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RACKE TO THE RESCUE!

(A Dramatic Incident from the Grand Long Complete School Story Inside.)
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A DISCOVERY!
Father was very irritated by the gues-
tions Jackie was persistently asking rrh
anﬂ at last got so angry that he order
inquisitive youngster from his
esenee Half an hour later Jackw put
E head in at the door. “Dad be said,
“I’'ve made a discovery.” “Well what
ia it?” asked father, whu had cuoled
down somewhat. “Why,” said Jackie,
“T've found out that the henw end of
a match is always the light one.” Then
he dashed for safet G. Hill, 161,
ll:lewcomhe Road, H};nds“orth Birming-
am,

NOT WHAT HE MEANT,

0ld Genileman: “No, my man, I have
na.money lo give you, b‘ut 1 will tell you
of fwo t%mgs that will help you to get
up in the world. Those two thmgs
are——"" Weary Walter: “I knows ’ em,
governor—a ladder and an alarm clock.”
—Erig . Stager, 1, Dundas Street,
Huddersfield,

A GDQD S8TART.
The old soldxer was in trouble again,
ard the 0.C. was guite fed up with
seeing the name of Private Hawking on

the charga sheet before him.  After|
passwg sentence of seven days' OB, for{.

the third..time in-a month, uﬁnea'
thought. he would appeal to the raan’s
belter nature, ““Are you aware; my
man,” he said, “that this company has
a grsat raputatwu for sportsmanship? | &

Now, why don't you iry to uphold ;ti.‘

and be a sport?” Private Hawkins:
never looked at it in that way, sir.”
Officor: *Well, try this time, Hawkin
and you'll ﬁnd tha.t if

be a sport.” Private i!;[a.wkmr “Well,
“there’s nowt like star‘tmg reef, sir, I'll
toss you whether it’s fourteen days or
vowt,”—Miss A Misbett, 41, Cotford
Read, Thornton Heath, Burrey

s,
rea.spmti’]l

CHINESE CUSTOMS;

It is interesting to note how in mnny
things Chinese customs are just the
reverse of ours. The Chinese shake
their own hands when they meet friends,
“English women cover their heads. When
a Chinese woman wears any headdress
at all, she keeps the crown of her head
uncovered. The Chinese gentleman
keeps his hat on as & mark of respect.
In China long hair is fashionable. It
is only the old and infirm who use a
walking-stick, Chinese books are read
from right to left. White is a sign of
mourhing. At feasts the left-hand side
of the host is the place of honuur A
Chingmian drives with the teins in his
right hand. In China it is a mark of
courtesy. to ask g'bodys age.—QGuy
Robertson, 15, Bankhall Btreet, Govan-
hill, Glasgow.:

DISGRACEFUL!

Little Henry, who was the possessor

of a bad threepenny-bit, enf.n a con-
{ectioner’s and for a three-
penny pie, al same time throwing the-
coin on. the wuntar As the was
leaving tho .p the shopke%ar saw

17 he

the three squy-int was bad.

qp nts a tad 'un, my lad”
] “Nmer mind,” said Henry, “T’l] eat it
i it kills me, for Pm rately
hungry.” —E. Llewellyn, . Pa.r»uu, Harro-
gate Road, Knaresborough, ¥ s

—

CHEEK !

Cardew {to-Grundy): “That new chap
ust told me that I look just like vou.”
{E}rundy (wz‘athfulli’]) “The cheeky ass!
here is he? knock him down!”
Cardew “TIt's qu.lle all right, I've
knocked him down.’ -—Kepneth Blake,

36, Fitzroy Btreet, London, W. 1.

198,

SNUBBED !

A passenger by train wanted to mad
but the man facing. him persisted in
tallking. After several attempts to e!‘»'
on with his book, the would-be
felt irritated “The grass is very green,
isn't it?” said the conversationalist
pleasantly. “Yes,” was the answer,
“Such a change from the blue and red

ss we have been having - lately!”
Then there was silence, — Miss ¥ia
Healy, 55, Etondoq Park, Honm Qalz
Park, S.E. 8.

THE LIMIT,

“I den’t like a friend to domineer ovel
me,” said the young man*with the
‘patient disposition. - “Who has beén
domineering ?” My room-mate. He
borrowed my dmss Eult It was a- M ﬁ \
a liberty, but I gave way, When, :
ever, he dsmanded my umbrella, 1 t«odd
him "that I ihlght want to use it myself,
but he ‘Have your own way;
they're your clothes I am trying to kepp

from spoiled, not mine I’ »
% =y . Cosway, 16, Roxburgh Shceet,
ul

a!‘r‘rmﬂ EVEN.
An Irishman was. in England, :m.&
farmers there were trying to make jokas
at his expense. “Hi!"” said one. “Vg
hair iz {ike a mop of hay‘” “Ay«i-”
retorted the Irishman. . “That
for many asses round me !"'~F,
Bwan  Street, Benoni, Transv
Bouth Africa, :

BAGAY GOES TRAVELLING
Baggy: “I say, porter, ean I take the
train to London?" Porter: “Yon can,
if you like, but the engine generally takes
it*—F, Conwell, Tataramoa P.0. via -
Dannerirke, New Zegland,
- (Continued on page I8))
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Another Splendid Long Story of St. Jim’s Next Week! = 3

Al BlireeriliRoces”
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A 'Gi'a,nd-Long Complete Story of the Boys of $t. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 1,
The Finger of Seorn.

&% E, he, he!”
It was Baggy Trimble, of the 8t. Jim's Fourth,
’ who indulged in that unmusical cachinnation.
"l'nmbie was leaning his fat form against one of
the stone pillars of the School House steps, blinking across
the quad. ~A most remarkable sight dawned upon his gaze.
It was no wonder that that sight drew a cachinnation from
Baggy Trimble.
Racke of the Shell was walking in the guad with his hands
gm—'en deep into his pockets, and a troubled frown on his
row.
Approaching Racke on the gravel path, were the chums of
SDt,lfy No. 6 in the Fourth—Blake and Herries, Digby and

rey.

Racke scowled at the four. .

As they -drew nearer to the scowling Shell fellow, the
actions of Blake & Co. were peculiar,

They swerved off to the right to pass Racke with a wide
berth, as if in fear of contamination.

And as they passed they turned up their noses with an air
of exaggerated scorn and contempt. :

Aubrey Racke's scowling face grew blacker and blacker.

“ You silly dummies!” he ealled out. *

‘The chums of Btudy No. 6 did not answer. They elevated
their noses more emphatically, and walked on in silence.

Racke stood still on the path clenching his hands. - -

“ He, he, he!”

Trimble’s chortle came to his ears, and he bestowed a
scowl on Trimble. Then Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther of the Shell came along.

Racke looked at them. They looked at Racke. Then, just
as Blake & Co. had done, the Terrible Three turned up their
noses and passed Racke with emphatic contempt. -

“ 0Oh, you rotters!” hissed Racke. 3

‘“He, he, he!”

Baggy Trimble was deriving great entertainment from this
extraordinary performance in the quadrangle.
nof over yet. . 5 ¢

Levison and Clive and Cardew of the Fourth walked down
the fath past the spot where Racke stood scowling.

¢ ¥ say, Levison!” called out Racke.

Levison did not. answer,

Heo turned up his nose, and Clive and Cardew followed his
example; and in grim silence they walked past the cad of
the. Bhell.

Racke trembled with rage.

‘“ He, he, he!” cackled Trimble.

Racke slouched away savagely. Near at hand he came
upon. three Fouwrth-Formers—Figgins & Co. of the New
House. Figgins & Co. eyed him_scornfully, and then turned
up their noses as the ‘School House fellows had done. They
walked away with their noses in the air. ~

Aubrey Racke of the Shell was not thin-skinned. But
there was a limit to what even Racke could stand with com-
fort. He. bit his lip and tramped away towards the School
House to get indoors. Taking the air in the quad that
morning was not a pleasant experience for Racke. |
. Trimble's fat and .grinning face greeted him as he arrived
at the School House steps. -

Racke gave him a bitter look. Trimble, as a rule, was his
toady and hanger-on; Racke was wealthy, and Trimble had
an eager eye for the crumbs that fell from the rich man’s
table. But Baggy Trimble was not the fellow to stand by
anyone who was down on his Iuck. The finger of scorn was

And # was.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

being pointed at Aubrey Racke, and Trimble was prompt
to be down upon him, too sides, it was rather a pleasurg
to Baggy to be down on somebody. Generally, fellows wera
down on Trimble.

8o, as Racke came up, the grin faded from Trimble’s fat
face, and a look of lofty scorn took its place.

Trimble turned up his fat little nose—not a difficult task,
as Nature had given it a good start in that direction. .

All the scorn that. he covld throw into his look, Baggy
Trimble threw into it; and his little fat nose almost éurled
with contempt. ¥

Racke stopped. .

Scorn from fellows like Tom Merry' and Blake and D'Arey
wag bad enough. But scorn from Trimble was past the
limit. It was the * Thing-too-Much!” A fellow must have
fallen very low indeed for Baggy Trimble to have the right
to despise him. Racke did not feel that he was quite down -
to that levél yet. Besides, he was boiling with rage by the
time he arrived at the steps, 2nd Baggy Trimble was not a
dangerous adversary to deal with. Racke wanted a victim,
and the fat énd fatuous Baggy was, as it were, offering
himself like a damb to the a]nugghtel'.

“ What's the matter with you, Trimble?” asked Racke, in

low voice that trembled with rage. g

Trimble waved a fat hand at him.

*“ Don’t speak to me!” he said.

“ What?”’

¢ I..despise you!"

‘Racke breathed hard.

““Youwre a funk!” said Trimble. “ The fellows are all

(‘Ru:t.;l(ng" you! I don’t care to be seen spenking to you,
CHE.

And Trimble, with an effort, elevated his little fat churk
of a nose a little more.

Smack! :

Right on that elevated nose came Racke's apen hand with
a terrific smack that rang out like a pistol-shot.

The smack was followed by a terrific yell from Trimble.

¥ Yoooooop!” :

Baggy staggered away and sat down in the gnad. His nose
was no longer turned up. It was glowing red, and Trimble

“rubbed it in anguish.

““Ow, ow, wow-wow ! You awful rotter | gasped Trimble,
“0ooop! My nose! Oh crombs! Ow!” ’

Grundy of the Sheil was Jooking outb of the doorway. He
grinned as Trimble sat down. But as Racke came in, leaving
Trimble sitting, Grundy frowned majestically, and tumed up
his nose. The turning up of noses seemed like an epidemic
at 8t. Jim’s that morning, i

Racke stared at him, and passed.

Grundy’s 1ose was turned up as Trimble's had been, and
Racke would have given a week’'s pocket-money to. smack it
as he had smacked Trimble’s. But Grindy’s nose was not
to be smacked with impunity. Grundy's leg-of-mutton fisis
would have made hay of Aubrey Racke in a minute after-
wards. So Racke passed on, leaving Grundy to turn up his
nose as much as he liked. A snort of contempt from Grundy
followed him. v

Racke tramped up the big staircase. .

On the landing he passed Julian and Hammond of the
Fourth. - They turned up their noses. In the Shell passage
he came on Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn. Up went their
noses as if by clockwork. :

Breathing ﬁard, Aubroy Racke stamped into his study and
slammed the door. It was not Racke's happy day! )

. Tee GEM LiBrany.—No. T34,
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CHAPTER 2.
Rough on Racke.
OM MERRY frowned. ;
I ) .The captain of the Shell was at tea. in Study
No. 10, with Manners and Lowther that afternoon,
when Racke looked in. _ C

The Terrible Three had been chatting cheerily over tea,
but their cheery chat died away at the sight of Racke,

Tom Merry, ‘in gilence, pointed to the door. .

Unheeding that hint, Aubrey Racke came into the’ study.
Ylis eyes were glinting, his thin lips set in a tight line. He
come to Btudy No. 10 to *“hunt for

was the cnse, there was plenty of trouble
“1 want a word with .you,

‘Tom Merry,” said Racke,
between -his teeth.

. :“*The want is all on your side,” said Tom. *Shut the door
after you, Racke.” d . i

Racke did not heed. . RS

“I'm getting fed up I he said. ;

No answer. . . .
* “How long is this foolery goin® to last 7 demanded Racke.

“What feolery 2" : 5

“Cuttin” me in the quad, and turnin’ up silly noses!”
exclaimed Racke savagely. “Yowre at the bottom of it,
Tom Merry, It’s your doin’ from beginnin’ to end.” - i

“Not at all,” said Tom politely. “If you don’t like it,
Racke, you can reflect that it’s your own fault. If every
;e!lqw in the school despises you, it's because you've asked
or it,” N

“What have I done?”

Tom Merry raised his eyebrows,

“You know well enough. You picked trouble with
Grimes, the grocer’s hoy in Rylcombe, and insulted him like
a cad and a snob, When you had to put up your hands,
you bolted like a rabbit. There’s a limit, you know. If
you're a funk, I suppose you can't help it. ~In that case,
you -shouldn’t go out of your way to insult decent fellows
like .old Grimey. You've disgraced your. school. - The
village fellows ‘are chortling over it. %Ve’vb had two or
three fights on our hands since, just to show them that we're
not all funks at St. Jim’s. You ran away. Naturally, the
fellows are latting you know what they think of you,”

- Racke clenched his hands. ‘ )
- ""I¥’s all your doin’ I” he muttered.
“Let it go dt1}I14_t_. if you like,” said Tom Merry carelessly.

looked as if he had
trouble.” Tf that
ready for Racke.

don’t min : .
Beware, Tommy 1" said Monty Lowther gravely. “Racke
will” wide. in and mop. up the study-if we’re not careful.
You know. what a ‘terrific fighting-man he is -when ' he’s
coused.” SN i

Tom- Merry chuekled,

“But Pm glad Racke dropped in,”
zot a propesition for Racke.”

_ Racke stared at him. "~ -
" “What's that?” he asked suspiciously. :

“Next sports, I think you ought to put in for the mile,”
said Monty Towther tlandly: >
Shell. We could arrange to have Grimes on ‘the scene,
then Pm sure that your running powers would cause no end
of sarprise.” N S : ' “ :

“Ha, ha, ha ! :

" -Racke clenched his hands. e
" “Mind your eye, Monty I” grinned. Manners. ‘““Racke’s
getting waxy! Once his fighting blood begins to bojl-—>

said Lowther. “I’ve

| “Keep calm. Racke, ka‘%;m calm I” implored Lowther.
“This is a pea’.geful study. e’re not used  to your wild and

reckless ways, N :
“Ha, ha, ha!” - =~ R
_*“I’'m. doing some verses for the * Weekly’ on your terrific
. dght with Grimes,” continued Eowther. * An, occasion like
that, p'u{{hb_ not to be allowed to pass
unsung,” "~ . e o
“Look here, you silly fool—r> N
“S-hush ! “What do you think of this Tor a limerick "2
“1 don’t want to hear your o’ . cat
But Monty Lowther proceeded unheeding, -

“'There was a boy herc named Racke,. :
Who couldn’t stand more than. one whack.
He stood up like & man, - .
. Till the panching began, - . .
® " And then we saw only his back.”

Aubrey Racke stared grimly at the grinning Shell fellows,
ile turned in silence and quitted Study No. 10, slamming the
Joor after him. With a black brow, he tramped down the
Shell !ElBSR—ge. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was coming. along
irom the stairs, and his noble features froze into cold con-
iempt at the sight-of Racke, Racke stopped. )

. Look here, D'Arcy—" he began.
TrE GEM LrsBsBy.—No, )

“I* think: you’d win for the .

unhonoured and |

| resulting “scrap” was

" “Bai Jove! Then I will

| never concealed their contempt for the wealthy

Arthur Augustus held up his hand.
“Pway don’t speak to me, Wacke !”
“Look. here—"

“I wegard you with contempt I
“You ipicked a wow with quneai‘ and wan away fwom the
sewap! You are an uttah wottsh and a funk, Wacke! 'I
wegard- your pwesence in the School House as a: feahful
disgwace! I wefuse to speak ¢ne word to youl! Not a
syllable, bai Jove 17 Yo

“You silly idiot—""

“I wefuse to be called a sillay idiot, Wacke !
your distance, and do not speak to me at all I i »
“I've a jolly good mind to mop up the passage with you!

hissed Racke. =

“Bai Jove I : ] “

Arthur Avgustus D’Arcy detached his celebrated eyeglass
from his eye, and pushed it into his waistcoat pocket. Then

e pushed back his spotless cuffs in a businesslike way.

