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VHAPTER 1.
Cardew’s Notice !
i« SAY, old chap!

I Lend me a bob!”

Bagsy Trimble

of the TFourth

Ferm at St. Jim’s spoke
in wheedling tones.

I was early on a
Wednesday afternoon, a
half-heliday at St. Jim’'s.

Baggy Trimble wanted
to spend the afternoon
in the cinema at Way-
land. Unfortunately, he
had only a bent half-
halfpenny, and a three-
penny bit with a hole
through it which he had
feund in the quad. An
experiment: with the
threepenny bit, in Mrs.
Taggles’ little tuckshap,
had shown Baggy that
threepenny bits with
holes in them were with-
out purchasing value!

It was to Burkett of
the Shell, who was eross-
ing the Hall with his
cronies, Crooke and
Mellish, that Baggy
made his eager reequest.

Burkett halted.

Frederick: Burkett, © the
butly of the Shell, was a com-
paratively new arrival at St.
Jim’s.

‘A regular Samson in build,
Burkett looked almost more
like a Fifth-Former than a junior in the Shell. He was at
least a head taller than®any other fellow in the Lower
School, and his burly frame fairly swelled with muscle. He
wag, further, at least several months older than anyone else
in the Shell.

But Frederick Burkett, though something of a Triton
ameng minnows in the Lower School, lacked the brains to
take him into a higher Form. Thus the Head had not been
able to put him in the Fifth, despite his age and size.

Even in the Shell Burkett was far from heing one of the
brightest members of the Form, as Mr. Linton, the master
of the Shell, had soon discovered.

“ Burkett, old chap,” smirked Baggy.

Burkett surveyed Baggy with a scowl.

“Y¥ den’t think!” he growled. -

“Qh, really, old chap!” Baggy loocked injured. “TI'm
expecting a postat order from a—'hem!—from a_titled
relation. It'll turn up to-merrow for certain—or Friday
at the latest, I——"

‘““Rats 1" :
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breaking nwé!

“Lend me a bob !”

Muscle 2 Muscle cnough to turn « Samson green “0Oh
with envy ! Tough ? Tougher than the meost jaw- 2
Add a pile-driving, pulverising
puyneh, end yowve got ** Bully ”’ Buvkett toa T!

AS “BULLY” BURKETT—

the

r
Baggy blinked L -
. lar bully of the Shell per-
suagively. “As omne pal to
another, you know! I—I was
saying ouly just now to a
chap what a ri

you are!
yvou licked that ass Tom Merry the other
He’s still got a black eye! Jolly good job!

Burkett’s rugged countenance, with its beetling brows,
lit up for a mowment with a grin. ' Ny
Burkett had licked a good many fellows sines his arrival
at St. Jim’s. Bu# his latest exploit—and the only one thai
had given him the slightest difficulty—had been to fight, and
defeat, Tom Merry. > i

Tom' Merry had been the champion. boxer of the junior
school until Burkett’s arrival. But even Tom Merry had
heen licked, after a spectacular fight, at the hands of the
gigantie bully, . . n e

Tom’s defeat had been a disaster in the eyes of most of
the juniors! o : y X

Ever since, Burkett had swaggered about as the undis-
puted cock of the walk. No one could lick him, and the
truenlence and insolence of Burkett and his er 1ad been
utterly unbearable,

Fellows who, in the past, had often kicked Mellish, the
sneak of the Fourth, mest -deservedly, now meekly
swallowed alt sorts of indignities.at his he rather than
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—HE’S GIVING THE CHUMS OF 8T JIM’STHE TIME OF THEIR LIVES!

risk the wrath of Frederick Burkett! Crooke, too, was
having the time of his life under the guardian wing of his
powerful study-mate.

Burkett had made himself cobjectionable enough before
his fight with Tom Merry. But now he was worse than
ever; and so were his cronies.

But though Baggy had certainly put Burkett into a good
humour by reminding him of his victory over Tom Merry,
the bully of the Shell had no intention of parting with a
shilling for Baggy’s benefit |

Burkett already knew that money lent to Baggy Trimble
of the Fourth was gone for good.

“I’'m not lending you anything, you fat porpoise,” scowled
Burkett. “Buzz off |” =

““Oh, really, Burkett, old chap—"

Baggy broke off with a wild howl.

Thud !

“Yaroooop 1

Burkett had reached out a huge hand and seized Baggy
by the shoulder, spinning him rouund as though he had
weighed no more than a feather, The next moment, Bur-

HELL/

kett’s boot had thudded against Baggy’s shiny trouser-seat—
and Baggy was lifted clean into the air.

Crash! <

“Yow! Oh! Yooooop!”

Baggy landed on the linoleum with another howl, and sat
gasping and blinking dazedly. With a chuckle, Burkett
strolled on, his grinning cronies on either side of him. The
bully and his friends disappeared through the big doorway,
and Baggy scrambled up with a furious snort.

“Oh! Yow! Burkett’s a beast! Ow! He’s a rotten
bully ! Oooch !”

Baggy rolled away disconsolately towards the stairs, and
up to the Fourth Form passage.

It was possible that he might find somebody in one of the
studies who would be willing to lend him a shilling—if only
to get rid of him!

He tried Study No. 6 first. Blake & Co., the chums of
Study No. 6, were good-natured fellows, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s, usually had plenty
of money. g , i

But Blake & Co. were away on Little Side, playing footer,
and Baggy, after a disconsolate blink into the empty study,
banged the door and turned away along the passage.

Outside the door of the end study, No. 12, he halted.

From within the study came the faint scrape of a pen
on paper. -

Ralph Reckness Cardew, the occupant of Study No. 12,
was evidently at home.

Baggy tapped on the door and entered the study. .

Cardew, the dandy and slacker of the Fourth, was seated
at the table writing.

Until fairly recently, Cardew had shared Study No. 8
with Sidney Clive, the South African junior, and Ernest
Levison. But there had been trouble between the three
chums. After a bitter quarrel, Cardew had shaken the dust
of No. 9 from his feet, and taken up his abode in the loneli-
ness of Study No. 12. For the time being, Clive was alone
in Study No. 9, in consequence; for Ernest Levison had
been injured in a railway accident near Rylcombe, and was
away from the school, recovering at a convalescent home.

Cardew glanced up as Baggy entered.

From the expression on his handsome face, it was clear
that Cardew was not particularly pleased with the sight
of his visitor. He reached for a ruler.

“Any objection to buzzin® off 7’ inquired Cardew
pointedly.

“Oh, really, Cardew! I—I—" Baggy grinned fecbly,
and tried a little soft soap. “‘I—I say, you're jolly cosy in
here! I don’t blame you for clearing out of Study No. 8!
You must be a lot more comfy in here by yourself, instead
of with those asses Levison and Clive. If you ask me "

Cardew’s eyes glinted. His quarrel with his chums was a.
subject which he did not discuss with anyone, least of
all Baggy Trimble.

[ S(}at 824

“Look here,” said Baggy desperately, “ will you lend me
a bob? I'm expecting a postal-order——"

“From a titled relation?” inquired Cardew.

“Ahem! Yes.”

“Ill arrive to-morrow, or by Friday at the latest?”
drawled Cardew.

“Exactly I” exclaimed Baggy eagerly. “8So I don’s
suppose you'd mind lending me a bob, would you? A bob's
nothing to a rich chap like you,” added Baggy, in an oily
tone. :

Cardew smiled ironically, end toyed thoughtfully with the
ruler. Baggy watched him warily. But suddenly Cardew
laid the ruler down.

“All right,” he said. “I'll give you a bob—"

“You mean, lend me,” put in Baggy, with & smirk.

“All the same, isn't it ?7”

“Oh, really, Cardew——"

“I'll let you have the shillin’ if youw'll do a job for me,”
went on Cardew. “I've just written out this notice, and

"I was thinkin’ of goin’ downstairs and stickin’ it on the

bon}'d. But it would be rather a fag, so you can do it for
me.”
“Oh, certainly!”

Baggy approached the table with a gleeful air, and held
out @ fat hand. Cardew handed him the sheet of paper on
which he had been writing, and produced a shilling, which
he tgssed to the Falstaff of the Fourth. Baggy caught it
greedily. . -

“Read that notice, and tell me what you think of it,”
drawled Cardew. : : e

Baggy blinked at the sheet of paper in his hand. He
jumped as he read what was written there, in Cardew’s
neat handwriting. { - ;
Trae Geu LiBrarv.—~No, 1,152,
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“NOTICE!
A meéting will be held 1 the junior Common-room
to-morrow evening 4t six o'elerk sbarp to discuss the
advisability of a change in the captaiucy of the junior
sckool. R. R, Cardew will take the chaiwr.”

“M-my hat?" Buggy stared at Cardew in blank astonish-
ment.  “ What does it mean?”

Cardew grinned. s
. “Clear enough, isnt t—what?” A flickering gleam came
into his eyes. “I'm gettin' up this meetin’ to discuss the
interestin’ guéstion of the junior captaincy, aud the possi-
bitity of havin’ a ¢hange. Nothin’ hard to understand about
that, ;s there, even for a fellow of your sparklin’ intelli-
gence?” i
B“But—but Tom Merry’s captain, isn’t he?” ejaculated
Baggy. ‘

“That's just it!” drawled Cardew, with gleaming eyes.

Despite his cocolly nonchalant air, there was something in
;lle manners of the slacker of the Fourth that puzzled
Baggy.

Baggy knew well enoygh that Cardew was “up against ”
Tom Merry. Al the jumors knew that. The same cause
which had resultéd in the quarre! between Cardew and nis
two chums in Study No. 9, had also resulted in Tom Merry
fighting Uardew, and Cardew getting baduy thrashed.

The trouble had been in counection with the last match
against St. Jim’s old rivals, Grayiriars.

Cardew was a fine foutbalier, when he chose to exert
himself. He had been put into the St, Jim's team against
Greyiriars when Levison had been injured  But he had
never arrived at the Greyfriars footer ground, with the
result that Tom Merry’s team, playmug only ten men, had
been badly defeated.

The subsequent discovery that Cardew had spent the
afternoon playing billiards at the Duke of Bediord hotel
in Wayland had made it seem clear enough that the slacker
of the Fourth, once he had been able to tell his injured
chum that he was playing in the Greyfriars match, had
deliberately let his team down in order to keep nis shady
cngagement,  Cardew had not denied the truth of that
supposition.

With his licking at Tom Merry’s hands, the matter
had more or less blown over now.sTom Merry had been
willing to forget.

But in Cardew’s heart there had existed ever since a
vénomous bitterness,

Though no one but himself knew it, it had been through
sn unscrupulous plot of Cardew’s that Tom Merry had been
forced 1nto a fight with Burkett, tne buliy of the Shell,
the fight that had resulted in Tom’s smashing defeat.

That had been Lasder - sungeancel =

But even now he was not satistied. He longed to bring
shout Tom Merry’s complete downfall.

“‘That’s just it, Baggy,” repeated Cardew, propping his
‘slegant figure against a corner of the chimneypiece. ‘““Tom
Merry has been captain rather too long, in my opinion.” I
fancy a good many of the other fellows agree with me,
loo. Anyway, there’ll be this meetin’ to-morrow evenin’ to
talk about it.” :

“My bat!” breathed Baggy *Does Tom Merry know 1

““Thomas doesn’t, but he soon will,” grinned Cardew.

Baggy stared at Cardew wide-eyed. then he sniggered.

“He, he, he! Tom Merry’s a beast! I asked him to
lend me a bob just now, and the stingy rotter wouldn’t!
I;ldl bﬁ joirl'y glad if you get him kicked out of the captainey,
old chapt®

Cardew winced at the “old chap,” but said nothing.

“Well, buzz along and stick up that notice,” he murmured,
dropping into a chair, and propping his head against a
cushion, with a yawn.

Baggy scuitled from the study with a grinning coun-
tenance. The Hall was deserted as he pinned Cardew’s
coolly-worded notice tn the board.

But that it would make a big sensation when the fellows
returned to the School House from their half-holiday recrea-
tions there was no doubt—no possible doubt whatever!

CHAPTER 2.
Up Against Tom Memnry !
i ALLO, hallo! What's the giddy excitement?”
Monty Lowther gave that exclamation
The Terrible Three had returned from Little
Side in company with Blake & Co., of the Fourth,
g i%]nd a large crowd gathered round the notice-board in the
Kerruish, of the Fourth, the junior from the Isle of
Man, turned a grimning face towards the Terrible Three
as he caught sight of them -
“Seen the notice?” he asked. = -
- .“What blesséd notice 7’ asked Tom Merry.
Trr Gm-mem»—‘—No. 1,153, i

THE GEM LIBRARY

“ About the captainecy ! grinned Kerruish,

Tom Merry stared at him.

“ What the dickens do you mean?

He pushed his way through the crowd towards the notice-
boaxd, tollowed by his chums. The juniors watched him
with curious expressious as he read the notice pinned there,
written in Cardew s hand.

A frown came mnto Tom’s face as he finished reading.
He shrugged his shoulders, but said nothing. But from
Manners there broke an astonished, angry exclamation.

“Well, I'm blessed! Of all the giddy cheek I”

“Yaas, wathah, bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus,
surveying the offending notice with a gleaming eye. * How-
evah, 1f Cardew lLikes to make a widiculous ass of him-
self—"

Tom Merry smuled rather grimly.

He knew well enough that there had been a good deal
of dissatisfaction ameong a large section of the juniors
ever since the Greyiriars match. That unlucky match had
been not only the cause >t the trouble with Cardew. It
had also caused feelings .o run very high over the guestion
of three substitutes, whom Tom had selected to play in the
teaw in the places of Blake, Talbot, and Figgins, whe had
all been on the sick list, in addition to Ernest Levison

Tom had put Manners, Ulyn, and Clive mto the team
in their stead. But there were plenty of fellows who con-
sidered they had better claims to a place in the team, and
they had been disgruntled ever since

The fact that the team haa suffered a disastrous defeat
of four goals to one haa provided the disgruntled ones with
fresh fuel tor their grievance! The fact that the criticised
team had played a man short, owing to Cardew’s absence,
was apt to be forgotien, although the smashing defeat wus
very much remembered. =

Even such fellows as Chtton Dane, the Canadian junior,
and Kit Wildrake, and Kerruish, and others, who as a
rule were supporters of Tom Merry, had been heard to
declare that Tom could have had no eye for “form” to
have selected Manners. Ulive; and Glyn for the team and
left them out!

“Cardew’s a silly idiot!” grunted Jack Blake wrathfully,

Tom shrugged., and turned away frons the board.

“Come on!” he said quietly
a meeting if he likes—if the chaps will go to it?”

There was a sudden step in the doorway behind them.

Burkett had entered the Hall from the quad, with
Mellish and Crooke. |

Burkett & Co. turned towards the notice-board, as they
saw that there was some apparently interesting announce-
ment there, judging from the crowd. Most of the juniors
fell aside hastily as Burkett swaggered up.

The bully of the Shell read the notice, and frowned
thoughtfully. : =

He glanced round, and his eyes fell on Tom Merry. Ho
grinned unpleasantly. : ; 3

“So they’re wanting a new captain, are they?” gibed
Burkett. He gave a guffaw of laughter. “Ha, ha, ha!
You'll be sorry for yourseli, if they kick you out! Even
sorrier for yourself than you felt the other day after I’d
licked you!” i :

Tom Merry flushed. But he met Burkett’s gaze coolly.

“T'll admit you've got a good deal of muscle, Burkett,”
he said quietly. “It’s a pity you haven’t an equal amount
of good manners.” :

Burkett gasped, and went fiery red. He took a lurching
step towards Tom, and thrust his rugged face down into
Tom’s own :

“You're asking for another licking, aren’t you?’ he
growled truculently. ¢ :

Tom’s lips curled.

“If you're trying to {righten me into toadying to you,
like you have other chaps, you're wasting your fime,
Burkett 1” ;

Burkett glared ferocicusly. ind slenched his big  fists.
Then he turned away with a scowl. : <

“Come on, Tem!” said Manners quietly.

‘Tom Merry's face was frowning as he accompanied his
chums up to the Shell passage. Blake & Co. were having
tea with the Terrible Three, but the meal in Study No. 10
was not as -cheery as usual. ’

Despite himself, the knowiedge that a good many of the
fellows agreed with Cardew that a change in the captaincy
would be a good thing, rankled with Tom. =

He always tried to carry out his duties as junior skipper
conscientiously. He neither asked for nor expected much
gratitude from the juniors. But he could not help buf
feel  a trifle bitter that so many of them were ready to
turn against him the moment anything went wrong

“Penny for your thoughts, Tommy ”—grinned Blake
cheerily—though he could guess well enough the cause for
Tom Merry's frown. e

Tom smiled, in rather a twisted way.

2

“| suppose Cardew can call

o ilie
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EVERY WEDNESDAY.

“I was only thinking that if the chaps want a new junior
skipper, I'll be only too ready to oblige by resigning!”

“Oh, rats!” said Blake uneasily. “They don’t! Only a
few asseg=——""

“Don’t take any notice of Cardew’s ro:!” grunted-

Manners.

“Wathah not, deah boy!” -

“That giddy meeting will be a frightful frost!” grinned
Monty Lowther. :

“I'm not so sure about that!” answered Tom bitterly.

He realised better ghan his chums how high feelings had
run among many of the juniors over their exclusion from
the recent Greyfriars match. The disgruntled ones had
only wanted a leader to organise them—and it locked as
though they were going to find such a leader in Ralph
Reckness Cardew !

* ° . . . . . . B ki

“ Gentlemen——""
“Go it, Cardew(”

U A

) l \
Burkett took a step forward and thrust his face into Tom Merry’s.
’ he growled.

Conflicting cheers and groans greeted Cardew as he rose
to his feet on a chair, in the junior Commen-room the
following evening, at six o’clock.

“Good old Cardew!”

“Rats! Br-rr!”

Ralph Reckness Cardew smiled.

It was clear that the crowd was divided. Some were
hostile towards him, others were friendly disposed. The
meeting would probably be a stormy one'!

But Cardew did not worry. Ho always had great con-
fidence in himself, and he knew very well how his nimble
tongue had the power of swaying fellows round to his way
of thinking when he chose to exercise his gift. He had
felt all along that if only the juniors would come to his
meeting he would be able to influence them as he wished.
The danger had been that the fellows might stay away.

But the juniors had come in force.

Not only were the malcontents there, in a body—such
es Roylance, and Grundy, and Hammond, the Cockney
junior, and Patrick Reilly—but even such stannch supporters
of Tom Merry’s regime as Blake & Co. and Reginald
Talbot were at the meeting. :

Curiosity had brought the latter section; but now that
they were present they meant to make their vo ces heard!

Altogether, the Common-room was more crowded than

i)

Had the walls been made

it had been for many a day!
scarcely have had more fellows

of elastic, it could
crammed into it.
Burkett was present, leaning against the wall, with
Gerald Crooke and Mellish, a scowling grin an his big
{ace. The fellows near were careful not to crowd against
him | !
There was a big sprinkling of New House fellows, and

“ You're asking for another licking, aren’t you 2

more than a few Third Form fags. The junior captaincy,
the fags felt, was a matter that concerned them very
particularly, and they did not mean to be left out of the
“discussion ” concerning the “advisability of a change in
the captaincy of the junior school!” as Cardew’s notice had
worded it. i

The only notable absentees were Tom Merry himself, and
Manners and Lowther. Buf it had scarcely been expected
that Tom would turn up.

“Gentlemen !”’

Cardew’s voice rang out in cool, confident tones above
the hubbub. The buzz of talk died away.

“As chairman,” continued Cardew, “I should like to
remind all you chaps that the purpose of this meetin’ is to
discuss the advisability of a change in the junior captaincy,
at present held by Tom Merry—>"

“Shame !

“Hurrah 1"

“Go it, Cardew!”

