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HERE IS A FINE-YARN OF THRILLS AND FOOTBALL, FEATURING-~

Jack Blake is worried, and when he decides to £
football match, he hardly expects that this match will solve all his troubles. But it does!

CHAPTER 1.
Famlily Troubles |
ACK BLAKE of the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim's sat in
J his study in the Bchool House with his elbow resting
on the table and his chin rosting in his hand.

His eyes were fizxed straight before Mnh with an
unseeing gaze. His ish face was wrinkled. He was in
deep thought—so deep that he did not hear a footstep at
the door or look up when a newcomer glanced inside the

study.
“ ‘li Jove I”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered the ejaculation in great
surprise,

As a rule, Jack Blake's face was as sunny as any in the
school, and such an attack of deep and painful thought was
so unusual with him that D'Arcy stared at him for some
moments in astonishment.

Then he advanced into the study, but even then Blake

"1 say, deag boy——"

Blake glanced up at last.

“Hallo, Gus!” . .

He lpoine in such a listless and dispirited fashion that the
wmazement of Arthur Augustus increased.

“RBai Jovel What's the maitah, deah boy1!”
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et his worries for a bit and see a

Blake did not reply. The swell of 8t. Jim's looked

reatly concerned. In spite of the chipping to which Arthur

ugustus was frequently lub)ooud by his chums in Btudy
No. 6, there was a very real friendship between them.

“I say, Blake, this is wotten, you know. You look as if
you were in twouble.”

Blake grunted.

“Is it tin, deah boy? If you are bwoke, and in want of
tin, I twust that gou will not forget me. I had a fivah
fwom my governah yesterday—"

“It's not that.”
~ D'Arcy wrinkled his brows in thought. He could ‘not
imagine what the trouble was, if it wasn't that, but he was
very sympathetic, and he tried to work it out. And suddenly
a bright idea struck him.

“Ah! T wathah think I know.”

Blake started.

" You don't know anything about it, old son.”

“Yass, I wathah think I do, Blake, I felt exactly like
that !vhon it happened to me. Your tailah has disappointed

ou,’

Jack Blake could not help grinning.
“No, Gussy, there are worse troubles even than that.”
D'Arcy’s brows wrinkled up again in an-intense effort of

thought.
"\'E'ellly. Blake, I don’t see what gweatah twouble there
can be, short of the death of a near welation,” he said.
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' Martin Clifford.

“But can I help you, deah boy? In a case of doubt, yon
L w, you can always wely upon me to tell you what’s the
pwopah thing to do.”
“I'm afraid you can't, Gus. I've had a letter from my
h Pt

athe:
“Well, old chap, I suppose that's a bothah; but, weally,
. you know, fathahs got into the hahit of witin’ to a fellow
~ at school. It's best to set aside an hour on one evenin’ in
the week for weplyin’, and then you get it off your mind.

Besides, I have no doubt your governah means well.”
PIVs. uok that, Guaj—ivs bed mows from home. My

s not tha 's bad news from home.

brother Frank—did you know him1” e
“Yoas, wathah! I had the pleasuah of makin’ his
acquaintance when we went to see a football matoh last

ar,
“Yes, I romember. Frank is a born footballer, and that's
the cause of the row, I believe. He's bolted !”
“Bal JovTI -
“Ves," said Blake mlurlbl{. “Bunked !
“Bolted fwom home,” sald D'Arcy, looking shocked.
. “Wenlly, Blake, it's wathah bad form for a [ellow to bolt
fwom home,”
. “There's a row,” said Blake, “Frank's taken the bit
' in his teeth and bolted. Dad doesn’t go deep into it, but I
bolieve the footer was at the bottom of it. You seo, Frank
was bent on playing as an amateur for the Millfield
Unitod—that’s the League team of our psrt at home in
kunow. Dad was against it. I thought they
it up somehow, but now—-"
lake did not finish, But he looked intensely miserable.
'Aroy tapped him on the shoulder.
"B;l}gl: up, deah boy! Couwage! How long has he been

" A fortnight or more. Dad wouldn't have told me, only
I wrote to Frank, you seo, and I was oxa;ctlng an answer,
Dad says nothing has been heard of him since he went,
but he hopes ho will return any day. He doesn’t know
Frank as well as I do. Frank won't give in. Hoe's
obstinate,”

;’Pawmpl it wuns in the family,” said D'Arcy thought-

fu liﬁ

(1] h'u

#“I=1 mean, you are wathah obstinate, you know, deah
boy. I wish I knew where the weckless boundah was, and I
wou o _and weason wit y ou know, my young

1d d ith him, You ki
bwothah Wally wan away fwom school once, and I know
what it's like to be anxious. If you had any ideah whero
Fwank had lom. we might go and look for him."

Blake shook his head,

“I haven't, I—— Hallo, Mellish! What the dickens do
you want?”

“¥Yoos, wathah {” said Arthur Augustus, turning as he saw
tho cad of the Fourth looking into the study, * What tho
deuce do you want?”

“Nothing 1* said Mellish,

“Take it and gol”

¥ ”Oh.ddon"l, got ratty! I thought I heard you call me as
08800
Bﬂ!ot 1” said Blake, in his direct way. “You know we

didn't!

Get out1”
*Look hero—"

“I am not watty at pwesont, Mellish, but I shall get
watty if you do not immediatoly wetiah,”’ said D'Aroy.
“And I warn yov that if get wabty I shall pwobably lose
my tempah and stwike you!”

'Oh, go and eat tintacks1” said Mellish,

“If ﬁu are lookin’ for a feahful thwashin’, Mollish——"

But Mollish retired as the swell of 8t. Jim’s took a step

towards the door. He chuoklod to himself as he went down

the corridor. J\p?;rontl the cad of the Fourth found

something amusing in what he had heard in Study No. 6.

loko rose from his seat with a hoavy sigh.

- “Well, it's no 1:0:1 moping, I suppose,” he said. “I
ean't help worry 5 about Frank. = Ho's an _obstinate
beggar, you see, and dad’s got a temper, too, If I know

where the bounder had bunked to, I'd go and see him and

yank him home,”

You put your sneaking head in here to listen!
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“But you are roun ah than he is, Blake!"
“What on earth’s that got to do with it?”
“] should certainly wefuso to be yanked home by my
oungah brother Wally,” said D’Arcy, with dignity; “and
f wathah think that Fwank would wefuse you. You could
o to him and wespeetfully wopwosent to him what. you
t mifht on the mattah:
" .“ l)l

And Blake left the study, his hands thrust dee
:;guso':':' pockets, and kis brows contracted wi
ug
His appoarance attracted moro than one ourious glance
from the ipmon of the Bchool House, Blake, though
perhaps a little quick-tempered, was the best-natured fellow
in the House, with, perhaps, the exception of Tom Merry,
and always of a sunny disposition, The clouds on his brow
made the fellows wonder what was up; and Blake was not
inclined to be talkative about his family troubles, outsido
his own chums,
But, as it happened, there was another junior who had
an explanation all ready for Blake's worriod looks; and
that junior was Moellish, the cad of the Fourth.

—— —

CHAPTER 2.
Tom Merry Chips In !

“ oM I
I Tom Merry did not appear to hear: at all
ovents, he did not look up from the “Wayland
Chronicle,” which he was perusing with groat and
intenso interest.

“Tom Merry |” .

“Yes, what's tho row?” said Tom Merry, still reading.
“Go on—I can read at the same time. Monty.”

2 Mc'mt Lowther reached across and jerked the paper out of

'om’s han

“No, you can't,” he said cheerfully. “And you can't
possib! %:e interested in o local rag, anyway. What on
earth do you want to read the ‘W? and Chronicle’ for?
What do you care for tho price of cattle st Wayland
Market 1"

Tom Merry laughed.

** Not much, bu *

“Or for the fact that John Smith, labourer, of no address,
was char ore ustices w ng foun pos-
hi before the justi ith being found |
session of three small green apples, identilicd by Farmor

Giles as his froperly—"

“Ha, ha, ba! I wasn’t reading anything of the sort.”

“What was it, then? The great drapery sale at the
Wayland Stores, everything marked down to double the
usual price—-" !

““No, you ass! There's news in one part of the ?nﬁh”

“ Blessed if I know whore to look for it, then,” said Monty
Lowthor, turning over the big pages of the “Wayland
Chronicle.” *Nothing ever happens in thia part of Sussox
except our footer matches, and they’re not reported.

“Oh, there's somothing in that rag sometimes!" said
Mannors, Iooklnf, u? from a print he was touching-up. “I'vo
sent them contributions to the photography column,”

*“0Oh, how awfully exciting! I suppose there was a rush
on i'dm"m.tml;uw that week, and they sold a couplo of extra
copies,

" But thero's really an item of interest,” said Tom Merry,
“Look at the bottom of page five, and you'll see what I
was reading.”

Lowther turned the Plgos. The chums of the Shell had
finished their preparations, but they had not yot left their
study. Lowther wanted to go down to the gym, but some-
thing intcresting in the local paper had detgined Tom

Merry.

“Hi!lo. is this it?" snid Lowther, looking intcrested him-
eelf. * Northwood Athletic are mcotin owcastlo United
in a * friendly * on the homo ground on Saturday—"

“That's it!” said Tom Merry, with a big sparkle in hisa
eyes. *You know Northwood have a big prolessional elul)
now, and their team is one of the best in tho Bouth, They'ro
in the running for the championship of their league., This
match with Noweastlo Unitedp will be a ripper!”

“By Jove, I suppose so!”

“I'vo never seen Nowcastle play,” said Tom Merry, “but
you know it's ono of tho finest clubs in tho First Division,
Jack Blake has seen thom play, and he says they are ripping
k—al}cl’ Blake knows a lot about football for a Fourth Form

. L]

“Blessed if 1 sco what it's got to do with us, though!"
said Lowther, * Northwood's a step from hore—"

“The match is to-morrow, Monty, and we're going |*

“Are we? That's the first I've heard of it 1"
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“You'll follow your uncle,’” said Tom Merry
“Of course, I know that qur footer lcaves very little to be
desired, Wa are absolutel ripping--especially myself 1 All
the same, wo jpight possibly pick up a few tips from a pro-
fessional match, I don't say we should, mind, but it's within
the bounds of ibility." L, .

“(h, don't be funny! Theve's something in it. It's jolly

ood for Joung footballers to sce all the League matches
they can!? assented Lowther. *Now I como to think of it,

soverely.

it's o good idea to buzz over to Northwood and watch the

match, How aro we getting over, though 1

“* Lots of ways—train, bike, or shanks polnfy."

“The roads'll be bad for biking. And if we walked we
shouldn't get there till the match was over and the players
gono to be% As for rail, tickets cost monﬁ." ,

“Yos, I'vo noticed that!"” said Tom Merry. *I don't
I:now"whnt tho faro is, but I do know one thing—I'm
ston,

i Kloi aussi,” said Lowther. “Same here, kid !”

“How much tin have you got, Mannors?”

“1 don't know.”

“Well, then, look, duffor |”” ;

“How can I look into my trousers-pocketa? I haven't got
the neck of a giraffo 1”

“You dummy ! Feel, then!” L

“ How can I feel when I'm touching up this print 1

 Look her

“Qh, I'll show him how to feel " grinned Lowther, lean.
ing over the table and giving Manners a fearful pinch.
L gou sco—— Hallo, what's the matter, Manners?"

d up with a fiendish yell.

Manners had jum
ass! You've taken a lump out of my

“You—you horri
arm | :

“Well, I was going to show you how to feel. Did you
Tecl that " . )

Manners did not reply, but he was so ovidently geing to
commit assault and Entto on the spot that Tom Merry
pushed him back into his chair and held him there. :

**Now, keep calm !" he urged. *Lowther was only making
an appeal to your feelings,. How much tin have you got?

“1 don’t know—but it’s in coppors, and there's not more
than_four or five." .

“Oh, rats! You noedn't count them, then!” said Tom
Merry. “We shall have some more tin to-morrow, but not
in time. Blake had a letter to-day——"

“Good 1” said Lowther. “Blake may turn up trumps.
Lot's sce I”

*'Come on, Manners.”

