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CHAPTER 1. wvay from St. Jim's and from the chance |  Gordon Gay & Co. were drawing very

A Hol Chase. of aid. . . close now. They sighted the junior on

R v “Blake's on the or this afterr the bank. . .

31« them Mt growled | #aid Mann “Gussy and Herries “Hallo! There's a St, Jin's rotter
J “ ST Eewie big are with him.  We may come across | growled Frank Monk. ‘“ e ghall have
- gt | Them somewhere. £i7 a crowd of them here soon

T {\I"?_‘E" ibie ”’]J!nm- nf‘:"\‘ hey're gaining ! panted Lowther, That's  Cardew,” said  Gay—*the

¢ umro‘-’] ‘-‘m.'u T P iy Gordon Gay’s grinning face was quite chap who's in (ou—mn Sacked from
rers gl e close behind” them now.  The Gram- | his last school for thefl, so they say.
,t“wm‘ ;(h;!hulula\ mavian steersman waved his hand again | Nice specimen! Blessed if we'd stand

at St .
by pulling up
W frugal war

had spent it agreeabl
: river, and having tea
a~at the Feathers Tn
Now they were returr
i contented mood the current
Kiff down o Jim's, But
» came o'er the epirit of their
dream,” to use the words of the poet, as
A _big boat pulled round a bend 1 front
of them, directly hetween them and the
~chaol.
e big boat w;
Fhere were e
aud they sighted llu-_-
the same moment,
Gardon Gay, who wae stecring, waved
one hand to them, with a grin.
v frowned.
rival juniors seldom met without a
ragging, and the Terri » did not
¥ mmarians wonuld

, in a-cheery

< fn'l of l’, A,

ans
qu s fellows A'L

Gordon (;«n wa
. Jim's skiff,
I('Kdt{‘il
vou chape !
i \l.muvh
And we can’t lick them-
seven-—cight of the rotrers !
"W (wl v doesn’t look a pire
grinned  Mont;
ihere were only
have to hook it !
ood up m the hoat,
Jim's bounzln Tg1
it coke 17
ud surrender !

Tom Merry.

-three  to
'
Vising pro
Lowiher,
gix——-""

skiff was already sweep-
Gorden Gay rapped out an
crew, and they pulled harder.

a Lowther bent to their
the skiff shot away np-sireain

_ Tom Merry
g round.

a change from the leisurely drift

vard, but there was no choice
abeut the matter. The only ernative
to proempt retreat was falling imo the
hands of the enemy. Manners at the
while his chums pulled, T hu skiff
Iy through the shining water.
Fyou bc,.gah!" chuckled
G ‘They won't keep this up
We'll collar them, and land them
Jim's tied up together like
. and take their hoat home as a
war. They can come and beg
 want it-—whar

The Te nb ]
oo,
But six oars are long odds against two,
Mard as Tom Merry and  Lowther
pulled,  the amimarian  Boat
steadily gaining,
The ‘worst of it was thai the Terrible
Three were pulling farther and further

Three were pulling away,

cheerily.

Beter chuck it 17 he shouted. “You
Jim's (hnp& can’t row, you know.’'
The St. Jim’s juniors did not trouble

to reply. They wanted all their breath
for pulling. "
Manners drew on the Jines.

he island’s just ahead.
The boat neaved the |
t into the ch
skiff rose the thicl

in the centre
lanuers scauncd it
possible that Blake
where near, and
have been  welcome at
moment. But there was no sign of the
chums of Study No. 6.

Mz eoid towards ihe bank,
exclamarion as he spotred
cap ¢n ithe wowing-path,

There's a n’s chap!
: exclaimed My It's Cardew
of the Fourth! Blow him!”

Manners’ face fell.

It it had been any other Tellow. the
Terrible Three would have ealled to him
to cut off and bring the Saints to the
rescue,

Bur Cardew of the Fourth was the out-
cast of the school. He was under sen-
tence of Coventry, and for good reason.

The Terrible Three were aceustomed 1o
s him in the quadraugle and the pas

Manners
On the left
. wooded isla
of the

were somo-
would
that  critical

Co.
reinfareements

St

ailc

Jim’s

sages with stouy, unseeng eve And
they conld not very well call him
id in the prescut \lm‘lj’fr‘ﬂ.\_ It

would have been a litde tao thick to eut

a fellow in the quad, and speak to him

when iheir own interests demanded-it.

Rotten luck I growled Tom Morrs

4 muhiut it have been Talb
B

Liff glided an.

Cardew. along the ifowing-
mm swith his h n Lis pockets, had
sighted the l}l’lﬁﬂ

He halted, and stood Iwng altern-

ately at the skiff and the
boat in pursuit.
There was a mocking,
upon his handsomic face,
Perhaps he was “nmivum: whether
the Terrible Three would forget 1he rule
of Coventry, and eall to him
le was soon satisfied on
The Shell fellows took 1o not
the skiff fled by.
Cardew l‘\:n{hwd softl
have been very nseful. * Tt needed anly a
word at the 8t. Jim's boathouse to bring
any number of S8aints to the rescue, 5
Cardew did not move. Tf his aid was
wanted, it could be asked for. If it was
not asked for, there s no reason why
he should render it. That was how the
outcast of the Fowrth looked at the
matter:

Grammarian

cynical swmile

1t point.
of him us

His aid waonld

suck a rotter at the Grammar Scheol !
Hp docsn’t mean to chip in, either,

Tow far are those bownders now
asked Wootton major, gasping over his

oa
- We <hall

have them before they're

past the island!  Pull away replied
34y,

The Grammarians were coming up

hand over

at his oar,

closer,
“Steer round the island,

hand. Tom Merry, tugging
watched them as they drew

Manners ™

he panted. “Better run on the istand
than let them collar us! We got
round and start for St Jim's!"

“ Right-ho 17

The boat c[u«rmi the shore of the
island. But Tom’s faint hope of getting
round, and making a fresh start for St
Jim’s, was doomed {o disappointment. .
There was a erash as the nose of the
Grammarians' boat bumped on Manners
rudder,

“Gat 'em ! grinned Gordon Gay.

But the l‘,ramxmnaus had net q

“got ‘em " yot! The St, Jim's =

swervad towards the ssland shore, and
ran into the thick reeds and rushes, and
bumped.  The Terrible Three jumped

breathlessly ashore. A minute later the
Grammar School boat bumped into the
rushes, and Gordon CGay & Co streamed
on shove after them,

The Terrible

. H
0
info the thick weod that eovered

and from shore to shore
er\ ]1 to abandon the sk
uo cheico about that,

Out of the frying-pan into the merry

CHAPTER 2.
Stranded !
QOK  it!"  gaid
laconically.

Tam

Merey

There

asped Monty Lowther, * They'il
take our boa
they won't cat it, said Tom

“ Wo shall it bac
~ But hm\ shall we get off the §
fathead®”
““Blake's up river somewhera,
watch for his boat coming home,
f.‘ we keep away

and,

We can
and get
from  these

Scouts, 1he Terrible
the Grammarians

as Bay
hoped to doc

in the thick woods.
But Gordon Gay & Co. had also had
plenty of experience in scouteraft, and

the task of dodging them w
to bo easy.

The shouts of the memarnrﬁ were
heard on all sides, as they spread through
the thickets in search of the three.

The two boate Jay unheeded on the
shore, in the rushes.

as not likely

In 'the thick wood the Terrible Thrao
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swung themselves into the branches of
a big beech, half-hidden by the foliage.

From a high branch Tom Merry
scanned the siver over tho trees.

There was no sign of Blake & Co.’s
boat on the upper reaches yot. But from
the tree-top he spotted the two boats that
lay idle in the rushes of the island.

The Grammarians tere scattered
mmong the ‘trecs, searching for them, and
calling to ono another.

%My hat!” muttered Tom. '‘There’s
a chance, vou chaps! They've left
boat, and they're all in the wood.
could make a break for the boats—"

o 'l epot va.”
“Well, there's a chance. It would be
a lark to get off and take their boat, and
Jeave them stranded!”

“Ha, ha! Let's try, anyway!”

“They won't be long running us down
at this rate,” said Manners. * We may as
well chance it.”

Tho juniors slid rapidly down the tree.

With great caution, and making
scarcely a sound, they wound their way
through the trecs and thickets towards
the spot where the boats had been left.

But as they reached the edge of the
wood, and came ous into the open, there
was a yell.

“hero they are!”

“Ran for it!” shouted Tom.

The Terrible Three dashed towards the
shove. But three or four Grammarians
burst from the trees, fairly upon them.
Tom Merry and Lowther forged ahead,
but there was a howl from Manners as
he went down in the grass, with Wootton
jor clinging to him.

is comrades turned back at onee.

Wootton was seized and dragged off
Manners, but at the same moment
Gordon Gay and Frank Monk chipped in,
and Lane and Carboy came up in another
minute.

A terrific etruggle went on for a
minute or twa.

The Terrible Three were surrounded,
and the-odds were heavy, and the rest
of the Crammarians were goming up.
But they put up a stout fight.

The combat ended at last, with Tom
Merry & Co. on their backs in the graes,
and the Grammarians sitting on them.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Gordon Gay,
as he dabbed his nose with his handker-
chief, which came away very red. “You
rolsera havo given us a lot of trouble
afternoon.”
roogh! Gerrup!”

“8it on ‘em!” said Gay. “Keep 'em
down till we got our wind back! Better
rrive up wriggling, you worms! Yow're
hooked ! ‘

And the Grammarians grinned down
iriumphantly at the ceptured juniors.

“Well, it's a fair catoh!” said Merry,
breathlessly,  “ Bhift a bit off
Carboy, old scout ; you're rather

laughing
my neck,

bony

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Carboy grinned; and shifted a little,
atill keeping the captain of the Shell
firmly pinned down, however

“What a merry meetin; smiled
Gordon Gar, * You've damaged my nose
a bit, Tommy ; bui, never mind, it's all
in the game! Do you mind if we borrow
your boat and take it home with us?”

“ Ha, ha, ha!

“Do you mind if we keep it till you
come and beg for it?"”

“Tla, ha, ha!” roared tho Gram-
marians. .

“Do you mind if we tie you up like
turkeys, and hang your boots round your
necks, and crayon. your noses red, and
land you on the St. Jim’s raft like that?”
went on Gordon Gay politely.

‘The Terrible Three did not reply.

They  were in  the hands of

the

Philistines, and they had to face the music |

as cheerfully as they could.
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“Bring 'em slong to the boats!" said] .They did not likg Ralph Cardew, and

Gordon Gay “We'll take their skiff
in tow. We can fix them up while we're
rowing back I”’ ¢

The Terrible Three exchanged a hopé-
less fook. They were fairly in for it, and
it was no use objecting.

The victore dragged them to their feet,
each with their arms firmly held

Gordon Gay led the way down to the

island shore.
::tnpped.

Suddenly he
“Great pip!”
“My hat!” yelled Lowther.
boats are gone! Ha, ha, ha!”
The Grammarians stared blankly before
them.
The Grammarians’ boat and Tom
Merry’'s skiff had been left in the rushes,
just where they had bumped on shore.

“The

were not on speaking ‘terms with. him,

But it was distinctly gratifying to see

the.Grammarians dished and stranded by -
g

a St. Jim'a fellow. Cardew was a 3f.
Jim fellow, after all, and it was ona
up for the old school,

Looks like a sell for you, Gay, old
scout!” chortled Monty Lowther. * We're
all stranded together! Hurrah!”

“How are you chaps going to
home?"? inquired Tom Merry politel
“We're oxpecting Blake nlong later; bui
I don’t think he'll give you a lift.”

“Oh, ehut up!” grunied Gordon Cay
croeely.

The Grammarians, victorious as they
might be, were certainly in a fix. They

were stranded on the isknd, with no
means of getiing off it.

I Racke and Co. and ths Grammarians.
(See Chapter 4.)

Now they were far out in the river.

The big boat was towing behind the
ekiff, and in the &kiff sat a fellow wearing
nothing but his shirt and tronsers, gleam-
ing with wet. Evidently he had swum
across,

“Cardow !” yelled Manners,

“Cardew !” repeated Tom
wonder.

“The rotter! He's bagged
shricked Gordon Gay.

Carelesa of their prisoners mnow, the
Grammarians rushed down to the water’s

Morry, in

our boat!"”

, was keeping its
head against the with the big
boat in tow, nearly twenty yards from
§.l’.\c island. Gordon Gay shook his fist at
Vm.

“ Briog that boat back!” he roared.

Cardew grinned.

“The nwiul rotter!” pgasped Monk.
“ o must havo ewum off to the island.

e .
Cardew, in the

Must be a jolly good swimmer, that
chap!” =
# And bagged our boat, while we were

fooling after these rotters in the wood!™
growled Wootton major. “ What a sell |
The Terrible Three grinned.

The best ewimmers in the party might
have swum off, but there was at least half
the band who were not equal to such a
swim. It was clear that Cardew was a
first-class ewimmer. He had ewum to
the island o capture ihe boats, and he
had not had very much time to do it in.

“Bring that boat back!” eghouted
Mon

Cardew laughed.

“Will you have it now?” he asked.
“ Yes, you rotter!”

“0f when you can get it?” continued
Cardew,
‘Oh, you worm!”

e you going to bring that boak
roared Gay,

Not this evenin’,” smiled Cardew.
“Bome other evenin’!” S
“The rotter’s only japing wus!™

growled Wootton minor. ¥
get that boat back somchow !
“Can’t swim to it!"” growled his
major. “ Whistle for it !”
“Well, what are we goi
“You're not going io
yow're going to bhe done
Tue Geu LisraRy,—

"ve got to

to do?”

o anything—
" “Ghortled
o, 488,
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Monty Lowther. “This is where the
bmmmn.r Sehoal gets left il

Gorden Gay gave a snorb.

“ Look hﬂre we’ll make it pax,” he
said reluctantly. *We've got yau, and
your, pa.l there ia! got us. We'll malke it
pax.”

“He's not our pal,” said Tom Merry.

“Well, he’s 8t, Jun's, so 1 suppose
he'll give you a lift. Tell him it's pax,
and he’s to bring the bnaiu back.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

Cardew, across the infervening ex-
panse of water, safe out of reach, re-
garded the Terrible Three with a mock-
ing smile.

He was in Coventry ; but if the chums
of the Shell wanted to geb off the island
they had to speak to

Tom Merry & Co. uz.hangcd doubiful

glances.
“(Clan’t he done!” muttered Lowther,
“1f we ask him to help us now, we can 't
in commeon decency eut him at the school
afterwards. Let him rip !

And Tom Merry and Manners nodded
assent.

“ Well, why don't yon yell to
hchme& Gay impatiensly. “I mﬂ 5(1\\
e oo b M ad,

‘om er&s ook his

“"lhn w's in Coventry ab SL
Inm‘a’ “We can’t speak to
m.

“0Oh, ret!™

"WET! that's how it is. He's bmrred,
and we're not guing to ask any fevesss

of the fellow
He's off |7 said Wookion
major.

Cardew was pulling with two oars now.
The skiff glided farther away, the boat
rm.kmg m s wake.

ome Bagk P reared Gay.

“1]! eome back if Merry asks me,”
drawled €ardew. “I'm only waitin® to
be_aske.™

Tom Merry set his lips hard.

Cardew looked at him, and shrugged
his shoulders. It was evident that the
captain of the Shell dAd non intend
speak. The n.ndy uf Fourth
him no He bent to his
oars, and the M gi\de& away round the
island, with the euptured bhoat r
behind. The intervening trees soon hid
Cardew from the sight of the stranded
schoolbays,

CHAPTER 3.
Stedy No. 6 o the Heseue.

& FLL. T'm blowed !” said Gay.
\N,‘ Eleven fellows looked at
one another grimly.
8t. Jim's fellows and
Grnmmanans alike, they were stranded
on the island, a good distance from home,
with the sun already setting.

If Blake’s: hoat was up the river, and
came by on Hs return, there was rescuc.
¥ not——

Gordon Gay glanced at the wide sheet
of water separating the island frem the
mainland, glimmering in the red sunset,

“What about swimming it?” he said.

“1 can't swim it,” said Tad!m

“T don’t think I could, eit iel.',” said
Wootton minor.

“Nor I'!” remarked Lane.

#Somebody will have to swim off,
and bring a boat from somewhere,” said
Wootten major doubtfully.

