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WHITE MICE.
Wiits micé aré capital petg fo
and théy can bo very profirable: 'Fl
staplé food consists of oats amd bréd:
milk.  \White mick are delicate Hitle
creatures. There musi be greab cleanli-
ness, oll vedseld being mreiuilv washed.
The ptics o, the nuee ramges’ from a
stiilling to e.gmetznpence apisce, but that
is from a dealér. have sold themn at
feurpence each.
Money price séit {6 Jokn H. Uiarphes,
3, Dalton Rond, !_mosrd Cheshire.

VERY SMART.
A& small boy entered a_provision shrop.
- “YWhat do you want, sonny?" asked the
shopmai.  The boy took out a small
green book from his salc&ﬂ and gace tbe
beaining shopman & largs ordeér. few

mihutes elapsed, and the order wis|

finished. “Three poutids two shillings
ahd twopenoe ha.tfpenrry 1" said the shop-
man. The boy, on hearing rthis, said:
“Thank you vpry much, sit; that’s my
hardest sum.”  With that he bouncc& out
of the shop, leaving the #har: gasping.

Money prize sent to Wiltiam Ive, Qas-
Meter Testing Office, Avaprmonith Street,
New mglon ('auscﬂ'ty, S.E
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A inan may gef W dame fiom, the
iR uarﬁvieJ wfgﬁm avieh as
oM, S0n. of 1 son o

Willfam ; ot Daridsen, %
names are (ommcm d‘
are frequent enougl "I

Waters hived by a lake or mer M
gotries fromt & Forméf mofilber 61 the

farmil§ fickhated Elephant,
bécauss of hid sizé, Whitehead _and
ke have sifilar miirgs.
Then- theid aro {fade p#nmes—Coopet,
Smith, Wheelwrieht, Baker, Cook; efc.
The Normans put *“Fitz 7 at the com-
mencement of a name m denote * m
Money prize_sent to A, Ashtor,
Bitley Street, Id.
- s
THE USEFUL GOMMA:
Punctaste thé follwing with two
comiras only, s as to thake i readabls :
Questiofi : "T}mt that i i fhat that is
wof is mot i mot that so?”  Answér:
“oFhat that ie is, thiet that is not 18 nok.
] that 07

Money prize sent fo 3. €, B. Mears,

c.0:. The British Empire Directory, 2,-
Wine Office ((m rt, Fleet Stteet, E. C.
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thete fmnples u—mre is a dee;
cotd water,
distance from euch mher
weather is at e cofdast, i the
of “grent forest,¥ one muy eed, At sy
hour of the night, & figure almest naked
rimning at Iuilgspéefi through the streeis,
and rlngmg a BPIP as e goes: He is a .

'p:;l ymﬁed over
ken put on one thin sufmer
garmem :m:r thnr scantily clad, is roo-
wimg as fast as can to a shrine or
two, where ke Wi I repéaﬂ ihre_opefatiofn.

He visits etm' Fudo ?H in the eif
before he st ! Poss be imay dwy

bt nm;urdmg to his m;mrshhoun belief,
hé hinks be will obtain health. for some
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2, Upper % r Freland.
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physiqre to match it. Yol can ealily ncreass your height from 3 to
inehes, snd improve your liealth, tigure, and carriage, by the Girvan Sciem
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Next Week’s

“ Gem ™ Will be Better than Ever, '

A Grand Long C;:Jminlete School Story of
Ralph Reckness Cardew and the Chums of

:: St. Jim's, =

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

Special articles deal-
ing with Cardew appear
on pages I3 and I8,

CHAPTER 1.
Help from the Enemy.
1, dash it all1”
It was from Ralph Reckness
Cardew, of the Fourth Form at

‘O
Bt
tion came.

And there was really qlute a lot of
excuse for the vigour of it.

A moment carlier Cardew had been
travelling along the road over Wayland
Moor ‘on his new motor-bike at a pood,
though not an excessive, pace. Coming
towards him he had seen two figures on
bicycles, and had just recognised them
as those of Aubrey Racke and George
Gerald Crooke—fellows who were by no
means ‘friends of - his—when the “spill
occurred.

Now he lay-on his back on the wet
grass, with the machine pinning hLim
down, unknewing how much damage had
Leen done either to him or jt; not even
sure how it all happened, and only
certain that the enemy had witnessed his
downfall.

If the thing had chanced. to Racke or
Crooke there would have Eeen no chort-
iing by Cardew. He might have pre-
tended afterwards that it had gratified
him, but no gne who knew him well
wonld have be ieved it, Most assuredly
he. would have given Racke or Crooke
such aid as was needed,

He did not expect aid of them., He
wonld not have been surprised had they
merely prinned as they. rode past, Be
tween Cardew and the two black sheep
Lhu‘u had been plenty of trouble in

He would not have pretended that
Es bad forgiven and forgoiten it all, and
he was very sure

Jint's, that that exclama-

that they had not.

But they -jumped off their bikes, laid
them-down, and went to his help at once.
Mommer -neither gave even tbe ghost of

n. -

f\—‘: the tnachine was Tifted off him;.
Cardew realised that he was protby bnﬂf
shaken up, if not: seriously damag
Tho faces above him ~ suddenly grew
blurred and faded out altogethor, For
the space of perhaps half a- mmusc he
knew nothing.

Heo would not have admiited that he
had fainted. But he kiew, as he locked
up aghm intp thoso faces, that there had
l:een mndmlhstg ko a lapse of conscious-

an
and

Ra “Craol
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don t Lnuw whether T'm_ hurr an’
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he saw that it -had’ frightened:
T Racke said.

This Is a story that will live ia your memory.—Editor,

y But I m mich oblized to you féllows,
I'm sure.”

“Well, you nreedn't speak as if vou
were movoe surprised than obliged,”
answered Crooke ,:nur]y

“Iam, by gad!"”

It was not a pleasant thing to say, but
Crooke's tone was not pleasant,

“Dash it all, Cardew, vou'd have done
as much for either of us like a shot!”
=aid Racke.

“Would I? Ifs kind of vou to. say
so, Racke, but I'm Rfl‘dld you're doin’
me more than Jjustice.’

“Can you ;:n up?” growled Crooke.

“I think I shall be able to in a minute
Dcnl let me keep you fellows

o Oh by gad, you don’t suppose we're
goin’ on, leavin’- you there coppletely
erocked, for all we can tell?” sa:g Racke,

=71 shouldn’t hold it against you if you
did. T xmght duLyrst that if you were

That speech may have been prompted
by the n-:d;.,e Racke gave him: but,
nevertheless, it did express what Clrooke
knew to be the truth,

Racke was quicker of DLrain than his
pal.  Alreads he had seen possible advan-
tage in Ihis accident to Cardew., Now
Crooke also began to see it.

In spite of a![- that had p'\cst‘(i the two
black sheep would have been gind to
chum up with Cardew for the sake of
what they might get out of him. It was
anything but a high-minded attitude.

ut no ane conld accuse Racke and

They helped “Cardew to his feet. He
had sustained no damage that a few hours
-~-at most a day or.two—would not put
right, it scomed. Certainly nathing was
broken, But it was all he could do to
keep his feet without aid, and he knew
that he could not ride his machine to
St. Jim’s, though it tzm:ma-d to be in ride-
abla condition.

is-is what you hit,
pointing to a big log, cnrlenl.lv dropped
from some paesm" carf, which lay in the

‘Crooke of beirig high-minded.

T
“Cbuidn ¢ have been loakin' where ; you
were poin', by gad!” remarked Ravkv
“I suppose not.. Peint of fmcf I'd just
caught sight of }'ou two,” rep{led

- “Sorn’ if we, conmbutcd to your spill,”

¥know."
. ¥ 0h, T'ps.not hlam;n vuu m thE k-'hst.
an’ l'rts much obliged

“Not for apythin’ that" ean’ n'E very weil

said Crooke, |

“The least we can dois tof
sea_that you get hnck safel; after that, |

Butt
ied | you were ‘off to Va.slsmd weroni you“?”

be g:rcn up,”™ said Racke. '“The px‘,
tures, an’ tea afterwards—that’s all.’
Qu:te an innocent programme, dear
boy,” Cardew aunswered. “I'm sure it
won't gnem either ou much to chuck
anythin’ so schocl missish.  Well, I'm no$
roud—never was—an' I accopt your
elp i in the spirit in which it's oﬂ'erm by
Jave I

That sse'\"h was very like Cardew—two
gibes and a mis-statement. For if anyone
4t 8t. Jim's was proud, that fellow was
Ralph Reckness Cardew. His pride often
manifested. itself in -queer ways; but it
was there always, and it was elways
strong,

Racke and Crooke did not mind. ile
wibes. Thm— were vain of their repula-
llon a3 gay dogs, -

“That thing ought fo Le mov rJ out of
the road,” Cardew said, nodding towards
the log that had sent him

*Oh, what's the giddy odds?" retnrned
Crooke, “Tt's up to cl’apﬂ to keep their
dnshed eyes open--what!"”

‘A hap who failed to keep his
open, or to direct thend
Iy, Iieel a sneakin’ sort of sympathy

ritir other dashed fools; so I'll move 1t
mysell,” replied Cardesw, :

But they would not let him attempt
that, and he could hardly bhave done it
had he atiempted it. His hend was
swimming still, and his knces were as
weak as water,

They shifted the log on to the mrass.
making their hands muddy, which did
nol suit them. Racke and Crooke were
more particular about clean hands in the

odily sense than in the other.

“TH r:de your jigger il you lik
Cardew,” wnlunreorod Crooke.  “You
can have mine. Then Aubrgy can give
you a hand if you feel queer,”

So it was agreed. Cardesw really was
not it to rido the motor-bike. It was
discovered before long that he was-hardiv
fit to ride the other. Tom Merry or
Jack B.ake might have got him alony on
t, riding by his side, but it was more
than Racke conld do.

Crooke was well ahead by the time they
discoversd this, out of carshot, and, in
spite of Cardeyw’'s feeble protests, Racka
left his own bike inside a wate, and
pushed the other with the injured I]u...r-r
upon it for the best. part of a mile
could hardly have been easy work, for

rdew could do little “more than it
the bike, clinging fo the handles, deadly -
faint at times, and at no time able to
help himself much,

A quarter of .a_mile from -St. Jim's.
Crooke, having_ stabled Lha motor-bike
nnd “sthricd ‘on ‘tha'bpek trafl, met-thew
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Then he took over Chrdew, and Racke
went back for his own machine.

Before they reached the pates Racke
had caught up- “again, for Crooke found
the fgoing slow. Taggles, the porter,
stared when he saw those two helping
Cardew. 1t was a long time since Taggles
ha 1 the three toweihel
“He's hurk, Taggy,” soid Racke. “No
harm in our rumun’ him over the quad
like this, is there?”

Bicyeles were not allowed to be ridden
in the quad at St Jim's. They bad to
be pushed w0 and fyom the gates.

AV lmh what I says is this ‘ere, Masicr
Racke,” retirned Tagules, *Which it's
clean ‘contreiry to all rules an’ reggy-
lations. Bné bein” as there ain’t no ane
to see, an’ Master Cardew’s 'ad a spill
of some\hmk—\-ull thankee, Master
I{Mke, ar’ I reelly dont sce no ‘arm

n it.’

“ Needn't have hppad the dashed old
h\unbug, Aubrey!” wled Crooke.

That speech got through to Cardew’s
n]“lled consciousness, and he said :

“TRacke won’t be out of pocket,
¥'know, Crooke.”

“ Dash ik all, Cardew, I thought you
said you weren't proud ! snapped Racke.

“ Sorry, dear boy,” muttered Cardew.
“No offence meant, 'pon honour.”

But when he found himself in the Lath-
room, with Racke and Crooke still minis-
tmmg ta him, it struck him that he had
not been too grnclcus to them, in that
apeech or otherwise,

“I'm no end obliged to yeu fellow 9,
he seid, really desirous of making
amends. “My best pals couldn’t have
done more for me than you have.”

Crooke had upem-(l his mouth io make
somne remark, not H kely to hdve been
pleasant, about Levison major and Clive,

. whom Cardew meant. But over Cardew’s
head Racke shot him a warning glance,
and Crooke choked dewn the words.

He was missing a minuie later. By
this time Racke had done all that he
could do for Cardew, and he was drying
his own hands when Crooke tame back,
wilh a cup of strong tea.

* Ilere, drink this, Cardew!” he said.

“ Nothin' stronger than tea—what!”
ahkad Cardew, sniffing it.

“Oh, T dare say I could find you a
drop of cognac if you'd care for it,” re-
plied Crooke.- “But I didn’t think you
‘\'nukE; though I }uelm\e it would do you

“Ti might. But I'd rather not have it,
es I'm not actually faintin’,” (:mmw
Eml “I'm glad of the tea thank you,

'x 00|

1le drnum] the cup, and felt wmuch
better at once. His head cleared and
grew more steady, though his body still
ached,

Levison and Clive were away for the
afternoon.  The junior eleven had a
match on_at some distance, and neacly
everyone left at home was on Big Side,
where the school team was meeting re-
douhlable opponents.

‘ome an’ have some tea with us,
Cavdew,” suggested Racke. **It's hardly
worth while for us to start for Way-
land again as late as this, an’ you won't
get-a lot of change out of sittin’ in No. 9
all by your lonesome.”

Cavdew was not at all sure that he
wanted to go.” But he was not nearly so

“wure as he would have been twd hours
before that he did not want to.

Anid they really had behaved decently.
Tf they wanted his company they were
welcome to it.” If they wanled to play
nsp or banker he would take a hand
out of gratitude; and would not mind

ing his money ds long as lt was lost
Maivly, :
. 8o he went.

"WRE (py lasrsar.—No. 682,

CHAPTER 2.
Cardew’s Bet.

HEY did-not ask him to take a
hand. Cards were not even men-
tioned. Ie was treated as sn
honoured guest, pressed to the

best on the l:;ble‘ and talked to at first
very much as a visitor from outside might
have beei.

No St. Jim's topic was raised -until tea
was over.

Cardew had not eaten rauch. I was
rather early for tea, and he had no appe-
tite after his shaking-up. But he drank
three or four cups of tea, and felt the
beiter for it.

They would not let him help to clear
atvay. The table was left to be dealt
with later.

Racke produced Egyphian cigarveites,
and Cardew took one nnthinkingly. But
he soon let it go out, and threw what
was left of it into the fire. - Either he
had lost his taste for tobacco, or the

made it nauseous to him.

“Did you see about the silent man
in the papers, Cardew ¥ asked Crooke.

The subject was introduced without
any special intention, Several other
topics more or less of pub!w interest had
been afred, and Cardew had expressed
his_views upon them freely enough. It
had struck both Racke and Crooke more
forcibly than ever before that Cardew’s
views were generally quite unlike thoss
of the majority. He had a way of look-
ing at things “from a ?ﬁ'mem angle-—a
way of seeing aspects ol them that were
new to these two.

aas,” he answered now. “Silly ass,

but I don't see why there should be so
dashed much fuss about it. Didn't want
to gas, mmpcsa, Mother an’ wife an’
sister needn’'t have cut up roungh ebout
it, I consider. 'Pon my word, with three
women_in _the dashed hduse, I wonder
that his silence was ever noticed! T
should say, by gad, that the poor bounder
had got so fed-up with never hein’ able

to get in a word, that he'd chucked it
in despair. Then, bein’ female women,
they'd. hate Em;n for it, of course.”

“Oh, T don't knu\\ " replied Racke.

“Put ;umsell in their place, Cardew.
Tt does annoy a chap not to get an
answer when he speaks. '\Tct 80 pleasant
hﬂ‘i{] a sulky bounder about.”
Tight not he sulks,” said Cardew.
“1 should reckon it fras if Gerry here

did it,” Racke returned.

“Dare say you'd he right. too, ” said
Cardew. *Urooke can be sulky

But he did not say it n([eux«ncl), and
Crooke gnnned as he =ai

«1 should dashed well £ay the same
about Aubrey!”

“Well, Racke can be sulkry, Log,” an-
swered Cardew, smiling.

“You can't, T suppose?”
Racke.

“Don’t_know.
exactly, Now, I

retorted

I don't fancy I sulk
mu]d suspect Levison
of it, though I might be wrong. But I
don't think I could_suspect live. If
he wouldn't speak, I should be dashed
well sure that there was something
wrong, but I hhuuld:\t‘ think he was
sulkin® with us.’
Ther a differenice betiveen Clive
an’ Levison,” said Racke.
[ Cardew knew that Racke hated both
his chums. - But-he ¢ould not resent that
_speech, and he did not want-to. -

There x.erhunly was a différence be-
tween Clive and Levison. - They were
utterly  unlike in many ways. - And
‘neither of them:was at all like Cardew.
in most. -¥Yet Cardew’s nature touched
Levison's on ove side, Clive’s on_the

other,
—ﬂmt \\’ould not have been so strong with-

stute of his head after the shaking-up

and-made a. bond between them |

out him. The ihree ware the best of
pals. Levison thought a heap of Clive,
and Clive would have done anything for
Levison. But wayward, reckless Cardew,
who had got them into’ so many scrapes,
was possibly dearer to-both than they
were to each other.

“But they'd both be dashed certiin
you were in your tantrums i you {ried
the silence dodge on them,” remarked
Crooke.

It was said idly exmugh ﬂmu h \mh
o tang of soonrness in it E
been_evident in what Iiat:ke had sani.
Crooke did not guess i the least w huu
was to come of this discussion.

“I don't believe it,” replied Cardew.
“They would be on their ears a bit, no
dofbt. They might Li’y to promote Con-
versation by chuckin’ odd articles at my
napper. They'd wonder why I was-doin’
it. ks, Bnt they would not think I was
sul

o \Vou]dn t they, though 7" Racke gaid,
warming up. “I bet they would! I [
there would be the biggest sort of o’ row
in No, 9 within twelve hours of your
startin’ it! T bet that if you kept it up
for twenty-four hours you three would no
longer be the best of pals, as you reckon
ou are now!| Patience has its dashed
imils, y'know, Cardew, old top, an” I'm
not 80 sure that . either’ Clive or Levison
is ¢fuite as patient as Jonah.”