“I have nothin’ to say against Tom Merry,” went on
Cardew. His tone was ironical. “He is a most excellent
individual in his way. Rather one of the- ploddin’ sort,
perhaps—but no need to discuss that. The point is that in

Tae Gy Lisrirv.—No, 1,163,
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. the opinion of a good many of us, a chkange would be a
good thing all round —"

“Hurrah! Rather!”

“Rats 1’ /

“ Ustah wot, Cardew, deah boy!”

“Shut up, Gussy I” snapped Kerruish. “Go it, Cardew !”’

“The guestion as to whether Tom Merry is a good skipper
or a rotten bad one is not really very important,” continued
Cardew blandly. “The thing is, he’s been skipper long
enough. New blood 1s wanted. A change would freshen
things up, put sew lite iuto things!” .

“Well, 1 dare say there’s something in that,” nodded Glyn
thoughtfully.

Bernard-Glyn had come to the meeting a strong supporter
of Tom Morry, He had expected to hear Tom Merry
eriticised, and slanged right and left, and he would have
hotly resented such a thing. But Cardew, though he knew
the malcontents would have liked to hear Tom Merry being
slandered, realised that he had their support in any case,
50 that he had no need to pander to them He had to use
all his wiles to converting the “ doubtfuls,” and even Tom’s
supporters, to his way of thinking; and to do so, it was best,
he knew, to employ the velvet glove.

“ Blessed if there isn’t some sense in what Cardew says,
after all!” muttered Kangaroo, the Australian junior.
“Tom’s a good captain, but he’s had a long run for his
money, and the best of skippers 1s bound to get stale. A
change might do good.”

* For example,” Caruew was continuing, his eyes roaming
over the listening crowd, “in the matter of football, Tom
Merry has got into a groove. Time after time he sticks
the same fellows into the team. What’s the result? Stale-
ness! Look at the l.st Greyfriars match. I think it is
generally agreed that in his selection of substitutes for the
three chaps on the sick list Tom Merry showed a lamentable
ignorance of the fellows’ form!”

“ Why, you silly ass—"" began Blake hotly.

But his words were drowned in a deafening cheer from
all the juniors who felt that they should have been selected.

Cardew smiled.

Bernard Glyn went very red. He had been one of the
three fellows selected to fill the vacant places in the eleven,
and he by no means agreed that Tom’s selection had been
2 bad one!

“Anyway,” went on Cardew, “a new skipper would try
iresh talent in the team, for a cert, and that’s what is
wanted, eh ?”

“Hurrah I yelled Roylance.

“Yes, rather!” exciaimed Clifton Dane quickly.

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

“Wats! Tom Mewwy plays the vewy best possible
team——->"

“Well, of course, Gussy is rather prejudiced,” drawled
Cardew. “As a member of the team, our dear friend
Gussy———>

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

There was a chorus of derisive laughter at the expense
of Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim’s went erimson.

“Look heah, you wottah. I considah that a caddish:

wemark !” Arthur Anugustus glared at Cardew indignantly.
“1 considah——" .. .

“8it on Gussy’s head somehody !” suggested Kit Wildrake.

“Look heah, Wildwake——"’

Cardew held up his hand smilingly.

“1 must apologise if T have offended our excellent friend
D’Arey ” he said, in an 1ronical tone. “But let’s get on to
business. 1 would like to propose a motion!”’

There was a tense hush. The fellows could guess well
enough what Cardew’s motion was going to be.

“Namely,” drawled Cardew, “that this meetin’ considers
that a change in the junior eaptaincy would be a good thing
for St. Jim's. and that therefore Tam Merry is asked to
resign ! = : '

He glanced round.

“ Anybody care to second that?”

“3 will I shouted Roylance.

“Goed man? grinned Cardew.
is the motion carried unan?”’ ;

Blake pushed his way forward. His face was flushed and
indignant. ) Ak ]

“Y do!’ he jumped up on to a chair, and glared round.
“There’s a question T’d like to ask! Whom does Cardew
propose to il Tom Merry’s place. if he resigns?”

“Hear. hear!” nodde? Talhot.

There was a silence I+ was rather a poser!

Tn their cagerness to see Tom Merry deposed, the malcon-
tents had forgotter the necessity of finding someone to fill
his plage afterwards! ;

But Cardew smilsd coally

Tae Gru Lmeary.—~No. 1,153
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“That qu’esf;ioq soarcely arises until we have received
’:I.‘?m Merry’s resignation,” -he put in quickly. “Anyway, .
i1l be easy enough to fill his place—"

‘:1 dogx’t think !” roared Herries.

_Tha.‘t‘s only your opinion,” Cardew said, with an ironical
Szr:!‘lle. 1 consider that Blake’s question is beside the point,”

Hear, hear !”" chorused a dozen juniors—only too eager
tﬂ“shelve a difficult question so easily.

voictOOk here, you asses ” began Blake, in an exasperated

“Get down!” snorted Grundy.

“Shut up!1” -

“Dry up, Blake!” :

Somebody gave Blaze’s chair a push, and Blake vanished
w1t‘h an angry yell.

: Hands up those chaps in favour of Tom Merry bein’
asked to resign!” cried Cardew quickly. ;

é forest of hands was raised. - Cardew’s eyes gleamed.

Hands up those fellows opposin’® the motion!” he
dtgwled.
lake & Co., Talbot, . Kangaros, and a few faos

“73“}' D’Arcy, alone raised their hands, ey

i gather,” murmured Cardew, with a fiickering smile

“that the motion is carried I’ : :

“Hurrah!”

“ Rather !

Tom Merry’s handful of supporters said nothing. It was
only too obvious that they were very much in the minority.
To have demanded an™ exact count would have been
ridiculous. ] "

But there were angry looks on their faces.

They knew only too well that it was personal animosity
that had led Cardew 1into organising the anti-Tom Merry
crowd. And they were feeling bitter with such fellows as
Clifton Dane, and Kit Wildrake, and others, for having
allowed Cardew’s facile tongue to sway them to his way
of thinking.

“1 propose, then,” went on Cardew’s cool tones, “that a
deputation is elected at once to visit Tom Merry ‘and
demand his resignation! [——"

Cardew’s voice ceased abruptly.

The door of the Common-room had opened, and Tom
Merry himseli was framed in the doorway. Manners and
Lowther could be seen behind him. : :

om Merry’s face was set in an odd way.

He strode nto the rdom, followed by his chums, and there
was an utter silence a- the fellows watched him enter. Some
of them who had just voted for his resignation, carried away
by Cardew’s arguments, looked a trifle sheepish now, and
avoided Tom’s cool glance, as the captain of the Shell
pushed his way throigh the throng towards the chair on
wh‘Ix‘ch C}:}a,rldegr stood, smilfing and nonchalant.

om halted in tront of Cardew. His eyes ;

the slacker of the Fourth. oy ey

“Why. it’s Thomas himself!” grinned Cardew. In his
eyes there was a malicious gleam. “So you’ve come to our
little meetin’—ch 7

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes, I've come. I was just in time to hear your pro-
posal that a deputation be elected to ask me to resign the
captaincy. Well, P’ll save you that trouble.”

“Meanin' 7" drawled Cardew.

. “Meaning that, since the fellows scem to want my resigna-
tion, they can have it now! I've no wish to try to hang
on against their wishes.” : e '

Tom’s tone, despite himself, was bitter.

He had worked hard and weil in the  ihterests of the
juniors during his long reign as captain of the Lower
School. He had not spared mimself. But his only reward -
was, it seemed, not only complete ingratitude on the part of
most of the juniors, but definite an mosity ! - :

And they had even allowed themselves to be led by Ralph
Reckness. Cardew, the slacker of :the Fourth, the fellow
who had let St. Jim’s down so badly ir the recent Grey-
friars match! : :

Only a short while ago, most of the fellows now in the
Common-room had acclaimed joyfully the fact that he had
licked Cardew for that affair. Yet now they were willing
to follow under Cardew’s leadership against him!

Tom’s face hardened.

“1 resign!” he exclaimed, and the bitterness of his voice
could not be conceaied. “T’ll see Kildare this evening and
tell him so. T'll even oblige you by asking him to arrange
the election for my successor!” >

Tn dead silence, Tom Merry pushed his way through the
crowd back towards the door. He strode out of the
Common-room. ‘ X

Theé silence was broken by-a sudden guffaw of laughter

.

‘from Frederick Burkett.

Cardew glanced at Burkett, and smiled to himself.
Blake & Co., Talbot. and Kangaroo followed Manners and
Lowther from the Common-room, with darkened faces,



EVERY WEDNESDAY,

An echoing, triumphant cheer from the excited crow d
followed them through the. open door, and along the
passage, and up the stairs.

CHAPTER 3.
Cardew’s. Tool |

AP!
i ©Come in!” growled Burkett.
Frederick Burkett was seated in his study, on the

following evening, busy with his prep. Crooke was
sitting at the opposxte end of the table. They both glanced
up as the door opened. :

Burkett's scowling face broke into a grin,

‘“‘Hallo, Cardew ! e

Cardew nodded to the bully of the Shell, ignoring Crooke,
and closed the door behind him, He dropped into a chair.

“Interruptin’ the prep, am I7” drawled Cardew.

“Oh, nover mind {” said Burkett, in his grow lmg voice.
“What do you want to see me about, old chap?”

The bully of the Shell had a very great admiration f{or
Cardew in hls heart Cardew’s cool elegance lmple"qed hiwm
enormously, as did the slacker of the l‘omth cle erness,
and his reput tion for being the gay est of “gay dogs,
when the whim took him to amusc himself m"\ the xhao*
crowd. !

Despite the bluster an
behaved towards other nioi 1 3
flattered by Cardew’s friendliness, though he co
have licked Cardew with one hand tied behind |

Not for a moment did Burkett suspect that in his heart
Cardew despised him, considered him a dull-witted lout

And Cardew was very careful that Burkeit should not

guspect that. Not because he feared Burkett’s brawn, buf
because he wanted to use the muscular occupant of Stady
No. 7 as a tool.

“I wanted to see you about the captaincy,” murmured
Cardew, selectmg 2 mgalette Fxom a gold cigarette-case and
llghtm" it. - ““Have a whiff ?*

“Thanks!” grinned Burkett. I say, what about the cap-
tainey ?” He gave a guffaw. “Ha, ha, ha! It was great,
the way you persuaded the chaps to kick Tom Mer ry out!”

“He must be feeling pr small - to-day!” chuckled
Crooke maliciously. “I ve wanted to see him tfmeﬂ down @
peg for a long while, hang him! It was fine when Bu £
licked him the other day; but now, he'll have to eat humble-
pie properly i

“Yes, I fancy Thomas will be singin’ pretty small in
future!” yawned Cardew. A flickering gleam came into his
eyes. “‘The thing is now, who’s to take his place ‘?

“That ass Talbot has’ put up for it; I see,”
Burkett.

Cardew nodded.

Urged by Blake & Co., Manners and Lowther, and several
others, Reginald Talbot had sent in his name to Kildare
as a candidate for the vacant captainey.

‘But Cardew had cer tainly no wish to see Talbot of the
Shell in Tom Merry’s shoes.

Talbot, as a close friend of Tom Merry’s, would be sure
to carry on with much the same regime as before.

Cardew wanted to complefe his trlumph by seeing an
enemy of Tom Merry’s take over the captaincy—someone
who could be trusted to snub Tom Merry and his friends,
mstead of working with them.

He had been racking his brains to find a suitable fellow
for his purpose. He had thought of Roylance; but Roylance
wag not an outstanding enough fellow to stand much chance
of being clected in opposition to Talbot. And Cardew cer-
tainly did not intend to take on the arduous task of junior
captain himself,

It would have been too much like work for Ralph Reckness
Cardew.

“Yes, Talbot’s puttin’ up,” nodded Cardew. “So far,
there’s no one against him. I thought Figgins might put up,
but he doesn’t seem to be thinkin’ of doin’ so. Bui I'm
hanged if I want to see our friend Reginald takin” over
dear Thomas’ job!”

“Rather not, i growled Burkett,
there ?”

“What about you?”

Cardew's tone was cool. It was clear that he was nob
joking. Burkett jumped and Crooke stared at Cardew in
astonishment.

“Me?” roared Burkett, in amazement.

“Why not?” grinned Cardew.

Burkett stared at him with open mouth. Then he rose
slowly to his feet, and a ﬂickeung smile came upon his
anything but handsome countenance. o swaggered across
towards the fireplace, and stood, with his great legs thrust
mde, watching Cardew thoughtful‘

‘Well, hang it, why not?” he mutteled

“You are rather new here, of course,

2

growled

“But who else is

laconically. “But what of that? Alihough you're a fuuly
new chap, youw' ve made a big name for your:eig already.”

Burkett ‘lnlll‘ ced, and threw his chest out boastfull

“Yes, I fancy I'm cock of the walk here all ri %ﬁ'” ke
growled. ““I can lick the lot of em!”

“Then why not put up for the captainey
Cardew.

Despite his swagger, Burkett could not help but feel a
little c]ov.,btful about that

“Well, you know,” he said uneasily, “that’s rather a tall
order, isn't it? I still don’t know half the chaps. I don’t
know much about the footer, exme! Of course,” he added
grandly, “I'd soon pick it up—>"

“Of course you would!” interrupted Card
ing tone. “You'd soon get the hang of th
help you run things at first, if you liked.”

“You would?” exclaimed Burkeit cagerly,

“Gad, yes!”

Burkett stared frowningly at Crooke.
mg excitedly.

“I think 1’r s a good idea!” chuckled Crooke,

“You do?” queried Bmkett doubtfully.

“Rather! Then we could put Tom Merry & Co. in their
pla& properly 1"

“I'd do that all rlght' > boasted Burkett, with a guffaw.
“Trust me! But it’s not much good me putting up, is it,
unless the chaps would vote for me?”

“I fancy they’d vote for you,” grinned Cardew. “It
would be up to.you to see that they uid, Burkett !

“What do you mean, old chap?’

Cardew chuckled.

“Promise Roylance and all that lot that you'll give ‘em
places in the eleven, and they’ll vote for you =ohd " he
murmured. “They know Talbot won's play them any more
than Tom Merry would.”

“Are they enough to get me in, though, do you think?”
asked Burkett eagerly.

Cardew shrugged.

“Well, you could persuade other chaps to vote for you

o

grinned

in a flatter-
And T'd

Crooke was grin-

as well. A few hidings, you know—-"
“HaA ha, ha!” Burkeft gave a roar of laughter. "Xou
mean 1 could scare a good many chaps into H)tlf“’ for me?

You're right, Cardew! I'll bet I could!”
ardew laughed. His suggestion that Burkett should
(Continued on next page.)
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bully nervous juniors into voting for him was an utterly
unscrupulous one—but it appealed to Burkett enormously |-

“Tl do it1” roared Burkett, thumping the chimneypicce
with his fist. “T'll jolly well do it!”

“Good |” breathed Cardew. He rose to his feet. ‘“Come
along and seo Kildare right away! Pl go with you.”

An uneasy look came into Burkeit's face. v

“Have I got to see Kildare?” he growled. “The cad
licked me lust night—found me twisting D’Arcy minor’s
arm, The little cad had cheeked me, but Kildare—"

“Oh, never mind!” smd Cardew impatiently. “Kildare
can’t refuse to let you pus up for the captaincy, even if he
doesn’t like you. Come on!” .

“ Oh, all right |” grunted Burkett.

With lurching strides he followed the clegant figure of
Ralph Reckness Cardew from the study.

There was a smile on Cardew’s face. .

Though he knew very well that to put Burkett into the
junior captainey was about the worst thing for the junior
school that could happen, he did not care. : :

He knew that by doing so he would drive home his
triumph over Tom Merry to the hilt. - S L

Cardew never did things by halves; and even in his hour
of triumph he was as cager as ever to force ’Iom Merry &
Co. to drink the cup of humiliation to its bitterest dregs.
And he could accomplish that in no better way than by help-
ing to set over them, as junior captain, Frederick Burkett,
the bully of the Shell.

Though on the face of things it might seem that Burkett
stood no chance ot winning the election, Cardew believed
that with judicious “canvassing ”—of a violent nature
where necessury—the juniors could be persuaded to voto
for the bully in sufficient numnbers to ensure his success.

And Cardew was right.

The election took place on’ the following Wednesday.

The result was one that staggered and dismayed Tom
Merry and his friends. Thoy had not believed that Burkeit
stood a chance. ’ :

But when the result was anhnouneed by Eric Kildare, the
juniors learnt that Burkett had defeated Talbot by five
votes.

Frederick Burkett was junior captain of St. Jim’s.

.

P p—

CHAPTER 4.
- The New Captain!
“ENEEN the hoard?” 2
Monty Lowther rushed into Study No.
fairly yelled that question. ; -
Tom Merry and Manners were collecting their
books for afternoon classes. It was the day following the
election,

Tom shook his head.

“No. Why, what’s up, Monty?”

Monty Lowther almost choked,

“ Burkett’s put up the team to play Abbotsford on Satur-
day !” he panted. “There’s not a single one of the old team
in it!”

“My hat!”

Manners stared at his chum in amazement.

“Not a single blessed onc!” panted Monty Lowtiher.
“Burkett’s dropped the lot!” :

Tomn Merry shrugged: coolly.

“I'm not surprised,” he said. “I certainly didn’t expect
he would play me, at any rate.” A rather bitter smile
appeared on his face. “Burkett bought votes by promising
all sorts of chaps a place in the team, so I duppose he’s
going to keep his word. Anyway, he’s captain. He can
do as he likes.”

“B-but it’s the world’s worst team !” spluttered Lowther
excitedly. “ Abbotsford will wipe the ground with us!”

Tom shrugged. s

He was no longer captain. It was no business of his what
team Burkett chose to sclect for an important match.

“Who's playing ?” he asked

“Roylance, and Kerruish, and Julian,” said Lowther
bitterly, “and chaps like that. Clifton Dane’s in the
team. He’s about the best. He and Wildrake., Burkett’s
playing. and—who do you think $—Crookes 1” .

Monty Lowther almost choked again.

“Crooke!” he repeated. “Think of it!”

“Not Grundy as well?” inquired Tom dryly.

“No,” admitted Lowther. “He’s drawn the line thers,
Grundy’ll be wild!” He grinned faintly. “I heard Bur-
kett promising Grundy only yesterday morning that he'd
give him a chance in the eleven!”

“Who's in goal?” asked Manners. “You don’t mean to
tay Burkett’s even dropped Fatty Wynn?”

“He has! -Hammond’s in goal.”

“Hammond’s not bad,” said Tom gquictly,
on old Fatty, of course!”
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* Abbotsford’ll thrash ’em!” groaned Monty Lowther,

The bell for classes interrupted the chums of Study No. 10.

Guiside the Shell Form room, as they arrived downstairs,
o number of Shell fellows were already gathered, waiting
for Mr. Linton.

Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn, were amongst them.

Wilking and Guan were looking very pleased with them-
selves. They were hoth down to play against Abbotsford
i Burkett’s team. But at sight of Tom Merry they both
went a trifle pink, 2

Wilkins and Gunn swere good chaps at heart, although
izley had allowed the bribe of a place in the team to induce
tilem to join George Alfred Grundy in voting for the bully
of the Shell, and they felt a little sheepish in the presence
of Tom Merry,

But though Wilkins and Gunn were pleased about the
cleven that the new captain had chosen to meet Abbotsford,
the great George Alfred Grundy was just the reverse.

Grundy was nolding forth excitedly. :

“The blessed rotter I’ boomed Grundy, glaring round at
the assembled Shell fellows. *He promised to stick me in
the team if I’d vote for him—and now he's left me out |

Some of the Shell fellows chuckled. But Manuers
grunted.

“Serve you right for letting yourself be bribed, Grundy |7
e snapped, .