“My hat! Wa shall be hours late for
Ior.hugnp, at that rate!” said Gordon
€ay. “It means n row at the school 1

“8ame for us!” said Tom Merry.

«“What the dickens are you on ragging
terms with one of your own, chaps for *”
zaid Gay c© y.  “Nathi n;l: of that
kmdoge the Grn.mmar Schoal.”

- rats
What was to be done mm a big ques-
Tng Gem Liprary.—No, 488,
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tion. Some of the fellows eould have
swum to the bank, and tramped away to
fotch a boat. But that meant hours, at
least. 'The stranded party cculd not have
been fetched off befare dark. But it was
the only resource, therwise the
“lranded juniars had the pleasant pro-

spect spending the might on the
island,

But suddenly there was a joyful
chirrup from Lowther.

“Hurrah! There's Blake & Co.I”
l“?h good egg!” exclaimed Gay, in
relic

From the upper reaches of the river a
boat came in sight, pulled vapidly by
four cars. There were six juniors in the
boat—DBlake and Herries and Digby and
I Avey of Study No. 6, and Levison and
Clive of the Fourth. Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy was steering, his eyeglass gleam-
ing m his eye. Lewvison and > were
Cardew’s stndy-mates, but evidently they

had been giving their former eomrade a

. wide berth that afternoon.

The juniers on the island raised their
veices tagether, and yelled, as the beat
came

Arithar Auqusnuhs gleaming meemoele
turned aper them.

“ Bai Jove !” he ejaculated. “There's
Tom Mewwy !
“And & Grammarian gang,”™ said

Eevison, wio was seated beside D'Arey,
while the rest of the crew were rawing.
“Come and take us off [ reared Tom
\&ﬂ"f waving his arma,
Fhis way, Gussy!™

Blake rested on his ear, and looked
rownd.

“Stranded 17 ho said.  * What game
do they call that? Take “ems off, the
asses! We cuuid.u + crowd half thet gang
autn this baak !

“ Wathal net b
Eknn for them, Gussy, and wo'lk tell

'I'Ln boat drew nearer LEBI jsland.
Arther Angwstus stood up, and hifted hia
se:-' Bak pelively to the anxions erowd

be shore.
“ Hallo, deah boys! How did you get
stwanded there ?"
“Never mimi that! Take us off I
said Manner:
“Eathaud"’ said B!Jke “We might
make room for two or three. We've got

a full erew already.
“Better leave  the
there,” suggested Herries.

“These hounders aren’t coming off
without us!” said Gorden Gay grimly.

“You'll take the lot, or nonel”. -

“They can’t take the lot,” said Tom.
“We're not sardines. They'd beiter
ferry you across to the bank, and come
back for us.”

Gordon Gay nodded,

“l suppose that’s the onl
L Bako, Fou ass, Wi

Grammarians

way,”
you Ierrv

across
““No larks ?” said Blake cautiously.

“No, fathead!”

~Jt's pax—honour bright 7™

“Haonour bright I said all the Gram-
marians together.

“Right-ho! Pull in, you fellows.””

The boat glided into the rushes.
Blake’s crew came ashore, and the some-
what erestfallen Grammarians embarked.
Blake and D’ Arcy remained in the boat,
gwmg the Grammarians about room te
cram in.

Gordon Gay & Co. did the rawing, and
the boat quickly travcrsed ﬁ&.e channel,
and reached the tmunf

eah buy: l" said

“Heah you are,
Arthur Augustus.
The Grammarians landed, Thﬂi Rad

a long walk before them to rewch

buf.!. ey were glad encugh te get off the

island. :
“Thanks !" said Gordon Gay. “Tell

LIBRARY. *go

Cardew we'll come for our beat to<
Morrew, and wrmg his cheeky neck while
we're shout it !®

“Bai Jove! Has Cardew got your
boat 7 ejaculated D'Arcy.

“Yes, bless him! Ta-tal”

The Grammarians tramped away dewn
the towing-path, and Blake and D'Arcy

pulled back to the island. The waiting
&t, Jim’s juniors stepped in. ‘The boat
was pretty full, with the Terrible Three

added to the urrmnsl crew of six. They
pulled down the viver.

“How on earth did you fellows get
into that fix with the Grammarians?”
asked Levison ecuriously.

The 'Terrible Three explained, amid
chuckles from the Fourth-Formers.
“ Lucky for you we came along,”
Clive. It was a_bii thick,
Cardew leaving you stranded there.

g{ht have had to stay there all mi

re say he never thaught of that.”

“A lot he cared, if he did!” growled
\dmmnn

“Well, he offered to take us off, if
we'd ask him,” said Tom Merry. “We
couldn’t ask, as ho s in Coventry.”

“Wathah not 1*

said
though,
Yau

“And the «.}mekv haggurﬁ taken the
Grammarian_ boat off I exclaimed Jack
Blake,

“Yes—and ours!¥

“My hat! 'Iha.!’a a enmc-down for the

a ne ! Blake “They'l
and aek sweetly for their .

boat. T}my wun’t. like it.”

“They were going to make us do it,”

erinned Monty cowther, **It'a sauco for

the gander, by Jove!”

“ The mewwy tablea are turned on the
boundahs, and all lhnougﬁ Cardew !
said Arthur Aungustus.  “‘That chap
weally hes a lot of push and go in him,
you know. It is wathah a pity he is puch
a wank outzidah. He has got the bettah
of the Gwammawians, deah boya, when
yon have been kcked to tha wide.”

“Oh, rats!” said the Terrible Three
together.

Arthur Augustus smiled, and said no
more. here waa no need to rub ib in.
Butf it wae right enough. The Terrible
Three had met with a defeat at the
handa of their old foes, and the tables
had been turned by Cardew, the outeast
of the echeol.

Clive and Levison looked very thought-
ful as the bout glided homeward.

They had been the last to stand b the .
outcast junior—he had beem their chum.
But they, too, had broken with hlm ab

The suspieion that Cardew

expelled from his last school for
tlmhw which he conld not or would not
disprov. d turned achool againet
him; but his chume had held true, till
even their loyalty had been put te ‘too
govere 3 strain. There wae a limit, and
Ralph Reckness Cardew had passed the
Tmit.

Yet their feeling was ]

dew, with all his hnt&—uui they

have to come

they felt the bre:
ship, He had been Teft on_his own that
afternoon. Even o & Co., the black
sheep, had refused to luvo anything to
do with him.

Tt was & bluw to Cardew’a pride to
find hi cut evex by cko  a
Crooke and Mellish. But i had come
even to that.

The bost reached the St. Jim’s landing-
raft ab

“There'a the Grammar Sohm! boat ™
said Manners, as they landed.

Cardew had mdmﬂyreﬁwf hamz.'

lled ap om the walt, and was seenred
E; a p ke and Carde
made mre of his prize.
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Talbot of the Shell met the juniors as
they went up the path to the ec ool.

“Heard the news?” he asked.

“Pai Jove! What's tho news, deah
boy?" .

“Cardew's como in with the Grammar
School boat,” eaid Talbot, laughing.
“Nobody knows hew he got hold of it.
Nobody asked him, of course; but the
chaps aro very curious about it. Geod-
nesa knows what he's going to do with
it It can’t stay here long.”

“Tom Mewwy can tell you how Car-
dew got hold of it,” chuckled Arthur

Augustus. “Tom Mewwy has been
dished by the Gwammah cads—"
“QOh, rate!” said Tom Merry. “I'm

going in to tea.”

“Yig, ha, ha!" .

But it wes not long
of the misadventurce
Threo was known_all over St. Jim's,
Cardew of the Fourth, the barred
junior, was an object of much curiosity
that evening in the School House.

before the atory
of the Terrible

= CHAPTER 4.
A Reform to Order.

“ OTTEN!" growled
R major.
“ Beastly

Frank Monk.

“What sort of a cheerful idiot do you
call yourself, Gay, old chap?”

Those remarks were made by the
Cirammarians as they tramped wearily
hemeward along the river.

They were tired, and they were cross.

‘After & hard pull on the river and a
hard chase after the Terrible Three on
the island, they did not enjoy the long
{ramp home. .

‘And their defeat came as a_hard blow

to them, too. The Grammar School boat
had been captured single-handed by a
S¢. Jim's junior; and he not one of the
leading spirite at §t. Jim’s, but a fellow
who was sent to Coventry by the rest of
the achool! -
_ Gordon Gay did mot reply to the
grousing of his comrades. He was think-
jng more about the captured boat than
the lonz walk home.

The boat belonged to Gay and Wootton
major and minor. It was fortunate that
it was their own property, for if it had
been one of the School boats, it would
certainly not have bad a night out wit!
out inquiry.

Tnless the captured craft could be
raided and seized, Gordon Gay & Co.
had no choice but_to ask the St. Jim's
fellows meekly to let them have it back
—a_great come.down. for Grammarian

Waotten

sell?”  grumbled

ride.

- T'o cat humble pie, to go cap in hand,
as it were, to the grinning Saints, and
ask for their boat, was a little too much.
1t would rub in the fact that the
Grammarians had been worsted.

Gordon Gay's prestige ae leader was
at atake, so lie had something more im-
portant to think about than the long
walk home.

But the tired Grammarians kept it up
in a kind of chorus.

They turned from the towing-path at
last, fo take the short cut through the
wood to the Grammar School. -

Away from the footpath, a track ran

through the weod, scarcely marked, but
familiar to the Grammarians.
. As the ‘tired heroes of Ryleombe
tramped along in the thick grass the
sound of a voice came from under the
trees mear the track.

“Time we were moving, Racke !”

“One more round, ooke, and “then
we'll clear. We shall get in by lockin’-
up, anyway.”

“Right-ho!

“Shuffle "em,

Your deal, Scrope.”
Mellish 1"
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Gordon Gay had made a rapid sign to
his comrades at the firai sound. =

The (Grammariane halted, grinning.
All their ill-temper had vanished now.

The voices came from beyond a thick
clump of bushes. They knew the voices
and the names. They had chanced upon
the black sheep of St. Jim's, evidently
enjoying  themselves  after their own
faghion 'in the scelusion of the shady

wood.

“QOur game!” murmured Gordon Gay,
“This is where we get our own back i
“Good egg!” grinned Frank Monk.

“Follow your leader, kids!”

Gay pushed his way throngh the
thicket, the Grammarians elose  behind.
There wag a startled exclamation as the
bushea rustled. 2w

“What- the dickens—-"

“Look out—"

With a rush Gordon Gay
emerged upon the ecene.

Racke and Crooke, Serope and Mellish
wero seated in the grass round a fallen
log. Thers were cigarciies in their
mouths and cards on the log, which was
being uscd as a card-table.

They stared at the Grammarians, and
jumped up.  But they looked relieved
when they saw who their visitors were.
For a moment they had feared that a
St. Jim’s master or prefect might have
come upen them. And if that happened,
the consequences would have been very
jous for the merry sportsmen!

““Oh! Only you chaps!” said Racke.

= Only little vs!” smiled Gordon Gay.
“Did you think it was Railton?”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, you can move on!" growled
Crooke.

CGordon Gay shook lis head. .

“My dear sportive rotter, we're nat
going further on just vet! Yon shock
va!™ sai ay. ‘“As top school we are
bound to look after you St. Jim's chaps
a littlo, and bring vou up in the way
you should go, and all that. We are
conscientions objeciors to gambling in
war-time.”

. 'r‘"Wc are!” grinned Frank Monk. “We

“Mind your own business!" said Racke
savagely.  '‘Look here, we don't want
any of your rot! You can keep your
ragging for Tom Merry and hig gang.
They seem to like it. We don’t.”

“Wa have appointed oursclves censors
of morals in this distriet,” explained
Gordon Gay. *We can’t have you con-
taminating the place in this way. You

and Co.

have been playing cards.”

“Oh, rawe!”

“ And not for nuts!” said Gordon Gay
severely.

Racke grinned at the idea of playing
cards for nuts. Stakes of that kimr would
not have suited the blackgnard of St.
Jim’s at all. ?

“Oh, don't be an ass!” he said. * Look
here, if you've got enough go in you, you
can join in for a round or two! It's nap,
a bob a time.”

“T'm afraid wo haven't that kind of

o in ue,” said Gordon Gay. “We have
just enough go to make an example of &

set of smoky, silly, gambling cads!
Collar them!
“Handa off, you fool!"” roared Racke.
* Pin them !'" grinned Gay.

Thé four juniors were promptly pinned.
Racke resisted savagely, but Mellish and
Scrope and Crooke decided that diecre-
tion was the better part of valour. And
Aubrey Racke's resistance did not last

z

ng.
_“"Now, suppose we tie their hands, and
pin their cards all over their jackets, and
walk ‘e home like that?” euggested
Gordon Gay thoughtfully.

The black elcep of St. Jim’s turned
quite white at the idea.
“# You—you wouldn't do that!" gasped

F

One Pennye 6

Crooke. It would mean the sack for
v

us.
“Well, that would be a jolly good
thing for your school, wouldn'i it”
“Don't be a cad, you know !”" mumbled
Melligh, “1 eay, lev's po, there's a goc

chap.

“Pyut them in irons!” commanded
Gordon Gay.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Racke.

The four juniors were put in irons at

once, their hands being pulled behind
their backs and tied together with a
string.

They waited apprehensively for what
was to follow.

Racke & Co. never entered into the
rags between the rival schools if they
could help ié' Om the present occasion,
unfortunately for them, they could not
help it.

The Grammarians picked up the cards
from the log, and there was a general
searching for pins. :

With sickly looks, the four young
rascals blinked at one another as the
playing-cards were pinned on their
jackets in prominent positions.

They were full of dread that the
merry Grammarians intended to march
them back to $t. Jim’s in that state.

1f they turned up at the school with
playing-cards pinned all over them, it
was certain that their conduct would be
closely inquired into.  And Racke &
Co's conduct was noi of a kind that .
would bear much inquiry.

“Now the fags!’ said Gay.

With many chuckles, the Gram-
marians stuck cigarettes behind the ears
of their prisoners and into their h

“Now, don't they look beauties " said
Gay admiringly
“Real butes!” said Lane. “Come

on! Just time to sce them to the gates
of 8t. Jim's before we go home !

“You—you ean't!” gasped Serope.
“Don’t be such rotters! We shall get
into an awful row

“It's for your own good,” said Gay
seriously. “Suppose you get a flogging,
‘rinstance ? It will teach you a valuable
on abaut playing the giddy ox in
war-time,

I say, let us off I pleaded Crooke.
“[—T'1l stand you five bob!”

“You measly worm, who wants your
money *”  growled Wootton —major.
“Dry up, unless you want a thick ear to
take home with you!”

Gorden Gay winked at his comrades.

“March !” he said.

“T—I say—don't!’ velled Racke, all
his insolence gone now. “Letus off! I

I—I'll .do anything you like! I

s}

say-——

“Will you turn over a new leaf, and
reform, and become good little boys like
us *” demanded Gordon Gay.

“Yes—yes! Anything you like!”

“Well, what do you say, you fellows *”
said Gay; appearing to relent,  “Shall
we let them off if they promise to re-
form, follow our no'bfe example, and
become a credit to the empire like us?”

“Ha, ha, ha "~

“I'll give you a chance,” said Gay.
“You can look back upon this day in
later years, my young {riends, and re-
member that your yeformation . dated
from_ the day your Uncle Gordon toalk
¥~olu_‘m hand. I hope you will be grate-
ul.

Racke & Co. gave him Hunnish leoks.

Judging by appearances, they were
not feeling very grateful.

““Now, repeat after me,” seid Gar,
holding up his hand. “We are sorry
that we are a set of mean, measly,
mangy rotters——" =

A You—you rotter— T—I mean, all
right I gasped Racke.
THE Gey Lisrary.—No, 488,
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And 1 mumbling tones the four
merry blades of St. 5im’x, who did not
look very merry now, repeated:

“We are sorry that we are a set of
mean, measly, mingy rotters——"

“][a ha, ha !

“And we are going to reform, and
become as decent as puss:hle, thuugh it
wiil be uphill work——"

And the blades mumbled miserably :

“We are going to reform, and hecome
as decent ns pmslb]r‘ !hough it will ba

“And we bLg the young gentlemen of
the Grammar School to_give us a kick

each as a warning for the future,” con-
duded Gordon Gay.

srammarians  shricked, and
Hmke & Co. looked daggers. Bub there

was no help for it, and thé% mumbled in
chorus :

“We beg the young gentlemen of the
Grammar School to give us & kick each
e WRrning Sor the (uture,

“ Ha, ha, ha !"

