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Miss R. P, B., of Bucks, writes:
T'm not so very keen on boys, bub I like and
respect my favourites: Tom Merry, Roylance,

Qlive, Talbot, Fatty Wynn, and yomself will
you tell thcm‘?
"ANSWER: [ 16ld them (uzd I told me. Me was

- delighted, and sg wds them. I say, aren’t us
gdtmy @ bit nized &ommahmc’ Never mind! -

Hl.’qrn’er,a of 'Wbofﬁord Green, Essex,

Vere” ‘mean? ='Is Monty Lowther

Tell Cardew he my fav ouute

v mazna ‘Gussy can't help looking

- Sfunny - that - way.
) C_Zl g/(m lie has never-been
ts ‘are never popular; people
thenty but the moment they are
éople complain things seem
Im telling C’a,)dew but I'm sure he'll be

dull!
{o0 l;oud Ia learn he & anﬂde s favourite! f :

Johmﬁe Cope, of Moss Sid'e, Mahchester, writes:

- Do the Seaforth Highlanders wear kilts?

ANnsweR: I hope 5o, old rlaaz, Dashed dravghty
& they don’t! :

3. Smith, of Highbury, N.5, writes:

Name. from Tom Merry downwards tue twel\e

best sevappers in the Lower School.

AxSWER: Zam Merry, Talbot, Blake (yes, me ’)
Noble, Roylance, Grundy
appwpnatﬁly} Gussy, - ggm;;, LZumley-Lumley,

*_PBurrance, Julwm, FLevison. This, of course, omits
ehout ong hundred fezlows who think tluzy ought
20 be in such a tist. . Trimble would head the
Uist Twnzble, and continue th Trimble, Trimble,
Tnmble, and so on. That reminds me, 1 was

yamg to kick Trimble jor wpsciting the ink over =

my eopy Y

“ Amateur Bexer,” of Rechdale, Lancs, w writes:

’l‘eii Tom Merry Fll put hinx oub for the counp
any time at boxing !

Fay

Angwen : I told Lim all right, but hie fever even :

wilted. 8o what?
Tax Gpu Lriny.—No. 1 1660,

lu r0p0~e that =i‘amp¢ the caste of +

S. Wales, writes:

Natianalities : Kerr{Scotch),
 Wildrake (Canada), Clive (South A

(ulm just looked in

- that word, by the same post.

Jack Blake’s here lo answer your IEteS
deal wilth your queries. Write to B
The GBM, Fleetway House, Parringdew
London, E.C.4. be as candid as you BB
Blake likeés a plain. speaker, being by =
John Blunt himself! But keep go

SHORT,

- Jack Gee, of Swinton, Lancs, writes:

Why doesn’t D'Arey smack his mi
Wally is cheeky ? :

ANSWER: Golly, if Wally should e26
séght of your lettcr he’d blush to the W
lis hair, and—well, he'd “ smack ’" back 88
P.S.—Think I'd better hide your letler $0
deepl - 3

A Y Z. Neoerman Roherts, of

How are you, mun. bach 2> How many
ties at St Jim’s? My favourites:
Three, » Portified Four (that’s  you i),
Figgins, Levison. Do you go  sgparki
another unprinted one? I hope not. Ayt
P.8~T'm a left-hander. Any at St
recmd 176 nob out. Hﬂwzat?

Yoﬂeslme eztends W alcs
Wynn (Wa

A\zswm £

I
Rao (India), Kildare, Reilly, J[ulmne:a} (1
Noble (Adustralia); Buck Fihn (TS A
(Isle of Man). Now, what—oh, wh
ing ¢ Sparkling, ma./be’ Dhis page
to Be spavkling. I leave yow 10 Judg
handers in junior eleven. Figgins whae
against a ratkm weak witlage eleven |
Hundreds aren't very frequens against
of course.  FYours for-e < century *1

A. D, of Birmingham 22, writes:

s the gold challenge cup mine? An BN
word with twenty-eight - Jletters— AN
ESTABLISHMENTART AVI SM. HQ&-
your oldest junior? :

You and 2,845 oilc
s a go
think of my eyesight! I needing sei
of speecs to luelp me out with the wa
wmiracles of wordiness!  Oldest inhab
passage is -actually - Talbot—siatesn
month.  Lony Me and, Grundy are ot
Wonder{ul how me of us still manage b
about, isn't il - %3

Answer: Womw!

-



‘A SLIGHT MISAPPREHENSION !

FIND that worm !”-exclaimed Tom Merry.
James Silverson, master of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim’s, gave a start, almost

walking on the path under the elms in
brealk. i
ther Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
n as they came trotting along that path he
£ know—till Tom Merry spoke.

B of course, he knew !

s a chilly Decem-

ing. There had

ap, but the rain, to
isfaction of the St.
fellows, had cleared
before the *bell
break.

two hours in the
Form Room with
mton, Tom Merry

MERRY'S ENEMY STRIKES AT HIM AGAIN—AND TOM IIS:
HIMSELF INNOCENT OF INSULTING HIS FORM-MASTER !

UNABLE TO PROVE

Trimble blinked in astonishment as he looked through the keyhole of the cupboard

. Mr. Silverson was leaning over the table, writing on Tom Merry’s Latin paper.

gy would have been still more astonished if he could have seen what the Fourth Form
master was writing ! :

% e s GRAND NEW LONG YARN
OF YOUR
ST. JIM’S FAVOURITES

by - .
s, choms e oo MARTIN CLIFFORD

& in the United States of America. All rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)

quadrangle, getting a spot of fresh air. Side by
side they came swinging along the path under
the elms, filling that path to its full width.

As Mr. Silverson was on that path, ahead of
them, they naturally had to “mind” him as
soon as they saw him, or else run him down.
But, in point of fact, the chums of the Shell had
not vet observed him when Tom Merry uttered
that sudden exclamation, and the three slowed
down.

James Silverson had no doubt that they had!

For James knew enly too well that his nick-
name at St. Jim’s was the
“Worm.” Hardly a
fellow in the Lower
School spoke of Silverson
by his name—it was
always the Worm. School
House and New House,
who seldom agreed on
anything else, agreed that
that name fitted Silverson
to a hair. And Silverson,
who had a quiet and
stealthy way of walking
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about unheard, had naturallv not been long in
overhearing nis nickname.

It was not pleasant to be nicknamed the Worm.
The fact that the name fitted him d1d not make it
agreeable.

Only that morning James had caned Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy of his Foym for speaking of
somebody—he could guess whom—as the Worm.
Only the day before he had given Ba.ggy Trimble
six for the same offence.

He could not give Shell fellows six. But he was
not likely to let sueh an offence pass—especially
when it came from Tom Merry, upon v»hom his
dislike was bitterly concentrated.

__As the three Shell fellows slowed in their run
Silverson strode towards them, his face flaming.
Other juniors alluded to the Worm out of his

hearing, or when they did not know he was

within hearing. This was the first time that he
had been called the Worm praectically to his face.

Even a good-tempered man could not have liked

it. And James Silyverson was far from  good-

tempered.
¢ Merry,
thundered.

Tom Merry was looking at the ground, but as
James thundered at him he looked up.

And he starved.

Judging by his look, he had not noticed Mr.
Silverson before, and did not know why he was
bleaklng out-like this.

“Did you speak to me, Mr.
asked.

“You know I did, you young sconndrel!”

“Then don’t call me such names, please 1 said

122

you - insolent young raseal! he

2}

Sllvelson 725 he

Tonx.:coolly..  “I.den’t like it, and I won’t
stand 1t.”

“Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther.

“What on earth’s the matter?”. exclaimed

- Manners.

‘Mr. Silverson took no notice of Lowther or
Manners. His eyes fived on Tom I\/Ierry

“I heard what vou said, Merry !” he breathed.
- “Did you?” said Tom indifferently.  “ Well,
whap about 1t 2"

“Follow me at once !
Form-master—"" .

“You “won’t, Mr. Silverson!” said Tom.
“Break’s too short to follow you anywhere. You
can report me to Mr. Linton, if you like, if
you've got '\nvthmg to report. Is anyt-hing the
matter 77

James ‘made a movement as if he would take
the Shell fellow by the collar.
and he clenched his hands. -

““Will you obey my or der?” snapped James.

“No |’ “retorted Tom. “You'’ve no right to
give me orders; Mr. Linton ha: told you so, and
I've told you more than once.’

““Tf you were in my Form——"" breathed James.

Tom Merry laughed. - =

“I'm glad I'm not!” he answered.
Mz, Linton in the quad, if you want to speak to
hlm-vfhough what the matter is I haven’t the
faintest idea. What am I supposed to have done
this time ?”

James Silverson did not answer that.” e
glanced round. " Mr. Linton, the master of the
Shell, was walking sedately at a little distance,
in company with Mr. Railton, Housemaster of the
School House. James called, or, rather, barked :

I shall take you to your

“Mr. Linton !”
The master of the Shell glanced reund, sur-
prised to heéar his name called, ér, rather,

shouted in the quadrangle,
Toe GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,660

Tom’s eyes glinted

“There’s *
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“Will you step here, please ?” hoote
Mr. - Linton and Mr. Railton cha
duectxon and came towards-the spof
Both of them frowned a little, indi
approval of angry excitement in the

master. James, when his temper w
as it very often “as—mldomv
appearances.

“Well 77 said Mr. Linton coldly
“What is the matter, Mr. Silverson?
the Housemaster.
The Terrible Three stood in a grow
Little as James guessed it, they did
what the matter was, unless this was me
outbreak of bad temper on Silversos
caused by his dislike of that distant
his—Tom Merry of the Shell

“The matter is this, sir,” said Jam

choking. “I have been treated with
insolence by this boy Merry! If he w
Form I should cane him; as he is

Mr. Linton, I demand—=""

“Meryy, if you have been 111<ole33
Silverson—-"

“I have not, sir!” said Tom.” “I1 d
know what he is dnnng at! I did nob
him till he spoke t6 me.” =

*“That is false I”’ snapped James.

*“What has Merry done?” excla'
Linton impatiently. - .

“He has called me, sir,"by 'an insultis
name !”> hooted the master of the Fourth.
nickname, I have no doubt, was invented b
He has dared to call me bv that mckna
face }” I’

Toni Merry and llannen and Low’thet
at hlm =

“Merry,” exclaimed \11 Rallton,  you

“But I have not, sir!” exclaimed Tom.
Silverson must have fancied it! I never. sp
him at all till he addressed me——" 3

“You hear this boy !” breathed James.
untruthfulness 4 ;

“Will you tell me precisely what Me ry =
asked Mr. Linton.

“I will, sir! The nickname he used-—t
ing nlckname-—“ as the Worm !” panted
“That is the nickname, sir, by which this
your I‘oun dared to address a. master &
school.”

Myr. Linton’s face became very m‘em

“NIeny, you have ventumd~you
to——

122

23

“Oh crikey !” gasped Tom Merry. H
stood all of a sudden. \0. su" M.
is mistaken : ;

“How dare you say so?”’ fhundered i
son, “Mr. Linton, Mr. Railton, these
were running towards me on this path, a
called out, loud enough for me to he
‘Mind that worm !’ ”

James’ face was burning with rage. -
not like that nickname, and he did
repeating it ! But he had to if Tom Mes
to be called to account for it. 3

To his surprise and rage the Terrlhﬁ
burst into a roar. ‘

“Ha, ha, hal”

\/[erxy——"\IannerS—Lo“ ther 12
Railton angrily.
“Oh! Sorry, sir!”

excl

gasped Tom Merry, &€

back his ‘merriment. = “Mr. Silverson i
mistaken, sir! I never saw h]m—<
montloned him'! Ha, hat”?

“¥You admit havi ing used the ‘words Mr.
son has repeated !I” snapped Mr: Lintons
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Yes, sir!” gasped Tom. “But I—I
t speaking of Mr. Silverson, sir! I was only
ing my friends not to tread on that worm,

Wha-a-t?”

'y Merry pointed to a small object that was
eling across the damp path. It was a worm !
i rain had brought out more than one worm,
" that worm had been in danger of being
thed out of existence when Tom had spotted
% the path and warned his friends to “ mind
worm.” They had stopped in time to save
worm's life.

Tinton and Mr. Railton stared at the
=ling worm. James Silverson stared at it,
e, already red, becoming absolutely scarlet.
ess my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Linton. Mr.
n passed his hand over his mouth, which

Silverson, sir!”

— 1 wasn’t speaking of Mr.
That was the

led Tom. “I never saw him.
2 T was speaking of, sir.”
es Silverson looked at him. He looked
e worm again. He looked atb the two
ers. Then he walked away.
ears could be seen burning crimson as he
James now appeared to be chiefly anxious
it out of sight.
h 1’ gasped Mr. Linton.
ars to be a—a misapprehension.
i boys may—may go!”
n Merry and Manners and Lowther, care-
. rvesumed their trot. A
e of laughter floated back as they trotted.
Linton looked at Mr. Railton. The House-
or looked at Mr. Linton. Both gurgled.
unable to help it, burst into a laugh.
hich, perhaps, was very pleasant for James
son to hear as he hurriedly departed.

“This—this
You—you

BAGGING BAGGY !

RUNCH !

. Monty Lowther of the St. Jim’s Shell
- gave quite a jump.

unch ! X

& was quite an unexpected sound as he came
his study one afternoon a few days later—
sday, and a half-holiday.
y had left his chums,
mer, at the foot of the staircase, waiting for
when he ran up to the study. So, natur-
he did not expect to find anybody in Study
i)

Tom Merry and

as he pushed open the door, that unex-
sound fell upon his ears, showing that
dy was there. It sounded rather like an
samping fodder; but Monty, of course, could
pose that an ox had got loose in the Shell
s in the School House.

n-n-n-nch ! .

next moment he saw what it was as he
into the study-

e was a cupboard in that study—a tall
+d in the wall that extended from floor to

if-way up in that cupboard was a wide shelf.
helf was used as a larder by the occupants
dy No. 10. Below it, in the lower half of
phoard, various lumber was packed.

e cupboard door was wide open. Standing
> shelf, inside the cupboard, was a_rotund

ample

nty had a back view of it, but the an
Baggy

o5 told. whose it was. It was
e of the Tourth Form.

NOW ON SALE - = - -
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It was from Baggy that the erunching sound
procceded. -

Baggy had a tin of biscuits open on the shelf.
His fat paws were groping in that tin, convey-
ing biscuit after biscuit to his wide mouth. His
podgy jaws seemed to have hit on the secret
of perpetual motion.- They .munched and
crunched without a pause.

Mouty Lowther looked at him. He stepped
quietly into the study, He approached Trimble
noiselessly from behind.

Baggy did not turn his head. He was deeply
interested in biscuits. Ividently he did not in-
tend to quit while a biscuit remained in the tin.
f{e stood there bolting biscuits, oblivious of all
else.

Monty drew back his foot.

His frst idea was to surprise the tuck-hunter

lmumnmumumnmumumumumnmumumnmumumumnm
CHRISTMAS IS COMING—
AND NO CHRISTMAS IS
COMPLETE WITHOUT THE

“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL:
( LEg
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of the Fourth with a tremendous kick on his
plump trousers.

But second thoughts, which are said to be the
best, supervened. ~ Lowther lowered his foot
without landing it on the fat Baggy.

Silently he stepped a little nearer,
hold of the open cupboard door.

Baggy was right inside the cupboard as he
stood at the shelf. A kick on his plump trousers
would, no doubt, have surprised him. But the
sudden slamming of the cupboard door would
probably be a greater surprise.

Crunch !

Baggzy seemed fo be enjoying life. No doubt,
having seen the Terrible Three of the Shell go
down to go out, he supposed that they were gone,
and had weighed in at once to improve the shin-
ing hour. Rather unfortunately for him, Monty
had run up to the study at the last moment;
and here he was, just behind Baggy, unseen,
uriheard, unsuspected !

Monty Lowther grinned cheerily. Grasping
the cupboard door, he swung it shut with a
sudden slam. ;

Slam !

“@h !’ came a startled
Baggy in the cupboard.

Click! .

Lowther turned the key in the cupboard lock ;
then he jerked it out, and slipped it into his
pocket.

Trom the interior of the cupboard came a roar.

“Oh jiminy ! I say, who’s that? I say, lemme
out of this! Is that you, Tom Merry, you
swab ?”

Thump ! on the cupboard door from within.

“Temme out!” roared Trimble. “Ts that

Tug Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,660

and took

gasp from the fat
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Manners? Manner s, you rotter, you let me out
of thxs will you?”
Ha, ha, ha!” roared Monty Lowther.
Bang ! Thump

“TI say, yowve locked this door! Is that that
funny idiot Lowther? Let me out of this cup-
board, you funny idiot !’

“Don’t you like the biscuits?” asked Monty
cheerily. “I thought you were rather keen on
them. You can finish them if you like, and the
tin,, too, if you fancv it. You'll have plenty of
time this afternoon.”

“I wasn’t scoffing your biscuits!” roared
Trimble. “I—I was—was just looking at them.”

“Go on looking at them! Yowll know them
by sight by the time you get out of that cup-

board !

“Will you let me out?” roared Trimble.

“Certainly—when I come in!” chortled Monty
Lowther. “I’'m going out now, but I expect to
be in for tea——"

“Tea !” yelled Trimble. “Why,
tea! Do you think you’re going to keep me
sticking this till tea ?”

“Sort of,” agreed Monty.

Sien yell for help!” sbrxeked the alarmed
Baggy. “I'll bring all the House here, you
swab 7

“I_dont mind ; bring all the House, and the
New House as well, if you like! Nobody’s got
a key to that cupboard 12 3

“Oh jiminy! I—I say, Lowther, old chap,
let“ me out!- T’'ve got some: lines to .do for
Silverson!” >

“That’s rather sad,” agreed® Lowther, “Sil-
verson will have to:wait for those lines.”
“I can’t keep Silverson -waiting !”  wailed

Baggy.” “You know what-a beast Silverson is!
He will give me six! You know what a rotten
temper: Silverson’s got. He’s waiting for those
hnes now:”

“And you were keeping him waiting while you
scoffed those biscuits? Do you call that respect-
ful to your Form-master?”

“TI—TI mean, I've got to take the lines in—in—
in half an hour!” howled Baggy. * Silverson’s
awfully particular about his lines.”

“Not so. particular as I am about my
biscuits.” ;
Thump! Bang

“Good-bye, old gmmpus’ Remlnd me to let
you out when I come in to tea,” said Monty
Lowther. “If I may make a suggestion, you
can spend the afterncon thinking over what a
rolten niean thing it is to bag a fellow’s tuck!”

“Oh, you rotter! Will you lemme out!”

“Yes; at tea-time.”

“Help!” roared Trimble.

“Go it 1”7 said: Monty Lowther encouragingly.
“If you bring a beak or a prefect up here; you
can tell him what you were doing in a fellow’s
study eupboard.”

“¥ou silly idiot

“Good-bye !

- ‘Monty Lowther, with the key in his pocket,
strolled out of the studv and shut the study door
after him.

