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A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Séhool Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

CHAPTER 1.
Monty Lowther is Teo Humorcus.
e ERE'S Racke!”

H ‘“Ha, ha, ha !

. Racke of the Shell looked
surprised.

He had just come into the junior
Common-room in the SLh\mI House at
St. Jim’s. - There -were a geod many
juniors in tho room, dfld at  Racke’s
appearance a gencral - chuekle ran
through the crowd.

“Bai Jove, it’s wathah too bad,  you
know ! remarked  Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of the Feurth l‘mm It g
wathah \vuﬁ on \\ acke.’

“Ha, ha !’
"Hul[o!” said  Racke, mnot very
plc‘nsantiy “What's the merry joke

‘You are " grinned Jack Blake, and
there was another chottle
Racke knitted his brows. Tt was evi-
dent that there was some joke on, and
that he was the vietim of it. Racke did
not take jokes against himself agreeably.
was thoe  wealthiest *fellow at
dim’s—wealthier by far even than
D .‘\If’V of the Fourth, who was the son
of a noble lerd, or than Lumley-Lumley,
who had a millionaire for a father.
Racke had expected, when he came to
St Jim's, to be ‘‘kow-towed ’ to with-

out hmit but he had been greatly dis-

nppomtm! The fact that his boasted
wealth was derived from war profits did
not make him popular. His father, head
of the firm of Racke & Hacke, had piled
up millions at the expense of his country,
and the St. Jim's fellows had a very
deeided opinion about that kind of thing.

Not that most of the fellows would
have been down en Racke for his father’s
grasping greed. That wasn't Racke’s
fault.  Arthur Augustus “D’Arey had
proposed treating Racke with politeness
in spite of the war profits, pointing out
that Racke ‘couldn’s help being the son
of a profiteer, any more than he could
have helped bcmg the son of a burglar,
if his father’s business had been of a
slightly different natuve.

But Racke himself was the absolute
limit. His wealth was paraded; his con-
versation ran alwags on money and on
the expensive things maoney could buy.
His tastes were vicious. So far as the
limitations of school life allowed, he
spent his share of the family war p10f1t>
in the way war profits generally are
spent. He palled with the worst set of
fellows in the School House, and led
them into reckless rascality which they
would never have thought of without his
guidance. If the Head had known half
as . much about Racke as his Form-
fellows knew, the heir of Racke &
Hacke would not have remained an hour
longer in the school.

Swank founded on war profits was not
likely to make any fellow popular.
Racke was only popular with the few
shady fellows ‘who found him profitable
as a comrade. If he had been decent,
his father's sins would have been for |
given him. But he wasn’t decent; he
was quite the reverse, and one of his}
favourite boasts was that Muossrs. Racke
& Hacke were paying sixty per cent.
dividend—out of the war.

Racke was not sensitive, and remarks|
about war profits did not worry: him.
But he had a conviction that a wvecket-

baok full of fivers made him a mast im-
partant person, and it was a grievance
with him that the St. Jim's fellows
generally vegarded him as a person of
na importanee whatever,

Now he stoad in the deorway of the
Common-roont, his braws knitied and
his eyes gloannnw under them, surveying
the grinning juniors. Tom Merry and
Maunners aund FLeowther, the ‘Terrible
Three of the Shell, were the centre of a
group, and Lowther held the I'tvst
number of “Tom Merry's Weekly ” in
his hand. Racke could guess that there
was  seme reference to himself in . the
“Weekly,” and that it was the cause of
the gu,uml merriment.  His own- pals,
Crooke and Meliish, were ehuckling with
the rest. Tom \/Im\v was fu)“nmg a
little. The chief editor of the ** Weekly
sometimes found it a little  difficult” to
restrain  the }mmnroua proelivities  of
Meonty Lowther, who had charge of the
Comic Column. Lowther's little: jokes
were not always agreeable to the victims,
and Tom was too good-natured to wish
ta hurt anybody’s feelings, even Racke’s.

Racke came up to.the group, the
grinning  juniors making way for him.
Monty FLowther rrumtul him with a
bland smile. 9

S Sqmethiuff ahout me in that rotten

rag ¥ asked Racke, his eyes glittering.
28 Ony a joke, Racke,” said Tom
Merry. “You needn™t worry about it.

I really wish youw'd draw the line a hit,
Lowther.”

“I do,” sa,u] Lowther.
line at Racke.”

“I suppose you can’t help being a
funny ldloﬂ’ said Racke. “‘Let’s. see

“1 draw the

' what you’ve got there about me, you

cheeky rotter !

‘“No names mentioned,”” said Manners.
“¥ really don’t see why you should con-
| clude it's about you, Racke.”

“Cap fit, cap wear, you know,”
chertled Levison of the Fourth.

“It’s too bad, Monty,” said-"Tom.

“What rot! I suppose a professional}
humorist can make little jokes about
war profits in his own column?” said

| Lowther indignantly. “In fact, it’s, a

duty. How. are war profiteers to be re-
‘-xtuotod if not. by the Press? The law
can’t touch them, and it’s no good

| appealing  to their sense of decericy—
they haven’t any. It’s the duty of a
journalist to poke fun at them.”

“Yaa,\ wathal 7 said Arthur, Augus-
tus. *“ But that daes’t apply to Wacke,
Lowghah. ~ He is not a pwoﬁteeah
himself.”” :

“He’s got his pocket-hook full of war
puofits,” said Lewther. “He spends |
war profits on smokes, and bets war
' profits on gee-gees. He plays nap and
banker with war profits. He reeks of |
| war profits. He almost smells of war
 profits.  He revels and glories in war
' profits. Dow’t you, Racke?”

Racke sneered sav afrc\ly

“1 dare say you'd hike to get your
fingers on some of the war pxoﬁts,” he
' said.  “There’s a good many fellaws

| war profits as they could get me to

[ lend.” :
“Bai Jove, that's ‘wathah a wotten
| wemark, Wacke!”

‘“Give me that paper, Lowther!”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry.

here 'who would borrow as much of the

This.

15 U“F‘y the p]uu,, Racke; the, I]‘ln.‘bv 7
isn’t printed yet, That humut k’s coming
oub before it's printed.’

“Bosh!” said Luwth:‘ warmly. “It's
a Joﬂy good limerick.”

‘It is wathah too wuoff, Lowthah!

“Rats " said Manners. . “X dont see
it.  If a chap swanks about on war
profits, he wanis to see it as other fellows
see it. ' Racke ought to thank Lowther
for this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“Ydd~ pewwaps theve is somethin’ in
that,”  remarked . Arthur Augmtn\
w &14’1] thoughtfully. ‘“Pewwaps 1t will
have a good effect on you, Wacke.”

o You silly idiot 17

Bai Joye!”?

“Give me that paper!” shouted Racke,
in a fury by this time. He snatched the
proof-sheets of the ““Weekly” from
Lowther’s hand.

* What he:mt'iful'manners there pro-
fiteets have!” sighed Lowther.

Racke glared at the Comic Column, in
which the limerick was printed. Y he
Sechool House juniors looked om, grin-
ning, to watch the effeet upon hima of
Lowther's humorous effort. Racke’s
brow grew darker and darker as he
read:

“Of war profiteers there’s a pack,

Who are collaring quids by the sack
Some day, let us hope, g
They’ll be given a rope,

Or’at lu.a\t they’ll be pt on the rack.”

In the last line, of course, thore was

one of Monty Lowther’s atrocieus puns.

No names were mentioned in  the
limerick, but the last word was quite
‘enough to make it elear whom it

| referred to.

Racke (mshod the paper in his ‘hand,
 his eyes full of anger. Lowther smiled
| at him sweetly. But he ceased to smile
' the next moment. Racke’s hand, with
the paper elenched in it, came up sud-
denly, and his knuckles were dashed full
Lin Lowther’s face. Lowther gave a yell
as he staggered back, taken quite by
surprise, and went with -a crash to the

 floor.
B
grinned Crooke,
“Well hit!” chortled M( lhsh

Crooke and Mellish regarded their
chum with unusuval respect. Racke,
'though he had more courage than either
of them, was not a fighting-man at all.
| He was too smoky and weedy and seedy
| to excel in anything  that 1equned’
 strength or pluck. But there is a point
| at which the worm will turn, and Racke
| had apparently reached that point.

Tom  Merry and Manners rushed to
 pick up their chum. Lowther was dazed
by the suddén blow, and the back of his
head had struck the floor hard.  His
head was swimiming as his chums raised
 him up.

“Foul blow!” growled Jack Blake.

i U e

“ Rotter !”

‘“Mop him up, Lowther!”

Lowther leaned on Tom Merry’s

CHAPTER 2.
. A Fight to a Finish.
AT Jove!”
“Right on

the wicket!”

arm,
The blow had been

gasping for breath.
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a cowardly one. Racke had cause for
anger, but there was uno excuse for
striking a sudden and unexpected blow,
with such vicious force behind it. The
cad of the Shell stood locking at
Lowther with a savage smile. 1t was
certain that a fight would follow; but
Lowther had been very nearly crocked
by that sudden attack, and Racke had
gained an advantage.

¢ Oh, my hat!” panted Lowther. “ You
rotten cad!”

“I'm ready to fight you,” sneered
Racke. “You've insulted me, and you've
been knocked down for it. You ought
to have expected that.”

“ You coward!” broke out Tom Merry
hotly. “Do you call it fair play to take
a chap by surprise like that?”

‘“Lowther can look after himself, I

suppose,” sneered Racke, “ Are you
going to fight his battles for him?”
- “Yes, am!” said Tom savagely.
“Shut that docr, Blake, old man; we
don’t want the prefects here. Get your
jacket off, Racke!”

Blake closed the Common-room door
at once, and thoughtfully turned the
key. The juniors gathered round in an
excited crowd. Some of the fellows had
thought that Lowther’s limerick was a
iittle too personal for good taste, cad and
cutsider as Racke undoubtedly was. But
Racke’s cowardly blow had deprived him
of all sympathy. It was in keeping with
his character.

“Hold on, Tom!” said Lowther, his
voice a little unsteady. * Leave him to
me. It's my face he’s punched, fat-
head!”

“Rot!” said Tom. “You're not fit.
Why, you can hardly stand!”

“I shall be all right in a minute.”

“Wats!” said Arthur  Augustus.
“Leave it to Tom Mewwy, Lowthah-—or
to me. I should be vewy pleased to give
Wacke a feabful thwashin’!”

Racke put his hands into his pockets
as Tom Merry strode towards him. He
did not intend to fight the captain of
the Shell if he could help it. He knew
only too well how painful the results
would be. ‘

“Is Lowther going to skulk behind
you?” he sneered. “Hasn’t he pluck
enough to stand up for himself?”

“You rotter—-"

“Is he only courageous with his pen?”
jeered Racke. ‘I suppose it’s one thing
to write a roften limerick, and another
thing to answer for it.”

“Tet him alone, Tom,” said T.owther.
“I tell you, 'm going to lick him!”
“Youre a long time about

_ sneered Racke.

Lowther began to peel off his jacket.
There was a big bump on the back of
his head, and his brain was swimming
still. The concussion with the floor had
hurt him badly, and he certainly was not
fit for a scrap. But his eyes were gleam-
ing with a deadly gleam,

“Look here, Monty; you're not fit
now !” urged Tom.

“Rot 17

“Leave it a bit, then.
in the gym after tea.”

“T’m going to lick him now!” g

“Don’t be an ass, Monty, you know,”
urged Manners.

“Oh, rate!”

Monty Lowther was not to be reasoned
with. . He threw his jacket to Manners,
and pushed up. his cuffs. Then he ad-
vanced on Rac}l .

‘“ Are you ready, you cad?”

¢ Waiting for you,” said Racke. “ Have
you screwed up your courage to the
sticking-point at last?”

“Put up your hands, you cur!”

Racke put up his hands at once. He
was bigger than Lowther, and if he had
been 1in good condition, should have

’

it‘-, ”

Have the rotter

been more than his match at any timg,

THE GEM LIBRARY.,

But Racke of the Shell never was in
good condition. Smoking in the study,
breaking bounds after lights-out, slack-
ing and mooching about with his hands
in his pockets, did not conduce to fitness.
But Lowther had been so. hard bhit
already that Racke confidently antici-
pated victory. and he stood up to
Lowther with a determination he had
never shown before.

Tom Merry and Manners looked on
anxiously. Lowther had to be given his
head, so to speak; but they were very
uneasy for him, in the ecircumstances.
chke had taken a mean advantage, and
evidently intended to make the most of
it, There were no rounds, and no
gloves; the two juniors piled in hammer
and tongs. At any other time Lowther
would have made rings round the unfit
slacker of the Shell. But he was not
at his best now, ‘and Racke drove him
back, beating him round the ring, till
he went down with a heavy crash.

“Bai Jove! Wotten!” said Arthur
Augustus, with a shake of the head. “I
weally wish you had left Wacke to me,
Lowthah!”

Racke grinned triumphantly. For
once in a way, it seemed, he was to be
the victor in a fist-fight ; victor, too, over
a member of the Terrible Three. Mellish
and Crooke and Trimble exchanged
glances of satisfaction. But the other
fellows looked grim. It was not a fair
fight, and a dozen fellows would willingly
have taken Lowther’s place to deal with
the cad of the Shell.

Tom picked Lowther up.

“Better chuck it for a bit, old chap!”
he muttered.

“I'm going to lick him}”

£k B‘]t—”

“Rats!”

“Is that fellow coming on, or is he
licked?” sneered Racke. *I'm not going
to wait for him all the evening!”

“Shut up,” growled Clive of the
Fourth. “Lowther, you ass, why don’t
you leave it to one of us?”

Lowther did not reply. He came for-
ward unsteadily, with his hands up. The

fight recommenced, Racke attacking
savagely.
But he found TLowther harder to

handle now. Lowther was recovering
from that stunning jar on his head, and
he was more himself. He was a skilled
boxer, and he kept off Racke’s attack
this time; and every minute that passed
he recovered more, and showed more
strength and energy. Racke’s certainty
of victory was shaken now, and with the
doubt his courage waned. His attack
grew less forcible, and he began to give
ground. Lowther followed him up with
grim determination.

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augus-
tus. “I wathah think Lowthah will pull
it off, aftah all.” 3

“Go it, Lowther!” chortled Herries.

“He's showing funk already,” grinned
Digby. “Racke’s as good as done. Go
for his boko, Lowther !”

Racke was backing round the ring
now. If he had had a larger allowance
of pluck, a determined attack - would
probably have given him the victory.
But pluck had no very great part in the
composition of the heir of Racke and
Hacke. Lowthet’s grim determination
made him waver; and two or three heavy
blows upon his sullen face shook him
considerably. A hunted look was coming
into Racke’s eyes, and his fighting
became feebler and hesitating. There
was a general chirrup of satisfaction
when a right-hander from Lowther sent
Racke. spinning back, to drop on the
floor.

“Bwavo!”

“Well hit!”

Tom Merry was smiling now; all his

Racke was concerned.

One Penny, ‘8

doubts were gone. Crocke of the Shell
picked Racke up.
“Go in and win!”
“You can lick him yet!”
Racke groaned.
“Hang it! I'm done!”
“Don’t be a funk, you know.”
¢ 0Oh, shut up!”
4 not

he whispered.

done,” . said Monty
Lowther grimly. “Youre not licked
vet, you funk! You've given me a bump
on my head as big as an egg, and vou'ra
going to pay for it!”

“Look here—"

“Come on!”

CI—I—I—— howled
Racke.

Lowther was attacking, and Racke had
to come on. As Kangaroo of the Shell
remarked, he had called the tune, and
now he had to pay the piper. Driven to
resistance, Racke fought savagely, like
a rat in a corner, and Lowther receivec
some lieavy punishment; but all ths
time his fists were raining blows on
Racke, and at last the cad of the Shell
went down again in a heap. He rc-
mained on the floor, gasping.

“You're not done yet!” growled
Lowther. “There’s a lot of fight left in
you. Get up and come on!”

“Let me alone!” panted Racke. “Til
vell for help!”

“Bai Jove! I wegard you as a funkay
wottah, Wacke!”

“ Let the cad alone,” said Tom Merry.
“He's had enough, Monty.”

“Look at the bump on my head!”
growled Lowther. 3

“Well, look at Racke's nose!”

S Hacha, ha !V

Lowther snorted, and put his /jacket
on. Racke gave him a deadly look, as
he picked himself up.

“I'll make you smart
Lowther!” he muttered.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, in
surprise. ‘‘ What have you got to com-
plain of, Wacke! You started it, and
you're not weally half licked!”

Racke made no reply. He jammed his
jacket on, and left the Common-roorn
without a word. When Racke appearel
in public again, his nose looked almost
twice its usual size, and there was a
purple shade about his eye. That purple
shade clung to Racke lovingly ifor
several days; and it led to Mr. Railton
inquiring into the matter, and giving
Lowther and Racke two hundred lines
each.

There, it was supposed, the matter
ended. But_ it did not end as far as
Monty Lowther
had not yet done with the heir of Racke
and Hacke.

Hang you!”

for this,

SEirael

CHAPTER 3.
A Shock for Monty Lowther.

" oN'T!”
D Tom Merry and Manuners
made that remark simultane-
ously, as they came into No. 1
Study in the Shell passage, some days
after the scene in the Common-room.
They made it in tones of entreaty.
Monty Lowther was seated in the arin-
chair in the study, one leg crossed over
the other, his elbow resting on his knese,
his chin resting in kis hand. He was
staring into the fire, with a concentrated
stare. He was so deep in thought that
he did not hear his chums enter.
Hence the remark of Tom Merry and
Manners. They naturally supposed that
the humorist of the Shell was deep in
the composition of some new wheeze or
atrocious pun, of which they were to be
the victims at tea-time.
Monty Lowther looked up. :
“Let it keep I\ said Manuners. “ Keop
THe Gy LiBrarv.—No, 473.
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.t for the * Weekly,” old ¢hap! Jokes
much better read than listened
3esides, we may seo the pun when
‘n print. I don’t suppose we should
‘5 now.”

“Eh? What joke?” asked Lowther.

“The one yowre just. going to
oerpetrate,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Pathead! I don’t feel much like
ioking.” :

“You don’t?” ejaculated Maunners,

“No, ass!”

“You're not going to tell us that war
orofiteers deserve the Racke, or that
Mellish will contrive to make a bet by
hook or by Crooke, or that this study is
famous for its merry Manners o

“Qh, don’t be an ass!”

“ Nothing the matter, is there,
Monty 7’ asked Tom, looking more
closely at his chum.

He noted that Lowiher's face was a
little pale, and there was a deep line in
his forehead.

“Yes,” said Lowther shortly.

“Borry !” said Manners coniritely,
“ What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing

“Trouble at home?” asked Tom.
“You can tell us, Monty, old scout,
surely 77 -

“Not exactly 1"

“Your uncle
with real concern g

The juniors did not know much of old
Mr. Lowther, excepting that he was a
crusty old gentleman; but they knew
that Monty was attached to bhim.

*“No; he's not ill that I know of.”

“But tho trouble’s about him?” asked
Tom.

“Ye-es.”

“Lost his tin in the War?” asked
Manners.,  ““Shares gone down to next
to nothing—got his money in IHome
Rails—what ¢

A bitter look
{ace.

“No, -he’s not lost any money,” he
said.

“Well, that's good.”

“T wish he had!” grunted Lowther.

“Well, that’s a rather peculiar wish,”
said Tom Merry. “ Nearly everybody’s
jost something or other in the War, ex-
cepting the filthy profiteers—and they’ve
lost their self-respect, if ever they had

are
to.
it’s
sce

[t

17”7 asked DManners,

came over Lowther's

any !’

Lowther wineged.

“Don’t, Tom!” he said, in a low
voice.

Tom stared at him blankly. Nobody
had ever been more elofjuent on the
subject of war profits than Monty
Lowther.

“What on ecartli’s the matter 7’ asked
Tom.

