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CHAPTER 1.
Some Punctures !
L LT the pace on, Tony ¥
P b < buck up, deahh bog!™
wud mmr Augustus 1Y Arcy,
the swell of the Fourth Form ot
St, Jim'e. “Wo are on their twack, ba:
Joveg 1™ ,

" Lot her rip, Tommy " :

Tom Merry's hoid went down over hie
lydlebars, and he pedalled harder than
cver along thovrond over Wayland Mqor.

Bohind him rode Mavuners and Lows
ther, the other two members of the 1.1(&1'*
riblis Three, wsd D"Arcy, Dlake, Herres,
aml Dighy ol the Fourmh. They were
lightly garbed for a hard ride, and wero
fairly =corching along now,

It was Tom Merry's furn to make the
pace, and he was making it o cracker,
One or two of those behind him gasped a
bit. .

But none. of them had the lantest
notion of dropping ont. _

Romoewhere along the rand abond Fig
~ing, Kerr, and Fatty Wyun, of the New
Fhonse, also rode their hardeat.

Arthior Augustus spoke with difficulty
wa Tam held on without alackening up a
whort L Thore was no resson why
tiussy shauld have spoken st all.  But,
however difficult it was for him to speak,
it was yot mare dillealt for him to re
frmin from spoaking. y

ol Hnlh:ﬁmhm-y that st this wate—
gwooh —wo shall vewy soan have those
boundals boaten, deal boga!”

Tom did not andwer in worda.  He
simply lammed on more pace.

TTm rivalry between New Houso anal
Hehoo! Homse was keen in evorything,
amd when that morning Figgins & Co
had challonged Tom Merry and his ehums
to's evelo Face oxer o givon foute accept-
st had been instantansous,

It such o hurry. weee the School Touso
mniors to take en Figey & Co., indend,
that some alight confusion as to tho real
recipionts of the chullenge had orisen,
The chums of Iv No. 6 were cortain
it had been meant for them,. The Ter-
rikle Thiee had no doubt that they ware
vight in taking it up. .

And Figging gaid that he and lde waorsd
willing to raco the whaolo hlessed Schoal
Homve if imcassary, 3t was not nevessary ;
but it savedl o squabble among seven
mombers of the Sehool House,

The conditions had ecosily been ar-
rangod, Figging & Co. were sportemen |
there woas no need to make rules to pro-
vido against their aocking to take unfaiv
advantage. And at half-past two Kil
dare, (he gonial skipper of St Jim's,
had started Figzine, Kerr, and Wyno an
their earefully-niled machines, in tip-top
rinnuing order, from tho gatea, A quurter
of an hour later the seven Sehool Haousa
Jjunilors wore givan the word to got on
thoir track, and did =0 with all spead,

Phe ﬁﬂ'ﬂ!‘l‘l minutes befween the twn
storts mode the race all the more intor-
cating. No ome could tell which band
was gaiming, and no one could afford to
alack in the very least, The one thing
to do was to go as hard s one eould go,
and thon try o go just a little biy hnrdl:tr_

. Martin Clifford.
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The seven, travellod at a fine paon
across the bridge over the railway line,
Suddenly Jack Blake's voice rang owt:

“ My turn to make the pace, Tommy "

" Right-ho, old scout! Bet it up!”™

“Pyway do not be too nttally weckloss,
Blake,” said Gussy, wheezing hard. 1
am vewy much alwaid that in a4 moment
Digbay will bo dwln imL' out!”

“Rats " snapped Ly, o

“ An' Hewwies ia vewy distwessed —

“You'll be disiremsod when [ get my
handa on you, Gustavus!l™

Blake swung past them, wand to the
head of tha eolunmin as pace-maker,
ansthing, he made the pace hotter than
Tom had made it. No one was keener
an beating Figgins & Co. than Jack Blake
from Yorkshire _

M his nose had bean a long one, it
waitld have been in rather rflhﬂ"i‘{l'll!
nearnese to his. lnmp-bracket aa he lod
the way along the dusty remdl.

The vaics of "Arthur Angustus was
heard wgain.

“ Gemeong aliead, deah hoy 1"

A discordant came from the bells
of the seven. The o :

nkckly to she left, - Dlake went past him
like a flash.

“1 say, Blake—"

Bat Blake was past befors he had time
o answer—sa. quickly, indesd, that he
fuiled to renognise Cardew af the Fourth,

And the others went past every bit as | roadl

faxt. Fhey had no time to waste upan
Cardew, who had a way of being ex-
tremanly leisurely with what he had to

sSay.

He shonted again, and rode hard aflter
them, Rt not for long,

“Too dashed hot for chasi
mntterad. * Lot thetn rip !’

For amother fiva minutes Blake made
the pace., Thon came n showt from lis
henlthy lungs,

“ Hooray ! Filﬂqr & Co. ahead !

“Whar did T tell you, deah boys?
We've beaten them alweady, bni Jove !
It they =l had their quawtah of an
housp——""

“They wouldn't be in sight even with
a telpscope, Gustavie!  Right for once,
okl ass |7 replicd Tom Merry choerily.
But then theee came anothor
n sound betwoon a hisse and o plop,
evelists know if, and deead it
. Bomeone’s tyre hail gone ecat |

o' them ! he

All

Blake threw up a hand, and deew to the
srde of the road. ;
“Punotured, you fellows ! Never mind
me ! After them |

* Yaoas, wathah ! Oh, bai Jove |

The ominous soury]l was heard agnin,
gand this time it was Tom Merry's hand
thasr went up.

*Me, tool” eried Tam. “Go om, yon
mpl(::_jﬂ'l! It's up to tvou now ™

“Yaas, bai Jave! Oh!"

“ What aro you stopping for, chump
snapped Tom,

“Bocavsas bath my wotlen tyros are
puncitured, dedh boy!" gasped Arthor
Arustis,

5 4 Eilhﬂrq_ hl:tn:fi] at each other wan-
eringly, m shing went past a mere
{‘muml#nm. Within a few seconds and

list in front drow |
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a fow yyeds oll three of them had goe
punctiures _

“Must be thopns!" sail Tlake, "1
don't see anv hedge-elippings, though.
Rotten, I call it " :

Ho lot his macliine fall against tlie
hedge.

“Well, the others have gone on. And
Figgy & Co, weren't far ahead,” said
Tom hopelully.

He was no less bitlerly disappoinied
than Blake and Arthur Avgustus, Bu
he knew that there were four men
and true Jeft to uphold the eredit of the
Bchool House, and there was something
of the practical philosopher about Tom
Meorry,

“I is vewy wotten that this should
have Impi.n-nml to the pick of our ewowd,™
remarked D'Arcy thoughtfully, “1 have
nevah felt in finah fettle than today,
af’ if 1 had been left to wide the waee on
My owW—""

“8Bo you're tha pick of sur erowd, are
you, Gustavus " snapped Blake.

“Well, deah boy, T flattah myself—"

“You do! You're siways doing it 1"

The cling-clang of a bicyels bell sounded
from the rond shead. But the rider must
bo viding very slowly, they thought, for
e did not yet appear, and he mvst be
very nervous, for the bell kept on keeping

O

Then he came roind the bend of the
And behold, it was Herries !

“MHewwien ! An’ there's Dig behind 1
gasped Gussy.

“And Mapners 18 in the same boat [
Herrvies proclai dismally, “It'« all
up! Them's anly okl Lowther left 1™

“There ain't " oalled Digby from be-
hind him, “Lowther's jolly well pune.
tured, too! T sw him jump off just a: 1
turned to come baek (™

“ My oulay toppah 1

No one inguiced politely which of the
toppers of Arthur Angustus was 1o be
regurded as hiz only one. The oerasion
was too gerions even far ehipping Gussy—
a sport which had no close season,

There weee five of them now ; awd for
qlmh_- a munute D' Arey’s exclamation was
the only speech of whieh gny of the small
erowd was capable. The other four stared
at one another in blank amazement.

It was cloan impessible 1o holiove that
this was merely o series of coincidehons,

Tom Mexry wae dthe fist to perceive
the rue inwsedoess of the situation,

Ha stospod, and lockad very closely at
Utgl{{'ﬂ frant tyro,

“My aunt!" he eried, in wralh and
surprise, et

Sticking in the front tyro of Dig's
machine. their wicked hl‘ru[‘; gleaming
the sunlight, were threo long tintocks !

CHAPTER 2.
L 1Y
B Arthur Augustus broke the
startled panse.
But it was nok at Dig's front
clogant plachine wore docorated with o
curtous assorimont of small, brasshogded

Startling Information,
tyre that Gusty Toaked,

Al Jaye 1"
Both tyres of s own expensive and
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fintacks, and little, fst-headed
brads, "The tubes must have been pune-
tured in o doeen differemt places .

“And look at mipe " yelled Tom,

“And mine!" erted Blake. ‘

“Don't brag! They're not in it with
mine " growled Herres.

“ Laook at the.road, too!" eried Tom.
“Yaat look at the road, you chaps!”

It peid for looking at, though the sight
was nnturally not a pleasant one for the
fives

A ten-vard square of the road had been
liborally strown with miscellancous nails,

Digly dropped to his knees on the
wranss, pinl squinted along the | surface.
[T could see the evil points sticking up,
the heads glistening, wherever he looked
over thint asction.

“Whole handfuls of "em—giddy hand-
fulad" said Herrics, breathing hard
throweh as nose.

“What's it mean, Blake 7" said Dig.

“0h, ask me apother! Dashed if 1
know I" replied Blake crossly.

““Thev tust have been thrown down
aftor Figey & ("o, passed,” said Dighy.
“No one coild have ridden over that
littls lot and gone unpunctured, But

natls,

said Tom at
bheen—simply

“ 1t wasn't those ohaps!"
pnee, It couldn™t have
cotldu's 1 :

“1 didn’t. mean: that it was,” Ihg an
swered.  “They play the game. But
thad mienns it wust have been done sinee
thew passed, don't "

“Yes: and by someone who knew we
should Be condnge after them,” said
Blake. “That ought to give us & chance
to find outl, It's -marrowed -down to
minutes,

v But wie have seen no one, deah boy,”™
saul Arthur Auvgustus, “1f the nuos-
ewennl once got cleali—as it appealis he
minsl have done—it weally does not help
us wmeh to know when the howwid deed
wis put thwough,™

YO, vou're o fathended ass, Gustavus |
I+ ought to help 1o end!” returned
Herries,

It spoke volumes for the genuine re-
spect that the School House L'humﬂ. enter-
tained for their rivals of the New Houso
that vot ene of them believed fur a
moment that Figeins & Co, could have
been guilty,

And just ns readily would the New
Haoiise trio have scouted any insmuation
aghingl  thess fellows, had such been
e,

They knew eaxch other too well for this
efirt of thing to be possible. Any jape
that was really n jape—bnt this was not.
There weres fellows at 8t. Jim's who
wotld so hsve ragarded it; buot Iiggins
& Co. were most certainly not of their
number,

“Who could have done it, Merry "
goid Blake,

“Plessed if 1T know ! At least—well, I
know some fellows who are rottees
enonugh, but that proves nothing, doos
5

“IUTnless we ean find oot that they've
becn along here,"" suid Dig, :

Arthur Augustas, with his famous
mopocle screwed into his eye, pazed down
the road. .

“Here comes  Cardew, deah boys,
Pewwaps he can tell us somethin',”

““As he was going the sume way as we
were, | don't see much ¢hunoe of it "
replicd Tom.

“My hot, he's moving 1" sid Blake.
“You dont often see old Cardew in such
a burry.,”

Cardew was cortainly coming on at o
preat paco. Quite a bttle cloud of dust
bung boehind his resr wheel, And ho
rode up to them in a breathless stale,
most upuspal in the langnid, cool dandy
of the Fourtl,

THE GEM LIBRARY,.

“8o you're all boxed?” he said, the
cloak of languor scemiug to fall upon
kim again, apd the old drawl retwrming.
‘Rather reckless of won to buzz on as
vou did when I shouted to you "way back
therat”

“Wa were racing ! snapped Blake.

“An', of course, vyou couldn't be
expected to cry tHalt!' just for s chat
by the wavside,” Cardew replied,
“Well. nio: 1 see that. All the same, 1
fancy you'd have had a chance to put up
g better rvice i1 you had paid heed, 1
spurted o bit to catch you up; but you
chapa are so dushed vigorous! Yon've
made me -porspirs as it is; an’ it's
agnin8t my merry principles, perspirin
unneressarily,  So it wos here the rotters
sprinkled the nails, was it 3"

Tom Moerry looked ot Cardew hard.
In these later days the School House

L =

Qane Penny, 8

pergong unknown, you chaps have ail thio
time there is, an' that onght to be r:nr.l'-!i;il
to hear my tale the way I chocse to tell
it.”

Y Rerms to me, vou don't chioose to tell
it at all,” grumbled Dig,

“But, by gad, you f{'ﬁﬂ“:ﬁ do interrngt
Eﬂ !I‘f

“Cardew I8 quite wight,” sand Arthor
Augustus, “The mannal in which in-
tewwuptions N

“Oh, . ving “off,
doing 1t yourself 1™

Arthur Avgustus put up his monaodle,
and regneded Herries through it with
sovere disapproval.

““Weally, Hewwice—

“Jawbone solo by our champion ass
will take pluce in the next LHeld—hby
arder | said Digby.

“Get on, Cardew !" said Tom,

Gustavus! You're

- — e om— e — e m— o —

brigade had come to like Cardew—yes,
and to trust him, too. A term or two
back thesy might have suspected that he
hosl had a hand in their discombiore.
He had had o hand in worse things.

But it was impossible to suspect ham
now. The summer term  had  deawn
closely. together the chums of No. 9—
Cardew and Ernest Levison and Sidney
Clive—and Tom Merry's circle,

“Look here, Cardew, H vou know any-
thing——""

“1 kpow somethin’, Merry. I 1 weore
a particulerly innoeent an' confidin® chap,
like our pal D'Arcy here 7

““Wats, Cardew !

“But you are, vou know, ohl man]
Who else would have listened s yvou dic
ta the siren song 6f Blinko BrothersY If
1 were i:i.li.l;" l}'_"h'l‘r:-', 1 repseal, 1 II:iH‘]il‘
asstne thot 1 knew everythin'.  Not
boin' so, 1 reserve judgment.”

“0Oh, get on with the giddy washin',
Cardew, do!” groaned Bluko.

“No - hurry,” said Cardeow coolly.
“The rece hovin' petered out, owin’ to
the nefarious activities of some person or

A Narrow Squeak!
(S¢¢ Chapter 9.)

“T bappened to drop into an iron-
monger's shop for some brads Clive
wanted, and the chap who keeps the shop
hadn't one left. He'd just scld out all
his small nals.”

“Ny hat!™

CAR' 1t was, to two 5t Jim'a fellowa
he'd sold out.™

*Bai Jove!"”

“Two bobs' worth—uo less! Small
stock for an ironmonger, of course. But
it's war-time, an’ 1 suppose all the giddy
niile are needed for hammerin' wto the
merry old Kaiser's coffin.”

“PBai Jove! Let's go back to Way-
land at once, desh bovs, an' discovah
who the wottalis were 1V

“You won't think there's any need
when wou've heard the whols yarn,
'Arey,” - said Cardew, with his most
ovnical grin,

U Why not? Oh, did you get a desewip-
tion of them, deah boy @™

“No. The ironmounger johony wasu't
a deseriptive artiat, All 'he conld tell ma

Tue Geyx Lispany,—No, 500.
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wag that ore of the merry conspirators
called the other——-7"

Cardew paused in the most tantalising
waY.

i W‘lmt ?1}

“Oh, go on 1™

MOne of them called the other Fig-
s !

The five who heard gasped.

Arthur Augustus was the first to speak.

“We wore quite suah it couldn’t be,
deah boye,” he smid. *“But ws were
‘i'n"l'j-[:rg L2

“I reckoned you were safe to jump to
a conclusion,” said Cardew coolly.

“But weally, Cardew, why should ane
wottah call anothah wottah Figgins, i
that was not the othah wottah's name?”

“Furgy ain't a rotter!” said Dig.
stoutly,

“ Because they were are ™ i
ot v were rotters!” replied

“You mein "

“1 might eall D'Arcy *‘Ratlton "—it
wouldn't be any big compliment to our
eatecmed ' ster, I'll adnt.
Equally, an' , 1 wouldn't prowe
that 1 Avey was Railton.”

“But it ought lead an outsider to sup-
poEe that % was lus name, yvom mean?”

“You score & bull there, "

M Boems to me you don't believe it was
TER GhCY harent mayil do

i E en't anything te
with the easel” phne

“But you don’t believe i, all the
same ! persisted Blake,

“1 wouldn't hang a dog—T1 wouldn's
even have Baggy Trimble scragged—on
the ovidence!”

“That'=s becauss you're sure Figgins &
Co. wouldy’t go in for so low nﬁﬂm&.
Herries sadl.

"My desr chap, 'm sot goin’ to

I cotton te,” replied Tom Menry
seriously. ** And it doesn’t sound like the
fkmd of jape Figgy & Co. would go in
ar.”

“If it was that way—"

“0Of course’they might look upon it as
a praetical joke—

‘A vewy wolten pwactical joke [

“1t doesn’'t make me laugh.” said
i, ba Bl Tt woudin's, af .

. t wouldn’ course !’
Cardew said. -

"I don't sce any point in it,” re-
marked Blake,

“Try the tintacks," suggested the one
who bad not been a wictim.

“Ratse! We don't want any of your
l.‘hl!'%lﬂ.ﬁ, thanks, Cardew !¥

“*Well, ﬁu didew’t spam to want my
wirnin’, ' you don’t want my hints—
though they might be nseful. Have it
your own way! 1 don't yearn to buott
m, ¥ KGow.”™

And Cardew wheeled lis bike alone
the grass till he had reached what
seemed a clear shretch of the road.
monnted, and slowly away, with
o we ey open for the glimmer of
naila.

Again the five looked at one another.
Then they looked up the road, Manners

n}n] La wore roaching together,
Cardew got off and apoke with them.
The sound of his langhter came to the
cars of the five, and they did not fesl
pleased with him,

“It ain’t n to chartle abeut, luok
et it a.n,lli way you hike!™ Herries said.

'T shall have tu;i‘et A4 mew inner
tube,” rroaned Dig. * And re up.
Everything's up, on ocoonnt of jol
old war. I can't have been Figpy &
Co., and ¥ o

That was how the rest felt.

rantes apyone.  It's not in my i 1t could : el
ﬂn‘:rwhjr ' ;,' g i;?: in ;r .mg; e ; not have been Figgine & Co.
fndith iu Figgins & Uo., when it's ex S ——
tremely doubtful whether they would. 3.
return the compliment? If the chap Tad mﬂ
witn, Iad basnd. aimah 1T et s s
- eard about it rathor | &
fandy our dear friend Figgine would H%’]\:&l rrv. = oneiaRT
require [ucther evidence before he No ona bad. Everyono wae
soguitted me without o stain on iy trav light.  Mudguards
character ! and wallets alike heen removad,

“That ain't the thing, The thing is
whether yon believe that these chaps
ﬂnj;iid us this low trick!” said Bla ¢

Lty

“Not at all! T'm not in .  The
thing i= whethar you believa it,” Cardew
RnEWer

He was exasperating. But he was
right. That was the real question.

