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DON’T READ IT IN YOUR BATH! GRUNDY’S EFFORTS TO SWIM—-

CHAPTER 1. \T’
“Hem!”

George Alfred Grundy, of the
cel! You've seen a conger-eel
Wilkins and Gunn,
quad towards the gates with

“Can’t say 1
“What
Grundy. “The water’s my
the sea @as I am in this blessed

Grundy Makes a Splash !
“Like a giddy
Shell at St. Jim's, with
flashing through the water,
Grundy’s faithful followers,
their great leader, shook their
chap,” said Gunn,
“Well, that’s what I'm like
natural home. I'm just as
quad. In other words, I'm a

; LJ
JM rtin Clifford
4 I IKE a fish 1”
fish 1”7  repeated
emphasis,  *“Like a <conger-
you men?”’
who svere walking across the
heads.
have, old
about it ?”
in the water, anyway,” said
much at home in the river or
born swimmer |7
i I

“The finest swimmer in the
Lower School, in fact!” said
Grundy, glaring from Wilkins
to Gunn, “What’s more, I'm
prepared to wallop anybody
who -deesn’t agree with me.
Do you chaps agree with me 7°’

“Hem! Yes, rather, old man!”

“Oh, absolutely !’ said Wilkins, with rather an anxious
glance at Grundy’s clenched fist. “J always did say you
were @ good swimmer, old fellow !’ 6 5

“Just as well for you!” growled Grundy. “Now, that
being admitted, can you fellows give any explanation
of the attitude of that ass Merry in leaving me out of the
swimming trial this afternoon?”’

Wilkins exchanged & wink with Gunn.

“Rather surprising, old chap, I must admit,” he observed.

“Burprising!  That's not the word for it!” snorted
Grundy. “It’s the most staggering thing that’s happened
for terms. We’re winding up the swimming season with a

’

R New, Long, Complete Tale of the Gﬁn;s of 8t. Jim’s.

screamingly funny joke you told us the other day. The one
about one rode a horse and the other rhododendron, you
know,” explained Gunn glibly. “Scream, wasn’t it, Wilky 7~

“Oh, rather! Grundy’s stories always are rather funny!”
gasped Wilkins. “Go on, old chap!”’

“Merry’s seen me in the water,” continued Grurdy, a
little mollified at hearing the gratifying reason for his
followers’ merriment. ‘‘So there’s no excuse for him. He
must_know jolly well that I can beat anyone else in the
school hands down. Yet he leaves me out. Why is it?”

“Echo answers, ‘ Why ?”  grinned Wilkins.

“It’s because he’s jealous—that's why ?” declared Grundy.
“I’ve experienced it before at cricket. I shall expect to
get it again, now that the footer season’s beginning. But
I really did think I'd get a square deal at swimming.”

“Too bad, isn’t it ?” sympa-

swim!

Jumping Jupiter! Grundy’s

going to tackle the channel

Grundy, the World’s
Worst Waterbaby !

thised Gunn. :
“Worse than bad — it’s
awful!” growled Grundy.
“Merrv’s going just a bit to>
far at last. To add insult o
injury. he even includes yo1
fellows in the trial. -
wasn’t so tragic it would-be
funny. Giving a trial 1o

gala on the river, and, for the henour of the School, we've
Wilkins and Gunn shook

hopeless, incompetent _fat- .

sumply pot to pull off the
ads,

relay race with the Grammar
School %

“Hear, hear !” said Wilkins

“Deo you think it’s possible that he doesn’t realise what a
tip-top swimmer you are?’’ asked Gunn gravely.

Grundy frowned.
© “I suppose it’s just possible. Not very likely that he can

and Gunn cordially.

“Yet this so-called junior
be so ignorant, though. After all, he’s seen me in the
water——" :

captain of ours "—Grundy’s
“Ha, ha, ha!”’

lips curled slightly—* deliber-
ately leaves me out of the
trial. Me, you know! What
reason can he possibly have 77

“Why, you silly asses, what the thump are you cackling
1?2’ hooted the great man of the Shell. y

“Hem?! Sorry, old chap! I was just thinking. of that
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heads like you——"

“Look here——"" said Wilkins and Gunn simultaneously.

“And leaving out the chap who taught you all you know
about swimming,” said Grundy, thereby distorting the truth
rather considerably. “Could injustice go farther? You
fellows on the way to the swimming trial, and me coming
along to watch! Br-r-r-r!”

“No need to come along if you don’t want to, old man,”
said Gunn, almost hopefully.

““ El] ?)J “

“You can stay away, old chap, if you feel it so keenly.
Go for a walk, or punt a footer about——"

2
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—THE CHANNEL WOULD MAKE YOU DRO WN WITH LAUGHTER!

“You silly ass!”’ roared Grundy.
take it lying down, then, you idiot?”

“Don’t see what else you can do!”

“Well, you jolly soon will see, then! When I said I was
coming down with you to watch, I didn’t mean that that
was all I was going to do. I shall do several other things
while I’m there. Tell Tom Merry just what I think of
him, for one!” ;

({3 em !1!

_“ And punch his nose for another!” said Grundy. “That'll
g1}"e}3 hzm s(),mething to think about, perhaps.”

ey

“Think I'm going to

“ Grundy, old man—-"

“Don’t dawdle! I haven't got all the afterncon to waste.”

“No; but—="

“And I don’t want any © buts’ from you, Wilkins, either!
I get rather tired of ‘ buts’ from you fellows. March!”

Wi}llkins and Gunn decided to abandon their objections and
march.

They went out of the gates and down the lane, then struck
off across the footpath leading down to the river.

Quite a number of juniors, many carrying swimming
costumes and towels, were walking in the same direction,
and there were many grins as Grundy came along. Since
the trial list had been posted up on the notice-board that
morning Grundy had made his views on the relay race with
the Rylcombe Grammar School team quite clear to half the
Lower School. With Grundy turning up for the trial, they
saw the possibility of a little fun in the offing.

They were not disappointed.

Wilkins and Gunn, on reaching the riverside, went to the
cg-anging-hu(; that stood some distance back from the water's
edge.

Grundy sat on the bank of the river while they changed,
moodily watching candidates for the relay race team diving
in. ; . .

M

Tgve minutes later Wilkins
and Gunn emerged with Tom
Merry and a crowd of other
juniors, all in swimming ki,

Grindy rose and met them.
He bestowed a curt nod on
Tom Merry, who responded
with a cheery grin.

“One moment, Merry!”

‘“Hallo, Grundy, old scout!
Come to watch the sport?”
asked Tom genially.

Grundy frowned.

“Not exactly. Got some-
thing better to do than to
watch a lot of third-raters
like you paddling about.
What I’ve come for is an ex-
planation.”

“Have @ dozen, if you
like !” said Tom Merry agree-
ably. “What sort of an ex-
planation do you want?”

“I want to know why
you've left out the best swim-
mer in the Lower School
from this so-called trial?”

“But I haven’t. I put my-
self down as a matter of
course |” =

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

Grundy glared.

“Making a joke of it—eh?
Still, you know what I mean
all right. I could beat any-
body on your blessed list with
my hands tied behind my
back.”

“Yes; but it’s & relay race,
not a dive to the bottom,”
explained Tom Merry. “You
see, old bean—"

*“You funny ass!” hooted Grundy. “I mean swimming—
not what you fellows look on as swimming, but real swim-
ming—my kind!”

“Bai Jove!”’

“I’'m here to say that there’s nobody in the Lower School
who can hold a candle to me at swimming!” roared Grundy.
“Short or long distances, they’re all the same to me.
could swim to the boathouse while the rest of you were
taking off—"

“ Great pip!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qr beat you all for endurance, if it comes to that! One
of these days,” said Grundy impressively, “I'm going to
swim the Channel!”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“Swim the Channel!
Calais!”

“Ha, ha, ba!”’

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Monty Lowther. “Crundy—
Channel swimmer {”

“Ha, b, ha?

The juniors yelled.

Grundy only glared.

“(Cackle away, you silly cuckoos!” he growled. “Suppose
you think I'm not good enough to do it?"”

“Well, there's just a doubt!” gasped Jack Blake of the
Tourth. “Only a slight doubt, of course!”

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“Cackling idiots! Anyway, that’s beside the point. The
point, for the moment, is that I've been left out of this trial.
‘What I want to know, Merry, is, are you going to change
your mind?” : :

Tom Merry shook his head.

“’Iraid not, old bean. I don’t want to hurt your feelings
at all, but you're really not good enough.” =
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Grundy took a step forward.

“And that’s all. is it7”

“Just about all I

“Right!” said Grundy.

So saying, he raised his big fist and made a rush at the
leader of the St. Jim’s juniors.

Tom dodged—hurriedly. He was standing at the water’s
edge, and a push from Grundy would only have knocked
him into the river; but Tom preferred a less exciting method
of going in.

The result was disastrous for Grundy. =

Grundy had intended punching the junior captain on the
nose. But he didw’t succeed in punching any part of his
intended victim. All he managed to punch was thin air.

Grundy, overbalanced, fell forward.

Splash!

“Whooooop :

With a wild yell George Alfired Grundy disappeared
under the water, to reappear half a dozen yards out in the
siream. -

He struck out. But alas for Grundy’s boasts! The
great man of the Shell found that swimming, fully clothed,
was not particularly easy in the swiftly moving current of
the Rhy!l He made no progress whatever, and cven showed
.signs of going under again.

There was a shout from Tom Merry.

“Fish him out {?

“What-he 1 -

Tom and half a dozen others dived in and raced to the
rescue. In a matter of seconds Grundy was being towed
in to the bank again, amid cheers from the onlookers.

“Well ‘saved, Tommy I* :

Grundy, ocozing water, crawled up the bank. He might
have been expected to show signs of gratitude to his
rescuers.  But Grundy evidently didn’t feel that the
situation called for gratitude. Possibly he felt annoyed;
for a budding Channel swimmer to expericnce the
humiliation of being fished out of a river a few yards from
the bank was certainly rather annoying. -Grundy un-
doubtedly looked annoyed. =

“Well, that’s that!”? remarked Monty Lowther. “And
now, Grundy, resuming what you were saying about that
Channel swim—"

CHAPTER 2.
Grundy Gets His Own Baeck !

€6 A, ha, hal?
The juniors shrieked. e
“Carry on, Grundy!” chortled Figgins of the

New House. “You were talking about starting
from Dover—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“ And finishing up at Calais. Or was it Hamburg?”

“Or New York?” chuckled Cyrus K. Handcock, the new
junior from U.S.A “I guess it’s just about as reason-
able 1

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy shook himself and gasped.

“Ow! Poof! I think I swallowed some water!

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Nothing to laugh at, you howling idiots—"

“Your mistake; there is!” grinned Monty Lowther.
“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, do we think there’s any-
thing to laugh at?”

“Ha, ha, hai?

Apparently the fellows did see something to laugh at, for
they were roaring. .

“Oh dear! Youll be the death of me, Grundy!”
remarked Tom Merry. “Too bad to laugh, but I really
couldn’t help it. After talking about swimming the
Channel—"’

“Look here—" said Grundy.

“You fall into the Rhyl and we have to rescue you !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy shook himself again and snorted like an old war-
horse.

“Cackling idiots! Think you vescued me, then?”

“Not think, old bean! We know it!”

“Rot! When you fatheads grabbed me, I was just
striking ovt—" :

“You were just going to the bottom!” corrected Jack

Ow 1»

ake.

“1 could have reached the bank easily » :

“}(ou could have reached the bottom a jolly sight more
easily 1” :

“It’s all bosh!” hooted Grundy. “This is a conspiracy,
by James! You fellows know dashed well that I’'m the best
junior swimmer in the school——*
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“ What—still §

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Jealousy! That’s what it is1” snorted Grundy. “You
try to sit on me because F’'m modest and don’t boast—*

:‘(\;Vha-a.-at P B G

‘Great pip! Say that again, Grundy!”

“Ha, ha, hat® we 2

“All because I've never asserted myself—never pushed
myself forward}” roared Grundy. “But this swimming
business has put the Iid on it, and I shan’t be so modest
now. [I’ll do something that’ll jolly well force you to admit

* my worth. Perhaps swim the Channel—"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“From Dover—"

“Don’t1” almost wept Monty Lowther. “Save the rest
for another time, or I’ll bush|®

“Ha, ha, ha{?

“To Calais I’ finished Grundy, grimly determined to say
his say. “Perhaps if I do that-—>

13 If]:’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll sit up and take notice!
the lot of you!”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The juniors yelled. Grundy, after glaring round the
crowd almost wolfishly, tramped off, still oozing water.

The first thought of the great man of the Shell was
naturally to get back to St. Jim’s and have a rub-down and
a complete change of clothing.

As he passed the changing-hut, however, something hap-
pened to cause him to alter his programme slightly.

The changing-hut was deserted now, the swimmers heing
all down by the riverside. There was nobedy in charge,
and, as the spectators were all too interested in the trial
to keep an eye on things, the swimmers’ belongings were
completely unattended. Z

Grundy observed that circumstance in passing the open
door of the hut. 3 S

Just past the hut he observed something else in the shape

of an empty lorry driving slowly up the slope from the
direction of a bungalow that was being erected farther down
the river. . ;
- ‘Grundy was not, as a rule, subject to sudden inspirations.
Possibly on this occasion, however, his immersion in the
Rhyl had stimulated his mental processes. At any rate,
inspiration did undoubtedly come to George Alfred Grundy
as his eyes turned from the changing-hut to the lorry.

“By gum !” he said.

Then he smiled It was rather a watery smile, but a
smile for all that.

“I’ll show ’em!” he muttered.

He rushed over to the track which the lorry was ascending
and held up both hands as a signal for the driver to stop.

The driver looked by no means pleased at having to halt
in the middle of the steep incline, but he did stop eventu-
ally. After that, he directed a glare at Grundy.

“Makin’ a man stop! Wot’s the idea?” he inguired
unpleasantly.

“I want you,” answered Grundy calmly. “Got a job for
you, in fact. You see that hut over there—?>

“An’ who are you, wantin’ me? Stoppin’ a man on a
‘ill ’cause why, ‘cause you want ’im! Look ’ere, young
shaver-— :

“Quick, there’s no time to waste,” interrupted Grundy.
“Tll pay you, of course. There’ll be a pound for you and -
it won’t take more than ten minutes—"’

“A pound, did you say?” asked the lorry driver, his
expression undergoing a sudden and surprising change.

“A whole pound!” said Grundy, holding up a bank-
ng}se, which, though dripping with wet, looked quite negoti-
able.

“TFor ten minutes’ work?”

“Won’t take you much longer.”’ ol

“Right! I'm on, guv’mor!” said the driver, a beatific
smile replacing his previous scowl. “Wot is i£7? .- i
: Grundy jerked his thumb in the direction of the changing-
hut. 2

“There are some togs in there belonging to those chaps
you see in the water. I want you to hike 'em all out and
put ’em in your bus, then unload them at St. Jim’s. I'll
céme with you and look after th-m at the other end.”

“H'm! All fair an’ square like, I suppose?”’

Grundy grinned. =

“I’'m not pinching them, if ‘that’s what you mean.
They’re all chaps I know from St. Jim’s, and they’ve just
been taking a rise out of me. Thig’ll be my way of
showing ’em what’s what. It’s just a lark.” 3

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared the driver. “Well, sir, if
you’re sure I shan’t get into no trouble about it—"

“Of course you won't, I'll see to that. Get busy !

Anyway, blow you—all



EVERY WEDNESDAY,

Grundy meant fo punch Tem
WMerrys but he missed, over-
balanced, and fell with a
splash into the river !

The driver dismounted, leaving his engine still running,
and followed Grundy into the changing-hut.

Clothes were in all directions inside the hut—on pegs,
on hangers, flung across boxes and chairs, and strewn over
the floor.

“Take ’em!” said Grundy, with a sweeping gesture round
the hut.

“My heye! All of 'em?”

“All the lot! Tl help you!”

And Grundy set the example by rapidly jerking suit after
suit from a row of pegs along the wall and piling them up
in his arms.

The lorry driver waded in.

Four hands made a light job of it. There were some-
thing like twenty suits of clothes to be removed, not to
mention underwear, but two trips on the driver’s part
and one om Grundy’s were sufficient to clear the hut with
the exception of boots and towels, which Grundy was
merciful enough to leave.

“Done it!”’ remarked Grundy’s assistant, after he had
piled the “swag ” in a heap at the back of his lorry.

“And no one any the wiser!” said Grundy, with satis-
faction, after a hurried glance back at the river where the
swimming trial was in full swing. “Now run me up to
St. Jim’s like the dickens. I'm wringing wet.”

The driver jumped up into his seat and Grundy climbed
in -beside him.

The lorry started off again.

Five minutes later they were at the gates of St. Jim’s,
where Taggles the porter greeted both the lorry and Grundy
with a stare.

Grundy dismounted.

“Want you, Taggles!”” he announced.

“Look ’ere, Master Grundy——"

“Run all this stuff up to the Shell dormitory at once.
It doesn’t all belong there, but they can sort it out when
they get back.” >

Taggles jumped as his eyes fell on the pile of clothing
inside the lorry.

£ Which I'll report you——"" he began.

“You mean you'll accept a little present from me!”
corrected Grundy, slipping a ten-shilling note into the
crusty old porter’s hand. “And buzz this stuff up to the
dorm in double-quick time. Driver! What’s your name?”

“Bill *Arris, sir!” grinned the lorry driver.

“Well, Bill Harris, thanks for helping me. Here’s what
I promised you.”

“Thank you, sir! You're a gentleman!” remarked Bill
Harris. “An’ if you ever need ’elp again—-"

“Don’t suppose I shall, but I'll remember you if I
do!” said Grundy. *Cheerio!”

And the great man of the Shell rushed off to the School
House to change, leaving Bill Harris pocketing his pound
note with an air of great satisfaction, and Taggles staring
after him as though mesmerised.

- -

CHAPTER 3.
Grundy’s Win !

3 Y clobbah!”
M Arthur* Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth made
that exclamation as he stood in the doorway of

the changing-hut.

The swell of St. Jim’s had just come out of the water
and walked up to the hut, towelling himself as he did
$0. .

In the doorway he stopped, his noble face the picture of
bewilderment.

“My clobbah! What the mewwy dickens—-*

“Anything up, Gus?” called out’ Jack Blake, from the
river bank.

“Yaas! My clobbah !”

* “What about your blessed clobber ?”’

“It’s not heah, deah boy. It's gone!”

“Ell?”

“Completeéy !disappeahed. Uttahly vanished, in fact!”
t »

“Oh, my hat!
Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,176.
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“Ha, ha, ha

There was a yell of unsympathetic laughter from the
crowd of swimmers leaving the water. Laughter, in the
circumstanees, was, perhaps, hardly in good taste. But

Gussy’s immaculate clobber usually did excite merriment

at St. Jim’s. D’Arcy himself took the subject of his per-
sonal adornment very seriously, which possibly explained
why others treated it humoroustky.

