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THE MOST SENSATIONAL STORY OF ST. JIM’S EVER WRITTEN—

Never before has St. Jim’s had such a popular
skipper as cheery, broad-shouldered Eric Kildare—
admired and respected alike by masters and boys.
The bare possibility of his job being filled by any-
one else. would have seemed laughably absurd. This
week, hnwevar.thﬂ seemingly impossible happens,
and gives rise to a situation without equal in the

history of the schoal !

CHAPTER 1.
Kildare's Discovery !

i OMING for a stroll?”’
‘ George Darrell of the Sixth Form af

St. Jiw's put his head in at the door
of Kildare’s study and asked that
estion,

Eric Kildare, the eaptain of St. Jim's, was
seated at the table, busy with pen and paper.
Thers waz a sliphtly worried frovwn on Kildare's
handsome |

But ho
erid the
;_v! LrEE |l
]u org then lIII"|H_'(l his i:i'.‘-’.L] :'|I'rlll =tared
thoughtfi ut_into the quad through the window.
Ouitside, the sun was streaming dovn gloriously from
a blue sky dotted with fleccy clouds, and there was

cheerfully enovgh as Dapecil
I'hie captain laid down bis pen
his chum’s face fto the work

auite a touchof summer in the air.
i can't siay 1-|nr;_-—|r|g incdoors on an noo
like this, old scout rged Darrell) seating himszel

an a ¢orner of '-’V‘ Toh .\‘

Kildaro looked dauhif

“T've got 1o go 1:||_n||j:]| |||L minutes of the last
prefects’ moeting, you see—"

T % Rot 7 broke in Darrell. ¢ ThexT wait ™'

** And there's the footer club business——""

Darrell groancd. i

“Can't that wait? he demanded indignantly.
“Hang it, even the captain of 86, Jim's has o right
to take Wednesday afternoon off, surelyt”

Kildare suiled a trifle wryly.

“1 siuppose But y
aof a d deal of woark to fidul
thro and I'd thought of
geliing some of it off this
aftern 1§ T was a fag |
eankd l||1 as' I |I1\l"1.‘| on half-
holidaxs., Buot as it is i

It -llr_l'"ﬂ'L‘iJ.

“Took here,” said ])ﬂ"i'ﬂ“
firmly, “I tell yven you're
m'Jril-g out this afternoon; so
den’t keep on argn ing! Yon
take vour job as ~ki;mu a
sight too seriously sometimes.
1 kmow all about your blessed
dutics and all that; but they
an waik, 'i'ru' once! Come on
—befare 1 drag you out by
the ear!™

Kildare laughed, Ha
g]nlx(—m.l from the papers
before him to the sunshine
gutside the window,

Mozt of the juniors at Bt
Jim's  Loth admired and
envied Fric Kildare of the
Aixth. To be capiain of the
school, high above the danger
a “whacking,” or lines,
with a fag to do one’s bidding
-an  Olympian  being, t\lm
had not to worry about call
over, or out-of-hounds urlrm -
rurely it was the finest thing
i “]-‘ world!  So mearly
every junior imagined., Fow
of them realised how tied
down by his duties the cap-
taih was; how at fum_-g Kii-
dave would have gzwn a ot
to find himself back in the
Fourth or Shell,' a care-free
more!

" Well 1 1r‘nmmL(‘d Darrell
persuasively.  * Coming 7’

Kildare watehed the white
Muuda satling acvoss the blue
Suddenly be jumped up.
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“Yes," he said briefly. “I'll come! I'll finish this
;u-ui:__'[rt.-'
Good man ! i

Two minutes Jater the captain of St. Jim's was
str ultlug down the Schoa] House steps into the sunhit
(R HE

The quad was crowded.

Soniors and Jjuniors alike were hurrying about,
intent upon their various plans for the half- ﬂu]jday.
\ group of Shell fellows were heading for the playing
fields in footer kit, Figgins & Co. of the New House
was also going in the direction of tha playing fields,
he loner-lezged Figpins with a braud-new footer
r his a Tom Merey, the captain of the Shell,
ith his two chums, Manners and Monty Lowther,
vore crossing towards the gates, off 1o Wayland ona
pping expedition. A group of masters stood chat-
ting and langhing under the clme—almost like ordin-
ary human lmnw» to the amazement of all the fags
o view, Tn\fmn-, the eaptain of the Fifth, and his
two chums, Smiith major and Lee, were !mrrgmn off
to the river. The three were wearing rowing shorts
ared vests, for a rowing eight from the School Houso
was meeting a New Tlouse eight
that afterpoom.  °

Talbot of the Shell was strolling
out of the gates in company with
his givl chum, Marie Rivers, the
pretty school nursa, The two wero
evidently off for & country walk.
Wally D'Aiey & Co. of the Third
were &lso going out of gates in a
noisy group, intent on some im-
portant expedition of the . fag
fraternity. Levison of the Fourth,
together with his two chums, Clive
and Cardew, were wheeling cyeles-
from the shed. They were just off
to visit Spalding Hall, © where
Tevizson's sister Doris and Ethel
Cleveland were at school.

It was a bright and busy scene;
and Kildare felt o sudden tonch of.
envy of all these fellows who eanld
eo off to enjoy themselves without
a care in the world, It was a
feeling which would have surprised
most of the Bt Jim's fellows who
moved aside to make way for the
popular captain as he strode to-
wards the gates.

0ld 'I‘ﬂgg1e.€, the school porter,
busy with a broom oulside g
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lodge, touched his cap respectfully to Kildare as the
tall figure of the eaptain passed. Fven Taggles had a strong
Liking for the stalwart skipper,

“Which as 'ow it's & wery nice alternoon, Mr. Kildare!”
remarked Ephraim Taggles.

“You're right, Tageles!” nodded Kildare, smiling.
“And I mean to enjoy it I’ hie added, as if half to himself,

Tagegles grinned, and Kildare and his chum vanished out
inte the read.

At Darrell’s suggestion the two Sixth-Formers turned in
the direction of Hylcombe Wood.

It was very pleasant in the secluded walks and glades
of the wood under the freshly-budding branches. Tho
sunlight filled the spaces between the HiJig old trees with
gold, and the summery touch in the air, noticeable even in
the school aquad, was even more in evidenee here. Kildare
and Darrell strolled along talking and laughing. Kildare's
brow had cleared of its frown now; he was making the
most of his half-holiday, just like the youngest fag, and had
left his duties and responsibilities behind him.

But even in the quiet of Rylcombe Wood Kildars was
not destined to shake himsell free of his position as captain
of 8t. Jim's that afterncon. >

Suddenly he touched Darrell on the arm and halted,
staring through the trees to the left,

A frown had come to Kildare's
forchead—a deep frown.

Darrell, following the direction
of hiz chum's gaze, etarted and
gave a muttered exclamation.

Barely visible among some close-
growing bushes a red-and-white-
ringed cap could be seen—a St
Jim’s cap. And from the same
gpot a drifting trail of thin smoke
waa rising through the stall air.

“Some junior smoking!” mut-
tered Darrell; and Kildare gave
a grim nod. ;

Bvidently the unknown fellow
was still utterly unsuspicious of
the presence of the two prefects in
tha vicinity of his hiding-place.
Their footsteps had been noiseless
on the dead leaves that carpeted
the path.

Smoking was, of course, mosk
strictly forbidden by the rules of
the school. A severe caning was
the least punishment it entailed.
But there were one or two dingy
characters at 8Bt. Jim's who
scemed to think that indulgence
in an occasional cheap cigaretie
was rather “doggish.”

Usually these bright specimens
took care that they wers never
discovered in this graye breach of
rules,  But the unknown fellow
among the bushes, in seeking a
spot well hidden from the path,
hiad apparently not taken sufficient
caro to make sure that he really
was quite invisible, His head
wae just a few inches too high for

safoly., And the captain’s eves were very
sharp, :

“Come on!” said Kildare quietly, “The
silly young fool's going to get his deserts !

Silently the two SBixth-I'ormers ap;
the bushes among which the red-an:
cap was pecping up, with its owner blissiv'ly
unaware of the fact that no less 8 person than
the captain of St. Jim's himself was on his
track.

Kildare's face was angry. If there was one
thing the captain detested, it was the =illy
blackguardism of such fellows as this hiddeu
_'f”n]l')['_

And then, when they were still a fair dis-
fance from the bushes, a twiz broke noisily
benzath Darrell's foot.

There wns a sharp exclarnation frem the
liidden junior, In a moment the eap had
ducked out of sight.

“Come on!” snapped Kildare, and broke
into & run.

Tt was too late!

As the two prefects eame racing up to the
group of bushes a doubled-up fizure could |
seen vanishing among the trees beyond., The
follow, whoever he was, had wasted not an
instant in making good his cscape,

Kildare started in pursuit. But he Lnow
that it was useless to hope to cateh that Aying
figure. "T'ho trees grew elosely at that point,
with large patches of undergrowth. With
even a few yards start, any voungster could
have escaped from pursuii.

“No good!” panted Doire
slowing down. *"He's gone!”

Kildare halted, too. His brow
was dark.

Beyond the sight of tha eap,
and a distant glimpse of a
shadowy, running figure, they
had seen nothing of their quaret,
Thore was not the faintest indi-
cation {n show who it had been.

Bat then Kildare gave n quick
exclamation.  Something white
iving under a bush had canght
his eye. He hurried towards it,
and picked it vp, It was a
paper-backed book—evidently a
book which the vanished junior
had been reading, and had acci-
dentally let fall, as he raced
i’[“‘ﬂy,

“Maybe this will help us!" said
Kildare grimly,

He turned the pages, and a: ha
came to the fy-leaf hiz exes
gleamed,

A name was written there—
“A. Racke.”

“Bo it was Racke!” said Kil-

a¥ _“The silly young black-

aaciod

W kibe

was nob surprized. Aubrey
3 | o, the cad of the Sheli, had
a reputation for dingy habits, of
which Kildare was well avare.

The eaptain thrust thea boolk
into  his pocket, and the two
sixth-Formers returned to the
path, continning their siroll
without furthcr reference to the
incident.

But when Kildare returned to
St. Jim's there was poing to be
irouble for Racke of the Shelll

>
Fia

CHAPTER 2.

Rough on Racke !

4 OME in!" ! :
Racke, busy with his
prep = that  evening,

glanced up Impatiently
a3 there was a knock on the deor.

he next moment the grinning
face of Wally D'Arcy of the
Third appeared.
Taz GeM Lisriry.—No. 1.165.
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Racke reached out for a book.
picked up a ruler.

“Here, chuck it!” exclaimed Wally in alarm,

C‘T'm just going to,” growled Racke, “unless you scat!
Fags not wanted here!”

YRats!” grunted Wally, “I say, Racke, you'd better
&tlck]" gsome excrcise-books in your bags! Kildare wants
¥ou

Wally I’Arey was Kildare's fag.

A guilty look sprang into Racke's
chuckled.

“What aboutl” muitered Racke uneasily.

“How should I know?” chuckled Wally. “I1 supposs
yon've got so many things on your giddy conscience you
van’t think which you're landed for?”

And, with another chuckle, Wally departed. Racke rose
to his feet and glanced at Crocke, who whistled sympa-
thetically, Racke seemed about to speak, but he did not;
and, without a word, he crossed to the door and left the
etudy, his face the picture of uneasy forebodings.

In the Sixth Form passage the cad of the Shell knocked
vervously on the door of the captain's study, and in
-response to a word from within he enftered, closing the
door behind him.

“You—you want fo see me?” Racke said, as coolly as
he could manage.

Kildare was standing astride the hearthrng. He nodded,
and his face was set in grim lines,

“1 do!” he :aid tersely., He picked a book off the
mantelpiece and tossed it on to the table. *That's yours,
isn't 167"

Racke picked vp the book, staring down ab it as if
puzzled,

“¥V.yes,” he admitted. “But—

“Ii's gob your name in it,” said Kildare quietly: “but
I thought 1T had hetter make sure.”

He crossed te a cupboard
and took out an ashplant.

“Now,” said the captain
sternly, '‘you know what I

Crooke, his study-mate,

face, and Wally
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“Oh! Yow! Yarooooh!”

Racke howled, and wriggled, and kicked. But he could
nol escape. =

Whaek, whaelk, whack !

“Wow! Yarooop! Groooh! Leggo, you beast—"

\}‘ha.c'k, whack, =hack!

Kildare was laying it on strongly. He felt that Racke
deserved a really sound thrashing for his offence, and he
was not sparing tho rod!

Racke struggled and roared, and the dust rose from
his irousers. With his head thrust well down, Racke was
aimost purple in the face, And his howls fairly filled the

etudy.

“Ow! VYooooogh! Yooop! Oh crumbs! Youn rotter,
I nover did it! . Whooop! ¥Yaroooohl”

Whack!

“ Yarooop |?

Hacke struggled wildly as that final whaek descended,
Then, breathing hard, Kildere stepped back and tossed
the ashplant into a corner. i

tacke fairly danced on the carpet. His
crimson as ha glared at Kildare speechlessly.

**Now eclear!” snapped the captain, ““And let that be
o lesson to youl” .

Tacke’s mouth opened and shut, but he did not speak.
T4 scemed as if no words would come. Then, turning
blindly, the cad of the Shell rushed from the study, slam-
ming the door behind him. — -3 :

Kildare crossed to the table, and =at down, with a
fromwn. '

Tt had been mo pleasure to him to administer that sound
thrashing. - But he considered it to have been his duty,
snd that Racke had richly deserved it. Kildare knew
Racke's shady reputation only too well, though it had been
a long time since the captain hod had a chance of

adiimstering a corrective! :
“T hopa he'll taka that

lesson to heart ! muttered
Kildare.

It always went against the

face was

am going to lick you for, of
course I had thought of re-

THE FIRST of our

porting you to the Head,
since this isn't the first time
you've been caught smoking.
But I'll let you off with a
licking this time, Racke—and
a warning! You've got to
ghuek yﬁmr silly, dingy ways—
see? Bend over.”

Racke faced Kildare with
clenched fists and twisted
lips.

“I—1 don’t understand!”
he muttered thickly.
“Bmoking ? You've mnot
caught me smoking—"?

Kildare made an impatient gesture.

“Don’t be a young fool!” he exclaimed sharply. “Yon
can’t get out of it! I pretty well caught you red-handed
this afterncon in Rylecombe Wood., Although you managed
to slip away, that book you dropped is proof enough thal
it was you, Bend overl”

But still the ead of the Shell stood his ground, =

“There’s been a mistake somewhere, Kﬂdan‘ai
exclaimed Racke hlusteringly. “I tell you I wasn’t—-"

“Ties won't make it any better!” said Kildare con-
temptuonsly, “I'm going to give you a licking for
smoking, and you can make up your mind to that. will
you bend over that chairi”

“Npl” shouted Racke, jumping backwards. “T won't
be licked! I deny that it was me! It’s all a mistake—"

Kildare took a stride forward. His brows were black;
his eyes gleamed angrily. He had no time to waste listen-
ing to Racke's denials—he had expected some bluster from
the cad of the Shell, in any case.

“Hands off!” ground ont Racke savagely. “I—I tell
you I haven’t been near——"

His words snapped off as the captain’s hand grasped his
collar and swung him round.

Racke struggled, but he was helpless in Kildare's power-
ful grip. The cad of the Shell's face was pale with alarm
—he knew that a licking from Kildare was no light matter.

“Let me go! yelled Racke. “It wasn't me—1 don’t
understand why joun——  Oh!" ; -

Grim-faced, the captain of St. Jim’s brought his ash-
plant into play, and the first stinging eut elicited a sharp
cry from Racke. Kildare was holding him over the chair
with his powerful left arm, and the ashplant rose and
fell in his right hand.
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grain with the good-natured
captain of 2t. Jim's to haye
to thrash a junior, and the
frown still lingered on Kil-
dare's face as he picked up a
pen and got to work on the
minutes of the  prefects’
meeting,

For twenty minutes there
was no sound in Kildare's
study but for the rustle of
papers and the intermitient
scratching of a pen. 'Then
there came a knock on the
door. Kildare glanced up.

“Come in *

The door opened, and Tom
Mevry, the captain of the Bhell, appeared.

“Hallo, kid!? What can 1 do for you?” asked tha eaptain,
with a gmile.

Something in Tom's face caused him to lay down his pen
and starve at the captain of the Shell curiously.

“ Nothing wrong, i3 there, Merry 1™

Tom closed the déor. There was a worried look on the
junior's face as he eyed the captain of 8t. Jim's,

“Tt's about Racke,” said Tom Merry quietly.

“Well 7 Kildare frowned. :

“T understand you've just licked him for smoking this
afternoon in Rylcombe Wood?” Tom went om locking:
thoroughly uncomfortable. i 7

““That’s s0,” nodded the captain. “ But——"

“1 thought I ought to come and tell you that T was in
Wayland this afternoon,” said Tom Merry. “I zaw Racke
going into the cinema there, at about hali-past twe, So he
couldn't possibly have been in Rylcombe Wood 17

Wildare stared at Tom blankly. Then suddenly he rose
to his feet, staring at the captain of the Bhell with a very
odd expression on his face.

“(ireat Scott 1 exclaimed Kildare, * You're sure?

“Dead sure !” nodded Tom. * Racke was in Wayland this
afternoon, all right.” =

There was dismay on the captain’s face, :

“{Oreat Seott! he repeated. *“So I licked the wrong
chap ! i

He remembered now the mystified look that Racko had
hiad on his face when he had been told he was fo be licked
for smoking in Rylcombe Wood. Till then, Racke’s face had
heen meraF guilty-looking., But Kildare realised now that
that look o? guilt had been for other undiscovered erimes!
TRacle, clearly, had come to the study wondering what he
was “landed ” for—only to find that he was landed with
something which he had not really donel That book—
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Suddenly, as they strollsd through a
woodiand glade, Eric Kildare touchesd
Darrell on the arm and halted. The two
prefects siared through the trees to
where, barely visible among some close-
gr-aum--irlgI bushes, a red-and-white ringed
cap could be seen. And from the same
6pot a thin trail of smoke was rlsing in
the still air | (See Clapter 1.)

borrowed, as Kildare now realized, by another fellow—had
been a false clue.

Rache's denials had been true enough, after all!

Kildare's face was a study,

“Well, 'm hanged!” he exclaimed, and stared thought-
fully at the carpet, biting his lip.

Tom Merry grinned.

“Well, I shouldn’t worry about it!™ he remarked cheer-
fully. ** ¥You licked Racke for something he hadn't done, but
if you mark it off against something he's done and not been

whacked for, you'll be all square [

Kildare smiled faintly.

“That's scarcely the point,” he faid dryly. “Of course,
I know the sort of fellow Racke is, well enough. But even
Racke ought not to be licked for an offence of which he's
innocent !’ :

He frowned, Clearly he was very worried to know that he
had punished Racke unjustly; though not, perhaps, so
worried as he would have besn had the fellow in question
been anyona other than Aubrey Racke! As Tom had
remarked, Racke deserved a licking, anyway, for many
undiscovered offences against the school rules—that fact
was equally well known from the Sixth to the SBecond.

“Hard luck " murmured Tom.

He realised that Kildare was in an awkward position.
And though Racke, no doubt, thouglit that he was the
injured party, it was with Killdarr:. not Racke, that Tom
Merry sympathised,

Kildare shrugged his broad shoulders.

“This is rotten!” he exclaimed. “Look here, will you
tell Racke I want to see him?”

. “Right-ho |” 5

Tom Merry left the captain’s study, leaving Eric Kildare

looking thoroughly uncomfortable,

CHAPTER 3.
Racke on the Warpath I
N the steirs, Tom sighted Bagigy Trimmble of ihe
Fourth. The junior captain hailed him,
* Heen Racke!”

The fat Fourth-Former sniggered.
#'He, he, he! Yes!? :

. el

Bagey's [at face was pink with excitement. He scutt!ad
up to Tom and caught hold of his sleeve.

“Racke's in the Common-room!" anncunccd DBaggy,
chuckling. “You know Kildare licked him for something
he didn’t do? He, he, he! And Racke say# he's going io
make it hot for Kildare! Racke says he's going to show him
up to the Head! He, he, he !”

“Rats |” growled Tom impatiently, “Racke wouldn’t
dare! He's pot too many things on his conscience to wouf
to sce the Head!”

“But Racke says——"

“Gammeon ™

“Oh, really, Merry——" :

Tom Merry jerked his arm away from the fat Four'h-
Former's clutching fingers, and went on down the staics,
Hes went straight to the Common-room.

A big crowd of fellows were gathered there, and the
reason for this state of affairs was soon cw_.d(*.ut-. As Tem
Merry entered, he heard Aubrey Racke’s furious voice:

“¥es, I'm going to make it hot for Kildare, T tell ycu!
The cad! I—"

Tom pushed his way theough the swarm of grinning
juniors.

“1 say, Backe,” ho cut in, “ Kildare wants to se¢ you in
his study.”

Thera was an ingtant hush., All eyes turned to Racke.

Racke's face was red with the indignation that boiled
within him. He was still feeling verly sove. ' The idea
of sitting down was not likely to appeal to him for a long
while!

“0Oh, he does, does he?” he roared. *Well, you can tell
him from me to go and eat coke!”