“Don’byou mean Job ¢ asked Cardew.
“Y think it was Job. Let’s see, Moapq
was the meek genileman, wasn’t he?.
was Jonah \1%0 was too fond of ﬁhe
society of whales, il T remember rightly.

Yaas, adear boy, it’s Job you mean.”
“Ila, ha, ha!” cackled Crooke. “Of
course it was Job, Aubrey! Don't you

%) makin’ that _dashed bloomer ™ in
\m,lly class, or Linton will sit on }ou
lal‘

“Taken to writin' for the papers,
Racke?” gibed Cardew. “There was a
fellow spreadin’” himself about bhoxers or
somethin’ in one of them a few weeks
ago who said that two of the punchers
were like Goliath an” Daniel. Could that
have been you, by any chance?” -

“It wasn’t, not by any chance,”
plied Racke," qu.ile unmﬂ.’led “T don't
pretend to bg a dab at_ Divinity; bul
Jonzhs m- ths. there ain’t any in No.

I l! wag:

Nut sa sure. I've sometines lhoughl.
there was a dashed Jouah there,” Cardew
said, suddm\ly thoughtful.

And Racke, as well as Crooke, under-
slood that he meant himself. ‘There had

been times, as they were well aware, .

when Levison &nd Clive might have

lightened the ship and got rid of trouble «

by_chucking CUardew overboard

Nothing would suit Racke’s book better
than to cause division between Cardew
and his chums, and he saw a chance of

that.

“'Well, they haven't chucked you over
the side Mat. 5 B“t there’s no tellin’ what
may happen, an’ I shonldn’t advise you

to try them too hard, old fellow.” You'd
better not spring this da:.lled silence
dnd o on them, anywny.

ou say youw'll pet on it. What \\lil

you bet?” demanded Carda\v.
“The -old kl

of o
‘had got. hold of him, There was the old

betting mmania; too. It would lie dumuur.
for a time; bub it was prelty surg to
wake again,

Moreogver, Uardew now- st‘cnted a sicer

‘at his chams:on the part of Racke, and
forges

that put his back up at-once. He f

that the very last thing thosa-best- of
pals wonld désire was that ho should:wet
gunblmg or beiting with these fellpws

ag:
“Deﬁggds upon _conditions,” . replied
: i ey,
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“ Anythin® you like, if those
euit.””

uf’gcst— your own,” said Cardew,
‘hat do you think, Gerry?” asked
Racke, turning to Crooke. 'You're in
this with me, aren’t you?” -
rather, old gun
“Let’s think a minuy

Silence fell. Cardew absent-mindedly
helped hLimself to a cigarette from
Racke's flashy gold ease, which lay open
on the table. He lizhted it, and tock a
singlo. whiff, then threw it into the fire.
Racke was minded to say a word or two
about making free with other fellows

roperty, and wasting it ab that; but the
foo!; on Cardew's face_kept him from it.

Cardew was thinking—hard! _ He
thought of the many times Ernest Levi-
#on and Si Clive had stood by him
whey his folly might have alienated

em.

-Levison, as he well knew, had been
among the black sheep once, and that
might account in part for his ssmpathy.

But no fellow at St. Jim's had a
clogner record than Clive. Tt was a
purions thing—or, perhaps, it was not so
carions, after all, if one looked deeply
enough—that Clive’s veputation = for
straighiness was far more g matter for
pride to the other two than it was to the
South African junior himself,

He never thought about it, He just
wont straight, because he was the kind of
fellow who does that, But it would hurt
eithor Levison or Cardew badly to have
soen him elip up, more than it would
have hurt Levison to see Cardew, or
Lardew to see Levison.

Clive's straightforwardness had helped
them. Clive would hate is  bet.
Cardew kpnew that. Levison would say,
when he knew about ir, thar it was silly
rot; but he would mot dislike it as much
as Clive would. Vet it was on Clive's
good temper and patience that Cardew
svay counting to keep Levispn from an
soutbreak. -

# Hardly fair to dear Sidnes,” thought
Cardew. “ But—dash it all!=—I'm in_for
it mow, unless they make the conditions
hopelessly imposs. I can’t climb down
to these two!™

“Thén Crooke spoke.
“To.day’s Wednesday,” he said. I
- shounld say that it would beo a fair thing
if you kept eilence in No, @ an’ to those
fellows anywhere else till after prep on

turday everin’.” J d

it was a longer space of time than
Cardew had thonght likely to be named.
Paut he raised no objection.

“I'm.at liberty to speak to pnyone
clse, but not to them—is that the idea?”
he sajd. %

“That's it, by. gad!” said Crooke.

-Racke nodded, to signify his agree:
ment. He was glad he had let Crooke
spepk first, for Ite had been going to sug-
gest twenliy—fuur hours,

“May I .shake my head or nod?”
inquired Cardew.

“1 think he might do that, as long as
it's not to any question xe to why he's
keepin' mum—den't you, Qerry?” Racke

o
<&

answered

said, 3
“ Yaas—oh, yaas!"" answered Crocke.
Bolh of the black sheep were doing

thipir best to make Cardew think this 2

mére friendly bet. But simls:odg he had

H $uspicion of what was ‘bohind it.

1 But youw mustu’t give it away in

writin' to them,” said Hacke.’ -

“:0b, that surely goss without sayimn”,”

’;'ed, Cmﬂd].f s ‘fk'l'hemr wou be
in’ in it i NEW., :

'“?tmn-, s that it-ilmxldl_‘t't got round to

them, you mustn’t explain it 1o anyone

else at St. Jim’s,” Crooke said,

-=£L gha’n’t want to,” Cardew woturned.

s anvome “eleo at- Bt. Jim’s

" peAttAr to mel £

“You're to turn up to the nsual meals
in No. 9, said Racke.
“Agreed! T wasn't peckish inxt now,

‘| but I'm not in the habit. of missin’ my

feed,” Cardew answered.
“An' for prep,” added Croeke. “No
dou;:’ sour prep in another study, old

“ Hadn’t thoughi of anythin’ so dashed
wm‘l‘;!" said Cardew,

They were tying him up pretty tightly,
(bougﬁ. There was to bg]t]he xiaxfmum
opportunity of unpleasantness.

“ould Levison stand it? Could even
Clive be expected to keep his temper?
It would be provoking from the out-

set, worse than that before the end
came. Cardew saw that.

“In fact,” said Racke, “I think you
® o
o 4 Splendid Free Portrait of
: Gernld Krox will appear on the
o Ccover of nexrt week’s GEM.

Inform your wmany chums!
o
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ought to agree to a certain stated number
of hours per day in your study.”
“Well, then, T don’t answered
Cardew, Licking at last, * Sometimes
I'm there most of my time, an’ some-
times I'ma not there an hour beyond the
time I have to be. Dleals an” prep tie
me down quite enough, I censider.”
“Right-ho! " T'll waire that!” Racke
said, with an air of doing the generouns
thing. “What odds do you offer me?”
“0Oh, by gad! That was the very
question I was goin' to a: ul™
“But we can't give odds!” pro
“We're helpless cnce the

ested

Croolke. test
bezins! Tt all rests with you.
“An” my pals," added Cardew guietly.

“But you're so dashed sure of them!"
retorned Racke, snecring openly for the

first time, |
That eneer nettled Cardew. It was
directed against his chums. Racko

thought the tie that bolnd those three
was no stronger then the bond of black-
guardism’ between him and Croocke.

5

Cardew would show hir -that he was

wrong!

“Very well. What odds do you
wantl’” he said.

Racke and -Crooke looked at one

another. They were greeds rascals, and
they knew Cardew well enough to be sure
that he would not weigh a matter liko
this_carefully.

“Fi—" begen Racke.

““Ten to ane ! spoke Crooke hurriédiy.

“Were you going to say five or five
hundred to one, Racke?” asked Cardew
sarcastically. “T roust say you fellows
know how'to open your mouths widely

“I was goin' to say five,” re
Rnc‘ke. “I didu't suppese you'd
ten "

‘That sneer told,

“There’s no real risk for me!” snapped
Cardew. “Dut ten ‘to one is fairly gong
odds. In quids, I suppose?”

“In fivers,” said Crooke.

And, without a moment’s hesitation,
Cardew answored : -

“Done with youl” =

CHAPTER 8.
Tension in Study No. 9,
ARDEW went after that. He had
forgo! for a few minutes all
about his hurts: but he remem-
bered them again  when he
entered Study No. 9, on the Fourth
Form passage, where the fire had gone
out, and everything seemed strangely
cheerless in the absence of his chums.
He felt sick and sorry, wished he had
never made that retien bei, and thoughe
hard things—though not larder than
ther deserved—of Racke and Crocke for
luring him into if.

He relaid and relighted the fire. ITa
set the table for tea; and went across to
the tuckshop to fetch in something rather
special, though it hurt him to walk.
Getting tea ready was not _lzrontlf; in
Cardew’s line. He did not do hi ]

of the work of the study, But Cliv 3
generally willing to do more than his,
so that made amends. It was hardly

with a notion of propitiaiing his chuma
: X ] [

Lévison and Clive Em.
trumps for once 1” said Levieon,
sald a word. .Ha got up and

F _._somewhat,

Cardew n &
teapbt, te ocover his aiionoé




k ;3 tence

s

that Cardew did what he did now—
yather from a feeling that he owed them

something.

Besides, he was glad fo have something
to do. He did not want to sit down and
think of the unpleasant fact that if he
Jost that bet he would be in Racke's and
(‘racke’s debt to the tune of fifty pounds,
and that he had nothing like that sum,
and did not see much prospect of having

it hefore the next term.

rdew's grandfather, Lord Reckness,
spoiled him, but he did not always give
the wayward, erratic boy, all that he
asked for, and he sometimes put awk-
And just now
(*ardew had special reasons for not get-
He was in
=3 than he

ward questions to him.

ting the old peer’s back up.

betier odour with Lord Rec

had been, and he wanted to stay so.
But he could not lose ! He would not!

‘The junior team had had to set out
divectly after morning classes, for the

scenn of their match was awkward to
at by rail.
wetting therg;
Levison’s saying that
time for tea-when tl

it

in, of course. ardew provided
against that certainty.

on the table.
o burned up as twilight feil, and
-dew was sitting in the armchair, with
ands at the back of his head, feeling

his

more checriul in mind and more comfort-

able in body, when Frank Levison—Levi-
son_miner—locked ia.

VWhen Cardew had a
to Liim at St. Jum's besides his Lwo s
mates, he had implicd more indiffe
than he felt to the vest. There we
least a dozen other fellows for whom he
had more regard than he had cver ad-
mitted—the Terrible | Avthur

Augnstus D'Arcy, whe was a distant rela-
tive of his; Durrance, who 'v;‘ss his {]'151:5‘(-
i ug

; Kerr, Talbot, and othe
his liking for Frank TLevi
etrongest of all.

“Hallo, Franky !” hs said now.
“Hallo, Cardew! Fhought
moozed off, My-hat, this is so

“You mpprove of if, Frank n
‘Don't [ just? Wish I was comin’ o
it! -1 say, Cardew, I think I'll in
myself. You wow't mind, T know
won't. T den’t think Ernie will,
he may eay it's like my cheel.
But it would not do.
Cardew did not want Frank there wit
his surprised fFace—the 222 that
name so well, that hiad kept its looks o
innocence and openness through all the
voungster’s nps and down ai St Jin’
when this trouble began.
ank would only add lo thi troubls,
without in the least meaning io.

s,

e te

as to the wherefore of it.

Jik

nut enjoying his tea a bik

“Wouldn't you rather stand a spread
1o Wally & Co.t" asked Cardew diplo-

Bu¥

matjcally. .
*0Of course, T should like thak.
you can't stand a spread out of Lhree-

pence-halipenny, and’ that is ail I've
gof,” replied Frank ingenuously. 1
v'rz:)'t ran even to bloaters!” *

ten-bob note would do i, theugh —
_returnéd: Cardew, g
Yes. ’s it coming fr

But where’
_“Trom- your. affectionate uncle,”
Cardew, taking out his wallet.
THE GEy LIBRARY.--No. 682.
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zet
They were to lunch a[%ev
but "Cardew remembered
y would have no
gnine was over,
and that they must go easy on the lunch,
] o they would have to play directly

They would be ?ocki.-,h when they came
( L

je-and-kiduey pie and a tin of lobster
ced a large dish of taris and buns

d who mattered

| Jobster i

tie
wonld be completely_puzzled by Cardew’s
when his major or Clive spoke to
He might even ask leading ques-

i Move
y he would sit theve looking surprised
and worried, at a loss to undesstand, and

' When You Have Finished Reading Your * Gem " —

“Oh, I
know

“‘Then you'ie the orly kid in the Third
who couldn’t I veplied Cardew. *‘What
would Walter Adolphus say if Arthur
Augustis offered him a tip? He might
say * Thank you ! or_he might not; but’]
he'd freeze on to it, by gad!”

That was true, and Frank knew it
Cardew was not Frank’s brother, of
course. But--well, it came to preity
mueh the same thing. It really did.
Cardew called himself Frank’s uncle, and
in his curions, whimsical way, really did
behave like a particularly decent kind of
unele to him. There wa3 not much more
than a couple of years between their
ages, but Cardew felt at least twenty
years older than the fag.

And Wally and the rest could share.
They couldn't share in_tho tea in No. 8.
Ernie would draw the line quite decidedly
at that, Frank was sure.

“ All right, Cardew !
you!” said Frank,

“I'm only payin’ to bz relieved of
juvenile company at @ moment when I

Cardew, I can’t, you

Tt's jolly good of

bave the misfortune io feelaa cente-
navian,” rephéd Cardew.
“Rats!” said Frank, with a oheery

grin, as he withdrew.

Cardew got up to fill the ketde and put
it on the hob.

It was singing away nicely, when there
eame from the passage the trampling of
feet and the sound of voices.

Levisen end Clive looked in.

“My hat, Baiph, sou've turned up
trumps for once:” said Levison, glanc-
ing at the table. “We only want time
to wash, and we're on to that little lot
like the hungriest hunter that ever
hunied and hungered, you bet!”

#“We won, Ralph—four to two!” Clive

| said. “Nohby idea of yours, getting in
{Jobeter.  U'm nuts on lobster. But you'll
I say we deserve ir when you hear ail about
the game.” '
Cardew wever said a word, He got up
and collared the teapot, to cover his

silence somediat.

But the iwo had not even noticed that
he failed to answer,

They went, bui iin five minutes
they were back. They pulled their chairs
up to the table, and Clive, finding the
n front of him, seb fo its equal

division,

Cardew was iust about to say that he
did not want any. But he must not
speak, he knew. That meant losing the
bet ab the very start.

So he rcached over, took one of the

lates, transferred all but a scrap of the
?obalm' {o the other two. and placed that
scrap in front of himself.

“Well, I suppose you know best;” said
Clive, somewhat surprised, for this pro-
ceading was unlike Cardew’s usual table
manners. ** Not peckish—eh 7"

“How can the bounder get peckish
when he slacks and frowsts all the giddy
time ?” Levison said. ‘‘Haven't even
tried your new motor-bike yet, I sup-
posa, old born-tived 1

“You ought to have been along this
afterpoon,” said Clive, as Cardew passed
him a cip of tea. My hat, it was a
zame worth watching !

“Heo ought to have been playing
growled Levison. *"It's the silly chump’s
own [ault that he izn't in the team !”

Cardew said nothing to that. But he
often let remarks of that kind pass in
silence. He had told Levison long ago
that all this jaw about what he ought to
g‘a in the way of athletics merely bored

im. <.

“They were all ever us in the first
half.” Clive said: *“I should say: they
averaged abeve® a ktons. ~lipavier -all
round, and they used their weight, too.”

“ Fairly. enough,” put in Levison. -

“Oh, I'm not grombling, thiough their

I

centre-forward did give me o bil of &
doing I"" returned Clive. '

“Boot was on the other leg later on,”
said_ Levison. . :

“Yes, 1 think T had the measuré of
him in the second half. He scemed to
tire. &

“They all did,” Levison said. ‘They
were two—nil at half-time, Ralph, but
we got fairly going after the interval,
and at _the end we were making rings
rourid_therg.”

Cardew nodded and smiled. Tt was all
}hat was necessary for him to do thus
ar,

* Bul somehow the keeuness of his pals
struck him in a new way. He wished he
had heen with thegn that afterncon.- If
he had caved to try for it he might have
won a nlace in Tom Merry’s team before
this. Then he would not have made that
silly_ bet with Racke and Crooke. ~.<-°

Those two had had a glorious time,
and they looked wonderfully fit and well,
Cardew himself seldom appeared weedy
or washed out, but he knew. that he kvas
no such picture of health and strengih
as Clive or Levison was. And there fiad
been a time, not so very long ago, when
Ernest Levison had been a mere weedy
slacker. :

-Now the lobster had been cleared up,
except thet the scrap that Cardew had
taken still lay untouched before him.
Levison stuck a kaife and fork into :the
pie. .

“This is something like a teal” he
said,  “Youwre a good sorf, Ralph,
though a slack bounder !" .

ain Cardew nodded and smiled.

“Have a_bit?” asked Leyison.

Cardew shook his head.

“Can’t you speak, dummy?" enorted
Levison,

A shake of the head was the only
aunswer he got.

“J say, Ralph, is your throat bad?”
inquired Glive anxiously.

Cardew was tempted to nod. But he
could hardly carry off the fiction ®f a
bad throat for three days. Clive wquld
be worrying him incessantly to sccqlhe
doctor or go into sanny.

