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My Dear Chums,—

Mr. Martin Clifford never blows his
own trumpet, so | have to undertake
this part of the business. In next week's
splendid long story of St. Jim’s, entitled,
‘““ Mr. Racke's Protege,”” the famous
author does better than ever. He
describes the adventures of a youngster
whe has come badly to grief. This lad
meets Mr. Racke, who has had a motor
mithap. and is given a fresh start at St.
Jim’s. How things turn out you will see
In the gripping pages of a particularly
stronyg and dramatic tale.

Special notice should be taken of the
Tuck Hamper Competition. A magnifi-
cent Tuck-Hamper will be awarded the
best paragraph sent in each week for the
“ Readers’ Own Corner.”” All other
contributions printed in the Corner will
win half-a-crown.

But please remember this point—all
competitors for a Tuck Hamper must cut
out the coupon found in each issue of the
GEM, the spetial Tuck Hamper
l‘.‘oupon and attach it to their attempt.
Entries which do not have a coupon
affixed cannot be considered.

I want you all to join the Rally-Round
Club. You will see full particulars in
the next column, and | know the new
idea will be received with enthusiasm.
You ought to see the number of letters
I receive telling me that we ought to
have a club. Well, at long last we have
established one, and not a minute too

soon.

The Rally-Round Club will serve to
band readers together, and it will be a
wonderful help to them in their hobbies
and sports. A club develops as it goes on
and feels its footing, that we all know.
Toe my mind there are many brilliant
possibilities—in fact, we will call them
probabilities—ahead for the Rally-Round
Club. It will be most useful to all sup-
porters of the GEM, and to the old
paper itself, and not alone here at home,
but in the vast Dominions, all over the
world, in shert.

But as yet we are only at the begin-
ning. Let’'s make this a record start. As
has often been said, it is only the first
step that costs. A good announcement
is pretty well everything. That's why |
ask my chums to respond to the call of

the new Club, and—well, just rally
round.
An excellent letter reaches me cramm ed

full of sound suggestions for the further
improvement of the Many of
my correspondent’s ideas are already in
process of adoption—that concerning
larger pictures, for instance, and the
request to have more in the stories about
what happened in the past. The * St.
Jim’s News " is looking pretty well after
the history of the old days at the school.
Of course, ‘it stands to reason the author
cannot check the action of an exciting
yarn to refer to the past victories of St.
Jim's on the football or cricket field.

Mind you look out for the new series
of splendidly written health articles by
the ‘“ Sporting Doctor ™" of St. Jim’s,
the first of which will appear in next
week’s GEM. They will be found to
contain just the sort of advice a fellow
wants when he is feeling off colour, run
down, or over-worked,

A story which shall be really sensa-
tional is asked for about Tom Merry.
There, too, | shall be able to oblige my
enthusiastic supporter.

Now, my sound advice is that, in
future, all readers should make a point
of ordering their GEM well in
advance as there is such a growing
demand for this splendid school story
paper. YOUR EDITOR.
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‘“ MY READERS’ OWN CORNER.”

A Splendid Tuck Hamper filled
with delicious Tuck is awarded
to the sender of what the
Editor considers ithe most
interesting paragraph. Half-
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a-crown is awarded for each
other contribution accepted.
(f your name is not here this
week it may be next,)
L]

This Wins OQur Tuck Hamper.
WONDERFUL TREES.

The breadfruit-tree is a won-
derful affair. You have but 1o
put slices of its fruit on a grid-
iron and you can soon have hot
bread just as if it had come fresh
from the baker. If we could
only grow these trees in England
bread” might be cheaper. Then
there is the pitcher-tree, each of
its leaves being in the shnpa of
a small jug with a lid, while,
however hot the weather, each
jug contains cold water ready for
the traveller.—A Tuck Hamper
filled with delicious Tuck has
been awarded to A. E. Bramwell,
7, Payton Road, Handsworth,
Birmingham,

SNAKES.

The anaconda is the boa-constrictor.
There is one in the British Museum
measuring twenty-nine feet, but in the
wilds the anaconda is said to measure
forty feet. It lives chiefly in water, and
is not active on land, but it can climb
trees with speed and sureness, The
Indian cobra can squeeze poison through
holes in its two upper teeth and osids
almost instant death. The African cobra
has only two teeth in its upper jaw, but
each of these makes a wound, and then
injects the deadliest poison.—Half-a-
crown awarded to W. E. Lawrence, 27,
Binstall Road, South Tottenham
London, N.15.

QUAINT.
A cheerful old bear at the Zoo
Could always find something to do
When it bored him, you know,
To walk to and fro,

He reversed it, and walked fro and to.
—Half-a-crown awarded to M. F. Loe-
liger, 23, Duppas Hill Terrace, Croydon,
Surrey.

THE COMMA.

The school inspector began to question
the pupils on punctuation, when the local
mayor, a pompous individual, who was
visiting the establishment, interrupted
him. *It is foclish,” he said, ‘“‘to bother
about commas and such a like.” This
made the inspector angry. He turned
to the class and told a boy to write on
the blackboard, * The Mayor of thees-
ington says the inspector is a fool.’ That
was done.  ““Now,” said the inspector,

“put a comma after Lheecllaglnn and
another after inspector.” 'The mayor
blushed, and said no more.—Half-a-
crown awarded to J. Sutcliffe, 57, Laurel
Grove, Penge, S.E. 20,
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A Grand Long Story of the Chums of St. Jim's, telling how the ’‘cuteness of Wildrake proves

the Innocence of Darrell.

CHAPTER 1,
Gussy First,

o OU here—"
“Bai Jove! And you?”
Two juniors met at the door of the Head's study
at 8t. Jim's.

Oune of them was Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell; the
other was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the glass of fashion and
the mould of form in the Fourth.

They stopped, and looked at one another,

“Goin' to see the Ilead, deah boy 7" asked D’ Arcy,

“Yes. And you?” asked Tom.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Not about Darrell of the Sixth?"

“Yang 1"

“Oh!"” said Tom Merry.
about the matter, Gussy.”

“I wathah think, deah boy, that I can let in some light
on the affaih,” said Arthur Augustus. “I am goin' to speak
to the Head vewy sewiously.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Perhaps you'd better cut off, Gussy!" he suggested. “I
want to catch the Head before he goes to luncﬁ o

“Yaas; but I want to catch him, too,” said Arthur
Augustus. "It is wathah important, you see—as old Dawwell
is gaﬁm' to-day, I undahstand.”

d Ry

“But youn don’t know anything

“Pewwaps you had bettah wun away, Tom Mewwy!"”
Arthur Augustus suggested, in his turn, ‘“Leave the Head
to me!”

“Fathead !"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“The Head may be waxy, you know!” said Tom.

“] wegard that as quite pwob!"” assented D'Arcy calmly.
“But I shall insist upon his givin’ me a heawin'. Wun away,
deah boy, and don't intewwupt my important interview with
Dr. Holmes."”

“We'd better go in together, then,” said Tom; and he
tapped at the door of the Head's study.

“Come in!"

The two juniors entered the siudy together. They found
Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, in the
study with the Head. Both the masters were looking very

rave and concerned. The recent happenings at St. Jim's
ad been more than enough to disturb their usual equanimity.
Both of them glanced sharply at the juniors; and neither
seemed at all pleased by the visit. The Head made a gesture
of dismissal without waiting for them to speak.

“If you please, sir—"" began Tom Merry.

“1 have no time now, Merry! I will see you on another
occasion, if you have anything to say to me,” said Dr.
Holmes curtly.

“It's about Darrell, sir!” said Tom.

Dr. Holmes raised his eyebrows,

“Indeed ! If you know anything of the unforfunate affair,
Merry, I will certainly hear you. 1 do nol quite see, how-
ever, how you can know anything about it—or you either,
D'Arey.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir!”

“Very well; you may tell me what you mow, if you know
anything,"” said the Head patiently.

“I—" began Tom.

“Pway leave it to me, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus
gently but firmly. *We must not waste Dr. Iolmes' time,
you know. A headmastah’s time is valuable."”

9

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Tom Meiry breathed rathed hard. But the juniors could
not bt_:th speak at once; and the Iead was already looking
impatient.  So the captain of the Shell left it to Arthur
Augustus,

'l“hat happy youth ran on serenely.

“I twust you will excuse me for buttin’ in like this, sir!"
he said. ““The fact is, 1 have somethin' wathah important
to say. I undahstand that Dawwell of the Sixth is bein'
cxpelled fwom the school, sir—"

“That is true, D'Arcy.”

"“On the charge of baggin' some banknotes fwom your
studay, sir.””

“Yes, yes!”

:: It's supposed to have happened yestahday aftahnoon, sir.”

It happened yesterday afternoon,” said the Flead shaiply.
““What do you mean, D'Arcy? If you know anything about
the affair, tell me briefly "

“I am }Ewetly suah, sir, that old Dawwell i3 incapable of
doin’ anythin’ of the kind, sir,” said Arthar Augustus. * Dut
I have somethin' in the nature of evidence to offah, sir.”

“You may proceed!” said the Head, while Mr. Railton
looked very curiously at the swell of the Fourth.

“Owin’ to Twimble, sir—I mean, owin' to a sillay tattlin'
ass whose name I had bettah not mention—it was pwelly
well known that Dawwell of the Sixth was hard up, and ke
was awf'ly hard hit by losin’ the Foundah's pwize of fifty
pounds,” said Arthur Augustus. * Somse of the fellows think
this was the weason why he bagged your banknotes, sir. Dut
I can let in some light on the subject, I think. Knowin' old
Dawwell to be hard up, sir, I dwopped into his studay ou
Tuesday, and offahed to lend him a fivah.”

e ‘vhat?li

“ Really——"" said Mr. Railton.

“Of course, I am awah that it is wathah unusual for a
chap in the Fourth to offah a loan to a pwefect in the Sixth
Form,” said Arthur Augustus modestly. “DBut I wathah
like old Dawwell; and T wegarded it as a twansaction betwee:
one gentleman and anothah, you know. TFor some weason
I am unacquainted with, old Dawwell did not see it in the
same light, and he went for me with a canc—which w:us
wathah a wude way of wefusin' my offah.”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head, blinking at Gussy over
his glasses; while Mr. Railton's grave face broke inlo an
ini‘o?untary smile.

“T was not goin' to mention the mattah to anybody, sir,
of course,” continued the swell of St. Jim's, "It was a
pwivate mattah between old Dawwell and me. But in the
pwesent cires, I think I ought to mention it. Dawwell is
accused of baggin' banknotes on Wednesday.  DBub on
Tuesday he wefuscd the loan of a fivah. Now, sir, it's all
vewy well for a pwefect to stand on his dignity when a juniah
offahs him a loan. But surely, sir, he would wathah have
accepted a loan than have taken money that belonged to some-
body else. So I have worked it out in my bwain, sir, that
Dawwell could not possibly have taken your banknoles, sir,
because if he had been so hard dwiven as to becomo a thicf,
he would certainly have accepted my fivah. A thief, sir, does
not stand on his dignity about geitin® hold of money.”

Iaving made that rather lengthy statement, Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy looked at the Head inquiringly.

“Ts that all, D’Arey ?" asked Dr. Iolmes.

“Yaas, sir.”

“You offered Darrell a loan of five pounds—an ncl of
impertinence on the part of a Fourth Form boy—'

Tue Gry Lisriry.—No, 739
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¥ Bai Jove!™

“But it was a sum of ity pounds that was taken from
my desk,” said the Head, * What vou tell me, therefore, has
no bearing on the matter, You did rightly in coming to tell
me, [YArcy, m the vircumstances. Now you have done so,
You may go.”

“Yaas, sir! But I hope I have convinced you, sir—

“Darrell’s guilt is a matter of evidence, D'Arey, and the
evidence is complete, by Darreil’s own act. You may go.”

* But, sir——

“Leave my study, I’ Arey 1™ exclaimed the Head.

*Oh deah

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy faded out of the study. Evidently
the Head was not in a for argument with a Fourth
Form junior. Arthur Augustus retired to Study No. 6.in
the Fourth, where he confided to Bluke and Herries and
Dighy that the lead was uncommonly “cwusty ™ that
morming  And the Head turned his attention to Tom Merry.

£

CHAPTER 2.
S~mething Like a Shock,

OM MERRY coughed. He had come there to
in favour of the condemmed oct, w expul-ion
had sent a shock through the sehool that day. But
he realised a litile more clearly than Arthur Augustus

the temenity of his action. He had determined upon it, after

_consultation with his chums, Manners and Lowther.

But it was not an easy task.

“Well, Merry®™ said the Head sharply.

“1 think I ought to tell you what I know, sir,” said Tom
Merry diffidently. 1 know you'd be glad to hear anything
in Darrell’s favour.”

“Certainly—if there is anything to be heard.”

“It's come out. somechow, sir, so I understand, that Darrell
had Lifty pounds—a lot of money,” said Tom. “ And it was
fifty nds that was taken from your desk. [ believe, sir,
that rrell could have explained to you where the money
came from, if he had liked,”

. “Indeed! Darrell has not confided the malter to a bhoy
in_the Shell, I presume?”’

Tom crimsoned.

" N-no, sir! It was quite by chance that 1 knew anything
about it, and I'm wot certain now. But—but I believe I
know. «ir, where the fifty pounds came from.”

“That is very extraordinary,” said the Head.
proceed.”

“1 shouldn’t have dreamed of mentioning it,” said Tom.
“It was a thing to get Darrell into a row. Aanners and
Lowther and Wildrake agreed with me to say nothing of
what we—we thought. But it's better for you to know it
than for vou to believe Darrell a thief. That's what we're
decuded, sir, 0o I've come to tell sou™

~We ere in Wayland 15 he

“We were in Wayland stenday. sir, guing to { nctures,
and we dropped on :ml in River Street, lndlhe gnt
awfully waxy and cleared us off. We couldn’t make it out
at first. and asked Wildrake what he thourht about Darrell
culting np so rudy ever nothing: and Willrake figured it
ot Darredl was just outside Ghack's office when we met
him. amnd we came to the conclusion that he was going to
the moneviender. and that he Fancied we knew it. and <o
be gor wild. T-1 know, sir, it’s jolly serious for a St. Jim's
prefect to do such a thing, and you'd be angry about it,
but as he's supposed tn have stolen the money, I—we—we
thought vou'il better know. sir, that mest likely he got it
from a moneslender.”

Dr. Holmes pursed his lips, and exchanged a glance with
Mr. Railton.

There was a short silence.

*This is not news to me, Merry,”

Tom gave a start.

“Oh, sir! T thought—""

“Darrell confessed. ar stated, that he had been te Gluck.,
the moneviender in Wayland, and obtained a loan of fifty

unds, * sail the Head. 1 dud oot give much credence to

is statement.”

“But surely the man coulid tell sou himself, sir—"

“The man hat a very evil reputation, Merry, and his
slatements could not be relied wpen [ should pot be in
the least surprised if he were a party to Darrell’s nct of
dishonesty.”

*0Oh " ejarulated Tom

“It was quite right. and very thaaghtful of you, my boy.
to come to me.” sl the Head. “ But vour sta’ement daes
not affect the matter any more than DVAry's | desre that
evervone in the school should know that Darrell’s con-
demination s just. He was given every opportumity to clear
himself He admits having posted a regisiered letter con.
famning fifty pounds in banknotes this moming, Merry: and
by the comparison of the numbers. it could be ascertained
whether these notes were the same that had been taken from

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 739.