“Oh, rats!” exclaimed Tom Merry impatiently.
better buzz along and see him, Racke ! %

“I'm hanged if I will!” Racke was just about at

bursting point now, “The beast licked me—never gave me
a chanee to explain—"

“You'd

Tae GEM LiBrary.—No, 1,105.
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“I don’t suppose he thought your explanations would be
too jolly truthful I remarked Kangaroo of the Shell blandly.

*“Ha, ha, ha ! chuckled Blake of the Fourth.

“I's all your own fault, desh boy!” put in Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, the swell of Bt. Jim’s, ssverelf. He
adjusted his eyeglass and surveyed the furious lace of
Aubrey Racke. “ Yon see, Wacke, deah boy, you have got
such a fwightfully wetten weputation, that natuwally
Kildare thought you were the guilty party——"*

“Ha, ha, ha}”

“Hear, hear I

“Rot!” howled Racke,
clusion just because he found a book with my name in
1t that 1 was the chap reading it—"

“Of eourse,” nodded Manners of the Shell.
blame him !*

"1 do blame him, anyway!” snarled Racke. “And i I
Ihpd !%ui-. who borrowed that book from my study, I'll scrag
11

He glared round at his listeners. The juniors wers all
grinning broadly. Somehow, no one seemed to have any
sympathy for the cad of the Shell, despite his misfortunes.
The general opinion seemed to be that the licking would do
Racke no harm—might do him gond, in fact.

“Well i said Tom Mery., “Aren't you going fo sce
Kildare?™ s ’ s

“No, 'm not!"”

Tom shrgged.

“He wanis to apologize, I suppose, Aud it’s not every
prefeet who would take that trouble, Racke. You ounght to
do the decent thing, and go and sce him at once. After all,
vou know jolly well that there have been dozens of times
when you've deserved a licking, and not got it! So you
can’t grumble when you get some back payment, even by
mistake I

* Rather not 1” agreed a dozen voices.

But this Jack of sympathy secemed only to incense Racke
further.

*1 tell yon, Pm going to make Kildare sit up for this
be said, with clenched teeth. “I’ve a good mind fo go to
the Head—"

*HRats!®™ drawled Cardew, the dandy of the Fourth. “Yon
wouldn’t have the jolly old nerve, dear man !

“0f course he wouldn’s!™

“ Wathah not |

There was a chorus of chuckles. No one took Racke’s
threat seriously {o1 a moment. The cad of the Bhell clenched
his fists. His face had gone livid,

“I tell you I'm going to the Head—now

There was no doubting his sincerity now—though whether
he would find the necessary courage at the last moment was
not so sure, Tom Merry gripped him roughly by the
shoulder.

“Don’t talk Lke a fool, Racke! You've heen licked, and
you can't be unlicked ] Kildare will be decent enough aboui
1t, you'll find—""

“I'm not going to let him get away with it, though,”
enarled Racke. *'I'm off to the Head I”

"’qu hat!” breathed Talbot of the Shell. “He means
8

“You can’t

hj'

(L

“Get out of my way!” "

Racke turned in a blind rage and pushed his way towards

the door of the Common-room.
_ Whether his original threat had been only bluster, or
whether he had really meant it, did not much matter. Now,
spurrad on by the derisive disbelief of the other jumiors,
Aubrey Racke was bitterly determined to go to Dr. Holmes,
the headmaster of 8t. Jim’s, and complain to him of the
captain’s error.

That Dr. Holmes wounld take a serious view of the euse,
Tom Merry realised. Kildare would be put in a very
false position, too., For Dr. Holmes. naturally, not realising
the sort of reputation Racke possessed, would not under-
stand that Kildare had been more or less justified in acting
on circumstantial evidence alone. With any other fellow,
Kildare would not have been so hasty; but the Head was
not likely to appreciate that fact.

As Racke pushed his ‘way blindly towards the deor, Tom
Merry jumped in front of him, barring his path,

“*Btand aside, hang you!” shouted Racke.

“Rats 1" answered Tom grimly. “Racke, you don't want
to make a fool of yourself I If Kildare liked, I dare say he
could tell the Head a thing or two about you.”

A shade of uncertainty passed across Racke’s face for a
moment. Then the bitter resolve returned.

“Stand aside, I say!” g 5

The next moment he had siepped swiftly past the captain
of the Shell, wrenched open the door, and disappeared. -

“Great pip |” cried Herries, “Do you think he’ll really
go to the Head, you chaps?” .
(AuB Grm, Lippary—No. 1,105,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Kildare jumped to the con-

Price 2d.

No one answered.  The jumaors were looking at one another
very uncertainly. They all liked Kildare, and the thoughi
of his getting into trouble with Dr, Holmes dismayed themn.
,“The Head won’t undahstand thot Wacke deserved a
lickin®, anyway,” muttered Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “0Oh
deah| Can’t we stop Wacke? Wao don’t want K_deare to
get into twouble.”

“ Rather not |

But it was too late to stop Racke now. In fact, it was
really very doubtful if they could have stopped him in any
case. Racke was in a furious temper, and he had clearly
utade up his mind to go to Dr. Holmes.

There was rather an anxious frown on Tom Merry's face,

*“‘Thia 18 rotten!” he exclaimed.

“P'r'aps Racke’ll funk it even now,” said Moenty Lowther.
“Let’s go and soe!”

_And, led by Tom Merry, Lowther, and Manners—tho
Ferrible Three, as they were known at 8t. Jim's—the crowd
of exeited jumors swarmed from the Common-room.

Their doubts were soon put at rest. They reached the end
of the passage in which Dr. Holmes' study was situated,
jusk in time to sea the hurrying fgure of Aubrey Racke
vanish within. The door closed behind the cad of the Shell,
and the juniors looked at one another.

at was going to happen now

Talking in excited whispers, the juniors waited eagerly.
The minutes erawled by, however, and Racke did not re-
appear from the Head’s dreaded sanctum. But at last there
was a step on the stairs, and the grinning face of Toby, the
8chool House page, came into view.

“Hallo, Tebias!” drawled Ralph
“Whither away1”

“The 'Ead rang for me!" explained Toby cheerfully, and
hurried along the passage to the door of the study, and
vanished within, few moments later, however, he
appeared again, to be bombarded with questions.

“What's up " inguired a dozen juniors. .

“The 'Ead ’as sent me to fetch Mr. Kildare,” Toby in-
formed them importantly. “Master Racke’s in there,” he
added, jerking a thumb in the direction of the study. " Talk
about a face! 'L looks fair murderoust’”

“How's the Head looking 1" asked Tom Merry. :

“Werry grave!” returned Toby solemnly, shaking bis
head. *“Oh, werry gravel”

And he vanished up the stairs,

“*Whew !" whistled Monty Lowther sofltly. =

Before long, the tall tigure of the captain of 3t Jim's
came into sight. Kildare seemed scarcely to notice the
crowd of silent jumors. He strode down the passage, and
1}.':1nish-ed into the Head’s study without glancing to right or

Reckness Cardew.

cft.
Mellish, the sneak of the Fourth, ene of Racke's cronies,
sniggered,
“Kildare's going to get a wigging I'"
““He, he, ha | Yes!” grinned Baggy Trimble.
“0Oh, shut up, you fat clam 1™ growled Manners.
“Oh, really, Manners—"" :
“1 pwopose we all give Wacke a feahful waggin® aftah-
cards ! suggested Arthur Augustus D'Arey,
“Hear, hear!” E =
And from the unanimity of tha juniors’ agreement with the
swoll of 8t Jim’s suggestion, it was quite clear that Racke,
oven though he regarded himself as a martyr, had no
sympathy from the Shell and the Fourth! :
Racke had been wrongly licked, thoy admitted, But their
sympathies were almost entively with the captain of St
Jim’s

¥
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CHAPTER 4,
Before the Head !

HERE was a deep frown on the face of Dr. Holmes
I as Eric Kildare stepped into the study and closed
the door. i r Hied
He was seated at his desk, his fingers tapping rest-
lessly on the papers in front of him. There was a worried
frown on the Head's kind old face, and he lookéd rather -
pale and tired. Dr. Holmes had been working very hard
of late, and his health had suffered temporarily. It was this
fact, perhaps, that had caused him to become rather irritable
recently—a state of affairs most unusual in the naturally
genial old: Head.
“Ah, Kildare ! 2 s
Dr. Holmes looked up quickly as the captain entered,

Kildare glanced from the Head's frowning countenance to
the dark and bitter face of Aubrey Racke, standing by the
hookease. There was a scarcely veilod gleam of malicious
dulight in the eyes of the cad of the Shell. Racke was gloat-
ing over the fact that he had been the cause of having
Kildare “on the earpet” before Dr. Holmes,

"gou sent for me, sir1®
" Ven.' il
As g rule, the greatest cordiality existed between the Head

i e dpogily JHesr ST

Ay Iouprig Diot



and Eric Kildare. None knew better than Dr, Holmes what
a splendid and popular captain Kildare was. It was seldom
indeed that the Head had the slightest fault to find with the
stalwart skipper, : !

But there was no cc}'di_aiit?v in his tone now. His voice
was tired and a trifle irritable. 3

“Kildare, this junior—Racke—has come to me with a
complaint., It seems that you punished him this evening
most severely for an offence of which he was innocent, Is
that correct?” 5

“Quite correct, I pm afraid, sir,” answered the captain
quietly, .

The Head drummed his fingers, and his frown deepened.

*It is a grave matter, Kildare, as T suppose you realize.”

“1 am aware of that, sir.” .

#1 understand that you rather jumped to conclusions, and
punished Racke on insufficient evidence.” 5

£¥Yes,” Kildare nodded. His voice was quief.

This Week, Next Week, and for Fourteen More Weeks—Free Gifts ! 1

He knew from Kildare’s look that the captain mere
despised him for having come with his story to the Hea
No decent follow v.'uu{;d have tried to get Kildare into
trouble for what had been a mistake. Racke knew that
at_the bottom of his heart.

He shifted uncomfortably, and said nothing. ;

‘I hope you are not bearing malice, Racke,” said the Head
gharply,

“0Oh, no, sir!™ said Racke hastily.

“You may go now.”

Racke went.

The Head turned again to Kildare as the door closed.

¥ Really, Kildare, this is a most serious matter!” he
oxclaimed, “I am surprized to know that you would punish
a boy on slight evidence in this way.”

Kildare reddened.

“The evidence was not exactly slight, sir. . I had every
reason to believe s
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THE FIRST OF AN INTERESTING SERIES OF “RAILWAY " ARTICLES!

-

Express engines cof the famous
“i Royal Scot' c¢lass, on the
L.M.S. Railway, are named after
famous Regiments of the Britigh
Army. Here our contributor tells
you why locomotive No. 6100
bears the nickname of
£ Pontiue Pllate’s Bodyguard [ ¥

Locometive Number 6100 of the * Royal
Seot "’ class, named after the 1st Foot or
Royal Seots (Lothian Regiment), has a
reputation to live up to which iz second to

none.

The Royal Scofs regiment is by far the
oldest in the Army, tracing its descent
ilhézﬂ5 fairly unbroken line as far back a3

Since 1633 it has born the nickname of
“ Pontius Pilate’s Bodyguard,” How this
came about makes an interesting story.

Many years ago, while the Royal Seots

1

able charge of Lord Cutts, foreing its way

up to the palisades under terrific fire
without discharging a single gun.

For this astonishing feat alone it weil
deserves the regimental motto of ** Nemo
mo impune lacessit.”! (No one provokes
me with impunity.)

The crest of the Royal Scots Regiment,
and also of the express locomotive,
No. 6100.

The Royal Scots fonght at Oudenarde,
Malplaquet, and Fontenoy ; at Falkitk
and Culloden, in Corsica ; and against Red
Indians in America. They were with
Moore at Corunna and with Wellington
at Quatre Bras and Waterloo. They were
at Inkerman and Sevastopol: in South
Afriea, and, of course, played a big part
in the Great War, where they astonished
the world with their deeds of valour.

Most of you fellows will have heard the
Royal Scots famous regimental march—
* Dumbarton’s Drums "'——which has been

Regiment was in the serviee of the French,
a dispute arose between them snd a
regiment of “Picardy. The Frenchmen
considered that their corps was much
older than the British. The latter did

not agree,
The ment became so heated that
one Picardy officer went so far as to assert

that his regiment was on duty the night
following the Crucifixion of Christ.

2 Haf the duty been ours,” retorted
the Beots colonel, “ we should not have
elept at our poat 1 "

ike the * Roya! Seot” locomotive,
* Pontius Pilate’s Bodyguard » is famous
for its exploita. The regiment served with .
distinetion during the Marlborough Wars,
and at Blenheim took part in that memor-
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“In that case, I think you sheuld apologise to Racke very
def:cpkgt" continued the Head rather sharply.

ildare coloured,

“1 had intended to do so, sir. In fact, I had already
sent for Racke, in order to apologise. But instead of coming
to me, he chose to come to you.”

There was a faint ring of contempt in Kildare’s voice,
which caused Racke to shift his feet uneasily, But the
Head frowned :

“Racke did-perfectly right to come to me !” he exclaimed,
with asperity. * A miscarriage of justice such as this is
no light matter, and it is proper that I should be informed.
You will kindly apclogise to Racke at once.”

# Certainly 1 ,

Kildare turned to the cad of the Shell, Racke's eyes wera
gleaming with triumph. But if he expected Kildare to be
confused end awkward he was disappointed. The captain
was quite cool,

“I am sorry for what happened, Racke—very sorry!” he
said steadily. ;

Racke's fice took on a sneering grin. But he was hof
enjoying himself, though he tried to hold himself jauntily.

played wherever the British Army has been
engaged for the past thres hundred years.
Locomotive Number 6100 of the Royal
Scot class bears & great name, redolent
of all that is best and noblest in the
regiments of the British Army. That she
has and will live up to her great traditions
there can be no shadow of doubt. ]
Thundering upon her trivmphant non-
stop run of 401} miles from London to
I Glasgow, she well deserves the motto of
the famous Royal Scots Regiment—
“ No one provokes me with impunity.”

Next week : :
“SCOTLAND FOR EVER!”

-
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“Nonsense |” The Head was in an irritable mood, with-
out 'a doubt. “The whole affair is disgraceful! You had
no right to behave in this careless way, You should realise
that in your responsible position you must take every care
to ensure justice, not jump to conclusions!”

Kildare's eyes gleamed. He was becoming nettled. The
Head was speaking rather more warmly than he sctually
intended, and Kildare felt that it was unfair for kim to be
placed entirely in the wrong. After all, though Racke had
undoubtedly been the victim of a miscarringe of justice,
Racke's reputation was such that there was really very
little harm donel! A shady customer had received a
whacking, that was what it smounted to—it was not as
though some perfectly “straight ” fellow, such as Tom Merry
or his chums, had been wrongly flogged, Kildare knew in
his heart that Backe deserved many lickings that had never
been administered. : e

But it was utterly impossible for Kildare to explain that
to the Head.

“1 am sorry it happened, sir,” said the captain stiffly. “It
was not surpriging, however, I must point out, that 1 should
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eonclude that Racke was the offender. The book 1
found—"

“Racke told me about the book !” interjected Dr. Holmes
coldly. “I should not myse!f have regarded that as eufficient
evidence .0 adminisier a severe punishment to a junior.”

Kildare was silent. It was easy enough for the Head fo
tulk now, after the event, Kildare told himself. But as

things bad actually happened, the captain had made a

mistake which anyone might have made. -

“T hope this will be a lesson to you, Kildare, to exercize
the very greatest care in future,” went on the Head steruly.
“This must not happen again, you understand !

Kildare was a good-tempered fellow if ever there was one,
but the Head’s stinging words had brought the bleod hotly
to his cheeks again. : ;

*1% shall not happen again, sir,” said the captain grimly.
“1 think that perhaps it would be best, in the eircumstances,
il I resigned my position as eaptain of the school!”

The two stoo
for somae moments. The Head had given an exclamation.
Kildare’s words had been so utterly unexpeeted that Dr.
Holmes was quite taken aback for the moment, :

Only then did the Head realise that he had been speaking
with unintentional irritability and warmth.

Bless my soul!” exclaimed Dr, Holmes. “Do I really
understand you to say that you wish to resign the eaptainey,
EKildare?”

“* Exactly, sir!”

e Head's face showed something very like dismay for
the fraction of ap instant. Then his eyes gleamed, and his
lips shut into a firm line. He nodded.

“Very well, Kildare. Just as you wish.
resignation.”

Kildare, with set face, turned to the deor and strode out,
leaving the Head alone,

It was seldom indeed that the good-natured skipper and
the kind old Head were at loggerheads!

But this time they had fallen out with a vengeance,

I accept your

iy CHAPTER 5. L EE
. The Declsion of the Sixth !

EXT day 8t. Jim's was buzzing with the news.
Kildare had resigned !
The school had seldom been so excited b
thing as it was by that simple announcement,

_ Bb Jim's withont Kildare as captain seemed almost an
impossibility ! At first, in fact, some of the fellows were
frankly incredulous—until they had seen for themselves the
xnotice of Kildare's resignation pinned on the board. Then
they had to believe. :

That this was a result of the affair of Racke's fogging
and subseguent visit to the Head, everybody kmew. And
those fellows who liked Kildare—which included nearly all
the Shell and Fonrth—frog’s-marched Aubrey Racke round
the quad two or thres times, just to show what they
thought of him.

From the Sixth to the Second, in stndies and in Common-
rooms, in l-hegcguad and in the close and in the playing-
fields, in the ool House and in the New House, everyone
was talking of Kildare and the now vacant captaincy.

Once the first excitement of the news was over peneral
attention was inclined to turn from Kildare and his drastic
action to che question of the next captain.

Who would step into Kildare’s shoes as captain of St
Jim’s?

It was a lascinating problem!

. Bpeeculation ran freely. WVarious Sixth-Tormers were men-
tioned and discussed, PBut the general opinion was that
either Darrell, Kildare's chum, or Monteith, the captain of
the New House, would becoms skipper.

In the Bchool House Darrell was, of course, favoured.
But PFiggins & Co. and the rest of the New Houss would
hear no onc but Monteith as a possible suceessor to
Kildare. In fact, Figgins & Co. felt so warmly about it
that Kerruish, of the School House, who had the temerity
to laugh the idea to scorn to a proup of New House
juniors, was collared and ducked in the fountain without any
argument. Half an hour later, however, an avenging ban
of School House fellows collared Fatty Wynn of the New
House and immersed him in the founfain—*to see if he'll
foat ! as Monty Lowther put it. Scores were therefore even
hetween the respective supporters of Darrell and Monteith,
. “Monteith doesn’t stand an earthly,” declared Tom Merry,
in Study No. 10 of the Shell 1zmssa.ge at tea-time that after-
noon, “If he puts up for the captaincy, as I suppose he
will, only the New House will vote for him. And the School
House i3 bigger than the New House, Darrell will get in,
if you ask me!” ; :

“Bure to,” nodded Manners.

There was a knock on the door. Blake appeared, with
Herries and Dighy and Arthur Angnstus D’ Arcy, The fonr
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with eyes fixed on one another in silence

Price 2d.

chums of the Fourth had locked in to discuss the exci
situation, as well as to invite themaselves to tea—B8tudy No.
being temporarily out of funds.

Blake & Co. agreed with Tom Merry & Co. that Darrell
was a8 certainty,

“But it's wotten, poor old Kildare wesignin’, don't you
know, deah boys!” declared Arthur Augustus, shaking his
noble h}:ia.d. “Uttahly wotten] He was a wippin®
skippah |

“Hear, hear!” agreed Tom Merry, and Manners, and
Blake together, 2 2

“Tho best ever!” said Monty Lowther, with an air of
complete finality.

“ Rather 1” nodded Herries and Digby. A

“1 dare say Darrel]l will make a good skipper,” said Tom,
frowning. * But—well, it won’t be the same as having old
Kildare back ¥

“No, bai Jove [

But their eager interesf over the question of the next
captain kept tea from being the gloomy meal it might
otherwizse have been, had the chums of the Fourth and
Shell thought only of Kildare's resignation.

Half-way through tea, Talbot looked into the study.

“Hallo, hallo!™ sang out Tom cheerily. “Come on in,
old hoss! Thére's a couple of sardined left 1™ -

Reginald Talbot sat down &t the table, with a grin, and
accepted the proffered sardines with alacrity.

“{ seo there's a notice up on the Sixth Form board,” he
remarked, as he dropped eugar into his tea. - *“They've got
o giddy meeting on tonight. About the captainey, I
é’pOSB."

“Must be,” nodded blake, seraping out the marmaiade-};mt
with & big spoon. *Herries, you greedy bounder, you've
wolfed all the marmalade!”

“Plenty more in the cupboard!” grinned Tom Merry.
“Pass it out, somebody! My hat, it would be jolly interest-
ing to know what the Sixth have to say aboutit! T su;;]‘)osa
they’ll decide the candidates for the election among t .
selves, I wonder if Kildare will attend the meeting 7

Speculation regarding the 8ixth Form meeting was as far
as Tom Merry & Co. went. But there w23 one junior, at
least, wheose curiosity took him further!

