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GERFBRBH!

My Dear Chums,—

Kit Wildrake and Tom Merry make
a first-rate partnership in the magnifi-
cent new series of yarns dealing with a
great mystery at St. Jim's. Of late, life
at the famous school has been enlivened
by more feuds to the snuare inch than
ever before. The Grammarians, headed
by Gorden Gay, have achieved what
might have been thought the impossible,
and spoofed Tom Merry and his faithful
band. T. M. is a champion, but even
the finest brand of champion gets left,
and badly, on occasions.

Still, in the long run, St Jim's did
score; but wait till mext time! There
is always a next time in these affairs.
1f Grundy had been allowed to have his
way in the recent disputes, there is no
question that events would have turned
out differently. In the estimation of
George Alfred Grundy himself, St. Jim's
would have heen victorious all along the
line. There would have been a tri-
wumphal procession at the end with
Grundy marching at the head with a
nice new laural wreath adorning his
noble brow, and the air rent with cheers
for his illustrious self.

The other day | was told that we did
not have emough Grundy in the yarns.
As the weeks pass and summer-time
comes along, we shall hear more of the
doughty comrade and Wilkins and Gunm,

A gaod many letters reach me asking
for the establishment of a girls’ school
near to St. Jim's, so that a few more
girl characters could be introduced into
the steries. | am not sure that this
would Be really good pelicy. The plain
fact is, we have scarcely room for more
characters, and there is certainly no
wish to crowd out the few girl characters
who do occasionally add points to a
St. Jim's yarn.

The St. Jim's favourites are known
all over the world. I'Nl be hound to say

THE GEM LIBRARY.
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that at this very moment 1 am writing
these lines there are *“ Gem " supporters
turning over in their minds something
that Levison has said, some action of
that astute riddle of a chap, Ralph
Reckness Cardew: or some joke that
Monty Lowther has made. The St
Jim's crowd has ‘‘ got there™; it is
knawn in Australia, in Canada, in all
the Deminions, and elsewhere, including
France. Vive I'Entente Cordiale! |
know all this is so, because of my post-
bag. Letters with addresses of an
immense length, for they come from a
great distance up country in the wilder-
ness, and travel via this railhead and
that big town, reach me with the most
touching little references te something
one of the boys has said or done.

It is little considerations of this sort
that prompt me o keep things much as
they are—nut entirely the same, for |
in fresh features—but to
mamtaln the old St. Jim’s idea of things.
You can't beat it!

I want you to let me hear any special
wishes you may have. 1 always try to
meet said desires. 1 should like you also
to take special netice of what the *“ Boys’
Herald ™’ is accomplishing in the way of
lively school yarns, and likewise adven-
ture sensations.

YOUR EDITOR.
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The New Complete Stories
in fthe

“BOYS" HERALD”

dealing with

‘Teddy Heron's Schooldays’
ARE A GREAT SUCCESS.
READ THEM THIS WEEK!

1

SRR
‘MY READERS’
OWN CORNER.”:

Half.a-crown is paid fulr each
contribution printed on this page

f your name is not here this weelk it
m next.
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* A CRITICAL OPINION.

Douglas Jerrold was seriously disap-
pointed with a certain book written by
one of his friends.  This friend hedrd
that Jerrold was altogether out of Heart
with the book. “T hear,” he remarked.
“that you said it was the worst ht")ok 1
ever wrote,” “1T (lulnt say that,” said
Jerrold. “T s the waorst book
anybody ever wro te L Baird, 32, Moss
Lane, Pendlebury, near Manchester.

SOAP.

A boy told to write o estiy on sohp
sent in_the following : —* Soap is a kind
of stuffi made in cakes what you can’t
eat. It smells good and tastes orful.
Soap always tastes worst when you get
it in your eye. Father says Eskimo
never use 'sonp. I wish I was
Eskimo.—J. K. Whittingham, 17, D
Road, Chippenham, Wilts.

SOuUP.

“1 can’t deink this soup."
Waiter brings another kind. Dinér: *'I
can't drink this soup.” Waiter again
hurries up with a fresh supply, but there
is. the same result; the diner shakes His
head.  The waiter patiently fotehies a
fresh sort. . Diner: “T can'l drinkthis
onp.” Waiter ecalls the mbn#
““’h\ ean't you drink this' soup, sir?”
asks the mEnager. Diner:  “Because I
have no spoon.’—Themas Hawkins, 10,
Thirlmere Road; Liverpool.

Diner :

=
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Another Magnificent Long Complete Story in Next Week’s ‘‘ Gem.” o

WITH AN

OUTCAS

The School,

Telling How Aubrey Racke Set Out To Deceive
and  What Became of His Effort!

A I}rand Long Complete Story of the Boys

of St. Jim’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
In Honour of a Hero !

L NE shillin® esach !”
O “What 1"
“One shillin’ each!” repeated Arthur Augustus

D’ Arcy.
The Shell at gl Jim's were just out after morning lessons.
D'Arey of the Fourth met them in the Form-room passage.
Tem Merry stopped, and Manners and Lowther stopped with
him. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had - nobby little notebook
in one hand, and a silver pennf in the other. And there was
a brisk, business-like expression upen his noble countenance.
& Just a shillin’,” he said, *théit's all. One each, you
know !”
‘“A shilling each 1" repeated Tom Merry.
aas, watha
5 My dear chnp said Monty
good! How did yon know we
“Weally, Lowthah—"
Lowther held out his hand.
b 1y s"nph. ripping of you.
“Iland it out !"
“Eh? Hand out what,
“The slullmg each.”
“Bai Jove! I——"
“Tt will come in quite usefui,” said Lowther blandly.
“Just like Gussy to do these generous things, isn't it, you
chaps?”
“Just!” grinned Tom Merry and Manners.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy hastened to explain.
“You misappwehend, deah boy am not goin'
you a shillin’ each at all. - You are goin’

Lowther, * mu re awfully

were hard up?”

Cussy!” he said solemnly.

deah boy?™

to give
to give me a

shillin® each 1"

“My hat! That's & hoss of quite another colour!” said
Lowther., ‘“In its present form, the proposilion cannot be
enlerimned—-

*Ha, ha, ha!™
“The fact is, deah boys—-"

“T¢ is more blessed to-give than to receive, Guss: said
Lowther. “Being really generous fellows, we are willing to
let you have the blessedness, And we'll have the bobs
—what 1"

“Pway let me explain, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus
patiently. “It is a shillin’ fund. I am waisin’ a shillin’
fund for a‘vewy good object. I wezard it as a good ideah
to keep the contwibutions down to a shi Eu each, so that aH
the fellows can contwibute without missin’ the money—see?
If T made :t @ guinea fund, lots of fellows wouldn't be able
to weigh in."

“ Very probable !

said Tom Merry, with a Jaugh.

“Vaas. So 1 am makin' it a shillin' [un:l said Arthur
Augustus.  “The fund, when waised, is goin’ to be spent on
a celebwation——"

od 17

o In }m'lmh of Wacke—"

acke !” ejaculated the Terrible Three
"Yxns wathah! It ia entiahly my idea,” smiled Arihur
i\uv-u:tuq ““When I pwoposed it in Studay No. 6, Blake am!

Hm\ wies and Dig said it was all wot, They did, you know !"
doni’t always agree with Blake and Herries and Dig,”

remarked Monty Lowther thoughtfull
that at times Lhey re right on the wi

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"‘.\en]lv Lowthah——"

“ What the thump are we going to celebrate ?”" demanded
Manners, ““ Who's Racke, anyhow, and what does he
matter 2"

“You have not forgotten that last week Wacke pllmgef
ml.nouhs\ugm wivah to wescue a dwownin’ boundah———

“but T must admil
et !

“ Some of the fellows,” said Arthur Augustus, *seem tc
think that it wasn't worth while to save Twimble's life.
Cardew said that the game was not worth the candle, you
know. I wegard that as wathah wotten. Of course, Twimble
is an unspeakable boundah. I wouldn't like to say anythin®
against the chap, of course, bt there is no doubt that he is
a feahful, no- r]nﬁs blightah !

“He, lml a!”

“Bo it is weally all the more to Wacke's cwedit that he
jumped into the watah for him, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus. “ Now, Wacke has been wegarded as a funk and
a wottah. He was cut by the school for wunnin' away in a
scwap with Gwimes, the gwocah’s boy. We were all down
on Wacke. Then he goes and does this vewy pluckay thing.
It made me feel quite wemorseful, you know. Of course, 1
don’t like Wacke personally. T shouldn’t care to touch him
with a bargepole. But that is all the more weason why one
should give honah where honah is due -\\Imt Lo

“Hcm.

“8o I have llmught of this bwight idea,” said Arthur
\uguatus “It was weally a bwain-wave, you know. Wacke
is goin’ fo be asked to a gwand spwead as guest of honab.
There will be speeches——"

“Oh dear !”

““And plenty of tuck i

“That’s better!”

“Wacke's health will be dwunk in gingah-pop—""

“Old fellow, we'll back you up,” said Monty Lowther.
“I'd drink anybody’s health in ginger-pop !"

“ And T shall utter a few well-chosen words,”
Augustus complacenly.

nly a few, I hope?™
“Weally, Iu\\ﬂmh -7
““Not more than th

said Arthur

iy thousand 7" suggested Manners.

“ Pway don’t wot, deah boys! I want to to pul your names
down for the fund,” said Arthur Augustus, opening his note-
book. “One shillin’ each, please. It's a :Ihillin' fund, so
contwibutions are limited to a shillin’. But yon may make
as many contwibutions as you like. If you care to hand nie
4 pound each——""

“Yf!" chuckled the Terrible Three.

“I leave it entiahly to you, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augn:lu: and he entered three names in his notebook.

“ How much shall T put down?”

The Terrible Three looked at one another and smiled. «

This “stunt” was exactly like Arthur Augustus. Largely
because he did not lika Aubrey Racke personally, and could
not “stand " him, he felt bound to give Racke all the honour
he had earned. For the first time on record, Racke of the
Shell had done—or was supposed Lo have done—a brave and
Tue Gen Lisrany.—No. T35
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i Another Splendid Art Portrait Next Week!

generous action. It was just like Apthur Augustus to lake
the lead in a public recognition of that action,
“Oh, put us down for bobs,” said Tom Merry. “We'll
come to the spread, anl iiva Racke all the glory he wants,
Bllt‘?hunt’ your few well-chosen words, old chap——"
‘“Yaas.’
“Never mind about the well-chosen, but stick to the few !
said Tom Merry.
“ Wats I

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther ““shelled out™ a-

shilling each, and Arthur Augustus pocketed the coins. He
entered the sums against the names of the Terrible Three in
the notel 3

“Good !” he remarked. “Bat as I have alweady observed,
contwibutions are limited to a shillin’ each, but the numb
of cantwibutions is not limited. 1f you fellows care to shell
out ten shillin’s—pway don’t walk away while I am talkin' to
¥you, you chaps !I”

But the chums of the Shell were already walking away,
and the{ turned a deaf ear—or, rather, six deaf ears. The:
were willing to give honour where honour was due; but their
admiration of Racke and their financial resources were both
limited. So they departed. And Arthur Augustus devoted
his attention to the rest of the Shell, collecting shillings, but,
45 a matter of fact, gathering up more chaff than cash.
“I

of the Fourth frowned, and shouted after him ns he
went up the staircase:

“Racke! D’ye hear, Racke?”

Racke hurried up the stairs, etill deaf to the voice of the
charmer. On the* landing above, Cardew and Clive and
Levison, of the Fourth, were chatting, and Cardew looked
round with a smile,

“You're wanted, Racke!” he called out.

“Rats!” grunted Racke.

“Primble’s callin’ you.”

“Hang Trimble!” ;

. “ Hang him!” tﬁp@xtad Cardew, with a lift of his expres-
sive eyebrows. “Hang the fellow whom you plunged into a
frozen river to rescue only last week? My dear Racke—"
Y Aubrey Racke walked on with knitted brows. Baggy
Trimble came grunting up the stairs, evidently in pursuit of
Racke. Since that celebrated occasion, when Racke had dis-
tinguished himself by dragging Baggy from a watery grave,
the fat junior had haunted Racke. Tt might have been
grateful “attachment to his gallant rescuer. Trimble had
never been of a specially giateful disposition, certainly. But
undoubtedly he never seemed to let Racke alone since that
great occasion. And the [iallant rescuer’s . distaste for his
society was open and palpable, and Trimble did not mind in
the least.

As the fat junior panted across the landing, Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew rexxchedp out, and caught him bgy the I‘sl:oulxiel'
and spun him round. Trimble came round like a fat hum-
ming-top.

“Ow!” he ejaculated.

“8till chummin’ with Racke—what?" asked Cardew.

“Eh? Oh, yes! Leggo!”

2 “Ii(’)'\r much has he lent you since he pulled you out of the
river?

“Ounly a few pounds—I mean, nothing at all,” said Trimble
hastily. * Mind your own business, Cardew. Ygh!"

Trimble jerked his fat shoulder away, and rolled on up the
Shell passage in pursuit of Aubrey Racke. Cardew gave a
quiet chuckle, and Levison and Clive regarded him curiously.

" You seem jolly interested in Trimble and Racke of late,”
said Sidney Clive,

Cardew nodded. :

“No end,” he said. “It's an interestin’ case, Who would
bave thought that Racke, who was cut by the House for
funkin’ in a scrap with a village kid, would turn out such a
giddy hero 1"

“Nobody thought so,” eaid Levison. “But—"

-“But he’s done a plucky thing,” said Clive. “It’s not
everybody who would take a header into the river, with the
ice broken, to pull Trimble out.”

.evison’s face was very grave,

“F've been going to spezk to you about this, Cardew,” he
said quietly.  “Racke’s a bit of a blackguard, as we all
know, “But when a chap does a decent thing, it’s up to other
chaps to give him credit for it. You seem to be making fun
of the whole thing, and—well, it's not like you to run a Eallnw
down. Why don’t you chuck it?”

“I've been going to say the same,” said Clive, rather
grufly. *“The fact is, Cardew, your remarks on the subject
are rather rotten. I can’t make you out,” .

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No, 735.

CHAPTER 2.
What Cardew Knew,
SAY, Aubrey, old fellow——"
Aubrey Racke walked on without heeding. Trimble

rather abruptly.

“ Ah, welll” sighed Cardew. ‘ Dear men, I wouldn't
deny Racke any credit that is his due. He's done a ter-
rifically plucky thing, and he was so modest that he did it
without any witnesses—""

“What the thump do you mean? He couldn’t arrange for
an audience to be near the river last Wednesday, could he?”

“ Possibly he could have, but it wouldn’t have suiled him,"
eaid Cardew. ‘‘He's so modest. He's one of those johnnies
who do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame—what ¥

Clive made an impatient movement. The three juniors of
Study No. 9 in the Fourth were great chums. But there
were times when Ralph Reckness Cardew’s cool eynicism had
a rather irritating effect upon the sturdy, quiet, straightfor-
ward junior from South Africa. They were great friends,

‘but they were never likely to see eye to

aye.

“I know how you look at it,” mum_edy(}uduw. “In my
rotlen way, I'm turnin’ the whole tragic, heroic story into a
joke. And it's really a very interestin’ affair—no end
amusin’,”

“I don't see anything amusing in it.”

“Look at it from the beginnin’,” said Cardew. * Dear old
Racke, with those charmin’ manners of his that endear him
to all who know him, picks a quarrel with Grimes, the
grocer’s kid, Aubrey is too lofty to feel anythin’ but aristo-
cratic scorn of a groceri kid. He insults Grimes, and
Grimes has the awful cheék to request him to put his hands
up. Dashed revolutionary, you know—grocery kids askin’
public school chaps to put their hands up! No wonder Racke
stood on his dignity, an’ refused.”

“That's ancient zislory now.”

