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UNEXPECTED HELP FOR GUSSY!

(An Amusing Incident from the Grand Long Complete School Story Inside,)
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‘Patient Study of Small Things.

A young artist -once called upon
Audubon, the great student of birds, to
show him some drawings and paintings.
Audubon examined the work, and said he
liked it all very much. “There are
defects, though,” he said.  “Look at the
legs of this bird. They are painted
nicely, and the scales, ave exact in shape
ond colour, but you have not arranged
them correctly as to number. “T never
thought of ~that,” " said the artist.
“Quite likely,” replied Audubon, *but
yau want to be accurate. Now, upon
this upper ridge of the partridge's leg
there ate just so many scales. You have
too many, BExamine the legs of =
thousand partridges, and you will find the
same number of scales.” The lesson
shows how Audnbon became great by the
patient stidy of smell things.—A., Bram- |
W
Birmingham,

A Slight Misunderstanding.

The village blacksmith, having injured
his hand, paid a visit to. a local doctor
to hiave it seen to. “Fetch that phial off
the surgery table, John,” -said  the
doctor to his assistant after -he-lad
examimed the hurt. “No, you don’t!”
shouted the oxcited blacksmith. *“Tf this

hand has got to come off, you'll use a
knife or an axe, but I aren’t goi fo
bave it filed off.”—Wm. G. ull,

1, Princes Court, Brick Lane, Bethnal
Green, 5
' Particular.

Managér (to customer "who has hun.
dreds of caps around him): “My dear
vir, what kind of cap is it that you

want 7" Customer = (adjusting his
monoele): “Ah, you see, I've just
bought a motor-bicycle, and I want a

cap with the peak” at the back.”—R.
Cockburn, 15, Claremont Gardens, Leith,
3eotland, ’

, 5, Douglas Place, Bordesley Green,

Hard fo Fl_um.
The boss was in a towering rage.
Bverything had gone wrong that day,
and he had broken his spectacles,

“Look at these disgraceful figures!” he

roared at his trembling assistant. “That
9 is exactly like & T!” “But it is a
7, sir,” said the assistant. “Then why
does 1t look like a 97" howled the irate
ehief.—P, 0. Callaghan, 28, South Main
Street, Cork, Tréland.
Playing for Safety.

“Doctor,” said the patient miserably,
“my complaint is very serious. Some-
times my mind is a complete blank, and
my memory is always failing me,” *In
view of the peculiar nature of your
illness,” said the doctor, I must ask for
my in advance.”—Willie Spivalk, 437,
Burrows Avenue, Winnipeg, Manitoba,
Canada.

Quite Trus.
There’s a cad in the Fourth named

Racke,
Who likes to do nothing but slack.
wflllxﬂim it comes to a fight, his motto is

ght,
For he knows he'll be stretched on his
back,
At 8t Jim’s there’s a bully called Knox.
Who longs iot fresk ears 10 beox.
His face is a fright; to look at him
right .
You'd get the most startling of shecks.
—John !&. Maughan, 116, McClifford’s
Estate, Mount Brown, Dublin.
Think It Out.

Man (boasting of the size of his
family): “T've got ten sons, and they’ve
all got a sister.” His Friend: *Cood
gracious! Then there's twenty of you?”
“No; oul§ eleven.”—Miss Barbara
Langley, 5, Bult’s Cottages, Bult’s Farm,
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An Edueation In Pictures |

‘A New STANDARD
ABCof ALL

The Races

of Mankind

The most. interesting educa- |
tional work ever published. :
Written throughout by famous !|
experts, Sumptuously printed '
and illustrated with more than :

magnificent photographs |
from real life. To be completed |
in about 48 fortnightly parts,
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Derby.

A Famous Printer.

It was Aldus Manutuis, of Venice, who
in the latter part of the fifteenth century
first used those sloping Reman letters
which we call italics. The books printed
by him, called Aldine editions, are much
sought after by collectors. Aldus was
the most famous printer of Hals, if not
of the world. His first volumes of the
new type was & Virgil, published in 1501,
As the price of this book was only about
two shillings of our money, -Aldus may
}‘Hstiy ‘be considered a' pioneer of cheap
iterature. Should you ever come across
an old book on which is printed a dolphin
twined about an anchor, with the name
Aldus, be sure vou do not light the fire

with i, for the dolphin is the Aldine .

mark. and the book is valuable,—Geo,
McConnell, 143, George Street, Paisley,
Zcotland, A

.« Sold Again.

I was walking down the stieet the
other day, and Igme.t. Brown, who k

a gracery -store, He bet me ~thirty
shillings Lhat I could not carry a 5lb. bag
of salt round the corner and back agsin
without laying it down. I took on the
bet, carried tg!m bag round the .coruer,
came in again, and laid it en the counter.
“You've lost,” said Brown. “How s0?”

" Didi't vou just lay the bag down #2iJ 4.,

offered the same be: to u strangeriy
entered the shop. but he brought the
salt back and hung tbe bag cn a nail. He
won.—J. Dunlop, Clydevale, Balclutha,
Otage, New Zealand.

Barcastic. ,
Two old chums met in the street and
exchanged greetings. Ono gsked the
ather how his allotment was getting on.
“Fine,” was the reply. “I've grown a
cabbage that has spread all over the field

and pushed down the fence.” “Some
cabbage I’ said the other. “By the
way,

y, 1 have been busy—just finished
building a beiler s0 big tﬁa.t if I droppéd
a hammer into it on Saturday, 1 wounld
just hear it reach the bottom when T
got to work Mordas.” * What have you
built it for?” “Oh. ‘o beil your cab-
bage in!”"—F. 1. Barber, 34. Prince of
Wales Road, Custom House, E

Smart,
Willie: “Pa, teacher says we are here
Pa: “Bo we are, my
““Well, what are the
others here for 7' —Arthur W. Keighley,
1‘;, ltl'oorwe]] Place, Eccleshill, Bradfors,
orks.

Mean, . .
. Mis. Green: “Who is that woman you
jugt bowed to?” Mrs. Brown: “She’s.
my next-door neighbour.,” Mrs. Green :
“But she never returned your bow.”
Mrs. Brown:  “No; she nover returns
anything."—A. Cater, 217, Bermondsey
Street, Bermondsey, S.E. 1.

Notwithstanding. .
" This was the word which a class of
small boys had to use in a sentence. One
boy wrote: “Father wore out his
trousers, but notwithstanding.” - Miss
Ruth TUpstone, 35, Vicarage Avenue,:
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 Order Next Week’s “ Gem " Early. There Will Be a Big Demand !

s

A Grand, Long, Complete School Story of the

Chums of St. Jim

D'Arcy tried to do two things at the same time, and of the unexpected result.

\ . s CHAPTER 1.
: Grimes Takes a Hahd,
#Y T8 the one and only !”
“Dear old Gussy I" :
Gordon Gay. and Jack Wootton, of Rylcombe
Grammar School, made those remarks simulteneously.

They grinned as they made them.

The two Grammarians were strolling along tho footpath
in Rylcombe Wood, when Arthur Augustus I’Arcy, of St.
Jim’s, came in sight. :

It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-holiday at both
schools. Gordon Gay and Jack Wootton were probably out
looking for trouble, but Arthur Augustus certainly wasn't.
The swell of 8t. Jim's was arrayed in the nattiest of eoats,
the shiniest of toppers, the most beautifully creased trousers,
and the most glittering of boots. Solomon in all his glory
was not arrayed like Arthur Augustus when he really took
a little trouble with his elegant clobber.

stopped as he.saw the Grammarians. *He could read
the signs of mischief in their smiling faces. The chums of
the Grammar School closed in on him.

“Coming to meet us, old top?"” asked Gay.

“I was not comin’ to meet you, Gay,” said Arthur
Aungustus, “I wegard the meetin’ as wathah unfortunate.
Pway let my hat alone.” P

Arthur Augustus jumped back as a playful hand. tilted
his topper. The topper rolled off on to the footpath, and
Arthur Augustus. jumped after. it. A foot came in his
way, and Arthur Augustus sat down with a bump.

“Clumsy !” said Gordon Gay, E

“Bai Jove! You Gwammawian wottah !” gasped Arthur
Augustus.

“May we play footer with your topper, Gussy?” asked
Gordon Gay politely.

“Bai Jove! Certainly not, you feahful wuffian !”

“He says we mustn’t!” grinned Gay. “8it on his head
until he agrees, Wootton,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus resisted manfully as the two. Gram-
maf]iaus collared him and fattened him down in the grassy

ath. %z
P “You feahful wottahs!” he spluttered. “You are
wumplin’ my coat! You are disawwangin’ my necktie!
Gwooogh 1"

“If we weren't such nice chaps we should rumple your
nose, and disarrange your features,”. said Gordon- Gay,
“You are getting off cheap, you St. Jim's bounder! May
we play footer with your hat?” Wi

“No!"” roared Arthur Augustus, “Yawooh! Wescue!”

Arthur Augustus shouted for reseue, in the faint hope that
some other St, Jim’s fellow might be rambling in the wood
near at hand.. A youth with a rugged, sunny face, and a
basket on his arm, was coming up the footpath, and he
grinned at the sight of the swell of 8t. Jim’s in the clutches
of the Philistines. It was CGrimes, .the grocer’s boy .of
Rylcombe., Bub as Arthur- Augistus shouted for rescue,
Grimes hastened his steps and broke into a run.

“Ere, chuck it !” called out Grimes. 2

Gay and Wootton' looked round quicklg.

“Only the giddy grocer,” said Gotden Gay, laughing.
“Pass on, Grimey, and don’t chip in where you're not

- wanted.” i

“Pway lend me a hend, Gwimes, old chap!” gasped

Arthur Augustus. “These feahful wottehs are wuinin’ my

“You bet!” said Grimes.

" " Wootton jumped up, and Arthur

- beauty and a joy for ever.

(Copyright in the United States of America)

CLIFFORD.

Grimes put down his basket, -spat on his hands, and
advanced on the Grarmarians with a warlike look.

“My hat!” said Gordon Gay. “The giddy grocer's ot
the warpath! Knock him into & cocked hat, Wootton,
while I sit on Gussy and keep him in order.”

“Leave him to me,” said Wootton.

- ““Mop him up, Gwimes !” shouted Arthur Augustus.

“Wotto I said Grimes. :

_ Jack Wootton rushed on the grocer’s boy, nothing doubt- .
ing that Grimes wounld be put to flight in very short order.

But he was miistaken. Grimes was a fighting-man, and he
met Wootton's rush coolly, without: giving ground, and a
hard set of knuckles came unaxpec'tadﬁy on Wootton’s nose,
The Grammarian went spinning backwards, and landed on
his back in the grass with a gasp.

The next moment Grimes had hold of Gordon Gay's
vollar, and Gay was jerked away from the swell of St. Jim’s.

Another moment, and" Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy -was on his
feet, his noble fists clenched, and the gleam of battle in

his eye, : . s
“Back up, deah boy!” he exclaimed. “Lick the
boundahs 1"

“I'm on!” said Grimes cheerfully. .

Augustus tackled him at

once, while Grimes engaged with Gordon Gay. .
Gay was a great ﬁg%tmg-mnn. but rather to his surprise

_he found Grimes a tough adversary. For a few minufes

a terrific scrap raged on the footpath. .

Then Gordon Gay dropped his hands and jumped back,
bursting into a laugh.

“Hold on!” he said. “Chuck it, you fellows! Enoufh's
as good as a feast! You don’t want to take back a black
eye to show Mr. Sands, Grimey, old scout.”

. Grimes grinned.

“That I don’t!” he assented. “But you ain't ragging
Master Gussy—not while 'm around.” :

“Master GGussy sha’n’t be ragged, you ferocious grocer !
grinned Gordon Gay. “The dear infant shall depart with-
out & hair of his head being hurt, or even his hat "

“All sewene, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus, as
Wootton dropped his bands. “I wegard you as a pair of
vewy thoughtless and mischrevous youngstahe, but I do not
want to thwash you—" ¥

“You couldn’t, fathead !” said Jack Wootton.

“Weally, Wootton—"

“AssI”. . . s g . : .-

“Bai-Jove! I——" =~ A .

“Order !” said Gordon Gay.. “Grimes will get into a row
if -he goes home looking like a giddy prizefighter. Pax,
my sons! Gussy, old top, here’s your hat—still a thing of
Come on, Wootton! ° Tom
Merry’s around somewhere, and we'll look for him and give.
him beans!”- ' : : L

And the two Grammarians Walked on up the foctpath.
Arthur * Augustus examined . his “shining topper very.
anxiouwsly, and carefully polished it with his handkerchief.

rimes rubbed his nose, which needed attention really more
than Gussy’s hat. It had received two or three very hefty
punches in the brief combat. R B

“Bai Jove! Is your nose damaged, deah boy?” asked
Arthur Augustus, when he was able-to transfer his attention
from his topper to less important matters.

“Nothing much, sir,” said Grimes cheerfully.  “Not
more'n Master Gay's, I think,”

: Tre Gem Lisrarz.—No. 736.
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“I ara vewy much obliged to you for comin’ to the wescue; |

Gwimes,” said Arthur Augustus, ,.
“Not at all, sir.”" ~ - P
“Those young wascals are not bad fellows, you know,”
said Arthur Augustus. “But they are watha,h thoughtless
youngstahs, ind they would have wumpled and wuined my
clobbah wuthlessly, "Of course, I should have given them a
feahful thwashin', but my clobbah would have been wumpled
all]l thlg’ same, I am weally vewy much obliged to you, old
chap
There was genuine
who saved him from
was & fellow whom Gussy delighted to

ratitude in Gussy’s voice, A fellow

onour.. Had Grimes

saved his life, it would scarcely have been a matter of

greater import, in Gissy’s estimation.

“Goin’ my way ?” asked Arthur Augustus.

“Going back to the shop, sir,” said Grimes. :

“That’s my way, as iar as the woad,” said Arthur
Auguagtus, “I will cawwy your basket for you, Gwimes,
and give you a west.” -
. *Oh, my ’at!” said Grimes, almost avercome by the sight
of the elegant son of Lord Eastwood shouldering his
grocery basket, 5 a3 3 S

on Gay and Wootton had disappeared—looking for

Tom Merry of 8t. Jim’s and micre trouble! Arthur Augustus
and Grimes walked down the footpath together, chatting
cheerily—the grocery basket on Gussy’s aristocratic arm,

CHAPTER 2,
The New Recruit.
l;H OW'’S the footah goin’ on, deah boy P

Grimes made a grimace. :
‘“ We're rather “andicapped,” he said. “ You
see, most of my team are in jobs, and they can't
always get away. We don’t 'ave the chances in our matches
ihat you chaps do, Master D’ Arcy.”

Arthur Augustus nodded thounghtfully.

“ Yaas,” he assented. *“ That’s wathah wuff 1"’

¥ Pilcker’s vut of the team now, for a bit,” said Grimes,
with rather a glum -look. His guv'nor can’t let him off
Saturday afternoons new. And he's our best winger.”

*“Yaas, wathah! I have scen Pilehah playin’,” said Arthur
Augustus. “ He is wemarkably good at outside-wight!”

““ Best of the bunch!” said Grimes. *“We shall have to:
geb on somehow without him. Of course, we’ve got reserves,
but not a man fit to g_;xt in Sidney Pilcher's place. We
sha’n’t wind up the football season very well at.this rate. But
it can’t be llelped." = ’

“"Bai Jove!l"” said Arthur Augustus )

The swell of St. Jim’s walked on in silence for some
minutes, He was thinking. -

Grimes glanced at him rather curiously, but did not inter-
%:Jup.t. the thoughts that were passing in Gussy's powerful

rain.

Arthur Augustus spoke at Jast. £ .

“You have done me-a vewy gweat favah this aftahnoon,
Gwimes!” he said at last. - . :

“ Oh, that's nothing, sir!™

*Y wegard it as somethin’,
idegh,” said: Arthur- Augustus.
pwetty good winga’h 77 .

“ Yes, rather!' assented Grimes.

““ How would you like me to play for your team while
Pilchah is unable to turn up?? :

Grimes jumped.

“ You, sir}” he ejaculated.

““ Yaas, wathah[”’

“My ’at!” said Grimes. "

“I think T am as good a man as Dilchah in the fwont
line,” said Arthur Augustis. .

“0Oh, yes, sir! - But——"" i

“1 should be vewv pleased to play for. you, Gwimes, if you
would like me,”" said Arthur Augustus. 1 car always furn
up on a Satahday aftahnoon, you know. It's a half-holiday
at the school.” R g

“1 know, sir, But—"" ; Lo i

“ But what, deah boy? If you do nét want me; of course,
rlease say so ‘quite fwankly !’ 1 v - :

“*Tain't. that, sir!” said Grimes.
‘ave you, and so would the other chaps, But what would
{9&1:}7:‘eadmaster say, sir, if you came p!nyi-ng with the village

1as ! ey & b

deah bo. LI l;xve got an
“You'inqw that T am a

“He wouldn't say “anythin',-deshi boy, My headmastah’ |

a0y

is not a snob
“ Nunno, sir! But you—you're the son of a lord, sir, and

—and we're groecers’ boys and butchers' lmys;, and—and-——-""
“ My patah is not a snob, eithah, Gwimes.”

G'f Nunno! But—but the other fellows—>

Arimes,

stammered.