Lowiher did not reply. His face
became crimson, and then pale again.
Ho opened his lips to speak, but they
losed. Manners and Tom Merry
vegarded him with something like alarm.
it was very rarely that Monty Lowther’s
high spirits were dashed; indeed, they
believed that if be had been going to
cxecution he wounld have gone, like Sir
“Thomas More, with a jest on his lips.
Nor was he given to being secretive or
mysterious, His chums eimply could not
understand him. :

“Look here, Monty, get it off your
chest!” sald Tom at last. “If there’s
any trouble, you can tell your old pals.
! suppese your uncle isn’t thinking of
iaking you away from St. Jim’s, as he
did once ?”

“Y may have to leave!” muttered
Lowther,
“What!” Tom and Manners uttered

‘e exclamation together, im tones of
atter dismay. ““Monty !
“I—I don’t kuow what I ought to
Tre Gem Lisrarv.—No, 473. |

do,” said Lowther restlessly. “I—I
haven’t bad time to think about it yet.
I—DLve been knocked into a heap.
I’ve only juet fonnd it out, you know.”

Found what out?” asked Tom,
atterly mystified.

Lowther did not answer.

“Can’t you tell us, Monty #”

“It’s so - utterly rotten!” muitered
Lowther. “1’d never have believed such
a thihg. I couldn’t have. I'd have
knocked down any chap who said it—if
it_had been the Head himself! And
new

To the alarm of his chums, Lowther’s
voice broke.

“ Monty !” said Manners in dismay.

There was a brief silence in the study.
Lowther broke it.

“You remember that row with
Racke?” he said, in a low veoice. “I
wrote that rot about him—about the
rotten war profits. Suppose—suppose
Racke were able to throw the same kind
of thing in my face?”’ S

“But he couldn’t,” said Tom, puzzled.
“Your people haven’t anything to do
with war profiteering, I suppose?”

“Suppose I found out that they
have ?” ‘said Lewther,

i Oll !), ~

There was another silence. Lowther's

face was crimson again now, His chums
began to understand.

“T've jawed a lot on that subject,”
said Lowther, with bitterness in his voice.
“T've always said what I thought about
people who make money out of the War.
Pve rubbed it in about Racke. I
wouldn’t have done it if he’d been decent,
I must say that. It was becaunse he is
a chip of the old block, and glories in it.
But—but—but now——" 3

His voice quivered, and he was silent.

“But. it’s not possible,” said Tom.
“Your uncle is a thoroughly decent old
chap—a bit crusty, but as straight as. a
die! Hewouldn’t touch Racke & Hacke’s
putrid profits with a barge-pole!”

“Of course he wouldn’t!”  said
Manners. “You know he wouldn't,
Monty. What bee have you got in your

bonnet now 7 3

“I—I didn’t mean to mention it to
you chaps,” said Lowther miserably.
“For goodness’ sake, don’t say a word
outside this study! T couldn’t bear it, I
think ! I—I couldn’t—if the fellows
knew. After all I’ve said, too! After
that limerick about Racke--after—-"

“We sha'n't say a word, of course,”
said Tom. “VYou know that. And if
youw're in trouble you ought to tell us.
But you’re making some mistake.”

Lowther shook his head.

“T’ve seen it in print,” he said.
_“Stuff I eaid Manners. “You're on
the wrong scent!”

“It fairly knocked me over,”. said
Lowther, unheeding, “I was going to
write a comic skit for the ¢ Weekly’
about war profiteers. It goes down, you
kuow.
going for the rotters. So I thought I'd
read up the subject a bit, and I borrowed
old Selby’s financial paper.
old Selby dabbles in stocks and shares,
and I knew he had a paper about such
rot, and I dropped into his study as he’d
gone out. And-—and there was a report
—T1 just read it down—about a company
that’s been in the papers—a gang of Shy-
locks who've been making seventy per
cent. on War goods. You've heard of
Grootz & Co, ?”°

“Tve heard the name somewhere,”
said Tom.

“They’ve been talked about a lot—

about holding back stocks for ‘a rise in
prices, and all that. They came near
getting into trouble over it, since Parlia-
ment has been looking into things of
that kind,” astd Lowther. * The public

Everybody likes to see somebody

You know, |

NOV/ 0
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look on them as a gang of extortionevs
and rascals, and so they are! Peoplo
who tried to keep back foodstuffs till the
price suited them, and that kind of thing,
And—and my uncle’s one of them!”

“ Impossible I

“ His name was there ! said Lowther.
“T—1 rubbed my eyes when I saw it.
He made a speech at the company meet-
ing. They «didn’t give. what he said;
it was at the end of the report. Just a
line: ‘Mr. James Montague Lowther,
J.P., also spoke.” That was all it said.
And James Montague Lowther, J.P., is
my. uncle !”’ ;

“There—there might he another James
Montague Lowther who's a justice of the
peace,” said Manners.

“It’s my uncle, right enough.’

“I—I suppose 1t is,” said Tom Merry.
“But—but perhaps, after all, it isn’t
I it’s true, it's rotten—Grootz & Co. are
a worse gang than Racke & Hacke, 1
must say. But—but & man might hold
shares in a company without knowing
that it was a rotten coneern—-"

“Not i he attended ths company
meeting and made speeches,” said
Lowther.

“I—1 suppose not.”

“What a facer for me!” said Lowther
bitterly. “‘I’ve said that war profiteers
ought to be hung, and I still think so!
Why, Racke’'s father is quite decent
beside Grootz & Co. ! And—and my
uncle—"’

“You can’t help what your uncle
does,” said Tom, after a pause.

“Racke can’t help what his father
does, but you know what the fellows
think of him.”

“That’s different !** said Tom warmly.
“Tf Racke was decent, no decent fellow
would say a word about his father. It's
because he swanks war profits all over
the school that fellows are down on him
—because he glories in it, as you said
yourself. It’s different with you.”

“Not so much as you think. You
know, I'm dependent on my uncle; my
fees here are paid out of Grootz & Co.’s
war profits.”’  Lowther’s lips twitched.
“Every bob I spend at the tuckshop is
ground out of poor wretches by rotten
Shylocks, who can charge what they like,
because the war’s knocked out German
competition. I—I wonder it doesn’t leave
a stain on the hands. I—I don’t knew
what 1 ought to do; but one thing’s a
cert—I'll never take another penny fron:
James Montague Lowther, J.P., if this
is tfrue! And it iz true; it was in plain
print I”

“But—but—"

“That means clearing out of the
school,” said Lowther. *“1 can’t get a
scholarship like old Talbot; I haven’t his
brains. I can’t work and pay my own
fees like young Brooke in the Fourth.
I'm dashed if I know how he does it.
And-—and I coulda’t look a chap here in
the face when this get’s out!”

“It won't get out,” said Tom,.
“You've only told us two, I suppose?”

“Of course!” :

“Well, you know we sha’n’t say a
word. Nobody else is likely to read o
financial report in a City paper.”

“1 put the paper into Selby's five,”
said Lowther. “He will be ratty when
he misses it, but he won’t get another
copy. 1 dare say he had done with it
already; he only looks at it in” the
morning for the market reports.”

“Then it’s all serene,” said Tom. “Ii's
as safe as houses. Mind, I don’t quito
balieve 14 yet. There’s some mistake.
There might easily be another msn of

the same name, and we're going to find
out.” :

“Write to your mncle?” suggested
Manners.
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“Pathead! Write to my uncle, and
ask him whether he’s a human ghoul?”

“H'm! Better not write to nunky,”
said Tom. ““If it’s true, he would be
wild; and if it’s not true, he’d never
forgive you for thinking such a thing for
a moment. But there’s other ways. It
must be easy somehow to find out
whether the Mry. Lowther, of Grootz &
Co., is the Mr. Lowther, of Holly Lodge,
in' Hampshive. And Tl bet you a
doughnut that he isn’t 1"

““Not.a chance of it,” said Manners.
8o you can cheer up, you fathead! It's
simply a casé of two chaps of the same
name."”

“You really think s0?™ a

“It’s a cert!”

“Y think it must be so,” said Tom
honestly. “Anyway, we'll jaw it over.
and find out a way of making sure. So
cheer up! No good meeting a trouble
half-way, even if it's a real trouble, which
this most likely isn’t.” . Y

And, under the influence of his chums’
cheery assurance, Monty Lowther did
cheer up, and he looked somewhat like
his old self at tea. But he was in a very
thoughtful mood, and his chums were
thoughtful, too; for, if the miserable &
picion should turn out to be true, it must
make a great difference to Monty
Lowther. >

Lowther was not given to hercics—not
in the least. But he had seif-respect, and
nothing would have induced him to touch
tainted money. If the money that sup-

d Lowther.

ported him ~ really came from the
notorious 4irm whose name was a byword

for unpatriotic and unprincipled extor-
tion, Monty Lowther would have nqne
of it. Poverty and hardship would have
been pleasures compared with bitter selt-
contempt.

But Tom Merry and. Manners were
coertain that the member of the firm of
Grootz & Co. and Lowt s uncle would
iurn out to be two different personages
of the same name, and Lowther allowed
himself to be comforted, and to hope for
the best.

CHAPTER 4.
Information Required.
¢ OME in, fathead!” sang out the
é cheery voice of Reilly of the
Fourth.
Study No. 5, in the Fourth,
had just finished tea, when there came a
tap at the door. Reilly and Kerruish,
Hammond and Dick Julian, were all at
tome. 1t was Monty Lowther who
eutered in response to Reilly’s cheery
invitation.

“Just too late!” said Julian, with a
smile.

“Sure, we've finished tay !” remarked
Reilly. “But you're in time to wash up
the tayecups, if ye like I’

Lowther did not smile.

“1 wanted to speak to you, Julian,”
he said. * Another time will do.”

“Go ahead!” said Julian. “I'm at
vour service, Do you want some advice
about running the comic column in the
¢ Weekly.” 77

“Bedad, if we're going to have ¢ comic
cclumn,” I'm off ! said Reilly.

And he strolled out of the study,
followed by Hammond and XKerruish,
grinning.

Monty Lowther, whose face was
unusually grave, closed the dcor after the
Fourth-Formers.  Dick Julian watched
him in some wonder,

“ Anything up?” he asked.

“I want to ask you something. I
believe you know something about busi-
ness and financial matters and that rot ?”
said Lowther. “I don’t mean because
yow're a Jew, you know,” he added
hastily. ¢ But your uncle is in that line,
I believe 7’ §
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Julian nodded.

“Yes, that’s so. My uncle talks about
such things to me sometimes,” he said.
‘“He's going o make me a financier some
day—he thinks so, at least. As a matter
of fact, I'm going to be a sailor, but I
don’t tell uncle so just yet. Blessed if
I care twonence for bonds and stocks and
railway loans and so on! Still, I know
something about the game, if you want
advice. Are you going to put your allow-
ance into Fxchequer Bonds? You can’t
do better.”

“Fathead !”

“If you're thinking of War Savings
Certificates, go ahead !” said Julian, with
a smile.  “ You go to the post-office with
fifteen-and-six, and they give you a little
book. © You get a pound back in five
vears. Good business, and you help on
the war.”

“It isn’t that, ass!

One Penays 5

something of the sort. You could find
out easily enough in London——"

- “But I'm not in London, fathead, and
I can’t go there I”” said Lowther irritably.

“Keep your wool on!” said Julian.
“If it’s important 2

“TIt is important, or I shouldn’t be
bothering about it, should I?”

“Blessed if I know! ¥ can’t see where
the importance comes in. But it isn’i
my bizney. If it’s important, I couls
ask my uncle. He could tell you at once,
most likely. Anyway, he could find ouc
on the telephone.”

Lowther closed his lips.

“Who’s the man, and what’s the
name?”’ asked Julian. “Tll use the
telephone in the prefect’s room, and put
it to nunky now, if you like.”

¢“J—I——" Lowther stammered.

Julian regarded him with increasing
astonishment.

L2

} D’Arcy seized Racke’s nose snd tweaked it, -

(Ses Chapter 11.)

t s

“Keep out of Mexican mines ab
present,” said Julian, with mock serious-
ness. ““ And don’t put twopence into the
German War Loan; the interest won't
be paid very likely. Besides, you’d be
sent to chokey! And don’t invest in
Yankee armament shaves; they’ll go
down with a terrific rush when peace
breaks out,”

“Look here, Julian, I want a tip from
you!” said Lowther, without the
slightest sign of a smile. Julian had
never before seenr the humorist of the
Shell so grave, “I want to find out some-
thing, and I'm blessed if I know how !”

“Pile in}” said Julian.

“Suppose I wanted to find out the
address of a chap who spoke at a meet-
ing?”’ said Lowther.” “Say, a company
meeting in the City.”

Julian stared.

“My hat!” was his remark.

“How would you do it?” asked
Lowther. “Would it be any good writ-
ing or telephoning to the offices of the
company ?”

- “Well, it might,” said
Lowther with amazement.  “ But they’d
most likely want “to know what you
wanted to know for. They might fancy
you were a begging-letter writer, or

Julian, eyeing

“Don’t you want to tell me the
name?”’ he asked.

“I—T'd rather not.”

“You're jolly mysterious!” said

Julian, in wonder. “Of course, I don’%
want to know. But I can’t ask my uncle
without mentioning the name.”

“Nunno. I—I suppose you can’t.”

Julian reflected a moment.

“T'1 tell you what, Lowther. Tl ring
up my uncle, and tell him you want to
azk him something. Then you can speal
to him without my being present.”

“I;)«I should have to teil your uncla

Julian frowned a little.

“TIf it’s a secret, you could trust my
uncle,” he said. T can’t see where the
secret comes in. Anyway, Mr. Mose:
wouldn’t say a word about it, if hae
interested himself in the matter at all.”

“T—T know,” stammered Lowther, his
face very red. “ But—but I'd rather not
mention it to anybody. Nothing against
your uncle, of course, only—ounly it’s a ~
private family matter, really.”

“All serenc!” said Julian, evidently
very much puzzled and perplexed, as was
not surprising under bthe circumstances.
“ But nunky couldn’t very well find you

Tre Grm LiBrary.—No, 473.




=

¢  THE BEST 30 LIBRARYﬁ 9=~ THE “BOYS® FRIEND” 37 LIBRARY.

the address of a man' whose name he
didn’t know, could he?” ]

“Nunno! Of—of course not,” said
Lowther, ‘erimson now. “Can’t you
think of any other way?”

“Your awn uncle might know,” sug-
gosted Julian. “You could write and
ask him, anyway. What on earth’s the
matter?”’

“N-n-othing. I—I suppose there’s a
list of shareholders kept in a big com-
pany, isn’t there?”’ asked Lowther.

“¥es; but you’d have to go to London

“Oh, ratst” =
“ Anybody in business could find out
what you want to know, for “you,” said

the perplexed Julian. A bank
manager, if you knew one—-"
Monty Lowther brightened up.
“That’s o tip!” he exclaimed. ‘Tom

Iatows the manager at the Wayland and
County. Ile’s done business for Miss
Fawcett, Tommy's guardian. I suppose
he'll tell Tom, if he knew, and Tom
asked him.”

“He could find out easily enough,”

said Julian; “and he'd tell Tom Merr
he knows him and knows it's square.”

“Thanks awfully !” said Lowther. *I
thought you could give me a tip, Julian,
1"'m much obliged !”*

“Neot at all,” said Julian pelitely.

Lowther quitted the study, evidently
relieved in his mind. :

Julian tapped his forehead significantly
when he was gone. And, indeed, Low-
ther’s extraordinary desire for informa-
tion and his amazing secrecy about the
matter, really seemed to suggest that he
was not quite in his usual senses.

But Monty Lowther was not thinking
of Juhan’s astonishment. He hurried
back to his own study, at a run, and
there was a yell as he ran blindly into an
elegant junicr who was coming along the
passage. -

“Yawooh! You uttah ass, where are
you wunnin’ to?”’

“Brrrrri” growled Lowther.

He dodged round Arthur Augustus
P’ Arey, and ran on, leaving the swell of
the Fourth staring after him blankly and

wrathfully, ;
*Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustas. “Of all the feahful Huns, 1

weally think Towthah takes the cake!
What feahful mannahs!”

Lowther hurried into his study, heed-
less of Arthur Augustus and his mndigna-
tion.

“Feel inelined
‘Pommy?” he asked.

“Yes, if you like,” said Tom. *“What’s
the game?”’

Lowther explained hurriedly.

“Good idea!” said Tom. “Mr.
Tilutchinson is just the man to tell us.
Bank managers know everything.”

“Get out your bike, then—-"

“N.G.,” said Tom. ‘“Banks
before this, Monty, old chap.”

“Oh, confound it!” said Lowther,
angry and disappointed.

“Hold on, though! I know where he
tives,” said Tom. “T could go to his
private house, He'll think it is a cheek,
I dare say, but—"

“Let him!” said Lowther, “I shall
be in a fever till I know about it for
certain. He knows you well enough to
tell you about it, Tom?”

‘I suppose so. I've called on him
several times with Miss Fawecett, when
she’s been over here,” said Tom. “Tve
had to go to the bank sometimes, too.
e knows me well enough.”

“Dor’t tell him too much,” said Low-
ther, reddening. “ Just—just what we
want to know, you know."

“That's all richt! Bank managers
Eeep as mum as oysters,” said® Tom.

for a ‘bike ride,

close
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“ My, Hutchinson woy!dh’s be likely to
get";awmg to kids in the school, you
288!

“All serene! TI'll get out now, and
chance locking up.

The Terrible Three went to the bike-
shed at once, and Tom Merry wheeled
out his machine. Manners and Lowther
watched him from the gates as he
pedalled away at a good speed. They
turned away from the gates when the
cyclist was out of sight. Monty Low-
ther was looking gloomy and thoughtful.

“Come and have a game of chess,”
suggested Mannerve.,

“Rats! I mean I'd rather not.”

“Well, come and get on with your
pre‘p!” ¥

“Hang prep!”

Manners whistled, rather nonplussed.
Lowther shoved his hands deep into his
pockets, and walked away under the
elms. He did not mean to be grumpy,
but he wanted to be alone with %.is
dark and doubtful thoughts. Manners
went into the School House looking
rather glum.

“Bai Jove! Heah you are, Lowthah{”
Tt was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ Ave
you comin’ to the debatin’ club meetin’,
deah boy?”

“No!” growled Lowther.

“Your mannahs have nct impwoved
lately, Lowthah,” said Arthur Augustus
severely. ““This is the second time to-
day you have tweated me with wude-
ness "

“Oh, buzs off 1

“1 wefuse to buzz off, Lowthah, until
I have delivahed my opinion of your,
wotten mannahs! I wegard you as a
Hunt”

“Will vou ring off,
Lowther irritably.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus turned
his eyeglass more carefully upon the
Shell fellow. “You look rather upset.
Is anything the matter?”

“Br-y-r-r-ri”’

In a moment - Arthur = Augustus’s
manner was a kindness. Arthur
Augustus had a fatherly way which was
not always justly appreciated.

“If you are in any sort of twouble,
Lowthah, you cannot do bettah than con-
fide it to-a felléw of tact and judgment,”
he said encouragingly, ‘Pway tell me
all about it, deah boy. You may speak
to me as if T were your uncle!”

“Tathead !’ was Lowther’s ungrateful
response. And he turned on his heel
and stalked away moodily in the gather-
ing dusk.

“Bar Jove !” said Arthur Augustus.

And tha awell of Bt Jim’'s confided
later to Blake and Herries and Dighy, in
Study No. 6, that the manners of som<«
fellows in the Shell were worihy only of
a Prussian Hun,

ass???

snapped

CHAPTER 5
No Hope!
& ANNERS!”

M “ Adsom !’

o Merr ”
No reply.

Mr. Railton glanced up, and repeated
the name. But no reply came from the
ranks of the Shell, and Tom Merry was
marked down absent, and the House-
master proceeded with the roll-call.

Manners and Lowther were frowning
a little as they left Hall with the rest
after calling-over. Tom Merry had not
returned yet from Wayland, and missing
call-over meant lines for him.

he chume of the Shell waited rather
anxiously for Tom’s return. But he did
not come, and they repaired to the study
to get on with their preparation,

“Nao, I”know he wouldn’t fathead, butl

NOW 0
SALE."

