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A REIGN OF TERROR AT ST. JIM’S. AMAZING NEW BOY ARRIVES—
L TR i
ke AT [

Biff ! Wallop! Crash!

fists.

CHAPTER 1.
A Request from Mr. Railton.

“ ARDEW {”
‘ . ll Cardew of the Fourth turned.
Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School

House at St. Jim’s, had called his name.

Ralph Reckness Cardew, the dandy and slacker of the
Fourth, had been standing at the top of the School Houee
steps, his hands thrust into his pockets as he lounged
eleganily in the doorway, and stared out into the ‘quad.
Tt was after tea, a Tuesday evening, and most of the
juniors were beginning to think about prep.

Not so Ralph Reckness Cardew! 2

Cardew, with his lazy nature, never worried much about
prep. He was a clever fellow, and-a very cursory atten-
tion to his evening’s prep as a rule enabled him to “get
away with it » in the Fourth Form room next morning.

“Sir?” murmured Cardew. ;

He turned towards the Housemaster. -

There had been a dark cloud on. Cardew’s face.as he had
been standing at the top of the steps. His thoughts, what-
ever they were, did not seem to have been particularly
pleasant ones,  But as he turned to Mr. Railton he
banished the frown .from his handsome face, and took his
hands from his pockets. )

“Tven Cardew, whose reckless, wayward nature -provided
him with a bigger store of coolness and “cheek ” than any
other junior.at St. Jim’s, dared not act with his usual:easy
nonchalance in the presence of Mr. Railton, the popular
young Housemaster of the School House. s -

«1 have been looking .for Merry, Cardew,”  said Mr.
Railton.
to my study?

“ Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Railton rustled away. -
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“Will you please find him for me, and send him

-

o
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That's the way ““Bully " Burkett talks to 'em when he arrives at 8t, Jim's—with his leg-o’-mutton
The reign of terror has begunl

Cardew stood with rather a queer expression on his
face. A twisted smile appeared on his lips for a moment,
then he shrugged and turned towards the stairs.

“He, he, he!”

A sudden snigger came to Cardew’s ears. The fat figure
of Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth, rolled into sight from
round the corner.

“He, he, he!”

Baggy had evidently overheard Mr. Railton’s request to
Cardew, to find Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell. - And
for some reason Baggy seemed very tickled. -

“He, he, he!” Baggy sniggered explosively.
don’t look too jolly pleased, Cardew! He, he, he!”

Cardew surveyed Baggy Trimble as though he were a
freak at a circus. v

“Gad !” murmured Cardew, apparently to himself. “It
speaks! It must be human.” He let his eyes rest ‘critic-
ally on Baggy’s fat figure. “Bome kind of intelligent
baboon, perhaps. Its keepers seem to have been' over-
feeding it, too.” EIWE ‘

“Qh, really, Cardew——" WG

Baggy blinked at Cardew indignantly.
into another snigger.
time. - ) o
“Y.o0ok out that Tom Merry doesn’t give you -another
hiding when you find him, Cardew!” gibed Baggy. “Ho
he, he! If you aren’t jolly careful— Oh! Yow!” .~

Baggy gave a yell as Cardew reached out and took hold
of his fat ears between a vice-like finger and thumb.

“Qh! Leéggo, you beast!” )

Cardew swung Baggy round by the ear, and raised an
elegant boot. - ¢

“Yaroooooop 1¥ e :

Baggy shot forward like an arrow from & bow, as
Cardew’s boot landed on the seat of his tight trousers.” He

“You

7. Then he broke
It was a malicious snigger this.
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Complete School Story of St. Jim’s.

collapsed in a fat heap on the floor, and Cardew sauntered
away.

Baggy scrambled up, gasping.

“Oh! Groooh! P'm hurt!” He glarcd after Cardew a
the dandy of the Fourth strolled up the stairs.
Beast! 1 hope Tom Merry jolly well gives you
licking, so there!” .

And, with a wrathful growl, Baggy rolled out into the
quad. :

There was a queer glitter in Cardew’s eyos as he went
up the stairs and turned into the Shell passage. .

Though he had taken care not to betray the fact to
Baggy Trimble by his expression, Baggy’s taunt had
touched Cardew on the raw!

Cardew had never been very friendly with Tom Merry.
One of his favourite amusements in the past had been to
make Tom the buts of his quick and sometimes malicicus
wit—Tom Merry, with his blunt, straightforward rature
being an ideal foil for Cardew’s biting tongue.

Tom was & good-tempered, patient fellow if ever there
was one. As a rule, he took little notice of Cardew, even
under provocation. But lately, thauks to Cardew, there
had been trouble between the slacker of the Fourth and
the captain of the Shell—and the climax had been 2z fight
between the two, in which Cardew had been badly
thrashed.

Since then Tom Merry and Ralph Reckness Cardew had
not exchanged a word. Tom was anxious to let the matter
(‘Trop now, and Cardew for his part secmed content to ignore

om.

No ono at St. Jim’s, least of all Tom Merry himself,
realised the bitterness that still reigned in Cardew’s heart
—littlo dreamed of the savage determination with which
Cardew had resolved to avenge himself for his thrashing
at Tom Merry’s hands.

. Cardew stopped outside the door of Study No. 10 in the
Shell passage and knocked upon it.

Had his proud nature allowed him to do se, he woudd
have asked some other junior to find Towm Merry for Mr.
Railtcn. DBut he knew that had he done so the fellows
would have said thet he was evidently afraid of the irter-
view with the captain of the Shell.

His pride would never allow that to be said.

“Come in!”

The cheery voice of Monty Lowther, who shared Study
No. 10 with Tom Merry and Harry Menners, answered
Cardew’s knock. The slacker of the Fourth pushed opca
tho door -and strolled coolly into the study.

Manners and Lowther were alene.

At sight of their visitor they stared in astonishment. A
frown came into Manners’ face. :

“Well7” he said curtly.

A few days before Manners would not even have
addressed that icy monosyllable to Ralph Reckness Cardew.

Cardew had been sent to Coventry by the whole Junior
School for the same reason that had caused the trouble
between Cardew and Tom Merr, The slacker of the
Fourth had been picked to play in the recent footer match
againss Tom Merry & Co.’s old rivals, Harry Wharton &
Co. of Greyfriars. But he had failed to arrive at Grey-
friars for the match—and the Saints’ depleted team had
heen defeated by Harry Wharton & Co. by the smashing
margin of 4 goals to 1.

It had been discovered that Cardew had spent tho after-
noon of the Greyfriars match playing billiards at the Duke
of Bedford Hotel in Wayland.

It was known that Cardew, beforc consenting to play
in the match at all, had declared his intention of playing
Billinrds that afterncon. Only the fact that his chum,
Froost Lovison of the Fourth, had been badly injured: in a
railway accident near Wayland, had induced Cardew, for
his chum’s sake, to seek s place in the team. And the
faots seemed clear encugh when he had failed to turn up
at Greyfriars!

It was generally accepted among the juniors that
Cardew once he had been able to tell his injured chum
that he was playing in the match, had deliberately let the
team down in order to ‘keep his shady appointment at the
Duke of Bedford. Levison himself believed that, and
Cardew had not denied it.

Not only had the affair resulted in his licking at the
hands of Tom Merry, znd his being sent to Coventry by the
juniors; Cardew had quarrelled bitterly with Levison and
Clive, and left the study he had previously shared with
them.

He was now in solitary possession of Study No. 12, his
rankling bitterness conccaled beneath a mask of = cool
nenchalance.

Levison, after a week in the sanatorium, had gone away
to 8 nursing home near hiz own home. And Sidney Clive,
Cardew’s other chum, wes no longer on speaking terms
with him.

Cardew nodded coolly to Manners and Lowther.

3 \‘i'a:s lookin’ for Tom MMe he drawled. “Railton
wants him.”

“Well, he's not here!” snapped Manners.

Though Cardew had been in Coventry for a while, a
pariah among his fellows, it had been impossible to
ostracise him for ever. and at last the strict “Coventry ”
order had been dropped. The juniors were talking to
Cardew again to some extent, and it was Cardew himself
who was maintaining a certain degree of aloofnesa.

“Vou'll probably find him in the Common-room,
Cardew.” said Monty Lowther curtly, surveying Cardew
with anything but a friendly glance.

“Thanks!” grinned Cardew. “Y’know, it’s so nice to
have all you fellows deignin' to talk to me again—what?”

There was an almost savage irony in his voice, though
he was smiling coclly

“Shut the door behind ycu!” snapped Manners.

“How polite you are, dear man!” yawned Cardew. #T
s'pose talkin’ to me st all is such a strain that there's
nothin’ left to be polite with!”

“Do you think you've earned politeness?” answered
Manners coutemptuously.

Cardew's eyes glinted. But he continued to smile.
With a shrug, he turned and sauntered from the study.

~Tom Merry was playing chess with Reginald Talbot of
the Shell, when Cardew entered the junior Common-room.

Several fellows were watching the game. Among them
was Sidney Clive.

Clive glanced up as Cardew entered, and instantly turned
his attention to the game again. Cardew smiled ironically,
and crossed towards the group.

Tom Mearry looked up. Then he, like Clive, returned his
attention to the chessboard. =

It was the first time that Cardew had spoken to Tom
Merry since their fight in Rylcombe Wood. His tone was
laconio.

“Railton would like tho pleasuro of seein’ you in his
study, Thomas.”

“Thank you,” said Tom quietly, without glancing up.

For a moment Cardew’s eyes glesmed He seemed about
to speak again, ‘But his lips closed. He swung on his heel
and left the Common-rcom. Tom Merry roso to his feet.

“Sorry, Talbot, but I must buzz along, I suppose. I'll
be back in a jiff I.expect.”

“Right-ho, old hoss!”

Tom hurried out

He was not away long. When he returned, it was with
intercsting news for the other jumiors.
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“There’s a new chap coming into the Shell!” announced
Tom Merry, glancing round at the assembled juniors. “A
chap named Burkett. He comes to-morrow afternocon, and

Railton has asked me to go and meet him at the station.”

_ The arrival of a new fellow was always a matter of
interest, and there was a quick buzz of talk.

“A new chap?” echoed Jack Blake, the leader of the
Fourth. “What study is he going in?”

“Study No. 7,” answered Tom. “With Croocke.”

“Let’s hope he'll be a better specimen than Racke,
then ! grinned Kerruish of the Fourth.

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather!”

Racke, who had shared Study No. 7 in the Shell passage
with Gerald Crooke, the cad of the Shell, had been an
out-and-out blackguard, who had been expelled some time
ago.  Since then, Crooke had been alone in his glory, so
to speak, in Study No. T.

Tom sat down to resume his game with Talbot.

He had alrcady dismissed thoughts of the new fellow
from his mind.

But, had he only known if, the arrival at St. Jim’s of
Frederick Burkett was to provide the junior school with
some exciting times, and was to play a big part in the
trouble between Tom Merry and Ralph Reckness Cardew,
the dandy and slacker of the Fourth! 3

CHAPTER 2,
= A Ragging for Five !
&« EADY, you chaps?”
The door of Study No. 6 in the Fourth Form
passago had opened to reveal the cheery faces of

. . Tom Merry, Monty Lowther, and Harry Manners
grinning in.

“Yaas, watheh, deah boys!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s, who
shared the study with Jack Blake, Herries, and Digby,
turned from the mirror where he had been adjusting his
elegant tie, and beamed upon the Terrible Three through
his famous monocle. .

Herries and Dighy were not at home. Herries had had
to go into Wayland that afternoon to see the dentist, and
Dig had agreed to accompany him. But Jack Blake and
Arthur Augustus had promised to go with the Terrible
Three to meet the rew fellow at the station. -

“ All weady, deah hoys!”

“Good! Come on, thent”

Accompanied by Blake and the swell of 8. Jim’s, Tom
Merry & Co. marched towards the stairs.

As they emerged into the sunny guad, Tom glanced at
his watch.

“Have to buck up!” he exclaimed. “We're a bit late.”

With swinging strides, the five School House juniors
erossed the quad and passed out through the big gateway
into the road. i i
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“We'll just about do it, I think,” said Tom confidently.
“The train gets in at two-thirty.”

It was a erisp, dry afternoom, and there was nothing
that the athletic five would have enjoyed more than their
brisk walk to the station.

B_l]lt their enjoyment was doomed to be considerably -
spoilt.

“Grammar School cads!”? ;

The sudden ejaculation broke from Blake as the St.
Jim’s juniors turned a corner in Rylcombe Lane, not far
from the village

Eight figures wearing the Rylcombe Grammar School cap
were strolling down the lane towards them.

“Qh, my hat!” breathed Monty Lowther in dismay.

Gordon Gay & Co. of the Grammar School were cheery
fellows; but there was perpetual rivalry between them and
the Saints. They seldom met, except on the footer field,
without trouble resulting.

At any other time Tom Merry & Co. would have been

{ more than ready for a brush with the Grammar School.

But on this ocoasion they were decidedly short of time, if
they were to meet the new fellow arriving by the two-
thirty train.

Badly outnumbered 2s they were, Blake, Arthur
Augustus, and the Terrible Three realised that if Gordon
Gay & Co. were disposed for a little fun at their cxpense
they would not stand much chance of reaching Rylcombe
Station in time.
hAlready Gordon Gay and his seven companions had seen
them.

The Grammarians came to a sudden halt, grinning at
one another, Tom Merry’s face went grim.

“Come on!” he muttered. “We've got to risk it!”

There was no help for it. Tom Merry & Co. moved
forward warily towards the Grammarians.

But if they hoped they would be allowed to pass un-
molested, their hopes were soon shattered !

As they approached, at a word from Gordon Gay, the
Grammarians coolly spread out in a line across the lane,
completely barring their way.

Tom Merry and his companions halted. s

“Igallo P 3ang out Gordon Gay. “Charmed to meet
you !”

“Qh, rather!” grioned Frank Monk, of the Crammar
School.
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“ All looking so nico and neat and clean, teo!” chuckled
Wootton major. )

“Yes, thoy seem to have washed their faces for oncel”
nodded Wootton minor gravely. “Amazing!”

The 8t. Jim’s party glared at the chuckling Gram-
marians.

It was quite clear that their rivals had not the slightest
intention of allowing them to pass. There was only one
thing for it

“Come on!” breathed Tom. *“We've got to rush ’em!”

It was their onc hope of getting through, and at &
word from Tom the five Saints made a desperate rush,

“Look out!” yelled Frank Monk, “Stop ’em1”

The Grammarians closed in hastily, and the next moment
a wild and whirling struggle was in progress in the lane!

Tom Merry was at grips with Gordon Gay, and the two
leaders were executing what looked like a Red Indian war-
dance together, locked in each other’s arms. DManners was
struggling with Frank Monk, and Monty Lowther was
trying to avoid the clutches of the two Woottons. Blake
had just knooked another Grammarian fying—but tho
Grammarian, in falling, had caught hold of Arthur
IA}xgustua, and dragged the swell of St. Jim’s down with
Am.

Casping and dazed, the elegant figure of Arthur Augustus
had ccased abruptly to look elegant. He sat with his
topper over one cye, looking moré like a concertina than
an article of headgear, while tho breathless Grammerisn
sprawled over him

“Ow!l Ob, bai Jovel"”

with ¢he ochuckiing Qram-
marfans prodding them with
éhelr sticks from behind, Tom
Wierry & Co. hopped franticaily
= along the fane.

b

“Back up, Baints!” panted Monty Lowther, as he throw
Wootton major off, and struggled with Woatton minor,

“Grammar School for evert{” yelled Gordon Gay, still
iocked in Tom Merry's energetic embrace.

“Yow! Oh, my hatt”

Manners gave & gasp es Frank Monks leg twist
hetween his own, upsetting him beside Arthur Augu
I¥Arcy on the hard unsympathetic road.

Then there was e yell from Gordon Gay, as Tom Merry
upset him on the grass at the roadside. Tom turned to
lend a hand to his chums. But Mason and Price of the
Grammar School glosed on him. ;

“On the ball, Grammar School I”

“Go it, Saintst”

Despite the terrific odds, Gordon Gay & Co. were finding
the five St. Jim's fellows anything but casy game.

But in the end odds were bound ic tell. Once their first
rush had failed to enable them to bhreak through, Tom
Merry and his chums wero doomed.

A minute later, the five of them wore lying pinued io
the ground by their rivals, breathl2s and gasping.

“Got 'em !” panted Gordon Ga% triumphantly, dabbing at
s damaged nose. “Hold the bounders!” -

Tom Merry, in the grip of Frank Monk and Mason, was
gtill struggling with eacls of his assailants pinning an arm
to the road, bubt he wes helpless. anners was being held
down by the two VRoottons, and Blake, with Price’s knee
on his chest, was almost equally helpless. The others were
Iooking alter Monty Lowther and Arthur Angustus IYArcy,

“Bai Jove! Welease me at oncg, you wottahs!” panted
Arthur Augustus, struggling. franticaily. :

“¥ don's think{” grinned Pearson.

“% <Lall administah feahful thwashin'sg——"

£ Siiadd
“Co hon 1 chueckled Croft of the Grammar Schao

b
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e picked up a handful of dust, and scattered it cheer-
fulli over the swell of St Jim’s wrathful countenance.
Arthur Augustus, happening to have his mouth open at the
moment, choked and spluttered wildly.

“Oh! Gwoooogh! Oh, you uttah boundah—"

“Ha, h&, ha!” y

“Well, what are you going to do with them?” grinned
Gordon (Fay, adding his weight to the task of holding
Monty Lowthwr down. :

Tom Merry gave up struggling.
useless.

“Pax, you cheps!” he exclaimed, with a rueful grin.
“We give you best——" a

“I should jolly well think you do!” chuckled Frank Monk.

“What about letting us get along now ?” suggested Tom.
G“Ycu seem in a hurry, old chap!” grinned Gordon

ay.

“We are!” confessed Tom. “As a maiter of fact, we've
got to hop along to the station to meet somebody. We—"

Gordon Gay gave a sudden chuckle.

“Oh! So you want to hop along to the station, eh?
Right-ho! You can.”

“QOh, wippin’!” mumbled Arthur Augustus.
vewy thoughtful of you, Gay, deah boy! I considah—""

“Half a minute,” went on Gordon Gay blandly. “We'il
have to make quite sure, of course, that you do hop along
to the station. Got that cord on you, Mason?”

_ The St. Jim’s fellows watched with fresh uneasiness as the
grinning Mason produced a long length of cord. ~

They realised that Gordon Gay had some idea up his
sleeve. Apparently, they were not to be allowed to go free,
after all, 2 )

“You—you rotter!” gasped Blake. “You said we could
get onl”

“Rats!” chuckled Gordon Gagy.
{0 hop along—and I said you might!
along 1”

He cut a length of cord from Mason’s supply, and with
the aid of ancther Grammarian Monty Lowther’s hands
were iied bFehind his back, despite his struggles. Another
length of cord was fastened between his wrists and his left
arkle, drawing his leg up behind him.

“QOh, you rotters!” gasped Monty Lowther in conster-
nation, as he realised Gordon Gay’s lnmnorous little wheeze.

“Now for the others!” chuckled the leader of the
Grammarians. “There’ll be just cnough cord to go rTound,
I fancy!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Good!”

1t did not take long for Tom Merry, Manners, Blake, and
Arthur Augustus to be treated similarly to Monty Lowther,
despite their vain struggling. Then, with their left legs
tied up snd their hands fastened helplessly behind them,
their caytors stood them up.

“Ha, ha, ba!”

There was a great roar of laughter from Gordon Gay &
Co., as they stepped back to survey their vietims.

Hopping desperately on one foot, to keep his balance,
each of the St. Jim's juniors presented what was evidently
an amusing spectacle so far as the Grammarians were
S vou rotterst ped Blak .

, you rotters!” gas ake.

“You—you uttah boundahs!” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Arthur Augustus, hopping wildly on one foot, with his
eoncertina-like topper jammed on his head and his eyeglass
gleaming in his eye, was a sight for the gods—judging
from the yells of ‘laughter. j .

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” howled Gordon Gay,
doubled up with mirth. '“Look at Gussy!”.