J Qo—

“ Wubbish 1! . o
Tre Gem Lierary.—No. 736, -

aving .his elegant clobber rumpled -
% rime

. and walked 6

.. | of the-swell :of St. Jim’s.
“T'd be jolly glad to

“ They'd think you was letting yourself down,

The two had almost reached the road by this time. On the
stile at the end of the footpath sat a fat figure—that- of
Baggy Trimble of the St. Jim’s Fourth. Trimble blinked 'at
them, and his little round eyes almost bulged from his fat
face ot the sight of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the ornamens
of the Fourth Form, carrying the grocery backet on _his arm.

“ He, he, he!” chortled Trimble.” “ I say, Gussy, have you
got. %qub at the grocer's? He, he, hel”

- Weally, Twimble—"

" “Suppose Mr. Railton should see you chumming with a
grocer, and carrying his basket!” giggled Trimble. i

An expréssion of great severity came over Arthur Augustus

' D’Arcy’s aristocratic features,

- Twimble! You unspeakable Jlittle fat wottah—"*
- “ Oh, draw it mild!’ said Trimble.

“1 wegard you with disgust!” said Arthur Augustus
warmly.. “If you considah, Twimble, that there is -anythin’
dewogatowy in cawwyin’ a gwocewy ket, ‘you are insultin’
my fwiend Gwimes. You are a shockin’ boundah, Twimble!
Gwimes. deah boy, would you mind kickin’ Twimble for me!
He is an awful wottah, and unless he is kicked at least once
evewy day, he becomes waally intolewable.” - Sl

“ Cert'nly, Master D’Arcy I said Grimes,

““Here, you keep off I roared Trimble. - -

Trimble slid off the stile in a great hurry, and dodged into
the road. Grimes and Arthur Aungustus crossed the stile.

‘“ Come heah, Twimble, you fat wottah!” called out Arthur
Augustus. ““ Gwimes is goin’ to kick you—-"

“ Yah!" was Baggy Trimble's elegant reply. T g

And as the grinning Grimes mase a movement towards
him, the fat Fourth-Former took to his heels, and vanished
up the road towards St. Jim’s at great speed.

* This is where we part, deah boy " said Arthur Augustus,
laying down the basket. * Now, is it fixed up about the
footah ?" - "

Grimes hesitated. ) 2

‘You eee, sir, what the other chaps would think;-*!‘kbt%
what Master Trimble was sayin’{’ he murmured. “w ali

Arthur Augustus shook his head. )

“ Twimble is a wank outsidah,” he explained. * There
are vewy few fellows at St. Jim's like Twimble. I am goin®
to kick him-when I weturn to the school—not that he is
worth it, you know, but it will do him good. I shall feel
vewy much offended, Gwimes, if you.allow Twimble’s caddish
wemarks to make any diffewence.’’

" "Um!” said Grimes doubtfully,

' Of eourse, if you do notl want me in your eleven, deah
boy, you have only to say se!" said Arthur Atugustus, with a

ring

_touch of dignity.

Grimes hastened to reassure him.

“ Jolly glad to "ave you, sir! I was only thinkin’ of you!
Why, with you at outside-right, it may save the rest of the
matches now Pilcher’s got fo stand out! If—if you really
mean it, sir——"

“Of course I do, desh boy! I am not in the habit. of
talkin' idly, I hope,” said Arthur Augustus. “Is it a go?”
“It’s a go, sirl” . .

“ Then I shall turn up en Satahday to pwactice with your
team, Gwimes!”

“Right-ho I’ said Grimes. - “ Three o'clock on the village

" green, sir!" -

' Wely on me, deah boy!” 4
And with a pleasant nod, Arthur Augustus qixit-tad Grimes,
gracefully up the road to the school,

-Grimes blinked after him rather duhiouslg, and scratched
his head in a very thoughtful way. Then he picked up his
basket and went on to the village. There was no doubt that
Grimes was pleased with the new recruit for his depleted
eleven; but he had his doubts about how the ather fellows

- at St. Jim's might take the malter.

Arthur Augustus D*Arcy had no doubts, Indeed, he did.

* not even think of mentioning the matter when he arrived at

8t. Jim’s. He had other matters to think of--he had io

: ren'}l:we the last traces from his elegant clobber of his tussle
i wit ;

the Grammarians, And then he had tc_kick Trimble for
his own good. -The Intter-tusk -occupied a cotisiderable time—

: fot “although ‘it “was for ‘his pood, Baggy Triinble did  not

waht o bb kicked; -arid he: kept ‘very carefully oat-of the way
f Arthur Augustus: sought him up
and down the School House, but he sought in vain; Baggy

. Trimble, ke Brer Fox, was lying low.

i . Looking for Trimble,
¢y OM MEWWY, deah boy!" :
: “Trot in, Gustavus”’ said the captain of the
Shell, with 2 smile, as the elegant figure of Arthur
: . Augustus D’Arcy appeared ‘in- the doorway of .
Study No. 10. . o g .
“Just in time for tea!” said Monty. Lowther. “Lo and

* behold, a royal feast is.spread in the noble halls of the Shelll .

Roll in and take a pew, Adolphus.”

3 sgld



_ fourth wash-out of the teapot, Gussy.” |
- . % And there’s nearly half o loaf left,”

- thres chums grinned at him with cheery

* remarks’ gn the

You Should Make a Point of Telling Your Chums How Good the “ Gem * Is! 5

“Ham and tongue, and three kinds of jam,” said Manvers.
Wade in!” - e

The Terrible Three of the Shell were hospitality itself. But
‘Arthur Augustus shook his head, with a smile. ; F

“Thank you vewy much, deah boys! 1 have not come to
tea, Tam ﬁmkin' g:n- Twimble.” o :

“Not likely to find that fat worm in this study,” snid
Manners. _— = g : :
- “You see, 1 heard you had & spwead on, and so I-wathah
thought Twimble wo?uﬁl be hangin® wound,” explained Arihu.:;
Aaﬁuatus. %He has a yewy wemarkable scent for a-spwead.

The Terrible Three grinned. - - .

“Ie was hanging round,” said Monty Lowther, “but T
persuaded him to travel 'farther on. Wibﬂ a few well-chosea

~ words and a fives bat, I induced him to depart.”

_“Bai Jove! I have been lookin’ for Twimble evewywhah !”
said Arthur Augustus. “ It 15 weally too bad !”

“ Want the fat bounder specially ?” asked Manners.

“Yaas, wathah !” :

% No accounting for_tastes! Trimble isn’t generally much
aouggt. after—except when he’s been raidivg a study cup-
board.” . o .

:: gﬁ%?ee, I am goin’ to kick him,”

“Ha has been wathah wude to my fwiend Gwimes, and 1
feel it is up to me to kick him a fittle, I have been lockin’
up and down and wound about, but he seems to have disap-

peahed.”. X
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther, “Perhaps he knows what
you've got in store !” . .
“Yaas, it i s,” assented Arthur Augustus.. “I weally

t 18
felt suah I should find him heah when I heard that you had a
spwead goin’ on. Howevah, I shall have to look farthah.”

And the swell of St. Jim's travelled on, leaving the chums of
the Shell chuckling. . .

Arthur Augustus' inguiries for Trimble had undoubtedly
reached the ears of that fat youth, and he was kecping very
carefully out of the way. But Gussy was not to be enied.
He went from study to study in guest of Baggy Trimble..
Every study was arawn blan.lg, and at last the swell of St.

. Jim's returned to his own quarters—No. 6 in the Fourth.
* Blake aud Herries and Digby were finishing tea there.

“Late, as usual !” said Herries.

“ Weally, Hewnies—"

“Better hte than never,” said Jack
Blake cheerily, “ You're in time-for.the

fBai Jove!”

“The butter's gone, Like-

said Digby.
i You don’t mind, do

wise the egga.
you?" : a

“Weally, Dig, I do nob quite sec how
I am to have’tea with dwy bwead and
the fourth wash-out of the teapot,” said
Arthur Angustus, gazing at the tea-table,
which had been very nearly cleaved by
three hungry juniors,

“You never know what you can do till
ou try,” said Blake encouragingly.
“You can have weak tea and bread, or,

for choice, you can have bread and wesk
tea,. Just take your choice, and-rip in.”

“Weally, Blake——" .

Arthur Augustus sat down to tea. His

faces. Having just declined the invita-
tion to No, 10, Gussy did not feel dis-
posed to return there and share in the
}:;; of the land. ~ But he was hungry after
his afternoon’s walk, and the bare tea-
table was rather dismaying. It required
all the noble self-restraint of the Honour-
able Arthur Augustus to avoid making
subject. But he
preserved the repose which stamps the
caste of Vere de Vere; as he munched a
dry crust and sipped almost colourless
fuid from his teacup. Blake & Co, con-
tinued to grin, their grins became
chuickles, and finally they howled. ;

Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyeglass,
and regarded them with inquiry.

“Where does thé joke come in, deah
boys?” he asked. 2

“Bar Jove! That looks wathah nice;” said Arihur
Augustus.  * But I undahsteod fwom your wemarks that yon .
had scoffed all the tuck.” -

“There’s no telling what you understand, with that terrific
brain of yours,” remarked Blake. *Ouly pulling your silly
leg, you know.” ; & .

Arthur Augustus started on the ham and beef.
grateful and comforting in’'the circumstances.

-“T weally do not see the point of the joke,” he rematked.
“T twust that you fellows do not suppose that I should cut up
wusty because all the gwub was gone?” .

“ Not at all. Just wanted to watch your face!” said Dig.

“Bai Jove! You fellows are wathah thoughtless kids,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a -shake of the head. “Howevan, 1
excuse you. - Ihayve been lookin' for Twimble, you know.
am goin' to kick him for bein’ wude to old Gwimes. He mada
some vewy personal wemarks because I was cawwyin' Gwimes
basket for him."” )

“¥You were carrying Grimes’ basket?” ejaculated Blake,

“Yaas, He wescued me fwom some Gwammawian
boundahs who were goin’ to play football with my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“There is nothin’ to laugh at in playin' footah with a
fellow’s hat, deah boys, especially when it happens to be a
fellow’s best tolppah. Gwimes came along just at the wight
moment, and [ was vewy gwateful to him. I suppose that
bwute Twimble knows I am goin’ to kick him—I mentioned it
to Mellish in asking aftah him—and’ he is keepin’ out of the
way. It is weally & fag huntin’ Twimble up and down the
House like this. Vewy inconsidewate of Twimble, I think.”

Blake chuckled.

“ Awfully " he agreed. “But you can catch him in his
study at prep. He's bound to turn up for prep.” <y
. “Yaas, wathah! That is a vewy good ideﬁ. I will dwop
in at No. 2 when they are at pwep!” said Arthur Atgustus.
“J feel bound to kick him. He.will gwow up into a vewy
ill-mannahed beast if he is not cotrwected occasionally, and
kickin’ is the only thing he seems \y_eal[y to undahstand,”

And when Blake & Co. started prep in Btudy No. 6, Arthur
Augustus—leaving his own prep over for the {ime—rambled
along the Fourth Form passage to Study No. 2 to look for

It was

Baggy Trimble and carry out his kind intentions with regard
to that ill-mannered youth. - A

“Tt came in at the door a few minutes
ago,” explained Blake.
ting in your chair.”

“Weally, Blake—"" - :

Blake rose and crossed to the cupboard, .

bask

“Now it's sit- # Ag you're goln’ m
e¥ for you, Gwimes, and give you a west.’""

Qrimes, almost overcome by the nlul!i

carrying lgis grocery I:_aaket.

way,” sald Arthur Augustus, “1 will oawwy your
*Oh, my *at !* sgaid
of the elegant son of Lord Eastwood

and brought out a plateful’of ham and

beef. He set it before his noble chum.
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- take it on, m

-

CHAPTER 4,

Baggy is Nearl - Bagged,
4§ F that beast D' Arcy comes in—"" . |
I “Eh, what's that 1" asked Wildrake. :
Study No. 2 were at prep—Baggy Trimble, Percy
Mellish; and Kit Wildrake, the Canadian. - Or, more
propetly speaking, Wildrake was at prep, Mellish was loafing.

through his work, and Baggy Trimble was sucking toffee and -

putting off the evil hour. - . :

“If that beast comes in,” went on Trimble, * I want you
fellows to'stand by me. You could lick D*Arcy, Wildrake.”

The Canadian laughed. i

*Possibly,”" he assented. “But I.guess I'm not going to
fat pippin, What is Gussy on your trail for?”
*“ Nothing,” said Trimble. “He's been %omg up and down
the House saying he is.going to kick me, oy
take him in hand and lick him, only—only' I'm rather tired
to-day. T’ll hold your jacket, for you, Wildrake, if you'll sling
him out of the study when he comes.” . . .

“My dear chap; I shall be jolly glad to see him kick you,”
answered Wildrake.. “You can do with it I”

“Yah! Isay, Mellish—"" X .

“Nothing doing I grinned Mellish. *“Not taking any!
TI'm not scrapping with Gussy on your account !”

Trimble gave a snort. i . "

“Well, I'll chuck him out,” he said. *“Let him come in
here, that’s all, and I'll fairly walk over him! I'll show him
whether he can stalk me up and down the House, blow him 1”

There was a step in the Fourth Form passage as Trimble
finished speaking, and the fat junior gave a start. He thought
he knew that step, and it was approaching No. 2,

Baggy Trimble jumped up,

“H—if that's D'Arey——" he spluttered. ;

“We'll watch you walk over him,” said Mellish,

“T guess it will be a sight worth watching,” assented
Wildrake. -

But Baggy seemed to have
walking nf[ over the Honourable Arthiur Augustus,
a dive under the table,

“Don’t tell him I'm here, you fellows !” he breathed,

“Ha, ha, he ! .

There was a tap at the door, and it opened. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy stepped in and -glanced round the study
through his eyeglass, :

iven up already the scheme of
T He made

“Bai Jove! Hasn't that fat wottah turned up for pwep?”-

he_asked. %l

“What fat rofter?”

“That howwid beast, Twimble.” e o

There was no sound from the “horrid beast™
urider-the study table. He palpitated in silence.
v %1t is weally vewy. pwovokin’,” said Arthur Augustus,
“For houahs and honahs I have been lookin’ for Twimble,
and askin' fellows if they have seen him. The howwid
wotlabh seems to have disappeahed uitahly, I am goin’ to
kick him, you know,” ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” X

“I suppose he will turn up soonah er Iatah,” continued
Arthur “Augustus thoughtfully. “Do you fellows mind if
I wait heah for him?” :

There was very nearl under
table. But Baggy Trimble managed to suppress it in time.

“I guess pot,” said Wildrake., “Take & pew and, wait
as long as you like.” ;

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Mellish." .

Both the juniors -seemed to be rather enjoying the
peculiar situation. Baggy Trimble was not enjoying it.
He was feeling rather cramped under the table, and already
Mellishs boot had knocked om his nose, and Wildrake's
had butted him in his fat ribs. But Baigy sat tight, feeling
that it was betfer to endure the ills he had, than fly to
others that Le knew not; of, as the expresses it. -

“Thank you. deah boya!” said Arthur Angustus un-
suspiciously. It did not even cross his moble mind that
Trimble was in the study. !

He sat down in the armchair
feet on the fender. - .

Wildrake and, Mellish went on with their prep, grinning.
They wondered how long Baggy would keep in concealment.
It was certain that he must be Frowmg cramped. There
was not.much room under the table, and Baggy was o good
size, Moreover, Mellish made it a
legs ocxmaionall% and every time ]
boot came in sharp contact with a crouching fat figure.
There was a sudden gasp from Beggy as. the toe of a hoot
butted into his podgy neck. : :

Arthur Augustus glanced round. 5

“Bai Jove! Is there a dog in the studay ?” he asked.

“J guess not,” :

crouching

by the fire, and rested his

“Y am spah that 1 heard some animal sniff undah the |

table,” said the swell of

8t Jim’s,
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f course, I should

& groan of dismay under the

oint to stretch omt his -
%‘; stretched them his-

- where you're going 1"
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“Sounded to me mors like a pig than a dog;” said Mallish,
““Bai - Jove | There is not likely to be a pig in the studay,

I suppose ?” gaid Arthur Augustus, in surprise,
“There’s an ass, anyhow,” gaid Mellish, “sitting in the
" armchair at this very minute,”
“Weally, Mellish i
“Bhurrup 1 said - Wildrake.

(1

“How’s- a galoot to work

. with you fellows chewing the rag?”

“1 seally beg your pardon, desh boy I” ‘said Arthur
Augustus gracefully. “You are quite wight, I will not
talk-any more. I twust that beast Twimble' will not keep
me waitin® long, as I have mﬁ own pwep to do, and I do
not want to get into & wow with Mr. Lathom in the mornin’.

tlltl ni’-.-wa,tha. wotten of him to be wastin’ my time like
il " Gy e

“Is that what you call not talking any more 1 inquirdd
- Wildrake. ’ = : LA H

““Bai Jove!” . yar -

Arthur Augustus relapsed into silence. Under the tabfe,
Trimble suppressed a howi as Mellish's boot caught him In
the neck again, f

.The fat junior was beginning to feel pins and needles in
“his fat legs, He felt that he could not stand it much longer,
but Arthur Augustus showed no. signs of departing. He
sat on, and Trimble ventured to peer out from under the
table at last. k 5 :

As I’Arcy was facing the fire, and the door was oppaosite
the fireplace, there was a chance of escape, with great
caution. Baggy, feeling Mellish’s boot on his fat ear,
resolved to fake the chance. With great care he crawled
cut on the carpet on his hands and knees.

