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Here you are, fellows—Presents you'll be able to
enjoy months after your Christmas dinner is for-
goiten ! Choose one of these famous Annuals and
you will be certain of hours and hcurs of entertain-
ment. They are strongly bound in coloured covers
and packed with splendid featurss.

% MODERN BOY’S ANNUAL 6/-

Monster- air-liners, streamlined trains, the
countless wonders of the modern age crowd ils
pages in a fascinating pageant of progress.

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF
HUBBHES G/ - A wonderful book for

the boy with « hobby
and the boy who wants one. Chats on model
trains, planes, stamps, radio, etc.

Greyfriars HOLIDAY ANKUAL

The famous School Story Annual for 5/
boys and girls. All the favourite Grey- s
Jfriars, St Jim’s and Roolkwood characters.
A 2 Colour Plates.

MOBERN BOY'S BOOK OF
RACING GARS 4/- 7)< jomaree,

History of Motor-Racing in a beautifully-
o (lustrated gift book. The photographs alone
are worth the price.
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Sensaiion A¢ &t Jime's!

Junior Schoolboy Accuses A Master

Of Thefi! Read What Happens In This Gripping Yarn OfF
Tom Merry X Co. &

CHAPTER 1,
Trouble in the Class !

66 LAKE, deah boy—"
“Shush !”
“Yaas, but—"

“Bhush, yeu ass!” whispered Jack Blake

hurriedly, “ Mossoo's
locking this way !”

Arthur Augustus D’Axcy,
the ornament of the
Fourth Form at St. Jim’s,
was about to inform
Blake/ in frigid tones,
that he refused to be
called an ass.- But he re-
frained. Mossoo’s eye.was
turning upon the two, and
Mossoo’s eye had an un-
accustomed gleam in it.

So Arthur Augustus con-
tentei himself with a
slight sniff, and relapsed
into silence for the .next
few moments.

CARDEW (o

<4‘

———
Sa

Monsieur

—_

|

Mossoo seized Cardew by the collar, spun him round, and laid the cane about him with great vigour.

Whack, whack, whack ! ** Yaroooh ! ** roared Cardew, hopping and twisting in vain endeavours to
. -@scape the lashes of the cane.

the French master of St.

Jim’s, was taking the Fourth in the French lesson.

Mossoo was such a kind and patient little gentle-
man, and so averse from inflicting punishment in
any shape or form, that the fellows had dropped

When one of Gussy’s fivers is lost, cir-
cumstantial evidence points to Mon-
steur Morny as having stolen it !
is Cardew’s chance, and out of revenge
he tries to establish the French master’s

guilt!

by

MARTIN CLIFFORD

into the way of taking it easy with him.
Even fellows who were keen on their work, like

Blake, and Julian, and
Clive, did not always give
Mossoo the attention that
he was entitled to, un-
consciously relying upon
his wellknown good
nature.

It was, therefore, some-
what hard on the Tourth
Form to find Monsieur
Morny in a very bad
temper that afternoon.

When Trimble failéd to
remember whether a
table was a boy or a
girl, as Trimble put it—
masculine or feminine, as
Mossco  expressed  it—

(Copyright in the United States of America. Al rights reserved, and roproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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'Ily

Trimble was talked to very sharply. When Rei
projected an ink-ball at Figgins of ihe New House,
and made Figgy give a sudden yelp, Reilly
received the pointer on his knueckles, much to his
surprise. ‘A mild word of admonition was usual
in such cases from Mossoo.

Reilly sat sucking his
ment and indignation.

But Cardew c#me in for the severest vials of
wrath. Cardew was one of the nest fellows in
the Form. But for the purpose of making Mossoo
snort, as he put it, he affecied impenetrable
stupidity.

Mossoo was taken in at first, till he caught
Cardew winking at Levison and Clive, his study-
mates. Then Cardew was called out heforo the
class and caned.

This warned the Fourth ihat Mossoo was not
to be trified with {hat afternoon, and most of the
juniors bucked up, and paid attention,

Not so Cardew.

Cardew did not like being caned, and he was red
and exasperated. He had started “worrying
Mossoo in a spirit of idle mischief. He continued
it now, maliciously. And Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy
bestowed several warning frowns upon Cardew,
and frowned still more when Cardew failed to
take the slightest notice of those frowns.

With great skill Cardew projeciecd a pen-nib
into the air, so that it dropped precisely upon the
bald spot on top of Mossoo’s head.

Mossoo started, rubbed his head, and glanced
upward. He was under the impression that some
fragment of plaster must have fallen from the
ceiling, and smitten his nnprotected bald spot.

There was a snigger from some directions.

Monsieur Morny looked round sharply.

“Zis is not a matter for to langh,” he said

severely, “I zink zat zis ceiling he wanting
attending.

stonisgh-

cnuckles in great

13

Silence in ze class!

There was smiling silence in the class, and the
lesson went on.

Cardew was looking about him for anether
handy missile,

Arthur Augustus sat frowning.

He did mnot approve of japing the French
master when he was evidently in a worried and
troubled frame of mind.

“Blake, deah = boy!” murmured Arthur
Augusius, as Mossoo turned to his blackboard.

“Dry up ! murmured Blake. “Mossoo will he
down on you like a ton of bricks in a iick !”

“I wefuse to allow Cardew fo continue his
wotten game, Blake !”

“ Bow-wow !”

“Piway pass this note along to him.”

Blake grunted, and passed the note,

Arthur Augustus had written down an admoni-
tion to the thoughtless youth, in his well-known
fatherly style.

Blake passsed it to Digby, and Dig passed it to
Herries, Herries to Clive, Clive to Figgins,
Figgins to Levison, who handed it to Cardew.

Arthur Augusius’ noble eye followed it.

The French master’s back being turned, Cardew
unfolded the slip of paper and looked at it. He
grinned as he read it. It ran, in Arthur
Augustus’ elegant hand :

“Stop japing Mostoo al once, you rotter.”

Cardew looked round and canght D’Avey’s eye.
He twisted the missive into a little pellet, and
Tur Gem Tasrarv.—No. 1,610, ;
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suddenly projected if from finger and (humb at
the sender across_the class,

Cardew’s aim was good, and before Arthur
Aungustus  knew that his missive was being
retarned, it canght him on the nose.

“Bai  Jovel” ejaculated Arthur
startled.

Mossoo spun round,

“D’Arcy ! You talk, isn’t it?”

“ Yaas, sipb?

“Take two hundred lines of ze Henriade, zen 7

“Oh, gweat Scott !

“You are vum bad boy, P’Arey I

Arthur  Augustus sat ecrushed.  Thi
pleasant reward for his high-minded juis
on behalf of the French master !

“Blake, vhy for you laff 7”

“Wow-was I laughing, sir??

“You vas! Take fecfty lines!”

“Oh1”

“T keep ordair in zis class, T zink.”

Cardew jumped up.

“If you please, sir 4

“8it down vis you, Cardew !

“Tt was my fault D’Arcy spoke, sir.
pellet at him,” said Cardew.

“Oh! Zen you are a bay boy fo irow ze zings
about in ze class,” said Monsieur Morny. “You
are vun young rascal! D'Avey, you nced not take
zem lines. Cardew, come here |7

Monsieur Morny picked up Mr. Lathom’s cane
from the desk. Fe was fed-up with Cardew’s mis-
placed humour.

Cardew stepped out, his eyes glinting.
been caned once already.

“Hold out ze hand viz you !”

Swish |

It was a hard cut, and it made Cardew wince,

“Now ze ozzer hand !’

The Fourth looked on in silence. Mossoo was
being unusually severe. Cardew hesitated a
moment, and then he held out his other hand.

Mossoo gave a swipe at it, and Cardew with-
drew 1t guickly.

The cane missed the mark and Moszoo stumbled
forward. He regained his balance, amid the grins
of the juniors, and turned a flaming face on
Cardew.

“You—you vicked boy !
thundered.

Cardew held out his hand again, and the French-
man made quiie a vicious swipe at it.

Cardew jumped suddenly back. Again the cane
whistled through the air in vain. There was a
chortle from the Fourth. They could not help it.
Monsieur Morny’s face went crimson,

The junior was deliberately making hLim look
ridiculous before the class. and Mossoo’s own leg
had had a narrow escape from that last swipe.

“Cardew !” he shouted.

“Yes, sir,” said Cardew coolly.
“Zat is a trick, n’est-ce-pas?
mooch more.

class !”
~ He seized Cardew by the collar, spun him round,
and laid the cane about him with great vigonr.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“Yaroooh I” roared Cardew.

He had succeeded in ridiculing Mossco, bu# the
ridicule was on the ocher side now. There was 3
roar of laughter from the Fourth Formers as
Cardew hopped and jumped and twisted in vain
endeavours to escape the lashes®of the cane.

Whaek, whaek, whagk !

Augus

was a
ierence

I ihrew &

e had

Hold out ze hand !’ he

I ~ill cane you
I zink you are ze vorst boy in ze

“Now go back to ze place and keep ze ordair 2
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gasped Mossoo, casting th
roughly.

Cardew almost limnped to his place. The lessen
went on without any more little jokes from Ralph
Reckness Cardew. He sat with a white face and
burning eyes, silent and savage, till the class was
dismissed.

o junior from him rather

CHAPTER 2.
Surprising a Secret !

“TO.\L old chap !”

Tom Merry stared.

The Terrible Three of the Shell—Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther—were chatting
after lescons in the big doorway of the Sch ool
House when that affeclionate remark was made
to Tom Merry.

As it came from Baggy Trimble of the Fourth
Tom Merry did not look delighted. In fact, he
frowned as well as stared.

“Eh? What’s that?” he said.

“I say, old chap—>

Tom Merry pointed to the stone steps outside.

“See those?” he asked.

“Th? Yes. Why?” said Trimble, in surprise.
. “Do you want to go down those steps head-
first 2”7

“No, you ass !

“Then don't call me
Tom Merry.

“Look here, you know—

“Oh, scat 1"

And the Terrible Three turned their backs on
Baggy. Baggy Trimble was not a person whom
thev delighted to honour.

“T say, don’t get your backs up, you know,”
said Trimble, apparently not at all rebuffed.
“You might help a chap!”

“No tin to spare,” said Tom Meuv tevsely,

“It isn’t tin this time,” said Baggy Trimble.
“Mossoo has been an awful beast this afternoon,
vou chaps! He’s given me fifty lines.”

“Serves you right !”

“I can’t do them, you know,”
“T'm going to fag for Knox. There's
a chap who fags for Knox, you know.’

“For goodness’ sake go and fag for Knox, then,
and give us a rest!” exclaimed Tom Meriy.

“But what about my lines?” said Trimble. “I
think one of you fellows might be friendly and do
them for me.”

“Well, of all the cheek !”

123

‘old chap’ again!” said

2

said Trimble.
plckmﬂ& for

“You’re awfully clever at—a;t French, Tom
Merry :

< Thanks‘” said Tom, laughing. “I'm not
g

doing your lines, you cheeky porpoise |

“But I've got to take them in at tea-time,” per-
sisted Baggy, “and I want to fag for Knox, vou
know. It means a feed., Will you do my lines,
Manners 2

“T1l give you a thick ear!” growled Manners,

“Will you do them, Lowther "

Monty Lowther’s reph was not in words, He
fastened his finger and thumb upon Trimble's fat
ear, and led him ‘along the passage to the stairs.
There he bumped the “astonished Fourth Former
on the lowest stau, and, leaving Baggy sitting
there in a state of great surprise, he strolled

back to the doorway.

“Rotters |” gasped Baggy, as he picked him-
self up.  “Yah! Cads! Now, who the merry
thump is going to do my lines? I say, Julian,
\\111 you do ﬁftx lines for me?”

“No fear!” said Julian cheerfully,
on.

and walked

5
,’;n,gg 'lumolc snorted. He reflegted, and
started fo Levuous study. He found Levison,

Cardey, ano Clive there.

Levison and<Clive were secking to persuade
Cardew down to the footer ground; but Cardew’s
face was angry and sullen, and he was in no
mood for footer.

say, you know,” said Trimble.
job for you, Levison !”

Levison stared at him.

“You make a regular bisney of \\utmg lines
for chaps,” ald Trimble. “Well, T've got fifty
for you to do.”

(o and eat coke I” said Levison.

“Oh, I'm going to pay you, same as Grundy
does 1 sneered Trimble. “One-andsix a hun-
dred, isn’t it?”

e dont do Grundy’s lines now!” snapped
Levison. “I don’t do anybody’s. Get out!”

“I suppose that means the price has gone up,”

“I've got a

‘f 8ay, how’d
you work this
thing 2 7

Half-a- crown
has been a-
warded fo J.
Hickman, 107,
Danethorpe
Vale, Sherwood,
Nottingham.

said Trimble loftily. *“Well, T'll give you a bob
for the fifty. I’'m short of money just now, owing
to lending my last quid to Talbot, but I’ 11 settle
to-morrow. That’s good enough, I suppose? I
want the lines by tea-time. Yaroooh! Wharrer
you up to, Levison ?”’

It was an unnecessary question.
kicking him out of the study.

Bac‘g¥ Trimble fled down the passage, helped
for some distance by Ernest Levison’s boot.

“0Oh, the rotter !” groaned Trimble. “Oh, the
cad !”

And Baggy rolled dolorously into his own study.
In Mossoo’s present ratty state of temper he could
not venture to leave the lines over. The chance
of a feed in Knox’s study had to be missed.

(Groaning, Baggy settled down to write the

Levison was

impot himself, with perfectly beastly feelings
towards Monsieur Adolphe Mom\
Trimble was not ' a quick writer, and he

laboured long over his fifty lines from Henriade.
But they were finished at last, and he rolled away
to the I'rench master’s study with them.

He tapped at the door and opened it.

For a moment he could not see the French
master in the study. Then he discerned Mossoo’s
bald spot over the back of an armchair near the
window.

“Mon Dieu! Zis is very hard.” The French
master was talking to himself, quite unaware that
the door of the study had opened “Vat sall T
do for ze money? I must have ze money, but
vat sall T do?”

Baggy Trimble’s eyes glistened,

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,610.
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He understood now why poor Moessoo had been
so disturbed that afternoon. The unfortunate
gentleman was in financial difficulties. Trimble
could understand that that was a worry; he had
been there himself. -

He did not make any sound to betray his
presence. But the draught from the open door
warned Mossoo. Hé¢ rose suddenly and looked
round. His sallow face crimsoned at the sight
of the junior.

“Trimble !” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir! My lines, sir!”

“How long have you been zere, Trimble ?”

“Only a second, sir,” said the veracious Baggy.
“Just opened the door, sir! Didn’t you hear me
knock 77 )

“1 did not, Trimble. You hear me speak viz
myself, isn’t it?” said the Freuch master, with
almost a haggard look.

“Oh, no, sirl”

“You may lay ze lines on ze table and go,
rimble.” g
“Yes, sir.”

Trimble deposited his lines, and went. He
grinned as he rolled down the passage.

“Hard up!” he muttered. < Poverty-stricken
old bounder! Yah!” :

Which was the total amount of sympathy that
Baggy Trimble could spare for the unfortunate
Mossoo.

T

CHAPTER 3.
No Collection |

‘6 AT Jove 17
B “What’s the game, Fatty?”
“Where did you get that hat?”

Quite a number of glances were turned upon
Trimble of the Fouith as he came into the
Common-room that evening.

The fat Fourth Former carried a shiny silk
hat in his fat hand.

Why a fellow should bring a silk hat into the
Clommon-room was a mystery. Certainly he had
no need of one there.

“What on earth have you brought that hat in
here for?” asked Tom Merry.

“That’s for the collection,” said Trimble.

“KEh? You're making a collection?”

“ Exactly.”

“And how much do you think you'll collect?”
grinned Gore of the Shell. “You won’t get any-
thing but a thick ear from me.”

“And another from me, you fat,
duffer !” growled Grundy.

“ And another from me, bedad {” said Reilly.

“Good ! said Lowther.
thick ears for Trimble. Would you like a fourth,
Trimble 7

*Ha, -he; ha 1?

“Now, look here,” said Trimble. “This isn’t
for myself, of course. I suppose you don’t think

want your money. 1 should refuse the offer
with scorn, if you made it &

“Which we're likely to do—I don’t think !* said
Levison.

“It’s a collection,” explained Trimble.
“Mossoo’s right on the rocks.”

*“Mossoo!” exclaimed Clive.

“Yes, rather! Hard up, you know; fairly up
against it,” said Trimble. “T’'m going to raise
a collection for Mossoo.”

“You young ass!” exclaimed Talbot. “If
Mossoo hears of it, he will scalp you [*

Tue Gem Lierary.—No. 1,610.
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“Ob, he’s bound to be pleased!” said Trimble.
“I know he’s awfully stony, and moaning and
groaning about it, you know.”

“I fail te see how you can know anythin’ of
the sort, Twimble!”

“The fact is, Mossoo confided to me—-7"

" Wha-a-at ?”

“He spoke to me rather confidentially—-"
“Ha, ha, hal?
“You uttah ass, Twimble—"

“Well, perhaps he didn’t exactly confide the
matter to me,” said Trimble cautiously. “ Perhaps
I happened to overhear him by accident——"

“You eavesdwoppin’ young wottah!”

“1 may have gone into his study, and I may
niot,” said Trimble mysteriously. “He may have
been groaning over his money troubles, and he
may not.” - ’

“You have been spyin’ on Mossoo, you fat
wascal I

“1 repudiate the insinuation. with scorn,
D’Arvcy! It was quite by accident, of course.
Bemdgs Mossoo saw me before I could hear any
more,

“Ha, ha, a1

“But it's a fact,” said Trimble. “Mossco’s on
the rocks, and I'm going to start a collection for
him. 1 hope to raise five pounds, at least. I
shall present it to him with the compliments of
the School House. See?”

“You fat duffer!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“You know.you wouldn’t have the cheek to take
money to Mossoo. Dry up!®

“In the cires, Tom Merry: 22

“I wefuse to hand out anythin’, Twimble. I
am perfectly well aware that this is a twick.”

“Look here, D’Arcy——"

“If vou waise any money you will twy to dodge
away with it, you fat boundah! Wats!?

“1 despise such insinuations, D’Arcy. Now,
as captain of the Shell, Tom Merry, it’s up to you
to begin. How much?”

Trimble held out the hat.

x Tgln Merry took it, and jammed it on Trimble’s
nead.

The fat junior gave a howl—the hat was jammed
on very tightly. There was a howl in the
Common-room as Baggy tried te extricate his
head from the hat. The nap of the handsome silk
topper was somewhat ruffled in the process.

“You—you rotter!” gasped Trimble, as the
hat came off at last. “I despise you, Tom Merry!
I refuse to aslk you again to contribute. How
much, Cardew 7

“Go and eat ~oke!” growled Cardew.

If the collection had been a genuine one, Ralph
Cardew was not feeling very amiable towards
the French master just then, and he would not
have been likely to contribute.

“Iow much, Levison?”

“Rats |”

“T1 say, D'Arcy—"

“Wats |” :

“Now, look here, D’Arcy, it’s up to you. The
nobility ought to set an example.” Trimble held
out the hat to the Honourable Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “I expect a quid, at least. Now then,
shell out !”

_Arthur Augustus did not shell out. He took a
running kick at the silk topper, and it flew out
of Trimble’s hand and sailed almost up to the
ceiling.

“0Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Trimble.

“Pass!” yelled Blake, as the topper came
fluttering down.

“Ha, bha, hat?
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Lowther passed, and Blake received the topper,
and sent it across to Manners, who passed again
to Dighy. -

Digby passed again to Trimble, catching him
upon his fat little nose with the topper.

“Yaroooh!”

##Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh crikey !” gasped Trimble.
ruined that hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Berve you wight, you fat waseal!” said
Arthur Augustus, indignantly. “T .do not
appwove, as a wule, of damagin’ a fellow’s
clobbah, but in the cires, Twimble, you deserve
to lose your toppah !”

“Jolly lucky it isu't mine !” said Trimble.

“Bai Jove! Isn’t yours?”

“No fear!”

“My aunt!

“D A rov’s |

“YWhat?” yelled Arthur Augustus.

A yell of merriment came from the juniors.
The face of the Honourable Arthur Augustus was
extraordinary in its expression.

“ Mum-mum-mine !’ he stuttered.

. “Yes, yours. You sece 5

Trimble got no further. The swell of St. Jim’s
made a wild rush at him, and Baggy fled with
a roar.

The fat junior dizappeared at express

“You—you've

Who's is it?” demanded Blake.

speed

= &
=)
AN
A {
N
v

out !’ Gussy did not shell out.

hand.

‘¢ 1 expect a quid, at least,”’ said Trimble, holding out the hat to Arthur Augustus.

7

through the dodrway, with Avthur Augustus
raging on his track.

“Ha, b3, hal”

“Go it!”

“Good old Gussy!”

*“Hg; ha, hat” - .

And the merry juniors continued to pass the
topper, which certainly was not likely to grace
again the noble head of Arthur Augustus D Arcy.
g g Y

CHAPTER 4,
Below the Belt ! .
HERE was no collection in the School House
for the unfortunate Mossoo.

Such an idea would certainly never have
occurred to anybody but Baggy Trimble, and to
Trimble only as a method of raising the wind.

However hard pushed Monsieur Morny might
have been for that necessary article, cash, he
could scarcely have accepted a whip-round from
his junior pupils. Indeed, Mossoo’s ears would
have burned if he could have known that his
difficulties were the subject of a discussion in the
Junior Common-room.

Trimble’s attempted collection naturally made
Mossoo’s financial stringency a matter of discus-
sion. Most of the fellows felt sympathetic.

It was known that most of Mossoo’s salary went

““ Now then, shell

He took a running kick at the topper, and it flew out of Trimble's
Gussy littie knew that it was his_own topper !

