“[lUBiEl] WATERS ” & “THE FINGER OF FATE!”

A Complete Story of St. Jim's. A Complete Tale of 8t. Katio's.

A SPANK!NG FOR ARTHUR AUGUSTUS - D’ARGY!

(An Amazing Incident in the Grand School Story in this Number.)



2 All Your Favourite Authors appear in—

D3 NOT DELAY'

No. 648.

.SEND IN YOUR CONTRIBUTION TO-DAY.

f’"’ <;(icmduded by gom Edifor

HDTE Hatf—l—crmn wall be awarded tu ﬂm sender of every paragraph yuhhshe;! on this page.

FRIENDLY.
_ Please compliment Mr, Michael I’orle
me on having created such a lovs
stevesling  character  as o
A little pen portrait -;1 the prin-
racters would be welcome.

his dends record,
Catie's School!
i mgnku.r than the sword,

I'lien great as H:ng is Michacl Poole!

—Gordon R, Bennelt, 22,
Load, Hollield, Bristol.

FHDM IRELAND.
 Ludiv= and gentlemen,” said an T
ger 1o his audience of three, "as
is nobody here I'll dizmiss you ali.
perfermance of this night will not
performed, but will be repeated to-

Rudthorpe

T

pmntow evening.”—Thos. J. Bailey, 246,
'tiaxter  Road, Normaeott, Longton.
!-'luke—un—’['rcut.

TALBOT,

for about three
inmpres-

T have read the Gex

keen on detulu-
naturally. 1 wish vou conkd
us from which Stwe he comes fron.
I 'm[n‘ Jr is Victoria. I was reading the
Chat in No. . and was offended bt
what was said about Gussy. 1 should
Itke more football, as T am foathall macl.
Nixon. 166. St. Kilda Streer,
Brighton, Melbourne, Vieroria,
a.

THE “ GEM " AGAIN.

T can hardly prai-e the €
I have read it oy the Jus
and have never found it
finest tale, T think, was * lhe 1>ru~mg

cpough.
o

Out at St Jim's” T should like this
L in book form, and [ rhink another
barring-out  tale wonld Dbe welcome.
Bu an amateur photographer, T think

a page in the GE deveted io this hobby
would be good. An exchange snap
systera would also come in well. Shonld
hn plea~-d 10 hear from am readers in-

wsted in the ramera.—E. Narlor, Wat.
rigshaw Tane.
3 nrd, Yorks.
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A REQUEST,
Dear l'dl(m,—l must say that your
stories of Tom Merry & Co. are simply

great. I have been a reader of
paper_ now for about three vears
have jus hed the ** Schaolboy C .
way 1 thoroughly enjnvml Ot
t!ung I |\0.|(l lnlu. is to have a “Tom
Meiiy's Weekly” on the market. T am

sure that many agree with me in this
matter. Is it not possible to put dm
throngh *—Gilbert Turner, 30, Stalmine
Road, Fazakerley, Liverpool.

THE SPINE, E

Teacler “Tommy Jones, what is your

=pin

Tommy : ** Please, ma’ am, my spine is

a bone down the middle of my |

My skull sits on one end and I sir
the other.”

—(. Wilson, 2, Iythgoes Lane, War-
vington, Lancs.

on

ANOTHER TESTIMONIAL,

Just a few lines to tell you how mueh
I enjoy your pn.p:-m*f‘h" “good ol €y
and * Ma I have bLeen a rewder
now for coars, and I don't think
1 have ev |- written awd grombled abhont
Ui stovies. There is nothing to grrble
I am eighteen. T never grow tived
of the stories. I ran a corresporde
vlub fu. four years with excellent re
though, of course, yon cannot please
everybody., My name has been fonnd
an the batiefichle—Miss Gladys Cooper.
12, Culmore Road, Balham, 2W. 12,

THE OLD YARNS,

T would like von s produce a big
voliine of the adventures of Tom Mevry
& ('o. ‘The new readers would like to
have the old stories, I think every day
of whai I am going to read. I work at
a shop, and find time to read sour books.
I have vead the GEM for yeavs, and feel

e nathing will beat i, both in guality
wl size.—Arthur Bev 11zn,
ver, Preston.

Chureh

LAWN TENNIS
Many of your readers are anxious te
et information on the game. Why not
have a page devoted to the snbject? Not
I haunted the boakshops for
n the game. but each fresh one
T ])iﬂrllrr‘d nnh‘ threw my mind into a
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bigger state of chaos. Finally, a clever
lictle friend of mine drew up a plan on
a sheet nf notepaper, showing the court
and position of the players. She marked:
where the lirst serve lhuuld , ex-

plained the counts, rl)e vantages, eote.,
aud saw things elearly.—Miss Hilda
Dawson, 339, Broad Strect, Dendleton,
Maunchester.

A COMPLETE CHANGE,,

It was a dripping wet day in London,
and the conductor had just stopped his
hus 1o aliow a Parsee in a2 red wmirban
to alight.

“What sort of a chap is that?" asked
the conductor of another passenger.

“Ie's a Parsee—worships the «win,”

was the veply.
Worships the sun, .i-;w he?
ivering conducior.” * Then I
lie comes here to have a res
—-William Walsh, 108, Ashmoor Strect.
wlf Moor Lane, Preston.

said the
suppose

WARWICKSHIRE,
< cun clain more importanee
It coutaing the birthplace
Shakespearve, and wirlin if«
confines we Rugby, which ovcupies
the foremost place amony Public Fehools,
Further, we have the I?' A. Cup in our
and everybody knows with what
mtmusr the trophy Is regarded. Way-
wickshire ix as famed for iis ericket as
its foatball, and has produced some of the
vielders of the willow. The tonn
utham was once the headquarters
of King Charles in the Civil War.—
k. o Manker Place, Sourham.

county.

NORTH LONDON,

My honie i- delightfully sitiated o 1he
centre of a North Lendon suburb. The
house dates From  Queen Elizabeth's
time. und was once a hunting-lodge of

\bo\e the carved oak

e g the
seasons of the yea I‘h(- i= publie.
and you should sre it on u xa summer

morning. It is just g beautiful country

~ene, aml we have plenty of birds, T
dt]] a keen veader of the (‘smpanion
pers.—G. Elli<. Breomfield Iouse.

J%:nmub.»kl Pavk, Palmer's Green, N, 13,
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CHAPTER 1.
The Pienic.

& HERE'S G i
Everybody
© section of the

n the junior
School House
. at St. Jim's seemed to
asking that question. And no satia-
fa-tory solution was forthcoming,

Tt was 2 half-hotiday, and Tor Merry &
(6. had decided to devote the afternoon
to cricket practice at the nets.

The presence of Arthur  Augustus
D' Ares was not only desirable, but
cssential. Gussy being a member of the
junior eleven. But the awell of St, Jim's
was not to be found. ~

“Where on earth has that sills
got to?" ejaculated Tom Merry,
tenth time.

“Dare say he's forgotten all about
cet practice, and gone ol the river,”
runted Manners,

Tom Merry looked grim.

“\We'll make him feel sorrr
self, if he has!" he remarked.

“Cussg's always mislaying Iimself,”
said Monty Lowther, * He ought to
e taken about on a lead.”

“Ha. ha, ha'”

The Terrible Three, nttired in_their
cricket flannels, patrolled the Fourtl:
Torin passaze. They interrogated all
the fellows they met. but could clean no
information concerning the whe eabouts
of Artha rustus,

it 15 said Manners at length.
y¥e've hunted high and low, but there's
nothing doing. Let's get back to the
cricket field.”

“Half a jiff said Monty Lowther.
“fVa haven't tried the dorm.”

“The dorm?" echoed Tom Merrr,
“ (ipssy ian't in the habit of going to bed
in the dastime ! -

“No, but he's in the habit of changing
Lis raiment about twenty time?: n dar.
Come on!”

The juniots went up the stairs thiee at
¢, and eutcred the Fouith Form

He

duffer
for the

for him-

within®

Arib
stcod in frone of the looking-glass; and

Augnstus  was

Le was enzaged in parting his hair
serupulousty in the middle,

Ceussy’s appearance, &t that moment,
did not suggest that he contemplated

plazing cricket. He wore a pair of

Cepyright in the United States of

~TROUBLED
WATERS |

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

A Magnificent Long Complete
Story of Tom Merry & Co.,
The Chums of St Jim’s.

“ Worthy of what occasion, Tou ass?”
exclaimed manners.

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

“My patah will awwive shortly,” b2

beautifully-creased trousers; his shoes
were of patent leather, and they were
polished so perfectly that Gussy could
have used either of them in lieu of the
looking-glass.

The swell of St. Jim's also sported »
fancr waisteoat, of vivid hue, and his
neckrie was dazzling.

$o absorhed was Arthur Augustus in
the task of parting his hair that he failed
to notice the Terrible Three's approach.
But he was not left long in ignorance of
their presance.

“Here he is " roared Tom Merrr.

G oa chump—"

said.
“You mean to sar Lord Eastwood's
€0 ¢ ejaculated Tom Merry. .
¥ To's coming oval in his ealy,
and | pwomised to take me, for a
picnic in Warland Woods, He says [
can bwing as manr of mr fwiends as the
cah will hols
* Hurrah !
The Terrible Three took it for granted
that they would be members of the ex-
pedition.  And  Gussy's good tidings

you imbecile——
Apthur Augnstus spun round,
“Weally, deah boys!" he protesied.
“You have no wight te apply such
vulgah epithets o me!” .
“What abeut the cricket?” exclaimed
Tom Merry.
R

“Why are you getting yourself up like
a blessed Bewn Brummel, when you
aught to be in yonr Aannel demanded
Marnera.

ayin' ewicket this aftah-
noor, he said.

“Your mistake—rou ave!" said Tom
Merry.

“Fear, heac!" chimed in Monty
Lownther. “If vou think we're going to
ler vou play truant, Gussy, after taking
all this troubie ro find ron, you're right
off the wicker !™

“ Postpone  vour appointment with
Miss Bunn, of Rylcombe, and come aloung
to the nets,” said Manners.

The colour mounted to Cussy’s cheeks,

“Weally, Mannahs am 1o
longuh on speakin’ terms with Miss
Dunn. I wesent rour insinuation~—T hurl

it back in your teeth

“IMe’s  geh quite meledramatic
now,” said Mo Lowthes.

*Ha, b

“Look hers, Guwsay ™ said Tom Merry,

“are vou coming quietiy, or must we
wreneh off these togs and force rou to
get into Rannels ™

Havinz completed his manipulation of
tho hair-Drush, Arthur Augustus stepped
back and took a final survey of himself.

“1 considaly thaw my dwess is worthy
of the occasion, deah boys,” he said.

The Tervible Three stared.

5
banished all thouwht of cricket practice
from their minds.

#Why didn't you tell us thiz before.
Cinesy *7 said Tom Merry.

“T meant to keep it a deep, dack
secwet, deah boy. It's a standin' joka
in the School House that I can nevah
keop a secwet; but I kept thiz one all
wight. Even that spyin’ beast Twimble
doesn't know that my patah iz comin',"

“Who's coming on this jaunt besides
ourselves ?" asked Manners.

“ My -minah will have to come, a3 a
mattah of course. The cah will hold
eight. at a tight squeeze. My patah’s
not bwingin® the chauffeur. He's dwivin’
himsell.

“Then there will be no room for two
mcrn." suid Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus' brow was furrewed
in thonzhe,

“1 should iike fo bwing Blake an’
HMewwies an' Digby, an' Cardew ar'
Clive, ar’ Figuins & Co. of the New
House,” lie mused.

“Rather a tall order, to squeeze about
a doven fellows into two seats!”

chuckled Monty Lowther.

“TF it were a molor-'bus, it would be a
case of * Let 'em all come ! " " said Ton
Merry., “DBut as_it's a touring-car, it

2aw't be done. The disappointed oncs
will have to be given a lpok-in another
time.

That's 36,
Augustus,

places to fill, [ think N
Miss Mawie.”

“Good ! said Manrers. “You
coulde't do better—and rou might do a
jolly sight worse! Talbot’s ore of ths

Tue ey Lisearyr.=No., 643.

deah bog.” said Arthur
As theah are ‘oniy Lwa
ivite Talbot an®

‘A merica.
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Yest. And no picnic's complete withent
Misa Marie.”
At that mement Wally D'Arey burst
into the dormitory. .
“0h, hero you are, Gussy:” he said.
“Thought you'd lost yeirseli—fallen
through the coal-hole, or something.”
Weally, Wally—"
‘ve ayranged about the other places
in the car,” said D'Arey minor blandly.
WL
“T've invited Curly Gibson, and Jame-
gon, and Joe Fravne, and Manners
minor—"
Arthur Augustus gasped. i
““Bai Jove! Then you can jollay weil
disiin\'i_ie them ag.’ once )"’

* Ha, ha, ha!

Wally D’Arcy looked defiant. -

“] don’t see why you should always be
A.ll%“cd to select our guests, Gussy,” he
said. 4
Arthur Augustus survéyed Tiz minor
sternly Ihmu{h his monocle.

“ As your eldah bwothah, Wally—"" he

began.

“Oh, cut it out! It's bad enough to
have & freak like you for a major with-
out your rubbing E in !

The Terrible Three chuckied. But
Arthur Augustus did not join in_their
merriment. He advanced towurds his
refractory minor with_the intention of
administering well-merited correction.

At that moment, however, the toot «f
& motor-horn sounded in the quadrangle.

“Iis lordship has arrived!” said
Monty Lowther. .

+T'1l go and fctch my pals " exclaimed
Wally D’ Arey.

“¥ou will do nothin’ of the sort, you
young wascal1” said Arthur Augustus.
“I have alweady invited these thwee
fellahs to the picnic. P'w'aps you would
be good enough to go an’ invite Talbot
and Miss ‘Mawie, deah boys, while I go
down an’ gweet the patah?”

““ All serene,” said Tom Merry.

The Terrible Three huriied round to
the sanatorium, where they found Talbot
in conversation with Marie Rivers, the
school nurse, .

Monty Lowther made a sweeping bow.

. “Your_ladyship—my lord. The car-
riage waits !” he announced.

Marie smiled.

“Would you mind telling us what you
are talking about ?” she mquired.

“Lord Eastwood’s giving a picnie,” ex-

lained Tom Merry, “and you two have

cen invited.” ;

“Buck up,” said Mauners, - “Car's
waiting in the quad.”
“How ripping!” said Talbot, “We

were just discussing what to do with our-
selves this afternoon, and this solves the
merry problem.”

“TPArcy is a brick ! said Marie, with
enthusiasm.

The party went down into the quad,

and Lord Eastwood extended them a
cheery grseting.
“Jump in!” he said. “Arthur and

Wally have gone to the tuckshop to make
the necessary purchases.”

“We'll go and give them 2 hand,” said
Tom Merry.

When the juniors arrived at the liitle
thop under the elms, they found Dame
Taggles in quite a fluster,

Arthur Augustus had laid a five-j ound
note on the counter, and he was rapping
cut orders at an amazing rate.

“ A wabbit-pie, a tin of peaches, a tin
of pineapple, four cakes—thwee cuwwant
an’ two seed—-"

“'Gussy’s arithmetic’s a bit_shaky,”
observed Monty Lowther. *‘He's just
discovered that three and two make
four !”

- ““Ha, ha, ha!”
“Weally, Lowthah—"
Tue GEx Librany.—No. 64
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Dame Taggles bustled aboul in great
baste, and the various articles were
dumped upon the counter.  Willing hands
seized them, and conveged them to the
car.

Arthur  Augustus continuned to give
orders until the ver had been expended.
Then he horrowed a set of cutlery from
Dame Taggles, and rejoined the others,
who had clambered into the car.

It was a tight squeeze, for the provi-
sions took up a good deal of rcom. Bub
nobody seemed to mind.

Arthur Augustus caused some confusion
himself in a basket of eggs,
which had been placed on the seat. But
Monty Lowther consoled him with the
reflection that he had only broken four.
And those four were adhering to Gussy's
trousers. As the swell of St. Jim's was
unable to obtain a back view of himself,
however, he failed to netice the extent
of the damage. .

““Wight away, patah !" he exclaimed.

And the car, with its cargo of happy
passengers, moved forward in the direc-
tion of the school gateway.

CHAPTER 2.
Dark Forebodings. -

AXY envious glances followed
M Lord Eastwood’s car as it sped
through the sunny quadrangle.

Curly Gibson & Co. were
naturally disappointed at not making the
excursion. But they realised that D'Arcy
minor had had nc authority to invite
them; and they weve consoled by Lord
Eastwood's promise that he would take
them some other time. %

“This is prime!” murmured Monty
Lowther, leaning back against the up-
holstery. .

“Rimply glorious!"” said Manners.
“Enjoying it, Miss Marie 7

“No need to ask I’ said Marie.

“T think you 1d enjoy it bettah,
Miss Mawie, if I swopped places with

‘Talbot, an’ sat next to you ! said Arthur

Augustus.

“Rats.” said Talbot. “Stay where
you are, Gussy, and for goodness’ sake
take your foou out of the egg-basket!
You've done enough damage as it is1”

“He's busted four, and he's trying to
hatch four more with his boot!” said
Monty Lowther.

‘““Ha, ha, ha.”

“T am alweady beginnin’ {o wegwet
havin' invited you, Lowthah:" said
Arthur Augustus reprovingly. “Your
wemarks are on a pah with your personal
appeawance, Théy are weveltin' 1

a, ha, ha ¥

A rather heated discussion ensued, in
the course of which Arthur Augustus
threatened to eject Monty Lowther from
the car.