“Weady !” he announced. -

““You frabjous pss—" . i

“You are goin' to mop up the passage with me, Wacke,”
said the swell of 8t. Jim’s calmly. “If you weally.wish to
twy o wedeem your chawactah, Wacke, T am pwepared to
give you a chance. Pway ¢ome on.” , e

Racke did not come. on,. He backed away.

“I am waitin® for you, Wacke.” .

“You silly chump—" 3 T

“Are Jou not goin’ to ‘mop -up the passage with e,
Wacke 7 ’ 3 o EE

“I'm not goin’ to take the tronble.” -

; take the twouble, Wacké,-and I
will mop up the passage with you, deah boy I

With that, Arthur Augustus advanced, with his noble fists
in the air, and a warlike gloam in his eve. Aubrgy Racke
backed farther away. He backed along the passage towards
his study, and Arthur Augustus followed him up,” tiil they
reached the door of No. 7—Racke’s study. A d

“Weally, Wacke——" began Arthur Algustus. .
. Racke dodged into the study, slammed the door; and
turned the key. i B e .

“Bai Jove I ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

‘I-Ie‘knlscll:ed at the door. : g :
‘Wacke |”

he-said icily.

said Arthur A{Igus'?—}ui.

Pway keep

“Go and eat coke!”
“I wegard you as a sneakin’ funk, Wacke "
And Arthur Augustus walked on.
CHAPTER 3, .
. The Outeast. o
% [ A, ha, ha!l? | ) o
H Racke stared at his study-mate, who burst Into
a laugh. Creocke of the S ell was in the study,
and Crooke seemed distinctly amused by Racke’s
sudden entrance, and the locking of the door, and Arthur
Augustus’ remark through the keyhole. 1
“Funny, ain't it ! snarled Racke. ; .
George Gerald Crooke nodded cheerfully. . .. i s
- “Jolly funny!” he agreed. “You'd better keep out of
rows, Racke. 1 advise you as a friend. No good a chap
like' you bein' quarrelsome. Have you heard Lowther’s

‘limerick #” °

*%F do}-'n’b want Lowther’s cheeky rot second-hand from you,

. Craoke

“It’s rather funny——"

“Oh, shut up 1"

“I hear that he's doin’ a
grinned Crogke. “It begins,
~ *“Shut up1” roared Racke, .

.He threw himself savagely into a chair and lighted a
cigarette. . Crooke watched him with amusement, They

Latin dde on the subject,”
“ Crura puerumque cano—-

.were pals, these two, but there was no love lost between

them. Their friendship, such as it was, was founded upon
the fact that they were birds of a feather. Now that Racke
was down on his luck, he had no mercy to expect from .
his pal.- - ;
Racke had

. néver been popular in his Form or his Honse;
but he had

had his own set, who were very civil to.-him.

. He had plenty of money—much more than was good_for

him—and it was his favourite maxim that ¢
But even his own' special pals were looking coldly” on him
now. None of the set, certainly, was a hero in any sense of
the word; but they agreed that there was a limit. Tg pick
& quarrel with an inoffensive fellow and run away- from. the
past the limit. Until the -affair
blew over Racke’s friends felt that it was judicions not to
have too much to do with Racke. .. . : -
That_did net worry Aubrey verfy much,” His ample cash
was still a great attraction to fellows like Crool e, and
Clampe, and Mellish, If the better : fellows came. round,
they would come round fast enough. Tom Merry & Co. had
rofiteer’s .
But they were

money talks.”

son, whose ways were .not their ways.
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generally content with keeping their distance from Racke, “T'll come!” said Racke.

and having nothing to do with him. Now they were going Crooke shook his head.

out of their way to mark their scorn for the cad of the “You won’t!” he said. “Clampe doesn’t want yon.
-Shell,  He had carned it, and he was getting what he had | You've got to lie low a bit for tE’e present, Racke, like
earned. From the bottom of his heart Aubrey Racke wished | Brer Raghit or Brer For, or whoever it was. So-long!”
that he had let Grimes alone. But it was too [ate to think { Crooke left the study. L

of that now. Racke was trying to think of some way out | ~ Aubrey Racke was left alone with his thoughts, which were

of the disgrace he had fallen into. Even Racke felt that he | not pleasant. He did not care to lezve his study; scornful

could not endure open scorn and derision from all his glances on all sides were getting on his nerves,

House. L Coniempt, as the proverb says, will pierce the shell of
His: glance turned bitterly on Crooke, who was grinning | the tortoise. Racke was thick-skinned enough; but he was

over his cigarette. = 3 - feeling it;- and feeling it deeply. He pondered desperately .
“You find this entertainin’ 1" he snarled. over the sitnation, wondering what he “should do. The
44 little!” smiled Crooke, study door opened, and Baggy Trimble's fat face locked in.
“You wouldn't have put up much of a fight against | Trimble gave a glance along the passage, and came in

CGrimes.” - : o . 4 quickly and shut the door, Racke scowling at him. .
“J shouldn’t have picked trouble with him, if I wasn't “Just looked in to speak to you, old top,” said Trimble.

goin’ to see it through, I !mow that.” apparently forgetful of the smack upon his fat nose that
“To0k here,” said Racke desperately, ““Ican’t stand this! | Imorning. “Qi—of course, I don’t care to speak to you in

. Fellows are turnin’ up their silly noses at me in open quad.” ;:pe“ qm;-g‘.ﬂgou understand that. But in the study, you
know—what ?

. “Pve seen 'em!"”
““Ti’s becomin’ a sort of stuntl” hissed Racke. “The Racke clenched his hand, but he unclenched it again. In
- 2 Y | his disgrace and solitude, even Trimble was mol so unwel-

t\\"i‘ét'uphthelilr ?ﬂly noses as soon as I come along.” Gome as:nsual
a, ha!” ' i :
. tia, ha, ha . R P “By the way,” said Ba fidentially, “ A
“We've been pals, Crooke,” said Racke. Can't you it ot AZgy. conideniin vy yon v ma
give a fellow a tip to help him out of 'a scrape?” ta%‘ﬁg !E? Tf;!‘;ﬁ;dthﬁﬂiﬁssmnon— .
“Certainly. - Tl ‘_'gim you some jolly good advice if you “Wel, T was,” said Trimble. “I've lent Talbot of the
care to listen ‘t;? it.” Shell my last ten-bob note, Racke. Talbot’s good to square.
“Go ahead!” said Racke, not very hopefully. Could you lend me five bob till he pays u 7
. ,.‘thC!ii:l’],enge Grimes to another fight, and go through Aubregh RaCkﬂ did not answer, Trimble's company, if it
wil 3 . was worth anything, certainly was not worth five shil ings
“You fool! I should be licked.” ! “What d ; o 77 : : gs.
. S Well, 2 lickin' is better than what you're getlin’ now, “Oh,ngebooﬂg?“sam il S
isn'k it? “Is that what yon call grateful, when a fellow comes in

Racke grunted savagely. Crooke spoke the truth; but | to speak to yi d 7
Racke felt an inward premonition that he would not be': able "l‘rinm. you, ‘and you eyt by alt the Housal” meered

:Ie screw up his courage to the sticking-point ard face Grimes’ Whiz! .

ists again. A Latin dictionary was near Racke’s hand He picked
“Tt’s the only way,” said Crooke, *“as the johnny says in | it up and * buzzed s it B Tri o whi pt‘e_. i
the play. You're set down as a coward, and you've got to withphia chin, it at o.:lg;gy B o Gl
ptove that you're not, if you want the fellows to treat you “0Oh!” roared Trimble,

decently, If you don’t care to take on Grimes, put up a “Now get out, you fat rotter!”

fight Wlﬂjl. somebody - else. © If .you stood up to Tom Trimble backed to the door. He picked up the dictionary. -
Mgfl?;;ougher gt o : t‘l‘-ilthl a gleamtbm “his rohncti] eyes. hAa he retreated through
than - e doorway, there was another *‘whiz,” i yan
“But it would show that you've got ¥ ‘ iz, Aud 'I_‘nmble banged
pluck. ~ What’s a lickin"?"” said Crooke
loftily. . &
«Somethin' that you wouldn't face!”
growled Racke. ’
. “Well, 'm not in a scrape,” smiled
I QOrooke. “I'm advisin’ you as a friend.
That fact is," you can’t go on like this.
*'Clampe -was sayin’ that fellows can’t pal
" with a fellow who's pointed out by the
whole school as a sneakin’ funk and a
worm, - 1 must say I agree with Clampe,
. Chowle says the same. - If you want
‘your friends to stand by you, Racke,
<¥ou've got to do somethin’.”
«” “Tf lickin’ you would do any good, I'd
lick you fast enough!” said Racke, his
“eyes glittering at his “ friend.”
Gerald Crooke langhed. -
. %It wouldn’¢!” he said. “Begin on
. Tom Merry—" .
. “Oh, don’t be a fool !

©#0r try IV Arey—" .
“Try him yourself !” snarled Racke.
; #No, thapks! I'm not in the sou i
zrimmed Crooke. ~ “You could. Yick
/Trimble, but that wouldn’t do any good. .
What about Cardew?” =
O, dry up!” & ..
‘Crooke’s advice was good; but it was
evident that Racke did not care to act
upon it. He wanted to rehabilitate his
character, so to sﬁ' ak; but he did not
want & fight with a tough adversary.
But he realised that Crooke was speak-
ing the truth; unless be could do some-
sthing to ~wash out his disgrace, he was
-likely to have to endure the finger of
* -georn for a long time {6 come. :
_“‘iwc?ll, f(h!t‘sh the best I can gll\'e you,"” :
said Crooke, t! rowi.ng‘ away the stump 132 P M ska's ha g
of ‘l;u,s cigarette and rign.ng;,.l “Ta-tal” ::lulil““ hu:nl:ﬂ"itﬁ;:tg:;;: wr'r'ln':l:?:. '7?'3"'3 !."h:::-'od %1;::1?‘“%:3
* & Where are you goin’ ! : ; . * get out, you fat rotter ! " ehouted Racke. .
Clampe’s study in the New House. - - i et - -
There's a little game on after tca.” : - - Tme Gey Lrsrswy.—No. 734
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the door and fled. The dictiosary came back to Aubrey
TRacke, and landed on his nose.
- Racke jumped up with a roar of wrath,

But Trimble was out of sight when he dragged open the
stady door. = Racke slammed the door again and rubbed
his nose, and returred to his chair, his feelin too deep for
words. He had fallen so low that even Baggy Trimble
ventured to raise the heel against him!

That was the limit! '

When Racke, an hour or two later, sick of the solitude of
his study, left Study No. 7, he came on the Terrible Three
in the Shell passage. They did not look at him; but Racke
came savagely up to the captain of the Shell .

“‘Look here, Tom Merry-—7

“Keep your distance,”” said Tom.
trouble with you, Racke, but I don’t
me. Keep away ™

“I don't want any
want you to speak to

“TI'm fed-up,” said Racke. “Look here, what are all the
fellows down on me like this for? What—what can I do?”
oke had swallowed his lofty swank with a vengeance !
Tom Merry looked at him. .
“Pl tell you what to do,” he said.” “Do something to
show that you're not the sneaking Funk
Ahat’s all.” . : ,
And Tom walked away with his chums. It was much
the same advice that Crooke had given; and it was not of
nruch use to- Aubrey Racke. - He drove his hands into his
pockets, and trampe&y on with a black brow. - The way of the
transgressor is hard; and Racke was beginning to learn what
it was like to be an outcast. +

CHAPTER 4,
] ; Mysterious !
) :’t’B Y gad!” -
seﬂt to

.. Racke of the Shell uttered that exclamation.

It was a couple of days later; and Racke was
still in the shades of disgrace. He was not exactly
Coventry, but it was very nearly as bad as that;

and Racke writhed under it, and every day his angry bitter- |

ness grew. He was alone in his study now, readéhg a daily
Daper. Racke was looking at the paper for the rncini news—
1hat.was the kind of news that interested Racke of the Shell.

Bl[lt by chance his eye fell upon a paragraph in another
column, ) i
_ It was headed “Gallant Rescue by a Schoolboy.” Racke

glanced a} it carelessly and sneered as he read -the account
of how a lad had plunged into a balf-frozer stream to rescue
a scﬁml{ellow. That sort of thing was not in Racke’s line
ab all, =~

- “8illy_fooll” was his mental comment. “Might have
been drowned, silly ass!

that " S Y
Biit after reading the paragraph:a tiaw train of thought
starfed in’ Aubrey Racke’s mind. = It was then that he

piactlated “ By gad'!” and his eyes gleamed, - :

- Hg¢ threw down-the ‘paper,. jumped up, and began walking
to and fro in the study, his brows knitted.

.- A startling idea was working in Aubrey’s brain.

: “"Why net?’ he muttered, . v
. His- eyes glittered. - Ho threw _himself into the chair
again, and Jighted = cigarette. Racke had succeeded-in per:
shading -himself that he thought _better ' -when " he was
smoking, : " Doaea A s B

= Why not? It might work; and:that would énd it; ne
mistake about that. %‘he_ rotter: would have to admit, hing
them, ,even Tom Merry! By gad, I've a mind to try
it onl” . %oy T

- ‘'Try what on, 6ld.scout?” asked Crooke's voice, as that
youth came into the study. ‘ i

: “ Nothin’ 1" scowled Racke,

-He lounged
starin]i; ; ] .

i at the thump has he ‘got in his noddle now?” mur-
mured Crooke, in wonder, S
< Hozcould see that' Racke had something in his mind,
though he was far from guessing what it was, Racke was
not likely to confide his startling idea to Gerald Crooke.

: Racke went down the Shell passage, still thinking deeply.
Mulvaney minor of the Fourth passed him, and grinneéd and
turned up his nose, But Racke did not even see him..

Ho wwas too deep in thought. I i

He wilked out into the quadrangle, kil thinking.

*'Crooké’s no good. -The cad wouldn't play up! Clampe
~~Chowle—Mellish, they wouldn’t take it on, But I'll find

somebody. What about Trimble?” g

Racke smiled, ! J

Trimble, of course! Trimble was exactly the fellow he
wanted to help him carry out the amazing stunt-that had
dawned upon his brain. Baggy Trimble " was the very
fellow! .
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that you've proved -
yourself to be, That's what you've got to do, Racke. And

Catch meé playing the goat like

out of the study,_ leaving Gerald Crooke

-impecunious youth.

" and walk away,

~Trimble’ did not want

“feindly
Racke

See This Week’s  Boys’ Herald * for Reql Good Stories,

“That fat rotter, he'd do- anythin’ for half a’ quid1?
murmured Racke. *He’s my mian|”

And Aubrey Racke proceeded to look for Trimbla’f the
Fourth. He had not far to look. Trimble was loafing out-
side the school shap, -éyeing the good things in the little
window, Ttimble was hard u{), as usma.l,‘gm_ Mrs, Taggles,
who knew Trimble; dealt only for cash with that fat and
So Trimble eyed the d things that
he could not taste, and felt morose) y that life was hard, -

‘“Hallo, Trimble!” . '

Racke - tapped him on hia fat shoulder, and Trimble

. blinked round.

He was undecided whether to turn up his fat little nose
or whether to attempt to ““‘touch ” Racka
for a small loan. “Touching ” Racke for a loan was not
a vexg hopeful prospect, but Trimble was hungry, So he
smiled genially, instead of turning up his nose.

