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¢f your name is not here
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No attempt will be considered un~
less accompanied by one ot‘f.h:n
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"Youl.' train 1s in, ma’ am

Porter:
Lady: “ Why do you say ‘your train,’ my
man, whert ynu ow 1t belongs to the
cnmpmy" Porter: “PDunnd’, mnam.
But why do you call me * my man ’> when
you know I belong to my old woman ¥'—

-a-crown awarded to Kamdin A.
X [Bh;:lﬂldlﬂ, 10, Sholapur Road, Poona,
ndia. .

"The Right To Live. s
-A very kind-hearted man, who often

intervenes tm bboysehﬂﬁpttch“mb a.nmmh.
saw a crowd ing absnes and
sticks into the boughs of a tree. Boys,"
bhe said, “what are you tmg‘—n
sqm_rre} ar a cat?”’ ¢ Na:tgr air,”’

replied one youngster.
“Well, poor bat,” said t!n stranger,
has a right to live.” “Yes, sir,”
answered the boy; “but this is a cricket-
bat.”-——Half-a-crown awarded to R. Cock-

‘burn, 15, Clatemont Gardens, Leith, 8cot-

land.
The Numidian Guellc.
- The Numidian gazelle is a _beautiful
. creaturs, which inhabits the North of
Africa. In some districts it is found in
vast hordes, which would be innumerable
but for the fact that the ,Iiazella is the
chief prey of the lion, Numidian
le is a specws of nntalnﬁe and 15
very graceful. Its horns are black,
- can run very swiftly, and swhen attac]:ed
& body of these animals will form a circle

with their borns, offering a very formid- |
able .defence. —Talf-a-crown awarded .to |
ian. Gardens, N

_Kenneth Paton, 9, Arcad

“It's ‘'a bat.”
“i b

Woney.

Koney may be divided into two classes,
as it were, coin and paper. A golden
sovereign is worth a pound, but a pound
Treasury note is nob. It resolves itself
into " this, that, literally speaking, a
Treasury note is worth a pound, face
value, but it is not worth a pound in
gold. Some countries, America, for in-
stance, will not accept payment for a
consignmen: of goods in any other
tanner than by bullion, or gold. Money
is really and truly a means of exchange.
If, for example, the country were run-
ning short of ready money, the Govern-
ment would issue a considerable number
of notes, and that would be termed
mﬂatmg the currency. By so deing the
value of money would decrease to an

alarmmf extent. This was proved dur-
ing a raeent war.—Half-a-crown
awarded P. Ballantine, 89, Hazel-

-lﬁury Rond S]Ever Street E&monton,

This Wins Qur Tuck Hamper.
Mot What He Meant.
. A dull and not very industrious
: youth was discharged from the ser-
viee of the firm he had worked for.
He ashed his employer for a
character, and, armed with the.
testimonial, the youth a plied to
-another firm for a ]Dg
manager read what was m‘xtten
“T see you have many blots on
“your character,” he said :;tem].}vr
“ Br—well,” answered the yout
- Y think 1t must have been the
employer’s bad pen.”—A Tuck
_Hamper filled with delicious Tuck
" has been awarded to Leslie Had-
field, 64, Earle Street, Ashton-
: under L_vne, Mnnchester Lanca-
‘shire.” s
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My Dear Chums,—
“ Sons of the Empire ™" is thn ht!e of

um|Lmu_lmmiilmitlﬁinult

next week’s stirring yarn in the GEM.
1t is a great story, with plenty of nune!z
in it. Greyfriars comes to St. Jim’s for
an inter-school match—just what | am
always being asked to give. In this
mateh the Colenial players an both sides
aequit themselves so well, scoring all
along the ‘line, that.a special team s
formed, all Colonials. These Sons of the
Empire win plenty of haenours, just” aw
one might expect.

This week’s number is a record one in
every way. | am positive you Wi
approve of the extra-sized illustra
In the past | have had grumbies thn’f
pictures were not large enough, 2

The first of the new series of hreozy
drticles by the Sperting Doctor appears
this week. | am sure this feature is a
winner, and 1 have only to_draw your
attention to it for all to say the same, '
* The Balfty-Round Club has siirtéd
well. | have heard from myriads” of
staunch supporters of the GEM. The
postman has come to the corclusion that
semething special Is on the way." It is—
the Rally-Round Club. | want you te
raily in your thousands and keep it- up.

The GEM appeals to everybody as'a .

front-rank story paper, and.everyboily

who reads the GEM ought to make a
point of jeining the new club. It will be
worth it. The secend coupon appears in
this issue:

No need to ask you te keep your eye
on the Tuck Hamper Cempetition. For
the smartest paragraph, a splendid Tuck
Hamper is awarded, and. there are money
prizes for all others used. -

A correspendent down in Surrey. who
always evinces intense interest in the
GEM, asks a few questions: “ Has
Trimble a minor; If so, can we “hear
ahout him? May
Cousin Ethel in the stories? May we
also hear more of Mr. Seiby and the fags,
and Dr. Holmes' daughter, Cecilia?’"

Well, | am prepared to do almest any-
thing te please-readers. Are these sug-
gestions to “ur likim'? -1f so, please let
me have a finel

It is to be hoped you are all making
sure of the wonderful series of coloured
plates of railway engines now being
There
has never heen such an opportunity as
this. | am hearing about these plates
from all over the couutry, and bitter dis-
‘appointment is expressed when seme
correspondent has failed to secure ane
Of course, a standing aerder
for the * Popular™ is the only way te
bs sure, and. better be sure than serry
anr day ‘of the week.

have a good many more spegial
treats coming for GEM readers, but more
about a!l that next’ week.

S T YOUR EDITOR,

we have  mere of -

it
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Order Next Week's GEM Early. Thete will be a Big Demand! 3
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CHAPTER 1,
A Narrow Escape.

| Y hat!® | )
M - Tom_ Merry, the captain of the Shell Form at
8t. Jim's, gave vent to that sudden- startled
. . exclamation, and looked round. Manners and
Lowther, also of the Shell, looked round, too, as they heard
their leader’s sudden cry. .

£*Oh, the fool "' said Manuers,

" Lowther nimbly side-stepped into the hedge at the side of
the little.lane, :

It was evening time, and the Tertible Three, as they were
usually called, were returning to school. They were in rather
a hurry, for prep had to-be done, and they had not yet had
their tea, Llom Merry, as captain of the junjor football
tcam, had bebn to the village to buy & new practice ball.

It was not very light in the narrow lane, for on either side
.was a hedge, and behind the hedges were trees. °

But it was light enough to see a car far behind them in the
lane. There was something remarkable about the car—not in
its construction, it was too far off as yet to see that distinctly,
but in its movements, Its course was erratic, to say the least
gfs.it, and Tom Merry, as he stared, uttered another
involuntary ejaculation,

' Well, I'm blowed !” o ¥

& “You'll be jolly well xun down,” grunted Monty- Lowther
*from the hedge. -
- “Yes; Tommy, come off the road!
adraonished Manners, : ¢

But the captain of the Shell heeded them not. The car gave
a violent furch, and Tom Merry continued to stare.

““What the diekens is wrong?”’ he muttered. “Surely the
man can't be drunk !”

Of course he’s drunk—or mad,” grunted Manners
(hﬁnstedly. “He can’t be dninﬁ that for fun— Look!”

& pointed, and as he did so 1he car swerved wildly into the
side of the road, . i
“Good heavens!” muttered Tom Merry. ‘ There's going
10 be a smash in a minute !” .
The car came on again at an increased speed, still swaying,
Tom Merry sheeled round to' glance down the road.
Fortunately, it was empty of vebicles; but ahead was the
ﬁgug ?E a lad siu;!?bily dressed.
“Hil Lookout!” -

Don't be an’ ass!”

i ‘Tom Merty ptacéd his hand to his mouth and gave a liearly

yell. ;
. The boy looked round and stared. Then, catching sighl of
the car, hé moved to the side of the road.

“Can’t we.do anything to stop i67” asked Manners, wilh a
slight frown. ; . :
¢~ The captain of tt 3 8hell shook his curly head. :
. “Ican’t,” he said rather worriedly. * And unless you know
more about cars than I do, you can’t.” :
+ #No -good pulling it up?” asked Manners doubtfully. “I
mean, by putting something across the road?”
~.*No,” answered Tom. ~“ Besides, theré isn’t time. Iere,
gel up in the hedge!” . .

. =" The ear came by in a flash. It swerved towards the hedge
_ where the Terrible Three were seated, and Lowlher toppled
over. ' : ;

. As the car passed, Tom Merry d;jr;\lppgd back on to the road,
and Tan forward, as though infending to stop it. Bub ihe

car rushed madly ahead, anhd hé was soon left far behind.

He stood still and watched. Manners, from the hedge-top,
was. watching, too.

““My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “TLook, that kid's
goitig to pull it up!” :

.. -Anxiously the two Shell fellows watched the back of the 3 Y
"o P (Copyright- in the United States of Ar
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rocking, swerving car as it careered wildly in the direclion of
the youth. He stood waiting on the right-hand side of the
lane, but as the car drew nearer to him, he commenced to
run with it. Then with a sudden spring he leapt on- to the
footboard. i

Brushing aside the driver, who, hali-dazed with drink,
giured at him with glazed eyes, he took the steering-wheel.

“Heavens !” gaaﬁed Tom Mercy. *“If he can’t stop it, the
car will reach the hill-top. There's sure to be a smash at the
bottom,” ) .

** He's pulling it up—look !"* eried Manners exciledly,

Sure enough, the huge car was slowing up. A hatless, red-

‘faced man leaned out of the window, and his excited cries

floated back to the threo Shell fellows.

“I know that voice,” exclaimed Tom Merry,

£ Hang the man,” grunted Manners. “ Fa's scared stiff !
{ The car’s stopping ! - :

The shabby youth had switched off the magneto, and the
car was running on ity cwn momentum. As it climbed the
hill it came to a standstill. ‘Then it slid slowly backwards. .

“Great Scott! It's coming back!” ;

Even as the words left the Shell fellow’s lips the car curved
gracefully into the hedge that bordered the left-hand side of
the rou,c{ With a scarcely perceplible jerk it came to a
standstill, ’ ,

Tom Merty ran quickly forward.  Manners followed him,
and hardly a mmoment later Lowther, slightly ruffled, clam-
bered over the hedge and joined his chums, .

When the Shell fellows arrived on_ the sceno the swayin
drivet was standing beside the car. With him, trembling, an:
very red in the face, was the occupani. Ie was waving his
arns excitedly and talking incoherently. . -

“You—you—you !” he spluttered. ~ “{et away! You'rs
sacked—sacked, I say!” . !

He waved his arms again, and the chavfleur bleared at him,
ife raised his right arm feebly, then lot it drop to his side.

“:gdg'f.' ,wancher job!” he breathed, and fell to the road,

'l‘hegowne: of the car stirred the fallen man with his foot.

Then, remembering for the fivst time his resener, he turned
round, and held oui his hand. N .

“Splendid ! he gasped. “ You—you saved my life! This
drunken fool woulf have killed me " .

The. shabbily dressed youlh glanced up al him, and’ took -

"the proffered hand. His face was well shapen, with clear-cut

features, and there was an expression of intelligence in his
blue eyes. L . .
“You saved my life,” went on the apoplectic-looking
gentleman, patting the lad enconragingly, “and never shall
ihe world say that Ierbert Racke, of Racke & Hacke, was

ever ungrateful ! .

T'om Merry started, and looked at his chums, "So thal wag

how he krew the voice and face. :Ricke, of Racke &.FHacke! -
It meant, of course, that the- man was the father of Aubréy -
Racke of the Shell at St. Jim’s. . . :

- Racke of the Shell was nol popular, in point of faci, he waa
distinetly unpopular, - His father’s war profits had served Lo
swell his head. Always a bounder, Racke had been able 1o
extend. his. “ bounding ’ proclivities. A bounder with money,
has jusl one more yice than other bounders.” ~ - - o< -

Mr. Racke looked the shubby youth up and down,

+ “sPhere isn't-much time to talk now,” -he grunted..- \’ife‘t.i

better get to the school, You can drive, of course?”
© “Teh? Oh, yes, I can drive. ” Where do you want to get lo,
girF" ]

It was a Pleasant-sonnding, well-culiured voice, and Tom
Merry looked at the lad in a rather puzzled manner. Tt
struck the ‘caplain of the Shell ‘as being rather queer that a
e s e -0 PHE GEN L1smart.~No. 710,




4 " Next Week's Story will be Better Than Ever}

youth with such a cultured voice #=" Jace should be wande:-

ing, shabbily dressed, at Jarge on %he King’s highway.

*¥11 pay you,” said Mr, Racke pompously. ;
“Thank you,” smiled the youth, with a bow. “I do not

req‘n}’i:zl-?zpayment for small services,”

Oh, all right, just as you like,” puffed Mr. Racke,-

and:he turned to enter the ear.  The chauffeur, having

staggered to his shaky legs, stood dazed by the roadside.
1t was then for the first time that Mr, Racke caught sight

of ihe Shall fellows. ’ : T
“Hallo I” he exclaimed, beaming fatuously. “St. Jim's

Inds, eh? Friends of Aubrey? You know my boy Aubrey?

. Aubrey Racke of the Shell—eh1” ;

" Ahem1 Yes, rather !” murmured Tom Merry. ,
“We do—we does |” muttered Lowther significantly.  But
the significance was lost on Mr. Racke.
“Ag!!‘ That’s the way. Aubrey

friends. . Just jump in, and we'll have a little talk.” i

- Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther stepped into the luxu-

rions body of thé car. i
Mr. Rache seemed to have taken it for granted that the

shiabby youth would drive them. There was no doubt at all

that- Herbert Racke, of Racke. & Hacke, was a hustler.
the .curious part was that everyone seemed always to.fall
in: with his plans. It was not much good doing otherwise.
“What about the chauffeur?” asked Manners. Bug his
question was drowned as the engine started with a roar.

* Manners repeated his question in a louder tone "
“Ehi* asked Mr. Racke. “Oh, him. He’'s sacked.
“But you can’t leave him there——" began Tom Meiry.
“Can't 1?7 You wateh!” .

Mr. Racke gave a slight fat chuckle and leant back. ¥ rom

his outside pocket he -drew a cambric handkerchief and wiped

his glowing face. The worries of Simpson, the chauffeur,:

seemed not to trovble him a great deal. .

“T shall ’phone the local garatge for a chauffeur,” he
grunted. “Simpson’s not 8o bad that he can't find his way
to the police-station. They'll look after him. He deserves
to get into some trouble—1 don't know what the firm would
Jhave done if T'd been killed.. Hesnearly did me in.

“This fellow drives jolly well!"” said Tom Merry, as there
came & break in the conversation. i ;

“ Mr. Racke frowned slightly.
“He does.

Wish I'd had more in my time.

i\ ) Still, Aubrey’s getting his
Enare—— ¥

The Terrible Three smiled. Aubrey Racke's.idea of educa-

tion was to learn just how to win at cards, and how to aveid
trouble. Tn that sense he was quite well educated.

_ “I've been thinking,” mused Mr. Racke, “‘that I’d send
this lad to 8t. Jim’s, - -

“Bend him to 8t. Jim’s?”’ Tom Merry asked in some

surprise. T say, sir, that would be jolly gaod of you.”

Mr. Racke swelled visibli with pride. .

“Yes, I am good, though I say it; That lad might do &
deal &f good with education. He might-do all right in my
office. g:l?idn’b very well put Aubrey in.” ]

* Nunno.” . g

It was certainly quite obvious that ‘Aubrey Racke was not
suited to a position in his father’s office. And it was as
well that Mr, Racke realised.that fact, -

All conscious of the plans for his future that were being

“worked out inside the car, the shabby youth with the plea-
sant face drove the car down the side lane that led to St.
Jim’s.

__ The gates were still open, and the car crept through them.
'Taggles, the school porter, touched his dirapldnted top-hat
vespectfully, but stared rather curiously at the chauifeur,

28 did several other fellows in the quad.

" Well,” frowned Mr. Racke, as the car drew up. " What
do you think of the idea?” .

b | p,i'ng,“ grinned Lowther softly. " Won’t Aubrey be

pleased ! .
And his chums chuckled. They wondered!
. CHAPTER 2.
Racke’s Tea-party.