“Spare me, Gussy!” implored the
humorist of the Shell. *“I don's want
my remains to be sent home to my
sorrowing parents in & matchbox "

Ha. o hal®

It would cerminli have been a serious
matter for Monty Lowther had he been

itched out of the car, for it was travel-
ing at a rare speed. DBut Arthur
Augustus _had no serious intention of
strewing the roadway with little pieces of
Lowther. The parlﬁ were in high spirits.
Talbet and Mario Rivers, in particular,

| were enjoying the excur

And then a litile incident occurred
which seemed to throw a damper on
Marie's gaiety. -

A owerEulry-buill, coarse-looking man
was lurching along the road in front of
the oncoming car.

Lord Eastwood sounded, his horn, but
the pedestrian did not heed. He con-

tinned to stumble along in the middle of
the roadway.

n—

“Confound that fellow " muttered
‘Tom Merry. * Why can't he get out of
the way ' :

* Looks as if he's the worse for drink !”
obserred Manners. o

“Pr'aps he's deaf,” suggested Monty
Lowther. *Let's give him a shout.”

The voices of the juniors rang out im
chorus.

“Hi! " Look out!”

. The coarse-looking man stepped to one
side, though he scemed in no gmry about
it, and the car swept past,

The incident was promptly forgotten,
save by Marie Rivers.

Marie's face was pale. The merry
sparkle had faded from her eges. . She
leaned forward, and clutched Talbot by
the arm. C

“Toff 1 she murmured, in a low fone.
“Did you see that man?”

“The fellow we passed just now ?" said
Talbot lightly. < Of course! Why 2o
you ask, Marie?” ¢

“Did you recognise him?'

Talbot shook his head.

“I didn't see his face, and I didn’t
panicui:\rl‘y want to,” he said. *“The
merchant looked like a tramp.”

“Toff! I—I believe—I'm almost cer-
tain—that it was Jim Dawlish !”

The name seemed to electrify Talbot.
He shot bolt upright in his seat.

“Dawlish ! he ejaculated. *
sure of that, Marie?”

“Jf it wasn't Dawlish, then it was his
double ! .

“My hat!” .

Talbot looked very grave.

The presence of Jim Dawlish in the
neighbourhood of St. Jim's srelr. trouble.

]gnw!ish was the leader of a gang cf
cracksmen, and he was emphatically not a
nice person to know. -

It was Dawlish who had- once kid-
napped Marie Rivers, with a view to in-
ducing her to join his rascally gang. It
was Dawlish who had been caught red-
handed in the act of rifling the Head's
safe at St. Jim's. For that outrage he
had served a term of imprisonment; and
he was now free once more to carry oi
his nefarious work.

Dawlish belonged to_the muscular
rather than the brainy class of criminal.
Ho lacked the cleverness and polish which
had characterised the exploits of John
Rivers, who at one time had been the
most dangerous cracksman in the country,
and who now, by a strange turn of fate,
was an official at Scotland Yard.

Marie's father, in the days when he had
foillowed o dishonourable cailing, had dis-
played wonderful cunning, and an almost
breathless dm-ing. And Jim Dawlish was
a clumsy yokel by comparison,

All the same, Dawlish was a darigerous
man—a man without scruple—a man who
genuinely believed that dishonesty was
the best policy. He had served his coun-
try in time of war; he had fought with
distinction through the fierce campaigns
in Flanders; :mﬁ on- being demobilised
he had had a shot at going straight.
Employers had closed their doors upon
him, however, and at length, in despera-
tion, he had reverted to his old calling—
that of a cracksman and a lawbreaker.

Unless Marie's vision had deceived her,
Dawlish was now lurking in the locality
of the school. And he meant mischief.
There could be no doubt of that. He w:s
not frequenting that Ear; of Bussex for
the benefit of his health. It was quite on
the cards that he intended to make yet
another attempt to persuade Talbot and
Marie Rivers to become membexs of his
gang. Ov he was possibly conlemplating
a burglary, either at St. Jim’s itself, or at
one of the big country houses in the
vicinity.

Talbot's hands were fightly clenched.
Dark premenitions gathered in his mind.

e you
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a description of the car.

“ Can you give me a description of the raskil
1t was a Buperb
A.A. 034886, replied Lord ‘Eastwood.

wot stols 1t2 "' asked Mr.

four-seater, painted red on

Crump.
the outside,
(8ee chapter 3.}

4 No. But ! can give you
and ths number was

For his own safety he was not concerned ;
but to ensure the safety of the girl who
was seated at his side he would huve gone
{hrough fire and water,
T don't like this,
tered.
“Nov I, Toff 1™
1t that was really Dawlish, we ought
i 1, and give him nmavch:
Lord Eastwood——""
* Marie laid a_ detuin-
ing hand ou the junior’s arm. “1 wast't
sure—I may hate been mistaken. The
: shot by so quickly that I only bad a
ing glimpse of the man.”
et's hope you were
Marie,” said Talbot.

But in his heart he felt thet Marie had
been right—that the fellow  lurching
; the sond had, indecd, been Jim
ish.

“Heah we are. deah boys—an’ 2all”
The cheers voice of Arthur Aug
“Arey roused Talbot and Marie
oomy wcditations,

Lard Bastwood had rue the car into
the wood a2 far as possible, and he

it at the ergrranrle to a leafy q{ud‘st
£ 5 a topping place fot a icnic !
said Monr: Lo‘?thor.p “In the Izhys of
my youth [ quaffed many a bottle of

Marie,” he mut-

deccived,

from

stone ginger in this retreat. I saw a
duel hers ance, too.”
“ A dael?” said Lord Eastwood, in sur-

w mean with swol

*No;
testants
They ha
devour

nuts, and it en
s

Ha,
“IE w

tinued Lowther.
donghruts than Billy;

a dozen
looking.
episode.

friars, ana

neither
“Ha,

“Come alonz

D'Arcy.
I'm dyir
“Wea
tus.
by your
Wally

“Your gwee

=T don't go about ir{g" in

-as an eating duel. The con-

= Billy uui Bessie Bunter.

d a competition to sce who could

the bifges:‘ number of dough-
H

1 in a dead-heat.”
ha, ha! k
as a win for Bessie, really,” con-
“Zhe scoffed six more
but Billy put half
in his pockets when Blssie wasn't
1 shall never forget that little
Billy had to zet back to Grey-
Bessie to Cliff House—und
of them could walk!"”
ha, ha!"

cou fellows 1" said Wally
e unload these things:
atart .
said Arthur Augus-
diness is only exceeded
impudence 1™

aiffed,

Vel
ng to mak
Iy, Wally

ecgs, any-

2 busted fonr—

way ! he retorted.
and they wera new-aid, too! Dame
Taggies asmwed us they hadi:'t been in
stock more than a fortnight !

“Hﬂ. h!, hi rr

“Eggs are off " snid Manners

“In_more

Tom

August
W

nsea than one!” chuckled
“We sha'n’t be able to

-7 asked Arthur

“We've {xroll‘:gm pothing to cock "em

_hand with this crate of gt

“QOh ewumbs®”
# Never mind!" said Talbot.
are heaps of other thi Gi

“Theva
e ome 4
gou-pop. soma-

]

A large tablecloth was spread out on
the grass in the glade. and the good
things were sct out in tempsing

The feasters disported thems
the grass, or on trec-stu . and Lovd
FEastwood jovially p the
festivities, ’

“You must regard me a3z one of your-
selves this aftcrnoon,” he said.  “I'H
even go so far a3 to talk your own lau-

over

guage. Pile in!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” i
The picnickers needed no seeond bid-
ding, They were hungry, and they did
full justice to the sions

provisions. .
Talbot and Mare Rivers entered infa
the proceedings with zest. Indecd, Marry
was the life and soul of the party.

Little did the others drcam that hier
gaicty was forced—that it was a mask to
conceul the dark forebodings which flle-d
her 1mind.

Maric dispensed smiles and laughter
to all. But Talbot krew that her cheer-
fulness was assumed—that she shared
own premonitions of impending calam

Tho probability that Jim Dawiish wid
in the neighbourhood had robbed th>
pionic of its enjoyment—3d far as Taibnd

and Marie were

i concerned, at any rate.
Tur Gy LIBRART.—NO. 5



What game was Dawlish playing?
What ﬁresl: picce of villainy was now
being hatched?
soon to

Talhes and his girl chum weie
learn!
CHAPTER 3.

The Vanishing Trick. .
[} SUPPOSE the cah’s safe. patah?
I 1t was Arthur Augustus who
asked the question. % .
“0Of course, my boy!” said
Lord Eastwood. " Why should you think
otherwise?”
“Tt stwuck me
collah it.”
Lord Eastwood laughed.
“Yf that were tho case, we should
ardly fail to hear the cngine being
started up,” he said, i
“Gussy's always worrylg abnur.‘sam_m
{hing,” observed Monty Lowther. “He'll
be bemoaning the loss of his topper
next ! > " )
“Arthur Augustus gave a hasty glance
round. Ile cxpected to _sce s topper
reposing on the grass. But it was not
visthle.
l‘}l'hn Jove'!” exclaimed the swell of
8t Jims. Tve mislaid my toppeh,
deah boys!' N
.I‘llu:e)\\'a.s a chuckle from tho leasters.
.-Lomhahe,d you bwn%ta.hi:l’_. Ilave you
wopwiated my headgeah .
3"95efnh me!'; said Monty Lowther,
turning out his pockets.
*Tla, ha, ha!”

that gome wascal might

. toppah is missin"—"
\gu 'IEt it in the ear, you frabjeus
chump!” said Tom Merrs.

1 should "advise you to go and re-
trieve it, in case some tramp gets hold
of it,” said Manners. .

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet and
hurried away. He was absent & couple
2utes, and when he roturned he was
ty quivarin;g with excitement.

* Found ig“:"boukcii Talbot.
* Neo, deal . I—" "
Surely it’s ythe ear?” said Lord

ood.

Vewy likely, patab. _Bul-—-—” i
~What are you butting about, ass.
demanded Tom Marry.

*The cahs not theah !™
v " What P "

Iad Arthur Augustus suddenly ex
ploded a bombshell, the confusion could
not have been greater.

Lord Eastwood jumped to his feet, and
the other members of the party followed
guit. They blinked incredulously at the
swell of St. Jim's,

= The—the car's
stuttered Manners,

“Nol"” -

not there, Gussy?”

«¥on must have forgotien whers we
it Tom Merry.

astus shock his head. ;
hoh the place quite well,
But the cah’s not theah. It's

ise, Arthur!” said.Lord East-

‘Amd he led the way towards the spot
v here the car had been left. A moment
Jater he uttered an exclamation of
dismay. g

“You are right, Arthur! The car has
disappeared.”

My only aunt!”

* 8pirited away, by Jove.”

The party halted on the leaix rath at
ihe entrance to the glade. They looked
this way and that way, but there was no
sign of the car,

“" This—this 38 most singular!” gasped
Lord Kastwood. *Either the car has
been removed for a practical joke, or it
has been stolen!” <

At the suggestion of theft Marie Rivers
caught Talbot's arm. *

Tre Gew Liprary.—No. 648,

have to say ﬁvood-h\'e to his car, Gussy.’
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*Jim Dawlish is vesponsible for this,
Tolf ! she muarmured,

Talbot nodded without speaking. He
was quite convinced now that the man
who had been overtaken on the road was
Jim Dawlish. He was equally convineed
that Dawlish had appropriated Tord
Eastwood's car as noiselessly as possible
when the pienic was at its height.

“This is a jolly queer bizuey!” said
Tom Merry.

“I'm inclined to think it's a jape,”
said Manners,

But Talbot diemizsed this theory.

“It's a case of car-stealing, right
enough,’” he said. *Some scoundrel has
been here and collaved it !”

Talbot did not mention the name of
the particular scoundrel he suspected;
but*he and Maric had a growing convie-
tion that Jim Dawlish was at the bottomn
of the business. .

“We must make a search,” said Lor
Eastwood briskly. *And if the search
proves futile, I must place the matte. in
the hands of the police.

The picnickers dispersed in two direc-
tions, and they carried out a thorough
and systematic search for the missing car.
They were not hopeful of finding it, but
they meant to leave no stone unturned.

*"Here are the tracks " sang out Monty
Lowther at length, v

“Yourv sure they're not the twacks
we made in comin’, deah boy?” said
Arthur Augustus.

“Positive! There are two distinct
tracks here.”

“Quite right, Sherlock Holmes!" said
Wally D’Arcy, ** Wonder where the trail
leads to?"

“We'll soon see,” said Tom Merry.

And the juniors proceeded along the
footpath, They kept the tracks in view
until the footpath joined the road; and
here they were stuniped.

On the hard surface of the roadway
numerous tracks were intermingled, It
was quite impossible to tell in which
direction Lord Eastwood's car had gone.

“This is the absolute limit:" said
Tond Merry. *“Afraid your pater will

G

*It’s a jolly valuable one, im't it?
said Lowther. -

Arthur Augustus nodded.

My patah gave fifteen ¥
pounds for it,” he said.

“ Phew !

The juniors stood in a group in_the
roadway discussing the alarming situa-
tion, and they were presently remforced
by Lord Eastwood, Talbot, Marie
Rivers, and Manners.

“We've followed the tracks up to this
peint,” saig Manners,

Monty Lowther looked witherinzly at
his chum. :

“My dear ass,” he said, “we dis-
covered those same tracks ages avo!”

“It's impossible to trace them berend
this,” said Tom Merry.

Lord Eastwood looked grim.

“T must report the matter at once to
the police.” he said, *though I fear
that the thief is many miles away by
now. For all we know, over an hour
has elapsed since the car was stolen. I
hoped, at first, that it had been removed
for & joke; but that is a delusion which
I can’ entertain no longer. Obviously,
this js the work of a thief.” .

“We'll come with you to the police-
station, patah,” suid Arthur Augustus.

And the party set off in the direction
of the viilage.

The fat and pompous P.-¢. Crump
looked more fat and pompous than ever
as the procession trooped into the little
station.

“You wish to give somebedy in
charge, ir?” he said to Lard Eastwood,

dwed

in—.

“Don't talk nonscuze, man!. My car
has been stolen!”

“My heye!” .

_“It was left on the main {ootpath
in Wayland Woods, whilst wo had
picnic, and—"

“Which you have no right to dri
a car along that there footpath, si
said P.-e. Crump, *It's a marvel to me
that you wasu't all pitched out. That
path’s too narrer for hortermobiles——""

“The path is not the only thing that

suffers from narrowness,” said Lord
Eastwood  drily. - “Your own_ mind
scems to be similavly afflicted. Instead

of critielsing my actions, T wish yom
\\'Ol:l,i,i interest yourself in the loss of my
car!

Mr. sul
dued, I

“You say the var was stole, sic?” -

“Yes!”

“Can vou give me a description of
the raskil wot stole it:”

_"No. But I can
tion of the car. It is a *Superb’—
four-seater—Iatest ~model—painted in
ved on the outside, and upholstered in
black. The number is A.A.04486."

P.-c. Crump scribbled away indu
ously in his notebook,

“A.A did you saF, siri®

“Ay, ay:” murmured
Lowther."

“Ha, ha, ha'"”

“You've omitted to tell Mr. Cwum
lhg most important thing of all, patah,’™
said Arthur Augustus,

* Namely?” said Lord Eastwood.

; “ That 't‘he cah contained a :ilk
op]

Crump became scmewhat

vou a descrip-

Monty

a, ha, ha'"” .

“A maynificent, brand-new topper,”
said Monty Lowther, * painted on the
outside in black, and upholstered in
pale blue and pink—"

“Lowthah, you ass—""

“The loss of yonr top-hat is of small
moment, Arthur,” said Lord Eastwood,

“But it was a wenderful hat, patah—
a perfect fit 2

“The very sight of it was enongh to
zive anybody a perfect fit!” musmured
Lowther,

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Any more details about
sir?” inquired Mr, Cruwmp, loo
from his notebook.

Lord Eastwood shook his head,

“You have sufficient informaticn to
be able to ideutify the car,” he said.
1 shall_expect vou to ; \to prompt
communication with police at Way-
land and Bure . and notify them
of my loss. I ueed hardly add that if
vou are successful in recovering the
car you shail have an adequare reward.”

Me, Crump grinned.  He dil not
anticipate a greay deal of difficulty in
ing down the stolen car. But the
had litte faith in the powers of
the portix constable.

AMonty Lowther declared. sotto voce,
that My. Crump was incapable of track-
ing down a tame rabbit.

 Are you vomin’ back with us to the
school, ~ patah:”  inquired Arthur
Angustas. )

“No, my boy, I must be geuting
home.”

“You'll go by twain?™

4N, I will chavter a car from the
local garage.”

Lord Fastwood did so. He <hook
hands all round with the members of
the picnic-party, and took his departure
in o hired car. He had left instructions
with P.-e. Crump to communicate with
him at once in the event of the missing

ing brought to light.
iri Avrthug

car being
Feeling rather dispirited,
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The man in the
coliar of George Alfred
you tax me with the theft of

motoring-coat emitted a quesr sort
rundy, and he was hauled
exclaimed the indignant motorist.

of gurgle.

my own car!™

out of the car on to the pavement. ' Boy,

how dare
(Ses chapter 4.)

Then a grip of iron descended upon the ’

Auyustus and his_chums set off in the
direction of St. Jim's,

“1 should like to have five minutes
with the merchant who collared that
growled Mauners,

Same  here!” said Tom Merry.
“17e may get to grips with him T i

“It's a vewy wemote possibility
bor,” said Arthur Augustus,
boundah’s miles away by mow!.

