


AN AIATEUR DWRECTORY.

Mr. E. A. Pallington, of 21, Milten
Road, Croydon, writes to me to say that
with the Help of a few friends, he is com-
piling an amateur directory, which will
contain particulars of all amateur maga-
zines, the names and addresses of these,
the editors -and staffs, also details of all
boys’ and girls’ clubs, ete., while a sec-
tion will be devoted to advertisements.

It is intended to issue a thousand
i of this book. The volume
be out -during March, and
Mr. Pallington would be glad to hear
from friends anxious to support such a
useful work.

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL. F
Miss Violet Quillinan and Miss Mabel
Cohen send me a cheary letter about the
Holiday Annual. which book delighted
them both, By the way, a few copies of
the Annual are still to be had by appli-
cation to the publisher at these offices.

WHY 7 :

A Faiihful Reader wants to know why
the names and addresses of non-readers
have been asked for. Well, this matter
i as plain as_the n on the face of
Cyrano de Bergerac—the ~ lengendary
Trench swordsman, who had a nasal
appendage several sizes too big.

You see, T want all non-readers to be-
come readers without the “non.” But
there is another point. The splendid pic-
ture of Jack Cornwell, V.C., is sent to all
correspondents who comply with the easy
vules attached to this competition. -

VERSES.

A great deal of poetry is cent jn to

me. There is not much room for rhyme,
but, of course, the day might come when
versifying would be the thing. You
m,uld’ talkk of Baggy this way, for in-
stance:
I do not like you. Baggy. Trimble,
The reason why, I'll not dissemble;
You are so fat and none too nimble,
I do not like you, Baggy Trimble.

There iz a lot of go‘od in verse. Some-
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Your Editoris always pleasedto hear from his readers.

Address : Editor, The " Gem,” The Fleetw
Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.

times, when there is no reason, there is
rhyme, and one likes to have either

yme or reason, if you can’t get both.
Yes, the day might come. People would
converse in verse. It would be im-
mensely interesting. Everybady would
talk poetry instead of prose, as now.

I'd just as lief

Have roast beef,

And please rerugmber the pommes frites,
Nicely done, before the sweet.

That would do for the restaurant. 'The
waiter would carry on easily with a few
stanzas praising the menu, and with a
few playful digs at the weather, some-
thing after this style:

It you are in a hurry.

1 cordially recommend our curiy;

We've got roast lamb.

What Mary had —and fried ham,

Bloater paste, pepperacum,

Or, maybe, you could fancy an omelette
au rthum. %

Now, there are any number of silent
poets knocking around, I rather fancy it
would lend polish and digoity to the
world if wo all tried to rhyme cur words
hefore saying them., We should hear the
flustaved porter at the station, as he
pushed his trolley of luggage about in
the crowd, murmur gently:

“Mind your backs, s'il vous plait,
T've got a lot to do to-day.”

Thiz would explain his haste. T talk
were caviied on in this style, how much
more peaceful life would be! It is par
ticularly dificult to be angry in poetry.
T have been told thiz, I did not know
it, as I never am angry. Besides, to
express your wishes in rhyme calls for
coolness, and a peaceful sort of way of
looking at things.

“ THE GEM NEws.”
Congratulationis to My. J. Friedman, of
54, C%Jalenubriand Avenue, Montreal,
Canada, oun his admirable little paper

dy House,

pallﬁd i.;f]ie “Gem News.”
is the official organ of the Gem Posteard
Exchange, and fs a well edited, compre-

This weekly

hensive little affair, which the Grg js
very glad to welcome.

The Editor takes a wide view of his
task, and imparts an International in-
terest to his Eeriodica!, while through
thick and thin he is a wholehearted sup-
porter of the Companion Papers. I wish
his bright and well-informed magazine
all prosperity.

But please don’t think the corre-
spondent is not busy. He is. His duty is
to mind the horse, for he travels round
the country-—and I rather envy him that
part—with a traveller in goods, and whils
the horse investigates his nose-bag, my
chum reads the Companion Papers, He
sends his best wishes to the papers which
while away the time. I hope he will
wiite me another cheery note,

GREYFRIARE CARTOONS,

It will be worth everybody’s while to
keep a look-out for Frank Nugent’s
clever caricons of Greyfriars brities,
which ave appeaving each weck in the
= Greyfriars” Herald, Verb sap, as the
Emperor Marcus Aurelius used to say.

NO ADDRESS.

Miss Maudie Elizabeth Hill, of Glas-
gow, thinks she ought to have been re-
plied to, but she gives no address even
now. She wants to know if the Gea
cannot be published every day. -

Nothing doing. Miss Maudie !

pleasant. and I B
Gem ” would sell all

—

l

. EDDIE POLO’S

Thrilling Adventures As
“ CYCLONE SMITH."

See the pictures at
- your local cinema—
read the stories in

the “MARVEL.”

compl

aerob:

Ten of the most daring and breath-
lessly exciting tales of Wild West
Adventure ever written—each story

lamous " CYCLONE SMITH" films,
featuring the celebrated actor and

them every Tuesday in the

The Great Adventure Story Paper.

lete in itself. Founded on the

EDDIE POLO. Read

Copyright in the United States of America.
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CHAPTER 1,
Skimmy gives Trouble,

ANG, bang, bang!
The noise echoed and re-

echoed along the Shell passage
at St. Jim’s,

Bang, bang, bang!

The noise grew louder and louder.

“Bai Jove, deah boys, is it an air-.
waid 7" asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
in a flustered way, as he arrived on the
scene with a crowd of others, to see what
all the noise was abount.

“Or a Guy Fawkes stunt out of
season ! sugzested Monty Lowther.

“Or one of Glyn’s mechanical inven-
tions?” surmised Blake.

But it proved to be none of these
things. Tt was merely George Gore
Licking at the door of his own study.

Bang, bang, bang!

Gore went on kicking and rapping with
ever-increasing vigour.

“‘Stop that!” shouted Tom Merry.
“What the dickens do you think you are
doing 7"

Bang, bang, bang! x
“Weally, Goah, deah boy, I mean, you
wottah——"

Bang, bang, bang!

Tom Merry wasted no more time in
words. He seized the bully of the Shell
by the shoulders, and twisted him round,

“Leave go, Tom Meérry, hang you !”

“Not till you explain what you are
making all this row about!”

“What business is that of yours?”
asked Gore angrily.

“It’s my business to see that you don’t
make a nuisance of yourself,  You're
keeping us all from doing our prep by
the noise you're making.”

“Oh, it doesn't matter so much about

prep,” said Manners, “but I was just in~

the middle of a game of chess with
Jonty, and you've spoilt the game for
s."

u:

“Rather 1" .- agreed Monty Lowther.
“T was just going to win in threec moves,”

‘‘To lose, you mean !" snorted Manners.
“My bishop would have taken vour
queen next move!”

“If I'd let you do it—""

“Why, you couldn't help yourself, you
dummy !” K @

“Oh, blow your chess!” interrupted
Herries. “I was just practising on my
cornet, and Gore here started making
such a hullaballoo, that T could hardly
hear myself !"

“Thank goodness for small mercies !"”
murmured Blake. “We were gpared
your cornet solo, even if we've had to
stand the other row.”

“Look here, Blake——"

o ‘\’Vas]ly, dezh  boys!" intnrpcsnd
Gussy pacifically.  *“ What we wequiah to
know is why Goah heah has been makin®
such a wow I"

“That's it !"* said Tom Merry. “Speak
up, Gore, and explain yourself !

“Or the gore will flow,” added Monty
Lowther humorously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here. Lowther—"

““Spare me that ordeal, Gore! Don't
ask me to look at youm, please!"
- “Btop roiting. Monty.” said Tom

“Now, Gore, are vou

Merry sharply,
i or do you

oing to explain vourself,
Tgi‘ll“]f to be bumped ?*

Gore looked sullen. For a long time
past he had been on fairly good terms
with Tom Merry 0., but he still
resented any interfercnce with his inde-
pendence.

“I suppose I've got a right to get
into my own study,” he said, at.last,
moodily.

“Who's stopping you?” asked Tom
Merry in surprise,

“That ass Skimmy ! He's locked him-
self into the study, reading his silly bosh,
and now I can’t make him hear !’

*More likely the silly ass doesn’t want
to let you in. Where's Talbot 7"

Talbot was the other occupant of
Gore’s study, and the only fellow at St.
Jim’s who exercised a controlling in-
fluence over both Gore and Skimpole.

“Gone away on a visit to Marie
Rivers' father. He won't be back for a
day or two."

1 Qh " .

Tom Merry understood now why Skim-
pole had locked himself i He was

in,
afraid that in Talbot’s absence Gore

SKIMPOLE’S -
EST CURE!

A Magnificent, Long, Complete (“
Story dealing with the Adven=-
tures of Tom Merry and Co.,

at St. Jim’s,

4

By Martin Clifford.

would again begin to make things uncom.
fortable for hiﬁl. s

“ Afraid you'll bully him while Talbot's
away,” suggested Manners bluntly.
Manners never minced his words.

“If you mean that I'm a bully,
Manners——"

“Well, you're not as bad as you were,”
said Manners condescendingly. *But
we know you aren’t kidrglovc yet to old
Skimmy by any means!" -

_“He’s enough to make an angel lose
his patience I"” growled Gore.

““Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Lowther. "If
you think you're an angel, Gore, old
top, you're jolly well mistaken!"”

“Look here, Lowther—-"

“What again ? I've obliged you by
looking once, Gore, but I don’t know if
I could stand it twice!”

“Oh, rats! You wouldn't like to
have ﬁkimmy in your study, T bet!”

“Perhaps not, Gore! He's not a bad
chap, but I really den't think T could
stand an everlasting dose of his Socialist
talk.”

““Or his Determinism,” added Herries.
“1 never understand a word that he's
talking about.”

“You wouldn’t!"” grinned Blake.

“Eh?"” Herries was rather dense, but
he understood that gibe. ‘Do you mean
that I—oh, well, I don’t want to under-
stand that sort of stuff, if it comes to
that.”

. “Well, how do you expect me to stand
it, then?” demanded Gore aggressively.

Tom Merry did not reply to that. He
sympathised with Gore’s trouble, but
he objected to Gore's way of dealing
with it. It was all very well for Gore to
complain that S8kimpole's talk bored him
to distraction, but that was no excuse
for banging Skimmy's head against the
wall, as Gore was in fhe habit of doing

Rap, rap, rap! )

Tom Merry knocked at the door of the
study, in the hope that the genius of tha
Shell might condescend to reply.

“Go away, Gore! I'm on my
fiftieth chapter of Professor Balmy-
crumpet’s eugenics !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"
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* Skimmay, deah boy——'"

‘“Is that you, D’Arey? I'm just read-
ing about the degeneracy of the modern
aristocracy. From my knowledge of
your habits, I find that Professor Balmy-
crumpet has gauged the etate of affairs
correctly.”

“ Weally,
boundah——

“Open the door, old chap,” inter-
rupte Tom Mery diplomatically.
“Gore wants to get in to do his prep.”

“I must beg vou to excuse me, Tom
Merry, I am afraid that the presence
of Gore would be a disturbing influcnce
to my intellectual trend of mind this
afternoon !

Bkimmay, you insultin’
»

“Gr! Let me get at him!” roaved
Gore.
“Pax, Gore. You'll never get

Skimmy to open the door unless you pro-
mise to make it pax.’”

“What? After being kept out of the
study all the afterncon! I'm blowed if
I'll do anything of the sort!”

“Oh, well, then, we can’t help your
troubles. But don’t start kicking up a
row again, or you'll get it in the neck !”

*“If the silly idiot promises not to talk
bosh to me, T won't interfere with him.”

“That’s better! You’re not to open
your mouth all the time Gove's in the
study, Skimmy, and he'll do the same.
Do you hear 7"

“I hear, Merry. But I am doubtful
how much reliance to put on Gore's
word."”

“ What!" yelled Gore. “Do vou hear
that, Merry? Do ‘you expect me to
stand that 7™

“Hard lines!” chuckled Monty Low-
ther. “Skimmy knows you, old ¢ hap !””

** 8hut up, Monty !I” Tom Merry did
Lot sce the use of angering Gore more
than necessary. “It's all right, Skimmy.
Take Gore's word this time, and if he
deesn’t keep it, we'll come along and talk
to him.”

“Very well, Merry!” shouted Skim-
pole in reply. “I rely on that. If Gorve
does not disturb me, T shall read quietly
to myself,”

*Open the door then, fathead !"

“Don’t fuster me, Merry. I must
finish the page first, that T am now read-
ing, or I shail lose my line of thought.
Ah, that's right!”

And Skimpole rose leisurely to open
the study door,

When Skimpole's face appeared at the
study door, Gore made an impulsive
movement. to rush at him.. But the
others advanced towards him threaten-
ingly, and he controlled himself with
difficulty. It would be dangerous to
attack Skimmy in the Erssenﬂe of so
many fellows ready to rush to his rescue.
Besides, Gore had given his word that he
would make it pax, and the time had
passed when Gore broke promises as
easily as piecrust. He had become much
more conscientious in such matters of
late.

“Steady, Gore!” said Tom Merry
warningly, laying a restraining hand on

is armk. 3

** All yight!” said Gore sulkily. “I've
made it pax ™
\.“'T am soiry to have excluded you, my
dear Gore——"" began the genius of the
Shell.

Without designing to reply, Gore en-
tered the study, and took ont his books.
Skimpole followed him in, &nd also
seitled down again in his corner with
Professor Balmycrumpet’s volume,

Tom Merry & Co. departed, and there
wae silence in the Shell passage. But
Gore was planning a scheme of revenge
against the genius of the Shell,
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CHAPTER 2.
Skimmy €an’t See.
€ OODNESS gracious!” i
G Herbert Skimpole uttered
that exclamation as the rising-
bell rang out noisily on the
following morning,
* Goodness gracions!” N
“ Listen’ to the silly ass! What's up
with him?” asked Manners, putting one
foot gingerly out of bed.
“Feeling the weather, I suppose!”
i Lowther. “It’s enough to make
Skimmy swear!”

Dear me!” )
“Really,  Skimmy, rou're getting
worse! ¢ Goodness gracious’ was bad

enough, but *dear me’ is the giddy
limit 1"

“Oh dear " 7

“There must be something wrong with
him!” muttered Tom Merry. * What's
up, Skimmy "’ .

“I—I don't quite know, Tom Merry.
But I can't see anything this morning !”
said the genius of the Shell plaintively,
as he perched his large glasses once more

on his nose.

“What!” exclaimed the Terrible
Three altogether, and attention was
immediately centred on Skimpole.

“Can't see!” ejaculated Manners.
“What the dickens do you mean?”

‘‘There seems to be a blur in front of
my eyes. I can't see anything., I—I
really—— Oh dear!”

“Ara you feeling any pain?” asked
Tom Merry concernedly.

*Er—ryes, I think so. A slight twitch,
you know—nothing much !

“1 said it would happen some day!”
said Gore. “The idiot has read himself
blind, that’s all.””

“Well, you needn't gloat!” snapped
Tom Merry. “8hall I call the doctor,
Skimmy 7

“N-no, Merry.
be necessary h, my !

And Skimpole stumbled half-blindly
along the side of his bed.

“Here, let me help you along!" said
Gore gruffly, &s he led Skimpole to the
washstand.” “Give me your specs. I'll
lock after them for a bit!”

“Thank you, Gore! That's very kind
of youl!”

“Don’t dress voursclf, Skimmy,” ad-
vised Bernard Glvn, the scientific man
of the Shell. “These eve troubles are
sometimes verr dangarous unless they're

T don’t think that wiil
™

attended to immediately.