] USSY, you're not going ! =
Jack Blake, of the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim's,
shook &n' admonishing forefinger at his. élegant

chum. )
Blake, Herries, and Digby, who were seated round the

table in Study No. 6, shook their heads wisely and decisively. .

. Arthur Augustus D’Avey eniffed, and screwed his monocle
in,fg his left eye.

I fail to see,” he said freezingly, * what it has to do with |
. “Gussy, my dear old

you fellows.”
“That’s just it,” growled Blake.
thing, you’'ll come to a-bad end——"
Tas Gem Lisrary.—No. T40.

wag alweys a ope for

And-

-an i

5 He's_s smeart lad, Now;. what he wants i’
education. Nothing like education for brightening up a chap. |

“Wats! T uttahly wefuse to come to a bad end, deah boy.”
Jack: Blake sighed regretfully,
f:]Weli, you might think of the honour of the study,”} he.
seid. : s

“That’s it,” repeated Herries, who was not a particuldrly
bright youth. “Think of the honour of the study.”

“Wats! 1 fail to see how the fact of my going to fea
with Wacke can affect. the honour of the study.” ]

“Racke's an outsider,” said Dighy. *You know that well
enough.”- i :

“Yaas. DBut Wacke has weformed; he told me so."

“Ass!” grunted Blake. “ You’'d believe any yarn.”

“I wefuse to discuss the mattah any furthah. Cardew is
comin’ to tea, also. He twusts Wacke, anyway.”

“Ass 1 -said Blake. “Cardew’s pulling Racke's leg, and
yours too. He knows Racke all right.”

“ Anyway, I'm goin’, deah boys, whethah you like it or
not. 1 considah it a caseé of noblesse oblige, when Wacke’s
patah is comin’.” ° e :

“Now, don’t get on the high horse, Gus,” sighed Herries,

“Can’t you see that Racke wants to impress his pater,”
pleaded Digby. “He wants his pater to think that he’s ‘in
with the nobs ’—that’s how Racke’s pater would put it.”

g g.‘he swell of St. Jim’s made no reply, but snitfed scorn-
ully. .

It wequishs a little tact aid jidgment,” he gaid loftily. -
“Wacke is Pwohah!y quite a decent fellah. If he has
weformed——"" . : :

“H—" grunted Blake. :

Blake, appavently, had little, if any, faith in Racke's
reformation, regarding it as a stunt to. get Arthur Augugtns
D’Arcy to the litile tea-party that.lms been arranged for
the benefit’ of Racke senior. ‘It was possible that, as Blake
pointed out, Racke considered-the son of an earl would be

guest. But Arthur Augustus, in his aimdpla faith,
valued by the poet higher than his Norman blood, forbade
his attribuling an uvlterior motive to an invitation. If Racke
really intended turning over s new leaf, then he was ixa??ty
bound to attend, .- . !

Jack Blake took a heavy ruler from the table.

“I can see that argument is no good,” he said, darkly.

=

*%Look here, Gussy. eyt out this nonsense and do youf prep.

Pm coming along to Study No. 7 later on, and if I find any
'card-pizgmg, woe betide you and Racke,” .
“Weally, deah boy. Yoeu suahly do not imagine that !
would. play cards—" : .- i
“Oh, yes, you would,” chuckled Herries. *If Rac
asked you, 1t would be a case of noblesse oblige.” £
The swell of 8t. Jim’s opened his mouth to make a retorfs
but at that moment there came & tap at the door.
*Come in, fathead !’ called out Jack Blake cheerily, -
The door opened, and Cardew of the Fourth entered,:
He glanced at the three seated juniors and nodded. '‘hen
he turned to-the swell of St, Jim's. * .
“Coming along to the tea-party, Guesy ?” he asked. ** Dear
old Racke will be gettin exciteg. I see you've got your best
bib and tucker on.” He glanced approvingly at the slim,
well-attired figure of the swell of St. Jim's, and turned to
Blake with a slight smile. *Only wants a bive bow round
his neck, and_ you'd naturally say ¢ Here, Fido! "
Blake chuckled, and Arthur Augustus gave the humorous
Cardew a withering stare, .
“Weally, Cardew-——" he began. . .
“Take him away, Cardew,” sighed Blake. “Don’t let him
start all ‘over agam. And for goodness sake look after the
ass. Don't let him get into trouble.” - B
“Do I look a leader astray?” asked Cardew. **No, ng;
my noble kinsman and I will sun in the glances of the super
aristocracy, the new rich. Aren’t you coming along, Dig?
Surely, as the only son of a baronet, you've had an invita-

tion ?”*

Robert Arthur Digby shook his head, and grinned,
“1 hm‘en’t,”hhe said, quite cheerfulle. “I'm trying to

?

-]

" Splendid. Come along, Gussy~-friend Racke will be get-
ting agitated.” : :

Cardew linked his arm with that of his cousin and led him
off in the direction of Racke's, study on the Shell floor. :
Cardew was such_a peculiar combination of good and no
iood that it was difficult to sort the one from the other.”
Iways there was behind his every action & cynical vein of

humour which made the distinction all the more difficuit.
Only Cardew could have derived pleasure from having tea
in the company of Racke, for the so)ie purpose of pulling the
leg of the jnestimable Aubrey, ; :
‘hey reached Study No, 7 on the Shell floor. Racke was
there with his studymate, Crooke. Racke was pacing up-
and down the study in & rather egitated manner. Racke
senior was late, and Aubrey was worried—not for his pater’s
sake, but for the sake of the tip that shorld have acéom-"
panied the arrival. * : :
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4 Racke,’” sdid Mpr, Railton, * your father, as you know, has made this boy Robinson his protege. The Head has
" deoided that hie shall share your sludr. As ho 13 new to the sohool, | want you and Orooke to do your utmost to make
him comfortable. You undérstand 2%  Yes, sir,” said Orooke, Backe made no reply, but ulnnxmmdly at Robinson;,
- who smiled slightly. (Sze page 8.) . i
" “Pater's dooced late,” he muttered. ““Whero on carth Racke gave the Shell ¢ a quick glance.

9

can he have got to . < e

“ Ah, these paters—these paters,” sighed Cardew, sinking
into the armchair. “Never mind the piter bird, get on
with the reforming stunt, Racke, my merry bird.”

Racke scowled at the cheerful Cardew. *

“Don"t rot!” he growled. . “I can’t imagine what's hap-

- pened to the pater—I’m jolly hungry.” . _.

“Yaas, dear boy. You might get your jolly old pater to-
arrange to come at a mere ‘reasonable time so that we can
have a respectable tea. I don’t know what my people would
say if they knew I hadn’t had tea yetb.”

: “ %on":. 'wot, Cardew, you asy!” =aid D'Arcy severely..

“Hark 1 ’ ' -

Racke listened and held o

“Was that a car?”

Croolte nodded.

L. ¥es,
down.” % ;
. . Racke opened the door and raced along the passage.

Crooke followed him closely. A% a pace consistent with his
_dignity, Arthur Augustus brought up the rear-in company

with Cardew, who was smiling at some hidden joke known

only to himself. .- <. : 3

'here was a small group of fellows in the doorway, and
.~ Racke pushed to the fore. At the sight of his father’s Rolls-
Royce, chauffeured by the shabbily dressed youth, he pulled

p a warning finger.

up in surprise. e .
“What the dickens!” he growled. ‘“Where's Simpson?”
. Tom Merry opened the door of the car, Etcp%ed out, and
5 i\ssiai‘;ied Mr.” Racke to alight, Mannérs and Lowther fol-
owed. : ' ’
¢ Hallo, pater!” - - . . :
. "Ah, Aubrey ! .Not too late, eh? Had a terriblé time,
. ihouph. That infernal Simpson fellow wag intoxicated. For-
- Ftunately I was saved from a violent death by the courage
. of this lad—" - 2 vk
“Tom Merry?”

that’s your pater, Racke,” he said; “Come on’|.

E

E 1 aﬁLnin
cnow him, then, the lad
“Oh, him,” said Racke d
the beggar. Why should I? )
“QOh, you don't know him, then?” 1
“No, 1 don’t!” grunted Racke. # Aren’t you coming im,
pater? Tea's waiting, been waiting-ages.”
“Yes, yes. But my rescuer must have some iea,
glad 1 was rescued, Aubrey!” - i :
oy d Racke irritably.. “But I

Yes, of course, pater,” sai
This lad .must have some tca,'.‘i.'Hi,

at the wheel?”

Efg’ustedly. “No, I don’t know

You'ra

don't see——-"
"}iery well, then.

Thus addressed, the youth at the wheel {urned and smiled
genially upon the crowd in the doorway. e
“You want, some tea?” asked Mr, Racke, beaming, and

looking as pleasant as. his face allowed. 3
“Thanks awfully, sit. Now I come {o think of it, T am
rather hungry.” .
The lad stepped from the car. There was a silence as
he followed the fat form of Mr. Racke up the school steps.!
His faco seemed so out of keeping with his shabby clothes
“that the murmurs of surprise 'were not inexplicable.
The Terrible Three followed behind. They had already
accepted Mr. Racke's invitation to tea. .
Racke, frowning angrily, led the way to his study. - He
“did not _in any way approve of his father's new profége.
Racke did not belicve in doing good turns, and he eould
not see that his father owed much to his rescuer. In‘Racke’s
opinion money would have been sufficient. . ! )
Cardew and D'Arcy dropped back with the Terrible Three
and fired off some rapid questions, which the three Shell
fellows answered cheerfully enough. 4 )
“Bai_ Jove! I must sey my opinion of Mr. Wacke:is
much highah than my opinion of his son,” murmured Arthur

Augustus. ; - 3 y
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“Hear, hear!"” grinned Lowther. *Ii could hardly be less,
But I think Aubre; disaippnovea of his father’s rescuer.”
-Lowther was night. For. when ‘the stranger entered the
study, he was greeted with a scowl.  And so also were the
Terrible Three.
© “What the dickens do
they entered the study.

“Ahem! Nothing exactly——"

But Mr. Racke- interposed.

“ They're coming to tea, Aubrey.
Come . in, my lads.” T R
*Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, since they were on
snything but friendly terins with the black sheep of the
Skell, were .not_in the habit of accepting invitations to tea
in Study No. 7. But 'this was a spegial oceasion. More-
sver, the invitation had come from Mr, Racke, and he had
been  insistent. ’

yml'\-:a,nt?” demanded Racke as

They’re my guests!

While in the car. Mr. Rackehad invited them to tea with:

ks son. It had never occurred to Mr. Racke that his son
cewld be unpepular, especially ‘after he had instructed him
& “ get in with the nobs.™" : :

* For Tom Merry o have, explained the true state of affairs

have been swkward; moreover, it would savour some-

would
“what. of kiek: ,a.gellow k.
%“&u rihl;n';!'h_'me, not without misgiving, and

* - CHAPTER 8.

. peims w Amvesed - |

i AL Jove! Tom Mewwy, desh boy, I didn’t know you

. were comm’.” . ’
. “bfﬂf did I-but here I am. ‘What are you doing

w Wsckee:t'ed me to meet his patali. You see, he's we-

formed. He's hevah m; to play cards——"

" Racke shifted uncomi

lather should not hear

taking place between

: %mmok;r,ﬂ{or Mnmepurpos& , d d'“ poker. -

i I - wen) nheedi
,,“%d’-mks "l!: not 'd,i!:’, to unn'nuut,tuh o
‘lni!‘ntx are you mSu'.n’ ‘that face for, Lowthahi?

“As Cardew grabbed bim by the arm, the swell of St. Jin’'s
broke off sbruptly. k .- s .
T wish you. wouldn't ‘be so beastly svuff, Cardew, deah

'he whimsical Fourth-Former smiled.
i*You haven't been introduced, yet,” he said -with mock
solemmity, “J hope they did not ignore their hosts, and
commence talking to other guests where you were brought

up—
“Bai Jove! I didn't think of that” - B
* Arthur Augustus wheeled round,.and bowed politely as
Mr. Racke moved towards him, .. . - .. -
Aubrey Racke smiled. There was a cunning glint in his
.eyeg; and Tom Merry frowned angrily. He knew only too
well that Aubrey Racke had no intention of reforming; that
e was not, and never would, be, anything mgre than a
¥smoky rotter.” It was obvious, too, that D’Arcy was
merely a decoy—but for what exaet purpose, Tom knew not.

S

of the conversation that was
ur. Augustus D'Arcy and Tom

At any rate, ‘he was, tolerably certain that it was not for |

genuino friendship, that being a quality absent in Racke,
and totally unknown to him.
-#“This, pater, . is -one of my friends, the Hon. Arthur
Augustus D’Arey.”
_ Myr. Racke elevated his eyebrows, and smirked.
“Indeed!  Very pleased to meet you, sir. Very pleased.
.And how is your father, the earl?” i .
* Vew, weﬁl, deah boy—I mean deah sir.”
“Excellent. You must come down.to our little place some
day. - I've often asked Aubrey to ﬁnﬁ
.of his schoolmates. Not a very large place, you know, but
fling. Looks as well as money can meke it,”
*“Yaas, wathah.”” :
P’Arcy’s face wore a rather troubled look. -
Mr. Racke lingered awhile, shaking the unfortunate Fourth-
Former’s hand for some few minutes, until Arthur Augustus,
in, despair, drew it away, .
“And fhis is Ralph Reckness Cardew, grandson of Lo
Reckness, pater. You've heard of Lord Reckness?”
T “Ve p&se
%end about him a lot, y'’know. Why don’t you come home?
ul
to eat and drink, billiard-room and everything.”
* “Toppin’ I" murmured Cardew. “Any shootin’i™
. "Oh, yes! Lots of it! Lotst” £
Tomx Merry nudged the smiling Cardew. He saw that,
unléts he were stopped, Cardew” would commience. a little
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Gussy md_‘Cardew, entered Study.

bly and talked. louder, so that his |

wottér any mosh. .|
I know |

’ome-—home, some-

d to meet you! Oh, yes, I know his lordship!

, you must bring your pals home. Always plenty.

v

durin,

" turned®away.

in gly.

gentle Ieg‘puilix_? at the expense of Mr. Racke.
a

Pullin
cke's leg was ok

ir and above board; but Mr. Racke was to
be respected, and it was not the game to pull his leg. Suich
a thing would not worry Cardew, He was amused at evéry-
one and everything; one and all were bows for his shafts
of wit. -
““Pway intwoduce me to our fwiend heah, Wacke, deah
boy!"” asked Arthur Augustus. - %
Racke turned round, and stared at the shabby youth who,
v the mtxoductmnz had been 'standing by, smiling
slightly, with cap in hand. . ’ .
“I don’t know who he is miyself,” he suid coldly, and
The stranger turned not a hair. He did not go red as
many others under similar circumstances would have done;
nor did he look angry. He smiled. ! I
“I haven't 3 name,” he seid, half sarcastically, half jest-
At present T am ‘ No one.’ ” ]
No one, desh boy? That’s wathah funnay. You musé
have a name, - Where did you come fwom?” )
All eyes were now turned in the lad’s direction, and he
shrugged his shoulders. !
“I ean't remember my name,” he said.- “I'm just on the
road. People such as I do not have mames. Why should
they? What's in a name?”’ - :

. Cardew, thinking of Racke's tea-party and the tip that on
the strength of it might follow, chg:lilgd Nl .
“You think it funny. - Pérhaps it is.” -The lad shrugged
his shoulders again. . “I have no name. I den’t want one, -

Call mie what you will.” i o
, "I should call you a ’ero—" " ol
**Hero, pater,” corrected Racke quickly, 5o
“Yes, that’s what.J said. Now, I'm sure you ave hungry,
young fellow, and I know you three are,” he added, lookiig
at Tom Merty & Co. ~“ 8o what sbout tea?” ;
*“Hear, hear!” 3
“Yaas, wathah |
8o, for the moment,
wn’f dr?pped.' : L
ea for nine people was a large order; especially as Racke
had ‘only expected. five. But the juniors soon got busy.
Tom Merry fotched 4 few eatables from his own study, also
E‘:ﬁ?r two ﬂ;m 85 for it waﬁ cmce!ﬁary hh!‘gd waq&lackin% (i:hieﬂ .
e, since he was usually well supplied wi 3 bt oa
well-stocked cupboard. % s . ep-
. €rocke made the tea from the kettle which had, Zifice
hoiled ‘on-the fire} w arranged the extra.orockery‘on
the table: and Lowther turned out his pot of jam intd the
soap-dish he had brought with him.  The only jam-dish theiy
study possessed was filled with some of Manners' chemical
fluid-some mysterious concoction that had to be preserved
in the dark. .- = £1
With many hands the work was light, and the partyi of
a:m:] were. soon seated round the table, Mr. Racke at the

ead.