“You may

-

sail the Head at last.

my desk, Ie refused to siate the name and addrese fo
which they were sent—aml he destroyed the registered re
ceipt before my eves so that the discov could not be
made. He refuses still to state into whose honds the nota
have passed, though that person’s evidence vould clear him
a{aolu!t)qls, if he innocent. That leaves no doubt upoa
the subj i

“Oh!" ig.;n«"']ml Tom.

The junior’s face was full of dismay.

His faith in Darrell of the Sixth was severely shaken by

that information. |
“So you see, Merry,” said the Head kindly, * (here
nothing further to be . If Darvell be innocent the

of it is in his own hands—and he refuses to produce it. Has
can have ouly one reason for thst—he is guilty. There i
nothing more to bo smd.”

Tom was silent.

Certainly he could find nothing more to say.

“That is all. my " sad Dr. Holmes. I thauk you
for coming to me. You did your duty. You may go,
Merry.”

Tom Merry left the study in silence.

His heart was heavy.

He had always liked and admired “ old Darrell.” Neat to
Kiidare, the captain of the school, Ihirell was the most
popular senior at St. Jim's. It was a blow to Tom to find
that his faith in the fellow he had respected wa: undeserved
—that Darrell was. after all guiity of the mean and une
scrug critne of which he = accus

For the Head's words could mean nothing else. Darrell
had the proof of his iunocence in his own hands—if he wa
innocent.

Manners and Lowther were waiting for Tom Meny al
the end of the corridor. They looked at their chum anxicusly
as he came up.

“Well*?" they asked together.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“U'm afraid it’s all up,” he said. “ We—we've been mis
taken in Darrell, I supposze.”

Monty Lowther whistled.

“1 know it looks bad," said Mauners,
the Head—"

“But we've o

“He knew—Darrell had told him,” said Tom. * But—lut
Darrell refuses to say where the notes are now. Ie won't
allow the Head to know who's got hold of them to compare
the numbers.”

“Why on earth not?”

“ Blessed if T know, unless—"

“It’s a jolly queer thing for a chap to be zending fi
pounds to anybody.” said Lowther. “Jally nueer! But
the person's straight and above-board, he'd come forwand at
once and show the notes, to prove that they weren't ithe

ones."”

“Of course e would ! said Manners. “ He'd only have to
learn that Darrell was accused to rush here by the fird
train and show the notes ™

“It beats me.” said Tom. “If Darrell’s innocent, he can
prove it. It's in his own hands. He refuses.”

Terrible Three locked at one another. They had
sinion, in their belief
en now.

held out. =o far. against the general
in Darrell. But their faith was sorely

“Well, we've done all we could!” said Manners
all, it’s not our affair. It's up to Darrell himself ™

“And when you come to think of it, it does look black”
said Lowther. *It was fifty pounds that Darrell missed m
losilLu: the "l"onndur's Latin prize, after swotting at Horace for
weeks——

“ Just that.” said Mauners * iIe helped himsolf, T sop.
pose. But—but it's bard to believe that a fellow like Darrell
would steal. Tt ts me'”

“Lost his head, perhaps—" ) i

“There were other fellows keen after the Latin prize”
said Tom. “Cults of the Fifth, for example. He was mare
disappointed than Darrell, aud he tvied to bag the prize by
foul play, too. It wouldn’t be so hard to believe such a
thing of Cutts. DBut—-"

“What's that?" y

A sharp. unpleasant voice hioke in

“Talk of angels!” murmured Monty Lowther.

Gerald Cutts of the Fifth had come suddenly round the
comer, and be stopped, and stood looking at the chums of
the Shell with glinting eyes. Tom Merry colouied deeply.
He did not like Cutts. and he had no respect at all for the
sportsman of the Fifth; but certainly his remark, which
Cutts had evidently overheard. was rather an nnplcasant one
for Cutts to-hear. But the Shell fellow did vot flinch from
Cutts” angry stare.

“Bo you were slandering me behind my back. vou young
scoundrel ' esclaimed Cutts savagely.

Tow looked at him fearlessly. _ -

“I'll repeat my words to your face, if yon like,” lLe an-
swered. “You know you tried to bag the Horace prim
by foul play. Wildrake of the Fourth caught vou after the
exam paper in Mr. Railton’s study, and we—

“ After
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‘ Collar them !’ growled Cutts impatiently.
The juniors had no thought of yielding.
bat landed on Prye, and Prye yelled.

The Fifth-Formers made a rush at the ocoupants of Study No. 10.

Tom Merry's poker came down with a ocrash on Cutts cane. Manners"
Ink flew at Qilmore, and he caught It with his nose and mouth and eyes,
and staggered back, spluttering wildly.

(See page 9.)

Cutts clenched his hands and advanced on Tom Derry.
The Terrible Three promptly lined up to receive him.

The Fifth-Former paused.

Three sturdy Shell fellows were rather more than a match
oven for the muscular senior; and, moreover, Gerald Cutts
was rather anxious that there should be no talk on that little
opisode of the examination paper. i

“You'd better be careful what you say, Merry!" he said,
between his teeth. And with that, Cutts walked on, abandon-
ing his hostile intentions, or perhaps reserving them for a
more auspicious occasion.

CHAPTER 8.

Under Sentence.
G EORGE DARRELL, of the Sixth Form at St. Jim’s,

was in his study. With a pale, quiet face, the

expelled senior was sorting out his books, and pack-

ing them on the table, ready to be transferred to his
box. His sentance was known to all the school—in all the
hundreds at St. Jim's, Darrell knew that there were few, if
any, who doubted his guilt. The blow that had fallen upon
him was a crushing one; and there was something like
despair in Darrell's heart; but he was calm.  Even this
crushing disaster he had the courage to meet, flinching,
perhaps, but not sinking under it.

Ou the corner of the study table Kildare of the Sixth was
sitting.  His face was the picture of misery.

Darrell was his chum—they had gone up in the school
together, from the Third Form to the Sixth. It was hard
for Kildare to realise what had happened—that this was
Darvell’s last day at St Jim's, that he was leaving the old
schoo! in the shadow of shame and deep disgrace. Kildare
looked as if he felt the blow more than Darrell himself.

He had sat there a long lime in silence, watching his
chum sorting out books and papers. A rather bitler smile
crossed Darrell's handsome face as he turned out his well-
marked Horace—reminiscent of his “‘swolting "' for the
Founder's prize.

Kildare broke his miserable silence at last,

“You're a fool, Darvell !”

“You've lold me so a dozen times at least, old chap,”™
said Darrell. “You must be a bit of a fool, too, Kildare, to
believe me when all the school has turned me down.”

“Believe in you, you silly ass!" growled Kildare. “I'd
as soon pelieve that I was the thief as that you were one.
You can't compluin of the Head; he gave you cvery chance.”

“I know he did. I don't complain.

“You fairly asked for it!” growled Kildare, his anger
beginning to rise—anger with the fellow who would nol save
himself.

LLI k[‘l()“'.”

“Oh, you're a fool—a fool!"™ exclaimed the St. Jim's
caplain, jumping off the table, and striding to and fro in the
study. “There’s time even yet—you've only got Lo stale
the name and address. You've sent fifly pounds in noles
to somebody, and that somebody could clear you al once by
E}}owing the noles—showing thal they're not the Head's

iy

'?I know."

“Well, then,” almost shouted Kildaie, “giw me the
name, and I'll buzz off and send a telegram.”

Darrell shook his head,

“Oh, you're a dashed foolI" groaned Kildare. “Chivalry’s
all very well; but this is maduess! Do you think I don’t
Iknow—can't guess—what the game is? You lel oul that it
was a woman you sent the [ifty to; and vou won't have her
dragged into this—thal's il."”

Datrell did not answer.

“Isn't that it?” demanded Kildare,

Darrell stood still, with a book in either hand, and looked
at biy cham.

“We're parting to-day, Kildave,”" he said.
leave you thinking as wcll of me as I can. I don't want
you to think me a fool—not such a fool, anyhow, What you
want me to do can't be done. It can't—it’s not possible.
She couldn't—"

“T wanl lo
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] Why Not Join ** The Rally-Round Club *’ ?

He broke ofl. )

“Well tell me!” grunted Kildare.

The colour ¢rept imo Darrell s cheeks

“You remeizber her,” he said. “No need to mention
names. She wus an actress, and 1—I admired her more
than anybody else in the world. She was goodness itself;
she married anJd went to America. It was by chance I heard
of her aft2:wards—I got some news through somebody else.
She's a widow now and poor and in ill-health. She was in
a ship that was torpedoed in the war. 1 haven't seen her,
Kildare—not since tha :ime she went away. Don’t think
I'm a moon-struck fool—it's not that. Buot--but I wrote
to her—I asked her to let me help her for the sake of old
friendship. You'd have fone the same.”

“Yes; but " )

“I1 told her I had fifty posnds coming. That was the
Latin prize.” Darrell sniled bitterly. “ It seemed like a
cert; evervbody thought I was going to bag it then. 1
believed so. I never told her what it was—I think she had
some idea it was & legacy, or part of a legacy. I believe
she only agreed to accept it because she would not wound
me by refusiug—though 1 know that she is in cruel want
Well, 1 lost the Latin ﬁ:i“; but though I was faelinf tty
desperate, 1 think 1'd have cut my hand off before I'd have
thought of stealing. But I'd noticed Gluck’s ardvertisements
1n the Wayland paper, and 1 thought of him.”

Kildare grunted.

"1 went over to him yesterday and got the money,” con-
tinued Darrell. * Fifty pounds, in fives and tens. f signed
a paper for it—not much g in law, of cburse; but old
Gluck knows his customers, and he knew 1 should pay. He
was glad enough to get a St. Jim's Sixth-Former into his
hands, 1 fancy. Anyhow, he advanced the money. 1
broug‘lt it home with me, and wrote a letter to send with it.
It was too late for registered _Eost , last evening; 1
went over to Wayland on my bike before brekker this morn-
ing, and posted the letter She's got it before now. And
she knows nothu:ﬁ—lnd won't kpow anything. Think of it
a minute—she’'s ill, she's proud, and—and if she knew the
trouble st had brought on me——"

He choked, and broke off.

“I unde stand. But——"

“It seems simple enough to the Head to ask for the name
and address of the person to whom I've sent the notes,” said
Darrell. “ But—but it isn't simple. I can't let her know.
For one thing, she would return the money at once if she
knew I'd borrowed it fiom a moneylender—and she needs it.
And—and ste's ill, Kildare. How could 1 d her into
this; she's not even fit to make a journey. I co 't do it !
Whatever happens (o me, she's not going to know a
syllable about 1t.”

“1 know—1 understand !"" muttered Kildare.
it was something like that—I guessed it was
whole futur:s at stake—""

“1 went into 1t of my cwn accord,” said Darrell quietly.
“Now I'm landed, I'm not going to throw the trouble on
to & woman's shoulders. Women have enough to bear in a
world like this, anyhow. It's a man’s place to make things
easier for themn—not barder. It was just borrible ill-luc
that the tneft should have happened just now—a rotten
coincidence But—but I'd rather be in my shoes than in
those of the feilow who stole the Head's money. He must
he feeling pretty sick.”

“If we could only find out who it
miserably.

“T1 can't even guess: and now ther've setiled on me they
won't look any further for the real chap,” said Darvell
“ Now—"

“But it’s madness,” uttered Kildare, “Look here.
Darrell, tell the Head all that you've told me ¥

Darrell smiled faintly.

“ He hardly believes my confession about the money-
lender,” he =aid  *"Do you think he would believe this?
Not without the rame and addvess of the person concerned.”

“I—1 suppose not,”

“And | can't give them The fact is, Kildare, you're a
bit of an ass to believe me. Nobody else would, T think.”

“1 know vou,” sanl Killare. * But—but—but you ran’t

“1 thought
But your

was 1" said Kiklare

go, Darrel!! You can’t leave the school like this.  Your
ople—""
Darrell winced
“I've thoagat it all oul ©" he said “1've got to go

throngh it. I'm not without hope, either.”

“Not 1" sxelaimed Kildare.

“Truth often comes out in an unexpected way,” =aid
Darrell quietly. *“Tha proverb says that murder will out;
it may prove to be the same with theft Sewcbody bagged
the Head's banknotes—and the numbers are known, If he
passes them they can be traced. He may hold them over for
a time for safely; but he’s bound to pase them. He didn't
steal them for keepsakes. That s where my chance comes in.
The Head won't listen to me: but he will have to listen to
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my father. And the pater will make him put the matter in
the hands ot the police, and publish the numbers of the stoley
notes through the whole country. That's my hope.”

Kildare looked at him.  Almost any other fellow in {he
school would have said that Darrell’s words were sheat
effrontery; but Eric Kildare knew him better. And then
was hope, if Duarrell was speaking the truth—a faint hope,
but a real one.

“The feilow may be frightened, and keep them back for
weeks or months,” muttered the captain of St. Jim's.

“I think not. He must be pretty desperate for money ig
get hold of it in such a way.”

“That's true.”

“He will feel pretty safe as =oon as T've glone." said
Darrell. “ When it's fixed on me definitety, be will not think
there is nnythmgemoro to be afraid of. The Head's not
giving the numbers to the police—he prefers losing the
money to publishing a disgrace to the school. t's known,
I believe the notes will he in eirculation within twentv-fom
hours after I leave ™

"'li'i‘;s likely,” said Iﬁ'i)duudnw:ttl;“n nod "

“Then my pater will see t proper steps are takes,
whatever Head thinks And if the numbers am
traced——""

“They mayn’t be."”

“It's possi e, at least. Don’t be a Job's comforier, oid
chap. It's all I've to hope for ™

Langton of the Sixth looked into the study.

“You're late in class, Kildare,” he said

“Oh, I forgot! I'm coming!"

Langton of the Sixth locked rather embarrassed as e
caught Darrell’s glance. He eoloured.

“Sorry you're going, Darrell!” he said awkwardly.

“Thanks!™

Langton hurried n\\‘:{; It was cbvious that his opinie
of the matter was not same as Kildare's. :

*1 shall sce you agaim, old chap,” smid Darrell, with an
affectionate glance at his chum. *“I'm not going yet. Cul

And Kildare, with a heavy hearl, made his way (o the
Sixth Form room.
CHAPTER 4.
Wildrake Figures It Out,

“ ILDRAKE!™
W Mr. Lathom spoke severely, in the Fonrlh
Form room. Kit Wildrake, the junior from

British Columbia, started out of a brown stydy,
am] coloured as he met the severe glance of his Form:
master.

“Yes, sir!” he stammered.

“You are not paying attention.” said Mr. Lathom,
frowning. “In this Form-rcom, Wildrake, I expect the
attention of my pupils.”

“Oh, yes, sir! Certainly!”

“1 am uot aware,” continued Mr. Lathom, in a sarcastie
vein, “of what matters of deep import may be occupying
vour mind at the present juncture, Wildrake. Doubtles
some affair of much greater importance than mere lessons™

The Fourth Form smiled dutifully.

Mr. Lathom’s ponderous sarcasm was obviously intended
as humorous; and when a Form-master deigned to be
humeorous, it was up to his Form to smile. Like a horse, &
Form-master had to be given his head. Besides, a humorom
interlude—~even if lacking somewhat in humour—was a wel
come mterruption to the lesson. So the Fourth Form
smiled dutifully, and Baggy Trimble even ventured on s
fat chuckle.

“Yet even lessons,” pursued Mr. Lathom, in the same
vein—"‘even lessons may be worthy of a little attenti
Wildrake. I suggest a division of your time, Wildrake.
suggest devoting the time spent in the Form-room to les:
and the time spent out of the Form-room to the mn!lcrﬂ
far greater importance that doubtless occupy your mind
just row. Does this division of your time, Wildrake, strike
vou as reasonable and just?®

Wildrake's face was erimson.