But Talbot and Marie Rivers did not
chare D'Arey’s opinion. They inclined
to the belief that Jim Dawlish had
found a convenient hiding-place for the
car. and was still lurking in the locality
of 3t. Jim's,

“There's trouble ahead, Marie,” said
Talbot gravely.  “Te my mind. the
theft of the car iz merely the beginninF
of a whole series of thefts. We shall
have to keep our eFes opel, and if' we
happen to ' spot  that  precious
scoundrel—"

Talbot did not finish the sentence.
Tt there was an expression on his face
hich boded ill for Jim Dawlish.

CHAPTER 4.
A Very Amateur Detective.

‘HEN the parly got back to the
school, and related the events
of the afternoon, there was

great excitement.
All sorts of conjectures were put for.
ward concerning the missing car. And
@Grundy of the Shell. whko rather fauncied

himself in the capacity of a detective,
leftily  informed ET_ schoolfellows - thay
he intended to take up tho case.

Grundy obtaiued full particula
car from Arthur Augustus D'A
Le went out that evening with the
avowed intention of clearing the matter
up. He cdrefully studjed every ecar that
passed him on the road: and in one ar
two instances he stopped and eross-
examined the drivers, greatly to theiv
annoyance,

Finally
car he sourht.
pied outside the
Ryleombe. 5

The amateur detective could scarcely
contain his delight.

“Thiz is the car,
chortled. “Red outside, and uphol-
stered in black. I forget what number
Gussy said it was: but the number’s 2
mere detail. I'm positive this is Lord
Eastwood's car!”

R saying, Grundy clambered into the
driver's seat, with the intention of wait-
ing until the indiridual who had been
driving the car sppeared on the scene.

Half an hour elapsed, and dusk
descended over the surrounding country-
side. But Grundy stuck to his seat with
Job-like patience, and was eventually
rewarded by the sight of & tall man
in a motoring-coat.

The man emerged
tive Club, and advanced towards

of the
and

Grundy discovered the very
Tt was standing uuoccu-

from the Conserva-
the

Conservative Club in |

right enough!™ he b

car.  He utiersd a sharp exclamation
when he caught si of the junior vhe
was Ferrhed in the frout seat.

‘Pon my soull”

Grundy stood up. There was a grim
expression on his rugged face.
“] want to ask you a.few
questions, my man{” he said sharpl
“Indeed!  You're =ure Fou

mean a few impertinent onesi”
Somehow, thé speaker's voice secmed
familiar to Grundy; bug in the uncertain
lizht he was unable to identify the man's
features,
“How did you come by this
«Ehs

ertinent

‘t

car?"

“T have reazon to believe that you
pinched it?™

“What "
This car is the property of Lorl
Fastwood, And unless you can qive mu
a satisfactory explanation 33 to how it
came into your possession, I shall haud
vou over to the palice: .

The man in the motbrinyg-coat emitiod

o queer sort of gurgle. Then a grip
of qiron dascended upon the collar of
and he was

George Alfred Grandy,
hauled out of the car and on to thu
vement, .
P““Bc-]", How dare you tax me with
the theft of my own carl How dare
you threaten me with police proceed-

»

inga!
; ?ha voice seemad more familiar than
Tue Gey LiBRART.—No. 643,
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ever; and Crundy became conseious of
o shivering sensation in his spine.
“Who—who are you?” ha faltered.
T am Mr. Glyn, of Glyn House'”
Grundy revailed with a start,
the person he had threatened to place
wialer *afrest was uone uther than
Yeiuard Glyn's father! 2
The great Grorge Alfred realised that
Lo was on the wrong track—very much
w? It was inconceivable that Mr. Glyn,
who was a J.P. and a highly-respect
&0, shonld have stolen Loxd Fastwood's
a i

sorre,  siv,”  stammered
“ Frantically” sorry, in fact!

“ 8o you think I have stolen this car

* Nunno!

"Aud vou coniemplate handing me
cver to the police?”

(irundy Jooked utterly abashed.

“Jt was all a mistake, sir,” he mut-

tered. “J—1 didn't know who you
e, and I—I sort of jumped 1o con-
iona.”
You are an amazingly stnpid boy 1"
said Mre. Glyn, though his tone was move
tindly now.  “Jump in, and 1l give
you a Jift as far as the school.”

*Thanks awfully, siv!” & id Crundy
gratefully,  * And, honour bright, I'm
ever o sorry—""

*“Not onother word!"”
lyn's father,

And he chatted quite afflably to Ceorge
Alfred Grundy as the car sped along in
the direction of St. Jim's. i

Crundy resolved to kecp his own
«ounsel concerning the events of rhat
cvening., I his schoolfellows got to
know that he had unwittingly appre-
hended Mr. Glyn, and taxed him with
the theft of Lord Eastwood’s car, they
would never let him hear the end of it.

“You—you won't tell Bernard about
my idiotic blunder, sir?” faltered
(irundy, as the car came to 2 halt out-
s:de the school gates.

My, Glyn smiled.

1 sha'n't breathe a word about it.”
lie promised, ' Good-night, my boy !

“Geod-night, sir™

said Bernard

or a MOTOR SCOOTER
Hundreds of other prizes! Great
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Alr. Clyn drove away, and Grundy
paused in the school gateway and
glanced at his watch.

Tt was past locking-up time, yet the
gates still remained open.

Taggles, the porter, was not devoting
that strict attention to *‘dooty ” which
he always prided himself upon.

*The silly chump!”? muttered Grundy.
“He'll go geuting into hot water with
the. Head! The gates ought to have
been locked twenty minutes ago.”

So saying, Grundy stepped up to the
door of the laldge, and applied his
knuckles to it. -

There was no response,

Grundy knocked again, loudly and in-
sistently. He expected to hear the
shuffling footsteps of Taggles. But no
sound ‘came from within,

With an exclamation of impatience.
Grundy crossed to the window, and
peeped into the little parlour,

'i‘aﬁgleﬁ the porter was reclining in the
armchair. with his feet resting on the
table. He was sound asleep.

On the mantelpiece was a suspicious-
looking bottle.  Taggles had evidently
bean imbibing rather freely of the juice
of the juniper.

Grundy went back to the door, and
opened it, Then he marched into the
parlour, and shook the slumbering
porter.

“Taggy, you duffer! Wake up:”

Taggles opened hia eves, end blinked
drowsily at the introder.

“ Gerraway, you young warmint:” he
growled.

Grundy gave a snoit. .

“Tv’s past locking-up time, you fool!”
he exclaimed. *Pull yourself together!
If the Head or one of the masters finds
the gates still open. it'll mean the crder
of the boot for you!” =

Taggles vose rather unsteadily to his
feet. He groped on the mantelpiece for
his keys and for his pipe; and such was
his confusion thar he came within an
ace of putting the keys in his mourh and
attempting to lock the gates with his
pipe.

“Duek up. Taggy ! <aid Graudy.
“ And I should advise you to take a little
more water with it in future

Taggles locked the gates, and glared
ar Grandy.

“ Are you inshinuatin
shober?’ he said thickly.

“Dry up! And get inside—quick "
rapped out Grundy. “Here comes
Railton !*

Taggles had the good sense to retire
jntn his Jodge, and Grundy made his way
towards the school building. He halted
as Mr. Railton hailed him through the
gloom, .

“Grundy ! You are very late!”

“Sorry, sir. _I've been on the track of
Lord Eastwood's car.” .

In that case,” said the Hounsemaster,
=T will take no action in the matter.
Have you been able to discover anything
of importance?”

Nao, si

Grundy did niet enlighten )
on the subject of Lis skirmish
Glyn,

“That §s unfortunate,” said _the
Heusemaster, T am afraid Lord East-
wood must vesign himself to the loss of
i It is unlikely that the police
will be successful in tracking ir down.
Cood-night, my bo;

that I'm not

+. Railton
h Ar

jurier vent their

. CHAPTER 5.
. A Case for Scotland Yard.
ARLY next morning  Mr. Railton
paid a visit to the Head's study.
Dr. Holmes was looking pale
and agitated.

“(ome in, Railton,” he said,
wish to apeak to me?”

“VYes, i, You are aware, of vouise,
of the theft of Lord Eastwood's touring-
car?” .

The Head nodded,

“It is a very serious matter,” he said.

“1 agree with. you, sir,” said Mr.
Railton, “And I think it only_ right
that T should inform you of what I have
seen ”

The Head darted a questioning ghnce
at the young Housemaster,

“Yestorday afternoon, prior to the
theft of the car, I was taking a stroll in
the vicinity of Wayland, and I en-
ccuntercd that scoundrel Dawlish:™
| "*Bless my soul!”

T had hoped,” continued Mr. Railton,
“that we had seen the last of the fellow.
But he evidently has no intention of
quitting  this neighbourhood, which
seems to serve 23 & ha{:ppy hunting-
ground for his dishonourable exploits.”

“Did you enter into conversation with
the raseal?” i

“T warned him that unless he got clear
of the district immediately he would be
fn‘en into custody. He assured me that
he was now going straight; but that is
a statement which I carnot bring myself
to believe. In faer, T cannot help con-
necting Dawlish with the theft of Lord
Eastwood's car, I am confident that it
was stolen by him, or by one of his
accomplices.”

“T am of the same opinion, Railton,”
said the Head. * And I am equally con-
vinced that it was Dawlish whe carvied
out the burglary last night.”

“The—the , burglary”
AMr. Railton.

*“Yes. My study has been hroken into
and my safe rifled.”

*Good heavens!™

“Curiously enough, my own properiz
has not been tampered with.” the Head
went on. “*But a number of War Bonds,
of the gross value of eight hundrsd
pounds, have becn stolen, I was holding
the Bonds in trust for Koumi Rao, rthe
Indian junior; and_the knowledge that
they have been made aweay with is most
distracting "
{ou astonish me. sir!™ said Mr
Ruilton.  * I had no idea that a burglary
5i this nature had been committed,”

“1 Jdid not know myself until a lew
muoments ago, when I had occasion to go
to my safe. The theft of the Bonds is
a matter of great gravity; and I
desire, if possible, 1o have the case in-
vestigated, and the Bonds restored, with-
cut Koumi Rao's knowledge."

“Then you will have to engage a
detective, .

SExaetly! If the Bonds ae
récovered in the course of a few day
then I shell have to explain the facts 1o
Konmi Rac—a far from pleasant task:”

My, Railton was inclined to take a
hopeful view of the situation.

‘I see no reason why marer
sheald not be cleared up. sir.” he sai
“1t is, of course, a task far beyoud ¢
newers of the local police, who appear o
ne to be a set of incompetant delts, But
if John Rivers were sngaged—-"

“* John Rivers!” .

The Houszemaster nodded.

“He is now a Seotland Yard official,
an of exceptional
@ has himeelf led a

“You

stammered

nct

the

life of cvime in the past—a!l honour ta
bii for having coaquered his ciiminal




W

~This

tendensies—ard he s the ons man whom
1 should select to deal \\'ithll_)awhsh.
with whose methods he is familiar. Do
not think I am trying to dictate to vou,
sir. 1 merely throw out the sng-
gestion—" . ;

“You are right, Railton,” said the
Head., “John Rivers is far and away
the most competent man to be enrrusted
with this case.”

It is more than possible that he will
be successful in clearing up the affair of
Tord Eastwood's car, in addition to the
matter of the War Bouds,” eaid Mr.
Railton.

The Head nodded. r .

41 will get into touch with him at
once,” he said.

And, stepping
off the receiver.

“1 want Scotland Yard, pleaze,” he
gaid to the operator.

“Excuse me, Sir.
place in Rylcombe,

The Head sighed wearily. Telephones
and telephone operators did more to
rufle his feelings than anything else,

“My dear young lady, 1 am perfectly
aware that Scotland Yard is not & local
institution,” said Dr. Holmes. “It is
situated in London.”

“In that case, si% it will be a trunk
call. If you will hang on for an hour

;

to the telephone, he took

but there's no such

i

or so——" 2
“1 will do mxth'm%cf the sort!"” said
tho Head tartly. © Kindly notify me as
soon as the call comes through ! Y
«QOh, all right!” said the operator
choerfully, “Leep your hair on S
The Head replaced the Teceiver with
a frown. ; )
#There is no limit to the impertinence
of these operators!” he exclaimed, “I

have just been reguested to keep my
hair on.” .
Mr. Railton repressed & smile with

great diffieulty.

Shall I wait, sir, until
throngh?"" he inquired.

“No. Perhaps vou wounld be good
enough to look in in two hours’ time,”
said the Head. ‘The operator in-
formed me that the call would be
through in an hour. Tt will be guite
safe to multiply her estimate by two."

Mr. Railton retired. And when, a
couple of hours later, he re-entered the
study. he heard the telephone-bell clang.

«Ah' You've returned ab just the
right moment, Railton.” said the Head,
advancing to the telephone. “ Are rou
t}lL‘rQ?“ i .

A voice replied in the affirmative.
“T am the headmaster of St. James'
ool.” said Dr. Holmes, with dig!l'zity.

the call comes

I h you to take up a case—
“Sorry,” was the reply. “Too
busy !

The Head frowned.

“You have no right to address me in
that curt manner!” he exclaimed,

“QOh, ring off 1"

“7 refuse to ring off! I insist upon
your taking up this case—"

“We can't take up any more cases
just now. We've got our hands full.”

“'But this is a most urgent and im-
portant matter. It concerns the theft of
a number, of War Bonds. to say nothing
cf the disappearance of a touring-car
belonging—""

“What!”"

A startled exclamation came over the
wires.

AR

I thought T should succeed in
impres vou with the gravity of the
situation,” said the Tead. I desire
you to send Mr. John Rivers—""

TR

“T(:, take up this case ‘without

delai'. .
#{'m afraid, guv'ror.” said the voice

By €0 Traogians
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al the ofher end, “ you've gat on to the
wrong shop.”

“hless my soul! Surely T am in
communication with Scotland ¥ard 2"

“No fear!"

“Then who—who are you?’

+ Slickford's, the furniture removers.”

“QOh!”

Tho Head nearly collapsed.

W cortainly take up cases,” con-
tinued the voice, “but not the sort of
cases you mean.”

with his disengaged hand the Head
took out his pocket-handkerchief and
mopped his brow.

“COh, dear! These telephone opera-
‘tors seem to mako it their special mission
in life to put subscribers on to the wrong
numbers,” he gasped. “I am sorry you
have been troubled—""

“Bless your sorrow!” eame the im-
patient retort.

And the person

at the other end rang

off,

The Head replaced the receiver on its
hooks and sank limply into a chair.

T shall seriously consider the advisa-
bility of having my telephone discon-
nected " ha exclairned.

“TWould you like me to endeavour to
get through fo Scotland Yard, sir?”
asked Mr. Railton.

Dr. Holmes shook his head.

“Yhere 1 have failed it
likely that you would succeed.” he said.
“1 will communicate with John Rivers
by letter. That seems the onir satis-
factory way."

“1 "suggest, sir,” said the House-
master, * that you request John Rivers
to come here in the capacity of a tem-
porary gate-porter.”

“Excellont! But what of Taggles?”

“He will not be averse ‘to taking a
brief rest,” said Mr. Railron, \~.'itl§ a
smile. 5

Accordingly, the Head sext for the
school porter.

Tt was with considerable trepidation
that Taggles made his way to the Head's
stads. He wondered if Dr. Holmes had

night.

".zl'he grave expression on the Head's
face was anything but reassuring.

“(Come in. Taggles'!” he said.

The porter shuffled into the studw.

“YWhich it's an ‘eavenly mornin’,
sic " he ventured

The Head frowned.

“] have not sent for Tou in_order
to discuss the weather, Taggles. T wish
to ask you a question. Did you see or
hear anything unusual last evening?™”

% Nunno. sir.”

% Taggles was scarcely in a con dirion to
soe or hear anything,” interposed Mr.
Railron.  “ He was twenty minutes late
in locking the gates, and when thaf duty
was fulfilled he returned to his armchair
and went to sleep.  Is not that correct,
Taggles®™

“Ahem! The—the fact is, I
at all well latels, sir,” said Taggles,
turning to the Head. I believe T've
got.l_lhnt there sleepin’-sickness comin'
ofi.

< Nonsenso!" said Dr. Holmes sharply.
“T am of opirion thai your drowsiness
was caused by an excessive consump-
tion of strong liquar.”

“Which I never tenched a drop, si
said Taggles, carnestls but untruthfu
% can't stand the sight or the smell
of spirite.”

“PBut yvou are not averse to the taste
of them, apparently.” said Mr. Railton
drily. .

“YWot L savs is this 'ere—""

I think. Taggles,” said the Hrad,
tthat vou had better go away fora few
days. for a rest and change.”

ain’t bin

Cuf o0

hardly

got 1o hear of his meglect of duty over-

Fri

Tazgles brightened up considerably.

“7That's werry kind of you, sir.
alwars did say as ‘ow you Wwas o gond:
natured sort, in spite of wot some
penple—-~"" &

“Taggles '™

“\hich I'm esrtain a rest and change
would do me all the good in the world—
thank you kindly, sir!™ |

The  Head could not refrain from
smiling.

“Have you any T ves with whom
you can stay for a fow days, Taggles®”

“Yessir; my mother's still alive.
She's a centurion—"*"'

“3—a what?” gasped the Head.

“Taggles evidently means a centen:
arian, sir,”_said Mr. Railton. smiling.

“T see. Very well. Taggles, you may
make the necessary arrangements, ard
leave a3 soon as you wish.”

Taggles again launched into a long-
winded expression of thanks, but the
Head cut him short.

"'?;hat will do, Taggles.