“Then Tom Merry takes a hand in the game,” resumed
Cardew. ‘“He walks Racke to the battle-ground, with a
crowd of fellows to see fair play; and Racke—{rom ansto-
cratic contempt, or some other reason—bolts like a merry
rabbit 1" -

“Cheese it, Cardew !”

“Then all the fellows cut Racke for a snob and a funk,
and Aubrey finds himself in very low water,” continue
Cardew, unmoved. “Even his own dear pals follgw the
crowd, an’ give-him the cold shoulder, All of af A
while nem‘-lj everybody is on the football-ground for a House
match, and can’t be present to see his glorious heroism.
Racke commits a deed of terrific pluck, and sets himself right
in the estimation of the House. Gussy’s even raising a fund
to stand him a spread of honour. Wasn’t it a lucky chance
for Racke?”

“Well, and what do you make of all that?" asked Lovleen.

“Nothin' at all,” said Cardew blandly. “I'm only tellin’
you an interestin’ story. There are one or two triflin’ odd
incidents in it. F’rinstance, Trimble, the fattest funk that
ever funked, goes and risks his precious life on thin ice.
Jolly queer of Trimble! He asks Guesy to lend him his
skates—just as if he was tryin’ to draw public attention to the
fact that he was goin’ on the ice—asks him before a lot of
fellows. Fellows warn him that the ice is dangerous; he

es, all the same. Did Trimble ever strike you as a reck-
ess, dare-devil sort of dashin’ blade?”

Levison and Clive grinned; they could not help it. That
description certainly did fit Baggy Trimble,

“1 was so interested,” went on Cardew, “that, while you
fellows were exertin’ yourselves at footer, I walked aiter
Trimble, and honoured him with my company. I wanted to
see his giddy exploits in the ddnger zone. Strange to relate,
Trimble showed a strong repugnance for my society, which
you know to be attractive an' fascinatin’, He refused to
commit himself to the ice while I was with him,”

“Well 1 :

“8o I retired gracefully from the scene,’” said Cardew, “I
left him on the tuwiu’—rmth, and walked off through the
wood, properly snubbed.’

“Well?" repeated Levison, with a curious look at Cardew.

“I came back to the footer-ground, to watch you chaps
livin’ the strenuous life,” said Cardew. ‘' But that was
fifteen minutes later. What do you think I was doin' in the
interval?”

“Well, what were you doing?"

“gittin” on a branch in a tree,” said Cardew.

*'What on earth for?” Fr .

“To watch Trimble doing his daring stunts on the ice.”

Clive and Levison stared at Cardew. 7 :

“Then you saw the whole affair{” exclaimed Levison, in
astonishment.

Cardew nodded.

“Saw it from start to finish,” he assented. ‘‘Saw Racke
come up—saw the whole game, and then walked in reflectin”
on the flnriuus courage oﬂho excellent Aubrey,” 5

“ Well,” said Clive,  you own up now that you witnessed
the rescue, and yet you've been sneering at it, and, in fact,
casting bt on the whole thing. I can’t understand it,
Cardew, and I don’t like it.” 2

“ Dear man ! said Cardew affectionately. .

But Levison was eyeing Cardew ver{l keenly and curiously,
He was rather quicker in perception than Clive,



Next Week's

“What did you see from the tree-top, Cardew
quietly.
“The whole thrillin’ scene.”
You saw Trimble go through the ice-——"
i

2" he asked

*“ Hem !
*“You saw Racke plunge in for him?”
“
m !
“Well, what did you see, you mystifying ass?” exclaimed

Clive ;mpahenl y.

Cardew smiled serenely.

“Dear man,” he said, “T was sittin’
sheer curmfut\ watchin® the entertainment. I found it
interestin’ and’ peculiar. I knew Trimble was up to some-
thin', and 1 wanted to know what. I learned what. Then
I travelled. But it's not my biznai to blow the gaff.”

**1 don't catch on.”

“Of course you don’t!" said Cardew. *“An’ I don’t mean
to enlighten you or anybody els Satisfyin’ my own burnin’
cariosity was one thing, hut blowin® the gaff is quite another.

in the tree-iop out of

If I gave my private version of the heroic incident it would -

would annoy
8o I'm sayin’ nothin’

annoy Racke; and we all love Racke, 1t
l"nmi.vle, and we all love Trlmi»l.-
exorpnn to you fellows. Catch on?

“Do you mean to say that the “hole thing wa:
(hat Racke never went in for Trimble at all?"
Clive blankly.

“I don't mean to say anythin'.” yawned Cardew. “T only
mean to enjoy the entertainment in my beastly sneerin’ way,
you know. Iallo, here comes Gussy, with cold business in lu;
eye. If you have bobs, prepare to shed them now !

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came up, with notebook and

encil.
B * Shillin’ each, deah boys!" he said,

“In honour of Racke?” asked Cardew.

“Yaas, wathah ! Spwead of honah, you know, with Wacke
as the honahed uest, m nccognll:on of his plud: A

Cnrdsw felt in his pock

“On an occasion like thia Clussy,” he said gravely, “it's
thedaty of every fellow who admires pluck to ‘come for \\'ml
(rmftir-the extent of a shillin’, at least. Here's mine !”

“Thank you, deah boy. Now, Levison, Clive—"

T'wo heads were shaken. After Cardew’s curious description
of his proceedings on the previous Wednesday afternoonn
neither Levison nor Clive fBlEI, disposed to join in honouring
the heroism of Aubrey Rack

spoof, and
ejaculated

»

“ Gem ” Will Be Better Than Ever! B

Anyihin® up?” he asked.
*Oh, nothing !’ g:un(cd Racke.

"I hear there's goin’ to be a celebration,” said Crooke,
still smiling. “It's D'Arcy’s ide Spread in the Hobby
Club-room, with an enthusiastic crowd present, and speeches,
and all that—your noble sell as the distinguished guest of
honour. Rippin' of D'Arey, isn't it 77 :

“I wish the ass would mind his own business!” growled
Racke. *I don’t want a lot of ja

“You're too modest,” said Crooke, with a shake of the
head. *““Why not spread yourself a little while it lasts, It
mayn't last long.”

Racke gave him a fierce look.

“What do vou mean by that?"
almost clenched teeth.

Just what I sa
hand at keepin’ a
“What secret has he got to keep?”
“You ought to know beiter than 1,” said Crooke, with »

£

he asked,

between his

*Trimb!

'minl Crooke blandly, e's no

laugh. *“He’s been stickin' you for money ever since the
,zuli-u:l rescue, 1've seen you givin' him money a dozen
ll"l\‘

“T've often lent the spongin’ cad money before, and

nothing has been said.”

“You don't look as if you enjoy it when he comes alonge

¥ hat! Here he is now !”

Bnggv Trimble entered the study.

He did not knock at the door, and he did not wait io Le
asked in. He rolled in as if he had a right there. Racke eyed
him morosely, and Gerald Crooke chuckled

“I want to speak to you, Racke,” s
to you downstairs, and you didn’t answer

“Go and eat coke!”

“If you're not going to be civil, Racke—"

“Racke’s goin’ lo ?»e civil,” smiled Crooke. *“Racke's no
end attached to you, Trimble, since he pulled you out of a
watery grave. He really can't refuse you anythin’, Il
leave to it. I don't want to know the pariiculavs of the
rescue. N

And Crooke went grinning from the study.
door after him, and then turned on Tr
in his eyes,

“You fnt scoundrel I

“What

1 called

Racke shul the
nble with a glitter

he said in a hissing voice.,

“Nothing doing, old top!" said Levi-
e
'rr"-ﬁh“.l’ally Levison—"" ;
“Same here!” remarked  Clive
mily.

gry

“ Weally, Clive—""

“My dear chaps,” said Cardew, in a
tone of mild rebuke. “Never let it be
said that Study No. 9 does not honour
luck, especially Racke's brand. Gussy,
Fem are two more bobs. Put me down
for the whole study. I'm more than
delighted to see you takin' up the matter
in this way.”

“Bai Jowv You are weally a white
man, Cardew !” said Arthur Augustus.
“T am vewy glad fo see that you have a
puup.sh appweciation of Wacke's wathsh
wippin’ conduct. I have always we-
garded you as a wathah (,nnd' beast,

you know, so I am vewy glad of this.”
And Arthur Augustus walked away
salisfied.
“Cardew—"" growled Levison,
“Well, old mp\'"
“0Oh, uothlng
“T'm afraid Gussy's right d that
you are a cynical beast, Enrd(-\' > said

Clive gruffly. “You know the whole
thing's spoof, and it amuses you to see
all the fellows taken in. ¥You ought to
state the facts if you know them.”

“How jolly lucky for the hero of the
hour that I never do what I ought!”
murmured Cardew,

CHAPTER 3.
Paying the Price.

UBREY RACKE strode into his
study, and slammed the door
after  him. He knew that
Trimble of the Fourth was

following him, and that knowledge made
Racke grit his teeth with rage. Crooke,
who was in the study, looked at him,

‘ Here, lot
began to punch.
that had been pent up wlI.Mn him for a long time,
struggled.

with a grin.
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6 Tell All Your Chums to Read—

“Can't you see thal you're ruinin' the whole thing ?”* hissed
Racke. * Crgoke and Clampe and Chowle and Mellish have
all noticed dbout your getting money out of me. Do you
think they can’t guess what it means? How long do you
think it will be before the other fellows notice, and guess?
Cardew talks as if he knows already !”

Trimble shrugged his fat shoulders,

“You shouldn’t spoof the fellows, if you're afraid of being
found out,” he said coolly. * You got up this yarn o set
yoursell right with the House, because they were all down on
vou for funking. It’s succeeded, hasn’t it? D’Arcy’s getting
up a celebration about it, and he's asked me to stand a
shilling.” Trimble grinned. “I'm going to, ouly I'm short
of money. You've got no end of tin, Racke. Not that I
want any of your money."”

“ out, then!”

“If I'm not welcome in this study, I'm ready to go,” said
Trimble, with dignity. “If you think I came here to ask you
for a loan, Racke, you’re mistaken |”

Racke stared at him doubtfully.

“What did iy(m come for, then?” he asked.

“Just to tell you that I've been thinking over the matter,
and I can’t let it go on,” said Trimble. “It's on my
conscience, taking in all the fellows like this. I've got a
conscience—not liie some chaps, I think the time's come to
speak out,”

Racke drvew a hard, deep breath. He knew ivhat this
meant. It was not the first time Trimble had held over him
the threat of betrayal. Since the great “‘spoof ” had come
off Racke had been like a horn of plenty to Baggy Trimble.
1f the horn should run dry Aubrey knew what he had to
expect. The whole story would be told, and Aubrey Racke’s
last state would be worse than his first.

*“That’s how it stands,” said Trimble ealmly. “Xeep your
money, Racke! 1 don't care to touch money made out of
profits in the war, anyhow 1" 2

“You've touched enough of it.” sneered Racke,

“I may owe you a little,” said the fat junior with dignity.
“ ghall square that up. Talbot owes me five pounds—"

“Oh, stop that silly rot!”

*Figgins owes me a quid—"

““Chuek it, I tell you, you fat fool !”

““When they settle, I'll settle,” eaid Baggy Trimble,
unmoved. *‘I'm not the fellow to leave a loan unpaid, I hope.
That's all, Racke. I'm going to explain the whole affair to
Tom Merry. He ma%be annoyed at being taken in. He mAE
give you a licking. The fellows may rag you. They may all
cyt you again. That's your look-ont!” I've got to act
according to my conscience. As a fellow with a sense of
honour, 1I'm bound to."

Trimble moved towards the.door. Aubrey Racke stood in
his way, and did not move.

He knew that he dared not break with Trimble; though
how this state of affairs was to end was a perplexing problem.
Wealthy as Racke was, he was (aeling the drain of Trimble’s
incessant demands. And be hated parting with money,
plentiful as it was in his pockets.

b you know what this
Trimable 7" he asked, in low, savage tones.
blackmail !

“T don't understand you, Racke,  1'm not asking you for
anything. I'm only stating my intention of acting in an
hanourable way.™ 5
“I—Tl give you ten shillings " gasped Racke.

“I'm not asking you to give me anything,” said” Trimble

kind of thing is called
“It's called

‘ealmly. ““And I should certsinly refuse a money gift from
you, Racke. T hope I'm not the kind of fellow to take money

from anybody. If you care to hand me a pound simply as
a loan, g’t‘s a different matter. I could accept that!”

.'\u_lgref Racke breathed hard.

Triinble regarded him with a smiling face. The fish was
wriggling on the hook, so to speak; but Trimble knew how
the wriggle would end. To do Baggy justice, he was far
from realising the imiquity of his Erocecdingg,

1l

His idea
was that he was “on™ to a good ¢

o ing, and he meant to
make. the most of it. He did not care to think further—
and he had the happy :aculty of believing, to some extent,
at least, in his own humbug. That faculty is not really an

uncommon one—it helps many rogues to get through life in |

a‘state of satisfaction with themselves.

There was a minute of silence, and then Racke took out
his purse—less well-filled than of old. He exiracted a pound
note and handed it to Trimble,

- ‘“Thanks, old top!” said tho fat Fourth:Former. “It's
understood, of course, that this is simply a loan?”

Racke ohoked. He could not venture {0 say all the things
he wanted to say to Trimble,

“See you again wher. the celebration comes off,” said
Trimble cheerily; and he rolled out of the stindy, eaving
the profiteer’s son in a most unenviable frame of mind.

Racke walked to and fro in the study with knitted brows. 4
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His scheme, when he had planned it, had seemed so feasible.
He  had -been prepared to pay Trimble for his peculiar
services, and the scheme had been a success. The fellow
who had been seorned as & funk was now honoured for his
luck. It was a great change, and a very welcome one.
ut it left Racke at Trimble's mercy, and the greedy, fat
junior had no compunction. How was it to end? g
There was a tap at the door, and Percy Mellish came in,
Racke stared at him gloomily. Mellish, like Trimble, was
a toadying hanger-on of the rich profiteer’s son. Generally,
he was very civil indeed to Racke, He accepted all his
invitations to tea, or to a_run in the car, with flatterin
gratitude. He laughed at all Racke’s jokes, and agreed wi
all his opinions, and shared his friendships and his enmities.
Mellish was poor, and had expensive tastes, and the
millionaire’s son had been very useful to him—in a con-
temptuous, patronising way which did not make the toady
love his patron. A difference of manner was visible about
Mellish now. He shut the study door, and stood looking at

cke.

“Don't bother now,” said Racke ungraciously,
“‘_ann’you lend me a quid, Racke{”

. It

No!
“Sure?” asked Mellish. : .
Racke felt a sinking at his heart. Mellish was Trimble's

study-mate, and certainly he was not in ignorance of Bagey’s
recent accession to wealth. Probably Mellish had put two
and two together. He looked as if he had. p

“What do you mean{” snarled Racke. “Of course I'm
sure! I'm not goin’ to lend you money!”

“I'm rather hard-up for a quidl”

“That's not my bizney!”

“You've lent Trimble a lot lately.”

“ What about it?” snapped Racke,

“ Anybody would think that Trimble had = claim on you
ihe way you've been shelling out!” said Mellish, eyeing him.
“I don’t want to butt in. %’mlr arrangements with Trimble
are your own_business. If there was any spoof in that affair
of the river, I don’t want to show it up. But I'd be really
obliged if you could lend me a quid, Racke.” P

Aubrey Racke drew a spasmodic breath, Trimble first—
and now Trimble's study-mate! Where was it to end?
Aubrey Racke had a savage temper, and it had been sorely
tried of late. If he could stand one drain on his resources,
he could not stand two. And he realised that if he gave
way to this young rascal’s first demand, it would be followed
by more. Between that consideration, and the rag ‘é!zat
boiled up within him, Aubrey Racke acted in a rather 3: o
way.

He made a jump at Mellish, and grasped him by the
collar. «

‘“Here, let go!"” yelled Mellish, in alarm.