“Can't you sce I'm busy?* . .

“(h, stay there and take root if you like!" said Tom
Merry., “If Blake fails us in tho hour of need, 1 will scll
your camer

“You'll what?” roared Manners. .

“French of the New House wants a camera, and he'd give
a guinea for it——"" .

“That camera cost eight guineas I"" hooted Manncrs,

“Then French would be getting a big bargain! I suppose
you like a chap to get a bargain?* said Tom Mcrry
geverely. “8till, we'll keep Manners' camera as n last
resourco, as he's attached to it ! Let’s try Blake first 1"

Tom ﬁlarry and Lowther left the study and strolled along
the passage, and as they came near the Fourth Form

uarters theg heard the voice of Mellish. Mellish was
standing in the midst of an attentive group of juniors, hold-
ing forth in tones of explanation, and Tom and Lowther
stopped to listen. Thore were eight or nine fellows collected
round Mellish, and he did not at first observe that the chums
of the Shell had joined the group.

“You all noticed how he was looking yourselves?” said
Mellish.

“Yes, rather |” assented Gore. .

“I happenod to be passing Study No. 6 while he was
talking to D'Arcy about it——" .

“ Blessed if I could seo what you could find out by passing
a fellow’s study I"' said Hancock.

“Well, you sce, I thought I heard Dluke call me, and
Jooked in—""

“Ha, ha, ha "

“And I an ned to hear—*

“You often happen to hear things, don't you, Mellish!*
remarked Sharp. . .

“I happened to hear Blake say something on the subject,”
went on Mellish, unheeding. “1'm not going to tell you what
he said—""

“QOh, get on!”

"Oniy his elder brother has bunked off from home, [He
had his own reasons for bunking—that’s all.”

“8o Blake is looking down in the mouth because his elder
%;.o_:hur has bunked off from home?” said Jameson of the

ird.
“That's it. About his reasons for going I'm not going to
Tue Gem LisraRY.—No. 1,303.
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tell you anything. He may have broken into his governor's
cng‘lln :”he ofe he went, or he may not. I don’t say Blake
said so.

“Doar me," said Skimpolo of the S8hell, blinking at
Moellish through his big epectacles, “that is a somowhat
sorious allegation to make, Mellish1 Of course, if Blake's
hrother broke into his father’s cashbox, he is not really to
blame for eo doing, as every crime can®bo traced to the
united effocts of heredity and cuvironment—"

“Oh, shut up, Skimpole P

“This is the great truth of Determinism,” said Bkimpole,
who was tho genius of the 8hell, and always had u collection
of the most remarkable ideas that were ever gathored in a
single brain,

“ ou “6_”

‘* Are you going to ring off 1" . .

“ Everything being the result of either heredity or environ.
ment, or both, nobody is to blame for anything.
wero to strike you violently, Gore, for instance, I should
not be to blame, as it would limplf be an outorop of
hercedity—a trace of violent tempér inherited from some
remote ancesto '

Goro grinned and drove his clbow on Bkimpole's chest
with such forco that the Determinist of 8t. Jim's ltufgered
ugainst tho wall and elid to tho floor in a sitting posture.

He blinked dazedly at Gore.

“Dear me| I—I—I— What did you do that for,
Gore 1"

“Don’t blame me,” said Gore. ~ “That was simply
horedity—a trace of violent temper inherited from a rgmoto
uncestor. If you doun't slide this instant 1 shall show nnother
trace of violent temper inherited from anothor remote
ancestor.”

Bkimpole blinked doubtfully at Gore, but the latter was
nlrendﬁ lifting his boot for a kick, and the Determinist
decided to delfart.. Gore's boot helped him along tho
passage. The interrupter being gone, questions were
showered on Mellish,

Tho cad of the Fourth grinned knowingly, and shook
his head. .

“I'm not saying anything,” he said. “I'm not going to
have Blake coming down on mo for ’yarnin about his
brother. I give you this for what it's worth—if Blako
major loft home with his governor’s cashbox—"

“You said he broke it open just now,” said Jameson,
| “l"n'e\'cr said anything of the sort; I said ho might
lavoe,

“Well, he might have done unything.
that you are lying.”

“If you're looking for a row, young Jameson—"

" Never min, Jamcson,” suid Tom Merry, pushing his
way through the juniors, his brow dark. “Just answer
ine, Molliuﬁ."

Mellish looked a little alurmed. THe would not have
been quite so freo with his cowardly insinuations if he had
known that o fricnd of Blake's was present. He would
Eladly have scuttled away, but Tom Merry looked as if
o meant business,

““What’s it got to do with you, Merry 1%

“Jl]ut ;t'llil much—I believe every word you have utlered
is a lie!

“Wo all know Mellish,” said Monty Lowther. “You
follows must be utter usses to tauke notico of what the
young rotter says.”
now,” gaid Gore, *I never thought much

My opinion is

“ A cad like you wouldu't 1”

“Why, confound you, you aic always rowing with him
5'oursel{|"

“But I wouldn't slander a chap behind his back,” said
Lowther scornfully, “I leave that to you and Mni]iuil."

“Blake's brother has bolted,” said Mellish, looking a
little scared. *“You can ask him yourself I”

“Blake's brother may have bolted,” said Tom Merry,
‘f‘ bu:;o Il’lp jolly ;extaln that he hnqtno dllubliongumblo r«:lu.gon
or boltin, nd, anyway, you can't possi now anything
about it i! he had, You have been tyingl‘.y

“1 never said he had, 2

“No; but you hinted it!

*“What do you meant”

Come along 1"

“You're going to say all this over nfnin before Blake,”
said Tom Merry, grasping the cad of the Shell by the
shoulder, “Come onl"

Mellish squirmed.

“I—I won't! Leggol
fellows—it was all a jokel
seriously 1”2

. Liurl'i nic'i. Sharp.

I—-1 was only japing these
I didn't memgr it to be taken
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Tom Mer
contamrtuom y. ,

“Well, if you're ready to eat your words like that, you
can go! But mind, if I catch you on the subject again
you won't get off so easily 1”

“It's noti ing to do with yon,” snid Core
own business |

Tom Merry turned on him with fashing eyes.

“It's every ohap's business to stop a cowardly Lackbiter,”
he oxclaimed, “and every fcllow who would listen to
Mollish’s lies without stopping him is as dirty a cad ns
Mellish himself| That's for all of you!”

flung the cad of the Fourth from him

“Mind your

Qore
against the watl. He blinked dazediy at Gore. ‘' Dear me!
CHAPTER 3.
Brought to Book !

:ihite with wrath, rushed up and down, secking
m.

He ran into Tom Merry and Lowther, who were
looking for him, but the chums of the Shell called on
him in vain to stop.

“Blake! Hore, hold on!”

“Can’t stop|”

And Blake was gonc,

'fom Merry stared at him in amazement.
“What's up with Blake?”

“Looks off his rocker |” said Monty Lowther. “8urely
Iho;e oru.p't be anything in what we heard that eud Mellish
saying

Tom Merry shook his head decidedly.

“Tmpossible.” o deeidedly

“Hore's Gussy ! Let's ask him ! Hold on, Gis!”

“I'm in wathah a huwwy, deah boy.”

“Hold on! What's the matter with 6lnke1'e

“He is wathah excited |
“Ha, ha, hal He looks is!%

M ELLIBH was not casily found, Jack Blake, quite

“That young wottah Mellish has been tellin’ & yarn
about his bwothah Fwank,” explained D'Arcy, stopping.
“Fwank Blake has bolted fwor home, and Mellish heard
Blake tellin' me, and he's invenled a yarn that Fwank
wobbed his governah !”

“We heard him telling it, and shut him up!” said Tom
Merry. *I don’t envy Mecllish when Blake gets hold of
him now,”

“No, I wathah think he will have a vewy uncomfy
time. I don’t want Blake to wag him too much, though,
t0 I am followin' him to westwain him.”

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully,

W

1 8l
b LTI ey

rinnediand drove his elbow into lklmpolll'o ohest with such force that the Determinist of 8t. Jim's staggered

I—=1—1—=—What did you do that for, Gore? ' he gasped.

*“Good idea! Ho looked as if he might do the little
boast some domage., We'vo all had some experience of
Mellish’s slanders, but we dor’t want Blake to get into
a row for haodling him too roughly. Como on!”

The juniors hurried after Blake. He had looked in several
uarters for tho cad of tho Fourth without finding him.

e arrived at Mellish's study in the Fourth Form passage,
and kicked the door open. A junior was sitting at the
table cating jam-tarts, and in a second Blake ﬁud him
by the shoulders and had dragged him over, his chair
going with a crash to the floor.

“Now then, you young beast! Ilallo, Reilly1®

“Taith, and is it off ye dot yo are?” roared the boy
from Bellast, secrambling up.  “Bure, and I—"

“I'm sorry—I took you for Mecllish—*

" leh! and if lyo insinuate that I'm like Mcllish at all,

1}

at all, it's a foight ye'll have on your hands!” exelaimed
Reilly. “Sure, I—"
“8Sorry | Where is Mellish 1"

“Blessed if I know! JI—"
But Blake did not wait for more. He darted out of

the study ngain, and ns it happened met Mellish faco to
face in the corridor.
Tug Gex Lsrary.—No, 1,303,



Mellish had one look at Blake's face and saw it wlite
nd furious. One look was cncugh for him, He turned
ike a flash and ran,

“Btop |” roared Blake.

Mellish would not have stopped for a thousand pounds
at that moment, He ran like a dcor for safoty,

“Htop him!” roared Blake.

But Mellish dodged and turned and ran. Blake pursued
him at top speed. The hapless prevaricator dodged and
tarned like a fox with the hounds close bokind, but he was
huntod down at lsst, and he was run to earth in tho
cummon-mny whero he darted bohind Lefovre of the Fifth,

who happened to bo there. Mellish sometimes fagged for
Lofevre—a thinq no other Fourth-Former would do—and
{t‘l consequence he was rather in favour with the Fifth-
‘ormer,

Lefevre pushod Blake bavk.

“Hold onl What's tho row?”

“Let me got at him!” roared Blake.

“But what's the trouble? That's what I say—what's the
trouble t*

*He's been tolling lies about my brothor.”

b Ik—I'T! haven't I'' gusped Mollish, * It—il—it was only
o joke.

‘Thore you are,” snid Lefovre. “Lot him alone! He
nays it is only a joko.”

‘Get_out of tho way ("

The Fifth-Former Hushed with anger,

“Hang it, Blake, do yon know whom you’re speaking
01" he oxcluimed.

“Will you stand aside 1"’

" You"chooky young brat! Do you know I'm in the Fifth,
n e

“I don't care if you were in the Sixth! I'm goin
to give that hound a hiding I"’ yelled Blake. “Get out o
the way, or I'll shift you|”

Lefovro gasped for broath,

"You—you"choohy imp! "What the deuce are you up to,

Tom Mourry?

* Bhifting you I"’ eaid Tom Merry. * What the dickens are
you doing in tho Junior Room, anyway? Outside|”

“I=I'll wring your necks—"'

‘' Bai, Jove! I should absolutely wofuse to have my neck
w'ung! 1 insist upon your immediately takin’ your de-
purture, deah boy !

“Lot mo— Ow! Oht! I'll=— Groooogh I"

Tho Fifth-Former, in spite of his angry resistance, was
hustled to the door Ly a dozen juniors and ojected into the
linn?\n]go.. Then Blake pushed back his cuffs and squared up
o Mollish,

“Put up your flets, you rat|"

“I—1 won't 1"

“Tako that, then—and that—and that!” Every “jhat "
was accompanied by a punch, and Mellish threw himself on
the floor,

“Get up " roared Blako.

“Yaas, wathah! Get up, deah boy, and take your gwuel,
you _know,”

“1—=I=I'm hurt!"”

“Horries, old man, fetch me your dogwhip, will you 1*

“Certainly 1" said Hoerries, leaving the room.