You may

And the porter went, fecling greatly
relieved at the fact that he had not been
called over the coals, and rejoicing in the
Erospoct. of a holiday which he considered

e richly deserved.

CHAPTER €.
Nipped In the Bud! |
HEN the Head had wriften_and
sealed the letter to John
Rivers, he sent for Toby, the

) page.

#1 want you to_go lo the post-office
in the village, and despatch this lettet
by express post,” said Dr. Holmes.

essir " :

¢ is o most important communica:
tion, and must be posted without delay.”

“YWerry good, sir!”

The Head handed over the letter, and
Toby took his departure.

He had barely procceded a hundred
yards when he encountered a powerfully-
built man, who was pucing to and fro
in_the lane. 7

The man nodded genially to Tobr.
and his keen goze alighted on the letter
in the page's hand.

Jim Dawlish—for it was he—gave a
perceptible start whea he caught sight
of the address. A

. % John Rivers. Esq.. -
New Scoiland Yard, .
London, S.W."

In an instant, however. Dawlish re
gained his composure. .

The scoundrel’s brain
swiftly.

At all costs he must gain possession
at letter. .
Say, kid," he remarked. “are vou the
page-boy u‘? at the school ™

Tobs nodded. 4

S Well, T wonder if yow'd mind eut.
ting back an’ tellin’ " ter Talbot that
I want to speak to him

“No time ' said Toby briefly.. “I've
got to get to the post-office with this
lotter. The "Ead says it's most im-
portant.” H

“Ic won't take vou a minute to mip
back to the school,” said Dawlish pe
suasively, ¢ Here's half-a-crown for vou
trouble ! .

Toby became obilsar.g at once.

“Right vou are! he said. pockelinx
the c6in. “ Wot name shall I give Master
Talbot®" .

“3ith, | Tell him Mr. Smith would
ke a word with him. An', while you're
gone,” added Dawlish, as if struck by a
ev. inspiration, “I'll pop down to ‘the

an' post that letter for you."
E Gzu LiBearY.—No.
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Toby hesitated.  And, while he hesi-
tated, Dawligh whisked the letter out of
his hand, and set off aleng the lape.

“I'va got longer lezs than T
called hack over his shoulder

i

have this letter posted ifl next 1o no
time!  Ask Master Tulbot to wait for me
here,”

Toby was not best pieased at the cool
manner in which the steanger had dis.
possessed him of the lettor. Byt he had
no suspicion that "the man's intentions
were onourable, and lie hurried away
towards the school

Jim Dawlish disappeared in the divee-
tion of the village. Dut he never got

there, At a deserted part of the lane he
halted, and ealmly ripped open the com-
munication which was intended for John
Riv

Davlish perused the lerier with a
«huckie, . [

“fo this is the lirtle game, is it?"” he
mntieved,  “Johu Rivers is Lo come to

ihe school disguised as a gats
a view to trackin’ me down
faney it will be a jolly sight sufor for me
if Rivers stays at and Yard.”

So saying, Jim wlish stowed the
letter away in his ket, and strolled
Ieisurely back towa t. Jim's, i

He found Teby waiting for him by tie
e-hool wall, 5 "

@ Master Talbot #on't =ome,”” said ‘the
page., “He's at lessons. 1f you 2are to
wait, ho'll see vou afterwards.”

i was nable to wait. 1

rier, with
Hm! I

“Tell bim i
had another engagement to keep,” said

Dawlish, o -

He had known vers well that Talbot
veuld not leave the =hell Form-room for
the purpose of holliny an interview out-
side the school gries with an unknown

S

he added.
said Daw

lose much time,
“I never do!”
primly.
When Tobs had take
Jim Dawlish’ took a sh

8
cut,
brought him to :he towing-path of the

Ryl
with rapid strides,
through the back ent
Maun.

In the smoking-room cf that dJisceput-
able hostelry sat a well-proportioned but
(issipated-looking man--a man whae, be-
fore he had forsaken an honouraktle call-
mg for a dishonourable one, had ‘been
handsoma and attracgive.

Patrick Donovan had been an astor,
and a man in the front rank of his pro-
fession.  But he had lived far beyond s
invome, and had gone rapidly down-hill—
« rapidly that he had now forsaken the
fuotlights in order to beiome & meinber
of Jim Dawlish'ssprecious gang.

“Pat,” said Jim Dawlish. as he stepped
i sroom, here’s a job of

He negotiated the towing-path
disappeared
o of the Groen

work to be done!

* Another one?” said Pat, raising his
evebrows. “3ay, Jim, you seem to
woin® the pare just lately! You've made
two jolls zood hauls within the Jast
iwenty-four hours, an’ now rou're con-
lr-m!l\latin’ another!” y

*Not so Joud, man!” hissed Dawlish,
vaising a warning finger. **Walls have
you know !

* said ;
word, I'm getiin’ quite exci
the latest?”

Jim Dawlish produced the letter which
e had intercepted, and handed it to his
<oofederate.

“Read that!” he said.

Pat tossed off a tumbler of ginger-ale,
wrongly diluted with gin, then he
foeused his gaze on the letter.
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ay. how Jid you manage to gel hold
thi he exclaimed.

“1-wad Intky ‘enough to spot
uh?‘d been instrneted to post

of
the kid
» :

1 see, So they waui to put John
Rivers on our teack—what? Well it"s not
a bad* move on their pa

“Lock here, Par.” said Dawl

“sou've got to take the titlerole in rhi
Hitle draina !

“*What do you meaun?”

“You must play the part of a-gaie-
porter for a day or twa”

*“An’ pass mysell off to the s-hool
anthoritics as John Rivers!”

**That's 11"

“It’s goin’ to be diffeult——""
_“Not a bit of it! You'll be disguised,
50 nobody’s to know that sou're not Johu

Rivers.”
- B ¢ will be

impossible to deccive tho

“You must keep out of their way.”

Pat Donovan did not share his com-
panion’s enthusiasm for the enrarprise.

“T'm inclined to think, Jim.” he said.
“that we've gone far enough. Dash it
all, we've made a magnificent haud! Tirst
the car, which is stored in a safe place for
the necessary alterations to be miade
Then the War Bonds, which total eiz
hundred quid. That's pretis good goin’.
But I think.it's.temptin’ Fate to remain
in this.distric. It's time we chanzed our
piteh.”

Dawlish laughed harshlr:

“We can't afford to clear off just vet,”
he said. “Why, man, there are some
stunmin’ silver cups an’ things wairin’ to
be collared! It would be madness to ler
them slip through our fingers! An' if
vou go up to the school in the caparity of
zate-porter, the thing will be dead easg!
You can unlock the gates for nic ar mid-
night, aw’ we'll go aflter the loot te-
gether.”

“Where is it kept™”

“In one of the wards in the sana-
torium. The headmaster had it shifred
there on the Q-T. He fancied, T suppesa.
that would-be burglars would lsave the
sanatorium ont of their caloviations, Ivl
be a splendid haul, Pat: Some of those
~ups would fetch a hundred guineas!™

the Toff and Marie?
e L

- *But there arc big risks—"

“ My dear fellow, if our job was free
of risks. everybody would be doin’ it! As
Jehn Rivers used to say in the old .days,
*He who takes no risks takes nothinz
else.” Of course. if you’ve got no stomach
for the job, you've only to say the wond,
an’ I'll pass it on to one of the others!™

The tannt nettled Pat Donoran,

“I'm not a funk, if that's what you
mean!™ he said.

“Then you'll tazkle the job

“Yes

=

"

props that’ll answer the purpose.
*That’s fine!”
Par Donovan went ups And

when he returnied to the smoking.-room a
quarter of an hour later, his appearance
was completely transformed. His clothes

were very similar to those worn by
Taggles, and his ancien: hat bore a
marked resemblance to  the school
porter’s,

“Wot T says is this "ere. sou voung
rips will be the death of me ! said Pat,

Dawlish gave a chuckle,

“You'll do!” he said.
Jdouble part to play.
master’s concerned,

“You've gor a
o far as the head-
you've John Rivers.
An’' so ‘far as the kids are concerped,
you're a temporary gate-porter. It's a
job I shouldn't be clever enongh to
tackle myself. But you'll manage it
all right.”

Par Donovan vefilled his tumbler,

quaffed the contents, 1o fortify
{for his forthzoming interv with the

in—

Head of SiL Jim's. Ther, nodding te Ji
Dawlish, he gquitied the smroking-roow,
and set off in the direction of the schocl,
CHAPTER 7.
.. Under False Colours!
! FTERNOON lessons were in pro-

gress when Pat Donovan arrived
at St. Jim's.

. Taggles, who was packing up
in veadiness 1o depart on his ﬁo]i'dny, re-
garded the newcomer curiously.

“Who are you’” he demanded.
“Never mind who I am!” growled
Donovan.

“Which you
‘ere_premises =

_*Hold your longue:” 5

Tagules fairly gasped. He was not
accustomed to being addressed in this
mauner by ah individual who was, to ail
appearances, a paid manservant like him-
self. | 4

“Look ere——"'
theeateningly. :

But the newcomer had no more lime to
waste in_conversarion with the schocl-
porter. He passed on, and made hiz way
to the Hend's study. 2

Dr. Holmes looked up in surprise as
lits unannounced visitor came in.

*Who—who are you:" he exclaimed.

Riv ¥ came | th’e prompt

: i)’

got no rizht on these

began  Taggles

il ent  vapished,
He rose ro his feet, and ~xtended his hand
1o his visitor. . .

“You have lost no time in coming.
My, Rivers. It is incredible that yon
should have received my letier so soon.”

“Tp cama by express post, sir,  And
of course, I oboyed the summons imme-
diately. Things are rather slack at the
Yavd just now, and I'm not sorry thas

little job has tur up.”

The Head. regarded
wdmiration.

= Really, your disguiso is perfect {” he
exclaimed. " .And your natural voice iz
it no less offertively than your
person. It is wonderful:”

The bogus John Rivers launghed.

“Disguise i3 not a difficult matter
when ote has made a study of it fer
vears,” he said. ** And now, sir, 1 muss

. Can tou give me a des
i v which Las been

isitor with

Lord Eastwocod has left a fuil
description with m

Aud the Head read out the pariicula
which had been jotted down on his wril
ing-pad. .

*Very good, sir!” said Pat Denovan,
who had feli a bit shaky at first, but who
was quite at his ease now. ' You alsn
mentioned in your letter that a number
of War Bonds had been abetracied from
your safe.”

The Head nodded. _

“Last nighy my safe was broken into
and the Bonds stolen.” he said, *“Their
aggregate vulu¢ amounted to eight hwi-
dred pounds. And the tragedy of it is
that the Bonds are not my own property.
T was holding them in frust for one cf
my pupilfs—an Indian bog."” -

Pat Donovan made several emtries in
his notebook. He looked for all t
world like an cager sleuth-hound as
stood  there, darting questions at
Head from ume to time,

“And you ave .of opinion, sir, that
those thefts were committed by Daw-
1ish 7" he said at length,

i T

1 am sorry T cannot o
apinion.”

The Hcad stared.

“You—you think that Dawlish took
no part in this business, Mr. Rivers?”

Tt i3 probable that he had a hand in
capture of the matov-car; but it is

he
tae

uv in that
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with plunder.

The door of the noxt rcom was open, and a
One of them Marie recognised on the instant as Dawlish.
porter—the man she knew to be her father!

couple of men wera busily en

aged in loading their sacks
'he other was the new gate-
hapter 8.)

|

inconceivable that he also appropriated
the War Bonds. Having stolen the car.
he would naturally make off with all
speed. Tt would not be to his advantage
to dally in the ncighbourhcod.”

“Dawlish is a_cunning scoundvel—

*Quite so. But he would scarcely be
foolhardy enough to linger in the dis-
trict and expose himsell to unnecessary
visks. We may scafely assume that,
having anvexed Lord Eastwood's car, he
evacuated this localizy as quickly as pos.
sible.”

“That is o line of reasoning which had
not occurred to me,” confessed Dr.
Holmes, * Your theorr seems sound
enough, And yet [ cannot bring myself
io believe that Dawlish was not con-
-‘ in the thefv of the War Beonds
from my safe.”

*In my opinion tiie War Bonds
were stolrn by ccme person inside the
whool—somcbedy who knew that they
had been entrusted to your care. Daw-
%i<h would not knotr of the existence of
ihe Bonds:  Ag it would be much
simpler for your to be raided by
someone on the premises than by an out-
vide agent. Taking one consideration
with another, 1 have come to the conclu-
<on that the thefy of the car and the
iheft of the Bonds were entirely separate
outrages, performed by ceparate persons.
That, Dawlish stele the <ar there seems

.

ta be little doubt; but the marauder who
broke open your safe is undoubtedly an
individual under this roof.”

The Head looked very grave. Hither-
to it had not oreurrcd to him that the

thief was a_resident of the school, And
the possibility that the Bonds had been
stolen by one of the boys was very dis-

tressing to the kind-hensied old gentle-
man.

“You may rely upon me, sir, to use
my utmos: endeavours to bring the
zuilty party to book.” s2id Donovan.
“But the greatest secrecy must be ob-
served with regard to my presence here.
1 anlicipate that a further theft will be
attempted, und I shall thus have an op-
portunity of apprehending the thief. But
if it becomes known that a detective i
here my chance of success will be s
jeopardised. I intend to take
saution o keep my identity a

and

But sour dau . Mz Rivers
Talbot! Thes will know who are.
“1 wish you to send for them, sir, and
instruct them ihat they are cn no ‘as-
count to come rear me or speak to me.
If the thief were 1o sec them in con-
versation wirh me hie suspiciens would
be aroused.”
“Naturally,”

id the Head, "I will

“Thank you, sir. ~ And mnow, if veu
will kindly put me wise as to the duties
of a gatc-porter, I will go about my
Imsiness.” .

A few moments !ater Patrick Dono-
van, cracksman, was engaged in sweep-

ing up tie leaves outs the porter’s
ludze. 1
e chuckled intermittently in the

eourse of his exertions.

“ Dawlish was quite tight when he said
it wouldn't be a very diffirult part o
play.,” he muttered. - Evervthin’
worked like a charm!

Taggles bad gone. He had taken Mrs.
Taggles with him, and the schaol tuck-
shop was presided over br a memher af
the kitchen staff. .

Tom Merry & Co. had a big sarpnsa
shien they came out of the quadrang'e
lessons, " y
Hallo!” ejaculated Monty Lowiher,
A new perter, by Jove!

“What's becoms of Tezy
Tom Merry blankly.

“If you ask me.
Grundy, “Tager =
of the boot 1™

My hat "

“Whyt?

«He made too free with ihe gin-batrls
las: night. He was late in lacking-up,

2

lest” ald

said George Alited
haen given the order

< are corried et Mr.

wee that your w
Rivers.”
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and Railton spotted him. T dare say he
way reported to the Head, and sacked.”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tns D'Arcy. “I can’t imagine St. Jim's

- without old Taggy !’

And neither could the others. Taggles
had come to be regarded asa landmark—
an inatitution. His services at the school
had extehded over many years, and he
was as much a part of the old place as
the tower or the cloisters.

“Let's come and interview this new
merchant,” said Talbot.

_ And a large party of juniors gwarmed
across the quad in the direction of the

lodge.

'ﬁm new porter eyed them surlily.

“Who are you?' demanded Tom
Merry.

“The Dook of Wayland!™ +was the
reply. “An’ you?”

There was a chuckle from the juniors,
a chuckle in which Tom Merry did not

join.
“Don’t be fun
“Where's Taggles
“Gone!"”
“But why. and wherefore?" asked
Monty Lowther.
““Which he'ain't been well an’ fhe
‘Egd'i‘qn"dersd ‘im a rest an' change.”

t* he said sharply.

“Then you are meahly a tempowawy
portah—what ?"* said_Arthur Augustus.
“ That's so, Lord Vere de Vere.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Arthur Augustus clenched his hands.
“ Are vou twyin' to be wude to me,
mg man?" he demanded.
. The new porter made a gesture of
impatience. .
Clear hoff!" he growled.
“] wefuse to clear off!
to ba addwessed in this insolent man-

#Qh, cheese it! You make ine tired!
Run fwar an’ pick flowers!”

The words goaded Arthur Augustus
to ferce indiguation. He pushed back
his cuffs, and advanced towards the new
porter.

“Put up vour hands, you wottah'™
he exclaimed. ‘“An' keep that beasty
broom away from my twousahs!”

“If you don't clear off,” said the
porter, “I'll sweep you up with the rest
of the rubbish !’

“Ha, ha, ha'" )

Tora Merry & Co. were enjoving the
sitnation. But  Arthur  Augustus
vasa't. His dignity had been outraged.
He had been insulted, and he meant to
avenge the insult.

Taggles' deputy  seemed a much
vounger man than Taggles himself, and
the swell of St. Jim's had no scruples in
attacking him with his fists.

“Pyi up your hands, I wepeat!" he
said wrathfully. “1 am about to ad-
ministah a feahful thwashin’!” X

But Gussy's warlike intention sadly
missed fire, -

To the amazement of the spectators,
and to the utter chagrin and consterna-
tion of Arthur Augustus, that elegant
wouth fourd himself seized in a grip of
jron and swung across the portex's
bended knee.

Whack, whack. whack!

The open palm_ of Pat Donovan
descende upon ' Gussy's tight-fitting
trousers, and the swell of St Jim's
struggled and roared. Seldom in his
school career had he been subjected to
h an indignity.
rawoooooh ! Chuck it, you wottal: !
Whack, whack, whaek®

©TUnhand me, you wuffian! Weleale
e at once! Wescue, vou fellahs!”

