person who
filled their minds just then;

“Give the rotter socks!”

“Collar him1”. .

Biff, biff! Wallop'

Loaded stocking, pillow-cases filled- wrth soot and ﬂour
smote the unfortunate master of the New: House from all
sides. In thé darkness it-was impossible for Figgins & Co.
to recognise their Housemaster sprawling there. They were
content to swipe.

“Groooooh 1” howled Mr. Ratcliff. “Wow ! Grooooogh e

“Take that, you rotter!” roared Figgins, sw:pmg a well-
filled stocklng at Mr. Horace Ratoliff. - ¢ And that I”

“Guggeggg ! Yoooop!”

Mr. Ratcliff took them both and many more like them.
Ratty had come looking for trouble and undoubtedly he
had found it, though whether he was pleased he had found
it was another matter.

“Oh, gad!” breathed Cardew from ihe saiety of the

darkened ]andmg “What a go!”

He crouched there in the shadow wondering how on earth
it was all going to-end. It ended abruptly as Mr. Ratcliff,
gettﬁx(x)g hls seoond wind, so to speak, struggled to his feet.

That one word uttered m the familiar voice of their
TrE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 1,053.
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'chﬁ his beady eyes glinting- with anger.

£ _matter myself ”

_that awful swxshmg
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‘Iélousemaster, sent cold shivers éown the spmes of angms

“Oh, my hat! p

13 Ra.tty 19

“Oh crumbs !*

On the instant the New House juniors were scuttlmg back
to their beds. How Mr. Ratcliff had come to be on the
landing none of them knew.. What they did know, how-
ever, was that Raity would ma,ke things hot. Like so many
ostriches, the New House juniors dived under the bedclothes
and hid their heads. Figgins and Kerr alone stood regnrd-
mg their Housemaster in unmingled horror,

“I—I—I—"" began I‘xggms %elplessly.

“ We—we—we——" stutteréed Kerr.

“You young scoundrels!” rapped Mr. Ratcliff, ‘prancing
about like a Dervish in his rage. “You young reprobates'
How_ dare you!”

“ You see, sir—" ‘began Figgins,

e—— Thal is to say—" stuttered Kelr

e Boys!” thundered Mr. Ratcliff, looking a weird picture
under the flour and soot, so to speak “Boys, stand beside
your beds!” ’

“Oh dear !”

Quite a groan went up from the New House juniors as
that command was rapped out. - It was useless trying to
deceive Mr. Horace Ratcliff in the circumstances; and every
junior scrambled out of bed and waited for the House-
master’s next words.
~ “I have been cutrageously assaulted !” stormed Mr. Rai-
“Never have 1
expemenced such treatment in the whole of my career.”

Figgins stepped forward.

“We—we're sorry we biffed you, szr,’f he said apologeti-
cally. “But we didn’t know it was jou. We thought i
was}—(:t was—— .G . k .

es, sir,” said George rancis Kerr taking u ihe tale.
“We had no idea it wasgyou, sir. %e v’vbul %hfve swiped
you with the pillows for—for worlds, sir !”

“Indeed !” snapped ‘Mr. Rateliff, L § hope such is the
case—I- hope such is the case. I came up here to investigate
the abominable noise that was going on. Why were yon
boys out of your beds?” C ’

Figgins looked helplessly at his chums.

T« Ahem ! Yoitsee, sif,. We—we—?>

“We—we——we—-—” echoed Kerr and Fatty Wy‘nn faith-

full
Lﬂ' Ratclifi’s cane slid down mto his hand. )
~ “T will waste no furthen time in wprds!” he said-acidly.

- %It was my intention to report this outrageous assault to -

Dr. Holmes. On second thoughts I will deal thh the

“Oh!”
Not one of ‘the New House juniors relished that prospect.

‘True, it ‘was a heinous offence to “swipe” - a- master—an
pe

offence that would merit a flogging from Dr. Holmes.  But
it was open to question which was the more preferable—a
flogging from the Head, or a caning from Mr. Horace
Ratcliff. The master of the New House was no athlete, but
he could wield a cane with deadly eﬁect

“Touch your toes, Figgins!”

With many mxsgwmgs George Figgins obeyed

Swish, sw1 , sw1sh swish, swish, swish !

It was a ¢ " that even Dr. Holmes could not have “laid
on ” harder. Flggms face was pale when he straightened
hlmself but not a sound had escaped his lips.

“Oh, gad 12 murmured Cardew, as he heard the sound of
“This 1s where yours truly makes
himself scarce.*

And- while Mr,. Ratclif was treating Kerr in a similar
fashion Ralph Reckness Cardew crept down the staircase and
made all haste to rejoin his Form-fellows in the Fourth
Form dormitory. .

Meantime, Mr. Ratclxﬁ was flogging the New House
juniors with untiring energy. Less stoical fellows than
Figgins and his chums were groaning under that terrific
castigation. By the time the master of the New House had
made a roundof the dormitory it resembled nothing so
much as a gathering of cats on the tiles, making the night
air hideous with their eries.

Mr. Horace Ratcliff was breathing hard when he had
finished. That wholesale execution would have taxed the
endurance of more athletic men than he. All the same,
there was a glint of. satisfaction in the Housemaster’s eyes
that more than suggested he was pleased he hadn’t passed
the matter over for Dr. Holmes to deal thh

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

It was a regular chorus of groans that rang through the

" dofmitory as Mr. Ratcliff stalked towards the door.

“Silence!” he snapped, Let there be no more disturb-
ance in this dormitory. h boy here -will take three
hundred lines and his next half hoﬁday will be canecelled,”

“Yow! Wow! Owl

The additional sentence was received w:th more

Py
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groans, whereat Mr. Ratcliff’s sour features took  on - a
more malignant expression than ever. B
“The next boy who makes that ridiculous noise will be
soundly flogged !” w7
ily, it was surprising how many juniors found thatthey
could suppress their groans. Certainly, a groan here and
there was not worth another floggi

ng. . - e
- For -two. minutes Mr. Ratcliff stodcf waiting at the door

of the dormitory. Then he switched out the light and

tramped downstairs. . When his footsteps had died away

Figging & Co. resumed their groaning until sleep put a
merciful stop to their sufferings. ‘But while Figgins & Co.
groaned Cardew and his Form-fellows were ving . the

“spread.” of their lives in the Fourth Form dormitory over
in the School House. And amid much chortling from the
juniors Cardew told of the exciting happenings that had
taken place in the -New House. .
Figgins & Co. had set out to raid .a feed—all they had

- 11

danced and swayed dangerously tor.a few seconds-and then
sent, some of its contents gushing forth ever Wilking’ and-
Gunn’s impots. L " s

Immediately there were loud cries of alarm and rage
from Wilkins and Gunn. . S0 e TR
. “Look out,.vou dangerous maniac!”

“My impot!” -~ . .

But the damage had been done. Those impositiens. over
which Wilkins and Gunn had already spent the best part of-
an hour were now riseless. Certainly neither Wilkins or
Gunn would have the temerity to submit them. to their
Housemaster in their present state. E “ .
- Two_separate and ferocious glares were bestowed .on the
rugged - face .of. -their - study-mate that: ought fo have-
withered him up on the spot. But they had no such effect.
There was a far-away look in Grundy’s eyes and a frown
on his rugged brow which seemed {o indicate that George.
Alfred was thinking. -

picked up the halt-emptlied bottle of Irnk.‘ Wallop!

collected was a licking apiéce, thanks to Ralph Recknéss
Cardew and Mr. Horace Ratcliff. : T

Y

CHAPTER 5. -
: Grundy on the Warpath !
“ HEEK ™ s * e m
"~ George Alfred Grundy glared as he made that
statement. ' ] . K .
Wilkins and Gunn, his study-mates, looked up
from the table in surprise. Both of them were busy writing
lines for Mr. ‘Railton—a task made no more pleasant by
interruptions from the great George Alfred. - f
It- was the day following Grundy’s memorable arrival on
Little Side for footer practice, when he had been relent-
lessly pursued by Ralph Reckness Cardew, with the business-
like end of a toasting fork. Grundy had not got over that
humiliation. Indeed, he had brooded over 1, and now
regarded-it as an insult that could only be wiped out in
blood, so to speak. -
“Cheek! Absolute cheek!” . b =
To give greater emphasis to his remark. Grundy banged
his rugged. fist on the study table. 'The result was dis-
astrous in the extreme. . RN
Wilkins and’ Gunn were sharing a bottle of ink, and as
Grundy’s heavy fist smote the study table the bottle of ink

Qrundy’s study-mates éyed each othér exprmlwig and then rose to'their feet. ‘
wooosh! ‘* Oh orikey! Grooooghl’’ howled Qrundy, (Ses Chapter 5.)

Wilkine grabbed a oushion, and Gunn

“Cheek!” growled Grundy for the third time.

Wilkins and Gunn breathed hard. -

“Look at my impot!” howled Wilkins.

“And mine!” hooted Gunn wrathfully.

George Alfred Grundy snorted.

“Blow- your impots!” ) E

He said that with-an air of finality which was typically
Grundyish so to speak. :As a general rule whatever Grundy
said in Study No. 3 in the Shell passage “went;” Grundy
being ever ready to back up any statement he made with
a pair of fists that were capable of doing quite a lot of
damage. Wilkins and Gunn being peaceful fellows, as a
general rule, -let their study-mate and leader “have his
head.” - - But this case was different. :Those impositions

would have to be done again. There was no doubt about ag

that—no possible, probable shadow of doubt—no possible
doubt whatever. And here was Grundy, supremely indif-
ferent to all the extra trouble and time he was putting his
chums to. Really, it was too bad! . - 4
Wilkins and Gunn eyed each other expressively, and then
rose to their feet, The former grabbed a cushion, the later
picked up the. half-emptied bottle of ink, e .
‘Wallop! . : .
“Yaroooooh!” ; e I
The cushion descended on Grundy’s head with a mighty
o . ’ Tae Geu LiBrary.—No. 1,05;’5;'

-



-

‘12 Every Wednesday,

swipe. But that was not all, for Gunn up-ended the
remains of the bottle of ink over Grundy’s head.

Swooosh | t

“Oh, crikey! Grooooooogh!” ‘

George Alfred was taken completely by surprise.  He was
so accustomed to ruling the roost that he never expected
a show of resistance like this, .
 “Therez you rotter!” snapped Gunn. “That’s for muck-
.ing up my impot!? ’

Wallop !

“And . that’s another for mucking up mine!” hooted

Wilkins. ]

yeorge  Alfred Grundy was speechless. 'Never in the
whole of his association with Wilkins and Gunn had_he
received such treatment. He sat and glared and clawed at
the ink which was running down his face, and turning it
into something approaching- a Christy minstrel’s.

It was poetic justice with a vengeance. r
had upset had certainly not improved his study-mates’ impo-
sitions. And it was equally certain that the ink Gunn had
up had not improved the countenance of George
Alfred_Grundy. For some seconds Wilkins and Gunn stood
staring at their handiwork; for a like number of seconds
George Alfred Grundy seemed bereft of speech. Then, of a
sudden, he recovered his voice. )

“You—you cheeky rotters!” )

It was a roar that would have done credit to the cele-
brated Bull of Bashan, and it was followed by a spring that
Tarzan of the Apes might have envied. -

But Wilkins and" Gunn, doubtless horrified at what they
had done, were seconds in advance of -their study-mate.
They stood not upon the order of their going but went.
After- them raced George Alfred Grundy, his face erimson
with rage under the rapidly drying ink. 7, ;

“Stop!” roared Grundy. “Stop, you rotters! I'll pul-
verise you!”_ e~

Really it was hardly to be expected that Wilkins and
Gunn would obey that injunétion. Stopping just then would
have required more courage than Daniel drew upon when
he entered the lion’s den. - N

Wilkins. and Gunn fairly flew. ‘ =

< Stop!” bawled Grundy. -

Wilking and Gunon vanished round & corner of thgégigaée

at lightning speed,
“Grundy !”- . " ) bt
It was Mr. Linton’s. voice. - L
The master of the Shell stood at the top of the staircase
as Grundy eame flying along. The Form master looked once
at Grundy’s blackened face and jumped.

“Grundy! Stop!”

h_Geoi‘ge Alfred Grundy stopped. Mr. Linton rustled up to . -
i

m. .
“Boy,” he thundered, “what does this mean? How dare .

rush about the passages in this ridiculousstate?”
I—T—I—” stammered Grundy, breathlessly and con-
fusedly. ' R -

Mr. Linton held up his kand. i oy .

“How dare you paint your face in that foolish Tashion,
Grundy ?” he inquired. “Such tomfoolery from a boy in
my Form is deplorable!” . i ;

«]—J—I—> stammered Grundy, breathlessly and con-
fusedly. .

you
«

“Go and clean yourself at once!” snapped Mr. Li_ntr}n.~~
“And write” 2 hundred - times: ‘I ‘must not do childish -

things.” .

“€h-ch-childish th-th-things!” stuttered Grundy. “But
—> . R

" Mr. Linton rustled away majéstically, leaving the burly
funior of the Shell gasping. ) "

“Well, 'm_ hanged!” ejaculated Grundy at length. “Of
all the injustice—"

Words failed him. He crawled off dismally to the bath-
room, vowing threats of vengeance on the heads of his study-
mates. But those two daring youths were. careful. to
keep out of his way. It was exactly half an hour later when
Grundy returned to his study. His face was red and furious
as the result of his activities with a scrubbing-brush, but
there were still lingering traces of the ink.

“T'll make those rotters sorry for this!” he growled, as

- he surveyed his face in the mirror. “But T'll setthe with
at cheeky idiot Cardew first!”

Having reached that decision the great George Alfred
stalked out of his study and made tracks for the Fourth
Form passage. He halted outside Study No. 9. Then, with
a sweep of his mighty fist, he sent the door swinging open.

Cardew; Levison, and Clive were in the study, the former
grappling with the task of selecting the names of the eleven
who were to represent the junior footer team in the final
match that season with Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.
It was not such an easy task as many of the juniors sup-
posed; for the clatms to inclusion in the team were many,
and Cardew was endeavouring to treat each claim with an

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,053.
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* slacking, cheeky rotter—that’s you!”
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impartial eye. Levison and Clive were playing a game of
draughts. Not one of the three welcomed the interruption
or the manner of it. . e e

*“What the thump do you want?” demanded Levison.

Grundy glared. . =y

“I've come to tell a cheeky ass what I think of him!”
he retorted. .

. Cardew yawned. He had an idea that he was the
“cheeky. ass ” referred to.

-“Shut the door, old bean,” he drawled, “and shove your-
self on the other side of it.” o

Grundy wagged a finger almost under Cardew’s nose.

“Yesterday,” said ‘the Shell junior, “you had the awful
cheek to order me down to the footer practice.”

Cardew nodded.

“What a memory!” he said languidly. “I don’t know
how 'Zou manage to do these things without a brain, dear
man! : ’

grmdy’s finger wagged viciously. . ¥

‘See here, Cardew,” he said wrathfully, “I’ve had enough
of you!” 7

“The feeling is mutual—what ?”

“And I'm going to make you feel sorry that you chased -

me with a toasting-fork. Now you know!” Py

To Grundy the events of yesterday afternoon ought to
have occasioned the skies to fall. and the. earth to cease
turning round. But neither of these things, strange. to say,
had happened. What had happened, however, was that
Grundy had been madé to toe the line. o

Cardew yawned openly.

“Have you finished, o{d bean?® S

“Finished !I” snorted Grundy. “I haven’t started yet!”