There was a sudden chuckle from AMellich as he observ'ed- -

him. Arthur Augustus looked up,

Baggy was just behind the armchair now, so Gussy did
not see him, though he was quite visible to Mellish and’
Wildrake,
Mellish chortled, and Wildrake grinned. @ ’

“Bai Jove, you chaps sesm to be enjoyin’ your pwegd?
said Arthur Augustus, “You're doin’ Virgil, aren’t youa
“Correct I” )

- “I have nevah wegarded Virgil as a humowous w’itah,”

said Arthur Avgustus, “Vou fellows seem to have found-

-sotnethin’ funnay in him.” B

-“Ha, ha, ha " . ;

Baggy Trimble, not daring to move, remained crouching
behind the armchair. Wildrake and Mellish roared.q i‘he
unsuspiciousness of Gussy and the terror of Trimble struck

m &s comie,

“Pway pass on ‘the joke, desh boys,” said Arthur
Augustus, more and more astonished. Never since he had
been a schoolboy had Gussy found anything in P. Vergilius
Maro to cause an cutbreak of merriment like this. *What
part are you doin’ now "

“It’s ahout Dido standing a spread to Aeneas,” said
Wildrake, -

“That isn’t funnay.
D’Arcy. “I have alwa;
A?neas to bore

1 wegard it as wathah a bore,” said
s been surpwised that Dido allowed

her with such a leng-winded yarn.”

- “Ha, hnlf ha! _

. Baggy Trimble moved at last, and tiptoed iowards the
door. _Mellisk’s eyes were upon him, and Mellish was gasp-
ing with merriment, Arthur Augustus followed the direc-
tion of Mellish's glance at last, and suddenly beheld
Trimble. : i
. “Bai Jove!” s

“Ow!"” gasped Baggy. ~ Y

“Gweat Scott! He was heah all the time!” roared
Arthur Augustus. Like a jack-in-the-box he leaped from
the armchair, ‘ :

Trimble leaped for the door at the same moment. He
tore"it apen gnd fled into the passage, just dod ing Tom
Merry & Co., who were coming along towards the staivs, -
Like d hunted hare Baggy went up lhe passage past the
astonished three,
. Like a cork from a
shot out of the

Crash |

“Why—what—who-—— Yarooooch "

““Bai Jove I"

“You thundering ass—

“Yooooop 1" :

It was a terrific collision, The Terrible Three went
staggering. and D'Arcy, reeling back from the
strewr on the floor.

“You silly ass!”

ginger-beer bottle

Arthur Augustus
doorway of Study No. i

2 in pursuit.

e.sprawled there and spluttered,
roared Tom Merry. - “Can’t you leck.
“Gwooogh 1’ ’

““What do you mean b:
battering-ram 7 shriekeg

g

“Bump him !” howled Lowther.
“Gwoogh! Oh! Leggo! I-T—
wuffians!” ¥ah!? 2

charging into fellows like a giddy
Manners.

Oh, you a\\j_ful-

shock, was °
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Bump | . .

The Terrible Three went on fo the staircase. leaving
Arthur Augustus in & bumped and breathless state. -

“Oh_cwumbs " groaned Arthur Augustus, as he
himself up dizzily. * *“Oh deah! ‘That wottah Twimble!

Those awful wottahs! Gwooogh! Ow! Wow! Qooooooh I

Arthur. Augustus limped awey to-Study No. 6. He decided
to give Trimble up.
too exciting, He postponed the long overdue kicking till
“dorm,” and he determined that when Baggy was cornered
in the dormitory, whence there would be no escape, the
kicking should be, in the words of the poet, frequent and
painful and free. : %y

CHAPTER 5,
Kicking Trimble,
7 ILDARE of the Sixth ahefhetded the Fourth Form off
to their dormitory at half-past nine. Bagiy Trimble

was not in the crowd of juniors that marc! ed up the
staircage.  Arthur Augustus looked round for him

in vain.

«Bai Jove! That feahful woltah cannot be dodgin’
dorm ! said Arthur Augustus. *“He is bound to turn up
for bed. It is weally vewy exaspewatin’. As a wule it is
vewy difficult to keep - Twimble at srm’s length, and it
seems equally difficult to get him within kickin’ distance.
Bai Jove, I shall kick him vewy hard for givin’ me all this
fwoubls, the howwid, fat, inconsidewate beast!”

«Hallo, here he is!"’ exclaimed Blake, as the juniors
entered the “dormitory. .

Baggy Trimble was already in bed.

“ Bai Jove! Twimble!” )

S ack asloep!” grinned Hori

ast asleep nn erries. i ,

;I will jollay aogog wake him up! Twimble!”

nore ! :

“Now then, turn inf" called out Kildare. *“Back in a
feir-minutes!”
“The prefect left the dormitory, and Arthur Augustus
crossed to Trimble's bed. He shook the fat junior by the
shoulder. .

« Twimble, you wottah!”

Snorel P . .

# Wake up, you howwid boundah !

= %nore! . z ’
s adlipy; Jovel He s sleepin” like 8
dashed pig!” said Arthur Augustus. “X
. have nevah heard even Twimble snore

so fwightfully befoah!”

“Ha, ha, gﬂl“ 5 5 "

“Try a wet sponge down his neck!
grinn Lumley-Lumley.

“Yaas, wathah!” -

Trimble woke up suddenly. - i

#Here, keep off, you beast 1" he

roared, 2 =
“Bai Jove! He was awake all the

* Ha, ha, ha!” :

«Twimble, will you have the kindness
to turn out of ber.{ 2" demanded Arthur
Augustus sternly.

“Wha-a-at for?” .

“T cannot vewy well kick you while
you are .in bed, Twimble, I am goin’
to kick you for wudeness to my fwiend

Gwimes | : y
“I_T fight you to-morrow,” said
Trimble. “I've been going to lick you
for a long time, D'Arcy. . You're too
choeky ! To-morrow I'll meet you in the
ym and thrash you. I want to go to
sieep now !”

T am not goin' to take the twouble
of dwawin’ you like a dashed badgah
to-mowwow, Twimble. Tarn out!”

“T won't!” roared Trimble.

“Then, bai Jove—"

«(avel” called out Wildrake, 41
guess I can hear Kildare's fairy foot-
steps [ o -

“Tyurn in, Gussy!”. chuckled Blake.

“Bai Jove! I will kick him aftah
lights-out |” said Arthur Augustus. And
he made haste to tutn in. Prefects of

picked .

The pursuit of that elusive youth was

“breathing

“ Now, Twimble, ycu wottah——"
Snore! . ’ . ;
Arthur Augustw fruped for a mateh-box, struck & match,
aud lighted a cand e-end. The Fourth-Formers sat up_in
bed, evidently prepared to enjoy the entertaicment. Baggy
'I‘nmble'sh]l_snored; but a powerful grip on his fat shoulder
rolled him out of bed. Trimble jumped clear, and backed

away.

“Go it, Gussy!” sang out Blake.
« Now, Twimble; you wemembah actin’ with uttahly
wotten wudeness towards my fwiend Gwinles this aftahnoon

“ Blow Grimes!” said Trimble, with unexpected defiance.
“¥ah! Rotten grocer! ¥Yah!” o

“I weallhwish 1 had my boots on!”’ said Arthur Augustus,

reaf rd. “But I shall give you a vewy severs
kickin' all the same, Tiwimble!""

“ (o it, Gassy!” -

“ 8tand up to it, Trimble !

Baggy Trimble turned as if to flee. By doing so, he placed
himself in a really favourable position for a kicking. *

For once Arthur Augustus was vengeful. He chased aftet
the fat junior, and kicked with terrific energy.

Crash!

“ Yaroooooh " ’

The next moment the Fourlh Form were treated to an
unexpected and amazing sight. Arthur Augustus was hop-
ping on one leg, and cJasping the other foot with both hands,
uttering - ejaculations of dire anguish.

“ Wow-ow-ow-ow-ow! My toe! Ohecwumbs! My big toe!
Yooocop! I believa it is weally bwoken! Yow-ow-ow-
woooop !’ s

“He he, he!” cackled Trimble, * Kick again, old fellow
~kick away! He, ha,, he! I've got a wooden platter in my
pyjams! He, he, hel” . .

“ Yawooop "' 4

“ Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Fourth.

Arthur Augustus hopped franticelly to his bed and sat
down, still claspin‘q his damaged toe.
_He was quite * hors de combat.”! His terrific kick had
landed on the thick wooden plate that Baigy Trimble had
placed as defensive armour—and Gussy was hurt! He felt as

if his big toe had been driven buck about as far as his ankle.
. The juniors ronred—and Arthur Augustus roared, though
in quite a different way. Trimble chortled. ’

i

the Sixth were not to be argued with
when they were waiting to extinguish
the_lights.

ildare turned out the light in_the
Fourth Form dormitory and retired,

teal’

T Trot in, Gustavus !  sald Tom Merry with a smile, as the elogant figure
of Arthur Augustus appeared in the d:grwny of No. 10, 1:“ o H

“Thank you vewy much,
am lookin’ for Twimble.

“ Just
deah boyal | have not come to tea.

He's been wude to my twiend Qwimes, and I'm
goin’ to kick him " .

\ time for

Two minutes later, Arthur Augustus
was out of bed again.

PrE Geu Lisnasy,—No: T36.




'8

** That's why I turned in early,” he remarked complacently.
_ %I was all ready for you, old scout!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yow-ow-ow! Oh, my toe! Gwoooghl You howwid fat
beast! Wow ! ; e, o

. “You can have another kick if you like,” said Trimble
liberally. . ® = § g

““Ha, ha, ha!? _ ’ i

“Oh cwumbs! Oh deah! Ow!” : 5 i

Arthur Augustus did not feel disposed to take a ipe'nalt,','
kick, Fe was too busy with his hapless toe. He rolled into
bed, still groaning, and Trimble, chortling, followed his
example, > - o

“Gwooogh! Oh! Ow! I will give you a feahiful thwashin’
to-mowwow, Twimble! Oh deah!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

*“ He, he, he!” cackled ‘[rimble.

“ Oh wats! Oh deah! Oh, my toe! Ow!”

Arthur Augustus was the last to sleep in the Fourth Form
dormitory that night. For quite a long time his toe occupied
his thouﬁhta and kept him awake. Kicking Trimble for his
own good had proved a thankless task.

CHAPTER 6.
A Double Engagement.

HE next day Buggy Trimble kept a wary eye open for
l the swell of 8t. Jim’s. But it was not the way of
ur Augnstus to let the sun go down on his wrath
—and the next day he seemed to have forgotten
Trimble—much to fat youth’s relief. The affair of
Trimble had, however, quite banished from Gussy’s noble
mind the arrangement he had made with Grimes, and he did
.not think of mentioning it to his chums It was not &ill
Saturday came round tﬁat Arthur Augustus was reminded
of it. Blake and Herries and Dig were discussing a bike
spin for the half-holiday; it was a gne spring afternoon, and
Gussy was told to get into his Norfolks. Then ke remem-

bered his engagement,
. ““ Bai Jove! 1 sha'n’t be able to come with you fellows!”

e said.
“Why not? demsanded Blake. “ Of course qrou‘]l come |
Do. you think we can trusi you out of our sight "’
“ Weally, Blake—" -

“ We're starting in an hour,” said Herries, “that will give
you just time to change your clothes, won't it ?™* '

“ Weally, Howwies—""

rWell come and help!” WS%:I:H] Digby, with sarcain':.?:

“The four of us, putting our
changed in an hour, T think.” )
“Weally, Dig—" H

f into it, could get you

“Why don’t you want to ceme?” demasnded Blake. Do

you want to take your best topper out for a walk ?”

““Not at all,-deah boy! ave an engagement in the
vﬂ_lz%:,t" explained Arthur Augmtua.

“ it out!” said Blake. * You spend too much tima in

the bunshop, Gussy. Clara’s father will be comi‘;lg along to |
ays

ask the Hend about your intentions one of

“ I wefuse to histen to your wibald
goin’ to the bunshop, as,it ll_ap?ena’

“Well, your tailor can wait !

1 am- not goin’ to see my taflor. .1 am goin’ to see
Gﬁo’f"iﬁh Grimes]": seid B “ What the

er B me;

thump do-you want te see Gﬁm«;“lt:‘i" Joinid

1 am goin' to put in some footah with him and his |

fiviends.” )
b L g s sz py o
m%uqt?rvnhﬂ!i}ﬂﬂagem. ejaculated Blake,
‘ Taken on & job as coach I’ asked Herries, with a grin,

“ As & mattah of fact, deah boy, I thisk they will be all the

bettah for a litile eoachin’ fwom me,” said Arthur A
“¥ou seo, I am wathah fwiondly with Gwimes,

stas,

8'a
ve! Sood sort, and he wescued me fwom feahful pewil the
otlg ay.” . = - 3

"Rescued your hat, you ﬁ\ean." !

“Wats! One good turn deserves anothah, you know. In
ﬂ“:i pwesent circe, I am goin’ to stand by old Gwimes,
o » )

. “My dear old ass, run along and coach the village kids,
if you like,” yawned Blake, After-all, if you don’t come
on your bike, we sha’n’t have to earry you home,” y

“ Weally, Bloke——" -

" Let’s x‘fget ready,” said Dig. ““We can start.a few.hours
rooner, if we don’t have to wait for Gussy to change. his
clobber.” i . .

*“By the avay, I don’t think I've mentioned to you fellows
—" hegan Arthur Augustus. .

“Got & new -hat?”

“No, you ass! I have awwanged to—-"

“Buy a new necktie?” ] :

-, “Na!™ roared Arthur Augustus. “I have awiwanged with
Gwimes—7 .
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;ol:ea, Blake. I .ain not-

:Are You Collecting the Grand Coloured Engine Plafes—

. “Oh, bless Grimes!” said Blake. *“Grimes is & good sort, .- .
in his way; but it's barely possible to have too nmciﬂo
Run away and play, Gussy)”

* Weally, Blake—-" ) o A

But Blake & Co. marched off to get their bicycles ready,
and Arthur Augustus Jost the opportunity .of making his
belated communication. - Not that he regnrged it as a.matter
of importance, ‘, . .

A little later Arthur Augustus, with a coat and muffler over
his natty football clobber, walked down to the village green.
He found Grimes & Co. already there, minus Sidney Pilcher, .
the winger, -of whose valuable services the village team had
heen_deprived, .

Grimes & Co, greeted Arthur Augustus very coxdially,

Most of them were very pleased to welcome the swell of
Bt. Jim’s into their ranks. In spite of his elegant manners
wnd customs, Arthur Augustus was a good player, and he was
never left out of Tom Merry's eleven on important occasions.
He could always be relied upon to keep his end up on the .
wmng, ° ; 1 . £ 8 E

“Jolly good of you to come, sir,” said ‘Grimes.

“Not at all, desh boy—vewy pleased,” eaid Arthur
Augustus, *“Pilchah is still out of the eleven—what?”
Grimes nodded regretfully. : :

b “Y%s. We sha’n’t have him in the match next Salurday,”

e said.

“I will twy to fill his place with cwedit, deah boy.”

Grimes rubbed his nose thoughtfulrliy. )

“ Will that be all right?” he asked,

“Yaas, wathah 1” !

“Well, if you say so, I suppose it's s0,” said Grimes, “If
you can r?]ny for us next Saturday, Master D’ Arcy, we'll be
jolly glad. You're sure Tom Merry won't mind?™ °

Arthur Augutus raised his eyebrows, .

“ Why should Tom Mewwy mind?” he asked. W

" Wel{ I thought he :‘;iiht," said the dperple:ed Grimes,

“Not in the least, d boy... Besides, if Tom Mewwy
1ninded, I should wequest him’to. go and eat coke!” - il

Grimes grinned. — £

“Well, i you're suré it’s all right, sir——"

“Quite all wight.”

“Then it’s a go,” said Grimes, ‘

The footer practice on the village green lasted an hour or
t0. Arthur Aygustus showed himself in great form, and -
there was no -doubt that Grimes & Co: were well satisfied ~
with their new recruit. Arthur Augustus D’Ar i
acquisition in any junior football team, and undoubtedly he’
lilled excellently the place of the missing Pilcher.

After the practice they parted on the best of terms, and
Arthur Augustus walked home to 8t. Jim's, ;
But Grimes, pleased as he was, atill looked a little perplexed

a8 he walked away with Cmggm

"1 g'pose it's all right, as he says so!” Grimes remarked.
“He ought to know. But he generally plays for his 'school,
and as our match next Saturday is with St. Jim’s, I thought
—— But I s'pose he knows best.” ’

“Ought to,” sgid Craggs.

I #’pose #t’s all serene.
the team, anyway.”

Grimes & Co. naturally did not know the Honourable
Arthur-Augustus quite so well as his chums at St. Jim’s knew
fim. y were not aware that the swell of St. Jim's was a
trifle absen{-minded. . N

They would have been very much surprised to learn that
the no{h Gussy had entered into the arrangement to play for
Rylcombe, totall oblivious of the fact that it might—in fact,
would-—clash witl his prior engagements: : :

In the-aristocratic brain of Arthur Augustus there was room
for only one idea at a fime. -~ ’

He had quite forgolten that the next Saturday’s match
was betweern Rylcombe and St, Jim's juniors, and that, as a

Jolly glad to “ave him in

| matter of course, he would be down in Tom Merry’s team
| to play.

-Grimes in supposing that Gussy knew best, was really
taking a little too much for granted.