Tue Gex Lirary.——No. 1,610.
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to assist his needy relatives over the Channel.
There had been talk about Mossoo before, and
a certain pawnticket.

The juniors'sympathised heartily with Monsieur
Morny, and wished him well. But there were a
few fellows, like Trimble, Mellish, Racke; and
Crooke, who found amusement in the idea of
t'hehFreuch master being stony and worried for
cash.

Cardew of the Fourth was not exactly a fellow
of that kind, but assuredly he did not waste
any sympathy upon Mossoo.

Cardew’s angry, passionate nature had been
roused to bitter resentment by the scene in the
Fourth Form Room. He could neither forget nor
forgive the licking. Mossoo had given him before
the class.

The fact that most of the fellows were down
on him for badgering the worried master only
made him the more obstinate. Both Levison and
Clive tackled him on the subject in Study No. 9,
but they found their studymate in a bitter and
sulky mood.

Cardew was a good deal of a puzzle to the
juniors of the School House.  He had good
qualities, there was no denying that; but there
was a curious taint of reckless blackguardism in
his character, which sometimes came to the top.
He could not forget the humiliation his lofty pride
had suffered in the scene in the Form-room. And
he made no secret in his own study of his inten-
tion to make the French master “sit up ” for it.

“Yon can let him alone !” growled Clive, when
Cardew mentioned the matter. “Mossoo is a good
sory enough !

“He hasn’t licked you!” sneered Cardew.

“I haven’t badgered him in class.”

“Rot! We always pull his leg !” said Cardew.

T TR R T T

BILLY BUNTER'S
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by Frank Richards
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Bunter—not even at
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yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. Look out forit!
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“There’s a limit,” said Clive. “Mossoc’s a
good sort, and you asked for all you get the other
day. If there’s any scheme to make him sit up
you can leave me out of it.”

“You can refuse your help when I ask for it.”

“Well, don’t ask for mine, either,” said
Levison. “Let Mossoo alone !”
“Ratsl”™

Cardew walked out of the study with that.
gevison sirugged his shoulders, and Clive looked
ngry.

Life in Study No. 9 was not all harmony,
though there was at bottom a sincere friendship
among the three strangely assorted juniors.

“There’ll be a row in this study some day!”
growled Clive. z

“Oh, let him rip!” said Levison. “It’s only
his temper. He’ll get over it. Come down to
footer {”

Clive nodded, and his face cleared.
never lasted long.

But the opposition in his own study determined
Cardew to keep on the way he had marked out
for himself. The grandson of Lord Reckness had
learned a good many lessons since he had come to <
St. Jim’s, but he had a good many still to learn.

When the next French lesson came round, the
Fourth Formers wondered whether Mossoo would
be ratty again. Most of them determined to be
very dutiful, now that they knew—from Trimble
—what was the matter with his nerves.

Mr. Lathom left the class, and, as it happened,
there was an interval of a few minutes before
Mossoo came in. He had paused to speak to the
Form-master in the passage.

Cardew stepped out of his place. He calmly
took the chalk Mr. Lathom had used in the last
lesson and stepped to the blackboard.

The juniors watched him, grinning.

They supposed that Cardew was about to draw
a caricature on the board—a sufficiently imperti-
nent proceeding, but regarded as humorous from
the junior point of view.

But it was not a more or less artistic picture
that the Fourth Former intended to chalk on the
board.

He dashed dovwn a sentence, and, as he stepped
back, the whole Form gasped as they read what
he had written.

It was a simple French exercise, but it had a
point in its reference to the unfortunate Mossoo's
financial position. It ran:

“ Avez vous de 'argent dans les poches 7

The juniors stared at the chalked exercise.

“‘Iave you money in your pockets? * said
Jack Blake, translating. “What have you written
that for, Cardew ?”

“Bai Jove! Wub that out at once, Cardew !
exclaimed Arthur Augustus wrathfully. “You
uttah cad !”

“Shame ! growled several voices.

Cardew’s face flushed a little. The taunt con-
veyed in the sentence was plain encugh, and it
was an unworthy one. Perhaps Cardew repented
as he heard the disgusted murmurs of the juniors,
for he made a movement towards the blackboard
again. But it was too late.  Mossoo was at the
door, and Cardew had bareiy time to drop into
his seat when the French master entered.

Monsieur Morny was very quiet and grave, but
he was not bad-tempered. He gave his class a
kind smile,

“I zink I keep you vaiting a meenit, isn’t it7?
he said. “I am sorry for zat, mes garcons! Neow
it is zat ve yill begin 1” 3

His anger
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The Fourth Form were breathless with expecta-
tion.

At any second the French master’s eyes might
fall upon the insulting sentence chalked on the
board. The juniors waited for the explosion.

They had not long to wait.

Monsieur Morny turned towards his desk, and,
as he did so, his glance fell on the blackboard.

He stood quite still. .

A pin might have been heard to drop in the
Form-room.

Monsieur Morny had read the sentence, bui he
was still looking at it, as if it mesmerised him.

The Irench master turned at last to the breath-
less class. His sallow face had become quite pale,
with a little spot of red burning in either cheek.

“Somevun have written on ze board, n’est-ce-
pas?” he said in a quiet and hnmblmcr voice.

Silence.

“Who have writien zat ?”

There was no reply.

7 zink zat some garcon he vish to insult me,
said Monsieur Morny. “I zink zat boy has a bd.d
heart. I vill say no more.”

He took the duster and deliberately wiped out
the chalk. Then, without any further reference
to the matter, he plunged into the lesson.

.Monsieur Morny was not ratty that afternoon.
His manner was very subdued, and at times his
brow wrinkled in deep thought, and he seemed to
forget that he was instructing the Fourth Form
in the mysferies of his native language. But
there was no ragging in class. The juniors were
respectful and attentive, and the looks some of
them cast upon Cardew showed pretty plainly that
he had something to expect when lessons were
over. The quiet dignity with which the French
master had dl:IDI:SCd the insult went straight to
the hearts of the juniors, and even Cardew felt
a twinge of repentant shame. But he had some-
thing more than his conscience to reckon with—
after lessons.

CHAPTER 5.
Despised by the House !

6 OTTAH 1”? i
Thus Arthur Augustus D Arcy.

With that remalk and with his noble
nose highly elevated, the sw ell of St. Jim's passed
Cardew in the passage after lessons.

“Qad I,

“Rotter !”

“Worm !”

Blake, Herries, and Digby jerked out those
epithets as they followed Gussy.

Cardew stood with a crimson face.

“Sneak ! said Dick Julian, passing him.

“Reptile !” chimed in Reilly.

“Purse-proud cad !” remarked Kerruish.

“Blackguard I” said Lumley-Lumley.

Nearly every fellow in the Fourth had some-
thing to say to Cardew. They left him standing
with crimson cheeks and eyes =park11nn with rage.

There had been repentance in Cardew's heart,
which was not really ungenerous. But open con-
demnation had the effect of rousing all the evil
in his nature.

“Haven't you anythin’ to say, Levison?
sneered.

“ Nothing !V said' Levison curtly.
what T think, T dave say!”
And with that he walked
“I've something to say!”

2 g

“You know

way.
said Clive, his eyes

9

gleaming at his studymate. “You've taunted
Mossoo with his poverty! Only a putse -proud cad
would do that! You've made the whole Form
despise you! I never imagined you could be so
roften mean !”

Clive followed Levison.

Cardew drove his hands deep into his pockets.
He had been in disgrace with his Form before
this. But it looked very serious this time.

Cardew went out into the quadrangle. The
Terrible Three came up to him there.

“I’ve heard about your rotten trick, Cardew !”
said Tom Merry. “I want to tell you what I
think of it! Only a cad would have done it !”

“Only a rotten cad!” said Lowther.

“Only a rotten, measly cad!” said Manners,
with emphasis.

Cardew’s hands clenched convulsively. The
chums of the Shell turned their backs on him and
wallked away.

Tiggins & Co. of the New House passed him a
few minutes later.

Figgins, Kerr, and TFatty Wynn gave him

Captain:
““Hey ! What
are you doing? »’

®sc ruit:
‘ Obeying oOr-
ders, sir—all
hands on
deck |’

Halif-a- crown
has been a-
warded to M.
Hoy, 96, West
Circular Road,
Belfast.

glances that brought the blood surging to his
cheeks again.

Cardew strode towards them.

“What lxa\c you got to say ?” he said, bet\\un
ln~ teeth, * You confounded New House cads

“Don’t talk to us!” said I'iggins disdainfully.

“You must rub it 111 about poor old Mossoo being
hard-up, must )ou You purse-proud rotter ! Do
you think you're any the better for having a wad
of fivers in your pocket? You're not fit to clean
Mossoo’s boots !

Cardew struck out, full at Figgins’ face.

The blow did not reach the mark. The New
House Co. collared the School House junior, sat
him down forcibly on the ground, and “all\ed
away.

Cardew staggered to his feet, crimson with fury,
and strode back to the School House. But outside
the House he ran into Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn
of the Shell.

“Here comes the cad |” said Grundy. “Cardew,
you sneaking rotter %

“Aren’t you ashamed of yourself ?” demanded
Wilkins.

“If we had you in the Shell, we’'d serag you!”
said Gunn,

“Scrag him, anyway!” said Grund\, who was
always ready "for drastic measures, “Scrag the
purse-proud rotter! Tancy chucking a man’s
poverty in his face—especially a good sort like
old Mossoo! Collar him !”

Cardew dodged into the House. Hes did not
want a handling from three big Shell fellows.

Toe Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,610.
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He was breathing hard now. A Form ragging
would have been nothing to this. The thought
that he was scorned by his schoolfellows was the
bitterest blow his pride could have received.

In the Hall he found Baggy Trimble. Trimble
immediately assumed a tremendous sneer. As a
matter of fact, Baggy Trimble did not quite see
what all the fuss was about, but he was not
going to lose the opportunity of expressing lofty
scorn. And as Cardew had refused to lend him
any money, though he had plenty of it, Baggy
was glad of the chance to get his own back in
this way.

“Rotter !” said Trimble. “I wonder you aren’t
ashamed of yourself, Cardew, I do, really! I'm
going to use my influence in the Form to have you
sent to Coventry! You're a disgrace to the
Fourth—you—— Yarooooh !”

Ocintempt from Baggy Trimble was a little too
much.

Cardew seized Baggy’s fat little nose_ between
finger and thumb, and compressed his grip
merecilessly. .

“(toog-goog-goog !’ came in agonised accents
from Trimble. *“Led do! Yooogh! Burr!
Gurrrrrrrrerrr !

“(Cardew ! Mauvais garcon!” It was Monsieur
Morny’s voice. “Zat you release Trimble at
once !” L

Cardew gritted his teeth, and released Trimble,
who clasped his nose with both hands.

Mossoo had come along the passage at a most
unlucky moment.

He fixed a stern glance upon Cardew.

“I am shocked at zis!” he said severely.
“Know you not zat it is wrong to bully a boy
zat is so smaller as yourself, Cardew?”

Cardew’s eyes blazed. But he made no reply.

“He’s hurt my n-nose!” wailed Trimble. “I
was only telling him how much I despise him,
sir, for chalking on the board—"

Mossoo flushed.

“Zat vill do, Trimble! You must not tell ze
tales. Cardew, zat was a mean action, and if your
schoolfellows zey despise you, you must expect
zat. If you touch Trimble vunce more, I report
you to Mr. Railton.” 5

He passed on, and Cardew, choking with rage,
turned to the stairs. '

Trimble ceased to writhe with anguish, and
chortled.

“Yah! Rotter!” he called out.

Cardew did not look back. He went on to his
study, and closed the door after him with a slam,
He was sitting in the armchair, with a black
brow, when Clive and Levison came in.

They did not speak to him.

Cardew gave them a sullen, savage look under
his brows.

“Qo you're keeping this up against me?” he
said at last.

Clive looked at him.

“Are you going to apologise to Mossoo?” he
asked.

“ Apologise tc Mossoo!” Cardew ground his
teeth. “I'm goin’ to make him sit up, hang
him }”

“Then you needn’t trouble to speak to me
again !’

“Do you say the same, Levison?”

*“Oh, please yourself!” said Levison. “You
did a caddish thing, and you ought to apolegise
fol;i Lt If you won’t, you won’t, and there’s an
end.
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Cardew gave his studymates a dark look, and
went out of the study, slamming the door. He
did not come back to tea.

CHAPTER 6.
Gussy Chips In!
6 FIVAH1?
“Corn in Egypt!” said Blake, Herries,
) and Digby, with one voice.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was looking very
pleased. The erisp five-pound note rustled in his
slim fingers with a musical sound that was very
pleasant to the chums of Study No. 6

“The patah’s played up wippingly,”
Arthur Augustus.

“He must have known we
remarked Blake.

sarid

were stony,”

“I vote we celebwate the occasion with a
spwead,” went on Gussy, “and invite a few
fellows.”

“Hear. hear!” agreed Blake, Herries, and

Digby together.
“Then help me make up a list of things, deah
boys. We must get as good a spwead as poss.”

Blake & Co. set their wits to work upon the
task, and a list was drawn up. Then Arthur
Augustus slipped the fiver into his pockei, and
took the list en route to the school shop, while
Blake went round gathering in the guesis, and
Herries and Dig cleared up the study a little for
the gathering.

Baggy Trimble met Arthur Augusius in the
lower passage, with an expansive smile.

Baggy had already scented the fiver.

“Hallo, Gussy, old chap!” said Trimble
lovingly.

“Pway do not addwess me as Gussy, Twimble.”

“Look here, you know,” said Trimble, as
D’Arcy was passing him in his most stately
manner. “I'm backing you up about poor old
Mossoo, you know. I think it’s fearful for the
poor beast to be hard up *

“1 must wequest you, Twimble, not to speak of
Monsieur Morny in that mannah!”

“T’'m down on Cardew, you know, for ragging
him,” said Trimble, cudgelling his fat brains for
some means of ingratiating himself with Arthur
Augustus, and getting an invitation to Study No.
6. “I think he’s a rotter, you know. In fact, I
remonstrated with him about playing tricks in
Mossoo’s study: Y

Arthur Augustus stopped.

“Is Cardew playin’ twicks in Mossoo’s study 77
he exclaimed.

“Qh, yes!” grinned Trimble. “I've been
watching him—I—I mean, I happened to notice
him. Of course, I'm down on him. I follow
your lead, Gussy. By the way, if you want any-
thing cooked in Study No. 6, I'm your man. I'd
do anything to oblige a chap I really like—"

“TIs Cardew in Mossoo’s study now ?”

“QOh, yes! If you're standing a spread 2

Arthur Augustus strode away. His eyes were
gleaming as he made his way in the direction
of Monsieur Morny’s study. He tapped on the
door, in case Mossoo was there, and opened it.

Cardew was in the room. He started and spun
round as the door opened.

His startled look showed that he fancied for a
moment that the French master had caught him.
He breathed more freely as he saw Arihur
Augustus in the doorway.

‘““Oh, it’s only veu!” he said.

Y
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LAUGH
THESE
OFF!

—uwith Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

A fumous comedian takes a ride in Rotien
Row every morning. On a chesinut, of
course.

“ World’s Champion Diary.”
His scrap book ¥

Boxer Keeps

Quick one: * What's the most you ever
got out of that sccond-hand car of yours ? '
Mr. Lathom asked Mpr. Ralcliff. * Oh,
about six times,” wveplied DMr. Rateliff
wearily.

News: A pigeon flew in at the window of a
Government office the other day, and flew out
again. No doubt it could not find a vacant
pigeon-hole !

A reader asks me to print a very plain joke,
one that he can’t possibly miss. Unfor-
tunately I can’t get a photograph of Grlmd_/
to peed in this page.

3
Yaa

“Well whut do you want?” sr-apuod Cardew,

“What are you doin’ here, Cardew 7 demanded
the swell of the Fourth :,teml‘

“Find out!”

“T have come here to find out, Cardew.”

“Go and eat coke!” said Cardew savagely.
*What are you meddlin’ for?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not reply,
advanced into the study with a grim brow.

Cardew had a bottle of gum in his hand, and
he had taken the French master’s slippers from
under the armchair.

It was pretty clear what he intended to do.

Arthur Augustus pointed to the door.

“Get out I” he said briefly. o

“When I've finished what I came here
said Cardew coolly; “not before.”

T shall not allow you to play twicks on Mossoo,
Cardew !’

“Rats 1"

“H 5011 do not immediately leave this study,
Cardew, I shall eject you by force 1” said Arthur
Augustus, his eyes glittering.

Cardew laughed.

“Go ahead !”

Arthur Augustus wasted no more time in words.
He fairly hurled himself upon Cardev.

Cardew met him, grip for grip.

There was a terrific struggle.

Arthur Augustus whirled Cardew to the door;
but Cardew was strong, sturdy, and determined

but he

to do,”

“ Split in the Cabinet.”” If they'need any help,
Herries is very handy with hammer and nails,

Manners says he has taken a vivid action
picture of the Head’s gardener. It ought to
be worth something as a rarity.

News: The all-in wrestler who appeared at
Rylecombe recently used to be a laundry worker.
Used to a bit of mangling ?

Have you visited ¢ Aladdin and His
Wonderful Beanstalk,”’ the new pantomime
at Wayland Hippodrome ? They claim to
have all the jokes of the year. Bui they
don’t say which year.

Story : “If L ever went to Chicago, I should
carry a gun,” said Blake. * They’d arrest you if
you carried a gat,” Buck Finn of the Shell assured
him. “ You see, they don’t like strangers acting
as though they belonged there !’

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang! 1It's all
right, chaps. Only Knox and Cuilis riding
over some tin-tacks the fags put down for
them.

Fat men are most honest, affirms Fatty Wynn.
We know they dislike stooping to anything low !

Signature Tune wanted for B.B.C. Garden-
ing Dxpert. What about *° The Weeding
DMarch ’’ ?

I see a visiting Civil Servant praises our Income
Tax officials. Yes, you have to hand it to them !

All you wish yourselves for Christimas,
chums! So-long!

.'TIIHIIHIHIIIHIIIlllllllllllﬂlﬂII!lIlIIlIIIlllllIHIllIlHlIIll!!!llllllllllillllllllIIiHHIIIIIIHIIIIIIlll!lllllll'h"!IIIIIIIIIl|ll||llIlllIIlIH|llall!llililll"l!ll'llli I

He whirled Arthur Augustus back again, and they
crashed into the table.

The table rocked, and a cascade of |
papers went to the “floor.

“Oh, you wottah !”

“You silly ass!”

“Bai Jove! I will give you a feahful thwashin’,
Cardew !” panted Arthur Augustus.

“A bit above your weight, I think!”’
Cardew. ;

“1 will show you, you wottah !”

Both the juniors were excited now, and the
scrap became energetic.

There was hard and hasty pommelling on both
sides, but they got ne nearer to the door. The
folly of such a combat in the French master’s
study—to which Mossoo might return at any
moment—was forgotten by both. They were
thinking only of struggling and punchmg and
celtanﬂy they put their beef into it.

They did not hear a step in the passage, they
did not see the startled and astounded face thai
looked in at the open door.

“Mon Dicu! Vat is zis?”’

Monsieur Morny had returned.
]

hooks and

grinned

Cr !
The struggling juniors went down, and Arthur
Augustus rolled over the gum-bottle, which

Cardew had dropped. The gum was ﬁowmg oub
on the carpet, and Arthur Augustus mopped Tt up
with his clegant jacket as he rolled.

Tue Gem LisrarRy.—No. 1,610
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. Cardew fell on him, bui Gussy's fist drove on
his chest and pitched him off.
Arthur Augustus sat up in the gum.
“Oh! Gwoogh! Bai Jove! Mossoo!”
Monsieur Morny stood in the study.

crimsen and dusty junior

The two

CHAPTER 7.
Mossoe is Too Impartial |

€ ‘G ARCONS! Young rascals!
zis 7”7 shouted Mossoo Morny.

“ Gwoogh I”

“0h, my bhat1”

“You come to fight viz yourselves in my study !”
shouted Mossoo, scarcely able to belicve the evi-
denee of his e “I am shock—I am amaze!
Impudent garcons! I punish zis severely !”

He seized a cane from the table. 3

“Hold out ze hand, Cardew !” he thundered.

Cardew held out his hand ealmly. -

Swish, swish !

“Now you, D’Arey! You may go viz you,
Cardew ! ID’Arcy, hold out ze hand at vunce !”

Cardew left the study. He lingered in the
passage, however, to .see how Arthur Augustus
would get on. The idea of Gussy being caned by
Mossoo, considering why he was there, made
Cardew chuckle.

“You hear me, D' Arey ?”’ thundered Mossoo.

“Yaas, sir.” ; '

“Zen hold out ze hand "’

“In the cires, sir 2 Arthur Augustus paused.

He could not tell Mossoo that Cardew had come
there to play a trick, and that he had come there
to stop him.

5 “Vill you hold out ze hand, D’Arcy, you bad
oV -.;’7

“Weally, Mossoo Morny, you are labouwin’
undah 2 misappwehension!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “I came here with a vewy good
motive.”

“1 find you fighting in zis study, isn’t it?”

“Yaas, but - e g :

“ Vuuce more—vill you hold out ze hand

“Certainly, sir, if you insist; but I beg to assure
you that o 0

Arthur Augustus got no further.

Mossoo’s patience was exhausted. He seized the
swell of St. Jim’s by the collar.

Whack, whack!"”

“Yawooooh I’ roared Arthur Augustus.

“Now go viz you!” panted Mossoo.

He pushed Arthur Augustus into the passage
and closed the doer after him with a slam, then
he rang for the page to clear up the disorder.

“Bai Jove |”” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Cardew.