Baggy Trimble was left to finish the biscuits—
if so disposed. But with the prospect of a couple
of ‘hours’ imprisonment before him, it was prob-
able that even the fat Baggy had lost his
appetite.

He thumped on the inside of the cupboard
door, and howled and yelled. -Bui answer there
came none. - He squinted at last from the cup-

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,660

it’s hours to
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board keyhole, and discerned that the st
empty. Monty" Lowther S\ vas gone. '
“Oh jiminy !” gasped Baggy.
He sat on a box in the cupboard and g
It was quite some little time before
comfort in finishing the biseuits.

SAVING GUSSY !

HAT’S that?”
Tom Merry and Manners a
question together as Arthur
D Arcy of the Fourth Form came
stairs.
The two Shell fellows were waiting for
Lowther.
It was a half-holiday at St. Jlms
and the Terrible Three, like a good m
St. Jim’s fellows, were rromg over to
to see a display at the air camp there.
good distance to Abbotsford, and they ¥
to be late back for tea, and Monty Le
thoughtfully suggested taking a supp
cuits in their coat pockets, for refres
they watched the thrilling stunts of the |
So Tom Merry and Harry Manners
while Lowther cut up to the study for tha
of biscuits, of which. the Terrible T
fortunate enough to possess half a tin
Huntley & Palmer’s—or, rather, of which |
been. fortunate enough to _bossess a sup
Trimbleé of the Fourth got busy in Study ¥
D’Arcy of the Fourth came down the s&
with a cheery grin on his face, and se
under his arm.
That something very special was on,
casual glance at Arthur Augustus
countenance would have revealed.
What was under his arm looked hké
paper. But its stiffness showed that
cardboard inside the blofting-paper. -
The blotting-paper, in fact,
camouflage. Somethlng was _hidden
and Tom and Manners inquired what
Gussy’s grinning visage indicated that i
some tremendous joke on.
“Wait a moment, deah boys!” said G
And he glanced up and down and rous
through his eyeglass. He seemed to 3
make  sure that the coast was clear
revealed the hidden object in the blottis
Mzr. Linton, the master of the Shell
from the quad with Railton, the Sch
master. As. they passed on ‘in the di
their studies, Arthur Augustus slipped
cardboard behind him. He kept it the
two masters were out of sight, -
“What the dickens—"" exclaimed Tom
considerably mystified by this myste
ceeding. .
“1 don’t want a beak to see this; d
murmured Arthur Augustus. “If a
pened to spot it Sllvahmn would spot
“ Silverson 7” repeated Tom.
“Have you seen that wat about ? aski
Augustus.
“Sllverson s in the quad,” said Mann
what ’
“That’s all wight, then. A fellow can
his studay if he’s in the quad,” said
Augustus, with satisfaction. “It will w
pwise the wat when he finds this on
table.”
“But what——" ~
“Look 1” grinned Althm Auguqtus
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opened the folded blotting-paper
sled the sheet of cardboard within,

m and Manners stared at it.
pen-and-ink drawing was on the cardboard.
drawing was not fearfully good. Gussy was
vtist. Still, the picture, such as it was,
bssed its meaning clearly enough.

re in cap and gown, obviously intended
tpresent a Form-master, was depicted in
rocess of being kicked out of a doorway by
sze boot. The boot was there on its own,
: speak, and merely placed in the picture to
s it clear that the figure was being kicked
sy had not been able to catch a likeness,
are was no doubt that the kicked-out figure
intended to represent Mr. Silverson, the
ot of the Fourth Form, because one eye was
L round in deep black to suggest a black eye.
Silverson, a week ago, had bagged an acci-
il black eye, which was still a deep purple
ery noticeable.

this figure in Gussy’'s drawing evidently was
n.

er the
al letters:

AT WILL HAPPEN WHEN THE HEAD
SOWS WHAT A ROTTER YOU ARE !”

and

drawing was an inscription in

Merry and Manners blinked at that
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy grinned at
~ apparently expecting merriment and
use.
lathah a knock at that wat—what?” said
ir Augustus. “Of course, he knows that we
sthe him in the Fourth. Evewy man in the
would give a week’s pocket-money to see
athom come back and that wat cleah off.
¢ looks as if we have got to stand him till
eak up for Chwistmas But it’s some conso-
| to wag the wottah—what ¢
sw're going .o stick that in
2” ejaculated Manners.
as, wathah !” ~
¥ dear chap—" murmured Tom Merry. -
" will make the wat feahfully wild!”
d Arthur Augustus. “It’s quite twue, too.
Tead would fiah him out if he knew what a
i he was.”
it he doesn’t,” said Tom. “Gussy, old man,
Sarfully funny, but I'd keep that for the
. if T were you. Don’t plant it on
n.”

Silverson’s

ve spent an hour on that dwawin’ specially
= Silvahson I have let Blake and Hewwies
go off to Abbotsford without me specially
it done. And I am jollay well goin’ to
him!” said Arthur Augustus
atically.
will mean an awful row,” said Manners.
it 1” said Arthur Augustus cheerfully.
-at won't know that I put it there! Let
ge and woah, the wottah !”
to one you'll be spotted, old man,” said

sbbish 1
Mlverson may come in any minute.”

en I had bettah huwwy up.”
5k here, old chap——" urged Tom.
s all wight, deah boy,” said Arthur
tis  reassuringly.  “You fellows wag
on, but you nevah seem to wealise that

it on Silvahson, and let the wat know what -

7

"waggin’ the wat is safah in the hands of a fellow

of tact and judgment. It’s quite all wight.”

“If Silverson spots you——"

“He won’t. I shall just stwoll along Mastahs’
Studies, dwop into the wat’s studay, and leave
this on his table, and be back in thwee minutes.
It's all wight.”

“But =

“Wats, old chap !”

And Arthur Augustus. with his picture
camouflaged in blotting-paper under his noble
arm, walked on, and turned the corner into
Masters' passage, leaving his friends feeling very
dubious and uneasy. :

“Oh, my hat!” “The
Worm

Tom caught his breath.

Mr. Silverson, the master of the Fourth, came
in by the big doorway on the quad.

He glanced at Tom Merry as he entered—a
glance of dislike; the Worm could never see Tom
without looking as if he would like to bite him.

For Silverson and his black looks Tom did
not care a straw. He hardly noticed James
Silverson’s black look or black eye. Silverson
was going in—and only that moment Gussy had
turned the corner! Silverson was going to cop
Gussy in his study, placing that disrespectful
picture on his table! There was not the slightest
doubt about that. Silverson would walk into his
study almost on Gussy’s heels !

Tom Merry had no time to think about it. All
he knew was that the Worm was not going, if
he could help it, to catch the hapless Gussy in
the very act and handle the cane on him with his

breathed Manners.
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usual ruthless severity—or rather more than
usual, in the circumstances. Tom acted without
thinking.

Leaving Manners, he made a rush at. the
doorway, and, as if not seeing Mr. Silverson
coming in, crashed right into the master of the
Fourth.

“Oh crumbs !” gasped Manners, taken as much
by surprise by that sudden action of his chum as
James Silverson was.

“QOh!” roared Mr Silverson.

e went spinning, and crashed down in the
doorway with a heavy bump. Tom Merry, reel-
ing from the shock, stood panting, staring at him
as he sat.

TOUGH FOR TOM !

AMES SILVERSON sat and spluttered.

He seemed hardly able to believe what had
happened—and, indeed, he hardly could.

Tver since he had been at St. Jim’s the new
master of the Fourth had been on Tom Merry’s
trail, and more trouble had been packed into
that term than Tom had ever known before. On
James side, at least, they were rivals for a
fortune, and James’ one aim at St. Jim’s was to
pile® trouble on_his schoolboy rival. Often, by
sheer cunning, had he made Tom appear to be
in the wrong; but this time cunning was not
needed—Tom, for once, seemed to be hunting
trouble on his own account. \ :

Barging a master headlong over was rather a
serious matter, and that was what Tom had done
without even a hint of provocation, except fer
a black look.

James, who had often taken a great deal of
trouble to provoke Tom’s temper into reckless
action, had not needed to provoke him this time.
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He sat up and spluttered, and gazed up at the
captain of the Shell in as much amazement as
rage. :

“You—you * he gasped. - : ;

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Manners, in dismay.
He understood after a moment why Tom had
done it, but that did not make it less serious,

“Oh, my hat!” came a startled exclamation
from the staircase.
~ Monty Lowther was coming down.

Monty’s little jest on Trimble in Study No. 10
had rather delayed his return. He came without
the biscuits; Baggy had had the biscuits! He
came down i time to see Tom charge the master
of the Fourth over in the House doorway.

James staggered to his feet.

His face was crimson with rage—except for the
black circle round his eye.

“Merry ! You—you—> he stuttered, in fury.

“Sorry, sir!” said Tom politely.

That was true enough. Ifc was sorry that he
had had to barge James over to save Arthur
Augustus from what was coming to him. He
had some unpleasant consequences to expect for
himself. ;

He was sorry he had had to do it, but he was
not sorry that he had done it. Whatever he got
from Mr. Linton, his Form-master, for having
done it would be little compared with what Gussy
would have got from Silverson if the Worm had
caught him with that picture in his study. James
was not merely a severe master, he was hard
and cruel, and poor old Gussy would have had
the time of his life. :

“Sorry, are you?” said James Silverson, be-
tween his teeth. “If you were in my Form—”
He broke off, choking with rage. “I shall take
you to your Form-master. Come !”

“Very well, sir,” said Tom quietly.

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah, deah boy ?”
Arthur Augustus came out of Masters’ passage
and started a little as he saw his Form-master,
He realised that he had cut it very fine. “Tom
Mewwy, old chap, what——"

“Follow me, Merry!” roared James.

He stalked away to Mr. Linton’s study, fol-
lowed by the captain of the Shell. Manners and
Lowther stood looking after them in dismay.

James banged rather than knocked at Mr.
Linton’s door, and pitched it open.

The master of the Shell, having come in from
a walk in the quad, had settled down comfort-
ably in an armchair. He did not look pleased
when James Silverson stalked into his study with
Tom at his heels. Z

He rose to his feet, compressing his lips.

Mr. Linton was tired of James’® incessant
reports and complaints of that member of his
Form He had come to the conclusion that My,
Silverson disliked that distant relative of his—
which was correct—and he had gone so far as to
request Mr, Silverson to mind his own business
and keep clear of the Shell. 2

Now,: it seemed, there was to be more of it,
and Mr. Linton had no doubt that the trouble,
whatever it was, was as frivolous as before, and
due chiefly to Mr. Silverson’s dislike of his school-
boy relaiive. He had had enough of it, and he
did not wait for James to speak.

. “Is this another complaint concerning Merry,
Mzr. Silverson?”’ he rapped.

“Yes, sir, it is!” panted James.

“Thea kindly do not waste my time ! rapped
the master of the Shell.

“What?7” roared James.
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“1 have told you, sir; and more
that T am tired of hearing complaints,
unjustified, about this boy of my B
claimed Mr. Linton tartly. “I have
you, sir, to keep your distance from b
Form, and not to concern yourself ab
You are wasting my time and your
Silverson.”

James almost foamed,

“Is a master in this school, sir, te
Leadlong by a disrespectful boy ?” he sm
“Is a master to be knocked spinning in

o Way 22 >
It that is  what has occur
Silverson——"

“That is what has occurred bay

“Then have no doubt that it
accident——""

“It was no accident !” James almost =
“The boy himself will not dare to say |
was an accident,”

Mr. Linton compressed his lips h
dawned on him that ior once James
was, perhaps, making a justified comp
was a very disconcerting reflection after i
had said to the master of the Fourth,

It was clear, at least, that this was no
of an absurd misapprehension, like the af
the worm a few days ago. 3

“Was this an accident or not, Merry 2
Mr. Linton sharply.

“It was not!” roared James. ]
deliberately rushed into me—the most del
action, sir!” ]

“Will you let the boy speak, Mr. Silve

“If you listen, sir, to this boy’s false
will take the matter to the Housemaste

“Let Merry speak!” rapped Mr. &
“Merry, answer me at once. Was this g
dent or not?” i

Tom breathed rather hard.

“No, sir!” he answered quietly.

James stared at him. Like many u
persons, James found it difficult to believe
others were morve truthful than himself.
never could have understood that Tom
would not have lied to save himself from
lickings. Mr. Linton, who judged be
pected a truthful answer; and got one. -

He knitted his brows. This was ra
ward for Mr. .Linton after his rema
Silverson entered. It concentrated his
Tom. :

“Merry,” he exclaimed, “am I to und
that you deliberately knocked over a m
Dr. Holmes’ staff ?” 3

“I barged into Mr. Silverson, sir,” sa
“I should not have doune so to any-other
in this school.” =

“You hear him!” spluttered James.
hear him 1”

“I hear him, Mvr. Silverson,” said the
of the Shell coldly. “There is no ex
Merry’s action——7"

“1 am glad to hear you say so ! snarled

“I shall deal with this boy, sir, as he de
said Mr. Linton. He picked up a cane £
table. ‘““Merry, bend over that chair 1

Tom Merry bent over the chair and tos
six in silence. It was a sufficiently seve
though nothing like what Arthur Augustus
have received from Silverson had not To:
the swell of St. Jim’s from discovery.

Myr. Linton laid down the cane. But
not finished yet. All the more because
irtitated by the fact that Silverson was th
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ificd, he was intensely angry with the junior,
o was, admittedly, in the wrong.

Vou will be detained in the House this after-
on, Merry,” he said icily. “1 will prepare a
fin paper, which you may take to your study.
hall expect it to bé completed by tea-time.
it may wait here.”

He glanced at James.

81 frust you are satisfied, Mr. Silverson,” he
ded.

James gave a grunt which did not clearly indi-
e whether he was satisfied or not, and stalked
t of the study.

*May I speak to my friends, sir?” asked Tom.
‘You may not!’ answered Mr. Linton coldly.
They are waiting for me, sir, to go out.”
hen you may speak to them and return to
s study.” Mr. Linton was very angry and
woyed, but he was not inconsiderate. “Return
once.”

*Thank you, sir!”

"om Merry left the study to speak to Manners
3 Lowther He was back in hardly more than
sinute, and for the next quarter of an hour he
silence, and waited while his Form-master
sared the Latin paper which was to occupy
that afternoon while his friends were gone
bbotsford to watch the airmen.

KICKING OVER THE TRACES !
NG !

- “Temme out!”
Tom Merry jumped.
Hc came into his study, No. 10 in the Shell,
his Latin paper in his hand and a dark
on his face.
Ho shut the door with rather a.slam, and threw
s paper on the table. But he did not sit down
it. He had not made up his mind whether-
swas going to sit down to that paper or not.
& was, in fact, in an angry and rebellious mood,
d very much inclined to walk out of the House
1 the school, and let Mr. Linton do -what he
about it afterwards.
Fhat sudden outbreak from the study cupboard
him by surprise.
had had only a few words with his chums
ore he went back to Mr. Linton, and they
rted for Abbotsford without him. So, as
ity Lowther had not mentioned it, he was un-
re of Baggy Trimble’s imprisonment in the
cupboard. He jumped in his astonishment,
stared at the cupboard door, on which a fat
" was banging from within.
Vho the dickens is that?”” he exclaimed.
Temme out!” howled Trimble.. “I know it’s
Tom Merry. I can see you through the
thole.”
‘I that Trimble?” exclaimed Tom, recognis-
s the voice.
ing there?”
Ask Lowther for the key, you swab, and let
bout !’
‘T.owther ! Fle’s gone to Abbotsford.”
1l from Trimble.
,h, the rotter! FHas he taken the key with

1 suppose so, if he had it. Are you locked
you fat image? What the thump are you
& at all for?” exclaimed Tom.

‘T_T—I was just looking into the cupboard,
i that brute came in quietly and slammed the
= on me!” groaned Trimble. “I wasn’t scoff-

= the biscuits. He may have fancied I was!”

“You piffling idiot, what are you_

9

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. He undet-
stood what had happened now, and that this was
Monty’s playful idea of giving the tuck-hunter ot
the School House a lesson.

“Will you lemme out?” shrieked Trimble.

“How can fathead, if Lowther’s got -the
key 2 .asked Tom, laughing. “He’s a mile on
the way to Abbotsford now with Manners.”

“Go after him on your bike!” implored
Trimble. “Make him give you the key! T can’t
stay here! You see that? Go after him, Oh
jiminy ! I thought you were all gone out, or I
would’t have come to the study at all! I say,
T'm jolly glad you came up, Merry—but go after
Lowther now—"

“1 can’t, fathead!

“Qh, don’t gammon—cut
Lowther——"

“Ive got a Latin paper to do, fathead, and
I'm gated .till tea,” answered Tom. “T've had
Linton down on me.” »

“Youre the fellow to get into rows, ain’t
you?” suorted Trimble. “You've been in rows
all the term—with your Housemaster and Form-
master, and even with my Form-master, as well
as the Head! Well, look here, you can jolly well
cut—it won’t be the first time! I jolly well know
you cut last time Linton gave you a detention !
Well, cut this time.”

“ Fathead !” answered Tom.

“You won’t mind another row, old chap
urged Trimble persuasively through the cup-
board keyhole. “You like rows! Look how you
keep on rowing and ragging! You've been jolly
near the sack more than once this term! Well,
another row won’t hurt you.”

“Idiot !

“Will you get after that
roared Baggy. >
“T don’t know,” answered Tom. *But if T do,

I shan’'t come back with the key, you howling -
ass! Serve you jolly well right to be stuck in
the cupboard—it will teach you to leave fellows’

grub alone, perhaps.” s

“Look here—"

«Oh, shut up!” said Tom impatiently. I
can’t let you out—and I don’t know that L would
it T could. You've asked for it, and got it—
make the best of it!”

“Blow you!” roared Trimble.

Thump ! came a terrific knock on the cupboard
door. It was followed by a yell.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“What’s the matter now?” exclaimed Tom.

“Ow! I’ve hurt my knuckles—wow !”

“Better leave that door alone, then!”

“Yah! Rotter! Ow!”

Tom Merry gave no more heed to the hapless
Baggy. As he had said, he could not let the
prisoner out, the key being in Monty Lowther’s
pocket a mile away. And a fellow who parked
himself in a study cupboard to pilfer tuck
deserved to be locked in and booted into the
bargain. Baggy was getting what he deserved,
and he could like it or lump it.

Tom fixed his eyes on the Latin paper lying
on the table.

He noted, with a bitter smile, that it was a
tough paper to handle. His Form-master had
given him some hard work to do.

If he did that paper it would keep him hard
at work till tea-time; a dreary enough half-
holiday.