It was a good hour later when Tom
Merry came into the study, somewhat
muddy and breathlese, :

“You're jolly late!” said Manners,

“Quick as I could make it,” said Pom,
rather ruefully.  “ Pve just seen Railton,
and he’s given me two hundred lines.”

“We'll whack them out.”

“You haven’t told him where you've
been?” exclaimed Lowther anxicusly.

“Only to"Wayland,” eaid Tom.

“Good!” Monty Lowther looked re-
lieved. The wusually cool and non-
chalant Shell fellow was in a state of
nerves. “Have you ssen Mr,
Hutchinsen?”

“Yes. Ho was at home, and he was
very decent,” said Tora. ““1 had to speak
out to him. He knows I had a pal named
Lowther, you see—you came to the bank
with me once or twice. I asked him
whether Le could tell me if the Lowther
of the Grootz Co. was the Mr. Lowther,
of Holly Lodge, Hampshire. He didn’t
kunow, but he said he would ’phone in
the morning and find out, if it was im-
portant. He was surprised, of course, at
such a question; but he didn’t see any
harm in getting the information for me,
and he’s going to do it. I thought he
would.”

Lowther looked disappointed.

“1 suppose that’s the best we counld
expect,” he said. “I wish we could
have known at once. He'll let you know
to-morrow, then?”’

“Yes; he said he would write, but’’—
Tom hesitated—“one of the bank’s en-
velopes coming here might attract notice,
and we don’t want that, under the cires.
So I'm going to ring him up after morn-
ing lessons—he'll know by then. We
can dodge into the prefects’ room and use
the 'phone when nobody’s there.”

“That's easy enough. The seniors will
all be out after lessons,” said Manners.:
“I’s not long to wait, Monty.”

Lowther nodded, but he looked glum.

“All serene!” he said, “After all,
it doesn’t make much difference whether
we know to-day or to-morrow,”

And the Terrible Three settled downi
to their prep, Tom Merry having a goo
deal of leeway to make up. They finished
before bed-time, however, and came
downstairs. =

Lowther, in his worried frame of mind,
would rather have remained in the study ;
but his chums wisely determined not to
allow him to mope, and they marched
him down. =

Racke of the Shell came oubt of his
study with a letter in his hand, and he
cast a curious glance at the Terrible
Three.

They came downstairs together, though
without a word—the Verrible Three had
no words to waste on Monaybags minor.

was going to the deor when
Kildare of the Sixth called to hin.

“Where are you going, Racke?”

The cad of the Shell looked round.
The House was closed, and it was after
hours for juniors t¢ be out.
l,.\ulﬂ“.r' to pest a lebter, Kildare,” said

acke, holding up the leticr in his hand.
T athor an important letter, to my
p I -\/

pater.”

“All right; off you go!”

Racke left the House, and hurried
across the quad to the school letter-box,
h was set in the high, thick wall
bordering the main road. e came back
into the School Heuse in a few minutes,
and strolled into the junior Common-
room with g peculiar grin on his {ace.

In the mon-room he glanced at the
Terrible Three again, with a pecaliar
mocking light in his eyes.  An acute
observer ‘of Racke’s actions might have
guessed that his letter home had some
connection with the Terrible 'Three,

| though in what way it would have been
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difficult to guess. Bubt no one was
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But the secret, after all, was safe.

Ope Penny. 7

“Lowthalh, deah boy, you are as white

specially observing Racke—he was not a | Only bis best chums knéw, and they{as a sheet. Are you ill?2”

person in whom much interest was taken 1
by anybody.

Manners and Lowther were playing
chess, but Lowther’s thoughts were
wandering, and he made the wildest
moves. Manners, who was a good
player, grunted occasionally ; but he was
very patient with his chum.

Kildare looked in & Hkttle later to
shepherd the juniors off  to their
dormitories.

“ Anything up with you, Lowther?”
Kangaroo acked, in the dermtiory.

Lowther started a little.

“Why, fathead ?” he asked.

“You haven’t been talking nineteen to
the dozen this evening, and you haven't
made a single rotten pun since tea!”

“QOh, rats !

“Tt's a change for Lowther,” remarked
Gore, with a grin. “ Are you sickening
for the ’flu, Lowther?”

“No, ass!”

“'Thinking out something mnew and

~ stunning in limericks 2™ chuckled Clifton

Dane. “T can give you a subject, if you
like. I read something in the paper

about a gang of money-squeezers called
Grootz & Co. Giddy Germans by the
name, I should say!” -

“What rot!” said Racke. “It's a
British fivm. It was founded twenty
yﬁa}r;s ago by a naturalised German, that’s
all.

“0Of course, you'd know all about it !”
grinned the Canadian junior. * Quite in
your line, Racke!”

“1 don’t know anything at all about

them; T've only heard of them!”
snapped Racke.

A look of alarma had come over
Lowther’s face for a2 moment. He drew

a deep breath of relief at Racke’s reply.

“Grootz would be a good subject,”
continned Dane. “You can rhyme it
with ‘brutes’ and ‘loots™—if you. can
use ‘loots’ in the plural.””

““Posh 1” said Lowther.

“Well, yowre so jolly keen on that
subject; and, by all accounts, Grootz &
Co. quite put Racke & Hacke into the
shade,” sgaid Dane. “From what the
paper says, they came jolly near being
had up for holding back supplies from
the market, That kind of swindling isn’t
logal now, as it used to be.”

Lowther's face was crimson with
mortification. Fortunately, Kildave came
in to ecee lighis out, and the subject
dropped. Monty Y.owther turned in
without a word, and he. did not join in
the usual chatter of the juniors before
they went to sleep.

The Caradian junior's innocent words
had given him -a bitter shock. He was
evidently not the only fellow in the
echool who had heard of the evil fame of
Grootz & Co. What if it came out that
his uncle was a prominent shareholder in
that notorious company, a member of
the firm loaded and blackened with
public contempt and infamy? That his
very subscriptions to the junior football
club were a part of the foul profits of the
“war exploiters?

Lowther alnost  groaned at the
thought. He could never hold up his
head at St. Jim’s again; he could never
vemain in the school where everyone,

friend and foe, knew hLis shame,

would never breathe a word. While he
remained, at least, he would be spared
the ignominy of having the shameful
secret known.

Lowther did not sleep eoundly that
night.  He still clung o the hope that
the morrow’s news would be good—that
the information from the bank manager
in Wayland would relieve him of his
dread. It was a faint hope, but there
was some comfort in ib.

He was not looking his usual self when
he turned ount at rising-bell. He was
absent-minded in the Form-room that
morning. In his present state of nervous
worry it was not casy to fix his thonghts
upon Latin hexameters, and his construe
would have been a disgrace to a fag of
the Third. Mr. Linton was very severe
with him, but Lowther hardly noticed
it. : :

He was only thinking feverichly of the
close of morning lessons. Lessons were
over at last. Never had Lowther been
so glad to get out of the Form-room.

It was a fine, sunny day, and the
fellows streamed out into the quadrangle
as soon .as they wero released. The
Terrible Three did not go out, however.
They hung about till the coast was clear,
and then made their way to the prefects’-
room.

The telephone there could be used by
permigsion being asked, but the three
juniors, naturally, did not want to draw
attention to the matter this time. The
room, being deserted, they entered, and
Tom Merry rang up the bank at Way-
land at once. Monty Lowther picked up
the second receiver, to listen to the
bank manager's reply.

“Mr. Hutchinson’s voice ecame through
over the wires:

“Is that you, Merry?”

“Yes; Mr. Hutchinson.
found out—"

“Certainly 1" The manager’s tone
sounded somewhat amused. Probably
Mr. Hutchinson was very much surprised
by the peculiar request Tom Merry
had made, though he saw no harm in
acceding to it.  “I have made the
inquiry, Master Merry. The address of
My, James Montague Lowther, who
spoke at the last shareholders’ meeting
of Messrs Grootz & Co.—"

“Yes, yes?”

“ Holly Lodge, Hampshire.’”

Monty Towther dropped his receiver
as he heard the bank manager’s reply.
Tom Merry was a little pale. Manners
did not need to ask a question—he knew
what the reply had been from the look
of his chums.

“YVon-—you arp sure 7 stammered Tom
into the transmitter.

“Why, yes, of course!”

“J—I beg your pardon—I mean——
Tom stammered. “Thank you very
much, Mr. Hutchinson !”

“Not at all. Anything more I can do
for you, Merry?”

% No, thank you! Good-bye, sir!”

“ (rood-bye !”

Tom Merry hung up the receiver. He
hardly dared to look at Lowther. The
three juniors left the prefects’-rcom in
silence.

Have yon
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CHAPTER 6.
At the Cross-roads.

o Al Jove!
What's the
mattah ?”

Arthur
Augustur asked thai
question in tones cf
alarm, as he met the
chums of the Shell in
the passnge,

iree

boys of British

1 and strode on.

“No,” mubtered Lowther.
He brushed past the Fourth-Former,
2 Arthur Augustus looked
anxiously at Tom Merry and Manners.
 Lowthah must be ill, you chaps!” he
exclaimed, with real concern. * He was
lookin’ howwid. Bai Jove! 1 quite
forgive him for bein’ wude to me yester-
day. What’s the mattah with him?”

Neither Tom nor Manners was likely
to answer thai question. They could nofb
reply af all, 48 a matter of fact, and they
passed on without speaking, much to the
amazement of Arthur Au%usi'u& The
swell of St. Jim’s was looking quite
concerned and uneasy when he jomed
Blake & Co. in the guad.

“I weally think those Shell boundahs
are goin’ off their wockahs!” he said to
Blake. “Lowthah was lookin® awf’ly ill,
and when I asked Tom Mewwy, he just
marched on without speakin’.
it as vewy odd !”

“ Lowther 111?77 said Blalke.

*“Yaas, he looked feahful!
acoount for it, deah boy?”

Blake looked reflective.

‘““Had you been singing one of your
tenor solos ?” he asked.

“Eh? Noi”

“Then I can’t account for it!” said
Blake, with a shake of the hebd.

To which the Honourable
Augustus replied:

“Watst” .

The Terrible Three had gone to their
study. Lowther sat down in silence.
His face was white, and his eyes had a
look his chums did not like. :

“ Buck up, Monty !” said Manners, “T
—I suppose ?  He looked at Tom.
“You found out what you wanted to
know 27

“What we didn't want to know,” said
Tom. “It's Lowther's wuncle, right
enough. T'd never have believed it!”

“I knew it was so,” said Lowther
huskily. “T hoped it wasn't, but I knew
it was, all the same. What will the
fellows say when they know 7"

“The fellows won’t know,” said Tom
Merry quietly. “Only us three know,
and we sha’'n't speak.”

“That dpesn’t make much difference,”
said Lowther. “T'm finished at St
Jim’s. I can’t stay here on—on thaf
money ! It would make me sick!”

Tom Merry and Manners exchanged
a hopeless glance. It was bitter enough,
but they could not pretend to disapprove
of Lowther’s decision. The receiver was
as bad as the thief; and if he handled
a single shilling from the war profits of
Grootz & Co. he put himself on much
the same moral level as the wretched
extortioners themselves. They could noé
advise him to do that—they knew in their
hearts that they would despise him if he
did it.

“You know what I've got to do
said Lowther, looking at them.

“No need to be in a hurry, Monty,”
said Tom quletly. * You're right—1 will
say that. But thers’s plenty of time.
Your fees are paid for this term, and
that can’t be helped now; they wouldn't
he handed back in any case. You've got
to take time to think the matter out,”
with our help.”

Monty Lowther smiled faintly.

“T'm not” thinking of bolting from
S8t. Jim’s this afternoon,” he said.
“There's no sense - in doing anything
theatrical. TUve got to think it out, of
comrse. I've got some money of my
own—a little; T can’t touch it till 'm of
age, but I can arrange for it to be paid
back to my uncle for what he's paid for
me here, 1 shall do that. I dare say it
will_square the account; I don't know,
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1 think so. That will see me clear till
the end of this term, anyway. I sha’n’t
touch o shilling of his again, I know
that!”

“T suppose you couldn’t,” said
Manners. ‘“‘I—I suppose so. Lots of
‘ellows wouldn’t let 1t make any differ-
ance, Monty.”

“You'd think me a cur if I didn’t let

‘4 make any difference to me,” said
Monty Lowther. ‘I know what I should
shink.”

Manners was silent.

“Lots of things may turn up,” said
Tom hopefully. ‘“You’re jolly well not
zoing, if it ean be helped, Monty ! There
wust be some way out. You know how
poor old Talbot was before his uncle
iook him up and made him an allow-
ance. ~He was here on a scholarship.
You are clever enough to get one. We’ll
help you work for it. We can look into
that, and sce if there is anything going
this term.”

“1 suppose there's
TLowther dismally.

“Of course there is. Anyway, you're
all right till the end of the term, and
there’s no need to decide anything in a
nurry. We shall want time to think it
out. You needn’t be afraid of being
chipped on the subject; nobody knows a
wor I—1 supposc you won’t say any-
ching to your uncle?”

Towther’s face twitched.

“1 can’t. He’s always been kind to
a2, in his way; a bit crusty, but he was
always fond of me. I can't set up in
judgment on him, can 1?7 I can’t help
what 1 think and feel, but I can’t slang
a man who’s looked after me since I was
g kid. I shall have to tell him the reason
when I leave—if I leave—but—but I
shall try to put it gently to him. You
don’t blame me for that?”

“Of course not, ass. I dare say he
thinks he's got good reasons for what he
does; people look at this in different
ways,” said Tom. *'There are men who
have sons at the Front, I've heard, who
ars making big profits out of the war.
They’ve got a kink somewhere, and don’t
see that it’s rotten, making rotten profits
out of the country while their own sons
sre defending it. 1 know your uncle is a
slecent man in his way; [ simply can't
gnderstand this at all. But you don’t
want to insult & man old enough to be
your father, whatever he’s done—a man
who's been decent to you, at least.”

“That’s how it scems to me,” said
T.owther, in a low voice. ‘It makes me
feel rotten cnough to tell him I sha'n’t
touch his money again; but T shall have
io tell him some day. I'm going to
write and say 1 don’t want any more
allowance till the end of the term. I
don’t know what he’ll make of if, but
that can’t be helped. I can do without
money ; it won’t hurt me to have tea in
Hall.” He smiled

“You won't have tea in Hall, fathead.
And as for money, our tin is yours, and
vou know it, and we'll bump you if you
say a word against that!” growled
Manners.

“I suppose I can sponge on you till
the end of the term?” said Lowther. *I
suppose I owe Racke an apology? 1
didn’t know we were tarred with the
zame brush when I went for him. If I'd
found this out a bit earlier, I could have
sntered for the Craven Scholarship. The
date’s passed now.”

“We'll find something else,”” said Tom.
“Look here, Monty, yow're not going to
mope over this! You're going to keep
your pecker up. And now you’re coming
down to footer. Youlve got to face this
iust as if you were a man and facing the
rfuns. Never say die!”

Lowther nodded. He had received a
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a chance,” said

terrible blow, but he was not crushed by
it. The pluck of a true British lad was
in him—the same pluck that faced a
savage foe in the muddy trenches could
buoy him up to face the trouble that
had fallen upon him, and the far-reaching
change that had come into his life.

He had already pulled himself together.
He was down ; but while he was down he
had two loyal chums who would stand by
him through thick and thin, and that was
something that was of greater value than
untold gold Whatever the uncertainty
of life held in store for the Terrible
Three, it would find them united and
loyal, facing the hardest blows of Fate
shoulder to shoulder.

As the Terrible Three came out into
the quadrangle they passcd Racke of the
Shell, and Lowther paused. After a
brief hesitation he went up to Racke, who
eyed him in contemptuous surprise.

“T’m going to apologise to you,
Racke,” said Lowther, forcing himself
to speak, in spite of Racke’s lock. “T'm
sorry I made that limerick about you,
and it’s cut out of the ‘Weekly.” T'm
sorry I ever said a word on the subject.”

Racke whistled

‘“That’s rathe: a sudden change, isn't
it?”’ he said. ‘‘Might a fellow inquire
what you have changed your ,highly

2

said

moral views all of a sudden for?

“T've said all I've got to say,”
Lowther gruflly.

And he rejoined his chums and went
down to the football-ground with them.
Racke stood looking after him, with a
strange, sarcastio smile upon his thick
lips. Lowther had expected the cad of
the Shell to be surprised by his apology;
but Racke, for reasons of his own, was
not so surprised as Lowther supposed.

CHAPTER 7.

The teeret Cut.
ONTY LOWTHER looked very
M much like his old self next day.
The blow had fallen, and it
had been a heavy one. But he
braced himself to bear it, and he found
the strength and courage to bear it with

calmness.

The trial brought out all that was best
and strongest in his nature. He had to
face a changed future, and he faced it
unflinchingly.

It would have been different if the
shameful secret had been known to
others.  But that was not to be feared.
His chums were silent as the grave. So
far as the other fellows knew, nothing
was changed with Lowther. The Terrible
Three kept their own counsel on all
points.

But they were unusually busy now.
Lowther did not want to leave St. Jim’s
if it could be helped; if he could remain
without losing his self-respect, he would
remain. That meant that he must remain
by his own efforts, and the Terrible
Three inquired into ways and means with
great earnestness.

If he could have won the Craven
Scholarship, for example, it would have
seen him through. The date for entering
his name had passed; but the Head had
power to use his discretion in that matter,
and, for good reason shown, he would
have admitted a new competitor even at
that late date.

The question the Terrible Three
earnestly discussed was whether Dr.
Holmes should be approached with a
request to that effect. Naturally, the
Head would want to know the reason,
and it would have to be a good reason.
Lowther shrank from telling the miser-
able story, yet he felt that the reverend
gentleman could hardly disapprove of
his resolve. .

“TIt’s a bit cool to ask the Head now,”
said Lowther, as they discussed it in the

NOW O
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evening. ““ And I should have to tell him
the whole yarn, and show my uncle up.
T think I'd better work up the subject a
bit, first. No good going in for the thing
if I can’t handle it. DTl get some of last
years’ papers and work at them, and sece
whether I'va got a chance first.”

This was evidently a wise plan, and his
chums .assented at once. lLast year’s
papers were easy enough to obtain, and
the Terrible Three conned over them in
the study the next day. It was a difficult
examination; there was no doubt about
that. The fellow who bagged the Craven
would earn it. Tt was open to any fellow
below the Fifth, and more than a dozen
of the Fourth and Shell had entered.

Monty Lowther had never been a swot;
but he was 4 good scholar in his way, and
he could work. His Latin verse had
moro than once been praised by his
Form-master, and Latin verse was one of
the subjects. But, like most fellows of
an imaginative turn of mind, Lowther
was not good at mathematics, and maths
figured largely in the paper.

Manners could have done it on his
head, so to speak, but it was a different
matter with poor Lowther. His chums
eyed him anxiously when they had pored
over the paper.

“I can tackle some of them, easy as
falling off a form,” said Lowther at last.
“Some of them are corkers, though.
What I get on the swings I shall lose on
the roundabouts, I suppose.. But I'll give
it a week and see how it goes.”

“TI can help you with maths,” re-
marked Manners.

“I'm going to make you, old chap,”
said Lowther, with a-grin. “It’s a case
of all hands to the mill, and you’ll have
to back me up no end if you don’t want
to lose the pleasure of my society—a
great loss for anybody.”” Evidently
Monty was getting to be his old selt
again. “Tll worry through this dashed
paper in a week, and if I can beat it, I
can consider I have a chance with this
year’s paper, and I'll speak to the Head.”
“Good man” said Tom.

And’ from 'that hour Monty Lowther,
the easy, careless humorist of the Shell,
was transformed into a swot—a swot
whose swotting put even that of Brooke
of the Fourth into the shade. There was
no time now for comic paragraphs for
the *‘ Weekly,” no time for ragging the
New House fellows, or japing D’Arcy of
Study No. 6. Grim hard-work lay before
the once careless and thoughtless. junior. :
At the parting of the ways Lowther had -
chosen the right path, and, having set
{1i§ 1hzmd to the plough, he did not turn
back.