‘By the way, lhe other fellow was ad-
dressed as Kerr,” added the dandy of
the Fourtl.

He seemed to enjoy their puzelement.
Firm as was their belief in the

igging & Co., they were

wrdew's insiimations ppinted to his
notion that there was wickary ot worle
But then Cardew hud proved himself
tricky before this; and, though they weres
sure that hie was not trying to take them
in now, they were by no means sura that
he was not suspicious without due ea

It was hard to believe in the gnilt af
the New House fellowe. For Tom
Merry and Jack Blake it was more than
hard—it was rimpossible,

Very much the mame felt Dighy and
Herries, But Arthur Augustus, h
as a mile the least apt of the five to
entertuin suspicions, took another view—
which mey have been due to what Dig

i *ram-headedness.”

“Look heah, it's a put-up job on ps!”
said Gussy. “Do you see, deah boys?
Thers wasn't weaslly any wace at ali,
That was pmt part of the giddy jape!”

" Then it ain’t at all the kind of jape
F8g Cey Limnary—Noe, 500,

use, | he'd h

Wri y.

He and Lowther had joined the other
five, £r8 WES 08 SNEry NS auyone,
and the homorous Monty see 1o
joka in this affair.

“Look here,” said Tom, *we don't
want anyone ¢lse to come 1o grief on

thiz chevaux-do-frise, so—"*
inguired

“This which, Tommy?”
Laowther, with & haod to his ear.

Anyway, we ought to have a ehot at re-
Yaon can't think!™
ot Tom,
boundere 1" said Blake. *“Te wia the
to us!™
Passive

“0Oh, you wouldn't undevstand. not
being i'ntanigm t. Look it up in the dic, !
h
“ ﬁi«.ﬁha they waed Sbiove-dodinsins
somet ::E in Hebrew like that,”
“ﬁw%r & il
-~ =Yeon dldn't
“If Lowther had had a serap of srnee
Ave gaps on caught those
last to puncture, and he did it after he'(d
got ever =0 far from where it happened
Activo with me—I did It!
with you—it happened to you! T per-

feive the differesice, Blake,” replied
Lowther, blandly. "As to sense, T've
enotigh to kesp me from

4 gumadﬂwn on
hands and knees to pick tintacks off the
rond. It may be for the benefit of
posteritv; but, as another genins re-
marked before me, what has posterity
ever donp for me?” i

“If it did what you deserve, iv would

jolly well sevag you!®™ gaid Herries,

] hands and linees,
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th:trpl ﬁﬂident tuba'v;nit fﬂ;l it repl.mtu-“tl
1%, must E0TT i i
Lowther, EE

“"Who talked about
wss1” snp
*Ah, that's the game, I You wera
born with more sense n this old
piffier will ever have H he lives to the
ngﬂ‘iﬁ] Old l]i:lrr.“ o 7

“Whose & parent was I
asked the irrepressible. e

But no one paid any heed to him.

Digby, always practical, had cut o
branch with plenty of leaves and emall
bwiga ugmn it, and was unmi 1t as a
broom to sweep the road. It proved
pretty effective, too. Lowther, indeed,
expressed his opinion that, as a dust-
rasing instrument, it deserved patenting.

" Dest thing we can do now 18 to cut
along to Mre. Kemp's, and get an ont-
fit or two,” suid Tom. *“The old lady
always keeps some.”

- Jove, I'd quite forgotten that we
were anywheah neah Mrs. Kemp's,” said
Arthur Aungustus,

“1t isn’t more than half a mile, and if
that bit's out of cur way it will be a heap
better than hoofing it all the way back.’

“Oh, wathah!” '

The seven wlheeled their bikes up a
narraow mde-road, till they came to a small

sha

Tl noh. Toolk s Sartiaindty wuod
place for even the est of shops, and,
as a matter of fack it was not Mrs.
Kemp's wants were modest, and there
was & hamlet of a hundred souls er so
just round the corner, and somechow the

going down on
' Taom,

gﬂ;:d old dame had contrived to keep
woing.
wa. however, she feemed to have
regched her limit.

“Hallo! What's happened?” asked
Jack Blake, in surprise that was almost
dismay

It was sorme time since any of the seven
had visited Mre Kemp's establishment,
But they had always liked the old lady,
and her clean, ueat little eottage, with
its dinmond paned windows, in one of
which an assortment of swest-bottles,
bootlages, and the like, testified to the
fact that the place waz an emporinum—
as Lowther said—as well as a residence.

They had had tea in the garden there
more than once—a hemely tea, but with
overything of the best, and made by
Mrs. Kemp herself, :

But now the gurden presented an
appearance by no means inviting.
once spick-and-span flower-beds were
overgrown with weeds, and the lawn was
coverad with long NE Erasses,

Blake pointed to a notice-board nailed
to & iree by the gute,

They all read the potice. Tt was a long
:Eme, giv;hlg dﬂhl’:][!l: of all thﬂil m!
or anything in roktage and 5
And n.ii wos for sale, it said,

1 i Eﬂmn‘t%uug .priﬂ' ﬁiﬁfﬂ! must bave
appened,” remarkes @,

- U1t looks as if Mrs, Kemp ia wetiahin’
twom businees, bai Jove! And yet one
can seawcely bnagine her havin' made
enouvgh cash in this little placo for that,”
snid Arthur Augustus th litfully.

“Soarcely nin't the Wm" said Dig.
“Bhe simply can't haye dooe,”

And the noticessaid “must be sold,
and * no reasonable offer refused,” which
sugegested other cawses than vetirement
on & competence., : ;

Blake pushed open the gate, He had
forgotten all about his N}:\uu{:tl.trﬂ-ﬂ i‘,gm.

RKoemp. She

L |

Bloka had bw:t\ rl?ll.:d of &
was very much like an old nurse of hia
childish days, : i
But ﬂl% had all liked her, for that
matter. o silvery-haired old ludy had
had a m of TIII;kIIIE t{mm uiqt}fl that they
were g a, not merely ¢ ers. And
she had given good value nlw;;i.
She stood behind the litile counter,
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laoking much older and more worn than
when any of them had last seen her, But
the old iii‘l][“j’ smile welcomed them,

“It's & pleasure to see you all again,
young gentlomen,” she said,

“Yans; but the pleasunh is on our
side—"

“Wa ought to have

“Twok hoere, Mrs. Kemp, why are you
leaving Ivy Cottage?"" asked Blake, in
the blunt wag he had that wus o seldom
rude for all its bluntioesgs “ We've soen
that notice, of course. Bul surely you
aren’t giving up business altogethert”

The old lady smiled tremulonely.

“1—— Well, then, Master Blake, I
must | There's no two ways about it !"
:rlhe answored, 1 leave here next Thurs

py "

“That's the day of the sale," remarked
Tom.

“Yos, T shall leave ns soon ns it's
over.”

“And where are yvou gomng, Mis.
Kemp " asked Lowther. “ We mustn't
loge vou altogether, you know !”

“1 don't know wet.'

The old lady spoke with a quiet, re.
signed dignity; but her hands fidgeted
nervously with the seales—those zcales
which had weighed out so many pounds
of the best home-made toffce to genera
tions of 8t. Jim's Juniors.

“I1t's over forty years eince I came
here,” she said, *““That was after my
husband died. Of course, 1 never made
big profits, But T always paid my way,
and [ could have gone on doing so but
for this terrible. war, There are so few
visitors now, and money seems searee
round here, though they tell me the
workers are better off in many districts.
All my little savivgs have gone in trying
to holdon.,  And now the end has come 1™

“Hai Jove, I am  sowway, DNrs.
Remp 1" said Gussy.,  And—which waa
not always tho case—Gussy voiced the
feoling of all present,

“But the sale ought to bring in guite
a decent enm," said Manners.

“It won't raise the eighty pounds 1
owe for rent and 115 aud debis for
stock, T fear, If it does, indeed, T shall
be nlmost happy, 1 hate the thought
of anyone's losing money through 1rust.

ML IRe,

E'i’hur understood that, even at best,
there was unlikely to be anything coming
to Mri. Kemp out of the sale,

“1 don’t bLelieve yon ean be turncd
out,” said Herries. *'1 know thero are
new laws aboul that sort of thing sinee
the war besan.”

Mrs, Kemp shook her head,

“T have been told that. Tt is nothing
to me, Master Herries. You sce, [ eould
not _bear to go on living here like that
when I knew that the landlord eould Bnd
another tenant to pay the rent, once I
was ont.”

“Dut what in the world ars you geing
to do?”" Ihg asked.

“1 haven't had time to make plans
vob.'

it looked like the warkhouse for Mrs.
Kemp. Dot anyvone of the sevon would
bove Ditton his tongue out sooner than
hava spoken that hated word in her
hoarige.

“Can't the landlord wait 7™ asked Tom
Murr!r.
“Heo has waited. 1 consider that he
has been vary kind. But he is really a
stranger, and the war has hit him bard,
too, The rent has piled up, and there
were repairs that T bad to do, by my
lease, and that he was good enough to
advance the money for, It got so that
T conldn’t ask him to wait any longer.
The load of debt was crushing me."”

“ But vou could go on if it was paid ?""
Bloke asked.

*“Oh, yes. My hiving exponses are very
emall indeed. But L cannot go on with-

|
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put stock, and I have made up my mind
that it would net be honest to meur a
single penny more of debt.”

“Then, if you had eighty pounds now,
Mrs. Knm;&, evewythin' would be all
wight " azsked D'Arcy uﬂ]gﬂrl;r. :

“¥es, Master D'Arcy. But what s the
good of wizshing ¥ It seems to me now
that T might as well wigh [or eight thou-
sand 17 :

“Wubbish, Mre, Kemp! Oh, T beg
vour pardon ! I deo, twaly ! Tt was vewy
wemiss of me to speak i that way to a
lady. But 1 absolutely wefuse to wogard
eighty pounds as an impossible sam. It
is not weally a lnrge sum at all. An’,
undah the pwesent cires, it simplay mbust
be waised somehow. Pway don't lot this
cloud pwess too heavily upon you, m
desh old fwiend! You will find that it
has & silval linin® all wight!"

CGiussy spolte very earnestly indeed, and

no ong felt disposed to grin at his
optimism, But replly he was much too
optimistic, The other six could see no

warrant at all for his raising hopes in
Mra. Kemp's mind,

“Gustavos, vou nss!"

“It is wnde to whispeh, Blake, an' I
ﬂm‘plmtimﬂy wefuse to Lu intewwupted I

& H“t‘___-“l

“Pway welwain fwom waisin' sillay
ohjections! You know vewy well that
the ideah of Mrs. Kemp's bein' turned
ont of house an’ home for a sim like
ulghé}' pounds is imposs—absurd "'

b tIt_m_'ll
] = 'I'TI}‘B monay muist be weised, dealy
JONE L

Théy stared at him blankly.  Their
will waus as good as hiz. Anyeone nn’lnn;i
them wn:mIdH have practised self-denin
cheerfully to help t{m good old lady out
of her heavy troulle, But a large sum
was neaded in a very short time: and
self-denial methods were quite plainly of
no use for that,

“Pway set your mind compléetely ot
rost;, Mes.  Keémp!" ‘maid  CArvfhor
Augustus. “On my word of honah, the
dlghty pounds shall be pwoduced by
Thursday !

The other juniovs gasped. Mrs. Kemp
smilod wanly, and @& tour trickled down
ier lined face. But he was so very much
in enrpest that she wus evideatly com.
forted,

Arthur Augnstrs walked out with his
noble chin in air,. There was o lump
in Tom Morry's throat as he asked for the
repair outflits necdad.  He felt almost
ungry with Gussy. And vet—when had
thioy evor knowa D'Arcy to go back on
his word of honour? ;

Had he something up his aleeve ?

They trooped oot after the stoff hnd
heon paud for, Aunything they vould
have suid would bave been an anti-
climax efter tlhe astomishiog promise of
Arthur Augustas

hiI“ the garden they ewarmed round
m.

“Yon burbling jabberwock 1" said
Lowther. * The thing can't be done, and

you ought to have the senso to see it!”

“TE it had been four months!" said
Horrios,

“But it'a only four davs " chimed in
Mannera,

“When a thing can't be done it's of
nn use whatever to stand there looking
like o silly nss and say it's got to Le!™
snapped Towther,

“You've made her hopeful, That culy
means a horrid slump for the dear old
girl whon she knows the truth,” Bluke
said dismaliy.

“I have given Mrs. Kemp my word
of honah, Blake!" replied Arthur
Angustus stifily.

“But her landlord won't take that in-
stond of cash down.” Lowther reminded
hiima.

“We must huve a whip wound., T have

| to win,

One Pennv. B

funde. Aftah all, it woe not so vewy
great a misfortune that I was not able
to keep my ponay.”

“ How much have you?"" asked Tom.

“Wauthah ovah twenty pounds, deah
boy. If I had known soonsh, there
would have been o gweat deal more. I
considah Mrs, Kemp was weiniss o nob
mformin® us at once.”

There was no need to ask whether
Arcthue Augustus was willing to part with
all he had for the old lady’s sake. That
was plain, and he took no credit to him-
golf for it, either, To Gussy's generous
?iﬁt it seemed the inevitable thing to

o,

“That's eomething,” said Dig thenmght-
fully. “The woarst of it is that nearly
everyone olse is stony-bhroke just now.
Even tho seniors haven't much so nedsr
the end of term. Yon can't raise neoriy
gixty quid in boblets. And some of us
can't spring even a bob!”

“We shall have to put our boeads to-
gethah——"

“Wood to wood won't bring Mre:
Kemp out of the wood, Gussy!" said
Lowther,

“You're no end of s decent little ass,
Gussy,” Tom Merry remarked. **And
f’-t}l.t'r cash may help Mrs, Kemp a goodish
rit, T should say. We'll add what little
wa ocan to it, of course, but——"

“ 1 have given my word of honat, Tom
Mewwy ! If you east furthah doubts upon
the affaigh aftah that I shall considah you
vowy offensive indeed 1"

For the moment there was no more to
be said., And, indeed, they all felt that
it would be unfair to .ﬁrthur Augustas to
say more in the circumstances,

But there is a wide #‘ﬂp between
twenty odd pounds and eighty !

CHAPTER 4.

Figgins & Co. Are Annoyed.

ERE they come!”

“Behool Honse dulfers I

A crowd of New Houze juniors
had gathersd st the gates, Fig-
gins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn were among
them, of course, and in high feather.

On the fage of it the New House had
scpred heavily in that cycle race. Their
reprezentutives seemed to have romped
away with it. The quarter of an houe
ahead had long since been worked out,
and the minutes had piled up sines then,
and Figgy & Co. end the rest of the
New House fellows interested had waited
until they were nearly sick of waiting,

Now, pedalling hard down the road,
as 1f still ruﬂiﬂf, came the Terrible Thres
and the feur chums of Study No. 6.

The New House erowd cheered ironi-
eally, But :l"i?'gim and Kerr wers
puzzled—especially Kerr, whose fuce was
very thoughtful indeed.

Of course, Figging & Co. had expected
They always did expect to when
up agmnst the School House, And some-
times they did it, though rather more
often their expectations came to nought,

But this was not a win. It was a walk-
over |

There must be something belind i,

Yet if for any reason the School Houszo
seven had bean foreed to give up tha
race, why were they coming in al racing
gpeed now !

“ Come on, vou cripples!” roaved Fig-
gins, preferring, natorally, to accept thie
view that he and his chums had won
hauds down—at any rate, until he knew
of anything to the contrary, And, any-
way, they bad won, there was. no deny-
ing that.

?}n came the seven, faster than ever.

“Waee, deah bovs!" pasped Gussy.

And the dear boys raced. None of them
had a watch. They did not know how
long they had been at Mrs Kemgp's, or
how fast—or slowly—their rivals might
Tre Geyw Linrary.—Ne. 00,
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have trﬁ-ﬂlﬂd after they lind been sighted
ahead, but they hoped for the best.

“Only twenty-five minutes behind us,
thnt's }2 ted Figgine, as they
i g off, breathless, one and all

T ) a ?n

" Thl.t-iﬂ- anlvy ten minuntes, as they
started fifteen ahead. Not so bad, after
I.H}” eand Dig.

“Rats ! It's twenty-five beyond the
fiftoen |

“You chops wust have been uunder a
ﬂuluﬂ'ﬁu ks mﬂirn.rked l:ﬁadfﬂ_m. e vlioy

“My hat! Faney thewr imagining
gan ride |” udded Owen, *“Of conrse, the

il IZ:IIEI n};frk on, but riding's mulheg
thing. Challenge "em again, Fig g*‘. an
det Ilgs 1. TE[PE‘IﬂE muurge. and arr houi's
sbart for Lthe School House duffers |

“Ha, ho, ha|"

The New House erawd ap ed to find
the situatiog very mu&ing-Dmdnﬂd,
_ But Arthur Augustus D'Arey turned
in wrath npon Figgins & Co.

“You wottahs know vewy well that in
& weal roce you would have no gidday
chanoe gguinst ue.” he said hotly. “We
should simplay wipe the flooah with youn !
That, 1 appwehend, is why vou turncd
the whole affeinh to a gidday {arce by
your sillay jape 1" [

“It Is a bit of & farce, certainly !" said
Figgins slowly. *' But I jolly ‘well dan't
soe what we did towards making it so,
We covered the distance in good time,
g you were never in sight——"'
“Wrong | We werel” snapped Tom.
“Well, we didn't see vou!”
“That doean't prove anything.”

“You chaps aren't taking vour licking
very nicely, [ muost soy,” remarked Failty
Wrynn.

“We -were not licked!” sported
Herries.

“0Oh, rats] Do you know what a lick- | th

i means
“H this wasn't one——" -
“It wasn't ! eaid Bluke decidedis.
“ 11z, ha, ha ™ :
“ It wans not a pwopah wace!” stormed

Avthur Augustus.

I?lﬂli;gins & Co. openad thelr eves vers
widely ab that,

“And why wasn't it a proper race,

Iy ﬁ\.mg " inguired Kore qmej{y.
. Oh, well, wo undahstand that it was a
jape, of conrse, but—"' '
 “What' was n jape, you_  burbling
diot 7" enapped Figgins. *Wo haven't
baen juping, Ican tell you that. We took
the race soriously.™

“That's where you made n mistake,”
put in_ Redforn, s “Yau overrafed the
apposition, Figey, old scout |

::13: doll't call it o jape,” Tom Merry
BAl ;

SUIE you'd eall it somiething that wounld

ive us hall o chance of undesskanding

hat happened, it would be a hit of a
Lolp,” repliod Kerr.