When the tea had been poured out, and the bread-and-
butter handed round, talk recommenced.

1 was just going to. tell you, Aubrey,” murmured Mr.
Racke, helping himself to the jam, “how this young fellow
saved my life. Simpson, like a fool, had dru.ni more than
was geod for him at the Crown, where we pulled up for—
ahem !—for—"" . . L

* Lubrication,” suggested the smiling Cardew.

“Er—yes, that'll do—I mean lubrication.. He wobbled
about- in a most dangerous manner—awful! These young
gents here will tell you——-3"

"‘He certainly was a bit wild,” mumbled Tom Merry.

‘! Yes, very wild,” added Manners, remembering Lowther
and the e.

.. That’s right. I can tell you, I was mther worried about
it. Especially as I can’t drive a stroke—I mean at sll, my-
self. Luckily, just as we were going up the hill this piueky
lad d;umpa forward and catches the -wheel, pulls the car up
dead, then backs it into the hedge. 1£ we'd reached the
top of that hill and gone down—"

© ‘Mr, Racke shive, i

‘“Wotten I” frowned Arthur Augustus.’ :

"Yes. What's more, though, he drove us here, safe and
sound, otherwise I shouldn’t be ‘here now.” .

* Good man !’ murmured Cardew.

The strange youth smiled. .

Arthur Avugustus turned to him. ' ‘-

‘“You aren't a chauffeur, deah.boy?” he asked. .

“Oh, no,” murmured the youth casually, as he cut his
bread-and-butter with careful precision; *‘but, of course, I
ean drive.” X : : o

*Yaas.” The swell of 8t. Jim’s frowned thoughtfully, “I
think T shall call you Wobinson.” -

“'Ha, ha, hal”

Monty Lowther yelled. And the others gazed at him.in
surprise. R : s L

**Good old Gussy1” he chuckled. * He calls every chaufiour

the subject of the unknown rgger




- ~—See This Week’s Lucky Winners, Then Try Yourself! "9

7.

Holding the basin.aloft, Racke
frantically, but he wn.ho'lplal.
his neck. He wriggled and turned, but it was

poured its oontents over the unfortunate Robinson's head.
Jam and treaocle, in a sticky mess, descended upon his hair and face, and triokled down .
useless. Onl

(Ses page 9.)

The new boy struggled
y when the basin was empty did Racke stop.

Robingon, because that's the name of his own chauffear at
me.” .

" “Good old Gus!” murmured Cardew. “You would be in
a fix. Suppose Mr. Racke called all his chauffours by the
same name, whers would he be? Of course, he could call
them Robinson one,- Robinson -two, Robinson three, but it
would sound funny when it reached double figures.”

*“It couldn’t run to more than three,” smiled Mr, Racke, -
feeling rather flattered. Ho failed to see the sarcasm: behind
the Fourth-Former's vemark. X =

But Tom Merry saw it, and frowned. For some reason
the stranger was also smiling, as though he saw somethiog
to amuse him. - ‘

“I'm sure I don’t mind being called Robinson,” he said.

“Ti's a splendid old English name, at any rate! What could

be better? e
“Oaly D’Arcy,” said Cardew. “But that is Norman. so

- yon see everything has its drawbacks, as the fellow said when

- reéscued his father.

he scored a six and was summoned for a new window.”

The stranger, ““Robinson,” smiled, bitt Racks was scowling
hearvily. e wished devoutediy that the boy had never

. Not. that he winted his father injured,

but that he hated the stranger already. "There was no reason
for it, and that made it the more intense. ;

His father’s next words took his breath away, .

““ Aubrey, our friend. here, ‘ Robinson,’ is coming to St.
Jim’s.”- - : -

“Te—he's what?” gasped Racke..

“Bai Joval”

Mr. Racke smiled blandly,

~ with » well-satisfied, smug expression on his expansive

. phatically.
-mueh; that's why I'm.giving you some, Aubrey.
-mede some money, but with education—"

countenance. 2

“Coming to 8t. Jim's!"”  And he banged the table em-
“Evety boy is entitled to education. I never-had
i True, T've,

and looked round the table

T-he result, according to My. Racke’s expression,: might be

’ be‘t'ber imagined than explaine
»

he continued, “I shall give this young fellow what I
missed. I can afford {o-do it, and it will be somothing for -
you to do. to help him." ) - . x

There were gring at this remirk, and Lowiher chuckled.
He could imagine Racke helping anyone, d

*A—g charity schoolboy?’ - ;

S“Well, that's a hard name, but yes; if you like—>". x

Racke scowled more heavily than ever. It was quile
obvious to all present, save perhaps his father, that he- did
Dot ‘like the scheme. Mr. Racke still laboured under the
delusion that his son was popular. 2

“It will be a splendid opportunity for you—er—Robinson ;
you can make good, and become all sorts of things, © There
is no roason at all why you should ot soms day make your
fortune,” .

For o moment, as Mr, Racke stopped speaking, thers was
silence, ‘broken only as the stranger slowly stirred his tea.
Then he looked up.

“Of course,” he said,

ood!  And really I

sides, t—ibm—? :

His voice tailed off. It was cbvious that although he
felt bound. to mecept the offer he was not over keen, T
seemed almost as though he would rather have refused.

The swell of St. Jim's gave him a compassionate look.

“Pewwaps Wobinson has some appointment,” he - sug-
pested brightly. . 3

“Oh," laughed Mr. Racke. “If yow'vo ‘got’ a job, of
course. If you happen to be with the local grocer or some: =
one, you can't start yet, but perhaps later.’ : o

“Well,” laughed Robinson, -1 mmust confess, I'm not in a
job. T'm -afraid that a grocer would hardly care to have
me, Of course, I should like very much to go to school~-"

“You wouldt™ - - ; i

“it's good of-you, sir; most awfully
can’t see that T've done anything.
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“Yes, rather!"

_ “Then you shall.”
‘;ooked round 'triumphantly. . -*“You shall start ai once.
There is no time to be lost.. Come along with me to Dr.
Holmes, and I will see that everything is arranged. You
will, at least, have somewhere to sleep to-night,”

Smiling, the strenger rose to his feet, and followed Mr.
Racke, although he-had scarcely started his meal. But Mr.
Racke was never a man to leave things for a moment lunge.r
than necessary; He was gﬁmnny a man of impulses, but
W’% well idered and desig impulses. . ;

ey left the room in a busz of talk, and there were
two dissenting voices. Two, at-least, of the seven junicrs
were not pleased, and one was distinctly amused.

Aubrey- Racke jumped to his feet.

“I won't stand it!” he shouted.
mad. A—a—charity schoelboy.”

“Pon’t be a cad, Racke,” snapped Tom Merry.

“YVaas, dear boy. He's here the same.as you. Your
father's paying the fees for both, An’ after all, he’s more of
& gentleman than you,” mocked Cardew. -

“Get out, all of you!” shouted Racke.
get out.”

“The pater must be

“Hang you all,

sguiby < '
- Liook here, Racke,” said Tom Merry_sternly. “There
" is no: veason -at all to lose your temper. Your pater’s doin
a jolly decent thing, a thing you couldn’t do in a hundre
Foars - 3 e

“Yaas, dear boy,” smiled Cardew. “It's just a decent
white man triﬁ!;. But then, dear "Aubrey doesn't understand

decent ; ;

“If that's what you call a decent trick, T dow’t.” What
o ‘E?’ want with gutter chaps; slum brats picked up on the
yoa N a & k! o

“YWats! You are & cad, Wacke. TI&'s a’ jolly decent
chap, He saved youah “patah—" : T

“You silly tailor’s dummy, that’s what he's for, He's
prnbab? only a chauffeur—" ; i .

“ Aind what of that?” asked Manners quickly.

“Well, Bt

- chavfieurs.” - . e
* The noise had slready collected a crowd outside. It was
useless waiting any more.. No ‘ong would accept Racke's

Jim's isn't . the. place for. out-of-work

inhospitality, and now that Mr. Racke had gone, there was |

little ‘point in staying.

“Thanks.for the jolly evenin’, Racke,” ‘smiled. Cardew.

_“PBring your  adopted
bnck-——”s f e .

“Hang you, get out!” | . .

“All right,-don’s get excited. 'See the crowd: you've col-
lected already.”

_With an angry snarl, Aubrey Racke slammed the door on
the curious crowd without. [le turned round and faced
his grinning chum. Crooke, as he. saw the look upon

prother along when. he comes

Aubrey Racke's face, tried to look concerned, but he could

not. It was evident that there was ‘1o “sympathy to be
gained from George Gerald Crooke. « :

The erowd without hammiered on the door, but Aubrey.
“Racke only scowled, seeing no reasén Whti he should gratify
their: curiosity by enteftaining threm wi the news of his
father's strange idea. = - - .

- Racke was not exactly ‘proad of his father; although his
father’s wealth was 'someth
‘useful to boast, ~

In many ways, however, Mr. Racke was a more estimable
porson than his son; but even he had a weird and wonder-
ful love of titles, and it was for that reason he had instructed
his son to make friends with as many sons of noble families
as St, Jim’s held. A great many of the fellows were well
connected. But as they were moatlﬁ:porblovmg athletes
they soon learned to steer clear of Racke, whose taste, it
-must be admittecii_ lay more in the direction of nap and late

hours. And he did not always play for mits. Quite & deal
of money had been lost and won behind the closed door of
Study No. 7. Iven fellows int the upper forms dropped in to

have & game with Racke, but they ware merely. other
Nackes of different degrees. h

Now he had to become guardian of his father’s protege.
At that moment the ill-tempered Aubrey was thinking un-
pleasant things about his father. . A

CHAPTER 4. 4
Two to Ome, -
AP! : 5 °
" Racke wheeled round suddenly at that sudden tap
. at the door.’ :

* Aubrey |

It was his father’s voice, and Racke opened the door, anti

cosed it gquickly as his father entered the room.
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Mr. Racké thun;ped the table, and ]

~Racke smiled,

Tom Merry vose to his: feet, and the others followed

_thin‘g, stopped short.

fag about which he deemed it

“ Well, pater?”

His tone was sullen. Racke never tools the trouble ie

| hide his ill-temper; but if Mr. Racke noticed the sullen-

ness he made no comment.
“Tt's all right,” he zaid. S
“AN right?” 3 i
“¥es, I have fixed everything up with Dr. Holmes., The
lad is to start at once. For lack of a better name he will

- be called Robinson, Now, I haven't any time, Aubrey—"

Racke scowled, and bit his lip. -

“Pater,” he blurted out suddenly, “I think you might
have thought of me before you decided to send this bounder
here tauschool.” _ T

Mr. Racke raised his brows in su:-;n-is@.

“T don’t understand yon, Aubrey.”

“J—Y mean, it won't be nice for me.
the fellows will be saying—"

“] don’t see why they should object.

You know what

0 Of course,” Mr,
€ ed, “there is mo reason at all why you should
associate with Robinson. I wouldn't suggest that. My

_intention in sending you here was that you should learn to

comport gourseli in Society—get polish and er—all that, you
know. But there are some quite ordinary lads here, Merry
and the ethers,.and they would be friendly with Robinson.
]()h, ll”dcm’t think you need worry about him, he'll find his
evel. %
Crooke smiled slightly. He knew 'only too well ‘whom
Racke had been thinking of. It .certain!yywmsn’t Robinson.
Mr. Racke fingered about in his pocket and: drew forth his
notecase. Racke, who had opened his mouth to say some-

“Here you are, Aubrey. Here's a fiver. I suppode I must
give Robinson one as well. Can’t very well leave him here
without any. Tl just trot along and see him.” i

He held ‘cut hia right hand, and Racke took it mechanic-
ally, with thoughts and feelings too deep for mere words.
}B:_Ir. Racke left the study and clesed the door softly behind

im. _ R TTT
%}y hat!” breathed Racke, through set teeth. -#Did
you hear that? That cad—that roiter—has got my fver.
1f it hadn’t have been for him I'd have got ten.”

_ George Gerald Crooke pulled & face. & -

.“That's knocked our -little outing on the head,” he
frowned, - “Rotten, I'd been looking forward to that.”

“Blow that! T don't cate two pins for the outing.” What
about my tips in future, if that young brat's going g get
half? I know what it'll be in the end. He'll get the‘%er
tips, so that peaple sha'n’t say that pater treats him badly,
Hang him; I hate him!” - ’

.And Crooke, thinking of the outing, began to hate him,
too. It was totally unreasonable. - But then neither of the
cads had ever been Teasonable, It was extremely probable
that, Robinson or no Robinson, Racke would only have
received a fiver, bui then Racke did not look at things in
that light. ] : g

“Tf he thinks I’m jolly well going to tolerate the bounder
he’s mistaken,” growled Racke savagely, and he flung 2
Latin dictionary across the room.. “If he comes in here
he’ll get slung ok’ . & -

“Flear, hear!” said Crooke. He looked towards the door,
for there was an imperative knocking. .

ump, thump ! :

Racke started.

“Hallo! Who's there?” he called.

#It ig I—Mr, Railton.” . o B ;

Racke crossed the room arnid opened the door. In the door-

_way stood Mr. Railton, the School House master, and with

him was the new boy, Robinson. Behind them .was quite
a large -crowd .of juniors.” -Shell and Fourth-Formers were
there, all waiting to see what was to happen. But they

were doomed to sad disappointment, for as the new boy -

followed the Housemaster into the study, Mr. Railton closed
the door; and from the crowd came a groan of chagrin.
Racke looked heavily-at the master,. and Mr. Railton
frowned, He disliked ;{.ncke intensely, and he felt certain
that Robinson would not find things comfortable in Study

. No. 7. He knew Racke, however, and decided that if things

did come to a head and there was a scrap Racke might be
taught an invaluable lesson. :

“:Racke, your father, as you know, has made this boy
Robinson his protege. The Head has decided that he shall
share your study. Now, as he is new fo this school, I want

| you and Crooke to do your utmost to make him comfortable.

Owing to his age he will he placed in the Shell. You will
give him all the help you can with his preparation. Yon
understand 7’ '
Crooke scowled. . )
“Ves, sir.” . . &
Racke made no reply, but glared fixedly at Robinson,
who smiled slightly. '
“You understand,

Racke?” repeatéd the Housemaster
quietly and ominously. : *
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#Ves, gir,” answered Racke through his teeth. - .
“Very .well, then. Good-night, Robinson! (iood-night,

--Racke and Crooke!”
4 ¥ Good-night, sivt”

TFor some minutes after the door had closed there was
dead silence. Racke leaned back against the table, clenching

it so hard that his hands went white. Crooke leaned his

bow on the mantelpiece. Both surveyed the new boy
‘with looks so fiérce that they might have pierced his skin,
He stared at the two for a while and smiled. His voice

. broke the almost painful silence.
THWell??

“You cad! Youn ir-n:erfering cad! You're not wanted here!
Geb out!”. .

Racke's voice was ihick with anger, and his hand trembled

as he pointed to the deor, «

* Instead of turning round, the new boy stared.

: “I don't understand you,” he said quietly. *Mr, Racke
is paying for my fees here; the headmaster has allocateéd me

* to this stud;

, hold you!

A
- “Hang ﬁl{; headmaster | The pater must be mad! Get

“My dear chap, please don’t raise your voice, There’s a
crowd outside, remember—"" .
“Hang the crowd! Get out! If you don’t——"

“Well, if T don’t?” . E ;

Racke spluttered, S

“You impudent bounder! I'll make ihis place foo hot to
t back to the gutter!” . .
.-~ The new boy frowned, and Racke continued. As he did

...80 the new boay’s face darkened, and he strode forward with

clenched hands,

.. “Don’t shout!” he repeated. “I'm tired of Four voice.

'.:i"It’s a pretty poor one, anyway, and it jars.”

i 2
i‘:gﬁucke leered at him; then, without the slightest
* struck the new boy a cowardl,

- and_kicked some of

| makin

- to use as 4 means of tying tog

b

. menced to clear up the tea-things.