“Hallo, old fellow!” he said affectionately. “1 eay,
Racke, could yon lend me a bob until Lowther squares up
for the quid I lent him yesterday?” ..

' Certainly !’ said Racke, .

Trimble almost jumped. ! ’

e had sometimes “squeezed ” out a loan, but. always
in a lofty and patronising and scornful way. This prompé
and genial response was quite surprising.

But Trimble immediately guessed the reason, or thought
that he did. Racke was tired of bein “cut,” and he
:lwn;tad somebody to speak to, So Trimble assumed a lofty
00

*“Hand it over,” he said cnrélessliv_'; :

Racke handed over the shilling. imble was rather sorry
that he had not made it two! oo, e B

The fat junior rolled into the tuckshop immediately, -

Aubrey 1f'hl(;ke waited till he came out. Trimble was not
long in disposing of the *“bob.”. He emerged with a smear
of jam and & mare satisfied expression upon his fat face.

“I want to have a little: jaw with you, Trimble,” said
Racke, ' ’

:Baﬁg'y Trimble eyed him. *

Unless there wes: going to ba another loan. forthcoming,

a “jaw” with the outcast of the

8chool House. . e
/Oh, do you?” ssid Trimble loftily, L

“ Would you like a quid?” )

Trimble's round eyes glimmered.

“ Wouldn’t I just!” he remarked.

K “I-want- you to do somethin’ for me,” said Rackd; uu
" you play up, I'll stand you i

a quid, Trimble,”

“As a loan, of course,” said Trimble. .

' Ne., TPl give it to you.” s

Trimble shook his head. s B,

“Of coprse, I couldn’t accept money from you, Racke,”
he answered, 5 "

“Oh, don’t be a fool!” said Racke harshly, “Look

ere——7" .

“I'll accept it as a loan,” said Trimble.
Figgine pays me
what do you wan
* “Come along,” said Racke, ; ]

. What he had to say to Trimble was not to be overheard,
" “Oh; I don’t mind taking a stroli with you!” said Trimble
*I suppose you're feeling awfully lonely and rotten, -

“T'll square when
the five soounds 1 lent him last term, Now,
t me to do?”

Ek ?,l
“Never mind {hat,” said Racke, gritting his teeth.
Patronage- from Baggy Trimble was very hard to bear,
“Come along where we can talk.” : : y

He led the-fat Til'mim' avay to a seat in a quiet corper
under the elms. Trimble was rather curious now. If it was
not merely his fascinating society - that Racke wanted,

| 'Primble could not guess in the least what he did-want.

:Racke proceeded to explain, .
-As he proceeded Trimble’s round eyes grew rounder and
wider, and he blinked at Aubrey Racke in blank amazement,
“My:only.hat!” he ejaculated, :
“Catch on?” asked Racke. '
“Oh, crumbs!” ; |
“ Well, Trimble?”" 1
Trimble burst. into a chuckle.
“He,he. he!. What a stunt!
the fellows believe that
know you haven’t!”
" “Cut that out!” hissed Racke. “ Will you do what I
want? It will be worth a quid to you,” .
rimble considered, D
“T should get my clobber wet,” he said.
“You can 2 5
:‘ The,

Do you ihink you'll make
you've got any pluck, Racke? They

et them dry again,
would be damaged. I couldi’t do it—-"

‘Look here—— ) - sy
- “For 4 pound,” continued Trimble calmly. “You've gof
tons of money, Rackeé, Make it two!”

“You extortionate litile beast—" A
“That’s enough ! said Trimble, with dignity, rising.
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"“Goin” on the ice—whati” asked Cardew,

“Yes,” said Trimble briefly.

" Rather dangerous—what? ; ]

“What do I care?” said Trimble loftily. .
;"1 suppose mot—a_bold, bad character like you,” said
Cardew urbanely.. “But think of the weepin’ and wailin’

.in the school, old bear, if anythin’ should heppen to you.”

::?h, dun;tb? a funny lse,si'rszig 'i[‘tilil;le. B :

‘m speakin' quite seriously, et bean. Buppose you

ot dm?l)ed el s:agd rdew.  “'We should-miss you awfully.

Vo ’fhmﬂd feel like & {srmer man who had Iost: his fattest
pig. :

'ﬁnhﬁ;;i"m Tﬁmm&e frosty road, and to his j

4 1ol away on ¥ road, an surprise
and annoyance, Cardew walked along with him..

On any other occasion Baggy Trimble would have been
pleaged and honoured by the company of & lord’s dson.
On the present cccasion, whether he was hmoures or not,
he certainly was nol pleased. ‘Baggy had business on that
afternoon whick did not regquire witneseas. :

Ho glanced at Cardew in a sidelong way uneasily.

“(I}pin’ to thshvilhge!” he ngeg. R

“I'm’ goin’ where you go, ol ean,” . .
-"I{Wilﬂgot for?” -g” 5 ; ly %

* Koepin® an eye on you,” asid Cardew gravely. * Yan're
goin’ to risk your valuable life; Trimble. - I'm goin® to
walch you do it! When you dumappear under the ice I

a thsl”wi news back to 8t. Jim's.” .

k 1 i ; ’
“Hallo, there’s Racke,” remerked Cardow, glancing
back. ‘Iz Racke goin' with you to risk his precious life
on:the jee, Trimble?” ' -

“Eh? Nunng!’ S

“Well, come on,” said the dandy of the Fousth. *Tt's
cold standin® still, and yoa're awfully lLiable to cold feet,
Trimble,” . ST

“Aren’t you going o watch Levison in the footer
mkih’” v

“T'was,” said Cardew, “but now I'm mora inlerested in
you, Trimble. Not bein’ a giddy hera myself, T Jike watohiin'
deeds of derring-do in heroic youths ahout your size..
b= :

Bagegy Trimble did not come on. parently his reckless
uplpé:a-dn thie ice th'-raitqmmn'hﬁrw be dore ‘without
& witness, =

“Look heéve, you know;” said the fat junior at last, desper-
ately, " you refused to lend me hall & crown yesterday,
Cardew,*

“I'N refuse sgain to-day, if you like.” g

“T don’t want to_speak to you. Fellows who. refuse to
tl&zﬁ.’ me with half & crown can go end eat ccke. Sheer
Off

Baggy . Trimble yolled. away down the path to. the river.
Cardew smiled, and walked, after him.

On the towing-path Trimble blinked round, and his little
oyes glittored with rage at. the sight of Cardew clote at
hand. * The exaspersting dandy of the Fourth seemed deter-
mined to stick to him,

“Look here. are you going to clear off, Cardew, you
rolter 1 roared ’I‘rim{]e, . . :

Ralph Reckness Cardew raised his eyes in mild surprise,

:' ave you bonght the towin'-path, Trimble?’ he in-

_Trimble tramped away down the path. Jeo stretched
ACrOss river, but it was cracked and thin, and quite
broken at the edges among the rushes. It waa obvious that
the ico would not bave supported a child of six, and any
junior of Bt. Jfim’s wculd have gone straight through if
he had stepped on it. While Baggy Trimble's considerablo
‘avoirdupois wes calculated to put & striin on the thickest
ico. ; & o F

It was, in fact, quits certeir to Cardew that Trimble had
not the remotest intention in the world vf going on the jce
thist afterncon. 3
was & mystery, and i i sted Cardew to penetrate thé
myslery; especially 81 he"tould see that be was exasperating
Trimble almost to boiling point. . . -

In the distance, behind, _Racke of the Shell was hovering.
5‘;.@2‘5 hnggekinh':g dirg:;on two d:r l;lireBe‘;imau. He
livined th e something to o' wi $2¥'s pecu-
liar proceedings, though_the connection ivas most nf;nlmim:,_

Trimble stopped al last. - :

“Look here, you rotter, you sheer off,” he growiled, I
bout,™ T - e S ’

don'é want you hanging about.”™

"%Ety!’ lllos?"tm“l'?;c“de‘:i S e

- Well, T don’ ve me alone, confound you !”
‘Cardew .,aguigecrl cheerily, Whatever object Trimble had

in mind, it’was spparent thet -he would not camy it cut -
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| end hundled into dry clothes
Why' the fat junior had spun such.a yaen -

while Cardew was there. Ralph Reckness Cardew yewged
and turned away.
*Well, ta-tal” he said. “You really won’s let ue view
“Yd:a“'? -stunts on the icei” o &
Cardew laughed and walked away. He took the path
through the wood,.and Trimble breathed more freely when
he was out of sight. Cardew strolled on to the Zantball
ground at St. Jim’s a quarter of an hour later,

 CHAPTER 6,
Racke's Heroie Aetion!

B3 7 HAT the did id 5
W Kildare of the Sixth uttered that astonished

ex%n'mticn. th
; e captain of St. Jim’s was walking in’ ihe
quedrangle, in conversation with Darrel. His glance turped
on the open gates, where a surprising sight met i, ~ |
Racke of the Shell came s ng in st the gates jvith
Baggy Trimble. hoisted on his shoulders !
Both the Juniors were dripping with water! 4
cke was panting and staggering under Trimble’s welght.
He_was not exactly an athlets, and was heavy,
Kildare hurried towerds them. . ’
“What on enrth’s h d, Racke!” he exclaimed.
"Yanl’: both wet through.” o S
5 8|

-. Ragl
“Trimb%:
“My hat! .
"”Be couldn’t walk 1” gasped Racke, *I—I've carried him

"By Jove!" said Kildare.

Racke lowered his heavy burden. Baggy Trimble collapse
on the ground and groaneg, :

“Cut in and cheage your clothes sharp, Racke” esid
Kildare, “T’Il Jook sfter Trimble.”

“Right-ho !” panted Racke, o : .
hiE.f ?rinted scross the quad. Killtare lifted Trimble to

s foet.

“Run 1" he seid. ““You've got to keep moving! Run!™

“I—~1 can't A

:Sll lhe]p you,” aid Kildare,

w I "

The Sixth-former grasped Baggy by the collar and ran
hin across quad.” Baggy fou‘ng that ke could run, ang
he rsn hard to keep pace with Kildare, He was wpluttefing
for breath when they reached the School House. A dozen
fellows saw them arrive, and. there was peneral intevest &b
once. . Railton came out of his study as Trimble’s wet
boots squelched in the hall, !

. “"What has happened, Kildare?” the
nguired. :

* Trimble's been in the river, sir.”
“Trimble, you faolish boy, ﬁ to the dormitory at once,
and go to bed! T will ask 4he House-dame 1o come to you,

“Oh] Ow! Yeos, sir!” gasped Trimble,

He squelched up the stairs, .

“What on earth’s this game?” exclaimed Grundy of the
Shell in amazement, “How did Trimblo get in the river*”

“1 heard him saying he was going sliding this afternoon,”
remarked Julian of the Fourth, “But—" - !

Grundy sniffed, : 5

“He wouldn’t go on the ice if it was safe,” he seid. * And
it’s not safo. This is jolly queer.”

Trimble bolted into hed in the Fourth Form dovmitory,
and the House-dame .Jooked after him. With s hot-water
bottle at his feot and & pile of bisnkets over him, Trimble
wns quite comforinble.  Meanwhile, Aubrey Racke was
changing his clothes in the Shell dormitory; and thither

oceeded helf & dozen fellows whose interest was arouced
E; the startling happening.’ Racke towelled himself down

yu;c :l:.!iroti'ghflthe fee. I-T got hito ‘ol 14°

Housemasier

, and his wet things weze sprawk

" ing about him when the juniors came -in,

“What's_happened ?”* asked Grundy.

“Ch, nothing much.”

“gou:}'g been in the water}” _

“ Yen. o -
::Did | you fall in glong with '!ﬁ:ﬁhh?? asked Julian.

Q.
“Then how did you get in?» : :
O}:'bolﬁn!:"‘eu:w Racke. “¥ou can ask

N “ don

T%';eﬁ’ﬁ"?{;dﬁk?!"- ceded 10 the Fourth F.
ANIoTS T OC { : ‘gur orm

dormil mﬂtln"‘l i % :

tory. = Mrs, Mimms bad finished tucking up Trimble,
who- looked very fat and comfortable. . :
“1a he ill, Mrs. Mimms?" Julian ssked, o 3 - |,
“Not at all, Master Julian. ~ But he must not catch ‘cold,”
& the H dame, “The silly boy cught to be caned
for going on the ice when it is not safe,”




“On the ioe!” exclaimed Grundy, :

.. 'The juniors gathered round Trimble's bed, as the House-

dame left the dormitory. . ' ]

v You've bean'on the ics, Trimble ?*
* Yes-—liding, you know,” .
“You!” ejpculated Grundy. “Are you off

The. ice wouldn't bear a quarter of vour weight

L "0Oh, 1 wasn't afraid,” said Trimble carelessly.

s0. mervous as some felipwa 1™ :
“You went -through 7' asked Hammond.
“Don't I look like it?" : : i

- . *“Then how the thump did’ you get 6ut ™ demanded Julian.

demanded Grundy.-
yaur rocker?
e

“I'm not

*¥ou can'y swim for nutai”
“Racke got me out.” :
“Racke | jelled the juniors.

Trimbie nodded calmly, . -~ ¢ o
-“¥es: K was jolly pﬁucky of him. .Came In for me, you
know—a regular beader, Never thought Racks had it in
_did you?” e ;
= ik j)olly well never thought.so, and I don’t believe it now 1”
said  George  Alired Grandy. “You're pulling ouwr lég,

Trimble ! * 5 . : .

i Here's Railton!” mirmured. Kerrnish, |

'The School Houge master came inio the dormitory, and the
- juniors drew back 2s he approached Trinible.
.. -The Housemaster’s face way stern, .

» . “Erimble, I"am glnd to see that you have not suffered from
- .your-foolish. recklessness;” said Mr. Railton. “You know
perfactly well that all the boys areé forbidden to go upon the
" ite unless it has been promounced safe by .z master or a
* prefect. You have acted with reckless folly ¢

Teimble smirked. } . .
- Mz, Railton was angry; and he certainly did not realise”
how pledsed Trimble was to be supposed guilty of reckless
folly. Dare-devil recklessmess was not exactly one of Baggy's
characteristics. . . .
i+§i Xou might have been drowned, Trimble,”
*I—1 never thought about that, sir!” :

“You should have thoughs of it, Trimble 1" snapped the
II_?‘uaemastnr. “*You will ge pm;isfned for this!” .
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exclaimed Trimble.
“You will take two hundred lines, and I shall cane you to-
m?frow‘:" said Mr. Railton. }

W

“Raecke seems to have carried you back from the river,”
suid the Housemaster, “Io was wef, too. Did he help
you out?’ s

*“He saved my life, sir,”

e Whapl? i )

“*Dived ia for me, sir—otherwise I should have been carried
.awiy under the jce.” - -

“*Bless my soul ! said Mr. Railion,

¥ It—it was awfully plucky of him, sir I
—if wad rather lecky
towing-path—" .- R . :

“It was cortainly very fortunate,” said Mr. Railton, “This
is very courageous of Racke—very much to his credit. ' I must
spesk to him. I hope il will realice, Trimble, that you have
?x?limlzgered another lifo, as well as your own, i)y your obtuse
elly i

“0h, sir 1" . .

Mr, Railton qujlfed the dormitory, and Grundy & Co.
stared at one another. B

“Racke I said Grundy. ““My hat!”

*Saved his life!” said Kerriish. . .

“Dived in for him—in broken’ice ! said Julian. “I—T say,
Racke can’t be such a funk na—as we thought |7

Grundy nodded thonghtfully. ) A

“There's” different kinds of plock,” he said.

* gaid Trimble. *It
e—he happened to be walking on the

¢ Racdke.- .
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showed up badly enough in that serap with Grimes. He can't
fight for toffee.. Dut a fellow who would dive among broken
o ] ; : -

“It was jolly plucky, even if he does funk in'a scrap.”