During the folowing days the coincidence might have
accurred {o Gussy’s powerful brain, but he was very husy
in thinking of other matters. A series of happenmgs‘ke{:t
him from giving any thought to the football match af aii.
In the first place, on Sunday he took a long walk with Wild-
rake. On Monday some heinous and felonious person intro-
duced. gum into his best topper.. On Tne ;iyn he was
burdened with lines. by Mr. Lathom. On Wednesday his
cousin Ethel paid a visit to 8t. Jim's, and on an cceasion like
that all minor matiers faded over the horizon. On Thursday
there wae & “rag " on the Grammar School. On Friday
there was another rag, this time with the New House ats
8t. Jim’s. And so ﬁi through that busy week, Arthur
Augustus gave no thought to the morrow, as it were; and
then came Saturday, the interesting date on which the.noble
Gussy was bookedy to play on both sides at the football-
match,

Guimes, -
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CHAPTER 7.
A Divided Duty.

OM MERRY had posted up the list for the Saturday
maich on Friday, and a good many fellows had
looked at it with interest. Arthur Augustus did not
happen to look at it. He had joined in the rag on

Tiggins & 83 of the New House that day, and there was
slight_swelling on his

attended to, and it was attended to with great care and for
a long time, and Gussy was satisfied at last that it would not
show, or that if it showed it would not show “vewy much.”
With such an important matter on his mind, Arthur Augustus
was not likely to think about looking at I;mper.s on the board.
It was on Saturday, when the Fourth Form came out after
morning lessons, that Tom Merry’s list came to Gussy’s lofty

notice.

Jack Blake glanced at it in passing, and nodded with
approval. As tie St. Jim's junior team was playing an out-
side eleven, the team was drawn from both Houses, selected

from the players who had shown up best in recent Huuse
matches. I()}rimes & Co., though they had some difficulties in

to the mark, were a good team, and
ard as the *Saints,” though perhaps
not quite so scientifically,. Tom Merry liked old Grimes "
very well, but he did not want to ri:i being beaten by the
villagers—that would have been too terrific a come-down for
the school. So he had selected quite a powerful eleven to meet
the Rylcombe Village fellows. .

Blake found himself in it, and was satisfied. One of his
chums was in it, too—D’Arcy; and though Blake would have
been pleased to see Herries and.Dig also there, he felt that
Study No. 6 qau.l‘dn’b expect to hag
four places, If “J. Blake" had been
missing from the list, Blake certainly
would have felt that Tom. Merry was
fosing his grip, and that as a football
skipper he was on the wane, Fortu-
nately, “J. Blake ” was there, so Tom
Merry retained his place in Blake’s esti-
mation.

“That's all right, you fellows,”
Blake rematked. = “Sorry you -two
chaps are not in, but everybody can’t
play in a game.” .

“Too many New House chaps,” said

"HEF%?{; haps that admittéd
ad ¥ , petha at’s 50, admitte
r]lSIz;ke. “Four g‘; the New House is a
~.good allowance. . Still, Wyon is a
corker in goal, and Figgins isn’t bad
= jn the frént line, and Kerr and Red- -

fern can play.” ;

F;;tl k‘[IIVDW Boplgbcdiz who's as good as

¥ n in’ goal.”
Blake ?u};ike& .

_ “Not uite,‘ old chap,”
4—‘§am‘ly,

keeping their footer u
they played guite as

HE SPENT

he s=aid.
: ~IN ERECTING

ut not guite.”
Rats !” said Herries.
“ Anyhow, Herries is coming home
with me this afternoon,” said Digby.
490 Fatty would have to keep goal,

anywaf.“ .
-~ @mglhot  of the Shell’s playing,”
went on Blake. “That's all right. I
don't think much of the Bbell as a
rule, when it comes to football. But
Talbot is & good man. 8o is Kangaroo.
Levison - is good—quite gsood ough
erhaPe not quite up to tud’y No. 6
orm.”
“Rats!” said the cheery voice of
Ernest Levison over Blake's shoulder.
“Tommy himself, of course, we
expect to see!” continued Blake. ““But
T'm not so sure about Lowther. Still,
I suppose Tommy couldn’t leave
Towther out without-a row in the

study.” .
: “ﬁe’s left Manners out!” remarked
Levison. ,
T “YVes—that's & good thing - about
Tommy—he'd leave his own grand:
‘father out to make the team better,”
said Blake, “I dare say Manners will go
wandering with_his camera, and like
it ever so much better than kicking
: I What are you
linking at, Gussq we
“Was I blinkin’, Blake!”
“Well, staring like a stuck pig.
the

then,” ‘said Blake. “ What's
matter with you, image?”

APPLY THE

noble nose. That damage had to be.

FERDY GOT AHNOTHER BRAIN WAVE,
THIS WAD NO LESS -THAN THE

A BLACKBOARD,AND SOME
SEATS FOR THE AURIENCE.

NOW,"SAD FERDY,'| PROPOSE TO.
PRINCIPLES OF
BILLIARDS TO FOOTBALL,
AND 'WiLL DEMONSTRATE
HOW, BY PUTTING OMN PROPER
SIDE , WHEN KICKING THE

Vol BALL, GOALS CAN BE GO

FERDY'S SCHEME FALLS

9

_ Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy certainty was staring at the fooler
list, though perhaps not exactly like a stuck pig.

His eyeglass was screwed into his noble eye, and there was
a serions and rather startled expiession on his face. -

“Bai Jove!” he said. - i :

“What's the trouble?” asked Levison.

“Tom Mewwy has my name down.” :

““Of course he has!” said Blake. * Fathead as you are in
_everything else, old scout, you can play, after a fashion, on the
wing. Couldn’t play less than two from Study No, 6, any-
how. It would be chucking the game away !”

“Yaas, but——"

“You've got to pull up your socks this afternoon, Gussy.
Grimes is no end of a dear old merchant, but we've got to pu§
the villuge in ils proper place. They’ve been rather crowing
because they licked a St, Jim's chap—though it was only
Racke—and I had to punch Craggs myself to show him therc
was somebody here who could put up a fight, If they licked
us at footer they would be too proud of themselves, If you
don’t play the game of your life, Gussy, I'll scalp you!”

“Bai.Jove! Ii's weally vewy awkward—"

“If you'd rather stand out, I'd take your place like a shot!”
said Clive.

“You're a half,” said Blake. “Tommy wouldn’t put you in
the front line in Guissy's place. -Besides, Gussy's going to
play. What are you wandering in your mind about, you glass-
eyed image !’

“1 wefuse to
wegard it as a widiculous expwession. I was just thinkin’——

“Rot!” said Blake. “You couldn’t! Besides, don't you
begin thinking—might lead to a nervous breakdown or some-
thing, That would crock you for the match,”

HE DECGIDED TO GIVE
A LECTURE AND IN~
VITE THE ST JIMS
TEAM .HE PERSUADEL -
S LANOLORD TO LET'
HIM - HAVE THE USE ,FOR
THE' OCCASION ) OF AN
QUTHOUSE WHEREIN
THE SAID LANDLORD
USUALLY ZCHAWNED UP
HIS DOG CROUCHER™
WHEN MOT IN USE.

be alluded to as a glass-eyed image, Blake. 1°

»

APPLICATION OF
SGENTIFIC
Yooy PRINCIPLES TO
THE GAME OF
FOOTBALL,

MEXT DAY
A PLATFORM,

' : .. ‘ -. 05 .
BAEF/E BUT AT THIS POINT S
ROUCHER™ SAW AN INTRUDING
RAT AND THE I.EGTUR;@\M L3
ABRUPT ENQ =AM YO

AN 4 ENG.
THROUCH. - ALAS, S0
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DOES FERDY HIMSELF!-
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“Weally, you asg——" :
“Come on, you fellows ! said Blake, *Let’s go and punt
a ball about before dinner.”

- The juniors streamed out into the
Avthur Augustus 1Y Arcy stili regarding
perplexed expression. - :

e-felt that the position was awkward. 3
It had dawnedeon his noble brain al] at once that Grimes’

uadrangle, leaving
footer list with a

match -that Saturday afternvon was with St. Jim’s. He had.

premised to play for Grimes—and hs was down to play for
St. Jim's! Tt was decidedly awkward! Gussy was a good

footballer—one of the best—but the finest player going could .

uot have'contrived to play for both sides at once,

‘Arthur Augustus shook his head thoughtfully.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. ‘“This is wathah an awkward

i Of course, I'm bound to stand by Gwimes. And I

cannot vewy well wefuse to play for my own team on a vewy
imporiant occasion like this) %m Jove! I suppose that is
what Gwimes was thinkin’ sbout -when he asked me if T was
suah it was all Wiﬁ t! I weally wondah it nevah occurred to
me. But, aftah all, a fellow can’i think of evewythin'.”

Arthur Augustus wandered out inte the guadrangle at last
in-a thoughtful mood. L

He was still in & mood of deep thought at dinner.

There was a problem on his noble brain, and as yet Arthur
Augustus did not see his way out. After dinner he looked
for Tom Merry, and found him in the quad with Manners
and Lowther,

“Get out your shooting-boots, Gussy!” was Tom Merry's
greeting. - “We want two or three of your best goals this
afternoon.” :

Arthur Augustus looked distressed; .

“It’s wathah wotten!” he said. “ You see, old scout, |
Sh?‘lg:tl:?’ able to play for you this aftahnoon.”

“It’s so, deah boy.”

Tom Merry looked at him.

“We want you,” he said. “If I{ou‘re not fit, T can let you
off, of conrse.” St. Jim’s isn’t really hard up for men. But 1
shall want a jolly good reason. {f you're going moochin,
round the bunshop instead of playing, I've got only one wor
to say—cut it out !’ .

“Bai Jove! That is thwee words, Tom Mewwy I”

“Clara,” said Monty Lowther seriously, “can survive one
Saturday afternbon without seeing you, Gussy.” .

*“Weally, Lowther—" ~ y ;

“Gordon Gay will fill Iycwm- place—at the bunshop,” said:
Lowther.~ “Clara has a glad cye for him, as well as for you.
She has two, you know.”

“Wats! I havé a pwior engagement, Tom Mewwy.”

- ' What rot I’ said the captain of the Shell *‘We want you
to play in the match, fathead[”

“*1 shall be ‘playin’ I

";Vell, that’s s.fl right, then {"*

“Bupe .

“ No ‘buts’ about it that I.can see,” remarked Tom, “1f
you're playing, yow're playing, and there’s an end ! !

“Not in this case,” said Lowther, * There's seldom an end
when Gussy gets his chin going.” gy L Yy B

“Pway dwy ap, Lowthah, you ass. You see, Tom Mewwy,
I shall be playin’ in the match—"

" All right, then” ¢

“On the othah side—?" .

“ Eh ?” P

“T have offahed to play for Gwimes while his best wingah;
Sidney Pilchah, is unable to-turn up.” :

““What !” roared Tom Merry.

“I¢'s wathah untorti:nate. r’i quife ovahlooked the fact that
the villagahs hed a fixture with us,” confessed Arthur
Augustus. :

*“You frumptious sss!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“You fiotlinz chump ! i

'::g::‘i k. dertak 1 the giddy gk

L you’'ve undertaken to play for the gi en against
your awn school ! howled Tom Merry. & o
“* Not at. all, deah ooy !”

*Isn’t that what you've just said I exclaimed Tom warmly,
“ Not pwecisely. ~ Vou. see, I'quite ovahlooked the fact that
should be playin® against my own school.”

“What a brain ! murmured Manners,

“ Weally, Mannahg—-? - . .

Tom Merry’s face was a study. .
“You're our best man at outside-right,” said Tom. “We
want you. But I can put in another man, if necessary 1"

“ Yaas, wathah! There’s weally a cwowd of chaps to choose
fwom—not so good, of course, but I am suah you can find a
substitute. Then it will be all wight.” ; 3

“All wrong, you mean! You're not going to play against
8t Jim’s.” i

“1 have undahtaken——"

+ “Fathead 1"
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“I cannot let Gwimes down, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus, in distress.’”” “Tt is o pwior engagement, you
ow.” i

““And what about your prier engagement with us?” hooted
Tom Merry. * What about that, fathead?” .

‘It is priorer,” said Monty Lowther, inventing a new com-
parative on the spot. “ Priorest, in fact.” :

“Yaas, but—" : 5 i

“Forget it!" said Tom. *You're playing for St. Jim’s, if
you play at all. If you stand out, T'll give Wilkins of the
Ehell a show. But you're not playing agaiust 8t. Jim’s.”

“] have agweed—" 3

* Disagree, then!” growled Tom Merry.

*“You see, I have engaged—" {

“Une engagement cancels another,” said Monty Lowther.
“You were a member of 8t. Jim’s junior club before you
ever heard of Grimes.” - :

“Yaas, but—" :

*That's seitled,” said Tom. : -

" Yaag, it is settled: I am goin’ to plag—a=™

“For Bt. Jim's!”

** No, deah boy, for Gwimes.” e

And with that, Arthur Augustus walked away, feeling that
there was nothing more to be said,

CHAPTER 8, -
Arguing With Gussy !
ACE BLAKE of {he Fourth breathed wrath. ;
He breathed it deeply. He lived, moved, and had
his being in deep wrath, as it were, ’
"The wrath of Achilles, s0 eloquently sung by Homer,
gﬁs ah mere passing breeze to that of Jack Blake of the
ourth.

Achilles, in his wrath, retired to his tent and sulked. Blake

of the Fourth took much more active measures than that,
As soon as he heard the news—that Gussy was playing for
Grimes & Co. against 8t. Jim’s—Blake’s first proceeding was
to give a very good imitation’ of Vesuvius in eruption. Then
he looked for Arthur Augustus. Dig and Herries went with
him. They found the noble youth in Study Ne. 6, with a
geughtful but very determined expression on his aristocralic

“Idiot 1"’ was Blake's opening. Tt was not polite, but it
expressed his feelings to some extent. ’ 2

" Weally, Blake—-" -

*Playing for Grimes!” roared Herries,
** Yaas, wathah !” -

*“You're not!” hooted Digby. o

_“There is weally no alternative, deah boy. - Undah the
cires, I-can't play for 8t. Jim's,” - B

“Tom Merry's already put Wilkins of the Shell in' your
place!” howled Blake. : .

" That's all wight.”

*It's one up against this study.”

* Aw'fly sowwy, but in the cires—"

“And you think youw’ra going to play for Grimes,
your own school I’ shrieked Blake,

"' Yags, wathah!” - . k

::153,[0 you call that playing the game?” roared Herries.

aas! g

" You—you—you ‘footling, frabjous, burbling bander-
snatch——" .

" Weally, Hewwies—"" . -

“Haven't I brought you up to play footer?” Jdemanded
Blake. *“Haven't | tnngh[il{on ell you know?” .
. “ Not at all; deah boy. at is 4 vewy sewioms ewwah. I
douek[)‘t_- if you would be much of a footballah, but for my
coachin’,” [

" Why, you—you—you—> gasped Blake.

“The mattah is settled,” spid Arthur Augustus. - “It’s an
awkward posish, but these things will happen, you know., I
forgot all about Gwimes playin’ against St, Jim's—when I
agweed to play for him. II) cannot vewy well let him down.
You see, his is weally the weakah team of the two, and so
I am bound to-stand b{ him.}

* You unspeakable jabberwack!” said Blake. “What sort
of a footballer do you'call yourself, when you may be playing

against

-on the other side any time your team wants you for a

match?” - .

“Bai Jove! That is puitin’ it in a wathoh wotten way, I
do not look at it in that light, Blake,”

*“Tom Merry does. He's not likely to give you a chance
again in a 8chool match, if you let him down like this.”

“That will be wathah wuff for the School mmtches,” said
Arthur Augustus, “It means a wecord of defeat, I fesh.”

" You fathead! Are you prepared to be dropped out of the
St. Jim’s team, just to keep this idiotic arrangement with
that fathead Grimes?”

*Yaas!” -

“Lucky for you you've gob some pals to look after you,
then,” said Blake grimly. ““We're not letting you do it.”
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--“T am sowwy, Blake, but I cannot éllow you to chip in, I
wepard it as bei’ up to me to play for Gwimes.”

“You can’t do it!” hellowed Herries,

** Pway don’t woar at me, Hewwies.
of times how I object to bein' woared at.”

**"You—you—you—" spluttered Herries.

"The matiah is settled,” said Arthur Augustus.
weally sowwy. On anothah occasion I will
careful——"" T ) :

*“There won't be another occasion, if Tom Mer
Yyou out -of the team on your silly neck!” hooted Blake.

g "*Can’t be helped, deah boy. Iv’m net-goin' to let Gwimes
lown, "

“Try banging his head on the wall)” -suggested Dig
thou gifully. . :

: "f%'ni- Jove! I— Leggo, you wuffians!” roared Arthur
Augustus, as his exasperated chums seized him. ’

But the three. Fourth-Formers did not let o—they were
too infuriated for that, Gusey was going to Ee saved from
disaster in spite of himself, and Blake & Co, were prepared
to take drastic measuyes. e . Sk

In the grasp of his three devoted chums, Guasy was jerked
to the study wall, where his noble head was duly banged.

“T am
wathah' more

Bang!

*Yawoooooooop I
- " Now are you playing for Grimes?”

"Yu;e, wathah | gasped Arthur Augustus,

ang!- .

“ Now are you—" .
- Welease -me, you. feahful wuffians!” yelled Arthur
Augustus. “I will give you a feahful thwashin’ all wound!
Oh cwum! bs !

lt Ym !’ll »

Grundy of the Shell looked into the study.

“The village kids have turned up,” he said. “You fellows
had better get down to the footer. I sa: , that idiot Merry
‘has put Wilkins in IX’Arey’s place—though I offered! Fancy
that!” And Grundy walked on, sniffing.