And it was a

12

I'm detained

after that beast

12

brute Lowther?”

day that fairly called a fellow
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out of doors. Deceniber - as it .was,. it was
bright.and dry and sunny, with.a nip of frest in
the air that made it all the more enticing.
Almost everybody was out of doors. ~A crowd
of feHcms had gone over to Abbotsford-to watch
the amrmen do their stunts; others were skating
on the frozen Rhyl; and on Big Side a senior
football match was going on. Even Racke and
Crooke. the slackers of the Shell, had gone out

—even Skimpole had walked forth with a heavy .

volunie unde1 his .arm. There was not a foot-
step to be heard about the studies; and not a
gowe, except Baggy Trimble’s from  the cup-
oard

Turning from the Latin paper, Tom  stepped
to  the window. FHe ‘leoked out into clear,
frosty sunshine, with the window wide open.

Below, in the quad, there were a few figures
to be seen, but almost everybody seemed to be
out of gates.

On one figure Tom’s eyes turned with a.gleam
in them: It was that of Mr. Silverson.

As if he guessed that eyes were on him, Silver-
son looked up as Tom looked down. Tle gave
the captain of the Shell a long look and \’alked
‘on. No doubt he could guess how little inclined
the: jimior was to stick in a study on that bright
afternoon, while all his- friends were absent,
working at a weary, dreary Latin.exercise.

Tom gave him a dark look as he went. .-

His mlehap that afternoon was due to his own

action,. certainly, in ‘saving Arthur
DiArey from bad trouble.
all James Silverson’s fault.
Arthur Augustus was the last fellow in the
world “to rag a master. -His view of such
thibgs was that they were bad form. He made
ceptlon only in . ‘Silverson’s favour—
se’ the Worm asked for it over and over
Silverson was a hard-handed tyrant in

Augustus
Newelthele»s, it was

again.
Iis. Form-room—his own Form loathed him as
miich as Tom Merry did.

“Gussy’s rag was Silverson’s fault.
he' caught Gussy with that picture in his study,
the punis‘hment would have been out of all pro-

And had

portion to the fault. Tom did not blame him-
Eelf in the least for having intervened as he had
one.

He ¢ould not expect Mr. Linton, of course, to
look at the matter as he did. - Nevertheless,
taking the view that James was to blame for
“the ‘whole affair, he was not disposed to resign
“himself to what—whether Linton knew it or not
—fvas an 'un‘deseyved punishment.

‘He had 'had six. = That was enough. Deten-
‘tion over and above was laying it on too thick !
And Tom suspected that that extra severity was
chiefly due to Mr. Linton’s annoyance at finding
that “Silverson was in the right for once! A
precious reason for a fellow to stick in a study
“on a half-holiday, he told himself bitterly.

For ten minutes or more Tom Merry stood at
the window, thinking it out—unheeding a squeal-
ing voice from the study cupboard.

Then at last he made up his mind.

He had not touched that Latin paper. He
was not going to touch it. If he did not take it
to Linton at tea-time, Linton, no doubt, would
come up to his study after it—and if he did, he
could find it lying on the table, untonched. If
it meant a row, let it mean a row—and that was
that !

Tom crossed to the door.

“1 say!” came a squeal from the study cup-
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board. Apparently an eye was at the
‘keyhole.” *I say, don’t you go withon
-medut.” I say—— Tom Merry, you rot >
Bay=——Oh,“you swab{® !

“would have come to the atudy

hap]ess Baggy groaned. He groane
= Tap !

THE GEM |

<The study door: banged after Tom N

Five. minutes later. Tom was dropp
a back window ; and a few minufe;
he was scudding along the lane to Ab :
to_join his friends there! -

lhe dxe was cast'

MYSTERIOUS i

AGFY TRI\/[BLE _groaned.
Really, it “was awful for Ba'
He had been the best part @
in that awful cupboard:
pated anythnw ot
dreamed of * ses  would -
dragged him_ mto Study: No. 10 that :

It was the severest lesson Baggy
received on the sub]ect of tuck-hunting
tellows’ studies !

Probably it would have the effect o
him clear of Study No: 10 in future fi
So far as that went, Monty Lowther
with Baggy was quite an efficacious o

But it was awful; it ivas fearful, for
He had finished thc' scuits; but ‘rhme
comfort in biscuits in this awful situs

Those brutes were gone ‘to Abbo li
‘meant that they would be late back:
indeed, very likely they would tea at
and not come in till calling-over. Bag
had to stay in that cupboard until they

It was what the fat Baggy deserved !
consideration was no-comfort: to: hir

Several times he thoglit ol yelling at
of his voice, in which case, no doubt,
A 1Nas
ing him bagged in a study cupboard
doubt have directed the lock to be fo
him cut.

But Baggy dreaded a master ®
study more than he dreaded imprison
cupboard.

For the question would at once arise
he been doing in that cupboard wh
was shut on him? ;

There was only one answer to that
he had been annexing the’ Proper

That meant a painfal interview ywith
his Form-master. . :

Silverson, as all the Fourth “lne
fearfully dutiful as a master, and v
did not eare a bean whethor Bag:
study cupboard in the Shell or not. ¥
was not very dutiful in some. ways, he
over-dutiful in others.” If Baggy
him for judgment, he would cane B
was not the slightest doubt on that
was the kind of man who liked can

Baggy had squirmed under Silve
good many times that term. He k
was like—only too well !

Six from Silverson was worse th
from any other master—indeed,
have preferred a Head's flogging.

So Baggy, tempted as he was to
did ‘not yell He did not want help
result in an interview with Silverson.

Still, it was awful! Instead of

That tap at the study door reach
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aving Manners, Tom Merry
sarson coming in, crashed ri

i the cuphoard. Somebody was coming to
tudy. Some fellow who did not know that
Aferry & Co. had gone out—unless, perhaps,
Linton after Tom Merry !

y squinted from the keyhole of the cup-
If it was Mr. Linton, Baggy did not want
act his attention. Linton, no doubt, would
ofected his release; but he would have
td him over to his.Form-master. -

s study door opened.

on his kevhole Baggy could not see the
ay, but he saw the opening door. .
sone was leoking into the study. The next
t that someone stepped into the room.

‘s Baggy saw him: and from the bottom of
¢ hear! he was glad that he had made no
| o draw attention.

it was his own beak, Silverson!

v, silent as a mouse, squinted at Mr.
S in astonisament. It was quite likely
Mr. Linton might have come up to a Shell
. But why Mr. Silverson, the master of the
should have come was a mystery to
- Trimble. Silverson had no business in' the

b1

made a rush at the doorway, and, as if not seeing Mr.
ght into the master of the Fourth. ¢ Oh!” roared Mr.

Silverson, as he went spinning.

That muttered word reached Baggy’s ear,

Baggy grinzed.

He understood now.

All the Lower School knew how Silverson was
on Tom Merry’s track. It was no business of
Silverson’s if a Shell fellow cut detention, and,
in the case of any other Shell fellow, Silverson
would have taken no heed. But in the case of
Tom Merry it was a different matter. ;

Baggy did not need telling that his bealk had
suspected that Tom might cut, and had come up
to the study to find out. -

No doubt he had an excuse ready to explain his
visit, if he had found Tom Merry there, busy on
his Lalin exercise. As a relation of Tom’s, that
was ‘easy enough.

But he had not found Tom there. As soon as he
entered the study he lknew what he wanted to
know. :

Tom had cub.

Squinting from the cupboard keyhole Baggy
could see Silverson’s face, with its darkened eye
and the bitter, sneering, sardonic expression on it.

A mouse had nothing on Baggy for silence and
stillness. Baggy [rimble was not bright, but he
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was bright enough to-know. what Silverson would
feel like if he found out that he had been watched
while spying in a study in which he had no
concern. Baggy’s podgy skin almost crept at the
idea of what he would get frem Silverson if the
Worm spotted him there now.

Silverson stood for a moment or two as if in
thought. Then, to Baggy’s surprise and alarm,
he stepped back to the door and closed it silently.

. Now that he had found Tom missing and the
Latin exercise untouched on the table, Baggy
expected him to go—with news for Linton. 1t
was Linton who would have to deal with Tom;
* and all that Silverson could do was to let Lmton
know.

But Silverson was not going ;.and, for a moment
or two, Baggy had a horrid misgiving that he
suspected that somebody was in the study.

But his Form-master did not glance towards
the ‘cupboard. He stepped back to the table and
picked up a paper that lay there.

A< he held it up to look at it Baggy could see
what it was—a Latin exercise, obviously the one
Tom had thrown on the table.

Baggy knew—what Mr. Silverson could see—
that that exercise was quite untouched. Not a
word had been written on it; not an answer to a
single question. Why Silverson was Jnterecfed in
it at all was a puzzle to the fat Bagey in the
cuphoard.

Mr. Sllverson laid the paper on fhe table again.
To Baggy’s further astonishment, he p1cl\ed up
Tom’s pen and dipped 1t in the inkpot.

Baggy blinked. -

It was impossible that %11\ elson was going fo
do that paper for the absent®junior. “That was
utithmkable' ‘But “hat on earth was he gomg
tode

He was leamng over the table, writing on'that
paper; Bang' could ‘see that. - What he was
writing on it, Baggy could not =ee—and could not
begin to guess. All this was utterly bewildering
to Baggy’s fat brain.

Silverson was a couple of minutes af’ work.
Then he laid the pen back beside the inlkpot.

He stepped back to the door.

Seemmglv he had finished in the study now.
Baggy Tumble heard the door open and close
softly.:

-Silverson was gone.

“Oh_jiminy !” breathed the bewﬂdeled Baggy.

Silverson was gone—having written something
on that Latin paper! What he had written, and
why he had written it, had Baggy guessing.

A less inquisitive fellow than Baggy might have
been curious about it. Baggy was .intensely
curious. He would have been very glad to get
a squmt ‘at what Silverson had writtenn on Tom
Merry’s Latin paper.

But Baggy had no chance of squmhng at that
paper. Baggy was still locked in the study cup-
board—with no chanee, of getting out! He was
glad that Slherson was gone, and that there was
no Jonger any danger of discovery by him; but
that was the only comfort he had.

Baggy groaned—but he was less inclined than
ever to yell for help—with Silverson in the offing !
A. yell might reach the ears that Baggy least
desired. to hear. - Baggy mumbled and grumbled
—but he promptly ceased to mumble and grumble
as he heard the sound of the study door opening
again; and, silent as.a mouse, he applied his eye

- oncé-more to the keyhole of tfle cupboard door.
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BY WHOSE HAND ? 3
AMES SILVERSON stood in his o
a faint,- sardonic smile on his hi
face, Iooklng at a sheet of: card
lay on his table.

It was the picture left there for hls
by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy more than
ago, but Gussy, in leaving 1t there, ce
not suppesed that James ‘would smile
saw it.

But James was smiling—a feline, sard

This was not James' first view of th
art. James had seen it when he entered
after taking Tom Merry fo Mr. Linton
the first view of it, James had not smil
glared with fury. :

Now, however, he was smiling.

It did not cross his mind that a fell
own Form, the Fourth, had placed
respectful picture there. James knew,
that he was loathed in the Fourth; he mi
have suspected that he was regarded as
and that the whole Form would have i
him boated out of St. Jim’s.

Nevertheless, when - anything happ
James, he automatically suepected that
from Tom Merry.

He never lost a chance of ma]xum hin
pleasant to that distant relation of hls,
toek it for granted that Tom did the same
was far from being the case.

Tom, certainly, had hit back at hla
good many times; but he was very fi
ha\mg enmity in his mind all the time
was a feeling qulte alien - to Tom’s
cheerful mind.

Often and often he fmgot Jame
altogether, and his dislike _only
James disagreeably reminded him. of it

James, concentrated on enmity, did nof
stand that in the least. His perpetual
was judging others by himself—which: gmfe
very low opinion of all mankind! -

That insulting picture came from Tom ]
James did not even think of:doubting
did not, in fact, want to doubt it. = S
James had a rag of a conscience, it was .
by the belief that rivalry and- enmﬁy
bitter on Tom’s side as his own:

He would have laughed sarcastically
that Tom had never given a thought to @
Priscillas Fawcett’s money—his™
being incessanily on if.
believed, and did net want to beli
would have entirely forgotten that i
him, if only James would’ have left hini i

This fresh insult came from Tom !
no doubt that Tom had left that picture
study only a'tew minutes before hc had
him over in the House doorway.

It was one more item in the long aceour
paid for with heavy. interest..

Looking: at that piciure, James smlled
unpleasant smile!, That picture,. with
scription in capital letfers, had given
idea—which he had carned out, to the.
tion of the fat Baggy in the cupboard 8
No. 10. e

No eye had fallen on James in the
quarters, so far as he knew—naturally,
dreamed that a gooseberry eye had been
from the. keyhole, of.a cuphoard! Jam
wary; but the wariest schemer would hazd
guessed that one.]

Now, having retur ned to h1< own smdy,
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boked at that picture, smiled in his cat-like way,
and considered his next step. 2

Tom Merry had cut; no doubt he had carried
on with the afternoon’s excursion, whatever it was
anyhow, he was gone from the school. Before
e came back Linton had to visit his study—it
was an essential part of James’ scheme to get
Linton to enter Study No. 10 in the Shell before
any of the owners of that study returned.
Probably he had plenty of time, but he did not
hean to lose any. He picked up the cardboard,
fter a fow minutes’ thought, and left his study,
P iaking that picture along with him.

5 He tapped at Mr. Linton’s door.

The master of the Shell was busy correcting a
sile of Form papers. He did not want any inter-
fuption, least of all from a man he disliked. He
ve James an icy look as he entered.
had happened that afternoon had
) Mr. Linton intensely. His annoyance
as about equally divided between Tom Merry
ind Mr. Silverson.
. “Pray excuse me,” said James in a sarcastic
one.
Linton, if you can spare a few minutes.”
He laid the cardboard on the table before the
master of the Shell.
Ir. Linton stared at it, frowning.
he picture of a Form-master hurtling, with a
boot behind him, might scem amusing to a
wnior, but it did not seem amusing to a master
tho was a stickler for discipline and authority.
" And the inscription on the card, “WHAT
WILL HAPPEN WHEN THE HEAD KNOWS
¥HAT A ROTTER YOU ARE !’ which would
wve made the Fourth Form grin, made Mr.
Linton frown with grim disapproval.
“May I ask what you think of that, sir?”
nquired Mr. Silversoh in the same sarcastic tone.
‘Myr. Linton looked at him.
] think that this is the very extreme of dis-
spect I” he answered. “But I do not quite see
ow it concerns me, Mr, Silverson.”
~“Indeed !"” said James.
“J] do not know where you
retched sketch,” said Mr. Linton. “But you
ould not imply, sir, that it refers to me! It is
erfectly . plain that it refers to yourself!
Ybviously the master depicted here is represented
s having a discoloured eye, which leaves no
oubt on the subject.”
| “(lertainly it refers to me!” snapped James.
found it lying on the table in my study. It
s placed there for me to find. And I am per-
v assured that it was placed there by a boy

obtained this

Mry. Linton’s lip curled.

¢ Merry, I suppose ?”’ he said.
1“ Veg, Merry !”
“TIf you have any
ilverson, I will listen to it. I
otice of mere suspicion.”

%1 have no evidence of any. kind to adduce—the
sung rascal is too wary for that!”

“Then I am not concerried in the matter. But
will tell you this, Mr. Silverson; it is very plain
5 me that you have a personal dislike for a
choolboy who is related to you, and that you are
repared to suspect Merry of anything and every-
hing. [ have not the slightest doubt that this
bsurd picture is the work of some boy in your
wn Form.” :

T do not believe so for one moment, sir.”

Tt certainly is not the work of Tom Merry, in
y opinion, apart from the fact that there is no
eason whatever to suppose so,” said Mr. Linton.

evidence to adduce, Mr.
shall take -no

“T should like you to look at this, Mr.
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“This picture is out of drawing—and Merry
draws fairly well. = It would have been much
better drawn, I think, had it been the work of a
boy who draws as well as Merry.”

James shrugged his shoulders.

“Vou decline to take note of this matter,
then 27 he asked. :

“(ertainly I do!” exclaimed Mr. Linton
sharply. “1 have punished Merry this afternoon,
Mr. Silverson, for what he has done; I certainly
shall not dream of punishing him for what he has
not done.”

“There is, naturally, no proof, as the boy was
not seen to enter my study, and he has been
careful to write in capital letters, so that his
haﬁldwriting could not be identified,” said James.
S

“ Proof is required, sir, before punishment can
be administered,” said Mr. Linton. ¢If that is
not your view, it is mine.”

“This piece of cardboard, sir, has been cut
from a larger sheet, as you can see,” said Mr.
Silverson.

“ Well 27

“T¢ is probable that the remainder of the sheet
may be found in the study of the boy who drew
this insulting picture.”

“Very probable!” assented Mr. Linton. “No
doubt a Fourth Form study.”

“Tf the remainder of the sheet could be found,

" and this piece fitted to it, would you regard that

as something in the nature of evidence, sir?”
asked James sarcastically.

¢ (ertainly I should ”

“May I request you to step into Merry’s study
and request him to show you any cardboard that
he may possess?”

My, Linton compressed his lips.

“ And if,” pursued James. “you find a sheet of
cardboard from which a section this size has been
cut with a pair of scissors=——"

“T do not suppose so for one moment.”

“Ti will take only a few minutes to ascertain
the fact.”

Mr. Linton, breathing hard, rose to his feet.

“T will do so, Mr. Silverson, to satisfy you,” he
said. “T regard it as a waste of time, but I will
go to Merry’s study to make the inquiry.”

7 think I have a right to ask that much, sir.”

“Very well, please await me here!” snapped
Mr. Linton. And he left the study, frowning.

James sat down to wait. He smiled as he
waited. He yas thinking of what awaited the
master of the Shell in Tom Merry’s study, and
it was quite a pleasant thought to Mr. Silverson.

GUSSY GIVES GOOD ADVICE !
ING-A-LING-A-LING !
Tom Merry glanced round at the loud
ringing of a bicycle bell.

Tom was making speed on the road to Abbots-
ford. It was a long distance to the air field, and
he had to do that distance on foot; he could net
have ventured, in the circumstances, to wheel out
a bicycle. So he was going at a steady trot, when
that buzz behind made him glance round, and he
beheld the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy mounted on Gussy’s handsome jigger.

Gussy was putting on speed. = :

Having recognised Tom Merry on the road
ahead, the swell of St. Jim's pushed on to over-
take him. .

Tom came to a halt, and waited for him to
come up. Avthur Augustus shot alongside in a

Twe Gem Lisrarv.—NoO. 1,660
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~minute more, and at once jumped down from his
machine.

To Tom’s surprise Arthur Augustus gave him a
very severe look.

“T find you heah, Tom Mew: wy I’ he exclaimed.

“Looks like it !” agreed Tom. “What’s biting
you, old man ?”’

“Nothin’ js bitin’ me, Tom Mewwy ! But I am
vewy surpwised to find you heah on the woad to
Abbotsford !”7 said Arthur Augustus severely.

“What is there surprising in it, old bean?”
asked Tom. “I’m going to the air field to see
the show—as I suppose you’re doing, though
you've started jolly late' Like to give me a lift
on that bike ?”

“Vaas, wathah—if you will weturn. to the
school, Tom Mewwy ! I will lend you my Jlggah
with pleasme and walk the west of the way.’