Tom Merry helped him all he could.
But Tom could render little help save by
good wishes and seeing that he was not
interrupted, Manners was more useful.
Manners wa., one of those thorough-going
fellows who get right to the bottom of
a subject; and if he could, by some opera-
tion, have transferred his knowledge to
Lowther, the latter’s success would have
been assured. Unfortunately, that could
not be done; but Manners could coach,
and he coached away valiantly. And
Monty, who hated anything in the shape
of figures, ground away at his work with
a deadly determination not to be beaten.
- The Terrible Three were so much en-
grossed: in their new pursuit that they
dropped many of their usual avocations;
almost everything was neglected bué
football. In his kcenness to work,
Lowther would have dropped even that.
But that Tom Merry would not hear of.
Above all, it was necessary to keep fit;
healthly open-air exercise was one of the
things that could not be dispensed with.
To some extent, under the circumstances,
the chums lost touch with ths other
fellows; and so it happened that they did.
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not observe, for some time, that there
was something on in the junior portion
of the School House. :

If Tom Merry noticed that Racke an
Crooke and their friends did an unusual
amount of whispering and chuckling,
they did not heed it. If they observed
somewhat thoughtful expressions on the
faces of their own. friends;: ¢hey did not
take special note. = At any other time
they would have seen at onde that some-
thing was brewing. Now they did not
sce. Bven when Kangaroo stopped Tom
one day, with the evident intention of
asking’ him a guestion, and on second
thoughts didn't ask him, but walked away
withont speaking, Tem did not think
twice of the circumstance. The fact that
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy often turned
his eyeglass upon them in a somewhat
curious way escaped their.attention.

One day Tom heard a remark as he
csme inte the Common-room.
Blake was speaking.

“Look here. I don’t believe a word
of it, and they ought to be told!” said
Blake.

Pom glanced rather curiously at the
chums of Study No. 6, wondering what
was up; but they went out of  the
Common-room, and he did not think of
the matter again.” All his thoughts were
siven to Lowther’s progress in his new
and difficult studies.

When the blow fell—as fall it did—it
came as a surprise to the Teérrible Three.
After lessons one day, they had had
their usual run on the footer-ground, and
they came in to work, Lowther to worlk,
Manners to ecach, and Tom Merry to
look on with sympathetic interest. And
as they cama up to their study they
stopped, and stared at a large placard
pinned on the door.

It was a large sheet of carvdhoard, and
npon it was daubed, in capital letters,
with a brush: .

“BRANCI OFFICE,
GROOTZ & CO.

WAR-PROFITS WHILE YOU WAIT!”.

The Tervible Three stood rooted to the
floor, staring dumbly at the placard. For
some moments they could not speak.

Towther's face was white.

“So it’s out!” he said, in
voice.

“How?” muttered Manners.

Tom Merry jerked down the placard,
and they wvent into the study. The card

a  husky

was consigned to the fire. Monty
Tiowther looked at his chbums with a
haggard face.

“Is “outt’ . he - said. .“They -all

know!”
“How can they know?” swid Tom
Merry helplessly. - “Ii’s  impossible—T
mean, I can’t understand it!”
“Somebody’s been talking.”
“ Monty !”
“How do they

know, then?” said
Towther savagely. “Do you think T've
told ‘anybody myself? Is it a thing for
me to brag of in the quad?”

Tom reddencd.

“ Monty, you can’t think——"

“Draw 1t mild, Monty!” said Manners
rather tartly. “We gave you our word
1ot to speak about it.”

“How do they kmow?” Lowther’s
voice rose. - “I can see it now. I know
now what Crooke was chortling over in
the dorm last night. 1 know why that
cad Mellish asked me. this morning
whether £ could lend him a hundred
pounds or so. I thought it was a fat-
headed joke, and couldn’t see the poini.
The whole House knows about the war-
profits I” S ‘

- “That must be what Blake meant!”
muttered Tom Merry, the incident of

s
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the Common-room coming into his mind.

““Se it’s out; and I'm going to be an

outsider, pointed at and despised like
Racke! T’d better chum up with Racke
now ; he’s my sort. Birds of a feather!”
said Lowther, with savage bitterness.

“XKeep cool, Monty, old man,” said
Tom quietly. “Don’t go for your pals
for nothing. You know we haven’t said
anything. - Somebody’s found it out.
Perhaps that copy of Selby’s paper was
seen, after all.” -

“Four - or five days ago,” said
“If that had been seen, it
would have come out before.”

“I—1 suppose s0.”

“ And I know it wasn't seen. I had it
in Selby’s study, and I shoved it in the
fire, as I told you. -Somebody’s told. 1
suppose you don’t suggest that the bank-
manager at Wayland has been tattling
in  the Common-room here?”  said
Lowther, with bitter sarcasm.

‘“Mind what yow’re saying, Monty!
We'd better look into this,” said Tom,
keeping his own temper well. He could
make every allowance for Lowther at
that moment, though his bitter words
were not casy to bear patiently. -“I
think Blake knows—I'm suré he does, in
fact—somebody has been spying, and
Blake may be able to tell us who it
was.”

“What does it matter? It's out now.”

“It matters this much. You think
that Manners or I must have been talk-
ing. You ought to know wus better, I
think.”

“I should jolly well think
growled Manners. ‘

“Qh, I don’t say you've given me
away; I know you wouldn't!” . said
Lowther. “But youw've been chattering
about it, and somebody’s heard you;
some eavesdropping cad like Trimble of
the Fourth.”

“We haven't been chattering about if,
Monty; and the subject’s never been
mentioned outside this study, and we
know nobody’s heard us.”

“How did it get out, then?”

“That's what we're going to find
out.”

“I'm not specially keen on finding
out,” grunted Manners. ‘‘If Lowther
thinks I'm a liar and a tattling fool, he
can think so, and be hanged !”

“QOh, don’t you begin!” said Tom
sharply. © “This isn’t a time for us to
begin to guarrel, is it? l.et’s find the
cad who’s been spying out what doesn't
concern him, and clear that up, any-
way.” :

Lowther gritted his teeth.

“Yeos; let’s find him. Tl make him
sorry he's shoved his nose into my
affairs! T dare say it was the same
rotter who shoved that card on the door.
Don’t mind what I said. I know you
wouldn’t have given it away:”

“ All serehe,” said Manners, placated
at once. “Let’s go and see Blake. Tom
thinks he knows something about the
bizney.”

And the Terrible Three hurried along
to Study No. 6 in'the Fourth passage,
Lowther with a pale, set face an(i) glean-
ing eyes, and his chums locking very
worried and dismayed.

sot”
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CHAPTER 8.
=t On the Track!
13 WOT. in, deah boys! You aré
l quite stwangahs, bai Jove!”
Thus rthur
D’ Azcy.

Bleke & Co. were at tea in Study No.
6 when the Terrible Three came in.
They greeted the Shell fellows cordially—
very cordially. So cordially, in fact,
that the chums, now that ‘their eyes

Augustus

svere open, could see that the cordiality

_ One Pennv.

was a little strammed. Sindy No. 6 1
heard all about-Grootz & Co., eviden
and wanted it to be seen that they didn:
believe a word of iy, and didu’'t thin:
any the worse of Monty Lowther. Bui
they could not seem just the same a:
ever.. et

“Just in time for tea,” said Blake.
“CGussy suggested a war tea; but we
decided on a peace one, as we wers jolly.
bungry. We've offered Gussy to let him
have a war tea on his own, if he likes.”

“Weally, Blake—-"

“And Cussy hasn't played up,” said
Herries  sorvowfully.  “He’s. tucking
into ham and beef just as if there wasn’t
a war on.” :

“Weally, Hewwies

“And Gussy knows that if the war
lasts ninety-nine years, we may want the
last slice of ham to seconre victory,” said
Digby. “Of course, it would be rather
high by that. time. But there’s such a
thing as principle.” .

“Weally, Dig, you ass

The Terrible Three did not smile.
They did not feel much like smiling. It
was Tom Merry who plunged into the

3

s

subject.

“Have  you heard anything about
Grootz & Co., 'Blake?” he aske:
abruptly. 3 .

of Study Ne. €
looked extremely

smiles

The cheery
they

vanished, and

uncomfortable.
“Yes,” said
“1Is there a

the fellol\'s?"

&

Blake, after & pause.
varn going about amor:

“You might have told us!”

Blake reddened uncomfortably.

“Well, I thought of putting you up ¢
it,” he said.  “But it’s all rot, of coursc
Don’t you fancy we believed a word ¢
it. It was rather a rotten subject t:
mention. If anybody asked me whethe
my uncle was a war-profiteer, I’'d knock
him down for an answer; I know that!”

“Yaas, wathah! I should quit
appwove of that, Blake, though I do no-
appwove of bein’ wuff and wude as ¢
wule,” remarked Arthur Augustus.

“Somebody started the yarn,” saic
Lowther grimly. “I suppose it wa
nobody in this study?” -

“1 wegard that question as an insult.
Lowthah. If you wegard this studay as
capable of tellin’ wotten lies about
chap—--"

“] haven't said
Lowther grimly.

“Wha-a-at!”

Study No. 6 stared blankly at Lowther.

“But I suppose it is lies,” said Blake.
after a pause. “You don’t mean to say
that your uncle is really a—a—a—-7"
He broke off. ~

“1 don’t mean to
Lowther.

£ 011 !.‘1 = -~

The chums of the Fourth looked more
uncomfortable than ever.  Lowther’s
reply was as good as an admission that
the charge was true. And, indeed, the
look on Lowther's face was enough to tell
them that it was true, and that it over-
whelmed him with shame and humilia-
tion.

“I—T suppose you've only just found
it out, then, deah  boy,” said Arthur
Augustus softly. “It must have been
vewy painful shock to you. Pway do noi
considah, Lowthah, that any fellow heal:
thinks any the worse of you. It is not
your fault—you did not bring up your:
unele.  We know you are not like that
wottah Wacke.  You know that it ic
w'ong, and you would not be a partay
to it.”

Monty Lowther did not heed.

“Never mind whether it's true or
not,” he said. “That’s my business! But
whether it is true or not, nobody has a

Tur Gev Liprary.—No. 473,
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yight to spy out my private affairs and
makeo them the talk of the Houee. I
wanb to know who did that!”

“ Blessed if I know !’ said Blake. “I
never heard a word of it till yesterday—
some of the chaps were whispering about
it-?,

“Then you got it from them?”

“VYes.” o

“Who are they?"™ .

Blake reflected.

“‘Some of the Fourth,” he  said.
“'Fhere were Julian, Kerruish,. Clive,
and some others; but you needn’t start
on them. “‘They were only saying that
1t was a vottén yarn, and they didn’t
believe a word of it.* 2

* Yaas, wathah!”

“They can tell me where it started
from, though,” said Lowther, And he
left the study at once, followed by his
chums.

A dismayed silence reigned in Study
No. 6 when the Terrible Three were

ne.
< Well, this beats 16! said Herries at
last. . Fancy it being true!”

“It's . awf'ly wotten for
Lowthah{”

* After all he's said about Racke, too,”
said Blake. “‘It’s roiten! Of course, he
didn’s know it then; he’s only found it
out lately, you can see that.”

**Yane, wathah! X am suah of that,
othahwise he could not have spoken to
Wacke as ho has done.” Thus D Arcy.

“The fellows mayn’t think so,” said
Digby. “I'm afraid it’s going to be

. pretty rotien for Lowther after this. He
hasn’t a thick hide like Racke, and the
chaps will make him squirm about it.”

“Well, if he fingers any of the plunder,
Lo deserves it!"” growled Herries. *“If
lio does the samo as Racke he must
cupect to be treated like Racke §*

“ I am suah Lowthah would do nothin’
of the sort, Hewwies! I am quite suah
that he would wefuse to touch thedirtay
money of a war-pwofitecah!”

‘I hope so,” said Blake, And the sub-
iect dropped, and Study No. 6 went on
with their tea in a somewhat thoughtful
mood. 5

Meanwhile, the Terrible Three dropped
in at No. 5, where they found Julian &
Co. at tea. The four Fourth-Formers
looked as uncomfortable as Blake &
Clo. had looked when they saw Lowther.

* The Shell fellow’s expression told them
that the yarn had reached his ears at
ast.

“Blake got a yarn from you chaps
about Grootz & Co.,” said Lowther
abruptly. “¥ want you to tell me where
you got it from?”’

“Sure, we don't believe a word of
1t 1 said Reillv.

“Not a syllable!”” said Hammond.
“Never mind that!” said Lowther
wincing. * “ Who started it—can you tell
me that?”

There was a general shaking of Leads.

“Tt seems to be all over the place,”
said Dick Julian. “I was thinking of
mentioning it to you, only—only——*

He paused and coloured. He well re-
miembered his interview with Lowther,
which had puzzled him a good deal at the
time. This wretched story had let in a
cood deal of light on the matter. Julian,
though he did not say so even to his
chums, knew that the story wae true, and
that Lowther had just found it out that
evening when he came to Study No. 5 to
ask advice.

Julian???

“You didn’t stars it,

Julian erimsoned.

“No, I did not,” he said quietly. “I
knew nothing about it. I don’t think
you ought to ask mo a question like
that, Lowther.”
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“Draw it mild,
Tom Merry.

“Well, you know whom you heard it
from, at'any rate,” said Lowther.

“We heard it in the Common-room.
Trimble was saying something—-"

“Trimble? Thanks!”

Lowther strode away, and the Terrible
Three proceeded to Trimble's study.
Trimble and Levison, Mellish and
Lumley Lumley, were at tea, as were
most of the juniors at that hour. Trimble
and Mellish grinned at the sight of Low-
ther. Their peculiar disposition caused
the wretched scandal to afford them a
pleasant entertainment.

“Trimble, I want to know who told
you about Grootz & Co.,” said Monty

owther. :

Trimble chuckled. :

“So you've got on to it?”’ he said.
“You didn’t think anybody knew—he,
he, he! Fancy.you having war-profiteers
in the family, after all you've said about
Racke! He, he, he!” :

4 Pretty cool, the way you slanged
Racke, - I think,” remarked  Mellish,
“Racke will-be making limericks about
you now, Lowther.”’

Lowther’s eyes burned.

“ Did you spy it out and start the yarn,
Mellish 7" 5

“Oh, no!” said Mellish hastily. “I
just heard ‘it from Trimble.”

“Where did you hear it, Trimble?’?

“Quite by . chance,” said 'I'rimble.
“Racke and Crooke were talking about
it. Racke said it was like your cheek to
talk about waz-profiteers, when you had
them in your own family. I happened to
hear him. Of course, I never mentioned
it to anybody—only to a few chaps in
strigt confidence.”

“Racke!” said Lowther, between his
tecth.

“Come on!” said Manners. “I think
we’ve run the fox to earth at last!”

And the Terrible Three passed on to
Racke’s study in the Shell passage, where
they found Racke and Crooke smoking.
The two black-sheecp of the Shell rosc
hurriedly to their feet as the Terrible
Threo came in. Crooke locked a little
alarmed; but Racke was cool ana
smiling—a malignant smile.

“Come in!” said Racke.
trying your
limericks.
mine?”’ .

“T wani a word with you, Racke——*

“Oh, hear my limerick first!” said
Racke coolly. 1t goes like this——

“Shut up, you cad!” said Tom Merry
fiercely. ;

But Racke did not shut up. He went
on, with the same malignant smile:

MMonty 1 muttered

" “I've been
line, Lowther—making up
Would you care to hear

“There's a_fellow who’s really too good !
Who would hang profitecrs if he could.
But the fellow’s own tin,
And the clothes he stands in,
Come from war-profits made out of

ood {*?

“Rather neat, don’t you-think?” eaid

Racke blandly. “Of course, I don’t
imply that it fits any fellow here. No

names mentioned, -you know-—you never
mention names in your merry limericks,
do you? It’s a good system—never be
personal. .

Crooke chuckled.

Monty Lowther’s face was livid. It
was what he might have expected when
Racke found out the miserable secret.
Racke had as much right to be humorous
on the subject as Lowther had, if it came
to that.

Tom Merry and Manners were silent.
It was Lowther's own joke over again
turned against himself. 'They could not
have expected Racke to miss an oppor-
tunity like that, SR

Manners{”
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“1 suppose you'll put that in the
‘Weekly,” Merry?”’ smiled Racke.
“It can go in side by side with Low-
ther’s, you know. Little jokes against
the war-profiteers always go down!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crooke.

Lowther made g stride towards Racke,
his eyes buraing.

“So it was you-who started this yarn?’
he said. - =

“My dear chap

“Now you're going to pay for it,”
said Lowther, between his teeth, < “*Put
vp your hands, you cadi” -

3%

CHAPTER 9.
A Split in-the Co.

ACKE put his hands in his pockets.
R Even yet Racke had not quite
got over the scrap in the Com-
mon-room, which was occasioned
by Lowther’s limerick. He was not

looking for another.

“Keep your wool on!” he said. ““Let's
have this out! What have you got to
complain of? - Mustn’t a chap make jokes
about the war-profiteers, because you've
got one in the family? I'm only follow-
mg your own lead.” -

“Make all the jokes you like,” said
Lowther. “Tm going to hammer you
for spying out what doesn’t concern you,
and spreading it about the House!”

“Oh! Youre looking for the chap
whoistarted the yarn—the chap I got it
from? Is it that?” said Racke.

“You started it, you cux!”

“Not at all. What the dickens did F
know about your family concerns?” said
Racke contemptuounsly. “How should I
know that your- uncle was a war-
profiteer? You never told me, and Ive
never seen the old johnny—hardly heard
of him.”

Lowther paused.

“Do you mean to say that you got the
story from somebedy else?”’ he asked.

“Of course I didi How could I get it
otherwise ?”

“Well, T don’t see how youn could,”
said Lowther slowly.

“You say I spied it out,” said Racke,
with a sneer. “How could T spy it out?
How the dickens could I Imow anything
about _your uncle? I'm not a magician,
or.a thought reader.” :

“Who told you, then?”

Racke shrugged his shoulders.

“A fellow who knew, mentioned it.
Think over the fellows you told, your-
self, and you'll get to the right party.”

“I told ns one but Tom Merry and
said Lowther between his

teeth.

Racke shrugged his shoulders again.

“Tell. me who it was!” exjaimed
Lowther fiercely.

“By Jove !” said Manners, with a deep
breath. “If you say I told you, Racke,
you cad, I'll smash you!”

“Do you dare to say I told you?”
almost shouted Tom Merry.

Racke sneered.

“So ’'m to fight Lowther if T don’t
tell him who told me, and T'in to fight
you two if I do tell him??* he asked.
“Well, that's not good enough. T'm
fed up with scrapping. And if you
make a row here, Ill yell for a prefect!”

Monty Lowther’s face quivered.

How did Racke know?

How could he know, unless he was told
by someone who knew already? And no
one knew already, excepting his own two
chums.

The inference was unmistakable,

Monty Lowther stood for some
moments, silent, and then turned and
left the study, without another word to
Racke. Tom Merry and Manners hesi-
tated a few moments, and then followed
him. Racke closed the door, and sak
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down, and lighted a fresh cigarette, with
a smile.
‘“ Where did you get it from, Racke?”
asked Crooke, eyeing his pal curiously.
Racke laughed.
“Where could I get it?” he said.
“ Lowther had confided it to those two
ifellows. Nobody else knew.”

“They wouldn’tthave teld you. You
heard them talking, perhaps.”
“Perhaps !’ smiled Racke. *Either

they told me, or they chattered-about it
carelessly  when anybody  could - have
heard - them—eh?  In either case, I
fancy Lowther would be rather rusty
about it; and I rather think there's
woing to be trouble in that giddy study.
I told Lowther he would be sorry for
giving me this eye!”

The Terrible Three had gone into their
study. Monty Lowther’s face was dark;
his lips were tightly closed. His chums
could see what was- in his mind, and it
made them angry enough.

“Look here, Monty, we’d better have
this outt” said: Tom Merry abruptly.
“That cad Racke has tried to make you
believe that we gave you away!”

Towther gave him a look of concen-
trated bitterness.

“Who told Racke?” he asked. '

¢ Neither - Manners nor I, at
rate !”