Tom Merry & C'o. were too paralysed
to intervene. -

The only fellow who rvetained his
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prescnce of mind wa¢ Manners, who
swiftly Eroduccd his vest-pocket camera,
and took a snapshot of the extraordinary
spectacle of Arthur Augustus being chas-
tised_like o small child.

1

Click !

“That's_the best one I've had this
term !” said Manners, in tones of satis
faction.

And then a warning voice exclaimed:

“Cave! Here comes the Head!”

Pat Donovan desisted at last from his
exertions, and he set Arthur Augustus on
his feet.

The swell of St. Jim's was purple with

and humiliation.

i You—you howwid bwute!” he
panted. -

And, regardless of the possible conse-
quences to himself, he rushed at the new

rter.

Talbot grasped Arthur Augustus by the
shoulder and swung him bagl .

«Steady on, Gussy!” he muttered.
“You can’t commit assault and battery
with the Head looking on, you know!"

HPway welease me, Talbot! I am
determined to get to gwips with that
wuffian !”

“Ty Arey 1"

The Head had.arrived on the scene.
His voice was thunderous.

“Bai Jove! "

“How dare you behave in such a dis-
graceful manner, D"Arcy?” '
~ “I have been insulted, sir—gwossly
insulted—by this scoundwel!”

“&ilence. boy! Y

You have no right to
speak of the new porter in such objec-
tionable terms.”

“But he—he thweatened to sweep me
up with the wubbish, sip !

“Poubtless you have been pesterin
him and annoying him,” said the Head.
Ts that 80%” he added, turning to Dono-

an.

“ Yessir."”

«Aht I thought so! You boys are
clearly to understand that the gate-portet
is not to be interfered with m the dis-
charge of his duties. You will disperse
at once, all of you! Talbos, 1 wish you
to accompany me to my study.”

Tom Merry & Co.

romptly transferred

themselves to mnother quarter. ~And
Talbot, grenig wondering, sét off in the
wake of the Head.
CHAPTER 8.
Astounding News !

ARIE RIVERS was waitivg _ir

the Head's study when

Holmes entéred with Tal

e school nurse was looki:

very apprehensive. A few ,moments
before, Toby. the page, had brought her
a message that the %iead wished o see

.

Marie suspected that something was
seriously amiss; and the Head. noting
her troubled gaze, speedily reassured her.

“There is no cause for alavm. Miss
Rivers,” he said.

An expression of
Marie's face.

“You are possibly aware,” continued
the Head, “that your father is here”

Marie gave a start.

“l"]\_ly ather?”

relief came over

“But—but T have rot seen him!”

The Head smiled,

“You probably have, without being
aware of his identity,” he said.

Marie looked frankly puzzled, and so
did Talbot.

I sent for vour.father, a3 a represen-
tative of Scotland Yard, in order that
he might endeavour to clear up certain
matters which are unfathomable to the
local police. The theft of Lord East-
wood's car, ard a subsequent burglary
at this school—"

“ A Lurglary, sir?” echoed Talbot, in
nstog_uhment.b 8t 5

. *Yes, my boy. My study was broken
into last ni’éhc. and some valuable docu-
ments stolen. After a consultation with
Mr. Railton, I decided to invoke the aid
of Mr. Rivers. He has accordingly
arrived at the school in disguise.”

. Both Talbot and Marie uttered ex-
clamaticns of amazement.

“#Mr, Rivers is taking Taggles’ place
as gate-porter until such time as he has
elucidated the matters I mentioned just
now.”

. “You mean to sy, sir,” said Talbot
incredulously, *‘that the new gate-porter
is Marie's father?”

The Head nodded.

“ Then all I can say, sir, is that he’s an
even better actor than I imagined.”

“He is certainly playing his part well,”
said Dr. Holmes, *But on no account
must his identity become known to the
school at large. That is why I have sent
for you both, I want you to promise me
that you will not converse with Mr.
Rivers, or be seen in his company, until
he has succeeded in solving the problems
that confront him.”

Marie Rivers looked thunderstruck.

“Not speak to my own father, Dr.
Holmes®" she exclaimed. .
“No. I hate to impose such a restric-

n ¥ It is only natural that
ould wish to communicate with
vour father. At the same time, it is
highly inadvisable. If the thief happens
to be within the school—and I sincerely
hope it is otherwise—and he finds that
you are on terms of familiarity with the

te-porter, he will at once surmise your
gther‘a identity. Surely that is quite
clear to you?”

Marie nodded t}mughtful_li\- .

The prospect of being within a stone’s-
throw of her father, ahd yet being unablo
to speak to him, was decidedly tantalis-
ing, but the Head was quite right,
would not do for her or Talbot to be
seen il the gate-porter’s compnn{.

1 promise you I shall not nmﬁ to my

tion u;
you s

father until he has brought t thief to
book.” said Marie.

“Thank you.” said the Head. “And
vou, Talbor?”

[ promise. sir,” said Talbot, though
is brain was in & whirl,

Trv as he would, he could see no con-
on between the new gate-porter and

J Rivers.
Tulbot's keen eyes could penetrate the
ity of disguises. but John Rivers'

disguise was, he reflected, abso-
¥ impenetrable. .y

Having given the Head the required
assurance, Marie and Talbot withdrew.

Out in the passage they exchanged
astonished glances.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Talbot.
« This is a surprise-packet, Marie, and no
mistake |- Faucy the Professor being

here !” . .

“And we can't even say ‘ How-d'you-
do? * said Marie. with a rueful smile.

“It's amazing to think that the Pro
fessor’s at &t. Jim's in the role of a tec,”
said Talbot.

Marie nodded. .

% Al I hope is that he succeeds in lay-
ing Darlish be the heels,” she said.. Tt
was Dawlish who stole Lord Eastwood's
car—there's no question of that.”

“And it was Dawlish who was rmfc I
sible for [ast night's affair,” said Talbot.
“The Head seems towthink it may bhave
been one of the St. Jim's fellows; but
that's all bunkum. Still, it's best to be
on the safe side; and if we were seen
in_the Professor's company the thief
might smell a rat.” o

“It's possible that Dawlish is out of
the district by row,” said Marie {hought-

ully
bot shook his head.

lurely
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#Not he! He's made a couple of big
bauls, but he's not satistied. That's one
of Dawlish's weaknesses; he sticks to the
same pitch too long. And it'll prove his
undoing. If he attempts an light-
fngered stunts to-night the Professor
will collar him.”

Mauie’s eyes sparkled.

“ft would be a big triumph for
father,” she said.

+ And it would be a relief to m'eryl;od{,
too. to know that Dawlish was safe
behind

rison bars, 1 loathe the
scoundrel! I can’t forget how he kid-
napped you that time, Mavie. And it's
my belief that helll have another shoi
wtit.”

vie looked startled. B
“You really think he will, Toff?"
«I do.”

“ But there is no motive——" .

“There is every motive. Dawlish
won't be happy until he succeeds in per-
suading you -to join his gang. You'll
never do that, of course; but the rascal
will do his level best 1o make you, if he
gets half a chance, Be on your guard,

Marie.
. The girl smiled rather grimly.
“ Dawlish will not find it easy to repeat

. his previous performance, Toff,” she said.

7 shall be quite ready for him, if he
makes the attempt.” -

“You'll promise me not to go out of
gates alone?”

“1 promise.”

“Good! And let’s hope that before
many hows have passed Dawlish will be
under lock and key.”

That hope was fervently shared by
Aarie Rivers, She nodded to her chum,
and went back to the sanatorium.

As Talbot stepped out into_the sunny
quadrangle  the Terrible Three ap-
proached him.

“Licked?”? inquived Tom Merry.

o

* No.
“What did the Head want you for,

Oh—er—-nothing much,” said Talbot
avkwardly. .

“Did he invite you o teat” asked
Mouty Lowther,

“ Hardly !

¥ "
«1Well, what the thump did he juw you
about?” demanded Manuners. |
“Jt was a private conversation,”
Talbot, :_‘a,nd 1 can't vepeat it.”

said

The Terrible Three were taken aback.

“Well, if you won't confide in your
ancles,” said Monty Lowther, after a
pause, * there’s nothing more to said.”

“(Coming along, Talbor?” asked Tom
Merry. .

“*Where to 2"

“ Porter’s lodge.,
the new merchant.”

Talbot shook his head.

“T should advise, you o go easy,” he
waid. " Taggy's deputy knows how to
look after himself. e way he handled
tiussy this daftex]-:mon sh,m\'! that he can
give as good as he gets.’ -

\\'heng he ut(ere(ﬁhat warning, Thlbot
was under the impression of course, that
ihe new gate-porrer was John Rivers.

What would he have thought had he
Jmovin that the latest arrival at St. Jim's
was Pat Denovan—dim Danlizh’s right-
hiand man?

We're going lo jape

. CHAPTER 9.
A Drama of the Night !

ARKNESS hang like a pall over
D the silent quadrangle of * St
Jim’s.

The great building was hushed
and gtill. Not a light was to be seen at
any of the windows. Even the most
Stodionsly melined masters and fellows
bed retived for the night.

The porler’s lodge, like the other build-
ings, was in darkness,

Boom !

It was the first stroke of midnight
sounding from the old ¢l ower.

An interval of silence followed. And
then, from the dusky roadway, sounded
the purr of an automobile.

It was Lord Eastwood's ear which
halred in the shadow of the school wall,
though it was not recognisable as such.

The members of Jim Dawlish's gang
had completely transiornied the car, Tt
had been altered and repainted, and it
bore a fresh number.

The headlights of the vehicle were sub-
dued. And presently they were com-
pletely extinguished.

Jim Dawlizh had stepped down from
the driver’s seat, and he crept cautionsly
along until he reached the school gate-
way.

Arrived here,
whistle.

There was no response.

Dawlish clicked his teeth impatiently,

Dawlih gave a low

‘and whistled again—louder this time,

After a brief interval there was a jingle
of keys, and Pat Donovan emerged from
the porter’s lodge.

“That you, Par?”

Jim Dawlish’s voice was low and tense.

“ Yax"”

“Ruck up and open the gates!"

A moment later the big gates swung
apart. They were left open, and Jim
Dawlish accompanied his companion
across the dusky quadrangle.

The two men walked on tiptoe, and
they conversed as they went, being care-
ful not to raise their voices.

“You've brought the car, Jim?” mut-
tered Donoven.

“Of conrse! Didn't
arrive 7"

“ Afvaid I was in the act of nodding off
to sleep.”

“Then the sconer you pull yourseif to-
gether the better !” said Dawlish curtly.
“We can't afford to_be dozey or slow-
witted on this job. How have you got
on? Did you spoof the headmaster ail
right 27
1. shouldn't be here now if T hadn’t
worked the oracle, I should have been
arrested as an impostor. I pulled the
wool over Mr. Schoolmastei’s eyes beauti-
fully; and I arranged with him that
neither the Toff nor Marie was to enter
inte cenversation with me.”

“ Good !" said Dawhish. . “A very neat.
way of shakin’ off their unwelcome atten-
tions, Pai. You've got more sevvy than
I gave you credit for.”

** Thanks !”” said Pag duily.

“ Havre you been able o gei a glimpse
of the room where the trophies an’ things
are kept 7"

*Yes, rather! T shinned up a ladder
under pretence of cleanin’ the window.”

“An' you saw the slver cups an’ so
farth 2" -

“Yes. They'll make 2 stunnin’ haul.
A3 soon as we've seen this little job
through, Jim, we shall be able to rerire.”

“Don't count your spoils before they're
h:ugged ©* ywas Dawlish'e terse commenr.
~By the way, have you got a clear
fisld 2"

Absolurety ! There’s nobody in that
part of the buildin’, barrin® Marie River
The matron’s gone on her hetidays.”

you hear it

“An’ yon're certzin that no waps have,

been laid for us?”

“Certain! The headn
I'm John Rivers, is leav,
the crooks to me !

And Donoven chuckled :oftly in the
gloom,
“How are we goin’
B

to break into the
room?®” asked Dawlish. *“Door of
windo You know
better than me.”

2

Out on Friday!

* Door's best,” repiied Doncrvan.
locked, hut we can force it open
jiffy. Have you got the sacks?”

*What d’you tﬁink I've been carryiny’
under my arm all thiz time—my bed-
clothes 77 asked Dawlish sarcastically.

By this tinwe the two men had reached
the school sanaterium. They forced
entry through a windew on the groe
floor—the window of an empty ward.

In this deserted apartment they paus
for a moment before carrying out th
nefarious desd. &

*Now, look here,” said Dawlish. in 2
low tone, *it's just possible that that girl
may be spyin’ oi us, an’ will attempt o

that's the case——"

“1¥e must collar her, an’ take her avay
with us in the car. It wonld never do to
let her stay here an’ raise the alarm.
We should have the 'tecs on our :reck
hefore the night was out.”

Donovan nedded.

“Ready 7" asked Davlish.

“Yes'"”

“ILead the way, then!” R

And the midnight marauders proceeded
to the room in which the silver irophies
had been stored at the Heud’s divection.

They congratulated themselves that
their movements had not been heard.
But they were too premature.

In “the adjeining room
Rivers.

The gitl had not retired for the night.
deeming sleep out of the quesvion, Hhe -
was perusing a novel by the light of the
reading-lamp.

The norer was 2 good one, as nevels
went, but it failed to absorb Marie's
utrention. Her mind was filled with ap-
prehensions end forebodings. It seemied
to her that some untoward celamity was
impending.

Marie was no coward.
would. she could not d
and shadowy fears whic
peace of mind.

Ter thoughts turned to her father,
whom the supposed was now in the
porter’s lodge by the school gates. She
was strongly tempted to go end see him.
now that no prying eyes would witness
the interview. But she remembered her
promise to the Head, and remained whera
she was.

And presently a faint_tapping souml
reached Marie's ears.  She leaned fo
ward in her chair, and listened iatently.”

Tap. tap, tap!

Marie closed her novel, and rose to hew
feet. She knew at onece that there was
something wrong—that she was not aione
in the sanatorium,

And with each snecessive tap she heavd
ane word seemed to be dinbed into her
brain—burglars !

Having ascertained ihe di on from
vwhence rhe tapping camie, Marie ex-
ringuished the reading-lamp. and armed
rself with the poker from the fireplace:
e felt instinciively that one of the
marauders was Jim f)m\lish; and if her
supicion proved corvect. she wouid nct
seruple to bring the poker into acticn.
Deeds, not words, were necessary in order
Ii effectively with a scoundrel like
<h.

e tapping noize had veased now. is
s followed by the sound of a door being
srealthily pushed open.

Marie knew, of courte. that much vaia-
able property was stored in_the adjeinine
voom; and it was this property that tho
burglars were undoubtedly after.

Afraid they'l be unluc
Marie.
And she groped her way to the door.
The next mcment Marie saw every-

sat  Marie

But, iry a8 sho
ss the vagne
menaced her

1e lay cf the land

ihing there was o be zeen.
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The door of the next reom was open
ide; and a couple of men: by the light
+ electrie tovch, ware busily engaged
i loading rheir sacks with plunder. =~ One
of the twe Marie recognised on the in-
seunt as Dawlish,  *

Aud the other?

Marie's heart almost ceased to beat as
ghe identified thenew gate-porter.

Her father ! PR

But it could not be—it was impossible !

John Rivers was no longer a ¢racks-
man. And, even if ho were, he would
never throw in his Jot with Jim Dawlish.

This man, who had successfully mas-
queraded as a gate-porter, was nob a
Seotland Yard detective. Ie was not
John Rivers. He was an accomplice of
Dawlish; and he had sailed under false
colours !

Thesa thoughts passed through Marie's
brain in a flash. ﬁer quick intuition told
her all that had happened.

Marie's grasp tightened on the poker.
She alone stood between the burglars and
the success of their enterprise. She alone
could prevent them from getting clear
with the spoils.

There was no time to raise an alarm.

Every silver cup, every medsl, every
triuket which of recent years had been
fought for and won on the playing-fields
of St, Jim's had beer placed in the sacks.

“Guess we'll beat it now, Pat,” mut-
tered Dawlish.

He turned, and was about to shoulder
one of the sacks, when he caught sight of
Marie Rivers standing in the goor\rn.y.

Dawlish uttered a savage imprecation,
and lowered the sack. And as he did 50
Marie was upon him with the spring of &

he poker descended upon = the
scoundrel's shoulder, and he recoiled with
a snarl of rage and pain.

But Pat Donovan was not idle. He
switched. off. his electric-torch, an
gmipled with Marie in the darkness.

There was a short, swift strugrle, and
the poker was wrenched from the girl's
grasp.

She hit out with her clenched fist; and
the blow, catching Donovan on the point
of the jaw, caused him to reel.

Marie followed up promptly. But be-
fore she could repeat her achievement,
Daslish sprang upon her from the rear.

Something—it tPe?t like a damp cloth—
was clapped over the girl's nose and
mouth, and pressed there tightly.

Marie struggled against it—she fought
with the fierceness of desperation—but
Ler efforts were futile. Gradually her
struggles grew feebler; her senses
seemed to swim; and she remembered no
oo ;

ore.
The powerfully-built Dawlish swung
Marie's inanimate form across his
shoulder as if .she had been a small
child. Then, leaving his confederate to
gquard the loot. he hurried away, not
pausing until he reached the car which
stood in the shadow of the school wall.

Marie Rivers was laid on the seat at
the back, and a rug was thrown over her.
The girl showed no sign of life. Not
for some time was she likely to recover
from the effects of the chloroform, -

Having deposited Marie in the car,
Dawlish hurried back to the sapatorium.

at Donovan was waiting for him.

