


“ THE FIGHTING SPIRIT!"
By Martin Clifford.

In this grand, long story of St. Jim's,
Talbot and Marie %i\'l‘ers play an im-
ortant rt, By some misfortune
g.ivem, the ex-cracksman, loses his job
and money, and, unable to find further
employment, decides to return to that
notorious occupation from which he had
veformed.  He urges the two to join
hands with him. Although they do not
agree to this, they persuade him to wait
until Talbot iz able to raise the necessary
funds with which to start hi i
again in business. The Foun
ination offers a way out of the diffieulty,
althongh it is vather late to enter for i

Talbot undertakes this task, and finds
himsell np against many difficulties.

This is one of your favourite author's
finest vdrns, so see that you do not miss it,

“KILLING THE WASPS!"
By Michael Poole.
The Wasps, a secret society formed by
vs of the Transitus Form at St
chool, is killed, stabbed in the
r. Roger Blunt, the Form-

s
back by
master,

No more could midnight revels be
held, or pleasatti little jaunts into the
open after lights-out, There were bars
to the windows, Jolly, Roger had done
that, and all for their own good, as he
“told them.

And the members of the deceased
society, what do they do now? Do they
put up with this?

" RILLING THE WASPS !+

will answer this question for you in next
week's yarn,

THE CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

After long consideration I have decided
that, in view of the extra expense en-
tailed. all Notices will be charged six-
pence each. Tt ia my firm belief that
riers of the Companion Papers will
freely recognise the growing necessity for
lacing the Correspondence Column on a

usiness footing, and that the return to
the former eystem of a small charge for
insertions will add materially to the
value and utility of thiz feature,

LAZY CORRESPONDENTE.

When in doubt write to the Editor
about what is troubling you. That is all
right, but there are cnses where a humble
editor cannot do anything, and one of
these instances refers to correspondents
who make of the invaluable cor-
respondence column, obtain the copies of
the papers ther want—and then forget
to write back and send the money !

Sometimes it is jnst o question of lazi-
ness, I will admit that; but laziness can
he carried too far, and usually is. 1 was
“set thinking about the whole matter by a
cheery letter from Liverpocl. This cor-
respondent tald me of his miserable ex-

perience some days azo.

eerlain  copies of the P, P. to

He had sent{
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Yeur Editer is ahways pleased to hear from his readers.

Address : Editor, The

another reader, Then nothing hap-
pened. 1t was not a bit like a film play,
in which everything happens all at once,
and leaves vou breathless. At last, after
much tronble, the fellow at the other
end cecras to lave woke up—possibly
semebody took a corkserew to lum, vou
never know—and he returned two of the
i all. Not a word of

s—nothing !
is what my chum, who was vie-
timized, says about the subject:

“He can’t be much of a chap, or he
would have given an explanation as to
why he kept the papers so long. T den't
like chaps that ure underhanded. T like
chaps to be straightforward and to deal
square, You don't get on in the world
by roguery. 1 would also like to say
something about the Companion Papers.
They are the best set of papers that were
ever invented.”

The only thing to be said here is that
we all agree with the writer. You don'g
wet on in the world by means of roguery
It is just that fact that requir
vecognifion in those few quarters where
there seems to be a lingering notion that
1t is smart to be mean and to scove off
=omebody else. It is not smart. There
is something concerned here far more
important than any question of getting
on in the world. Far better to fail and
keep honour bright. Bui as a matter of
fact, everything else comes as well when
there is the t spirit behind.

IN THE COUNTRY,

There ave lots of diffevent opinions
about, the com Some people simply
hate it and laugh at the notion that now
summer is coming the country is the
place to be in. Such folks prefer the
nice, clean pavements of the town, with
ommbuses handy. and plenty of shops,
but for all that, the country cannot be
beaten. especially now that the hedges
are shooting and the bulrush is out. It
gounds precions dangerous, but the
hedges do not offer any real risk, and
the bull may rush out, hut he means no

arm. can hear some of my chums
eaving this joke is too pld, but it is a
good, ancient wheeze, nn\:?I AN not going.
to apologise for it.

It is the most natural thing in the
world for the town dweller to hasten off
into the open whenever he gets a chance,
1 believe the country people themselves
know they have the best of things. They
look happy, although they say they
would rather live in town. You need
not believe this story. T met & fellow the
other day who had lived all s life in a
tiny seaside village at the back of no:
svhere, and he said he would prefer
London, but T expect it was mere swank,
He had his eloping garden, which canght
all the sun there was, and his ducks, and
poultry ahd pigs looked fine. He r)ad
all a man can Teasonably ask for, and
he always seemed busy. When he
wanted an evening out he tock the ferry
across thevarm of the sea and saw b
friends in a village over the way which

Far-ingdon Street, London, E.C. 4.
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waos not much bigger than his own. T
am eonvinced that the majority of people
do have a very kindly respect indeed
for the country, even if they wince as
lanes in which they find themselves ankle
deep in mud.

Tt is certain, too, that the individual
who makes his living by trampiug the
wilderness with a fiddle for company gets
some of the best out of life. T met such
a chap thé other day. He was a philo-
sopher-—a well-read, venerable sort of &
party, and he had a real good touch when
it came to improvising melodies on the
violin. We know what Congreve said
about musie : —

“*Musio has charms to soothe the sav
breast,

To zoften rocks, or bend the knotted

oak.”

However that may be, there are some.
kinds of music which are always wel-
come, even if a street organ, or & grama-
phono with dyspepsia, or & concertina
which has got the hump strike one as
unwanted. Now, the country has really
Just much variety as town.. Ven
might just skip this paragraph, if it bores
von, Don't get saying that “Chat” is
a plague becanse of a few seasonable
words about the summertime in the
country.

The fellow who takes an interest in
birds and flowers enjoys every minute he
spends in the woods and fields and lanes.
After the winter has gohe, it is quite a
cheery, acceptable thing to hear the
*pink pink™” of the chaffinch, and to see
the vellowhammer, with his haughty-
looking erest his wondrous colouring,
perched on the low branch of an oak and
carefully inspecting the worl

We canmot all be naturalists, There fa
na timve. * Perhgps it is just as well, for
there are other branches of learning
which call for attention, but it is im-
possible not to admire the fellow who
finds treasures in every banlk—I mean a
pleasant, mossy sort of old bank, not the
dreary place where they hoard up the
cash, The naturalist stops and inspects
such g bank. He finds a beetle—which
he calls & Coleop, or eomething like that
—and then he discovers new specimens
for his conchological collection.

e student of shells has a subjech
which will keep him busy ell his life, if
e cares about the matter enomgh, Most
of us have little enough idea of the im-
mense variety of enails. The ordinary
chap thinks a snail is a snail—the Helix
Aspersa, with his grey house on his back.
He takes his little grey home with him
west or east, or anywhere else, and ia
#s happy us the day is long until @ smart
blackinrd gets him, or the gardemer
mm‘e: down heavy with his hob-nail

ot. E
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CHAPTER 1.

. Detectives in Council.

L HE first thing to do is to get to-
gether all the evidence that
may bear on the case,” said
Kerr of the Fourth Form aud

the New House at St. Jim's. “Isn’t that

<o, Levison?”

Kerr, Talbot of the <Shell
three occupants of Study on the
Fourth Form passage, Levison major.
Cardew, and Clive, had met in Study
No. 9 to discuss a matter of considerable
importance.

That matter was the loss of a valuable
manuscript, which had been sent to
Talbot by his uncle, Colonel Lyndon.
The MS. was said to be a hitherto un-
known story by Edgar Allan Poe, the
areat American writer, and the colonel
had wanted the opinion of Professor
Alovsius Fielding, then staying at St
Jim's as the guest of the Head, and de-
livering a short course of lectures on
io] "I:sf' literature during his stay, as to
irs authenticity.

But when Talbot had arranged to take
the manuscript to the professor in the
Head's study it could not be found.

Skimpele, who, with Gore, shared
Talbot’s stu had had it, and had put
it in a drawer in the table. Someone had
en it from that drawer, it seemed—if
Skimmy had really put it there. e be-
Jived that he had, of course; but Hers
Lert Skimpole's memory was very un-
reliable.

Had it been consistently good—it was
sood about some ‘thifgs, but not about
mhcl*—thc detectives whom Talbot had
called in to help him would have had
>)]ll!lhlllg more definite to start upon
than they had at present.

But Skimmy had quite forgotien
Racke's to veturn his lost glasses.

Kerr, Cardew, and Levison were the
detectives in quemon

Clive was too modest to flatter hi
that he had any detective powe
Talbot -did not mind his knn\\mg abouit
ihe affair, and with both Cardew and
Levison in it he could hardly have been
kept out.

“Of course, it is evidence we want,’

and the

Theee-halfpence. 3
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A Magniticent, Long, Com-
plete Story Dealing with
the
Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

LIGHT!
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Adventures of Tom

said Levison, in reply to Kerr. “But
this is what has struck me, Talbot. Is
the MS. in_ existence any longer? 1
mean, 't it have been destroyed by
accident? Got into the waste-paper
basket, or something like that?"”

Talbot shook his head.

“Matter of fact, we haven'i such a

thing as a “Mtcl}npcr basket in_the ,;

e answered. “*Gore

study at presen

did ours in some \muks ago, shoving it
¢ Skimmy’s head

Tou onght to
£ coming up \hrmwh
the kottom of it. with two pairs of specs
on his lofty brow, and an unearchly ex-
pressu)n on his infellizent dial "

“Where do you put your waste-
paper®” asked Kerr.

“@Gore and I chuck it on the fire. We
don't make much. Skimmy never makes
any. Nothing Skimmy has written is
\\d*(?vpn-p(‘l—lt s always valuable.”

“You're inclined to bar out the de-
struction theory, then, Talbot?" drawled
Larden

“Tam, if only because it leads nowhere.
To aceept it would be to give up trying—
and I'm not going to gnu. up trying, even
if you fellow L]thmk it hopele value

vour help, a ant it, but 1 should
go on without it. at M8, simply must
be found!”

Reginald Talbor looked very deter-

minded as he spoke thus.

“Dear man, we don't mean to chuck
it,” said Cardew soothingly. *I'm in it
for as long as you like, anyy
we've got “to_consider possibil
the possibilities that accur to the pessi-
mistic mind of the dear Ernest. Per-
sonally,. I don’t a bit believe it's gone
west.  Someont's boned it
aren’t many boners at St.
which ought to narvow down the ﬁeld
of nne:t:gahoﬂ

“You’ 're going the wrong w
* Kerr remarked qu

”A‘\s ho\\, wise one?”

“You've more than half made up your
mind already who is guilty !

Cardew shrugged his shoulders

“1 should have, I confess, but T can’t
see a motive,

“That’s just
Levison.

2

to work,
Yo

“hnt beats me,” said

“Let's find ont who could possibly
have done it, and then search for
motive,” Kerr sai

“But there doesn’t seem to have been
anyone =t all who could have done it,
objected Clive, who had listened intentix
\nlhuul speaking till that moment.

" The thing was done, so someone must

¥ t," Kerr answered,  “An.l

y presume that the MS. dis-

Appulared from Talbot's study. 8o tha

first qneshun is—who knew ansthing st
all about it*"

He looked at Talbot.

“Baggy Trimble was the first who saw
it,” Talbot said, speaking slowly. * Man-
ners took it from him and brought it to
me. The fat rotter had opened it
;‘Flldlh']g to believe it was addressed

said  Cardew.
re there at the time.”

asked Kerr,
m'lord,”

o
Iy cke, replicd
Cardew.
“Trimble, Manners, Levison, Car-
dew,” said Kerr. writing the names on
the p'ld before him. Then he struck one

three of them. *I can ‘only find one
out of that lot
and bowed low and
grace V.
“On beha!f of Ernest an’ myself, T

thank you, most excellent judge!" he
said.

* Ass!" snorted Levison,

“Go on, Talbot,’ | Kerr.

“Manners brought the letter aud tha

MS. to me. Gore and Skimm; wers
there.” _
“Gore, Skimpole,” murmured Kerr,

He wrote the namgs. Then he struck ous
the second,
He looked up sharply.
“Talbot, are vou dead sure of Gore?
Dcut mmd sa)m ; it goes no fart

“As certain az I am of myself,” an-
swered  Talbot, without hesifation
“Gore—well, Gore's my pal, Kerr. THa

may. not uh\nyﬁ have b«.on ztralﬂ-ht——
“He wasn't,’ s'nd Kerr drily.
“But he is now !
“1 believe you, old man."
“If Gove comes Lmdor suspicion  ba-
cause of his past yon can count me ouk

Copyright in the United States of America.
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of the detective force,” spoke Levison,
fiushing. “T'm also under suspicion.”

*“Rot " snapped Talbot.

“Are you not my pal?’ murmured
Cavdew.
hem! If you'll excuse my saying
so, that isn't quite B high a testimonial
as being Talbot’s, Cardew,” said Kerr.

But the twinkle in his eves robbed the
specch of any possible offence. Cardew
had done reckless, foolish things; he.had
been in hot water again and again, ancl
had often pulled Levison and even Clive
in with him. But Kerr was sure of Car-
dew’s essential straightness down at bed-
rock ; and Cardew was aware that he was
sure of it,

“You're silly, Levisen!" said Talbot.
“All that I'd say for Gore 1'd say for
vou, and more at the back of it. And
‘d come to either of you for help if I
needed it.”

*Thanks, Talbot! T'll stop being silly,
if T can. But it ise’t all violets being a
rveformed character, you know.”

“Proceed, Talbot ! We're talking too
much, and not saying enough,” struck in
Kerr,

“Manners and Gore had a bit of a
varn about the MS. in the Common-
room,” Talbot continued.

*"Who else was there?” inquired Kerr.

“That's doubtful. I mean, it's not
certain that anyone heard. Twao fellows
were standing before the fire when Gore
went in—Racke and Crooke.” ‘

“They would hear, you bet!" said
Levison.

“It isn’t certain that they didn't go
out before the conversation began,” o%:-
Jected Talbot.

“Wait a moment!” said Kerr. *Was
this the evening when Figgy and Fatty
and I came over fo consult yon fellows
about the Reddy-Ratty bizney?”

1 think it must have been.”

“Then Racke and Crooke were siill
there. I can answer for that. When we
came in with Tommy and Kangaroo there
were four fellows in the room—Manne
Gore, and those two. I can't help notic-
ing things like that.”

“You're goin’ a dashed long way
round to get to the same place that I've
already reached, Kerr,” said Cardew
lazily, .

“But you'd see Racke and Crocke in
anything fishy that happened,” cbjected
Clive.

“ Well, Sidney, my simple child, aven't
they always in it?” drawled the dandy
of the Fourth.

. "X don’t seq how ther ean have heen
in fhis.  1t's so altogether out of their
||n$.1:;: 'i'nl!l:nt {s&id.

““Had that MS. any money value, old
thing?” asked Cﬂrﬂm\'y. v :

“Yes, At loast, T snppose so.”

“Alotive supplied!” chivped Cardew.
“I feel like little Jack Hornev!”

“Not good enough!” said Kerr
decisively.  “I'm not saying they

=ouldn’t or wouldn’t have done it; but
the only fact of any importance as far
as they are concerned is that they over-
heard what Gore and Manners said.
That is. they knew something abount the
MS. 8o did Baggy. But they don’t
scem likelier to have been interested than
Baggy, and that's saytg & good deal.”

“T wonder just what they did hear?”
Levison said. “Tf Gore and Manners
could remember exactly what they said
to one another we might get a clue out
of that,”

“Now that’s a notion!”_agreed Kerr.
“Tll go along and see Manners now.
Don’t say anything to Gore, Talboi—that
is, don't question him on your own
account, in order to report to me. I'd
rather have what he can tell at first
hand.”

Tue Cen Lierany.—No. €39,

#“I've handed over the case fo you
fellows, and I'll do what you think best,”
replied Talbot, smiling. *“But it's a
ood deal to expect of any fellow that
ﬁa should remember what he said in a
cagual chinwag to which he couldn’t have
attached any importance at the time.”

CHAPTER 2,
The First Ciue.
&“ OMMY ! Thomas! Tom Merry!
Ass! Chump!. Fathead!”
Tt wes Menty Lowther who
spoke, in Study No. 10 on the
Shell passage; and his voice rose as he
grew more and more impatient at the
difficulty he found in attracting Tom
Merry’s attention,

Tom and Manners were seated at the
table, The rain was pouring down into
the quad, and footerwas off for that day.
So Tom was writing an overdue letter to
his uncle, General Merry, while Manners
was busy with some of his negatives,

*Well?"" said Tom, looking u

“Which of you two idiots is sitting on
the ‘Ludgate Monthly "¢  replied
Lowther. %

“Aine's a chair,” Tom said.

“8o is mine,” said Manners.

“Get up, both of yoiu! 1 want that
paper, and I want it now !”
vhat's the hurry?’ asked Tom,
rising.  “The thing’s been about here
for no end of a time. ‘Why are you
frantic about it at this particular
morrient?”

“My story has to go
howled Lowther.

“What storyi” inquired Tom inno-

cently. .

“What story! Hear him! Why, the
competition story, of course, dummy !
The story into which I've put all my
hest—the story that’s going to bring me
fame and a hundred quid!”

“Oh, that!” replied Tom.
gotten all about it.”

Manners grinned.