*Yes, rather !” . -

Grondy and the rest followed Mr. Railton.
.eiriods to ses Anbrey Racke, and the
master speaking (0 him in the lower hall Racke had come
down in dry clothes, looking none the worse ifor his
adventure, Mr. Railton spoke to him in his kindest tones.

* “My dear Racke, 1 have just heard from Trimble how
galluntly you went to- his nssistance.” : y

“0Oh, sir!” said Racke, Bushing.

. “Are you sure you ought td bg up!” sqid Mr, Railton,
““If you feel any symptoms of a cold coming on, you had
better go Lo bud:” . s ’ B
“Oh, I'm quite_ ol right, sic!” w
It was & very courageous act,”? said Mr, Reilton, “I¢ was
very, very fortunate that you chanced to be on the scens, or
that foolish boy might have paid for his folly with his life!” .
RA'Ed‘ Mr. Railton shook lLiands quite warmly with Aunbrey

acke. : . - B, =

As the Toueemaster went back to his ttudy,. Aubrey Racko
glanced round him, and met a dozen pairs of curious eyes, all
turned upon him.  His face was red; bit pethaps that was

_They were
found ‘thg louse-

due to modesty. - - : : S e
“Racke, old man, that was' jolly decent of you,” adid

Grundy.  “I—P'm sorry 1 lathered you the ‘other day for

runhing away from Grimes.  You've goi some pluck.”

‘! Nothing to make a song about!® wmuttered Ragke.:
““Well, i6 was plueky., PBlest if 1 knew you were such a
swimmer, either,” said Grundy, “Where did it happen
exaetlyp?® - ; e i

“Along the towing-path, about & quarler of a mile frbm .

the beat-house,” - £

“The water's joliy deep there,” szid Grundy. "Blest &f

I kaow how you ever got out alive, with fhat fat frog hanging
ot to you. Lots of fellows wouldn’'t' have risked it. OF
.course, 1 would! But lots of feliows wouldn't. - ¥ou
wouldn’t have, would you, Wilkins?” i .
“I hope T've got as much - plu,c'k 26 Racke, anyhow!?

growled Wilkins, = - . | - i

“I don’t think yon’d have dope it,” said Grundy calmly,
“I don’t think you would either,” Guun, Of course, I

would ! L . n
remarked Wilkins testily.,

1 don't see the * of pourse " ¥
“‘Bame here " said Gunn.
Racke walked out of the School House, and left. Grundy

& Ca, arfuinﬁ. He smiled to himself as he strolled in the

quadrangle. Before very long, the crowd on Little Side who

were waiching the House maich heard the news of Trimble’s
terrible danger and Racke's heroic rvescne. And they heard

it with astonishment—with one exception. That exceapti n

was Ralph Reckness Cardew. . When Cardew heard the
news, he smiled satiricsily, and winked ab the old elms.

Which seemed to indicate that Ralph Reckness Cardew had

an opinion of his own on the matter, o

CHAPTER T.
] Herotc !
i ¥ ACKE?”
W e
“Bai Jove I”

Thai_astonished ejaculation was indicative- of
Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s opinion.
“Great Scott!” was erry's comment.

(Continued on page 14.)
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W OUR MAGNIFICENT STORY OF DARING AND ADVENTURE-:

Read

READ THIS FIRST.
. bonald Gordon and his brother Val Jeave
8t. Christopher’s- School, in- company - with
‘Fommy Hinks and Septimus 'Wodd, a jumior
master, commonly known as Hcat, to join
their uncle, who is on -a big plantation in the
Solomon lslands. -

Captain, Farge, in charge of the schooner
Wittywake, learns of the ‘party’s quest.. He
plans to abandon the boat and leave them to
their fate, with the Intention of everthrow-
ing the wealthy plantation owner and obtain-
ing hold of his Jand. ‘Taga, -the black ecabin-

- hay, hears of this and warns the party.
vnknown to the villainous eaptain, he places
the boys in- one of the ship’s . and
they are about to make their escape when
Anna, the captain’s daughter, taking the
opportunity of getting away from the harsh
treatment of her father, joins them.

Not long affer the party have started.on
fheir peritous journcy, a severe storm breaks
out, the.party .are thrown from. their- boat,

_but- luekily get washed up on the “lsland of
Uieasare.” "t :

Cast on the island, they at once set. about
preparing. their new. home; and refresh them-
selves with gome fruit which they find grow:
g -on, e island. :

-I'ommy and Taga set off to capture a goat
to. supply the party with meat, -

- Tommy, who drops fatigued, falls off to

sleep, and is suddenly awakened by & puitag-

agd blowmg over him. He looks up, and
gazes into the hairy face of & goat. - -

(Now read on.)

—_— . g

« A Night'in the Jungle ! ~

T _wus' this second moist, breath blowing

4 nto his face that told Tommy that his
visitor was not of the s_u)pgury type
he had expected. i
uA ligng, te% !,obnglt:ig nppearedh_trummt_:etwemé
he 5 ing over him, the goa
tricd to'lick s face. C

Tommy thrust out his hand, sending the
creature back a
serambled to his feet.

“A goat, by James!” Tommy broke out.

It was a fullgrown nanny-goat, a shaggy,
twisted-horned creature; and, recovering from
his surprise, Tommy gave vent to a chuckle
of delight.

‘Hete was & bit of luck! Poor old Taga
was footing it over the hills in search of the
gouts, and yet there in front of Tommy stood
& very promising specimen, his apparently for
the taking.

“I'll make those beggars sit up when I

wet back,” Tommy thought to himself.

“There’s enough grub on you to last for a
. week, I ghould think.” .

The nanny-goat bad moved on.n pace or
two, and resumed her munching of the sucen-
lent grass. Tommy clenched his fists, and
began to approach his prey. ’

It dawned on him then that he was re-
markably unprepared for his task. That goat
had to be killed in order that its meat might
he brought down to the camp, bub a search
through Tommy’s pockets revealed the fact
that all he possessed wag haif a bootlace!

“Billy, blinking asses,” he said to himself,
“sending me out on 2 job like this! How un
earth did they expect me to kill 8 goat with
nothing bhut a bootiace?”

. Re stared helplessly at the ereature,.who
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pace, and t.he. you.ngatgr,

Our Gripping Yarn Which Tells of a Party of Ch
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seemed to be not at all concerned about his
Ppresence. .

Under & bush he saw a length of knotted
wood, and he reacheéd for it, then, gripping
it in one hand firmly, he advanced towards
hig vietim, Fs

The nanny had her head down, and Tommy,
swinging his weapon- aloft, brought it down
wi&h a]izl‘ his might on the horned Lead.

rack! - .

‘The club snapped like a carrot, and it
was only then that Tommy discovered that
it _was rotted right through: .

He flopped forward, then, unable to regain
his balance, he fell on his knees, and his
head came in violent contact with the hard
skuil of his intended vietim}

“Quch!” Tommy yelped. X

The nanny. started back, staring at the
figure on all fours in front of her; th

€0,
imagining that it was a challenge to her,

she lowered her horns, and drove at Tommy |

with all her force, L .

‘Tominy saw that biff coming, but was quite
unable to avoid it. The horbs caught . him
on the chest and sent him sprawling.

“Yow! Here, stash it1”

When a nanny-goat has her battle-flag up
she requires a great deal of stopping, and

| Tommy for the next few, bustling moments

had a rough time of it. Thrice in quick sue-
cession the nanny-goat butted him fore and
aft, and the last ‘charge ‘saw him reel over
into & bush. * -

“Gerraway! Clear oft! T don’t want you!"|

.Tommy , as hie scrambled. to bis feet.
“You wiit tiil I get back and see Don; I'll
tell him— Ouch!”

The goat had started it again, and this time
Tommy did what he should have “done much
earlier in the proceedings; he turned and
fled for his life, with the panny-goat rush-
ing after him at full speed.”

Twice she managed to land on him, but her
horns only served to’increase his speed, and
he went flying down that hillside like an
apimated football.

It was pob until he was on the verge of

a deep cavity that Tommy realised his danger,
and it was too late to stop. He shot down-
ward and landed with a thud on the sandy
bottom of a pitlike trap that he had
blundered into.

A moment later there was a tetrified bleat,
and down on top of him came the nanny-
goat, to roll over on the sand.

““Now .you've done it!" Tommy gasped.
“Why the deuce did you follow me?”

He was in a natural pit, some ten or
twelve feet deep, and the walls were as
smootiz as the sides of a house. The pit
itself was some five or six feet wide.

He drew himself up rather shakily, and,
as he did so, the nanny-goat also regained
her feet. ;

To’ Tommy's horror, she swung round on
him, lowered  her horns, and resumed the
battle. A wiid leap to one side saw Tommy
dodge that first charge. The horned head
smote the side of the cavity with a thud
that sert a cold thrill of fear through the
stout youngster’s heart. .

“You—you viclous brute!” Tommy gasped.
“Chuck it, can't. you? Chuck it! lg'don‘t
want to fight with yeu in here!”

But ib takes two to sign peace terms, and
the nanny-goat was having none of it. Unable
to flee, driven round and round in that awful
penthouse, Tommy finally turned, and in

sheer desperation threw himself on his wiry

little chalienger,

He managed to get hold of the mdinny's
n]nms, and o gladiator-like battls .took
place. ; 7 e .

They rolled over and over together, Tommy
struggling desperately to refain his kold on
the horns, while the goat butted and:jerked
and soorted. trying to free herself,

At intervals Tonimy sent out a-yell for
help, his veice gomg up in a squeal; finally
he lound himself, winded and exhausted,
lying on kis back with the shaggy -beast.on
top el him, and, gripping the horns like.grim
death, Tommy held the creature's head -off,

The sun was shiing full into the pit, and
suddenly the youngster saw a shadow appear
above theim, then the bead and shoulders of
:{ngn came, sliding cver the edge and lpoked

own. -
. Tommy opened his lips. to send foith
another shout for help, then a new notion
‘flashed’ upon him, Taga had to be impressed,
and Tommy ebanged his tone. 3 Los

“ Hurry up, can't you, yom foel!” he gasped.
“1 have been holding this blinking thing for
bours. Where the deuce have you been to?
1—I want to capture it alive!” -

Taga's sinewy, bronzed shape came slither-
ing down into the pit, and, grabbing at the
vanny, he drew her aside. - B

-“I got 'um, Tommy!” Taga cried,

. Yommy, b i

He. was covered with sand from head to

foot; and. so far as he knew, there-was not

& single inch of his body that was not broised. -

“You got him goat-fellah By yourself? "By
ding, you eclever fellah! .How you get him
iuto pit—eh?” . 3

Taga’s eyes were full of a sincere admira-
tion as they looked across at Tommy.

The panny, exhausted-in her turn- by the
battle, was making no farther .attempt- to

-escape from tie strong hands $hat were-hold-

ing her.,

Tommy leaned against the edge of the pit,
and wiped: the sweat from his eyes.

“Oh, I—I just chased it for miles!” he said.
“Then I—I mapaged to drive it in here and
jumped om it.” -

That wns oue way of-describing the seene,
but it seemed to be acecepted by Taga with-
out_comment. i

“You clever fellah!” he repeated.- “We go
geb this goat-fellah down to camp, then we've
plenty milk.” - .

He dragged the goat forward a pace.

“You held him, and I go get some .creeger

to tie him up with,”

“No, no! Youn hoid her; I'll get the blink-
ing vine !” said Tommy, dropping back a step.

In one corner of the pit the walls wete 2
trifle rough and Tommy managed to ¢lamber
up to the top. The jungle was quite close,
and he headed for it, finding a creeper-clad
trunk from which he tore a long length of
vine.

He returned to the pit, and cast this dewn
to Taga, and watehed the native tie up the
strong, slender Iimbs of his captive.

The nanny protested violently, but Taga
mastered her, and with Tommy hauling and
Taga pushing, they drew her out of the pit,
and Taga followed. .

“Plenty more goat over there,” sald the
native. “What do you say—we go hunt one
and kill ity -

Tommy looked at him.

réathing hezvily, rose to his feet.



ums Who Were -
r Strange Home into “The Island of Pleasure!”

“I have had emough hunting for goats
to-day, Taga,” he said:" *Besides, I reckon we
ought to be vegetarians on this island. *Live
and let live' is my motte. I have had
enough ‘of this hunting, anyhow. We'll cart
this nanny back to the camp, and that's
quite enough work for one day.”

— Taga shook his head.

“We ‘mo get back camp to-night!" he pro-
claimed. “Better walt till' to-morrow morn-

-iing, and we'H fetch her then.”

I you think that I'm going to sleep out

‘here in this wild place, you're mistaken!”
“dald Tommy frmly, “We're going back to
cainp.” . -

Again Taga submitted to Tommy's dicta-
tion, and presently the goat was slung
between them on a stout braneh, and their
return jowrney began.

Dusk falis very swiftly in the tropics, and
half-way through the jungle the darkness
descended upon them, blotting everything out:
After- one or two ineffective attempis to
find the way Tommy gave it up.

- All rourd them stood the tall trees of the
tropical forest, and the tangle of ereepers and
vines ‘made the place as black as pitch.

“What shuil we do, Taga?” the' stout
youngster asked. :

Taga rubbed his chin. 'To sleep out in the
jungle was no new experience for the native.
“but i% was quite otherwise with Tommy.
=, “"We iuﬁ go.sleep here,” Taga said. "I fix

up .
.. A length of vine was attached to the. goat’s
vmeck and she was tethered to a thick branch,
jthen Tommy -and Taga lay down beside a
tree, and ina few minutes Tommy beard the
-steady breathing of b ion, proving.
" that the native had gone to sleep.

But the jungle at night is a place of strange
‘sounds and eeria whisperings, for all the
“Guiet life that Hes so silent dur'mg the hdt
hours of the diy, wakes to activity with the
-coming of the night.

Gradually Pomuiy’s fmagination began to-
-Tun riot with him. Every vine became a.
‘#nake, every quick flutter of the leaves over-.
head became a warning signal of the approach
of some awful jangle monster, and once, when
a soft-feathered, roiseless ercature swooped
down, fluttered for a moment over Tommy
and Taga, to go on up again, Tommy's nerve
gave way. He grabbed at Taga's shoulder
and shook him, s :

“1'm—I'm noY going %o sleép here,” he said.
“The place Is full of blinking wild beasts,
- Cowte on, I would rather be on the move. I
can't stick it, I tell you!”

And so Taga was dragged to his feet and
the. goat collared onee more, but this time
T&ga led it by the short lemgth of twisted
vine.

They must have walked miles through that

trackless junglé. Tommy and his companion
were ubterly exhausted when at last the
pearly grey of the dawn came through the
trees, banishing the dark pall of night.

. They turned eastward them, and, guided
by -the sun, Taga finally cleared the jungle,
to find themselves almost opposite the place
;vhfi::j Tommy and his companions had first
anded.

4 long trndge down the beach followed, and
it was moon before Tommy and the native
gained the rough heap of boulders behind
‘which the ilttle camp stood, -

Stranded on ﬁn

A ghout from the cliff heralded the appear-
ance of Val and Anna. .

“0h! Look—look!” Anna called. “They are
bringiag a goat with them.” 3

It was that note of genuine delight.that
gave - Tomwy his cue; the memory of the
fatigue and bruising and hard times vanished
then, and, taking the- twisted vine . from
Taga’s hand, Tommy strolled leisurely acress
the sands, with his captive walking dejectedly
behind him, B .

Don came ont from under the shelter bear-

ing a gourd filled with cocoanut milk, which ]

he handed to the stout hunfer.

“Here you are, old chap! I dare say you
could do with & drmk.” ‘

Tommy put his lips to.the gourd and
drained the. receptacle, them turned and
pointed towards the nanny.