Grundy glared at him. .

. “Rats! I'm fed up with being kept in the background
in junior footer! Think I'd vote for Talbot? Why, when I
asked him if he’d play me, if he was elected, he told me he
wouldn’t even play me if he was elected headmaster |

““Ha, ha, ha!?

‘“Anyway, he was honest about it!” grinned Kangaroo.

"‘Welé, {ou re,right there " admitted Grundy. “That
{ urkett—"
t's that?” bellowed a ferccious voice.

d Burkett had come swaggering up, just in time to
Crundy’s excited words,

undy turned on tim. He was, .at any rate, mno
coward, and he was not afraid of the gigantic bully.

“You rotter!” snorted Grundy. “You said you'd pley
meo in the eleven against Abbotsford ?

Burkett grinned sourly.

“I changed my mind !’ he scowled. *“So shut upt?

“I'm blessed if T'll shut up!” roared Grundy. “VYou
collared my vote under false pretences you blessed twistert
If you weren’t a blessed great lout, I'd wallop you! I——*%

Grundy got ne farther.

Burkeit, his face dark, had rcached out and seized
Grundy by the tie, and jerked him forward, thrusting his
own face into the crimson countenance of the great George
Alfred.

. “Do you want me to thrash you?” demanded Burkett, in
a huliying tone. “I will, if you don’t shut 521 gl

Grundy choked. But even in his present excited state,
Grundy realised that discretion was the better part of
valour. He knew only too well that Burkett could thrash
him soundly if he wanted to. Though he was no coward,
Grundy was not quite duffer encugh to ask for a licking |

“Qh, all right!” growled Grundy. “Hands off, bleow
youl”

Burkett grinned, and released Grundy, pushing the
great George Alfred from him as though he had been no
more than a Third Form fag. Grundy toppled over back-
wards with a wild yell—just as Mr. Linton came rustling
round the corner.

*Oh! Goodness gracious! Yooofff!”

Mr. Linton gave a startled yell as Grundy cannoned into
him. Grondy, in a wild effort to save himself, clasped
the master of the Shell round the neck, and he and Mr,
Linton fell to the floor in a struggling heap.

“Ha, ha, hat” :

Tho fellows roared. They could not help it. The sight
of Mr. Linton sitting there, with his books scaitered abhout
him, and his mortar-board tilted rakishly over one eye, was
too much for them! Burkett joined in with a loud guffaw—
but the laughter of all was hastily silenced d4s Mr. Linton
staggered to his feet, glaring at the juniors fiercely.

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Linton. “How—how dare
you laugh? You will all take one hundred lines!” :

“Oh, crumbs|”

There were exclamations of dismay among the Shell
fellows. Mr. Linton turned a glittering eye upon Grundy
as that hapless junior staggered up.

“Grundy !’ thundered Mr. Linton.

“Y.yes, sir?’ stuttered Grundy.

“You will do me five hundred lines, for horseplay in the
passage!” rasped Mr. Linton

“Oh, "crumbs 1”

Grundy’s dismayed glance turned towards Burkett., Tom
Merry touched Burkett on the arm,
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“Own up, you cad!” muttered Tom, “Tell Linton it
was you that pushed Grundy!”

“Rats!” scowled Burkett.

He swung on his heel and strode into the class-voom, at
Mer. Linton's heels. Grundy hurried after him, and caught
him by the coat.

“You rotter!” breathed Grundy.
own up?’

“Go and eat coke!” grinned Burkett.

He took his place, and Grundy, after a wrathfu! snort.
followed suit. The other Shell fellows surveyed Burkett
indignantly.

“That's the sort of chap weo've got for a skipper!”
muttered Manners. “A rotter who won't own up when—-""

“ Manners! You were talking. Take another fifty lines!”

Manners gasped and relapsed inte silence. Burkett
grinned.

Already, it seemed, he was beginning to turn some of
his followers against him. But he was safe in the captaincy
now, and he did not care. He had bought the juniors’

“Aren’t you going to

t

£ ! l iy

H

Somebody in the crowd gave Jack Biake's chair a push; and he vanished
with an angery yell.

¢ Qet down, Blake !*' “Dryup!?

votes and been elected junior captain; and he carcd
nothing now for the further good will of such fellows as
George Alfred Grundy.

e

CHAPTER 5.
The Abbotsford Match !

68 OING to watch the match?”
Reginald Talbot put his head in at the door of
- Study No. 10 with that question.

It was Saturday afternoon, after dinner, and
t’r—.‘]e Terrible Three were in their study, looking rather at
a loss.

For Tom Merry and Monty Lowther, at any rate, it was
decidedly curious to know that ghere was a big match on
that afternoon, and yet they had not to go and change
into footer kit and take part in it!

Bu$ it looked as though they would have to get used
to that now that Frederick Burkeit was Junior Captain of
8. Jim's.

Reginald Talbot, though usually a sunny-faced individual,
was looking anything but his cheery self. He, too, fslt
keenly the fact that he was nod wanted for the inatch
that afternoon.

“Yes, I suppose we may as well watch it,’’ said Tom
Merry, with a nod. “XY’m afraid it won’t be very pleasant

9

36, Jim’s arc in for a licking, unlcss a miracle happens!
But we may as well see it, anyway.” 3y

“Yes, we may as well watch Burkett’s rag-time team
getting wiped up!” grunted Monty Lowther.

“Come on, then!” agreed Manners, picking up his cap.

Together with Talbot, the Terrible Three left the study
and headed for the stairs. They looked in at Study No. 6
%fx the Fourth Form passage, and were joined by Blake &
Co.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was locking very indignant
about things as the friends of the Fourth and Shell lefk
tho School House and set off towards Little Side, where
the Abbotsford match was duc to begin in another few
minutes.

“Fancay havin' the cheek to leave evewy one of us
out of the team, deal boys!"” suorted Arthur Augustus. “I
considah——"’

“It’s a deliberate slight, of course!” growled Blake.

“Yes,” nodded Tom Merry. “And it’s Cardew who's pub
him up to it, I feel sure I realise now that Cardew Las
never forgiven me for the licking I gave him.”

“Burkett ought to be scwagged!” declared the swell of
St. Jim’s, with a sniff.

“Yes—but who’s going to scrag him?” grinned Monty
Lowther ruefully., *If there’s any scragging done, it’s
Burkett that always does it1”

“Yaas, that is the twouble!” admitted the swell of
8t. Jim's with a sigh, and a shake of his noble head. At
one time I had evewy hope that I'om Mewwy would be
able to thwash the wottah, despite Burkett's tewwific
bwute stwength. But when Burkett wiped up the gwound
with Tem, it wathah put the lid on things, don't you
know.”

Tom Merry colourcd faintly.

Tue Gea Lismany,~—No. 1,153
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“T twust you do net wesent my wefewwin® to your lickin’,
deah boy?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus hastily.

“Ass!” said Tom ghortly,

* Shut up, Gussy |” snapped Manners. “Hallo, the game’s
started 17

They had arrived on Little Side to find the match already
in progress.

It was by no means an ideal day for footer. There
was a strong wind sweeping down the footer field, a wind
with rain in i,

Burkett had evidently won the toss for his side, for the
St. Jim’s Eleven were playing with the wind.

Tom Merry and Co., Talbot, and Blake & Co., gathercd
in a group half-way down the touch-line, watching the game
with curious eyes. « i 2

Fellows glanced at them covertly. The majority of Tom
Merry’s group were fellows who had always been certain
of a place in the team under Tom Merry's regime, Tho
other juniors wondered—some of them rather maliciously—
what Tom and his friends were feeling like, now that they
were out of it, the merest nobodies under Burket{’s
captainey !

But Tom Merry & Co. did not notice the curious glances
cast in their direction. They were too intent upon the
game.

They rcalised almost at once that Abbotsford had sent
over a far weaker team than usual.

“That’s a bit of luck for Burkett,” growled Blake.

Tom Merry nodded, He was watching with critical eycs as
Burkett’s forward line, consisting of Wildrake at centre,
Roylance and Gunn on either side of him, and Kerruish and
Wilkins out on the wings, attacked the Abbotsford defence.

Though Wildrake was playing good footer, and the others
were backing him up fairly well, the play was certainly nob
np to the usual St Jim’s junior eleven standard! The old
forward line, consisting of Tom Merry, Monty Lowther,
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, Erncst Levison and Reginald
Talbot could have made circles round Burkett’s forwards.

But thanks chiefly to the blustering wind behind them,
the St. Jim’s attack was doing well enough against the
unusually weak Abbotsford team.

Even as Tom Merry watched, Wildrake passed tec Roy-
lance, and a lucky kick from the latter’s foot was caught
by a gust of wind and borne past the Abbotsford goalkeeper
into the net.

“My hat !’ gasped Monty Lowther. “They’ve scored!”

It had certainly been a lucky goal, if ever there was one.
But-it was scarcely as lucky as the one which followed!

With the powerful advantage of the wind behind them,

the St. Jim’s cleven, five minutes later, succeeded in pene-
trating the Abbotsford defence again. A shot of Gunn’s
failed to get past the goalkeeper, however—but as the
goalie kicked clear, the wind caught the ball again. It
struck one of the Abbotsford backs, and rebounded into
the net before the astonished goalkeeper had time to keep
it out. :

“B-bai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augustus.

“Great pip!” cjaculated Herries feebly.

“Carry me home to die!” gasped Monty Lowther.
you ever see such luck?”

Roars of laughter were mingled with the cheering of the
St. Jim’s onlookers. as the disconsolate Abbotsford goal-
keeper fished the ball out of the net.

There were determined expressions on ihe faces of the
Abbotsford men, as they kicked off again.

But luck was against them.

The wind scemed to be increasing with cvery moment,
and it brought with it a fine, stinging rain that beat into
the faces of the visiting team. Conusequently, the St. Jim’s
cleven were able to hold their own fairly casily, and
Burkett, at right-back, had practically nothing to do.
Hammond, in goal, did not even touch the ball.

The Abbotsford men were no doubt promising themselves
revenge at half-time! : <

But when half-time came, the amazing bad luck that
dogged their footsteps still comtinued. The wind fell a
few minutes before the interval, and when the teams bad
changed ends for the second half it had dropped altogether.

But even though they had no wind to help them, the visit-
ing team, now that they were no longer facing it, soon put
a very different complexion on to things!

They attacked strongly, and though they were by no
means up to the usual standard of -Alhotsford teams, they
forced nearly all the play into the St, Jim’s half.

Hammond began to have a busy time!

Burkett himself was no footballer. But his great size
and strength seemed rather to intimidate tho visitors, and
they gave him a wide berth. But for that fact,- they 'must
soon have scored. As it was, not till the second half had
been in progress for half an hour did the Abbotsford inside-
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rig,;ht succeed in putting the ball past Hammond into the
net,

During the remaining quarter of an hour, the visiting
team struggled desperately to equalise, But their ill-luck
held. They had discovercd that Burkett was by no means
so formidable as a footballer as he looked, gnd the Abbots-
ford forwards were having things all their own way. Buf
shot after shot missed the goal by inches, the ball flying
just outside the posts, or hitting the crossbar.

When the final whistle went, St. Jim’s were the victors by
two goals to one—and on Burkett’s mud-bespattered face
there was a triumphant grin.

It had been anything but good football, and only the most
amazing luck had brought victory to St. Jim’s. Bub Burkett
swaggered off the field with Crooke as though he had won
the Cup Final.

Crooke, too, though he had played amazingly badly at
right-half, strutted along with a very grand air indeed. 'The
pair of them caught sight of Tom Merry & Co., and turned
towards them,

“Well, what ahout that?” grinned Burkett boastfully.
“We've licked them! No more four—one lickings for St.
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Jim’s, 1 you had over at Greyfriars, now I'm captain!”

Tom Merry smiled. But it was an ironical smile. He
said nothing. But Blake stepped forward with an angry
snort.

“Why, you ass!” he said impatiently. “It was only by
giddy luck that you won, as you'd know if you were any-
thing of a foothaller {”’ .

“What?” roared Burkett. “Why, you—you-—>

“Oh, come on,” exclaimed Tom Merry, taking Blake by
the arm. ‘Leave the giddy victor to his triumph, old
chap!” He laughed. “Anyway, it's something to be pleased
about that'St. Jim’s won!”

Tom Merry and his companions turned away towards the
quad, leaving Burkett glaring after them.

. s . . . ®

There were great rejoicings that evening among Burkett’s
supporters. E

The victory over Abbotsford was hailed as a great triumph
for the new eleven, and definite proof of its sterling worth.
Burkett and his followers made a point of comparing the
day’s result with the defeat Tom Merry’s eleven had
sutlered at the hands of Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars
~—the fact of the St. Jim’s team on.the latter occasion being
2 man short, and containing no less than three substitutes in
its depleted ranks for fellows on the sick list, being tacitly
ignored !

The result of the Abbotsford match had certainly been a
surprise for Tom Merry & Co. ;

They wero pleased, despite everything, that St. Jim’s had
beaten the visitors. But they knew only too well, that it
had been the most amazing luck that alone had enabled
Burketi and his merry men to win.

But one thing was very certain!

In future, Tom Merry & Co. would be deliberately kept
in the background, so far as footer was concerned, by the
new captain. Such fellows as Roylance and Kerruish and
Wildrake would be the representatives of St. Jim’s against
rival schools.

The new regime had certainly started with a victory. But
how long it would continue on victorious lines was a very
doubtful problem in the opinion of the Terrible Three and
the chums of Study No. 6. -

——

CHAPTER 6.
Cardew Cools Off !
ALPH RECKNESS CARDEW yawned.
He seemed tired. S
_Cardew was seated by the counter in Mrs. Taggles’
little tuckshop under the elms. It was tea-time, and
Cardew had felt too lazy to make tea for himself in Study

No.h12. So he had sauntered out. to the tuckshop. to enjoy
it there.
Mrs. Taggles smiled at Cardew. The slacker of the

Fourth, being a wealthy fellow, was a good customer, and
to good customers Mrs Taggles always made herself very
pleasant, naturally enough.

“Tired, Master Cardew?”’

Cardew nodded. ¢ :

“1 am feelin’ rather tired,” he admitted. “I walked
down to the river this afternoon. Must have covered nearly
2 quarter of a mile altogether, I suppose.” He shuddered,
“Frightful stretch!”
© Mrs. Taggles smiled doubtfully. She never quite knew
when Cardew was joking. ;

{Continued on page 12.)
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CL.UB HISTORIES

NOTTS FORESI

r.C.

Bold, Bad Forestersi
OTTS FOREST are one of the
ootball clubs 1 have always
liked, mainly because there is a
touch. of novelty in the name
under which they play. Anybody can
think of adding the word Wanderers or
Rovers, or United, but there is only one
Foothall League team to-day with whom
the word Forest is associated.

[t you let your imagination run a little
you ecan see bold, bad Foresters, lurking
behind the trees, ready to pinch a couple
of League pomnts from any stranger who
happens to pass. or who has such a spacious
cloak” that the English Cup itself might
be hidden underneath without anybeody
suspecting same.

Of course, you know--or perhaps you
don’t—why this football clug which the
Editor sent me to visit is called Notts
Forest. They play on the old Forest
recreation ground. and that recreation
ground was once in the heart of Sherwood
Torest, well known in history because of
association with Robin Hoed

| can’t quite remember whethe: Robin
Hood was lamous for deing the unex-
pected, but the Foresters of these days have
done the unexpected this season. When
the Cup-ties started they were a iowly
Second Division side, even in danger of
losing their place in that secction. Nobody
expected them to make any real progress
in the Cup, but they just stuck it and
stuck it while other more famous teams
went out.

And so it was suggested to me when 1
got to what 15 now called the City ground
at Nottingham—that the boid Reds ot
to-day have some of the fighting spirit of
the old Foresters. They went to Sunder-
land for the Fifth Round o1 the Cup this
geason and early in the second half of
the match were two goals dowu. The
%ame was as good as jost, or 80 L seemed.

ut as the man they had put into the
contre-forward position had not pinched
the goals, as expected, s shutlle was made:
‘Young Dickinson. 2 bonnie tighter w a
foutball jersey. was brought from - the
wing to the centre, and he got two yoals
to save the  match. These self-same
Foresters aiso beat  Sundertand ©n the
replay by three goals to one, aithough they
were a goal to the bad until about twenty

minutes trom the end. ;
H sSheffield Wednesday as wvisivors
] in the Sixth - Round, and Mr.
Secretary Stanley Hardy torthwith delved
mto history the minute that game was
mentioned. = ’ .

Thawrty Shillings ¢ Game! :
AVING disposed of Sunderland m
the Fifth -Round. the Forest had

NOTTS

He recalled—end I believe this is a
fact—that Notts Forest and Sheffield
Wednesday played in a Cup-tie in 1383,
That was before players were allowed to
be pa:d for playing. Forest wor that
match. but the Wednesday protested on
the grounds that one of their men had been
paid the handsome fee of thirty shillings
for appearing in the game. And the
protest was upheld.

As a matter of tact there is just about
as much interesting history connected
with the Forest club as any to be found n
the length and breadth of the land. [ was
shown, when I went there the other day,
% quaint old-time whistie. 1 was assured

ANQOTHER FOOTER TEAM
THAT LIVES ON A DIET OF
GOALS FOR BREAnFAST!

that this whistle was the first ever used
by a referee to control a footbal! match.
I cannot swear that the whistie I saw was
the actua! first used, but it is'a tact that it
was on the ground of Notts Forest, in 1878.
that a referee’s whistle was first heard.

With * the present-day trainer, Dave
Willis, who puts so much “ pep * into the
boys that they generally play their best
during the last quarter of an hour of a
mateh, 1 tell to discussing forward iorma-
tions. And he in his turn told me that it
i8 claimed for the Forest that they were
the first club to adopt the three half-back
iormation. I don’t know how long that
= ago. but it was cex'tainlgl betore you were
born. and probably betore I was born
either. So we will call these Foresters
pioneers of the football world—explorers,
adventurers. and experimenters.

Smiling Watlace !

HE tramer. who will have his littie
joke. then told me that he would
introduce me 0 *° Noah’s Ark.”
I told him that | had had enough

oi nessory, and that | wanted to see the
present-day players. He laughed at that,
threw open the gymnasium door, end said :

* There you are—Noah's Ark!”

The srainer had to dodge back quickly
through the partly opeus door -or he might
have been hit by something which was
heid threateningly m the hands of a player.
And that play%r, as | qulcki‘gI discovered,
was Noah Burton. Because Noah is there
—because he has been there ionger than
any of the other players—they cali the
Forest tellows- * Noah's Ark.”

And a2e they passed out on w0 e
practice pitch two by two, 1 found ous
something about them. They

be the best footballers ever, these bold,

1 did
Irishman

O SEE

may notj.

 bad Foresters, but they
are a very bright lot,
fuli of life and sparkle,
and when the referce
says go—they go. and
never stop running till
a match is over.
Mostly the players of
to-day are Erglishmen,
and mostly they have
been brmg%ht out by the
Forest' officials becsuse
is not a lot of
spare cash to be thrown
about in the shape of
big transfer fees. .
discover &n
among the
party—Bob Wallace,
who plays at left-half,
and who is the life and
soul of the Ark. [
believe that if it rained
at Nottingham for forty
days and forty nights,
Wallace would keep on
smiling, and keep on
telling the boys that the eun would be
sure to shine on the following morning
s0 that they cruld go out and enjoy &
game ot golf

there

FOREST.

Dexterity in Defence!