So he shook his head again,

Levison passed his cup to be refilled,
looking bard at Cardew 2s he did so.
Cardew avoided his gaze by giving all his
atienlion to pouring out, and ncross the
table the eyes of the other two met.

Clive's spoke plainly. "What they said

He'll

Leave him alone.
round.”

But Levison was uot confent io leave
Cardew alone.

“Why, you silly ass,
eaten anvthing !” he said.

“T could eat some pie, if T could get
any, Ernest,” said Clive pointedly. -

That nfade a momen#s diversion. - But
when Levison took his cup from Cardew
he said bluntly:

“What's wrong? If we've done amy-
thing that doesn’t suit you, say 'so, you
graven image !’

Cardew shook his head,

‘como

vou haven's

Clive. “Ile needn’t gas if he i
foel inclined to, need he?”

Levison glared at Clive. Cardew foupd
himsel f feqﬁinx guite nneasy abeut those
two. He lad never taken into acesunt
the possibility of his  silerice -mekiag

_trouble befween them... .. 2 4
“Don't,_you feel well, Ralph?” Clire

don’t you leave birr;'alone-?"

asked.
“Why
“What's-good enough

snorted Levison.

for me ought to ii,g;guod—anm\gh for
you, I ghould. think! gl
~. Clive = .. and.dropped h

ta his plate... He was nettled,
tried hard not to show it.

“(an't you epeak, you absurd idiog?”
“Leave him alone, Ernest!” snapged
t

5

9 epes
but ke
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 Tevison put a couple of tarls én a
*plate, and banded it #0 Cardew.
#T won't eat another mouthiul unless
wou wipe those up'” he said.
. And there was no dovbt that he meant
i

surprisingly meek, Cardey
Then he took Cliv
But for fully five

it.
Feeling

* wiped them up.
cup And refilled it.
minutes not ansther word was spolien
by -any of the three, and oven _the pie
somehow lacked savour to Clive aad
Levisgn, 3

"_I'hg meal over, Levison got up.

“ fioing to speak to Tom Merrs, he
gaid to Cardow, ignoring Clive.

Cavdew nodded.

He helped Clive to clear the table
and, wash up. But neither of them
spoke & word. .

They had just finished when Frank
Levison popped his head in. 5

“Hrnie isn't here. then?” he srid.

<1 think yowll find him in No. 10,
Ll replied Cardew.

He spoke quite in his uanal manner ;
apd perhops it was that which made
Clive stare &t him.

Frank trotted off.. 5

Then Clive mado another attemunt.

“Ralpl,” he said, “what on_earth can
be the matter with you? * You won't
say a word to either of -us, but you

Vapeke to Franky. don't know of ary-
thing that T've done, or that Levison
has done, to upset you—and, anywav, it's
not like you to play this game. If you
keen it up. things in this study won't be
any too pleasant. Levieon can’t stand
much of it, and T den’t know that 1 can,
either.”” 2

e waited

few seconds for Cardew
But Cardew did not

He wai
to answer hi

apeak,

Then Clive, with a very troubled face,
went oul J
Five minutes later, Le
“Ralph, yon utter idiof
sgou tell. ns you'd bad & spill

noon, and were feeling rock

“No answer.

' Levison went-out again, and slammed

the door hard. *

M and CEve both came in to prep:

but they did not say a word to one

apcther the whola time, and neither of

his after-
Lie said.

them spoke to Cardew.

Levison never lonked at him.  Buat
Levison glared at Clive now and.then,
as if ‘he suspected the South Afriean {o
La at the bottom of %he mivster nd

once in n] way Clive looked at Cardew
v.

micht stand. the test. Cardew
But he donbted whether Levi-
ison’s temper wis nob
good as Clive's. It was moere like
erdew’s owi.

o2 An? I'm dished if 1 could stand it
i _their” nlace!” mnttered - Cardew to
self, when they had both cleared out.

. CHAPTER 4. -
Dumb to Them Only !

CVISON stopped Clive as _the
Fourth were going up to bed
b illy ass to get

iny
ear with you, old fellow!” he
shamefacedly. g
~*Dgn’t say ancther word about it!”
answered Clive... “hat doesutomatter.
¥ new you'd come tound, so T didn’t
worry _about you. Dut——  Well, it
fairly licks me what Ralph's at!" -~
' “Did you hear what happened Lo !
this. afternoon, while we were away?
***No. Haven't heard & thing.”

sim
"

Backe and Crooke brought him in, look-
Erchy quoer, Tuggim =
-Have you seen T

it

b
fom Tiim you Leard

“He Liad a spill' from his motor-bike. E

“T've seen him, and asked Lim about
jt. But it was from Scrope I heard of
it," replied Levison.

“Well, 1 don't see that it explains
anything. If he was feeling ill, he might
have said so, vouw'd think. Ie didn't

em ill or damaged, I must say. 5‘1'-(1

spokia to Frank, There wa
ipping tea, too: he must have got that
in after his spill. That shows he wasn't
mad with us then, But if these two
cads had been stuffing him up with some
varn shont us—-"" '

“I thought - of -thaf, ton. Bué it
wouldn't have made him go on like this.
He'd have told us straight. There's
another queer thin Frank locked in
before. wp got back, and said he'd like
to come to tea: You know how Cardew
is about the kid: in an ordinary way,
he’d never have thought of choking him
off.  Frank might come to_tea every
day, and he wouldn’t kick. But he kind
of bribed the kid to keep away—gave
him ten bob to treat Wally & Co. to a
§)

pread.

“Tt beats all I ever heard of|” said
Clive. ‘“ABut the oniy thing to do is te
have patience with him—and with each
other, Frnest!"

Levison put out his hand.

“A fellow would have to be a rotler
{o_quarvel with you, old chap!™ he said.
“You don't meet 3 half-way when bhe
gets out of temper. But— Well,
can ho a rotter sometimes, and I won't
promise even mnot to do that, though
T'il'try my best. As for Ralph. he's ask-
ing for trouble, and I'm afraid he'll get

it from me before he's finished! There’s
a limit, you know!”
L€ knew ton, that

ached before
did not feel too
Wkl net be reached

Levison's 1i
his own was.
sure that his own v
eventually. . y
He lay awake that night, trying to
imagine hew Racke and Crooke could
possibly have worked cn Cardew’s mind
to this extent.

ke, trying to re

And Cavdew lay aw

7

member the exact terms of the paper
which Racke had drawn up, making
clear the conditions of the bet. He had
a copy in his wallgt, but he would not
get oul of bed and strike a match 19
look et it. -

There wonld have to be a_row in
No. to lose Lim his bet. Would a
quarrel between Clive and Levisor,
directly due to his silence, con-iituie
such a row? Ie thought not. It cugis
net to, anyway.

But Racke and Creoke were sharpers.
They would catch at anvthing that gave
them half a chance to claim victory. And
Cardew, .dumb by reason of the i
far as his clumms wero concerned, could
do nothing to avert a break between
them—nothing but admit that he had
tost, and tell them the whole foolich
story, that is.

And hia pride

ebelled at that noticn.
Moreover, he re: conld not afford tu
lose fifty pound There were times
when he had that sum, and spent it
recklessly; but fhis was not one of the
times, and pr came in again when hn
thought of having to ask Racke and
Crooke to wait.

He might have felt somewhat easier
in mind if he had been able to read the
thoughts of Levison, also lying awake g
in_the bed on

For json was thinking what a good
fellow Clive was, and fecling so that
he had so nearly quarrelled with Clive.
He would not do that again, if he coull
possibly avoid it. But Cardew really
was difficult to bear with!

Lardew was a good pal, though—as
good a pal as Sidney Clive, in his differ-
ent way The best *of pals, Loth of
them! With that thousht in Dis miind.
Tirnest Tevison fell asleep, some timo
befora Clive or Cardew dropped off.

But Cardew was awaske before Lim,
and up before him, which was very un-
usual, His bed was empty when the™
rising-bell woke Levison.

Cardew had been thinking things ounf.
The most likely event to make acute

||

Levison tore apen the eavelope.

Clive, watching him, &

to ilie study, Sidney
iel} you all abo

el afrald that thera
i gald ‘Levieon, his
i ut Liai

As he read ths ibtier his tace lengthened.

was sdrious troubls. * Cornealong
ice thick and troubled. ‘11 must
> (See page B.) =

T
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trouble between him and his chums was
his refusal to answer them wnen wther
fpilows weve present. hat would be
1|_~m)salgh}io melke the best-tempered fellow
vel ugly.

So Cardew had made up his mined
s keep out of their way, except in
Swady No. 9, as much as he conld till
Sapnrday evening. 1t was n the study
that Racke and Crooke connted  ou
teouble: and if he did not aveid Study
No. @ he might fairly aveid Clive and
Tavison elsewhere,

Tn the quad, while most of the juniovs
were still in the. dormitories, he rvan
ble Three—Tom Merry,
Manners, and Monty Lowther.
Clardew ! said Tom cheeri
aren b you

Harr,
* Hailo.

“17p earl
N

eanid,

“ell, iCs no habit of mine.
the fow bad ones I haven

call ll‘xis a slip of mine,

pad?
¢ Tirel Natu

One of
You can
if you like, by

p swect restorer’
soems rather to have failed you, old top,”’
vemarked Lowther. * You hardly look
~bright and beaming best.”
If 1 wanted to be po jal,” replied
ow, 1 : ps of things

S den’t look.””

e have a sunple

e ar ho
whuek i, Monty ! said Toun. i ¢
Cardew, what’s this about your

ng & wpill from your ¥
- yarn, I should. say,”
ered.  ““Brieflly told, bt
© all the epace it's werth as &

T 1'd been smashed up it
two

STH
yews item.
might have been value for a linc or
more, perhaps.”

“Rip—R.LP.
an epitaph  for you
Lowther, grinnin

“Put it in writn, old
pive it my considered opinion, theugh T
pever heard any wheeze of yours that
wag worth that yet. 1 might get on to
lhis' 'o'ne it I had it in black an’ white, by
gad P
“'Phey say Racke and Crooke helped
vyou home,” Tom said. -

“They say iraly.”

“Rather wore than you expected of
them, wasn'b at?? inquived Manners.

“f"den’t mind admittin’ that it was,
Aly mistake, for it must also be admitted
that they did it quite nicely. As nicely
as you au’ Thomas, here, would have
dJone, Mauners, an’ more so than {l
ihres of vou would, for neither of "em
made a single joke, an’ T know Lowther
would have done.”

WA good joke tends to cheer @ fellow
up,” said Lowther.

You mifst have heard someone: clse
makin’ them to know thar, ald ¢hap, for
yours aren’t that kind.”

“Well, I'm glad those two weee decent

Tow would that do as
Cardew " asked

gun, ao’ Tl

shout i, anyway,” said Tom.
Cardew passed on then. From the

Zormitory window Levison and Clive had
wan the group.

“He can talk to those Acllows,
seems, snid Levison, towelling bi
vigorously. 4

%7t secras so,” replied Clive, rather
gloomily. "

They went down together, and Levison
found o letter awaiting him.

“Post’s in early this meorning,” he re-
“Why, this js from the pater!
That’s rummy, it's always the mater who
writes, nnless there's something up.”

o tore open the envelope. As_he
read the letter his face lengthened. Clive,
watching hint,
‘trrious froable. g

“(leme olopg to the study, Sidney,”
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said  Levison, hia voice thick
troubled. ‘T must tell you all about
this; but T can’t talk here.” ‘Fhere’s that
Paul Pry of a Trimble hanging round.”

Baggy Trimble, the %lrampus of the
Fourth, lumbered up with an insinuating
smile on his fat face. Baggy did not
recognise the signs of diztress -on
Leviton’s countenance. It could not be
claivaed for Baggy that he had the veady
sympathy that sces such things. '

“{Jad & remittance, Levison?” he
asked, “I expected one, but I've been
disappointed of mine. I suppose you
couldn’t—"

“Qcat!” cjaculated Clive.

“(iot away, or Il play football with
you!” snorted Levison.

1 Clive gently.

d  like that when— OB, -1
felt afraid that vhere was. it b

Baggy gave them a re roachfal glance.
and weut. It was evident that Lev
wag in vo mood to giant a loan. W
Baggy came to think of it, he realise
that he had never known Levison in that
mood.

But, as Monty Lowther wmight have
said, ‘“Hope springs eternal in the
human breast,” and, as Lowther would
cortainly have added, Baggy was almost

9,

Arrived 3 Levison

handed over the letter.

“You'd beiter read it you
“1 don't feel

=ur s Wi
But 1 never thonght it weuld go as far
as this!”

Clive read, and as he read he wendered
whether Levison's father was guite sane.
This letter was so unlike the quiet,
rather stern man he k

Its whole tone was
It hinted. at approaching 1 !
likelihood that Ernest and Fravk might
have to leave St. Jim'a. But that was
nst all, nor was it the worst.

"There had heen a terrible row.between

w.
1 and incoheront.
2

the boys' father and moiher. What had
wcaused it Clive oquld not gather; but,

knowing Mre. Levison as he did, he was
sure that the blame was not hers.

To such lengths had the quarrel gone
that Mr. Levison had told his wife to
clear out, and she had taken bim at his
word. Doris, the boys’ sister, had gone
with her. The head of the family was
left alone with one old servant.

Irs. Levisan mwust bave suffered
greatly before she could have brought
herself to leave her busband, Clive was
sure. It was not the shadow of coming
i that had sent ler away: she would
only have chmg ihe closer to him®for

that.

Whither they had gone Mr. TLevison
said he did not know. He had tried to
imply that he did not care;
could believe that, Clive could

The South African junior had soveral
{imes stayed with the Levisons, and had
been made to feel like one of the family.
He felt now that this trouble was his as
well as his chum’s. -

“He knew that T should be on her
side!” said Levison, clenching his hands
and speaking through gritted teeth. “Ti
never forgive him for this! He's been
rough on me, often,
deserved it,- thongh I have felt some-
times that if he’d been a little more of a
father and. loss of a judge. it would have
helped. = But the mater—why, it will
break her heart, old man!”
= “T’s hard for h But don't_be too
hatsh in your thoughts of him, Ernest!
1 think his i nearly broken;” replied

not.

“Garve him right! Tp drive her-out
about it ! ;
“7 ghall you tell Frank?®

“Not.till I have to. Tt will be warse
fpr him ihan for me. ¥ i

but if Ernest

“in No. 9 that day.
but I know I've

cean't talk

He’s such 2 loving

Big. Money Prizes Offered in this week’s * Boys’ Herald.”

little chap. Ile caves about ihd mated
as much as I do,.and ten tinws more

about the pater.”
"1t might be best to keep it dark.
Perhaps Franky need never know. rig

wouldn't talk after things had como right
again. I'm glad she’s with your mater,
old fellow.”

“Things never will come right egdin ™
answered Levison gloomily.

“They will; I'm sure they will! Look
here, Ernest, what abont Ralph? Are
you going to tell him?”

“No, I'm dashed well not; and yoi
sha’n't, eitheri”

“1 shouldn't without your leave, of
course.  But—"

*He sha’n’t know

? b to u
but roady

What sort of o pal
15t Decause it suits
[ 1 to talk to

ui Meiry and those chaps! I've about
done with Cardew! But I'm not going
to make a row with him, so don't. ‘he
afraid of that. After all, we've been
good pals, and it looks as though my
time here was shout up now. I won't
quarrel with him 1f T can help it

#1 don't think he wanis fo cquayrel,™
said Clive gravely, 1 can't maks out
what his game is, but it’s not that.”

He moved iowards the de and
Baggy Trimble stolé ou tiptee away.
from its ouier side.

CHAPTER 5.
‘W

d.

A Friend in Need!
HY. Doris!”
Oh, Ralph!”

It was o falr guestion =
whether the boy or the ginl
wps most surprised ab that meeting,
1hough Cardew d  cerlainly more

reazon for surptise than Doris Levisow.
For she knew that in Wayland High
Streat she was only a few miles from Bt. -
Jim’s, while he had believed her to be
many miles away.

He jumped from_his bike—it swas not
ihe motor-bike to-day—and held. out his

hand,  As the girl took it she said
hurriedly :

“Y do hope Ernest. isn’t anywhere
near!”

“Y”,im_ mcan you hope he ie, don't
y ou
“No! We—mother and T—don't want
cither him or Frank to know thal we are
at. Wayland.” o
“I'm sorry if I've butted in,” said
Cardew, with a sigile. “1 couldn’t have
guessed that I Id be guiity of that
in comin’ to Wayland, m.z‘é 1, Doris? If
you don't want them to know, ~ you
probably would ruther L shouldn’t*
“Wrong, Ralpht 1 don't mind either
you or Sidney knowing. Bus I felt sure
‘Ernie would have told_you both about
the trouble at home. e docsn’'t often
heve secrets from you'two, 1 know. Are
yon sure that he haso't’ told you any=
thing?” - -
Cardew’s. face changed colour and ex-
pression. He remembered now. that both
Lovison and Clive had seewed badly
under -the weather in ihe fow minutes
the thres of them had spent together
It was now ub
five o'clock, and he had intended to ke
back for tea, aftording to the terms of
his agreement with Racke and Crooke.
He had expected some badgering and
possibly some trouble then; but it
not surprised hi
alone for those few minutes. Iy
But now he was sure that they both
knew of this, and it hurt. him to think
that Levison had not fold him. it
I!Hn r;gu:d r;)net;ka!:io:h.ﬁbat he was husk.
o tri 0 § ightly. - i
%1 fancy - the -excellent: Sidney may
know, Doris,” he said. “But T haye
not been told anythin’, T assure gow”
“PBup you're just as much his. €l

that they had left himg




.

as 8id i, T believe ho's fonder of you,
if anything., T can't understand it.”