“Holp I"” yelled Mollish,

“You've got to answer for your lies,” said Blake Lctween
his tcoth. *“Cot up and fight, or I'll thrash you within an
inch of your lifel

Herries brought in the dogwhip. Tom Merry closed the
door and locked it. There was no cscapo for Mollish, Jlo
was white as a shoct, and for ance in his lifo he deeply ro-
wrotted having departed from the paths of veracity.

““Now then, which is it te be ?"’ exclained Blake.

Moellish rose ulowlﬂ to his feet.

“T'll fight you,” ho said sullenly.

And he did.

He had no escape, and he had to defend himself, or else
ho knocked about like a punching-ball, and so he put the
heat he knew into tho fig

But he was as nothing to Blake,

He was quite as big, and a little older, but he had little
pluck, and he had usually avoided fights with so much skill
that ho had bad very little practico in the art.  Blake
knocked him r:ght and left, and whenover ho refused to
rise a touch of the dogwhip brought him to his feet again.

At last he was quite knocked out, and it was plain that
he could not go on,

“Better let him off now,” said D'Arcy, putting up his
oyoglass and surveying Mellish as he lay on the floor groan-
ing. *There is har y woom for anothah bwuise on his
face, and his nose won't stand much more. 1 wathah think
that he will wemembah this auspicious occasion for some
time to come.”

Jack Blake panted.

Tus Gen Lisrary.—No. 1,303

THE GEM LIBRARY

“You'll think twice before you start telling lies again.
1 hope,_you cur!” he said. * You'd better, anyway I"

And Mellish only groaned.

There was an angry hammering at the door, and ‘T'om
}\toll(';ﬁ opened it, and Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim's,
00l n,

“What's all this confounded row about?” he exclaimed.
“And what have you got the door locked for?"

“Only a little argumoent between Blako and Mellieh,”
said Monty Lowther.

Kildave looked at Mellish,

*“What have you been fighting for1”

“1lis lies!” said Blake savagely,
again I'll olti well lick him again|”

KKildare looked at him sternly,

“'That's not the way to lpng to me, Blake,”

“And if he begine

JUI'm sorry I said Blake penitently,  “I know that,
Kildare, Only=—only the mnfnl said that my brother was
n thief and=—"' Jack's voice broke. “IFrank has left

home, and Mellish found it out, and then he invented that
yurn, and thore's not a word of truth in it."” P

Mellish was sullenly silent. The captain of Bt Jim's
looked at him with a 1Ilnt in_his eyes.

“Sorve him riﬁht. then!” ho said, “I think I know
Mellish’s w e has made trouble in the school befora
with Lis falsehoods. If you hadn't licked him, I would
have done it myself."

And Mellish received no more sympathy than that from
anyone. At the same time, his insinuations had taken root.

“Must have been something in it,” Gore remarked
privately to Sharp, “or else Blake wouldn’t have been to
awfully ratty about it."

And Bharp nodded assent.

“Oh, of course it's true '’ said Dudley of the Third, *“I
don‘t.tn.ae why Blake should fly into such o temper if it
wasn't.”

But he took care not to say so In Jack Blake's hearing,

- p—

CHAPTER 4.
D'Arcy's Treat |
ACK BLAKE, still looking very excited, strode inte
his_study and banged the door.
The door was opened the next moment, and Blcko
looked round impaticntly. But it was only Arthur
Auﬂ::stul.

Thore was a thoughtful exprossion upon the bLrow of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. It was cvident that something
was working in his brain,

“1've got a wathah good ideah,” he remarked.

Dlake grunted.

“It's wathah wotten for you to have your bwothah die.
appenh in this weekless mannah,” continued the swell of
the Bchool House, “Yon wemembah that some timo nz}? 1
took wnp amatuah detective work and was wathah
succeasful

“T don’t remember that part,”

“My dear chap, {ou wemiembah that I twacked down
some burglahs, and cleared the nane of o gamekoopah who
was accused of poachin’—"

“No, I don't.”

“Then I can only wemark that you've got a wotten bad
memowy,”” said D’Arcy, with di;imty. “I was most success-
ful as an amatuah detcctive. was thinkin’ that if you
like T will undahtake the task of findin' your miwin’
bwothah, If you like 1o placo the case in my hands—""

“Oh, don't bo a dufier, old chap I”

“Woenlly, Blake—""

The door opened, and &kimpola blinked in.

“] want to speak.to you on a most important matter,
Dlake—"

“Got out 1"

'flAs you seem to enfertain a doubt of your brother's
guilt—

“Shut the door after you.” .

“T am willing to take up tho caso in my_capacity of
amateur detective and sift it to tho bottom. You will re-
memher that some time ago I was very successful ns an
umatour deteotive——""

“Weally, 8kimmy—"

“And tracked down semo hurglarg——"

“Bai Jove "

“And helped to clear a chap who was charged with

ponchlnlg‘——
“Well, of all the cheek, you boundah! It was I—"'
“And there is no doubt that I could handle this case
nuite casily and get to tho bbttom of the mystery,’” said
Hkimﬁole, taking out his notehook. * Please—""

“There isn't lﬁi mystery 1" roarcd Blake,

Bkimpole shook his ﬁond with a very sago look.

“Come, come, Blake!

You must keep no scerets from &
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tolessional adviser, Do you know when it was that your

othor broke into Mr, Blake's cashbox?"

“ You—you—you—=" .

"And whether the money g)urlmr-ed was in notes or
silver? 1If in notes, the numbers would help us o great
deal—" .
Jack Blake picked up a cushion,
“1 give you one second to get out,” he said.
“Really, Blake—"

i

‘The cushion caught Skimpole fairly on tho chest, and ho
arashed on the door. Hoe slid to the floor, looking consider-
l‘bl_Y dazed. Blake picked up another cushion from the easy-
chair, and whirled it aloft,
Now then, are you going?*

e-e-08, under the oircumstances I had better gol”
nsped Bkimpole, |ﬂuirming through the doorway., “I shall,

owever, take up the case, and you can rely upon me to sift
the matter to the bottom, and—— I'm going |”

Blake made a threatening motion, an Skimpole slammed

oor and disa peared,
“The uttah an said D'Arcy. “But you can wely upon

"
"

D'Are‘ olutohed up the rest of his garments and rushed from the study.

la sllk hat went one way and his coat another.

e.kBlnl:I,. 1 will find the missin' boundah, and bwing him
nck——

The door opened again.

Haven't you had enough ?” shouted Blake, and he hurled
the cushion with unerring aim at tho head that looked in
round the door.

There was a roar from Tom Merry.

“Oh! What on earth—"

“Ha, ha, ha! I'm sorry! 1 thought it was Skimmy I”

“Bai Jove you know, fwegud that as wathah funnay!”

“Do you?” snid Tom Merry. “Then here's somo moro
fun for you!” And ho hurled the cushion back, and the
swell of 8t, Jim's was bowled over like a ninepin.

‘Bai Jove! You uttah wottah |”

D’Arcy eat down. Hoe jumped up again, and rushed
towards Tom Mnrrf.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom, dodging round the table.
“ Peace, my son—pax !”

“1 wefuse to make it pax! You have cwumpled up my
waistooat, as well as causin’ mo a severe ache in my inward
we lonlﬁzclil !'lm goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’ |

% al”

‘' Hallo | ** exclaimed Tom Merry.

7

“Pway do not wun away, Tom Mewwy. 1t makes mo
uttahly out of bweath chasin' you wound the table, and it
thwows me into a Auttah,” .

“Hold on! 1Is this how you always rcceive visitors,
Giussy 1

“I wefuse to wegard you as a visitah!”

“It's the D'Arcy brand of hospitality,” said Monty
Lowther, from the door.

“Weally, Lowthah—

“I am surprised at you, Gussy !”

“ Undah the circs, I will let Tom Mewwy off that thwash-
in’,” said D’Arcy, stopping breathlessly;” “lLut I considah
that—"

“Never mind what you consider,” said Tom Merry, “we

"

'.‘,0.‘\,\/'
OOOR
g‘.-’,\’»’"

W

He ran full tilt into the waiting juniors, and

‘" PFinished already ? "

cume hore on business. Do you know that Northwood are
playing Newcastle United to-morrow, on the home ground?”

*T weaily was not aware of the fact,”

“We are thinkin%. of going,” said Tom Merry. “Wo
thought you Fourth Form kids might be rslnd to come along,
It's a first-closs match.  You know hov Newcastle play, and
Northwood are in fine form, too.”

Blake's oycs sparkled,

“Cood! I'd like to sce it, if it can bo fixed.”

“Then it's o go?”

“Yaas, wathah! 1 shall bo vewy plcased.”

“Then,” snid Tom Merry, looking round, “we all accopt
Gus;yl;u:’ Jnvitation 1"

“We all accopt Gussy's invitation to come with him,”
* Weally, Tom CWWY ="
“Gusey being the most suitable person to take the lead
on an occasion like this,”
*' Yaas, wathah, though you don't usually sce facts in so
clear a light, Tom Mcwwy. Of course, when it's n question
Tue Gex Lisnagy,—No, 1,308,



‘fgﬂ?‘:ﬁi’!’:m . 5.1‘%, tl:;‘l::- ;’ou woquiul; ag a leader is a
u%f.',?.ﬂ" It being D’Arcy's treat——

“1 don't know what the railway fares to Northwood are,
but I think they're pretty dear. That can bo left to D'Arcy,
howaver,”

" Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

"Now,' we'll be ready to leave directly after dinnor to-
morrow,” said Tom Merry, unheeding, **We rely on you,

o iiiu. butee—* 2
““Now, we_won't bother you any longer.. Good-bye!”
‘And Tom Merry and Monty Lowther quitted SBtudy' No. 6,

lnTnng Arthur "Auvgustus staring at Blake, and Blake
grinning,
CHAPTER 5.
Oft to the Mateh !

" EADY 1”
“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I am wathah surpwised

at the q , It is only o quartah of an hour
sinco we dipnab,” "~ .
It was B-turga ,.and & fine, cold winter day. MAlornii
}f‘monl nn? t.hle‘l :éddny dinner of t.h:i jun:ontw:a over, an
wood were preparing to start.
'i‘ol;'n n;-ry had looked into Etuﬁ% No. 6 for D’Arey, and
n

he found the swell of 8t. Jim's ty

bts lass, .
Guuter of an hour” grumted Tom Merry., “I was
ready in five minutes.” .

“And, judgin' by the extwemely. untiday state of your
attiah, Tom Mewwy, I should weally considah. that five

inutes was quito enough,” said D'Arcy, leaving his nccktio
alone for a moment, while he jammed his monocle into bis
eye and took o survey of the hero of the 8hell.

“Why, what's the matter with mei” demanded Tom
indi’Fnantly. )

“The necktio is ewooked—"

“Qh, ratsl” ) ' )

“And the twoysalis look as if they laven't been in the
p Il?' twa:k"’ {1 L

“Well, they haven't!

“ Ag this is.a wippin’ match, and wo aro goin’ to sco a
first-class team, I weally considah that we might dwess
dmnﬂ{m the ocoasion,”

o :fiere | How long are you solnfeio be 1
;‘Iw-h have my dwessin® completed by anothah five
mipu :

o hgll we-shall lic:lly' well leave you bchind !”
“Weally, Tom cww!y—-"

“Qr, rather, we wpuld do so, only we want you to take

the ”tieketl. Now, then, Gussy, bo a good chp and hurry

u

p"I would oblige you like anythin’, Tom Mewwy, but my
perhoml attiah 15 weally the one thing a chap can’t huwwy
ovah.”

“ Brer.r-r 1

Tom Morr&"lcft the doorway. Lowther and Manners were
waiting in possage, in couts und ocaps and scarfs. It
was a cold February day,

“Isn’t the image ready 1” demanded Lowther,

“'Nother five minutes |”

“I'll jolly soon have him out!” Lowther kicked open the
door of the study. “Gussy, how lonﬁ. duffor 1”

““Not more than five mi’nuto:. I hope, Lowthah, I have
only my waistcoat and {ackat and coat to put on, and my
hair to_bwush, and mi oprh.- tog——>"

Lowther pic‘ed_upt e inkpot from the table.