“Hopping like 8 cat on hot bricks!” gurgled Frank
Monk. : 5 :

Y Ha whay’ hallye 5% = R e 7

“QOh, bai Jove! I ordah you to.welease ms fwom this
widiculous position!” gasped Arthur Augustus, crimson in
the face. g : 7 e e

Clordon Gay waved his. hand airily. $Es e

“Cheerio, -you men!” he chuckled. “Off you go! You
said yon wanted to hop along to’the station, you know!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3 “ e .

And the St. Jim’s fellows hopped—whether they wanted to
or not. With their hands behind them and their legs tied
up, it was impossible to keep their balance without hopping.
So they hopped, crimson with rage—and the Grammarians
yelled and roared.

- ‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“Gay. you bounder-—" panted Tom Merry.

“*“Hop along, old chap !” urged Gay. “Yowll be late for
meeting that giddy train if you don’t hop along quick 1”

o You—-you-‘-—“' s

“Buck up!” . .

“T wefuse to buck upi” hooted Arthur Augustus:

Tus Gz Lisrary.~No. 1,152, - L :

He saw that it was

“That is

"

“You said you wanted

Well, you will hop

almost

L
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attahly wefuse to budge an inch until 1 have been
weleased ! I will not leave this spot, you wottahs—"

“Now, Gussy,” said Gay solemnly, shaking his head. “I
can’t let you be late for that train you want to .neet.”

He took a stick from the hedge, and with it prodded the
swell of St. Jim's in the back.

“Hop along, Gussy !”

“Oh! Yow! Oh, bai Jove——"

But with that stick prodding him in the back, Arthur
Augustus hopped along. He had no choice. The other
Grammarians followed their leader’s example, and half a
minute later the five furious victims were being made to
hop briskly along towards the village, despite their threats
and pleas.

“Look at old Gussy, bopping along like a performing
flea !” chuckled Wootton major.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Bai Jove! Wootton, you uttah cad-—"" ’
“Keefp going, Gussy,” urged Gordon Gay cheerfully, as the

swell of St. Jim's attempted to_stop. “Mustn’t let you be
fate for the train on auy account, you kmow! If you
haven’t missed it already, that 1s!” -

Gordon Gay's words were prophetie.

A few moments later, as the Grammarians’ victims

hopped, with helpless, seething fury round the bend, fol-
lowed by the merrily chuckling Grammar School juniors,
they sighted a figure in an Eton jacket, carrying a ports
manteau, coming down the lane towards them. ;

The initials on the portmanteau were enough to tell the
unhappy St. Jim's juniors who the approaching figure must
})efl F! B.—the initials of Frederick Burkett, the new Shell
ellow

Burkett had evidently arrived at Rylcombe to fnd no
one there to meet him, end was sgetting off for the school
on his own.

And his first sight of Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blake, gnd
Arthur Augustus, was that of five dismal, hopping figmies in
Rylcombe Lane!

CHAPTER 3, -
Something New in New Boys ! 3
113 H deah!” panted Arthur Augustus miserably.
O His face was scarlet. The swell of 8t. Jim's
telt his undignified position very keenly. But, with
dordon Gay prodding him from behind, he had to
keep going.

So he kept on, with the others, towards the astonished
figure with the portmanteau.

The new boy was staring at the strange procession in
amazement.

Frederick Burkett was quite unlike anything that Tom
Merry & Co. had expected. He was not a handsome indi-
vidual by any means. His face was rugged and scowling,
and he had a thick bullneck. But his figure was
astonishing.

He was a huge fellow, a head taller than Lom Merry at
least. His gigantic frame fairiy swelled with muscle, and
looked somewgat incongruous encased in Etons. Figgins of
the New House was noted for the size of his feet—so was
Herries ‘of the Fourth. But neither Figgins nor Herries
could have matched Burkett in that direction—just as no
other jumior would have matched Burket; remotely for
muscle or width of shoulder! -

Among his future schoolfellows, Frederick Burkett looked
like being a Carnera among light-weights ! g

He was a regular Samson, without a doubt. .

Even Tom Merry looked slightly built beside the powerful
figure of the new junior | :

Burkett set down his bag in the road, and stared at the
approaching procession with a look of wonderment on his
square, rather surly face, with its beetling brows,

“My hat!” he grinned.

He gave a sudden guffaw. y

“ Ha,;ha, ha 1* *: /

The sight of Tom Merry & Co.’s plight evidently tickled
him considerably. He roared.

Tom Merry, red and perspiring, glared at him.,

«“Oh! Puffffffff!” Monty Lowther gave a gasp. * Are
you . Burkett 2” = ; ; =

“Yes!” growled the new feliow, in evident surprise.

“How did' you know 7"’ .
“ We—pufffffff l—were coming to meet youl!” panted
Lowther. . “We're St. Jim’s chaps! Back up,. for goodness’
sake! These rotters are from the Grammar School I”.
Burkett stared.at him. He evidently did not understand.
It was clear that Burkett, though a hefry individual, if
ever there was one, was not exactly quick-witted. -
“J_“ Pway lend & hand, deah boy!” gasped the swell of St.
im’s. 3
“Ha, ha, ha!” Burkett burst into another great guilaw,
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His brawny, powerful, clumsy frame fairly shook with
laughter. “Oli crumbs! This is better than a circus I

“You—you wude wottah |” panted Arthur Augustus,

«Eh?”  Burkett’s merriment ceased abruptly. Ho glarcd
at Arthur Augustus with a scowling visage. “ Why, yovo
blessed tailor’s dummy——"

Then he broke off.

Gordon Gay & Co. had tumbled to the stuation quickly
enough. They realised that Burkett was s new 8t Jim’s
junior, and, despite his gigantic frame, they intended to
treat him as they had treated their other victims.

“t(gomo on!” grinned Gorden Gay. = “Collar the great
ass!

“What?” bellowed Burkett. “I’'m a great ass, am 17
Why, [—I'll smash youl” :

He met the rush of the Grammariens with a rush of his
own, hitting out right and left with giant fists.

There was o fenco at tho side of the road, and, freed at
last of the prodding sticks of their captors, tho fivo gasping
victims of the CGrammarians hopped breathlessly to tho
fence and supported themselves against it, watching the
whirling struggle in the lane.

“Great pip!” breathed
“Look at him!”

“Bai Jovel”

Despite his terrifically muscular frame, Burkett amazed
Tom Merry & Co. now.

Though no less than cight Grammarians were tackling
him, the brawny new fellow ivas more than holding his own !

Frank Monk went down like & ninepin before one of thoss
gigantic fists, and so did Wootton major. Mason, in an
attempt to collar Burkett round the knees and bring him
down, felt a huge hand close upon his cellar, and, to hi3
astonishment and dismay, felt himself lifted clean into the
air, kicking and strugglng, and thrown aside as though he
had been of no more consequence than g child of four.

“My piddy aunt!” gasped Tom Merry wonderingly.

“He's & blessed Samson I’ panted Mannersa.

“My hat, yes!”

Eight to one—yet Burkett was already getting the upper
hand of the Grammarians!

Six of them were sprawling in the road now, with ctosing

Then a seventh

Blake, with gleaming eycs.

eyes or swelling noses or thickening ears® 1
wont spinning, though Burkett had merely pushed him asid
in order to throw himself at Gordon Gay.

“So I’m a great ass, am [7” thundered Burkett {fcro-
ciously, as he closed with Gordon Gay.

He seized the leader of the Grammarians and lifted him,
dropping him into the road. Gordon Gay tried to struggle
dazedly to his feet, but Burkett was kneeling on his chest
in another moment.

¢ Yarooooh !”

Gordon Gay howled, as Burkett grasped him by the nose
and pulled it.

“Oh! Yow! Leggo, you great lout!” panted Gay.
1“ What?” roared Burkett. “A grest lout am 17 Take
that!”

He dealt Gordon Gay & boz on the ear that scemed almost
to knock the Grammarian senseless.

Tom Merry's brow darkened in a momers.

Delighted—and amazed—as he had been at secing Burkett
account for eight Grammarians single-handed, he cried out
angrily now. To hit a fellow when he was down was &
thing that Tom Merry barred utterly!

“Chuck that, Burkett "

Burkett glared at him.

“What's that?” he roared.

“Hang it, don't hit a chap when he's down!® snapped
Tom indignantly.

An unpleasant grin appeared on Burkett’s scowling
- features.

- «Pll teach him to call me a great lout!” ho declarcd
savagely.

But strong though Burkett was—amazingly strong—
Gordon Gay was no weakling. Taking Burkett Zy surprise,
the Grammarian twisted free a moment later and sprang
£o his feet. .

“Como on, you chapa!” ha gasped. “We're not goin
to let this big l’out lick us alil” i e

The dazed ring of Grammarians, sitting round them is
the road in various limp attitudes, gasped and groaned,

“QOh, my aunt!”” panted Frank Monk. “I'm done!”

“He's broken my blessed jaw i’ groaned Pearson.

“ Grooooh I

It was evident that the Grammarians were feeling any-
thing but anxious to tackle the new St. Jim’s junior again,
despite the odds being apparently so overwhelmingly in
their favour.

They had caught a tartar in Burkett with a vengeance.
The smazing new St. Jim's fellow was no ordinary fighting-
man.

There was a sudden gasp from Monty Lowther.

=
8

5

Ue had found & jesced nail in the fence, and with it had
managed to cut through the cord binding his wrists; a fow
moments later ho was freo and hastily untying his chums. ¢

Gordon Gay was urging his followers to tackle Burkett,
though cven Gay—plucky as he was—did not secem pre-
pared to go for Burkett single-handed agan, But at sight of
tho five other S5, Jim's juniors being rapidly freed Gordon
Gay vealised that the game was up. !
Burkett was rushing at him again as the seven battered
Grammarians in the road scrambled painfully to their fect.
IFor a2 moment their leader hesitated. : :

“I'H smash you!” roared Burkctt. ]

CGiordon Gay turned and fled. 3

With Burkett thundering at t(heir heels in a bulllike’
rush, the eight Grammarians bolted through a gap in the
fence and away across the flelds towards the Grammav
schaol. §

“PFunks !’ bellowed Burkett, halting by the femce and
{“'m{n%‘v? great fist after the rapidly retrcating eight. “ Yaht
SunKs

Then he turned and lurched towards Tom Merry & Co.

The five School House juniors smrveyed the new fellow
with very curious looks, as he came up to them with an
unpleasant grin on his anything but handsome featurcs.

Burkett had staggered them. &

“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, staring st the
other’s powerful build with en admiring eye. *‘You're
wathah a scwappah t”

“ A giddy terror, 1 should say,” muttered Monty Lowthee
under his breath. :

“Phew!” grinned Blake. “The way yon settled thofe
Grammar school chaps was pretty good !”

Burkett grinned and picked up his portmanteau. :
. “Let’s get along to St. Jim's,” he suggested in his growl-
ing voice. ;

And, still looking rather dazed, tho Terriblo Three, Blale,
and Arthur Augustus turned towards the school, accom-
wanded by the muscular and amazing new boy,

{Continued on next puge.)
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CHAPTER 4.
The Samson of the Shell I

. GROUP of juniors was standing near the gates as
Tom Merry & Co. strode into the quad with

Frederick Burkett.
“ Here we are!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
Burkett glanced round with evident interest His cyes
alighted on the group of fellows, who were staring at

him in astonishment.

Burkett’s mighty frame was certainly surprising at first

sight. e looked more like a Fifth-Former than a junior
in the Shell. ;
“Great Scott”’ ejaculated Roylance.  “Who's ihe

bruiser?”’

Burkett caught the words and he glared at Roylance,

“Are you talking about me?” he demanded in a bellow-
ing tone.

Roylance went rather pink; he coughed.

£53 Lﬁhem___7’

“ Are you Burkett?’ broke in Figgins of the New House,
staring at the new junior.

“Yes,”” scowled Burkett.
to do with you, though!” L

Figgins went red. He was not accustomed to being
addressed in those truculent tones by new boys.

“Well, you'll about suit the School House,” he obszerved
warmly. “They're a cheeky lot of asses!” T
“Ves, he'll suit the School House down to the ground,

grinned Redfern, another of the group.

Burkett put down his bag in a_businesslike way.

“For two pins I'd knock your heads together I”” he roared.

Tom Merry took his arm.

“Oh, come on!” he urged. “Don’t worry about those
?sseg’. They’re New House bounders. Come and have some
ea.

“Rats!"” snorted Burkett. “Tor two pins— 2

But already Figgins was feeling behind the lapel of his
jacket. He produced two pins and gravely handed them fo
the surprised new fellow.

“Two pins!” he grinned.

“Eh?” Burkett stared at him. 3

“You said you'd knock our heads together for two pins,”
explained Figgins coolly. “Here they are.”

There were chuckles from the onlookers.
fiery red.

“Tyying to be funny, are you?’ he roared.
you've asked for it!”

He stepped forward and grasped Figgins and Redfern
by their collars.
erack.

“Yaroooop !”

Figgins and Redfern yelled in unison as their heads
cracked together.

“There !’ gasped Burkett.

“Ha, ha, hat”

A yell of laughter rang out from the watching juniors.
They had never expected, any more than Figgins and

“1 don’t know if it’s anything

’

Burkett went a

“ All right;

Redfern had, that the new boy would actuaily have the.

nerve to carry out his threat—let alone the strength.

Despite his giant frame, in tackling Figgins and Redfern,
Burkett had chosen, perhaps, the two strongest fellows in
the New House, and no one would have imagined for a
moment that he could have banged their heads together like
a couple of fags.

But he had done it with evident ease; and Figgins and
Redfern were now sitting dazedly on the ground, rubbing
their tingling heads.

£ at!” groaned Figgins.

* moaned Redfern. ‘“‘Oh crumbs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The School House feliows yelled.

“(Come on, Burkett!” chuckled Monty Lowther. ¢That’s
the way to treat the New House! But come along and have
some tea!”

“{Good !” grinned Burkett.

He picked up his bag and followed Tom Merry & Co.
acrose towards the Schoo!l House, leaving Figgins and Red-
fern to rise dazedly to their feet, still rubbing their heads,
as they stared after him in utter astonishment.

_‘;’Oh crumbs!”’ gasped Figgins. ““Who'd have thought
17

“He's as strong as a giddy horse ! groaned Redfern.

“Ha, bha, hat”

But, despite their laughter, the other juniors were watch.
ing the retreating figure of Frederick Burkett with a good
deal of astonishment themselves

A new boy who could knock together the heads of George
Figgins and Dick Redfern with apparent ease wa3 more
than a surprise. He was a sensation! .

Tom Merry & Co. were chuckling as they entered the
8ehool House.

Burkett’s strength, as exhibited in Rylcombe Lane that
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afternoon in the scrap with Gordon Gay & Co., had stag-
gered them considerably,

It locked as though they were in for some fun, a3
Burkett s strength was exhibited to other fellows.

There were grins on their faces as they took him upstairs
to Study No. 10

Monty Lowther pushed open the door and strode in.
A sudden exclamation escaped him.

The study was not empty!

A fat tigure was standing by the open cupboard, busily
dcvcl:{urmg buns and pastries as fast as his fat jows would
work.

Baggy Trimble, knowing that the Terrible Three had
laid in a spread in honour of the arrival of the new fellow,
had decided to sample the good things in the absence of
the occupants of Study No. 10. He had not realised how
soon they would be back, however. s

“You—you fat thief!” gasped Manners.

“Oh lor’1”

Baggy gave a startled squeak as he turned a jammy face
to’wards the door, and saw the Terrible Three, Blake,
D’Arcy, and the massive new boy in the doorway. ;

He jumped away from the cupboard, a large slice of cake
still elutched in his fat fingers. But the next moment his
greasy countenance went purple,

In his alarm, Baggy had attempted to swallow too large
a blc()ﬁunk of cake. It stuck half-way, and Baggy choked
wildly.

‘“4iroocoocooh I”

“You fat pirate!”

“Gug-gug-gug!”

“You—jyou blessed porpoise!”

“Urrrghh{”

Tom Merry seized Baggy by the collar end jerked him
towards the door. The jerk had, at any rate, the effect of
ending Baggy’s choking fit. He gave a howl as Tom’s boot
landed on the seat of his fat trousers, shooting him out into
the passage.

“Yarococough !”

Baggy yelled, and a moment later there was a yell from
someone else, as Baggy collided with a passing figure,

It was Grundy of the Shell.

“Oh crumbs!® gasped Grundy, as Baggy dragged him
down and sai on him. “Yooooooh! Grooooh! Oh, my
hat!” .

Baggy scrambled up, and scuttled away as fast as his
fat little legs could carry him. But Grundy glared into
the study with a wrathful countenance, when at last he had
risen painfully to his feet.

“What did you want te chuck that fat toad at me for?”
he boomed truculently.

“Horry, Grundy!” chuckled Tom.
“ Look
the study.

“(h, buzz off, Gwunday !” snapped Arthur Augustus.

“1 jolly well won't! I'm hure! I've a good mind to
wallop the lot of you!” hooted George Alired.

Burkett had been watching the scene with a grin on his
face. But at Grundy's words he frowned.

“What’s that?” he demanded warmly.

Grundy stared at him. He had not noticed Burkett, but
now, as his eyes fell on the new boy’s muscular frame, he
stared in astonishment.

“YWho the dickens are you?” he
politely.

Burkett scowled at him, =

“Youd better be civil, you ugly lump!” he said, in a
threatening tone.

George Alfred Grundy jumped.

Grundy was a hefty fellow, and he was not used to being
spoken to in that tone. Most of the other juniors would
not have cared at all to risk calling Grundy’s wrath upon
their heads. The Terrible Threé¢ and Blake and Talbot
were a match for Grundy; but most of the feilows, what-
ever they thought of George Alfred Grundy, preferred to
keep on the right side of him, for safety’s sake!

To be called an ugly lump by a new boy was certainly
not a usnal experience for the great George Alired!

He goggled at Burkett.

“W-what 7” he gasped.

The Terrible Three, Blake, and Arthur Augustus, wateh-
ing the indignant Grundy with grinning faces, winked ab
one another.

If Grundy tackled Burkett, there looked like being a
big surprise for the great George Alfred!

Burkett scowled at Grundy.

“1 called vou an ugly lunip,” he growled. “And so you
are. ”’I’ve never seen a face like that before, thank good-
ness!

1t was certainly a case of the pot calling the kettle black.
Grundy might not be a beauty; he definitely was not. But
to have his features criticised by a fellow of Burkeit’s
rugged visage was a little too much!

roared Tom Merry.

: “Quite an accident!”
here——"" roared Grundy, pushing his way inioc -

inquired, not very
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The muscuiar new fellow stepped forward and grasped Figgins
The next moment he brought i
¢ Yaroooop ! ** i b

and Redfern by their collars.
their heads together with a resounding crack!

“Why, you—you—you—-"

Words failed Grundy.

He rushed at Burkett with clenched fists.

He 1ntended to give the new fellow a lesson.

Crash!

Burkett had reached out a hand, and placed the palm of
it anything but gently against Grundy’s face. He pushed,
end Grundy went over like a ninepin.

“Yarooough!”

“Ha, ha, %ml”

Tom Merry & Co. shrieked.

Grundﬁ sat up, locking as though he wondered what had
pushed him over——whetier it could be an earthgquake or
only a horse’s hoof.

““M-my hat!” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The great man of the Shell scrambled up, bursting with
wrath and mortification.

“You cackling dummies!” he hooted, glaring at Tom
Merry & Co. “Thet was an accident. T'll wellop this
ugly lout!”

He hurled himself at Burkett
brandished fists,

One of them caught Burkett on the latter’s pugnacious
jaw. The new fellow gave a bellow of rage.

“Come on!” yelied Grundy. “I'll wallop youl!”

Burkett raised a great fist and smote,

The great Geerze Alfred sailed backwards through the
air as though he had been shot from a cannon. He landed
out in the passage in a heap, blinking.

“QOh!” gasped Grundy. “M-m-my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The chums of the Shell and Fourth roared.

They were sorry for Grundy, but the lock of blank
astonishment on his rugged countenance, as he blinked in
through the open doorway at Frederick Burkett, was too

much for them.

“Ha, ha, ha! Hard luck, Grundy!” chuckled Monty
Lowther. “When are you going to start the whlloping 1

“M-my giddy aunt!” gasped Grundy.  What—what
was it §¥

“Just one of Burkett’s playful little taps!” grinned Tom
Merry, controlling his merriment with an effort. “ Allow
me to introduce Frederick Burkett. He's the new chap,
Grundy, old hoss!® i

again, with wildly

“Js-s-5-s he?” mumbled Grundy, rising dazedly. “Ch

crumbs! Yow!”