“Well, as you ask us, wa will,” said
CGordon Gay graciously. “We can’t re-
fusa a set of repentant rotters a little
£o rvno like thatﬁ eh you chaps 7”7

1a, ha! No

“Line up I'" a.ud Gay. “As requested
by onr dear friend Racke, each of you
will (-Eke a goal-kick., One—two—three
- o !’

“IIa, ha, ha!’

There was quite a rush for the merry

fades.

Racke & Co. fled wildly, with the
Grammarian boots urging them on from

behind.

They stumbled away through the
underwood, shedding A‘a!‘de and .cigarettes
on all sides as the;

A yell of lau iter from the Gram-
marians fcllowed them.

Gordon Gay & Co. took their way to
the Cremmar School in high good-
lLnmour now.

“I rather think we're level with St.
Jim’s on the afternoon,” remarked Gay.
“Wao are!” grinned Wootton major.

“To gay no g of having saved four
merry bIadn.q Irum the downward path.”

*““Ha, ha, ha !’

Racke & Co. had repented to order,
but they did not look very repentant as
they stumbled away from among the
bracken. They struggl»rl with  the
string tied round their wrists, and got
it uf% at last, and then tore off the re-
maining cards and cigarettes. Then, in
a moad that would have done credit to a

Hun on the warpath, they itramped
n\\.‘a{ savay _7 far B Jll'l"s
‘I niake Gay mrry for this!? eaid]

Rucke h(_l.trecn has teeth.

Cyooke gave a scornfal laugh.

“What could you do? He could lick
you with one paw! Rals

“If you’d wanted to .armp, he wouldn’t

have said no ! aneered Mellish, “Why
didu’t you ask
I'm not going so scrap with him!”
prowled Racke. “ We may come on him
time when he's alone, and then

CHAPTER 5.
A Peace Offer Rejected.
EVISON and Clive were at work
“~on_their prep in Study Neo. 9 in
“#he Fourth. Cardew, who shared
the study, had not come in.
After !satﬁmng up the captured boat
on the St. Jim’s raft, Cardew dis-
appeared, and he hs_d. not come in at
calling-over,

His former chums were thinking more
ebout him than about their work, as a
matter of fact

were not satisfied with the
sitnation,
FHE-GEM LiBEARY.—No. 488,

Levison looked up at last, his work

lone, and his brow thoughiful. He
waited till Clive pushed his books away
before he spoke.

““This is a mttm state of things,
Clive.”

“Rotten '’ agreed Clive.

“Do you know where Cardew is?”

“No.

“He'll get into a row.”

“No doubt about that. R'uh.un looked
rathor grim when ]m didn't answer to

is name at call-over.,

Levison made a restless gesture.

“The fact is, Clive, I fancy Cardew is
getting into preity shady company out-
side the school. I've seen him talking
to Banks near the Green Man u.

““Rotten I'?

“Well, he's cut l:v every fellow in #he
school—even us. ' 1 suppose he drwsn t
want to lose the use of his tongue,” said
Levison, with a faint smile. “The fel-
lows expected him to get out of the
school. His grandfather would take
him away if he asked him, I know that.
But he won't. There was talk ahout
ragging him if he didn'd ot out in
three days, but that’s dropped.

“He can’t enjoy ata.vm;: at °§t Jim's
much, under the cires,” said Clive.
“But but we had to chuck him,
Levison. After the rotten trick he
played on Grundy about the bank-
note, it was too thick.”

Levison nodded.

“He wanted to show that a chap cuuld
be suspected without being guilty,” he
said. ““He made us all believe (,.rundy
was o thief, and owned up at the finish,

The fellows can't got over it, and-—and

1(€.Ivms too rotten ! But—but look here,
iv

“Well"" said the South African
junior.

“If Cardew left, it would be all nght’
but he isn’t icavmg The school won’t
speak fo him, but he's really being
driven to_look for friends outside 8t
Jim’s, and he’s got into a shady gang.’
Levison coloured. “I knew that lot wcll
enongh at one time, Clive—Joliffe,
Banks, Lodgey, and the rest. 1t's
rotten for Cardew, and will cause h:m
trouble in the long run. Suppose we—
suppose we—suppose we start on the old
terms with him in this study 7

Clive paused before he answered.
“For 'f:s sake, do you mean?” he
asked at Jast,
“Yes; to keep him from going rrmn

bad to worse,

The Bouth African junior locked very
oddly at his study-mate ¥or a moment.
This e¢ame strangely  enough-  from
Levison of the Fourth, once the blackest
of black sheep—the one-time associate of
Racke and Crooke and Mellish. But
there had been a great change in Levison
of the Fourth.

Clive nodded at last.

“Well, if we can help to kee
low from gomg to the dogs, F
it's up to us,” he said.

't his good points, too—heaps of
plue! and he’s generous in a way. And
I don’t believe for a minute that he was
really kicked out of Wodehouse for theft
before he came here, though why he
doesn't choose to explain is a dashed
mystery ! I'm ready to try it on the old
footing, if you are, Levison.’

“Donel” said Levison.

There was a footstep in the passage,
and Ralph Reckness Cardew ‘came into

No. 9. He looked a little pale and tired,
and he was squeezing his hands.

the fel-
suppoese

“Licked ¥ asked Levison.
“Hallo! Found your voice ?* Cardew
asked.

Levizon coloured,

“¥es,” he said, forcing n)amﬂe. L

asked you if you were licked.

“I don’t say he |.

“Since you're interested in the matter,
ves,” drawled Cardew. “ Railton was
ood enough to give me two on each
Eand for bein’ an hour late for calin’-

Vnu were jolly late !’ said Clive,
“My hat!  Have you found your

“ Well, :,'os.

“You're awfully good!” said Cardew
sarcastically.

“I think this has
enough,” said Clive,

“Do you? I'm sorry to say that T
don’t agree with | you, " said Cardew
coolly.  *“ Now you've found your voice,
you can bestow the pleasure of hearin®
it Jupon \nnlehmly else. 1 decline!”

“Oh!

gone on long

(‘ald(\u s eyes flashed.

“Do vou think I'm a fellow to be
taken up, or dropped, at your sweet
will 7 he sneered. “You've chosen to
drop me, an’ you can stick to it, an’ be
hanged to you both!”

¢ All serene ! Let it go at that, then,”
zaid Clive, and he left the ‘amdy with-
oul another word.

Levison lingered, flushing under Car-
dew’s cool, mocking look,

“You meedn’'t cut up so rusty,
Cardew,” said Levison quietly. “You
played a roifen trick on Grundy, and you

know it.  We stood by you tbrung,h thick
snd thin till you did that.

“1 gave Grundy what he asked for,”
said Cardew. *“He made out that I was
sacked from my last school for theft. I
planted a banknote on him, and made all
the fellows believe he was a thief, as a
warning to him to be a bit more careful,
‘When they’d all got down on him, I told
them the truth, to let *em see what silly
fools they were. I'm not sorry I did it.”

vison waes silent. The cunning
scheming Cardew had shown on.that oe-
casion had been a shock to him. e
had some excuse, perhaps; but it was
not so much the action itself as the cool,
urfscrupulous schemimg that had shocked
all the School House fellows, and finally
disgusted Cardew’s last friends.

But it was evident that the outcast of
the Fourth did not see the matter in the
same light, or wonld not see it.

And I fancy I know what this new

move of yours means,” continued
Cardew. ““You know I’ve made friends
at the Ghreen Man. Did you think I was

goin’ ugh the rest of the term with-
out wulun to anybody but the Form-
c].u.ss an’ the Housemaster at
an’ 'l‘oby the page?” He
“And” nmow you are kind
feel concerned about me, and
like to snatch me‘h ke a brand from

a, ha !’ g

He had not
cxpected Cardew to read his motives
with such ease. He was quite- taken
aback. :

Cardew grinned sarcastically as he
watched his face,

“Well, you can let me alone,” he went
on. “So can Clive! The pair of you
can go an’ est coke! As for expecl:ux
me to get out of St. Jim’s, 'm not goin’
to do it. I've never knuckled under to
anybody yet. I'm nok gein' to begin
now. Old Reckness would take me away
like a shot, if I asked him. I'm not goin’
to ask him. T'm gum to stick it out

He laughed again.

“They were talkin’® about takin’
drastic measures if I didn't go. That
was last week.  They've done not].nm
yet. I'm waitin’ for them to begin.”

“T think that's droppel!,” said Levison.

*HGrundy’s had his lesson, anyway,”
sncered Cardew. “He d

you's
the burnin’.
Levison did nat answer,

jolly keen to take the lead against me
now. Let them try it. They’ll find mo
rveady. Fm not exactly afraid of a

ocsn’t seem 0
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raggin’, or a dozen raggin's. I'm golng

to stick it out ab St. Jim's to the finish.
Tm goin’ to stick it out on my owD,
too—without your help.”

Cardew sat down to his books, and
Levison, after a few moments’ hesitation,
quitted Study No, 9. There was nothing
more to be said.

CHAPTER 6.
Alone in a Crowd.
OM MERRY & Co. were chatting
5 in the passage when Cardew
came out of his study after
finishing his lpmp.

They had been talking about Cardew,
as & matter of fact, and of the capture of
the Grammarian boat.

But there was an icy silence 8BS the
dandy of the Fourth gauntered by, and
all cyes gazed unseeingly.

Cardew glanced at them, gmiled, and
walked on. His smile expressed amuse-
ment, whatever he felt within. e left
the Terrible Three with an uncomfort-
able feeling.

“Y’s a pity the chap’s such a rotter,”
caid Tom Merry, as the Fourth-Former

went downstairs, “He's got his good
ints.””
“But he is a roiter " said Manners.

“He made us all belicve that Grundy
was a thief, just for an impish trick. It
was too thick !I”

Tom knitted his brows.

“Ti’s not only that; but a chap who
was sacked from Wodehouso for theft
jsn't good emough for St Jim's. Why
doesn’t he go?
knnw that.”

Careless of what the chums of the Shell
might be thinking, Cardew went down
the stairs. . Racke and Crooke and
Scrope were talking on the lower land-
ing, and they looked at the outcast junior
with sneering smiles.

. Racke & Co, had had a good deal of
tnsolence from the grandson of Lord
Reockness, and they were able to repay it
with interest now that the dandy of -the
Fourth was an object of scorn to all the

school.

They did not neglect the opportunity.

Cardew would have been “a welcome
reeruit at onc time to their honourable
circle, if he had chosen. He had not
chosen, and Racke & Co. were glad to
make him suffer for his disdnin.

“Mind your pockets !” said Crooke, as
Cardew passed them.

“Ha, ha, hal”- -

Cardow spun round. The insult had
cut through, like the lash of a whip, the
oy coolness which he wore as an armour.

He made a spring like & tiger st Gerald
Crooke, and seized him by the throat.
Crooke's head came against the staircase
wall with a bang.

“Yaroooh !” roared Crooke, Yow!
Oh! Let me go, you beast! Oh!”

Cardew did not let him go.

He proceeded to knock Crooke's head
against tha wall half a dozen times in sue-
oession, and he looked so dangerous that
Racke and Scrope hesitated to come to
their comrade’s aid.

Cardew released the Shell fellow at
last, and pitched him down on the land-
ing, Then, without a glance at him, and
a8 cool as ever, he went down the lower
stairs. %

Gerald Crooke sat up, and rubbed his
head, and groaned.

“Cardew strolled into the Common-
room. Blake Co. were chatting just
within the doorway, but they did not
appear {o see him. Cardew was a distant
connection of Arthur Augustus, but the
Honourable Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
was as oblivious of his existence as any-
one else.

Cardew walked in, and passed Grundy
and Wilkins and Gurin of the Shell.

He could if he liked, I
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George Alfred Grundy gave him a dark
look, but that was all. Even the trucu-
lent Grundy had come to realise some-
how that Cardew was o dangerous cus-
tomer, better left alone.

There was no one in the Commen-
room with whom Cardew could nxci’mnﬁe
& word—unless he chose to accept the
olive-branch held out by his study-mates.
But he had not chosen’ to accept if. He
sat in an armehair, took up a book, and
started to read.

Many of the
curiously.

Hia exploit of the

juniors eyed him
afternoon was in all
minda. ¢ fellow who had ewum off
to the seland and captured the boats was
» first-clnsa swimmer and a fellow with
plenty of nerve; and thoso wers qualities
the St. Jim’s fellows could admire. They
could mot help feeling pleased, too, at
the defeat of the Grammarians, their old
rivala.

The thought was in many minds that
it was a pity that the fellow was such a
rank outsider in other ways.

His coming to the Common-room,
where_he no one to speak to, was
regarded as sheer bravado.

Trimble giggled to Mellish that he
was only pretending to read. But Car-

dew _turn the leaves of the book
steadily, his eyes on the pages, appar-
ently oblivious to his surroundings.

At nine o'clock he rose, closed the
book, and sauntered out.

Ho walked down the passage with his
hands in his pockets, cool and calm, cer-
tainly looking like anything but an

outcast.
IHG left most of the fellows discussing
Hm.

Cardew might be disliked, or disdained,
or even hated, but somehow he could not
bnArgno e i g

fag came along the passage, an he
paused timidly as he saw Cardgew.
It wes Levison minor of the Third

Form.

“1_T gay, Cardew—-" he ventured.

Cardew gave him a smile.

* Hallo, kid!”

“Wo—we heard about you collaring
the Grammarian boat,”  said Frank
eagerly, glad to find the Fourth-Former
in a goodhumour. It was ripping,

:?"W.hat are you going to do with

“ K,

it,”

it till Gay comes and begs for

said Cardew laughing.
eyl raid it,”” anid Frank,

“T've put a padlock and chain on it

“(Oh, my hat!”
. “ What do your pals say to your speak-
ing to me, young "unt” said Cardew,
Tooking curiously at the fag.

“Wally doesn’t say anything. Pig-
rott told me to chuck if, and I punched

in head,” said Frank.

“Ha, ha!”

Lovison major came out of the
Common-room.
“Time you went to your dorm,

Frank,” he said.

“Yes, Krnie.”

Trank looked rather wistfully from one
to the other. He would have been glad
to see his brother on chummy terms with

| Cardew again. But Cardew walked away

whistling. )
" Not“[ncnds now?" said Frank,

1 don't mind my a&)'eaking to him,
Ernie? You know how he got slogued
the timo ho stopped Cutts of tho Fifth
raggin me; I can’s forget that.”
‘1 fon’t want you to,” said Levison.
“Yg's all right, kid—cut off to your
It

dorm !

At half-past nine, when the Fourth
Form went up to their dormitory,
Cardew went with the rest, looking as

cheery as usual. There was a card stuck |

One Penny. i

on the coverlet of his bed, with the
inscription :

« GO BACK TO WODEHOU Wi
DON'T WANT THIEVES HERE!"

Cardow picked up the card, glanced
round—meeling many grinning looks—
and walked up to Mellish.

“Your handiwork, this, 1 think?” he

d.rgw 2
Jellish did nof spealk, but he looked a
little ecared.

“Pon’t speak to him, Mellish!”
cut Trimble,

“gilonco gives consent,’” emiled Car-
dow, “Here's your litile present, dear
boy, returned with thanks!"”

called

ilo gasped Mellish, and jammed iho
erumple down his back, Mellish
struggling faricusly the while,

ile.

“ Vow-owl Rescue!” yelled BMaollish.
“Wata!"” said Arthur Augustus D"Arcy.
“pile in and lick him, doar boy! T
'lml(iquur jackeb, if you like!

“Yes, go it, Mellish!"” grinned Blake.
But Mellish did not go it. He was
sitting an, tho floor when Cardew left
him, gasping, and he showed no desire
to carry the matter any further.

rdow turned in without another
glance at him.

CHAPTER 7.
In thz Shadow of Death.
o Y gad, there’s our chance!” mut-
ter: cke.
It was the following day, and
leszons were over ab St. Jim's.
A drizzle of rain kept most of tha fellows
indoors, but some fow were out.

Cardew had gone out in a macintosh—
nob having much attraction to keep him
indoors, and_perhaps having attractions
out of doors in the direction of the Green

Man.