“Do you sco this inkpot, dear boy i”

“Yaas, wathah |* ;

“Would you like the contents over your chivvy1”

“] wogard that as a widienlous question, Lowthah, and 1
we,;‘lvrd e word chivyay as a vul expwession 1"

“Well, I ;ln you till I've counted threo to get ount of thia
study,” eaid Lowther, “then I shall start with tho ink.”

:: absglutely wefuse to get out!”

ne
“I decline to be ordahed out{”
“Two I”

“T wegard you as an intwudin’ scoundwel, and I wequest
you to kindly wetiah fwom my quartahs I”

“Threel”

U, ant thda :gk ot, " »

“Hold on, deah 'm going—-—

D'Arcy clutched u{)’ the rgen of his garments and bolted
from the study. Ho ran into the waiting juniors, and his
silk hut wont one way and his coat another.

“Hallo,” exclaimoed Tom Merry, “finished already "

“No, I am not finished. That wottah Lowthah—*"

Monty Lowther came to the door of the study with (he
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inkpot in his hand. Arthur Augustus hastily went down the
passage, putting on his things as he went.

“Is my coﬁch stwaight, he asked
unxioull‘y.

«Btraight as & diel”

my

“ A perfect gicture.”

“My jacket isg wumpled.” )

“1t"fits you like tha paper on the wall.” .

*Then pway {ivo mo a haud with my _ooat.," said D'Arcy,
*I must go back and bwush my hat a little,”

“It's perfect.”

“Yaas, wathah, but——""

“In my opinion,” said Manners solomnly, “any further
brushing would rather detract from the gencral éffect than
otherwise.”

“ Well, if you wenlliothink s0, powwaps it will do. At the
samo time, I wegard Lowthah as o wuff beast, and I wefuse
to continue his acquaintance.” . )

Lowther sobbed pathetically, a demonatration of which
Arthur Augustus refused to take any notice, They joined
Bloke, Herries, and Digby downstairs. Horries had his
Lulldog on a chain, D'Arcy stared at tho animal.

" What are iou doin’ with that bwute, Hewwies 1"’

“Leading him,”

“You are not bwingin' him along ?”

“What do you think I am leading him for, theni"

“te will not ba allowed on the football gwound."”

“Bosh! What harm is there in a nice quiet animal like
Towser? It isn’t as if he wero a rotten mongrel like your
young brother's Pongo.”

“Wats! I object to tho pwesence of a dog in the pagty.”

“Rot! Towser doesn't object to you, and he's got »
ju?l{ lot more reason.”

o wegard that wemark as wotton, Howwies.'

Tom Mowwy!”

“Oh, come onl” said Herries erouli. “Wo shall miw
the first half if we stay here till Gussy has done talking.”

“ Weally, Howwits—"

But the party were. marching off, and D’Arey followed,

Hetries did not let go hia: l:_mlidog. Towser wanted a
run, and that was quite sufficient reason for Herrics to
taka him out.

'Chree juniors were coming over from the New House,
and they met the 8chool House party at tho gates. They
wo:’o Fi ?l:“' Ke&r. o.dnd “;yﬁ;: . 111‘0%1 were ohi la: 80#‘!’
out, and they grinn enial n'o*&r‘.or
onco in a wh a‘tho rivass of 8t. Jim's mol .wi&mut & House
row,

“Whither bound 1" said quu" the long-limbed chief of
the New House juniors. “You ought to be prnctiling
footer, We shall jolly well lick you in the House matc!
when it comes off, if you don't.”

“Not much fear of that,” Tom Merry remarked, “If that
was oll we had to think of, Figgy, we shouldn't trouble to
practise much.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Are you going to the village for a feed?” asked Fatty
Wynn, with a covetous look in his eyes, “If you are, I
don’t mind t.‘ﬂmlIIE with you. Of course, Figgy, I want to
come to the Northwood match, but——

o You'ro coming with usl You've just had a
oed.”

“Yes, but it wasn't much—"'

“My hat! It was double what I had, at all events.”

“Oh, come, Figgins,” remonstrated the Falstaff of the New
House, “you know jolly well that there was just the usual
school dinner—"

“That's mmufh for any ordinary octopus,"

“Then I only had the sausages and bacon and chips
bosides, and the rabbit-pie in the study afterwards, as well
as the econes and the tarts, and a fow nuts and some tofice.
I get so olly hungry in this Febrvary woather,”

You don’t want another feed.”

“1f Tom Merry wants to——"

Tom Morry laughed.

“DBut we're not going to a foed,” ho said, ““We're going
to soo the Northwood Athletic play Newcastle United.’

“My hat! Bo are wel”

“'Then we'll go together—that's if,"” eaid Tom Merry
dubiously, “if you New Houso kids can behave yoursolves
for the whole afternoon.”

*“We'll jolly well keep you in order,” gaid Figgins,

CHAPTER 6.
At the Football Ground !

HIERE was a big crowd round the entrance to the
Northwood Athletio Football Ground. The (ine
sharp wintor afternoon, and the prospeots of sooiny
a nrateh between two eplendid teams had drawn foot-

bull lovers from far end near, and all tho approaches to
the uldouud were crowded for an lhour before the gates were
Vpelcd,
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Tho gates were flung open hall an Lour Lefore time for
Lick-off, and the crowd swarmed in,

Tho party from St. Jim's arvived just after the gates had
opennd, and thoy found the entrance simply blocked.

“Bai Jove !” said D’Arcy,  “This looks wathah wotten,
danh Loys."

“0h, we'll get in!” said Tiggins,

"Yaas, wathah! We must get a seat in time for the
Leastlay kick-off, you know, T heah there is a new rlnyah in
tin wanks of the Athlotic —a wenlly wirpin' sort of wingal,
and overybody is anxious to seo him play."”

“T'hat accounts for this confounded crowd, perhaps.”
Lowtior remarked, “IHore, don't let these chaps shove us
back! Elbows!"

The door opened,
the oushion with unerring alm at the head

There was a rush of a number of rougli.looking fellows
to plung& rough the erowd, and they had not expected
mnch difficulty with a party of boys,
: Iﬁt they found the juniors of Bi. Jim's sturdy stuff to
wekle

‘They stood well together, and gave elbow for clbow,
and shove for shove, and the roughs failed to got through.

A rodnosed man in a_dirt “P stared savagely at 'fom
Mor‘v who had just pushed lim bnek in a way he disliked.

“Who aro you a-shoving t* he demanded.

“You,” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “Didn’t you feel it?”

And the juniors chuckled.

“You get outer the way e

“You go and eat coke!”

“I'm coming in!” .

“All in good time, dnddy; you waii your turn!”

“Yans, wathah,' said Artior Au,'.iuehus severely, 1
wogar as oxtwemely ungenllemanly to shove In this

d it t 1 1! to s! i, hi

waide way, and I am eurpwiscd=—--"

‘f Haven't you had enough 7 ' shouted Blake, thinking that it was Skimpole again.

at came round the
on earth? Whoop !

Avthiur Avgusius had no time Lo finish.

A batch had been admitted at tho gates, and the erowd
closed up, and the roughs took advuntage of the opportunity
to mako another rush.

The juniors stood their ground. Lut they were rushed
apart, and thero was a general scramble, .

Arthur Auvgustus found himself whirled away from his
friends, and jammed in the midst of o rovgl: crowd.

“Bai Jove!” he gasped.

Ile looked round him lelpleasly. .

He was being pushed nmll rumpled and reMed, and his
;f_rugglo.- only seomed to make the erowd jam tighter about
.

Hi. and gloves and ei'k  hiat seemed

eleganl  cout

He hurled

do'gr. “There was a roar from Tom Merry. ‘' What

to amuse the rougher section of the crowd. tao, and the swoll
u{ 3t Jim's came in for a few extra shoves on that account
aloue,

“I'way give me a little more woom, dvah boys!” hn
gasped. " Weally, T entweat——""

*Hallo, arc_you ’ere agin!” snid the mnn in the eap,
ihm".mg his briztly faco closo to D'Arcy. *“Doa’t vou shove
me.

“Weully, my fwiend, T wasn't shiovin® you"

“Then don't do it again!”?

“1 am Lein' shoved myself in the most wude and weekless
mannah, 1 insist upon your givin® m¢ a littte more woom.”

“Ilaw, haw, haw ¥

“Ilallo, there's Guesy I” shouted Tilak~ ' This way "

The roat of the juniors had got togetlier again.  They
mada o concerted eush for Artinre Acguatnz, and the ronghs

Lad to give way,
ToE GeM Toaoant.—No. 1,303,
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''Bai Jove !” gasped D’Arcy. “I am weally foelin® vewy
hot and uncomfy. p!gvuy keep close to me, deah boys, and
don't get nopawated again, I camnot undahtake to look
aftah you unless &ou aro careful to keep with me!”

“Well, of all the cheek—"

“Here wo are! Take the tickets, Gussy !”

“Yaas, wathah |” .,

“Ten, please, in the gwand stand,” said D'Arcy, laying
& flva-pound note down before the man in the paybox.

The man glared at him,

To bo asked to change a five-pound note while an eager
erowd tt:lullllound for admission was bad enough, but that
was not all.

"Wronﬁ. ontrance | he roared. “This is the ehilling
entrance

“Bai Jove '

“Pass on there !”

“We had bettah go back, deah boys, it's the wong
entwanoce,”

““thu!’! said Tom Merry, “It’s the right entrance. Cet
on!”

“ But—'l . ,

“ Bhillin'x is good enough for us, We're not Fldd: aristo-
orgtﬁl” said Blake. * Shilling a timo, old ron 1"

“Get on "

“I wefugo to get on!” said D’Arey, ?ultin: up his eye-
glass and survoying the crowd. * Undah the cires, I think
wo had bettah go back and go to the othah entwance,”

There did not scem to be much chance of gotting back
throfigh that clamouring crowd

“Get on |” roared Blake.
don't take the tickets!"

"{ should ufﬁahly wefuse to be dotted on the nose !”

—I—1

“TI dot you on the noso if you

['Ere’s yer change, sir!” said the man in the paybor,
glVi‘l.ll’ D'Aroy a huge pilo of small silver, *I've taken for
n

The swell of St, Jim's had forgoiten the banknoto he had
laid down,

He stared at the heap of silver. .
**Bai Jove, I can't cawwy all that, you know ! Besides, I
am 1\s{oin‘ to tho othah entwance.”
“No money returned !"

“Get on thore !” said the policeman at the gate. “Can't
yolgnnee yot‘l"ro delaying the crowd? Get on!”
e

Blake pushed D’'Arcy on by main force, and they went
forward.

The swell of §t. Jim's resisted strenuously.

“Blake, pway let mo weturn! I insist !*

“Rats! (it on!”

“Pway allow me!"

“Co_ahoad "

“1 insist "

“You're not going back, Buck up, you chaps !”

“But I havo left my change lyin’ there !” howled Arthur
Angustus,

2t By Jove, I forgot that!”

“It's all right|” called out Tom Merry, who was last in.
“I've got your change, Gussy. Travel along 1”

"Oh, vewy well; but—

Dlake dragged him forward. The juniors scrambled on
and socured pretty fwd places. Tom Merry handed over
D'Arcy’s change, Ho had taken it in his handkerchicf.
1t consisted mostly of shillingas and sixpences, and weighed
n good deal. D'Arcy looked at it in dismay.

“Bair Jove! How am I to cawwy all thatt”

‘In your hat,” suggested Kerr.

“Pway don't be widiculous, deah boy! I mfposo I can
shove it into my trousahs pocket, but it will make the
twousahs saq."

“ Horrid "

“I'll take it if you like,” said Fatty Wynn. “Wo shall
oll be jolly hungry aftor watching this match, and I know
8 nice placo in town whero we could get a good feed. On
four-pound-ten I could—"

D'Aroy let the monay slide into his trousers pockets.

- —

CHAPTER 1.
Northwoood v. Neweastle United !