Still locking dazed, Grundy turned and staggered away
along the passage, blinking. Tom Merry closed the door
with @ chuckle.

“Poor old Grundy!”

‘“Ha, ha, hat” ¥

Burkett gave a scowling grin. ;

““What's his blessed name? Grundy? The silly idiob
knows better than to check me again, enyway!”

“J expect he does!” chuckled Blake.

“Yaas, bai Jovel”

_But, despite their laughter, Burkett’s hosts were begin-
ning to wonder whether this muscular individual who had
come into the Shell wers not too tough a_proposition alto-
gether for the comfort of themselves and the rest of the
junior school.

- B

CHAPTER 5.
Trouble with Talbot!

AP
I Tom Merry tapped on the door of Study No. 7
in the Shell passage, and the growling veice of the
new boy answered from within,
Tom entered.
“Fallo, Burkett! Croocke not turned up yet s -
Burkett was unpacking. He shook his rather untidy

ead.

“No,” he growled.

After tea in Study No. 10 Burkett had visited Mr.
Railton, and then Tom Merry had shown him his study.

Crooke, with whom Burkett would be sharing Study
No. 7, was out, and had evidently not yet returned.

“Well. if you care to come down to the Common-room
T’il introduce you to some of the chaps,” said Tom Mersy
good-naturediy.

He did not particularly like Burkett. Burkett’s rough,
ungainly manners did not appeal to Tom at all. But, as
the captain of the Shell. he felt that it was up to him to
chow a new fellow in the Form his way about.

“Oh, alt right!” said Burkett, not very graciously.

Ho sccompanied fom from the study and down the

gtairs,
Tus GEM Liprary.—~No. 1,152
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Ihere was a buzz ¢f talk in the junior Common-room s
‘Fom entered, with Burkett at his heels. It ccased abruptly
at their appearance

There was a big crowd of fellows there, and they all
stared at Burkett with rather odd expressions.

ANl the juniers had heard by now of Grundy’s fate at
the hands of the new boy. and of the painful experience
of Figgins and Redfern, and of the amazing way in which
e had routed Gordon Gay & Co. single-handed.,

That Burkett must be a regular terror, all were agreed.
At sight of him now, following Tom Merry into the
Uommon-room, some of the fellows gasped.

Burkett’s tremendously powerful fignre was certainly
something to gasp at in the Bhell! Had Burkett been &
2ifth-Former - he eould scarcely have eppeared more
brawny. .

“Qreat Scott!” muttered Bernard Glyn. “Talk aebout
a giddy Goliath 1

“(reat pip!” Clifton Dane, the Canadian junioz, was
surveying Burkett’s muscular figure wonderingly. “Blessed
it I don’t think he could lick even Tom Merry1”
~ ““Oh, rot 1" grinned Kangaroo, the Australian youngster,
“ ot quite that! But T'll bet he could lick anyone else in
the Bhell or Fourth—even old Talbot {”

Tom Merry led Burkett across to the big fireplace, where
most of the tellows were gathered Burkett grinned rouhd
at them, his rugged face, with its bestling brows, looking
vathor pleasanter than usual.

e seemed to realise that he had caused something of e
sensation, end he was by no means displeased with the
Inowledge.

‘Yom Merry glanced round at the othera.

“This is Burkets, you chaps!® he announced.
21l these chaps are in the Feurth or Shell.”

Burkett nodded to the juniors. Boms of them held out
their hands, and he shook them with a grip that caused
most of them to wines end gasp.

Then, in turning to the firec again, Burkett’s ungainly
frame brushed against a small table at which Reginsld
Talbot of the Shell and Kerruish of the Fourth had been
having a game of chess.

Crash! .

The table went over, and the board®snd the chessmon
wens flying.,

“You clumsy ass!” gasped Talbot involuntarily.

He glared at Burkett.

Palbot of the Bhell was ene of the most good-natured
chape at Bt. Jim’s. But his game with K uish had been
at an exeiting stage., and 1t was impossible to replac
the chessmen in their right positions now.

It was natural enough that Talbot felt annoyed!

Had Burkett apologised Talbot would net have glarcd
a4 him so. As it was, a very ugly light came into Burketi’s
eyes.

" \Who are you calling a clumsy 839" he reared.

There was & breathless hush.

Knowing, as they did, what & terrific Gzhiing-man
Trredorick Burkett had already shown himself to be, by his
treatment of the unhappv Grammarians that afternoon, the
juniors watched excitedly as Talbot jumped up and faced
the new boy.

“T called vou a clumsy ass, Burkett,” said Talbot quietly.
“* Anvway, most fellows would have apologised!” .

te turned away abruptly, righting thie upset table and
beginning to gather up the scattered chess picees. The
fach that Burkett was a new hov kept Talbot from saying
a eood deal miore than he had. 2

The next moment Burkett had reached out a foot and
Ipushed Telbot's stooning figure over with a shove of his
1008,

There were quick gasps, then o tenso silence, as Talbob
jumped up.

He was breathing hard, end his face was fushed
snger His fists were clenched.

“You cadi” he said hotly. “If you weren't 2 new
chap T'd give you the thrashing of your life for that!”

A sneering grin appeared on Burkeit’s face. Ie gave o
guffaw of langhter.

“You wounld—sh? 1 dow’t think! It makes a good
excuse, T Buppose.” about me being a new chap here?”

“What do you mean?” snapped Talbot angrilg.

“Why, you funk me, of course{” grinned Burlstl.
“That's the truth of it!”

He spoke in a boasting tone, and swelled oub his big
hest.  Talbot laughed.

1 certainly den’t funk you!” he eaid calmly. “DBui
3 don’t much fancy ﬁght;éng a new chap, I must say. Iow-

“PBurkets,

.

ever, if you're keen-—=—

Burkett began to push back his cuffs imstantly, with
arinning countenance. Tom Merry, his face dark, slopped
aunickly between the two.
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*Half » minute ! he exclaimed. “You ean’t serap here!
If you two want to fight you'd better go to the gym!” .

“Certainly—if Burkett wishes it,” nodded Talbof.

“1f you don’t funk it, you mean!” jeered Burkett.

Talbot’s eyes gleamed.

“Come on, then! This way!”

The juniors followed in an excited crowd, as Reginald

Talbot and Frederick Burkett went together from the
room.
CHAPTER 6.
Licked !

the Herculean new boy, whose fams had slrcady

spread through the whole junior school, sent nearly
& all the Shell and the Fourth heading hot-foob for
the gym.

The crowd following Talbot and Burkett grew bigger
every moment, like o rolling snowballl . 3

Talbot himself was a stronglybuilé fellow snd a fine
boxer. . In the whole junior ool Tom Merry alone was
wmore than Talbot’s match. s

Ttalbc;t. it was generally felt, would show Burkett a thing
or two! :

After all, the juniors were telling themselves, though
terrifically muscular, TFrederiek Burketit was a° clumsy,
ungainly individual. In a reel fight, against a first-rate
boxer such as Reginald Talbot, he would need more than
mere brute strength o win.

“Talbot’ll lick him -and a jolly goed job, too !** declared
Kit Wildrake of the Fourth as he crowded into the gym
with the rest.

“Rats I” sneered Percy Mellish, the sncak of the Fourth.
“The-new chap will smash Talbot 1V

He sniggered gleefully. Percy Mellish was always up
against Tom Merry & Co. and their friends—and Talbo}
was a great pal of the Terrible Three.

“1f you ask me, it’s a toss up between them,"” put in
Dick Julian, the Jewish boy, sagely. “Talbot’s a ripping
boxer. we kuow; but a chap of Burkett’s weight needs some
licking !

Talbot’s face was rather grim as he drew on the boxzing-
gloves,

He had taken o hearty dislike to Burkett, as had mosk
of the decent fellows bv now

Burkett’s trucalent manner and bis surly, rough ways
hed alveady been displayed sufficiently during his brief
period at St Jim's fo: the majority of the juniers to have
turned against him quite decidedly. 3

There was s scowling grin on the new fellow’s rugged
countenance as he th.ew off his jacket and put on the
gloves.

Burkett was tremendously proud of his brawn, and he
fneant to show his new schoolfellows his terrific strength
right away.

But he did not know-—yet—what he was up against in
Telbot of the Shell!

It was with a very confident grin on his face that he
stepped forward and fased the fellow whom he had provoked
into a fight on his very first evening at St. Jim's.

Talbot had been reluctant to fight a new bey, as he had
admiitted. Burkett had taken that reluctance for funk. 3

He did not dream how very much mistaken he was in
bis supposition. He had picked on one of the last fellows
in the school to fear him because of his size,

“Ready?’ grinned Burkett.

Talbot nodded. and Burkett chuckled.

“Like to make your will first 7*° he inguired, with a sneep,
“I'm going to smash you!”

“Don’t talk so mueh,” suggesied Talbot—“till after-
wards!” .

Burkett’s beetling brows went dark, as some of the fellows
forming the rough ring around them chuckled.

He sprang forward in en ungainly way. and aimed a
sweeping blow at Talbot’s head. - :

Had that blow landed, ic would have felled Talbot there
and then. But it did not land! Talbot side-stepped neatly,
and drove in & smashing blow to Burkeit’s ribs.

There was a gasp of surprise and wrath from Frederick
Burkett.

He hit out savagely. But Talbot nover seemed to be
quite where Burketi’s fists were! The blows were wasted
on the empty air, and again Talbot smashed home on the
other’s ribs.

1t looked as though Burkett had met more than his match.

Dut if the fellows imagined that it was going to be an
éasy win for Talbot, they wore mistaken.

Those two powerful blows had surprised and staggered

THE news that Talbot ot the Shell was going to fight

{Continued on page 12}
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The Bronze Cockerel !
IGH up—indeed, right on the roof
of the stand at White Hart Lane
—there is & big bronze coclerel.
This cockerel, with very sharp
spurs, is, of course, a sort of ** trade mark ”
of tho Tottenham Hotspur Football Club.
Indeed the cockerel also appears on the
jerseys of the men who play in the team.

The trouble with this cockerel on top of
the stend, however—according %o the
supporters of the club—is that it has been
going through its moulting season. The
feathers have been falling cut, as it were,
snd this Tottenham Hotspur ciub. proud
possessors of & record in that they are the
only London professional side which has
won the Cup, has been passing through a
bad time.

They dropped into the Second Division
of the League by a most unfortunate
series of coincidences, and since their drop
they " haven’t even seemed like making
an effort to get back. But when I called
in at White Hart Lane the other day
1 found that the dear old cockere: was
recovering from his moulting period .
coming back to life in no uncertain
fashion. New blood has been put into
him, and one of these days his spurs will
be just as sharp as-ever, and he will be
erowing in the good old way which befits
the richest club in tho counwry. This
Tottenham eclub, as you ought to know
has more money in the bank and in sound
investments than I hope " to get for
writing these notes about them. The
smount ‘ put away ” for a rainy day is
something in the region of a hundred
thousand pounds.

Clhub Training. .
F course, the first thing 1 did when
I called at Tottenham was to look

for the new masnager, Mr. Perey

Smith, who recently arrived from
Bury. Mr. Arthur Turner, the secretary.
who was smoking the same old pipe which
haes stood him in good stead. for se many
years, told me that I should find Percy
gomewhere about the premises. but he
didn’t exactly know where.

Well, in due course I found Percy. He
was out on the football pitch with the iads,
training apparently as hard as any of them.

1 like to see that sort of thing. the
manager of s club training with the players
of the club, because thab suggests to the
players that their manager is heart and
sou! in with them. And it is my firm
conviction that the old cockerel, up on the
roof of the stand, is going to do some
hefty crowing within the next season or
two. and that we shall find Tottenbam
Hotspur back in tho First Division in-due
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course. That is where we want to see

them, because the Spurs have a reputation
to maintain : a reputation for good football.

There is another reason for thinking that
the Spurs should have some luck in the

It?utum. The manager’s family has
rocently moved from Lancashire, and they
have brought with them & fine black cat.
This black cab is not content to stay in
its home but must follow the manager to
the club offices every morning. ¥

New life, new enthusiasm is taking hoid
ot the Tottenham Hotspur players. and
including QGeorge Hardy the trainer,
everybody is full of optimism. Hardy
‘n fact, is a confirmed optimist. but he
gets very excited when his lads are playing
a game. and 1 have seen him dashing down
the touch-line—outside the field of play
like a fourteen-vear-old youngster.
Inferiority Complex! S

T one time shese Tottenham Hotspur
A players had & very bad attack
of what we learned folk—you and
me. for instance—call tha “in-
feriority cowplex.” They thought eny-
body could beat them, and to be guite
candid, almost anybody couid. But a new
spirit, & new hope, end a new enthusiasm
are in ovidence at Tottenham now as
i found on talling with the lads.

Let me confess, however, that thers was
one of the lads I had to talk to instead of
talking with. Thie is Harry 8kitt. He
doesn’t talk at all, but he is 8 very fine
tistener, and et vight half is 8 very fine
footballer, teo. e reminded me most
forcibly of that famous poem—I forget who
wrote it—which has this fine sentiment -
“ Theirs not to reason why : theirs bus to
do and dis.” Hasry will do or die in the
interests of Tottenham Hotspur but be
won's talls about it

The quick way in which the make-up
of football tecams changes is shown by the
inot that there is only one man in the
regular first team of the Bpurs to-dey who
was in the side which won the Cup m
1921. This is Jimmy Dimmock. but
seeing that Jimmy scored the goast by which
the gﬂ&l tie was won. he is really guite
umportant.

Leg-puiling 1¢ Jimmy’s particular fancy
now that Jaeck’ Elkes has eft the club,
and in @ way 1 am rather sorry that he
fas boen made captain of the side, because
that position tempts him to talke himself
very seriously
Taffy O’Callaghar! ;

\HERE are other piayers still on the

I staff who had something to do
with the Spurs winning the Cup

Bort Smith, for instance, who

takes just as much interest in pigeons

TO _SEE;_ _ _
TOTTENHAM HOTSPUR.
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sz he always did. Bat
=== of the oid stal
wares fike Tom Clay,
Arthur Grimsdell, and
Jimmy Seed, have gone.
Yon may rernember that
the Spues. parted with
. Beed, who now captains
Sheffield Wednesday for
Arthur - Lowdell,  and
the exchange might not
have "been so bad if
Lowdell had not been
laid low for some time
with ecartilage trouble.
His bosom pal is Eugene
O’Callaghan, and their
friendship was cemented
-by the fact that thoy
were both in hospital
together suffering trom
the same complaint.
O’Callaghan iz @
Welshman, which is &
very good reason for
giving him the nickname
of Tafly. He has played
for Wates. but his
connection with the
‘Spurs is really due to the
same sort of characteristic as the lad who
bore the banner with thisstrange device—
Excelsior. Taffy once called at the Spurs

 offices wanting a triat, but was told that ho

was t00 small and too young. ‘He said he
wasn't, and' refusing t0-go back home,
was eventually given a trial and signed
om in due course. e ]
Until the arrival of the new manager
Frank Osborne was able to take on all
comers at tho royal and aneient gamse of
golf, but 1 now understand that there is

some qu n as to who is the Spurs’
golf ¢ m Andy Thompson who
plays at inside-right from time to time,
would like to be as good as either of the

others, but this 1am told. is & dream which
is not likely to be fulfilled. i
Possibly the new man, Willie Davies,

‘a Welshman recently arrived from Notts

County, will settle the question by proving
1bat he himself is the best golfer of the lot.

‘Centre-forward Hddie Harper has, like
Osborne and Dimmock, played for England,
and- you may remember him as &
raised suddeniy from the comparative
obscurity of Kent League football to the
limelight of First Division play as a member
of the Blackburn Rovers team.

The Defencel
QALKEEPER OYRIL SPIERS has
G played for Aston Villa, and they
gave him a free transfer, thinking
he was finished. Yet he is one
o the best and certainly the cheapest,
bargain the Spurs have picked up for &
long time  He cost them exactly nothing,
but has been most valuable.

Cecil Poynton is another piayer with
Weish connection, end is called the rufus-
haired one. He told me that he doesn’s
think anything of golf and that he is
not yet old enough to stop running after
a ball

His full-back pargner has the unususi
Christian name of Baden, end his other
name is Herod. e is a very fine ali-round

‘ericketer, end has hed trisls with the Essex

County side. There are two Tommies in
the half-back line—Cable, whom the Spurs

‘persuaded to turn ** pro.” after distinguished .

service with amateur clubs, and Meads,
There was & special reason why Meads was
signed on by the S%urs—-—-he helped to
knock them out of the Cup last season
when he was a bisouit man with Reading.
George Cook. frequently the partner of
Dimmoeck was with Huddersfield Town:
in the years when they won the champion»
ship of the First Division three times in
SuCeession: “« NOSEY.”
Tae Gex Lisrery.~No. 1,162,
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Burkett~-but they had made him realise that he must losk
after his guaed; that he was up against a boxer!

He snorted, and did not rush wildly ip again, but waited
for Talbot to attack. As Talbot drove at his face, he
swept aside Talbot's arm, and landed a terrible blow sbove
his antagonist’s heart. Talbot reeled, his face suddenly
white, and with a triumphant grin on his lips, Burkett
followed up his advantage.

Another terrific blow smashed through Talbot's guard.
Ho staggered, but did not fall.

Round and round the i.aprovised ring Burkeit drove
him. He kept driving for Talbot’s faee, but he failed to
get home. And after a while Talbot recovered, and stood
his ground.

But the raining blows of Burkett’s giont fists were
irresistible !

He beat down Talbot’s guard at last, and a swecping
blow caught Talbot on the side of the head. Talbot went
down. :

There was a breathless hush in the gym as the w
sing of juniors saw Talbot struggle to his feet gameisy

There was @ triumphant grin on Burkett’s facc now,

He imagimed that Talbot was finished.

But there was an unpleasant surprise waiting for the
gigantie new boy!

“Come on, Talbot!” muitered Tom Merry, and the words
geemed to revive Reginald Talbot.

With a grim, set face, he eitacked Burkett with all his
remaining strength, and the astonished new fellow found
himself being driven back. A blow from Talbot’s left
orashed on to his jaw, jerking hack his head.

There was an excited cheer from Talbot’s friends.

Whether it was the blow, or the checr from the onlockers,
that infuriated Burkett, no one but himself knew. DBut
suddenly the triumphant grin that had adorned his counten-
ance was replaced by a snarling rage.

He hurled himself at Talbot. His great fists smashed
down his epponent’s guard, and Talbot went staggering
before & punch on the jaw that was more like the kick of
a mule than anything, as Monty Lowther mutiered to Tom
Merry. Another and another smashing blow, till Talbot
was reeling blindly about, dazed and helpless before that
terrible attack.

A final mighty punch lified him off his feet. He crashed
to the floor, and lay writhing at Burkett’s feet.

There was not a sound in the gym, but for Talbot’s dazed
panting.

He tried to rise, but sank down again.

¥rom Frederick Burkett there broke a guffaw of laugh

“Had enough?” he jeered.

Talbot did not speak. He could not.
beaten, ha lay there—defeated. .

Burkett grinned round at the silenp juniors.

There was dismay on the faces of the maejority.

Reginald Talbot, one of the finest fighting men in the
junior school, had been licked utterly by the mew fellow!
Aftor the first few moments, Talbot had mnever stood a
chance.

It was staggering!

1f Burkett could lick Talbot of the Shell, it meani that
he could lick anybody, with the sole possible exception of
Tom Merry.

And there were very peculiar expressions on the faces
of the juniors, at that thought, as they stared at Burketd
in dumb consternation. .

“QGreat pip!” muttered Herries.

tching

Battered snd

“Oh deah!” breathed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “This
wottern bwuisah! 1 wish he had nevah coms to 8i. Jim’s,

bai Jovel”

Tom Merry and Clifton Dans had raised Talbot, and
were carrying him to the bath-room attached to the gym, to
bathe his battered face.

“He, he, hel”

There was a sudden snigger. It came from Percy

Mellish pushed his way through the erowd, and
to Burkett with a grin on his face, and his h:
stretehed.

“Good ! he said, in an oily tone. “My name’s Me
Y glad you licked him. It's about iime some of i
¢haps were put in their place, I think{”
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He shot a malicious grin at Monty Lowther and Manners
and Blake & Co., standing in a silent group neasr them.