“That's " said Tom Merry., “If I
were you get into bed again,
Skimmy.”

“Do you think se, Merry? Perhaps
I'd better.”

‘I certainly do!"

“Very well. I bow to your judg-
ment!”

And Skimpole, still assisted by Gore,
groped his way back to his bed.

““Here are your specs, Skimmy!” said
Gore, as he returned them to their

owner,

“Thank you, Gore. You ate very con-
siderate!”

And Bkimpole adjusted the glasses

once_more.

“Dear me!” he murmured. “It's
wonderful! I cannot see anything
now!"”

A slight shade came over Gore's face.
Manners, noticing it, whispered to
Lowther that Gore was not such a hard-
hearted beast as they had imagined him

to be.

“Run along and fetch Dr. Lambe!”
suggested Tom Merry. “Will you go,
Monty?” \

“Right-ho I said the humourist of the
Shell, readily enough. *“If Merry wants
the little Lambe——**

“Is this the time for puns?” asked
Manners reproachfully. “Come along,
Monty (" z i

Lowther reddened. He joked without
premeditation at times. It was simply
a habit, Gravely he followed Manners
cut of the dormitory. He realised that
there might be something seriously the
matter with Skimmy.

- Meanwhile the Shell fellows were sur-
reunding Skimpole anxiously.

“I can't see anything on the surface,”
said Glyn, as he bent over Skimmy's
eyes. “ But these troubles are somotimes
beneath the surface.”

“Lot vou know, anyway!” snorled
Grundy.  “You'li be setting yourself up
as an expert next,”

“I know who'll get a black ere if he
doesn’t mind his own business!™ snorted

that could be offered to Glyn.

“What!” roared the great George
Alfred Grundy. “Give me a black eye,
will you? Come on, then!”

“Oh dear! Pray dé not make such
a noise, my good fellows!” sighed Skim-
Eole, as he faced his Form fellows with

are eyes, his spectacles having been laid
aside as useless. He could just manage
to distinguish their forms now.

“Shame!” said Tom Merry. *“Have
some gense, cheps! Don’t make so much
row!”

“Yes, have some sense, Glyn,” said
Grundy. *I'm surprised at youl”

* Why, it's you who are making all the

rovw

“Well, if you don’t shut up, both of
you I'll knock your nappers together!™
snuxted Tom Myar!y.

“Will you, by Jove!”

“When are you boys goine down to
breakfast?” asked Kifdsm, the captain
cf St. Jim's, entering the dormitory.

Tom Merry hastily explained the
situation. When he had finished, Kildare
bent over Skimpole,

“1 suppose you have been overdoing
it,” he said. **Well, don’t worry! Dr,
Lambe will soon tell us what's the
matter with you. Meanwhile, the rest
of you had better get into the Hall. Mr.
Linton is waiting for you.”

“ Right-ho, Kildare!”

The juniors trooped out of the dormi-
tory obediently. Many a master would
have been glad to receive as much
obedience as Kildare received from the
juniors. But then he was 2 sportsmean
through and through,
treated him acmrdingiy.

“ Well, Gore?”

Gore stayed behind after the others
had departed.

“Here are Skimmy's specs, Kildare.-
Will you take care of them?"”

“’l'fgnnks! Dr. Lambe_had better sen
them when he comes. You might tell
the Head that I'm staying here with
Skimmy for a bit,”

“¥ery well, Kildare

And Gore departed.

Left alone with Skimpole, Kildare sab
down at the side of the bed, looking
anxiously at the brainy junior,

hatever happened, Skimpole must
not be allowed to worry too much.
Worry was bad for brain and eyes.

kimpole was a queer fellow, alwars
wasting his mental energy on “isms
that no schoolboy ought to tamper with:
but he had a heart of gold, and most of
the decent fellows at St, Jim's were fond
of him.

“Fecling bad, Skimmy?”

“1 don’t know, Kildare,
feel a twitch in my eyes.
that is only imagination.”

“Possibly 17

Kildare was not at all sure that Skim-

n
and the juniors

I seem to
But perhaps
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“ What's up, Skimmy 7"’ asked Tom Merry.
said the genius of the Shell p}allnﬁ;aol s a8 he perch
claim

he Terrible Three altogether.

“ 1.1 don’t quite know ; but [ can’t ses anything
od his large glasses once more on his noss.
(8se chapter 2.)

this morning,"
““What!” ex.

pole had not strained his eresight, but it
would never do to discournge him.

*“ Anyway, I'd go slow with the books
for a bit after this, if I were you,” he
added. "

I suppose I-shall have to. But I am
just busy on the interesting subject of
eugenics, and——"

“Eugenics?” Kildare cudgelled his
brains.” Although he was in the Sixth
Form, whilst Skimpole was in the Shell,
he was not quite sure if he Lknew what
the word meant. “Let me see, that's
about air and sunlight, isn't it?”

“Oh dear, no, Kildare! You are
thinking of hygiene, I should imagine.
Eugenics deals with the human body—
about people being .fit and strong, and
50 on.”

“ Look here, my boy,” interrupted Kil-
dare impatiently. “You just go in a
bit for physical exercises to keep you fit
and strong, and then you won't need to
bother your head with eugenics or any
other “ics’ or fisms.' "

“PBut the race, Kildare'!” -

“Eht What race?” -

“The human race! I must think of
the good of my fellow-creatures, you
know.”

Kildare was saved from the necessity
of r?lymg to this by the entranee -of
Dr, Lambe, accompanied by Mr. Linton.

I3 this the boy?” asked Dr. Lambe,
surveying Skimpole.

“He is the boy,” assented Mr. Linton.

“Don’t be afraid, my boy,” urged Dr.
Lambe, as he bent over Skimpole.

“Fear is a sensation that I do not
indulge in, sir,” replied the brainy man
of the Shell.

Dr. Lambe stared at him.

“What a queer lad! Well, well, let me
see your glasses.”

“ Here they are, sir!” said Kildare,

“And are these the glasses that you
have been wearing?” asked the little
doctor, in surp:

“Of course,

“Then I must say—er—er—you had
better stay in bed for a few days, my
boy.”

And Dr. Lambe whispered hastily in
Mr. Linton’s ear.

“The boys eyes have suddenly got
much weaker. He will have to have
much stronger glasses.”

“Is there anything dangerously the
matter with his eyes?” askeg Mr. Linton
anxiously,

“I cannot tell yet. I shall come to
examine him every da; for a few days,
and then I can decide,”

“Thank you, doctor!

“ Giood-bye, my boy!
“ Please, doctos—""

“Yes, my boy?”
*“ May I read, Professor Balmyorumpet's

book on eugenics? The print is very
large."

““Certainly not, you foolish boy! You
must not touch any books. Good
morning !

And “the doctor departed, leaving

anxiety behind him,

CHAPTER 8.
Looking After Skimmy,

KIMMY did not stay in bed long.
Dr. Lambe decided, after all, that
there was no harm in his walking
about. But he was strictly for-
bidden to enter the class-room or

touch any books whatsocever, 2

Skimpole found the time hanging vory
heavy on his hands. Skimpale Eud never
gone in for any recreation but reading,
and he did not know what to do w;‘&
himself.

It was especially lonely for Skimpols
during lessons, when all his Form fellows
were in the class-room. He wandered
about by himself in the corridors and

assages of St. Jim's. At last he made

is way to the kitchen,

Mra. Towle, the cook, was busy
hnF up some beck for lunch, when -
pole came up to her, and began talking

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 629.
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about vegotarianiem and the sacredness
of life. Mrs. Towle pursed her lips and
told him to run away and play.

“An’ if we don't kill no sheep where's
your mutton coming from?” she asked.
And Skimpole turned away, recogrising
that to talk further with such a woman
was below his dignity.

Naney, the housemaid, was scrubbing
the floor of the Shell passage as Skim-
pole returned to his study. Skimpaole at
once began talking to her about the
rottenness of a social gystem which foreed
a sweet young girl like her to go down
on her hands and knees and scrub, whilst
other maidens, who were in no way more
deserving than herself, walked proudly
on marble floors at which they never
even deigned to look,

“You're quite right, sir!” said Nancy.
“I've always thought that I'd like to
be u prand lady and have servant girls
working for me.*”

“Dear me, no; that's not what I
mean, There ought not to be any
servants at all.*

“ But wouldn't the floors get into a
very dirty state then, sir?” "

Skimpole walked on quickly. Really,
\\1higl could ome say to such a stupid
girl? )

He seftled down into his chair and
took a k up mechanically. Before
he knew what he was doing he was read-
g the fifty-first chapter of Professor
Balmycrumpet’s  eugenics, his  eyes
greedily devouring the words through
the new glasses which Dr. Lambe had
ordered for him. .

“You idiot!” Talbot, who had re-
turned from his holiday, stood staring at
Skimpole. “Put that book down at
conce 1™

“Really, Talbot, you startled me! Do
let me finish the fifty-second chapter 1™

Talbot wasted no more time in words.
e flung Professor Ballycrumpet's pre-
cious volume into the fire,

“And I'll fling you after it, Skimmy,”
he threatened, *if you don’t stop play-
ing the fool with your eyes!”

“Then you know——"

“Yes, Merry wired me about you!
That’s one reason why I hurried my
return, I did not want to have a blind
Skimmy in my study when I came back.”

“Perhaps you are right, Talbot!” said
Skimpole meekly. Skimpole respected
Talbot’s judgment more then that of
anybody elee at St. Jim’s.

‘I should jolly well think T am!
going to Jook after you, my boy I

I'm

At that moment the schoolbell rang
out

“Lessons  are  over!” commented
Talbot. ““We'll have to find something
for you'to do.” -

“Really, Talbot, I—?

“Come out into the open, Skimmy!”
: “Dr. Lambe teld me to avoid the sun-
ight, Talbot, so I feap-——:?" ;

_‘“The dickens he did " Talbot was dis-
céncerted.  “ Well, we'll have to discover
something for you indoors, then.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

It was Monty Lowther’s cheery voice,
as he entered the study with the vest of
the Terrible Three and the chums of
Study No. 6.

“When did you ge: back, Talbot, old
mant?

“Just this minute! And T found this
idiot at his book again!”

“Ought to be pitched out of the
dow !” commented Tom Merry.

“ 8kimmy, or the book?”

“Eh?
together we'd probably find Skimmy sit-
ting reading the book in the quad, if he
managed to survive the fall.”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“The book’s gone into the fire !

“There are olher books about!” said
Blake, glancing round the study. “We'd
better make a clean sweep of them.”

“Hear, hear!” chorused the others,
and Arthur Augustue D’Arcy chimed in

s, wathah !

we don't want to shove all the
n the fire. They've cost a bit,
mmy may want them again when
he’s recovered,” said Talbot.

“That's so!” agreed Tom Merry
thoughtfully. “Let's take them away
and lock them up in our study !”

“Good idea !” said Manners. “I'll bag
Softnapper’s book on  Aristocracy ' 1

“And Tl take Topsvtoodle's volume
on_* Determinism,” ” said Lowther.

Each of the fellows got hold of three
or four of Skimpole’s bulky volumes and
began taking them away.

“*Really, my dear fellows—""

“Well, you’ve asked for it, Skimmy!"

“Oh dear!”

And Skimpole sighed as his precious
treasures were carted away. is only
comfort was that they had not shared
Professor Balmycrumpet's fate and been
thrown into the fire. He would soon
recover them,

“Now, then,” said Manners, re-enter-
ing the study with a chessboard and a sct
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Well, if we pitched them out |.

of chessmen.  “Let me teach you the
noble game of chess, Skimmy. It'll keep
¥ou busy when you've nothing clse to
do, without & y

“Really, Skimpole!” It was the molk-
indignant voice of Lowther. “Am I to
believe that the fascinating game cf
kings is a stranger to you?”

“Dear me, no, Lowther! I know the
theory of chess But I chjest
to playing it on a

“0n principle !
staved at Skimmy.

Yes, my dear fellows! There are
kings and qucens involved in it, and it
is o species of warfare, and I object 10
voyalty and war!”

“My hat! Have yon ever met such a
balmy aes?” gasped Manners

“Never!” gasped Lowther. “Or
hardly ever {”

“Weally, Skimmay, deah Loy, if vou
were not an invalid I'd give you a feahful
thwashin’ 1

“My dear D’Arcy, I do not expect
anything else from you. You are a pam:-
pered scion of the aristocracy !

““Oh dear!” gasped Blake. ** What's he
going to call you next, Guesy, old chap®”’

“The poor fellah is insane, Blaie!
T must take no notice of hie wemark:

“ Hush, little ones!” said Tom A
pacifically.

“Look here, {ctmg Merry! Whea are
you calling a little one?”

“You, for one, Blake.
delight to bark and bite—"

 Let me get at him !

““Quiet, please!™ interpolated Talket.
“ The question is, what are we to do with

Skimmy ?”

“Let him talk bosh to ws.” grinned
Digby. *That will keep him quiet all
right, I reckon.”

4 dear! I suppose it will have tn
come to ‘that!” groaned Tom Merry.
| ““Start away, Skimmy !”

“Talk boesh! Pray,

¥

Let dogs

what do you mean
by that, Tom Merry?"

*“Hocialism and Determinism, and all
that rot, you know 1

“Really, Merry, I refuse to discuss
such subjects with you if von apply snch
names as besh and rot to them. It shows
that you are not an earnest sceker after
the truth.”

“Thank goodness!” said Blake fer-
vently, “1 was afraid the silly ass was
really going té start off.”

“Ha, ha, 1*

“8kimmay, deah boy "—D'Arcy was
talking in his most particular and special
tone of voice—" won't you come along ta
my studay and have a look at my ties an’
twousahs?”

“Such matters are beneath my notice,
D’Arcy.” :

“Weally, deah boy, if you paid a
little more nttention to your attiah——'"

“I refuse to discuss the topic ai all,
D’Arcy. Dress has no interests for me. "

“Let me bring my cornet aleng and
play you a solo, Skimpole,” suezested
Herries magnanimously.

*“No, thank you, Herries!

»,

Music haa

1 a tendency to irritate me, T fear.”

*“What?” Herries looked wrathful.

*Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Monty Lowther.
“He knows your ccrnet solos, Herries,
old man.”

“Well, T dou't see what we can do
with the silly ass!” said Tom Meiry, in
espair,

“Oh, 'm fed up to the nyebrows!”
said Blake, and lefi the stu accom-
panied his chums, leaving *Skimpole
alone with Talbot.

‘“Are you sure there's nothing you
want me to do for yeu, Skimmy?”

“Quite, Talbol
I'll join the o:liers!”

And

Talbot also departed.
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!‘ Wae intend to use this study, and
fellow I'  Miss Mario faced Qore

have agreed.

wo ask you to make room,” said Gore,
‘“ If there had been any attempt at politeness on

resolutely.
staying here as long as | pleass.'’

Bubk-now [ intend

looking at Miss Marie.

“ You chesky
your part | might
(See Chapter 8).

Skimpole remained by himself, and sat
brooding in his chair for a long time,
f there had been another book handy, he
would have started readimg ngain, but
Tom Meiry & Co. had carted all his
literary treasures away.

At last he rosc, and set out to look

for fresh diversions.
ﬂI
looked at Baggy Trimble. Baggy
was panting and breathless in his
ciforts to catch up with the brainy man
of the Shell

“1 say, Skimmy- .

Skimpole stopped and waited for
Baggy to come up. Skimpole had no
love for the greedy sneak of the Fourth
Form. but he made it a rule never to
give offence by ignoring anyone.

