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Grand New. Feature!

A Postal

A First-Rate Letter.

“Dear Editor,—This is the first time I
have written to yau, although 1 have
been reading your books for years. I
don’t think that any other stories beat
ﬁ&m and I don’t suppose 1 ever will.

ey seem to have a more natural
flavour about them than others, and I
hope you will understand meo. In your
Readers’ Notices for Correspondence, I
wr%a girl a long while ago, and we
are. chummy now. Every moming
when I wake up I think—now, what am
I going to read this morning? Of course,
1 haven't much else to do, for, you see,
1, bave been jll, and am m all the
mormning up till about three o’clock, and,
naturally, I look forward to the books.
I always wish I had more pages to
yead.--Miss Emily Shrives, 205,-Warham
Street, Kennington, S.E. 5.

Stamp Enthusiast.

“JI am writing sbout the Companion
Papers. I don't know which of them
is t. 1 wonder if you could help my
¢hum and I to start a Stamp Club? We
have settled all the details, including the
name e club, It is to be called
the British and Foreign and Colonial
St "Club._ Would you be so kind as
to help'us? By the w.
write to you and say
Companion Papers are no readers at
all. The weeklies are simply splendid:
Some féllows say they do not like this
character or the next, but then, every-
cne has his own tuat’g.rD. L'N,!;chnlmn, ),

+ Terrace,
) aA al Reader.
“1 want to tell you about my chum
who came to see me the other day. If

it was not for wasting your time, T. would
give you a full account of our rocklike
frigndship, which was formed syetra 2

and has never been broken. She and I
were chums at school, and have been
chums ever since. It is sad to think
that & distance of over sixty miles
separates us, when, only a few years
sinee, we ‘stood side by side in the same
school - and  passed ~such hap:}?‘:__ days
together, F well remember rushing off
home to-get my mother to come and
have tea with us, but, talk about more
haste, my poor chum was in such & hurry
that afternoon that she fell into a puddle,
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and you should have seen the state she
was in when I pulled her out!—Miss
Jess\ie Shroll, 94, Grafton Road, N.W. 5.

A Cgnadian Supporter.

“§ have been a reader of the Gex for
five or six years. The first story I read
was about Gussy in Jove. I can’t believe
that the ‘ Magnet’ has a bigger circula-
tion than the GEM, Every ?eilow ée&s
the GEM every week. I think the GEM
is Chmﬂ at its price—38d. here. About
a month ago I went in my newsdealer’s
to huy the Ges, and I saw a bill on the
counter mentioniug the Imperial News
as your agents, and so I went down next
day to get the * Holiday Annual,’ and it
was fine—G. Dalrymple, 581, Colonial
Avenue, Montreal, Province  Quebec,
Canada.” :

New Readers.

“1 know scores of fellows who_ buy
back numbers galore from hobby-shops,
which means they are new readers, try-
ing to catch up stories lhe{lhava missed.
I have had to part with all my old

umbers to friends. I can't i i

ussy leaving St. Jim’'s.
any of the others, they would have to
be laced. 1. bought the ° Holiday
Apnual’ at . Christmas-time, and have
yead the ripping stories two or three
times, Now I am passing my copy on
to someone in England who was unlucky
enough not to be able to procure ocne.
Can you send me_a photo of yourself,
and is there anything I can do for you?
1 will do it if T can, with the greatest
of pleasure.—Teonard R. Taylor, 483,
Warsaw Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba,
Canada.”

The Disappearing Fourth.
“Dear Editor,—I like reading about

like to know whether you lq;mblisil big
books of Tom Merry with his exciting
adventures in, 1 have just been reading
“The Disappearing Fourth,” when they
were on strike.—G. Johns, 4, Bordesley,

Bristol Street, Glenelg, South
Australia.” 2 .
“The OIld Btories.
“Dear Mr. Editor,—You know the

huge demand for very old * Magnets’
and-Gems. Don't you think it would be

ﬂﬂhrﬂiﬂdﬁﬂs_nﬂudﬂwynﬂﬂ:ﬂ'ﬂﬂiﬁnﬁi’pﬁ.

Tom Merry & Co. so much that I would,

® 0 o

a good idea to reprint some of the stories
in the  Holiday Annual '? The possessors
of those yarns must be very few, and to
others 1t would he a great treat, 1o Say
nothing of the trouble saved in ceasing
to advertise these tales in the Com-
Enion Papers. Besides, even those whe

d read them before would be glad of
lhe_ehnn“c: ‘tg reu.dl the old mri‘mz
again. nnual * was very i
Ig:lish there had been m stories of-
Herlock Sholmes.—Henry H. Thomson, '
lf(;':l::aig,iclea, Ayr Road, Prestwick, Ayr-
shire,”

A Qood Notion. :

“To improve the health of the child
who attend s ls, & system could be
used by which a small quantity of ozone
could be passed into the different class-
TOOMS. ozone, would at once attack
the carbon dioxide which the pupils
breathe out, and destroy it. I think
there is a machine on the market to-day
which, when connected with electric
batteries, will liberate ozonc.—A. Salt-
house, 226, Burnley Road, Accrington.”

Stampe.

“(lould you possibly bave a column on
stamp collecting?” writes A. P. Collins,
of Wellington, %_\‘ew Zealand. ““Tt should
bo for beginners, starting at buying the
stamp album. have been a_collector
for three years, and the paper I used to
buy for its stamp articles has stop d
girculating in_ this_country.—A. P. Col-
lins, ;?:5, arade, Island Bay, Wellington,
N.Z.

Genial Comment.

D. 8, Manson, of Adelaide, sends in a
capital letter of general criticism.
«Those caravanning yarns hrought us
back to the good old style.”” This wide- -
awake reader says be knows the
difference between an orange and a cart-
wheel, so he would be sound enough at
the Saturday night shopping. The Chat
Page ssems to please him--rather like
Cardew's style—but why are

there two
office cats? If he knew anything about
offices he would understand. There is

always a long waitinglist of felines
anxious for an appointment on ihe staff.
They regard the staircaso as the milky
way.—D. 8. nson, Halifax Street,
Hiiton, South Australia.

nmaa%m%%ws@w%%m%mmw

Contributions are invited from readers of the “GEM " for publication on this
do, so long as it is interesting, short, and concise—a good joke,
popularity of the.* Gem,” a good a
bhundred words long—the shorter the better,
contributions to The Editor, the “ Gem " Library,

. and mark them “Readers’
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for increasing the

ote.
They can

a description of &
“ Pars " should not be more
be sent in on a postcard.
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
Own Corner.”

ge. Anything will
t-nlidny, a brightidea
than three
Address all
London, E.C.4,




19, of the New
House at §t. Jim's, gaye vent
- # an.exclamation of dismay.
- He was standing in. Study No. 9 m
the Fourth Form palsage. It was Car-
dew's study, and in the glwul House, so
‘that “Figgins, as a_ New House boy,
Yiad no right to be there at all.
"~ That is why Figgins was dismayed, for
-, goroeone was coming down the passage
-"and might look into Study No, 9 at any
- - “maoment. d George Figgins had a
rticular refison for not wanting anyone
look into Study No. 9 just them. .
The piciures had beén turned upside-
down, and the table was resting on the
ground with its four legs in the air, look-
ng more like an overturned beetle than
. study table. Nothing had been left in
“its normal state. -. The large pier-glass
+ which hung over the mantelfhelf bore an
insgription more notable for its candour
than for its politeness. It ran:

33

“Rats! School House Rotters Can
. (0 AND.EBAT COKE!

“+  Which is the Cock-House?

. NEW HOUBE!"

. ‘And.Figgins had very grave doubts as
to how Study No. § would take this in-
soription. . Fellows were inclined to
‘hasty at times, and Figgins, looking fromy
-the inscription to the door, deemed dis-
cretion the better part of valour. = With
someone in the passage it was impossible
to escape, so he dived behind an over-
turned armchajr.

The armchair had been a present from
a doting uncle of Cardew’s, and formed
ample cover for the lanky form of George
Figgins by reason of its high back.

As he crouched there the foolsteps
came nearer, and Figgins’ heart beat
faster as ﬁleg'olwpped outside the deor.

“Hallo! Bomeone's been here. I dis.
tinctly remember shuiting the door.™ *

It was Clive'a voice, pnd as ‘he heard

took a step inside, then staggered back

with cries of amazement.

“ What the dickens—

“Who on earth—""

. “My hat?” - y
«Lo0k at the chairs!” spluttered Clive.
“And the glass! Look! New House

rotters!” shouted Levison, “It's that

rotter Figgins1” .
Cardew gave a whistle of surprise.
“Well, I'm dashed!” he murmured.

“Why, the bounder can’t have been gone

long; the paint’s still wet.”

He strode over to the glass, and rubbed
his finger -across the imseription. - i
fingors-came away wet and red. -

“The bounder I said Clive. * We must
have passed him in the passage. It was
Figgins right enough!” .

Figgins, behind the armchair, quaked.

At any moment one of the three might
move the armchair, and then the game
would be up. Figgins knew only too well
what avas the punishment awarded to
New. House raiders found in enemy
quarters. - .

“He's left the paint
Cardew. “Looks Li

here, too,” said
W e some of old
Taggles’.”

“No good erying over spilt milk,” said
Clive philosophically. ¥ Anyway, we can't
clear up until to-morrow. And we can
safely leave Figgins until the morning.
He'll be off his guard then. What about
that hl'B'Et“ from your Uncle George,

ph? .

Cardew took a letter from his pocket,
and opened it carefully.

Uncle George was a wealthy uncle of

Cardew’s, - Most of Cardew’s relations
were wealthy, but this particular uncle
was more generous than the others, pro-
bably, as Cardew said, because he was
abroad, and absence made the heart grow
fonder, He had not seen his nephew for
many years, which had a great deal
to do with his generosity.
- Btudy No. 9, of course, were always
pleased to see Uncle George’s hand-
writing on any letter addressed to Car-
dew, for money was common property

Btu No. 8 L
W‘?th tho! qlztfiil’!’mwn Cardew read

" gccupants of the study, enteted, They

it George Figgins gavea groan of dismay. a 0,
The study door was Bung wide open, | the 1 . - Evidently its- contents were
and. Cardew, Clive,. and wvison, thela i

Figging, behind the armchisfr, had no

2 - Copyrighit in the Unlted States of America,

EXPENSE !

Martin Clifford.

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story
*_dealing with the Adventures of Tom '
i Merry und Co. at St. Jim's' -~
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wish to hear another fellow’s letter, but |
it was a questioh of that or self-sacrifice.
door was shut, or he would have

made a bolt for it. As it was, Figgins
decided to remain jn the safety of his
present quarters rather than face "the
owners of the study. . )

Al unconscious‘of the enemy.in their
midst, the three chumz of Study No. 9
gave their whole attention to the-letter.

“What does he say?” asked -Clive.
% Anything much?”

Cardew whistled.

“#Yes,” he said. ‘“As a maiter of fact,

His } there's some news: Uncle.has forgotien

to send something, but we'll excuse him
ihis time, as he was probably so_excited
altl tt]m prospect of comin’ to England
that——" E i
“To Englant?” asked Clive, in “sur-
prise. _ ; e Ly
" ®Yaas, deah boy! And, moreover,
he's comin’ to the school to-morrow by
the three-thirty from Wayland.” -
“(ood heavens!” gasped Clive. “We
shall !J’uve to clear up_the siudy. before

~ % And we'd better get i some grub,
to0o,” said Levison thoughtfully.

“What's nunky like?” asked Clive.

Cardew- shook his head. 2 .

“Really I can't say,” he said thought-
fully. *He has probably altered since I
last saw him; that was about nine years
ago, when 1 was quite-a kid. At that
time he was a nice bald-headed, white-
whiskered old chap with a “huhhuh 1”
that he used to work off at-half-second
intervals, Quite & nice old chappie, an’
awf'ly generous with cash."”

“ Hear, hear ! chuckled Levison.

“Funny old chap, rather!" mused Car-
dow. “Always used to punctuate other
people’s ks with ¢ ex dinary !'
Just.a sep, 1 believe I've got a photo
of him in my desk.”

He went to the overturned Jesx, and,
after rummaging. within it for a few
minutes, brought to-li
whi handed to Clive.

“There you are; that's nunky I”

Levison and Clive looked .with some
interest ~at . the photograph Cardew
handed them. It had been taken in pro-
file, and depicted an old gentleman with

2 bald head and side-whiskers. He wore

& photograph,




’ tﬁble came first, then they wb:?nmdu

-Braph

and waved the bm h

4

a Byionic collar and a stock. In his
buitonhole was an orchid, and a monocle
hung from his nec|

“Rather a knut. 1 said Clwe. !umﬂmg
the photq back to his chum

Cardew nodded, and placed the pbom—
onthe mantelshelf.

#*Well, if nunky’s coming to-morrow
we'd better clear up the study a bit,”
said Levizon. * Figgins will bavé to. wait
until to-morraw; or,- r-.tl;or, until your
uncle’s gone, Ralph. - We don’t want
any black eyes knocking about. I don’t
suppose nunky is ab all keen on black
eyes.”

So the three chums commenced setting
the study in order. -It was no easy task,
as they very quickly discovered, The
-puzzle was to know w to

¢ armchair, uthenaxthmestpmoo
‘of furniture,

Clive and Levison gave the amchmx a
mighty heave that sent it careerin, %‘ 088
‘the study. Then they jumped bac! wn‘,h
an e tion of surprise.

“G-g- good heavens

OTZe lgglna

“Yes, it's me.

“0f all
“ Fancy you bemg here all
You bounder !

Figgins rose to'his feet.

It was nack or nothing. A bold stroke
or sudden rush might see him clear yet.
He fook a glance at the door, which was
half-apen, and, snddenly making up his
niind, made a dart for it.

ive and Levison went down like nine-
pins, but Cardew was on the alert, and
nm‘klad him low in, the approved Rugger
style.

Figgins landed on the stu

that |

'f‘h ve & su.‘kly g;.m.

e game's up I

the cheek!” guped Clive.
the time!

carpet with

sittmg on
R.J beuuhful shady -wrecker 1"
iving George
ins a p}n.yi’ul tap r.vn e nose.
ive and Levison rose painfully to
their feet.
Levison picked up the can of red paint,
about in a work-
manlike manner.

i‘:‘an,” he a.nlmd “ where do you want
it

Figgins ayed him warily.

“Don’t you' dare bring that near mel"
he hooted, as Levison made & phyful
paas in the air.

Levison laughed.
iggy?”’
i "No 'thwleg F:gg%m desperately.
-"We &nu jolly well will be soon!”
aw. “Very reddy!”

"Ha a,
“You ‘ho\znder Levuml Don’t you
dara!®
ickly tearin s’ tie from his
collar, Cardew the nnfortunate

New House jumior's hands together.
Clive attended 1o his feet.

Trussed up and helpless, F)ggms could
only lie and glare.

Levison, paintpot in hand, advanced
tnglﬁi’s the unfortunate j junior.

gins gave a gasp as the wet int. |
l)ruiﬁ d&bbid his cgﬂ o

to
*Now, don’t i,nIk," advised [.evuun,

“you'll only get it in your mouth
“You rotter, wait— Yar.
Figgins spluttered as some of the red
paint entered the corner of his' mouth,
and ve Levison a fiendish glare.
re you are! What did T tell you?”
said Levison. Now, shut up, unless you
want some more !

h 1"

. Figgins lay and glared.  Th not
TRE Gmimnjgrn—ﬂ merev{u

much else for him to do, but he took
great care to close his mouth tly.
Levison daubed tim New House lel.der s
cheeks until they became a deep crimson
hue. Indeed, ni{oyai ian could
not have taken more care in'the execa-

tion of a masterpiece.

“Think a little dab_ there would im-
prove it?” he asked, leanm; If and
squinting at Figging’ face. Bui this :mly
seemed to annoy Fsgitm all the mare.

“Put a_bit over his Jeft rve--not in
it. Ivl xne a supercilious air.