“You know, Tommy,"” he said.  “It’s
called, ¢ The Man Who Punched Back.’

“Qh, I know now !” said Tom. *“But
[ haven't read it.  What I felt interested
in was whether Back punched back when
§111 uth'e.r chap punched Back. Did he,
Monty ¥ ;

“Siupid! That isn’t the title at all—

in to-day!”

“Td for-

]

it’s * The Man Who Came Back,” Yon
can read it if you want to.”
“Thanks, old man, no end! But—

but I'm afraid that’s a bigger treat than
I ought to be allowed !

“Pah!” eiaculated Lowther.

“AMa!” gaid Manners.

“Cet up!” commanded Lowther.

“ Whaffor?”

“Y want that paper, and I believe
yow're sitting on it.”

“ Whaffor?”

“Bg;muse you're a silly ass, T sup-

“What do you want it for, you
maniac?”’

“To see how I'm to address this thing,
of conrse.”

And Lowther held up a fat envelope.

“Well, I don’t believe it's uitder me,
and, if it is, it's your own fault; and.
anyway, I'm not going to get up!” said
Manners, always capable of being
awkward and obstinate.

“T'll make you!”

“1d jolly well like to see you!”

Towther proceeded to carry out his
threat—or lo attempt its carrying out.

Manners clasped his chair by the seat
with both hands, and hung on.

“Leave go, dummy "

“ Not likely, lunatic!”

Neither heard a tap at the door. It
was quite a gentle tap, but Tom Merry

Now oN
SALE.

heard it.  He went to the door and
opened it, while the two still struggled,
unseeing. 5

“Oh, really, Manners!
Lowther!”

Ethel Cleveland stood in the doorway,
charming as ever, doing her best to. look
shacked.

She ‘was really Gussy's cousin Ethel;
but she was also *Cousin Ethel ” to
quito a small crowd of St. Jim's fellows,
and ihese three were among her best
chums.

Lowther released his hold. Manners
got up. Both looked a trifle shame-
faced,

“0Oh, T know you didn’t mean it I said
the girl,

“Not

Reaily,

so  sure,” replied Manners
frankly. *“This fellow is a bit trying at
times. He insisted on my getting up,
and 1 didn’t feel inclined to. He was
trying to make me ; but he wouldn’t have
done it if you hadn't come in.”

“Pon't brag!” snapped Lowther.
“ After all, the blessed thing's not here.
‘Where can it be?” .

“What have you lost?" asked Ethel.

“That * Ludgate Magazine,’ with the
competition announcement — In it.,”
Lowther answered. “Ii's the day for
sending stories in, and T want the exact
particulars of how to send mine.”

U “Try goods train, cartiage forward!”
grunted Manners.

“Oh. T should think it must be all right
if you know the address, and pur * Story
Competition * on the envelope!” said |

irl. “1 do hepe you'll win, Lowsher!

think your story ia ever so nice!”

“Have you read it, Eihel?” asked
Tom, in an awed voice,

“Lyery word of it!™

“There you are, you two!” chortled
Lowther,

“You are a pal, Ethel!” bLreathed
Tom.

““Hear, hear!” cried Mamners. “ Bul
it hasn’t hurt her, Tommy. She looks
quite all right after it.”

“T hope s0. And I hope T am a pal.”
said cousin Ethel. “And I'm sure you
two will be more pleased than anyene
else if Lowther docs win.”

“If!” said Manners. i

Lowther glared at him again.

“T've come to say * Good-byey’ " said

Ethel. “I'm going this afternoon, you
know, and there wou't he time later in
the day.”

“Wish_youn never had to go.” sail
Tom. "I we could only have our way
we'd keep you and Professor Fielding,
and let a dozen or two people we could
spare quite nicely go instead.” .

Ethel smiled as she held out her slim
right hand. .

“It's a compliment to be classed with
the professor,” che said. "I wish he
was staying. I should like to think that
when T came back here I should tind hin:.
And Mrs. Holmes says that there is no
one else whose company does the Head
so much good as his.”

“He's o brick ! said Tony,

“Y wonder what has become of that

aper 7" persisted Lowther,

Then Kerr appeared.

“YWhat have vou lost, Lowther?” he
asked,

“Now you are well on the way fo pct-
ting it back,” Cousin Ethel suid, smiling.
i If.,anyc»ne ean find it for you, herr
can

“Don't be sarcastic, Eihel 1" pleaded
Kerr.

“J wasn’t. I meantit. Don't you sup-
pose I know what a clever detective you
are? Good-bye, Tom!”

She held out her hand to Tom Merry,
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then to Manners, then to TLowther.
When she turned to Kerr he asked:
“Shall T say good-bye to Fatty and
Figgy for you?'
Lti\el (.lc\vuud
a

I I thmk perhaps, T may see Fig-
;,rma Kerr. Butif I on't see W yun you
might tell him I hadn't forgotten him.”

Then she went.

“Yoe I rather fancy she may see
T " said Kerr. *Ie might have to
scoot out of the Form-room and ride to
Rylcombe at record pace to do it, but I II
bet he would be there before her train
went out!”

“Shouldn’t wonder I replied Tom.

“Now, what's the trouble, Lowther?”
d Kerr.

Oh, it's nothing much.

flushed as she

There's a
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“Tiisn't a bit like that. *'It's about iwo
men and-——
“ A pirl!” chipped in Kerr.

“@Good old Sherlock ! gibed Manners.
“Butf that was easy wuessing. TIf it
wasn't two men and a girl |l would have
heen two girls and a ma

“There isn't a girl in it!" howled
Lowther.

“Then it doesn’t stand an carthly!”
said Tom

“What's the magazine wanted for®"
Kerr aske:

He h:udl\ kuew why that struck him
as significant. Dut he trusted to his in-
tuition, though he did not go on Car-
dew’s line of making up his mind in ad-
vance who was to be found guilty in the

end.
“It had

the conditions in—date of

Three-halfpence. 5

“Who was that 2" asked Kerr sharply.

“Gore,”

Ho\\ was it Fou spoke about it to
him?

“Gore isn't a
marked Tom, grinning. ‘It
interest him much.’

“ But, as a matter of fact, it did,” said
Manners. “It was rather queer why it
did, too. Oh, you wanted to know why
1 mentioned it, Kerr. It was becauss
re asked where Lowther was. and I
\m he was muguing away at this story.”

““Where were you at the fime?”

“In the Common-room. There wers
only two or three fellows there, and l
was just going out when Gore came in.”

“And why was he interested in the
competition "

literary ,person, ” re-
wourldn't

Manners !

Tom Merry went to the door and opened it, while Mannors and Lowther still struggled.
Really, Lowther !’ said Ethel Cloveland, standing in the doorway,

‘' Oh, reaily,
{8ee ch-pur 2,)

story competition in the * Ludgate )

zine,” and o done a yarn fov
ping good wyarn, though I
myeelf!™

“1 don't see vou shouldn’t,

You're the only who would!”

grow led Manners,
‘Wrong there !

it was good.”

*Being pol !

“It's called Whao Came
Back,” " voluntecred m. “I don’t
know what he came back for, unless he'd
left his ploves. Aund T don’t  know
whether, when he came back, lie caught
her kissing the other bounder. But it's
something l'\mn) and tragic like that, T'm
&ure !

“You're all wrong!” howled Lowther.

person

For Cousin Ethel said

closing, how to address the stories, and
all that sort of thing,” replied Lowther.

“And it's gone?”

“Yes; it's gone.”

“Did anyone else krow about the con.
petition? T mean, was anyoue else here
thinking of entering?" .

“Not that I know of,” Lowther an-
swered. “Of course, these asses knew ;
but they weren't interested enongh in it
to talk about it, And I didn't know of
it when it was first announced; it was
quite by chance T bought the mag. 1T
only had ten days to do-my story in.”

“Yon're wrong about one thing," said
\Lmn?h “1 don’t know that T was par
nterested, but I do remember
nn ntioning it to one chap.”

&

“You're aakmg rmlta a heap of ques
tions, Kerr "

“I've a reason, nld fellow."”

“ Right-ho! T don't mind being interra-
Tt was because of that MS. of
s—the thing that's lost now. Gore
t if it really was the work of Poo
—though he didn’t know properly who
Pooe was—Talbot had only to send it for
the competition to walk off with the first
prize.”

Kerr almost staried. Manners noticed
a curious look in his eye

For the moment the
not help suspecting Gol

The fellow hs
in tho past—t!

&L

ots jumnior coutd
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Gshy—black things, such as Racke and
Crooke did nowadays.

Was it so certain that e was above a
temptation like this?

Perhaps it was less Talbol's faith in
Gore than the fact that the conversa-
tion in which he had taken part had
been overheard which made Kerr confi-
dent of the former black sheep’s inno-
cence. But Talbot's faith counted, for,
after all, he knew Gore, as Goro was
now, better than anyone else at St
Tim's did.

("What did you say to that?” asked
K

orr.

“Told him Talbot would never think
of a trick like that,” replied Manners.
“And he said that was true; but there
had been .a time when he would have
done it himself without thinking twice
about it. He would have, too! But
U'm sure he isn't that sort now.”

“ Anybody hear you?”

“Not that I know of. When Gore
rame in Racke and Crooke were standing
by the fire, talking about horse-racing.
1 rather fancy they went out; anyway.
if they heard it wasn't likely to make
any impression on them.”

Kerr doubted that. And he was sure,
toa, that Racke and Crooke had not gone
out as soon 8 both Manners and Gore
theught, for the precious pair had cer-
tainly still been there when he himsell
had come in with Figgivs and Fatty and
ane or two School House fellows.

They heard, and the Poe MS.
wgs missing, and the magazine with the
partioulars of the competition in it was
Jso missing ! g

From that conversation between Gore
and Manners they had got not only in-
[crmation concerming the MS., bat
also, threngh Gore’s random epeech, a
nation as to how it might be used profit-

ably.

That did not prove they had stolen it,
of eourse. But it did something to divect
suspicion quite definitely upon them.

“What are you after, Kerr?” asked
Fom.

“Tell you later, old top. Thanks,
,m-rs! I really think you've hLelped

we.
And Kerr wenk.

“T suppose I shall have to chance get-
ting this thing right” said Monty
Lowther, silting down to address the
envclope.

CHAPTER 8.
Following Up a Clue.

3 AAS, dear bor. I think T could
i manage it,” said Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew. “But do you

think it's really important?”

Tt was to Kerr that he spoke. Levison
wd Clive were present, for Kerr had
Ivoked in at No. 9 to sce Cardew,

“J think it may be; it's a smail thing,
of course, bt it'’s offen the small things
that matter,” answered Kerr. - * There
isn't enongh in it to justify a fellow turn-
ing over their things in their absence
-0 find ont, but if i were pessible to find
cut without the necessity for that—well,
T really think it would be worth while.”

“Ilew are you going about it,
Ralph?” asked Clive.

“ My dear Sidner, your verdant inno-
-ence never withers! "What is the use of
havin® one fool in the camp of the un-
virhteous if one cannot tske advantage
>[]fh,$ fact to spy eut the land when need-
‘ul?

*Pon't go and gamble
ust to get at this!™

th those cads

H eaid Levison

Aluntly.

““An’ why not, dear boy ? T assure you
that what you term gamblin' does not
sause me any qualms of conscience, I'm
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gladl of the excuse for a slight flutter, by

gad !

“With fellows who are dead sure to
try to raok you!” snorted Levison.

“That, old gun, only adds to the
charm., An’ they can’t do it, y'know;
they'll try, no doubt, but your Uncle
Ralph will be one tco many for them.
Did vou say the name of the rag was the
' Ludgate Monthly,” Kerr?”
0, ‘ Ludgate Magazine.”
ight-ho! An' do you want me to
&neak 1t away 1"

** No, chump!”

“I could, y'know. An’ that wouldn't
cuble my conscience, either.”
l'“ Have you a conseience?” asked
e

“Yaas, dear boy. I've considered the
matter. VWhen I think of Biduey here,
an’ you, an’ other truly virtuous per-
sons, I am inclined to doubt it; but then
I turn to the contemplation of Racke,
Crooke, Baggibus, and such insects, an’,
like the dashed Pharisee, I am thankfuel

that I am not as other men ave.”

“When will you do it?” Kerr in-

quired.

“T really think I might as well go
now. There is no time like the present,
which is one of the old saws that I
favour when in virtuous mood. When
otherwise, I say, with the Spaniard,
that to-morrow is also a day. Ever
noticed, Kerr, how the old proverbs
contradict one another? *In ‘the multi-
tude of counsellors there is wisdom.” On
the other hand, * Too many cooks spoil
the broth.,” I keep mine in two sets,
but I forget which those twe belong to.
Don't get impatient. I'm just goin’!”

And Cardew lounged out.

“What an ass Ralph is!” said Clive.

“He’s not,” replied Keir—* that is,
ouly when he chooses to be, The
bounder’s as deep as a well. Did he
mean anything by his gas about too
wmany cooks spotling the broth, I
wonder?”

“ That's the woisi of Ralph, you can't
iell when he means anything, and when
he's just getting rid of hot air,” said
Clive.

“T can,” Levison said

“Did he mean anything,
asked Kerr,

“I think he did. Net in a nasty way.
But T fancy he’d just as soon Talbot had
Teft this to him, and not called you in.
And, if T were you, Kerr, I wouldn’t
depend on his telling you all he finds
out. I'm not saying anything against
Bim. and T'm certuin he has nothing
egainst you; but Talbet's one of the
two or three fellows he thinks a heap
of without ever saying much about ir,
and he'd have liked getting to the
bottom of this mystery for him withour
help.”

Kerr nodded.

Curdew, meanwhile, had strolled to
the Shell passage, and had tapped at the
door of the study temanted by Racke
and Crooke. .

“C'ome in!"” snarled Racke.

His face still locked like that of a
wolf in 2 bad temper when he saw who
the visitor was.

Cardew and these two bad had nany
encounters, The Iourth-Former made
no pretence of liking the two Shell oui-
siders; he never had made any such pre-
tence. But when the whim took him he
would treat them as if he had quite for-
gotten all causes of disagreement. -

He treated them thus now.

“Any notion what's the best thing
for a fellow to do when he’s bored to
death, by gad, Racke?” he drawled,
sinking into the armchair.

Then he yawned portentously.

“Play banker,” replied Racke, with
conviction,

then?”

Kow
™

“But banker's rather a bove, too, I
H

ink.

“That's only because you've got oui
of the way of it. Take a hand with us;
you'll soon brighten up.”

Racke and Crooke were all eagerness,
Cardew had heaps of tin. and he was
not careful. He did not easily allow
himself to be cheated, even when in his
slackest mood. But it was quite
possible that a considerable sum might
be won from him playing on the
straight. And, anyway, those two were
always veady for a gamble.

Cardew sat to the wble as if he did
not take twopennyworth of interest in
thing in the world—so Racke and
ke thought. His eyes were half-
veiled, as though he were too lazy to
open them fully. .

But under tKe drooping . lids these
eyes, as keen as any at St. Jim's, as
keen oven as Kerr's, were on the watch.
Already Cardew had caught sight
what he believed to be the magazne of
which he was in search, But he did not

urry.

R:Sck@. took a new pack of cards from
the drawer in the table, unlocking ir to
do so. ‘There was something in that
drawer which he did nor want any-
one to see, He did not suspect in the
Jeast that Cardew saw it; he would have
said that it was impossible he should

see.

They cut for deal. Croolte dealt,
The gume began. Cavdew seemed
utterly indifferent to it. Every now
and then his hand went to his mouth, as
if to stifle a yawn, He took up hix
cards listlessly, and put them down as if
it did not matter a rap to him which of
them he played.

Nevertheless, he was a winner at the
end of twenty minutes or =o. '

“1 really don’t find myself gettin’ the
least little bit brighter, Racke.” he ve-
marked pathetically.

“Y don’t, either!” growled Crooke.
glancing meaningly at the very small
pile of silver in front of him.

It had been a much larger pile when
he had started.

“(Change seats an’ change your luck.”
said Cardew. *Perhaps 1 shall fecl
brighter when I begin to loze. Doin’ a
good turn to the deservin’ poor, yknow.
No offence!”

Racke and Crooke both g
They were neither poor nor de:
if Cardew felt thai it would make his
cr so little brighter to lose money
they were quite Willing o
indulge him. Racke, nsuatly the first of
the two to think of pla

ng on the cross,
began io wonder if Cardew wouald notice
a little tricky dealing: but decided that
it was not safe to try it yet

Neither thought anything of the fact
that the seat to which Cardew moved.
in order that Crooke might chiange his
place, brought him in front of the
locked drawer.

“FLet’s play nap,” he said,

“Right-ho!” aunswered Racke.

And he kicked Crooke wuder the
table. )
Nap suited them very well.  They

could play into one another’s hands at
that game. Cardew was careless, 1If
Crooke called *three,” and Cardew
could not stop him, Racke was_careful
not te do so. And Crooke would hold up
an ace while Racke went * four,” with
a hand which had the king of the same
suit as his best card. The ace went’
back into the pack when the four had
been scored; that was all.

Then Cardew dropped a card, and
had to get down to pick it up. Crooke
had a look at the four cards®he had lefe
confidingly on the table. and winked at
Racke as he looked. ther guessed

-
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that when Cardew came up again the
key was turned in the lock of the
drawar,

An appavently accidental jog of
Racke's elbow as he dealt sent the pack
flying all over the place. Crooke and
Racke gathered up the cards.