Baggy Trimble, with his wsual overwhelming desire to
poke his fat little nose into other people’s business, had his
own methods of gaining ﬁl"ﬁt—hﬂ.ﬂdp information. The Bixth
Form meeting was arranged to start at siz-thirty. By six-
fifteen Baggy was sneaking eautiously inlo the empty lgorm-
room where thoe meetinﬁ was to take place, A large cup-
board behind the master’s desk struck him at once as being
the ideal spot for his little plan.

A minute after his entry into the Form-room Baggy had
installed himself in the dark interior of the big cupboard.
It was rather a tight squeeze, but Trimble was prepared to
put up with a little discomfort just then

That there would be trouble if he were found, Baggy
knew wery well. But eo strong was his inborn curiosity
about matters which were no concern of his—often simply
beeanse they were not his concern '—tha® Baggy was prepared
to take the risk of being discovered. Ir any case, he knew
that the chance that someone might open the cupboard door
during the meeting was a very slight one

SBome minules before the half-hour, the Sixth-Formers
began to mnrrive.

ggy Trimble, curled up in the darkness, heard the foot-
steps of the arriving seniors, and their voices, quite clearly.
A faint chink of light under the door waas Lis only illumina-
tion, and he had no chance of seeing out. He counld only
listen to what went on. That, however, was hardly a handi-
cap, for listening was one of Bagey’s litt'e specialities.

Monteith was one of the first to arrive accompanied by
two other New House Sixth-Formers. Then Baggy heard
the harsh voice of Gerald Knox, and he gave a gasp.

Knox was the most unpopular prefect at St. Jim's. Many
a time and oft had Baggy made painful acquaintance with
Knox's ashplant, and the mere thought of being found in
Lis hiding-place by that sour individual sent a shiver down
the fat Fourth-Former’s spine. ~

Half-past six chimed from the schoo! clock across the quad.

Baggy Trimble, all ears, settled down in his hiding-place
‘;30 ]i;t]ﬂn cagerly to the debatings of the mighty men of the
Sixtl

He heard the voice of Darrell asking for silence, and all
conversation in the big Form-room stopped immediately.

Evidently Darrell was the chairman to-night.

1t was soon elear to Trimble that the junior school had
been quite right in thinking that the Sizth-Formers were
meeting to diseuss the guestion of the vacant captainey.

And as Baggy listened to the Sixth-Formers, with one ear
glued to the door, his eyes widened, and began to sparkle
with excitement, :

“My aunt ! breathed Baggy, in the darkness of the eup-
board. “Whew! Great pipl*

For the Sixth were discussing an amuzing resolution !
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Hotly imndignant -
at what they con-
sidered  unreason-

abls censure upon
Kildare on the part
of the Head, the
Sixth-Formers were
-apparently roused to
a high pitch of ex-
citement. The way
in which Knox wag
shouted down when
he attempted to
make some uni-
popular suggestions
—what they were,
Baggy could not
guite catch—showed
that the atmosphere
of the meeting was
cleetric.

In the opinion
of the BSixth the
disgipline of the
school could nof
be maintained if
prefects could not
punish juniors on
reason ab{e evidence.

When Darrell put
the resolution to the
meeting that “this
meeting  considers
that Kildare has
been badly treated,
and did right in
resigning,” there
was not a dissentient
voice. Even Knox
satd nothing. Baggy
noticed, when Darrell
asked if anyone opposed the motion, although it was well
known that Knox and Kildare were anything but friends.

But it was the second motion put by Darrell that caused
Bagey's eves to widen' with excitement. :

Darrell’s voice, very cool and steady in confrast to the
general tone of the other speakers, came to his ears from
somewhere near the cupboard: ' A

“1 propose, then, that the Sixth, barg on> and all in
sirong -sympathy with Kildare in this matter, shall all
decline to stand for election to the vacant eaptaincy !”

“Hear, hear!”

There was a roar of approval.
teith ecut through it:

“T have pleasure in seconding that resolution !

There was a murmur of satisfactior and excited talk,
and some cheers. Darrell gave a grim laugh.

“Tho motion seems to be carried unan'mously, gentle-
men !” he announced, and there was further cheering,

“My only hat!” gasped Baggy Trimble, gquivering with
excitement, “ They—they refuse to stand fo. the eaptaincy!
Oh, great pip! He, he, he! What will the Head say?”

He fairly squirmed with delight.

But the next moment the fat Fourth-Former gave a stifled
gasp, as he felt the door move. His wriggls had pushed it
open an inch or more. Bapgy made a grab to cloze it again,
lost his balance, and toppled from the top of the high box
on which he had been curled.

* Yaroooooop ! :

He clutched frantically at an casel and blackboard that
leant against the back of the cupbosard, and dragged them
with him. Thero was a crash, and the door shot open, and
Laggy Trimble and the blackboard, inextricably mixed up,
shot out of the cupboard.

The next moment, with another yell, Baggv found himself
sprawling on the Hoor with the blackboard half on top of
gur’lj at the very fect of the tall figuie of Darrell of the

ixth.

Then the voice of Mon-

e

CHAPTER 6.
Exeiting for St. Jim’s !
L OW! Oh! Grooooffffff!” :
With all the wind utterly knocked cut of him,
Baggy Trimble sprawled wildly on the Hoor,
pinned down by the blackboard,

“Great Scott [

There were excited gasps and exclamations from all over
the room. Bixth-Formers on all sides were staring at
Baggy as though he had been an apparition.

His viclent and unexpected entry had produced a sudden
deathly silence. Only the struggles of tue fat junior, amid
the wreckage of the blackboard and eassl on the floor,
broke the silence of the Sixth Form rooi.

s i
“ Kildare,'' said Dr. Holmes sharply, ‘" you will kindly apologise to Racke at once." ** Gerta.l'.nl¥."
The captain of §t. Jim's turned to Aubrey Racke, whose eyes were gleaming with triumph, LS |

am sorry for what happened, Racke—very sorry ! " he said steadily.

75

{See Chapler 4.)

“Ow!” groaned Baggy. “Oh, lor’!”

“Trimhkle 1" ejaculated Darrell, staring down at him in
almost incredulous amazement.

“Wow!" panted Trimble, “I—I say, dragimoff! Pull
this blessed blackboard off me, somebedy! Ow! I'm
hurt ™

Darrell's face set grimly. He realised now that Trimble
had been eavesdropping. He stooped and lifted the black-
board, leaning it against the wall.

“Get up!” he commanded.

“Ow!" groaned Trimble. “I—1 can't! My neek’s broken
—I mean, my back's broken! And both arms! Oh! Ow!
Grooooooh !

"‘:"_'-t-op that row!” snapped Darrell angrily. “And gef
up't”

“But I'm in agony!" groaned Trimble, rolling his eyes.
“Bend for a doctor somebody!"

“A vet would be more uze,” grinned Knox.

“Oh, really, Knox—"

“Half a jiHE!” eut in North “The kid may be really
hurt ] That blackboard’s heavy, you know,”

He hurried up and stooped over Baggy, who gave
another heart-rending groan,

“Rats!” grinned Knox. *“The little sweep’s shamming !
He's trying to escape a licking for eavesdrepping.”

“ “Oh, really, Knox!” Baggy gave a nerve-racking moan.
I've broken a leg, I think, and a couple of ribs or so—"
“Well, here's something to mend 'em again ! exclaimed

Knox.

He strode swiftly towards Baggy's prone figure, and
raised a boot as if to bestow a hearty kick on Baggy's
fat nnatomy,

With a squeal Baggy leapt to his feet and scuttled behind
North for protection. Knox gave a roar.

“l{liﬂ., jl;it, ha! 1 s&{dhhtf w;?n'tl hurt mudd]}f!i” .

“My hat, you're right!” - North grippe 2, the
shonlder and shook hiEI{n. “Yon fat little rottersfg;uu ywere
listening in that cupboard—eh 7"

“Nunno !” squeaked Baggy, in alarm. Perspiration was
standing out on his fat face. “I—I wasn’t listening, _ I
never heard a word, 1 mever heard you say that none of
you would put up for the captain’s election.”

“Great Scott !

“1 didn't hear about that,” said Bapgy breathlessly.
“And if T had. I shouldu’t have told anybody. But I
didn't know about it, of course—"

He broke off as North shook Lim again.

“Well, even if the kid has heard, it doesn't much
matter,” said Darrell, with a shrog. “It wouldn't be a
secret long, in any case. But he deserves a good licking,
Lay him across that desk, North!”

North, with Knox's aid, obliged. Baggy howled and
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wriggled as he found himself hoisted face-down across one
of the desks; and then the dust rose as Darrell’s hand,
gripping an ebony ruler, rose and fell.

*Yooocop! Wow! Owl” ;

DBagey's Eowls fairly echoed round the Sixth Form room.
Iiven the angry Sixth-Formers grinned.

“Now, clear!” commanded Darrell sternly.

Tt was a sadder, if not & wiser Baggy, that limped from
the Bixth Form room. . R

“Yah! Deasts!” said Baggy Trimble; but he said it
under his breath, “Ow! I've & good mind to complain
to the Head!™ = ;

He glared at the now shut door of the Sixth Form room,
and shook a fat fist. Then he waddled painfully away
along the passage, and headed for the Fonarth Form
pessage. As he furned into it the immaculate figure of
Arthur Augustus D’Arey hove into mgllt.. :

“Bai Jovel!” Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass,
and surveyed Trimble in great surprise. “Weally, Twimble,
you appeah to be wathah dustay and dishevelled. You look
a Serf&ct twamp, Twimble. Not been havin’ a sewap with
i

ustman, I pwesune 7 =
“No,” snorted Trimble. “Tt was that beast Darrell !

“Dawwell ¥’  ejaculated * Arthur Augustus, in great
surprise. *‘Howevah—" ) : =
“Oh, never mind that!” interrupted Trimble. *'Listen!’

His face had lit up with excitement. In & moment he
was fairly bursting with the news he had to spread. “The
Sixth have all agreed not to put up for the captainey.
And Kildare’s resigned, of course. He, he, he! Won't
the Head be in a stew®

“(Gweat Scott ! 3 :

The swell of 8t. Jim's sfared at Trimble incredulously.

“None of ’em will take on Kildare’s job,” chortled
Baggy. “None of 'em!” i

“But how the dickens do you know ?* demanded D’Arcy.

“Ahem! T—er—I happened to get shut in a cupboard
in the Bixth Form room, wyou see,” said Baggy hastily.
“T couldn't help hearing what was said at the meeting.
It's true enough. Isn’t it a' go? The Head'll be fright-
{ully mad.” a5

Arthur Augustus surveyed Trimble icily
eyeEIass. o ! 2

“Bo you were eavesdwoppin® at the Sixth Form meetin? 7%

“0Oh, rats!” growled Trimble. ;

* And that’s why Dawwell twounced you, you fat fwog !

“ Br-r-r-r 1

With a glare Bagey Trimble rolled on. He had no wish
to listen further to the strong disapproval of the swell
of Bt. Jim’s. Arthur Augustus watc]flcd him vanish into
Study No, 2. There was a strange look on the face of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Bub if what Twim!:ﬁe says ia twue—=" he muttered,
with a gleam of excitement in his eyes. “Bai Jove, what
an_extwaordinawy situation! St. Jim’s will be without a

®skippah altogethah. Gweat Scott!”

And Arthur Augustus turned and hurried back towards
Study No. 6 to spread the amazing news. 3

By bed-time all 8t. Jim’s knew of the Sizth Form
resolution. No Bixth-Former would put up for election to
the vacant captaincy. None of them would consent to step
into Kildare's shoes as captain of St. Jim's. So they had
told Dr. Holmes!

And Kildare was standing firmly by his resignation.

“My giddy aunt!” exelaimed. Clive of the Fourth, as he
went up to the Fourth Form dormitory that night. “Tt
Ineks like a blessed feud between the Head and the
prefects,”

Ralph Reckness Cardew, the dandy of the Fourth,
grinned and shrugged his shoulders.

“Locks like it, dear man,” he drawled. “Quite an
amusin’ situation—what? 1 bet dear old Kildare never
dreamt of the fun he was startin® when he handed in his
resignation to the Head yesterday. But he can’t go back
on it now,”

“But there must be a skipper,” put in Levison. “The
Bixth’ll have to elimb down.”

“I fancy they won't,” grinned Cardew. “They're too
keen to back up Kildare. Old Knox might like fo collar
the captainey, perhaps, but he’d be afraid to go against
the rest of the Sixth. They ecould make things too jolly
hét for him if he tried to be a jolly old blackleg,”

CI‘_"Then what the dickens is going to happen i’ exclaimed
1ve.

“Haven’t the faintest,” chuekled Cardew. “DBut it's
looking to me as if St. Jim’s ‘will be without a ecaptain
for quite a long time. We shall be able to do pretty well
us we like, Won't the fags be pleased7”

Without doubt, discipline at 8t Jim’s was liksly to go
Lo pieces. Without a eaptain to direct them and encourage
them, the prefects could not he expected to carry out their
duties anything like so efficiently. And the masters could
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not keep order in the same way that the prefects could.
There were too few of t , for one thing,

What would the Head do?

That was the question that buzzed in the dormiiories of
both School House and New House that night. Could the
Head force the prefects to abandon their position?

.The general opinion was that he could not, that the
Sixth, standing solidly together, as they were, were
unconquerahle.

As Tom Merry remarked as he climbed into beds,

“1t looks like deadlock !

—— ]

CHAPTER 7. 5
.. Captain Wanteq !
EXT morning 8t. Jim's was humming with a fresh
excitement,
Dr, Helmes had posted a notice orderinf the
whole school to gather in Big Hall after last Jesson
that morning, Everyone wondered what the Head had to
say. 'That it was something to do with the captainey,
everyone was agreed.

Quite a erowd of juniors risked being late in their own
Form-reoms for second lesson in order to watch the Sixth
going into their room. Dr. Holmes was taking them in
Greek, and there wes 2 breathless hush from the watchin
youngsters as the Head's dignified fizure appeared, anﬁ
rustled into the Sixth Form room with {rowning brow. -

* Looks waxy, doesn't he!” grinned Crooke, hurrying off
to the 2hell Form room.

“He's got something up his sleeve, if you ask mel”
declared Hammand.

The rest of the morning seemed to crawl by, But at last

e
ih

_the time came for the school to repair to Big Hall. There,

in a breathless hush, Dr. Holmes etrode on to the dais,
and his stern glance roamed over the rows of silent seniors
and juniors. : !

No one stirred. Even the inky-fingered fags of the
Second and Third were awed into silence.

The Head was still looking decidedly “wazxy,” as Crooke
had put it. His brows were [rowning, his lips tight. There
was & gleam in his eyes that was almost warlike;

He cleared his throat eminously. -

“*Now for squalls!” breathed Dighy softly.

“Boys,” said the Head, his deep veice carrying fo the
far corners of Big Hall, “no doubt you are we?] aware
that Kildare has resigned his posilion as captain of
8. Jim's.” -

- There was a faint rustle of excited interest among the
listening fellows, All eyes were riveted on the Head,

“Bince Kildare's sudden resignation,” went on the Head
in level tones, “the remainder of the S8ixth Form lLave come
to a decision that none of them wishes to become captain
in Kildare's place.”

He glanced sharply to where Darrell stood near the dais,
listening with a face free of any expression,

“Darrell 1"

o sir !l}

“I am right in imagining that the Sixth still stand by
their decision?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Darrell quietly. :

He sat down. Not a whisper of sound could Have been
heard in Big Hall

The Head nodded grimly, and his eyes ran over the faces
of the assembled Sixth-Formers. 2

“1 understand that Darreli is acting as spokesman for
the Bixth,” he went on icily. “If, however, any Sixth Form
boy is not in iotal agreement with the decision of his
Form_{fellows, and is willing to assume the position of
captain of Bt. Jim's, whether ho i3 now a prefect or not,
I shall be glad if he will stand up ™.

The eyes of the rest of the school turned from the Head
in a moment. Attention was riveted upon the ranks of the
Sixth-Formers.

With stony faces, the Bixth remained motionless. Then
theras was a sudden stir from one-end of the front row.

“Knox !" breathed Tom Merry in Manners’ ear,

Knox had seemed to be about to rise. His face was set
in a queer way, rather pale. He glanced uncertainly, with
a half-defiant %no]:. along the row of Sixth-Formers. .

Clearly it was in his mind to riez, The eyes of the Head
and of the whola school were on him. They saw him lick
his dry lips. Then he sat down again.

An audible murmur ran through Big Hall. s

Enox had funked it! Dearly though he would have liked
to claim the captainey, he had not the nerve to defy the
rest of the Sixth. =

For half a minute mora the Head waited, Then he
removed his spectacles and wiped them. Hae reset them on
his nose and surveyed the listening school primly.

“Very well.” he said, “Vou have 21l seen and heard

(Continued on poge 12.)
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No. 2.—A TRANS-CONTINENTAL COACH!

forty miles an hour, approaching 200 miles

per hour, on a straight and clear run, with

forty or more passengers aboard—there's your
‘bna of the future !

Yon will be able to climb into your seat, at one
of the huge parking-places covering several acres
of ground and roofed over like a big railway station
to-day, tuck your ticket safely into a poclst, ssttle
down in the luxuriously padded armechair allotted to
you, and then prepare to pass the time pleasantly
until your stopping-place—Paris, Cologne, Rome,
or any other town on the map of Europe—is reached.

No, the motor-coach will not have to swim the
Channel, for the Tunne! will be in full swing, and cue
all-motal, stream-lined giant will make short work
of that stretch. Ii your journey is a long one you will
want to eat and drink and sleep. All these amenitios
will be " on the premises ™ [

Your ticket will include a bed—a berth on the top
deck, partitioned off from all the other beds, and
folding away snugly when the early-morning tea has
been grunk and passengers are w ing, shaving, and
generally refreshing themselves in the private dressing
1o0Im. :g{ot meals will come from the coach's kitchen
—complate with eleetric oven and other labour-saving
devices that occupy the minimum of procious space.

THE MARVELLOUS MOVAEBLE ENQINE !
Meanwhile, your coach will be tearing along a
wide, specially constructed road on which only swift-
moving motor traffic is allowed. Supplies of all
sorts will be replenished only st long intervals, and,
so that there shall be only very short halts at
certain stages of the journey, the detachable
mator will be removed in a twinkling and an-
other pushed into its place !
That cuta out long st ps necessitated by an
overhaul of the en-
ne, for at that
uture date peopls
will simply not toler-
ate a minute longer
than  is absolutely
t necessary being spent
on & trip to wherever
it is they want to go.
That  romovable
angine i8 not waiting
to be invented. Ib

! N all-metal motor-coach, doi not less than

Card

Next aceel:’s article deals
with ** 4 Desert Liner!?
another dream of the future
witich is the subjeect of the
THIRD Free Gift Picture

is even now in regular wuse, on the motor.coach
stages in Ameriea~where the full run takes six days
and nights! The enormons coaches fitted with this
wonderiul engine are costing now £4,000 apieca. That
sum will rise into five Agures-when our ¢oach of the
future is an ordinary and accustomaed part of our
everyday life. :

SPEED'S THE THING!

For tho coach-to-be will make the present long.
distange ones lock as feeble and insignificant as the
stage-coach of our grandfathers appears by the side
of an express train! You will get only a blurred
impression, certainly, of the country through which
you rush, as you glimpse it through the curved side
windows—those windows being curved because the
body of the coach iz rounded.

That unusual shape, together with the air-cutting
‘ nose,” will reduce air-resistance to the very lowest
factor. Of course, the weight of tlhwe entire wehicle
will run into very many tons, but the body will be
made of the specially light metal called duralumin,
purposely to make it as light as possible on its eight
wheels. If you want to get a better view of the
scenery than that afforded by the rounded side-
windows, there will be the observation compartment
at the rear whence you can look out at the scenery
as it recedes swiftly from youw.

All the windows will open, but you won’t want to
push out your head and get it almost knocked off by
the windrush that tears past the streamlined sides.
Ventilation will be maintained electrically, =0 no
one need make himself unpopular by wanting a
window opened a crack when everyone else is hating
a draught! The interior will slso be electrically
lighted and warmed.

When the flashing scenery ?ulls, you will be able to
turn your attention to the television sereen on which
the news or amusements of the day (or night) are
being depicted. A wireless loud-speaker will keep you
informed orally of everything that is afoot, and there
will be never & road-bump to
distract your attentior
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“Vote for Tom Merry!” |

+ (Continnued from page 14.) 4
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ilkat the Sixth decline to provide a captain for St. Jim'a
But the school zhall have a captain, none the less[”

“What the thymp—"' muttered Blake.

“Since none of the Sixth will acdept the post,” went on
Dr. Holmes in his most biting tones, *I have no chaice but
to cffer the position of captain to any buy who, after due
nomination for election, is selected by his schoolfellows.
The clection will take place on Friday next—a week to-day.
By that time, any boy who cares to send in his name to
me as a candidate—any boy at all—may do so0.” .

There was a breathless hush, followed almost 1115tagli]y
by an excited murmur that swelled from the rows of seniors
and juniors,

The Head raised his hand sternly.

“gjlence I he commanded. The murmur died away. “I
repeat, the vacant post is now open to any boy who cares
to be nominated for election.” *

The stony faces of the Bixth had taken on startled
expressions.