“ EN minules yob to the kick-off,” said Tom Merry.

“Jolly gu03 crowd here|” i
“Wathah too many for comiort.” said D'Arcy.
“I have been twoated vewy wuffly. Thero was

a wude wottah in a gween cap who—"

“Who yor talking about? demanded a voice from

behind the juniors, and D’ Arey looked round in surprise.
e Gem Lisraky,—No. 1,303,
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It was the hero of the green cap.

Ho was glaring at D'Arcy, apparently very much angered
y the uncomplimentary referenco to him.

“Woally, my deah sir——"

";'l;slllo s dummy!” said the man in the green cap.
ah 1"

“I wefuse to be alluded to as a tailah’s dummy. Tom
Mewwy, will you kindly hold my hat whilo I thwash this
wottah 1

«DiSty. way hold my hat and cane "

igby, pway hold my hat and cane
D."{"l hold you if you start making a row here!” said
igby.

‘“Weally, Dig, it is not I who am makin' a wow; it is
this wottah! I am goin’ to give him a thwashin' |”

“Keep quiet|"”

“I wefuse to koe 2

uiet | J—
“You'll J“ chue out |” said Manners.
“1 should absolutely wofuse to be chucked out!”

“Let him come hon!” said the man in the Ffeen cap.

“Let him come, that's all! Let him come hon
“Oh, dry u% said Tom Merry, “Curious thing Gussy
can't go anywhere without making a row ”

*1 wefyse to admit anythin' of the sort! I wegard it as
beastlay , bad form to make a wow, but, undah the

cires——
W"llih!'lo'“ exclaimed Lowther suddenly,
ally.

The exclamation took D'Arcy’s attention off the gentle-
i:n“t'I in the green cap, He looked round for his yourger

rother.
, Wally D’Arcy was seated at a little distance with another
junior of the Third Form by his side. The head of a dog
was peeping up botween them, and the chums of 8t, Jim's
recognised Pongo.

“He's got his dog in!” said Herries, with interest,
“Towsor got loose in the orowd, or I'd have him here. I
wonder how the mongrel ?t inf"

“Smuggled him under his jacket, I meon 1* laughed
Tom Merry. “I say, D'Arcy, that's Dudley of the Third
your young brother's with. He's a young rotter, and you
ought to keep Wally away from him.”

*Yaas, wathah! DBut young Wally is such an obstinate
wascal. He will novah show me the wespect due to an
T N T " said Figgins, looki

“More of our chaps here, too,” sai iggins, looking
round, “There's the !:Amormn chap.” %

He waved his hand to Buck Finn, the American junior,
who had lately entored the School House at St. Jim's as
Tom Merry's Form fellow of the Shell,

“What-ho I” sang back Buck Finn. “I guess I'vo got o
front seat! You don’t catch me getting left |*

** What-ho, 8t, Jim's!" roared lllﬂ of the Fourth, who
was nturmq_ across tho ground through a field-glass.

" Hallo, Tipperary I” roared back Blake.

The juniors of 8t. Jim's, in whatever E“t of tha ground
they found themsclves, hailed one another with a lordly
disregard for anybody else, One might have supposed that
the match was being played for their benefit alone, and that
the gencral public had only been admitted as a favour,

There was a buzz of conversation among the swarms of
sprctators who were standing.

‘The ground was full, not to say overflowing, and it was
not yet timo for the kick-off.

The chief topic of conversation seemed to be the now
player in the ranks of Northwood Athletic,

His name was Howard, according to tho programme, and
the chums listened with attention as they heard him dis-
cussed by the people round them.

Ile was a new forward, Elsyin on the right wing, and he
hiad only heen on the books of Northwood Athletio a weok,
but in that short time ho had made his mark.

1o had played in a Lenﬁue match the previous Saturday,
and zcoredd three goals off his own bat, so to speak, against
a “crack " side.

In o mid-weck match he had met a Bouthern side, and had
gpno even botter, and all Northwood were talking about

un.

He was expected to do well to-day against the ** Magpies,”
and, as a matter of fact, the great hope of the Northwooders
lay in the new forward.

For, good ns the Athletio undoubtedly wero, thero was
no denﬁmg the fact that the splendid Newcastle team was a
little above their wotﬁht. .

It wos hoped that the new winger would give to the home
teamn that magic touch it required to put it on a level with
the men from the North.

“Py George!” sard Tom Merry, “I'm guuinE awfully
keen to sce this now chap! T wonder what ho's liket”

“ Ilg‘(:n;'a. seen him,” eard Figgins. * Haven't you, Beotty,

, ’

“there’s young
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*Yes, rather,” snid Kerr. . .

“What'’s he like ?” demanded nine voices.

Kerr reflected,

“0Oh, an ordinary chap, you know! Jolly well built, and
looks as if he were a goer, Rather a serious chivvy, same
colourcd eyes as Blake, and rather like him in featurcs,
Lut. of course, much botter looking.”

Blake grunted. o
l“ '.%‘Il"mt'l not saying much,” said Figgins.
ol=0

“*Not that T noticed. He waz Poinled out to me by a chap
as the new Northwood winger, that's all.” ;

“Well, wo shall sce hiim soon,’” said Digby, glancing at the
rogramme, “I see he's playing on the right wm$. He'll
1nvo to be {olly good class if he’s anything like good enough

for Newcastle.”

“Yans, wathah!”

“What do you know about Newcastle, Gussy !"’

‘Nothin' at all, deah boy; but I know the United are a
wippin’ team, you know. I've novah seen them play, and I
haven't wead anythin' about them, and I don't know any-
thin’ weally on the subject, but a fellow told my cousin they
were wippin' 1"

“Then, of course, there's no further doubt on the subject,”
soid Dlake, *“You couldn't want more conclusive evidence
in a court of law.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“8till, Gussy’s right,” said Figgins: “they are ripping.
You know they'vo put up somo splendid performances in the
Cup, and a side hns to bo jolly good to get to Wembley for
the Final "

“*Yes, rather1”

“Besides, they play such ripping scientific footer,” said
thlg.rmu. “It's an education to watch 'em play. You'll

0

“ Anything

u l};l-'-i Jovel Isn't it ncally time for the kick-off, deal
oye

e
“Not yet, Gussy,” ,
* Pewwaps they might kick-off a little earliah to oblige us,
l{éthov knew,” said D'Arcy. “I don's like waitin’, you
ow.

‘ Botter go to see about it," said Figgine. *“If they know

. the one and only Arthur Augustus was, waiting, of course

they'd rush out to kick-off, fit to break their nccks.”

“Pway don't attempt to be humowous, Figgins, if that is
the best you can do,’” eaid Arthur Augustus. *1It is wotten
enough to have Lowthah always perpetwatin’ wotten jokes,
without you followin' in his twack! Ow! What benstlay
boundnhl!'wod on my beastlay foot? Lowthah, I believe it
‘'was you

" Good shot I" said Lowther.

‘I considah=—"

“ Hore they come "

There wos o soampor of fect and a cheer, and Newcaslle
United ran out on to the ground.

A ine toam they looked in their garb of black-and-white
l?'lg"d jerseys, very fit and very kecen,

There was a shout.

“Come on, Northwood I"

“Whore are the boys!"’

“Here they come ! Hurrah!”

The Northwood fellows came sprinting on to the ground.

They wore in red shirts and white knickers, and looked
very fit in them. All eyes were turned upon the new winger,
and he was cheered loudly by name.

‘“Howard! Howard !”

“ Bravo I”

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation,

“I've soen that chap befote ™

There was a sharp cry from Jack Blake.

. They looked at him. Ile was standing as if spellbound,
pointing at the new winger of Northwood Athletic.

His oyos seemed to be starting from his head.

“What's the mattah, deah boy?" exclaimed Arthur
Alllﬁuutul. in alarm.

nke sprang to his fect.
“Fronk| It's my brother!”

- ) c—

CHAPTER 8,
A Lad of the League !

" OUR brother I*
Blake was staring blankly at the new winger.
He was too far from the players for the winger

to havo henard his cry, and the young man known
in Northwood as * Howard * evidently had no idea of his
presence there,
Tom Merry whistled.

(Continued on the next page.)
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Send your Jokes to—

“THE GEM JESTER.,”
8, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4. (Comp.)

Half-a-crown will be paid for every joke
that appears in this column.

SPLENDID!
0ld Gentloman (to d:ﬁ-donlerh “ You said that dog you sold
me was fine for rats. won't go near them!"’
Dealer: ' Well, that is fino for rats, lsn't it 1"
J. N. AVES, ¢ Fairatead," Connaught Hill, Loughton,

. . .

HARD LINES!
First Workman : * Ain’t it a pity Bill's short-sighted 1 "'
Second Workman : ** Why ¢
Firgt Workman : * Well, 'e can’t sce when the (anmm:'.-
loolﬂ'r;g and when 'e’a not, so 'e 'as to keep on wor "
VRED HAMER, 20, Frederick Street, Littleborough, neur
Manchester.

[ ] L] [ ]

HE KNEW.
Uncle: *“ Tommy, can you give mo an example of wastc.d
cnergy H "
Tommy (after some thought): * Yes, uncle, Telling a ball
man a huir-n.iulrf story ! "
ER, 150, Masterman Itoad, East Ham, E.0.
L] L] L]

LEONARD MIL!
BIRDS OF A FEATHER!
ﬁ::;aman’(u-ho has been lknocked info hedge by molorist) :
“ ’ il

Motorist : ** Hedge-hog !
DUNCAN STLWART, 3, Torgglen Street, Glasgow, C.B.

L L] »

MAKING BURE.
Teddy : * Would you punish me for doing nothing, teacher ? *
Teacher: * Of course not, Teddy, Why do you nsk.?"
Teddy : * Because I haven't dono any homework !’
W. HOFFMAN, 24, Listria Park, Stoke Newington, N.10.

. LJ L]

HE WON!
Street Munician : * Spare us a copper, sir.
champion miser gave me something."
v. Mean : * Then gaze upon the new champion I "
LEONARD KNIGHT, 43, Qareth Qrove, Downham Eslale,
Bromley, Kent,

Even the worll's

. . .
SWALLOW THIS ONE!
Father: * Johnny, .ﬂvo me o sentonce bringing in * Politics,
J 1 *“ Polly parrot swallowed o watch, and now
:‘ﬁ ticks 1 "

L SEGAL, 9, Mclville Terrace, Edinburgh.

NOT WHAT SHE MEANT |
Mrs, Jones (to husband) ; * Don't knock that nail in with tny
brush | Use your head | '
HARRY ROSEN, 490, Crown Strect, Surrey Hills, Sydney,

Austratia.
Tug Gex Linany.—No. 1,303,
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“My hat! 8o that's Frank I

I’l‘hl’junion stared at Dlake and then they stared at the
winger,

likeness between the two was unmistakable.

'Che winger was older, larger in every way, and his face
had a serious and somewhat worn expression that contrasted
with Blake's. , ,

But Jack’s words were evidently true. It was no mistake.

By ehlneo‘ on the football field, he had discovered his
missing brother,

“PBai Jove|” said Arthur Aufultm. “I wegard this as
extwemely cuw{ouz you know. I told you so, Blake.”

Blake stared at him.

“Eh? You told me what?"

“1 told you that if you left it to me I should find your
missin’ bwothah 1”

“My word !” said Digby. “Of all the——"" L

T twust you are not goin’ to detwact fwom my cwedit in
this mannah, Dig! I bwought Blake here, and though I did
not exactly for_olco that he would wecognise his lost bwothah
in this new wingah—" )

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry, “No, I don't think
you did exactly foresee it, you young bounder |

“I did not exactly foresee it,” said D'Arcy calmly; *but
that is how it has turned out. In all detective work there
is an element of chance—"!

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

‘“There is nothin' whatevah to hu‘fh at in that statement,
‘Tom Mewwy, and no weason at all for you to gwin like a
Cheshire cat, Figgins, You know vewy well that Sherlopk
Holmes and Sexton Blake always owe a gweat deal to
oh:noo, aided bf"tnnl and judgment.”