“Then how did he know?”

any

may have got on to it somehow

“Nobody knew,” said Lo §
told you two chaps—like a fool! Oh
do’t glare at me! I don’t say you
broke your word, and went telling the
affair up and down the House. [ know
you didn’t do that. But you jawed
where you could be heard. You let if
out carelessly!”

“We did not!” said-Manuers firmly.

Lowther gave a shrug.

“How does Racke know, then?”
“It’s a mystery,” said Tom.
fellow you've asked says he gob it
somebody till we come dow
Racke. - Racke says, or as goo

1 t

se
se,

acke t
Td told,” s
you two. Somehow, you've let it
without meaning to, I dare say; but it
comes to the same thing. I shall have
a precious time in the school after this—
if I stay. What Uve had to-day is the
beginning.”

“You’'ll have two pals to stand by you,
if - you choose,” said Manners quietly.
“But I tell you plainly, Lowther,
don’t like being called either a liar or a
chatterbox. 1 expect you to take my
word that I haven’t uttered a syllable
about the affair outside this study.”

“] daresay you've forgotteni”

“J haven’t forgotten. It's as I say.”

“0h, what’s the good of jawing about
it?”? broke in Lowther irritably.  The
harm’s done now, and it can’t be helped.
I'm going to be an outcast—a fellow
despised, like Racke. What’s the goed of
telling me vou haven’t gassed, when it’s
perfectly plain you have?”

“JIt does look like it,”” said Tom
Merry. “But you ought to know your
own friends better than to think so,
Monty.”

“Can you tell me any way Racke could
have got hold of it, unless he was told?”
sneered Lowther. “Unless he heard it
from you, anyway;”

“No, I can’t. But——

“Well, that settles it!”

And Lowther went out of the study to
finish the discussion.

“Monty !” exclaimed Tom.

Monty Lowther strode away down the
passage, unheeding. Tem Merry and
Manners - loocked at one another.

anners’ faca was voarv grim
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t say. He’s a spying cad, and |
5
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just when

“Precious kettle of fish,
»

Monty’s working for the exam, too,
said Tom savagely. 3

“Lowther can suit himself,” said
Manners. ‘“He’s no right to think such
a thing, and I’'m not going to stand it,
for one!” ;

“It’'s dashed queer how Racke got on
to it! He couldn’t have seen Selby's
paper—Lowther burnt that. Besides, if
he’d known last week, he would have
gassed it out then, and it’s only got cut
lately. How the thunder did he know,
Manners?”’

*“ Ask me another !

Tom hesitated.

“ Manners, old chap, you—you haven’t
said anything about 1t without think-
ing 7"’ :

“T was just going to ask you the same
question !” gaid Manners grimly.

One Penny. i1

CHAPTER 10.
Do=n on His Luek!

ONTY LOWTHER was the
M cynosure of all eyes in the
Lower School the next day.

The story, which had been
whispered at first, was all over the school
now, and discussed openly among the
juniors.

New House as well as School House
discussed it. Figgins & Co., of the New
House, came over specially to assure
Monty Lowther that they didn’t believe
a word of it, and to offer to help him
find out who started it, and to rag the
rotter whoever he was. Lowther's re-
ception of their kind offer was un-

gracious enough. He merely said he had
nothing to say on the subject one way
Figgins & Co. retired, con-

or the other.

The Head gave the Junlor a kind glance as he came in, '
2 S (oee Chapier 13,)
“0Oh, were you!” exclaimed Tom, | siderably taken aback, and no longer
nettled. doubting that the story was true. If it
“Yes, T was!” wasn’t true, Lowther could have denied
“Loolk here, Manners——" it easily enough, and would certainly

“T suppose I could ask you, if you
could ask me?’ grunted Manners, none

too good-temperedly. “Have some
sense, Tom 1"
Tom drew a deep breath.

“You’re right, old fellow. I beg your
pardon for asking you. It wasn’t erther
of us. But how did Racke know? No
good trying to get the truth out of him.

1

He would ouly lie!

“He’s. accused us, and started a row
between us and = Lowther,”  said
Manners. “T'm going to make him

answer for that, anyway.

“TIt won’t do much good.”

“Tt will be some satisfaction, anyway,
the smoky cad!”

Manners returned io Racke’s study.
There was a warm  argument in that
study for some minutes, followed by a
scufling and thumping, and Racke’s
voice yelling for help.  Darrel of the
Sixth eame up with a cane, and both
Racke and Manners were rubbing their

-hands for some time afterwards—which

was all the satisfaction
1

Manners got frem
Lio S L 1

have done so.

Lowther's unforiunate quarrel . with
Racke the previous week helped to give
prominence to the matter. Racke,
paturally, made the most of the affair.
And far better fellows than Racke re-
marked among themselves that Lowther
might have gone easy on the subject of
war profits, when his own uncle, upcn
whom he was dependent, was a membez
of a profiteering firm compared to whom
Messrs. Racke & Hacke, the contractors,
could really be called quite decent.

Fellows like Arthur Augustus, whe
took a high view of such maftters, cons
sidered that Lowther, in common
decency, couldn’t touch his uncle’s money
again. But that he should throw him-
self on his own resources at fiftcen swwaa
rather a large order. The alternative
was to eat his own words, to confess that
ne was ready to profit by rascality he
had gone out of his way to condemnjy
vet the alternative seemed inevitable for
a fellow in Lowther’s unforfunate
position. :

. - o

L
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It was known, how aver, that Liowther
was working with the view of getting, if
ho could, a scholarship that would sup-
port him at the school, aftd that pre-
vented him from hem«r regarded with
the contempt that was felt for Racke.

“His friends—and they were numerous
—avoided the topic, as a matter ‘of
course; but ilwu were plenty of fellows

veady to make capital out of it—
especially Racke & Co. :
Allusions to war profits and food

exploiters, and extorfioners who bled
the nation in war-time, were Racke’s
favourite topic ~when Lowther was
within hearing.

Lowther could hardly complain. Racke
had had a great deal of that from him.

He did not complain,  He did not
scem to hear. He was silent, and kept
to himself. Lowther, who had always
been cheery and sociable, and was never
solitary if ho could holp it, had fallen
into a way of keepn«r secluded and
avoiding the other fellows, even ‘those
with whom he had bLeen on the best of
terms, and who certainly would never
have uttered a word that could wound
him,

What they did not say he could not
belp suspecting they were thinking, and
he was acutely sensitive on the subject.
He had never shown any signs of being
morbid before, but ho was growing
morbid now.

If they did not despise him, they
despised his uncie; they could not helf
that. And Lowther had always respecte
the crusty old gentleman. Even now
that he knew him in his true colours, he
could not banish the old feeling, and it
was bitter to him to know that the old
gentleman whom he had liked and
wslpected was regarded by his’ school-
fellows as a grasping profitecr—a man
who, in ‘a better-organised state of
Soeiety, would have been sent to prison.

Old My. Lowther was on a par with

tacke's father, and Monty writhed with
s‘fmme and hm_nha%lon at the thought
of it

The miserable discovery seemned to
have blotted all the light out of his
boyish life. He worked feverishly now;
his one thought was to be able to sup-
port himself and keep clear of the foul
wrar profits. He would have thrown
away his clothes if he could, because
they had been hought out of the taintod
money extorted From the poor by
Grootz & Co. He had written to his
uncle that he did not want uny more
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pocket-money that term. The old gentle-
man ha.d sent a :mpuxed but approving
reply, apparently supposing that his
nephew was suddenly keen on < war
economy.” i
Lowther was willing to' let it go at
that—for the present, at least. ‘Some
day there mnst come - an (L\Dl:hh.tl()n

with his uncle, cm the
thought of it.

He had turned it ovér in lH mind
whether he should, after all, give up
all hopes of the Craven Scholarship and
leave the school. But where was he to
go? Not hoine, that was eerfain!  How
was he to live? Besides, why should he
go? he asked himself passionately. Let

but he shrank f

‘the fellows think what they liked. He
“had not lost his =elf-

pect. Nobody had
a right to despise him, and ha would stick
it out. And so he worked cn, in cvery
leisure hour, with dogged detcrmina-
tion to pull thmugh by his own eff

In those dark days the friendship of
his two old chums would have been in-
valuable to poor Lowther.

But that friendship was under a eloud
now.

Tom Morry and Manners were ready
to make every allowance for their chum,
but his belief that they had betrayed
him-—for that was what it came to in
plain language—was a little too much to
bear.

Even so, the two juniors discussed the
matfer, and agreed that, in spite of
Lowthoz’s irjustice, they would let
matiers go on the same as before, and
give him all the help they could.

It was not easy to make such 2 reso-
lution; it was still less easy to put it
into practice. Without faith there could
be little friendship.

In spite of themselves, loocks were

loomy and answers were short, No. 10
%tudy was not a cheerful place just then.

Lowther had taken to having his tea
in Hall, snd the cheery old tea-party
was no longet to be seen. Afier what
had happened, after the dxs%rust that
had been sown, he would not *sponge,”’
as he called it, on his friends. And Tom
Merry, after one remonstrance, let the
matter drop. He was bitterly wounded
by Lowther’s want of faith, aud half
inclined to let him go his ewn way.

Not that Towther was so Anm(h to
blame. The secret was oub, and only
Tom and Manuers had known of it.
What was Lowther to think?
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Coaching in maths by Manners had
dropped. Mamners had: asked, rather
shortly, whether Lowther wanted it to
go on. Lowther had replied, still more
shortly, that it wasn't worth the trouble.
So it dmpped But Lowther's struggle
was harder afhr he had lost the assist-
ance of his chums.

Poverty., too, was a new experience
for him. No more tea in the study. No
more visits to the tuckshop. No little
excursions. He never had a coin in his
pocket, and he could enter into nothing
that ¢ost mons }_i; was a thing that
might be got used to, but it came hard
at first. -

vere hard, dark days for Monty
ther, onee the hu htest and chceriest
fellow in f School House: and. his
old chums’ hearts ached sometimes when
they saw his face grvow grim and lined
und troubled.  But they “could not help
mm even by loyal faith and friendship.
The: was a grim  bar of dist
them, - and  halfsuppresse
on both - sides.

between
resentmeng

If Racke of the Shell wanted revenge.
ho had it now. The ead of the Shell
saw it and réjoiced in it. - And he took
great care that the subject of Grootz
& Co. never dropped. st of the
fellows would gladly have forgotten i,

2

but Racke & Co. kept it very much
alive.

Lowther had even given up footer
now, in his hunger for work. Tom

Merry had spoken on that subject, too,
but only a snap from Lowther was the
answer. Under the uncomfortable cic-
cumstances, Tom and Mauners did net
go to the ctudy more than they could
Lowther had it mostly to him-
And in the onece cheerful study he
swotted, and swotted as the most deter-
mined prize-hunter bad seldom swotted
before. s

And, swot as he would, he had a
able knowledge that he was not mu
the progress he had hoped for.
week  had elapsed, but he had

nad
decided yet to speak to the Head aboui
entering for the Craven.:

What was the use, when last \n-r'<
examination paper still pxeaemud difli
culties that made his head ache? ~ Heo
missed Manners’ help sorely, but he
gave no sign. He would keep on some-
how; he would do it ﬁomehow if grim
determination and hard work \mn' foi
anything.
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CHAPTER 11.
Gussy Chips In.

““ 'M goin’ to chip in!”

I Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made
that statement in Study No. 6,
with a serious face:

_ Blake and Herries and Digby yawned
1 concert.

“I wepeat,” sald Arthur Augustus
firmly, “that I am goin’ to chip in.
wegard it as toco uttahly wotten !”

““What's biting you now?’ inguired
Blake. :

‘“ Nothin’ whatevah is . bitin’ me,
Blake. I wegard the question as widicu-
lous. I am goin’ to chip in. It's too
wotten. Poor old Lowtimh is lookin’
like a weal ghost !”

“Poor beast!” eaid Herries sym-
pathetically. “1I don’t believe he was
keeping the war profits dark all the
while, as Crooke says. He found it out
all of a sudden, in my opinion.”

“1 agwee with you, Hewwies. He has
been feahfuily hard up lately; evewy-
body has noticed it. That looks as 1if
he's done the wight thing, and wefused
to touch any more of the wotten
pwofits.”

“T don't soc-what else he can do,”
remarked Dighy. ‘ It's rotten, but—but
there you are, you know.”

“You know how he’s taken to swot-
tin’,” said D’Arcy. * Lowthah nevah
was a swot. I think he’s aftah a pwize
or a scholahship.” ;

“ Shouldn’t wonder,”” said Blake. 1
don’t know whether he's up to it, though.
But what are you going to chip in for?
Coing to coach him in maths? I sup-
pose you could give him some tips about
the multiplication table.”

“Wats! As a mattah of fact,”” said
Arthur Auvgustus, “I asked him if he
was workin’ for an exam, and offahed
to help him. He seemed to think it was
a cheek for a chap in a lowah Form to
make the offah.”

‘““Ha; ha, ha{”

“I-am suah I meant it in a vewy
fwiendly spiwit. Howevah, he was
vewy short, and I let the mattah dwop.
1 am goin’ to.chip in, Blake, and stop
Wacke playin’ his wotten game. I'm
fod up on the subject.”

Blake looked thoughtful.

“ Well, Lowther rubbed it in pretty
hard about Racke and Hacke,” he said.
*It's Racke’s turn now. One good turn
deserves another.”

“The mattah is diffewent, Blake.
Wacke glowies in his patah’s wascality,
and swanks about with filthy war pwofits
Lulgin’ in  his pockets. - Lowthah’s
ashamed of it. He hardly speaks to a
fellah now because he’s so feahfully
senaitive about it. He's gwoin’ quite a
Wobinson  Cwusce. He answahs a
fellah vewy snappily when a fellah is
bein’' sympathetic.”

““ Been putting your foot in it as usual,
Gussy 7’ , .

“Wats! I do not wesent Lowthah’s
wathah ‘snappay wemarks. undah the
cives. I sympathise with him, you know
And I am goin’ to chip in an’ stop

Wacke's jaw about Gwootz & Co. 1t's
time that mattah dwopped. I am goin’
to thwash evewybody ‘who makes

wemarks abeut war pwofits.”

“My hat! That's a big order ! You’ll
have to thrash the whole British public
from Land’s End to John o' Groats!”

“I do not ‘mean that, you ass. I
mean wotten wemarks meade heah to
wowwy poor old Lowthah, and hit him
when he is down. You fellahs come
with me and back me up, and I will
start with thwashin’ Wacke.”

““ Hear, hear!” said Blake. ¢ Racke
may as well be thrashed. I dare say it
will do him geod. But what about your
necktie 7°

“Eh?”
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“Tt might get disarfanged, you
know,” said Blake solemnly.
“I will wisk that,” said Arthur

Augustus unsuspiciously. Come on,
deah boys!”

The dear boys came on, grinning, and
Study No. 6 descended to the Common-
room. Prep was over in most of the
juniors’ studies, and the Common-room
was pretty full. 3

Monty Lowther was in an armchair
by the fire, looking pale and tired, and
very silent.

Study No. 6 had arrived at an oppor-
tune moment. Racke and Crooke and
Mellish were. standing in o group near
the fire, carrying on a cheery conversa-
tion intended fqor Lowther's ears. :

“ Something about Grootz & Co. in the
papers  to-day,” = Racke remarked.
“Rather interesting. Chap thinks they
ought to be presecuted.” 3

“So they ought,” eaid Mellish.
“Why, I read somewhere that one of
their own shareholders got up at a
meeting of theé company and denounced
them. That shows how thick they are.”

“T'suppose they can’t besent to prison,
can they ?”’ said Crooke. -

“Racke ought to Lknow!” chuckled

Mellish. “You can ask your pater,
Racke, whether he’s ever been to
chokey !

Racke scowled.

“I ehouldn’t wonder if there’s a
prosecution,” he said. *Grootz & Co.
have gone the whole” hog, and no
mistake. 1It's come right out that they

had been holding back stocks of food to
make prices rise. And they paid their
last dividend on a scale to make Shyleck’s
mouth water—sixty per cent.”

“Nice for the shareholders!” grinned
Crooke. “I dare say some of the share-
holders have sons or nephews at
expensive schools I

Monty Lowther did not even lock
round. He knew that Racke & Co.’s
remarks were meant for him—they were
plain enough. But he was too worn out
in body and spirit to care.  The sneers
and jeers of the cads of the School
House passed by him unheeded.

But they did not pass Arthur Augustus
unheeded. The swell of St. Jim’s came
up to Racke & Co., hia eyeglass gleaming
in his eye and his eye gleaming behind
it.

“ Wacke !” :

“Hallo, D’Arcy {”” said Racke.

“71 wequest you to shut up, Wacke!”

“ Gone off your rocker?” asked Racke
pleasantly.

“J am wathah surpwised,” said Arthur
Augustus, ‘with a glance towards Tom
Merry and. Manners, who were playing
chess, “that Lowthah’s {wiends have not
ehuit you up !”

“We'll shut them up fast encugh, if
Lowther wants us to!” growled Manners.
“Lowther’s got a tongue in his head, I
suppose §"

“Howevah, I am heal,” said Arthur
Aungustus calmly. “I am goin’ to shut
you up, Wacke, and you, CUwooke, and
vou, Mellish, and evewy othah cad who
likes to hit a fellow when he is down!
Fwom this moment, Wacke, I wefuse to
allow you to uttah a word on the subject
of Gwootz & Co.!1”

“My hat!” eaid Racke. * Has Lord
Kastwood got shares in the firm,
D’ Arcy 7

“¥a, ha, ha !” roared Crooke.

Arthur Augustus turned crimson with
wrath. The barve suggestion that his
noble pater might hold shares in Messra.

Grootz & Co. made him quiver with
wrath. i
“You howwid wottah!” he shouted.

“ow dare you suggest such a thing I”*
¢ Well, some fellows here have relations

1 in the firm, you know!”

“1 wefuse to discuss that with -you,

One Pennye 13-

Wacke! I am goin’ to stop this cowardly
persecution. You are not to uttah the
word Gwootz again !

‘“Have you become XKaiser, by any
chance ?”’ asked Racke.

“Certainly not! I am givin’ you
ordahs as a decent chap.”

“ Well, you can go on giving orders!”
yawned Racke. ‘“Speaking about
Grootz & Co., Crooke, I was going to
say—— Yarooogh!”

Racke broke off with a yell as Arthur

Augustus D’Arcy seized his prominent
nose, and tweakesi, it severely. ¢
o (;rru'ryl’xrurur ! gasped Racke
Leggo!” .

Now, if you like to put up your

3

ha.nds, Wacke, T will deal with you!
said Arthur Augustus.

Racke clenched his hands, and rushed
on the swell of the Fourth. He was &o
nuch  bigger than D’Arcy that even
Moneybags Minor did not funk the
contest. But he. met with a very hob
reception.

Arthur Augustus’ noble blood was up.
He dropped his eyeglass, and met .
Racke’s rush with a terrific onslaught. -
Right and left, his fists landed on Racke’s
furious face, and after fwo minutes—
which were crammed with incident—
Racke went sprawling on the floor with a
cragh. ¢

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus

breathlessty, “Up with you, you
wottah [” !
“Hang you! I'm done!” snarled

i A d
‘Vewy good!
Cwooke !

“Look here, I’'m not going to fight
you, you silly ass!” growled Crooke.

“Yaas, you are, deah boy! Othahwise,
I shall puf,l your nose-—like that!”

S3la, Aa, halt

“Burrrrrre ! mumbled Crooke,

And he came on, only to join Racke on
the floor after a wild and whirling two
minutes.

“Have you finished, Cwooke?” asked
Arthur Augustus politely.

“Grooh! Yow! Hang you! Yow!
Yes!” groaned Crooke.

“Your turn now, Meilish! Bai Jove!
Where are you goin’, Mellish ?”

But Mellish was gone.

“Good old Guesy !I” said Blake admir-

Pway come on next,

ingly. “Veni, vidi, vici—I came, I
jawed, I conquered! Bravo!’
“Wats ! Pway wemembah, Wacke,

I am not _

that this is only a beginnin’!
4
5

goin’ to have Lowthah wowwied by a se
of ‘wotten little busybodies!”

Lowther had neither moved nor
spoken. - Arthur Augustus turned to him-
with a gracious emile.