“1i's not Brnie's fault, Doris,” Car-
dew answered, and he spoke with a
gentleness that wonld have amazed some
who thought they knew him. “Ii's
eutirely mine—or mine an’ ciroumstances,
shall wo say? Best put some of it on
to circumstances, 1 think, on the whale.
It's hoglnuin’ to feel a bit too heavy
a load for my shoulders,”

“Do you mean thai yaﬁ‘\-n guar-
relled with him, Ralph?™ asked the girl
tremulonsly.

Cardew patted her hand in a manner
almost paternal. e might have heen
twice her age. o felt a good deal more
than that.  Aud he saw that she had
porne just about es much as she knoew
‘how to beat.

“No, we haven't guarrelled,” he said.
“1i's diffienlt to explain. Dut, ‘pon
honour, Doris, though we're not exactly
on speakin® terms just now, I believe it
will all come right before Sunday.”

“Won't you tell me more than that?”
pleaded - Doris. *“It sounds so mysteri-
ons and uncomfortable, you know.”

“1 would if I counld. But, really. 1
can't. You won't let that prevent you
from trustin® me, though, will you "

“No. F'm going to tell you every:
thing, beeause you know us all, and I
{hink yowil un({el'stﬂl!d. And mother’s
very fond of you. .

Ts she, by gad?” murmured Cavdew.
“1 fancied she thought me rather an
outsider compared with the irreproach-
able Sidney, ¥'know.”

The girl laughed,
was tremulous.

“ Do you think we dou’t know mother
and I—how much better you are at hearl
than vou like people to {hink yon?"

“T'm not. That's all ro—l mean,
youw're mistaken, Doris. But I do care
for your mother, an’ you an’ I have
always been good pals.- Anythin’ in the
world I can do for you two I'll do like
a shot. Is your mether here?”

“Yas. We're staying with an old
nurse of hers. We went fto Aunut
Catherine ot Lexham—you know her.
ut che’s father's sister, and she took
his side. She did not absolutely refuse

to take us im, bui she said things that

made us both fecl it was impassible to
stoy there.” <

“Then there's been—T don'l wani lo
ask  questions T shouldn’t—but there’s
been a row between yonr mother an
father 2" A =

“There’s been jéirible trouble! And
mother wasn't the tiniest little bit " in
fault. She behaved like an angel, Dad’s
got- bad business worries, and he isn't
well, I think his mind must be affected.

But even that couldn’t excuse his telling

het to clear dut, could it i3

“ 1 ghould say not,’” replied Cardew.
Buat, with that grownup way of
looking at’ things he had, he wondered
whether Mrs. Levison gaight not have
been just a trifle too an| elic—whether it
quight not have been better if she had
jost her temper, told her husband that
he ought to be ashamed of himself, and
refused to go. The boy's & mpathies
- \wero chiefly with her; but he had mor'e

for Leyison’s father than

1 .

thovgh her laugh
~

+# And Nurse B‘rigfbt is paor. 'We can’'t
live on her, cven for a'little while. I
shall haye to look for some
but it isn’t easy to. find. ‘We Haven't
ten chillings in the world; it was all
cwaliowed up getting to Lexham and
then on here.”) - g
“WeThat's all ‘right, Doris” said Car
dew simply and unaffectedly, as theugh
- what he wont on to say was the merest
Fhatfer of course. ‘*You must diaw on

work to do;

Eampers Filled ivith Delicious

me, T've a few cuids, an’ 1 can get
more."” ' - .

“Ts it right, .Ralph? We must see
what niother says.”

"Odf course. Bul she
An’ don’t you get puttis
with doubfs_about it, ki
annoved with you! ot s an’ Franky's
mother an’ sister arc just the same to
me as if they were my own people, an’
you've hoth got to see it that way.”

“I do belicve mother would mind less
about borrowing from you than from
anyone clse in_ the world, Ralph. But
if she says *No,’ you must accept her
answer.” -

«“@he's not goin’ io say ¢ No,” my dear
—I sha'n’t let her t”

And Mrs. Levison did not refuse the
proffered loan.

Y think it's the way Frank has always
talkked of you that makes ydu seem 30

| be sensible.
in your spoke
or I shall be

very mmch like a boy of my own
Ralph,” she said. . *“I accept most
thankfully. It may not be soon repaid,

that you would not caro
But you must let us
But Frank—

and I know
if it never was.
keep our pride, my hoy.
it's the thought of him that troubles
me most, Krnest is older, and less keen
of feeling, perhaps. But my little son—
he thinks so much of both his father and
me! This will hure him terribly 1"
“Perhaps he need not know,” replied

Cardew. “But don't you get thinkin’
there's any don’t-care about old Ernie
“—now, then, Mps. Levison! I don't
kmow a fellow—not even Frank—who
Q)ink;ﬂ more of his mater than Ernie
does"

+ ITas he heard? Ho would have told
vou and Sidney, 1 know, Ralph.”

Cardew saw that what he had said
about Levison major had comforted her

%zwhtiy, and he was not inclined to spoil
iz good work in that way by want of
diplomacy.

“] assure you that he hasn’t said a
single word to me about it,” he said.

And he held up a warning finger fo
Doris, taking care her mother should not
see it

Clive might have thonght it wrong to
deceive this grief-stricken woman, even
for her own good. If he had done it
he would have done it with a tronbled
conscience.  Cardew had no seruples
zhout it, of even about involving Doris
in & conspiracy.

“What we've got to do, kid.” he said.
when the girl walked with him a short
distance down_the quiet side sireet in
which Nugse Bright lived, “is to keep
your mater off worryin’ more than she's
bound to worry. She'll worry about your
pater, anyway ; but let her ‘think Frank
an' Krnie don’t know, an’ are happy
enough. Ernest won't tell Frank, I
fancy. An’il’s bound to come right in
a few days. Your pater’s a goo sort,
you know—hang on to that t He'll come
round an’ be ngo end sorry.” S

And he jumped on his bike, with no
more than a word of farewell, and

 pedalled his hardest to be back in some-

thing like time for tea, hoj ing that he

had managed to comfort Doris as well
as her mother. R
And he had done that. Somehow he

had given her new faith-in her father,
and she had needed that badly.
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CHAPTER 6.
Artbur Augustus Butts In.
& EEN to Wayland, haven't you,
Ralph?” said Clve, when
Cardew walked into No. 9.

., Cardew nodded,

#T Yknew by the mud on your bags,”
Clive said, smiling. “There's & spot of
two of a colour that you don't find any-
whete round here except on Wayland
Moor.”

Cardew took a dlothes-brosh and
attended to the spot or two. ut, of
course, ho did not speak. Aud Clive
said no mord.

Levison sat and glowered while
dew got his fea. %Io resented C
speaking to “the sulky ass " at all,
vet he could not help but see that Car-
dew was not really sulky, and he knew
that he himself was—not of ully, bub
also full of bitterness agmmst almose
everyone.

“Hallo, deah boys ! came from the
door, in the dulcet accents of Arthur
Augustus IArcy. M1 wathah wanted
to see you, Cardew.” -

“Ypu see me, Gussy. I trust you are
gratified,” replied Cardew urbanely.

‘Arthur Augustns put up his monocle,
and surveyed his kinsman through it
with severity. )

“\Weally, Cardew,” be said, “1 con-
sidah that yon are behavin' extwemely
badly "’

“Do you? Bub you surely don't
expect me to value your opinion on that
or any other gubject, do you, D Arey t”
returned Cardew.

“(et out, you cheap ass!” growled
Le}-imn.

con addwossin' ma, Levison. may
inguired the swell of the Fourih

“What do you think? There are only
two cheap asses here, and i'm not speak-
ing to the other one'” suapped Levison.

“Pai Jove! But I am not surpw ised
that you should be vewy much annoyed
with Cardew, because

fwom all 1 can

athah he weally is tweafin' you vewy
dly indeed.”
“Not so badly as I

you if yowre mob outside the

shall jolly well treab
door in

about a jiffy and & half!” . reared
Levison.

“You mi.aaPpwcln-nrl ma entiably,
TLevison, deah bor, T de h—"

“ Qutside!” howled Levisou.

«Cardew, deah boy, will vou let ma
aneal to vour bettah feelin's:” aske
Gussy almost plaintively.

“Haven't any—uever had any-
expect ever to have any, by gad'” re)

don’t
licd

Cardew. “1I rather fancy you must have
honed my share. Tou shouldn’t hog
things that way, old gun.”

« Aye yon goin’ out, or must T put vou

out, I'Arey!” bellowed Levison.
“Dig, old chap, it sounds® as if cor
g P, u t

CGuslavus were gelting info tronble,™
remarked Jack Blake, passing the dloor
of No. 8 *

right I answered

““Serve him jolly well
learn not to Lbutt

“Why can't he

to stand by to

“gtill, we ought
i slain dead, I th

sure that he isv
said Blake.

They stood by. Georize Heriies, follows
ing them, also halted.

A1 uttahly decline to be piib ouy
Levison. You oughé to be gw ateful to
me. Yawooooh ! gi( w! Ow! Wharrer
doin’, you silly idiots?
~Two of the trio who shared No. 9 had
arisen 8t the same instant. It was Clive
\\'l'xl(‘:h’ke t his seat. i e o

o door was pulled open by Cardow,
and Arthur Augustus, with fliished face
and_fumpled collar, ‘shot out. - Herrios
mright haye canght him, but dodged him
instead, and Gussy, hitting thes opposite
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wall, siagzered, mad came down on the
Tiroleun. .
The deor of Itk 9 sammed to.
“You might have caught the silly ass,
Herries!” said Digl * Hurt, Gussy?”
“Yaag, Dig, I am hwre in my body an’
in my mind. ere is no weal gwatitude
in this world, ¥ am afwaid. As for you,

m
Hewwies——"

“It served you vight, you A
Iunatic!” growled Herries, “What dic
you go huniing trouble in there Tor? It
wasn't your funeral, anywazy.”

“B]ngc thought 1t might be, though.
That's what we were waiting for,” sai
Digby, with a grin.  “I was thinking
about the wreath when Gustavus came
out in a hurry, It doesn’t matter now,
bnt I thought one among the three
of us would be enough, seeing how jolly
hard up we are. And a cheap one at
. 1hat, because it would have been Ginesy’s
own silly fault. *Felo de se” would be
the giddy verdict.'”

**Bai Jove!
(iwooke have more sympathy than you
fellows,” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
trying ey

to put his collar straight.
decline to speak anothzh word to you
. until you have apologised for your gwoss
wudeness!” i
‘And he stalked away in great dudgeon.
*Tt's wicked when Cardew does it, but
if Guesy eulks for a weelk or two it's zll
due to his giddy high principles,” re-
marked Digby.

“He won't. He'll have forgoiien all
ahout it by bed-time,” Blake su'd confi-
denily. “hut what did he mean by ralk-

ing about Racke and Crooke? Do you
kinow, you chaps, it looks to me rather
us if those two rotters were mixed up
in the trouble in there some way or
other. If they put Gussy on to butting
in it was to serve their own ends, you
bet. your shirt!” .- i

i {t's no-afiair of ours, anyway,” said
Herries. “Come along, or we shan't
have five minutes in the gym before
prep.”? - .

Bloke had made a shrewd guess, how-
ever. Racke and Crooke had grown very
mmch afraid thas the fifty was not comurs
their way. :
_No row in No. 9 had yet occurred, it
scemed. Casting about for means to pre-
cipitate one, the black sheep had thought
of Gussy,

There was no more thoroughly well-
meaning fellow in all St Jim's than
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy. But there was
no more exasperating fellow than he
could be when seized by a high moral
prpose. N

Racke and Crooke fancied that éeuing
D’Arcy to oxpostulate with ardew
jwht put up the backs of all three of the
follows in No. 9. They never liked

liaving outsiders interfere with them, and
iliny might combine against Gussy, Cool
2s he was, Cardew might easily .be
hetrayed into speech wwder such con-
Jditions. Apd he wounld own up if he
spoke,

They had never doubted that. Cardew

would play straight. But if ke fancied
" ihat- they would do likewise he had only
himself to blame for beiny such a fool.
Neither Racke nor Crooke said just that;
but the thought was in the minds of both
while they were working upon Gussy’s

?‘gm{s{hma : y
The attempt had failed, Behind the
~lammed door of No. 9, Ernest Eevison,
and Ralph Reckness Cardew faced cach
_ other. Cordew smiled, but Levieon
¥. looked hiy grimmest.
“Y never asked for your help, Car-
rlew I wnapped Levison, his lower jaw

protruding. . i
The smile faded from Cardew's face.
“¥le knew how - heavily his chum’ was
troubled, and he had made &-é'g his mind
Tus Gex Lisnary,—No. 682,

1 decleah that Wacke an’ |

s reseni nothing, For the moment he
fclt more than half inclined to confess
the whole story of tho silly bet, and put
mutters straight with those twe. But he
remembered that he must not tel
Levison that his mother and sister were
at Wayland, and he realised that his best
chance of keeping that sceret lay in
keecing silence altogether.

So he turned away withont a word.

“IWhy didn’t you help me, Clive?”
snorted Levison.

- ere, old chap. Gussy meant

well, He came ont.of sheer friendliness.

Of course, he's an ass, but—"
“But!

I should say ‘butt’!

If you

s dummy butting in
‘t; so that’

at's

dev 1} Levizon glared at
hin* again. lew cleared the table,
Levison continuing to glare.

Clive_ hed never been more puzzled in
his life. Cardew’s meekness — that
seemed the only word to fit it—amazed
him. Levison E;e could understand. It
was not strange that he should be moody
and  disagreeable.  But what could
Cardew’s failure to resent his manner

mean?

Jack DBlake spoke to Clive after prep.
“T don't want to ask more than
ought, and T wouldn't think of asking
Levison, for he'd go for me, and Pre
no wish to rral with him,” he said.
whether Cardew’s still

g, Blake,”
replied Clive. ¢ it's not mere
rotlen curiosity, any more: than old
Gus?'s was. - Yes, he’s keeping it up.”

“And you haven’t a notion what it's
about?” .

“Not a blessed idea!"”

“Well, T think I can give vou a ¢lue.
1 fancy that Racke and Crooke put our
tame ass up to butting in. Do R
and Crooke ever -do anything without
something behind it{ *Nuff said, Clive,
old top!”

1t was as much as Blake could well say
without being _too imaginative—which
was not in Blake's line. But it only
added to Clive's bewilderment. What
could Racke and Crooke possibly. have
to do with 1t? .

Cardew was the first of the three to
get to sleep that night. Clive lay
puzzling his head over what Blake had
told him. Levison could not sleep for
thinking . about the home tronble, But
somehow Cardew felt sure that things
would work out all right in the long
run; and the fact that he was sble to
stand by Mrs. Levison and Doris in
their plight comforted him for not being
able to stand by Ernest Lovison.

CHAPTER 7. .
Trimble Takes a Hand.

EVISON MAJOR kept oul of
Levisont minor’s way <hiring the
next twenty hours or so.

Frank had heard anything he
would- be certain to come aleng at once;
and if the. brothers met beforp Franwn
heard. Brnest was very much afraid that
he might give the secret-away by his
manner. ¢

And Cerdew, -as far as the terms of

his bet permitted, kept out of the way.

of Clive and Levison. vison's
haggard face made him feel like a
traitor, though he knew that he was not
that; and %live anneyed him-by *leokin’
beastly pathetic,” as Cardew put it to
himself, : . g

But more tharr all did Cardew avoid
Levison nuror. With so much to con-
ceal he could not bear the scrutiny o‘f

acke.

- Next Week’s * Gem " Will be Better than Ever!

Tt was aftef classes on the Friday after-
noon that Baggy Trimble took a hand,
and contrived to stir up things very con-
siderably.

Frank Levison came across the
with- Wally D'Arcy, Hobbs, and
Gibson. Trimble sidled up to them.

“1 say, voung Levison, I've something
to tell you,” he said. -

“Come ulong, Franky! What's the
use of listening to that fat beast?™
Waily said impatiently. *He never does
telt anything but whoppers!"

*“This ain's a whopper,” said Frimble
cunningly. = “ And know jolly well
young Levison’s going to be sorry if
don’t listen to me.”

“I don’t

uad
rly.

something about your people,™
¢ broke in, - i
people? What" do you know

“My

about them?” asked Frank, in surprise.,
“Don’t listen to him I snapped Hobhs.
“I—T think I must,” reolied Frank. -

He had turned pale. For over a week
be had heard nothing from cither his
mother or Doris, and it had never hap-
pened to him before to wait so long for
a home letter. It hardly seemed likely
that Trimble should be able to explain
it, and yet Frank felt that he must listen
to the fat fellow,

“Rightho! You'll have to catch us
up!* Wally said. “We're not going to
wait while you yarn with that porpoise!”

“ What is it, Trimble? Are you trying
to have me on?” asked Frank, as his
chums went on their way.

“No, I'm not. You ought to be srate-
ful to me, young Levison, for taking an
interest in vour people’s troubles, I -
think,” said Trimble impostanily.

fle hed very little to gain in telling
Frank the story. But Baggy was a leaky
vessel. [Fle could never keep a secret
long.

“My people’s troubles? Why, what do
you mean? They haven’t any particular
troubles, that I know of, And, anyway,
you wouldn’t have heard when I baven't,
that’s a sure thing!”

Trimble's  small,
goggled.

“Don’t you know? Haven't you heard
that your governor and your mater have
bad a most frightful row, and that he’s
turned her out?”