Instead of letting go, Racke began to punch,
with all his force, expending all ii“
up within him for a long time,

Mellish roared and struggled.

This was certainly not what he had expected when he
dropped into Racke's study for a share of the crumbs that
fell from the rich man’s table.

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Mellish put up a fight—the best he could. But he was no
fighting-man, and Racke was much bigger and stronger. He
was knocked right and left, yelling and howling frantically.

“Take thal, you rotter!” hissed Racke. *““ And that—and.
that—and that !”

He punched
e rage that had been pent

“Ow, ow, yow, wow, ow!” roared Mellish. ‘““Stoppit!
Oh, my hat!" 1 didn't mean—yow, ow, ocooop! Help!
Oh, crumbs!”

ump! Thump! Thump! Thump!

. Racke was tired when he gave up. Mellish was more than

tired. The Shell fellow jerked open the study door, swung

Mellish round, and plinted a heavy boot behind him.

Mellish went spinning into the and collapsed there

on his hands and knees, roaring. Racke slammed the door.
He felt rather better now.

. CHAPTER 4.
Arthur Augustus Is Indignant.
“ ETTER chuck “it, Gussy!”
* Weally, Blake—"
“Much better I” growled Herries.
i = E%wwies*fg - e .
‘ou're such an ass, Gussy, old man!” remarked Dighy. "
Arthur Augustus D'.{!rcy adjusted his eyeglass with '3:3_:,
and regarded his study-mates across the table in Study

0.

The swell of the Fourth was rather busy. There
stack of shillings before him on the table, a{n] he h;d ‘:B;e:
in his hand, and was working out calculations on impot-
paper. Gussy's noble brain was not strong on arithmetic.
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Having counted his shillings with great care, he was now
reducing them to pounds—on paper—and having had three
tries, and produced three different results, he was beginning
for a fourth time, when Blake & Co. drifted in.

“1 do not quite undahstand you,” said Arthur Augustus.
“ Are you wefewwin' to the feast of honah !

es |

“It is wathah lackin’ in taste to addwess a fellow as an
ass, Blake!” said Arthur Augustus mildly. ““May I wequest
you to explain why the feast of honah should be chucked, as
you wathah inelegantly expwess it?"”

“Well, in the first place, it’s all rot!” said Blake,

“I do not wegard it as wot, Blake. I wegard it as a vewy
good ideah. Honah where honah-is due, you know! A
public wecognition of Wacke’s pluck is due to him, aftah the
way he has been tweated !”

“Racke’s rats!" grunted Herrics.

“Weally, Heww1 =

“It’s all very w said Blake. “ Nobody objects -to a
spread—that’s quite a good idea. The money won't
wasted—it will all come back in tuck. But Racke—I think
Racke had better be cut out of the show!”

“PBut it is in honah of Wacke.”

“You're such an ass, Gussy!”

“I-wefusa to be chawactewi
Arthur Augustus warmly. 1
Aftah what Wacke did—" 3

“The question is. did he?” said Blake. . 2

“Yaas, wathah! He plunged into_the icy wivah for
Twimble and saved his life, and cawwied him home to St.
Jim's on his back!”

“He brought him in wet,” agreed Blake. * Lots of fellows
saw that! Nobody seems to have scen anything else.”

4 Nobody else was pwesent. Neahly evewybody was on
the fmlbuﬁ gwound at the time. You do not mean to say,
Blake, that you doubt the stowy?”

Blake shifted uneasily. §

“Well, I hate to think so,” he said. “I believed it all
ierene ap first. Mr. Railton took it all in—complimented
Racke on his courage, and all that. But—"

“ But—" said Dig, shaking his head. ; =

“Weally, you fellows, I am surpwised at you! Wacke so

“ seldom does anythin’ that isn't caddish, that it's up to us to
wecognise a decent thing when he does
an

il
orfalgll 3

s an ass!. exclaimed
to undahstand you!

sed a
fail

es—if he does!” grunted Herries.
“But a lot of fellows are beginning to
think that he hasn't.”

“Bai Jove!”

“(Cardew was making fun of the w hola
thing, from the start,” said Dig

Arthur Augustus gave a smiff.

“(ardew makes fun of evewytl
answered, “There is nothin’ sac to
that cynical boundah! He even makes
fun of the Head's sermons—which T
wegard as bein' the vewy last word in
bad taste. But as a mattah of fact,
Cardew has subscwibed to the shillin®
fund. He put up thwee shillin's—one for
himself, and one each for his study-mates
as they wefused to pay up.

“Pulling your leg.” said Herries,
“Cardew likes to see fellows taken in and
made fools of. It amuses hit r

“That's so,” said Blake. _* Besides,
where has Trimble been getting all his
noney from lately ?”

“Has he been gettin’ any

“He's always spending money now."”

“T weally don’t se¢ how it concerns
us, Blake.” :

“Fathead! He's been seen bagging
money from Racke by lots of fellows.
Why should Racke lend him money?
“ Trimble never squares.”

“I.don’t see—""
“Of course you don’t,” said Blake,

“You couldn’t see anything that wasn’t
* januned right under your silly boko.

Mellish is Trimble's study-mate, and he

says out right plain that - Trimble is
- squeezing money out of Racke to keep
it secret about spoofing the school.”

7

" Just like one of Racke's dodges,™ said Herries, with 2
nod. *He was cut for funking the ap with Grimes, and
so he thought of this stunt to set himself right. I wonde:
we didn't guess before.”

“ Looks jolly fishy, anyhow,” said Digby. * Better shove
those bobs into the poor box, Gussy, aud let it drop.”

“ Wats!”

* You see said Blake.

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet.
scornful and lofty,

“I do not see!" he answered. “I wegard all this as
wotten. Wacke has played up for once like a decent chap.
and I am certainly not goin' to suspect him of spoofin’. 1
am standin” by Wacke, and I am goin’ ahead with the public
wecognition. I do not like Wacke; in fact, I wegard him
with gweat wepugnance, But faih play is a jewel.”

¢ Brer-r-r-r- said Blake.

“I do not wegard that as an intelligible wemark, Blake.
I am suah that you fellows are alone in this wathah wotlen
opinion: A

Blake grinned,

“Ask up and down the passage,” he said. “You'll find
everybody thinks the same. I've spoken to' Tom Merry, and
he won’t say one way or the other, but I can see what he
thinke.” .

“ Wubbish! I will go and see Tom Mewwy about it. Put
that money somewhah while I am gone, deah boy.”

Arthur Augustus, rather perturbed in_ his noble mind,
quitted Study No, 6. He walked along to the Shell passage,
and looked in at Study No. 10. The Terrible Three were
discussing something; but they ceased as the swell of St
Jiumn’'s appeared in the doorway.

All three of the Shell- fellows looked uncomfortable.
Arthur Augustus was not particularly observant; but he
could guess that they had been discussing the affair of
Racke.

“Hallo! How's the fund getting on, old scout?” asked
Monty Lowther.

“Goin’ stwong, deah boy. I have not had any sub-
sewiptions to-day; the fellows seem to be fightin' wathal
shy of it. But there are alweally forty-seven shillin's and
thirty-four sixpences and a lot of coppahs. It will be a gweal

His expression was

spwead. I have come heah to speak to you fellows about

“But how——"

“I\'u'bud{ saw the nlerr{ rescue,” said that Iay belore him on the
Blake. “They came in dripping—that’s differsnt results
all, Mellish hints protty plainly that it | drifted In.  *

never took place at all, and that

t Racke
put Trimble up to spin the yarn.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was rather busy countin

?_u‘ stack of shillings
table. Having had three tri th
, he was beginning for a fourth ti
r chuck it, Qussy ! ' sald Blal
old man !’ remarked Digby.

“Gweat Scott !”
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Wacke. Do you fellows doubt that he fished Twimble out
of the wivah?" :
Silence.

“I wegard such a doubt as wathah wotten!” said D’Arcy

hotly,
= “§ou see, Gussy!” said Tom Merry. *Mellisb has been
awil e
: “Mellish is a backbitin’ cad 1™

Tom Merry nodded.

“He’s all that!” he agreed. ‘““But it's pretty clear that
Trimble is getting money ‘out of Racke. Racke isn't the
fellow to part witﬁ quids for nothing. Why is he doing it?”

Tt looks—"

**That's his biznai, not ours.”

“Certainly; but he must have a reason.
Tom Merry si:mgged his shoulders.

“Pway speak out, deah boy. Do you or don’t you believe
that Wacke pulled Twimble out of the wivah?” :

Tom Merry hesitated.

I can’t say I don’t believe,” he answered at last. *That
would be too strong. But I've got some serious doubts on
the subject.” :

“SBame here,” said Manners. “It looks like a trick of
Racke's to get out the scrape he was in through funking.”

“Just that!"” said Monty Lowther. “I’'m not going to
condemn the chap without proof; but—but it looks tco
thumpin’ fishy I” .o

** Wubhbish 1"

**Now look here, Gussy—"

* Wubbish !” repeated the swell of St. Jim’s firmly. *1I
am standin’ by Wacke! With a little encouwagement, he
might turn out quite a decent chap, you know; he has done
one good thing, and that shows there is some good in him.
Unless it is cleahly pwoved that he did not wisk his life to
wescne Twimble, fvnm standin’ by him.”

_ " Well, it can’t be proved,” said Tom. *Neither of them
is likely to-tfell the truth about it. That is, of course, if it
was a spoof.” :

** A chap is innocent till he is pwoved guilty,' said D'Arcy.
“That is good law, Tom Mewwy.”

“Yes, I know.
of the Shell. “But—but I can’t help doubting. I've seen
him handing Trimble money, and he looked as if he found
it a bitter pill to swallow. Why should he square Trimble
against his will?”

“Pewwaps you are mistaken, deah boy.
obtuse in some mattahs, you know.”

* Why, you silly ass—"

*You frabjous chump!” said Manners, *I—"

“Wats! T wefuse to allow myself to be influenced by
wollen suspicions,” said Arthur Augustus. “I w
Wacke as havin’ played up like a weal white man, and 1 am
standin’ by him. Wats and wubbish ”

And Arthur Augustus quitted Study No. 10, leaving the
Terrible Three staring at one another grimly.
not suspicious fellows; but they did not possess Arthur
A t 'Arcy’ s ith in human nature.
They

¥'s faith
did not want to do even Aubrey Racke an injustice;
but the whole affair was beginning to look too fishy.

But Arthur Augustus lmg no doubt. He was determined
not to have any. He was going to stand by Racke, if he
;:.as the only fellow left in the School House to stand by
im !

Which was very creditable to the Honourable Arthur
Augustus’ heart, though not, perhaps, to his head !

CHAPTER 5.
Under a Cloud,
UBREY RACKE came into the junior Common-room,
and glanced round him and scowled.
Since the &ri]l.ilg“mscue of Baggy Trimble from
the frozen river, ke had been the ,recipient of
unaccustomed civility from fellows who hardly spoke to him,
as a rule. common consent the affair of the fight with
Grimes had been allowed to fall into oblivion.

But there was another e NOW.

Truth will out, in the long run. In the long run the
cleverest falsehood is only too likely ‘to come home to roost,
as it were. Af first Ralph Reckness Cardew had been the
only doubter. Now there were many doubters. It was
growing clear that Trimble of the Fourth—the rescued fellow
—had some hold on Racke, which he was putting to profit.
Mellish, Trimble’s study-mate, had stated his opinion openly
—after being kicked out of Racke's study. Levison and
Clive had hardly concealed their opinion, after their talk
with Cardew about his adventures that eveniful afternoon.
Taking one consideration with another, as the song says, the

whole thing was looking fishy in the eyes of the Schicol
House juniors,
Racke could read the thoughts of the juniors. Nobody

spoke to him as he came in; some averted their eyes, some
turned their backs. Two or three smiled sarcastically.
Tue Gem Lirary.—No, 735.

. I'm not down on Racke,” said the captain -

You are wathah '

Mellish was there, and he grinned evilly. Racke was paying
for the thrashing he had given the cad of the Fourth;
though even without Mellish’s intervention the same state
of affairs would probably have come about.

Arthur Augustus was  sitting at the chess-table with
Manners. Manners had just mated him in six moves from
the start, and Arthur Au us was scanning the board in
great puzzlement. It puzzled Arthur Augustus to be mated

y anybody. It often happened; but Gussy regarded these
!Inpﬁmings as a series of extraordinary flukes. Interested
in that puzzle, Arthur Augustus did not observe Racke’s entry
for the moment. A sort of change in the atmosphere, as it
were, made the swell of St. Jim’s look up, and he saw Racke,
and noted his reception.

The colour flushed into Gussy’s cheeks. He rose to his
feet, and called across to the outcast of the Shell.

“Wacke, deah boy!”

Racke looked at him sourly,

“Would jou care to play a game of chess, old fellow?™
asked Arthur Augustus.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had never called Racke “old
fellow ” before. It was a sort of gage of defiance to the
fellows generally.

Racke came across.. Crooke of the Shell, quick to take
his tone from his surroundings, had looked another way to
avoid Racke's eyes. . z

D'Arcy’s cheery call came as a helping hand io a drowning
man. It was very welcome to Aubrey Racke.

Manners vacated his seat at the chess-table, and Racke
dropped into it. Several fellows who had been watching
the chess strolled farther away. They did not want to be
near Racke.

“White or black, old scout?” asked D'Arcy.

“ Anything you like,” muttered Racke. 2

His eyes were on the board, and his ears were burning.

“Take white, then,” said Arthur Au ustus, beginning to
set out the pieces and pawns with resolute geniality,

Arthur Augustus did not like Racke. In ordinary circum-
stances nothing would have induced him to sit dowpiib-a
game of chess with the black sheep of the Shell. But he
was standing by Racke now. He was backingk,:p Racke, and
he was going to see Racke through. He believed in the
fellow, and lﬁere was no limit to Gussy’s loyalty, 5

Baggy Trimble came into the Common-room while the
chess was in progress, and blinked round inquiringly.

“Looking for Racke?” called out Wilkins, with u,H“gh_.
and there was a laugh from several other fellows. e e

“Yes, as a malter of fact I am,” said Trifable. “Is he
here?”

“Short of cash again?” asked Grundy of the Shell, with
a snort. =

Trimble did not answer that question. He spoited Racke
at the chess-table, and crossed over to him. Racke’s face

crimson. Trimble had no tact. A request for money
now, which Racke dared not refuse, would give the finishing
touch to the affair. Every eye in the Common-room was
turned on Trimble.

It was tactless of Baggy; but as a matier of fact he rather
preferred to tackle Racke in public. In privdte, Racke's
sav temper was likely to get the better of him, and he
was liable to break out and give the fat junior the kicking

Vi e

“Hallo! Busy, old fellow?” said Trimble genially.

“Yes,” muitered Racke. 3 g

“Pway don’t intewwupt the game, Twimble,” said Arthur
Augustus, with some severity.

“Trimble’s short of cash,” remarked Monty Lowther
satirieally. ™He wants Racke to help him out. Racke’s so
genemlthlﬁo he m‘t n,a'[\me 1 x

. . wi! oo 2 -

“This l;s what comes of savin’ a chap’s life,” said Cardew
of the Fourth, with great gravity. “It gives him a claim
on you. Mow Racke’s saved his life, Trimble feels Q;Pat Racke
is bound to lend him money. Don’t you, Baggy?

“Ha, ha, ha!” y ey

. Make it ten bob!"" Trimble whispered in Racke's ear.

“ Presently,” whispered back the hapless Shell fellow,

“&penk out, Baggy!" called out Blake. “Let's all hear
jt. How much are you asking Racke for?”

“I—I wasn't—"" :

Racke gave the fat junior a bitter look. Even the obtuse
Trimble understood that he was putting his foot in it rather
seriol He blinked round at the grinning juniors.