. “Oh gad!” said Cardew, in mock horror.. “Can’t you put
it in writin’, old bean? So much less borin’ “than listenin’
to your dulcet tones.” . G :

Grundy glared—a ferocious glare. - But the peculiar, smile
on the good-looking face of ‘Ralph Reckness Cardew
remained. If Grundy had hoped to intimidate the junior
captain with that glare he was disappointed, ~ = -

“I'm going to thrash you!” roared Grundy. “I'm going
to give you the licking of your life! I'm going t6 make you
sorry you ever took on’ the job of eaptain! ~ ‘I'm

going——"’ - co .
- “Here, steady on, old bean!” drawled Cardew. “You'll

~die of heart failure if -you tackle. all those things at once!”

:“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Levin and Clive: ot N
“You can laugh!” exclaimed Grundy. - “You’'ll be wanted

" later on to pick up the bits-when I’ve finished with this——"

He made an expressive gesture towards the imperturbable
Cardew. - i ’

“Oh, gad!” exclaimed Cardew,. in mock horror. .

Grundy fairly trembled with rage.. He had been nusging
hx_s_gn'evance now for twenty-four hours or more, and, like
wine, it had improved with keeping, .. ‘

“You rotter!” he burst out.
me !’ - . :
Cardew:looked astonished. e i
~ “1?” he queried.” “Oh gad! What a life!” .

-“You're going to meet me in the gym!” growled George
Alfred Grundy, “an’ then I'm going to give you the thrash-
ing of your life !” e o

“But I don’t want to scrap,” said Cardew, with a yawn.
“It’s an awful fag, and a chap’s likely to get damaged in
the process. Can’t you fight some other chap, old bean?”

“Stop rotting !” hooted Grundy. “I'm going to.thrash a

“Thank you for your opinion,” drawled Cardew. “Bub
I’'m not goin’ to scrap a wooden-headed idiot, old hean!
I’m rather careful about my knuckles, you know.

George Alfred Grundy glared.” Ho was essentially & man
of action, not words, and he knew that Cardéw was superior
to him in this battle of words. )

) 4e tihe you going to fight me or not?*” he demanded trucu-
ently. : - : )

Cardew seemed to consider for a few seconds:

“On qne condition, old bean,” he answered slowly. -

“Whabs that ?” . S
“That I'm allowed to have a toastin’-fork—what ?”

« Hﬁ,' ha: g - ) . )

Levison and Clive could restrain their roars no longer.
The expression on Grundy’s face as Cardew made mention
of the toasting-fork was" Indicrous in the extreme.  The
burly Shell fellow seemed on“the point of burstin% He
glared at the laughing faces around him, and then "he
reached forward.

Smack! . ;

Grundy’s open palm came across Cardew’s cheek with
the report like a pistol shot. R .

There was a dead silence in the study. Levison and Clive
looked serious. Cardew, except for the peculiar glitter in
his eyes and the crimson mark that was alréady springing
to his cheek where Grundy’s hand had smote it, seemed as
nonchalant as ever. =~ =

“Now what’s your answer ! hooted Grundy.

" Yowre going to fight '
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_same. time. If

Cardew shru, ed his shoulders.
“There’s nothin’ for it, old bean, but bo accept,” .he
answered . “It’s an awful fag an’ a bore t rashin’

a fellow on a pice evenin’ like 'this, but 'm an obligin’

fellow.”

“Then yonll be- uzthe gym in ten minutes’ time?” said
Grund; y,, 1;;5

“Yes,” Cardew ia.ngmd}y. “An’ I won't bring
the tonstin’- rk this time.” -

Ges;e Alfred- Grundy snorted and turned on ‘his_heel.

stuﬂ‘y door slammed, and the Shell junior tra.m d
o& down the passage. When lus hesvy footste; ied
Cardew turned a smiling n his sta ma.tes
{iu'es & go!” he said lazily. is is what comes: of
takin’ over the captaincy. Wha,t a life!”

Levison :and Clive looked a trifle anxious. A serap with
Grundy wes no light affair, for the burly Shell junior was
a fighting man of repute, That Cardew was good. with the
:;mztten:é’ they knew, but just how good had mever been

iscover

“You were an- ass to goad him on, o}d chap,” sald
Levisoa. .

Clive nodded. .

“A litile tact and Grundy . would have cooled down, he

said.

“Think 50?” yawned Cardow. “What & pity! This skip-
per’s ;ob’s awfully tirin’, what with one thing an’ another.
I haven’t fini: ’ the gxddy phryets for the match

nd ‘.”
5 Clive, ‘with

f

thh Gre; fna.:rs an’ -now. I've got a figh

“You.

ad:- rose- to his feet, 3 .
“Never trouble worry, #ill’ worry troubles you, oid beans, .
he said, with a faint grin, - “Gz wants a fight, an’
althou i{ it's an -awful fag, I'm not averse to lmprovx,t’a
the shmm ‘hour with. & little_ ition of the moble art.

*% Afl the fellows will be there,” satd Levison thoughtfully.

Cardew ni

“Does that unp!y,v my dear Ernie, that you. think I shall
let the study. down in front-of & full house?”

Levison s{ook his head.

“I'm not thinking that,” he answored.
do you any good if Grundy ed you.’

Cardew sbrugged Ts.

“It's- on' the. knees of “the & he drawled.
famous skatesman once said: -“Wait an’ see.” ”

‘With-thai remark Ralph Recknass Cardew sauntered un-
concernedly out of the study, and Levison and Clive, with
an_ expressive glance at each other, followed him. One
thought ruled their minds just then. * Would Grundys

“As a

mighty M vanquish ‘their chum ‘and- study-mate; or would

Cardew, by some miraculéus means, d in vanguishing
the eat George Alfred? ¥t was a thought that troubled
them, but if looks were any means of telling, it did not

trouble - Reckness Cardew as he stmlled towuds the
gym, wh:stfmg softly..

~ CHAPTER 6.

The Fight !

I SAY you fellows—"

Baggy- Trimble burst into Study No. 10 in the Shell .

passage like a cyclone.
-Tom Merry-& Co. j
L You silly idiot 1™ mare& Tom m exasperatmn
B aggy Trimble grinned.
j‘.»‘ I sl:zy, you fellows, there’s a fight on!” )
What 2 .

’The fat Fourth-Former grinned. -

“ A fight—in the gym, between Grundy and Cardew 1"

The Terrible Three looked interested and alarmed at the
Baggy Trimble’s news was true, that fight
was likely to end in an easy vietory for Grundy, xf they

“were any judges of the merits of the two.

“He, he, he!” cackled Baggy Trimble. “Rich, isi’t 1(:"
1 hope Grundy gives that rotter Cardew a fearful licking.”
M“Oh you hope that, do you, old fat man?” asked Tom

erty.

Tnmble nodded :

“Yes. The besst-chased me down to.the footer yester-
day,” he said indignantly. *“Kicked me all the way.”

‘“He didn’t kick you enough,” said Tom Merry.

“Oh, -really, Merry—"

“But we'll soon rectify that litle omlssxon,” said Tom
Mel;y, drawmg back his_boot. ; % .

Baggy Trmble found hunself spun round. Next second'

a bagt landed on the seat of his trousers. In fact, several
boots ‘found, a billet there, so to s;:ea.k, as Manners_and,
Monty Lowther followed Tom Merry’s initial maove. Roar-
ing lustily, Baggy Trimble was drib ﬁled out in the passage.
Then he took to his heels.

“But it wouldn't

‘meet hlm. They shook hands.

" Have You Seen Thie Week’s Bumper Number of the Popular np xé |

“I suppose the fat ass was speaking the fruth,” said
Tom Merry.

“I'm not surprised if tbetes a fight on,”™ romarked
Manners. “Grundy. was bren.thmg threats of slaughter
yesterday when Ca. chased him dnwn to - the footer
ground with the toasting-fork.”

“Let's go along to the-gym,” said 'I‘om

And the Terrible Three set off in that direction. They
soon learned that Trimble’s news was correct, for there was

a stréam of juniors from the Fourth ‘and trekking
towards the gym. Everybody was- discussing the iorth—
coming fight, and the chances Ralph Reekneds Cardew, the
slim dandy of the Fourth, stood of being slaughtered, or
alternately, of esea.pmg slaughter at the hands of his burly
opponent.

The gym was packed when Tom Merry and his chums
arrived, Levison and Clive were w:th Cardew, the latter
looking very unconcerned."

“Best of Tuck, Cardew,” said Tom Merry.

At that moment George Alfred Grundy sw s.ggerad over
to his corner. He glared ferociously at Cardew, and that
youth yawned in return, .

Wilkins and Gunn, whose awful conduct jn Study No, 3
had been “overlooked ” by their study-mate, were busying
themselves as Grundy’s seeonds. -

Jack Blake, who had consented to act as referee and
tlmekeeper, borrowed - Arthur . Augustus- DAt(-ys gold
“ticker,” and. motwned to the two contestants.

entlemen,” roared Blake to the assembled juniors, “on
my left, George Alfred Grundy.” :

There were cheers, boos, and much laughter Iollowmg
that announcement.

“On my right, our esteemed skipper, | Ralph Reclmess
C&zdew,” went on Blake.

At which therc was renewed cheering and laugliter. - .
“What these silly asses are ﬁghtmg abont is beyoud me,”
said Blake, in a loud voice. .

“Ha, ba, ha {” :

“But may the best- man win!”"

“Hurrah ! ' T

“Eat him, Grundy !”* &

“Knock his head oﬁ' Cardew!” -

The rival partisans mdulged in a few personul remarks,
and then silence seitled on the crowd in the gym as Blake,
having seen that Cardew and Gﬂmdy were anxlous to be
up and doing, called “Timel” . *

Grundy swaggered to the centre of the ‘ﬁ ovked ring ;
Cardew. rose languidly from his corner a s&untered to

(;'veox'ﬁl o Alfred Grundy led with a. beruﬁc right hook that.
would have stretched. Cardew on his back had it landed.
Everyone amongst the onlookers fully expected it to land,
Certainly Grundy did.” But somehow or other Cardew
managed to dodge that devastatmg hook.

Biff! Biff!

Before Grundy had quite recovered £rom his astonish-
ment, two_ stinging _}uta to the ribs shock him from head
to foot. Evidently this serap with the slim, elegant junior
of the Fourth was not going to be the walkever he had
anticipated. Grundy fell bacf the defensive, and Cardew
gave him plenty of work to do-for. ﬁxe ianguid air had fallen
from the junior skipper, and it was soon berne in on the
minds of the juniors present that the one-time slacker was
more than “useful ”” with his fists,

When that round came to a close Grundy's face bore the
marks of heavy punishment, whilst Cardew was pr&etxcally
untouched.

“Good man !” said Levison; as he busied himself with the
towel. ' “You’'ve got the measure of him.”

“Think so, Ernie ?” asked Cardew.

Levison nodded; and Clive grinned. That opening round'
had proved to the chums of Study - No. 8 that Cardew knew
more about the noble art of self-defence than either of them
hn.d ven him ctedit for,

me !” .

The “Wext round opened up with Grundy rushing at his
slim .opponent like a bull.. Grundy’s great fists sawed
through the air, but very few of his blows landed, and a
gasp of dismay went u F from his study-mates when Cardew,
seeing an opening, delivered a jolting uppercut that swept
Grundy clean off his feet and deposited him on his back.:

A wild burst of cheering greeted that kaockadown, and
Blake began to count:

“Qne——"

That was as far as lhe gct fer Grundy unmsely Jumped
to his feet,, instead of t@kmg advantage of the count, and
dashed in again,

‘Biff ! . g

A wnld terrific, stralght left connected with Cardew’s
chin. For one moment he rocked on his feet, and Grundy,
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thinking that he had his opponent at his mercy, dashed in
to finish the ﬁght. ’ ‘ : ; .
_ *“Look out, Cardew !”-

“Finish him off, Grundy !” .

But._the “finishing off ” was not destined to take place in-
that round, for Cardew, showing an amazing knowledge
of ring footwork, danced away from his heavier opponent
until he had recovered, and by that time the round came
to a eclose. .. ’ :

“Phew! That was a near thing,” said Clive, as he
sponged his chum’s face. . . 1

Cardew grinned. kA .
_ “It was like the kick of a mule,” he said. “But Grundy
gi‘lil be lucky if he gets another one in like that, my dear
Sidney.” L :
. In Grundy’s Gorner Wilkins and Gunn were urging their
chum to try that famous straight left again. - - -

“You had him groggy, old man,” said Wilkins. . . X

“ Absolutely,” said -Gunn:- -““But- don’t run after him,
Grundy,” he..added. . Cardew’s much quicker on his Teet
than you are. Let him come after you.” . L

Grundy, even in that moment, could not forget that he
was Grundy, leader -of Study No. 3. He glared at Gunn. °
" “You shut up, Gunn!”’ he snapped.- “ When I want your
ad(vict’ze,‘gll ask “for it1” . o

[ Tima !” T u
- This time it was Cardew who led off. He feinted with
his left, drew Grundy’s guard, and then plumped in right
and left with such force that the burly Shell junior -was
hard put to it to keep his balance. But he recovered, and
.then followed an exchange of blows that sent the onlookers
into afrenzy of excitement. It seemed madness for Cardew
to attempt this foot-to-foot slogging, but his knowledge of
ringcraft was far superior to that of Grundy, for, with
several movements of the head to left and right, he escaped
the full force of many of the blows, the gloves merely
whistling .ever his sleek head of hair. To the watching
juniors it appeared as though Cardew was taking the full
force , of the blows;-but ‘Tom . Merry and_ a. few other
experienced fighters knew that-the-burly Shell junior was
geiting tl worst of that exchange, nof Uardew: == ..

“Finish him off, Gruandy!” o =N ) =

“Go . it, Cardew!” yelled - Arthur _Augustus D’Arcy
cxcitedly, “Give him a stwaight left!” ~ .

Crash! )

‘“Man down !” )

A terrific right hook which Cardew failed to “slip ” sent
him crashing upon.his back. - Unlike -Grundy, Cardew rested
whilst Blake began to.count:

** One—two—three—four——’

Still Cardew did not get up.

Levison and Clive were getting anxious, but their anxiety
changed to relief when Cardew winked at them.

“Five—six—seven—eig| P :

Cardew. rose to his feet. Next moment, to Grundy’s
astonishinent, his slim opponent was coming at him - with
all the fury of a tiger. The burly Shell junior- found him-
self being forced back to the ring. Right and left, left
and right—blows fairly rained upon him.

“Go it, Cardew!”

“You've got him ! :

Levison and Clive were wildly jubilant. They could see
now that Cardew had his opponent at his mercy.

Wilkins and Gunn looked glum.

“@et on the move, you ass!” howled Wilkins.

-But that was what Grundy was trying to do. Cardew had
forced him into ‘a_ corner from which thére seemed no
retreat. Grundy’s eyes  were streaming with water, and
his lashing fists simply beat the empty air. The end seemed
imminent. . N :

It was not long in coming. *

_Cardew feinted with his left, and then:

Thud ! : . . :

It was the cleanest knock-out that had ever been witnessed
in the historic gym for many a day. Grundy’s head shook
back, his knees sagged under him, and then he dropped’
to the ﬁoor—knockexf out ! - .

Cardew, breathing hard, stood back. Blake’s mongotonous
voice tolled out the fateful seconds. But the ¥Fourth-
Former could have gone on counting for five minutes, for
all the signs of recovery Grundy showed.