Tom blinked at him.

“Pm not going back !” he answered.

“I twust that you are, deah boy! I am vewy
sowwy that you have been detained this aftah-
noon, but it is feahfully diswespectful to bweak
detention, and, weally, I think you ought to know
bettah. You are _juniah captain of the House,
Tom Mewwy, and in a wathah wesponsible posish,

-and this is not the sort of example you ought to
set othah fellows.”

Tom Merry coloured.

-“Fathead !”” he answered.

“Diswespect to a Form-mastah, Tom Mewwy, is
bad form ! said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

Tom laughed: -

“Such as drawing a picture of him bemg
klcked out of the school?” he asked.

“Bai Jove! That is a vewy diffewent mattah !
Silvahson is a wat and a wottah and a wap-
scallion'! - No fellow could wespect Silvahson.
Aftah .all, he is only a tempowawy mastah, and
he nevah would have edged into St. Jim’s it the
Head .had known what a wottah he was! I
suppose you will not maintain, Tom Mewwy, that
your beak is a wat like Silvahson 7”

“No, you ass!” grunted Tom.
rlght 3

“Vewy well, if he is all wight you have no
w1ght to tweat him with d1swespect I do not
blame you for bargin’ Silvahson ovah—he is a
wat—though it was' a wathah weckless. pwo-
,ceedin’,” said Arthur Augustus, shaking his noble
head. "“Ti is wathah thick, deah boy, to barge
ovah a I‘orm mastah. I do not wholly appwove of
it, leven in the case of a wat like Silvahson.”

“You’d rather he had nabbed you
study 7’ grinned Tom.

“Bai Jove! Is that why you dld it7” ejacu-
lated Arthur Augustus.

.% Do you think I did it for fun you ass—or just
to give him a chance to make trouble for me?”
- XMy deah chap, I am feabfully obliged to
you!” said Arthur Augustus. “It was awf’ly
decent of you, old bean. Bai Jove! If the wat
“had caught me there, I should not be able to sit
down for a week aftahwalds‘ It was tewwibly
good of you ! ! But

“Linton’s all

in his

“But we're wasting time!” suggested  Tom.

“We've missed some of the show already !
What about pushing on?”
_ “I suggest that you weturn to the school, Tom
Mewwy. It was véwy wight and pwopah for
‘you to barge that wat ovah, in the cires; but
you cannot expect Linton to see that——"’
© “T don’t, ass!”

“Then you must admit that you are tweatin’
Linton with diswespect.”"
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rats I”” grunted Tom.
5

4 Oh

ely on it, old fellow, tha
Silvahson “will spy ‘it out, and let Lin
He 15 hangin’ about the school—he d
goin’ out with that black eye !”

“Linton will know, an;how as I have
the Latin paper he set me, glunted Tom
need for the Worm to SpY,, this time.” =

“Weturn, deah boy——"

“Oh, rot!” :

“And get that papah done! I assuah )
chap, that you will be sowwy for t
Linton kicks up a wow !”

“T’ve been i too many rows lately fo €8
one more !” said Tom bitterly. °

“It 15 a vewy diffewent mattah, deah &
be in a wow when you are in the \Vlght
a wow when you are in the w'ong,” said 2
Augustus sagely. ‘This_time you -are |
w'ong.

Tom Merry stood silent.

“That wat Silvahson would
bettah,” said Arthur Augustus.
land you in wows with Linton.”

“TI know that!” grunted-Tom. 3

“Well, you are an. ass to help him on wit

“Oh, blow him !”

& Yaas blow that' wat—but you can’t b
own beak 1"’ said Gussy, ahakmg his h
are vewy luckay to have a decent man li
for a beak, instead of a wat like Silva
am surpwised at you actin’ in this way,
Mcw“y‘ It is not wight !” .

‘Any charge for the sermon 7”7 asked T

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
. Tom gave an irritated shrug of the shod

He had made up his mmd to that e
and there he was! But he was not whol
fied with his action, and he.knew quite we
Gussy was right. REven .if Linton had,
annoyance, rather over donQ the pumshmen
was no excuse for an act of disrespect
defiance towards a Form-master who was 2
ally just, and who always meant to be perfs
just,

“You're an ass, Gussy,” said Tom,:
howling chump, and a blithering - 1d10t
yowhnv fathead ! TLend me that blke
like, and T’ll cut back.”

GHSay smiled. *

“You can call me all the names you can &
of, old chap, if you will do the nght )
he said.

Tom gave a grunt. :

“Are you ass enough to walk rmles to
ford, just to let me geL back and tackle t
Latin paper?” he asked.

“I would walk twice as fah, deah
pwevent you fwom cheekm your beak and
in a wathah wotten way.’

“What?”

“A wathah wotten way !”

- Tom Merry gave the swell of St. Jim’s a
expressive look. He was not quite satisfied
what - he was doing, but he certainly did
regard it as acting in a rotten way. :

But his frownmg face broke into a grin.

“Well, if it’s rotten, 1" won’t do it, g
father ©* he said cheeuly 4

“Bai Jove! Weally, you ass—"

“Are you lending me that jigger ?”

“Yaas, wathah!” A

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy handed over
bieycle quite cheerfully. Tom Merry whirle
xound in the road, and put a leg over it

like
“He
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*Wush like anythin’, old chap!” said Arthur
bucustus encouragingly. “You will be feah-
idly glad aftahwards if you get that wotten
apah done for Linton, and don’t get his wag
* Anyhow, I'm going ! said Tom. “Ta-ta,
il fathead !I”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy watched him with a
atisfied smile as he went. In a minute he was
4t of sight, pedalling hard for St. Jim's. Then
rihur Augustus turned, and trotted on cheer-
Iy to Abbotsford—arriving there too late to
e much of the show, but happy to have per-
gacded Tom Merry to do the ‘“wight ” thing.

A SHOCK FOR MR. LINTON !

R. LINTON tapped at the door of Study
No. 10 in the Shell, and opened it.
- $ Merry ”” he began,
He broke off suddenly.
ames had given him no hint that he knew, or
spected, that Tom Merry was gone. It was
ot James’ cue to let Linton know that he had
ited that study. That was James’ own secret.
The master of the Shell was taken quite by
cprisc. It had not crossed his mind for a
ouient that Tom was not there. Naturally he
id cxpected to find him at work on that Latin
iper,
¢ stepped into the study with a frown gather-
on his brow. He glanced round the room;
m was not there. Then he looked for the
|fin paper,
The junior, after all, might have stepped out
f the study. He had been told to go to his
udy and do that paper—but if, after an hour
it, he had relaxed to the extent of strolling
sund the passages, Mr, Linton had no fault to
ad with that. - If Tom had cut, it was a serious
tter; if he had only strolled out of the study
or a few minutes, perhaps to chat with some
dlow by way of relief, there was nothing in it.
A glance at the Latin paper would show which
was. That paper ought to be half-done by this
ime—at least, considerable progress ought to
ive been made with it. How long Tom’s absence
been was easily judged by a glance at his

e Latin paper lay. full in view.

Mr. Linton looked at it and started as he
oked. A thunderous expression came over his
ce.

‘A pgooseberry eye, squinting from the cupboard
ivhole, blinked in startled surprise at the ex-
ression on Mr. Linton’s face.

‘Morc than ever, Baggy Trimble wondered
hat Silverson could possibly have written on
jat paper.
Whatever it was, he could see that a mere
ance at it had thrown the master of the Shell
jto a rage.

‘No doubt Mr. Linton would have felt, and
oked, angry had he merely seen that the paper
as- untouched, -that not a single answer was
ritten to a single question, proving that Tom
lerry had cleared off, regardless of his Form-
aster’s orders. :

But that alone would not have accounted for
he anger, indeed, the fury, in the usually calm
d serene face of the master of the Shell.

& quite frightened Baggy to see it.

inton was panting—his cheeks pale with
ser, his eyes flashing, his hands trembling.

o
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Baggy, could he have seen the paper on the
table, would have known the reason.

So far as the Latin questions went, that paper
was untouched. But on the blank space, where
the answers should have been written, was an

_inscription in capital letters, similar to those on

the picture. And that inscription ran:
“YOU CAN TAKE YOUR PAPER BACK,
LINTON, YOU OLD FOOL!”

Mr. Linton gazed at those words.

He trembled with anger.

Nothing had been done to that paper; the
boy had contemptuously disregarded it and gone
out. That alone was bad enough. But—as it
seemed—he had not been satisfied with that.

He knew that if the paper was not taken to
his Torm-master at the prescribed time, his
Form-master would come to the study, probably
with a cane under his arm. ; 5

Knowing that, he had left this message of
insulting defiance to greet his eyes!

What else was Mr. Linton to think?

For several long minutes the master of the Shell
stood looking at that paper. Then, with trem-
bling hand, he picked it up, crushing it in his
hand, and left the study.

Baggy, in the cupboard, was left more mysti-
fied than ever. But no more than to Mr. Silver-
son did it occur to the master of the Shell that
there had been a watching gooseberry-eye in
Study No. 10.

Mr. Linton swept down the passage, and down
the stairs, rather like a thunderstorm.

He re-entered hiz study, where James Silverson
rose to his feet and gave him an inquiring look.

The master of the Shell composed his face, but
he could not conceal what he was feeling from the
keen, scrutinising eye of James Silverson.

James’ eyes glimmered. <

“You have uot been long, Mr. Linton !” he said.
“May I ask whether you have made sure that
Merry 2

“I have been unable to question Merry, sir, as
he was not in his study !” answered Mr. Linton
in a choking voice.

James raised his eyebrows.

“I do not quite understand you, sir!” he said
coldly. “1 distinctly heard you tell Merry that
he was detained in the House for the afternoon,
and was to work at a paper in his study. This
was a part of his punishment for his ruffianly
attack on me in the House doorway.”

“Yes—but !

“1f this punishment was rescinded, sir, after I
left‘you, I do not regard it as fair dealing with
me !”

“The punishment was not rescinded !”” snapped
Mr. Linton “Nothing of the kind.”

“Did you not say that Merry was not in his
study 7”7

“1 did!” said Mr. Linton, breathing hard.
“The boy has gone out without leave, disregard-
ing my orders, and left his task untouched.”

“Oh! 1 am sure I beg your pardon, sir—I
did not understand that! In that case, the matter
must stand over until he returns to the school,”
said Mr. Silverson. “I will waste no more of
your time, Mr. Linton.”

The master of the Shell nodded—he could
hardly speak. Silverson left the study.

Not till then d d Mr. Linton uncrumple the
paper in his hand, He did not desire that paper,
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with 1ts insulting message, to meet Mr. Sllverson 8
sardonic eyes.

He little: dreamed that those eyes had. seen it
already, and that it was Sllvelsons hand that
had inscribed the message.

Left alone in the atudy, Mr. Linton looked at
the Latin paper again and threw it on his table.

He did not sit down again to his interrupted
work. He was far too deeply disturbed for that.

Heé -paced the study, his eyes every now and then
turning on the paper on the table. When a foot-
step passed in the passage he hurriedly threw a
blotting-sheet over 1t; he did not want it to be
seen, if anyone came to his study.. That a member
of his Form had insulted and defied him so grossly
was nob the kind of' thing Mr. Linton wanted
to advertise o

Only one other pelson s eyes were to see that
paper—the headmaster’s—when Mr. Linten took
it—and Tom Merry—to Dr. Holmes!

What would happen when the Head saw that
_paper was not to be doubted. This was going to
be Tom Merry’s last act of defiance at St. Jim’s.
Twice already that term he had come within
measurable distance of expulsion—this time he
weould not escape.

While the agitated master of the Shell paced :
his study James Silverson walked in the quad-’

rangle with a pleasant smile on his face.

Fourth Form fellows who noticed him thought
that the Worm was looking unusually geod-
tempered.

James, indeed, was in a good temper for once.
What was going to happen to Tom Merry was
enough to make James feel quite amiable!

AND ONE FOR TOM MERRY !

[ H, my hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry in °
surprise and dismay.

Breathless,
entered his study.
Having decided to act upon Arthur Augustus

the captain of the Shell

D’Arcy’s sage advice, Tom had lost no time in .

getting back to St Jim's. He had handed
Gussy’s hike over to Talbot of the Shell, whom he
came upon near the school, to put away in the
bikeshed, and clambered in over the wall by which
he bad Ieft In a few more minutes he had
climbed in at the back window, which he had
left open, and cut back to his study.

He had been absent hardly more than an hour
No one had seen him go, or return—except
D’Arcy and Talbot. Linfon need never know
that he had bein out of gates at all. :

Tom—as Gussy had wisely predicted—was
already glad that he had changed his'mind. - He
had come back full of good resolutions. ‘A good
deal of time had been lost; but a hard grind at
that, mouldy Latin paper would get it through by
tea-time, and all would be well. If he could not
finish it in the time he would, at least, do all that
he could—that was all that was left to him after
his escapade.

So it was suxpubmg, and utterly dismaying, to
find that the Latin paper was no longer on his
study table where he had left it.

He stared blankly at the table.

But it was gene,

Tt was quite a knock-down 'blow to his good
resolutions. : It was simply mystifying, for a
moment or two, to find that the paper was gone.
Who on earth could have taken it? Even if a
fellow had happened to come to the study, he
would not have meddled with a Latin paper.
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Then it ﬂa,shed mto his mind who had |
Linton, of course, had come up to &
Perhaps he had mspected him of ecut
had looked in to make sure. In that c: ]
the paper untouched, no doubt he woul
away with him. - 2.0

In a dismayed and worried hame of
did not heed a squealing voice from
cupboard, which reminded him . that °
Trimble was still therewa clrcumstance
quite forgotten.

“Tom Merry ! I can see you, you swab I
you got that key ?”:came the squeal from
“I say, did you get that key off
Will you let me out of this putrid cupbe

Tom hardly heard—he did not heed at

He had" enough trouble of his own o
without worrying about the.fat Baggy’s.

What was he going to do? E

If Linton had taken' that paper, Linton
that he had cut. There was no hope now
ing that-dark. He could guess the sta
in which he would find his Form-mast
went.to him-now.

But:there was nothlng else to be don:
his escapade there was nothing for it bu
Linton he ‘was sorry, and ask for the j
if Linton gave him six, take it with a st
ip!

But was it Lm'on who had taken {

id ot want to hunt fm"more :
with his Form- master : :

) Tom Meny, you beast 12 came Bagg

jactulated Tom
He turned to the cupboald Thar, fat%
said that he could see him—if so,
seen Linton 1f he came. Baggy coui
what he wanted to know.
“%mlble, you fat

e
Lowther 7 wailed Baggy :
“1 haven’t seen Lowther ;
“Why -haven’t yon‘?”'yelled Baggy
I’'m-igoing to stick hére’ hours and he
hours?. Oh, 'l jolly:well pay you out fo
“Has. Linton been in- this study 7 -
“Yes, he jolly well has, and he khows
been’ out !” snorted’ Baggy :
you six, you rotter !’ =
. “Did he take a paper from the tab]e"
he did; and.I can tell you
I hope he’ll take you fo the He

ﬂoorgec
Tom Merry turned to the study door
was a yell of fury from the cupboard.
“Will you get me out of this, you
say, Merry  get me out of this someh
rotter I
But Tom Merry was gone,
He knew now what he wanted to know
had been to the study, and he had tz
paper away. Tom M‘erry ‘went down

Tt was unpleasant enough to face his
master. Bui 1t had to be done, either =
later; and obviously it was better to face
as soon as possible. It would show, at I
he had changee his mind about defying av
and, after all his absence had been b
was not-as if he had. gone on to Abbotsfos

(Continued on page 18.)
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not returned #ill calling-over, as he had originally
intended.

He tapped at Mr. Linton’s door.

“Come in *

Tom opened the deoor and entered.

Fe breathed rather quickly as he caught the
look his Form-master fixed on him. He had
expected an angry glance—but he had not ex-
pected that fixed look of bitter, icy anger and
hostility. : el ;

“So you have returned, Merry !’ said Mr.
Linton in a cold, hard, cutting voice.

“Yes, sir,” stammered Tom. “I'm sorry——"

“Indeed !”

“¥—1I know I oughtn’t to have cut, sir!” Tom
faltered, startled, almost alarmed, by that fixed
hostile grimness in his Form-master’s face. “I—
I know that! But—but I’'ve come back, sir, and
—and if yowll let me have the paper again I'll
get 1t through, sir——"

“That is enough 7 said Mr. Linton in a tone
of scornful contempt that cut like a knife.  You
are aware that I have seen the paper you left
in your study ?”’

“I—I suppose so, sir—

“Very well I” said Mr, Linton. “Now listen
to me, Merry! Immediately after prayers to-
morrow morning your headmaster will see you
in his study. I shall be present. Now you may
o
Tom looked at him.

“ Are you going to send me up fo the Head,
sir ?”” he asked in a low voice. :

“Did you not expect that such an act of dis-
respect, of defiance, of gross insult to your Form-
master would be placed before Dr. Holmes?”
asked Mr. Linton contemptuously.

“J—I never meant——"

“Y shall place that paper before your head-
master, Merry, and leave the matter to his judg-
ment. Now go.”

“T’ve said that I'm sorry, siz-——-">

“Leave my study !”

Mr. Linton pointed to the door. Slowly Tom
Merry left the study and shut the door after him.

He went out into the quad with his brain in a
whirl. He had acted disrespectfully, he realised
that now—it might be said defiantly. But

]

fellows, after all, had cut a detention before; it :

was a matter with which Form-masters were ac-
customed to deal; it was no maiter for being
“sent up.”

Why Linton was taking this harsh and im-
placable view was a sheer mystery to Tom—
unaware of what his Form-master had read on
that “paper which he had left blank, He had
done wrong, but not to that extent—mnot to the
extent of exciting the bitter, rigid hostility he
had read in Linton’s face.

Tom simply could not understand it.

He was going up to the Head in the morning.
That meant a flogging—probably a public flog-
ging in Hall. He did not guess that it meant
the sack—not knowing what he was believed to
have done.

Linton had refused to let him have the paper
back. He was not goiung’'to give him a chance
to make up for his fault, as he was eager and
anxious to do. Tom Merry tramped moodily
about the quad, with anger and resentment rising
in his breast—and did not even notice the smiling
glance he received from James Silverson.
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TOM IN TROUBLE !

ANNERS and Lowther tramped

No. 10 in the Shell, and Mont

parcel on the table. They

rather late for tea, and Monty had big

supplies for the same.. k

Tom Merry was not in the study, f1o

they concluded that he had finished h

task and gone out for a spot of fresh
wards.

Thump ! 4
“Lemme out!” came a squeal from &
cupboard, i
“0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Manners.
Trimble 17 ¢ Monty had told him on tk

Abbotsford of Baggy’s sad fate.
“Still  there, old fat grampus?’
Lowther. E
“QOh, you rotter !” wailed the wretched &
“Oh, you swab! You jolly well know L%
in here all the afterncon !” 1
“Why didn’t you crawl out through T
hole? A slim chap like you——" -
“Yah P’ roared Baggy. < Will you lenis
Td jolly well go to my beak about thiss
only: 2 =
“Only he would ask you why you got i
cupboard 1 chuckled Lowther. * Still, go
if you like.” =
“1—1—1 wor’t if you'll lemme out !