“You cacklin’ wottah——"’

“Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps you are sorry for med-
dling now ! Mossoo seemed to be awfully grateful
—what ?” <

“ Mossoo misundahstood the posish——"

*¥a, ha, ha ¥

“1 wegard you with contempt, Cardew !”

Arthur Augustus strode away, leaving Cardew
still chortling.

Jack Blake met him as he came breathlessly
upstairs.

“Hallo! Been in a dog-fight?” he asked.

Herries and Dig looked out of Study No. 6:
they blinked at the dusty, gummy, and dishevelled
swell of the Fourth.

“What’s happened to you 7 roared Herries.

Tar Gem Lirnary.—No. 1,610
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“Gwoogh! I can’t stop to talk mow.” I am
howwibly gummy ! --Some of the howwid gum has
gone down my neck! Gwoogh !”’

“Ha, ha, ha 17

Arthur Augustus rushed on to get to the dormi-
tory. He was badly in need of a wash and a
change. His remarkable appearance had drawn
attention from all sides, and quite a crowd of
fellows followed him to the dormitory, greatly
interested.

Arthur Augustus tore off his jacket and waist-
coat, collar and tie, gasping the while. He had
had most of the gum. * ——

“What on earth have you been doing?” di
manded Tom Merry.

“I found that wottah Cardew playin’ twicks in
Mossoo’s study, and went to stop him. Mossoo
caught us fightin’ 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There is nothin’ whatevah to cackle at!
Cardew was goin’ to put gum in Maossoo’s
$lippahs. As it was, he dwopped it, and I wolled
n 1t 2

The juniors shrieked.

“Oh, Gussy!” said Blake, almost weeping.
“You'll be the death of me yet, I know you will!
Why were you born so funny?”

“I do not wegard the mattah as funny in the
least, Blake! I wegard it as howwid. Of course,
I could not sneak about Cardew, and so Mossoo
supposed I was playin’ some twick or othah in
his study.”

“Fa, ha, bal”

“ And instead of listenin’ to my explanation, he
whacked me with his cane, and slung me out!
Actually slung me out by my neck, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wespect Mossoo vewy much, but I must say
he is wathah an ass. I shall nevah get this gum
out of my hair. Gwoogh!”

“We'll all lend a hand with a scrubbing-brush,”
said Lowther.

“You will do nothin’ of the sort, you ass! [
do not see what you fellows are gwinnin’ at. I
see nothin’ whatevah myself to gwin at.”

But the other fellows did. And they not only
grinned—they yelled. They sat on the beds and
roared, while Arthur Augustus washed and
scrubbed and combed, and finally restored himself
to a state of cleanliness. He was very pink when
l.jelhxad finished and had changed into another
jacket.

“Pon’t forget the fiver,” said Blake. “You've
left.the fiver in your jacket, you duffer !”

“Bai Jove! Yaas.”

Arthur Augustus picked up the gummy Eton
jacket, and felt in the pocket for the banknote.
He felt very carefully, and drew his hand out—
empty! A very peculiar expression came over
his face.

“Well, why don’t you get it?” asked Blake.

“Tt is not there, Blake.”

“Wha-a-at |”

“The fivah is gone!”

CHAPTER 8.
A Dark Suspieion !
66 ONE !” shouted Blake, Herries, and Dighy,
with one voice.
Ya-a-as!”
“Well, you ass!”
“You chump !

“You frabjous duffer
“I wefuse to be called a

-
fwabjous

duffah. .

i\!
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As Monsieur Morny reached the trees his eyes became fixed upon a cardboard placard that was fixed

to the trunk of one of the eims.

The French master stared biankly at it.

He knew what it implisd—

that he had found the banknote !

Blake! The beastly thing must have dwopped out
while I was scwappin’ with Cardew in Mossoo's
study. I only just slipped it into iy pockef, you
know, to take down to the tuckshop. T will
go—" Arthur Augustus paused. “On second
thoughts—no. In the circs, T do not care to
pwesent myself in Mossoo’s study. You may as
well go, Blake.”

“Well, I supposc it's about his study some-
where,” said Blake. “Better get it.back before
it’s swept away.”

“Yaas, wathah! The study was wathah upset.
I supposc Toby will be called in to set it to
wights. He may sweep it up.”

“My hat! T’ll buzz off, then.”

Jack Blake hurried downstairs,

He tapped respectfully at the French master’s
door. Mossoo’s tone was unusually sharp as he
called out:

“Come in! Entrez viz you !”

Blake entered.

Toby, the page, had tidied up the study,
though there were still very visible marks of the
gum on the carpet. Monsieur Morny was looking

disturbed and irritable.

“Vat is it ?” he asked snappishly.

“If you please, sir, D’Arey dropped a banknote
while he was here. Would you mind my looking
for 1677 i

Monsieur Morny made an irritable gesture.

“Zere-is no banknote here,” he zaid. “You

may see! If it vas drop here ze garcon—Toby—
he have sweep it avay. You better go and ask
that' garcon if he have scen it.”

“Very well, sir.”

As the study floor was quite clear it was evident
that the banknote, if it had been dropped there,
was no longer there. Blake left the study.

“Got 1t?7” asked Herries and Dig together, in
the passage.

“No! Toby’s done up the study.”

“My hat! It can’t be gone for good,” ex-
claimed Dig, in dismay,

“T’m going to see Toby.”

Blake descended to the boot-room, where he
found Toby. That youth was busy at the knife-
machine, and he gave Blake a grin.

“You've just done up Mossoo Morny's siudy,
Toby?”

“1 ’ave, sir,” said Toby.

:‘ Did you pick up a five-pound note ?”

‘ ;9

“D’Arcy dropped a fiver in the study. Have
you seen it?”

“1 ain’t, Master Blake,” said Toby. “ Which
if T ’ad, I should ’ave ’anded it to Mossoo Morny
at once, shouldn’t 17~
1 ‘;You might have swept it away without seeing

“I ain’t donc any sweepin’,” said Toby, I
picked up all the things that was upset, and
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. LAL0,
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mopped up the gum with a duste. I 'adu’t any
broom there at all.”

Blake looked perplexed. .

“You didn’t bring any rubbish or anything
away from the study at all—dust, or anything in
a dustpan?”

“Nothin’ at all, Master Blake.”

“All serene, Toby.” <

Blake left the boot-room. He met his chums
in the passage, and reported. There were four
very grave faces now.

“Gussy must have dropped it somewhere else,”
said Herries. “Where on earth did you drop it,
Gussy, you ass?”

“It must have dwopped in Mosspo’s study,
Hewwies. It could only have come out of my
pocket when I was wollin’ ovah with Cardew on
the floor.”

“Toby’s seen nothing of it,” said Blake
abruptly. “It couldn’t have been there when he
came in to tidy up. Let’s have a look along the
passage.” :

The chums of the Fourth made a careful survey
of the passage, from the French master’s door to
the stairs. They extended the survey up the stair-
case, and to the Fourth Form dormitory. A
number of fellows joined in the search, and they
arrived in the dormitory and searched there
round D’Arcy’s washstand, but in vain. Then
the gummy Etons, discarded by the swell of the
Fourth, were taken in hand, and every pocket
examined, though Arthur Augustus insisted that
1t was Impossible that the fiver could have  got
into another pocket. The search was in vain.

. “Well, my hat!” said Blake at last. “The
gag};ed thing isn’t here! Where can it have got
07

There was a chuckle from Baggy Trimble, who
had helped in the search. Baggy felt sure that
if he found the fiver he would make one of the
guests at the spread in Study No. 6. Unfor-
tunately he had not found it.

Blake glared at him as he chuckled. =

“What are you gurgling about, you fat image 77
he demanded.

“I know what I know ! grinned Trimble.

“You howlin’ ass. Twimble, what are you
dwivin’ at?”

“I know where that fiver is.”

“You do?” shouted Tom Merry.

“VYes, rather{®

“Well, where is it??

“Mossoo’s got it,”

“Wha-a-at 77

A dozen startled faces glared at Baggy Trimble.
Trimble chuckled again. He was quite sure that
he had solved the mystery.

“You fellows aren’t very bright,” said Trimble
patronisingly. “I really thought of it at once. I
knew you wouldn’t find it. Of course, Mossoo’s
got it 17

“Mossoo ?” said Blake dazedly.

Another chortle from Trimble, .

“Yes, of course. You all know how jolly hard-
ap old Mossoo _is. He doesn’t know what to do
for money. D’Arcy dropped that note in his
room, or thinks he did. Mossoo slung him out.
How do you know he didn’t pick his pocket while
ke had his hands on him?” =

“Bai Jove! You young— 5 s

“ Anyway, the banknote was left in Mossoo’s
study, and 1t had vamshed before Toby got there
to clear up!” grinned Trimble, “Banknotes
can’t vanish into thin air, can they? Mossoo’s
got it.”

Tae Gem Lisnarv.—No. 1,610.
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“You slandering .yoing villain!” roared
Manners. “Are you accusing Mossoo of
stealing 77

“You uttah young wottah 1”?

“Shut up; you fat duffer |”

“Dash it all, though, it does look queer I said
Kerruish.  “The banknote ought to be found.
It’s true about Mossoo being hard-up.”

“We knowy that; but he wouldn’t steal, you
ass!” said Tom Merry. “Only a fat idiot like
Trimble would have thought of such a thing.”

The juniors looked at one another.

Baggy Trimble’s suggestion, in spite of them-
selves, gave them a chill of doubt and uncertainty.
Was it barely possible that Mossoo, driven hard
by want of money, as they knew he was, had seen
the banknote on the floor and taken it?

It scemed incredible. But there was the pos
bility, at least, and certainly the banknote had
vanished.

“TLook here, the banknote’s got to he found |
said Tom Merry resolutely. “It must be still in
Mossoo’s study, and it’s got to be found there.
We’d better go and explain to Mossoo that we
can’t ,find it, and ask him to let us search the
roomn.

The juniors hesitated a little. It was not an
agreeable task to face the irritated French master
with a propesiticn to turn his study inside ou
But for Mossoo’s own sake it ought to be do
It was quite certain that in a short time Trimble’s
yarn would be all over the school, and that every
fellow who disliked Mossoc would be inclined to
credit it.

The juniors exchanged glances, and after a
pause the Terrible Three and Study No. 6 started.
They reached the French master’s door, the rest
of the fellows waiting at the end of the passage.

Tom Merry tapped on the door and opened it.

Monsieur Morny was standing at the table.

An addressed envelope lay on the table, and
Monsieur Morny was folaing a letter.

Upon that letter the eyes of all the juniors fixed
as if it hypnotised them, for Mossoo was folding
a banknote in the latter, and even from the door-
way the juniors could see the figure five on it.

Mossoo spun round with an irritable exclama-
tion, slipping the banknote in the folded letter
as he turned. v

“Vat is it now ?” he exclaimed. “Vat do you
vant? You vill keep on to come and verry me,
Lok

¢ I—I—we—we » Tom Merry stammered.

The cight of the banknote in Mossoo’s hands
had almost deprived him of the power of speech.

“He’s got it !’ came in a whisper from hehind
them.

Baggy Trimble was blinking past them into the
study with distended eyes. Fortunately Mossoo
did not hear that whisper in the passage.

“We—we came—" stammered Blake help-
lessly.

“Mon Dieu! Take fifty lines of ze Henriade,
each of you, and leaf me in peace, isn’t it!” ex-
claimed Mossoco.

The juniors crowded away from the door. It
did not seem much use to search the study now.

Mossoo angrily closed the door after them.

CHAPTER 9.
Good Old Gussy!
¢ TPAI Jove !” =
“Oh, it’s rotten!”
Tom Merry & Co. gathered in the
Common-room. The other fellows_ had joined
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Mo, 23.

The Ghost of
Captain Kidd!

IFTER a discussion one evening in his study
with Sefton on ghosts, Knox of the Sixth
was startled almost out of his wits by an

apparition in the dark Sixth Form passage. The
figure was that of a pirate of old time, and,
glowing with an eerie light, it flourished a cutlass
at Knox, and cried in a hollow voice: “Prepare
to meet your doom! I am the ghost of Captain
Kidd!” Knox, momentarily losing his nerve,
backed away and fled. Returning later with
Sefton, he found a parrot, the pet of Dane of the
Fourth, fluttering near the scene.  Suspicion fell
upon the Canadian junior, and so he asked
“ Detective 7 Kerr to investigate:

Kerr: Have you any idea how your parrot got
out of its cage in your study and reached the
Sixth Form passage, Dane?

Daxe: It beats me. I had permission to keep the
parrot in my study, and it was safe cnough in
its cage.

Kerr: I suppose the person who once owned it
taught it that cry?

Dsxe: Yos; he was a sailor. E ¥y time my
parroi sees a stranger, it cries: “I'll string
you to the yardarm! I am’ the ghost. of
Captain Kidd!” It never varies it.

Kenr: Mr. Railton inclines to the view that you
dressed up in pirate’s costume, and, with the
parrot under your cloak, tried to scare Knox.

Daxe: Wéll, it was rather funny, whoever thotwht
of it! Sort of thing some of tho se checky fags
might have got up to!

Krrn: Why “cheeky ” fags?
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Daxg: Oh, I had to cuff Hobbs and Gibson and -
young chgle Manners yesterday. They wer
followmu- me in the quad whon I took my
parrot out doing a sort of imitation (,aptam
Kidd w ¢ll\ with cricket stumps for cutlasses,
*behind me, and chanting : “I am the ghost of
Captain Kidd I’

Kerr: You've cuffed fags before, I expect—and
no harm done?

Daxe: Often. Young Reggie Manners wanted to
touch the bird, but I wouldn’t let him. I don't
like to let other fellows fool about with ms
pet.

Kxox: You juniors are probably cackling no end,
but if you had seen the appantwn it would
have given you a turn! I rcalise it was a
jape now, of course.

Kerr: How big was this ghost, Knox?

Kxox: Oh, I hardly noticed! I was really quite
startled. I heard it say: * Prepare to meet
your doom. I am the ghost of Captain Kidd !”’
Somehody must have overheard Sefton and I
talking ghosts; we must have made ourselves
jumpy. .

Kerr: Quite. You've no reason to suspect any-
-body in particular, Knox?

Kxox: No; Mr. Railton is pretty certain it was
Dane and his parrot—so Dane’s for it ! /

Kerr: Oh, Reggie!

Maxxers MiNOR: Hallo, Kerr !

KEerr: You've heard Dane’s parrot speak, haven's
you?

ManxERs MINOR: Kverybody at St. Jim’s has by
now, I should think.

Keer: Do you remember exactly what it says?

MANNERS MINOR : Can’t say I do, word for “md
Its favourite line is somcthmcr about preparing
to meet your doom, because it's the ghost of
Captain Kidd, isn’t it?

KEerr:; Somethmcr like that, yes. By the way;
what's the matter with your finger?

Maxyers MINOR: Blame Dane’s parrot for that !

got a nip from it yesterday. Nothing

serious, though. I say, is it true they suspect
Dane of pla\lng that jape? I thought I v
him with Kangaroo & Co. Watemav cvening.
If so, he has an alibi,

Kerr : Unfortunately Dane went up to his study
alone—so he has no alibi. But I think I know
now who’s the culprit.

(Is Manners minor the culprit? If so, how has
le given himsell away? See what Kerr says on
page 33.)

R T B A T T R T T T T H T

them there. A dozen or more juniors were in-
terested in the search for the banknote, and there
was keen curiosity on the subject.

Tom Merry & Co. were simply floored.

Therr first theught, pelhap~ would have been
to keep the miserable mar’s guilt atsecret. They
were more inclined to mercy than to justice; but
that was impossible—Baggy Trimble had scen it

”Oh, if’s howwid |” said Arthur Augustus,

He did not secem to feel the loss of the fiver
itself.

“He, he, he!” came from Trimble.

“Shut up I” roared Blake, glaring at Baggy

“It’s rotten1” said Tom Merry. “But—
but——"

He broke off He was zecking for something to

say in defence of the French master, but he could
(ind nothiug.

“What about the fiver?” said Herrles,
hesitatingly.

“Well, it’s gone,” said Digby;
not going to lose it for good.”

“What do you say, Gussy?”
hesitatingly.

Arthur Augustus raised his eyes to his chums.

An expression of great firmness had come over
hh face.

“Mossoo did not take my fivah, deah boys!”

“Wha-a-at ?”

“It looks wemarkably suspicious, I admit, but
I wespect Mounsieur Morny too much to think him
capable of honin’ a chap’s cash. I feah that cir-
cumstances have made mattahs look black against

Tre GeM LiBrary.—No- 1,610
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him, but I wefuse to believe for one moment that
he had it !”

“But we saw it in his fist!” howled Baggy
Trimble. ”

“We saw a five-pound note in Mossco’s hand,”
said Arthur Augustus calmly. “The fact that it
was in Mossoo’s hand is evidence that it was his
own !” »

“Op

“I admit that I was knocked ovah at first,”
said Arthur Augustus, colouring. “But I am
ashamed of havin’ allowed the suspish to entah
my mind for ore moment. Mossoo is incapable
of such a wascally action.”

The juniors looked at Arthur Augustus, and at
one another.

“Do you mean to say that the fiver in Mossoo’s
fist wasn't your fiver ?” asked Levison.

“Yaas.”

“But we know Mossoo’s hard-up. Where could
he have got a fiver?” said Levison. “Only the
other day Trimble heard him -

“Twimble is an exaggewatin’ beast, anyway !
I would not hang a dog on T'wimble’s evidence.”

“Well, that’s right enough,” said Jack Blake
slowly. “But—but your fiver was lost in Mossoo’s
study, Gussy. Where is it?”

“A fiver disappears in Mossoo’s study, and
Mossoo suddenly comes into possession of a fiver
after being hard-up,” said Levison. “I must say
it looks pretty clear—"

“Looks like it to me,” agreed Clive.

“I am convinced that Mossoo is the vietim of
wotten circumstances, because I am quite suah he
is incapable o: such a wotten action !” said D’Arcy
firmly. “T shall therefore let the mattah dwop.”

There was a sardonic laugh from Cardew, who
had been listening, without offering an opinion
himself, $

“If that fiver wasn’t your fiver, D’Arcy, there
is no harm in goin’ to Mossoo’s study to search
for your fiver. It’s still there, of course [”

“T am not askin’ for your advice, Cardew

“Well,  Cardew’s right there,” remarked
Lowther. “If what you think is correct, Gussy,
your fiver is lying about Mossoo’s study some-
where, and there is no harm in going to look
for it.” i

Arthur Augustus’ colour deepened. All eyes
were upon him.

“I pwefer to let the mattah dwop !” he said at
last.

“And lose the fiver ?” asked Cardew.

“Yaas.”

“When you believe it’s simply lying about
Mossoo’s study, not yet picked up?”

No reply.

“It’s pretty clear what D'Arcy really thinks,”
said Cardew coolly. “He thinks Morny had his
fiver 7

“Are you castin’ doubts on my word, Cardew 7
asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy quietly.

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“Not at all! Yeu are tryin’ to make yourself
believe that Mossoo is innocent because you'don’t
like to suspect anybody of a mean action.  That’s
what I mean. These fellows know it, too. You
don’t want anythin’ more said about your lost
fiver, in case 1t should be proved that Mossoo
stele it 1”

“I wefuse to discuss the mattah with you,
Cardew! The thing dwopped here. I am suah,
deah boys, that you agwee that the less said about
such an unpleasant affaih the bettah. Aftah all,
it was my fivah, and I have a wight to lose i%
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if I like. I apologise to the gentlemen I asked
to the study spwead, which will not now come off.”

“All serene!” said Tom Merry. “I dare say
you're right, Gussy. I hope you are, anyway.
Least said, soonest mended, at all events!”

“Hear, hear!”

Cardew broke in.

“I don’t agree ”

Tom Merry gave him a contempiuous look.

“And who are you, anyway?” he snapped.
“Mind your own business, and don’t shove your
nose in where it’s not concerned !”

“Or you may get it pulled !’ said Manners.

“I don’t agree!” repeated Cardew eoolly.
“Monsieur Morny is a thief, and a thief ought
to be shown up! I think we ought to go te the
Housemaster about it !”

“I¢’s for D’Arcy to do that if anybody does,”
sai((i1 Dick Julian, “and D’Arcy has decided what
to do.”

“1 should not do that, even on the advice of
my fwiends,” said Arthur Augustus; “and I shall
certainly not do it on the advice of a fellow I
despise |”

“Well, what I think is 2

“Cave !” murmured Brooke of the Fourth.

A neat figure in a frock coat appeared in the
doorway of the Common-room. It was Monsieur
Morny.

A dead silence fell on the juniors.

Monsieur Morny evidently did not know that
he had been the subject of discussion. He gave
the juniors a kind smile. He had a letter sealed
with big blobs of red sealing-wax in his hand.

“Mes garcons, I come here viz you to ask vun
little favour,” said Monsieur Morny. “I vish very
mooch to catch ze post office viz zis lettair, and
ze time he come close to end. Zis lettair I vant
to be recommande—vat you call registered. Vill
some good boy go to ze village on ze velocipede
—I mean, ze bicycle—to catch ze post pour moi?”

The juniors stood rooted to the floor. There
was little doubt in any mind but Arthur Augustus’
that the letter in the Frenchman’s hand contained
the stolen fiver. And Mossoo, ignorant of the
hideous suspicion, was asking them to take it to
the post—and send it away beyond the hope of
recovery ! It was a strange situation, and the
juniors looked red and discomfited. It was then
that Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rose to the oceasion
with the generosity that was part of his character.

He stepped towards the French master, while
the other fellows stood dumb.

“I shall be vewy pleased to go, sir!” he said
respectfully.

“Zank you, mon garcon!” said Monsieur
Morny, with a somewhat curious look. It was
little more than an hour since he had caned
D’Arcy and turned him out of the study. “You
are a good boy! Here is ze lettair. You vill
be careful of zat lettair, D’Arcy, because there is
money in it.”