Racke faced him, but Crooke, who had no pluck at ail,
~drew back a bit. Racke had very little pluck, but his temper
often urged him on to rashness that he afterwards regretted,

For a moment he stared angrily at the new boy.  Then,
unclenching his “hands, he leant back against the table and

lgugh
“I won't hit yon,” he said. “¥ou're not worth it. Hut
don’t think %ou're goini to stay. You're not wanted!”
Suddenly he turned his back on the new boy and com.
The new boy stepped
forward to help, . .
: “Where do I put thess things?”’ he asked, picking up
ral cups and saucers. : "
warning,
blow full on. the nose. .There
“was no time for guarding, there was not even the chance.
. 1t was cunning and cowardly. :

As Robinson fell heavily to the ground Crooke laughed
the broken crockery aside. Racke fell
forward on-the new boy, digging his knees into his chest,
him gasp painfully.

i Hold him down, Crooke!” he whispered. “I'll {each

im !” :

Crooke placed a knee on either one of the fallen hoy's
bicep muscles, and placed. his hands on Robinson’s face.
Every time the new boy raised his head it was bumped
heavily back on the floor. . v A

“Let me up!” he panted, .

Bump! .

Crooke, with an evil grin, bumped the boy's head once
more on the Hoor. .

“Quiet !” hissed Racke, slippimiloﬂ' the new boy’s necktie,

i ether his feet. ' -
All right; T'll take it.”

*(ive me your tie, Crooke.
In a second the lad’s hands were bound with Crooke’s tie.

Helplessly he glared up at his captors. But in their facés he

- what, he knew not.

'

read no mercy. Racke was out for revenge—revenge for
“TIl give him what for!” breathed Racke, and for the
first time-he chuckled. “Give me the jam, Crooke!” - -
* Crooke, smiling broadly, passed the jam.
Robinson eyed him suspiciously.
*'Don’t you bring that near me!” he said.

Racke chuckled and motioned Crooke to lock the door, -1le

* did’ not” want any interference from outside,. although by

now the crowd had drifted away. :
““8poon I said Racke briefly. " Ie leaned back thoughtfully.

‘. “And give me a basin, too.” .

... Racke placed an old. paper under the new boy's hoad ¢
-save the carpet. The sight -of anyone else suffering always

. pleased Crooke, and he executed his feader's orders with

great cheerfulnass.
“{How about this?”
Crooke held up the treacle and a small pot of honey.
. “Save the honey. It’s rather a
said Racke. *Give me the treacle.”
. STake it away !’ yelled Robinson,
(' Shut up " snapped Racke.

‘not tear them aparf.

" that moment Robinson heartily

waste on this Totter!”:

e took a fancy handkerchief from his pocket and stuffed
it into the new boy’s mouth. : .
Robinson's protests died away into a murmur, and he could
only glare fearfully, surmising what was to follow. He had
vague doubts and strong suspicions. -IFrom the start he had
not trusted Racke,- and now that he knew him better he

trusted him ‘a great deal less. g ’
Racke dug the spoon deeply into the treacle, then poured
the whole lot into the basin. On top he poured the jam.
Then, with a thoughtful. expression, he stirred the mixture
to make it more even. Crooke watched with a cruel smile,
" Now, how about some soot?” =
Racke pointed to the chimney. ' - .
"l';?roo e, old lad, shovel down some. sdot—as.much as you

n, s :

“You bet!” pgrinned Crooke. He grabbed the shovet,
and, watched anxiously by the new boy, scooped down a
whole la}ier of thin, fine soot. 1 ’

‘“That's the stuff1” chuckled Racke, :

Holding the basin aloft, he poured the contents over the
unfortunate Robinson’s head. . -

The new boy struggled frantically, but.he was helpless.
Jam and treacle in a sticky mess descended wpon his hair
and face, and trickled down his neck. He wriggled and
turned, but it was useless. Only when the small %asia was
ewpty did Racke slop. Then, heediess of his own hands, he
rubbed the sticky mess into the new boy's hair and face.
Gradually the hair assomed the appearance of a straggly
mop, and stuck up in sticky spikes,

C_toicl)_ke wag almost convulsed, and Racke emiled almost
genially, :
h“N{a_w," he grinned, “what we want is soot. Hand me the _
shovel.” : ’

Crooke approached with the shovel, and Robinson opened
his eyes. At the sight of the black ruess, however, he closed
them and wriggled, . !

- Raising the shovel high, Ct‘ookﬁ ellowed the black mess
to descend ih a shower on the sticky upturned face.

Swish! i

“ Grooh ! 2 .

-Robinson coughed ,and choked oul the handkerchief. But
Racke quickly replaced it. - :

It was fortunate, indeed, that Racke had placed a paper
between Robinson's head and the carpet, for the new boy's
head was in & shocking state, .

“Get a sheet of double foolscap,” ordered Racke, ““and
write this. Got the ink? ‘I am the charity schoolboy. Do
I look soot-able for 8t. Jim’s? Please kick me out!" ”

Crooke chuckled, and in s sprawling array of capitals wrote
as_his leader had dictated.

This dore, the boy was raised to his feet, .

Racke Aung open the door, and when Crooke had
released the feet, strappings, Robinson was flung unceremo-

niously into the passage and the door slammed belind hiin.
CHAPTER 5.
Cardow’s Little Wheeze. f

“« “Y—my aunt!” . !
f Sa.fg Trimble jumped away from the doot\ _ -
0 AL

No. 7, and gave a yell. Baggy had

an unpleasant ‘mbi{; of listening at keyholes,
under, the pretence of tying his shoelace. Knowing that
something mysterious was going on_ behind the locked door
of Study No. 7, he had crept quietly forward. It was just
as he arrived that the door had-opened, o

Trimble stared for one second at the queer apparition,. then
ﬂaﬂi,erllmg.- '

“Yow! Help! Murder!” he chattered wildly.

Doors were flung open at Baggy’s. wild vells,

“My hat!”

S What the dickens!” )

George Alfred Grundy of the Shell gave a sudden yell.

“What is it? Ha, ha, ha!?

Fellows crowded ont into the passage. Prep. was in
progress, but prep was.a thing easily forgotten, when there
was some chance to” forget it, - :

Robinson, almost blinded by the sticky mess on his face,
groped wildly abont. He could not speak, for his mouth
was gagged. His hands were tied so securely that he could

welcome {o look forward to, At
; vegretted that he had ever
accepied Mr. Racke’s invitation, T
George 'Alired Grundy, thoughlless, but kind-hearied
blinked in the half light at the notice. The beginning of
it was written small, and he did nol notice it. Dut he saw
the ‘kick me out”
Grundy jumped to a hasty conclusion..
good_at that. He gave a wild yel ;
“New House bounder. Kick him oul!”
“Down with the New House!” =
The cry -was taken up on all sides.
THE GEM LiBRaRY.—No. T40.

Certainly it was not a

Grundy was very
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4 .
Startled by this new cry, the boy shrank against the wall,
and tried to dodge the juniors as they rushed at him. He
knew net what the New House was, but instinctively he folt
that trouble was brewing. -
The juniors did not stop to think, 'They took the blackened
jigure to be o New House boy. And New. House juniors
_ were not eocouraged in the School House.  There was a
deadly ‘war -tun on friendly lires botween the two Houses,
- angd, save under a white flag, or at lesson times; a New House
oy dared not show ‘his face in the School House, Many a
{ime was & New House junior sent back sooted to his own

House, and Schoal House visitors of the New House met:

fate.

the same f :
him!” yelled Grundy, and he led the way.

“Boot

Biff | . : R .

The big Shell fellow’s large-sized boot smote ‘the new boy
heavily, and he sank to his knees. Grundy grabbed him by
ihe neck and ran him forward. As he released him, many
willing boots dribbled the unfortunate Robinson along: the

M

“Harrah! Down with the New House!”

Tom Meiry, wonderingly, followed behind. =
*That can’t bo Figgy,” he said.. *Besides. who did .it?”
Before his question could be answered, the boy was at the

end of the passage, with Crundy and a crowd of other

juniors_following. L
Rohinsen, now thoroughly  awake to all . his dangers,

decided to make a bolt for it. Down e stairs he raced, with

‘the crowd in full pursait behind him; and after him went

Grundy. . : R L
At last the lighted Hal! was feached. Robinson went on,

and Grundy and the others would have followed, but at

the moment a stern voice broke in.. J i
"gto !JF
‘Automatically the mew-boy stopped shork.

Mr, Railton stepped forward. -
“YWhat does this mean?” he asked sternly. “Boy, who

are you?” & s e 5
For a second the Housemasier stared in blank surprise,

then. his eyes. caught sight of. the printed notice, and he

- dvopped back a pace, amazed.
“YWhat does this mean?” he ejaculated, at length, “What

js this absuvd foolery?” S
He glared around him angrily, and the excited crowd, now

quieted, dropped back a pace. Several of the more timid

fellows in the rear walked quickly awey.
“Robinson, turn rounc!” 7
The sound of the name caused a general gasp of surprise,
and as the new boy turned round, there was almost & yell.
For the first tima the crowd caught a real glimpse of the

nolice. 3 R .
“My hat!” gasped Gr}mdy, *“Oh, 1 say! I didn't
Grundy ‘was the last fellow

khow—"
“He went as red as fire. !y
’s feclings, and at that moment

* in the world to hurt anyene’
he fell a cad. .
Tha crowd deew back, Every fellow, save only the cads,
felt uncomfortably small in the keen gaze that the master
turned upon them.

Y am surprised, and disgusted,” said the maatgr's_temly,
« that juniors in my Eouse should treat a boy in this manner,
Wou shall be severely punished for this, I little dreamt
that my Hounse was composed of snobs!” . .

His tone was bitter and hurt. ’

Grundy took upon himself the duties of spokesman,

“T—T'm sorry, sir. ‘We-—we didn’é see the notice.
{ilau?ht it was a New House
lamely.

“Qh, that alters matters yather !
Grundy, you do not treat all New
manner >

* Nunno.” ’

% Am T to take it that you are responsible for this horrible
concoction on Robinson’s head ?” - §

“}h? No, sit. I—I just——"

The Housemaster. cut him short. . .

“Very well,” he said, “I will attend te vou laler, Grundy.
At present I want the name of the boy who is responsible
for this outrage.”. . :

. He cast his eyes over the whole crowd, But there was no
reply. Quickly he untied the new boy’s hands, and removed
the gag irom his mouth.

“T will not ask you to sneak, Robinson,” he said. “But

1 am determined to find the culprit. I do not think T have
far to look.” He turned. once more io the crowd. “Will
someone send Racke to my study. ~Wilkins, take this
unfortunate lad, and help him wash off this mess,”
. “Half » dozen contrite” juniors stepped forward. . All
wanted to show their regret at _ha.vin%_ taken "part in the
proceedings. Baggy 'Wimbh& in high delight, ran for Racke.
By this time the crowd ha considerably increased, Sixth-
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cad—I mean, chap.” he said

But, surely, surely,
House boys in this

Join The Raily-Round Club Right Now! -

Formers and fags were there now, and as the ¢rowd brokd
up: there: was much questioning. - % :

“Bai Jove, deah boy, whatevah

Arthur Avgustus, Blake,

Tom Merry frowned.

Why, Racke has been startifig his games already,” he
frqwnea. “Poor old Robinson, all messed up with soot, was
mistaken for a New House chap, and booted down the
stairs. Railton’s sént for Racke.”

“Serve Racke jolly well right,” growled Blake

“Yaas, wathah!  Wheah's pocr old Wobinson?”

“Wilking has’ taken him to wash,” replied Manners.
#“There's aboni a dozen others to help, so I don’t suppese .
you’ll be needed.” :

“Good old Gussy,” smiled Cardew. “Always in at the
death. Just like a 1)’Arcy.” . : 3

“Wats! A D'Arcy always leads, deah boy. I'm going to be
the first to thwash Wacke.” B :

“Foo late,” smiled Cordew serenely,  “He's just gone in
to see Railton. A master has forestalled a D'Arcy. Shame.”

D’Arcy starled to speak, but Tom Merry was before him,

“Racke will have to be taught a lesson,” said Tom.

“You'll never make him kow-tow to the new chap,”
grinned Lowther, ‘“Hitting Racke will only make him
hate the chap more.””. . - . .

“This is where Study No,,9 leads,” smiled Cardew. “You

watch me make Racke -take the.new boy’s arm and ireat
him hke, 3 brother d

is the mattah ?” -
and Herries came np with Digby.

“You don't believe me?” . ;

Cardew smiled and raised his eyebrows. Evidently semé-
scheme was working in his brain, and it was equally obvious
that the juniors did not believe him.

Cardew leaned forward. 3

“Listen,” he said, “but keep it dark!”

He whispered softly, and there was a sudden chuckle.

“My hat!” langhed Tom Merry., *Cardew, you are an
ass—but a jolly clever ass all the same. It might work,”

“Tt will wor{i.”

And Cardew strolled off. Racke

=mighl. have given a:igreat
deal to.know that scheme. But

he would learn—perhaps!

’ CHAPTER 6. .-
el B A Surprising Changa,
4 OW-0W.QW!” ’ ' !
- f t-ﬁé]w.nd:roi angnish proceeded from My, Railtor’s”
study. %
| Racke was inside, and it seemed as

Aubrey
though Racke were having a far from pleasant time. It was
not often the School House master use the cane, for he only
punished such wrong-doing as came to notice cut of lesson

time. .
In this case, however, he felt the cane necessary. e hada
ell fellow

never liked Racke, and knew that at heart the

was a snob, and in many resg:cts a cad. i - ¢
At each stroke of the cane acke yelled; and Mr. Railton

compressed his Jips. He had no intention of lessening the’

punishment on’ account of the Shell fellow’s whining. /"
Thwack ! S—
“Qw-ow I” ) o
At last Mr. Railton laid down the cane, and Racke moved -

towards the door. But the master had not yet finished with

him,

“Racke!” he said sternly. :

Racke turned towards the master, but made no reply.

“If ever again igu take it into your head to persecute &
boy on account of his social position,” said the master sternly,
“ shall take stronger measures. Let this be o lesson . to
ou.. 'This ]ad has come to the school as your father’s pt’otef;e.
t is your duty to uphold your father’s action—to help this lad
Robinson as best you can. You understand me?” -

Racke scowled, but made no r?l% ) .

“You understand me?” repeated the mastet.

“Y‘ets,” mumbled Racke, as he screwed. his hands Into his
armpits. 3
“¥ou will take heed, and help this lad?”

“Ves,” groaned Racke. “I—T'l help him.” -’

“Very well. I shall keep an eye on you, and if I hear
any rumour of ragging, let me tell you that there will be

trouble in store for yowu” .
“ Yeﬂ, Sil‘."
“¥ou can go.” . )
. The master returned to his desk, and as far as he was
concerned the incident was closed. . Wby
- “"Rucke left the study, and only by a great effort refrained
from slamming the door. '
“So this is what it has come to!”
and shook his fist at the closed door,
* he ground out vindictively.
his nose in!” :
His faco was almost livid with rage and ﬁ:in, as he stood
rubbing his aching palms together. blamed that

-

hé muttered savagerl ,
“ 71l pay the rotter!”
“Tll teach him to come poking
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= boy on account of his social position, 5 -he

{---Mr. Railton laid down his cane, then turned again upon lunk.c. o If ever
Racke,"

no reply.

e said sternly, ** | shall take stronger measures. - This lad
. to the school as our father's protege, and It is youn duty ?”upl!ollt(!’ 'your father’s action.”” Racks scowled, but made

ain you take it into your head to persecute

as come

hishment on to Reobinson; and he was determined that
obinson should reap the -doubtful benefit of his threats.

With the bitterness of memory he recollected how his
father had told him to get in with the better class fellows,
and make friends of them, His father.believed that he had.
Of .course, he little dreamt that his son was disliked and
seorned by practically the whole Form,

Racke had tried hard to be on friendly terms with D’Arcy;
but i takes two to mske a friendship, and D’Arcy had
different ideas and standards of friends.

Racke would have longed to go home with D’Arcy, or
even with Cardew. But he had never had the chance. ere
was @ greai deal of the snob in Racke, But he had been
too purse-proud to make friends with fellows less wealthy
than himself, and the wealthy .ones would have nothing 1o
do with him. It was galling, but it was a fact.

He walked along the passages to his_study, his mind a
prey to bitter thoughts, when a drawling voice broke in
uron his meditations. Cardew was speaking with someone
else in_a little alcove behind the big curtains. And, as he
heard his name mentioned, Racke stopped dead still, -

Cardew ¢ould not have heard him approaching.