“I'd no end of a job to get her, Don,” he
sald; “bud I thought it was better to bring
her In alive. We can start a farmyard with
Ler, and besides, L couldi't kill her. I

-didn't have the heart

He might also bave added the wherewiphal!
Seat’s Midnight Madness.

[13 Y E'S—he’s a slavedriver!” Tommy

= groaned, as he flung himself

down on the warm sand and

mopped his sweating brow. “Who-

ever would have thought that old Don would

have developed into such a jolly old tyrant!*

Scat, a lean, brown figure, squatted beside

his one-time pupil, and grinned through his
lensless glasses at Tommy.

“Bomeoné has to be leader, Tommy, my.
dear fellow!” Scat sald; “and, after all, one
must admit that Don has justice on his side.
If he does make us work, he works three
times harder himself.” o . G

Tommy and Scat had just ‘completed the
task of lugging a particularly heavy Jog
through the paich of jungle fo the eleared
space below the cliff, and Va! and Taga and
Don were now preparing the foundations for
that log to resf in. §

Hardly ary of the little party had given
much thougnt to the #ight of time; from
dawn to dusk they laboured, with a short
interval of 4 couple of hours in the hottest
part of the day. r

Despite the fact that they were handi-
capped with regard fo working tools, for the
axe, their ome precious weapon, was, affer
all, a very inadequate implement, and could
only be used to hack off the minor branches
of some fallen trunk, they had made good
progress. .

Bon bad discovered that at some recept
period a tornado had visited the island, ahd
had cut a swath through the trees, felling
many of the more slender growths, and leav-
ing othets bhalf-uprooted, and it had been
that part of the jungle, which he called
“Tornade Mile,” that the work-party used to
set out for each morning.

To Taga and Scat was entrusted the task
of -selecting suitable material from which to
make the twisted ropes with which each 105
-was tled into position. Val and Tommy and
Don tackled the selection of logs and
branches to form the walls of the hut. -

It was hard labour for them all, yet it
seemed to have dope them good, for Tommy
and B8cat, as they lay fhere, were bronzed
and heaithy-locking. It was tree  that

Uninhabited Island.

Tommy’'s mother would have wailed At the
sight of her son's hands, for-they were rough,
scarred, and as hard as a navvy's. His
cestume, too, might have caused that worthy
lady a severe shock, for it consisted of & pair
of ragged pants, the shirt which he:once
wq‘:ie baving. become useless, and been ecast
aside, .. .

" What are you doing this afternoon, Scat?”!
Tommy asgked. : .. - - .
The tutor blinked. S
" “] have got to. get some more. food,
Pommy,” he said.- “Thig island is-&-perfects
botamical gardep, and I think we are all
ratlier sick of banajias and plums. Anna has
warned me that the larder is rather low, and
I shall- have to buek up,” N :
8o far the party had contented: themselves
with living on fruit and an oecasiomal fish
that Taga managed to provide them: with.
Val, who was the official fisherman for the
island, had, up to that time, failed to have
much success, and Taga, in his good-natured
way, bad come fo Val's assistance, = - -
Armed with a slender reed, roughly shaped
by the axe and fire to a point at.one end, he
would swim out to a cluster of “coral reef
some thirty or forty yards away from ‘the
beach, and would walt there, poised om a flat
ledge, watching the. surfzee. . Then- his spear
would be raised, and the watchers from the

" hat ‘would sec the sifiewy sliape fighten; the -
‘spear ‘would dart down into the sem, amd

Taga would follow it with 4 ¢lean, headlong
dive. ‘It was seldom-that he failed to Tise
to the surface again without some fine, fat
fish, struggling at the end of the Spear. .

Now and agam Tommy, who was partieii-
larly foud of fish, would eye the curious-
luoking ' ereatures that Taga had  brought
ashore - with considerabje misgiving, For,
while: on .oceasions it was 4 mullét or a soft
of bream that Taga produced, there ~were
other times ‘when he ceme’ ashore With a
horrible-looking prize that seemed the Teverse
of edible.

Anpa, however, was always quite content
with the catch, and it was amazing how good
some of these very unpromising fish tasted.
. Anna’s cooking operations were simple, con-
sisting merely of broiling the catches in red-
hot ashes.

Bu$, apart from the fruit, another splendid
addition to their food had been brought about
by Tommy's captive. The nanny-geat, now a
contented prizoner in a small, fenced-off space
near to the shelier, was supplying them with
% good quantity of rich, nourisking milk,. '

With six hungry mouths to fill, Some Girl
had her work cut out, but the unlimited
supply of fruit made that task possible, and
the only one who grumbted was Tommy,.hut
then; as Val said, he would have complained
in a tuckshop!

The hut was beginning to show signs of
satisfactory progress. The four corner-posts
were already in their places, and the beams
and supports for the roof had been lashed
into place. © Now one side, consisting of
lengths of stont: branches, was in position, and
they had nearly completed the back. g

“We've got to get on with it, you see,”
Scat announced; “for Taga says that when
the rainy season starts:here it's a terror,
and we must have the shelter by that time.”
_ A hail from' Don -brought Tommy
feet, and he smothered a groan.
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fily or some other
scented bleom. That
part of the jungle

was a veritable flower-
garden, and the scent
from the blosgsoms
hung  heavy on . the
still air. ot b
“Are we. going to
get any darned:grub,
or are we
for a stroll?” Tommy
went on. & K
o Scat - turned and
blinked at him, -
“Grab? Oh, yes, of
course, we must get
some fruit.” - )
Tommy groaned. - °
“Do you mean to
say that you have
been trudging all this
time and not botlier-
ing about grub?” he
demanded. x
Seat rubbed his
chin. - -

“Well, I'll. admit
that - I have ‘'been
rather . Interested. in
. the floral growths,”
he . returned. - “They
are positively amazing.
I have mever seen so
many arum lilies,
and these acacias are

lowered her horns and charged.
-} saw ‘Tommy dodge.
gasped. "' Chu

Toe Tommy's herror the nanny swung round on him,

A wild leap to ono side
% You—you viclous brute!' he

toe wonderful!”
" . “Never mind about
biinking acacias!?
Tommy grunted, “ Youn

... Another .blinking .log, I'll bhet!” he sald.
«I seem to get all the knobbly ones, and they
are ‘usually covered with ants, and the little
: 'béggars bite “like billy-ho!” - .

Tagn and Don were stunding in front of
where the door was intended to be placed,
deeply engaged in studying the problem.

“1.say, Dor!” Tommy.:broke out. 'Seat
is going off on o fruit-gathering. expedit

ck ll:?cnn't you? 1'don’twant to fight you!"

go on and find a
melon or something,
and cut out the flowers!”” -

Thus admonished, Scat took up his real
task, and presently in a esmall cleariog he
hglted under a slender tree, the leaves of
whieh were something like .those of a fig-
-tree, and_from out of the stem there hung

large meélon-like fruit. - &
“I—1 think this will interest Taga,” Scat
proclainied, peering up into the tree, which

and he doesn’t think he'll be able to carry
thein all back. Don’t-you bhink it would
be rather. a_good fdea if I gave him a hand?"
- «But, I say, Tommy, I never——" E

“Pommy  thrust out ‘his foot behind him,
and caught Scat on the shin. - R

Don, with-his baek to the twain, nodded
his head. y o

“All right, Tommy,” he said. “You can
go with Scat if you like. Try to gét & new
sott of fruit: bananas ate all very well in

their way, but I think we're pretty well fed_

up with them!”

Tommy wheeled Tound, grabbed-Sca$ by
the arm, and hurried him off at a rapid pace
across, the sand, in case Don might rescind
his order. When they had climbed the
barrier of boulders and were trudging along
the well-beaten path that led to the jungle,
Tommy rounded on Scat. .

" “You very nearly dished me!” he said.
“Hang it all, I would rather carry & bunch
of banauas any day than a hulking great log!
T'lt teil you what we'll .do, Scat.  We'll go

up to the banuna srove and have a sleep,

then come back with a bunch of fruit when
it's petting dusk.” :

“Oh, no, we won't,” said Scat. “I have
planned a different expedition for to-day.. We
shall only take bananas if we can't find-
anything else.” i :

Scat had a will of his own when it came
to. the point, and Tommy, who had heen
looking forward te an idle afternoon, found
Iimselt dragged info a long, wearjsome tramp,

Instend of heading for the banana planta-
tion, Scat kept to the left, following -the-
line of the jungle for some disitance before
he turned and plunged into -it. Scat, being
long and lean agd wiry, could slip tﬁll‘gﬂgh
gaps in the heavy unaergruwlh “that-_left
Tommy a victim of thorns and’foliage, and
findlly, at the end of a couple of hours’
steady walking, Tommy called a"halt.

"“Thid is a blinking sight worse than log
.carrying,” he declared. “Where the dickens-
are you going, anyhow?" 3
- -Beat was walking along in that eestasy
‘which only the frue botanist can develop. At
every step in his way through the jungle
the ‘wonders of that teeming plant life were
revealed to him. He would pause and gloat
over the glories of some small orchid, or
would break.out into rapture at an enormous
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| #nd grinned at; his

“was thing -like a horse<chestnut in
appearance. “Come along, Tommy; we'll
gather a few of these.” . .

The tree did not present a very severe
proposition to climb, and preséntly Scat, the
more wiry of the two, had climbed into the
upper branches, and Tommy, standing below,
received the fruit as they were dropped.

' The first _one came hurtling down, and

Tommy found it much heavier than he had
imagined, for, althovgh he got his fingers
against it, it slipped through his hand and
landed at his feef, to burst there, revealing
a dry mass inside—and a very unsavoury mass
it seemed to the stout youngster.

He stooped and picked up a handful, tasted
it, then spat it out. ; .

“Look here, Scat, this is no dashed good!”
he declared. *“Tastes like poison.” -

Seat's visage appeared from behind one
of the broad-leaved hranches, and he grinned
down at Tommy. .

“It’s no good until it is cooked, old chap;
and it's not much use my dropping them
downh to you if you are going to let them
burst, for they have -got to
whole.” 3

At the end of half an hour’s work six
immense, melon-like globes had been ‘taken
from the -tree, then Scat came down again,

companion :

“Bet you dom't- know what they are,

Tommy?" Ire said. - -

“You_need not bet,” Tommy commented.

“They don't seem worth it, anyhow” - -

Scat laughed, rubbing his hands together. .

“It is breadfruit, .my -dear chap,” he said.
“And you wait till Anna gets it and- bakes it

in the ashes. - We're jolly lucky to find a
tree like this here.” Tiw

“Breadfruit; eh? By Jove, that's vipping!
Shall we be able to have toast?” .- -

“0Oh, no; I have never heard of it being
toasted.” - i

They left the heap of fruit under-the tree
and 'went on for another hundred yards or so;
then Scat came.to a-halt again, this time
at a tree which, to Tommy’s prejudiced eyes,
seemed something like a teat.ﬁer duster gone

mad, .

It was ahoub twenty feet high and four or
five fect-in girth. - Small bunches of leaves,
larger and thicker than a cocoanut palm,
ornamented the top, and from these leaves
there hung enormous flowers. " But it was not

* the ‘flowers nor the leaves that seemed to

be cooked

Why Not Join “ THE ROUND-UP CLUB " ?

attract Scab. Growing out from the trunk
were huge, round things; and one of these
Scat broke off, thEen held it out to Tommy.
“Mushrooms!” he declared.” -
They were certainly .very like the .edible

| fungi that are to be found im ocur English

lﬁele!is. but Tommy drew back and -gheok. his
1ead. s

- “No fear, old ¢hap!” he said. “Mushrooms
don't grow' oft trees! These are blinking -
toadstools, I know!" #

Scat smiled af him. o

“That's. wheré you're wrong, Tommy,” he
gaid ; “and- this find of ours is, perhaps, the
best<of the lot, for I'm -convinced that this
is & sagus fariniferons.” =R

“And what the dickens Is a sag-sag-sag—
what you said?” Tommy asked <

Scat shook his head.’ .

“It is a sago-tree,” he returned, “and )
should think there is the best part of a
couple of hundredweight of food stowed
away in this part of the trunk, if we could
only get at it.” : 3

“8ago pudding! I like that, But how do
you get 1t?” Tommy asked. .

“We'd have to fell the tree and split it
open, for, it is the pith that makes the sago.”
- Tommy reached out and caught Scat by the

arm, . E :
. “Gilly ass! That settles jt,” he declared.
“ We'll never have sage! -How do you think
we're going to fell-this blinking tree—gnaw
it-away by the roots like a couple of ratst”

Seat eyed the tree gloomily.

“I shall- never be satisfled until we do
get it down, Tommy,” he said. “We- cer:
tainly can’t get it down to-day, but We can
h&»t;.e“t,lle mushrooms. They grow from -Ehe

_-There must have been eight or nine pounds
in weight of mushrooms growing from "the
trunk, and, aithough Tommy was distinctly
doubttul, he and Scat gathered the crop.

“That wilt be. enough grub now,” he said.
“We've got a long way to go back, thanks to
your Hower-gazing! I don't want to have to
sleep out in the ,iungtlg; again if T can belp it;

I*ve had some of it! B

They went - back to .the breadfruit-tree,
and, after tying the fruit together with vines.
so- that they could be’ carried over the
shoulder, Seat and hig companion commenced
their return journey, but before they had
gone very far Scat came-to a-halt-again,
dropping his load, and giving vent fo o
gasp of sheer amazement. .

“I t-tell you this is more like a hotanical
garden than a jungle!” he broke out.
“Someone must have been here, planting
specimens. Do you know what this is?”- .-

Tommy stared up at the high forest- glant
and shook hig hean{ L
- “Dunno what it Is,” he remarked; “and
don't care much, for it is a bit too tall
Tor me to tacklia!™ . £

“It is a durian-tree,” Scat went on. “It ia
supposed only to grow in the Indian Archi.
pelago, and is sxid to have the most wonder-
ful fruit in the worid*”

Tommy, who was spandibg nearer to the
tree, became conscious of a most nauseating
odour, and it dawned on bim suddenly that
the stench was coming from a bush close by.
He stepped to the bush, looked into it, and
saw a round object, very similar to the bread-
fruit he was carrying. The youngster reached
out and_drew his Pri:e from the bush.

"Eg Jove, that's a durian-froit!'" Seat
called, stumbling forward, “I kyow that
the '{m{t drops from the tree when it is
ripe.

Tommy had caught a real whif of the
fruit by then, and he dropped it, backing
awny. .

“You call that fruit?” he said. “Why,
hang it, it smells like dead bodies!” .

Beat picked up the precious globe.

“Yes, it is a durian!” he proclaimed, bis
eyes shining with excitement. “Now we
have something to take back to Don! Hc'll
be simply delighted!” -~ = = - - =

“Do you mean to tell me that you're going
to take that filthy-smelling thing back to the
camp?” Tommy demanded.. B

“You walf till you've tasted it, my boy!"”
said Beat, “You'll see tliz difference then!
We must try to find some more if we can.”
.“No blinking fear! You don't get” me
carrying anything like that!" ‘was Tommy’s
comment. s O e S

Scat, however, mnde a circle roand. tho
tree, and diseovered four or five other ripe
fruits. They must have weighed some 3ix or
seven pounds each, and when he d col-
lected them he selected the smaliest, and,
after a.struggle, managed to split it in half,

Tommy had backed away to windward
and he watched Scat, with a disgusted scowi

fnow, -
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on, his faee, 'The tulor produced a small
piece of shell from hie pocket, and secraped
,.oujma portion of the luscious, creamy custard.
and taste it, Tommy!” he said.
“No fear!” 'I'omm ansyered. “1 ﬂomt
“wabt to die just y
. Seat squatted hesnie his heap of fruit, and

foolish!”' he commented.’
“!t is simply delicious.”