; OALKEEPER DEXTER iz well
named. and | was actually intro-

duced to him as * Mr. Dexterity.”
Now they know ‘a good goal-
keeper at the Forest when they see one,
jor they bave had the great Sam Hardy
on their staff in the pasy, and actually
Dexter was the successor of perhaps the
best 'keeper England has ever possessed.
Billy Thompson and his partner,
Barrington. the tull-backs, are very good
in the art of positional play. and the
former knows all the moves. He should
do. because Le is a draughtsman who fuily
mastered that job before he consented
to sign on as a professional footbalier.*
Between the Irishisms of Wallace and
the Scottish humour of right-half McKinlay
1 got a bit mized up, but I diccovered that
they were the very best of friends, and that
they tove to piay each other at the good
oid zame of billiards. Loftus, the inside-
left, assured me that the Irishman and the
Scotsman never quarrel but, with &
twinkle in his eye, he added that they
couldn’t because neither could wnderstand.
the other. >

For the Love of the Game!’ >
ARLIER in these notes I told you of
E a case of a Notts Forest player of
olden days over whom the club got
into trouble because they paid him
tor 1laying when payment was not allowed.
The Notts Forest team to-day has in if
one man who doesn’t get paid tor playing—
Clive German. And I can assure you that
the rest of the staff at the City ground are
prepared to pay tribute to what this
amateur inside-right has done for the side
since he threw in his lot with them. .
Clive German played for Oxford against
Cambridge at soccer not long ago. and was
largely nstrumental in sesing the Dark
Blues shrough to victory when everybody
expected Cambridge to win. He is now in
practice concerning legal matters af
Nottingham. He jast loves the sport of
football, and the faste: the gamo goes,
the heavier the charging. the more German
likes it. He is, indeed. one of the lads of
the Forest in these days' ;
| was told that Notts had ptayed Cup-
ties in all the four countries of the British
Isles. They have also played in the
Firgt Division, and will do so again in bh'e
future. because the real team spirit 1B
there. y
“ Nosex,”
Tas Geu Lieary—No. 1155



2

12
b 8 i
4 K8
¢ The Bully of the Shell!
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Cardew yawned again, politely concealing it behind his
hand. ;

It was a Wednesday afternoon, necarly a fortnight after
the Abbotsford match.

A shadow fell across the tuckshop doorway. Tom Merry
entered, with Manners and Lowther. They glanced at
Cardew, then ignored bhim. The Terrible Three were still
“eutting ¥ Cardew. ] N : g

The chums of Study No. 10 were cvidently laying in
provisions for tea in their study. They left the little shop
with their arms laden, and Cardew watched them go with
a grin on his handsome face. " - )

During the last fortnight the Terrible Three had been
more or less nobodies at St. Jim’s, and Cardew felt sure
that they must be smarting at their ignominious position.

But for once Cardew was wrong in his estimate.

Tom Merry & Co. had taken the turn of the tide very
philosophically. They were kept out of the football by the
new captain, and they missed their foover, it was true. But
Tom Merry, at any rate, had been relieved of a greab
deal of responsibility by the change in the captaincy, and
he was determined to enjoy his new-found freedom from
that arduous position. : -

Tom Merry and his friends were going their way with-
out worrying about Burkett or Cardew or anyone!

Another shadow fell across the doorway.

Burkett entered the tuckshop. Cardew gave a muftered
exclamation. :

“Oh gad!” he sighed to himself wearily. "

Burkett’s face lit up a little at sight of the slacker of
the Fourth. : i

“I’ve been looking for you!” he cxclaimed growlingly.

Cardew, who had spent all that day carefully avoiding
Burkett, knew very well that Burkett had been looking for
him. But he managed to look surprised. .

“1 wanted to see you this morning,” complained Burkett.
‘‘ About the Wednesday practice game, you know——"

“Oh)” murmured Cardew. “Why?”

“I wanted you to help me arrange the tcams,” grumbled
Burkett.

Cardew grinned inwardly.

“QOh! Vhy ?” repeated Cardew languidly.
to say, you'tre slf,ippcr, dear man—not me!”

es ——

, bu
“What did you do, then ?”’ yawned Cardew.
“ Nothing,” growled Burkett. “There wasn’t any practice
game. The chaps got a bit annoyed about it.”
“Did they?” grinned Cardew. “Surprisin’!”
“1 gave Wildrake a licking,” scowled Burkett.
got too cheeky.”
Cardew smiled.

He had soon grown tired of the task of running the
captaincy for Burkett, behind the scenes. At first he had
helped Burkett in order to enable the bully to make a
reasonable success of the captainecy, in order to make
Tom Merry look all the smaller. DBut now that he had
wearied of doing so, and was leaving Burkett to do the best
fo could by himself, the new captain’s leadership was
beginning to go to pieces.

There had been complaints already, Cardew knew. And
Burkett’s method of dealing with complaints was to lick
the fellows who made them!

“Well, look here,” went on Burkett, drawing up a stool
beside Cardew’s, “I want to talk to you about the match
against the Grammar School on Saturday !”

“Oh gad!”’ groaned Cardew.

“Eh?”

“Nothin' 1” said Cardew bastily.

“Clifton Dane won’t be able to play,” grunted Burkett.
“ Neither will Gunn. Gunn’s crocked, and Dane’s gone down
with a bad chill, and he’s in the sanny. And I'm hanged
if -T’Il play Wildrake, after what he said to-day about
there not being a practice game! P’ve finished with
Wildrake.”

Cardew yawned

“Well ” he said impatiently. “What do you want me
to do ahout it?”

“Tell me who to put in their places, of course,” grunted
Burkett.

“I should play Grundy, Wally D’Arcy, and Kildare, if
Lig W?re]you,” drawled Cardew iromically, slipping from
his stool.-
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“I mean

“He
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He sauntered out of the tuclshop, leaving Burkett staring
after him with a blank expression on his rugged face.

“Grundy?” muttered Burkett, “Wally D’Arecy? And—
and Kildare? Hang i, he must have been joking! The
silly ass!”

A wrathful frown appeared on Burkett’s countenance.
With beetling brows he lurched quickly towards the dcor
and stared out,

But Cardew had vanished.

He had no inclination towards discussing the Grammar
School mateh with Burkett Cardew did not care two pins
about the Grammar School match. :

Burkett searched for him, but he searched in vain. At
last the Samson of the Shell retired to his study in a very
bad temper. ¥

Burkett enjoyed being captain.
tyrant, such a position appealed to him tremendously. Bug
he was not a clever individual, and a certain amount of
brains were needed for the task of junior skipper.

Where his own brains failed Burkett had relied upon
Cardew’s.

But it was beginning to seem, even to Frederick Burkett,
tﬁ-nt C'a,rdew was tiring of being the brains behind the
throne!

And the prospect of having to run the captaincy without
Cardew’s help was one that filled the bully of the Shell
with a good deal of uneasiness.

He sallied forth after a while to search for Cardew
again. The matter of the cominz Grammar School match
had to be settled. and he wanted Cardew’s help in doing

50,

But he could not find Ralph Reckness Cardew.

Not until the juniors were going upstairs to bed did
Burkett again set eyes on the 5acket of the Fourth. He
joined him on the stairs, and seized him by the arm.

“T say,” muttered Burkett eagerly, “do you really think
Grundy would be any good? Against the Grammar School,
you know: 2

“Gad, yes!” nodded Cardew.

To himself he added:

“Good for the other side!”

“Then T'll play him,” grunted Burkett. ““Now, what
about Gore? Or do vou think a New House chap—""

“Ask me to-morrow,” pleaded Cardew. ‘““I'm feelin’ foo
tired just now.”

“But, look here—"

“Play anybody you like,” sighed Cardew wearily, “I
don’t care!”

He disengaged his arm from Burketi’s huge hand, and
strolled away towards the Fourth Form dormitory.

Burkett glared after him speech! ssly,

By nature a bullying

CHAPTER 7.
Good O'd Grundy !

EORGE ALFRED GRUNDY smiled 2 satisfed smile.
He was standing hefore the glass in the changing-
room surveying himself contentedly.
Grundy was clad in footer kit.

It was the following Saturday. the day of the mateh
against Gordon Gay & Co. of the Grammar School, And
Grundy was playing!

Grundy hed arrived at the changing-room a good quartey
of an hour before anyone clse. He was already changed,
though none of the other footballers had even put in an
appearance as yet., 7

“Blessed slackers!”
at last from the glass.

Even as he spoke, however, three juniors appeared. They
were Roylance, and his own two chums, Wilkins and Gunn,
Gunn was walking with a limp. He was not playing in the
mateh, for he had crocked his ankle during the week.

“Buck up, you dummies!” bopmed Grundy. “Mustn’t be
late for the kick-off }’ ~

Roylance stared at Grundy—not very amiably.

“Why, you ass, it’s not kick-off ill two o’clock!” he
exclaimed. “I’s only twenty minutes to now.”

“T believe in being in plenty of tims for an important
mateh,” said Grundy impressively. -

Wilkins and Gunn grinned. Roylance sniffed as he began
io change. He did not approve at all of the inclusion of
Grundy in the team! Neither did any of the other members
of the eleven, excest Burkett. But Burkett had decided.
for ‘some mexplicable reason, that Grundy should play, and

grunted Grundy, as he turned away

- no one dared argne with the bully of the Shell.

PH)

“You know,” said Grundy, * Burkett is a good skipper.
after all’ He's come round to see sense. in a way that Tom
Merry never did.”

“How’s that?” inquired Wilkins, kicking off his bootse.

“Why, in playing me, of course, you dun:my 1

“Oh, my hati?

“What's that ?” rocared Grundy,
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“QOh, nothing!” said Wilkins hastily,

CGirundy stared at him suspiciously. .

“You're not mesning you don't think I ought to be in
the team, are you?” Le demanded. “Because if you
are I'll jolly well —" )

“Of course you ought to be in the team, old chap!”
said Wilkins humbly.

“1 should jolly well think I ought!” snorted Grundy.

Other members of the team were entering the changing-
room now. Gordon Gay & Co. had arrived, and before
long the footballers were going out on to -Little Side.

A big crowd had gathered to watch the match.

Possibly the inclusion of Grundy in the team had
attracted fellows to Little Side that afternocon. Even Fifth-
Formers were standing on the touch-line. At sight of
Burkett's team coming out—with Grundy well in the fore—
there were lusty chezers.

Grundy grinned round at the onlookers kindly, mentally
deerding to show the fellows a thing or two that afternoon!

Ralph Reckness Cardew, watching the St Jim’s team
and the Grammarians lining up, smiled

He had suggested to Burkett that Grundy should be
put in the team for a joke. But Burkeit bad taken him
seriously{ . And Cardew had not bothered to explain to
Burkett that he had been joking. - He was tired of helping
Burkett in his duties as junior eaptain. :

But since Grundy was in the team, there looked like
being some fun on Little Side that afternoon, and Cardew
had strolled along to watch it!

He had not to wait long for his amusement. :

Grundy was playing at inside-left, between Wilkins and

Roylance. The Grammarians kicked off, and instantly
Gxémd%rl hurled himself at the ball. :
rash !

George Alfred Grundy, Gordon Gay, the Grammarian
leader, and Frank Monk, the Grammar Scheol inside-right,
went down in a heap, as a result of Grundy's terrific
attack. - ;

Gordon Gay gave a yell. as Grundy placed a boot on
his face in struggling up agamn. But Gruandy did not heed.
He had seen the ball lying near him, and he was con
it like a flash.

“T'll show 'em!” thought Grundy. E

He rushed away up the field with the ball. >

A fgure loomed up before him. and Grundy charged it
over, and swept on. Another footballer barred his way,
and the second met the same fate as the first.

Grundy tore on! — ; 7

He was vaguely conscious of excited yells around him.
The onlookers were evidently cheering him. A rugged
smile appeared for a moment on Grundy’s face. But he
had no time to think of the sensation he was causing. On
towards the goal he rushed.

Crash!

One of the full-backs had tried to bar his progress, but
in vain. The back went over with a gasp, and Grundy
charged for the goal.

The goalkeeper was crouching. He was shouting to
Grundy. and waving his arms.excitedly. Grundy vaguely
wondered at that. It did not seem usual for a goalkeener
to shout and wave his arms when an opposing forward
was about to shoot -

But that was the goalkeeper's look-out, not Grundy’s.

Not till he had rushed almost across the goal-line did
Grundy shoot. The goalie caught the bail against his
chest desperately—but Grundy, unable to stop himself—
hurtled on, and he and the goalkeeper went into the net
in a wild heap. The ball went flying into the back of the
net. and Grundy felt a wave of joy and triumph sweep
over him as he struggled. rather dazedly to his feet.

He had scored. He had shown them—already, in the
first minute of the game, he had shown them!

“You—you hurbling bandersnatch!” .

Grundy jumped. 3

The goalkeeper was addressing him, in terms that were
scarcely complimentary—and his voice seemed somehow
familiar. 2

Grundy stared at the goalkeeper. The spluttering face
of I:arry Hammond. the St. Jim's goalkeeper, glared back
at him!

“ You-—you silly lunatic!” shrieked Hammond.
h_Grundy’s jaw dropped, as the horrible vruth dawned upon
im.

In his excitement, he had run the wrong way. He had
scored a goal—for the Grammarians. :

“How did the match go?”

Tom Merry asked that question. ; ;

The Terrible Three had been over to Spalding Hall, to
have tea with Ethel Cleveland & Co.. their girl chums.
They had returned to St. Jim s with Blake & Co., after a

very pleasant afternoon, and as they had strolled into the
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quad they had met CGeorge Figgins, the leader of the
New House. : -

A very peculiar expression came into Figgy's face.

“Grammar School won!” he said.

“Oh, rotten!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “What was the
score ?” :

“Guess?” suggested Figgins. His voice, like his face,
seemed rather peculiar to the chums of the School House.
“Remember Grundy was playing.”

“ Four—nil "’ growled Manners.

Figgins shook his head.

“My hat!” gasped Blake.

“More than that.”

¢ Wha-a-at?” yelled Tom Merry, “Eight—nil?”’

“Ten—nil?”’ groaned Figgins.

“G-g-great Scott!" stammered Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

“Grundy scored the first goal for the Grammarians!”
went on Figgins. “Gordon Gay got the next. Grundy got
next—headed the wrong way off a corner-kick. Then Gay
scored again. Then Frank Monk. Then they changed
over at half-time, and Grundy got another goal—for the
Grammar School, of course He forgot the teams had
changed ends, I believe. . Then—"

“Spare us the rest!” begged Monty Lowther feebly.
“How many did Grundy get after that?” -

“No more! Three was enough, even for Grundy, 1
suppose.”’

“M-my hat!” Tom Merry stared at Figgins in dismay
“Those Grammar School bounders will never let u :
the last of this!”

“ Rather not!” agreed Figgins gloomily. Sudd ¢
brightened. “There's cne thing—there’s the House matci
next week!” He chuckled. “My hat—New House ‘are
g'omg!”to wipe up the ground with the School House this
ime =

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. did not argue with
that assertion, as they would have done in the old days.
They knew only too well how likely it was that Figgy's
claim would be more than justified, with Burkett selccting
the Schocl House Eleven.

“New House are going t¢ be cock House in future, my
lads !’ chuckled Figgins “ All the way! We'll put the
Schoo! House in its place now, see if we don't!”

He grinned, and strolled away. The chums of ths
School House glared after him. Then Tom Merry grinned
ruefully. ;

“The New House bounders are sure to take advantage of
the present state of things to get the better of the Schoc! °
House,” he admitted gloomily, “And with Burkett as
captain it won’t he very hard for ’em to make themselves
cock House!"

“Rotten!” growled Blake.

It was with dismal faces thas the chums weat their way.

CHAPTER 8.
Lick ngs for all !

RASH! Crash! Crash!
» “ What the merrv dickens-—"’

Tom Merry, Manncrs, and Lowther stared at
one another -as those mysterious crashes resounded
in the Shell passage.

The Terrible Three were busy
Study No. 10. later that avening.

“ Great Scott!” ejaculated Manners,
jumping  up. “What on earth’s
appening ?”

“Sounds like a Mexican revolution!”
grinned Lowther.

“Six—nil?”’

with their prep, in

Manners swung open the door and 1'"VE
stepped out into the passage. Tom PACKED
Merry'and Lowther followed 4 THIS WEEK'S
him. They all three gasped. ISSUE . WITH

A little way along the pass-
age. outside the onen door of &
Study No. 7. the r 4
foor was littered
with gasping
juniors!

SUCH A FINE FEAST
OF READING that I've
only left myself an ODD
ORNER in which to tell
you about next week's stories,
However, 1 don't suppose that'l!
keep you awakemany nights. Now about
the programmefor next week, There'll be
the usual long complete dealing with the
adventures of Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim's,
and that firebrand, “ Bully” Burkett. who's
been causing such' a reign of terror at the school,
Then, our trusty and tried friends, the Oracle and
Mr. Parker. contribute therr latest efforts, and lastly the find
instalment of ** The Valley of Fortune! ™ WNext week, too, |
shall make a full announcement about the serial which will
follow. My corner’s come to an end. Cheeric.—Ed.

: Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,158
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Roylance was there, sitting on the linoleum, and mass-
aging his jaw. He leoked dazed. Hammond was there;
both hands clasped to his nose, sitting breathlessly at the
side of Roylance. Dick Julian was there, and so was
Patrick Reilly, and sc was Kerruish. All three of them,
iike Roylance and Hammond, were sitting on the linoleum,
looking decidedly. battered and breathless as they blinked
dazedly at the open doorway before them.

Even as the Terrible Three stared in bewildered
astonishment, @ flying figure came hurtling out through
the doorway into the passage, and collapsed among the
others with a yell,

It was Wildrake this time!
looking like a fresh tomato.

“M-my hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

A moment later the brawny figure of I'rederick Burkett,
his sleeves rolled up and his hair dishevelled, glared oub of
the doorway at the six battered juniors in the passage.

‘* Any more complaints 7’ bellowed Burkett.

“Yow! Nunno!l” panted Reilly.

“Any more criticisms of me as skipper?”
Burkett.

“Qoooch! N-no!” groaned Wildrake. _

“ Anything more to say about me putting Grundy in
the team?” yelled Burkett,

“N-not a w-w-word!” gasped Roylance. E

Burkett retreated, and slammed the door. Ths six dis-
hevelled juniors staggered to their feet with gasps and
groeans,

“Ha, ha, hal”

A yell of laughter from the Terrible Three caused the
disconsolate six to turn their heads quickly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” gasped Monty Lowther. “So you've been
grumbling to the giddy captain about the footer this
afternoon, have you? And ne’s chucked you ocut? Oh,
~what a seream!”

The Terrible Three shrieked, doubled up with mirth.

Buarkett’s way with fellows who had criticisms to make
was evidently drastic!

“Oh, the heast!”’ groaned Dick Julian.
tlaughtered us!”

"~ “Groooooh! The
*“Ha, ha, hal®
The six discomfited recipients of Burkett’s wrath glared

at the Terrible Three and limped painfuily away.

They were not likely to venture to air any complaints
to the junior captain again. el .

Tom Merry & Co. re-entered their study, still chuckling,
t0 resume their prep. :

But before they. closed the door heavy footsteps came
along the passage from the dircction of the stairs. They
belonged to George Alfred Grundy—and Grundy was look-
%"ng as though he had been in a riot, or an carthquake, at
least.

One eye was closed, his nose was swollen, and his right
ear was trying successfully to imitate a cauliflower.

The Terrible Three stared at him

“What's the matter with you?” gasped Manners.

Grundy snorted.

“Burkett |” he said savagely. “He licked me! I couldn’s
do a thing against the great lout !”

“ What did he lick you for?” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Because of the match this affernoon,” coughed Grundy.
¢“I—ahem—made one or two little slips——"

‘‘Ha, ha, hal”

“Nothing to cackle at!” growled Grundy.
wight have made the same mistake. I only—"7"

“Only kicked three goals against your own side, eh?”
murmured Manners gravely. “Oh, anyone might make a
little mistake like that, of course!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy glared and snorted and stamped on_ towards his
studg, followed by the chuekles of the Terrible Three.