“It’s all wight, Lowthah, deah boy!
You wely on me!”

“Rats!”

“«h e

“Rats!”

“ Weally, Lowthah, I must say that 1
wegard that wemark as wathah un-
gwacious, undah the cires!”?

“Brer-r-rr!”

Lowther picked himself - out of the
chair, and left the Common-room.
Arthur Augustus gazed after him ore
in sorrow than in anger.

“Bai Jove! Lowthah’s mannahs ave
suffewin’ I’ he remarked. “1 cannch
wegard his conduct as polite!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“However, I do not wegwet chippin’
in. I wathah think Wacke & Co. will let
poor old Lowthah alone aftah this.”

And, indeed, that was the case. Arthur
Augustus on the warpath was a fellow
it was not safe to tackle, for funks hke
Racke & Co., at all events; and to a
great extent Monty Lowther was free,
after that eyening, of the unpleasant
attentions of the insignificant bub

Ture Guyu LiBrsny.—No. 473.




14

troublesome individuals whom Arthur
Augustus - disdainfully referred to  as

** busybodies.”

M He had made up his mind at
last, after a few more days of

grinding,

His heart was beating uncomfortably
as he eame fo the dreaded apartment of
the Head of St. Jim’s. The request hs
was about to make was unusual; but
it would be considered kindly, he knew,
if ho could give good reasons. The ounly
reasons he could give consisted of the
story that had made his life a misery for
the past weck—the story of his uncle’s
participation in the rascalities of Grootz
& Co. He wondered whether the Head
would understand. e ihrauk, too, from
revealing the disgraceful story. But he
had little choice. It was that or con-
tinuing to subsist upon the meney that
came from a foul and tainted scurce.
And his mind was made up.

“Come int"

Lowther entered the study. He waa
not pleased to sce that Mr. Railton was
with the Head; he had hoped to find
Dr. Helmes alone. But it was too late
to retreat. The two masters_had been
chatting upon the subject of Alschylus—
a very interesting topic with Dr. Holmes,
at least. But the Head gave the junior
a kind glance as he came in.

“ What is it, Lowther?”

“I—I Excuse me, sir {” Lowther’s
pale face became crimson. * I—I wanted
to ask you something, sir, but—but if
you're busy—-"

“You may continue, Lowther,” said
the Head, with a curious glance at the
junior’s troubled, careworn face. Mr,
Railton regarded him curiously, too. Ile
had noticed Lowther's new aspect more
than once of late.  “You do not look
very well, Lowther.”

“Oh, I'm all right, sir!”

“You have been working umusunally
hard of late, 1 believe, Lowther,” said
Mr. Railton.

“VYes, sir,” said Lowther. “I’ve been
swotting. T—1 wanted to ask, sir, if—if
you could put my name down for the
Craven, if it’s not too late ?”

“That is a very curious request,
Lowther. The date is long past.”

“I—1 thought—perhape—-"

CHAPTER 12
A Joyful Surprise.
ONTY LOWTHER tapped
the doer of the Head’s study.

at

“If you ¢ good and substantial
reasons, Lowther, I might consider the
matter. If you wished to enter, why

did you not do so at the time when the
usual notice was given ?”’

“1 didn’t know then that I should need
it, air,”

“You mean that you need it now ?’

“Ves, sir.”

“Indeed ! Dces that mean that a
change has taken place i your circum-
stances at lrome, my boy?”

“Yes, air,” said Lowther, with a scarlet
face.

“I am sorry to hear it,” said Dr.
Holmes kindly, “You are aware,
Lowther, that the Craven is reserved
ior boys whose pavents are in moderate

»
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circumstances?  Your uncle will, of
course, be required to testify to that
effect.” :

Lowther breatbad guickly.

“1 don’t mean that, sir. 1—T mean I
can’t take anything more from my uncle
—I've got to look after myself in
future !”

Mr. Railton started, and looked hard
at him. The Head knitted his brows.

“ Lowther, surely it is not possible that
you are troubling me in this mafter
because you have had some foolisk
quarrel with your guardian?” he ex-
claimed severely.

“QOh, no, sir! Not that!}
spoken to my uncle.”

“Surely you know that yon are bound
to consult him?”

“I—I can’t, sir. If
explain >

“I em waiting for vou to explain,
Lowther,” said the Head sternly.

“You—you have heard of Crootz &
Co., @r 1

“Everyone, I suppose, has hesrd of
that notorious firm,” said the Head.
“Why do you mention them?” :

“I—TI've found out, sir, that—that my
uncle is a sharveholder, and—and the
money he spends on me comes from
—frome—— You understand, sir?”
Lowther’s voice trembled. * You—you
know what people say of them, sir; no
more than they deserve, I know. ey—
they’re awful rotters! I-—I couldn’t
believe it at first, about my uncle; but
I found out it’s true. The money comes

I—1 haven’t

vou'll let me

from those beasts! I—I can’t touch it!{

I'd die first!” The words came in a
passionate outburst, almost with fears.
“I've been working hard for more than
a week, sir, to see whether T was fit to
go in for the exam. I think I've got a
chance, if yow'll put my name down. If
I can’t stay here on a scholarship, I can’t
stay a$ all. I—I don’t want to leave if
I can help it. I—TI've nowhere to go.”

“Lowther —the Head’s voice was very
soft—“do you mean to tell me that,
having made this discovery, you have
resolved, at your early age, to throw up
the protection of a rich guardian and
depend on your own resources?” X

“I can’t do anything else, sir. It’s
hard enough, but—but I couldn’t eat his
bread now that I know. I think it would
choke me!”

“T should hardly have expected to find
so much strength of character in a lad
of your years, Lowther. Certainly, if I
agreed with your view, I should enter
your name for the Craven prize and
render you every assistance in my power.
But you are labouring under a mistake.”

“There’s no mistake, sir,” said the
junior miserably. “I read it in a
financial paper—Mz. Selby’s paper.”

“What did the paper say, Lowther?”

“It was a meeting of the shareholders
of Grootz & Co., sir. The report said
‘Mr. James Montague Lowther, J.P.,
also spoke.” That’s my uncle, sir. I—I
inquired, and found out for certain that
it was my uncle.”

“You did not read the “Times® report
of that meeting, Lowther?”

“The ‘Times’! Noj; I never see the

‘Times,” sir. I suppose it was the
same?’

“My poor lad,” said Mr. Railton
kindly, “yon are not aware of the

practices of financial circles. If a speech
made at a shareholders’ meeting is not to
the taste of the directors, there are means
to secure its suppression in the reports
with certain papers. Your uncle’s speech
at the meeting would have made you

' proud of him if you had read it.”

Lowther staggered.

£ I—&I don’t understand, ke
gasped.

“I read the weport in the “Times*”

aie Y
81T,

0W 0
NSAI.E.“

said the Head. - “That great newspaper
gave a full and fair account of ths whole
oroceedings, Lowther. It was only in
wretched sheets like the paper you saw
hat interested parties were able fo secure
suppression. The directors wished -to
minimise the matter as far as possible
wnd prevent all the publicity they could.
That is why it was said that M.
Lowther also spoke,” and nothing more.”

““ But—bat it makes no difference, sir.”

“I1t makes a very great difference.
Lowther. Your uncle was a sharcholder
m a large scale before the war. When
war came, and these people began to
oxploit the needs of the people in an un
scrupulous way, your uncle struggled
against their action with all his power.
He attended every meeting of the share
holders, to dencunce the conduct of the
directors.  Unfortunately he could not
secure a majority to support him—a
large proportion of the shareholders being
naturalised aliens. He was not, there-
fore, able to change the policy of the
company; but his action drew public
attention to it, and to the fact also,
Lowther, that your uncle, at great loss
to himself, devoted the whole proceeds of
his holding in the company to the
hospitals, refusing to touch one pennuy
from the dividends of Grootz & Co.
While doing so he set himself resolutels
to oppose every measure of the company
and to expose their unscrupulousness in
the Press.”

Monty Lowther pressed his hand to his
throbbing brow.

He began to understand.

“Mr. Lowther has acted in every way
as becomes an honourable and high-
minded English gentleman,” said the
Head. “If you had eommunicated with
him, Lowther, he would doubtless have
told you the facts of the case. Naturally
he cannot be aware that yow, a mere
schoolboy, have ever even heard of
Grootz & Co.”

“0Oh!” muttered Lowther.

Dr. Holmes smiled,

“So you see, my boy, that you have
been under a very painful misapprehen-
sion.. You should have had more faith
in your uncle.”

“T—1J had, sir,” stammered Lowther.
“I—1 couldw’t believe it at first. T-—1
didn’t know a thing could be suppressed
like that in the papers.”

*“Only in some papers,” said the Head.
smiling.  “Not in reputable papers.
Messrs. Grootz did their best, but with
little success, as it happens. = My dear
boy, I can only commend yonr decision,
thinking as you did. But you see that
you were wholly mistaken, and you have
no cause to be uneasy.”

“0Oh, sir,” said Lowther; “I—Tve
been a fool !”

“You have been a litile hasty,” said
the Head, smiling. “The fault, however,
is Mr. Racke’s.”

Lowther started.
“Mr. Racke?” he exclaimed.

Yes; the managing director of
Messrs. Grootz & Co., whko waz un-
doubtedly responsible for suppressing the
reports of your uncle’s speech so far as
lay in his power.”

“Racke’s father, sir?”

“Ahem! Yes. OFf course, you undet-
stand, Lowther, that Racke of the Shell
has no knowledgs of this in all probability,
and you will not be injudicious enough, 1
am sure, to think worse of a schoolboy
because of certain actions of his parents
of whicli no one can approve,” The Head
coughed. “You may go, Lowther—-1
trust quite relieved in your mind.”

“Yes, sir,” said Lowther confusedly.
“0h, sir, I—JI don’t know how o thank
yvou! If you knew what I've felt like—
And—and my uncle’s a brick all the
time! Oh, sir!”

“Oh, sizt”

3
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Lowther fairly ran from the study.

Dr. Holmes glanced at the House-
niaster, with a smile.

f(‘]A very fine lad, Mr. Railton!” he
SR,

“A splendid Jad}’ said Mr. Railton.
“This curious affair seems to have
brought out the most sterling gualities
in his nature. Lowther is a credit to the

schaol.”

T rather a dismal mood. The break
with his old chum weighed upen

his mind—all the more because he knew

that Monty Lowther meeded his friend-

ship more just then than he had ever

needed it before.

He was intervupted by a slap on the
shoulder, and spun round.

Maonty Lowther had rushed in, with a
vlowing face that made every fellow in
the room look ot him in wonder.

“Tom,” Lowther panted—" Tom, old
chap——-" He choked.

“What’s the row?” asked Tom, his
face brightening wonderfully as Lowther
speke in the old familiar way.

“Tom, I’ve been an ass! I beg your
pardon, and Mauners’, tco. I've been a
silly ass! IT—1 must have been off my

CHAPTER 13. -
The Clouds Rell By.

OM MERRY was chatiing with
Mammers in the Common-room, in

“ All serene, old son,” said Tom, and
Manners grinned and nodded. ““But
what’s the rumpus?”

“1 know now how the yarn got out—
at least, I can guess. I—I never knew
Lefore that Racke’s father was in Grootz
& Co.®

“Is he?”? ejaculated Manners.

“ And—and there’s more than that!”
ed Lowther. * About my uncle; he’s
. brick—a real Briton! It was all a
mistake.”

“PBai Jove, I'm awfully glad to heah

that, Lowthah!” <himed in Arthur
Aungustus D’ Axey. -
Lowthér turned and locked at the

curions crowd of fellows, all eyeing him.
“T've got something to tell all you
haps,” said Lowther, his face very
wight. ““You know some of it already,
and I want you to kmow the rest. I
found out by asccident that my uncle was
2 sharcholder in Grootz & Co., the rotten
profiteers. I was silly idiot enough
to think he was one of the gang, Ive
i 1ad the truth from the Head, who
knows all about it. It’s in the ‘Times,’

¢
H
i

THE

For Next Wednesday:
“PARKER THE PRODIGAL! "’
By Martin Clifford.

Philip Tgnatius Parker-Roberts, the
journalist of thirty or thereabouts, with
the chubby, boyish face, who has been
figuring at Bf. Jim’s as Parker of the
Remove, is to the fore again in this
story, which tells of his final days of
impersonation, Aftex a brief stay away,
he returns to the school, intending to
cultivate the acquaintance of some of the
black sheep, get an insight into their
little amusements, and generally play
the role of the prodigal. e has no
real taste for this vole, and he does not
enjoy it any more than he had expected
to. The condescending patronage of

Cutts of the Iifth fails to compensate |

for the quite plainly-expressed dis-
approval of the Terrible Three and other
follows he had grown to like. Notr do
these fellows hmit themselves o mere
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400, if you like to look it out. My uncle
made a speech at that meeting denounec-
ing the rotten moncy-grubbers, and going
for the rotten directors, and he has always
been against war profits—7’

“And fingered them all the same!”
sneered Racke

“He has never touched them!” said
F Lowther.

Racked laughed.

“Doesn’t he draw his dividends?” he
sneered.

“His dividends are handed over to the
hospitals, for the soldiers, and he never
touches them,” said 1\f{onty Lowther.
“He wouldn't touch such dirty money!
He couldn’t help being in the company,
as he held shares in 1t before the war.
But he has set himself against their dirty
tricks, and handed over the war profits,
so far as he could, to the real owners.
And yon knew it, Racke!”

“How should I kuow it?”
Racke. “1 don’t believe it now.”

“You do believe it!” said Lowther.
“You know it, because your father is
managing director of the gang!”

“My hat!” ejaculated Blake. “You
anever let that out, Racke.”

“Tt—it—it's a lie!” panted Racke.

“It’s the truth!” said Lowther scorn-
fully. ‘“Easy enough to prove it, if proof
were wanted. Listen to me, you fellows!
I thought I’d found my uncle was one of
that gang, and it cut me up. You can
guess that.”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!
have been a feahful shock.”

“¥ told Tom and Manners, and the
promised to keep it dark. Then it zﬂyl
came out, and I traced it to Racke, and
he told me that they had given me away.
I was a fool to believe him. 1 didn’t half
believe it, either, only there seemed no
other way he could have known. Now
that I know his father is really Grootz
& Co., I know how he knew. He got it
from his pater!”

Racke’s faee was pale now.

“1 suppose he saw something in a
paper, the same as I did,” said Lowther.
“1 dare say he wrote to his father to
ask him for the faects about it, so that
he could use the yarn about me. Anyway,
the cad got it from his father, and spread
the yarn about the House, knowing all
the time that my uncle wasn’t what he
represented—that I was making a
horrible mistake about it. He left me
making that mistake, when he could
have put me right by a word.”

Lowther’s eyes were blazing.

jeered

It must
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EDITOR’S CHAT.

TRacke shrank back, biting his bps.

spoken disapproval. They make things
warm for the Prodigal, in order to con-
vince him of the error of his ways. But
in the time of danger they ‘stand by him
again as loyally as ever, though now
they know his secret. How it was dis-
covered, and how Mellish, the tool of
the Big Boss’s emissaries, fared in the
upshot, the story must be left to tell you.

MORE INFORMATION.

T was unable, owing to pressure oo
space, to give last week the whole of ihe
study list with which Mr. Clifford has o
kindly supplied me. But here is the
rest of it.

FOURTH FORM STUDIES.

No. 1.-—~Lorne; Jones minor.

No. 2.—Baggy Trimble ; Percy Mellish,

No. 3.—Bates; Macdonald.

No. 4.--Mulvaney minor; Tompkins.

No. 5—~Dick Julian; Kerrnish; Reilly;
Henry Hammond, 3

03932209000
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It needed only a glance at his sallow,

guilty face to see that Lowther’s words -

were true.

“He made me quarre! with my best
pals just when I was down on my luck,”
said Lowther. “ And I've been chucking
footer; and splitting my silly head, work-
ing for a.dashed .scﬁolarship I don’t want.
That’s the kind of worm he 15t

“By gad, that was rather thick,
Racke !” muttered Crocke. Even Crooke
of the Shell was disgusted. :

“Bai Jove,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, in measured tones, “Wacke, I
should weccomend Lowthah to give you
a feabful thwashin’, but you are not fit
for a decent chap to touch! 1 wegard
you as a howwid weptile! Gentlemen, I
suggest marchin’ Wacke to the Head and
wequestin® Dr. Holmes to expel him.”

“You—you ass” stuttered Racke. *1
~—TJ—it was really a jok h

“0Oh, shut up!” s Tom Merry.
“Don’t touch him, Monty; he’s too
rotten to touch! XHe's as rotten as his
own war profits! Get out of - sight,
Racke! You make me sick!”

Racke of the Shell was only oo glad
to get out of sight. slunk from the
Common-room, followed by glances of
contempt and disgust, even from Mellish
and Crooke. It was doubiful how even
Racke, thick-skinned as he was, could
ever hold up his head again at St. Jim’s;
and perhaps that was a sufficient punish-
ment for his rascality.

The wretched, revengefal schemer was
not given another theught by the
Terrible Three. The clouds had rolled
by: the old Co. were united once more,
and all was forgotten and forgiven
between them. And 'Talbo$ of the Shell
suggested that the occasion. could nof
pass without a just celebraiion; and the
eclebration took place in Tom Merry's
study, cheery now as of old. And Monty
Lowther started the proccedings by kick-
ing his books atross the study and light-
ing the fire with sheeis and sheets of
weary exercises upon which he had
laboured of late.

Everything in the garden, as Tom
Merry expressed it, was lovely now; and
the next day Monty Lowther was se
merry and bright that he secmed to have
forgotten alréady the dark days when he
was down on his luck.

. THE END.

(Don't miss next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—“PARKER THE PRO-
DIGAL ! by MARTIN CLIFFORD.)

1

(e

No. 6.—Jack Blake; Robert Arthur
Dighy ; George Herries; Arthur Augustus

D’ Arcy.

No. 7.—Giacomo Contarini; Smith
minor.

No. 8.—Jerrold Tamley - Lumley ;
Wyatt.

No. 9.—FErnest Levison: Sidaey Clive.

’r

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED.

H. L. Miller, Mascotte, Quarry Road.
Ryde, Sydney, Australia—With readers
in United Kingdom, Canada, or Bouth
Africa.
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OUR GREAT ADVENTURE SERIAL.

s o« FORTUN

THE PRECEDING CHAPTERS
TOLD HOW

TARTON ROSS, a lonely and friend-
less youth, sole heir to a great {ortune,
though unaware of i, is hunted by a
party of outlaws led by DIRK RALWIN.
He iz befriended by HARVEY MI
BURNY and his daughter LORNA, who
lose their home, and arve separated in an
attempt to defeud him from his pursuers.

2088 1s captured by the brigands, but,
with Lorna’s help, vecovers his wallet—
containing papers which prove his iden-
tity—and escapes. Later they fall in with
RODDY GARRIN, an E
his companion, AH CHIN
man. The out continue the chase,
together with HUXTON ¥FENNER, a
VYankee, who had previously been a com-
panion of Garrin and Ah Ching, but had
deserted them.

They + pass through many thrilling
adventures, and, later, Harvey Miiburne
suecumbs as a result of the privations he
has suffered whilst a prisoner under Dirk
Ralwin.

One night, while the four companiong
are ‘asleep, Loina and Ross are carried
away by Huxton Fenner and a band of
Dirk Ralwin's outlaws. Fenner has no
intention of taking them to Ralwin,® as
he hopes to obtain Ross’ papers and
claim the fortune for himself. Ralwin is
warned of the American’s teachery by
one of his s JAQUNY, an Indian.
The outlaw ith a band of his men,
Liurries to San Ramo, where it is ex-
pected Fenner and his captives will board
a steamer. Ralwin, by covering the
captain of the wvessel he is on with a
revolver, forces him  to pursue a
smaliler boat, which contains Fenner and
his prisoners.

The launch runs aground on the bank,
and Ross and Lorna contrive to escape.
Bub the girl is scon recaptured, and, in
order to force Ross into his hands
again, Fenner threatens her.