They had never dreamed of this amazing counter-move
on the part of the Head. It left them gasping. .

That anyone but a Sixth-Former could possibly be captain
-of St. Jim’s had not occurred to anyone. It was a stagger-
inz announcement on the Head's part.

“Great Aunt Jemima!” gasped Herries,

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
sﬂim was a strange look on the face of Grundy of the

sell.

George Alfred Grundy was a great man—in the opinion
of Georza Alfred Grundy! No one else thought so; in fact,
everyone else thought that Grundy was the biggest duffer at
St. Jim's. But the burly George Alfred thought otherwise.

The Head’s startling announcement had left most of the
fellows stagpered. But to Grundy it had come as the big
chance he %md long been waiting for—a chanee of really
showing 8t. Jim's what he was made of.

Grundy turned to Talbot with an excited face.

“Me!” he breathed in a voice that quivered with eager-.

ness. “I'm the chap! TI'm poing to put up for it! 1
mean to be capt®in of St. Jim’s. 1 tell you—"
“Qilence!” rapped out the Head again, and Grundy
hroke off. “That is all I have to =ay, boys! Dismiss!”
And, with wondering faces, the 8t. Jim's fellows streamed
out from Big Hall
Hammond%md prophesied that the Head, had something
up his sleeve apainst the Sixth!
3t Jim's knew now what it was!

CHAPTER 8.
Grundy Gets Busy !

" B 0t
“But, look here, Tom—-"
" NU 1” -

€ But_'____l’
“No!” answered Tom Merry, very decidedly, for the
third time. And then he added, as & grand finale: “Rats!”

Monty Lowther and Harry Manners and the four chums
of Study No. 6 looked at Tom Merry, and then they looked
at one another. Their faces were glum.

Tom's refusal seemed very flat indeed. ; g

“But, Tom Mewwy, deah boy, now that the captaincy of
St. Jim’s iz open to all, T considah that you cught to put
up for it !1” urged Arthur Augustus warmly.

“0Of course he ought !” growled Herries,

Tom shook his head.

“No!” he said guietly. “I’'m not going fo be such an
ass as to put up for the captainey! If you idiots had got
a single ounce of sense amongst you——-"

“Bail Jove! Weally, I—*

“ An ounce of sense amongst you,” repeated Tom firmly,
“you'd realize it would be absolute rot for a junior to put
up for the ca ba.inc{l of 8t. Jim's! Even after what the
Head has aatidl,-J he obviously means a senior to be skipper.
Lefevre of the Fifth, or somebody like that.”

“But Grundy’s putting up, and he's a junior!” pui in
Monty Lowther argumentatively.

Tom smiled,

“0Oh, Grundy ! he said lightly.

“But think how ripping it would be if you were skipper
of 8t. Jim's!” urged Manners.

Tom shook his head again, rather impatiently.

“It’s idiotic even to dream of such a thing !” he declared.
“Obvionsly, a senior will get elected. I shouldn't stand
an earthly.”
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The seven juniois were standing by the fire in the
Common-room after tea that evening. They were alone
jshere. It had been Manners’ idea in the first place that -
Tom should take advantage of the Head’s proposition by
patting up. for the vacant captaincy, and his other chums
had welcomed the ides cagerly. But Tom would Lhave none

f it
“1 shouldn't stand an earthly of getting elected,” he
repeated, “and I'm not gomE to be ass enough to try 1*
With whieh final refusal the eaptain of the Shell strode
towards the door and left the Common-room. After a
moment ar two Monty Lowther and Manners followed him,

; leavinq Blake & Co. alons together,

“He'’s an obstinate assl” growled Blake,

“Heah, heah! 1 con:-sidﬁhg—”

“Ring off, Gussy I’

“Weally, Dig—-"

“Come ont” said Herries. *We'd better start prep.?

And the four.chums of the Fourth left the Common-room,
locking yery thoughtful,

It was a great disappointment to them that Tom refused
so flatly to put up for the captainey of 8. Jinr's. They did
not agree in the least with Tom that a senior was obviously
the only fellew fo make # good captain. They econsidered
that Tom would make a rattling good skipper. “And it
would be a ripping smack in the eye for the Sixth?’ as
Herries had remarked, with a grin.

But if Blake & Co. were disappointed, Manners and
Lowther were still more so. Their faces were set in very
frowning lines as they left the Common-room and turned
in the direction of Hall.

A large crowd of fellows round the notice-board drew
their attention. Talbot of the Shell, catehing sight of them,
turned an excited, grinning face to them.

“It's about the eaplainey!” he exclaimed, nodding
towards a notice on the board, *Three chaps have sent
their names in already for election! Lefevre and Cutts and
Grundy "

“Cutts!” gasped Manners. “Great pip!” '

Cutts, the “blade ” of the Fifth, was scarcely likely to ha
a popular nomination with Tom Merry & Co. But there
were a large number of fellows—Racke & Co., and fellows
of their kidney—who would probably support Gerald Cutts,
He would make a skipper after their cwn heart!

“But he won't stand much chance,” taid Kerruish, one
of E}}e group, with a grin. “Tefevre is a cert, if you ask
ma

Manners nodded.

Lefevre, the captain of the Fifth, was a good sportsman,
and popular. Although he was not in the Sixth, ho would
probably make just as good a skipper as some of the
members of that lofty Form. ;

But it was the third name that cansed the greatest interest
—a great deal of mirth, too! George Alired Grundy, as
captain of 8t Jim's, was something that the fellows eould
not quite picture, ;

“Bo he's really sent his name int” chockled Monty. “0h
my hat! What a scream!” h

And, still grinning ever Grundy's_amazing check, the
two chums turned away from the eager crowd round the
board and went upstairs to the Shell passage, intent on
starting their prep.

““Hallo, hallo, Eal!o! What's np?*

. The exclamation broke from Manners, as the two iurned
into the Shell passago from the stairs

A large crowd of juniers was gathered outside the door
of Study No. 3. And, judging by the chuckles, something
was amusing them.

Btudy No, 3 was Grundy's study. And it did not take
Lowther and Manners long to sce the cause of the other
fellows’ muirth. ; :

Grundy was wasting no time in canvassing for votes,
And he had hit upon a novel means of soliciting support.
He had breught the door of his study into use as a hoarding,
and chalked on it in large letters was the slogan:

“VOTE FOR GRUNDY AS CAPTAIN OF BST. JIM'SI:

“0h; my hat!"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Great Scotland Yard!

“1 don’t think!”

The erowd did not scem impressed with Grundy’s slogan.

“The ass isn't at home !’ grinned Kangareo, in answer
to a guesiion from Monty Lewther. “Out canvassing, I
expect,

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a chuckle, Monty Lowther took a stump of chalk
from his pocket and stepped up to the door. He wrote the
word “DON'T * in large letters above Grundy's message to
the school, so that the words now read:

“DON'T VOTE FOR GRUNDY AS CAPTAIN OF
; ST. JIM'B ™

Grundy—"
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“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“That's more like it1” chortled Bernard Glyn.

There was a step on the stairs, and the rugged fgure of
Grundy himself appeared, heading for his study.

-There wes & very pleased smile on Grundy's face. The
large crowd of fellows round his door reading his notice
delighted him.

‘“Hallo, you chaps!’ boomed Grundy. ¢ Reading the
glogan, eh? Good! Who wants a Fifth-Former as skipper?
T'm the chap you want—"

He broke off abruptly, and his face went crimson.

Heo had reached his door, and Monty Lowther’s liitlo
alteration to the notice on the door had met his eyes.™ Ha
gaped at it, with breathless fury, then swung round on the
crowd of chuckling juniors,

“Who put that there?" he bellowed.

#Tittle me " prinned Monty Lowther.

“Why, 1'11—_1*?1 smash you i”

Brandishing his fists, George Alfred Grundy rushed ni
Monty Lowther. But the other fellows closed up; and
Grundy, seeing that public opinion was against him, halted,
bregthing harg.

“You silly chumps!” he snorted.
about a serious matter—that's what it is :

He turned, and with his handkerchief he carefully wiped
off the offending addition to his glaring adverlisement.
Then, with a final glare at Monty Lowther, he vanished
into his study and banged the door shut,

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Grinning, Monty Lowther stepped forward again and
with his stump of chalk imscribed the word “DON'T " in
large letters on top of the door. :

He had scarcely finished before the door was flung open
with a crash, and Grundy glared out. z

The, candidate for the ecaptainey had heard suspicious
sounds on the door and had come to investigate. When he
saw that the offending word had been ieplaced he went
almost purple in thel?am.

*“Who did that?’ he roared. 5

“The King of Siam !’ Gore informed him gravely,
~ “Ha, ha, ha!”

“‘Trying to be [unny

t"
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“You silly cuckoos!” howled Grundy. “I'll wallop the
lok of you if you dare do it again!”

With his handkerchief he savagely expunged the large
“DON'T " from the top of the door, and, with a threaten-
ing glare that was calculated to frighten off anyone from
repeating the offence, he retired once more into his study
and slammed the door.

Softly chuckling, and careful to make no sound, Monty
Lowther stepped up to the door, reached up with his chalk,
and inscribed a still larger “DON'T ” on the top panels.

Then, chuckling, the juniors dispersed to their studies fo
begin their prep. When Grundy opened his door again, he
was not likely to ehuckle, however,

The Shell passage was not empty for long.

The figure of Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, ap-
peared at the end of it five minutes later, striding, with
rustling gown, towards the stairs,

Opposite Study Ne. 3, however, the Form master stopped,
with a sudden exclamation, A deep frown appeared on
Mr. Linton's face.

“ Bless my soul t”

He stared at the big, sprawling lefters of Grundy's
election slogan with a very wrathful expression. Even the
obviously unintended amendment—unintended by Grundy '—
at the top failed to bring & smile to his face.

To Mr, Linton a study door was the last place that
shenld be utilised for such a“purpose.

Lying on a ledge near him was a duster, left by one of
the charwomen who were emploved to keep the passage
clean. With an angry exclamation, Mr. Linton snatched
it up, and, grim-faced, reached out and began to wipe
out the chalked words on the door.

But he did not finizh the task. '

Grundy, within, heard the sounds, and he gave a furious
enort. That thiz was some junior—probably Monty Lowther
back again—he had not the slightest doubt.

“By James!"’ snorted Grundy. “I'll show 'em!”
He jumped up from his chair and snatched up a large
cushion.

. (Continued on next page.)
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The way our ancient
Oracle Is able to serve
up well-bolled Informa-
tion from his shapalz old
brainpan on every topic
undar the sun, .gosltivuly
enthrones him as Chief Chef in the world’s

©, What is Satsuma ware 7 ing.

A. A type of fine Japanese pottery,
Arthur Beale, so-named after a province
“in Japan :

the GEm ?

itchen of Knowledge., And that's that!

Certainly, Maurice !
v order “ The Magnet™ as well as

©Q. What is the Golden Arrew 7

miles an hour at Daytona
Beach, Florida, U.5.A. To steer
it straight &t this high speed,
hio had to pefr through a thing
liks a rifle sight and direct the
car toward a distant target. 1t
took him four miles to get up
full speed, and three miles befors
he could stop. His speed
ropresents almost four miles per
minute of & mile in about ff-
teen seconds, At this speed
telegraph poles look like & pine
wood, and milestones like a
cemetery. I have estimated
by a careful mathematical
caleulation that the Golden
Arrosv could get from England
to France in 6 minutes, 2 3-5
saconds if it wasn't for the water in
between, and ecan move 197,458 times
faster than our present office-boy coming
back from lunch! Phew!

Q. What is a potlatch 7 .
A, This, E. E. W., used to be the tribal

Why not regu-

. Q. Who was Mumbo Jumbo ?

« A, A reader who signa himself ** Medi.
tative Maurice” has read the term in a
book that his uncle sent him for a birthday
present entitled : ¢ Political Economy and
Reform of the Franchise,”" e wants me
to tell him if the gentleman in question—
Mumnbo Jumbo—was an Indisn in the
iast British parlisment and, if so, whether
he was Conservative, Liberal or Labour.
Although I have not read your book,
Maurice, I shounld judge that the writer
used the term in the usual modern sense.
At one time Mumboe Jumbo meant a
grotesque idol worshipped by cerfain
savape tribes; mnowadays the name is
usedd to refer to any object of sonseless
veneration, For instance, one might say
that the insistence that monkey-nuts
ghould not be sold after 8 p.m. 1s the
Mumboe Jumbe of one of political
partiss. I note that 3'0}1 mg you are not
particularly interested in the book your
uncle gave you, and will I recommend
soine reading more instructive and amus-

A, Bless my heant, Ynun% Egbert,"
where have you been living during the
past few weefca? Thoe Golden Arrow, of
which yom say yon heard some mention,
was the £18,000 racing motor-car of 1,600
horsa power with which Major Segrave
achieved the amazing speed of 231.3062

i

—_—

fenst given by a eandidate for chiefship
among the North American Indians
Nowadays the term is often heard in the
United States and Clanads used by white
people to describe a jollification of any
kind.

e == ==

The Qolden Arrow, Major Begrave’s wonder or in which ha created a new world’s
land .j:e:g ncord’ol :éer 231 miles per hour. This car cost £18,000 to build,
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Then he stole across to the door on tiptoe. It was esceniial
to take the miscreant in the passago by surprise, Grundy
told himself. He reached ont for the handle.

With a great erash he fung the door open and brought
the cushion down with a bang on the head of the figure
gutside.

“Pake that!” roared Grundy.

The cushion burst, and feathers few in all directions.

It was as if o small snowstorm had suddenly broken in the
2hell passage. There was a muffled howl.

“0h crumbs!” gasped George Alfred Grundy. :

For through the flying feathers the face of Mr. Linton
appearad to his horrified gaze, glaring and gpcwh!l.’.ss. with
his mortar-board battered and bent and tilted at a dis-
reputable angle over one eye. :

Choking and spluttering, and picking feathers from his
pmouth, Mr. Linton starved at Grundy as though he would
have liked to eat Lim.

“How—how—how dare you!” hooted Mr Linton, fairly
dancing with fury. “How dare you, I say? 11—~

Grundy, wishing that the ground would open and swallow
him, found his voice with difficulty.

“I—1 never thought it was you, sir!” he gasped. =1
thought it was soms other ass—I mean, some ass who was
mucking about with my notice, sir! I thought it was one of
the chaps——"

“You are a hooligan, sir{” panted Mr. Linton, beside
bimself with rage. A hooligan, I say!”

Doors were opening all along the passage, and grinning
faces were watching the scene, Grundy stared at Mr.
Linton miserably.

“Come with me to my study, Grundy ! barked My,
Linton. :

And, with feathers still clinging to his ears and sheulders,
the Form master stalked away up the passage, followed by
the unhappy candidate for the captainey of Bt Jim'a.

Grandy's first move in his clectioneering campaign had
ended disastrously! Which fact was testified by the curious
swishing sounds that emerged through the closed door of
Mr. Linton's study a few minutes later.

When Grundy appeared again, to be greeled by a chorus
of chucklea from a waiting group of Shell fellows, he was
looking red, and his eyes were watering; but the grim
expression on his faee seemed to show that Grundy was by
no means disheartened.

Grundy's electioneering campaign would undoubiedly
continue on the original lines that could oceur only ie
George Alfred Grundy!

——

CHAPTER &.
The Daputation !

RAMP, tramp, tramp!
Tom Merry turned his head, listening, A number

of feet were tramping along tho Shell passage.
“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom, gian(—ing at Manners

end Lowther. “Listen! Hounds lhke a blessed regi-

ment—"" . -

+ The three chums were in their study, making toast for
tea. They had been playing footer that afternoon, and
were hungry.

: o next moment, however, their {oast-making was
interrupted.

There was a bang on the deor of Study.No, 10. It was a
pe}w?'rfu} bang, and sent the door whirling -open with a
Crashn,

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

A sea of faces was stering, grinning, into the study.
Then, with tramping feet, the visitors eame into the study
in a body, led by Blake of the Fourth and Talbot of the
Shell. = Thoze that found ne room in the study stayed
outside.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Tom. “What the merry
dickens—"

Manners and Lowther were grinning. To them, appar-
entif, the visit was no surprise. In fact, when Tom glaneed
at them he found that his two chums had joined the crowd.

“We want a word with you!” grinned Blake.

““Oh!” gasped Tom, in bewildérment.

“Yass, bai Jove! Now, you fellows, pway leave the
talkin® to me—""

“ Rats] Bhut up, Gussyl!”

* Weally, Hewwies—>

*We've come to talk about—"" began Talbot.

“Tt’s like this,” explained Kangareo. “We all—'

“We're a deputation,” explained Dick Julian of the
Fourth, “And—* ;

“Pway leave the talkin' to me Julianl As a fellow of
tact and judgment——* :

“Dry up, Gussy! You see, Tom Merry, we want—"

Tom Merry grinned,

“One at a fime, you asses!” he sugpested. “Then per-
haps I'll know what it's all about!”
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“Hear, hear!” agreed Blake heaxtily, * You geo——"

“Pway be quiet, Blake, and let me explain to Tom
Mewwy——"

“Order 17

“The fact is,” roared Blake, glaring at D'Arecy, “we're
a House deputation, and we've come to ask you to put up
for the captaincy of 8t. JinYs, The Head’s said any
chap can put up, and, although you're & junior, under the
cires there’s no giddy reason why a junior shouldn’t be
skipper. And so we're asking youl to send in your name to
the Head!”

_-"H '-"i'g.

ot

4 ¢ R s i i ”
s > i
As he shot out of the cupboard In the Sixth Form-~-room, Baggy Trimbi#
him. The next moment, with aterrific yel}, Baggy found himself sprawling
Darrell of the Sixth. ® Yare
X
-

“Hear, hear!” agreed the whole deputation.

(13 Oh 1!! % -

Tom Merry stared at the deputation with a slight frewn ° iy
gathering on his face.

“Well 17 demanded Clifton Dane eagerly.

“What about it?” yelled Mulvaney minor. *‘Sure, an’
Tommy darlint, we want ye for the captain—->"

“Hear, hear!”

Tom Merry shook his head. ;

“1 don't want to put up for the caplainey!” he said
shorily. *“Far two reasons. First, it would be ridiculous for
a junior to try for it; and, secondly, I'm backing up Kil
dare! Like the Sixth, I jolly well don's feel like trying to
bag his place, under the cires!”

“Rats!”

“Look here——" began Lowther warmly,

“You can’t refuse a House deputation!” snorted Manners. e



$ OF THE FUTURE!" IN FULL COLOURS, FOR YOU! B

“T shouldn't stand an

“And anyway,” grunied Tom, :
You asses might vote

earthly chance of getiing elected!
for me, but no one else wonld 1#

“Then,” put in Talbot quickly, “if you're certain you
wouldn't got elected, you needn't mind heing nominated !

“Well, that’s s0,” said Tom. * But—"

“Weally, deah Loy, we mean to insist that you put up!?

“ Rather!” chimed in a dozen voices.

““ But, look here,” began Toni, in an exasperated voice,
“it's jolly nice of you chaps, but—"

“0h, eollar the ass!” growled Blake.

Tom gave a gasp,”

“Hands off, you bounders—"

But the next moment the deputation. led by Blake and

Manners and Lawther and Talbot, had swept upon the

captain of the Bhell. Struggling and gasping, Tom was
collared and swung into the air.

:fg’iﬁl,jou put up for the eaptainey ?*’ roared Blake,

£ YO E

“Then bump him !

Thero was a_thud as Tom smote his own carpet anything
but gently. He gave a gasp.

“You silly asseg—"
- Bump Bump!

“Ow!

Leggo, you burbling lunatics—*

lutohed fl‘ll‘ltibal?hlt an eanel and blackboard, and draggad them with

onthe floor with
yoop 1 7?

e blackboard half on top of him, at t
{Ses Chapter 5.)

“Putting up for the eaptainey?” grinned Talbot.

“No!” roared Tom brzgthlessly.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Now what about it?” chuckled Monty Lowiher.

“Oh! Ow! All right, you prize fathecads!”

FHuwwah "

Dishevelled and crimson in tho face; Tom Merry was
veleased. He glared at the deputation, and the deputatien
grinned back cheerily.

“You've promised, you know!” chuckled Manners,

*1 know,” groaned Tom. “You asses—"

“And wo'll all vote for you, deah boy!”

A faint grin appe.red on Tom’s face. If was & very rueful

grin,

“QOw!” he exclaimed. “I'm black and blue, you asees!
I'll send my name in, though. But there’s one goed thing—
I than't stand an earthly against Lefevre and the others!™

very Test of

-Head, by

“There's only Cutis and Grindy for the othérs,” grinned
Levison. “They won’t get m}” L

“ Neither shaﬂ 11" responded Tom:, grinning, too. *“‘And
I‘.pw clear out, for goodness’ sake, and leave a chap to get
18 tea ™ :

Cheerily the deputation tramped out, and slammed ihe
door, leaving Toni alone with his two chums. Manners
and Monty Lowthes wore grinning broadly, evidently very
pleased with themselves. Tom glared at them, then
grinied, too, -

*“ You bounders " Lie exclaimed. “¥ouwll find you've wasted
your time, though, when you see me at the hottom of the

4

voll, barring Grundy i

“Rats!” chuckled Monty Lewther,

“We'll see!” grinned Manners,

With which expression of opinion, the Terrible Thres
began their interrupted tea. SR

—

CHAPTER 10.
Grundy's Great Stunt !