“Sorry!” said Cardew. *“Awflly
clumsy of me. But you do rdther
spread-eagle yourself when you're deal-
i’, Racke. Excuse my noi helpin’ to
pick up the pasteboards. I really dou't
feel equal to it.”

But even while. he spoke his hands
were in the drawer, and when they
emerged he held something in  them.
He laid that something on his knees.
The cards had been .collecied. and he
must wait for the chance to smuggle it
under his jacket. .

And all the time he looked so lazy. so
indifferent to anything and everything,
that Racke and Crooke, fly as they
thought themselves, were completely
deceived.

They were winning now, Cardew did
rot appear to mind.  But it seemed that
the losing game bored him as much ns
the winning one, for while Racke was
dealing he took a magazive from under
a pile of books.

“¢Ludgate Magazine,” " he said.
“Didn't know you patronised lirera-
ture even to so slight an extent as
buyin' ihis kind of g you two.”
.e!runku gave Racke a swift glance of
alarm.

But Racke was not {roubled. There
was_nothing much in the fact of their
having that particular paper on their
table, though it would have beeu safer
to destroy it.

“We didn't,” he said. We don’t

waste the oof that way Baggy
hr:ught that along. I don't know a bit
why."”

Racke had told part of the truth,
because he fancied it sounded more con-
vincing than a lie. It was only part of
the truth, for Baggy had been bribed
to get that paper from No. 10, Crooke
having failed in an attempt to oblain a
copy 1n the ordinary way.

. But Crogke felt that even so small a
measure of verity required to be backed
up.

“Yaas, you do, Aubrey,” said,
“You've forgotten; that’s all.  Didn’t
the fat bounder say there was a racin’
article in it?  Dunno why he should
think we'd be interested in such a
naughty subject. Ha, ha, ha!"

Racke frowned at Crooke. Cavdew
was turning over the peges of the
magazine. It had been Racke who had
spoken of a_racing article to Baggy, not
Baggy to Racke. The schemer had
thought it best to sccount to the fat
rascal for wanting the “Ludgate.”

he

“1 don't see it,” said Cardew,
“Never d. T shouldn't be in-
terested here’s nothin' really in-

torestin’ in this footlin’ old world, 1
think, My cards? Thanks, Crooke!"

He laid down the paper in the mosk
indifferent way, and took up the hand
which had just been dealt him,

Then he put his elbows on the table,
and in doing so contrived to pull the
cloth 10\\'!||'£ him.  Those hak-veiled
eyes of his saw that at the other end it
was already beyond the edge, A very
s!iﬁhl‘ tug would set the things upon it
shiding.

Rmﬁ(e and Crooke had eves only for
their cards.

“D'yve always let the dashed fire out?"
asked Cardew plaintively.

And he buttoned his jacket, with a
very realistic shiver. He had slipped
under it before’ buttoning what had been
on his knees for the last few minutes.

Crooke got up to put on coal.
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“Sorry!'” gaid Racke. “We didn't
notice. Have a cigarette?”

He pushed a box of cigarettes towards
Cardew, sliding it along the table. A
stationery cabinet which had been
moved fo the edge overbalanced and
crashed down. Cardew, with a hand at
the level of his lowest waisteoat-button,
gave a tug at the cloth to make sure,
and what he had wunted happened.

Down went inkstand, books, silver,
cards.  Crooke turned from the fire with
a start, and the descent of a shovelful of
coals added to the clatter,

Cardew jumped up.

“Oh, dash it all, that ink only
missed my bags!” he snanped.
say vou're a elumsy bounder, Racks
Never mind! There isn't much of my
cof down there, an’ I've had enough dis-
sipation for one day. may look in
again  some tima—when I've nothin’
better to do.™

He went. Crooke and Racke. wha
were not proud where noney was con-
cerned, pockeled what hie had allowed to
stay on the floor. The cards had got
inked, and Racke flung them into the
grate. Neithor thought of looking at
the dvawer. If they
Lave found it locked, but they would not
have found the key in the lock.

just

Cardew had thought it expedient to!
take the key, and his very accommodat- |

ing conscience had not said him nay.
CHAPTER 4.
NLY Clive was in No. 8 when Car-
dew returned.
Without a word to him Cardew
took a big envelope and thrust

More Clues.
something into it. He fastened the flap,

sealed if, with precise attention to tidi- |

ness, and handed it to Clive.

“What's this?" asked the South Afri-
can junior.

“1 want you fo sign your name an’
put the date outside,” returned his
chum.

“Been, making vour will?" queried
Clive, with a grin, as he did what was
asked of him.

“Not cxaclly. But that's a private
paper, which may be wanted again, an’
I should like you to remember thal you
saw me put it in an’ seal it.”

While he spoke Canl_aw' was signing

his own name under Clive's.
“Take care of that, Sidney,” he said,
“an’ oblige me by not sayin’ anythin®

to anybody."”

“Not even to Ernest?”

“Not unless he asks.
hira then.”

But Cardew was very sure that Levi-
son would not ask, because he had
nothing to go upon.

“You say it's valuable?” said Clive.

“That’s why I'm trustin’ it to you.
You are such a reliable chap, Sidney
dear ™

“Thanks! But I know you're only
gassing. Find ont anything:™

“All that Kerr wanted to know. It
was easy. What was the name of Sex.
ton Blake's boy assistant? Pots—Kettle
—no: that’s not it."”

“Tinker!” said Clive.

“Right, as usual! Call me ‘Tinker’
in future. But don't call Kerr ‘ Blake,
as it might lead to confusion with our
pal in No. 6. I am Kerr's very junior
assistant, Sidney dear, an' don’t you
forget it ‘

Levison would have been guite sure
that Cardew had something important
up his sleeve. Clive only thought it
might be so.

It was near dinne e, but five
minutes remained in which Cardew could
run across to the New House.

You may tell

8

had they would '

Theee-halfpence. 7

He did not get there, however. for on
the way he met Baggy Trimble.

“Hail, Baggibus the Charitable ™ lie
said.

“YWhat are vou getting at, Cardew?”
squeaked Baggy.

“The ecrudife professor has indeci
spread the light in unexpected places.”
said Cardew. “Who would have im
zined Baggibus takin' food for the mi
to Racke an’ Crooke?”

“Food?" repeated Baggy vagu
That word meant so much more to
than “mind " that he missed Cardew
menning. *1 haven't been taking thos:
two grub, Cateh me at it! I can <o
ith all that comes my wa
“Tood for the mind, I said, my fat
pippin ! o

“Eh? Oh, rot, Cardew! The dinne-
bell will be going in a minute, you
know, and I'm jolly peckish.”

“Really? I say, though, you've be
the means of givin’ me an acute disar
pointment.”

Baggy starcd.  He really did nof
mind if he had disappointed Cardex.
He had no love for the sarcastic dandy.
But he could not make out a bit whas
Cardew was driving al.

h?" he repeated.
“What made you say that there was
1ho

an article about se-racin’  in
* Ludgate Magazine '*"

“I didn't! T don't know anyt
about it! Oh, wes, T remember io
But it wasn't me——" .

1, Baggibus, I! Without any wis:
to be pedantio—"

*It wasn't you, any more than it was
me. I think you must be going a bit
potty, Cardew.” You weren't thore. It

i was either Racke or C'rooke who said

that. I don't remember which.

“And did you tell Lowther that Racks
an’ C'rooke wanted to borrow it?”

Baggy was taken quite off his guard
for a moment. It was possible to fake
Baggy off his guard even when the secret
he had to keep was his own: and he
was a very leaky vessel where the secrets
of others were concerned.

“Not jolly well likely! T collared

the rag when those chaps weren't 1u
their study. mean—that is to say, I
never collared it at all! I don’t know
what you're talking about, Cardew. Dii
¢ Bradshaw 7"
, Baggibus: neither Bradshaw
nor Bradbury. Racke may have said
¢ Bradbury,” though I should imagiue
vour little piece of sneak-thievery cam®
cheaper than that. Don't trouble to feil
me any more of "em. I know all I want
to know now, thank you!”

Then the first bell for dinner sounded,
and Baggy hurried in to give his hands
a slight dampness—sufficient to enablo
him to rub off some of the dirt upon
them with a towel. The heir of the
house of Trimble thought washing one's
hands once a day quite enough—m fact,
rather too much. But one had to make
some pretence of conforming to the
absurd standards of cleanliness which
other fellows expected.

Cardew, who hated even a speck of
dirt on his carefully-kept hands, did ret
hurry. He went in slowly and thought
fully. But then Cardew hardly ever
hurried.

He strolled across to the New House
after dinner, and looked up Kerr.

“The magazine is there, dear boy,"
be said. “If you want to be quite cer-
tain that it is the same copy, you mighs
ask Lowther whether there was a smear
of ink on the page opposite the com-
petition announcement.  But I don't
think that's necessary. I have found out
that Baggy borrowed the rag from

Tre Geu Lierary.—No. 633,
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No. 10in the absence of Lowther an’ the

prize Lowiher has had a shot at. Wish

rost, T'd known! Fancy Racke trying to write
“Found out anything more?’ asked |a story! Oh, myyh&'.!“ e
erry . . Kerr thought that possibly. a story
“One or two little things.  Perhaps | actually written by Racke might kave

vou wouldn’t regard them as important.

I go to work the wrong way—make up

my mind an’ all that,
y'know.”

Kerr was just about to ask what those

in advance,

one or two little things were, but just

then Figgins appeaved, with a letter in
his hand, a beatific_smile on his face,
and Fatty Wynn behind him,

Cardew answered the greetings of the
newcomers, 4 went.
would not have told Kerr anything in
any case, but he went without being
asked to tell.

Fatty winked at Kerr.
<ided into the armchair and sht the en-
velope of his letter—very carefully, as
though it were precions. That and
Fatty's wink enabled Kerr to guess from

: -ntion of keep-
ing its reception a secret; secrets wore
not in his line.

“Ythel got home all right, you fel
iows,” he said.

“Tt's a weight off my mind to hear
i1, replied Kerr, grinniig.

“But if there had been a railway a
dent it would have been in the morn
ing papers,” said Fatty.

“Ass!” snorted Figeir

Then he went back to his letter. Kerr
n:uIIFulty cat and looked at him as he
vead.

He glanced up suddenly. and became
aware that their eyes were upon him.

“What are you fatheads staring at?”
he snapped.

“ Another fathead !”
Welsh junior.

“You were smiling
Figgy,” said Kerr.

“Rats!
thing here about Racke that tickled me
a bit. Did you know that Lowther hiad
wone in for a story competition®”

answered  the

o sweetly,

Kerr's heart fairly leaped, but his | 3¢

face showed nothing.

“Ves, I heard something about it,” he
said.

<1 did

Might have had a shot

myscl if T'd known of it. T get a lot

ore life into my yarne than Lewther
into his.”
2d death!” murmurved Kerr.

“What do you meun e

“Member *'The Red Avenger: or.
the War-Trail of the Apaches Fatty?
There were seventeen killings in the first
three chapters.”

«T remember, Kerr,” replied Fatty
solemnly.

“You're two idiots! You dou't know
n good story when you see one. ell,
Lowther asked Ethel to read this story—
Jike his blessed cheek—and she says it
was jolly good. But, then, she's so nice
10 any decent fellow. She wouldn't hurt
his feelings. I say, Kerr, you remember,
when we went down to the station to
seo Cousin Ethel off, those two bounders
ot into her compartment, and said they
vere going as far as Wayland?”

Yes. T remember.”
Well, Racke had the cheek to offer to
help her with her luggage at Wayland !”

“ Better manners than 1 should expect
of Racke,” remarked Fatiy.

«\[anners ! snorted Figgins. Lot of
manners about it, you bet

“1 thought it was about Lowther we
were talking,” said Kerr.

“Qh, yes! Well, Racke dropped a big
n‘\\-clu?o out of his pocket, and Ethel
couldn't help sceing the address. Tt was
{o the same magazine that_ offered the
Tae Ges Liprary.—No. 639,

Probably he

Figgins sub-

Well, then, there was some-

stood about the same chance in the com-
petition as an effort of George Figgins’,
Figgy had rather a gory taste in the way
of incident, Redskin scalpers and bload-
stained pirates were his usual characters,
and, being what they were, they met the
fate they deserved, for the talented
author killed them off by the score with-
out compunction.  This might have a
good moral effect, bnt Kerr rather
doubted whether the editor of the “Lud-
gate 7 wanted yarns about Red Indians
and the Jolly Roger and walking the
plank, and all that kind of thing.
“Tiggy,” said Kerr, “ there’s more in
this than meets the eye! 1 rather fancy
Tithel’s given me a valuable clue when
she thonght of nothing but telling you
sontething funny to help dry your tears.”
“\What are you getting at, maniac?

Ay tears! Oh, my hat!”

% Betler weep ‘em into your hanky,”
said Fatiy. * Wet’s bad for the nap ot
toppers.”

But Figgins took no notice of Faity's
gibe, He saw now that Kerr was very
wuch in earnest abont something. J

“What is it, Kerr?” he asked.

“Tha other afternoon, when Ithel
came io tea in Blake’s study, Gore
laoked in to tell Talbot that he couldn’t
find that lost MS.”

“0h, ¥ I remember! Old Talbot
had told us the story of it, and it made
Ethel quite serious, I know.”

“We've good reason to believe that
MS. was stolen. This makes it pretty
certain it was.”

Tiggins looked puzzled
“Pon't see it,” he said.

“T pelieve the envelope Cousin Ethel
w contained a copy of that ALS!
d Kerr impressively.

«“QOh. but I say, Kerr, those sweeps
haven't brains enough to think out a
e like that! It would be a dirty
trick, but a chap would have to be a
bit brainy to think of it.”

“ Rather! [ should never have thought
of it,” Fatiy said.

Kery smiled. Fatly Wynn did not
lack brains, though he was simple in
some ways. But quite certainly such a

-

scheme as this would never have
oveurred to his honest mind.
“Racke ! b more than most

of vou are inclined to credit him with,”
he said. *But they didn’t think out the
wheeze ; they bagged it from Gore!”

“Pui—— Oh, sce here, Kerr, I'm
not saving that T'm exactly fond of
Gore; but the fellow’s siraight enough
now.  And I do believe that he'd cut his
right hand ofi hefore he'd do anyihing
against Talbot.”

“Qo do I, Figgy. And Talbot won't
hear of the least breath of doubt against
him. Dut it wasn’t like that. Racke
and Crooke heard something Gore said
to Manners—something he only half-
meant—just as you said that you could
have slain Racke and Crooke for gelting
into the same compartment with Cousin
Ethel.”

“And you think I only half meant
that? You're dead off it there, old
man! But go on!”

“That's pretty nearly all. The MS.
had disappeared, and it wasn't easy to
niake out why anyone should want it.
The competition and Gore's remark to
Manners that Talbot could walk off with
the first prize if he chose to send iri that
yarn as his own, don’t you see how that
supplies & motive? If no one—well, no
one fishy—had heard, it might look as

though Gore
tion ; but—

“But as_ it is, anybody can see with
half an eye that those two bad eggs
stole the MS., and sent the story along
to win the prize by a low wangle!”
burst out Figgins. * And my notion is,
that they ought to be tackled ahout it
at once!”

“Ceutly, gently, old fellow! We've
no absolute proof yet.” sa err.
“Even the cireumstantial evidence has
some missing links.”

Fatty and Figging staved ac him.
What more could the fellow want? He
seemed to them altogether too slow and
cautious, Cardew’s methods were reaily
wmuch nearer their notion of the way to
do it.

“1 don’t see where there's any missing
link,” said Figgins.

“T might refer you to Grundy, but 1
won't. 'There's this: We don't know
how the MS. was sneaked out of Talbot's
study.”

“Why, Racke sneaked ir, of cowrse;
or, if he didn’t, Crooke did. You can
bet they're both in it.” said Fatty. his
china-blue eyes wide open in astonish-
ment at what he thought Keri's clow-

ness.

“But thal’s just one of the links ihat's
lacking. ~ We haven't an proof that
either of them put his ugly nose inside
Talbot’s study.

“T see,” said Figgine, “Bur I dow't
see how you can be expected fo prove
overything. Look here! Wouldu't the
story they.sent up prove it all®”

“It mii‘;hr, and again it might not,”
Kerr replied. “Talbot hadn't read the
yarn. Skimmy, who had taken it over,
hadn’t read it. There isn't any certainty
that Colonel Lyndon had read it. Yes,
he must have, though, for he was sure
that it was really Poe’s! I say, that's
a notion of yours, Figgy 1"

“Tm jolly glad if T'v 3

answered Figgins. “Tt isn’t often T can
in things of this sort. Dur this case
doe'? look simple encugh for anyrhing to
me."”
C4Tt's beginning to siraighten ifself
out in my mind,” said Kerr. “And
another clue may drop from rhe sky at
any moment like this last one.”

“Yo means Fthel's an angel. Figey,”
said Fatty.

had given v.ay to templa-
n

n

riing,

“You've an ass!” suapped
CHAPTER 5.
Talbot's Uncle.

S§ SAY, Kerr!”

It was Reginald Talbot who
spoke thus, coming out frem
breakfast a day or two later.

“ Yes, old chap?”