* Teli me at once the name of the
* lt—it—it was—was——"" Baggy s
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. Trimble. “You awful beast, keeping a chap
shut up in a cupboard——"

.~ “Now, what did I do with that key?”
Monty Lowther thoughtfully.

" There was a roar of dismay from the hapless
Baggy at the bare thought that Lowther might
have lost the cupboard key.

B “By Jove! "lItls not In

- Monty.

.~ ““Oh jiminy !” gasped Baggy.

“And it’s not in this other pocket!”

“Oh, you awful swab, have you lost it ?”

“QOh, no, it’s not in either of those pockets!
© Still, as I didn’t put it in either of them, that’s

b all right.” .

“You—you—you-—"spluttered the unhappy
occupant of the cupboard. £

“Here it is!” Lowther felt in the right pocket

" and took oub the key. “Now, if you'd like me
to let you out, Trimble 22

“Yes! Quick! «¥’ve been here ages! I'm fear-
fully hungry! You rotten swab— I—I—1
mean, dear old fellow, do let me out!”

“Sorry you scoffed the bikkers?”

“QOh, yes, awfully sorry !’ groaned Baggy.
<“Anything you like! Oh dear!
come to this study again—never!
old swab—I—I mean; old fellow !”

Monty Lowther inserted the key in the lock

~ 4t last and turned it. The cuphoard door flew

said

this pocket I” said

Let me out,

p Merry’s Latin paper !” said Mr. Linton.
out. “Who 7’ asked the Shell master.
ed Baggy. .

I—D1l never .

19

oplr'en% and a fat figure rolled out, gasping with
relief.

“Rotter I gasped Baggy, perhaps by way of
thanks. §

“You're getting off cheap,” Manners pointed
out. “Some pinchers get three months; you've :
only had three hours!” -

“Yah1*

Baggy rolled to the door. Manners and
Lowther grinned at him cheerfully as he went.
Baggy had had his lesson—and they charitably
hoped that it had done him good. :

In the doorway Baggy turned. Baggy would

-have been glad to collar Lowther with one fat

paw, Manners with the other, bang their heads
together, and then mop up the study with them.
That was not practical politics; but Baggy had
an arrow in his quiver, all the same.

“Yah! Tom Merry’s for it!” he howled.
“Your beastly pal is going to get it in his beastly
neck—so you can put that in your pipe and smoke
it! Yah to you!”

And, having discharged that Parthian shot,
Baggy scuttled away down the Shell passage at
top speed and vanished,

Manners and Lowther ceased to grin. That
Parthian shot had taken effect. They had not
been quite easy in their minds about Tom while
they were out that afternoon. Now they won-
dered what might have happened in their
absence,

“Tom can’t have cut,” said Lowther uncasily.
“We never saw anything of him at Abbotsford.”

“That fat frump would know if he did,” said
Manners “He’s been here all the afternoon.
Let’s jook for him.”

They left the study—forgetting the lateness of
tea and their own keen appetites for the same.
On the study landing they came on Blake and
Herries, Digby and D’Arcy, heading for
Study No. 6. ;

“Seen Tom?” called out Manners.

Four heads were shaken.

“Only just got in,” answered Blake.
thing up 7’

“Tg's all wight, deah boys!” said Arthur
Augustus reassuringly. “] haven’s seen Tom
Mewwy since we got in, but he’s awound some-
where.” :

“How do you know, ass, if youve only just
got in?” grunted Lowther.

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“Because I spotted him on the woad when he
was cleahin’ off—

“Then he cut!” exclaimed Manners.

“Vaas, wathah! But it’s all wight—he changed
his mind, and I lent him my jiggah to get back
on, so he must have been back undah the houah.
Don’t you wowwy—it’s all wight !

“QOh, good I’” said Manners, and they went on
to the stairs. “But what did that fat idiot
Trimble mean, then?”? he added, as they went
down. :

“ Goodness knows! Let’s find Tom.”

They found Tom Merry in the quad a few
minates later. With his hands driven deep in
his pockets, and a moody frown on his brow, he
was pacing rather aimlessly on the path under
the elms—the spot where, a few days ago, James
had misapprehended his warning to “mind that
worm.”

“QOh, here you are !” said Manners.

“Y didn’t see you come in,” said Tom. XHe
coloured a little.” He had rather forgotten his
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friends in his gloomy and resentful reflections
since his interview with My, Linton.

“Well, we've come in, anyhow!” said Lowther,
“What about tea ?”’

“Oh; all right!>

“Never mind tea for a minute,” said Manners
quietly, “What’s the matter, Tom? I can see
that something is.”

Tom’s eyes gleamed.

«1,inton’s got his back up !’ he answered. “I
was ass enough to clear off; but I came back—
not more than an hour—but the old ass seems
to have gone to my study and taken that dashed
Latin paper away ! And——"

“Six?” asked Manners.

Tom gave a bitter laugh.

“No, I dare say I asked for that much. I
shouldn’t grouse about that.”

“Then what 2

“Sent up to the Head,” said Tom. “I'm to go
before the beak after prayers in the morning.
That means a flogging, I suppose. As if fellows
have never cut a detention before! Cardew cut
a detention the other day, and even that rat
Silverson only gave him six; he never thought
of sending him to the Head. But that’s Linton’s
game—goodness knows why !

“Did you cheek him ?” asked Manners.

“No!” snapped Tom. “Don’t be an ass,
Manners

“Well, I can’t understand Linton taking that
line if it was only cutting a detention. H Fellows
are never sent up to the Head for that. Linton
won't be popular in the Head's study if he wastes
the big beak’s time on liftle things like that.
There must be something else.”

“There's nothing else.”

“If you checked him.” :

“P've told you I didn’t!” said Tom fiercely.
«“ And I was back in an hour. I could have done
that mouldy paper if he’d let me! It wasn’t as
if I'd gone on to Abbotsford and stayed out till
roll, either. But even for that a fellow ywouldn’t
be sent up to the Head. That ass Gussy per-
suaded me te come back! I might as well have
made a day of it !”

“If there’s nothing else——"

“T've told you there’s nothing else.”

“Then I can’t understand it,” sald Manners.
 The subject dropped, and the Terrible Three
went in to tea. But it was rather a gloomy tea
in Study No 10 in the Shell.

: WHO ?
66 HAT is it, Manners?”
Mr. Linten found Harry Manners
waiting for him at his study door when
he came away from Comumon-room some time
after tea,

Manners coloured a little.

“If T might speak to you, sir ? he said.

Mr. Linton opened his study door and went
in, and signed to Manners to enter. His eyes,
falling on a sheet of blotting-paper covering a
Latin paper that fay on the table, glinted.

Then he gave Manners a glance of cold
inquiry.

“Well 22 Le said curtly.

Manners’ colour deepened. Tt was awkward te
say what he had come there to say. Linton’s
lookt was far from inviting. But there was a
quiet and steady determinafion in Manners’
nature, and he went on with it.
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“['ve come to speak to you about Tom Merry,
sir.” :

Mr. Linton raised his hand.

“Say nothing on that subject, Manners !”

“But, sir 2

“If Merry has sent you here it is useless. Say .
no more.”

“Tom doesn't know I've come, sir,” said
Manners eagerly. “I've come on my own account
because I can’t understand——"

Mr. Linton’s lip curled.

“Probably Merry has not told you,” he said.
“Some sense of shame may have prevented him
from doing so. It is useless to speak, Manners!
Merry will leave the school to-morrow, and there
is nothing to be said !”

Manners gave a jump.

“You don’t mean that Tom is going to be
sacked, sir 7 he exclaimed incredulously.

“ Merry will certainly be expelled!” said Mr.
Linton. “If he has not told you so, you now
hear it from me! You may go, Manners !”

Manners did not go. He stood rooted to the
floor, staring at his Form-master. Ie was
utterly amazed and overwhelmed,

“Mr. Linton,” he exclaimed, “Tom doesn't
know it's so bad as that! *e thinks it may be
a flogging, but——"

“He must know,” said Mr. Linton.

“He doesn’t, sir.. And I can’t understand. He
did cut a detentioh, but a fellow isn’t sacked
for that. He says there is nothing else 7

“He said there is nothing else? No doubt the
was ashamed to tell you. Please say no more,
Manners !”

“But what else was there, sir?” gasped
Manners. “I—I thought he might have been
cheeky, and I asked him, but he said ‘ No.” He
never meant it, sir, if—if he was. He can’t make
out why you are so shirty—I—I—I— mean, why:
you are so angry with him, sir. And we can’t
make out 2

“Merry knows his offence perfectly well,
Manners,” said Mr. Linton coldly. “He can
hardly have forgotten having written an insult-
ing message on the Latin paper I gave him 2

“He never touched that paper, sir; he has told
me so. He would have done it when he got in
if youw'd let him. He never wrote anything on
it—never put pen fo it at all!”

“Manners, I have told you to say no more!
That Latin paper lies on my table now, with a

* disrespectful, defiant, insulting message written

on it—written to meet my eyes!” said Mr.
Linton. ©Merry knew, no doubt, that I should
come to his study for the paper if he did not
bring it to me as directed; though, as it hap-
pened, it was for another reason that I went. It
appears that he returned, after all, early,
perhaps with the intention of keeping it from my
eyes; but it was too late.”

“Something was written on the paper,.sir?”?
stammered Manners. He was- ufterly taken
aback by this unexpected development.

“Ves [” snapped Mr. Linton. “A gross insult
to his Horm-master!” 2 : aezs

“May I see it, sir?” :

“You may not!” said Mr. Linton. “Only the
headmaster will see it when Merry comes before
him to-morrow morning ! Now go!” e

“But, sir,”:stammered Manners, “Tom can’t
have—" :

“Leave my study, Manners!”

Manners left his Iform-master’s study, with his
head feeling as if it was turning round. He had

<
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n—he had felt certain—that there was some-
else—something more than .a thoughtless
ade—to account for Mr. Linton’s inflexible
wity. Now he knew what it was, and he was
e bewildered.

e hurried to the junior day-room, where he
W Tom Merry and Lowther and a crowd of
¢ fellows.
window.
Fve been to Linton, Tom,” he said in a low

What rot I’ grunted Tom. ““What the thump

‘you butt in for? Let him get on with it!

king nothing of him !”

don’t get on the high horse, for the love

1” exclaimed Manners impatiently. “This

htfully serious! Linton says it’s the sack !”

stared at him.

Don’t be a goat!” he said. “How can it be

ack for cutting a detention ?”

Jid you write anything on that Latin paper,

9

e told you I never touched it!” said Tom
“J came back to do it, but Linton had

it away, and he wouldn’t let me have it

o :

Did you write anything insulting on it?”
Don’t be a fool I”

Braw 1t mild, Manners, old man!”
fher. “As if Tom would—"
We're getting into pretty deep waters,” said
mers. “Linton’s got his rag out to such an
8t because something insulting was written
hat paper, Tom. He wouldn’t let nie see it,

said

Head’s going to see it in the morning, and
e going to be bunked for it.”

sever touched the paper! T chucked it on the
in Study No. .10 and left it there.”

i you didn’t, somebody else did !”
t rot 1 .
ill you have a little semse?” breathed
ers.  “There’s something insulting written
‘paper, and Linton thinks you left it for
'to see when he came to your study for it.”

gum [ muttered Lowther. “Is that it,

Merry’s expression changed. He was
¢ and resentful, and not in a mood for calm
ing, but he began to understand.
Do you mean that somebody dropped into my
¢ and scribbled something on the paper while
@s out?” he asked. “Oh, my hat! Look
it’s rot ! As if anybody would I
anners clenched his hands.
Did the Worm know you’d cut ?” he asked.
| dare say he did; he’s always spying after
'said Tom. “I got out pretty quietly; but
e rat was spying he may have known.”
he may have known,” said Manners
“and while you were gone somebody
nto the study and wrote something on that
i¢ for Linton to think you’d done ib.”
Bh ! gasped Tom. ;
it the fist,” said Lowther—‘‘his fist or any-
else’s wouldn’t be like Tom’s.” -
on never showed me -the paper—he
3 It’s made him feel too sick to let any-
see it. I don’t know what the fist was
perhaps capital letters, like Gussy put on
eaded picture I .
» said Tom. :
ave a little sense, old man! Linton’s got
‘ack up because there was an insult written

He drew his chums aside into the -

¢ must have been something pretty bad. But

Linton mad ?” said Tom contemptuously.
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on that paper. If you never wrote it somebody
else did.” 3% : T

“Well, I didn’t, you owl!”

“Then somebody else did, and we can guess
that somebody’s name,” breathed Manners.
“There’s only one man Kere.who'd do such a
thing, and he’s done things as bad—or worse—
before. We've got to get this clear.” :

“How ?” said Tom bitterly. “If the fist can’t
be traced—and it’s pretty clear that.it can’t, or
Linton would know I never wrote it—well, if it
can’t, what does it look like? If it was ‘Silver-
son, he’s got me this time. Think he would let:
anybody 'see him sneaking to my study to play
a dirty trick ?” :

‘Monty Lowther gave a howl.

“Trimble

“What about - Trimble, ass?”
staring at him 2

Monty Lowther’s
excitement.

“Oh gum !” he panted. “Can’t you see? That
fat goat was in the study cupboard all the after-
neon - ——

“Qh !” gasped Tom.

“If anybody came to the study, he knows—~’

“He does,” said Tom. “I got it from him
that Linton had been there and taken the Latin
paper. He saw him through the cupboard
keyhole.” . ‘ ;

“Tf he saw Linton, he saw somebody else who
came before Linton.” :
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Manners caught his breath.

“We've got him!” he muttered.
him, got the cur on toast!
Trimble.”

And the Terrible Three, in great excitement
now, hurried out of the day-room in search of
Ba,ggy Trimble. Never, in the course of his
podgy career, had the fat Baggy been so much in
demand.

“We've got
Let’s go and find

TESTIMONY FROM TRIMBLE !

R. LINTON hastily dropped the blotting-

sheet over a paper that lay on his study

table, at which he had been looking again
with knitted brows and glinting eyes. He
covered it quickly from sight as there was a
tramp of feet at his study door.

A knock rang on the door, and it opened. The
master of the Shell stared at four juniors—
three Shell fellows surrounding a fat member of
the Fourth Form, who trundled into the study
with a surprised fat face.

Mr. Linton’s brow grew thunderous.

To the Shell master, the sight of Tom Merry
just then was rather like a red rag to a bull.
Neither. could he imagine any ‘reason why Tom
Merry. Manners,
Baggy Trimble into his study.

“What does this mean?” he snapped angrily.

“Leave my smdy at once! Trimble, why are
you here 7"
“Oh jiminy !” ejaculated Trimble. “I—I say,

sir, I—I never wanted to come ! These chaps said
you wanted to see me, sir——"

“Upon my word!” He reached towards his
cane “I shall excuse you, Trimble, if such is
the case; but you others—

“Trimble has something to tell you, sir,” said
Manners. He shut the study door. “Tt's very
tmportant, sir.”

“Nonsense !~

“You must
quietly. * “Mr.
you said to him:

“I desire to hear nothing from you, Merry.”.

“You must hear me, sir! I never wrote any-
thing on that Latin paper. I never knew that
anything was wmtten on it till Manners told me
that you had said so.”

“That will do !

“If you do not believe me, sir:

listen, sir,” said Tom Merry

Linton, Manners has told me what
e2)

”

“I do mnot!” said Mr. Linton, with grim
contempt. > 3
“Then you must listen to proof, sir! What

was written on that paper I don’t know, but I
can prove that I never wrote a word on it.”

“ Nonsense !"”

“Trimble knows, sir——"

“I—I say, you let me out of this!” exclaimed
Trimble, in alarm. “I never knew there was
going to be a row. You said Mr. Linton wanted
to see me.”

“So he does,” sald I\Ianners
to tell him what you've told us.’
“T ain’t!” howled Trimble.
“Silence ¥  exclaimed Mr.

“ Manners, you may speak.
all this means.”

“It means. sir, that Trimble saw the person
who wrote on Tom Merry’'s Latin paper while
T011‘1/Vwas out this afternoon,” said Manners.

G

“,"1‘1 imble was in our study all this afternoon,
sir.
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“You're going

Linton angrily.
Tell me at once what

and Lowther should trundler

- pression on the face of the master of t
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“That is certainly not correct,”
Linton. “No one was 1n the study wh
thele myself, Manners,”

You did not see Trimble, sir.
in_the study cupboard.

Me. Linton jumped. -

“Wha-a-t 1” he stuttered.

“T did it, sir,” said Monty Lowther.
was scofling the biscuits in the cupboar
slammed the door on him and locked it
I went out.”

“TI wasn't !” howled Baggy. “I just went
to look at the biscuits. I wasn’t scoffing th
all, and ther. you banged the door shut and 1
me 1, ‘and——"’ E

“Silence ! Is it possible that this boy
the study unseer, locked in the cupboard
claimed Mr. Linton.

“1 wa'='1t scoffing the biscuits 7.
Trimble. “I may ha,ve sampled a few.
that swab locked me in, and I had
there ”

“And while he was there, sir, he saw
come to the study and write on Tom
paper,” said Manners.

“Don’t you tell him who it was!”
Tumble “1 should get into a fearful
say——"

“Silence,

Trimble I” said Mr. Linton.

was altering very much now. “You shou
have played such a thoughtless trick on T
Lowther; but never mind that now.
were you actuallv locked in the cupb
Merry’s study ?’
“Oh dear!” Yes, sir!” mumbled Baggy.
“Could you see from the cupboard ?” -
“Oh, yes, sir, through the keyhole !
“Were you there when I came to the s
5 You—you-—you ain’t going' to menti
the Worm, sir—I—T mean, Silverson—tha
Silverson?” asked Baggy anxiously. “He 3
lay into a chap, sir.”

“Your foolish actions are no concern oﬁ q
Trimble, and I shall say nothing to Mr. S
on the subject. I simply desire to
facts,” said Mr. Linton nnpatlentlv
see e whe*] I came to Merry’s studv T

“Yes, sir.

“Then why did you not make your ps
known ?”
3 ‘Bo(ame you're a beak, sir.”

“What ?°

“I—I mean, a—a master. I didn’t wan
be menticned to Silverson, sir. He whops
low every time he gets a chance, and—and—

“You 'saw me in the study?” Mr. I
understood why Baggy had not drawn his &
tion tc his pledlcament

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Baggy.
“Had you se?anvone else enter the s

durmg N[euy s absence‘?”

‘You ain’t going to tell Mr. Silverson,
“What? Certainly not! Answer my quest
“Yes, I did, sir.” ;
“T must have proof of this,” said Mr.