Racke & Clo, were also out. They had
gone down to the boat-house. On_ ibis
rainy afternoon the boat-house and the
raft were utterly deserted, and it was an

excellent secluded spot for the black
sheep of the School House.

Crooke, who owned a boat, had a key
to the house; and in that deserted
quarter the four young rascals  wera
socura to enjoy their game of nap
uninterrupted.

_But as Racke & Co. came down the wet
path to the boat-house through the trees,
mh:g spotted o moving figzure on the
landing-raft.

Racke's eyes gleamed.

“ Gordon Gay!" muttered Orooke.

“«The votter!” said Mellish, between
hia toeth. “ What ia he' doing fiere?”™
Clink !

Racke grinned.

“Ile's after his boat, of course. Ila
knew there wouldn’t be any'bod{ near the
boat-house when it's raining, He's raid-.
ing the boat.”

“Thie is whera we come in!” grinned
Serope. “ We'll make him sit up for his
little game yesterday—what?”

“Yoa, rather! Como on—quiet!"”

The four juniors approached tho land-
ing-raft on_tiptoe. R

ordon (Gay was there, and his back
was turned to them, He was kneeling by
the padlocked boat, and evidently scek-
inz to forco the padlock.

Gay_ had mlmﬁabad well.  ‘The rain
had given him the chance of ceming un-
observed, and naturally he had not fore.
soen that the blades of Bt. Jim’a would
bo going down to the boat-house to
smoke and I;]xlny nap.

But as thoy stepped on the raft ha
eaught a sound. I][o eprang up, and
spun round to face them.

o did not seem alarmed when he saw
who the new-comers were,

“QOh, you!” ho said coolly.

Tyge Genm Liprary.—No. 488.
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“Little us!” smiled Racke. *This is
whera we get our own back, you rotten
ruffian ! ;

Gay put up his hands, his eyes glint-
ing, as the four advanced upon him.

1£ was not to be a good-humoured rag,
by any means. The blades were four to
one, and they intended to punish the
Grammar School junior severely. There
was little in_ the way of hooliganism
that they would have stopped short of.

The eturdy, plucky junior would have
been a mateh for .two of them, but four
made a large order, and he realised that
ho had a bad time before him.

But he faced them coolly:

“Comea on!” he said.

The four came on with a rush,

Gaordon Gay hit out from the shoulder.

Racke went down, fecling as if a
hammer had hit him, and the next
mom]rl'nt Mellish rolled on the raft, with
a

all, ~
hen Gay had to meet Scrope and
rooke, who closed with him before he
could hit again.
= Y Back up!" shouted Crocke.

Racke and Mellish serambled up. and
rushed into the fight.

With four foes clinging to him, hitting
‘hard, - and- .dragging him over, the

Grammarian jumor fought gamely. Buc.

it was a losing fightl .

He gave ground inch by inch, and in
the excilement of the struggle none of
the combatants observed that they.were
wetiing nearer afid nearer to the edge of
the rafi,

Gay was down at last, “his ebemies
sprawling over him, still pommelling.

“Pin him -down!” panted Racke.
“Hold him down! I'll lay into him
with a boat-stretcher!”

Tho Grammarian made a desperate
effort.”  He tore  himself lclmn(-. and
jumped up, panting, and almost ox-
hmur;c‘d.. Racke .drove him, hitting
out, and his fist crashed in Gordon
Gay's face, and the junior staggered
back, and fell. -

“Look out!” gasped Racke.

But it waé too late.

Gay was staggering back on the very
edge of the raft, and the next instant
he was in the water, with a resounding

“He's

5]

* Oh, crumbs!™ panted Crooke.

in!

Four horrified " pairs of eoves were
turned upon the rainy niver. Gay had
gone under, but he came up again, six
or aeven yards from the raft. His eyes
turned for a moment in that direction,
but the black sheep of 8t. Jim’s seemed
rooted where they, stood.

Not for o world would they have
dreamed of plunging into the deep,
awiftly-running water to his aid. The
thought never even crossed their minds.
They stood staring at him, dumb, utterly

* funked. b

Gay wae struggling gamely. But he
was exhaustod by the fight against odds,
and his struggles to reach the raft were
unavailing,

he current swept him away, and the

" juniors on the raft, speechless, watched
i’ziﬁ head vanish down the stream.

Ie was stil swimming feebly, swept
out into the river, still fighting for his
life, when ho disappeared from their
terrified eves.

“He—he'll be drowned!” Mellish
stammered, white as a sheet,

¥ Get a boat out!” stammered Scrope,

without making a move, however.
Racko set his teeth.

““¥ou fool! Ie'll be under the br

Iong before we could get a boat oul
“Oh! He'll bo drowned!”

““He should have let ts alone!™ mat-
termlil Racke. “We—we never meant

" The Gew Linmsay.—No. 468,
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“You did it!” panted Mellish. *“You

knocked him in—you know you did,
acke—-""
“Hold your tongue, you cowardly

" “We're all in this.

If he doesn't

fool!” hissed Racke.
Ho may—may get out.
“Oh, good heavens!” groaned Scrope.

“If he doesn't, we've got to keep our
mouths shut,” muttered Racke. “Let's
get off. Nobody knows we've been here
—or that he's been here, for that matter,

Koeep mum, that's all!”

“ But—but—"

“Do you want to be arrested, you
fool?  Keep mum! It can’t be helped,
Wa never meant it. It waa his own
fault!  Come away before we're seen
here !

Racke hurried off the raft, and lis
companions, with white faces, followed
him,
tragedy had utterly unnerved
them. 5 . - -

But the fgstinct to save themselves
from the consequences wae strong.
least the secrot could be kept.

They hurtied back to the school,
haunted as they ran, by the memory of
the white face that had locked at them
from tMo swirling waters. -

Far out in the awirling Ryll Gordon
Gay was ewimming, with failing strength,
knowing that it was in vain,

The strong current was sweeping him
down towards the bridge, and once
under the bridge, he know that il was
ost.

But his cfforts to drive shoreward were
of 19 aveil.

He was in the grip of the powerful
current, and more than-once his head had
been under, and he was growing con-
fused and dizzy,

Far above him the old
loomed; he eaw it dizzily. He saw
face that looked down on him aa
despairing eyeca turned upward—a face
under a school eap, too far away to be
recognised,

He eaw a figure leap upon the stone
parapet, throw its hands together, and
dive,

It was the last ihat Gordon Gay saw
—the last he heard, His senses were faat
flecting,

But as he sank into unconscionsness
he felt @ strong grip upon him, and his
head, which was sinking, came up above
the swirling water again. He knew no
more.

stono  bridge
a

CHAPTER 8.
After the Rescue !
EEL better, zur?
Gordon Gay's eyes opened
and he blinked dazedly round
him,

He was lying in wet grass, close b
the rushing river—below the bridge. X
roughly-dressed man was eupporting his

ead on a sirong knee. .

Gay had been saved from certain death
—he knew that. His last remembrance
was of u strong grasp that had saved him
from sinking.

A tanned face looked down upon him
from under a slaufhod hat. el

** You have saved me?” ho gasped.

The labourér shook .his head.  Gordon
Gay notficed, too, the next moment, that
the man’s clothes were dry. He was not
the rescuer.

N

‘¥

No, zur. It was the young gent
pulled you out,” the man explained. 1
was working in the field yonder, and 1
came up. -l saw him come through the
bridge, holding you. My eye! [ never
thought he'd get to the bank; but he
did!” |

*“Where is he?”

“*He's gone,” said the labourer. “He
ed me to look after you, and he give

-ﬂ.‘

me: this ‘ere money.” The labourer
showed a_couple of half-crowns in his

alm.  * He said he wanted a change, and
En asked me to ’elp yvou ‘ome.”

“Thank you!” said Gay. The sturdy
junior  was already recovering. “He
rubbed the wet from his eyes. Do you
kunow who he was?”

“ A schoolboy itke yourseif, zur.”

“Oh!

A Grammar School chap!”

ed Gay. X
No, zur | He had a red-an’-white cap.”

“ 8t Jim's !

“That's it. I knowed the
didn’t know the young gent.
“Didn’t he give hia name to you?"

“No, zur.”

“My hat! I wonder who it was. A
8t. Jim's chap, anyway. You're sure
you don’t know who it was?"

The labourer shook his head.

“No, zur. I knowed the cap well
enough—I've eeen St. Jim's caps often
enough about "ere—but I don’t remember
secing the young gent afore.”

cap, but I

Gordon Gay rose with the labourer's
help.

“Stand all right, zur?"

“Yes, thanks, T can manage! Gay
shivered.  “I'll do a .trot home, or T
shall catch a blessed cold! -What's your
name, chappy?”

“John Jones, zur—works at Giles'
Farm,” :

“I'm much obl to  you, Mr.
Jones!” Gay pressed a half-crown into

It was his last, as a
“Thanks awfully! I

the man’s hand.
matter of fact.
can manage now."

Gay started across the. fields, his wet
clothes dripping round him. Ho knew
it was necessary to keep warm, and he
broke into a run, and kept on the run
all the way to the Grammar School.

He arrived there in a glow.

Carboy and Wootten major were in the
‘;_:.:ﬂi)“'ay under an umbrella, waiting for
iim,

“What luck ¥ eeked Waootton,

“Rotten! I'll tell you later.
to get changed.”

My hat! You've been in the watoer.”

“Yes, and it was jolly wet!" grinned
Gay.

He ran into the house, and up to his

I've got

dormitory. risk rub-down -and a
change of clothes ‘'made him feel himself
again,

A crowd of Grammarian juniors

followed him to the dormitory, to learn
what had happened. Al of them were
interested in the result of Gay’s bold
attempt to raid the captured boat.

“My hat!” exclaimed Frank Monk,
when Gay had told his s
those rotters didn'i try to help you?”

“Well, they couldn't,” said Gay, con-
temptuously.  “T don't suppose they can
swim, for one thing—dasbed slackers!
They must be in a blue funk by this
time —must think I'm drowned,” :

“Jolly queer you weren't,” eaid
Carboy. “It wants a jolly good ewim-
mer to go under Rylr'ombe Bridge and
come out alive! Who the dickens got

you out?”
“A St Jim's fellow, that's all T
know. That labourer chap waa certain -

of that,
was 1"
“Queer he didn’t wait with you,” gaid

T'm going to find out who it

Monk. “ Rather rotten of him te go off
before you came to.” .
“Well, ‘Pm not likely to think any-

thing he did rotten, when he pulled
me out of the river,” eaid Gay. “He
risked his life to do it. The marvel is
we weren't both- drowned together 1

“But didn’t ‘you see him?”

“1 just eaw somebody dive from the
bridge, that's all—-not to recognise him.”

“My word! It wants a perve to dive
from the bridge!” eaid Carboy. * Musj
have been Tom Merry or Figgine, of
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Blake perhaps, if it was a 3t. Jim's chap
at all .
“Well, 'm going to find out!” said
y *Ae soon as I've had a bit of a
rest, I'm going to bike over to St Jim's
and’ ask. - '\I;rv as well put Racke out of
his misery, too.”
*Ha,. ha, ha!” |
“They must have given mimmatuu}
at the police-station about it already,
5 ;I Lane,
\lnrr likely keeping it dark, if they
Fay was drowned,” said Fra
scornfully. * That's more like thai

it will surprise them to see

ngway,
1 shall enjoy seeing

grinned Gay.
4 face.” )
Il come and sce it,
Wootton nm]m Jaughing.
And an hour later, when Ga{
ing guite himeclf again, ho wh
his bike, with Wootton major, and. the
two Grammarians started for St. Jim's,
carjous to learn which of their old rivals

waa feel-
eeled out

and  foes was Gorden Gay's gallant
reacuer,
CHAPTEH 9.
Unknown !
o UH[ AH the wain!”
ow. it 17 agreed Blake.
Disconsolate juniors stood at

the hall window, looking out of
the School House at the weeping elms,

The -delightful uncertainty of the
British eclimate was exhibiting itself
again. Cricket practice was off—very

much off, The few fellows who had

bcox. out had cox n again, grousing,
“Hallo 1" exclaimed Blake, “Here's
a merry visitor—two of ‘em! They
t hi i ]

ajor, too ! s

want ? (ump to ask for their boat, T
a, ba, ha !"

Jove!  Theyre mnot goin' to!

smiled Arthur Augustus. |

‘-nus;am,' they will have to ask Cardew,
not us.
“We'll direct them to Sindy No. 8,

s left their bikes

lodge, and came across the

at Tagpgles’
quad in the dripping rain.

As they came into the School House
and shook the rain-drops from them

there was a sort of chorus from Tom

Merry & Co.:
“ Anybody “nnt a boat!”’
“Ha, ha

ha,

“We haven't come user about the
hoat,” said Gerdon Ga, ith a smile.
“I jolly nearly had n ‘this afternoon.

But never mind that.’
“You've come over for a thick ear,
perhaps " asked Kangarco of the Shell.
“Not even to give you one,” said Gay
cheerily. “I've come over io see the
and  thank him in my

“What "
“I suppose you know who it was?
- a-aui Wootton major.

“Who—who was?" demanded Blake.
- fhf- chap who pulled Gay out of the
river.
“Has Gay been in the river? ,Nice
afterncon for a swim, I must say
“Bai Jove! Didu't you get wet, deah

come off 6! said
“We're not Jnlmw

¥ like to see the chap.”
“What chap *” shouted
“Then he hasn't told you?

Waotton
o should

xclaimed
h“‘;mcl; hn!q got lmrl.. to thn

Gay.
chool before this ¥
selled @l the juniori to. |
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“Hallo!  Here's Racke!” muttered
Wootton major, nudging his chum.

Racke of the Shell -was coming down-
stairs,

The cad of St. Jim's was looking pale
and harassed. Ile had not the slightest
doubt that Gordon Gay was drowned,
and, hardened as Racke was, it weighed
upon his mind. His breast waas full of
apprehiensions, too.  The secret of the
disaster had been kept, but for how long
could it be kept? His friends— Mellish
especially- -were in deadly fear of what
|.ngh| be thv ISCQUenIees.

It was only by mingled threats and
entreaties that Hacke had kept Mellish
from hetra;
Housemaster alrcady.

Gordon Gay grinned at the sight of
c.hf- Shell fellow.
* Hallo, Racke !

” he called out.

One Peariv. 9
frabjous chump!  What's up between
you and Racke *”

“Lend me your cars, dear boys,” said
Gay. “I will a tele unfold, whose
h&,hm-at \\ord will harrow up your
soul -

"()h, dnn: be a funny ass! Cut the
ca and give us the goods!”

“‘{'1 s, wathah !

Gordon Gay conci iho
afternoon’s startling a 3 'he
St. Jim's juniors listened in amaze-
ment,

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus at
last. “It was a feahful check of you to
twy to wob us of the boat, Gay! But I
am vewy glad you weren’t dwowned.”

“Thanks, awfully " grinned Gay.

“You must have had a narrow squeak
if you went tmder the bridge,” said Tom
Merry soberly, “and the chep who div e.d

Four ta one!
e Chapter 7.)

I

His eyes

Racke gave a violent start,

almost started from his head as they fell’

on Gordon Gay,
He gazed at the Grammarian as if at

a ;.vhosf.

Tom Merry & Co. looked from omne to
the other in utter astonishment,

P

ou--here ! stuttered Racke,

He clung to the banisters, utterly un-

nerved. Indeed, for a moment Racke
half thought that it was a phantom that

had suddenly appeared before him.
“Ylere I am ! said Gordon Gay.
large as life, and twic natural !

“As
Not

weren't

you 57
still hardly

- you eren
gasped H.uko
S,

drowned "
able to believe his

“Dao 1 look like it

Racke drew a lo
relief.

He tarned, and mounted the stairs
again with faltering steps, still in a
tremble from the shock, sand went to
give the good news to his dispirited
comrades.

Tom Merry  caught
shoulder and shook him.

“What's the name of this game, you
ass?” he evalaimed. “Explain, you

inned Gay.
long breath of

Gay by the

off the bridge for you must have had &

nerve as good as any at the Front. But
who the dickens was it ?”
“I thought you'd know,” said Gay,

himself surprised. “Do you mean to
say that the chap hasn’t mentioned it?”

*Not that I'm aware of.”
“Some awf'ly mmloib rhap said
Arthur Augustus. e is hidin' his

light undah a bushel, you know."