“Look here. Skimmy, I'm awfully
sorry about what's happened to  your
eyes. T always knew that reading all
that piffle would—-o1

“My dear Trimble, lot me expiain to

CHAPTER 4. -
Skimpoie the Relormer,
SAY, Skimmy, old chap— "
Skimpole turned round amd

you that eugenics is not piffle. It jg—"

“Yes, ves; know!™ gaid Trimble
hastily. “But what I wanted to say was
that T suppose you won't be spendin$
such a lot of money on books now—eh "

“I suppose not,” said Skimpole medi-
tatively. He had never thought of what
he was going to do with %lis pocket-
money in future, if reading was forbid-
den to him. He had no hobbies, like the
crdinary healthy schoclboy. “Can you
suggest any good object to which to
devote the litile allowance I receive,
Trimble "

““Just what T wauted to see you about,
Skimmy !”  Trimble beamed. " “I know
a fellow who's badly nourished and half-
starved. Think what a lot of good you
could do with your spare cash!™

“Really, Trimble? That's very in-
teresting. Who is he?"

“Well, he is rather shy about giving
his name. Just hand over the cash to
me, and I will see that he gets it, old
man!”

“T fear I cannot do that, Trimble. You
would probably take it to the tuckshop
and purchase indigestible compounds
with which to make yourself iil.”

“Really, Skimmy ! T never get enough
to eat here. I'm abeolutely starving '™

Skimpole siared. He had begun tu
smell a rat. :

“Are you the person to whom T um

to devote my pocket-mone, e askeld,
“I—I— Oh, really, Skimmy, how
can you eav such a thing? T'm wot =z

cadger, 1 hope. But you would really
be doing a great deal more good by
5ltan:ling me a snack at the tucksho)
than—-" =

“You are a liar and a deceiver, as
well as a greedy glutton, Trimble! 1
shall cerfainly not give you any mon
And if you worry iao any more I
take it upon me lo chastise you

“Bah: Silly old fathe

And Trimble volled away isgust.

“Dear me! Trimble secms quite
offended ! murmured Skimpole to him-
self.  *“It is strange how some people
cannot stand the truth about themselves.
1 wonder if T ought Ah!”

Skimpole had arrived at the door of
Grundy's study. He knocked confi-
dently.

“Come in, fathead!” Tt was the great

TeE Geym Lisrany.—No. 629.
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George Alfred’s voice. Grundy wae And Tom Merry & Co. passed on | undid them prepavatory to pouring the

busy lecturing Wilkins on how he ought
to have played in the Jast football maich,
whilst Gunn was busy writing a pirate

story.
Under other circumstances Grundy
would have chased the genius of the

Shell out of his study immediately. But
he could hardly be so harsh with an
invalid.

“Well?"" he snapped.

* My dear Grandy!” Skimpole locked
round the study with a friendly smile.
“My dear Wilkins! My dear Gunn—"

“{’\'ell?" repeated Grundy threaten-

“Jf you have come to talk isms

ingly. :
We've no time for

to us, clear out!
you!”

*“Really, Grundy, I should hardly talk
about’deep philescphical matters to fel-
lows of your limited capacity——"

“My hat! Let me get at him!'™
hooted Grundy, as his chums restrained
him foreibly from hurling himself at
Skimpole. ~ “The cheeky bounder!
Limited capacity, indeed!”

“I am sorry if the truth is painful to
you, Grundy. I have come to sec
whether T cannot rouse you to take in-
terest in intellettual matters. You aro
so self-centred that you hava hecome
in, foolish, and filled with an over-
idea of your own importanee.

“He

“Ha, ha. ha!” yelled Gurn.

has hit you of to a T, Grundy, olil |

Do you mean to s
am anything of that sort,
equash yvou!”

“Pray restrain  yourself, Grundy.”
ccntinued Skimpole, quite unconscious
that he was making Grundy’s blood boil.
* With regard to Gunn, what T have to
remark is that the type of book with
which he fills his mind, full of deeds of
bloodshed and violence, is beund to lead
10 a_degeneration of the moral fibre—"

" Ha, ha, ba!” yelled Wilkins.
on, Skimmy! I'm enjoring
You're doing well 1”

“Thank you, Wilkins!
word or two to say to you. Your over-
indulgence in athletic pursuits has
warped your brain. and left you a mere
animal. as far as the higher life is con-
(FI'IN'.‘d—”

“Groob!  You all-round
howled the outraged Wilkine.

o,

il

thie!

I have also a

lunatic ™
“* What

dickens do you mean by that?
imal, indeed 1"
“At him!” chouted Grundy; and

without more ado the genius of the Shell
was bundled to the door, and forcibly
set down in the passage.

_ “Really, my dear fellows—" began
Skimpole.

But there were no dear fellows to
heer. Grundy & Co. had again locked
themselves in their study.

Ruefully, Skimpole picked himself np.
The lot of the reformer was indeed a
weary one.

“Weally, deah boy,” said Arihur
Augustus in surprise, as he came along
the passage with his chums on the way
to the playing-fields, “whatevah have
you been doin’ on the flooah?”

“Taking a rest, of course!” grinned
Lowther, " “Isn’t that so, Skimmy?"”

My dear Lowther, I deprecate your
constant frivolity! T wish you would
curo yourself of the habit of everlast-
ingly making jests. Dr. Noodle says that
punning is a disease of the degenerate

111,

““Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the chums of the
School House,

* Yaas, wathah, Lowthah, deah hey,
Skimmay is wight, you know!” chimed
in Arthur Augustus,

Tue Gem Lirary.—No. 629,

before Skimpole counld give them the
benefit of more of his candid opinions.
It was Glyn's study that Skimpole
entered next, without even taking the
trouble to knock.

“Didn’t they teach you to knock in
the slum where you were brought up?”
asked Berrard Glyn irritably.

Glyn was by himself in_the study, busy
at a new invention. His study-mates,
Noble and Dane, had left him to him-
self becanse they knew (hai the scien-
tiic man of the Shell hated to be dis-

No. 43.—P.C. CRUMP. |
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man of great dignl though po
derous, slow, and dull-witted. Of very
little use when he is really needed.
Has been the vietim of many a jape
engineered by the juniors of 8t. Jim’s.
4] whole, not at all a had sort.
mmediate superior is Inspector

' Rylcombe's guardian of the law.
| Kkeat, of Wayland.

tibed at such a time. And now o be
disturbed by the egregious Skimmy irri-
tated Glyn intensely.

“My dear Glyn,
offended.

pray do not be

. I understand that you are
t on a new type fiying-machine,
I have come to offer you my assist-
"

Glyn eoftened.  After all, Skimpole
was going blind, and he must bear with
him. - At the same time he had no inten-
tion of letting him interfere with his
work.

“Look here, Skimmy!” Glyn mo-
tioned towards some packages lying on
the table. “I‘\'e(i'mt got in a new stock
of chumicals. I'd be obliged if you'd
put them into these jars for me. = But
take care to keep them separate, old
man !~

But your aeroplane, Glyn—"

“Never mind about that just now,
Skimmy. Tl tell you about it later.
Get_busy with the powders, will you?”
“Very well, Glyn.”

And there was a perfect silence in the
study for a_short time, disturbed only

)
and
anc

by the sound of the papers, as Skimpole

4 to find congenial company.

powders into the little’ jurs.
Suddenly Skimpole gave a shriek.
“Oh dear! Ow! Wow! Waow!
Grooh !

Glyn ran towards Skimpole in alarm.
The genius of the Shell was holding his
hand to his mouth in agony.

“What the dickens is up? Have vou
been testing the powders?” asked Glrn.

2 just put a bit of one powder
on my tongue, Glyn, to see whether it
was what I imagined it to be, and it has
—ow! wow !—burned me!”

“You frabjous idiot! It's lucky you
didn’t poison” yourself !” -

And Glyn anxiously made up
ing drink for Skimpole, w
man drank with evident relis

“Thank you, Glyn. And now—="1"

“And now you'll clear out of this!"
said Glyn decisively.

And he rushed Skimpole out of ihe
study, and locked the door on him.

“Dear me! Glyn is very hasty ! mur-
mured Skimmy.  “I am sure T coulil
have been of infinite scrvice to him in
his new invention!”

And he wandered disconsolately up the
passage till he arrived at the study
g«};ct]nfned by Lucas and Walkeley of the

ell,

a sooth-
the brainy

Here, if anywhere, Skimpole was likely
T For Lucas
was a delicate, highly-stiung fellow of
musical temperament, whosw sympathiss
were in many ways akin to Skimpole's

The sound of talking amd laughter
greeted Skimpole’s ears as he knocked at
the door, and on entering he di
Mathew Lucas standing up and gesticu-
lating wildly; whilst ﬁis chun
and Walkeley, were listening, wi
am‘uIaec} smile.

: 10; I'm intruding.”
tursd Siktmpole, “

““No, kimpole,” replied  Lucas.
“Come in! I'm just reciting to these
fellows my lu,ssl poem—'The Ode to a

not

ven-

Dying Frog.'

“It’s ripping " said  Walkeley.
““ Absolutely topping !”

*Oh, rather!” chimed in Frere, *“It's
killingly funny !

Lucas looked indignantly at ve.

“Funny!” he ejaculated. *It's most
pathetic 1™

“Yes, quite 0,” suid Freve hastily,
“I wish you'd let me finish my sentence,
Lucas. I was going to say that it's
killingly funny to think that people say

that schoolboy  cun’t  write goid
poetr "
&8 * said Lucas, *Well, listen to

h !

this, Skimmy !

“My dear Lucas, T really—"

But Lucas went on, unheeding,

“Croak ! Croak! Crozk!

The frog began to choke—""

“Really, Lucas, it seems to me thet the
second line is much longer than the first,
and— "

“The lines go in alternate nistre,

Skimmy. I wish you wouldn't in-
terrupt 1’

And Lucas started off again.

“Splash! BSplash!' Splash!

He heard the water dash—-"

“My dear Lucas! That is nuite
illogical! There was surely no need for
the frog to suffocate if there was water
in the vieinity?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Walkeley,

“IIe’s got you there, Lucas!
“Poet versus philosopher:”
Fl;elée‘: "Glz it, yo;: cripp!
* Skim , you have no poetry in your
soul ! 'I‘E:sou!:‘ld of the water was in the
frog’s imagination, of course.”
“From my study of natural science,

grinned
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Lucas, T can affirm that no frog has such
an imagination, That is——"
“Look here, Skimpole-
“Really, Lucas——"
Herbert Skimpole and Matthew Lucag
were both getting rather hot and excited.
“Oh, leave it at that!” grinned Frere,
“It’s bad science and topping poetry!”
Lucas looked pleased.

As long as it

was recognized as topping poetry, he was
quite sag.uﬁed.
But Skimpole was mnot so easily

placated.

“I have come to remonstrate with you,
Lucas,” he szid. “With an intelligent
brain, such as you possess "—Lucas
looked highly delighted —*“It is a pity,”
continued the genius of the shell, *that
you should waste your time on such
trifling pursuits as music and poetry, I
think——"

‘What Skimpole thought is not clear,
for the enraged Lucas started, and
scemed *about to throw himeelf at the
genius of the Shell.

“I don't care what he says about me!"
he murcc]ﬁ “But to call music and
poetry trifling pursuits——"

“ Really, Lueas—"

“Let him off this_time,
grinned  Frere. “He's
philosopher,”

“And an invalid into the bargain,”
said Walkeley.

Lucas looked penitent.

Lucas !
only a

“1 had forgotten that,’” he sa “ But
after the way you have Ited the
highest of all the arts, I must really ask

you to go, Skimpole.”

“Very well,”” replied the genius of the
Shell coldly. “I have the satisfaction of
knowing that I have done my duty.”

And he departed, Jeaving Lucas in a)
ruffled state of mind behind him. =
kimpole went straight to Racke's

study after that. The smell of tobacco-
smoke greeted his nostrils as he entered.

““ Dear me, Racke—~"

The cad of the Shell was dancing wildly
round the room, whilst Mellish, Scrope
and Crooke, who were present, looked
extremely startled.

“You skinny idiot ! howled Racke, as
he tried in vain to get a burning cigarette
out of his sleeve. “TI'll slaughter you!™

Thinking it was one of the muasters
who was openiig the door, Racke had
thoughtlessly hidden the cigarette up his
sleeve, and now he was trying in vain to
disladge it.

“Denr me, Racke

Taking off his coat and waisteoat,
Racke managed at last to:extract the
obnoxious weed. Skimpole watched him
in wonder.

“I am sorry if I have caused you to
burn yourself, Racke, but I deem it just
retribution on you. The smoking of
cigarettes by fellows of your years is a
vile and objectionable habit '™
“Idiot !””
“ Dummy
“ Lunatic !

“Duffer !
Such were the exclamationsz that were
flung at Skimpole from all sides.

“I have no desire to cause oftencs,”
went on Skimpole placidly, “but I should
like to say a few words of warning to all
of you. You, Mellish, are cowardly and
treacherous, two faults of—"

“Took here, Skimpole!” protested
Mellish. If you think I'm going to
stand this M

And then he stopped. In olden times
ho could have stood up te Skimpole at
fisticuffs, but since Talbot had taught
Skimpole something about boxing, Mel-
lis!:nwas no match for the genius of the

oll.

“You, Scrope,” went on Skimpole,
‘*are, unfortunately, possessed of a very
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“What?" yelled Scrope.

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed Crooke,
means your face, Scrope, old man !’

“But that is no reason, Scrope, why
you should add an unplessant character
to it. ‘on. Crooke, are mean and
deceitful-——-""

“Let me get at him:" howled Crooke.
“If you think I'm going to stand this

“Heo
»

No. 44.—WILLIAM GUNN.
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porter of Grundy. Follows him in all
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of chums,
who has
supplied Grundy with many of his

read a great
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the Shell juniors in  every way.
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Wilkine. |

just because you're a blind owl, you're
jolly well mislaken!”

“I do not blame you, Crooke. Your
heredity is against you. And the same
remark applies to Racke, whose father's
millions were obtained most inhumaniy
from war profits, I consider—"

But that was enough for Racke & Co.

‘At him!"” howied Racke.

And the cads of the Schoo! House
hurled themselves in a bunch upon the
genius of the Shell.

But Skimpole was too quick for them.
Out of the door and up the passage he

ed, till he reached his own study.
There he met Talbot.

Racke & Co. scowled a
Toff. They had no desi
against Talbot at fisticuffs,

“Take care of your lunatic, if you don’t
want us to murder him !”” howled Racke.
“I warn yeu, I'm not going to keep my
hands off him much longer !”

And Racke & Co. hastily departed to
their own quarters,

“My dear Talbot—""

“It’s no use, Skimmy! Don't try your
gibberish on me! But when you get
mto the study, you'll find a victim ready
for the slaughter!™

b victim?  What do you

s they saw the
to stand up

mean,

unpleasant pemlmrappeurance—-—'

Talbot?"”
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“Go in and se0,” grianed Talbot.

. And he went on his way to the play-
ing felds. )

Skimpole, much mystified, entered his
study, where a pleasant swprise awaitad
him,

Meanwhile Racke & Co. were nu
their grievances.

“The rotter!” gasped Racke. ancy
coming to tell us what he thinks of us!
Of all the check——'

“Well, he certainly didn’t scem o
think much of you,” grinned Meilish,
‘What was that he said about your
father’s millions?" :

* Never mind that, Mellish. e
tell me I'm a Iying sneak, yway !

“Don't start ealling each other nur
now for goodness :ake !” growled Craoke.
“We've had quite enough of that sort of
thing from Skimpole.”

“And to think that' Tom Merry aud
that crowd take the chap to  their
bosoms,” said Racke, “That's the gid
limit !”