"“Weleass me!” howled Arthur Aungustus.
get down and see Gwimes——"
* ! Are you sticking to it?’ howled Blake.

*“Yaas!”

“Even banging his head doesn’t do him any good |” gasped
Blake. “Jevver hear of such an obsti-

“I've got to

I have told you-a ot .

chucks |

“You bet !” said Dig, )

“Caich on, you drivelling jabberwock?” asked Blake
grimly. -“You're going to be:locked in!” '

- Digby, - grinning,” slipped the key into the. eutsidé of the
lock, Blake and Herries released tie swell of St. Jim’s, and
followed Dig to the door.

Arthar Augustus made a gallant charge at the doorway,

The next moment, four Juniors were mixed up in a terrific
scrum, When they separated, Arthur Augustus was lying
breathless on the hearthrug, ‘and Blake and Herries and
Dighy crowded out of the study, and the key was turned in
the door,

D’Arcy serambled up: . . a, .

He staggered to the door, and dragged it. Blake shipped
the key into his pocket. :

“Ta-ta, Teresa!” he called out; and the three Juniors
tramped away. .

“Open this doah, you wottahs!” :

Blake & Co's footsteps died away down the Fourth Form
passage. :

Thump! Bang?! Themp!

On the inside of the door, Arthur Augustus D" Arcy beat 4
wild tattoo.” Bul the door did not budge. The swell of St.
Jim’s was a prisoner in Study No. 6—and instead of playing
on both sides in that. football match, it looked as if he would
play on neither] .

CHAPTER 9,
Help From Trimble !

OM MERRY shouted to Blake, as the latter a; ed
on E]!_}e football ground, in rather a breathless stafe.
“Hurry up! Waiting for you 1
‘Grimes gave Blake & nod as he came up. The
footballers were ready. Rather to Blake's surprise, as.he
glanced over the Rylcombe crowd, he saw that there were .
eleven footballers,
“Is D’Arcy about?” asked Grimes, as Blake came up. s
*Not just at this minute,” said Blake, with a breathless
grin. “He’s got rather an important engagement, which
may keep him for about ninety minutes.”
“Oh!” said Grimes,
He looked puzaled.

nate ass?”

" ‘j%n h 1" S dD !: s
“Try bumping’ kim a8 ighy.

Robert Arthur Diggby was full of resource

‘that_afternoon. .

I3 1)

———

. “You - feahful wottahs— Oh
cewumbs ! |

Bump!

“Now are you chucking it up?” yelled -
Blake. : : N

“Oh deah! Wats! Ow!”

Levison of the Fourth passed the door.

“You'll be late!” he called in, and
vanished,

“Will you welease me, you feahful
boundahs ! howled Arthur Augustus,
"I wepeat that I am goin’ to p]ngefor
Gwimes, I wefuse to wemain heah.
‘Welease me at once!” .

ump ! .

“0Oh cwumbs !

“Now are you going to play for the'
enemy " roared Blake,

“Yoans 17

“Try inking him!” said Dighby, evi- .
dently not yet at the end of his resources
for meeting the difficult occasion.

“If you venchah to touch me ‘with
that ini—-—— Oh ewumbs! Gwoooooch I
spluttered Arthur Augustus, as the ink-
bottle was up-ended over his noble
napper, i

“Now, you image—"

“Now, you frumptious chump—" -

“You feahful wuffisns! I am goin’ to
play for Gwimes—"

“There’s no time to argue with you
now,” said ' Blake, breathing deep and

! .-,.ui%:lfﬁif!.{

hard. *“We've got to get down {o the
ground.”. Oreeh T
“8o have I, you ass; Gwimes will be to an u

Avrthup A‘uguma chased after Frimble, and Widkod with terrific energy.

L Yawoooh Id“ The next moment the Fourth Form were treated

lookin' for me, I don’t,wanb you to
argue with me, you wuffian, Welease
me &t onca {”

one leg and clasping the other foot with. both hands, “Oh owumbs ! *
he gasped. * I believe I've bwokan my tog 1" = -

an ing sight. Arthur Rugustus was hopping on

“Take the key ont of the door, Dig!”

Tue Gem LiBrAry.—No. 736,
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“You see, Master D'Arcy was going to play for us!” he.

said,
" “Was he1” asked Blake, with an air of polite interest.

“Yes, It was very kind of him to offer, as Pilcher was
standing out of our team,” said Grimes, “He fixed it up
with you fellows, of course?” .

“T’m afraid he forgot to do that,” said Tom Merry, laugh-
irig. “ Always happy to lend you a man, Grimey; but Gussy
forgot to mention it.”
oyl it's all right,” said Grimes, ' “It_turned out that
Sidney was able to get this afternoon off, so I've brought him
along. 1 was goin’ to tell Master D’Arcy that it was all rl;irht
—after thinking,it over, 1 reckoned he'd rather not play
against St. Jim's, though he was sticking to his arrangement
with me, I—I couldn’t help thinking that—that perhaps—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake: ‘-

“ Where’s Gussy now, Blake ?” asked Tom Merry.

“In the study.” .

“What on earth is he doing in the study, when there are
two football teams he's engaged to play for?” asked Monty
Lowther. R

:‘ gﬁe!”key‘n in thy pocket,” explained Blake.

Grimes grinned. 3

“T'm rather glad I brought Pilcher along,” he remarked.

“+We'd have lent you a man, of course,” said Tom Merry.

“ Anybady but Gussy,” said Blake. “In the circumstances,
Gussy had to be muzzled. Let's get going!”

* But—but D’ Arcy: ' said Grimes. .

“D’Arcy’s all right. He was tattooing on the door when I
came away—] dare say he will find it amusing.”

The sides lined up, and Arthur Augustus was dismissed
from the minds of his comrades,

. QGrimea gave him a few momenis thought—he was rather
distressed about the fate of his recruit.” Bui there was
nothing ‘that Grimes could do. . .
"o spite of Gussy's assurances, Grimes had felt a little
dubious about the arrangement, and he had jumped at the
chance of bringing Pilcher along with him, in order to release
the swell of 8t. Jim’s from his thoughtless engagement. He
was glad now that he had done so.

Tn a few minutes the footballers were going strong, and

even Grimes forgot all about Arthur Augustus D’Arey.
. Meanwhile, that youth was in Study No. 6, in a frame of
mind that could not be described in words.

Knowing nothing about Sidvey Pilcher hnvmf turned up
for the match after all, Arthur Augustus naturally supposed
that the villagers were a man short. - There were plenty of
8t. Jim's fellows who would have offered to fill the vacant

. place in the village team; but that was no satisfaction to
Arthur Angustus.  Grimes depended. on him, and he was
failing Grimes—owing to Blake's drastic measures.

" the dooah!” gasp

It is a

great thing lo have a devoted pal; but on this occasion, pally
devotion had been carried much too far, in Gussy’s opinion,
He raged in the study—in his righteous .wrath quite for-
getting the repose which stamps—or should stamp—the caste
of Vere de Vere. :

He thumped on the door till he was tired. Several fellows
came along to ask what he was kicking up such a row about,
but they only chuckled when they heard his breathless
explanation through the keyhole, -

“Serve you right!” was ihe reply e usually received.

As there wag no key in the lock, it would have been a diffi-
cult matier to release Arthur Augustus, But nobody wanted
to release-him. The general opinion of the School House
fellows was that Arthur Augustus had got what he had asked
for. Only once did Arthur Augustus have a glimmer of hope,
and that was when he heard Baggy Trimble's faf chuckle out-
side the door. Asking favours of Trimble was not pleasant;
but it was & case of any port in a storm,

“Twimble I called out Gussy.

““He, he, he!” :

“Pway get the key and open this door, Twimble.”

“He, he, he!” cgm'tlad Trimble. “You kicked me last
week, D’Arcy, You know you did! He, he, he!”

“Bai Jove! I will kick you again, you fat little wottah!”

“How will you do it through the door?” inquired Trimble,

Arthur Augustus controlled his wrath. = :

“I will give you five shillin’s to get. the dcoah open,
Twimble !” he breathed through the keyhole. .

“I hope I'm not the kind of fellow to do a thing like that
for money !” answered Trimble.

“Oh, bai Jove!”

* As it happens, I'm short of tin, owing to lending Figgins
of the New House my last ten-bob note, in my thoughtless,
generous way,” said Trimble. “If you cared to lend me ten
bob till Figgins squares, D’ Arcy—"

“I will make it ten shillin’s!" -

“Cash down?” asked Trimble cautiously.

“Yaas, you fat wottah ! | . : B

“If yon call me names, D'Arcy, I shall decline to mix .
myself up in the matter at all I ;

“L—I—T—pway eget the key somehow, Twimble, and open -

Arthur Augustus, *“It will be in Blake’s
ovehcoat-pockel most likely, and he will have thwown it off.
They're playin® now, I suppose.” ) 5+ s

“Started long ago,” said Trimble cheerily, “I say, Gussy,
shove the ten-bob note under the door.” .

 Aftahwardg—"

“If you don't trust me, D'Arcy, T'm afraid——"

4T .will put it undah the dooah!” gasped D’Arcy.

“Good—I'm waiting I

It was the last resource; and Arthur Augustus did not
hesitate, He extracted a ten-shilling note from his purse, and

q

1 it under the study door. There Trimble's fat
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fingers closed on it. . 2 .

“Thanks, old bean!” said Baggy. “I say, D' Arcy—"

[ Yﬂas?" .

“I don't wanl to dun Tiggins for that ten bob. Would
you mind this st-amiing over till next week?”

*Yaas—no—anythin'—"

*Right you are, old pal |”

“Pway huwwy 1,1%;, Twimble! Get the key—-"

“I'm off " said Trimble. “I suppose you don't mind if 1
call in at the tuckshop for a few minutes?” .

“You fat wottsh!” roared Arihur Augustus. *I have
given you ten bob to let me ou’ of this studay. Go and get
the key at once.” :

“Well, if you're really in a hurry—"" :

L Huw‘vy up l"

“Oh, all right!” yawned Trimble.

The. fat_junior to{led away, and Arthur. Augustus waited
with burning impatience for his retwrn. Trimble evidently
was not 5o pressed in the matter as the hapless Gussy was.
It was a guarter of an hour before Gussy heard his return-
ing footsteps, 2

“Open the dooah!" he calleg out hurriedly. -

“Sorry, old bean—"

“What?" :

“Tt was just half-time when I got on the ground,” said
Trimble, “and Blake saw me looking at his coat. The beast
kicked met” E

“Oh . deah!” - .

% You kickad me once for just happening to glance at your
coat when you left it off,” said Trimble, *““You said I was
'pﬁmg‘" U] )

_“Perhaps you won't misjudge a fellow another time,” said
Bag vn?-!:'uouaiy. “I say, theseiarts are good!”

& )

] thought I'd drop in at the tuckshop.. It doesn’t make
any difference, as T've not got the key, does it?” i
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- “Go and -get the key, you-fat villain!" roared Arthur
fugustus, e :
“You see—" :
“You fat wottah! You--you tallowy beast!” .
“If you're going to be peérsanal, D' rey,-Fve_got nothing
Lurth’tlar to say to you,” said Baggy, with dignity. *Good-
al :

“Bai Jove! Don’t go away, Twimble! I say—— Oh,
" ewumbs?! The beast has gone” groamed Arthur Au 1stus.
Baggy Trimble had retived to his study to devour his prey
at his ?gisure, a8 it were, )

Arthur Augustus raged. .

It was already the sccond half, and, so far as Gussy kuew,
Grimes was playing a man short. - Even at the eleventh hour
the accession of Grimes' new recruit might have saved the
situation for Grimes, so far as Gussy knew. In sheer des-
peration, the swell of St. Jim’s opened the study window
- and looked out at the ivy. Al any other time he would not
have dreamed of attempting such-a descent. But it was
neck or nothing now, and Gussy was desperate.

But again his luck was out. Mr. Railton and Mr. Lathom
were walking and talking in the quad, and Mr. Railton
observed the head and shoulders of a reckless junior protrud-
ing from the high window. The Housemasier stopped, in
angB' eutpz;i'se.

“Oh! Yaas, sir!” groaned Arthur Augustus.

“Leave that window at once! How dare you climb out on
to the silll You utterly foolish boy, go in, and take a
hundred lines!” .

“Oh deak!”

Arthur Augustus limped away from the. window, His last
resource had failed him.

It was the most dispirited youth in the school who walked
~about the study for the next half-hour. There was a sound
of a voicé at the ke;hol’e then.

“I say, D’Arcy!’ .

“You wotten wottah, Twimble!”

“T think I could get a key to fit this door,” said Trimble,
I really think I could, Gussy.”

‘“Get it, then, you wottab 1"

“Hem! You've lent me ten shillings—"

" Never mind that.”

“But I de mind it, D’Arcy.
money matiers, ycu know.
ﬁffleen sh'ijlings—”l .

‘T’'m rather particular in

" “My idea is this,” pursued Trimble. “You lend me
aiutl-x?e’z five, and take the fifteen when Talbot squares—
what?"

“Bai Jove! If you think I am goin’ to bwibe you again,
you measly fat boundah—-" ; ’

“Pm sure T could find a key—practically sure. You
fee——’

“Wun away, you fat wottah!” shouted Arthur Augustus,
) Hécgul,d get at you, I would give you a feahful thwashin’ I

* ¥Yah "

That was Trimble’s last word, He rolled away, disap-
pointed, and Arthur -Augustus resumed pacing the - study,
a good deal like a lion in & cage. The study clock indicated
- four-fifteen, and he knew that the match was over. And
there czme a tramp of feet and a buzz of cheery voices in the
“passage, 2

- CHAPTER 10,
AR Serene, ¢
OM MERRY & CO. crowded round the doorway of
Study No. 6 as the door was unlocked and thrown
open, The game was over, and the footballers had
come in hungry for tea. : .
. “Hallo! Sticking.indoors on & fine afternoon like this!™
exclaimed Blake cheerily.
“Ha, ha, ha 1" . E
Arthur "Augusius fairly glared at his chum. After what
had happeneg,“ Blake's remark was really insult added to

njury,
‘?-Ir'{avan’t even -got tea ready!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Didn’t gou know we were coming to teal”
“You feahful wottahs—" i
. “Phew ! - ejaculated Monty Lowther. “Ts that the
D’Arcy brand of politeness in greeting visitors at tea-time?”
“You awiul wottehs!” shouted Arthur Augustus, “I
have been locked in this studay for two houzhs——"

LTEHTHTIT I

albot of the Shell owes me :

: “Luckf to get-off with two hours,” said Blake. ' Some
4day you'll be Tocked in tor longer than that, if you keep on
in the same way, and the oom will be a padded ene.”

“ Yop—you—you uttah wottzh, I wefuse to weply to that
wemark, I wegarc you as a wuffianly beast|? ;

“Hear, hear!’ said Blake, . . . 5 . L

“I wegard yuu us a wotten wuffianl” roared ~Arihur
Augustus, - . .

is is Gussy’s gratitude to his old pals for looking after

his interests,” said Blake to the Termble Three. © Nice

| isn’% it? Makes a fellow feel that it’s no good being a real

pal.”

“You have caused me to let Gwimes down—">

“?%Od ‘"i d to k i

“I have failed to keep my engagement——"

*“Hurrah !” Py engas :

** And Giwimes owes his defeat to.day to me personally, on
account of your wotten twicks!” howled Arthur Auzustus,
“I shall nevah be able to look Gwimes in the face again,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Towm Merl‘i 3 : .

“1t 1s not a laughin’ mattah ! howled Arthir Augustus,
“It was wuttahly wotten that Gwimes should be heaten in
this mateh, aftah I had undahtaken to play for him,”

“Ha, ha!” shriekeq Blake. “You sée, Gwimes wasn't
beaten.” ’

“Wha-a-t7”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” . ; .

“Gweat Scott! You don’t mean io sey that the village
has won?” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, in astonishment.

“Just that;” said Tom Merry, laughing, * Amazing, but
true. Three goals to two|” :

“Bai Jove !” ?

*“The mierry Pilcher turned up, after all,” explained Blake.
*“1 was sorry afterwards that I cidn’t let you play for them.”

“Oh! If you arc sowwy—?" ’

“Of courss. If you'd played for them,
oh‘{‘ Pilcher, i\:mI should have beaten them.,”

, ha, ha!" b

“You uttah ass!” reared Arthur Augustus;

The cheery footballers ercwded into -the sludy. The
villagers had won the match—quite unexpectedly .so far as
Tom Merry & Co. were concerned. But the St. Jim’s foot-
ballers could afford a defeat every now and then, and they
bore it cheerfully. And they were thinking chiefly now about
tea. Grimes & Co. had gone home with a victory, although

tthur Augustus hind faifed them?! :

Iam vewy glad that Gwimes has not suffahed, though
the wesult is weally vewy wemarkable, in the cires,” said
Arthur Augustus, at last,  “If Gwimes had been beaten,
Bi‘x‘ke, I should heve given you a feahful thwashin’ !

by Lucky for you he won, then i” remarked Blake cheerily.

Wats! And if Pilchah turned up, aftah all, 1 should not
bave played for Gwimes, anyway, so whg did you not come

and welease me fwom ‘the studay?” demanded Arthur
Auﬁstm hotly.

Blake grinaed. )

“Forgot ‘all about you, old top!” he answered.