The. voice proceeded, and Racke could hear distinetly all
that was saic}). For a few moments the full purport of the
vomarks did not dawn upon him. Then he realised all. -

“#Poor old Racke,” came in Cardew’s well-known drawling
tones.  “If he only knew 1

#“But he doesn’t.” |

Towther was the other speaker, and Racke crept closer’

to the curiain. He had.no compunction about listening to
other people’s conversation. It is said of listener’s that
they_never hear any good of themselvee, and so it was with

acke:
4Tt would be 3 good wheeze,” went on Lowthet's voice,
H16 let:him ga oh ragging the e_-imp. Just imagine his face.”
 Lowther chuckled.
-“0&1 rather,” drawled Cardew. ¢
he ‘zealises that he has been ragging a real live earl.
what a falling off, as Shakespeare remarks.”

“Dear old Racke, when
¢ Oh,

_to see Racke enter

“It would . spoil the whole joke if he kmei,” musel
Lowther. ‘“We'll egg him on to rag ihe chap, that’]l make
it all the funnier when he knows.’ ’

And Cardew chuckled again.

“What a fluky bit of luck !”” he murmuvred.
schoolboy at.St. Jim's. The missing earl
melodraina, what?” .

Racke stood quite still:
@ runaway earl! e

In a second he realised what had noi occurred o him .
before. I was indeed u startling thought, but/it would
account for everything. OF course, as & runaway schoolboy
he would not dare to say who he was. And what safer
harbour could he have than St. Jim’s.

Racke sidled away. He had heard quite enough. - Walking
quickly, almost at a run, he hwrried to Study No. 7. -

His palms still tingled, but he had forgotten them, for-
gotten everything, even t’lmt he had tormented the new boy,
in this sudden revelation. ;

So the new boy was an earl!

He flung open the door of his study, and as he entered,
Crooke, glancing up from the sporting paper he had been
reading, gave him a surprised stare,

“What the dickens!” he ejaculated.

He glanced blankly at his leader’s face.

*The runaway
Quite like o

Robiuson, the charity schoolboy,

He had expected
n e study with a black scowl, and instead
Racke was smiling.
“Well,” asked Crooke curiously, *what’s the joke?”
Racke dropped into the armchair, “For reply he winked
at his chum. . G
“My boy,” he said, “Wwe're on the big thing. Who the
dickens do you think t}tat chap Robinson is?” RE
“Th? Why, a charity chap your pater picked up on the

n o,

“Then that's just where you're wrong,” grinned Racke.

“He’s not. .He's an earl” b

The paver he had been.reading dropped - from Crooke’s
- Lo Tae Gru Lisairy.—No. 740.
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hand as though it had suddenly become red-hot, and he
stared blankly with open mouth at his leader. .

For a moment he wondered whether Racke had gone mad,
or if the caning had turned his brain in any- way. It was
some moments before he spoke, - o
- “H-h-has Railton been biffing you on the napper?” he
aslted at lea%th. - .

Racke scowled.

“Don’t be funny,” he said.
hardly beliave it myself. But
corridor 1 heard woices.” :

“That’s nothing.- I've heard voices 'mnn}yl' times—"

“Don’t_interrupt, I stopped because I heard my name
mentioned. And I heard Lowther and that ass
talking together. Whal do you think they said 7"
' #How should I know?” ‘answered Crooke. - ““Something
kind about you!” -

acke went on, o

They were working a jape. They've found out that this

new chap is an earl. Cardew apparently knows him. And
they’re going to let us go on r@gg“i him. My hat!” ex-
claimed Racke, as a new idea g :g him. “What would
the pater have said when he found the- mew hap was an
earl and I'd been ragging him?" K

. 'What will he say, anyway?” asked Crooke.

“He won't hear,-old okap. In future,” smiled Racke,
““we're _Foing to be as nice as butter to the new chap, [

can easily a sa, Apologies cost nothing, and he can’t
refuse it. He'll have to come back to this study.” .

“Yes; if he's really an earl,” mused Crooke, “it won't
be too bad. Wo shall get the kudos of having been his
beat pals in his hour of stress.” ;

“Exactly. Wé're going to have 'him all to ourselves.
Besides, just picture Cardew’s face iwhen we veer reund and
lick that chap’s boots 1 . = : .

wI'm dashed if I'm going to lick anyone’s hoots!”
_“Ass!  T'm only speaking metaphorioally.

No good wasting time, Let's come and look for the rotter 1”

Racke sprang to his feet. Crooke, vising more slowly,
followed him out of the study. 2 .
: The two black sheep. of.the Shell went downstairs, passing
several follows who gave t scornful lo acke’s
... treatmeént of the new boy was regarded with a’ baleful eye,
- - Racke, reaching the Common-room, flung open the 'door.

As he entered, the conversation -that had been in progréss

suddenly ceased. Obvicusly the subject of conversation had

been the afternoon’s incident, .

The Shell fellow stood in the doorFay, all eyes being
turned upon hi He- glanced round, and saw in a far

- corner Robinson with a smali crowd round him, and Grundy
- of course was there. After the afternoon’s fasco Grundy

felt that he owed the new boy an apology.

Grundy was never a fellow to hide a fault, He had done
wrong, or at any rate acted too hastily, and he was at once
ready to admit it, - - o .

As Racke entered, he—Crund —glared at him. Grundy
did ‘not approve of Racke or J his principles, and he. let
the Shell fellow see i, - o e
+ “Well?” -he -asked eggressively, as ~Racke crossed the

~crowded room. “What do you want?” .

i “Not you,” said Racke. And he turned to the scated

Robinson, . .

" There'was a hush, an almost painful hush, in the Common-

‘ room,” and much .Jess than s pin could have been heard

obinson;" “he

drop. 4 )
‘t “Rob n;” aid, extending his hand, “I Want to
 apologise to you!” : . .
0 -?[“g&, n"lenc'?’ was suddenly broken at this startling remark.
. An li'r.liru:cml;rolled gasp of astonishment swept across the
room, It was the last thing the crowd had been _expecting.
-+ “You' want to epologise Lo me?” asked Robinson. Ho
- eyed "Racke”up and down questioningly. The Chm'liﬂ of
front ‘was sudden and so ynexpected that he hardly kne
what to say in reply. : :
. “What's happened, Racke?” asked Lowther.
.. Railton made. you do this?” . - s
+ #“Bai Jove, that's it, deah boy!” —
And it seemed to the crowd that Lowiher had hit the
nail on the head. s -
¢ %No,” said Racke. “I realise that I have been a cad!”
,1‘1!\',11 hat!” gasped Jack Blake faintly. *Hold me, some-
ong!" ., v L #
i “I'm not joking,” said Racke eamesl;ldy. “I am really
sorry,- and if Robinson will take my. hand, here it is,”
e Fg"r, a gecond the new boy stared in doubt at the extended
and. i igieris
LT claa,n,;;nchuqkled Lowther, - “Shake and make up,

“As a matter of fact I could
as 1 was coming along the

Cardew

“Has

' dear Tads 1" \nd there was. a chuckle. .
% Rather red in the face, Robinson took the extended hand.
« *I accept your apology,” he said quietly. “I am’ glad
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" Erics, kiss and be frionds "
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Come on, -

e

you have been & cad, Btll, we're all at
A strange look came over

) general excitement it went unnoticed, . -

Now “kiss |” grinned Lowther. “Like nice, good ﬁt}ia

that you realise
fault at times.”
fur:‘e, but in the

&, s . - >

i Tom Merry glanced from one to the other of the {wo
gures, . . =

“If this is genuine, Racke,” he said, “of course I'm jolly
pleased. T didn’t_think, reall,
gise to anyone. I suppose I must have misjudged yow.”

“Yaas, wathah: and 1, too. Bwave, Wacke! As one
gentieman to anotiler,‘ ¥’know, I ngo!og:s_e for thinking you
were & howling, low down wottah I’ 5 e,
~Hear, hear.!™ said Talbot. “Good man, Racks "

Racke, under this sudden swarm of approbation, reddencd
rather, Never in his life had an action of his been applauded
save by his own particular chums, 'This was a new and not
unpleasing state of affairs. o e
Ma‘Am:l. are you going to apologise, " Crooke?” &amd

nners, H

“Eh?” Crooke started. “Oh, yes, of course, I'm sol}&,
too.” - S e
Ho extended his hand, and the now boy, with a somewhat

whimsical smile, shook it.
" I can come into my study?” he asked, - = .
*You can,” said Racke. “Now, too. I shall be only foo
pleased.” T

binson rose to his feet, P
“I'm jolly glad, you fellows, ™ he said, *1 like makihg
friends. I think—I mean 1 know 1 can trust Racke now !
“Don't you be so jolly sure,”
E_rm}dy. “I wouldn't trust him fart
im 1"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” . . " woied
“Oh, let .& drowning man foat!” said the new “boy,
“When s dog's got & bad name, don't hang him; try
stroking him, you know!” .
“Good man, Robinson !”

“That’s tho way ! said Talbot.
Smiling all over his face, Racke led his new studymate
from the room, followed by Crooke. Crooke was not 80

certain as his leader that all was well. But he said nothing.

rowled George -Alfred-
er than I could throw

, that you would ever apolo--

As the door closed, the Common-room buzzed with talk,
One and all wondered, What was Racke's game? . -
CHAPTER 1.
The B:mbshell,

ERE we are!” .

Meonty Lowther kicked open the door of Study

No, 10 in the Shell passage, and led Robinson
into that famous apartment. . sk

'H

his handsome °

y

Manners, with a frowning, anxious face, was examining a -

snapshot that had recently been printed.
littered with numberless negstives and
the fire in the hearth burned exceedingly low.
© “You silly ass!” said Lowther indignently. “ What abous
our tea, you slacker? Here are we, returning from honest
toil, from banging the merry old footer about——'

. “Hungry as hunters,” supplemented Tom Merry, who_had
just followed hig-chum in. *“You are an ass, Manners. Clear
that rubbish off.” Can't you see we have our worthy guest

The table was

}arinting-fra.mes, whilst
v low

Robinson$” e . .
““Sorry !” -ﬁrowled Manners, as he gathered up his para-
phernalia. - Robinson "

iomi'?h' ‘How did the footer go,
“Oh, O.K., thanks!” said the new fellow, “I'm g bit out
of practice.” ; : -

“You'll soon get into it again !’ said Tom enthusiastically.
“Yowll be & rod in pickle for the New House. We'll make
old Figgy sit up. Here, help me _on with this cloth, Monty "

The Terrible Three, in a business-like manner, set about
getiing tea. Manners built up the fire and filled the Lettle,

Lowther scouted round for another tea-cup and saucer, while

Tom M laid the table,

Eor a while Robinson stood by, but he was not of an idle

isposition, and he wag-so: helping Tom Merry.

“No sugar?™” he asked, E

“ Oh crumbs, no!”

Tom Merry scratched his curly head. £

“I'll go and beg some from somewhere,” he said. ¥ S'pose
there isn't any in your study? Funny idea asking o guest to
‘bring his own gmg—" sr, BT

“Not at all t” langhed Robinson. “I'll get some. Ts there
a basin, or dish——

He took the basin that Tom Merry handed him, and ran

off, ‘While he was gone the others-got everything ready, and -

on his return he found them waiting, i
The kettle had boiled, and Manners was making tea. !
“Sorry I was so luni,'il’ he apologised. “But Racke and

Crooke were at home ey wanted me to sta; £ 2
“Can’t stay with them—imposs,” said Tom. *“You're our

guest. Hallo, no knife for the butter! - Fish ozne out of the

drawer your end, Robinson, will you? That's right—=". "

v
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" * Robinson lifted the cloth, and pulled out. the drawer. He

3 uii
M;Can’t cut the butter with them very well,” he grinzned.

7

~companion—dear

_'_Pe;l“lii{l!]a Three stared at him as a flush mantled his cheek:

roped. in it, and pulled out somethi
ungf

< ng. But it was not a
Tt bore no resemblance to-one; and Tom Merry looked:

hey're only cards.”

1 We don't. ey’re some ‘Wwe took from your worthy study’
Aubrey,” . explained onty Lowther,
“Never mind them, though, Tommy’s waiting for the knife.”

“-+- Robinsen got out the knife, and passed it, but he did not

‘put:back the cards. .
fascinated way.

Tom Merry frowned, rather puzzléd by the new boy’s

i expression, for Robinson’s eyes had in them a light of

“exeitement that Tom had not seen before.

“Have some bread-and-butter,. Robinson®” asked Monty.

Lowther, with a grin. *Or would you rather eat the cards?
You're looking at them rather hungrily I

% ©h, thanks I

Robinson took a slice, and lauglied rather awkwardly. The

cheeks,
Shall I take these back to Racke?’ he asked,

noting their looks, and feeling it incumbent upon him to

Jbreak the siletice. : C :

“Didn’t know you played!” said the new boy, in surprise.. axt
er.

He remained staring at them in a:

13

a good many other things that aren’t allowed, it goes on. We
try to put it down, but it takes seme doing.”

“But why—why put it -down, I mear?” asked Robinson.
“Nothing barmful in eards. . I—" o .

He broke off, and hid his inéxplicable confusion by feigning
to pick up something. : ~

Manners and Lowther looked at one another, and Tem
frowned. " Monty Lowther ‘tapped his head
significantly. %o
“Decent_fellows heve don’t play cards,” :explained Tom
Merry.,  “Card-playing leads to gambling, and na decent
fellow does that,” - - -

“I—1 suppose not,” said Robinson, after a pause. -

A rather awloward silence followed, and Tém Merry at
length broke it by chatting about iootémll, s topic of conver-
sation that was happily chosen, for Robinson joined in it

gladly. "

The cards were forgotten then, but they still remained on
the table. When tea was over Manners got out a chess-board
and looked across at Robinson. L

“ Any good at chesa?” he asked. . G

Robinson shook his head, at the same {jne gathering up the
pack of cards from the table. "

“ Not much,” he said. *I—— Thanks awfully for this tea,

- . vy joyed it swiully. . Bi il T'll
v Y Tast as you like!” said Tom Merry. “It doesn’t matter | zg?n;hgﬂi._ul ve enjoyed it awiully. . Bist—but 1 think T'll be
much, T dare say the rotter’s got lots more. We took them- “Qh, all
from him because he was using the pavilion as a sort of den 3
r his merry parties.” . .
“Haven’'t seen any of Racke’s merry parties. have you?t™
5 %Jmmed Lowther. = “They're an eye-opemer. All the
f:ghhagt specimens at St. Jim’s attend and play all sorts ot
games. C
. JRobinson opened his eyes, and fingered the cards, smooth-
ing them—almost affectionately, it seemed.
* 91 didn't know ca.rd-;i!ayin was allowed here,” he said.
“It isn’t,” answered Tom Merry. *But, all the same, like.

right I’ said Tom Meriy. But he gave the new
bo% a iar look, . syt . 3
'om had not failed to obeetve the furtive manner in which

Robinson had gathered up the pack of cards, and nlthouilg he
did not like to suspect the new boy, he co_ufd not. help think-
ing that his unexpected eagerness to slip awey had some
connection with cards. w

“Qh, just stay for one You
can’t want to go so socn!” . .

“I'm not much good at it,” skid the new boy hesitalingly,
(Continued o next p_pﬂe.)

game ! urged Manners.
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e FOR ALL.

Take Advantage of this
Splendid Opportunity Now.

o .::Iia#in-g, as already. stated in last week’s Gma, been inundatéd with letters
from my loyal readers, asking me to form some sort of a club to enable .
them to join in-ome large circle of friends, I am at last able to accede to
.“their wisheés by introducing what will be known as
R : THE RALLY - ROUND CLUB.