“Did anything happen at all? asked
Fatty Wynn, wiping perspiration from hig
forchead, Fatty was so puzzled that he
felt a2 hot ns tho Iistiﬁ IAGLNE,

“ Dan’t Fﬁ;d ?thanah; kminw l;-h]:t we
Were punota ou miust ave Enown
that we should be punctabed |”

“How_ could we know, you prize
Idiot " demanded Figgins wrathfully,

“Yon couldn't all have been pune-
tuved,” eaid Tawrenoce

“Don’t beliove any of them were,”

Prukt said, *“It's just a blessed excuse.

They'te Letter hands ot excusoe than nt

r_h.h;ﬂg _’iﬁl-.uu—t-hn.t'l the fnct of the
nia .
“8hut np!" velled Dig. “X shall go

for you if you say again tlist we were
Ilying, Prait! e leave that te New

oyuse cads 1!

“Weally, Figgay, I mmsl say that you
aré scawcely playin® the game,”  re-
monstrited Arthite Augostos. “Ib was

I'ne Gey Lianany.—No, 500.

all vewy well, deah boy, o bwing off 2

jﬂ- [ B

z You howling idiot, don't T tell you 1

lﬁﬁ#ﬂﬂ*h been E:pi‘ng 1 roared George
i :

“It was not a vewy hwainy twick, Fig-
gay. 1 considah it nnworthay of you.
Em"ia is not like you to deny it, 1 must
say.

“Deny what? T haven't done anything,
don't I tell yout"” -

“Look here, Gussy, you're taking o
heap too much for
Merry. “No one

low trick, in spite of-——"

“What low trick?"” Figgins E;:!lﬁd.
nlunnhu;g lis handa. “I'm going to
punch the head of any rotter who savs
we played low tricks M

In gpite of their annoyance, and the
circumstantial evidence which made it
seem probable that Figgine and Xerr had
baen the gnilty partios, none of the seven
volunteered for having his head punched.

It was not becsuse they feared the
wrnth of George Figgins, though that
wriath was great; but because it was im-
possible for most of them to believe Fig-
?'m,s guilty—as Figgins took it like that.

{ there had been guilt, there would have
been grins,

Only Arthar A stuck te the
theory had opted—that of a
moderate or qualified guilt on the part
of Figgina an
hed done it, but that the manner of thejs
doing it had made it o bad joke Instead
of a low trick.

“The nails you spwead in the woad,
Flg ny——""

*Wha-a-a-at? Say that again!”

“ We wode ovah them, youw know! Yon
must Ilrmre known we shonld wide evah
e 1Y ’

_Nugils in the road? And yeun footling,
silly, idiotic imbeciles think we put them
there ¥

. “But not to win the race—oulay to
jape us, desh boy 1"

“If yon think that'e onr sort of jape—
Oh, haog it all! Tt be the Schoel
House cense of humour, but when we say
at': nuﬂt;w:m mean a race—not beastly cads’

There wae silence for a moment. Fig-

ins was observed to shake off the hand
that Kery laid on his arm.

Kerr was quite calm, But Fatty Wynn

was only less angry than his chiaf
“Wid you believe for a moment that

;g put the nafls there, Merry ! snapped
iggins,

“I I did think se, it was only for a
- moment,” replied Tom honestly,

“Bluit:e 51

“Don't jump down my throat, Fig-
gins!  Suppese T did think T had
regsan, hadu't Fi7 i

“Nob & serap! Not an atom! Kerr,
these rottars say we plotted to muck up

the race by puneturing them 1™

“f hoard,” eaid Klgfr. “1 should have
had to be a bit deaf not to hear you,
TF:gg:rI There's some mistake, you
il b S il B

M a be jo W 1
They've mndn]n [iliﬁrﬂhlrzﬂ azui:ﬁu

counse they've imagined what it seems
to me no decent chap would imagine,
Fve done with themm! Come on, Kerr !
Come on, Wynn I

M1 ddw't think you nlm?! would play
it so low down as this!" said Fatty,

umhlEnF after his leader.
“Hold on, Figgy 1" cried Kerr.

“Hold an, Figeyl" echood Tom
Meorry,

“Gussy, ns usual, has opened his
capacious mouth too wide, and put his
ant foot in it "
“* Weally, Lowthah—"

“Are yon coming, Kerp!™ shouted

treorge Figgins

ranted ! put in Tem
t you i= ges enough

to feal surc that these chaps played that

Keryr. He held that t[ml;r]

[?ﬂ-
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“1 suppose I shall have to go," said
Kerr, “Look here, you fellows. I can
seo there's som g mare thnnms
thioks at the hottom of this. Asa r
of principle, 1 support Figey. Bu:ng
any of you wants o ex o LT
nnﬂugh to listen, if Figegy ain't. Any of
you but D'Arey, that 18, I*ve heard all
1 want to from him for a little while 1"

“Bai Jove, there's somethin' howwibly
mystewlous about this!” said Arthur
Augustus, gazing through his monocle nt
the retreating three, * sRems
quite angwy, an' Kerr was positively un-
civil to ma]”

“There’s & blatant, burbling, pifling
ags in it!” answered Monty Lowther,
with unwonted biterness, " Why are
you o cocksure #'hen no ome
Gussy 17

“We all doubted it but youl™ satd
Dlake crossly,

*“ Weally, aftah what Cardew told us!”

“Didu't he tell us that—— But never
mind ! It's no good talking reason to
you! The pap you call your brain can't
get on to it |”

“1 pwotest, Tomn Mewwy——"

_“Go and protesi to your grandmother !
You're enough to make a saint curse !

CHAPTER 5.
Figgins & Co. Show Their Annoyance.
L HE silly, burbling chumps!™
Figgins smoto the table with
a heavy st
Tea was over, but not so the
winth of the mighty Figgins.
And it was really not fo be wondered

L 8

If the Behool Hounse fellows had been
=0 u:}mﬂmﬂu credit the possibility that
Figgins & Co. should have been guilty,
hecauge the trick was too low for them,
was it strange that Figgins, who knew
himsalf innocént snd wonld never Rave
stooped to go blackgnardly a'trick, even
sgainet his worst encmny, should fecl
wrathy that friends chould seem to
suspact him ? ;

That was at the bottem of his wrath,

However high might run the feud be-
tween School House and New House,
Figgms & Co., Tom Mesry & Co., and
the choms of No, 6 would elways be
friends at heart. A real injury to one
was an injury to all.  And when the
"Berrible ree, or Blake lﬂd‘Ei! band
wanted help, it was usually of Figrins &
Co. they thm_.t?ht next after  Lne
another—even befare Levison & Co., of
Study No. 8, who were alwavs r , O
Noblg and Dane and Glyn, or J &
Co. Likewise the New R]cune tric were
apt to go to the Schaol House for sup-
port in any bot a House matfer, even
before Redfern & €o., stan though
those threa mhulurah": boys were, and
hefty as well as stuuncl,

8o it hurt Figgine muchly, fhough
EKerr was cooler, and Fatty had been

ilied by o rathe | tea

Several more of the New Honse juniors
had ¢rowded into the study of Figpins &
(o, Redfern and Owen and Lawrence
and Pgatt and Thom were all there.
And they were all inclined to ege on
Figgy, which Kerr was not. Kerr was
very level-headed indeed, and he sus-
pected more than avyone else in this
matter,

“The wter votters | =aid Figgy.

“0b, draw it mild. old scouti” Kearr
maid,  “After all, it was only old sss
Gussy. The rest—"

Merry and Blake

“They believed it!
admitted pa much !

“Th{*;jr miust have had some reason.”

“You'll be tellimg ma next we did it
Kory 1"

“1 don't think so. Figgy. Twve a
preity good memory, and 1t don't seem
te hold anything of the sort."
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“It's o House uffuir!" said Figgins
angrily. Having hurt his fist by banging
nt the table, he had now fakeén up =
ruler, “They have got ta be japed pro-
perly—for their own good, you know."”

“Oh, ff it's for their own good, I'm
on!" Kerr answered,

“1 don't wngres with tarring and
fonthering, as a rule, but that blithering
pE!aﬂnck of & TV Arcy hos fairly asked for
1R

“Good egg!” said Redfern. “Gussy
in tar and feathers wonld be quite a
pleasant change. Whon shall we do the

dread deed, Piggy, and how shall we
catch our hare?”
Tap, tap !

“Oh, compe in!" howled Figgins,

And the hare entered.

His monocle was in his eyve; his hair
was nicely parted in the exaof ceuntre;
his_tie was a thing of bemoty, and his
waistcoat even more s0; his trousers had
no ereases where they aiumi-r! not be, and
had obvious creases in the right places.
Solomon in all his glory would searcely
have outshone Arthur Augustus as Le
stood at the door, beaming m upon them.

“Pway ecxcuse this intwision, deah

“Oh, we'll axonse that all serene,”
saifl Figgins, with deadly calm.

Dwen and Prdis got botween Gussy

and the door. 3
“We were just talking about yon,
Gussy,” sanid Fatty Wynn,

“You do me honah, deah boys.”

“T ain't so sure sbhout that," Fatty re-
plied, with an ample grin.

“1 simaplay had to wush scwoss to you
follahs diweetly tes was ovah,"” said the
swoll of they Fourth, still h{-nmmyﬁ.d !

*Oh, you had, had you 2 growled Fig-
gins ominously. - ,

* Pleased to see you !” Kgre said, quite
cheerfully, '

“I believe Tom Mewwy and the west
are comin’ acwoss before lnn%*." B

“We'll be ready for them!” Figgins
said grimly.

“But as it appeahs poss thet your
patural indig should be diwected chiefly
ngainst me, on account of the mere acol-
dent that T said wathah moere—"

“That ain't any accident, you chump !
You always do say * wathah more' then
unybody elee 1™ broke in Redfern.

“And ‘ wathali morve’ than is good for
your health,” added Lawrence.

“Deah me! You fellahs appeali guite
on~your cenbs about somethin', Now,
whatevah can it he? As a person of
tact an’ judgment——"

"i! a whiﬂh{eﬂ” gy .

“A person of tact an” judgment,' re-
wated Gossy firmly. “ Your memmal is

rdly polite, Figging,. We weally had
vowy good weason to believe that you
stwoyed nails—" :

“ﬁht'ﬂ enough !
you ohaps 1" vonred Figgins,

“Bai Jove! What do vou mean by it,

wt? Toke your paws off me, Owen !

Wed z Wedfern——"'
Augustus went  under,
geling hard. Befors he had time to

collect his thoughts the cight New Honse
juniors had cotlectod hitn.

““Wesous, Tom Mewwy!
School House!” ho ]-;.-ellad.

“(3h, sit on his silly face, Fatiy ! said
Figgins. *“We | have Ratty up if
he goes on like that !

“*No, jolly fear! T don't like being
hitten, F"Ig 1M

“IYu}z uttah wuffians! X came here to
apo %

"Well, vou can do thalt after wa'va
finished with you!"

“Yow! Waonlly!"

“Shove him on the table, vou chaps!
That's it! Hald his legs down, or he'll
kick. Donkers alwars (dol™

Beire the chump,

Waosoue,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“¥You're simpla
Figmns, you weckless—"

“I'm gong to be a dashed sight more
reckless  than  that, you fatheaded
dummy! (Got that old kilt of yonrs,
Kerr! And I want the paint-box, too.
And something to put on the bounder's

napper {*
“%ﬁmt are you pgom' to de? I

wefuse——" y
“You'll see. Refuse all you jolly well
iike! This iz-where we get oven with

you for your beastly slandoers !
“1 nevah in all my life slandahed——"
From the cupboard under the book-

1ease Kerr produced a kilt of the most

starbling tartan.

There were at least a dozen differsnt
colours in it, and the blending of them
was by no means artistio; in fact, they
were pather chucked together than
blended, and they fairly sot on edge the
teeth of Arthur Augustus.

“This ain't the tartan of my clan,”
sid Werr, grinning. * That's too inoon-
spicuous to show up pmg-nrir on the
boards. Dot no ene coul uliﬁaﬂlﬂru'a
any lack of it you-mi-the-blessed-eye
a.h?ut khis 1"

“Grooh! T won't be seen dead in it !"
spluttered Gussy, ;

“You won't, But you'll be seen alive,
which will be better. Look well over his
fawn-ooloured bags, ek, Reddy "

e my hat! Oh, erumbs "

orn & Co. were chortling with

delight.

» -

et
“This make p bonnet for him, Figgy 1"
asked Fatty,
| It will have to

“Rath-er! Good e
be tied on, though. D Arcy doesn't seem
to appreciate our kiondness o little bit!”

Gussy certainly did not, He wriggled

It wos Futty Wyin who produced the
ted ﬁsilinz'-rhuak 3

and threatened and expostulited. Put to

no u The effect he produced
was that of F—}Eﬂr ge Figgins much
better tempered. Figgy was working off
his wrath—at Gusey’s expensas !

" "Tnhkia it off ] l.; T.i';'ir_n’t have thl?t
howwid thing on me! 1@ person who
designed it must have been o colouah-

blind lunatic! An' that beastly basket,
ton! Tt smells of sl Yarooogh "

“Well, yon wouldn't expect it to smaell
of violsls, would you?™ nsked Pratt,

Kilt and basket weres seourely fastened.
Then Figgy turned to the paint-box.

“Oh, you woltah!" eried Asrthur
Anlguﬂi':u:.

“Not at all, Gussy !" said Kerr. A
black nose will go nicely with that tar-
tan. Don't use groeu or yellow or purple
or red or blue, ¥ Eiy; ow've got ‘em all
down below, Blsel’s the ouly wear for
the Eﬁhlﬂ nmué'i; = ;

“ Ay, ay! ck it 81" replied Fig-
gins.  And very earefully, ::g gﬁnﬂlﬁ,

with soft strokes thut were ever sp much |

more annoying than a hard dab or two
would have hsa-uﬂ, he painted -ﬂlfnnﬁf&
a

of Arthur A . Jetblack.
“That will do,” he said, nLn:lmg ing back
to admirg his handiw '

were tind behind his back, and noblesse
oblige prevented him from using Lis fent.
o was tempted, but did not succumb,

“* Figgay, you uttah wuffian! Yt is im-
poss that 1 should ‘Emﬂf ko wibald
mewwiment in this m' clobbal I

_“th, ha, ha ! yolled the New House
eight,

“It's one of those impossible things
that have simply got to done,"” snad
Kerr,

Figgins only said:

“ Bunk befora worse happens to vou 1"

“ Notliin' that you wotten Huna could
do could pmihlg be worse! Oh, you
howwid wottahs!"

“Think not? What bnprovement can

you snggest, Redds "

wuinin® my ecollah, [

ork. Onesy’s hands

One Penn Ve '

“Might hobble him at the ankles," re-
plied Dick Redfern, grinning,

“Or fasten his cars fogether o1 the
back of his head !" said Owen.

“Or put a ving in his nese," suggested
Pratt.

“T don’t think his fice is propoly

finished, " spid Lawrence.

“* A streak of white across the forehend
and a yallory-greeny chin,"” was Thowp-
son's adea, delivered after carefnd
thonght.

“You ohaps are no artists!" snapped
Figgina. * His {ace is simply 11! Put we
mlggﬁ hobble his ankles!"

But Gussy did not wait for that. He
bolted downstairs in hot haste.
"The kit hamperad him. He had

nevar belpre worn “the guyb of old
Gael,” but ke suspected that when old
(Gael had donned it, old Gapl—whoaver
he may have been—must haye bad it
fnstened up differcnily. ‘ '

There was such a lot of it, and it
clung round his knees, and got under his
feot, and mude him feel desperate beyond
words., And his hands were tied. He
could not do a thing.

He could not do much, anyway. Tut
even with his hands tied together he con-
trived to get o grip on the awful garment
and pull it up a tmfle. He waited an
opportunity to cross the quadrangle un-
epon. 'There was no chance of the assist-
ance of a Inend until he got across. At
that moment he had no friend in the
New House, And he felt that he wounll
never be able to oall any fellow there n
friand again—not after this horrible
treatment of a fellow who, imﬂn& by
his own notion of the decent thing, and
knowing well the superiority of his own
tact and judgment tp those gualities s
manifested in his chums, had taken upon
himself a mission of apology and rocou
cilintion !

Empty words! What did those New
House pagona know of such things?
They were uttetly ineapable of approciat
g fine feelings, ey wero Huns-
parial dogs—outsiders |

Bub it did sesm pretiy obvious that
they were not strewers of nails.  "Thew
wonld not have hean eo dyastic in their
methods had they beon guilty of that!

No use te wait longer, ¥or a bricl
moment the quadirengle was clear,

Arthur Aungustus choked in his thront,
und faced the dread passage hike a man.

He staggered out of the doorway, and
bolted for shelter,

From above camo roars of langhter
The New House juniors were leaning out

of window, Figgins, Kerr, and
lﬁathg were in front, of course. Uunssy
conld not see the rest, But he had no

desire to look upon their faces at that
mbment—or ever again |

“Is :ﬁﬂ how you like it done, Guesy T
they velled in chiorus,

‘-*

CHAPTER 6.
Several Enﬂm} About {
o Y hat! Just look, I

M Percy Mellish Hlﬂfﬁﬂak of

the Fourth, had just ridden

up to the school gates. DBe-
iI1.End 11;[5:11 wambled tlie [al form of Bagey
Tronble.

Mellish had jumped off his machioe,
and was staring neross the quiidrangle, It
was at Arthor Augusios he d. And
at first he quite failed to recognise him.
But the monocle, still Axed m Cussy's
eye, gave him a clue,

Baggy had not jumped cff, For some
myateriona renson of his own, Aulwey
Racke, the cad of the Shell, had lent
Bagey his machine, It could not have
been From good-natige, betanse Racke
simply badn't any, 1§ could not have
Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 50O,



been love of Baggy. No one loved

Bagey. ¢
So it must have been something else !
Trimble was not ag all a good rider.
ITe was rather afrmid of & bicyele, which
acemed a thing with a very cross-grained
will of its own when Baggy mounted it.
Racke's bike had a free wheel, of
course. Also, of course, it had a_bruim——
of it had had. That i}rﬂkﬂ-, being now
ot of action through Bagey's clinsiness,
may be spoken of in‘the pluperfect tense,
Bagey wis freerwlmﬂling. e could not
stop,  Anyone else could have stopped,
but that did not prove Dasgy's ability to
do so, Baggy being a most vnoonimon
dufTer,

So Baggy howled out te Mellish to |

clear. It was not so much on Mellish's
~account that BDaggy obiected to a colli-
dllsh, whe lsow B it

elbshi, who knew Ba ‘s capacities
for doing the wrong thisr‘i{r would cer-
tainly have got out of the way in ordi-
nary circumstances, even though the road
was wide enough for a dozen eyelists, and
there ssemed. no special reason why
hB_uggg should bear down struight upon

im,

But so fascinated was Percy Mellish
by the sight he saw that the bellow of
Bagey wont unheeded .