“Somebody run off with it, then?” inguired Figgins.

“Pwecisely 17

“ Gentlemen !’ said Figgins solemnly, “ This is where the
universe crashes in ruins around us. Gus will have to
walk back in his bathing cestume !”

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

“Weally, deah boys——* 5

“You ought to have a dctective to watch ‘em!” said
Monty Lowther. “Stands to reason that togs like yours
would attract any old clo’ dealer who happened to pass!

“Ha, ha, hal”’

“1 fail to see any weason for cacklin’! I forgot to
mention, by the way, that all the west of the clobbah
has gone as well!”

“*Wha-a-at I ;

The juniors’ grins vanished with startling _suddenness.
The swimmers crowded up to the door of the changing-hut
and looked in. Then they yelled.

“Gone I’

“All the lot of it!” roared Jack Blake.
fidn’t you say so ab first?”

“I told you my eclobbah had gone.”

“ Nobedy worries about your clobber, fathead!
ahout ours?’ : :

“Quite a different matter I” grinned Digby, who, being
one of those who had not been into the wafer, could afford
to grin. “But who the thump——"

“Grundy !” yelled Wilkins.

¢ El]?13

“It’s Grundy! That silly ass—7"

**Oh, my hat! Of course!”

“It’s Grundy !” groaned Gunn.
heads—"

“Surely the howling idiot hasn’t——" ' :

“But he has!” roared Herries. “Come to think of jt,
I did spot him standing by the hut while I was in the
water. There was a lorry at the back. He took ’em away
in that !” s

“Oh, great pip!” ; 2

The swimmers looked at each other in utter dismay.

“That’s it, right enough,” said Tom Merry. “He went
off in a fearful rage. This is what he’s done to score
over us.”

“M-m-my hat *

“QOh dear!”

“The—the dummy!”

“Why the thump

But what

“Of all the fooiling fat-

“The howling, shrieking idiot!” moaned Figgins. “He's
taken all our clobber and left us stranded! Yl slaughter
him !’

“We’'ll pulverise him for this!” muttered Blake. “But

what the merry dickens are we to do now 7

“Get dried, first,” said Tom Merry. “Don’t want to
catch colds through it, anyway. After that—"

“We can wait here till the rest of you bring up fresh
togs—-"’ :

gAnd catch colds, anyway!® grunted Blake. “That’s no
go. Only one thing. He’s left us our boots. We must hike
through the woods as we are and sneak in by the back
gate, trusting to luck not to be spotted.” =

“Bai Jove! I uttahly wefuse to walk home in a bathin’
costume an’ boots—" -

“Then you can wailt here all night!” snorted Blake.
“Let’s get dried!” g

The swimmers, their expressions almost homicidal,
streamed into the changing-hut and started drying them-
selves. That had to be done, anyway.

The fellows who, luckily for themselves, had taken no
part in the afternoon’s swimming, stood outside the hut,
grinning. They could sce the funny side of the affair.

Tom Merry emerged at last, wearing boots as well as
his swimming garb. A crowd followed him, similarly
attired, and there was a chuckle from the crowd. The boofs

and the swimming costumes formed a ludicrous contrast’

which was irresistible.
“My hat! You do look good!” commented Dighy.
“Don’t think I'm unsympathetie, but it’s rather funny !”
“Ha Ky, ha 1"
“Oh, ean it!” said Tom Mecrry crossly. “Crowd round
as as ,much as you can and we’ll make a start. You seady,
us?’ g
“I tell you I uttahly decline—~— Yawoocop !>’
“March!” said Jack Blake, who had forcibly ended
Tee Gom Lisrarv.—No. 1,176

THE GEM LIBRARY

D’Arey’s objections to returning to St. Jim’s without his
clothes by the simple process of seizing him by the neck and
hurrying him forward. “And don’t talk|”

“I uttahly wefuse— Whooop 1” ’
IAnd Arthur Augustus gave up refusing and marched with
the rest.

Bscorted by their grinning colleagues, the unhappy
swimmers tramped through the woods

Fortunately, the woods seemed to be deserted, and they
arrived at the road that skirted St. Jim’s without meeting
a soul. They even got across the road and through
the side gate without attracting attention. DBut there their
luck deserted them.

Just as they were making down the gravel path towards
the school buildings a figure in cap and gown appeared
round the shrubbery, and there was a groan from the
erowd.

“Ratty I

% _was Mr. Rateliff, the sour-tempered Housemaster of
the New House at St. Jim’s, Mr. Ratcliff looked at them
and jumped.

“Boys!”

N2

“Oh dear!”

“How dare you!” hooted Mr. Ratcliff. “Perambulating
through the school grounds in bathing costumes, indced !
How dare you, say I -

“Bai Jove! If I might explain, sir—7"

“You will not explain, D’Arcy! I refuse to listen ta
explanations of such inexcusable behaviour! Return to
your House at once and I will report the matter to Mr.
Railton. Figgins!”

“¥es, sirt”

“I am disgusted at your associating with these Schosl
House hooligans in such a disgusting orgy !” said Mr. Rat-
eliff, fairly rolling the words on his tengue. “You and
the rest of the New House boys will get dressed imme-
diately and thereafter report to me for a severs eaning. &
Gol”

! Ves, sir!”

“But, Mr. Watclif—" began Arthur Augustus.

“I forbid you to speak, D’Arcy !”

“Nevahtheless, Mr. Watcliff, I insist on disabusin’ your
mind of the ideah that I should willingly consent to appeah
in public—>

“Silence !” hooted Mr. Ratchif. “I shall report you -
to Mr. Railton for insplence as well, now 1” :

“But, my deah sir—7"

“Go!” shrieked Ratty; and he streaked off to the Schesl
House to carry out his amiablo intention of reporting the
School House miscreants without waiting to argue f{urther
with the indignant swell of the Fourth.

“That’s done it!” remarked Figgins, with a grimace.
“ Wait till we get Grundy now I

“We'll get him first|” said Blake grimly. “If he's ia
the School House now we’ll get him in the next few
minutes |”

“Yaas, wathah {” :

And, consoling themselves a little with that thought,
the School House party took leave of Figgins & Co. and
made off te their own quarters, :

Running the gauntlet of scores of curious School Houss
juniors did nothing to improve their tempers. Roars of
laughter and a hundred-and-one facetious questions greeted
them on their journey up the stairs, and by the time they
reached the Shell dormitory the School House swimmers
were fairly raging.

‘Tom Merry led the way into the dorm. In the doorway
he stopped with a sudden exclamation. :

“My hat! Grundy!”

“What I

“He’s here!” :

And so he was! Goorge Alfred Grundy, large ia
and twice as natural, as Monty Lowther afteriards
remarked, was calmly sitting on his bed regarding witls great
satisfaction a huge pile of miscellaneous clothing that stocd
in the centre of the dormitory.

Grundy looked round as the door opened.
laughed.

“Ha, ha, ha! So you’ve arrived!
and swimming costumes! Ha, h

Grundy roared

Tom Merry and a dozen School House juniors also roared
~—but not with laughter. As they roared they moved for- -
ward as if moved by a common impulse.

“So it was you!” said Tom Merry grimly.

“Little me!” grinned .Grundy. “Some jape—what?
IIa, ha, ha!” Then Grundy's tone suddenly underwent =
startling transformation. “Whoooop! Yarooooch !’

“Scrag him!” came a yell from the swimming contin-
gent,

Then ke

Look at you! Boots
a, ha!”



EVERY WEDNESDAY.

And the probabilities were thet Grundy woull have been
well and truly scragged but for an untimely interruption,

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, came
through the doorway, his brows thunderous.

& Buys g

“Cave |”

“Railton here!”

“Oh crikey!”

The scraggers hastily abandoned their scragging, and the
scragged staggered to his feet, a little though not much the
worse for wear. 1

“Disgraceful I” said Mr. Railton, who looked for some
reason unusually annoyed. “Merry! You were leading
an attack on Grundy !”

“Ye-es, sir!”

¢ Utterly disgraceful!
and I shall gate all
concerned for a
month 1”  snapped
Mr. Railton. His
eye swept sternly
round the scantily-
attired crowd. “I
have just received
an astonishing re-
port from Mr. Rat-
clif to the effect
that a number of
you have been out
of the school pre-
mises clad only in
swimming costumes.
Scomingly that
report is correct.”

“QOh, sir!”

The juniors
understood Rail-
ton's ill-humour.
Ratty had been
“rubbing it in.”

All  eyes were
turned on Grundy.
Grundy grinned
ruefully and took
his cue.

: Whlatever o h (li ]

aults, rundy
could aﬂvays be
relied on to play
the game.

“It was all my
fault, nir,” he said.
** was hoping
they’d get through
without being
spotted; but they
have,r,l’t, so I'll own

Any repetition of such behaviour

‘You admit, Grundy, that you were responsible for
all these boys appearing in public in swimming costumes?”’

“That’s it, sir.”

Grundy explained. Mr. Railton’s brow cleared a little
as he listened. It was not the wholesale orgy which Mr.
Ratcliff had described, after all, and the Housemaster felt
considerably relieved.

“Very well, Grundy,” he remarked when Grundy had
finished. “I will talk to you in the morning and perhaps
convince you at the same time that such exploits as this
are, to say the least of it, unwise. In the circumstances I
shall not punish the rest of you.”

“Thank you, sir.” -

“Were any New House boys concerned in the affair?”
asked Mr. Railton.

“Several, sir,” answered Tom Merry. ‘Perhaps you'll
bs good enough to mention the matter to Mr. Ratcliffi——"

A half-smile appeared on Mr., Railton’s face. L

“I -will do so at once, Merry. Now you will get changed,
boys. . And kindly leave the punishment of Grundy to me;
otherwise, there will be trouble for some of you!”

Mr. Railton, with a nod, quitted the dormitory, and
with his going ended Grundy’s little jape.

Grundy, though faced with the prospect of an extremely
painful ten minutes in the Housemaster's room in the morn-
ingi] chortled. Canings, even from Mr. Railton, meant little
to him. -

Grundy’s victims, on the other hand, though relieved
that they were not to suffer more than they had suffered
already, felt by no means happy. They would have given

weeks of pocket-money to have been allowed to finish scrag- ~

ging the great man of the shell But after Railton’s
warning that was impossible, so they had to listen to
Grundy’s chortles and simply fume

It was Grundy's win!

CHAPTER 4.
Grundy’s Momentous Decision !

6¢ HY not?”

Grundy asked that question in Study Wo. 3 on

the following evening.

Wilkins and Gunn, who had just finished prep,
looked up with a start. Grundy had becn silent for five
minutes, and that phenomenal and almost unprecedented
state of affairs had brought about an atmosphere of peace
which gave Grundy’s voice the quality of an unexpected clap
of thunder.

“Why not what?” asked Wilkins.

. “If you mean why not do some prep, I should say it’s a
jolly good idea,” remarked Gunn. “So far, you've spent

SeieeRet
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the evening staring out of the window. Linton may be
waxy about it in the morning.”

Grundy grunted.

“Don’t be an idiot, Gunn. Prep’s very necessary for
chaps like you and Wilky, who're a bit dull and slow-witted
at school work. It’s different with me, of course.”

“Why, you silly ass—" :

“Blow prep! I've been thinking of something more
important than prep.”

“That motor ride you promised to take us some time
ago?”’ suggested Wilkins, “It's very good of you, old
man—-""

“Blow the motor ride! That can wait,” said Grundy.
“I'm talking about swimming.”

QL

Wilkins and Gunn looked a little grim. They had not
altogether forgotten yet how Grundy had left them and
the rest of the crowd to walk home in their swimming
costumes.

Grundy had not forgotten it yet, either, retaining the
liveliest recollection of the “licking ” he had received from
Mr. Railton that morning. Wilkins and Gunn remembered
it in a different way, but no less keenly.

“It’s that relay race with the Grammar School that’s
worrying me,” said Grundy. “Now that the trial’s over I
suppose Merry will soon be posting up the team.”

“Bound to:” -

“And I shan’t be in it,” said Grundy moodily. * Pretty
rotten, I call it.”

“Can’t be in everything, old chap,” said Gunn consolingly.

Grundy snorted.

“Think I want to be in the team for my own honour and
glory, you fathead? It’s not that at all. What I'm think-
ing of is the good name of the school I”

HE Gex LiBrary.~No. 1,176
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“Oh crikey 1"

“With me out of the team St. Jim's will be whacked
hollow; nothing can stop it. That’s what maddens me, and
that’s why I'm so jely anxious to get in.”

“No good telling Merry that!” grinned Gunn.

Grundy sniffed.

“Tom Merry! No good telling that chap anything. I'm
always telling him what a tip-topper 1 am at everything,
and 1t doesn't seem to make the slightest difference |

“Ha, ha! I mean, it’s rotten, isn’t it, old fellow?”

“Rotten’s not the word for it!” growled Grundy. “But
I fancy I see a way out this time. That's why I said
¢ Why not?” just now. 1 was referving to my idea.”

“Go ahead!” said Wilkins, stifling a yawn with some
difficulty, i

“I said something about swimming the Channel when I
was arguing with Merry yvesterday. You may have heard
me menfion it ?” 5

“Got a faint recollection of it, old man!” said Gunn, with
a wink at Wilkins. “But you weren't serious?”

Grundy smiled.

“Perhaps I wasp’t—then, But I've been thinking it oyer
since. Supposing I did decide to make a bid for swimming
the Channel—"

“M-m-my hat!”

“It would put me on rather a different footing in the
swiinming circle here. For some reason which I don’t
pretend to understand most of the chaps seem to laugh when
I start talking about swimming. All that would stop when
it got round that I was attempting the Channel swim.
They’d be simply forced to take mo seriously then.”

4 I_IYm !))

“And so I say, ‘ Why not? ” said Grundy, repeating his
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“You'll see,” said Grundy; and he went downstairs to

‘post the all-important letter to Uncle Grundy.

He left the erowd on the verge of hysteries.

CHAPTER 5.
On the List!

I8 letter posted, Grundy returncd io the Shell
quarters and looked into Study No. 10, where the
‘Werrible Three had just finished a late prep.

There was a very cheerful air about Grundy. He
felt that he had at last struck a blow that would earn him
the recognition he was sure he deserved as the best swimmer
at St. Jim’s, That was the reason for his visit to Tom
Merry,  As a prospective conqueror of the Channel, he
couldn’t possibly be left out of the relay race team now.
That was how Grundy looked at it, anyway.

The Terrible Three greeted Grundy without enthusiasm.
They were still feeling a little sore over the little jape in
the changing-hut.

“Wiped up the Channel yet ?” inquired Monty Lowther,

“Not yet. But that's partly the reason I dropped in,*
said Grundy. “ You see, I've decided to do it.”

(13 Eh ?))

“I've just written off to my uncle, and he’ll arrange for
a boat and so on. Some time next week I shall swim the
Channel—probably in record time.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Can’t see anything to laugh ati”

“ Look in the glass on the mantelpiece, old bean!”

question. “I've made up my mind, anyway. I'm going to “Ha, ha, h’a e —— =

try it. And Tom Merry will have to put me in the relay _Oh, rats!” said Grundy. “Well that’s that, anyway.

race team on the strength of it. Savvy?” Now, Merry, I want to know about that relay’race. Chosen
Wilkins and Gunn looked your_team yet 2 s

at each other and smiled. e Just done the trick!
“Fancy I get you,” said » answered Tom Merry.

Wilkins. “You're going to
spread it about that you're
going to gwim the Channel so
that Merry will be forced by
public opinion to shove you in
the relay race team.”

* Exaetly,” nodded Grundy.

“*And all the time it will be
cod-stuff ; you’ll have no 1in-
tention of trying the Channel
swim at all. That it?” asked Wilkins. =

“Noj; it's jolly well not!” snorted CGrundy. *“You got
the first part right, Wilkins, but yow're completely off the
vails in the second. You see, I really do intend to swim
the Channel 2 :

o Eh ?:! .

“Deaf? I said that I really intendsto swim the Channel.

“But, you crass ass—"

Grundy abandoned words for deeds, and made a rush at
the sceptical Gunn. That was enough for Gunn. He and
Wilkins streaked out of Study No. 3 like hghtmp?‘, slam-
ming the door after them with a slam that rattled the
window. : ‘

Grundy heard them tramping down the passage, still
laughing. He sat down, breathing hard, and started on his
letter to Uncle Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn, in the space of the next ten minutes,
informed all and sundry in the Lower School of Grundy’s
momentous decision. It was too good a joke to be kept to
themselves.,

Laughter was soon ringing oubt in the Junior Common-
room, in the Fourth and Shell passages, and even in the
Third Form room. Grundy had often appeared in a
humorous light; but nothing that Grundy had done before
seemed half so funny as his proposal to swim the Channel.

The great man of the Shell emerged from Study No. 3 at
last, holding a letter in his hand, and wearing a look of
considerable satisfaction on his ruddy face.

He got quite a shock to find a crowd in the Shell passage
cheering his progress.

*“Here he comes!”

“ Hurrah I

“Drop us a line when you get to Calais, Grundy!”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy smiled.

“They’ve told wou, then—Wilkins and Guan?”

“What-ho! It’s the biggest sensation ever!” grinned
Clifton Dane, *“When do you start, Grundy?”

“ Just as soon as my uncle can arrange details ! answered
Grundy cheerfully. “Of course, I shall do it all right.”

*“Oh, of course!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Look here. By announcing
my intention of swimming the
Channel I've established my
position as one of the bess
swimmers in the school. Now
there’s only one thing for you
to do, Merry: put me on the
. st 1 X

Tom Merry wiped the tears
= of merriment from his eyes.

“And is that all you want, Grundy?”

“Just that!”

“Then T'll do it,” said Tom, to the surprise of his col-
leagues. “I'll put you on the list. Good enough?”

“Quite good enough!” smiled Grundy. “Vouwll cross
out Handcock’s name-—"

“Not at all. T shan’t cross out anyone’s name!”

Grundy stared.

“Then how the thump will you do it?
in the team.”

* Naturally not. Bub yow're not in the team, you see!”

“But you just said—-"

“I said I'd put you on the list: so I will. But it won't
be in the team. I've already chosen three reserves—
Figgins, Talbot, and Kangaroo. Youwll be the fourth.
You'll go on the list all right. As fourth reserve. Cet
the idea ?" : :

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Manners and Lowther roared.

Grundy blinked. For a moment he seemed on the verge
of an apoplectic fit.
Slowly he began to smile again.

“That’s a promise, is it?”

“A’bsoluteiy. You'll be fourth reserve in the relay
race.”

“So if one of the team and the three first reserves are
crocked, I swim for St. Jim’s?”

“That’s it,” nodded Tom Merry. “Of course, it’s nob
very likely——"

“Ha, ha, hat?

“But if it does happen, I promise you you'll swim for
the school.  Satisfied ¥”

The Terrible Three naturally anticipated that Grundy
would be very far from satisfied. But, to their utter
astonishment, he grinned and nodded.

“Good enough. Of course, it’s not exacily what I wanted,
but it will do. Mind, it’s a promise!”