That’s all yery well, but I want to
speak to him,” said” Gay. “He risked
his life to pu!l me out of the Ryll, and I
want ta say ‘Thank you!” at Jeast.’

““Sure it was a St. Jim’s chap ¥

*“John Jones said he had a St. Jim's
cap. And it was a schoolboy, anyway.
I caught a :,rhmpem of him as he dived,
and it was L5 bov, I'm sure—not a man,
said Gay. “I was going under len.
and I must have lost my senses when he
collared me in the water. I don't re-
member anything till 1 came to on the
bank. The chap Jones saw us come
out together from under the bridge, and
that {ellow, who ever he was, brought
me ashore.”

ﬂ'm.z he didv’t wait for you to

'I‘m: Gex Lisrary.--No. 488
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“<Well, he was soaked, of course, and
the labourer chap was there to look after
me. I thought ho had hiked back here
at onee to get a change.”

“Well, nobody’s come in here soaked,
or wo should have heard of it,” said
Blake.

“Precious few fellows been out to-
day,” said Talbo

asked

i g

wasn’t one of you chaps?

Gay. . .
“Not guilty !" said Tom, laughing.

“Might bave been a New House
chap,” said Monty Lowther. *You'll
have to look in the New House for the
noble youth, Gay.” _

“Well, T thought it might have been
Figgins,” said Gordon Gay. “I sup-
pose you c'bn'ps would know if it was one
of your lot "

“We'll trot over with you to the New
Houso and scer" said Tom Merry.

ﬂb: 2 hitle crowd of School House
f erossed_the quadrangle with the
two (rammarianms. The juniors were
keenly interested in the matter.

The schoolboy who had dived ofi the
high bridge into & deep and rapid river
to rescue Gay was a fellow of uncommen
pluck and nerve, and he was a fellow
gb. Jim’s would bs proud of when they
knew him. ) N

They found Figgins & Co.. in the New
House, and they were interested in the
story, but denied modestly the credit of
tho heroio ack. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
had been doing lines for Mr. Ratcliff
that afterncon since ns.  Redfern
& Co. were questioned, but they stated
that they hadn’t been out further than
tl It was soon clear that the
resouor of Cay was not fo be found in
the New House.

Gordon Gay was disappointed.

«Mighty queer that ~he hasn’t
mentioned it, whoever ha is,” he said.
“J don’t sce why he shouldn’t.”

“Perhaps it wasn’t a St. Jim's chap
after all,”" remerked Tom Merry.
“ Jones may have been mistaken about
the cap. .

“Well, it's possible. Anyway, if the
fellow turns up, you might mention,
from me, that I'm awfully obliged to
him, and 'would be jolly glad if a chance
came my way to do him a good turn,”
said Gay.

gg” el “ﬂ'?w tton, considerabl;

Gay an ‘00 iderably

puzzled, \i’iee!ed out_their muddy bikes

E[;nin, and pedalled home in the falling
usk.

CHAPTER 10.
The Black Sheep.

SCENT of tobacco-smoke greeted
Levison of the Fourth as he
came into Stady No. 90

e knitted his brows. A

Cardew was stretched in the armchair,
with a cigarette between his lips. He
looked coolly at Levison through the
haze of smoke.

“J wish vou'd keep that for the Green
Man !’ said Levison tartly.

“] understood you used to smoke in
your study when you werse in No. 27"
yawned Cardew.

“Yes. used to be what you are now
—a silly fool ! said Levison grimly.

“Thanks !”

«well, will you chuek it1”

“No,” said Cardew deliberately. “I
won't! 1 kept off it while we were pals;
but we're not pals any longer. I really
fail to see why I should show you any
speclal consideration, Levison.”

Levison made an angry gesture.

T was thinkin’ of changin’ out of the
study,” resumed Cardew. * Bui there’s
a d Ity in the way. I can’t have a
myself, and nobody would take
GEx Lismary.—No, 488.

me in. You can settle the matter by
gettin® out yourself—you and Clive.”

“Well, of all the cheek—"

“ Anyway, I'm goin’ to smoke in my
own study, if I choose !”

“Hullo! .Who's turning this study
into a dashed tap-room?” growled Clive,
coming inte No. 9.

Cardew smiled, and blew out a wreath
of smoke. The South African jumior
‘conghed. The smoke did not agree with
his healthy lungs.

“For goodness' sake chuck that silly
rot, Cardew!” rapped out Clive,
“Can’t_you leave that to Racke and
Mellish 27

“Oh, rats !"

S:due{ Clive's eyes gleamed, and his
hands clenched for a moment. Levison
was looking angry, too.

Cardew watched them eoolly.

Evidently he waa quite prepared for
trouble, and did not care to what extent
it might go.

But the two juniors were loth to pro-
ceed to extremities with their former
chum.
ﬂ"wall, do as you like,” said Clive,
after a pause. “I'm not going to row
with you, Cardew.” )

“You're doin’ n lot of talkin’ io a
chap who's in Coventry I drawled Car-
dew. ““Aren’t you afraid of havin’
Grundy down on you?”

“Oh, rot!”

Levison and Clive sat down to their
prep. Cardew had apparently done his
work, for he did not join them at the
table. He lighted several cigarettes
one after ansthes, and the atmosphere of
the study was pretty thick by the time
the juniors had finished.

Clive, with an angry snort, left No. 9
as v as possible. Levison could not
go, 88 he was expecting his minor with
his books. Cardew watched him with a
mocking smile. But his expression
changed as the door opened, and Frank
Levison came in.

He coloured, and threw his unfinished
cigarette mto the grate. -

Frank gave him a quick look.

“Sorry the study’s so smoky, kid,”
said Cardew. 1 dido't know you were
comin’. Wag a newspaper about.”

“1 don’t mind,” said Frank, coughing

“Ves, you do, you little spoofer !

“I—1 say, Cardew, was it you?” said
Frank. -

“Me smokin'? Yes.”

“1 don’t mean that! About Gordon
Gay ?”

< Anythin' happened to that cheery
youth?” asked Cardew, yawning. “Has
he been botherin' about his boat 7"

“Havern’t you heard?” exclaimed
Frank. *“ Heo came for the beat, and had
a row with Racke, and fell into the
river."

“ Clumsy ass1”

“Somebody dived in for him from
Rylcombe Bridge, and saved his Lfe,”
said Frank.

“What a giddy hercic deed! Must
have been in want of somethin’ to do!”

“It was jolly plucky!” exclaimed
Levison warmly. “You needn’t run the
fellow down, whoever he was, Cardew.”
- Cardew shrugged nis shoulders.

“Wall, who was the merry mer-
chant#” he asked. “I'm ready to join
in the chorus of admiration, if a chap in
Coveniry’s allowed to. Name!™

“Nobody knows,” said Frank, “I—I
thought perhgps it was you, Cardew, as
you were out after lessons, and nobody
else seems to have been out of gates.”

“TIa, ha, ha!” roared Cardew.

Levison gave his study-mate a very
sharp look.

%1t couldn’t have been you, Cardew !”
he exclaimed. -

“Ha, ha!”

“1 saw you come in, and you weren't
wet,” said Levison, *The chap who got
Gay out of the river must have been
soaked to the skin.” :

“That's the queer part,” said Frank.
“TyArcy and some of the chaps have
been asking questions all round, end it
seems that nobody came in wet.”

“Then it wasn't a St. Jim's chap at
all!” said Levison.

“(ay thinks it was, The chap may
have got a dry change beforc coming
in,”” said Frank. .

“Where would he get it?” laughed
Cardew,

“Well, if it had been you, he might
have got it at the Greem Man,” said
Levison, with a curl of the lip.

Cardew laughed.

" *8o Gay’s been after that boat?” he

“I‘IY have another look at the pad-
lock. They're not havin’ that boalt back
till they beg for it, and own up they're
licked.”

And Cardew left the siudy. I.
major and minor sat down to work

CHAPTER 11.
Baggy Owns Up!
HE mystery of Gordon Gay's
rescuer remained a mystery.
There was any amount of
honour réady for a claimant, but
no claimant came forward for the pre-
sent. 'The next day the undiscovered
hero still remained undiscovered.

Many of the fellows concluded that it
bad not been a 8t. Jim’s fellow at all
Certainly nobody had been seen to come
in soaked with water. And if one of the
fellows bad performed an act of
tinguished gallantry, why should he
frain from mentioning it?"

Surely the most modest of fellows
would not carry his modesty to such an
exiraordinary length as that !

1t was a very interesting question, and
Arthur Augustus 1'Arcy of the Fourth
was thinking over it very deeply. At
tea-time, in Study No. 6, he unbosomed
himself to his chums.

“T've been thinkin’, deah bors ”

“Ts that the reason why you haven't
passed the war-bread, though I've asked
wyou twice ?” inquired Blake.

“Bothah the war-bwead! About that
hewoic wescue——"

““Bother the heroic rescue!
war-bread !

“I wathah think it was a St. Jim's
chap,” said I)'Arcy, unheeding. “Gay
is suzh of it. I wathah considah that the
chap is keepin’ quict because he doesn't
want to be suspected of swankin’. It
might have been Tom Mewwy, or Fig-
gins, or Talbot, or Kerr, all the time, you

now.”

ki 5

“Or me 1" suggested Blake.

“Bai Jove! Was it you, Blake?"”

“Not at all. But it might have been,

ou know.”

“Weally, Blake

“Are you going to pass that war-
bread, or are you not gong to pass that
war-bread ?7

“Pway don’t intewwupt me, Blake!
My ideah is that the chap ought to be
found ‘out.  lonah to whom honah is
due, you know. We'll shonldah him
wound the quad, and give him thwee
Bwitish cheeahs, iou know, Aftah all,
he's a fellow for the school to be pwoud
of. 1 wathah suspect it was Figgins.”

Thers was a tap at the door, and
Baggy Trimble of the Fourth looked in.

“QOutside!"” rapped out Blake.

“Vaas, wun away, Twimble! ¥We arc
not allowed to stand anybody feeds in
war-time, you know.”

“Y hope you don’
here for a feed!” said

-

Pass the

"

think I've come
Trimble. - “I've
N




Every Wednesday.

dm-i-'].l‘cl to tell you the truth, D’Arcy

“My hat!” said Herries. *Then the
age of miracles isn’t past! But could
vou tell the truth if you tried, Trimble?”

“Took here, you know, T hope there
isn't going to ba any jealousy about it
in this study,” said Trimble,

“Eh? About what?” asked Blake.

“ About what I did yesterday.”

“What did you do yesterday? Raided
a study cupboard or sneaked an extra
lump of sugar?”

“1 think vou might be decent about
it, Blake! T don’é fancy you would have
ed your life es I did!”

Rigked your life!” yelled Study No.
6, with one voice.
"rimble nodded calmly. -

“Yes, in rescuing Gordon Gay, you
know.”

Y Gweat Was
Twimble:”

“Really, I think you fellows might
have guessed it was me!” said Trimble.
“You k’n_uw what a eplendid swimmer I
am—-"

“ Why you can’t swim two yards!” said
Herries. ** I've seen you at ducker, You
ewim like a Hun!”

“You don’t knn.w much about ewim-
ming,

Scott ! it you,

Herries—'
What!"” roared Herrica,

“¥ou ehouldn’s be jealous of a chap,
Herries, because he's braver than you,”
said the fat Fourth-Fermer chidingly.
Oh, crumbs!” said Herries, quite
overcome.

“You weally mean to aay, T'wimble,
that you dived off Wylcombe Bwidge
yestaliday aftahnoon, and wescued Gay?’
exelnimed Arthur Augustus, in wonder.

“1'm the man!” eaid Trimble coolly.
“T felt that I ought to own up, as all
tha fellows are wondering about if.””

“Bai Jove! ‘T'wimble, deah boy.
withdwaw some of the things I have
thought about you, It was wippin’ of
you, and feahfully pluckay! con-
gwatulate you, Twimble '

“Don’t shove your congrats at Trimble
in too big a hurry,” said Blake, “ We've
only got Trimble’s word for it so far.”

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”

=F thu my word’s enough!” eaid
Begpy Trimble loftily, “Of course, I
should decline to allow doubt to be cast
upon my word!”

Blake grinned.

*You really rescued Gordon Gay, af
the risk of your merry life?” he asked.

“ Clertainly I

=

“You haven’t been wailing eince
yesterday to sed whether the cha‘}) would
e found, and you haven’t decided now

to claim the homour, aa tho real chap
hasnt come forward?” continued Blake,
in a tone of polite inquiry.

“Certainly not!”

“You haven’t come to the conclusion
that it waen’t a St. Jim’s chap at all, so
it would be perfectly eafo for you to lay
claim to it??

“Not al all! T hope I'm incapable of
bragging.” said Trimble, “I1 merely
mention the fact.”

# fact!” murmured Digby. “Oh,
my hat!” 5

Blake closed one ¢ye at his study-
mates.

“'Well, as it esems that Trimbleds the
giddy hero, Trimble ought fo have the
evedit  that's  due,” he remarked.
“ Honour to whom honour is due, as you
remarked just now, Gusay.”

“YVaas, but *? gaid Arthur Augustus
dubiously.

Arthur Augustus was tho most un-
«uspicious fellow in the school. Bul even
he had some doubts as io Trimble’s

clarm.

“Trimble says he did it, and he ought
to know,” said B .
- Tae Gex Lismary.—No. 488,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“Yaae, he certainly ought to know.”
. “Homnour to whom honour is due. It's
jolly kind of Trimble to come and tel
us first] We'll epread the glad tidings,”
said ke. “There ought io be a
demaonstration.”

“Just what T was thinking,” said
Trimble. *“If there wes a presentation,
or anything of that kind, I should prefer

it to be in the form of cash.”

“Bai Jovel”

“ Come 17 apid Blake, taking
“Frimble affectionately by tho arm. “ You

don’t mind if I take your arm. Trimble?
It’s an honour to walk with such a brave
chap !

“Not at all, Blake."

“Come on, you fellows!™” said Blake.
“Some of the chaps may doubt Trimble’'s
But I know a way to convince

v fol-

Herrics and Dighy and D’
lowed Blake, grinning. Baggy Trimble
was grinning, loo, with satisfaction. He
had not expected to convinece Study Ne.
6 quite so. easily.

Blake marched Trimble away to Tom
Merry's study.
just ~finieh tea, and Manners was
scanning the jampot, to ascortain whether
another scrape would be of ary use. He
decided that it wouldn’t.

“ Lend me your cars, you fellows,"” said
Blake, “Behold the hero!” -

“The which?” asked Tom Merry.

“The hero who plunged into a raging
flood, and rescued Gordon Gay from a
wet and watery grave!”

“Trimble?”? yelled the Terrible Three.

“He aays so!” said Blake, as if that
settled dt.

“QOh, he eays eo, does he?” said Tom
Merry, catching Blake's wink. * Exactly!
That setiles it!”

“1 hope there’s mot going to be any
iiua'lmmy in this study,” said Trimble
loftily.” “I'm not bragging about it! I
just did it, yon know!?

“My dear chap; we koow how to
admire pluck,” said Monty Lowther,
“Would you like me to lend you a
quid, Trimble?”

“Yes, rather!” said Trimble eagerly.

“Then I'm sorry I can’t,” eaid Lowther
politely.

“You—you

aes—-"
Come on, you fellows!” said Blake.
“We're making up a procession to do
honour to the giddy hero, Tall in and
follow me!”
The Terrible Three fell in and followed,
chuckling.

CHAPTER 12.
_ Too Mach for Trimble !
(1 YEZ! Oyez! Oyez!”
Jack = Blake's v
through the passages.
’ lows. turned out from their
studies on all sides.
“ Howly mother av Moses! Whal’a the
row about?” ehouted Reilly.
“What’s the game?”

ion

rang

“Qyez! Oyez!” roared Blake. * This
way to behold the merry herol Roll upy
Anr? gaze! Don’t mind his modest

blushes—just gaze on him! Gentlemen,
Trimble has just informed ua that he is
the giddy hero who rescued Gordon Gay
from a damp grave at the risk of hys
lifo 1"

“Rot!?

“ Rats!™

“Shush!” said Blake. “Trimble saya
s0, and you know what his word Is
worth 1" 5

“ Faith, and we do that intirely!”

“Line up!” said Bluke. “This is a
Egm, ion to do honour to the hero. 1

pe there are no doubting Thomases

Trimble is going to prova it
.,

The Terrible Three had |

E;mt
yond the shadow of a doubt,
“Rats!™ .