“0Oh, my hat!” grinned Tom Merry. “Lickings all
round. That’s Burkett’s way of running the captainey !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

. But though they laughed, they knew in their hearts that

it was scarcely a laughing matter,

They did not know that it was because Ralph Reckness
Cardew was withdrawing his aid that Burkett’s eaptaincy
was beginning to go to pieces—with the result that even
the bully’s own supporters were beginning to change their
tune about him. But they did know that with Frederick
Burkett in the seat of power the Lower School would soon
find itself in a very bad way!

The Grammar School had thrashed the junior eleven by
an unprecedented margin of goals for a beginning.. Already
the New FHouse were putting on airs and reviving their
claim to being cock House—a claim which™ would have
£00n been put m its place under Tom Merry’s captainey.
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And Wildrake’s nose was

hundered

“He's just about

rotter I” moaned ‘Hammond.

“ Anyone

There was a frown on Tom's face as he sat down to
vesume his interrupted prep.

It was not his own downfall that troubled him. T was
the certain knowledge that under the captaincy of the
bully of the Shell things would go from bad to worse—both
for St. Jim’s and {or the Schoozl; House!

CHAPTER 9.
A New House Jape !
REDERICK BURKETT scowled.
Together with his two cronies, Crooke and Mellish,
the bully of the Shell was standing at the top of
the School House steps. It was about tea-time on

F

the following Tuesday.

; Burkett was not feeling quite so pleased with himself since
the disastrous match against the Grammar School!

all the fellows who had dared to

Though he had licked

¢ Ha, ha, ha!?®

criticise him, he knew well enough that a goodmany of his
followers were beginning to wish they had Tom Merry back
in the position of junior skipper, and that knowledge
rankled.

He had overheard Lennox saying so in the Common-room
that morning, He had licked Lennox; but that was not
really very much consolation for his wounded vanity.

Though he meant to hang on to ths captaingy for all he
was worth, he nad already discovered that it was not
entirely a bed of roses. g

Cardew, for one thing, had let him down,

He had relied on Cardew’s brains almost as much as

‘on his own muscles to_see him through., Now that Cardew

had tired of helping him run things Burkett was finding
that he had to try to use his own brains instead—never a
very easy or congenial task with Frederick Burkett!

In his first indignation against Cardew he had decided
to lick Cardew. But he had not done so. ;

In his heart, Burkett was rather afraid of the stinging
tongue of the slacker of the Fourth. He did not care to

‘risk Cardew’s enmity for that reason’ He knew that, how-
“ever much he licked Cardew, Cardew would always win

The sight of Mr. Linton sitting dazedly on - the

the junior
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in the end, by the simple process of making him look a feol
before other fellows, with his nimble wits!

“Blow Cardew !” growled Burkett. “I'll jolly well show
him I can run the captainey without him, anyway !”’

“That’s it,” advised Crooke in an oily tonme. **You can
manage all right without Cardew!”

Burkett’s sullen face lightened a trifle. He threw oub
his great chest.

“Of course I can!” he boasted. “I’ll show 'em! And I'll
lick anyone who says b can’t!”

“He, he, he! Rather!” sniggered Mellish.

A step 1n the doorway behind them caused the trio to
glance round. The elegant figure of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was approaching.,

The swell of St. Jim's was on his way to Mus., Taggles’
little shop to buy provision for tea in Study No 6

He sailed past Burkett & Co. without a word. Bub
Burkett, with a wink at Crooke, stuck out a big boot, and
the next moment Arthur Augustus tripped over it, and went
flying down the steps with a yell.

Crash!

“Yawooop ! .

‘Arthur Augustus landed in the quad, and sat up dazedly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” - ?

K Burkett & Co. shricked with merriment.  Arthur
Augustus, serambling up painfully, jammed his monocle into
his eye, and clenched his fists. He rushed up the steps
towards Burkett. X

Burkett’s guffaws promptly died away. He elenched lis
big fists.

“Come on, Gussy!” he grinned scowlingly. “I'll smash
you, if you want me to!”

gor, with his mortar-board tilted rakishly over one eye, made
)ars

Arthur Augustus came to a standstill half-way up the
steps, and hesitated. s

Though he had the heart of a lion, even the swell of
St. Jim’s realised suddenly that to tackle Burkett would be
the next thing to suicide! He unclenched his fists re-
luctantly, and glared at the bully with scornful indignation.

“You wottah!” he panted. “I know I can’t give you a
thwashin?, Burkett, so I won't twy——’ ;

“Jolly good of you,” grinned Burkett, whilst Mellish
sniggered gibingly.

“But I considak you a cad and an outsidah!” declared
Arthur Augustus icily.

“What 7’ roared Burkett, glaring after the swell of St.
Jim’s, as the latter turned and sailed off towards the tuck-
shop. “Why, I—I’ve a good mind to go after the ass and
smash him1” .

“Go it " urged Mellish maliciously. “Give him a licking !”

“1 will, if he cheeks me again,” growled Burkett. “I'm
not going to put up with any sance from that gang!”’

The fact. that despite his strength he could never awe
Blake & Co. and-Tom Merry & Co. into treating him with
the nervous respect that most of the juniors accorded him,

always exasperated Burkett. KFvem his thrashing of Tom
Merry had failed to frighten thom into concealing their
opinion of the bully of the Shell.

In the tuckshop, Arthur Augustus, still pink with wrath
gave his order. .

There were several New House juniors hanging about out-
side the tuckshop doorway as he emerged agaln, carrying
the provisions he had purchased.

He glanced at the New House fecllows rather suspiciously.
But their faces were perfectly grave. Redfern, in fact, was
looking quite anxious as he tapped the swell of St. Jim’s
on the arm.

“Qussy, old chap, have you secn what they’ve done to
vour Imiuor‘.’” exclaimed Redfern, shaking his head very
gravely.

Arthur Augustus gave ‘an exclamation of alarm.

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah with Wallay, deah boy?”’

“I—I scarcely like to say,” murmured Redfern, with a
sad shake of his head. “Better come and see the poor kid
for yourself, Gussy!”

The unsuspecting swell of St. Jim’s was looking really
alarmed now. Hastily he hurried back into the tuckshop,
and dumped down his provisions on cne of the tables, Then
he turned quickly to Redfern.

“ Wedfern, deah boy—take me to Wallay at once!”

“This way,” said Redfern.

He did not say that he would take Arthur Augustus to
his minor—but the swell of the Fourth did not notice that
little fact at the time. He was too filled with anxiety.

Someone, apparently, had been ragging Wally! Possibly
Wally was hurt! In any case, the swell of St. Jim’s meant
to find out the worst.

“Wedfern, deah boy, I don’t undahstand what—oh! B-bai
Jove! Gwooocooh!”

Redfern had led the unsuspecting swell of St. Jim’s round
behind the tuckshop—and instantly the New House fellows
had pounced upon Arthur-Augustus with grinning counten-
ances. Before he had time to gather his wits, Arthur
Augustus felt a handkerchief jammed into his mouth, and
he was being borne away, struggling, in the grip of the
four athletic New House juniors.

Too late did Arthur Augustus realise that the enigmatical
talk about his minor had been the bait to lure him out of
sight of anyone in the quad!

He was borne swiftly round the corner of the chapel, and
in at the side door of the gymmnasium.

A big crowd of New House fellows were gathered in the
gym, and there was an excited cheer as Arthur Augustus,
still struggling, was carried in. EEek e

But what caused the swell of St. Jim’s eyes to pop almost
out of their sockets was the sight of five other Sehool
House juniors, bound and gagged, in the hands of the
New House fellows!

“Gwooooogh! Uuuuurrrrgh! Qooofif!”

The swell of St. Jim’s, spluttering feebly behind his gag,
was dumped down with the other prisoners, and his arms
and legs were roughly lashed together. The others glared
at him wildly and dumbly, as effectively gagged as himself.

Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn Kerruish and Harry Ham-
mond, were Arthur Augustus’ fellow prisoners.

It Was evident that some New House rag was afoot. Bub
what it could be was at present a mystery to them all!

George Figgins, the leader of the New House, chuckled.

“Good egg! That’s six School House bounders—all we
want. Fancy getting old Gussy! Ripping-luck!”

He turned to Redfern. ;

“Reddy, old chap, we'll be all ready—’scuse the pun—in
about a quarter of an hour. Get the School House chaps
along here by then. Remember, you must let ’em think
it’s Gordon Gay & Col”

“Good egg!”’

Redfern chuckled, and departed. TFiggins turned to the
prisoners with a grinning face. :

“Now to fix up these bounders! This is going to be a
seream! We'll jolly well show the School House whe's cock
House !”

“What-ho!” chuckled Fatty Wynn.

“YT’ll get inlo my rigout, while you chaps fix up these
School House bounders,” exclaimed Figging, “My hat!
'I'his is going to be the jape of the texrm!”

The six fuming, helpless prisoners, gurgling and gasping
behind their gags, were not kept long in ignorance of
their captors’ intentions. :

The New Housc fellows produced six rather moth-eaten
lion-skiris—ancient outfits that had evideutly been used for
theatrical purposes, and which Figgins & Co. had hired from

.the costumier’s in Wayland.

One by one, the School House captives were released
from their bonds and, still tightly gagged, were fastened up
. Tue Gem Lisriny.—No. 1,183
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despite their struggles, in the lon-skins, Fabty Wyna had
a big ueedle and a guantity of strong thread, and once the
raging prisoners had been sewn into their skins, it was quite
uscless for them to hope to escape from their enforced dis;
guise until their captors should choose to free them.

They did not make very realistic-locking lions, perhaps!
Ii was cbvious enough that there were schoolboys inside the
skins. But with the lioh-heads, which were attached to the
skins, hiding their own heads completely, the identity of
the “lions ” would be juite unknown to anyouc secing them,

When tho last of the six had been clad in his ferocious-
looking garb, the New House fellows drew back and watched
the “lions ”” writhing and struggling in a vain cffort to free
themselves, and yelled with merriment,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A shrick of laughter echeed round the gym.

Figgims appeared & moment later—tiansformed!

In addition to the lion-skins, tho New House fellows had
hired s lion-tawcr’s costume for thewr great japc. George
Tiggins, gorgeous in & scarlet jacket and breeches; with gold
facings and epaulets, and high boots, and a Luge black
moustache adorning his grinning countenance, brought a
fresh yell of laughter from the New House juniors.

But the six raging, helpless School House juuiors did
not join in tho laughter!

For one thing, they could net, tightly gagzed as they
were, within the lions’ heads. For auother, id «
feol like laughing.

The jape that was to be played upon il
clear]

They glared round furiously through the eycholes of the
animal-heads, at the chortling New House juniors. The
skins fitted them in such a way that it was impossible for
them to stand upright, though they could move about
ireely enough on all fours.

n was only too

“Oh, the rotters!” groaned Grundy, Dechind his gag, as
he pranced round helplessly iu the skin into which he had

been fastc “QOh, my hat!?

At one end of the gym a big cirele had been fixed up with
ropes—evidently for use as a “circus ring!”

_The six “lions”  were seized and carried to it, and
dropped over the ropes into the rings by their chuckling
captors. > < - =

“ All ready for the circus!” grinned Lawrence, of the New
House. :

“ Signor. Figginsio's great lion-taming act will shortly
begin?”’ chortled Owen. “Roll up, roll up, roll up!

“Ha, ha hal™ <

There was a chorus of breathless laughter.

Everything was rcady for the great New Iousc jape
against the School Housc!

CHAPTER 10.
Figgy’s Circus !

I OME in!”
Tom Merry cailed out that invitation, as there

was a tap on the door of Study No. 10. The deor
i ‘opened to reveal the grinning face of Dick Red-
tern, of the New House.

It was risky for Redfern to venture alone into the rival
house, but Reddy was taking that risk.

“Hallo, you New House bounder!” oxclaimed Monty
Lowther. *“What on earth are you doing here?”

“1 say.” chuckled Redfern, “ you know Gordon Gay & Co?”

“Of course.’ responded Manners, staring at him.

“Well, Figgy Tfancied a real good jape against them
might even things up a bit for the licking thev gave us'at
footer the other-day,” went on Redfern—truthiuliy enough.

“A jape sgainst the Grammar School!” exclaimed Tom
Merry eagerly. “When? Where?”

“Buzz_along to the gym if you want to seo some fun,”
answered Redfern oryptically, and vanished from the study.

The Terrible Three jumped to their feet.

They were decidedly puzzled. It seemed to them—as
Redfern had intended that it should seem—as though
Cordon Gay & Co. had been callared, somechow or other,
and taken to the gym. How the New House fellows had
managed to do that in safety was rather bewildering; but
if 1t were true, the gym was the place for them!
t’I_"om Merry & Co. hurried from the study and down the
shairs.

Evidently Redfern had spread the information. A big
crowd of Schoel House juniors were hurrying towards the
gym as Tom Merry and his chums emerged into the quad.

Blake, Herries, and Digby were going, apparently foi-
getful in the excitement that Augustus D’Arcy had tailed,
for some veason. to return from his visit to tne tuckshop.
Glyn, Dane, and Kangaroo, the three chums of Study
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No. 11, were in the crowd. .So were Burkett & Co., and
many others. :

Tom Merry & Co. crowded into the gym with the rvest. It
was ealready swarming with New House fellows, they
noticed.

“1 say, what's this about Gordon Gay & Ce. 2 cried Glyn,
catching Fatty Wynn by the arm. )

Fatty Wynn chuckled.

“Come and see the fun,” he grinned. “This way!”

The School House fellows foliowed David Llewellyn: Wiynn
across the gym, and thg next instant astonished exclamations
burst from their lips as they caught sight of the improvised
“circus-ring " and the six ‘“‘lions ” within it.

For some moments tho School House fellows stared in
utter amazement; then a territic yell of laughter rose.

““Oh, my hat!” gasped Blake. “Ha, ha, ha! So that's
Gordon Gay & Co.1 Oh, what a scream!”

jostling, shrieking crowd surrounded the ring.

The School House fellows roared with laighter. So did
the New House fellows: Fatty Wynn held up his hand for
silence.

“ Ladies and gentlemen, Signor Figgiusio’s stupendous and
daring exhibition will now commence. The famous lion-
tamer will enter the ring among those ferocious denizens of
the African jungle, and put them through their paces!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“‘Signer Figginsio!” announced Fatty Wynn, with a broad
grin. ; i

Figgins had remained out of sight till now.
forward now, however, and there was
laughter at his appearance.

Figgins stepped into the ring,

He had a long whip m his hand, and the furious lions
eyed it very uneasily.

Utterly powerless to escape from the skins into which they
had been sewn, and with their identities hidden completely
from their {riends, the six gagged School House juniors
were thoroughly at the merey of the New Housg japers!

They had given up their vain attemptsto free themselves
from the skins now. But they madec a wild effort to escape
from the ring at Figgind’ entry.

The ropes, however, were too close for them to squeeze
through easily, and at any attempt on their part to do so
the crowd surrounding the ring pushed them back, with
merry chuckles. ;

Figgins bowed te the swarming spectators,

“I have much pleasure in exhibiting my wonderful trained
lions to you chaps,” observed Figgins airily. * Particularly
to my friends of the School House!” .

There were suppressed chuckles from the New House
tellows, and the School Heuse juniors looked a trifle puzeled.
Iiggins went on hastily:

“My famous collection of lions have been shown to all
the crowned heads of Europe. They may be a little out of
practice at the moment, but I'll soon put ‘em through their
paces for you!”

“Ha, ha, ba!l”

“Qh, what a scream!” grinned Herries.

“They're @ mangy-looking loty anyway!”
Burkett. A

“Ha, 'ha, ha!”

Figgins flicked his whip sternly. =

“The Kings of the Jungle will now trot in procession
round the ring!” he announced.

The “Kings of the Jungle” did not seem in the least _
anxious: to obey that command, however.

Gurgling with rage, they stayed in a huddled, defiantgroup
by the ropes, glaring at Figgins through the cyeholes i
the lions’ heads with true lonlike ferceity!

But Figgins was prepared for an attempt at defiance.

He got busy with his long whip, flickmg his infuriated
lions with it until they gave in, and scrambled hastily
into line gurgling with mortification.

“@Gee up!” grinned Figgins. ‘'Round we gol” :

A flick of the whip sent Wilkins, at the head of the raging
procession, crawling round the ring, with the others in a
miserable line behind him.

Raging, but helpless to resist, the six unhappy juniors
had evidently decided that they had better make the best
of a bad job.

There were yells of laughter from the onlockers as the
lions scrambled round the ring; while Figgins, in the centre,
kept a watchful eye upon them, and administered a warning
flick of the whip to any of his charges that locked like
rebelling. : ey

“Poor old Gordon Gay!” chuckled Monty Lowther, wiping
his streaming eyes. I fancy this is a score for St. Jim's.
Good old Figgy!” - )

Fatty Wynn appeared a few moment later with a large
hoop. - Figgins held it out in the path of the lions as they
scrambled iniserably round and round.

“The Kings of the Jungle will now jump through the
hoop!” he sang out. 17 :

He stepped
a fresh yell of

observed
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Wilkins, the leader of the helpless procession, dared not
disobey. He managed to jump through the hoop some-
how, and Kerruish and Hammond and Gunn followed suit.
Arthur Augustus appeared matinous, but a flick of the lion-
tamer’s whip soon persuaded him; as it did George Alfred
Grundy.

““Hoop-la!” grinned Signor Figginsio.

Half a dozen times the lions were made to jump through
the big hoop. Then, shouting to make his voice heard above
the roars of laughter, Figgins began to announce the next
item on the programme.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the intelligent beasts will now,
by erawling on ecach others backs, form the famous Pyramid
of Lions, as shown before all the erowned heads of Eur—-"

Figgins did not finish. !

Within the lion’s head covering his own, the gag that
had silenced Arthur Augustus D'Arcy until now nad worked
loose. From within one of the skins came a pleading voice:

“Wescue! Gwoooh! Help!”

‘‘Listen{” yelled Tom Merry. *Gussy!”

““Oh crumbs!” gasped Figgins, in dismay.

The game was up, evidently. Already the Schaol House
juniors were tumbling to the truth.

“It’s Gussy !” gasped Bernard Glyn.
Gay & Co. at alll”

“Wescue, School House!”

There was no possibility of failing to recognise that voice,
issuing from one of the lions. That particular skin, at any
rate, contained not a Grammarian but a School House
junior! g
. “‘ii\lf,l’-my giddy aunt!” stuttered Blake. “We've been

ad |

“It—it’s not Gordon

“It’s a New House rag!” howled Monty Lowther.

“Great Scott!” panted Burkett. “The rotters!”

There were yells of excited indignation.

In a moment pandemonium reigned in the gym.

But the New House fellows were in force. They out-
numbered the School House considerably; and a fow minutes
later Figgins & Co, were trooping triumphantly from the
gym, breathless with laughter, having “knocked the stuf-
fing * out of the infuriated School House juniors who had
tried to detain them.
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. The School House fellows, left in the gym with the realisa-
tion that they had been the vietims of the jape of the term,
began the thankless task of frecing Grundy & Co., Kerruish
and Hammeond and Arthur Augustus, from their skins,

“You burbling dummies!” hooted Grundy, as soon as he
was freed. “‘Couldn’t you guess it was us?”

“You—you fwabjous asses!” groaned Arthur Augustus.
glgnc!%y bein’ takin in by that yarn about Gordon Gay

[

“Oh, ratsi” snorted Burkett,
“How could we know?”

Grundy turned to Burkett with a glare.

‘“‘Look here,” he said truculently. “Vou'rs captain!
Ifis your job to see School House gets its own hack for
this I’

“QOh, shut up!” snorted Burkett.

e ? jo!’ly well won’t!” roared Grundy recklessly. “I tell
YO =——

Biff |

Burkett’s leg-of-mutton fist landed on Grundy’s nose, and
Grundy sat down with a bump.