Racke's comment was not exactly tius.
Tom Merry & Co. did not take Skimpals
to theiv bosoms. But they tolerated his,
and they liked him better than Racke or
any of his cronies,

“1 say, you chap:

It was Baggy Trimble who entered

“Well?"" snapped Racke, *“Whar Jo
you want, Tubby? =
. “Really, Racke, you might speuk a
little more politei I've got an im-
portant announce; to make- —-"

“Some more of your lying fable
suppose! Carry them somowhere o
r in the o
gluneed

ing

We've got one tale-be:
i .

nd
significantly at Mellish.
Mellish reddened, but
He could not afford to au
wealthy patron,
““Look here, Racke—
“If you've got anythin,
it!” snapped ﬁarkex T
dr!v up and get out !”
‘T've a goo}l{ mind not to teli yon

anything nov
‘¥S The cad of
ve

said nothing.
rrel with his

to sy, say
you haven't,

ak up !
the Fourth was very inqui:
“Well, if you chaps are wil

x[;. to show

your friendship by standing me a
feed——"

“I thought s0!" snapped Rucke.
“Keep your important iu{‘mmation to

| yourself, you cadging rotter!”

Very well ! said Trimble haughiily
“Then T'll tell you nothing about w.
Teddy saw Goro doing*at the optician's
in Rylcombe. So there!”

And he waddled out of the study with
his nose in the zir.

“What’s all this®” asked Crooke.
¥ What was Gore doing at an optici *
Has he taken to wearing spectacles®

“Oh, it’s some bosh of Baggy's'!" said
Racke lightly. *“You ought to know the
fat freak by this time!”

. But Racke would not have spoken so
hily if he had known that for once
Baggy really did have some important
information.

Racke & Co. dismissed the subject of
Baggy, and began once more discussing
ways and means of getting their own
back against Tom Merry & Co. for the
many defeats they had suffered at the
hands of the captzin of the Shell.

CHAPTER 5.
Skimpoe’s Secretary.
“ OME in, 8kimpole!”

It was a pleasant voice that
greeted the genius of the Shell
as he returned to his own study

And it was a pleasant face that smiled at
him. oth face and voice belonged to

Tre Gex LiBrany.—No,
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Miss Marie Rivers, the school nurse,
Talbot's girl-chum,

“Really, Miss Marie, I—"

Skimpole stopped, hesitating. He had
rever been a ladies’ man, and he hardly
knew how to speak to a girl.

*8it down, Skimpole—or shall 1 ¢all
you Skimmy? I believe that's what
your friends call you, isn’t it "

"Certnilnly, 'Z:vliss Marie! Just as you
like.

*You see, I've made myself at home in
vour study. Now want you to sit

down, so ,thnt. I can have a good ialk |

with vou.
mpole obeyed silently. ITe had 1ot
vet recovered from his surprise at sceiug

arie Rivers in the study. *

I believe you are a very learned man,
Skimmy !” said Marie solemuly. x

“Oh, really, Miss Marie, I should
hardly say that; though, perhaps, rather
abave the average. To which branch of
learning do you refer "

Marie Rivers avoided answering that
question,  She knew as little about
Skimmy's “isms " as Tom Merry & Co.

“I want you to tell me about four
ruyage to America,” she said suddenly.

Skimpole started. It was a very long
{ime since he had taken a trip to America
in the company of Tom Merry and
Arthur Augustus D’ Arvey, and the details
of it had become faint to his mind.

“My voyage to America? Really,
Miss Marie, I have lost interest in that
matter. I should prefer——"

*I am sure that you could recollect the
facts if you tried,” said Marie. **
10 please me, you know! Didn’t you in-
tend wriling a book about it once?”

Skimpole nodded cagerly.

“Yes,” he said, “but the publishers
were very rude. I've still got some of
the letters they sent me about it.”

And Skimpole hunted up some old
papers in a little chest at the side of the
table.

“Oh, here they are,
Shall I read them to you?™

“OFf course not, Skimmy! ITow can
you suggest such a thing? But would
you care to let me have a look at them
e =

*‘ Certainly, Miss Marie!”

And Skimpole handed his letters to the
s:hool nurse.

Marie could hardly
from laughing as she
They were certainly very scathing.
** Let me see. .What does this
“Dear Master Skimpole,—¥ o
1s rubbish. We should advise y
it to the Rylcomba grocer for
paper. Yours sincerely,

‘MovuLpY & MoOTULDER." »

“How very impolite !”

“These men have no sense,” said
Skimpole sadly. ‘They cannot recognise
veal genius.”

“Creniuses have always had a hard time
of it in this world,” said Marie en-
couragingly.

“The, ather letters are very similar,”
sighed Skimpole. *Dg you intend read-
ing any more of them?”

No; I think I've seen enough now,”
said Marie, putting the bundle of letters
away. * Do you know, Skimmy, 1 think
1 know why the publishers are so nasty ?”

Do vou really, Miss Marie? I
5

Miss Marvie!

restrain  herself

work
selling
waste-

wander.
At that moment an interruption oo-
earred. Miss Marie got a little shock as
the door burst open, and Gore eamc in
with the vielence of a whirlwind, follow
by Buck Finn and several more of his
ms.
Gore and_his followers drew back as
they saw Miss Maric.
“Sorry, Miss Marie!”
THE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 6

said  Gore
29, 5

lanced at them.

ie kay ?

grufly.  “We want the study for our-
selves now!” -

“¥ou rude boy!” Jiss Marie had
rizen, and was looking quite angry. *Is
t! the way to talk to a lady ?”

A what?” giggled Trimble, on the
cutskirts of the crowd. .

And Buck Finn added =arcastically :

“I guess there's plenty of room in-the
sanny for the school anurse and her
patients, Miss Marie!”

Gore glanced angrily at Lis followers,
te was not as great o cad as some of
the others.

‘t be ruder than vou can help,

he saied.  * All the same,” he
ued, leoking at Miss Maric, ©we
intend using this study, and we ask you
to make room.”

“¥You cheeky fellow!” Marie faced
Goro resclutely, **If thers had been any
attempt at politeness on your part,
staying here as long zs T please.”

“That is quite right ! assented Skim.
pele. “Gore is a ruffan agamm of late,
might have agreed. But now I intend
though he has shown siyns of improve-
ment in the past. I—7

“Shot up! T don't want your jaw !
said Gore fiercely, as he advanced
towards the genius of the Shell ; but Gib-
bons and Boulton restrained hin.

“Leave him alone! He's
blind !"ssaid Gibbons uneasily.

_"Gaing blind! There's nothing wrong
with—-

Then Gore bit his lip, realising that he
had already said too much.

Miss Marie sat down again placidly at
the table,

** About these letters, Skimmy——"" she
began.

“Come into my study!” suggested
Boulton.  “ We'll be quite comfy there.”

“Right-ho ! said Gore at last.

He did not seo how he could onst Miss
Marie from the study without laying
hands on her, and he was not far enough
gone yet for that.

And Gore & Co. trooped out, v.

going

-1 quished by the school nurse.

“* About those letters,” continued Miss
Marie. “I think they show that your
siyle of writing is too high for ordinar
readers.  You want small words for smali
minds, Skimmy, you knew.”

Skimpole nodded.  He realised that
e was a good deal of truith in what
Miss Marie said.

“Well, Skimmy,” continued Miss
Marie, “my idea is that you should tell
me all about your American experiences,
and I'll put your story into my own
words. What do youn say ?” A

“But, my dear Miss Marie, I mnll?y
cannict allow you to take all this trouble.”

Y Nousense, Skimmy! I should love
to! Do tell me I may!”

Skimpole, of course, was only too glad
to take advantage of Marie's o
Aarie got pen, ink, and paper, and soon
shic was busy putting inte her own words
what Skimpole told her about his trip
to America. The time passed so quickly
that when the tea-bell went both were
extremely surprised.

“Dear me, Miss Marie! I did not
know that I had been keeping you here
so long.”

“That's all right, Skimmy! We'll
finish the story to-morrow, and then per-
baps we'll be able to get it published.
That would be fine, wouldn't it?” .

And, smiling brightly, Miss Marie

degarted. s
kimpole blinked after her,

For a chnnge, the brainy man of the
Shell was feeling quite happy,
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CHAPTER 6.
Talkot IMakes a Discovery,
ot OAH, degh boy !”
Arthur  Augustus
entered Gore’s study, h
letter in his hand.
“Goah, deah boy I™
© “Really, D’ Arcy—""
*“Oh, is that you, Skimmay ?
Goah?”

Where's

“I do not know where Gore is. Ile’
was here earlier in the al con, and
made _leimself very unpleas to Miss

Marie.’

“The bwute! If I had been lieah T
;-h!mﬂd have given him a feahful thwash-
m’!

“Really, D'Arey, I do uot knox
are superior to Gore at |
imagine it is possible that |
given you the fearful thrashing

Arthur Augustue survered Skimyp
scornfully through his monocle,” as
a brand-new mouacle, cavefully polistied,
and Skimpole should have been witherved
by Gusxy‘seflance. But he seemed quite
uneoncerned.

‘ Hallo, Gussy !” said Talbot, entering,
“What's brought you here?”

“I've come to give Goah a-lettah,
Talbot, deah boy! 1It's fwom the
optician at Wylcombe. I've just been to
zet a_ ney monacle, and he asked e to
do him ‘the favah of delivewin' this
lettah to Goah.”

*From the optician at Rylccbe?”

Talbot, in surprise.  *““What the
ckens has Gore got to do with an
optician? His eyes are as good as new.”

“I weally don’t know, deah hoy. The
(thll‘ll? fz:%l ll:e “lms sendh,i']Goah, he
accoun the glasses, an” hoped that
they fitted his fwigend‘s eyes.” P

“Has Gore been getting plasses for
you, Skimmy?" asked Talbot,

“Dear me, no! Dr. Lambe bronglt
me my new glasses himself, and I paid
cash for them.”

“Then whom
zlasses for—>"

Talbot was suddenly struck by

“Gussy, old chap—"

**Yaas, deah boy?”

*I wonder if it would be wrong to look
at this chap’s account 1t
. “But why, deah boy? What affaiah
is it_of ours?"

“I should like to sce the date when the
glasses were purchased.”

“Really, Talbot,” interpesed
pole, ““there can be no harm in i, It
an open account, not a closed letier,”
“T}Ii‘li it .

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy, if it's an

has Gore been getting

+iden.

importart afaiah, T shou think it
wonld be quite wight. What's it
mattah?”?

“I 't explain the difficnlty until
{'\'e seen the account. Well luot's
ook, ™

The account was opened, and Tallot
gave an exclamation,

“I thought so! These glasses wove
'gmgcbased by Gore the day before
Skimmy was taken blind.”

“Really, Talbot, I'm not—-—"

“ Never mind, Skimmy, old 1 I

things are even better th

ﬁ:}?j:,” ¢+ xou
**What do you mean, Talbot?"*
“The rotter! I shouldn’t have

thought it of Gore. I thought he Lad
more sense.  If it had bren Ru-ke, or
Mellish, or any of that cr ——

* “What do you mean, Talbot. dJeah
boy 7 ‘

* But Gore—""

“Yes, what about Gore?” aeked that
worthy unpleasantly, as he entered,
accompanied by his cronies,

“Did you buy spees at the optician’s




Every Wednesdaye

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Three-halfpence.

The juniors threw themselves upon the tramp tcgether.
He was surrounded. * You young houmn

ds ! ' he shouted, trying {o bring hi3 cudgel into play.

In vain he struggled to get away, but it was too late.

(See Chapter 10.)

in Rylcombe on the tenth?” asked
"Palbot abruptly. )

Gore was startled, but vecovered lim-
self.

“What if T did?” he eaid aggressively

“Yes, what if he <id?” chimed
Baggy Trimble. )

Gore turned fuvicusly on his fat fol-
Jower. Trimble had only joined Gore's
crowd of late. He had usually been
ascociated with Racke & Co., but had
deserted when they refused to stand him
any more feeds. Now, to the surpriee of
Gore's ¢hums, Gore had allowed Baggy
to join his crowd.

Shut up, Bagey!” Gove

ingly

said .warn-

i, veally, Gore! I'm not likely
to give the game away, 1 should hope.
Besides, they van’t know anything about
Teddy's sesing you buy those specs in
Ryleombe.” .

‘Teddy was Trimble's minor, who wore

glasses
*What's ﬁ]ﬁmt about Teddy?” asked
arply.
Nothing I” snapped Gore. *Teddy
Trimble was in the shop when I bought
the plases for a friend, that’s all.”
“What friend?” pursued Talbot re-
lentlegsly, -

“Weally, Talbot, deah boy, what are
vou dwivin® ati”

Talbot turned to Skimpole,

“*Where are the specs yvou
when you first felt queer:™
abruptly.

“(ore took charge of them, my dear
Talbot.”

“Ah, T thought so! Quitea deep
plot! Now then, Gore, speak up, and
tell the truth! Did you cxchange the

had on
he asked

spees you bought in Rylcombe for
Skimmy’s specs in the night of the
tentn "

“What:"

It was a startled exclamation from

the bystanders. i

Quite a crowd of juniors had arvived
on the scene.

“The rotter I murmured Blake.

“The scoundrel!” said Manners.

“Wait a minute! What are your
proofs, Talbot?” asked Tom Merry.

Teddy Trimble hurred forward.

**1 was in the shop when Gore bm.nn'ght
the specs,” he said. *And he told”the
optician to make them in the same size
frames as Skimmy always bought there.”

“It's all & plot!” growled Gore, *1
refuse to =ay anything.” k.

“I guess that puts the lid on,”
Buck Finn, hurrying awas.

Gore’s other quondam chumis
‘him. They had no use for G.
he was under a cloud.

Tom Merry & Co. remained ichind.

Talbot looked in concern at Gore.
Much as he resented Gore's mear action,
he could not forget that Gore had been
chummy with him for eome time past.

“Gore, old maun, what does it all
mean? Surely-——"

“It's plain enough now,” saii Tom
Merry, “Gore bought a pair of weak
glasses on the l.enLﬁ n the uight Le
ook away Skimmy's &, and put the
weak glasses in  their place.  Whesn
Skimmy put the glasses on uext mori-
ing he couldn't see through then.
Nuturally, they weren’t strong enoug
So the doctor thought his eyes haid
wrong. It's quite clear.”

“My hat!” gasped Lowther,

a rotten trick!”

“Shut «p, Mouty !
AMerry, i

Tem
“The point is, what are we to
do with this rotter?”
“ Have you anythin,
self, Gore?” asked Tﬂﬁ]
“What if I did do it?
Tre GEm LisRary.—No. 620

snapped

to say for rour-
ot sharpiy.
What harm
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lias it done the mad ass? Just stopped
him rcading for a bit, and a jolly good
thing, too!” 3

** Really, Gore—" )

“The point is,” said Talbot, *that
wou might have worried the life out of
the chap by a trick of that sort.”

“He hasn't worried much!” sneered
Gore,

“Renlly, Gore—"

“I happen to know that he has. If
Misa Marie hadn’t come along to cheer
him up, he would have been down in the
bottom dumps by now,” said Talbot,

“Besides,” said Tom Merey, “it isn'r
playing the game, and yoa know it.
Gore,”

“Are you never going to stop jawing
ni‘pm?" asked Gore irrizably,

*“Things can’t go on as they have been
on.

Mr. Liuton must be told!”
ng to sneak?”

But are you going o confess?”
hat for?”

“To allow Skimmy to get back into
ihe class-room again. He isn't going
blind, or anything like it, and he ought
to be doing his Form-work,” said Tom
Merry.

“Good little Tommy ! sneered Gore
in his old manner. )

“We've had all that sort of back-
biting out long ago, Gore,” said Tom
Merry quietly.  “Do your duty like a
man, and we'll overlook what you've
done.”