One Penny. n

“ Look here, you know 1" eaid Trimble.
“¥ don’t think you ought to be jealous
of zt”dmp braver than yourself, Grundy

“ LR stutiered Grundy. *Why,

“Vah! Keep him off!”

“Stand back, Grundy! Hands off the
hera! Come on, you fellowe—join in the
procession ! )

The crowd of fellows entered into the
joke at once. Nobody believed for a
oment that Trimble was the strong
and plucky swimmer who had saved
Gordon Gay. 4

Bubt Trimble marched on ahead with
Blake, sirutting loftily, with his fat little
nose in the air, never doubting that he
wan accepted as a first-class hero.

There hind béen no other claimant, at
all events, and Baggy Trimble could sea
no rveason why his clafm should not be
admitted. The other fellows, however,
could sco a good many reasons—among
them the undoubted facts that Baggy
was a very poor swimmer and a first~
class funk! -

The procession marched out into the
quadrangle, more and more fellows join-
ing in it Kildare was in the quad, and
came over to the crowd.

“What's all this about?” ho asked.

“We'ro honouring the hero,” explained
Blake. “It's come out that Baggy
Trimble dived into the river and rescued
a Grammar School chap from a watery

grave—"" ”
“Trimbla did?” yelled Kildare.
“Yes, Ho says so himself1” 8
** Spoofing little humbug!” said Kil-
dare. And he walked away laughing. s
“Fancy Kildare being jealous of me !’
said Baggy Trimble fatuously.
“Ha, ha, ha!” .
“QOnly fancy!” said Blake blandly.
“Put he'll sing a different tune when
Baggy. [ don't see
what you fellows are grinning at. Bagey

you've proved it,

dive off tho bridge—didn’t you,
Baggy?”
* Yes, rather!” :

into  the

“And plunged headlong
raging flood—"
““Just sol”
«'And bore the drowning youth to the
»

ghore——

“That's it !"” :

“And then you kept your heroism
dark out of sheer modesty *™ )

“T'm a modest chap, you know,"” said
frimble. “Chap oughtn't to brag of his
pluck. Some chaps happen to be plucky,
and some don’t. L'm one of the sort that
are, you know. That's all!”

“That's all,” agreed Blake, “Fellows
who've chartled at the way Trimble
swims, will have to ring off now. Only
a first-class swimmer could have dono
what—ahem [ —Baggy _did yesterday.
Don't you think so, Levison, or what are
you cackling at?”

“Yia, ha, ha!"”

“Come on, all of you!” sid Blake,
resuming the mard®. ;

He headed for the gates, with the
crowd following. What idea Blake had
in his head the juniors did not know;
but it was clear to everybody but
Trimble that the claimant’s fat leg was
beanIg pulled.

“1—1 say, are we going out?” asked
Trimble, in surprisc.

“Yes, of course!” -

“ But—but where are we going "

“Rylcombe Bridge,” said Blake.

“I—I say,” stuttered _Trimble.
“What are we going to Rylcombs
Bridge for?” £ -

dive off I”

“ For you to
“ What?” %
“With all these fellows to loock on and

seo you do it——"

*: YDW-ﬁH‘ l”‘
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“You see, thai will prove the matter
beyond the shadow of a doubt,” ex-
plained Blake seriously. “If you did it
once, you can do it again; and if you
do it again, why, you did it once, See?
That's logic.”

“Vaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur
Augastus, “ A wippin' ideah, Blake!”

“Hear, hear!"”

Baggy Trimble's face was a-study.
seemed to have losi his voice.

“Come on!” said Blake, dragging at
his fat arm. *“ Follow on, you fellows!
There's no charge for admission to see
Trimble do the high dive.”

“I—I say!” gasped Trimble, at last.
“I—1 can't—

“Eh? You what?”

“T—I mean, I don’t want to dive to-to-
to-day. You sece, I—T'm rather off my
form 1 .

“A splendid swimmer like you can’t

et oﬁx%lis form. It’s finer weather to-

¥, too; the river will be smoother,”
“Come on!”

“1—T won't I" gasped Trimble.

“Bht you did it yesterday,” chuckled
Kangarco. *“Help him along, ou

He

“fellows! He's going to do it, whether

he likes it or not ! e did it once !’

“Yaas, wathah!”

The crowd poured out at the gates.
Baggy 'I;rimbﬁ‘ struggling desperately
in Blake's strong grasp.

“(lome on, Trimble! What arc you
hanging back for?”

“I—I've got to do some lines!"”

“Oh, T'll do your lines,” said Gore,
& After you've done the dive, you know.”

“I'm not going to do the dive!”
ghrieked Trimble. * You beasts, I shall
be drowned !

“But you weren't drowned yester-
day,” eaid Bloke, “and yesterday you
had to hold up Gordon Gay. It will be
easier this time.”

“You—you Yah! TLemme go!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled ‘the juniors, as
Baggy Trimble struggled frantically to
extricate his arm.

Baggy's terror was well founded, for
there was not the slightest doubt that he
would have gone to the bottom like a
stone if he bad dived off Rylcombe
Bridge.

The prospect of being made to repeat
the daring performance of the unknown
hero caused the fat Fourth-Former to

- shiver like a jelly.

{

“Bai Jove! You are not so feahfully
pluckay to-day as you were yesterday!”
emiled Arthur Augustus,

“Ouce a hero, always a hero,” said

ake, “Come on, Baggy! 1 can
either dive off the bridge, or we'll drop
you off. This way!”

“Yarooh! Help!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lemme go!” shricked Trimble.
“T'm not going to be drowned, you
rotter ! Yah! t go! I won't dive!
I—I can’t! Yarooh!”

“But you did yesterday, didn't you?”
gasped Blake, wiping away his tears with
his free hand.

. ¥N-n-n-no, T didn’t! Tt was only a

j-j-joke !” siuttered Trimble. * Lemme
go! Help!” .
“Well, you haven't carried the joke

far enough vet,” said Blake. “You can
carry it as far as Ryl]cuuibe Bridge—and

dive off. Come on!” -
“Help!” roared Trimble.

would not have been easy. Trimble was
streaking across the quadrangle like a
deer.  Whatever kind of swimmer he
was, there was no doubt that he could
run—when cceasion demanded it

“ After ' Ha, ha, ha!”

Trimble fairly flashed across the quad,
and disappeared into the School House.
He did not stop, even to take breath, till
he had reached his stundy, locked  the
door, and piled the table against it.
Then he collapsed and gasped.

Baggy Trimble was left in peace at
last.  Nothing more was heard of his
claim to be the gallant rescuer of Gordon

Ay,
& I

-that announcement on the follow-

ing afternoon. It was Saturday,
and a halfholiday, and the, weather
having mended its manners, a House
match was coming off between School
House and New House.

“FTht  What about
Blake.

“] have asked Tom Mewwy to play
Clive in my. place,” said Arthur Angus-
tus, “I do not think there will be vewy
‘much wisk.”

“None at all I agreed Blake.

“Wats 17

“But what are you eutting cricket
for?” asked Digby. “Can’t your new
topper wait till Monday 7"

& for a new toppah,
Dig. I am limitin® myself to one new
toppah a month,” said Arthur Augustus
“T feol that 1 aru called upon to share in
the genewal spiwii of celf-sacwifice.
am goin’ out to 1 twust I
shall be able to bwing him heah.”

“What the dickens—""

“As 1 wemarked befoah, deah boys, I
think the hewoic wescuer ought to be
known, and pwopahly honshed,” ex-
plained Arthur Auvgustus. “I am suah
it was a St. Jim's chap. It was just the
g a St. Jim's chap would do, wasn't

CHAPTER 13.
A Stariling Revelation.
AM goin’ out, deah boys.”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made

cricket #”  said

Lit?
“ Hear, hear!”

“Gay told us about that labawah chap
who locked aftah him—Mr. John Jones,
who works on Giles’ farm.” eaid Arthur
Augusius, “1 am goin’ to bwing him
heah.” .

““My hat !"

“You see, he knows the chap by sight
| who picked Gordon Gay out of the
watah,” said Arthur Augustus aagely.
“If 1 bwing him heah, he can point out
the chap, if it was a St. Jim’s chap at
all. Bee?”

“I see,” agreed Blake.

“Of course, I shall make the man some
compensation for takin' up his time,”
said D'Arey. “ This aftahnoon will be a
favourable time, as most of the fellowa
will be on the ewicket-gwound for the
match. I shall bwing John Jones along,
and he will see them all, and point out
Lthe giddy hewo. Then we will give
honah to whom honah is due.”

**Oh, bow-wow ! yawned Blake. “If
the chap doesn't want to own up, why
-not let him have his way "

“Wats! He is entitled io wecognition
for his pluck, and it is up to us to show
that we appweciate Bwitish plack. So I
am goin’.”

) Blake's grasp on his fat arm relaxed, |* And when the evicketers weni down to

and Trimble tore himself away. He Little Side for the House match, Arthur

burst through ~ the crowd of yelling | Avgustus departed.

Juniors, and rushed in ak the gates. Both ison _and Clive were in the
After him |" School nse junior team—the latter

;‘gullarlllnim (L

. The yelling crowd rushed in after

’f_nmb]e‘. They did not intend to fetch

him back; but if they had intended it, it
Tree Gex Lmn.\ny.T‘Nn, 488,

being substitute for Arthur Augustus.
The South African junior, at least, was
| glad that D'Arcy bad gone on his self-

imposed. mission, He was keen to play
-1 for his House.

Most of the juniors who were not in the
elevens pathered round Littla Side te
wateh tho game,

iome of them glanced curiously at

Iph Curdew as he sauntered down to
the pavibon.

The ostracised junior was amiling and
cheerful

Any other fellow in Cardew’s peculiar
position would have been glad to keep
out of the public eye. But that was not
Cardew’s w He seemed to take w
perverse pleasure in forcing himself upon
the public notice.

Not a_word was spoken to him by any
of the juniors crowdad round the field
and the pavilion, and those who wera
:ug-ar him openly turned their backs on
i,

But the complacent dandy of the
Fourth showed no aign of discomposure.

Whether it was indifference, nerve, or
sheer impudence, he found within him-
solf the hardihood to brave, unmoved, the
scorn of ali Jim’s.

Levison Clive did not approach
him. They had made overtures once,
and he had rejected them. There was
nothing more to. be suid. :

Cardew watched the mateh with ap-
parent interest, though it was nov diffi-
cult to gmess that he was there more out
of bravado than from any interest in the
House_matoh:

He joined in the cheering of the ““bhat-
trick” by Fatty Wynn of the New
House, and cheered Talbot's fine innings
for the School House.

The School House were all down for
65, and Figgina & Co. went in for their
inmings,

Levison bowled well for his side, and
Clive caught Figgins in the long fiekd.

There was a good deal of credit for No.

9 Study in the match.

Last man in had been called when the
elegant  figure of rthur' Auguatng
' Arcy appeared in the distant gateway.

The ewell of St Jim’s did not come
alone. A burly, tanned labouring-mnan
was with him. Arthur Augustus had
found John Jones, of Giles” Farm.

“This way, deah boy!" said Arthur
Augustus.  “The fellows are on the
ewicket-field.”

“Yes, zur,” eaid Mr. Jones.

And the swell of St. Jim's guided his
companion towards Little e,

They were not observed, however, for
all eyes were on the last innings. Tr was
u single-innings maich, and the last bata-
men at the wickets had taken the score to
64, Two more were-wanted to win; an
Redfern and Lawrence were battings.

Naw House hapes ran high.

But Talbot was bowling, and he proved
a little too much for Redfern.

¥y play oo far forward. and
there was the clack of a falling wicket.
odforn drew a long face for a
moment, But there was no help for it.
He was owt, and the School Hovse had
won the match by a single run.

“Well bewled, Talbot!™

“SBchool House wins! Bravo!”

The field camo off, well satisfied with
the result. Arthur Augustus D' Arey
and his sunburnt companion had reached
the ropes. It was a favourable moment
for D' Arey’a purpose, for nearly all the
juniors of both Houses were on tho
eene.

John Jones was looking about ifla
crowds of faces from under the rim of
his elouched har. Now_ that the match
was over, a good many inguiring glances
wera turned on the farmer’s man. "

“ Hallo, there's’ Gussy and Jonesy!”
grinned Blake. * Now the merry mys-
tery s, goin$ to be revealed! - Was it

it vou, ']
“ Perhaps it was Trimble, afrer all!™
“Ha, ba, ha!™




" Evéry Wednesday.

¥ou

it was a School House
1ve. ’
as his eves fell on John

)

w etarted
Jones,

A strange, cynical emile ,eurved his
well-cus lips for a moment,  He drew
back a little, so that several juniors were
between him and the farmer's man.

: I)’_“.r\.'_lz_l piloted his companion towards
e pavilion,

*Heah wa are, deah boys!” ha an-
nounced.  “Mr. Jones is goin’ to point
cut the mewwy hewe, Go it, deah boy!”

1 don’t €ee the young gentleman
here, zur,” .said Mr. Jones, looking
round,

“ Bure it waan't me, Mr. Jones?” asked
Monty Lowther. ' Wasn't it a chap
sbout my size, with a nice, handsome

like minae?™
he juniors grinned, but the stolid Mr.
Jomnes shook his head seriouely.

““No, it was a yognfg gent not so tall as
vou, zur,” he replied. A very good-
looking young gent, and a very
ous young gent, too. Oh, “ere he

e had caught eight of Cardew at last.

Mr. Jones teuched his slouched hat to

cuicask of the Fourth.

Arternoon, zur 17 he sakd respectfully.

© I ‘ope youain't "ad any bad effects, zur,
»

eiting so wet.

ank you, no!” drawled Cardew
apparently oblivious of the

1 stares on all sides. “ What the

] dickens brought you here, my

17
This ’ere young gent asked me_to
. and paiat out the young gent what
1 Master Gay,"l explained Mr. Jones.
ope.™

,” enid Cardew.

~ Gweat Seott! Do you weally mean to
say, Mr. Jones, that Cardew is the
liap?” etammered Asthur Augustus.

“T don't kuow the young gent's name,
sur,” said Mr, Jones.  *“ But that's the
at pulled Master Gay out

10 rive
d, touching his hat again, Mr. Giles'
man retired, and plodded stolidly away to
iha gates. )

He left the crowd of 8. Jim's juniors
breathless wit

ith amazement.
“ Cardew !”’ muttered Tom Merry.
hat rotter!” eaid €.
That Tellow who . was sacked from
Wodehowse for  stealing!”  muttered
1(;‘.om';-e Alfred Grundy. “Oh, my only
hat 1’ -

“Bai Jove!”
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“You, Cardew!” said Levison.

_ Ralph - Reckness Cardew gave the
juniora a cool, steady stare, awung round
on his heel, and walked away.

“Cardew I’ called several voices.

Cardew did not turn his head. - He did
not seern to hear.

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Herries.
“Cardew, after all! Fancy that fellow
taking such an awful risk for a (‘hsP!"

“Blessed if T understand it 1 said
Blake. ‘“Anyway, it was 4 Uy plucky
of him, though he’s a rofter.”

“¥aas, wathah!”

Arthur Augusius was in a somewhat
troubled and perplexed mood. He ha
Taid .that astute plan for revealing the
hidden hero, never doubting it would
turn out to be Figgins, or Kerr, or
Talbot, or Julian, or some other fellow
who was well known for his pluck.

The thought of Cardew, the outcast of
the achool, had never crossed his noble
mind for a moment.

The cutcast of the Fourth—tha fellow
who was scorned by the school—the junior
who was believed “tachave been expelled
from his last echool” for thefi—he was
the heroic rescuer! y

The demonstration in recognition of
gallantry, which Arthur Augustus
&0 sagely planned, could not very well
come olf,

The fellow who had rescued Gay was a
fellow any school migzht have been proud
of, but he was in Coventry; and even
that example of pluck and generous
daring did not affect the reasons for
which he had been sent to Coventry.
Those reasons gtill held good.

Arthur Augustus felt as though he had
had a cold douche.

“Bai Jove! Who'd have thought it?”
he said, at last. “ Cardew, of all chapa!”

Racke broke in with a eneer.

“That’s how he came in dry. He must
have got his things dried at the Green
Man! It was ¢ handy.”