- 2i'The title of the club speaks for itself. Every member of the club rallies
Ceyound the Grar ¥, and does his or her best to introduce it to new :
readers. Meiibers are asked to write.and criticise the various features in
the gaper, and any helpful suggestions will be published in the Chat. page,
R {gnfe her with the name and mddress of the reader. Auy member sending
a fetter which, in my opinion, contains anything of interest to other members
.. of the club, will be awarded a specia}l money prize. ‘
--*.1.want you to be with mie in helping to form one of the largest clubs
cgver yet known. ‘ i on 3
_ All one has to do to become a member is to cut out the coupons from two
- -iissues of the GEm LisrarY—the one from this week’s issue and one from.
*mext week will answer the purpose—pin them together, and post them to:
. “The-President, The Rally-Round Club, The Gem Offices, The Fleetway:
" House, Farringdon' Street, London, E.C. 4.7 a0 i
- - Every .reader joining the Club is speciully requested to oblain o NEW!
reader for the * Gem™ Library, and get him or her to join the Club.
To each member joining I am going to forward, FREE, a Splendid Art}
" Portrait of Jack Cornwell, V.C., the hero. of heroes, who, in the Battle of i
Jutland, stood by his gun till the last. This splendid picture is well worth |
. framing, and would make a splendid addition to anyone’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 ene of these Splendid Free Gifts. Don’t.delay! Act right now! &

‘CO‘UPON. ) ) ; . i
} " THE RALLY.ROUND CLUB.
Please enrol me-as ‘@ ‘member of the GEM Rally-Round Club.
(Signed) Name -+ivurvimsnisruimnnenens vl dvsttorvenies Sreragreieie :
) : S e | o b (An exact repriawitinunithe -
THE GEM ﬂ#ﬁﬁg’. April i3, 198y - original. } v
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as he
game. - -
“No, he won!i !” said Lowther emphatically. -
Robinson hesitated, and then, with an effort of. will, came
back into the study. ) s :
“Just one game, then,” he said, with cbvious reluctance,
and sat down at the table. e
Manners drew back, and set his men. Robinson set his,
and Tom Merry and Lo,wther, who were watching, stared at-
him in surprise. For the chessmen . were Iaid ouf wrongly.
The bishops were in the knights' places, .
*““Borry,” said Robinson confusedly, when Lowther pointed
out the mistake. “I—F'm afraid my mind was wandering.” -
He pulled himself together. But that first slip expressed
the rest of the game. Robinson may or may not have been
a %ood chess player. At the present moment he was
negligible, . . v
Masners triumphantly took piece after piece, and Lowther

and Tom Merry grinned. . - .
Robinson, in his absent-minded way, did not seem to- mind
a great deal. Once or twice he missed something especially
obvious, and Manners stared at him, but the Shel fellow was
so obsessed by his own game that he put his easy win down
to pure skill, o
b.‘f}?{nta ‘in’ two " said® Manners triumphanily, and lcancd
ack. - s . :
., In ordipary circumstances Robinson should have locked
depressed, defeated, or, at any rate, a little set back. Instead
of that, he sighed with obvious relief, ' .
. "¥Good I" he said, - :
Mannets nodded, : G
" “Yes; I must admit I played that rather well,” he admilted
modestly. . “TI'll %iveyou your revenge, if you like.”

’lllalf turned from th: docr.  “Lowther will give you a

" Tell All Your Chums to Join the Rally-Round Club!

little Erica.”
“Well, I have played,” admitied Rcbinson rather awk-
wardly, e : :

opportunity Mr. Racke had given him, and he had no wish
to appear ungrateful by acting contrary to the school ruales.

sight of them aroused in him some inexplicable longing.

“I—I: suppose
he ventured, - . ;

Racke looked quickly at Crooke, . 5=

“Not at all,” he-said. “Bome people have an absurd
rejudice against cards. But it's all rot, of course. l'om-—

om
Formers, too.” .

_He looked cunningly af ihe new boy. Flo had Leen: sulli-
ciently auick to realise that it would not do for him to foliow
his usual practice of decrying Tom Merry and Co., for Racice
was out to please the “earl.” "

“Then there won’t be any harm in a game,” said Kobinson
with eviden relief. -**Could we make a four for bridge?”
“Bridge is a bore,” yawned Crooke, -

George Gerald was nol a thinking mar, and the exerlion
of bridge wearied him.

“Then nap?” said Robinson. T

And his face eager, his hand slightly trembling, he drew a
chair to the table, - - . “ o s

In a minute the three were playing. A

“ Bixpenny poirits,” said Racke, and the new boy nedded. ”

It was a fast rate of scoring, and money changed . hand
The players sat cngrossed, nob noting the time. o1

]

. o

“No thanks. I mean—another {ime,” correctod Robinson | gesmed “to be winning, and Racke and Crooke scowlet
as he rose. " Thanks—thanks awfully for the game. Sorry “unpleasantly. -- It was quile clear that the new Bg' shi'raﬁé-n
I didn’t play better. “Its a new | OBert. His judgwment was sound, and he always p ayed the

“You couldn’t help it,". smiled Manners. .
stunt I've got. I've licked both these chaps on it.”

“Rats.” o E .

Monty Lowther and Tom Merry ultered the emphatiz-denial

right card. i e
When his winnings lay if a pile before him, and Urboke

on the study door.

He would have added that he thought Robinson was one of
" the Tam Merry crowd, or, as he preferred to lhem, * iha-

we couldn’t play—it's agninst the rules?” -

had just brought out another Treusury note, there came a {ap _

He was anxious, very. anxious to make good use of the -

And yet--something in him yearned for cards. 'the .|

Merry doesn't play; but lots of fellows do—Sixth . -

e

@uge’ther. L The habudle was {ried, bul Racke had carefully locked it.
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““Mean 1 haven't?” demaznded Mannérs scornfully,
~~why, T'll play you both together, bliigfolded.”

.cards. ¥ hope he’s not. goin
; the chap, T must #dmit.” And he’s & tophing half.”

" “Oh, he's all, right,” said Monty Lowther easily. “He's
not 1k card-playing sort.” - L

to take fo, that stunt, I like

*“Quick " hissed theé cad of the Shell, “The cards!”;

{ " E}:.p dmmn slipped quietly from the study, and closed the door fhgzap&k?asgsmz;goi?{h e!!:;i :‘lsgrotbers followed a'ui_l:, and -
1 ehLn: - * s ¥ i

[T T SN ; “It’s Tom Merry,” said a voice, o
P I%?c:: sg:fd ;:;‘_l ltir:f':wgﬁ?mﬁnfﬂﬁyaiﬁ‘gﬂ;fﬁptg: Racke ﬁun? open the door, and Tom Moerry enlered, looking
¢ game, “Listen, he's just goné into Rackp's study~with the suspiciously from one to the other of them. . i

“Robinson,” he said rather curtly, “you're wanted.”-

Robinson seemed rather shamefaced at the ‘sight of "l'om
Merry, but af the captain of the Shell's announcement: he
looked up.sharply. :

", %Put Monty Lowther, if he had been abie to seo behind the « Wanted 1" he exclaimed. S
i i:0f Btudy No. 7, might have changed his mind, “Yes,” said Tom. “A gentleman wants o see you, He's
i obiﬁon lapped on. the door of his ttudy, and entered. | With Railton at present.” . e
. Rugke&#flodded and Crooke gave what he d’éemed to be a “What sort of man?” asked Robinson, and he clutched
* sweet, smile. * : Tom’s arm,

¢ “Glad you've come,” aaid Rackd Politely, * Here's the
;. armchair, dear hoy."” :
Robinson stood up, however. He did nlgt quite like Racke
and Crooke, althcugh
ised for their rat
is besttobnpall ' iy
: Palliness” with {huke- and Crooke was difficult, however,
< ‘especially to a fresh-air-loving lad like Robinson, )

But the cads of the Shell had been_almost oily in their
politeness since “their discoyery, and Robinson had felt it'
incumbent upon him to put up with them, :

it b “I"':]o,brough#. back these cards from Tom Merry, Racke,”

0 said, - .

. ¢ The mew hoy had taken the (}mck‘ from his pocket and was
. - running his thumb along the edge-of tham longingly.

. “Yes, they're mine,” nodded Racke.. *Chuck ’eim down,
" oldsen” g ; i ‘
o Bﬁ?m&m&fmgaa& iaquested, commenced
- 1o shuffla the cards.skilfully and with a ‘practised hand.

“ -

,” said Racke, opening his yes. “Are you & card’

or rough handling o} him he hdd done

man?” :
THE GEM Lisrary.~No. T40.

after the way in which they had apolo-

g LY e q:rth'a ?;_—?ﬁ maltoiﬂ?}" frog;;e:l Tnmi “*He won't
eal you. Quite an nar, ap. ort, rather fat, dark
hair, florid face—" - )

. “Graham ! ejaculated Robinson, and his face went a
chalky white, Then he groaned, “It's all U P,” he said

dully. . .
H: looked round him fearfully, like & hunted rabbit, and
would have gone through the door save. that at that minute
two figures coming down the passage blocked his WAaY.
““There:is the lad,” said Mr. Railton, o )
The man Tom Metry. had described atepped forward, and
Robinson dodged
steppad back. .
“It's no use, Dillon,” said the man, “I've got you. You
may a3 well come quietly.”” 2

his arm. i
< What's wrong, sir?" asked Racke.

“That's the missing
earl—-"

- who escaped from a reformatory.”
{Continued on page 19.)

back. Racke and Crooke, greatly amazed,

_Robioson shrugged his shoulders, and let the man take. .

““Missing earl !” exclaimed the man. *This is Clay Dillon,
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“ My Lot!”

BY THE EDITOR HlMSELF.

Tom Merry.

LTHOUGH I edit the “8f 'Jim's
.~ News,” it isn't often that my name
appears above an article in the
paper. Being a jolly old editor is
quite enough work.

One of ‘my prhmtpll jobs |s ge.t.ting €opy-
Bometimes it ecomes leaves in-
.Nallombroea, "and at other tlmea it's as
.ecarca as Baggy Trimble's remittances from
‘his titled relatives, On ihese occasions the
ﬁ:“ on the war-path, gener-
with cricket-stumps or fves-
ba_ 3 aud endeavours to persuade coy con-
fributors to come up to the scrateh.

- Of emme, I could always get emough copy
m €4 with—if I cared to publish lt.
for lnaﬁam. ts always willing to
‘come to the rescue with one of his famous—
and” fatuous—articles ‘on' “ Balmyism.” His

. manuseripts contain enough words to occupy
the whele of

g mt.wg

,l have several tl-e had
I should -ask h 3

- Tate

“after’ it las been - carefully sub-e
_tmiw valuable,

+60py in from him.

. rarely printed, but the truth is that Ca
msible for that, I never at.md to- E

- of Hekingbihem into shape

of- the “News” for the next ten

years or 50, and 1 can imnglne what would
.happen it I printed one of ¢

is nlmst as long-winded on the sub-

it I can only manage to

auade m to ny something interesting,

short, and snappy, I may give hl- a clmnce.

“Eowther is another blighter who tuns.

¢alumns snd eolumns when he gebs goin%

fh wants a “Comic Column ” i

“News,” but he must get sume new gags

F&cﬁl rathar ‘fancles himsef? as a writer
tional

of tion, stories of the Wild
and ooH West, and so on; but, unfor-
: tupal e isn't much space to give him,
otherwise I'd" ha lad to inelude him among
the ular contributors, as the New House
are nob very much to the fore.in the old
paper. Of coutse, if they haven't got the
‘brains, it.can’t be helpea, but 1 don’t want

to lnenr a charge of hwuting my own

Talbot could spin some thrilling yarns of

ms awn experiences ore hd came Bt.

Jim's—stories that would make the average

detective tale seem jolly tame; but although

it sug: ieated that

im, on't want to invite

him to drag u
prefer to forget altogether.

A Sloacker.

C’s.récw is one of the most able fellowu

on_the Editorial Staff, but the worst of it

is ‘he's so confoundedly slack. He's a first-
st, with a keen news-sense, and
‘& good style m his writing. The only thing
that “bhe tacks is emergy. But I've got my

-eye on hiny, and in the near future I'm going-
: to keep him

up to kis job. and you can ool
forward to seeing a lot of his stuff in these
columns.
Same qf the fags, too, send 1o cq) dpt.’ iha s
ed, I8

As for Tnmbie—wel!. I'm always getting

Trimble's eontributions personally. I always
band them over to Cardew, who a knack
without sacrific-
ing anything of their mdiwi’duulity. It
appeirs that it Cardew im’t in tite mood for
bothering with one .of Ba.ggs"‘s wonderful-
eﬂuukms. he simply loses it

§ that it

meoﬂec?.mns that he would ]

He comp!alus har. tt m

Edited By TOM MERRY.

Opposition.
the way, I have heard a whisper that
19 gmlgk;n ‘bring out a paper of bis
uwn ow any of the details, but
Fve put Muntr ‘on the track to find out as
much as he possibly can. From time fo time
the "Smnrh Set,” as they call themselves
sometimes, have submitted articles to me
wh!eh I have absolutely refused fo print.
ey -have been mere outpourings of spite,
and iﬁ would have been simply asking for
trouble to print _them. One or two of
Racke's effu: s I have passed, after they
have been cuefull watered down in parés,
but there are limits beyond which 1 refuse
If what I bear Is correct, their new
venture is to know no limit.

Good News. -

1 should like to mentinn that 1 have

/ e pur of blie seniors
to se articies !or paper. suppose
mtﬂ Kildare’s lead they are following,
and 8o it’s doubly fortunate that I managed
to get the skipper to
ave lately appeared,

e, the cmht ot obtaining their
consent really is due to Cardew. He's got
the cheek of & dozen, and has u way ot
getting people to do things for him that
they wouldn't do for apyone else. I
generally put him on to jobs of this kind,
2s he's always wﬂ!ing. because the more con-
mbntions we Eet t.he safer it is for him.

of copy, and he had to
turn out an article at a moment's notice.
It gave lim a shock that he's never qufte Té-
covered from, and he’d move heaven and
earth to prevent the same thing happening
again. Anyway, he'd sooner persuade other
eople to wribe than do it himself, even if
require ¢ eff to overcomé their
objec‘tim than ll: would to produce an amcle
of hix own. .

Much goes on in the Upper Echool that
would be of great interest to my readers,
and I am -certain’ that tha{ will grently

preciate the articles: by Sixth and Fifth
Fpumers that I shall sood be in a position
to pul blish.

BLUE BOY

Buy MY MAGAZINE
for and colour
ﬂ:e outf

tﬂcml of

: s BLUE
] BO'I’ wbich is given ilmde w-u copy.

shows this iammn picture

{a uli enlm, lnd£5ﬂ will be awarded
‘fat the best attempt at co d

it made
anyone under: Y _con-

solati of £1 hnho offered. |
o T putﬁ:nflum e

My Magazine

bntnu 'i'kn!ﬁu'. Aprit 13th,

1/-

to write those contribu-’

| “rotten.”

& Brother Ass =

THE FlRST OF A SERIES OF
CHATTY - HEALTH ARTICLES,

By the Sporting. Doctor,

ID you_ever hear of that good old
Christian, 8t. Francis of Assisi, who
alwa%rs called his bedy "meher

That was just-his jolly way of speaking—
bccause he was one of the best all-round fel-

lows who ever lived, even though he was a
Saint. Bat it was a good way. of speaking--
as you will eee.

“Brother. Ass "—that is, st Francls” body—
was a. bad fellow. . He was lazy (he liked his
bed Tn the morning), and he was a bit of a
coward. 8o poor 8%, Ffancls had a hard
stroggle td get litm to work and face things.

But in the end “ Brother Ass" was trdined—-
and after thit there was no more bother.

What do you make of that? Tilness is A
thing which upsets your body, isn’t it? So,
after all, when you feel funkish it is only peor
old “Brother Ass” who is a bit off colour.
You—you yourseli—are not funkish at all.

Think- of it that way. When you feel in
& funk, eay: "Halio, here's old ¢ Brother Ass
gob sick again.”’

And so, of course. it will be up to you to
get him fit and strong at once.

But how can you cure theé poor old fellow
if_you don't kmow apything about .him?

First of all give “Brother Ass® (your body,
that is) enough exercise. 'He's a futny fellow,
and if he stays in the stable lnng he. gets
He sort, of poisons himself. :But
when hé's Tuoning. about the polson n'ntks
away out ‘of bis brain and his muscles. '

It's “poison " that makes funking. Ev\'.]‘y
funk’ haz’ -‘merves. Sometimey ths
poison comés. from 7eal disease which needs
a doctory bub noh..wery -oftem. Mostly it
comes from siagkness or overeating, or both,

8o you jolly well to. it that yuu play
a8 many games as’ n. of
“Brother Ass” will e that.- He‘ll
say, “I don’t feel up fo‘lt id mther stay’
in the stable,” and so on, -

‘When that -happened "to -St. me:is,
“Brother Ass” got a kick, md oft he went,

Have you ‘ever been o a borse show and
seen a horse refuse to jump? His rider doesn't, -
just let him refuse—oh, no! He puts him at’
the gate again and again till he gets him

over.