Y the following Wednesday, with only two more days
before the election, St. Jim's was in a ferment. '
Nearly everyone expected that Lofevre of the Fife
would carry the election; but there were those who
]31-01)hc;1ed a sweeping victory for Cutts, and those who pro-
fessed to believe that Tom Merry would win, Only one
fellow seemed to favour the chances of George Alfred
Grondy. That fellow, needless to sav, was the great George

Alfred himself |

‘Lhe Bixth, true to their poliey of utier aloofness, appeared
coldly indifferent to the whole affair. But the general
opinion was that. the Sixth were smarting a little. 'The
rest of Bt. Jim's, whether their sympathies were with
Kildare or with Dr. Holmes, one and all agreed that the
his counter-move, had beaten the Sixth, and
made them look more than a trifle small. The Bixth
consoled themselves with the open convietion that no one
but a Sixth-Former could make a successful captain—a con-
tention which had yet to be finally proved.

Canvassing for the varions eandidates was keen,

Grundy was very energetie during those days. Tle spent
all his spare moments going round buttonholing fellows and
pointing out what a splendid shipper he would make for the
school—in fact, the only possible skipper! From respect for
Grundy's big fists, a good many fellows listened very
politely to what he had to say; but it was very doubiful
whether many of them would vaio for him. Grundy,
however, was full of confidence, and made no secret of the
{act,

A meeting was held one evening in the lecture-room on
behalf of Lefevre, at which his represeniatives, in the
form of Lee and Smith maior,' argued that Philip Lefevre
was the best captain-St. Jim's could find, now that the Sixth
had withdrawn. The niecting was crowded to overflowing,
and Tom Merry, who attended, as he listened o the cheers
for Lefevre felt more confident than ever that the tall
captain of the Fiith would carry the day without much
difficulty. ;

Tom himsalf utlerly refused to do any eanvassing. Bub
his friends in the Shell and Foorth were very enerpetio
on his boehalf, he lnew. He scarcely felt obliged to t_ﬁgm
tiowever, Tom Merry felt thoroughly impatient with the
whole business. His nomination had been forced npon him,
and was a hopeless one in his opinion. : 3

It was on the Wednesday afternoon-that Tom, busy in
his study with some linea for Mr. Linton, heard a sadden
:D‘d;d in the quad that caused him to glance up from his
ask. .

Someone seemed to be ringing a bell. It was not one of
the schoal bells, and Tom rose io his feet and crossed to -
the window to see what was happening. .

“ By Jove " e

A strangely-clad figure was standing in the middle of the
quad, swinging & bell. Toni was amazed to recognise the
Eown—crier of \E’a};land, in his scarlet coat and three-cornered

ak. :
And then the deep, resnundinq voice of the crier boomed

‘across the guad, for all 3%, Jim's to hear:

“Oyez! Oyezl Oyezl”

From all gides fellows were hurrying across towards the
red-coated figure of the town-erier,

What the Wayland ecrier was doing in the quad at Si.
Jim's was a mystery to Tom Merry. wystery, too, io the
interested group that was. surrounding the man, grinning
and chaffing him as he again swung his bell.”

“Oyezl Oyezl Oyezl”

Tom fleng up the window and leaned out, watching the
guthering crowd listening with astonishment to hear whas
the quaintly-garbed visitor had to say.

Neither he nor the crowd was kept 1ong in ignorance.

The crier ceased to swing his bell, and ceased to bellow

= ‘Ges Lismawny,—No, 1,105,
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“Oyez!” He glanced round, with his red face fairly
shining from his vocal efforts, and took a deep breath to
stark off on his real business,

“Hark ye!” thundered the crier, in the quaint language
employed by criers—a relic of the old days, “One person
and one persan only is fitted for the onerous post of captain
of 3t Jim's! That person is, as all should agree, George
Alfred Grundy!”

“M-m-m-my hat!” stuttered Tom Merry.

He almost fell from the window in his amazement,

The fages of the fellows in the quad were & picture,

They had often heard the Wayland crier before—usually
employed to advertise rewards for lost articles, or to give
publicity to local affairs, . They knew that he was open to
be hired by anyone who had something to tell the neigh-
bourhood, but they had never dreamed that a St. Jim's
fellow would employ the scarlet-coated crier, let alone use
him as a “stunt ” for canvassing in a school election !

Only Grundy would have thought of it !

George Alfred Grundy!” roared the crier again, in
sbentorian tones. “Wili all who hear me kindly vote for
Liporge Ajfred Grundy to be eaptain of St. Jim's 1"

“Great pip 1" gaspeds Tom faintly.

In the quad the fat crier stood stolidly bawling at the
top of his voice the merits of George Alfred Grundy, and
the Bt Jim’s fellows erowding round him listened open-
mouthed with amazement.

Grundy’s stunt had certainly caught the attention of the
whc-ls: school that after-
noon !

_Sheli fellows and Fourth-
Formers, fags and seniors,
even gome of the Sixth, were
listening to the crier with
almost dazed attention,
“Oyez! Oyez! Oyez! Vote
for George Alfred Grundy,
and have the best captain St.
Jim's has ever known!”

lﬁiﬁ:@ﬁmwm
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“0ld j-jossers?” echoed the Head faintly.

so Yes, sir—his very words,"” nodded the crier. “* Some old
jossers may barge up and try to put the kybosh .on the
stunt,’ said Mr, Grundy, ‘ but don't you worry." ”

“The—the kybosh?” stuttered the Head.

“His very words,” agreed the town-crier.

“Go!” said the Head faintly. He glanced round as if
for moral support. “Knox! See this—this person off the
school premises at once 1”

“Very good, sir!” grinned Knox.

“Boys, dispersel” exclaimed the Head, and turned and
went away rather dazedly towards his house. He glanced
back. “And—er—Knox! Find Crundy and send him te
me—at once!”

“Right you are, eirl"

The Head vanished, and the grinning crowd broke up.
Knox took the town-crier by the arm and led him towards
the gates. He went relactantly.

“Poor old Grundy!” gasped Monty Lowther. “Oh, what
a scream!”

“Gwunday is in for a feahful wow!" exclaimed Arthur
Augustus lﬁ'Amy sagely. "“The Head was fwightfully
waxy !?

“Go hon!” grinned Figgins of the New House. :

“I expect he'll get a record licking!” grinned Mellish,
the sneak of the Fourth. 5

But Grundy did not get a licking, On reflection, the
Head could not quite see anything to “lick ” Grundy for.

But Ea gave him five hundred
lines for what Dr. Holmes
deszribed to the great George
Alfred as “‘an  unseemly
method of seeking to influence
voting “"—and George Alfred
left the Head’s study looking
anything but happy.

Grundy's great schemes for
his election campaign seemed
one and. all doomed fto

2

bawled Grundy’s advertising ! i

agent in rich tones that pene-
trated fo every corner of the
quad.

Monty Lowther, standing in
the crowd with Manners, .
waiched the crier’s large
mouth opening and shutting
as if he were watching a frea

.Next week’s
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failure! DBuot Grundy was not
disheartened.

He was still guite sure that
only one of the four candi-
dates stood a chance of win-
ning the election, as he told
Talbot, whom he met on the
stairs after his interview with
the Head. =

at a circus. Monty still felt § R ts a stunner,— v “Lefevre!” grinned Talbot.
rather dazed. Grundy's amaz- “No, ass!” answered
ing whecze had left him B b <bbiipmi~p B Girundy in his polite way.
breathless, A “Tom Merry 7™
.My hat!” breathed Manners. “Crundy’s certainly got “No,” roared Grundy. “He dossn't stand an earthly!”
ideas 1 9 ; “Cutts, then?” exclaimed Talbot gravely.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ves!” chuckled Fatty Wynn of the New Grundy did not answer. He snorted, and glared, and

House, standing uear,

“This chap must have leather lungs!” grinned Dick
Redfern admiringly,

Their first amazement over, the big crowd surrounding the
siolid crier were roaring with laughter, Then suddenly
Monty Lowther gripped Manners' arm.

& [100]! [k

With frowni
striding across
the cocked hat. -

The Head was looking amazed: but he was also looking
angry, and his ire was rapidly displacing his amazement.
He came hurrying up with rustling gown, and the fellows
fell back before him as he strode through the crowd towards
the fizure in the centre. :

“Oyez! Qyez! Oyez! George Alfréd CGrundy is the
best person for the captainoy! Oyez! Oyezr——"

This time the Wayland ecrier ‘did not reach his third
“Dyez [”

The Head's gowned figure loomed up before him, black-
browed and bieathing very hard.

“Rilence 1" thundered the Head.

The town-crier broke off, and stared at the Head in an
uncertain way.

“How dare you come here, to make thai objectionablo
and unseemly mnoise, sir!” stormed Dr. Holmes angrily.
“Leave these premises immediately 17

The crier losked uncomfortable. ~ ITe shuffled his big feet
nervously, and coughed.,

“ Well, sir, I've been paid to ory here about Mr, Grundy,
and if T don't I break my contract.”

“Gol” commanded the Head, calming down a trifle and
epeaking with cold austerity. “Depart at once! Leave
these premises {”

_“Mr, Grundy paid me to ory here, sir, and he said par-
t:thuriy that I wasn't to take any nofice if any old jossers
tried to make me go,” said the town-cricr obstinately.
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brow, the tall fizure of Dr. Holmes was
e quad towards the scarlet-coated figure in

stamped away,

Talbot chuckled. The great man of the Shell was Appar-
ently still quite confident that the name of the next captain
of 8t Jim's was going to b George Alfred Grundy!

CHAPTER 11,
% Yote For Cuifs!*

1 i
H It was the voice of Cutts of the Fifth that ran
out in & sudden hail. Baggy Trimble turueﬁ
with a start.

Baggy had been going upstairs to “try to raise a loan
from Tompkins of the Fourth—Clarence York Tompkins
being the meekest and most timid fellow at St. Jim's,
and more likely to be induced to part with solid cash
to Bapgy than anyone elge,

On hearing himself hailed, and seeing that it was Cutts
of the I'ifsh who had hajled him, Baggy halted, buf
looked very doubtful. Cutts had by no means a pleasant
reputation, and Baggy had more than once received a
kick or a cuff from the “hlade * of the Fifth.

“Yes, Cutés " squeaked Baggy.

“Trimble, old +hap! I want a word with you!”

Bapggy almost jumped out of his gkin to hear him- -
self addreszed as “old chap® by the TFifth-Former.

But Cutts was apparently out to be friendly. He cama
up with a would-be pleasant smile on his rather pasty
face, and nodded in a very amiable way.

“T've been looking for you, Trimble, old chap!”

“Ye.c-o-e51” Baggy was still doubtful. :

“1 want you to come to & little spread I'm giving to
some—er—pals of mine this evening in the large box-
room,” went on Custs. "Will'iaou come "

Bagay's eyes danced greedily. , :

“Rather, Cutts, old man!” he replied, with alacrity.

Cutts seemed to wince a frifle, Possibly Bagpy's Told



_certainly etand quite a8 good chance of
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man ” jarred him; but, if so, he covered his feelings. He
coughed,

“Ahem! Yes, 1 want all my pals to come to this feed,”
continued the blade of the ¥ifth. “By the way—muot thal
it has anything to do with it—who are you thinking of
voting for on Friday, old mant”

He slipped a friendly arm into Baggy's. Baggy smirked.

“1 was poing to vote for you, Cutts, old man!” eaid

E&gtglj:' loftily. “In my opinion, you're just the chap we
Warn!
“Good!” grinned Qutts. “Do yéu knew, I think you're

richt. But then, of course, you've got brains.”

1 suppose I have,” nodded Baggy fatuously.
what time’s the feed?” he added quickly.

“First thing after call-over. Don’t forget!”

And, with a nod, Cutts strolled away, leaving Bagg
grinning with delighted anticipation.

Cotts was a wealthy fellow, and when he gave a feed
it was on a lavish rcale, Baggy knew!

Even Baggy was not so utterly obtuse ns not to realize
that he was merely being asked in order to induce him to
vote for the blade of the Fifth, But that didn't trouble
Baggy. He would have voted for anybody who cared to
stand him a feed!

Ha could scareely waibt for call-over, and was restless
with impatience during that proceeding. It scemed to
Bagpy that he had never heard the names read out eo
slowly. Bui at last call-over was done, and Baggy scuttled
away as fast as his fat little legs would carry him.

The box-rocom in which Cuits’ feast was io be held was
guite a large room above the Fourth Form dormitery.

Quick thongh he had been, Baggy was not the first to
arrive., Racke and Crooke were already there, and o was
Prye of the Fifth, and Mellish and Scrope. Reggia
Manners and a swarm of other fags came scampering
in as Baggy arrived, rather to the disgust of the elder
fellows. gut it was Curts’ feed, and he could presumably
ask whom he liked! And everyone knew it was votes that
Cutts was after—and Third Form votes were as good as
any other. .

A :quad of New House fellows, to the number of over
& dozen, were not long in arriving, headed by Chowle
and Clampe. Gore and Lennox and several other Bhell
fellows came in, some of them looking a trifla sheepish,
as though theX were not too proud of themselves for having
sold their woies to Cutts in return for a feed, however
magnificent! Then Cutts himself arrived, with St. Leger
and Gilmore, and Poynings of the New House. The four
of them were carrying a couple of huge hampers between
them, and there was a murmur of satisfaction’ from the
avaiting erowd.

The feed had arrived! - :

i Eé'erybody here?” grinned Cutts hospitably, glancing
round,

The box-room was crowded to capacity. There was
scareely an inch of floor space left round Lgo tabla of boxes
that had been arranged in the centre. Cutts chuckled with
satisfaction. If all these fellows wvoted for him, he would
winning the

A § Ay,

election.

“Now for the grub!™ grinned St. Leger.
hand, some of you kids!”

Aided by Gore #nd Racke and one or two others, the
black sheep of the Fifth began to hand out the good things
from the hampers, and willing hands placed them on the
improvised table. =

Bagpy's mouth fairly watered at sight of the lavish
spread that Cutts bad laid in.

Rabbit pies and cold chickens, hams, and tins of
sardines, cold eggs by the dozen, and pickles, and jellies,
and pastries and eakes—all these and many other delica-
cics came to light from the depths of the two great
hampers.

“Now then, you chaps, fall tal* said Cutts graciously,
when the last meringue had been placed upon tha table,
and knives and forks had been produced from the hottom
of one of the hampess. “Tuck in and enjoy yourselves!

“Lend a

- And don’t ferget cn Frida; that I'm the chap you all

want for captain of 8t. Jim's!” He banged a fist on the
table, “Vote for Cuttal”

“Hear, hear!” cried St. Leger,

“Hear, hear!” prinned Racke.

“Hear, hear|” squeaked the fags. “ Vote for Cutts!”

Cutts grinned, and with a wave of his hand, urged his
supporters on to do themselves—and the feed—full

_Justice.

Not that they needed much urging!

The lgwd things began to vanish at a truly amazing
rate. But there wa: more than sufficient fo go round—
even with Baggy Trimble doing the work of ten!

Cutts must have spent pounds on supplying such a feed
==he was not wastin? chancee, and ho had set his heart
epon winning the clection, He had spent money like

He’ll Want to Collect the Full Set Then! 17

water, and even that blg orowd, seniors and juniors, could
not between them polish off all the good things at their
disposal. 7

“This is great!” mmmbled Baggy, stuffing himself with
ham and eggs and pickles, between Serope and Mellish,

Allld_ﬁvboth Mellish and Scrope agreed with Baggy that it
Wad

The rattle of knives and forks and spoons, accompanied
by the busy champing of jaws, was about the only sound to
be heard in the big room for a long time. Even the big
swarm of fags—for nearly all the Third had turned up in
a body—were silent for once, as they scoffed cold chicken
and meringues and rabbit-pie at full speed.

*“Wade in, you chaps!” Cutts would remark encouragingly
every now and then. “8coff it up—it's meant to be eaten|?
. Pass those pies to young Manners!” said Cutts. And:
“ More sardines for you, Lennox? I say, somebody, pass
the ham to Trimble—he’s run short I” '

With Gerald Cutts looking after his guests so well, who
could have doubted that the blade of the Fifth was the very
man to be captain of 8t Jim's?

His guests, certainly, did not doubt it!
man for them!

Cutts was the

CHAPTER 12,
After the Feast!

6 ROCOO000H 1
G Bagg[y Trimble groaned, .
The tat Fourth-Former was alone in his study,

. sprawled in a deep chair, with his hands clasped
over his ample waistcoat,

His face was a peculiar tinge of mauve, shading to
green, After the feast comes the reckoning!

O 1 Fasped Baggy. *“Yoooop!” ;

The bell had gone, telling Baggy that he ocught to go
to his dormitery. But he was incapable of stirring,

“Grooooh] Oh! Grooocooh |”

The perspiration was standing out on Baggy's brow. His
eyes wers rolling, and his breath was coming short and
tast,

A ghastly pain racked him—a pain that lurked some.
where beneath his waistcoat, and shot from side to side
in a truly appalling manner.

No one seeing the tuck that Baggy had consumed in the
box-room half an hour before would have been surprised to
seo him now. But Baggy never expacted trouble from his
greedy habits—if enything went wrong with him it was
always because the grub had been “wiffy,” in Daggy's
opinion.

“That grub was wiffy!” he told himself now. *“QOw!
Groooch | That beast Cutts must have given us stale grub—
got it cheap, I expect! The rotter! %atch ma voting for
him—yareooooop !

He squirmed and wriggled in his chair as a violent spasm
contorted him,

“0Oh, lor’ I¥

The door of the study suddenly opened, and the face of
Kildare of the Bixth looked in.

Kildare, though he had resigned the captaincy, was still
a prefect. He had been secing the Fourth to bed, and had
noticed Baggy Trimble’s absence. 8o he had come in search

of him.

“Primble 1* rapged Kildare angrily,

Then he stepped guickly into the study as he saw tHe
colour of tho fat Fourth-Former's face. It was clear to
Kildare that Trimble was ill. -

“Oh!” p-oaned Trimble. “CGrocooh!”

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Kildare,
the matter 77

“I'm ill1” gasped Trimble.

Kildare hent over the fat figure sprawled in the chair, &
lock of alsrm on his face,

(Continued on next page.)
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“ What's the matter—are you in pain " he asked,

0wl Yeal”

* Where do you feel the pain, young "un?” i

“Here IV panted Trimble, tapping his protruding waist-
coat dolefully.

Kildare frowned, with rather less sympathy. He knew
Baggy's ways, and guessed now that the fat junlor had
been *tucking in,” not wisely, but too well [ ;

“1 suppose you've been stuffing, eh{” he zaid quictly.

“Ye-eees,” admitted Bapgy. “Cutts gave a feed—and
the grub must have been wiffy I’ He squirmed in the chair
as another violent spasm of pain shot across the region of
his middle. * Yooooop!” i

“Cutts IV exclaimed Kildare in great surprise.

Why a Fifth-Former should have invited Baggy to a feed
utterly passed Kildare's comprehension, 1t seemed so highly
unlikely that, being well aware of Trimble’s disregard for
iie truth, he wondered for a moment or two if the whole
story was the product of Baggy's fertile imagination.

He frowned. Kildare knew Baggy, end 1t had oceurred
to the ex-captain that the truth was far more likely to be
that the fat Faurth-Former had raided Cutts' study during
the absence of the blade of the Fifth,

“Is that true?” he asked sternly. = -

“Yes!” groaned Baggy, “Ow! Of course it's true—>"

“You mean to say Cutts invited you to a feed #” eried
Kildare ineredulously. 3

“Yes|"” snorted Baggy. “The boast! The grub was wifly
—must have been—gro £

“But why did Cutts ask you to & feed!” demanded
Kildare, still vaguely suspicious.

Trimble glanced at him sharply for a moment. Then he
groaned and wriggled.

#Just friendliness, you know,” muttered Baggy. He was
not too ill to realise that he must not give away the fact
that Cutts’ feed was simply an electioneering * stunt —even
Baggy knew that Cutts’ methods smacked rather too much
of %tibery and corruption to he told to a prefgct.

“ Just fricndliness,” repeated Baggy. The pain was less
violent now, and he sat up a little in the chair and blinked
at Kildare owlishly. “Cutts and I are very pally, you
know—awfully pally!™

“Rats!” said Kildare impatiently. “You're sure you've
nolt been raiding Cutts’ grub, Trimble? That's much more
likely than that Cutts stood you a feed [™

“0h, really, Kildare—" :

“Tet's have the truth!” said the Sixth-Former grimly.

“That is the truth!” growled Baggy. *“Cutts stood a
fead to some chaps, and he asked me! Why shouldn't he?
he added in an injored tone. “I'm a popular sort of chap!
1 tell you, Cuits asked me for the pleasure of my company;
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:1}(;1; because he wanted me to vote for him or anything like
that—>"

“Grreat. Scott [ :

Kildare jumped. His brow went blaclk,

“You mean to say Cutts has been bribing fellows to vote
for him by standing them a feed #” he exclaimed sternly.