“Bai_Jovel” e

“Can’t remember every little thing, you know,” said Blake
nl&lg}sl{. ?::Tl'lﬁ?! are apt to slip the memory, Now, what
about tea? :

.

instead of merry

Later that evening Arthur Augustus looked into -Tom
Merry’s study, with a very thoughtful expression on his noble
countenance. The Terrible Three siniled at him. -

“I am wathah sowwy; Tom Mewwy,” said D’Arey. “On
wellection, I feel that I was wathah- oughtless in engagin®
fo.play for Gwimes, thcagh he -did not meed ‘me, aftah all.
Yowhave booked a fdothall defeat. thwough .my thoughtless-
ness, 1 feah,” . . :

“How's that?” asked Tcm. . ;
- “If I had been playin’ for St. Jim’s, it would have made
wathah a diffewence in the wesult, of course,”

“Yes, thot's so,” agreed Tomn, “They beat us by one
goal. ' They might have beaten us by twol? 3

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"" T

“Or three,” suggested Monty Lowther,

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Or four,” remarked Manners.

“Wats | . . :

There was a slam as Arthur Augustus departed.

THE END. 2
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Thurzman Takes a
‘ Hand.

THE NEW HOUSE SIXTH AT
: HOME, -

o thi;
- ¢ Holiday Am:'fal'

rmtmtrdas.
By Martin Thurzman (Thurzman minor)

e

Note.—The two previous articles on ihe

_ School House Slxth, by Edgar Alfrc . Jones,

were very popular. In fact, Jones did very
well for ‘a beginner; his description simply
sparkled with incident all through. But 1
should fear for youpg Jones' safety it I
sent him to the New House seniors, so 1
have left tho job in the capable hands of
another.—Ton Merry.) -

3 A Request.
o6 T AIGGING
- “Hallo?"
n] suppose you haven't got such
as a apare - copy of the
kuocking about, have

_you?”. 1 nsked, after inserting myself inside

Study No. 4,
“Your supposer 18
haven't,” said Figgins,
“Um!" I said.
“Sorry, old. chap!" said Figgy. *I'd tr{

quite  eorrect—1

" Redfern, next door, if 1 were you, He migh
' have ape.” 5

“Glyn's “in

“Right-ho!” 1 replied cheerfully.

I tried the haundie Brst, It opened at my
touch. - Then I tried Redfern.

“A - Holiday Annual? ™
 Dick Redfern paused reflectively, and then
crossed to the cupboard. '

“Which one would you like?" he asked.
“I've pot three here.”

“The thickest,” I said promptly.

The scholarship fellow handed over the
newest o1 the three—the 1922 issue.

“There's Tather a good wheeze ot 3ernard
it,” remarked Redfern. “And
there's u grand yarn-about Talbot. I'd read
it.-if [ were you. Talbdt tame, n bit before
your time, and the facts would be jolly
interesting.”

“Phank - i the same,” I said. “But
don't want it to read.” o
“Don't want it to read?” repeated Red
fern, "Well, what the dickens—"

“L want it
explained. .

“What other pur%oan could there he than
to read it?" asked Redfern, staring.

f‘]']l;‘he purpose of self-defence,” 1 reaponded
coolly. &

Dick Redfern thought for a few seconds,
and then took a stride towards me.

“Po you think you're going to fight with
my books?” bhe roared. “Hand it back at
once !”

1 grinned, and held up my hand quietly

“No need to get alarmed, old chap!" 1
said. “I've been usked to pay my compll
ments to the Sixth Form studies, and [ think
it safer & "gc prepared.”

for another purpose,” 1

“AIl right,” grunted Redfern. *But don't

forget——if that book gets damaged, you pay
for another.” o

“1I'll pay for fifty,” I sald cheerfully, and
closed the door. L

I made my way along-to Study No. S—m{
“doings.” all and Lyouns were out, so
was able to slip the °H.A' Inside my
trucks immediately. )

I am . Loy scout, you know, and my
motto's “Be prepared—when you're caught
ending !" -

b !
Tee GEn Lisrary,—No. 736.

Edited By TOM MERRY,

The First Victim,

In a cheerfti frame of mind I made my
way to the sacred precincts of the 3ixth.

Study No. 1.—Occupaot, Arthur Wells.
Whenever 1 have cold meat or fish
dinner, I never find it necessary to ask for
sauce, My own natural reserve comes to the
rescue, and as 1 turned the handle of Study
No. 1 I inwardly resolved to be quite liberal
and generous with it as I sampled the Sixth.
Wells was at home,

1 guve a stight sniff to let him koow I had
arrived,. He looked round with a delightiul
scowl.

“Yes?”

He did pot seem in the least encouraging.

“Here we are, then!” I warbled .

“Hp | observe,” said Wells. “What ia 2"

“Reen dlgglnT any wella lately? I mur-
mured innocently, “Struck any water—had
any whelks or cockles for supper-—"

broke off. - Wells made a stride sideways,
and grabbed at his cane.

Then he made a stride forward, and
grabbed me. But did I resist? Nom, pon,
monsieur! 1 waited. .

* There was a soupd of eweet music—-the
swighing of a cane through Ehe air. _

Bonk! ' y °

“Hold that!” growled the senior.

Bonk, bonk, bonk!

He continned to wallop me for nbout five
miputes, When at last he released me, be

me, %asping for breath.

“That's for your impertinence!” he said
grimly, though a trifie perplexed zt my 10t
velling blue murder. “Now get out!l”

1 got out. E

In the -corridor I took in a deep breath
and grinned. 1 could afford to grin, for fhe
joke was quite on my side,

Study No. 2.—Unoccupied.

Study No. 3.—Occupant, Albert Gray, a pre-
fect. Taken on the whole, this fellow was
altogether too decent to march in uwpon
and start samcing. I entered his study in 2
manaer quiet enough for Rateliff, and waited
respéctiully. Gray greeted me with a smile.

“Well, kid?” he asked kindly, looking round
from the comfortable armehair in which be
was sitting. “What's the trouble?”

“No troubwe,” I replied. “Tom Merry
asked me t¢ pay a visit to the Sixth Form
stndies and describe what I saw—"

“Indeed! said Gray, *Well, whose study
would rnu say looks the nicest in appear-
ance?”

“Why, this# one,
diplomatically.

Gray returped to the hook he was read-
ing, a smile on his face.

“There's a tin of ches in the cupboard,
young Thurzwnan, thipk,” he remarked.
“You're quite welcome to them—r

1 spluted knowingly, and quickly collared
the tin of Califorpian choiceness before Gray
changed kis mind. Then, after. bowing half
a dozen times I made my way to the next
apartment. |

of course!"

A Narrow Escape.

Study No. &.~Occupant, Harold Hali.

“Ig heverything hall tight hin ‘ere?” 1
df"‘;anded’ immediately I set foot in the
study. 2 .

Apparently everything was all right—the
place was empty. - - :
-“Might as ‘well make myseli at home,
though!” 1 murmured. “After .hall, there's
no reason why ‘s ‘hap shouldn't make him-
self comfortable.”

I closed the door, and walked over fo the
cupboard I opened it, and glanced inside.
Al vizry tempting array met my gaze~but,
alag

spun me across the study and glared atb

1 replied

{ quickiy

outside. [
elosed the door and dived under the table.

Footsteps sounded

Tramp, tramp, tramp! The sound
elephantine hoofs came o my ears, and from -
under my four-legged refuge 1 could see SIX
lIarge hoots. i

“In my cupboard; L'l show you if you
like—~—" the voice of Harold Hall was saying.

The thres seniots went round. the table,
and I promptly crawled out the other side.
‘The door was open—I wriggled across on all
fours; I was not detected, and with a gasp
of retief drew myself out into the corridor.
I was free! :

Study No b5.—Occupant, James Garston
Monteith., Heaa ‘prefect of the New House.

Tremble, reader, tremble! We enter the
sanctum © the geatleman of many moods.
He might be »s meek as a lamb, as barm-
les as a fag. but it is also possible that he
might be looking for somebedy to kill, to
wreck HBis vengeamce upon—there Was mo -
knowing Monteith! One always had to res
those figks when ore dared to enter bis
study. ) 8 .

1 eutercd the apartment with u stiff
upper-tip, a stif neck, and a stiff * Holiday
Annual ” in my bags. 1 was prqparerl for
emergencies, ab all events. Monteith was in
the study, -all sight—he was in his big arm-
chair. He was asleep.

“'Twoul be-e !)Ic a
“hut I wil' at t make sure he doesn't
stay there all dight!” - A

A Surprise for Monteith,

A plan had just enbergd my wonderful
brain. A metal water-bottle, used for
picnics, was the cause of it. A large fire
was burnlng in the grate, and a kettle of
boiling wate: -was perched on the "top.

1 quietly pulled the cork from the bottle,
and half-filled it with water. I placed the
kettle down oa the fender, and rammed the
cork tightly into the bottle. Then 1
balanced it on the top bar of “the grate,
and pointed the meck at Monteith's boots, a
yard away b i

In about a couple of minutes the water
would boil, wnd the cork would travel II
it hit Monteith's bcots there would be Httle
doubt about his waking up.

CWith catlike tread, I took my leave.

Monteith slumbered on. Oh, where ignor-
ance is bliss . tis folly to be wise! -

Study’ No. 6.—Occupant, George Webl—a
prefect. :

“Hallo!" said ke.

“Hallo!” said 1.

“What do you want?” said he.

« Anything you care to give away!” said 1.

“Well, thick ears don't cost very much,”
saif Webb reflectively. “You-can have as
many of those as you care &0 cart away—"

“Nothing doing!" I said, openiug the door.
“I'll look in again, next week, p'r'aps—"

I hastily closed the door.

The Explosion.

Study No. T.—Occupant, Douglas ngﬁ_ng-

on,
Harrington was at bome, and he was in

‘his armchair, Queer how these old . fogiéa

have such a liking for armehairs, isa't it?
The senior looked up as I entered.
“Just - the fellow wanted " "he com-
menced. V"If you'll wait a minute, young
Thurzman, L'l just write out a iote I
want you o give your brother—"
“Any old t,hinq!" I yawned, bumping down
into his armchalir.
“I won't keep you two—""

Bang!
“My hat! What the——"
(Centinued on page 19.)

3

y to wake him,” 1 muse&., Haly
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. - -READ 'THIS FIRST. -

- Donald -Gordoni and “his -brother Val leave

-+ .8t. ‘Christopher’s School, in' company with

- Tommy Biuks and Beptimus Todd, a junior

master, commonly known.as™“Scat,” to join

their uncle, who is on & big plantation in ‘the
Solomon 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 overs
throwing the wealthy plantation owner and
oObtaining hold of his land. Taga, the black
cabin-boy, hears of this, and warns the party.
Unknown to- the villainous captain, he plazes
the boys in one of the ship’s boats, and they
are about to make thelr escape when Anna,
the captain'a dawghter, taking the oeppor-
- tubity of getting away from the harsh treat.
ment, of her father, joins them;

- Not long after the party has stated on
their perilous. journey & severs storm breaks
out. The parfy are thrown from their boat,

but, luckily,” get washed up on the “Island |

of Plegsure,

Cast on the island, they at once set about
preparing their new home, refreshing them-
selves. with various eatables which they flod
growing there. The regular disappearance
of Val and Taga each afternoon arouses the
suspicion  of Tommy. After a laborious
Jjourney of investigation he espies them re-
turning to the camp in a cince. He joins
them, and the party are = nearin their
quarters when they are startled by the sud-
den appearance of a schooner out at sea.
‘A sudden fear enters the hearts of the party
e they recognise the Witbywake.--. - -

(Now read on. )

The Mysterious Light.
] ISTEN!" said Seat, holding up his
hand in warning.
He and ‘Don had reached the
edge of the jungle, and in front of
them lay a “cleared space, dotted here and
there with low scrub and covered with im-
mense patches of thick-growing bushés,

It was. Scat's suggestion that Dom had
taken this afternoon stroll south of the
camp, -and it had been a revelation to the
leader of the little party to see the way
Seat had developed himsel? into a real jungle
tracker; for the tutor had led the way right
through the mass of tangled frees and
creepers without once halting to find his
gath. " Here and there Seat had left his mark

¥ blazing a tree, and it was lav these simple
signs that the lanky fellow had worked.

Don listensd for 3 moment, then a qulet,
steady gound ‘came to him.

Cluck, cluek, eluck!

t was a real familiar home-sound that
for a moment brought & lomp to the
leader’s throat.

Scat tursed, his long face wreathed in- a
suile of sheer delight.

“Just like a farmyard, isn't it7”

There wag no mistake in that note. Some-
where in the bush ahéad of them was a
creature that was clucking away like a real
barn-door fowl—the soft, stea ¥ monotone
that a contented broody hem makes when
mothering her chicka.

“C-come along, Don!” sald Scat. “I never
bad time to investigate before, but I'm sure
there is some sort of fow! in there.” .

They began to work their way through the
low bushes, and presently Scat, who was a
yard or so ahead, made a warning sign to
Don and dropped on his hands and knees,
The tall leader followed suit, and found
himself eréeping. down & tunnet-like open-
ing through the heart of a bush; then he
ri“t.lfd Scat’s side, and the tutor pointed
ahead. :

Under’ u patch of serub, in 4 spot where
the sun had mapaged to break through, was
a seraggy bundle of feathers of a bird,
sunting itself and dusting its plumage on

the dried, browd earth.

- Our Magnificent Story

. N0 means o

what a funny-leoking bird I

It seemed all legs and head, with a body
just a little Iarger than a Leghorn, and there
was also a hint of game in ity tough legs
and the carriage of ifs head. .

“I know what it is,” said Scat excitedly.
“Tt iz a real scrub-fowl. Th-they-are to- be
found ail alung the coast of Queensland, nud
arg natives of this part of the world.” -

As they knelt in.their hiding-place they saw
several serub-fowls n?,pear from the bushes,
and soon they were ahle to count wine or ten
of them. Most of them were hard at work
scraping for food, and oace from a thicket
several tiny chicks came out, quaing balls
of feathery down.

“Anoa will be pleased,” Don whispered to
Scat. “We’ll bave to collar one or twoe of
them if we can.”

“I have got a better idea than that, Don,”
safd Scat, " “I'm just remembering things.
T would like to find oue of their nests.”

He rose cautiously to his feet, followed
by Don, and they began to work their way
through the clump of hushes again, )

Presently Bcat gave Don a signal to halt,
There was a moment's passe, then the tutor
dived forward into a bush; a loud squawking
followed, and Scat arose triumphantly to his
{;,cg: bearing in his hands & plump, struggling

T

The deft way in which he twisted the neck
of his captive and put am end to its

struggles made Bon grin, for not so many.

months- ago Scat would have been horrificd
it anyome bad asked him to take on such
& jobr; hunger and the“ueeds oF the body
are rare taskmasters, and Seat's smile of
contentment as he looked down at the dead
bird was good to see:

“We'll have it b-baked,” he said, “It
i; quite a youngster, and has a jolly plump
reast.”

The bird was tucked under Scat’s belf
and the way ' through the .thicket was
resumed. At last they found themselvea
under the lee of a warm, brown bank of
earth, and here Scat hegan a search.

“They always build their nests where the
&unt can reack them,” .he explaimed to Don.
“But the fellows are mighty cute, and——
Hallo, wait a mipute!”

He stopped short, grabbing Don by &le
arm

Something was moving in fromt of them,
and presently out from a heap of brown
carth there cinerged a scrub-fowl

Don and Seat slipped behind o friendly
tree and watched the creature, It leoked

of Daring and

"It is o hem " all right,”:said. Bon, “but.

Adventure, _
‘eoeded to Bl it, testing each egg as he did
0.

“They're guite all right,” he saidk - ™ Nt
one of them is addled, so far. . You s¢e, the
incubation process deesn't really starb unil
the nest is closed down. We'll have fried
egigs for breakiast to-morrow morning. Piy
we haven't got any bacon!”

He replaced two of the epps in the Besh;

thes he and Don started to repair the
damage they had dome. Scat worked with
0! ble -eare, and, when they had eom-

pleted their task, the nest seemed as safe
43 ever.

“No good spoiling the - job,” Scat com-
mented. “I dare say if we come back here
in another couple of days we'lt geb some
inore eggs. To any case, T thiok it might be
worth while to wait until this bafeh  is
hatched out. We might try to collar them
and see what we could do in the way of
taming the chicks.” .

“Not a bad idea, Scat,” Don agreed.

A mark was placed on the bank of brown

‘so that  the nest could be easily
found; then Seat and Don continued their
investigations, and presently they discovered
two other nests. On examination the second
of these was found to he hot inside, and the
entrance was hermfetically sealed, indicating
that it would not be safe to remove the
eggs, which were already well on their way
to becomlng ‘ehickens.

This third nest was also marked, and Seat’s
delight made Don grin. £

“I told you this island was a wonderful-
spot,” the tuter ohserved. *There's every-
t In§ on it that we could wish to Kave.
By James, Don,-I wouldn't mind spending
the rest of my Hfe on it!”* - i

*T wauldn’t- go u,i’ar as fo say that,” Don
returned slowly, “but we .certainly “have.
})elen lucky, and we all onght to be thanke
ul”

They searched for the blazed trail again,
and began to move back through the jungle.

The slanting rays of the sun warned them
that It was getting on to dusk, and, on
reaching a small stream that trickled
through the jungle, they hatted to have a
rest and a meal bananas and baked
breﬁdfruit., which Anna had supplied them
with.