Ho, ha, ha
“If I am to bo intewwupted by wibald lsughtah, T shall
wefuse to pursue the subject furthah,” said Arthur Allﬂ'l.llf.\ll,
with dignity. “I ecan only hope that Blake, on weflection,
gllclmﬂm me pwopah owedit for discovewin’ his long-lost
W "n

—p
———

gth <&m
Yarn for 4d. Only!

IT WILDRAKE is the boy from the Bootleg Ranch,

and he arrives at St. Jim's with a bang ] Most new bo
don't arrive riding a horse bareback | But Kit Wildrake
oes | He daesn’t know the meaning of fear—even Knox, the
bullying prefect, cannot cow Kit Wildrake, as Knox finds out
to his cost. this ripping, unusual yarn of a boy from
the Far West and his adventures as a ** new kid * at St. Jim's

—you'll enjoy every word of it.
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“Hallo! Northwood's won the toss!” exclaimed Kerr,
llGnnd l"

Thore was a keen wintry wind blowing, but little sun.
Northwood_naturally chose the goal the wind was blowing
from, and Newcastle were given the kick-off against it,

Two finer sets of fellows had seldom been scen on o
British football ground,

The juniors, who—with the exception of Blake—did not
know the Newcastle men bs sight—consulted the programmie,
and found that the Tyneside team were made up as follows1

Burns; Nolson, Fairhurst; MoKenzie, Belton, Murray;
Bo;d, Richardson, Allen, Mo, enemy, Lang.

“Jolly team |” said Blake. “I've seen nearly all of
'em play in the North, and I can tell you you're going to
see a good game |

“Yans, wathah! A fellow told my oousin—"

“Blow tho fellow, and blow your cousinl Look I

“ Weally, Flf‘glm-—“

“They’re kicking off |”

Nowocastle kicked off against the wind, Thousands of
eyes woro on lthe players now. The juniors of Bt. Jim's
W eagerly.

Blake's eyolywpro on his brother. He had not yet
recovered from_ his amazoment at sceing Frank Blake in
the ranks of Northwood Athletic.

He knew that the new Wmﬁ" “ Howard,” was a pro-
fossional footballor who had been taken on by the club,
To discover his brother under the guise of a professional
footballer was amazing.

Yot when he came to think of it there was really nothing
80 surprising in it. Frank Blake had loft home. after a
dispute with his father, and he had beon too proud to ask
nnﬁ.mh'hmo from the home he had left.

is going had braken off all the prospects of his career,
and he had taken to professional Rmtblll evidently as a
means of carning o livelihood, And what better means
could there be than plsyi%' the grand old game for his
bread, so long as he played it clean and straight?

And that Frank was always certain to do, And Jack
as he watched his brother contending with the giants of
the North, felt a thrill of pride.

It was evident that from the start Newcastle had marked
the now wlnfor Jlet though they paid him every atten.
tion, -he outwitted them time and again,

If the rest of the Northwood team had been up to_the
new_wingor's form, there ia no doubt that the Tynesiders,
&:of as they were, would have gone goalless home from

at match,

But that was not the case. Northwood wero good, but
not up to Tyncside form, and from the rest: Frank Blake
seemed to stand out head and shoulders in quality.

“Ripping I” said Blake. “Bravo, Franky |”

“Hurrah 1" dyell«ad the juniors of St. Jim's,

They already took a personal sort of pride in the new
winger. He was Blake's brother, and therefore one of
them, and they watched his progress with fatherly eyes.

“Boi Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.  “That chap is
|lfln’ wemarkably well! I could not have twapped the
all bettah than that, deah boys.”

“Go hon!” said Tom Merry,

“Yaas, I am speakin’' quite sewiously, you know. 1
wegard it as wippin’ [*

“Hurrah "

“Go it, Franky!”

“On the ball!” On the ball!”

The shouts rang over the field. Frank Blake had trapped
tho ball, and was off with it like a shot. The other for-
wards of Northwood were not near enouih to help him,
having nothing like his pace. But Frank had seen his
opportunity, and he was through the Newcastle halves,
and making a great broak on his own.

The juniors jostled each other in their excitement to
watch him,

“Go it, Frl.nl:? i

“On the balll”

“Play up!”

The Newcastle halves were good, but they did not seem
up to the Northwood forward, He dodged McKenzio—
not an easy thing to do at any time—ran round Belton
who stumbled; Murray boing too far off to take a hand
in the prooeecfmga.

Nelson and Fairhurst were almost upon him, and it was
i)retty clear -that ho would never got through the backs.
Iis comrades were well ind, and there was no chance
of giving a pass, save to the enemy,

“Kick 1 breathed Tom Morry.

It was exactly the same thouﬁht that was in the mind
of the Northwood winger. He kicked.

There seemed to be every chance against the kick, but
the winger had judged well. The moment after his toe
hflthiuc ed the ball, he was shouldered over by the rush
of Nelson,

But the leather was whizzing on. The shot had been
true—true for a corner of the net, and Newoastle’s chanco




_  handed against a

. was a little too much for him., The tips
wore one inch from the ball

. Northwood Athlatic,

" the most particular attention,
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. epended u the goalkeeper now. And Burns was to
& upon.

depende
But even Burns could not work miracles, and that shot

hon 1o el & Dol
when n,
did bump in, and there was a shriek lr;l: ptfm !sorthwood

crowd.
“Goal! Goall”

CHAPTER 9.
Pongo on the Ball!
“ OAI‘r_{!.;' ; — ’
e shout rang and echoed again and again.
“Goal | Hur:"fh | ’ o
t was a splendid &oll. scored almost single-
owerful side, and it was no wonder
the Northwood partisans yelled and shrieked and threw up
their hats in the air, careless where they came down, or
"l.‘.“&h”'l lE_hey camo down at all.
on

Frank Blake was a little flushed, and breathing rathor

hard; otherwise, as cool as ever. Tho wild shouts rang
i his oars, brmTing a sparkle to his eyes.
e S
1o captain olapped him on the shoulder.
“Well done, Hovgnd 1
aock Blake was on his feet, waving his cap excitedly.
“Goall Good old Franky! Hurrah!”

In the general din his voico was lost, so far as Frank
Bluke was concorned.

Burns threw out the leather
slowly to the centre of the field.

Northwood were one up—a goal scored early in the game
and s splendid augury to the enthusiastio supporters of

and the teams roturned

"My hat|” said Tom Merry. “I've 'never seen anything
nenter, and I've seon some professional matches, too.”
o Ynul wathah! I wegard Fwank Blake as a wippin’

layah I’
p lrs imn n

“Prime 1” said Figgins.
' “Bai Jove! Did you notice how he spwinted, doah bonyt?
He was wunnin’ like anythin'. It was weally wippin’!
“There they go!”
Nowoastle had kicked off again. As the game recom-
menced, it was soon evident that Newecastle intended to
play Fronk Blako the compliment of bestowing upon him

He was well watohed, and “paid” was put to all his
attempts to capture the loather for some time to come.

ut ho was watching his opportunity, and he kept tho
Tynesidors busy. '

Nowoastle were ghyinf a splendid game. The clean and
scientifio football for which they were famous had seldom
beon better exemplifiod. And there was no doubt that,
save for the luck of Frank Blake, thoy woro the botter
sido of the two,

Towards hall-time, aftor a long and strenuous struggle,
Nowonstle scored. e ball was taken by Boyd, from a
pass by Richardson, and ho plumped it “into tho net in
8 way that gave the Northwood goalio no earthly chance.

The score was level, and for tho rest of tho first lalf
both sides contended onerietwllly to chango it. But
noither puccoeded in the task.

Most of the play was now in the home half, thoe Magpioes
concentrating in a steady and sustainoed attack that gradu-
ally drove the home defonco bofore it.

Five minutes longer would probably havo secen tho
Northwooders brokon up, but the shrill blast of the whistle
camo in time for them.

'Lho interval gave both sides & much-noeded rest.

‘I'ho juniors gaspod as the tension .was relieved. For
somo time thoy had spoken hardly a word, so intensely
wero thoy watching the game,

“ M{ hat!” gasped Figgins, “This is worth watching,
you chaps,”

* Ynas, wathah1”

“Northwood’s outclassed,” said Tom Merry, “If

tnhln 're pulled out of tho fire, it will be by Howard—I mecan
ako.”

rather }” said Jock Blake, his kling.
“Di nul—#nr sco a forward lik: ‘Frank b:’::o;}?" e

"Ho's ripping " eaid Fatty Wynn. “1 say, is there any
chanoe of s hfng anything ,to c’:; at the ii'tarul! I'm
getting jolly hungry.

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Kerr, " Where are the
andwichos 10\1. shoved in your pooket before you left the

ov' House?”

. {:;gn eaton &hcm.‘ lt':o b o

u oan ungry,

“There ’:oﬂ only a donnf':nd—-'!
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“Hallo!” roared Wally, i‘:‘I.muu the distance. “How do
you_like the game, you kids?”
Ripping 1"

v
"
“Like some toffes, Gus?"

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass towards his younger
brother, frowned.

“No, Wally,” he replied stifly. “No, certainly not! I
ghould not care to devour toffee in public.”

Fatty W started up.

“1 would, young Wally !” he called out. “I'm famished!
Chuck us over the toffee!”

“Right-ho " said the Third-Former gleefully.

Ho extracted a ket of toffoe from his pocket, and
hurled it with a m aim, It struck Arthur Augustus'
topper, .and sent it toppling off. The swell of the School
House gave a howl,

“Bai Jove! Why, what—"

“Ha, ha, ha[”

“8orry 1” bawled Wally. “You'll find tho toffce among
Gussy's feet, Wynn.”

D’Arcy olutohed at his hat.

“You young wottah—"

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“If 1 oould weach you, I would give you a feahful
thwashin'.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gimme that toffec!” said Futly
“Mind you don't tread on it, Gussy!

::Watll Blow Slio toffce 1”

“Hallo, I'm treading on something !” exclajmed Blake,
and ho lifted his boot into the air. A l(lunlllt‘d mass of
toffeo was sticking to tho sole. “Is that whut you're look-
m&' for, Wynn ?”

ho fat Fourth-Former gove a howl.
You—you clumsy ass|”

“You can_have it|”

But oven Fatty Wynn did not want the ﬂlunlhod toffce,
Blake scraped it off his feet, but the Falstalf of the New
Houso indizmntl{ declined it.

“May as well let Wally have it back, then,” Blako re-
marked. And he took carcful aim, and caught D'Aroy
minor under the chin with it. !

Whally sprang up, startled,

“Wh-wh-what was that?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled Arthur Augustus, “That was &
Woland for your Olivah, deah boy.”

“You duffer! Hallol Stop him!”

“Bai Jove, what's tho mattah?”
P“Pclol!go, Pongo! Como hore, beast! CGood old

ong I’

Blft good old Pong fniled to respond to tho call, ITo had,
as a mattor of faot, beon watching his opEm-hmit_v of holt-
ing for some time, but the wary junior had kept u tight
hand on his collar,

His chance had come now, and Pongo had not been slow
to_take it. :

Ho was gono, and entreatics and threals were equally
impotent with Pongo when he felt inclined to go a-
roaming,

He Eillp oared amongst countless logs, and Wally
shricked and whistled after him in vain, . e
“Nover mind,” said Dudley, “you'll ind him coming out.
Wally grunted. Ilo was not so casily consoled. Morn
than once he had narrowly oscaped losing Pongo for 7 )
and he was always anxious when his erratic pet left him,
Tho band was playing during tho interval, and the boys
of 8t, Jim's joinod in as thoy rocognised o well-known tune,
und_ hundreds of voices joined in with the chorus. The
strains coased as tho players reappoared, and the musicians
marched off. Tho spectators were all cagerness for tho

sccond half, , \

The whistle wont, and Northwood kicked off, with the
wind in their facea now.

Tho change of ends brought the advantage of the wind to
the side of the visitors, and Nowcastle were not slow to
mako the best of it.