*1t’s a promise, certainly,” agreed Tom Merry. “But——"

“Can’t wait; I've got a lot to do. So-long 1”7 said
Grundy. 5

And he tramped out of the study, leaving the occupaunts
of No. 10 staring after him in a state of great surprise,

{Continued on page 10.)
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Then a change came over him. ===
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GRUNDY, THE CHANNEL SWIMMER !

(Continued from page 8.)

Grundy was apparently satisfied to figure on the list as.

fourth reserve, after all. Tom Merry’s gentle little jape
seemed to have tailed off rather like a damp squib.

CHAPTER 6,
A Leader’s Lament !

6¢ A, ha, ha!” 4
. Thus George Alfred Grundy, as he sat down
in the armchair in Study No. 3, after returning
... from No. 10,

Wilkins and Gunn, who had run into their leader in ths
passage, and returned with him, stared.

“What the thump—-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy. “Oh, my hat!
funny—really funny. Or it wii]l be, anyway.
of the term, by gum!” ;

“Whose jape is it—yours?” inquired Gunn.

Grundy nodded. :

“ Mine, absolutely; and it’s a stunner.
my japes-are like as a rule?”

“Oh, my hat! Yes, rather!”

“Well, this one’s even better than wusual!” chuckled
Grundy. “I’ve been to sece Tom Merry about the relay
race team, as I told you I would.”

This is
The jape

You know what
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“Come out on your neck?” inquired Wilkins,

Grundy snorted.

“Take more than Merry and his pals to put me out on
my neck, I can tell you. Not that they were wonderfully
friendly, ’ll admit.”

“Of course, Merry included you in the team, as soon
as he heard about the Channel swimming business?” mur-
mured Gunn sarcastically.

“Well, no. Strangely enough, he didn’t.”

“ Astonishing 1’ said Wilkins.

“Pretty funny sort of behaviour,” assented Grundy.
“Merry, all over. However, he’s putting me on the list.
As fourth reserve.” -

Wilkins and Gunn jumped.

“Fourth reserve, did you say?’” asked Gunn. 3

“F-f-fourth reserve?” stuttered Wilkins. “Not ninectieth
reserve, or four-hundredth reserve, then?” :

“No; just fourth!” :

. “Four fellows will have to be disabled before you come
into the picture,” pointed out Gunn.

“Not necessarily disabled.”

“Well, prevented from turning up, then.”

“That’s different,” said Grundy. “If one of the team
and the first three reserves are prevented from turning up,
then I turn out for St. Jim’s. Well, that’s just what’s
going to happen.”

‘“But how do you know it is?” &

“Because I'm jolly well going to make it happen!”
grinned Grundy. “With your help—>

“With—with our help?”

“With your help. I'm going to.collar Handcock, Figgins,
Talbot, and Noble, and get ’em out of the way for the
afternoon of the race. Handcock’s in the team, and the
others are reserves, you see. . When I’ve done that, with
your help, I shall simply buzz down to the river and await
my call.”

“M-m-my hat!”

‘“ And—and that’s your great jape?” asked Gunn faintly.

Grundy nodded.

“That's it. It’ll be the jape of the term. Merry, with
his usual fatheaded ideas, will be tearing his hair and ex-
pecting St, Jim’s to lose the race. And I shall just dive
in and walk away with it. It'll be the biggest come-down
Merry’s ever had! Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy roared.

Wilkins and Gunn could only gasp for a fow moments.
Then a look passed between them, and Wilkins touched
his leader on the shoulder.

Tue Gex Liseary.—No. 1,176.
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“Half a minute, Grundy.
right away.”

Grundy ceased laughing.

&« Eh?):

“We're not coming in on this wheeze at any price. Are
we, Gunny?” 3

“I’'m not, anyway,” grunted Gunn. “Think I’'m going
in for a wholesale kidnapping campaign just to get you
in the swimming team? Not likely I”

“Call it off, old chap,” advised Wilkins.
to trouble.” -

Grundy regarded his two lieutenants more in sorrow than
in anger. - S

“So that’s it, is it?” he remarked. “Deserting me jusf
when T need you. By gum}”

‘d""Nuﬂ:'”to make anybody desert you. Of all the potty,
ideas——

“This is the gratitude I get,” said Grundy bitterly.
“After all I've done for you in the past; after all the
battles I've fought for you; all I’'ve taught you in cricket,
footer, and games generally, you turn on mse like this,
‘Nuff to make a chap lose his faith in human nature, by
James !” : .

“Yes, but, you silly ass—"

“I ought to bash you, of course. I ought to knock your
silly heads togethet till I knocked some sense into ’em.”

“What about knocking some sense into your own first?*
asked Gunn pointedly.

But Grundy was too sad to be drawn into a campaign of
assault and battery by pointed remarks.

“1 won’t do it,” he said. “I know I ought to do it,
for your own good, but I feel too disheartened. Don’t

You can count us out of this,

“It’ll only lead

T

e
i3

refer to it again. Let the whole matter drop, and get up
and come along with me to the gym.”

“What ever for, old man?” asked Wilkins, in surprise.

“To help me train for my Channel swim, of ecourse,”
snorted Grundy. “I suppose you're going to say you can’t
do ‘that, now?”

“ Well—>

“If you do, then I shall simply have to do something—
probably wipe up this study with the pair of you!” said
Grundy ferociously. “Coming along ?”

“Oh crikey !” 3

“Rather! Only too pleased, Gunny, ain't we?”

“ What-ho ! said Gunn promptly. 3

“Thanks, awfully ! said Grundy, sarcastically. “In that
case, we’ll march.”

And they duly marched.

CHAPTER 7.
In Training!

UITE a crowd joined Grundy and his two henchmen
on their way to the gym. Since Grundy’s moment-
ous announcement they had been waiting about in
the Shell passage for developments, and when the

door of Study No. 3 opened, and the three tenants trooped
out, they fell in at the rear with great enthusiasm.
“Going to start now, Grundy?”

2

“Thinking of swimming down the river to the coast - -

first 27

“Ha, ha, ha!” . :

Grundy bestowed a lofty look on the hilarious juniors. .

“No cackling, you idiots! Remember that you’re talk.
ing to a chap who's going to break all records across the
Straits of Dover pretty soon.” : o

“You mean all records to the bottom of the Straits of
Dover, don’t you?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll see,” said Grundy, darkly. “Some of you are
going to get a surprise soon, I fancy. But I won’t waste
breath on you. I'll need it all for my strenuous training
soon.”

“ Where’s this?” asked Noble of the Shell, better known
as Kangaroo.

“Tn the gym. These chaps are going to help me.”

“Oh, my hat! Mind if we come along?”

Grundy smiled. He was never averse to an audience.

“No objection whatever, provided you don’t kick up too
much of a din, or get in' my way,” he said, with grea$
condescension, “Not often you get the chance to see @
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genuine Channel swimmer at his training work, You

ma:z) kl:earn a bit.’:,

“Oh, great pip !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“This way for the Channel swimmer!
admission |” sang out Gore.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy led the way to the gym. Wilkins and Gunn,
looking the reverse of enthusiastic, followed. After them
came a noisy crowd of juniors, all very anxious to see the
unusual sight of a Channel aspirant training for his swim
in the school gymnasium. - -

The crowd was reinforced by a strong contingent, passing
the junior Common-room. The Terribie Three of the Sheli,
and Jack Blake & Co. of the Fourth, who had just gone
down to the Common-room and started a discussion on the
subject of the prospects for the forthcoming footer season,
abandoned even that engrossing subject, and fell in with
the rest when they heard what was on. Most of the others
in the Common-room followed their example.

By the time the gym was reached two-thirds of the School
House, Fourth and Shell, had come to look on.

Grundy fairly beamed. This was all he could have
wished.  The presence of the great crowd gave him a
wonderful opportunity of showing the Lower School what
2 really remarkable fellow he was. Grundy made up his
mind to take advantage of the opportunity.

“ Now,” he said, flinging aside his jacket and waistcoat.

Wilkins and Gunn looked round at the crowd a little
uneasily. :

“I—] say, old chap, don’t you think you’d better post-
pone it till another evening?” asked Gunn. “There’s
rather a crowd—"

“All the better!” said Grundy. “Don’t argue, you
mené = Just hold the bottom of this rope while I shin

- up it,
©  Wilkins and Gunn gave up objecting, and held the bottom
- of the climbing-rope, which was suspended from the ceil-
ing. There didn't seem to be any possibility of trouble in
that simple act, anyway.

But they had reckoned without their host.

Grundy grasped the rope and hauled himsclf up, hand
over hand.

He had almost reached the top, when—

“Owt” yelled Grundy suddenly. “Look out!”

“ What’s up?” ¢

“Blessed wasp trying to sting me!” roared Grundy.

An instant later he was descending the rope again; but
not hand over hand this time. The wasp which Grundy
had found at the top apparently didn’t like Grundy, and
it was very evident indeed that Grundy didn’t like the
wasp.

Grundy fairly shot down the rope. Wilkins and Gunn,
" in attendance at the bottom, didn’t stand an earthly.

Crash!

“Whooop !”

“QOw-wow! Yaroooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

- The crowd yelled. 8o did Grundy and Wilkins and
Gunn, though on a somewhat different note.

“First blood to Grundy!” yelled Monty Lowther.
“Carry on, ye cripples!”

Grundy and his lieutenants sorted themselves out and got
up again, groaning.

“Ow! Never mind! Lucky you fellows were there to
“hreak my fall!” said Grundy, philosophically. “I don’t
think I'll go up the rope again.”

. ““Ha, ha, ha!”

. “Pull out that vaulting-horse, you men, will you? Wilky
and Guun, you stand the other side, in case I don’t land
all square.”

“Oh dear!” said Wilkins.

But he and his brother in misfortune took up their stand
on the other side of the vaulting-horse. To make life in
Study No. 3 at all bearable they simply had to give Grundy

his*Head, now and again. : :
“Grtndy took a short run and vaulted the horse easily
endtigh. Grundy, as a matter of fact, was by no means
.a poor gymnast, allowing for a slight clumsiness which
characterised most of his ‘activities.

“Jumped, Grundy!” said Tom Merry.

Grundy thought he would try it again. He did so, quite
successfully. He oven did it a third time.

Fourth time was unlucky.

It was particularly unlucky for Wilkins and Gunn.
Grundy’s two supporters had become rather tpo confident
as a result of their leader’s three successful leaps. They
were ot quite prepared for disaster.

No charge for

But disaster came, swift and sudden. Somehow, instead -

of coming over the horse with his feet. Grundy seemed
to make a headlong dive this time. Half-way over his
arms shot out. One clasped Gunn affectionately round

1

the neck, and the other smote Wilkins with terrific force
in the region popularly known as the “bread-basket.”

“ Yaroooooh !” yelled Gunn. 3

“Yooooop !” hooted Wilkins.

Then they collapsed, with a bump that shook the floor.

Grundy crashed on top of them.

Grundy was up first. That was only natural, in the cir-
cumstances. He stood on his feet a little dizzily, gasping.

“Ow! You silly asses! What did you want to drag me
down for?”

“Oh, my hat! Insult to injury !” roared Jack Blake.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

Wilkins and Gunn staggered up, their expressions almost
homicidal.

“You—you—-7" said Wilkins.

“You—you—" said Gunn.

“Oh, don’t jaw!” snapped Grundy.” “You fellows have
got too much to say. If you jawed less and attended more
to the business in hand, we’d get on better. Stand by while
I swing on the bar!”

“Won't be happy till he breaks his neck!” almost sobbed

Lowther.
. Grundy, not yet beaten, climbed up to a horizontal bar
just above the vaulting-horse, and hung from it by his
hands while Wilkins and Gunn stared up at him almost
bereft of the power of action.

Grundy very quickly gave them the power of action.
The exercise he was doing apparently consisted in swinging
backwards and forwards. The first swing was quite a small
affair, the second took him farther out, and the third—

Grundy’s unfortunate lieutenants got it again! Grundy,
unintentionally, no doubt, swung back his feet rather a lot
on the backward journey, and swung them forward to a
corresponding degree on the return,

Wilkins and Gunn were standing one each side of their
leader. Wilkins got the side of one of Grundy’s big shoes
on his ear, and Gunn received both heels in his chest.

Crack!

“Yoooooooop !” shrieked Wilkins for the second time in
two minutes.

“QOuch! Whooooop !” howled Gunn, in agony.

Then they acted.  As though suddenly electrified, they
rushed at the gracefully swinging George Alfred Grundy
and dragged him down.

Grundy emitted a yell.

“Ow! What the thump——>"

“Slaughter him!” roared Gunn,

“Squash him!” howled Wilkins. >

“Obh, my hat! So this is how they practise to swim the
Channel {” remarked Herries. “Well, now we know !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

During the next minute Grundy certainly had the finest
training he could have got for his approaching battle with
the waves. The infuriated Wilkins and Gunn seized him
and bumped him and rolled him over and swung him round
with a violence which could not have been exceeded by the
wildest secas.

Strangely enough, Grundy didn’t appreciate it in the
slightest. He struggled and yelled and threatened and

{Uontinued on mnext page.)
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pleaded, as though rough treatment was the last thing on
earth he wanted. Wilkins and Gunn carried on regardless
until they had tired themselves out. Then they dumped
Grundy in a corner of the gym and made for the door,
while a couple of score of spectators laughed hilariously.

Grundy stared after his retreating followers dazedly.

“Ow! Oh crikey! Ow!” was all he seemed able to say
for several seconds. :

“What’s the next item, Grundy?” asked Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy leaned against the wall of the gym and gasped.

L +“Ow! There won't be a next item! Oh crikey! Those
idiots 1 - :

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Rats!” said Grundy :

And, with the utterance of that classic monosyllable,
Grundy’s demonstration of Channcl swimming training
came to an end. Thercafter Grundy's training was carried
on in the strictest privacy !

CHAFTER 8.
Grundy’s Coup !
66 ETTER for you, Grundy !”
Wilkins flicked a letter on to the table in Study
No. 3 as he spoke.
Grundy glanced at it and grinned.

“Good egg! This is from my uncle. It’ll be about the
Channel arrangements. Half a jiffy I”

. Hg opened the envelope and unfolded the letter that was
inside.

Several days had passed since the exciting events in the
gymnasium, and peace once more reigned in Study No. 3.
Grundy’s _proposed Channel swim was still the subject of
much hilarity in the Lower School.

Nothing had happened.  Most of the juniors were of
opinion that nothing would happen. That Uncle Grundy
would ignore his nephew’s plea for assistance in his wild
project was the general view,

The St. Jim’s juniors, however, did not know Uncle
Grundy. Uncle Grundy’s chief hobby, as a matter of fact,
was his nephew. George Alfred was the apple of his
uncle’s eye.  The elder Grundy was convinced that his
nephew was one of the shining lights of St. Jim’s, and that
nothing that George Alfred set his hand to was impractic-
able or impossible.

Wilkins and Gunn, who knew Uncle Grundy’s weakness
better than most St. Jim’s fellows, waited rather curiously
to hear the contents of the letter. It scemed to them
unlikely that even Grundy’s uncle would go so far as to
support Grundy’s preposterous proposal for an attempt on
the Channel. But they were quite prepared for anything.

It was the unlikely that bappened.  Wilkins and Gunn
could tell that by the smile that appeared on Grundy’s
rugged face .as he read the letter.

“Good news?” inquired Gunn.

“Tip-top !” answered Grundy jubilantly. “Nunky’s a
sport ! Listen to this:

“‘ My Dear Nephew,—I duly received your letter, and
was delighted to hear of your continued progress in school
work and sport. Your proposed attempt to swim the
Channel has my warmest approval. Knowing your all-
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round ability, I feer sute tnat the great feat lies within
your powers. I have made arrangements for the hire of a
tug to accompany you from Dover, and enclose the eard of
the owners herewith. Unfortunately, business prevents my
attending personally, but you are at liberty to make your
attempt at any time you wish. Wishing you the best of
luck.—Your affectionate - =

i ¢ UNcLe.’ 2

“My -hat t”

“Something like, what?” said Grundy. “Here’s the
card. ‘The Anglo-French Marine Company.’ Everything’s
fixed, as I said it would be, you see. Hurrah!”?

“Great pip!”

“It’s a cert now—an absolute cert!” said Grundy enthusi-
astically. “Nunky’s fixed up everything in apple-pie order,
you can bet. All that remains is for me to swim the
Channel !”

“Oh crikey! Is that »l17”

“I shall do it; no doubt whatever about that!” chuckled
Grundy. “Just imagine Tom Merry’s face when he reads
in the papers that I've swum the Channel! Ha, ha, ha !”

“Well, when are you going to do it?” asked Gunn.

Grundy pondered.

“Can’t do it to-day. That’s impossible, with the relay
race coming off this afternoon.”

“But you’re not in the relay race,” said Wilkins, with a
stare. ““That is, unless—"

“Unless you're still thinking of that potty stunt you men-
tioned the other day!” finished Gunn. - “But, of course,
you've chucked that now, haven’t you?”

Grundy frowned.

. “Who said I'd chucked it? Far from it, as a matter of
act.
relay race for St. Jim s——"

“If1” murmured Wilkins,

“That'll make a double triumph of it, won’t it? Clinch
it for all time, by gum! They’ve told me I'm no good as
a swimmer. Well, I'm going to show ’em they’re wrong,
and jolly well rub it in! Get that?”

“But you can’t——" .

“There’s nothing I can't do!” snorted Grundy. “It’s a
peculiarity about me. I've noticed it many times. Some
chaps would never think of kidnapping four men to get a
place in a swimming team——="

“My hat! I should think not !” o]

“But I'm not like that. I think of it, and I jolly well
do it, too. You watch out and see! Better still, come in
and help me!”

“Not just now, thanks!” said Gunn hurriedly. “Anyway,
old chap, don’t you think it’s a bit thick, in a way?”

Grundy shook his head. :

“The end justifies the means. Look at it this way. I'm
the best swimmer in the Lower School here, and without me
there’s more than a chance that St. Jim’s will lose the
race. Would you stand idle and see the old school let
down just because of squeamish doubts about whether it’s
done 2

“Hem !”

“I’'m not going to, anyway growled Grundy. “I'm
going to get those third-raters that Merry’s put in front of
me out of the way and take my proper place as a member
of the team.”

“Gomg to do it on your own,
Wilkins.

1

old chap?” inquired
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“All on my own!”

“But how the thump——"

“ Keep your peepers open and you'll see what you'll see1”

With which cryptic remark the great man of the Shell
pocketed his uncle’s letter and quitted the study.

The conversation thus ended took place just after break-
fast, By dinner-time Wilkins and Gunn had dismissed from
their thoughts George Alfred Grundy and his dark hints
at mysterious plots. They regarded his threat to kidnap
tire four swimmers who took priority over him, to use one
of Cyrus K. Handcock’s expressions, as “guff.”