“ Never mind the Green Man now!”
said Tom Merry gruﬁi:{. “ Whatever
Cardew is, he's a good plucked one, any-
way, and there’s not many fellowa who
could, or would, have done what he did.
And I'm going to epeak to him3”

And Tom followed Cardew tfo the
House, leaving the juniors in a buzz over
the amazing discovery.

Ralpa Reckness Cardew was in his
study.
He blew out a little cloud of smoke as

Tom Merry looked in.

. One Penaye . 13

He did not remove the cigarette from

his lips, as he looked at the captain of the
Shell. L

Tom Marry came in, affecling not to
notice the amoke.

I want a werd with you, Cardew!”
he said abruptly.

“Forgotten I'm in Coventry ?" smiled
Cardew.

“Nover mind that now. It scems that
it was you who pulled Gay out of the
river.” y

“Surf;)risin’. ian’t 47”7 yawned Cardew,

“Well, it ia rather surprising, yesl
wos jolly lucky you happened to be
the spot.”

“Yes; I was etrollin’ down to_the
Green Man for a smoke and a little
pame,”  sai Cardew  deliberately.
“ Luclaly I stopped on the bridge to have
a look at the river. And I never got the
little game, after all; I got nothin’ bub
a dry at the Green Man. Hard cheese,
wasn't it7”

“You didn’t lose much,” said Tom.
“ Never mind that. Look here, Cardew,
what{ou did was a ripping thing—"

anks !

It
on

The satirical tone, the ironical smile,
made Tom Merry colour. But he went

« A fellow who would do what you did,
Cardew-—well, it’s hard to believe that
he could be mean enough to be a thiefl
Pluck and sneaking dishonesty don't
usually go together. I.waat to aak you
once more—will you explain away what's
aaid about your leaving Wi ouse?
You've been accused, and yon've said
nothing. After all, the fellows would be
willing to take your word, if you could
ﬁim_tqamu explanation. Why don't you

o it? T

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“Because I don’t cheose!” ha
eoolly. =

“You stick to that?™

“1do

““Phen there's nothing more to be
said!” said Tom Merry. And he walked
out of the study.

And nothing meora was said. The hero
of St Jim's was still the outcast of the
echool !

aaid

THE END.

(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's

—4“THE "OUTCAST'S LUCK!” by
MARTIN CLIFFORD.)

JI33TIVTIFISAIIIIIBIIVI0IIIP 23339329I9PIIIIIIVIIVNICCLECECO

Editor’s Chat. ——-

————

———

- For Next Wednesday:

“THE OUTCAST'S LUCK!
By Martin Clifford.

The myslery surreunding Car&w’a leaving
Wodehouse is cleared op in this story—one
of the best that Mr. Clifford has given us for
a long time; and he has been giving first-
olass yarns lately, yarns which will compare
favourably with anything he has ever done
in the past. All ¢f you are faterested in
Cardew, 1 know, The wayward fellow, with
Hiz very real courage, his rather less real con-
tempt for public opinion, his generosity, and
his fits of revengeful anger, has found a
corner in eur hearts. There is much in him
that is wrong-headed and wilful, but there is
much to redeem it. On the whole, Lhe good
outweighs. the evil, asd it will be easy for
you ta guess that, whatever Cardew did at
his old school, he certainly was not guilty of
theit there. But I don’t wean to tell you
mere than that. To give apy indicalion of

the plot of the story would be to spoil it.

HAIL, COLUMBIA!

1 have heard from “Stars and Stripes®
again. He does not send me a letter- this
time, but instead, balf a dozen or so news-
paper clippings which deal with several sub-
jects more or less connected with the war
and the comimg in of the United States
on the side which has always been the only
passible one for her. 2k .

Perhaps my friend over there considers this
great event in the light of a score over me
for him. is not. 1 have always main-
tained that the U.S. must come in sooner or
later. Whoever said they were too proud to
fight, T never did. The fecling I had about
that was rather like what I might bave had
had one of my cwn brothers turned Con-
scientious Objector ! It was the nastiest thing
ever said about that great nation.

Too proud to fight! Why, it_was encugh

make Grant and Sherman, Lee and the
Johnstons and Jeb Stuart and the rest of
the gallant leaders on both sides in the Civily
War, Washington and bis men, the great
Indian fighters who hrou; the West under
eivilisation, turn in their honoured graves!

Among the papers 8. and $.” rends along
is a list of the battle honours of the 19th New
Jersey Infamtry. I don’t wonder that he s

proud of them. 1 am not zn American, but

I can thrill at the very mame of those hard-
fought fields of the past. Bunker's Hill and
Valley Forge—terrible, yet ri'lom"_u. Gettys-
burg—the long battle of the Wilderness
many another flerce, manhood-proving
struggle is told of here—told in ome word or
two words and & date to him whe knows ihe
history of the U.8S.A. Too proud to fight!
I think not! ¥

A CADET CORPS.

Readers in the 8,E. district of Londog who
want to join a ?Wd Cadet Corpa should apply
any evening after eight o’clock at Queen’s
House, 81, Unlon Street, Scduttlawarki B.E.
The advantages are many, aix e entrance-
fee is maﬂ,umd ean be paid by instalments
if you like. I hope to have more to say on
this subject in next week's “Magnet ” Chat. .

#
Tz Gt Lisnsey.—TKo. 488,




14

THE BEST 3 LIBRARY pe— THE “BDYS’_ FRIEND"

30 LIBRARY. "fn*

b >

EXTRACTS FROM

$Tom Merry s Weekly’ & ““The Greyfriars Herald.”

&

BUNTER'S TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE [THE

By SAMPSON QUINCY IFFLEY FIELD.

ou all about how
eter Todd's bike,
and gnt. Peter id. for ransom, and
to change places with Peter, and
paid the ransom in the long run out of his
postsl-order—the one that came, not ene of
the thonsand and one that never did.

But there is another yarm about Bunter
and a bike. And the best way to tell it is in
Bunter's own words, as far as 1 ean remember
them. I may have to add something by way

ROWNEY has o1
Bunter borrowed

=

of explanation, hecanse Bunter is a bit apl’

to colour things to suit bis own case—which
iz puumg it very mildly indeed.
“I'm not going to talk about it.”

That was how Bltllntl r's yarn began. But I

took nuo neMre of that.

“Let's see,” 1 sa 1. “Was it five years or
ten they gave you?

“Oh, rot, Field! '(||I know very well it

wasn't, anything of th I wasn't tried
They had fo apologise rr they hadn’t, 1
should have got some of my titled relations to

make a fuss about it in the House of Lords,

and thea—"

“Then we shouldn’t -have been long”
dropped in. " But never mind about your
titled relm,mnn Bunty; tell me about how
you boned ths bike.

“0h, really, Field, if you go about talking
like that you'll I\nd yoursell let in for an

tion for slander! 1'm not putting wp with
it. s0 I warn you!

“But there are all sorts of
you know, Porpoisze, and some ol
believe that it was a very fishy case.

yarns about,
the fellows
You'd

better let me have a full account of it to
publish in the ‘ Herald.! That may stop them
from talking rot.”

Nothing would. They're always
There never was i chap on this
arth ‘who's been libelled and slandered “as

I \-u br(-u Squift, really !” groaned the

| 4;1:1! to you to be interviewed, and

It won't.

t it
He brmhbenad up at that
“Are you going to interview me, Squiff?”

he asked eagerly.
That’s what I'm doing, chump?”
“Oh, I thought you were just talking rot,

as usual
“I'm not. And you'd better mnot tell
thumpers as uaual. s the truth 1 want.”
“My well-known high principles wouldn't
allow of my telling  you auythinq but the
tmth Fi¢ld,” said the intervicwee loftily.
'hat's the style! Keep that up, and I

ean beu!. the Le Quenx merchant to a frazzle.
'rhnn- s nothing like starting with a good

'%{ refuse to he interviewed at all unless

1 am treated with the respect due to me !
“Oh, do you? Turn round, t;

1'dia not expect that he wouiﬂ But 1
suppose he was taken by surprise. He turned

roupd. I moved my. right foot in his direc-
tion with s moderate amount of velocity.
aroooogh! Wharrer kicking me for, you

cnl

rrentln%‘yml with the respect due to you,
Oyster! Now, let's get on  with the
washing !

1I.
E a.ﬂb on—aféer a bit.
“It was like this, Squiff. Of
eourse, you know I haven't a bike.

" 1 could have one if I wanted it.
Any of my titled relations —"

“Oh, caul owers!”
s <

When I want to use a
Toddy's always willing to

tops
n't, make ont Fahat you mean by say-
Ing such Fotty things !>
“1t’s only whep you overstep the limits of
¥, B Get o

4 I borrow one out of
u.e, bike-shed. 1 don’t see why any fellow

should mmd lending me one. Nobody ought
to min
“l'l‘oct,cil Porpoisc !

“80 1 borrowed !tmt one. I didn't know
whose it was; but then I don't pretend to
know all about. every hlessed hlLe in the shed.
It was a heastly windy day—

“We'll have the werther remarks in an
addendum, please. Then they can be cut
out.if space runs short.”

"It was a beastly day,” eepeated
Bunter ahuninmly. "and boi’nre I had got
far Jny oap blew you don't like the

way I tgil you ihis, ynu ean just tell it your
own way, Field.

“You wnuhlub like the way 1 teld it,
Porpol

Ol uall of course it’s best to have the
truth! .

I‘lén I'd better tell it.”

“Rot! It stands to reason you don’t know
the hul.h as well as I do.

P'raps not. But I can tell it better.”

*My cap blew off. - T went right over a
hedge, and I didn't bother about getting it.
A cap more or less isn L of any importance to
] it my pos

“Whose cap was it?

“I don't n'memi)rr—l mean,
course,- you fathend!”

“0Oh, tomatoes!”

"EL may have hr‘in Dutton’s, or it may not.

it wasn” ally big epongh for m
lmt Lh(‘n there o !‘kn ?- many chaps here with
a head like mine.

it was mine, of

“No. Bunter minor's the only one I know
of —thanks be

“It blew off.

“That was Sammy’s, of course. I haven't
seen him lately, or I should have noticed

it. It would be rather an improvement, 1
should say. Why don’t you adopt the fashion
yourself 7
“Ass! My cap blew off, T
“]hltton‘u cap, you men
don't know that it was Dutton’s. Didn't
I say 1 wasn't sure? The thing was too
smail, ang )
 Procecd !
amhh‘:l on
rode on,” said the
“There jsn't

ou serapped Dutton's eap, and

Owl, with_ineffable
chap_at Greyriars

cyelist.’
ain’t one who rides at all

in '.Tlc same styl

1 got to Frmrddi(‘ and I dismounted.”
gual way®”

course ! Field,
iculous !

“Did it hurt moch?"

“Did what hurk?"

Really, you are

“Tumbling off.”
“Who 1md 1 t ri||l~l| off, you fathead?"
“Why,

“Ots, FeANY, Fleld. 1 didn't say anything of
the sort!
You said you dismounted

2

in your usual

"Lﬂok her':, I'm nof going to sit here and

’\m hoth at once, of course.”

“And stand being insulted b:. yon!
you want to interview e, treat me
proper respect.”

“ Right-ho !

“What 2"

“Right—about—face! T am simply yearn-
ing to treat you with all the respect due to
you!

But he wouldn't.
out of him. Still,

(EDITORIAL NOTE.—Everyone at Grey

riors may know it; but all the world bl
So Tom Brown is going to write it out

for publication in an early number of the

Gem. It is just as well ihat Bunter cut up

rusty when he did, for I don’ see how we

should ever-have got to the end of the

n,or:. the way it was being told—or not being
~by 8quiff.—H.W.)

So if
with

Turn round again, Bunty!

1 could not get any more
everyone knows the yarn.

SPOOK OF GEORG[E
WASHINGTONI

By DICK RAKE.

[EDITORIAL NOTE.—This i quite a good
notion of Richard but I find that the idea
of Bunter's and telling the truth

strains my belief rmrd though I can swallow
the spook.}

It was the thirty-first of June,
And brightly shone the sum,
When Ulruugh the Close there came the
pook
-0t ﬁeergie Washington.
And none could doubt that it was George,
ecansé the lad, you see,
Clutehed in one hand & ltile axe,
And bore a cherry:teee.
And he beheld a gathering
Of fellows, quite a CTOW:
Who Jistened while n fat )mlth there
Spoke squeakily and
Now, that fat youth as uuutm— and
I grieve to have to
It was with awful whoppers that
He tried to raise a loan.
“My relatives,” George heard him sav,
“Are such that at the Front a
* Particularly gallant hero’s sure
To bhear the name of Bunter.
“They send for Colonel Bunter when
They're dreading Hun attack
Said Nunter, and then stopped as be
Saw Georgie's tree and axe.

He blinked, and slowly r:ﬁs,erl bis bead
‘o meet, ‘the spooky eyes

An.l something made lnm add:
I'm only telling lies!

“Most of my people afe lﬂ.e me,
And haven't got the

To go out to the Front
To do their little bit!

“And none of them are colonels, and
The major, it appears,

Is really but a miner in
A squad of Engincers.”

He paused. A voice was heard by ali
‘Which said: “That's better than

A pack of falsehoods. Keep it up,
Bunter, and be a man!®

And then anotber chap came up—
"Twas Fisher Tarleton Fish,

Just looking round for Tellows whom
He hoped that he might dish.

He laughed at Bunter's th".‘e(i.
Which Fishy did despis
(For Georgie is not seen unhl
A chap starts telling lie
Then Fishy started, speaking thus:
on’t care where you hunt!
I guess you'll find no rival to
My latest Little stunt.
“1°'1 just do thi he spid—then paused,
For he saw Georgie's tree,
{nd seareely knowing why, he said :
“You'll then be done by
«1t's really just n.he ucu-n au
And you galoots, By,
Will have no truck wrth
You'll all get left ags
The feiloll.s gasped, and “h'\non zaid:
‘Fishy! Th.

=0f course,

\d try

Tnos my et
A Brifisher to-day !

Then Fishy felt a curions thing—
An honest glow of pride!

And he was glad that he had stood

(ul}.mg Ve

By Truthful Georgie's side
. . a . . . »
© I wish that Georgie Washingzton

Would toddie round again,
The little lesson that he gave
Has since proved quite in vain,

Pr!.nl.ad lnd ne
Agants for Aultralasia: Gordon &
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ON THE SCENT.

An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes. vy Peter Todd.
- o 4 45 3 8
L. aroma. There was not the slightest doubt
HE case 1 now deal with was not a | that the base, unpatriotic Whitley had at
trinmph for Herlock Sholmes.  But | least a pound oi gorgonzola on remises,
this. as I shall show, was entirely duc | A pound, Jotson—a pound of gorzonzola in
. to the incompetence of the official | the third year of the 1

wlice.

Sholmes had heen absent for some days. lice were called in—our old fricid
and | eginning to wonder what Sholmes similed. ~“But you know
heeame of him, when one evenimg he hurriedly | the police, Jc\bt Pinkeye was fobbed off
entered our reoms at Shaker Street. He took | with an expla; n that the drains were out

hasty swig from ihe  cocaine.eask, und | of order. - Wil ¥i fiendish cunning,
turned ‘to me. had calied in the plambers to keep up

" Al gors well, Jotson! I have called for Appearance.”

rou. my dear fellow, so that you may he

t the daatbx—not u mew experience for yo
«h, doctor

\or, at nll " T assented. * But what—

I will \'u)!din as we go, Jotson,  There

s manner L knew so
ared Herlock Sholines
!ll those who knew him best, he fook me hy
r, an ried me down the stairs.
xicab was waiting without, and we entered
Sholmes rested his hoots upon my knees

. and w}nch 0 ende

the cab rolled away, and leaned hack
thoughitfully,
A remarkuble case, Joteon. e suid

dreamily ; “very remarkable!
is hooked—the dast ard s
umiler lock and key!
‘o not blunder (*
He shrugged his shoulders.
"My dear Sholmes, who what——
You remember 1 left you somewhat cud-
ast week, Jotson. I was ealled to the
ine Department. take
up 2 e at the request of tlie
Cheese Dictator, en on
the track. u are aware of the ]n{\val order
ol the Cheese Dietator.
1 looked doubtful.