“Come on, Gore,” urged Talbot. “Be
decent!”

Gore stood thinking silently, and the
cunning expression: of yore cuome once
more over his feztures,

“Very well, I'll confess,” he said.

CHAPTER 7.

Gore’s Confession,

““ SEE here, Skimpole, ave you going

going

to confess your share in this

affair, too?” asked Gore, turn-

ing abruptly on the genius of the
Shell.

** Dear me, Gore——"

“What's all this, Gore?” asked Tom
Merry sternly, “What's Skimmy got to
o with the plot, except as vietim *”

“ Vietim !"" sported Gore. “The whole
thing was concocted between him and
me, of course, to get him an extra holi-
day from lessons!” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Racke, who had

come up with some of his pals. “It’s as
plain as a pikestaff,”
o said Tom Merry. “It’s no

ase Ary to get out of it like that,
Gore, That excuse won't wash.'”

“For goodness’ sake. don’t make
matters worse by telling lies!” implored
Talbot. *“Get the affair over and done

Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” added
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Now that
rvou're not quite such a wottah as you
used to be!” 5

Gore hesitated. Perhaps it would be
best to tell the truth, after all.

Then from the back of the crowd came
the voice of Racke, like that of an evil
genius.

* See how they’re backing up their pal
Skimpole ! Don’t let them do you down,
Gore, old man!”

That voice strengthened Gore in his
evil resolution to keep up the lie.

“Idon’t see why Skimmy should get
off scot-free,” he said. ““He’s had as
muc to do with this as I have.”

i ere any tr in this?” asked
" om Merry, turning on Skimpole.

“Really, Merry, I have no idea %o
whai Gore is referring. I certainly
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never asked him to exchange my
glasses.™

. "“0f course not,” said Talbot. “The
idea is absurd! Skimmy is a dozen dif-
ferent sorts of an ess, but he's not a
rotter,” -

“Rot! They're down on you, Gore,
because  you're not a goody-goody.
Keep your end up!”

It was the voice of Racke, of course,

Blake and Herries seize: cka
forcibly by the scruff of the neck, and
sent him sliding down the passage, till
he collided with the banisters. %t was
the only way of gebting rid of him.

“Now." said Blake, *'get on with the
washing, Gore. We've wot rid of Your

cker-up for you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ grinned
“He’s become a sitter-down, n

And he pointed at Rucke, wh
ting at the top of the sta
to the banisters to prevent himself from
falling.

“Well?” said Tom Merry, turning
once more to Gore. .“Are you going to
make a clean brcast of it to old Linton
or not?”

“Oh, I'm quite ready to confess every-
thing to Linton!" said Gore.

“Good for you!" said Tom Merry.

“But what do vou mean by every-
thing?" amked Talbot suspiciously.

“I'm ready to confess my zhare in the
jape—that's all it is ?

“And a jolly rot

Lowther,

as sit-

jape at that,”

thah, deah boy—I mean,
his,”

con

es

“Proy, Skimpole
finished Gore,

He, he, he I cackled Baggy Trimble, -

who had once more appeared on the
scenc. “That's right, Gore, old chap,
o et

Blake and Herries seized Baggy by the
seruff of the neck, and sent him sliding
along the passage, just as they had done
Racke. .

“Oh!”

“Wow!”

“ Yaroooh {"”

The shouts came from Racke and
Trimble, who had collided in the passage.
Trimble, flying down the passage, had
bumped into Racke, who was coming
back.

“You clumsy brute!”

“You fat idiot!”

“You rough duffer!”

“¥ou stupid porpoise !

Such were the epithets that Baggy
Trimble and Aubrey Racke flung at each
other in the first 5%001( of the collision.
Then Trimble, noticing the angry glare
in Racke’s eyes, dashed down the stairs,
with Racke in full pursuit. .

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Monty Lowther.
“Baggy on the rack! A moving pie-
ture [

“Racke on
grinned Digby.
underneath that time !

“Good thing for Racke, then,” said
-Montg. ““We should have had a
squashed Racke if it had been the other
way about.”

“ Wouldn't have mattered much,” said
Blake. “A Racke more or less at St
Jim's is a matter of very little import-
ance."” :

And the others grinned. Even Talbat
and Tom Merry joined in the laughter,
though the business of Gore’s plot was
regarded by them as a very serious
affair,

Gore was slipping away as Talbot laid
a restraining hand on his arm.

“?:tendy, Gore! We're not satisfied

Baggy wyou mean!”
“I think Baggy was
W

et.
“What do you want, then, hang you?”

“Your promise to confess the whole
truth to Linton, of course.”

s, holding on |
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“I've told you I'd do so, if Skimms
confessed his share.”

“But what do yon want me to confess,
my dear Gore?” asked Skimmy, in sur-
Prise. .

“That you told me to get vou the
other spees, of course, so that you might
pretend there was something wrong
your cyes, and get a Loliday from wo

“But my dear Gore, that is
true I

“Of course, you'd deny it!" snaered
the bully of the Shell. “After getting
me into all this trouble over it.”

‘Look here, Gore,” said Taibot
bluntly. “Your varn is absolute rot !
If Skimmy had thought there was
nothing the matter with his eyes, he

wouldn't have worried as he has been

doing.”

“That’s only his cuteness, of course.

“Ceme now, has Skimmy any cuteness
of that sort?"”

‘“Besides, he was worrying about the
taking away of his books, not abont Lis
eyes at all.”

Tom Merry & Co. looked doubtful.
There might be something in that. But
a glance at Skimmy's honest face re-
assured them.

“If that is s0,” said Tom Merry, “hosw
does it come that on the tenth you ani
Skim rere such bad friends that vou
were king up a row.because iie
weuldn't let you into the study.”

“That was part of the plot, teo,” said
Gore. “We langhed over it when we
were by ourselves.”

v, Gore!

not

Your untruths are

a

wottal 1™

. theia
isn't. perhaps, some i in it,” said
George Alfred Grunds hose arrival
had been quite unnatice ““The chap
who says I've got a limited men
capacity is rotter. enough to do any
thing.” j

“Ha, ha. ha!" velled Lowther
“There im't a chap present w

wouldn’t say that about you! Though

you'vé got an unlimited capacity for
rag and swank "
“What ! velled Grundy. alaring at the

t of the Shell.

“Keep him off!” said Lowther, in
mocl agony, pretending to hide bekhind
Blake and Herries.

“Let me get at him!" repeated
Grandy, trying in vain to get round
Blake and Herries.

Blake and Herries seized Grundy by
the seruff of the neck with the intention
of doing to him as they had done to
Racke and Trimble. But the great
George Alfred was made of different
stuff. He struck out with his fists, and
Blake and Herries had their work cut
out to deal with him.

“Rescue!” shouted Grundy; and his
loyal henchmen, Wilkins and Gunn, came
running up.

Wilkins and Gunn might agree \\ift.h

s

**Let me get at

what Lowther had said about their
brag and swank, but they felt it their
duty to assist him in time of peril. y

Soon a miniature battle was raging.
Manners  and Lowther, Digby and
D’Arcy, Noble and Dane and Glyn came
to the assistance of Blake and Herries,
whilst several fellows rushed up to help
Grundy, not out of any affection for the
burly Shell fellow, but out of spite for
Tom Merry & Co., amongst them being
Buck Finn and Gibbons and Boulton,
who had decided to stand by Gore after
all, now that things did not look quite
so black against him.

Tom Merry and Talbot held Gore, but
the bully of the Shell made a fight for
it. He was helpless in the grasp of the
two champions of the Shell, however.
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Tt was not until the awvival of a frcsh
battalion of foes led by Racke and Crooke
that Tom Merry and Talbot were forced

to leave go of Gore, and defend thenr,

selves against numerous foes.

Naturally, such a battle could not last
long without attracting attention from
the ligher powers. A battalion of pre-
fects, Jed by Kildare, arrived on the
and dispersed the combatants with

their_ashplants.

ow return to vour studies immedi-
ateiy. all of you!” snapped Kildare.
“ And take five hundred lines each !”

Aud the ju ruefully obeyed.

“¥Well,* said Talbot, as he found him-
solf with Core and Skimpole in the
study, *have yon made up your mind vet
to confess? 7

“Confession be hanged!” growied
“TI'm not going to be made n
e for that white-faced speei
And he satlenly turned his bx
study-mates.

Talhot looked at Gere in perplex
Could theve be any truth in  Goye's
scensation, after all?  Was it possible
t Skismy had really had a band in
the plot?

CHAPTER 8.

Lookin; for a Leader,
" T T reckon old Gore's got
5 -teeth ent!
. The speaker was Buck

v
ware azeembled in B
decide whether they cngl
et to back him unp eca

ormer friends
nn's study to
to drop him
st Tom M
& Co. Buck Finn and Leunox Gibl
and Boulton were present. :
(% course, that yarn about Skimmy's
fliing him to change the specs is all
bunkam,” said Boulton. **Any ass can
soe that.”

“1 don't!” said Gibbens.

** Ha, ba, ha!” laughed the assembled
juniors.
"It was not for nothing that Gibbons
was known as the dunce of the Shell.

“Yau've the ass that proves the rule,”
explain Boulton.

“Took here, Boulton, T may not be
as clever as some people, but what I say
is that we're either Gore's chums or we
If we are, what's the 'sense in
ving that he did a rotten thing like
that 7

T agree with that,” said Lennox. L |
think it was mean of Gore to try and get
sl of the mess by shoving the guilt on
Skimmy's shoulders.”

“What was he to do?” asked Boulton,
“He couldn't let Tom Merry and
Talbot and that lot rag him baldheaded.
1t's against human nature.”

“] guess that's horse-scnse ! chimed
in Buck Finn. “Gore’s a cute bounder,
and I admire him for it} p

“It's no use 1a!'l-:in$ like that,” said
Lennox. “I shouldn’t drop Gore for
playing the trick with the specs, though
it was = silly sort of thing to do. But
it goes against the grain to be pally with
w Sfellow who teils mean, deceitful
whoppers to get out of a mess.”

“Hear! Hear!" said Gibbons. *All
e same, I don't see why we can't be-

Gor

1.

i
Rap! It was a knock at

Rap! Rap!
the door.
“Come in. fathead ! sang out Lennox.

Racke. Crooke, and Scrope entered,
“Oh, it's you, is it?” said Lennox
coldly. “If T'd known that I'd have
thought twice about it before I'd have
asked vou to come in.”
Lennox,” interposed Buck
kon this is my study as
mueh urs. and I don’t gee that you
have any right to bar Racke just be-
cause he likes a game of poker and a bit
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of a spree. I'm not averse to a bit of
a flutter myself at times.”

“Lucky for you it's not
then,” said Lennox drily.
you chaps want " -

Racke coolly seated himself before
replying, and Crooke and Scrope followed
hiz example.

“Talking about the Skimmy affair, T
suppose 7”7 said Racke at last.

*“Yes,” said Lennox. *What's it got
to do with you? IU's ages since Gore
had any connection with your crowd.”

“Tf he doesn’t take care,” said Crooke
snappily, “it'll be o caze of our cutting
him! He’s been getting himseclf into a
fine mess!™

Racke gave his erony a warning
glance, Tt suited his book at present
to be on good terms with Gore's chums.

 Are vou chaps going 1o sit still while
Tom Merry & Co. are sacrificing Gore to
E 'edti:ut mad idict Skimpole?” he
ed, H
. "I we were sure that Gore's story
is true—-" began Lennox.

“Well, it so happens that I can prove
it!” said Racke.

The others stared at him. Only
(vooke winked knowingly at Serope,

In the privacy of their study, Racke,
('rooke, and Scrope had hatched a little
tissue of falschoods. Now, Racke was
playing this yarn off on Gore’s chums for
the purpose of working them up against
Tom Merry & Co,

“You see,” said Racke, “Baggy has
ot o little hahit of tying vp his bootlace
3 dr; study doors 2

san

very often,
“What do

« new.”  vawned

Be .

~Resides,” said Lennox. T like to call
a nasty action by a nasty name.”

“Oh, all right!” said Racke.
don’t want_to hear——"

“@Go on!™ said Boulten hastily.
must tell us, now that you've started.

“Cut the cackle, and come to the
hosses ! advised Buck Finn.

“Well, Baggy was eavesdropping oul-
side Skimpole's study,” proceeded Racke,
“and he heard a conversation between
Gore and Skimmy—-"

“When !” asked Lennox sharply.

“On the ninth. Skimmy was arrang-
ing with Gore about the change of
glasses.”

“If your yarn is true, why didn't
Baggy spread it?” asked Lennox.

e ﬁceauae Gore bribed him not to.
Havew't you noticed how very chummy
Gore has become lately with Bagay?”

“I guess:I have, anyway. I was sur-
prised at it, too, seeing that Gore never
could stand the fat clam!” said Buck
Finn.

“Very well, then.
want "

“But is Baggy's varn true?” asked
Lennox.

“Look here!” said Gibbons. “You
seem to be looking for an excuse for
dropping Gore !"”

Lennox reddened.

“Of course, I'm backing up Gore, after
all this!” he said hastily.

“That's it,” said Racke. “The ques-
{ion is, how can we show Tom Merry our
d'\saippro‘.'al of his attempt to make Gore
cenfess to Linton ?”

““Ves, that's it 1" said Boulton,

And there was silence in the study.
Gore's chums were teally perplexed. But
Racke & Co. were only pretending to
think. They had come with a scheme all
eut and dried.

“Tt seems to me,” said Racke at last,
“that the only thing ta do is to cell a
meeting of protest.” "

“T gness you've hit it!”
Finn  excitedly. “That’s
{ thing 1"

If you

“You
o

What more do you

said Buck
the very
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But Lennox and Boulien leched
doubtful.

“Tom Merry and his_crowd would
wipe up the floor with us ! Boulten pro-
tested, .

“ Besides, we want a leader.” il
Lennox. * Who's going to take the lead
against Tom Merry ¢”

“1 guess Racke couid do t
wested Buck Finn.

“No. That wouldn't do.”* saiil Racke
hastily. “What we want i3 a chap
against whom Tom Metry's crowd can
raise no perscpal objections. A chap
who'll stand up against, Tom Merry be-
cause he thinks an injustice has besn
done !”

“AWell, that role wonldu't suit
grinned  Boulton.  *“Whem &
sugeest 7

And Racke's reply nemly tovk lis
hearers’ breath away.

“The only chap wh

hat,” sug-

1

n,”
you

got snfficient

atanding to lead a It against Tom
Merry,” he said, “is Figgins.”
Buck Finn and his friends gasprd.

ey had expected any name but the

Tiggins was the leader of the N
House juniors, in the same way as |
Merry was the leader of the Seb
House juniors. But he was a sir
forward, honest fellow, as much cpp
to the little ways of Racke & Co. as T
Merry himself,

“Figgins |” said Boulton and T
anid_Gibbons all together.

“You're potty, I gues
Buck Finn.

“Look here!™ said Serope.
Racke's talking sense. I Figgins thizks
thove bas been an injustice committed.
Gore up against the Heod

b 1, that's tvae,”
“ There's no harm in_trrin

And Racke led the wag
study in the New House.

“Come to invite us to_a sm
party #” asked Figgins, as Racke
entered.

Kerr and Wynn, who were also in ike
study, grinned.

“Looi here, Figgins!™ said Racke.
%o know that you're a straight
and we’ve come to ask you to romed
injustice !

Figging locked pleased, Wynn Teamed
at the compliment paid to his leader
But Kerr looked suspicious.

The Scottish junior was suspicicus of
Racke, even when he was paying e
pliments—perhaps more then than at asy
other time.