“Yarooogh!"  howled Mellish, as
Dagey's front wheel struek him i the
vear with foren sufficient to send him
sprawling on his face,

“Yooop! You silly idict!" sghriekad
Trimble, as he floundered on top of him.

Mellish flung Baggy aside.  Mollish
got up, scowling and threatoning. Baggy
was the one lellow in the Foourth whom
Mellish could terrorise, He did not often
do it, for there was not much of the bully
m him. But he was augry now,

“You blundering, barging, fat ass!”
he yelled, "“Take that !

o gave Bagey a redounding slap on
one fat cheek, Baggy did not exactly
turn the other; but it was within reach,
s Mellish slepped that, too.

“Yauh! Stoppit! Oh, you beast!"
burbled Bagey.

“Perhaps you won't be in such a
blessed hurry to run me down again !
snorted Mellish, *'Take another 1™

Mollish was really too liberal, Baggy
did not want another. Put he had to
taka it.

“Yow-ow! T eouldn't help it, Mellish !
Why didn’t you get out of the way ! Yonu
k:mt;]ﬂ;v brake won't act 1™

M i picked wup his bike from the

Emund, and strode towards Gussy. Ba
m after him, wheeling I-I;unﬁn’u bike
und  goggling until the eves nearly

dropped out of his head at the weird
work of Figegy & Co.

“What 1= it, Mollish?
d--:':[-r.ldnnlgemua!'" he stuttered.

“Rats! I dunno]! e might bite

i, you're so rotten fat! But I never

enrd that Gussy-wasn cannibal.’

“Oh! It's D'Arcy, then?”

Bﬂ.fﬂ peered at Arthur Augustus in o
wondering sort of way. At the best,
Haggy'a_ brains were slow o work,

Gussy had dodged back into something
that offered more or less cover. Tt was
only the side of o buttress, but it was
botter than nothing. :

High hope was in Gussy's hreast. e
did not like either Baggy Trimble or
Percy Mellish, and probably he was
under no delusion as to the extent of
their affection for him. Dut now he folt
that they were welcome exceedingly to
hig sight.

For it hurt him far less that thay
khould spe him thue made o mock to the
-~ﬁua of Bt Jim's than that his own
vhiima should,  What did the opinion of
Baggy and Mellish matter, anyway?
But Blake and Tom Merry and the rest

Tonr Gex Linnary.—No. 500,

Je—is it

would say things about fact and im]kz_-
ment, and butting in—things that would
make tho soul of Arthur Augustus hot
within lum,

“Thank poodness yon have come 1" he
said, as the two approached.

“T ean’t see that it's a fat lot to bLe
thankful for,” replied Meliish, not at all
pledsantly,

“It s a gwest deal, for, of course, you
will welease me, deah boy 1"

“Oh, that's of course, is t?" sneered
Mellish 1™

“He, he, he ! Why should we let Lhim
off now wo've got him cornered?”
chortled the magnanimous Baggy,  **1
vote we punch his head, Meollish 1"

“Yon shut up, you fat worm!” re-
torted Mellish politely,

“Twimble, T wegard vou with the nost
complete dispisewy 1 breathed Arthur
Augustus,

“He, he, he! 1 dare say vou do.
And 1 ruganllfm: as o slly ass, D'Arcy,
and & tailor's dummy, and —and—"

Baggy's meniory was poar, and he had
no originality. Buat if he conld. think of
no other epprobrions epithets to hurl at
Arthur. Asgustus, he eould go on chort-
ling in trinmph. And he did!

“ Mellish, 1 beg——-"

“"Holf & mo'! You quite love me,
don’t you, D'Arcy *"

“I cannot twuthfully say that T wegard
you with affection, Mellish. I wmust
admit that there asre chawactewistics in
you, Mellish, that 1 should be vewy
weluetant  to discovah in anyone for
whom I had a weally fwiendly feelin’.
But T wish you no harri, an® T may say
that T have done you more than one gooil
turn in the past,™

“Oh, bave you? "I don'tv remeomber
‘em.  And, s'pose you have, you've

chucked them at we as o chap might

theaw a bone to 4 dog! Even now, you
have the dashed chesk to tell me that
you think me an ontsider |

I you have the least spark of decency
in- you, Melligh——" 4

“But according to you T haven't! Al
right ! You've got yourself into o hole—
shoving your silly, turned-up nose in
where 1t wasn't wanted sgain, 1 s'pose—
and you muoy jolly well ket yourself out
of it! I won't help you '™

“Hadn't T better punch his head, Mel-
lish?” bleated Bagey., “He's often
ragged me, you know 17

“As you like, T'm not goiug te. The
chaps would anf_bhut was off. But they
ennt say anything agrinst my leaving
this swanking ass to it "

Mellish turned on his heel, and went.
It was rather an wnusuoal exhibition of

_{::l:ty spit¢ on the part of Mellish, who

d ot the rancour of Racke and Crooke.
But Mellish had been in hot wator more
than once of late. Public opinion in
the Form had made it warm for him;
and when public ﬁpminn among the
St. Jun's juniors lifted its head two
fellows wore sure to_be in the forefront—
Arthur Auguostus D'Arcy and George
Alfred Grundy. Those two were always
sire something ought to be done, though

ey usunily differed as to what.

Bigg:r staved behind,

Uhere  was  enongh  weak spite in
Trimble, though he had the hide of a
hippopotamus, and did not properly ap

reciute the eontempt with which decent
ellows regarded -him, e ecould remem-

ber things D'Arcy had said that even to-

his obtuse brain conld not be twisted into
compliments, and he would very much
have liked to punch the head of Arthur
Augustus then—if he hed only dared.

. But, even as the oye of the brave man
1s satd to have n quelling power over the
lion, eo thea eve of ID’Arcy—who was
brave enough, nnywuy—quu{led Baggvy,
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who could not be consideredt by any
means Honlike,

Twieo and thrice Baggy lifted a podgy
fist; but he let it fall without doing any-
thing.

And then there ocourred to him a
better way—a way infinitely more pre-
C1018,

“He, he, he! It was only my fun,
Guesy, old pal,” he said, 1 wouldn't
think of hurting you really.”

“¥du had bettah not, Twimblo|”
snapped the swell of the Fourth.  “You
will wug 1t if you dol”

“But I mu't going to. What's the
rood of getting cross with an old pal,

ussy ,

Baggy put his fut face very cloee fo
the countenance of Arthur Augustus,

“Gwoooh! Don't bwesthe down my
neck, you fat wottah ! 1am no fwiend of
yours, Twimble, an’ T will not pwetend
to be. But if you have any decency in
yoR-—="

“What will you pay
Baggy, with o wink,

Gussy's elbow made paiofol contact
with his fat ribe,

me ! asked

“You—you wetehed blackmailal !
You wotten shystah!  You—— O,
take that !V

It was lucky that the ankles of Arvthur
Augusius bad been loft free. 1o kicked
Baggv with pluut;.r of vigour,

“Owl - Yow!l  Yobop! Don't™
howled the heir of all the Tiimbles,

But he howled in vain, ,

Monty Lowther heard his howls, and
looked from the window of Study No, 10
iy the Shell passage.

He saw a sight, Gussy, garbed mare
or Jess in the garb of old Gael—though it
is not on record that old Gael wore a
fishing-basket as headgear—was propell-
ing Baggy Trimble across the quml by o
sovies of vigorous leicks,

“Tommy, Manners !
You mustn't miss this [

They didn't, Nor did Blake and Her-
ries and Dighy, who chanetd to be cam-
mg wut of the School House, Noi did
many others. There was a rush, Julian
and Noble, Grundy and Reilly, Dane and
Gore—one after anothef they pourad ont,

But the later comers sew only Arthur
Augustue floundering on his faee, and
Buggy Treimble running for dear life,
That was none so bad; but it did uet
equal the s cle of the kilted swell
kicking the howling Baggy before him.

Gussy was picked up, and taken in, the
centre figure of a hilarious mob. Every-
body thought it wery funny—except
Gussy and Baggy.

“New House scores!™ roared the voice
of George Figgins ucross the quad.

New Hause had scored undeubtedly,
But even Figgina owned a little later,
when  Tom erry and Blake and
Manners went across to make peace, that,
on the whole, it had been a trifle rouch
on Gussy, who had meant well, Feor the
matter of that, Gussy always meant well !

“The thing is, to find out who the
rotters were that used our names!™ guid

ObL, harey up!

err.

“ Unlesa these chapa still believe that it
was us—in which case, I'm not takin
any trouble to find out myself 17 snortec
Figeing, only hali appeased,

“Rot! We never did believe it,
really | Even old uss Gustivus was sure

thut if you did it you moant it for »
1ape.’” said Blake,

“It ain't very pleasant to have T OR0
thinking a chap would go in for a jape
like  that!™ Fatty Wynn growled.
Fatty, ns n matter of fact, had been lefs
out—for fairly obvious reasone—but he
felt it, all the same,

" Figgy, old chap,” said Tom quietly,
“wea've ragged cach other all ends up,
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and called cach other pet names without
end: but—>"

“That's enough, Merey! We know
all serene. 'm sorry 1 got on my car,
1 say, though, it was a bit caddish of
Mellish and that fat beast not to give
your prize ass & helping hand! There
are soveral rotters abont. Two eof them
did that nice Little burnev with the nails
It's up to ns all to find out who they
woere, if we can. But those two were
pretiy n:_rnri;, ns bad."

“We'd skin anvone in this House wha
refused a helping hand after a House
rag like that,” said Kerr.

“'Well, you may have to skin Clampe
gomie day. IHe's capable of letting you
down," said Tom. "I can’t think of
anyone else among vour crowd. We've
more, worse luck? There's no need to
mention names, and 'm not going to say
who I think played the nail trick. But—
well, T faney it must come out in the
long run, By the way, vou fellows
know old Mrs. Kemp az well as we do.”
*_“ﬂh. rather ! What about her?” aaid
Figgy.

Tom told the tale, and the sympathies
of the New House teio were enlisted at
onee,

“*We'll gee to the whip-round here,™
rnid Kerr,

“But cighty pounds! Oh,
Scott | groaned Figgy.

CHAPTER 7.
Cardew Has His Suspicions !

great

6 OU fat rotter!”
; 1—] Oh, eee here,
Racke, yon ecan't talk to me

like that, vou know! I'm not

oing to stand t!"
i These wards fell upon the ear of H.w':_nh
Reckness Cardew s he halted outside
the I!ikﬁ-élrr--]:

“You wan-t

it—syou!l™ roared
Racke.

st

}mni!;[' as 1t was when Skimmy bagged
it.
Cardew  pushed the door open, and
walked in.
He had just got back [rom his ounting,
amdd hid ussed the treat of seeing
Arthur Augustus in the garh of old Gael.
But it scemed that hie had dropped upon
something else interesting, He thought
it interesting, anyway,
*“No end kind of you to lend your
ger to Baggyv, Rackel!™ he said,
“Kind, but reckless—drefle reckless!
Now 1 wouldn't trust 'Trimble a wvard
with my bike.”
“Mind vour own business!” growled
Racke, releasing Baggy, whom he had
gripped by the 1:n|]|ﬂr_
“That 12 my business." replhied Car-
dew calmly, “not lendin' Baggyv bikes.
Not half a bad line, either! Try it next
time, Racke! Don't let vour notorious
kindness of heart get the better of yvour
judgment, Dare to be o Daniel-a deny-
ing Dantel! Say *No," and mean it "
“Are you =squiffy " domanded Racke,
glaring at him,
“Not more so than usual, dear boy.
I've been out for the afternoon, an'
where Fve been would be tellin', but 1
haven't come home rollin’, I've chucked
all that, you know, Why don’t you take
n leaf out of my book ™

* Get out of this, you fat cad " snapped
Racke, pushing Baggy away, and hasten
ing that mueh disgruntled youth's depar-
ture by a savage kick, _
“Fve a jolly good mind to tell—"
Another kick got home,
“Ow!" yelled Baggy.
He bolted.

kind,

“That wasnt

Coardew,
sportod Racke.

“Rats 1" =
o Tt wasn't, really. Of course, Baggy ¢
15 such a thing

Imnﬂ_‘r human ; 'hu'!; there ] . :
as kindness to animals. Ever heard o
it, by nny chanece!?

w1l

]_{Jn'lﬂ", '

T'm led
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“1 percetve that the dear Daggy has
not improved your bike, What induced
you to lend it to him? But I know—
gheer kindness of heart! I§ comes in
spasms, doesn't it, an' the last spasin had
worn off good when you booted the
object of yvour benelactions just pow "

“T didn’t say 1 lent him the bike,” said

Racke uneasiy. _
f CUTiOus almif'. One

His face was
might almost have thought he wus
pfraidd of something. It could hardly
llave boen of Cardew, who did not lnui::
vombative, but, on the contrary, seemed
far more cheerily conversational than he
was wont to be with Racke.

*No, vou didn't. I inferred that {rom
what Baggy said, deah boy.”

“Baggy's a harl”

“8Bhush! Baggy certainly does play
sll round the truth without ever gettin’

wreeptibly nearer to it DBut bar’s a
lmrah word."

“T'm not a mealy-mouthed idiot,
Cardew "

“Nun-no, Racke! Wonder what it
eculd have been Baggy thought of

tellin' me?”

The red spots on Racke's mottled face
griw deeper,

“Whatever he tells you, it will be a
lie}” he snapped.

“Even if he says Racke was kind to
him "

“Oh, go to blazes!”

“Thanks, mo. 1
Baguv."”

And Cardew lounged off.

Racke gazed after him with a look of
bitter hatred on hus face. Thera were not
many things Racke would not have done
to take the dandy of the Fourth down a
peg or two, if they could be done without
risk. ;

But, ns more than one person at St
Jim's had learned, there was very peal
rigk in meddling with Cardew,

“Hallo, Levison! What's the joke?
nzked Cardew, entering Study '!Nu. 9
Study, on the Fourth Fornn passAge,
which he shared with Ernest Levisen and
Sudney Clive.

“Have vou seon Gussy?™
“Frequently, dear boy!"

“Oh, that ain't wlat I mean, ass!
Ha, ha, ha! Did you ever see anything
funnier in yvour life, Clive?™

“Not often, old scoul!” admtted the
South African juntor, on the broad grin.
Levison had got no further than that.
He was wiping teavs of mirth from his
L e

““D'Arcy, though connection of
mime—nol my fsult, y'know—is un-
doubtedly a comic stunt; but 1 have not

think T'll go to

observed in him lately anythin' that
wonld justify this —or-— * wibald
mewwiment,” to use his own eloquent

language.’
“Then you haven't seen him, Cardew !
My hat, it would bave made a brass
monkey have fits 1"
“1] don't own any brass monkeys at
present, so even that loomin’ peril leaves
me onlm an’ unmoved. What's hap-
pened ¥ :
Olive told the storv. Levison was help-
losa

“H'm! 5o Fiageine & Co, roepudinted
the accusation with scorn an’ other mis-
cellaneouns amotions, an’ i:ln.;vm.l Fifth of
November with my unfortunate kins-
man. to signify the same?” said Cardew.

“That's about the siza of it,” rephed
Clive. * And, of course, they didn't do
it. That sort of thing is not in their
line. It's all very well for Gussy to say
vhat they might have done it for a jape;
but it H:H.rj no iup.‘{-. however yon look at

F e
1t
T

No., they didn't do it " satd Cardew.
“1'll answer for that.”

wiih, stop your piffling rot!

“Na T won't! Now, then! Your old
hlLD jan t rouch Lli:-lll.;ll.',l_u.l-ln;rt half as

L
up |

: Al ut it
“Po you know anything about it,
: 'TH]‘: GEM L]-HH.‘L“.II“_?‘“J. AL
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then, Cardew?” asked Levison, having
mnu{gﬂd to stop short of hysterics,

“Yans, I lbnow somethin® about it,"
answered Cardew, strolhing to the door.

It shut behind hiny.  Then it opened
again, and Lo put in his head,

“1 didn't do it, either, Levizon,"” he
remarked,

“Who ever dieamed—"

“Wasn't sure.  Suspicious character,
§'know, au’ I can’t deny hnvin' been near
the scenc of the teagedy, for Merry an’
his little pals hoppened to see me! Ta-
ta!l T'm goin' to call on Trimble an’

if anyone would think

Hulggi}l: (" ]
Y Billy idiot!
fﬂLﬂﬁﬁmm
“Of course no one would. But what's

he'd do iL!" sa

the weéird beggar up to with Ba and

that cily rotbor Mpllish?> o0
“Punno, Might be able to guess

better if T knew where those two had

:ii&!q !.I‘mil alternoon,” said Levison

v,

n

woulldl not have Leen like the keen | his

Levison to let so piain a hint pass him
by, But his suspicions were mere form-
less onep, Cardew had something definite
io [i’n upar—the factk that Racks had lent
Lis bike to Buggy Trimble !
“ome in!" Towled Mellish, as Cardew
ta%ad politely at the door of No. 2.
ere was a slight amell of tabacco in
that npartment, Eut it was nol smoking
thot munda Mellish look sick as Cardew
ashed : !
“Either of yon fellows got any nails
vou eould et me have?” \
“N-ao-nnails?” stutterod Mellish. And
Baggy got down te look under the table
for something that e kuew wae nob
e vas alid i 1d
wWas f s face would giee
him away. e had no objection to
Hi_lnl_n but L had learned that Cardew |
d nel =wplloge Ve Sy,
“Yuhs T don't !ﬁ_ﬂn
E e to "em Tirst" re
down scornfully ut)
of Mellish, in
s own carefully-

if youl use your
f‘liﬂrl Cazdow,
e grubby
Btrong contrast o
manichred digits,
Cardew might toke too much care of
his hands. ish was in no danger of
ﬂr% in that diveetion, huw‘urm:; ®
S W.w-what kind of onnanails?™ asked
Mellish. r .
“Any old kind. Not teo hicF, Tin-
tacks would do the trick, or brads.”
Iﬂ“W-w-wnwhnt do you w-w-#ant ‘em
LY
“That's hnrdly your econcern, is 167 I
don't msk you what you buy nails For,
Uve merely asked vou whether you can
Ht l-’ll‘ﬂr ‘."'H i l"."l"}'-’ .
“Well, I can't,” sald Mellish, plucking
P oourage to speak without stammering,
“Ohl Used them all up? [Have you
v nnils, Baggy ! Besi these sou
chow whan there's no other grub about,
I moean. I'va uo nsp for o

1 g
f‘mm'-ﬁf'

* (irooh gel gﬂm{rm from undes 1&&.!:!:'{:&
Mell -given Baggy o pinile pr
with his fooi, wh g Pagey in the
Iﬁm&m ont, wis not so gentde Lat that it

‘ - -

“Beasivkl” Asked Cavdew. “Bfay|
undor thefe if yon ore: | don’t desire to |
be o witness t0 the disgnstin® exhibition,

Baggy emerged, breathing like a
grampus. : .