“1—1 guess so, sir!"” he stammernd.

f sl 1 =aid Mr. Lathom wibanely. * Then we will
preseit hour, Wildrake, to our work, and leam
consideration of other matters till later—such as football, and
cricket. and marhles, Wildrake.™

And the Fourth Form smiled even more broadly then
Mr Lathom, in the innocence of his heart, lumped together
football and ericket and marbles—evidently in the belief
that, as they were all games, they vere much of a muchnessy,
so to speak. Mr. Lathom was being really humorous st
last, though this time it was unconscionsly.

The lesson went on, and Wildrake eudeavoured to give it
Just attention, though his mind was occupied with other
things. But the Canadian junior was not thinking about
football or cricket, or even marbles!

He was glad enough when lessons were over, and ibe
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Y What do you want, Wildrake 7 ' asked Darrell.
go well," answered Wildrake.

myselt, but 1 reckon I've got a clue,” ‘¢ Good heavens I'"

¢ | guess you won’t be leaving the school In the morning, if thinga
“ You never had the Head's banknotes, Dnrrnll, 1 know that.

muttered darrell;
(See page 13).

I guess | didn't bag them
! You're speaking serlously, Wildrake? *'

Fourth Form weré dismissed. Cenerally Wildrake was
rather keen at work; but on this especial afternoon matlers
of really greater import filled his mind—as Mr. Lathom had
suggestod sarcastically, without knowing in the least that he
was stating the actual factl

The Fourth-Formers streamed out into the gquadrangle,
but Kit Wildrake lingered in the corridor, waiting for the
Shell to come out. The Shell were dismissed a few minutes
later, and the Canadian junior joined the Terrible Three.

“I guess I want a pow-wow with you fellows,” he said.

The chums of the Shell looked rather embarrassed. They
knew what the Eow-\mw was to be about.

“Darrell 7" asked Tom Merry.

“Sure !"

“Nothing doing,” said Tom.

Kit Wildrake gave him a keen look.

“Changed your opinion?"” he asked.

“Well, yes, a little.”

“1 guess I haven't,” said Wildrake composedly. *“But if
you fellows are going with the crowd, I reckon I can get on
on my little lonesome. I'm going into this biznai—deep.”

“Hold on,” said Tom, as the Canadian junior was turning
away. * No harm in a pow-wow, anyhow—and, besides, I'd
better tell vou what the Head's told me. Come up to the
study. If there's anything to be said for old Darrell, I
know I'd be jolly glad to hear it.”

“Same here,” said Manners. “Fact is, I can't quitc
balieve it against him yet, though it looks clear enough.”

“You don’t believe 1t, Wildrake?" asked Lowther.

‘" Nope."

“But—"" said Tom.

“I guess I can go no farther than that,” said Wildrake
coolly. “I calculate it's a ten to one chance that Darrell
never did it, and I'm banking on that. I got my eye teeth
ent early on the Boot Leg Ranch, you know.” He grinned.
“I've been thinking it out, and I sort of seem to see light
ahead. If you fellows care to go into it with me—"t

“Come up to the study!" said Tom.

" Bure."

Wildrake accompanied the Terrible Three to Study No. 10
in the Shell. Tom threw shut tho study door.

Then he told the Canadian junior wimt he had learned
from the Head. Kit Wildrake listened with a very serious
face.
“] guess that looks about as bad as it can look!" ho
admitted. “No reason that I can see why Darrell shouldn't
give the name and address.”

“That would clear him if he's innocent,” said Tom.

“It sure would,” agreed Wildrake. “But let’s figure it
out. Darrell’s got fifty pounds from a moneylender to send
to somebody—according to his own version. That somebody
must be a pretty near pal, and hard up. Must be hard up
to want the money.”

“1 suppose so,” said Tom.

“If that galoot was applied to for evidence, that galoot
would know the whole story,” gaid Wildrake. *“That may
be what Darrell jibs at. For reasons of his own he doesn’t
want his hard-up pal dragged in. know it's steep—it
sounds steep when a fellow’s whole future and reputalion
are at stake. But we don't know the circumstances, If we
did, it mightn't sound so steep—what 7"

“That's possible, of course.”

“Figure it out, for instance, that some 1clation of
Darrell’s is in debt, and he’s helping him ont,” said
Wildrake. “Might get the johnuy into a rvow if the facts
became known. 1 don't say that's the explanation, but that
would cover the facts."

“Ye-c-e5."

“ Might be something of the sort, al least. Darrell's fol.
lowing a queer line; but there's half a dozen explanations
that wonld cover it. Leaving Darrell out. I guess there's
goods to go upon,” said Wildrake. “I'm going lo show
you the goods.”

“Trot them out," said Tom, with a smile.
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“If Darrell didn't bag the spondulics,”” said Wildrake—
“take it that he didu’t, for the sake of argument—somebody
clse did.” ) .

“True, O king!™ said Monty Lowther, with a touch of
sarcasm. “Might a chap inquire whether you worked that
out in your head, or whether you got it out of a specially
deep book on the higher mathematics??

“Can it,” said Wildrake calnly. “I'm putting the thin
into words “of one syllable, 1 guess, to suil the intellect o
the Shell.”

“Why, you cheeky ass—""

*If it wasn't Darrell, it was another party,” said Wildrake.
“That party is a St. Jim’s fellow, and he's got the goods,
and he’s just hugging himself now at the chopper coming
down on somebody else’s cabeza. That's the jolly galoot
we want to get an introduction to.”

Tom Merry made a hopeless gesture.

“What 13 there to go upon?” i\e asked.

“I tell you I've got the goods. Darrell was in for the
fifty-pound prize, and lost it. Cutts of the Fifth was in for
it, and lost it, too. Most fellows chinned quite a lot about
Cutts swotting for a prize. Swotting’s not in his line at all—

what ?

“That’s a fact,” assented Tom. “A lot of féllows thought
he had been losing money on horses, and was pretty hard
dr!req' for money, to make him teke on swotting for a

“Well, Darrell was hard hit when be lost it, and so was

Cutts,” nnclI‘WIIdrl.ke "ﬁow, if Cutts ownth ig sum of
money on his merry gambling transactions, dn't
it with a prize he'd lost. Darrell went to a mmylengl'e{-

to raise the wind—Cutts may have raised it in another way.”
** Cutts!” said the Terrible Three, with one breath.
“We've always known Darrell to be straight as a string,”
said Wildrake. “It’s a bit of a facer for everybody to think
Darrell dishouest. But I guess Cutts of the Fifth is about
as straight as a_corkcrew—and no straighter. He was mad
keen after the Latmn_prize—we caught him trying to steal
the exam paper in Railton’s study. If he'd succeeded he
would have cheated the other competitors out of the spon-
dulics, which I reckon isn't much hetter than stealing them,
We know he was pressed for money, or a slacker like Cutts
wouldn't have swotted at all. It was a thunderi grind,
you know, mugging up Horace for a stiff exam in :ﬁo iddy
classics. Well, then, Cutts isn't a particular chap. Ehen
he's in want of money, he's ready and willing to get it by
cheating in an exam. It's about one step farther down to
steal it. Looking at the two of them, which is the likelier,
Darrell or Cutts?”
. “Cutts, of course,” said Tom Merry at once. *But Cutts
isn’t mixed up in it at all. Darrell had fifty pounds at the
::u:leuﬁfty pounds were stolen. No one supposes that Cutts
a

“1 know all the evidence i against Darrell: but I'm
sorting out fresh evidence. It is a coincidence that Darrell
had the fifty at the time the fifty was stolen, but not such
a coineidence as 1t looks, putting it that both Darrell and
the thief were in for the exam. The result was made known
on Tuesday. Darrell and Cutts were both out of it. So it
stood to reason that both of them would be trying to raise
the wind on Wednesday—the day that Darrell went to the
moueylender, and that somebody bagged the Head's bank-
notes. So your coincidence puffs away like a bit of smoke.”

“Yes,_ that's clear enough, th things were bound to
happen about Wednesday, ! suppose.”

“The thief, of course, never dreamed of this bit of luck—
of the suspicion falling on Darrell. He's a rotter—bul not
rotter enough to have planned that; and he couldn’t have
planmed it. It was a sort of windfall for him. But he's
detting it rip, to keep his own carcass safe. He took the
risk of an innocent fellow getting lagged—as every thief
does. And it's happened in this case.”

“But. ” said Tom.

“Cutts is my man,” said Wildrake. *“He tried to get the
fifty by cheating in the exam—that's the start. He must
have been fairly desperate to get down to that. Well, after
losing the prize, he still wanted the money. We know how
Darrell got his, taking the moneylender tale as true. How
did Cutts get his little lot? He wanted it bad—very bad—as
we know! Badder than Darrell, 1 reckon. Iz he still
pining for the moncy he needs, or has he helped himself
from the Head's desk, and Jeft it to old Darrell to stand the
racket 7"

The Terrible Three looked at one another. The cool,
crisp way the Canadian junior had of advancing his theory
had a good deal of effect on them.

“It may be so,” said Tom Merry at last.
an atom of evidence, Wildrake—"

“There's plenty of evidence to be found.”

“What is it?”

“ The banknotes!' said Wildrake ecoolly. “ If the thief
isn't Darrell. but some other St. Jun's chap, Cutts or not,
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“But without

the stolen banknoles are still in the school, snd if they're
in the school they can be found. And I guess that that's
the trail this galoot is going to follow, like a bloodhound,
\\'l;‘et'};cr you chaps take a hand in the game or not. 1 guess
—halio

Wildrake broke off suddenly, as the study door was hurled
open, and the fat face of Baggy Trimble looked in, wildly
excited,

“Look out!"” gasped Trimble.

i3 “‘hat—,’

“Cutts is after you!” chirruped Trimble.
Gilmore and St. Leger and Prye with him.”

Baggy Trimble did not stop for more; there were heavy
footsteps in the passage. Tom Merry & Co. jumped u
as Gerald Cutts appeared in the doorway of the study, wi
three more Fifth-Formers behind him.

“Found you at home, I see!” smiled Cutts.

And he came into the study with his grinning comrades
after him, and shut the door. There was trouble ahead for
Study No. 10 in the Shell.

CHAPTER 5.

The Fifth-Form Rald.
T OM MERRY & CO. faced the invaders of Study No. 10

“Ie's got

—with the table between Cutts of the Fifth had s

walking-cane in his hand, and he had evidently come

for trouble. The Terrible Three eyed him, acros
the table, and Kit Wildrake lined up with them at once.

“Well, what do you want, Cutts?” asked the captain of
the Sbell coolly.

Cutts smiled grimly.

It was pretty clear what he wanted. He had come to Tom
Merry's study for vengeance. Tom Merry & Co. had bafiled
his attempts on the examination paper the week before;
and it had saited Cutts that nothing should be said—at that
time. But he had not forgotten, and he had been bidin
his time, and now he was on the war-path. And h,e.uhng
planned his little raid very cunmingly; for at thakrhaur,
just after lessonis, there were very few juniors in the wedies,
and rescue was not likely to be at hand for the juniors.

“I've come here to give you the licking of your life, my
boy ! said Cutts smoothly.

He glanced round.

“Lock the door, St. Leger. 1 believe most of the fags are
out, but anyhow, we don't want a scrubby gang of young
rascals butting in.” spsai

St. Leger grioned and turned the key.

“"You can let that Fourth Form kid cut,” said Prye,

Cutts shook his head.

“He's goin' to have the same as the others,” he said,

Wildrake laughed.

“I guess the Fourth Form kid doesn’t want to cut,” he
remarked. *“The Fourth Form kid is on in this circus, [
reckon.™

Tom Merry's blue eyes glinted. !

Four juniors, however sturdy and plucky, had little chance
in a scrap with four seniors. But there was not going to
be an easy licking in Study No. 10.

“S8o that’s your game, Cutis?” he remarked. *'And these
chaps have come to belp you—what " .
“You fags are too cheeky!” said 3t. Leger. * A licking

will do yon good, by gad!™ .

“You've been cheeky for a long time,” remarked Gilmore,
“The have to be kept in their places, you know.”

“Has Cntts told you the trouble?” asked Manners, sarcas
tically. *ITas he told you that he's ratty because we stopped
him from cheating in the Horace exam "

Cutts' comrades looked at one another.

“What's that?" said Prye. i =

“I guess Cutts wouldn't mention that," chuckled Wild-
rake,

Cutts set his teeth. :

“Take no umotice of their cheek,” he said. *““All lies, of
course."” )

“There's only one har here!” said Monty Lowther.
“His name happens to be Cutts.”

“H you fags had anythin’ tu say about the exam, you
shonld have said it at the time” said Cutts, with an evil
smile. “It's rather too late in the day to begin now.”

“Oh, we know that!” said Tom Merry scornfully. * And
we never intended to give you away to the beaks, either,
You know that.” )

“You've made an accusation,” said
“Can you prove it?" )

“Not now,” said Tom. “It's left over too late, if we
wanted to. That's why you're here now !™

I say, what's all this about?” asked St. Leger. “I
never heard—"

“Only cheek,” said Cutts. “Tf the checky rats say any-
thin’ of the kind im public, I'll have them up before the
Head fast enough "

Cutts pleasantly,
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“Is that the way you thank us for letting you off, after
catching you rooting in Mr, Railton's study after an exam
peper I asked Wildrake,

Cutts breathed hard.

“Enough said!” he rapped out. “You cheeky young
rotters are going through it. You first, Merry."”

Tom Merry dived at the fender and picked up the poker.
Manners caught up a fives bat, and Lowther an inkpot.

“Come on'!" said Tom. *“We're ready!”
_ " Better take it quietly,” said St. Leger.
it, anyhow, you know."

“Study No. 10 never takes a licking,” said Monty Lowther
cheerfully.

“Collar them !"” growled Cutts impatiently.

And the four Fifth-Formers made a rush round the table.

If they expected the juniors to yield to “force majeure ™
they were diseppointed. There was no thought of yielding
in Study No. 1(?.

Tom Merry’'s poker came down with a crash on Cutts’ cane.
Manners' bat landed on Prye, and Prye yelled. The ink
flew at Gilmore, and Gilmore caught it with his nose and
mouth and eyes, mnd staggered back, spluttering wildly.
8t. Leger grasped Wildrake, and, much fo his astonishment,
wag tr:ppe§ by the Canadian junior, and went with a crash
to the floor,

“Varooh !" roared Cutls, as the poker clumped on his arm.
“Why, I'll—I'll smash you!"”

He dropped the cane, closed with Tom Merry, and bore
him with a crash to the floor,

Manners and Lowther were struggling with Prye and
Gilmore the next moment, punching deafwrata!y.

Wildrake for the moment was unassailed, as 8t. Leger was
sprawling on the floor dazedly.

The Canadian junior whipped to the door and turned the
key, dragging the door wide open. He put his head into
tha magﬁ, and bawled :

e ue! Back up! Rescue!"

Only Trimble was visible in the passage—at a safe distance.
Ba%gy Trimble was not joining in a scrap with seniors, not
it"Baggy knew it |
“Keep that youn
8t. Leger struggle:

“ You're for

villain quiel !"” panted Cuils.

up and grasped Wildrake again. The
junior from the Boot Leg Ranch returned grip for grip, and
they struggled. IHe had no chance of tripping St. Leger
again, but he was a tough handful to hold, and St. Leger
had plenty to do.