Tho game was soon in tho homo half, and Northwood,
after o desperate resistance, wore foroed to concede a
corner,

But, to the intense relicf of the home crowd, the kick
i Bevasis i froph ol qusl :Aollowsd, andl Thon 4

ar, o in front of goal followed, an
homo bl& sur:go'sdod in clearing?oand the ball camo out of
tho press liko a pip from an orango.
A nlﬁocl
a L]

Wynn anxiously.

“

you

Then there was a roar. from the erowd,
mongrel had whisked into the arona, and was “on the b
i.n!: ﬂush.P i

was PPongo
Pon stomed oining Wally in_clasing a
0 ‘Rn?. Gen Lnnu{r.-No. 1,
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football about tho quad at 8t. Jim's, and le had frequently
caplured the ball with the loose tag in his tecth, and led
hiwoung master a chase to regain it. . k
o wasn't able to [fet hold of the mateh ball with his
teoth, but it bounded along from his nose as he chased it at
I ﬂcnt rate,
e orowd roared.
‘“Ha, ha, ha|”
“Ga it, doggie!”
ally gave a yell of cxcitement.
* Pon Pongo! Ou the ball, Pongo!”
“ Ha, ha, ha "
'I'he referee’s whistle rang out nlurrly. 8cveral of Lhe
lllwm made a rush for Pongo, and the game was stopped.
ally scrambled down to tﬁ: front, careless of the feet he
trod on and the ribs he elbowed.
“'That's my doﬁl Chuck him here 1"
McKensie, of Newcastle, had caught Pongo by tho collar.
PPon, growiod and bnrllatl. but he was in an iron grip.
With a_smile the Newoastlo half-back handed the dog to
Wally, who caught him and huﬁged him under his arm.
“You young gouuder 1” growled Wally, “I've a jolly
good mind to give you a licking I” .
But Wally never got farther than having “a good mind ”
lo lick Pongo. 1le scrambled back to his original position
on the bank,
'I'he whistlo went again, and the game was resumed, the
crowd still ﬂrinnin‘ over the redoubtable Pongo's first essay
us o footballer in a professional match.

CHAPTER 10.
An Exciting Finish !

IE sccond half was keenly contested. As it wore an,
the excitement of tho spectators bocame keener than
over, and at times thoro was a breathless hush upon
the crowd of ton thousand eager watchers,

Northwood ~were outclassed, ond even tho  tiust
rnthusiastio of the homo partisans had to admit that pateus
fact, But a moderate side with a singlo brilliant player
had a sporting chance against a sido of good all-round
nuality. “And everyono kuew that everything depended on
the new winger.

Irank Blake was doing the work of a giant. Again and
ngain cheors rang out for some brilliant dash of the new
forward. And thero was ncﬂ‘.hinEI selfish about Frank’s play.
e ncver strove to shino when the game demanded that hie
should give a chanco to another player. He was as rcady
to buck up s to lead, as quick to pass as to kick for goal.

And, in spite of the keen wind blowing in their faces, tho
next goal was scored by Northwood Athletic.

They had succeceded in broaking through the Nowcastin
dofence, and they had rushed up to | with tho *ball
passing wonderfully well from foot to foot.

‘The backs were fairly upon I'rank Blake, and he had the
ball, with no earthly chance of sending it to goal. But
thero was a tonth part of a chance of passing to his captain
ut centre, and that he did, with a pass that landed tho ball
just where it was wanted.

The Northwood captain kicked in a flash, and the loather
banged home into the net before Burns knew it was coming.

And once more the Northwood crowd showed startling
ly:‘natorlnf“of insanity,

1Y

“ Goal, 1onl, oul I”

They yelled, they shouted, they raved, they slapped one
another on the back,

‘The second goal with the wind against them! Northwood
werg t“ winning team; the match was another for North-
woo
. But Northwood exulted too seon, Newcastle had no
intention of letting the southern sido walle off with tho
match, and they bucked up after that goal as if rather ro-
freshed by their reverse,

During the followin
brisk, and the faces o
and fonsor.

Tho ball went into tho home net from the foot of Allen,

and five minutes later McMenemy headed it in again.
The Newcastle success was swift and crushing,

ho score now stood with tho visitors three to twe, and
there was a quarter of an hour mora to pluly.

oth sides wore worn down by the grucliing play, but it
was noticeable that the Tynesiders wero tho frosher of the
lwo teams,

After the last goal, tho home captain packed his goal for
somo time, content to defend and leave the attacking to the
cneomy.

And now the clever combination of tha Mngpics showed
o_great advantage. Thoy eut through tho home dcfence
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ten minutes J‘l]ny was sharp and
the Northwood crowd grew longer

like a kuife through cheete, and only skill and good luck
in -goal saved Northwood from paying the penalty,
10 arowd woro growing restive now, X

Five minutes more to time, and thoe play was all in the
home half, and Burns, in the Newcastlo goul, was slapping
his chest to kecp himself warm,

Thera wore shouts from the Northwooders:

“Buck up, Northwood |”

“Don’t go to gleep 1"

*“Givo us another goal, IToward 1"

“On the balll”

“Bai Jave,” said Arthur Augustus, I suppose they can't
beat tho Tynesiders! But I weally wish they would got
anothah goal, deah boys!" .

*Watch Frank 1 said Dlake, his eyes on his brother,

“Yaas, wathah| Bai Jove, he's off |

The winger had seized a gofdm opportunily. A back had

w37 Yy,

Tom Merry and Mannere seized one of the rufMans who
were attacking the bowler-hatted young man, and Biake,
Merries, and by seized the other and drag im over
In the dust. her and D'Arcy were only & moment

behind. ' Qet 'em ! ¥ pantad Tom Merry.

cleared with a kick that carricd the leather almost to the
half-way line, and there was a rush of players after it.

Frank Blake reached it. Twice he was shouldered; but
he hardly swerved, and ho had the ball at his foet, and,
with a magnificent dribble, he brought it down the field.

A shout rose among the crowd, swelling to a roar:

“On the ball 1”?

“Go it 1"

“ Hurrah 1*

The Newcastlo men, for once, had been outwitted. Their
forwards were nowhere, thoir halves ecluded. The backs
rushed in too late. There was the Northwood winger, right
up to goal with the ball at his foot.

Burns scemed all eyes,

1f the winger could beat Lim, he would deserve well of
hia side. But could he do it? 1le would have only one
chance, for the Newcastle defenders were racing up.

Hea had time for a single kick,

He kicked.
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The shouts died away. A breathless hush fell on the erowd
as_they watched the leather whis.

Burns was seen to cluteh it, and his font elipped on the
turf, and the hall cscaped his fingers by half an inch.

But half an inch was as good just then and just there as
half o mile.

The ball was in the net |

For a moment tho crowd hesitated—it seemed too good to
Ly iéuu-l—ln.nd then o tremendous roar burst forth:

o oa '

Tho juniors of Bt. Jim's were on their feet, yelling
like Junatics, Round them was a sca of rolling sound.

“Goall Goal! Hurrah!”

In the midst of tho roar came the pheop of the whisile.

It was tho finish,

Northwood had cqualised, and the game was drawn, and
the players trooped off the field,

It was only a draw, but it had been so perilously near
n black defeat that the Northwooders woropu cnthgsinstio
us if thore had been a sreat victory for the home colours.

They raved and yolled and stamped as the players went
- off, and Howard was cheered till tho welkin rang.

a *“Bai Jove,” oxclaimed D’Arcy, “that was what I wegard
us weally wfppin' g

Bloke gave his clegant chum a slap on the shoulder that
made him stagger.

“What do you think of that?” he reared.

“Owl I think ,Lou are a beastlay wnff boundah 1"

“Goal I” yolled Blake. *“Good old Franky I

And in his excitemont ho smote a;ain at Xﬂhur Augustus,
hut this timo tho swell of 8t. Jim's dodged.

_The erowd was pouring out of the enclosures, cxcitedly
discussing the match. Even'the man in the fur cap, who
had intended to wait for the !uniors and rag them as they
came out, forgot his amiablo intentions, and went off,
talking football with his fricuds and lauding the new
winger,

The juniors of St. Jim's left the ground and walked off,
every movement made by D'Arey being accompanied by o
clink of small silver,

CHAPTER 11,
Arthur Auvgustus Thinks It Out |

ACK BLAKE halted in the strect, with a shade of decp
thought on his face. His chuma gathered round him.
“(ioing to speak to Frank!” asked Tom Merry,
Blake nodded.

“That’s what I was thinking of. You see—"

He paused.

“Yaas, deah boy!"” said Arthur Augustus encouragingly.
“Go on, Jf you want any advice in dealin’ with this delicate
mattah—"

“1 don't|" .

“Weally, Blake, I was only goin’ to tell you what's the
pwoﬁ:h thing to do.” .

“Don't trouble, Gussy. Look here, you chaps, I don't
know whether you're intercsted at all in my family
concorns——""

“1 wegnrd that as wathah wolten, Blake ! You know per-
fectly well that wo wegard you as a {wiend, in spite of many
dizagweeablo ways you have, and that your bwothah,
IF'wank Blake, is our fwiend also. If we could do anythin'
fo coment this unhnrpy bweach in your family welations, wo
should only be too happy.”

“Exactly !" said Tom Merry. “Tor onee in his life Gussy
has stated the exact facts without talking rot.”

“Weally, Tom Mcwwf—-—"

“1lo talks like a giddy gramophone 1” said Dighy., “My
sentiments exactly | Goad old one and only 1"

“Of course, we'ro all interested in the matter,” said
Figgins,. “As a_rule, I believo in sitting on you 8chool
Iouse rotters, But when it's a scrious mattor like this--
why, wo all want to chip in and help1”

“You're awfully goodp!" said Blng)o. “Well, then—"

“Pway just a moment, deah boyl There is alweady o
bweach in your family, Imt you must be careful how you

o to work about it., You must not fail to show Fwank
tho wespect due to an cldah bwothah. You sce, he might
cut up wusty and get watty, and then there would bo two
bweaches in the family.”

“By Jove!” said Lowther. “It wouldn't do to have a
pair_of breaches, would it1"

“Weally Lowthah—"

“Gussy's right,” said Tom Merry. “Let's take counsel
with one another about it Wo'ro all anxious to help Blake,
First of all, if the question may be asked, how docs your
governor take it, Blake 1"

“ He's cut u%oof course."

“Willing to ba_reconciled, of course "

Jack Blake hesitated a moment,

“I'd better tell you the facts,” he said. “The govornor
and Frank quarrelled on a question of footer. I've ne
doubt Frank was rather pig-hoaded. I've often found him
so mysell when I've been at home, Ho névor would give
in to a chap. He used to think that an elder brothor ought
to order a younger chap about—"

i lli must wemark that T quite agrce with Fwank on that
point.

“But ho was a ripping chap, all tho same,” said Blake,
“And he's really an awfully great favourite with the
governor, onlg ad must have lost his tempor and ordered
him out for his nerve. Then it's just like Frank to take
him too scriously, and not go back unless the governor
clim”bn down. Ané that’s a thing the governor would never

0.

“Yes, I know. Yon Yorkshire chaps are obstinate asscs !"

“Ho we are,” said Blake, in full assent. “It's really
firmness, you know, but lots of peoplo mistake it for
obstinacy. Well, dad and Frank will never meet of thoir
own accord; but if they could be l)roufht together’ they'd
chum us no end on the spot, and admit that thoy’d acted
the giddy goat, But I'm blessed if I can sce how it's to
bo_worked |

‘The juniors looked thoughtful.

It was evidently a serious matter, and thoy were all inter.
estod in bringing it to a satisfactory conclusion, but they
rcalised that it was quito possible that their intorferenco
mj";gt make it wor::d ututea of better. " P

uppose you wi 0 your governor,” suggesto gins,
“and told b!m where Frank is to be "oumf‘l" &
M"Would he come down from Yorkshirei* said Tom

CITY.

Blake shook his head.

“Ie would if Frank asked him to make it up, but ho
wouldn't come to make the overtures himeelf.”