“It’s a.liel You're making it up,
Trimble, you rotter! Why, such a thing
couldn’t bappen!” cried Frank passions
ately. s '

“All right, then!” answered Trmble,
with well assumed indifference. ‘' If you
know better than I do, -there you are!
You don’t want me to tell you anything,
of course. But I had it straight from:
the horse’s mout! r—1 mean, your
sister Doris told me herseif. We were
always pals, you know, Doris and 1.7

_And Trimble gave a hateful leer—a Jeer
that would have made Frank. feel "like
hitting him but, that the youngster was
too staggered, '

Neither had either of the Y.evisons Tes
| sented anything mueh more hotly than.
they had resented the check of Baggy-an
danng to imagine himselfiin love with
Htheir sister. e

“Doris?” exclmmed Frank. “But she's
at home. You can’t have seen hor. And
she wouldn’t ‘have told you anything if
you had. She couldn’t stand you at any
price t”

“ At home, is she? Then it's a rummy
thing 1 should have seen her in W -
—your mother, i
Better ask your maj

green eyes fairly

5 ,%lé‘i‘j it E; ;

knows. Dunno why g ing it from -
you. But he‘:]_wa,yrs was 8ly. !;ilu's ey

uj

those cleay, t eyes, keen z
for -all their innocence,

he’s got p his sleeve. “
“You fat swebpi Ernie's worth ten
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thousand of you, and if—— But it can’t
be true—it cin’t 1> 5 ‘
And, for| g ail about Wally & Co.

Frank rashed off to find his major an
geek assuyance from hint

Trimble gave a seif
The fai junior did not Ll
and he was not at all sor
they were in tronble. .

He had really scen Doris and her
wother in Wayland, and that had enabled
him to piece out certain rvather discon-
neeted scraps of information that had
veached him through the keyhole of
Study No. 9. Io was surprised at himself
now for ot having got cn to the whole
story at once,

He had not sooken to Mrs. Levison
sud the girl. He had not had the chance.

“Qh, mums, that horrid
“Idon't think
Let's go inte this shop

tisfied gruunt.
he Levisons,
to know ihat

there’s

Trimble!” Doris had said.
he's seen us.

and dodge lun
was not in Study No. 8,
w at a glance
ething.

demanded

3 the
Third-Formgr-

“Out  some
“VWhat is it, I
kid?”

“Can’t stop. to talk to you; 1 want
Ernie!” said %ruuk. :

And he was half-way down the passage
before Clive could reach the door.

Clive did not go after him.. It was not
for Clive to explein matters to Frank.

He sat down in the armchair and put
his head in his hands, thinking hard.

Thero came a tap at the door.

“Oh, came ini” called Clive, though
he bad no wish to see anyome at that
moment.

When - he saw that the visitor was
Baggy Trimble he made up his mind at

vhere,” answerc‘d Clive.
raunky? Anything wrong,

once that that was enough to see of him..

“Get out ! ha suapped.
* Really, Clive, I'm surprised that you
should treat me like this when.I’ve come
- to.do you a-goed turn I’ whined Baggy.
“Good turn bo hanged! You—"
5 “Pye got two. things to tell you, and
thew’)l hoth interest you, I know. You
mipﬁ listen, Clive!”?

“1 Buppose you're
terested?’ said Clive,
sareasm. g

“Eh? Oh, yes, of course, Clive! But
it ought to be worth something to me,
you know,” replied Trimble, with charac-
terstic inconsistency.

“ We'll see about that when you'vetold
it~ But as ] don’t propose to let you teH
it,-and as I'm only going to give you
three seconds to get outside—"

“Then yon don't want to know why

Jardew’s. been refusing to speak to you
chaps?" struck in Baggy desperatelys

wholly  disin-
with * unusual

At that Clive’'s manner changed. Ho.

looked hard at the fat fellow, and arrived
at the canclusion that he might not be
Iying us grossly as‘ushal, *

“What do you know about that?” ho
EN4] 8 .
"Kﬂ about it!” replied Trimble, with
swelling pride that was. cortainly not
justified, seeing how he had come Ey hia
knowledge. -

4<Fell me in. six words, and I'll sec
whether I can believe you !”

+But ¥ ean’t. tell you— Yoocop!
Leggo my ear, Clivel? ol
“In six words, :you. fat.worm "

“Y qn’t! Tain’t reasonable!
then; it was a bet P’

Well,

A bet? That was just like Racke and
Crocke! They had taken advantage of

the tent of having given aid to
Cardew to lure him into a bet that for
some stated period of time hLe weuld
speak- to neither of his chums.  And
when they had persuaded Gussy to butt
in they were trying to do Cardew down,
i in: to speak.

d have taken it more coolly
at another time. But, worried as he was,
he saw wed for the moment. e bad no
donbt that spite as well as greed was
behind this plot. Those {wo sweeps
meant to break up the bretherhood of
ihree that had stoad so many trials!

They should pay for it, hang them!
And they should pay now! Clive would
not wait for cither Levison or Cardew,

“Here, hold hard, Clive!” puffed
Baggy. “‘I've got samething more to teil
you. Don't rush eff like that, Clive, you
chump! Besides, it’s worth something,
surely? You said so yourself, you know!”

“Get out of my way!” snapped Clive,
thrusting the fat fellow roughly aside.

But Trimble grabbed at him and
stopped Lim.

Clive swung voynd, his face angrier
than Baggy had ever « it before, and

ave Baggy such a push as sent him reel-
ing out of the study and on to his back
upon the linolsum,

“Yow! I didn’t think you'd be such
a brute as-that, Clive!” burbled Baggy.

The South African junior made straight
for the study of Racke and Crooke.

Ile did not tap at the door. He burst
in upon them, his face aming, his cyes
full of wrath.

“What do you mean by buttin’ in here
like that, Clive?” snarled Crooke.

“Put your fists up, you cads!” shouted
Clive.

They put their fists up. Somehow, both
knew that their plot was found out. They
were two to one, and, though Clive was
a far better fighting-man than either of
them, they had no doubt-that together
they would be too much for him,

But he punched with such vim and
power that they were soon in retreat.

1

Stamp, stamp, stamp!

Round the study the anggr Fourih-
Tormer tought the two bl sheep of
the Shell, they giving ground all the
time, he pressing upon them, punching
fiercely.

Racke canght
furiously at U
TFormer dodge
the table, Clive’:
Creoke's face, and
under the chin.

Both went down, and Clive was staid-
ing over them. panting and veugelul,
when there came a rush of feet zlong
e pas aud the Terrible Three, with

a chair_and uek
head, he 1
chair smashed opon
right smashed into
his left ‘took Racke

tip
s

Talbot, Noble, Dane, Glyn, and two or
three mo: wll fellows poured into the
study.

“Ay hat! Have you slanghtered them
both, Clive:™ inguired Tom Merry.

Racke and Crooke sat up, and showed
that they were not dead.

- “Two to ope!” remarked Lowiher
“That’s not fair, on general principle:
But in this partieular instance it ve
doesn't look as if the one needed aid «
syecour.  You've finished, 1 suppose,
Clive®”

“Not much, I
SBouth African j
get up, and Il

ain ™

But Ratke and Crooke did not appear
to regard that invitation as attraetive.

en't!” velorted the
. “Let the sweens
knock them down

“What's it all sbout?’  asked
Kangaroo. v
“That's more thap we Jnow:!"”

snarled Crooke. ““Clive burst in here,
an' simply went for us like a madman,
without rhyme ar reason .

“Reason enough!” sported Clive. .
“They know what it was for, you
fellows! Botting’s not much of a game,
anyway, but it’s a beastly low .game
when—— Oh, hang it all, Tm net going
to explain!  They can’t pretend they
dou't know now, ilythcy éitﬁ’t before.”

Racke and Crooke did know now. Pri-
haps they had guessed before. But ihe
rest were in the dark still,

“If Clive declines to give reason, I'il

Bnggg bad actually plished ‘the
impossible with two words less then -he
had been allowed. But for what Blake
had eaid to Clive, however, a good deal
more might have been necessary.

But_ Bidney Clive, though he was
detoctive, could put two and two together
prptty woll. -

no |

Shell. .
thern, punching fiercely.

Round the study the angry Fourth-Former fought the two black sheap of the. -
They wére giving ground all the time,
Racie caught up a chair to strike at Ofive’s head,

(See this page.) = &

and he was . presaing upon
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i2
oblige with rhyme,” gibed Lowther.
* How will this do?:
44 Clive rushed in and made at Racke,
Smote him to ground with 4 mighty
thwack ;
Turned his attention next to Crooke,
And put him dewn with s hefty hook.
The why or the wherefore we may
not guess,
Dut we're plessed about it, we all
confess.
When next, dear boy,

on the warpath

you :
Pook seats in the foremost

TOoW

* Ha, ba, ha!”
Trervone but the three combatants
roared at Lowther's imprompiu. Even
Clive smiled. But Racke and Crooke did
not think 1t fuany at all.
% *Come out of it, old chap!™

24}
us_for
1o

said Tom.
Come out

They don’t need any mare.
and cool oft !
And Clive went.
CHAPTER 8.
Cardew Plays the Trump Ace!
RANK LEVISON looked in-vain
F for his major. When his search
took him to the bike-shed, nnd he
found that Ernest’s machine was
nob there, he jumped to the conclusion
that his brother had gone to Warland.
He ran out his own bike, and pedalled
hiz hardest along the road to the moor.
A]mnd of him he sighted Cardew,
alone, and riding slowly.
Even as he spotted the Fourth-Former
Cardew circled in the road and came
towards him, but without seeing him as

Then, in rear of Cardew, there sounded
tio thunder of hoofs, and a big black
horse with an emply trap swaying
Behind him cams learing down upon
them.
O, *yvelled
Frank,

Cardew swerved aside, and as he did
35 he saw the fag sidestip and come
crashing down,

The runaway horse was within ten
rards of him, and Cardew’s heart stood
for the space of a second as he per-
ceived that Fraok, with the machine
iz him down, had no chance of get-
up in time,
or o second only !

rosa to the

Took out, Cardew!”

Then that beld
need, and Cardew

heart
usted.

COMING SOON!

) In the
“BOYS HERAL
*THE LURE OF GOLD,”

the amazing and true story of a hunt
for ga!d by a party of adventurers in
ew Guinea,

This  wonderful story is a personal
narrative written by one of the party,
and it is illustrated by his own diagrams.

Never before has such an interesting
and_thrilling story been published in any

boy's paper. You must ‘not miss it
Get a copy of the *“Boys’ Herald
this week.

«THE LURE OF GOLD®.wil spp-eir
, only in the ¢ BOYS' HERALD." - -
Tus Gxar LaBRapy.—~No, 682,

He swung in towards the horse, and
struck him hard across the nostrils,. Then
he clutched the reins, half in his saddle,
half out, spurned his bike from him.
hung on desperately, and threw all his
weight into the effort to swerve the
maddened horse clear of Frank.

It was touch and go! bly the
horse himself might have avoided the
prostrate voungster, for even a runaway
horse will seldom trample anyone. Bu
the wheels must have gone over him as
he lay.

With the swerve aside due to Cardew
the horse cleared boy and bike. But one
wheel of (he cart struck the machine, and
even as Cordew, relinguishing his hold,
dropped in n heap on the road, he saw
that Frank lay as if dead, and that there
was blood “on his face wheve broken

spokes of ihe bicyele-wheel had siruck
hm.
It waz with a that the

heavy jolt
Fourth-Former landed, am(lJ when he tried
to get up he found that he could not.
He crawled on lands and knees towards
Frank. and now his heart, bold for a¢tion,
was full of a terrible fear.

Down the road the ru
and began to crop the grass as if nothing
had happened.

Frank was not dead! Cardew’s hearl
leaped in exultation when he had assured
himself ol' that-

““ Hallo. there !

A voiee that was \n;me]v familiar
came to Cardew’s cavs as i from very far
away, and he looked up, to sce, as though
thmu(,h a haze, the le(i fave of Binks,

the Rylecombe butcher’s assistant.

“Did the runaway do that?’
Binks.

away halted,

asked

on his knees in the road by
Cardew's side now. But Caillew had not
seen him clamber down from the high
seat of hii cart, and found himself
wondering stupidiy how he had come
there.

A nod was all the answer he could give.
is tongue refused to worl,

“1 do believe you're hurt worse'n he
i=, Mr. Cardew,” said Binks xiously.
I sawwsomethin' of what happ i—saw
you go [gr the ’ess, an’ thought yvou must
be mad, ?ur I couldn’t gee this kid. Ay
word, you've pluck! Here, jest you let
me get him w mto my cart; I can handle
him alone, T'll help you up!™

And Binks lsftorl Trank with gentle
cave. Evervthing was hazy to Cardew;
‘afterwards he could not be suve ('hal
Binks had not lifted him bodily also.
know unothing more with any cert:
until the cart was pulled up outside, the
hm:ap of Dr. Tay ]or, at Rylcombe.

“Better'n takin' you straight to the
school,” said Binks.

And now on a sudden Carvdew’s eyes
cleared. nnd kis brain grew aclive, and
into it (here flashed a great schom

“Help me dawn, Binks, an’ across to
the post-office,” he said, as the liitle
doctor bent over Frank. “I'vea wire or
two to send.”

*You better let the doctor—"

“If you won't do as I tell you, T'm
dashed if I'll let the doctor touch me or
look at me!” snapped Cardew.

Then Binks did as he was {old.

Cardew’s hand shook so badly that he
could hardly write those two wires-—one
to Frank's father, one to his mother,
And Binks had t6 hold him up while he
wrolbe.

Frank was the very apple of his father’s
eye—Cardew knew that. - Mr. Levison
would take the first train for Rylcombe
after getting that wire, he was sure. But
his wife and daughter would be there
before him, And it was Hardly in human
nature that fathef and mother should
meet” at the bedside of * that - beloyed
youngster and not make up theiv quarrel.

There is a Long Complete School Story Every Week in the “ Boys’ Herald.”

Perhaps it was characteristic of Cardew
that he should not wait to hear jusk
how much or how little Frank was hurt.
But he had seen the little chap lying Iike
one dead. with blood on his face; and
he himsl‘]f after his second spill within
Ioﬂ\mght hours, was in no case to
ponder the question overmuch. He had
‘to act at once, for he knew that if he
\\]f:tcd he might not be able to act at
all.

“I rvavhor fancy this is the ace of
trumps!” he muttered, as he put down
the two telegraph fonns and some silver
on the counter.

“Eh? What's that?” said Binks,

But Cavdew could not answer. ~Tf
Bivks had not heen quick he would have
fallen to the floor. ~ Binks caught him,
nnl Binks and the posimaster’s son

ed him across to Dr. Taylor.

Hnlf an  hour later ank “badly
shaken, but mm;uuus. was driven by
Binks to 8t. Jim's. But Dr, Taylor in-
sisted upon keeping Cardew. .

“The voungster must go 1o® bed at
once, and I will come over to see him
again within an hour, you may tell
them,” he said to Binks. * But I musi
keep this boy here. He has suffercd
| worse than le Levison, and to move
him  now ht  have eerious conse-
quences.”

Ernest Levison and Clive were at the
gates when Binks dreve up with pale-
faced Frank and the badly-damaged
Clive had fold his chum fhat Frank, ¢
dently badly upset, was searching for
him, and they had learned from Taggles
that the fag had gone out on his bi
thongh the porter could not- tell him
w lmh way he had gone.

Dnn! yon wotry; he's worth a lot
of dead 'uns yet,” caid Binks cheerfully.
“ He ain't hurt not nenr so bad as Mr.
Cardew.”

“C‘nule\\‘? What had heé to do with
it?"" demanded Levison.

“Saved your little brother’s hf‘s——thrt’
all.” answered Binks.

“Where iz he? very badly
th’ * gasped Clive,

At the doctor’s. Yes, T should sy
he's a goodish hit hurt.  But he won’t
die—not. hlm' loc much plu;k for that,
vou bet!”

“Don’t wire to mnthcl, Ermie. T'm all
right; shall be scon, anyway,” said
Frank.

“She couldn’t get here to-night,” re-
plied Tevison major.. “I shall have to
wire for her, Franky, I guess, but you
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Eknow.

“Oh, yes, she can! Tisn’t far from
Wiyland, and Baggy told me sho .was
,iﬁl"'mro, = You might have told me,

e !
At Wayland?
Lid? Here, help me with him, Binks—
help me, Clive—he’s Fainting!”

’ﬁm carried Frank to the sanatoxium,
and - there Nurso Marie took charze of
him. Within an hour, Dr. Tayler drove
up to the gates. But he would ngt bear
of cither Levison or Clive seeing Cardew
that night.

“Nor to-morrow, cither.” he said,
“No; I should not say that he is in actual
Aanger, provided that he is kept quiet
for u couple of days or so. But_he
posifively must not be moved, and” he
nust ot be excited:  Don’t argue with
me, Levison—it's no use !

Alra. Lovison and Doris arrived before
prep was over. It was past eleven when
Frank's father came, diiving over from
Wayland Junciion,  Clive  had  been
paciked off to bed before that, but Levison
major had been allowed to stay up.

Ternest Levison drew back when bis
father took his wife in his arms and
wpoke brokenly to her of bhis penitence.

What do you mean,

Dovis and Frank might forgive the pater.
He never wonld, never in this world!

* Where's Kinest?” asked Mr. Levison.

Doris clutched her brother by the arm,
and he saw that her eyes were streaming
with tears. Her mother, down on her
knecs by Frank now, was crying softly.
Frank, too—why did the silly kid want
to go and blub?  Thar did more than
anything else to keep Ernest.from feel-
ing as hard as he wanted to feel. There
«was one thing certain—they wouldn’t
catch him erying !

His eyes were dry as he looked up into
his father's face—forced to look, becanse
Alr. Levison had put a hand on each of
his sheulders, and if he had not looked
up then his father might have thought
that he was going to forgive as casily as
‘the rest of them.

*And then he saw that his father’s cres
were wet—a thing he had never scen
before, had never thought to sce. And
suddenly—he hardly knew why—the
thought of his own “hardness to Cardew
and of all that Cardew ‘had done smote
him hard, and a great sob shook him, and
his father’s arms went round him.