“How’d he lock with red hair?” asked
Cardew thoughtfully. " *I've often won-
dered what Figgy would lmk like with

red hair, Try it, Levison.”
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“ ALWAYS READY—
SOMETIMES nmnﬂ

- FIGGINS, WHO SAT FOR = °\
THE FAMOUS PAINTERS O
STUDY ‘No. 9!

no’w THE, NEW HOUSE TAKE
THINGS—

SITFING DOWN "

“Not bad!” chuckled Clive.
on him "
“ Yaroogh!” came a muffled yell from

“Pin it

“¥You dare!” howled Figgins, throwing | behind the

care to the wmd!‘

“If you bring that
brush near my hair, Levison, Bl—al1l
smash you 1"

Leyison made a pass with the bru!ﬁ,
and F’ggma mouth snapped shut like a.

“Don’t t.hmk it'd look well, somehow,”
said Levison. *“A few rings round his
e:ﬂe]-, d;nd a large one round his mouth

With painstaking care he put his plans

into opshtlon and when at length he
declared f finished George Fi; mna
gave a sigh of relief. But Stud,
were nnf. %-uhed yet. In fact, nd
begun, and were warmmg ;i

thmr'wurk

“Now, kow sbout sending him back?"”
asked C]we. “What about labelling hl

m,
and sending him through the i
heard only the other day of a chap i:emg
lent Gh ugh the
ce ;oﬁ:::anes mlghtn t like 1tr ”
gnnnad Cardew. * Besides, think of th
poor letters huvmg to spend a night w:l.h

a face like
“H'm! Wnuld bo rather rough!”
“It would!” :Bﬁd Levison.
go]ly xough! No I've got a much better
Her. Tie him

to a chair, and

rd.”
" Tlmt’ od 1 ed.Clive, “The
very den!B“But w%t use_one ‘of our

bf—
_“‘Bhouldn’t get it back,” broke in Car-
w. “But can borrow one from
Trimble’s study.”

“What'll Tp’:nble say, thot .h?"

“Blow Trimble!” grunted Levison.
“If he can’t ﬁau- for the good
of the House ought to be shot!

Tun and get it!"”
a few minutes he returned with. a

“Whu.t on earth's that?"” nnked Ghve

wn.h a gnn. “Not a_chair, sur
“It is1” ch Levison. "It’n only

ot three legs. -I gave Trimble a tanner
?ox’ it, and he seemed mighty pleased.”

“Probably because

Mellish,”

It was not much of a chair, nhnever
it belonged to, and it had evident!:
its best days many years ago.
mmus one eg, and the back was

y it~ belongs to

Wal

“Too |

“What onpg'lrﬂr—" said Cardew, in

amazement,

“Ass! 1 said* M)& on him, not in
him |*

A.DM., ) H

The second -R«npt Was 1Oore. success.
ful, and the placard, a trifle smudgy,
made clear’ the identit
face]t;l! occupant of the

reldéjul last )™

The three pushed the gagged
Figgins towards the door. Figginé had
no great desire to shout; the fewer the
fellows who saw him the better he would
gave liked it. But this was his unlucky

Au the door was opmed and he was
pushed out Four®cheerful Bchool  Ho ousp
juniors were coming down the passage.

At the sight of him they anped ‘#nd -

stared.

‘W

of g

£ .
CHAPTER Z.
Reddy, ay, Reddy !
HAT the merry dackena 1”
* Bai Jove I .
Andcho!'go Herries, beluit
d whistled,

Iln, l?:ggyl Taking thmgs easy?”
- nm-mn.m 1ok
nnkol" chuck

“Yass, wathah! t evah has Iup-

A:e&urlg.ﬂ:gmtu- D’Arcy scrowed Inu i

celebtated monocle into his eye qhd
stared with undisguised amazement al
1t | George Figgins.

Figgins returned the stare with such
xeds intensity that Arthar Augustus
wughsd in confusion,. md hm monocle

to end of its cos
hat’s the wheeze?™ auked Bla{sa,
turmng to Clive.

“1 twust that you have not baen
guiltay of the bad taste of maltweating a
visitah?” said Arthir 'Augushu with
mt severity,

ot uxmlly," said Cardew sarcastic-
ally. “Figgy thought that, being spru:g,
he ought to deccrabe onr don. -nd

rl
3 n Co of Study No. 9 gloated over
it enthusiastically; iut somehow Figgins
did' not seem the least bit enthusiastic,
and he struggled frantically, although to
noA“.l:ln.t ting and Ay

t panting a: aspmg, he was
tied in the-chair. A gnggw:g’ﬁxed firmly
round his mouth so that he was unable
speak, and his hands were tied to his
leet, which were, in turn, tied each to a
leg of the chair.

“Now for the placard*" grinned
Cardew.

He picked u intbrush and a
sheet of Bristo bou on which Clive

had infended to nl:eech, and, with a
worried, thoughtful frown, set to mk

h-_ung

on } tha letteun

“How's thntt" he asked, Axlu
the placard when he had finished,

return the

.of - the lobster-
e

Well, tb&tla 3 funny sort of row to o

“Bai Jove IadAnd does F:ggly want to i

be ‘wedecowa|
“ Ahem! Not e\xnuly"’

The swell of St. Jim's frowned with
great disapproval. Then his eye canght
sight of the placa;
b "Ba: Jove!

e 8a.

i Ye- not at all bad 1" chuckled Blake.

Gocd armngh !or the-rést of '.ha Fourth

to see, anyway.'
r "E!ul!;’ hooted ' Herrfea. ™ Rescue,

Herrias” voice ‘was not a particularly
musical one, but when he chose'to shout
heounklbebea rd thiooghout the schiool.

all along the

rd.
That’s wathah funnay!™”’

2 passage,
e&umora uama tumbling out; some

with pokers, somie with mcket-
stumps, but all with a ‘weapon of" ‘some




B Figgine orouched down behind the ‘armchair .
m‘.ﬂd. A yell of amazement '.‘:I tkl'n::r
iCl

lips as they-gazed upon
# (See Chapter 1‘3“

The study door was ﬂung.wldo open, and Cardew & Co. |
tl

wrecked study. ‘ What the

kind, in the hope that they would have
a chance to swipe ‘the invader. At the
sight of Figgins, however, they dropped
their weapons and roared. o .

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Faith, an’ it's a funny-looking gossoon
ye are, Figgy darlint " chuckled Reilly.
*“Ye caught the sun, by the look o’ ye!"”

igging turned redder, if that were

possible, and made a feeble attempt to
run, The chair proved a great hindrance;
but Kelping hands—and feet—were near,
and hg was helped on his journey.

Buwp [ i
* He landed on his knees in the passage,

. and tried to crawl away.

But. as his hands and feet _were
securely tied, it was not a very great
success. Once again School House feet
were put into operation, and he went on
his journey until, by:the dint of careful
and generous aid, he found his way. to
the Sechool House doorway.

“Better not let a master see him,”
chuckled Blake. “Gather round.”:

The chuckling crowd gathered round
fhe unfortunate Figgins, while Cardew
and Clive linked hands under the chair
and carted him across to the New House
amid cheers. .~

Pratt and French, who were standin,
in the New House doorway,; wal

them coming with looks of guriosity and
surprise. R _ i :
‘“What the thunder!"” gasped Pratt

as Cardew and Clive deposited their
burden at his feet. French -stood and

gaped, too astounded to reason out the
whys and..wherefores.
Clive and Cardgw, feeling that no ex-

planations were required of them, made’

their escape before an alarm could
raised. P

“ Who—what is it ?” stuttered French,

“ Looks like Figgy.”

George Figgins waggled his head to
and fro in an alarming manner until
French, struck by a brilliant inspiration,
undid his leader’s gag.

- Figging, free now to talk, explained at
great length what he thought of French
and Pratt.

“You—— Couldn’t you see it's me?
Couldn’t you let me free, you mug-
wumps? You—— Oh, get away!”

But the sight of Figgins' .red face was
too much for Prait and French. They
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

' Figgins, half-standing, limped past
them, the leg of the chair cracking

French's shin as he L

French gave a fiendish - yell,
hopped round on one leg.

“05&!(} w, ow, ow, ow!” i

An eorge Figgins, somewhat re-
lieved in mind, hur'r’ia:i on as best he
could into the New House, €' s

In Study No. 4 all was peaceful and
calm. = Kerr, the red-haired Scot, was
studying Xenophon; Fatty Wynn, with
a beatific smile on his fat, cheery face,

and

was eating one of Dame Taggles’ cele-

brated steak-and-kidney pies.

! ‘Into this haven of peace George
i Flgglus burst like a ugl:lonc.

1 t* the sight of their leader's face
Kerr and Wynn jumped to their feet in
dimﬁ{f 3 B o i
“What's up, Figgy?

“Up!” hgotedg %ig;ius “ Every-
thing! The hounders caught me. And
this is what they've done!” he choked.
“Look !I"

Kerr and Wynn' looked, and with diffi-
culty kept straight faces. - '

“What rough luck !” said Kerr, with a
whistle. “I quite thought the bounders
had gone -out for the evening. Clive
said they'd be out till nine."”

“Woll, they jolly well weren’t!”
snapped Figgins irritably. * And, what’s
more, they didn'é give me a chance to
escape. Tied me to a chair, and painted
some fool placard. What are you grin-
. ning at, Fatty 7™ .

«“ Ahem ! as 17"

“Yes, yon were! Nice pally way to
treat a chum,  There’s hulhing funny in
bafinﬁ painted red, I suppose?”

“Ha. ha—I mean, nothing !

“YWell, then, for goodness’ sake shut
up! Kerr, you're a%nut the only sen-
sible fellow I've met. Come and help
me get some of. this stuff off I

Kerr, with a wink at Fatty Wynn,
followed his leader from the study.

And for the next quarter ef an Hour
 nothing: could be beaxd in the bath-room
but -the sgund_of“fudustrious scrubbing
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and running water. Bub that red paint
stuck ; indeed, it seemed to have quite an
affection for Figging face. But Kerr,
nothing dgunted, scrubbed till Figgins
called a halt. L

. Then enetgetic application of a rough
towel worked wonders. And Figgins,
slightly redder in the face than hitherto,

returned to the peacefulness of Study
e off ¥’ ked Fatty W

o it off 7 asked Fatty Wynn sym-
pathetically. -

“No 1" R

“Ro luck ! Have some pie?”

“Blow the rotten pie !’
“'Fain't a rotten pie!” said Fatty

Wynn ty. “It's a jolly
pie!” A s Tace lit up with eﬁ%
enjoyment. * Come on, have .some!
1t'll cheer you up! It does mel”
“Blow the pie! Hang -the pie!”
howled  the e: d gins, ** All

xasperate
you can think of is grab!” _
“Well, I like ‘that!” said Fatty, in
“Didn’t T plan this raid ?”
jolly well did! And see
10 :

That wasn’t my fanlt. You
see—
“T ses a fat idiot! If you can't think

. of a way of diddling those School House

bounders, shut up !’

Pty Wynn Japsed into indignant |/
eilanm? whi:tmhil two chums thought
furiously.

“How -did it happen, Figgy " asked
Kerr. :

“Why, T'd just finished ‘painting on
the glass when I heard inntstc‘g:ein the
passage,-so L slipped behind arm-
chair—" &

el 27

“ And they came jn. Cardew read .out
coming to see himz Hadn’t seen him for
a year or something.  ~And then they
ntnbe{.l ggutting the study in order.” **

“Qh 1

“0Of course, they had to start with the
armehair ; and—well, you can guess the
rest.”

Kerr nodded thoughtfully. Then he
looked up. . .

“What was that you said about an

_ uncle?” he asked.

“Oh, Cardéw’s Uncle George is com-
ing! Bui you're not going to suggest
disguising as his uncle, are you? That'’s
too old ! .

Kerr shook his head.

“No; I've got the prince of a stunt.
Lend me your ears, and I will the tale
unfold.” -

. Figging leaned forward eagerly, and
Fatty Wynn stopped with a piece of
kidney half-way to his mouth;

And in o low whisper, lest the walls
had ears, Kerr unfolded the deep, dark
plot. And from the chuckles of the
ihree it seeined to meet with much ap-
proval and satisfaction,

A few minutes later George Kerr could
have been seen riding down to the
Rylcombe post-office on his bicycle.

vidently there was trouble in store
for Cardew & Co.

CHAPTER 3.
Removals.

Clive, looking despondently

round the dismantled study.

g “Where on earth shall we
make a start?”’

“Doein’t look particularly festive for

dear Uncle Geoqe," drawled ew.

* Bui where there’s a will there’s a w‘ﬁ'

“L QOKS pretty hopeless!” grunted

F'se always been told that I have a will,

and you chappies can find a way easily
enough. DIl superintend.”
“Yowll jolly well aé:mom and

- Tax Ges Lrspany.~No.

swoep '.F:?’ floor 1 grunted Clive. “No
1

alacking

':hnd ph Reclmess Cardew gave a
sigh and went in search of a broom.
.. I that ass is going to handle a broom
it would he a deal safer-to put that
beastly paintpot on the table. We don’t
want any accidents!” grunted Levison.

With great care Clive lifted the- paint
on to the table. Levison set to work to
right the pictures.

Cardew returned with the broom, and
" lost no time in getting to work. 3

In Jess than-a few. seconds he had
raised a_cloud of dust so thick that the
three chums could scarcely see one
ancther. .

** Atishoo !

Levison and Clive sneezed frantically,
but that only served to. spur”
energetic Cardew on to sterner effort.

“ Chuck it, fathead!” hooted Clive,

€ardew sighed, and' leaned on hi

broom. .

“Tt's a weary world!” he sighed.
“First you tell a chappie to get a broom
and sweep the floor, then you tell him

asn’t I doin’ it well? Look at
the dust—"

“Yes, fathead, look at it!”

Cardew released the broom -suddenly,
and Levison gave a howl as the e
landed on his toe. S

“Ow, fathead I :

Cardew stooped, and, regaining the
broom, recommenced work.

“Btop it!” shricked Clive. *You—
atishoo —chump!”

He made a grab at the broom, clutch-
inE the bristly end.

Cardew gave it a playful
Clive received the bristles in
He went ai.;egsering

push, and
his face.

* a letter he'd had from an uncle—uncle into_the table,

“Look out!” = 5
- Levison Eﬂ;a & -warning shout, but it
was-too- Jate. ‘Chve’s arms, waving’
wildly for some m&port to cluich, be-
came ontangled with the can of paint.
In a second he was drenched from
‘to foot in paint, and the wall and carpet
were d.isﬁgured by large réd blotches.

“Greol”

with _red

Clive scrambled to his feet,
gaint oozing from his hair, It trickled
own his neck, and made him give little

“You—you—groo!” spluttered Clive,
waving & red hand in the air.

He made a frantic rush at Cardew.
But the noble. scion of the house Reck-
ness- was ‘“not having any.” )
dodged, and ej’ad Clive warily from
behind the armchair. =

“Vou wait!” said Clive thickly,
through the paint. *Just you wait!”

Ang he sped away to wash off the
nt.

pm].aa\risun looked at Cardew, and Cardew

g]ﬂmbed Levison.
at the study. hat about your uncle?”
Cardew whistled blankly.
“1'd forgotten that.
“Well, what’s to be done?’
For & moment Ralph Reckness looked
about bim with a puzzled frown,.then,
strnck by & bright notion, he burst into
a chuckle.
% Tf?z‘i,v.’n easy. ‘We'll borrow Study

0. 6.

“We'll what?” s

“#Borrow Study No. 6. Gussy is bound
to nblige. and, after all, it'll only be for

. o,

l. ﬂg&t__ﬂ .

in
his | raini”

back, and crashed a

shivers ::;ﬁ discomfort.  Red paint | boy
stréamed down his trousers and formed
emall ro]s on the carpet.

Cardew and Clive burst into a fit of
“uncontrollable laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

looked at Levison.
“I'm waitin’,” said Cardew, with a
slight grin. .
“Fathead!” “ Look:|

“No * buts,” Come along!” -

Cardew led way out of'th‘m
and 8s one in a Levison'

Cardew tapped gently on the deor of
Study. No.. 6. From inside tho stady
came sounds of a terrific argument.

d again, this time more

“Cl{n:rw in, fathead!” :

“That’s you, Levison,” said Cardew.
“Wonder how they knew it was you?”

“Oh, get in, chump!” ‘

Cardew p open the door and
entered.

“Hallo!” said Blake. “What do you -
want?”’ :

“ ghem! Nice day—what?”