“Aly uncle’s coming along to-day. I
knew ie thought of coming, but T didn’t
expect him just yet. 1 haven't told hin
about that lost MS. I've been hoping
the thing would twrn up. But L shall
have to %ﬂca the music now.”

Talbot would face the music manfully
enough, of course, But he was worried.
He did not fear Colonel Lyndon's wrath,
but he-was ashamed of not having been
more careful.

“The best thing I can think of is to
lay my case, as far as T have it complete,
before him—without names—and ask
him what he thinks about eur chance of
finding out something from the ' Ludgate
Magazine® people,” replied Kerr.

“Yes; that does seer best.  He would
know maore about the way to appraach
them than we do, I sunpose, though it
wouldn’t be much in his line.  Hallo,
Skimmy! My uncle's coming to-day.”

“Is he, indeed, Talbot? 1 am very
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pleased to hear it.” answered the genius
of the Shell. “I have a high regaxd for
Colonel Lyndon, though 1 cannot say
ihat the military caste, in general, has
my approval, for I am convinced that
war is an error.”

“8o is everybody.” said Kerr. “That
doesn’t do away with the chance of new
wars, though.”

“(olonel Lyndon was very kind to me
when he was here last,” Skimpole said,
for once failing to seize the opportunify
for an argument. *I had mislaid a pair
of my glasses—in facr, I had mislaid
both pairs—and 1 recall how he helped
me to search for them. Dear me! Now
that is very sirauge, very strange,
indeed !”

Skimmy put his right hand to his bony
brow, and squeezed up his face into an
impression of profound thought.

It wasn't strange at all,” said Talbot.
“People may think him stern, bui he's
as kind as any man I know.’

“That is not my meaning, Talbot. 1
have thought of something which quite
slipped my mind when I was being asked
who had visited our study about the time
when the MS. of that story disappeared.”

“Here, come aside!” said Kerr
sharply. “We don’t want everyone to
hear.”

The three drew away into a corner.

“ Now then, Skimmy " Kerr said.

“1t is strange in ithe extreme that I
should mot have recalled it carlier,
especially as my memory is quite a
remarkable one—-"

“TIt certainly is,” agreed Talbot. “I
never knew anyone like yow for being
able to remember things that don’t
matter a scrap, and forgetting all about
things that are veally importeni.”

“And as the episode struck me at the
time as very distinctly out of the
common,” went on Skimmy, paying no
heed to Talbot. “It is very seldom
indeed that Racke does anybody what is
colloquially termed “a good furn.’
should say that the element of altruism
is as conspicuously lacking from Racke’s
psycology as from that of anyone T
am acquainted with, Trimble possibly
excepted,”

Talbot had opened his mouth to say
something; but Kerr nudged him for
silence. It was best to give Skimmy his
head. If he were intervupted he might
forget again, Kerr feared.

“Yet Racke, having found my glasses,
brought them to me, He was nob very

polite about it; he made injurious
remarks which are somehow associated
in my mind with waxworks. ~What an

exceedingly curions thing association of
ideas is, my dear fellows!”

Racke had actually said something
about looking at Skimmy being no special
treat to him, as he had seen the Chamber
of Horrors at Madame Tussaud’s,

“Don’t zet off the track, Skimmy. for
my sake!” said Kerr, in new alarm,
“MThere may be guite a lot hanging on
your ?\‘idcnca _Can you datc Racke's
visit?"

“As it happens, by what may appear
ta be a fortuitous concatenation of cii-
cumstances——"

£ murmured Talbot faintly.
4 not feel well, my dear
Talbor asked  Skimpole, in veal
anxiety. “That would be most un-

fortunare, with vour uncle coming.’

“Go on,  Skimmy!?  said  Kere
“Talbot’s recovered. But it was a
narrow squeak. If you'd said ‘avuncular
relative ’ T dor’t kuow what might not
have happened.”

“T really do not quite apprehend your
meaning, Kerr—"

“Never mind, as long as I get you.
Tt's a bit tough at limes, but so far I've
kept up.”

said.
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“What was I saying? Oh, yes, about
the date! T am sure that I can hx that,
for when I am engaged upon work of
particular importance I have a habit of
dating my notes. Now, on the day when
Racke brought back my glasses, I. was
at work on the subject of the varying
influences of heredity and environment
upon the—"

“Never mind the rest of the circus.
Let's have a squint at those notes!™ sai
Kerr.

“Pardon me, Kerr, but I fail to grasp
your exact meaning. I made no mention
of a circus. o .

“(ome along!” said Kerr, giving him
a push in the required direction.

‘And the three went up together to ihe
study which Talbot shared with Skimmy
and Gore. ;

Gore was there; and he opened his
eyes very widely when Kerr and Talbot
put their heads together over a shect of
Skimmy's scientific notes. But it would
have taken more than that to convince
(ore ihat those notes were anything
better than waste paper.

“Gone potty, vou two?” he asked.

“Not exactly, dear boy,” replied Kerr,

“The date fits all ~serene, Kerr,”
Talbot said eagerly.

*Fits what?’ Gore inguired, full of
curiosily.

“Racke tvas in here, to return Skimmy
Lis spees, between the day I got that
MS. and the day when it went missing,"”
Talbot answered.

Gore drew a deep breath. z

“My hat! But I'm not really a bit
surprised,” he said. ‘““Just the chap to
bone anything—thongh why ke should
want that story licks e !”

“Your fault, Gove,” said Kerr uncom-
promisingly,

“My fault? Hang it all, you New
House bounder, that's a trifle steep® I'm
not going to stand that!"”

“Half a minute, Gore.” said Talbot
quietly.  * Before you start in on Kerr
will you try to remember what you said
io Manners about that yarn i the
(Common-room, when Racke and Crooke
were there?”

“YWhat? Oh, scissors! Did they hear?
1 say, Talbot, 1 was a fool!”

“it wasn't very wise,”
Talbot.

«'s face was a study in puzzlement,
with some other feeling in it that was
difficult to analyse until he said:

“Who else knows—I mean that blessed
silly thing I said must have been talked
over among you. Who knows about it?
Manners, of conrse, and you two. Who
else?”

“Tom Merry, Lowther, Cardew,
on, and Clive,” replied Kerr.

‘T'll Let some of them thoughr T
might have done what I suppose Racke
and Crooke have done!”

“They didn't,” said Kerr.

“ Are you surc? Not even Levison?”

“No one, and certainly not Levison.
Ho said that if vou weren't to be
{:ounn\_d as above suspicion he couldn't
be.

admitted

aightened his shoulders, and
his chin went up.
“['ve more friends than I knew.” he
“That was decent of Levison.”
Then the bell rang for morning
classes, and they hurrvied off.  Gore's
eyes shone, He was touched. Kerr felt

happy. His chain of evidence was very
nearly complete now,  But Talbot was
corried.  He could not  doubt that

wor
Crooke was in the swindle with- Racke. !
And Crooke was his cousin—Colonel |
Lyndon's nephew: and the colonel would |
be at St Jim's in a few hours.

After classes Talbot went to the!
station to meet his uncle, and, by
special request, Kerr went with him.

his l with you
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It waa for Talbot to confess the loss,
but he was sure that Kerr could tell
better than he how they had arrived at
conclusions which gave some hope, at
least, that the MS, might be recovered.

Caﬁnuel Lyndon walked up to the
school with them. He listened to the
coufession of his nephew in silence.
Wken jt had been mase he laid a hand
on Talbot's shoulder.

“I'm not blaming you in the least, mr
boy,” he said.  “Vou infer_that the
manuscript has been stolen, If that is
the case, something has happened which
T should, never have anticipated; and I
can hardly cxpect you to have more fore-
sight than I have. There was no harm
in allowing Skimpole to have it, and |
cannot hold him in fault for not locking
it up. But you must teil me what makes
you think that a theft has taken place.”

“Kerr will tell vou that better than T
can, uncle. You may not kmow it, but
he's no end clever at detective work.
I'm not. I asked him to help me—or.
rather, to take the case over, And he's
found out a lot.”

“Mostly luck ; and I've had some help.
too,” Kerr said modestly. *I'll go over
it as shortly as I can to be clear, sir.”

“As long as you are clear, you need
not trouble to be brief, Kerr,” answered
the colonel. *“I am interested not only
i your conclusions, but also in the steps
by which you arrived at them.”

Kerr's explanation was a model of
clearness. Colonel Lyndon looked at hin:
once or twice in its course with some-
thing like amazement. Kerr had had
some luck: but, if he were not born tu
be a detective, he was born to be a
barrister, the colonel thought. The
marshalling of evidence, the deductions
made from the cvidence, were alike
wonderful in a mere boy.

“The aspect of the matter which
{roubles me most is that your worthless
cousin, Gerald Crooke, should be mixe!
up in this, Reginald.” said the colonel
sorrowfully,  “Even after all that has
passed I cannot deal with him as I could
\\J_tha stranger. He iz my sister’s sou
still.”

“1 understand, uncle,” replied Talbot.
“And I don't want Crooke sacked or
anything like that, 4i has troubled me,
too,”

*There is no doubt that Dr. Holmes
must be told what has happened, as the
loss of the MS. is known to him,” con-
tinued Colonel Lyndon. “I fear that it
will take all the influence I have with
him to save Crooke. If he can be saved
Racke will also escape—that is inevit-
able, since your Head is above all things
a just man.”

** Before we—before vou tell the Hea:dl
anything at ail. sir,” put in Kerr,
“wouldn't it be best to make quite

sure?”
“And how could you propose to do
that, my boy®"”

“(o to these magazine people, and ta'l
them enough to induce them to humt
through the competition stories for the
copied one. If you can get hold of
lhat L

“A good 1dens Kerr—a very good
idea!”

* You've vead it, I suppose.

“Qh. ves, I have read it—several times,

in fact!

“And vou'd know it, even though
those two might have altered names and
such ihings in it?" §

“Bless my soul, what makes you think
they will have done that?™

“T think it's more than likely, sir.
They're pretty artful. And it wouldn't
boe a bad thi you took up to town
specimens of the fists of both
Tre Gis Legrary.—No. 639,
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of them. That might help to convinee
the editor.” oo

“Reginald, you did quite right when
you put this case into the hands of our
friend heve! He thinks of {hings that
would 1ot aceur to me.” .

“That's likely enough, uncle” said
Talbor. * Kerr's done a lob of this kind
and it's not much in your line.”

“1 will go to town to-morrow, and if
it is as you think—and I can hardly doubt
jt—there will be a heavy yeckoning for
Gerald Crooke and that cther young
scoundrel I

CHAPTER 6.

In Sheer Desperation.
i Y gad! If that isu’t my uncle!”

it was George Gerald Crooke

Wwho uttered this exclamation.

He and Racke were lounging to-
gether ab the gates, a faveurite practice
of theirs when they had nothing more to
their taste to do, and the temperature
was not teo low for their pampered
bodies.

“ With ’I‘nliéat an Korr.
dashed fishy, Gerry ! i

“chl’l'tiu’:7 in his bein’ with Talbot,
though the feliow was a cad nob to tell
me that cld Lyndon was comin’s But
Kerr—— 1t looks as though they'd got
on to somethin’, Aubrey!”

“Yowre afraid of that red-headed
bounder,” replied Racke. .

But his pasty face had gone paicr vet.
Whatever he might
to scent i

Th

It leoks

danger in that conjnnetion.
recions pair had at onee put
solves on the inside of the gates.
Now they hurried off to the _stud,
hoping that Colonel Lyndon and kis com-
panions had not spotied them.

As a matter of fact, both Talbot and
Kerr had scen them. But the colenel
had not, and the
him.
*Sae here, Aubre
that MS. any long
vously. **There’s su
the loss of it now that old Lyndon has
turned up.”

<1 said o}l along that it was g
destroy it,” answered Racke. *“On the
five it goes this minute!”

Dut there was a hitch. The drawes in
which the MS. had been hidden
Jocked, and the key was nof in it.

Racke felt in all his pockets b
sad:

two said nothing to

was

say, he did not fail |

“You've got that key, Crooke 1”

“1 haven't, by gad! T never do take
it. You know that well enough H
“Then the thing’s lost!”

They stared at one another. J

“If it wasa't for old Lyndon bein’ here

1 should say it was no odds, se 1

we couldn’t get at it no one else could,”
lowly., *But if they once

got  searc! they won't stend for a

locked drawer.”

“T'm goin’ to burst it open,” returned
Racke.

“Don't make a row !
pish—"

3ut Ravke realised that the neise made
by o blow or two with a poker was not
ihe kind of ihing that was so unusnal in
a junior study as to offer much evidence
to the most suspicious mind. Already
he was at work, and Crooke pulled np
chort in his protest, and watched with
anxious ey

The drawer waps smashed open very
auickly. Then both gazed at it blankly.

The MS. was not theve! Packets of
cigavettes were there and packs of cards
and sporting papers. But the M8. had
gone !

“PBut it must be there!”
in dismay.

“Rot! T don't see how it can have
gone, but it as!”

“(Ceuld Daggy have sneaked it, or

" suggested Crooke. * Screpe
;, an’ uo one else has been in

lik

If anyone's sus-

ciied Crooke,

st Cavdew.

Bagay or Mellish is no mere
done it than Cardew, aw

wm absurd to imagine ho did, by
Vhy should he?”

a craftr brute,” said Crocke.

* Yaas, that’s so. But why should he?
An’ how could he have done it without
cur spottin’ him?”

“1 don’t see how. Aw’ if you were
caveloss cnough to leave the key in the
lock it might have been anybody—Kerr
or Talbot. even!”

Crooke was in a plain funk, and Racke
was not much betler ne

“What's to be done

“1 don't know,” repl
lessly. “I wish I'd never seen the
dashed old back number ! T never should
have done if it hadn’t been for you,
Racke ! .

“(Oh, put it all on to me, do! But old
Lyndon’s your unele, an’ if it’s the
for this it will be hotter for you at
than it will be for me.”

Racke asked.
Crooke hope-
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“pon't T know that? Bee here,
Racke, have you posted that letter yet?”
“What, the ono to the magazine,
giving the nom-de-plume av’ the name
an’ agdrcse in a sealed envelope? No. 1
only knew this mornin’ that things were
fixed up for takin’ in the cheque at my
man’s new address.”
“Don't send it! Theyll never know
then who bunged in the yarn !”
“Rats! Half of it's in my fist, an’ halt
If it ever comes to be ex-
t'l_:’s.t fast enough.

in yours.
amined they’ll know
Rut wait a moment——
Racke stopped, pursing his
knitting his brows, thinking hard.
“0h, go on, if you've anythin’ at ail
to suggest!” begged Crocke.
“Y¥e mlght get the thing back.” ’
“How? By writing for it? But that
Id give the whole show away e
No. By fetc !
“Py gad! That's a no
Tf you're game to do that—
ATm not. Is your job. You're
deeper in this than T am. Lyndon’s not
my undle; an’ if I'm sacked for this—
well, it won’t be so bad as some of the
things 1 might have got kicked out for.
My old man wouldn't sce why any fuss
should be made about what we've done.
He wouldn's think twice about doin’ it
himself if he needed the oof an’ saw his
chance !” .

lips,

9

h, Aubrey !

“[—T—- Buat I don't see how I cun
get leave, Racke.”
“Do vou see how T can?

“You could get that fello

; w of yours to
wire, as 2

if it was from your pater—-—"

s .80 could. "An he could just
as casilv wire to you as if it wes from
your pater, couldn’t he

“ Bub-bub-but you could talk to the
pecple at the magazine cffice so much
better than T could. Aubrey.”

“We'ro much of a muchness about
tellin’ ’em, Crooke, an’ if P've got a trifle
more_imagination than you have—well.
T'll think out for you in advance what
vouw're to say. That's faie cnough.

Crocke groancd. He would have re-
fused outright to go, but he was very
much afiaid of what might ensue if his
uncle found out eversthing. It seemed
to him that if they could once get back
the copy they had made of the Poe MS.
they  would be practically out of danger,
even ]though the MS. il had disap-

g he said desperaiely.
“Rightho! It would he givia' too
h wwar to wire to that blackguard of
they're nosey folks at the post-
office here—but I'll express the letter. so
that he shall be sure to get it first thing,
an’ you ought to have yomr wire iu time
to get up to town before tunch.”
Meanwhile, Colonel Lyndon had gene
to the Head's quarters. He had a stand:
itation to St. Jim's as Dr. Holmes”
guest. There had been a time when the
Fead, warm in his symipathy with Talbot,
had thoughs Colonel Lyndon a very havd
and unreasonable man; but they had
learncd to know one anciher gince then,
and Talbot. to whom the Head had been
ather. was a bebwaecn th
sor Ficlding was glad to m
the colonel again. rom motives

of
delicacy he said nothing about the lost
MS., not knowing whether Talbot had

yet iaformed his uncle of its loss. The
colonel ssid nothing. cithe
whosae shrewdness he had for

opinion, considered that it

until they were finally confirmed
_ But tho Head, who knew
frankness and fearlessness. wa
Colonel Lyndon had been

did not look upon the subjict
delicate cne,

as @
it was some hours after
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The drawer in which the MS, had been hidden weas locked, ' 1'm going to burst it open!" exs med Racke,
Crooke watched with anxious eyes while the drawsr was smashed open with the poker, (Ses Chapter 7.)

the colonel’s arvival, however, before | isn’t a person living who cares for litera- “This is the kind of thi
Jie mentioned it. ture who wouldn't tind it worth while to | usually refer to Dr. Holm
Chey were smoking and chatting in hig | listen to those lectures which you say are | said the Housemast, ' .
¢ belween lunch aud tea when he | ‘only for boys'! I count n boys *T know, sir. But ke couldn't »
extremely fortunate to be privileged to|ecould he? Au' if voua give m
» way, colonel, it’s a sad pity | hear them, and I know that they count | straight away
.J“(‘i:l‘d Poe M themselves teo, Why, even Grun— i
iz a pity,” rep but it is un{ mames.  DBut
N even the dull . while some

to men
inter

I hiope

your nuther L miy

v to

Buz the affa ¥
v to me. It is such an uniikely one, .
to be stolen. I cannot help but And exeellent judgment on their | Crooke, bardened as he was, fult
that it must have been destroved [ pait, too!” said the colouel. 5 . | than lalf ashamed of himself. But
identaliy.” The professor got wp from his chair yeflected as he went cut that Rail
‘Tt may have been, but somehow I do | and bowed. X . . wasi't often civil to hin d refused
helieve that, Dr. Holmes,” ' Gentlemen,” he said, “you positively [ {o be ashamed. Iie have lhad
have hopes of bring the blushes to my face! P i e for any

professor s
sone ho CHAPTE;? 7.

i Trapped.