& Na, 1 haven't any nails, Cardew,” he
anid. T haven't bought any for—oh,
for agea! I den't belieié you can boy

them pow,  The Govertuosob wanl them

!']-I-

“Ah!  FKind thap, Racke, ain't he,
nu!fr?” -

“Racke's a hesst!™ liowled Boggy:
“PBust bis old bike!™

* Wall, you did very neacly bust it
veplied Cardew, "By the wav, I hear
D'Arcy's been put into kilts i

Tae Giy Lisnary —No, 500.

fingee-nuils, rﬁlll.i bt

“My hat!

You ought to have seen
him, Cardow ! g K

rdow ! You naver—" _
“I think I'd rather gee you in High-
land garh, Meollish—or Baggy! Notl sure
which, But it cught to be one of you!”
A?d with that parting shot E‘-urdﬂw
weat, '
“The brute knows!" groaned Mollish.
o Hgi tumﬂm] ;uﬂitlmmahnw A
“Dub what did he mean ab
killt,YMBI}i!hfh n about the
“You fot ass! Didn't T call you Kerr—
and you called me Figgins—at Wayland,

you know¥”?
Cardew  waan't

* Bub — bub — but
thero ! hleated Hngg

“"He's found out, though! Ok, I wikh
woe'd never lot Racke Crooko get us
mtr:];ﬁhu mmth!" " :

“Do you think he'll et on, Mellisht"

“Do I think? Oh, you imbecile bladder
of lard! He may not let on at once ; but
he'll hold it over us like the old jolinmy
and the sword— or whatever
silly name yws "
Melhish meant Damoeles; but, that mis-
take apart, he was not eo far wrong, It
chanced to snit the whimsical hurhour of
Ralph Reckness Cardgw to keep the plot-
ters in suspepse. :

“Got "em ull on a Tittle bit of string 1
he murmured, as he went back to No. 9.

CHAPTER 8.
Cardew’s Bargain !
i RDER, order, order, you noisy
bounders {* aaid Juck Blake,
“Yans! Pway contwol vour-
: self, Digbay! 1 am chainhman
this megting'—"
“0h, are you, Gustavus?” howled
Dighy. “Who eleeted you, I like to

k“ﬂwm . - e i
bos clepted mo as yef,

’ Nubul;-d
t—="" -

“And nobody's going to! What do
you think we want witl a shrigking ass
m the chair? 1
“uB;u.uli MTPﬂﬂusﬁ;,"]aniéI&Tuan Mﬂ:hry
soothingly. “Cusay s planking down the
giddy dibs in a way that I ean only de-
saribe ns noble,”

“Wats, Tom Merry!
would have done as much,

vewy will, deah boys ("
_ﬂh:{n any of us hus just ns much
rlght to be clhairman ! snapped Dighby.
" IJE ‘on want to hﬁlufmirmm, Dig ?F"
M Wall, no, aot inlly, come {6 that,
Tommy. You can be if you like. If you
baven't gob the dibs you've ot more
common-sense than some potty idiots |
*The very sbadow of a ghost of 0 com-
pliment, that, Dig!" remurked Lowther.
Who are the pntt;; Fi,d:m who have more

“ T didn't say—"'

of

“1 vote Gussy takes the chair,” cut in | Ari

Tom.

N ﬂd‘_"ﬂ.u"i : ! da = ::!
Act? Rugtibe suorod b led v
wer io ba

per | othed down, and took the
mﬁw rlmmlm ﬂ:’i ‘E‘;.ﬂ;'.i"f‘i}'“ ﬂ:f

o e
Adrondy  some , been e.
T itad been a basty whip round in
both Houses, And the result had besn
good- from one point of view.
_Sourcely unybedy had refused to help.
But it was ncar end of térm. and
thers was little money about. St Jim's
wis not @ specinlly wealthy sehool, and
those who had moficy to spare were
among the fow who isfused. '
Lﬂlﬂlﬂ'ﬁ!-.l_-tlm]'!l? wonkl have put down
o substantial sum. Dut he was awny—
sont for in s buwrry a few deys eavber,
Rucke ¢ould have coutributed generously,
but Racke refused even a slulling. is

Xa
i D kg b

meoney was not going to help the friends

of fellowa he would not be ssen dead with,
he said.

Crooke, whé would not have missed a
couple of pounds, certainly would not
miss his tauntrihutiml, linr he offered six-
pence, and was rude when it was declined
without thanks. ‘

Glyn had spent all he had on an inven:

tion. His people were away, and though
he }I&itw tten htﬂ them for a fiver, ¥HJ
was nok sure that it would reach him
before the ateful day, "

Most of the eoutributions were in small
sums, n.ng‘:gf from the twopences and
threapences of the fags—Wally and Frank
Levison had acecepted no refusal excopt
from Plggott, who was told to go and
boil himéelf for a mean cad—to the half
sopereigns of a few who were able to
raise such sums, Kildare’s last halfsov
went, and Darrel's and Talbot's,  Dick
Julian saw his uncle, Mr. Moss, and £5
went down on the list as from * Anany-
mous.” Buggy Trimble, whose name did
not figure, told : 0 A Tnotl-
starter, that he wished he knew the cliap
with the foreign pamea who chucked fivers
about. Buat it is to be feghad that it was
not for the sake of Mrs, Kemp Baggy
wished to know * Anonymouns.'

But the net result was very far from
what D ;;u'ﬂj' I;n:'{l: hﬂﬁ. {:i excoaded the

Oonhs O o i - i .
nﬁtpﬂctu-t #net e hEEiL I truly. But it did

U We positively must gat it somehow,"”
said .A.rlgur Augustus, “I havo p]aﬂgeﬂ
my word of honah to Mrs, Kem :

Wa Iu:a:w all about that, and a rotten
silly thing it was to do!"” growlsd flor-
ried, * You well-meaning nsses are always
me‘kmg‘u. mesa of {liings " "

. 1 disdain your vulgeh abuse, Iew
wies,” said Arthur Augustus frigidly.

At a time like this I have ton mud

witgosl for my Jdig to wh by word
or ﬁ; foree, The point 45 thal 1 :
FE‘."'.d ?d my ]:Ir:u'm‘h [ e Im“

Voll, you hiven't pledged ours,

thouih it was only because you couldu’(,”
vetorted Herries,

“I'in not so sure,” suid Tom moodily.
I feel d= if mine were in pavwd, T ean't
help thinking of the old lady’s face. She's
depending on_ us, yon know, d we
can't do o giddy thing more than we've
nﬁl;ﬂ, aud that ain't much! Oh, hang 1w

“Just how T foel,” admitted Blake.
“And it don’t help things to ey lthnl
Gustavus has got us into a bolo, and muost
get us ot of it. The old ass has donn
4 heap, "Taint our f;ru]t that we haven't
guitls-to shell out, but no oue’s got a
right to jump on Guagy !®

“That's sighor seid e e

at's right™ erries fr Y.

“1 beg your pardon, old scout! T can't
#ay any more, can 11"

Don't mench, desh bLoy,” roplicd

I.l[lr Jh'““*imt . m = . - “. 1
what ﬂqr&: _wf' fﬁgﬁiﬁ thignity But
E il oo Up 1 e :
o up. fuem the list of con

AN O o dl . :
heey thing,” he zaid. “1 don't see
ﬂu?ﬁw'f istne herz! Me, was in your

Iﬂf.ugi?u'?!}':“ﬁﬂ'fﬂr von dide't let ﬂ?ua
refy :

S @ardew wouldn't do thatl,” suid Tom
et onee, 'There's no more open-handed
chap hiere than old Cardew, though he's
n bit queer in his way of chmi‘mg 1:
sbout. 1 should have "let  Backe and
Crooke pad the hoof hiome from West
wn'?id but lie let evon those eads have o
guid.

“Thanks for n quite unsolicited testi-

maopinl, old spart ! deawled the voice of
Ralph Reckness Cardew. He bad ei-
tered vnperceived.

“1 did knock,” be said.  *Bup as no

one hesrd 1 imagined the genial * Come
in, asa!' a0’ came in accordin’lyi  How
did you tcome o forget me, P'Arcs? 1
ain't a gidde philanthropist. an’ 1. don's



E‘Fﬂ‘? WIM‘?}

know your friend, Mrs. Kemp, as i h&p-
pens: but I've a I{ﬂ'ur lo spire, a0 ——

o dh, my poor bwain 1" gasped Gussy,

Y Poor, indesd ' murmured Lowther,
:‘]":luh there's some hope now you've seen
111 -1“

“} cleans forgot you, deah boy! T am
wonlly most excessively sowwy !’ .
“Cardew was ﬂmg to say something
else,”” remarked Manners, with his eyes
iipon the fuce of the neweomer.

“Was 17 ‘Praid I'm like Gussy, then.
Uve forgotten what it was! It don't
matter. What T have to say nin't worth
“a heap, as u rule. Who's treas g

Ha lid o five-pound note on the table,
and Tom pickad it up. P

But Cardesw was tos keen not to per-
ceive that the fiver did not pot things
straight.

“ Hrow much short ' he gsked. 1

“ Rather more than shirty-five pounds,”
snswered Tom, _

“H'm! The old lady appears Lo have
heen plangin' ! Do you chaps ra;l}& think
Fm;.lfl:‘aht D enaouroge that sort of thing
in aged 1™

“Wals, Cardew ! Mps, Kemp haa done
nothin’ whatevah that calls for wepwe-
hension. She hes stwuggled hke a
Bwiton. She is uttahly hopest, an'—"

“Sorry I spoka! I'll take your word
for the good lady's extreme probity,
D' Aroy,"” said Cardew, with more feeling
than i was much in his way to show.
He saw that the committes were very
much in earnest, and rother in trouble,

Lo,

He did not go, They locked at one
wiiother,  Apart from
oit of the question—Eardew was the onky
fellow st 8f. Jim's who could put this
mattor steaaght,

Cardew hod s much money as he
wanted—{ar more than was geod for hin,
Ilis grandfather, old Lord Reckness, re-
fused him nothing. Tt was possible that
he had encough on him o weke up the
vighty ponnds, even then,

“L?‘n herve, Cardew—""'

Jack Blake Eagun boldly, but paused.

“1'm lovkin', Blake!”

*“ Can you advanece us this? It'sa ;'I-uﬂy
lot to ask, I kvow, But the old lady
will do all she knows how te pay back—
we're sure of that—and if she can't-——

well, then we must! You may have to
wait, but—"

“Tldodt! An' T won't ask for the
dibs back, BDut I'll only do it on condi-
tions |

“Good man! We don't care what the

conditions are. We aceept!” cried

“Yes, wathah!"

“PDo you say that, Merry? Yau're
rather u-jm::in.ﬂg concerned, as o matter
of fact." .

“T don™ fallow wou, Cardew., Not
wWore ) the rest, I suppose? I don't
#oa how, anyvwoy.’

“A bit mors than the rest, An'

ke—who was
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Y Pul it any way you like, dear bay.
Why uhuuldq?t I plaguﬂd *w?tlil the
cacoethes seribendi—" )

“The which-ex " inquired Dighy.

“The itch for writin’, old sport,
Didn't know Lathom lad let you off
Latin, by Jove! But there it 1s. Take
it or leave it, Marry ™ '

“"You're not willing to do it without
that, COardew i

“1 don't see why T should) T haven't
the pleasure of the benefigiary’s acquaint.
ance, This is only a whim of mune, of
eourse, bhut—""

They koew what Cardew's whims
meant, Ile was as set on them as an
ordinary fellow would be on what he
called s resolution. He had always heen
ugod to Laving hie own way, and there
were times when ho seemed prepared to

go to almest any length to get it,
“What do you want to do with the
little rag? nsked Jom,
“Just what I like 1"
“ Bul what do you like "
“That's tellin’,”
“Oh, let him ! said Dhig, “It's net

much, after all.”

But it was rather mora to the Terrible
Three than to Dighy, They had nu
“Tom Merry's Weekly," slaved long
hoiirs over 1f, made it & genuine success.
And Cardew wns such a welrd bounder !
One never knew what he might be at.
Wt d iy 1" asked

an.

o you fay, Mon
T“I t‘-ﬂ;t' bear it, if you can bear it,

ooy 1

“ Mannerst"

“What do vyou say, Tom?" replied
Manners,

“1t's o go. then, Cardew }*

“One moment! I haven't the mone
an me, I shall have to write to grand-
dad for it, Granddad will poony up! I've
brought him up in the way le should
gol An' he won't azk quafmuﬂ. But 1
may nok he able to get him all ‘n a
minute, When's the oof needed 1”

“Day after to-morrow,” said Blake,
VU None too much time.  The old bird
ain't quite as regular in his habits as you
might expect an ancestor of mine to be.
But T guess it can be done,™

“We ehall d d on you, Cardew.”

“Right-ho! Yon might pin your faith
to a more righleous who was less
dependable. An’ it's understood that 1
tuke over the next number of the
‘' Weekly * 17
*Oh, that's wnderstood all gerens,”
aa:ﬂATnm. ightho! I zha'

*Aguin, rightho sha'n't require
the he any vou fellowe, h; the
way. But you wen't mind that, of
course, Tu-tal”

CHAPTER 9.
A Near Thing !

" HAT will the bounder do with
W i Tom asked, when

Lowilier nn® Manners wmay consider Cardew had gone,

they've mare affected than these fellows Some euch uestion as that

of my Form. Becunse my condition is | was asked by a good many fellows when

that 1 edit one number of your epoch- | they heard the news.

makin' weelkly 1" Levison grinned when ‘peoplo ashked
“You edit * Tons Merrs'e Weekly'? " | him, grinned, and locked knowing.

aspod Herries.

B Yaas, that's the idea.”

“But—what do von want to do it fori”
asked Tom,

The mmﬂn was a natural one.
Cardiew shown no groat lesnings to-
wirds journalistic notorioty. Now, if it
had been Lowther! But Lowther was
already quite ns muoch editor as Tom, in

int of fact. Or Gussy. e was always
wing hurt because his etnff wae turned
down. Or Figgins, Figgy wrote serials
of wonderful adventure, which did not
vaccive the respoctiul and nﬂiglga.theh.n
tﬂ:ﬁﬂ!‘idfl‘ﬁlit@ whivh Figgy thonght their
due. PBut Cardew ]

Clive, on the other hand, prolessed total
igmorance ; and, of course, he was igno-
rant, for Clive was relinble, i

But it is to be doubted whether Levison
knew all.

A good many fellows thought that the
chavge might be for the better. 'There
were  quite “some ™ unap _n:-fmteﬂ
geniuses hnn{g about Bt. Jim's, a4
Uardew remarcked,

Grundy, m his lofty way, prefiered con-
tributions. He was willing to let by-
gones be bygones, he said, Cardew said
it was no end noble of him. But the
spntimont was not bothesided, and he
must usk Grandy to get, as-he was busy.

One Pennv. "

Skimpole butteulicled Cardew in the
passage, and offered him a treatise on
transosnden 1. g :

Cardew asked ite length. Skimpole i
dicated o minimum of 25,000 words,

“Just & small picoe tog long,” saud
Cardew. “If you beil it down to abaout
ten, I'll consider it. Or you might do
mo & sevarely sarcastie article on the
subject of Mr. Ratclif, Skimmy. No
\'uh(lw:.ritv. yoin know., Nothing he eould

t hold of. But calenlsted to make him
g?imﬂa an’ kick the eunt, an' suy eloquent
things. Huave you got me?”

But Skimmy, with bony hand to bulg-
ing brow, hind to confess that the required
contribution was begoud him, though ho
seemet] hopeful of being able to boil down
the transcendentel article to 19,989 words
—or thereaboute. And Leovison volun-
tesred to do what he profanely tenned

“tho Ratty ekit.™ ;
L Cardew was vory busy indead. He
seemed to bo  writing maost of that

[ number himself, Other follows offermng

help seamed, like Skimmy, unable to get
on to the iden— ecause Eardew
was not explicit cuough, But there were
reasons why he shisd at telling too much.

He had wired to his grandlather; bub
no reply came. 1t did not worgy Cardeyw

reatly’; but it worried the Mrs. Kemp

‘ommittee, Uoless the money came by
Thureday it would be too late,

It had not come by Wednesday even-
ing. Cardew bad heard nothing, but was
confident he would hear soom. Tom
Merry & Co. were not so confident. It
was not thaf they doubted Curdew’s
assurances; but, as Mannvers snid, lots of
things might have bappened to prevent
Lord Reckness® getting either wive or
lotter. Aund wonvway, they all folt that
they would be happier when the moudy
was uotuully in hand. ol

Thursday morping came, aud still there
was no roply |

Naow Cardew got anzions. Not for
auyihicge would EE- have lot down these
follaws or Mre. Kemp, though not for
unything would he have adoitted that

there war any dsnger of their being leb
down by him, At the worst, he meant
to go along and do what might be dope
to stop the sale. But even he, cool as
whs, vecognised that it was a bit unlikels
that the auctioneer would accept a school-
boy'# guardantes for the money !

tween breakfast and classcs he sent
off wires to ot least half & dozen fln'eq.
at any one of which he thought Lord
Reockness might e,

Trimble mads threepance out of ane of
them. He did not tell Cardew, but it
was quite casy—to Trimble's mind—to
strike out eix words and bring the wiro
down to the nincpen imum,  The
gix words sfruck out lefh it unintelligible,
but gy did not think that really
matiered. And ns the ram failed fo
reach Lord Reckness  did not !

“What's to be donei" asked Tom

CETY. !

No one could suggest unvihing. No
one blanfed Cardew. They wonld have
been as utterly at o loss if his queer baw

ait had mever been made. Aud they

new that of ho failed to keep it he wonld
not be really at fauh. :

“Hut T have pledged my honah!™
almost walled Arthar Aungustus.

“Wo enn't leave the old lady in the
lureh,'t said Tom. “Tt's up to us to—
ll-.}_li-

“T have it! We must go ovah an
explain things to the awctionesah ! I 'tu?
in n weasonable man ho will wait.  An
Cardew says the monay may come by
wiah any moment.”™ ;

“Aagel How can we go over? Ii's
likety we can get off clazses for that,
isn't it 1" snapped D

1.
“1 will go to the I‘gﬁ:ﬂ.d an’ tell him all
= 11;?1-' Giest Liprany.—No. 500,
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about the affainh. If it s pwopahly put
to him by o fellah of tact an’ judgment, 1
feel suah that he—" -
“ And I'll go with you, Guasy,"” =aid
Tom,
“That's the style, Tommy! Then we
sha'n’t be afrsid that Crussy’'s tact and

udgment will give the Head a fit!"" snid
%-iﬂ‘i'f'th'_'l".