«Eh?” :

* Nice day " . ’

“Have you come here just to tell us

™. dJemanded Blake

that it's a fine day?™:
theasured terips.  ‘“Can’t you hear the

“Ahem! No.
Uncle George is coming to-morrow.”
“Well?” g,
“As our study is in such a mess, I

thought perhaps you'd like to lend us

Cardew repeated his surmise.
_“Waell, of all the cheek!”
“Of all the nerve!™ . ks

“Yaas, wathah!"™* . 2

ﬁ"d George Herries Teached for ihe
poker. o

“Now, don’t be rash, dear 1
Really, our study is nw!nl—ea-bm‘t
possibly take uncle in it, you know. And
I coul ally

gl?x‘:knmmmmbepuho,ﬂ

s0 easily.
'hm§

h ige, A
“Think! He's a relation of yours, you .
d | know. - A noble—a gentleman. Gussy,

you—— 5
“Weally, Cardew! Of course, if we

can have the si!‘,:day back the day aftah

- 0Of course,” said
“Y.ewy well, then.
!

"Wol?. r:l-ny 1].‘[:2 !'_'ngq?ad Bh'\'ke.,
“Whose study is this, Gu »
dui boy. . I hs:ga considered

“Qurs,
lecided to let Car-

Y. .
the mattah, and have
dew use the studay.”

Blake looked at him speechlessly.
Then he turned to Herries and Digby
with a chuckle. .

“Let him -rip!” he eaid, with an
eni| tic wink.

ighy and Herries stared at their
leader

They trusted Blake, and. if

did not_ end mtiaiactorils-, they ocould

blame him.
“Thanks!” drawled
in. Ah

in a few of our things, and I
youw'll want some of yours?”
“Exactly!” grinned Blake. “We'll
clear out before you start moving. Comse
on, you chapal!” ' -
Biake rose from his comfortable seat
in the armchair, and made his way to a

Heaip of  hathoxes.
Herrids wad Digby followed him.

Herries took a firm grip on a large box
ofa neckties, and pil:i them out on the

r.

“You wottah, Hewwies! Don't. you
dare touch those ties!. Blake, m: hats?
Digby, you boundah, don't toncg those
walstcoats !

Blake gathered three hatboxes in his'

arms, and dumped them in the passage.
. “Refuse!” he sid briefly. o 3

The fact is that my

Cardew, - .
Cawwy on, deah

mute surprise, but gave.wa;
5 B E!'.




’

E ‘ ‘i'hree-halfpence. :

' Arttmr Augustus stood in th
I ® was monarch of all hI.

passage surrounded by hats and ties and wal ts of all desor
surveyed. °f Any mors rubbish?’ asked Bilake. {Bee Chapter 3.)

% Blake, bwing. them back! Hewwies,
d those tie: 2;

i
-t ?:rries obligingly dropped them, and
many ties festooned the floor. -

oiy Tmp

D’Arcy made a_frantic grab for his|

, and Herties did the same.
% Digby had dumped the
_Jvaistcoats in the passage.

“Can I help!” grinned Cardew.,
“Yes, rather!” chuckled Blake,
in. All this rubbish can be thrown
away! There are too many toppers, ties,

5 ties,
while,

# Join

and gaudy waistooats in the study.
This is the new dress reform,”
Nothing loth, Cardew and Levison

helped in the moving.
Arthur Augustus stood in the ‘middle
of the study and literally tore his hair.

“Blake, you wottah, put those hats
down! - Cardew—Cardew!”  Arthur
Augustus’ voice rose to a shriek as

Cardew, having dropped a hathox, fell

clumsily on the highly-polished topper
that mlled‘ out. RE

ueleh

“That's torn it I gasped Cardew.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy surveyed the
i_ilﬁed hat forlornly. But he dropped

it rushed to the rescue of his ?;ncy
. waistooats. 3
. “What the dickens "

Clive stood in the of Study
No. 6 and surveyed the wi ge. B
this time quite a small crowd ha
gathered. Tom Merry &. Co. had come

down from the Shell passage, and were
enjoying the scene. - )

4 \What, moving, Gussy?” asked Low-
ther.
“Yaas, but—Hewwies, if you touch
that hatbox—"

“Can’t pay your rent!” asked Low-

ther sympathetically. G
“Ha a 17

, ha,

Study No. 6, minus chairs and hat-
boxes, looked rather™ bare. But it
assumed a more cheerful hue as Cardew
wheeled in the big armchair.

Arthur Augustus stood in the passage
surrounded by hats, and ties, and waist-
coats of all colours and descriptions. He
was monarch of all he surveyed, and
apparently none seemed to want to dis-
pute his right.

“ Any more rubbish?'" asked Blake.

“Yes,” grinned Digby, ‘‘here’s a
cornet !” .

Herries, who rather prided himself on
his abilities as a cornet player, made a

grab at his pet instrument, and managed.

to save it from. sacrilegious hands.
“Right-ho! ‘Then" yon
ettled ?” .
“Yes, thanks,” said Clive. *So
of you all, especially Gussy. ¢ Noblesse
(=}

obli|
Look at tWese hats

“%{ou wottahs !

and—" .
“Tonjours la politesse!” grinned Levi-

son, “ Always the little gentleman 1"
*Ha, ha, ha!”
And Arthur

chaps are

uud‘

:| Ewiends!”
“Good !’

1
Augustus, in the silenco’

that stamped the caste of Vere de.Vers,
collected xl)fu many chattels, and with
tender care eecorted them into Btudy

0. 9.

““Blake, T considah
‘ Hear, hear!"
“From to-day

you are a wotah I”

we cease to 'be .
" :

Arthur Augustus sniffed, and asenemies
the four chums sat down tc a supper of
bread and cheese which had been left in
the cupboard of Study No. 8.

TAP

CHAPTER 4.
Noblesse Oblige.

Toby, the School House page,
tapped at the door of the Fourth
¥orm-room. He held & telegram
in his hand—a hand that was, to tel
truth, none too clean. But then, Tob
could not be expected-to keep hi
clean in addition to cleaning knives, ete.
Receiving no reply to his first knock ks
repeated it, slightly more loudly.
Tap!
“Come in!" .
Mr. Lathom, the mild-tempered little
master of the Fourth, looked round
curiously as Tnbr entered. ]
“Well, Toby 7" he said. .
“Telogram for Maater Cardew, sir,”
grinned Toby, and extended the buff
envelope. R
 Ab, yes! Er, Cardew, a tolegram!”
TrE GeM Liszary.~No. 643,
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Cardew ttapﬂlend forward and took the
telegram, looking at it in rather a
puzzled ‘manner.
- b You may, open it,” said Mr. Lat]wm
“Tghy is waiting
Quickly Cardew slit the envclope,- nnd
glanced at the message.
“No answer, Toby,” he said hneﬂy,
handing the page a s
“Thank you, Mr. Cndaw,” said Toby,
and went out of the room.
“Really, Cardew, dmt—-er—
was most unnecessary,” said Mr.
reprovingly. Toby m paid foy the wcrrk
he does, and paid well there is real
no need to pay lum mﬁhmg when he
i lm s a telegram.”
No, sir,” said Cardew, with a slight
grm. ‘And he returned to his place.
£ gad news?” asked Clive in a whisper.
0,

hn ty

Cardew could say nothihg more as he
Lathom’s eye upon him, and
Clwe had to be satisfied with that curt
reply. He (hnugh ¢ that the %ire might
have come from Cardew’s uncle, and he
wondered whnh was in the wi
House -Fourth-Formers
-h;red a Formroom with the Fourth-
Form of the School House, and Figgins,
in the back rowwguvu Wynn a surrepti-
noul: wink, and Wynn winked a knowing
Win!
The Iaelagnm was evidently of interest
to the New House Co.
The leston proceeded smoothly, and
Mr. Lathom was deep in a treatise on
Shakespeare.. Mr. Lal was very fond
of the works of the Bard of Avon, and his
class had to be content to sit still and
listen. Unfortunately, the class did not
know nearly as much_ about William
‘Shnkcspeare as . Lathom, and,
rently, they did not want to. -
err, v. Lathom’s brightest Shake-
spearean pupil, had been excused lessons
that morning, hnvmgommn into the class-
room with a face bound in swathes of
bandages, and an exceedingly pained ex-
pression on his face. Kerr was an actor,
to the finger-tips, and Mr, Lathom be.”

came so genuinely sympathetic-that Kerr
felt no little remorse at hnvm_g ulled
the kind-hearted maste ter's leg. ut it

was in & good cause, and it had to be
one.

Mr, Lathom was in the middle of a
long dsscnghon of Rosalind and her
character when another tap sounded on
the Form-room door.

With_an irritated look, Mr. Lathom
s B

e in!”
The door opened, md. Toby entered.

“Well,” asked Mr. Lathom, a trifle
shortly.

“Telegram for Master C.lrde'w,

“(Qh—Cardew, another teiegnm "‘

Mr, Lathom ~gave tho aristocratic
Fourth-Former a queer look as he came
forward and took the telegram. Cardew
took the second telegram from Toby, at
the same time pushing a uln!hng into the

Then he opened tlae envel
startled look overspread his
vead the contents,

He crumpled 1t in his hand, then luuked
at Toby.

“No reply,” he said. = “You had
better leave any other t.clegtnms that
come for me in my study.”

“Yes, sir,” said Toby, with a grin.

Cardew. returned to his place, followed
by %mr?l“ glunces from all the fellows,

, and_a
ace as he

Ralph Reckness Cardew lon]:ad round-

as_that whisper came to his eal

gy Trimble ut behind him .and
thefe was a look of exireme cunoszty ou
's fat face.
t-a wire' for money7” he asked.
TEE GEY an.am —~No. 643.

“No, you fat chump"'

* From your uncle?”

“Yes; shut up. You'll have Lathum
on your track!”

Baggy nga him an indignant look and
shut_up, g,i:lau not at all sure that
Cardew’s une not wired his nephew
some money, and Baggy meant to have a
finger in the pie, or, at any rate, & hand
lm the cash.

sg:ﬂ;, in the back row, had heard the
whisper aonversatlon, and drew his
own conclusi

“That’s ourl,” he. whlspeted to Fatty |-

{";tty Wynn nodded.

It occurred to them that the first tele-

am might have been a private cne,

aving no connection, with their jape, or
with the uncle's geriv. al, and their m:mia

were set at r

At last Mr. Lathom ﬁmﬂuﬂ ‘with
Shakespeare and all 'his “works EUI' the|
moxning, although not for good, and
Fourth, to their . gredt relief, -
dismis: sed,

Dlrectly they were outside, Cliye and
Levison went up to their chum with looks
of curiosity, for they, too, had heard the
‘conversation mth ZEY Tnmble.

Flggln! and Kerr were standing near
by, and F' Bfguu was looking well gl
with himself, and appeared guite amu-b]s
His oomplemon wna still %dm mqurknb
and very red, not. ‘seem o
mind that. In pomt of fact, ln ﬁhs ex-
cltement. of the wheeze it bad &l

mem
"Uncla coming 7"’ asked Chve
round at Figg

Cardew look:
41 t]nnk hes here

“Yes,” he said,
now.”
“Here now? What the dickens!”
“Thought he was commg by the thres-
forty,” said Levisol
“%¥o he was, old sun, but read this.”
Cardew drew_ from -his ot a tele-
gram, and handed it to Clive who read
Eevi shio

were

it, . Eevison g -over his shoulder for
r,he same PUrpo: 1

Oh' Tben he is here. With the
Hea.

d, I
“Yes, I uhou]d tblnk s0,” said Cardew
rather absent-mindedly.

“Y rather want io see uncle.”

el Yea of course; so do we."”

ann went off jubilant.
rrah 1”2 Figgins, throwing
h:s  cap into the
“Good

!

“When is the New House gomg ta

wulm up?” asked Lavuo

#¥ou'll know soon,” said Flggmu.
“Wait and see, my son !

And Figgins and Wynn made a dash
for it w!'nlc thnﬂeculd In less time than
it takes to tell they were across the
quad and in their own study.

““Now, what did Figgy mean by that 2™
asked Clr

“0Oh, nothmgI said Mnnnors “He
says that sort of things umpteen times a
, and nothing ever happena.”
“H'm 1" said Cardew.
And with that somewhat

son of feolmg he moved off, iolluwed by

ums.

cmms.

OW wlmt
N thfh:hnt i.[n gor of the .

stn% behind
. * asked O.rdew.
“ Yes, fa.them‘l 1 I can see you've sqme-

iun%hm our bonnet
* gaid Cndew, And he, drew
two telegrams fmm is . “Read

this, my sons!” -
Clive picked up ons, and Levison the,
iy, said
“ Exactly what I thought g la.ld Cata"
dew. *Read out the first one.”

“fCalled on Dbusiness—come nc'xt
week.—GEOBGE CARDEW.' "

“Now, where was that handed in?”.
asked Cardew. .
this morning I
Clive. .

“Good! Now the other onol” e

Levison read it out.

weplied

“¢ Coming . earlier train than entici-
pated. 11.35, Wayland. — UxocLE
GRORGE. ™

“ Handed in where?
“Wayland,” said Lanaon, w:th a shght

frown.

“Wel.l there's nothing queer in uncle
staying in Wayland, because a friend of
the pater’s lives there. But there ‘are
two other points. Ono the name. Unc o
always signs._himself * 'George Cardew ’
the other point is that the first Gelegrlm
is briefer, and uncle; though generous fo

old u.sl” “cheered Fatty, friends, always saved his ha nme: on
“Hallo! What are you kicking up a | the off chance that they mlg develop.
fuss about, po{ﬁmae into real golden sav’re)gna. g
Mon Low er, Merry, and X Levison
came down the passage, and abood in “Bv Jnvo‘ SBo t.hat'a what F:gg-s'
surpr:se at Figgins and Wynn. 'm&s‘ntd then ?”
“You look ~rather red, Fij ,’ rdew nodded,
clmcktod Tom *Merry. w'hr.ra e tfh"" looked blankly fmm one to the
mnt‘ber ns soowled. “What's old Figgy to do with uncle!’*
zhsn that to do wut.h you asst he asked. 3

Thmk ou re the only chap entitled to be

" Nol: exactly,” c.l:lucklad Tom.
“You're entitled to because you've got a
win to your credit.”

“ That funny ?” asked Figgins.

. "Yes. don’t you pae-—Wrnn and win?”"
Oh, yes! he !

o Ha}lu ! -8till. imre, Figgy 1. c‘nuck!ed
Cardew, coming up the passage with
Clive and Levison.

“Yes; still here!”

* Are you still ready 1"

“ Fathead !”

#T do like . your complexion!”
chuckled Clive. “It's so healthy. I'm
not quite sure, though, that it isn’t rather
hectic. g)’ve heard of consumptiye people
having a com_plex-mn like that.’

“QOh, Figgy's not at all consum
said Clive, Fatty is, though.
t!ze buns and t!:nngu he consumes !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

tlvn 5

Ralph Rockness Cardew smiled.

“Several things,” he said. “Rirst, .
when I read tlmt letter la.n ni; ht. F1g%
was in the study, an

Secondly, he knew 1 had a phohg'r
hotograph that is now missing. Thirdly,
% was not in class s morning.
sz}l;th]y, and lastly, leS! ] jubilation
in the passage
#] see, Then Kerrmfs coming a8
uncle "

" 4T think so. Their original plan might

{ have been to come in the mnn;’mg. and

clear before uncle arrived.

“Hardly that,” said Levison, “By

the time you see your uncle it will: be
past lunch-time, and Kerr, uld
imagine, wauts a chance to jape us. Noj.
keep a strict watch on the other two,
Flggy and Fatty; for they’ll ki uncle
away from the. achool by taking un ofr |
some_fool's errand !’ .
“Yes, of course 1" agreed Clive, Tt




?'Em-y Wednesday. -

mouldn’t do for the real man to come
hool'lr ile Kerr was still in dis-

to the 5l
““Rather not! Ang K.etrl too canny

like-
i Kmsall!herg, my son!
Possibly Flggml has gone to him.
self off as you, Ralph!” chi Levi.
Son.

"B! Jove, yes1”

shppd bis

"Of aﬁ be his game.
Why dida’t DY think of that before! Ha
knows that uncle luunt nen me - for
Yuxrs—lt would be as easy a8 rolling off

“Arnd now uncle isn’t. coming,”. said
Levison. “Wiat a pxty! Still, we can
zag Kerr!” ..