ROOKE got Lis wire in such good
time that he was able to go to
Mr. Railton- before classes, pro-

Mr. Railion spoke so Liud

recovery, fliculty in sho

the Housem
dinary way; but that did net
m

s part in
HeCut

¢ and Crooke were laoked upon
r. Railton as little better than

regret 0
spots in the School Houze.

never had a better cne—is nearly over.,”

“But will come againu, Fie £ duce it, and ask for leave of Crooke caught the 9.15, and was in
and soon?” said the Head. absence, town before the coloncl ve ¥ 1
“Oh, I shai i He did rot want to go to the Head. | Junction on his j
mado too many friends he Some excuse had to be given for his | Colonel Lynden h: i
long.” ent summons to town; and sudden | tho day, ‘and Crooke, having
“ T must go, ¥o town to-morrew,” sai ess had been the surest card to play. office of the *Ludgate,™ ¢
Colonel Lyndon. “But I shall make 8 1 said his mother was il t his troubfes were only ju

point of being back in time to hear vou.” Crooke was Colonel Lyndon’s | ning,

““Is it really worth your while? T am | sister, and it was almost certain that the If he had the least idea that
enly leciuring to hpvs.gu_u know."” Head would mention the matter to his | Colonel Lyndon was bound for that seme
“Fielding,” said the Head, “there’ 2uest. Tue Gesr Liprapy,—Nc. 639,
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office. he would have been half frantic.
As it was, he was so agitated and inco-
herent, that the dark young man who
first interviewed him—the “editor not
having arrived at the office when he
- got _there—grew suspicious.

T think I remember the story to
which you rvefer,” he said. “All the
entries passed through my hands.”

“You'd be sure to, ¥ v, answered
Crooke, twiddling watchehain
nervously.  “It hadn't any name or
nom de plume.” .

“Jt was not the enly one so lacking.
But it was the only one T can recall in

two different handwritings,”
“That's it!" cried Crooke, “Can I
have 1 Tt—it was all a—a mistake,

y'know. ‘It oughtn't to have been sent
in really, It was—was meant to go some-
where else.”

“You cerfainly carnol have it until
the editar arrives. All the competition
stories ave now in his desk, and I could
not think, of handing it over to you,
even if I had the key.”

“T hope he'll soon come!™ growled
Crooke. “It's too dashed thick, bein’
kept waitin' like this. Is he always so
late 1™

“Qh, frequently much later ! -You see,
he prefers to work in the everings. Butl
there are days when he does not come
at all!”

The dark young man did not seem too
friendly, Crooke thought. He looked at
a fellow as though he fancied a fellow
wasn't quite on the straighl.

And, indeéd, that was just bhow the
voung man felt. He and the editor had
agreed that the story sent in without any

author's name or nom de plume, and
written in two different hands, both bad,
was by long odds the best of the batch,
so far as the first skimming of the entries
showed. But they had also agreed that
it was strange that authors who were
very slipshod in their spelling, and who
now and then made queer mistakes in
style, should have been capable of a story
w{nirh was masterly, in some respects,
which bore a haunting. elusive resem-
blance to other stories read long ago by
hoth. It chanced that neither of them
Tral lately read or thought of Edgar
Allan Poe.

“You are not the sole author,
it " said the young man.

“Yaas—that is, no, not exactly. There
was another chap in it.”

“Older than you, I presume?”

“About the same age,” replied
Crooke, growing sulky ai being asked
g2 many questions.

“]t iz very remarkable thal two mere
boys should haye written so good a
story.”

“Well. we've brains, y'know!” said
Crooke

He did not waut to dwell on that. His
anawer was mere bravado. He did not
care Lo impress the young man with the
idea that he was a genius, He_ would
not have cared even to be one. He only
wanted to get thal story back and be

I take

the sort

done anylhing of
—first atiempt !™

oung man_looked at George
Gierald Crooke. and that look said as
plainly as words: “Now I know that
you're a lar!”

“0Oh! Well, you had better sit there
antil the editor comes., 1 must get on
with my work ! was what he said.

Crooka sat there, though he was more
than half inclined to holt.

He would have bolted had he dared.
But he felt that it would be blue ruin
to go without the story. He made up
bis mind to destroy it within five minutes
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of gelling it. He would hire a taxi, tear
up the manuscript, and_ strew the frag-
ments along Fleet Streét as he went.

What a time that editr man was!|-

Crooke sat with one leg crossed over
another fill the upper one got pins and
needles; clanged them, and got pins
and needles in the other; yawned; per-
spied; shivered; blew his nose;
snuffled; and would have been bored to
death but for the fear within him.

The dark young man glanced in his
direction now and then with obvious dis-
approval.

Twelve o'clock ! Hali-past twelve! A
quarter {o one!

“Look here, yknow, T'll go an' get
some lunch, an’' come back later on,”
said Crooke, rising.

He was not at all sure that he would
come back. DBut he felt that he must
get away. It was like being in the dock
fo sit there under the dark young man’s
toldly disapproving glances.

“T think you had better stop!”

('rooke read menace in the tone. Iis
nerves werc all on edge now.

“J--do you suppose you can keep me

ere if——

He stopped short in his speech, and his
Jower jaw fell. He gasped. He almost
fainted. He would have given anythin,
lto have had the floor open up and engulf
LN

For the door had opened suddenly, and
there stood his uncle, Colonel Lyndon.
with a tall, grey gentleman who could
be no other than the editor !

“YWhat are you doing heret” rapped
out the colonel, and his voice had the
ring of the barrack yard.

a »

“Mr. Crooke has called with reference
to a story sent in for our recent com-
petition,” said the dark young man,
and it scemed to Crooke that he was
faicly gloating, * He wants it back. 1
had to keep him here till Mr. Walkley
arrived.”

“\Will vou do me the favour of keep-
ing him here for a few minutes longer "
asked the colonel. “I wish to see that
story. 1 have already partly explained
matters to Mr, Walkley, whom I met
downstairs.”

“(‘ome with me. Colonel Lyndon,”
said the editor, without a glance at
C'rooke. “‘Mr, Byram, you will do us
the colonel asks, of course.” *

“QOh, with pleasure, sir!” replied Mr.
Byram.

And Crooke felé sure that

The door of an imner
behind the two older men

“T'm goin’,” said Crooke suilenly.

“Your mistake. You're not,” suid Mr.
Byram cheerily.

“You can't stop me!”

“Try it, and we'll see!”

(rooke sat down again. He had not
even the courage to try to bolt.

He gazed at the inner door as if fascin-
ated. What was going on behind it?

A fellow with more imagination might
have guessed at that. But Crooke only
had enough imagination to conjure up
their worst in vague terms.

“The M3, is authentic, I am sure of
that, Mr. Walkley,” said the colonel.
“What has been sent to you is almost
certainly a copy of it; the original
would have given the swindling game
away. 1 propose, when you have found
the story, to give vou a brief out-
line of what is in it before you show it
to me. That should go far to establish
my bona fides, I think.”

“My dear sir, there is no need for any
measures to establish that Bui_the
course you suggest is a good one. Here
is the story. By whom do you say it
was written? DByram and I both had a

he meant it,
room  closed
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curious sense of familiarity with the
style, but could not place it.”

“By Edgar Allan Poe, sir.”

“ Oh, of course, of course! I must jump
on Byram hard for this. He js a much
vounger man than I, and must have read
Poe more recently.”

*“If he has read him at all, M. Walk-

ey ®

“Tf he has not. the offence is graver
still, for he should have dome. Now,
colonel "

Colonel Lyndon proceeded in measured
tones to give a synopsis of the story.
Mr. Walkley listened intently, but never
once referred to the M, before him.

The colonel came to the end, and
looked at him questioningly.

“There's no possible doubt about it sir!
The title is not * The Doom of Devane
and the hero is not named Ethan Rossi-
ter—in fact. all the names have been
allered. But this story is your Poe story,
as certainly as that il was never written
by 2 schoolboy.”

“The boy out there is my nephew.
Mr. Walkley. He came up to town lo-
day by what, I am sure, was a ruse—ke
showed his Housemaster a wire to say

and bis confederate, and they decided

verlaim the story at any risk, I suppose.”
_“I shall leave your nephew to you and

his headmaster, colonel. I have nothing

to say to him. An action against him
am:] the other boy for this attempt io
swindle us might he; but. of course, that

at of the question, for your sake.”
Thank you, Mr. Walkley! No onn
could be more considerate than you have
beer, I may take the copy, I suppose
I promise you that the young scoundrels
shall not escape punishment!”

The two_shook hauds like old friends,
and the editor opened the door for his
caller to pass through. He shut it again
at once,

‘I hope he has been no trouble, sir,”
said the colonel to Mr, Byram, much as
if he were speaking of an ill-conditioned
cur he had been obliged to leave wilk
that gentlemarn.

“Oh, none at all, thank you, sir! I
have spent quite a happy morning with
him,” answered the dark voung man.
with what Crooke thought the mast
hateful smile he had ever seen. The
bounder seemed to take it for granted
he was a eriminal!

“You will come with me.” said the
colonel 1o Crooke. “One momeut.
though. . Railton told me that you

had been summoned to town by the
sudden illuess of your mother. Is thers
ruth whatever hat story?"”
unno !” burbled Crooke.

“You are sure? 1f there is the least
doubt we will drive to your home before
returning to Rylcombe.”

“Oh, don’t give me away
mater!” wailed Crooke,

It was a very slight sign of feeling,
but it was the first decent thing the
dark young man had seen in him. And
Mr, Byram, who was really a very good
soit indeed. turned his head away from
ihe detected young rascal’s quivering

to thae

face. R

Not a word did the colonel speak
during the lunch which they took
together. Not a word did he speak

during the journey back to St. Jim’s-~
a journey what seemed endless to tha
miserable Crooke.

But when they arrived he wished that
it had been longer. His one crumb of

comfort was that now Racke would
have to share the trouble they had
brought upon themselves. It was a

very small crumb.
“You and jour accomplice will hold
yourselves in readingss tg interview Dr,
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Holmes, after T have seen him,” said
the volonel sternly. .
“Oh, 1 say, uncle, you—you Oh,

:
you'll speak up for me, won't you®" be-
sought Crooke,

you I would do nothing—
nothing ! ~ But, for my sister's sake,
hope that your headmaster may consent
to let your punishment be something
short of expulsion. Do not leave your
study till you are sent for.”

CHAPTER 8.
A Last Surprise.
T HE colonel “saw Talbot before

going to the Head, and toid him
what had happened. As soon
as his uncle had gone Talbot ran
across to New House to feich Kerr,
Figgns and Fatty came along. They
felt that they were in this. And Talbot
took them to Tom Merry’s study, for
the Terrible Three were more or less in
it, too. Gore was met on the \w:;', and
he went to tell Cardew, Clive, and Levi-
son, after which all four joined the
growing throng in No. 10. R
Clive carried in his pocket something
which he passed over to Cardew as they
went.
“It's the sack for thoso two,” said
Lowther, “and I can’t say I'm sorry.”
“ hang it all, T hope it won't be
ihat!” Kerr replied. *“I don't love
Riicke, and I haven’t any more affection
for Crooke, but I should hate to know
that [ had got even such rotters as they
are kicked out!™ x
“It won't be you, They'll have got
themselves kicked out,” Manners said.
ut Kerr could not quite see it that

way.

“1 don’t think they will be sacked,”
s1id Talbot. My uncle will do his
best for Crooke, naturally; and if
Cyooke’s let off the other sweep must
be. There's one thing that may harden
him-—and the Head, too- t'hou?h. 1t
they've made away with that MS. they
may have to go.”

“Will Kerr have to give evidence
before the beaks:” asked Tom Merry.

“My hat! I hope not,” said Kerr,

“Y shouldn’t think so: but it depeuds
a good deal upon whether they uy
lic themselves out of ir,” Talbot said.
“Neither the Head nov the colonel can
stand a i they own up their
chances will be ten times berter. 1
expect T shall be wanted, anyway. But
I dow’t mind that.” )

Racks and Crooke were debating at
that very moment the question whether
they were to own up, and plead for
metey, or stck it out.  Crocke,
ihoroughly cowed, was all for throwing
himself upon the compassion of the
'surt; and at length Racke saw that he
had no alternative but to tell the truth,
simee Crooke would give him away it
he did not.

Teby, -the page, came to summon
and then weni on to find Talbot
in Tom Merry's siudy.

“Aw I was to say t P8
pole an’ Master Kerr ht be wanted,
an’ had better be "andy,” he told them.
“You've suved me a journey ’cross the

uad by being “ere, Master Kerr.”

“Tl tell mmy,” said Talbot,

As he veached the door of his own
study Cardew tapped him on the
shoulder. There wus an expre:
Cardew’s face which Talbot foun
possible to read.

And what Cardew said and did hardly
gave him the clue, though he came io
understand later.

The dandy of the Fourih put a sealed
packet into Talbot’s hand.

“Better take this,” he said. “It may
save those two blackguards, if it comes
to the pinch, Butf, Talbot, old top,
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ou'll never know, with your forgivin
urt, what a templation this was to
me, by gad!”

He had gone before the Shell fetlow
could answer,

Taibot fetched out Skimpole, and they
and Kerr went down together,

But, while Talbot went straight into
the Head's study, the other two waited
outside, And, as it chanced, they were
not called in, as the two had confessed
their villainy, and their trial was short-
ened by that fact,

“Yes, sir,” Racke was saying, “I
took the story fron Skimpole's drawer.
1 didn’t look upon it as stealin’. Crooke
an’ I had a notion that it would be
rather interestin’ to see whether the
thing would win a prize in the competi-
tion, We should not have taken the
money, of course. It was more or less
a joke on the magazine people.”

“Don’t try to explain too much,
Racke!” snapped the Head. “I find it
impessible to believe in any such motive
as that on your part, or on Crooke's.”

Professor Fielding, who was present,
with Mr. Railton, and, of course,
Colonel Lyndon, looked very hard at
Racke just then, as Talbot noted, The
excuse Racke had given for going to
Skimpole had been mentioned by the
Head, whe, thanks to Kerr's very clear
and convincing statement to the colonel,
had all the evidence to his hand.

“Where is the original M8.7" asked
the Head sharply.

C'rooke shufiled his feet, and looked
at Racke. Racke bit his under-lip, and
looked at Crooke.

“ Racke, answer!”” the Head snapped.

“We don’t know, sir. It disap-
peaved,” Racke said weakly.

“What do you mean? You wretched
boys, if you have destroyed that MS.,
which Colonel Lyndon valued so highly,
which had an intrinsic importanee quite
beyond your comprehension, yom shall
not stay at St. Jim’s another day! No,
colenel. T cannot listen to any plea you

may offer for them, if they have heen
guilty of this atrocity \”

“T was only abont to say that if the
M8, had been destroyed I should no

nk of ing for mercy for

colonel, vather stiffly.
o hegan to work. There
blood Racke’s lip. He had
bitten it almost throngh,

In the pause which followed ther
heard the sound of tearing paper.

Taibat had remembered Cardew’s
strange speech. He had not looked at
the packet till now. A glance showed
the signatures of Cardew and Clive

was

upon 1t.  He wondered, but did not
hesitate.  Young scoundrels as those
two were, he would save them if he
could.

He gasped as he saw what the pack-
age contained.  His voice had a yueer

break in_it as he_sai
“Heve's the R "
“Talbot, v does this mean?
Let me 508 that envelope,

Reginald!” demanded the colonel,
Talbot was obliged to hand it over,
though he bad no desire to drag in
Cavdew or Clive, Keen as he was,
Curdew had overlooked the fact that the
production of the missing story by

Talbot would Jook black for him.

“Where did you get this?” asked the
Head.
here was no healp for it
Cardew gave it to me just as I was
coming here.”’ replied Talboi.

Racke and Crooke looked at one
another. They understood, if no one
else did. -

The Head struck the gong on his table.
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“1 must send for Cardew and Clive,”
he said.

“There's no need, sir!” cried Racke.
“(ardew took that from the drawer i
our study a day or two ago. I know
now, though' I “didn’t suspect it av tho
time. 1 suppose he thought we—-we
might burn it.”