You do the same. After ‘all, you're the
rider; “Brother Ass,™ your body, is only—
;;Brother Ass” He's got'to do wha& you tefl

i,

That's my second tip for this week. ThinK
like a ‘master, not like a slave. Funks are all
Ahwes, theéy've let a sick body run away with
their true selves, Ever seen a donkey Iying
down by the roadside?

You can’t get fit by thinking, I know. But
you can master “Brother Ass,” and make
him take exercise and stop eating too much;
you can put him into a eold bath; you can
spur him on to piay games. -And these things
wflllmmake him fit by geunng the .poisen eut
of him,

Besides, it’s & great thou, oghi. that yon and L
are not fupks. We're The only funk
is poor -old, greedy,-slack “Peather Ase” ©

{ Another breesy articie wext week,)
Tue Gey Lisrker.—No. 740,
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This Wonderful Story is Plegsing Everybody !

You Will Be Pleased With Next Week's Splendid Number !

READ THIS FIARST.

Donald Gordon and his brother ¥al leave
8t. Christopher’s School, in company  with
.Tommy Binks and.Septimus Todd, a junior
master, commonly known as “Scné," tn joia
their uncle, who is on a big plantation in the
Sclomen Islands.

..Captain Targe, in charge of the schoomer
iWittywake, learns of the party's quest. He
‘plans to abandon tho boat and leave tliem
13 their fate, with -the. infention of over-
throwing the weslthy plaatation owner and
Jobtaining hold of hiz land. Taga, the black
cabin-boy, hears of fhis, and warbs the party,
{Unknown to the villaiuous captain, he places
.the boys in one of the ship's boats, and they
are about £6 make their escape when Anna,
ithe captain's daughter, taking the oppor-
itunity of petting away from the harsh treat-
wmenb of her father, joins them.

i .Not long after the party has started on
helr perilous journey a severe storm breaks
.out.  The parfy are throwa from their boat,
‘pat, luckily‘- get washed up on.ths *Island
of Pleasure.” - S
i, Cast on the lsland, they at once set about
preparing their mew home, refreshing them.
Belves with various fruits which they find
growing there. Later, whilst the rest of the
party are asleep, Don, Scat,-and Tuga sce a
mumber of strange ,.%ures. each carrying a
skull, land om the island, These griesome
objects they deposit .on- the knees' of a
thi Idol which is seated on a carved

rone. ;
' Scab takes aim at the skulls. with his sling,
mtt?g one and sending the others tumbling

to the floor, :
. : (Noto read on.) .
The Flight of the Cannibals,

YN CAT, from. behind his boulder, cast one
A final stone, this time aiming full a$ the
figure of the grotesque, magked. leader,
-~ "He put an_ extrs pound or two-of
enevrg’y into this shot, and. the sharp flint
- smote the heavy mask, splitting it in two, so
that it fell from the head and shoulders, re-
‘vealing the staring, horrified face bencath it.
i This was the final signal from the angry
Tire Spirit. Tt had struck at ifsahchief priest,
ahowmf how deep was ite wrath, .
e wild, terrtied roar went up, and a
panic-stzicken stampede b‘ei,'nu. Helter-
iskelter down the rough hiliside, and on
- through the tises, e;llinpf
Irightened: shiep, the seml-
«casting their torches Awa{
Tan, until at- last the s
.dofted by {:linw;uames, flickering and dying
where the torches had fallen.
'i')Quick, Taga, let’s see them go?
on

hefore he could get the youngs
pany him, and they tore off across the slope
* and on under the trees, i
- As they emerged info the mooniit space
beyond, they saw the firat, of the natives had
already reached the canoe, and
minutes Don and ‘Taga watched that final
scene, - D S
As soon as there wete enough mien on $he
. beach the canoe was lifted and carried into
. the water, The terrified cannibals scrambled
into it directly it floated, and belgan to
paddle desperately oub to sea, allow n§ the
stragglers to rush after them" and- plun,
into the waves, until the-quiet bay was filted
with the bobbing leads of the swimmers. -
i- The cange came to a halt a cotple of hun-
‘dred yards from the shore, and swimmer
alter swimmer reached it, to be drawn on

naked shapes sped,
from them as they
de of the hill was

oard. -

The last figurg to cross the stretch of
aand Was a swaying, stunted one, with frag.
ments of o mask .he had worn dragging
hehind. S ) N

Don -watched it take the water, and swim
out into the silvery beam of the moonlight

Tue GeM LiBrary,—No, 740:

to each other like |

for ten | €€ ‘why we should not joily well move round

| settler on this island had certainly .laid the

2° |'still remained-the framework, ‘and

Our Magnificent 'Sto-ry of Daring and’ Adventure.

until it reached the canoe; then' the long,
black shape bagan to move off, the rows of
paddles dipping miadly. At last, faint and.
far off, from the cance, there came a low
chant which echoed and re-echoed in the quiet
air.

A laugh sounded, and Taga turned his
head to Don. .

“Dem bad fellas singing the song of never-
eeturn,”  he  said, Jin  his quaint’ pidgin-
English. “They finished with this place,
Master Don. The debbil-debbil no want them
any more.”

- The Picnie,
HAT I would like to know is what
you beggars have heen up to? . No
00d  your . telling me that you
. - have é:een here all night, for I
know you haven't.”

Tommy's voice was a very aggrieved one:

The* little group were - gathered round a
small fire which Taga had lighted, and were
hav—mg breakfast, » meal whick consisted
of baked yams and ‘fruit. -

“Look at 8caf, for instance,” Tommy went
on, pointing a scornful finger at the tutor.
“He looks as though he could do with about
six hours’ sleep.”

Scat was leaning back againsk' a portion
of the wall, and certainly hiz long face bore
traces of fatigue; but "the grin which he
gavée Tommy Wwas. bright. enough, and the
stout youngster.tinaily arose to his feet with
a snort of dlm%]ustr. e e
'fA%I! right,” he said. “Keep your blinking
secret!” : .

- Don reached ouf, and grabbed Tommy by
the ankle, giving him a jerk ‘which brought
ge fat body down on the soft earth with a

ud.

. “Don't be a fool, Tommy,” Don remarked.
“If we have a secret, it is a very innocent
one. 1t Is quite true that Taga and Scat and
I were on a little job last might, but there
was nothing particularly exciting about it,
slnd wo didn't want to spoil your beauty
sleep.”

- It had been arranged betweéen Don and
the others that nothing should be mentioned
abg:,t_ the grim scene which they had taken

art in. | -

Following  the flight of the tetrified
cangibals, .Don and Taga "had returned to
he gap in the hillside, and a final ceremony
had taken place there, Scat had get fire to
he wooden jdol and ita grim burden, and all
that remained now of the awesome Fire Spirit-
was o heap -of smouldering ashes which had
been forced into the cavern, =
The. chums made a eomglete examination
the ruined house and plantation that
morning,- then early in the afternoon the re-
turn journey was commenced. . =

“We mustn’t leave Some. Girl too long.”
was Don’s comment to Vel and Tommy, who
were rather inclined to linger behind. :

"“This is & much better show than the one-
we'have got, Don,” Tommy said, “and I don't
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here at once.” 3
“Perbaps we shall, Tommy,” Don remarked.

“But there's no hurry for that.” .-
Yet, in his 6wn mind, Don had appreciated

tully ‘the value of thelr find. The previous.

foundations for a comfortmble existence, and,-
although the house was a mere shell, there
B energetic”
h;tn;ia' could easily restore the buliding
again, .- . - ;
‘But Don had another secret locked away in
his breast, and, until this matfer was sabis-.
factorily settled, the leader of the little

group of castaways knew there would be no
peace for them on their island paradise.

agn -was given.the task of picking the
trail homeward, and he set a rare pace, with
the result that dusk saw them descending the
Liill on the home side of the island, and three
hours later they came in sight of the Leap
of boulders and the eliff.

A fire was glowing, and Don gave a_shout,
a shout which was answered by the clear,
silvery voice of Anna.

Five minutes later she was welcoming her
chums hone, and it was a real banquet which
she -spread for them—burfle soup, - broited
mullet, and .a mass of * vegetables . which

Tommy declared was like asparagus and. sew- - -

kalo ‘and -celery’ rolled. into one, followed Ly

& great dish of fruit.in syrup. e
“Where did you get this vegetable, Annas”

Tommy agked, . ol

- Anna smiled,

“I had to climb for it,” she answered.. “It
is the top of the cabbage palm. I fouml o
lot of ¢ growing jusé behind Heat's
clearing.”

“You tnean to say. you got to the top of a
palm just to collect this stuff?” said Tominy.
The girl nodded.

“It was an awlul job,” she confessed, "bpt“'%

I managed it
She was obviously very happy and relieved
to have her friends back again, and shevhad
another little gift for them. : K
A couple of shells had been artfully con.
trived - 50 that they could be used .as oil
lamps, and a length of fibre dipped into oif-—
burnt with a steady, clear flame, 2 .
“It-is cocoanut butter,” said Amna. “I
had no end of & job to get it, but it burns
beautifully.” . iy o S
. “8trikes me you have been hdrd at. work
since we've been away,” Don regun’rkeﬂ: et |
suggeat that to-morrow we all have a holi-
A\ real picnic. Where shall

day-—~:
Anna? . .

Anna thought for a moment. SR

“Let’s go west,” shé said. “We can: Keep
inside the. barrler, and' there’s room In the
catamaran for all of us.' We've never -been
round the west side of the bay, I want to
gee what lies behind Turtle Bay.”. - -

Under her questioning she had already
heard of the.dizcovery which had been made..
on the. opposite side of the island, and Don
had promised-$o take her there some day.

It was. late on the following morning hefore
the chums wakened to find that Taga, the
indefatigable, had nlrendy prepared break-
fast, and the catamaran bhad been  brought
round to the beach in front of their litile

me,

As it was = special occasion, Taga had *
made s raid on the scrub fowls' mest, and
thefe were a dozen egg; broiled in_cocoanut
butter as a dish for breakfast. Tommy had
four for his share, and would gladly hare
removed more. His grin of solemn’ content-
men$ indicated that ke, nt any rate, was
thoroughly enjoying himself. - #

“0f course, I am very anxious about the
mater,” he said to Dom, “but, apart from
that, I would. rather stay here than go to

beastly school! This is no end of topping

good place, Don, and I'd like to spend. the
rest of my life on this spot!” i iy
. When a start ias made for-the catamaran,

' Taga . carricd with bim a bumber of long °

spears, which he had fashioned from hard
wood, and had spent many Iaborious hours
pointing and toughening over the fire.
Don . earried the precious axs, and ¥al
bugug?t with him a net which he had made
out of twist

EVERY mm_tm-z:-_-
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trusted with the knife. = They took. with

hem & quantity of dried furbie flesh and

a good supply of fruit, which they stowed

;wnr in the stern of the canoe in charge ef . -
nna. L) ¥

and, when $he catamaran got under way, with

d fibre strands, while Scat was.

Tagi had made foir brosd-hladed paddes, <=
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Another Long Instalment of This Magnificent Serial Next Week!

the four youngsters at work, they drove
acroés the fngoon at a greah pace.

It was a perfect morning, the water of
the lagoon was like mother-cf-pearl, without
a ripple on its surface, The murmur of the
waves breaking on the reef, and the call of
the hird-life in the tropical jungle which
formed a background to Turtle Bay, were the
enly sounds to preak the silence.

The sum was hot, but. they had grown

" accustomed to it now, and their tanned

voung -bodies_glistened with sweat as they
paddied steadily onward,
Both Don and Val had filled out tremend-
ously during the brief interval on the island,
and the muscles rippling under their bealthy
skin indieated the surging strength which
¢ Even Scat’s bony frame
_bad toughened and developed. ¥
""The long length of the lagoon was com-
“pleted, and they found themselves moving
along ‘in. a wide stretch where the trees
séemed to grow down into the sex, and Taga,
who sat in the bow of the catamaran,
ixjm]iﬂen!y raised his paddle as a eignal to
4

The camge Tam on smoothly, and 'Taga
pointed to the shore. |
.- “They mangroves,” he said. “Grow right
down into sea. They good place for hunting.
+We go nlong into them—soon find plenty
fish - there.” ;

. fish i

;. They went on again, covering another hail-
‘mile or so, and found themselves in another
‘wopd-guarded bay. = §

Tt seemed to Don that the jungle grew right
up to the apex of the hill, and there was
“ing sign of any place where they could land.
+ 7he catamaran was gllding smoothly
through the clear water; and Anna, reaching
behind her, drew a bunch of bananas on t0
her lap. 2 A
* «(gtch, Tommy!” she called. -
the fruit were thrown to
Tommy, then Scat ard Val and Don and
Taga each received their portions. 7

“You have peen working very hard,” Sewme

Girl sald, “You may as well have some-
thing to eat.” ¢ "
" An invitation of this kind was never refused

by -Tommy, and he commenced to
of ‘the fruth. - i L
A swing of his hand saw the soft peel cast
someé fifteen or
“estamaran.
the fon - b
blatk  shadow aps)‘ear below flie surface.,
I%sfe “was 'a splash,” and ‘& “deep, long
“Wropt ! antl up from the sed there arose:
an apparition, which brought a gasp .of aston-.
ishment from the fat youngster’s lips, and
the banapa fefl from his hand. G
#Whmh— Loéok, Don, fook! What the
déunce.is’ that?” i

. Agreat web

eyes, o massive, slobbering mouth .and
-aud great shoulders appeared. . In the goft
.mouth the barama-skin -was held,
‘lne:ke,‘ainppy lips munched and twiste

pe
red gullet, ~ " s
t—it looks llke a cow!” Tommy gasped.
He umd o0 vislon of two forelimbs with
keuging flappers, then there .was another

ecl one:

~Whaot1” a long, sighing sound, and the

creature sank again. -
+. Its eyes were fixed on the catamaran, and,
As Tommy afterwards declared, it winked at
him as it sank below the surface.

- “Quick—quick? Get ‘em paddles! That
good fella to eat!” 5

-~ “What was it—what was it? Come om,

Hcat, you ought to koow.”

Scat, the nevetr-failing, had recovered from
to Don now.

I
1 think they used
coast 6f Australia, but I.didn't know they
came out as far as thes¢ islands.”

Taga had risen to
fumbling in the of the ca
Naw be lifted & couple of his long, wooden
gpears. _ ‘
¥ You ek out)” he called. “It come up
again-presently. See, there's another™
.. TPt o thre¢ hundred yards away, pear to
‘the_shore, another black shape had broken
“the enrface, and soon the excited youngsters

hott

‘T’ tho catamarsn realised that they had dis-
covered

€0 @ feedlng-ground for the almosy
extinet gea-eqw. . - . - §
‘There. wére ab least™a dozen of ‘them, and

“THeat, g o Digh pitch of excitement, Began

to the phenomenon. .
“The gea-bottom is covered with weeds, you

twenty yards away from the:
Tommy, in the act of placing:]
white frnit into his mouth; saw a°

head, with _staring,  savicer
Jaw,:

fnaily opening to let it slip into the’

Qf
be found along iz

-wilt notice," he said to Dod, “and I—I know-

these creatures live on seaweeds along shallow
shores. There's no need to be-afraid of them,
for they are absolutely harmless, and thelr
flesh tastes just like beel.”

“Beef—ch? Right you are, Seat! Let's
get busy! I could do with a bit of steak!”
was Tommy’s excited reply.

Then a long hunt hegan.
_ Dugong are known to be. particularly un-
intelligent creatures; their stolid counten-
ances revesl the mildness of their temper.
They possess a-voracious appetite, and this
stretel of the shore, with the thick, succulent
weeds, was obviously a feeding-ground. ~Yet
it was evident that this pariicular school. of
dugongs knew what 1t was to be attacked
by men, for, although the catamaran tried

again and again to get within striking

| distance of the great animals as they momen-

tarily rose to the surface to breathe, the
lumbeting creatures avoided them.
after a long two hours' exciting chase that,
close to the shore, Taga saw & masgive head
and shoulders rise, and, with a quick call to
bis companions, the bronzed youngster cast
his spear.

It entered the shoulder of the sea-cow just
where. the folds of fat formed o mantle-like
covering. There was another “Whoof!” aud
a splash, then tbe lumbering shape dived,

‘carrying the spear down with it, and leaving

a trace of blood on the surface.

“Quick, Don; we go for him. Not let him
geb away!”

The water was only some fifteen or twenty
feet deep. and they could see the great
shape moving . along the weed-covered
bottom. 5 .