And the door was wide open now, and the uproar of the
unequal combat rang along the Shell passage

Tom Merry was %ghting hard, but Cutts of the Fifth
was too much even for the sturdy captain of the Shell. Age
and size and weight told. Tom was jammed on the study
carpet, and Cutts planted a gripping knee in the small of his
back. Then he reached for the cane, grasped it, and began
to lay it on savagely.

An eyoglass gleamed in at the doorway.

“Bai Jove! What's this feahful wow, you fellows—"'

“Rescue !” yelled Manners.

“Pile in, Gussy!" gasped Wildrake,

““Bai Jove! aas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy stopped only one instanl to shove
his celabrated monocle into his waistcoat pocket, and to push
bacik his spotless cuffs. Then he sailed into the scrap in great
style.

Cutts was lashing savagely with the cane, and Tom Merry
struggled and roared under the castigation. Arthur Augustus
selected Cutts as his victim. Tom was certainly the most in
need of help, Arthur Augustus came across the study with a
msh, and his aristocratic fist fanded with a crash on Cutls'
ear.

It was a hefty drive—there was plenty of strength in the
olegant swell of the Fourth, and he put it all into that drive.
Gerald Cutis went spinning sideways, and hc rolled with a
erash on the fender.

Tom Merry was on his feel in a fwinkling.

With a crimson face and blazing eyes he hurled himsell on
Cutts as the senior sprawled in the fender.

Before Cutts could rise the Shell fellow was on hiny, crashing
him down again as he strove to struggle up.

“My turn noav, you rotter !" gasped Tom.

% Yaas, wathah! Wag him, deah boy!" yelled Avthur
Augustus., And Gussy turned to Prye, who was getling much
the better of Manners, Gussy. grasped Prye by the collar,
and dragged him back. and he went to the floor. Another
face looked in at the doorway—that of Roylance, the New
Zealand junior. Ile did not stop to ask questions, Ile conld
soo that it was a raid of the Fifth, and thal was enough. o
rushed into the combat withoul a word.

There were six juniors now, and the odds on the side of
the Fifth were not so great. Numbers told against weight
and size now. The Fifth-Formers were getling as much as
thay gave.

And now Lhere came 2 scurry of feel in Lhe passage, and

See Page 2, 9

Levison, Clive, and Cardew arrived. The news of lhe raid
had reached them.

“Pile in!” shouted Levison of the I'ourth.

“Give "em socks!” roared Clive.

“What a game !"” grinned Cardew. *'The merry Fifth have
come like lambs to the slaughter! Slaughter 'em!"
. That reinforcement decided the matter. With nine sturdy
juntors against them, all full of fight, the four seniors had no
chance. Cutts & Co., sprawling on the floor, were quite over-
whelmed. They were still fighting savagely, however, against
odds, when Grundy of the Shell arrived, with Wilkins and
Gunn, Then the Fifth-Formers almost disappeared under the
crowd of nssailants,

“Bai Jove! Our win!" gasped Arthur Avgustus D'Arcy.

o ?Et on 'em ! panted Lo;l\'thl:'r.

“Lemme gerrup, you cheeky young rollers!™
St. Leger. L

*Squash 'em !

“Hurrah !”

It was a victory for Stwdy No. 10, alter all,

CHAPTER 8.
In Black and White,
TOM MERRY gasped for breath, and rubbed his nose—

bawled

from which a stream of crimson ran. The tide of

battle had turned. On the floor sprawled the invaders,

with two or three juniors sitting on each of them,

pinning them down. Cutts & Co. gasped and spluttered and
glared and wriggled; but thero was no help for them,

“Keep still, old bean,” said Monty Lowther, taking a com-

fortable seat on the back of Gerald Cutts! neck. *Don'l keep

ogm\rr;’igglmg; it makes me uncomfy and doesn’t do you any

“Groooogh !"

“Don’t you like your nose in the ashes, Cults, old fellow?
Woell, you should keep out of our fender.”

“Yurrrggh !

“Bai Jove! What did these wottahs come waidin' for, Tom
Mewwy 7"’

“They came for a licking," said Tom, laughing breathlessly.
“Now they're going to get it."”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“If you touch us—"" spluttered Gilmore.

“I'm touchin’ you now, old bean,” said Cardew, taking
Gilmore by the back hair, and tapping his nose on the carpet.

*Whoooop !

“They came to give us a licking,” said Monty Lowiher,
“but it’s a boot on the other foot now. It's more blessed
to give than to receive—especially a licking. Take that cane,
Wildrake, and begin, while I keep Cutls’ nose in the ashpan.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you ﬁmmg rotters—'' spluttered Cutts. Probably
by that time the sportsman of the Yifth regretted his visit to
Study No. 10 in the Shell.

Wildrake picked up Cutts' cane and started.

Cutts roared and wriggled and struggled.
securely held, and he had to go through with it.

By this time there were a dozen more juniors crowded round
the doorway of Study No. 10, and there were roars of laughler
as Cutts received his licking. It was a terrible downfall for
the dandy of the Fifth., And Wildrake did not spare the rod,
he put plenty of *beef ' into it. If sparing the rod is likely
to spoil the child, Cutts ran no risks of being spoiled.

Whack, whack, whack !

St. Leger and Prye and Gilmore looked on apprehensively.
They felt that their own turn was coming. They had backed
up Gerald Cutts in his raid on the Shell without much thought.
They had food for thought now, as they wriggled on the floor
and watched Cutts being thrashed.

Whack, whack, whack !

“I guess that's the allowance," said Wildrake.
remember this, I opine.”

“Yaas, wathah——"" chuckled Arthur Auvgustus.

“ Gilmore next——""

“Look here—"" spluttered Gilmore.

“Roll him over!"”

“You young villains—yarcooh-—"

Whack, whack, whack!

**Now for St. Leger—-"

“ Hold him down!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“0Oh, gad ! gasped St. Leger. “ You litlle ruffians—yon—
yon—— Oh—oh—ah—oh—ah—whoop !~

“ Now for Prye o

“If you dare " shrieked Prye of the Fifth.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh, my hat ! U'll—I'll—— Oh dear! Oh crumbs! Ow!”

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“Now kick them out ! said Tom Merry. * All you fellows
out there stand readv. Everybody's to put in a kick !”
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But he was

“Cutls will
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“Yes. rather!”

passage.

“Cutts first—on his neck1”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Struggling furiously, Gerald Cutts was whirled to the door
in the grasp of six or seven pairs of hands.

He went spinning into the passage, into the midst of tne
thickening crowd there.

Cutts wend down the passage as if he were on the cindar-
path, with every yelling juntor punching or kicking as he
went, Cutts was glad when he reached the stairs.

One by one his comriles were pitched out of the study,
and they fled along the passage in a shower of kicks.

Loud laughter and yells of derision followed them; but
the hapless Fifth-Formers did not heed—they had had enough
of serapping with juniors for that day. They were thankful
enough to get back to the safety of the Fifth Form quarters,
and it was a very dusty, dishevelled, and breathless quartette
that gathered there. And as soon as Prye and Gilmore and
8i, Leger recovered their breath they expended most of it
in slanging Cutls.

But there was joyful triumph in the Shell passage. The

came a delighted yell from the csowded

to pav. If Cutts couldn’t meet the call, T guess he would
be feeling rather worried about this time—-and 1 reckon he
wouldn't be thinking of raiding junior studies and scrappin
with a worry like that on his mind. I guness he sces himse
clear—what "

“Listen to the giddy oracle ! grinned Lowther. * There's

something in it,"”
. “If he's got the money in hand, we can guess whose money
it is,” satd Wildrake. * He's kept 1t back so far for a good
reason—not knowing whether the Head would eall in the
police. Now Darrell’s sacked for it--it's fixed on him. Dar
rell's people will pay the money, or the Head will lose it—
to keep the disgrace as quiet as possible. I reckan Cutis
would rather keep the money in hand longer. It depends
on how much he's afraid of this fellow J B.—what "

Tom Merry nodded.

“We know that Cutts sneaks down to the Green Man
sometimes after lights out.” he said, “and that fat raci
man there is nimed Joseph Banks. That's the J. B.,
course.”

“ Then, as I figure it out, Cutts has an appointment to-nij
at the Green Man to hand Banky his money,” said Wild
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invaders had been defeated—the Fifth had been lcked.

Tom Merry & Co. were looking rather damaged, but they
rejoiced. In great spirits their rescuers clea off, and the
Terrible Three and Wildrake repaired damages as well as
they could, and proceeded to put the study to rights—the
room looked rather as if a cyclone had struck it. Wildrake
stayed to help. It was Wildrake who, in putiing the fender
into its place, picked up & paper from the Eenrth.

“This belong to you fellows?” he asked,

“1 suppose so,” said Tom. * Looks like a leller.
it over!”

Kit Wildrake tossed the paper over to him, and the cap-
tain of the Shell unfolded it and glanced at it.

Then he jumped.

“My only summer hat!" he ejaculated.

“What is it?" asked Manners,

" Imk !’!

The four juniors looked at the paper together. It was a
letter—a brief one. and certainly & most extracrdinary
leiter they had ever read. Ii ran:

;'Dm;{Sir.—l've waited ovelr"the date, mdé ain’t seen ng
colour your mon o i e tll to-night, an
if you don’t square lg tﬁ-.n. lookg:t [g:':pnﬂs! 33 iﬁa ‘yl,

“Great snakes!” ejaculated Wildrake. “You fellows
heading for the bankruptcy court mn this study?”™

“Fathead !”” said Tom. *The letter doesn’t Lelong to us.
It was dropped here in the scrap, of course.”

* Somebody— " said Manners.

“Might have been anybody,” said Monty Lowther.
a junior, I fancy—one of the Fifth Form gang.
name on it, but—"

" Cutts ! said Wildrake quietly.

Tom Merry whistled.

“Cutts, of course!” he said.
fender—"" )

“And I picked that letter off the hearth,” said Wildrake.
“It belongs to Cutts. It's pretty clear now why he was
swotting for the Horace prize—and pretty clear who had a
big motive for bagging banknotes aut of the Head's desk.”

“It looks——"" said Tom.

“ T guess this backs up what 1 was saying to you galoots,”
said the Canadian junior,

“Tt does. by Jove!"

“There’s no date on the letter.” continued Wildrake.
“I fanecy it's pretty recent, though. Cutts wouldn't be likely
to carry a letter {ilm that ubout in his pocket for days.
Pretty risky such a letter coming to the school at all. Of
course, they don't open seniors’ letters; still, it was risky.
I guess that letter came by to-day’s post, or it wouldn't have
been stili in Cutts’ pocket.”

** Most likely.” said Manners.

“T zuess I don’t know who J. B. is,” said Wildrake. “ But
if he isn't a bookmaker, or something of the kind, I'll eat
my hat! Cutts has got to hand him money to-night or
look out for squalls—a good sum, tco, or Cutts counld have
managed it before it came to this. He's got enough 'jiewellnr_v
about him to raise a fiver or a tenner. [ guess he wants
more than that. Aud he’s got il in hand—now."

“Horw on earili do you know that?” demanded Manners.

Wildrake smiled.

“Hera’s a guloot threatening him for money that he's got
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* Not
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“He was sprawling in the

:I.I gueu“thc question is—will he feel safe in doing it? If he
oes—

“If he does, the money disappears, and we're at a looss
end.” said Manners. *“So ‘if it's hidden about the school,
we haven’t much time left to find it.”

Wildrake smiled again,

“I guess you fellows have scen me handle the lasso |
brought with me from the Boot Leg Ranch,” he remarked,

“What about that now?” #

“Only this little bit. I've sat up nights in the timber
at home watching for elk and moose, and I guess 1 can
sit up watching for Cutts of the Fifth. And if he puts his
head outside the School House to-night or any other night,
he’s going to be roped in—with the money on him!" said

Canadian junior coolly.

a“ Phew !li

And Wildrake strolled cut of Study No. 10 with a satisGed
smile on his sunburnt face.

CHAPTER 1.
The Mouse and the Lion.

ARRELL of the Sixth sat in his study alone. He had
been writing a letter, but the letter lay unfinished on
his table. His handsome face was gloomy and
overcast.

There was no work to do—his work in the school was over
now. By the first train in the morning, Darrell was to go
—to-night was to be his last night at St. Jim's.

His heart was heavy.

Now that the hour was at hand the unfortunate prefect
realised more and more clearly what he was losing—what he
was giving up. The thought hammered in his troubled mind,
that. after all, he was earrying chivalry too far—that he ought
not to sacrifice himself to_so terrible an extent—that the
sacrifice was uncalled for. His faint hope that circumstances
might vet arise to prove his innocence was faint indeed.

But if he had gnawing doubts, he did not falter. His mind
was made up, and he did not shrink.

Kildare had left him—more miserable than himself. No
one else came to the study. Darrell’s own action had eon-
vinced the school of his guilt; and the outcast was left to
himself. As a sudden tap came at the door, Darrell looked
up. taking it for granted that it was Kildare returning—he
did not expect a visit from anybody else. He raised his eye-
brows as Wildrake of the Fourth stepped in.

The expelled senior made an impatient gesture,

“ What do you want, kid? Don’t bother me now.” He
flushed suddenly, and rose to his feet. *“If you've come to—

to—

Only half an hour before a voice had squeaked * Thief!”
through the kevhole—a fat voice very like Trimble's. If “his
junior had come to taunt him——

But a glance at Wildrake’s frank, honest face drove that
suspicien from Darrell's mind

“What do vou want?” he repeated. .

“] guess I've something to say. old bean,” said the
Canadian junior coolly. “I've heard that vou've packed
vour traps to clear first thing in the morning.”

“That is not your affair, Wildrake.”

“T opine that it 15, said Wildrake coolly. “1 reckon
there isn't much sleep for you to-night, Darrell. as matters
stand. You look fairly done, and no mistake. 1 guess I'm
going to ease your mind a bit.”
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notes.

The Head hurriedly picked up the envelope and slit it with a paper-knife. From the envelope he drew a wad of bank-
In silence he compared the numbers with those on his list. The old gentleman breathed a deep sigh of relief.
““These are the banknotes that were abstracted from my desk on Wednesday, Mr. Rallton ! * he sald.

(8ee page 15,)

“What on earth do you mean, Wildrake

“I guess you won't be going in the morning, if things po
well,” answered Wildrake. “You never had the Head's
banknotes, Darrell; I know that. And there’s a chance—a
good chance—that they may turn up.”

Darrell started violently,

“How can you possibly know anything about it?” he
exclaimed.

Wildrake grinned.

“I guess I didn’t bag them myself,” he said. “But I'm
from the Boot Leg Ranch, you know—a keen galoot on a
trail. I'm after those banknotes, and I reckon I've got
a clue.”

*Good heavens!” :uttered Darrell.

He stared blankly at the junior.

“You think they are still in the school 7 he asked.

“Sure !

“And—and you know

“I don't know. but I'm on the giddy trail,” said Wildrake.
“I reckoned I'd drop in and tell you, Darrell. There’s hope
—lots of it—tons of it. 1I'm after those banknotes, and 1
reckon if they turn up, that wiil convince the Head that they
weren't the lot you sent away in a registered letter this
morning—what 77

Darrell smiled faintly.

“Yes—of course! Wildrake, you're speaking seriously—you
really have some hope of finding the barknotes—"

“Honest Injun!”’

“Tell. me how—why—

Wildrake shook his head.

“1 guess I've told you all I can so fai,” he said. “You
may have noticed, Darrell, that I'm a square fellow, and not
given to talking out of my hat. by

I tell you there’s hope that
the banknotes will be found, and I'm the galoot that's on (ke
trail. That's all! Sleep on it 1™

And without waiting for the Sixth-Former to reply, Kit
Wildrake quitted the study, closing the dcor after him,

Darrell stood staring at the door, his heart throbbing.