Grundy was “out “—very much out, and Ralph Reckness
Cardew of the Fourth had won. ) :

“Hurrah!” ~° -

“Bravol” :

“ Good old Cardew !* : . -

Cardew tossed off the gloves and moved towards @rundy.
That unfortunate youth was. just coming to

’

“Grooooough !” he murmured dreamily to Wilkins. “ What
—what hit me?” . : T

And then the ‘defeated Shell junior caught sight of
Cardew. :
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“That—that. last punch was like the.kick of a mule, -

Cardew,” he said in a low voice.
had it in you. Shakel!”. . R

Cardew took the proffered - hand and shook it warmly,

“Sorry. I -hit you so hard; old bean,” he said. - -

Grundy struggled up.- : - ’

“You're a good ‘man, Cardew,” he said sincerely. “A
better man than I'am with the gloves. I'll get you to show
me that knock-out one of these days.” . . i
“;‘ Right-ho !” said Cardew, with a grin. “Any time you
ike.” .

And with that he rejoined his chums, collected his jacket,
and marched off to the bath-room-with Levison and Clive,
the cheers of the juniors following him as he went.

“Bravo, old chap!” said Levison,. thumping his chum
on the back. “It was a grand scrap!”

“Topping ! exclaimed Sidney. Clive.’

“ Agreed,” said Ralph Reckness; “but for.all that, fright-
fully tirin’!” ’ ) o

“I never-thought. you

"CHAPTER 7.
: Not a Sucecess !
Y T’S up to you, Figgy !” ]
George Francis® Kerr made that pronouncement -
with portentous gravity.

'THERE’S-A WHOLE BUNCH OF LAUGHTER AND THRILLS 1N

-~
7

Loioaw Vv

“It’s up to you, Figgy!” 7
David Llewellyn” Wynn provided a faithful echo, so to
speak. N o B
" Figgins looked thoughtful. -

The leader of the New House was sitting on the edge
of the table in his study. Fatty Wynn was comfortably
ensconced in the armchair, whilst Kerr leaned up against

" the mantelpiece.

The New House trio did not look happy. It was a half-
holiday—one of . those glorious spring days that make life
really worth living. But Figgins & Co. looked _very,
depressed. It was a half-holiday for the rest of St. Jim’'s,
but not for the juniors of the New House, for at two o’clock
sharp they were expected in the Form-room. Since the
untimely arrival of Mr. Horace Ratcliff in-the New House
dormitory, when Figgins & Co. had gontemplated a light-
ning raid on their rivals in the School House, the master
of the New House had beén unduly severe. Doubtless that.




»
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;

~=Form-room -there would be little sun.

_ chance—that Mr.

was due to the “biffing” he. had- recexve_d on that

momentous occasion, for Mr. Ratcliff was not of a forgiving .

nature. In the Form-room lines and lickings had fallen
upon “the hapless juniors -in his charge like leaves in
Vallombrosa.

Figgins turned & moody face towsrds the study window.
Outside, the spring sun streamed down invitingly. In the
Really it was too
_ -bad of Mr.
afternoon .

Ratcliff to detam his puplls on that glorious

With Cardew lunging at him with the toasting-fork, Qeorge

Alfred Grundy fairly tore towards the group of footballers.

it was the first time any of the slackers had been brought to

Little Side in this fashion, and the juniors roared. ¢ Ha
ha, ha !’ (See Chapter 3.)

“He may do the decent thing,” murmured Kerr thought-
fully. “Old Ratty has his good points, you know.”
Figgins grunted
“Very few, he muttered. “And I'm blessed if I've ever
seen any of ’em!”
“If you put it to him mcely went on Kerr, “the old
hunks may let us off. Tell him how sorry we are, and all

~that 1”
2 “Pile on the giddy agony » contributed Fatty Wynn.

“Blessed if I don’t try it on, anyway!” said Figgins,
coming to a deeision. “1 particularly want to see the
waxworks show at’ Rylcombe this afternoon.”

‘“Same here!”

The advent of a travelling ‘waxworks show in the v:llage
.of Rylecombe had been regarded with interest by the juniors
at St. Jim’s, for it was certainly something of a novelty.
Figgins & Co, in deciding to visit the show had quite
forgotten for the moment that they were in detentiog for
that afternoon.. Still; there was a chance—a very slight
Horace Ratcliff mxght “do the decent
thing *"and cancel that detention.

Fxgg:ns ‘moved towards the door.

“Pll- trot along and see old: Ratty *’ “he murmured, not

with any ‘degree of assurance, however.

faltered.

’ ﬁxed a stern ‘eye on George

“Good man I’ o b

The study door closed, and the Ieader of the New Hoﬁse
strode along to his Housemaster’s study. “He tapped 6n. thd
door yespectfully—very respectfully. - A harsh, gratmg voxce.
bade him enter.

Mr. Horace Ratcliff was seated at hxs desk cheekmg a
number - of exercises. -From the expression on the House-
master’s face, those exercises had rot come up to the scrateh,
so to speak.

‘I‘I€V t?rned a basilisk eye upon George. Fxggms, . %'

e .

Figgins coughed.

‘“ Excuse me, su'

> he began, “but I've come here—" hé

“So I percene, ” said Mr. Ratcliff dryly. “And you’ va
come at the right moment, boy.” I have been checking the
English history papers, and - yours, partxcularly, F iggins, is
most slovenly executed.” .

~“Oh!” 'Really it ‘seemed that Fxgglns had not chosen a
propltlous moment to make his appeal. -

““Most slovenly!” went on the master of the New Houso.
“A disgrace to your Form.”

“Oh!” Figgins’ vocabulary seemed rather lxmlted

" Mr. Ratchiff treated the hapless junior to a frigid stare.

“T believe: the junior members” of this House are under
detention this afternoon ” he remarked. *Excellentt They
will be able to 1mprove "the shmmg hour with a close smdy
of %ﬂghsh history.”

OB :

. "Mr. Horace Ratcliff looked at his watch It wanted five
minutes to two. .

“You will assemble the New House
room at two o’clock. sharp, -Figgins,’ said.
abseg}t)mg himself will*be dealt with summarily.”

B

uniors in the Form— -
- “Any boy

Mr. Ratcliff turned to the English history papels agam.
But Figgins did not stir.

“Why are you standing there, boy?”’ demanded the New
House master irritably, looking -up frem his desk. “I
thought I told you to assemble the juniors in the Form-
loom'7

luggms fidgeted first on one foot and *hen on the other.

“1—T came here, sir, to ask you a favour.’

It was out now, and the effect it had upon’ ‘M. Herace
Ratcliff was extraordinary. A peculiar expression of amaze~
ment mingled with anger settled on his hard face.

“A favour'?’ he echoed incredulously.

“Yes, sir.’

“ Bless my soul! "Am I to understand that you contem-
plated, for one moment, asking me to caneel the detention, -
Figgins?”’

Mr. Ratcliff had hit the bullseye first time. %gms began
to wish that he hadn’t contemplated asking that favour.
But the ]ong-legged leader ‘of the New House was a s{,lcker&

“You see, sir,” he said, “it’s a half-holiday—"""

“Indeed‘?” 1apped Mr. Ratcliff. “I believe I am aware
of the fact.” a

““ And—and we're frightfully keen to see the \\axworks
show, sir!” blurted -out Figgins.

“The waxworks show?” snapped Mr. Raitcliff. “Is it
possible, boy, that you desire to be. excused detention in
order to visit a waxworks show ?”

“Ye-e-es, sir!”

“Goodness gracious I murmured Mr. Ratecliff, qulte taken’"
aback. The idea of his pupils being interested in a wax-
works show amazed him; the master of the New House

B

- regarded such shows and “others of their kind as abomina-

tions. Whether Mr. Ratcliff had ever been interested in
such attractions during his own sehooldays was unknown.
Indeed, the juniors of the New House were beginning to
believe that, by some strange process.or other, Mr. Ratchff -
had never been a boy. If he had, it had certainly been many
years ago—so, far back as to be entlrely forgotten,

Figgins waited patiently, but not hopefully.

Mr. Rateliff recovered slowly from the shock. Then he
Figgins.
“Boy!” he rapped, and his hand wandered to a cane on

his desk “I wﬂl overlook your impertinence in making
such a request !-
Mr. liff’s tone did not 1mp1y, however, that he overs

looked that * 1mpemnence graciously.

“Then—then you won’t let us off detentlon, su-‘?” asked.
Figgins.

Really it was a dangerous remark to make in the circum-
stances. Mr. Ratchff’'s hand had wandered to the eane. ,
Now his hand closed on the cane, and the master of the New
House rose to. his feet. - L

“How dare you, Figgins!” he rapped “1 have already.
informed you that such a request is 1mpertment and yet
you dare to repeaht Hold out-your hand "

“QOh crumbs!”. Figgine’ face fell.

“Hold out your hand”?
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_the New House juniors were

16 Every Wbdnesday.

Swnsh' -
£ Aud fhe other i snapped the New Housé masier.

Swis!
“Now kmdiy “leave this study and assemble the . boys in -

qqm-rocm at once, F:ggms'
“0 Yes, sir I

C‘.eorge Fxggms deperted from his Housemaster’s study
with a woebegéne face. He squeezed his hands under his
armpits in gsn éndeayour to a.ssua.%d the. pain of those two
stinging cu His ‘mission to Mr. Ratcliff’s study had
hardly been successful. No one knew that better than Kerr
and Fatty Wynn when theu' study- mate apened the door of
their study and marched in

“Licked ?” asked Kerr sympathetlcaﬂy

Fxggms nodded.

he beast ”-éxclaimed Kerr.

“The roiter !’ added Fatty Wynn. “Hard luck, Figgy!”

The leader of the New House juniors explained to his
symputhetlc chums what had transpxred in the Housemaster’s

“The old tyrant{” groaned Figgins. *He's got it in for
us ﬁver that dormitory blzney It was all Cardew’s fault,
really !”

“ Well I wouldn’t say that,” said Kerr thoughtfully.
“Cardew-didn’t know that Ra.tty was coming along.

But Figgins was unreasonable at that moment.

“I tell you ‘it ‘was Cardew’s fault!” he reiterated. “I'm
gomg to make that School House slacker sit up one of these

a y
! “Aﬁem 1 coughed Kerri® “It's time we were -getting
along to the blessed Form- room! Come on, Figgy, let’s
round up the fellows.” -

“And the New House trio vacated the study to ronnd up the
In view of ‘Mr. Ratclifi’s warning, it ill behoved

any junior of the New House to.absent himself from deten-
tion that afternoon, and at two &’clock sharp . there was a full
muster of both Shell and Fourth Form juniors when Mr.

Horace Raicliff stalked in with rustling gown. -
The unpnpul T mster of the New House carried a bundle
un%u hich b goeeeded dributo

of exercises
to their nghtful owners. =

“These exercises are dlsgmcef
Nevi. House master.
And-on no nccount is any boy to leave the Forpi-room before
half-past fo

There was 8 suppressed groan from the New House
junigrs. There would be ne mce of leaving the Form-
room--before that tlme ;f those lish history papers had
to be“done afresh. r.;Ratcgﬁ did npt relent when
he saw the mmemble faces of his pupils; on the contrary,
they seemed: to afford him’ great satisfaction. -

“You .will commence your task!” he rapped. “And 1
need pot remind you that any further slovenhness will: be
dealt with summarily.”

With that Mr. Hotace Ratcliff -rustled towards the door
of the Form-room and took his daﬁm:zu: The momept he
had gone a combined groan from’ the Shell and Fourth Form
juniors went up. At that moment Mr. Horace Ratchiff was
the most unpopular man on earth, and Figgins-& Co. the
most doleful membem ot the Nlew House at St. Jim’s.

’GHAPTER s.'
" French Leave !

1 ANG it!”
H, : - George -Figgins threw down. his pen with-a
esture of disgust, Kerr and a dozen other New
ilouse juniors did the same.

“Hang it!”

It was exactly twenty minutes since Mr. Ratcliff had left
the New House juniors to their task in the Form-room.
Tiggins-& Co. had began their task unwillingly, and as the
minutes~had:. -passed their umvxl!mgness g{ew and g-tew to
rebellious proportions.

“I'm fed-up?’ grewled Figgins. - ) ’
“Same.here!” said Kerr. ’
And there was a general n%ddmg of heads.

d-up. Through windows
of the Form-room came the cheery voices of fellows who
were more fortunate than th Ives. That was sufficient to
make any of them “fed-up,” and the additional reminder
in front of them in the shape of the English History papers
constituted the limit.

-“I'm not ‘sticking it,” growled Figgins, hx‘ngmg his fist

down on the desk with considerable force.
“Boil him!” exclaimed Ken' ﬁercely.
o Burst him I”?

face % uded as he saw .Cardew, Levison, and Clive in the
quad below.. The chums of Study Ne. 9 were setting out: for

“BlowyRaity !”

the waxworks show.
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ins rose to his feet and crossed to the wmdow\ “His
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.“Each boy will write them.om; afresh, 1

#

Price ':M.

;- Figgins shook his fist at Cardew as. Hnt yoith looked up

at_the window. -

The junior eaptain murmured something fo b:s chums
and then came over to the window.

“ghat slilp, Flfg v 7 -

“You jolly we !mdv we re detained,” ‘ww‘}ad' ; Fi" ing
« ATl yous bisssed facly . SR

Cardew looked su nsed

“Oh, bad luck,” he said sympathetically. “I dida’t’ know -
?s ;lt matter of fact, old bean. I fail to see how it is my 4
ati :

Figgms growled.

‘hl;?'u know Ratty came along to the dorm the other -
nlg »

Cardew nodded,

“I do,” he replied. “An’ I yelled a warnin’ to you silly
asses, !mt you didn’t take any notxoa An’ as it wasn't'
exa,ctly wise to linger in the vicinity, I hopped it.”

“Oh!*  Figgins was somewhat mollified. True he hadn’t
. that Cardew had uttereé. but it made a
w ‘x‘md utterad it

heard the warni
dxﬂ'erenoe Aif Car

“You want to bring up your gtdd 4o the
way . he should go,” a,w ed Cardew. <« Now, ‘we had a
'd -give him

tyrant hk;” old Ratty in the 8chool House,
J!p,
%gms “fave clouded aga .
School: House votms ‘are aH ta!k.” he sna.pped
‘;You”youldnifbe u.bTa to Jo da ith Eatty He's too
sharp.
“An’ so iz your. hnmkle," sau! G’c:déw " *T.o0k hete, -
Figgy, oM bean, if you like to-leave it to me, I'll make old

atty sorry for himself. A g‘teat iden is dawnin’ in myx
po‘wsﬁ:l"i’nteliect mor 3
Cardew shook his head sorrewing
ean’t explain the . giddy -whoeeze ]ust niow, » he
murmured % 1t would take too. !ang 0 tell you usin’ words
of one syllable. - But let it go at that, dear man.”
“You .cheeky idiot!” roared Flggms. “H x. werent'

detained T'd come down and lick gbu!”

“N - naughty,” chided -Cardew "gently. - "New'f
t bregk deteﬁm,‘::u know. It

“bave got the nerve.
*tforpet Tve got's -
wheene to down

With an airy wave of the hand Card'ew re)omed Levxs(m
and Clive and sauntered off towa.rds the gates.

Figgins withdrew his head from the window and walked
back to his desk. His face was clouded. -

*You heard that School House worm?® B gt

Kerr and Fatty Wyairnodded.

-*“Ag-goad as said we hadn’t the nerve fo | reak: detentlon )
gr L Figgins.  Blessed if T don’t cut off.” -

“Rntty may pop -in-at any:moment,’ » rema-rked Kerr. “If
he found us mtssmg, ] nhoppet would come down
with a vengeanece.” :

And Fatty Wynn no&deddebtouﬂy.

“1 don’t care!” éxclaimed Flggm's‘iui{amly
doing any more blessed English -History;- snyway.
just as well cut off.”