PBut the mental state of Arthor
Angtistus  was such that he allowed

Lowther’s riudencss to go unrebuked.

They wers not gone long, and they
catny {n.rwk with beaming fnces,

“ Liooke na if the Head had handed you
the cash to make up the whack,” said
Dighy,

“Well, he didn't do that; but he put a

mid down, like the real good sort he 1s,
1:11:1 he hinted that we might have goie
to some of the otlier masters,” said Tom.
“Pud thees fsn't time now, and anyway,
they wouldn't have made up the thirty-
five, "

“ But what about going? Are you fo

n?li

AN of ns! The whole giddy seven !
Now isn't ihe old boy the brickiest of
birieks ¥ "

“ Hooray !" yelled Di%hy. “CAll we
want now 15 the money.

“And o pretty big all, toe!" suaid
Herries.

Cardesw eame up.

“Lathom says he doesn't require my
presence this mornin',” he announced.
“8Sepms to think he can manage the
Form withont my help, Queer, but
trae ! Will one of yvou direet me to the
place where the Shylock 18 performin’ on
vour aged lady friend ¥

“Why, we're all goin'!" cried Guszay.
"Clome along, Cardew I r

“Not cuttin' cheses, T hope?  Not
layim' the wag, in classical language?
}. really ecouldn’t conntenance that, espect-
ally after 1 have been so virtuous aa to
nsk leave of Lathom. As a sheep for
the time r_],;ein* it would bo out of
character for me to mix with the giddy
gonts,"

* Ama !
said Tom,

“Oh! Well, lat’'s get a move on us
We've time to ruf into Ryleombo first,
nn’ wait for
me ! Levison has promised to see to tho
wire, if one torns up,”

for Arthur

Thers was some delay,
Augustus’ bike hecded ropairs. The rest
spicd it was Guesy's fanlt, of course: but
he was sure that one of tim patches made
necesgary by the puncturing trick must
havo worked off, and how could that be
blamed to him?

But they were off at lust, and they
wont at a round pace. Arthur Augustus
was loading ns they free-wheeled down a
hill with a sharp turn near the front,

“There's someone coming | Ring your
hﬂ]lé i};;i‘intl" rapped out Blake, just be-
hind lim.

“It won't wing, ronfound the thing!
Wing yours, Blake "

“Haven't got one!”

“Bai Joval"

Gussy had the narrowest squeak of a
collision in roundimmg the corner.

“NYooop! You near done moe in!"
yilled a shrill voice,

Arthur Augustus gave vent to a shout
wf dehght, and jumped off recklessly.

“ s a telegraph:boy ' he howled,

“Well, that ain’t any resson why
should bo run dowa an’ killed, iz it?
asked the boy, who had also alighted,

“ Auythin' for me?" drawled Cardew.
“These nunor questions can wall, my
lad.”

We've zot the Head's leave,”

.4 ]

“Namoe of Cardew?” inquired {he
Mesenger.

“That's the name, my son.  Fork
gut 1"
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the second delivery, haven’t:

Fi

|

“T dunno—agin the regulations, that
is, I ought to go np to the schosol and
deliver to yon there.”

“But I sha'n’'t be thare, you youngs
ohyump 1"

“Well, you could come back alonger
me i

“ Wouldn't it be wiser to save us both
an nnnecessary journey 7

“1 dunpo about that, S'pose I de-
livered it to the wrong 'un "

“These fellows cun tell you who T
am.” \

“He's Cardew, right enough,” eaid
Tom Merry.

“Well, 'ere you are, sir.”

“Thanks, my son. Here's a bob for
vou,” said Cardew, as he took the tele-
gram.

He slit it open, and then he called the

boy, who waa just mounting, back.

“Here's half-a-ecrown for you,” he
gaid. “Cat along, bud, or you may get
more,”’

“T dunno but what I'H stop,” said the
boy from the post-office,

Jut he wint, well satisfied,

“It’s al] wight, Cardew?
it's all wight, pway!"”
Angnetus, his eyvos dancing.

“Yans. We have only to toddle down ]
to the office an' collect the ensh.™

“Hope they'll have cnough,” EﬂidI
Dighy anxiously,

Oh, tell us
eried  Arthur

A= o matter of fact, the postmaster had

to borrow from his private till; bat the
sum was made ap somehow, nud Cardew
placed forty pounds in notes in the hands
of Tom Mearry.

“PBut this 12 too much,” eaid Tom.

“May be cxea gr somethin'.  Don't
give the change to Baggy—that's all! 1
ain't quite sure he deserves it,”

“T say, aren’t you coming with us, old
chap?" asked Blake, as CUardew turned
AWRY.

Y No. 1 don't really belong to the
resone party, you koow.  An’ poor pld
Lathom may be pinin’ for me.'’

He rode rapidly off.

“Rummy ehap; but one of the best,"
gaitl Tom,

“Come on, you eripples! No nails in
the road to-day " sang out Bluke,

“I've a lorge-sized suepicion that Car-
dew has found out wmore abont that
bizney than we have,” romarked
Lowther.

“T've thought the same mysell,” said

[annere.  * But the bounder won't tell
us till he thinks he will™

They rode hard for Ivy Cottapge.

The sale had not yet begun,  There
were two or three carfs outside, brought
by intending buyers, no doubt. In the
little shop were ns nmn;{ people as it
could comfortably hold. When the seven
had pushed in, it did not hold them com-
inrtn%ly; and thers secmed no shance of
Eetting- near Mrs, Kemp, who was in the

ackground, and had not yet eeen them.
“ %ltall vou hand # over to her,
Tommy " asked Lowther.

" Hlezsed if I know "

The auctioneer began to speak. He
said # few very kindly words about Mrs,
Kemp, und ealled upon & Mr. Wallis,
who stood among the crowd, and whose
name rome of the juniors remembered as
that of o Wayland solicitor,

Mr. Wallis also spolke of sympathy with
the old lady, and said that the landlord.
whom he represented, had been very loth
to allow of the =sale; it was only the stub-
born honesty of Mra, Kemp—for which
shic deserved the respect of anll—which
had made it inovitable.

When he censed, Tom pushed forwand.

“You are here for the landlord, asir?”
he asked.

“1 may say that T represent all the
crediters. Thera nre but few,” was the
courteous, thouzh surpriesd reply.

“If T handed you over the fnll pmount

owing—it's about eighty pounds, I koow
—the sale needn't go on, I suppose?”

4 Certhinly not!  But e

“Hera it is, sir!"

“ Bless my soul!”

Mr. Wallis stood staring at the ligtle

ile of notes that Tom had put into his

and. Mrys. Kemp tottered as she tried

to make her way to her rescuers. The
erowd  moved buck for her, and some
kindly neighbour started a clieer,

Tom ecould not deny afterwards (hat
Mrs. Kemp fell upon his neck and
hugged himn.  And, though T-:]iir'r‘ Merey
had the natural bopish dishike of
emotionnl scenes he always maintained
that he did not mind, :

He got away as soon a3 possible
though, and =o did the rest. The crowd
was moking too much fuss, and Mr,
Wallis and the avctioneer askod oo many
questions.  But both were plainly pleased
at the thrn of events, mrdr all the soven
felt that it was quite eafe to leave Mrs.
Kemp in their hands,

They could go back later on and learn

how she had fared. And they did. But
Cardew refusad to go and be {mgged, he
aptd !
CHAPTER 10,
Cardew as Editor.
HERE remained of all the la

tanti.z
ogly two things which nceded
clenring up—the mystery of the
nail-sprinklers, and the problem
of what Cardew would make of his own
specinl issue of “Tom Merry's Weekly.

In the e¢yes of the seven both were
minor matters besido the difficulty out of
which that queer bargnin had helped
Mrs. Kemp. ;

But Figging & Co. still hankered to
know who Emj tnken their names mn van,
and the Shell and Fourth gencerally were
on_the tiptocs of expectation conceriitg
a journalistio enterprise that—so Levison
said—was going to knock spots out of
ereation ! :

Curdew would not say when it would
be out, or what would be in it, or why he
had done it—or, i fact, anything but
“Wait an' see !” :

And they wailed, and in due course
they saw !

Somebody yelled up to No. 10 of the
Shell studies after classes ‘one morning,
and 'fum!Mﬂn3; Imk&dhdnlwn ko find Ein‘_-

wadrangle waving with the pa of a
:*lflrlnin g-r.lpu]nr journal, Tt hﬂlﬂl‘.\'n}‘s
been popular:  but  under Cardew’s
oditorship it seemed to have leaped at »
bound into vasily increased popularity.
The fellows were chortling over if, ghow-
ing each other paragraphs, snatching
copies from unwary hands,

t was Dighy who had yelled to the
Terrible Three, and he was chortling,
oo, The *Weekly ¥ was not quite as
lr:]limu- to Dig as to same of the brotherly

and.

But Blike hardly looked jovful, and
Arthur Augustus showed a face of con-
sternation.  Clussy was more casily
ghocked thun some of his chums.

He was shooked now,

“Bai Jove " he burst out, his counten-
anco the colour of bestroot, ns Tom and
Manners and Lowther joined the crowd.
“YWenlly, this passes all bounda! It 2
full to the vewy bwim of the most scuw-
wilous mattah about mastahs [

“Tt's hot stuff, Tommy,” ssid Blake.
“T'm afraid it means a jolly row for old
Cardew,  The silly ass didn't think about
that.  Listen to this stuff about old
Selby. No; read it for yourselves, 1'm

not poing to shout it out. I draw the
line somewhere "
Tomn collarcd Gussy's  copy, and

Lowthoer took Bluke's, and Gussy road
with hiz chin on Tom's shoulder, and



Every Wednesday.

Manners shurod Lowther's paper, and

they read ;

“QUITE TMAGINARY—OF
COURSE !

“The Bditor—for this issue only—is a
teal live wire, and has no sort of use for
AN ¢ interviewer. So You wmay
tuke it that, as he got a line on me for
the job, I am also & live wire,

“Go,” mid be, “and interview the
gentleman—for a terminological inexacti-
tude mﬁ be @ very present holp in time
of tronble, ﬁwe no desire to eall
anybody out of his pame, except for the
gake of pﬂ{tﬂﬂﬂ"‘j—‘ E “a

“*¥You are getting mixed In yaur
met-ier-afores,” I told him, *Cat the
cackle, and come to the steeds with How-
ing manes and the speed of the wind n
their polished hoofs.’ .

o \frrnng there I' says he, *This one
is plain donkey. Five letters to lis
uame, and the same likowise to the desig-
pation and deseription of the Form gver
which he rules g0 nfll.::lilf—l mean nbly,
of conrse—same old family ¥

“Bo I wended my way, hgping for the
best, but precognising i my mind thut
1 was not going to the precise loeation
where it was likely o eventaute and
transpire.

“Mr. 8— to adopt disguise, though
what avails disguise where all is =0
plain? Plain is not a word of sufficient
power ; but let it stand. Tt has one letter
more than the correct epithet, and T shall
insist on payinent hly line rates from the
Editor. is hardly likely to be lines
for me shonld the object of the interview
cver fonst his codlike orbs upon this
¢bullition of my miscellancous genius !

“Mr, 83—, thon, was present (oot

t, Mr. Printer—don’t libel him1)
when I o o the d{:'ir. | !:hnmt'-lul{
it in in the haste of my hurry, for
deemed that I saw the red s fash
which, to the fmpiuu:rﬂi'-uye, betokens
lmﬂﬂdd nger! DBut at a second
ey I perceived that the ruby glow
proceeded from  the nasal  organ—
vulgarly conk or proboscis—of—" ;

“Oh, bai Jove! Mr. Selboy’s nose I
gasped Arthur Augustus,

“Yes, I recogmsed it myself,” said
Lowther, with o grin which soon faded.
“1 say, Tommy, 1t's putrid rot, thongh
fun encugh m a way. He's been
modelling himself on 0. Henry, that

American short story writer he's crazed ||

about; but, of course, he couldn’t be
bothered to Il:m::ﬁ it up properly, and has
stuck in bits of his own. My aunt, there
won't be half n row if Selby sees this!”
*“Seoot round, and tell the fellows to
get the t]nng out of the way, Blake!"”
said Tom, **Belby may barge along any
minute. Oh, and here's something “ust
as bad about Ratty [
“There's the Head, too!™ added
Manners. ** But that's not so w
d is read-
r yarns, and gets

Head dreams that he's Toby,
ing blood and thunde
excited no end, and wants to scalp
Hﬂlﬂ"*"

Bluke did not usually take orders from

the leader of the Shell, but Blake was
ing ‘wbout now, doing what Tom

had bade. Copies of the “Weokly”
were being hastily folded up and thrust
into pockets. ere was a4 stream of
Jellows indogrs. Everyone wanted to

rend the staff; but few wanted to wet
Cardew into trouble. And there would
be heavy trouble if the aﬁm of any
gmtnr every lighted upon those profane
ages,

Three or four there were who seemad
to have no desire to shield Cardow.

“I've id for the dashed rag!™
growled Racke. “I suppose 1 can read
it where 1 like 1"

1 yours 1" sneered
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Tlﬂ)gdwﬂl waub to get a chap the sack?"”

sni lnlce. : 3
“Is the chap a weular friend of
",
“Yes, bho is!®
“Then I do!" was the pleasant answer.
“You rotter!” roared Dloke, But he
saw shat it would mnot help Cardew's
cause to make a row in the quack Racke
would keep, He passed on.
“Oh, T say! Look here, Racke!"
Porcy Mellish and George
Crooke were with Racke, and it was Mel-
lish who uttered that exclamation. He
had turncd almost green.,

Bluke saw and heard, ‘There was|

soliething on one of the middia puges of
the paper which alarmed Racke & Co.
That was evident by the manner in which
they scuttled for shelter, as if dreading
the wrath to come,

The quad practically  eleared.

Blnl;;‘;hwmt to Tn.ga‘l:a' lodge, =
“Who brought parcel f{rom 1t
printer’s [ he asked.

“*Is boy, Master Blake. T was told ae
‘ow 1 migin distribute of "em, an' keep
the money for myself. That’s hall right,
hain’t itt Them was Master Cordow's

arders, anyways."

Blake almest groaned,  Just like
Cardew, that was! He had gone to
wark in & way calenlated to insurg the
hﬁ(ﬂ mullgft;‘m'i. in the lulfnrtaa!‘. time.

* - ‘n .Eﬁ[‘! ¥

3 Gnnplarn' dozen or so, Master Blake."

“T'll take them."

“ Hall right! *And over the dils, that's | moge

ball I hars I was thinkin' as 1 might
put the price up, but not to you !

“Oh, hang 1t] All serene! 1 haven't
the money on me, but you shall have it
within an hour, honour bright 1"

And, only fuﬂ in time, B enn beled
ap the parcsl, thrust it under his jucket,

and bolied M. Selby, who was com-
¢ gak.

up to 1
mﬁ'heru wern two masters at St Jim's

whose interest in the * Weekly ' was still
keen, though the rest seldom looked at
it nowada But if Mr. SBelby or Mr.
Ratelifi chanced to see a cvopy it wonld
he pounced upon, They knew themselves
d and disliked, and halfi noped,
half dreaded, to find themselves libwlled,

It would never do for cither of them
ta sea this issue !

Mr. Selby scowled at Blake. But
did not mean much—it was Mr. Selby’
wmiable way to scowl.

Blake ran upstnire, There was & orowd
in No. 10, and the whole erowd seemed

to be uiu}gi_lﬂg Cardew and Levison.
“You willy assea!” hooted Tom.
soos the thing I
“Do you think they will be absurd
drawled Cardew. *“Now, T consider it as
quite legitimate skittery 1™
siddah 1" said Arthar Augustus hotly, * A
joke is all vewy well, gﬁ'b-—" "
) ilYu.u'
won’t be sacked, a y."”
“It's n hit muge o
ittlo. rog suppressed.
Not that that will matter nearly 4s m
o t%g n't by gad! ‘' I'Il th
“Won't 1t, by ‘il sto at,
Merry! The Head can't blame ]'E-;u'-ful-
nation, What's the matter, Blake?
ou seem to bLave found somethin'
it, by Jove? I'd like to know, D)’ Arcy’s
viluable opinion bein’ so ternbly ad-
“It's what didu't suit Racke and that
gong,” sail Dlake ¢ 1 ot
tted t, the rotters ™
"Pﬂany:.hinflit all like the Macbeth tar.

of
ﬂn:l
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“Ts that the one with about {wenéy-ning
%@lﬁmh and dilferent colours in it?"” asked
LA B

“Yoas, dear boy. The ono D'Arcy
adopted y'know. I don’t think he has any
right to 1t; anyway, William's merry old
muorderer ain’t in my family tree," Car-
dew answered, shaking his head.

gﬂ*- protest was drowned in the
voioe of Blake as he read aloud :

“PERSONAL QUERIES,

“Is it correct that the Ll'”" u[%;i‘
and the mould of form the School
Hﬂm! has lately visited the Herald's

“ Aud %mﬂr there thiat he can
trice his i from & certuin of
Scotland, made of evil [ame by the
martal pen of the Bard of Avon?

“]ﬂnl _ ‘uEiI'. 1t:r11;:“|'1-'“:I ﬂﬁﬂ. i fow days ?Ent%:
ma« 118 [Lrst 1C 0 arance in
Macbeth tartan?™ et t

“You wottah, Cardew! Tai Jove, I
shall Ewe you o most feahful—"

“Shut up, Gostavus! You needn't
mind—that's the mildest tling in the
blessed paper | Listen here, you chaps 1™

e read on,
‘“Are the rumours dorrect which sug-
Eaﬂ that a School Houwse junior of a

gura rarely seen in the Highland garh
proposes to wear m future the tartan
of the renowned and ancient dan of
Kerr? d .

“If 50, does he really consider an jrone
! r's ehop a umhhh:'?hm for order-
ing his kilt and sporran?

“Baggy!” shouted Herries,

“But an ironmenger's shop! 1 say,
Cardew-—"

“Dou’t you see, Dig? One chap called
other Figgins, and the other——"

“My hat! at's1it] The sweaps !

Blake read on. .

-~ “May we ask whothey a comer in nails

is contemplated |

“May wo suggest that what's bred In

thﬂmut:ilt _nmuad in lhaali:]rud ?fﬂlﬂ'ﬂ—

t 1t does notl p ap

or even & profiteer—to tell that whaet is

:t.ruw'r;n on the road may come into the

yre

“And that Crooked ways are not wise

nor well ?