The quiet, earnest manner of the junior had impressed him.

and he knew Wildrake, too; he knew that he was not the
fellow to tulk idly., The junior believed in his innocence—
and he must have a good reason for believing in him against
the overwhelming evidence.

Darrell moved to and {ro, paeing the study in almost
uncontrollable agitation.

Was there hope, after all? Was that fearful blow to be
averted—the shadow of black shame to be lifted from his
name ?

He was still pacing to and fro when Kildare came in. The
captain of St. Jim's looked at him in astonishment—he read
the hope in Darrell's face, and it amazed him.

“ Nothing's turned up ?” he asked.

“I don’t know—listen to this!" said Darrell, and he told
what the Canadian junior had said to him.

Kildare's face grew very thoughtful as he hstened.

“1 know that young scamp,” he said. “He's a bit wild at
times, but as straight as a die, and no fool by any means. If
he thinks he’s on the track of the stolen notes, Darrell, there's
something in it. I wish you'd got more from him. By Jave,
if it should turn out Kildare's eyes danced. *“If that
young sweep in the Fourth Form sheuld be able to let in
light on the matter, and save you .

““A case of the mouse and the lion over again!™ said
Darrell, with a smile—his old smile again. “The lion's
pretty helpless i the net now; it all depends on the mouse!”

“That's it I"” said Kildare, * Ob, old fellow, only think of
it—if the young sweep should find the banknotes—find them
in the school—and he's as sharp and clever as they make

them! T've seen him at scouting, and the way he reads

‘sign’ is wonderful. e may have picked up some sort of
1 L2}

a clue

““Heaven grant it !" said Darrell, with a deep breath.

It seemed but a flimsy hope; but in utter darkness the
faintest gleam of light was welcome. In the old fable, the
lion was caught in the net, and the mouse gnawed through
the net and released the king of beasts. If only the story
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of the mouse and the lion repeated itself—now—at St.
Jim's?

Darrell went to bed that night more hopeful at heart, more
peaceful in his mind, than he had dared to expect. He little
dreamed of what was bappening, near at hand, while he
slumbered.

CHAPTER 8.
Roped In |
IDNIGHT had chimed out over the sleeping school.
M Not a single light glimmered in the dark mass of
the school buildings.

All was dark and quiet, and in the darkness a
shadow moyed. Faintly, almost inaudibly, a window
creaked, a shadow moved among shadows, and there was a
light footfall.

From the dark mass of the buildings, the shadow detached
itself, and skulked silently away.

It stopped suddenly.

The sky was dark, but thero was a glimmer of moonlight
among the rolling clouds. As the clouds rolled on, the moon
was revealed, and a ghostly light fell on the buildings and the
old trees, and gleamed on a white, anxious face—the face of
Gerald Cutts of the Fifth Form. Cults stood motionless,
silent, his head bent, listening.

Some faint sound had come to him—it might have been
only the sough of the wind in the old elms, the creak of a
cowl on a chimney. But Cutts was in a mood to be alarmed
that night. He was out of his dormitory—out of his House—
at midnight—a serious enough matter in itself. But there
was more than that weighing on the mind of the sportsman
of the Fifth at that moment.

He listened—and did not move again for a full minute.
The sound, if sound there had been ?md died away.

Cutts moved on again quickly. He was anxious to get out-
side the school walls—anxious to get his dangerous mission
over—a mission that he would never have dared to undertake,
sa{‘crahin the dead of night, when all others were sloeping.

'hiz |

Cutts heard that sound of a hurtling rope without under-
standing it. He gave a violent start; and at the same
moment & noose dropped over his shoulders.

Ho staggered, almost dazed.

A sharp pull on the rope tautened the ncose, and it bound
tightly round him, and at the same time he was jerked back-
wards, and sprawled on the ground.

Four dim figures came speeding towards him—one of them
holding the rope and gathering it in quickly as he ran.

Cutts, dazed, terrified, amazed, made a frantic effort (o
throw off the gripping rope and spring to his feet.

But a jerk on the lasso dragged him over, and the next
moment the four shadowy figuras were bending above him.

“It's Cutta!”

The Fifth-Former knew Tom Merry’s voice.
fiercely to free his arms from the rope.

“You young hound!” he breathed.

“ Cutts, right enough!" said Manners.
infant, you roped him in a treat.”

“lf guess I know how to throw a lariat!"” said Wildrake
coolly.

“The giddy bird’s canght ! said Monty Lowther. * You'll
want & new set of teeth, Cutts, if you grind them like that.
Take it smiling !"

Cutts sat up breathlessly.

“You young villains! Let me go at once! Instantly—"

“Not likely !" said Tom Merry contemptucusly. “You're
going—to the Head. You can make up your mind on that!”

Wildrake took & turn in the rope, securing Cutts more
tightly. He was .not running risks with his prisoner.

Cutts stared blankly at the juniors. As yet, he hardly
realised what was happening; he looked on the affair as a
“jape " of his old enemies in the Lower School. He was to
learn that there was more than that in it.

“To the Head!” he repeated. * Are you mad?"”

“ Not quite, I hope !”

“T should get into a row for being out of House bounds
at night,"” said Cutts. *“ But what about you fags? Tt's a more
serious matter for fags than for a senior, and you know it!"

“If it were only a question of bounds, certainly," said
Tom Merrv.

“Let me go at once! T'll say nothing about vour being
out, if you keep your mouths shut !"" muttered Cutts.

He was enraged at the necessity of making terms with
the juniors. It would have been well for him if he had
had nothing worse than that to face.

“ You don't catch on vet,"” said Lowther.

Cutts gritted his teeth,

“I missed a letter,” he muttered. “I suppose you young
rotters found it. There was no name on it, but you guessed,
and you laid this trap for me. Well, you've had your jape,
now chuck it! I'll cry quits if you'll chuck it at once.”
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He struggled

“ Wildrake, old

“I'd better explain,” said Tom Merry quictly.

“Let me go, I tell you, you young fool !I"

“You're going to the Head. We're going to wake him,
eaid Tom. “You've got his banknotes on you, unless we'rs
mistaken.”

Cutts fell back with an inarticulate cry.

The blow was too sudden for him to be prepared. Not
for an instant had he dreamed that this was anything roore
than a junior rag. And now His face was as white a
a sheet; his eyes stared, almost bulging from their sockets
The horror and fear in his face were so terrible that even
the juniors could not help feeling a touch of compassion,
The fellow was a thief—they did not need any more proof of
that now—and had been willing, if not eager, to let an
innocent fellow suffer in his place. But his look at that
moment would have touched a heart of stone. Never had
they seen any fellow so utterly crushed and broken, and
they hoped never o see such a sight again.

Lowther stirred uneasily.

“Dash it all, pull yourself together, Cutts!” he muttered.
“You've done it, and you've got to face the music! You
can't expect us to stand by and see Darrell sacked for it
Have a little nerve."

Cutts’ answer was a deep groan.

All the coolness, all the iron nerve, the effrontery of the

sportsman of the Fifth were gone—at a blow! He saw
before him utter ruin, and he was broken.
“Poor rotter !” muttered Wildrake pityingly. “I guess|

feel sorry for him. But he's got to go through it. Darrell
can't suffer for him."”

“Get him along,” said Tom. *“We've got to ring the
Head up and tell him how it stands.”

*For mercy’s sake——'" breathed Culls.

He did not attempt to deny the charge. The stolen
banknotes were in his breast pocket; his hands were fast
It was useless to staminer denials when a search would reveal
the truth.

“Come!" said Tom.

“Listen to me! For mercy's sake listen! You've got
mo down!” muttered Cutts. “I'm in your hands! ﬁm
gown~right at the bottom! Don't pile on a chap who's

own."

It did not sound like the cool, hard, sneering sportsman of
the FKifth now! Cutts was down—down and out—but it
su?rised the juniors to see him so,utterly crushed. They
had expected to see him face the music with some show of
nerve, at least.

“There's nothing doing,” said Tom. *“Look here, Cutty
we suspected this—at least, Wildrake figured it out—and we
laid for you, to clear Darrell. Darrell’s got to be cleared
Do you think we can stand by and see him shamed for life,
while the real thief gets off scot-free? You must be mad
to think of such a thing. It's you or Darrell—"

“The guilty or the mnocent,” said Wildrake.
there isn’t much choice for us.”

Cutts groaned.

“It's ruin!” he said thickly. “Disgrace and the sack!
Oh, Heaven!"

“Tt's that for Darrell if you're not shown up!"”

“Hold on—hold on!" Cutts panted, as Wiltﬁ'uke made a
move. “Give me a minute—only a minute!"

“What's the good?” muttered Wildrake impatiently,
“Get it over! You called the tune, and you've got to pay

the piper!”

“Give me a minute! Let me think!” panted Cutis
“ You've got me down! Oh, a thousand curses—"

“Don’t waste your breath in swearing,” said Tom Merny,
“That won't help you, Cutts. I—I'm sorry for you, buts
thief knows what to expect if he’s caught.”

“I—I was driven to it,” whispered Cutts. “That hound
Banks was threatening me, and I—I lost the Founder's
prize. 1 was desperate! I—I swear that I went to the
Head’s study by chance, to speak to him—I swear it! Th
—the desk was unlocked, and f course, I was
mad to do it! But—but it scemed such a chance, and—and
that rotter Bauks was cutting up rusty, and I'd lost the
I'ounder’s prize——""

His voice trailed away in a groan.

1 gues

“And you let Darrell stand the rackel for it?" said
Wildrake scornfully.
“I couldn't confess, could 17" groaned Cults. " I'd have

put the money back, if I could have, when Darrell was
taken up, but it was too lute."

“I hope that's true,'"” said Tom Merry dryly. “ But there's
1:otliing for it now, Cutts. The Head's got to know the
truth.”

“Stop, I tell you! I-T've got the banknoics here. T'l
hand them over to you. and chance it with Banks," said
Cutts huskily. “Take the money, and let me alone!™

“It's impossible—you know it!”

“Don't kick a follow that’s down!” breathed Culin
“Take the money—say you found it—say it was hidden=
anything !
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“Tell a pack of lies to shield a dirty thief!”
ners,
“Think of my people!” said Cutts, in utter wretichedness.
mater—what will she think if I'm sent home branded
2 a thief? I never meant lo be one. I—I— For pity’s
sake le't the money be found somehow, and give me a
‘m t ]

The wretched fellow almost
misery. Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another. Cutts’
T ce to “the mater” had gone to their hearts. The
innocent had to suffer for the guilty—it was one of the
penalties of crime. Tom Merry's brow was clouded

“After all, if Darrell is cleared ” he muttered, * The
tollen thief onght to be shown up, but—but if Darrell’s
! we could give him a chance. Can Darrell be cleared
without Cutts taking his gruel? It depends on that.”

“It won't be so simple!” said Manners.

“Fasy enough!” broke in Cutts eagerly. “Take the
notes. I'll go straight back to the dorm. Put them where
they can be found—in the Head's study, if you like. For
mercy's sake give me a chance. Darrefl will be cleared if
the notes are found—that’s all you want. You don’t want
0 ruin me, and disgrace my people. Give me a chance. I

said

rovelled in his terror and

“You're leader in this business, Wildrake,” said Tem
ry. - “You say the word.”
Wildrake was silent for a long moment—it seemed an age
to Cutts of the Fifth. The Canadian nedded at last.
“Give bim n chance!” he said. *“ He's a poisonous sort
of polecat, but I guess this will be a warning to him. Give
a chance.”
Five minutes later, Cutts of the Fifth, trembling in every
, sick with the stress of those terrible minutes, was
stealing back to his dormitory—not to sleep, but to greet
the morning sun with haggard eyves. And in Kit Wildrake’s
ping was a bundle of banknotes—fifty pounds in all!
Wildrake of the Fourth held the proof of Darrell's innocence.

CHAPTER 9.
Amazing !

LESS my soul!”
Dr. Holmes uttered that exclamation in tones of

great astonishment.
“It is very extraordinary!” =aid Mr. Railton.
The Housemaster’s face showed great surprise. *Toby drew
my attention to the matter—he observed the envelope in
dusting the study—I thought I had better acquaint you with
it at once, sir.”

“Undoubtedly I* said the Head. *“Tt is extraordinary!
You do not surely think that the envelope contains the—
thﬂ—“

. "I have not examined the contents, sir, as it was evidently
intended for yow. DBut 1 certainly thi L
“I will see to it at once!” said the Head,
It was not usual for the stately Head of St. Jim's to shew
e or hurry, fluster or Hurry. But certainly on this
occasion he displayed a combination of all of them. The
two masters lost no time in reaching Dr. Holmes' study—
where that truly amazing discovery had been made.

On the Head's desk, under a paper-weight, lay a thick
enveloj n envelope of a commen kind, and rather grubby
to look at On the face of it was written, or, rather,
“printed " in ecaprtal letters, evidently for the purpose of
leaving no clue to the writer:

“RETURNED WITH THANKS!
ALL SERENE'!
THIS IS WHERE YOU SMILE!"

word ! ejaculated the Head.
elt the envelope, and there was a rustle like
that of banknotes,” said Mr. Raifton. “I and pray,
sir, that it may prove that the banknotes are there—that the
supposed theft was, after all, only a foolish, wicked trick by
some reckless practical joker.”

“Heaven grant it!” said the Head

He hurriedly picked up the envelope and slit it with a
paper-knife. From the envelope he drew a wad of bank-
noles.

A YR

In silence, but eagerly, he compared the numbers with
those on a list he drew from his pocket-hook.

Then the old gentleman brea a deep sigh of relief.

“The numbers are the same., The amount is correct!”
be said. “These are the that were abstracted
from my desk on Wednesda¥, Mr. Railton.”

“1 suspected as much when I saw that impudent inscrip-
tion on the envelope,” said the Housemaster. “It proves,
then, that the supposed theft was no theft at all. It was a
wicked, unscrupulous practical joke.”

“That seems clear enough!” The Head's brow darkencd.
“Upon my word, that wretched practical joker shall be
found, and the severest possible punishment—"™

“Certainly he deserves it, sir,” said the Iousemaster.
“Yet we must be thankful that the foolish fellow relented

in time—that he has returned the notes Lefore DParrell has
left the school.”

“Darrell I repeated the Head, with a start.

“He was to leave by the nine o'clock train, sir!™ said
Mr. Railton. “It is as yet only a little past eight. As the
notes are here, sir, it is certain that the notes sent awav by
Darrell, by registered post yesterday, cannot be the same.”

“*Obviously ! said the Head.

= Heaven they have been found!" said the House-
master.  “Whoever abstracted them is deserving of the
severest punishment; but the immediate business, I think,
13 to let it be known that Darrell is not guilty, and to
relieve the poor fellow’s mund.”

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“Darrell has very much to explain,” he said. “His con-
demnation was caused by his own aect. He has only himsell
to thank He has done wrong in more ways than one, but
1 am thankful it has proved that he is not a thief. Lesser
offences can be forgiven, when he has so nearly suffered
the penalty of a erime he did not commit. Will you send
him to me at once, Mr. Railton. And then I shall be glad
if you will put a notice on the board. to the effect that the
n;isfaing money is found, and that there was actually no
theft.”

**Certainly, sir!™

The Housemaster quitted the study.
entered it a few minutes later,

His face was z little pale, but very bright.

“Mr. Railton has told you——" began the Head.