“1 am not sure, Sholm
fo commit every new
,Jm}u sition to memm-)
titce the number has ceded seven thous-
and, T diable to forget a hundred or two
o which order do you refer
Jotson, surely you are aware thai cheese

now he” purchased only WO peany-
worths at a time. Anyone purchasing niore
than two peunyworth is liable to he im-
prisoned without the option of a fine:; whiie

But the villain
sout to_be placed
That Iz, If the polic

I ma t a rule
order. rezulation, and
but 1 confess th 'Il

anvone purchasing less than two pennyworth
tble to he fined without the option of
prizonnient.”

True!”

Well, this order of the Checse Dictator
lias been elnded by unpatriotic  persons,
Jotson, and their hemous conduct has uﬂeil
forth a new order—Number 71
serupulons persons have heen m a?»nl-l
from cheesemonger to ch >|mm |)ur¢], 8

ing two !Mm)norlh at each o
some ey have ace n.mf,tui
lioard of ni rly a pound of cheess
“Sholmes!” I exclaimed, in M-_!rrur.
J(r‘ smiled sad

ven in war- :me Jotson, and even in our
own country, such persons are found. It is
ineredible, und, ti|=nrm-e tru \ know
my methods.  Order 7 ¥ person

|-.»muwr:.h ot Theose
her wny one time.
Totson, the chesse-honrders are hafled,
i short, the Cheese Dictator has compelled
them to cheese it

1 mgulf i mental note of the

rder and the

ain - pereon, Jotson, |
57, but T am on his tracl
im owing to a powerful

s noficed to linger ahout
yremises in the li.mlmu. Road. The police-
man on the heat no it, but was '[m(, off
' Mr. Whifll

had beén using a lnrg.
in his p(:t-\m nr,ch It
could not, however, he concealed. roma
spread aeross the street, and reached the nose
of a meighhour—a retired cheesemonger. He
rinmediately recoguised the familiar scent of

braved
uspicion

e
=

gargonzol nml rr\pnrtnd the matter to the
Cheese or. The guilt of Mr. Whiffley
was, in hu,t manifest.”

But, my dear Sholmes =

“The fact was estab Jotson, that

there was porgonzola
pennyworth could not pos:
such a distance s0 excee

the house wo
Iy have spreadsto
ingly powerful an

roqm 8t
gated the
& house
glem, aid um_

as Mr.
nose,

r.rnme\l Jotsom,

rlu’l‘“c nrll] that of

systen

a

hase no doubt you are rigl
“Quite =0, Jotson,
ever, the police w

matter. T cannot help

spector Plukeye was ub anwilling to svoid
’rlrﬂ.d‘l?ﬂfl
It had not oceurred to him to use
¢ think

an encounter with the
t

e
-mask ; the
however, I ohtained.
atfector. T pe

id ! 1 exclaimed.
is lighted by

plendi
houte

lln-

sholmes smiled pityinaly

i i
dear Jotson,

e As Mr. Whiflley does not use gas. he
could not possihly be on his guard inst
the call of a gas-collector. Tad I gone

a hill for electric light. he might have heen
prepared.  As it was, | took i completely
by enrpris

Womlerful !

“1 traced the gorgonzola, Jotsom. to the

pantry. To the ined
it I left.

cle and that nothing
arrest the i‘l‘nnfnnl l

what 1 appeared,

alarm.  He mizht baflie
moment: by opening the
allowing & 1124

I

in wnnl\

s being watehed.
are in the front garden
hotlyhack

fully hide

convineed
orgonzola that

it was not f
Whillley _prétended. To the
there

difference hetween the aroma of
ueglected
* heve:mever-abserved: fo; Ahotmies;

Without proof,
Toth

netrated into the

gas,

louse it IlEI]t- d In electricity,
ra

i
0 my methods to you at this time

convineed that the ea
remained

NSPECTOR l‘}\I\F‘n E greeted us warmly,
But Herlock Sholmes wa

e was undoubtedly

0
to_prevent the

Cheese
matter. A stroll

was in ques-
matter of the

distined
onzola
drainage

Na

bhut 1

how-
to stir in the
cting that In-

at 56

of nothing.
Disguised as a

“I presume that
and therefore

Totzm

to

ary for me
of

with

that was not

hut

that
that T was not
have taken the

us at the last
window, aml
sei But’ he

ittle time
on the

the in-
urse, hi
illain suepecting
Twa of my men

S 15

are on the roof. T confess. Mr. Sholmes, that
I should not have known how to place them

there without exciting remark, but for ¥
suggestion of dropping them fror an

d Shohmes.  * And the chimmnesy
to  your instraction
ing on the

“My dear Pinkeye,

YOu gre impfrov
Herlock Sholmes cordiatly.

You sce,

wet

L'rouml

gorgonzola should

wonld fall to the as ther

Ill) (\itl‘u 0 0 t\\hﬁﬂ
¢ na, it s m a et
]u ct that Whiffle

You have given vour men

B
the pantry. g ;
their truncheons if nece

structions to
inspector
“Yes

. Sholme
How 1ne."”
the  door

of Mr. Whitlley's
i my nose had not been trai
extent as Herlock Sholines',
oma that hung around the pre
ainly have warned e
considerably miore than twe pennyworth o
70la was kept captive in the house, I
however, that I might have heen
deceived hy Wihfliey's cunning
the drains were out of order.
ever. was not to he deecived.
We gaied adimittane

Mr, Whiftley met ue
air of bravalo.
“The o

the
powerful
misex would cert

seertion that
how-

olnies,

“with

sternly.
And now for the gorgon
‘rash!

The pantry deor fiew apen
&

olnies uttered a ¢

rd to his side.

Before onr cves lay a huge dish ey
The window was wide open! There was no
trace of the zor: mu(v.e" sa the

e The
and

hung lovin
gritted hLis
'\;ﬁnw

I pantry.

it t
Shalnies
rushed o e

Teetn,

Th .
= o]m:‘u s
A}

as he retu

“You may relea £ priconer g
e saidd curtl The um-nm-m |..u uur
Your men on owed it to

ently.  Perh: © 100 c
cealed in the 1 dusthin,
isticnlly, ( ome,  Jotson,

finished here,
I fm]J{:erl Lim to the taxi

Sholmes” hrow was monody
ed to Shaker street. I could =
as disay ted

s Jotson!"

I worked up the case

. and handed it to the
e pol usual, biundered

¢ was surrounided by Pinkeye's men

bitterly,

a trinmplint concl
1]

As usual,

LOrEoT -u rhd unhindered ! The
iiscreant escapes . m heen in
L receiy ¥ cheg
Tictators  Thut the
o not. “hm are to

to tia W when he calls on
for the mstalment on the

ged in a sloomy

Bholmes remained pl
id pot ventur

from which I

r to
arou

THE IND,

EXTRACT FROM AN UNPUBLISHED
POEM

By George A. Grundy.

The way was lony, the wined was
The shaids of nite w
Andd the skipper bl taik
And tide her to the mast,

To Mr.

Please

notice.

keep fbr me a copy of
GEM LIBRARY each week

(Signed),

Newsagent.
the
until further
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My Comic Column.

By MONTY LOWTHER.

you get used to it, itis quite pleasant
sind. easy ; and we are tokd that the
habit, once formed, is difficult to
It is a virtue, but it helds vou

S-]'I JF-DENIAL is catching on, When

break

"Ih; Lhrr\nirnod soup ahoriunn has led
to a patriotic meeting in the Third Form-
rouvm. We understand that a resolution
was propesed by D'Arey minor. o
ing i[ha\ willingness £ the Ih! 4,
of necessity, to g up wasl
nocks for three y or the Llurutmn of
the war, We understand, further. that
the resolution was passed unanimously.

We hear that Farmer Giles has been
treating one of his employees with great
rosity. The man w igcovered

ng from. a sack of potatoes.
ave hrln the sack.

-m
Ciiles immediately

A \\'AR\'E\'{: TO TIPPLERS!

Reflect, my friend! ’Tis true,
Stra: ‘thoush it may appear,
The b bring to you.

May ou to your bicr.

late . rw-kl_ indulgence in in-
has led, we hear, to the issue of
order by the Cough-Drop Con-
. After this date, no family may
nore than one member dol\u with
" at any one time.

A :hap named ']ellnyemn once wrote a
poern called *“Come into the Garden,
Muwd!” - The successes of General
Maude in Mesopotumia have led our
Tame Poet to improve on Tennyson in
this way :

Come into Turkey, Maude
For - the -black-jowled 'lurL has flown.
Cume into ‘Iurkes, Maude!
Now Bagdad is guite your own:
For  the .Sultan’s thinking of
abroad,
And shakes on his golden throne!

goirg

We ahall have to get used to tea with-
out sugar. We may not like if, bul we
cannot lump it.

’]}msn shopkee 15" Although the old
currency motes bore an ipscription that
“these “notes are legal tender for any
amount,” I never found a “éhopkeeper
who wonld give me more than a pound’s
worth of goods for one oi them.

The Huns have taxed Belgium eo
heavily that 1t “-as sup oecd the limit
had been reach Il) arn, howcver,
that there's gou‘uv tn ln- attacks on the
new German line in Belgium.

“Push and go " on the Westorn Front.
Tommy is pnehmrr nmi Fritz is going!

During the Ksls«rﬁ recent illness, a
report was current in Germany that he
Wias lying on his death-bed. Ludcntlv
they knew their Kaiscr!

Tha old gentleman’s illness. we under
stand, was due to khaking care!

In happy Dntlclpatmn of.a more désir-.

able outcome, our Tame Poet composed
the following epitaph:

Lven death mnnot change him! Here
lies Kaiser Bil

He lied all his llfe, and be’s now lying
sti
I I
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“TIntérested.” Do I - believe that a
certain famous Russian general is Sir
Heector * Macdonald, who -was reported
dead  years ago, and another Lord
Kitchener? Of course Also  that
is lord ‘\eihou come to

e ——h_ Julius
1 thmk it is quite

B——y T—¢
life again. and
Cmsar! ~Moreover,

possible that the Russians also huve some

good men of their own,
G.

m

it cut! -

- (New Hopsel-
rsigning
o devote

your \\hulﬁ time
1 om told that the effect
s been to cut out almost en-

of the war I
tirely the s of papers of the bloo
and-thunder type, while such really high-
clns prmlm tions ns the “Gem ” and the
Tagnet ™ flourish exceedingly. This is
e as it should be, but it does not
ctly improve your Chances of earr ng
and-marg by writing zbout alk
ing the plank, holding up the Arizena
cxpress, scalping the settlement. and all
that sort of thing, does it? Better take
tor writing for grown-ups, F--—y, The
boys are offthis stuff in these d;

"l‘ce‘lﬂls Your verses might be
quite good seanned and rhymed,
s used were entirely dif-
"nuff eaid !

i ew House).—The Editor-in-
‘hief desires me to say—in his un.
avoidable absence from  duty as
the result of a slight

argunient
©

that your stories entitled *
mall,” the Pest: of the Pacifi
Hand ; or, 11.9 Chief of the Objecticnable
Ojjibways.” Huwkeye, the
Happy. Highway  an “The
Smuggler’s Bride; ‘Oneé Aboard the
Lugger {” are all declined, and will be
returned by fag messenger when our next
parcel or parcels provides or provide us
with a sufliciency of covering for them,
Tt is necessary 0 guard carefully against
the danger of contaminating the fag
mind, so that they cannot be sent across
unwrapped. I trust T have the titles cor-
rectly, but I write from memadty.

D. -W. (New House).—I will have
inquiries made at Greyfriars as to the
truth of the story that that school now
iving  skeleton names
—— ¢ D——r. Do not
pin vour faith to empty rumours. or even
to rumours of emptine When B———r
is (‘mpt_)’ grub will be scarce indeed !

“ Curious.”—Who is the best boxer in
the Shell? \Vell. Tom Merry used to be
locked upon as such; but this is'a time
of change. 'Nuff sa

“Inquisitive.”—Another  of you!
Manners has a certain mathematical
bent; but when a really brainy fellow
1nke= up a subject in dead earnest, even
though if may not be his special subject,
he is likely to go ahead of any mere
plodder. “ For further mformatmn as to
the best mathematician in the Shell, T
must refer you to Mr. Linton. e
should know. But he may be wrong.
And in order that you should nut be led
astray, I may indicate Stud 10 as
the appropriate address. ?’nm M?rry
by the way, is merely so-so a.t maths.)

“One  Who Wants to  Know!
hch(w it to be true that G- e G—e

has forsaken the cult of the card and ﬂm
study of “Ruff's- Guide to the Turf™

but 1 am not inclined fo give chdﬁmn-
to the rumour that he has faken up en-
thusiastically the works of Professor
Balmycrumpet

“Canny Secot.”—VYes, 1 can eat oat-
meal all right; but I decline to neck por-
ridge at fonr meals a d: ay. A scarcity of
this delectable food might be the result;
and what would the horses and .the Scots
do then, poor things?

NOTICES.

. Cricket.
Swirapowy C.C. {average age, {54}
Radius 3. miles. Call or write
Pierce, - 70, Underley Sercet, eftnn

Park, Liverpool.

Coroxarion C.C. vile sadins

West Ham. -W e , 140, Tuw
‘marsh Lane, Pluistow, E. 1

IvypaLe C (19).—3 mile radids.
Also want four good | K. O
Conat: |.i)h- 40, Ingleton Sureet, Brixton,

OV

Bras l\l‘lF\TII Ixvicra CLC. (15).—- W

Elmira Street, Lewishs

‘hapman, 5.
13.

nx A.C.C.

\-’& R

B (16).- 'l',umr-r.
7, War
I)rn\nn ALBION
¥ matches only.
L. ndz roft, Rn-ul Dui\\.irh. ]
3.0.C. 164).- mile
P, ‘amlnn, 53, Lxc’mpld Rao:
5. 3

{16-1T).
Howell,
I 6.
10Rs (16).
Road, Cardiff
Football.

29, Theberton
Islington. N. wants to henr from
players willing to join .team for next
seazon. First match, September 1st.

. r:ulun

ec., 102,
2

--M
Bow,

Players  also
73, Silvermere

Teypae C.C
wanted. —R. K.
Road. Catford,

Caxron Pank J
53, Llandaff

R. David,

H. A. Just, Bireet,

Correspondence, Leagues, ete.
ishers wanted for ** M. & (1.7 Social
Monthly magazin

bership. Many advantages. Fxchanges,
ete, —Bert Bashford, 265, Parc Roaa,
Warley. near Birmingham.

R. Bater, P.0O. Box 1597, Johannes-

burg, South Africa, wants to correspond

with readers any part of the world
interested in  stamp  collecting  or
photography.

Jack de Wolfe, 2, Preston Street,
Halifax, N8 ‘anada, with . boy
readers,

W. Bray, 12, Upper Fhillimore

Gardens, Kensington, W., with readers
anywhere, Ausivalia prcic.md

Miss ~Doris inicombe, 7, Yarra
Street, South Melbourne, Ausirali
\uth girl readers in Bristol neq_hbuur—

od.
Miss Mabelle Cole, 126, Nelson Read.
South Mellourne, Australia, with givl

reader,

K. H. 41, Chureh
Singapore, Sebtlements,
older read

. Wyl Jo P.O. Box
Montreal . with boy reader in
England or Treland.

H. D. Hall, 1

Teo, jun..

Road,
f-m al i

wilh

Fishers Reserve,
Petersham.  Sydney,  Australia,
readers in any country interesied
stamp collecting.

Miss Ida Mason, Belmore
Yarrawonga, Victoria,  Australia, anrd
Miss Frances Spencer, of game address,
with girl readers in United Kingdom
ar Ca

i
in

“Strect,

nada,
Y‘rank Brodubh 11, King William
Street, W., with boy readers dm“i-ru
_\ﬁhmage (lure lno!t ards,

Back Numbels, &e, ‘Wanted.

Uv Albert Spiers, 19, Uswa.id St.,
ditehi—* Hero of the Hour.’

By Fric Dalton, 14, Alma St
S}dnnv Austna jin— 0. 311; *
net " 3 459 Ponny P(Jp 4
and 215; ¢ H F.”" 747 and 807; “B. I.”
3d le 317 and 318. Must be clean.

. Laidlee, care of the W. H.
‘\ln km Co Ltd., 87, Water St., '\m
couver, B.C., Canada - GEMS earlier tha
2 “Mugnei-a" earlier than 453.
By 8. Williamns, 534, Idrlmmpnt St.,
Toronto, Canada—*G. and M.” 1-300.

. 16-6-17
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