Chrdew had won his bet. It was not
his fault that Dr. Taslor had detained
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rafused to lot Racke nnd
bard as they tried to
fiver went to the locsl

l[:im,‘ !m:lﬁ[m
‘rocke off pa; ing,
wriggle out. ¥FM

cottage hoepital —in  the names of
Aubrey Racke and George (rerald
Crooke, That was the real,” authentic

Cardew touch.
_ It waz like him, too, that Lie would not
listen to what Levison major wanted to

3 an's
thanks ed, bub
let Frar Cardesw

was back at 8t. Jim's—say what he likedy
and suffered himself to be hugged lay
Trank’s mother,

Mr, Levison's busincss affaivs tock a
decided turn for the better within a wesk
or twe, andsthore wus no more talk of
the brothers leaving St. Jim's. Ahs.
Levison and Daris went back home when
Frank was allowed to get out of bed.

Levisen major, Cardew, and Clive are

r as to one thing at least.
Each is quite certain that the other iwa
are ths best pals that any fellow could -
have!

THE EXD

(Another grond long story of the
chums of St. Jim’s next week, €n~

titled, ** Wildrakes Enocks at Hnox”
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An intereating articla dealing with some
of the former stories which have centred
around “ The
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Puzrte of St. Jim’s.”

accomplishments of this
nsention

Rome of the
felbew need speci '}
Tack to the story cntited ©Cardew of
the Fourth,” No, 475 of the Gy, Guesy
und Dighy went to meet him at the
statien, and bad not been with him many
Ihinutes before they discovered what he
Was like, He began to swapk, Hesaid exm-
phatically that he would not walk to the
~chool, and the ‘' ancient *ack ¥ he did
not plance at. No, he must have a
motor-cah ! This was in the middle of
ile war, Loo, mind you! Gussy told him
very plainly that a fellow who went to
St Jim’s in & -motor-car in war-time
would make a most pnfavourable impres-
sion. Cardew, certainly, was not desirous
of that; but e would go to the school
in a car, war or o War; and to further
his selfish purpose he put Gussy to the
trouble o? getting  some wounde
Yommies out of a hospital to disguise
iz motive. Then, under the pretenca of
wiving thew an outing, he accomplished
Lis object. Arriving at St Jim’s with
the . woun

‘herocs, I
“ qump ™ 4o tea, knowing
they could not be turned away, Mr
Railton recoguised-ono as an old pal of
his, -When things bad faicly got going,
Cardew surprised everybedy by pro-
dueing s eigarette-case from his pocket
and’ passing. jt round to the. soldiers.
Cinssy, in his innocence, thought Cardew
tad merely bought them out of thought-
fulness for the men from Flanders. But

just imagine his feelings, and everyh
vlse’s, when Candew, under Mr. Railton's
very; nose, took his case, extracted a
cigagbtte, and bighted up himself !
Japs the most suobbish thing he has
Jdowg at the school was descri in his
HECH story, “ A Purzle for St. Jim's.”
Tha.' puzzle,” of course, was Cardew:
and never was a_fellow more appro-
priately tormed, His was a nature mis.
'y In this story Cardew
t house-warniing—a huge

of al expense.. When he dis-
COVE that  Oiwen, -Lawrence, ~and
Redfern, were aniong_ tse guests chosen
by Levison, he most insultmgly told the
M_ trio what he thought of them.
It was guite unwarranted, for they had
dgnagnugmgwhawve_: to deserve ab. . -

whom Cardew

- most lavishly ‘arranged,

In the nexs. story, * Facing
Ausic,” the juniors of 8t Jim's a
had an exomple of his complex nature.
In the next v, No. 479, uvnder the
title  of s of Bounds,” the
school had a glimpse of Cardew's
obstinacy. hen, aiter this, came four

of the finest stories Mr. Martin Clifford
has ever written.
1 mentioned_elsewhers that it was

queer twrn of Fete that bronght Cardew.

to 8t. Jim’s. I will now explain whr. Ab
a certain mlleg‘o in the North, the name
of which was Wodehouse, a Sixth-Form
fellow, Edwin Horseley, commiited &
theft. Expuision through the crime was
inevitable, but, as it happened, Ral h
Raockness Cardew, then a junior at this
college, had discovered the money, and
was going to replace it, Horscley seized
on this like a drowning man at a straw,
and exacted a promise from Cardew not
to tell. Cardew was accused of the
theft, and, though it was a silly thing to
do, one can but speak well for ever of
Cardew’s word of honour—he remained
sitent. e lefi the school, and later
appeared at £i. Jim's.

As it happened, there had been at
Wodehouse a junior by the name of
Algernon Lacy—a fellow fairly wzood at
cricket, but a fearful swanlk. He had
naturally believed Cardew qnuite guilt;
of the orime for which he was expelled.
Cardew at St. Jim’s had told no_person
where he had previously been hefore his
arrival at the Sussex. college; but when
Algernon Lacy suddenly turned up es 2
new pupil for Rylcombe Graminur
School, he promptly let the cat ods of
the bag. ke, who was ever waiting
for an opportunity to harm Cardew,
spread the news far and wide.

The last storv—a very fne yarn—
described how Edward Horseley sinned
again at Wodehouse, and this time was
howled out with nobody to throw Lhe
blame on. Secing he was- booked,"”
his conscience moved him to an act. of
tardy justice, and ho told of Cardew’s
innocence. of previous crime.

_The headmaster of Wodehouse, Dr.
cy, immediately wrote to Lord Reck-
ness;~and also to imngelf. Now,

W
unhff:ki!.g for Cardew, Baggy Trimble,

B L T Bl B
ucli for oihew
ny ; postal-ordersy
to Cardew, :.r.é
what -it .was, and
he did =

cing
of COnEEqUEences,
defiver up the letter, with bis
Iying story. Thus was it that the story
of his previous expulsion at last reache
Dr. Holmes' ears. The unfortunzte
Cardew was standing jn tho Head's
stads, talkine throt the teleplione to
his grandiather, telling him of his home-
coming. ¢ course, old Lard Reckness,
who lLad bad Dr. Tracy’s letter two or
three days, apd was tmilin§ for Cardow
to write, simply gelled back to Cardew
to talk sense, A!{cr that the letter was
discovered, and Cardew came throuziz
witl: flging colours. , But he had had a
very trr time. The nsmes of these
four stories ere: * Lacy of the Grammar
School,” “Tho Finger of & 1
“Sticking it Out,” and,
Outcast’s Luck.”
Do rou remember him on
field, witli thet fine picture of him on
cover, entitied “Cardew’s
Catch After that we bave him in
those stirting Goorge Durrance staries
They ade a great impression on the
readers at the time, apd 1 think wo musk
have another story of Durrance scon.
Cardew wns genuinely sorty when e
swore in front of Levison minor. e
likes that loyai

kol

Scorh.
lastly, “The

the ericket-

s much as his brother
or study-mate, ve. Then we bad 3Me.
Mariin Clifford’s finest story of 1919 for
the (irar, called “ The Heart of a- Hero.*
In that yarn oY the good in Cardew was
uppermost, I

A final word about his abilitics. Asa
wrostler, ho is next to Jack Blake—and
at times his equal. This s in the whols
of the junior echool, mind you! As &
detective—weli, it's sufficient to say thae
Cardew is one of the most wide-awaks
fellows at Sk, Jim's. As a cricketer he is
very quick, and would not let his side
down upder ordinary circumstances, As
-a footballer he is quite nimble, and has »
fair spced. But gome i3 versy
stronuous, and thus has'little appeal for
him. At indoor pames and class work he
i e average when not-im<

£ Lrsnany.—No. 652



14
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JOHN SHARPE.

r In s Tight Corner ! ]

John Sharpe, tha great enalytical
detective, is engaged by Chicf Burnett,
of the Secret 3ervice of Chicago, to track
dopwn the band of orgauis eriminals
eporating under the guidance of Iren
Fland. Marna Black, one of the band of
rrooks, i3 captured. Burnell induces Anne
Crawford, a woman ageny of the Becret
servies, to assame Marua's identity and
get into the confidences of Iron Hand.
the i3 not known (o § e, .

The mountain dex, E s Nest, s
& Potadand, Iron’s Fland's Lisutenant.

Sharpe spoils many of the plans of tic
gang. Later he discovers that the gang
possess a submarine, and they piot to
blow up the Oriental mail ateamer.
harpe sends word for tho steamer not to
and communicates with a border
patrol to have a bombing acroplane
rerdy for instant use. The submarine is
destroyed,

Sharpo follows Iron Eand to Nest 2,
another-lair of the gang, and succeeds iu
gaining admittance to the ho after a
tight with a savage dog. Iron Iand is
varned of his presence, and Sharpe i3
roade a prisoscr. Anne agiives in time
to s: Sharpe eseaps.  Sharps follows
Jron Hand to the latter's hotel. Aune
goes there. [ron Hand prepares to
veceive Sharpe.  In the adjoining room,
r gros machine is arranged zo that a b
is to bo dro'p?ed over Shatpe’s head.

e serxses the plan, and adopts mea:
cumyvent it,
rpe is enveloped in the foids of the
s-bag. Tren Hand and othees secure
2 bag avound Sharpe. [uside the bag
arpe  adjusts a ask, and then
tends to grow. v r and weaker,
1 e apparenlly becomes lifeless. A

is brought in, uniecked, and
rpe i3 thrown .
fren Hand crders his mea to get a
and then dump the tcunk in tha
Anna wate With a
n iden she s onb £y tha hall,
Tron Haod from the rocm by a
ad thea returns aud un-
k. Sha is frighicned by a
? , and gees o her room.
po rised, freed of the gasbar, aad
1y subsiitutes some rugs ond logs
 the fireslaee, putting them in the
ks np the liffereace in
to the other room, sad
Anne hides him in the
1d as [roa Uand ceburns.  Elart.
others remove the tronk.
drives tresk past Captain
pi on their way to rescue
artmann warns Lron  Hand,
e des in o mobor, heading
Tha trank is dropped
cepes from. the cup-
They bead for

g

£

A

This wonderful story has also been filmed by
the popular VITAGRAPH Film Company, and
readers of the “GEM ** should make a point
of seeing the picture week by week at their

favourite cinemas.
v
YAANAANANAAANAANNANNANNANNS

Eagle's Nost, Hartmann seeing this, and

(Now

Lop®” announced
in the direction of
retreat, and try

warning the Nest of West's approach.
The band plans to meet thein.

Sharps and the troops run' info an
ll!m'lmscndo, and take refuge in a small
shack. -

vead ong)
IIE patrol were undoubtedly in a
distarice  away there was a
very tight corner. Somse little
wooden shack, nrobably the home
of n rancher.

is_ our only
Sharpe, as he poi

. U We nu
to hold that place.”

Captain  West ordered bis men to
follow out Sharpe's plan, and the whole
party rushed towards the shack; keeping
up & running fite as they retreated, in

order to prevent the motor-car gaug from
advancing.

When they entered, they were pleased
to sea that the ace was substantially
bu stout logs

tout loga.

While some of the troopers kept up a
steady fre through the windows of the
hut, other members busied themseltes by
barricading the doors and windows in an
effort to withstand the siege.

By this time Potsdam’s gang had
arrived on the scene, and they did not

hesitate to commeance a hot fire directed
i the shack. They advanced

, endsavouring to stick to the
C of the trees and undergrowth.
They were soon joined by Iron Hand's

Anne Crawford, who was also in
had necesarily but very re-
ntly to play her part in the atiack.

v & fa minutes there was a lull in

g, and the occupants of the, shack
saw that Iron Hand aud Potsdam were
confarring. Presently Potsdam, who was
evidently outlining a schieme to the chiaf,
pointed’ towards the hill at the back of
oden building. Iron Hand nodded
and smikad.

Potsdam then hurried off towards ihe
horsa which had beesa carvying the boxes
of gunpowder, and while scme of the
d firing, others went off in

Their intention soon
became apparent to Sharpe and West—
tb? were going to encircle the shack.

otsdam, assisted by ancther man, un-
[oaded tha korae and cornmenced tercarry
the hoavy hoxes of powder towards the
rear of thes house. The troopers were
effectually Eng the gang at bay with
theitr crack sheoting, but they were not
preparad for this other move. The sig-
oifican¢e of  thosa heavy boxes cameg
to them. Tha cowardly gang intended
to blow the shack to smitherecns.

Patsdam and his assistant were now
well ko the rear of the building, and the
second in command edged as near to the
building as he pozsibly eould without en-
dzngering himself too much. Then, ho
took & lasso from hiz bett, and, with un-

forea.

IRON HAND.

erring aim, sent it spinning towards the
shack.

The loop settled on the chimney, and
Potsdam_pulled it tight. The other man
had fixed a strong wire loop around the
powder-box, and Potsdam pushed the
free_end of the lasso lhrong{\ the loop.
and then tied the rope to a tree. It was
indeed a woell-thought-out scheme.

Their next mova was to affix a fuse fo
the box, and when this was lit, they in-
tended to let the vder slide down the
rope towards the chimney.

Having completed his busii
dam walked back again in a
to where Iron Hand was standing.
whispered a few hasty words to the chief.
and Iron Hand immediately ordered his
men to stop firing. The occupants of the
hut were sombwhat surprised at this, but
they were even more astonished when
Iron Hand produced a small white flag
and waved it so that they could not fail
to sea it. .

Although they suspected that there was
some treachery ahead, West ordered the
patrol to ceasa firing, at the same time
warning them to keep their guns loaded
in readiness for instant use.

Sharpe and West then unbarricaded the
door, stepped outside, and looked lowards
Iron Hand, to see what he required. The
leader signalled that he wanted someone
to walk a short distance away from the
house in order o speak to him alone. 5

Sharpe indicated that he understood
Iron Hand's motions, and proceeded io
carry out his request; but Captain West
was not going te let his friend run into
danger alone, and he waited by the door
wiih his gun leveiled ready to rush for
ward at the slighlest sign of treachery
upoun the part of lron Hand.

" Anne Crawford’s Trick,

RON HAND raised his hand to his
mouih, and bellowed out’al the top
of his voice: s

“We'll light the fuse of this
powder-box, and blow the whole gang of
you to smithereens.unless yau surrender

at once! If you do-your lives will b
spared.” Then, as an nftert-houghfg'im
“Thank = Heaven B

added :
Sharpe and——"" . i
Up to now Sharpe had been partiy
hiddep from the view of the leader -of
the criminal gang; but when he emerged
thers was a broad smile on his face. =
“8o you have me—eh?" he shouted
back defiantly, stil® keeping out of re-
volver range. “That's news to me!"ds -
It was then that Iron Hand retognised
the form and voice of the man he loathed
so much. His face registered a look-of
amazement and rage, and-he felt that if
he could get -at’ thie young detective he.
would have tern him fo shyeds. "e
Anne was an interested spectator-‘of

we've “got




» will share our fate.

Another

the scene. She wanted so much to help
Sharpe, put did not know in ths least
what to -do. Then an idea suddenly
entered her head. She glanced down at
the steep incline, and then shot a quick
glance at Tron Hand, the man whom she
was supposed to-be assisting. He was
not looking her way. - Anne gave
startled shrielr, and raised her arms in
preiended alarn’ at the sight of sharpe.

The nest minute she missed her fool-
ing; and clutched franiically at Iron
Hand, under the prefence of - merely
trying to save hersell. It was a dan-
geérous thing which she had determined
apon, but the plucky givl had no thought
for her own safety when there was an
opportunity of assisting Sharpe. She
screamed again in horror, and Tron
Hand, seeing that danger was threnten-
fng him, cluiched at a near-by tree in an
effort to save himself from falling down
tkia steep incline,

Tt was too lale, however, for Anne lo
récover, and she staried to roll swiftly
detvn the descent. Her object was to
diag Tron Hand with her, so that he
would iher. he within easy dislance of
the shack at the bottom, and John
Sharpe could easily make him prisoner.

At length the girl reached the botfom
of the descent, and although she wa:
thoroughly shaken up she fortunately
escaped without serious injury. She was
considerably dazed from her fall. and

Wesl made a concerted dive

Sharpe an
towards the plucky girl.
Sharpe was quick to see the advantage
i d come his way, for he believed
thing was an aceident, and he
dered that Anne Crawford voas
an enemy and nos @ friend of his.
2 back at Iron Hand, the de-
tective saud: .
“Now, il you Hlow us up, you involve
also your ruspvct?,d Jady friend. She

Sharpe then passed Anne to the ‘caro
of Captain West, who took her into the
shack; and closed the door.

Iron Hand and the rvest of the gang
also helieved tliat {he fall was accidenta!,
and the leader was terribly enraged over
the suddenness of the incident. It indeed
gave Sharpe an advantage, and made Jiis
own dastavdly plan more diffienlt.

He turned to his partner Potsdam, and
said:*

-1 suppose we'll have fo sl

arve them
We cannol afford to blow up

out now.
Marna Black, too. She is of great use
to us!”

Potsdam, however, was jealous of the
high esteem in-which his-leader held the
girl, and he never did think so highly
of her as his master.

“We've got Shaype now,” he growled,
in his usual surly manner, “and may
never get such another chance. He's
always slipping out of your grip when
sou think you have him safe. We dare
not take any more chances. Blow him
to bits ! And an’ugly, vindictiva look-
passed over his counteénance. 4
Iron Hand, who wwas wise in mast
hraiters, was very foolish where a-prett
irl was concerned, and he was still head-
ﬁf‘hwls in love with Aune Crawford.
B But the girl—" he muitersd. _
--This was more than Potsdam could
sland. " Ho was far fromn being ii a
septimentsl waod himself. i
. “Drat the wonan1” he cried. ““What's

_a-woman more ot less when our sufety

and success js at stake? Why irouble
about l.mr_?ni ‘Wo have Sharpe now at our
maercy. .never happen again.
Remember your }i.!n'm)\:cgl\ia mihe is in
sdanger if we let him ¢éscape our clutches.