That last remark was a lucky one for
Racke.  Any attempt to make out
Ralph Reckness Cardew a fellow black
sheep with him and Crooke would have
recoiled upon his own head.

The professor had the MBS, now,
scanning it eagerly, He looked up from
it to hurl a question at Racke.

“How was it you returned Skimpole’s
spectacles? It was Crooke who wore

em,” he said.

Then Talbot knew that for some time
past Professor Fielding had had his sus-
picions that Racke and Crooke had
played that shady trick upon him on the
day of his coming, and that now, having
seen them at close quarters with his
glasses on, he was sure,

The Head had not heard the question.
He and the colonel and Mr, Railton
were doep in consultation.

“Don’t answer!” said tho professor.
“Talbot, am I justified in letzing that
pg;;,tlmr slide—in saying no more about
i

“I think you are, sir,”” answere:l
Talbot gravely, though he wondered
how the professor knew that Racke and
Crooke had expiated that particnlar

crime.

The Head turned to the culprits.

“¥on will not be expelled,” he sail
sternly, “though only Colonel Lyndon
has saved you from that. T shall now
have Kildare sent for, and he will sec
to your being incarcerated in the
punishment-room.  To-morrow you will
be flogged, and for the rest of this tewm
you will be provided with a sufficiens
work to keep you out of mischicf. T can-
not trust myself {o say what I think of
vou; but if you fail to see that your cou-
duet in this matter has been wholly con-
temptible, there is small hope for you in
the future!"”

Tive minutes later Racke and Crooke
were shut in the puuishment-room.
and Talbot, Kerr, and Skimmy had
cleared off to Siudy No. 10.

“You mad ass, Cardew!” said Tom
Merry, when Talbot had told his story.

“Kerr’s fault, by gad!” replied
Cardew coolly. “Oh. you may glare.
Kerr, but it was. You didn’t fancy
my detective methods. Too much
dashed jumpin’ at conclusions for yon!
But while you were muddlin’ about over
litile twopenny clues. im,;.l_v walked
in an’ collared the evidence that proved
it ail—see?”

Tie failed to convince any of them—
even Clive and Levison—that he was in
the right. But that mattered little,
Ralph Reckness Cardew ways had
gone his own way. and he always would,

In his lecture that evening Professor
Tielding referred to_the Poe M.,
stated his opinion that it was un-
doubtedly authentic, and, at a request
voiced by Kildare on behalf of ke
audience, read it to them.

“The Doom of Devanel ” was voicd
quite w good story, But the majority
considered that it was not_half so iu-
teresting as the story of he
twice stolen, and how the
suved Racke and Crooke from: the worst
consequences of the fivst!

THE END.

(Another grandlong story of Tom Merry &
Co. next week, entitled: “THE FIGHTIX(
SPIRIT ! by Martin Clifford. Make g point
of ordering your copy of the GEM early.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Bill Strong’s Band.
HERE were two people
Katie's who were
worried about Dick Dexter. One
was Jolly Roger and the other
was Bill Strong.
1t was Jolly Roger who made Bill
worry, which just shows the sort of man
Roger was.  Bill's mind was the calmest,
nost unrufed thing there was in Katie's,
and that was really why Bill was in the
Prans. Ho had persistently ignored all
attempts to make him worry over work.
Some days after the episode of the
photographs in the “Daily Flashlight,”
ily Roger met Bill Stwroug strolling to

h, Strong!” Roger smiled
enorgetically. “% wartited to have a chat
with you sometime. A little confiden-
tial talk, you understand. Comg and see
me about four-fifteen this afternoon, will

Strong?”
Cos, sir,”

said Bill.  “ Four-fifteen,

ust when it suitz you, Strong,” said
Jolly Roger.
wy

L sir.” said Bill, and passed on.
Tt tnust be about the Kid,” Bill told
himself hopelessly. “It's bound to be
about him. What's he want to talk to
me for?"”

His worst fears were confirmed. Tt
waa entirely and solely abouf Dexter,
and Roger fost no time in coming to the
point.

“You and Dobbin are, T
Texter’s best friends?” Roger
after the first brief round.

“Yes, sir,” Strong admitted.

“And 1 have no doubt that vou, per-
sonally, have great influence with young
Dexter?"

That rather floored Bi He couldn’t
say “ Yes, sir,” and n't like to
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Lelieve,
asked,

Splondid Complete Story «

of
the
say “No. siv,” and he conldn’t think of
the right and tactiul answer to make.

“Now, I don't want to suggest any-
thing to you, weally, Strong,” Jolly
Roger went on, before Bill had quite
made up his mind. *But of late I have
no doubt you yourself have observed
that Dexter has exceeded the bounds
which a tolerant headmaster can permit.
TUnless something is done to pull him up
I fear that ihe next outbreak of owr
young friend will Dbe his last at St
Katharine'’s. _ You undorstand what 1
mean, Strong?™”

“Yos, sir,” said Bill hopelessly.

“Bur we are not going to allow that
to happen, Strong Jolly Roger simply
beamed cheerfulness.  “You an
simply will not allow Dexter to become
involved in any further foolishness !
He's quite a good fellow at heart, a
truthful, honest boy, kind and gentle.
You agree with me, Strong?”

“Yes. sir,” Bill answered eagerly.
“He's a real brick—I mean, if you only
knew him as 1 do. He doesn’t mean to
do wrong, sit. He wouldi't harm—I
mean to say, sit, he really isn't what you
would call— . ¥ou know what I mean®”

@ Exactly !’ Roger nodded his head
vigorously. _“That is precisely “what T
feal about Dexter. That is why I want
to talk to vou about him, Strong.
felt all along that vou had exactly the
same views that I have.”

Jolly Roger talked at some length. No
one else, he said, need know that they
had discussed it, but, of course, it might
be advisahle for Stroug to have a quiet
chat with others, and explain to them
the seriousness of the situation. W]
they wanted to do was fo keep a [riendly
eye on Dexter, day and night, and night
and day. By this, and by their own
example, they would keep Dexter from
further trouble.

«Buat 1 need say no more” Jolly
Roger concluded. — “ After all vou've
told me 1 feel quite confident that you

Ghuof St. Katie's. By Miaeluole.

ave just as anxions as I am to keep
Dexter amongst us.

“Yeg, sir,” said Bill,
retired.

Tt was the first time this sort of thing
had ever happened to Bill Strong. and he
felt very serious about it.

When the chance came he mentioned
it to Dobbie. He told him in the very
strictest confidence, and he impresse.d
Dobbie.

“You can take it from me, old son e
Bill said.  “ They've got the ittle eagi=
eyes right on the Kid. The bLeak’s
sinply waiting _his chance. he'll
zo right out, Dobbie! Sacked !
the two feliows who's going io stop them
getting their chance !

“Ve—we must
Dobbie.

“ Better give the Busy Bees the tip.
too,” Bill went on. “You never k
where the Kid might break out. Buni-
will see that this is the sort of thing

and gracefully

watch  him,”- said

ing

where we've got to combine. Hsprit de
corps, and all that sort of thing.
Dobbie !

“Yes." Dobbie agreed. “And there's
the Worm; he'd be a good man, you
know,”

«“1We'll wander round and see one or
two of the chaps right now, while the
Kid's out,” Bill Swong said. “lt's oo
to be kept to owrselves, but it doesn't o
fo take any risks. We're going to be
like a father to Dick Dexter!”

OF course, you never can tell how a
thing will catch on. In the present case
Jolly Roger had judged that his talk to
Strong would just brighten up Billc
sense of responsibility, and, very quietly,
lead him into the reformer’s paths.
Despite Bill's own feelings on the sub-
ject, Roger hadn't been really enthu-
siastic about Strong’s class-work.

Thereafter, thought Roger, the idea
might spread, slowly but surely.

The idon did spread. When the Busy
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Tees heard that Dexter was cn a sort of
time-limit, and that they might help
Strong, a wave of goodness thrilled
through thers. They understood, and it
was only right and proper that Bill
should come to them.

The Worm and his study-compauions
{ook exectly the same point of view. It’s
so jolly to have that feeling that, though
there's nothing goody-goody about you.
yet you're just the bright, breesy sort
to keep anoiher fellow from going too

ar.

By the end of twenty-four hours alter
Roger had mentioned the subject to Ball
Strong, practically every [fellow in the
Transitus knew that, but for him, ihe
Kid wonld probably get the sack. It had
come straight from the Beak himself.
The first time Dexter was up before him
again he_would be for the long, lone
trail, packed off by the nexi train, cax-
riage paid, to the nearest relatives who
would take him!

The Transitus could never allow that
to happen! Let Dicky Dexter show the
faintest sign of diving from a bridge or
sawing goal-posts, or inventing some new
stunt, and the twentynine other fellows
in the Trans would, individually or cal-
lectively, in pairs or in groups, jast jump
on him. batter him, hold him down, and
generally vestrain him.

Dicky Dexter was at first quite uneon-
scious of the crowd of reformers who
gathered _about him, waiting their
chance. He had at the moment quite
encugh troubles of his own.

Just at present he was right up against
it. Biz Hallam took all his niouey
towards the cost of mew uprighis for
goal-posts, Jolly Roger watched him in
class. He daren't do anything except
work and read and go for short strolis.

Even then somebody always clung to
him. And if he made a joke about any-
thing, such as runping away or painting
the goal posts pink, or any silly thing.
they were on him at once.

“Now, Kid,” they warned, “you have
a rtest! Bet you can’t repeat all the
jrregular verbs hackwards ¥’

The Kid began to sit up after a day
or two of this sort of thing. Wherever
he wenl there was someone tagging ov.
and Dicky began to wonder what the
He decided to ask Dobl 3
Wi

Dobbie alone.

Tn the end it was Dobbie who made the
chance. The Kid saw him delibefately
wink, however, at one or two of the
othiers before he suggested a qu i

As soon they were zlone the
asked straight out what the game w
Why did everybody tag alter hi
Were they afraid—

“Yes, I know all sbout it, Kid 2
Dobbie adwitted the charge right away.
“We're all pals of yours, and it’s up to
ns to keep our little eyes on you for a
time. TPut don't worry aboub that.

because it's all for your own good. Just

you look at this! 1t came this morn-
g™’

Before the Kid eould demand n fuller
esplanation a letter was pushed into his
hand. It was typewritten, and on the
rop it bore the name, “The True Briton
Film Co., Ltd.”

Ti was addressed fo J. A. Dobbin,
Esq., St. Katharine's School, Dulchester,
and ran:

“Pear Sir.—T waz very mich
terested in the photographs taken by
you, -and published in a recent issue of
the * Flashlight.
~“T shall be in Dulchester to-morrow
and Thursday, and wonder whether I
could have the pleasure of meeting you,
and, if possible, your friend who per-
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formed the diving feat, I cannot suggest
that I have anything-of importance to
talk about, but as our interests appear
to be similar, it might be useful one day
if we knew each other.

“Couldn’t you come along and have
tea with me at the Belvoir Hotel on
eithor Wednesday or Thursday at, say,
four o'clock? 1 feel sure that we could
have a very pleasant hour together.

“Any other time would suit me, of
course, if you could let me knew.

“Hoping 1o see both you and your
friend.

“Yours sincerely,
A, Jewern."

“My hat!”? said the Kid, “Tea at
the Belvoir—to-day! Dobbin, my
child, T smile ngain! Vou must wash
your hands, Dobbie, and part your hair
this day! We'll meet the jolly old
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M world. -He was, if you under-
stand, a young-old man. He'd

lived a good many years without grow-

ing any older.

Fle had seen tho “Flashlight ” photo-
graphs of Dexter’s dive, and thrilling
rescue, taken by Dobbin. Fate or-
dained that he had to go to Dulchesler
a week or two later, and he made in-
quiries. He wrote to Dobbin because
he felt that to have tea with two bright
schoolboys would be a tovie for his tired
mind,

There was really very little more in
it than that. ITe hadn't got any
thousand-pound contracts up s sleeve,
nor did he want them to run away and
join him at once. Ile just wanted to
meet them.

‘hen, at five minutes lo four that
Wednesday afternoon, Dexter and Dob-
biit strolled calmly into the  Belvoir
Hotel—the best hotel in the conunty, you
know. and quite the right thing—Mr,
Jowell came to meeb them joyously.

His welcome was a jolly, comfortable,
hﬂppy-gn'l\luk)’ sort of ;sﬂ"air, that made
vou fecd you'd known him for years.
He was u perfectly-attived . who
looked nearly as fit and newly-polished

CHAPTER 2.
Su ng. Mr. Jewell,
R. JEWELL was really quite an
important man in the cinema

Las Jolly Roger, and he had a charming

manner.

* Frightful cheek of me, of course, to
write you,” he laughed. *But here we
Let's find a quiet corner for fea.
1 don't know how you feel, but I'm
rather inclined to go in for a combina-
tion affair, mystelf—a light lunch joined
up with the tail-end of a pleasant ten
But we'll got the waiter along and talk
Kindly to him.”

Mr, Jewell oidered the tea. It was a
cavefully-thonght-out _production. It
cheered Dexter and Dobbie, and even
inspired then.

They told Mr. Jowell all abont the
high dive, and a good deal of what ibey
said was quile truthful. DBut they gave
him quite a wrong impression of the
Head's point of view, and nothing was
mentioned about the Kid's lonely inter-
view with Jolly Roger.

Half-way through the tea Mr. Jewcll
found himself a lLittle bewildered.  He
started off with the same impression that
most people had at first about the Rid.
He thought he was a nice little boy.
People ofien said, *“What a sweet
child 1?7 when they first saw him. \J
the end of ten minutes they usually said,
“He's wonderfully intelligent, isn’t he ?”

When they really got to know him
well they realised that education lo-day
is quite different from what it was once
upon a time. -

S turn dn !
A

Theree-halfpence. 15

Towards the end of this tea My, Jowell
was no longer entertaining two school
boys.  The Kid was entertaining My
Jewell, while Dobbie sat and solemnly
agreed with everything Dexter said.

“Fhis is, of course, a very proud day
for my young friend Dobbin, M.
Jowell,” the Kid told their host. *Your
kind words of praise will be cngraved
on the tablets of his memory, and wiil
doubtless encourage him to accomplish
grf.\'llc\' deeds. As the Head said when

o first vealised what Dobbin had donc,
“Dobbir,” he said—he always calls us by
our pet names for short-—* Dobbie. my
heart throbs with pride! That bucked
old Dobbin up no end. Mr. Jewell I”

“T'm sure it would!” agreed Mr.
Jewell, and stared straight into Dexter's
face. “*Did your headmaster pat you on
the head, toa, for your fine divk?”

“No, it was my Form-master who
wept on my shoulder, and did the patting
part of the business. He's a pice, kind
man, isn’t he. Dobhic? We all call him
“ Jolly Roger* because we love him so
much. I should think school-life has
changed o great deal since your days,
Mr. Jewell 77 ¢

“Ves!" said Mr, Jewell “Oh,
es 1

He stared again at the Kid's big. blue
ayes, and his solemn mouth, and i
began to jump into Mr. Jewell's mind

(%nite abruptly he turned to Dobhic.

“T was tolling you about that new
plate,” he said, " You'll find out ail
about if youre interested, in this
week's ¢ Photo-Man,” T left my copy in
the smoke-room, but if you cared to run
alon

“Thanks, very much!” said Dobbic.
and left the lable.

1 by the way,” said Mr. Jewei!
abruptly, ‘as scon as Dobbie had gone.
“I'm every interested-—I'd Jike to have @
chat with you alone, sometime. Neothing
wonderful to propose. A holiday en-
gagement, perhaps ! When could T sce
you—by yourself?"

“Ah?Y The Kid sighed. “T'm afrai
T—— Oh, I could get here about half-
past ten to-night, or a little later. Would
that be convenient?"

“Half-past ten to-night!” Alr.
Jowell was again surprised.  “ But—-

hool ¥ They won't allow you—-"
Things are rather di t h ue.
Mr. Jewell,” the Kid said §
smiled. “1 don’t suppose my Lo
master will be able to come with
onight. T think some of the fe
have asked him round to supper.
wish yon could mect him! A very in-
telligent man ! But T'll come along it
ten-thirty ! Just a litile stroll befors |

=

Mr. Jewell nodded just as Dobbie came
back to say he couldn’t find the paper-.

“Someonie must have taken it,” said
Mr. -Jewell hastily, “T'll send you a
copy on, and some of those plates, too.
Youwll want a flash-lamp; I expect we've
got a spare one somewhere, I won’t for
get, Dobbin 1"

It may be said here that Mr. Jeweil
kept his word.  Ho liked Dobbin, and
was really impressed with his photo-

graphs. The boy deserved encourage
ment.

His feelings towards the Kid were
different.  He saw young Dexter in the

light of a sound business proposition, and
as o discovery. But being a decent man,
he wanted to approach lfw parents and
the school authorities with any sugges-
tion he might have. A holiday-engage-
ment was the idea in Mr. Jewell's mind,
by way of an opening experiment.

As they parted, Dobbin turned away
first, and Mr. Jewcll took the chance to
whisper to Dexter:

Tae Gy Liprary.—No. 639.
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“Tonight?” he asked. still a little
doubtfully.

“To-night " the Kid answered.