1o here!"” exclaimed Grundy of the Shell. “Let’s have
this out, If Racke has been ng us, we want to know.
Let's make that fat_bounder tell us the truth.” -

“He couldn’t!” said Monty Lowther. “ Truth and Trimble
are strangers. They’ve never been introduced!”

George Alfred Grundy strode forward and grasped Baggy
Trimble by the shoulder, and jerked him into the middle of
the room. :

“Now, what were you whispering to Racke about?” he
demanded.
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“1_1 wasp't!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Why, we all saw you!" roared C‘rumtw.

“I1—I mean, I—I was asking him

“Well, what were you asking him?

“To—to lend me "—Trimble gasped—"'fo—to lend me his
Latin dictionary. I—I've lost mine.

“‘So you whisper to a chap when you're asking him to lend
¥ou a ]fatu: dictionary

“Kh? Yes. e‘&aclly

gasped 'I'rimble,

“Ha,
S \\ hat hns Ru(.ke been giving you.money for?"”
e—he hasn’t

“Dxd you realiv fall into the river last week?" continued
Grundy. ke really pull you ont?”
f—of course!”
“Weally, Gwunda, said Arthur Augustus D’Arey,
looking round from t{e chess-table. - But George Alfred did
not heed him,

“Wasn't it all a spoof, got up between you and Racke?”
demanded Grundy.

“Certainly not!”

“Haven't von been sticking him for money ever since to
keep it dark?’

“Nunno !

“Then why has he been shelling out?”

Aubrey Racke's face was almost livid. He kept his eyes on
the chessboard. Trimble blinked at him helplessly, and
blinked at Grundy, and blinked at the grinning crowd of
juniors.

“He—he hasn’t!” stammered Trimble.

“We know he has!™ said Manners.

“He's lent me seme,” said Trimble.
can lemi me money if he likes?

a, ha!”

“You Vo hsd pounds out of him,”
hhne it's for.”

“Oh, you go and eal coke!” said Trimble. “Like vour
cheek lo thlnk you could get money' out of him too! I—I

E ﬂﬁalio' Is that the game?” chuckled Monty Lowther.
“Mellish afler the loaves and fishes, too?
kicked him out,” said Trimble.

“I suppose Racke
He knows I always square.”

said Mellish. “I know

“Serve him

“‘J"I evengu" he began,
" Pirds of a feathm, ain't they?” said Monty Lowthet.
“Now, make a big effort, Baggy, and tell us the truth,
You never were in the river at all, were you?”

*Certainly! I—I went on the ice, you know, with—with
my usual reckless daring, you knawr——"

““Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Racke plunged. in for me,"”
me out at the risk of his life.

Racke did not answer.
he did not 100k up.
. ‘'Speak up, R.ll.ke"’ chortled Blake. “Trimble’s calling
you as a witness. You uught to know whether you did
hese heroic stunts or not.”

“T was in a fainting condition,” went on Baggy. “Racke
carried me home on his back, Didn't you, Racke?"”

continued Trimble. * Brought
Didn't you, Racke?'
His very llps were white, and

“Fairly helty chap to do that!” mmmampd Blake. “Is
it u§e ]or two tons that you weigh, Trimble?’ #
“It'sall trie and above- board,” said Trimble. *I{ you

fellows think Racke got me to spin the varn, you're mistaken.
He never said it “uuld put him right with the fellows after
his funking Grimes—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

- “It was never discussed between us at a1l,” pursued Baggy
Trimble fatuously. “Not a word! As for arranging for it
to happen while all the fellows were on the football ground,
it never even occurred to us. Did it, Racke?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

“Go it, Baggy!” said Monty Lowther admiringly.
getiing nearer and nearer. You were both jolly wet when
you cam@ in. - I suppose you splashed one another—what?”

“Did you?" roared Grundy.

’lrlmble jumped

“Yes—no—uot ab all,” he stammered. “I—T got wet in
the river, of course. Racke got wet plunging in after me.
We never even thought of getting water in our caps and
s}ﬂnshm

Triml ie was interrupted by a roar of laughter. Baggy’s
peculiar way ‘of keeping a sccret had pretty effectually let
the cat out of the bag now.. Even Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
was looking startled.

Lo (3 fnt]y clear now

“We'n

said Tom Merry. “You're a
spoofing little fat beast, Tnmble And as for Racke—""
here ain’t a word for Racke!” said Herries,
‘Aubrey Racke rose to his feet. Grundy made a movement
towards him, but stopped. The look on Racke's face dis-

armed even Grundy. Tn silence, Aubrey Racke walked out of
the Common-room, leaving the chess unfinished, and Arthur.
Auguslus staring blankly at the board. 'Trimble blinked
round after him. He dodged out of the Common-room ind
followed Racke. This was an opportunity for geiting his
little loan; and that was all that the fat and fatuous Baggy
was thinking about.

CHAPTER 6.
Arthur Augustus Is Not Convinced.

ACKE threw himself into a chair in his study, his face
R pale, and beads of perspiration on his brow. His
house of cards hud been knocked to pieces; he realised

that clearly now. He sat ﬁ)luﬂgaﬂ in loomy. miser

able thought. But he was uot left alone ung with his
thoughts. Baggy Trimble’s fat face looked in at the door
cheerfully.

He nmided to Racke, who fixed a grim staze upon him.

“The fellows seem to be getling suspicious somehow, don’t
they, Racke?” said Trimble. “Rather low to be suspicious,
ain't it? But depend on me to see you through, old tep-
They won’t get much change out of me.”

Racke did not answar,

*“Now, about that ten bob——"" hinted Trimble.

The Shell fellow burst into a hard laugh. It was rather
amusing that Trimble should think that he was still worth
hnbmg, after the scene in the Comman-room.

“I could do with a pound,” continued Trimble, - But if
you’re short of mone; u,cim I'll make it ten bob. There!”

Racke rose to his fee

In this disastrous hour there was one consolalion lefl—he
had nothing more to fear from Trimble, and he could afford
to “take it out " of that unscrupulous youth. He picked up a
cricket-stump, and strode towards Trimble, who dodged out
of the doorway in alsrrn

“You fat rotter—""

“Yaroooh! Keep off !" mured Trimble. “I'll tcli all the
fellows! T'll give you away! I'll— Yooooooop "

ack, whack, whack !

Bnggy Trimble fled for his life. Racke pursued bhim along
the pessage, lashing with the stump.

The whacks of the ecricket-stump rang loudly, and more
loudly still rang the fiendish yells of Baggy Trimble.

It did not take Trimble long to reach the slaircase. though
it seemed quite a long time to him. He went down the stairs
three at a time, with great activity, howling and yelling.

Racke stopped at the landing, and turned "back. He
tramped back into his study, hurled the stump intc a corner,
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and threw himself into the chair again., He was done with
gy Trimble, at all events. <
‘rimble, breathless, and boiling with rage, did not stop till
he was in the Common-room. Trimble, too, realised that all
was over now, and that the horn of plenty had, at last, run
dry. He rolled into the Common-reom, gasping and splutter-
ing wigh wrath.

“Ow, ow, ow!” he gasped. “The beast! I—I say, Tom
Merry, listen to me, you beast! T say, Racke's taken you
fellows in! Ow! He's just been pitching into.me because—
because I told him I was going to—to own up! Ow, ow!
Wow I B

“You fat spoofer!" said Tom.
alveady !

“ Let him run on!” grinned Lowther. ‘“Ga it, Baggy!

“Tt was all spoof I’ gasped Trimble. “I—I.never wanted
to—to go in for it at all, you know. It wasn't because Racke
offered me two pounds. It—it was really a lark, you know.”

“You didn’t fall through the ice?” grinned Blake.

“No !” panted Trimble.

* And Racke didn’t pull you out?*

“No !

“It was all lies from beginning to end—what?" roared
Grundy.

“It was a—a—a lark, you know."”

“And you've been getting money out of Racke, under
threats!”" said " Tom Merry contemptuously.

“He may have made me a few loans,” said Trimble. *That
had nothing to do with it, of course.”

“Oh. cheese it!"

“Dear old Trimble ! said Mooty Lowther. “Tt will be a
sad day when the policemen come to take him away. It's
bound to happen sooner or later. Why did they send him {o
&t. Jim’s, when there’s a room vacant in a reformatory?”

“Look here, you know-—"

“We've got the truth at last,” said Grundy, with a snort.
“Racke spoofed us all, and Trimble has been blackmailing
him. A precious pair! Of the two, I-think Trimble's rather
worse than Racke. We ought to report this to the House-

“You've owned up

master,”
“Oh, I say!"” gasped Trimble, in utter dismay.
“Let's take him to Mr.

’ Railton !” grinned Blake.
“Railton would bo no end interested, after ﬁ
to Racko; on his giddy heroism.”

O 17
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“We won't do that,” said Tom Merry. “But we’ll give
the fat rotter a lesson. Anybody got a stump?”

“T'll get one!” said Grundy, with alacrity.

“1—1 say, what are you going to do?” gasped Trimble.
';I—I’Je owned up, haven't I—like a really honourable
chap? ¥

“Your brand of honour isn't good enough for St. Jim's,”
explained Lowther. ' We're going to give you a lesson—""

Trimble backed to the door, but fwo or three pairs of hands
stopped him. Manners and Wilkins and Kangaroo lifted him
and flapped him face. downward on the big table. George
A\illrn?l Grundy returned with the stump. The door was
closed. :

“How many shall I give him?” asked Grundy
hundred

“Yarooooch !

“1 think a dozen will be enough,” said Tom Merry,
laughing.

*“Ask Trimble!” suggested Lowther,
dozen will meet the case, Baggy ™

“QOw! Help!”

Whaek !

Baggy Trimble roared and wriggled. But Grundy laid on
the dozen with.a powerful arm. By the time he had finished,
Baggy Trimble was feeling that a dozen were considerably
more than enongh.

“Qw, ow, ow !” he roared, as he rolled off the table. * You
awful rotters! Yow-ow-ow! I'll go to the Housemaster—"

“Do!” said Grundy. “I'll come with you, and bring

“Tito

“Do you think a

‘“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Of—of course, I won’t sneak about you fellows I” gasped
Trimble. “Ow, ow! Wow! Yow! ow |2

“Kick him cut!” said Blake.

Bag{y Trimble dodged out of the room without waiting to
be kicked. For some time afterwards dismal groans might
have been heard proceeding from Trimble's study in the
Fourth Form passage. Once more the fat_junior had found
the way of the transgressor hard. ;

“What about the giddy fund?” exclaimed Monty Towther
suddenly, after Baggy Trimble had departed. *“Ts there still
going to he a spread and public recognition of the merry
herc 1” :

“Ha, ha, ha I s

“¥ouwll have to go round handing back the bobs, Gussy !”
grinned Blake.

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet.

His noble countenance was set.
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. “BEvewy fellow who wequiahs the weturn of his hob can call
in at Studay No. 6 for it,” he said. *It appeahs that I am
the ﬁrﬁ' f\)\,’iend Wacke- has left.”

“ What #

“ Which 7"

“ Gussy, you ass I'" exclaimed Jack Blake blankly, * You've
heard it all—you know that it was all spoof—"

“T know nothin’ of the sort, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus
calmly. “I do not take the slightest notice of Twimble's
statements. It would be vewy unfaih to condemn Wacke on
Twimble's evidence.”

“ Fathead !

“Weally, Blake——"

“¥ou don’t mean to say that you're still standin’ by Racke
now we all know the facts 7" roared Blake. -

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ You—you dummy—

“1 wefuse to be called a dummay, Blake!" said Arthur
Augustus, svith dignity. “I certainly wefuse to turn my bacl
on Wacke because that fat wottah has coughed up a fwesh
cewop of lies!”

“He was tellin’ the truth for once,” said Cardew.

“Wats 1” :

“ Gussy, yon ass—

“ Wuhbbish "'

“Look here, Cardew,” broke in Levison. “You can speak
out now. You know the facts!”

Cardew laughed.

“J wasn't goin’ to blow the gaff,” he said. “But now
Trimble's owned up, I may as well weigh in. I saw the whole
thing—""

“You saw it?” exclaimed Tom Merry. i

“With my own merry blue eyes,” smiled Cardew. “Racke
and Trimble splashed each other with water from their
caps—neither had the nerve to step into the river. I saw
the whole giddY entertainment from a tree-top.”

“Bai Jove !’

% And why didn’t you speak out?” exclaimed Tom Merry
hotly.

Cardew shrugged his shoulders.

“It wasn't my biznai te blow the gaff,” he said. * Besides,
it was rather amusin’ to see dear old Aubrey in the role of
giddy hero. I've been gettin’ a lot of entertainment out of
his stunt.”

“You cheeky ass—" growled Grundy,

“You ought to have spoken out!™ said Tom.

Cardew bowed.

“T stand corrected,” he said.. “What our dear Uncle
Thomas says, goes! Anyhow, I'm speakin’ out now, to save
Gussy from makin’ a fool of himself., I've given you the
straight goods, Gussy.”

“You hear, Gussy?” snapped Blake. >

“T have heard Cardew’s widicillous statement, Blake," said
A{Huur Augustus calmly.

*Oh, my hat " said Cardew.

#T de not believe a single word of it,” continued Arthur
Augustus. “We all know Cardew’s wotien' jokes. T am
vewy sowwy, Cardew, to see you descend to pwevawication
for the sake of a wotten joke!”

“Great gad!” said Cardew.

“Gussy, you ass— bawled Blake.

“Wats !”

Arthur Augustus crossed to the door.

“ Where are you going, fathead?” shouted Herries,

“T am goin’ to Wacke !”

“What for?” shrieked Blake.

“To assuah him that I have faith in him, deah boy, and
that I am standin’ by him I” said Arthur Augustus calmly.

And the swell of St. Jim’s walked out of the Common-room,
with his noble nose high in the air; and he left the whole
room gasping.

”

1

said Tom Merry.

CHAPTER 17,
Gussy Sees It AlL
T was commonly said in the Lower School at St Jim’s
that when the Honourable Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had
~ an idea in his noble head, wild horses would not have
dragzed it out. It was not often, perhaps, that he had
an idea there. But when one was there, it was a fixture.
Arthur Augustus rather prided himself upon possessing the
firmness of a rock, H}?s study-mates were sometimes
exasperated by his possession of what they termed the
obstinacy of a mule.
On the present occasion, Arthur Augustus seemed to he
combining the firmness of a rock with the obstinacy of a mule.
It was not a case for argument. Arthur Augustus, from a
lofty and generous sense of duty, had taken Racke of the
Shell under his noble wing. He did not like Racke
personally ; but that only made him all the more determined
to see that Racke had justice. For onee, a fellow who was a
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great deal of a rotter and a great deal of a blackguard, had
played up in a manly way—so Arthur Augustus believed. Tt
wasn’t fair play that his old reputation should rise up and
smite him, as it were—that he should be doubted and con-
demned, simply because he was Aubrey Racke. Trimble's
word would not have been taken against anybody else.
Arthur Augustus was resolved not to take it against Racke.

So the swell of St. Jim's proceeded to the Shell passage,
to call on the outcast, and assure him that he had at least one
supporter left, in the midst of a crowd of doubting Thomases

He tapped politely at Racke's door, and opened it.
Gussy had needed anything to spur him on in the line he had
taken, the sight of Aubrey Racke at that moment would
have done it. .

Racke wae sprawled in his chair, his arms hanging listlessly,
his whole attitude one of utter despondency.

Never had the cad of the Shell felt so utterly “down™ in
all his shady career.

Matters had been bad emough for him before he had
planned that remarkable stunt with Trimble. Now.they were
worse. To the scorn and contempt he had had to endure
before, were added ridicule and derision. The funk had been
despised—the pretended hero was laughed at as well. The
miserable trick, seen through now by all the juniors in the
House, or nearly all, covered Racke with shame as with a
garment,

He glanced up dully as D’Arcy entered. His eyes glowed
with spite and malice; he only thought, at that moment, that
a fellow had come to mock him, to triumph over him in his
degradation. Racke was not likely to understand the
thoughts and feelings of a fellow like D’Arcy of the Fourth.