“If you saw me there, as you say, Trim
must remember, and be able fo dese:
actions. Tell me exactly what you saw.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Bagey, quite ch
As Baggy for once was telling the truth, &
no difliculty. “You tapped at the do
looked in, sir, and said ¢ Metry " I
thought he was there.”

“That is correct!”
“Continue !”

said
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Then you came in, sir, and scowled.”
*Wha-a-t 7"

I T don’t mean scowled, sir ! gasped Bmgg-y.

I—1 mean, you—you loolxed very stern. Not
led, sir.
Go on, you foolish boy ! ;
*Then you looked at the paper Tom had
ucked on the table; sir, and—and—-—
*Well 2
. I suppose you 1emembe_1, sir; you
pked awfully fierce I” said Baggy. “I—I was

ite scared, sir; you looked so jolly fierce !”

Is that all, Trimble 7

“Yes, sir, except that you stood looking at it a
Bg time, and then grabbed it up—I don’t mean
sabbed it, sir; pleed it up rather quickly—and
nt out of the study with it.”

The Terrible Three listened to all this in silence.
ey could see in Mr. Linton’s face that it was
ed to his satisfaction that Baggy Trimble
ally had been on the spot. Obviously he could
have described Mr. Linton’s actions, as-he
1 done, unless he had been watching him from
to last:

he master of the Shel! drew a deep breath.
“Very well,” he said. “Now, Trimble, you
3 that you saw Merry throw the paper on the

: Yes, sir
“Did you see him write anything on it?”
\To, sir.

What did he do?”

He. wouldn’t let me out of the cupboard sir!
s said he hadu’t the key——" i

Yes, yes! What else?”

*Nothing else, sir, except that he looked out
" the window; and ‘then went out of the study,
1 thought perhaps he ivas going after
svther for that key, but he didn’t.”

d anythitig occur after that, Trimble? Did
se’ anyone else enter the studv 222 >

“Oh jimuny! Not if you're going to tell Mr.
Hverson, sir!” gasped Baggy.
*You u(telly stupid boy !”
mton: “T shall not mention you to Mr.
srson at all.”

EOh, all rlght siv I” said Baggy, comforted.
I know you'd keep your word, sir. You ain’t
‘Silverson. If you ain’t going to mention
g to him, sir—"

“Certainly not! Now answer
bd you- see some person enter
ng his absence i

* Yes, sit.

“Did you see what he did?”’
*Oh, yes, sir! He pxcked up the pen, and
yote somethmg on Tom’s paper. I couldn’t see
that # was, of course, but I saw him write it.
couldn’t make it out but I knew it must be
ething pretty annoymg when you came in
rwgrds and saw 1t, and looked so jolly
rce |

Ir. Linton’s eyes were keenly fixed on Baggy’s
: face as he spluttered out his statement.

“You saw this person clearly, Trimble? You
him write on Merry’s paper, in Merry’s
nce, though you did not see what he wrote ?”’
{ Yes, sir.

“His name?”

“T_I'd rather not tell you his name,
nble,c} Baggy. “I might get into a fearful

exclaimed Mr.
Sil=

my question.
Merry’s study

require to know the name of the boy YW}‘lo,
cording to your statement, played a mean

He never touohed it after chuckmg

®sir, %
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tllck that might have led to. :Merrvs expulsion
from this school, Trimble.”? "
“But it wasn't a boy, . sip 17
“It was not a boy!”
b]ankly “What do you mean, 'lrlmble X
“T—I—I'd rather not say, .sir!” moaned
Baggy. “If—if Mr. Silverson found out 2
“Mr. Silverson would naturally desire YOu. to
make a frank statement on the sub]ect Tr 1mb]e
“Oh jiminy! Would he?” gasped Baggy.
“Certainly he would. Now, Trimble, you
either answer ®my question, or I .shall: take you
to your headmaster, and you will answer Dr,
Holmes,” said the master of the Shell sternly.
“I-—-I—I don’t mind answering, sir, if—if you
won’t let Mu. ﬁlherqon know that I said any-
thing:
* “Certainly I shall not! Now tell me at once
the name of the person you saw write on Merty’s
Latin paper?”
“Tt—it—it was—was——"" Baggy seemed un-
able to get it out. - S :
<< \‘Yho?’!
“Mpyr. Silverson, sir!”
Baggy got it out at last.

a<ped Baggy.
repeafed Mr. Linton

will

JAMES GETS A JOLT!

“HERE was a dead silence in Mr. Linton’s
study after Baggy Trimble had exploded
that bembshell.

The master of the Shell stood’ thunderstluck

Tom Merry, Manners, and .Lowther stéod

silent, exchanging O'Iances The ﬂlenco was
deep, and it scemed to last an age.'

It was broken by Baggy. Trimble’s qlf'\'ermg‘
voice. The look on Mr. Lmton face scared the
fat Baggy.

“I—T say, sir, you—you’ vé plom:sed not ‘to tell

My. Silverson I said so: ' He would take my skin
off if he knew I’d seen lim.” I=I don’t know
what he wrote on the paper, sir.. I—I "'Supposé

it was somie joke, as it made you look fierce
afterwards. But—but heé’s got” such a jolly bad
temper, sir. He would whop me fearfully if he
knew I’d seen him sneaking into Tom Merry’s
study, sir 2%

Baggy’s voice trailed away.

Still Mr. Linton did not speak.
stunned by what he had heard. :

He could see that Baggy did not I\now what
had been written on the paper, and did " no} know
what had been done, or why it had. be
Baggy was simply my:tlﬁed by what he h
and.could not make head or tail of it, but he.
a well- tounded apprehension that ‘*11\ erson would
“{ake it out ” of him if he knew.

The master of the Shell found his voice at'last.

“Merry, Manners, Lowther, leave m study !
request “ou to say nothing’ on subJ ect 12
“Yes, sir,” said Mannels quiefly.
“Merry, the matter is af an end, so far as you
are concerned. I regret that I judged you un-
justly, owing to—to c11cum<tances Please Iea\‘
my study now.’

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lq“ther left - the
study.

Tyimble remained—to be clo:ely quecuoned
for a good ten minutes by the master of the
Shell.  After which Baggy was dismissed, happy
in the certainty that his name was nof going to
be mentioned to Silverson.,

Mr. Linton, left alone, paced the studv for
some minutes, his brow dar\ At length he

(Continued on page 36.).
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READ HOW UNCLE MARMADUKE IS HAUNTED BY HIS OWN BUMPTIOUS CHARACT

TOLD IN THE TUCKSHOI

THE CLUB BORE.

HE time was the half-
hour before after-
noon school, and, as

By GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

. E
that,” he went on, sus
ing the company with
honest blue eyes- “I
reminded of a most ex
ordinary occurrence W

usual, the tuckshop at
Greystones was crowded.
“You know,” remarked

This Week’s Story :

—=

befell my Uncle Mars
dake. It was one of
most amazing experies

lIJ)ai\\'so§1 ofl ; th(;f Fift'!i’ of which you've

} s il- B h
oty o v i 41 THE ‘INVISIBLE DOUBLE! s ™™ 88
can’t help thinking there’s ~ “Oh, no. we donl

something in the saying .
which old Blenkinsop was quoting in Form this
morning.. You know how it goes—something
about ‘ Wad the power some giftie gie us to see
ourselves as others see us.” ”

“What's it mean, anyway?”
bosom pal Potts.

Russell major surveyed him pityingly.

“TIt means, my dear, good ass,” he said, “that
it's a pity we haven’'t got the gift of seeing our-
selves as others see us. And I agree with Dawson.
It is a pity—a dashed pity! For instance, if
‘that conceited snob Derlinger could see himself as
we sce him, he wouldn’t go about giving himself
airs because of his family’s wealthy connections.”
. “Yes, and there are a lot more in the school
who'd change their tune pretty quickly if they
could see themselves as we see them,” took up
Fox. “Look at Ponsonby, for instance. If the
poor chump could only see- what a howling ass
he makes of himself every time he gets up at
the. debating society meetings, he'd stick to
cricket and football.”

“Hxactly I" put in Goflin, the new boy.
phrase which Dawson quoted, ‘Oh, wad the
power some giffie gie us to see oursel’s as others
see us,” applies to all of us, and would, I think,

_prove a chastening experience. And talking of
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demanded his

“The.

interposed a voice blunt

But Goflin ignored the interruption. 3
“The story of my Uncle Marmaduke,” he s
firmly.

.

At the time of which. 'm speaking (said Cof
my Uncle Marmaduke had just returned fr
holiday abroad. He was a big, pompous sor
man, and had a prosperous business in the €
His voice can best be described as rich and frui
and when he-spoke he always gave you the
pression he was delivering a lecture, no mat
what the subject under discussion might be.

Whilst abroad, Uncle Marmaduke had had.
rather peculiar little adventure. Strollis
through an Eastern bazaar one day, he ks
thrown his walking-stick at a mad dog which ws
making a bee line for an aged fakir. More B
good luck than judgment, the walking-sti
bowled the dog over, and the aged fakir was
grateful to Uncle Marmaduke that that evenis
he arrived round at Uncle Marmaduke’s hot

and ‘asked to see him. 3

When Uncle Marmaduke had gracious!
granted the old chap an audience, the latter pe
duced a small white- pill which he offered
Uncle Marmaduke:



'a pill of wondrous power, O Dxcellencv

““for when thou hast takeir it thou wilt
self even as thy fellow men see thee, and
“high-bern and noble as thee such know-
v be of vast and boundless value, in
wils énable thee so to direet thy steps ‘that
pilt find added favour in the eyes of all

nean that it will enable me to see my own
Ssngs, and make an effort ta adjust them 7
mcle Marmaduke, with his rich, fruity
& “Well,- well! I flatter myself that I
b few that they never worry me. However,
ach obliged to you, all the same. Ha, ha'!
¥ening |

' that he dismissed the aged fakir, and
= the pill into his waistcoat pocket,
iy forgot all about it until one day when

= Marmaduke was seated in an mmchau,
‘a morning newspaper and idly fishing in

% invariably took before lunch, when his
%elosed on the little white  pill 01ve' hlm
fakir

od a7n11s¢=dlv in rich, mellow tones
"‘Pooh, what nonsense! Il wager it's
“sugar or something |’

d found his newspaper somewhat boring,.
sat there looking at the little white le
rning it over in his fingers; then, with
er amused laugh at his own foollshnec-; he
it into his mouth and swallowed it.

ere ‘in his chair; and the only chance he
¥ seeing himself as other men saw him was
£ up and go and look in one of the full-
rors in the dining-room.

ng mtelectmg in the paper this morn-
offin 7 asked a smallish, neatly dressed
“member, Timpkins, who was ‘standmg by

nothing,” _began Uncle Marmaduke, lean-
arther back in his chair and placing the tips
plump, well-kept fingers together; “but the
dity of the Goveriiment in tacklizg war prob-
is beyond belief—absolutely beyond belief.
if T were in thament——I repeat, if I were
liament

ptly he broke off, staring in mild surprise
2, POmpous- loolung well-dressed gentleman
had just entered the room. There was some-
- vaguely familiar to Uncle Marmaduke
£ the newcomer, and he fancied he had met
somewhere before; but for the life of him
aldn’t recall his'name.

g to the fireplace, the stranger elbowed
impkins aside; picked up Uncle Marma-
.newspaper from the latter’s knee, and
m a rich, fruity- voice:
itah ! Heah waitah !”
es, sir ?” said.the club-room walter

hasten-

> usual, please I” ordered the newcomer

hiily
12 :

hing Timpkins’ eye, Uncle. Marmaduke

ed him with a movement of his head.

o is that fellow?’ he muttered.

him 1% murmured Timpkins. “That’

- you know him ?”
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_ appropriated niy newspaper.’

mﬁ:tmg in his club in London, shortly be-:
coat pocket for ome of the indigestion

._vaguely familiar to ~Uncle ’\Iaxmadul\e

g it out, Uncle Marmaduke Iookec ab it :
“o . turned andtook a glms from tbe trax ploﬁerod

det 1 he murmured, 1eca]hng the fa.kl 8.

= e\p]oded Bouncer.
“here at all.

had known all along, nothing:'at alf:
d. He felt no different at all, but just’

-“And kindly see that I'm .not kept.

1, the most unpopular member in the club. ﬂte]egl aph-poles

Ol

“No, 1 can’t say 1 do, ahhorWh I seem to hme
met him somewhere before,” muttered Uncle
Marmaduke, “But he’s well named—Bouncer.
He looks full of bounce tc me.”

“Oh, he 'is—absolutely full of
Timpkins.

“I take the strongest pos <1ble exception to the
manner in which he shoved you away from the
fire,” went on Uncle Marmaduke indignantly,
“and I shall certainly (omplam to the secretary
about the insolent mannér. jin which “the fellow

it !” agreed

“Oh, he’s like that, and the secreta
death of hearing complamtx about ‘h
’llmpklm

 He broke off as-Bouncer, rustling his news-
paper, looked over the top of it and said:

» “Aw, tell me, Timpkins. Did" you buy that
suit from a taxlor _or-did you ham i i 3
for you 7”

“T bought it from my fmlm. % tiud
flushing, . . <

““Then he ought fo be shot for <ellm0 it I” an-
nounced Bouncer. “Or you ought to be put m

sick to
g =sard

1m I nq,

- a home_for buying it. Ha, ha!’

He gave a rich, fruity lauoh Wthh 'wam was
then

bv the waiter.
“How much?” he demanded
-“ One shilling, sir, please,” "-ﬁ’tfd rhe wmrer
“Pah! The price is 11d10ulom—~fa1 too much !

“I don’t know .why I come
A" shilling for a miderable little
appetiser like this! What the committee do with
the money I don’t know. Thif 'ce'ftaiiﬂ*"'db'n’t
spend it on the club I .
. He forked out a <hllhng and handed it over!
then, mlmng to Tlmpluns again, he ;went on:

“As I was saying, Timplkins, the- stupidity. of.
the Government in tackling..war . problems, is
beyond belief—absolutely b(mond belief,.. Now, if
I were in Parliament—I repeat, if I were. in
Parliament—I know what I'd do. I'd soon :
this confounded Hitler’s monkey hxckw, I"tAé
you 1 e

“Then why the dickens don’t - you get inté:
Parliament and do it instead of gassing: about:
£ ?” snapped Timpkins, tummg away and walkis
ing into the dmmg 1oom fﬁllmwed bv Uﬂe]e:‘
Marmaduke. : v

“’Pon my word, Timpkins,
such a bombastic fellow,  hanged if I thave!”
exclaimed Uncle ’\Iaunaduke ““Who - thev"
dickens dees he think he is; T wonder?” ..
“He thinks he's everybody,” rephed Tlmpkms
“He’s the most coneceited ass I've ‘evér miet. <+ Oh"
lor’, hére he comes! - I hope fo goodnéts he
doesn’t sit at our table.” |

But Bouncer did sit at theu‘ table

up the menu he read carefully | S
grumbling at the fare and at the pr charged
fer. 1 Then, having given 'his der .and.

monopplised the cruet, he spread his elbows on.
the table and proceeded to manopolise the co
versation, until Uncle Marmadul\e could ha¥e"
brained him w ith the sauce bottle.

Bouncer’s voice never seemed, to =top Tt droned
on and on, and the conversation’ was all about
himself, and about what he’d said to so-and-so,
and about how he’ d gof, the be’rger of 80~ and S0,
and how he’d run the countrv 1 he was in the
Gaovernment.

In fact, the f' I's > ﬂashed paqr ‘as quwk}v as
flash  past. when .you're in _ an
Tue GeM LiBRARY.—NO. 1,660
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express train. At length Unecle Marmaduke
could stand no more of it, so, getting to his feet,
he quitted the dining-room and walked into the
billiards-room, where several of the members were
playing, ‘whilst others were watching. Ay

They were all so engrossed in the game that

* no one took any notice of Uncle Marmaduke, but
suddenly someone muttered, with a sort of groan
in his voice :

“Oh gosh: here comes Bouncer!”

Turning his head, Uncle Marmaduke saw the
insufferable Beuncer entering the room.

“Well, well; having a hundred up?” said
Bouncer heartily. “Hallo, Williams, how are
you? Have you paid Simpson that fiver yet that
you owe him?  Ha, ha! You're not what you'd
call a good payer, is he, Simpson ?”

“I wish you'd keep quiet whilst I'm playing a
stroke ! snapped one of the players angrily.

“That’s all right, Jobson, don’t try to blame
your rotten play on me!” laughed Bouncer. “The
trouble with you i you don’t hold the cue
properly. I've always said so, and always will
“say so.  You'll never make a player, I'm afraid,
Jobson. You remind me of a fellow I once met in

New York. This fellow fancied himself noe end, °

and wanted to give me a hundred up. I took-him
on, of course, and it was absolute slaughter. I
never had an easier game in my life, and that’s
saying something. ©~ This fellow
exactly the same way as you, Jobson.
amateurish, you know——" :

“Will you be quiet!” cut in another of the
players furiously.

“That’ll do, Polson!” snapped Bouncer.
“Don’t you speak to me like that. I .pay my
subseription the same as you, but mine is paid
up, which is more than can be said about yours,
I'll wager. Ha, ha! That one got home, didn’t
it, what? Why on earth you fellows don’t pay
your subscriptions when they fall due, I don’t
know. I'm quite aware, of course, that money
must be tight with a lot of you because of the
war, but, after all, you ought to be able to find
enough to pay club subscriptions. I was talking

Quite

to a member of the committee about it just the -

1 gave him some pretty sound advice
What I said to

other day.
on this subscription question.
him was this 2

The voice droned on and on, and one by one the
members who had been watching the game drifted
away, the group melting like snow before the sun.

“I don't know why a fellow like that isn’t
expelled from the club !” cried Uncle Marmaduke
furiously, barging his way into the reading-room.
“I've never encountered such an utter bore

during the whole course of my life. Thank good- -

ness one can escape from him here!”

Seating himself in an armchair, he folded his
hands aeross his chest, as was his usual after-
luncheon custom, and drifted off intc slumber.
How long he had slept, he didn’t know, but it
couldn’t have been more than a few minutes,
when he was suddenly awakened by a noise which
avas a cross between the blaring of a foghorn and
the furious trumpeting of a rogue elephant.

Glaring across at the adjoining chair, Uncle
Marmaduke crimsored with rage as he saw
Bouncer seated in it, snoring lustily.

“By George, but this is too much ! exploded
Uncle Marmaduke furiously, leaping to his feet
and glaring at the blissfully recumbent form of
Bouncer. “I can’t stand any more of this. I'm
going, and I shall not come back here again so

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1.660. °

>

beld his cue .
been about tc use

. his manner so fawning as to be almost lauzh
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long as this person remains a member
club 1 .