Don turned to Scat. : 2

“Lend me your knife, old chap,” he &aid.

The knife was handed over, and Don stood

‘up in the frail craft. i
“We mustn't let it get away,” he said. "1t

is a fair fight, Here goes!

At school Don Gordon had been one of
the hest divers of his term, and the sleek,
beautiful way in ‘which he took a header
down into the clear water was a treat to
behold. He went straight down, his arms
extended, his body motionless, and Anma,
watehing breathlessly, saw -the white figure
flash over the top of the lumbering sea-Gow.

Then the arm was .alsed and lowered 3wice:

‘in, quick, succession! ;

There wag another mighty upheaval of the
water,
then’ arose
into_the atr, and beating the water with its
great, loose-jointed flappers for- a moment.

Don came up like & cork, tossing the water
from his long, wet hair. A couple of strokes
gaw him reach the catamaran.

«1 think I managed
it,” he said; 85 he -
cavght ‘at” the side of
the eamnoe.

Twenty yards away
the great dugong was
threshing the water in .
its dying = struggles.
Twice

to the surface, leaping half out

the mangrove. swaump,
revealing a grey-tinted:
hide.

“Yes, you got him,
all  right!” Taga
¢ried.

They took to the
paddles again, and the
catamaran was ruas in-
shore. The great .
creature fay across the
roots of a submerged -
tree. As -the cata-
maran came alongside.
the head was li
for a moment, and the
saucer-likke eyes staréd

dully, then, with a
final trémor, the head
dropped. . E

“Oh, I don't lke it
--andoh"t like. it!”

It was

and the great creature shot forward,

17
having a jolly fine steak, Miss. Anna,” Tommy
said; “although how we're going to get at

the blinking thing is more than 1 know!”

It was Taga who solved this dificulty. He
selected a number of creepers which were
fourid growing i among the mangroves, and
twisted them into a stout cable. He adjusted
it under the limp flappers of the great seass
cow, then attached the other end of thes
twisted creepers to the cross-piece of ther
catamaran. . - .

But before they could get the dead animal
launched from the Toots, Seat and Val had
to wade into the water, and push the heavy
carcass, while Don and Tomwy and Taga
laboured at the paddles. The great creatuie
was launched - at last, and sagged along
bekind the canoe, its body half out of the

“1 don't think we ought to go any farther
on the plenic, Anna,” Tommy commented.
“We can't drag this blinking whale with us
all day. Let's go back to Turtle Bay, and
have some grub there.” .

His suggestion was adopted, and somewhere
about noon the catammram ran on to the
sandy beach, with the dugong floating behind
it, Then the-:party waded nshore, and
cartiéd the food up under the shelter of the
a1l palm-trecs of ‘the jungle, where they had
their meal. - S : "

“T'1 tell ‘you what, chaps,” said Scat.
“We're not very far away from that—that
sago tree I foupd. What about tackling it,
and seeing it I.am right?” ‘

“More work,” said Tommy. “This 1
supposed to be a picnle, isn't it?”

He rolled over on his side.

“In any case, one of us will have to stay
here watch the ,old dugong to see it
doesn't come to 1ife and make off. ‘I think 1
had better -do that, You chaps car go oD
with your-sagoing. I'l go down to the
catamaran, and_keep an eye on it.” s

They were ail -accusfomed to Tommy's
idleness by mow, and no one demurred ai
this suggestion, 5o breaentl{ Don and Val
and Taga and Anna were led off by Seat,
Tommy, helping himself to another bunch
of banznas, went down the beach, stretched
himself at foll length under the catamaran,
and dozed off.

““The sand was warm and comifortable, andt
the murmor of the eea made a lullaby.
Swish?

A flerce carrent of air striking across
Tommy’s face made the youngster open hris
eyes sleepily. He stared for a moment,. then,
a3 & hlack shape swung across his visior
again, he sat up with a gasp of.dismay..

Tt: was ‘an immensz *bird, with, as Towmy

afterwards said, wings like tug-sails. - He had

Anna. called, cowering
down in her seat in
the stern for &
moment, “If seems
such & shame—it séems
such & ghamel!”

starl

- 4 Wihewh—= - Look,
- “ What the deuce is
g, SAUCEr SYoS AN massive, slobberin;

appeared. In the soft mouth a banana-skin was held.

Don—laoki® cried -TFommy. :
that?7* A.great wet hedd, with |
d & ng-mouth, |

w3, won't seem such
4 shame when we are

Tug GeM Tonrany.—~No. 7400
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a ‘fleeting vlew of a cruel head and a long,
hooked beak. As the bird swept over the
catamaran, Tommy, rising to his knees, saw
o great white bird land on the carcass of
the dugong.

| It was n sem-eagle, and -already another
illlgllar bird was hard at work on the tough

i Sen-eagles are sﬁrange!y aloof bnrds, but
they always hunt in pairs, and. are known
Tor their courage and tenacity..

Tommy eaw the larger bird of the two
make a flerce sweep with its beak, and a
great plece of tough hide was remov red.

“Here, stash it! That won't do! It's our
‘blinking dinner you are after!”

Tommy grabbed. a paddle, a broad-bladed,
hefty weapon, and, remembering his duty ns
igu"“dthn ¢l the dugung, set aboul carrying

o
+ He waded intc the sea, waving his arms

smtl 8|
“8 Geﬁ away! Shoo!”

The female sea-eagle was nearest to him,
and it turned at the sound of his volce, rais-
ing a blood-stained beak to peer at him
for.a moment. The look of thoso cold eyes
over the crooked beak was singulariy smister
and malevolent; the wings were half-raised,
and the bird set out a hoarse, strident ery.

‘Tommy was up to his knees in the water
now, and he came to a halt jor & moment,
making another spectacular wave with his

addle.
“Go on! Sheer off!"
2 Iwo strides saw him come up to the

dugongs ‘shpulders where it had grounded.

n the beach. Using the paddie.as a weapon,
'lom v drove a half-heatted thrust. at the
e.vil- looking bird. A quick, spiteful dive saw
‘the hooked beak snap at tbe ddle, and a
a;tlnter of wood flew from It, indicating the
wer of the stroke. The paddle was almost
Ijerlﬁsd out of the iat youugsters hand, and
&-staggered back
"‘You bllnk gamm* What's the game,
‘eh? You sheer off when I tell you!”

i Tommy's dander was up new, and, cintch-
ing the paddle with both hands, he rajsed it
over his head, and made a- hefty ‘swing at
the poisca creature,

' The paddle caught the sen-eagle on ‘ong of
its - win;

IS"H

down the fat flank of the dugong. -

i . Its mate hopped round, then Lnunched teelf
from the other side of the dugong straight
‘at Toramy's head. The lad smote at it asit
‘eame, and was fortunate enough to cause It
to swerve, so that the first sweep missed its
imprk, Vet the talons gripped at Tommy’s |
‘shoulder &s. the bird sbrieked past, and he
ielt. the sting of the claws as they crossed

ki,

By this time. the female eagle had|

‘recovered its balance, and Iauiiched itselt into

ihe l'u
in the air it ross, with its win
strongly, and its mate followed su
iA moment later the two powerful-winged
.creatures were circling round and round
iTommy's head, making swoops at’ him, and
sending out thelr high-drawn bxttle-crles
.. It seemed to Tommy as though he were
surrounded by wings—wings which buffeted

,.and sent it clawing and scraping.

sago all right, and the

Another Grand Schonl Story by the Famous Mr, Martiu Clifford Next Week!

and-smote him, and ‘be hit out agam and
again with the heavy paddle.

Another sweep saw the male eagle claw
Tommy's shoulder fof a moment, and the
benk fastened itself in £he youngster’s arm,

A shout and a punch saw the vindictive
bird knocked away, and Tommy, realising
now that he was in deadly peril, swung
round; and, splashing to the beach, began to4.
run across the -silvery sand as hard as he
could pelt, with the great, white-winged
c§eatures swooping and screeching behind
him. r

——

To the Rescue !

1] OW then, all together—heave!”
Scat, his eyes alight with the
fire of battle, was standing on the
p of a stum %yeltmg his londeuh
while Don and Val and Taga, with Anna to
lend a hand, were straining at a long length
of fibrous vine, which theﬁmd twubed round

the top cf the massive sa; &
It was a real giant of i kinrl, with a
girth of four or five feet, and a thick erown
on the top made it -look like a gigantic
candelabrum.
They had spent 2 busy half-hour hacking
a% the cork-like base, and now Scat, swing-
ing the hatchet im his hand, was super-
intending the felli
The great palm creaked atid groaned, and
Ecnt let nnother yell out.
“Once more, heave—heave!”
Again the thick trunk swn;od then Seat,
leapnf the stump, dashed at the
straining tree and gave half a dozen guick
shw:es with the hatchet.

There was a heartrending groan 1nd a re-
nort. 28 the trunk gave way.

“Stand clear! Look out!”

Don and his companions scattcred to left
and right, and the tree fell with a thud
into the cleared space, sending a cloud of
warm, pusgent dust up.

“Bravo!” Scat eried. “By James, that's
@ fine bit of work' I hardly thought we'd
ever manage it.”

Don-and_ Val came out of the dust to find
sfentt h:% his knees, peering at the interior
of

Val placed his foot on a musbroom- luke
growth which was hanging at the boftom of
the tree and started to crush ib,

“Be . careful, old chap!" Scat exclaimed.
“These are real mushrooms, and they have a
splendid flavour. D.don't waste them!"

“Well, are you satisflied? 1Is it sago?”
Don asked.

By way of teply the tutor clawed at the
soft pith ln the Interior of the trunk, serap-
ing & handful out; then, rubbing the fibres
between his nngars, he detached a little

ion of the meal from it.

“Teste it for :cnursaif." he sald, “It is
re’s at least two or

three hundredweight bere,

Taga and Apna came torwazd and Scat,
gemltll‘{; the axe again, began to work on the.
Fun

The bark was fairly soft, and split readily
enough. Taga, who had made a number of
hard wood wedges, came to Scat’s assistance,
and - presently they had worked s gread gap
into the trunk.

“We'll have to split it intu pleees“ Beat
said, “lhen we can %et at t
wards the pith will
water, and strained; in order to. sepnnta
the fibre from the meal, but I can assnre’vou
we have enough food here to. st us for flve
months, if we're careful” -

“Right you-.are, old chap * Don returnzd,
.giving the tutor a guick nod.
yonr word for.it, but we haven't the time-
to tackle it now. What I suggest is that we

should come a!ong hare to- -MOrTow and put in - - :

a full day at it.
Anna had atmﬂnd away to tha edge of the

clearing, presently they beard her
s:!verr Yoice calli ing to- them.
Don Val! Qun.k' Something i3 h:m-

pening to Tomm
» They turned, and made their way round
the fallen trée. Asthey drew neazer fo where
Anna was standing, a mysterions sotind came
them. It was as t.‘mmih an,_army of

beaters were at work in the undergrowth
on the other side of the j

A high-pitched squeak tol owed hy heary
beating filled the air; then, quite distinctly,
thete came a familiar voice.

“Stash it! Whow! Help, help il
“That's Tommy all right,” Don  said.
“Come along, you “Tellows, let s see what kind

of mischiefl he's got, into now.”

They moved oft at a sprint through the
jungle, and Don was the first to elear the
trees, emergin§ on to the strip of beach,

Hp come ont within six or seven yards of

s thicket, and caught sight of two whlbe
aﬂnga swtrifpmg and beating in the heait of

e
Come o, 'I'aga!‘
is band, and |§:

row

ere, Val, come along!
Don had n'stout staff in hi

darted towards the thick bushes, wavibg

above his head.

With an angry cry the male sen-eagle
swept upward, turning its long, curved beak
and cruel eyes towards the approuching
youngster.

Taga and’ Val and Scat came Inrgmg out

of the undergrowth arnd made & beeline for -

the scene of the fight, "It was only then
that the stont figure of Tominy came’ creep-
ing out from under the thick growth, and, ag
he emerged, the female engle mnde A last
ﬂnal swee;n at him

‘Whow, you besst!  Kill it aomebody !“

With Scat and Val and Taga to help, D

managed to drive off the infuriated birﬂn,.

he pith, After--~
ave 1o be kneadéd in

“We'll taks

P

and at Tast they arose in o lasy, slanting~ - :

line into the mr. pcnaad tor & moment, thet

went wmgl.nsi

Tommy, nmbenn%: heavlt to hig feet;
came dows the beach to where his chums
were standing,

“Nice blinking thmg you did to: me,
fellows!” he broke out indiguantly. ext
time you kill a darned dugong, just. mu .come
and look after’ it yourself! You might have
known jolly well that .a herd of .blinking
eagles would have come down!”

“Herd?" Don said. “As fa.f as I oou!l!
ses there were two of them.”

“Well, two i3_quite enough, beliere ‘me,”
said 'l'ommy “Look at me, I seem to ge
all the bumps going.”

ﬂm-gmml long instatl,.ent of

(Ano;
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“Mr. Racke’s Protege.

" (Continued from page I4.)
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" Reformatm-y I* howled Racke. “1 say, there’s some
: - mistake—"
. Robmson shoak his head.

“There is no mistake,” he said rather- blhterly. “1 am
D:]lon, the escaped raformntoxfl lmy. I thought I had got
clﬁar, and bad anather start in life—

an who was holding him stoopad and picked up from
- %or a card which had escaped Racke’s not:ce
- “Ca.rds ?” he asked.

Dillon nodded.

“Yes, cards,” he said he-avﬂ “YJ can't keep away from
them, I did try, sir. But—but I fell.”

“The old story again, eh?” said the man. “I'm sorry for
youy Dillon; it’s got you bad. Cards have always been your
rum You can take o lesson from this lad, you who've been
%a};mg with him. He is in a reformatory ause of cards.

hey ve got a fascination for He can't keep away from

) them. And eard-playing led to bling, and that to theft.
. 518 tries to fight against it, but if he sees’a pack of cards he's
OnB’o

" “Poor old chap,” said Tom Merry sympathetical.ty. .

~' “Th can’t be helped,” said Dillon. “I ghall live it down

s:'soms day. But I’ve been a cad. I’ve been ungrateful to the

. man. who gave me my second chance. Just let me stay a

.+ miute longer, Graham. Let me write a letter of thanks and

apology to Mr. Racke.” A
. v .. And tha,t ﬁlea was allowed. Watched angrily by the

i),mm

L-.

o ;Rza ; neke and Crooke, the reformatory boy: wrote
= 4 le
Then w l.th bowed head he went from the stady. Dowh the

passage he went, with his goaler besuie him,

LIBRARY. 19

The passage was crowded with fellows all ‘of whom had
got the wind of what had happened.
Soon the procesamn came o a sta,ndshli and a wali-known
voice rang out:
“!1{1[1‘ \}Z’)g.)[tun pway stop' I m.sh to meke a weqnest n
] rcy.
The ﬁouﬂemuter stopped, and eyed the Fourth Former in -

sur r1se.

“1 wish to ask a favour, six, on behalt of ihe T.owah
School. May we give Weobinson o send-off" feast, sir? He's.
been a jolly xood sort—and it may help hnn to live down
his weaknessg—" .

“Hooray !”* came a roar. “Good cld Gussy! 1

ﬂ?z[;} Raiiton held up his hand, then spoke to the reformatory
offic

“Ln&er the c:remnatancea. 1 accede to your JYequest, boys,”
he said, “and I am only too pleased to do

Dl!lon left St. Jim'’s that night, T:mt, he went with bappy
memories, and the best wishes of the juniors. Racke and
Crooke kept aloof, but there were many at the gates when
Dﬂlon took his last farewell.

*“ Come back some day, old man,” said Tom Merry. * Keep
a stiff upper lip, Robxnson and think of St. Jim's. Don't
forget we want you to heip us lick the New House.”

And Dillon—alias Robinson—went. off happily. His heart
was lighter than it had been for months, and on the morrow
he remwed a letter from Mr. Rncke tha.t made him stul

‘or tlunt letter was eneouragw
stated that Mr. Rack ewmidsaa
as he had couqnarea his weakness,
he would once more become Mr.

THE END. .

(There will be another grand long complete story of
Tom Merry & Co. next week, entitled: * SONS OF
THE oEfMsza; By Martin Gﬂﬂord You should make
sure read: this story by aﬂleﬁng your
mpy of The GEM' LIBRARYF early.)

—it gave him hope, and
af he waa released as soon
that on his release

R’.ac!ce s protege.
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