“It’s a glorious afternoon,” muttemxt Kerr, castmg a
longing glance out of the window.

“And I'm keen on seemg the waxworks show,” said Fatty
Wg‘nn ] 4 x

igeins’_oyes gleame ,

“Let's chance %t; ” he said.

There was a sxlence. what time Fatty Wynn and Kerr
considered the matter.

“Well?” zaid Figgins at Iast

Kerr and Fattv Wynn nodded.

“We'll risk it1” =

The rest-of the detained juniors looked on mtetestedlv
More than a dozen of them were conbempl&tm{z cuttin
detention themselves, It only wanted an ex to pu%
thoughts into action, as it wore. And the exnmple was
provided by George Fxggms

The long-legged leader of the New House tramped towardﬁ,
the door of the Form—room and tugged at the handle.

The door did not B

“He’s locked

“The rotter!” grow, ed Fxggms wreathfully.
the blessed door.”

It was. true. Mr. Ratehff doubtless had a suspicion that
some of the more unruly members of his Honse would not
be above cutting detention, and the master of the New House
had tn.ken the precaution of locking the Form-room door,
But if Mr. Ratcliff imagined that that check would quell
the rebellious juniors. he was doomed to disappointment.
As the scnbe of old has remarked, “four walls do not a
prison make.” If exit by the door was denied E‘wgms &
Co. ‘there was always the window.

True, the exit via the Form-rdoin ‘window was more
dangerous than via the door, for there was a drop of a dozen
feet or more to the quad below But Figgins & Co were

J!

I'm not -
Might

““ Are -you game?”
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. quad.
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s accustomed to taking risks, and a thoughtful builder had

elected to place a drain-pipe just outside the window, down
which a fairly energetic youth could scramble if he had
the mind to. :
Figgins & Co. had the mind to. .
The three juniors crossed to the window and peered out.
The coast was clear. Next minute Figgins was scrambling
over the sill and-clutching at the friendly drain-pipe. After
_.him went George Francis Kerr. . . .
.~ Figgins climbed down that drain-pipe with an agility and
\6ase born of practice. Kerr did likewise.
4 All elear,” murmured Figgins, when his feet touched the
“Get a move on, Fatty!” .

Fatty Wynn next essayed the climb. He lowered his
excessive avoirdupois over the window sill and, with much
puffing and grunting, shinned- down the pipe. His attempt
was not so agile, but the ultimate result was the same, for
he dropped beside his chums at last; breathing hard.

“Good man!” said Figgins. “Now make for the school
ym}l. Can’t go out -of the gates, or old Taggles will spot
us.” . .

With Kerr in the lead, the New House trio crossed to the
school wall. By means of a friendly oak tree they gained

the top of the wall. Glancing back, Kerr grinned as he saw_

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence. following their example.
‘And after the “New Firm ® came half a dozen other New
House juniors. It was a general exodus fr the Form-
room. -
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn dropped to the road and set off
for Rylcombe. The deed was done now and, at the moment,
there were no regrets. . : . :
“This is better,” said Figgins, with a grin, as he strode
out. . - ; : .
“Much better,” agreed Kerr and fs‘atty Wynn.
_“And we’ll see the waxworks show, after all.” :
It was a cheering thought and the New House trio stepped
it out briskly. If Mr. Ratcliff discovered. that they had
broken detention, -retribution in a painful form was certain
to follow. But-that risk had to be taken. By the time
Figgins & Co. had reached the village all thoughts of Mr.
Ratcliff had passed from their minds; that severe gentleman,
they reckoned, was frowsting in his study. In that, however,
Figgins & Co. wére. wrong. Mr. Horace Ratcliff was not in
his study; in fact, he was much nearer his recalcitrant pupils
‘than was good for their health, so to speak. ; -

——

CHAPTER 9.
Mr. Squeers I’

"y ALK up! Walk up!” = B o s
Mr. Jaggers’ stentorian voice awoke the.echoes
of ‘Rylecombe. - = .- .
" Mr, Jaggers' “Famous Waxworks Show * was
causing quite an excitement amongst the villagers. -
“ Admission sixpenee—sixpence only!’ bellowed Mr,
Jaggers. “The finest waxworks show in the wurr-uld 1”

- Mr. Jaggers himself was causing almost as much excite- '

ment as his waxworks show. He was a podgy, middle-aged
gentleman, with a flowing moustache and a red, bloated
face. On his head, stuck at a rakish angle, was a silk hat
many sizes t0o small for him. Around his podgy figure was
s frock ceat that threatened to burst at the buttons at any
moment. His rather big feet were encased in patent leather
shoes; over these were a pair of odd spats. In the black
cravat at his neck glinted on enormous “ diamond ”—at least,
M:. Jaggers fondly hoped that it would be mistaken for a
diamond. After all, no one had seen him purchase it for-the
mndest price of sixpence at a famous universal stores.

“Walk up, ladies and gentlemen!” bellowed Mr. Jaggers.

The ladies and gentlemen walked up all right as far as the
big marquee which housed Mr: Jaggers’ Famous Waxworks
Show, ' but they seemed disinclined ' to proceed. farther.
Perhaps it was due to the fact that farther progress would

. cost them sixpence, or it may have been due to Mr. Jaggers’

comical appearance.

A The finest waxworks show in the wurr-uld!” . called out
. ‘Jaggers modestly.  “Walk up, ladies and gentlemen—
run away, you kids—walk up, walk utpl’
. Thus encouraged, a few members of the crowd paid their

sixpences and passed into the big marquee.

Mr. Jaggers positively beamed when a number of St.
Jim’s. juniors joined the crowd. :
‘“Walk up, young gentlemen!” )
Cardew, Levison, and Clive walked up. After them came
Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake & Co. Mr. Jaggers
rubbed his podg% hands in great satisfaction as ten more
rixpences found their way into his pockets. :
The St. Jim’s juniors passed into the tent. :
“Oh gad!” Cardew started back as he cime face to face
w_lth a fearsome-looking figure standing over six foot
high, whose clothes hung upon a frame that was like a
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skeleton’s. The figure was-labelled “The thinnest Man in
the World !”

“Gave me quite a turn,” breathed Cardew. “I should
say he was the thinnest. Hallo, there’s Henry the Eighth ™.

The chums of Study No. 9 crossed over to a wax figure
clad in a dowdy suit that certainly never resembled anything
that came out of Henry the Eighth’s wardrobe. But the
figure itself was decidedly good. In faét, the majority-of
the wax figures of famous men and women were cleverly
executed; 1t was the dowdy clothes in which they were
garbed that rather spoiled the general effect. Still, that was -
only to be expected if the estimable Mr. Jaggers had any-
thing to do with their dressing. : P ’
. “Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D'Arey, survey-
ing a figure through his celebrated monocle. “Here’s Dick
Turpin!” H

‘“And here’s Dr. Crippen!” exclaimed Blake. L

Arthur Augustus turned to look at his study-mate. Then

e jumped as-a young lady with a.smiling face stood in his

path. )
The elega.nt swell of the Fourth politely raised his topper
and bowed, i . ’

{Continued on next page.)

ATHLETES

TRAIN ON IT

“There is half a"cup*™
of milk in every):

- CADBURY::
BIG MILK D
CHOCOLATE
BAR ; k!

“You can taste the Cream” in'

Cadbury’s Dairy Milk Chaco-!

. late, that's the secret of !
S Wwonderful taste, he,

A great chance to save £4 and have a famous
SELBY All-British Cycle.- stum?eyircher 3-Speed
Gear, Dunlop Cord Tyrés, Lycett Saddle, Hans
Renold Chain, etc. Packed free. Carrage paid.
Divect from factory, Free Trial, Immediate
delivery on payment of Small' Deposit. Easy
Terms, 3d. a day. Money refunded if dissatisfied.
WRITE FOR FREE ART LIST. -

SELBY Mfg. Co., Ltd
o " (Dept. 438), )
21a, FINSBURY STREETY, LQNDON, ETG.R.

Vi
\ |

-
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-%Pm. awfully. sowwy, miss,” he apologised, and.moved
out of the way. . T :
Blake & Co. shricked as they watched their. elegant chum.
“You silly idiot!” roared Blake. . . =7 s

¢ You, chump!” laughed Herries.

“ Weally,- Hewwies——" =~ . .

¢ Fathead!” said Digby. “It's only a wax figure!”

$Oh .cwumbs!” murmured Arthur Augustus; -‘and he
stared at the smiling figure of the wax Iady .unbelievingly. -
But, naturally, the figure did not move. - The ‘expression

- on ‘the face did not change, and it was born in on Arthur

Augustis’ ‘mind at-last that he hdad made a mistake.  The
expression on their noble chum’s facé sent Blake & Co. into
eonvulsions, I v -t Fim e LT "y

“Ha; haj.ha!” £ bl v BEE T

Arthur ‘Augustus turned a crimson face on.them.

“Weally, deah boys,”. he said: warmly, “I fail to see the
weason for this m}'ll)g.ld lgughtah!” ) 3

Bug that was where the noble Arthur Augustus and his
chums differed. Blake & Co. did see the reason, and ‘they
thoroughly ‘enjoyed the joke. . -~ - . : :
- Meantime, Cardéw had seated himself, whilst Levison and
Clive wandered round the marquee “seeing the sights.”
There was a thoyghtful: expression in Cardew’s face which
gave place slowly to a grin. N

“By gad?” hé murmured. ~ “It's a wheoze. = A first-class;
gilt-edged. wheeze, jewelled in every movement, so to speak.”

Whatever that wheeze was it afforded Cardew some amuse-
ment, for when lie rejoined his chums he was grinning.”

““What’s the giddy joke?” asked Lerisom "

“Tell you later, old Jbean,

” answered Uardew. ‘Hallo,
here come “those -‘New House asses. They must have cut
detention 17 - - 2T e

Figgins & Co. strolled in’at the tént door, looking and

feeling™ very pleased with themselves, And at their entry
Cardew, Levison, and Clive .made their exit. “They had
made a tour of the place and seen everything there was to
see. But instead of heading straight for the bunshop as
Cardew had previously arranged, that cheery youth walked
up to Mr. Jaggers and drew him on ofie side.

* Excuge me, Mr. Jaggers—"" - .
. The proprietor beamed a friendly smile on the elegant
Juag of £ Fourfff;*}fm S B TR

Have -you: enjoyed the show, young sie?’ .=, o o

“Immensely,” returned Cardew. ‘But migmi‘lﬁ
make a suggestion?”’ :

Mr. Jaggers- beamed.

“Why, certainly, sir!” .

“You’re a bpsiness man,” drawled Cardew, much to
Levison’s and Cliva's:amazement. - “An’ I've got a proposi-
tion to make $o you. =« v : ‘e ,

"Mr: Juggets “oyed the * immaculate “St.- Jim’s /junior
curiously.. That Cardew ‘was_well supplied with that useful
commodity cash was written all over him. His clothes were
well cut, his very manner seemed to suggest affluence. And
Mr. Jaggers. thought only of pounds and shillings and
gemgi‘viemmz the word “proposition ” was made in his
earing. B R T 5 ’

“Go ahead, young sir!” = = . ; )

Cardew’s face was deadly-serious. . T T

“Have you ever heard of Mr. Squeers—Mr. Wackford
Squeers, my dear sir?” et B

Mr. Jaggers. contemplated for a moment.

‘,‘Ca.n’t s‘y;l Dﬁ:e..” RN i )

Cardew looked ‘surprised. = )

“Then you haven’t read Charles Dickens,” he remarked.

“No. I met a ‘chap named-Bert. Dickens once,” said Mr.
Jaggers thoughtfully. - “"E was & rare ’and at juggling—-"

Cardew shook hishead. =~ . . .. e

“No relation, I'm sure!” he explained. ““Charles Dickens
was a famoeus writer.” -

“Was ’c?” said Mr. Jaggers, without a great show of
interest. TomTreTm e S T T

“He was,” continued Cardew. ' “He provided us with
such wondrous tales as ¢ Oliver Tirist,’ ¢ A Christmas Carol,’
¢ The -Pickwick Papers,” ‘ Nicholas Nickleby,” an’ heaps -of
others™ - E o S

“Did he now?” exclaimed Mr. Jaggérs, wondering where
all this was Teading him. : ) _

Cardew ‘nodded: Levison and Clive exchanged + lances.
What: their.study-mate was driving at was beyond them.
.“Now, in- ¢ Nicholas Nickleby,” . said Cardew, {*there was
& character. with® the name of Wackford Squeers. He ran's
school called Dotheboys Hall.” J = -
C4Did 'e 2%, I . g s R
.“He did,” . said - Cardew. ‘“This Mr. Squeers was a
regular old tyrant; used to.whack his pupils every day as a
matter of principle. Now, a wax figure of this celebrated
Mr. Wackford Si\&eers would prove a tremendous draw in a
show like yours, Mr, Jaggers.” ~--. ... = . 7
Mr. Jaggers looked doubtful, " ;

3y~

I don’t know, so-muchl” ~ .
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Clive and sauntered away.

.. Price 2d.,

. “That’s .because you haven’t read ¢ Nicholas Nickleby:
But .?ﬁéllions .of people#‘_have‘ iﬁené,.it, old -bean, - an’ eve’;-y. ‘
one of them carries in ‘mi im £ i
M& Wsckford Squeers."“ l?m an image of the tyrannical
r.. Jaggers was all af sea. He began to imagine that
Ra,lph Reckness Cardew was a trifle- “g)uche'd\.l” gine T
“But I don't see——"" he began. *
Cardew cut him. short by pul%’ing'a. well-filled wallet from

his ic;ck . i = i Ey
. “Lookhere, Mr: Jaggers,” he said easily.. “I like yom .2.
I like your gﬁpw,. what? . Now, I wauld -particularly 1ikd*~ :
you to exhibit a wax figure of this -Mr. Wackford Squeers.
H you will do me the favour of:sayin’ how much such a
ﬁigﬁu;? would cost to make I shall-be most-happy to foot the

Mr. Jaggers’ eyes opened wide. Never in all the course
of his chequered career had. he encountered such & person. as
Ralph ‘Reckness Cardew.- Bui Mr. Jaggers always kept an
oye on the main chance. He h#d no. doubt that Cardew
was quite mad, but Mr. Jaggers was prepared to humour
hll‘I‘l for ‘a consideration, -

. “I dunno that I could allow that,” he said in a tone which
mgh?ated the contrary. **You see, a wax figure costs any- -
thin’ up to a tenner to make.” -

(‘;n,rdew plucked two five-pound notes from his wallet.

- “‘Dear man, don’t let that disturb you,” he said, gmshing-
the two notes;into the amazed Mr. Jaggers’ palm. * Money
is no object./ I sim ly want your guarantee that you will
humour this’ little whim of mine an’ make me a wax figure
of }Wr. Wackford Squeers.” . 3

| “Bless your “eéart and sdul, sir!” ‘exclaimed Mr. Jaggers
in a burst of friendliness. “I'll do anythin' to oblige .a
young gent like you, sir.” & o

Which was undoubtedly true. Mr. Jaggers was prepared

tokgnake wax figures for the rest of his life at & tenner a time.

What’s this here Mr. Squeers look like?” he asked

Cardew ;

) C;.tdew smiled. - b

. “I've got a photograph of him,” he said. “Quite a goed

photograph, showin’ bfm in a royal rage. T'll bring it

along to-day, old bean.” A I
.“Which you're very kind, youna sir:® =~ - . =
“Not_at all,” said Cardew. “I'm born that way, you

A aflen e m 0 tak you o make s wax Sgure

e stuc

MX Jagi{g‘ers ﬁonsﬁé!:(iéd S R R T

“A week at the outside,” he said, after a pause.