Burkett grinned, and took Mellish’s fish-like hand in his
huge fist.

He liked the look of Mellish. Though the sneak of the
Fourth was a sly-faced individual, with a pasty face and
a weedy frame, he appealed to Burkett as being one of his
own kidney in many respects.

From the first, Burkett had not cared for Tom Merry &
Co. Tom Merry’s angry protest when he had struck Gorden
Gay while the Grammarian leader was down, had rankled
with Burkett all along. He had summed up Tom Merry and
his friends as being milk-sops, for that reason.

It had been okvious to him that Talbot was a friend of
theirs. The fact that Mellish had congratulated him on his
victory showed that Mellish, on the other hand, was not!
Wherefore, Burkett took to Mellish at once.

“Come along, old chap,” grinned Mellish scapily. “Come
along to my study, and I'll introduce you to the sporting
crowd |7

By “sporting ”’ Mellish meant such dingy individuals as
Luke Scrope and Gerald Crooke, Burkett's own studymate
in the future.

“Good!” grinned Burkett, tossing off his boxing gloves,

“You won’t want t¢ mix with the namby-pamby erowd
here, I suppose!’’ sniggered Mellish, with another glance
at Blake & Co. and Manners and Lowther.

“I’'ve scen enough of them already,” grinned Burkett.
“II’m glad to find there are some sports at St. Jim’s, efter
all1”

“Oh, rather!” smggered Mellish.

He led Burketi from the gymnasium, followed by the
poculiar looks of the others. Herope and Chowle, of the
New House, quickly followed Burkett and Mellish, with
grins on their faces.

It was clear that the dingy section of the junior school,
who had lost their acknowledged lecader at the expulsion of
Aubrey Racke, had found a new leader after their own

nearc!
The burly Burkett would be a wonderful acquisition,
they felt! ~ His tremendous strength would enable them

to behave very much as they liked, if they could win him
over to their side. Under the guardian wing of Burkett’s
giant fists, Mellish & Co. would be able to treat the other
tollows very much as they liked!

“Gweat Seott! muttered Arthur Augustus. “The
beastly bwuisah has found his own level pweity soeni He'll
guit Mellish & Co. down to the gwound !”

“ And look out for squalls!” grunted Wilkins of the Shell.
“Yf he ean lick Talbot 2

He broke off with a shrug.

The fellows crowded out of the gym in a disconsolate
silence. -

Talbot’s defeat had been an unpleasant shock.

But on the face of one of the juniora there was an ironical

smile.

Ralph Reckness Cardew had entered the gym just in
time to sce Talbot’s smashing defeat.

There was a queer gleam 1n Cerdew’s eyes as he strolled
out of the gym

He had taken no liking to Burkett, But he hed realised
that in the big-fisted new fellow, he might find the tool
to use for his promised reverge upon Tom Merry.

Burkett could lick Talbot. What if he could lick Tom
Merry as well?

Cardew believed he could! -

There was & twisted smile on the handsome face of tho
slacker of the Fourth as he sauntered across the gquad
towards the School Hcouse steps.

CHAPTER 7.
5 e At a Bully’s Merey
€ NVBODY seen my minah$”
A Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy esked thet question in
Common-room
“ No, thank goodness!” grinned Boylance.

“Bai Jove! Weally, Woylance—"

“Y saw him going upstairs a little while ago, Gussy;”
said Tom Merry, glancing across at the swell of St. Jim’s.
Tom was playing chess with Reginald Talbot by the fire.

Talbot’s face still bore plentiful signs of his disastrous
fight with Burkett, though 1t was three days later. -

“J fancy he was taking rome lines to Kildare's atudy,”
sdded Tom with a smile. “ Perhaps Kildare has kept kim
there to fag for him.”

“Thanks, Tom Mewwy.”

Avthur Augustus left the Common-room and turned
towards the Sixth Form passage.

The evening post had brought a letter for the swell of



'EVERY WEDNESDAY.

St. Juns fmm home, and it ccmamz,d a lmnwome tip
for Wally, which Arthur Augustus was bent on delivering
to his cheery minor.

~ But he drew blank in Kildare's study, Wally had been
there a quarter of an hour before, but he had gone.

“I wondah where the young wascal is?” murmured
the swell of St. Jim’s, as he lea the Sixth Formn passage
and ascended the stalrs

It was es he svas passing the end of the Shell pessage

_that a sudden sound from one of the studies caused Arthur
Augustus to halt abruptly,
It had been a yelp of pain—and in a voice that Arthur
: Augustus recognised at once. It was Wally's!
‘‘Gweat Scott !”
The passage was deserted.. Most of the Snexl fello.,s
were downstairs in_ the Common-room, having finished
their prep, and there had evidently been no one but Arthur
Aungustus to hear Wally’s piercing cry.
hIn a moment the swell of St. Jlms was hurrying along
the e,
. Wally’ sgmy seemed to have come from Studv No. 7.
Arthur Augustus flung open the door without the cefe'nony
of a knock, and stared in.

Wally was there.’

The youngater was standing thh his arms tied above his
head to a nail in tho wall ag was fasfencd over his
mouth—though evidently he hag succeeded in displacing
it & few moments before, sivce he had been able to cry out.
But now the gag had been replaced, and Wally was srithing
he!pleuﬁly, dumbly against the wall.

. Seated in a chair near him was the muscular figure of
_Burkett.

There was a grin on Burkett's unpleasant countenance.

In his hand he “held a leather belt, and he was apparently
.amusing himself by using it on the helpless fag.

His back was to the door, and he had not heard it open.
Tgnorant of the fact that Arthur Augustus was glar*ng
into the study, Burkett flicked the belt with stinging foree
across his defenceless victim.
.- Wally writhed, and & muffled cry came from behind his
gag.. Burkett chuckled evilly as he lounged in the chan
. “8o you won't fag for me, eh?”’ he growled. “I fancy
you'll change yom “mind before Tve finished with you,
you little beast !’

. Again he raised the belt.

But he had no chance to use it again. :

'o his utter astonishment, a hand gripped the back of his
chair. Burkett lurched backwards, and the chair went over
with a erash, depositing him on the floor with a yell.

Arthur Augustus was livid with anger,

Though at times the swell of 8t. Jim’s considered it
his grave daty to administer rebukes and even chastise-
ment to his.cheeky minor, there was a strong bond of
affection between the two D’Arcys.

'I‘he sight of Wally at the mercy of Burkett, and the

memory of that cry of pain, maddened Arthur Augustus.

He snatched out a knife and slashed through the cord
that bound his brother’s wrists. Wally staggered away
tfrom the wall, white-faced.

‘Wally was a plucky youngster, But he had suffered. He
‘leant ‘weakly against the table, as he tore the gag from his
mouth.

“Oh!” he panted. “The brute—~"

Burkett scrambled up.

His face was blazing, his great fists clenched.
Arthur Augustus faced him without a tremor.
“You cad !” shouted the swell of St. Jim’s.

bwute ”

He flung himself at Burkett with such violence that, for
the moment Burkett was taken utterly off his guard

Arthur Aurrustus fist landed on his chin, and he reelad
back with a roar of pain and rage.

“Come on, you wottah ! panted Arthur Augustus.
not afwaid of you, you hulkin’ bullv‘ =

Burkett rushed at him.

Arthur Augustus was a useful man with his fists. But
he could not stand that attack. He landed one blow on
Burkett's brawny chest, then he was knocked fying by a
savage punch that sent him crashing against the wall.

The swell of St. Jim’s, his face Tbrui sed, and utterly
dazed, sank to the floor. Burkett stooped above him, and
raised a clenched fist, as if to bring dov.n a smashing blow
upon the white uptmrod face,

There was a sobbing cry from Wally D’Arcy,

He snatched up the poker from the grate beside him,
smd uunped forward with blazing eyes.

Yooow !

Bmkebt gave a yell of pain, and danced ;m.db, holding
his wrist, Wally had brought the poker erashing down vpon
it—just in time to save his brother from that intended
cowardly blow,

“You gweas

“Pm

But -

“You brute!” panted Wal'

Blindly he flung himself at “Burkett.

It was like. & terrier attacking a mactlff Burkett seiz cd
Wally by the collar and flung him off,

“You little hound—"

Arthur Augustus was staggering to hz:, feet, looking weak
and ill. But he clenched his fists, and took & reelmg step
towa,rds Frederick Burkett.

“Come on, you bwute!” said Arthur Auguatus thickly.

. “I'm not afwaid of you!”

Burkett’s face was working with ugly fury. He raised
a clenched fist to strike Artcimr Augustus D’Arcy, but as

‘that moment there was a step ‘in the: passage outside,

“What's all this?”

Eric Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim’s, was staring into
the study with a frown on his good-locking face,

The captain stepped quickly into the study.
dropped his fist hastily.

Kildare’s face set

¢ had summed up Burkett well enough, at his first sight

of tho new boy, as a bullying lout. The presence of Wally
I’Arcy in the study, lookmg pale and desperate, was
sufficient clue for Kildare to guess what had been happerning.

He surveyed Burkett grimly.

“““What's been happening here?” he rapped angrily.

Burkett did not answer. Arthur Augustus turned a pale
la(e to the captain.

“What's the tloub.e, D’Arecy major?”

“Nothin’, Kildare,” muttered the swell of St.

Even in these circumstances Arthur AU"UbﬁUa felt
he could not sneak.

“Nonsense }” snapped Kildare. *“Tell me what the
trouble 1s 17 Then, as Arthur Augustus was silent, he turned
to Wally. ‘“Has Burkett been bullying you, kid 7"

Wally shook his head. Wally, however much he hated
Burkett, would not sneak either.

Kildare bit his lip.

"Though he felt very sure that Burkeit had been bullying
tne fdg, and that the swell of St. Jim’s had interfored on
his minor’s behalf, he had seen nothing of it himsclf. He

Burkett

Jim's.
that

{Continued on next page.}
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14 ¢ Bully ¥ Burkett, the boy who can’t be knocked ouf, continues to make the fur fly at St.

could not deal with Burkett as he deserved unless the latter
were accused of his misdeed He was powerless.

“You two had hetter clear out!” he said curtly.

Arthur Augustus and his minor left the study The cap-
tain turned to Burkett. : . e

“I fancy you are lucky to have been dealing with fellows
who wouldn’t sneak I” he said contemptuously. :

‘l‘lI 1d@n’t know what vou  mean!” muttered Burkett
sullenly - 4 .

“1 think you do,” said the ecaptain grimly. “Let me
warn you that any bullying, or anythng of that kind, if
it comes to my ears, will be dropped on heavily.”

Burkett scowled, but said nothing: Kildare swung on
bis hecel and left the study, with frowning brow.

" CHAPTER 8.
~ Cardew"s Suggestion !

«F TS rottent”

George Herrles spoke in a gloomy tone,

He was referring to I'rederick Burkett!

“Bully ” Burkett. as he was already being called,
had been at St. Jim's almost a weeck—and his arrival had
been like that of a wolf in a sheep-fold!

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had pluckily wanted to fight
Burkett for his treatment of hus minor; but Gussy’s friends
had fortunately been able to dissuade the swell of St. Jim’s
from that mad proceeding, which could only have resulted
in_a terrible thrashing for Arthur Augistus .

But though Arthur Augustus had not entered the list,
Clifton Dane, the stalwart Canadian junior, had fallen foul
of Burkett. There had- been a fight in the gym, and a}
the end of it Clifton Dane had been hopelessly thrashed,
and so battered that even his friends had ssarcely been able
to recognise him for the rest of the day.

Burkett had, in addition. knocked Reilly and Hammond’s
heads together in the Common-room, when he had happened
to overhear a tactless remark of theirs concerning
“bruisers1”” Neither Reilly nor Hammond was a weakling
by any means but Burkeit had banged their heads with
ridiculous ease—and neither of the luckless pair had dared
to resent openly their treatment at his hands.

Tom Merry was the sole remaining hope of the junjors!

Torn, though a peaceful individual, was the finest fighting
man in the Lower School, by far, and it Seemed just possible
that he would be able to lick Burkett where even Talbot
had failed.

But so far Tom Merry had not happened to fall foul
of Frederick Burkett, so that their respective prowess had
not as yet been put to the test.

“It’s rotten !

George Herries repeated his remark.

Herries was standing by the fire in the Common-room,
with Blake, Digby, and Arthur Augnstus, Clive and Kan-
garoo, and several others.. It was the following Tuesday
ovening, and Frederick Burkett was the subject under dis-
cussion in the Common-room.

“It’s not only this beastly bruiser being at the school,”
growled Blake, “it’s the way Mellish and Crooke & Co.
are putting on airs! They’re as thich as thieves with
Burkett already—and they know that most of the chaps
daren’t touch them in consequence.” -

“Yaas!” Arthur Augustus nodded disconsolately. “I
heard Mellish cheek Lennox in the Hall ¢his mornin’, and
Lennox took it like a lamb 1”

“Didn’t dare go for Mellish, becausze of Burkett, I sup-
pose,” said Clive, with a shrug.

“Yaas.”

There was no doubt that Burkett nad taken to the com-
pany of Mellish, Crooke, and the sther dingy ‘sports *
of the Lower Scheol, like a duck to water!

They flattered Burkett and “soaped® him, and Burkett
strutted round in their company looking very pleased with
himself.

Once again Study No. 7 in the Shell passage had become
the headquarters of the “blades ™ of the Schonl House

And  Burkett’s toadies were ‘‘throwing their weighs
about ” in a way that exasperated the other juniors beyond
measure.

The door of the Common-rocm opened. Blake gave a
muttered exelamations

** Look i”

The big figure of Burkett had come swaggering into the
room, with Mellish, Crooke, and Scrope at his heels.

The four crossed straight to the fire. Blake & Co. did
not move. But several of the fellows fell back hastily
to make way for Burkett & Co., with nervous faces.

Alan Lorne of the Fourth seemed about to give up bhis
place by the fire, but he caught Blake’s eye. - He coloured,
and stayed where he was. . But Mellish pushed rudely
between Alan Lorne and the fire, with a grin on his face.
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For a2 moment Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stood glaring in at the scc
the new boy

Lorne scemed about to speak. But he thought better of
it, apparently, as his eyes feoll on Burkett. Without a
word he moved away, with flushed face. :

Mellish sniggered.

Clive glanced at Blake and shrugged his shoulders:

Burkett looked round in a lordly way. His eyes fell on
Asthur Augustus D’Arey. He grinned.

“Hallo!” he growled. “How’s the swell to-day?” Hoe
gave a loud guffaw. “Lucky for you Kildare turned up
the other night! D'd have slaughtered you, you dummy !”

Arthur Augustus went crimson®and clenched his fists,
But Blake pushed him back.

fTe knew that Burkett’s boast, was true cnough, and he
ceriainly did not wish to see it happen now.

“If Qussy had cared to split to Kildare you’d have
had the licking of your life{” he =aid hotly.

Burkett glared at him but did not reply.

Four juniors were seated at a small table near the
firo playing halma. Bates. Tompkins, Boulton, and Her-
bert Skimpole—a mild guartette if ever there was onc!l

Crooke glanced towards them and grinned.

“What about a game of halma, Burkett, old chap?” he
suggested.

“(iood schome !” nodded Burkett, “Got a halma set?”

“Oh," they’ll lend as theirs!” chuekled Creoke. -

He strode towards the four. They glanced at him very
nervously. .

1 want to Lorrow that board,” said Crooks, in a trucu-
lent toune.”




-

Pt St

S i .

7

rkott’s study. Then, livid with anger, he strods in and dragged
1is chair.

Herbert Skimpole, the freak of the Shell; blinked at
Gerald Crooke with mild reproof through his gleaming
spectacles.

“But really, my dear Crooke. it is surely gquite patent
that we are in the middle of a contest!”

*“Never mind that !” grinned Burkett, who had swaggered
up.  “1 tell you, we want to borrow ig!”

“It—it’s Tompkins’ beard ! stammered Boulton hastily,
as he met Burkett’s scowling glance.

“What about it, Tompkins?”

ning. .
Tompkins went pink. He looked at Burkett as though
he would have given a good deal to see the burly bully
felled to the fioor; but Clarence York Tompkins was the
last fellow at St. Jim's even to attempt the feat!

“Oh, very well,” he said, after only a moment’s hesita-
tion. “I—I say, you chaps. we’d better let them have
it, you know{”

“My dear Tompkins—". began Skimpole in sarprise.

“Shut up, giglamps!” roared Burkett,

“ My-—my i

f

dear Burkett——o ‘

Blake had stepped forward with angry face, as if to
interfere. But then he realised how utierly useless inter-
ference would be. Unless Tompkins supported bim mn
sticking up for himself--and he certainly would never dare
to do se—Blake could not very well take a hand. )

Tompkins, Skimpole, Boulton, and Harold Bates rose
relugtantly to their feet, and Burkett, Crooke, Mellish, and
Scrope, grinning, took their places.

demanded Burkett,:

in next week’s long complete story, entitled: “ THE BULLY OF THE SHELL!” 15

Blake & Co. surveyed one another grimly., Though inter-
ference was useless, they were hotiy indignant. But it was
really none of their business, in any ease, as they realised.

“Ch let’s get cut of here'” grunted Herries.

Blake nodded, and the four chums of Study No, 6 left
the Common room. . In the passage Blake glanced at his
chums very grimly.

“This is getting a bit too thick!” he said abruptly.

“ Yaas, bai Jove! Wathah!”’

“Something’s got to be done to stop Burkett and his
blessed cronies from lording it all over the place!” said
Blake in grim tones. ‘“Hang it, half the fellows daren’t
call their souls their own with Burkett about{”

“ But what can be done?” asked Digby gloomily.

“Qur only chance is to see him licked——""

“Who'’s going to do it grinned Herries wryly.

“Tom Merry! I believe he could iick Burkett,”

The others looked doubtful; but Blake nodded with
confidence.

*“I'm sure he could!” .

There was a sudden step behind them. Ralph Reckness
Cardew had strolled up umnoticed and had heard their
words. He halted, with a dry smile on his face,

“Hxeuse my buttin® in1”

“Well, what do you want?”’ growled Blake.

“1 couldn’t help overhearin’ what you were sayin’,” went
on Cardew “If T might offer a suggestion, 1t seems ‘o me
that the best thing for you to do would be to get our friend
Thomas to challenge Burkett to a little scrap!”

There was a queer glecam in Cardew’s eyes. But Blake
nodded eagerly.

“You're jolly well right, Cardew 1” he exelaimed. ' Come
on, you chaps, let’s go and see Tom Merry, and see if he'll
take Burkett on!”’ ¥

“Zood wheeze !’

“Vaas, wathah!”’ )

Blake & Co. crossed towards the stairs. Cardew watched
them go with an ironical grin on his lips. :

(Cardew would have given a great deal to see LTom Merry
thrashed—and Burkett was the only fellow, he knew, who’
stood any chanece of doing it.

CHAPTER 9.
Tom Merry Deelinss !

1S 0

N Tom Merry’s tone was quite decided.
<€ But 15
<« NO 1,)

“But, Tom Mewwy, deah bhoy, just considah for &
moment——""

*“Rats I’

Tom Merry’s voice was final.

Blake & Co. surveyed him gloomily.

Tom Merry was standing by the freplace in Study No. 10,
with Manners and Lowther obn either side of him. Blake
& Co. and several other fellows in whom the chums of the
Fourth had confided their scheme were gathered in the
study. They had entered it witn high hopes; but now their
faces were very disconsolate.

“YLook here——"" said Roylance.

“Rats!”’ Tom Merry shook his head in & determined way.
“1 don't like Burkett any more than yon chaps do. But
I’ve no personal quarrel with him. And I m hanged if I'll
trail my coat for any fellow to tread on! I’'m not going to
ticht Burkett for the sake of fighting him.”

“PBut this is wathah diffewent. deah boy!’ pleaded
Arthur Augustus. “I considah 2

“Rats! If chaps get across Burkett, you can’t blame me
if he happens to be strong enough to lick them. It’s nothing
to do with me. The chaps must look after themselves.
T’'ve no personal quarrel with him—at present, anyway.”

“If you ask me,” growled Roylance angrily, “you jolly
well funk Burkett !’

Tom’s eyes gleamed; then he laughed.