“What's it all about, Racke?™ asked
Figeins.

Racke explained. giving his cwn v
sion of the story. - Figgins & Co. liste
attentively.

“ And now,” concluded Racke, * we've
come to ask you to take the lead against
Tom Merry.”

Racke had chosen an unfortunate way
of putting it.

8o that's the game, is it?” said Keir,
“You're trying to make a quarre! be-
tween us and Tom Merry & Co. for your
own purposes, are you?” 2

Racke reddened, and Lennox inter-

vened.

“Look here, Kerr!” he
“You've mo right to say any
thing! We've come to Figgins ho

we think he’s the proper man ta gat
matters put right !

“Oh, am not doub
motives!” said Kerr quiet
say you have all bern mis
mﬁming rotter heve!”

“Let Figging speak for “himself®
snapped Racke. “I suppose he's got a
mind of his own?®”

But that was the wrong war ic ap-

Tue Gem Lisrany.—No. £29.

ced by




14 THE BEST 4" LIBRARY #5~ " THE BOYS’ FRIEND” 4" LIBRARY. "

- proach Figgins. The longlimbed and
rugged New House leader had: un-
bounded admiration for his Scottish

he

gree with what Kerr says,”
< ‘Tom Merry is a good man,
and I'm not going to interfere in School
House affairs, though I'm quite ready to
stand up to him when it comes to a
House row!”

“llmr, hear!"  said Fath‘ Wrnn.
“That's the ticket, Figgy!”
After that, there was, of course

nathing to be expected from Figgi
the way of leadership. Racke
wended their way back to their own
House.

After a great deal of discussion, it
was decided that Grundy should be asked
to take the lead against Tom Merry, a
polq(mn that he was only too eager to

CHAPTER 9,

Grundy’s Rerellion,

6 ALLO! Hallo! Hallo!" said
H Monty Lowther. “What's all
% this?

‘ Blessed if I lmnwl" said
Tom Merry., “Let's look!

There was a cm“d surrounding  the
uce board, and they grinned as the
o Three approached. There was
in store for Tom Merry.

The cheek!” gnsped Manners.
“The impudence!” said Lowther.

Tor: Merry wasted no time in words.
He took down the notice, and tore it
into shreds,

For the notice had read somewhat as
follows:

“NOTISS!

“As it has bean discuverd that Tom
Alery is not a good kaptin, and favers
his frends in matters of justiss, I kall
upon all self-respekting members of the
Shell form to atend a meating in the
Comon Room this affernoonc.

Bigned. G. A. GRUNDY.”

It did not need Grundy's name at the
bottom tio show who had written this
cotice. The weird and wonderful English
of it would have been enough to do that,

“We shall be there!” said Tom Merry
grimly.  “And if Grundy is up to any
fﬂmv tricks there will be Fuetion:

l.mck up, of course,”
“Not he,” said Tom Merry. “He just
wants to get some kudos for himself. “Ho
doesn’t. care a hany about Gore or
Skimmy."”
~Which was, perhaps, not quife just to
Grundy, who faricied that there had been
a real miscarcinge of justice. And there
were many who agreed with him that it
looked as if Skimpole had had a hand

i Caitels sohern,, and. waw new beriiE
to back out of it and lay all the blame
on_Gore,

There was quite a ecrowd in the

Common Reom when Grundy mounted a
chair.

*“ Gentlemen, and all the rest of you!”
lm beg’m

spr  strangers!” yelled Racke.
“We don't want Fourth-Formers here.
This is o Shell affnir!”

“We've got ns much nght here as you
Shell-fish!"” snapped Blake.

“Try and turn us out if you can!” |

relled Herries.
“Wea  jolly  well \\1Il‘"
Grundy. * At them, chaps!
And a Form battle would probably
have started if Talbot had not interfered.
"Look here, Blake,” he said pacifi
“If we start a Form row, we'll
Toe Ges LiBrarr.—No. 629.

snapped

-when ¥

never get the business of the meeting
lhrouglz. A serious charge has been
brought against Tom Merry as captain
of the Shell, and if his accusers prefer
that only members of the Shell should be
present during the :hscusston, I don't
think you will make trouble.”

“QOh, if you put it like that,” said
Blake, “I'm agreeable to lenvmg, and
I know the rest of the Fourth will follow
me out.”

* And he departed, followed by the other
members of his Form.

“@Good old Talbot!” murmured Glyn.
*“He’s got some tact!”

“Rather!” assented Harry XNoble.
“Let’s hear what the Grundy ass wants
to babble about.”

“Gentlemen and all the rest of you!”

“IWe've had that once!” cried Monty

Lowther. “Try a new record, Grundy'”
“Shut up, Monty!"” hissed Tom
Merry. *“Let's get all this over and

done with. Don't interrupt.”

“ Gentlemen and all the rest of you!"™
began Grundy, and then stopped for
a moment and Jooked at Lowther. But
the humorist of the Shell said nothing,
nud Grundy continued.

“You've been called together here be.
cause Tom Merry has proved himself a
rotten captain!”

“Bosh!” yelled Manners,

“Rats!” shouted Glyn.

And =a series of catcalls grected
Grundy's statement, mixed with eheors
from his own suppoﬂ'erm

At last Grundy made his voice heard
above the din.

‘Ii Tom Merry and his friend ave
afraid  of hearing the case against
him—"

“That's just il:!" gru\\-lcd Racke.

“Keep it up, Grundy

At that Tom Merr:r moun.ted a_chair.

“Just a word, Grundy!” he said.

“But I baven't finished yot!”

“I'm not going to defend myself vet.
I only want to call on my own friends
to give Grundy a fair heaving, and I
hope his puls will do the same \\heu my
turn comes.”

“Hear, hear!” said Grundy. “I agree
to that. And if anyone interrupts you
r turn Lornos. Tom Merry, he’ll
have to deal with me.”

And Tom Merry got down from his
chair.

“I'm not going to keep you long,
proceeded Grundy: and M}c]mtv Lm\ﬁhea
vefrained with difficulty from cheering.
*But what I say is that Skimpole is as
much to blame as Gore for the spectacle
business, and Tom Meres has no right
to demand a confession from Gore with-
out asking Skimpole to do the same,”

“Doesn’t he know everything!” mur-
mured Clifton Dane sarcastically,

“Tom Merry has a grudge against
Gore because he's rot one of his
followers, and that’s why he's so hard
on him, What I think is——"

“‘Have you finished?” snapped Harry
Noble, *We don't want to know what
you think, We want farts

““Look here, Noble——"

But Grundy suddenly descended from
his high position, as his chair was pulled
from under lim by Noble's chums, Dane
and Glyn.
“Now then, Merry, state your case!

said Harry Noble, who seemed to be
constituting  himself chairman of the
meeting.

Tom Merry rose on a chair and faced
the meeting calmly. He had a clear
cm]science, and was afraid of nothing.

“Chaps and fellows!"” he began.

“Booh!” hissed Aubrey Racke.
S gah 1

George Alfred Grund
up to Racke, and looke({
the eyes

walked quietly
him straight in

““ here will you have it, Racke?" he

“I've given my word to Merry

io iet him have a free speech, and if you

don’t keep quiet you'll feel the waight
of my fist!"”

“Hear, hear!” shouted eva "l)uuuy
present, except Crooke and Scrope,
were Racke’s followers. And Rae \0
subsided sullenly.

*“Chaps and fellows!" repeated Tom
Merry.- “I don’t pretend to be an ideal
capmn, hut I've always tried to do my

“'Hesr. hear!” The shout of
was_almost unanimous,

“I may have made a mistales in rhis
particular instunce——"

“I should jolly well think so
Boultmu, but a glance from Gr
chacked him,

“And I'm ready to give in if it can be
proved that I've dove so. But I d
that all the evidence g
Gore worked the spect
his own bat, and poor
mercly the vietim of the plot.”

“‘ Hear, hear!

This time the applause came only from
Tom’s followers,

“Rot !I"" yelled Scrope.

“Bosh ! shouted Gibbons.

Again George Alfred’s glance chiecked
the turmoil. Grundy was a_hefty fight-
ing-man, and no one wanted to feel the
weirht of his fsts.

Tom Merry got down from the chair,
and Hm-rv oble mou: ted the 1as(ryr\

mmy  was

The
£ cneulny

taking sides in the Ghore

hu:meea ” he began; “but I do think

that our honourable friend indy has

not done justice to Tom Mer
ear, hear!”

“It’s impossible to find out at present
whether Skimmy had a pnrt in the plot
Bgmn!t himself or not—'

Ha, ha, ha!

“But I certainly think that we ou
to show our confidence in Tom Merry
by a show of hands. 1 call upon all !ho«‘o
who think that Tom Merry has done
his best to raise the right hand.”

And Hairy Noble set the example by
raising his own.

For a second there was no movement,
Every member of the School Housa
Shell was present except Gore and
Skimpole, and it was doubtful how the
voting would ©o, 'hen a flock of hands
shot into the air, as fellows made up
their minds to vote in support of Tom
Merry. They belonged to Manners and

wiher and Talbot, Dane and Glyn,
and Lucas and -Walkeley and Frere.
There were nine hands raised in all, in-
cluding Noble's. Tom Merry himself
refrained from voting.

“Nine votes for Merry:!” said Noble,
who was still on the rostrum. “Now, all
those who think that Merry has forfeited
confidence, please raise the right hand.”

Racke and Crooke ard Serope raised
their hands immediately. They wera
ready to vote against Tom Alerry on any
prets Then Buck Finn, Gibbons, and
Boulton followed, for the sake of their
friendship with Gore. Lennox raised hia

hand next, and, lastly, Wilkins and
Gunn. .
“Aren't you going to vote?" asked

Wilkins, looking at Grundy, in surprise.

“No. Tom Meriy refrained  from
xohng, and I'll do the same to bulance
things !

“My hat!" gasped Wilkins. But he
agreed with Grundy's determination.
There was nothing like fair play.

“Nine votes against Merry!” said
Noble., “The voting is eve

After that there was nothing to be
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done. Tom Merry evidently had lost ihe
confidence of half his Form.

Rotten !” murmured Racke, “One
‘e vote and we'd have dished the

i

er |
Why didn’t that idiot Grundy vete"”
asked Crooke angrily.

“But then Tom Merry would have
voted on the other side, and it would
have
[

come to the same thing in the

d." «aid Boulton,
1 guess he wouldn't,” said Buck
T'm jolly glad Giundy had the

to refrain from voting,” eaid
“We don't want it to seem

lLenuox. « t to
that all the fair play is on their side.”

“Where's @Gore?” asked Grundy,
coming up.

* Dunno !” said Racke. “He scems to
Lave disappeared siuce lessons. Nobody
5 tdo know what’s become of him.”
n
Lennox.

- Also disappeared,” said Racke, who
ceemed to know everything.

“Perhaps they're fighting
where,” suzuested Gibbons.

Everrbody laughed. Tt was just like
Gibbons to suggest such a thing.

r"l cuess that's not likely,” said Buck
i

where's  Skimmy?” asked

some-

e Rivers has also gone out,” said

Racke. “I dare say they've grne out
together.” &
“Who? Gore and Marie?” asked

Wilkins, in surprise.
“No, Skimmy and Marie. Having a
wood time together scmewhere.”
Tt was not what Racke said so much as
how he said it that grated on Grundy.
Smack |
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Grundy smote Racke on the face. The
cad of the Shell recled to the ground.

“Here, T say—"" gasped Crocke.

But he dared say no more. Grundy's
look was enough to quell him.

“ Anybady else want the same?” asked
Grundy.

But there were no lakers.

Grundy strode off, followed by Wilkins
and Gunn.

He might be willing to make a stand
against Tom Merry where a matter of
justice was concerned, but he had no in-
tention of becoming a party to the mean-
ness of the cads of the Shell.

. ':The ,):otter!” gasped Racke, rising.

“Lots you'd do!” sncered Lennox.
“Tt serves you right”

“That it does!” said Gibbons.

And Bonlton also looked thoughtful.

“Look herc!” said Racke.

“Oh. we've had enough of you,
Racke!” said Lennox, as he walked
away. Gibbons and Boulten followed
hm.

“Trouble in the family already!”
grinned Monty Lowther, who had been
watching the scenc from the other side of
the voom. *“You've got nothing to be
afraid of, Tommy.”

And Monty Lowther was right.

There was too much disunicn amongst
the enemies of Tom Merry ever to muke
them really dangerous to the captain of
the Shell.

Tom Merry nodded quietly, but he was
still looking thoughtful. Had he been
right or wrong with rezard to Skim-
pole’s affair?

Only time would show.
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CHAPTER 10.
Gove Ifakes Cool.

& HAT are you doing Theie,
Skimmy 7
Marie Rivers u

words in surprise 2
upen the genius of the &
under a tree in Rylcombe Wead re

ing.
Skimpole rose hastily.

“Fancy meeting you heve,
Marie!” he said. “That iz a pleas
did not expect.”

“Nor I, replied Marie,
fightly. “But what do rou m
ing again? Lambe
might take a little excursion out o
bat he did not tell you to stert e
your eyes agdin.”

Rut there is nothi
matter with my eyes,” s
And he hastily explained the
ly omitting Gore’s name,

Miss Marie listened with inferest,

*“What a shabby trick !” i
“ And who is the plotte

“T fear I cannot tell
Skimpole.

“Never mind, Skimmy.
guess. But I'm  very ghd
nothing really the matter with you.
Skimpole looked at Miss Ma
fully. She seemed to lend =z po
charm to the dullness of life,

“I've got séme good news for vou,

continued iss )
“YWhere do you think I've just bt

“To Ryleombe, I presume.” .

“Quite right, Skimmy. T've been to
see your publisher.”

T think Trean
there's
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“ My publisher?” echoed Skimpole,
nonplussed, g

“Qhall T say our publishers?” queried
Marie Rivers mischievously. * Your
American story has been accepted.”

Skimpole jumped. His cyes sparkled
with excitement and pleasure.

“How extremely satisfactory!™ he ex-
claimed. :

That was just like Skimmy. Any other
boy would have said “Ripping:” The
word “esatisfactory " seemed rather tame
for the occasion.

“T'N tell you all about it later, when
1 see vou again in St. Jim's,” pursued
Miss Marie. *I must burry on now.
Oh, by the way, I forgot to give you the
money ! ) 3

¢ Money I"" repeated Skimpole blankly.

“Yes. The publisher paid me down
ten porinds cash for the story. Here it
is!”

arie  Rivers opencd her dainty

reticule, and extracted two five-pound
notes.

*0h, I really cannot take it!” remon-
strated tho genius of the Skell. “I
could have done nothing without your
assistance, Miss Marie.”

“It's your money, Skimmy. Think
what a lot of books you'll be able to buy
with it.”

Skimpole hesitated.  That certainly
was an important ccnsideration. At the
same time he felt that a share of the
money tightly belonged to his secretary,
as Miss Maric had jokingly stried herself,

In fact, without the clever manipula-
tion and re-writing of the storr at the
hands of Marie Rivers there would have
been no chance of its getting into print

at all,

On the other hand, Skimpole thought
of all the charitahla deeds he could
accomplish with ten pounds.

Neither Miss Marie nor Skimpole knew
that in the thicket close at hand the evil
face of a rascally tramp was watching
them with eyes that filled with greed at
the sight of the money.

“Take it, Skimmy. It's yours,” said
Marie, stretching out the money towards

him.

“Really, Miss Marie—'"

Before Skimpole had time to utter
another word the tramp sprang forward
ond snatched the fivers from rie’s out-
stretched hand. )

“Goodness gracious!” ga: the
brainy man of the Shell. ¥ was
that "

But there was no one there to answer
Skimmy’s question. Marie Rivers had
already set off in full pursuit of the thief.