“Marna Black has been useful to us in

- GuF perpose 1t

the past, but it does not malfer’ mow
what hgppens to her. She has gerved

3=

-paltrol.

Splendid Art Portrait Next Week.

Potsdam glanced around to see how
the other members of the gang were
taking the situation. And although they
were afraid, in the presence of Iron
Hand, to agree opehly with Potsdam, it
was obvions by their expressions tﬁey
were thinking his way.

They had, personally, no interest in
the girl whom they knew by the name of
Marna Black.

Iron Hand was very thonghtful. There

was a good deal of truth in what Pota-
dam  said.  Shorpe had _conlinually
evaded hird. and he would give anything
to gel level with this elever young detee-
iive.
At length he gave the neccssary order,
and with eyes full of gloating Potsdam
walled over to the fuse connected with
the box of powder, and set light to it
Then he released it, and it slid down
the rope until it reached the top of the
shack, and rested against ihe chimmey.
The lighted fuse was spluttering away,
and in a short time it would reach the
box of high-powered explosive.

As soon as Sharpe saw what had hep-
penedhe re-enteved the shack.

“They've dote it!” he announced to
Captain West a 2
Thei
The:;

don't seem {o car
your safety, do they?
of herror sed over the girl's
face. Bhe was concerned not so much
about her own safety, as that of the
band of gallant men who stood aronid

lot

it
A look

her.

She would have given anything at that
momenl to have been able to renow
Tron Hand and his gang, and lo infa
Sharps and Captain® West that sh
not really conmected with them, but
was in hounour bound to keep her ivue

m n a ceeret. And as she had not

yet received Burnett’s per on, she

dare not reveal her true identity.
Presently one of ihe treopers, who was

locking throngh a windew, announced
loudl¥ that there was another white flag
being waved by ihe etemy.

Sharpe went lo the door and steod in
the open doorway.

“Iron Iland says yow've got thirty
seconds to make wp your mind whether
you will surrender or not.  What's your
answer?” shouted one of t}

The detective looked v
the decision of the othe
already wade up his own mind, but he
was not the sort of man to force the
others to remain in the doomed shack
unlesa théy were doing. so of their own
“accord.

But as he searched the faces, first of
Caplain West, and then the memb
the patrol, and lastly that of Anne (
ford, there was but one answer wr
on them. A determination to die raiher
than surrender to ihe foul band of
desperadoes !

The girl was becoming more and more
of a mystery to Sharpel :

On one occasion previously she had ren-
dered him a good service; and got hi
out of a very tight corner. And now,
although he offered her her freedom if
she chose, as a reward, she would not
aocepl. it. 3 ¥ N

“IL is very strange,” he reflocted,

John Shaype strode from the shack
once more, and looking in the direction
of the man who held"the white Aag. he
shouted back:

“Tell Tron Hand not
breath t”

The detective’ then. coolly entered
shack and closed the door.

Iron: Hand was filled with. vindictive
rage when he received this lact defisnt
mesgage. It huit him to think that he

could not inspire fear into these men,

to waste his

ilie

and make them tremble at his power. He
would. still, much rather bave John

! them wdtld

4]

S‘n:u?:a alive than dead, and as for Marna
Black he could ot help feeling mournlil
at_the thonght of her coming doom.

Tnside the shack, Captain West anl
John Sharpe were silent and tense,
realising “that it was only a question of,
seconds befora the whole party were
blown to bits. This, then, was to boe ths
end of the adventure which they all had
set out. upon with such high epirits !

The pang were also 'aware that {he
timo for the explosion bad almost
arrived, and, like frightened rabbiis, they
rushed as far away from tho shack as
they could, secking sheltge Lehind vocks
and irecs, while others Ey flat on the
gronnd, watching and waiting for the
explosion. -

Tron Hand and Potsdam had plavned
many devilish schemes in their time, it
to coolly burl over a dozen human bein,
to their desiruction was his greate
“friumph ™ of all. The fuse was now
but o foot away from the hox eontais
the powder, and the eyes of the
wore focused upon it.  Soon it w

all overl i ) 5
Tho party in the shack, alithough =il
and anxious, were brave in the face of

one
hat wneas
which the grear

coming death. Now and &

towayds the ca
explasion wou

Suddenly  th
ford, had a s
began to explain
“The party listened intently to what &
had to say, and alihough they had
much hopa of escaping their fate they
were atiracted by her enthusiasm.

e, Anne Craw-
iration, and she

and cagerly.

l The Explosion.
HERE was a resounding  crash,
aud a mass of debris and smoke
filled the air.

of the gang who h

standing were swept completely off tl
feet, und branches of trees |
vicinity were cracked like iitigs br
the forec of the cxplosion. Then, when
the air cleared a littl>, the gang saw thet
a pile of timber was blazing and smoking
where the shack had steod.

Iron Hand and Potsdam gazed at the
vesult of thieir handiwork. Potsdam wis
the first ta speak after the first effect of
ihe shock had worn off, and he meekly
pointed _out ta Iron Hand that i
irouble, as far as John Bharpe was cc
cerned, was complelely over.

There was a corinin loak of regret i
his eves as he gazed at the blazing and
smoking ruins, offd it was evident thet
he was thinking of Anne.

Potsdam jeered.

“There are plenty of oiher wome,
he muttered; “the i ipg is,
pul Sharpe out of business for good!

Although” the death of Anne was un-
doubtedly a biow to Iror Hand, he was
not the lype to worry himeelf over
the inevitable too much. |

“You're night,” he growled, at len,
“we must seatter, and meet in
Angeles.  Look for a code wmessage in
the personal column of the *Mar
News ' on Friday, I've a big thing in
view.” . 2

Tron Hand proceeded townyds the p
way, and al varying distances
obedient members of the gang foll
their leader. But the leader's jud
whs once again too hasty.

As_Anne outlined her scheme to 1l
men in the ehack, John Bbaxpe and Caop-
tain Wesl were quick to act, ko w
by experience that a hunier’s shack

o

in the flcor where the fur-irappers hid
iheir valusble prizes uniil- they tod -
k) 682,
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collected a sufficient number to send to
headquarters.

Her brain had not been idle during
the brief time she had been in the shack,
and her guick pawers of observation re-
vealed the fact that there was a trap-
door leading {o a seeret stareroom in
011:] corner of 3 e 5001'{““ et Tuneiils

harpe _and  Captain est  hastily

' pushed aside some ]i:o‘(e@ and soon the

tmpclom' was. dizclosed. ~ One of the

troopers, using his rifle as z lever, forced

it open, and Captain West immediately

dropped througl the opening in order to
prepare the way.

Sharpe insisted that Anne should follow
next. There was no tmme to be wasted,
and although she was brave cnough to
wait until the last, she did not waste the
E‘leumus maments argumg. When she
rad descended to the room heneath, the
troopers followed one by ene in the order
i which they were mndmg. a.nd Sharpe
very gallantly remained tifl la;

1t was a_wonderful stroke of JucL that
the shack should have possessed this extra
room, and, as it ie a wel-known fact that

‘an ex;ﬂus‘mn expends most of its foree
pwards, there was a very good chance
of them escaping with nothing more
sarious than a severe she

- To desciibe the place !:r.!ow the floor
of the ehack as o room is a gencrous
deacription; it was really nothing more
ihan a shaft dug out of earth, with its
s:des supported by timberes,

Sharpe instructed these in [ront to
proceed along the tunmel, which <loped
g‘aduﬂl}_y downwards, and they hﬂrlv‘]]ed

along, expecting to hear the full force
of the explosion at amy sovand.  They
had not long to wsit, ~Phe terrific roar
seemed to thom to shake the earth for
niiles around.

Then suddenly a great macs of debris
foli through the reof ef the tuunel

rrowly missing those in the vear of
this strdnge procesdon. The tunnel was
filled ‘with horrible, choking smoke an
dust, and the heat from the buruing
wreck waa intense.

Those in_frout had new d ihe
entrance of tho showvt Lulmni e they
d to keep well within in order to
; (;]-) Tieing seen by the gang, for thoy
1

no idea where i3 members were
just then
* Now tl'm.t all Janger was over, Sharpe
tarned towards Anwme, fecling veory
grateful towards her for having saved
(hﬁm yet he was (distmetly puzzled

“YWE owe our hves to you,” he said,
“_:m ?eucmyw:w of that viciaus gang!

i)

It was on the tip of the gitl's tongue to

confess  that e was roally a Secrot
Bervice . agent; she felk the spoll of
Shavpe’s presence, and had an even

greater admiration for him than ever
Lefore.

It was with great reluctance that she
determined to adhere te ber instructions
from  PBurnett, and she replied with
forced indifieronco:

1 conldn’t bear to see you brave men
;E“x;lrdered without a chanee; I liles a fair

ght!

“In spito of his' belief in her villainy,
Shorpe felt that there was something
very likeable im the character of -this
preity girl. Then he out of tha
entrance of. the tunmel,” W order to in-
vestigate. ?‘Jsﬁng to tho man nearest

te him,
“ Wntch the girl, and keep under cover

wntil you hesr from ma. = This will be
the signal”

The detective Lis revolver,
and explained Lhat he would ﬁm two

many .occasions previously, he com-
mented to climb’ u? the almost perpen-
d:rulm side of the clif

was difficult and dangerous work;
on mo-'e than oga gecasion he al lost
his footing and Dalance, but finally he
reached the top and peered over in the
direction of the trail along which Iron
Hand and his gang would have to
proce

There was 1o one in <ight, o he made
his way to the trail along the side of the
cliff, and once more scannad the sur-
reunding district.  He still caught no
glimpse of Iron Hand or his villainous
crew,

The detective's gazo next wandered
towards the still burning shack, and he
could not help siling when he contom-
plated the emoking yuins, for he knew
full well that Iron Hand had depatted
from the scene firmly believing that his
ashes, together with those of Captain
West and the troopers, were resting in
that terrible spot.

Sharpe next turned his attention
towards the edge of the cliff again, and
he looked down at the country below
him. There was evidently something of
great interest to him there, for he pro-

uced his strong field-glasses and levelled
them on the scene,

In the distance he saw a band of horse-
men and o motor-car.  The detective
judged them to be the members of the
garg. They had evidently fixed up the
eagine of the car again, and also sought
out their horses which they had tethered
some disiance away from the scene of
the recent gun-battle, which culminated
in the blowing up of the shaclk.

The party had reached the cross-roads,
and the motor-car headed down one road
while the horsemen split up into various
small groups, taking different routes,
ulthong1 their general diection appeared

to be for the south.

Their plan eoon became apparent to
John Sharpe, who liad had sufficient
experience of them by now to know
~mnelhmg of their ways.

Smttenng and heading south!"” he
muttered. ‘That means Los Angeles,
of course,

He looked around, as thongh in doubt
of his next move, and, temembering that
ther also had theiy own horses, he made
off towards them, As Iron Hand had
Lelieved that their party had been ex-
terminated, there would have been no
sense_or point in him brutally slanghter-
ing the mals, and they no doubt
remained where the troops had left them.
His surmise proved correct.

He walked towards one of the animals,
and secured the from the saddle.
His next move wns to fire two shois
into the air, as he had arranged to do,
thus signalling the “all clear,” and then
tying one eng of the laviat to the tree,
he dropped the other end over the cliff
and rapidly made his descent.

1

Captain West was waiting eagerly for
his veturn, and when Sharpe gained the
tunnel  entrance and explamed the

position to West, he once more made h
to the top of the cliff. The (.apbaln
fnifowed and then the men at the
tunnel entrance tied the lariat securely
]f;n Anne's waist, and they speedily pulled
er up.

It was not the most comfortable of
journeys for her, and she several times
got bumped against the cliff. When <he
teached the top, Sharpe untied the lariat
and threw ihe end down to.the men

w.

Each man; in turn, by the aid of the

Tope, m'[(':m::hs way. up to the top of the

shots from it if aB was well. -| chiff. m they all went orer to the
tﬂ:lng J'us lifo in his hends, as Lo ha& horses. rpe counted t up,

of jusiice on so
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“Hballo!’™ he remarked. One of
has gwne! Captain Wext Fou take lhe

Next Week’s “* Gem " Will be Betier than Ever!

aguad down the tm1! ﬁm lndg and I will
use the remaining horse,”

When  they ﬁud departed, %nr i
assistéd Anne into the saddle, then ke
looked curiously at her and emd‘ ]

“I'm afraid 1 cdn't undemstand yot at
all, Migs—"

Aune was enjoying the situation.

“'Can any man understand a woman if
sho does not wish him.to?” gho ask

ia poser was too much for the clever
detective; he shrugged his shoulders,
and felt a little annoyed at her manpe
Theén he remerbered that she \w; an’
enelt]'ny and that he must treat her as
suc

While this little scene had been oing
on, the motor-car containing Iron Han
and Potsdam had arvived ot the ranch-
house, n -Euglos\a.w? They stopped,
a the rancher's wife, who, of course,
was gh accomplice of the gang, came out
to sce what was wanted.

She recognised the criminal chief at
once,

Iron, Hand had not much time to
?nre, and did not get oub of the car.

[le yelled a brief order to the weian,
then instructed the man who was acl.mg
as | chauffeur to drive on quickly
again.

The bad-tempered old woman was all
smiles” when talking to the chicf, but
when he had gone she went in and
slammed the door.

An hour or so later Captain West and
his troops also arrived at the ranch-
house, where they dismounted.

he rancher’s wife did not expect’ any
more visitors, and as she came out, “of
the house she glared at thom somewhat
angrily. Whon she saw the soldiers she
paled.  Scan harpe and Anne al:o
Joined the party,

Sharpe instructed the girl to remain
where she was, then he alighted and .
joined the group. Turning to the
nmhm s wife he q\lMtiﬂned her closely.

ivervbody’s left,” ehe mp‘icd in
answer to his query. “ Fve -hus-
band; and 1 m glad of it, “31 a!{ these
goings on.”

It was evident she had -not seb got -
over being aroused from her sleep when
Potsdamn Lrst broke fhe news to her of
the expected arrival of Iron Hand, and,
she was far from being good-tempered.
The troops Iaughed at ber answer, theu
S..u!.pe spoke apain,

We are sorry. to cause you any in-
cmno'ucnw," he remarked, w:th studied
politeness, “buat we are going fo leave
a couple of men here just to sce that
no harm comes to \ou Your husband
might come back,

The woman loaked very_sour,

‘sha.lpa turned to Captain West.

ill you instruct two of your men
to stay,” he said.

“Somoe of the ranchers in_ the back:"
ground were' good-humouredly joking
and laughing together at the prospect
before them.

“To think of anybody having fo hang
around with that woman,” ‘said one of
them. “It's a tuugh putiook fur son-cu

Tﬁa sour-t FOOTRN

the remark, and gave them a freeking

The ‘other troopers pretended to
be very ym uu towards the. two
mldnwz who been selectsd for such
an honour, and they were having.. .«
good laugh over the nﬁm -ak
expense,

Tho wnfortunata womun was gelting
more cross at every moment, aml sha
looked very vindictive. She sized -
up, and then very coolly remarked

“T may not be able to do much wi
my old man, but T guess I'm cqual fo
‘these two gents.” -

(Coatlmued on page 19
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‘bike came after me.

- Newschas leaked, out

-Don’t Miss Next Week’s “ Gem."”

Dear Mr. 2
niany things I have to talk abont this

sy Lditor,—There are o

that I scarcely know where lo
begin. . 1 have had a week in the
country, down in Burrey, where my uncle
has bought a farm. It is great fun. I
like a farm. There is always so umch
going on, If you had seen me mounted
on a bull you would have said—— Buv
1 hardly Like to think what you wonld
have said. Anyhow, I was there. The
bull was suppgsed to have a nasty,
treacherous tener, Tom, the boy—he
is fat, but not so.fat as Baggy vimble
~svas afraid of Messidor (that’s the bull’s
name, given it by the vicar's daughter,
Miss Lake), and when it trotted ont into
the lane at the end of the village he
stood and looked as it.  He called it
to come back. The bull was hard of
hearing. 1t had been kept shut up in
a muddy field for a long time, and it
naturally wanted to see something of the
world. You would yourself. Two little
Liddies: coming along, with a Joaf of
bréad in a bnsket. van for their lives,
The bull nover stirred. It stood there
wagging its head to and fro like ihe
pendulum of a clock, .

en @ motor-car came ‘honking™
down the road. Messidor hates motors.
Tt frisked to the side of the road, glared
at the car, then charged. Just then T
biked up. The bull missed the car, but
it did not miss me, I was knocked into
@ ditch amidst a Jot of hemlock. The
I scrambled up,
and there was Messidor gazing at me,
while the whole village seeraed to have
iurned out,

T heard folks shouling that ihe bull
was mad and ought io be shot. I knew
it wasn't mad. When 1 stroked its face
and said it need hot have smashed my
bike, it aclually smiled. But a furious

week

farmer tare up with a pitchfork, and the
bull gave o jump, for it declined to be
tickled with a piichfork.

Well, I determined to show them sl
it was not mad, so I seized the buil's
horns and scrambled on to its back. 1
haye ridden bulls before, out in Aus-
tralia. Tha farmer yell at me. He
said I -would be kLilled. 1 was not so
sure he might not be right when the
animal swung round and set off at a
canter towards the church. Everybody
halloged. That made the quadruped
excited. Siill, 1 hung on, and managed
to laygh; and windows were thrown up,
and some of the iuhabitants cheered,
while othera said it was jusi like that
mad girl Joy from Ausiralia.