“Certainly, sir!”

“Je vous remercie—again I zank zc !”

Monsieur Morny walked away, leaving the
sealed letter in GCussy’s hand. The swell of
St. Jim’s did not look at his comrades. He
walked down the passage into the quadrangle.
From the doorway of the School House, Tom
Merry & Co. watched him wheel his bicycle down
to the gates. .

“Well, my hat !” said Tom Merry at last.

“Doesn’t our Gussy take the merry biscuit?”
said Blake. in affectionate admiration. “Who'd

St



EVERY WEDNESDAY

have played up like that except Guss
man |”

Arthur Augustus jumped on his machine and
pedalled away to Rylcombe. When ke came back
tea was ready in Study No. 6—a very frugal meal.

Blake, Herries, and Dig looked at him with
curious inguiry.

“Posted it 7 asked Dig.

“Yaas, deah boy. I have just taken the weceipt
to Monsieur Morny,”

“Oh!” said Blake.

And nothing more was said,

Good

CHAPTER 10.
Cardew on the Warpath !

ALPH RECKNESS CARDEW smiled sar-
castically as he came into Study No. 9 that
evening.

Cardew seemed to have found somie consolation
for the unpopularity his pcraocuhon of the French
master had brought upon him.

Levison and Sldney (,lnp were working at their
prep, and they did not look up as he came in,

Cardew sat down to work without a word. But
when prep was over he spoke.

Clive had risen to go down without looking at
Cardew—relations were still strained in Study
No. 9.

“Hold on a minute!” said Cardew.

The South African junior turned back.

“You haven’t apologised to Mossoo yet!” he
said. “I think I asked you not to speak to me
again till you’d done so!”

“TI'm not likely to apologise to a thief!” said

QCardew, with a sneer. “You know he's a thief,
Clive | .
“1 hope he isn’t!” said Sidney Clive =nortly,

“You hope he isn’t, but you know he is ! smiled
Cardew. “What do you think, Levison?”
“Nothing ! It isn’t my business 1

“It’s my business, however!” said Cardew
coolly.

“Yours !” said Clive. “How do you make that
out ?”

“The man’s a thief! A thief ought to be shown
up, and l;lcked out of the place! Consorting with
thieves isn’t good for mce little fellows like us!”

“QOh, don’t be a fool I’

“Think of our morals |” said Cardew sarcastic-
ally. “Why, when I came to this school I was
fairly floored by the high moral tone I found
here! I thought I had dloppcd into a Snnda"
school by mistake ! I told you so, Levison.’

“You talked silly rot!” said Levison.
habit of you-s at times, it seems!”

“Sober as a judge!” said Cardew. “The high
moral atmosphere got on my nerves a bit, I admit
it. 1 pulled round. Chap can get used to any-
thing. T've got used to it. And now you want
me to let that high moral atmosphere be con-
taminated by a thief—without sayin’ anythin’.
You're askin’ too much !”

“Look here, cut off the gas, and tell us what
youw're driving at,” said Clive abruptly. Tou’ve
got your knife into Mossoo because he licked you
for being cheeky, and you're thinking of _using
this rotten affair against him. Is that it?”

Cardew *coloured a little. The direct speech
of the Colonial junior had a somewhat discompos-
ing effect upon him.

“T¢’s D’Arcy’s affair, and he's let it drop,” said
Clive. “Nobody else has a right to say afly [hmg.
If you meddle in it, Luzdc‘.\, vou'll have the
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fellows down on you more than they are now—and
that’s enough, I should think.”

“l\’hnd your own bisney,” Cardew,
alone,’ Sald Levison.

“I'm goin’ to show up that thief !” said Cardew
coolly.

& Thera s absolutely no proof that he is a
thief I” exclaimed Clive angul\" “The more 1
think over it the more I'm inclined to agree
with D’Arcy.”

“Somethin’

and let it

wrong with your thinker, then, I
should say. If he’s innocent, 1 suppose he can
prove it. The matter’s not goin’ to drop. I'm
goin’ to make it the talk of St. Jim's!”

“You'd better not.” v

“That’s my intention. He laid his hands on
me,” said Cardew, his eyes glittering.  “I said
at the time I'd make him repent it. Now I find
he's a thief, and every dccent fellow ought to be
up against him. I’'m goin’ to show him up, and
get him kicked out of the school. The Iead

(Continued on next page.)
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\\ont keep a thief here, if he knew. Mossoo’s
goin’, and I’'m goin’ to see that he goes. That’s
the programme. Are you backin’ me up?”

“You'll get no backing up in this study,” said
Clive scornfully. “What you’ll get, if you keep
on, is a House ragging.’

“T’'ll risk that. What about you, Lev1<0n Va3

“I'm down on you, all along the line,” said
Levison at once. “Let Mossoo alone. There’s no
proof agamst him. « If D’Arcy doesn’t choose to
act it’s nobody elses bisney. I'm up against
you, and so will everybody else be.”

“Then I’'m goin’ it all alone!” said Cardew,
shrugging his shoulders.

“Better think first.”

«“ Rats ')’

Levison and Clive left the study.

Ralph Cardew did not show up in the Common-
room that evening. He had no friends there now,
and glum looks and silence did not please him,
But the fact that the whole House was down
upon him was an added incentive, if he needed
one, to keep on as he had started. He believed
Monsieur Morny guilty, and he would show the
thief up; and if the fellows did not like it they
could lump it! Cardew had plenty of courage,
and it did not dismay him to find himself alone
against the House.

There was a French lesson on the following
day, and many curious glances were bestowed on
Monsieur Morny by hlS pupils. The French
master seemed to be in very good spirits, as if
a worry was off his mind. He was very kind and
patient, even with Trimble, whose obfuseness was
extremely exasperating, and whose laziness was
more exasperating still.

The juniors could not help observing the change
in Mossoo’s mood.

Neither could they help drawing conclusions
from it, Doubtless, the immediate trouble on poor
Mossoo’s mind was removed now that he had
dispatched a five-pound note to the relatives who
looked to him for help.

If ever there was an excuse to be made for a
thief, it could be made for Morny. Not that the
juniors were disposed to excuse a theft, by any
means. Whatever the cause, whatevex the motive,
a theft was a theft, the meanest and basest of
petty crimes. Yet, in Mossoo’s case, the doubt as
to his guilt added to the force of extenuating cir-
cumstances. D’Arcy never wavered in his belief
in the French master’s innocence.

The fellows found themselves regarding Mossoo
with compaasmn Only Cardew was obdurate. To
Cardew’s mind, the man was a thief. Whether his
people were necessitous or not, he had no right
to send them stolen money. He refused to admit
the least doubt of the poor gentleman’s guilt.
The fact that Mossoo had laid hands upon
Cardew’s lofty person was probably at the bottom
of his fixed belief

It was not lnglcal but it was very like Ralph
Reckness Cardew.

After lessons, Cardew came out by himself.
His studymates had said nothing of his declared
intentions, but they avmded him. There was to be
no doubt as to their opinion of his line of conduct.

Cardew did not seem to note it. He sauntered
out into the quadrangle by himself.

After a time, Monsieur Morny came out to take
his accustomed promenade under the old elms.

€Cardew was lounging under the elms, and he
strolled away as the French master came along.

Monsieur Morny reached the trees.

Then his eyes became fixed upon a cardboard
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pllacard that was fixed to the trunk of one of the
elms

He stared blankly. at it.

Upon the placard was daubed, with a brush,
in large letters:

“LOST IN A STUDY!
A £5 NOTE!
QUI I’A TROUVE {*

CHAPTER 11.
~ Accused !
MONSIEUR MORNY gazed at the placard

on the tree, and rubbed his eyes, and
gazed again.

There was no doubt as to whom the insulting
reference indicated. The fact that the last
sentence was written in French pointed the
allusion.

“Mon Dieu!” murmured the French master.

Several fellows had spotted the placard from
a distance. They looked on, almost breathless,
wondering what the French master would do.

Cardew watched from the distance, with his
hands in his pockets, smiling. Fellows we
gathering to the scene. The fact that Mossoo
stood rooted to the ground, staring at the tree,
and that half a dozen fellows were staring ai
him, could not fail to draw attention.

The Terrible Three, on their way to t
ground, paused, and came up, and Stuc
joined them.

* | thought the matter ought to be made public, sir,”’ saitt Ca
f“ Cardew !’ exclaimed the Head. * You venture to accus

G "
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“What’s ap?” asked Tom Merry, addressing
Crooke.

Crooke jerked his thumb towards Mossoo.

The captain of the Shell went a little nearer
the Frenchi master, and his face crimsoned as he
read the words on the tree.

“My hat!” murmured Lowther.
have done that?”

“Lost in a study—a five-pound note—who has
found it?” said Blake, reading the placard.
“Well, that’s straight talk! Who did it?”

“Cardew, I suppose.”

“The cad!”

“Thanks !” yawned Cardew, who was standing
near.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon
Cardew, his eye glittering with wrath behind
it.

¢

“Who could

‘

‘Did you w’ite that, Cardew 7"
‘ es. 53

“Then you are an uttah wevoltin’® cad,
Cardew !

“Thanks!” ’

Mounsieur Morny looked round at last, His
face was white. He beckoned to the juniors to
come closer, and they reluctantly advanced.
Monsieur Morny pointed a trembling finger at
the notice on the tree.

“Vous voyez! You see zat!” he exclaimed.

“VYes, sir,”. said Tom Merry.

“Vat does zat mean?”

Silence !

“Hier—zat is yesterday,”

continued Monsicur

Lo
i

Il

h
H

I
i
|

ith Cardew. ‘*1think athief ought not to stay at St. Jim’s.”’
accuse Monsieur Morny 7 »’

¢ Yes, sir!’’ replied Cardew.
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Morny. “Blake come to me and say zat a bank-
note he is lost in. my study, and I send him to
ask Toby. Is.it zat ze banknote has not been
find, Blake?”

“No, sir,” said Blake reluctantly.

“Has ze mattair been reported to ze House-
master 77

““N-no, sir.”

“Vhy not ?”

Silence again.

“Ze banknote he is lose,” went on Monsieur
Morny. “Bon! He is lose in my study! Zere
is a sentence in my language—qui Pa trouve?
Zat is as mooch as to say zat I, Adolphe Morny,
find him |”

The juniors’ faces were crimson.
smiling.

“It is as mooch,” resumed Mossoo, his voice
rising, ‘“as mooch as to accuse me—mon Dicu !—
of to steal zat banknote vich lose himself !

“Pway accept our assuwance, sir, that we think
nothin’ of the sort,” said Arthur Augustus. “We
arc well aware, sir, that you are incapable of
such a wotten action.”

“I zank you, D’Arcy.
I am accuse—moi !

Cardew was

But somevun he zink so.
Accuse of to steal ze bank-
note. I take zis paper, and I go to ze House-
master. Non, 1 go to ze Head! Doctair Holmes
shall say vezzer I shall be insult like zis!”

With a trembling hand the French master
removed the placard from the tree, and walked
away towards the School House.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“He must be innocent !” he said. “He couldn’t
have the nerve to talk like that if he had had
the banknote.”

“Dashed play-acting !” sneered Cardew. He
was bound to take notice of it, and go to the
Head about it. If he hadn’t, it was as good as
admittin’ it.”

“Well, the fat’s in the fire now,” said Monty
Lowther. “You'll have to face the musie,
Cardew.”

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm not afraid of that! I'm willin’ to peint
out to the Head that we don’t want a thief here.
I expect you fellows to stand by me.”

“Us stand by you?” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“You confounded cheeky cad, do you think you're
going to get any help from us?”

“You uttah wottah——"

“Why not? You're bound to teil the truth, I
suppose. Tellin’ lies wouldn’t be in keepin’ with
the high moral atmosphere you have set up here.”

“Here comes Kildare,” said Blake.

The captain of St.- Jim’s came out of the School
House.

“Merry !” he rapped out.

“Yes, Kildare.”

“All the Fourth and the Shell who belong to
the School House are to get into the Common-
room. Tell them so.”

“Right-ho !”

“T understand that the Head’s going to speak
to you,” said Kildare. “What have you heen up
to, you young rascals?”

“Weally, Kildare—"

“Well, buck up!” said the St. Jim's captain.

The word was passed round to the School House
juniors. Evidently Monsieur Morny had been to
the Head, and Dr. Holmes had taken the matter
in hand.

Tom Merry & Co. and the rest of the School
House juniors gathered in the Common-room.

Dy. Holmes came into the room, and Monsieur
Morny followed him in.
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The I'rench master was looking pale and
harassed. The Head was stern and angry—
sterner than the fellows had ever seen him before.

Some of the juniors glanced at Cardew. But
the delinquent did not seem uneasy. He stood
with a slight smile hovering over his lips ds the
Head swept the silent juniors with his glance.

*

CHAPTER 12.
) Cardew Faces the Music !
DR. HOLMES held up the placard for all to
see.
There was silence in the Common-room.

“My boys,” said the Head. “ Monsieur Morny
has been insulted by the unknown person who has
written this placard. He thinks it implies a
reflection upon his honour, and has placed the
matter in my hands. I can scarcely believe that
anybody could be base enough to make such an
insinuation against ‘a gentleman whom we all
respect so highly. It appears that a School House
boy lost a banknote in thizs House yesterday?
That boy will stand forward.”

Arthur Augustus stood out.

“Tt was you, D'Arey ?”

“VYaas, sir.”

“Where did you lose the banknote ?”

“In Moasieur Morny’s study, sir.”

“Kindly explain how jyou came to do such
an-extraordinary thmg as to lose a bankunote in
& master’s study!”

“I—I was scwappin’——

“You were—what?”

“ Ahem ! I'lghtm with a chap

“In a master’s study!” thundered the Ilead,
aghast.

“Yaas. sir. I cannot explain how I came to be
fightin’ in Monsieur Morny’s study, as that would
be sneakin’, sir, but T assuah vou 2

“Never mind that, D'Arcy. The matter in
question is the loss of the banknote. You think
you dropped it in the study?”

“It must have slipped out of my pocl\r‘f there,
sir. I missed it immediately afterwards.”

“You have 1‘cported the loss to your House-
masfex 2% i

“N-no, sir.”

“Then why have you not done so?”

Arthur Augustus did not reply. It was a
difficult question to answer.

“Is it possible, D’Arcy, that vou have said
nothing about your loss because you entertain a
foolish and unworthy suspicion of- Monsicur
Morny ?” .

“(lertainly not, sir! I assuahed all these
fellows that Monsieur  Morny was uttahly
incapable of anythin’ of the sort.”

“1 am glad of that, D’Arcy. Yet the fact that
you did not report the loss seems to indicate
something of the kind.”

Arthur Augustus was crimson and silent.

“Bome boy—at least one—appears to entertain
such a suspicion, and has practically accused
Monsieur Morny. I order that boy to stand
forward, if he is here present.”

The Head paused a moment, but no one camc
forward.

. “Unless that accuser is a coward as well as a
slanderer, he will come forward and substantiate
the char n'e' said the Head, with bitter contempt.

Cardew walked out bnfote the juniors. What-
ever he was, he was not a coward.

Dr. Holmes’ glance fixed on him.
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“It was you, Cardew ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have dared—"

“I thought the matter ought to be made public,
sir. I fully expected you to be called into 1‘( I
think a thief ought not to stay at St. Jim’'s

“Cardew, you venture to accuse Monsieur
Mozrny ?”

“Yes, sir!”?
. A buzz of deep-drawn breath came from the
juniors.

Cardew’s coolness amazed them. Monsieur
’i\lorny was scarlet now. The Head seemed at a
oss.

“You are doubtless aware, Cardew, that you
will be expelled from the school for making such
a charge against a master!” he said at last.

“Not if 1t’s proved, sir,” said Cardew.

“Dare yon suggest that it may be proved ?”

“Certainly, sir.”

“It is my duty, then, to hear your supposed
proofs,” said the Head. “Monsieur Morny's
honour is beyond question; but you may say what
you have to say. Proceed.”

“D'Arcy’s  banknote was lost in Monsieur
Morny’s study,” said Cardew calmly. “Toby was
called there shortly afterwards to tidy up, and he
saw nothin’ of it, It must have been picked up.”

“Is that all?”

*“Qh, no, sir! Some fellows went to Mossoo's
study to ask permission to search for it. They
found Mossoo in the act of fastening it up in a
letter, which hc afterwards gave to a fellow to
post for him.’

“Cardew I

“Those are the facts, sir.”

“Mon Dieu !” gasped Monsieur Morny.

The Head secmed almost dazed for a moment.
In all the course of his scholastic career he had
never come across a fellow quite like Ralph
Reckness Cardew.

A junior who had nerve to stand forward and
accuse a master of a theft with perfect coolness
and tranquillity was somethmg entirely new in
his experience.

“Have you now finished, Caldew 7

“Ye\ sir,

“Monsteur Morny was seen placing a banknote
in a letter, it seems. Who saw him 7

“Merry and half a dozen other fellows.”

“Merry.”?

“Yos sir, we saw that,”” said Tom reluctantly.

“ And you fancied that the banknote in Monsieur
Morny’s hands was the banknote D’Arcy had lost
m hls study, Merry ?”

“We—we—we didn’t know what te think, sir,”
stammered Tom. “D’Arcy maintained that it
was nothing of the sort.”

“D’Arcy appears to be gifted with more
common-sense than his schoolfellows,” said the
Head dryly. “Cardew, what reason had you to
suppose that the banknote in Monsieur Morny's
hands was not his own property ?”

“We knew he was hard up, sir,
coolly.

‘< BO

“It was no secret, sir. Every fellow in the
House knew that Mossoo was hard pushed for
money.”

“Mon Dieu!”

»

said Cardew

“1 am sorry to see that a master’s private affairs -

are discussed in this ill-natured way among his
pupils,” said the Head. “I am aorry, and I am
both surprised and shocked.”

The juniors looked red and d1=comﬁtcd Their
feelings towards Ralph Reckness Cardew were

b
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-
far from friendly at that moment. He had
brought this wretched scene upon them. They
coulg not tell the Head that it was Trimble who
had started the talk abont the French master’s
affairs.

“But, even supposing your surmise were correct,
Cardew, you had =no right to suppose that
Monsieur Morny wa$ anything bui a gentleman
of the highest honour and integrity, as I well
know him to be.”

“Zank you, sir!”’ murmured poor Mossoo.

“It is outrageous,” pursued the Head angrily,
“that Monsieur Morny’s purely private concerns
should be discussed among you, and that this base
charge should compel me to speak of them myself.
For Monsieur Morny’s sake, however, I am com-
pelled now to mention that yesterday afternoon
I personally handed him a five-pound note, as an
advance on his salary.”

“On 1>

It was a general gasp in the Common-room.

Even Cardew flinched a little.

“Mes garcons!” said Mossoo.
than in anger. “Could you, zen, suspect me of
such a zing? My poor family, zey are in trouble.
Dr. Holmes was so very good that he gave me
zat five pound in advance upon my salavy 1'01
ze next term. But zat you should suspect me——"

His voice broke.

“You need make no explanations to the boys,
Monsieur Morny,” said the Head. “ Such of them
as entertained this ridiculous suspician will, T am

sure, be thoxoughlv ashamed of themselves |”
b 07

more in SOrrow

“Have you anything else to say, Cardew?’

Cardew’s face ias troubled now. lhe wind
had been completely taken out of his sails,

Not for an instant had it occurred to him that

21

the French master had acquainted Dr. Holmies
with his trouble, or that the Head might have
advanced him a part of his salary for the
ensuing term,

None of the juniors had
circumstance.

Yet it was simple enough.

And with the discovery that the five-pound note
which had been sent off by registered post had
been handed to Mossoo by Dr. Holmes, the whole
miserable suspicion fell to the ground.

That had clinched the matter. Apart from that,
there was no evidence whatever that D’Arcy’s
banknote had been found at all.

Cardew’s assurance was gone now. But, to do
him justice, it was less the prospect of severe
punishment that weighed upon him as the know-
ledge that he had falsely accused an honourable
man.

There was a long and painful silence in the
Common-room. The Head waited for Cardew’s
reply, but the reply did not come.

thought of such a

CHAPTER 13.
Cleared Up at Last!
ARCY I”

“Yaas, sir?

“Your bammote it appears, has not been
found. If it was indeed fost in Monsieur Morny's
study, ‘it is still there. Three of you will kindly
go and search for it—you, \Ieny, and Blake.
The rest of you w111 remain here.”

“Very well, sir,” said Tom Merry.
The Head swept out of the Common:room, and
the three juniors followed him.
(Continued on next page.)
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-

Monsicur Morny followed more slowly.

They entered Mossoo's study.

The room was as tidy and neat as a new pin,
and it seemed difficult to suppose that a lost
banknote could be lying about it unheeded.

Dy, Holmes rang the bell for Toby.

“Toby, you tidied up this room yesterday for
Monsieur Morny 77 “

“Yessir.” a

“You did not sce a banknote?”

“No, sit;”

“In what state did you find the study ?”

“There was a lot of books and papers about
the floor, sir, and a bottle of gum upset over
e B

“You collected up the papers?”

“Yessir.”

“What did you do with them?”

“Put ’em back on the table, sir, in a ’cap,”
said Toby. “Mossoo told me to, sir.”

“Very good! You may go. Are these the
papers, Monsieur Morny 7

“0Oui, monsieur.”

“Have you examined them since they were
collected and replaced ?”

“No, monsieur. I have not zink about it.”

“Merry, kindly turn over those papers one by
- one, and examine cach one very carcfully,” said
the Head.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom.

The captain of the Shell proceeded to do so.

]

Starting Next Week :

“ BLAKE ANSWERS BACK!”’