* Just a sec,” Clive thought-
fully. “We'd better go easy, As yet
we've got-no definibe proof that-it is a
‘jape, and wé mustn’t +thil Uncle

mlgﬁi. come after all—these old johnnies

have queer ideas—and we don't want

to rag him.
"Beeld supposing he changed his
m;‘;mmd from baving

the 1dy—n sniff ‘so

‘THE -GEM LIBRARY. -
tha forbidden ground without, being

potted,

A.u he entered the gate he espied, s
little farther up the path, a white-wl m—
kered little gentleman, with a rather
striking lounge suit, and wide col
encircled by a flowing bow. bald

head announ him " as I:mg Unole

George.
He was - standing on tiptos nga.mst the
g to someone on the other
side, 8

It did not take Clive long to discover
that the fellow to whom uncle was talking
was Figgins.

Cl:ve dgare & discreet cough, ‘and

Fi ropped suddenly from view.

ncle George took a ferocious sniff at
ferocious that he
inhaled half t.he dust_from the ivy,
causing Him to eneéze' violently.

"Ahem 1" said Clive.

Uncle George turned abruptly, hand-

kerchief in hand, and gave Clive a some-
what wooden smile.

b You — hub-huh! — want me, my
boy?”

= Ym El" I'm Clive.”
That's—huh !-—most interest-

:ng! Very--huh hul 1—-pleased to meet

ﬁnsshed his business, s at Way-
hndﬁ and gent the gram}”

s He tmght; for in his t he only | |
nyz that he’s oatclung 11.35 from

Good héavens, yes!”
“ Hold, thoug‘h 1 said Cnrdnw “ What
about the vanished photograph? It
]?:tht be a cmnudanm, but——  Ha, ha,

I.euaon and Cln'e  stared at their chum

"Wgnr. the  dickens!” e]wulahad
Levison.

a7 Clive impatiently.
“Oh. dear! Why didn't I think of it
-before? Was that ?hﬁl‘ﬂ taken profile?”

“Was it? Yes!” said Clive. *“But
what's that to do with it #”

“Everything, old son! Unele has only
one eye!”

“Only one eye?”.

“Yes. You see he's a big-game
hunter, and had an eye Iau!n out ‘in :n
nrgument with some ferocieus

¢'s rather a.vain old boy,undbealutg
hn.lhuphzltlkenm file so that the
g!a.is!eys ‘won’t show.

“0Oh, my lml' Hl ‘ha, hn"’

“'.[‘hat'n all right [ chuckled Levison.
“We can soon spot whether or not it's
the real man at lt rate !"

“Yes, rather! He's certain to lunch
with the Head, You can trot along to
‘the Head’s house and ask to see uncle
on some pretext,” sajd Cardew. “It
‘shouldn’t take you long to nr.l out
wwhether or nnt it .! I.lm right man.”

“Right-ho

“Half a. We don’t want Flggy
andli‘auytnbedma inted, do wi
=4 What on earth are you dnvmg
ut, chlu'np"'
- “Listen {”

Cardew leant forward, and for a few
feconds mothing was heard but his
S::m tones as he expounded his great

«Clive and Levison chuckled;

“Can you do it?” asked Clive doubt-
fully.

- 0On my head, old gun!”

Chve nodded his head rather doubt-

“H’m 1” he uu:[. "5 I'll trot along
and interview 1mole, i,

And be trotted off to the Head's house.
It did ndt take him more than a few

* minutes, and as there were fortunately

@0 prefects about, he managed to enter

er doesn’t know |.

“WHAT’S THE
BIKE WORTH?”

The Screamingly Funny Com-
. plete Story of Billy Bunter in

THE MAGNET 14>
JUST OUT.

you! But I'm afraid that I—huh-!mh'
~—don’t know you. -sordinary

““I'm a friend of Ralph's,” exphmed

Clive hastily.. “Ralph cannot come—

lw—hee deumed 50 he asked me to

and pay his compliments, and [

Shmk he’ll be able to see you after

Huh-huh! And how’s

ery eli“’ said Clive, looking
cl at Uncle George.
EFD 8} Euhhuh' What's that?
xtra

“'l‘lnts hha dinner-bell, sir! T must

Yes,
Good- morhms ol
Onoe clear of the Head’s garden, Clive
gave vent to a loud yell of. lmghter
and executed an imprompiu ﬂmg,

Ye-, y-
lwﬂo Ral;

“Fhree-balfpence.
whereat Taggles, ‘the school parter
stood and sta et l“’ Y

Bat Oltvo puld
He wn then_thinkin,
that U
I;h.‘:h:l lo had bee: aki Fi

aj unc n amﬁ ng to Figgins
would have

So Clive returned tu Btudy No. 8 in a
cheerful frame of mind: door was
locked, but at !.he sound of Clive’s voice

vison turned the key in the look.
“Well ?” asked Cardew. “And who
" i o, 1
err | ive, RYWay,
he had no, eye—and I caught him
talking to Figgy.”

“Good! That settles 1t, then!”

~he' c! probably cal! Kerr hy
namse,
“Ha, hal Yes! Tl tell them,” said

Clive,
Pm cutting “dinner.”

iy rlght :

“Good !
And Clive cut off to tell Dlake and

Tom Merry.
‘H
- or, i
George, poi:ad his head
Study No 6 on the Foutth
Fotm passage. .
“Good-afternoon, sir!"” said Clive,
looking u? from his book. “Won't you
come, in’

“ Kr—huh-hub ! I. will, thank
‘you! Exh‘o:dmutyy“d;xy—“hnt”’ s
¥ Yes, sir—quite,"

Levison came in, and gave Uncle
CGleorge a swift glance. Clive introduced
him as another friend of Ralph's, and all
seemed to go as merrily as a marriage

- Entertaini
UH-HUH !
Kerr, ather, Unelo

' 6.
F Unele,

“If you'll excuse me 2.sec, sir, 'l go
-nd hant up
Yes, ceﬂam!y' Huh-huh "
Clive _rushed nlong the vnuﬂge to
Ssud;‘ilfo 9 and flurig open the doo

o!” grunted Blake. “Uncla
arrived 2"
“Yes,” grinned Clue “He's in o“r
study now—Ralph |”

Arthur Augustus was not in the sbudy.
8o Clive slmt the door and gave vent
to a prodigious chuckle.-

"Wherea Gus?"” he asked. g

* Upstairs, dressing for the occasion.
He's only been there two hours!™ sighed
Digby. . *8o you nezdn’t e:cpeotﬁm for
another thres yet.” 3

“ id |~ Now, don't fnra'et
you chaps, Blake's Cardew. ou ‘haven't
told y that?

;Yu. bo had to be told soonet or

la
L od
“He's l. bit wild with his noble kins-
man for uu- bad form to
visitors,

“Nwarmdl Can’t behdped
when. you're ready. . Kefr can’t ny
exceptithat you've changed. You
see, he's nok supposed to-have seen you
Bll’&. x
bnt Iﬂ;mt to see his face when

"I’Il. Il hat
Clive ran back to Study No. 6
had scated himeel

Kerr k £. oomforh.b!y
in. an armchair—of, rather,. the arm-
chair, for the study un[¥ boasted of one.

“Hub-huh! ~ Where's the young
rascal—what 1"

long now, sir,” said Clive.
“He said he’d be along any moment.”
Kerr looked - et Clive and

THE GEM ¥.—No. 643,
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But they sat without even ‘a
*gtolidly .retﬁmed'hia_?g}ual;é

b

Y e i ‘.
“He's a cousin of Ralph's, ir,”

P

Clive. * - A o

*Yes, yes!” said Kerr- hastily, . * By.
Jéve, yee! :Lord-Eastwood’s son—whiat?
'Loulkl_hetwmd and: T were at school

e Young - !
ordinary | And young D'Arcy is here?
1 must—huh-huh !—éeo s .

“Yes, sir... Shall I fetch him?”
«Ah, yes, if you would, my boy 1"
Clite went off tu'{ehh‘D'A’rc&, while
Tavison remai to see that the New
1House junior did not damage the study.
Kerr stared at Levison; who seeme
to be highly amused at something.
1t occbrred to Kerr that it was passible
that- the plot had been discovered. Yet
—but’ therd was nothing fo wairant sus-
picion.  Only he, Figgins, and ‘W,
knew the plot, and none &f them - ad
digclaged it.. . - A
%he study door opened, to. admit the
noble person of Aethur-Augustus D’ Arcy.
“ Huh-huh! .. Master D’Arey! ood-
afternoon! How are you—what?”
#Vewy well, thank you, deab sir!

My patih has oftenr en of "you.!!
X.Ah, yea! 'Extﬂ-upt:g:)]:rg.: Si{ down,
my boy, and have:a chat,”

“Yaag wathah, "deah boy—I mean,
deah sic!” | . *

‘Arthur Augustus sat down carefully,
and hitched up his well-creased trousers,
displaying. a _few inches of socks of
startling hue and even more startling

* pattern. . 7
Kerr's eyes were riveted on the socks,
and Arthur Augustus coloured slightly.
“Here was Kerr's chance to test whether
his secret was known. 1t would be an
cesy matter to trap.D’Arcy. As soon
as D’Arg; told_him he was Kerr, he
weuld make o bolt for_jt.
« Ah, and-yeu ere in the New House,
my boy1” asked Kerr, watching -Arthur
Augustus narrowly. s
But thé swell of St. Jim’s answered
wwithout the ghost of a smile, . :
. #Ng, sir; the Schaol House.”
«Ah, I was in the New House i
The guv'nah was .in the
School House, I think. I wemembah
him_sayin' s0."” i s

“Yes, yes, we often had little argu-

from beginning

4 Splendid Stories

Prizes for
Painting
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32 e . .-|- the best of it; you know;
i -peem {0 know the- 'cD‘;A.;:BI”RM sports.” .

ox- |

1.0 Extra- |

now ! [
. % Yaas, wathah! .Of course, we get
bt Figegy &

1

;24 My youngfriends here wm..hllmg'
me nh:u{ a—Euh-huh.!—mvur, Kerr—"
“ Kerr is jolly clovah! As

, -yaas,
a mattah of fact, theah is only one bettaly
—

| actor in the schoo!
WOR? - - T

_“Vaas; but modesty forbids my men-
tionin’ his name.”
d'“ Oh, you!” ssid Kerr, in a somewhat

1 raging tone. .

s‘B!'Bni ‘Jove! How cvah did you guess
that, sir?” :

err grunted. =

“YWheah's Blake—I mean, Cardew?”
asked Arthur Avngustus,t . T

“Just coming,” said Clive, giving
Arthur Augustus a’dark look. |

The door opened, and three juniors

e Heres R§1p111" ‘said Clive, bringing

Blake forward. - -

 Blake gave Uncle George'a cheerful
in, and a heurt; handshake that made
err’s fingers ache.

* Kerr gave a gasp of amazement. This

was distinetly a new development, What

was in the wind? From Arthur Augus-

.iug innooent remark he felt-assured that

hic was safe, But what did this mean?

His mind worked quickly, and he
decided that Uncle George mij ht be an
wnele whom Cardew particularly wanted
not to meet.” E

“Well, well! Extraordinary 7 mut-
tered Kerr. - “How you've. chenged!
When I first saw you, you Were a nice,
good-looking little fellow—""

Kerr shool his head sadly at the change
ihat had te place in the years
between. P 3

“Tea's all ready,” said Clive, with a
slight grin. “Come onl Here's your

place, uncle!”

Ketr sit down in the chair Clive had
motioned him to, and gazed at the feast
before him with pleasurable anticipation.
Anyway, if his real identity were known,

there was time to have a good feed, and-

that he intended to do. <
“(akes, uncle?”
“Pass uncle the jam !"”
And so the feed started,
But how would it end?

CHAPTER 7.
., Unde “Stands Sem.”
quNDER how old Kerr's getting
on?”

" "Thus George Figgins, as he
© paced the small atform at

| Wayland Junction. ‘He made the remark

aloud, and apparently to Fatty Wynn.
But Fatty Wynn was toc busily occupie
with. an automatic machine o bother
gbout his chum's remarks. g

8o Figgins answered: the question him-
self. It had suddenly oocurred to him
that Cardew’s uncle mi;hr. refuse to be
kept away from 8t. Jim’s. He might be
some crusty little tartar who would insist
on seeing. the Head. he were, then
the fat would be in the proverbial fire.

But all thoughts of Kerr's possible mis-
fortunes at the school were banished
from his mind as the exprets dashed into
the station.

Tt would not be a difficult matter to
pick out Uncle George from the farmers
who - usually alighted—that is, if Uncle
George came by that particular train.

Fatty Wynn tore himself away from
the machine, and wiped a smear from his
m«ult‘l:, leaving a dull brown mark on his

:| cheel -
- The train drew to & grunting half, a3

mept:"—huhihnh_!- 1 suppose you ‘do]

d | it.

it it wete. disgruntled.at having. o -@ il
‘wan!

at_the little market town, and
to dash off again. ~ - " -
Doors opened all along the train, and
seemerd

ihe ancient porter, who part andi
pircel of the atation, called out: - 3
“Way—landl - Change ‘ere for
'nﬁ’*}ﬁ“"ﬁ bl P tment f.ﬂ;h :
a first-clgss col nt farther

kit

the, .train an elderly ntlenfan
aifll;t,od, slamming the door behind him.
stood for & moment looking round.

him, as if expectant to seew friend. =
Fig_ginatg:va him one glance, then de-
tormined that it was Uncle George. And
hie was right. - -

From theé- top ef lfm ligﬁt-bfown hat to -

the tips.of his patent boots the-little man
vas distinetly what Figgins had expected

tosea, . . - .

The hat was tited on one side, giving
the wearer a Jook of abandon;
which in a younger person might have
beert dubbed doggy,”. while the wide-
negked collar and fowing bow added
greatly to the picture. onocle, spats,
orchid, everything was there; 7

Figgins strode forward, with Ii“atty

Wynn at his heels.

“Hallo, uncle!” he exclaimed, extend-
ing his hand. ' i

“Huh-huh 1

Uncle George, with an
gesture, fixed his monocle into his eye,
and regarded Figgins through it. - -

“ Extraordinary! How you have
altered, Ralph 1" -

“¥e3 uncle. Let me introduce you to
a great chum of mine—Wynn.” :

“ Huhzhuh ! And how are you, Master
Thin?”

“ Wynn, sir 1” !

“Windsor1” * ) 8

“No, sir! I mean my name’s Wynn,*
explained Fatty. .

“ Ah, yes! Of course.

Soveral fazmers stared open-mauthed b
the “sporty ” old gentleman, wondering
who he might be, and Figgins was rather
anxious to get off the station, 3

But not so Uncle George, apparently.

“Well, well, Ralph! What & fine
colour you havet Huh!” -

Figgins reddened. = There was still
some trace of the red paint left on his
face, and he felt it useless to explain how
it happened.

“Yes, sir,” he mumbled. Hadn't wd
Dbetter be going?”

“Eh? 1 hope you're nob consumptive.
Huh-huh! When I was in«Africa in 03
I knew a man with a colour just like
that. He died in three waeil;s, poor
fellow 1 %

“ Yes, but—" *

“T'm not so.sure that you ought to be
about. T'll speak to Dr. Holmes about
Huh-huh! Have you seen a docter,
my boyi” ..~ 4

“Nunno! It's nothing, uncle, really 1"’

“ Ah, thai’s what is—hub-huh 1—
fellow said! Jusi like you, too!. Nice
fellow; rather ugly, thongh! Extra-
ordinary I

Figgins went redder as some_of the *

farmers chuckled. He wondered if the
game was goin§ to be worth the candle.
Bat it was too la
Kerr was in the enemy’s camp. 2

He picked up Uncle Geor o's bag to
prevent further converse, and led the way
to the exit.

“This way, uncle "

“ Huh-huh—yes!"” :
three made “their way- to tha
followed by two or three yokels,

t,hapg,ned through the entrance:
teide, Figgins gave a gas

elaborate

te to turn back now, for

“

gave up- his ticket, and

p of dismag:
Three juniors stood on the pavement,




i

The bogus Uncle George took
staggered back in amazemen
[

the caKe suspliciously,
t as the vis tor the
coundrel !' spluttered Uncle George.

flung cake on the

and took a bite. A yell :mk- the silence, and D'Arcy
round.
(See chapter 8.)