A few monients later the boys went off.
They had had a most successful after-
noor, and were highly pleased with Mr.
Jewell. Dexter was also pleased with
himself. He passed the evening in quiet
contemplation, and dreamed dreams.

Now, the business of making an exit
from dormitory C at Iatie's was too
gimple for words.

The Framework of a proposed veranda
had been erccted long years ago, and
nover completed.  Nowadays it was
covered with creeper, and really looked
guite well.

Mr. Roger Blant had observed it and
in his opinior: somecthing ought to have
been dote about it a long lime ago.
Tt was a direct encouragement Lo boys to
wander about af nights, rules, or no rules.

When Dicky Dexter made his arrange-
ment with Mr, Jewell, he knew that
the difficulties before him werg as
nothing. The onlf thing was to avoid
letting any of his friends know. Now
they were playing the kind, rotecting
giardian over him, they might try to
stop him, and this, perhaps, was the one
factor which tempted him to go out at

ahits were ont at nine-
ve. aving made all arvange-
s beforehand, the Kid dressed again
under the clothes, and even tied a lie
aboul the collar of his pyjamas.
He was in a fortunate position in the
and at five past ten was cautiously
Iy slipping through the apei
window, confident that no oxe had heard
or_seen him.

It was just on half-past ten when he
entered the Belveir Hotch.  Mr. Jewell
was waiting for him, and observed that
the Kid had no cap. and that, apparently,
he had dressed in different fashion from
this afternoon.

But that really doesn’t affect this story.
Nor does the talk which Mr. Jewell had
with Dexter. It is sufficient to say that
Mr. Jewell learned something about
Dexter's purents, who were abeiad, and
aboit the holidays at. Katic's. — That
was all he wanted to know. ~The Kid
assured him that he'd be_delighted to
spend o holiday with Mr. Jewell, and it
was arranged that the cinema-director
should write him in due course.

Dexter politely bade him good-night
and went forth. There was no great

so he went by the main road. and

J .0 school grounds by way of the

Head's garden. Ile used the proper
amnunt of caution, of course, but you’
expect that from Dicky Dexter, and he

climbed back into ' dormilory with a

little less noise than a black cat would

have made. -

He even crawled on all-fours to his bed,
slipped off his clothes, and glided, as it
were, into the bed. It had been a
pieasant litle interlude, and no one had
suffered.

1t was about a gquarter to twelve when

. Dexter got into bed. By ten minutes
to twelve he was almost asleep, when he
heard someone enter the room. An
electric torch-lamp flashed about, and,
by the reflected light, Dexter, through
one corner of his eve, perceived Jolly

Rg[ge

t

tantly Dexter gave a lifelike ex-
hibition of one of the Seven Slecpers.
He could still hear the sounds of Jolly
Roger walking about.  The suddenly
the light flashed on to his face, and he
felt a hand shaking him gently.

< Dexter—Dexter! Are you asleep! 1
want to speak to you, Dexter! Walken

up, boy "
Tur Gex Lisrary.—No. 639,

With a start Dexter sat upright. Some-
how, he felt that something had hap-
pened.  He blinked and stared at the
light, and tried hard to think of some-
thing new in the way of excuses.

But there was Jolly Roger towering
over him, and it was very plain that
Roger was painfully angry about some-
thing.

CHAPTER 3.
Dexter Gets the Truth.

BOUT six minutes past ten that
same night Bill Strong had a
faint suspicion that he heard
someone mMoving.

For some minutes Bill lay and thought
about this, but nothing more happened.
Only he felt very wide-awake now, and
called out to the Kid very gently-to ask
if he'd gone to sleep.

There was no answer, 'Ihis didn't
satisfy Bill at all, because he felt that
the Kid hadn’t any right to be asleep
when he called. He rose and went over
to the Kid's bed.

“1 say, Kid—"" he began, and put | I

his hands out to give him a gentle shake.

The Kid was not there!

In two minutes Strong had told
Dobbie. Being wakened roughly rather
upset Dobbie’s imegination. He said at
ence that the Kid had run away. Then
e remembesed that q of the
Kid's to Mr. Jewell:

Other fellows began to weken up. In
a shart time the whole dormitory knew
ihat the Kid had gone. Tt couldn’t be
an ordinars sort of lark, or the Kid
would certainly have told them about it,
and they would have stopped him.

“He's run away!” said Bill Strong.
“Poor old Kid! Fed up, hard up, sat
on, pied on—and now he’s bolted! Oh,
my hat! And I'm respousible: You're
all vesponsible! They'll drag him back
and then sack him? This is awfull
Wa've got to act!”

“We ought to get him back !" said
Dobbie desperatels.

They discussed it. Everyone felt that
something ought to be done.

“I'm going ount!” Bill Strong an-
nounced.  “Tll search for him! He
can't have got far. 1 feel there’s a
chance—and this is my job!”

“I'm comi too!” said Dobbie.
“We'll go to the Belvoir and ask that
chap—T'll tell you all about it ns we go
along. He'll go there for the night!”

“He'll go to the station!” said Bunt-
i “(ome on, Buckle! We're in

thus 1™

“He'll probably hide in the
near the river,” said the Worm.
about it, Pikey ?”

“It's a good idea,” Pike agreed. “ We
can't simply hang on and do nothing.”

“We'll get him back!" someone else
said. “We musto’t let the Beak know
about this!™

Just befors eleven o'clock Bill Strong
and Dobbie quietly went down the frame-
work. In the next five minules nine
other fellows followed them.

Thero was no risk, vou understand.
They'd done it before. And they had to
find the Kid to-n L

At eleven-thirty 510 whele of C Dormi-
tory was empty. Twelve little beds were
going spare !

Out in the open vleven noble youths
acted in the manner of Red Indian scouts.
They spread themselves and got lost in
the darkness after arranging to meet at
a cortain place in three-quarters of an
hour. Bill Strong was in command and
ho laid down the rules.

woods
“What

About the same time Mr. Roger Blunt
was thinking that he would retire. He
stood by his window and gazed out into
the blackness of a moonless night.

Did his cagle eges deceive him, or was
that_a ﬁguw moving cautiously across
ihe Head's garden?

Jolly Roger laughed at last.

“Nerves! Imagination! Pooh!™ he
suid. “Ridiculous' Il get to bed!”

But he couldn't help thinking mnow
about the Wasps and the queer tales he'd
heard of their midnight revelries. Al
the end of ten minutes he determined to
settle his mind. He would inspect C
Dormitory—possibly B Dorm as well.

In C Dormitory his fears were quickiy
confirmed. From bed to bed he went—
and all were emply.

Except one! Jolly Roger flashed ihe
light on the bright little face so peace-
flhl_v asleep. He spoke, and slowly Dicky
Dexter sat up and wakened.

“Where are the others, Dexter?”
Roger demanded.

Dexter blinked.

“1—1 dor't knmow, sit.” Dexter was

hopelessly at sea. *“I'm sure they were
all asteen—I mean—I don’t understand

“That's all right, Dexter. You may
go to sleep again,” Roger said.  “I shall
wait for the others!”

He sat on Strong's bed and waited. In
the fulness of time a black shadow caxie
against the open window. Jolly Roger
rose.

One by one cleven boys found ther-
selves jerked into the room by a strol
arm. and heard Jolly Roger’s voice, icy-
cold and steely, cutting through the chill
night air:

*Stand on one side!
eleven of you!”

I want you all—

The light was switched on, Joily
Roger faced the sad eleven. They had
been everywhere, but without finding
Dexter. Iiven at the hotel there wis no
news, and My, Jewell had gone to bed

And now, as the light came on, they

saw the Kid sitting up in his bed and
watching them in pained surprise. He
looked as though he had ‘just beeu

wakened from a long sleep.

“1 want no explanations of this mad
escapade,” said Jolly Roger. “r will
see vou all—the whole eleven at twelve:
thirty to-morrow. You will go to ked
now, and there will be no talking! You
understand 7"

They did. Jollv Roger waited sifently
until they had all scttled down. There
was no chance to discuss the horrible
problem that night.

In the morning the whole thing becaine
confused. Nobody quite grasped the
situation, because when Dicky Dexter
was approached he scorned them. M
said he really couldn’t understand feliows
who played silly games of that kind, ard
if he were the Beak he'd sack the lot.

They tried to ask where he'd becin,
but Dick refused to talk with them. You
see, he really hadn't the faintest nolion
vet that they had been after him. Indeed,
he felt rather hurt that they had never
told him they were having a little jaunt.

In turn, even Bill Strong felt stau-
gered. There was a dim idea in hig
mind, and in the mirds of the other ten
that 1n some way they had been hoaxerl.
But it was no use howling about it.
They had been out—and they ought not
to have been out! They conldit very
well tell Jolly Roger that they’d been
hunting for Dexter. That would only
have dragged Dexier in and made it
worse for them. And, anghow, the
Transitus fellows were not that sort.
They'd face the music.

Mr. Roger Blunt did pot ask for

4 (Continued on page 1)
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* @ood-bye, Quinton ! '’ said Bracster,
shall get through all right. Some day 1'H thank you d-untl‘." " Good-
bys, and good luck ! "' returned Jim. It ).

in a queer sort of voice. ‘‘ We

See page 1

. Giving Bracsier a Chance.
“ 1T down, Bracster!” Tim said
S slowly, “We'd better have a
telk about the whole thing. You
know we've ot your boy? He
was to have been shot this morning. I
didn't raise a finger. Quinton, here,
ctnck out against it. He's persvaded the
Bazava—I ve just been to see him—and
he's washed his hands of your lad. We
can turn him out or do what we like
about him. That's the position.”
“T_T'm very grateful,” Henry Brac-
gter said; and s led to maisten his
lips. Jim notired it, and remenibered
that the man had probably had neither
food nor drink for many long hour
“What about something to eat, Tim 2"
Jiny neked auietly.  And Daly nodded.
“ Ve won't lot you die of hunger, auy-
way, Bracster,” Tim laughed. at, b
goodness, man ! Tf I'd had my w
you @ few days back, you'd have gone
out for good and all! ~There’s nothing
tender-hearted or forgiving about me!
But we've beaten you—beaten Fl an
and Kerzon and all their clever schemes
That’s encugh for me for the present
1 suppose you want us to bring that fed
of yours al =
e rose, iout waiting for Bracster
to answer, and went outside, where, pre-

sumably, he spoke to scme of the
natives, who were waiting to do his

bidding.s
Meuntime, Erik, with the aid of other
servants, had brought in a meal. Almost
before they had really begun there was a
noise outside, and Tim Daly rose again.
It was some lwo or three minutea

before he returned, and when he did

someone came in with him. The eullen
look on Dillon Bracster’s face was
tinged with a touch of fear now.

Henry Bracster rose as sO0n as the
lad came in and almost jumped forward
to greet him.

“ Dillon |
scized his son’s hands,
them excitedly. “It
There's nothing to fear!

For the first time in his life Jim
Quinton felt a certam amonunt of regard
for Dillon Bracster, as he saw the change
which came into hig face. "The fear and
the vesentmeni slipped away, and he
bogan to smile.
fallo, dad! T di
thought youw'd got awa
cter said. “What's happening?
don’t quite understand,”

Jim Quinton suddeuly recalled the day

How are you?” He had
id was clasping
juht, boy!

Wt know—T
Dillon Brac-
-1

at Harmood’s, when he had rcaught
Bracster trying to take the *gong”
which Tiny Ridman had w : cox for

Y X
the senior fours. Somehow, this meeting
soemed to explain Bracster's’ anxiety,
éven though it made it nene the less
despicable.

Dillon Bracster was at least anxious
fo impress his father and to win his
favour. After all, if they had hahawv
like scoundrels, there oo
emount of good in the ing which
plainly existed betwecn the two. And
that made it easier for both Quinton and
Daly to forget a_ good many things
which had occurred of late.

“Von'd better join us, young Brac-
ster,” Tim Daly said, at last, "(%uinton.
here. has got you out of this mess. I
didn't agree with it,” .
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Dillon Bracster sat down by the side
of his father. Neither of them were
over-clean just at present, but that was
a minor detail. For some time youny
Bracster kept his eyes fixed on the table
before him, and did not dare to raise
them and mest either Jim Quinton’s or
Dick Willoughby's.

Tndeed, just at first that meal promised
to be the most trying which any of thent
had vet taken. part in. It was Tim Daly
who brought the unpleasant silence o
an end,

“T'm not goinz to eay we're glad ia
see vou here,” he said quietly, “You
know my views! Tl leave it at that
T don't wish Kerzon any | but if
he gets shot quickly I ¢ weep
about it. If he ever comes around here
again trying to stir up trouble, I Hil
he'll find it all right. We'll be rea
for him! But we'll leave that. W1
you are going to do,

L

do yon think
Bracster 7"

“I am in your hands,” Henry Drar
ster answered.

“Well, you can’t stay here !’ Daly an.
swered quickly. “Tt wouldn't be healthiv
for you, I've no donbt Quinton wo
let you have his bed and everything he’
got, but he hasn't got the hang of
Afvican customs vet. The Bazara, ov
some of his men, might get annoyed il
they saw yon.”

A faint smile flickered acress Ienrs
Bracster's foce, His knowledge of
Central Afvica was not so very far
behind Daly's.

“The quesiion is whether youll give
us a decent chance to get out of here?™
ho acked slowly. “If you will—it's m
than I ought to ask, I know, but T'd like
the chance. You know why. I've made
u good many mistakes in my life—per-
haps I might save somebedy else from
making the same mistakes. Ie’s alread:
scen something of what it means.”

He looked towards his son, and Tim
Daly nodded.

“We'll give you a chance,” said Tim
at last. “We can't do more. You'll
havo to et out of here tonight!”

Tim Daly's attitude the whole time
appeared to be that of a man who was
not prepared to raise a finger to heip
the Bracsters. Whatever he did was
merely because Quinton wanted it. m
made no protest because he knew th
Tim found some conselation in assuri
Henry Bracster that he dizliked him.

But when at last the two had m
such arrangements as were pose
Daly took them both along to one of the
other rooms where they could add o
their outfit and fit themselves up in suel
w way that they woald have what
had promised—"a decent chance.”

Erik wes busy, too, and the other cer
vants were pressed into the work. Actu-
ally a very small expedition was being
fitted nup again. Two or three donkeys,
which belonged to Tim and Jim Quinto:.
were duly loaded with things that won
be required on the long journey w
lay before the two Bracsters.

Night came, but for two or three hou's
before that neither Jim nor Dick Wik
hby hed seen anything of the
Bracsters. They had been m another
part of the house, and Tim Daly wss
presumably with them. *

Tim came in at last, and there w
queer little smile on his face as he s
in the doorway nodding at Jim Quint

“You've let me in for ssmething !
said, “T suppose we'd betfer go and scc
them off 7 Our last little bit of tri
so to speak! Are yoa comin
Youw'd better join us, ton, Dick i

They went out, and Jim led them in
the darkness t6 where the greai gateway
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was which allowed entrance to the Quin-
ton boma from the side farthest away
from the king's house. Here, in the pale
light of the moon, a little group was
gathered about three pack-donkeye, all
ready laden for a_journey.

For a moment Quinton could not quite
make out the different figures in the dim
light. There were one or two natives,
and Erik—then Henry Bracster stepped
forward.

“ Goo!

ve, Quinton!” he said, in 2

quecr sort of voice, “We shall get
throagh all right. Seme day I'll thank
vou  decently, ‘m_ sor] wish T'd
known before, Good-bye !

Dillon Bracster was behind his farher.
He found it even harder to say anything,
but he did manage to jerk out cne ox’two
sentences.

“You've been a brick, Quinton! I'm
¢ votter—was at Harmood's! But T'll
lot you know some day. Good-bye!"

Dick Willoughby joined them. Just
for a time, at all events, the old hatred
and bitterness was forgotten,

Good-bye, and good luck ™ Jim
said. And Dick echoed his words.

Willoughby and Tim Daly stood and
waiched them until iheiv shadows were
last in the blackness.

“We'll get back!" said Tim Daly
suddenly. *That's the finish, I think,
of most of our troubles. a’ve won
through, Jim, after all. Now vou really
wan_start to face the big things wour
licritage moans for you! Let's get back
ta our own room and have a quiet chat.
1 feel in,the mood for it to-night.”

“80 do 1,” Jim agreed. “I suppose
s i really the beginning of my work

w

*That's right!™ said Tia. “We're

jst beginning now !"

I had cleared away all the difficul-
ties and the obstacles which had
interfered  with  Jim _ Quinton

taking up the work and the duties which

his inheritance brought upon hin.

But the histors of the work which
Quinton and Daly are accomplishing in
he comntry of the Karradons is not yet
ritten. It is still progressing, without
pny great exeitement, but with many
minor adventures, which may perhaps
one day be recorded.

In o few years Kar
easily accessible cor The wealth
which the countiy itsel ntains, apart
oven from the waalth which John Quin-
ton had accumulated, is move than suffi-

sienr to pay for all those modern de-

The Big Man ol Karradon.
IM DALY was quite correct. They

on will be an

o &

Goole+?  YOUNG BRITAIN .. 24,

The Papu.’ar’Ali Round Story Puper.

velopments which it was the elder Bazar
Quinton's desire to bring about.

Jim, of course, becams almost an ex-
pett in the langunge of the country as
Tim Daly himself was, and, like Tim,
he quickly gained an understanding of
the customs and the point of view of the
natives.