But he did not speak; he was too dispirited to speak.

Gussy came gracefully into the study.

“Buck up, deah boy!” was his first remark.

Racke siarted.

“There’s a silvah linin' to evewy cloud, you know, old
fellow,” said Arthur Augustus encouragingly,

Racke could only stare. This was not in the Jeast what he
had expected.

Arthur Augustus took a seat on the corner of the table. -

His famous eyeglass was turned on Racke's pale, tormented

ace.

“T twust T need not assuah you, Wacke,” continued the
swell of 8t, Jim’s, “that I do not believe a word of T'wimble's
statement.”

“ You—you don't believe himi™

“Oh!” gasped Racke.

“You see,” said Arthur Augustns, *“‘on Twimble’s own

showin’, he has acted like & howwid beast.. If he has acted
like a wotten beast in one way, why not in anothah? T
wegard his ingwatitude and wascality with howwsh. He has
spun this wotten yarn about a fellow who saved his life. You
did save his life, didn’t you, Wacke 7"
_Racke’s tongue clove to his mouth. Somehow or other, a
lie seemed to come harder just then. D'Arcy’s simple, loyal
faith touched some chord in Racke's hard heart. Let alone,
abandoned, des%)tscd, deserted even by his own shady chums,
Racke was fairly down in the depths—and the kind-hearted
swell of St. Jim’s was, just then, something like a ray of
sunshine in deep darkness to the wretched fellow. Racke
was not much given to generous emotion, but at that moment
there was something very like gratitude in his breast, and his
eyes were moist.

He felt a strong desire to iell D’Arcy the truth. He
checked that desire, but he could not, somehow, bring him-
self to utter a direct lie. In answer to D’Arey’s guestion
he only nodded.

But that nod was enough for Arthur Augustus,
on cheerily : 3

“Believe me, deah boy, I do not doubt you for @ moment,
I am only howwified at Twimble’s wotten wascality. I
twust that the fellows will come wound and do you justice.
Anyhow, you have one fwiend, Wacke, if my fwiendship is
any use.”

Racke choked. :

“You're a good chap, D’Arcy !” he gasped at last.

“Not_at all, deah boy. I want to see fair play, and you
are goin’ to have justice,” said D’Arcy. * Pway don't
blame the othah fellows for not seein’ it all as clearly as T
do. I have wathah a gift of tact and judgment, you know,
and those youngstahs are wathah thoughtless.”

e smiled faintly.

His look was almost affectionate. Racke had never had
what could be called a friend. His was not a nature for
friendship. But it came into his mind then, what a
difference a friend like Arthur Augustus would have made
to him. He would have been a different kind of fellow—
and Racke, just then, wished from the bottom of his heart
that he had been a different kind of fellow. No doubt it

He ran

was disgrace and misery that had brought repentance, but
his repentance was sincere enough for the time.

mumbled Racke, hardly able to believe
his ears. He could only stare. That
Trimble had, for once, been confessing
the truth, was obvious to every fellow
but Arthgr Aungustus D’Arcy. And
D'Arey did not believe him! Evidently
the powerful brain of Gussy had its own
mysterious processes.

““Not a word!” said D'Arcy. ‘‘Hs
has just spun us a yarn, and 1 don't
believe a word of it! T am suah that you
did not act in the mean and wotten way
thf;lt I;n descw ibed.”

i

“ Twimble has been gettin’ money out
you ¥

Racke nodded.

“The awful wottah! But you shoulgd
not have given him anythin’,”” said

of

D'Arey. “* Of course, I see it all!”"
“ You—you see it all?” stammered
Racke.

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus, nodding sagely. “It's a shockin’
thing, Wacke!”

Racke continued to stare. If Gussy
saw it all, why was he there, evidently
friendly and sympathetic? Gussy pro-
ceeded to explain.

“The othah fellows don't seem to
catch on, yon know,” he said. ‘I feah
that they are wathah down on you,
Wacke. They don’t see it all as I do.
You see, your weputation is wathah
against you, if you don't mind my men-
tionin’ it. You have done wathah a lot
of wotten things, Wacke, since yon have
been at the school. But that is all the
more weason why you should have justice
when you play up like a weal white man

—what! I see it all! You wescued
Twimble, and that fat wottah considahed
that-he had a claim on you—the wottah
would bowwow money of a German Hun,
if he could I see it all! It is because

n

** Would you care to play a game of chess, Racke 7 *" asked Arthur Augustus.
Racke came acrose and dro) had vacated !l
fellows who had been watching the chess strolled away. Th
to be near Racke. ' White or black, old scout 7 ' asked D'Arcy. * Any-
thing you like,”” muttered Racke.

ed into the seat Manners eral

. Sev
did not want
A

vou wouldn’t let him stick you for any
more money that he has told this yarn.’
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“You're.a good chap,” he repeated. “But I--I-—" He
broke off miserably.

“Buck up, deah boy !"
fellows: will ‘come wound.
Wely on that.,” %

And with a cheery nod Arthur Augustus quitted the study.

Racke sat still for a long time after he was gone. Te
was looking, and feeling, better now. Crooke did not
come to the study. e did his prep that evening elsewhere.
While Racke was “down,” his pal wanted to have as little
to do with him as possible. But Racke did mot miss him.
He did not want Crooke. He was thinking, with a softened
heart, of Gussy's generous faith; thinking of the difference
it would make to him if he could keep Gussy's friendship;
and thinking, too, that he would try to be more worthy of
it. Which was - a very unaccustomed frame of mind for
Aubrey Racke of the Shell. 5 i

When the juniors went up (o their dormiitories that night,
Arthur Augustus made it a point to call out in the corrider:

“Good-night, Wacke, old chap !”

“Good-night, D"Arcy !” called back Racke. And he gave
Tom Merry & Co. a glance of defiance as he went into the
Shell dormitory. e

In the Fourth Form dormitory Blake and Herries and
Digby glared at their noble chunn

“You ass!” said Blake.

“Weally, Blake——"

“Why can’t you cul that rotier, like the rest ! dewanded

erries.
“Wenlly, Hewwies——"
“Fathead ! remarked Digby.
“T wefuse to weply to a wnde and diswespectiul wemark,
Digby,” said Arthur Angunstus, with dignity.

“Are you standing by Racke?” hooted Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We won't let you!" bawled Merries
“Wats
And with that Arthur Augustus D’Accy went to bed and
slept the sleep of the just.

said Arthur Augustus “The
yvhow, T'm stickin’ to you.

H

CHAPTER 8.
Standing By Racke.

HE next day it was clear to Aubrey Racke thal he was
sent to Coveniry. Nothing had been said on the
subject. The juniors seemed to agree upon it
tacitly. Nobody wanted to have anything to do with

Nacke. The cup of his offences was full. In the circum-
stances, he fully expected that his friends would fall away
from him, and they did. Crooke avoided him, Clampe and
Chowle kept carefully out of his way, Mellish openly sneered
at him; ‘lg'imble did not count, anyway, but even Trimble
bestowed upon him looks of lofty contempt. But for the
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loyalty of Arthur Augustus D’Arey, the lot of Aubrey Racke
would have been indeed a hard one. But the more the
school was down on Aubrey, the more determined was
Arthur Augustus to stand by him, and he stood by him
nobly.

To all expostulations and remonsirances on the subject,
Arthur Augustus had one emphatic reply—“Wats "

After morning lessons he joined Racke in the corridor
and walked out into the quad with him. Blake & Co.
watched him with great exasperation. .

“Let’s go and bump him !" suggested Herries.

“That would only make the silly ass more obstinate,” said
Blake. * *“ But he's not going to pal with Racke. We'll
stop him somehow.”

Stopping Arthur Augustus was not, however, such an
easy maiter. Having set his hand to the plough, as it were,
Gussy did not look back. He was going to stand by Racke,
against all the school if need were. At first he had not
exactly intended to pal with Racke, but he found that that
was what came of it. He bestowed his company upon the
ostracised junior, and it was such a relief to Racke to have
somebody to speak to, that he quite forgot to be bored by
Fussy’s fnl'l ideas and high-lown notions, as he regarded
them. In the absence of his former friends, Aubrey had to
give up banker and nap in the study, and in the presence
of his new friend he did not care to smoke cigarelies as
usual, so there was a general improvement in Racke’s
manners and customs.  Arthur Augustus was doing him
good, though how long it would last was another matter.

But there was no doubt that D’Arcy’s loyal kindness had
a good effect upon the black sheep of the Shell, and that he
was a better fellow for it. For some days the two were
constantly together out of the Form-rooms, D'Arcy's own
friends growing more and more exasperated.

There were hot arguments in Study No. 6; and as Arthur
Augustus refused to hear anything against Racke, and as
Blake & Co. did not measure their words on that topic,
the arguments grew hotter and hotter.

The result was that Gussy eame much less into Ne. 6,
and that he saw much more of Racke than of his own
chums.

Blake & Co. consulted with the Terrible Three on the
subject, but the chums of the Shell could not help.

“Give him his head,” said Monty Lowther. “There’s
nothing in it. But give it him.”

“Don’t be a funny ass!” growled Blake. “How are we
going to make Gussy see sense, that’s the question.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t be done!” he answered.

““He won’t see whal's plain to every other fellow in ihe
School House !” growled Herries.

“He's a good little ass!” said Tom, laughing.

“He's got to chuck Racke!”

“He won't!” said Manners. “He won't chuck him Lill
he finds him out. And Racke will take jolly good care that
he doesn’t do that. You see, Gussy's powerful intellect
soars far above such a commonplace thing as evidence.”

“The rotter may be leading him into mischief,” said
Blake. ““You know how soft Gussy is. A fellow like
Racke might easily lead him into something. He's bound
to have a bad effect on anybody he associates with. It's
bad for Gussy.” :

“Or good for Racke

Blake snorted.
j“e“\'uthing will do Racke any good. He's past prayi
or.

“Well, I'm not so sure,” said the captain of the Shell
seriously. “He's out with his shady pals, and chumming
with a really decent chap. It may do Racke a lot of good.”

Another sniff from Blake. That youth evidently did not
helieve that there was much good to be discovered in
ey Racke.

f he doesn't chuck it we'll. jolly well send him to
Coventry along with Racke !” he declared,

Ahd when the exasperating state of affairs had lasted
nearly a week, Sludy No. 6 delivered that ullimatum’ to
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy.

He received it calmly.

“I am sowwy, deah boys,” he remarked,
in honah to stand by Wacke. ITow you youngstahs will
get on without me I cannot imagine. If you get inlo
scwapes, who is goin' to get you out?”

“ ¥You silly ass!"" hooted Blake.

“That is not an answah, Blake.

“Are you going to chuck up Racke ?" bawled Herries

“Certainly not.”

“Then this study will chuck you."

“Vewy well, deah boys. I shall not condescend to argua
the point,” said Arthur Augustus loftily. “I am vewy
sowwy for you, but you have only yourselves to thank.”

(Continued on page 18.)

suggested Tom.

z

“I am bound
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X Magnificent Story of Adventure and Danng on an Uninhabited Island,

READ THIS FIRST.

Donald Gordon and his brother Val leave
St Christo?‘lnr's School, in company with
Tommy Binks and Septimus Todd, a junior
master, commonly known as “Scat,” to join
their unele, who is on a big plantation in the
Bolomon_Islands.

Captain Targe, 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 over-
thrawmg the wealthy plantation owner and

g hold of his land. Tage, the black
is, and warns the party.
nous captain, he places
‘the boys in one of the ship’s boats, and they
aré about to make their escape when Anma,
the captain’s daughter, taking the oppor-
tumnity of getting away from the harsh treat-
wment of her father, joins them.
after the party has started on
erilous mnme a severe storm breaks

out. The party are thrown from their boat,
but, lucluly get washed up on the “Istand
of Pleasure.”

Cast on the island, they at once set about
preparing their new hame. and refresh them-
selves with some fruit which they find grow-
ing on the island.

Scat and Tommy are on a fruit- gat.hermg
expedition, when they are startled by
strange sound—the ewishing of sand and n
faint creaking noise, as though someone was
rubbing thin strips of metal together.

“What ie it?” whispered Tommy.

(Now read on.)

Turtle Bay.

CAT was only half-awake. At Tommy’s
whisper he moved slightly, and the
fat youngster turned on him.

“Shut up, you fool!" he warned.
“There's someone down there on the beach.
Llstfn.

ere was a long moment's silence, tlun
%\mc distinetly came the curious sound tha
ommy had heard—a metallic, scrapmx;
sound, followed by the swishing of sand.

The moon had risen above the trees now,
and its silver light was pouring dewn on the
streteh of white beacl

They could hear i.he murmur_of the surf
breaking on the reef that guarded the bay,
a dull, steady monotene; and from behind
them the trees whlspen:d under the fret of
1,‘ne gentle mgnﬁ wind:

“I—1 think it is very dangerous,
Tommy,” anlrl Seat, who had suddenly de-
»eiaped .\n mtense sleepiness.,

“Pen't you, by James?* Tommy returned.
“Well, i ynu un lie here and listen to it,
I can't! Get

He dragped L e unwilling Scat to his feet,
and they n to move out from the shadow
of the trees.

The beach was about a quarter of a mile
wide in that part, and the sea seemed a leng
distance away.

Tommy was ‘moving ahead of his com-
panion, apd as he emerged Into the full
moonlight he eame to a halt.

*Look, Scat—look "

Scat burried to his side, and peered in the
dircction of Tommy's outstretched arm; but
Seat was rather short-sighted, and he eould
sec nothing in l'ront of him,

at?"

“Look at wh
“Rocks! Rocks on the mvkﬂouns of
them! This island is—is baun

A harder stare down towards the sea made
Seat aware of the fact that in front of him
were nine or ten hummacky rocks, just show-
ing above the smooth sand~

at Scott, one of them js b-burning
itself!” Tommy whispered again. “See—just
on the left!”

They had not poticed the nearest bump
until how. It was elevated in the sand, and
presented a round-shaped ledge, which, as)
Tommy and Scat looked at it, moved and’
sank deeper into the samd; th- a moment
Jater the elacking sound began again, and a
shower of sand shot out from where the black
object was buried.

“Gi
1 ve got it ey ane t-turtles
“Turtles! Jiminy, 1 believe )ou:e right!
Of course they are!”

Tommy sprinted down the sand, a‘ollowed
hy Scat, and came to a halt some three o
four yards away from where the great tnrtle
was digging steadily into the sand. There
were other turtles Inndlng on the beach, and
the clacking sound that Tommy had heard
‘was the rasping of their hard ﬂap]l)!ern under
their hummock-like shapes as they came
lumbering on.

<*I—I know what's happening. That beggar
t!mt you see is a female turtle, and she's
going to lay eggs.

“Turtle eggs?” said Tommy. “Why, I've
heard they're top- holeI By James, we're in
luck, Seat! Let's

He was about lo mnte a pounce on the
turtle, when Scat grabbed him by the arm.

“Steady on, Tommy!” he said. “I know
that if you alarm the creatures they bolt
at ol Just you wait a bit. I think L
can manage this. Go slow!”

Scat dropped on his hands and knees, and
began to crawl towards the hali-buried
creature. He was careful to keep behind it,
and the reptile betrayed no fear at his
presence.

When Scat reached the hollow in the sand

lay flat on hﬂh face, then turned and
signalled to Tomi

“Get ready, old Chﬂ.:‘l'" the tutor whispered,
in a temse, eager voice.

Tommy crept to \cats side, and watched
the latter lean forward and eautiously insert
his hand into the hollow. In another moment
it was withdrawn, and a round egg placed in
Tommy's hands.