“That the notes are found, sir!™ said Darrell, his voice
shaking a little. “I am very thankful, sir, You know now
that I am not a thief!"”

“1 am thankful to know it, Darrell.
own desire that I judged you to be one,

Darrell of the Sixth

It was not by my
You had the proof

of your innocence in your own hands—undoubted proof, as
it turns out—and you refused to produce it. The fault was
your own—the blame is yours.”

“1 know it, sir!” said Darrell in a low voice. “I—I don't

complain, sir. I'm only too thankful the truth is known.”
He paused a moment. ““May I ask how the money was
found, sir?”

“It was left here for me to find, obviously by the person
who abstracted it from my desk, A wicked and foolish
practical joke,” sanl the Head.

Darrell did not answer. He was thinking of Wildrake's
words of the previous evening, and he was strangely amazed.
That Wildrake had something to do with the rcturn of the
money was clear to himi; but that he was the auther of such
a cruel practical joke as the Head deseribed was impossible.
Dacrell realised that there was something behind it, and he
resolved to seek Wildrake as soon as he could. The Iicad
went on:

“ A great injustice has nearly been done, Darrell, by your
own fault! Your mnocence is clear, but there remains the
fact that you have dealt with a meneylender. I must now
accept that explanation of your possession of such a sum
of money, and the fact that you have sent such a large sum
to an unknown correspondent. T am still waiting to hear
your explanation of this before I can regain my confidence
m you.

“If you can believe me now. sir!” muttered Darrell.

“T advise you to make a_frank confession of the whole
matter,” said the Head. *“ Matters cannot remain as they
are, and the proof of your inuocence of the theft gives me

back my reliance upon your word.  Surely, Darrell "—

his voice became kinder—‘surely you can confide in your
l_nadmltater! 1 have always thought that I was your friend
as well™

“You are very kind, sir!” faltered Darrell. There was a
lump in his throat. “I—I don’t want to keep a secret from
you, sir, but while this horrible disgrace was hanging over
me I couldn’t let an innocent name be dragged into it—a
woman's name! I will tell you everything now, sir!”

And with downcast eyes and flushed cheeks, Darrell told
his story, as he had told it to Kildare. Still he mentioned
no names; but the Head did not require it. His face grew
kinder as he listened, and there was a rather long silence
when Darrell’s voice died away. i

“1 am afraid, Darrell, that you have carried chivalry to
the extent of romance,” said the Head. “l am far from
blaming you for that, but—" He paused. “You have
acted generously, nobly, but at the same time you have
done what a school prefeet, in whom 1 have confidence,
ought not to have done.”

“1 know it, sir!” muttered Darrell. i

“But," said the Head, in a soft voice, “I think T under-
stand; and T think, Darrell, that in spite of one false step,
1 should be justified in resuming my confidence in you. You
will, of course, Temaia here, aud you will remain a prefect.
Your dealings with this man Gluck, the moneylender, will

Continued on pasge 17.)
: Tue GeEn Lisrary.—No. 738,
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This Wonderful Story is Pleasing Everybody I

Another Splendid Long Complete School Story in Next Week’s GEM !

Our Magnificent Story of Daring and Adventure.

READ THIS FIRST,
Donald Gordon and his brother Val leave

St. Christopher’s School, in compauy with
Tommy Bitks and Septimus Todd, a junior
muster, commonly known as “Scat,” to join
their uncle whe is on a big plantation in the
Solomon [siands.

Captain Targe, in charge of the schooner
Wittywake, learns of the party’s quest. He
plans to abandon the hoat und leave them
to their fate. with the intention of over-
throwing the wealthy plantation owner and
obtaining hold of his land. Taga, the black
cabin-boy, hears of this, and warns the party.
Unknown to the villainous captain, be places
the boys in one of the ship's boats, and they
are about to make their escape when Anna,
the captala’s daughter, taking the oppor-
tunity of getting away from the harsh treat-
ment of her father, joins them.

Not long after the party has started on
their perilous journey a severe storm bLreaks
out. The party are thrown from their boat,
but, luckily, get washed up on the "Island
of Pleasure.”

Cast op the island, they at ouce set about
prepuring their new home, refreshing them-
selves with wvarious fruits which they tnd
growlng there, Later, one night the bappy
party are startled by the sudden appearance

of a schooner’s lights out at sea. Dons
suspiclons are aroused. He swims out to the
reef, and makes a startling discovery. Leav-

ing Anna in charge of the camp, the party
then lesve for an exploring expedition.
Climbing a huge boulder, they look over the

other side,
I of the nill The rugged sides and the

caked mass of black lava indicated that
it was tho wouth of a burnt-out velcano,

To the left the ground sbelved steeply, and
theee hundred yards below the growth of
trees began again, forming an emerald belt.

All round the black lava ran n huge wedge
of wind-swept palms, and on the right they
could see the lower growths of the scrub
running over n shoulder of the hill.

Lower down, the island formed a gentle
slope, and four or five miles away, so far as
Don could judge, was the sea.

But it was the view on the left that held
their attention, for half-way down the belt
of trees the growth formed a correct angle
and the ground there was Jald out in a
regnlar formation.

“Cultivated landi” said Scat, in an awed
whisper.

There was ne donbt about it! That
wedge-like cutting in the trees had not been
formed by Nature. It was too regular, too
correct, and gradually picee by piece the
explorers picked out certiain proofs that man
wis there, or had been there.

“There's a road. Don! Look, just along
beside the trees, and winding towards us.”

Val indicated a spot. aud they picked out
a white thread, which was a path or a road-
way, winding up beside the trees and on
along the base of the hill.

There were patches where rows of small
trees in regular formation stood. and Don
saw that chamnels ran between them, indi-
cating that irrigation hiad taken placs there.
But there was no sign of life, no smoke or
movement no sound

It seemed as though the four white
youngsters turncd to Taga as one, and Don
voleed the question that they all desired an
answer to.

“What does it mean, Tuga?”

Taga looked down at the forlorn planta-
tlon, then turned to the leader. There was

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 739.

(Now read on.)

Taga's Warning !
MMEDIATELY in front of the party was
a hug: saucer-likp depression on the top

a troubled expression in the native’s brown
eyes, as he shook his head,

“1 no sure,” Taga said slowly, “but I thiuk
now that this am Makatai, and him a very
bad [Island!"

He leaned forward, looking down at the
scene below, then turned to the right, where
the scrub and jungle stretched down to the
sea.

Don saw that here the jungle ran right into
the sea, forming a mangrove swamp. A
?houlder of the hill hid what lay beyond the
ungle.
Taga, turning round, begam to walk along
the crest, heading to the right, and the
little party followed him round the crater
and on until at least they were on the right
slope.

Taga came to a halt again, and, when Don
reached him, the native pointed downwards.

“I tink I right. This is Makatai Island.
It a bad place, Mr. Don."

He was lookmg down at another beach, a
gsemicircle, surrounded by jungle, on which
the sun shone. Two spurs of land ran out
seawnard, making the Lay a sheltered one,
There was wpo sign of the protecting coral
reef out at sea, and Don mentioned this to
his native companion.

“No, that right.
there,” said Taga.
the cliffs on our side.

“Well, 1 can't sec anything very alarm-
ing down therc,” was Tommy's comment,
“1t seems to me a jolly nice place, well
sheltered, too; besides, it looks south, and
ought to be warmer,”

Aguin Taga's easy-golng
Itself.

“Yes, him look very wmice,” the native boy
agreed. “P'r'aps I wrong, but [ no like It,
and I tiuk we bLetter go back.”

Ho gave the suggestion, however, as a man
might give advice that he does not expect
to be fcllowed, and the murmur of protest
that went round was met by a grin, which
revealed the brown fellow's white teeth.

“I believe Taga's funking it,” said Tommy
“I'm hanged if I go back without having a
look at that plantation! Besides, I'll bet
there's something good to eat down there”

This remark brought a laugh from the
group, and Scat shrugged his shoulders.

“If there were a cream-bun shop at the
South Pole you would have reached it years
#g0,” the tutor commented dryly.

Him no como along
“Reel stop just above

nature asserted
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The sun was beginning to sink, and Dea
had to make his decision swiftly. [His per
sonal desire was to go and examine the lapd.
locked bay that seemed to have had such a
sobering effect on Taga; but the others were
obviously desirous of visiting the plantation,
and the leader finally agreed to take that
direction.

So began the final stage of the journey, a
long climb down the other side of the dead
crater.

On rounding a clump of boulders, Val, whe
was nhead, came to a halt witlh a quick gasp
of surprise.

“Why, the road's here, Don!" he called.

The others liurrled forward, and saw the
clear tracks of the road running at a geutle
angle down the hill. It headed straight for
the trees and turned along them, then oa
towards the plantation

“Why on earth did anyone want to make
a road here?” Tommy demanded,

“That's what we're going to find out, old
chap,” said Don, “and we might as well do
it now.”

He turned back, however, and followed the
road for another twenty or thirty yards or
s0, then saw that It came to a halt close
to a ledge of rocks; and above the ledge
wias n small working that had been carried
on for some distance Ipto the heart of the
mountaio,

“It is & mine,” sald Scat. *Someone has
heen at work here all right. TLook, they
have been using explosives, and the grime
from the smoke is still left on the rocks”

He drew his finger along one of the
hlackened surfaces and proved that his words
were cortect. Here and there heaps of
rubble lay on the level ground, and, ra
entering the tunnel, Don found that it had
lweg cartled inward some twenty or thirty
yards.

Finally, Tommy stumbled over a broken
spade. The handle had rotted away, and
the iron spade was rusted so that the stont
youngsier could pick off flakes of the ounce
hard metal.

“It must have been years since anyone was
here,” said Don.

The discovery had sobered the party, for
these proofs that man had labhoured on the
island brought with them vazue misgivings
and fears.

“Well, it's no good hunting round here”
sail Don at last. “Whoever it was that
worked this mine, he’s gone years ago, and
cudgelling our braing to try to find the
truth won't help us any. 1 suppose you can't
explain it, Taga?"

Taga shook his head.

“I mnever been on this Istand before. |
only heard about it. If it am Makatai, it
very bad islind—no good to anybddy!”

This steadily repeated warning of Taga's
made Tommy snort.

“1 believe Taga's getting cold feet,” the
stout youngster observed indignantly.

They returned to the road and commenced
to follow It down towards the trees.

It was a very rudely constructed affair—
a mere levelling of one side—and there were
ample indications that it had not been used
for a long long time. Under the trees the
grass had almost covered the once bare sur-
face, and, when they reached the spot where
the wedge-like cntting was formed in the
trees, they found a broken-down gate-pust
and the rumains of a gate. There were alse
a few stakes left of a hedge that had formed
a barrier running away to the right.

Paszing the posts, Don found a clearance
opening in frout of him, and, on entering it,
dizcovered to the left. in a position that had
been bidden from their view while they had
been on the hill, a heap of tangled creepers,
from whence there arose one or two jagged
ends of beams.

The party hurried towards the spot, and
a swift investigation showed that under the
creepers were the charred remains of what
had once been a house,
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“Perhaps they sct fire to it before they
left,” was Tommy's ingenious suggestion.

“Well, they certainly made a clean sweep
of it," Don returned grimly.

A couple of hours were speni by the party
in exploring the eleared space. They found
a well, also the remains of a primitive pump,
worked by a leam, and a cireular track
round the well indicated that a draft animal
of some sort lifted the Luckets from the well
and tilted them into the chanmnels from
whence the little irrigation canals flowed
through the cultivated patches.

“By James, there was some work put in
bgre!” Tommy declared at last. “I wonder
why on earth they chucked it all up. Tt
must bave taken years to get the space
cleiired out like this.”

Night overtook them, and they found a
suitable sleeping quarter clese to the well.

Tommy was very anxious to have a cup of
coffee, and tried to persuade Don to let
Taga make a fire, a trick that the native
boy was very expert at.

“No, I don’t think we'll have & warm
meal, old chap,” Don returned. “Taga
doesn't seem to want us to light a fire, and
we'll let him have his own way.”

They were all very tired and hungry, and,
after the meal, Scat noted that Don. and
Taga drew apart. The tutor tried to keep
awake and watch the two figures seated on
the edge of the well for a long moment,
but gradually nature asserted itself, and
Seat dropped off into a deep sleep.

He was wakened by someone touching him
on the arm.

"Ffeat—Seat, old chap! @Get up—quick!
There's something happening, and I want
you to come along and help me," whispered
the voice of Don.

The Strange Spectacle.

CATewtill heavy with sleep, found him-
self picking his way through the
recumbent figures of his chums, with
Don's hand on his shoulder to guide

him along.

They emerged frem the ruins of the house,
and, going on across the cleared space,
reached the edge of Lhe beach, and here the
#lim figure of Taga arose from behind a
eluster of boulders.

It was a clear, moonlight night, and Tagas
gesture was answered by Don.

“Don't make a sound. Seat!” Don
whispered, under his breuth. “You will see
what's happening in a moment.”

When they reached Taga, the slim, brown
native turued aud began to move along the
beach. Scat and Don followed him, and
presently they swung up to the right, paciug
through a glomp of tall palms, and finally
reached a clearing

Tuga dropped on his liands and knees now,
and Scat foumd himself crawling labariously
over rough, broken ground, until at last he
was lying fiat on his face between Don and
Taga on the edze of a precipitovs slope,
looking into a saucer-like depression which
ran down to the .each.

Don’s hand fell on Seat's shoulder, und
h'is ol_lmr arm was extended. TFollowing the
direction of the arm, Scat saw something

which made his heart leap for a moment.

A long, slender, blaek eanne, with hi
carved bow and stern, was gliding towards
the beach. It seemed like some prehistorw
monster as its double line of paddles moved
in rhythmic eadeuce, urging it onward.

“A war canoe!’ Scat 'whispercd.

“Yes, 1 think so, old chap!”

In :il nce the three youngsters watehed
the lung canoce glide sshore. A torrent of
hlack shapes leapt from it, then the canoe
was lifted clean out of the water, and
cartied by a dauble line of wet, naked sl i
which cawe on up the heach.

“It—it looks like n giunt caterpillar!™ thw
futor breathed

Taga turnad his head for a moment.

“You no mahe noise. Pem yvery had fellas
They ga make magi, you see.™

The casoe wus lowered, and Scat saw now
that there was still n solitary cupant im
it, a huddled, grotesque shape seated in the
centre.

Az though Dby nagic flaring torches
appeared, and presently the canoe was sur-

rounded by o ecircle of faming, smoking
lights.

There were only some forty or fifty yards
hetween it and the youopgsters, and the

lighted torches made every movement visible.
The squat shape in the eentre of the
ganoe moved and stepped out oun to the

sand, then four or five tall, bronzed figures
clambered into the cance, and Scat saw
them handiug out a number of round objects.
These were pieces of mat, caught up at the
corners, and tied round some object in the
centre.

Presently the mysterious cargo had been
removed, and now, as though at a signal.
the torch-bearers formed into a double line.
while between them came a dozen Hgures,
each beariog one of the packages. Ahead of
them walked thie stunted shape which bad

been cartied up in the cance. 2
“Bad man—very bad man, dat!” murmured
Taga.

The procession came winding up the slope,
and Scat, watching it with breathless
interest, saw now that the centre bearers
were hideously painted, while the leader was
wearing a grotesyue mask, which gave him
an uncansy, diabolical appearance.

The torches flared and flickered as their
hearers strode on through the changing
lights and shades of the cscene, and the two
English  youngsters watched the snake-like
procession ¢ t went along the slope and
finally vanishied under the growth of trees
heyond.

When they had gone Don rose to his feet
with a guiet word to Taga.