“And that we shall be on the Raocke
suspense our (uories are

Figgins burst into the ream, with Kerr

and Fatty Wynn at his heels, Figgins

was flourislang a copy of the paper,

“Oh, you're here, Cardew ! Are you
O Daatrt owosd Na o thetts: oot

: ¥'8  own up, if that's
enough,” replied Cardew coolly. "IEhru
say you can get a _confession out of Mel-
lish. Racke and Crooke will deny it, of
course; but you might ask Racke how
kg.‘q:me to lend Baggy that fush bike of

“Pm going to!" sald George Figgins,

One Pﬂlﬂ]’i

ime-

with grim detormination, ** Any of you
coming along "
“8Seven of us, anyway,” answered
Bilake grimly. And Tom Morry nodded,
“We'll come to see fair play,” =aid
Lavison.

Racke and Crooke and Mellish were put
through it with precise and particular
care. Daggy hid in a box-room, and when
found got off more lightly. Curdew said
be uﬁ t to escape something as havi
turned, in & manner, * King's ovidence.”

And the holidays came without any
masters having seen that Lspe of the
“Weekly.”

THE END.

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St,

Jims—"TROUBLE IN THE
THIRD !" by Martin Clifford.)

“You'll be getting sacked if any master
encugh to take it s seriously as that?”
“It's vulgah in the extweme, I con-
“Oh, ring off |" raid Cardew.
" said T
“We shall have tho lttlo rug suppressed.
you'll get into, O w."
lows after I've weighed in with my ex-
pleasin® in wy vile production. What is
vorse, "'
L ng. ey
turned pinky-greeny-vallery when they
tan 1" asked Cardew blandly,

| Tar Gem Lisnaey.—No, 500,
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~ Our Great New Serial Story.

—

NEW READERS START HERE.

The TWINS FROM TASMANIA are
PHILIF and PHILIPPA DERWENT —kpnown
to their frlends as FLIP and FLAP., They
biave with them o remarkable cockiutoo,
named Cocky.

The boy is bound for Highelife School, the

Irl for CHff House close hy. At Vietoria
étll'.-tun. on their way, they run across
DHNNY a0GGS, of Frunklingham, who has

an encounnter in o a walting-room, where he
has been left fn  charge of Cocky, with
GADERY of Higheliffe,

The brother and sister travel in the same
eompartment with thte fellow, and his chuma,
Klnﬁﬁnﬁ'u'f, VAVASOUR, and DMONSON

INOK. Flip knows nothing of the trouhle
hetween Goggs, who has now gone on his
wiy to his own scheol, and Gadsby : but his
sister is aware of it.

CHAPTER 4.
The Communication-Cord Is Pullad!

T3 H, 1T don’t know, by gad! We may
as well have a hand or two,” aald

- Fon. And he produeed from his
pocket, with a lordly fourish, a

::;m:-drul of silver, with the gleam of gold in
Not many sovereigng and half-soversigns

are seen nowadays: hut  Ceeil Ponsouhy
thought it all rot thnt gold should be held
taboo to o patriot. In fact, ot the bottom

of his beart, Pon rather considered
palriotiam rot.
Phillppa was not Impressed She might

have been unpleasantly so if she had known
that the speaker was one of Flip's future
schoolfellows; but she did not even gucess
Lhat us vet.

~“Nor whs Flip impressed.  He had never
come into contact with. p gambling set,  He
felt thot It was nol his sort of amnsement :
and; with the lordliness of fifteen, he rather
tlesuized these fellowsa.

Monzon produced the cards acain, and Pon
insigted upon hridge. They cat for partners,
and the consequence of their cutting was
that Gadshy, who was to partner Monson,
bad to shilt next to Flip.

He darted a baleful glanee at Cocky,

Cocky annoyed him, beeause the sight of
the hird remindsd him of his defeat at
Gogzs' hands, But Flup annoyed him  still
imore. He felt that he lnted her, for he
knew that ahe held him of no account.

He had no iflfeeling against Flip—as yet,
That was to come later, and was to colour
all Philip Derwent's first wrm or two at
Highellife.

“1 puppose we shall find merry old High-
elifte just the same duall hole as nsunl,” re-
marked Pon, as Vavasour dealt.

Ouat of the ecorner of his ove he saw the
Hrtle start thet the girl gave—saw, and
underatood.

Uatil then it had mattered notling to her
that these boys should gamble. But now, all
at-onee, it hud come to matter. And Pon,
who had cleverpess epongh in soch things as
this, felt sure why it was.

The boy was going to Higheliffe, and the
girl was none too confident of his ability to
take care of himself,

That was Por's
correct.

They wers twins, of conrso.
gec thut with hallf an eye.

deduction, and It was
Anyone eould

Ihe girl was

e P S (ol B Nar e S

emphnatically pretty, and the boy wos so
much like her that no one could deny his
being handsome. He would be a ecredit to
the nutty brigade, Pon thought.

Thut was, of course, providing he had
money to burn. The puts were all well off,
though not all =o well off as Pon, and none
of them so well ofl that they ever ceased to
be anxlous for pigeons to pluck,

They would pluck this pigeon, to start
with, if he was worth it; and thereafter, on-
less o turned nasty in the process, he could
be allowed to throw in his lot with theirs,
and help to pluck others

"My hat!" said Gadsby, in astonishment,
“Whaut on exrth are you doin’ with that
knayve, Pon? You threw awny on that suit
hand before last!”

“Oh, by gnd, did I? Never mind.
pose my abttention wandered.”

And Pon glaneéd nt Philippa Dérwent, as
a hint that it was she who lnd ecaused it to
wander,

But ull Flap's attention scemed to he given

I sup-

to Cocky. It did not wander to Pon.
"That's absolutely rotten, PFon!" said
Vavasonr, *HBuck wp, old sport!™

“"You won't hart. You're well hecled,"
replied Pon, paying out on his own aceount
with a hettor grace than usual. For Gadaby
and Monson had claimed for the revoke, and
their opponents had lost the first game.

“Confound that beastly bird!” said Gadshy
irr‘ftnhif, A minute or two Iater. “I never
mennt to play that eard !

Cocky was talking a good deal now. Pen-
nuts in plenty ssemed to have a distinetly
livening offect wupon his conversationnal
POWErs,

Nelther Flip nor ¥lap tried to cheek him.
That was not hecavse they desired him to
nunoy Gadshy, bt heciuse they knew that
any attempt to check Cocky only made him
talk more than over.

Flip looked round at Gadsby., It was notl
an angry ook, but it was rather a eriticnl
one; and Gadsby did not Hke It a hit.

Then Flip leaned forward, and he and his
gister began to talk in low tones,

Gadsby did his best to hear what they sald,
and played so hadly that Monson was soon
growling, while Pon and Vavasour chuckled,

They were talking about him! That chit
of a girl was telling the boy what Goges had
done to Him !

Gadghy was quite sare of it.

it Gadsby was guite wrong,

Flap hnd not seen the heginning of the
tronble between GOoges and  Gadshy, and
{ioggs had told her nothing about it. And
she bnd not even mentioned it to Flip. She
did not mean to mention it.

With all her “heart ahe hoped Lthat her
hrother would find friends of a very different
type from these four at Higholiffe. And pnow

e wis trving to dissmade Flp from telling
them that he was hound for their school,

Flip did not see what harm there could
possibly be in it.. Flap did not sce what
good there could he,

Cocky's talk did nob disturh them, They

Gadshy vory much—or

wera nesed to-it.

But it disturbed
Gadshy clios2 to imagineg that it did. The
fart was that he resented not being able to
hear Fllir and Flap far more then he did
being obliged to hear Cocky.

“That wretched cockatoo—the thing onght
to be seragged!" hie grunted,

“Oh, dry up!" snapped Pon, "The bird'a

doin’ no harm.”

“Sorry If he bothers you,” said Flip,
politely enough, bot more airily than
CGradsby congldered proper; rather, Gadsby
thought, as bhe himself micht bave spoken to
a fellow whom he had just heard of as

having been put on his back by an ass of u

r.‘hf{lt.m goueles.

# worse than ammoyiance!" Gadshy
growled. *He's puttin® me off my blessed
Eame "

“"Well, thiat'zs not mueh odds,™ replied

Flip, "fin:rllililig'u a silly wheeze, | reckon,”

Ciadsby stared at him offenslvely. Flip
returned the stare without any visible
tromaors,

The girl was trying to catch her brother's

eye. She did not want him to row with
Gadaby, or with anyone. Flip was not
exuctly quaarrelsome; but be had a quick

temper, and he feared nobiody.

*When 1 want your confounded opinion,
hong your, ' nak vou for it said Gadshy,
with any amount of venom., "An' as 1 doo't
know you, an' ain't Hkely to, it will be g
doosid long time before 1 do that!”

Pon grinned. He rather fancied that his
chum (addy was likely o Enow this fellow
hefore long. Ton scented ructions.

H> did ot mind. The nuts were not given
to worrying about one another's damages.

Finp did not grin. She flushed, By her
thoughts were much the same as Pon's. For
e know thut GUadshy and her hrother were
surg to know one another in the Mture, aud
ghe foresaw trouble between thom.

In another way her thoughts chimed with
Pon's, too. Neither wanted troulile [nst
now. Pon much preferred that it should
come after the brother and sister had
e parated.

lip would not Iook at Flap. He knew
what be wonld see in her eves. Buot for Lier
sake he kept back the bot answer that was
upon his lipe.

He simply turned Liz back upon Gadsby,

But thut did not help matters. Gadshy,
not uwsaally warlike, was fast working him-
sell up to a combative piteh.

“Your deal, Gaddy!” suid Cecil Ponsonby.
Leaning forward, he spoke in n low tone:
*Ring o, or you'll gquurrel with me! Yeou
ean't make & row with the chap while his
sistor’s with him, by gad!"

“Oh, ean't 1" snarled Gadsby. “'What's
she to me? 1 don't ciare a scrap about
flappers ™

¥hp heard that. and his Tface came round
at once. He seented an insult to his sister,
whom be had more than ‘once addressed hy
her familinr nlckname, But rext moment
be remembered, It would not do to Imapgine
that Philippa was heing referred to when-
ever anyone sahd ¥ Happers.”. The word wus
in too common use for that,

50 Flip gave Gudshy the henellt of the
doubit, But his heart waa very liot within
him. He would bave to punch this fellow's
hiend before long, he was suro!

Gadsby had a bad hand, and  playved = it
worse than badly, Monson snid thingz, and
Gadshy grew ever more furious.

“Phil-ip! Cocky wunts n pea-nut!” spoke
the shirill volee of the white bifrd.

“Of all the pifflin® kida' games I ever heard
of, by gad!" howled fGadsby, thrusting out
an olbow so that it took Flip sharply and
unplepsantly in the ribs. “Look here, you
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apiﬁt thal dastied hird
nehed thing gut of the

i you do'"

chap, il you oan't
quiet, 'l throw the
window!" ‘

“1'f eepd you after him
mnﬂgtu Flip.

The two were giaring futo cne another's
fces now,

Fiap tald n band on ey brather's knee.
He shook it off. Pon gripped Gidshy by the
sioulder. Pon's lund wos nobt essily fo e
shaken off ; but the angry nnt writhed under
it, .and Ceell Ponsonby reallsed thiat netther
hin influence over his  ehum, nor Gaddy's
very consigerable objection to the risk of
getting hust, would stuve off osn explosion
very mueh longer,

“Wo'd better elmek the pame, Gaddy!”
gikd the lender of the nufs. ~“Youo're a bad

loser to-duy, old man.”
“Rot 1" snpried ﬂnrl!ﬁhf. wIE xin't that 1
mind losin?, but T think its too heastly thick

for people to sliove thems=slyes in on ue Hke
this, an' bring a ghddy mwenagerie  with
them,

“Drog it 1 snapped Pon,

“Oh, ain't he raging, raving, tearing mad (™
shirillesl Cocky.

That was too much for Gadshiy. T was Loo
true.  He did not stop to think th::ﬁ ¢ocka-
toos ure nol generally credi Hth rEasoning
powers, The folks who bpagine they canndt
reason would have some difficutty in explain-
ing nwn{‘ some of theit gpt speeches,  PBut
Gadsby had no notion of trying to etplaja
anything awny.

Me waus sure that the hind mennt Lo be
insulting, and that one aof tbe twips had put
him up to it.

Hefore Pon had fidse to do anything he
was upon his fect, Wis face bectroot red with
rage,  He susteheid st the cage, and tore it
{{:ﬂn the grasp of Flap, who had also gripped

Flip went for him,

They struggled together furiouslty, each
hilding on 1o Cocky's tenement,

“fet on 'to the sent, Flap!l? erled FI_IY.
" IL.I.T" nol goitig t0 have you hurt hy this
T B >

“T'Isec that she bm't,” =all Pan,

Flip was grateful, which was more than
Flip’s sister wag, Sha did net want Cecil
Fonsonby to look after her.

But it dld not seem bo matter what sghe
wanta), Me gol her out of the corner and
into hi2 own sent, :

#“Yaropogh! Keep off my taes, Gaddy, you
wliot 1" howled Vavasdur, saatehing wp an
eltgantly-shpd foot in his hand. i

“ame off 1, Gaddy, you lunatie |7 growled
Monson, It ain't deotnt (#

But Gadshy d no head. As for Flip,
Flap knew all too well that it wae nseless
to say anything t0 him while that look was
ot s [oee.

Philip Derwent was made of ﬂfhtrnq st

The traln, neiring o stafion, slowed down,
That was uncommoniy hicky for Flip,

A savape lunge from Gadshy, who hsd sl
denly loosed his hold on the eage, sent lim
staggeriog wp againgt the door,

Thie eateh mwst have heéem loose, or Lhe
hmndle had not bheon Tolly warned,

“OR1Y seronmed Flap, as ber hrother, still
chitehing the cnge, tumbled out backwards,

“Now vou've done iti®  yelled ansam,
“TAIEP chinj's meek will be hroken for o dead
cert.

* Absolotely " quavered Vavasour.

Pon sald nothing, Iwmt he did that which
nstonished his chums heyond measure.

e sprang out of the open door!

Monson tug?rl desporately st the  com-
wivieation cord. This was no time for Lhink-
’m% nbaut fines,

bhe girl was atb the door helors Gadihy.
rm' n fmoment bo whs olwost stogeficd with
eaT,

“ Pon't touch met® criod Phillppa, as Mon-
son fMumg his arms around ber walet, He
wns afradd she weant to Bing hersell out
after her hrother,

“ Hureah 2 yelled Monson, still holding her,

and  eraning his neck 16 look over rr

oulder.  * They're hoth gotting vpt®
CHAPTER 5. }
Pon the Hero! A

LIP had never tumbled frem a traln
hefore, hut he had inmbled out of
teoes, =nehdles, hosts, husggies, and
protty neatly eversthing else that an

u:rt.har and witventurnuz hoy could well tomhle
ot of,

And he had never been really burt,

Ha was not hinrt mow, A bhrulse or two—=6r
a doren, Buot what did bhroises matter Lo
Flip Derwent?

Something matterad, though

l
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rolled down the steep embankment with n
bang and A raktle. Coggs waa thorough-
golng in all be did, bt he wonld wot have
wartanted hils repairs to the cateh Lo dtand
all thiat. They did not stand it

The door of the cage flew open, atd Cocky
futtered out just ns Fhp pleked himeelf up.

“ifere's a jolly goi? eald Cocky, and
sbarted out on his own to explore n neigh-
bsnring aplnney.

Filp heard the voice of Ponsonby bebind
Ibn, and turned,

Pon’ was picking hbmself up, He was not
et either, and pot o much Hr::imd na
Flip, for Pon bad Jumped, while Flip had
tumblod: atd moreover, the pace of tlie
train had deerenseid during the few seconds
hetween tumble and jwmp.

But it would not have heen like Cecll
Ponsoniby H he bad admitted that ho wuas
nak hart.

e had shown coutags which had surprised
his chums. Perhaps it had surprised  Pon
himeelf, Hut he had po notion of mekiog
Hght of 1. Tiaving played the hero, Pon-
ﬁrmhy expreted to Ue aceorded the heroa
AYH.

“}'“HT'I-T" aked Flip, nz he helpsd Pan up.
&1 say, though, did that silly idiot barge you
onf, toof™ e

S Gadshy ? Oy, by gad, nol Gudsby didn't
tonch met®

i id you jmap, then??

“Wall, yes: 1 ¥ you mighy put K _so.
Drashed anxiou: about you, you know. You
might have hroken your oeck, by gad!®

& Wouldn't have made thirgs any better if
you  hud broken yours, too!® replied Flip,
with # gtin. % But neitber of us lias, 50
that's all right!"

EYou take i jolly coolly, but your slster
wis knocked over, 1 can tell you!™ said Pon,
who thooght thal this Tellow took IL o trifle
too eoolly, seeing that the valuahle neck of
Ceoil Ponscuby had been put more of Jess in
jeopardy—nand more or less for Nis sake

4'Yag don't menn that that brutd you aall
ﬂnﬂff# » :

s 0f coupse T don't! faddy wonhin’t burt
a wirl, He didn't really mean to hurt yoo.”

“oh, ddn't he? AN T'se got to say, thenm,
s that he looked as i he diL”

1 iean he didp't intend to shove you
ont.”

wRpask not.  That wonld haye leen too
awkward for Wi # anything had happencd.

Hi‘s norotter! But 1 most eay it waz jolly
devent of you. 1 dunno that L Wis very
semaible.  What o you mean aboul my

siater ¥n

“ 8he was confoundedly wpsei®

“ Pidn't sorepm and fadnt, did she? ‘That
wouldn't be lke Flap, She knows I alwnys
eane ont ﬁ:{ln-. ¢nd wp of thérdabouts at the
Anfdh,  She'll soon get over it I she Wwas
frightened for the moment, What 1w worey.
ing mhout iz Cocky.”

Pom did not eare a serap about Corky. He
was oxpmining Nz Truises. pnn shin was
nicely barkeil, and the aakle® of the obher
leg had got a knock which made Pon lmp.
%Hp. who was Tetting his hril=es walb Ll
he Mad more time o atlemd to them, looked
ot him durfously,

fle [aded to upderstand Ponsenby, but he
wos veny mucli inchned to Wke hin, and to
wonder that he should bhe a frignd of
Gudshy's,

wocky!" he yelled, and then whivtled
abrilly, |

The whistle was echogd, and [rem the
s;}_lpﬂ? ll."._mtr enlied ;

L] p L1

% Come along here, Cocky 1" -

#No jolly feir!® repled Lhe eockiloo
promptly. :

“I1t's no gil™ sald Pom = You'll never
citch the heggar now that he's onee -ﬁ:t
awny In opes countty, by ta! Q?E:Ht“iu

n

w g the hedge an’ comée along,

towalt, you know."

“Coame along without Coeky? Net Ikely[®
answored Flip., in sarpeise,

i Nat  likely!" echoed Cocky from Lhe
spinney,
“Whal about your sister?”