But Grundy meant business. Unknown to his colleagues,
he had laid careful plang for the furtherance of his aims.
_ He first repaired to Study No. 3, and wrote out four
notes, Wilkins and Gunn would have been surprised to
vead the contents of those notes; but they were not there
to read.

.. This is what the first note contained:

“It may be to your advantage to turn up undernceth the

skool wall opposite the stile at 1.45 prompt to-day.
¢ A FRIEND.

“P.8.~Don’t breathe a word about this to anybody.”

The others were identical with the first except that the
times given varied in each case by five minutes. Grundy
was thereby given four appointments starting at 1.45, and
concluding at two o’clock.,

Grundy smiled with satisfaction as he read the first note.
Wilkins and Gunn, had they been present, might have
pointed out one or two imperfections in the spelling. But
Grundy was blissfully ignorant of the existence of such
imperfections, and he felt thoroughly satisfied.

His nexi move was to address four envelopes. Then he
went downstairs and secured the services of Toby DMarsh,
the House page. Toby, for a consideration, was very will-
ing to undertake the task of delivering the letters, and
equally willing to keep the name of his employer a deep
sceret.

- Grundy quitted the House.
. All continued to go well.

The great man of the Shell strolled across the quad, and
‘went out of the big gates and down the lane.

Opposite the stile leading to the footpath through the
woods an enclosed motor-lorry was waiting.

It was the same lorry which Grundy had found so useful
on the occasion when he had transported the trial
swiminers’ clothing back to 8t. Jim’s. Grundy grinned at
the sight of it and waved cheerfully to Bill Harris, the
driver, who was standing by the vehicle reflectively smok-
ing a cigarette. Bill Harris touched his cap in return.

“You got my letter, then?” said Grundy.

“Yes, sir; thank you very much. Wot's the little game
this time, might 1 ask?”

Grundy smiled.

“ Nothing much. There’ll be four chaps from the school
come along here soon, one at a time. I want you to take
’em for a ride.”
~ Bill Harris stared.

All seemed to be going well.

“They got a funny idea of enjoyment, ridin’ in a lorry, -

ain’t they?”

“It’s not their idea—it’s mine.
suppose they’ll want to go at all. That’s why I told yon
to bring plenty of cord and some scarves. We shall have
to bind and gag ’em. Savvy?”

“Ho, I see!” remarked the

lorry driver, a little

“portant.

Matter of fact, I don’t:

i3

aubiously. “ Whick I ’ope there ain’t likely to be no
trouble over it.”

“No trouble at all |” Grundy assured him. “In any case,
I'm responsible. Any trouble comes home to me; {'Il see
you righted. You'ra game. of course?”

“Game for anythink, sirl” said Bill Harris, who had
evidently not forgotten Grundy’s lavish ways. “’Ow,
exactly, do we get these fellers? Set about ’em?”

“T'll give you the wheeze. But there's no more tims for
jaw now. Here comes Kangaroo. He’s the first,”

Noble of the Shell came swinging down the lane, holding
an envelope in his hand which Grundy recognised as one
of those he had given to Toby.

He started on seeing Grundy.

“Hallo, Grundy! What are you doing here?”

Grundy beckoned him,

“Come over here for half a sec, Kangy. It’s important.”

Kangaroo, looking rather curious, came over.

The instant he drew abreast the lorry, Grundy acted.
One spring took him on to Kangaroo's back, and the
Australian was bowled clean over.

“Come on, Biill The cord!” panted Grundy.

Kangaroo uttered a yell.

“You silly ass! What the thump—"

He did not say much more. Bill Harris was at work,
trussing him up like a fowl, in a brace of shakes, and,
having completed that task, he neatly wound a scarf round
hishvictim’s mouth and stifled Kangarco’s protests alto-
gether.

“Into the van with him!” said Grundy.

And Noble of the Shell was transferred to the van only
a minute before Cyrus K. Handcock came into view.

Luck was all with Grundy and his fellow-bandit. They
caught the American junior just as they had secured
Kangaroo. In less than a quarter of an hour they had also
made prisoners of Figgins and Talbot, who followed.

“That’s that !” said Grundy, when at last the four juniors
were reposing sately on the floor of the lorry. *‘Thanks
very much, Bill. Now take ’em for a good long rids, and
don’t release 'em till after half-past thres; that’s im-
Here’s what I promised you.” . =

A couple of erisp notes changed hands, and Bill Harris
winked and saluted.

“Rely on me, sir; I'll carry out horders to the letter!”
he said.

Grundy nodded, and departed, whistling.

Another minule, and Bill Harris was bowling through
the sunny Sussex lanes.

Grundy’s coup had come off entirely as planned.

CHAPTER 9.
Down the Courss !
it, Kildare!”
“Kildare wins!”
“Hurrah 1”
Kildare of the 8ixth

‘G’

climbed on to the

finishingraft, winner of the 440 Yards Scnior Handicap,

and the crowd yelled applause,

The St. Jim’s Swimming Gala was in full swing. Boats
at the side of the river and the river banks themsclves
wera erowded with spectators. Several tents on the bank
near the starting-raft. gaily beflapged, added a touch of
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colour, and as it was a perfect late summer day, the scene
was altogether delightful.

“Now for the relay race!” remarked Herries, who was
standing on the bank near the winning-post, “Where are
the chaps?”

“Here’s Tommy !” said Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry, wearing a long wrap, came on the scene.
He was looking rather worried.

“Seen Handcack, you men?” he asked. i

“Baw him a little time after dinner,” answered Digby.
“He was making for the gates. Hasn't he turned up,
then ?”

Tom shook his hcad.

“Not a sign of him. Can’t make it out. He was as
keen as mustard when I spoke to him at morning break.”

“Then where can the silly ass have got to?”

“Goodness knows.”

“Only one thing, in that case,” said Manners. “First
reserve will have to take his place. Where’s Figgy 7

“That’s just it—where is he?” asked Tom Merry. “I've
sent scouts out all over the place, and he’s not to be found
anywhere.”

“Great pip!”?

“But that’s not the worst. Talbot's missing as well; he’s
sccond reserve. And to crown everything, even Kangaroo
seems to have disappeared now 1*

“My hat! Then they’ve all gone|” exclaimed Lowther.
~ “Every man-jack of ’em "

“Bat Jove |”

“Well, they are a collection of prize fatheads!” said
(IiIer’l;ies, in disgust. “What the thump are you going to

o?

“Take on the fourth reserve, of course!
voice from the edge of the group.

George Alfred Grundy shoved his way through the erowd,
grinning. He nodded to Tom Merry.

“So they’ve left you in the cart, Merry? Well, it's an
i1l wind that blows nobody good. Here I am!”

Tom Merry stared as he observed that Grundy, under-
neath his macintosh was already attired in a swimming
costume.

‘“What the thump—— Oh, my hai !”

He remembered. Temporarily he had forgoften putting
Grundy on the list as fourth reserve. Now he remembered.

“Fit as a fiddle, and ready to win the race for St. Jim’s—
that’s me !” said Grundy cheerfully. “I suppose we'd better
get to the starting-post, Merry?”

“You—you—you’re not seriously suggesting swimming for
St. Jim’s in the relay race?” gasped Tom Mezrry.

Grundy frowned.

“I’'m not suggesting anything. I'm insisting on my
rights, that’s all. I’m on the list as fourth reserve, ain’t 1¢”

“Yes; but—"

“Then there’s no ‘but’ about it,” said Grundy. “Oue of
the tecam and three reserves have dropped out. Now I
come in, as arranged !”

There was a yell from the crowd.

“Rats 1”

“Go and eat coke, Grundy! We're not looking for a
cert licking from the Grammar School!?

“Well, that’s what you’d have got if the other duffers had
turned up!” snorted Grundy. ‘ You’re on another kind of
cert with me in the team. I shall make victory certain!”

{“Ha, ba, hal”

But Tom Merry did not laugh.

“ Look here, Grundy, play the game !” he urged.
I made a promise—"

“Exactly! And I'm going to make you keep it

“But it wasn’t meant seriously. Naturally, I didun’t think
for a moment that four of the crowd would fail to appear.”

Grundy laughed grimly.

“Well, the unexpected bas happened, and now you'll
have to keep your promise!”

‘e Bllt—li

“Mr. Railton wants you, Merry!” called out Wally
D’Arcy of the Third from the back of the crowd. “The
Grammar School are ready to start!”

Tom Moerry groaned aloud.

“Grundy! For goodness’ sake!
have to stick to what I said. But can’t you see——"

“I can see that Railton’s getting impatient, if that’s any-
thing. Let’s get down to the starting-raft!”

“You crass ass—"

“Oh, rats1” said Grundy.
at the top of my form to-day!
guarantee 1%}

‘“Ha; ha, hal”

Tom Merry gave it up. He had made the promise, and as

’ came a new

“I know

192

If you insist, I shall

\

“Don’t you worry, Merry; I'm
Victory’s assured; I

Grundy insisted on helding him to it he had to bow to the

inevitable.
THE GeM Lipriry.—No. 1,176,

“Come on, then!” he said grufly. “It’s three swimmers
and one deadhead against the Grammar School now |

“Why, you silly ass—" gasped Grundy.

Then, overcoming his feelings in view of pressure of time,
he followed the junior captain through the crowd and down
to the starting-raft.

There was a buzz from the spectators as they spotted
Grundy.

“Grundy 1?

“Surely he’s not—-"

“But he is!” yelled Oliver of the Rylcombe Grammar
School. ““Merry must have gone off his nut; he’s making
us a present of the race!”

“Ha, hd; kal?

The Grammar School supporters were delighted. The
Grammar School team, which consisted of -Gordon Gay,
Frank Monk, Wootton, and Carboy, fairly beamed.

The St. Jim’s erowd, on the other hand, were utterly dis-
mayed. They knew Grundy of old. If it was possible to
make a mistake, Grundy was the man to make it. True, he

could swim. He could do everything, after a fashion. But
Grundy, representing St. Jim’s in a race with speedy
swimmers like Gordon Gay and his team!
crowd almost wept at the thought of it

The St. Jim’s

Fatty Wynn was home !

“You are late, Merry !” remarked Mr. Railton, who was
the official starter.

“Sorry, sir! I had to find a reserve at the last moment.
We're all ready now. You swim third, Grundy.” >

“Don’t you think it would be better if——"’

“You are under your captain’s orders, Grundy,” broke
in Mr. Railton. “Please do not delay the start.”

Grundy shrugged and conceded the point.

Jack Blake and Frank Wootton, who were leading off
their respective sides, stood ready on the edge of the raft.
Mr. Railton raised his pistol. =

Bang ! :

They were off |

Both were fine swimmers, and all the way they were nec
to neck. Their hands touched the finishing-bar almost
simultaneously. 2

An instant later Fatty Wynn and Carboy were in the
water, and now the advantage went to St. Jim’s. Fatty
Wynn was as much at home in the water as he was on
land, and had a fine turn of speed. He forged well ahead

Grundy leapt forwart



of his Grammar School opponent and was lengths ahcad on
the return journey.

Grundy and Frank Monk waited their turn. Grundy’s
eyes were gleaming now. He would show them ] He would
pile up the odds against the Grammar School as odds had
never been piled up before!

“Do your best, Grundy !” murmured Tom Merry.

Grundy hardly heard him. He was watching for Fatty
Wynn’s hand to touch the finishing-rail, when, by the rules
of the race, he would be entitled to dive into the water to
win the great race for St. Jim’s!

“Now |” said Tom Merry.

Fatty Wynn was home! Grundy dived.

At lcast, he meant to dive. But Grundy wasn’t very good
at diving, and what he actually succeeded in doing was to
fall flat into the water with a mighty splash that fairly
saturated the raft.

“Go it, Grundy!” howled the Grammar School crowd
exultantly. :

“Ha, ha, hat? ;

Grundy was a little dazed by his collision with the waters
of the Rhyl. But he went, Setting his teeth grimly, he
struck out. ——

Unfortunately, he struck out in the wrong direction.
Instead of swimming down the course, the great man of the
Shell accidentally started swimming back to the starting-
raft.

The spectators gasped. Then they yelled.

“Hi! Come back!”

“You haven’t finished yet, Grundy %

“Ha. ha, hal®
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Grundy might have carried on for quite a long way with-
out realising his mistake had it not been for the raft. That
formidable structure, however, lay straight in his path, with
the inevitable result that Grundy’s head and the side of the
raft very quickly came into viofent collision,

rac

“Yarooooh |” yelled Grundy,

“Oh, my hat|”

“Relay racing—a la Grundy |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Other way, you howling idiot |”” yelled Jack Blake.

Grundy tumbled to it at last. Amid roars of laughter he
reversed, and started swimming in the right direction.

Meanwhile, Frank Monk of the Grammar School was
already half-way down the course. The advantage which
Fatty Wynn had gained was well lost.

Grundy succeeded in turning it into a very big dis-
advantage before he had finished. He certainly could swim
when he got down to it; but equally certainly he could not
swim fast. Trank Monk gained length after length on the
return journey, and Grundy was far, far behind when
Gordon Gay, the Grammar School’s last man, dived in.

It was all over bar shouting! The position was hopeless
for St. Jim’s now. Tom Merry dived in when Grundy ab
last reached the finishing-rai), and raced as he had never
raced before. But Gordon Gay, by that time, was already
on the return course, and it was impossible to catch him up.

There was a yell from the Grammarians on the banks.

“Hurrah 1”

“Grammar School wins!{?

Gordon Gay finished his race without exerting himself,
thea hauled himself on to the raft, grinning cheerfully,
while & hundred Grammarians howled with delight.

The unexpected had happened. Seldom indeed did the
Rylcombe Grammar School juniors get a chance to chortle
over St. Jim’s in the realm of sport. Thanks to Grundy,
however, they had been presented with an overwhelming
victory. Needless to say, they made the most of it, and by
the time the programme came to an end miost of the St
Jim’s fellows, in their exasperation, had begun to- regret
most heartily that the idea of a relay race had ever been -
thought of.

s

CHAPTER 10.
Monty Lowther’s Wheeze {
13 HERE’S that idiot?”

“Where’t the lunatic?”

“Where’s Grundy 7’

Tour excited-looking juniors swooped down on a
group of lugubrious sportsmen returning across the fields
from the swimming gala later in the day. The lugubrious
sportsmen looked round, and there was a yell.

“Here they are!”

“My hat! Handcock and the others!’’ exclaimed Tom
Mm;ry, with a stare. ‘“‘Where the thump did you chaps get
to 7’

“Where’s that guy Grundy?” yelled bacdk Handcock.
“Take me to Grundy, somebody, and I'll make him so his
own mother won’t know him!”

“What do you want Grundy for 9" s

“So I can jump on him for stopping me from swimming
this afternoon !

“Eh?” yelled a dozen voices.

“It's quite true,”” said Talbot. “The duffer kidnapped
us, and sent us for a ride in a lorry, so that we shouldn’t
swim in the relay race!l” :

“M-m-my hat !’

“Bai Jove! It scems almost incwedible——"

“But it’s true enough,” said Wilkins. “Remember how
he tried to get us to help him, Gunny 2>

Gunn nodded.

“He’s had this all fixed up for days. Oh, what fatheads
we've been! We didn’t take it seriously—never thought he
could do it—"" -

“Hero he is!” roared Figgins. “Slaughter him!”

Grundy himself tramped upon the scene from the direc-
tion of the river. He nodded calmly to the four fellows
whom he had last seen being carried away by Bill Harris.

“Sorry I had to inconvenience you chaps. You've heard
the result?”’

“We lost, I suppose, if you swam!’® snorted Kangaroo.

Grundy frowned. -

“We lost, certainly; but it was no fault of mine.
the other three had backed me u 22 :

“What ?”’ came a howl from the rapidly swelling crowd.

“We should have won with ease. But they didn’t. Merry
should have put me in last. The result might have been
different then: As it was, we were licked, all through the
bad swimming of the other three!”

“ You—you—-=: =

: Tue Gex Lizrary.—No. 1,176,
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For some seconds the juniors were incapable of retort
either by word or by deed. Even Grundy, they had imagined,
would be subdued after the wretched exhibition he had given
in the race. But the reverse scemed to be true. Grundy
was, if anything, more jaunty than ever. The idea that
the St. Jim’s defeat was in any way connected with his
display had apparently not occurred to hira.

“Well, this beats Barney !” breathed Tom Merry. “After
getting into the team by & trick, and losing the race for
us 2

33

said Grundy. e =z
Only one thing the
“1 suggest we

“Why, you silly ass

“You have the nerve to blame us!
idiot will understand, chaps,”’ said Tom.
give him @ taste of it!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, wathah! Wag him!”

“Bump the imbecile!”

Grundy stepped back a pace.

“Look here——" he began.

“Collar him !’ E

A dozen hands reached forward to grasp Grundy. Then
came an interruption—the same unwelcome kind of interrup-
tion that had occurred on the occasion of Grundy’s cele-
brated jape on the trial swimmers. -

‘(Boys !IJ

“Oh crikey 1”

It was Mr, Railton again! The Houscmaster of the School
House walked into the crowd, frowning.

“Very unseemly behaviour for the termination of the
gala,” he remarked. ¢ This is the second time I have found
a crowd of you attacking Grundy. What is the trouble,
Merry 27

“Hem! Nothing much, sir,”” answered Tom Merry, red-
dening. “It’'s—it’s a sort of rag.”

“1 do not approve of this sort of rag, Merry!”

“We didn’t mean anything serious, of course, sir.”

“T will accept that assurance, Merry. But I cannot allow
a repetition of behaviour like this. Grundy must be left
alone, or I shall have to take very severe mcasures. You
understand 7”7

“0Ohl Yes, gir.”

“Very well.”

imm}mummmmmmunr1;imuulmmmumlnummummummzmmmmmuu

Read this Thrilling Story
of a Notorious Boy Outlaw

11! 1!

Ever heard of an outlaw becoming a sheriff? _Gee,
No! Ever heard of a_Boy Outlaw wearing a
Sheriff's Star? Sounds impossible ! But it’s not !
The Rio Kid, notorious boy outlaw of Texas, with
a thousand dollars on his head, is proclaimed
sheriff of the town of Plug Hat! It wants a lot
of believing, but you'll soon find all about it in the
ROARING SERIES OF WESTERN YARNS
appearing in the POPULAR every week. There
are also lots of other fine features that you must
not miss.
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My, Railton went his way, looking as though it was far
from very well,

Naturally, the juniors could do nothing in the face of sach
a warning. 8o Grundy went unragged, so to speak, with
the result that ho was - able to. express his own pcculiar

oint of view on the afternoon’s events without let «r

indrance. i

All the way back to St. Jim’s he talked and talked, tha
Whol(;z sum and substance of his talk being the defiscness
and ineptitude of Tom Merry and all his friends, and the
cleverness and ability of George Alired Grundy.