“ You—you—you—young

and greeted the New House leader with
cheerful grins. «
“Tom Merry !” . z -
“ Hello, old mian ! Fancy meeting you 1
Figgins whistled in dismay. Here was
a poser. 1f Tom Merry called him Figgy
the game would be up! And he couldn’t
_let Tom Merry into his confidence.
- «Hyh-huh! Friends of yours?” said
Uncle George.
The Terrible Three grinned amiably.
“Nunno! ¥ mean; yes, Let me intro-
duce you, uncle. Tém Merry, Manners,
Lowther !" said the confused Figgins.
The Terrible Three bowed respectfully.
“Very pleased to meet you, si,” they

said.
.~ “Huhhuh! Well, well! Quite a merry
. party—what?! Ha. ha!”

“Ha, ha'! Good joke!” chuckled Low-

ther.

“Didn't know You had your uncle
goming, Figgy,” said Tom Merry, with a
Eriu.

1

<% Nunne

“Huh-huh! What do you boys say to
something to eat?”

“ Jolly good idea, sir!” said Fatty
Wynn, Fatty Wynn could always “do "
with a feed at any moment of the day.
# ¥ know & place near here—"

“Fatty always doesi’ chuckled Low-
Jher..  “If Fatty ever dies-and sends
messages from beyond the veil, the very

first thing he'll say will be, * I've found a

little place where you can gei topping|

steak-and-kidney pies, just row the
» v

corner——

“Ha, ha! Huhhuh! Well, come and
have some now, boys! Reminds me of
the good old days—what?”

“J suppose so, sir,” said Tom Merry.

- Figgins marched along in silence.
Appareml{j—_Uncle George had not noticed’
that Tom Merry had called him * Figgy,"”
and, after all, what reason had uncle to
suspect?

«“Zhall we go to the Majestict’ #sked
Fatty. “That's the best place, Figgy 1"

Figgins gave him a glance, but it was
too late. :

“ Figgy I'" said Uncle George. “Is that
your nickname, my boy "

“Er—yes, uncle!” said Figgins con-
fusedly.” ““As a_maiter of fact, I once
made a fig-pudding that went wrong,"”
%al; added, with one eye on the Terrible

ree.,

“Really?” said Uncle George. *‘Quite
a good name, ‘Puddeny’ might have
been. appropriate.”

But the Teriible Three quly grinned. ;

said Tom Merry.  *“They don’t serve
afternoon teas.”
“Oh!” said Figgine. ' He had hoped:

 to_spend seme considerable time in the
Majesf s i P g ™~

@Ji’s rather- early .for-the Majestic,” |\

“Welii well, never mind!" Ts there a
theatre?” said Uncle George. “We can
bave diener afterwards. I came down
—hub-huh i—to treat_my nephew, sa
treat him I will We will go te a
theatre.” 3
“Right-ho, uncle! It's awfully.good of
you!” said Figgins, bright@.&:is‘-‘{l e‘:'lp By
the time the show was’ finis Kerr
would have finished his fell work. -
They reached the Empire, -and-
that the matinee had just begun.
“Well, here we are, boys!” said Uncle
Géorge . cheerfully.  “Now, where's the
box-ofide? Well, here’s”a tote, Ralph.
Get sixistalle.”” = -o0 . - - ¥
Figains took the riote, and glanced at
the Terrible Three to see if they had
beard -the  Ralph.” But opparently
they had not. - X
‘He took the note and passed it through'
the netting to the painstakingly-blonde
damsel behind. A
“Ten ' pounds!” .shé¢’ said. - ' Can't
change it! Haven't you any smaller?”
Figgins took oug his pocket-beok and
gave her two pound-notes.in silence, -
' Here yon are, uncle,” he said. *The

found

girl couldn’t change. the tenner.” -
“Oh! Well, ﬁl “cliknge it ab the
Majestic. How much do I owe you?":

| “One-ten,” said Figgins. 8
F ‘And ‘he-led the !itg[q' party into the.

-goméwhat smoky interior.
; Toe Gew LisRart.—No. 643x
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e ‘show waa far from beu'lg funny;
but throughout thé whole performance
!h. ‘Terrible ‘!'hree ‘bore cheerful - grins,
‘and geemed to be shaking with uzammmi
mkth nt whwh Figgins wondered. much
more. bat found no golution.
Uncﬂ also seemed very cheerful.
g-gma was finding the afterncon
rather e€xpe! ﬂdre. For,fn thm;d!:xmbo
«cha, he {o for ge box
Ix:mu lates ﬂilt”i{nde ordered - and
Wynn consumed. But it was in a

g_mmuw. And as he thought of Eerr,
lggma, too, found wmev.hmg to chuckle

ﬂnd so, while around them the local
people wept at the life-tragedy being en-
acted on the stage, Bve of the party of
seven in the fromt row

while the sixth

Faclng the Music,
ERR rubbed his hands, and $ook
K mud&snhuumhadbeen

- ‘I’hmbtnl::upathum
face.

be pulled
T B s, with o shuddor.
“ﬂsn you—hu.b-hul!—-put BNy BsugAar

e Ya. su-- two lumps,”

“H'm! I'll have some more

He p-ned up his cu watched

¥ put “in another ump His sus-

pmun; that Uncle George. mlght be an
unpopular uncle were con
determined to feel his way, ami m the
l‘ro!ds of the proverb, look before he
leapt.

‘He took another sip.at the tea, a!-d
" though not wholly pleasant, it was better
than it hnd been betores

“Thlx is tea?” he inquired sarcasti-

“%’es, rnther, sir}” rap]md !)lgbj'
"Ju:&hv xwd teal”

Kerr took a bite at his cake, then, to

said Clive.
please !
ﬂnd

the apparent amazement of tea-party,
jumped wildly into the air, sending his
cup and saucer flying, and rending the
air wll,)tb 8 t;rhr‘:ﬁmng yell

" ¢ Bai Jove !

Arthar - Augustus” s, Cnrmg to his feet in
surprise. He knew -Cardew's uncle to be
somewhat eyent\'w but .he bad not
thought t.he entleman mad until now
—and ,cerf . madness  alone could
necmnt for hn pmsent conduet.
“What on ——"" gaid Levison,

But a fa!at grin pllyad round the
comners of his mouth, which Kerr was too
excited to note. Hcrnes munaged - to

turn a laugh into a cough, ard in so “Yes, sir.”
doing disf ied a_crumb, so that he had ~ “Now, my boys, would you like to
to be led, ba f-choking, frorn the study. how we u to clear the table in
Kerr, still a trifle. red o f face, glared tha old days—what?" 7
“Nunno!” Ahem! I mean—"

round him uvu'el_v. !
“Yo “he € d

He grabhed a cup nf ten an& swished
some of the beverage round his tortured
mouth. Then he picked up his cake and
examin

Inside was

“We are
"’l‘r mut‘her!"

uanhty of mustard! -

y sarry ! said Blake.
ou young impa!” he roared. “Is
this the way y%u ht::l{ your uncle?”
Kerr was distinctly annoyed, for, apart
from the unpleasant taste of the mustard
he had the foeling that e, instead of
: ﬂ.‘n GEx LisraRY.—No. Gﬂ.

In-ly ﬂutwud:‘na}edl

ve vent to

being the -was the nggod. And
“Nusno!". :tumed
in, Whnt 's the matter?”
tter?”

Kerr pomhd a tmmbhng lnnd at the

Al ot .

“Bai Jove! Eow wotten! lt. must bo
those New House wottahs I”

“ What " ) i

‘This was indeed adding insult to inju

But Arl-hut Angustus’ face was perfoct! y “Now, you funny New House
cnl and as innocent as the day. bounder, 'you're through it [”

ans, sir.’ ‘We wig them the | hooted Herries, % o
oth_nh day, and pmnmp w have we-| Kerr started. ' Bo thnyhld known him
taliated in this wy mine, sir!” | all along then,

Kerr gave the swell d Bt Jim’s a| “You mlh:rs"’ ﬁﬂ Wd “1 g!l’e
penetrating The. was made | you best !’

}n all |me£nl aid heu‘wnﬂi“.bub accept. :goodémlt will save troubla!" -

t was har easi| t mustard |- on w all rotters!”
would be p[acid for Alﬁnr Aungustng | w}lM mﬁ.}:"d’ o':' “and. wo

consumption. hm' i are.” -

Bo B, boyus Unele Goorgs tock the] —sab Blobs Eriare] DL e an
cake, lndhm;er looking at it rather sus- h‘w‘lmlenfna ‘mass of cmc]nory jam, and
.picios

A gu bmke the almoet painful silence. “ We'll spare Kerr,” he said.

o Jovi *No treacling, and no g We'll

D’Arcy g red back in amazement leave you,to your d
as the vmtor ng- the cake on the floor ;0 at's the game’" inuttamd
and danced round “Wait and see!”

it.
It looks could kill,
would have dropped dea
“You—you—you ynung scoundrel |7
ttered Uncle George, in a choked
voice, lhakm h:s fist at the amazed
D’Arcy. § that purposely—

ﬂ“—

Arthur Augustus Hmked 8t the New
House junior in mute amazement. Not
being in the plot, he could not understand
it x%:ll.J .

**Bai Jove!” he gasped at Iengtls.

“I wilk not sit at table with that un-
Elnclpiﬁd young scoundrel!” ghouted

ar& pointing to the swell of 8t. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus

gmge' eoneulmg_
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Eerr Iaopped up and grabbed a po'ke!

E}Shnd%::k Mgyl g - RIS
Ve, 1s0m,  an Y lum
e Kerr made & reckless swipe.

nhl:k Iell o the graha where ft

hﬁm a thousand fi i

ut, before he do ‘more e

e School House junmiors bore down on

lxun and he weni-to the floor Dn@
more,

And with that Instonc m;\mchan
Kerr had to “be satisfied

B’B‘.API'BRG.
Paying the Piper !

the party emerged from the

thenhve “ What ncn’r?" aid
lnywiwn" i

F:ggma. rather™ vaguely. 3
How about some  dinner!” asked

Uncle George, rubbing his hands.
“Jolly good
W;nn aagerly.

u'd better go, Gus!” whispered *Come alunlg then! A htﬂe dinner—

Blake. .rﬁlﬂxhuh!—mﬁ most  appropriate—
As in a dream, I’Arcy wandered to

the door. It was quite clear in his mind “Yes, “riither, sir1” grinned’ Lowther,

that Figgins had pmpamd the cakes
knowing that Cardew’s uncle would
arrive.  But he could not explain io
Uncle George. For that gentleman was
not an easy person to whom one could
make explanations.

Gussy, like the A.nhs, folded his
tent, and as silently stole away, but with
as tiuch dignity as he could muster, .

“ Young  scowtidrel " muttered Ken'.
“ Huh-huh! Another cup of tea, please !
The last one seems to have met with a
rather unfortunate fate!” 5

Blake, as he looked ruefully at_the
soaked mrpet, had the consolation of
knowing that the roof of Kerr's mouth
must be very warm,

Kerr took the second c
swallowed it in a mouthfy
no salt in it this time.

Ea looked at his watch.

“T shall have to be_going,” he sai
“But first—hub-huh |~ 1 must see the old
ow Hcmaa—w t1”

ﬂf ten, and
There was

But what Blake meant never tran-
spired, for Kerr, raising the table at his
en Ited it until the mkes, dishes, jam,
b\at!.er, tea, nnd crockery slid down on
Jack Blake’s | ap.

Blake jgaye a dismal howl.

“M-my hat!” .gasped Digby. “Mob
him "

Already Kerr had been allowed too
much licencs.

Kerr made a rush for the door, and
Herries, who was returning, met him
half-way. ere was a yeﬂ and ‘.‘hn
two sat down suddenly.

“To the Majalt:ci" said uncle, in
imitation of the theatre tragedians.

And Fatt%\{Wynn once more led the

bo the Majestio.

plé in:the lonhge stared rather

cmloue at the party as it-wended its

way through the swing-doors. Uncle

George’ insisted on going round- twice,

because, he said, he liked it.

It re-

minded. him of crossing the nnel.
When hed eded in extri-
m&mg him ascinations, they

their way throu the
dl.lu -hall to a corner table.

* Not hl;ga enough for six, " said Uncle

, with awuanlmk of the head.
“We want another

“Yes, it would cerfainly be bett,er s
said Lowther.

Ami the others nodded aj groement.

“No waiter to be seen,” said uncle,
seannin,
eye, -sailor fashion. “Then we had best
help ourselves.”

‘gnlkmg up to an inoffensive table that
stood near by, he dragged it unresist-
ingly across to other one. The two
together provided ample seating accom-
:podntxou for the party.

“Now ”—uncle rubbed his bamiu—"I
th:nk we will dine+a ia carte—what?

h, rather, sir!” said Faity Wynn
“Their tables d'hote jare awfull” "I
usua!ly !mvo three sets.”

“Really?

1§gm- pva his fat chum a dark !ook.

A wazhr ‘came strolling wp, and took
the orders.

-the keen edge off its appetite,
Fatty Wynn, as u:uxl was_ going
strong. Ha S
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“ ELL?" said Uncle George, as.

idea, sir!” said Fn{ty'

large

the xoom while he shaded his

In I few minutes the party was takmg'
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Uncle George, who appeared mot to
be a big a-ur,“;:nve ui{ and took to
watching Fatty e-said it gpve
him_as much leuura as eating_ himself,

';,rrelﬂy, H wnfw?cbwo wal
ng. WO podm o course were
su?vodh&m,mdheludﬁmhedthﬁn

before. the others had finished. their on
“ Exiraordinary ! murmured umcle
faintly, “*Would you care for.a third
hulpmg', my poor boy?"
Nunno,  thanks,. sir! It's the
'I'hu weather always makes

ungry.”

But even Fatty had had enough at
hn, and with a contented sigh he leant

in his chair.

‘*Cqﬂu " said Uncle George And
coffée was brought. .

“Won’t you luwe a cake, 'I“b m "’

“No, sir, thanks ver: much, imt I-I
don & think I'd better!”

“Y 586, 1 see! Waiter, some cakes!””
The cakes -wero bmughr.. nnd with
them a cigar for uncle,

Tom Merry frowned. But wheﬂmr at
the cakes or uncle’s cigar was a mook
point, ere seemed nothmg wrong
with the cakes,

Fatty found that he had ropm for the
cakes, and they vamshad in record time.

Figgins be to speculate as to the
sizo oB{ the ﬂl-—¢ small item that to
uncle seemed to non-existent as. he

- smoked his expensive ci
Suddenly hepef:\ok a f;mh from his
pocket, and whistled in dxsm-iy‘
"Phew' T've missed the last t.ram"’

F ins gave a gasp of

“Yes, vé‘;‘ un(ortumte Sﬁlf I have
no doubt Dr. Holmes can put me up aé
the sc

“OR

“1 should think so, sir,” said Manners,

“ Er—er—suppose the Hend’s not in?”
said Figgins despembely “Better drop
him_a—a—a line—-

“No, my boy. I must see him. It
wuuld—huh huh!—be extremely dis- J
courteous, extremely so, not to pay him
a visit whon I am in the vicinity.”

“Yes, but-—"

“Wmtar‘" called Mr Cardew, in
blissful ignorance of Figgins' predica-
ment.. “Bill, please!”

.The waiter made out the bill. and Mr.
Cur;law drew some . change from  his-
poqAll the change I have; just about
n ht » he m\unblad, and left it on the

g ins fetched the hats and coats,
and |§|¥1 made their way to the pay-

Bill in .gand Mr. Cardew nd-vnnced
Then, with a' look of pained surprise
drew his hand from his pocket—empty.
He felt in all ins mckote, and found

* nothing.

‘ Extraordingry ! he
“Perhaps 1 hp.ve-been robl

muttered.

Figgins gave an audible p. He had

can ﬁngimpseotlheblfm
m ie very annoying,” said Uncle

“Veryl” echoed Figgins, aomewbn?
sqreasticall

He mmgered who was goiog to pay
the bill. E

“However,” said Mr. Cardew, “I

have my cheqne—bouk (i
The queen of the pay, desk shook her

golden locks.
“ Nothing domg 1 she eaid, in a tone
that was fnr from polite. “We've been |

"‘B—bsen dlane b-before!  What does
. the girl mean?” ejaculated Uncle

G”g:e
o.bequea are napoo,’
: c}nuctlad anthar. “¥You have reoelved

. & severe check, sir.”
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“Pear me, yes! Well, Ihlph, you pa;
now, and perhaps Dr.’ Hok ;{
& squeforme Letmesne,loweynu
one: }mund ten shillings for .the, theatre,
md four pounds now—that is ﬁ,w;e “pounds

“Yeu. uncle,” mui

-He felt.in his pmkat nnd drngm out
a handful of papers. Luckily he re-
ceived a remittance that week, and had
some money left. The theatre had
dmmmlmd s funds, but he still had

cuxrency notes for a pound snch

and these he handed over to-the gi
With a resigned shrug of !he shuuldcra
he turned to the others.