“No!” gasped Baggy Trimble in alarm. “Haven't I just
said it wasn't to get votes?'

“Who else was there?” demanded Iildare,

“Racke,” said Baggy cautiously. “ He was there, And-—
and a lot of other chaps. I—I mean, not many other chaps.
J 1;J.:L 1& few pals! The Third weren't there, or anything like
that 1™

“The Third 1 echoed Kildare.

“No!" hooted Baggy desperately. *“I've just told you the
Third weren'y there! Or if they were, it wasn't because
Ehutts wanted them to vote for him, or anything like

e

Iie broks off with a squeal as Kildare gripped him by
a fab shoulder.

“Ho that’s the game, is it?” rapped out the prefect.
“You've sold your vote to Cutts for a feed, have you? Well.
you won't get any sympathy from me for being ill! Get
upstairs to %cd!"

“0h, really, Kildare! I think you ought to believe ma
about Cutts!” squesked Baggy in great alarm, “I wouldn't
tell a lie, you know—it’s against my prineiples, you know, to
do such a thing, We Trimbles are the soul of honour——=

“Get upstairs!” broke in Kildare sternly.

Baggy, who was feeling a good deal better now, seuttled
from the study like a frightened rabbit and vanished
unhappily up the stairs.

It was not for Cutts' sake that Bagey did not wish Kildare

to know the truth, though how the Bizth-Former had

uessed it he could not imagine. Baggy had an uneasy
celing that he, having partaken of that gorgeous spread,

might find himself in trouble as a party to the erime, or-
ﬂ X

something equally unpleasant! He knew that Cutts’ vote-
bribing methods were entirely “out of order,” and that
Kildaré would take a serious view of the matter. And
Kildare was still a prefect!

Kildare followed Trimble's vanishing figure slowly from
the study, and closed the door. I'or nearly a minute he
stood with a dark frown on his handsome face. Then
fie turned and strode in the direction of _the Fifth-Fornm
nassage.

The Fifth-Formers did not go to bed till a lttle later than
!i;}}e Shgli and Fourth, and Cuits would undoubtediy be in

15 study. =

And Eric Kildare had 2 good deal to say to the blade
of the Fifth] Cutts, like Baggi Trimble, was likely to find

that after the feast comes ‘he reckoning
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CHAPTER 13.

Out Of Tt!
L 00D ! said Gerald Cutts.
He was lounging in an easy-
chair ip his study in the

pad of pape: on his knees, and a pencil
in his hand. He glanced at the elegant
figure of St Leger, the dandy and

ALBIOH] slacker with whom he shared the study.

Story of Tooter “Just been reckoning up the fellows
and the Fight for the Cup.

By C. Malcoim Hincks.

I can rely on for votes,” ‘grinned Cutls,
“and the doubtfuls!| It's a big list!”

“Oh rippin’ 1” nodded St. Leger.

“I stand a hot chance of winning this
election |” exclaimed Cutts, with great
satisfaction. “If it was a straight fight
with Lefevre I don’t think I should.
but with young Merry putting up—like
his cheek I—a lot of the juniors are sura
to vote for him, and that'll cut the
ground from under Lefevre’s feet, of
course."

“Oh, rippin'!” drawled 8t Leger
again,

“The New House is the uneartain

uantity in this eleetion,” went on

utts, with a thmtghtful-;’.i-lown. “There’s
no knowing quite how the New House
caf will jump, so to speak! But I've
got a good numnmber of supporters over
there.” He run his eys down the list.
“I reckon I ean re{y on well ovey
twenty New House voles!”
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solid, pretty well {” chuckled Cutts, * As
you know, I've been dishing out boba
to the kids for nearly 8 week now 1™
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“ Pretty expensive, this
eanvassin’ I ventured St.
Leger,

“Oh, rather 1" chuckled
Cutts. “1've spent quids
on netting votes! And
I’'m  willing to spend
twice as much before I've
finished.”

“You're goin® itl”
grinned St Leger. An
upeasy Irown replaced
his smile the next
moment, however.
“Pretty risky, though,
this bribery an® corrup-
tion—m-7"

“Oh, ratal” broke in
Cuits impatiently.
“Who's to find out?
I—— Oh, come inl”

He broke off sharply as
a knock sounded on th e
door. In answer to his
shout, tho door swung
open, and the tall figure
of Kildare appeared.

“Hallo!™ exclaimed
Cutts, staring.

It was not often that
Erio Kildare of the
Sixth wisited the blade
of the Fifth, and Cutts
stared at the ex-captain
with some astonishment,
Eildare closed the door,
and crossed towards the
centre of the study.

“I've got a bone to
pick with you, Cuits,”
said Kildare quietly.

#it. Leger shot his chum
an uneasy glance, Cutls
lifted his eyebrows coolly
enough

“Really?™

*# About the election,”
nodded Kildare, eyeing
Cutts steadily.

“The—the election?™
echoed the Fifth-Former,
taken aback for the moment. Rather a guilty Jook flashed
into his eyes for a moment, though an instant later he was
eyeing Kildare with cool insolence. "I didn't think you
were so very interested in this election |”

*Is that s01” said Kildare, with a curl of the lip. 5

Well, I may be mistaken, Kildare,” said Cutts, with
bitterness in his voice, “But I don't think I am. And
what's more, other pecple seem to be of the same opinion
a8 n;fecli. a8
Kildare shrugged. B8t. Leger grinned.

“It has come to my knowledge that you've been using
pretty dirty methods to win votes, Cutts,” said Kildare
grimly.

Cutts did not speak for a few moments. His face did not
betray by so much as the flicker of an eyelid any startled
alarm that he may have fels. . :
nh“WhQ told you that yarn?” he inquired, with a slight

Tag. ~

“Never mind that—is it true?” enapped Kildare angrily.

“No 1" answerad Cutls, quite cool.

“You deny that you stood a feed to a number of fellows
in order to geb their votes?” exclaimed Kildare, with curl-
ing lip. “The Third Form, for example?”

Cutts hesitated. He had an iron nerve, and was guite
prepared to brazen things out if he could, But he did not
know how much Kildare knew! It would be dangerous to
deny facts of which the Sixth-Former had positive proof.

“7 did give a spread to some fellows,” he admitted, with
another shrug. “A few fags were there—l wanted them to
wait on my guests, and I gave them some grub for them-
selves in return. But it had nothing whatever to do with
the election.”

Kildare glanced from Cutts to St. Leger. Cutts’ face told
him nothing: but the guilty leok on the face of the dandy
of the Fifth told Kildare all he wanted to know. St. Leger
hod not the same iron nerve that Gerald Cutls possessed.

Kildare had felt pretty sure, from what Trimble had
blurted out, that Cutts had been up fo shady methods of
vota-eatching. From 8t. Leger’s look, his suspicions became
& certainty.

b
George Alfred Grundy flung the door of hia study open and brought a sushlon down with’a bang on
the head of the figure outside. There was a muffled howl as the cushion burst, and to the Shell
fellow’s horrified gaze the face of Mr. Linton appeared through the flying feathers. ** Oh crumbsg !**
gasped Grundy.

(See Chapter 8.)

. Cutts,” snapped the ex.captain, and his voice was grim,
you are lying1®

Cutts whitened a trifle. He would have given a good deal
to know how much Kildare actually know.,

“Thanks)” he said sneeringly. *“Vou are very polite!
You seem to have lost your manners since you were kicked
out of the captainey |

But the taunt missed its mark., Kildare smiled slightly—
a smile that angered Cutts almost beyond endurance.

“I resigned the captainey, Cuttsl®

“8o you say|” jeered Cutis venomously. *“But everyona
knows that the Hoad made it pretty clear you'd got to
resign, or be slung out! Get out of here, hang you! ¥ou
seem to forget you're not the captain now!"

“I am still a prefect,” said Kildare coolly. “And in that
capacity I've got a duty to tha school still. You've been
using foul methods instead of fair—"2

“Prove it 1" broke in Cutts.

“There iz cullicient proof!” said Kildare contemptuously.
“Will you eome with me to the Head to-morrow, and bring
the Third Form?" 4

Cutta licked his dry lips. He did not speak.

“ Because that's one alternative,” went on Kildare sternly,
“Ths other is to withdraw your nomination for the election
on Friday.”

“Withdraw 1" panted Cutts, =

“Yesl” eried Kildare. “I ought to show you up to the
Head! PBut I'll lot you off that, if you withdraw Irom the
election,” :

“Oh, gad!” breathed Si. Leger, in uiter dismay.

Cutts’ fists were clenched. His eyes were blazing from a
white face, and his lips were set in a thin line: He loocked
28 though he would throw himself at Kildare.

The hlade of the Fifth knew that he was canght! :

He dared not go before the Head to answer Kildare's
charges, for he did nob know how much the ex-captain linew.
And the alternative was to stand down from the election for
the captainey, which he had get his heart upon.
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20  Every Wednesday.

“Well?” asked Kildare quietly. “Is it to be the Head?"

“No,"” said Cutts thickly, in a scarcely audible voice,

“Then you withdraw your nomination to-morrow?”

Cutts nodded, hus face the picture of baffled fury, There
was a venomous, bitter gleam in his eyes as Kildare turned
and left the study. . ;

He had imagined that his unscrupulous methods wera
uiterly safe from detection. He still could not imagine how
Kildare had learnt the truth—and he would never know.

But he realised now that he had overstepped the mark.

Thanks to his own shady ways, Cutts of the Fiith had
missed his big chanee of becoming captain of St. Jim’s,

CHAPTER 14,
The Elsction !
sy ILENCE 1 :
The stern voice of Dr. Holmes rang through Bg[i
Hall, and the murmur of excited talk died away, til
one could have heard a pin drop.

It was the fateful Friday. Lessons were over, and the
whole school was gathered in Big Hall for the election of
the captain of St. Jim's who was to take the place of Erie
Kildare.

The sensational news of Gerald Cutts’ withdrawal from
the captaincy clection that had swept through St. Jim's the
previous day had been received with almost incredulous
smazement. Its confirmation by a notice on the schaol board,
however, had left no room for doubt.

The renson for Cutts’ action was a complete mystery te
practically all the school, especially as his keenness to be
voted into the vacant captaincy was well known. v

But there it was, and, after the outbreak of surmise and
conjecture had died down, the subject for discussion became
ihe chances of Lefevre or Tom Merry of obtaining the votes
released by the black sheep of the TFifth's withdrawal.
Strange to say, no one seemed to consider the chances of
George Alfred Grundy for one moment.

Now, with the great election about to take place, there
was an atmosphere of tension in the air.

The natural excitement of such an event was more than
doubled on this occasion. The extraordinary nature of the
election, in which a Fifth-Former and two juniors were the
candidates from which St. Jim's had to choose its captain,
caused a thril] that was felt by all.

Never before had anyone but a Sixth-Former filled the
honoured post of school captain; but in a fow minutes some
follow who was not a member of that lordly Form would be
elected as skipper, with power above even the Sixth!

There were some queer looks on the faces of the silent
Sixth-Formers. No one knew exactly what they thought
about it ! RS LA i e

“They look pretty s:ck‘, if you ask me!” grinned Blake
to Herries and Digby. “They won't like it!"” ;

“It's their own fault, anyway!” muttered Herries. “'I”he}‘
asked for trouble—and the Head got the best of 'em!

“7Gsssh 1 whispered Digby warningly.

The Head was speaking. -

“ As you all know, you are here to vote for the captain
of the school!” Dr, Holmes’ voice was quiet and clear,
“There are three candidates—Lefevre of the Fifth, and
Merry and Grundy of the Shell.”

He glanced round the rows of silent faces.

“Voting will be by the showing of hands,” went on the
Tead. *1 will dca{ with the candidates in zlphabetical
order.”

“Grundy’s first 1 grinned Talbot softly to Manners.

“Those who wish Grundy to be captain of the echool,
raise their hands.”

One hand was raised.
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It was the hand of George Alired Cirundy.

There was a low ripple of chuckling round Big Hali,
silenced almost instantly by the Head's stern frown.
Urundy glared round, as if he could scarcely believe his
eyes,

'Then two more hands went up, rather reluctantly.

Wilking and Gunn, Grundy’s two study-mates, kad pul up
their hands sheepishly. It was cléar to the rest of the
juniors that Wilkins and Gunn had no particular wish to
vote for the great GaorFe Alfred, but no doubt they thought
it safest. Otherwise, for certain, there would have been
trouble in Study No. 3 of the Shell afterwards, with Grundy’s
big fists playing an important part!

Mr. Railton and Mr. Ratcliff were on the platform with
the Head, to assist in tho counting. They had no work to
do as yet! Mr. Reilton was trying to conceal a smile as he
turned to the Head. .

*Three votes, gir!”

And then there was & sudden explosive sound from
Grundy.

“I don't think the chaps know it's me they're supposed to
be voting for, sir |’ boomed Grundy. “They can'i! Perhaps
they think you said Tom Merr i

“I trust I speak distinetly!” said the Head coldly.

“However, lest there should be any mistake, I will repeat—-

those who wish to wote for Grundy, hold up their hands!"

Grundy glanced round hopefully. The next instant, how-
ever, that hopeful expression vanished, and Grundy’s rugged
face slowly assumed a beautiful scarlet hue.

Except tor Wilkins and Gunn, no one had stirred.

“Oh, crumbs!” muttered Grundy, in dizmagy.

He resumed his place almost dazedly. Even the great
George Alfred realised now that his confidence in the result
of the election had been utterly wrong—the next eaptain of
St. Jim's was not to be named Grundy, after all!

“Those voting for Lefevre, raise (heir hands!”

Immediately a forest of hands was raised.

“Oh, erumbs!” muttered Manners.

In uiier silence, the count took place. It took a long
time. But at last Mr. Railton and Mr. Raicliff had both
completed the task, and written down their respective
results. The two Housemasters then compared their totals,
and cv:dent‘liy had both arrived at the same number for,
after a word to the Head, Dr. Holmes motioned Lefevre's
supporters to lower their hands, :

“Oh, deah!” murmured Arthur Augustus in dismay. “I
em afwaid Lefevre has wegistahed a lot of votes!” -

“Rate!” answered Blake hopefully. “They looked u lof;
because they were standing up. You wait till euf turn
comes.”

“Now,” said the Head, “those voting for Merry——"

Blake’s hand shot up, as did those of the rest of the Fourth

" toaman. The Shell, too, were raising their arms, with only

one exception—Tom Merry himself. Even Grundy, resigned
now to the fact thaf he was out of it, was on his feet with
the rest.

Tom glanced round, with a startled look on his face.

e was amazed at the number of voters!

Even such fellows as Racke and Crooke and Mellish and
Baggy Trimbla—all the black sheep—were supporting him!
He glimpsed Cuits of the Fifth, and St. Leger, with their
arms raised. And the New House seemed to be backing
!}1?1;}1]1:1: almost solidly, with the exception of the New Housp

iith.

The fags were on their feet, too. Wally D'Arey and
Reggie Manners and Curly Gibson, and all the rest of the
;I]ki-'-zingcmd fraternity, were stretching their grubby hands
1igh !

Without doubt, Cutts’ withdrawal from the election had
brought votes galore to Tom Merry—not to Lefevre, as ho
had expected.

With whirling thoughts, Tom waited while the two House-
masters ‘began the count. 3

Until a few minules ago, Tom had been confidont that
Lefevre would carry the day, But now—

He was staggered!

Even Cutts was voting for him! Tom understood why.
Cutts, and all the other black shoep of 8t. Jim's, felt that
under o junior school captain, things would be thoroughly
slack, and they could do as they liked! So they preferred
Tom to Philip Lefevre, since their own candidate was out
of the election.

The Sixth were staring with something like horror at *

the forest of hands. The Sixth-Formers, true to their
policy of aloofness, had not voted at all. But some of them
were, no doubt, beginning to wish they had voted for
Lefevre.  The possibility of a junior beifig elected to the
post had seemed too far-fetched to be possible—but the
torest of rmised hands showed them that it was not so
impossible after all! And at the very idea of & fellow in
:]l}{! Shell being captain of the school {illed them with utter
ismay.

In a breathless hush, the count went on.

Tom’s heart was beating fast.
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Could if possibly be
that he was going to be
elected captain of St
Jim’s?

It seemed too amae-
ing to be true. And
yet he felt sure that he
had more supporters
voting for him than

. had Philip Lefevre,

He—a  junior—eap-
tain of 8t. Jim'sl Ib
was absurd, surely, to
think it remotely
likely. And yet

The two House-
masters  were confer-
rin together, My,
Railton turned to th o
Head
him.

There was a quoer
look on the face of Dr.
Holmes as he stepped
forward to address the
aszembled school.

Clearly, the result of
the woting had stag-
gered the old Iead
considerably | Dr.
Holmes, like most
other people, had
assumed that it was
bound to be a victory
for Lefevre of the
IFifth,

Dr. Holmes raised his
hand,

“The result of the
election,” he said, and
he glanced grimly at
the silent Sixth as he
spoke, “is that Merry
is elected captain of
3t Jim’s by a majority
of thirty-ons wvotes.”

For a_moment thera
was dead silence. Then
someone started a
cheer, and it swept
through the ranks of 2]
the juniors of both Houses till it echoed deafeningly to the
old roof of Big Hall,

“Hurrah ! Hurrah 1 .

‘I'he Sixth and the Fifth alone failed to join that rousing,
friumphant cheer, They sat stonily in their seats, but on the
face of Cutts, at any rate, there was a grin. ?

Tom Merry, sitting dazedly in the centre of the cheering
juniors, felt as though he were in a dream. He could
scarcely believe it yei—but he knew it was true!

He was to atep into Kildare’s shoes!

He was captain of St, Jim's!

and spoke fo

“ Oyaz !

kindly vota tor Qeo

———

CHAPTER 15.
The New Captain !

L0 OME IN >
Dr. Holmes, standing in his study with a
thoughtful frown on his face, glanced up as theras

x was a tap on the door, It opened, and Tom Merry
entered,

“¥ou wanted to see me, sir?” said Tom quieily.

“Ah! Come in, Merry !” ;

Fom closed the door. The old Head smiled, and held out
his hand, and shook Tem’s warmly.

“1 expect you are feeling rather—er—strange about vour
new position in the echool,” went on the Head. It is, of
course, extremely—er—unusual for a junior boy to become
captain, as you have done!” He coughed. “I may say that
I had no idea that such a thing would happen

Tom smiled slightly. He had guessed that Dr. Holmes
had not bargained for a junior %ecomiug captain’ of Bt.
Jim’fl as o consequence of his throwing epen the vacant post
to all,
_ 1 confess,” repeated Dr. Holmes quietly, “that T had
imagined a Fifth-Former would become caplain, owing to
the Sixth Form attitude regarding——"  He bhroke off.
“ However, you have been elected ! he added hastily. *I
trust that you realise the extreme Jresponsibility of your
position 77

“Yes, gir.”

Oyez! Oyez!' roared the lawn—arinri In stentorlan tones.

e Altred Qrundy to be
bawling at the top of his voige, and J.".' 8t. Jim's fellows crowding round him listened open-mouthed
: with astonishment.

-

Wit all who hear ma

nof St.Jim's 1" In the quad the fat orier stood

(See Chapter 10.)

Tom had not sought the captaincy; but now that it had
been conferred upon him by the wishes of the majority of
his schoolfellows, he was prepared to carry his task through
to the best of his ability. It was his duty now to accept the
1'115p0l15‘i bi]it}" to the full.

“Mr. Railton, and your Form master, both speak well of
your abilities,” continued the Head, with an approving
smile, “and I feel sure that you will do your very best to
carry out the duties of captain in a conscientious waz,
Merry. You will no doubt find many diffieulties, which you
must try to overcome. Remember that I am always ready
o give any help or advice that you may wish for.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Tom gratefully.

Like the Head, Tom realised only too well that there was
no easy task ahead of him. ;

“As you are aware, your posttion includes the captaincy
of school games,” Dr. Holmer went on. “I know that you
are a keen sportsman, snd have long held the position of
junior games captain of the school. But I should advise yon
to seek the co-operation of Kildare in senior games matters. ”

“I will, sir,” nodded Tom.

*1 have already spoken to Kildare and other representa-
tive Hixth-Formers.” A elight frown gathered for a moment
on the Head's face. “To be frank with you, I realise that
you are no doubt well awars that there has bceg some—al—
difference between myself and the Bixth! Bit the Sixth
have pledged their suppori to you in a rgst generous
manner, I must admit. I feel sure that your prefects will
support you loyally,™

Tom's faee lit up. This was good news indeed! He had
heen wondering what attizude the Sixth would adopt, and
had by no means been looking forward to his first meeting
with them,

“And now,” eaid the Head, “there is the question of
your study. As captain of the school, it is best for you, in
the interests of discipline, to have 2 study in the Sixth Form
passage, although you will, of course, continue to work with
Mr. Linton in the Shell. There is an empty study at the
end of the Sixth Form passage, which I wish you to take
over. I want you to move into it at once.”

“Very good, sir.”
. Tre Gem Lisrarny,—No. 1,106,
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The Head laid a hand on Tom’s shoulder, and emiled, |

“Let me again impress upon you that a great responsi-
bility now rests on you, Merry, in spite of the fact that you
are only & junior boy. You have now, however, all the
suthority of a prefect, and are in charge of the school
discipline. The other prefects will have to refer difficult
matters to you, and abide by your decisions. I know you
will do your very best.”