“(ome alcng, old chap; we must see what
they are after.”

Taga jumped up, and caught Don by the
arm.

“No, wo! We no go any farther.
very bad men.”

It secmed to Seat that Taga was obviously
afraid. It was the first time the native
had shown any sign of fear, and the tutor
wudged Dop or the arm.

“Better take Tuga's advice, old man!” he
whispered. “He ought to know more about
it than we do."

Ton swung round, bis strong young face
stern in the moonlight.

"We've got to see this thing through,
Scat. These people have come on to our
island, and it would be madness for us not
to krow what they are up to.”

He drew away from the lanky tutor.

“I am going on, anybow,” he said. " You
can wait here until I returm if you like.”

Dem
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As he moved off along the slope, Scat shook
his head at Taga.

“No good, Taga,” he said. “It will have
to he d ne. We'll have to go—we cun't et
him go alone.”

Ten minutes later they were in among the
trecs, and ihe res.nous scent left by the
torches hung heavy im the air. It was a
long and trying march which they made, for
it was piteh dark under the trees. Presemtly
there came from the silence ahead a low,
cbanting sound, which increased in volume
as they drew nearer and neater to it.

Scat was walking in front of Taga, and
again and again the tall tutor heard the
native boy pasp out something [rom between
his set teeth.

Taga was in a blue funk, bnt his devotion
to Don had conquered his terror., It was
superstition whien had gripped at Taga, and
Scat realised that the brown fellow must be
suffering agonies of fear.

They climbed a rough ledpe, then the trees
bhegan to thin, and presently a low, warning
ery came from Don.

“Steady on, Scat! DBe carefn]l, now!”

Seat stumbled on, and reached his leader’s
side. Don had halted behind a tall boulder,
and, shipping round to the side of the massive
stone, Scat had a view of the sceue in front.

They had climbed lalf-way up the hill, and
imniediately im front of them was a scartred
stretel of rough, broken ground, treeless and
barren.

The moon shone full on the slope, and
revealed the fact that a huge, cleft space
occupled the centre of the hill, and in this
great  pap  the torclh-bearers were slowly
wending their way, chaoting as they went.

“Better we no go any farther!” Taga's
voice came in a hoarse whisper. “They very
bad as along there, and they go make
magic.”

But it would have tuken much more than
Taga's doleful warning to stop Don Gordon.
It was not only the fact that the mere
presence of these natives on the i:land

meant danger to his chums which urged him
on his present course, but he ulso felt a
desire to know what it was which brought
these strange, wild islanders to this lomely,
forbidding place.

him.

The leader came slowly out of the gap, drawing a low wooden sledge behind

On the sledge, seated in a carved throne, was a hideous idol.

| image came into view the torch-bearers swung their flaming faggots aloft.
(See page 18.)

As the
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There was a sense of mystery and secrecy
about the whole atfair which had an
irresistible appeal to the intrepid youngster.

"Look here, Seat,” Don said. turning anad
facing the tutor, "I don't want to drag you
into this attuir. After all, there is no reason
why you and Taga should not remain here,
and I'll go on alome.”

“Oh, there's no reasen why I should,” Scat
returned, “except that I happen to refuse to
stay here without you; but Taga's different.
The poor beggar has got the wind up, and
I dare say his fears are real enongh. Let him
remain behind.”

Taga had deawn up to them now. and Den
turned to the brown-skinned native.

“You had better stay here, Taga," he sald,
“Keep an eye on the beach, and see no one
else comes along  Seat aud I are going to
do a bit more scouting. No nced for you to
follow."”

Taga's face had a very woebezone expres-
sion on it, ana there was no doubt he was
in a blue funk. He looked at Don for a
moment, then shook his head.

“(io where you go,” he said. “Taga badly
scared, all mght, but he no coward!"

And, indeed, Don was the first to admit
this fact. That Taga insisted on accompany-
ing them proved hLis courage was greater
than the two white luds, for, after all, Scat
and Don were educated, intelligent young-
sters, whereas Taga had been brought up in
that atmosphere of superstition and witch-
crait which holds sway over all the islands.
He was afrald, aod yet he went on—the
greatest test of bravery.

They reacued the cdge of the gap, and
found themselves looking down into a ravine,
which euded abruptly in the face of the hill.

By this time the torch-bearers had formed
into a semicircle, and were seated on the
rocky ground, the grotesque, masked figure of
their leader in the zentre, with Lis group ol
painted bearvrs

The chanting had died away into a low,
murmuring sound but now a new voice—a
thin, eerie cry—arose. 1t came from the lips
ol the masked leader, and he moved forward
towards the face of the hill, his arms
extended, his bead thrown back,

“What is he saymg, Taza?
understand?” .

Scat whispered the query to Taga, and the
native shivered.

“He calling on the Fire Spirit, the debbil-
debbll who lives in the hill,” Taga murmured
through his set teeth,

The grotesque shaps strode on until it
balted at the tall, dark oliff which marked
the cnd of the ravine.

Don, watching the figure carefully, saw it
lunge forward and tug for a moment at a
great slab of stome, which was wedged in the

Don’t you

black surface. The slab of stone turned
slowly outwurd, falling forward until it

formed a platform, revealing a dark gap
behind it.

The grotesque figure stumbled on to the
platform, shricked out another torrent of
words, tiwn_ at a signal from him, two of
the nearcst torch-bearers arose and came

forward until they reached the stone slah.
Thoey thrust their torches over the head of
tieir leader, and, stepping forward, the
masked figure darted into the black, tunncle
like opening.

A shout went up from the circle of seated
torch-bearers, and the chant arose again,
deep-throated, vibrating.

* Look, there he is!
out?" whispered Don.

The doubled-up shape of the leader
appeared once more. He was leaning for-
ward, his naked feet fighting for foothold
on the smooth, sloping slab. He came slowly
out, a broad, leather belt across his shoulders,
and as he drew nearer to the gap they saw
the belt was attached to a low, wooden
sledge. On the sledge, seated on a carved
throne, was a hideous idol.

As the massive image was drawn out into

What is he bringing

view, the torch-b 13 arose to their feet
and the Aaming taggols were swnng aloft;
then, as though ut a ual, every hrown

shape fell fAat oo its face, and anothier deep-
voictd ery arose.

“The debbil-debbil 1

Seat heard a quick clicking of tceth from
his right, and, turning his head for a moment,
Tagu's face appearcd, He was peering over
the edge of the ledge, and it was from him

that the chattering sound was coming,  His
teeth were rattling together in his head, and

his whole tense, rigid attitude indicated the
depths of fear he had fallen into.

Don, staring at the idol on the stone plat-
form, noted mow that all round the base ol
the seat and on the sledze itsell were round
objects, while on the carved knees of the
idol was another heap of similar things,

“ What's it got on its lap, Scat?" Don whis-
pered.

“Dunuo; they look like coconuts!”

Don touched Taga on the arm.

“What dre they, Tagat"

“No, no; you ne hother about them.”

“What are they, Taga?”

Don repeated the question firmly.

Taga's breath came in a thin, shiveriog
souni.

“They skulls! Them very bad fellas down
there. They nibals. Kill their c¢nemics,
smoke 'em skulls, and give to Fire Spirit.”

Botlh Idon and Scat had read of the savage
islanders which were known to exist in this
part of the world, and Taga's explanation
opened their eyes at once.

“He's right—ol course he's right!” Scat
whispered excitedly,  “They are smoked
skulls, I have read about how these brutes
collect the hieads of their cnemies and smoke
them. By Jove, I—I never thought I would
see any ™

Another ceremony was about to be cnacted
then, and the two youngsters watched it in
grim silence. Oune by one the painted bearers
came up to the leader, and each matting-
covered package was untied, revealing its
gruesome contents. They were placed one by
one on the knees of the idol, and each fresh
addition to the pile brought another shout
irom the watching torch-bearers,

“Government boat come shoot ‘cm up if
they knew they did this,” Taga stammered.
“They no dare do it on own island, so come

along lere. I lear about dem bad fellag

loug time ago; they belong to Matatai
They very bad fellas!”
“Yes, you have sald so before, old

chap,” said Scat, “and I agree with you
They ure b{ no means a friendly-looking lot”

He had drawn himself nearer to Don, and
was staring down at the scene below through
his lensless spectacles.

Presently Don heard him snort, and turning
round, caught sight of Scat's face. An amar
ing «chaoge had taken place; the long
cadaverons, mcek countenance was twisted
into a leok of grim ferocity such as Don had
never seen ob it before.

“What's the matter, Scat?”

The tubor started as though awakening o
of a trance,

“Oh—ol, nothing. old chap; but I-1 &
think tlose brutes down there ought to he
taught 2 lesson.”

“No doubt you are right,” Don rcturned:
“but how are you going to manage it:"

“I have heen thinking, Don,” Scut went on
“I mean ahout the house and the plantatia
and everything here. Nothing will convine
me that anyone would leave such a lovely
place unless he were forced to do so. |
believe that down there is thie solution of
the mystery. There can he little doubt that
these people attacked the settler here and
murdered him, wrecking his plants
burning his home. No doubt the)
ilol hidden away in this hill {or years, and
they could not carry out their diabolical
worship while there was a white man on this
island. 1 am convinced this explains the
mystery.”

“1 should not be at all surprized if you are
right, Scut,” Don returned. = They are cen
tuinly unwelcome visitors, and it ‘means we
shall have no peace on this islund whils
they come here,”

Seat was fumbling in his pocket, and Do
saw him produce something which he began
to unwind, It was a sling, and the leader of
the camp remembered Seat's dexterity with
this simple missile-throwe

“What are you up to,
you going to do?™

“Do you fo the c-concerts we used to
have at home?” Scat whispered. “Don't you
remember u little p-parlour trick I have got?™

Don started, as a glinnnering of the truth
came to him.

“You are going to give a ventriloquial per
formance here?”

“Lam going to try,” said Scat. * You stay
where vou are and watch events.”

And before Don could stop him, the lean,
ragged figure had moved away into the dark.
ness, and presently Don eaw it slipping from
boulder to boulder along the top of the gap.
It worked its way steadily forward, unti
at last it was immediately above the opea
tunnelway, where a huge boulder concealed
it from the view of the circle below.

Don saw Scat's head appear above the
boulder for & moment, then it vanished.

“What he go do?" Taga murmured
anxiously. “Dat tella get himselt into trouble
if he no careful.”

Seat?  What are

(Continued on page 19)
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WILDRAKE'S WINNING WAY.

(Continued from page 13.)

cease at once. 1 shall lake that matler in hand. [ shall
tepay the money !”

“Oh, sir!”

“I shall deal with the man directly and settle his claim
on you, and the money will he vepaid to me later, when you
are able to find the amount,” said the Head. * This is, of
tourse, on the understanding that nothing of the kind shall
ever transpire again.”

“On my word, sir!”

“I accept your word, Darrell I*

Darrell of the Sixth left the Head's study looking as if
he were walking on air. Kildare met him in the passage,
his face excited

“Darrell ! What—"

"All serene, old fellow,**

“There’s a noticc on the board in Mr, Railton's fist,"”
said the captain of St. Jim’s. * Half the school’s reading
it now, Darrvell " Kildere gripped his chum’s hand. '*Oh,
old chap, this is good!”

St, Jim's was in a buzz that morning with the startling
news on the notice-board. Nothing else was talked of in
the school, and Darrell of the Sixth received something like
an ovation. The seniors of the Fifth and Sixth erowded
roind him to voice their regrets; the juniors cheered him
in the quadrangle. It was clear that no news could have
delighted the school so much as the news of Darrell’s inno-
cence.  The Sixth-Former was kept pretty busy uutil lessons
with congratulating friends, and it was not till after morning

is entitled ** MR. RACKE'S PROTEGE! "
reading this stremg, dramatic tale, but order your
GEM early!)

classes thal he had an oppartunily of sceking Kit Wildrake.
He found the Canadian junior sauntering in the quad with
a cheery face.

“ All 0.K.—what?"" asked Wildrake, as Darrell came up.

“Yes,” said Darrell. *“You kuew !

“1 guess so!”

“ You found the notes?”

““ Little me and some others,” said Wildrake.

“It was not a practical joke!” said Darcll,

“Who said it was?"”

““ The Head (hinks so, now."”

“1 guess the Head's at liberly {o think what he likes.”
said Wildrake with a smile. ** After all, it’s better to call it
a practical joke than to know a St. Jim's chap was a thief.”

Darrell looked at him keenly.

“I understand, Wildrake! You found the thief?”

“Little me and some others,” said Wildrake again. “1
guess he begged hard and we let him off. Mun's the word,
of course? You're not talking as a prefect now, Darrell ?*

“Of course not! I'm only too much obliged to you,”
said Darrell. “ But for you, I should be at this moment—""
He broke off. “I sha'n't forget this, Wildrake!"

“All gserene! As for the rotter concerned—I won't men-
tion names,” said the Canadian junior—‘“but he's had a
lesson fit to turn his hair grey, and I guess it won't be lost
on him. That's all I can say.”

“And I must be satisfied with that?" said Darrell wilh
a smile.

“Just that!” agreed Wildrake.

THE E¥ED.
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HAVING been inundated with letters from my loyal

readers, asking me to form some sert of a club

to enable them to join in one large circle of
friends, T am at last able to accede to their wishes by
introducing what will be known as

THE RALLY - ROUND CLUB.

The title of the club speaks for itself. Every member
of the club rallies round the Gem Lisrary, and does his
or her best to introduce it to new readers. Members are
asked to write and criticise the various features in the
paper, and any helpful suggestions will be published on
the Chat page, together with the name and address of
the reader. Any member sending a letter which, in my
opinion, contains anything of special interest to other
members of the elub will be awarded a money prize.

I want you to be with me in helping to form one of the
largest elubs ever yet known.

All one has to do to become a member is to cut ount
the conpons from two issues of the Gem Limrary—the
ane from this week’s issue and one from next week will
answer the purpose—pin them tegether, and post them
to “The President, The Rally-Round Club, The Gem
Offices, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect,
London, B.C.4."

Every reader joining the Club is speciolly requested
fo obtain @ NEW reader for the ** Gem ™ Library, and
to get him or her to join the Club.

To each member joining I am going to forward, FREE,
o Splendid Art Portrait of Jack Cornwell, V.C., the hero
of lieroes, who, in the Battle of Jutland, stood by his

n till the last. This splendid picture is well worth
raming, and would make a splendid addition teo any-
one's den.

Get to work right now, introduce your new reader,
send in your coupons as advised, and you will shortly
afterwards become the happy recipient of one of these
Splendid Free Gifts. Don’t delay! Act right now!

COUPON.
THE RALLY-ROUND CLUB.

Please enro! me a member of the "Gem " Rally-Round

Club,
(Signed) Name ooovencerinnis ey

Addresss <s1--.

April B, 1972

E RALLY-ROUND CLUB.

(Each Member Reccives One of the Splendid Plates FREE.)

This is a small reproduction of the original.
Tre Gew Lisrary,~—No. 734,
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Grundy on the *‘ High
Horse."

By GEORGE WILKINS.

—

WONDER how many fcllows could stick
Grundy as Gunn and I do. I reckon
he's jolly lucky in his study-mates. 1f
he was with some chaps In the school,

he'd have been cold meat long enough ago.
I know there are other johnnies at St. Jim's
who tauke a bit of putting-up with—Skimpole,
for Instance—but ome thing about them Is
that you can ignore them a bit, and try to
forget that they exist. But there’s not much
chance of forgetting Grundy, or of ignoring
him. He takes jolly good care of that.