Leaning against a tree-trunk, Tommy
watehed Scat .as he proceeded to ladle mouth-
ful ;after mouthful of the custard-like mass
"’ batween his lips. Gradually the look of com-
tentment and -sublime an{oyment that ag-
peared on the face of Scat made Tommy's
mouth water. The other half of “the m’eat
fruit lay on the ground at Beat’s feet, and
ﬂnally, -conquering -his - aversion, Tommy
fhp cne fnger .into -the custard,. and

jed It to his lips. The change of ex-
press:un that came over.his face m:de his
-one-fime tutor grin.

For, of alt frults that grow, there is nome
like the durian. It has & taste and exquisite
flavour of its own. It is like honey mixed
wnth ult tlmt fs luscioits-strawberries,

genches, and oranges.

"ereat Seot.t Tomm{mgns © “Who |
would believe that a stinking fruit like this
‘would taste. so gOTgeOUS. gimme
that - shellt”

A ripe durian welglis about six to ten
<pounds, and one froit will. make a respect-
able ‘meal for two hungry youths. By ihe
.$ime-that that specimen was finished Tommy

~felt- himself to be a different man—i pew
man—and be instituted a search eutirely on

+is own, discovering two more fruits that had.
~faller in t.he m growt.h at the foet of
- thes free. -

“Never mmd the blinking brendfrult"’ he
said.  “Let's take these things!”

. “(t, no!” Soat observed, *“The bread-
fruit is more useful to us, and we can't
leave them behind." iy

It was a real hefty load- that: Tommy
arranged on his shoulders then, and, st.rnn
though it seemed, the nutg odout of
durhn no longer affs him.-

Those who once taste that delicious ‘frutt |
forget all about the ‘like scent that
‘emanates from its rind before it ls opened.

Before they reached the end of the jungle
the .dusk fell, and the:last hait -mite was
covered in the dark.

:The sound of the surf breakmg on the reef
-was ‘the first indication the nﬁ had that they

were ‘clearing the trees. and presently the

Here,

.%

.and” what caused me some little amaze-

"Bhunggaree,

semerged out on a stretch of shimmering san
The moor was shining down on the scenc,
:and Tommy, panting from that Inst stage,
“game to a hait, slipping the heavy load ni
fruit from his ‘shoulders.
~ =We're all tight now, Seat,” he said. *I
don't care eo long as we are out in.tibke
open; it’s that blmklng jungle that gets me!”
He stretched his cramped limbs,
~* 41 don't pee- why we should not sleep here,”
.he observed, - “We've {wo or three miles to
ge ‘to }ﬁet. back to the camp. Besuies, I think

I could do with another durian!”

‘Seat swung his load down, and shock his
head at his companion.

iz “We'll have nothing ]ett to give the others
if you go on In this way,” he said.

* Tommy had already seated hlmself, and
Seat had to follow his example.

They shared a small durlan, and presently
Scaf, who was really tired, found himsell
drapping into a-doze. How long he slept he
was not able to say, but he was wakened hy
the pressure of & ami on his sboulder und
‘Tommy's face close to his_ear.

“gcat! Seat! I say, old chap, wake up,
can’t you?"

The. lanky tutor drew himself to a sltung

ition.
W“Whut is it?" he asked.

The moon was weil to the westward now,
and where they lay, under the shadow of the
trees, was in darkness. Tommy, kpeeling be-
side Bcat; pointed across the silver sands,

“There’s somaone down there I can heer
him pantipg an ” he w
“And I think he s—-he's dlgging' Hark"'

.Scat strained his ears, then a distani
sound came to him—ihe uwlsllmg of sand as
it was cast away—the swishing of sand, and
a faint, creaking sound, asthough
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: EDITORIAL CHAT :

BERE

@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@

My Dear Chums,—

Letters pour in on me wery waek
all proving that interest in the St. Jim's:
yarns are keener than ever. It -was
partly this censideration which prompted
me to persuade Mr. Martin Clitford to
et his portrait appear in the Gallery.
Of course, 1 get plenty. of suggestions,

ment was a. critical note about -Cardew.
The writer absolutely dislikes the clever
fellow, who has somehow managed to
add greatly to the interest of the series.

1 suppose, in the case of- a -strongly-
defined character, there must be a chance
of this kind eof thing. Cardew’s manner-
isms-might not make for popularity with
everybody. He Is for ever holding some-
thing back; he -does not show alli his
goeds in the shop window, and that
mystifies a reader sometimes; and, in
the case of the correspendent referred to,
causes exasperation. But | think it is
a mistake ta be annoyed with a chap
because you cannot understand him in a|
‘hurry. Cardew has shown himself a
rattling fine fellow on innumerable occa-
sions. Just remember the sperting way
he took the descént om St Jim's of
Wacky Dang, the dusky Prince ot

By this time you will have been able
to form an opinion of the serial, * The
Jsland of Pleasure.” It is a great yarn,
and has just the refreshing dash of
novelty which makes adventure welcome.
Just et me know on a posteard your
impressions of the new story. .

Here is a fresh batch of St. Jlms
suggestions, all of them m‘tafeslmg.
“ Mr. Martin'® Clifford Is indeed a
genius,’” writes one supporter. 1t s
cheery to get a-line like that. Can Levi-

son go back to his old, unreformed ways?

Just one outhreak, say? Then we should

see how Cardew would act. You nete
that Cardew’s chara-eter alway: looms
large.-

Well, 2 new lernas of yarns ravoa.llﬂg
mem back in his old courses would be
attractive, but the notion.is, 1 think,
behind the times, Levison. has played
up.to his new. principles fo such an ex-
tent, that it would be difficult to show
him just -as he was.

The Chat is net long ennuuh, That is
thu opinién of a stannch supporter—by
name “ Vicky Van.” .1 see no chance,
unfor{una‘tely, of putting this right, since
space Is short, and.our extra features
are pretty numernus, and not one can
be spared.

-Later om, plrhaps, there wnli be mere
room. Then we can have special in-
formation about everybedy—more about
Miss Priscilla Fawcett, and quetations
fram the. letters she writes to Tom
Merry. | am sure they are good ones,
crammed full of execellent advice,  There
is plenty that might ke touched on. How
little we hear, in the ordinary course, of
Baggy Trimble’s family, what his father
does for. a living, and how he manages
to stave off bankruptcy, with a reckless
tellow like. Baggy as his san and heu:.

Then there is Herbert Skimpofe. -
is despised all round, scarcely tnuratud
though Skimmy does. not really - care.
He is always deep in his books.

¥ Mr. Martih Clifford tried to' tell us
all, the famous. author would "be faupnd
asieep at his witmq-tahle, tagged “out
with ‘the pressure of work, 1 know we
want more, but, perhaps, things are
better as they are, with the few: side-
llghts the supphl‘mnt gwei us from hme
to time.

No apology Is needad. 1 think, for re-
iinding everybddy " of the unrlvalled
opportunity offered by.the  Popular,”"

-~ with its magnifieent
series - of - coloured
-plates of railway
' ‘engines. The set of
pictures” constitutes
a history of railway
development. ‘Thers
. is ‘a  wonderful . lot
of interest taken in
the railways and
their gradual - -rise
to popularity. The
early beginnings
would be similed at
‘now with the cum-
bersome rolling-stock
and the odd-shaped
engines, just ‘the
quaint sort of loco-
mofive you see in
the serapsyard now.

ook out for Ger-
Gay in the
" Boys’ Herald.”
.The new series will
shew  the Gram-
‘marian’ in 2 fresh
phase. The ‘' Bays’
Heral never
* offered. a finer pro-
| gramme than is the
~c¢ase- at  present.
There . is still time

--was rubbing thin strips: of mletal toget.her.
“What it? hat- 1: it Tommy
whlapered.

I,ook out. for. next. weeks grand
inxtﬂmnt of this miignificent serial.
You must moke ¢ point of Gﬂlering
your GEM carly.)

for you to obtain one

Tommy, kneeling beside Seat, pnlnted across the silver | the 30,000 gifis

sands. ** There’s someene- down thero!? he. whispered: the Editor is- giving

* Hark. 1’" Soat strained his ears, then a distant sound away. . . Get a ce y
cama to him—a faint, creaking sound, as though someone f) “3:' kK's“ B D

g wa& ruhbmg thin: strips of metal- together: **What -is- ot thiswaek-s 0ys’

< it 2 * Tommy whispersd. :Herald 1" -
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" able shadow of doubt, as the song says;

-~/ mented Racke, and

Lowther remarked.

‘Arihur Augustus D’Arcy.
- “know, %l you know him—" S

iy (‘._Go
! Weally, Lowthah——

1t
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“RACKE TO THE
RESCUE.”

: {Continued from page 9.)
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‘And Monty Lowther inqluired who the duffer was who nad
‘said that the age of miracles was past! .
._The fooiball match was over, and it had' ended in a draw.
Figging of the New House said it had been a_very near
thing ; and the School House fellows agreed that it had been
8 very near thing indeed. Both sides, in fact, had been on
the verge of victory, and both, therefore, must have' been
on the edge of defeat. But even football, and the doubtful
result of the House match, were driven from the minds of
the .juniors by the startling news that greeted them when
they came off. . . .
Startling _the' news undoubtedly was—in fact, it was
amazing 1 It was, according to Jack Blake, flabbergasting !
Baggy Trimble was in bed after a ducking—and Racke of
the Shell, the fellow who had had pointed at him the finger
of-scorn as & “‘funk,” was the feliow who had pulled him out
of the frozen river. Racke of the Shell had dived in for
him—dived from the high bank into broken ice for Baggy
Trimble, and saved his %ife, "A dozen fellows gave descrip-
tions of ‘how Racke had come staggering in, dri ping, with
Trimble dripping on his back.  The Housemaster had eompli-
nd shaken him by the hand warmly and
80 there was no doubt about it—no possible, prob-
no possible doubt

HUTITHEITHTHHTT

EUHITTHTTHHTTHHIT

m(

publicly.

whatever !

It was amazing,
because it was true.
they changed after the match, and. they s
been rathet rough on Racke. ‘The fellow

but it was true; all the more amazing

The footballers discussed the matter as
reed that they had
1ad been denounced

-as a funk; cut by the House—and even while under a cloud
~‘of contumely,

he had distinguished himself in this way. :
he did run away from Grimes, you know P’ Monty
He did 1" agf,ee‘d Blake.

“ Like a bunny rabbit "
“ But now-—— P

“ After all, he put up a round or two with Grimes! said
anners, ‘“ And a chap can’t help it if _k;e funks, I suppose.

“ But

'

“He otight to get over it, but perhaps— g ]
said Tom Mervy, frowning a little.

It wasn’t only that !”
 He insulted Grimes in g rotten, snobbish way, and-started
the trouble. That's what I was down on. - But? now—=" _

““Wacke has certainly played up well. for: once!”’ sid

i %ou'n'ev-er"know a fellah, you

hon 1 mni'mu;ed“Lowthef. .
“It’s jolly queer,” said Levison -of the Fourth, “ but

-there’'s no doubt that Racke’s done.a plucky thing. I think

a fellow might be civil t6 him after this.” .

#* Yaas, wathah!” . :

*.0h, ves, cerfainly!” said Tom Merry at once. * In fact,-

ld him the other day that it was up to him to do some.

thing to show that he wasn’t the rotten funk ‘he'd proved

!xig}se!f to be. This chance has come along, and he’s done

wh oo : ]

‘f This chance?" said Cardew.
i g

3 . Was it a chance?”
; ! "I suppose Racke coildn’t foresee that Trimble was
gﬁing te fall into the river, could he?” said Tom, puzzled by
the remark of the dandy of the Fourth. - g
- Cardew amiled: . - ;
“Why_not?” he said.
perhaps Racke has the :
somehow that he had a sort of presentiment
of the sort syould happen.” 2

“ What rot!”

‘! ¥aas, wathah! |

B
prophetic gift. . T ean’t hel inkin’
thﬁf'lzomethig’_

Your  wemark {3 °

perfectly  asintue,.

- Cardew. « Wacke cerfainly cunnot. have foreseen anythin’ of |

the kind " e et e

- I stand corrected,' said. Cavdew gravely. - If you follows
are going to get up a testimonial for ‘Racke, or anythin' of
-that kind, 'put me down for twopence! Racke's pluck is
worth ‘that.”Not niorel” i o 20 i o8

And Cardew walked awvay whistling:. - :

- He left the juniors feeling rather irvitated. Just when
they .were feeling kindly {owards the outeast, and generally
benevolent, as it wers, Cardew hud- to “¢hip”in ‘with his
sarcastic remarks—it was just like Cardew.

““ Dash it all,” growled Blake, *“ give a chap his due! I'm
blessed if I see wwhat Cardew wants to sneer at a fellow for,
iow he's done a decent thing for the first ‘time since he's
been at 8t. Jim's!” ' o

* Yaas, wathah?’
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| Racke,” said Tom.

Read the Stories of *“ Teddy Heron’s Schooldays ” in—

+ * Cardew’s a silly ass!” said Kangaroo. I'm jolly well
oing to speak to -Racke as soon as I see him, and “chuck
up cutting him!” .

4 Same here!” : T

“ Yaas; I wegard that as bein’ due to Wacke,” "

And quite a little army of fellows looked for Racke soon
afterwards, to express their new feelings on the “subject of
his excellent. self. They found Racke strolling in the quad-
rangle with his hands ir his pockets He was looking much
less morose and sulky than of late. -Already he had received
a good many compliments, and friendly words, and he was
no longer feeling like an outcast.

“* Rack ”’ began Tom. -

e :
Arthur Augustus interrupted the captain of the Shell,
¢ ** Pway leave it to me, deah boy! Wacke, my deah man,
we have all heard about your wescuin’ Twimble——"
“ Have you?” murmured -Racke.. - :
“ We wegard it as vewy pluckay,” said Arthur Augustus.
Y think I speak for all the gentlemen pwesent, when I say
that we are vewy glad to see that ¥you are not such an uitah
cad and wottah as we have always supposed.” )
“Ha, ha, hal” roared the juniors. Arthur Augustus’ way
qfd complimenting Racke struck them as baving its funny
side. . - ’
The swell of 8t. Jim's turned his ‘eyeglass severely upon
the hilarious juniors. Co
“ Weally, you fellahs, this is not a laughin® mattah, A
tewwible twagedy has neahly. happened. I wegard it as
bein’ up to you to take it sewiously. ‘To wesume, Wacke—
we aré vewy pleased to find that, as Shakespeare wemarks,
there is some soul of goodness in things evil—" - .
“ Hear. hear!” “ i
“ Ha, ha; ha!” I
Racke bit his lip. Arthur Augustus had evidently prepared
a little speech for the occasion; and he got on with it; heed-
less of the laughter of his companions, or of the expression
on Aubrey Racke's face. ‘ by
- Shakespeare also wemirks,”’ continued Gussy, “ that
there are sermons in stones, and good in evewythin’.  Nobody
at._ Bt. Jf.[l.;l:ﬂ has evah seen’any ‘geod in you befeah this,

ey .