Skimpole did not hesitate. Fool he
might be, but coward he certainly was
not. Unhesitatingly he joined the chase.

On and on went the tramp, getting
decper and deeper into the wood. On
and on went Marie in pursuit of him,
with Skimpole panting breathlessly far
behind her.

Suddenly the tramp disappeared from
aight. He had dodged round a corner,
and was waiting behind a thicket, his
dangerous-looking cudgel grasped firmly
in_his hand.

Round the corner appeared Marie,
scanning the view to catch a sight of her
quarry. But the tramp was nowhere to
be seer, He remained securely in am-
bush until Marie had passed him. Then
he sprang from his lair, eager to bring
his cudgel down upun her head.

Skimpole was still round the corner,
and, anyway, too far off to intervene,
and the tramp was sure that there was
nothing between him and the girl. But
he was mistaken in his caleulations, for,
just as he raised his cudgel to strike,
8 burly lad threw himeelf in front of the
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sped
What

tramp, and received the blow of the
cudgel on his own head.

It was George Gore!

“oh !

Gore uttered that single exclamation as
he fell senseless to the ground, but it
was enough to warn Marie. Swiftly she
turned, and as the tramp raised the
cudgel to strike again, she caught Lim
by the arm.

“Help!” she shouted at the top of her
voice. * Help!"” .

“8tow it, hang you!" shouted the
tramp fiercely, trying to free himself
from Marie’s grasp, but Marie held his
arm as if in o vice. It was not for
nothing that Marie had had training
with the Angel Alley gang in her
younger days, together with Talbot, the
Toff.”

““Help!” repeated Marie in an agony
of suspense. 1f the tramp got his arm
free, he would become very dangerous
indeed !

And help was, indeed, at bhand.

At the bend of the road Skimpole had
run full tilt into Blake & Co., who ex-
cluded from the Common Room_ on
account of Grundy's meeting, had
decided to spend the afterncon in the
woods.

““Weally, deah boy!” gasped Arthur
Augustus D'Arecy, as Skimpole ran into
him.  “Pway be careful! You are
wumplin’ my twousahs!"

"lgnrie—in danger!” panted Skim-
pole, running on without stopping.

And ot that moment Marie's shout for
aseistnm‘ﬁ' rang out for the third time.

“Alarie in danger:
gasped Blake. * Come on, chaps!
“Rather !” chorussed Herries
Di%by and Gussy in one voice.
he juniors threw themselves upon the
tramp together, i
get away, but it was too
surrounded.

“You young hounds!"” he shouted,
trying to bring his cudgel into play with-
out success.

“It's all right, Miss Marie!" said
Blake, as he twisted the cudgel out of
the tramp’s hand. “You can let go of
his arm now."

“I-am so glad you arrived in time!"
said Marie fervently, as she bent over

re. ‘ This poor boy has saved me at
his own life!”
gasped Skimpole.

Great Scott!"
W

and

In vain he struggled to
late. He was

the risk of

“Gore!”
me |
And the others were equally surprised.

“YWhat are we to do with this speci-
men?” asked Blake, surveving the
tramp, who was helpless in the grasp of
the chums of S8tudy No. 6.

“Let me go this time!” whined the
tramp. “I'll never do it again!”

“What d'you take us for?” asked
Blake contemptucusly. “Gaol is the
proper place for such beauties as you!"

“Yaas, wathah!” said . Gussy.

“Tje him up with this!” suggested
Digby, producing a thick rope from un-
derneath his coat.  “It's Buck Finn's
lassoo rope, and I intended practising
with it in the wood.”

The tramp struggled desperately, but
in vain. He was as a child in the grasp
of the sturdy juniors.

“®ow, then,” said Blake briskly,
“away to Rylcombe gaol with him.
Take him along between you, Herries
and Dig.” 2
And Herries and Digby set off for Ryl-
combe, leading the Thelpless tramp
between them.

“Toodleoo,” said Dighby, in departing.
“Give Gore my love when he wakes up,
and tell him he’s a man!”

“If he hadn't come up at the proper

“Dear

moment,” said Marie gravely, “I should
bave been struck down by the tramp

“instead 1"

And admiration for Gore's heroic deed
filled the breasts of 8kimpole and Marie
Rivers and Blake and D'Arcy, as they
wended their way back to St Jim's,
carrying the still senseless body of Gora
back between them.

Gore lay in sanny for severai days
suffering from shock, brought on by
the dastardly biow hLe had received.

Skimpole, though himself exhausted b
the adventure in the wood, insisted on
watching at Gore’s side, during the night,
The first night he managed to sit up tho
whole of the time, in spite of the remon-
strances of Miss Marie, who offered to
relieve him.

But on the second night he foll asleen
at Gore’s side, and he was carried to bis
bed in the dormitory without his beinx
aware of the fact.

After that Skimpole gave up watching
at Gore's side, but he still insisted on
coming into the sanny every few hours
to inquire how Gore was getting on.

And Miss Marie always welcomed him
with a bright smile.

On Gore's recovery, Talbot prepared a
splendid study-feed to celebrate his
return.  Miss Marie weas present. and
Skimpole did most of the speechifying.
But the others were too busy enjoying
the 'good things spread before them to
get bored by the genius of the Shell.

When the guests had departed, Talbot,
Gore, and Skimpole were once more left
by themselves in the study.

“T don't deserve all this, you chaps,”
said Gore, with tears in his eges. “I
was a brute to old Skimmy."

“My dear Gore!"” Skimpole looked
benevolently at the erstwhile buily of
the Shell. “I have long since forgiven
you for any inconvenience you may have
caused me. Let us be reconciled!"

“I say bravo to that!” chimed in
Talbot. “And for a start, Skimmy, I
want you to promise that youwll never,
never, never k Socialism, or Deter-
minism, ov any other ism in this study
till you're asked.”

“My dear Talbot——"

“ Well 2" .

“1 assure you that I had no intention
of inflicting boredom on my study-mates.
In any case, I shall probably be too busy
writing for the papers. Iy story haa
brought me letters from the editors of
various magazines asking me for con-
tributions."”

“Good ¢ld Skimmy'! Hearty con-
grats ! said Talbot. But he doubted
whether Skimpole's future literary efforts
would meet with any success unless ha
was again assisted by Marie Rivers.

Gore took out the watch ke was wear-
ing, and glanced at it significantly.

1t was a beautiful gold ticker, and hail
been presented to Gore as a memento of
his hercic deed. Tt had been purchased
with the ten pounds recovered from thoe
tramp.

“If ever I feel like punching Skimmy's
head,” he said, “Fll just look at this
watch and control myself I

Talbot grinned. But Skimpole was
already too deeﬂly immersed in -the
seventy-fourth chapter of Professor
Balmycrumpet’s volume to hear what
Gore said,

Skimpole’s Rest Cure had come fo an
end!

THE END.

(Another grand story of Tom Merry & Ca.
next week, entitled: ** Rags of the Fourth!™
Order your copy EARLY !}
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Jim Quinton of the Sixth Form at Har-
mood's, Bigglesdale, by the will of John
Quinton, his father, is 1o succeed to a great
position at Karradon in Africa. A great deal
«f mystery is attached to the position which
John Quinton really held; hut he is supposed
o have been almost as powerful as the king
himself. Mr. Matlock, the late John Quin-
ton’s =olicitor, makes known details of the
will to Jim Quinton, who at once decides to
carry out his father's wishes. He is then
infroduced to Tim Daly, Erik, and Nijellah, a
niegro, who are to be his servants.

In their presence the sollcitor hands to Jim
« sealed packet of papers, which John Quinton
had left solely for his son’s perusal.

Jim has enemies in Dillon Bracster, another

Former at Harmood's, Bracster senior,
Cyrus Kerzon, and a fellow named Flaxman,
wlia ¢all themselves the Karradon Syndieate.

Lventually the rival parties reach Africa,
and Jim and his friefids, including Dick
Willoughby, n school chum, who bad joined
the party, set out for Karraden.

One night they are attacked by the Manzi
tribe, presumabiy under the direction of the
sSyndicate. Daly sends Jim, Dick, and Erik

an to the “Quinton Dump,” while he stays
behind with Kijellah to parley with the
attackers.

(Now Read on).

A Surprise for Jim.
E RIK led them now into a smaller

room off the main cavern, but

only Quinton and Willoughby

followed him. The two Karra-
don boys remained in the larger place.

This smaller room was roughly fur-
nished with two or three chairs, a table,
and several odd boxes.

“Bazar Quinton came here,” Erik ex-
pla , and Jim guessed that he was
apeaking of his father. * Nobody would
-buy ivory for quite a long time. Quite
safe here.”

Even while he wes speaking he had
been unfastening one of the hoxes, from
which he tmE out a small stove,
Quinton and Willoughby had brought
with them their own personal packs, and
the two Karradon boys had carried
larger ounes in this present emergency.
In a very short time Erik had made
cooon, and biscuits had been produced.

While he was busy the little man ex-
plained various detalls to Quinton. They
hizd come the shortest way to the Dump
ight, but the donkeys would come by

ifforent ronte, Erik heped that they
would avrive safely soon after daylight.

He hoped, too, - that Meljor Daly
would soou come, The meljor h een
hurt, but he had medicine with him.
Erik was quite sure of that. Vet it was
plain that the little man was worried
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about Tim Daly, and would not be con-
tent until he saw the meljor again.

is regarding the donkeys were
fulilled. Quinton and Willoughby were
still asleep when_they arrh'es, but the
clattering _and shouting in the outer
cavern quickly awakened them, and they
went out to find she donkeys being tied
up again at the far end of the cavern. It
was apparently not the first time that
the place had been used as a stable, and
Quinton guessed that some of the porters
who had remained feithful to them had
also been here before.
During the morning Quinton explored
the vicinity of the dump. In the
brilliant sunshine the forest had logt
much of its fearfulness, and they were
quite_near the edge of it mow. FErik
explained that, apart from its other
advantages, this e was not far from
a_ stream ich was very rarely dry.
However long they might be compelled
to stay here they were fairly certain of a
reasonable water supply.

“Ripping sort of a place to camp out,
Jim?” Willoughby suggested, after they
had been shown round by Erik, “We're
staying here, I suppose till Tim Daly
turns up?”’

“Yes,” Jim agreed slowly.
Daly comes along
clse,

“Until
we can’t do anything
T hope he comes soon.”
ready a vague doubt was filtering
into Jim’'s mind regarding the future.
He had asked Erik various questions,
knowing that the little man had more
instructions from Daly than Jim had
himself. But Erik_was never very com-
municative, and he beiled down his
knowledge into very brief sentences,
“We wait Lwenty-four hours—perhaps
a little longer, bazar,” Erik answered,
“Jf Meljor Daly does not return, he told
me to say to you, *Carry on.' Meljor
Daly trusts you, bazar. = We all trust
you. You will carry on. The people of

the Karradons are waiting for you.
“¥es, I know,” Jim agreed uietly,
but did not, speak the doubts vﬁhi& were

in his mind.

He did_not lack courage, but he had
not yet the knowledge which was neces-
sary for a task of this kind. Aund Tim
Daly? Had he done right in leaving
him last night, despite Tim's very defi-
nite “instructions to get away?

The day dragged on slowly, but there
waa no sign of Tim Daly or Nijelleh and
his two friends. Jim tried to learn
averything he could of the possibilities,
but last night's attack was something of
a mystery cven to Erik. The nearest
people to these forest lamds had always
been friendly.

/,
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That night Jim slept very little, The

tiny fears regarding Tim Daly had begua
to take on definite shape, and he began
to regret that he had wasted o much
time before taking action. Before he
rose he had made up his mind on the
course he meant to foliow.

As soon as he was up Evik wes by his
side, and Jim began to ask him uestions
at once. Did the Kerradon, who spoke.
a little English, know the way back to
the place where they had left Meljor
Daly?

“He knows the way, bazar,” Erik
replied doubtfully; “but he should not

go ajone.” -

“Tm going with him,” Quinton
answered. “1 want you to stay heve
with Meljor Willoughby, Erik.”

“What's that, Jim?”

Willoughby had overheard part of the
conversation, and was anxious to under
stand more fully. When Jim explainec
that he intended to go back to their lasi
camping-ground, and find out what e
could of Tim Daly and his companions,
Willoughby protested at once.

“T'm coming with you, Jim,”

“And Erik will come, toc !

nton shook his head emphatically.

“Look here, Dick,” he began firmlr,
<when 1 was Senior Fours captain at
Harmood's, you didn’t argue when
said a thing had to be done. ~You did ir,
because you knew I'd thought the whole
business out. And I've thought all this
out very carefully. You and Erik slay
here, because you've got to carry on. i
1 happen to drop out. I'm going 0
make a will, Dick.”

Tt was plain that Erik did not like this
new plan; but Jim had formed his
opinions very cautiously. He had pres
mised to go back for Tim Daly alter
twenty-four hours. A hundred reasons
might have made it impossible for Daly
to come to the dump, and he would he
relying on Jim’s refurn.

But there might be some danger in it
and Quinton recalled certain words which
hia father bad written him. IIc was to
soe that his heritage was handed on to
someone who would use his power
rightly, Who was better than Dick
Willoughby ?

Something of this Jim explined to
Willoughby and Erik. He laid
too, that he- was now in comma:
that they were both under his orders.
After that they ceased to proteet and
Quinton wrote out a brief form, which
st forth to all concerned that every-
thing of which James Quinton died pes-
sessed was to belong to Richard Wil
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loughby, who would be guided in all
that he did by Erik.

The native of the Karradons, who un-
derstood and spoke a little English, was
called into the conference. He quickly
grasped what was expected of him, and
in less than an hour Jim had made all
his arrangements and given his final
instructions,

_“I hope I'll be back here inside eight
Hours,” he told Willoughby before he
left. “DBut we shall be ali right for food
and water for a good deal longer; and
Fowll necoy meo tgc iraﬂ D1cL”"

gl ¢ ﬁ son,” W) moughby
answ and trled to appear as cheerful
as 'pU‘aSlblG

It had been arranged to try the old
paper- -chase idea; and Quinton was leav-
ing a trail of paper behind him, not a
very strong one, perhaps, but enough to
suggesr that he had passed that way in

He had also discovered among his pos-
sessions o small amount of red paper. If,
later on, Willoughby and Erik saw this,
they wonld know i‘ha.t at that point Jim
Quinton had sighted danger.

By daylight the road back to the camp-
ing-place was not nearly so terrible as it
had been in the darkness. In places, it
i3 true, there was not any too mul
light; but Ranailah, Quinton’s guide,
was very surs of his way, and within
three hours of leaving the dump they
came across their own light carts and
the piles of baggage they had been
forced to leave behind.

To Quinton it im)].ed even in the brief
glance he‘dga it, as though the
packages h alrendy been rifled. But
for' the time he was not greallv con-
cerned about their possessions, It was
Tim Daly he wanted to see.

He would have gone st.ral
the clearing where they had eén

[i] but his guide pull
and eld up a warning finger.

His efforts to explain his fears or his
fancies would have been laughable
under different conditions. In curious

English, and by many wonderful
grimaces and gesticulations, he indicated
to Jim bhat it was unwise to venture into

the open. ere were people about, or,
at least, there might be, so Quinton

gathered.
Very cautiously the two went round
e of the camping-ground, keep
« alwars well within the shadow of the
Jim's heart began to sink as he
the tour, TUnreazonably, per-
ps, he had been buoyed up all the time

the idea that he would find Tim
Daly still squatting on the ground. He
might be woun or ill, and Nijellah
might be incapable of dumg anyhhmg,

t on to
hed their
him back,

but at least Jim hoped to find them
somewhere near the same place.