He's always under your nose, and hobbi
an in unexpected places with fatheade
ideas. Gunn and I often try to get out of
his road, but it's hopeless.

We can always reckon on his missing us
within the first five minutes, and coming
after us, and it's ten-to-one that he manages
to find us. He basn't got much brain, but
he's the dickens of a sticker!

Last week Le bad a brand-new idea, so
new that nohbody had never had such an
idea before, he sald. Perhaps it was because
nobod{ else wusa scatter-brained enough to
want to think of anything so idiotic.

He wanted to challenge the Grammar
Bchool to 8 point-to-point race across
country--on horses, mind you!

“It's a great wheeze,” he said In our study
alter tea one evening. “We'll mark out a
course—about ten miles will ba enough for
the first time—and appoint about a dozen
riders for each school. Of courge, in one
way it'll be a bit tame, because the result
will be a foregone couclusion, as naturally
I shall be the winner, but there'll be plenty
of fun in seelng who comes in second and
third. What do you think of the idea?”

“Just the same as any other sensible chap
would,” retorted Guon,

“And  what's Lhat?"
eagerly.

“He wouldn't think of it at all,” replied
Guna.  “And neither am 1 doing.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Needless to say, it was I who was laughing
at Gunn's opinlon of the idea, and not
Grundy, Ile was fuming, but as the tahle
wius between him and Gunn, who was also
nearer to tho door, he knew from past ex-
perience that it would be impossible for him
1o geb rouna to old Guuu in time.

“You assl” he roared. “It's a jolly good
wheere, 1 think!”

“Your thinking se i3 cnough to condemn
it, I murmured; but as 1 was rather near
to the great CGeorge I was caretul not to
speak in too audible a tone.

Guon, however, heard me, amnd  winked
across with the eye that was turned away
from Grundy.

“Well, H Cardew and his pals could get
ap a midnlght motor-race with the High-
clife crowd,” he growled, “I don't see why
we shouldn’t be uble to do a blessed horse-
race in broad daylight.”

“Ass!” sald Gunn. “Yonu don't suppose
that race ever took place, do you?”

“Why mot? Didn't Cardew write an
account of it for Tom Merry to put into the
*News' 1" demanded Grundy triumphantly

“Cardew was pulling your blessed leg.”

inquired Grundy
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replicd Gunn. “It was a fake all through.
Any ass with half an eye could see that.”

“But I saw it in print,” persisted Grundy
ohatinately

Grundy has a great respect for the printed
word, and he'd believe anything that he read
in a paper.

“Whut about that?” grinned Gunn. “You
saw the mnews of your sale of Government
aurplus goods in print, on nice coloured
paper handbills, but you said it wasn't true.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" 1 roared.

“ Anyhow,” snorted George Alfred, “I mean
to try it, and what's more, you fellows are
gnln& to help!”

“What?" yelled Gunn and I together; but
Grundy waved his hand as though the
matter was settled.

“Of course,” he said, “I look to this study
to back me up. You'll both ride for St.
Jim's, and I shall expect you to do your best.
Anyway, if you don't come in well to the
front you'll have to reckon with me.”

“B-but, you ass,” gasped Gunn, “I can’t
ride a horse!”

“Did I say you could?” replied Grundy.
“Don’t try to make cxcuses, Gunn. Neither
can I ride—in fact, I've never been on a
horse in my life—but you don't hear me
making idiotic excuses.”

“M-my hat!"

“But if you can't ride, what's the use of
your going in for the race¥” I asked.
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Look out for the splendidly
written health article by the St.
Jim's “Sporting Doctor.”” The
first will appear in next week's
issue of the *“St. Jim's News.”
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“Well, T can learn, can't I7" sald Grundy
disdainfully. “There’s a riding-school at
Whayland, and you'll see it won’t take me
more than an hour or so to become a first-
class rider. I'm pretty quick at picking
thiugs up, and I—I'll bet I astonish the
riding-master when I start.”

“I bet you will,” [ assured him; and he
looked a jolly sight more pleased than he
would have done had he known exactly what
I meant by the remark, I had no doubt that
Grundy would astonish the riding-master,
but I Ffancied it would not be by his
brilliance. On the other hand, his colossal
stupidity generally has the effect of astonish:
Ing most of the pecple with whom he comes
into contact.

Grundy arranged that we should all go
idown to Wayland on the following Wednes-
day afternoon, hut Gunn and 1 agreed pri-
vately afterwards that we had no desire to
learn the art of horsemanship—at least, not
in the company of George Alfred Grundy, and
for the purpose that he proposed—and so.
when he was ready to start, he looked for us
in vain. For once be failed to lind us, and
he was so determined to carry on with his
idea that he set ont for Waygland on his own.

He came back about six o'clock, just as
we were finishing tea, and when we saw him
standing in the study doorway we inmped
to our feet pretty quickly and grabbed a
cushien apiece. Having dodged him earier
in the day, we expected that he’d be on the
giddy warpath, because he usually takes it
out of us when we work off & whecze of that
kind on him.

But we needn't have bothered. Grundy
was not in the mood for taking revenge.
e simply came in and limped across the
study, sinking intoe a chair without a word.
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In the Saddle.

“What's up, Grundy?” I asked,
of the cushion.

He looked up wearily

“Eh?" he said. *“Oh, nothing!”

“What have you been doing to your
chivvy?” inquired Gunn, staring at what was
the first stages of a promising black eye.

“ Nothing!" repeated Grundy. as though it
didn’t matter much,

(tunn and I stared at cach other in silence.

“Have you been collared by (ordon Gay
and ragged?" went on Gunn, at length.

“"Gordon Gay?" repeated Grundy, as though
he'd never heard of him. *Oh, no!”

“Well, have you been to Wayland?" [
asked, beginning to get a bit exasperated.

Grundy nodded his head.

“To the riding-school?”

He actually shuddered as I asked that.

“Ye-es, I've been there!” he muttered. "1
—oh, erumbs, my ribs!”

He commenced to wriggle in the depths of
the chair, ard Guan winked across at me. We
were tumbling te the state of affairs now.
Evidently Grundy's riding-lesson had been
less successful, and more painful, than he
had anticipated.

“Did you astonish
chnckled Gunn.

“It's not a riding-school at all!" groaned
Grindy. “It's a blessed torture-chamber!
You never saw such a collection of vicious
brutes as they've got there. Their backs
are too hroad to get across, and the saddles
are too slippery to hang on by! I'm black
and blue all over! I fell off about a dozen
times. I tried about four ditferent ones
and I think the rotten brutes threw me
off on purpose. Aunyway, I'm jolly certain
that they were grinning all the time!"

“As soon as 1 got on one side I slipped
off the other, and when I got the hang of the
thing, and learned how to stick on by holding
the mane—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gunn.

“What the heck are you laughing at, you
ass?" snapped Grundy, with a slight return
to his old manner, “Aas I was saying, [
began to get the idea, and got the nag to
gnllo‘) and then, somehow or other, 1 found
myse f among the tan on the floor again. I
think every blessed bone in my body's broken,
and all my teeth are loose, yet all you idiots
can do is to stand there and grin. If 1
could only get up to you—"

“I'm sorry!" gasped Gunn. *“But really I
should like to have been there, and seen you
hanging round the horse’s neck, and bumping
on the ground. Ia, ha, hal”

In the ordinary way Gunn would have
suffered for that, but Grundy was too sorete
be capable of doing more than promising
him what he would do later.

“ And how did it finish up?” I inquired,

“Well, after 1'd fallen off the last time |
turned round and saw the blessed instructor
laughing like a giddy hyena. 1 wasn't going
to stand that, so 1 went up and whopped
him——"

“You—you whopped him!" gasped Gunn

“Yes, of course! I only got in one good
biff, and then the Dbeast, who was about
six-foot-two, called a couple of attendants,
and the three of 'em flung me out! Me,
mind you!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

He drank a cup of tea in moody silence,
and soon after went up to the dormitory to
soak himself in embrocation. It was geveral
days before he had fully recovered from the
effects of his afterncon at Wayland, but he
has not taken any further riding-lessons, nor
have we heard any more about his great ides
of a cross-country steeplechuase.
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By this time the ceremony of placing the
hideous relics on the idel had been eom-
pleted, and now the painted skull-bearers
had retired to the end of the lighted cirele,
while the figure in the mask, standing in front
of the stone platform, began a long Liarangue,
He was telling his people the history of the
tribe, and was warning them of the power
of this fetish hidden in the heart of the hill.

Taga translated part of the speech to Don
as they lay there.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Government had visited the island and
insisted on head-hunting stopping. One or
two raids had been carried out, and several
of the villages shelled, so at last they had
been forced to find another sanctuary for
their idol.

The droning voice continued to speak for
a long ten minutes or so, then the iirst
startling disturbance took place There was
a clean, sharp thud, and ome of the skulls
from the lieap on the knees of the idol rojled
over, and came trundling down, to fall first
on the stone platform, then to bounee forward

‘until it halted at the feet of the masked
figure.
For a moment a hush fell on the circle,

then a long-drawn cry came,
Thud!

19

the pile of skulls full in the centre, and the
heaped-up relics were scattered, falling in a
shower from the knees of the carved shape.
Then came a voice—a thin, clacking, angry
voice, which wheezed out a torreut of strange
noises. They seemed to come from the
carved, wooden lips of the idal.

Suddenly the weird sounds changed, and it
was now animal cries which filtered through
the hushed air—the barking of a dog, the call
of a night-bird, the bellow of cattle.

Never in all his career had Scat reached
such high perfection the quaint art he had
cultivated. Even Don, well accustomed to
the tutor's skill, lay spellbound, listening to
this tornado of sounds. The effect on the
rest of the audience was electricall

The grotesque idol had once been in their
head villuge of Matatai, but the British

Another quick sound followed,
time Scat's aim was truer.

(Another grand long instalment of
this splendid serial next weel:.)
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isall you pay for our No. 4004 1ady’s
or gentleman's Mead " Mrevel '—
the finest cycles ever offered on
such exceptionallyeasy terms, Built
to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
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NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If you
are mervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence, will power,
mind concentration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of
others, send three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to
Seaman, and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.5.0.'s, M.C.’s,
MM.'s, and D.C.M’s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd, 527,
Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

REPEATER WATER PISTOL 1/9. Postage 5i. g8

All metal. Ejects 6 powerful sgrays with one loading.

POCKET CINEMA

Complete with 250 Films, 1/9, postage 3d.

“THE PLURASCOPE” 2'3. Pestage 3i.

Contalns 8 instruments in ope: Combined
Opera and Field Glasses, Telescope, Btereo-
scope, Microscope, Eye-Mirror, Compass.
Invaluable for examining flowers, corn,
microbes, ete.
FREE To all purchasers of our goods we will give one of the following gifts
absolutely FREE: 2-Blade Steel Pocket Knife (bone
handle). Vulcanite Fountain Pen. Powerful Microscope, Petrol
Lighter. When ordering, select gift required. 1822 Cuatalogue of
Electricai, Mechanical Models, Novelties, ete. Now ready, 3d. post free.

Our Guarantee : Satisfaction or money refunded.

BENNETT BROS.; ucitorn, Lendon, W.c.1.
ARE YOU NERVOUS 2-55t, /a1, Sgble, JHome ourt ot

ing. Send 2d. stamp.—TU. J. D., 12, All SBaints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Gem."” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co..
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 4. You will receive by return a Splendid
Britlsh Made 14-ct, Gold Nibbed Fleet Founiain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
edlum, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupen is sent, the price s 3/9, 2d. being
llowed for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) This great
fler is made to introduce the famous Fleet I'en 1o the GEM readers.
atisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra.
Lever S¢lf-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

|

A Model STEAM ENGINE

Complete, ready for work, 15/-, él j-, & 32/-. Rails, 6d. per length.
Post extra 1 /-. ELECTRIC LIGHT! Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Heolder, Reflector, ete., 4/9; postage 6d. Larger aize,
; postage 9d. SBHOCKING COIL!
Set of Parts for makm&z, 1/9. Battery
Parts, 1/6; postage 3d. each. Electro
Magret, 10d.; postage 2d. (Lifts 1 1b.)
Box Electrical Experiments, 2/9, postage
4d, Vertical Steam Engine, 7/6; postage,
ete., 9d. (Catalogue 4d.) 4-Volt Dynamo,
12/6. SEND NOW.

S The HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.

T, {38 38, Queen's Road, Aston, Birmingham.

Instructions

MAGAZINE REPEATING PISTOL

PRIGE No Licence
Required.
16 a
CARRIACE PAID, British
WITH AMMUNITION. Manufacture.

PULLEZEE, BRIGHTON.

BE TALLER —Height will make you respected in business and

" private life. Studemts df the Girvan Scientifio
Treatment report from 2 to 5 inches increase, with far better Lealth. These
advantages can be yours also if you are under 40. Over ten years’' uh-
blemished reputation. The increase is quite permanent. Seund P.C. to-day
for particulars and our £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. A.M.P.,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

LTD., 45, KING STREET,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1; with AUTOMATIC Ré-winder,
from £3. Accessories, Standard Films. Illustrated Catalogue Free,—
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenue, LONDON, W.13.

BUY Masters’ Double Life Gents’ Boots, Dri-ped Water-

proof Soles, also Ladies' Boots, Shoes, §/- monthly.

Algo Buits, Overcoats, Costumes, Winter Coats,
Blouses, Bedding, Blankets, Rings, Bracelets, Jewellery, Gold and
Silver Pocket and Wrist Watches, Clocks, Cutlery, Plate, Accordeons,
Gramophones, ete. Everything in our Price List on Easy Terms.
Write for a FREE Copy (Estab. 1868.)

MASTERS, LTD., 24, Hope Stores, RYE.

L] ~Learn the Wonderful Japanese
BON T BE BULLIED ! Art of BSelf-Defence w’?thoub
Weapons. For small boys and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept. G.M.,8CHOOL OF JUJITSU,
31, Golden Sq., Regent St., London, W.1. Personal Tuition also given.

MAGIC TRICKS, Siimec fitistic Tmitatc birde.

Price6d.each,4forl/--—T. W, Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd.,London,N.1.
9o WONDERFUL WAY TO INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT

(2 to 5inches guaranteed). Thousands of testimonials from Royalty downwards.
Send stamp for particulars. Write: Percival Carne, Caerphilly, Cardiff 2
FREE CONJURING.—Professional will give away MAGIC TABLE
= THICK Absolutely Freel Send stamped addressed envelope
for particulars.—Professor A., 12, 8t. Anu’s Road, London, S.W.18.

, THE nzw“l o_|“_1 i

Saw, Berewdriver, Chisels,
iimlet, Bradawl, Gouge,
Nail and Tack Lifter. Ete.
The Screw.Up Case (7 ins.

%l{mgl. encloses all Ten Tools
when not in use, and also
torms Handle for each when in

use, Quite as Strong and much

2‘1'2 handier than Single Tools 6d. tol /- each; Only 1/11
or with Hammer Head extra, to fit on top, /2. Part post.

‘With Hﬂ.mmﬂ'!“ge and packing on either, 3d.Extea. Delight or Money Back,

PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, DEPT. OT, HASTINGS. (Jilus. Catalogue Free.)

When Answering Advertisements

~  Please Mention This Paper. "
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hJ - - ‘f'—:
Become amember of
“The Rally -Round
Club" and receive
one of the Splendid
Free Gifts offered.

Every
Wednesday,

HENRY SELBY, B Sc. (Third Form Master.)

{.Inother Splendid Art Povirait Study Next Week.)
Lae Gry Lisrary.—No. 730,