=)

1 Nobody havin® ever seen
‘ ; ‘befoah, Wacke, we are. all’ the more
pleased to see it now. It would nevah have ccourred to any
of us that you would do a wippin’ thing like wiskin’ your -
Jdife” to save - anothah chap’s life. Nobody would ve
dweamed that you were capable of it— " o
“ Liook here—"" . ’ e
. You have surpwised us all, Wacke, and we all wecoguize,
with gweat satisfaction, that you are fah fwom .bein’ the
uttahly contemptible wottah you have always seemed.” -~
“hd' ha, Ha!" shrieked the. juniors. Racke's face was
stuay. F ; .
“ You silly chump!” howled Racke.
“ Wha-a-t 7"
“You burblin’ owl—"
“ Weally, Wacke—" : . .
“ Never mind Gussy, Racke,” said Tom Merry, langhing.
‘! Asses ave born, not made, and Gussy can't help it."" ~ =
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" ’
“ We're all jolly glad that you've played up so well,
“We were down on you, and you
deserved it—no good making any bones about that. But
you've played up well, and the trouble's over so far as we
‘are concerfied. That's all.”" T :
“I'm glad!” muttered Racke. . 2
“ ¥aas, wathah! I have a few more words to say—"""
’* K'gu,ahvn,vs have, old top !’ said Blake.
o ea]ly;;'Blakh—’.’ T

“Brrrl”. -
“** Anybedy want to hear Cussy’s few more ivords 2" called
out Monty Lowther. e £ n W
.. % Ha. ha, ha!”. . . . .
. Nobody did, evidently. The juniots scatered, and Arthur
Augustus;” deprived of his audience; turned to ‘Racke, to give
that. gallaht. youth the benefit' of his few words. more. But

- Racke was. walking away; and the swell of St. Jim's was left

o waste his siweetness on the desert air. So Arlhur Angustua
sniffed and walked away, too %

CHAPTER 8,
Cash for -Val e,
(1R s HAT'S on, Gussy?”’ ¥
g It was rather late in the evening, and Tom
Merry, coming away. from his study after prep, -

- heppened upon D’Arcy in the passage. ‘The
swell of the Fourth was heading for the dormitory staircass

.with a paper bag in his hand, which was> obviously. packed

with jam-tarts. . The captain of the Shell glanced at it
curiously. . .
““Whose tarts?” asked Monty Lowther, -«
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©. 7t Mine, desh boy! T am takin’ them to the dorm—— Anyhow, I've cut prep, and old Y.alhom can't ask me “te
" ““Fancy Gussy mkmg grub awaifinm a quiet -corner to | construe in the morning, <ean he? That's so much to the
devour it at his leisure!” remerked anners. - You've been | good,” .
learning manners from Herries' bulldog, Towser 1’ - *'Bai Jove!” . .
1 Weally, Mannahs——'" %5 R . “Where's Racke?” asked Trimble. “Racke hasn’t been
I can’t approve of this!” said. Monty Lowther, shaking } to see me.” :

his head. * When Gussy backs into solitary corners with a "Bai Jove! Aftah pullin’ you out of the wivah, tog!”
. bag of tarts instead of whacking them out to his old pals, it’s | said Arthur Augustus, rather surprised at that remissness
lime to butt in. I think we ought to bump Gussy, and | on.the part of the gallant rescuer. Trimble grinned.
:.mg!‘uacat;o‘ the tarts.” " "Yes, after pulling me out of the river,” he ‘assented.

Good egg I’ said Tom Merry. .| “Have the fellows come round yet—about. Raeke 1
Arthur 'Auﬁustus jumped back as the three Shell fellows “Yaas, wathah1” -~ ’
closed in on him, grinning. - “They admire his pluck—what 97
., “Pway don'y, play the goat, deah boys ¥ exclaimed D’Arcy “Yaag!”
ha‘s;tily. *“ These tarts are for Twimble!"’ Trimble chuckled.

You're wasting good tuck on Trimble 1 ) Well, you tell Racke that I want to see him, Ghssy;'}”

.« You see, -poor old Twimble has been thwough & feahful he said.  “He owes me some money—I—I mean, I—I' want

... time to-day,” said the tender-hearted Gussy. “Y thought | to thank him for pulling me out of the water, you know.”

1 ‘-‘ﬁ'—‘l'.i oy him.upﬂai fow ml:,ts-f Eﬁe:s w"t"]l:a}“mg:{“ bed “That is vewy wight and gwopah, Twimble,” said Arthur
eval simee e Wwas e WIVa; eelln’. watha) , you 4 il e r 3 1

know. :He has't besn shle 1o e ify i Augustus, ““L am vewy glad to see that I was mistaken -in

2 1 h' n? 1 l - ¥ .QV
The Terrible Three chuckled. i Jgn incapableof gwatitude
“Has ke stayed in bed because he feels bad, or to get ““Bai Jove!” -
out-of prep?” "asked Manners, ’ “Hallo, here’s Racke!” said Trimble, looking round as
“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that ! : the dormitory door opened. - “This way, Racke !**
“ Ha, hat” Aubrey ‘Racke eame in, but- he stopped and coloured, as

““Anyhow, he has had a feahful time, and I am goin’ to { he saw the swell of the F ourth. Evidently he had. expected
take: him some tarts,” suid Arthur Ag ustus.  “I. locked [ to find Baggy Trimble alone in the dormitory, -

. into the dorm to ask him wethah I could do anythin® for “Pway twol in, Wacke,” said Arthur Augustus, “Twimble

him, and he said tarig—> : was just sayin' that he. wanted to see you, to thank yeu

“He would!” grinned Lowther, - for wescuin’ him,” i .
“So I'm tekin’ him some. .So don't you boundahs play “Oh 1" muttered Racke, coming towards Trimble’s bed.
g ang - twicks 1" ; Tha fat Fourth-Former grinned at him,

‘Pass on, Cood Samaritan, and all's well P said Tom |° * Feeling all right, Trimble 7" stammered Racke. -
* Merry solemnly. And the swell of the Fourth was allowed “Right as-rain—I mean, awiully ill, and not like doing

to pass unagoﬂed B any lessons to-morrow,” said Trimble, .
L ¥ ugustus

Arthu; proceeded to the Fourth Form “Better not try that on, Trimble,” muttered Racke.
dorniitory., electric light was on, -and Baggy Trimble ! Loast said soonest mended,’ you know:”. .
was sitting up in bed. He was reading and yawning, but “What rot! When a fellow’s #l, he's.ill 1" said Trimble.
he looked very comfortable, and certanly mone the worse “I'm going to squeeze all I can out of it, of course.”

for his duc-kigf of the afternoon. His fat face lighted up “Bai Jove !” . :
“at the sight of the bag of tarts. “You can clear off now, Gussy; Racke’s going- to keep
-+ . “This way!” he exclaimed breathlessty, me company for a bit,” said Baggy Trimble, 4 :
“YT've bwought you a few Jjam-tarts, 4 R
Twimble, degh boy!? ) —er :
“Thank you! Hand them over!” 52 E[ : 1 i ri!
*“It has oceurred to me; howevah, that Y s it
they may not be good for you just before | ——— 7, T
©.gOIN” 10 bed,” added Arthur Augustus M i1 -
“consjderately. - - - "y : 7!\ i A
- Rubbish ! FHand them over ! Y. \ WA
7 “IE you weally considah——"' !
* Hand them ‘over !" shrieked Trimble.
* Not so much gas | !
“Oh, bai Jove 17
The “good-hemrted Gussy was uncon-
«-sciously “inflicting upon Baggy Trimble
" the tortures of Tantalus. However, he
handed over the bag, and Baggy thrust
in a fat  paw, extracted a tart, ‘and -
jammed it whole into his : capacious
smouth. - Beatific satisfaction overspread |
-,his fat face as his jaws champed rhythmi-
“cally on the juicy' tart.

Arthur Augustus sat on the edge of the
bed to keep him company. - Nobody else
had bethered to give Trimble a look in;
but Arthur Augustus was always kindness
itself, .

- Tart followed tart, and Baggy’s fat face
became shinier and jammier with every
one that was consumed.

" “Good!” he said at last, with a sigh

““of satisfaction,

- “T am vewy glad you like the tarts,
. Twimble,” said Arthur Augustus, “Are
you still feelin’ wocky, deah boy?”

“Oh, I'm feeling all right,” said
Trimble. -~ *“You mentioned to Mr.
Lathom that I couldn't do my prep1”

*“ Yaas, wathah I C

-“What did he say?”

“He said undah the cires he would

1exXcuse you,” 2

., cGood!” said Trimble. “I—T wonder 2 Wacke, my deah man,” said Arthur Augustue, *“ wé have heard abeut.

‘if I can hang it out over to-morrow. I Your wescuin' Twimbie *5d A Have you 7 raurmary’ Rosar e

suppose it wouldn't work,” wegard it as vewy pluckay,” continued D'Aroy. * I think i speak for all
* Weally, Twimble—"" the gentiemen pwesent wheh ) say we are glad'to see you are not the uttah
“8till, I've been wet throug " said cad and wottah as we have always suppossd.”

Trimble argumentatively. “Lots of . ]

fellows would be ill. I'll think it out. THE Gem Lisrary.—No. 734.



‘Arthur  Augustus had come up with the benevolent

intention of keeping Baggy Trimble company till the rest

- of lhe Fourth came to bed. But at this very plain hint he
retired—not sorry to get out of his self-imposed task.
Certainly he did not guess for a moment what Baggy Trimble
had to say to Racke when he was gone,

*“Now—"" began Trimble. ;

“ Wait till the door's shut!” whispered Racke hurriedly.

Trimble grinned. The door clicked shut after the retreating
swell of the School House, : .

“ Now, about the cash,” said Trimble. ““It's worked like
a charm, Racke. I’ve heard all about it. Old Railton shook
your paw—what? He, he, he!” ’

“Shut up that cackle!” .

“Well, it’s funmy,” said Trimble, still chuckling. *No
ond of a giddy hero, ain't you, Aubrey?” 5

Racke scowled at him. : )

“Ten bob in advance yesterday,” said Trimble,
leaves two-pound-ten to come, doesn’t it ?” )

“Ortg-pound-ten;”- said Racke, “Two pounds was agreed

“Did I say two?” .

“Yes, you did, you fat slug!” . .

“Tm awfully careless in money matters,” said Trimble
;irily. "‘,Being brought up in a wealthy home, you

ROW——

“that

~-  Racke glanced round to make assurance doubly sure that |

there were no eyes in the dormitory to watch him, and then

he extracted a pound note and a ten-shilling note from his

purse. He laid them on the coverlet, and Trimble blinked
. at them, but did not touch them. s g

“What's that?” he asked, his fat lip curling in a sneer.

“Thirty bob—what I owe you.”.

“ There's the other pound—"

“You know it was two pounds in all,
hissed: Racke. : : .

4T gverlooked the damage done to my clothes,” said

 Trimble. “My bags were awfully wet, and they’ll shrink.
T shall have to have them pressed. My I]ac}:et, too—you
“insisted on my jacket being wet, though I didn’t want to
damage it; Your own fault, Racké!”

“I,VB
between
nothing !”

“Trimble eyed him coolly. .
(¢ '}l leave it, then,” he said. ‘“I've been thinking over
“the inatter while I've been lying here, Racke. It really
doesn’t. seem to me to be good enough. Taking in all the
" fellows, you know—making out that you dived into the
river for me, when all you did was to ‘gplash me with
water—" . - .
“Shut up!” hissed Racke.

1

you fat rotter

is teeth.  “You can take it or leave it. That or
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iven you what I owe you, Trimble,” said Racke

.money?"”

16 Become a Member of * THE ROUND-UP CLUB * and Receive one of the—

“It’s a bit on my conscience,” said Trimble calmly, *I
think, on the whole, you'd betier take your money away,

| Racke, and T'll explain to the fellows exactly how it was.

Take it away! Vou think your dashed money will buy
anything, I'm not that sort, I hope!” . E

Aubrey. Racké had an internal struggle. He had plenty -
of mongy, but he did not like parting with it. - But he
realised  that if Trimble talked his whole house of cards
would come down with a crash, The trick had worked—
the outcast’s amazing stunt had been a success. But it needed
only a few words from Trimble— :

Blowly, savagely, Racke of the Shell extracted another
pound-note from his well-filled purse, and laid it beside the
others. Then Baggy Trimble condescended to take them.

“Thanks!” he said carelessly. “I sha'n't forget this,
Racke! I'll square as soon as Talbof pays me the fiver I
lent him.”

“Oh, stop your lies!” hissed Racke, “Talbot would kick
you if you offered to lend him anything. You're sticking
me for my money, like the sneaking, dishonest, little fat
scoundrel you are!” ;

Trimble sat bolt upright. His little round eyes glittered
with wrath. How much Trimble believed of his own hum-
bug was a problem the St. Jim’s fellows had never been able
to solve. But howsoever much or little he believed in it,
certainly he did not like -the veils being rent aside in this
ruthless marner. 5

“You insulting cad!” he gasped.
money!”

. Trimble had slipped the currency notes into the pocket of
id not reproduce them. Obviously, he

his_pyjamass. He did
had no intention of doing so. But he continued, with great
Pah!  Purse-proud

scorn and wrath:
“Take it! You and vour money!
upstart! I wouldn’t touch your money with a barge-pole!
D’Arcy!” shouted Trimble. 2
“Shut up!” breathed Racke.

D'Arey for?™ ' " -
“I'm going to tell him the wliole story. I'm not going io

-“TBkE your filthy

“What arve you yelling to

enter into any of Eour sneaking plots!” said Trimble. * Not
my style at all, I can assure you. D'Arcy!" he shouted
again. x 3

(13 Dry up !’P

“8ha’n’t! D'Arcy!” roared Trimble,

“I—I—Tm sorry!” gasped Racke, in dire terror of seeing
the dormitory door open, and of hearing the whole story
poured into the astonished ears of the sweﬁ of St,. Jim's. “I
—I say, Trimble, old fellow, I—I'm sorry! ¥ou—you can
have the pther pound., I—I don’t mind.” =

“Oh!” said Trimble. “If you put it like that, Racke—"

“I—I do!” - : -

“This is to be regarded simply a: & loan, then,” said
Trimble, * You're not making out that you're giving me

“N-n-no!” gasped Racke.

“That’s all right, then,” said Trimble, genial once more.
“In the cireumstances, Racke, I eoverlook your ill-bred
remarks. But don't let it occur again.” )

Aubrey Racke quitted the dormitory with feelings almost
too deep for words. Trimble laid his head on the pillow
with a fat grin. He was master of the situation pow, and
he enjoyed it.” There was going to be no more “swank”
from Aubrey Racke towards Baggy Trimble—not if Baggy
knew it. He held the millionaire’s son in the hollow of his
fat hand, though Racke did not yet realise all that -that
implied. But Baggy Trimble thought it oui with great
satisfaction, and his fat_face- was smiling when the -Fourth

Form came up to the dormitory.

.. CHAPTER 9. .
- The Horn of Plent -, §
OM MERRY nodded genially to Racke in the Iorm..
room passage the next morning.

Racke returned the nod cheerily. - - -

. - Matters were very much changed now for the out-
cast of 8i. Jim’s.  His ostracism was over. N i
Certainly. Tom Merry & Co. were never likely to be
friends with Racke, unless he changed his manners and
ciistoms very considerably, which he had no intention .of
doing, But, without being friendly, they could be civil,
and their example was generally followed, There was no
more turning up of noses—no more looks of scorn—no more
cutting- remarks. What Racke had looked on as a persecu-
tion came to an abrupt end. He was allowed to go his own
way in peace, and that was all he wanted. ;e
But he. really had more than that—noi only was the
persecution over, bub fellows were more civil to Racke than
they had ever been before the ‘trouble with Grimes. Pluck
was & quality that the St Jim’s juniers delighted to honour;
and Racke iad shown unexpected pluck; according to the
general belief. Quite a nuymber of fellows said that wRal:ke




« wasn’t such &
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bad chap, after all, with all his “rorty”

:+“Which was pleasant enough for Aubrey.

.-'Racke felt that, extortionate ag Trimble had been, the
benefit he Teceived was worth it. Three pounds was not an
- Hnportant matter fo-‘the profitder’s son. He did not like

- paltting with that sum, but he had had, his money’s worth,

~So.he dismisted Trimble from his. mind, and enjoyed the
Yeliof he had earned by his extraordinary stunt, ;

-+ Now that Racke’s ‘trouble had blown over his friends

rallied round.

Crooke was quite friendly, and amicable in

the study. Clampe and Chowle came over from the New
" House 16 be very cordial. ;

TIndeed, the

:credit on “them,
zang *” consisti

elack set felt that Racke had brougflt'some
4 Th;g could no longer: be pointed out as a
ng whol

" They were unendingly astonished at what -Raoke had done,
‘certainly; they d vot make it out. But there it was,
“and’ ?s tt‘!.:ey were not thought-readers they did not get on to

ac

the

., Racke received the overtures of his friends, who had
abandoned him “in the hour of adversity, with cynical
welcome, -~ As they had dorie bia!!ﬁm, so he would have done

8

" by them in the same _circum

nces, and he knew it, and

‘perhaps’ that helped him to overlook their defection, Once
" mors the cad of the Shell became welcome member of the
shady set that met in Clampe’s study in the New House to

play nap and bank

er,

atters were on their old footing now, and Aubrey Racke

“was’ satisfied.