“Rot! 1f you think you ean persuade me to pick a gquarrel
with Rurkett that way you're very much wmistaken,
Roylance !

““Then you won't fight him?” demanded Dick Julian.

“No! Not until I have cause, anyway. I have none at
present.”’

Tom Merry’s tone was quite final. ’

A good-natured fellow, Tom Merry was the last chap in
the world to seek a quarrel with anvone deliberately—even
with Frederick Burkett. The whole idea of doing such a
thing went against the grain with him.

Whether or not he would be able to tick Burkett was a
matter that he had not even considered. That did not enter
into it. The idea that he funked Burketu scemed so ridicu-
louis to Tom that Roylance’s taunt had fatled even to anger

him.
Tre Gem Lisgary.~No, 1,152,
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“And ‘I want to finish my prep now,” went on Tom
quietly; “so U'll be glad if you'll all buzz off” '

The 1m€‘romp§m deputation ‘saw that further argumeént was
useless. They Bled disconsolately from the study.

“Blowt” said Herries. < i

“It’s a gweat pity that Tom Mewwy is a fellow of such
high pwinoiples,” sighed Arthur Augustus regretfully,

“High principles be blowed!” snapped Roylance. *He
funks Burkett—that’s what it is!’® ' - R S . 5

“Weally, Woylance! I considah you are uftahly w'ong in
supposin’ that Tom Mewwy funks Burkett! I considah—"

“Well, what’s the verdict?” broke in a murmuring voice
behind the swell of 8t. Jim's. ; 5 :

Cardew had come strolling along the passage from the
staivs. e surveyed-the group of juniors inquiringly.

Blake shook his head. v g .

“He won’t fght Burkett,’> he said shortly— “not till be
has cause, he says.”” - : e g

“ e funks him, I tell you "’ grunted Roylance, and strode
away. b 8 A :

Cardew smiled and shrugged, .and also walked away.
There was a thoughtfulggrown"cn the face. of the slacker
of the Fourth. - : s

Not for. a moment did Cardew believe that Tom Merry
funked Burkett. He understood Tom Merry better than
Roylance, and he realised that it would be repugnant to
Tom'’s nature delib,erate}y to seck a fight.

“Well, if dear Thomas won’t fight otherwise, we'll have
to give him cause,”. Cardew told himself, with. a twisted
grin, as he entered Study No. 12 in the Fourth Form pas-
sage, closing the door behind him.

tle crossed to the window and stood staring out, :

There was a dark frown on his handsome face; his eyes
were gleaming. ) !

That Burkett could defeat Tom Merry in a fight he
honestly believed. In any case, there was no harm done in
causing a fight between the two. And if Tom were licked
Cardew would havé had vengeance for his own recent licking
at Tom’s hands,

“I'1l do it!” hie breathed.

It ought not to be very difficult, he told himself, to cause

a fight between the two.

o turned and dropped into the chair by the fire, decp”

in thought, How best could he bring the fight about?

A sudden idea came to him. . :

“Gad!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew smiled and rose to his feet and
ieft the study. He strolled back to the Shell passage and
halted outside the door of Study Ne. 7 and knocked,

“Come in !’ g

1t was the growling voice of Frederick Burkett.

Cardew pushied open the door and strolled in.

. CHAPTER 10.
Cardew’s Cat’s Paw | =

glanced
the study with a friendly smile on his face.
“Hallo, Cardew!” said Crooke.

Cardew nodded to the pair and closed the door.

Gerald Crooke, the cad of the Shell, had rather an admira-
tion for Ralph Reckness Cardew. He considered himself a
bit of a “gay dog “—but he knew that ho simply was not in
it with the slacker of the Fourth when Cardew, breaking
loose from the restraining influence of Levison and Clive,
chose to “go the pace.”

_Of late, Crooke had not seen much of him. But now that
Cardew had quarrelled with his chums, and had moved
into Study No. 12 by himself, the dingy brigade had high
hopes of welcoming him once more into their midst.

“Sit down, Cardew!” grinned Crooke. He glanced at
Burkett. “Do you know Cardew? He's a gay dog when
he likes!” s e o

Cardew smiled. =

Ho secretly despised Crooke, as he did the rest of that
;ét. But it did not suit his purpose always to betray the
fact. - - e 9

Burkett’s face lit up with a grin. He held out a great
hand to Cardew, and shook hands. Cardew dropped into a
chair, and pulled out a cigarette-case.

“Have a smoke?” he inquired coolly.

Burkett stared at him admiringly.

The slim, elegant Fourth-Former impressed him consider-

BURKETT"Emd Crooke were doing -their prep. They

ably—particularly after what Crooke had. told him about,

Uardew. He took a cigarette, and so did Crooke, who
locked the door. ! !

“How’s Clive?” grinned Crocke waggishly.

Cardew shrugged. Inwardly he keenly resented Crooke’s
air of familiarity, and the reference to the quarrel between
bimself and Clive. But he conecealed: the fact.

Tue Gey Liprary.—No. 1,152,

in the other passage.

up in surprise as Cardew sauntered inte-

‘and-white icing, was one to make any mouth water.

_biscuits, sardines, and a tongue.
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“How do you like St, Jim'’s, Burkett?” he asked. . .

“Fine!” grinded Burkett. “I mean to be cock of the
wallk here, too, I can tell youi” 5 =

“Seems t6 me you are already!” smiled Cardew. °

Burkett grinned, very flattered, :

“1 fancy I've licked a few{”

“Ves,” nodded Cardew, blowing s smoke ring. “But
there’s one chap you haven't-licked yet. In fact, I rather
doubt if you could lick him,” - .

Burkett scowled. . -

“Rot! Who do you mean ?”

“Tom Merry |”

A_snecer appeared on Burkett’s face. = E3

“1 could lick Tom Merry with one hand tied behind me !”

Cardew sbrugged and smiled.” Burkett glaved at him.

“Do you mean I couldn't?” he roared.

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that ! murmured Cardew carelessiy.
as though the subject did not interest him particularly. He
smiled again. “But if you think you could, I can put you
on to a good jape” e

“What do you mean?” asked Burkett curiously.

“Blake and his pals are standin’ a feed in Study No. 6.
after footer-to-morrow afterrioon,” explained Cardew. “1
heard them talkin’ about it this miornin’. It's somebody’s
birthday, I think. Digby’s or somebody’s. Tom Merry & Co.
are sure to be there.” 3

“What about it?” grunted Burkett. , -

“1 wes only thinkin’ it. would be rather amusin’ if you
and your pals raided their feed !” drawled Cardew. ‘‘The
fply,,tm‘z;able is Tom Merry, But if you think you could lick
(AT~ *

~ “Of course I could lick him!” grinned Burkett, His eyes

jape, wouldn't i67” - .

“Rather I” chuckled Gerald Crooke.

With Burkett on his side, Crooke would hava felt safe in
raiding anybody’s feed. - And the prospect of raiding &
spread of Blake & Co.’s appealed to him particularly

“We'll show those swanking asses who’s who at St. Jim's
now !” he grinnéd maliciously. “Is it a go?™

“Yes!” nodded Burkett. He smacked his lips. “I can
always do with a good spread !” :

Cardew smiled, and rose to his feet. :

“1 must be gettin’ along,” he murmured.

“Wili you join in the jape to-morrow?” asked Burkett.
“The more the mervrier!” :

Cardew shook his head rather hastily.

“No! Sorry, but I'm havin’ tea in Wayland to-morrow.”
He laughed. “I was only puttin® you on to the wheeze.
You can keep my pame out of it I 7

He tossed his cigarette into the five, and, with a fricndiy
nod, strolled from the study. - : 5

He was smiling to himself 2s he returned to Study No. 12

gleamed, as he glanced at Crooke.. “It would be a ripping

In Frederick Burkett he had “found just the tool he
wanted for the carrying out of his plan for revenge against
Tom Merry. Bt

CHAPTER 11,
Raided !
(& HAT toast ready, Herries, old chap?”
“ Al ready!”
“Fried the eggs all right, Gussy 2”
“Wathah, deah boy! They are just pwims !
“Good I” >
Jack Blake glanced over the table in Study Ne. & with a
well-satisfied eye. ;
It was tea-time, and the spread was just about ready.
The table was fairly groaning under the good things that
Blake & Co. had provided for their guests. -
Thers was a large birthday cake—a special order for Mrs.
Taggles, which that dear old dame had exercised all &
skill upon, with the vesult that the big cake, with its]pki‘.x‘ -
1610
were big plates of cakes and pastries besides, “and plenty of
There were’ stacks of toast
being kept hot 'in front of the fire, and Arthur Augustus
had just fried the eggs to a turn. Digby was putting out
some meringues on to a plate, and altogether it was a feast
that even Fatty Wynn of the New House famous caterer
though he was, could not have improved upon. - - -
“Chaps are a bit late!” exclaimed Blake, glancing at his
watch. ’
But even as he spoke there was a tap on the door, and
the grinning face of Reginald Talbot appeared.

‘Come -in, old hoss!” ;
Talbot came in, and his eyes lit up with great satisfac-
tion at sight of the laden table. : :
A few moments later Sidney Clive arrived. He was
followed by Bernard Glyn and Clifton Dane. The third
accupant of Study No. 11 of the Shell, Kangaroo, the

s
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Australian junior, was not coming; he was having tea in
)\Vngland with en unecle who was visiting the. neighbour-
100d.

“All here!” grinned Blake. “Good!”

“What about Tom Merry & Co.?” asked Glyn.

“They couldn’t come,” explained Blake. “Can’t be
helped.” They were invited to tea with the Head, and, of
course, they couldn’t refuse. It was too late to put the
giddy feed off then. They’ll be looking in later, anywey.”

«< Good l'l

“8it down, you hounders!” grinned Dighy.
eggs along, Gussy ! |

“All weady, deah boy!”

“Ripping I

The cheery party in Study No. 6 sat down to the table,
and the feast began. 5

“Ham and eggs for you, Talbot, deah boy?”

“What-ho ! grinned Talbot. :

“ And you, Clivey, deah boy?”

“ Rather, Gussy !”

“Pickles, Glyn, old man?”

“Thanks, Herries! After you!” N

With a cheerful clatter of knives and forks, the chums of
Study No. 6 and their guests got to work with a willl

Crash!

“What the dickens——""

“What the thump—"

The door of the study had erashed violently open. Bluke
& Co. and their guests turned their heads in astonishment—
to find a dozen grinning figures marching into the room.

They were headed by the brawny figure of Fraderick
Burkett. Crooke and Mellish and Scrope were with him,
and so was Chowle of the New House. Behind them all
could be seen the sniggering face of Baggy Trimble.

“B.ha’ Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus, “W-w-what on
carth—"

“Lock that door, Mellish I chuckled Burkett.

Mellish locked the door i

Blake & Co. had started to their feet, and so hed their
guests They realised in a flash what they were up against.

“My hat!” panted Blake. “Chuck ‘em out!”

“Come on !” gasped Clifton Dane. “Out with "em!”

Crash!

Burkett had hit out, and Blake went spinnting backwards
against the table.

The next moment o desperate struggle was in progress
in Study No. 6.

As a rule, Mellish and Scrope and Chowle were not much
use in a serap. But, with Burkett to back them up, they
rushed into the fray with a willingness that was amazing.
And with the giant figure of Frederick Burkett hitting out
richt and left. Blake & Co. and their four guests stood no
chance. , ;

Arthur Augustus snd Clifton Dane end Bernard Glyn
went down one after another before Burkett’s smashing
fists. They were promptly pounced upon by Crooke and
Mellish and Chowle, and before they had time to rccover
from their dazed condition their hands had been tied
behind them with cords.

Blake and Herries and Digby socon suffered a like fate,
and so did Clive and Reginald Talbot. By that timo
Mellish’s nose was considersbly swollen, and Chowle's
features were equally battered. But Frederick Burkett,
whose giant strength had brought such a decisive victory
to his side, was grinning cheerfully, quite unhurt.

Baggy Trimble, too, was quite unhurt; but then Baggy
had been very careful to take no part in the proceedings!

The eight wriggling, furious captives were dragged to
one end of the room. © Their ankles, too, were ticd up
now, and they were utterly helpless.

“VYou cads!” gaspcd Blake.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Burkett & Co. roared.

“Come on, you chaps!” grinned Burkett, “Make your-
selves at home! Pile in! My hat! What & ripping
spread! This’ll euit us down to the ground I”

“Rather !” chuckled Mellish. “He, he, ho!”

“ You—you—you uttah wottahs!” panted
Augustus, struggling wildly in his bonds,

“Ha, ha, hal”

With fuming, helpless fury, the eight would-be feasters
watched Burkets & Co. draw up chairs to the table.

To have yelled for help would have been more or less
useless. With the exception of themselves, who had stayed
in for the feast, and Tom Merry & Co who were having
tea with Dr. and Mrs Holmes, nearly all the 8chool House
juniors had taken advantage of the hali-holiday to go into
Rylcombe or Wayland as soon as footer was over.

Herbert Skimpole, perhaps, would be at home, in the
Shell passage, browsing over his collection of fossils, or
his defunct insects; but no one else was likely to be about.

“ Buzz those

Arthur

In any case, Blake & Co. and theiz unhappy guests
did not feel very inclined to attempt to draw the attention
of the outside world to their humiliatienl
. They knew that if they did they would be the laugh-
ing-stock of the rest of the juniors for s long time to
ceme !

In helpless rage, they watched with glaring eyes as
Burkett, Crooke, Mellish, Scrope, Chowle, and Bagzy
Trimble helped themselves lavishly to the good things on
the study table.

“These eggs are primo!” sniggered Baggy.

“Vou—you fat wottah!” gasped Arthur Auwgustus. “I
Gidn't cook ihem for you, you howwible fat boundah!”

“He, he, hel”

“The sardines are good, too!” grinned Mellish. “Try
some, Burkett!”
“Ham and eggs for me first!” chuckled Burkeit, “Paszs

that toast, Baggy, you blessed gorger!”

“Sorry, Burkett, old chap!”

The good things began to disappear rapidly.

“Just wait till 1 get you afterwards, Baggy!” gasped
Blake, as he saw the Falstaff of the Fourth shovelling
toast and sardines into his mouth. “I’ll flay you for this!”

Trimble glanced round, with a grin on his greasy
countenance.

Baggy hadu’t iroubled to eonsider the consequences of
his act. He was safe for the present, end so he was
meking the most of it.

He picked up a tin of sardines, almest full, and rose
{rom his chair, erossing towards the hine of helpless, raging
juniors. G

“I don’t want any cheek from you, Blake!” sald Baggy
loftily. ;

“Why, you—yon—you——"

“That'll do!" said Baggy severely, wagging a2 fat fore-
Gnger in Blake’s crimson face. “No cheek! But in case
j,"o*,x’r.e”.":;eiing peckish, here are some sardines for you, old
chap!

And, with a gleeful snigger, Baggy upturned the tin
over Blake's head.

“Yaroooop |

Blake gave a yell as the sardines slid down
and head. QOne of them dropped down the bael

{Continued on next page.)
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collar, and slid down his back. ©Oil streamed over his
face.

“Ugh!” spluttered the hapless Blake, “Groogh! You
fat toad! Fl] smash you!” - :

“He, he, he'

Baggy sniggered delightedly.

From Burkett there burst a guffaw of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!l” "

“You—you-- you——r-"

Baggy returned to the table o continue the feast, while
Blake™ writhed and panted and struggied for words.

“You ought® to try these tarts, Burkett!” grinned
Chowle. “They're first-rate!” ol o

“No, I think Pli try this cake!”

Burkett grasped -a large knife and steod up to 2ut the
ha.ngsome birthday -cake.” There was a furious yell from

ighy.

“You rotter ! Let that cake alone!”

“1 don’t think!” chuckled Burkett.

He divided the eakeinto a dozen big slices.

He and his cronies proceeded to -help themselves, and
the eyes of the captives fairly bulged from their sockets
at sight of Mrs. Taggles’ masterpiece vanishing before
their eyes. z B

“Prime !” gasped Baggy Trimble, smacking his fat lips.

“Yes, pretty good!” nodded Burkett, grinning across at
Blake & Co. “Just look at D’Arey’s dial! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Like a bit of cake, Gussy?” queried Mellish, with a
snigger. : :

“I—I'li thwash you—" began Arthur Augustus.

For moment Mellish looked a trifie uneasy. Unlike
Baggy,” Mellish realised that a time would come when the
swell of 8t. Jim’s would be in a position to carry out his
threat, unless he were very careful.

Mellish -inwardly resolved to stick very close tc Burkett
for the next few days.

“Rats !’ he taunted. “I say, you chaps,” he went on,
with a - snigger. “1 think Gussy would like some cake!
T'il give him some!”

Mellish selected one of the few remaining slices left, and
rose to his feet.

From: the top of the bookcase the sneak of the Fourth
tock down a bottle of red ink, with which he soaked
the slice. of -cake thoroughly, whild Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy -watched the proceeding with horror and consterna-
tion,

Hrom the coal-seuttle Mellish took a shovel of black dust,
with which he plentifully besprinkled the “delicacy ” in
his hand. He added a few wet tea-leaves, then crossed,
with malicious amusement in his face, towards the livid
swell of St. Jim’s.

“G-gweat Scott!” gasped D’Arcy, his eyes fastencd
on the doctored slice of cake with utter dismay. * Mellish,
vou howwible cad——""

“Open your mouth, Gussy!” grinned Mellish, while the
rest of the unwelcome -visitors watched swith broad smiles.
“Here’s a nice piece of cake for you!”

“You—you—— OCh!” 5

Mellish had seized the swell of St. Jim’s aristoeratic nose
between his finger and thumb.  Arthue Augustus went
purple in the face; but he was foreed to open his mouth,

“He, he, he! Here you are. Gussy!”

MMellish jammed the nauseating slice into Gussy’s open
mouth, and the swell of Bt. Jim’s choked and gurgled.
“Greooh! Wooogh! Urrerghhh! Mum-mmmmmm!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Burkett & Co.

Arthur Augustus gave a gulp, and, despite all his efforts
he swallowed a large chunk of the doctored cake. The
rest he succeeded in ejecting; but most of the crumbs

o)

and ink and coal-dust and tea-leaves remained in his
mouth.
“Grooooooh ! Oh, bai Jove! Maellish, you—yop—"
“Ha, ha, hal”

Burkett rose to his feet, with a guffaw.

“Time we got along, you chaps!” He grinned across at
the fuming captives. “Thanks awfully for the tea.
a ripping spread!

“Ha, ha, hat” S 3 &

‘Burkett picked up & knife from the table and slashed
through the cords binding Bernard Glyn’s wrists. Chuck-
ling, he and his cronies unlocked the door and erowded cut
into the passage, slamming the door behind them.

There was @ groan from Herries. 2

““Oh, the cads!” he groaned. “Wait till I get my hands
o 'em}” ' ¢

“I'll spificate Baggy!” pgasped Blake, wriggling
miserably, the sardine still sliding about down his back.

“I'll slapghtah Mellish!” spluttered Arthur Aungustus.

Glyn rubbed his aching wrists, and progeeded to unfasten
his ankies. He staggered to his.feet, stiff and aching, and
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began to unfasten Blake’s bonds. One by one the raging
victims of Burkett & Co., who had seen their gorgeous spreas
devoured to the last crumb before their eyes, staggered up;
rubbing their cramped limbs.

“Come on!” panted Blake.
rotters ! ?

He rushed to the door, the others ab his heels.

But when they arrived, raging and breathless, at the door
of Study No..7 in'the Shell passage, the door was locked.
From within came the sniggers of Burkett's cronies and
the guffaw of the bully of the Shell. ;

Baflled and beaten, the raging juniors retreated at last-—
Blake to the bath-room to clean himself of the sardine
oil with which his hair and collar were saturated.

For nearly an hour the hapless Fourth-Formers and their
guests made wild and bloodcurdling threats of vengeance.
But as they cooled down at last, Blake & Co. realised
that vengeance was impossible. -l

Burkett was too powerful for-them to tackle with the
remotest hope of success, and it would be a poor satisfaction
to vent their wrath upon his eronies, when all was said
and done. Burkett was the fellow they wanted to deal
with. But it would certainly be far wiser to let nim
alone, and swallow their humiliation.

Burkett could have licked any three of them at once.
and they had to admit as much. And it was not really
much use to ask him to do it!