And the juniors could only fume and long with a great
longing for a means of teaching Grundy a lesson that would
penetrate even his peculiar brain,

Chat, at any rate, was all they could do just then. Bu
satisfaction was coming to them more quickly thap they
realised. =

Monty Lowther was responsible for the chanze in the

situation—a change that was destined to finish up in a really
first-class “rag.” Lowther frequently had brain-waves. Hs
had one now. Returning with the crowd to St. Jim’s, he
suddenly began to smile.” He was still smiling when he got
back to Study No. 10, with Tom Merry and Manners. Then
he explained.

“Got it!” he said. “Just the wheeze we've been waitinz
for. Just the one-and-only wheeze in the world for maki
Grundy realise that he can’t swim for toffee, and that nobody
looks on him as anything more than a joke!”

“Sounds too good to be true,” cbserved Tom Merry,
shaking his head sadly. “But hope springs eternal in the
human breast. Cough it up!”

“I'm thinking of that Channel swim of Grundy’s. You've
heard of it, of course?” e

“Heard of nothing elze lately,”” said Manners, with a
grimace. “Of course, it’s as mad as the rest of his stunts,
Het’ylll’ get about twenty yards out of Dover and then conk
out !

“Exactly!” grinned Lowther.  “That's just where my
wheeze comes in. This is the idea. From nosw until he goss
to swim the Channel we’'ll butter him up as if we really
th%p}l:clhe:s going to do it—"

‘Fh 2

“And get everyone clse in the House to do the same.
Get the idea? Nothing will hold him then. We can flaiter
him and pull his leg until he thinks he's capable of swim-
ming the A'glantic Ocean!”’

at———" %
. “We'll be with him on the day of the attempt. I'll he
in the boat his uncle’s providing, armed with the moving-
picture camera Grundy owns——'

“Oh!” said Tom Merry, beginning to get an inkling of
what was coming. - ;

“ And you, Tommy, and perhaps Blalke, can start off swim-
ming with him, while I start turning the handle. First
reel: Grundy’s great start. Second reel: Grundy collapses
and has to be towed in by his humble assistants, Merry and
Blake!”

“Oh, my hat!” :

“That'll be the end of the picture,” grinned Lowther.
“Now for Grundy’s fall. With luck, we ought to be able
to arrange for the negative to be developed on board. We
can bring in that chap from the Wayland film-printing firm
who has done stuff for us before, and he might even be able
to make a print for us before we land again. And while
he’s on the job, we can be busy kidding Grundy that he
nearly did it. Anything is good enough for Grundy, of
course !’ . :

“ Ha, ha, ha!? -

“Armed with the flm, we all go back to St. Jim’s.
Crowds turn out to welcome the chap who nearly swam the
Channel—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Grundy is carried in triumph to the Common-room o
address the mob on ‘How I Almost Swam the
Channel ’—”

- “Great pip 1” \

“And everybody cheers like mad. Then the lights are
lowered and we start projecting the film. And the truth
comes out at last!”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Tven Grundy will see it when it zoes up on the screen.
Blind as he is, he'll be simply forced to see that he didn’s
get more than a few yards away from Dover. That’s where
we start chortling. If I’m anything of a prophet, there'll
be plenty to chortle over|” £

“Ha, ba! Oh, rather!” e

“You can imagine what Grundy's lecture will be like.
Well, just imagine his face when the lecture’s followed by
facts—taken with his own camera!” 2

“Ha, ha, hat® - 3

“It’ll be the biggest come-down for Grundy that ever
want to mention
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swimming again as long as he lives} And if we achieve
that result. we’ll have done something! Well, what do you
think of it— Ow! Lemme alone, you asses!” concluded
Monty Lowther, as his two chums started thumping his
back as though they were doing it for a wager.

From which it was to be inferred that Tom Merry and
Manners considered Monty Lowther’s wheeze O.K. and Al
at Lloyd’s, ard in every way satisfactory.

During the next few days George Alfred Grundy had
what Cyrus K. Handeock called a “break.” The one topic
of conversation in the School House at St. Jim’s seemed to
be Grundy’'s attempt on the Channel.

Grundy was pleasantly surprised; then extremely grati-
fied. He had always known, of course, that he was the
most important fellow at St. Jim’s, but that fact had not
always heen universally acknowledged. Now, the fellows
seemed to have recognised it with a rush.

Grundy came into his own at last. Juniors stood in
admiring grovps just gazing at him; leading figures in the
Shell and the Fourth hung on his words. Grundy found it
exhilarating beyond description. Life at St. Jim’s took
on a new meaning for him. Unconsciously, Grundy began
to swagger. His rugged face took on a haughty, rather
patronising expression. He seemed to grow several inches
taller So self-important did Grundy become that one or
two began to wonder a little uneasily whether he wouldn’t
burst if the prccess went on much longer.

Naturally, in the circumstances, Grundy was very willing
to accept the offers of assistance he received from Toin
Merry & Co. He graciously consented to allow Tom Merry
and Blake to accompany him part of the way across the
Channel, an? was quite happy to allow Lowther and the
Wayland film-printer to make any arrangements they liked
for socuring a moving-picture record of the historic event.

Without being aware of it, in fact, Grundy eventually
reached the stage of having left practically all the arrange-
‘ments for the entire affair in Monty Lowther’s hands.

Which, of course, was precisely the end that Monty had
aimed a$!

CHAPTER 11.
Swimming the Channel !

6 OW for it1”
Tom Merry made that remark.
It was the following Saturday afternoom, and

Tom was standing on the beach at Dover, right
at the water’s edge, with Grundy and Blake.

All three were attired in swimming costumes, and two of
the three were grinning. Those two, needless to say, were
Merry and Blake. Grundy was not grinning. On the
contrary, his rugged face contained a look of deadly
seriousness.

Grundy’s great hour had arrived! The stage was set for
the drama of Grundy’s attempt to conquer the Channel.
A short distance off the shore was the squat little tug which
Uncle Grundy had hired from the Anglo-French Marine
Company, for the purpose of accompanying his nephew
across the water to the French coast. Monty Lowther could
be plainly seen on deck turning the handle of Grundy’s
movie camera, which was directed towards them.

“Ready, then, you men?” asked Grundy.

“Ready, ay, ready ”

“Off we go, then Remember what I told you—as soon
as you beg'n to feel tired, get on to the boat. Naturally, I
shan’t expect you to hold out in Jhe same way as I shall.”

“Naturally I” chuckled Blake. 3

They waded into the water. Grundy led the way. He
seemed to be in rather a hurry, and ‘the wild thought
occurred to Torr Merry that perhaps the great man had
an idea that the swim to Cape Gris-Nez could be accom-
plished in a couple of hours. Certainly he had not troubled
to get a late pass frem the school. Neither had Tom Merry
and Blake, for that matter; -though, in their case, the
omission was the result of their firm conviction that the only
Channel-swimm:ing that was going to happen that afternoon
would happen in Grundy’s dreams, ;

Grundy =ent from wading to swimming, making a line
for the hired tug. Tom Merry and Blake followed his
example. The great Channel swim had begun!

Conditions tor the attempt were ideal. The weather was
mi'd and not too sunny, and the sea was as calm as a mille
pond Swimming in such conditions was easy even for
Grundy.

“Stick it, you chaps!” he said encouragingly.

Merry and Blake grinned. The injunction was quite
unnecessary, for they were thoroughly enjoying themselves.
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They werc fully prepared to carry on for a long time before
they felt the necessity for encouragement.

The tug loomed up in front of them, and Monty Lowther
gave them a shout.

“ Ahoy, there! Keep it up, Grundy!
fine pictures ! -

Grundy w.ved his hand cheerfully. :

“Rely on me, Lowther—— Owoooosh!” he concluded
suddenly, as ne received a mouthful of sea-water.

Lowther chuckled and went on turning the handle.

The tug began to move slowly now, keeping level with
the three swimmers. Tom Merry noticed the captain look-
ing down from the bridge with rather a blank expression
on his bronzed face Apparently he was a little perplexed
by the whole business, which was not unnatural in the
circumstances.

“Feeling all right, you chaps?” gasped Grundy, as he
pegged away. .

“Fine!” answered Tom Merry. “You?”

“Great |” gasped Grundy. “I did think for a moment
31‘31;”that I felt & twinge of cramp, but it was nothing.

I'm getting some

“What’s up now ?” s

“Ow! Funny sort of feeling down my spine ! gasped the
budding Channel swimmer. *“Look here, Merry—-"

“Stick i, Grundy !” chuckled Blake. =

“Ow! Look here, I think {'d better have five minutes’
rest. I suppose that’s allowed ?2”

“Ha, ha. hat”

“No harn: in that!” panted Grundy, who had begun to
look quite groggy. “Man’s entitled to five minutes on the
boat occasionally 1”

“Well. - my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. Then he called
out: “HKase her up, eap'n!”

The captain grinned and gave the required order, and the
tug slowed down to a halt.

Grundy, looking more dead than alive, crawled up the
ladder leading to the deck, and Monty Lowther, beaming
delightedly, still kept on turning the handle.

A five minutes’ interval followed. Whether intervals of
that kind were allowed in official Channel swimming was a
very doubtful point, but Tom Merry and Blake decided
that they would give Grundy his head.

On the dock of the tug Grundy dropped into a chair and
allowed himself to be vigorously towelled by the film-
developing gentleman from Wayland. Finally, he stood up
again and looked over the side to Merry and Blake, who
had contented themselves with resting at the foot of the
ladder .

“You chaps ready ?”

“Ready for anything |” grinned Tom.

“Qught *c have com¢ up with me, really; but still, you're
not swimming the Channel, se it’s different with you!”

“QOh crikey !” gasped Lowther. “But carry on, Grundy!”

Grundy ncdded and climbed down the ladder again, his
rugged face grim and set.

Once more the great man of the Shell started swimming.

Tom Merry signalled to Blake, and they drew closer to
their host. Both could see that Grundy would not last
much longss.

Grundy struck out and swam on doggedly, panting pain-
fully as he -vent.

“0.K. old bean?” asked Blake.
“Ow! I—I— Right as a trivet!” gasped Grundy.
“My hat!”

It didn’t require a very powerful pair of glasses to see
that that statement was a decided cxaggeration of the facts.
Grundy certainly was not as right as a trivet. He was not
at all right. His strokes were weakening, and he was gasp-
ing painfully.

Two minutes passed and he was at ‘his last gasp. His
eyes had closed, and he was floundering sbout hopeﬂessly.

“Giving up, old sport?” asked Blake, a little anxiously.

“Ow! How much farther ?” asked Grundy faintly. “We
=reaching—France—yet 1’

“Ha, ha! Not quite!”

“Just a little more to go,” grinned Tom Merry.
chuck it up, Grundy ” =

“Owt Tll finish—I"Il—>" ;

At that point Grundy did finish, though not exactly in
the way he had meant it. Tom Merry and Blake heard
him utter a sort of sigh. Immediately afterwards he went
under. =

Tom Merry shouted.

“Blake! We'll get him |”

Blake nceded no asking. He was diving under before
Tom had concluded. Tom went under, too, and meanwhile
on the deck two of the crew were running forward with

lifebuoys.
2 Tar Gex Lispany.—No, 1,176,
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Fortunately, Grundy was in no real danger. Both his
companions were trained in life-saving, and when they re-
a}ppvared on the surface of the water they had him with
them. : ¢

The tug had stopped, and lifebuoys were floating beside
them. Tom Merry slipped one over the head of the half-
unconscicus Grundy, then held him round the ears while
Blake adjusted it under his armsa.

“All serene! Haul him up!” yelled Blake.

The men on deck hauled, and George Alfred Grundy,
aspirant to Channel honours, was taken out of the sea less
than two hundred yards from the spot where he had started.

Grundy’s Channel swim was most decidedly “off "1

CHAPTER 1.
Grundy Wakes Up!

11 URRAH 1
“Good old Grundy!”
“Three cheers for the Channel conqueror!”

; yelled Herries.

Agd three mighty cheers rang out across the St. Jim’s
quad. :

Half the school seemed to have turned out to welcome
G’)rpndy on his return from Dover. Manners and others
had spread the news of Lowther’s great jape far and wide,
and not, many fellows had felt like missing the climax. As
socn as word came from advance messengers that Grundy
and his Channel swimming assistants had arrived at Ryl-
combe they had rolled down to the gates in battalions.

Grundy bad fully recovered, from his immersion now,
and was none the worse for it. He¢ felt considerably
“better for it, in fact. Merry and Blake and Lowther had

carefully refrained from enhghtening him as to how much
of the Channel he had swum. Grundy, who had lost all
sense of time and place in the water was consequently
under the fond delusion that he had almost brought it off.
. He smiled his most expansive smile as he heard the cheers.
This was something like! A prophet was not without honocur
in his own country always in spite of all that had been said
to the contrary. St. Jim’s had recognised the genins of
her brilliant son at last!

Of course, this rousing reception was the least the fellows
could have given him in the circumstances. They had been
tardy in acknowledging his greatness. - Figuratively speak-
ing, he had had to take them by the seruff of the neck
and force them to acknowledge it. Still, they had acknow-
ledged it at last, and Grundy felt himself swell with pride.

He took off his cap in graceful recognition of their welcome,
and passed througn the gateway of S8t. Jim’s between
two rows of cheering juniors.

“Hurrah 1 :

“Well done, Grundy !”

“Speech! Speech !”

Grundy halted.

“Gentlemen——" he said.

“Hear, hear!”

“Tell us all about it, Grundy.”:

“Gentlemen! You do me proud! You honour me !” said
Grundy. “Of course, I know I deserve it—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But it's gratifying, all the same—very gratifying
said Grundy. “Now as to telling vou all about it. My
friends here have suggested that I give a lecture in the
Common-room, on ‘ How T Swam the Channel.” ”

“Hear, hear!” -

“Good wheeze, old chap!”

“There’s only one thing against that suggestion—that I
didn’t actually succeed in completing the course.”

“Oh, shame!” : ]

“Still, I did the next best thing—I nearly swam it!”
said Grundy. “If you likc a brief account of that small
achievement——"

“Oh, my hat! We'd love it I” grinned Kangaroo.

“Well, in that case, I'm your man! [ understand that
- they've already taken a print of the cinematograph film
Lowther tocok of the affair -After I've given my lecture,
you'll probably be interested to see that.”

“Hear, hear!”

“No time like the present,” said Monty Lowther.
adjourn to the Common-room.”

The juniors were only too willing to adjourn, and the
entire crowd marched en masse up to the School House
and swarmed upstairs into the Common-room.

Everything was ready, Chairs had been arranged in TOWS,
and a small cinematograph projector, owned by Figgins of
the New House, had been installed at the back of the room,
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while a sheet borrowed from the House dams had been
stretched up on the wall.

Tom Morry took the chair.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” he said. “I don’t
want to waste your time when I know you're all waiting to
hear the hero of the hour—Grundy of the Shell.”

“Hear, hear !” said Grundy cordially.

“Instead of doing that I'll call upon Grundy himself to
tell you just how he did it.”

“Hurrah 1”

Grundy stood up.

“There’s little to tell, as a matter of fact,” he said
modestly. “We started off from Dover. The sea was merely
roughish. Some people might have called it wild; but to
me 1t was merely roughish.”

“Go it, Grundy!”

“Merry and Blake came in with me for the first mile
or two. [t was very decent of them; matter of fact, I
didn’t know they could swim so well before {” >

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“1 had a bit of a breather after a while——"

“Oh, my hat!” ; E

“Well. a man can’t be expected to swim the Channel
without an occasional breather, can he?” said Grundy
argumentatively. “So for a minute or so I had a rest on
the tug. Then I really got going.”

“Hurrah {”

“ Mountainous seas were running now,” said Grundag,
whose memories of the swim had evidently become a little
distorted—“seas that would have terrified most men. Was
I terrified of them?” :

“ Not likely 1” g =

“You've taken the words out of my mouth, gentlemen!
Far from being terrified of them I gloried in my battle
with the ocean. Mile after mile I battled on. Before me
i saw the white cliffs of the French coast. Victory was

< in sight!”

“0Oh crikey !” murmured Monty Lowther, almost limply.

“Then, gentlemen—I'm not afraid to tell the truth!—I
found myself giving out at last. To all intents and pur-
poses I had already achieved the impossible. Now I found
my strength leaving me. On I struggled. It was—well
it was titanic,” said Grundy, with an effort, “this mighty
struggle between a human being and the forces of Nature.
But I could feel I was fighting a losing battle. Gentlemen,
I just failed to reach the French coast.”

“Hard luck. old bean!”

It was—dashed hard luck I” said Grundy. “Don’t ask
me to remember the closing stages—I can't! I suppose
I must have been swimming unconsciously for hours. Then
they lifted me out of the water. I'd lost—but I had
at least gone down fighting, and no man could have done
more !

“Hurrah !”

“Gentlemen !” concluded the great man of the Shell.
“With all modesty, I say that I put up a wonderful show.
I didn’t quite do it, it’s true, but I'm jolly sure I worked
harder than any Channel swimmer has weorked before.
That's about all, 1 think, and now I'll ask Figgins to show
you the film of my wonderful effort!”

Grundy sat down amid roars of applause.

“Now for the picture!” grinned Lowther.

He and Manners between them pulled the curtains across
the windows to shut out the light of the sun which was set-
ting across the quad, and Figgins switched on the illuminator
of his movie projector, throwing a brilliant white beam
across the room on to the screen.

There was an excited buzz as the film began.

The scene was the beach at Dover, taken from a boat
a little way out at sea. =

Three figures could be seen entering the water. They
were recognised instantly.

“Merry and Blake and Grundy!” called out Figgzins,
from behind the projector. “Centlemen! You are now
witnessing the start of the great Channel swim !”

Loud applause greeted the announcement.

That applause, incidentally, was the last that was given

in  the Common-room that night. Laughter, not cheers,
was the order after that.
" The audience grinned as they observed the cumbersome
way in ‘which Grundy was floundering towards the camera.
They chuckled as the great man of the Shell climbed ou$
of the water on to the deck of the tug within a hundred
yards of the beach. They laughed aloud as Grundy began
to show signs of tiring while still within a stone’s-throw
of land.

Then came the finish, with Merry and Blake saving the
dizzy and utterly defeated aspirant to Channel honours,



EVERY WEDNESDAY.

while the white cliffs of O!d England, not ¢f France, shone
prominently at the bhack of the picture. And ths crowd
roared and howled with delirious delight.

The lights went up.

Grundy was sitting at the side of the screen, blinking
dazedly.

“I—I—-" he stuttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you—->"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the entire Common-room.

“Then—then I didn’t get very far out, after all!”

“Not very far!” gurgled Lowther. “Only shout a
thousandth part of the way !”

“Ha, he, ha [”

Grundy mopped his brow.

“It beats me. I—I thought—=

“Ha,.ha, ha!” g

“I thought I'd nearly got there.
this film—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors couldn’t wait to hear him out,
shricked.

““Look here 2

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Grundy’s face, as Lowther afterwards expressed it, was
worth a guinea a box. The juniors couldn’t resist it.