“I can promise that, sir.”

“8Eplendid! Well, now you had betier go and remove
your belongings to your new study.”

Again the Head gripped Tom's hand warmly, and the
new captain of Bt. Jim's left the study.
" A tall figure was waiting at the end of the passage. If
was Kildare,

“Hallo, young 'un!" Kildare smiled and held out his
hand. “B8hake! And congratters!”

Tom gf'irde, and took the old captain's hand in a firm
grasp, Kildare laughed rather oddly.

“1 g'pose you feel a bit queer about this?”

“That’s just what the Head said I'" smiled Tom Merry.

“1 won't pretend it hasn’t been a bit of a shock for the
Sixth," went on Kildare frankly. “You know all the
reasons of this happening, of course, and I won't question
the rights and wrongs of their attitude—though it was none
of my wish that they should a!l decline to stand for the
captainey. DBut I think that you will find that most of us
will stand by you, and help you all we can.”

“Thanks awfully I”* .

Tom noticed that Kildare did not speak of all the Sixth
5tq.ngling by him. He wondered if Knox was in Kildare's
mind.

B e e e e o o i o e o

That’'s the stuff to give 'em, chums! And.another !

high standard of No. 1,
its predece

avoid being

“CAPTAIN

s

“Come. to me if you want any help at any time,
remember 17 i

*1 will!” said Tom, and there was a grateful gleam in
his eyes. It wes clear that Kildare, at any rate, felt not
the slightest entagonism towards the junior who had so
strangely superseded him.

Kildare nodded, and turned away up the stairs. Tom
Merry moved off in the direction of the Shell passage,

Ha still felt as he had Zelt in Big Hall when the result
had been announced| He was rather like a fellow in a
dream.

Captain of St, Jim's! A prefect, with a study in the Sixth
Form passag;e! It was so utierly amazing that it left him
in a kind of bewildered daze,

“Here ha 151"

Tom had turned into the Shell passage, to find a crowd
of fellows swarming there. Shell fellows and Fourth-
Formers, end Figgina & Co,, of the New Housze, were there,
evidently waiting for him  Before Tom knew what was
hap%enin , 'ha had been seized and swung shoulder-high.

(13 urra »

An echoing cheer thundered along tho Shell passaze, as
the new captain of St. Jim's was marched in trinmphal
prooession from one end to the other. Fellows were yelling
themselves hoarse with excitement. Everyone was cheering
him. Then someons started * For he's a jolly good fellow!”
and the song was taken up with & will,

High above the swaying shoulders of his fellow juniors, the
Tuz CGeu Lismany,—No, 1,105,
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new captain was marched to the end of the passape, and
back again. Even then they would not let him go. They
carried him down the stairs and along the Fourth Form
passage, and round the Common-room, and out into the
guad, and even through the New House—with the New
House fellows as enthusiastic as anyone.

“For he's a jolly good fellow.’

* And so say all of us!”

*Three cheers for the skipper ! Hip, pip I*

And three more cheers were given in no hall-hearted
fashion.

The noise of that triumphal procession was deafening.

There was only one person who did not join in the celebra-
tion, The tall figure of Knox, of the Sixth, met the pro-
cession in the quad, and his face took on a sour look. Ha
would, under normal circumstances, have tried to break up
the procession of excited juniors, and have scatterad lines
broadcast for the noise they were making. But Tom Merry
was captain of 8t, Jim's, with powers above Knox, and so
the tyrant of the Sixth could only scow! and turn away.

It waa that glimpse of Knox's face in the shadows that
warned Tom that there would probably be a troublous tims
ahead of him! He had realised that fact.in a vague way,
but the look on Knox's face made his supposition something
of a certainty.

There were other fellows, too. Racke & Co. were
acclaiming him now as nolsily as anyone—and Tom knew
why they were so delighted at his victory in the eleection,
The black sheep imagined no doubt that they had an easy
time ahead of them, with a junior in the seat of powerl
They believed that in future they would be able to do as
they liked.
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“HURRAH!” ' : )

Tom’s face set grimly at that thought.

It was through none of his own seeking that he Lad been
made captain of the school. But now, eince he had beenm
elected, he meant to carry out the captain's task fairly and
firmly, ss Kildare had done—there would be no favouritism
to juniors. If such fellows as Racke & Co, imagined for a
moment that Tom would shat his eyes to their misdoings, or
would not dare to exert his authority as captain of 8t. Jim's,
they would soon find out that they wera vastly mistalen P

Despite these grim thoughts, Tom was laughing breath-
lessly as his supporters, still refusing to put him down,
carried him high across the quad back to the School House.

E?Ep !Torn. could not but feel a thrill that the captainey
was his

“Huwwah for Tom Mewwy !” shouted Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, beaming through his eyeglass as, supporting one of
Tom's ankles, the swell of Bt Jium’s helped bear Tom up the
School House steps.

“ Hurrah for the giddy conquering hero!” bawled Racka.

“Oh, rather!” drawled Cardew of the Fourth, with a
grin. “Hurrah for Thomas [™

“Hip, hip, hurrah!” yelled Monty Lowther,

“Hurrah |”’ chanted a dozen others breathlessly.

Dr. Holmes went to the window of his study and stared
out in surprise, to see what the noise was all about. But he
smiled and resumed his seat when he saw the figure of Tom
Merry vanishing into the School House on the shoulders of
the great crowd. E
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF AN AMAZING NEW SERIAL By Leslie Beresford.

To follow in the footsteps of his famous father. To carve his own name on the roll oi honour
beside those of men who have dene great and marvellous things. To fight the battla of life
from the bottom rung of the ladder—these are the resolutions of young Rodney Blake. But
Fate, in welrd and stnister form, steps in, and with one stroke shatters all this Jnrious future.

CHAPTER 1.
The Strange Submarine.

“ HAT be terrible queer, Master Rodney1” said Dan Lea under his breath,
I in his slow, Deyon way, with its sott burr. * Never before have I scen
anything bigger than a fish-boat come into Littleworth Cove. And

here be one of they submarines.”

In the uncertain light of a watery western sunsct it was difficult for anyone
io cee very clearly, The two lads on the eliffs overhanging the small and narrow
rocky inlet known as Littleworth Cove, on their way towards the inlying village
of Tidewell, might never have noticed this unusurl bappening in the gloaming,
but for Dan's sharp hearing, which had detected the distant carrying sound of
voiees where ordinarily silence was only broken by the screech of the seagulls.

A stalwart Devon Jad was Dan Lea, son of a sea-race, simple and clean as the
winds that played around his home. His companien, of slimmer build, but with
the appearance of fine fettle, had an intellectual young face. Rodney Blake was
bordering on eighteen. Sixth Forms and prefecture, and grand old Wyechurch
School, were all of the past. He was looking the future in the face, a litile
wonderingly, but full of eagernoss,

Rodney's father, the well-knewn Adrian Blake, had lived one of the most
adventurous lives under the sun. He was special correspondent for the biggest
of the London “ dailies,” It was because, in the service of his paper, he was out of
England at this tune, that Rodney was spending his holidays at Tidewell with
Dr. Fraser, who had known him since he was & child. Quiet and pleasant weeks
they had been, before, ina few days’ time, Rodney was to follow in his father’s
footsteps, and join the staff of the “Sun,” with his feet on the bottom rung pf
the ladder to fanie. et

Those gquiet weeks at Tidewell had forged an extraordinarily strong bond of
friendship between Rodney and the Devon lad who, at this moment, was pointing
down to the cove waters, misted and swirling. The two lads were wide as the
pole in ways, yet there was something between them which had risen far above
class and education. Dan was unschooled, and had nons of the ready wit of
Rodney. He had, indeed, a curious, almost doglike worship of Rodney. Bus
there were things about which the latter quickly realised—soundness, steadfast-
ness, and a great heart—which had made him Rodney's constant companion.

They had been talking with regret over the parting which facod them after

. the week-end, hoping that it would not mean a definite breaking of their friend-
ship, when Dan poticed the submarine, Rodney, deep in thought, and a little
ahead of the other, did not at first quite take in what Dan was saying. When
he did so, it was only half-heartedly for the moment He turned from the path
and looked down, as Dan was doing, at the cove. Almost filling it, a grey mass
showed vaguely, like some great sea monster come vp from the deepe to breathe
apace.

p“S:iE)marhm it is, Dan ! he said, a trifle more interested as he sindied the long

deck, with its queer, dumpy httings, and the half-dozen

human figures moving to and fro. Through the misted air
he eould see blue reefer coats, white duck trousers, a yacht-
ing cap or two, sailors with reddish knitted headgear.
“Like enough she may belong to the base at Devonport,”
said Dan; “but what for she can come here to Littlewoith

Cove to hang up, I can't see. 'Tain't rough weather.

Maybe something have gone wrong in her inside.”

“Might as weﬁ walk down and get s nearer yview,” sug-
gested Rodney, frowning down at the grey shape., “ Bome-

e
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how, she doesn’t look quite like any old rubmarines I've
seen at Devonport. It may be the hight, but there’s some-
thing different asbout her cut, SBhe i=:n't showing a fag,
cither, and those aren't naval uniforms you can see down
there—not Pritish ones, anyhow, Not spruce enough. Let’s
dip down the path.” ;

A few minutes later they had reache] a bend in the rocky
path which enabled them to see more clearly, Apark from
two or three barefooted sanilors at work, mooring the craft
by & hawser to a peakish boulder just below the two lads,
three men stood for’ard, studying the shore. They were
talking rapidly in undertones and with gestures. One—the
tallest andp smartest—had a monoele gleaming in his right
cye. Another had a red face and a beard, a stumpy fellow.
The third was a dapper little man, with an olive complexion
and an upturned black moustache.

“ Foreigners—decidedly " was Rodi'y's comment, after
he had watched for a moment and kept Lis ears keenly alert,
“That bearded chap wos talking Russien just then, I'd
swear. 1 know, because dad started to tesch me a while
back, A horrible, jaw-breaking lingo, Dun.”

“If they be foreign,” muttered Dan, “what ean they be
wanting in here?”

“Trouble of some sort. Engines gona wrong—"

At that moment the dapper little maa in tlie group

for'ard pointed to the two boys, and eaid something to hia

companions, The man with the monocle moved still further
for'ard, and waved to them, his yoice—pleasant and amiabls
—having a foreign lilt:
“Hallo, young fellows!
We want to speak to-you [¥
“Right you are!
We're comin F
down !" called back
Rodney, and the
two lads dodged
farther downwards
between the rocks,
till they stood on a
small rocky plateau
quite near fo the

vessel's prow,
*An jfﬂing the

f of the
monocled man.

% Where are we,
please ?"  inquired
the other. * Near

E,gﬂg"‘dt,»pm °f pAN LEA, a staiwart son of Devon,

whe pl big part in this stirel
Rodney told them, :e'u’uau?ﬂanl. with his pal. 5 .".n'

Half p minute, if you please!

and the monocled
man turned to his o i
companions, talking softly in his foreign tongue, before
swinging round again.

“This Tidewell? Is it far off ¥

#Ten minutes’ walk.” N,

“Is theresuch a person asa doctor—a physician—there—""

¢ Rather I” nodded Rodney eagerly, and with immediate
interest. “Dr, Fraser. I live with bim, Do you want him
fetched 1% ] :

*Wait!” Again the monocled ma. and his companions
jabbered in their strange tougue, evidenily undecided and
divided in their opinions. Eventually the monocled man
seemed to have his way. He called up to Rodney.

“Btay there, please, young gentleman. I shall join you
in & moment.”

By this time the light had been growirs less and less in
the sky, the shape of the submarine becoming more indis-
tinct, the figures on its decks moving like ghosts Lhmu%h
the npight mist. Out of this, befo.o the two lads could
exchange a word, there loomed the fizure of the monocled
gx&? vaulting neatly on to the plateau from the prow of the

oat.

“They will fix up something for us so that we can get
on board again easier,” he laughed. * A nice convenient
little harbour, this.”

1 chouldn’t have thought a ship of the size of yours
could have mads it,” said Roduey. “It's not a Britich
ship, is it7"

“No, my young friend, it iz not,” smiled the other. “But
you, of course, are very British, T can see. You don't life
the idea of a foreign boat coming in your harbour.”

“Why should I mind?"” laughed Rodney; and the other
clapped him plagfully on the shoulder.

“Anyhow, we sre here!” he chuckled gaily. “And row
we go to find this doctor of yours. Ie will be at home, I
suppose 1

“I can’t promise that,” replied Rodney, suddenly remem-
hering that Dr. Fraser had spid something at lunch about
going to Barchester in his ear during the afternoon. “ 3iill,

Jdus Gem Lisaary,~No, 1,105,
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he must be back very scon, if he 1z away. Is it a serious
case, sir?™

“Very. A matter of life and death. A poor fellow
whose life hangs, as you English say, on a hair. And yon?
May I ask what i3 your name?"

Rodney told him, and explained that he was living with
Dr. Fraser, having just finished his last term at school.
To his surprise the other had also, when a boy, been to
an English school, & good ome, too, one against which
during the summer Wyechureh had achieved a glorious
cricket victory. Bo, es the three walked from the Cove
inland, and reached the winding Devon lane in the direction
of Tidewell village, a pleasant conversation made the walk
seem short.

Dan, whom Rodney had introduced to the other, took
no part in the talk He listened, and now and again looked
back over his shoulder to the cliffs below which the sub-
marine lay. In his slow, but steadfast Devon way he was
still puzzling over it. Rodney, meantime, had been a little
startled and embarrassed to discover who, and what their
new acquaintance was.

“Perhaps I ought to tell you,” said the stranger, “that I
am Russian, Not a Bolshevist—no! I am Prince Alexis
Karagenski. Not that there is mnch good in being o Russian
prinee nowadays, as perhaps you know, We have to work
hard for a living in these hard times, when commerce is
everything., Mine is being earned on the vessel wo have
left behind.”

“I begin to see,” exclaimed Rodney. “That's a sub-
marine for carrying cargo.”

“Very valuable
cargo,” said the
other, with a laugh
25 Rodney, point-
ing  through the
dusk to tge left,
showed the Russian
how a gate led up a
iarden-path to tha

ouge where Dr.
Fraser lived.

The doctor’s eld
housckeeper, Mra.
Munt, had lit the
oil-lamps in the
sitting-room, when
Rodney led the way
in throngh the front
door. Fortunately,

. RODNEY ELAKE. Here are two new .
chums for you. Both are youngsters, L1¢ doctor had just
full of spirit and pluck, and adventure feturned from Bar-

loving. + chester, and wasthen

: E entering the houss

by the back way after housing his car in the garage behind.

He come forward, peering fhrough the darkmess towards
Rodney.

“Visitora!” he laughed, surprised; and then as the
Russian stepped forward into the hall which led to
the open sitting-room door, Dz, Fraser uttered an exclama-
tion of greater surprise than ever.

"(}ood lord!” he said. “It must be a very small world,
ot 'm mistaken. Isn't it Karagenski, who “was at Holm-
hurst with me*

“Certainly it is!"” replied the other, holding out a
hand. “1 was mentioning to my young friend who brought
me here that I had been to that ;ﬁmoi in my younger
days. And the Dr. Fraser to whom he was bringing me is

actually yourself? As you say, it i3 n very small world,
my old friend,” .

A Matier of Life and Death,

it ND what on earth has brought you here, of all
places in the world 1” asked the doctor, leading the
way into the sitting-room.

“ A matter of lilga and death, Fraser,” replied
the other seriously, taking the seat the doctor had drawn
up for him.

Rodney, having fulfilled his promise in bringing the Rus-
gian to the doctor, did not wait to hear more. As a matter
of fact, Dan Lea, standing out in the hall, had plucked
him by the sleeve, suggesting that they should pass out
into the garden again, Dan was evidently troubled in

_mind

“I ean't help thinking, Master Rodney, that there be
something terrible gueer about that submarine away down
there," he said, with a stubbern shake of his head. * Never
before have I seen one come into Littleworth Cove.”
“Likely not, Dan,” langhed Rodney. “And you probably
never will again, either. It's just they'vé come in because

Vi
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they wanted a doctor, and have a sick man aboard. What's
wrong with 1t 77

“Apd a Russian prince—he said he was—as well ?* in-
sisted Dan doubtfully.

“And an old school friend of ihe doctor, didn't vou
hear?” added Rodney. “There can’t be anything wrong
with him if the doctor knows him, Dan. As for the sub-
marine, you heard him say it was carrying valuable cargo.
I suppose hie and tho others are in business of some sort,
and have bought up an old submarine to carry the stuff.
Not half a bad idea, if it’s profitable.”

“Well,” said tho other, less doubtful but still puzeled,
“Fd best he going Lome now to supper. Seems a gueer
business, but I suppose you know best. Townfolk looks at
things different from what I would. Anyway. I'll be gaing
home, and on the way, maybe, I'll look in at Tom Liddell's
place. Being coasiguardsman, it's only right he should
know there's such a queer eraft hercabouts, Master Rodney,

“0Old Tem Liddell won’t worry much, Dan,” laughed
Rodney. “Look in and tell him there's a guart of beer
waiting for him at the George and Dragon, and you
wouldn’t see his heels for dust. See you after supper.”

Dan drifted away into the night, which was beginning
ta be tinged by a faint moon. And Rodnoeyturncd indoors,
and went back into the lighted sitting-room, eager to hear
what this Russian prince %md to say. He and the doclor
were evidently still discussing the case for which the latter
had been called.

“It sounds preity bad,” he was saying, “It strikes me
a3 a case whore the poor fellow ought to be left behind.
Why not have him landed, and let me take him io Bar-
chester Hospisal in my car 77

“As 1 told you, my dear Fraser,” the other replied, “wa
cannot leave him there. I only want you to do the hest
you can for him, and make him comfortable for the time
being. The great thing is that he must not be allowed to
die. And that is why I am so anxious for you to come on
board at once without any delay.”

“I'll get my bag, and be with you in a few minutes,” the
fl‘a-:ztor said, as Rodney came into the room. “Here, Rod !
Talk to the prince while I &lip into the surgery and feich
my _Justrumern(s. But don't come to blows over the rival
merits of Wyechurch and Holmhurst, as you try to do
with me.’ i

Laughingly the doctor passed out of the door, big and
gegmi, simple and kind-hearted.

He is your guardian?’ asked the Russian, studying
tha lad appraisingly through his menocle. “ Your father, I
suppose, 15 dead.”

“Oh, no!” langhed Rodoey, and
pointed to a frameg phatograph on the
mantelshelf, “That’s my dad—Adrian
Blake. He's very much alive. But
where he is I don't quite know at the

minute: He’s away on same shunt—
something  secret—for the * London
Bun.’ ¥

“Really 1

Rodney, looking proudly at the lean,
intellectual face pictured by the eamera,
did not notice the slight start of sur-
prise, nor the sudden flicker of amaze-
ment in the eyes of the other, whose
manoecle had suddenly dropped on its
gilken cord.

“And that is your father?” inguired
tha Russian interestedly, “And you—
don't you know what stunt it is your
father is on§”

“No. He wouldn’t tell mie. e
wouldn't tell anybody—even Dr. Fraser.
It was something, I think, pretty serious.
He said once when I asked him just the
same a8 you said, sir, about tllle man
whao's sick on your ship—he said it was
a matter of life or death.”
~“Let's hope it won't be the last!”
rnurrmdred the Russian dryly, refixing his monocle into his
gg’e-? = And you—are you hoping to bs a newspaper man,
Zeln]

- Pm beginning next week,”” replied Rodney.

r 'ﬁplendldl Y wish you luek! You fancy an adventurous
ife? i

“Most fellows do. But, of course, life isn't all adventure,
One has to do something worth while. I think, for instance,
gir, your stunt with that submarine—-"

My stunt??

Princa Blexis Karagenski,the mysterious

commander of tha ‘" Flying Fish," with

whom Dan Lea and Rodney Blake become

involved in a series of strange and breath-
less adventures.

“ You said you were using it for carrying valuable cargo
as a way of earning a living——"

“0Oh, yes!”

“It's the kind of thing the papers would lite to get
haold of. Tt wonld be a topping news stunt, I was thinking,
sit. I suppose you wouldn’t allow me fo interview you
and do a story for the *Bun’ about it? If 1 could, it
might do me a good {urn, starting there next week——"

“I'm afraid I couldn’t——"" began the other, shightly
cmbarrassed.

At that moment the doctor reappearced in the doorway,
a small black bag in his hand.

“Ready?' he asked of tha Russian,

The latter pointed towards Rodney.

“Perhaps our young friend might care fo come ahoard
and look aver the shipi” he suggested.

The doctor shook hizs head,

“I'm expecting a tclephone call from a patient of mine
at Barchester,”” ha said. “I'm afraid, Rodney, yow'il have
1o stop here till 1 come back, in case & ring comes throngh,
J don’t suppose T'll be vefy long, sonnyn  You don't mind,
do yout”

“Not a bit, doc!” replied Rodney cheerfully enough;
though actually, as the Russian and ‘he doctor left the
house and passed out into the night, he would have given
a good deal to look over that strange craft. 2

Instead, while he holped himself healthily to some of the
cold supper which Mrs., Munt had left on the table, he
turned to the next hest thing, to his mind—a copy of the
“Bun *’ which had come down from .onden by the late
post. He turned over itz pages with a sense of pride. A
few more days now and he would be even more proud of
that paper than to-night; for he would belong to if, and
it to him, as a real journalist alweys thinks.