“ Another quid wauted l” e
briefly,

o & thmk I've 30! a ten-bab note,” said
Fatty Wynn.
He dived mto his “pockets; avd from
the clutches of a piece of toffee and a

said

penknife he extricated a ten-shilling
note.

Figgins took it, and turned to Tom
Merry & Co.

In silence Tom Merry handed him a

two-shilling piece.

ners- solemnly gave five shillings,
while Lowther, with a grin, made up the
required amount.

“Well, thank goodness that’s paid!”
md Flggms, in relief.

“Yes. Thanks awfully for ihe feed,
Mr. Cardew !” said Tom Merry.

“Tt was splendid!” agreed Manners
and Lowther.

“Ra-ther I”” said Fatty Wynn reminis-
cently.

Anxl Flgglnn made a curious neise in
his throad

Tom M e led the way back to the
school, \\hxle Fatty lagged. behind; he
had more to carry than the others.

The tes loomed into sight, and
Figgins had half a mind to turn and run,
Explanation would have to be made, and
Fxgﬁms had doubts of how Mr. Cardew

d take them.

For some reason there was auite &
lLittle crowd in the Eg-towly, and Fxggu:-’
fears were doubl It seemed rather
as thxegh&xego had beendbowlqi out.

BI . _greeted Figgins wnh
cheerful grins, Someone s to be
concealed in their midst; but Figging
mind was too busily ocm.ipied with other
things to notice it.

Suddenlv Undle Gaorge

“ Cheer-ho, Figgy!”

Gearge Figgins jumped clear of the

ground and blmk-d at Uncle George.
“What the— Cardew !" he howled.

Cardew, wig and whiskers in hand,
bqwed dramatically.

“The same |” he said. * Many thanks
for a most en;oy;h‘le though mmawhat
exBanuue afterrfoon

You —{-e —you bounder! You
swindler ! mme gerrat him !"

- Figgine made a mad rush. but_ihe
crowd, which “was nunmblg School
House in conlposition, warded him off.

Cardew dodged behind it.

Then a figure darted out across the
quad—a somewhat stout 6gure in & light
lounge suit.

iggins, with a bellow of rage, dashed
after it, with Wynn at his hee i
Strange to say, the crowd now hung

But Figgins paid no heed. He over

took rahe %mngvg 5:::% bore hémplto pﬂ;g

ound. nn _da: up, an um
g: the di: ynmu‘l junior’s chest.

“Take that!" hooted Figgins.

“ And that!" supplemented. Wynn,

Phe unfortunate victim took them-pro-
testingly, a.ud his muﬂod yells rang
across

The cro\vd doubled mmlf up in un-
sympathetic mirth,

stopped deéad.
said.

'he mheed

roof I"* was the rep ¥,

Three-hallpence,

*Ha, lm. ha!” .

"Gemo! Figgy !"

Fi
tho

15

his  victim a8
ho l{md uudde?aliy become Iad -hots
t— Kei rr"’ ]

“Kerr " stuttered: W,
Gmge Kerr sat up- nnd blmked at his

chum
q\nd came a shriek of

]luglzlcr And a shadowy form, dis-
tinguishable as that of an elderly gentle-
man, could be seen doing a war

dance.
“Done again!? came the yell.
'I'Iunh for ehe feed I”
Whn feed 7" mumb!od Kerr tq his

“A~—- feed we had in the vill
“At li‘lgﬁmu eanu]o"’ gmntﬁ Fa ty
Wy:m. ut, myl 1t was prime
the ‘quad iln-bd unoﬂae!
burne of Eaug‘hrer which, like the feed,
was at Figgins’ Expense. -
THE END. ¢
(Another grand, long, complele story
of the chums of St. Jim's next Wed-
nesday, entitled : * Talbol’s !’llul_,”
by Martin Clifford. Order gouy
“ Glem " Library in advance.)

'GEMS.

i NOT HIS FAULT.

A little boy went to school for tho-

first time, and the teacher, as soon

the new face, ca.lled him out.
““What is your name ?” asked

- “THomas Richards, and I'm five ye&l’

old?’ he answered.

The teacher seemed to be very dpubf.-
ful about this, so told him to bring his
name, age, and date of birth on a pleco
of_paper.

In the aﬂmmom. when Tommy ap-
pelmd .again at school, he searched ‘in

%mkat only to find’ rlm He had lost

“I’v:ﬁost 1: ma’am 17 he eried, huggt A

ing into tea:
“I.ost what‘?" asked the teacher
"P?uae, teacher, my excuse for being
bo’ll i

- HE WANTED IT.
A gentleman was walking along the
nueeb one day; when he saw a diminutive
youth place &n apple on a doorstep and

turn away.

“Here, my lad!” he said. “You do
wrong in placing that-apple the Some
poor hoy might be tempted to steal it

“That's ]una what I want;” guffawed
the youth, ~“TFve
out and filled it with mustard !’

g IN HASTE.
On his way home the other day Junz!
met a marri friend of his rumning
homewards at top speed ym.h a curious

parcel under his a
st Hallo Jim I he 1e]led “Why this

Ju-n chd not stop, but shouted over his
shoulder :,

“New ]m#, for my wife!
before it is out of faabzon"'

AWEKWARD!

Running

Cook ; “The_gas stove has gone out,
mum“' . Co
“Well, can't you light i
again ;"

Cook: “But it's gone out Lhruugh lh.

hollowed the inkide
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- A Splendid Tale of Dickie Dexter & Co. at St; Katie's. By MICHAEL POOLE.
: CHARSER 1. ! American, had beon pushed into. their fho Fill's duty to play the heavy father
The Kangarco Arrives. study. 'I‘Ley had brought him uﬁswbe a | part of the programme, but Dobbie and

of
A i o e b one | the Kid-would support him. -
Strong said slowly. to another study with two other feliows. “Don't make any mistake, Bill,” the
o e rning whis jolly Litle | _Jolly Roger himelf had admitted that | Xid urged. “Tn the Grst five minutes we
7% gafly of ours into a sort -of | the id bad dome well. Vet almost | give him the shock of his life. ~ We'll
nursing-home for mothers’ pets!)’ before the Bronto had departed tho three | make the Kangaroo think he’s met the
@i or bitterly, but | were informed that s pew boy, who was | real original bushrangers from his native

o E . J 2
uIT isn’t quite playing the game,” Bill gentle little lamb, and now he
i . to

“vou_could tell he felt hurt about it, and coming all the way from -Australis, was | Lills, and we'll have him gasping. Before
he looked at the Kid and Dobbie for to be put in their study for a time. the day’s out he'll ‘be following me round
agreement with his views, Ho has never been to England | like a pet lamb. We'll tame him !”

e o eko frat, and lob himpelf go. | before,” Jolly Roger had explained while | *Then  we'll to_ Jolly  Roger,”
“Playing the gamel” he domanded | they were still gasping, and I want,you | pobbio suggested, *and i gently
#It's finished me, Bill! I can see|to take him in hand, and just show him | g4 x 2
everything now. We know where we are ently all our methods and customs. T|™"4" tap came at the door, apd Bil
and what we are.  Playthings, puppets, f ! ave no doubt you wilt find him interest- | girong yvelled out. The door 5 and
A Eat sark of thing, for the amuse. | ing, 38 I gather that ho has spent & great | & fellow about as tall as Bill stood. in the
e ot and Jolly Rogor, and | pars.of his life on a sheopfarm. Doubt: { doorway.  Ho was not oo broad aa Bill,
any other creature that happens to wear less, he will need a little—ih—taming, | however, 'and there was a gort of easy’
a gown. We're learning senso at last, but I am quite’ sure I can leave him | gya00 about him, which you cowldn’s help
B o oamin \When Saminy Steed | safely in your hands. He will probebly | noticing. It might have been the fact
said *Take it vasy’ we siacked; when | &rTive Qurlog the_ course of , and | that his clothes fitted him. perfectly, or it
B Hagor taud | Rolorm didu't we | the headmaster wishes me to say that ho | might have been the ploasant little smile
yoform?  Look at us now & We're the | 18 holénxi.rolueﬂvmbh.iﬂf the boy's | which flickered about hig lips; but even
best and brightest collection of tame mice future, - Ilis name is Curtis.” Dexter realised that the stranger was a
in ‘fil’lmeh;vhula ;hnnl i Ny thg;gf:rehtﬁ) c‘;:‘:’“:f fai:p:r:‘mgggt?'th?:: good-looking kind of fellow. “
t's right?’ agresd Dobbie. I 3 i i
A oy paehad the untamed | of any funny questions to ask him. Mot R l:r":—n:;v:l!o]\:'?n:“ch?:l?; rmfilhbui“]hli:
B e ey e, did I kick? Did | until he bad gone did they sit up and o \were more like Dickie Dexter's. Just
you kick?"” The Kid was getting quite | discuss the matter. - N f’shado more wide-open than’they ought
. ot with righteous indignation. “Not a “He thinks we'll tame him as we did | {5 be, it scemed, and this gave bmlg“
bit! I looked after the Bronto, licked | the Brouto,™ said the Kid. “We will! | (011 "innocent, wondering, plaintive. sort
 him, and loved him. What's the reward? | But this will"be swifter! Tt took us | oeiook thut the Kid bimself had.
They take the tamed and gentle Bronto nearly three weeks to change the bucking «Hallo!” he nodded, with & ;e faing
from us and say: ° Here iz a wild and | Bronto, but three hours will settle the " ha o D ? Ty ‘WStudv _
woolly Australian aborigine, sent to us noble Kangaroo! 1 s'pose he'll come in &)uc IDD tsn't §t? My name's Cut:ziu
for special treatment. We oxpect you to with a boomerang and & stock-whip, and 1:6 lotte . {’d bo put in Stud »
make him haj nd brodk him in | have one of those lassoes tied round him? | 3o 10, Tran i Form L o
ently. We “PoIt hold you responsible | Right! We'll tame him! Listen to me, 9e 8, L R ‘:;"‘-H .
for his futura I’ My giddy aunt| Hold | Bill!” : . ‘ Bill Staong logked ew tly at the Kid.
mg while T weep !” : To Kid proceeded, e laid down the [I¢ was a bit awkward fo start, the pro-
hen you come-to look fairly and | plan of campaign and the method of pro- Frme- because this chap really wam't
Bquasely at the facts of the case, it really | cedure. * From e ‘Grst moment he | like the Kangaroo they were expecting.
did look as though the Beak and Jolly | entered the study the Kxn%mn Would|  “Oh, come int” -said the Kid.
Roger wers amusing themselves md{ have their strict attention, ere was to | “ You've found the right spob, We heard
Study No. 10. Brontrox, the untamed | be nothing gentle abeut the business, and | a short hme_afu about you, and were
TrE Gey LiseaRY.—No. 643, if Roger complained—let him! Tt would . arranging a little welcome for you. T'm

I



“selves in our leisure hours,
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Dexter, otberwise the Kid, the world's
celel mhﬂer of m"i"fj" rhines
tigers, NZArQos. s 18

Strong; heavy-weight champion of the.
earth and the et Mars. ~ And this is
Dobbin, - the ous- Turkish torturer.
Just to let you know how we amuse oui-

"meesaor

Strong will now show you—

Heo winked at Bill, and the b’:ﬁzman of
Study No. 10 stood up. He didn’t quite
like this part of the programme at all,
especially now that he seen the Kan-

garoo, who seemed quite a _pleasant
animal. However, the tamng pro-

gramme had to begin.
He advanced calmly towards Curtis,

who was now standing, a liitle purzled

and uncertain, in the centre of the room.
Bill brought his arms up in the manner
of a wrestler.

“It’s.all for your own d,” be mur-
mured softly, as he suddenly flung his
arms out to grip the Kangaroo around
the waist. 3

The intention was to lift Curtis from
his feet, give him a fow jerks and twists,
and, plant him firmly
floor. Bill, Dobbie, : H
then -proceed to sit -upon him,. angd
oxplain a little more fuily what their
desires were,

Of course, it was bound to be a sur-
prise for Curtis, but as the Kid had said,
e would be all the better for it later on,
and Bill Strong had also remarked that
it waa all for his-own good.

o Bill's arme went out. Just exactly
what happened in the next two and a
quarter seconds even the Kid, watching
intently, did not quite grasp. Curtis
seemedy-f.u stiffen up in astonishment;.
cne of lis arms flew up and accidentally
hit Bill .on the chin. The other arm
appeared to flash round like a well-
greased streak of lightning. :

Then the onlookers lad-a cinema
picture of big Bill Strong tncked away
somewhere under Curtis’ left arm, and
for a- fraction of a second both were
doing a Salome dance. In the next £fth
of a second Bill seemed to release his
hold and simply_dropped to the floor,
his arms outspread, while his féet made
incffective wriggles, the only result of
which wag to kick over the chair nearest
hiro.

Curtis was still standing upright, and
was still smiling very gently and a little
apologetically. . . @

Tt roused the Kid. Tle realised that
the programme was somehow going com-
pletely wrong.

“Come on, Dobbie!” he jerked out.
“(et up, Bill! Now, Curtis!”

He fung himself on to the Kangaroo,
and Dobhbie charged in after him,

“ Ah—1'm sorry !"" Curtis was murmur-
ing, and again even & priu-ﬁfhﬁ reporter
would have found it difficult to follow
efactly ‘what hi ned in the next one
and seven-eighths seconds. 'The Kid
Jidn't really stop in his whirlwind charge
at all. .’{ ently he miscalculais
where Curtis was standing, and got

i up with the right arm that the
Ka shot out. .
the net rosult was that Dickie

a somersault, and landed
in the middle of Bill Strong’s shoulders
just as he was trying to get up. B

_put up his arms wildly, trying
to do quite a lot in a short time. He
wan o keep the Kid on his feet, help
Bill' Strong up, and

put Curtis down,

but in less time than he had thought all

this out he was sprawling ungracefully
over his two friends on- ﬁhﬁ floor.

1Y really am sorry!” Curtis was

trying to expﬂinrmiﬂ, as Dobbie began

on’ his back on the
and the Kid would |
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to struggle to his feet. “It wad only a
joke, wasn't it? I haven't hurt—"

The doqr opened. As Dickie Dexter
extricated himseclf from Bill Strong, and
managed to stand upright,. he saw
another ﬁﬁn standing in the doorway.

It was -Beak himself!

“ Dextér "—there was an unpleagant
sting in the Head's voice—" what does
this mean? You are not—— Ah, Curtis!
I heard that you had arrived, = You
should have reported to me first.”

“I'm very sorry, si.” Curtis was
standing very upright, and even the
Head felt that he-was nervous and a little
afraid. *T thought I ought to come"to
the study first of all. I'in sorry, sir!”

“That’s all vight!”" the Besk snapped.
“But this—" He waved his g\md
uiu.ickly to the overturned chair and the
slowly-rising form of Bill Strong. * They
were not trving lo fight with you

already? - Were you -fighting, Dester— 2

Strong 7"

~The Kid;, just for the moment, felt a

little dazed, and he wanted time to think

out a decent excuse. Before he could

begin the Kangaroo waa explaining.
<Tt's my fault, sir,” he said contritely.

“I—I was just showing them a few tri

in ju-jitsu, sir.. They were interested.

I}ug perhaps 1 did it a little too roughly,

sir.”

“0Oh, Isee!”

_The Head laughed at that. Jusi for a
moment he had had a vague_suspicion
that Strong & Co. had been trying games
on the new boy. - Apart from that he
hadn't the least objection to the study
occupants amusing themselves with new
knowledge.