W8he'd be disgusted with me if T went
along and told her ¥d left Cocky bebind.
You don't understand. We brought Coeky
from home—in Tasmanin, yon knew—und he's
hoen im ounr fawdly years and years; long
before we were borit, They live mo end of
a time." , :

o Iif'f won't live long now he's gut away, by
givil

Pon idld not feel well disposed towards
Ctocky, and would much have preforred leay.
ing hitn Lo his fate #s p stramger aml an

The eoge  alen in the Kentish pountryside.
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s Prave =ay not—if I 1otk him. Put Tm neu
going to, B'pose Lhe train govs ond There'il
be others, won't there? U not asking you

of course.®

to-stop—unkess you choose X
“ Hri‘E::T# some of Fho fellows,” Pon replied.
sl stop, of course. Let the train go oh.

But you won'l cuteh that dashed bird, 1
bl 1*

4T apy, you and those other ¢hapsare High-
etitte, wren't you? 1'm going there. Thovght
I might a2 well bell you.®

“Really 17 enlll Pon, with A quite sucvess-
Cful pretence of not having suspected it nntil
thal moment. “Glnl to lear §t, by gag!
Shihe hanids! My name's Ponsonby, an' I'm
in the Wigholitte Fourth—for my sins.=

This was not wholly true. And gome who
knew him might have sald thinb Pon’s eins
would lave justifien his belng put in A& Far
worse plack than the Fourth Form quariers
it Higheliffe,

S Mine's Merwent,” sahl Fiip, gripping the
allm. and mpniowred band of Ponsonby Wwith
hiz hard Coloninl paw. =1 ey, Igheliffc's
all Fight, though, {='t 17 Of course, thoi
fellow tindshy——"

“Gaddy's all serene when youn know Hlm,
1 wouldn't care to say s much for some of
the Fourth crowd.” :

“1 don't want Lo kpow him any betler
than I do now '™ replied Flip, with plenty of
resolution.  “1 think We's n i-w:mhlnf caid
and 1 ain't Tond of swanking cads. But, of
potiree, ns he's & friend of yours, and all
that—-=

b phan't dmagine that T apree with  his
deplorable . exhibition of bad femper, dear
boy,” salll Ton quickly. * But it ‘was aily
bemper, by gad!  Must Have ealén somethin’
thit disagreed with hie Hithe insile, y'know.”

“He's golng to get something that will
dispgree with his ontside 1™ sald Fiip, Then
be ealledd again: ¥ Obeky 1®

" l’hﬂ-ifr. Coeky wants a pea-nut!™ was the
reply. It oame from somewhers chose ot
hand, hat the white hird was not visible. -

¥ ome nnd get it, then, you old duffer!®

Then Manson and Vavisour ¢ame ap, look-
g =ulky, and with them o fellow Philip
Derwent bind not  seen hefore—a sllm agd
elegnnt fellow with a lnzy manner, who
looked every bit as big a swell as Ponsonby,
hot =omehow different,

“Pon the hero!™ deawled the stranger.
4 Comgrats, Pon, on eseapin’' a hroken neck )
By gaid, Highelilte wonli have bored mo to
extinction it the dear Pon had il the
price of his herole recklesspess, nn' the Hght
of his beamin' counténance had ceased to
Haminate those sebiolustic shades, We never
know how maeh we valine a thing bl we are
in danger of Josin® §t, by gaidl®

“Rats, Coterpillnr i replled Pon, with the
susplelon of o seowl,

“ Al that's your blushin® modesty, Pon, by
d! As the rosener, will you introdluce me
o the resemed ¥ -
wThie chap's Derwent, new boy, from Sas-
hatehewan, or Natal, or soméwhere—a
Caloninl, nu:_l.f“ﬂi.; I kpow that," Ponstnby
sadd. “This s Cotirey of ours, Dérwaeit,
You might tike him for u chortling ass Ly
hi= tali, hut be's keen enoligh when he likes.”
@ You flukter we, Pon,” tenmirked Lhe Catir-
pitlar, s he and the new fellow shook harule
WaAs for teseuer an’  rescued, that's wil
dashied rot, an' you know it |7 Cecll Ponsonby

ginlil,
wOh, 1 don't know '™ pnt in Monsan. 0l
d ke a plucked ‘un

Pon went out after the
—itushed i he didn’s 1®

4 Absolutely 1= chimed o Vaviasounr,

“1t was nothin', You'd have dine the
s, ¥'hknow, Caterpillar,® Pon sibd,

Rupert, de  Courey <hook his heud very
pravely.

“CFrald oot Pan,™ hie replied. ¥ Wo oan't
all he merry Beroes, by gad! But we Kpaw
how 1o walpe ope when we rum wp Agninst
b hite—eh, Derwent ¥

“1t wanted perve,”™ Flip answered, =1
wouhin't have done it—at least, 1 don't
think sn™

“Hut I was given o unilerstand that som
did, by gad!™ the Caterpillar sald, in tones
of sarprise. " Pidu’t sou jump out afier an
e, of an ostrieh, o an ornithorhypens?
That's the tule as L heard it.”

S 1 ditn't g 1 ﬁmt tmmbled out.”

W Ah! Porhups, after all, Franky's right.
He generally ia, though 1 thooght there
might he reom for doubi in this cose,”™ the
Caterplllar remarked, looking at Flip In 0
quizgien] wiy that bhe did not haif like,
@ Thore goes the merry train, by gml, Pon!
Wwe shall all hove to walt untid the nest
romes wlong.”

“ What &'von  wean abouy  Courfeday ™
snppped Pom. # He bas nothin' to do witk
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Lhis, yon know, o L
to put up with his rotten interference:

a¥ou gren't ealleil npon to do so, Pon, my
hock, 1t is with it.lm I:-Elahl. I.Inrillljr tﬁml-
Franky f= concerned, Gaddy was in o des-
mtntE hurry  to  get  to  Higheliffe, hbt'l:

ranky, understabdin® from our engagin
young friends here that there might be n
merry charge of manslaughter or somethin
of the K azniost the cheery Gaddy, took
it upon himsell to check Guaddy,

s At the present moment, by gad, I bholieve

thnt he's sittin® on Guddy's—er—ochest upon
the platform ns & measure of restruint, Or
he may have relinguished thut post to Whiir-
ton or Cherry or the dosky gentleman tru!lz
Indm’'s cornl strand, They were all waitin
for the trmin,-but they didn't go on. Some
of the CIiff {fonse charmers are alsa there.
Oh, that réminds me, Derwent!  Your sisters
il serens, thowgh naturally worried abow{
Lhe result of your lvtle serobatic interlude,
i you won't think it eheek on my part, I
might hint to you that—— ©Oh, 1 forgot!
Heln® pushed off a movin® train by the merry
Gudldy is hardly proef that you have a habit
of geitin' off before the traln stops, by
gad (P " '
- Ponsonliy. pritted. Wis fecth, and his fuce
darkened.  Flip ecould not understand what
k0 angered him, There was nothing in the
vhaffing words of the fellow they called the
Caterpillar to aceount for it, to his mind.

But De was soon to learn that the _very
sound  of the name of  his  consin, Frank
Courtenay, was to Ceril Ponsomhy s ral
ey Lo o bull, Pon hated the captnin of the
Highelitte Fonrth with n deadly hatred,

Afid as iF it was not cnough that Cour-
tenny should lave medidled with one of Pons
lmm-ilrni:n. it sppeared thot some of Lhe
Grevirinrs m:;.w:r. whom Pon loved mot ot
all, were also concernel,

The leader of the nuts turned in wrath
upon Vavaseur and Monson,

There was time aud Lo spare for argument,
Alrgndy  thie train that shoull have horpe
fhem upon their way hil steamed ont of
the slation.  Cloads of white smoke against
tha biue sky marketd the track of ibs-going,
Now to their ears came the rumble of its
passngze over a hridge.

an' T'm dashed if T'm goin® |

CHAPTER 6.
Gadsby Puts Up His Fists.

is BAT on earlly have you asdes heen
saying¥" anapped Pon.
Vavasour and Monson looked

ruther sulky. The Cuaterpillar
glanced from' them to Derwent. Bot the
pew boyv had shifted. He was mpking a gap
in the ledge ot the foot of the embuank-
ment to get nto the spinney beyond,
“Uopcky '™ he called.  And from -the spinney
the voice of the eockaloo answered:
~ Elere. Flip, ol gon 1™
The Caterpillar torned boack to the three

i very deuce in that bird!

nuts.  I¢ took s queer eort of plessure in
seeing  them at loggerheads one with
hnather.

1o yon hear me?”

“ih, et here, Pon, we're not goin' to
have you talk to ws in that fashion 1™ sald
Monson, plucking op spirit, “1 don't know
exactly what we may have sald, b it ain’y
g0 very dashed strange if we thought that
kid's neck was broken. An- yours, too, by
gad; like ns not !

G Samethin® to that effect was the hurden
of their. complaint, Pon,™ eald the Cater-
F“']“ lugily. % They mourped for you with
oud Inmentations, desy boy, even as for ong
dead on the field of honour, An' they al=e
expressed temperato regret for the wupposed
demjse of  Derwent, - thongh appearin’ 1o
revnrd Gaddy ns in some sense pn injured
party.” ’

Soxhanlutely
erogsly.
oS Have you come baek wonnd up to run on
tor ever fin® ever, De Courcy ¥ eneered Mons
son. - %11 0, L'm ddashed it 1 wonldn't ‘be
plid to hear you talk o little sense !

A You dun’'t seem to have been talkin®
el ot the station, Mon!™ Popzonby said
Jisneraeably,

+ Well, we werg jolly well vpset!
might haye happened, “y'know,™
Monzon vaguely,

& Abpolutely anythin® 1™
wOur.”

“An' the munrd kicked vp no end of o
bienstly fusg about me pullin® the communien-
tion-cord,” went on Monson,  “Said there |

hally rob!l®  =aid Vaviasour

Anythin'
answered

murmured. Yova-

wisn't Any need: we were sloge te a station,

Pashed kel JAs If o feHow had Lime to
Lthink abont that? Statiotimpster bhocked B
™
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up, Loo, An' there wore Courfenay an' bhis
hlesal fidiot——>

“Megnin®  me®". asked the Caterpillar.
“Yes: [ perceive by the scowl upon your
ingenuous  fuee that 1 have 51:!.:-rmt‘ o bull
this time, Monson. Go on. Don't mind
nbout bein® polite!” - :

»Yes, 1 do mean you, you sbeetin mla!-j
roared Monson, % There were Lhese two, an
n small erpwd of the Greyfrinrs rotters, &l
bwo Clitf House girls, an' a lot of stribgers,
all with fncex as long ns flddles. How was o
L'hu;é to keep his head ¥

“ Bspeokally with a head 5o very doubtfully
worth keepin',® the Caterpillar murmured.
% Don't mind’ me, Monson:  Pm only 'talkin
Hitle inunities’ to mysell, you know, fs you
aren't appreciative, by gad!” .

Flip appeared among them, with Cocky
sitting on his shoulder. Cocky had a pea-nut

in his beak.

4§ poreeive that the ornithorbyncous his
come to heel—or, to be mote procise, "

“« He's a cockatoo, not an ornithorhyneus,
apid Flip. “Help me to get him ioto, hid
eape. there's o deeent chap! Bt must be all
reardy before I 1t a hand te tnke him down.
Getting out like that has made him a hllt.-
wild —got into hiz 1.!1“:']’ uld Pmd, you Know.

Cocky dropped the pea-nut,”

“ Wide uu Um:kr‘ﬁ- he Bald; “[‘-u:'.li."u:
knows n thing or two, you het your hopls!

“ 1 belleve you,” murmuared the Caterpillar,
pleking wp the battercd cage ond opening
the door. ,

“ Cacky never, meéver, nover tolil a el
said the bird,

“ Ah, now you strain my helief constder-
ahly * roptied Rupert de Courey.

The other three had espsed Lhvir arguament
to wateh, he

But, contrary to Flip's expectation, Cocky
gave o trouble,  Just one lttle peck at the
hand put up to take him—thut was adl. It
did not look o little peek, for -the ‘sharp
beak went down guickly, ntu!.h the nubis ex-
peeted to ses blood drawn. - Flip, who knew
that that peek was po more than Cocky's
way of Kissing, did not. i

In the cago in, Cocky put his head on
one - side, and Jooked up into  the Cater-
pillnr's faee. =

“Ha. hal" said Oocky. “ You're a knowitg
one! You're w leery cove, you are)

“My hat!” gasped Monson. *There's the
Fancy him geein
through the Caterpillar like that!”

The Caterpillar bowed-—drat (o Monson,
then to Cocky. 5
"My best thanks for vour extremely

Hatterin' remarks, gentlemen!” ho drawled,

#Here ecome those Greylriars swoepsl”
growled Poneonby. “Trust them for ghovin'
themselves in where they aren’t wanted !

Flip Derwent looked with Interest at the
three follows, in the hloeaod-white eaps
alrendy familinr  to  him, who approsched
oW,

Me did not think they had the appeay-
dnce of being either rotters or swoeps; and,
thongh he was disposed to like Fonsonby, he
haid no potion of taking that gentle youth's
opiniona or prejudices ns oraclea i

The bandsome fellow with the curly hadr,
who hold his head high: the sliin youngster,
with a touch of the girl about his good-
looking coutenance ; the more sturdily built
hoy with the mwerry face—they all looked the
right eort to Fiip.

And be wis to find them so—in the long

.
“Hallo, hallo, baliot” saidl Bob  Cherry.
“No one killed, then?” |
“We had begun to think something must
be wrong, though we saw that it wasn't ns
had as thot,” Frank Nugent remarked.
“perwent wonldn't comoe away without lia
dashed bird, nn® the thing had escaped an’
Hown into the spinney,” growled Ponsonby,

r

He shook hands with the Greyfriars trig;
Lut thers was no heartiness in his Eﬂl"’i And
Flip noticed  that Vavasour and (TG
looked at the three in anything but o
friendly way.

1t was the Caterpillar who, with his usunl
urbane grace, introduced  Derwent  to the
three chums from  the rival schiool.  De
Courcy wius still a puzele to Flip. He wis to
remain go Tor some time to come. But Flip
had mo  doubt that he liked these [ellows,
anu that they were fond of him. '
" Bob Cherry slapped the Caterpillar on the
|1m.:1i. and Frank Nogent grinned as  he
anid :

“There, were no pieces to he picked up, by
end ! Dashed disappointin®, gin't it?"

M| think you'll manage Lo bear up undior
i1, olid seout,” aaid Harry Wharton, lauzhing,

Oune Peany,

“Yaas—oll, vass! 1 couldu’t spare Pon.
Life would be doll withouy Pon,  An’, of
conrse, 1 don't know Derwent well enough
yet to have any real yearnin' to see his naek
broken. Now, if it had been the festive
Gaddy—"

“Gaddy aln't so Terg"l
moment, Cuaterpilinr” sa
an awiul stew!”

“Surely n bero like ﬂn.d-:l{—a_meml,ler ol
hand of heroes, with my heroic friend Pon
as leader——"

“Ring off, D¢ Courey!” suarled Pon, with
un angry scowl. ;
“Surely Guddy s not in foar an’ tremblin
leat his vietim should seek vengeance?l”
“1 don't know that he's thinking
that,” sald Wharton. “DBut it waz enoungh
to upset him, for the fellow naturally didn’!

mean to do it."

“He'd Setter think about it!” said Flip.
“I know be didn't mean to sling me out
But he was trying to chuck old Cocky
through the window, and 1 menn to reckon
with him for that!" '

There was no least hint of brageing in the
new boy's tone, But there was any smound
of resolution, hoth in volee and Tace. Flips
mouth set wus be made an end of speaking
and the thindipped mouth was that of =
tighter all over.

The other seven all looked at him hard.
And on the whole they all ngreed with the
Ciavorpillar when bt said:

“1 fancy, denr boys, that the merry Giadidy
wll; find our new friend rather hot stull, by
gad!”

wi Tellows tried to soothe Flip. Thi role
of peacempker was ne new- one to Harry
Wharton ; but it was surprising to find Cecll
Poosonby taking i ap.

"Can't you fet it  drop, “Derwent?” sail
Pon. “The cliap’s hind an awial fright.”

“He'll say he 18 sorry, I'm sure,” Wharton
added. " You might let it go at that."

“He tried to kil my bird, and he goave oy
sistor o worse fright than he got, for if hwe
wis funked it was oniy for lilmsalf,” replied
Flip doggedly. “And onlias he cnan thriash
me, 1'in going to thrash hin "

“Which looks uncommonly like a dose for
Hiiﬁ merry Gadidy, Cherry,” sald the Cnter-
piltlnr, '

“Hope s0," answered Bob frankly, “This
fellow seeang o decent sort, and bis sister’s a
jolly nice girl—a good-looker, ton! I never
could stand Gudsby snt any price.”

The eight were tramping niun:z_ between bhe
two lines of rolls now, und &s they drew near
to the station they saw that dadshy was
more or less in charge, No ont was actually
gitting on him; but a goopd-looking fellow
who  Flip felt sure was Courtenny, as he
wore the Higholiffe coleurs, s sturdy anil
thick-set boy whom he learned later to know
ag Johnny Bull, snd s lissom, dusky-skinned,
dark-eyed Indian, who, of course, was Hurree
Jamseet Ram  Singh, Nabob of Blapipur,
evidently had him in ward,

Three girls stond together Tarther nlong
the platform. Now, one ol them feft the
other two, and ran to mest Flip,

Pon limped a bit; but Flip had forgotten
all about his birnpises. Heé wanted to say just
a word of reassurance to Flap, and then to
sot about his basiness with Gadshy.

“You're not hurt, then, Flpt" eried the
girl, in o ringing, musical volee,  The rest
had halted behind Flip, lifting their caps or
hnts.  But =he had eyes only for her
hrother.

“Not a bit, Flap,” he answered. “1 pever
do get bhurt when 1 fall; you know that.
1t'a all right, kid. Sorry it npset you! Are
those other two CLUlf House girls?”

“Yea,  Miss Hozeldene and Miss Howell
And theyre ever g0 nice! Come and—"

“No jolly fear! Not yet. [ don't mind
later on—if 1 ain't too mueh marked.”

“Yon're not going to—"

“Biet you T am! And you know jolly well
b deserves it Flap!"

Flap did know. And, saceording to the eode
these two shuted, there was no more for her
to BRYy.

festive ab this
Bob. “He's in

nhoul

“I'm pot afraid of your getting licked,
Fllip.“ she whispered,  “Good  Inek, old
chap !"

was all the reply Flip made to that.

Then Filap returmed to Marjorie Haz ne
and Phyllis Howell, and Flip strode uap to
Undshy, !

Gadsby's flsts were np beforé he reached
fiimn.

“Not here!” said Flip, with contempt in
his voice. “There are girls about. 1 regkon
thnt feld over there will do ueg, thoogh,”

CTo 'be, oontined next werk.)
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“Keep them ont of the way-till it's :!;r,"

=y B