“There are dozens of them
Scat breathed e)icitcdly.

ien bhegan what surely the swlne:ﬁ
egg collecting that thcy ever took part

It is a well-known fact that the female-
turtle lays some thirty or forty eggs at a
single sitting, and that process is carried out
at amazing speed.

Soat, flal on his stomach on the warm sand,
acoopnd out egy after egg, for Tommy to
receive and place behind him in a neab heap.

“Talk about robbing & hen- hoﬂ
breathed. *'Why, this is egz-gat]
easy! Stick it, old bird! Well gwa ﬂmse
fellows . something to think about when wé
get back to the eamp!”

In his exeitement he moved slightly, and
his eramped position brought about disaster.
He began to sway, tried to steady himself,
then fell forward on the back of the half-
buried reptile.

Tommy was a heavy- wﬂgm, and his abrupt
landing on that creature’s back hmlxghf. t;he
egg-laying operations to-a close.
whoofing sound, then :,hé snake. Ilkc hﬂld
of t.he turtle shot oul. and the flappers began
to wave.

“8illy ass!” said “You've disturhed
her now—she's off!” -

There was a heave and a violent lifting of
the sand.
back, and. a moment later Scat heard a yell
of dis

"me_g m I've fallen cm the eggs and bust

already!”

Scat.

he turtle was now well out of the sapd,
and Scub roge to his feet.
Tul fool!” he said md!gua.nll,y.
]m'.(' spmln the whole affair !’

“Have I, by Jove!" came Tommy's angry
rﬂpnm . “We'll see about that! She made
me bust. her eggs, but I'll have her herseli!
8tand clear!” 3

The fat figure rtose, and a bound saw
Tommy pass Scat.

'Fhe unfortunate ending to the egg-collect-
ing had aroused Tommy's ire, and” he made
a rush and threw himself on the turtle

He had a hazy notion of how a turtle
should be ¢aptnred, the main thing being to
turn it over on its back; but it just hap-
pened that this particular turtle that Tommy
had selected was a weighty one.

Tommy grabbed at one Happer, and made
an cffort to lift the beast, but his hand

“You

Tommy rolled -off- the hump-like |

slid away from her, and all he rcceived was
a violent blow from the flapper as it freed
itself. Then began a chase which Seat re-
arded as the most humorous incident he

ad ever w!

Again and again Tommy tried to turn the
turtle away from its object, sea, and he
took tumble after e in that ef

“Help me, you fuol—hel me! It weighs
a blooming ton, and I ean't shift it!”

Once Tou!-y did manage, by an extra
effort, to grab the side of the tun!es back
and lift it so that two flappers hung help-
less. .He tried with all his might to upset
the equilibrium of the reptile, but once
again the soft eand bedt him, and he came
down on his knees, the turtle crashing on
top of him, and a howl of pain hreke from
his lips as vy creature crawled over
his head tnd shoulders, scraping him with her
rear flapper:

Scat sat qu the sand helpless with laughter,
and could not even raise his voice to. en-
courage the stout turtle-hunter.

“I'll beat you yet, yon brute!”

Tommy serambled to his feet again.

“In any case, I'm going fo see you don’t
:et away " he snorted.

was a new idea that bad come to
Tmnmy Around hiz waist, by way of a
belt, he had wrapped a stout vine, and now
that helt was released, and he procecded to
make a loop at ome end of it. Then he
Iwmd the other end round his wrist, and,
ing his chance, darted at the turtle
agxm. and slipped the large loop over her
front flapper, drawing it tight.

All this time the turtle ‘nad been crawling
steadily down the beach, heading for the
sea, and when the loop was adjusted, she was
only some twenty or thirty yards from the,
wnlers edge.

“Come along, Seat! Help me now, and
we'll drag the brute back from the eeg!”
Tommy gaspe

Scat managed to rise to his feet, and

walked down the beach; but while he was
still some ten yards away from Tommy tbe
final amazing incident happened.

Perhaps the tortle sniffed the sea, or
maybe she had stored away a little reserve
speed for that occasiom; im any case, the
Last “streteh of wet sand was covered at a
rate that surprised Seat.

Tommy, tugging ond straining to try to
divert’ the turtle from ‘her courte, was
dragged on until he found himsel splashing
in the sea.

“She’s done me! She's done me— Wow !”

This final part of his protest went up in
an_involuntary howl., and Scat saw Tommy

jerked from feet, en, in anpother
moment, & double streak in the sea
indicated what hed happened. The loop

round his' wrist had tightened, and so ‘at the
psychological moment when he ought to-have
let go, he found it impossible, and the fat
turtle, in its own element mow, went swim-
ming out into the blue waters of the lagoon.

“Dy James, he'll be drowned, the eilly
ass!”

Seat sprinted for all he was worth down
the -beach, and flung himself into the sea,
then began to swim madly forward in the
wake of his stout companion; but, alter he
had covered fifteen or twenty rards. a gurg-
ling cry reached him, and bhe saw Tommy
and the turtle vanish.

The turtls had sought bottom, and Tommy
had foHowed it.

Scat’s heart almost stood still, for it
seemed to . him as. though that Lumorous
episode was going to have a tragic end. He
commenced to tread water. as moment after
moment passed, then suddenly there came
a splash and a gurgle from his left, and up
out of the sea came the stout head amd
shoulders of his pupih

Scat was so relieved at the sight of Tommy
that he gave vent to a shout of delight, and
swam towards the fat youngster.

Tue Gex LiBramry.—No. 735,
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“Hanged if [ can
see how we're going
to get at the meat
here!” he said, put-
ting his hand on the
hard, corrugated

charge of dynamite to
et through this stutf.
Let's see ii the bot-
tom Spulls off.”
He reached out to

wrab at. the smoeth
under-shell, and,
he did so, Seat g

vent to a

shout,

“Look out, Tomm;

he eried. 4
He was only just in

the nick of time, for
‘Tommy had chosen

warn

the wrong end for an
att

head shot  out,
Tommy’s hand
missed the guick
of, the turtles jaws.

red.
» y had leapt
aside, and fie shook

to leave go. The fat

Suddenly Tommy was jerked from his feet.

round his wrist had tightened and he found it impossible

2 rtle went swimming out into ti

blue waters of the lagoon, dragging Tommy behind it as
a tug-boat draws a barge.

his. fist at the help-
h'&s reptile.

“You
you're. soup.
“See what I'll do to
you then!”

The loop

“How did you manage it, Tommy? How
did you manage it?"
Tommy turned towards him, and held up

his right wrist to which the vine was still
attached

“Didn't manage it at all!” he commented.
“1t was the blinking turtle that let me go
when she had finished with me. By jiminy,
I thought I was done for, and I don’t believe
that I've got a square inch of skin on my
knees. The beast dragged me along the coral
hottom for miles!”

They turned and swam shoreward,
finally, landing on the beach, To
tnucrcri up into safety. then dropped “itll
a_groan.

On examining the vine, Seat found that
some sharp projection in the coral fermation
tad severed the tough material.

= rrow escape for you, old chap!” Seat

. observed. “You were a feol to try to lasso
a turtle; it isn't done!”
“Don’t talk to me about turtles!” Tommy
aroaned. “Just look at my knees! T don’t
¢ think that I am cut out for these hunting
expeditions. Anyhow, [ always seem to run
up against trouble!
Scat was looking along the beach, and he
« turned to his companion.
here are plenty of turtles here still,”
said. “They don't’ seem to have taken very
much notice of your feat. Let us both tackle
o small one, and see il we can’t.turn it over.
1 would like to get some turtle flesh for
the cam
It was some time hefore Seat could
persuade Tommy to resume his efforts, but he

:md

he

managed at last, and finally they selected
a smaller reptile. This time Scat and Tommy,
having  hought . i rience  dearly

cnough, carried out their attack in a more
intelligent way.

Each of them tackled a flapper, and a
combined heave saw their victim swung over
on its broad back after a grim stroggle.
There you are, you brute!” said Tumm!
“That settles you, anyhow, and 1 hope you're
the brothu' of that beggar who uearly
drowned me

By now the other turtles on the beach
had * takep alarm, and they could see the
black shapes hurrying down into the sea,
with the result that about ten minutes later
the beach wass clear again.

“It's all right,” said Scat. * They'll come
back. I think we'll have to call this Turtle
«Bay. We ought to find it a very useful

hunting ground, for turtle.flesh is delicious.”
Tommy was staring down at the captive,
who had now withdrawn into its shell. He
elmol. his headl.
Tue Gex Liseary.—No. 735,

Ve can't take it
hack ourselves,” Secat
pointed out. “We might just as well leave
it here. We shall want three or four of us
to drag the beggar home.”

They retraced their steps, and Tommy,
passing close to the spot where the turtle
had  been laying its eggs, searched

ts of the heap.

thrmu:h the squashy remns
overed three unbr l.en egus.

hey’ll do,” he said. will explain why

we didn't get back I:ut nlgh!, and that's

the main thing. I'll bet Anna will be
pleased.”
I think we ought fo get back now,” was

‘s sngo suggestion. “The moon is up,
and it will be easy for us to follow the beac|
I don't think we ought to wait any longer.

His suggestion was adopted, and, picl
up their load of fruit, the return journey w
resumed. ~ Somewhere about  midnight,
although, of conrse, none of the little group
of castaways had any idea of the true time,
Tommy and Seat climbed over the barrier
, and were challenged by the voice

, Don!™ Seat returned.

re arose from the side of the
-completed hut, and came towards them.
Ilnnt you ever sleep, old chap?” Scat

’l‘tawr‘ leader was carrying a stmn pole, and

he leaned on it now, sm cat.
“1 don e, old boy,"” Don
returned, may

happen here, and it |s just as well for one
of us to keep guard.”

He helped Scat and Tommy to unload, and
stowed their fruit away in the little space
that Anna called her larder.

Tommy hurried off at once into the hut,
and made himsel! comfortable on his heap
of dried leaves, but the tutor sat for a
moment with Don,
J.iule structure.

“Do you mean to say that you keep watch
tike this every night, Don?” he asked.

The sturdy youngster smiled.

“More or less,” Don returned. “But, you
see, I don’t require much sleep at any time.
All you fellows are working hard, and need
a good pight's rest.”

“But, hang it, you work harder than any
one of us!" Scat answered. “We all un;,h:
to take turn ahout watchi

“No, no; that's all right. -
about me.”

And later on, when Scat laid himself out on
liis heap of leaves, he saw through the open
space that was to be the door, the sturdy,
upright figure of Donald Gordon standing
among the houlders. Don was leaning on his
staff_and looking steadily seaward, a strong,
patient figure uader the silver beams of the
moon.

in the shadow of the’

Dou t you wom
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*“You are a good chap!” ‘inl. tlmughl
sleepily, . “You work a_ jolly sight rd
:mu. any of us, and yet you go without, ﬂur

wonder what you are wutdung
" What is them to be afraid of?"

Inqulslﬁve Tommy.

!Dr"
HE ceremony of placing the door in
position was celebrated by a_ special
feast. It consisted of turtle soup
and turtle flesh, and Tommy, recog-
nising himself as the ¢ provider of that
meal, was duly eloquent.

The door itsell was a crude affir, and
ht pot have met with the approval of
ster-builder. Tt was held in_position by
d vines, and the fact that it did

Ily swing to and fro on its crude hinges
was in itself a great contentment to the little

mi

sisted on_going out and in of the
ral !.mle! ]mﬂ. (nr the mere pleasure
of =Mn-—mg the d

Yes, it is a rcdl dum-. with rn! hinges,”
smd Scat. “We're getting on fine!

With the roof in position and t'hc walls
completed, work had been commenced on
the interior. Don had fixed up a structure
of stout poles and strips of tough palm-
leaves, forming a number of bunks.

Scat and Tommy occupied the two bunks
on the left of the structure, while Val and
Don owned thos¢ on the right. Don had
provided a bunk for Taga, but the copper-
Nkmnmi native refused to sleep in the hut.
Taga had his own ideas, and preferred to
lie outside, having made a little nest for
himself on the leeward side of the hut near
to the cliff.

Anna’s shelter had now become a very
solid structure, for Taga had worked on it,
weaving the roof native fashion, and had
also fixed up & stout floor, raised some two
feet above the level 0! the sand, making
Anna’s quarters very cos

With the hut com])leh‘.d and a plentiful
supply of fruit and fish, the added luxury of
milk from the naonny, which, by the way,
had a couple of tiny kids, that were the
pets of the camp, the food supply was
adequate enough.

Turtle Bay had been visited on several
nights by Taga and Don and Val, and it was
seldom that they returned empty-handed.

mmy. had noted that Val and Taga had
developed a_ trick of vanishing early in the
afternoon after the work in the camp was
finished.

Don, a wise leader, did not overtax the
strength of his chums. When the hot was
completed he had fixed up a definite schedule
of work. The work in the camp began at
sunrise, und the midday meal, prepared by
Anna, marked the close of the duties n[ the
day, The afternoons were free, and any of
the party could do just what he’pleasnl for
the rest of the day.

Scat had fashioned for limsell a butter-
et, and had also managed to make a
fairly serviceable ladder of tough, knotted
vines and strips of bamboo. With the
ladder wrapped round his shoulder, and the
butterfly-net on its long pole, Scat used to
t'l]n: Inm;el[ off immediately the midday meal

T ek s Tob pai enjoying himself,
and he returped night after night wearied

out, but perfectly happy,  with fresh
specimens for his collection of butterflies
and moths.

Scat had also chosen a space just on the
verge of the trees, and had commenced to
work on it, clearing the ground and laying
it out as an exrﬂer!ment’ll garden. Seeds and
cuttings from the various plants that he dis-
covercd. were placed in thl‘ wirm  brown
earth; ecach. little. row, as was formed,
seemed to bring additional dehghb to its
patient owner.

That first feast of breadfruit deserves
mention, for after it had been baked in the
hot cinders, and the hard mass split in two.
the white interior tasted just like the crumb
of a mew-baked wheaten loaf, although
slightly sweeter. It was voted by the cast-
.aways as being perfectly fine.

The durian fruit, too, became a prime
favourite, for its deliclous custard is both
tasty and sustaining; indeed, during those
first féw months on the island, every one of
the " party. recoguised. that Scat was invalu-
able, and once Tommy openly apologised for
past misdeeds.

“By James, Scat, [ used to chafl you no
end about your blinking hnuny " the stout
youngster declared, “but is coming in
handy now! I think I'll uke up botany
myselt when we geb back home.”

The only individual . who did not cease
work about the camp at noon was Don.
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Tuere was always something to do, and long
after the others bad vanished Don con-
tinued his work. There were S0 many
obstacles to overcome, so many little pro-
blems to solve in order that the bountiful
sources of Nature at hand slmmd be utilised,
that the hours seemed to fl

Just where Tommy upem. his afterncons
wag a mystery, until one day. searching for
flowers in the jungle behind the cliffs, Anna
dizcovered a hammock, a rudely-constructed
affair under a great paim -tree. The  girl
did net reveal her discovery, but next day,
on returning to the spot, she saw Tommy
sprawled in it, fast asleep. was
')"cmmy s o[ spending the afternoon!
at last aroused the stout
\ouugs&r mm action. The constant vanish-
g of Taga and Val rec;umed explanation.

Tommy had tackled Val seve times, but
the youngster had laughed off questioner,
and, fipally, Tommy made up his mind to
do a bit of sleuthing on his own. He knew
that it would be |mpo~slb]e to follow Taga,
for the quick-eyed native would see him at
onee, so the stout )'mmgltcr set about the
task in his own

Early one morning Ile approached Don.

“1 think I ought to have another shut
at those gont-s," he sald. “I have got a
new scheme now.

That scheme mmlatc:i of a long lc‘ngbh of
tough vine, which he had formed into a
crude sort of lasso. He had been practising
«hh rently, and had made himseli a nuisance

he camp, for once an extra-deadly cast
uad seen the noose settle round Seat’s neck,
and Tommy, jerking the cord, had almost
strangled his long-suffering tutor.