Cardew shook his head. = = o s g

“That’s too long,” he said. “Can’t you put in a bit of
overtime on the job an’ get the giddy thing finished by
Saturday ?” s " . . i g

He pushed another five-pound note inbe.the astonished
Mr. Jaggers’ hand.” :Reelly; it. was wonderfal how ‘quigkly
M. J.aggers changed his mind . io. accommodate Cardew’s
whimsical fancy. S . ‘

“Of course, sir, if you particularly want it done by
Saturday—" = . '

“I do?” said Cardew emphatically. *What's more, I can
promise 'you that everyone at Si. Jim’s will come along an’
see it. You sce, they all know Mr. Wackiord Squeers, of
Dickens’ fame,” he added hastily. . -

“Oh!” Mr, Jaggers’ eyes lit yp.. If every boy at St.
Jim’s came along to see his shnw‘%b@.:' would mean a con-
siderable profit to -him. Trade net being particularly good
in. the waxwork line Mr. Jaggers was. prepared 4o _jump at
the chance. - L = i

-*T"1- guarantee. at least a hundred and fifty fellows will
come: along, dear man,” said Cardew, watching the show-
man’s face closely. “That’s a hundred and fifty sixpences,
you know. . N
- “Three pound fifteen,” said Mr, Jaggers, with a light-
ning-like calculation., iy ’ o -

“Js that so?” drawled Cardew. “Well, Mr. Jaggers, you
may bank on that sum, providing you have the figure ready
by~ then.”
¥ You rely-on me, sir,” said Mr. Jaggers. He was more than
convinced nbow that Cardew was mad, and that his proper
place was in a home for imbeciles. Still, a -man expexi-
encing hard times could not afford to sniff at the propositiRuy-
this peculiar schoolboy had made, especially when it Wmas—~
backed up with hard cash. - 3

“You'll do the trick, what?” drawled Cardew. *“Good
man! Tl trot down the photograph an’ the necessary
clothes for-the figure in an heur’s time.” ‘

“Very good, sir!” . o

Cardew smiled, linked his arms in those of Levison and
) . He left behind him a_very:
astonished proprietor of a waxworks. show—very. astonished,
but - considerably better off from his meeting with Ralph
Reckness Cardew. S £t s

“Off his bloomin’ nut !” was Mr. Jaggers’ private opinion
i)i_ ,Cl}at"glew when that worthy was gone.. “Loony! Abso-
utely ! e :
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And- at that monient Levison and Clive ‘were' alniost of
the same opinion as the éstimable Mr. Jaggers.. - E

CHAPTER 10. - .
: A Near Thing! . -
HAT the thump’s the idea, Cardew 2’

66
Ui Levison asked that question of his chum just
TR as they were out of earshot of Mr. Jaggers.
e -- Cardew grinned. -
sl . “Nothin’ much,” he drawled.
. old Ratty, dear men, that’s all.” -
‘ “Oh, don’t -be so jolly mysterioas about it!” said Clive.

“Just a wheeze agb.ihs_t

.ll
Mr. Jaggers?”

Sidney,” 'said Cardew. “Yeu see, it’s like this. Figgy an’
his crowd of asses have been gettin’ it in. the neck-of late; |
the dear Ratty has been trampin’ the giddy warpath with
a vengeance.”
Clive grunted. =

“That’s nothing new,” he remarked. ;

“Exactly,” drawled Cardew. “But we are taught by our
wise preceptors always to extend the giddy hand to- those
who are less fortunate than ourselves, what? In this case,
it is an accepted fact that when brains an’ things were

being served out they for6t the New House—"’
Levison and Clive grinned. ) :
“This is not a laughin’ matter, dear men,” went on
Cardew seriously. - “ Without brains a fellow is labourin’
under a fearful handicap. Such is the deplorable state of
affairs obtainin’ in the New House casual ward. Figgins
an’ his pack simply haven’t-got the grey matter to take their
old tyrant of a Housemaster an’ squat on him. But, as I
‘have remarked before, at every emergency some clever
johnny appears from somewhere-or other an’ tackles some-
thin’ that has bafiled his fellow-creatures——"
“What on earth are you gassing about?”
Cardew came to a halt. - - . : 3
“Just take a- look at your noble skipper, dear men,” he
‘'remarked. “Cannot you see the genius simply oozin’ out of
him? Cannot you percéive the man specially endowed by
nature to come to the rescue of those unfortunate'balf-wits
f¥4he New House?”
*“Clive snorted. - . . o
. | “I see a thumping idiot,” he exclaimed candidly, “who is
. like a sheep's head—all jaw !»
Whereat Ernest Levison grinnad,
Cardew wagged an admonishing forefinger at his chums.
“There you do me a grave injustice,” he said. “It has
been given to me to down old Ratty in such a way as will
take him a whole term at least to recover from the shogk.
In short, dear men—for I see your powers of patience are
wearin’ fearfully thin—there will be exhibited. in Mr.
Jaggers’ remarkable waxworks show a lifelike effigy of the
. exegﬁl‘l}:a Mr. Horace Ratcliff, M.A.—" . :
. A light was beginning to dawn in the minds of Cardew’s
chums just then.

What’s Ratty got to do with Mr. Wackford Squeers and )

-“REverythin’ in the world at the moment, my dear[
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- 4If Mr. Jaggers labours under- the impression that-the
effigy is a true likeness of that tyrant of tyrants, Mr. Wack- -
ford " Bqueers, what can a fellow do?” added Cardew, by
way of explanation. ‘“After all, unless I'm mightily mis-
taken, the estimable Mr. Jaggers’ on> concern in life is the
accumulation of filthy lucre. He already is satisfied, old
beans; it now rémains for us to be satisfied.”

" ¥0Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Levison.

il 7

Blows fairly rained upon Qrundy as Ralph Reckness Cardew
came at him with all the fury of " a tiger. The end seemed
imminent, and it was not long in coming, Thud! Grundy’s
head shook back, his knees sagged under him, and he
dropped to the floor—knocked out ! (See hapter 6.)

“What a rag!” said Clive, bursing into a roar of laughter.

Cardew bowed mockingly. :

“Thank you, old beans, for the slight applause. T ex-
pected more !”? =

“My hat I” roared Levison. “You’'ll get all the applause
you want when that effigy is put up for public exhibition.”

“But you’ll have to be thundering careful,” observed
(};lf,ve. “It would mean the sack if the Head got to hear of
it. : ’

Cardew shrugged. his shoulders. : i

“That js all in the game, dear men,” he said. «Here is
the New House labourin® under the tyrant’s yoke. In the
circumstances, is it not worth while to take a risk ?”

It was a risk, and no one better than either Levison or
Clive knew how grave it was. Japing such an august per-
sonage as a Housemaster was tantamount almost to twisting
a lion’s tail—and japing him in such a public fashion as
Cardew contemplated was something even worse,

“You like the idea, what?” drawled Cardew.

-“It’s a terrific jape,” said Levison. “But—"

“A topping. rag,” satd Clive slowly. “But—?"

“Then leave the rest to your uncle,” said Cardew.

“Ratty will be tearing his hair,” began Levison. “He's
Oh, my hat}” .

He broke off with that exelamation and pointed along
the road. Striding towards the trio was the angular figure
of Mr. Horace Ratcliff. It needed no thought-reader to
discover what was in the mind of the unpopular master of
the New House. Having had occasion to down to the
village, it_had occurred to the suspicious-minded master of
the New House that he might just as well look in at the
waxworks show to see if any junior member of the New
House had “cut” detention, Such a thought woeuld not
have occurred to the majority of the masters at 8t. Jimr's;
most.of them believing in meeting trouble when it came
along, and not giving up their leisure morhents to_seeking
it. But Mr. Ratcliff was different, very different, from his
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colleagues, as was instanced when he had iockﬂed the Form-
room door upon his pupils a short time back.

“Oh gdd!”’ exclaimed Cardew, eyein i the approaehmg
figure with mxsgwmg “Ten to one he’s goin’ to drop in
at the show !”

Levison and ClIve nodded.

“An’ Figgins an’ his crowd are there,” said Cardew. “ An’
so are Redfern an’ his crush; they went in just before I
had my talk with Mr. Jaggers.” .

“They get spotted for a certamty, said Levison
xiously.

Cardew shsok bis he

“Nsa, they wgn‘ﬁ"‘ re plied. “You two cut back an’

give ‘em a tip, - I'll look wfter old Ratty. Tell Figgy & Co.
to take the other road. Don’t waste time askin’ questions,
dear men,” he_add “Just- do the farewell

ok ed anxiously.

tr. e

: noititae to stmnsfhl‘i‘athen. Mx;i
Raizei:ﬁ xﬂs‘mﬂ about twerty yards away, se Levison and"
Clive tock: letveyof Cardew:in as nsturul a manner u they

could muster and wall _:ly back to Mr. J aggers™ show~

strolled towards' Mr. Ratcliff. The
er of the New House gave him a grim
as the junior skipper capped him, and was
about:to strr&e on’ ‘whm Cardew called lum
“ Excuse me, sir!” .
Mer. Ratchﬁ mﬁpped and faced about
bt What 13 it, boy ?”
believe, the rule at St. Jim’s,” druseled Cazdew,
keepmg nne eye-on the roed that lay behind Mr, Rateliff,
“for a Form master to: cnhghten any of his pups,ls who are
in doubt ‘about_anythin’.”
Mr. Ratehiff glared.

waste on

A

Cardew 7’ he asked auspxewus!y\ .

Cardew’s_face a(pressed surprise.
“ Certainly not, sir,” he replied.

- “And do you think the highway th ﬁroper place to ask .

ueh queqttons" asked Mr. Ratcliff, with glinting eyes.
ost-certainly, far ? - drawled Cardew, “if the matter is

of any importangce.,”. 3

ho New House Finster's-fsce M grim,

he didn’t_consider the King’s hlghw&y a desn'sb{e lace to-

ask questions. Still, as a master, he had to 1ndulg’s€ardew

to a certain extent.

“And what matter is it of such importance, Cardew, that
occupies your mind on a half-holiday?” he asked, with
biting sarcasm. “And why should you elect to waste my
time? "Why not_ask' Mr. Railton, your own Housemaster ?”

Cardew, still keeping an eye on Mr. Jaggers' show-
ground, noticed with relief that. Flgxms &.Co: and Redfern
& Co. had cauticusly made their exjt-and hurried round to
another road that would take them back to St. Jim's.

“I’ve just been to the waxworks show, sir,” said Cardew
languidly. “There’s an excellent effigy of Kin Henry the
Eighth—you  know, sir, the merry monarch who had
umpteen wives !”

“ What—what 1 exclaimed: Mr. Ratcliffi in amazement.

“Do you dare to sto? me to talk about such stupid matters
as waxwork effigies?

“One moment, su',” went on Cardew coolly. “This is 'a
matter a.ﬁectm’ one’s general knowledge, You see, sir,
dear old Emest says most positively that old Henry had
eight wives—"

“Upon my soul!”

“An’ dear old Clive, he’s a fmghtful swot at Enghsh
geography—I mean hxsﬁory——sa.ys equally positively that old
Henry had nine wives. I think dear old Sidney got a
trifle mixed thinkin’ of the jolly old cat with nine lives,
wha.t?"’

Ratcliff’s- eyes. nearly. started out of their sockets.
To thmk that a junior of the Schoo! House should engage
him in a conversation as to. the number of wives Henrg
the Eighth had possessed, on such an occasion and in suc
a place, left -him: almost ess. He stared down at
Cardew’s impassive -face wit expresston very much like
that of the.-fabled Gorgon.

Cardew, however, - bore the serutiny without a ﬂxcker ‘of
the face.

“Boy I” stormed Mr. Rafoliff. “Boy! Are you out of
your senses, or is this a piece of impertinence ¥”

“Neither, sir,” answered Cardew demurely. “A trifle
out with my figures, that’s all. - You see, sif, I had a well-
deveioped idea that old Henry had six wxves, but I'm
beginnin’ to entertain doubts now.”.

Mr. Ratclif was begmmng xo entertain ﬂoubts as to
Cardew’s" sanity.. But that imperturbable junior’s next
weords more than indicated that Cardew was indulging in
one of his whimsical leg-pulls. Even Mr. Ratéliff had heard
of Cardew’s reputahon 4n that direction.

“QOf course, sir,” ?said Cardew, watching fhe master 8 face
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_tent, to the astonishment of Mr. J rs, he f
Are you attempling e pke ki ‘a Housemaster, _ %

- Awa,
=~ % Hear, ha&r’”
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critically, “if you_ are in an equal dilemme an’ cannot

satisfy the cravin’ for knowledge of ignorant.youth, I have.

no other recourse but to repeat the guestion to my own
Housemaster !”

But that remark proved too much for- Mr. Ratcliff. He
had no doubt now that his august leg- had been pulled. The
thought angered him beyond. measure. Before Cardew

. _knew what was hs‘ppemng Mr. Horace Ratcliff was

somethin, blic that perhaps no master at Sf. 3'15’
lhasd eve;{r n inown to do. He boxed Cardew’s ears! ® '32‘;
mac 2

Cardew sta,ggered to ong stde under the 1mpact of that
terrific swipe.

Smack !

Cardew staggered back to his ongmai posmon as Mr.
Rateliff- followed up his left-handed swipe with & right-
handed one.

“Yooooop !” gasped Cardew.

“Bey! Wretched boy!” stormed Mr. Ratclif. “How

dare you! How dare you play such an impertinent prank

on a master !

It seemed to be the New ‘House master’s intention of
boxing Cardew’s ears again, but he restrained the impulse,
fortunately for Cardew.

“You young rascal!” thundered Mr. Ratcliff, almost
beside himself with rage. “I shall report this“tp your
House:r}aster' Go, before I am tempted to bom yonr ears
again !”

Cardew did not need a second blddmg. He weni.

And Mr. Rateliff, a sour exprm on his hatchet

" features, strode on towards Mr. J aggers’ * Wazworks Show.

Needless to say, when the unpopular.master of the New
House poked his hajchet features rousd the oi tke;
sign

of Flggllls & Co., or any other New

Undoubtedlj Cardew had saved the sﬂzat:on for

& Co., for by .the time Gardew arrived sk St. Jim's
uths were onoe more in their ?mm}&img
- English history papers.as if fora.wager. -
P oliy decent of Cardew [” said ¥i 9 Kert s
exclaimed the Seot:
how he managed to- keap old

Won»”

P

But tbe "hows ” and “wheref@te “"House
Juniors learned an hour or so later. - that time
Cardew, having collected a large photograph of Mr. Rateliff
which Manners of the Shell had taken an one cccssion when
the New House master was chastising-a junior im the quad,
and also havmg coﬁected a cap and .gown from that sugust
gentleman’s wardrobe, had cycled down to Mr. J aggers and
handed these articles over.

Mr. Jaggers was still of the opinion that Ra.lph Reckness
Cardew was quite mad, but he had given that whimsical
youth his word that the-efigy would be completed by the
Saturday, as promised, and that it would bear a likeness
to the photo aph of ““Mr, Wackford Squeers” that his own
mother wouldn’t -have failed to ise him. Wherent

Ralph Reckness Cardew had cycled slowly back to St. Jim’s _ -

thoroughly satisfied that his great, wheeze for a master-rag
on Ratty was now well under Of the risk- he was
running the nonchalant skipper of the Lower School -never
%?ve a thought. Cardew was interested ;. that was enough.
the “interest,” 50 to sgneak in another form, that was to.
spring from his darmg eeze only the future could tell.