The film had come to Grundy as a revelation. Grundy
really had been under the impression that he had all bust
completed his Channel swim. But now, with a few turns
of the handle of Figgins’ projector, the dream had bheen

Yet according to

They just

mumbled Grundy.
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ignominiously rescued from the water only a couple of
hundred yards from the English shore, and his rescuers,
Merry and Blake, whom he had regarded as merely minor
figures in the enterprise, had been still as fresh as paint!
For the first time since the swimming craze had taken
possession of him, Grundy felt a doubt as to whether he was
euch a genius in the water after all,

“Oh dear!” he muttered.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh erikey !”?

Grundy sat down for & few seconds, staring with dull
eyes at the hilarious crowd. Then he got up and fled.
His humiliation was complete.

s ® .. . ) . e D)

Little was heard from George Alfred Grundy for quite
a time after that. The great man of the Shell dodged his
colleagues as much as he could and went for long tramps
alone. Never hefore had Grundy been seen in such &
subdued frame of mind. It was a change indeed—but a
change for which the long-suffering juniors of the Lowexr
School at St. Jim’s were devoutly thankful,

He came round in time, of course. Nothing- in the
world could keep Grundy down for long. Bub it was
noticeable that he studiously avoided discussing swimming.
And never, under any circumstances, did he refer again to
the time when his amazing attempt on the English Channel
had ended in such complete disaster,

THE END,
(Next weelk’s GEM will contain anether ripping, long

story of Tom Merry & Co., entitled : “ GUSSY, THE
SLOVEN ! »?

dissipated.

Even Grundy saw the painful truth at last.

He had been

coloured?”” she
asked. ‘It’s dis-

Send Your Question To The Oracle!

with pride at not yet having been tripped up with ateaser.
Have a shot at lowering his colours, chum!

HE office-boy’s back from his holi-
days, chums, looking brown, and
the Editor’s back, looking blue.
And when the Editor saw me, he

gaid, “Hallo, so you’ve come back as
well, have you? And where did you
crawl away to for your fortnight?*

“I went to a quiet little village in the
country, sir,” I told him. “Ha )" said
the Ed. “And couldn’t you get a job
in that little village?”” “What sort of a
job d’you suppose they would give me?”
I asked. “Well, they might have given
you a job as the oldest inhabitant,”” said
the Ed.

Much to the old Ed’s amusement, I
informed him that I was mistaken for
the oldest inhabitant several times while
I was in that village.
~ “One day, sir,” I told him,; “a dear
old lady eame up to me and said, ‘ You
must have lived here for hundreds of
years; perhaps you could show me some
historic remains in this village—apart
from yourself, that ig?”

“T said ‘ Yes, ma’am, I can,” and I
took her along and showed her the
pump. ‘That pump,’ I said, *is so old,
ma’am, that the water that comes out of
it is discoloured.” ‘And why is it dis-

coloured,” I said,

¢ with the paint it
, washed off the
e sides of the
Ark) »

When I told
the Editor this,
he told me I was
an old humbug,
and T said I had
better trot into
the sanctum and
answer some of
the readers’
queries, so in I

2 ; & A went, wondering

by, BN S if you fellows had

: = 3 found any real

Our whiskery old wonder is lah‘fy bureting his bald pate teasers for me

this week.

“ First of all,”
said the old Ed.,,
picking up a letter, “is a question from
a reader in Ilford. He wants to know
why people use the expression ‘that’s
the cheese,” when they mean that some-
thing or other is ¢ the thing ’?”

“That, sir,” I said, *“is a very inter-
esting query, which I willanswer forth-
with. The expression has nothing to do
with cheese of any kind, but comes from
an Urdu word ‘chiz,’ meaning, of
course, ‘That’s the thing,” and before
long the chiz was turned into cheese.”’

“I see,” said the Ed., “chiz is an
Urdu word ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Urdu know that?” said he, fiercely.

“I’'ve studied the language,” said I.
“Urdu is a kind of Hindustani, but a
great many words in it coms from the
Persian and Arabic, and it is spoken by
Mussulmans, or by Hindus who have
ecome under Mussulman influences.”

“The next query is from George
Haynes, who lives in Manchester., He
wants to know why certain chestnuts are
called ¢ horse-chestnuts,” and if they
have any practical use?” :

“The horse-chestnut, sir, is said to get
its name from the fact that years ago, in

.and evening, an
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Constantinople, these nuts were used to
relieve short-windedness and cough in
horses. They’ve quite a lot of uses, some
of which I will recount in brief for
George’s benefit. Mixed with alum-
water, the horse-chestnut makes size or
cement, which is very offensive to ver-
min, and when mixed with two parts of
wheaten flour it produces a strong paste
used by bookhinders. If they are intro-
duced into the ground, they will kill
the worms. They are used in some
countries in the bleaching of flax, hemp,
silk, and. wool. They are also intrg-
duced in the manufacture of starch. In
Geneva two pounds of horse-chestnuts
are given to thg sheep every morning
hen given to cows, in
moderate quantities, they are found to
increase the yield of the milk and im-
prove its flavour. Pigs and deer like
them, and they can be given to poultry,
after being boiled—the nuts, that is, not
the poultry. The bark of the horse-
chestnut is used for making yellow dye,
and is also employed in tamning. The
wood is soft, and is not of much use,
except for common kinds of carpentry
and turner’s work. The leaves—"’

“That’'ll do,” said the Ed. “We'll
leave the leaves, and pass on to a puzzler
from a Chelmsford reader. Fred
Richards wants to know why a drinking
glass is called a tumbler?”

“Years ago, sir, drinking vessels were
often made with rounded or pointed
bottoms, and if they were put down they
tumbled over. The only way they would
stand was upside down.”

“Will Stebbing asks how many regi-
ments wear the headdress known as the
bushy 9

“In Great Britain busbies are of two
kinds. There is the hussar busby, which
ig eylindrical in shape, and is worn by
Hussars and the Royal Horse Artillery.
And there is the rifle bushy, which is a
folding cap, of astrachan, and looks
something like a tall Glengarry. It has
a plume in front. The full dress feather
bonnet of the Highland Infantry is
sometimes called a busby, and so is the
bearskin cap worn by Foot Guards and
Fusiliers.”



FIRST OF OUR GRAND NEW SERIES OF THE WILD AND WOOLLY WEST!

CHAPTER 1.
Deteetive Buek !

UCK MORAN was a cowpuncher, and nothing special

B in cowboys—at least, not to look at. He wasn't

very big, but what there was of him was good!

¥ive feet three he stood in his socks, broad in the

shoulder, rather bent in the legs an account of range-
riding, tanned in the face, and blue in the eyes.

He was never known to say a word too many, and he
was never too scared to say what he thought, if that same
was ever necessary. In his work he was plumb efficient,
he drew his money monthly, and had a good time, and
after that he just craved peace and quiet.

One fine morning, when there was nothing much to do,
and all day to do it in, he sat on a corral rail whittling
away at a piece of wood with his jack-knife. As he
worked he whistled, and his
merry - blue eyes twinkled
with happiness.

hen a shadow fell over his
work, and, .glancing up, he
saw the owner of the Broken
K, Colonel Worth, glaring at

im,

“Busy?’ queried the
colonel harshly. “Yeah, T'll =
say you are. Pretty boy, the =i
next time I go way back to
Noo York, I'll buy you a rattle to play with.”
_ “Kind of you, boss,” said Buck, with a grin. “Only
don’t wasto your dollars buyin’ a dell for your little
daughter, boss, because I'm making her one right now.”

He held up the work he was carving, and sure enough it
was just beginning to take shape. The colonel could make
out the head and the arms, and the scowl on his bronzed
face gradually changed to a smile.

“That’s fine, Buck,” he.said. “And the girl will value
that more than a five-dollar cutie from a Manhattan store.
But put it away and find.Rawlins, I want him, muy
pronto {”

“Sure, I'll fetch him,” said Buck.

He slipped from the corral rail, stowed the carving
and his jack-knife somewhere about his person, and walked
off towards the bunkhouse in the rolling gait of the horse-
man, more at home in the saddle than on his fect.

Yet he was quick—surprisingly quick—in all his move-
ments. The boss wanted Sid Rawlins, the manager, and
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what the boss wanted the boys were never slow in obtain-
. ing for him, because he was popular.

But Buck had some difficulty in, finding the manager.
He was nowhere around the ranch buildings, but while
Buck searched for him he came riding in on his skittish
pony.

There was no need for Buck to do any announcing, be-
cause the colonel had seen the arrival of Rawlinz, and
came over to him. Buck was close beside them.

“Where've you been. Rawlins?” asked the colonel.

“Round the lines,” said Rawlins curtly. He was a
sour-tempered man, and could be vicious when the colonel
wasn’'t looking. “There was a break in the fence down
by the gully, and I set the boys mending it.”

“Seen Brady?” asked the colonel abruptly.

Rawlins stared, and there was fear in his eyes.

“Brady? No,” he said,
“Hasn’t he got back yet?”

“He hasn’t, and it’s high
time he had,’”” snapped the
colonel.

“T'll go look for him,” sug-
gested Rawlins hurriedly.

“No, I want you here,” re-
torted the colonel. ‘*‘Besides,
your pony isn’t fresh. Back,
come here !”’

“I'm here, boss,” said Buck.

“Last night I sent Brady to Pecos City for the pay-roll.”

“Alone?” queried Buck in surprise. “And Laredo’s
gang is in the hills?”

“He went alone because of that,” said the colonsl.
“Mind, I'm trusting you because yow'rs plumb on the
spot.”

“ Air you doubting me, boss?” said Buck curtly.

“Ne, I'm warning you. There’s trouble, right now.
I argued that if I sent a posse of men for the pay-roll,
they’d sorter advertise the fact, and Laredo would bring
his greasers down and shoot ’em down, and high-tail 1t
for the Border with the dollars.

“I sure do,” said Buck.

“So Rawlins and I put our heads together. We scnt
Brady over to Pecos with only ourselves knowing whers
he was going and why. We figured he’d collect tho pay-
_rol’} and be back hers before Laredo knew anything aboub

“And he's late?”

Get me?”
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“¥our hours overdue,” said the colonel grimly. “Mind,
Buck, this is in confidence.”

“Safe with me, boss.”” said Buck., “I'll go look for
Brady. See you later.” :

He walked away to the corral and roped hisz horse.
His movements did not seem hurried, yet he never wasted
a second. The colonel watched him, a frown of anxiety
on his face. Rawlins was scowling.

- “A secret that’s shared ain’t a secret a-tall,” said Raw-
ins,

“Buck is safe,” said the colonel, “I’m plumb sure of it.”

“Safe, perhaps,” said Rawlins. “Good enougih for
roping steers and branding ’em. Beyond that he’s got
no brains. He’s simple—"

“That’s all you know,” snapped the® colonel. “Buck’s
happy-go-lucky, but I'd trust him, and then some! Be-
sides, Brady hasn’t returned with the dollars. Only you
and I knew he was going for the pay-roll. Should he Le
found with a bullet in his heart, isn’t it better for him to
be found by a third %art;y with no axe to grind 7

Rawling shrugged his shoulders and turned away. He
had no answer to make. :

Buck rode away on his mustang. Like Buck himself,
that horse wasn’t anything special to look at. Lots of
people laughed openly at that horse, but Bueck wouldn’t
have changed him for half a dozen thoroughbreds.

“Hit her up, Smoke!” he said. And the horse sped
away at an easy gallop along the trail for Pecos City.

Smoke was leggy, said the cowpunchers of the Broken K.
His legs sure were noticeable, but they were strong-looking
legs. His body was knobbly, perhaps, and his head wasn’t
what you might call an oil painting. = In colour, the horse
was a creamy white with great splotches of tawny brown.

Buck had bought him from a puncher who was down
and out. At that time Buck had to be econtent, because he
couldn’t afford any mere for a horse that anyone would
have paid for such a misfit as Smoke. But it wasn’t long
before Buck found out he had a bargain. Looks aren’t
everything, and Smoke had amazing endurance and speed;
but, above all, he had brains under his waggling ears.

“But, look ’here, cowboy,” Buck had said. “What in
;amation do you call a brown and white mustang Smoke
or ?

“Well, why not?” laughed the seller.
smoke there’s fire.”

“Then let’s hope he’s hot stuff,” said Buek. And sure
eniough, he found out that Smoke was hot stuff, though
lots of people didn’t know it.

And when Buck gave Smoke to understand he was in a
hurry, he had no need to use his spurs. Smoke just kicked
up the dust and consumed the miles. He had a tireless,
long-legged action.  His tail stuck straight out behind
hlim, his ears were laid back, and, in actual fact, he smoked
aleng.

Buck was keeping his eyes well open, but for a long
time he saw nothing susgicious. On the plains there was
not a soul in sight, which wasn’t surprising, but when he
came to the rocky foothills, where the trail wound in and
out amongst the boulders, it was only natural to go slow.
This was the very place for an ambush.

And suddemly, without waiting for the pressure of Buck’s
knees and the tightening of the bridle rein, Smoke came
to a halt. Buck’s blue eyes glinted, and his teeth came
together. Half under a great rock lay the body of a
man, and instinetively he knew it was Brady.

Buck drew his six-shooter and gazed about cautiously.
He saw nothing and heard nothing, so he dismounted and
went to the fallen puncher, turned him over, and glared
at the neat hole drilled in his forehead. o :

He rose and studied the surroundings, giving special
attention to the ground.. He saw a few footprints, and
it was clear that only one man had approached the mur-
dered cow-waddy.

“Plamb disgustin’,” growled Buck. “Poor Brady was
jest shot down as he came through the defile, and never
had a chanst to draw his own gun, leave alona use it.”

Brady’s two guns were still in their holsters.” A whinny
told where his horse still waited somewhere amongst the
rocks. Buck studied the lie of the land. From the way
Brady had -been coming it was fairly easy to estimate
wwhereabouts the murderer had been lying in waiting
amongst the rocks.

Buck roamed around for half an hour before he found
the exact spot. He saw the same footprints as he had seen
near Brady’s body, and, stooping, he picked up ene cart-
ridge case, which he examined. :

“A Winchester !” he muttered. “The coyote! Hid
hehind here, and drilled poor Brady without warning.
But, say, cowhoy, Laredo's lot are all Mexicans, and since
when did greaser bandits carry Winchesters? What are
we thinking, huh?”

He went back to the scene of the murdes and had
another search. He found a button—just a plain black

“Where there’s

button. But no Mexican wears plain black buttons any
meore than an ordinary cowboy. A range boss, a manager,
or even a doctor, might wear black buttons on his black
riding kit. -

Buck poeketed the evidence, and his face was grim. He
roped in Brady’s horse, and, after a struggle, managed to
get the murdered man on the animal’s back. It was 2
mournful ride to the Broken K.

The waddies rushed out to help as they saw Buck coming
in with his find. Rawlins was to the fore, white-lipped and
stern.

Buck hitched his horse to the corral rail; then, without
warning, he left the men and walked direct to the colonel’s
office, entering without knocking, shutting the door, and
planting his broad back against the panels.

“Colonel,” he said, “jest watch outer the window. From
whar you're sitting you can see the boys, to say nothing
about another critter I’m-not trusting. I want to talk, and
what I want to say is plumb private.”

The colonel nodded grimly.

“T'm listening,” he said.

“I searched out there, colonel,” continued Buck. *There
was evidence—a black button what never came off a Mexican
nor a cow-waddy, and a spent cartridge from a Winchester
what I found behind & rock overlooking the trail.”

The colonel was white. He stared out of the window.
When he spoke, he did not so much as turn his head.

“Are you thinking the same as I am, Buck ?” he asked.

“Waal,” drawled Buck, “if you’re thinking of a guy
who wears a black coat and owns a Winchester, and knew
that Brady was coming bome alone with the pay-roll, then,
colonel, we're thinking alike. But I had a look-see at his
coat, and there ain’t a button missing. He might have
sewn anether one on.”

“The evidence is not conclusive,” said the colonel.

“Pll say not,” admitted Buck. “But, colonel, I'd like
the chance to go to Peces for another dese ¢’ dollars and
for him to know I’'ve gone.”

“Too dangerous,” said the colonel.

“Dangerous nothing !” cried Buck., “I'd bring the jack
home. Leastways, if I didn’t my horse would. That eayuse
sure has got more sense than some humans, Try it, colonel,
and should Smoke come home alone, jest look in the saddle-
bags. Get me?”

The colonel thought it out, then he rose and went to the
door, flung it open, and went out to stand on the veranda
calling for the manager.

“Rawlins, just a minute !”

The manager came, looking worried.

“It’s the work of a cowardly skunk!” he flared up.

“Never_mind that now!” snapped the colomel. “T'm
sending Buck into Pecos to lodge information with the

_ sheriff.”

“And tell him from me,” cried Rawling, “if he don’t
corral Larede and his greaser bandits he’d better give up
his job !” :

The colonel ignored the interruption.

“While Buck is in Pecos he can take a chegue to the
bank and bring back a wad of dollars to replace the pay-
roll we've lost.”

“Say,” cried Rawlins, “that’s asking for trouble!”

“No, it isn’t !” said the colonel sharply. “We sent Brady
alone, and failed to pull it off. But Laredo won’t think
we'd try the trick again so soon. It’s bluff, and if any
fellow ean do it, his name’s Buck Moran !

“Yeah, that is so!” agreed Buck quietly. “Give me the
cheque, colonel, and I'll hit the grit.”

Rawling’ eyes glittered as the colonel handed over the
cheque; but Buck took no notice. He stowed the piece of
eoloured paper in his shirt-pocket, and went out, with his
rolling gait. He delayed his departure only long enough
to water his horse and give him a feed of alfalfa grass,
Then he was off, and taking his time about it. .

CHAPTER 2.
Bueck Wins Through !

UCK was not in a tremendous hurry. He wanted to
B get to Pecos, talk to the sheriff, cash the cheque, and
start for home an hour or so before sunset. It
would be dangereus in the foothills for a seolitary
rider earrying a bag full of dollar bills, but that danger
was just what Buck Moran was hankering after. He was
hoping with all his heart that the guy with black buttons
on his coat and who carricd a Winchester because he hadn’s
the nerve to get at close quarters with a revolver, would -
ry stopping him as he had stopped poor Brady.
“Say, Smoke,” said Buck to his horse, *“‘there ain’t
many doggone fools.in Texas who go out axing to be
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,176,
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]xouurdfzrc-d, yit there’s #ich a enp forking you now. Can you
cat it ?”

Naturally, Smoke made no answer, unless the waggling
of his ears meant anything. He kept on at a steady, loping
trot over the plains, through the defile, and in #nd oul
amongst the rocks of the foothills, down to the mesa with
the silver ribbon of the Pecos River glittering in the
distance, and so to Pecos City.

Buck called on the sheriff, and went to the bank, Then
he idled his time away. Nof unfil one hour before sunset
did he make any attempt at leaving Pecos City.  Yet
before he left he spent at least a busy half-hour, during
which he stowed the dollar bills in his saddle-bags, then
filled a business-like canvas bag with torn newspaper, with
a few dollar bills just on top to make it look like a lot of
money, should any inquisitive person take a peep inside.