“T1 thought that there must be something
behind all this work,” Don commented.
*“What are you going to do—lasso a goat?”

“Not exactlyl 1 don’t think 1 could catch
the beggars that way, they are too fast,
Tommy said. " But l ave found out '.Imtr
nanny is very fond of bananas, and what I
think of doing is getting five or six bananas
and climbing up on the cliff; then, if I pu
a banana or two in the loop, " and hide behind
& bush, perhaps one of those goats would
come al:mg and try to eat the fruit, so that
1 could jerk the rope tight and collar it.”

Don laughed.

The plan was typical of Tommy, for, of
course, it meant that the stout youth conld
sit behind a bush for hours, waiting for a
* goat to walk into the trap. It was a much
easier way than chasing it over hill and
dale all day!

“All right, old chap,” said Don.
reason ‘why you should not try it.”
““T want to get away early,” said Tommy.
“It is the dence of a lcng tramp u|\ there
‘to the hill, and I'll have to start no

“Very well; you can i

Half an hour later Tommy, with a plenti-
ful supply of food which Anna prepared for
him, ‘set off up the cliff, nn[mri‘ntly bound

Toomed he distance
Howevcr ns soon as he
lmnged his course,

2%

“No

for the hill thm.

and headed seaward again.

Taga and Val always went off along the
beach, and -Tommy,  after. working his way
downward, came out on a quiet little cove.
He moved down to a bush-covered spur, and,
lying down behind the shelter of a bush,
he watched the streteh of beach helow.

Tommy’s intentions were always good, but
the trouble with him was that his natural
laziness often prevented him from carrying
out lis designs.

It was very comfortable there under that
bush, shaded from the sun, with a soft
zephyr to soothe him, and the znurmur and
fret of the sea on the coral-reef helow hi
was a lullaby that Tommy eould not res
He fell fast asleep, it was only the
ot rays of the sun pouring down on his
head that roused him, and he realised that
he had wasted the better part of the d

“Confound it!” he fold himself, “I dare
say I have missed the:

He knew that it was well on in the after-
noon, and it was more than likely that Val
ﬂ“ld Taga had already passed along the beach
€|

W.

He rose to his*feet and strefched himsell,
then turned to the left, and, crossing the
spur, eame to a halt on the other side.

Below him was a rtogged streteh of
boulders, tall, black, and forbidding. So far
as he could see, this stretch of coust was
a sheer eliff, and there was no sign of vege-
tation along its course. It presented a very
different aspect m;m the jungle-clad beaches
on the otlmr

* Jimi I donh like the look of you at
ali” Tommy told himself. “This blinking
island seems to have all sorts of scenery!
Hallo! What's #hat?"

Where a huge ‘mass of beulders-arose-in a
conehe had- caught a movement, &nd, as he
watched, he saw semething creep out from
its base into the sea.

The surface of the sea was much rougher
here, and another glance gave Tommy the
reason, for the coral-reef ended just level
with the end of the spur, and heyond it the
nnbroken sea came in, churning and murmur-
ing .:gdlnsb the boulderv cliffs,

What on carth—— By Jove, a canoe—

quat object arose and fell on the
waves, and Tommy stared at it in amaze-
ment. He could see the slender massed hull,
with the smaller one attaclied to it by long
poles, and presently he picked. out two
figures seated in the centre of the main
pemon. plying their paddles.

The catamaran crept out seaward, and
lifted and fell as the long rollers met it,
gliding smoothly over the waves; then it
turned to the left, and went on until
'l{!ﬂl!t(.r ﬂuIAJutlmg hﬂadlnnd hid it from

Robinson Crusoe discovering the footprints
of Friday could not have been more amazed
or frightened. than was - Tommy as bhe
squatted there, staring towards the spot
where the catamaran had vanished.

“Natives!” -he told himself. *“I'l  bet
they're head-humters! What the deuce am
going to do?”

His first idea was to hurry back to the
camp and inform Don and his chums; but
it occurred to him that his discovery was
only half-completed.

Tommy did not lack pluck, and he knew
it would be  wasting time jor him to go
baek to the camp, and therefore he decided
that he would t.ry to get into closer touch
w(th these unknown visitors.

¢ up his mind to work his way
alcm: the coast and see what bad happened
to the catamaran and its occupants,

That long trudge over the rough, broken
ground that ran along the cliffs was one of
the hardest journeys that Tommy had ever
tackled. Here and there were patches
of thorny shrubs, but for the most part the
ground was a sort of black shale, while at
one spot Tommy found himself wa aver
what seemed to him to be the dried bed of a
stream—xa stream that had been turned into
stone.

He was also” aware that the M.ml;li'pllerl:
through which he moved had changes
was conscious of an acrid tang that n:mllv
revealed itsell,

“Bulphur!” Tommy thought.
dence am 1 getting to?”

From the eliff the ground arose
angle, ending in a black, conical
stood out clear against

“Where the

at a sharp
mass that
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ran -clear-under the-eliffs, to reappear again
farther down the bleak, burnt, forbidding
coastline—a coastline caleulated to jar the
nerves ol any youngster

Finally, Tommy reached a part where the
carth seemed to have cracked in two, for a
huge flssure ran there, reaching from the
sea up to the black cone Down this fissure
flowed a yellow-coloured stream, and a hot
mist- hung over the gap.

As Tommy began to descend it it seemed
to him that the ground was warm under his
fe and, finally, reaching a, ledge over
whi the' yellow-coloured stream oured, he
leaned forward and put his hand into the
current, fo withdraw it sharply, while a gasp
of amazement broke from his parted lips,
The water was distinctly warm, and it was
from it that the mist was rising, hot and
nlsc sulphury, for the smell was uomistak-

m‘ this time Tommy was bathed In sweat,
and hia desire for further search was

"[—-l wish I had never starfed on this
confounded expedition!” he :a.«l mopping
the sweat from his brow. *I— 'ways seem
to get into all the trouble that |s going!”

He looked up at the of the l'tssurﬁ
duw&l which he l:.nd climbed, and shook his

L

“I'm hanged if I'm gmng to try to climb
\IIJ there again! I'm going to work my way

down tn the beach, even if I break my. neck
doing it

Just hnw he managed to clamber (ln“n
that precipitous slope was a thing that
Tommy could never explain.

There were places where he had to lower
nimself down from a rock ing with Jus
toes and fingers, then Ieﬂmp himself go until
his feet touched another stone. Yard by
yard he went downward, following the track
of the sulphury spring, and at last he
reached the final ledge, from whence the
stream took a ten-feet leap into a pool that
was formed in the sand.

Tommy had to lower himself over that
ledge. amcl the sulplmn water poured over
drenched,

v.et, !;md in the spray of the sulphurous

a~ soon a8 he regained his feet Tommy
rushed across the sands. and, wading knee-
deep mto the waves, he allowed one or two
of the great breakers to foam over him,
cleansing himsell from the sulphurous water
and reviving his tired body.

“I've got the hamg of this island now,”
he told himself. “It is partly voleanic, and
it seems to me that I have been walking

the sky. It was as
though the youngster )
was  walking over a
dead world; the lack
of wuer.a\:.iun and the

atill, hot air made a
deep Impression  upon
him

Now and again- he
had to climb from
houlder  to boulder,

then let himself down
and

a long fissure,
E n another pa
hard-hak

d eart
would lead to nore
houlders. b
S0 far as he covld
judge, that pateh of
verdureles burnt
ground formed a wedze
some five or six miles
long by two or three
deep, and it tcok
Tommy the best- part
of three laborious

hours to cover it.

Now and again he
would work his way to
the verge of the cliffs

and peer down the
slope, to cateh sight of
the catamaran. He

found that the clitis
seemed  honeycombed
with deep caves into

which the sea surged.
There was a narrow
strip of white beach

below, obviously not | and laughed. * Hallo
more than forty or | here 7™ Tommy fel
fifty yards broad, and surprise !

in many instances it

A shout from the depths of the cave made Tommy whip
round with a howl of dismay.
came leaping nm then advancing, flung back its head

A copper-skinned shape

Tommy fella! What you doing
| back on the catamaran with
 Taga,” he gasped.

Tae Gesm Lisrary.—No. 735,
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s awful experiences
but this matter-of-f
statement  of  Val's
rather knocked that on
the head, for it was
obvious that he had
undertaken that dread-
ful journey along the
bleak  ¢liffs  without
much justification.
“How did you get
here?” Yal asked.
Tommy glanced at
his scarred feet, remem-
bered that dvnuul the
sulphur-tainted air,
then sighed.
& 1 just — just
dropped in, old chap!”
lie “1 wondered

i to,
tlmu»ht I'd find out.'
Which was certainly
a very modest way of
rihing  the grim
experience.

“Right-ho! We'll
have to buck up now,”
said Val. “As you're

here you might a3 well
help

Come on,

g Val
burried into the ecave,

his heart. He turned to Taga.
Taga 7' he asked.
into a mask of dismay.

The schooner was not more than two or three miles
away, and as Val studied it a sudden fierce fear entared
" Do you recognise
The face of the native was drawn | band.
**Yaos, | know hlm," he answered.
“ Dat ship Is de Wittywake.'

and returoed presently
with their paddles, also
A spare one, which V:
shipped luto Tommy’s

ity

sver the track of a blinking eruption. 1
hope the beggar doesn’t erupt’ again until |
get away from here!"

His getting away Irum there prol
bhe a severe task.
not more than five or six yards w
ran on_ under the overhanging cliff
black, beetling crags and boulders
to fall on him at y
ommy was also sbomina
there no  possible
assuaging tha

but
his

¥,
of

Y 8!
chanee

hunger until he got back to
the more fertile portiou of the island again.

He started off then on his réturn journey
er th

P

along the glistenibg sand ul
ol llw eliffs,

Had he not been so tired and hungry

my might ve found much interest in

ng trudge, for there were p

whi the mouths of caves =

e shadow

had
moment,
along the beach

5 to explore

and he kept up a steady jog-trot

ing neither to right

and o, rounding a projecting ledge,

Tommy came blundering on to a small cove

and saw the cataturan drawn up: on the

sand in front of him.

It was high on the samd, and beyond it
he saw- the dark mouth of a cavern.

Tommy. quickening his pace, hurried

the catamaran, and halted as

nor left,

to
he

hed it.

shout from the depths of the cave made
whip round with a lowl of dismay.
came le: out

liim
A copper-skinned shape

] for a_moment w
lls and m ing il
-mm, % .mind._thea the
iiung back its head and laugh
“Hallo, Towmy fella! What
||PF( %

you doing

Tommy fell h.wL on the bow of the
maran, putting his hands to his side
[aga, you—you blinking hrown
Tommy gasped.
From the cave another figure appeared,
1m| Vul hurried acress the stfip of beach
Is his chum.
Jove, Tommy. this
d. “Taga andt L ¢
blinking catamaran, and we want a th
peraon to help.us. We were trying to take it
;:-.md to the camp just now, but the waves

bit of luek!™
't manage t

hen it was you—you that [ saw?”
Tommy gasped.
£ Yes."™
Now, Tommy had inteaded to tell Don
aud his companions the harrowing tale of

Tue Gex I.Isl.u'v —No. T35.

“We'll  make you
work {for your Ihing
Imw. he said. "It

ng to be tough
work getting through ﬂm breakers, but we'll
manage it all right.”

The catamaran was pushed down the sand
and, with a final rush and a jump, the three
\u\lng«ters launched it, elambering on board.

Taga and Val had been practising with
their paddles, and it was mainly due to their
cfforts that the light eraft managed to clear
the first break then, with the three
paddles going ste the catamaran was
worked out of the cove, where it met the full

tilt of the long Pacific Toller:

It seemed to Tommy as gh every great
billow was trying to smash uu- light craft,
and he held his breath again and again as
the great blue waves came rustling onward.

wever, the bow of the catamaran seemcd
to lift at the right moment and allow the
mass of water to sweep harmlessly under i

Half an hour’s steady paddling followed,
and Tommy w ahead of them the surl
breaking over the end of the reef.

Ife thought
behind there it is easy

“Thank goodness for that!”

“Onee we get in

work!”
Another Ir-n

minutes a«ctl
lahorions toil; the

of hard,
th su(hlenh ﬂ'hﬂ wiks
in the bow, stood uj balaneing I.ls, guré in
a wonderful way as the canoe rose and fell
He was looking seaward, and stvod motion-
less for a long moment, then turned and

followed the direction of
s indicating finger.

aning close-hauled in their direction,
sun glinting on its patched sails and
was a schooner. It was not more than
miles away, and, as Val studied
fierce fear entered into his

it
Tugn”

mast,

dismay
I know him. Dat ship is de Witty.

Look out for next week’s
grand instalment of this

magnificent serial. You :

must make a point of §

ordering your GEM
early. :
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CORNER."”

(Continaed from page 2.
TR R

THE PIE.

Boy entering pie-shop : *“Qne pi
plmsc Boy sniffs at pie. Shopman:

“What are you sniffing at that pie fDr"
I made pies before you were bm'n
Boy: ** Ay, and this is one of tl
E. Jepps, 247, Welbeck Road, Bylmr,
Nn\\'c‘aslle—un—’l‘vne

LTI

REAL TROUBLE.

Casey and O'Brien were having an
argument at the corner of the street, and
the dispute had gone to such a 1cng1h
that a small crowd had gathered. Sud-
denly a genteel, urbane spectator stepped
forward and laid a restraining hand on
Casey’s arm. “(mme come, my man,”
said the stranger, “you don't want to
fight. T can tell that by your face. Tt
too benign—--"" “Two by nine, is
:t"“ bellowed Casey. *My face is two
by nine! I'll show you what’s what for
that insult!” Then the. real trouble
started.—Alfred Harrop, 44, Wellington
Road, Oldham

BIG BEN.

The great Westminster clock, which
has “recently been cleaned, has struck
through Gfteen Parliaments. It was put
up in 1858 when the fourteenth Earl of
Derby was Prime Minister. It is the
most powerful and the most accurate
public clock in the world. he four
dials are each 23ft. in dmmeter, the
centres being 180ft. from the ground.
The minute hands are 14ft. long, and
weigh 2ewt. each. The four quarter bells
weigh nearly eight tons altogether.
Above the clocks are the emblems of the
threa kingdoms and of the principality
of Wales.—Arthur Molyneux, 5, Dane
Street Gardens, Dorking, Surrey.

PUNCTUATION.

“Father,” asked Tommy, “how would
you punctuate this sentence—The wind
i)le.\ a fivepound note round *the
corner?”  “I'd simply put a full stop at
the end,” u-plml father “I shouldn’t,”
said lmnm:, : “I'd make a dash after the
fiver.”—Leslic W. Fletcher, 6, Old Hall
Lane;, Levenshulme, Manchester.
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RAM DARRY
COhe Mystery Man

A Strange Visi'or,

R. BRUTELL was completely under
the influence of his evil mood, and
it was his intention to ride to f.he
headquarters of the Black Circle.

The doctor stopped once during his wild ride

to enter a ranch-house,

He was quite unable to control his actions,
and a sudden desire came over him to
terrorise the occupants of the house.

Brutell tethered his horse to a branch of
a tree, and then crept stealthily toward-; thc
open door of the roughly-built wooden sha

ands up!” he shonted, in a hoarse vnfce.
as hL levelled his revolver at the two or
three people in the building. They were too
surprised to do other than obey the com-
man:

The rancher and his friends had never seen
such a hideows face as the one which now
confronted them. They imagined that this
man must be an outlaw, and a particularly
desperate one at that.

The terrified rameher would bave been
greatly astonished had they heen aware that
their visitor was really a clever and greatly-
respected scientist.