CHAPTER 11.
Ratty Waxes Waxy !

€ ALK up' Walk up 1 ~

. Mr. Jaggers was doing a roaring trade,
It was the Saturday - afterncon following
Cardew’s initial visit to the waxworks show, and
a constant stream of fellows from St. Jim’ s—ia-fs of the
Second and Third,. Jumors of the Fourth and Shell, seniors
of the Fifth and Sixth , and even such elevated pers
as prefects—trekked towards Mr. Jaggers’ establishme
e proprietor was beaming good nature. Why over™a
hundred schoolboys should be attracted to his show simply
to seo an effigy of Mr. Wackford Squeers—a person of
whom Mr. Jaggers himself had never heard, uniil Cardew
had approached him—was beyond his comprehension. - Not
that that mattered. What did- mntte;;, as Mr. J aggers con-
fided to one of his assistants, was the “durocks.” And that,

=

. in the form of sixpences, were tollmg in at 3 ternﬁc rate. .

“ Reoord atfendance, what’
Tt was the drawlin
ﬂaat Jumor “plucked
a beaming smile.
Mr Jaggers beamed back. )
© I duuno the whys and wheremres of xt young su'

voigce of Rulph Reckness Cardew as
r. Jaggers by the elbow. ‘and g'ave

~



‘he said, with an expansive mmle “but you’ve done somethin’
tfiut I've never done in me life before. Why, young su',
ou’d make your fortune in the waxworks game !”

“Do you think sa?” drawled- Cardew “T'll bear that
seriously in mind.”

-~ Levison and Chve, who were with thexr stutly mate,
grinned.

“Come on, let’s i et in 1" said the ‘former.

Mr Jaggers winked, as 4 terrific roar of laughter came
from a score or more -throats from- within the big
marquee. .

“They seem amused, them' boys of your school.”

“Pil beﬁ they are if the et‘ﬁgy is like the photograph,”

said Cardew.

“It’s come out a treat, sir,” said Mr. Jaggers. “It looks
the real’ thmg, espemally with them clothes you so kindly
gaye me for it.

‘ “Good man,” dra.wled Cardew. “Come on, Sldney, an’

- you, Ernie; let’s join the merry thrtmg-—whn,t"

The trio passed into the tent.

" Quite thirty -fellows from 8t. Jim’s were msxde the-tent
already, for the news had been broadcast by Baggy Trimble
just as Cardew had planned, that there was a wonderful
figure of Mr. Horace Ratcliff on view in Jaggers’ show
that afterneon. How it had got there was known only to

n few That it was there was the main thing. And,

ge by the roars of laughter that went up from the St

Jxm s Tellows, that effigy was the “ goods.”
Cardew pushed his way through the crowd. Then he
lsn‘;rst mto & roar of }a.ughter ag he gazed at Mr Wackford
ueers. >
ba, B 1”
n -and «Chve joined in that spontaneous roar of

—Jberriment, -

Inside Mr. wachﬁ’ar wn wis an exact double of that
Jearned gentleman. '1%:1:3 was an expression- of feromity
the wax faee: tl{et many & St. Jim's fellow had seen
re. On fop of the wax figure was a mortar hoard, set

'%Mh"ﬂ: ~angle.. In one of the wax hands was

birch. To eomplem the picture there
placed at the figure’s feet whick bore the

Arthur A tus D'Arcy j ped as a you

smiling tdce stood in his path. The tw.li
raised his topper, and bowed. ¢
Blake & Co. shr

sing
(S:eg{'ham

miss,” he
wmﬁed their elegant chum apo
figure. ‘“Ha, ha, ha!?

™ ‘WACKFO! SQUEERS,
Beloved by NoboﬁyE%ated by All!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yan't it rich?” -

“He, he, he!® ’

“Ratty to the life, what?” drawled Cardew. “I wonder
how the thing came here?” he added thoughtfally, at which
there was a fresh roar of laughter from those:juniors who
were ‘““in the know.”

Tom Merry drew Cardew on one side._ . )

“I say, old scout, it’s rich!"™ said Tom, with tears of
merriment running down his face. “ Absolutely it!”

“Rather 1” chimed in Monty Lowther and Manners.

“But there will be the deuce to pay 1£ old Ratty sees it t”
added Tom.

Cardew grmned

“Oh, 'he’s coming to see it!” he mmarked with a drawk
“XKnox is outside, old beans; you can bet your.sweet life
that once Knoxy gets his giddy optrcs on this he’ll be off
to %}h Jim’s as fast as he can travel.”

“ ’7

The faces of Tom Merry & Co. grew serious. A rag was
all right in its way, but. if Mr, Ratclifi shouldsee this effigy
of himself, serious trouble was certain to follow. But that
did not detract from ‘Cardew’s -enjoymenit of the aﬁan‘, if
one was to Judge by the expresiion on his fa.ce

“Ha, ha, ha}* :

This time the roar of luughter came from a_crowd oi New
House juniors. Figgins & Co. had almost jumped clear of
the floor when they first set eyes on that remarkeble image.
For one moment they imagined that they were in the
presence of Mr. Horace Ratchff himself.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!”

“What a rag!”

“Ratty to the life!” ) ,

“How did it get here?” 5

That last query came in & chorus, bui; F&ggms & Co. did
not join in it. 'They were staring at Cardpw fixedly.

Figgins strade over to that imperturbable youth.
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" abandoned way peculiar to fags.

with Mr. Ratcliff.

22 Every 'Wednesdo,y. ,

“Is that the great stunt you weré talking about the other-
day?” he asked.

Cardew nodded.

“It is. Good—what?” )

“Rather!” exclaimed Figgins and his chums, .

“But there’ll be the deuce to pay for it,” said Figgins a

,moment later. :

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“Think so, old bean? What’s the odds, anyway? There’s
no pleasure without pain, you know.” 5

By this time the big marquee was prictically filled with
8t. Jim’s fellows..- The fags roared with laughter in that
The ‘Shell and Fourth-
Formers were not far behind in that respect. Even the
Fifth could not:restrain their merriment. And the Sixth
almost forgot their dignity as to laugh nearly as long, if
not as loudly, as the fags. : :

There  was no doubt about it; Cardew’s “rag' was a
great success. There was no doubt about it eirther that
Gerald Knox would report the matter to Mr. Ratcliff, for
Cardew, keeping an eye on the unpopular prefect, saw him
grin as he looked at the effigy, then burst into laughter.
After that, Knox backed to the door of the tent and was

_soon striding back to St. Jim’s.

‘Knox was not above currying favour with a master at
any time, let alone the New House master, The prefect
had enjoyed the rag as well as anyone, but he felt that he
could derive a double benefit from seeing it and reporting
the affair to Mr. Ratcliff. Strictly speaking, it was the
duty of a prefect to report this affair to the master con-
c%rge‘ti, although Knox was not acting from a strict sense
of duty. el S o .

. He found Mr. Ratcliff closeted with Dr. Holmes and Mr.
Railton, checking_a pile of examination papers.

Dr. Holmes looked up irritably_as Knox intruded.

“What is it, Knox?”

Gerald Knox explained.

The faces of the three masters wore extraordinary ex-
pressions when the ’prefect had finished.

“Gaod gracious !” gasped Dr. Holmes. .

“Is it possible?™ murmured Mr. Railton. -

“Some wicked young' réprebate—~—" began Mr. Ratcliff,
almost dancing up and down in his wrath. B o

Dr. Holmes stayed him with a gesture.

“Pray calm yourself, my dear Ratcliff,” he remﬁiéttﬁed. 5

“There is no need to julp to conclusions. There must be
some mistake.”

“Extuse me, sir,”

situation. - “The wax -effigy couldn’t have been made more
like Mr. Ratcliff if he had sat for it himself!”

“Wha-a-at ?”

“I mean, it’s so life-like, sir,” added Knox, »

Dr. Holmes reached for his hat. :

“This needs looking into without delay, gentlemen,” he
said. “We will leave these papers. Come!”

He donned his coat, what time Mr. Railton and M.
Ratcliff, the latter almost foaming at the mouth, hurried
out for their hats and coats. ' : :

In less than five minutes the three masters were tramping
down to Mr. Jaggers’ waxwork shéw. e

That gentleman himself was absent when the trio arrived.
Doubtless he was improving the shining hour in expending
some of his profitsTin liquid refreshment at the local tavern.

‘* Sixpence, please!” r

Mzr. Jaggers’ assistant stepped in front of Mr. Rateliff—
that gentleman beixg’ in the lead—as the three nasters drew
level with the tent flap, - o

“Sixpence, indeed !” snorted Mr. Ratcliff, and he brushed
aside Mr. Jaggers’ assistant as if he had been a fly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” An earsplitting roar of laughter greeted
the ears of the three masters as they moved inside the tent.
Mr. Ratcliff’s thin features were purple.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ’

“Ratty to the life!”

Mr. Railton. drew his colleague by the arm.

“Calm .yourself, Ratcliff,” he whispered. S

The New-House master gulped something in_his throat,
and his hand tightened on his walking cane. Without see-
ing the effigy of which Knox had spoken, he knew now that
in some unaccountable fashion it bore some likeness to him.

Another storm of cheering came to a sudden dismayed
climax as Dr. Holmes pushed his way through a crowd of
St. Jim’s fellows who were surrounding a wax figure. 'And
as the Head’s eyes took in that amazingly life-like figure
he jumped.

“Bless my soul!” he gasped. “What an extraordinary

. likeness!”

“Oh—ah!” As Mr. Railton gazed at_the Wax effigy he
was hard put to it{to restrain a smile, But it was different
“Monstrous ! Libellous1” » . .
The New *House master gave one prolonged, horrified
Tue Geu LisrarY,.—No. 1,053,
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stare at that wax figure, with the upraised cane, and then,

in a burst of ungovernable anger and fury, he jumped at
it like a cat springing on a mouse, - .

Whack !

The New House master’s cane descended on the mortar-
board and sent it flying. o )

Whack ! -
_Another swipe almost decapitated the head. The figure
presented a more extraordinary appearance than ever w3
The wax head, supported only by a number of thin wif®s
now reclined at an angle of forty-five degrees from the
shoulders. * The sight proved too much for the St. Jim’s
juniors. They burst into another roar of laughter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Whack ! T

Dancing about: like a dervish, Mr. Ratcliff aimed another

* vigorous swipe at his “ double.” This time he wires support-

ing the head parted, and the head rolled down to the floor
and came to rest at the feet of Dr. Holmes:

That learned gentleman gazed at it in horror,

“Oh, ye gods!” breathed Figgins & Co.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Oh, my head !”

;;Ha,Hh:fl,n hat” . .

r. Holmes collected himself. Hg keld up an imperious

hand. There was a thunderous expression o:x: his facg as-he
gazed at his pupils. s

“This is monstrous!” he said sternly. “How dare you
boys stand there and make that ridiculous noise. " Leave
this—this tent at once and return to school. At once!”

“Oh, gad!” murmured Cardew. “This is where we do
the disappearin’ trick !” . -

I;l a noisy swarm the 8t. Jim’s fellows poured out at the
exit. i

Meantime, Mr. Railton bad taken the infuriated Mr.
Ratcliff forcibly by:the arm and drawn him away. It was
just as well, for-the New House master seemed inclined to
wreck the place.

“My dear Ratcliff,” said Mr. Railton. “Calm yourself!”

“I—I—I—" stormed Mr. Ratcliff. - TH—T1l prosecute!
Libel! T'll sue for damages! I'll—”

“What's all this ’ere?” * |

It was Mr. Ja

was Mr. Jaggers. . waa o
That podgy gentleman moved unsteadily on his feet. Evi-

“dently hée had imbibed not wisely but too well.” But when
he saw the damage that had been done to his wax effigy -

of Ng Wackford Squeers he was consumed with a mighty
wrath, 5 o . .

“Who did that?” he demanded, prancing about in war-
like fashion. “Hic! Who did it?” .

Dr. Holmes eyed him sternly.

“This is a serious matter, my good man,” he said quietly.
“ A master of St. Jim’s has been grossly held up to public
ridicule with that abominable figure——"

“Eh?” blinked Mr. Jaggers from bleary eyes.

Mr. Rateliff danced up to him in a towering wrath.

“How" dare you!” he roared, shaking his fist in the face
of the showman. “How dare you! I shall claim damages,
heavy damages for this, my man!” . -

“Oh, will you?” said Mr. Jaggers truculently. *“An’
who’s going to pay this ’ere damage—hic—that’s what I want
to know—hic!” .

And he shook a dirty, podgy fist right under Mr. Rat-
cliff’s nose. What all the trouble was about Mr. Jaggers
was not quite certain. The amount of liquor he had con-
sumed had not improved his eyesight. Certainly he had not
yet recognised the remarkable likeness Mr. Ratcliff held to
the wax figure of “Mr. Wackford Squeers” or vice versa.
All Mr. Jaggers knew was' that one of the biggest “draws”
he had ever put into his wazworks show had been destroyed.
That being so, somebody had to pay for it. -

“P1l ‘have the law on you for this!” he roared. * That
;her’e—hic—ﬁgure cost pounds! Tll—hie—TI'll hic—~T'll—

ict” ) 5

Really it seemed that Mr. Jaggers’ vocabulary was reduced
to “Hic!” Dr. Holmes motioned to his colleagues. i

“Let us go,” he said quietly. “We will investigatexm
matter when the wretched man is sober!” <., N

““But, sir—" began Mr. Ratcliff, intoxicated with rage
almost as mpch as Mr. Jaggers was with liquor. “T'Il—

“Come !”" Gently but firmly Dr. Holmes and Mr. Railton
drew Mr. Ratcliff away. At the door of the
Holmes turned and faced the befuddlgd Mr. Jaggers. =

“You will hear more of this,” he said. -“X ‘wotild"
you, my good man, to retire until you are sober!”-

“Oh, would you—hic—would yow—hie!®" - =

But the Head of St. Jim’s could stand it no longer.
was nothing to be gained by staying-in- the-presen:
Mr. Jaggers that afternoon, at any rate.  'With Mr. Ral

between them, Dr. Holmes and Mr. Raillon walked back to -

the school.” And their conversatton waf&&‘fgﬁﬂm LA

“ Monstrous !”




“ Abeminable I

“8candalous!” n ) ’

That summing up, so to speak, was not in keeping with
what St. Jim's:;as a whole thought of the affair. As a
contrast, a fag, & jumior, and a sénior, could have been
heard to say in tbsi% respective order : : S

“Spitﬁug l”, g = .

“The jape of tHe term!” o

# ZWhat a giddy rag!® . : Co o
“And the instigator of that rag received the hearty thumps
2 of congratulations that juniors from the School House and
New House showered upon him with commendable modesty
= and fortitude. Whether he would receive the thumps of a
™ different nature, which were destined to shower on him at
no far distant date, with as much fortitude remained to be
seen. ’ -

2 an —_——

‘ CHAPTER 12.
Just Like Cardew !