Ho hung that canvas bag on his saddle-bow, forked his
cayuse, and rode out of town trying hard to look terribly
worried and serious, while all the time he was merry and
bright. Buck always liked trouble and danger, even if he
made out he didn’t. g

Over the mesa to the foothills he took his time, resting
Smoke at every chance. Then, as the sombre rocks
appeared before him he showed signs of agitation and ner-
vousness, in case he was being watched. The sun had sunk
in the west, and the moon was rising. Buck was plumb
glad to see the moon because it was included in his plans.
He wanted to sce the moon glint on the barre! of a
Winchester.

He urged Smoke to a loping canter and entered the
rocky defile, eyes and ears alert, one hand resting on the
butt of his six-shooter. Carefully he studied the rocks ahead
of him, and suddenly something poked over a boulder. But
it wasn’t the barrel of a Winchester, It was a Mexican
sugar-loaf sombrero !
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Buck was puzzled, but that dwdn’t stop him acting. Even
as he shot sideways out of the saddle there was a flash and
a crack from the rock. The bullet would have gone clean
through Buck’s forehead, if he hadn't anticipated it. As
it was, the dose of lead knocked off his Stetson.

Buck fell from his horse, dragging the canvas bag with
him., For a brief second he staggered and leant against
Smoke, then he slapped the horse’s flank,

“Home, Smoke, you ole critter!” he whispered in the
waggling ears.

Then he slumped forward on his face.

Smoke, reared, cavorted, them came down on all four
hoofs, set his ears back, and carcered along the trail for the
Broken K outfit, his tail streaming out behind him like a
banner, -

Buck had a six-shooter in his hand. There were men
moving up amongst the rocks, cautiously, and the Broken K
waddy watched from between half-closed eyes. Plainly he
saw three Mexicans amongst the boulders. Guns in their
hands, they were advancing, prepared for any trickery.
Three more were on the other side of the trail. It was a

- carefully prepared ambush, but all Buck’s theories about

the murder of Brady had gone west.

Greasers don't wear black buttons and dor’t carry Win-
chesters, he kept telling himself. Yet thers they were,
after the Broken K pay-roll. He lay very still, waiting for
his turn to move, and trying to think things out. Only the
colone! and Rawlins knew he had the money. Of course,
he may have been seen at the bank in Pecos City, but Buck
doubted that possibility. - -

On their way down to him two of the nearest greasers
ﬁassed behind a rock, and Buck decided to get away from

here.

In a flash he was on his feet, a six-shooter ir either hand
and the canvas bag slung on his arm. His body heaving, he
blazed away, and two of the bandits yelped and slumped
in their tracks. hen he was darting to one side and
lk‘,ound behind a rock, bullets humming round his head like

ees.

He didn’t know where he was going. All his clever plots
and plans had gone astray. He had bargained for one man,
and that man was Rawling, the manager of the Broken K.
But he had run full pelt into Laredo’s gang of Mexican
bandits. And the only thing he could do was to lure them
from the trail so that Smoke could carry the dollars home.
What happened to himself remained to be seen.

Madly he climbed the steep slope, taking advantage of
every deep shadow. He reached the top and slithered down
the other side. He came to a rough path that ran along the
side of the mountain, and since it afforded a firm foothold
he stuck to it, running as hard as he could go.

But the greasers knew those hills as thoroughly as Buck
knew the Broken K corral, and they took-a short cut. They
were slightly ahead of him and above him, and their
bullets were buzzing dangerously close to his head.

Buck loft the track and dived into a gully, then up the
other side to another ridge. The Mexicans were close
behind him. He turned on the ridge and blazed at them.
His fire was so hot and accurate they darted to cover. He
put holes through their sugar-cone hats until they resembled
sugar-dredgers. He showered lead all over them, and all
round them, until they were too scared to show an eyelash
round the rocks that concealed them. -

Then suddenly Buck broke and fled for it again, raced
furiously down the slope on the other side of the ridge to &
line of rock, broke through a narrow pass, carecred round
a boulder, and then discovered his mistake.

He couldn’t stop himself. Immediately before him was a
steep, shingly slope. As he tried to pull up, the ground
crumbled under his feet, and he slid down on his back fifty
feet, helplessly, finally bringing up against a rock with a jar
that rattled every bone-in his body.

In a flash he scrambled to his feet. The greasers were at
the top of the slope, lead-slinging at him. He dived behind
the rock that had broken his fall and found another beaten
track. He_fled along it, but he was having enough. That

* smack against the boulder had krnocked a deal of wind

out of him. ~And then, to make matters worse, a greaser
suddenly mounted a big rock and potted him neatly in the
arm. It was only a flesh wound; but the sudden shock of
it threw Buck down heavily. 3

He was in the open, so he couldn’t stay there. Gritting
his teeth, hs turned, and, with his guns, drove his pursuers
to cover with a hail of lead. Then he dashed round a
bend in the face of the cliff, and finding the black mouth of
a cave near by, he dashed into the welcome darkness, and,

lying flat, waited for the greasers to appear at the
entrance, fully revealed in the brilliant moonlight.
But those greasers weren’t quite so foolish as that. They

knew very well that Buck could pick them off one by one as
they appeared. They halted close by the entrance to the
cave and yelled at him, i
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There was a flash as Buck whipped sideways out of ths
saddle and a dose of lead knocked off his Stetson !

“T’row out ze money, gringo! We tak’ money, go 'way,
not hurt you.”

“Come 1n and fetch the dollars!” invited Buck.

“You t’row it out or we come fetch it!”

“Yeah, you're welcome!” retorted Buck. *“Come right
in, gents! Don’t stop to wipe your feet none!”

The brim of a sugar-cone hat showed round the edge of
the cave mouth, and one of Buck’s six-shooters spat fire.
‘The hat went back sharply, and Buck laughed.

‘]‘]Scfl,ep right in, gents! There’s bullet broth £r tea!” he
relled. :
. The greasers were talking outside; but Buck couldn’t
make out what they said. He soon found out, though, for
after a time they began to throw lighted brushwood into the
;‘ave, The stuff smoked and flared, filling the ecave with
umes.

Buck tied his handkerchief round his mouth and nostrils,
but he knew he couldn’t stop there. He retreated to the far
end of the cave in an attempt to find purer air, and he
chuckled at his discovery.

At the end was a tunnel leading into the heart of the
mountain. As far as he could tell, it was a natural tunnel.
If it hadn’t been for the lurid flames of the burning brush-
wood he would never have seen'it. '

“Think they’re going to smoke me out, same as coyote,
huh?” he grunted. “Waal, we’ll try cheating ’em!”

He stooped and crawled along the tunnel. It turned and
twisted, and it was dark and damp.

“Doggone it !” growled Buck.  ‘“ Where’s the end ?”

He secemed to have been crawling for hours, when sud-
denly he saw a spot of light ahead, and, heartened, he
increased his pace. He could hear no sounds of pursuit;
but, he argued, if the pursuers had found out where he had
gone they hadn’t the grit to follow him.

He approached the end of the passage and gulped in the
iresh air. = :

J‘;Shan’t be sorry te get sky over me head,” he told him-
self.

But as he crawled out of the passage and rose to his feet
a revolver was clapped to his ribs and a husky voice
gounded in his ear: .

“Up wit’ ’em, gringo!”

Buck couldn’t argue.
head. The canvas ba
grabbed up savagely.
erawled plumb into Laredo’s' mountain stronghold. Twenty
or more Mexican brigands were there, grinning. But what
interested Buck more than the Mexicans wis the sight of Sid

He raised his hands above his
dropped from -his arm, and  was

en were laughing at him. He had ~

7/ Rawlins, the Broken K manager, sneering at

% him. And Rawlins held the canvas bag.

Laredo, the greaser bandit chief, he%d a gun

at Buclk’s ribs, and another greaser took the

six-shooters from Buck’s belt where he had
deposited them while he crawled the tunnel.

Rawlins was chuckling with huge enjoyment.

“Aren’t we smart, Buck ?”* he sneered.

“Like nothing, you are I”’ retorted Buck.

“You _set a nice trap for me, didn’t you,
Buck? You reckoned I got Brady——"’

“You’re not denying it ?”” said Buck sharply.

“No need to. I did it. I wanted the money;
and dead men tell no tales. -But you thonght
if T knew you were coming alone with the
other money I'd try the trick again and yow’d be ready for
me.”

“You talk like a book,: 8id,” said Buck grimly.

“Only I wasn’t born yesterday, Buck. I tipped off
Laredo, and he set his men on the trail to get the dollars
—and we're splitting the jack. You gave ’em the slip on
the trail. and you were so plumb smart you crawled right
into the lions’ éen.” =

“Snakes’ hole,” corrected Buck. “Get it right, Sid. But
won't I spill the beans when I get back! You an’ Laredo’ll
have to quit this ecountry.” %

“A dozen sheriffs couldn’t catch me here,” put in Laredo.

© “I pot scared.”

“And I'm going back to the Broken K,” said Rawlins,
with a grin. “I'm out riding, looking for you because
your horse came in on his lonesome.”

“Thanks for the information,”” said Buck, grinning.
“Smoke sure is a fine horse.” :

“ITll go back,” said Rawlins. “They 1 never find you
nor your carcass, and some folks’ll think Buck Moran rode
off with the money.” ;

Buck was taking stock of his whereabouts. Laredo’s hide-
out was high up in the mountainnright at the top, in fact.
Over Buck’s head was the bough of a mountain ash that
grew close heside the tunnel entrance, which was Laredo’s
back door. Above was the edge of a small plateau that
formed the very crest of the mountain.’

It looked as if Buck’s number was up, especially if
Rawlins suddenly took a peep into the canvas bag and
realised how he had been fonled. < S

“May I ax you, 8id,” said Buck, *“jest how you propose
to bump me off?” .

“A bullet,” said Rawlins. “ And T'll do it myself,”

“Do it quickly, then,” said Buck, preparing himself.
“And mind I don’t get away. Get all the greasers to hold
me while you done shoot, Sid. You might miss.”

The taunt brought an angry flush to Rawlins’ cheek.

“I'm not taking any risks with you, Buck Moran!” he
snarled. “But I don’t want greasers to help me. Stand
aside, Laredo!” .

The Mexican withdrew and the revolver was no longer
pressing against Buck’s ribs. Rawlins dropped the canvas
bag for a moment.
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“You'll go out quick, Buck,” he said, drawing a revolver.

Buck dropped his hands. Laredo was rather nervous.

“No!” he called sharply. “Put up your hands, gringo,
an’ keep ’em up.

Buck’s hands shot up again smartly, He caught hold
of the bough over his héad. His life hung by a thread,
but if he had to die he meant to die fighting.” He swung
himself viciously as Rawlins stepped forward to shoot him.
His boots shot out and caught the manager under the
chin with a force that sent him backwards, half senscless.

Then Buck performed a somersault on that bough. Guns
cracked and bullets whistled round him. He felt the
searing touch of one ‘pellet in his leg, but he took no
notice. Only a flesh wound.

He swung right over and came down on the plateau
above with a crash, then he rolled away from the edge,
scrambled to his feet, and ran.

It was a mad trick, but it was better than standing
still to be shot down like a dog. Even then he was a
long way from safety. The Mexicans were after him.
Rawlins was after him, safe in the knowledge that Buck had
no guns.

Buck found himself running along a ridge of rock and
began to recognise where he was. It was from this ridge
he had fallen down the slope of shingle. An idea was being
born in his busy brain. The Mexicans were shooting at
him and the buﬁets whistled all round him. His leg was
‘hurting him and bleeding profuscly. He couldn’t go inuch
farther at that rate. :

As he ran he prepared his trick. He tore his shirt and
soaked a fragment with blood from his leg, then smieared
his shirt over the region where he thought his heart was.
He smeared blood on his forehead, then looked out for
the slope of shingle.

He came to it. The Mexicans sent a hail of lead at
him, and missed him. But he flung up his arms and pur-
posely fell down that slope, rolling over and over like a
shot rabbit. Then he lay very still at the bottom, face
upwards, so that Rawlins could see the blood marks he
had prepared.

Buck caught the branch above his
head, and out shot his boots, catching
the manager under the chin !
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It was risky and there was a lot of chance. The greasers
arrived at the top of the slope, Rawlins with them, and
peered down in the moonlight.

“That’s got him,” growled Rawlins. “Two of you go
down and dump him somewhere—anywhere you like. I'd
bette’r, get back. Been away from the ranch too long as
it is.

Only two Mexicans descended that slope to dispose of
Buck, who they thought was dead. Rawlins and the others
went back the way they had come and disappeared.

Buck lay very still. The two greasers made no attempt at
caution. They slithered down to him and scowled at him.

“Do it muy pronto,” said one, “and get back.”

He stooped to put his hands under Buck’s arms, when
suddenly Buck came to life. His fist shot up and crashed
on the greaser’s nose, so that he sat down, a look of pained
surprise on his face. Buck’s other hand flashed out and
grabbed the gun from the Mexican’s belt. He spun round
and fired from the hip, as the second Mexican was drawing
his gun. The man grunted and collapsed in a heap.

Greaser Number One reached for another gun, but Buck
kicked at him. The toe of his boot crashed on his temple,
and he went to sleep in an uncomfortable attitude. Then
Buck left that part of the world. Hastily he climbed
up the slope of loose shingle. It wasn’t easy, and his
wounded leg pained him terribly, but it had to be done.

He kept well in the shadows of the big rocks, and crossing
the next ridge, dropped down to the trail where he had
been ambushed in the first place. After that, he had to
keep well concealed and struggle back to the plain as best
he could, then walk home, limping painfully, with blood in
his boot, towards the Broken K outfit.

The sun_ had been shining about an hour when Buck
arrived. Colonel Worth saw him first and met him on the
veranda of his house.

“Buck, I'm plumb glad to sce you. I thought you were
done for, like poor Brady.”

“Smoke brought the money home, I hear,” said Buck,
grinning.

“How did you know about that?’’ asked the colonsl.

““ Sure, Sid Rawlins told me,” said
Buck. “You see—"

And just then Rawlins came swagger-
ing round the corner of the house.
When he saw Buck he started as if he
had been shot. His hand went for his
gun; but as quick as thought Buck
snatched the colonel’s gun, and it spat
fire viciously. The bullet hit Rawlins’
gun hand, and his weapon dropped to
the ground.

The boys came running up, and there
was no escape for the rogue manager.
They grabbed him, and had it not been
for the colonel they would have lynched
him. Later in the day the sheriff took
him to Pecos City to stand his trial.

There was no doubt of his guilt.
Buck testified, for one thing. But in
Rawlins’ pocket they found the dollar
bills which Buck had placed in the
canvas bag to make it look like a bag
of money, and Buck had taken a note
of the numbers of those bills on a piece
of paper which had reached Colonel
Worth in Smoke’s saddle-bags. That
clinched it.

As for Laredos, he left those parts for
a time.

“You're a brick, and then some,
Buck,” said the colonel.

“Mebbe so, boss,” said Buck, grin-
ning. “But don’t forget Smoke. He's
the cutest hoss a man ever forked, and
he brought the dollars home. A prime,
gold-plated mustang, that animal is,
and I'll shoot it out with any hombre
who says he isn’t.”’

“Yeah,” drawled the colonel. “When
I need help again I'll come direct to
Buck Moran and Smoke, the gold-
plated mustang.”

“You might do worse, boss,” said
Buck.

And while his wounds were healing
up he finished the wooden doll he
was carving for the colonel’s daughter.

(Aven’t Buclk and Smoke great guys,
chums ? There’ll be another grand
yarn of these two pals in next week’s
o GEM! Don’t miss it!)
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GRIPPING YARN OF ADVENTURE THRILLS IN THE ROYAL NAVY!

{For Opening Chapters, Sese Page 26.)

“Well Done, Red!”

ITHIN thirty seconds the big boat was lowered, cast
loose, and brought alongside the gangway.
“Third eutter manned, sir !”’ cried Ned, saluting
from his place in the stern-sheets.

Down came a messenger with a missive to be conveyed
to the commander of the Prince Egbert, the battleship
next in the line,

Ned was off on his errand at once. The twelve oars-
men made the cutter go at a racing pace, and the mid-
shipman carried out his orders, returned as quickly, and
came neatly zlongside. He saw his boat hauled up to
the boom, and her crew out of her save the boat-keeper,
. and reported himseif. S

Number One, though with plenty of other things on his
mind, had kept a watehful eye on the trip.

“Very good, Mr. Hardy! Y

BY
GOODWIN

“Mr. Hardy, take these gentlemen to the landing-stage of
the Royal Albert Vacht Club at Southsea,” said Number
Ox}‘e. “Your coxswain will show you where it is.” :

" “This is my lucky day,” thought Ned; and in another
minute the cutter was pulling briskly for Southsea, about

"DAVID

two miles distant. The Victorious was soon left astern.
Y“Beg pardon, sir,” said the coxswain under his breath to
Ned. “Fine breeze right behind us. ¥ don’t think the first
licutenant’d mind if you was to sail her, sir.”

The hint was just what Ned wanted. He had been aching
to get the sail up; bub did not know whether it would do
to give the order.

“In oars!” he said.
Rightt”

The thing was done smartly, and in less than a minute
the cutter was flying before the wind like a racer, with

her sheet broad off. 'The

“Rtep the mast and hoist the sail!

You will have charge of the
third cutter till I deprive you
of her. Remember, I expect
the top notch of smartness on
all cccasions, and I accept no
excuses. Take your station
for orders.”

With a deep sigh of relief
at having acquitted himself

NED’S FIRST. COMMAND !

Heroic Rescue of

boats of the Victoricus had
fine big balance lugsails—
much handier than the old
dipping-lugs. Ned’'s craft
soused along with a frothing
.wake behind her, and the
coxswain, who thought he
would have to do the steer-
ing, found the middy was
more .at home with a boat

a Bluejacket !

decently, Ned returned to the
boat-deck. Life was worth
living, after all. Presently he heard a whispered remark
from one of the boat’s crew that was not intended for him.

“What d’ye think of our new snottie, Ben? Hot
stuff—eh 77 :

“They can put his bib and tucker away.
an officer,” murmured the speaker’s companion.
for backin’ him up.”

“Brother o° Hardy, who got broke last month, ain’t
he?”

“Qijlence there, on the boat-deck

Ned had a slack time of it for the next hour, for the
cutter was not wanted, and he had nothing to do. The
first cutter, with Wexton as the nwdshipman in charge,
returned from an errand, and was immediately sent away
to Southsea. Ned watched her go enviously. He would
have liked that journey—a real voyage of his own. Oddly
enough, his chance very scon came. Two guests, who
"had been brought aboard in a pinnace to lunch with the
captain, were now to go ashore. The pinnace was no
longer available, and the third cutter was called to the
gangway. ;

He'll make
i “T'm

1

under canvas than himself.