The only thing to do was to accept tlie fact that they
had been hopelessly ragged by Burkett Co., and grin =nd

“ After them!, We'll slay the

bear it!

But Blake & Co. and their unfortunate guests were nof
the only ones to feel thoroughly dissatisfied over the jape
that had been perpetrated upon them. .

Ralph Reckness Cardew, when he hcard that Tom Merry,
aiter all, had not been ragged with the others, suffered a
bitter blow.

“Hang the luck?” muttered Cardew, later that evening,
scated alone in Study No. 12.

Then he shrugged. His plan had failed to bring Tom
Merry “‘up agamnst ” Frederick Burkett, but he could think
out another scheme in its place. -

There was a thoughtful frown on the face of Tom Merry's
foe, as he sat in the silent study at the end of the Fourth
Form passage, scheming.

CHAPTER 12.
Tom Iderry’s Hesolve!

“Ep LOW the silly asses!”
There was a frown on Tom Merry's face as he

came cut with that sudden ejaculation.

It was the following evening, and the Terrible
Threc were in their study. Manuers and Lowther were sull
finishing off their evening’s prep, but Tom Merry had
i ; That thoughtful
frown had been on his face for several minutes before his
thoughts finally produced his sudden exasperated exclamna-
tion.

Manners and Lowther glanced up.

“What do you mean, Tommy?” asked Manners.

“Why, that blessed deputation -this evening!® snorted
Tom, ; 4

“Oh !})

Manners and Lowther understcod. 5

The story of the raided feast in Study No. 6 had amused
the other juniors considerably, but it had also spread a
good deal of consternation. T

With Burkett swaggering round, evidently cousidering
himself cock of the walk, and with no one, seemingly,
capable of putiing him .in his place, things were reaching
such a pitch that the juniors, at ‘a disconsolate meeting
in the Common-room before tea, had decided unanimously
that “something ¥ must be done. : g ’

That *something * took the shape of a deputation to Study
No. 10, repeating the request that Blake & Co. and a few
others had put to Tom Merry before, but this time. the
request was backed by elmost the whole Shell and Fourth.

The juniors demanded that Tom Merry should tackle
Burkett, and thrash him, if possible, ;

But Tom Merry bad resolutely declined, to the wrath of
the deputation. : :

Tom’s reason for dechining was definite. - He had no

rsonal quarrel with Burkett, and he did not intend to
Eg;ht a fellow for the sake of fighting, even in the prescnt
eircumstances, Tom considered that it was up to the
fellows to look after themselves. - He did not intend to be
made a too! of by the other juniors, in order to give them
the pleasure of seeing Burkett discomfited. . :

There had been plenty of fellows ready to declare that
Tom evidently funked mesting Burkett'in-a fight. DBut that
stetement, since it was utterly untrue, failed to move
Tom an inch from-his resolve. : :
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The deputation had left the study in indignation and
something like despair.

Unless Tom Merry thrashed Burkett, it looked as though
they were in for a reign of terror ot the hands of the
bully of the Sheil!

But, despite his definitc answer in the negative, Tom
Merry was decidedly worried,

Though it had not altered his resolve, he naturally
resented the imputation that he funked Burkett, and the
gibe rankled.

He was anxiousz to do the right thing, and he felt suro
that the right thing wes not to seek out a deliberate quarrel
with anybody, not even Burkeit. Bul—-

“ @-great Scott ! ** ¢ M-mum-my hat1® = The scend of
vuin that confronted Burkett and Crooke eit them almost
speechless.

There was undoubiably a “but !

There was no doubt that Burkett needed a thrashing.
‘And he alone stood any chanee of administering one,

“Put I'm blessed if I like the idea of picking a guarzrel
with the chap,” said Tom, in @ worried tone.

“Von mean with Burkett?” inquired Manners guietly.

“Yes. Why can’t the chaps look after themselves, with-
out trying to lug me into #31”

Manners smiled.

“Well, Burkett is a preity tough ecustomer, you know I
}“‘S{’es; bub that’s not my faultl I've no gquarrel with
him.

“You could soon find a cause for
Manners. -

“1 know; but why should 17” esclaimed Tom, in an exas-
perated voice. “Hang it all, that would be a bit too thick!”

Manners shrugged and rose to his feet. His prep was
finished.

“It's up to you to decide, Tom.”

“Well, I've said I won't, and I'm blowed if I will, just
to please the chaps!”

“Some of them say it’s your duty, ss coptain of the
jumor school, to thrash a bully, you know,” put in Manners
quietly. *‘1 den't say they’re right, of course. But that’s
what they’re saying. Some of 'em say if you won't, you
ought to chuck the captainey. and hand it over to somebody
who'll fix Burkett.”

Tom coloured. 3

“They're o lot of asses!” he exolaimed. “You don’t
think 1 funk Burkett, I suppose?” he added sbruptly,

Manners and Lowther langhed. :

*0Of course nob, you asei”® grinned Lowther.

one,” suggested

S
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e, too, had finished his prep now. He closed his Looks
and rose to his feet.

“Let’s buzz out for a breath of air ¥’ suggested Lowther.

The Terrible Three left their study, Tom Merry still with
s faint frown on his vsually sunny countenance.

But Study No. 10 was not empty for long.

A minute or two later the door was pushed szoftly opcn,
and Ralph Reckness Cardew stepped into the room.

He evidently knew that it was empty.

With gleaming eyes he glanced round. Iis gaze fell

upon a small pocket-book lying on the table—a pocket-hook
with Tom Merry’s initials upon it.
“CGad !’ bresthed Cardew

“That's just the thingl”

AN

SO
W\ “" X

Ile picked up the pocket-book and thrust it into his
vocket, with a cool smile. Then he left the study as
quickly as he had entered it

The frst detail of Cardew’s unserupulous scheme for
bringing about a fight between Tom Merry and Frederick
Purlcett had been safely accomplished!

e

CHAPTER 13.
A Study-Wrecking !
g OIN' out?”
G Ralph Reckness Cardew, lounging ab the top of
the School Houso steps, asked that drawling
question, 5

T4 was Saturday afternoon. From Lattle Side came the
excited shouts of the omlookers waiching o match between
School House and New House. In the quad s number of
fellows were walking, though most of the juniors who were
not playing in or watehing the House match had already
gone out of gates.

Cardew atone seeimed to have nothing particular to do
that afternoon as he leunged in the School House doorway.
with a languid expression on_ his handseme face, and his
hands thrust carvelessly into his pockets.

“@Goin® out, Burkett?” repeated Cardew, 23 the big
figure of the bully of the Shell appeared from the stairs, ia
company with Crooke snd Mellish

“Ves " nodded Burkett, pausing.
Wayland. Carc to come. ol man?"?

Surkett liked Cardew. - The shim, elegant slacker of the
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Fourth impressed him, as did Cardew’s quick wits, in
which he himself was sadly lacking !

But Cardew shook his head, with & grin.

“Thanks, no! Walkin’ is tno much of a fag, dear man.
I was thinkin’ of havin’ a little nap before tea.”

Burkett pave a guffaw. i

“You are a chap!” be grinned, and went on, down ths
steps into the quad. ;

Cardew watched Burkett and his two cronies vanish
through the gates with a half-smile on his lips. Then he
turned and sauntered up the stairs

But he did net go to the Fourth Form passage.

It was the Shell passage that attracted him. He halted
outside Burkett’s study, and ‘entered quickly, after a hasty
glance round to make sure that he was unohserved.

All the studies were empty, he knew. KEven Skimpole
had gone out that afternoon—fungus-hunting in Rylcombe
Weod !

In Study No. 7 Cardew carefully locked the door. Then,
without hesitation, he set to work.

First. he upset the bookcase, shooting all the books cn
the floor. He turned the table upside down, and piled
the chairs on it in a heap, scattering the contents of the
waste-paper basket over the lot. He swept the ornaments
off the chimney-piece, and most of them broke in the
fender. He piled the pictures in the hearth with the broken
ornaments, smashing the glass of ons of them accidentally;
but it was an accident that did not seem to worry Cardew
in the slightest.

The contents of the coal-scuttle he scattered over the
floor, and he cheerfully proceeded to spill the contents of
a large bottiz of ink over everything.

When he had finished his outrageous work the slacker

of the Fourth glanced round the study with a satisfed

iock.
_ From his jacket fe took the pocket-boock with Tom
Merry’s initials upon 1t which he had taken from Tom’s

study in readiness for his scheme, and tossed it among the

scattered books en the flocr.

For a moment a hard smile appeared on his face.

With a cool shrug he turned to the door, unlocked it
softly, and left the study, strolling away towards the stairs
along the deserted pas:age.

Wﬁen Frederick Buarkett returned to,his study there wouid
be an unpleasant surprise awaiting the bully of the Shell,

. . . Ly . s L] .

“Cr-great Scott!”

“M-reum-my hat "

It was three hours later, and Frederick Burkett and
Gerald Crooke were staring into their study with goggling
eyes. =

The scene of ruin that confronted them had left them,

for the moment, almost speechless. :

“Look I” howled Burkett. “Who—who's done it?”

“M-my giddy aunt "’ gasped Crooke dazedly.

“1'll elanghter somebody for this!” thundered Burkett,
begide himself with rage. “Oh, my hat! Just lock at it!”
; ]?(ut there was really very little need to urge Crooke to
ook.

Crocke was locking! J

Burkett strode into the study with & face that was almost
purple. Crooke followad him. 'The pair stood gazing round
their wrecked study and gasped.

It was certainly an amazing change that had come over
study No. 7 during their absence!

“Whoa's done it ?”. bellowed Burkett, in a ferocious voice.

“Goodness knows!"” groaned Crocke. “Oh crumbs!”

There were plenty of fellows in the Shell and Fourth
who had plenty of ecause to wish Burkett harm. Thay
were so numerous thav it was impossible to guess which
of f.‘hem had been most likely to have perpetrated the
deed. :

“The hounde !” panted Burkett. .

He fished a picture from the mess in the hearth.

“My favourite picture!” he roared. “Look at it!”

Burkett’s favourite picture no longer looked its best!
The glass was smashed and the frame was broken, and the
picture itself had a boot-mark in the middle of it.

Burkeft choked.

“T—I—Tll smash him, if I find out who’s done it!” he
roared.

“How can you find out who’s done it?” growled Crooke.

<7 jolly well will I”” bellowed Piurkett. “ And I'll slaughtar
the rotter '

Crooke grunted He realised how diffieult it would ke
to discover the culprit. even if Burkett did not.

But the next moment Bnrkett gave a sudden, excited
gasp. He strode quickly across the room. and snatched
up an cbject Iving amid the debris.

“Took " he vellad “Whoever it was, he dropped this!”

His eves were gleaming malignantly.
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“It's got his initials on it!
Crooke jumped.
“My giddy aunt!” he breathed. “Tom Merry!”

‘T. M. Who's that?”

CHAPTER 14,
Fixing a Fight !

RASH!
The door of the junior Common-room flew open
with a bang.
“What the dickens—-"

“Bai Jove! What on earth—"

The erowd of juniors in the Common-room turned and
stared.

The massive figure of Frederick Burkett can
in, with beetling brows. Crooke was at hiz heels.

“Where's Tom Merry?” bellowed Burkstt,
. Tom Merry was reading by the five. He turned his head
in astonishment.

“Here I am.

Burkett

striding

i

What~—""
caught sight of him, and a ferocious glare
appeared on his rugged visage. He strede across toward
Tom's chair. and halted in front cof the captain of th
Shell, and shook a huge fist in Tom’s amazed face.

“You—you—you—-"

Burkett struggled for words,

“What the dickens is the matter ?” cjacuiated Tom.

“You know jolly well what’s the matter 1" yelled Burkatit.

“Blessed if I do!” answered Tom calmly.

The other fellows were gathering round swiftly, surprized
and excited. ’ ;

“What on earth’s up?” muttered Kit Wildrake.

“Burkett seems rather annoyed about somethin’,”
mured Cardew, with a shrug.

“But what’s he got his rag out about?”
Dane in astonishment.

Burkett plunged a hand into his pocket and tock out
Tom Merry’s pocket-bock. He waved it furiously.

“This is yours, isn't it?” he thundered.

“Yes,” nodded Tom. “I'd lost it. How did you get hold
of it, Burkett?”

“Lost it, did you?” roared Burkett, “I'll say you jolly
well did lose it!” y

Tom Merry was beginning to look exasperated. He rose
to his feet, facing Burkett with an impatient frown.

“What on earth are you talking about, Burkett?”

“You rotter !”

ﬁ‘Eb?”

X Sgou rotter |’ howled the bully of the Shell, “I'll smash
you 1” J

Tom's face set.

“I wish you'd explain what you are getting at, instead
of burbling like a blessed lunatic!"” he exclaimed angrily.

Burkett calmed down a little. An ugly sneer appeared on
<his face. -

“I see! Of course you're pretending you know nothing
about it, eh? I suppose you'll deny that yvou went to my
study this afternocon while Crooke and I were out—"

“I do deny it;” nodded Tom curtly. “And I still don’t
know what you mean!”

Burkett laughed harshly.

“ And I suppose it wasn't you that smashed up my study?”
he jeered.

Tom jumped. 5

“Smashed up your—your study?” he echoed in amaze-
ment,

“Yes,” roared Burkett. “ You know jolly well it’s been
smashed up—because you're the chap who did iti{ It's
no good denying it, because I found this blessed pocket-
book lying there! You didn’t know you’d dropped it, did
you? Well, youw did—and it shows up your little game,
you cad !”

Tom Merry's eyes gleamed.

“If what you say is true Burkett, all 1 can say is I
haven't the faintest notion how my pocket-book came to
be in your study, smashed up or not!”

“Hxpect me to believe that?” grinned Burkett savagely.

Tom shrugged.

“I don’t know whether you believe it or not—and
I don’t happen to care.”

Burkett choked.

“Why, you blessed funk!” he bawled. “¥You thought
you'd serve me a dirty trick behind my back, didn’t you?
Didn't think I could find out who it was? Well, 1 have
—and you can deny it till you’re blue in the face, but it
won't make any difference!”

There was a hush of breathless excitement in the Common-
room.

Ralph Reckness Cardew alone scemed merely coolly
amused over the affair. There was a smile on his face

3
=]

mur-

muttered Clifton
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& he leant against the corner of the chimney-piece in a
carcless attitude and watched Burkett and Tom Merry.

o hat !” muttered Roylance.

“Phew !” breathed Bernard Glyn.

Manners and Lowther, Blake & Co., and Reginald Talbot
were staring 8t Tom in amazement.

They could not believe that Tom was lying when he
denied that it was he who had wrecked Burkett’s study
during the bully’s absence. But the evidence ccriainly
seemed black againsy hum! ;

“Blessed funk” repeated Burkett, with a sperl. “Try
to get at me behind my back, then tell a pack of lies to
iry and get out of being licked—"

Frederick Burkett did not finish” his words.

Tom Merry’s fist had shot out straight from the shoulder.
It crashed on to Burkett’s big jaw, and the_ bully of the
Shell went over on to the floor with a roar of pain and
rage. .

Tom Merry stood over him with clenched fists and blazing
eyes. sy

“That’s for calling me a liar, Burkett!” he said in a
auict, steely tone. ‘“You'll apologise for that!”

Burkett staggered up.

“ You—you—-""
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dozen fellows seized him and held him back. It was a
difficult task, but they managed it.

“Chuck it, old chap, muttered Crooke.
here! The prefects will come along !’

“Lemme get at him!” bellowed Burkett,
and a funk——"

“ Bai Jove!”

Excited faces surrounded Burkett and Tom Merry.

Most of the juniors were looking decidedly pleased with
the way things were going.

They had made big efforts to induce Tom Merry to
fight Burkett, without avail. But now, it seemed, Tom
Merry would bave to fight whether he liked it or not.

Tom Merry’s face was set in grim lines.

He had not sought a quarrel with Burkett—he had a
clear conseience in that respect. But the quarrel had arisen
nevertheless, and he was ready enough now to meet Burkett
in the fighting-ring.

“Youre quite mistaken, Burkett.” Tom’s voice was quieb
and cool. “I did not wreck your study, and I have no
idea how my pocket-book came to be there. But I certainly
don’t funk fighting you! And since you've called me a liar
T’ll have pleasure in challenging you.”

An electric silence ensued. Burkett &eased to struggle in

“Can’t scrap in

“Ho's a har

Burkett, in his towering rage, secemed io be at a loss
He hurled himself at Tom Merry.

for words.

But half a

the grip of the fellows whe were holding him.
{Continued on next page.)
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from the
Oracle
together

Q.—Why was the Eifiel Tower puiled
down ?

A.—“ Thoughtful Gemite™ asks me
this and many other questions concerning
the famous tower. Well, to start w.ith,
“ Thoughtful,”” it wasn’t. The Eiffel
Tower was orected in 1889 in Paris by an
engineer named Gustave Eiffel, and it is
gtill standing where he left it. It's 984
feot high (5830 feet higher than St. Paul’s
in London) and on a clear day visitors
go to the top to see tho view.  Tho tower
is also used for making westher reports
from. It's built of iron lattice-work,
supported on huge piers of masonry.
Glad you're getting your friends to read
the Geu, “ Thoughtful.” Resd my page
every week and in time you’ll be as clever
as our office-boy.

i i
Q.—~—Haves | a post’svicence 7
A.—8yd Williams, of Croydon says he
notices I'm breaking out into rhyme
nowadays, and wants to know how much
I have to pay a year to be allowed to do

A feat of gi ing wonder: the
: Eiffel Tower in Paris,

if all the pearis of wis-
dom that have fallen

were

they would
reach from London to
Timbuktu
agaip !

lips of the
stringed

and back

that sort of thing. You may not believe
it, Syd, but the police have only stopped
me oncs, snd that was in the reign of
George the Third, I was stopped for
furious rhyming with a broken metre.

Q.—Where was El Dorado ?

A.—William Lloyd, who lives at Hartle-
pool, has come across this name, he tells
me, many . times in books of travel and
adventurs. Quite right, William. All
the old sea-dogs of Sir Walter Raleigh’s
day, and Raleigh himself, went off in
search of El Dorado. a country where
gold and precious stones wero said to be
found in great abundance. They never
tound the place, for the simple reason that
it wasn’t there to be found: but it gave
rise to a lot of exciting stories and yarns,
well worth reading. The werds are Spanish
end mean ‘'‘the gilded one.” They
originally were wused to describe the
king of & South American tribe who covered
himself with gold-dust every year. Now
we use the expression to describe any
place where monsy can be mado easily.
The office - boy is interrupting again,

William. He says ‘“ Why is our Editor’s
sanctum like El Dorado ¥  Answer:

“It's full of GEns 1™

Wait #ill I get hold
of him !

Q.—W¥What ia 2 King Georgs the Third
penny worth ?

A.—Nothing, 8. J., of Enfield, and
neither is the Jubilee half-farthing. When
I was a boy my uncle used to give me
new King George the Third pennies,
dated 1775. 1 think he must have
known they were going out of eirculation,
the old skinflint !

Q.—Can eels live on land 7

A.—Yes, ' Young Naturalist,” of High
Barnet, eels are able to live for a long
time out of water, and they will travel
at night over wet grass. That is how they
come to be found in ponds miles away from
a river or the sea. If you find an eel in
a pie, however, you may assume thabt it

was put there by the pie-merchant

and is quite dead.

Q.—What is a cassowary like?
. A.—Thomas Cepps, who lives
at Patcham, says accounts of this
bird vary. How, he asks, do
people catch ’em ? Will I draw &
cassowary ? Tom, this bird is
shy and frightened in its native
igle of Ceram, and its habits
unenlightened, so you have no
need to fear ’em. On its head’s
a shell-like helmet. from its neck
hang two bright wattles; it wil
live on eans and cat’s-meat,
beans and boots eand broken,
bottles. Though its wings are short
and stunted. and no wuse at all for
flying, it can rua so fast when hunted,
people often give up trying. It's been
said the ecassowary, on the plains of
Timbuktu, eats the harmless missionary,
hymn-book, prayer-book, Bible, téo. This,
my friend, is all a fable, for his manner’s
mild and bland : put some tin-tacks on the
table. and ho’ll eat them from your hand.

Q.—How oid ic an oyster ?