“You had better come to my study aé
four o'clock, Curtis,” the Head went on.
“Y ghould like to see you before you
rveally settle down, AMeantime, I'm sure
that Dexter and Strong and Dobbin will
iell you ‘anything’ you wish to know, and
will Thake you ~ery bappy.”™

“ They—they’ve been telling me that,
sir,” Curtis said, still a littleghes:'tar:lly
and nervous, because he was a new boy.
“ We—we're quite good friends already,
s - -

“T am glad," said the Beak, and passed
out again, .

Bill Strong and the Kid, io say nothing
of Dobbin, regarded the Kangaroo in
wonder, He felt their gaze upon him,
and turned to them. %z,

“T'm so sorry, you chaps—"" he
began. “I mean—— Of course, it was
only a joke, wasn't it?
twning up——_That was the Head, 1
suppose? I didn’t let you down at all,
did 11" .

He really looked very anxious and per-
plexed. Bill Strong tried to think out a
suitable remark—a sort of apology and
compliment combined—and, as usual, it
was the Kid who spoke first.

He picked up the chair which had

' fallen, and waved the Kangaroo towards

1it.

.“ Welcome home, Curtis!™ said the
Kid. *“Did I say I was a tamer of kan-
garoos, Bill? id you say -you would
place him on the floor? It was a mistake,
Bill! We live and learn. You'll be one
of us henceforth and henceforward, O
noble Kangaroo! Consider yourself
tamed, and don’t show me any more ju-
jitsu tricks  just . yebt! e forgive
you freely. ~But . we do not for-
give Joliy Roger! TLeb us talk of the
animal. Bring out the biseuits, Dobbie,
and likewise uash, and let us make
merry together while we tell our youn,
friend about this little misunderstand-

But the Head’

’rhmhalfpmer. B

CHAPTER 2 4
Arranged for Roger’s Benefit,

Ul?a_)t pointrcil).ickiehlzexhr’s he«
cies regarding the tami the
Han, were correqt% said

that the job would be’all over in
less than ‘three hours.

As_a matter of fact, Curtis was “ong
of us" in somethin an hour,
There might have been trouble, of course,
over the frst little incident of the ju.
itsu exhibition ; but, fortunately; all rfh.

ur of them found someone else to blame
for the misunderstanding.

Bill Strong, Dobbin, and Dexter put it
all down to Jolly Roger. If he'd only
told them that a really decent fellow like
Curtis was turning up, instead of spout-
ing about reform, and taming, and that
sort of rot, all would have been well.

Curtis was even more pained when he
heard the full siory. i

You ought to know something . more

about the Kangaroo. It is quite correct
that he had spent g faiv part of his life
on an Australian sheep-farm, which hap-
pened to be one of the biggest in the con-
tinent. Except for its greater freadom,
life here had been very much the same as
it would have been on a "hig British
country estate. u :
: ﬁubfcl:rﬁs h%d also spent the greater
part of the past five years at an important
school in New South Wales, where life
was, egain, not so_very different from
what it was at St. Katie’s, There were
differences, of course, and rtis  ex-
pected that he would.have to go slowly
when he landed at Katie's.

He wasn’t really over-pleased abouf ,

eomlnsh to Katie’s at-all. At his last
school he had, quite easily and naturally,
hecome the leader of the chief crowd m
the place. That was only to be expected
when you got to know Curtis, He had
no side and no swank, but Nature had
intended him to be a leader, And that
was all there was in it

Quite b{echanee he had overheard a
discussion between his father and another
friend, and Curtis had gathered that his
father ‘was convinced that his son’ was
“running wild,” and wanted sterer dis-
cipline.  The name & certain Mr.

Roger Blunt had been mentioned, but it -

was not until-a long time afterwards that
Curtis was informed that he was being
sent to achool n

But you can understand how Curtis felt
when he heard all that Dicky Dexter told
him. He realised that he had been seni
to Katie’s for the purpose of being
“tamedy” and_that doubtless his 'late
Head, and poem_bg his father, had spoken
of him as a “ wild "’ youth.

“I'm not that at all,” he protested to

the valiant three. * I'm the quietest pert
of chap you'd ever mest. {elt jolly
nervous and shy when I came 3
afternoon, and if you chaps hadn't been

decent 1'd haye. been as miserable as

B0 ¥
could be. You don’t think I'm rough
and wild, do

you?”
“Not s bit of it,” Bill Strong assured
him. - “You’re like me, garoo, Jusi
because yowre big, everybody thinks
you're rough, and tries to sit on you.

And now you Il heve Jolly Roger reform-

ing you! .

“{v’s unfair,” said Curtie. “It's nok
good enough. What's this chap Jolly
Roger got against me? It’s not pleying
the game!”

“ That's just what we-said!” the Kid
eried. *They sit on us, overwork us,
make all their miserable little rules, and
put iron bars up to the windows, just as
n‘::ugh we were children, _A:ld on top of
that they try to set us againa
They got ﬁyill Strong to look after me.
They've made us ible for fg
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other, -
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Bemg wood. Think of it! It brings the
salt tears to my childish eyes, and makes
me gob in my sleep! eIl have to do
something !"
They talked of it at length. “The more
{hlk the more they realised the
wickedness of the situation. They were
& down-trodden,  ill-treated, ~ Over-
worked gang of galley-slaves, Tt was the
sort of thing that Parliament. ought to
know about.

During the.next few days Curtis made
fuller acquaintance with Katie’s, For a
new boy he found his feet in an amaz-
ingly shm't space of time ; but that. again,
was Kangaroo's way, He was,
indeed, l.homug%ly at home and happy.

One of the Teasons for this was that he
had met kindred spirits, nud another was
that there was a_ lot to be interested i m.
There was this quaahon of Jaldy
for matance, whom he regarded, avon
before ‘he had seen him, as his natural,

- enemy—the man who was out to tame
and reform

Cartis heard all about {heir previous
conflicts with Roger. He observed the
head of the Transitus for himself, and
realised that such a man might easily
rule his flock with-a rod of iron. And
Curtis didn’t want to be in any business
1vhere the rod®of iron was knocking

“I'm all out for freedom,” he told the
Kid on one of their long chats together.
“I foel just as you do about this great
question, Kid. We get sent to school to
lean:etlhuggs, bé,ut th;rlals no need to get
excited about it, as Jolly Roger seems to
do. .Lots of -thi o
waon’t ever matter when ive’ve left school.
You woh't go zbout apouting out \.m:ls
and yards of jpeare when you've
left school, will you? 8o what's it matter
if we don’t learn that little lot he's set
Eor to-morrow?”

y noble Kangiroo,” said the Kid,

* you" va got my ideas right to the tip of
your little fingers!  You've got an un-
dent.nnd.mg mind. The only question

How are we going to bring these
gront truths home to Jolly Eogor! He's
a hnr({'hmrted {e]Iluw and it’s I":Dhuse
suggesting & gentle pow-wow with him,
because hn’d simply tear you up. We

must thin!
"I’ve been thinking,” said the Kan-
garoo, “and there’s some inkling of a

_o_u coming into my mind. Wait!"
mum if Jolly Roger had heard this
:g t have expl.umpd to them just
why it was necessary for them to polish
up their little brains, and all about it.

¢ he didn’t hear, and the Kid and the
Kangaroo went on converting each other,
while Bill Stron, J; and Dopbie applauded
lll[_}hnt :!;ey sju i

'rom afar Jolly Roger’s sagle eye was
iipon_them:  Already he had observed
the slackening. process aettmg in, and it
P "him.” The boy from Australia
was quiet and ai!enhve in class, and,
quite correotly, Roger judged him to be
a wormal, hml:hg but above the
average in both the plnymg-ﬁeld and in
his capacity for work; yet he didn't seem
to be yielding very smftly to Roger's
treatment.

And Bill Stmng Dobbin, and _young

xter were slipping. away, and in turn

other mombers of the Transitus were
being infected. 8o Roger grew ,more
careful, more watchful, and began to

hghun- his giip once again
keepa aye on me,” the
Kw remarked one day. “(Great
annkea' I'll bet he knows every time I
buy a currant-bun! What heé wants is
tomn&]ﬂng to think about, and that’s
what I'm going to give him. I can't go
on like this! Yqu wouldn’t expect 1t,
Would you, Kid?”
. THE qu I.smnr.wNo. &15.

ings they pump into wus |

“0f course not!” Lhe Ku'l agroad.
“['ve been thinking—

“80 have L" Mld. the I\angnm
“Lat's talk_about it!"

An hore later Bill 8trong -and: Dobbin
came in, and observed that Kid's eyes

“were shlnmg bilfhﬂy'

y gentle little Bill!” the

Kid began nnd they knew that there was
ke i round.

“Come._in, my sweet one! Are you a
gambler, Bill¥ Are you the bad boy of
the family ? _Don’t say you are riot, Bill,
because the Kangaroo "has led you nltl'ly.
I can see it in your eyes. You're putting
your hard -earned et-money on
horses, you naughty lad!  What will
Jolly Roger say? And he can’t help
finding. out all about it.  His o eg

or {

“ lll see your You'll. be’

ak, you vrm d uth! Oh, but you
wnll! So !  And the, ncble
Kanga

mo—
i an. what’s the ideat" asked Dobbie.
“Tell us about it, Kid !*

“Tell him, Kangy!” urged the Kid.
#Listen, my children! -The Kangaroo is
a noble animal. and wears his head hi h
in the clouds, hence he gets many g
thoughts and bright schemes. Flounah

Australia! - It's all for our dear friend,
Jolly er!  Now he really will be
busy on the reform business! Won't he

ask me -questions on Thursday? He
will!  And® I shall answer_ thereunto;
vea, -and -likewise rauch- suspuclon shall I
give unto him! But tell "em the main
scheme, my noble Kangaroo!”

CHAPTER 8,
Mr. Blunt Admits Defeat—Cheerfully.

" R. ROGER BLUNT, had had a
great deal of experience in the

taachl of boys between the
ten and’ twemty-two,
and he adrmtted that he was continually

learning.

Moreover, he liked his profession. Its
problems, guule:, and perplexities ke'?
l|is brain bright and trained lus eagle

ve.

But the problem relating to Study
No. 10 had grown considerably of late,
and the more carcfully Roger watched
and pondered the more -complex it
seemed to grow.

First of all ho fancied Dexter was at
the back of it. Then he wavered a little,
and began to think that Curtis, the boy
from Australia, was not quite so shy and
innocent as he appeared.

Then, quite accidentally, as he was
taking prep one evenmg he caught
Strong glancing at a paper. fore he
commandeered it Roger noted the precise
spot upon which BJIY was concentrating.

That was tho first item that led him
to suspéct that Strong was interested in
betting news, and at first, Roger was in-
clined to pooh-pooh the suspicion.

The following -ddy, however, he hap-
pened to be near Strong and Dobbin on
the playing-fields. Apparently they did
not observe him,  or, at events,

ined that his quick ears would not
mzﬁmnr what-they said.
don't . thmk Guldhawk is much
uDd » Dobbin was saying. “I'd sooner
go]]ow Rankin’s stable and go all out
for Tom Titt. Barron thinks that, too,”

ST'm ar.u:kmg to Goldhawk, and if it
goes down, I guess I'll have to see Uncle
again!” Bxﬁ Strong answered grimly.
“Curtis was saying that he’d heard the
anblex, on_his present form—— Shut
up! Jolh: Roger's in the offing. We'll
move on [

Every word of it Jolly Roger heard,
and hé saw them stroll ‘down the fiel d,
apparent!y still deep in discussions on

A few qnnuteb later he saw Dcxt and

Curﬁs leekmg a cunremant resting,
behmd the pavilion. Roger hatec the
idea of playing eavesdropper, but it was
]ust a3 well for him to get rid of these

icions in his mind.

ietly l!e ihs““d as near as he could

the g ere the two were restmg' .
@ caught thmpse of a queer-coloured

news-sheet held between them, and heard-
a guick exclamation from Dexter.

“There you are!” he said excitedly.
“This chap says Gnldhawk is a sure
thing for to-morrow! I’ll put my best
Sunday boots on that, Curtis! Blow
Tom Titt and the Rambler ! That’s the
gec-gee for my money! We'll all
down to Renfrews' to-morrow afterncon
and get the results quick ! Who': mkmg
tha slips tq him bo%ny ™

“I am,” said Curtis.

“Then, there’s mine!” nald Dexter,
nnd h:nded over a little slip of folded
“Tl stroll down with you.
ane f'ou got the other chupa slips 77"
who are on to-morrow’s, flutter,”
Curtis answered. “I shall have to raise
some more cash, old son! Still, I reokon-
to-morrow will .see everything all right.
ou did pretty well last term, didn’t
Bunty said you made a giddy

pil

“Not so badly,” said Dexter cheer.
fully. "I_’\e been predty low this term,
but I'm going to make up for li now |
You watch vour ancle!”

Bowor siopped quickly wad el
away, as Dexter rose. By his attitude
he hoped to-suggest that he hid not
even observed their presence.

‘hen he was out of earshol Curtis:
winked at Dexter.

“He's got something to -think about
now ! ortled. “ Let’s go and find
Bill Stmng, nnd see if he's had any luck,
Then we'll go down into the town and
buy-a paper st Renfrews’. We'll hava to
keep to every detail, you know!

At four o'clock that afternoon 'Mr.
Samuel Steed sat in the window-seat of
Jordan's cafe. This position allowed
him a glimpse of the main entrance ta
Renfrews' shop, a fairly big esiablish-
ment, where papers, tobacco, fancy
goods, and so nn were sold. He had
come here by the special wish of Mr.
Roger Blunt, who wished him to make
certain observations.

On several occasions Sammy Steed had
marvelled at the way in which ‘Roger
could foretell what boys were %ﬁmg to
do. To-day he marvelled more,
Between five minutés past the hour and
twenty minutes past, no fewer than eight
boys from Katie's entered Renfrews’.
Roger had_said that there would cer-
tainly be two—Dexter and Curtis—and
they were the first to enter. -

He reported the fact to Mr. Blunt that

\

evening. As it happened, Mr. Steed was
taking prep that night, and Roger gave
him  another of his well - known
prophecies,

“Watch certain members of my Forth
to-night, Steed,” Roger'told him. “I
fancy that if you keep your eyes open
you may cetch them reading forbidden
papers. Let me know later on.”

Mr. Steed felt that he was really on the
track of a deep mystery, and he simply
glued on to the Transitus in 1pmp that
night. Once again he marvelled, Five
youths were separately and at different
times pounced upon by SBammy and com-
pelled to admit that they were reading m_
evening paper.

Sammy confiscated them, of course,
and undertook to repm-t cuch boy to his
Form- mner, He did and at. the
same time handed over I.he pers, each
of uhmh had carefully been ke idﬂed.

-just nl he had taken them
reader: !




 Sixth. Most of them,

“but nevar one where he felt
this.

- morrow,”

: " Every Wednesdags

trifle grimly when
R ot all b
on fe where the racing reports
were to
44 H" M A Steed asked, as e
u'm“ il r hat do you suspect.?
Nothing “.,
“If my“:;gmons are correct,” Jolly
said slowly, and

' than his usual cheerfulness, “I'm afraid

it is yery serious, my dear St
now think it is possible, yet the
evidence is nverwhdmmg At least half
my Form—and possibly other Forms—
are. engaged in making bets on horse-
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thi: we've “got uomethmg
"ﬂ?nt Tn mm right nstu it—haven't
we, You trust the old firm
-in this ululdreu* We're going right

tllrdu h with it 17
ope he starts on suma of the Fifth

fellows,” Dobbie said ho fy “M
hat! é’pnﬂe he asks Smil of the Fi
if he's been berumg' Smithy won't hl!f

& speec]
It was. ne&rly the end of the first hour
in the morning when Jolly Rogér was
summoned '513 Head’s room. -Every-
one noticed t!mt he was. very sérious to-
, and his usual smile was quite a thin'

races! Apparentl: make them m. It became almost & pathetio

through the agmgy xiwnanfre'ws, the tw:st when he went out. -

newugent’a}" . In the Head’s room he. found Mr.
“ Betting Horse-racing !” uped James Renfrews, newsagent, with Mr.