A sparkling new feature in which Jack

Blake of St. Jim's replies to GEM readers’

letters in a candid, witty, and amusing

style. Look out for the First Batch of
Answers.

A sudden exclamation left his lips as he turned

- a folded copy of a French newspaper
‘My hat l”

“Well, Merry?” ey

Tom held up the folded newspaper. Adhering
to it, stuck close, was a banknote!

The gum had fastened the two tightly together.
Ii was mnot surprising that Toby, gathering up
the loese papers, had failed to see it )

“Ah!” said the Head: and Mossoo’s worried
face lighted up.: “That iz doubtless your bank-
note, D’Arcy!” '

“Yaas, wathah, sir!” said Arthur Augustus.
“T was fairly wollin’ in the gum, and I had to
change my clothes aftahwards. The fivah
dwopped in the gum, of comrse. I weally ought
to have suspected that it might have got stuck
to somethin’ !

“The paper miust be damped, and the banknote
can be detached,” said the Head. “I am glad
that the note is recovered.”

“Take ze papair viz you, D’Arcy,” said Mon-
sieur Morny. “I am done viz him.”

“Thank you, sir I”

“You may retuf® to the Common-room,” said
Dr. Holmes.

Tom Merry, Blake, and D’Arcy returned,
Arthur Augustus taking with him the newspaper
to which the lost note was closely gummed.

He held it up as he entered the Common-room.

“Look at that, deah boys!”

“The merry fiver!” ajaculated Lowther.
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“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Cardew.

Arthur Augustus bestowed a lofty smile upon
the juniors.

“1 do not wish to wub it in,” he remarked.
“It would be fah fwom me to make such a
wemark as ‘I told you so! But weally I must
point out to you fellows that I said all along &

“Bow-wow !”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“TI'm jolly glad the note’s found,” said Blake.
“That idiot Cardew upset the gum, and that
chump Gussy rolled in it, and mixed it up with
Mossoo’s papers e

“Weally, Blake 2

“And there you are!” said Blake. “I don’t
think I should care to be in your shoes now,
Cardew !”

“Wathah not, bai Jove!”

Cardew shrugged his shoulders. He had made
a bloomer, there was no mistake about that, and
the time had come to answer for it.

The suspicion against the French master had
melted away like snow in the sunshine.

Dr. Holmes entered with Mossoo, and there
was silence.
tTh? Head surveyed Ralph Reckness Cardew
sternly,

“You are aware now, Cardew, that D’Arcy’s
banknote is found ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Cardew quietly.

“I trust, Cardew, that you will have the grace
to.apologise to Monsieur Morny before you leave
the school !

Cardew paled a little.

Leave the school! He had known that it must
come to that if he did not prove his charge, and
his charge had been scattered to the four winds.

Monsicur Morny came forward, his brow very
troubled.

“Monsieur le doctair !” His kind voice
trembled. “Is it zat I may speak, and ask zat
ze garcon sall be pardoned? Ze injury he have
done vas injury to me, and I forgive him viz all
my heart. I suffair very mooch if zat boy he is
sent avay because of me. I beg #

Dr. Holmes hesitated.

He had felt it to be due to the injured master
to expel his accuser from the school, as un-
doubtedly it was; but probably he was not sorry
to_find it possible to take a less drastic step.

He gave the Frenchman a very kindly glance.

“If  you make this request, Monsieur
Morny 2

“Viz all zo heart, sir!”

“You hear, Cardew? At Monsicur Morny’s
request, I shall allow you to remain in the school.
Your punishment will be a flogging. "~ You may
follow me to my study!”

Cardew drew a deep breath as the Head rustled
out of the room.

He hesitated a moment, and then came up to
the French master. Some strain of good in his
curious nature had been touched by Mossoo’s

_ gencrous kindness.

“Monsieur Morny,” he said, in an even voice,
“will you pardon me? TI’ve treated you like a
rotten cad, and—and I'm ashamed of it. I hope
vou will forgive me, sir!”

Monsieur Morny beamed.

“Zat is cnough, mon garcon,” he said. 1.

forgive you viz all ze heart!”

“Thank you, sir!” %

And Cardew, with a tranquil face, followed the
ITead to his study to take his flogging.

(Continued on page 36.).



: The Chanee of a Lifetime !
€ ICHARDS, old chap!”
Frank Richards grinned.

Todgers spoke in so affectionate and
wheedling a tone that it was clear that he wanted
something.

“Sorry, Chunky; I haven’'t any maple sugari”
was Frank’s reply.

“I wasn’t going to ask you if you had any
maple sugar!” said Chunky vrer hfally.
wasn’t even thinking of maple sugar!”

“My word! You must be ill!” said Bob
Lawless.

“Look here, Richards, old c¢hap, I'm talking
to you because you're a good chap, and I like
you. I want a hundred dollars

Frank Richards jumped.

Bob Lawless, apparvently quite
jeaned against the gate of the lumb
gasped for breath. Vere DBeaucler
blankly at Todgers.

“A hundred dollars!”

“You bet!” 7

“Not a million dollars?” gas

Frank Richards & Co. surprised and
amused. A hundred dollars was a sum far
beyond the means of any fellow at Cedar Creek

Chunky

overcome,
hool and
¢ stared

yelled Fraunk.

d Bob Lawless.

School. Even Gunten, the son of the rich store-
keeper at Thompson, never had a hundred
dollars.

“T want it1” said Chunky firmly.

“Are you going to buy the school?”
Bob. g

“No, you chump !
mine !”

“A which ?” shouted Frank.

#A  gold-mine,” said Todgers impressively.
“That is to say, half a claim. The galoot won't
naturally part with the whole of it for a hundred
dollars 1”

“Oh erumbs I” murmured Beb.

“It's pretty cheap, a half-share in a gold-mine
for a hundred dollars, isn't it?” seaid Todgers
eagerly.

inquired

I'm going to buy a gold-
gomng g

ill!EilHIiili!iiim!llll!lillli!ll.llilmlm'

The chums of
Cedar Creek have
visions ‘of getting

rich quickly when
they buy a share in
a goid -mine. But
as they discover, all
is not gold that
glitters !

ST THEH U

FRANK
RICHARDS &Co.’s

By Martin Clifford

“Awfully cheap, if there's any gold in the
mine !’ grinned Frank Richards.

“There’s heaps

“How do you know?”

“I’ve seen it. It’s ’Frisco Jo’s claim in the
Thompson range. Simply reeking with gold 1”

“Rot!” said Bob Lawless tersely. “If it was
reeking with gold, "Frisco Jo wouldn’t be selling
a half-share for a hundred dollars. Don’t vou
begin buying gold-mines from Mexicans, Chunky.
You’ll get left!”

“I tell you P’ve seen it!” exclaimed Chunky.
“I rode over there on Saturday. ’Friseco Jo's
hard-up and he’s sold his tools in Thompson, to
go on the binge. The claim’s all right. I heard
him making the offer in Thompson, to a galoot
who wouldn’t have anything to do with it, and I
asked him. He was jolly civil for a ‘greaser,’
and offered to show me over the claim!”

“And you saw the gold?” chuckled
Richards.

“Sure! It was there right enough; you could
fairly scrape it up from the rocks with your
paws !” said Chunky Todgers impressively. My
idea is to take you fellows into it. You find the
money and I take equal whacks in the half-claim
for introducing the business. That’s fair!”

“Fair enough, if there was anything in the
mine,” remarked Beauclerc. “But the Mexican
must have been fooling you, Chunky !”

“Think I'm the kind of antelope to be fooled ?”
demanded Todgers scornfully, “That’s what
Tben Hacke said when I asked him. I thought
you chaps had more sense. I tell you, it’s the
chance of a lifetime. The imine may be worth
thousands of dollars!”

“Thousands of rats!” said Frank Richards.
“If there was anything in it, *Frisco Jo could
sell it in Thompson for more than a hundred
dollars 1 :

“They won’t listen to him,” explained Chunky.
“e’s got rather a bad reputation through going
on the binge, you know. It's a big proposition.
Bob could get something from his popper, and
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youw've got sote durocks saved up, Richards, old
chap. You could sell your ponies i

“Great Secott!”

“And with a hundred dollars we get a half-
share in the Golden Fortune Mine!” urged
Chunky. “It's the chance of a dog’s age!”

“You young ass!” said Frank, “It’s a swindle
if it's anything at-allt”

“A catch from Catchville!” said Bob emphatie-
ally.

i Y

“Hallo, there’s the bell !”

Frank Richards & Co. started for the school
as the bell rang for lessons, and Chunky Todgers
followed them sorrowfully. Evidently Chunky had
a firmly fixed belief in the Golden I'ortune Mine,
and he was grieved and disappointed to find his
‘way to golden fortune barred by the unhappy
lack of a miserable hundred dollars.

But even if the chums of Cedar Creek had
possessed that sum among them they would not
have put it into the dusky, slithery hands of a
character like ’Frisco Jo, the tipsy greaser of
Thompson.

It really looked as if Chunky Todgers would
have to miss that chance of a lifetime.

Chunky Means Business !

HERE was an expression of settled gloom on
the chubby face of Chunky Todgers that
morning.

The Cedar Creek fellows grinned when they
looked at him.

Chunky’s magnificent offer of a “whack” in
the Golden Fortune Mine had been made to half
the school, before Frank Richards & Co. arrived
that morning.

Nobody seemed inclined to make an effort to
raise the necessary cash. Most of the fellows had
heard of Jose Lopez, otherwise known as 'Frisco
Jo, because he came from the great city on the
Pacific Slope.

’Frisco Jo had a reputation that you could
crack nuts with, as Eben Hacke put it. He was
generally intoxicated, and in his intervals of
sobriety he played poker when he had the money,
and at rarver intervals did he work.

‘Trisco Jo was a very unlikely fellow to go
through the hard work of prospecting and
locating a claim in the hills, especially in the
winter, and nobody but Chunky Todgers put the
slightest belief in his claim.

Todgers was in hot water several times that
morning with Miss Meadows. The schoolmistress
of Cedar Creek did not know what was occupy-
ing the chubby youth's mind; but, anyway, she
certainly wouldn’s have approved %of reflecting on
the subject of gold-mines in lesson time.

More than once Chunky was called sharply to
order, and he was very glad when morning
lessons were over,

“Run for it!” exclaimed Bob Lawless, as they
came out of the schoolhouse, and Chunky headed
at once for the thrae chums.

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Hold on !” shouted Chunky Todgers.
I want to speak to vou fellows!”

+ But the three were ranning, and Chunky. was
left behind.

Frank Richards and his chums occupied the
time till dinner in sliding on the frozen ecreek,
and Chunky was unable to get to close quarters
with them,
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He was «determined, however, that they should
not escape him, but the chums succeeded in
dodging him till afternoon school was dismissed.
Then Chunky caught hold of Frank Richards’
sleeve as the latter rose from his desk, He kept
hold while the fellows poured out of the school-
house.

“Leggo, Chunky !”
got to get off I”

“About that gold-mine, Richards

“Oh rats!”

“I really thought I could depend on you,
Richards,” said Chunky, almost tearfully. “It’s
too bad to treat me like this when I'm only try-
ing to do you a good turn!”

“You ass!” exclaimed Frank.
'Frisco Jo’s mine'is a swindle {”

“I've seen the gold!”

“Brr-r-r!” said Frank.

“Look here,” said Chunky brightly, “Ill tell
you fellows what! Come with me and see the
mine on Saturday, and if youre not satisfied
with it I won’t say another word about it!”

“You young ass!” said Frank.

But Frank looked inquiringly at his chums. He
always found it difficult to say “No.”

“Well, a ride in the hills wouldn’t hurt us,”
said Bob. “I don’t mind. What about you,
Cherub 77

“I couldn’t come,” said Beaueclerec. “I've got
work to do at the shack. No reason why.you
fellows- shouldn’t go, though. You can convince
Chunky that he is being taken in, and make an
end of it.”

“It's a go, then!” said Frank. ¢ Saturday
morning, Chunky, and we’ll meet you here, and
you can guide us.”

“Right-ho !” said Chunky, with great satisfac-
tion. “You won’t be sorry for this. That mine
is going to make us all rich.”

*Ha, ha, hal?

The chums of Cedar Creek chuckled as they
parted from the hopeful Chunky, They were quite
convinced that his hopefulness would not survive
their visif to 'I'risco Jo’s claim.

exclaimed Frank, “I've
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“I tell you

’Frisco Jo’s Bonanza !

RANK RICHARDS and his Canadian cousin
rode away from the Lawless Ranch bright
and carly on Saturday morning.

It was a clear, frosty morning, and the chums
enjoyed the gallop from the ranch to Cedar Creek.
As they came in sight of the school by the creek
Chunky Todgers’ rotund figure met their glance.
He was carly, and waiting for them, holding on
to a pony.

But Chunky was not alone. A slim, dusky-com-
plexioned man, with keen, twinkling black eyes
and black hair, was with him, and he looked very
quickly and sharply at Frank and Bob as they
dismounted. i

“Here we are, Chunky !” said Bob Lawless.

“Jolly glad to see you fellows!” said Chunky
Todgers. “You know 'Frisco Jo?”

“I've seen the galoot about!” said Bob rather
dryly. )

As a matter of fact, he had last seen Jose Lopez
being fired out of a saloon bar at Cedar Camp in
a state decidedly the worse for fire-water,

The Mexican swept off his stetson hat, and
bowed to the two schoolboys with Spanish grace.
Loafer as he was, 'Frisco Jo was still a
“caballero ™ in his own eyes.

“You are very welcome, senores !” he said, with
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the soft, lispin® accent of the South. \eaoi
Todgero, he say that you come to see the mine.

“Well, we were going with Senor Todgero!”
grinned Bob. -

“1 am gulde.”

“I guess I couldn’t find my way without "Frisco
Jo,” said Cnunky Todgers. “Jo 1s going to guide
us there.”

“Oh, all right {* said Bob.

The Mexican Jumped upon his horse,
looking beast, which "Friseo Jo - had
borrowed for the day in Thompson.

Frank and Bob remounted, and Chunky climbed
into the saddle, and the Mexican led the w ay.

“Is it far, Chunky?” Frank inquired, as they
rode down the trail at an easy gallop.

“Not much on a good hoss,” said Chunky. “The
claim’s in the foothills. I guess we shall do it
in a couple of hours. I—I say, have you brought
the money with you ?”

Bob roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! No fear!
money wanted, you jay I”

“But the mine’s all right.”

“I’ll eat all the Gold we find there
Bob.

“Well, you'll
Todgers warmly.

The quartet rode at a good speed, and the
valley settlements were left behind. ‘Frisco Jo
was following a rough trail that led into a rocky
spur of the Thompson Mountains.

As the riders entered the hills progress became
slower. There was snow piled in the crevices and
gullies, and sometimes drifted masses on the trail.
But they kept steadily on.

That the Mexican had been mining in the foot-
hills in that hard weather the schoolboys did not
believe for a moment. ’Frisco Jo was evidently
“spoofing ” Chunky Todgers, doubtless being
ignorant of the strict limitations of Chunky’s cash
resources; or perhaps he had schemed for the
simple Chunky to draw better-off fellows into the
affair—as, in fact, Chunky had done.

’Frisco Jo’s dark face was calm, almost expres-
sionless, as he led the rough way onward. Frank
had to admit that the greaser did not look like
a swindler who was about to be bowled out.

The Mexican looked back, and waved his hat at
last.

“Are we tnere 77 asked Boh.

“8i, senor.’

L7 Thls is the place,”
much satisfaction.

Frank and Bob looked round them curiously.
The Mexican had led them into a rocky guleh in
the foothills, a deep ravine shadowed by great
rocks.

"Frisco Jo jumped off his horse on the bank of
a little stream, which flowed out of the firs at ihe
upper end of the gulch.

“Dismount here, senores,”

“Right-ho 1?

The schoolboys left their horses. The animals
were tethered to a tree, and they followed the
Mexican on foot over the rocky ground. He
stopped in a deep, rocky gully, and, with a lofty
gesture, pointed to the crevices in the surface of
the weather-beaten rock. Here thére were plain
traces of a pick having hewed the rock.

& Sorry-

probably

There won’t be any

grinned

jolly well see!” said Chunky

3

said Chunky Todgers, with

he said.

TFrank and Bob looked at it, and they started..

In the clear wintry sunlight thme came yellow,
precious gleams from every crevice in the surface.
Bob’s expression changed.
“By Jerusalem !” he muttered.
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Frank Richards did not f«peak He stared ab
the rocky wall of the gully with wide-open eyes.
For the yellow grains were visible to the eye
wherever the pick had hewn the rock. They
gleamed and glittered in the light, and Frank,
running his finger over the mck gathered up
three or four yellow specks.

(thunky Todgers eyed his companions triwmph-
antly

Bob Lawless could only gasp.

“Gold 17
Golden Prospects !
€6 OLD !” repeated Trank Richards breath-
lessly.
- 'Frisco Jo nodded and smiled,.

81, senor 1

“Didn’t I tell you so?” chirruped Chunky
Todgers.

Bob Lawless drew a deep breath. He had not

placed the slightest faith in the Mexican’s story
“Yes, the
boss lost his

piumb line.**

Half~a - erown
has been a-
warded to R.
Dane, ““Avalen,’”

Woad Lane,
Great Cosates,
Grimsby.

of a gold-mine, but he could not doubt the
evidence of his own eyes. b

“By thunder, Franky,” said Bob, almost
huskily, “there’s enough of the yellow stuff here
to_ ‘make us rich for life I”

“Looks like it,” said Frank in awed tones.
“But—but what the dickens is Lopez selling half
of the claim for?”

Bob turned to the Mexican.

“The stuff’s here, Jo,” he said.

“Si, senor !”

“You're asking a hundred dollars for a half-
=hale in this claim ?”

“ 81, senor !”

“You know a half-share must be
thousands of dollars?” exclaimed Frank.
“Quite that!” said Chunky Todgers jubilantly.
“Well, why are you doing it, Lopez?”
demanded Bob. “Youve staked the claim, 1

suppose, and registered it ?”

“8i, senor! But I am poor,” said ‘Frisco Jo.=
“Bad men, they lead me to drink and to play,
and 1 lose my money and my tools and my horse.

I have nothing. I cannot even pay the register
fee for the claim. I must have money, or I can
do nothing.”

“Well, there’s something in that,” admitted
Bob. “But 1f we took a half-share in this clann
for a hundred doilars we should be robbing you.”

“T am quite content, senor.’

“That’s not the pomt we cbuldn’t do it.
Besides, we couldn’t raise a hundred dollavs, I
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guess. But I'll tel you what—we’ll take an eighth
share in the claim. That suit you, Franky ?”

“Certainly !” said Frank.

“Qh, I say—" began Todgers, .

“Don’t you be a pig, Chunky! The place is
the richest strike ever made in the country, from
its looks, and we’re not going to rob Lopez. We
can raise fifty dollars among us, and we'll take an
cighth share, to be divided equally into four parts
among us—Frank, Chunky, self, and the Cherub.”

“Oh, all right!” said Chunky resignedly. “I
guess you're an ass, though, Bob.”

“Is that a go, Lopez?”

The Mexican’s eyes glittered.

“Qi, senor; as you wish.”

“And it’s a jolly good spec—a regular bonanza,”
said Bob Lawless. “You can get your claim
registered, and pay the fee, 'Frisco Jo, and sign
the paper making over our share to us. Welll
raise the money somehow.”

“I've got a dollar towards it,” said Chunky
Todgers Lopefully.

“T’'ve got ten at home,” said Bob thoughtfully.
“You got any, Franky ?”

“Tifteen, at home.”

“That's twenty-six.
dollars more. No good asking the Cherub.
on the rocks, I guess.”

Bob knitted his brows.

“What about your pater?” asked Frank. “If
he knew g

Bob shook his head.

“He’d think it was a swindle, same as we did,
and he wouldn’t go a red cent,” he answered. “I
guess he wouldn’t ride over here to see the mine,
cither. No good asking popper.”

“Then it looks as if we're fixed | said Chunky
Todgers dolefully. g

“No, T think I can raise it,” said Bob. “Billy
Cook will lend me twenty-four dollars if I ask him.
I can fix that.”

Chunky brightened up.

“Hurrah! ~We're all life!” he
chirruped

“We'll. take a nugget of this rock back to
Thompson to be assayed,” added Bob thoughtfully.

"Frisco Jo started.

“Not till the money is paid over, senor!” he
exclaimed. “Until the money is paid my claim
cannot be touched.”

Bob’s eyes flashed.

“Can’t you take our word ?” he exclaimed.

“The registering is not .yet completed,” pro-
tested the Mexican. “It would be possible for any
gringo to jump my claim if it were known. Until
you pay me the money I cannot complete the
registering, and it is not safe that anyone should
know.”

“That seems right eunocugh, Bob,” remarked
Frank.

“1 guess so. We'll be getting back, Jo. T'll
take a nugget away for assaying, and give you
my word not to show it to a single soul until the
money has been paid to you. That suit you?”

? The Mexican hesitated, looking keenly into
Bob’s candid face Probably he read there that
the Canadian lad ecould be trusted.

“T agree, senor,” he said, at last. “But I am in
fear that my claim will be jumped before I can
complete the legal steps. You will promise me
to keep the nugget in your pocket, and not even
bring it out into the light of day until ¥ou have
paid me the fifty dollars?”

“On my word 1" said Bob sharply.

“Very good, senor; I agree.”
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“That’s fair,” said Chunky Todgers. “I shall
be jolly glad to hear what the assayist has to say
about 1t.  Thousand dollars to the ton, I shouldn’t
wonder.”