Dick Willonghby stayed in the Karra-
don country for just over six months.
By that time a fairly regular transport
service had been organised between
Karradon and the nearest raithead.

Just before Dick’s stay came to an
end n long letter was brought up to
them from Henry Bracster, and with it
a much shorter one from his son, They
had made the journey safely, and in due
course had reached the coast, from
where they had sailed south.

They were at the time of writing in
South Africa, and the elder Bracster
spoke as though the prospects ahead of
him were quite healthy. He had heard
nothing of Cyrus Kerzon.

Nor have they ever been able to
gather just what did happen to Kerzon,
though  they gathered from various
sources that he had also made the jour-
ney with his two companions—Flax-
man’s agents from Mombassa—in safety.

But whether Kerzon went back to
England or not cannot be said. He
simply disappeared from Mombassa, and
may still be trying to persuade someone
to finance him on another expedition.
1i he chooses the Karradon country
agai, he will find them better prepared
to receive him !

Nor is he likely to gain any 2id from
the Manzi people. It will, unfortu-
nately, be quire a long time before they
ever recover from that fierce battle out-
side the village of Karradon itself.

Meantime, the village of Karradon is
also improving. and the Bazara Malkura
is the greatest ruler for many hundreds
of miles round.

Down by the lake work still proceeds
in the great cavern, but machinery has
been brought into play. and there is still
wore to come.

Every the Bazar Quinton and
Meljor Daly are out and about. It isn't
a lazy, sleepy sort of life they lead, nor
even one of complete luxury. But as
Dick Willoughby fold some of Jim's
friends when he went back to Har-
mood's for a brief time after his jour-
nev, “It's a_man's life! Just the sort
of life old Jim Quinton loves You
fnow, he's a big man out ther

Of Dillon Bracster Dick Willoughby
said very little when he got back. After
all, he was a Harmood's fellow, and he
might turn out to be quite a decent chap

This splendid prize is

in the end. But to Mr. Matlock Dick
told the Full story, and the solicitor
listened in wonder to the history of
Quinton’s adventuves since that morning
when he bade him good-bye on a very
prosaic London railway-station.

Dick himself had to settle down in
England for some time. His father had
returned from his foreign appointment,
and was anxious that his son should re-
main with him. But it iz understood
that as soon as other circumstances allow
Dick Willoughby is taking the boat for
Fast A _and making the journey to
rradon country over again.

“You really ought to come. Dick.”
Jirn Quinton” urged in the last letter
which reached  Wilioughby. Yon
never had a real chance of sceing the
country at its very best. ‘And we want
more white men out here now—men of
the right stamp, of course, who will give
the native crowd a chance.

“We are going ahead in greaf style
just noww. Daly and T were out at Quin-
ton Lake for two or three days a short
time ago. We have fixed up that
hydraulic lift from the top of the cliff
to the lakeside, but it was a pretty
tough job. We are expecting a whole
ot of machinery to get out here soon,
and that will mean more work.

“There hasn’t been much done in the
hunting and shooting way just lately.
As a matter of fact, we've been concen-
trating on other things, but we have got
rid of most of the ivory which was col-
lected at the Dump. Do you remember
the place? We rested there for a day
or two after that attack of Kerzon's on
the camp, when poor old Tim got hit
and made a temporary prisoner.

“Nijellah and Ranallah, and most of
cou know, arve still going
strong. . Nijellah is, of course, a pr
important man these days, and is what
vou might call our Lord Chief J 5

“J've written to the Head at Ha
mood's, just to let him know how T'm
progressing, and suggesting that if
knows of any decent feilows who woul
like to try their hand out here he shoul:
tell them about it. It's a great place:”

From which it will be gathered that
Jim Quinton is making the fullest pos-
sible use of heritage, despite all the
difficulties which he encountered befors
he was able to enter into possession.
it will be gathered, too. that he
is living up to the prophecies which wetn
made of him. and to the mtive title
which he bears. For Bazar means “Big
Man.” And Bazar Jim Quinton is. in
every sense of the word, A Big Man.”

. BRITAIN" in a simple new picture competition
called * HIDDEN RAILWAY STATIONS.” You
have as much chance of winning it as anyone else.

Why not try?

If you don’t win the first prize there are hundreds of other gaod
things to be won. Read all about this great offer TO-DAY. Ask for
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R}Ir. E‘k-;l]eed hexvd all about it from Mr. jconld 011}\, m:luemé: hli ose bad Fum-
oger utt. [)!lﬂl“n! OI yours, an elp me to reforu
REFORMERS ALL! “Ah, I'm glad Dexter did not go!™ | then

(Commued from page I16.)

said bamm; Steed.
rveally wishes to be
u.a]lv tries ai times,

‘Dr\ up!” Bill ‘whurv suddenly sat
g:ngh' stung to fury. “Listen to me,
d, and I'll tell you. We were on tha
you think? We

“It shows the hoy
_good, I think. He

excuses, More in sorrow tham anger he Ol, yes!” Jolly Roger agreed, | €iddy ran- ‘“,ltllﬂ‘t"i"""' ¥

commanded that for three afternoons | “I don't quite understand it vet. i:_“‘-,_‘ b ‘fcb you all about it.
vext week they should spend their time | think yownz Dexter is improving. ouw're the microbe who caused all the
]m[u(n;, . B.q “,. oth trouble! You ought to be in a guard’s

“I am surprised at you, Strong.” he
waid. “But I am glad you did not
persnade Dexter ro jein you. That is
tHr‘ :{rm, thing for which I am very glad.”

“You won't
asked Sammy

tu get vid of them®”

van now with a label round your neck,
* Not to be relurned.” Yes, you ought,
Kid! And vet vou're t g to_do the
good litile b-n stunt on us! Listen to
me! I'm going to tell you all about it

T said Béﬂ Cotd, b “Gut rid o them?”  Jolly Roger | right now!”

uf e story got abroa o 1¢ § smiled. ‘m going to reform them, i e T 5

story here given, but the story as Jolly | Stoed! Tt is slow, [ admit. Tt is difli | o worns oy, Dexter leamed the
Roger knew it. Eleven boys of Dormi- | cul. But the process of reform goes on. | fop the fun of it! They'd been hunting
fory ¢ had climbed throngh the window | I will he increased, intensified. and ex- for him! Because of “himn they had fallen
aftee lights-out. Jolly Roger was going | tonded. The Tia e whole of the | iohit info the soup—and he was the good

to put a stop to that sort of thing!

Only theve was one brave boy who had
refused to go. Richard Dexter of Dormi-
tory C had not been led astray, He was
sleeping peacefully when his master
entered the room,

“7 am wlad You refrained from going
out last night,” said Jolly Roger to the

Transitus withov
be veformed!™

with scorn.

from him.
“You're really

mocked them.

abont!
night,
band on my

«ir,” said Dexter simply, be-
of course, at that time he didn't
know the veal facts about the other
fellows any more than Jolly Roger knew
ihe full truth,

And at that very mmoment Dicky Dex-
ter was covering his two bosom
The truth was still hidden

You ought to go to
id. sleep at nights, instead of wandering
Jolly Roger sanl to me last
*Dester,” he said
sulder, while
splashed down his fnrx
the one good boy in the Form.

exception—must | jifla poy who had really reformed !

The ]\M listened his brain reeled.
When it stopped he thought——
But that’s anot|
Only this expl

ns
of reform in the Transitus got mixed up,
and why Bill Strong felt that as a real

the progress

anghty  hoys!” he

“influence * he had never had a fair

chance !

and put his
the big tears
* Dexter, you're
If yon

(Yeat week's prand, complele story of
t. Katic's is entitled “ KILLING THE
P8I Acoid disappointment by

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

2/ ONLY. YOU
|

HAVE WATCH
WHILST PAYING FORIT.

| Gent's full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watch. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and
Dustproof cases, plain dial, rer!ectly balanced
superior Lever muvemenb splendid timekeeper.
Price 15/- each. Lumindus dial (see time in
l!neodark}, 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
or ¥
'W Il send either of these watches on receipt of P.O. for
2/-. After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and

promise to pay the remaining balance by weekly or monthly
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only. Five years'
warranty given with every wateh.

To avoid disappointment send 2/- and 8d. extra postage at once.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.

C. KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

HEIGHT INGREASED 5/ Gomplete
IN 30 IMI'S Course.

Al nces N o Dlatl The Melvin Stron -
B R TR BAris. an -“r's and Teatimoniala 16 '
stamp--Meivin ?tl’ﬂﬂl [ td. IDept g 24, Bouthwark 8t., 3. B.

» Boys, be Your Own Printers »

and make extra pocket-moneyby using
THE PETIT “PLEX"” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasin; numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLIGATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-
HAND, PROGRAMME>. NOTICES, ete., in
a variety of pretty colours. Serd for ome
TO-DAY. Priee 6/8 complete with al snp-
plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

R. PODMORE & Cu., Desk G.M, Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Line, I-onqys.lwAc. 2.

tapering

minimise vibra.
tion, e steel
flnsh joint frame

New Edition Jilustrated Art Catalogue and '* Book of the
Bieyele " post free from :

Rudge-Whitworth, Ltd. (Dept: 392),
COVENTRY,

London Depot: 230, Tuttenhum Cau:r Road
(Oxford Street end),

Rudge -Whitworth

Britain's Best Bicycle

o7
mouth organ into
176 each berter quality, 28, irom the raker.

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenwe. HUDDERSFIELD-
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TAKE CARE OF YOUR HAIR.

Adopt the Popular and Beneficial *“Harlene Hair-Drill.”

1,000,000 COMPLETE “HAIR-DRILL” Outfits FREE TO READERS.
I

[F you sare worried sbout thé eondmon of your hair, if i
fs weak, impoveri falli out, or ~affected
scurf, dryness, OT over- gmssmess,
;anulhcns of others (both men nnd
women) have done, and * Harlene
Hair-Drill,” the delightfal toilet
exerpise and unfailing remedy for
all hair defects.

A short course of Hair Drill will
quickly convines you of the wonderful
benefits to be derived from its daily
practice, and the opportunity is £mely
offered to you in the unique
Fold Gift Outfit deecribed below,

HERE IS. THE 4-FOLD GIFT.

1. A Boitle ot *‘Harlene,” the true
liquid ‘food and tonic !vr the hair,
which sﬂmulaus it to new growth.

2..A. Packet ol ** Cremex ** Sham-
f“ Powder, whlsh ytepares the head

r ** Hair-Dr

. 3. ABottle ol “ Uzon ** Bnluanune
which gives a fnal touch of beauly [
the hair.

4. A copy of the new eﬂitlon of the
¢ Hair-Drill ** Manual of instruction.

th

seurt,

! Write in the first place for one of the 1,000,000 “‘ Harlene
‘Hair-Drill ' Qutfits, and prove ita efficacy for yourself !.tee o[
pe expense.
MILLIONS PRACTISE * HAIR-DRILL.”
Millions of men and women now practise  Harlene Hair.

Drill *, daily, They have tested and proved that_ this unique
preparation, " Harlene,” and its sgroeable method of applica-

ltsﬂm on me eonﬂmnnol w:urlulr.n

dryne r-grea begins
baoomuhrime, thin and weak, it noeds the blnaﬂnl-! treat-
of Hariene Hair-Drii to give new healtha
lhelmponrl-l;adhnlrrnm amdfw

tion, “ Hair-Drill,” is the surest way to overcome all hair
defects, and that it §s also the easiest way to ensure the
perfect gmwt.h of long, cilky, beau
tiful hair in abundance, glossy and
bright.

“ HARLENE * FOR MEN ALSO.

Men, too, find that * Harlene™
prevents Sealp Irritation, Dryness,
and a tendency to Baldness, 1t is
no exaggeration to eay that millions
of men and women in all walks of
life practise the refreshing and
beneficial * Hair-Drill” daily, and
¢o preserve hair-health and beauty.

After o fres trial you can always
obtain further supplies of * Harlena”
at 1s. 1jd., 2s. 9d., and 4s. 8d. per
bottle ; *‘ Cremex ™ Slmmpoc Pow:
ders at le. 14d. per box of seven

poos (single packets 2d. each):
bt an At Bn]hmtma at 1s. 14d. and
2¢, 8d. per* bottle, from all Chemists
and Stores, or direct from Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24, and 26,

d strength to Lamh‘u ‘Conduit Street, W.C.L
llrun-lllnuthtla—m

W BN GIZE"-'-' COUFON,

Detach llli post mBDWA.BDE HALI-EHE l-bd W 22, 24, and 26, Lamb's || |
Conduit 8t., London, W. >

Dest. St Pirane .mu b e your Free * Barlens” Four-Fold Hair-G rowing |
OutAit as mmnnue@ 1 enclore 4d, in stawnps for postage and pac

address,
NoO TO READER.

Write vour jn"namnmd ‘address clearly on a plain plece of paper, pin {his
coupan to it, and post as divected sbove. (Wark anvelops * Sample Dept.

When It Is attacked by
to fall out and

m.n.

+ARE YOU SHORT ?

I so.lot the Qlevan Ssstem help you to inoreass

yuur h-ugm. 'B!‘I NWrLI An \ncr?ua of
e mches; Mr. Ratalifle 4

ot Mr. Lindon 3
Inchen: e x s Miss Leedell 4
inches. ‘This 3, Seqnires ooly ton minutes

renl.ly improves Lhe

morning and ﬂ!nmk n.nd
Ko anvlllltl‘&!

health,-physique, and carriage.

or drugss Send 3 jonny stamps for further par-

umlun und #100 ‘Guarantee 1o Enquiry Dept.,
» 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.

i i =y -
—EY~ DO9LS™
Overcoats, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, fard
Wlntel Gmlla Sllver&Guld Pocket and Wrlst Watches, Rings, Jew-
cllery, & sy terma, 30/ worth 6/- montlily ; 60/- worth 10.-
moulh]v A &c CATAIJOGUE FREE. Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Lid., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869.

Inelude €4, for postage on o)

KUTI.“F(; BUT THE BEST 15 GOOD L\ULB e WE!
CRICKET I P TuLs POPULAR SPOBT. . o o I ALITY eounnj APPRECIATED BY ALL & AT ANY TIME. BOXING
. 17 pe texture, thousands sold. B/6.,
BATS, I Dot [T DRILL 3§t SOt TR g ot
bing nOW bein s of /6. iy I 1 che * Professional's patten
uupm:uelti“imf:nfé Ioweep L i TAN CAP D::rllu,‘.,: ;:;shgr::snhe O plied a6 hit it
c r celi R Ti W floor, 151
STUMPS, Lt et In%i?]d:‘;:\hh e tg st 56 et cton awti || PUNCHBALLS Eoiarslr fordrs Hiktone 45 o
{ PRACTICAL | y . (Bert).
BALLS, Sonp, Yo Mateh, » and 1. Mo, 48 ad 20 ‘ t’;;&’n’f’#‘g \ TENNIS ket 128 58 2Bl

O
RUNNING, SWIMMING, AND ALL 'SPORTS GOODS IN STOCK. SEND FOR FULL LIST
_SPECIAL TERMS TO CLUB MEMB

TOM GAHPENJ'ER, RFCOG'NIS’I’B AUTHORITY ON SPORTS GGODS,

LL FITTING BOXING GLOVE 13

STATING REQUIREMENTS.

Money returned i not satisfied.

ERS.
MORECAMBE STIIEET, LONDON, S.E. 17,

69,

5/8,

1llusions, ete.—Parcels . 2/8, 1

MAGIC TRICKS, ,,:"s. Kample Trick,
T. W. HARRISOX, 239, Pentonville Road, London,

test draw back in | or woman. 1t

NERVOUSNESS fafiersseiiruitus! T

will-power, mind concentra ush, or feel hwkward in| n.n.pm-naur ofters,

end 3 penny stamps of 1 o8t

5 |mm Vies Admiral

to

X
ment, daed 1o tho N
‘s, and

Colﬂllnl to Private, D, 's, M.M.
BMITH, Ltd.. 527, ‘Tmoerial Bu!lll:ngl ‘Ludgate Oi

CUT THIS OUT

PEN COUPON Yalue 2d.

direct to the Fleet Pen Co.
nost_free) &
lue 10/ 11

“The Gem.”
Send thin conpon with P.0. for unu L7

ool DN
(Fm Batisfaction guaranieed

b postags
returned. Bnema Snlusy .loeﬂel. Jm‘- extras

ruld:rl.

15 DAYS FREE TRIAL

Packed FREE, Carriage PAID. Direct from Works.
| LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERM:
fimmediate delivery. Big Bargains in Shop Soiled und
Sceond-hand Cycles. Tyres an fes
flular Prices. Satisfaction gmu.nleed ol ‘\1om:y Rtiunde i
014 Cycles Exchanged. - Free
Bt and spbcial Ofer o Sample Bicycle
CYCL

MEA

EsCadrss Dept. B 607, RIRMINGHAM.
TOURLY RAIRI™ Roii i i B S

bair. 1/3, 2/6. (1id stami ns ac ‘eqli.}—B UMMERS (Dept. 4. PJ), 8.

UPPER EUSSELL STREET. BEIGHTO!

INGREASE YOUR K IIEIGI'IT

SEVERAL INCHES WITHO

i ROSS SYSTEM !EYIII rAII.S " -me
Price 7/6 complete. Parth f
P. ROSS, 16, Langdale xoaﬂ. BGABBO OUGH.