“Yow!” gasped Grundy.

“Anybody else got anything to say?” bellowed Burkeit,
glaring round.

Apparently nobody had. The bully of the Shell grinned
sneeringly.

“You weak-kneed lot of funks!” he went on. “1’ll show
you what I'll do to anyone who gives me any cheek.”

He strode across to a corner of the gym where a punch-
ball was suspended. Drawing back a massive fist he let iy
at the ball with a terrific drive that nearly wrenched it
from its fastening. Then, as it rebounded, Burkett crashed
his right into it with all his force.

There was a sound of escaping air, and the next moment
the punch-ball sagged and hung limply. It had burst!

A gasp of amazement went up from the crowd of School
House juniors. It was doubtful whether there were more
than two or three fellows in the whole school who could
have equalled Burkett’s feat of strength.

“My only aunt!” muttered Monty Lowther in grudging
admiration. “What a wallop !”

(Continued on next rage.)
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But apparently Burkett ‘had not finished yet. With a
boastful grin on his face at the open-mouthed wonder of the
onlookers, he slipped off his jacket and grabbed two huge
pairs. of dumb-bells. Lifting one of them would have been
too hefty a task for many of the juniors, but Burkett
handled the two with the utmost ease.

Then he proceeded to display his amazing strengih, and
for a couple of minutes his exhibition kept the watching
crowd gaping. None of the massive tron weights in the gym
gave him any difficulty.

Finally, ho tossed the last one contemptuously on to the
floor and put on his jacket.

“That’s nothing to what I can do when | like!” he de-
clared, a brutal scowl on his face. ““So look out!”

With that -Frederick Burkett stamped out of the gym
and slammed the door behind him.

CHAPTER 1if.
Rothing Doing I

'8 rotten!? :
I Monty Lowther spoke 1n gloomy toncs.
1t was the following evening, and the Terrible
Three were seated in their study. Manners bad
just cleared away the tea-things.

Tom Merry nodded.

“If you mean the way things are gomg under. Burkett,
you're right, Monty!” .

“Burkctt s the most hopeless blessed skipper--—"

“We knew he'd be thut frem the day he was elceted,”
put in Tom dryly

Monty Lowthér grunted.

The great New House jape had made the bchool Houso
icllows look terribly small—but Burkett had done nothing
towards avenglog their nunnlmtlon, beyond attempting to
lick Figgins in the quad.

That attemapt had ended in - a miserable failure, for a
dozen of Figgy s supporters had come to their leader's
rescue, and DurLctt had been unceremenicusly bumped by
the New House follows.

. The tremendous airs that the New House juniors were

now gw‘n” themselves were galling indeed to- the School

Housz !

Figgins & Co. boasted blammiy that they were cock
House—and that afternoon, in the House match, they had
thoroughly <ub3tantmted the claim by licking the School
House teamn by the appalling score of seven—nil!

Neither Tom Merry nor any of his fuunda had played in
the mateh, of course. Burkett, as usual, had filled the team
with his own followers. With such tellows as Percy Mellish
representing the Schoo! House, it was scarcely smp.lsm'r
that Figgins & Co. had walked over them!

After the match, the New House juniors had gone so far
as to march roard the quad with a banner bearing the

inscription
“NEW HOUSE--COCK HOUBLE!”

And \.1th Burkett sulking 1 his study, like Achilles in his
tent, there had been no one to organise the School House
juniors in an attack upon the insulting banuu. and its

: Jublhdnt bearers.

Tom Mersy had seen the procession from the School
House steps—and- had shrugged- his shoulders and turned
away.

It was not his business, he told himself, to org,ume the
House against théir rivals. 'Iha,t ‘was the captamy’s job—
Vrederick Burkett's.

“he Grammar School licks us—the New House ficks us1”
moanm Monty Lowther. “It’s the giddy Limit!”

A sudden sound of tramping feet 1n the passage caused
thoe Terrible Three to turn their heads. A heavy bang on
the door followed a moment ‘or two. later -

“Come in!” called out Tom. in surprise.

The door crashed open, revealing » swarm of juniors in
the passage, headed by Roylance. They marched into the
study, and the Terrible Three jumped up. .
“What the vdlckens—-w" .ejaculated Manners,

“We’re a deputation,” said Roylance.

“Oh!” Tom Merry stared at him in astonishment,
What on earth’s the deputation about?”

“Can’t you guess?” growled Dick Julian.

“Blowed if T can!” Tom confessed.

§

tone
“The—the captainey {7 :
“Yes!” Roylance spoke with a faint nate of dchance
“We've come to ask you to take on the captamcv avam if
we can get-Burkett to resign!”

There was "a*dead silenee .1n btudv ‘No. 10 tor a few -

"moments. Tom looked as though he'could scarcely believe
nis ears.. Manners was 1ool\mg thoroughly astonished, too,
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“It’s about the capmlngy” sa;d hoylance, in an abrupt

“7.3 I

. 'hxﬁ weather beaten features.
‘s sailor before entering ‘port; so to speak, in the guist
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'lhete was a sudden chuckle from Monty Lowther.
“Oh, my giddy aunt! Ha, ha, hal”

“What are you cackling at?”” roared Grundy, who was
one of the deputation.  He pushed his way forward. “It’s
nothing to cackle at! ..We're fed up with Burkett——"

£ Bum——but you voted for him!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

‘“"Hem! VYes!” Kit Wildrake, apparently one .of tho
leaders of the deputation, coughed. “Ahem! Ves, we did
vote for Burkett, like silly asses. We—we rather thought
a change might do- good, you know, Well, we’ve changed
our mmds——ch you chaps?”’

“Yes,” gmnted Roylance.

Roylum,e was looking decidedly sheepish.

He had been one of the leaders of the malcontents who
had agitated for a change in the captaincy. He had
honestly believed a change would be a good thing. But
now he had changed his mind, like Wildrake, and being &
good chap-at heart, Roylance was willing to admit the fact.

Nevertheless, he was very red as he eyed lom Merry
squarely.

“1 know what you're thinking,” he said shortly. “We
kicked you out—at least, it was through us that you re-
signed. We voted for Burkett because he promised us a
chance 1 the Junior Eleven. We've found out that we
aren’'t good enough for the Junior Eleven—I admit that
now-—-—"

“ My han" said Manners dryly. “You do?”

“And we've found that Burkett’s a  blessed bllﬂ)lﬂ"
tyrant! Things are going to pot with him as captain!
Ana ,We want you to take on the captaincy again, Mesrry

< \\xll you?” cried Reilly. “Bego;ra‘i, ‘lommy, darling,
we can’t stand Burkett any more!”

A queer expression came mto Tom Merry’s face.

“Well 2 exclaimed Roylance eagerly.

Tom shook his head.

“No,"” hesaid. “I won't! HKven if you couid get Burkett
to ww“n, which 1 doubt, I'm blessed if P’ll take the job
on again! I've had enough!”

Ds;spxtu himself, there was a note of bitterness in -Tom
Merry’s tone as he faced the crowd of juniors.

*You asked for Burkett, and you got hum!” he went.on
quietly. ** You've made your bed and you must lie on 1t 1

“Oh crumbs !’ groaned Hammond in dismay

“1 didn’t seem to give much satisfaction as captain,”
Tom said dryly. “l1 got a good deal more kicks than
ha’ pm‘xce as'you may remember, and I'm not asking for any
more !

“Oh !” muttered Roylance.

“Quite,” nodded Tom.

& Bl‘t_—.,’

¥ No good arguing about it,” said Tom sharply.

- Roylance seemed a.bout to speak again, buf he did net,
Hxs tace was thoroughly disconsolate. So were the faces
of the rest. In glum silence, the deputation tramped from
the study, and Tom ‘shut the door behind them. -

A grim smile appeared on his face.

“I'm not surprised "’ grinned Manners. *1 thought they’d
be along to you with their tails between their legs one of
these days though T'll edmit I hadn’t expected them so
soon !

Tom shrugged.

*Some chaps are never satisfied,” he said grimly. ©They
wanted to get rid of me, and now they want me back'
Well, it’s too late!”

The footsteps of the deputation died away along the pas-
sage as Lom turned to the bookcase and took out hn, booLs
for prep.

There were gloomy faces among Rovl"mw & Co., as they
tramped disconsolately down the stairs to the Common-
roonu. :

They had swallowed their pride in visiting Tom Merry
at all with their request—and they had certainly not
expected his curt refusal. -

But, as Tom had pointed out, they had agked for BurLet
they had voted for him! And now, that they had got him
as their captain, it seemed fairly ‘certain that they would

¢ Is=is that final?”

- have to put up with him, whether they still wanted him or

not.

oo e

CHAPTER 12.
. An Amazmng. Discovery !
FTERNOON, Semmy!”
?Afternoon. Master, Merry 1”
‘Bammy Thrupp, the porter at Spaldxug Hall
School, touched his..cap with a broad .grin on
My Samue! Thrupp had been

vetreat of Miss Hephzeba Fineh’s school for young Iadlt‘“
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It was Saturday
afternoon, and the

Terrible "hree,
Blake, and Arthur
Augustus . D’Arey
had = cycled over
from St Jim’s to
visit Ethel Cleve-
land & Co.

Thrupp knew the
chums of St. Jim’s {if
well, and allowed §
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Unable to stop "himself, QGeorge Alfred
Grundy huriled on, and he and the goal-
keeper went into the net in a wild heap i

them to pass into
the picturesgue
oquad. As they en-
tered 'it, Ethel &

Co. appeared, cross-

ing toward them

with bright
smiles. =

“Hallo,: = eve
body !”  sang

Lady Peggy Brooke,

the - pretty,  red- 3

headed tomboy of

Spalding Hall.

‘The St. Jim’s

juniors raised their
caps—Arthur g-
ustus D’Arcy sweps
off his best topper
with the gallantry
of a cavalier of old.

“Youwd like to
leave your bicycles
in the cycle-shed, I
expect,” suggested
Doris Levison, the
popular sister of
Ernest Levison of
the TFourth — the
junior who had been
injured in the
recent railway acci-
dentnear Rylcombe,
and who was, at
present, away from
St. Jim’s in conse-
guence,

“Good egg!l”
nodded Tom Merry.

Five minutes
later the 8t. Jim’s
juniors and their
chums were strolling through the dry, sunny lanes towards
V\ay!gnd: Arthur Augustus had tacked himself firmly to
Kthel's side, for the swell of St. Jim'’s had a great admira-
tion for his pretty cousin. Jack Blake was tacked equally
firmly to the side of Lady Peggy, for Blake and the tom-
boy of Spalding Hal' were great chums

“Heard from Ernest lately, Doris?7” asked Tom Merry.

Doris nodded brightly at mention of her brother.

Yes! He’s getting along splendidly. He hopes to be
back at St. Jim’s soon!”

*Oh, good!” exclaimed Manners, “That’s great news!”

Doris’ smile died away, to be replaced by a faint frown.

“T'm afeaid things won't be so—so nice for Ernest when
he gets back, asg they might have been,” she said. “If he
hadn’t quarrelled with Cardew, I mean. They used to be
such great chum.s, didn’t they?”

“Yes,” said Tom, frowning. “I’'m afraid poor old Ernest
was-a good deal upset about that rotten busmess.”

“I think it. was terribie, the way Cardew behaved,” said
Doris, her pretty lips tightening, and her eyes sparkling
with indignation “To teli Eruest he was going to play
for St. Jim’s against Greyfriars, and then to go off and do
something else  You can’t blame Ernest for fecling a
little bitter, can you?”

“1 should jolly well think not P’ growled Monty Lowther.

“Cardew’s a gueer chap,” said Tom Merry, with a shrug.

“A feahfully queeah chap,” nodded Arthur Augustus,
with a shake of his nobie head “1 am afwaid that quawwel
with Levison and Clive will never be made up.”

“And yet I—I can’t help feeling that there is a lot of
goocjﬂin Cardew, under the surface,” said Doris, colouring
a trifle.

Doris had always had a secret admiration for her
brother’s handsome chum, despite his reputation' for being
the biggest slacker at St. Jim's. Since Cardew’s behaviour
in connection. with the Greyfriars match, weeks ago now,
she had never again wanted to see the slacker of the
Fourth., But, as she now confessed, she still could not

e

wayward nature,

help feeling that beneath his reckless,
there was a good deal of good in Cardew.
“Well, don’t let’s spoil 2 rippmgf afternoon by discussing

Cardew,” caid Tom Merry cheerfully.

The conversation turned to happier topics, as the Spalding
Hall trio and their chums from St. Jim’s entered the old-
fashioned High Street.

They were on their way to the river, intending to walk
along the tow-path to Merton Island, But as they walked
briskly along the High Street, Blake gave a sudden
exclamation.

A fellow wearing the St. Jim’s cap had turned out of &
side street ahead of them-—a slim, elegant figure.

“Cardew !” breathed Blake. . T

Cardew hed seen them, and for a moment he seemed to
falter. Then he came on, a slight flush on his handsome
ace

Cardew was not on friendly terms with Tom Merry & Co.
And he knew very well what Doris Levison thought of him,
after his quarrel with her brother. - He knew that she
despised him—and the knowledge brought that quick flush
to his cheeks at finding himsclf face to face with the
Spalding Hall trio and Tom Merry & Co. e

Except for the slight flush, however, there was nothing in
Cardew’s cool, sauntering manner to indicate that he was in
any way put out by the unexpected meeting. T

A grim expression had come into the faces of the juniors,
as they approached Cardew’s elegantly-strolling figure.

The girls were looking anything but happy. Deoris in
particular, was looking straight in front of her, with set
lips. Bvidently she mmtended to “cut” Cardew dead.

“My hat!” ejaculated Lady Peggy under her breath.
“It’s that rotter Cardew!” : >

As they drew nearer, Cardew raised his cap with cool
politeness. The juniors strode past Cardew without a word,
and the slacker of the Fourth was clearly glad to have got
the meeting over, as he strolled on, looking a trifle confused

for cnce in a way.
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And then, a few moments later, an excited cry in the
voice of a little girl, somewhere ‘behind them, caused the
St Jim’s party to glance round guickly.

A little .girl had emerged from a shop with a lady who
was evidently her mother. © The child was staring at
Cardew with wide eyes.

“Mummy—it’s him !’

The little girl’s voice rose to a shriek of excitement, as she
pointed at Ralph Reckness Cardew.

Cardew had stopped dead, staring at the little girl in a
queer way, as if rooted to the spot.

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
astonishment. :

“What can she mean ?” breathed Ethel Cleveland, equally
bewildered. e

The whole St. Jim’s party had stopped dead now, staring
Lack at Cardew and the little girl.

The child had broken away from her stariled mother,
and had run up to Cardew, seizing the slacker of the
E_ou-x;th by the hand, clinging to him, laughing up into

is face.

Cardew had gone strangely pale. He made a movement
as if to hurry on, raising his cap confusedly to the lady.
But the child held his hand too tightly for him to get free
without treating her roughly.

“Hallo!” said the little girl, with a shy smile.

Cardew grinned down at her almost shecpishly.

“Hallo!” he answered.

“Mummy!” The child had turned eagerly to her mother
again. “It’s him! You know—the man who came upstairs
and took me away when the house was on fire! It’s him!"”

There was a breathless ery from the lady. The next
moment she had hurried forward, and to Cardew’s conster-
nation kissed him effusively. >

“Oh!” she breathed. “ You brave, brave boy! So it was
you who saved my little girl’s life? We often wondered
who it was, so much! We've always wanted to find out, so
that we could thank you for what you did—" i .

Her voice broke. Cardew, scarlet to the roots of his bair,
looked as though he would have been glad had the earth
opened and swallowed him. =

Tom Merry & Co. were staring at Cardew, and at one
another, in ntter amazement. 5

The lady, catching sight of their St Jim’s caps, turned
eagerly towards them. _

“Did you know?” she cried.

The juniors raised their caps, at finding themselves drawn
into the scene. They moved back towards her.

“No, ma’am,” said Arthur Augustus, “A fire, bai Jove?
Whatevah—-"

“I—I must be gettin’ along,
stammered Cardew. :

But the little girl still clung to him, drawing him back.

“Why,” cried her mother—she scemed to be half
laughing, half erying-—*this school friend of yours saved
my little girl’s life, when our house was on fire! He went
in in spite of the flames, and managed to get up to her,
though the firemen had said it was impossible to reach hes!
It was a miracle he wasn’t killed. That was weeks ago~—
on the seventh of last month——""

“The seventh?” echoed Tom Merry.

The seventh had been the day of the Greyfriars match.

H? turned to Cardew with a peculiar expression on
his face

“Good heavens,” breathed Tom. “Cardew—was that why
you missed the Greyfriars train?” i

For a moment Cardew did not answer. His face hard-
ened defiantly., Then suddenly his expression changed, all
the bitterness vanished from it.

- “¥es,” he said in & low voice,

Tom Merry, in

if you'll excuse me,”

PRESE 0 %

CHAPTER 13.
The End of the Feud !

& WEAT Scots!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
G . The S8t. Jim’s juniors and the three Spalding
Hall girls were surveying Ralph Reckness Cardew
with wondering eyes. :
Cardew, at risk of his life. had saved the life of a iittle
girl, entering a burning house heedless of all danger to
rescue her. In consequence, he had missed the train that had
borne the rest of the football team to Greyfriars. But
b< had said nothing of his heroism—and he had been an
outcast, a pariah, in the eyes of his schoolfellows!
Cardew smiled. It was not a very happy smile.
“I—1 think I'll be gettin’ along,” he said quietly.
But Tom Merry caught his arm. g
“Think we're going to let you go, you old ass?” he cried
huskily, “Cardew—will you shake hands?”
THe Gzm Lisrary.—No. 1,153.

: Tfr_n_ held out a hand. With a twisted smile, Cardew
ook if.

“Why—~why did you let us think—well, the worst?”
breathed Tom.

“You fellows all thought the worst of me, at once, when
I missed the -match,” explained Cardew in an even tono.
“I suppose I was an ass to let my pride get the better
of my sense; but-—7"

He broke off. Tom nodded. He understood.

Knowing Cardew’s proud, wayward nature, Tom Merry
realised, now he knew the truth, just how Cardew had felt.
Cardew would sooner have cut off his right hand than have
told the real reason of his having missed the Greyfriars
train, once the juniors had misjudged him and exhibited
their scorn,

It was just like Cardew, to have bitterly and deliberately
allowed the fellows to think the worst, making no attempt
to defend himself, rather than swallow his prids and explain
everything.

“ But—but you said you had played bil—?

Manners broke off,” remembering that the girls knew
nothing of Cardew’s notorious game of billiards at the
Duke of Bedford Hotel on the afternoon of the Greyfriars
r?at(‘zlh. But he had said enough for Cardew to under-
stand.

“Yes, I did do that,” he said. “Afterwards, when I'd
already missed the train, though, There didn’t seem any
reason why I shouldn’t, then, when it was too late for me
to get to Greyfriars.” g

“1 sce!” breathed Manners.

Though the other juniors could scarcely approve of that
visit to the Duke of Bedford in any circumstances, they
could at any rate forgive it now.

Doris had been looking utterly bewildered. But she
stepped suddenly forward, and held out her hand. Cardew
took it very readily. Doris smiled. Her eyes were misty.

“I—I'm sorry that I misjudged you, t00.” said the girl
softly. “I can’t tell you how sorry 1 am. But why did
you let us? Why did you let even Ernest think the worst 2”

Cardew swent crimson.

“1 was a fool—that’s why,” he answered, almost roughly.

“Cardew, deah boy!” Arthur Augustus sailed forward,
with gleaming monocle, and held out his hand. “1 will be
pwoud if you will shake hands, Cardew! I twust, furthah,
that you will forgive us for havin’ tweated you wathah
badly—though I must admit that it was weally partly your
own fault, deah boy! Howevah—"

Cardew laughed, and
extended hand.