Then, while he idly turned over the pages and scanpod
the headlines with his father’s natural instinet for journaliz-
tic value, he read something which made him sit up and
take sudden and serious notice—two headings, onc abave
the other, as follows:

“MYSTERIOUS SUBMARINE VISITOR.
I8 IT USBED FOR SMUGGLING?"

The leiterpress below referred to a mysterious submarine
which had in the last week been sighted off several parts
ol the west coast of England. It was believed o helong o
u big smuggling organisation bringing silks and other
contraband goods from the Continent. ; :

“A long grey shape of considerable
length,” one eye-witness in a fishing-boat
had described it, after encounteving it
off the coast of Cornwall,

“%o that's what the game may he!”
gasped Rodney, rising from the table
in excitement and beginning to put two
and two together. “The Russian said
they carried very valuable cargo; and
he said it in a very funny way, with his
tongue in his cheek. Contraband stuff,
of course! No wonder he didn't fancy
my doing a newspaper stunt about it!
And yet it seems queer! A Russian
prince mixed up with smuggling! And
the doec knew him at schoo! as well!
Still, it strikes me as fishy. Dan didn'c
like the look of things, either. I must
find Dan.”

Just then, while Redney was chafing
over the fact that he could not do this
#ill the telephone call came through
from Barchester, the tinkling bell of the
instrument in the surgery came a8 &
relief,

It was the Barchester call. Dr, Fraser
was wanted over there as soon as he
could to meet a specialist, then on his
way down from Londou.

What could be more convenient? Here was a ready-made
excuse for Rodney to visit the mystery subinarine and get
aboard to pass on thiz nrgent message to the doctor. But
first to find Dan. :

8o out he went into the night and the quiet of slecpy,
unsuspecting Tidewell, It was cloudy overhead, with the
maon sirugeling occesionally to peep through the grey banks
of darkness, The villagé was silent as the grave, except
for the aceasional bark of a dog, or the hoot of an owl in
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tho trees clumped thickly alongsids the road Rodney was
taking to reach Dan's cottage.

But he had searcely gone a couple of hundred yards that
way when, to Roduey's right, in the direction of the Little-
worth cliffs, an arrcsting sound broke the stillness sharply.
The sudden, surprised ery of & man in pain brought
Rodney's fect to a sudder halt, his cars alert, his eyes
searching the darkness in the direction of the sound,

For a brief instant ailence followed, broken faintly and
distantly by a [I;_man. Then, as the boy began to race across
the open moorland towards the cliffs away from the road
and the village, he'heard an easily recognised voice eall ont
in angry protest. The moon, suddenly emerging from a
bank of clouds, shono brightly for a brief while, And what
it showed caused Rodney to redouble his speed.

It was the big Ggure of Dan, facing three of the blue-clad
sailors from the submarine, his fists Hogging them liko flails,
but their greater odds beating him always backwards.

Rodney sent out ayell:

“8tick it, Dan! I'm coming!"

— ey -

Carried Into the Unknown !

HEN Rodney reached
the spot, and was
throwing himself
into the scrimmage

in support of his friend, the
moonlight and his quick oyes
had shown him in a trica
something makin? very clear
how desperate the situation
veally was. On the ground
near to Dan lay the still and
apparently lifeless figure of
old Tom Liddell, tho coast-
guardsman.

With a gasp Rodney went
straight for the nearest of the
three sailors, in whose right
hand the gleam of an up-
raized knife in the act of
being plunged downwards
towards Dan c¢called for
prompt action. Rodney, ns
much by luck as by judgment
in his breathless haste and
need for quick decision,
caught the man's armpit an
upward blow, sending the
fellow staggering back. And
then, just at the wrong
moment, the moon slipped
back behind the clouds,

A violent and indiseriminate
struggle in the dark followed,
Rodney tackling his man and
punishing him for all he was
worth, satisfied in the know-
ledgo that, at least, the knife
had fullen to the hard ground
with a metallic tinkle, and
was no longer a source of ! ;
danger. He could hear Dan fighting hard {o his left, and
seemning to be holding his own, for the sailors were shouting
angry words in their Russian gutturals, and one of them
sent out a long, shrill whistle into the night. p

It had scarcely died away, and Dan had just landed his
opponent a fortunate undercut below the jaw, when foot-
steps crunched the ground hurriedly near at hand, and the
gleam of an electric torch, sweeping to and fro, blinded both
Dan and Rodney. A number of blue-clad sailors from the
submarine surrounded them. The glare of the torch was
focused on their faces. Bohind it a voice spoke sharply in
Russian.

Stroggling vainly, the two lads were scized and overcome
by numbers. Resistance, of course, was guite in wvain.
Behind the glare of the torch a voice assured them of
that fact, speaking now in broken Euglish.

“80,” he said, “it vas the young mans vhat lives vith
the doctor! That vas goot. Joost the young mans ve vant.
Better make the best of a bad job, mein young friendts.
You come along grietly mit us.”

Perforce, hurried in the direction of the Cove, the two
lads were thrust on to the deck of the submarine in the
dark and dragged along this to a hatchway, down which they
wore forced into & hea and dimly-lighted interior.
little dazed as he was over the suddenness of all this, and
troubled over what had happened to poor old Tom Liddell,
Roduey_still had tims to be surprised at tho unexpected
size and comfort of this vessel as scen from inside,
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Thas moon came oul from behind the clouds, and in the dim light Rodney saw his pal, Dan,
standing over the Form of the old coastguard, fighting desperately with three men. ¢ Stick
it out, Dan ! ' yelled Rodney. J

mage, lashing out right and left.

“1'm coming !’ And with a rush he enterad the scrims=
(See this page.)

Roughly hurried along a corrider, he caught glimpses of
finely-furnished cabins and saloons, a large room which
looked like a glorified signal-box, glistening with levers and
wheels and gadgets. Tt was all so entirely unlike any sub-
marine Rodrey had eeen that he was puzeled. An air of
bustle pervaded everywhere, sailors seurrying to and fro,
distant voices calling out orders in Russian. Above all, &
curious heavy clanging of metal made itself heard at
intervals,

But this passed from Rodney's mind as, with Dan, he was
thrust suddenly inte a Jarge lighted saloon like & emoking
lounge on a liner. And there, standing in a curiously per-
turbed attitude, gazing out of a porthole, was Dr. Fraser.
The doctor swung round on his heel, with an exclamation of
surprise, as the boys were foreibly thrust into his company
and the door closed behind them.

“You, Rodney lad? And Dan, too?” he asked anxiously.
“What on earth brings you here? I was just thinking of
you, and wondering what was going to happen to you when
I was gone.”

“Gone ?” echoed Rodney. “You're wanted at Barchester
as soon as you can get there. I'd just got tho message and
was coming to tell you, only I discovered something alout
this ship end these people in the newspaper. But, firsk
of ;]l, I went to find Dan and tell him. They're smugglers,
and—

Ho had thrust into his pocket before he left home the
torn piece of newspaper containing the paragraph he had
read, meaning to show it to Dan. He passed it across to the
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“incessant and
‘Rodney

doctor, who glanced at it, frowned., and shook his bhead,
laying it aside an a table.

“Well, well 7" he urged impatiently.
find Bapn——"

Rodney explained what had happencd so far as he was
concerned, Dan intervening with his portion of the story.

* Yon see, doctor,” he said, *1 did think it terrible queer,
finding this submarine and these foreign folk in Littlewerth
{love, as I said to Master Redney. 8o, as I told him, I
went Iooking for- Tom Liddell and told him about 1t
He'd heard talk of that smuggling business and had the
same in mind. * We'll go down along, Dan, and have word
with they I saye he, and along we goes. x

*Just as we woie by the Cove,” continucd Dan, ,d alone
comes three men, asking for the doctor’s house, ' Theso be
they!" says I to Tom, and he staits away asking them
questions ‘and saying they'd have to-come with him to the
police. Sudden, after talking a word or two in their linge,
one of they up with a‘knife, and stabbed old Tom Liddell
quick as lghtning. T set about they, and—lucky—Master
Rodney happened slong—" i :

“ Lucky 7 muttered the doctor. “It's the unluckiest thing
in the world you two lads have been mixed up in this

“And you went to

dreadful husiness.  .'d sooner anything else had happened..

And now——"

“Why, doc?” guestioned Rodney.
with us? A smuggling outft—" ; ;

“Smugeling? I'm afraid it’s far more than smuggling,
boya!™ interrupted the doctor. * As you know, they got me
here {o attend to a sick man. It eertainly was, as
Karegenski said, o matter of life and death. The man’s a
had case. And what he let drop in his delirium about this
ship and these people told me that—it's not smuggling. It's
something else—mueh werse. So much worse that, when 1'd
teft the sick man to talk to Karagenski about him and go
ashore, it became clear they didn’t mean to let me go. They
were afraid T might talk—="

“Txactly, doctor!” interrupted a suave voice from the
other side of the saloon. *“ And that is why, too, we welcome
on board our young friend and his companion. Tt would not
have suited ux for our young friend to be telling his news-
paper about the mystery submarine in Littleworth Cove.
No: the fewer tongues to talk about it the better.”

_The newcomer was, of course, the Russian prinee, with his
gleaming monocle and cynical smile. He had entered un-
noticed by a door in the wooden pane:l:niﬂ and with him
were the red-faced and bearded man, and ¢ small, tlap{}:er
man with upturned moustache, whom the two lads had
noticed on the vessel’s deck when firse they saw it.

“Pm exceedingly sorry, my dear Fraser!” added the
Russian, as the doctor seemed about to speak in protest. I
regret very much the necessity for all this, the more since it
seems that you and I knew cach other so long ago. But
necessity knows no law. Too mauy people—too vast interests
—are concerned in this affair for us to leave any clues
behind, You were destined from the first to remain here,
onee T'd brought yow. Our young friend—I had sent people
with & me e to him that you wanted liim on board, in
order to get him here. But 1t appears other cirenmstances
helped us in the matter. Regrettable circumstances, for we
did not want any trouble.” ; seiE

“As an old school friend. Karagenski, T ask you, Sfu’d
the doctor solemmly, “is it playing the game? We don’t
know enough to harm your plan, whatever it is. Pub us
ashore, and you'll be gone undersea before anything we
could say or do would matter. I've a serious cuse needing
me in Barchester. These two lads—what hurt can th’ey do
to you! Put ns ashore, I urge you, and get to sea——"

“Too late, I'm afraid, even if I could do if!” responded

“What can they do

“fhe Bussian, with a little shrug.

Here a vibratory movement of the floor, very slight but
growing in volume, had become noticeable.
remembered the metalliec clanging noise he
had heard earlier on. That would, of ecourse, have been
cansed by the closing up of the submarine for immersion.
But something far more startling than the fact that the
vessel was already in motion attracted Rodney’s eye at the
moment. In blank amazement he peered out through a
porthole closs to where he was standing.

“Why,” he gasped suddenly, “we’re not on the sea at all
ncn%j We're rising into the air. Ii’s some sort of airship,
gurely 12

i Certainly, from the porthole he could see now below—
with every instant growing less distinct—Littleworth Cove

‘and the coastline, the broad stretch of Devon, a far-reaching

dark mass picked out with little white patches which were
Tidewell, Marcombe, Barchester. Every instant the strange
vessel which was carrying them into the unknown was lift-
ing. directly and silently, into the night sky, which was black

_with elouds.

“¥es,” murmured the Russian, “it certainly is some sorb
of airship, as you put it, my {oung friend. And the sort of
airship we don’t want talked ahout—till the right moment

2
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comes. And thatl iz why, regretfully, my friends and I are
chliged to have you with us*

—_—

A Threat to-the World !

ITH this strange craft speeding them noiselessly
away from the earth; there was nothing for-it but
to aceept the inevitable. So swiltly were they
mounting into space indeed that, almost before the

* twa lads could recover from their astonishment, the elouds

were blotting out all thal could be scen of England, and a
glance through the portholea showed them only the sky and
—very far below indeed—the faint glistening of the sca.

“I would suggest to you, my dear Fraser,” murmured
the prinee suavely, “that you and your young friends hers
should setfle down comfortably and in a friendly spirit.
My companions and I have no wish.io harm you in the
slightest, so long as you meet us in the same way. You are
our enforced guests. A polite and, I hope, a pleasant form
of imprisonment, without any disugreeahic cell, or mnasty
prison food, Meantime, let me introduce everybody to

. everybody.”

He turned with a gesture and proceeded to do so. The
red-faced, bearded man turned out to be a German ex-naval
officer, named Von Roden, The olive-complexioned man
with upturned moustache was a Greek, named Miraponlis,
They both spoke a certain amount of English and, though
they assumed an air of friendliness, it was evident that they
folt less kindly than they looked. 3

Hspecially Von Roden, from whose guttural voice Rodney
recogiised at onee as being the unseen man behind the elec-
tric torch who had interrupted the fight over poor old Tom
Liddell's body, and had brought them here. He had savage,
gllntmg_ ayes, and a dark scar across one cheek, which
made his face very ferocious in appearance. Tt looked less
friendly than ever when, holding out his hand to Rodney,
the latter pretended notf to see it.

“You doni't feel pleased at all that you are here, young
shentlemans?* he said angrily. “You don't like to shake
hands?”

“I'd sooner not,” replied Redney quietly. I mean—I'd
sooner first of all know the kind of person with whom I'm
shaking. Tt doesn’t seem to me that people concerned in
the kind of thing that’s been going on to-night—are quite
the right sort——" X

“You don't? glowered the other, withdrawing his out-
stretched fingers. “Vell, velll Ve shall ses about that
presently vhen 3

“Come, now, Von Roden!” intervened the prince
soothingly. “We can't expect the lads, or the doctor, either,
to take to the situation very easily, DBut, don’t let us
quarrel over nothing. Our new guests will presently get
accustomed to things, and feel less touchy. Supposing we
sit down to dinner. We must all be hungry, and T see that
it is ready——""

At this moment, a manservant, in a steward’s white coat,
had flung open a door, showing beyond a brilliantly-lit
saloon, with a table laid with shining silver and glass. Just
then, however, a stertling intervention caused evervone fo
swing round in the direction of the door through which the
prince and his companions had entered the smoking-lounge.
This had been left open, and through it there came stagpger-
ing a tall, lean figure, dressed in pyjamas. In a white and
twisted face, a pair of eyes glared madly around. A voice
was muttering hoarsely in English:

“Where are the infernal fiends?
he was saying in his wild mutter. “They're dangerous, wild
beasts, For the peace of the world, let me get my fingers
on their throats. They fooled me. Don't let them get
away with it—"

The thing happened so suddenly, and seemingly so un-
expectedly, that the prince and his companions were
obviously taken by surprise. And when they had recovered
themselves, the wild eyes of the man seemed to have
recognised them, for he suddenly hurled himself towarda
them, his outstretched, clutching fingers flashing towards
them, seizing the little, olive-complexioned Greek by the
throat.

There followed a moment of pandemonium, the Greek
screaming, as well, with half-choked cries for help. A burly
man of a fair German type, apparently having followed
huriedly in the wake of the pyjama-clad may, jomed in the
struggle to loosen the lntter’s hold on the Greek. ¥o was
violently attempting, with vicious blows, to tear the
tall man away, when suddenly Dr. Fraser intervened,
stepping briskly forward, raising his voice above the tumult
sharply and authoritatively, o : ;

“ Ashton !” he demanded. ‘* What are you doing? Why
have you left your bed like this? Get back teo it at once!”
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((mrtmffﬂl' from previous poage.)

Tustantly, as Ehn 1zl a sudden ray of veason had pene
n A 1 of madne the pijama-clad feoure quive
and vemnined still, The ch itehing, stranglin g hands rele
their grip.” Tho glaving eyes fnemed ronnd in the directio
of'the doctor and staved at hitn—vaguely at fivst, and th
sradially with o fainl sign of recognition, He covered then
for a moment, with a shaking Jmmi a4 if trying to rememl
-mnrtllJuﬁ‘ and then ﬂli!l,r3 ont a liitle gesture of apols

SP'm osorry,” he said, “I n::ghf to  remember

Another ]_‘-;n"i hman. ¥Yes. T thought I'd !
ahout vou. ~And vou're here® What are vou doing
thouweht the lTnn’ii of war liad been unloosed, the ¢

IJI I.Il'” 1"|j‘|,l" |l||\'|]1g 1]"1 t——-

“Come, come |” wrged the doctor gmﬂlv thrusting aside
the fai {mlman. who was stillsgripping the man viciously,
and. laying ]|!q hiand an the whouidm' of the latter. “You
um«f come hack to hed, Ashton, - ‘\\ o shall never gt you
well if vou behavo like this, i |- Pull yourself together,
and ho ealm - ;

“Cal? Calm 2 mnttered the other doubifully, his staring
eyos roving ronnd, sthe momeutary sanity in them
gradually to be blotied out again. “Calm? Go ba
e ¥ \‘\J.]' the world i1s shaken by the lLorrors of
Whila },’ul vin is sywept away ! While these fiends—"

This ti !m', ult‘onﬂli‘nc‘\‘ am] madness once more masie 1111'-"
him, it was upon Veu Raoden that the man flung him
with raging threats. @ And this time, despite all attenpt
D, Fraser o cal'n him, it was only by bruta foam that
WAS overeonie, ﬂnd the doctor accompanying ' Linm,
rinmv‘mi hack L ';nml tho door from which he had fi
unexpeetedly emerged.

With him, talking angrily and excitedly in Russian to ¢
prinee, went Von Roden and the Greek, closed
noisel shutting off their voices, nnd the
Teft alons, together for the first time since they
Innr:-rh.r "ib._,:ll d ‘thiz queer cruoit.
SThatowascevidently the doc’s patient,” said Rodnew.
440 gll-dm.m A kit off ‘his head, but not so much as
abiing.avhaf probably wasn't far from the truth. You
ipd what he » Dan? ITorvors of war, "Britain being
b away, . We 11., mixed up in soniething serious all nghr,
I,}'a't s

iy +!ﬂ'l3u ah nnt that,
\~r_u ng aut of a lmurlml[

he door

two tad
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sheen of moonlight, and—below—

a far-stretching carpet of cloud-

land:_*“This bo a ver vogueer busi-

ness altogether. You and me,

walking along the cliffs from Mar-
|

combe to Hleworth, didn't see
any auch airship as this’ eomp
down? What we saw was i sllh-

mavine, what sust have come in
Litilewerth by way of the sea e

“That's =0, DPan. I've been
thinking it all oyt. | This

thing  we're  on, It  couldn't
have come in Littleworth Cove
by way of the air, or weld have scen it. Besides, lying
thore in the water, it was built like a submarine.  And the
Russian spoke of it as & boat when we wero \'.n.llung lhiome
with Tim, The fact iz, Dan, that it must be both.”
“Atrship and beat? Bot thore be no such thing!
ever heared of 161"
lq{]}’r] "‘..dlL\
of—I think 1!]: il
of the pudd llu"
came on |
b LY

Wio

I of it bocoming possible, Dan, A sovd
it an amphibian, Auvhow, the proof
Here we ars. When we
snug enough inthe
stood hers in t||].d
That's

in the cating.
iz cralt, she

r= of
raom, woe

ancther thi

thing the

e l he  added, = thri
1)1:0]: e lave been tn'm all along to
g %agq fl\ﬂ

“It's oot wvertical ijt £
acronautical
Thiz is a sort of wonder-ceaft, It hasn’t got gas

an ordinary airship. Tt's all metal, and solid, -or it couldn’s
go under the sea. So how is it Iw}]i‘ in the air? There must
bo some wonderful contrivance which is part of its inven-
tion, ‘mmt- ~tu1: af helicopter affair, that lifts and sustaine
Dan!{ What wouldn’t the * Sun’' give to
And you and I—here we are—
of it, travelling in the

znfe and guiet down in Tide-
They'll be all wondering what's
1 bean's eome back home for suppee,
Thera'll ba no r‘n(} of fn And they'll maybe send round
to ask of you at the deetor’s, and find you and he be gone,
too. Like enough, they'lt find peor old Tom Liddell lying
there near the cove, and not kuowing ‘w:mt to make of
things,”

“Thore'll be no end of fuuc
“F oor old

of m.:rsr-"’_ nodded Dan.
. Munt will be in a frightful stew. "And Bar-
] heough to Lzaow when the doc's
T pe :ople have lost theiv new
| wark. _Hm_w, won't know that
stepped right into one of the

cily-report
—all the
higgest news-sto

(It's a big “ news-stovy ™ all vight, Lot il youneg
Rodney ever tve o pass it on to the world 2 See nert
week'’s thrilling instalment, chums, and don’t forget
to order your free gift nwember Bariy!)
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AH applications for A:fﬂerhsemeni Space in iﬁu
Publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tissment Manager, UNION f.‘ICK SERIES,
Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.CA.
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