Ned had spent wmost of his holidays yachting with
his father since his earliest days, and.had a small rater
of his own. He made the cutter fairly fly on a course
straight as a dart; but he sailed her with care none the
less.  He thought it might make him unpopular if he
drowned two of the captain’s guests. He made his crew
sit in the boat’s bottom, -according to rule. 3

. The visitors were much ‘interested in Ned Hardy, and
chatted with him pleasantly as he sailed them: homewards.
One of them was a peer of the realm, but Ned thought that
dignity was very small potatoes alongside the third cutter’s
nudshipman. -

It was a swift and brief journey to the yacht club cause-
way, and there the visitors left, thanking Ned with much
courtesy as they bade him farewell. He thought them not
bad fellows for landsmen. ‘e
~ “Wind’s dead agen us going back, sir,” said the bo’sun’s
mate to Ned. “ Shall I down sail 7”

The middy toock a swift survey of the distance, and saw
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that the ebb-tide running out of Portsmouth Harbour would
help him to windward.

“No, I shall sail her,” he said at once. “Cast off!
Tlatten in the sheet!”

The cutter leaped away on her homeward journey. It is
a very different thing beating against the wind to running
before it, and calls for all the skill of the seaman. The
boat had to cut as close to the wind’s eye as she could and
tack across and across in zigzags., But the way Ned handled
ger e}nd got the utmost out of her pleased the boat’s crew

ugely.

There is nobody so popular with men as a young officer
who knows his work. 2

“There’s another cutter beating out,” said Ned, glancing
at a boat under sail tacking across his course.

“That’s our first cutter, sir. Mr. Wexton in charge,”
said the coxswain, =

“By Jove, so it is!"” said Ned to himself; and as the
boats neared each other he saw Wexton’s dark face look
towards him with a malicious sneer that made Ned flush up.

Ned was willing to be at peace with all now; but he
already knew well enough that Wexton was his enemy.
Whatever the reason, Wexton, of all the midshipmen, had
treated the boy with the most galling contempt, and it was
{;ef who had approved Mr. Grimshaw’s action of the day

efore.

“Been attending a court-martial?” called Wexton
viciously as the boats passed. ;

Ned bit his lips, but made no answer.

“Tll tell them yon’re coming when I get aboard,” said
\Veﬁ{ton scornfully, as his boat dashed away on the opposite
tack.

“J1e means to beat us to the ship, sir,” said the coxswain.

“Does he, by Jove!l” exclaimed Ned. “We'll see about
thia)t ll"Hang up to windward there, men! Iase your sheet
a bit

The crew were all as alert as weasels” at the prospect of
a race. The wind was blowing strongly now, and Ned
drove the cutter for all she was worth.

He knew that if the other boat arrived first she would
reach the gangway under sail, and he would have to unship
his mast and sneak alongside under oars after the winner
had made room. He'd be hanged if he'd let that insulting
bounder beat him |

Right up to the farther beach sped Ned’s cutter, and then
round like a bird and away on the other tack, so that she
crossed Wexton’s cutter again. Then they both went about
and reached away to the westward as hard as they could

0.

“We're leadin’ her!” hissed one of Ned’s men excitedly.
“We're drawin’ away a bit!”

“I¢'ll be a feather in our cap if we can beat her, sir!”
murmured the coxswain eagerly. ¢ She’s the fastest cutter
on the ship an’ she started first.”

“We'll beat her,” said Ned, watching his vessel like a
i:a& as she drove through the short, steep waves. “Sit tight,
ads !’

The first cutter was a longer boat than the third and
carried more canvas. But, none the less, Ned’s genius for
sailing began to tell, and his crew gradually clawed to
windward of the other. His crew were as delighted as
beanfeasters when the; saw their own middy beating the
other by sheer skill.

The two boats, heeling over, were flying over the sea, the
spray smashing aft over them in showers. Wexton’s sallow
faece, glaring over his gunwale like an angry monkey at
seeing himself outdistanced, made Ned burst out laughing.
The other middy shouted something in a harsh voice, but
Ned did not hear what it was, He was busy with his own

job. f

They were rapidly nearing the Victorious, though the
wind, being against them, did not allow them to point
straight at her. Very soon the cutters would have to
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“Ready about!” cried Ned.

Round went the cutter and away on the other tack,
neatly cutting out her rival, Wexton used some language
that luckily did not reach Ned. It seemed to the latter,
as he glanced ahead, that the whole starboard-watch of the
battleship was more interested in the cutters’ race than
discipline would dare to allow. Ned cleared the oncoming
torpedo-boat by a good distance as she came tearing along
with a feather ot white spray leaping before her bows.

“It’s our win!” cried the coxswain.

Ned’s boat was a full fifteen yards in front. Wexton,
hardly able to contro! his rage, luffed hard to try and shoot
to windward. This brought him on a slant across the course
of the torpedo-boat he had been too savage to notice.
_There was a warning hoot from the swift little warship’s
siren as she turned to starboard. Wexton, seeing her o
close, lost his head and gave his boat the wrong helm.

“Great guns!” gasped Ned’s coxswain. “She’s into
them 1”
Ned glanced back and gave a cry of horror. There was

a wild shout from Wexton’s cutter, and at the same moment
the torpedo-boat’s steel stem struck her with a sickening
crash and cut clean through her, hurling her crew into the
water in a heap

“Slack the sheet!” cried Ned, forcing his helm hard up
and whirling the cutter round to speed to the rescue. The
torpedo-boat, unable to stop, drove through the mass of
struggling men, her propellsr churning the water into foam.
“They're done for! They’re dead men!”

Ned fo the Rescue !

ARDLY had the cry of warning died away, when
the cutter went flying to the aid of the helpless
crew, with her shects eased off, and the water
frothing past her sides like champagne. Ned held

his course straight as an arrow to the scene of the disaster,
and shouted to his men to be in readiness.

“Stand by with the lines and buoys!” ke cried. “ Every
man bear a hand on his own side to get ‘em aboard |”

The torpedo-boat had stopped her engines in the nick of
time as she shot through the scattered mass of men, else
there would have been the added horror of struggling
swimmers cut up by her screws, and a wake of reddened
foam to tell the tale. She was not a moment too soon.
But the black vessel was going at so fast a pace that she
shot a long way ahead before she could be stopped, even
after the swimmers were passed.

Aboard the Victorious the whistles were piping shrilly,
and boats were being lowered away with astonishing
speed; already two whalers were making for the spot as
fast as oars could drive them. But Ned was easily first,
and well for the capsized crew that he was so

“Heaven send she didn’t cut any of the men down with
her stem 1” exclaimed Ned.

“They're all afloat, sir!” said the coxswain.

“Except Jim Brinkman. Where’s he?” cried one of
Ned’s crew. :

“Tread water, lads; we’ll soon have you out of it
shouted Ned. And with a wide sweep round the scene of
the late collision, he brought the cutter head to wind among
the swimming men. “Look ocut there, bowman !”

Two of the swimmers—the first cutter’s oarsman and her
coxswain—were quickly alongside and hauled -aboard, and
Ned was congratulating himself in the belief that there
was no mishap or loss of life after all, when he saw the
commotion of a struggle close under the surface near by,
and an arm was flung upwards desperately through the
trough of wave.

“There’s a man sinkin’!” cried the boatswain's mate.
“He's hurt—"

In the flash of an eyelid Ned Hardy leaped up and

=

round so as to reach her on
the other tack. That was
where judgment was needed.
A few yards too far or too
short before turning, and all
advantage would be lost.

Ned took a swift glance
round. The way was clear.
There was no boat at the
" ship’s gangway. A long
black torpedo-boat was rush-
ing up from the eastward,
passing the Victorious, but
Ned judged her pace, and
saw it would be easy enough
to clear her. =

whip
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THE STORY SO FAR.

Midshipman Ned Hardy, son of a line of sea captaing, is appointed
o the Victorious, the same ship from which his brother Ralph has been
cashiered in connection with a robbery. Ned is convinced that his brother
98 imnocent, but his father turns Ralph from the house. Aboard the
Victorious Ned finds a friend in Jinks and an enemy in Sub-lieutenant
Grimshaw. As the result of a * leg-pull,” Ned mans a boat and performs
his duties so skilfully that ke iz officially put in charge of the third cutler.
Almost immediately comes the order : * Man the third cutter !

(Now read on.)

dived for the spot where he

had seen the arm disappear.
He saw that not a second was
to be lost, and that one of the
crew, either injured or seized
with cramp, was going to the
bottom, as men will in such
a case.

The middy’s spring from
the gunwale carried him far.
Down he went, the water
roaring in his ears, and his
hands came right upon the
struggling seaman. The next
moment he felt himself
gripped as if in a vice.
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The man, whoever he was, had entirely lost his head, his
lungs had partly filled with water, and, with the terrible
blind grasp of the drowning man, he had seized upon his
rescuer.

In the blurred green light around him, five feet helow
the surface, Ned realised that he was within an ace of
being drowned by the man he had hoped to save, and that,
unless he could get. free, his life was not worth a rush.

The boy struggled desperately, but the man was heavy,
and his sodden_clothes were dragging him down. Ned’s
uniform was swiftly growing weightier with the water, and
helped to hamper him. The seaman’s grasp grew more
convulsive, and seemed to paralyse Ned, so fierce was it.

It was a terrible thing to be dragged down by a witless
sailor. Though the bluejacket was one of the smartest of
the battleship’s crew, and a strong swimmer, he had been
half-dazed by a crack on the head when thrown from the
cutter, and, reviving only to find himself half-drowned and
sinking, no more knew what he was doing than a man who
had never been in the water before. His grip pinned one
of his rescuer’s arms, and his other hand was clutching the
boy’s right shoulder.

Ned kicked out with all his might. and managed to raise
him te the surface for a moment, when he drew a gasping
breath, only to be plunged under again. They had come
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“They be all right, sir! Take a nip o this. brandy—
you’ll need it !” L

Ned waved the brandy aside—he did not fecl the need
of it, and was anxious about the rest of the swimmers; but
as soon as he could see around him, he realised that all
the difficulties were over. Two men were being helped in
over the cutter's bows, and three boats from the Victorious,
besides the torpedo-boat’s dinghy, were picking up the
others. A cheer came across from the ship, and Ned did
not realise that the best of it was meant for him.

“Cutter, ahoy!” came the hail from the first of the two
whaleboats. “Tell off your men !”

“They’re all picked up, sir! None missing !”
reply, after a pause of a few seconds.

“Here, give me the tiller I” said Ned, taking it from the
coxswain. “Who arc these men you've just taken aboard?
Why they’re our own men !”

“Yessir. They went overboard after you,” said the cox-
swain; “but you an’ Brinkman came up an’ down so
promiscuous like that they couldn’t get on to you in time.”

“Thank you, lads!” said Ned, as the two secamen
saluted.  “Douse that sail, boatswain’s mate, and out oars!
How’s the man I got ?”

“He’s all right, sir—only a knock on the head an’ a
black eye; he'll soon come to,” said the blucjacket who was

came the

The torpedo-boat’s steel stem struck Wexton’s boat
with a sickening crash and cut clean through her!

up a considerable way from the cutter, and only showed for
a brief second or two.

“I'm done!” thought Ned, as he felt himself going down
for the second time. He strained with all his might to reach
the top, and the two struggled violently as their heads
came up. the seaman’s eyes fixed and staring like a mad-
man’s. With a last effort Ned managed to free his right
shoulder, and the next moment he dealt the sailor such a
crashing punch in the eye that the man’s grip shifted, and,
with a swift wrench. Ned was free.

It was the very best thing he could have done, and
nothing else could have saved him. P

A rousing cheer from a dozen throats reached Ned’s cars,
and the cutter came flying towards him. A voice that
seemed to be right overhead roared out:

“I've got ’em! Bear a hand!” !

Ned, who was holding up the now almost unconscious
scaman, felt bimself seized from above, and willing hands
heaved them both on board the cutter, Ned spluttering
and gasping, and the scaman with a beautiful blackened

eyc.
y“VVell done, sir! That was a man's job!” cried the
bluejackets lustily; and it needed no conjurer to sce that
Ned had won the hearts of his crew for gocd and all.

The midshipman, clutching the gunwale to steady himself,
looked round him hurriedly.

‘“Have you got the others?
in!” he gasped.

Qut oars, there! Get them

attending the half-conscious Brinkman lying on the boat’s
grating. “But he owes you his life, sir!”

“Ay, he does!” blurted out the young seaman who had
gone overboard with the other. “He was my raggy, sir.
Il thought he was gone. If ever an officer did a pluckier
thing——>

“Dry up!” said Ned. “There was nothing in it. Give
way, men. We don’t want to be last boat at the gang-
way.”

The cutter forged abead, Ned still insisting on steering,
with rescuers and rescued aboard. And as she passed the
second whaleboat he saw Wexton looking like a drowned

rat, sitting in her stern-sheets. Ned, forgetting their
rivalry, felt his sympathy go out to his late foe.
“Beastly hard luck, old chap!” he called out. “ Vioru

didn’t get hurt?”

Wexton made no reply, and did not even turn his head.
- “Hurt! Not him!” growled Ned’s coxswain, under his
breath,

The whaleboat sheered off, and the second euiter, with
several of the rescued men aboard, passed by close. Orne
of the latter, with a wink, called out in a hoarse whisper
to Ned's bowman :

“Wish we could ha” change snotties with yer, Jack!
You’ve got the best o’ the swap !”

Ned's erew chuckled.

“Silence there, in the boat!™ cried Ned sharply.
port oars! Way enough!”

“In
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The cutter shot alonvaiflc the gangway, and willing hands

)§
as ho stood up. The strain of”that struggle under water
had tried him more than he knew.

“The ship can thank you that she ain't lost onc of her
company, sir,” said the warrant-officer, who helped Ned
o “Hold on! Wc'll give you a lift up

1, omhminstically.
on deck.”

#No, thanks' I'm jall pight,
pulling humeli together. “ Swallowed some of the Solent,
thaf s all. Got to go and teport.”

Hc hatiled lumtdf up the gangway steps at a run, feel-
but intent on goﬁ.m‘r his duty done, and
clf ‘aboard according to 1outme He found
n front of the first licutenant, who had come
ﬂovm to the thvdw"

“Bidartly “done, Mr. Hardy!” said the first lieutenant
xvvmlv ‘\ouw justified me in giving you charge of
itter,” and I'm glad you're not hurt. Never mind
report now. Cut away below and change your kit.
’leil tho st oward to get you some hot grog. Youl're look-
ing queer.”
he next thing Ned knew, a hrothor midshipman had
glid an arm through his, and hustled him down to the mid-
shipmen’s flat by way of the guniroom, where Hart, who
id just come in, led a hearty chorus of (ongmtu]atlom

“Youw're a credit to the mess, - youngster,” said Hart.
‘A nuiling geod kid, by Jove! May my red, right hand
vuthcr at the wrist if. I dirk-scabbard vou for the next
month 2-ho added. ;
< And the sub-lieutenants all had '1 word of chaffing praisc
for-the boy. Even Griwshaw, secing how the wind blew,
gave him =« brief nod. -Jinks lltorall\‘ forced a “tumbler
of#steaming ‘grog down Ned's throat, shich brought the
celour back to the middy’s cheo]\s and checked the chill
and fatigue.-
24 Well done,

quaztermaster,” satd Ned,

old chﬁ)"’ sald Jmks giving his chum a
tertific slap on the back as he took him along to the
sleeping-lat. “We all saw yow go overboard affer that
chap; and you didn't lose any time, either. He jolly near
seragged: you, didn’t he?”.

wsilhe poor, bngdr didn't- know what ho was up to,” said
Ned, dragging off his soaking jacket.” “1 had to black
his eye, or he’d have drowned us both. DBut there was
nothing in it. It-didn’t last a minute, and, of course, the
meén’ soon got us aboard.”

“Well, kid,” said Jinl —ho was quite ten months older
than Ned—"youw've showmn yoursclf worth your salt, and
youll have no mere trouble with the 11*1(1«111‘111011 mess
after this. little job. .1t isn’t only the going overboard
uffcr Brinkman, but the way you beat the first cutter
in'the race out was ripping good work. The betting was
two to one on Wexton.” His boat's the faster, you know.
I’'ve-won ten bob_over it.”

“Have you, by gum 7” said Ned.
me.”

“You can share it with

ped Ned aboard, for he suddenly turned-giddy and sick

_(,aptdm Raglan.

THE GEM LIBRARY-—EVERY WEDNESDAY.

“You bet! We'll go halves. Wexton puts on enough
side for a_dozen. But 1 know a good boat- smlor when I
sce him:" Here, T'll give you 2 towelling do“ n,” said Jinks,
plying a rough towel vigorously on Ned. I‘cehng better 7
Must be a rummy sensation getting strangled under water.
Lucky for Brinkman it wasn’t that ass Wexton who went
tn after him. But Wexton wouldn’t have gone.”

“Oh, of course he would !

“I know Wex better than you do, old man.®” Jinks

glanced through the scuttle. ~ “The torpedo- boat com-
mander’s going off in his dinghy. He’s been aboard here
before the capﬁm.’

“Will he get hauled over the coals?”

“Not he. It was W exton’s fault; he 111“(:1&0(1 the whole
thing. If he hadn’t-got in a funk and lost his head he'd
never have got run do“n He won't be too gay over this.
He hates you like poison.’

“Don’t see why he shOhId =

“He's got a down on you for something. Never liked your
brother Ralph. Wexton sucks up to Grimshaw, you know.”

Ned subsided into silence, as he always did when_ his
brother's name was brought forward. ~ He had finished
dressing, Jinks chatting the while, when a messago Wwas
passed below. .

“Mr. Hardy to the captain’s cabm at once, please!”

“Hallo !” said Jinks. “The owner’s going to look into
this job himself. Look alive, Hardy!

Ned hastened to the cabin as fast as he could, wondering
what the captain would have to say. He was joined on
the way by Wexton, who had also been sént for.

The two middies soon found them&cl\ es at headquarters of

Q

12

Come here, young gcntlcmen, said the captain brxcﬂy
The midshipmen stood to atténtion -before the de
captain addressed himself first t6 Ned: o :
“ Mr. Hardy, I congratulate you on the =k11ful manner in
which you handled the cutter in a grave emergency, and on
the prompt courage with which you went to the rescue of
a drowning man. The incident is greatly to your credit, 411(.1
I have sent for you to mark my approval.”
Ned-flushed-to the roots of his hair with pleasure.
“In future, Mr. Hardy, none the le
that an officer in command-of any ve

you must remember
+ whether in a boat

or a bhattleship, must never leave-his post under any cir-
cumstan not even to save life, for the results may be
more s You commited a fault there. You are new

to the Service, and the mistake in this case was a good one.
You may go to your quarters now. You will remain in
charge of the third cutter, and F ha ve no doubt you will
continue as well as you have begun.”

Ned saluted -and left the cabin, feeling that life was worth
living indeed.

(Ymmg Ned’s as plucky as they maeke ‘em, tsn't he,
chams ? And well he need be, for there are heaps more
thrilling adventures uhead of him. Look oul for next
week’s gripping instalment. You'll enjoy it no end.)
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