Carton Ress surrenders himself to
Fenner to si Lorna from death, and
the two captives are carried farther into
the forest. Fenner is surprised by Ayton
Aviman and an armed band. The two
outlaws come to an understanding,
though each is resolved to obtain the
fortune for himseclf. Roddy Garrin and
Ah Ching push on through the jungle. to
find at last they are close to the place
where Dirk Ralwin is<encamped. -

They capture a waterplane, and dis-
cover the whereabouts of Carton Ross
and Lorna. The fugitives are about to
escape on the flying-machine when it
Lreaks down.

(Now road on.) :
Tre Gem Liznary.—No. 473.

A Frustrated Attack—The ‘Bent Serew—
A luc:y Shot.

Instecad of being a suve, swift instru-
ment of flight and freedom, the water-
plane had become a veritable prison-
house. :

It remmained stationary on® the dark,
siuggish surface of the lake, a machine
whose motive power would not respond
to the vainly prompting efforts of its
young pilot.

“It’s no good,” said Roddy Garrin
helplessly, “I can’t get it to move an
inch. There must be a jam, or some-
thing of the sort, somewhere. If I only
had a few mirutes to spare I could find
out what it is and put it right, but
now &

The report of a rifle-shot by 088
his utterance, and 2 bullet struck the
't of the waterplane, denting the
hen a vegular fusillade followed,
the outlaws gallop their horses up
and down the ban and firing at the
achine from every point of the com-

1 their object in doing so being
obviously to terrify” the comrades into

dy surrender.

‘So that's their little game!” sz
Garrin, Light in his ey
“They don sash up the wat
plane, thi 2t it might come in
uszeful to and they want fto
frighten itt they? 1 guess not!
We're sort to shake and tremble

v may do.”

As he spoke, Garrin continued his
attempt to discover what was amiss with
tho machine. believed that he had
located the trou in the engine itself,
but to find ocut cxactly where it was
seemed an impossible task.  Yet he
worked on with grimly concentrated
energy, while his companions kept watch
on the movements of the enemy.

That the outlaws feared some such
sudden turn in the situation as the one
Roddy Garrin was striving to obtain was
quickly proved, for, ceasing to fire their
rifles, a dozen or move of them plunged
into the lake and started swimming
towards the waterplane.

“Ah1” said Carton Ross, snatching up
wvolver that the former occupants of
the flying-machine had left behind them.
“Ts this thing loaded? I hope so.”

Taking quick aim, he pulled the trig-
er. There was a sharp report, and the
lischarged bullet struck the water close
o the head of the foremost swimmer.
ng again and again, Ross dropped
lead all round the outlaws, who, dis-
mayed and alarmed, began returning to
the chore in precipitate haste.

Some, bolder than the rest, swam
doggedly on. Then it was that Ah

Ching came forward as an invaluable
reinforecement to his comrade.

“Y,o0kee here!” he exclaimed, ex-
hibiting a couple of revolvers and several
clips of cartridges that he had found
secreted in a panel-covered recess of the
machine. “With these to fight with we
shall drive them off in no time. You
take one, Missee Lorna, and I'll use the
cther.”

The accession to the armed strength of
the comzades thus opportunely provided
proved too much for the bandits. A con-
tinuous shower of bullets tore through
the water. No injury was done, for it
was not the object of Carton Ross and
his friends to shoot their foes unless it
became * absolutely necessary to do_ so,
but the fear and terror inspired by”the
display of marksinanship was speedily

Scattering to right and left, the out-
laws made haste fo rveach the banks of
the lake again, where, concealing them-
selves in the dense grass and brushwood,
they opened a fuvious rifle-fire at the
flying-machine.

The comrades, in imminent
being killed, did not flinch
fiery ordeal they were being subjected
to. Fate was kind to them, for, light
though it was, the protection afferded by

danger of
from the

tha outer framework of -the waterplane
held true. Not one of them was hit bw
Lullet, or splinter, and the machine itseli

red no serious damage.

This was due to the fact that both
Huxton Fenner and Ayton- Aylman,
feverishly anxious to take Carton Ross
alive, exercised a restraining influence
over the vengeful fury of their discom-
fited followers. The order was given to
fire only at the waterplans itself, and not
at any of those on board it.

The two conspirators, chagrined though
sre by the stout and unexpected
stance offered by the comrades, were
as confident as ever of the ultimate issue
of the struggle. They knew that in time

their superior strength must tell in their
favour. It was only a question of a few
hours, at the most, before the stranded
flying-machine and those aboard i
into their possession.

Amidst the din and uproar, Roddy

CGarrin  toiled on with undiminished
energy. Yet he kept on telling himself
that his task was an absolutely hopeless

one. The prospect of discovering what
it was that bad gone wrong with the
machine was farther away than ever.
But the grim, stubborn doggedness ot
the lad would not permit him to give
way to despair for a moment.
““Qomething can bo done to put her
right,” he muttered, pausing to wipa
the perspivation from his brow; “and
something shall be done! Tm hanged if
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I'm going to be beaten by perhaps no
more than a piece of twisted metal.
Eureka! What's this?”

His bright eyes gleaming with excite-
ment, Roddy Garrin bent down to inspect
-the pin screw of a cylinder-cover that
had caught his glance. The screw was
* bent, not badly, but enough to prevent
the working of the cylinder, and it was
tlis defect that had thrown the whole
working part of the machinery out of

gear,
“Golly!” the delighted youth  ex-

claimed. *I was blind as a bat not to

have seen it before. But better late than

never. Tl soon put it right.”

In less tham three minutes he had|

straightened the serew and replaced it in
position. Then, with scarcely controlled
emotion, he started the engine. In-
stantly the machine moved forward with
a whirring drone tliat yose above every
other sound. °

“Hurrah !? cried Roddy Garrin, almost
leaping out of his seat with joy. “We're
off at last!”

Speeding throngh the water at an
ever-increasing pace, the flying-machine
suddenly took an upward rise with the
grace and swiftness of a mounting eagle,
One moment she seemied to hang over
the surface of the lake as if reluctant to
leave it, the water falling from her sides
m showers of pearly drops, and the next
she was soaring high above the great
trees of the mighty forest.

As the outlaws saw the waterplane
aseend, o sensation of stupefied amaze-
ment seized upon them. Then their
silence was ended by a lond yell of rage
and alarm. Darting out from the cover
of the jungle, they fired wildly up at
the machine, and shouted wild threats
and abuse at the escaping fugitives.

“Curse them!” eried Aylman, his face
black with hate and fury. ‘*They’ve
ot away, and we may as well own our-
selves beaten!”

Huxton Fenner, calm and apparently
unconcerned, smiled at his wildly per-
tarbed associate. :

“Don’t lose your head,” he said. “It’s
e worst thing in the world to do. The
game isn't out of our hands yet.
Watch {”

Raising his rifle to his shoulder, he

took careful aim at the swiftly ascending
waterplane. Twice he fired. The first
~hot produced no vicible result. As the
report of the second ome died away, a
think, dark line sprang from the
machine high overhead, and, continuning
its downward amotion, ‘splashed into the
lake. :
“Not at all bad shooting in the cir-
cumstances,” said Fenner, in drawling
accents.  ““That last shot bored a clean
hole through the bottom of the petrol-
tank.  Our Diends vp yonder will soon
he down again, I'm thinking, for, clever
though they may be, they ean’t fiy svith-
out the petrol that they're losing fast
now.

A fierce, vindictive cheer arose from
the outlaws as they grasped the meaning
of what had taken place. -Eagerly they
watched the stream of petrol leaking
from the waterplane’s bullet-pierced tank
and striking the dark surface of the lake
with a hissing sound kke that of
cscaping steam. - -

“Santissima!” said Ayhnan, moved to
womentary enthusiasm by what had hap-
pened.. “You've a cooler brain, Fenner,
than mine.”

Huxton Fenner laughed sofily.

“Cooler, and quicker to act also,” he
said, more to himself than to his com-
pamion, “as you shall find out to your
cost one day 1™ ;

Then, the tranguilly sinister smile that
was there deepening on his lips, he once
moro dirested his gaze to the flying-
machine, whose motive power he had
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crippled with one surely-simed shot of
is rifle,

To Earth Again—A Flace of Refuge—
The Sleeping Seniry.

To the comrades the piercirig. of the
petrol-tank came as a cruel mockery of
fate. Alarm -and consternation sweps
-away all their joy and hops in the
twinkling of an eye.

Silently they stared at one another
with the tragic looks of those who are
suddenly and unexpectedly confronted
" with ruin and disaster.

“It’s a_ knock-out, and no mistake
about it!” declared Roddy Garrin, a
comically glum look in his face. “Our

flight, Pm_afraid, is going to be ghort,
‘but not a sweet one.”

Every effori was made to effectively
plug the hole in the tank; but to do this
would have taken a few minutes at least,
and the leakage of the petrol continued
abt o fast a rate, that in a very short
space of time there was not a_sufficiency
of the precious fluid left to keep the
waterplane maving on her lofty course.

Losing speed, she sank downwards,
slowly at first, and then with increasing
momentum. The comrades, gazing
below, saw the earth apparently rushing
up to meet them. They werse threatened
by a horrible death, yet none quailed
or showed=any sign of fear.

“We'll fall slap into the jungle,” said
Garrin. “Sit tight, and hold on! The
crash won’t be so bad as eone might
expect it to be,”

Next moment the waterplane sharply
tilted, and dived into the grass and
bushes with a thundrous rattle and clang.

The comrades, flung from their seats
by the vibrating force of the impact,
were hurled in every direction. Bruised
and bleeding they scrambled to their feet
and forced a way to the sides of the
flying-machine, which was now a com-
plete wreck,

“Bhe’s done for this time,” said Carton
Ress regretfully. “To repair her pro-
perly would take a month. But we came
out of that smash all right, so we mustn’t
grumble. Did you Thurt yourself,
Lorna?”’

The beautiful givl smiled, and shook
her head.

“Bearcely at all,” she replied. * You
see, when I was piiched from my seat I
fell”amongst the grass, and thal saved
me.

Ah Ching gave vent to a doleful sigh.

““ Wishee my had tumbled in the grass
instead of among those prickly bushes,”
ho declared lamentingly. “Whee-jee!
My {face smartee too velly muchee!
Them thorns prick into it so{”

“You're no worse off than myself,
sonny,” said Garrin, who had fallen close
by the side of the hitle Chinaman. “ We
both had bad luck, which might have
been a lot worse; but we'll pay out
vonder chaps for it some day. And
they’ll be coming here directly,” he con-
tinued; “we’ll get a move on.” There
isn’t much chance of eseaping from them
now, I'm afraid, but we'll give ’em
another run for their money.”

Leaving the battered and disabled
waterplane where it had fallen, the com-
rades moved away from the spot.

Owing to the height of the jungle

anything of the lake, the distance to
which they were consequently unable to
estimate, and neither could they hear any
sonnd of their enemies,

Fyom this last fact, however, they drew
no hopeful augury. Experience had
taught them that the outlaws, like
trappers and wild Indians, generally
preserved silenes when engaged in hunt-
g down a guarry that ihey svere sure

was not far off them,

4 makee starvee.’

growth it was impossible for them to see

‘' One Pen_ny- 17

The revolvers that Carton Moss and Ah
Ching had found on the wrecked water-
plane they still retained, but most of the
spare cartridges had been lost, there re-
maining only about a dozen for the two.

“And I don’t see that it would benefit
us in the least,” remarked Roddy Garrin,
“if we shot a dozen of the brutes!®

Quiter right I~ Carton ‘Ross agreed.
“The remainder would only be furious
and_ exact a stiff revenge. Noj we'll
elude them as long s possible, and
strive our utmost to lose them. We can
do no more.” .

Struggling onward through the jungle,
that often rose high above the branches
of the tiees and hung there in festooned
density, the youthful fugitives at last
reached: the erumbling ruins of what was
at one time a forest temvle.

The fallen masonry, of huge size and
thickness, was overgrown by moss, and
grass,’ and creeping plants, that had

I

-segured a tenacious hold upon the in-

animate material. Tt was surprising, in
fact, that all the vestige of the ruined pilo
had not long since vanished before the
wonderfully luxuriant growth of the
jungle, but it still remained as a silent
vet clogquent witness to the skill and
patience of the unknown mortals who
had constructed it centuries before.

“We'll halt here,” said Carton Ross,
after a quick inspection of the place.
“It’s no use venturing farther with night
coming on. We sheuld only lose each
other in the darkness. And here we can
hide and yet wateh our enemies, should
they make an appearance, without being
seen by them. That'll give us a bis
advantage,”

Wearied as they were, the comrades
were glad to break their journey. With
the red glow of the setting sun shining
all around them they looked for a POt
where they might rest with some cer-
tainty of being secure azainst sudden
surprise and gthack.

Soon a place was found—a wide, lofty
corridor, whose walls were mantled with
green foliage and vaulted by a roof that
nature herself had made. There was only
one entrance to the passage—a way be-
tween the bushes that had grown up all
around it—and it was so small that the
comrades were scarecly able to squeezo
in.

“Well be safe as conies hers,” said
Garrin, as he and his companions ex-
plored the corridor by the light of a
flaming torch.  “There’s only one
entrance to it, The far end is blocked up
by that great mimosa-tree, which musé
have been standing thers when the place
was built. So long as we lie low and
keep quiet, Huxton Fenner and his gang
may hunt for us #ill Doomsday.®

“Ona thing. you forgot,” ryemarked
Abh Ching, with a dry lick at his lips,
“wo no have cat any food for manv

hours. We must get some, my fancy, or
s

Carton Ross gave an amused, little
laugh.

* Ah Ching talks like a sensible man,”
he declared. “We're all of us un-
commonly hungry and thirsty. I know
I am, and so I guess the rest of yon must
be. We'll have to do something to stay
our appetites,”

A beaming smile of delighted appro-
val showed itself in Ah Ching’s ye}lo\v

ace,

“You allee same me, Mista Ross,” he
declared. “You likee eat and drink.
Any man who does that be makee fight
well. My think more beiter me go and
look for food chop-chop.”

“That’s the way to talk; Ah Ching!”
laughingly answered Ross. “And I'll
come with you, teo. Then we shall all
of us soon be enjoying a meal.”

Tar GEM LiBrary.—No, 473.
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The two comrades took their departure,
leaving Garrin and Lorna to make every-
thing as snug and comfortable for the
night as was possible in the circum-
stances.

Tt -was now dark, but the tiny lamps
of the fireflies provided a soft yet clear
light, that had frequently acted as a
sure guide to the young adventurers in
tho course of their nocturnal excursions.

Experience had taught them what were
edible plants and what not, and in
the tourse of an hour or so they returned
to. the camping-place in the ruined
temple loaded with fruit and nuts of
various kinda.

“We can make 2 fine meal off this
etuff,” said Ross, ‘“‘although some roast
<enison would have been better, and we
saw plenty of wild deer. But even if
we'd been able to shoot any without
¥enner and his crowd hearing the re-
port, we should have had to light a fire,
which would have given us away in no
time.”

“11l -be quite content with this little
lIot,” Roddy Garrin remarked. “ What
€1y you, Lorna?”

“Yes,” answered the girl smilingly.
“There are many rich people sitting
down to sumpfuous dinners to-night in
London restaurants who would gladly
pay a lot of money to be served with
such delicious food as this.”

Over their meal the comrades chatted
together with a feeling of confidence
given to them by the peculiar novelty
of their position rather than by anything
else. The foliage-roofed corridor they
occupied was warm and dry, and an in-
geniously shaded torch supplied them
Light.

It was arranged that while the others
slcpt one should keep watcoh, each taking
daty for two hours at a time. The first
to act as %u&rd was Carton Ross. He
was succeeded by Ah Ching, who, sitting
on hig heels close to the entrance of the
passage, with a loaded revolver by his
eide ready for instant use, looked fierce
&nd resolute enough to fight and conquer
a score of foes.

But the littla Chinaman, true Oriental
that he was, loved ease and peaceful
calin, sll the more so because for so long
a time his life had been of so strenuous
e description.. As he sat there, staring
out into the night, it seemed something
like a crime to lLim for one to keep
awake while there was no apparent
reason to do so.

“Those robber men no come here in
the dark,” he murmured. ‘*They no
fools to wander round looking for us at
this time of the night. All of them sleep
gound. Vely wise men!”

Ie opened his lips, and yawned.
RBearcely was hLe able to keep his eyes
open. His head fell forward with a
jerk. Instantly he sat up very upright,

sternly up’m‘aidinf himsel for his
dereliction from 1‘1tf', and for a few
minutes he valiantly resisted every

inclination to slumber.

Then once more his big head began
to nod, and this time he made no attempt
to shake himself back into vigilant
alertness.  F¥orgetfulness came to him,
end he slept, snoring the while with a
loud, bassounlike note that could be heard
afar in the night stillness.

The sound reached the ears of three
native hunters, who had been sent out
to trap deer for the outlaws. They
followed it up, and were quickly at the
entrance to tho corridor whero the
eomradés were sheltering, and a moment

ter were staring down at Ah Ching in
mystified amazement.

Against Great Odds.

Whispering  excitedly together, -the
natives gazed intently at Ah Ching, who
snored on in blissful unconsciousness of
what was happening. Suddenly one of
the men perceived the locse end of the
little Chinaman’s pigtail, and; imagining
it to be a rope of some kind, caught hold
of it with lhis hand and gave it a sharp

tug.
The pain ab his scalp instantly
awakened Ah Ching. With a snort and

a long yawn he opened his eyes.. For a
moment or two he was bewildered by his
quick refurn to sensibility, and the three
dark faces above him seemed to his fancy
to belong to the phantom figures of a
dream.

“Velly funny,” he murmured—* velly
funny, indeed !’

Seeing him move and hearing him
speak, the curious natives at once came
closer to Ah Ching, who then realised
that he was the victim of no nightmare.
The figures were those of living men,
who most assuredly could not be friends,
;md were in all likelihood dangerous
oes,

“This too bad!” he groaned to him-
self. “My do wrong in going to sleep.
These chaps have come m here for no
good purpose. What thing can I do?
My no savee!”

Nevertheless, he remembered his
revolver, and his hand gripped it at
once. Too hastily his finger pressed back
the trigger. There was a flash, a report,
and a scream from the ian nearest to
him. The bullet had merely grazed the
fleshy part of the intruder’s right arm,
causing the sufferer more terror and sur-
prise than anything else; = but ' if
effectively dispersed the enemy.

Chattering like angry monkeys, they
all three bounded out of the corridor,
through the bushes, and into the shadowy
background of the forest.

Springing to his feet, Ah Ching fired
after them, at the same time uttering
warlike, challenging cries in the exuber-
ance of his high spirits. He would have
rushed out in pursuit of the retreating
foe had not Ross and Garrin, awakened
by the tumult, forcibly restrained hin.

“Hold on, lunatic!” said Garrin,
securing a double clutch on the little
Chinaman’s dangling queue, and hanging
to it. “Where arc you off to in such a
hurry?  And what’s the meaning of all
this racket and uproar? Explain your-
self, my son, or I'll string you up to the
nearest treo by this beautiful black pig-
tail I’

“Leggo! Leg-g-go!” cxpostulated Ah
Ching. ‘“‘One man have pulled my hair-
plait quite enough to-night to please me!
My no wantee too much of a good
thing ! )

Garrin, more amused than angry,
released his comrade, and laughed and
winked his eye ‘at Carton Ross and
Lorna.

“Now, then, Ah Ching,” said Ross,
“tell us just what you were shouting
and firing your revolver at? You
appeared to be nearly crazy with excite.
ment. Did some jaguar make ifs appear-
ance?’ *

Ah Ching shook his head.

“No,” he replied; ‘“but thres men
did, with black faces and big rings stuck
in their ears. They came this side, and
wake me up by pulling my hair-plait.
Then I fire the revolver, by accident,
though, and off they skip. That make
me velly bold, so T let fly after them;
but they wantee no more, and run on
as if an army were ab their heels. That
ie all my can tellee you.”

“ Whe were the men 2 inquired Ross.
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“Natives,”” Ah Ching answered
promptly. My savee that when I saw
them, and they spoke the naftive lingo.
They no belong bandits.”