There was a very happy look on Cardew’s face.

The brooding, bitter look that it had worn so much during
the last few weeks had vanished utterly. Cardew had put
the dark days behind him, the days of embittered pride and
burning resentment. He had long been tired, in his heart,
of being a pariah in the eyes of Tom Merry & Co., and he
was ready enough to eand the feud now that the truth was
out.

And in his _heart, too, he was thinking, doubtless, of
Levison and Clive.

His severance from his chums of Study No. 9 had been
a deep wound, though he had hidden the fact that he cared
well enough. But now he would be free to make up that
mistaken quarrel and return to his old friendships.

Manners and Lowther and Blake (;;ressed round him, to
follow the example of Tom Merry and the sweli of St. Jim’s
by gripping Cardew’s hand. Ethel and Lady Peggy shook
hands with him. too, and Cardew laughed happily.

The little girl was still clinging shyly to Cardew’s iefs
arm. Her mother. looking decidedly Euzzled by the juniors’
talk, suddenly opened her bag and took out a visiting-card.

“Will you take this?” she asked eagerly. “My husband
will want to see you and thank you. You must come and
see us. Will you?”

“Thank you, ma’am,” said Cardew awkwardly., “I shall
be very glad to.”

“What is your name?”

“Cardew.”

“Well, good-bye for the present, Cardew,” smiled the
lady. She took the little girl by the hand. “Wae shall be
seeing you again scon!”

-The juniors raised their caps as the two went their way.
Cardew smiled whimsically.

“Oh gad !” he murmured “Very charmin’ of her, bug
it’ll be rather frightful, goin’ to get thanked by the kid’s
patei‘\! I only did what any fellow would have done. dor’t

ou know——--"

. “Oh, rot. you old ass!” chuckled Tom. He turned to ths

girls. “Lock here, what about changing our plans? Let’s

all go to 8t Jim’'s, and stand a tea in old Cardew’s giddy

honour ! Shall us?”

E‘; I]think that would be a wonderfu! idea !” laughed Cousia
thel.

shook the swell of St Jim’s

{Continued at foot of next page.)
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Q.—What is the White Ensign ?

A.—The White Ensign, Tora Matthews,
of Okehampton, is one of the three ensigns
that can be flown from British ships. The
other two are red and blue. The White
Ensign is a white flag with the Union Jack
in the upper corner next to the staff. Vex:y
often youwill see it with the red St. George's
Cross guartered upon it.  The only vessels
permitted to fly the White Ensign are
ships of the Royal Navy and vessels of the
Royal Yacht Squadron. If a captain of
any other kind of ship were to sail this
flag, he would be liable to have his vessel
bearded by an officer of His Majesty’s
service, the colours seized, end himself
fned £500. 2

Only vessels of the =

Royal
~Royal
ron

Navy and
Yacht Squad-
may fly the i
white ensign. i

Q.—How is Emery Paper made ?

A.—* Thoughtful,” of Thaxted, sends
me this one. Well, “ Thoughtful,” I have
not had to do much thinking to answer
your query. Emery paper is made by
sticking emery to paper with glue. To
make it all quite clear I'll explain that
emery is a mineral of a very hard quality,
gomething like iron ore in appearance.
It’s found, among other places in the
mountains round Smyrna and Ephesus
and in the Isle of Naxos., It’s extracted

Hullo, chaps !
a rise this week.
the oid Ed.
e a rise—to the top of
the page. [
ths.-sort of rise | asked
about the other
S8titl, a rise IS a
I go on much more in the same way, I shall be occupying the front
No more than is my due, what ?

've got
Yes,
nas given

Not quite

by biasting, broken up, ground and siftad.
The fine powder obtained is used by plate-
glass manufacturers and lapidaries.

Q.—~What is a Camera Obscura ?

A~—A reader who signs himself
“ Anxious to Learn” asks me this and
wants to know how it works. As I am
anxious to instruct, I will do my best to
explain with a little diagram. Camera
obssura means darkened chamber, bub
exactly the same principle is found in the
periscope, used on submarines. This is
the idea. [f you take a magnifying lens,
like a reading lens say, and hold it some
way in front of any bright object. and then
hold a sheet of paper in front of it, the
bright object will be thrown on to the paper
upside down and the wrong way round.
Now hold an ordinary hand mirror between
the lens and the paper ai an angle of
45 degrees, and a sheet of paper under-
neath. You will then get your object
thrown very clearly on to the flat piece of
paper. This, in a rough-and-ready way,
1s the principle of both the camera obscura
and the periscope. Actually a single piece
of worked glass takes the place of the
mirror and lens.

Q.—Are dogs bred from Wolves ?

A.—Yes, J. Hinton, of Hastings, the
Eskimos breed their dogs from wolves,
and there are other breeds of dogs that
resemble wolves very closely., In Florida

\\\ af
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A diagram which explains the meaning
of camera obscura.
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there is a wolf-dog whish is like
the black wolf of those parts in
appearance. Our sheep dogs are
remotely descended from wolves,
though they’ve pretty well losb
the resemblance. A curious thing
about the Eskimo’s dog, by the
way, is that it howls like a wolf,
but never barks.

Q.—How can a chap learn f{o
be a Detectlive 7

A.—The reader who asks thig
conundrurn signs himself  Sherlock
Blake.” Weoell, that’s a good start,
anyway. He says in his letter
that he can use a gun, a revolver, a
stock-whip, a lasso, a boomerang,
L and & butterfly-net. My dear
cntm, with these accomplishments you'd
be wasted as a detective. You ought
to be hunting the wild whortleherry on
Wormwood Scrubbs. !

S e s |

Having been ccaxed into their tin by
means o: a Jazz pand, the sardines
lie warm and comfy, ready for transit.

Q.—How are Sardines packed ?

A.—In tins, Buster Brown. I expect
you want me to explain all that, ehum,
and draw a map. Well, I'll try and get
our tame artist to draw you a nice life-size
picture in oils of the oily Sarde seeking its
home in the cosy confines of its tin com-
plete with key. T'm told the young ones
are a bit of a bother and lash out with
their tails and snap viciously with their
rapacious jaws while the Sardins trainers
are coaxing them into the tins. But once
inside they are quiet enough, waiting for
the Fags to cut their fingers and spoil
their suits getting them out. Yes, you
should always fillet théem, Buster, before
serving, and save the oil. It comes in
useful as a hair-dressing.

Q.—Heow often do | comb my whiskers?

A~~8. Klaff writes all the way from
South Africa asking this. He cannot be a
regular GEMITE or he would know that I
gave up combing my whiskers myself
thirty years ago. 8. K. also asks why I
don’t resign and give my job to the office-
boy. Well, chum, my office-boy has got
plenty to do as it is. He’s the chap that
combs my whiskers for me.
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(Continued from previous page.)

“Good egg !” declared Lady Peggy.

“Yes, 1 think so, too!” put in Doris quickly.

“Come on, Cardew!” grinned Tom, taking him by the
arm.

And, despite his protests, Ralph Reckness Cardew was
Eprne away, an arm linked in his own on either side of
im.

Ciaz'daw’s bitter feud with Tom Merry was certainly cnded
at last!

CHAPTER 14.
Cardew Owns Up !
€F *VE a confession to make I :
I Ralph Reckness Cardew came out abruptly with
that surprising remark.

It was later that evening. The tea in honour of
the slacker of the Fourth had been a wonderful success.
But the girls had been taken home o Spalding Hall at last,
Cardew accompanying Tom Merry & Co. on that pleasant
mission. They were all baek at St. Jim’s again now. in
Study No. 9 i

During Cardew’s absence with the others after tea, Siduey

Clive, his face brighter than it had been for wecks, had
busied himself, with the aid of Talbot and Kangaroo, in
removing Cardew’s belongings from Study No. 12 back
into No. 9. y

When Cardew had returned to the school from Spalding
Hall he had found his belongings safely installed in his
old study. He had said nothing, but he had grinned
happily. :

Tom Merry & Co., Blake & Co., Talbot, Rangarco, and
Sidney Clive, who were all squeezed somehow or other into
Study No. 9 at that moment, stared at Cardew in surprise.

“A confession, cld scout?” exclaimed Clive.

Cardew nodded

“1 always di
a whimsical smile.
Burkett.”

“ Burkett ?” echoed Tom Merry, astomshed.

“Yes.” said Cardew, looking at Tom very squarely. “I
don’t believe you chaps know that it was T who was ass
enough to persuade Burkett to put up for the captaincy I

That his confession came as a sensation was clear., He
went on steadily: :

“The faet is, I was feelin’ pretty bitter against you, Tom

g 8E Geu Liprany.—No. 1,153

ke confessin’ things,” he admitted, with
“But in the cires, I feel it’s due. About
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Merry, for that lickin’ you gave me—though I realise now
that you were right, in a way, to lick me. Anyway,” he
went on quickly, as he saw Tom colour up, “1 was dead
keen to give you a fall. You know that, of course. But
so as to rub it in properly, after you'd resigned, I wanted
to see an enemy of yours take over the captaincy—some
chap who would keep you in the background. I'm bein
frank about it=—" ¥

“Bai Jove! - 8o that was why Burkett put up?”
ejaculated Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.

“ Afraid so,”’ nqdded Cardew in a repentant tone. “I'm
sorry now. But p'r’aps it’s not too late, even yet. I've
been thinkin'—" :

He broke off, as there came a tap o6n the door. Toby,

the School House page, grinned into the study.

‘“Master Cardew wanted on the phone,” he aunounced.
#1 fancy it's Master Levison! In Mr. Railton’s study!”

- Toby departed, and Curdew jumped to his feet with
shining eyes, and hurried out after him.

He was away for several minutes. When he came back
his eyes were very bright. He glanced at Clive )

“8o you phoned to old Ernest while 1 was out after
tea?” he grinned. “Thanks, old chap!”

Clive nodded. He had explained to Levison the whole
truth about their chum. And though no one but Cardew
knew what conversation had taken place between himself
and his absent chum, it was clear from his face thai
everything was well{

When Levison returned to St. Jim's, as he was expected
soon to do, Study No. 9 would be itself again, the rift in
the lute a thing utterly of the past.

“What were you saying about Burkett and the cap-
taincy ?* asked Blake. “You said something about it not
being too late, perhaps * ;

“1 was only meanin’,” said Cardew thoughtfully, “that
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I find I have the knack of influencin’ him-—rA

“My hat! If only you could I” exclaimed Monty Lowthet.

Cardew glanced at Tom Merry.

“It wouldn’t be much use my doin' that, though, if
Tom Merry still declines to take if on again!” he said, with
a slight smile,

Tom did not answer for a moment.
by the arm. :

“Won't you, Tom?” he said quietly. “I#’s for the school,
you know—->"

“All right,” said Tom, as if suddenly making up his
mind. “If you can get Burkett to resign I'll put up for
re-election.”

“Huwwah !” cried Arthur Augustus, his gleaming
monocle turned joyfully upon Tom Merry, “Oh, wippin’ {”

“In that case,” grinned Cardew, “T'll trot along now and
see if T can’t undo the harm I've done! Burkett will take
a good deal of persuadin’, I fancy. but I'll do my best,
what 7"

“Good man!” exclaimed Ciive eagerly.

The faces of the juniors in Study No. 9 were all as eager
as Sidney Clive's,

The possibility of finding themselves free of the iron heel
of Burkett’s bungling tyranny as captzin of the Junior
School was a wonderful prospect |

“T’ll be back in a bit,” murmured Cardesw.

He opened the door and sauntered out into the passage,
and turned towards the stairs on his way to the Shell
passage. )

The juniors watched him go with gleaming eyes.

No one but Cardew would ever be able, they felt sure, to
persuade Burkett to resign the captaincy. And however
much they loathed that captaincy, Kildare, they knew,
would never sanction another election unless Burkett handed
in his resignation—not, at any rate, for a long time. 5

Kildare would argue that since Burkett had been properly
§tle0ted, the juniors, having made their bed, must lie on
i

I might be able to persuade Burkett to resign'f,he captaingy.

Manners took him

But if Burket} resigned, it would be a different matter
altogether !

There would have to be ancther election then,

And Ralph Reckness Cardew was the fellow to persuade
Frederick Burkett, if anyone could!

CHAPTER 15.
In the Lion’s Den !
F REDERICK BURKETT was seated by the fire in

Study No. 7 of the Shell passage when Cardew
arrived there.

Crooke was also in the room, seated on the less com-
fortable of the two chairs by the fireplace—for Crooke always
gave up the best chair to his muscular study-mate.

There would have been trouble had he not !

At sight of Cardew strolling coolly into the study, ia
answer to Burkett’s growling invitation, the bully of the
Shell and his crony stared in astonishment.

“Cardew !” exclaimed Burkett, with a heavy frown.

“’”es,” drawled Cardew, closing the door. “It's little
me!

“What do you want?” snarled Crooke.

“I want a word with you, Burkett, dear man,” murmured
Cardew, ignoring Crooke.

Burkett surveyed Cardew with a suspicious scowl.

Cardew’s visit to the study had taken him very much
by surprise.

Ever since Cardew had withdrawn the guiding hand from
the new captain of the Junior School, Burkett, angry and
resentful, had scarcely exchanged a word with the slacker
of the Fourth. He had certainly not expected a visit from
that junior.

“How's the captainey, Burkett ?” inguired Cardew coolly.
“Goin’ strong—what ?”

“Yes,” growled. Burkett. ““Some of the chaps are sora
about that New House rag—keep worrying me to organise
a counter rag, for revenge—-"

“What are you doin’ about it?”
curiously.

““Nothing!” scowled Burkett. “Except lick
who worry me about it. Blow the New House!”

Cardew smiled.

The New House claim to be cock House was undoubted!y
justifiable at present, unless Burkett acted drastically. But
he was scarcely surprised that Burkett did not intend to
act at all.

With Cardew’s cleverness to help him, Burkett would no
doubt have been hot to avenge the Schoo! House's humilia-
tion at the hands of their rivals, if only for his own credit’s
sake. But without Cardew to think out some plan for him.
Burkett was helpless. His own rather dull brains could not
‘cops with Figgins & Co.

inquired Cardew .

the asses
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“ What do you want, anyway ?” he demanded in a churlish
tone.

“Just dropped in to have a word about the captaincy,
old top,”’ explained Cardew. “May I sit down?”

Burkett’s scowling face cleared. He suadenly grinned,

It looked as though Cardew was returning to his banner,
:0 to speak ! If so, Burkett was only too ready to welcome
tiim, ‘despite his'recent resentment,

“Look here, Cardew,” he said eagerly, in his gruff, growl-
ing voice, “if you’ll volunteer to help me I’ll jolly well do
something about those New House cads. It’s rotien the
way they’re swanking round saying they’re cock House—"

“It is,” assented Cardew, seating himself.

“Well, what can we do? Can you suggest something?”’
pleaded Burkett.

“Half a minute!” said Cardew.
that. I’ve been thinkin’—"’

Burkett stared at him, as Cardew paused. The slacker
of the Fourth was wondering how best to put his suggestion
io the bully of the Shell.: -

“Seems to me, Burkett,” went on Cardew evenly, “that
vow’re wastin’ your time a bit—absolutely wastin’ it!”

“What do you mean?” asked Burkett, frowning.

“Why, muckin® about with this giddy captaincy 't smiled

“1 didn't come about

Cardew,
o Oh !)l
“It’s a fright{ul fag, isn’t it7” suggested Cardew.
“Well, yes. But—"

“You've had your fun!” went on Cardew, with a dry
smile.  “You’ve put Tom Merry & Co. in their place—-"

“T'll say I have!” grinned Burkett scowlingly.

“You've made a record, I should think, for bein’ captain
5o soon affter turnin’ up at St. Jim’s. too.” :

“1 dare say I have!” boasted Burkett.

“Well, after the feast comes the reckonin’!” murmured
Cardew. “You've had your fun, as I say! Now you've
got all the responsibility an’ the fag, an’ all that. Seso
what I mean?? ¢ i

“Y-e-es; but—-"

“Well, why not get out of it?’ grinned Cardew.

Crooke suddenly realised what Burkett’s dull wits had
. failed to understand—Cardew’s meaning. He gave an
angry snort. . e e

“What are you. getting at, Cardew?”’ exclaimed Crooke
angrily. . “ You——" :

“Shut up, Crooke!” roared Burkett, Crooke bimst ily te-

“ Mummy !V’ Eagerly tihe

.~ little girl seized Cardew by the

hand. “Mummy! It’s him

—ine man who saved me

when the house was all on
fire!

lapsed into silence. “I don’t quite tumble to what you
mean, Cardew——" o =t y

“1 was only thinkin’ of givin’ you a bit of good gd\]’xce,
Burkett,” said Cardew smoothly. “Take it or leave it!”

“Well, what 1s your advice?’ demanded Burkett.

“To chuck up the captaincy!” :

Cardew’s drawling words were followed by a dead silence
in Study No. 7. :

Burkett stared at Cardew’s coolly smiling face as though
he was still puzzling his brain to understand.

“Eh?” said- Burkett. : .

“Chuck the captaincy!” repeated Cardew smoothly.
“Why not?”” - : : :

Burkett continued to stare at him. He rose slowly from
his chair, towering over Cardew’s’ carelessly-lounging
figure, huge and muscular. His eyes began to gleam. His
beetling brows contracted to a _black frown, and a red
flush appeared on his rugged face. He seemed to he
breathing with difficulty.

“You—you—you—"" Burkett struggled for words. “You
rotten cad!” His voice, when he found it, echoed round the
study in a bellowing roar. “So that’s what you’ve comeo
to advise me, is it? You've turned against me! I ought
to have known it, by George! You rotten turncoat! First
you help me bag the captamncy—now you want to chuck
me out of it! I—I—I'll smash you!”

Cardew sprang quickly to his feet:

Though his face was cool, inwardly he was filled with
utter dismay. R e :

Cardew had not recally doubted for a moment his ability
to versuade Burkett to wive up the captaincy. He had
always found the dull-witted bully clay in his hands before. -

But now, it seemed. he had lost that influence!

He had put. Burkett into. power—but he was as powerless
as anyone else to get him out of it! - :

- Cardew realised that in a flash—knew that he had created
a Frankenstein monster which even he himaelf could noi
now destroy. u 4 : :

““Oh, gad!” breathed Cardew to himself.

“I1—I1l smash you!” roared Burkett, pushing back his
sleeves and revealing his great forearms. ¢ Want me to
resign the captaincy. do you? Tl never resign! I'm
capfain, and I'm staying captain! T've got the captaincy,
and T won’t-let zo of it"’ ey :

He made a rush at Cardew

(Continued on page 27.) <
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A Cunning Plan!

breath. Still, it was hardly a very serious matter,
“Has he gone alone?”

-“With six others—six of our best fighting men.”

“What of it?” Lopez shrugged. “Six men cannot
fight six hundred.”

“But the king was wcll beloved. If it came to be
known that we tried to poison him there might_be
trouble. When he is missed it may be thought we have
killed him and that he has been secretly buried. The
people will demand his safe return, though not as their
king, of course. But their belief in your power will be
shaken if you cannot bring him back.”

“Carajo!” TLopez stood up and flung away his
cigarette. “They might as well doubt my powers
because I do not bring back the two other white men.”

“They will.”

Lopez stared, frowned savagely, but suddenly his
expression changed.

“I have it. We will say that the king was killed by
the ‘white devils. And we will bring them back to be
sacrificed. with the others. Won’t that be enough to
appease the people?”

“ Undoubtedly. But how will you capture the two
white men? Haven’t we alveady tried ?”

I OPEZ raised his eyebrows. He swore under his

THE

-——and see what’s happening to
your hero this week! He’s in
a real tight corner!

By JOHN SYLVESTER.