With that he flung savagely away
cloak-room, collected his hat, coat, and
and barged out of the club. He had a
appointment that afternoon, and decidi:
it over he hailed a taxi and was drive
away. : -

THE LOST CONTRACT.
NCLE MARMADUKE'S business

ment was with a very rich financi
Clarkson (continued Goffin), and if
well Uncle Marmaduke hoped to land a e
wltich would put a cool twenty thousand g
in his own pocket. E
So reachiug Clarkson’s office, he paid
taxi, and switchiug on his most gracious
was ushered into the great man’s presene
“How are yeu, Goflin ?” said Clarkson,
hands. “You've called about the con:
course ? ~ Will you sit down ?” -
Well, just as Uncle Marmaduke was
sit down.a most astonishing thing happe
door of the office opened and who should
just as cool as you please, but Bouncer.
was more, without the slightest word of
Bouncer pushed Unacle a
seated himself in the chai

Uncle Marmadu

Uncle Marmaduke was rendered so a
speechless with rage at this latest impert;
Bouncer’s that he could only stand cho
spluttering and glowering at Bouncer,
sitting - looking at Clarkson with the m
and sheepish grin on his face that Uncle
duke had ever seen.: c :

What was just as astonishing as Bouncer'
into the office, however, was the fact that
was making not the slighest effort to hLa
fellow thrown out. Instead, leaning back
chair, he said quite calmly to Bouncer:

“Now tell me just what your propositis
with regard to this contract ?”

In response to this invitation Bounce
wenced to talk, and as the dumbfound:
Marmaduke listeried he realised the ho
fact that the contract Bouncer and Clarkse
discussing was the very contract he hims
come here to fix up. ;

So great was Uncle Marmaduke’s an
‘bewildermenr that he couldn’t utter a won
tried to speak, but all he could do was &
odd throaty sounds of which neither Bounee
Clarkson took the slightest notice whatsoeve
fact, for all the notice either of them were
of Uncle Marmaduke he might just as w
not been in the office at all. !

Well, one thing was very certain, thought
Marmaduke with savage satisfaction, ani
was that the insufferable Bouncer woulda
the contract, not if he talked for a m
Sundays.

The fellow’s talk was absolutely futi

There he was, sitting there with an idiot
or his face, talking the most utter drivel
Marmaduke had ever listened to. :

it was quite obvious to Uncle Marmaduk
from the start that Bouncer hadn’t the
idea how to approach ‘a man like Clark
stead of discussing the contract lucidly
telligently, Bouncer was talking about his
and about himself, and about what a mars



ERY WEDNESDAY

“This scoundrel’s coming with

5 much out of this contract and so much out of
jat, and the fool even went so far as to hint to
arkson that the latter should think himself jolly
jeley "a firm like Bouncer’s was prepared fo
ndle the cgutract.

TLooking at Clarkson, Uncle Marmaduke could
that the man was getting fed-up to the back
eth with Bouncer. He kept fidgeting about
his chair and playing with a pencil, and try-
now and again to get a word in edgeways,
he couldn’t - because - the hateful voice of
suncer droned on.and on just like the incessant
hzzing of some huge, nightmarish bee.

ncle Marmaduke says that Bouncer’s droning
bice got so on: his nerves that at length he felt
artain that he himself was going mad. He says
e began to get the impression that Bouncer really
sas some sleek, gigantic bee, sitting there in the
ir- droning away about what a marvellous
low he was, and what & hive of industry he
trolled, and about how everything would moyve
sweet as honey if Clarkson. gave him the
pntract. . >

cle Marmaduke says he never really knew
mtil= that afternoon the capacity of the human
eart for hatred. He says that it really shocked
fo realise how much he hated: the odious
ancer, as he -watched him sgitting there talking
ost utter bilge to a gentleman like €larkson,
g1l he says he wonders to this day how Clarkson
ek it so long.

me ! ”’ said Uncle Marmaduke, turni}{g, to Bouncer., As
he did so he received a stunning shock—for it wasn’t Bouncer he ‘was -holding at all,~
i but the iron post of a Belisha beacon ! L

But at length it appeared that even the long-
suffering Clarkson could stand it no ipove, for
suddenly he rose abruptly to.his feet and said:

“Thank you very much! I am obliged to you
for calling.” I will let you know my deeision, but
to sdve ‘you any possible disappointment: I think
I should tell you that I have practically decided
to place the contract with Messrs. Merryweather
& Merryweather. Good-afternoon !” : >

Merryweather & Merryweather, thought: Uncle
Marmaduke wildly. They were his bitterest
rivals. - And they were going to get’the Clarkson
contract. : s A

“Mr. Clarkson ! -exclaimed Uncle Marmaduke.
“Mr. Clarkson, I beg of you to hear me !

Clarkson stared at him coldly. '~ -

“T have already heard you,” he. said. * Surely
theve can be nothing more you have to say?”

“But T haven’t said anything-at-all yet !” said
Uncle Marmaduke, absolutely aghast. - “It's this
fool here who’s been doing all the talking I

He pointed to the chair. As he did so his jaw
dropped and his eyes nearly popped out of his
head. For the chair was empty, and Bouncer had

gone. : E
“Well, I never!” gasped Uncle Marmaduke.
“T never saw him go!” .
“Saw who go?” inquired Clarkson, staring at
him euriously.
Tue Gem LIBRARY.—NO. 1,660
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“Why, the drivelling imbecile who was sitting
in that chair,” stammered Uncle Marmaduke.

“Drivelling imbecile is right,” agreed Clark-
son coldly. =

He pressed a bell. In response a secretary
appeared.

“Show this
Clarkson,

“But, Mr. Clarkson,” began Uncle Marmaduke
wildly. “You don't understand—I don’t under-
stand. There’s something very queer here A

“Will you kindly go, Mr. Goffin?” rapped
Clarkson. .

Like a man in a daze, Uncle Marmaduke per-
mitted Limself to be escorted from the office.
He was so bewildered and dumbfounded that he
says that to this day he doesn’t know how he
reached the pavement outside. But he suddenly
found himself standing there, and who should be
within a few paces of him, hailing a taxi, but
Bouncer.

Pulling himself together, Uncle Marmaduke
rushed up to Bouncer and grabbed him by the
arm.

“Scoundrel I” he roared. “ You stole my inter-
view. You sat there and talked such utter
balderdash that you talked Clarkson into giving
the contract to Merryweather & Merryweather.
I never had a chance to talk to him myself, con-
found you!”

He broke off as a heavy hand was laid on his
shoulder. Turning, he found himself looking into
the grim visage of a police constable.

“Now then. now then, we can’t have this!”
said the policeman gruffly. ‘What’s the matter
with you, anyway?”

“This rascal has been the means of my losing a
¢ontract worth twenty thousand pounds to me!”
said Uncle Marmaduke passionately, still keeping
his grip on Bouncer’s arm.

The policeman grinned.

“Well, it’s a new one on me,” he observed.
“Now you clear off, or T'll have to take you
along to the station. Go on, off you go!”

“VYes, and this scoundrel’s’ coming with me!”
said Uncle Marmaduke ‘furiously, turning to
Bouncer.

As he did so he received another stunning
shock, for it svasn't Bouncer he was holding at
all, ‘but the iron post of a Belisha beacon !

“Well, TII—I'll be jiggered!” he gasped, gog-
gling pop-eyed at the beacon.

“Are you going to move on, or aren’t you?”
Jemanded the policeman grimly. “I won’t warn
you again.”

“Ves—yes, I'm going!” stammered Uncle
Marmaduke. “IT'II—I’ll get a taxi. I’m rather
unwell, I'm afraid!” =

gentleman out, please,” said

THE REAL BOUNCER.

NCLE MARMADUKE hailed a taxi,
climbed in, and was driven off to his office,
his head in a complete whirl.

have sworn on oath that it had been Bouncer
whom he’d grabbed, but it had turned out to be
nothing but a Belisha beacon.

“Surely I cannot be suffering from hallucina-
tions I’ groaned Uncle Marmaduke. “But, alas,
I fear I must be!”

Arriving at his office, he opened the outer door
of the main room. As he did so he stiffened in
amazement, for who should be striding up and
down the office but Bouncer. The fellow’s hands
were clasping and unclasping behind his back in
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- weakly. “am I imagining things, or did

He could -
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an exceilent imitation of a habit of Unele
duke’s when angry, and he was tearing of
scared-looking staff.

“Yes, we've lost the contract, I tell ¢
thundered. “And whose fault 1s it? Neg
by George! Don’t think that. I do my 8
slave from early morning until late at mi
when I'm cursed with a staff composed o
inefficient imbeciles and lunatics, how &
pect to land a contract such as Clarkson’s
this is the last straw. I'm going to ma
drastic changes here, and I'm going to m
at once. You're under a week’s notice,
you. I've been too lenient with you—mu
lenient—but I'll show you whether or net
a confounded rest home for idiots. Pah!
with your work.”

With that he flung into the inner
slammed the door. Recovering from his
astonishment, Uncle Marmaduke rushed
the outer office and whipped open the do
inner sanctum. As he did so he felt
reel about him, for the office was de:
Bouncer had gone.

Yet where could he have gone? The
was closed and was latched on the inside.
over, it was four stories up. Certainly
hadn’t vanished via ' the winfow.
weakly into the chair at his desk, Uncle
duke pressed - the bell. In response &£
summons, Johnson, the head clerk, appears
looked pale and nervous.

“Tell ‘me. Johnson,” said Uncle Mazs

someone come iz here just now—someone
shouting at you and the rest of the staf
outer office there?” ; .

Johnson stared at him; puzzled.

“No one came in here except yourself, s
said. Then added hastily: At least, &
whom I saw. sir!”

“But—but that feliow who was kic
row out there about losing the Clarkson cos
stammered Uncle Marmaduke. * Surely B
in here, Johnson.” :

“PBut, sir, that was you,” said Johnson, &
at him in alarm. “Don’t you remembe
You were very angry at losing the Clarks
tract and you've given us all a week’s na

Uncle Marmaduke stared at him aghas
very sanity, he felt, was in the balance.

“Very well, Johnson,” he gulped. “T%
be all for just now !

Waiting until Johnson had withdraws:
Marmaduke sat slumped in his chair, go
fully over the events of that fateful da
putting on his hat and overcoat again,
the office and was driven in a taxi to his

“Ts Mr. Timpkins in ?”” he asked the cloa
attendant. : i

“Yes, sir; he hasn’t collected his hat a8
yet, sir,” answered the attendant. )
" Uncle Marmaduke hesitated, then ask
slowly and quietly :

“Tell me, do you know a member of
named Bouncer?” .

The cloak-room attendant started
coloured, and said hastily:

“No, sir, no! I don’t know any
that name, sir!”

. '“But there is a member named
persisted Uncle Marmaduke. I met hi
at lunch to-day and nearly all the
appeared to know him. He’s a gentle
build, but a perfect pest of a fellow.
sure you don't know him?”



THERE ARE THRILLS THROUGHOUT THE FI'NAL CHAPTERS OF—

BIGGLES' SOUTH SEA

BIGGLES
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TURNING THE TABLES !

THERE came a sound of distant shouting.
Castanelli evidently heard it, for he looked
S round over his shoulder.
his face back to the grotto the smile was no
longer on it. Showing his teeth in a snarl of
animal rage, he hurled the stick of dynamite
straight at Ginger. It sped through the air,
leaving a trail of grey smoke behind it. :

Ginger watched it, fascinated. He could see
that, even if it did not actually hit him, it would
fall on the ledge. His first inclination was to
jump into the water, for there was no room to
rui.

Then he saw that the dynamite would hit Fult
Moon, and his reaction was instinctive. Like a
cricketer taking a catch, he jumped forward, and
allowed the stick to fall into his hand. Instantly
he hurled it back at the hole whence it came.

There was no time to think, for as the dyna-
mite showed for a moment against the blue sky
there was a terrific explosion, and the next
moment he was on his knees, shielding his head
from the falling debrisc Ginger dragged Full
Moon towards him, and did his best to protect
her with his body. The air was full of smoke and
the noise of falling coral.

Brushing the dust from his streaming eyes, he
tried to see what was happening. It was not
easy, for the whole shape of the grotto had
altered. Pieces of the wall and the roof were
still falling, and as they fell into the water it
rose accordingly, so that their ledge was awash.

Cringer only saw these things vaguely, for in
the horror of the moment it seemed as if the
whole world was crumbling to pieces about him.
He could still hear shouts outside, but he could

- see nobody, so he had no idea what was happen-
ing. But presently the smoke began to clear, and
he could see more plainly what had happened
to the grotto. Most of the roof had disappeared,
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When he turned

so that he and Full Moon were, so to speak
the bottom of a rough basin, the sides bel
posed of coral, some of which was crackgg,
only needed a touch to bring it down. ‘Ia
the whole place appeared likely to cave
any moment. Of Castanelli there was no
Ginger caught Full Moon by the hand.
“Let’s try to get out,” he said tersely. “If.
more coral falls we shall be buried.” :
But Full Moon only stood like one transis
listening. with parted lips and shining
Then suddenly she let out a blood-curdling
and, thrusting her knife into the fold eof
pareu, started climbing up the wall towards
open air. -
“Be careful! You'll bring the whole §
down on us!” yelled Ginger. 3

But for once Full Moon ignored G
frantic appeal. She went on climbing, h
of falling rocks, from time to time utters
piercing cry, not unlike those which could =8
times be heard in the distance. :

Altogether, she gave Ginger the impressios
having suddenly gone out of her mind. Th
shock of the explosion had affected her brain
quite possible; he reflected.

Prompted by the fear of what Castanelli =
do when she reached the top, he again ye
her to stop; but, although she acknowles
his appeal by shouting something in her &
language, she went on climbing. In the cire
stances, all he could do was to follow her.

. . . . . -

It was certain that something had happ
outside, but apart from the possibilits
Clastanelli having been killed or disabled &
stick of dynamite which he had thrown
Ginger could not imagine what it was.

Full Moon was already more than
up the coral wall, so he exerted every oume
strength he possessed in order to overtake



& least get to the top at the same time. And
he was successful, for he found a com-
ively easy way up,. whereas Full Moon had
d at the wall without troubling to ascertain
ast difficult course.

s, the coral often. broke under
reight, and more than once he thought
jound to fall; but -somehow he managed
ng on, and heedless of- torn finger-nails,
d himself over the rim.

11l Moon was still" six “feet below,” looking
a4 way up, for she had come to an
- By, lying down Ginger could just’ leach
hand ; this was all the support she needed, and
few seconds she was lying beside him, gasp-
or breath and wiping the coral-dust from
yes W ith the hem of her pareu.

lie strain of the last minute had been so
ense that . Ginger had temporarily forgotten
stanelli -and his islanders, but now, -remember-
e them, he looked round to see what was
ipening.

Jear at hand lay two of the Solomon Island

. But it was not this that made-Ginger
unbelievingly.
_swarming , with hideously painted warriors,
yelled: like madmen: as they
ered members of Castanelli’s crew.
ind this was not all. The Scud, with her port
tip fractured and hanging Ioose so that the
| of it trailed in the water, was ﬂoatlng at an
irming angle on the lagoon More painted
iors were even then jumping out, of the
n doorway into the water.

ers were swimming at an incredible speed
ds a long, sleek canoe, which was being
dled  towards  three swimmers who were
g for the schooner. Ginger knew from their
of hair that two of them were members
Castanelli’s crew; the other, swimming much
ore slowly, was Castanelli himself.
Ginger was completely bewildered. He could
3 make out what was happening. All he could
ink was that the Scud had returned, only to

- arrived simultaneously in the war canoe.
d this, it mgst be admitted, was a reasonable
ption:

inger perceived also that if his reading of
& situation was correct, he and Full Moon were
to be the next vxohm< yet even in these
rming circumstances he was distracted by a
emendous hubbub that arose from the lagoon.

The position was very much the same as when
had first emerged from the grotto, except that
two Islanders had succeeded in reaching the
ooner before being overtaken by the canoe,
ch had swung round to intercept Castanelli.
at it was not this that had caused the outery.
e canoe was no longer being paddled; it still
a certain amount of way on it, but all the
riors were standing up,
ething that was happening in the water. I
they who had caused the uproar by their
utlng

inger watched, although as yet he could see
othing  to ]ustify the commotion. In_fact, he
ondered why the paddlers had desisted in their
florts to prevent Castanelli from reaching the
hooner. - But when the water near the swim-
ng' man was suddenly broken by: the dreadful
viangular fin which he knew so well, he under-
g. Theré was no need for .them. to trouble
arther. -

‘it was obvious that those in it could save -l

terribly mutilated, apparently..by the ex-
“The whole island : seemed .

chased the :

attacked by a swarm of native warriors who -

the better to see :

The shark would do what: they intended
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domg, and at the same t1me relxe\e them of the

responsibility of the Corsican’s death. :
With his heart stone cold inside him, and his ¢

eyes still on that formidable dorsal fin, Ginger

* began running towards the beach.

The fin disappeared, and the swimmer, with a
terrible ery, thrashed the water with his legs.
If by this means he hoped to frighten the shark,
he appeared to be successful, for again the huge
fish broke. the surface, its fin cuh‘ing a cmvmg
white wake in the water. ;

Again Castanelli struck out foz' the scheon
The canoe was only a short * distance” awa:

wretehed swimmer if they would; but it was
equally - obvious that they had no intention of
doing soj: for they only leaned:on their paddles,

- ‘shoutingy jeers and taunts at the luekless man n

the water.

Ginger reached the edge: of the lagoon and
pulled up dead. He felt that he.was going mad,
yet he could not tear his eyes from the a\sfu]
drama that was being enactcd before him.
“Mako, ;he plenty . Labkax Atanelh,

his elbow.. -
ced round and-saw . that it -was Full
. Her eyes were shmmcr V\]ﬂ’l dz]wht and

~aid a

\Ioon
sat mfachon
“These -Kanakas

lentv kai- kai us presently,”

Ginger replied curtly, but Full Moon's only

.answer was a ripple of laughter.

Ginger turned back to the lagoon in time to
see the finish of the tragedy. Castanelli was now
very close to the schooner, swimming fast and
making a tremendous sp]ash with ‘his feet. It
looked as if he would escape, after all.

The warriors in the canoe evidently thought so,
too, for they suddenly drepped inte their seats
and began paddling furiously towards the ship.:
But the shark also appeared. to realise that its:
prey was about to escape.. The fin dmappeared,
and the water swirled as it closed over it. . . -

Castanelli clutched at a trailing rope and be(ralr
to pull himself clear, but he was exhausted, and
could only hang helple:slv trying to lift his legs,
above the stuface of the water. There came a
dark streak near the schooner’s mde, a terrible
scream that was cut off short, and Caﬁtaneﬂx
disappeared.

Ginger- moistened his lips. He was tremblmw
violently and felt sick. Through it all he had
an increasing feeling that. this was not really
happening, that it was all a dream; either that,
or he had been killed by the explosion  in the
grotto. . He was prepared to believe anything,
however fantastic.

Ginger saw the canoe surge up to fhe schooner,
and the warrjors began to mamble up her side;
a shot rang out, and one of the warriors fell back
with a splash. The others went on. Wild yells
rent the air.