On the other side of the stream was a tail
tree of the chestnut type, which stood up
from the lower growth of the jungie; and
while' they sat on the edge of the bank a
loud, whirring noise sounded. Looking up
through the branches of the tree, the two
youngsters saw a preat cloud of hlue-finted

: 1 birds come down and circle round the tall
ﬁsﬂﬁﬂ’ “o'ﬁfe,]fer},’ ﬂ;tl hes, sa.tisﬁsd tﬁhﬁo,'ﬁ hestout-tree, to finally settle in the up?er
awittly, colleeting pieces of leaves and twigs, | branches amid much calling and fluttering
which it arrangeﬁ over its place of exit. ﬂ{ wings, - .

“Got you. my friend!” Scat observed. "Pigeous!™ said ‘Scat. “If orly we had a
“That's its nest, I'll—I'lf bet a quid?” gun!

Five- minutes later the unsuspecting bird,
having completed the task of hiding its nest,
went off to joim its companions in the
bushes;  and Don and Secat, emerging -from
their hiding-place, crossed to the mound.

It had been very cunningly contrived, for
the hird had made use of a dépression in the
mound of earth, and over this hollow had
bee?hheaped a pile of balf-rotting leaves and
earth:

Scat set to work fo remove the pile, aud
Don noted that there was quite a tair
amount of heat nnder the rotting leaves,

“They’re lazy beggars, scrub-fowls! Scat
sald over his shoulder. “All they do is to
Iay their eggs under leaves and let the sun
do the hatching-out. Tt is-really a natural
sort of ineubator that they build, but you
can seé that {his is a comparatively new one;
the hen hasn't completed laying yet, other-
wige it would have heen sealed up and left.”

When the nest was opened ten eggs were
discovered, and the size of them amazed
Don. They were much larger than - the
ordinary’ barn-door fowls' eggs; yet the
creature responsible for their laying was ky
hefty bird. i
Seat took off his battered hat and -pro-

There sezmed to Le several hundreds of the
birds, for the upper branches of the tree were
hlack with them settling for the night, .

“They migrate at intervals,” said Seat,
diving into his book-law. “Once upon a time
there were millions of them all ‘over Queens-
land, but their numbers have heen thinned
-now, for they used to be slaunghtered in
great quantities. They make splendid eating,

I believe, 3

“We'll heve to take your word for it,
Scat,” Don remarked, with a regretful ;‘gh,
‘for we certainly haven't the slightest chdhice *
of gytting at them npow.”

“We'll have the chance some day. Don,”
Seat observed; “and, in any case, I'm going-
to mark the tree so that-we sbhall know it .
again, for these birds invariably choose the
same tree year after year.”

And go the' great -tree 'was also- blazed .
before Scat and Don resumed thebr journey.

A patch of bamboo was reached p tiy,
and Scab laboriously removed a couple of
long, thin, knotless canes, one of which he
handed to Don. i

“Here are a cbuple of weapons to start
with,” he said—"blowpipes, old ehap. I

Tre Gew Lisrary.—No, 736.-




18

in the boat when we
did, we would not be
alive now!” -
“But I don't see
why that's worrying
You at present?” put
in- Seat.
- Don shruogged his
shoulders.

“I'm worried,” he
admitted. “You see,
I have; I think,

judged Targe's charac-
ter pretty accurately,
and I think he i3 the
kind of man
wants to make ahso-
lutely sure before  he
is satisfled! He knows
all these islands, and
- must have had a
rough idea of the spot
where we parted com-
puny with the Witty-
wake. My opinion is
that he is searching
for us mow, sailing
frem island to island,

“And so it is the
Wittywake that you
keep watch for?”

“Yes. I feel that,
sooner or later, Targe
will appear, and I

ing-gently over the reef.
appeared there, and as Scat and

in a breathiess whisper.

The lanky tutor pointed seaward where the sur! was break-
A light, a mere pin-point, had

Don watohed it the
it move slowly along ths reef. ** What is it 7 " aske
‘* what does it mean 7'

don't want be
caught napping. Dur-
inF the daytime it is
all right, for there
is always someome at
the camp who could
“spot the Wittywake if

saw
Scat

haven't thought mueb about k-killing, so far,
but you have started me off now, and we'll
see what we can-do.” 2

Just before they- cleared the jungle, Scat,
who had been keeping a sharp look-out, made
for a guarled thicket of thorns, and, not
without receiving several ugly scratches,
managed to remove a branch of it, along
which three-inch thorns were growing,

“If we can only get little tufts of some
soft stuff, and attewy it to the end of these
thoras to make darts, we'll have our armoury
complete!” he chuckled. :

“Bully for you, Scat!” Don said, nodding
his head to his companion. “I can tell you
that you're the real success of the island, so
far. We used to cheek you a Dbit at sehool,
but 'we ought to take our hats off to you
now!"” ! E

“Nonsense!” said Scat, obviously pleased
with the compliment. “I'm only making use
of stuff I've read about. I'm all right pot-
tering round the juogle, Den, but when it
comes_to planning ou}.things, there’s only
one fellow in it, and that's yourseli!"

He fell into pace beside the sturdy, broad-
shouldered youngster, They emerged on to
a stretch of sand, and commenced to walk
along the beach, heading- for home.

“There's something -worrying - you, Don,”
Beat remarked: “I don't. care for butting
into. anyone else’s business, but—well, I can't
help seeing that you are bothered! Why
should you sit up half the night? What is
it _all about?” -

"Don was silent for a moment. -

“To teil the.truth, Scat, it is something
fhat Apua told me,” he said at last. “There
was no need for me to repeat it to any of yon
fellows, but I think we were jolly Tucky to
get away from the Wittywake as we did.

That scoundrel, Captain Targe, meant to do.

for us, and I think that Anna has explained
why.” . -
- He turned fo Beab.

“Nothing wifl make me believe that Anna
is really Targe’s daughter,”. he added; "but
ghe thinks she is. - That, of course, makes
her position a very difficult one. . We all trust
her, as you know, but she doesn’t want the
others to find out the truth about her
father,” : :

“And what is the truth?” asked the tutor.

Don shook his head.

“I can’t telf you everything,” he said; “but
1 believe that Captain Targe was after my
uncle’s plantation., "He wanted it- for his
own purposes. I think that something must
have happened to my uncle—something that

. we. know nothing about. In any cage, there
is no doubt that Targe meant to get rid of
us all, and we have Taga to thank for that
miraculous egeape. If we hadn’t got away
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it turned up, but at
night it is different,
so somebody must keep watch.”

“Then, in that ease, in future there will be
two of us,” Scat said slowly. “I am going to
take share and share about with you, old
chap, now that you have let me into your
secret. You meed rest the same ds any of
us, and I am hanged if I am going to let you
wateh alone!’™

“I did it because I didn’t want to alarm
any of the other chaps,” Don explained.
“There's no reason why I should worry them
needlessly.” "

“That's all right,” said Beat. “You and I
will keep this little affair to ourselves, but
from mow we're going to take share and
share abaut watching.”

Scat stretched out his band, and Don
shook it; so the compact was made.

Half an hour later they clambered over
the outerop of rocks, and the voice of Anna.
hailed them from the dusk below the cliffs.

“Come along!” she called to them. *I
have”been waiting for you. No ome has been
here for hours, and I was getting frightened.”

She came ouf of the shadows of the small
shelter—a slim, graceful figure.

Scat slipped the dead bird from under his
belt, and held it out to Anna. .

“Here you are, Some Girl!” he sald.’
“We're late, ‘but- we’ve brought scmething
for you—a real, plump chicken, for the pof
to-morrow morning.” .
na“ And eggs,” said Don, tendering the filled

t € G .

“Anna's annoyance vanished at once, and
she laughed merrily. )

“You wait until I have made you an
omelet,” she said: " “We shall have a feast!”

“Haven't the others arrivéd yet?" Don
asked. .

“No, not a sign of them. It is too bad of
them ail to clear off and leave me alome! I
wanted some wood for the fire, and Taga said
he ‘would bring some.”

“That's all right,.Bome Girl!” said Scat.
“I'll go. and get you a bundle!”

The lanky fellow set out on his task, and
Don, after Iaying aside the bamboo reds and
the branch of thorn, strolled down to the
‘edge of the beach, and seated himself on the
warm sand.

‘He knew abou Val and Taga, for the
native had told him about their find, the
stranded catamaran along under the dark
cliffs; and it had been at Don's suggestion
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You Should Get Your Chums to Read this Splendid Serial,

that his younger brother and Taga had
worked in secret, so that they might be
able-to bring thewr craft round into'the reef-
guarded bay, and give the ofhers a pleasant
surprise. - i

_Val had assured Don that the catamaran
was almost ready for its journey, and they
hnged to bring it round that affernoon.

on, with his chin in his hands, stared
along the quiet bay, watehing the spur in the:
distance round which the catamaran would
have to appear. =

Dusk settled, and it was the silvery volce
of Apna that roused the young leader from
his musing.

“Bupper ready, Don!" the girl called. “I'm
sure you must be famished! Come along!™ -

It was broiled mullet and baked yams that
formed the evening meal, and the yam por-
tion of it was Anpa's surprise for that day.
She, in her turn, had been doing a little
prospecting, and' had ° discovered the long,
vine-like growth that betrayed the Presenr,e
of the thick, sweet tubers in the soil. -

“There’'s a great patch it,”  Awna
declared, “just above the cliff on the left. I
am eo sorry that Tags is pot here, for I
know he loves yams, and it was a kind of
special treat for you all.” P’

Don and Scat did ample justice to the
feod, and, after chatting together zround the
embers of the fire, Anra glipped off her
little slielter, while Don and Scat erossed
to the boulders, and seated themaselves there.

Seat was busily engaged on removing the
fong thorns from the tough branches, and
Pon set to work to prepare one of the rcds
as & blowpipe.

The quiet murmur of the sea breaking on.
the reef and the faint rustling of the wind
in the tree-tops behind them_ were the only
soundy that broke the silence, .

Presently the moon eame sailing over the
dark jungle, ‘pouring its sllvery beams along.
the quiet beach.

Scat glanved along the cliffs, with ite dark
shadows, then on up to where the hill arose
to the left. :

“] wonder what can have happcned to
those beggars?”. he commented at last, It
ought to be a rule that they must come back
In time. It gets a fellow on the fidgets when
they don’t appear.” 5 3

Another thorn came away in his hand, and
hif‘l placed it carefolly in the lit{le row by his -
side. W, 3
"“These will make dandy.darts. We can
use two or three feathers from that old
serub-fow! we captured,” he remarked. "1
have worked out a scheme for fixing them
on, There is plenty of gum in the jungle,
and I'll melt some and make use of it for
sticking the feathers into position. After all,
a blowpipe is one of the earliest weapons,
and I don't sce why we fellows should not be
able to use it in time.”

He held out one of the thorns and touched
the point gingerly.

“They're as tough as steel,” he observed.:
“and ought to be good enough to bring down-
& bird.” i

Don had already cleared one blowpipe, and
hie raised it now, peering through it.

_ It was a straight tube, some five or six
feet in length, which gave every. promise of
being a workable weapon for the chase.

“Wo'll have to ge? busy on the larder’
presently,” Don declared, “for the rainy
season will soon be with us, and we'll require
a good store, Taga tells me that for a couple
of months this island is visited by -terrilic
storms, and we won't have the chance of
looking for food then.””:

Scat nodded his head towards the hut under
the cliff. )

“I didn't care to mention it before, Don,”
he said, “but I'm rather afraid that if a big
storm did strike the island our old hut would -
you see, the beach
almost, reaches to the cliff, and—well, I found
a patch of dried seaweed élose to where
Anna’s cooking-place was built.” .

“Seaweed up there, Scatt” 3 ;

. “Yes, Don, I didn't say.anything to the
others, T thought it might have been carried.
up there by one of us; but I have changed
my opinion now, and I'm sure in the storms
the sen comes over the reef there and rushes
right up the beach here to the clifi.”

“By Jove, that's rather bad news, old
fellow!” Don declared, with 2 quick, indrawn
breath: “It may mean that we'll haye to
shitt our camp, and all our labours here.will
have been wasted.”
© “QOh, perhaps it won’t be as bad as that,”
suld Beat slowly; “but I thought It best Vo,
het you Ol . £ :



“guterop of rocks, and the Gy

" Don.

" the slender craft, way peering in
- of the vessel.
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His bews had a subdulng eflect, and for
a fong moment the two fricnds sat in silence,
Don staring in the direction of the solid hut
that had been so laboriously builg by himself
and hig chums,

1t seemed almost incredible that the sea
could reach that solid structure; but. Don
knew that Seat was no alarmist, and his
discovery was a momentous one,

“Hallo! I say, Don, look~look)”

Scat’s warning whisper roused Don <from
hia_reverie,

The lanky tutor was kneeling up, and he
polnted seaward to where the surf was
breaking gently over the reef.

A light, a mere pin, int, had appeared
there, and as Scat and Don watched it they
saw it move slowly along the reef.

- What I3 it? What does it mean?” Seat
agked fa & breathless ‘whisper,

Don rese to his feet. .

“It may be Val and Taga,” be said. *1
haven't mentioned it to you, but I expected
them t0 come round this affernoon and give
us & small surprise, Taga found a mnative
catamaran wrecked under the cliffs on the
other side of the istand. He and Val have
been working on It during the aftermoons to
put it to rights,»

“A catamaran—eh?” said Scat, hils eyes
on the moving light. “But why should they
land on the reef, Don?”

. ‘He turned, and put his hand on his
companion’s arm. - - E .

“Besides,” he added, “peither Taga nor
Val had any matches. And where did they
get the light from?»

. Already Don had realised that the appear-
ance of the ll¥ht. Wwas a mystery which neither

" Val nor Taga's presence could explain.

He glanced back over his shoulder towards
the clif. Thanks to the shadow thrown by
the tall slope, the hut and Anna's dwelling
were completely hidden; the fire had also
gone out, by now ; and Don knew that it would
Be impossible for anyone on the reef to detect
that humble camp.

. "Look here, Scat,” Don said,
to investigate. As you say, neither Val nor
Taga had any means to mak%

that light seems to me. fo-
lantern, for it burhs steadily.»

“1'm golng

all
“ong from

.. "But what are you going to do, old chap?”

Don was already. moving nw:ﬁ from the
ums paced
down the beach to the edge of the sea, |
--Don slipped out of his ragged shirt, and
tightened the belt around his walst, The
f)reciom axe which Don always carried was
hed gecorely to the belt.

“I'm going to swim out to the reef,” sald
“After all, it Is not very far, and 1
have heen there before.”

“But, T say, old chap, it 1s dangerous. 1
don’t—I don't like the idea of your going.”

t was a good swimmer, but the distance
to the reef was rather too. far for the lanky
tutar, althongh it would not have taken much
for him to try,

Pon seemed to read the thoughts that were
pagsing throngh Scat's mind, for he turned
2nd shook his_head. 5o

“Oh, me, Sent; it is & one-man job,”* he
commented. * Besides, we mustn’t leave Anna
here alone. It is up to you to look after her.”

There was 2 moment’s silenice, Both of the
watehers on the beach caught a glimpse of
the light again, just where the coral reef
broadened. Tt was some fifteen or twenty
yards wide, pitted here and there with deep
pools in which the sea-water lay. When the
Boa was rough it broke over the reef in solid
sheets; but now, with the tranquil ocean, the
waves did lttle more than murmur ag they
rustled-through the interscctions of the coral
growth, X

“You will be carefuf, won't you, Dont”
was . Beat's last, anxious warning as Don
waded down into the warm pea.

The tutor, standing on the edge of the
beach, watecled the osphorescent waves as
they eddied away rom the powerful head
and shoulders of the swimmer. Them Dom
vanished a$ last, and Scat, with a heéavy
heart, seated himself to awaif his companion’s
return. : e

) Taga’s Blaff, ;

&% RE you sure—quite sure—that it is
the Wittywake?” %

« Tommy, gripping the side.of the

Ccragy

question to Val,

Taga, standing wupright’ in
|

The native turned, and gave
Tommy a ped.

."Perhnpa they baven't seen us

Ight, and |
&

' row, thanks to their

James, he's deing it,”
1 s

native canoe, jerked ount his
e direction |

“Yes, that fella ship am de Wittywake
all right.” "

The sudden rppearance of that enemy bark
had ‘brought panic for a moment, und the
three youngsters stared at the vessel as it
came sailing towards the island,

There. was only a gentle “breeze blowing,
and every snil was set, o that the spars
of the Wittywake were covered with canvas.
It was lying over as it came in on the tack,
and the sun shome fall on if, making it a
beautiful picture; hut to the watehers from
the catamaran it was a shadow of impending
" We must get back, Taga!” V:Jt 'Pmthed.
yetl» .
Taga dropped into the centre of the canoe,
and Val followed suit, * g

The catamaran lay very low on the water,
and there was just a chance that Val's hape
wag correct ; but by this time they had worked
the catamaran out some mile and a half from
the ghore. Tt was Tommy who made the hext
clever suggestion, i

“Don’t see how we're going to get in. with-
out them seeing us, old ap,” he said to Val.
+They will be able to cover abont three. miles
to our one. Even it they -haven't seen us
now, they will when they come closer in.>

He teaned forward, nodding to his cham.

“Why not let Taga stay in the canoeé and
You and I do a dive for it now?” he sug-
gested. . " After all, it won’t seem £0 strange
I Taga is found alone in the eatamaran, T
don’t think it is Taga they are after, but
Don and you and the rest of us. What about
lem;ing Taga to make blaff of i5, if-he
can?” .

In its way, it was & shrewd suggestion, but
Val was reluetant to put it to ‘Taga.  The
native, however, seemed to gather the gist
of Tommy’s remark, for he turned, his brown
face widenirg into & grin,

“Dat good idea,” he said. “Him fella
captain no bother about Taga. Taga no
count anyhow. You fellas geb away, swim
for shore, and leave Taga to fix things.”