“Listen! T have an idea. We will make use of the
fact that the king is at enmity with us. We will send
a few trusted men into the forest. They will go un-
armed, and they are sure to attract notice. They will
pretend to be the followers of the king, expelled from
the tribe. That is & plausible story. They will also
say that we have taken a white prisoner, who is to be
killed. They will offer to conduct the gringos back to
a place from which rescue can be effected. If I am not
much mistaken the trap will succeed.”

Lopez expected criticism, though he was confident
about his plan. He was agreeably surprised to be
instantly rewarded by grunts of approval, .

“Have I made myself clear? The two whites in the
forest will be decoyed by pretended followers of the
king. - We can easily arrange for a place where they
can be unexpectedly surrounded and overpowered.”

“You have spoken wiscly,” was the reply. “But this
must be done without delay. The sacrifice must take
place to-night.”

“Why to-night?” protested Lopez, somewhat taken
aback. .

“Before the king is missed. We can then announce
Lis death at the same time a3z we pass judgment on those
we will accuse of the crime.”

Lopez tried to urge postponement, in case the decoying
party did not meet with success, but he was overruled.
The details were carefully discussed, and he went away
to put the plan into operation.

He was not quite so elated as he had been, however.
True, his piece of cunning had won instant apprecia-
tion by the professional wizards, who owed their power
to cupidity. But this hitch caused by the king’s dis-
appearance annoyed him.

The awkward part of claiming supernatural power
was that you might any moment be called upon to

IN A NUTSHELL, this is what has taken place !

Rnowing that Pedro Lopez, a Brazilian adventurer, has stolon their
map which kolds the key to the whereabouts of a fortune in radiwin, Robert
West, a seientist, and his companion, Jokin Trent, together with a lucky
Youngst @& Dick Black d, determine to follow the arch-villain
to Brazil, After a nwumber of thrilling encounters with Lopez, West and
kis companions, aided by a faithful Indian named Chica, succeed 1o
gaining possession of the precious map. Following the direciions thereon
the adeenturers eventually reach a jungle where, to their amazement, they

Trz Gzyu Lasrarv.—~No. 1,153.

nieet a strange tribe of savages in whose midst is Lopez receiving the
homage of a god. Realising they can never achieve their purpose whil
their eneiny remaing in such a unique position, Dick and Chica disguist
themselves and mingle with the natives in the hopes of capturing Lopes.
The ruse fails, however, for they are trapped in a wet Drepared by the
cunning Brazilian and made prisoners.

“ You have done well,'* admits the chief of the witch-doctors, who are
70t in the least deceived by Lopez’s claim to be a god, ** but the king you
kave deposed hag escaped, and while he lives you are in danger [ 2%°

{(Now read on.)
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demonstrate it. If only he could capture Trent and
West by to-night he would secure a permanent triumph.
But would they take the bait?

. . . B . ¢ © .

While all this was happening, and Dick and Chica
were lying in the darkness of a hut, trussed up like
sheep awaiting slaughter, West and Trent cautiousty
explored the forest )

They found a stzcam of moderately good drinking

water, and although they dared not use their rifles for '

fear of attracting attention, Trent managed to kill
a species of partridge with a stone, and they cooked it
native fashion, supplementing the meal with some rather
astringent fruit, which grew in abundance. -

“If T wasn’t literally famished, I don't think T could

touch any food,” said Trent half apologetically.

West glanced at him and nodded in sympathy.

“T feel the same. Dick is the pluckiest chap I've ever
known. 1T hope to Teaven——" .

He broke off, his sensitive ears detecting a strange
gound. Automatically he reached for his rifile. Trent
did the same, a purely reflex action. y

“1 thought it came from that tree opposite. The
undergrowth s very thick. But it might only have been
an animal attracted by the smell of food.”

Trent shook his head. A second later he brought his
gun to his shoulder.

“Indians ! he rapped. 5

He waited tensely, his finger on the trigger. But
what he saw made his jaw drop in amazement. Indians
they were, approaching in single file, but they were un-
armed. Not only that, they held their hands above
their heads

He lowered his rifle, but he was determined to keep
his eyes well open in case this was some kind of ruse.
The men came on more boldly mow, and the leader
walked straight up to him. ~He was a fine-looking
savage, tall and muscular, with curious tattoced mark-
ings on his chest He hegan to speak.

Trent could only make out a word herc and there,
but West definitely recognised some of the expressions.
He listened carefully, and turned to Trent.

“As far as I can gather, he says he’s the king.”

“You must have got the word wrong.”

“I don’t think so. But wait!”

It was difficult to piece what words they knew together
-and make sense. The speaker seemed to realise their
_ difficulty, and he seemed to possess scraps of Huaranca

and pidgin-Spanish. It formed a jumbled whole out
of which, with great difficulty, they got an intelligent
meaning

“I believe I've got it!” exclaimed West, with an

excitement rarely displayed. “These men have been
turned out by the tribe. Now that Lopez is in full
command, there’s no room for a king as well. They
want us to join them and help the king to regain his
old position. They've gathered we are the enemies of
Lopez, and they want to join forces.”

“Sounds a bit too good to be true,” remarked Trent.
“It may be a trick to put us off our guard.”

. The self-styled king, however, began to jabber eagerly,
and he kept pointing in the direction of the valley.
. West started up in alarm.

“I can’t _be sure what he’s saying, but he secms to
know Dick’s down there I can't help thinking that’s
what he means.”

“Thunder !” cried Trent, this time thoroughly roused.
“If he knows that, Dick’s disguise must have heen
discovered.” : e e

“And he must be a prisoner. I hope I'm wrong; but
if it’s true—-"

Trent caught his breath. He controlled himself with
an effort :

“We must wait until nightfall. If they don’t coms
back, we’ll have to trust these beggars even fo the
cxtent of arming them, and plan a rescue.” .

They had three hours to wait In that time the
natives settled down and. secemed perfectly friendly.
Trent’s first suspicions were allayed. !

But darkness came—and Dick and Chica did not
return.

-

|8}
ot

The Downfail of Lopez, .

& E * HE moon shone on a fantastic scene. -
The narrow winding jungle gorge was sblaze
with torches. Just as un the first night, Lopez
vode on a litter, supported by magicians, who wore
hideous masks with horns  Drums beat and rever-
berated, and there was the deeper and even weirder
sound of bassoon-like instruments.

Dick had been broughc uvu* from the prison, and,
to his astonishment, a suit of white drill had been given
to him, with instructions to dress = Hardly knowing
what to think of the idea, Dick obeyed. He did not
know that this scheme of dressing him in white man’s
clothes—acrunally a spare suit of Lopez’s—was his arch-
enemy’s idea of impressing the natives. They wanted
a white prisoner. So, with Dick in white man’s clothes
again, and his face cleaned, he would satisfy their
wants :

When he was ready, Dick’s legs were freed, but his
arms securely lashed. Behind him were guards with
spears, watchfui for any attempt to escape. Beside
him walked Chica, whe was too depressed even to utter
a word. =

It was not the fear of death that made Chica so
cast down, but simply the fact that Lopez had
triumphed, and that he would die without fulfilling his
vow of vengeance. When he glanced at Dick his gaze
was dumbly reproachful. He was thinking of the night
when he bad Lopez at his mercy, and Lopez had heen
set free,

Dick would now have freely admitted that they had
made a terrible mistake  They should have taken
justice into their own hands, and either compelied him
to produce the map or risked finding it themselves.

“We were too mighty particular,” he decided. “ And

yet—--—"

He couldn’t quite describe the emotion that came
over him It was just that since he felt certain now
that he was walking to his death, the recollection that
be had played absolutely square made him feel hetter
about . things. After all. there were some actions a
white man just couldn’t do. One was to shoot an enemy
in the back Another was to break your word.

“Dash it !” he thought, sweepingly contradicting that
other fleeting mood. “I nearly started thinking like old
Chica  He’s wrong—of course he’s wrong! And why
am I taking 1t for granted I won’t get out of this?
While there’s life there’s hope, isn’t there?”

But not mueh, he had to admit. Confoundedly littic
hope, with his hands bound behind his back, and a tribe
of peculiarly bloodthirsty savages, beating tom-toms
and chanting gibberishly, and leading him to the grue-
some rock on which, from time immemorial, human
sacrifices were offered.

An earthqnake might save him, he reflected; or a
meteor dropving from the sky and hitting Lopez off
his pereh wight also alter matters: But fhe prospeet
of either of those events occurring at the right moment
was, to sav the least of it, remote,

“8Still, I'm glad they haven’t got Trent or West.
That’s something on the eredit side.”

The procession rounded the corner. In front of him,
glistening in the moonlight, were tall pillars of rock.
Whether they were some freak of geological formation,

(Continued on next page.)
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or whether they had been raised by human labour in
a dim antiquity, he couldn’t tell. It reminded him of
Stonehenge, only it was cu a bigger scale.

Torches flowed like rivers of fire between the avenues
of rock. Lopez was lowered to the ground, and as the
natives moved from his line of vision, and the chanting
grew louder, Dick saw two slabs on the ground, and
in the centre of each was an iron ring.

Then he noticed Lopez coming towards him.

“The moment has come,” he began grimly. “I
should have called it the last moment in your life
except for the fact that death will be too lingering.
You came here to find radium, and you have found it.
The ground on which yoa are standing is the most
richly radioactive in +he world. Lest you don’t
appreciate what that means, I will tell you. Contact
with radium scorches the skin. If we remained herc
ourselves for as long as sn hour, the soles of our feet
would be scorched. It penetrates steel. Hardly any-
thing can withstand its deadly rays except lead. And
we do not propose to put you on lead.

“You see those slabs. You will be chained to them.
You may last for days. But although you will not be
touched in any other way, the tissues of your body will
be gradually destroyed You will twist and scream
in agony like many victims before you. But slowly—
you wiil rot to death.”

“You know, you talk too much,” said Dick ecalmly,
although he had gone white. “If you don’t get on
with the job something may happen.”

With a snarl of rage, Lopez turned and shouted an
order.

Instantly Dick was forced forward. His bonds were
cut and he was laid on his back. A burly native rushed
up with a red-hot piece of irom. Another approached,
carrying a similar object with a pair of toungs on the
opposite side.

An iron cuff was put roughly on each of Dick’s wrists
and the hot iron used to rivet this to the ring in the
stone slab on each side. The hot iron 4ouched his flesh.
He bit his lip until it bled to prevent a cry.

Then, above the rumble of the drums and the wailing
of the chant, the resounding blows of a hammer rang
cut.

0 . . . . ° . . .

Trent showed the native who described himself as the
King how to use a rifle. He dared not risk letting him
fire it, but he explained as well as he could, and demon-
strated with the cartridges ouf.

“Intelligent blighter,” he commented to West. *“If
he isn’t a real king, he jolly well deserves to be.”

West nodded absently.

“We haven't formed any plan yet,” he pointed out.

“Not much use to. We don’t know what we are up
against Plans have a'way of tying you up when you
ought to be free to act on your hunches.”

West disagreed. His tidy mind preferred a perfectly
definite line of action. However, he did not press the
point.

“We must start right away,” he urged.. “I euppose
we’d better leave the Indians to act as gunides?”

_“For a double reason,” nodded Trent shrewdly. “I ;

prefer to have 'em walking in front than behind.”

_ This condition was conveyed, and the Indians seemed
‘quite eager to get away. It was now pitch dark in the
forest, but where the foliage was thinner the moonlight
gleamed pallidly.

It was a marvel to Trent how the natives moved with
such sureness and softness, although they might have
been blindfolded for all they could see. He kept catch-
ing in thorns, tearing his arms, and grazing his shins.
Several times he stumbled over great roots protruding
from the ground He heaved a sigh of relief when they
left the jungie proper and followed a narrow path, with
bamboos growing straight and thick on each side.

But they had not gone very far when he exchanged a
quick glance with West. From the distance they could
hear the muffled rumble of drums and the sound of
chanting. ;

“What do you make of it9”

Se °
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“I don’t like,it,” admitted West uneasily.

“If Lopez is anywhere within range, I’ll pepper him,”
muttered Trent. ‘I believe it would be plain sailing
if he were dead. Meanwhile, it's Dick that worries me.
T'm sure tlis infernal noise means they are up to
mischief of some sort.”

They walked on another half-mile. The vegetation
ceased abruptly. Tropical luxuriance gave way to stark
barrenness The ground was rocky, and the boulders
glistened 1n that blue light as though encrusted with
tiny, translucent crystals. The chanting waxed louder.
Drums and horns mingled in harsh dissonance. There
was something utterly barbaric in that welter of sound,
issuing as though from a pit; it seemed to charge the
atmosphere with tension, with the fierce excitement of
some nameless evil, -

They were on high ground, and now it became clear
that they were about to intersect the other end of the
ravine, the end they had not explored. They could see
the opposite side, silvery and phosphorescent. Not a
hundred yards away was the dividing chasm.

‘Trent unslung his gun. The
Indians who had gone on
ahead were beckoning. Then,
one by one, they disappeared
over the brink of the cliff.

“I suppose we’'ve got to
follow, although it may be a
trap after all.”

It was not a trap, however.
At the cdge of the cliff Trent
gtood stock still in amazement.
Below he could'see a blur of
torches, moving among tall
hewn boulders; and in the
centre was a group of men
who, from their head-dress, he
realised must be witch-doctors.

“What are they up to?
Good heavens!”

An exclamatien of horror
pburst from his lips. He
started forward and slid for
nearly fifty yards down the
shaly slope. Fortunately the
roar of the drums deadened the

ADVENTURER!

HE'LL. BE HERE SOON.
GET READY TO CHEER!

dislodged. He came to rest on
a narrow ledge, but he was so
dismayed by what he had seen
that he hardly  gave any
thought to the danger of his own position. )3

Trent's gaze was transfixed by that cluster of ju-ju
men. They were standing around a figure stretched on
the ground. - Beside them was another prisoner, and he
saw that it was Chica.

“They’ve got Dick!” Trent gasped, as West joined
him. “T don’t know what devilry they are up to. But
there goes Lopez He’s bending down. Now they are
all bending down.” : :

“Tt must be Dick on the ground!” cried West, in
alarm. “We’ve got to act at once!”

But Trent already had his rifle to his shoulder. He
fired, and West also fired barely a second after.

CHICK CHANCE—

Dick had virtually abandoned hope when those shots
rang out. FHis hands were riveted to, two stonc slabs,
and the witch-doctors were driving pegs into the
ground, in order to fasten a sort of wooden collar across
his throat, so that he would be unable to raise his head.

“T ought to get sunstroke before anything worse
happens !” he consoled himself.

‘It was then the familiar crack of a rifle made the
boy’s heart leap, sent hope rushing through him, even
though it was immediately transformed into a new
anxiety. : ‘

“They are crazy!” the youngster almost groaned.
“They’ll only land themselves in the same plight.”

Something crashed across Dick’s legs. It was one of the
witch-doctors. He gave a convulsive twitch and became
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zn inert weight Bullets were now ceming
f'* Both Trent and West were firing 2
1eathlcs;sly Their native escort were al g Cor
sidering they had pcver handled a gun buo e, they
mo,nagud remarkably well. Accurate ~hootmrr was not
necessary. The crowd was so dense that it was impos-
sible to.pull the trigger and miss.

The crowd were first stupefied, an rl then
stricken. They had believed the white “demons ” were
powerless now they were under the plOLt(.tIOll of Lopez.
But they had shown themselves to be very far from
powerless. >

They had suddenly appeared, with their thunder and
lightning. They were angry and crying out for ven-
geauce. Oue of the number was ahout to be sacrificed,
and they had come to deliver him, armed with super-
natural powers.

This was how the natives reasoned. Nothing could
have convinced them that two men, as mortal as them-
selves, were creating such havee. They mnomcd a
host of demouns swee pmrr down on the valley. They saw
themselves trapped in that narrow gorge.

The howl of rage and despair that wenb up from their
midst was a dreadful sound. Lopez listened to it, and

panie-

blanched. It sounded the knell of his ambitions.
Wonse-—~
“We must fiy!” cried a hoarse voice in his ear. Tt

came from the hollow interior of a mask, He turned
sharply to the witch-doctor who had spoken, and his
lips twisted mirthlessly. It was no use talking of
flicht, surrounded by this now hostile mob.

The firing had abluptlv stopped. But the natives
nearest him were raising their spears and shouting in
rage. If he were indeed a god, let him prove it, let “him
protect them.

For a second he hesitated. The temper of the crowd
was 50 menacing that after a lightning calculation he
decided he had at any rate nothmv to lose by trying a
final piece of bluff. He mounted a sort of rocky plat-

f01m before anyome quite realised his intention, and
aised both his hands.
“There is mnothing to h8 shouted. Then
abruptly he changed to “If another shot is

mnd the boy will pay the penalty !”

The natives did not understand the latter sentence,
and they took it to be some kind of magical incantation.
Actually Lopez was trusting that his voice would reach
Trent and West and prevent them from continuing the
attack.

(For the concluding chapters of this popular adveniure
serial see next week’s GEM.)
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The Bully of the Shell

(Continued from page 23.)
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But Cardew was toe quick for him. He put out a foot,
and Burkett tripped over it, and crashed full length on
the carpet. The study echoed to his fall. Cardew swung
open the door and ~t9pped quickly out into the passage,
with the sound of Burkett’s bull-like roar following him.

The_door of Study No. 7 opened violently. But Burkett,
charging out in pursuit of Cardew, caught sight of the
captain of St. Jim's and the Homnmastex and hastily
1'otrr~a.tcd, h o furious snort. Cardew grinmed, and
strolled away.

He was lucky, he knew, to have escaped from the bully’s
study without a thr :hnm‘ 50 hllcd with rage had Bulkott
become ab his wggutlon that 1e should resign the junior
captaincy.

In Study No. 9, in the Fourth me passage, Tom Merry
& Co., Blake & Co., Talbot, Kangaroo, and Sidney Clive
were waiting =agerly for Cardew’s return.

“Any luck?” cried Clive, as Cardew entered the study.

Cardew shook his head.

“None. He won't resign.
when I even suggested it.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Blake surveyed Cardew in dismay.

Cardew shrugged.

“Well,” he said, “that’s that! I'm afraid
fault. i thought I oould influence the lout.
can 't—not any mm

‘Oh, bai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Tom Merry ga\e a sudden dry laugh.

“Yes,” he said, “that’s that!”

Carduv, durmg his bitter animosity towards Tom, had
recklessly set up Burkett in the seat of power, without
nuthmnw very much to weigh the results. And now, “when
he \\anfnd to undo the harm he had done, Cardew found
to his dismay that it was too late!

He was powerless to put things right now.
captaincy was securely held in the blundering. tyrannical
hands of the bully of the Shell, the fellow whom Ralph
Reckness Cardew had so recklessly used as a catspaw with
which to bring about Tom Merry's downfall !

He went as mad as a hatter

it’s all my
It seems I

The junior

THE END.

(Whatever you de, clhuums, don’t miss the thrilling
climax to this grand sevies featuring ** Bully ”’ Burkett,
the terror of the Lower Schoeol, entitlied: ©* THE FALL
OF THE TYRANT!?® Youw'll vote it one of Martin
Clifford’s best yarns!)
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pistol shoots peas and rubber-tipped arrowa,
A flash with every shot! Long range. Abso- .
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“ Wild West” s 1/- §9d. extra
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CIGARETTES

Teii the Grown-ups in your Famﬂy' :
to smoke Turt Clgﬂrettes and g,zf‘ve 3
you the smmps

Here’s a splendld Wav to. fﬂl up the
holes in *your cmiect‘;p‘nﬁqzﬁd det
plenty of stamps for exchange and
swopping. . %

Get every. grown-up person you
know teo smoke Turf L1ga1eties-=—-
and youll ‘soon - have a flrst-class
collectmn, ; : '