He was caressing his jaw. .

¢ That minx was a hot handful, Jim !”
he growled.

Dawlish nodded. . P

" 3he won't worry us again,” he said.
Donovan looked sca:

“Jim! Do you mean
—you've—" 4
. “Put her to sleep for good?” said
Dawlish. “Great Scott, no! She’ll be
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.
as right as ninepence in a couple of
hours. Aud we shall be miles an’ miles
away by then! Come on! It isn't safe
to stop here gassin’

Shouldering o sack apiece, the two

recious rascals quitted the room and the

vilding, and crossed the silent quad-
rangle with their spoils.

And a few minutes later the car, which
showed neither head mnor rear lights,
went speeding away into the night.

And in that car, white-faced and un-
conscious—at the complete mercy of her
kidnappers—lay Talbot's girl chum!

CHAPTER TEN, 13
In Defonce of Marie!

“ HIS is topping !
I “ Siniply stunning!"
“YWith a bit of luck, we shall
be here all day !™

The occupants of the Shell dormitory
at St. Jim's were enjoving themselves
immensely.

It was past the time for the rising-bell
to ring; yet no summons had clang
out on the morning gir. %

The juniors were by no means averse
to an extra spell in {md. And nobody
attempted to rise.

_ "“The new .porter doesn’t know his
job,” said Manners.

“He's either forgotten, or he doesn’t
know, the first duty of the duy,” said
Tom Merry. *

It was certainly a unique experience
for the fellowa to be able to have a pro-
tracted stay in bed.

Taggles would never have overlocked.
such an important duty as the ringing
of the rising-bell. Whatever the climatic
conditions—wet or fine, snowy or showery
—Tagygles could alwars be_ relied upon
to ring the bell punctually in the morn-

ing.
“This new merchant’s guin{' the right
way to get the order of the boot!” re-

marked Grundy.

“He'll be going in o few days, in_any
case,” said Wilkins. “ He’s only taking
Taggy's place for the time being.”

The only fellow who did not revel in
the situation was Talbot.

What was wrong with John Rivers?

That was the question which haramered
at Talbot's brain.

Perhaps something had happened
during the night, and the Professor was
in danger.

Talbot conjured up visions of an en-
counter between John Rivers and

fessor micht have come off second best.

This thought tormented Talbot to such
an extent that, unable to endure the
suspense any longer, he got out of bed
and started to dress, And at that
moment Kildare of the Sixth stepped
into the dormitorr. )

The captain of St. Jim's was looking
very grave, - -

“Why aren't you kids getting up?”
he demanded.

“We're waiting for the rising-bell,
Kildare,” said Bernard Glyn

“Then you'll have to wait
ing long time!”

“Why? Isn't the new
vet?”

“He got up jolly early,” said Kildare
crimly. “In the middle of the night, in
fact. ~And he’s cleared off.”

“AMy hat!”

“He paid a visit to the sanny before ha
went, and lifted all the silver cups and

thmg."
Talbot looked utterly taken aback.
“T don't believe it,” he said.
Kildare frowned. » ,
“You think I'm indulging in leg-
pulling—what?” he said.  “Well. I'm
not. I'm stating the facts. All the

“a thunder-

porter up

. = L Talbot and th
Dawlish—an encounter in which the Pro- tion of Txlhof-ongl the

wchool trophies, which had been stored

in—

in one of the wards of the saniy, have
been stolen. And the sudden disuppear-
ance of the new porter indicates clearly
enough that he's the thief. Miss Rivers
has disappeared, too—"

“What!”

“From which circumstances we may
safely assume that she was in co. with
the scoundrel.”

“That's not trne!"”

Talbot's voice, angry and indighant,
rang through the dormitory,

“Tt's certainly a bit thick to accuse
Miss Marie of being in partnership with
a thief!” said Tom Merry.

“Tumble out, vou kids !~ said Kildare
sharply. y

“0One moment!” said Talbot. “It's
up. to you, Kildare, to withdraw that un-
fair accusation against Miss Marie!” -

“Don't be absurd!” was Kildare's re-
tort. “I wish I could think Miss Rivers
innocent, but I can’t in the circwm-
stances. It's only too evident that she
wes mixed up in the business. She
must have shown the porter where the
trophies were stored—"

“Rats!"” Talbot quite forgot the re-
spect due to the captain of the schools
“If, as you say. the things have been
looted, they were looted iy X
outside the school—by that scoundrel
Dawlish. to be ]precise. The new porter
_couln”n"t possibly have had a hand in

L’

“YWhy ?" inquired several voices..
“ Because,” said Talbot impressively,
1y opposita

™

“My hat!"

Talbot's words caused quite a sensation.

# Now that there no longer seems to be
any need for secrecy, | may as well tell
vou that the detective was John Rivers
—Marie's father!”

By revealing the porter’s identitr,
Talbot hoped to disarm suspicion, so far
as Marie Rivers was concerned.

But his information only served to
strengthen the evidence against Marie,

“It's only too obvious what has
happened.” said Kildare. “John Rivers
is following his former profession—that
of a cracksman. He came here in the
vole of a detective; he spoofed the
Head; and he and his daughrer con-
spired tocether, and got away with the
rich_haul.”

“Hear, hear!™

Kildare's opinion was echoed by every-
hody in the dormirory with the excep-
Terrible Three.
And even Tom Merrs, Manners and
Lowther were beginning to entertain
doubrs as to Marie’s innocence,

And TPalbot?

White-faced and  passionate—with
tightly-clenched hands and blazing eres
—he advanced towards Kildare. .

“You are wrong!” he exclaimed
hoarsely. * You dont_know Marie as 1
do. She is the soul of honour. And her
father—he is as straight as a die.

His
past is against him—but you've no right
to brand him as a thief! ~He is innocent
—they are both innocent !" B
Kildare waved the excited junior back.
“Pime will show,” he said quietly.
“Yes, time would show. Time would
show that Kildare—well-meaning though
he was—was wrong, and that Talbot was
right. The time would come when
Marie and her father would stand com-
pletely vindicated the charge whick
had been levelled against their honour.
But that time was not yet!

= THE. END.

(Another magnificent, long, complcte
story of breathless adventure, eaturing
Marie Rivers and her father inill
appear next week. Order your copy of
the GeM Library to-day!)
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OUR SECOND COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY.

By
CHAPTER 1.

_ . The Trials of Bill Strong.

HERE were, of course, other
Forms at Katic's besides the
Transitus; but, so far as the
Trans were concerned, there was

only one Form that really mattered, out-
side themselves.

That was the Fifth Form. Or, to be
perfectly exact, THE Fifth Form.

There were really three Fifth Forms.
One was the Fifth (C.S.}), which stands
for Civil Service. The “Civvies " wa: the
Form where the high-browed, ecarnest-
tocking swots, who were‘going in for the
higher’ branches of the Civil Service,
began their training.

There was also the Science Fifth, com-
menly known as the Mugs, because—well, ¥
because they were. What's the good of
arguing about it ? 5

%ut these had nothing to do with the
real, genuine Fifth,  Strictly speaking,
the Fifth was the Form just above the
Transitus, but for quite a number of
reasons the Transitus absolutely refused
1o recognise that the Fifth were above
them in any way whatever. E

In work the syllabus of the Fifth was
similar to that of the Transitus, but the
Transitus frankly admitted that the
Fifth could usually give them points in
this depaitment. -

But on the playing-fields the rivalry be-
tween the two Forms reached an agonis-
ing point, In football, cricket, and row-
jug they were, and always had been,
~etty evenly balanced.

Fifth versus Transitus aronsed as much
excitement as St. Katherine's versus Dul-
chester In the past football

o
season the Eiﬁh and the Trans had

MICHAEL POOLE.

fought three times officially, and on each
occasion Bill Strong had led his men to
victory.

Bill Strong was very keen to do the
same in cricket. The first match carly in
the season ended in a draw. When
stumps were drawn the Trans had two
wickets to fall and 20 runs to get.

Of course, they might have done it.
But even Bill Strong was doubtful, and
the Fifth asserted very definitely that
they had been robbed of victory by a
mere matter of ten minutes or so.

Then came the second match, For two
or three weeks Bill Strong watched his
men anxiouely, and a few days before the
great game he had a calm, glad feeling
in his heart that, bar accidents, they
would wipe the earth with the Fifth.

TUnfortunately, the accidents happened.
At the very last minute almcst, Bill had
to scramble round aud put in three re-
serve men.

The last of the three reserves was
Dickie Dexter. The Kid was amongst
the also rans in the cricketing world, and
there were probably three or four others
who were just about as good as he was,
But Bill chose the Kid because he knew
he wouldn't be so nervous as others.

The story of the match is an exciting
one up to a certain point.

Smithy, who captained the Fifth, won
the toss, and decided to bat first. It was
a strenuous and exciting innings, and
when the tenth wicket fell 109 runs had
been recorded to the credit of Smithy's
eleven.

Bill Strong opened for the Transitus in
company with Curtis, This was the first
time the Kangaroo had headed the list,
but_his recent performances justified the
position.

Qut en Friday!

_nersl
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. A Splendid Tale of Dickie Dexter & Co., of S. Katie's

The game started fairly well. Of .t
two, the Kangaroo was the more polish.:d
and casy batsman, but Bill was as safe as
houses.  When 10 runs had been scorad
the erowd settled down to 2 long part

Then the Kangaroo opened his
shoulders to what looked like a really
soft and gentle little ball. He meant to-
lift it rig?xt out of the ficld and give the
kids a job in finding it. i

But something went wreng. The ball
twisted, and ehot up into the air, until
the fielders had a chance to discuss gaite
carefully who was foing to take the
catch. Smithy himself took on the job,
and when the ball decided 10 come back
to earth again Smithy made no mistake.:
The Kangaroo was out for 6!

It was o hard fight after that. Bill
Strong indulged in ne fancy hitting, bus
played a sound, careful game, and he saw
seven more wickets fall after the Kan-
garoo had left him. :

Eight wickets were down for 89. In a
way, it was a repetition of the last match,
bat this would be fought to a finish,
the Transitus won, the Fifth would hava
to dry up about the result of the Jact
match. 1f the Fifth won, they would bo
able to talk as though they'd won both
matches, . .

Grubb joined Bill Strong for the ninth
wicket. As a batsman, the Worm's chi:i
qualification was that he could do the
stone-walling act quite well. He rc.
mained ten minutes, during which time
Bill added a useful 6 runs.

Then Smithy took the ball, and sent
down a streak of lightning for the Worm
to handle. It took the off-wicket, and
Grubb retired. having compiled, as Big
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Flattam wiiely remacked, a very useful

* You do the same, Kid 1" Curtiz urged
as Dexter came out, aud others begged
him to emoulare the Werm.

“Loave the runs to Bill!"  they
begged,  “You keep your wicket, and
£0ll will do the rest!”

The Kid almost ran to the crease.
E'rom the other end he heard Bill's voice,

as calm  as  ever: “Cheerio, Kid!
Steady 1" B i
Transitus: 105 runs! One wicket to

fall. and 5 runs wanted to win! And Bill
Strong was still ai_the wicket. It was
wuite certain that Bill would carey his
bat. He'd get the 5 ruus all right in the
next over—if the Kid kept his wicket to
the next over!

The Kid kpew ail about that. e
knerw, too, that if he could get 1 run and
at to the other end, Bill weuld manage
the reat, .

Smithy sent down anothee steeak of
lightning: but. as_was she way with
Smithy's bowling, it was just off the
wicket, and the Kid never touched it.

The excitement at this stage was in-
tange. It was too fierce to utter a sound,
and there was a sort of strained silence
a5 Smithy took the ball for the thivd
«ffort of this over,

Another lightning-streak—and a better
Tiall this time! The Kid moved his bat
vecy slight! There was just a faint
¢lick, and the bali was flashing about
three inches below the wicket-keeper's
ingers. The slip men jerked into life
ton late to take the proper action.
The Kid turned and saw it pouns
crer the turf.  Sefe—and good for 3
can! He didu't stop to avgue whether it
was a fluke cv nct, but acted on the

instar
Bt

d his hand, for he had
s+an Vickers at long-stop going to meet
that bail, But the Kid was already on
ivs way, and Bill knew thut to hesitate
would “mean losing the wicket for a
corbain
H

g
a

he yelled, and

cmée  on.
szarted off,
Bill Scrong rai

Led forward, and even as he ran
i s gather up the ball and aim
Iy for the wicket.
icker’s aim had been dead true, The
baiis flew off witheut tho wicker-keeper
rouching the ball.  And Bill was a yard
. out of the crease when it happened !

“'Sthat ?”  half .a dozen voices welled,
and the umpire bowed his head. P

“QOut:” he said sorrowfully, and Bill
turned sadly towards the pavilion.

The crowd saw him, and knew that the
match was over, The Fiith had wen!

To Dickis Déxter at the other wicket
» riews came slowly, They were cheer-
g before he really grasped that Bill had
been run out. Bill zun out! And the
match lost ! i

And it was the Kid's fault that Bill had
bean run out. The Kid had lost the
match and spoiled Biil's record !

Strong, W, run out . =
Dexter, R.. not out .

49
0

There arer’t any words in the English
language to express just how the Kid felt
a3 the real. full frath got hold of him.
‘The remarks cf the Transitus fellows
shen he got back to the pavilion were
like acid rubbed into an open wound.

“You oughtn’t to have tried that run,
Kid!" they sid sorrowfulls. “The
match was as good a3 our. Anrnother
threa balla and Bill would have had the

Jolly Roger
hard  luck

. Strong !™
Bill. “Yeiy

Of course. the Fifth were hopeless after
Tue Cex Lisrazy.—No. 643,

match. They excelled themselves in

er jests, and the Kid got more than
his share. If he had ever had auy doubt
about the fact that he was responsible
for the downfall of the Transitus. Smithy
and a few ober: made the trath gnice
cledr to him.

““That was a good hit of vours the
cther day, Kid!™ Smithy said gently,
“You ought to practise it. How did
you do it? Lel's sce. How many runs
did you make? Oh. I'm sorry, dear boy !
You ought to get Strong to run faster!”

The Rid tried to explain to Bill Strong
how sorry he waa about it all, and how
he never really meant to call for a run,
and, anyhow. he never knew that
Vickers had been playing as a sorc of
third man and loagstop all the afrer-

nogn.

“That's all right, Kid," Bill said.
“Ir was just a bit of bad luck for both
of us. The Fifth think no end of them-
selves just mow. but wait till we meet
‘ern in the Senior Fours!™

Cricket for a time had lost its inferest
for the Transitus. Rowing was the sport
that counted. If anything, the Trans
Four were bettcr than ever this year.

Jimmay had turned out to be a
sort of second Bill Strong in the athletic
line, As an oarsman he was a distinct
addition to the rezources at Bill's com-
mand, and was easily the second-best
man in the boat.  Bunting and Tommy
Roper were pretly good. but, until he
discovered the capacity of Curtis. Bill
had been seriously disturbed about
fourth man to make up the crew.

The Fifth were putting out a prelty
good four this year. They had knocked
out the Sisth and the Marrie. It is only
fair to point out that no four was alloweil
to have more than two members of the
School eight in the boat, and that was
a handica he Bixth. of course,
1z_had easily beaten the
the Remove. As in cricket,
the finul struggle lay between the Fifth
and the Trans.

The race was to be rowed at 3.30 on
the third Wednesday in July. On the
Monday evering before the great day
Jolly Roger told Bill Strong that in his
opinion the Transitus would win,

here weren't any giddy larke going
on in the Trans round about that time.
The Kid was probably kecner than any-
body else. For Biil's sake, for his own
sake, and for the sake of the Form, he
hoped that the Fifth would get a first-
rate licking.

&

a |

As auybody knows, the lest day or two
before a race is the most tiying time of
ail. Even Bill Strong began to laok
bit worried about this time. and wa
the. other three anxiously.
kindiy to little Bareingto
who was coxing for the Tx
another rule of the race
Le chosen from awny For
quite a fair arvangemert.

On_the Tuesday, jus: afrer r
school, Jimmy Curtis lcoked a
troubled. Bill Strong asked hin
it at once.

“It's nothing!™ Curtis assured him
“I've had a letter from ome of 3
relatives in England—wauts me to meer
one or two relatives in  Dulchester
to-morrow aftersoon. They'll be at the
Belvoir Hotel at 3.30. and hope that I
will be there.”

Bill 8trong laughed.

“I should think so!™ he aaid cheer-
Fully.  “Three-thirty to-morrow! My
middy aunt! T guess you'll be q a
long way from the Belvoir at that iime.
You'll be waiting for the crack of Big
Hallam's popgun, my lad!"

“0f course:™ Curtis agreed: bui he
still looked troubled.

Prezent!y Blott came io the stydy, and
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dusived the presence of Curbia at tha
headmaster's room immediaicly.

In sbout fifteen minutes Curlis way
back again. Somchow, he looked olier,
and he seemed sorry [ i

“Come on, Kan,
“ We're huying just a gentic
aficrnoon.  Are you fit?"”

Curtis looked at him queerly,

*I'm sorry, Bill,” he said slowly. “I'm
— You'd berter take Heath out with
you. I—I'm a wash-out for to-moryow.
Got to meet this bally—er—uncle of
mine! The Head says so.”

© “But—great Scott! T mean—"
Bill waved his hands helplessly. * Didn't
-you tell the Deak You can't go

to-morrow!  Why why talk about
it? Just you tell Bealk that you'rs
rowing in the final of the Szuior Fours
to-morrow. He'll underscand ™

“I told him,” Curtis said helplessly.
“He quite understands, But he sava
that this is more importart. and -that
vou will easily get a substitute—"

They talked of the matter for some
time. Bill went and saw Roger, and M
Blunt himsell went to the Hea-d,
ing and Roper came in, followed by
Hearh and one or two 'members of the
Trans. They all agreed with Bill Strons
that it was simply impossible.