Sammy. “But I say, Blunt! ‘This is| Bird,

really ~ terrible ! o Head will be Ah, como in, Mr. Blunt!” the Head

furious ! And Renfrews" It's in-|said. “T asked Mr. Renfrews to come
dibl .' =7 and sco, me He asserts very definitely

eti at ut length the ﬂnt there :s ahanlutcly no Eoundahon
ttemendo\u respectabi Mr. Ren-
frows, the years he hnd been the “It's most \mhu.r 1” Mr. Renfrews

ﬁcm! newsagent to the school How

“T never heard ofeuch a thing !
iera

r. Blunt proj to act? There is only myul{ and twd da
"! dunt q;ul.e n what course to]in the sl tg and we serve every
take yet,” Roger admil “Tt needs | Why— Oh, but ycm ve no sigh

very careful connderahon."

On the following day he was free to
watch the lings himself from
Jordan’s cafe. The excitement began
about 3.30, and from that time on at least
twenty boys visited Renfrews” shop.

were inside for not more than a

Some
* minute, but two or three were.there for

fully fifteen minutes. Roger noticed that
Cuma stayed longer than an: -else,
and eventually came out with Strong.
Both of them were plamly excited about

something, but not until they were right
-by Jordan's wmdow did Curtis stop -nd
take from his pocket four urle-po
notes and show them proudly to St

There hiid been some of the F:.flh
lows amoéng them, and even two of tha
er observed,
went in furtively, and usually speat a fow
mmukes at the shop-wmdow befnm dodg-

uw e.
ijmw-h had deolt. mtb a good

many dif t propositions in his time,
nmm ‘awk-
;&mﬂ sly b diffienl t f:

viously be very f.toge proaa
beyond what he already knew, yet
conld scarcely take dr: d i
action on own_account,

On. the other hand, it was & very
urgent matter, and one that afected tha
whole school. Ian circumstances, -he
decided to discuss the question with le

ead.

In Mr, Bird’s study that evening Ro er
had a long, confidential chat w:th
Head of Katie’s. He
quite carefully and clearly, and did not
exag;!gm?h in gh:; o wﬂ.

“As I sa 0 not possess &
lute proof, P;' Roger ocmclndad " but I

so~——""

felt, it would ba wi

“No preof?” mupped the Head.

“There is more t evidence
for immediate inquiry md action! We
will go into the matter very thoroughly
to-morrow morning !

In Study No. 10 a discussion on the

1y abso-

-same subject also took place that even-

ing. Curtis was the managing-director
of this sffair, ably supported by Dickie

ter,
“Hé tock all the names,”

the Kan-
garoo maid joyfully. “I saw him when
. We wero outside cafe.”
eagé_u eye was on us,” Biil Strong
" added. “We didn't let him twig that

we knew he was there. Wonder what

be'll do now? Think he'll wait for more
oof 17 -

- “We're - leavi

the

hiim_ slone for to-

id said calmly, =~ “If

the fachs'

e Head raised his ntly, lmt
he had such a little way h'gehm that
Mr. Renfrews stopped abrup U{

“We are gomg into the whole mauor.
Mr. Renfrews,” the Beak said. “Rest

that neither Mr, Blunt nor I

would harbour such lnapnﬂom without
excellent reason. Ah1”

He was looking at the list before

and _Dexter’s name naturally attra
him Brat. A bell was pressed, an order
iven, and within three minutes Richard

xte Transi

r of the tus was on the

s Bt el ke yesterde
8

]'.:kaxa.«rv‘i the Hendyl?:gm ° -

* Bats, sir 7" said the Kid, and looked

first at Head and then nf- Mr. Blunt,
Y I—I can’t make tl, pir !

“1 said E-T—§1” msnbed
the Head. “ You went to Mr. Renfrews’

shop yesterday. I gather that you went |

for the purpose of making bets upon the
results of oertain horse-races I want the
e Bk B o

e a way of saying thmgs
like that, and mnkmg cold shivers run

he | down your Eme so quickly that you

got hot again before you really knew it
—and then you told him everything.
But to-day—

Mr. Renfrews, Mr Blunt, and the,
Head, were watching Dexter closely and’
mtent]y His big eyes opened wider
and wider, his lower lip qmvemd and
he seemed utterly amazed.

“T—I don’t understand, sir! ” he said
slowly. “I went to Mr. Renfrows' shop

yes afternoon—Mr. ~ Renfrews
served me himself, on't know any
thing about betting, sir. I—I didn't l:e{

did I, Mr. Renfrews {”

Ho turned appealingly to “Renfrews,
into whoso eyes came a little hint of
trinmph.

"You did not, Master Dexter!” he
stated, and put his fist heavily on the
table. “No boy from this school has ever
made any bet there!”

The Head's face showed not the
faintest_sign-of any emotion: He bent
over the list again, pressed the bell, gave
an order, and presently the tall, grace-
ful form of Curtis appeared. here
was a certaini ‘air of calmness about the
Kangaroo, tmgpd with Juut the right
amount of réspect.

“ Ah, Cartis!” the Beak n.  “1
understand you went into Dulchester
yesterday for the o of makmg m—
tain bets, and that you actual
a certain amount of money., il !Oﬂ

be good enough to tell me how you |

] blinked i der. Hs
'pn:]led lnmmuge’;:er. L: :.milrem, and
on the Head.

Tbm—baﬁpmo&
made thm bets, md who paid yom tlli

“I su'f" lm esl:ed ““No one paid
me any money, sir. . I'don’t quité know
what you mean, sir. Bets?  That's
g-amblmg. isn't it, sir?”

“What did you do in Mr. Renfrews'
shop_.yesterday 'afternoon?” asked ihe
Hoad, -quite calmly.

“1 bought—"" Curtis _hesitated, as
thwgb tr}mg to. recollect just what hnd

it | bought two papers, sir,
an: yes T asked them to get me a copy
of ‘King Bolomon’s Mines,’ and I
changed a five-pound note, sir. It was
the only moncy I had left after. my
journey here; sir '

“Ah1” gaid the Head. ‘‘Have you
ever - discussed  horse-racing vr!h .
Strong ?”

. Curtis looked puzzled.

e nu ht have done. su-—]ust. once or”
twice,” ie' admitted. “¥ ‘think they
wmem'phmmg to’me about the different
m m England, and how things were

Wo might have talked about it,
sir—but only in fun.

We falk about a
lot .of things—airships and submarines,

and—oh, sill thmgo, sir! You kmow
what whmlbzgs are?
*Yes,” said the Head. “Stand over

there by Dexter, please.™

the bell was pressed, an
sently into the room came Smﬂ.b ot the
Fiﬂh. Smithy was one of the real

“‘pots ” of the school, and even iho Beak
fmled to make a grnnt-:mpmumn on him,
or Smithy believed in himself.

“ Ah, Smith " the Head begln.\

“Bir?” said Smithy, in his well-known -
aristocratic manner.

‘“What bets did you: make
when you went into Duldluter"
| bets have you made during the past
wee;‘: I want a full account from every
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For once even Smlt.hy was !mockeci nE
his balance.

“Y am talking. about - horse- mm'hg, -
Smith !"* tho Head said. " “I gather that
you have some knowledge of it, and are
in the habit of makinig beta. What was

the last bt you made, and where dld you

mako it?”

Smith locked at the Beak, and :#;
Beak looked at Smith. Then Smi
scemed to throw his chest out and put hls
head a little higher. B

““Am ¥ to understand that 4
of betting, sir?” he dmlnded i Il li"
nug‘a:at that I have been in the hahé.

rowing my money away by wht
I believe is known as backing horses? If
that is so, sir, may T ask who made th.t %
accusation? Tt is & most &

“It is very serious, Smith,”. said the
Head, quite calmly; “Have youm, or
have you not, made any. buLs of any
kind within the past week 1°

“I bave not, sirl” Smithy simply
ﬂlmg it out, “1 I'e you my word, sir,

that I know not ng whatever lbnu\
horse 1-Mrm§l I am. entirely ignorant
upon the whole question. has made
this accusation against me?’ Surely I
have a ﬂght to know that, sir 7"

“There is no accusation, Smith,” said
the Haud a little wearily. ““1 am mak-
ing an inquiry, and 1 merely desired
answers to certain’ questions. You have

no - knowledge of ln}l'1 betting  being

mmed on in this sch
“I bave never heard the

nestion
mhnhom:d or _discussed in my 3:‘“
form, sir,”” said Smil

Tnn Geu me 7‘\n

e




- a mare's nest,

"that T have been mld—outu itted—led into

'

= " Jolly Roger was standing ver,
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roatn order to mn.ke a speech. “{ am-

uite sure, air, that if such an accusation |

been made, it has been done out of

ecr spite and malevolence.” Smithy

wed his gaze to rest upon Mr. &:nv

i:ews for a moment. * And I feel quite

syre, air, that if a proper mqui.ry ia mndn
you -will find that it is—"

“Thank you, Smith!” said the- Hnad.
4T am very ple to hear your views.
THy.confirm my own. You may go,

el !

1" i < ok
Bir I” said. Smithy, and walked out
svith the air of a conqueror.

- The Head looked at Mr. Blunt. h

“Do you think we should sce any ot
the others?” he asked quietly.

“{ think not, sir!” said Roge!

“Do you wish to question mlher of
these two boys further?” The Head
indicated Curtis and Doxter.

Roger turned !.o them wd they nobed

e was

that one: smiling
uhaar[ully, and hnd,tha n!d ﬁxhhnx gImt

in his e
o Wlu'; nbmﬂ, the Rambler, Curtis?”
Ilu uhd abruptly. . “Did it win?" ~

c Rambler, sir?” Curtis looked
at Inm in perplexity. < Ia there a horse
called the Rambler, sir? Is that ‘what
you mean, sir?”

“Ah !’ said Roger, and tu.rned to the
Head. *I think that is all, sir
“You may 1” said. the Head.

‘our answers -‘were guite satisfac "
Both the Head and Mr. Blunt talked
kindly and tactfull; 'g to Mr. Renfrews, and
“when presently the newsagent left, he
was more than satisfied. A boyish prank

. was &t the back of it, but of course, not
one single moment had they I.hmlght

Bnufrewx involved
Aftm' e bad gone the Head and Jolly
ﬁ(:!' atill_ discussed the matter, and
ﬁ the Head rang up someone on the
tolnp one. .

“I think he knows ercryt!nnz ltnut
racing,” the Head ex lained.  * What
were the names? Goldhawk, Rambler,
“and Tom Titt? Very good! Tl &

hi
l?m- some minutes he was engaged-on
the telephone, but put it down at last,
and a;;‘](l, eared more perplexed than ever.
n’t understand it, Blunt!"” the
Bad. said, a little tanhly “You say
ey named. these three horses?  But
rainger says that he doesn't know of
any horses of that name, and they cer-
tainly have not been racmg this week, or
dast!i What does ft-medn ?™
stiffly
erect, and his smile was like the light in
s ejes—chnrged with tha joy of battle.
“T am yery sorry, sir,” hesaid: “I'm
fraid I have drn% you in to discover
at it means really is

gnp. by two or three_schoolboys. ||
Wi permission, sir, I will with-
dnw case from your hands and' make
inquiries f. I am’ exceed-
mz(i 5O that I nve troubled you so

' The Hum! fooked .up ai "Roger and

"'I‘hnt’u all right, Blunt'” he said
ulz;:?. “You have a very difficult

When Jolly Roger reiurned to the
Form-room he went quictly, There was
something of & row on in the Trans-room,
and for a moment or two er atond in
ﬂle doorway without bein,
one \sa.! laughing ami ¢l

roo !"

said for the twentieth® tune
Roger won 't——- ‘Sh!”

rmg‘
Dickie Dexter
“In l-ut o]d

‘A moment later Jolly Roger stalked in,
and perfect silence reigned. But not a
word did Roger say about the episode in
the Head’s room. = Full of energy, vim,
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and smilea he plunged mtu the
worl

Not until he was alone with Bammy

Steed did Reger hint at what wae in his

mind. Mr. Steed was anxious w know
if he had boen sycoessful in tracing the
scandal he was on.
“No,” said Roger chebrfully. “I am
pleased o sg T was quite unsuccessful in
e

every possible way. In fact, my dear
Steed, my leg pujled ‘most,
thnroughly I shall have 4o brighten

myself up a litile and keep more alert
in future.”
“But how did they do 15‘7'” demamiod
Sammy. “Who arranged it?
© “Dextor, of ccmru, was in the thing
and ed " Roger assured him,
“ Bul [lm mclmed to think that. the
femul of it all lay with another fellow
am keeping my eye upon him. In

fact, I am ng to devote |§ecu:l atben
tmn to Inp,q'iust as I do to Dexter.”

" Who 1s it ?” begdgecl Sammy. “Not
Strong. Iks boun to be someone in
Study N

“ft is,” saxd Roger. *But it is the
newcomer on this occasion. He is an in-
Femous youth, I fancy; a bright, clever
ad who will prevent me from getting
bored, or my mind from growing rusty.
I shall devote & considerable amount. of
thought and care to him in the near
future—young Curtis, you know, the boy
from Australia, The Kangaroo, I be-
lieve they-call him. I'll kangaroo him!”

And upstairs, in Study No. 10, at that
very moment, a special feast was in pro-
gress—to celebrate the victory of the
same Kangaroo who had come all the
way from éol!tulm to be tamed and re-
formed by awal-
low doesn’t make a |ummer nor one brief
success an everlasting victory. *

And Jolly Roger was still smiling.

THE END.

[Am?.’err\ of these grand school stories
next week.)

JUST OUT!

SCHOOL, SPORT, AND
ADVENTURE TALES.

BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY.

No.510.—QUINTHRED'S QUEST
Topping Yarn of the Cricket Field.
By HARRY HUNTINGDON.

Neo. 511, 'I'IB CARAVAN
CHAMPIONS.

Splendid School an.l Holiday Tale.
. By HERBERT BRITTON.

No. 512.-THE RED CITY,

Maguificent Adventure Story.
By ALFRED ARMITAGE.
No. 513.—0N THE WAR PATH.

A Magmﬂcmt Complcte 8choal Tale
| of Greyfria
. By FRANK RICH ARDS.

PRICE EOURPENCE EACH.

in connection with a cum'buzaome kin:
1 boot.”

Note :—Y¥our Editor is alw pleased

fto hear from his ers. Address:

y, The ¥ Gem,"” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street,” London,
ECA4,

NEXT WEEK’S STORIES.

In our long, camplete story of the
Chums of 8t. Jim’s, for next Wednesday,
Talbot of the Shell Form finds a siona
which turns out to be a ruby of
velue. The eveats that centre youn t.he
stone, and the trouble it causes, form
them of a really fine story. ¥You
enjoy

“'l'll.lﬂ’f'l fIND )
By Martin Cli

In the next of the nawjnmm\s series
of Bt. Katie's stories; Curtis, the
Australian boy, who is the latest recruit
to Dickie Dexter’s famous Co., plays a
prominent part. As soon as Mr. Roger

n begins.
o THE GAMBOLLING LAMBS !
By Michasl Poole,
further light upon “Jolly
Roger’'s "' uniaue methoda of - dealing
with the modern schoolbg
Thm will also be another chatty little -
talk, “Cooee " about Australia and
Juck homton s experiences there, pre-
sented in author’'s usu hnght
manner, under the title of = .
* A NEW CHUM IN AUSTRALIA."
i y “ ' Coose 3

OUR NEWEST
The inauguration of * M
Own Corner,” coupled with
tion of f-orowns in connection
with, seems to have met with my chums"”.
hearly approval. It is going with a;
swing. Send along your contributions.
.

FEATURE.
Readers'
e distribu-

ME.

When . folks get very famous, they
almost necessarily, and, certainly, natur-
ally, have things named after them. I
am expecting to hear of the D'Arcy ~
cravat, and the Courcy collar, to say
nothing of the Trimble tile. The Duke
of Wellington  said to Lord Brougham,

My lord, I used to think you would go
down to posterity as a_skstesman; buk
now I know your name will only be asso-
ciated with a carriage.” ‘ Your Grace,”
said Lord rouglmm. “there have been
timeés when I Imked your name with a.
hundred fights; but now I think of (:;;

Actually it is a sign of fame-when some
article, much in use, is named after p -
man. Look at a Gladstone bag. Per-
hapa you would rather not. It is not the
most converient “type g It is
generally too-big to ahunt ipto the rack
of.'a rallway carriage.
above the head of the chap opposite, he
hates you; but, of course, it stands to
reason that you do not want the awk-
ward mass.tumbling down on your head
when the train does a see-saw-at & junc.
tion. It might hurt you!

e
T
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Blunt'n eye is off his ur.u-ulx fock; the
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