Bob Lawless examined the gold-gleaming surface
rock again. Golden grains gleamed at him from
every inch of it. In his mind’s eye the schoolboy
could already see the mining gear installed in the
gulch, the great stamps crushing the rock, and
turning out the precious metal in a stream of
wealth. -

It was not easy to detach a specimen nugget
from the rock, but Bob accomplished it at last by
crashing a heavy stone upon a jagged portion.
A big chip of the gold-impregnated rock broke
away.

Bob picked it wup. It weighed about two
pounds, and from its look it should certainly have
contained at least three ounces of pure gold.

And for yards the rocky surface was similarly
treated with yellow. Tt meant a colossal fortune
when the mine was worked.

“By gum, this will make the popper open his
eyes when he sees it, and the mining johnny’s
report along with it!” chuckled Bob Lawless.
“Come on, you fellows !”

And the party returned to their horses and rode
away down the gulch. They rode rapidly home-
ward, and near Cedar Creek they parted with
‘Frisco Jo.

“When shall T see you, senors?” asked the
Mexican.

“In a couple of hours,” said Bob Lawless.
“We're going straight Lhome for the money, and
we’ll come on to Thompson and settle with you.
Where shall we find you, ’Frisco Jo?”

“My shack is opposite Gunten’s store. I will
await you there,” said ’T'risco Jo. “And you
have promised no eyes shall see the specimen till
you have come to me and the papers are signed ?”

“That's a cinch !”

“ Adios, senores !”

'Trisco Joe rode on to Thompson, and Frank
and Bob started for the Lawless Ranch. Chunky
Todgers waved a fat hand to them.

“Call for me at Gunten’s store when you come
to Thompson,” he said. “I'm going to stick
Gunten for a dinner.”

“Right-ho !

Frank Richards and his cousin, in great spirits,
galloped home to the ranch. The gold of Golden
Fortune Mine fairly dazzled them. A dozen times
Bob Lawless tapped his po-ket in which the speci-
m(fan nugget reposed to make sure that it was
safe.

They arrived at the ranch a little tired, but ex-
tremely cheerful and satisfied.

Salted !

HE chums made a very hasty dinner. They
were late for it, but Mr. Lawless did not
make any inquiry as to where they had

been.

Bob was glad of it. He knew that the rancher
would scout the story of the bonanza in the
Thompson foothills, as he and Frank had scouted
it at first.

True he had only to produce the specimen from
his pocket to convince anyone; but that he had
promised not to do. The nugget was not to be
shown until *Frisco Jo had legally miade good his
title to the claim—a very reasonable stipulation
on the part of the Mexican.

After a hurried dinner, Frank and Bob secured
their little savings and disposed the dollars about
their persons in buckskin bags.
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Then Bob interviewed Billy Cook, the foreman
of the ranch. ®* Bob was very friendly with the
ranchman, and Billy Cook, though surprised by a
request for the loan of such a sum as twenty-four
dochars, lent lrim the money without demur.

Bob simply explained that he wanted to make a
purchase in Thompson, and did not care to ask his
father for the money just then. The good-natured
foreman was willing. to oblige.

With the money in a buckskin bag along with
his own, Bob jumped on his pony and rode away
from the ranch with Frank Richards. He led a
pony with him to lend to Vere Beauclere, who had
no horse.

The chums rode at a gallop for the shack by
Cedar Creek, where they found Vere Beauclerc.

Beauclerc’s work for the day was done, and he

Beauclerc listened in amazement.

“But you thought the whole thing was a
swindle I” he exclaimed.

“So we did,” admitted Bob. ‘“But it was the
real genuine article, all the same. I’ve got a
nugget in my pocket to prove it, too.”

“By Jove 1”7

“We’re paying Lopez fifty dollars for an eighth
share in the mine, and it’s going to be divided
into four whacks—one each for you and Franky
and Chunky and me,” explained Bob.

“Bu’ I have no money to contribute,” said Vere,
colouring.

Bob laughed.

“That doesn’t matter.

“« By’

“My dear chap, if you're particular, you ean

We're standing it.”

The yellow grains gleamed and glittered in the rock, and Frank, running his finger along the rock,

gathered up three or four yellow specks.

“ What do you say now ? ** demanded Chunky Todgers.

Bob Lawless could only gasp: ‘“Qold !V

* was resting in the doorway of the shack when his
chums rode up. .
He jumped up, his face brightening as he saw
them.
His father, the remittance man, was away, and

Vere had been alone all day.

“You fellows come to supper?’ he asked
cheerily. “I'm jolly glad to see you!”

“No fear!. We've called to take you to

Thompson,” answered Bob.

“ Anything on?” asked Vere, in astonishment.

“ Jump on this pony and I'll tell you as we go.”

“Right you are !”

Vere closed the door of the shack and put on
his hat and jumped into the saddle. The three
chums rode away for the town, and as they trotted
along the darkening trail Frank and Bobh ecagerly
explained.

make it up out of your first prefits as mine-owner,”
said Bob. “I don’t mind. We shall be rolling
in dollars as soon as the mine’s working !”

“You're sure &

“We’ve seen it,” said Frank Richards.

“But—but how do you know so much about gold-
mining ?”’ asked Beauclerc hesitatingly,

“Dash it all, we know gold when we see ii, I
suppose 7”7

“Yes, I—I suppose so.”

“Don’t be a blessed Jonah, Cherub !” said Bob
warmly. “Don’t I keep on telling you ii's all
right ?”

“QOh, all serene!” said Beauclerc, with a smile.

The three chums arrived in Thompson, and
called for Chunky Todgers at Gunten’s store, and
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then crossed over to the shack where 'Frisco Jo
dwelt. -

They found the Mexican at home, and quite
sober—the latter circumstance being due to the fact
that his prospective partners had not yet handed
Liim any money.

“Here we are again, old scout!®™ chirruped
Chunky Todgers. J

Frisco Jo bowed with Spanish politeness to his
visitors, %

“Shell out, Franky,” said Bob.

The fifty dollars, mostly in paper, were poured
out on the table. ’Frisco Jo’s black eyes
scintillated at the sight of the money.

“Ah! You keep your word, senores,” he said.
“Look, I have ink, paper, all ready. It will take
but a few minutes.”

“Go it !” said Bob.

“I suppose that paper will be legal ?” remarked
Beauclerc.

“What a chap you are for raising difficulties,
Cherub,” growled Bob Lawless. “We'll call in a
couple of witnesses if you like !”

“1 have some friends without,” said Lopez.

"Frisco Jo’s friends were called in. They proved
to be Euchre Dick and Dave Dunn, two of the
most ruffianly characters in Thompson.

Still, they did not matter to the chums of Cedar
Creek; they were not there to tell Frisco Jo that
evil companions corrupt good manners. Besides,
"Frisco Jo hadn’t any good manners to be
corrupted, if it came to that.

The transfer was duly drawn up and signed and

witnessed, and the four schoolboys became the -

legal owners of a one-eighth share in the Golden
Fortune Mine, staked out and registered by Jose
Lopez.

“That's done,’ said Bob, taking up the precious
document, “You won't lose any time in gefting
the claim registered, Jo?"

“Farly on Monday morning, senor.”

“Why not to-day—the office isn’t closed yet?”

“Muy bueno !” said the Mexican. “It shall be
to-night. And you—on Monday—will have the
nugget assayed?”

“No fear! I'm going down to Mr. Penrose
now with it,” answered Bob promptly, “I want to
take his report home for my popper to see.”™

Lopez started a little. ‘

“You are going now to Senor Penrose?”

“You bet !”

“Come on, Bob,” said Chunky Todgers eagerly.

“ Good-night, Lopez !
~“ Adios, senores !”’

The schoolboys left the shack, and ’Frisco Jo
looked at his two friends. . They held out their
hands expressively.

Tvidently understanding, the Mexican dropped
a five-dollar bill into the hand of each of his
precious friends, and they grinned and left the
shack. ’Frisco Jo followed them out.

Two minutes later he was mounted and riding
out of Thompson in the deep dusk, a smile upon
his face, and forty dollars in his pocket. v

Apparently his successful sale of the bonanza
had determined the Mexican to indulge in his next
“binge ” in another locality.

Meanwhile, Frank Richards & Co. hurried down
the street to Mr. Penrose’s cabin.
© Mr. Penrose was proprietor and editor of the
*“Thompson Press,” and he was also a veterinary
surgeon and a mining expert, and several other
things.

He was setting up type for his own newspaper—
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being also his own compositor—when Frank
Richards and his friends presented themselves.

“Too late,” said Mr. Penrose. ‘“No advertise-
ments accepted for this week.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“That’s not it,” he said. “We want you to test
a nugget, Mr. Penrose. Could you do it now?
We've got to get home pretty soon.”

“Let’s see the nugget,” replied Mr. Penrose.
“Where in the name of goodness have you kids
been raking a nugget from?”

“It’s a specimen from a mine,” explained Bob
Lawless.

Mr. Penrose chuckled.

“You've been prospecting 7 he asked.

“Not exactly; but we've bought a share in a
mine.”’

“Wha-a-at ?”

“ A regular bonanza !* chirped Chunky Todgers.
“One of the biggest things ever struck between the
Rockies and the Pacificc Mr. Penrose.”

“Well, carry me home to die!” ejaculated the
astonished Mr, Penrose. ‘“Whom did you buy it
of, you young duffers?”

“’Frisco Jo!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the editor of the “Thomp-
son Press.”

“Look here, will you assay the dashed thing for
us?” asked Bob Lawless warmly. “We want to
know what it’s worth.”

“At your service,” said Mr. Penrose, still
chuckling, “Let’s see the precious nugget. If I
was a betting man I'd lay you a million dollars to
a spavined mule that ’Frisco Jo has sold you a
pup.”

Bob slammed the specimen down on the bench.

“Look at that,” he-said.

Mr. Penrose looked at it, and burst into another
roar.

“ How much did you pay ’Frisco Jo?” he asked.

“Fifty dollars,” said Frank. -

“Great Rockies! The scamp ought to be
arrested. I advise you to go to the sheriff at once,
before he gets out of town.” ;

“What are you driving at?” exclaimed Bob
indignantly., “I tell you it’s a real mine, a real
bonanza, and we’ve seen it with our own eyes. 1
chipped off that nugget as a specimen, to have it
assayed. Why, there are ounces of gold in that
nugget alone.”

“(Can’t you see it yourself 7” demanded Chunky

Todgers. “You've got eyes, haven’'t you, Mr.
» you,
Penrose?” :
“My dear lads,” said Mr. Penrose kindly,

“you've been done. Don’t tell me the rock was
fairly shining with gold—I know it was. Salted
mines are always like that.”

“Salted I” ejaculated Bob.

“Salted, sonny, Did you think ’Frisco Jo had
a real gold-mine to sell?”

“But—but what the dickens does salted mean?”
exclaimed Irank Richards in bewilderment.

“Tt means salted, my lad. There’s various ways
of doing it—judging by this specimen,” Mr, Pen-
rose grinned. “’Irisco Jo has squirted gold-dust
on the rock, to make it show golden in all the
crevices. There’s other ways, but that’s the easiest
way.”

“Oh!” said Frank faintly.

“But—but how much is that nugget worth?”
stammered Chunky Todgers in dismay.

“That depends. If vou're building a railway,
and want a solid foundation, it might be worth a
thousandth part of a dollar, as material.”

“Wha-a-at?”
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W. Africa ; pen pals s\mnmxng tennis, iootba]l mcket
and exchanging postcar(ls and newspapers ; any \\here,
especially Canada and England.

J. K. Feterbeh, P.0. Box 40, Cape Coast, Gold Coast, Br,
W. Africa ; pen pals; stamp collecting, postcards, and
exchanging designs ; anvwhere except Afrxca

E. Frye, 301, Cann Hall Rd., Leytonstone, London,
E1l; pen pals; stamps, cricket, sports ; anywhere
except England.

Miss M. Henderson, 1, Angus Place, Toronto, Ontario,
Canada ; girl correspondults age 18-20; dancing, ~v1n£,
bands, and any other sub]ect

C. ther, 68, Sandwith Rd., Rangoon, Burma ; pen
pals, any age ; collectmﬂ stamps any part of the world.

J. Butler, 21 Qumn Bmldmvs, Popham $t., London,
N.1;: pen pals age 16 upwards ; swumumg, cvchng,
readmg, and all sports and games.

Miss B. Titcombe, 28, Liverpool Rd., Islington, London,
N. ; girl correapondents abroad, eapeu«lllv the Gaold Coast,

iss M. Fisher, Tower House West Cliff Gardens,
Bournemouth ; gul correspondcnts, age 16 ; films, swim-
ming, ammals painting, radio, detective thl‘lES ; India,
and British Empu‘e all letters answered

H. W, Chacksﬁeld ““ Fluelen,” The Heath, Appledore,
Ashford, Kent ; pen pals, age 14- -17 ; animals, art, and

gengraphy 3 Central Africa, Bast Indies, and’ China.
Wong Pak Choong, 318, Cheras Rd., Pudu, Kuala,
Lumpur, Malaya ; pen pals, age 14- 16 photography,

posteards, stamps, cycling, newspapers, scouts, shooting.

S. K. Wee, 48, Lorong M., Telok Kurau, Singapore ;
pen pals, any age ; stamps, g eneral topics, ete. ; anywhere.
A. Turkeltaub, 6, Yehuda- -Hdlevy 8t., Tel-Aviv,

Palestine ; age 14117 ; ; stamps, g
except Singapore.

Levkovich, 3, Ain-Vered St., Tel-Aviv,
age 15-17 3 geucral topics.

general topms ; anywhere

Palestine ;
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D. S. Grant, 68, Winlaton Rd., Bromley, Kent ;
France, India, Ireland, and America.

Miss J. Morgan 13 Clarence Rd., Mottingham,
London, 8.E.9 ; gul‘ corre.spondeuts age 14-18 ; music,
iijrts, Agencral topics ; overseas, especially Canada and

Miss J. Mathieu, 2, Kuala Kangsar Rd., Ipoh, Perak,
F.M.S., Malaya ; glrl correspondents, age 21- 30 any

stamps ;

Sub]ecb anywhere in Hollywood, London Seotlm‘d
Treland.
D. Slater, Gynnor, Higher Heath, Whitchurch,

Salop ; age 14-16; stamps, picture postcards, cigaretie
cards ; S. Africa, Indxa, China.

E. Llpm’ll], 1‘3 Bruce St., Hillbraw, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, 8. Africa ; ; age 15- 20 ; S stnmps, books, wireless,
sports, Cychng, and films ; anywhere ; all letters ansWLrPrl

Miss A. Hindmarch, 9 ‘Stondon Park, Forest Hill,
London, S.E.23 : girl correspondents, age 14 films, film
stars, aud sport ; England.

J. Brown, 89, Toms Lan(‘ Kings Lnnglev Hertfordshire :
age 12-15 ; stamps, codes, postcards, and thmgs in general ;
anywhere

G. Hutchinson, Clickemin Farm, Ponteland, Newcastle-
upon-Tyne ; age 14-17 ; wireless, avw.tlon overseas.

H. Squires, 44, Borw St., Pletcrmautmmg Natal, S.
Africa ; age 15- 20 \ports, films, etc.; any part of “the
world; all letters answered,

Miss A. Warr, Kingswood, Louth Rd., Holton-le-Clay,
Lines ; girl corre:pondents age 16-18 ; bmmps and gemm]
topies ; British Empire.

F. Leadbetter, 13, Upper Lune 8t., Fleetwood, Lancs ;
any age; sports and general toplcs am\»herc C\Cept
the British Isles.

Miss K. Hetherington, 66, Hannah St.,
Manckester, 9 ; girl correspondents, age i7 upwards ;
postcards, films, and film stars; anywhere; all letters
answered.

G. Callaghan, 8, Earl Haig Crescent, Belfast, N, Ireland :
age 16; soccer, cricket, and photo"raphy' anywherc
E\ccpt ircldlld

The Koala Correspondence Club wants mcmbu in ail
parts of the world. Al inquiries to Head Office, Box 1699

. G.P.0., Melbourne, Victoria, Australia.

0 J. (xr‘,l)cr 191, ‘Carlisle Street, Balaclava, Vietoria,
Australia ; age 18; stamps, postcards, ramo, reading,
all sports ; every counLIy

H. C. de kruyf 7021, Lasalle Blvd., Verdum, Quehee,
Canads ; coins, photos, newspapers ﬁlm and plmtcani\ ¥
Dutch East Indies, Hungary, Belﬂmm

Miss D. Perkins, 120, Western Boulevard, Nottingham :
"11'1 correspondenta, age 16-18; Austm]m Canada,

. Africa, India ; ail letters answered.

J Bartlett 03 Arnold St., Underdale, S. &mtmba
Australia ; age 12- 14 ; atamp ;  British Colonies ; all
letters answered.

y Cumines, 85, George St., Sydney, N.S.W..
Australia ; age 14- upwardq, stamps, cricket, phofo"raph\
films ; aHV\\here all letters answered.

M. Idnam Above Modern Silk House, Tilak Incline,
Hyderabad blnd India ; age 16-18 ; photography, model
aeroplanes, tretx\ork and stamp collectm;:; Australia,
Canada,S. Africa, and U.S.A. ., also British Isles.

Collyhurst.

PEN PALS COUPON
24-12-38

LI R TR R T

“In short, it's worth exactly as much as any
other }JXGCb of rock you might pick up on the
trail.”

Chunky Todgers fairly groaned.

“But—but there’s gold in it!” stuitered Bob
Lawless. “Dash it all, you can see the gold in it
with your own eyes.”

“My eyes are not good enough,” chuckled Mr.
Penrose. can see traces of bronze powder
squirted into it, that’s all. T’ll wﬂlmgly eat all
the gold there is in it, young Lawless

“Oh, Jerusalem ! said Bob.

“It’s too bad !” said Beauclere. “That swindling

rascal ought to be put in the calaboose !

“Oh dear!” gloaned Chunky Todgers. "\I
dollar ! My dollar’s gone for nothing ! Oh dear !

“You fat coyote |” “shouted Bob. “What abnu
our forty-nine dollars?”

But Chunky did not heed. Apparently the do‘lm
that was his was more important than the forty
nine that were not, He groaned dismally, mourn-
ing, like Rachel of old, For that which was lost,
and would not be comforted.

“And—and I've borrowed twenty-four dollars
from Billy Cook !” mumbled Bob: “Oh, great
~1lakez‘ The villain—the swindler |

“Buzz away to the sheriff, and he may be
(Continued on page 36.)
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Ordered O The Field By The Skipper!

But it Was No BDis-

grace For Jack Drake—I¢ Was Likely. To Prove His Salvation !

Daubeny raised his hand and pointed to the ropes.
““ Qet off the field ! '’ he said thickly. Drake
shrugged his shoulders. ¢ It won’t make any
difference,”” he said. * You’re lickad already!”

Daubeny Says “No!”
H gad!”
Dick Rodney heard that expression as
he came 110110' tp Study No. 8 in the
Fourth.

He looked in rather hastily.

Jack Drake was standing by the study window
with a letter in his hand; there was an expres-
\IDH of great dismay on his handsome face.

“ Anything the matter 7 asked Rodney, coming
into the study. “1 thought that was a letter
from your fa.thel Drake.’

“So it is,” said Drake.
Not bad news from home, I hope.”
. “N-no. But—but, I say, the pater’s
down to the Benbow this afternoon !

“Well, don’t you want to see your father?”
Rodney asked. “T'd like to meet him; I've
never met him yet.”

“Of—of course I want to see him. Tt isn’t
that. But I'm playing in the football match this
afternoon. Daubeny asked me, and I'm in the
team to meet Rookwood. And you kunow what
the pater will expect. I'm supposed to be putting
in every extra minute now swotting for the
.~Lholzu~hxp exam. Instead of a\\ottu‘n-—-”

‘He will see you playing footer.’

“Ye-es.”

There was a pause. -

“I—I was rather a fool to let Daub put me
in the junior eleven,” said Drake, colouring.
. But I’'m so keen on footer, and it can’t be denied
that St. Winny’s want a good man or two in the
field, considering what Daubeny's eleven is like.
But—but I oughtn’t to have given so much time
to footer with the exam close at hand; in fact,
you've told me so.”

Tue GeM LiBraRY.—No. 1,610.
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DRAKEKS
LANT
CHANCEK!

By Owen Conquest.

Rodney ‘smiled slightly. Drake could always
be depended upon to see the wisdom of good
advice—when it was too late to act upon it.

“I—T1 never meant to let the work slide,” said
Drake ruefully. “I—I'm afraid I've lost a good
bit the last two or three weeks—I haven’t been
sticking to it as I ought. Daub’s wanted me to
play in every match that came along. And after
the way I've eriticised his team I couldn’t very
well refuse, could I7”

“T think I should have put the exam first,”
cald Rodney quietly.

Well, of course, I meant to. That’s undes-
stood. It's more than a week to the exam now,
though, and I was going to work like thunder.
But—but I'm afraid it will make a bad impres-
sion on the pater—seeing me in the football field
this afternoon Drake broke off.

It was not so much that his father would find
him playing football instead of swotting on a

LR T R TS VR T E ST T EH T

In allowing football to come before work
Jack Drake realises at last that he has
jeopardised his chances of winning the
scholarship that means everythingtohim !

TR R s e

half-holiday ; it was the consciousness that once
mow he had let his work slide.
I've been an ass, Rodney,” he said at length.

“1 can see that now. You could see it all along.
Look here, I'm not going to be playing footer
when the pater comes; I'm going to be at work.
I suppose Daub means well, but really, by getting
me into the footer again he’s nearly dished me
for the schol. That’s what it comes t0.”

“I don’t agree with vou that Daubeny means
well,”’ repliod Rodney dryly. “T'm afraid he
thought it was an easy way of dishing you for
the schol.”

Drake shook his head.