Then Jolly Roger came back, and they
looked at him hopefully. Roger wouldn’t:
let Curtis cut the race for the sake of
some idiotic rvelatives who. didn't know
anything abour the Senior Fours, .
A T've seen the Head, Strong.
discussed tha marter with him!™
Roger said, in his best official way. i
is very unfo te. but I am afraid tha
I am bhound to agree with the heal
master’s decision.  Curtiz will have
drop out -of the crew for to-morrow, Ha
is bound to meet these relatives of his
at the time named.” &

“ Bul " Bill Strong  strugg
helplessly to point out quite a lor
things.

“I am afraid that is [ual. Stron
Roger said firmly, “I am very sor
¥ indeed! But we must do o
Ah, Heath! You will row
Heath at number three. and let Rope
take bow, Strong. Betier have a tri
spiu again this afrerncon. I'li join
ac the boathouse almosr immediatal

He went out of 1!
spoke for quite a I3

w

&

ir and

gene, . A

stared di apelessly  at  the
opposita s had shrunk into a
o »uldn’t_have known ho

e Kangaroo. He
less.

:t. What coul.i

: hare thought that the rac=
wstponed.  But they never
s in that way at Katie's,
even suggested it.

. Bl rose at last, slowly and weakly.

“Come on, Heath,” he said, “Ii's
hard luck on you being dragged in at tha
last gasp, but you'll do your best.
we get licked—well—"-

He couldn’s say any more.  Sorrow-
fuliy the crew wandered out. followe:l
respectfully and silently by tlie others.
The. Kid and Curtis came last.

“I'm done for, Kid!" Clurtis remarke.i.
as they strolled slowly down towards the
river. new. I'd give everything
I've got if Uncle James wasn't coming
to-morrow. _ But I've just got io go!
Won't the Fifth rub it in!" K

“If they win,” said the Kid: but in
his hearr he knew that if Curtis didn’t
pull at bow to-morrow there wasn't a
saadow of doubt that the Fifth would
win,
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CHAPTER 2.
Waavar of Spells. .

EXTER and Curtis saw vevy little

D of the trial that afterncon.
The Kangaroo wanted sym-
pathy; he wanted lo tell some-
one all about the relatives who were
coming to Dulchesrer to-morrow, and
ot them to understand thut it wasn't his

falllt at all,

And the Kid listened. He saw the
stiff, stilted sort of letter which Curtia
had received from—of all people in the
world — * Your affectionate Grand-
mother.” 5

Tt was not a very long letter. With
some surprise they had heard the news
that James Curtis was in England, and
2s his Uncle James ywas- proposing to
meror through Dulchester with his
mother on Wednesday next, they pro-
posed to stop at the Belvoir Hotel for
an hour or so in the hope that, if Jimmy
C'urtis cared to see them, he would make
it convenient to call on them abcut

“Your Uncle Alfred hag written to
your headmaster, explaining the cir-
cumstances, and begging him to grant
you leave should you wish to sce us.”

“It's & queer sort of letter,” the Kid
said when he had read it, *‘I mean—
they don't seem very keen, Who are
they? What are they like? Why
didi’t you tell the Beak you didn't want
to see them?”

Curtis explained. It was really rather
campliuted? and there was a &ort of
family feud mixed up in it which the

angaroo himself didn’t understan
properly. When Curtis’ grandfather got
marrvied a second time, Curtis’ father
didn't really approve, so he packed up
aud went off to Australia. where he got
married, settled down, and made a pretty
big name for himself. i

“*But the governor wold me something
about it before I came away,” the
Kangarco went on. “ He was going to
lat Lgem know eventually that I was in
England, but I hadn’t to write to them.
If they wrote me, suggesting they'd like
to see me—well, I'd just got to go and
sec them. He must have told the Head
something about it, because he's very
keen on my going. So there we are!”

“But you've never actually met
them? Don't know what they're likef"
the Kid demanded. :

1 sha'n't know ‘em from Adam,” the
Kangaroo answered. “If they like
me— Oh, I don't know! It makes
me weep!” .

But the Kid kept on asking questions
until he knew just about as much as
Curtis himself did:  And thar wasn't
wuch. Still, be was very sympathetic
with Curtis, and said that he quite under-
stood how he felt about letting the Form
down ; but, of course, if the Beak said he
must” go, Curtis would simply have to
go—and the Trans would lose the race.

As they wandered back to the school
again Bill Strong joined the Kid. For
a time he didn't say a word, but the Kid
could tell by the far-away lock in Bill's
eves that what he wanted was sympathy.

“It’'s rotten luck, Bill." 'he said at
tast. T let you down over the cricket-
imtch, and now Curtis lands you in the

up, just when we've got a chance to
e the Fifth sorry for themselves!"”
Yes”  Bill nodded. “1 wish—
But what's the good of wishing. If only
these Fldniy relatives of his would break
their little_necks, or if we_could bind
C'wrlis up till three-thirty and then shove
him in the boat,or if This is the
time when you ought to come out with
one of your brain-waves. Kid!”

He said it in bitter jest, of course,
because it was obvious that even one of
the Kid's brain-waves wouldn't land

Curlis in the Trans Four to morvow.
Tho Beuk had settled the question be-
ond all hope of alteration. To the
eak, of course, it didn’t matter who
won so long as there was a good race.
If it had been against another school he
would have taken a different noint of
view.

When next the Kid spoke it was in
that funny, high-pitched voice he some-
times put on when ho was playing the
heavy uncle stunt.

“From your remarks, Bill, T gather
that if I could land Curtis into your
four to-morrow afternoon you would re-
gard it as somo atonement for the
grievous error of judgment made by me
on the occasion of tho last match with
the Fifth Form?"

“Sorry, Kid,” said Bill wearily. “I
didn't mean to remind you of that. It
was hard luck for both of us, that was.
And this is harder luck—for me and for

Form.” E

“T am glad you put it in that light,
Bill,” said the Kid. “Just stand still
for one moment !”

The Kid had taken out his watch and
was kneel on the grass on one knee.
He balan. the watch carefully on the

bent knee and twned it round very
slowly, looking wp towards the sky
every now’ and then.

“What giddy gaeme are you plaving
now ?” Bill demanded, almost irrifably.
This wasn't a time for fooling!

#'gh!1®  The Kid raised a warnin
fingor and pulled a blade of grass, whicl
he held above his watch, Then he
breathed a long-drawn-out sigh.

“Ah-hh-hh-h!”  he murmured.
] K:']smet! The Finger of Fate! Ttis

aod !

e rose to his feet, and his ayes were
shining brightly as he faced Bill Strong.

“That's all right. Bill!" he smd
gladly., *“Don't you worry any more
about te-morrow. And whatever you do,
don’t breathe a word to anyome that
you've scen me playing about with

mysterics of black magic, because the
Beak wonldn’t like it.  But it’s all
right, Bill! Curtis  will row to-
morrow "

“Chuck it!" Bill said.

The Kid grasped him by the arms and

looked straight up into his eyes.

“Bill,” he said scriously, “am I the
sort to play fool tricks when so much is
at stake? Never! here are a lot
of things you_don’t understand, my lad,
but I do. DIve just been weaving a
spell, and_the Finger of Fate pointed
correctly. ‘which shows that the spell is
cast. At this very moment, pmg:bly.
Curtis’ relulives aro in a cab-accident.
Wangh! I have spoken!"

“Cut it out!” Bill implored, and be-
gan to walk on again.

“Don’t mention it to anyoneo else,
Bill, but just make up your mind quite
firinly that Curtis will row to-morrow.
There isn't the slightest doubt about
it.  I've just fixed tho whole thing up,
ard I've done it for your sake, Bill,
When it’s all over and you’ve left the
Fifth gasping for breath. think of me,
Bill, and say to yourself. ‘ The Kid won
this race to make up for letting me down
over the cricket-match.’ But say it to
yourself, Bill 1"

Somchow Bill began to take an interest
in the game. then. He had a feeling
that the Kid was really trying on some
new stunt, and he wented to knnw about
it. But Dexter went on talking about
casting spells and having studied the art
of magic and all that sort of hot air,
mixed up with repeated warnings to Bill
not to gve the faintest hint to anybody
that'he%uew Curtis would be in the boat
to-morrow.

“It would destroy the spell, Bill,”

be explained.  “Even when you've wen
tho race don’t mention the name of
Dexter.  It's mast important to keep lo
the rules, or clse Kismet, the Finger of
Fate, will got annoyed with mo for
vealing his giddy secrets. =~ Yon think
I'm ae‘tin%' the giddy goat. but I'm net,
my lad, It's a very serious business, and
if anything goes wrong. or if you reveal
the sccret, there might be earthquakes
and things of that sort. Curtis wi
to-morrow!  You trust your TUn:le

Richard !" E

And after that the Kid began to talk
quite sensibly about other things. He
left Bill before they reached Study No.
10, as ho had an impertant appointment,
s0 he said.

Strong didn’t quite know what to
think about tho Kid's talk. You sce,
ha was so terrifically keen on the idea
that Curtis would row to-morrow that he

grasped at the faintest hope. On the
other hand, the Beak knew 2il about
Curtis going to the Belv Hotel, and

it was obviously impossible for the Kid
to play any fancy tricks over a job in
which the headmaster and Jolly Reger
were both concerned.

Yet—Bill knew Dickie Dexter! In
his time Dexter had done some
amazing things.

So Bill went on_and talked with ‘the
others as fhough it were quite certain
that Heath would row in place of Curtis,
but all the time there was a_sneaking
sort of hope wandering round that some-
thing might happen.

There was a cloud over the Transilus
on the Wednesday morniug. Even
Jolly Roger seemed to have lost some
of his vim, and took them very gently
through morning schoal.

About twelve o'clock the porter, Blott,
came in with a note from the headmaster
for Mr. Roger Blunt. Joliy Roger
opened it. and those who happened to
be watching his face saw the glad lighe
come back to his eyes again, and his
smile extended joyously.

“Ah! Curtis!” Jolly Roger snapped
the rds out jp his old, ust-about-ti-
burst-with-joy sort of way. *“1 have a
note here from the headmaster, en-
closing a telegram which he has re
ceived from your velatives. They regret
that it is impoessible for them to come
to Dulchester this afterncon!™

For the space of one second there was
dead silence after Roger finished,

Then everybody began to call out:

s .?o.] old Curtis! What about i,
Bill?

And Bill Stronw’s smile nearly
touched his ears, and Curtis was shak:
hands with those nearest him.

At his desk Jolly Rower beamed upan
this complete break-down of discipline,
and not for fully five minutes did he
attempt to interfere.

Even then' it was a jovial, cheery sort
of interferénce. He tapped his desk
lightly with his pointer, and called out
to Curtis again. .

“You may like to tee the telogram
Curtiz,” he . said, as the row subside:
“It was handed in at ten-forty-five this
morning in London—the Sirand offive!
Yes!”

He held it out, and Curtis came up
to the desk and took it. It was ad
dressed to the headmaster of
Katherine's School, Dulchester, and r:

“3Will you kindly inform my nephew,
James Curtis,. that, owing to unforescen
eire t , his urar her a
will be quite unable to sce him this
afternoon. Please cancel arrangements.

“James Ravparr'”
Tre Gex Liprary.—No. 648,
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Naturally. (~:etis looked at it cave-
fully. . So did Jul Roger,
[t s an instinet with most of us to
lly wond mnews: but there

bt about the genuineness

2t much work done in the

or olly Roger
: :thmn but rowing,
He gave them advice. not only 10 the
crew but to the rest of the Form. Somw
of them wece to be at different points
to shout out the corcect encouragement.
ieved in enthusiasm, Lut
t liad to be organized.
Bill Strong laughed,
out of the Form-room,
Lot btlu.w.\ d that
giddy Dblack magis of yours! aie
Fou a prophet’ T'm hauged if T didn't
think for a few aecouda that it was one
of your little ——"

“Shut up !” the Kid hissed, and Bill
Sirong looked at him in amazemeni.

What did it matier now?  Bill had
seen the teieg :am, and even the Kid's
black magic couldn’t mmke Curtis’
relatives send a telegram from London!

“All right, Kid!” Bill was too
happy to -argue the matter. “You'll
be on the path by the bridge this after-
noont If we're leading—"

“T regret that more important duties
will dotain me this afternoon,” the Kid
answersd loftily. [ shall not witness
the race. but you have my sincere wishes
for the success.of the Transitus crew !

*You'rée not coming *™ Bill demandcd
“But why?  Mean to say you're gmn"
to cut the fiwal of the Senior Fours?

“I have other business, Wiliiam,”
Dexter said.  “ Kismet, the Finger of
Fate,” demands my - presence to pay the
proper_price for the spell T cast vester-
day. Did I not tell yoy to trast your
TUncle Richard? T have spoken !™

And Dickie  Dexter chased away,
laaving Bill Strong puzzled and per-
plexed. Bur not for long. For Bill had
more vreent w shead than worsrying
about the Kid's jokes this afternoon?!

CHAPTER 3.

Jolly Roger Understands.

HEN Dickie Dexter said -thal
Kismet, the Finger of TFate,
required the l1:r|)per price for

© the spell which had been cast,

it was something more than a joke.

It was a chunk of solid, uncomfortable
trath.  In his time the Kid had played
many jests, but this was one which
prowmised te laud him into the biggest
vow he had ever faced. And the Kid
lenes it!

He knew it when he fiest struck the
idea, but the spectacle of Bill Strong’s
raisery and the memory of the run-out
episode pulled the brakes completely off
any sense of discretion that the Kid

sessed. He went ahead with his idea,
ald-headed and recklessly.

On Tuesday. at tea-time, in the quiet-
ress of the libracy, he wrote a letter to
a certain M. Jewell, who Lad become
a vers good friend of Dexter's since
the episade of Dobbin's amazing scoop.
kne-, that Mr. Jeweli would

K 4 he explaived cnrrfu]lv

that the telegram he wanted Mr. Jewell

to sond was iu_counection with a joke
they were playing.

Further, he undertook te explain to
Mr. Jewell all about ir in & later letter,
and gave his word that no possible
karm could resulc. .
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Me. Jewell zot the letter, examined
the telegram, debated the matter care-
fully, and decided that he could trust
Dexter nor to do anything too foolish,
The office-boy was forthwith dispatched
lo the Srrand post-office, and the tele-
gram was beinz tapped out before
eleven o'clock, a: desired,

* But now came the real dlf\‘icult" of
the scheme.  Ar 3.0 Curtis’ Uncle
Jaines, accompanied by _his  mother,
would be swaiting the Belvoir Hotel
to meet their rely Instead of Jimmy

Curti, however, ther were going to
meet Richard Dexter!
They wouldn't know he wasn't the
gouuum Curtis,” becanse they'd never
on him before, :
Dipiumntlm Dickie had also learned

that they had never even seen a photo-
grapa of Jimmy Curtis. because Curtis’
father lLad never corresponded with
them after his disagreement with the
family rears and years ago.

F\cn that didu't overcome the diffi
culties, of course.  But the Kid had
quire a lot of bright ideas to cope with
the rest of the programme. The uncle
might be a sport. in which case it mivht
be pnswxhlo ti explain the truth to him.

QOr,. supposing that, didn’t come off,
the Kid mu.-;hr get through the hour
with them, and end up with an invita-
tion to go and spend his holidays there.
He would accept. and. later on, would
explain the truth to Curtis, who, having
won the race, would gladly fall in with
the idea of e‘(plmmng everything away
to hi> relatives later on. They could
fix up. some little yarn. about Clurtis
being ill and not wanting to dnsappmnt
them.

Or he might even try that-game him-
self straivht away. It depended on how
the land lay. The whole business micht
go_off swimmiugly, and everything
quite dll richt. -Curtis had said that
very probably after his first mu\hns..
they'd nevec want to see him again, and
that chey'd ouly done i to annoy him.

In any event, the Kid was well primed
for an hour with interesting chat about
life in Australia and his experiences in
England.  He would let Curtis' step-
grandmother know that Curtis was a
nice, polite boy, with nothing of the
disurace-to-the-family about him!

The Belvoir is the swagger hotel of
Dulchester, and the Kid entered its doors
with the air of the man who owned it.
It would take a lot more than the
magnificence of the Belvoir to put the
Kid off his game!

“Remember,"” said the Kid to himself,
as he entered, “you are now Jimmy
Clartis!™

Someone rose from one of
lounges &: he went alony the hall.

Dexter turned and looked at the man.
but it wasa't Curtis’ uncle. It was a
young man, with the very faintest sus-
picion.of a moustache and a cheerful
smile on his face. On the lounge near
him was a charming lady: but it wasu't
Curtis’ grandmother, lwcause she was
quite young. and she wasn't attired in
motoring-clothes.

That was a bit of sraart detective-work
on the Kid's part, but. unfortunately,
it was totally. and compietely wrons,
Az he asked one of the gold-hraided
adovnments hanging aboue the hall for
Mr, James Randrli, the tall young man

slopﬁe d forward, .