“ Perhaps not,” said Ross, a look of
serious thought in his eyes; *but they
may be in the service of the bandits. If
so, their finding us here is an extremely
grave matter for us. IHow was it that
you didn't give us warning of their
approach when you heard them?”

Ah Ching looked as uncomfortable and
conscience-stricken as it was possible for
him to, and that was scarcely at all. His
bright, beady eyes twinkled as he stared
at the attentive faces of his comrades.

“My never hear them,” he said.
“They step so light and makee no sound.
Suppose one of them no twitchee my
hair decoration my no savee they were
anywhere near me. What you think of
that, Mista Ross?” y

Carton Ross burst -out laughing.

“] think you're a fraud!” he said.
“VYou didn’t hear them, simply because
you were sound asleep. Then you wake
up, when it’s too late, and make as much
row as a holiday crowd !

Ah Ching raised his shoulders and
spread out his hands with a gesture of
protest.

“That quite true,” he said; “bub T
drove them off, and so saved all our
lives! You mustn’t forget that, Mista
Ross !” :

“We couldn’t forget it, if we wanted
to!” laughed Roddy Garrin. “You
acted the part of a hero, my son,
especially the drowsy part, and we give
you our swarmest thanks. But as those
fellows may take it into their heads to
return, with a crowd of friends accom-
panying them, we ought -to move some-
where else.”

“Without a doubt,” Ross agreed.
“They may be spies of either Dirk
Ralwin or Fenner. We can’t afford to
remain here, and take our chance of
being attacked by  overwhelming
numbers.”

It was resolved, after & brief discussion,
that the best course would be for them
to cross to the opposite side of the ruined
temple, and take shelter there. Should
the native hunters corse back and find
them gone from the corridor, they would
naturally suppose that the fugitives had
plunged into the fastnesses of the forest,
being unable to grasp the fact that
Carton Ross and his friends possessed a
courage capable of calmly facing the
greatest dangers and risks.

Where the fallen walls of the ancient
edifice were piled up in fantastically-
broken mounds of bush-covered masonry
the comrades found the place of refuge
and concealment for which they were
searching. It was more open and
exposed than the passage they had
deserted, but they were well hidden
there from the gaze of anyone who might
approach the spot.

“Ilt do nicely!” said Roddy Garrin.
“ And we sha’n’t miss having a torch
now. the moon’s coming up. In another
twenty minutes it’ll be quite light around
here.”

It was as Garrin  declared, for the
moon was already shining low in ' the
sky, and soon her silvery beams were
flung far and -wide over the forest. In
that great wilderness of Nature evevy-
thing seemed to breathe peace and caln
and beauty. There was no whisper, no
hint of ~cruelty and craft and fierce
lraman passion lurking in the night
shadows.

“How grand and lovely it all is!”
murmured Lorna, her dark eyes gazing
dreamily across the moonlit scenc.
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wonder if we are the fn st white people to
be here??
“1 guess
it’s mighty
Jast.?
Ah Ching held up & “mnuw hand.

“ Hist.!” he whispered.. \prf)st, my
no hear those three fellows aver yonder,
my hear something now. You fisten 12

{nmmdm!elv the rest of the- comrades
were ‘on the alert, At first they heard
no warning - sound, bui after a few
s had eclapsed, all of them were
clectrified by thv voices of two men who

50, said Garrin, “although

unlikely that we shall be the

ere -evidently engaged in a bitter
dispute.
“Fenner and Aylman!” whispered

Roddy Garrin.
about semething
“are !’

‘- The t\m men in question appeared ag
that instant some ten or twelve yards
away. Stepping out from hohmd the
sur mundmg trees and bushes into a small
open space that was bright with moen-
licht, they paused ‘and glared at each
other -with flushed;, angry faces that
plainly told of: the ferment of emotion
working in their minds.

The eemradcs, burning with -mldon}y-
'Lwa,lu‘ned (uuc~1ty and excitement,
leaned forward to watch and listen until
their four heads almest touched one
another.

“You He when you tell me that Ross

“They're
or other,

quarrelling
Here they

has got clear away,” Aylman said
fiercely, “and you know it. Your men

eaptured him and his friends and took
them off, acting on your seeret instruc-
tions. But P'm not to be fooled, my
designing, ploiting  friend, - without
making you pay doally for it1®

Hu\ton Fenner’s lips p"utxd in a de-
risively-mocking smile.

“Yon talk without sense or reason,”
he answered. “For me to act as you
suggest would be clumsy work, unworthy
of any intelligent person. Do’ you really
believe that I should, even if I had the
chance to, send Carton Ross away on a
long jowrney through a trackless forest,
in charge of three. savage natives, who
would, as likely as not, kil him and his
companions the monmient they were out of
my. sight 77

Roddv Garrin nudged- Ross’s elbow,

“Hallo!” he whispered. ‘“Those are
the three chaps Ah Ching told us
about 1

$Then where are the men ?” inquired
Aylman excitedly. They’re not to bs
found anywhere. But you know where
they are, thief and liar!”

The smile vanished from Fenner’ s face,

His eyes flashing like lightning, he raised.

his clenched fist and struck the other full
in the face. The heavy force of the blow
sent Ayton Aylman xce]mg backward
into the bushes, where, losing his balance,
he fell with a crash amongsf the foliage.
““That will teach you,” said. Fenner,
“not to call me a thief and liar again }”
Picking himself up, and with_blood
trickling from .his cut lips, Aylman ran’

to Fenner, and stared at the other with:

& look of fiendishly malignant hate and
fary.

“p .\ll you a thief and a lar now !’ he
cried.  **That is what you are and alw ays
have been, Huxton Fenner !”?

Fenner instrmtly \\‘hippod a revolver

from his belt, just a moment sooner than |

his antagonist did the same thing, and
had the other prfomptly covered by the
deadly weapon. . -

e mufd shoot yeu dead mnow,” he
said, ‘“and be justified in doing so. But
you shall have your chancge. @top back
twenty paces, zmtl Keep your revolver
lowered unt you’ve cover cd the distance.
Then we both fire at the same moment.”

Keeping his venom-filled eyes fixed
steadily on the other, Ayton Aylman re-
treated to the LL“CZUICC indicated. Then
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ihe paused, But even as he and Fenner

raised their revolvers to-fire, three men
came racing to the spot, *lmut.i.ng and
throwing up their arms.

“Jerusalem !” - mmrmured Roddy

t Garrin. “It's Ah Ching's -dusky
chums !

Both Fenner and Aylman, lowering

their weapons, turned to the new-comers,
L who chattered- volubly in their own
tongue for several moments. © Surprize
L and relief were expressed in the faces of

the two outlaws as they listened to the
men.

Driven away for the time being was
their mmutual hate and suspicion of one
another.  Greed and avarice had once
more usurped all other emotions in their
minds and hearts.

“The beggars are tf\llmw them where
we arve,”” said Garrin, as the natives
pointed tox\mda the walls of the ancient
corridor.  “*They’ll go there and look for
us.  Well, good luck to 'em! They'll be
on a false scent this time |

H1u13mﬂ across the temple enclosure,
Fenner and Aylman, with their brown-
skinned associates running ahead of
them, darted eagerly into the dark pas-
sage where the comrades had sheltered
not long before. ' Their search proving
fruitless, -they speedily emerged into the
open. A whistle was blown repeatedly
by Huxton Fenner, and, in response to
its urgent summons, ‘a crowd of his
bandit followers, mounted and on foot,
quickly arrived on the scene.

“They’ve been close by all the time,”
whispered Roddy Garrin. “We've ¢ been.
in luck to avoid them. Tt's a qu(3'=t10n
how much- longer, thon'rh that luck’s
going to held out, for “e re in the very
dickens of a tight fix 1?

The commdos, hcmmod in as they were
on every si had perforce to remain
where they wem. To attempt to regain
the shelter of the forest would be to run
straight into the arms of their foes, who
were spreading out in all dnnctxons fook-
ing for them,

It was a trying ordeal to :tay inactive
and wateh the gradual closing in of their
foes upon them. Rvidently - Huxton
Fenner was confident that the fugitives
were still within the precincts of the old
temple, for his men, acting on his orders,
formed a complete ring round the place.

Every spot that had “the appearance of
beinga ‘possible hiding corner was sub-
_}ected to & vigilant inspection. Nearer
and nearer the outlaws drew towards the
' mound of ‘stones amongst which Carton
Ross and his friends were ‘hidden.

“““Put that down-" whispered Ross, as
Ah Ching restlessly fingered his 1ovolwel
“Tt will be of no use-to us now !

The outlaws eame on. Soon a htt]e
party of them were on the outskirts of
the mound. The comradés could hear
the men’s hard breathing, and plainly
see their bright eyes, and cruel, merciless
faces.

“They'll be on us in another mmut(-
mufmured Carton  Ross to FLorna.
“Keep calm. Be brave; as you always
are, and trust me to bring you srtfely out
of this danger.”

The girl smiled up into the cyes of her
faithful comrade.

“With you and ‘rhe others near me,’
she answered, ‘I fear nothing.”

A stone. pushed aside by the united
efforts of threc men, crashed down into
the grass. . The hiding-place of the
’1efuoees was revealed. A shadow flitted
across thé opening made by the dlsplace—
ment of the masonry, and a man’s
and face appeared in sight.

Then, as hope died in the hearts of the

vifle-fire broke out.  Fierce eries of
amazement, rage, and anguish filled -the
air. The out"nw fell back, running to
L and fro“in wild confuqon, or springing

| for

head |

comrades, a sudden spluttering volley of |
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on the backs of their hiorses and riding
off at a furious ga])up

“Dirk’ Ralwin!” said Roddy Garrin
excitedly. “He and his men have come
up and taken the other fellows by sur-
prise! What a joke! Look at them!”

It was true. The famons chief of the
ouflaws had stolen a surprise march on
those wha had acted so treacherously by
him, and was exacting a dire and- d(‘(u]ly
vengeance. Himself on horseback at the
head of his followers, he galloped to and
fro, firing his revolver again and again,
and shouting ont orders in a loud, stern
voice that 1 high above the tumul-
tuous uproar of the shnwgit‘

The (ommdos, thrilling with mlvlgu d
emotion, wa ‘ehed the strife until it ended
as suddenly as it had commenced by the
disappearance of both vanquished and
victors. The sounds of the engagement
still continued, near and far, but th‘)w’
taking part in it were obscured from
view by the forest trees and jungle,
amongst which thpy had retreated, with-
out a thought of Carton Ross, the prize
for. which they had all so ﬁcuely coil-
tended, who was so near to thent,

"‘To the river!” said Ross at last.
“While our foes fight amongst them-

selves we will give them the slip. *The
best of luck to us!”
{There will be another grand mstal-

ment of this exciting story in next

Wednesday's issue of THE GEM
LIBRARY. Order your copy in
advance.)

NOTICES.

Correspondence, Ete., Wanted.

Arthur Bagnall, 25, Alexandra Read,
Burton-on- hcnt will serd a copy of lus
hectographed monthly magazine on
receipt of 13d. in stamps. g

More members required for Corre-
spondence _Club—either sex. Agents
wanted.  Stamped and addleceed o=
velope, please- he “Gem ” =~ and
“Magnet 7 Correspondence Club, 8,
Oakwell Terrace, Grove Hill, Middles:
boro’.

Wanted contributors and subscribers
amateur magazine.  Stamped and
addressed envelope, please.—C. Butter-
with, 42, Lorne Street, Fairfield, Liver-
pool.

J. MecInnes, care of New Zealand In-
surance Company, Limited, Box 19, P.O.,
Lismore, N.S.W., "Australia —With readers
in England. ;

F. C. Bint, care of Mr. S. C. McDonald,
Avondale, Warwick, Queensland, Aus‘
tralia—With readers from 15-18. :

Faekx Numkers, Etc:, Wanted.

By H. Taylor, ‘Dover House, Ross-
more Road, Upper Parkstone, Dorset—
“Gem,” Nos. 1-40. - Double price
offered ﬁl:t twenty. Please write
first. E

15 ST Y 2 Jdd{som Hamptom Ton-
bridge—** Hero of the Hour,” “Ca tivn 2
D’Arey,” “The ngs Lu on,
“Talbot’s Triwmph,” and “Saving

Talbot.”

By Norman Dick, 48, Glantzme Sheot
Antrim Road, Bolfast—“(xem Nos.
444-449 inclusive.

By E. Gooch, 37, Carlyle .Avénue,
H‘nlosden, N.W. “Gem ” and
“Magnet Nos. 1-200.

David Macfarlane, 26, Albmt
%tmot Dundee—* Foes of the Fourth,’

“Rigging Folly,” *The  Race to the
Tuckshop,” “Billy Bunter’s P.0.”

By . E. Bates, Waldorf Apartment,
1.253-1,255, ng Street ‘West, Toronto,

‘Canarh—Numbu» of * Gern1 ” before 240,

By L. Burton, 87, Kast Dulvm’h Grove,
Dulwich, 2.E. o “Gem ” No. 325.

a
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BOB CHERRY--HERO!

A Splendid Little Complete Tale of the Greyfriars Chums.
BY OUR SPECIAL CO’RRESPO_NDENT.

: ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
H busily engaged in Study No. 1
in the preparation of the next
issue of the “Greyfriars Herald.”

The silence was only broken by the
scratching of pens, with sundry mutter-

_ ings from Bob Cherry, who was engaged
on writiny a poem. :

Suddenly the door was thrust open, and
Horace.Coker of the Fifth stalked into
the study:

Five pens ceased their scratching, and
the owners looked up inquiringly.

“ My hat; it’s Coker !”

The juniors seized the nearest weapons
at hand. Bob Cherry caught hold of the
poker in a businesslike manner, Frank
Nugent grabbed a cushion, whilst Harry
Wharton picked up the inkpot.

“Hello, you kids!” said Horace Coker
condescendingly.

The five juniors glared at the mighty
Horace. But glarés never affected Coker.
“I've been thinking " he began.

$Go ' hon IV~ 3

“That what your little
first-class editor—someone like me, f'rin-
stance, who can write. I have come to
make you an offer, Wharton. Mind, you
needn’t thank me! I like to help you
fags occasionally,” said Coker loftily. “1
am willing to take over the editorship
of your little paper for, say, about three
months, just to show how a paper should
be run. What do you say to the offer 7”

“Rats!” ; : ; .

“Now, look here. you cheeky fags %,

Harry Wharton breathed hard through
his nose, and his chums looked grim. At
a sign_from their leader they sprang to
their feet, and, before the ~astonished
Coker could grasp the situation, he was
fairly thrown out of the study, landing
with a bump that shook- the -corridor.

He_ sat up, with a gasp. Then, with
a roar like a bull, he charged at the five,
only 6 be whirled out again. And this
time he landed with a bump even louder
than the first. .

“Y-you cheeky
pulverise you !”

“Look out, you ass, here’s Prout !”

Mr. Prout, the Fifth Form-master,
came along the passage, and Horace

=17l

rotters !

Cokeér . beat a hasty retreat, muttering.

threats of vengeance on the heads of the
devoted Co. ; i Y

Harry Wharton and his chums .sat
down to their work, but not for long,

There came a.tap 'at the door, and
Alpnzo Todd, the Duffer of the Remove,
entered the study, with ‘a bundle of
manusepipt under his arm.

“My. dear. Wharton,” "he began,. <1
have " just finished my article on the

urgent need of trousers and toasting-
forks for the Gooby-Booby Islanders, and
I hope to be able to raise quite a large
subscription by my appeal, which 1 am

sure you will publish ‘with pleasure in ]

your excellent. paper. et me read you
a little that you may judge its quality.
It is, I think. about thirty thousand
words long, but I can easily make it
ionger, if you like.”
“Hold me up, somecne!” gasped
N - »

rag wants is a |

t kinder guess and

Harry Wharton.
thousand words! Is that all, Lonzy 7"

Alonzo beamed, and commenced to
unroll the huge bundle ‘of manuscript
under his arm.

Once ‘Alonzo got going there would be
no stopping him. The Co. were not
inelinéd to. listen to Alonzo for about
four hours. They promptly propelled
him by his ears into the passage, and sat
him gently down upon the floor. His
valuable manuscript went scattering in
all directions, and the Duffer spent quite
half an hour in collecting and putting
together his precious article, after which
he sought consolation in a volume. of
Professor Potty’s works on philauthropy.

Harry -Wharton & Co., with grim faces,
once more resumed their labours, and
were left undisturbed for nearly ten
minutes. ~- Then = there entered Tisher
Tarleton Fish, the Yankee junior.

He advanced cautiously into the study.
Fishy had been there before !

—fBuzz off |”

“T guess——"
=5 Seat )t :

But -Fishy. was not-to be put off that
way. - He advanced still further into the
roomi. s -

“Lo_ok hyer, you slabsided jays, what
your little paper wants. is hustling! I
~calculate that you're
too slow .over-in’ this sleepy-headed little
island-of yours. I guess s

He broke off abruptly as a ecushion.
hTurlcd “with unerring “aim by Frank
Nugent,” smote him fairly in the face.

“Ow! " You silly mugwumps !”’  he
gasped. .

“Only thir—thirty

Would You Like to Possess
the Original Sketch of
That Splendid

PRESENTATION PLATE

Entitled :

“THE CHUMS OF -
GREYFRIARS!”

Framed in Excellent Style ?

ANANNANANANNS
See Nexi Friday's Issue
of

e

THE
PENNY
POPULAR

For Fall Particulars of Ycur
Editor’s Amazing Offer.

Saasis

_.Our

The Fighting Editor rose to his feet.
Then his feet arose—one at a time, of -
course—and he dribbled-the irate Fishy
out of the study. The Yankee junior
departed in haste and pain. 2

“T'm fed-up with these constant inter-
ruptions !” said Harry Wharton.

““Same here !” agreed the others.

“We shall have to think of an idea to
stop them. What price a booby-trap?”

“Jolly: good wheeze, my son!? said
Bob:Cherry heartily. “The very thing !’

And the five juniors set to work on the
device. g 5

In less than ten. minutes a first-class
booby-trap had been made, and the five
surveyed the horrible mixture with
admiration.

“What about some more scot, Harry,
old man,” asked Frank Nugent, “and
another jar of ink ?”

“Sling it in, old scout!”

The soot and the ink were added, and
the trap was then carefully adjusted over
the door.’ 2
friends proceeded with their
work, and were actually unmolested for
about an hour, during which time they
almost. forgot about. the booby-trap.

Footsteps sounded in the passage.
They: stopped outside the juniors’ door.
This time the Famous Five were really
looking forward to their visitor with
pleasure. ! 2 : 5

“Why, bless my soul, what are you
listening at that keyhole for, Bunter?’
came a voice which seemed unmistakably
Mr. Quelch’s. : . -

¢ I—I—I—sir—-"" :

“Great * Scott!” - murmured = Bob
Chc(l)rry. “*Supposing Quelchy comes in,
an -

Bob did not finish the sentence. He
did a noble deed.” Like the ‘famous
Roman of old, who leaped into the gulf
to save Rome, Bob sacrificed himself for
the salvation of his chums. At all costs,
My, Quelch must not get that booby-
trap!" So Bob rushed at the door;
grabbed it open, and took it.

The beastly mess swished down. Bob
howled ; someone cackled “ He, he, he !”
And Mr. Quelch was not there, after all,
It was Bunter-—the unspeakable Bunter !
He had imitated Mr. Quelch’s voice;
he  had even “taken away his own
character ” to aid the ruse, and he had
succeeded. But not for long did he
chortle over his success. Bob went for
him like an enraged lion. BT

Bob spent the rest of the evening get-
ting clean. Bunter had not only to get
clean-——though he did not mind so much
aboui being clean as Bob Cherry did-—-
but also to caress, rub, anoint, foment,
and groan over a choice assortment of
bruises and bumps. : 5

All of us laughed when we heard about
it. No one laughed more than Wharton
and Nugent, Johnny Bull and Inky. And
vet, when you come to think about it,
Bob did not deserve to be chipped by
them.

Bob Cherry was a hero; only he was
such a jolly sticky hero that he didn’t get
proper credit from anyone.

THE END.
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