A.—1 bhave received this brainy
conundrum from-a very friendly reader,
who starts his letter with * Dear Or,”
and ends with * Yours till centipedes
wear spats, Young Oracle.”” I suppose he
imagines he’ll bowl me out with this bril-
liant poser, then come in and gst my job.
Nothing doing. “ Y. 0.” You're nodoubta
very bright lad, but you ean’t grow
whiskers on eggshells, and my office-boy
says he’s got no idea of retiring, in fact,
he hasn’t started yet. (That is perfect]
true.) Furthermore, my aspiring friend,
I have just signed s new contract with the
Editor. in which 1 promise to answer all
intelligent queries sent in by GEM readers,
regularly. until the Sphinx winks.

\‘,,L/,H/Lé

Sir Walter Raigigh, the famous

adventursr and “ ssa-dog,” who,

like so many others, failed to find
Ei Dorado.

Tre Gzu LiBrarv.—No, 1,152



2

“QGood 1" he growled, with a scowling grin, ~ “I'll fight
you, Tom Merry—and sinash you!”

Tom Mevry shrugged.

“ Better keep this quiet from tho seniors,” he said coolly.
“What about Wednesday afternoon, in Rylcombe Wood?”

“Good !” grinned Burkett. “You'll need an ambulance
to bring you home!"”

“Pistols for two, coffee for onel” grinned Herries.

Crooke touched Burkett on the arm. He was looking
very pleased. Crocke felt sure that Burkett would he ablo
to vanquish Toml Merry, champion hoser of the junior
school though Tom was.

“Come on, old chap!” grinped Gerald Crooke. “We'll
leave Tom Merry to make his giddy will.”

“He, he, he!” sniggered Mellish delightedly. .

Burkett turned and swaggered from the room, his cronies
following him. Tom Merry sut down without & word and
resumed the book he had been reading.

The juniors stared at him curiously. -

What they had wanted had happencd. Tom Merry—the
fast line of defence, so to speak, against Burkett’s bullying
reign—had been brought to battle at last

Whether or no ke would be able to lick Burkett was a
matter of opinion. Some of the fellows thought he could,
others that he could not. If he failed, it would be a dismal
prospect for the Shell and the Fourth, with Burkett un-
disputed cock of the walk!
_ But there was one fellow still lefi in the Common-room
#ho hoped keenly that Tom would be defeated.

2alph Reckness Cardew, as he sauntered from the room
a few minutes later. had a dark smile on his face. 3

Iiis plan had succeeded. ~And with all the bitterness in
ftis hoart .against Tom Merry ho was longing to see tho
follew who had licked him, in Rylcombe Wood, lying
battored and defeated at the feet of the bully of tho Sheil.

R

CHAPTER 15.
The Last Hope !
URING the few days that had to elapse before the
D great fight between Tom Merry and Frederick
Burkett, the sole topic among the juniors seemed
. to be the question as to what the result of tho
‘fight would be.

Tt certainly scemed a very doubtful problem. ‘

Burkett himself, it was clear from the way he swa goered
round with an insolent grin on his face, never doubted tho
vesult for a moment.

Tt cvidently did not cccur to Burkett that there was any
chance of his meeting his mateh in Tom Merry.

Mo knew that he was up against a stiffer pr )
ihan any he had yet tackled at St. Jim's. Bub his conceit
never allowed him to consider even remotely the p ssibility
of his giant strength failing against the supreme boxing
skill of the captain of the Shell. 3

Tom Merry himself declined to offer any opinion as to
his chances. ; 9

Tom knew that he was up against a very stiff proposition.
But it did not seem to worry him. He coolly ignored
Burkett's boasting talk in the Common-room as to what
the bully intended to do to him—though be knew very well
Lihat Burkett’s words were generally intended for his ears.

The mystery of the wrecking of Burkett's study puzzied
fLim, but he soon gave up trving to solve it.

Tt certainly never occcurred to Tom that his pocket-book
had been deliberately dropped in the smashed up study in
order to make it seem as though he were responsible.

Such an action would have seemed so utterly despicable
to Tom Merry, that it did not enter his head that anyone
could have done it.

There was an air of simmering cxcitement in the Shell
and Fourth on Wednesday morning that Mr. Linton and
Mr. Lathom did not fail to motice. .

Very little of the juniors' attention seemed to Lo on work
that morning, end lines fell thicker than leaves in Vallam-
brosa upon their heads in consequence.

Aftor dinner, Tom Merry went up to his study, with
Manners and Lowther, followed by the curious glances of
his fellow juniors, But Tom appeared calm enough—
almost disinterested. even when Arthur Augustus stopped
Him on the stairs to ask bhow he felt.

“Tine, thanks, Gussy!” smiled Tom.

“Teelin’ weady to thwash that wotten bwuisah”
Arthur Augustus anxiously.

“T’ll do my best, Gussy!”

“Well, good luck, deah boy!” .

The fight was timed for half-past two, and at two o'clock
Tom Merry, in Study No. 16, glanced at his wateh,

“Time we buzzed along, I suppose.”
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Manners nodded. he

There wero curicus bulges under the coats of Manners
and Lowther as the Terrible Three left the Schoc! House and
crossed towards the gates five minutes later.

They were smuggling out a sponge and a towe! and a
couple of large bottles of water—objects whic® would have
excited the suspicion of the prefects had they been seen!

Fights wero strictly forbidden in Rylcombe Wood.

Other juniors, singly and in groups, were strolling out of
gates as the Terrible Three crossed the quad.

Thero was going to bo a big crowd to witness the fight
between Tom Merry and the bully of the Shelll

Blake & Co. joined the Terrible Three in Rylcombe Lane,
and together the chums of the Fourth and Shell turned
aside from the road after a while, and enterad the woods.

The fght was to take place in the same big clearing as
that which had seen the fight between Tom Merry and
Cardew not long before.

As on that occasion, a roughly roped ring had been
erected, on account of the crowd. It was surrounded by
excitedly-talking fellows as Tom DMerry & Co. entered
't[%m clearing; but the noise died away abruptly at sight of
Tom.

There was a breathless hush. Someons gave a cheer,
and some of the others took it up. But it died away.

The juniors were too excited to cheer.

Burkett had already arvived in company
cronies.

Crooke and Mellish were to be his seconds, and ther,
like Manners and Lowther, had brought the necessary
utcnsils for their job, despite Burkett’s boust that be would
have no need of any such paraphernalia

“Here he comes for his licking {” grinned Burkett, as
he caught sight of the Terrible Three.

Mellish sniggered.

Talbot of the Shell tad been asked to act as timekeeper,
and had agreed to do so. He nodded to Tom as the captain
of the Shell stepped into the ring and took off his coat.

“It’s not quite two-thirty yet,” said Talbot. “But since
you're both here, will you carry on at once, or wait for
the agreed time?”

“T should think we might carry on at once,” said Tom,
with a glance across the ring at Burkett.

“Good!” grinned Burkett.

“Right-ho,” nodded Talbot.
as you're both ready, then.”

Burkett had already peeled off his coat and rolled up
his slecves, revealing the tremendous muscles of his fore-
arms. Compared with him, Tom Meriy looked almost
slight, as he prepared himself for his great task.

“I'm ready!” said Tom quietiy.

“Same here.,” grinned Burkett, with a scowl.

“Two-minute pounds,” said Talbot. “Seconds out!”

Manners and Lowther, Crooke and Mellish, climbed out
of the ropes, and Tom Merry stepped forward into the
centre of the ring. :

As he did so, he caught sight of a face amid the crowd
that scemed to stand out from all the others.

The face of Cardew.

And from tho look on Cardew’s face, Tom Merry realised
in a flash how bitterly Cardew remembered that other fight
in this same clearing!

He understood, with a sense of sudden shock, that Cardew
had not let himself forget—that Cardew had treasured up
in his embittered heart the memory of his defeat!

And though he never dreamed that Cardew was the
hidden cause of his pr sent meeting with Frederick Burkett,
Tom knew well enough, in that moment, how desperately
Cardew tonged to see him defeated at the hands of the
bully of the Shell.

Cardew looked away quickly as he met Tom’s eyes. Tom
smiled grimiy

What did Cardew matter?

“Time!” called Talbot.

Burkett came at Tom with a rush, his ecyes gleaming,
his great fists hitting out with smashing force. Tom ducked
to avoid a tremendous left-arm jab, feinted with his own
left, then stepped quickly in and crashed his right on to
Burkett’s jaw

It was a blow that would have floored most fellows. But
Burkett did not seem to notice it very much. He rushed
again, and Tom was forced to fall back.

Again the captain of the Shell landed with his right.
But it utterly failed to check Buikett. The bully came
on, and only Tom's magic footwork saved him from
disaster.

“Go it, Tom!" shouted Monty Lowther breathiessly.

“Smash him, Burkett!” sniggered Mellish.

Still retreating coolly before Burkett’s smashing attack,
Tom was content for tho while to defond himself only,

with his

“Tet me kaow as soon
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and to aliow Burkett to tire himself out if possible. He
ducked and side-stepped -and blocked skilfully..

But suddenly his foot slipped on the grass. Burkett
saw his opportunity; and took .it., He sprang in, delivering
o left-hook to Tom’s chin with all his giant strength.

Tom staggered and fell.

There was a breathless hush,

Tom rose dizzily.

There was o« malignant grin on Burkett's face as ke
rushed at Tom again, Tom hif out and landed with his
left on Burkett’s jaw. But the next moment another
sweeping blow had knecked Tom fiying against the ropes,
where he clung, panting.

“Now .you've got him!” whooped Mellish joyfully.

Burkett rushed again to follow up his advantage.
Talbot's sharp voice cut the silence.

“Time!” '

Burkett grunted and turned reluctantly
to his corner, while Manners and Lowther
leapt into the ring and carried Tom to his.

“Hard luck, old chap!” muitered
Manners, as he bathed his chum’s face.
There was an ugly mark where Burkett's
tast blow had landed.

Tom grinned faintly.

His head was singing, and he was realis-
ing as he had never before realised just
what he was u;;;nagainst.

“He'’s tou%‘,h he muttered.
)

But

¢ “Great |
Scott. he is! .

“Vouwll lick him all right, though,” grinned Monty
Lowther reassuringly.

But it was with' gloomy faces that Tom Merry’s chums
watched him step forward for the second round.

‘Burkett would take a lot of beating—even at the hands
of the champion boxer of the junior school.

CHAPTER 16.
A Fight to a Finish!.

i H, wotteni” g z 5
4 “Arthur Augustus D’Arey gave an exclamation of
dismay. :

3 Tom Merry was down !

At the very operting of the round he had been swept off
his {eet by a terrific upper-cuti and 'now he lay panting on
the grass, while Talbot began the count. :

: “QOne, two, three—-"" i X

At “six ” Tom staggered up. ; -

- His lip was cut and bleeding, and he was evidently dazed.
But he came forward grimly. a new light in his eyes—a
light of resolute determination. i : ;

e staggered Burkett with his left, and brought his right
crashing into his antagonist’s ribs with a thud that could
have been heard far amotig the surrounding trees, Burkett
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gave a gasp, and there was an excited cheer from Ton,
Merry’s supporters.

But his success was short-lived.

Burkett rushed at him like a furious bull, and 2lil Tim’s
skill failed to ward off the attack. Staggering and reeling
before the terrible blows of Burkett's tremendous arms, the
captain of the Shell struggled gainely to defend himself,
but in vain. Twenty seconds later he was down again, in
a corner of the ropes, gasping painfully as he lay at the
feet of the juniors pressed to tge ringside. = §

There was dismay in Blake’s voice as ho staved across
from the opposite side at Tom's battered face. :

S 7l

The crowd of onlookers dispersed, leaving Tom

Merry lying on the graes with his chums by his

side. Only Cardew lingsred —a smile of triumph
on his face |

“He's done!t” breathed Kangarco.

“RatsV’? snapped Blake.

Biake was right. Tom Merry was anything but done!

He rose, panting, and faced Burkett again, attacking
strongly in a way that amazed the onlookers, Burkett was
forced back several paces before he stood his ground.

“Time I’ called Talbot. ; 3 :

Tom went to his corner with unsteady steps. But Burkets,
too, was beginning to show signs of punishment. The grin
had left his face; to be'replaced by a dark scowl. =L

“Wade into him. this round,” muttered Mellish, as be
fanned his leader with a towel. . * You've got——"

Burkett glared at him. . . s 4

“When I want your advice I'll ask for it1”* he growled,

Meilish. shut up hastily. - ;

That third round was one. that lived long in the memory
of the fellows who witnessed it.

Despite his skill and indomitable pluck, Tom Meiry was
clearly getting the worst of it by now. Burkeit’s giant
frame and tremendous strength were apparently more than
even Tom Merry could prevail against - And in the third
vound Burkett had things almost entirely his own way.

Round and round the ring Tom Merry was driven. - He

(Continued on page 28} ;
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A BRITISH BOY'S PLUCK IS TESTED TO THE FULL !

Trapped !

& AVE you any ides how we should begin®”
Trent. . ’
“I've got a hazy notion it would be better if
one could do the job. But I'm afraid it will have
to be two. They must disguise as natives, and the rest must
be left to their imagiration, That will depend on tho

circumstances in which they find themselves.”

“T'm game,” Trent dectared. ““ And if Chica o)

“Chica will certainly be on this job. He doesn’t necd
much disguising. I think we should {ea.ve bim te select his
companion.”

“Do you hear, Chica?” said Trent,
you take 7”

The Indian hesitated. The moment had e
of suspense. Suddenly Dick felt his arm grs

“I have decided, senor: ’

Dick felt a thrill of excitement. He was prond that Chica
had chosen him. It was Trent who spoke next.

“Then we can take that as settled. There's rzothing_more
to b,o, done to-night. We'd better have some slecep while wo
can,

Sleep! But Dick had never felt less like sleeping. Ho
did his best, curling himsolf up in a corner, and 1y
smooth branch as a pillow. His brain, however, refus
stop working. -

To-morrow, he and Chica would steal forth and mingle
with this strange tribe of savages. Discovery would mean
instant death They might not be dressed correctly, for
cxample. Even if he dyed his skin his eyes would remain
blue, and wouldrp't that attract attention? Moreovor, if he
were spoken to in a language he did not understand, ho
would be unable to answer back.

Finally, if ever he reached Lopez, it would be a tense
moment when they came face to face. Dick had felt before
the concentrated hatred of this man, whose plans he had
wrecked, whose life’s ambition he had thwarted.

“8till, it'll be worth something to see his face when ho
recognises me,” he chuckled to himself.

. He closed his cyes. At last sleep camo intermittently. Ho
would dose and suddenly wake up, startled by some sound.
This was his first experience of the real jungle, and it was
disturbing.

No wonder, ke thought, the natives who dwelt in it
developed such fantastic and even horrible ideas. It wasn't
the kind of place in which you wanted to stop end adr
the scenery. It was a riot of baleful life, one thing preying
on another. Trees throtiled by parasites; death lurking in
overy leaf.

Once when he woke he saw in the darkness two green,
s#raining eyes. It was like anm enormous, bodiless cat
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“Which of us will

jous quality

THE VALLEY

By
JOHN SYLVESTER.

With the end of the journey almost in
sight, Dick Bleckwood, youngest
inember of the vadi Levrs,again falls
unexpectedly into the hands eof his ini-
vlacable enemy, Dom Lopex !

watching him. His heart drummed aguinst his ribs, When
ho told himself there was nothing spectral about it, merely
an inquisitive jaguar, that didn’t improve matters. Tha
Jaguar, ho been warned, was one of the most forocious
and dangerous animals in the jungle.

But the eyes disappeared. It was as though twin lamps
had been switched off. A slight crash, and the slither of &
lithe body through the foliage, told him that the beast had
decided not to attack.

He dozed again, out of sheer exhaustion. The next time
he awoke he had a queer sensation, rather like trying to
struggle to consciousness after chloroform. His brain was
dizzy, and he felt encrvated. Gradually he became aware
that something soft and furry was resting on his bare chest.

He kept very still. Whatever it was, it was not biz. It
was odd he should get such a feeling of nausea. Still more
peculiar ke should lack the energy to brush ths thing away.
Hoe had difficulty in making the mental effort, as though he
wero half-stupefied.

Minutes passed, and still the soft pressure was maintained,
eoft. warm, revolting. Then, in a flash of alarm, he sum-
moned all his will-power. He raised one hand and touched—
what? There was a whirring of wings. He felt a tiny pain,
as though the flesh of his chest had been caught in & pair of
pincers and pulled. Then he realised that this soft, vene-
mous thing had been stuck to him with an intense power
of suction.

“Why it was a bat—a vampire bat!” he cried to himself.

It was gone now, heavy and bloated with the blood it had
been driniing. That was why he felt sickened and weak.

There was no more sleep for him that night. With a
feeling of relief he heard a screech of birds heralding the
dawn. Not the lovely bird song to which he had been
accustomed, but a mechanical series of discords.

Pale lights gleamed between the trees. They took imme-
diate shape as the darkness faded.

“Awake?” called a yawning voice.

“Yes, I'm awake,” Trent said feelinglz.

He was sitting up, stretching.

“Fine morning! But the place is a bit over-populated,
Nature works overtime out here. Look a$ these beggars!”

And he began pulling the leaches from his leg.

The transformation was a slower affair than they had sus.
pected, owing to Chica's insistence on pounding a certain
kind of berry for the dye. Having made a paste, he diluted
it with water, and proceeded to sponge Dick from head to
foat,
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“Ti’s on the dark side,” Trent observed critically. “How-
ever, no doubt it will do. Now, what about these togs?”

. They had stripped two of the dead natives, and, with a
grimace, Dick fastened 2 kind of sarong around his waist,

“Don’t forget the feathers!” I

A barbaric head-dress, consisting of white and black eagle
plumes joined to a kind of crown, was placed on his head.

“Wish theéy ran to pockets!” he grumbled. “8till, T sup-
poseg——" 4

“Qtick this under your loin-cloth,” said Trent, handing
him a revolver. ‘‘But don’t use it.if you can possibly help. ?

“There will be no need,” said Chica, his eyes glittering.

There was Mttle more to be said. The 'fargwells were
brief and unemotional. Dick was now beginning to look
upon adventure as part'of the day’s routine. It had seemed
different, lying in that tree in tropical darkness. ]

Qutwardly, as he walked through the bush with C}{ma,
the pair of them were indistinguishable from trué members
of the tribe. The excellence of their disguise gave them
a feeling of confidence. - e 3

They descended, without hurrying, into the ravine, where
the procession had passed the night before. It was deserted,
save for a few native women, gathering roots.

“The village should-be around the bend,”
Chica.

He was right. b
the sunlight” glinted on the thatched toofs of huils
stood on upright piles driven into the ground.

So far everything seemed straightforward. They managed
to pass two natives without attracting attention.
FEmboldened, they went towards the centre of tho -village.

“There’s a woman staring at us darned hard!” whispered
Dick, without moving his lips. $ g a

«She’s coming towards us, too,” replied Chica, looking
perplexed.

The old hag approached cautiously, and about two yards
away she halted; and suddenly pointing & skinny finger,
gave vent to a pilercing scream. : 4

“Gosh! She can't have spotted us!” Dick, in

remarked

Wisps of smoke ascended into the sky, and
which

eried
alarm. = ]
“No; but look what is happening 12 axclaimed Chica
anxiously. = 2

The scream brought other natives running from their
huts.  In a matter of seconds they weie surfounded. The
woman was still screaming, and others joined her, and also
began to point. - .

& Aren’t wo properly dressed ?” Dick complained. “I'm
hanged if I can see—" ;

It was 2 bewildering situation. It was alarming. They
had expected to be quite inconspicuous. -Instead they drew
just as excited a crowd as if they had walked down
Piccadilly in the same garb. ' X =

The entire village seemed- to be crowding around them,
shouting and waving their arms. To make matters even
more puzzling, they began to hammer tin cans and beat
drums: their shouts and yells turning into a kind of wolfish
howling. :

“Think we ought to bolt, Chica?”

“No; they might shoot if we did that.”

“ But why don’t they shoot now?” ;

«“Pocause we aré not running. Or because, any minute,
they expect us to vanish.”

“We've made some ghastly bloomer!” Dick oxclaimed.
“They’ve discovered who we are P S -

“No, senor, they haven’s,” said Chica cm?haﬁcally.