6 HAT’S happenin’, dear men?”
W Ralph Reckness Cardew looked up from- the
book he was reading and asked that question, as
(SRR Clive and Levison walked into the study, four
days after the memeorable “rag ” at Mr. Jaggers' waxworks
show.- It was Wednesday afternoon, and therefore a half-
holiday: = ~ . ) : ’
Levison and Clive looked serious.
“It’s alk up !”” said Levison. . P . .
Cardew stified a.yawn, - - .
“Does that mean the giddy secret’s out?” he drawled.
' Levison and Clive nodded. . h i
= “We've just been down to see Jaggers,” said Levison,
: “and we met the Head coming away.from the place. Old
= Ratty was with him, and e was carrying his old ¢ap and
gown—the things-you boned from his wardrobe.”
> Cardew sat upright on the study sofa.
““Oh, gad!” he ejaculated, with a wry grin.
* booked for a floggin® or somethin’, what?”
- “Hope it’s nothing worse,” sai,é ‘Levison. “Jaggers said
. he had’ % let_on who it was put him up to the wheeze,
because of the clothes, :0ld Ratty-had threatened him with a
lawsuit. Talked about thousands of pounds for damages.”
~ «Oh, gad!” laughed Cardew. ~“Never mind, I've had »
good run. By the way, you men,” he added, as if dismissing
- rs’ -affair _completely from his mind, “the.old
grai(ndda.d wrote to-day. Seemed Irightfully bucked that I'd
woke up.” )
“Oh, good!” Both Levison and Clive-said that, but it
was obvious frem their voices that they were not particularly
concerned just then-with-Lord Reckness. They were worry-
‘ing about his hopeful grandson. - ) :
There was a silencs in the study for a fow moments. Clive
- . broke it. . b
“Well, it's no good moping about it,” he said. “Besides,
there’s the Greyfriars match this afternoon. Whartoa and
_ his crowd will be -along any moment naw. Time we Wwere
changed,” he added, noting that Cardew was already changed
~ for the last:feeter match of the season. ’ %
. -Levison nodded. =
“Come along, Clive. See you on the ground, Cardew
“Right-ho, ¢ld beans!” -
~ ~ Cardew stretched himself out on the sofa. His face was
‘clouded. Looking at him then his detractors would have
said that this was the “old Cardew,” the personification of

“Then I'm

»

- ess. .

“This life’s gettin® me down,” murmured Cardew. *All

this runnin’ and dashin’- about, an’ thinkin’ an’ generally

3 settin’ an example 18 all very well in its way, but a chap
mustn’t overdo it, as dear old granddad remarks.” - -

- “He pulled out a letter f#om his pocket. It had come by

the midday post. The letter ran:

“Bravo, Ralph! Sorry T haven’t answered your letter
before; been away on the Continent on. business. So you’ve
ﬁf]i‘ed yourself, my boy; you’ve given me the proof that

wanted to tam down the. throats of certain unmentionable
géntlemen to whom we have the doubtful pleasure of being
* related; who said yeu were incapable of doing anything.
Captain, eh! Jove, Ralph, that’s just splendid! But den’t
overdo it, my boy. You've done what I wanted you to do—
mo et more than I.wanted you to do. Don't let it be a

% any longer than is your inclination.—Your
N .

2 SO N “ GRANDDAD. ”
#.mused Cardew, “is what I call
spagtsman. He's given .me. the ‘ease up,’
if ¥:-don’t ease up, t00.” S
-comfortaply on the sofa, and gazed into

of five, minutes.
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i ) - “Here am 1, junior captain, in for a
frightful wiggin’, floggin’, or expulsion, or the giddy lot.
Oh, gad! What a life!” - S :

He yawned at the terrifying prospect' ahead of him, and
then resumed his reflections. . | I

“Now, that hein’ the case, a chappie ought not to fatigue
himself dashin’ about and chargin’ an’ generally leadin’ the
energetic life. If it’s a floggin’, an’ it’s a hundred to one
chance that it is, a fellow ought to be- in good form to
stand the racket., -~ - - Fi%, ARG ]

Cardew broke off again, as through the,. open study
window came a number of cheery: voices which. bietokened
the arrival of Harry. Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars: - w4
. “Oh, gad!”’ drawled Cardew lazily. He was beginning to
weaken. Having thought of that ninety minutes’ strennous
f‘xercise, and added to it a Head’s flogging, he delt almost
imp. . : :

He frowned into space for quite five minutes, and then
as he heard footsteps coming along the passage he rose
fr the sofa and crossed to the study door. )
~ Click! . . )

The key turned in the lock. : ’

For a moment Cardew stood ‘gazing at the locked doer, a
peculiar expression on his face which rather-suggested that
he was waging.a battle with himself.

“It’s no good !’ he muttered at length. “Every dog has
his day. P’ve had mine, an’ I've got & record lickin' to
come at the end of it._ Oh gad!® L .

He stretched” himself ‘out on the sofa again, and made
himself comfortable. In three minutes he was fast asleep.

- It was the old Cardew with a vengeance.

Meantime, Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co. were
waiting on Little Side for their captain to agpear. Really,-
it wag rather bad form that he hadn’t been down to
welcome Harry Wharton & Co. on their arrival. °

“Where’s the silly duffer got to?” asked Figgins impa-
tiently. "% L -

“Hcho answers where ?” said Monty Lowther,

Tom Merry & Co. ‘clustered round Cardew’s study-mates.

“Where’s Cardew 77 hooted Blake. R .

Levison ang Clive started.™ -

“Isn’t he here?” pae LE . .
__“Tatheads ! snorted’ Blake. - “ Do you think I should ask
where he is if the fathead ‘were here?”

“But we left him in the study five or ten minutes ago,”
said Levison in perplexity. * Already changed.”. - 7
Blake snorted. o :

“J expect the silly ass has fallen dsleep!” he- grunted,
little dreaming how near he was to hitting -the -truth.
“ Let’s come and rout him out.”™

While Tom Merry “spoke a few words to Harry
Wharton, explaining the cause of the delngcm' starting, the
rest of the junior e?even raced up to the School House.

Bang, bang! . .

It was a regular tattoo on Cardew’s door.

“Hello!” ejaculated Levison. “The door’s locked !”

Bang, bang, bang! -

The noise was deafening. - R o
From within came a voice—a still, small voice; a tired
voice: ) o S
© “Go away!” - @ - . .

“He’s in there!” roared Blake. “Cardew, you silly ass,
have you forgotten it's the Greyfriars match this after-
mOn ?’) 3 . e - 2 -5

“Go away,” said Cardew protestingly. :

- “But ‘it’s time for the match, you-crass idiot!” .

“T know it is,” drawled Cardew. *‘‘Let Lawrence play,
old beans. He's first reserve. I'm goin’ to rest this after-
noon; I feel frightfally tired.” ¥ R :

“Well, my hat!”

“The rotter!” .

“My only sainted aunt

“What a slacker!” :

A few more precious minutes were wasted while the
foothallers told their captain exactly .what they thought of
him.- Had the door ‘not been locked. Ralph Reckness
Cardew would have had short shrift. A skipper who
deserted his team at the eleventh heur because he wanted
to sleep was a.-new experience to the St. Jim’s juniors,

In an angly swarm they tramped back to Little Side.
The position was quickly explained to Tom Merry, much to |
that junior’s amazement, and to Lawrence—fnucf\ to that
individual’s satisfaction. e T :

“Well, Pm blessed!” ejaculated Tom Merry. -
isn’t the limit!” Tl )

It was the limit. Even Levison and Clive had nothing to
say in defence of their ehum. = S . )

That football match statted in a peculiar atmosphere, so
far as the St. Jim’s  uniors were concerned; for they were

boiling with indignation at the way Cardew }&g.d treated

19 ’
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them. But that sort ‘of spirit was not conducive. to good
football, as was soon proved, for within ten minutesof the
kick-off Harry Wharton burst through the St. Jim’s defence
and. scoréd with a fast ground shot that had Fatty Wynn

all at sea.” - ;

-~ Afterthat tha Bt. Jim’s eleven settled down to real foot:

v

ball, and in the keenness of the game the very existence
of Ralph Reckness Cardew was forgotten.

By half-time the St. Jim's eleven had drawn level with
their opponents; by half-time Ralph Reckness Cardew was
deep in the arms of Morpheus. - ’

. But before the full ninety minufes had been played there
was another summons on the door of Study No. 9.

Bang, bang! -

It was Toby the page who stood in the passage and
banged at the door, Toby having been informed by various
juniors on Little Side that Cardew was asleep in his study.

Bang, bang!

Cardew’s eyes opened dreamily. .

Bang, bang! .

“Go away and let a fellow rest!” growled Cardew.

““Which 1t’s me, sir!” called out Toby. “And the 'Kad’s
orders are you're to lproceed to his study hat ornce!”
th“q?h’, gad!” drawled Cardew, “Did the Head say

at ?* -

““His very words, Master Cardew!” replied Toby.

There was a laugh from inside the study. Cardew was
thinking of the Head saying “hat once.,” -

“All right, Toby, old bean!” said Cardew.
bis Majesty in a few moments.” -

Toby tramped away.

\

“T1l be with

Cardew yawned and stretched himself. Then he looked '

at himself in the glass. - -
“Cardew, my.son, you're in for a stormy passage. That
short nap’s done you good.”

He turned to the door, and was about to vacate the study
when a sudden thought struck him. He crossed to the table,
drew out two sheets of paper, and hastily wrote on them.
One sh;fet he enclosed in an envelope, and addressed to
Mr. Railton, hisdlousemaster. . o ‘

Whistling a tune, Cardew. sauntered towards the notice-
board and pinned the loose
ing left the sealed envelope in Mr. Railton’s study, he made
for Dr. Holmes’ study. .. .- -~

. When he entered, Cardew found three grim faces bent
upon him. - Dr. Holmes looked like a judge, who had a very
unpleasant sentence to pass. Mr. Ratcliff looked as_if
he could have passed thai sentence without finding anything
unpleasant in it. * Me: Railton, perhaps, was a little more
relenting in his expression than either of his colleagues.

“You know, I suppose, Cardew,” began Dr. Holmes,
“why you have been summoned here?”

sang-froid did not desert him.
. “For bein’ & naughty boy, sir,” he said gravely. “For
experimentin’ in the waxwork business.” )

*Ah! Then you admit, Cardew, that you were responsible
for that disgraceful affair? You confess to being the cause
of & Housemaster’s public humiliation ?”

Cardew nodded in reply.

“ Wretched boy !” said Dr. Holmes sternly. * Never have
I encountered such scandalous treatment of a master in my
life before! And but for this—ahem !—Mr. Jaggers explain-
ing the affair, and of your complicity in it, Mr. Ratcliff
would have brought a lawsuit against him. Do ou not see
the enormity of your conduct? Do you.not realise the
gravity of your offence?” g
- Cardew nodded again.

“I am ashamed of you, Cardew,” went on Dr. Holmes

Cardew nodded. Even before that terrifying tribunal his /

grimly. “Utterly ashamed to think that .a boy in my care

should stoop so low as to insult a master in this unwarraunt-
able fashion. With the facts before me there was no other
course open to me but to expel you in disgrace. But you are
fortunate in that your Housemaster has pleaded for you—-"
Cardew shot Mr. Railton a grateful glance. .
“Thank you, sir!” N '
“You will be flogged in Big Hall to-night,” continued
Dr. Holmes, “in full view of those boys in front of whom
you bave humiliated Mr. Ratcliff. Furthermore, you will
be detained on half-holidays for a menth.” .
Not a muscle moved in Cardew’s face. It was a stiff
sentence, but he considered that it was worth it. e
“There is another thing,” resumed Dr. Holmes sternly.
“You will, of course, no longer remain junior captain.
Such behaviour as that which you have been guilty of could
never be tolerated in a junior cagtain. You_will consider
yourself dismissed from that post.’ ®
“But I'm not captain now, sir,” said Cardew meekly.
The Head looked questioningly at Mr. Railton.
“1 thought you informed me, Mr. Railton, that this boy,
Cardew, took over the captaincy from Merry?:” ®
TuE GeEM LiBrasY.—No. 1,053, ‘
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““That-is correct,~sir,” said -Mr. Railton, giving Cardew
a peculiar glance. > £ )
“May 1 explain, sir,” said Cardew easily, “that I
resigned from the distinguished post of junior captain before

_ I entered this study. Mr. Railton will find my resignation

pinned to t{xl.‘e/hotice-boatd.”
Dr. Holme{ gave Ralph Reckness Cardew a sharp look.

on his desk, whilst there’s a notice for the fellows to see

) 'tI'he ex-skipper met it calmly. Dr. Holmes signed to";‘_ﬁp

=

(There 1will be another top
Merry & Co.

0 go. T e - . .
- Ralph Reckness turned on-his héel, vacated the study,
and sauntered back to his own quarters. Once there, he
shut himself in, turped the key in the lock again, and
sprawled on the sofa. Even ‘the ringing cheers telling of
a 8t. Jim’s victory over their Greyfriars rivals did not
awaken him. s .

There was a fresh surprise for Tom Merry & Co. when
they swarmed into the .School House after having seen
Harry Wharton & Co, -off in their brake. For there was
Cardew’s notice. It ran ’

* _“RESIGNATION OF R. R. CARDEW.

“If you fellows will take my tip, you'll persuade Tom
‘Merry to take over the captaincy again. He’s the only
man who will stay the course.. Look what it's done for
me.—(Signed) R. R. CARDEw.” o -

“He’s a peculiar chump,” said Blake thoughtfully, “but
I'm not so sure that he isn’t right.”

- - » . " - > .

That evening there was a full assembly in Big Hall. On
the raised dais stood the Head and the masters. On the
desk lay a brand-new birch. -To one side stood Taggles, the
porter; on the other, lounged Ralph Reckness Cardew, look-
ing as unconcerned as if he were attending a cinema. In
deep, stern tones  Dr.. Holmes touched upor the misdeeds
of Ralphk Reckness Cardew, and many were thé glances
turned upon Mr, Horace Ratcliff when it became known
thet it was to Cardew that the unpopular New House master
owed that amazingly life-like effigy which had .so un:
expeetedly turned up in Mr. Jaggers’ waxworks show. There
werd few amongst the assembly whose sympathy did not
go oub to Cardew at that moment. - His extraordinary action
of the afternoon in' deserting his team was forgotten now.

A flogging! K ) - Ty .

Not one of the assembled fellows looked as unconcerned
as Cardew when Dr. Holmes announced what punishment
he had seen fit to award him. And a tremor ran through
the crowd as the Head, having finished addressing the
school, motioned to Taggles.

“Take him up!”

Cardew was hoisted over Taggles’ broad back. Next
moment began the dreaded swishing of the birch. Cardew’s
face was pale, deathly pale, but not a sound esecaped his
lips. He endured that terrific castigation with a fortitude
that many a senior envied. -

. - . . . - '3 » =

Later that evening there was a meeting of the Lower
School, both Houses being present. Then and there it was
proposed to the meeting that Tom Merry should be asked
to take over the now vacant post of junior captain. The
motion was carried by all present but one. The dissentient
voice belonged to Grundy. But no one heeded George
Alfred. just then, and amid much applause Tom Merry
intimated that he would accept office again.

" Cardew, who had not attended the meeting for reasons
that need no explaining, grinned painfully when Levison
and Clive brought him the news.

“Good old Thomas!” drawled Cardew, a spasm of pain
wracking his face as he turned en the sofa.  He’s the right
man for the giddy job. -I hopé the dear man won’t come
down heavy on compulsory practice days yet awhile. I've
done such a heap of energetic runnin’ azbhout recently that
I shall-be fagged for another term, at least.”

“Oh, don’{ be an ass!” said Levison, with a smile.

“You’re not going to return to your old slacking %”:
‘are you, old chap?’ asked Clive. - -

Snore ! :

That was all the reply that came from Ralph Reckness
Cardew ; his eyes were closed, his breathing deep and steady.

Really, it seemed that the elegant junior had already started

on a return to his old habits, for he was

lgs.fast
‘asleep ! i,

THE END.
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A ROOKW D TRIUMPH ! Panklo & Go. get the shock of their lives when they are !oroed to pla foots- &tnst
. Ob th the -crsam -¢f the joke is ﬂmt Mmq@b the. I%Mnd hair andpmzka-np kg:hm
spony girla are the chad?y faces of Jimmy Silyer & Co.—Pank| do’f. deadiy rivals from Rookwood !