But there was no sign of Daly, or of
Nijellah, or any of his friends. ly the

blackened remnants of their firea re-
mained as witness of the camp they had
made here,

“No good?’ Jim’s eompanmn asked
him. “\hli?r Daly—gone?”

He waved his arms to indicate :omefar
off place, It seemed that Ranallah h
an instinot for the drnmnhc, and in t.he

dle of his waving he stopped sud-

ucnlr and-peered exf:tlt:eaitix thz'oug]\ the

undeérgrowth amongst whi

When _he turned he again ield his
hand up in warnin, nnd indicated that
Quinton should look himself. His atti-

tude and manner suggested that he had
beheld some strange mystery, and he
appealed to Jim for explanation.

“Not Meljor Daly"' he whispered.
“White man! Bad—bad !’

Peering through the trees, Jim saw a
tall, lanky figure strolling across from
the woods on the other side. Heo was, a8
Ranallah had said, a white man, and he
was smoking a cigarette in the stupidly
affected manner which only one fellow in
all the world could have assumed.

Jim recognised him at once, and was
far more mystified and amazed than
Ranallah had been. For the lanky youth,
altired in wonderful “Colonial outfit,”
and evidently well-satisfied with himself,
was none other than Dillon Braester!

And, guite unconscious of the fact, so
Jim lmagmsd Bracster was coming
directly towards him!

In Quest of Daly.

OR a few moments Jim Quinton
stared through the bushes and
shrubs which protected him for
the time, and tried to grasp the

reality of what he saw.

Dillon DBracster! How had he got
here? There was no mistaking the
fellow, yet--it seemed absurd and in-
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situation, Bracster was certainly no
friend of Jim Quintin’s; but for the
moment it might be advisable to treat
him as one. It would scarcely do to lcb
Ranallah deal with him as an enemy !

“A friend—in a way,” Jim answered,
and smiled again ralsaurmglv at his com-
panion. "I‘fl speak to him!”

“Bazar's friend!"” Ranallah repeated.
“Not kill him ™

His face lost all its Took of ursent
wonder and excitement which had been -
evident a moment or two before. A
calm, contented grin settled over hi
features, and, t.mstmg himself qui
he relapsed géntly inlo a sitting position.

By now Dracster had crossed the open
round, and was standing, doubtful and
csitant, at the edge of the wood. He
was directl opposite Quinton, and the
latter ﬂ(mg see him quite cl y. He
judged that Bracster was either doubt
of the wisdom of entering the wced
alone, or that he was not quite sure of
tho exact spot he wanted.

He made up his mind suddenly at last,
and plunged into the undergrowth.
Quinton rose swiftly, and, as Brocs

Hahall-hJumpd up swiftly.
neck, an
o Quinton.

His free arm went quickly round Bracster's
a moment later Bracster was baln% swung round away from
{See page 1

credible! A dozen different questions
and ideas flashed into Jim's mind. Were
llgei at the back of the trouble of two
nights ago? He felt that he wanted to
run forward at once, seize Bracster, and
compel him to tell the truth!
Ranallah_touched him gently on the
arm, and Jim turned for a moment to
the Karradon on, who was struggling to put
m";o Eug].sh the guestions he wanted to
s

m,
“ White man come here,” he sald, with
gestures to explain his meaning.
“ Bazar’s friend, or—gr-rh 1"

Jim smiled as he comprehended exactly
what Ranallah wished to convey. But it
Wwas more dlfﬁeult to explain the true

flung aside the impeding branch, the two
came face to face!

“Hallo, Bracster! Having a stroll*"

Jim npnke in a calm, normal voice,
just ag he might have done at Har-
mood’s, but its effect on Bracster was
galvanie.

Ho jumped back as though he had been
shot. The cigaretio fell from between his
fingers, and his lips opened slightly in
momentary fear.

“All right, Bracster! You needn’t
look so frightfully worried. I want to
have a short chat with you. That's all!"”

Jim's hand came forward and gripped
Bracster by the shoulder. Just for an
instant they stood facing each other.
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Then Bracster acted in a manner which
amazed Quinton.

He sprang forward and closed with
Jim, making a violent effort to throw
him to the ground. The bare idea that
Dillon Bracster would ever have the
pluck to tackle him in a fair fight was
something which Quinton had abandoned
long ago.

But now, as his atms closed about
Quiz‘ton. Bracster began to ecall out
Toudly :

“Help! Quick! Help! Help!”

uinton realised the danger instantly,
and knew that Bracster’s courage was
merely a momentary matter. e was
velying upon someone else to come and
help him out of this difficulty. Jim
struggled ' free from his grip an
attempted to put his hand over Bracster’s
mouth.

“ Stop that, Bracster ! he commanded.
“1f you want to fight, we'll have it——"

Again Bracster, having released his
hold for a moment, made another violent
effort to fling mself upon Quinton
Apparently, in astonishment on first
sceing Jim, he had failed to observe the

fignre of Ranallah, who, so far, had
watched the meeting of the two
*friends " in wonder.

But Bracster's second cry for help

decided Ranallah. It might be that he
had misunderstood Pazar Quinton, but
certainly this intruder wus no friend.
He jumped up swiftly, but kept a sure
grip on the rifle he carried. Iis free arm
went quickly round Bracster’s neck, and
2 moment later that youth was being
swung round away from Quinton.

Just what -happened even Quinton
could not have said, but Dillon Bracster
suddenly slipped from Ranallah’s arms,
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limp and inert. He lay very still and
quiet, and the next moment Ranal was
pushing Jim further forward into the
forest.

“Quick-—quick !’ Ranallah’s eyes were
once again vefy widero%en and filled with
excitement,* Up tree, Bazar !

So muéh Jim grnsged of hia English;
but it was Ranallah’s gestures which
were the clearest guide to his intentions
and desires. He half-dragged Jim
through -the undergrowth for a few
paces, then stopped at the foot of a great
tree and pointed upwards for a moment.

It Aashed into Jim’s mind that this was
probably the mast sensible course they
could adopt for the present, and he acted
promptly on Ranallah’s suggestion. The
Karradon, indeed, gave him a_helping
hand, and the thick creeper which wound
about the great trunk made its climbing
a fairly simple task. Within a very few
seconds Quinton had clambered on to
one of the lower branches.

Ranallah came after him, and Jim went
a little further up the tree, then turned
to his' Karradon companion again.

Conversation between the two was not
an easy matter; but, all things con-
sidered, they rubbed aleng together welk
Jim gathercd that Ranallah was_afraid
the other white man, Bracster, had given
the alarm. They might be friends or
enemies who answered his call; but the
Karradon guessed they would be foes
and that they would begin a hunt for
them.

Jim questioned him r arding what he
had dome to Bracster, bub all that he
could gather was that his old enemy was
merely temporarily out of action. e
would waken presently.

After that, Ranallah set an excellent
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example by investigating the small stock
of food ho had brought with him and
beghmivg to make a meal  Jim was not
slow to follow the sarae Course. .

For five minutes they ate in silence.
The first interruption ¢ame when, from
somewhere quite near at hand, they
heard a man’s voice shouting aloud:

“Dillon—Dillon! Whete are you:”

1t was repeated again and again, and
then Quinton fancied he heard an answer-
ing groan, The imprassion was confirmed
very quickly, for a moment or two later
he could hear young Bracster's voice.

“Help! Oh, help! I'mhere! Help!”

A few minutes later the wisdom of
Ranallah’'s strategy was fully proved,
Following Dillon Bracster’s cry for help,
there was a considerable amount of shout-
ing and calling, and presently Quinton
could hear the voices of both the elder
Bracster and Cyrus Kerzon talking in an
excited way and giving instructions.

They were evidently intent on making
a search of the immediate neighbourhood,
and presently, from their position, both
Quinton and Ranallah caught a glimpse
of their trackers. Kerzon, indeevf, stood
almost at the foot of the tree in which
they were sheltering, and Jim felt some-
what as Kin Ch@riex must have done
on a eertain historic occasion.

With Kerzon were hall a dozen native
bovs, each armed with a curious bow and
arrows, though later on Jim saw one of
the same tribe carryin
rifle. Kerzon was evidently giving them
instructions, and they separated presently
at his bidding.

(There awill be anather grand instal-
ment of this mugnificent adventure story
wrrt week., Order your eopy EARLY.)
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A BEAUTY GIFT
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Three Halfgence.

AFOR YOUR HAIR

‘“Harlene Hair-Drill” Ensures

Real Hair Health and Beauty.

OUTEITS FPREHE.

1,000,000 “HAIR-DERILIL”
No woman in the world p as
Ler natural bn-thngh!. such Exquielb?l_\' 1+ 7 have besn sﬁmnghna‘wﬂn my
fine hair as the British woinan, ith zf,",,','o',{,ie,‘”;" ';':;;:’::zr:::;:

proper care it becomes, indeed, the
very erown of her charm and beauty.
Under _the treatment of * Harlene
Hair-D‘nll » eyeryone can possess this

beauty, . and can assure
hersel.f 6f the truth of this declaration
by seli-demonstration free of expense.
A Free Trial Qutfit is now ready for
your acceptance.

No lnnger, therefore, is there any
necessity or excuse for anyone not to
prove by personal experience how

Harlene Hair-Drill ” causes the hair
to gtow in heal{h and beauty.

IF YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR—WRITE
ROW.
—

A nd the same di Mewlty,

freshgand 1

If by the expendléu.re of a little time
—just about two minutes daily—it is
ossible to acquire real hair hes}th and
auty, surely it is folly to refuse or
even to hesitate a single moment in
taking the first step tossecure it.

8o many women are now engaged in
valuable but hair-injurious  work—
lhat the proprietors of Edwards

* Harlene-for-the-Hair * have decided

to-make- veb. amther great: 1,000,000 wonderful what only 2 mlnulcl a du- pra
Gift distribution of * Harleno. o Outﬁ&s. Hon :'m HE.;‘L{ ‘“"u achieve 5" :,‘“’ e kot posk gs dirested sbove.  (MARK
This s really a "qur-ln-One * Gifty i Fres for o lers et} °"n‘. of the 1,000, noo | swopleDopt.”)

for v includes— e e i Gurtie

afierd conricog arien fatr
Drill” yowsee the resuld: bright,

1. A bottle of ** Harlene,”* the true

1liquid food and natural tonic for the hair.

A packet of the marvellous halr-
and sealp-cleansing ** Cremex *’ Sham-
poo Powder, whioh prepares the head
for *“ Hair-Drill.”

3. A bottle of ** Uzon ** Brilliantine,
which gives a final touch of beauty to the
hair, and is especially henenclal to those
whose sealp is inclined to be *
copy of the new edmou of the
- Hal.r-Drill. o

Lart

e

seoret Manual of in-
struction.

After a Free Trial you will be able lo.
obtain !urtlm suppliea of ** Harlene " at
1s. 1id., Od., and 4s. per bottle.
* Uzon Drillianrin(- at 1s. 1id. and
2, od. per bottle, and * Cremex™

Sliampoo Powders at '1s. 13d. per box of
poos (single packets 2d. each),

from all Chemists and Stor or direct
3 ed, 20, 22,

treet, Lomlcu,

“ HARLENE " FREE CIFT FORM

Detach and post to E])wu“' BA.RLS!E
12, 5,50, and % Lam duit St., |

)
t
A
1

(See Coupon on right.)

sness deprives you of employ-

leasures, and many advantages

r and nrlny l| n, strengthen vcm‘ Ncr ves, Ind
nfo-Norve Strey ng_Treat

STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES. oo™

in life. If yon wish to pros
Tegal: ‘n con]ll‘lonw in your:e}
3,

men| niral to § mu Co!onel To Private. 1 s
M, A DR u-=1 ‘Sond 3 ponny stAmDS. for paTtiou
ELLIOTT-SMITH “Tmperial Buildings, Ludgate Olreas. Foidon, o

MOUTH ORGANS BEATEN

;\u {he latest tunea can b played
. Thoe only

~crganin " Post free, 1@ each; bettec
ulity, O hiver Bitings, 818, irom the maker,

n. FIELD (Dept. 33), llall Avenue, H ERSFIELD.

Ovmeata Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench (!un', C
Winter Cuats, Bll\’er & Gold Pooket, and Wrist \'}Mchax Rings, J
2 &c un easy. banns. 80/- worth &(- monthly ; 60/- wort, rth 101-

lm)n ‘&e. CATALOGUE FREE, Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869.
_—-—

" Packed FREE." Cnnaga PAID. Direct from Wocke.
* LOWEST CASH PRICES. - EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Immedite defivery. T res and Accassories at Half Sk

o3 " Sitistagtion’ easontesd of g ey Refund
of Secoud. Hand Cycles Thowsaud: ot Bovernment
LR RALEIGH, ROVER:
o any as M as new—all

reii!y rld-#r No reasanable offer ra used. W rite
; List and Special Offer. .
‘CYGLE GCOMPANY, Incorpd.

-~ Dapt.  130Q: BIRMINGHAM. "
vE"THlloqu"su Learn this Wohderful,” Laughable Art. Failure
NIRIL impogsiblo with our noih book of Exey Tatruction
and 10 lall.ﬁhabla D!llni Ol % ** Hundreds Testimonials.” Tho:
Reading and Copjuring, 12 —WIL ES, P; LISH,BHS STOCKTON, EU

BOXING GLOVES 8/6

per sat of four (with lace-up, pllm. “iﬁl. Tan Oaps, Best, 16/6. Footballs,
match size, 12/6 md 14/6. urted if not satistied. Poalagn u
on all.—TOM CA N'I.‘BB. 59 mnr:mmhe Street, Walworth, §.E.17.

M
“GUT THIS OUT
*The Gem.” PEN COUPON

Bd his coupon wit| 0.« - dlrect
2D §_ ot e I:O b Pn nr nn‘l{ 5/- drec to the Fleet

Londo Wlll rtomvﬁ [{
:;pleml!d riiink Mads et dovd i
you save 12 furikier mllp%ul, e D eaunt as b o i

Value 2d

Pen Co.,

Lpet frep) &
e 10/6. T¢

o pri Tea® 0 you may

iana T Eonpont an Buy wnectar volwail’s fne medfum. o broxd
B ToeE frorn” postage exit c;ds b fu:lfia oy’ Fiose bin_to_ias
. ‘4 Batisfaction guaraaieed or
B e I acia) Hatery Bloael &1 il ] ouiiraab
n

coNcERTs Crbii-pﬂ.lsr {or comic dnetti and 1/ pei
item, t of 3 acts, 1/2. bkﬂeh for !.Iure
; omie Songs Duster Aok, Venizildquial Dialogues; stamp

E M, FINN, Magdalen Street, Colches

ARE YOU SHORT?

It w‘ lul lhn Girvan Bystem help yon fo Increass
M B n;gal re; Drtl In mnrtnM !
1.m:h D v u

iV
um Dlvlu 33 Inchel Kr
‘Mr. hthnl, "Miss

toalare and_£100
2.3

, 17, !!.nmd Green Road, London,
80 MAGIC TRICKS, [ cio v r’ﬁﬂ“f'?‘é"n’a'f
~ free, 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Roagd, London, N.1

2 —

N.

Set of rarts lnd 1rl¢trlcmoni to maks this paper modsl bl;nllnl.
o perform all the evolutions of its

witl e-gun, instrument-boar
Controts. 'lnauslndilolﬂ ‘Handreds of tostimonials recolved. Length,

i ~THE MODEL AIRCE. SUPPLY
ebt.ad), "Fhornlsigh Road, Newcastle-on-Tyne.