“Then why are they carrying on like this?"

“Y'm afraid they recognise our clothes. They think we
are the spirits of the men we shot, come back in a diffcrent
form to haunt them.” ;

:: Spooks!” Dick’s jaw dropped. “So that explains—""

It explains why they don’t shoot, and why, they are
making such a noise. They are:trymg to drive us eouj-of
the viﬁage.” N -

_ “Well, it might be worse, 1 suppose! Let’s walk a bit
faster to encourage ’em.” = - ;

“They’ll force us back to the jungle. But we shall be
able to return at night.” o T R ‘ :

“Bo long as we don’t mest Lopesz,” said Dick, quickening
his step, “we shall bs all right."  But bhe won’t think: we
are ghosts!” i 55 ) Zed

“No,” agreed Chica, baring his teeth at the mere name.

As they hurried the crowd lost some of their fear. They
pressed closer, still keeping their ‘courage up by yelling and
drumming. Dick was about to speak again, when some-
thing unexpected bappened. As he put him right foot
forward the ground gave way. g5

Chica tried to save him, but too late. They beth lost
their balance, and the straw coyering the ground parted,
disclosing a black pit. With eries of triumph, the natives
rushed up. = S

But neither Dick nor Chica could see them any longer.
They were hurtling through space, in pitch darkness!

Prisoners Again !

SICKENING thought occurred to Dick as he plunged
downward. If'this were one of the pits designed fo
trap a puma, there would be sliarpened sticks of

. bamboo at the bottom, and they would be impaled
on the spikes.

It was extraordinary how rapidly Dick’s brain worked.
The interyal in which he fell was a matter of seconds, yeb
every incident of their adventures, beginning in London,
unrolled in his mind like a spool of cinematograph film.
Every nerve in his body tensed to receive the shocl ' of
impact. And at last it came :

But there were no spikes. In fact,’ he sipick something
soft and yielding. Instantly he feit the weight of Chica’s
body smothering him. He struggled to free himself. 3

‘;You might stop gnawing my arm; Chica |” the boy sang
out. o i

“8epor,” gasped the native, “I thought-—" :

“Never mind what you thought. Can you tell me where
we are?”

“Its g

Dick Black- net,

senor,”

;’:::gizz replied t}%e other, re-
covering iimself.
:‘ie";,b:: “Carambas, this is un-

“lueky 1”

“Cheer up, old scout!
It might have been a lot
worse. We bhaven't
broken any bones—and
that would have been

radiume-
seekers,

“T wish I knew how to!”

“T'm beginning to under-
stand,” Chica muttered.

EOW THE ADVENTURE

The crowd had now
parted in front of them, STARTED.
but they pressed forward
from behind and at the Evuowing that Pedro Lopez, a
sides, forcing them to walk Brazilion adventurer, has stolen

towards the gap. their map which holds the key

“\What's that chappie to the whereabouts of ¢ fortuns
doing with the ﬁreworlfs%” o, Boen B 0
01 2 | scientist, and his compainon,

asked Dick, glancing over

Jokn Trent, together with @
his shoulder 'as he moved

plucky youngster named

Dick quc_kwood, determing_to Jollow the

confoundedly awkward.”
As he spoke Dick
stretched out his hands
and felt the meshes.
They were very close,
made of strong rope.
But an idea struck him.
“1 suppose the darned
thing isn’t suspended in
" mid-atr. 1 thesn, there
must be ropes leading to
the top, otherwise they

i the

slowly forwards. arch-viligin to Brozil.

in a horned mask, a flaming
torch in each hand; and he

# g o P

2 : > Andes, Dick is captured by Lopez, but 18 saved from o terrible death
Behind them was a man by the. timely intervention of Chica, & faithful Ivrz,de;an.V - Later, ths
vadium-seekers fall foul of @ Huascaran tribe of head-huniers as docs
Lopez himself. Hoving mo other allernative, the Brazilian calls

wouldn’t be able to haul
it up. A puma couldn’s
climb a rope, but a man
could. Do you get that,

kept making lunges in their a truce and fights side by side with his old enemies against the savoges . Chieca 7
direction with the torches, who are emntu?;uly Zg:aze;& o[f.q 5 ”ue thf‘?m in Bl Jor tge “We might climb to
Bk <2 ¢ precious mep, the adventurers contir ir journey as directed by 2 2
S?Np"}g his feet, and the plan though the saake-infested forest uniil they reach the jungle. ;‘1‘3- to%’ b aglx'eed“ Ighi
aiysnong. s Here, to their amazement, they meet @ party of Ingians walking in DGR GUoIONS e o
They were forced to ritualistie procession and bearing in their midst a Litter on which 18 what should we find
advance with that shriek- there? It will be closely,

ing mob, although no one Realising lhey wil
ever came within striking
distance, mnor was any
attempt made to use blow-

pipes. But the beating of

seaind none other than Lopez whe 18 receiving the hemage of a god.
L never gain their ends o8 long as their enemy
remains in that wniqué position, West points out the mecessity of -
- capturing the Brazilian at all costs.

(Now read on.)

" guarded.”

“Then we shounld be
pushed back. But we
shouldn’t be any woise
off than we are now,

tin cans and drums became

I'm game to try.”

deafening.

R
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“No; you must let me go first,” insisted Chica.
“There is no telling—""

“Which is exactly why I am going first. Don’t argue;
it’s mutiny You wmust-obey orders. Chica.”

Chica protested [t was evident that he thought no
good could come of the scheme. There were some most
unpleasant methods, ke pointed out, of telling the differ-
ence between an human being and a demon. A favourite
way was the ordeal by fire, since it was believed that
2 demon was inseusible to burning.

Dick, however, was not to be dissuaded. However
desperate the chance, it was better than doing nothing.
He began to move slowly, hauling himself by inserting
his fingers through the meshes.

At last he came to the end of the net and gripped a
taut rope. To his dismay, however, it was coated with
grease, either to prevent such an escape as he con-
templated or to make it weatherproof. He groaned in
disappointment, but he refused to abandon the attempt.
Whipping out his knife, he scraped off sufficient grease
to give him a reliable handgrip. Once lying across the
rope, he clung with one hand and repeated the scraping
process higher up. laying the fibre of the rope bare.

The distance between the two grips represented his
power of reach, and it was not more than twelve or
thirteen inches. So he began the climb, working in this
way, roughly a foot, then a pause to scrape, while he
supported himself with one hand, then another foot.

It was slow, arduous progress. The strain on the
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muscles of his left hand was very great, and he had to
pause half-way up to rest. He could see the opening
plainly, but there was no sign of anyore watching him,
It would be heartbreaking to be thrust back affer all
this labour

He went doggedly on. Onece his hand was so weary
that it slipped, and he slid back at an alarming pace.
He managed to check himself, however, on one of the
notches he had cut, recovered the lost ground painfully,
and at last came to the mouth of the well. Here the
rope bent over the edge, to be secured by a wooden pin
driven into the ground.

Through wear and exposure, the surface was less
greasy. But Dick paused, with his head on a level with
the ground, realising that if he raised it he would
become visible to any watchers; and even though, for
superstitious reasons, they might not come too close,
there would certainly be a crowd attracted by curiosity.

Perhaps the best plan, after all, would be to slip back
and wait until nightfall to take advantage of the work
he had expended on the rope On the other hand, they
might be hauled up in the net before nightfall. He
decided the risk was too great. He would trust to the
natives’ superstitious terror If that failed he had a
revolver, and if only he could gain the forest he would
stand a fair chance of getting away.

There was Chica, of course. Dick had no intention of
abandoning the faithful Indian to his fate. But single-
handed he could do very little Whereas if he rejoined .

A CHAT WITH
|~ YOUR EDITOR

ABOUT NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME !

FOLLOWING up this week’s splendid story of Tom Merry & Co. of

the others and warned them, they
might make a concerted efiort to rescue
Chica.

“Now for it !” he muttered.

He raised his head recklessly. As he
scrambled out of the well on to firm
grousd—he had never moved so
guickly—he straightened, his hand
flying to his revolver 1In fromt of him,
as the youngster half expected, stood a
startied crowd of natives. They were
staring at him open-mouthed, wonder-
ing, perhaps by what magic he had
come to the surface. It seemed to him
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“THE BULLY OF THE SHELL!"
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developments that bring about a state of affairs at St. Jim's that is as startling
as it is dismaying. I won't spoil a good thing by telling you what happens,
but you can take it from me that this story will hold you from first to last.
oing all out with his 100 h.p. brain-box, our whiskery old wonder, the Oracle
contributes another batch of highly interesting and amusing pars in answer fo
readers’ queries. You'll find his Iateczlst efforts in his usual corner under the
eading o

“ASK THE ORACLE!”

Not to be outdone by the Oracle, our other trusty friend, Mr. ** Nosey ™'
Parker, comes in with _his notebook fairly bulging with notes made on the ground
of the Notts Forest F.C. What ke has to say about this famous football club

you will read in
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next week.

Although 1 hate to say it, for certainly we have grown very much atiached to
the radium seekers, our grand serial is drawing to a conclusion. 1 shall have a
great deal to say about the follow-up of this story tn my next chat. Believe me,
you'll be pleasantly surprised with our NEW SERIAL. But in nex! weeb's

issue there will be the wsual thrilling wnstalment of

“THE VALLEY OF FORTUNE!"
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that at the least hostile sign they
would scatter Instead of firing, he
made a trumpet of his hands and sent
forth a terrifying howl

There was a hubbub among the
natives, and Dick was so engrossed in
what was happening that he did not
notice the danger from behind. Two
powerful natives, holder than their
companions—and for a very good
reason, as he learnt later—were creep-
ing stealthily towards him. hey
suddenly sprang

One arm was crooked around Dick’s
throat Before he had a chance to

recover, & lariat was drawn around his _

legs. As the noose was pulled tight
he was thrown off his balance. He
struggled frantically, and to his
further dismay his revolver fell
beyond his reach Another jerk on the
lariat sent him crashing forwards.

Dick hit the ground with a thud that
shook every bome in its socket.
Dazedly he locked up and saw two
powerful. bronze-slkinned men looking
down on him with fierce satisfaction.
Then they parted, and Dick’s heart
raced like a runaway train.

Coming towards him was a tall, lean
figure in white Once more he found
himself looking into the evil, saturnine
face of Lopez.

“That’s torn it!” gasped Dick in-
wardly.

But he was determined not to look as
though he thought so.
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" Yromical voice, “that the demons I was

“fact, T have been expecting a visit

.most troublesome thing about being a

" ghowing his teeth in a smile.

EVERY WEDNESDAY.

~ “T rather suspected,” murmured an

told about were flesh and blood. In
from you.”

“You’ll get a visit you won’t like
before long I Dick retorted.

“You will be a useful bait,” Lopez
replied; looking so pleased with him-
self that Dick cursed his helplessness.
It wasn’t easy te keep up a con-
vineing air of defiance lying flat on his
back. ?

“I compliment you on your dis-
guise,” Lopez centinued, deliberately
rolling a cigarette. “Although what
you expected to gain, I-don’t know. I
suppose you realise I am looked upon
‘as a god?”

“That disguise,” said Dick scorn-
fully, “isn’t going to last.”

“Long enough, . amigo — long
enough,” said Lopez amiably. “The

are constantly having
in your honour. So
contented themselves
with wild pig. But I am very much
afraid that you and your friends will
be victims of a much more regrettable
superstition.” .

“That- remains to be seen !” flashed -
Dick.

“And unfortunmately you will be
debarred from witnessing the most
picturesque part of it. These Indians
are shocking ritualists. I will tell you
the details later. Meanwhile, where is
your companion ?”

“You won’t find him!” Dick re-,
torted. “It’s useless to try.” ’

“Come, come! It’s the sign of an
amateur to bluff when it can be called.
I am afraid you have never played
poker.” p

god is that you
sacrifices made
far they have

It was a desperate, possibly stupid effort to save Chica. .
He gave an order to the .

Lopez was not deceived by it.
men beside him, and they crossed to the well. The
crowd, who had recovered from their fear, pressed
forward eagerly, and there was no shortage of willing
hands. The ropes were untied and they commenced to
pull. With many shouts the net was drawn to the
surface, and inside the meshes Dick could see the
unfortunate Chica. &

At first Chica appeared to be rolled into a kind of ball,
and he did not see Lopez, but as he struggled to untwist
himself and turned his head Dick thought he would never
forget the look that crossed the Indian’s face. It was
inhuman in its fury. His single eye seemed to be lit up
by a terrible flame. This was not the daring, generous
companion Dick had known; Chica had slipped back into
stark savagery.

He lived only for revenge on this white man who had -

" deliberately tortured him, after murdering his father.

Now he was in the power of his arch eunemy.

“You accursed gringo!” he shouted hoarsely. g

ought to have killed you when I.had you at my mercy 2

“Tt was certainly an error of judgment,” agreed Lopez,

_ Dick couldn’t stand that smile: He felt almost lik“é‘»

‘Chica. He nearly choked with aiger and mortification.”

“We spared your life, Lopez, but I don’t suppose that
will make any difference.”

“Not in the least,” said Lopez, turning to him. “But
we can’t continue this conyersation here. You shall be

- . taken to the quarters reseryed for very special guests,

and meanwlhile I must explain to my devoted worshippers
what you are doing here.”

He made a sign with his hand. The net, in which
Chica struggled with the fury of a trapped beast, was
slung on bamboo-poles, and he was carried away. Dick
was treated less ceremoniously; he was merely dragged
along the ground by the lasso in which his legs were
caught. - . Cui e sl

T PO

~-his" arrival.: 5

Suddenly two powerful natives sprang forward and in a moment had pinned

Dick’s arms helpless to his sides.

Missing ! :

OPEZ was in high spirits. Before an assembly of

all the warriors and elders of the tribe he

delivered a long harangue. Before setting out on

this. expedition he had made an intensive study of all

known dialects used by the Indians west of the Andes.

The result was that, although this tribe differed in

some respects from-any ‘of: the- others, he could make
himself understood... . y

There had been war among tlie gods, he declared. The
rebels had been defeated and turned into demoms. By
means of spells he could subjugate them; not only that,
ke could make them share the disadvantages of ordinary
mortals. é

They could actually be put to death. In fact, if they
were made into a sacrifice, crops would be plentiful
and hunting good. There were still two other “ demons
lurking in the forest. : They must be captured, and the
benefits would be doubled.

It was a clever speech. It appealed to the super-
stitions of these credulous savages.. And it also appealed
to their blood lust. Tiopez knew that if the whole
counter-expedition could beput to death with pomp and
ceremony, his own ‘conqueést and* supremacy would be

assured:

“Trent and West will attempt a rescue,” he argued.
“They will walk straight into the trap I have prepared
for them.” :

Having dispersed the crowd, he entered a hut and
consulted with three witch-doctors. Here he had fo adopt
different tactics. He was dealing with shrewd,” hard-
Leaded men who were not in the least deceived by his
claim to be a god.. Exactly what they thought of him

‘he wasn’t sure, but he guessed that they supported him

because he would permit them more personal power than
they possessed under the king who had been deposed on

4. e Gia LisesRy.~No. 1,152, -
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% “Cock o the Walk!” :

(Continued from page 23.)
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went down half a dozen times; aud at the end of the round,
dazed and battered, half blinded, he had to be helped into-
his corner.

It looked as though the fight was more or less over, in
the opinion of most of the onlookers, and therc was utier
consternation on the faces of the majority.

Burkett was winnirg.

The rosult of a victory for the bully of the Shell would
be utter disaster in the opinion of the dismayed juniors.

But on the face of Ralph Reckness Cardew there was a
flickering smile. :

Crash!

A terrific right hook from Burkett had toppled Tom Merry
against the ropes. .

Limp and battered, his cyes almost closed, the captain of
the Shell seemed to sag at the knees.

He reeled forward with indomitable pluck, his fists raised,
to the astonishment of the spectators, and hurled himself at
Burkett with a gameness that brought a lump to the throat
of Harry Manners, as he watched his bruised and battered
chumn.

And then there was a wild, excited shout from round the
ropes.

“Ag if by some miracle, Tomw’s left had landed on Bui-
kett’'s jaw—with such foree that Burkett crashed over back-
s and lay writhing on the grass.

Tom 1"’ yelled Monty Lowther. *“Oh, well done

Burkett, dazed and Dewildered, was still lying where he
had fallen. Tom stood over him, recling and swaying.

Talbot commenced the count.

“PBurkett, you ass!” shricked Crooke. “Get up!”’

But that unexpected blow had made Burkett's head
He seemed incapable of rising.

“Tive, six, seven =

Talbot’s voice continued the count in a menotonous

‘ Eight > !

Suddenly Burkett scemed to realise what was happening.
¥le scrambled to his fect, and, with blazing eyes, rushel at
the reeling figure of Tom Merry.

. . « . N .
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dizzy.
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Tom put up his fists to guard himself; but-he was all but
helpless. r

Blow after blow rained upon his face. It seemed a sheer
miracle that he kept his feet for a morncnt. But at last he
went down, with a littl@groan, and lay with outflung arms—
motionless, inert,

He lay with closed eyes as Talbot counted him out.

But not till Manners and Lowther had rushed to him did
they realise that Tom was senseless. : : :

They raised his bruised face and fenderly bathied “his
temples. The crowds round the ropes watched in utter
silence. : S )

Tom opencd his eyes after a few minutes, to find his
chums bending over him.

“He—he licked me,” he breathed.
much for me, you know.” .

Manners nodded sympathetically.

“Never mind, old chap! You put up a great fight!”

Tom closed his eyes again wearily.

Burkett ‘had already léft the clearing with a swagger
and a grinning face. The onlookers began to disperse in
dismayed groups, leaving Tom Merry lying on the grass;
with his chums kneeling at his side. -

But there was one fellow who lingered.

Ralph Reckness Cardew was smiling.

His heart was singing with triumph! ;

Though no one knew it but himself, it was through him
that Tom Merry had mct Burkett in the ring for his defeat.

Cardew’s vengeance!

With a shrug, Cardéw turned at last and sauntered from
the clearing.

He cared nothing for the fact that Tom Merry's defeat
at the hands of the bully of the Shell meant that Frederick
Burkett was undisputed cock of the walk in the junior
school from that moment, and that what would almost
amount to a reign of terror would exist, with Burkett & Co.
able to do what ever they liked. e

All that Cardew cared for was the fact that he had wii-
nessed Tom Merry lying battered and beaten at Burkett's
foot, licked by the bully of the Shell!

“HHe—he was too

THE END.

(Next week’s GEM will contain another ripping loug
yarn of St. Jim’s, featuring ** Bully '* Burkett, the terror
of the Lower School, entitled : ** THE BULLY OF THE
SHELL !”' Don'tmiss this story, whatever you do,chums!)
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There was a crude kind of polities within the tribe.
The ex-king, he gathered, was more cnlightened than
his followers. He had attempted several reforms. He
had tried to abolish the privileges of the witch-doctors.
That was why they welcomed the chance of getting Tid
of him by supporting Lopez.

They were fairly old men, but they possessed astonish-
ing virility. Their faces were made hideous by scars,
and each lad a ring of solid gold through his nostrils.
The trio were squatting on the floor, and ‘as Lopez

entered he got am impression they were looking
uncommonly serious.

“What's wrong?” he demanded, puzzled by this
gravity. “Is there anything more I can do? Have you

cver had a white victim before? Isn’t it what the pec
desire? Can’t you hear the sound of their rejoicings

“You have done well,” admitted the spokesman—a
terrible-looking blackguard with a nccklace of finger-
hones. “But the people ery this way one day, and another
the next. Their voices arve like smoke blown by tlie
wind.” ’

A pretty sound observation, Lopez reflected. Bub where
did 1t lead?

“Well?” he queried.

“There is always that danger,
the king is alive.”

“But we agreed he was to be poisoned. It was
admittedly dangerous to kill him outright, since he had
a strong following. Ouly a god,” added Lopez, with-a
touch of grim humour, “could have dethroned him.”

The three malefic old men exchanged glances. There
was a brief silence. Then:

“The king has escaped !” g

(¥t looks cs if Lopes’s cunning is going fo el him in for
« bunch of trouble, doesn’t itf, chums ? Look out for
furtier Ewills in this cxciting serial next tweek!)

,_plc

“Is the wind likely to change?” -
» came the reply, “while
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