 Looking for. me®” he asked Dexter.
“My. name’s Randali! I'm exnccting a
ng re'lan\ e of mme—Jlmm\ Curtis I™

the

All Your Favourile Authors appear in—

hl‘lr.- Kid pulied himself together at
“ How are you—cr—CUncle James?" he

gasped. It seemed silly to call thia fellow
“uncle.” beeause he cdida’t look a bit like

one.  “Aud how iz my dear grand-

ny cthmf"

Aud you—y
81 Kather

l'.‘ 3

1 are Jiromy Cuctis—
e's Bchool?" the you

no tha I\.;l aua“cnecl (he"lfll“‘
lhougi\ of rse, he was feeling the
strain a linl “The letter from grand:
mother ca 1 das,

and.” of course,
letrer from Unele
all rig

the Head
All'ned. £0 10

“ He—he said could coma to meet
uz?" James Ra poke it a aurprised
sort of v the Kid theught thac

he didn't seem very entl ¢ over the
meeting.

“Of course !
on with his
out how the Bird always
gives us perimission for lh(w'- of this sort
—family reunions, and all “tha: kind ' of
busmes

“1

ded 1o kee;
ti! he foun

Tne young mar still staved

“I'm'very glad you've come
—\er'. frhd‘ [—Tll just go and tell my
mother vou've come. She'll be glad.™

He crossed over to the lounge again,
and spoke to the charming lady sittiuz
there. The Kid thought that he took
quite a long time to explain the matter.
and he began to feel a little uneasy.

Bui the lady very quickly alteved the
situation wher: she came up. She greeted
him gladly, ard for a grandmother wa-
really very lively. Of course, as she ex-
plrined, she wasi't really Jimmy's grand-
mother, but his step-grandmother, but
they thought it was so much nicer in the

family.

“But rou must come upstairs,” Mrs
Randall said wart to have a long
ralk to vou! vouy [ather ever men-
tion me to you?

*“Oh, ves! Just before I came away he
suggested that if you wished to see me
at all, I was to be sure and accept your
invitation.”

Apparently they had engaged’a privats
sitting-room at the hotel, and the table
was laid for a light meal. Mrs. Randal:
explained that they had been motarng,
and needed something mare s-bstairial
than afternoon rea,

“Do you kuolr Mr, Roger Blunt?”
Jares Randall asked abrupcis.

He was strolling r n a queer 60t
of way, and the :Inin l}:lllt Lnow
what to make of & He looked a jolly
decent chap of abour seven-and-twenty,
but he seemed 5 have some trouble on

his mind.  Just at drst the Kid felt
uneasy abeur hi bur he came to the
conclusion thar !z James was aimp‘:.‘
bored with chis business, and didn’t wart
to take ary parr .

“Yes. of course!” Dexter, alins Jimmz
(_m 5. pron phr answered. “He's our
er .

Good James Randall podded. and
looked frightfully serious.

Mrs. Randall went on talking; aud
Dickie found hlmwelf making quite good
progress with his *step-grandmother.™

“Is Rog—Mr. Dlunc at the school thi
aftarnoon?™  James Rardall came out
with another of hla questions.

“Of course!” The Kid was strugglirg
hard to keep very cheerful.  *That is,
think he's (nkmw part in some races on
the river. It's the final of the Senior
Fours this afterncon.”

“1 expect you would have preferred

tra!

rl.uv.rlr Houss, Parringdon Strest,

Houss, Fa: BO.L .
L O, Sumum; S, six imonzhe

or
dte for Ausicalis and Kow
s Jul]‘i!;h 153,

and ; 1ls.
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ot the door,
D1 jnst want to el

fad thai gaeer feeling

quite all vizhs, onl
o mvstery hanging roursd sowe
1r's the sort of feeli '

pat futa war bécause
notiing o explain, aml yet——
Lhe Kid had seling this afternaon,

I+ had nothing ta do with the knowledz:
that he was playing a deceptive part.
he had a'mese forgotren ahont

tnations e wanied to make, be-
if you understand. ne r Mrs.
I wor her son seemed to be really
iy interested in Jimmy Curtis.
av as the Kid could make Y
what Jimmy Curtis had said,
were determined to show thar if

had been a row in years g« ne by
zy weren't keeping it up, so they'd
: came down to D Lowere

hegter, and
in an bour on a schooclboy ther
« care twopence about in order to
Jow that they weren't responsible Tor
the ford.

Mis. Randa!l! was auite nice:

ie felt that she was just hein
t becanse she'\l made up her
be pleasant.  In turn the Kid we
hwiny asant and ialking hot air about
rhe advantazes of modern cdueation, and
Sy things of that 1 i
1 am glad you ar
TRandall suid presently
juaster at Willonghby when James was
captain of the sehool, you know. James
hasn't seen him for years, of conrse; but
vour Uncle Alired told your fuil that
AMe. Blant was now at St. Kather il

1 never understool tha sai
Kid brightly, and hoped and prayed rhat
James wonld be a very long time hefore
fre saw Mr, Roger Blunc again.

In suother hone this fuee weuld be
e, so the Kid hoped! He deeided that
e would say nothing at il of the truth
adall, though he would explain
ever ig 10 Cwitis when he got back.
13t it was very plain that the Raodalls
en't at all keen on renewing their re-
wship with the Curtis family. |
e situation became more and more |
triing.  There came a
W} foit that he was }

wd-bye, and he rose.
o Alist you really go:™ his grand-
sther 7 Casked, perfectly politely, but
sithout any enthusiasm.  “James will
<irely be back very shortty. 1 shonld
ke vour to see vour Uncle James a
imfore o g0,

And just then the door openad and

time when the
justified in saying

— This Week's ' Penny Popular.”

4

| old Form-room. 1 wi

Inele James came in,  There was ay
quenr little smile on his face; but the Kid |
Ladu't time to wender about it, becanse !
swo other people followad him into the |
om. b
Mr. Rozer Blunt, accompanied by the |
L ennine Jimmy Curtis, entered !

Alr. Blunt was still wearing his sweater
sers, and Curtis was in a
1~ had slipped them on ;
at the boathonse. and Mr. James |
adali's ear hod whisked them duwn
here,
i

i
s Roger was ¢ ng arimly. Jinmy |
eris was siilicg o sort of happy |

ery U James Ran- t
sphandy, " This §

car hov ! Mrs. Rardall
av o Jimmy, amd clasped him to her
ne U Bue whai—what dees it allj
Who i« estor, Janes i
James Randail was wexeinz the Kid, |
o was Roger.  Im rthe hackeroud

AR Y sadd, aned he didn't secns wosti

Cut

el T was trw
P Deater’ dicn’t s
0

at
fpon b !
What al

aof far ties botween
Cartis, of Ansrrs and his st
Ber el step-brather, as well as
fred, had been proveed

It is a complicated
ot Lo coteert this present
ch. exeept that a photograph
aken just befors he left Aus-
been = to Mrs.
Jimmy s farher doalse told  them
prowdly what a big Lul he was, and
fow wither J which Il enable
them to
evowd. X

Tmagine their surprise when they saw
the highit-eved bun dimimutive Kid walk
into the hofel aml inguire for rhem and
palm himself off a< the gennine Jimmy
Curtis!

M, James Randadl was o xedd. He
felt there was cefery knacking romud,
wnl it oved him 1o go cuntionsly.

% he menticued the mafter 1o

hen wotored full speed
where he managra
wodown at rhe haat.

ing been e,
1 rhe

ol explapations b
Jimmiy Cnrtis was call B
dushed back to the hotel. Nune of then
liv anderstond  wver what had  hap-

haongh sere of them had a jolly

“Do von know this boy, Mr. Blhant?”

James Randall asked.
S de!™ said Roger. “He i in the
¥, and same
sty a3 young Cwetis, T vegawd the 1w
of them as my own pet Jambs. They
make life one perpetual hardship for me.
When Curtis 1=ur tting Dexter inro
tronble, Dexter nging a packet of
trouble for ¢ [ stippose vou wore
respunsible Tor relegram to the Jewi
this morning. Dexter?
“Yes, sir,” said Dexter meekly. aud
quite clearly he suw the Finger of Fare.
Lo was pointing to the long, lone roud—
away from Katie's!

*You may leave the rooni. Dext
said Roger, Just as though he weve in the
ill spe vou outside
(| for your con-

—when I have apolog
duet !

2 Yes, sir,” said Dexter. and hesitated
who won the Seuior Four »’
said Roger. aud he forgot to be

stern.. ~ We won, Dexter! A couple of
leugths —easily, A splendid race'  The
Transitus were behind until— But
i what right have you to ask such ques

tions” Leave the
room. s
And Dexter went out.  ITe still felr

duzed, and his mind refused to grupple

I am forgerting.

with the problein of whai wus gning ro ;

happen to him now,
hid won!

Not for fully a quarics i e dind
the daor open, und when it did Mr. Blunt
came out with * Unele Jamez,” and was
¢h & genially with him.

T very glad indec
aguin, my dear Randa
cunge how
course, Thadu't the
en when L suw the rarn ki worn.
ng, that you weie adall of Wil

longhig s,
1 knew von were ar &t Katie's, «

But the Transity

1

0t yoa
Ruoger waa
i 1

ed

Randall. !

on Friday! 19

Horow, U You've still a precty siif
o 1o deal with,™
Roger

Tanghed.
Dexter! M Randall considers that you
are a worthiess and disgraceful impostar,
and that youe will certamly be tmpris
P longe tee -if the Head ever )
in which he has heen deceived.
he has beeg me to ke
news from the headmaster, ad,
weh persuasion, T have agreed. [
¢ I with the matier myself.”
Yes, sie,” said Dexter. “I—I want
to apologise, sir, to Mrs, Randall and Mr.
Randall. I they only understood how
important it was to the Form, sit—"
Dexter had thought ont this speech:
but. samehow, 1 sounded feeble, und he
hesitated. James Randall was laughing.
“You've got enough cool cheek 1o win
anything, Dexter!” he said, **Come and

tell the whole yarn to my mother! She's
frightfully keen, vou know, Mr. Bluui.
on boys playing ihe game, and she’ll

think no end of young Dexter now :he
knows all about it!”

Mrs, Randall and Jimmy Curtis ap-
peared, Jimmy was looking like a good
little Loy out of a prize book now, but

he introduced the Kid to his grand-
mother a3 though they hadn't met before.
*This is my young friend Dexter.”

explained: and after that
began to tatk again,

Mrs, Randall was quite different. and
seemed less like o grundmother than ever.
Unele James was a pleasant  follow
who regarded My, Blunt as a sort of wn
derful peron, who conldn’t make a mis-

ihen  they all said gond-bye
again. awd Mr. Blunt ook Jimmy Cur
aud the Kid into his care once more.
They gor a taxi-cab and Mr. Blunt touk
them back to the school.”

Tt was not until they weve in the cab
thar the Kid got to know just what was
ikely o happen to him over this affair.
Roger explained quite fully.
Dexter.” he said serionsly. ** your
comduct s abselutely inexcusable? 1
need scirvely point out 1o you that to
send that telegram, and to do as you

ave done, is deserving of the gravest
possible _censure.  Were I headmaster
of 8t Katherine’s I should have no
choice in the mattec whatever. T shouldl
expel you' You understund rhat quite
cleardy. Dextery™

“Yes, sir,” Dexier agreed.

“ Fortamately,” Toger sail, less
sevioualy. =T am not the headmuster. I
ean take a milder view, and I beiieve
thar you vere blinded in the grave wrong
you committed by your anxiety to see
the Transitus win the Seuior Fowrs. I
can uiderstand that, because I felt the
same auxiety myself, And it was a good
race, wasn't it. Curtis ?”

He spoke proudly, and Curtis answered
sincerely, And both of them looked at

cer gladly.

Wherefore, Dexter.” d  Roger,
with his high-pressure smile Bill on. L
will only remind you of the wise saying
that to uuderstund is to forgive. T un-
derstand.  Bur. for my suke, for your
own sake. and for everybody's sake. let
the whole story be preserved as a sirict
secret. That is all.”

And ihar veally is all.  Even Bill
Sirong never kuew the full story.

Bul the Senior Fours shield was safs
in the Transitus Foru-room, and
Fifth were once again treating Bill

evervhody

|
|

|
i
|

iSnong with that respect which was his

i vightful due,

THE EXD.

| (Another grand long story of St

| Ratie's next week, entitled : = SMITHY

I OF THE FIRTH!Y Make a point o]
ordeving your copy E.ARLY 1)

! Tk Geat LusRARY,—No: 648.
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THE EDITOR’S CHAT.

Note :—Your Editor is always pleased to .ru‘ar from his veuders. Addvess
Editor, The “ Gem,"” The Hcehc':nuc ﬁmrae, Farvingdon

FOR NE)(T FﬂlﬂAV.
I have much

THE GEM LiBRARY.

Strect, London,

lellmg lmw Smith, & comparatively new
to my chums, and the Kid be-

my numerous readers that next week I
shall present to them

TWO QGRAND S8CHOOL TALES.

Tl,;e ‘first, a Splendid Lonﬁ ompiela
Story ‘if the fnmuul Chums of 8t. Jim's,
is entit

“THE FINAL RECKONING !"
. By Martin Clifford,

Tt is the sequel of this week's fine yarn;
and deals with the myaterious abduction
of Miss Marie and the methods adopted
by John Rivers, the ex-oracksman, now-]
a Scotland Yard detective, to get-on the
teack of the notorious gan The story
of his dangerous, quest wil I thrill every
veader, Don’t miss . |

"THE FINAL RECKONING!" -

The second item will consist of & su.
petb story of Dickie Dexter & (,a at
St. Katie's, enhtled

USMITHY OF THE FIFTH!"

By Michael Poole,

tome involved in an nnﬁIennm mystery
which is puzzling the acho
In addition, there is;

“A NEW CHUM IN AUBTRALIA!Y
y ‘' Cooes,”

armther eplendid story of Jack Thorn-
ton's adventures ard experiences of wild
life "duwn under " And:

"MY HlAD!RS‘ OWN CORNER!"

our |pemal “half-crown” page, which has
proved such a great success with roy
chums.

BUNTER AND CRIQKET!

No, it is not Bunter who writes for
the address of Harrow School, but a firm
friend of mine at Loftus-in-Cleveland.

-The address of Harrow School is
Harrow, Middlesex—just that, and a
letter would get there, so inscribed, from
the  uttermost parts of the world,
Bunter is plaging cricket this seazon of
a sort, but he is not likely to become a

suember  of  Stunwood  Tuvic
Reason, 72, Tunis Road, Shepherd
Bush, \\., asks nue to atate lhat matches
are wanted by Invicta; nges 15-16,

MISSING !

Will Charlie Hawes ])]lmﬂ: comimuni-
cate with Fred O'Keete, Westville
Road, Sheplerds Bush, V125 Dorh my
correspondent and his chum are keem
veaders of the Compamnn Papers.

‘THE ETON CLUB.

Tlis is not the Eton by Windsor, bul
the Australian_Eton, and Charles A,
Mactin, juu., is runming a club_there,
which should interest home readers as
much as those overseas. . The address is
45, ‘Hopetoun Street, Paddington,
Sydney, N.8.W., Australia. .

CROWDED OUT! 7
Owing to the extra lengtl of Martin
Clifford’s powerful story. I have to hold
over the story of Jack Thornton's further
wdventures i Auslralin for this week.
I am sorry, but a paper is not like &
gladstone . Lug you know, When xL-
full you can't cram anything more into

ARE YOU SHORT?

0, let the Glrun u:mm i help 7o o inorssse

Incl e Hn Rolits t

. Lindon 3

lm‘hel, ll ' Lesdell &
Ioches. g tem reqnlm ‘only ten minates
moral nl voning, aid groatiy, (mprowes the
ealth, uh .Lque. and carriage. No ai ppilances
‘en 2 pe Stanipa !or fnrt T Par- -

M‘ rugs iy
ticulars and £100 Guarautes to B
A.M.P., 17, Buroud Green Road, La \l

Dcll

IF YOU SUFFER

ward of others, und u mu l penny stamps for par-
teel awk! in tha presence Lo

ticalars of the Meato-Nerve Btrengthealng

tmeat.~GOD]
SMITH, Ltd., 67, Impertal Balldiogs, Ludgate Olrcus, Londen, B.G. &

from nervouy, worried feelings,
m nf e

FACTORY TO RIDER

Packed Fiee, Carriage Paid, Fifteen Days' Eree Trual,
r.uvm‘rum PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

ompt delivery. Save Dealers Profits. Big Baryainsiu

Shop Soiled a -hand Cycles, - Satisfaction

ra or Money Refunded. "Write for Monster

Size Free Lists Special Offer &m a.qnlv
CYCLE_COMP.

MEAD Dept, Bwv A FMINGRAN.

y. weitooosdence, | STAMPS FREE

war, mind concsntration, or

iy N. My *

stamp, i be sent 15 A1 who cacloun 50, 1ot pestage o { paskiog,
per 1,000, post fres. 60 PORTUG
COLONIALS 15 poat free.~VICTOR

OBAGUI. OHARI- TCHAD. Ching, Ceylon, JAMAICA WAR

STAMP, Malspis, D

LEVANT, Transvaal, NIGERLA, Jamaics, Movoeco, il
ACK

nmms RE
ET"" eﬂnhiu!nr u! these

unts 7d.
UESE COLONIA T

t free.
mumrf AT

CHOCOLATEH OLUBS.

Good remunerahon.

Spﬂm time Agents Wanted,
Outlay. Best makes only supplied.

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds.

No

&ra often ignored and looked down upon. Tall people

< Particulars free. receiye favourable consideration and attention in
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can row sever-l tnches taller, ~ Many

Catalogue ::
Posts

on easy benns. 30;’

Rmouatl, Trencheoats,
Bmt.s. Bhoes, Cutlery, Cose
ga.Wu.tchss

- worth, 10/ monhhlv, etc. Write fnr

.eto..

rth, 5fs

people have add
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