Meanwhile, Trimble of the Fourth was also

;m astate of considerable satisfaction,

Two pounds

ten shillings was a large sum for Bnggyi
al

Trimble. In spite of the enormons wealth of Trimble H

“#iad’ the Trimble family, Baggy was seldom or never seen
‘with pound notes in his Dossession. Now he had two pound

nates and a “ten-bobber,” and he revelled in the fat of the
land, " He would always have been Dume Taggles’ best
customer at the school shop if funds had allowed. Now
“funds did allow, and Trimble: naturaily became the best
customer. Nothing was too expensive for Trimble, so long
as_his .su[i%!g! of cash lasted.

But eve
dr{I at last,

ing comes to an end, and the horn of plenty ran

rimble did not intend that it should remain dry for long.
Tt was on Saturday afterncon that ‘he found™ his cash
Tedources reduced to twopence. - But Trimble thought he
could renew those resources, ’
* He looked cheerfully for Racke. .
Racke was going out for the afternoon with Crooke and
Clampe, and’ Baggy Trimble caught him in the quad on his
way to the gates. ; x
" e Aubrey 17 shouted Trimble,

.. “If you call

me Aubrey, you fat cad, I'll kick you ! gaid

Racke. ‘“Shut up, and don’t follow me about 1
“Clear off, Trimble,” said Crooke. * You're not wanted.”

~Trimble did

not heed.

.—--E:g-illyou lend-me ten bob, Racke?” he aske&.
0. L

. “SI_I;Q?" asked Trimble threateningly.
- Racke hurried on, with a sinking at his heart, Trimble
“scuttled after him.

‘“Btop a min
Racke sto

ute, Aubrey.”

“Cut off, and leaw‘me alone, yr.;u fat rolter!” he said
between his teeth. >

2“1 hope I'm not the fellow to sta

isn’t ‘wanted,”
come out with

« o < y where my company-
said Trimble loftily, *I certainly shall not
you this afternoon, Racke. But my trousers

hgw?, come home from being pressed, and I've got fo pay the

bill.

Crooke stared.at him, "
“Why the merry thump should Racke pay for your bags

to be pressed,
“They were

‘you fat lunatic?” he exclaimed,
mucked up in the water last Wednesday,”

explained 'Frimble.
.. “Well, you fat rotter, you ought to thank Racke for pull-
ing you out, without asking him to pay the damages.”
Trimble grinned, -
“Oh, I've thanked Racke,” he said. “Haven’t I, Aubrey?
Now Racke’s going_ to lend me ten bob to pay for the bagi—

- ain’t you, Au
“I wouldn’t

rey?"?
 said Clampe

pe.
- “Perha ou wouldn’t, but Racke will.”
Racke bit {n

s lip hard. He began to understand now.

The affair that he had regarded as so happily terminated
was not at an end yet—in fact, it was only:beginning.

“I'm waitin,
grin. " :

Racke’s tem
reached out an
on his fat ear,
. ¥Take that,

g for you, Aubrey!” said Trimble, with a

or . got the better -of his prudence. He
| gave the fat Fourth-Former a terrific smack
and Trimble went over like a skittle, yelling.
yoa fat brute !” hissed Racke. -

lly of slackers and: wasters and funks, |

Trimble had already taken it. He sprawled and..roared.

Crooke and Clampe exchanged curious glances. . Suspicion
had come into both their minds at once. %

"I"Comle on, you felllows 1” said Racke savagely.

rimble sat up, spluttering. . i . X

“Owl  You p‘a.wful nilt-i;er! Yﬁw-nw;qw_! Tl tell Tom
Merry now— ¥Yaroooh! Tom Merry1” % '

T:g’x was, walking in_the quad with Manners and. Lowther,
He looked round as his name was howled across the. quad.

“Halic! What's the trouble?” he called out. 4

“I've got something to tell you!” yelled Trimble. “Some-
thing about Racke—" - 5

“What on earth——7" . .

Racke’s face was a study. He had an inward stiuggle as

. the surprised captain of the Shell came towards the spet. In
- & -minute more, the ‘true story -of lhe heroic rescue avould

have been told. .

Racke bent hurriedly over Trimble. -

_“I’ll make it a pound ! whispered Racke, in an agony, as
Tom Merry drew near.
Trimble rubbed his burning ear.

“Too late, you rotter—"

“Trimble, old chap-—" . X

“Well, what's the merry row 2 asked Tom Merry, coming
up. “Get it off your chest, 'Trimble 1” .

Trimble staggered up, with Racke’s assistance. - Racke
watched him 1n anguish of spirit. It pleased the fat Fourth-
Former to keep him on tenterhoaks, L

“The fact is, Tom Merry~—-" ho began. :

‘Crooke and.Clampe were -grinning.  Tom Merry. looked
from Racke to Trimble, and from Trimble lo - Racke, in
surprise. . . .

“Well?” he asked.

“The fact is, Racke——"

“Trimble !” breathed Racke. . u

“Blest if I can make you out I said Tom Merry. " “If
yﬁu’v?) got anything to say, Trimble, cough it up, Life’s
short. ey - i

“Racke owes me a pound,” said Trimble, at last.  "And
Aubrey Racke breathed mere freely, .

**No business of mine if he does,” said Tom. “And I
don’t believe it, either.” .

“Don’t you owe me a pound, Racke 7" )

“Yes,” gasped Racke, . _ i

i Wel‘l,' ig you owe him a pound, pay himi a pound; Racke,”
said Fom Merry. “Have you called me here to see that
Racke pays up Trimble 77 ™

*“That’s it-—exactly,” said Trimble, wiih a grin.  “Racke
wouldn’t pay up, so as you're his Form-captain—-"" )

“I'm ready to pay!” pasped Racke. “I-~I didn’t like
being dunneg, that's all. Here’s the pound.” o v

He handed 2 pound-note over to Trimble, whose fat fingers
closed upon it eagerly. Racke walked on with Crooke and *
Clampe—who were grinning still and whispering together.

““Well, that’s that!” said Tom Merry. “You've got your
poundr,” aggy. Don’t sperd it all at once on jam-tarts and

ursi

“Yah!” said Trimble. And he rolled away towards the
tuckshop with the pound-note in his fat paw. £ mhume nh

“How on earth did Racke come to owe Bagiy a pound I
said Lowther. “Racke’s got more money than any twe
fellows in the school—and Trimblé never has. & half-crown to
bless himself with, Isn't that jolly queer, Tommy?»

“1 suppose it is,” said Tom. .

“I wonder—" said Lowther. ;

“I wonder—"" said Manners, at the same moment, -

And Tom Metry, by a curious coincidence, remarked at the
same moment: . .

I wonder—* - . .

But the Terrible Three did not state what they wondered,
It was only a vague suspicion, and they let it drap. They
were reminded of it in the junior Common-room that ‘evening

~when Ba%z Trimble, in the presence of a dozen fellows,

reminded Racke that he “owsd ” him ten shillings—which
Racke paid without'-a word. The-glances of the’ Terrible
Three met—and they wondered still more! .

TEE EXD,

Will the €hums of St. Jim's continue to

admire Aubrey Racké when they learn the

true facts of his “heroism”? See next
week’s grand story, entitled ;

“*CHUMMING WITH AN OUTCAST!”
' By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

and read all about it for yourself. -

You will enjoy this ‘magnificent story.
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stery Man

‘The Return of Mr, Sianton,

r AM DARRY was so amazed at the
“rapid and unexpected entry of the

. police that he remained quite
stationary for a moment _or 80,

His followers were also too surprised to
take ‘any action. Now it Seemed that they
were too late to make a . fight for their
liherty, for each of the five men stood with
Tevolvers levelled. The detective walked over
towards Ram Darry, and taking a pair of

handeuffs from his pocket, he prepa}'ed to

place them on the man's wrists,

‘The leader obediently held out his hands,
but as he did so a- peculiar shrill cry left his
lips, and immediately -there was the sound
of something moving behind them. e

Dr. Brutell glanced back, and a surprising
thing met his gaze. The panels in the wall of
the room had opened, and each one disclosed
a member of this queer society with a levelled
rifie in his hand. Brutell and his men had
beeu trapped completely. .

Dr, Brutell and the detective were dis-
tinctly annoyed. Here they were within an
ace of rescuing Madeleine from the clutches
of Ram Darry, and now the tables were com-
pletely turned. It was, of course, impossible
for them to resist.

They were completely outnumbered, and
the evil-looking men behind the guns would
not hesitate to shoot if they showed fight.
Yet there might be a possible means of
escape.

Dr. Brutell was a most resourceful man, and
he intended to make one more effort. He
whigpered a few words to the detective who
stood next to him, and he, in turn, passed it
on.to his comrades. .

The special police officers were all men who
liad been used to tight corners, and they knew
how to nct in times of emergency. They were
quick to understand the doctor's scheme,
although his idea was conveyed to them in
80 few words that nome of their enemics sus-
pected that there was anything afoot.

Suddenly, by & silent and agreed sigoal, all
the captives” gave a wild vell. For one
second consternation reigned in the room.
The ear-splitting noise was' so sudden and
unexpected that the men with the rifles were
completely taken off their gnard.

It is true it djd not last lobg, but in that
brief moment Dr. Brutell and the rest of
:ihe;n lad been able to accomplish their

esire. -

Bach man had grabbed hold of the nearest-

person to him and dragged him in a most
unceremonious manner into the line of -fire,
The Orientals thus made most effective
‘shields, and Ram Darry, whe had not yet
got, over his surprise, had the honour of pro-
tecting his enemy, Dr, Brutell,

It any one of Ram.Darry’s men pulled a
trigger the bullet would have to pass through
the hody of one of their number before any
harm was done to the enemy. -

Dr. Brutell insttucted the detective to take
advantage of the opportunity thus presented
to rush out jnto the street. This was a wise
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move, for he knew perfectly well that Ram
Darry would not dare to try any more tricks
if one of their number was at liberty.

The ' Orientals quickly realised that the

game was up, and they became very dejected
indeed. " Their courage quickly deserted them
when the odds were on the other side.
‘The remainder of Britell's party had no
dificulty in gettiig away, and once they had
zained the street door they saw that it was
securely locked. The three police officers
mounted guard, and Brutell and the detective
hurried away to secure a force of men inrfe
epough to arrest the whole of the gang. 1o
a ;rery short time they were safely fodged in
prison.

Mzadeleine was once more safely back in
the house of her friend. She was ovetjoyed

at having escaped from the clutches of Ram.

Darry, but there was
worried her very much,
a prisoner of the Black Circle gang.

But there was a ray of hope!

Duriog lher captivity, Madeleine had over-
heard two of Ram Darry’s men discussing her
father, and they had mentioned the name of
the place where he was being detained.

The girl at once told Dr, Brutell all that
she knew. Dr.. Brutell was surprised. at the
news that the millionaire’s prison was a small
wooden shack, situated in a desolate spot
some. thirty miles distant from the Stanton
ranches,

“We must lose no time in setting out for
the west!” said Dr. Brutell. “The place
where your father is being kept prisoner
cannot be very far away from the mountain
retreat of the Black Circle gang, and no
doubt we shall find it a fairly dificult ol
to get him away. But that must not deter
us. Jack Regan, your father's foreman, and
big cowboya will render us every assistance.”

Madeleine suggested that they should set
out for the Stanton ranch early in the morn-

still one thing which

| ing, and the doctor heartily agreed with the

proposal.

: Luck was certainly with Madeleine and bLer
iriend, for & day or so alter their arrival at
the ranch, a big party of cowboys were
rounded up, and an expedition started .out
at once in search of the captured millionaire,

After a cougle of hours hard riding they
saw in the distance three horsemen, and the
fact that the man in the centre was attached
by & rope to the other two men made them
take particular notice.

Brutell took out a pair of field-glasses, and,
atter n brief survey, he handed them to
Madeleine. '
recognise anyone there?” he
The girl gave & gasp of astonishment.

“Why, it's my father!” she muttered.

And then tears of joy commenced to run
down her cheeks. It was the first $ime she
had seen him for many a long day.

“Yes, there can be no doubt about it!" re-
turned Dr. Brutell. *We must he after them
at once. They must not be allowed to
cscape. These two men are probably taking
him to a fresh prison.”

The eowboys, headed by the popular Jack
Regau, spurred up their liorses and set off on
the trail of .the three riders, They were a
good distance away, but with ordinary tuck
they should have no difficulty in rourding
them up. 4
- Unfortunately, however, the two guards
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£00n became aware of the fact that they
were being followed. = -

They untied the ropes which were attached
to their prisoner, and made hii ride in front
of them; then, holding a pistol at the head
of Mr. Stanton, they ordered him to ride
for alk he was worth._

To refuse their demand would have meant
instant death L
" But it they were riding hard, so also.wers
Regan's men, and they were steadily but
surely overliauling them. At length it WAS
apparent to the members of tho Black Circle
that they could no longer hope to get away,

Jack Regan raised his revolver, aimed it,
and with a crack shof brought the man on
the right down to the ground. Then this
expert shot repeated the performance.

The bullet, however, went a trifle wide,
and the remaining guard meade a desperate
final effort to get away: ’ :

Another shot rang out, and a third. ‘This
one feund its mark, and the wmext minute
there were two riderless horses, and Mr.
Stanton left.

The millionaire ranch-owner was never more
surprised in his life than he was at this
amazing jocident. He had thought that the
horsemeu were a rival gang of outlaws, and
it meyer emtered his head that they were
friends of his. 4
. A few minutes later the party rode up, and
Mr. Stanton was astonished fo . see hig -
daughter and Dr, Brutell among them. g

It was a wonderful reunion, for Mr. Stan-
ton had never expected to see his daughter
again. The joyous party hurried back to tre
ranch-house o celebrate the great occasion.

At the end of the festivities, Dr. Brutelf
went to his room to rest. He picked up a
book and commenced reading. ut he was
not af ease, and he knew that ome of his
dreaded spells were crecping over him again.

Dr. Brutell bad confided in Madeleine, and
fold her alt about his strange malady. He
sent for her, and asked her to go to his bag
and mix the potion from the two bottles
which she wouid find there.

This mixture was the only thing which
saved the doctor from the spells of evil.

Madeleine hastened to do hig bidding, but,
unfortunately, by the time she returned, the
doctor was in the full power of his demon
self. He rushed about the room like & mad-
man, sbricking and tearing his hair; and
when Madeleine offered him the mixture, he
snatched at it in a violent manner, and then
dashed the glass to the ground. @

It seemed that he had never seen her
before, .

Dr. Brutell then tore wildly out of the
room, rushed downstairs, and before anrhody
rvns able to stop him, he dashed out of the
\ouse.

Brutell made his way to the stable where
his favourite horse was tethered, and, mount-
ing it, he rode full-tilt up the canyoh road
aod away from the ranch, i

He presented an extraordinary sight. and
nobody” couid believe that this man and the
respected Dr. Brutell were the same,

The -doctor rode the horse at o mad pace,
and he continned to yell and wave his arms
franticn!l{, until af length he-was out of
sight of ihe ranch-house.

Madeleine lost"no time in telling her father
of the sbrange happenings to their friend,

The ranch-owner ordered- Jack Regan and
some, of the cowboys to follow after Dr,
. Brutell and see that no harm came to him.
But the scientist was riding with such reck-
less abandon that he quickly outdistanced
them all, and he was soen lost to sight, _

The party rode back despondently, and won-
dered if they would ever see their héro again,

(To be Concluded)
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