FOR THE HONOUR OF ROOKWOOD!

By OWEN CONQUEST

oWy

in the barn behind Mr. Judson’s houso, Jimmy Silver & Co. were speedily tramlormed
into eleven remarkably sturdy ** young ladies.”

The Lingfield House Footballers!

HE great wheeze was kept. dark, even from Tubby
Mufhin, the tattler of the Fourth Form, until the
Saturday morning; but on that day mysterious

; whispers went round that anyone who wanted to see
a hit of f\m should stroll over to the Bagshot footer ground
thst afternoon. No one seemed to know exactly what was

ng) # happen, but the general impression was that
Bag ot- was going to get the kybosh at last.

After dinner there was-a:rush of eleven juniors to the
bike shed, and off they all streamed post-haste o Rookham,
where they were welcomed at the-little shop in High Street
by the good-natured Mr. Judson.

Mr. Judson was hairdresser, wig-maker, costumier, and
many other things. He supplied costumes for the Rook-
ham Theatre Royal, and also for the Amateur Theatrical
Society -at Rookwood School. - The 3umors were good
-cus rs.of his, and Mr, Judson had
willingly done what he ceuld for them.

“out eleven “ young “ladies’ sports cos-

in a very short time eleven remarkably rival sehool. Babbingl
costymes. The arrangement of the 3%

_culty, but Mr. Judson’s hairdressing skill gian o
“overcame tlus admirably, and very soon lgfer cmttrou an
afterheli\;en ﬁroungsﬁa nglzsd O e o rown it ool
‘wit witching shingled or :
‘coiffures. Pulling

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE.

~~n thehprs behind his ﬁeuse were laid &“f:m;%eﬁﬂz‘%“““ R’“’m

smothered in coal-dust ae & resuit of his encounter
tumes;” @s Mr. Judsen eslled them, and A pu,‘ﬁ"w & Co., the, d"zi;’ of Bu;kot the ber
on’s leg is simply made
: rd ung ladies ” were inside the fo be pulled, for on Im very fir
;'y‘u y L Joung nlp 18 kidded LC»%“ to polish off the Babbington will “be ‘on" the touch-line

“hair was a matter which offered-a \difi- m":ﬁ;g’ﬂ l&ﬁ:ﬁ‘ ‘tro

8 his awn with the bullying Higgs and

“Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Edward Lovell, who was *uggmg on a pair of
football boots which were certainly not very dainty- lookmg,
looked up with a red face. -

“You—you Irish ass!” he roared. “What about you,
with your blessed Irish accent you could cut with a knife?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sure, an’ I'm Miss Bridget—of Malone, f:om K:lkermy-—-
for one afternoon only 1” grmned Doyle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hurry up, you chaps! = There’s no tlme to waste!”
Eed Jimmy Silver. “And don’t forget, for goodness’
that I’'m Jenny Gold and captam of this blessed téam
oi female footer experts!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” 4
“And for the love of Mike, dont call meé Jxmmy, or
" you i gwe the’whole show away I”.
a 2
i Tha,t’s E 5ht though ¥ said - Tommy
Dodd seriou: “You must all remem-
your. names and each other’s—one
shot, bounders

slip ‘would brirg- the
icks. Young

8t evening at the down on us like a ton of
n @t quile with o crowd of the fellows, but there'll
Yihea he mpre "ng bo enocugh of the Bagshot chaps arotind
, thereby | mmng to scr&g the lot of us if they smell a

fitted his Housemaster from mlc serious dangey. rat !’
T .
aere Babbington: nest succeeds
the wool over the eyes of Pankley & Ce,

“Rather !I” said Jxmmy Silver. “Better

4 cent otbars- Yun through the names, to make sure.’
The Jumors, leokmﬁ at one another, 2“@ ﬂ:.%':utg : M;‘::,’,‘&iw ,,,,;‘f»“L{,.,M,, - “Rig ight-hot”
;w er}xl t off into peal upon- peal of Hm,;hmz faI;m e Bag;aogmb:u% ar';k led 'Line u;i : pre, flh?in’TM& ans‘ﬁrgg dyour
ter. immy r 0, 086 names, irls!” cale ommy in
al‘]‘%‘axt!i: and yer big face will %we us vﬂ:ﬁ!ﬁhﬂﬂ'“m to turn up &t Bagshet dwmmd as ﬁ‘-pglﬁched' voice. #-
all away,-Lovell, darlint!* exclaimed 9V » ha, ha
Tommy oyle “ Sure, no one would Dodgww‘w:mgg. @eﬁlwgﬁ;ﬁ m?og;;”m The grinnin ;umors Jined up,‘and a
. ts.ke by: ier a glrl at all at all in thxm ) i fine, athletxc ooking. lot of “young
1g boots ! Now read on, v

Y B el 8 B e
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ladies ” they looked, with their - “fetching ” coiffures z_md “They seem a bit surprised, what?” chuckled Valerie,

smiling, pink faces. ) )
_“Now, don’t grin all the time, for goodness’ sake !’ said
Jimmy Silver, as he surveyed his team, though he could not
help. grinning a little himself as he spoke. *Pankley’s hot
stiff, ‘and if he tumbles to our little game, he’ll jolly soon
knock the grins off our faces!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
“Now answer your names! Gertie!”
“Here !” called Oswald promptly.
“Ha, ha, ha!” ;
FEdna!”
“Here !” said Lovell.
€ Ad !)’

“Here !” from Newcome.

“Bridget !” .

*“Faith, an’ hete I am, Jenny, darlint!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Stop cackling,

“Gladys !”
“Here!” yelled Raby.

“Muriel!” Tilly!” = - ¥ ,

“Here! Here!” came from Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook respectively. - )

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Valerie " shrieked Jimmy Silver.

“Here!” drawled. Mornington.

“Flossie !” sy .

“Here!” said Putty Grace. “Is my hair on straight,

Jenny darling?” -~ - - : 2
“Ha, ha, hat? =" S
“Kate !” yeolled Jimmy Silver. -

“ Here !"called - Conroy. : .
“That’s the lot! Now, come on, chaps—I mean, girls!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Here’s the blessed bus!

Bagshot !” L.
- With-a farewell wave of the hand from the grinning Mr.

Judson. and. his- assistant, the- stalwart-team-of yom;i lady

footballers piled inte the: bus.and rattled off down the

High- Rookhame=:.. - ) .

-of:about- ten minutes-breught them. to the
village of Coombe, and a mii 0 later the well-known

you asses!” roared Jimmy Silver.

Pile in,-and off we go for

old

nd a-miiuteser two
gates of Bagshot School came 1t sight: -

_“Now for_it!” murmured Jimmy -Silver, noticifig that

several. Bagshot fellows were waiting about near the gates,
evidently on the look-out for the team from Lingfield House.
“Carry on, driver, right up to the football ground!”

“Very well, miss.” -

“Don’t stop by the gates, whatever you do!”

“Right, miss.” . .

The- driver grinned as he turned the bus in at the gates.
He had a strong suspicion that the cargo of young ladies in
his bus were not exactly what they appeared to be. But
Tommy Dodd had taken the precaution to tip him half-a-
crown in advance, with the injunction to “keep his mouth
shut ”; and having taken the tip, the driver was prepared
to obey the orders which accompanied it. = g
- Several of the Bagshot fellows jumped.back in a hurry as
the bus swerved in at the gates without slowing down per-
ceptibly. Then, as they saw that the passengers in the bus
were' girls, their jaws dropped, and they gazed after the
vehicle like fellows in a dream.

A bus-load of_girls—and turning in at Bagshot School!
What on earth could it mean? . . )
. The young ladies seemed to find considerable entertain-
ment in the surprised expressions on the faces of the Bagshot
fellows, and there was a chorus of chuckles msidg’,tlge bus.

The Magic of the Cup!
WHO WILL WIN
THE FINAL?

= Expert views -on the Great Match at Wembley.
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. out his hand. “Pleased to meet you,

alias “Mornington. “ Anybo
seen a bus-load of pretty girls before !”

“Ha, ha, ha}” : d

The bus ground on along the gravel drive until it reached
the nearest point to the football pitch. Here quite a crowd
was collected, including Pankley and his inerry men in
football togs, and a number of Rookwood Fourth-Formers,
mingled with the Bagshot fellows. e

It was not unusual for the juniors of either school®to
stroll on to the football ground of their friendly rivals on
special occasions, or on days when there was no home match.

The bus stopped with a jerk. -~ -

“Here we are, then!” murmured Jimmy Silver. “Just on
two-forty-five, too! Now, girls, follow me!” .

And ten, smiling, fresh-complexioned girls, in neat
gym costumes, skipped out of the bus and clustered round
their captain. And if some of them showed a heightened
colour -and appeared a’ thought uneasy, surely it was only
natural in the circumstances, and under the stares of fifty
pairs of eurious eyes!

A sort of gasp went up from the Bagshot crowd, followed
by complete and tense silence. . .

Then Jenny Gold, alias Jimmy Silver, stepped forward,
with a confident smile on “her * cheery, good-looking face.

“Is Master Pankley here ?” she said, in a high, clear voice,
looking round inquiringly.

Pankley, who had been watching the girls with an air of
dazed surprise, pulled himself together with a start:

“Yes, here you are, miss!” he gasped. “T—I'm Pankley.”

“Ah, how do you do?” trilled Jimmy Silver coolly, holding
Master-Pankley |

Pankley took the outstretched hand almost mechanically,
and then dropped it as-if it were red-hot. His face turned a
fiery red. ) )

“B-but,” he babbled—*bub-but, who are you?”

“We're the Lingfield- Honse.team, -and we’ve come along
for that game of football you promisé_g us 1

Awful !

6 HE match!l. '.%Qu"irer,eems to.play the match$”
& ?P !

Pankley; of Bagshot, fairly goggled at the cheery
group of athletic-looking- girls.
almost turning round!

Here they were—eleven stalwart young ladies actually
on the Bagshot ground, and wanting t¢ play a match against
him, Pankley, and his team ! .

It was incredible! Incredible, but true!

Pankley gasped, and the listening group of Bagshot
fellows gasped, too. :

“I—I—I—" babbled Pankley, and then he stopped.

Miss Gold smiled pleasantly.

“Is anything the matter, Master Pankley ?” she inquired.
““"V]?,ri niady ’r’ight away, yoy know.”

His brain was

“Are you feeling quite well, Master Pankley ?”

“I? Oh, yes—that is, I—-I—" Pankley broke off again.
. For once in his life the great Pankley was stuggped for
words. o : : .

The situation was preposterous—incredible;~impossible !

The idea of playing a team of girls made Pankley feel
faint! . Never in all his experience had he heard of such a
thing! Whatever the result of the match, it was certain he
would never hear the end of it!

The Bagshot junior team to play a team of girls! -

1t was unthinkable !

Putter gave Pankley a nudge. *

“Say something, Pankley!’” he hissed. “Tell ’em e can't
play. Tell ’em it’s a mistake Tell ’em anything !¢ -

“Really, Master Pankley !” broke in Miss Gold, a tritle
impatiently. “Don’t you think we might start?”

.Pankley gritted his teeth. The situation was desperate,
but upon one thing Pankley was resolved. He would never
play a team of girls! : —

“I—I—I'm sorry,” he managed to gasp out. “Theseg
some mistake. I didn’t know.” il

““ Nonsense !” said Miss Gold briskly. “There’s no mistake.
Lingfield House, that’s us! I've got your letter.” -

There was a breathless hush as the erowd of fellows stand-
ing round hung upon the words of-the rival captains.

What would Pankley do?

That was the question:.

“Yes,” said Pankley desperately, “I'm awfully sorry.
You will think me rude I know, Miss Gold, but—"

“But what ?” demanded Miss Gold.
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“But I—I-I really can’t play your team,” stammered
Pankley. “You—you see, I didn’t know !”

“You didn’t know we were girls, I suppose?” said Miss
Gold crisply. “Well, never mind that; Master Pankley.
- We'll give you a good game, all-the same.”

“That’s right, Jenny! Stand up to him!” cried a high-
pitchéd voice from the ranks of lady footballers.

There was a cackle from the crowd, and Pankley, crimson
and desperate, looked round in a hunted way. There was a

-_stir as a tall, good-looking senior pushed his way through
. the throng. "At the sight of the girls and Pankley & Co.
facmg each other -he stared and rubbed his eyes. It was
evident that Mason, captain of Bagshot School, could hardly
believe his eyes. He turned swiftly to Pankley
; :i‘\VI'}at’s all this, Pankley? Who are these—these young
adies ?”

49 Tllxey-—they re a footba.ll team, Mason,” stammered
ankley. .

: “Football team? What football team?” demanded
Mason.

“ngﬁeld House, Mason.
them.”

“You fixed up a match with a team of—ahem !—girls!”
cried Mason. “Excuse me, miss!” he said, turning to Miss
Gold apologetically. “I beg your pardon' But I—I was
rather surprised.”

. “Oh, don’t mind us!” -said »Miss- Gold, w1th a smile.
. “Master Pankley fixed up a match with us, and -now he
wants to back -out of it.” -

“Shame |” came a murmur from the crowd.

The fellows Bagshot and Rookwooders a.hke were grin-
ning now. They were beginning to enjoy the-secene and the
discomfiture of the lordly Pankley. -

Mason bent a stern look on. the unfortunate Pankley.

“ W‘lh,at’s this, Pankley? Did you fix up a match with ‘this
team ?°

“I—I Yes, 1 suppose o, Mason,” stammered Pankley
desperately; “ “ but—but

“But what?” said Mason sharply.
whcther vou did or not!”

Yea, did, Mason; but I didn’t know it was a girls’
team.”

I—I fixed up a match with

“You must know

It was out at last, and there was a shout of laughter

fr om the crowd, in. which the gxr]s ]omed merrﬂy.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Ha, hat? -

Pankley, crimson with
almost tore his hair.

“I didn’t know ! he gas)ed
know !

Even Mason was smiling.

“Well, you should have made sure, ‘he said.

confusron and mortlﬁcatlon,

“ngﬁeld House—I didn’t

“ But ;

“that these young ladies have arrived you must play them, v1.

course.”
“What !” gasped Pankley, while Putter reeled against
Poole and groaned deeply.

“Play ’em, I said,” repeated Mason sharply, “aml get on
with it qmekly. You ve wasted quite enough time already.
I am very sorry, miss,” he continued, turning to Miss Jenny
Gold, who was grinning widely. “ T must ‘apologise for the
bad manners of Pankley, but we’ll get n& on with the
game now, and I'll referee for you myself.”

“QOh, thank you, Mr. Mason! That is so good of you!”
cooed Jerm

“Not .at all 1 said Mascm bhkshmg and leadmg the way
on to the field. “Get a move on, Pankley!” .

And to the accompaniment of loud chuckles - from the
touc}lfll -line, dPankley led a very shemefaced- }ookmg team on
to the field.

- The girls lined up without a amoment’s delay, and very
busmesshke they looked in their neat gym costumes and
rather large football-boots. Jenny Gold won the toss

“Ready ?” .smiled Mason.

Miss Gold nodded.

“Go ahead 1” she said tersely

Pheep

Mason “blew his whistle, and the amazing match started.

(The idea of playing a team of girls is unusual, to
say the least, but there’s no way out for Pankley &
Co. How fhey fare in this remarkable match will be
told in next week’s extra-thrilling instilment. You
can only make sure of reading it, chums, by ordering
your copy carly)
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