Brutell, in his present mood, was capable
ol co ing almost any crime, and it is
hard to say “hal wonld have been the ulti-
of the unfortunate rancher had he
not noticed a telepbone hanging upen the
wall of the house. The sight of this directed
his thoughts in another chanmel.

Brutell rang up a certain number, spoke
a few ecryptic words which the others were
quite unable to understand, and then re-
placed the receiver.

e doctor .then turned towards the door,
and, much to the relief ®f the people whose
bome he had so rudely entered, mounted his
horse and rode madly away again,

Brutell had not the slightest idea what
terrible things he did when under in-
fluence of this nlrangc malady which afllicted
him so suddenl

Even his Imsb Triends he turned upon, and,
@as a matter of fact, he had just now tele-
phoned to the leaders of the Biack Cirele and
informed them that Madeleine Stanton and
her father were in residence at their moun-
tain lodge.

He instructed them to set ont at once, with
the idea of eapturing the millionaire and his
daughter.

Fortunately, Brutell's spells of evil
not last very long, and even mow, as he was
riding madly towards the Stantons’ home, his
bitter uatire was beginning to. returs to
1im.

Arriving at the house, the scientist put his
horse away in the stable, and, dazed and ex-
hausted as he always was after an evil spell,
he made his way again to his room. alf
an hour later Brutell was quite in his normal
mood- again, and, of course, he had net the
slightest knowledge of the queer incidents
which had taken place.

did

A Desperate Plan.

WO or three days later Mr. Stanton
broke the news that he intended
anlng a visit to the city. Owing to

long absence, there was a great
deal of husmess for him to attend to.
“Would you eare to accompany us?”
The millionaire’s question was addressed
bis great friend, and Dr. Brutell replied that

he would be delighted to go with them. The
journey was to be made by motor-car. This,
indeed, was the only means of travel which
could be employed over a great distance.

The route lay through a very rugged dis-
triet, and although the journey by motor
would bi‘ far from ideal, it would certainly
be. less tiring than by a horse vebicle.

But the ride was to be a far more event-
ful one than they imagined!

Brutell’s telephone message had done its
work, and the leader of the Black Circle, who
was dvtcrrnlnerl to capture the millionaire
again, was already on their track.

T ang had camped in the woods some
distance from the Stantons’ house, and they
were watching und waiting for an opportunity
to strike.

From their position they could watch every
road which led from the building.

Excitement ran high in the eamp of the
outlaws when they saw the large motor-ear
draw up outside the main entrance of the
house. By the aid of field-glasses, the gang
saw Madeleine and Dr. Brutell step into the
vehiele, and at the wheel was Robert Stanton.

It was plain to the Black Circle that the
party were off to the city, and they planned
to cut the motor off at a narrow pass some
miles away.

The gang mounted their horses and rode
ml. taking a short cut that brought them to

pass some time before the millionaire’s
mnlcr could arrive. Here the villainous gang
busied themselves I’\]’ loading & waggon with
heavy stones,

Wilen they had completed this task they
tried a little rebearsal, at cvervt.lnl]"
would go off as they plamled when the right
moment arrived.

The millionaire’s motor-car had already
started to ascend the steep hill where the
hidden danger lurked ahead.

The occupants of the vehicle were chatting
merrily together, and no thonght of danger
entered their heads,

n one side of the narrow roadway there
was & steep abyss, and it would have meant
death to ewr;"hody if the car left its proper

rack.

But Mr, Stanton was an expert driver, and
there was no_ fear that he would bring
disaster upon them.

Meanwhile, the Black Circle gang were pre-
paring to carry their dastardly plan into
action. Tt was plain to them that their prey
had no suspicions of their presence there.

“Look out! Jump quickly!”

1t was Dr. Brotell's voice which sereamed
out this command. Then, exerting all his
strength, he picked up Madeleine, who was
sitting mext to him, and lifted her bodily
out of the doomed motor-car. As gently as
possible he threw her to the ground on the
side of the motor furthest away from the
ahyss.

Mr. Stanton had also seen the danger, and,
in response to Brutell's cries, he took a flying
leap from the vehicle. He was only just in
i

me.

Dr. Brutell intended to follow suit, but
before he could get clear the waggon, filled
with heavy stones and bits' of rock, came
crashing into the car.

When the gang released it, it ecareered
down the hill with ever-increasing speed, and
the impact was tetrifie. 5

The motor-car, with Dr. Brutell clinging
to it, was hurled headlong over the abyss.

With a wild yell, the gang at once started
to rush down towards their helpless victims:
but Madeleine and Mr. Stanton were too con-
cerped ahout the sad fate of Dr. Brutell to
worry much about their own predicament.

The gang were just about to swoop down
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on them, when a surprising and, so far as
the villains of the Black Circle were con-
cerned, a most disturbing factor entered into
the sitnation.

A large motor-car appeared on the scene,
in which there was a dozen or more police-
men. The gang at once took to their heels.
They had no desire, apparently, to make
the acquaintance of the newcomers,

Madeleine at once hurried to ‘the car, and

reeted the chief of the police. He e\mamed
how they had followed clue after clue in
their relentless search for the members of
the Black Circle.

It had taken them a long time to track
them down, but, day after da¥, the net bad
been drawn tighter around them.

“They can tun away now, if they hk(‘."
he said, with o smile; “but they won't get
very far. They will be surprised nd \‘mt
we have already removed their Torses!”

Briefly Madeleine related the story of their
fiendish plot, and of the doctor's terrible fall.

“There may be yet time to save him!™ she
implored.

The police speedily fixed «a strong rope
around the trunk of a tree, and one of them
then descended at the spot indicated by
Madeleine.

After a search, they found him hanging
over a limb of a tree growing out from the
side of the cliff.

The policeman made an examination of the
doctor, and found that, althopgh he was un
conscious, he was otherwise unhurt,

Dr. Brutell was carefully taken to the top;
then he was placed in the motor-car, and, with
the exception of a number of policemen who
were left behind to round up the gang, the
party drove off towards the city.

On their arrival the doctor was taken im-
mediately to the hospital, and while he
being examined one of his evil spells came
upon him. This was, no doubt, the dircet
result of the shock he had received.

Fortunately, Madeleine was there, and she
explained  the extraordinary circumstances
regarding Dr. Brutell’s evil spells.

The doctor was amazed when he heard the
whole story, and he made a further examina-
tion of his patient. This revealed the fact
that a portion of Dr. Brutell's skull had heen
pressing on his brain, and had caused the
strange change of moods.

It was decided to operate upon the doctor,
and this proved entirely successful.

Thus was Dr. Brutell cured of the strange
malady which turned him with startling sud-
denness from a good man to a veritable
demon,

Some weeks later Dr. Brutell was able to
get about again, and he was sufficiently re-
covered to assist the police in a Taid on the
headquarters of the Black Circle.

They had not yet succeeded in finding this,
and it is doubtiul if they would ever have
done without tim information Brutell was
able to give thes

As the leader of the Black Circle during
his evil moods, Brutell knew all their inner-
most secrets; but until his operation this
knowledge left him entirely as soon as he
returned to mormal.

There is little more to be said. Madeleine

and Dr. Brutell, who had stuck together
Lhmunh thick and thin, with the consent of

became - engaged. And, as
\ladalune put_it, “they would be abk: o
look after each other for the rest of their
lives

Tln.at night at Stanfon Ranch a big feast
was given in honour of the occasion, and Jack
Regan and his cowboys had a real merry time
together. Never again wounld Hammer and
Pinchers or any other members of the Black
Cirele gang make it necessary for them to
leave their beds and in the biackness of the
night go out “on the trail *

THE END.
Tue Geax Lisrary.—No. 735




18

TN

“CHUMMING WITH
AN OUTCAST.”

(Continued from page 12.)
i

L L

il

And Arthur Al:zlx':hl-, walked away with his noble nose i
the air, leaving his chums more exasperated than ever.

When he passed them in the quad, walking with Racke,
Blake & Co. gave him glares; and Arthur Augustus elevated
his nose and walked on regardless. Racke looked at the
Ce 0 and looked al D’Arey.

“Any lmubie in your ;lucl) D Arcy ?'

“ Yans."

Z‘On my account "

Racke bit his lip.

“They're all down on you for standing by me,
said, “You'd benea chuck it up, D'Arcy.
||n ycu any harm.”

It is a question of principle!” said Acthur Augustus
loftily. - * Sorinng as T believe in you, Wacke, I am bound to
stsm] by )nu.

“So long as you believe in me?” said Racke slowly.

£ lnas, wathal
“It will be rather rotten for you to have your own study
against you,"

\e\lh mind- that.” 2
“But 1 do mind,” said Racke moodily.
fellow that's ever treated me with real
lfT'uz a jolly g mind—" He

good mind to what, deah boy?”

“Nu(llm‘." mutl!-red. Ruck

he conf that had t

5

he asked.

he
don't want to

“You're the only
decency. D'Arcy, and
roka off.

Flad

on his lips remained

unspoken,
CHAPTER 9.
A Surprise in Study No 8.
WOT in, deah boy!"
There were seven juniors in Study No. The
Terrible Three had come in to tea; and alx of the
seven were chatting cheerily. The seventh—Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy—preserved a ioilv silence, Blake and
Herries and Dig had sent him to Coventry, hoping that it
would do him good; but so far. no benefit seemed to have
vesulted, When, Racke of the Shell appeared in the door-
way, Arthur Augustus broke his silence—to address Racke.
Blake rose to his feet,
“Don’t trot in lleru Racke !" he said,
“ Weally, Blake—-
“I've got a bﬂcl u.adv for him, if he does!” said Herries
griml
Artinu Augmlua coloured with wrath,
“1 have a wight to ask Wacke into my study!"” he taul
A I wefuse (o allow you fellows to intahfeah with Wacke.”
“Go and eat coke!”
“ Weally, Hewwies——""
“ Peace, my infants!” murmnred Tom Merry
“Let clugs delight to bark and bite, you know.’
Racke's face was fAushed,
“I—I only want to spenk to you a minute,” he said.
“There's o need to rag. [ won't come in. T can speak
from here.”
“You needn’t.waste your breath speaking to us!"
Herries,
*Pway, say what you like, Wacke,” said Arthur A
with the firmness of a rock; not to mention the o
-cf a_ mule,
“ Look here, D"Arcy—
“ Look heah, Hewwie:
“If you want to bo hooted out of the study along
your precious pal Racke " roared Herries,

pnciﬁrnl]_v.

growled

with

"l'il jolly well—""
E[ you are askin' me to give you a feahful thwashin'.

Hev

“\‘.’]n III—III——" nplullered Herries.
et me speak, you felloy broke in Racke 1m:ne:ﬂv.
“1 want to own up if you'll listen to me a minute.

“ Wha-a-at 7"

The argunmr!t in Study No. 6 ceased suddeuly.
juniors stared at Aubrey Racke.

is face was crimson now.
But there was a look of msohe on it.

All the

What uooﬁ there
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was in Racke of the Shell had been brought fo the surface—
nnﬂ for once, at least, Racke was acting generously.

“I've not much to say,” he said unsteadily, while the
chums of the School House stared at him. “D’Arcy’s treated
me like a real brick, and—and I'm not going to see him
suffer for it. What Trimble told you the other day was
all true.”

“We knew that!” grunted Herries.

“Bai Jove!" Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s face Was a study.
“D’Arcy didn’t know it,”" muttered Racke N
Well, that’s all. T was fed up with being cut, and I—I fixed
it up with Trimble to play that trick, D'Arey. He never
went on the ice. He never was in the river. never pulled

him out. Cardew saw what havpened, as |t turns out. He
told you exactly how it was. ¥—I own up.”

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus faintly.

“That's all!” said Racke, with a burning face. And he

turned and walked away withont anolhex word.

There was a deep silence in Study No. 6.

Racke'’s confessions had been utterly unexpected,

Certainly, there was no fellow in Ee school who believed -
in him, with the solitary exception of Arthur Augustus
D’'Arcy. But that made his confession all the more amazing,
He had only one friend left—and now he had cast him away—
for what?

“Bai Jove!" repeated Arthur Augustus.

“My only hat!” said Tom Merry. “I—I say, Racke
can’t fne such a_thorough rotter as we always thought, It’s
rather dmnt of him to own up just to get Gussy out of his
alily scral

“ We all knew it,” said Hernes,

“Gussy didn’t!” saud Tom. “And Gms{ would never
have f‘;ound it out; he likes being bamboozled, don’t you,

ussy

“\’\cally, Tom Mewwy—-—"

“Well, what do you think now, Gussy?” demanded Blake.

“Bai Jove! I hardly know what to think, deah boy. Tt
\\eully appeahs to me that T have been taken in.”
“Go hon!" murmured Monty Lowther.
Avthur Augustus relapsed into silence.
Tom Merry & Co. regarded him rather curiously. Against

all evidence, the swell of St. Jim's had stood by Racke.
But now that Racke had owned up——
Arthur Augustus looked up at last.
“Wacke is a feahful fibbah,” he said.
“He is—he are !’ said Manners.
“He has twicked us—all of us, and especially me,’
Artllur Au"'uatua “It is awfly wotten. But—7"
ut——"" grinned Tom Merry.
“But,” said Arthur Augustus; with dlgmw “I think you
feIIo\\s will admit now that ! was wight.”
““Right 7" _yalled Blake,
“Yaas, wathah
“How do sou malm that out?” ejsculated Tom Merry.
“I was wight in thinkin’ there was some good in Wacke,
He has owned up on my account, because these sillay asses
were sendin’ me to Covenlwy. That did not weally mattah

' said

at a

“Oh didn’t it ! grunted Herries,

“Not at all, Hewwies. You would have had to come
wonnd, soonah or latah, when you got into some scwape, an(]
\\cqmnh;d a I'ellm'. of tact and judgment to pull you ont.”

A 8t

“Bai Jove! 1 weally' do not see where the cackle comes
in, deah boys, But to wesume, Wacke has acted in a
vewy stw ulghlforu ard \my, this time at least, and I wathah
think that he ought to be lct oﬂ’ Lo\cntwy—-lo encouwage
him to keep it up, you know,

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully. £

Tt must have been rather a strain on him,” he remarked.
“He can't have enjoyed life lately—and I dare say he's had
enough! It was decent of him to own up and let Gnasy out
of the serape his fatheadedness hn(l landed him in——"

“Weally, you cheekay ass-

There was_a_discussion in Study No. 6 w inln tea was
finished. Nobody was inclined to admit that Arthur
Augustus had been “wight ™ all along. But all agreed that
Racke had, for once, shown up decently; and that he should
be let off in consequence. And whatever was decided upon
by the Terrible Three, and Study No. 6 in conjunction, was
a law unto the Sclmcl "House juniors—so the fial went forth !

. . .
It was a surprise to Rm.l.c
For once in his life he had played up in a decent and
honourable way: and quite unexpectedly he had his reward.
The sentence of Coventry was lifted; Tom Merry himself
made it a point to speak to Racke qulte civilly in public.
And now tl at the rionds hnd rolled by, Racke's friends—
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Crooke and Clampe and the rest—were cheerfully willing to
restore him €0 the honour of their friendship—for what it
was worth !

Arthut Augustus; by some mental process, peculiar to his
powerful brain, satisfied himself that he had been right all
along. But he spoke very seriously to Racke.

“T am sowwy to have to say Ihal. ou have acted like an
awful wottah, Wacke,” he said ou seem to be full of
fedhful whoppahs and wotten twickewy. But I belidve, there
is some good in you somew hah, if you will give it a chance.

LIBRARY. ]

And if evah you wequiah advice

Keep it up, deah boy!
just twot along to

fwom a fellow of tact and judgment,
Study No, 6.”
And Racke grinned and said that he would.
THE END.

{ There will be another grand, long story of the chums
of St. Jin's picxet weile, entitled ** GUSSY IN 4 FIX!" by
Martin tﬁ‘ﬂonr e sure you ovder youwr copy of the
GEM early.)
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