“You're too hard on Daub,” he said. “I’'ve
told you so before, Rodney. He's got his faults—
plenty of them—but he wouldn't play a mean
game like that. Nobody would 4”

“I think Daub would—and did !”

“1 can’t think so. Anyhow, it’'s over now.
I'm going to ask Daub to take my name out of
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the list for the match to-day. I'll speak to him
at once.”

“Good !” said Rodney.

Jack Drake hurried from the study. He had
made up his mind now. So much depended on
the winning of the Founder’s Scholarship that he
could not give his father the impression that he
was taking the matter lightly. He was not,
indeed, taking it lightly. He knew that without
the scholarship he could not remain at St. Wini-
fred’s after the end of the term. But certainly
he had failed of late to give the exam the first
place in his thoughts. For a long time Dick
Rodney’s influence had kept him up to the mark,
but Daubeny’s latest move had been too deep for
Rodney.

Drake found Daubeny & Co. lounging upon the
deck of the Benbow, and he came up at once to
the junior captain of St. Winny’s: Daubeny
greeted him with a smile. Since he had made
his last move towards “dishing ” Drake’s chance
of the scholarship, nothing could have exceeded
Daub’s urbanity to his intended vietim.

“ Feelin’ fit—what ?” he asked.

“T'm fit enough,” said Drake. “But I'm sorry,
Daub, I shan’t be able to play for yeu this
afterncon.”

A steely glitter came into Daubeny’s eyes; and
Torrence and Egan exchanged glances. The same
thought came into the minds of the three bucks
at once—that the bird was breaking through the
meshes of the net.

“You won’t be able to play?” said Daubeny.

“That's it.”’ :

“Why—if you're feelin’ fit?”

“You're not goin’ to leave us in the lurch when
we’re meetin’ a crowd like Rookwood, Drake!”
said Egan reproachfully.

“Too bad!” said Torrence, with a shake of the
head. “I really shouldn’t have thought that of
you, Drake I”

Jack Drake coloured.

“The fact is, I can’t help it,” he said. “My
pater’s coming down here this afternoon; and he
will get here just about the time we kick off.”

“ What does that matter? Your pater’s got no
objection to your playin’ footer, I suppose?”

“Of course not. But I'm supposed te be sap-
ping no end; the exam comes off next week, you
know——"

“Sappin’ on half-holidays isn’t the way to win
an exam. You want to keep yourself fresh.”

“I—1 know. But I’ve been letting it slide
lately, and I’ve got to make it up,” said Drake
hesitatingly. “The fact is, I oughtn’t to have
taken up footer regularly this term at all. What
with the matches and the practice and jawing
on the subject, I’ve hardly looked at a book
outside the Form for weeks.”

“That’s tco bad,” said Daubeny; while Egan
turned his head away so that Drake should not
see his smile. “But I really can’t let you off this
afternoon, Drake; we want you.”

“ But; A

‘“Rookwood is a strong team; you know what
Jimmy Silver’s eleven is like. You've said your-
self that our crowd is weak for such a match.
Now you propose to stand out and leave us in
the lurch.”

“T don’t want to leave you in the lurch, Daub,”
said Drake, sorely troubled. “But I really think
I ought not to play. I shan’t dare to face the
people at home if T don’t pull off the exam. It’s
no secret that I’ve got to bag the schol, or clear
out of St. Winny’s at the end of the term. You
see, I can't afford to take visks.”

“You’re asking me to take risks against Rook-
wood. Look here, Drake, I can’t let you off. You
agreed to play, and I'm dependin’ on you. It's
not fair to back out now.”

“Play Rodney in my place.”

‘“Hang Rodney !” exclaimed Daubeny. “I'm
playin’ you.” g

“You can’t play me, Daub. I want you to
scratch my name.”

“Well, T won’t!” said Daubeny coolly. “Your
name stands. If you like to desert your side at
the last minute, you’re at liberty to do so, and
St. Winny’s will know what to think of you.”

“You’ll have to play somebody in my place.”

“Nothin’ of the sort. I’m countin’ on you for
the match. If you stand out at the last minute
your, place won’t be filled, and if we get licked
playin’ a man short that’s your look-out. And
that’s my last word.”

With that, Daubeny walked away with his
chums, leaving Jack Drake standing on the deck
as if he were rooted there. His face was very
troubled when he went down to his study at last.

To Be or Not To Be?

JACK DRAKE was looking far from happy at
dinner that day. It was a sunny morning,
cold but clear; and Jack Drake would have
enjoyed the Rookwood match more than anything
else. He knew, too, that he was wanted in the
team. With the exception of Daub himself, he was
the only really good man in the eleven. That was
Daub’s fault; there were plenty of men to choose
from outside his own select circle. But the fact
remained that without Drake St. Winny's already
slim chance of a win would vanish altogether.

His name still stood on the list, posted on the
notice-board on the mainmast of the Benbow.

Drake’s brow was troubled as he came out of
the dining-room with Rodney, and strolled along
the deck of the old Benbow. Daubeny & Co.,
leaning on the rail over the shining waters of the
F'hadway, smiled at one another as they ohserved
vm.

“Will he play, Daub?” murmured Egan.

Vernon Daubeny nodded.

“I think so. He simply can’t leave the team in
the lurch. I think I’ve got him fairly tight.”

“He seems to have woke up at last as to how
the matter stands,” observed Torrence. *“Ii's
really a bit hard on the poor blighter. You're an
awfully bitter beast, Daub.”

Daubeny smiled, a very unpleasant smile.

“Drake set himself up against me,” he answered.
“He’s got to pay the piper. Suppose he bags the
schol; that sees him through at St. Winny’s for
three years. What will happen next term, when
the cricket comes along? I can tell you; the first
thing will be Drake settin’ up for cricket captain.
And I don’t know that I shall be able to keep my
end up against him—unlesss I alter my ways,
which I’m not goin’ to do. I suppose you. don'r
want to be left out of the cricket, Torrence 7%

“Not likely !”

“Besides, I hate the cad!” said Daubens.
“Xven if he wasn’t a dangerous rival I'd he glad
to see the back of him. He won’t hang on at St.
Winny’s if I can help it. I shouldn’t wonder if
it’s already too late for him to pull up the time
he’s lost.”

“Shurrup ! murmured Egan. “ Here he comes.

Drake came over to the elegant group by the
rail.

s
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“Rookwood get here at three, Daub?” he said.

“That’s s0.”

“Have you found your new man yet?”

“I'm not' findin’ a new man. You're goin’ to
play.”

Drake set his lips.

“There are plenty of chaps ? he began.

“I've heard all that before,” interrupted
Daubeny. “Your name’s down, with your consent,
and you're called upon to play. I've been thinkin’
it over very seriously, and there isn’t a man to
Iep,lacc you—nothin’ like your form. That settles
i’

“You're jolly particular for once about the form
of your players,” said Drake tartly. “Why not
leave out a few of your duds and improve the
team all round ?”

“I'm not asking for instruction in the business
of footer captain; I can manage that on my own.
Keep your word—that’s all T’'m askin’.”

Drake moved off without replying. He glanced
at the notice-board again; his name was still on
the list. He took. a stump of pencil from his
pocket to cross it out—but refrained.

“After all, I suppose he has a right to say that
I've given my word, Rodney,” he muttered.

“You've a right to stand out if you choose,”
answered Dick Rodney. “It’'s simply obstinacy
on Daubeny’s part not to play another man, and it
shows that he’s no good. If the fellows had any
sense they’d shy him out of the captaincy in nexéb
to no time.”

“Tt will come to that sooner or later, T suppose.”

“The sooner the better.”

“But for the Rookwood match—blessed if I can
make up my mind.”

“T thought you'd made it up.”

“Well, you see 2

Drake did not finish.
certain.

Daubeny & Co. had gone below to change for
the match. They came on deck again with their
coats on over their green and white of St. Winny’s.

“Better go and get changed, Drake,” called out
Vernon Daubeny.

And he strolled elegantly along the gangway to
the shore, with his knutty footballers.

Drake glanced at his chum. ;

“After all, I could see the pater before the
match,” he muttered. *I—I could see whether
he was—was surprised or—— He’s at Chade
Station before this. I think I'll trot along the
Toad and meet him on the way.” i

Rodney was silent. His chum was in a difficult
position, and Drake was nob perhaps so well fitted
for dealing with difficulties as Dick Rodney was.
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He was feeling very un-

may as well change” added Drake
meditatively. “That won’t do any harm, any-
how. If I'm going to play I don’t want to keep

Rookwood waiting.”

He went below.

Rodney waited for him, and in a very short time
Drake reappeared with coat and muffler over his
football garb. The two juniors left the ship
together.  They passed the football ground where
Daub & Co. were idly punting about a ball, Rook-
wood not having arrived yet. But as they were
starting up the lane towards Chade, a motor-coach
came along with Jimmy Silver & Co. inside.

Drake glanced up the road towards the village,
but there was no pedestrian to be seen. If Mr.
Drake’s train had come in, he had not yet had
time to walk to the school.

“T'1l tell you what, Rodney, old chap——”

“Yes?” said Rodney.

TrE Gem LiBrary.—No, 1,610
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“How’d: you like to ocut along and meet my
father, and bring Rim to Little S8ide? I may have
a _chance of speaking to him before the match.
After all, he can’t mind my playing for St.
Winny’s. I don’t see why he should deduce from
that that I've been slacking,” said Drake
argumentatively. “You—you might do anything
you can 2

“Rely on me,” said Rodney quietly.

“Thanks, old chap !”

With that, Jack Drake ran lightly back to the
football ground, leaving Rodney to walk up the
road by himself.

Ordered Off !
AUBENY was talking to Jimmy Silver of
Rookwood when Drake arrived on the

) ground and joined the footballers. Daubeny
did not look at him, but a slight smile played
over his face for a moment. Drake had come to
heel, after all—that was how Daubeny regarded
it. Egan gave Drake a rather ironical smile.

“Playin’ after all,” he remarked.

“Yes,” said Drake shortly.

“Oh, good! I shouldn’t wonder if we beat
Rookwood now.*”

“I hope so.”

Drake was looking towards the road as he
answered Kgan. He was wondering whether he
would see his father before the match began.
Tuckey Toodles who was in the crowd gathering
on the field, called out to him.

“Here’s your pater, Drake.”

Rodney had not had far to go; evidently he
had met Mr. Drake a few minutes after parting
with his chum. He came on Little Side now,
piloting a rather tall, handsome gentleman with
a grave face. Jack Drake ran to the ropes to
greet him, his checks flushed. Then Daubeny
looked round.

“Line up, Drake!” he called ont.

.“Wait a tick! Here's my father,”
Drake, over his shoulder.

“Well, buck up!”

Mr. Drake shook hands with his son, with a
grave and pleasant smile. Jack eyed him eagerly
as he noted a change in his father’s appearance.
The last time he had seen his father, Mr. Drake
had been looking pale and careworn, the result
of the fall from fortune that had now so changed
his position, and his son’s prospects. But there
was a change now in his looks—a change for the
better.

“You're looking well,
brightly.

“I am feeling well, my boy,” answered Mr.
Drake, with a smile. “I did not know vou were
playing in a match to-day.”

“Daub wanted me, father,” said Drake,
colouring. “He wasn’t willing to let me off.”

“Well, I can talk to you after the match. I
am not pressed for time,” answered his father.
“1 am glad you are keeping up vour football.
I know it will not make you neglect your studies.”

Drake’s heart smote him,

“T shall be seeing the Head, and I shall want
a talk with Mr. Packe, your Form-master,” con-
tinued Mr. Drake. “I will see you in your study
after”tho match, Jack. Come there when you are
free.

“Yes, father,” muttered the junior. He
wondered miserably what report the old gentle-
man was going to get from Mr. Packe. He was
only too conscious that he had dodged extra
“toot ” with Mr. Packe on several occasions of

answered

dad,” said the junior

N
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late, and he cowdd not expect that to have pleased
his Form-master.

“Drake I” shouted Danbeny impatiently.

“Go now ! Your friends are calling you, Jack.”

Drake rejoined the footballers, who were lining
up, Daub having tossed with Jimmy Silver. M.
Drake waited to see the kick-off, and then walked
away to the Benbow, and disappeared over the
gangway of the ship.

Rodney remained watching the game.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in great form, and
they did not seem to make very much of the
St. Winny’s oppesition. And it was soon to be
seen that Drake, usually a tower of strength to
his side, was not in his accustomed form.

Rodney could guess the reason easily enough.
His chum was troubled, and could not put his
thoughts into the game as usual.

The consciousness of neglect of duty weighed
on him, and uneasy forebodings of what M.
Drake might, even at that moment, be hearing
from the master of the Fourth.

In the first half Roockwood put on fwo goals,
with no reply from St. Winny’s. In the interval
Daubeny called sharply to Drake.

“For goodness’ sake pull yourself together,
Drake !” he exclaimed. “What’s the matter with
you?”’

“What’s the matter with the whole team?”
growled Drake, not at all inclined just then fto
accept “chin ” from Vernon Daubeny. *You
should put in some fellows who can play, if you
want to beat Rockwood.”

“I don’t want any lip!”

“Same hcere !

Daubeny gritted his teeth,

“Is that the way to talk to your skipper?”
he said angrily.

“You're not a skipper—you're a silly dummy !”
.retorted Drake. “I was an idiot te play with
such a set of hopeless asses!”

There was a lond chorile from the fellows round
the ropes who heard that remarkable dialogue.
Clertainly it was not the way for a player to
talk to his captain; but Drake’s temper was not
at its best. The fumbling play of the bucks of
St. Winifred’s had irvitated him, in his present
worried mood, and Daub’s calling him. over the
coals was the last straw. Poor as he was for once,
his play was leagues ahead of that of any other
man in the team, as Daub well knew.

Daubeny’s eyes glittered at him.

His trick of weaning Drake away from his work
by the attractions of football had been a success;
but he was aware that it was to come to an end
now after his father’s visit. ‘With the exam so
close at hand, it was not likely that even the
rather thoughtless and reckless junior could he
further inveigled away from his duty.

As Daubeny had, after some reflection, decided
that that was the case, he had no further object
in continuing his urbanity to the junior he
detested. He had found it rather a strain,
anyway. x

As the litile comedy was to end, lLie was glad
of a chance to end it in the greatest possible
discomfort for his dupe; and Drake’s reckless
retorts gave him the opportunity.

“Listen to old Drake!” Sawyer major was

chyckling to a group of juniors hehind the goal. -

“He’s telling Daub the frozen truth! How do
you like the frozen truth, Daub?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Drake! Vou cheeky cad!” began Daubeny,
through his set teeth. “You dare to talk to me,
your skipper ik -

“Oh, give wuws a resi!” answered
impatiently,  “1If yom want to find fault t}
plenty of fumblers here for you to talk te.
Chilcot why he doesn’t stop the ball from going
into goal? Anybody but a born idiot would havoe
stopped both those goals!”

“I'm not askin' for your opinion about i}
You're playing rottenly, and I believe you're doi
it en purpose—to dish us!” exclaimed Daubenv.

“You don’t bhelieve anything of the kind!”
answered Drake coolly. “And I'm putting in
the only good play on our side—and you knew it.”

“Hear, hear!” roared Sawyer major.

Some of the Rookwood fellows who had over-
heard the talk looked at one another oddly, but
they made it a point to appear as deaf as
possible.

Daubeny, his face almost pale with anger, canic
closer to Drake., For a moment it looked as if
he would hurl himself upon his swinger.

. Drake clenched his hands.

If Daubeny had carried out his first intentien
the Rookwooders would have ‘been freated to the
extraordinary sight of the S8t. Winny's capfain
being knocked spinning by his outside-left.

Fortunately Daubeny restrained himself, T
stopped a couple of paces from Drake and raiscd
his hand and pointed to the vopes.

“Get off the field !” he said thickly.

Drake shrugged his shoulders.

“It won’t make any difference,” he
“You're licked, anyway. I was a fool io plav
with such a set of duffers, and I never "will
again |7 :

“Get off I” roared Daubeny fririously.

“Oh, I'm going!”

And Jack Drake walked off the field.

The Last Chance !

ICK RODNEY joined his chum as he put
D on his coat and left Little Side.

St. Winny's lined up a man short after
the interval. It made no difference to the certain
result, as the onlookers knew. Jimmy Silver &
Co. were walking all over the hucks of St.
Winifred’s. But Drake’s face was clouded as he
walked back to the Benbow with his chumi.

It was not pleasant to be ordered off the field:

R T R T

DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Solution:

Though Reggie Manners showed he was un-
familiar with the exact words used by Dane’
parrot, and repeated the line as Knox had heard
it, this could not be taken as eonclusive proof that
the “ghost” was really Reggie in disguise.
Reggic gave himself away when he said Dane':
parrot had bitten him. I already had Dane's
word that he would not let Reggie touch the hird.
Hence, the only time Reggie was near enough io
it to get nipped was when, masquerading 1n a
costume borrowed from the junior dramatic
society’s “prop ” hox, he had played ghost! No
doubt the parrot had got away when it bii
Reggie’s finger—and he had to do the talking hin:-
self. When I told Reggie that Dane was due io
be punished he owned up to Mr. Railton that he
had been unable to resist japing a prefect, [
thought a prefect would have more nerve than ta
run away !” said Reggie blandly—and took his
licking like a man!
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and now he had cooled, he realised that he had
played into Baubeny’s hands, and that he was,
moreover, in the wrong to a large extent. What-
ever the provocation, Daubeny was captain of the
side, and should not have been talked to as Drake
had talked to him on the field of play.

“Everything seems to be going wrong now,”
muttered Drake, as he crossed the gangway with
his chum to the oldswarship. “I oughtn’t to have
let myself go like that, I know. But Daub’s
enough to provoke an angel.”

“I fancy he was looking for a chance to play
that trick on you, you inmocent old duck!”
answered Rodney.

“It’s a bit of a change from his manner lately,
10t e : .

“T suppose he thinks he’s done the mischief now,
and can come out in his real colours.”

Drake made a grimace.

“I—I suppose you're right,” he said. “He's

heen pulling my leg all the time. But who'd hav.
thought any fellow could be such a deep cad.
say, I've been a silly ass, Rodney, all along the
Iine’,’ I suppose nothing ever will go right for
me.
“Cheer up, old feliow; you're going to bag the
schol yet,” answered Rodney, more confidently
tlﬁan he felt. “That’s the important thing, after
all.”

“I know it is, but I don’t feel so jolly sure about
it,” said Drake despondently. “I've lost a lot
of time, and—and old Packe has been awfully
good, giving me extra toot, and—and I've been
dodging a bit. T—I wonder what he’s been telling
the pater ?” :

““You'll soon knoyw.”

Drake looked into Study No. 8 as soon as he
was aboard, but his father was not there. The
old gentleman supposed he was still on the football
field, and was apparently still chatting with Mr.
Packe. Drake went away to change, and when he
came back to the study it was still empty. He
took out his books and made an attempt to swot,
with the idea of saving time—time that had been
allowed carelessly to eﬁapse for some weeks now.
But he could not put his thoughts into Q. Horatius
Flaceus.

There was a step outside Study No. 8, and Mr.
Drake appeared in the doorway. Rodney left the
study to leave father and son together. Mr.
Drake glanced at his son in some surprise,

“T expected to wait for you,” he said.
match over 7

“N-no; I've left it, that’s all, dad.”

“Not injured #* ;

“Oh, no! I had a bit of a dispute with my
skipper,” said Jack, flushing.

“Indeed !’

“Ts the

“It—it really wasn’t my fault—not wholly, any-
how,” muttered Drake. % Won't you sit down,
father 7

Mzr. Drake sat down.

His manner was very grave and quiet, and the
junior’s heart sank as he noted it. Evidently Mr.
Packe’s report had not been a particularly flatter-
ing one. }

“What—what has Mr. Packe told vou, dad?”
iqsked Jack, breaking the rather painful silence at
ast

S Very little that was gratifying,” answered his

father. “Mr. Packe has been kind enough to give

you help with your work for the examination,

Jack; but it seems that you have lost your keen-

ness of late. You have not always taken in your
Tae Gex LiBrARY.—No, 1.610.

“ably.

exercises, though he was willing to give up his
leisure-time to correcting them.” Y

“I—I—" the junior stammered, in confusion.

“It is not my intention to reproach you, Jack,”
said his father quietly. “ When you came back to
school this term I told you what depended on your
working for the scholarship., Can you tell me
honestly that you have tried your hardest to
succeed ?”

“I—I meant to,” muttered the junior miser-
“And—and I have, too, only there’s been
lots of difficulties, and—and—— I--I say, father,
there’s more than a week yet. I'm going to win—
I really am. I won’t speak a word to any chap
but Rodney. He helps me no end. I shouldn’t
have had the ghost of a chance but for him. I
really mean it, father. If I've got it in me at
all, m going to bag the schol. I—I haven’t for-
golten the promise I made to the mater. I'm
going to keep it.”

“I hope you will keep it, Jack,” said his father.
“We shall see. I hoped to hear something very
different from your Form-master when I saw him.
But it was not only for that that I came to-day.
I had some news for you.”

“News !” repeated Jack.

“Yes; but on reflecton I shall not tell you yet.
I prefer to see whether you have the strength of
character to keep your word to your mother,” said
Mr. Drake, with an unwonted sternness in his
voice.

Jack gazed at his father in wonder. What the
news was that he was not now to hear he could
not even remotely guess. Nor could he see how,
whatever it was, 1t affected the matter of the
examination. But his father evidently .did not
intend to explain. He was not angry with his son.
It would have relieved the junior if he had been.

“I—I say, dad, I really do mean it!” muttered
the junior. “And I've only been slac just a
bit lately—and I never meant to, either. You'll
see that I shall make a good show in the exam.
elvei]1 if I don’t bag top marks. But—but I hope I
shall.”