Ginger turned to Full \Ioon vsho was Watchmﬂ
the scene quite unmoved,

“Where these: boys come from? he asked, as
a, suspicion slowly took s hape in his mind.

“Shell Breaker, he come, murmured Full
Moon briefly.

The. sound of running footcfep< behmd him
made Ginger turn quickly. A warrior was racing
towards them, brandishing a club. - Had Full
Moon not warned him who it was he would have
thought that the end had really come ag last.

As the warrior drew nearer Ginger saw that
the glrl was right. Behind a grinning mask of
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white clay he recognised the features of QhOH
Breaker. He was laughing.

“Plenty finish all time,” he shouted ]oyfully as
he ran up.

“Where’s Andy ?” asked Ginger.

Shell Breaker pointed. Ginger spun round and
looked in the direction indicated, which was
towards the Scud. So taken up had he been in
watching Castanelli’s dreadful end that he had
forgotten all about the flying-boat.

When Ginger had last seen it it was—or he
had thought it was—in the hands of the warriors.
Somehow 1t had not occurred to him that Biggles
and the others might be there, too; but now, to
his unspeakable astonishment, he saw Bigg Ies,
Algy and Sandy standing on the centre section.

They waved to him when they saw that he was
looking in their direction. Had Ginger but
known it they had been yelling at him “for the
last five minutes, but what with the pandemonium
made by the warriors, and the drama in the
water, he had not heard them.

As soon as he realised that they were really
there, Ginger dashed along the beach until he
was as near as he could get to the flying-boat.
Nothing would have induced him to swim out to
it, for it was nearly two hundred yards away;
- so he could only stand on the edge of the lagoon
beckoning furlouslv

He had just 1emembered the pearls, and was
afraid of what the warriors might do. Tor he
had grasped the truth at last—that Biggles and
the war canoe had arrived together, and that
the warriors were Marquesans from Rutuona.

Biggles was shouting, pointing first towards the
schooner and then to the beach, as if he could
not malke up his mind which way to go. Ginger
could not hear what he said, so he beckoned again
frantically. He wiped the perspiration from his
blood-streaked face with relief as the Scud’s
engine started, and the machine began taxi-ing
slowly towards him.

Not until it was twenty yards from the beach
did Biggles cut out the engines, so that at last
Ginger could make himself heard. And by that
time he knew it was too late, for smoke was
pouring from the schooner’s portholes and hatches,

and the natives were jumping clear into the,

water. The canoe picked up the warriors, and the
paddlers backed away from the burning shnp

Biggles was saying son.ethmg, but Ginger did
not listen.

“The pearl\ The pearls!” he yelled. “The
pearls are on the schooner. Castanelli found
them !”

Too late, those on board the flying-boat under-
stood. Ginger dashed into the water and
scrambled aboard.

“Castanelli found the pearls!” he gasped. “He
took them aboard with him! They must be in his
cabin I’

Biggles smd nothing. e jumped into his seat,
and again the engines roared. The Scud whirled
round, churning the sea into milky foam, and
raced towards the doomed vessel.

But long before they got to it all those on
the flying-boat knew that the effort was wasted.
The schooner was a sheet of flame from stem to
stern. It would have been suicide for anyone who
attempted fo board her.

Biggles cut the throttle, and the engines died
suddenly, so that the Scud floated motionless on
the water. Not far away a wild chant rose from

& the warriors who were packed m the war canoe.
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They were watching the end of the Avarats
the same glee as they had watched the end &
owner.

resigned voice. k
pearls !”” he added, with poignant bitterness.

sooner I” muttered Ginger.

hadn’t struck a head wind,” put in Big
quietly.

.

realising that it must have been the same
that had caused Castanelli to change his pla
throw him overboard before taking advan
it to get away.
he added

loaded machine and a blooming canoe in
remarked Algy

ing him curiously.
dragged round the reef at the end of a rope

was dragged down to the bottom of the I
at the end of a rope.
later on.”

don’t know what happened to you, but whe
tell you what we've been through you'll thm :
a prize romancer !”

with Shell Breaker.”

in a hushed voice, as, with a hiss, the still-burns
remains of the doomed schoonet slid slowlr o
of sight under the water.

pieces of debris floated to the surface; apart £
that, there was nothing to show that the schoos
had ever zxisted. 4

Sandy bitterly.

up ?” asked Algy.

“handful of white lime, that’s all.”

They all stood staring sombrely at the spot whe
the Avarata had dxsappeared thinking of
risks and labour that had been in vain.

about it,”
well have a spot of something to eat while
_here, and then we'll start back for Rutuona.”

to Castanelli’s boys, too,
whole business wili have to be reported
authorities, of course.
concerned—iwvell, he got what he had desery:
a long time, and T don’t suppose there’ll be
tears shed on his account.
his crew ; they were a bad lot. But the go
at Tahiti will want to know what happe:
them, so we had better find out—not that I £
there is much doubt about it.” -
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“Well, that’s that!” muttered Sandy
“I never did have any 1

“Pity you couldn’t have got here
“We should have been here hours ago &

Ginger smiled grimly. : -
“I know all about that wind!” he

“TIt was nearly the death of
“It was nearly the death of us, with an
“Well, T d]d all I could,” declared Ginger.

“YVou look like it 1” observed Biggles,
“You look as if you've

e

“Tt was worse than that,” Ginger told him
T'll tel} you about
“You're not seriously hurt, are you?”

Ginger shook his head.
“Only scratches and shock,” he replied.

“You mean, yéu and Full Moon ?”
“Ves.”
“Where is she?”

“On the island somewhere. I left her

“Hallo! There goes the Avarata!” said &

A cloud of steam rose into the air, and a |

“Yes, and there go our pearls!” remar®
“Wouldn’t they be any good if we ﬁshed t

Sandv laughed harshly.
“ After being in that fire? They'll juse

For a minute o: two nothing more was

“Well, I suppose it’s no use sitting here mo
said Biggles at last. “We mi

“We shall have to find out what has happ
» muttered Sandy. ©
As far as Castanell

I don’t know @

Nobody answered. Once more the engines
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‘The others were all on their feet. Kull Moon
looked from one to the other in astonishment; it
was clear that she found it difficult to understand
why there should: be so much fuss over a few
pearls. But she grasped the situation.

_ “Atanelli, he come back for pearls, I reckon,”
she said again.

“But why didn’t you tell me?” asked Ginger.

“No time,” explained Full Moon. “You plenty
dead, I think.” .

“She means that when Castanelli threw you

reckon that’s 1t agreed Sandy.
© “We'll soon find out for certain.” He turned to
Full Moon. “What place you- throw tin?” he
demanded. 3
“J show,” replied Full Moon, without hesita-
tion. g
All was now bustle and excitement. Sandy
yelled to Roaring Wave to man’ the canoce, and
they were soon in it, steering according to Full
Moon's directions. P =
At the spot where the schooner had lain at
anchor when Ginger had been a prisoner the
native girl raised her hand, and the canoe came
to o stop. She then got over the side into the

water, with her face below the surface, looking

first one way and then the other at the bed of
the lagoon. Once she turned over again to
breathe, paddled a little farther away, and went
on with her search. :

“What about the shark?” exclaimed Ginger,
aghast. ; ;

“Look around you,” replied Ginger. “You
needn’t worry. If that mako shows up here he’ll
be-g*dead fish before he knows what’s hit him.”

Ginger looked along the side of the canoe and
saw a dozen men, muscles tense, hands on the
hilts of their knives, ready to dive into: the water
the instant danger threatened. X

At last Full Moon swam back to the canoe
and shook the water from her hair.

““Me see,” she said quietly. .

Tor a minute or two she clung to the side
of the canoe, breathing deeply, each breath
longer than the preceding one, As she exhaled
she bent her body like a jack-knife to force all
the air from her lungs. Finally, she took an
extra deep breath, and, turning head downwards,
went down into the depths like an arrow.

Ginger often thought about that moment after-
wards, for it was the most dramatic he had ever
kuown. The silent lagoon, the long black canoe
with its grotesquely carved prow, and the line of
grim, painted faces, with eyes boring into the
depths, watching for the dangers they understood
only too well. Fvery man was tense, the muscles
rippling under his oiled brown skin.

Suddenly there was a slackening of the tension.

Full Moon came into sight, shooting towards the
surface, her blue pareu clinging to her: lithe
body. One arm was upraised. In it she held
the tin. 3

There was a roar from every man in the canoe
as she broke the surface. For a little while she
clung to the side of the boat, drawing in her
breath with that curious whistling sound which
Ginger had come to know so well. Then she
tossed the tin into the canoe and climbed in
herself.

-Sandy was on the tin in a flash, and dragged
the lid off. wE

“They’re here!” he shouted hoarsely.

Biggles smiled.
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“After this trip’ T shall be ready o

anything,” he declared.
. In a few minutes they were back on
in an atmosphere very different from#
hour previously. Fuli Moon was the
the occasion—as indeed she deserved to

Sandy held the pearl tin under his
claring that he would not lose sight of ¥
until the pearls were sold. '

“Then let's get back to Rutuona for
suggested Biggles. “If we get along =
we can be back before dark. The madl
no case to face another hurricane.”

So they took their places in the Scud,
Full Moon and Shell Breaker to traw
them. In fact, much to her delight, Fu
was permitted to sit next to Biggles in th
cabin and work the throttle. :

The war canoe was taken in tow, and
azure sky, the Scud, with her engines
surged through the -entrance of the 1
the last time. :

A quarter of an hour later Ginger
and looked back. All he could see W
tattered palm fronds swinging in the
Even as he watched, they sank below the
and in spite of its grim associations it
a feeling of sadness to think that he wo
see the island again. ,

“T'm coming back here again one | &
told Sandy coufidently. ¢
- Sandy chuckled. :

“That’s what we all say,” he grinned.
islands get you that way.”

THE END OF THE TRAIL !

HE return of the warriors to Rutuos
Full Moon, and the story of how C:
had died, created a sensation wh
ing Wave declared, demanded a feast to
it, and preparations were begun forthwi
white men were the guests of honour, an
glare of many torches the banquet beg

Ginger, seated on a mat between Fu
and Shell Breaker, was ready for it, fi
a long time since he had eaten anyth
stantial. 3

Leaf-plates were provided,
heaped in turn with pork and pope
potatoes, shark’s sweetbreads, and o
delicacies, to say nothing of unlimited
of fruits of many sorts. Every time he pi
eating, Full Moon or Shell Breaker wo
“Kai! Kai!” and push more food tow:
Apart from that there was very little
for in Polynesia a meal is something to be
seriously. { :

When all had eaten to repletion the
clined on their mats, while the childr
out to eat what was left over, as ¥
privilege.

Then, in the orange light of the
torches, - the warriors - began to reco
version of the end of the Avarata. Gi
not hear the finish. Worn out, he ret
the scene, and flopping down on the
their hut, was instantly asleep. :

It was broad daylight when he awok
that the others had léen at- work on thi
for several hours. and the job of mens
broken wing nearly complete. -

* Popoe s the staple article of jﬁéi
Marquesas. It is a sticky, yellow pa
factured from the fruit of the bread
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Cludziner, 100, Achad-Ha’am Street, Tel-Aviv,

P:Ialestme s hage 17-19 3 smmps and general topxcs Jany-
where :

PEN PALS COUPON
9-12-39 -

. Negus, ‘““Dankeer,” Great, Holland, Frinton-on-Sea,

Essex ;. age 1417 ; ~nmlp< filmms, rea.d.mg, auywhere,
especially  U.8.&, and Lauada, all detters ansx\uad
pxompﬂy

A. Alves, 8, Mosque Junction, Hongkong, China ; ag a6
7 - all sports especially basket-ball and baseball .Rcu
all ‘over the British Empire.

Chia, 39-¢c, Bukit Timah “Road, ‘«mm\pote, St'aus
Settlements ; pen pals, age 14-18; '\Iam)a, and. Pacific
Islands only ; all letfers answen od,

S, Goodwm, 16, Elia Street. Colebrooke Row, Liendon,
N.1; age 17-21 ; atamps 5 British-Dominions,

Miss L. Hammond, 2, St. Brendan’s Road, Dmmumdm
Dublin, Eire ; girl correspondents, (age 22 u;maub;
reading, stamps, ceneral.topies bcotlmd b'umda, U S
Australia, New Zealand.

T. Lebar, 4, Selangor Flats, Spooner I{oad. Smgapou
Straifs Seftlements ; age 14-17; snaps;: readmg, Sports,
general topies, magaziies, mvnnmm 2 Do
Kent, Surrey and femote parts of Enolaud .111 lettu~
answered.

G. Bewell, 475, Seven Sisters Road Tottentiam, Lendon,
N. 151 “hack numbers of the GEM aml S Magnct oy dla-

osa
b K. Binnington, 67, Woadhouse Road Doneaster 3
12-16; any bubJeet British Empire. ©

{La'B

IIIIHIHIIIIHlll|HIIHHIIIHIHIHHHHINHlIIlIIHIllllHllIIIII!IIHHIllIIIlIIlIleHHIlIIIlllillIINHIlllHHIllIHIH!lllillllml|lIIIIIHHIHH!IHIH]H‘Hll

;I 1%113,11 not forget you One’ dav I =hail conte
selc. 2

They ¢lung to uuwe], nnplonng him to stay,
but the others wore calling, and in the end he
had o tear himself away. With his éves misty
with tears he ran down “the beach al d Rpla\hcd
out to the machine. -
- The engines were started. ’l_‘h-e »_G{l,hl')l “door
stammed. - The. engines roaved, -and . 4he Sgud
carved a ftrail of feam across the bay for the Jass
time, As i rose into the air Ginger sat silens
v at a side window, his heart Heavy with: ﬂ‘u,ef
taking his last view of Rutuona.-

Sandy clapped him on the shoulder,

“Don’t worry,” he said. ¢ Voull come bu(}\
-Once you have been to the islands you.can's-ever
lf)org{et; them, and one “day they- will call you

ack

0 . - " 0 e

pet

=

There is litile move to tell. The Seuds fireh
landfall was Tahiti, where Sandy, who knew the
Tun Gou LIBR&I‘Y.-——I\D
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govornor well, made & ﬁull report of the loss of
the Avarata, and the ddath of her captain. ‘The

others confirmied his statements, Wluch, Were ac-

cepled without guestion.

Indeed, the governor hinted that in hm opinion
Castanelli was well out of the w ay, for his illegal
practic including the selling of liguor to the
natives, had been known for some time, bub it
had been difficult to get evidence to conwvick him,

Several leading Parisian pear! buyers were in -

Papecte, and to them Sandy sold most of the
pearls, retaining ouly the very largest, for which
he thoughs Blggles would geb a better price in,
Paris. Neverthaless, those sold on the island 1ot
only paid for the entire expedition, bub left an
1mplc margin for divi ision among the partners.
Sandy remained in Tahiti, announcing that he

HIIIIIlIHIllllllllllll“lil"llll"i"lllmlllll|IIIIH||lllllIHIH"IIHHIINHIIIIUIIIHIIIHII"H!IHHIIIIIIINIIIHIIIIIHHlIIﬂl!I!lllIlill!!ll"liﬂ“llul,
‘vou enter Merry's study,

THE SECRET WITNESS!

(Continwed from page 23.)

picked up the Latin paper and left the qtudy,
and tapped at Mr. Silverson’s door.

James Silverson glanced round as he entered.

James was in high feather that ovening. He
was seated in his armchair, smoking a cigar,
with great satisfaction.  What was going to
happen in the morning was the snccessful end
of James’ long and. cunmng scheming, Fle had
brought it off at last!

But the satisfied smile on James’ face died out
as he saw the look on Mr, Liniow’s face—a Jook
of scorn and loathing and freezing contempt-that
5o words could have expressed.

He rose unsteadily to his feet.

Somethmg had gone wrong—he could see that.
But what?

My, Linton laid the Latin paper on the iable

“J return your handiwork, siv ¥’ he said, in
icy tones.

Jamee looked at the paper.

“My—my handiwork, sir!” he stammered. “1
{all to.understand you! I quite fall———

“Vou did not enter Study No. 10 in the Shell

t'm a,ftemoon, and write those insulting words

on that Latin paper?” asked Mr, Linton con-
iemp‘ruouslx 3
“1 1 Reallys My Tinfon—="

“You did net do so, in malicious and cow aldlv
revenge upon a-boy whom you have persecuted
ever since you came to this school?”

< Mr. Linton, such words as these——
face was white.

“De you deny if, su-‘”’

“L do Of course I do!
—to

'lake care, sirl” said Mr. Linton, “If T
place that paper befere the headmaster. I am
able to produce an eye-witness, sir, who saw

». James’

I defy you—to—to

“from his fingers.

was poing t\) buy a scliooner and
trader: but the others suspected that
pearls would be too great for him, and &
more likely that he would fib oub h
another raid on the pearl-bed. ©

By the time the,5 regehed Australia
was too badly m need of a complete o
them to consider flying home in it
sold it for what if was worth to an
company. Out of the proceeds he bown
tickets for air travel to Kngland,

“Ti will be a change to sit still and
body else do the work,” he remarke
smile, as they all went “aboard.

THE END.
Meet the chuns of Greyfriars again

i ** HIS BLACK SHEEP BROT

and write those

armchair. Fis :
The cigar deog

upon it
James sank into his
knees refused to support him.

He stared at the masicr of the
guised terror.

“Now, sir,” said Mr. Linton, “the
near its ond, and your post here as a femy
master ends with the term. I do not de
cause a scandal in the school: I do nob
to make a sensation here, sir. I shall say o
of this, I will only warn vou, sir, thav in &
further action—any further base and treachers
action—against that boy of my Ferm, you
have me to deal with, and that T shall @
with you, sir, without memv' I shall keep §
under my observation, Mr, Silverson 1

My, Linton left the study without w amng
an answer.

But James could not ha.\e answered Ium.
sat sageing in the chair, dumb, with fear
dismay in his heart *

Shell in o8

There was a more cheery scene u Study No§
in the Shell. e
Baggy Trimable satb in that stud; ‘enjoying hif
What it all meant, and what "the dickens
was all about, Baggy did nob know, but be
one thing that made his fat heart rejoice,
Shell fellows marched him off to their stu
and stood him the spread of his fat life.
Bagegy did not know why, and did not
much. Good things piled the table. And Bag
grinning from one flapping car to the other,
and ate and ate till his hospitable hosts re:
wondered that he did not burst all over the stud
“ JAUK BLAKE’S CHRIST
PUDDING ! "
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"Easy pare-time work! -page Catalogue of 3,000
gains, Send for complete Qutfit, value 7/ 6 FRhE,
GRE] UNIVERSAL STO
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removes all embarrassment and perma-
Enclose stamp 66—

(Direct from the factory.)
Worite for Art lllustrated List.
—EREE to all sufferers, Fartwuldrs of a
BLU HI NG proved honme treatment that quickly
nently cures. blushing and flushing of the face and neck.
o fo—mr. A, TEMPL (Spocialist).
Gommerce House, 72, Oxford Street. I.ondon WL
(Established 38 wears,)
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