The schooner was drawing nearer
nearer, and it was obvious that neither
no‘i"ll‘i)mpg& ha};'i any time to waste,

g . rigl 1,
feel that o

| danger.

and
Val

4
y_éz: can’ bandle the affair, we'll
let you do’it; but don’t take any risks, old

; and remember that we'll wait for

And 0 it came about that a few moments
later Tomm; and Vai slipped over the end of
the canoe into the sea, and began to swim
ashore. : .

By this time the catamaran had worked
inshore tu within half a mile of the black
cliffs, and as both Val and Tommy were
expe swimmers * b;

morning dip at the
camp, they covered
the distance without
much trouble, wading
out on to a shelving
ledge, and hurrying on
under the eliffs.

They found a deep
opening, in which they
siepped, then halted
and turned towards
the sea. They saw
the catamaran moving
swiftly oud; with Taga
swinging the paddle
for all he -was worth.
Already the light, craft
had cevered some con-

siderahle distanee,
being  almost two
miles out from the
cliff,

“He's' a  plueky
beggar, that,” Tommy
esid to VaL  “You -

see what he’s trymg
to do—he wants to
draw those fellows as
tar as. he can away
from here, and, by

b k, - there's -
the Wittywake?

The schooner was in

full view now, and

retired Val. “If you'

‘““Popular.” See Page 8. 17

yards of .where the catamaran floated, and
bresently they saw the vessel swing' round
into the wind and -lie to, with fapping
. They could hear the reports of the
sails as they rattled against the spars, and
tht&y saw Taga Faddle the catamaran round
under the hull of the schooner and vanish.

Then began a long and grim wWait. Neither
of the youngsters spoke ns they sat in their
hiding-place staring at the schooner.

The dusk was settling, and at last, mmable
1o stand it any longer, Val &arose to his feet.

“I ean't stick it, old chap,” he said to
Tommy. “I'm worried to death over old
Taga. - If that brute, Targe;
thing to him, I'll never forgive myself®

He made as though to step out from his
hidmg-place,_ but Tommy caught his arm. .

“Better be careful,” the stout Youngster
remarked. “If we were to show ourselves
now, we might only spoil Taga's bluff. We
can't do anything for the moment.”

He was wabching the schooner, and his
hand tightened on Val's arm. %

The faint creak of block
to them across the stil] sea, then the Witty-
wake sheeréd off, and they saw the sails
hegin to flll again as the schooner started
to move out from the cliffs.

" There s the eatamaran,” eaid Val. “They
have eut it adrift.” : kS

The 'squat shape of the pative cance came
into view, dancing in the wake of the vessel;
then, in a few minutes, a gap appeared be- -
tween it and the Wittywake, -

“It is empty,” said Tommy, staring at the
cauoe, - . d 3

Val drew a deep breath.

“Yes, it is empty,” he muttered,
are taking Taga awu with them.
Tommy, I'm afrail we allowed
beggar to sacrifice himself, We know what
a beast Targe is; it would have been better
for us to have stuck together.”

The breeze was from landward, and under

its urge the schooner made good "progress. .
Within half an hour it had covered some
three or four miles, and Val and Tommy
walked down to the sea and stood there
_watching it. ;
- The -tide was ‘cominig in, It was Tommy
who noticed that faet first, for the catamaran
was drifting nearer and nearer to the shore,
and presently the stout youngster turned
and nodded to Val. .

“What  about collaring the eatamaran
agnin?” he suggested. “We could reach it
now.” :

bag done any-

“and they
By James,
that poor

The Wittywake was a mere black smudge
on the skyline, and the gathering dusk bad
almost hidden it from view.,

“We could make the camp by the time the

had shifted” on to
another tack, so that
it was heading - down .
directly -along the
cliffs.

»eashad

1t Tad

Tommy watched the schooner, and his hand tightened on |
Val’'s arm. The faint oreak of
them aoross the stiil sea. 1

echéoner started to move out from the oliffs. _

‘The -sails began to fill as the |

within a few hundred
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moon comes up,” Tommy urged. “I want
to get back and let Pon know what's hap-
pened. - He's got the best head of any of us,
and will be able to advise us.” -

So it came about that, tem minutes later,
Val and Tommy tackled another long swim
#hat saw them reach the crazy native eraft.

Val was the first to climb on board, and as
ke drew himself info the canoe, his hands
vame in -contact with something that lay in
the_bottom.

“Here, Fommy, quick—quick!"

- Tommy’s stout shape came rolling over the
¥ide of the canoe, and he crawled to where
Val was kneeling.

Lying in the bottom, tied hand and foot,
was the unconscious figure of Taga, roped up
fn a cruel way. For a moment the two
{oungsters thought that he was dead; then
“al, putting his hand on the native's heart,
felt its slight beat. -

“Quick—help me to rclease him!” Val
breathed. -

With fingers and teeth, they set to work
undoing the knots, while the catamaran
drifted peacefully en the sea. Presently the
bonds were removed, and Val and Tommy
commenced to tub Taga’s numbed limbs.

Tommy scooped up & couple of handfuls
of sea-water and dashed them into Taga's
face, and a thin, gasping breath came from
the young native’s lips. He stirred, then
raised his head and peered througﬁ the
darkness for a moment.

. “All right, Taga; you're guite safe now,
old chap,” Val said, a heartfelt relief sound-
ing in his volee. 7

Taga drew himself into a sitting position,
holding on to one side of the canoe for a
moment; then another deep breath came
from him.

“1 thought 1 was a gonna that time,” Taga
said.  “That bad fella, Ralph, gave me a
thump on head, and I no remember much
more.” :

Tommy had moved away to another portion
of the canoe, and something rattled as he
touched it with his foot. Reaching down,
Tommy felt the object, and raised it in his
hand. It was a lantern of the small ship
variety.

“Where did you get thls, Taga?” he called.

Taga looked in his direction, and Val saw
a smile cross the drawn, bruised face. °

“It was that stuff got me into trouble,” he
answered, “I jest happened to see a cousin
fella on board the Wittywake, and 1 asked
him to give me some tackle. You find some
matches and other things along there, if you
look. My cousip fella.dropped dem into the
eatamiaran when he thought no one else was
looking, but that skunk, Ralph, find 'em, and
he told Targe.”

Then, while Tommy searched in the bhows
of the canoe and discovered a knife, a packet
of matches, and a smail bag of-coffee, Taga
told the story in his broken English.

He had heen ordered to come ont board the
Wittywake by Targe, and had been put
through g searching cross-examination, He
had told Targe that the bout had been upset
in a storm, and that he was the sole sur-
vivor, hnvin% swum - for hours until he
reached the istand. It was the sort of yarn
that was quite likely to be true, and Targe
had seemed to accept it without comment.

Ralph had been on board along with Targe,
and it was in the latter’s eabin that the
“cross-examination had taken place; then Taga
had been ordered for'ard while Targe and

his confederate discussed the affair. Taga had
picked out his cousin among the crew, and
had managed to whisper a few words to the
native, with the resuit that the arficles had
been lowered into the catamaran by Taga's
cousin;
- Finally Targe bhad reappeared, and ‘had
ordered Taga back into the catamaran.
“He thought I no do any lharm on this
island,” Taga said, “It a long way from any
other island, and he reckon I never be found.
1 pretended to be afraid, and asked him fo
keep me on board the Wittywake; but he
kicked me, and ordered me to get out. - But
when I go to get in canoe, that bad fella,

Ralph, see the stuff that my cousia put |

there, and he tell other fellas to tie me up.
fight dem, and get a clump on the head,
and I no remember any more,”

Val drew & deep breath.

“The brute!” he said. He meant you to
drift in that catamaran until you were dead,
Taga. He's a murderer, and, by James, he'll
have to answer for what he did some day!"

Taga leaned across to Val.
- “He cunning bheggar, that fella, Ralph!" he
aaid. “I don't think him believe me, and
mebbe the Wittywake only go as blind,
Fella captain he believe me, but Ralph, no!
He told me that I was lying, and that he
rucsscd 1 knew where you fellas were. The
last thing he said beforeé he ordered the crew
to go for me was: " When your friends do
find you you wili no' speak to 'em—you will
be dead.’”

The callous nction retold in such simple
language by Taga horrified his two listeners,
and Tommy, from the other end of the cance,
gave an angry snort.

All this time the catamaan bad been
%uletl}' sailing inshore; but now Val and

'ommy took up their paddles again, and
presently Taga followed snit, and the long
homeward journey began. ®

When the moon arose they were within a
mile or so from the coral reef, but they
found that they had headed seaward and
bad to turn inward now.

They paddled for abous tweénty minutes,
then Val, who was in the front of the canoe,
suddenly halted and raised his hand.

- “There's tomething over there,” he said,
“It tooks like a boat. Wait a moment!”

As they listened they heard quite clearly
the creak of cars In rowlocks. It was coming
from the direction of the reef, and a moment
later Taga's quick eves solved the problem.

“Qver there, Val!” he whispered. *Boat—
I see him!"

A second later a light appeared, by which
they caught sight of a couple of shadowy
shapes climbing on to the reef.

“It is a boat from the Wittywake,” Val
breathed. “They have played a trick on us;
they must have turned in their tracks and
come back. She's lying out there somewhere
just out of sight, and they have come ashore
in the boat He must follow.”

A long three or four minutes’ work at
the paddles saw the -catamaran glide under
a thick outcrop of coral, and it was drawn
on to ‘the rough broken surface; then Taga
and Val and Tommy climbed on to the reef.
Ahead of them some two or three hundred
y.ardu away. showed the glimmer of light—a
light that moved up and down as its bearer
moved alony the rough, jagged top of the
great corsl barrier
(Look out for next week's grand long instal-

ment of this magnrificent serial.)

Another Grand School Story by the Famous Mr. Martin Clifford Next Week !

My Dear Chums,—

-Among the big treats in store must
be mentioned a new series of yarns of
St. Jim's dealing with Cutts—the un-
popular Cutts who attacked Cardew on

the latter's first day at the school. Mr.
Martin Clifford has never done better
stories than these dealing with the Fifth
Form, so look out for them. They reveal
a mystery of the Fifth Form, and show
how Kit Wildrake and Tom Merry solve
it. This splendid series starts next week.

One of Mr, Clifford’s strong points is
his power of making a character live. in
that you have everything. - Sometimes
correspondents write and ask me to let
them know what is happening behind the
scenes, what fellows are like at their
own homes, and so forth, But the clever
author, theugh he cannot possibly plunge
into a crowd of outside details, is able
to show by character something of the
whele picture. It is Just like a talented
artist painting a plcture. The painter

knows -very well that if he packs any
amount of small detail into his canvas

he will speil the picture for geod and
all. He wilt make it so that the specta.
tor cannmot pick out the subject. The
real artist shows the main idea and
suggests all the rest with a line or twe.

Now, it is just precisely the same in a
story. Mr, Martin Clifford, student of

humanity, and learned fellow as he i3, -

knowe exactly how much to put in. He

never did a better portrait than that of

Ralph Reckness Cardew. Do you ré&
member that story, some months back,
when Cardew tried to ease his grand-

father’s anxiety, though the lad was in.
That's . -

the deopest trouble himself?
Cardew——Cardew, mecking, bitter, sar<

castic, but as true as well-tempered steel.’
But they are a good crowd all round :
at St. Jim’s, and show what life is. in

reviewing the St. lim's fellows, you are
inclined to cut up rough with D'Arcy at
times, but Gussy is 2 fine gentleman,
even if he is not the man to take on a
secret expedition. 1 believe there were
more laughs over the spoiled plot In
which the Grammarians were to figure
as  heross—and didn't—than were
accorded any of the recent yarns, top-
ping though they have been.

Next week’s grand long story of Tom
Merry & Co. will prove one of Mr,
Martin Clifford’s finest yarns, Se make
a point of ordering next week's ** Gem "
early! ;

YOUR EDITOR.
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is the best fighting-man in the Shell? Ask | idea was nipped in the bud by Mr. Railion,
Thurzman Takes a Hand! someoueJei‘se'zg]i| In the New House Fourth|and Racke Barrowly escaped the request to
(Continued from page 14.) Figgine can claim to have no superior. Dick quit!  Mr. Railton made a visit to ahini
” ~~THRedfern_ Tuns him pretty close, though. | young blade's study the other day, and &
Wow.w.-whoa-aat. B porae-bbab o George Aifred Grundy might prove to be general eviction scene followed. An eighty-
oo Aot terrific explosion sounded, Har-| hetter than Blake after a long encounter, | pound roll-top desk was semt, back fo the
Tington locked apwards at the ceiling, in | byt do ot forget that Grumdy is slightly | makers, ang typewriters and ‘typist, whom
terror of it falling. above the weight of the Fourth. Actually | Racke had bad the nerve to engage, were
“Bounded like Wayland Gasworks!" I sug: | he is old and big enough to epter the Fifth. dismissed and cleared out. -Everybody is
Bested, . Who do I like the best out of Joyce Dighby, wobndering what Racke's next reat enters
There was an_epening of study doors along | Phyllis Macdonald, and Constance Owen? prise will be. Skinner and Peele are hoth
tlie corridor; evervbody was quite -alarmed. Well, T like them all, as far as that goes, | young cads. You say you are going to write
I was a bit alarmed myself, T don’t know | but not in the same way that George Figgins [to me one day, congratulating: me on the
why. But I know I inwardly wished 1 wus | does eousin Ethel or yunng Cardew. Levison's | suceess of the “ Bt. Jim's News "7 Kildare
back in the Fourth Form. I began fo shiver, | sister, It is very nice of you to speak so | and Monteith will appear in our portrait-'
and & faint jdea fixed itself in my mind | highly of Cardew and Levison.- There g -gallery before long, my chum. Mr. Ratclifft
that this was going to be the last study | plenty more of them to come, you can he sure.§ never showed an amiable spirit towards the
shonld visit, R. '@ G (Romsey, Hampshire}.—James | Housemaster on our side. Bothk Mr, Kidd
Two. seconds later that faint idea became | Manteith is all right nowadays, He is quiet | and Mr. Railton iwere sportsmen, and Mr.
a grim fact, for the study door had opened, | and reserved, and rarely to the fore, but is Rateliff heartily dislikes m]g?hﬁdf that way
and James Garston Monteith entered! strnight-goinF enough. ~ Both Pander and | inclined, Nobody missed Maleo m, because
1 gazed at him horror—his appearance | Fingo have ong since left St. Jim's, Whom | he did not”stay on at St. Jim's,
held me thunderstruck! He was not limp- [ do I thiok is the biggest cad and bully at ALWYN W. DUNN (Northumberland).—
ing—the cork had not hit his boots, The | St. Jim's? The biggest bully is undoubtedly | Mr. Railton came to St. Jim's a3 a House-
cinders must have shifted and the bottle | Knox. But one would have to 2o a long | master after Clavering School - was  shut
moved, for the cork bad flown out and | Way to find a more bardened young cad, for | down, Harry Manners is quite above the
caught Monteith fail in the eye. his age, than Aubrey Racke, Bpeaking of | average with regard to his ability with the
thik we had hetter cail this THE | Racke reminds me of ome or two little scenes [ camera. Mr. Ratelilf takes the ¥ifth Form
END. Redfern says Thurzman will come out }"ihi‘”h ‘E“’g b*“]"" “é‘t“?”“dtmehfﬂ “tistf; atDlﬁsé}]gs'siU\TDER‘i (Alderstiolh—No, T
sanators trday ! m’s. nhrey has firmly got an idea in ATN 3 ershot).—No,
f:re?rfr_r}e sunatorium on Saturday.—Tom his head that he is a born editor. Since the bave never heen really ill—nothing “worth
‘Bt Jim's News™ appeared he has made | calling an illness, at all events, Reg Talbot
two great ventures to drive us out of exist- { and Marie Rivers have been the central

[ ¢ i ence. The first was * Racke's Mail,” and. figures in countless stories gone hy. I.should
; LetterSI Have ReCEIved' it n;ge._ered just after I published an article think you must have miseed a lot of them,

t By Tom Merry. of his in the " News” on how fo _s?end 8 [ No, I cannot remember my parents, and do
: " . — { thousand pounds. Aubrey had several thou- not know whether 1 ever had any prothers
- it * LEVISOX'S ADMIRER.”—French, Owen, | sand copies printed, but, fortunately for us,|or sisters. I know I am am orpfian, and

and Dick Redfern are generally considered | fhiey were all aupﬂreased by the Head. The | ander the charge of Miss Fawcet . - I tried
the best-looking tria in the New House, | second thing Raocke tried was .called . All to swhn the Channel last sammer, but failed.
e Fagg;g bas a rugged, good-lookin% visage, and | the Winners.” It was more or less a racing | Might make unother effort this year. Where
2 Kerr's appearance is likeable. arry Noble, | rag, and, to further his hare-brained scheme, | shall we FD next Christmas? H'm! That js
. Talbot, and Jack Blake are Drobably | he actually tried to get a tape-machine | rather a vng.way ohead, is it not? Perhaps
the best-lookiag in the School House. Who ! instailed in a box-room at the school. . The | we miight go abroad—who knows? | 2
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-THE GEM LIBRARY,

Make sure you read
next week's grand
story by MARTIN
CLIFFORD, entitled
*THE FIFTH FORM
MYSTERY.”

JOE FRAY (The Third Form Cockney.)

Another Splendid Art Portrait Study Next Week,

Every
Wednesday.