But I got to like it after a bit, though
a bull is jumpy and Dumpy, so far as
thai goes. It would have made a splen-
did picture fop the eover of the:GEN—
with Gussy oh the bull, and his best
clothes being spoiled. 1t didn’t hurt my
farming-deess a bit.  TL scemed to me
the bull was a sort of tossing brown sea
in froue of me. Tho church was going
up and down—or so it seemed. AMrs.
March's little siveetmeat-shop came to
meect me. I aciually saw the pink pear-
drops in the dianiond-framed window.
Then on we went, this way and that
T did hold on tight! T am sare the
St. Jim's fellows would have loved it;
and I expect Kit Wildvake would have
had a shot at taming it if he had heen
there. Then, after a bit, the bull got
tired of prancidg. He ambled guietly
up to the white gate of the vicarage
gardens. , There was Miss Take coming
out with ‘her bunch of club-tickets. Sho
stopped and patted Mess r, and said:
“What o Lrave girl you are, Joy!”
Brave! I am not brave. I mercly come
from Australia,

Farmer Standish, who has a fifty-acre
pocket-farm, as we should call it in the
South, asked me to take a job on his
farm. . Uncle would not let me. He said
I was in this country to be educated, not
to ride frantic bulls, g

Wb s .
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1 disiributed the Ges and the “Boys’
Herald ™ all over the village. They ave
all readers now. Aren’t I good?
Mr. Grant, the schoolmaster, quite a nive
man, with brown hair,"sars he would like
a very serious stery some ftime, withe
somebody acting like a hero. Heigh-ho!
1 am afraid there are not hall enougi
herocs about this world, Perhaps T
shocked them down at Medhurst; i
Surrey, but they were all sorry—or
so—when I left. They did enticise
though, for climbitig 1rees, and for cousr-
ing the Roek Hill—it is a mile long, and
lovely, but hardly auybody dare fice-
wheel it.

I have been back in London a weeis
I went to the cincmna last night, and
hoped to see Tom Merry turn up on the
film; but there was no sign of him,
theugh 8t. Jim's would make a perfect'y
serumptions pi vhy not have in
done, Mr. Editor? The film would travels -
round, and most likely it would reach
Ausiralia in time. They would dote on
it there. I have seen diggers with beards
gloat over school stories which reminded
them of the old days, before they wera
diggers and grew beards.  You would
like a chat with somhe of those men.
They seein to know eversthing, and there
is something pretty tender and sym-
pathetic in_the way they speak, thongh
they have lived out’in the wilds for years
and years. -

What I eannol understand about
don is the shortage of room, I travelled
by the Underground Railway the other
Puight. Theto were no seais, but o hoy
about the age of 1’Arcy gave me his,
The stalions were packed with folks, It
looked bonza. becaunse everybody was
~1 should hate to sce anyone

pery in that crowd—but it is a pit
there is not more space.  Of course, we
have, our erowds in Melbourne and
Sydney, and Brisbane is pretty tidy thas
way, but they are nowhere near London,
Yet if you take the train out of London
a few miles there is room eunough for
folks fo spread and breathe. Seems &
pity they could not be a bit more seat-
tered, doesn’t it?

There was a_concert in the school the
other night, and Mr. Grant gave that
reaming recil 1 aboat the *shut-up
eid ™ which tur into a table and
a mangle when wanted,  You rememb
it broke loose one night, and, as the key
had been lost, it went on turning from
a bed inio a mangle, then into a
all night long, so that nobody in
house could get a wink of sleep}

Yours,

JOY.
(Another chatty letler from Joy next
week.)

"0t -8

GREYFRIARS.
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_Arthur  Augustus. D'Axey has been
Heard lately to grumble at the shoriage
of change. We know of a good few
peopls -who would like to be subjected
to-dve same annoyance. 5

fias od o ll(: gn fact “‘I}:l
Al reyitad(_q, acl eep of the
Shelt, “has vimted._p!ha Green Man two

_wights “running.”  Have no fear, he'll
“walk? into it ere long. s

The kind and considerate Dr. Ierbert
Henry Locke has requested the various
masters under his chirge to put their
“feot ™' down- on sneaks, - This is un-
doubtedly one of the many “feats ” that
carry wel # e z

CHAT _ABGU'I“ ST. JIW'S AND

Herbert Skimpole is trying to impress
upon his ‘Form-fellows "that Socialifm
would be a «“boom.” to the country.
Some agree with him. Others seem lo
be wore of the opinion that it would
prove a ‘“hoon.”

ireal interest swrrounds the [forth-
coming coinet. solo_to be rendered by
Georgo Herries. It lhas often been
proved that o fellow who blows his own
trumpet has had to pay the piper!

Avthur Angustus D’Arey is well read,
we are informed. Yes; we have re-

atedly stated. that our readers know
im like a book.

e e

William Cuihbert Gunn is 8 peer foot-
baller, we are told. We were well avare
of the fact that he could not “shoou™
for toffce. 3

iam George Bunicr, of the “Roys”
Herald,” has again been caught
handed raiding his Form-fellows’
His one plea seems to be: “Leave me
a loan.”

Tt hes heen unanimously anmounced
that Lord Herbert Muuléverer swould
. make & fine actor for the films. Surely
one could hardly term any of the resuiis
as “moving ? pictures?  Mauly .is far
too slow! - i
X THE GEw LineARY.—No. 6EZ
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18 You Must Get Your ' Gem” Early Next Week!
EDITORIAL CHAT. l | "THAT AMAZING BOY GARDEW !
My Dear Chun\;,— g" A CHARACTER SKETCH BY ONE WHO KNOWS HKIiM.

Just lately ¢ mave received a very
targe number of ltetters from my readers
expressing the opinion that the ** Gem "
45 better now than it has ever been
pefore! ) mecd hardly.say hew pleased
1 am to receive such enthusiastic etters,
and 1 hope the ** Gem ™ will continue to
rank high in your esteern. This week
you fiave our special Cardew number, and
1 fcel confident that it will meet "with
your approval, Cardew is undoubtedly
ane of the most interesting characters at
-St. Jim’s, j he is, without a doubt,
-greatly mlsunder:tnnd by many of his
‘ghums, 1 am constantly recaiving letters
from readers full of quostions cencern-
§ng kim, and the special information
which | have published this week will no
doubt clear up a great many points—or
wiil Ralph Reckness still remain the
puzzle of St. Jim's? In any case, 1 am
sure that the splendid long complete
-story featuring him, will be appreciated
hy everyone. Our scries of special por-
traits, as 1 anticipated, have proved
immensely popular, and you will be glad
tp know that another wili be presented
in next week's number of your favourite
paper. The nexi issue of the ** Gem "’
will also contain another magnificent long
story of St. Jim's, entitled: ** Wildrake's
Knock at Knox.” It Is a most interest-
ing story, and 1 am sure it will create
something like a sensation. ** Wildrake's
Knock at Knox " shows how the re-
sourceful boy from the Wild West gets
his own back on the bullying prefect. It
will he advicable for all readers to order
the  Gem " to-day, if they desire fo read
the most enthralling story of St Jim's
which has ever been written.

YOUR EDITOR.

B0

&

Cardew is among the mosy fascinating
chavacters ab St. Jim's. I Was a queer
turn of Fate that bronght him to the
famons Sussex college some three and
a half years ago. Yot from the great
improession he has made, one would easily
conclude that he had been a resident at
3t. Jim’'s_ever since the stories com-
menced. Weo have siever had mention of
his mother or father, so we can_take
it that his old gmndfut,hun Lord Reck-
ness—from whom Cardew has derived his
second name—is-his immediate guardian.
George Durrance is  his  first-cousin,
Durrance’s mother having been related
to one of the parents of Cardew, He is
also distantly re’ated to the great Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. On_some occasions,
when Cardew’s actions did not meet with
the approval of the swell of St. Jim’s,
D'Arcy was very grateful that the
relationship was distant, in fact, he
more than once wished that the :elatlon
ship did not exist at all

ALWAYS THE UNEXPEGTED.

Some of the things Cardew does one
is just expeoting him to do; but ofttimes
the wey in which he does it is so
unlooked for, s original, so in keepirg
with his remarkable temperament, Ih-n!
one can do litte more than wonder
him, His Le\cr-emlmr vgriety, and ﬂxe
undecided, curious way which he has of
talking, form but one link a.n his com-
plex character,

For sheer auvdacity he has not, and
probably never will have, an equal.
Younger readers have written to say that
some of the things Cardew does simply
take all the breath out of their bodies.
I don’t wonder at it! Ue has taken

R Bl B Sl Bl et Seal St Rt B ]

ANSWERS TO READERS

nearly all the breath out of the St, Jim's

juniovs--ay, seniors and masters as welll
—before now!

A Q00D ALL—RO.UNDBH-

Siuce he has been at 8t, Jim's, Cardew
has proved to heaps of fellows that il he
wants to do a thing he can dg xt
When he first came to St. Jim's, o bi
stob and rotter could not have en
found. Some readers want him to go
.on the tiles—to go to the deepest depths
altogether; and I have actually letters
in. frout of me now, asking that he
should! A few--mighly fewl—have
written and suggested that Cerdew
should  reform  altogether —lo . stop
smoking, belng ridiculously lazy, snop-
bish, and cnddmhly |mpudent-aﬂ nf
which he can now be %ec
o moment’s notice. But I have reeouec-
tions! When FErnest Levison wes &

blade, these same readers wrote and
asked that he should be allowed to
reform. He did, completely, and these
same readers did not approve of the idea
at all, and immediately wrote and asked
if his veformation could not be described
as 8 flash in the pan, and for Levison
to go back again, Butgthe coming of
Doris Levison sealed an® remote possi-
bility of that!

MUST BE KEPT AS HE IS.

Can you imagine Cardew reformed, or,.
at least, running on the same lines as
Tom Merry or Kidare? Wouldn't- it
be unmmwmrr' No sarcastic way of
talking, no gl e, no “slating ” and
“getting at ™ those whom he dms not
care for, no smokes, no dropping in for
an evening with Racke, and finishing up
by ﬁght.ng. or mucking wp the whole

crew, You can't imagine hum like that,
con youl

11l ™ (Boulevard).—I have ecer.
strutk someo wery enthusiastic
of the GEM in my time, but I
vou best all records. Poor old
dew! You seem fo be most pas-
e fellow having a stretch
1t is rather a dificult
However, we can all see that
reformed would be rather a wet
=0 T must see what can be done,
1 which yon mixed William 8.
“ arner Oland, with the St

ade ma chuckle, Thanks
be sure to write again.
Corrrwog ® (Dear Dirty Pom-

do zou t unk of our Happer,
usf @ reader, like youirself,
T think she will fll the
Ii A You needn’t
d about greasy Baggibua,
ifford never loses sight of
Yes, it was George Dur-
He was supposed to be a German,
v the name of Paut Laurenz, Gussy ¢
Have & look at last week's back cover.
Your writiig is quite all right, my chum,
aud you have my best wishes l'or a speedy
TOCOVELy.
“A Lovar Gexite” (Manchester).—

Blewry, Talbot, and Harry Noble
he thico best boxers in the Shell.

th Form. “Cussv am] the GHrl,”

Blake has the same honour in the |

and sunh stories, aro (he hest in your
estimation. “The Lovelorn CGrandy ”
also suited you down to the ground.

“Eusk or Frrrees » (Hull).—Another
who backs the GEM as the best, Good
to rou! Cavdew hes certainly been re-
sponsible for & great amount of feeling,
hasn’t he? Now for your guestions:
No. 1 Cardew’s age and height nre
15.7 months and 5ft. 4in, No. 2. The
colour of his eves and hair? Blue and
blonde yellow. " No. 3. Not that I know
of. He is under the care_of his grand-
father, Lord Reckness. No, 4, Doris
Levison's age and helgi:t are 16,5 months
and 5ft, 3in, No, 5, I almuld say yes!
But it doesn’t matter to the . smrms,
though. Many thanks for your wishes.

A F‘AD Reaper (Penzmme) —~Leslie
Owen i3 the best swimmer in the Junior
New House. Figgins is the best run-
ner, Georgo Francis Kerr's rola in the
yarns is usually as a detective, poace-
maker, or an_actor.

MasTER FREDDIE TURKIE ((,enh‘al
Manchester).—The average age of th.e
boys in the Second Form at 8t. Jim’s is
10} to 12. The eldest boy in the school
has turned 18, agree with you
that the GEM s the best of all bors'
papers. Tom Merry_ fills the breach as
the bést sportsman -in the Shell, Blake

in the Fourtl, ard Figgins and Rodfern
in the New THouse.

ages  of I‘om Merry,  Manners, and
Lowther in the GEx of January 15, 'ggm
Merry’s best chum is Manners. ok
Julian and Brooke belong to the raco
you mention. I don't know of any others
there at the moment.

T. L. F. (Harwich) writes: * Three
chedrs for the Ges. It gets botter-every
week T see it—and that i saying a_lot,
for it wants some beating at any time. -
1 have been a regular reader of it for flie
past len years, and hopo to read.it_ for
another fifty. When T say it is better
than just merely good, I am cpenking
from expericnce, for the Gy was a renl
companiorr to me all the time I was i
France, and a better one T could not wish
for. It was sent to_me every week, °
think -that the ¢Invisible Hand*
simply ripping, and T mnst ask you to lei
us have as many tales of Kit Waldrake as
your_can, for he is a~lot better than a
tonic.

William M]l'bgm thzokhum Lanot#

writes: * I pinst writé to compliment von
on the stories, ¢ Redfern's " Perilobs
Mission” and-€ The Boy from the

West.! I ttish Glyn would coms

to the flmlnI: wﬂl'th hlslmndnr u‘}ﬂh 3

tions. ike the smal 0togTa;

have been publishing.” M
About_those phetogranhs, I think nly

chim “will ‘apprecinto stifl

portraits of the cnle‘ﬁnuﬁs l')f

Cou will find thel

which I am now presen -gach wqg];
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THE INVISIBLE HAND

(Continted from page 16.)

Sharpe and Captiain West were enjoy-
ing the geod-natured jest of the soldiers.
They had gone through a terrible time,
ahd the hearty laugh came as a grv..'xl
relief to them, They had, in fact, been
so_interestéd it the fun that a Lertgm
indusicy o the part of Anné Ciaw-
ford passed quite unnoficed by them.
Heizing het opportumity, sbe took out
a knibe. and eublifig the rope which was
ts(!bercd to one of the horses, she freed
the animal, and quic!{l{ galloped away.

Ab the sound of the horse's foot.
steps the men turned at once to see what
Wis hnppmnng Tn!tantly thero was
great activity 4
One seldier cidﬁ; to SBharpe rabeed hﬁ

gun-and took aim at ths fesing g
John- Bharpe saw the danget w ieh
threatened her, and in spite of what

seeined very like. treacheiy, could hot
be:a party to seeing het shot down in t!n:
cook. manher.

As thé e pﬂli-wl the trigget, the de-
téctive knbeked Mis arm up, and the
bullet exploded barmlessly in the air.
Anne; who was or ing low on the

the animal uwp, and soon
disappeated over an nelihe.

Captain West gave an to his
Mmen to purave hor, bui :hu was stopped
l}y ﬁharpo who w’el

“Let her go; after all boys, she’s
tot a bad sort; If it hadn’t been for her
we wouldi't be alive now. 8he’s a clever
girl, but it is our job to hunt down
Tron Hand and Poisdam, Let .us give
the girl a chance.”

Captatn West and bis men agreed with
the sporting action on the part of

THE GEM LIBRARY.,

Sharpe. Then the detective turned to
the soldier whose arm he had knocked,
and, with a smile, he gracefully npnlr)
giged for lis action. There was just a
slight tcne of reproof in his voice whan
ha sai

“ Ynu mustn’t shoot a woman, you
know.”

The soldier smiled.

“I ain’t that kind, sir,”
“I wuz going io stop the horse.

Juhn Sharpe then turned to Captain

i:e mphuj

"Im taking the train back to Los
Angeles, captain; you had better return
to your camp, and await further orderl
from me,

Tha officer agrecd, and. called his men
tuFethEr with the exception of the two

*ere pia(‘f‘d on guard duty on the
ranch

| A Mysterlous Message,
JOI-L\‘ SHARPE was idly scanning
the

newspapers in his rooms at

the hotel at Los Angeles. His

attention was suddenly attracied

by a curioua advettisement in the per-

sonal column of the paper, and he en-

deavoured to puezle it out and find
the explanation of it.

He' found it difficu®, and decided thai
it was a matter that required deep
thought, and taking oué his Pnpe he
BHed it and settled down to an mterest-

and blew out a big puff of smoke, whu,h
he gazed at as though ncmz to reml
therein the answer to the He
had cast his paper aside now, and in
the smoke he could see the words:

“Mr, Fermaine expoects |
night at usual plve.  Lpor
will be decided “before two.
floor.”

It was the word Fermaive \\ln 4
i is mind, and as
circled about him. in his imagination he
secmied to see the letrers darting about,
backwards and forwards.
his particular word had a fascing-
tion for him, and he felt convineced there

ot . 1
Wic:

was more in it than met the eye.

He broke th word up into two
syllables, * ? and *“Maine,” and
mmiemrl :ng-l over them: then sud-

denly he shouied out joyfully, “ French,
by heaven.  Fer means iron, maine
means hand. My old friend Iron Hand,
as sure as Fate.”

-He eagerly picked uwp the newspaper
again. The next thing which attracted
himi were the words ‘‘before two.” He
was beginning to sce daylight now, and
he wrote down on a scrap of paper
before him what he thought wos a
poesehle solution of this-- R4 2.

We're yettm on!” he muttered.
“Now there is * Wide * ! Wh’at stands for
‘ Wide ’? Perhaps broad!”

This sugyested s solution to him, and
be wrote it all down on a pieco of
paper:

“4 2 (Broadwm) or (Broad Street)—
Top Floor.

“ Well, now* T do s little
investigating.”

John Sharpe pushed aside his pipe,
and, slipping a fevolver into his pocket,
he put on bhis hat and coat and left the
room,

{Order next weel:’s ** Gem ™ mrly,
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