“I hope so, too, Jack.” Mr. Drake rose to his
feet. “I shall not see you again before the ex-
amination. You know your duty.”

Jack Drake left the Benbow with his father as
the footballers were coming off the ground.

“Six goals to nil 1” called out Sawyer major, as
he passed. Drake did not need to ask which side
had scored the goals.

Dick Rodney had tea ready in the study when
his chum returned from seeing his father off at
the station.

“You've kept us waiting, Drake,” said Tuckey
Toodles reproachfully. “That beast Rodnes
wouldn’t let me begin. I suppose I can begin
now, Rodney, you beast?”

And Tuckey Toodles began, without waiting
for Dick Rodney to reply in the affirmative.

Drake spoke little during the meal, but when
it was over and Toodles was gone he pulled out
his books.

“Sapping this evening
smile.

Drake nodded.

“Like thunder !” he said. “I've been a silly
ass, old chap, as I think I've told vou before.
The poor old pater was disappointed, and he
didn’t rag me a word. I'm going to show him
that I've got the right stuff in me, all the same.
I'm going to bag that schol, or burst something |

?” asked Rodnery,

with a

Next Weck : ““ THE HAND OF HIS ENEMY!”
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OVER 500 READERS WIN FOOTBALLS!

OCTOBER

««FOOTER-STAMPS ”

RESULT!

Readers are again to be congratulated on the many good “scores ” of “ Goals ” made in our

third * Footer-Stamps  (October) Prize-giving.
E the 506 readers with “scores” of 53 “Goals

Ableti, 1. R, W1=bexh, Agabeg, R. C., London, S.W.19;
Aldger, h, Dacenham Albon, G., Pet.eﬂ)orouvh, Ahen, W.s
Coventry ; Allenet, R., Jersey; Allworthy, G, Blrn’mg—
ham; Anderson, K.. London, S.15.20; Angel D w,
Tondon, N.; Armitage, R. L., Hitchin; Arnold, R. }.,
Canterbury; Arrol, J., Glasgow; shley, J., Bristol;
Agkew, R. C., London, 8.W.19; Atkinson, H,, Leeds, 7;
Atkins, F., London, S.W.10; Attwood, L. J., Cambnclge;
Adustin, G, Rugby; iustm, K., Harpenden.

Baxlm A. P., Battle; Baker, €. M., Croydon; Baker, D.,
Kendal; Baker, S., Rughy; Baldwin, R Tunbridge Wel]s,
Ball, B, London, \VCQ Ballett, F., IIereier(l Band, G.,
'R., Bolton; Barnett, ‘W., Black.
heath; Balnes B Aoeraele, Barrett, A, Leeds‘ Barton,
w., blouc'h Barton, W., Stockport; Bastvan C., Sid.
‘nouth Batson, G. A, Dagenham Ba.v,D W. S., London,
N.11; Bayliss, —. \[alwern Beevers, ] 1 Huddersﬁel(l
Bennett, G., London, S.E.l; Berman, J., London, N.16;
Berry, K. J., Brighton: Bexon. R., High Wycombe;
Birch, J., Walsall; Bishop, R., Watiord; Blacoe, R.,
Lytham; Boame, S.. Eastcote: Boorman, A. North-
fleet; Booth, R. A., Nottingham; Bottomley, D., Heswall;
Bradmrd D Rlchnmnd Brewer, V., Torguay: Brewin,
&., Leicester: Bridge, A., London, N.18; Broadbent, D.,
Heckmondwike ; Bmok: R Melton Mm\bmy, Brough s
York; Bmughton, N Sutton : Brown, R., London, S.W.14;
Brown. B, Blandmrd Brunton, K.. Hamuden Brvant
R., ngham Terrers: Buckley, H., ‘Vu}\swmth Bullock,
B., Birmingham: Bunting, G. LA, West H(utlepool
Bunyan, A., Buckingham; Burns, J., Cork; Burt, i,
Thornton Heath; Butt, N., London, W.10.

Campbell, T., Pontyclun; Cantwell, J., London,

Capewell, S., Cheadle Carter, L., Bridgnorth; Carlick, N.,
Addlestone; Cave, N, Kirbymoorside; Chadderton, R.,
Blrmmgham Chulk,  F., Tadcaster; Chambers, M.,

Stevenage; Chamber]am, E., Ramsey; Chnstle, Eo N Great
Bookham; Church, A. T., Brixworth; Church, 8., Read-
ing; Clarke, E., Bletch]ey' 5 I, Exeter; Clark P
Hindhead; Clifton, D., Bicester; Coad, C., St. Austell:
Coates, 8., Bellast: Coldwell, L.. Sheffield : Coleman, C.,
Buxten, Noriolk; Collett, M. J., Feltham; Collins, W. R.,
Middleton- on»hea Collins, F. C., Potton; Collins, P., Cdr-
shalton; Collins, P London, N.W.8: Cooke, R., Hertf

(ook P bouthsea,, Cooke, G., Glmuesnm, Cooke, Hs,

'anley: Cooke, R., Hay; Conper, F., Wheathampstead;
C J. E. C., Bromley; Cornish, J. D., Liverpool, 13;
lormsh P, J, Billericay; Ooster, P., London, N.22;
Cottrell, F. G., Newbury ; Buckhurst;
Luuliham A., Carlisle; Cousins, Cowan, ,&.,
London, N.1; Cranstone, B.. London, ; Creedon,

" Blarney. Cresswell, G., Mitcham: C om, A, B,
Cztterlnk Crouchker, W. J., London, E.14; Crouch, R. J.,
Carshalton: Culeheth, L. J., London, N.22; Curran, O.,

Ardee; Gunningham, Curtin, M.,
London, S.W.L

Dallas, M., London.
Dame]s, H. N., Bedford;
Guildiord; Davies, L., Llanrwst;
TPavies, GA, Clynderwen: Dawes, —,
E. M., Wellingborough; Dean, J.,
Dean, N., Chorley: Dear, A. G., Haynes:
Cottingham Denovun, J. W., Bournemouth; Deary, W.,
JLondon. ; Dickerson, J., Peaslake; Dimmer, C., York;
Dodd, Atherstone; Doe, R., Epping; Docley, P. J.,
We]hh, L., Guernsey: Double, W. E., Bridport;
]Jownham, J Guildford; Doxey, A., Sheflield; Druce,
6. H. D., Caversham: Duncombe, J., West Wickham;
Dunn, S., Canterbury: Dunn, K., Leeds, 12; Dunjohs, K.,
London, N.W.4; Dutch, R., Bristol, 3.

Edwards, A., l“mthvume Tede, L. €., Cranleigh;
Tggleton, R., &vieshaly: Ellwood, K Tuubridge Wells;
Fiston, D., Bristol; English, E., Tunbn«lﬂe W’exls Enoch,
Y., Ba ley; Evzms, A A H., Birminghum; ,‘vans, S.,

G., Langdon Hills;

Blcngard

8. 12.4; Dancer, J.,
Daniels, A., Hyd

Davies, R.. Km olton':
Beckenham; Deacon,
Houghton-le-Spring ;
Dennett, J. H.,

Swans!

Fairbrother, R., Mansfield: Faultless, G., Birmingham;
Fenneymore,  E., Romford; Ferguson, K., Hetton-le-Hole | s
Fitsell, R. L., Leighton Buzzald Flaherty J., London,
S.E.2; Flanagan, L., Harpenden; Floyd. D., Bl‘omsg*owe
Ford, G., London, S.W.6; Formme, P, l.c;ndon, SAE.IS;
Freedman, A.. London, E.2; Freeman, S. J Dudley;

Friend, E., Tac
Gamblc, L e e Wn*th ng;
Gardner, Gn, London, E.12; Garland, R., Leeds; Garner, ¥,
Ormskirk ; Gates, A., Dartford; Gates,R C., Lode; Giblett,
XK., Bath; Gibsen, A W., Wisbech; Lﬂ]bert 1) Car%ha}mn
Beeches‘ Gill, L., Lomlou, W.14; Gill, W., Fnzmgtan,
Gill, D., Ipswich; Gist, L., Leieester Gluver J Crayiord;
Gluck, R. S., Kenton; Goad, W., Kvkby Lomdale Goble,

Freeman, P. J., Ruardean;
Galbraith, F., St. Ives:

A Prize Football has been sent off to each of

and over, and their names are given here,

J., Kingham; Godbold, 1., Lowestoit; Goodswen, C.,
Bradford; Grant, K., London, 2 Greenwood, A. R.,
West Wickham anﬁn, I., Chester; Grimes, R., Torquay;
Gumbleton, J., London E13 Gunning, R., Lundou, E.12.
Hadley, E., Blrmmgham ILL(UD“, R., London, N.W.3;
Haigh, K., Huddersfield; Haines, P., Luton; Haines, A
London E7 Hall! R.; O)dmd Hall, W. J., Newmarket;
Hall, F Burton-on- -Trent ; Hall E. D, R (xdmg. Hallows,
O ’\Idnche,»ter, H"Lﬂllltol‘l, B., (‘]asgo Hamstead, R.,
North Walsham; Hargrave, R., London, W.7; Hargreaves,
W., Louth; Harris, R. C., London, N.W.11; Harrigan, E.,
Reading; Hartley, K., Barnsley; Harvey, €., Doncaster;
Harvey, F., Addiscombe; Hawkes, J. H., Reach; Hayton,
J., St. Bees; Haylett, A. H., Norwich: Hcard E Copple-
stone; Hemmvwny, D. W., Lode; Heseltine, D T Ponte-
fract; Hickenbotham, A., Leiceste II1u\]mg, D NoLtmv-
ham; Higgins, A. J., Leuest('. dick, B., Sble\\-ahuu‘
Hllls W., Hm:mslow, Hinsley, W., Hslxla‘(, Hitcheock,
R, A Rughy; Hobrow, H., Chelmsiord Hodge, T., Luton;
Hogg, C., Chester-le- Street Holcombe, R., London W.3;
lIoopel‘, H. €., Bristol; Hooper, R., Loudou E.3; Horn,
C., South Harrow; Horner, W., Ilkeston; Howarth, £ 78
Preston; Huckle, D., London, N.W.10; Hudson, J., Ash-
ford, Kent; Hughes, W. H., Stourbridge; Hull, C., Tip-
tree; Humphries, W., West Bromwich: Humphries, R.,
Bridgwater; IHutchinson, T., Wakefield: IIutchison, P.,
Kirkecaldy.

Ingall, M. H., Leicester; Ives, J., Linton.

James, J., Llanelly; James, R. N., Birmingham; Johups,
F., Newport, Essex; Johnston, J., Belfast; Jones, D.,

]

Liverpool; Jones, P. A, Surhxton Jordan, -M., Kingston.

Kehaya, R., London, S.E.15; Kennedy, D)., London,
S.E.7; Killick, ¥., Hemel Hempxtead: King, G., Woking-
ham; King, D. J., London, S;W.8; Kingsmill, D., Notting-
ham; Kinloch, R., Glasgow; Xitching, R., Gosport;

Knight, L. J., Blockley.

Lacome, A., London, N.22; T,ambert 8., Woking;
Lamond, A. R., Kirkcaldy; Landel , Penrith; Lan-
caster, 8., Leeds: Laws, D. 8., Westclifi-on-Sea; Lees, J.,
Glasgow: Leeman, T., Belfast: Leigh, C., London, N.18;
Leitch, B., Win¢ hﬂster Lenar, G., Liverpool; Lent, J.,
Rochdale; Leonard, R., Belfast; Lipman, J., Nottingham;
Little, R.. Buatol L]oyd 5 R.,” Cowes: Loasby, J.,
Croydon; Long T., London, N.1 Lowles, R. J., Seaford;
Loyer, M., Guernsey.

McAleese, N., Belfast; McCarthy, ., Holsworthy;
MecCulloch, L., Glasgow; MeclIndoe, Amesbu
M(Wllhalm A. €., Croydon; Maisey, Thatcham:

W., Cuffley; Marshall, iv
] TS, Sittingbourne: Wattuews,
hinney, N., Belfast; Mears, D., Derby

3
«1«llemas, R
Milburn, C.,

R., Huddersfield
(.x, London, E
Malvern; Milnes, . Huddersfield
Mitham, A. J., Ipswich; Mont-
eliast; Morgan, B., Hampton: Mrznncy, : L

London, S.E.9;
Houuaslow ;
Cheshunt;
Mitchell,
gomery, L.

Tadworth; Moore, J. T., Leicester; Moore, N., Bunting-
ford; Moorwood, R. 'W., Winscombe; Morris, E., Wolver-

Morris, J., THarefield; ottershead, J. K.,
Macclesfield; Moulder, C., London, E. Maller, G H.,
South Sh]OlLS, Murphy, H., Fawley; Murphy, N. G.,
Ware; Murray, L., London, N.17; Murray, A., Hum\‘(}\
Maurrell, Woodbridge.

Nenle, E., London, S:W.13: Newland, T., Worcester
Park; Newsham, J., Southport; Newton, R., Warrington;
Newton, V., Portsmouth; Nicholson, W., Lancaster; Noad,
F,, Dagenham: Nock, A. E., Dawley; Noon, H., Feltham;
Norwell, B., Tlkeston; Nunan, F. M., London, S.E.

Oakes, D., Hornchurch; Oakley, R., Tipton; O'Dell, A,
Hillingdon; Olis, D., London, W.6; Oabnrne D., Londen,
N Owens, G }*nv»ey, Owen, G. R., Bushey.

Packham, C., Jarvis Brook: Page, E., Colchester:
Parham, A., London, S.E.17; Parker, G., Fairford; Parke,
R. €., Malton; Parker, A., Bournemouth: Parker, H. I.,

hampton;

B]rl\enhead Parker, M. E., Whittlesey; Parker, D,
Burten-on- Trent Parnell, T., Caerphilly; Partington, D.,
Manchester; Payne, L. G Aylesbury ; Pegram C.,

Bunt-ingfornl; Pendered, G. 8. C., (,helm:.mrd Penteney,
R., London, N.W.6; Perry, J. T., Dudley; Phillips, 10y
Slongh; Phillips, K. T., London, N.2; Pipkin, J. D.,
Saffron’ Walden; Plant, D. H., Raunds; Platt,-J. S.,
vaerpnol Pmter. D., Abergel Potter, P., Eastleigh;
Pratt, L., Banbury; Presneill, C.., Folkestone; Price, P.,
Tamwerth ; Pritchard, G., Clynnog; Proctor, J. A., West
Hartlepool: Pye, W., Wigan.

Ralph, W., Berzkenham* Rawling, G Fakenham; Raws-
thorne, L., Northwich, (Continuwed merlea])
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MORE READERS WHO HAVE WON FOOTBALLS?

(Uontinued from previous page.)
Reovi West Croyden; Rippon, R., Almn, Riley, B. L.,
Leicester; Roberts, D. G., Hauuclm\ Roberts, K. P.;
Wallasey; Robinson, T. G, Whlt»table Rollins, B,,
Wigan; Room, D., anfom, Rose, e C., Luton;
Rowlands, I. Tenby; Rowley, G. B., Dewsbury;
Routledge, ¥., London, 14 Railton, M. G. R., Rams-
gate; Rush, P. R., Norwi Russell, D5 B1meghnm
Russell, Miss D., London, S.W Ty Rutheriord A., London,
S.W. ;Rntterfﬂrd V. Lakenheath Ryan, P., Lough.ea
J. D Southend on-Sea q'ﬂmon, Birming-
el Llanelly; Sanders, 8, A., 1 1'n1ingham;
S Vs Holbrool,, Scales, H., I‘IALIILLX Scamell, C.,
Southdmpton, Scott; &, E., l\lj(ldlesbrOIagh; Shannon,
G H., Hudderséield ; Sharpe,  S., Witham; Sherlock,
\V E., Walsall; Shephard,” A. W., Blandiord; Shirton, W.,
Qharpe, L. -R.," Crowland; Shaw, T. bheﬂielu,
mons, D, Sidcup; Simon, J. B., Birmingham; Simp-
m,- R, Man(‘,hester, Simpson, B., Dukinfield; Simpson,

€., Bushey; nlbeck, W., York; Slade, R London,
Blogn, R D Duuga;\uuu. Smithy G., London,
Smith, J., \’Sektonmv Smith, K.,  Pontypool;
L., Reading; b]mth, iss L. FE., Beckenham;
P. . H., London, N.W.9; Spurr, G., Bradford;
, Southall; Stafford, P., Croydon; Stanford, H.,
VGI h: Stéphens, W., Stroud; Stephenson, R., Horn-
Stevens, ., Hounslow; Stevens, G., West Moors;
Stevens, W., Salisbury; Stocker, G. J., Thornton Heath;
Stone, G., Great Yarmouth; Straw, J., l\e“ﬂﬂ\ Strel, R., -
London, Ell Stuckey, R., (Juernnev Summerfield, D.,
Cambridge; Sykea, T Retiord Svmons, D. 1., Leicester;
Symons, R., 'I‘orq\ray; Symons, R., Bristol.

Reeves, Wolverhampton; -

Taylor, H., Redhill; Taylor, Huddersfield; Taylor, B
Nottingham; Taylor, W. T, Lunlun S S
Blllmgﬂhur:b Thompson, P. J.,
Py Hextlord Tilley, A., Sout
Eppmg, ’]_‘reuaman, K. W, k
Bournemouth; Trudgil, G., Diss; =
Turner, H. M., Bilston; Turri gtom, J., Laken
Turvey, R. B., Bedford; Twells, Nottingham.
Udraufski, A., Torquaw, I'ptcm Fiy
Vail, A. €., Frindsbury; V¥V
Vaughan, R., Oxford; Veasy, I’ Ha
Sheffield; Verncn, G., Bumnwhnn
-Walden, L., Canlbezle}'; \’Vard, KB
Lyne; Warder, A., Chelmsiord; \Vames,
Watt, B., Harrow; Waugh, B., Wallasey;
hottmghnm Wellbelove, 8., ondon, S.W.; o .
London, NW7 West, ‘Ieﬂmg, \"'eon, E.. Gos;
West, V., Lewester “estv.pod B., Lye; Wheatléy, }\
Loudon, N.W.9; Wheeler, D London N.15;. Whifien, F.,
Bishops Stortiord; Whitehotse, J.; 1\ottmgh White.
house, R., Tipton: Whitlock, M., Mﬂford on-5i
A thnuth nggms, D, London, - S.W.15
J.- 05 Ha hfax‘ Wilkinson, R., Belfast; « Willia
London, N.W. 11 Williams, M., l\ewport Mon. ; \Vlllnnh
R. H., Brentwood; Williams, Sevenoaks; Willis, 1.
Bath; ‘\Vllbon, J., Colchester; Wilson, J. A., London; F.3;
\‘chers, D. B R., Bristol; Woodburn,=A. R., londoxn,
E.C.1; Woods, D., Baldock; Woods, L. C. \’&mnl
Woodward, G. A., Lnndon, N.8; Wright, :
S.W.2: . Wratt, A. - R., asingstoke; Wy
Rainham.
Yeats, 8., Devizes;

Fﬁ

i”ork& L., London, N.V
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CARDEW COMES A CROPPER'!

(Continued from page 22.)

T B R THU TS

“We all bo‘f your pardon, Monsieur 7\Iomv
exclaimed Tom Merry. “We—we never mall\
believed it; only—only we're all sorry, s that

=
=

we didn’t have as much faith in vou as D'Arcy

did 1%

“Zark you, my boy!

7 Zat‘ is al over now, and
zink of him~ ne ‘more,

2 ‘sziid Monsieur LIOFM‘

o (‘\(,lmmod /\1’thm
Auffu@tus. as the Trcn(‘\ master lofu tho (on1mon~
roeIn.

And they were given w 1111 a will, “al\mg every
echo i the old Sc¢hobl House, and they rang. very
pleasantly in the ears of Adolphe Morny.’

Levison und (h\e
Cardew in Study \0
His face was very
He greeted them witl
“I've heen throngh it.”
good of Aossoo to put in

h
a
“I should say so!” said Lex
deserve it !™ ;

“ Agreed ! Cardew  looked
Sidney Clive. “['ve handed
Clive. Am I vestored to
friendship 77 <

Clive laughed.

“I'm blessed if T know
Clardew I he said. “S
the biggest cad at St. J .a
play up like a really decent (”mx
we're friends again. of course !

“Hear hear!” said Levison

And in Study Na. 8, at le

, all was ealm and

- bright.

Neaxt T edncsday. “R 4(KE S REY F‘\(-F e

Frank Richards & Co.’s Gold-Min‘é !

(Continued f;‘om z)ﬁr/r— 29.)
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stopped before he gets ot r:f ’rov;n,‘ =1ml(‘d \Il
Penrose.

He had started: t\po»ottmn again, ha\!m no
time to lose. and: the four :(ho.:llqu left the 014'0
with dismal faces. :

('mmky Todgers \tmlﬁd for home, ﬁtﬂl groan-
ing. But Frank Richatrds & Co. were not thuu\mo
of Lome. Sa

“That greaser villain’s got our fifty dollars?”
said Bob La\\low breathing hard. - * Let’s look
for him nnd we'll have mu ‘momey back, or else
his scalp.”

SHTHEHTET R e

“Yes, rather I = -

The” da/zlmg prospect of bot
vanished ; it was gone from
b(-auh‘cul dream. o

All the chums had to show for
piece of paper entitling them to an e
imn a mmo \\lnch was 1u~r as \ﬂlmbi«: 3

It was no Wondm th(‘v were w uﬂn.

And they started on the trail of
huntmg that estimable chavacter up
the town of Thompson, but they found

Tt was only too clear that the astute
“lit out” for -fresh fields and
perhaps to sell his 11,111(: over ag:
district, -
 Aud w hon tho chiums ook {hie home \.awd trail
at last, their feelings were too deep for words.
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