“1 see, Each of the ¢|dd% goats—excuse me—is waiting
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for the other to give in. You couldn’t very well wire in
I'rank’s name, as that would be a swindle.”

“Yaas, wathah! It is an old maxim, deah boys, nevah to
be a wascal that moy come of it."

“Right 1” said u&ln&. “But how—"

“Powwaps I can think out an ideah,” said D’Arecy, .:ﬁ
ping his forehead with his fingertips, as if to assist
wor| of the brain within,

“ Perhaps you oan,” said Lowther, “or perhaps you could
if you had the necossary apparatus.”

“ Weally, Lowthah ;

*What if you go round and speak to Frank now and get
his views on the subject?” suggested Tom Merry.

Jack Blake shook his head again.

“No good.”

“Why not1”

"He would know he was spotted then, and he'd know I
should chip in. He'd make me promise not to give him
away to the governor,”

“But you needn't promise.”

“Then he's as likely as not to bunk and leave North-

wood,”

“My hat! That wouldn’t do.”

“Wathah not! I have an ideah, deah boys—"

“Oh, ring off, Gussy | You're interrupting the thinks.”

"I wefuse to wing off. I have—"

“Lie down |”

“I uttahly and absolutely wefuse to lie down. I wegard
the suggestion as widioculous. I have a wippin’ ideah |”

“Oh, go ahead, then!” said Tom Merry resignedly.
“Lot's get the agony over. What is the idea?”

I wefuse to have it wegarded in that light."

“What's the wheeze, ass?”

“I wofuse to be alluded to as an ass!”

“Aro you goinﬁ to explain,’” shouted Herries, * or are you
not going to explain?” o

" wn{vglve me a chance, deah boy. I have a wippin’
ideah. at gou want, Blake, is to bwing Sour goverhah
and Yyour eldah bwothah togetiuh unexpectedly.”

“Yes, if it could bo fixed.

“I have thought of a weally wippin’ wheesze. Buppose
we invited me‘l Blako to tea in Btudy No. 6 at 8t. Jim's.”

“ What then—"

SCHOOLBOYS
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“And send o message to your governah askin’ him to
come to B8t. Jim's 'on important business—samethin’
important, such as advisin' you about gettin' a new toppah,
or cllioociﬂn' a hﬂ" thing in waistcoatym—"

“ s, ha 0

“I wnlgy see nothin' oomical in the suggestiom, Of
oourse, I do mot suggest pwovawioations in the mattah.
You must have some important mattah of that kind on
hand, in ordah to bear out the statement in the telegwam.
Then your governah can meet your bwothah in the study.”

“There might be something in that,” said Blake thought.

fully.
"igl doah boy, there's heaps in it. You can make

I'wank come—'

“That's _the diffioulty. He's more likely to bolt. when
he knows I know he’s here,” said Blake ruclully.

“Yans; but you haven't heard tho west of iny wippin'
scheme, You wemoembah what Mellish and his wasoally
fwiends were sayin’ about your bwothah.”

Jack Blake's eyes darkened.

** What on earth—"

“Pway be patient, deah boy. I assuah you fwom my

weat knowl go of human natush in fenawsl, and of

ellish and his fwiends' natuah in particulah, that they
will not allow that slandah to dwop.”

Blake's eyes gleamed.

“They will keep it up, deah boy, unless they are simply
forced to admit that there is nothin' in it. And there’s only
one way of forgin' them to do that—by gettin’' Fwank Blake
to show himself at 8t. Jim's.”

“By Jove I said Tom Moerry. “Out of the mouths of
babes and sucklings and silly assos—"'

“Pway don't be lunnJ, Tom Mewwy ! Blake, doah boy, it
ou explain to your eldah bwothah, in a pwopahly webpeot-
ul way, how you are situated at St. Jlm'n, I ain quite suah

that he will accept your invitation to call.”

“I rather think so,” said Blake reflectively. '‘Blessed if I
ever knew that Gussy had so much hoss-sonse.”

“When in doubt, ask Gussy I’ said Monty Lowther.

“I have hu?uentl{ pointed out to you fellows that in a
case of doubt I am the vowy chap to show you what's tho
Bwupnh thmd; to do, but I must wemark that I have nevah
ecn tweated with weal wespeot on such oocasions.”

“Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry, *this must be set right,
Gussy has never been treated with weal wespeot. I move
that Arthur Adolphus Fitzgerald has deserved well of his
country on this present occasion, and that it be unanimously
paszed by the meeting here present that he is not invariably
o silly nss!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—*"

"' Hoar, lmnlt‘

“1 second,” exclaimed Figgins, “that Clissy is not invarl-
ably a silly ass!”

“Passed unanimously I” said Blake.
invariably a silly ass!”

‘*‘Hear, hear!

“Weally, deah boys——"

"IHeur, hear 1” ,
“I insist upon=——

*“Hear, hear!”

And Arthur Augustus gave it up.

“Qussy is no

il

CHAPTER 12,
Stralght From the Shoulder !

LINE, clink, clink!
The pocketful of small silver clinked musically ay
the chums of 8t. Jim's walked off towards tho rail-

way station,

Jack Blake was still looking very thoughtful. He would
gladly have gone round to the players' quarters to speak to

is brother, but under the circumstances 1t was better not.
The invitation to Frank to come to tea in Study No. 6 was
not to be sent until Monday.

Clink, clink, clink |1 s ;

*Oh, I say, keop that old olothes’ man off 1" said Figgins,

“Figgins, I wegard that wemark » simply beastlay—"

o Jove! Is it you, Gus?” .

"Y{)u were perfectly well awah that it was I, Flgiln_l.
I_t.I iuhnlo,t my fault if I wecelved the change of my fivah in
silvah !’

“Tie it up in a handkerchief and rﬁut it in your hat.”

“1 wefuse to do anythin' of the sort.”

*Parhaps you could earry it in your mouth, as Pongo
carries things!” Monty Lowthor luxlleateq.

“] wegard that wemark as absolutely wibald—"

Artir Angut pirod indignantly, and_th I

rthur Augustus strode on_indignantly, an e Ama

:i“"' _clinked‘:v:sy merrily. He drew out a handful of it in

espair.
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“Bai Jovel
exclaimed,

“Don't do that!" exclaimed Fatty Wynn eagerly. “I
knew a jolly place near the station where you can get
ripping feeds.”

“It's not a bad idea,” said Tom Merry, “I'm hungry
my'nlf."

I've a gweat mind to thwow it away|” he

am L.

“And I—rather "

" Pewwaps it Is_wathah a Food ideah, now {ou como_to
think of it,” said D’Arcy, Indling out the silver in his

loved hand, “1 can't cawwy this stuff wound with me.

ewwaps I could got wid of ten shillings or so, and change
the west into=—— Oh”

He broke off suddenly,

Two rough-looking fellows had been standing on the kerb,
a;ld '|l“ the juniors passed they caught sight of the handfuls
of silver. .

They exchanged a glance, and one of them, pretending to
stumble, rolled right upon D’Arcy, and sent him recling.

Tho -swall of Bt, Jim's gave a yell.

He staggered under the impact, and his silk hat fell off,
and D'rm:y made a wild clutch at it to save it.

Needless to say, nverythinf in his hands went by the
l:onrtd, and there was a scattoring of small silver on the pave-
went.

“You asal” roared Blake, .

“Tt was that rotter's fault!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
" Pick up the money, you chaps y

The juniors did their best. But the clinking of falling
¢oins had attracted eager seekers instantly from all quarters.
T'here was a scramble for the fnlli.n.r silver, and the juniors
of Bt, Jim's were soon outnumbered. .
“.All-thudr Augustus recovered his hat and jammed it on
\ig head.

Ho stuck his monocle in his eye, and looked round upon
the mgmbtms orowd,

He did not take part in the seramble. Ho regarded it as
rather unseeml

“Hold on, deah boys |” he said. “Pway don't get excited |
You can let them have the west of it! I make them a
pwesent of all they can find, Go ahead, deah boys!”

Blake snorted.

“Well, of all the dummics—"

“Wata! HSewamble for the silvah, deah boys—1 make
you a pwesent of it! Come on, you chaps, or we shall lose
cur twain |"

'The juniors walked on, leaving a dozen or fftecn:men
and bgyl scrambling for what money was still left on the

round,

' Arthur Augustus, porfectly satisfied with the way he had
settled tho difficulty, brushed his silk topper with his sleeve
as he walked on,

" You—you ass !” said Fntt,y Wynn, in measured accents,
“What price that feed now?

“Bai Jove, I'd forgotten that 1"

“Forgotten it! O y, thero sin't a word for you.”

“Weally, Wynn—"

“Brer-rer-r]  You want suffocating,” said Fatty Wynn.
“There's a ripping feed gone! How much have you chaps
saved from tho scramble?”

“A bob here,” said Figgina.

“Tanner,” said Manners.

“Hame here.”

“ Another lob,”

“DBai Jove, thero isn’t vewy much out of four pounds ten,”
said Arthur Augustus. “It is vewy fortunate that we took
woturn tickets.’

“Yes, you duffer, and more fortunate still that they
weren't trusted in your hands.’

“ Weally, Toin Meww

“Two-and-six the lot,’
will do us a cup of coff
I know a place.” .

Fatty Wynn generally did know a placo where provisions
could bo got. Figgins had remarked that if Fat? took a
journey to the moon some day, he wouldn’t be there five
mmutes before ho spotted a buffet,

The coffee and sandwiches weren’t much after the feed the
juniors had promised thomselves, but they were welcome
to the hungry and cold juniors,

Then they took the train for Rylcombe, and arrived at
the village in the dusk of the early February evanmi.

'l‘he{ walked back to the school, and arrived there in
good time for calling-over.

Gore and Mollish, and saveral of their sct were in the
hall o!I tho Bchool Houso whon Tom Merry and his friends
came in,

They looked at Blake, and grinned at ono another,

Their looks were too pointed to be passed unnoticed by
Blake, and tho gumor knew perfectly well what they meant,

Hu face went scarlet.

; grunted Fatty Wynn. “8till, that
ee and a sandwich apiece. Come on,
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Jack Blake was not given to wasting words. He walked
straight up to Gore, :

The cad of the Shell looked at him coolly.

“ What do you mean?” demanded Blake hotly.

Gore yawned,

“What do I mean by what?”

“You grinned at me.”

“Well, it's a free country—I lupgole a fellow’s at liberty
to \gin il ho wants to?” yawned Gore.

“Not at me,” said Blake. “I know what you meant.”

“Then why did you ask me?"

“I know what you meant,” repeated Blake unheeding.
“You were thinking of the lies Mellish invented about
my brother.”

‘You seem to be mighty touchy about your brother,”
aniesl;t'zd Gore, “I haven't said that I beliove what Mellish
said.

“I jolly well know you don't believe it, but you want to
make out that you do!” exclaimed Blake excitedly. * And
you're a cad|” .

“Yaas, wathah! T must say that I quite :5weo with my
fwiend Blake. Gore is certainly a wotten cad.”

Gore flushed red. Although he never cared for a_row
with Tom Merry, it was different with Blake & Co. Thoy
were in the Fourth, and Gore was in a higher Form, 7The
bully of the Shell clenched his fists,

“ Well, I'd rather be a cad than a thief |” he said.

Blake’s eyes blazed. Ho did not reply; he hit out straight
from the shoulder, Gore's parry was too late, and he coul
not have stopped that blow, anyway. Blake's fist caught
him just under the nose, and he went over backwards as if
he had been shot.

Blake stood over him with clenched fists, panting chest,
and eyes that scemed to flame.

“Get up!” he said thickly. “Get up, you cur, and take
some move |*

But Gore did not get up. He lay, looking dazed and
atuci:id; and Blake, with a savage look of scorn, passed him
and left him there.

Tom Merry slapped Blake on the shoulder, and Buck
Finn, the American chum of the 8hell, drawled:

“T guess you've got what you've been asking for, Gore,
by gum[” ‘

And Gore anly scowled savagely.

CHAPTER 13,
Kildare’s Advice !
HERE was o serious consultation in Study No., 6 that

evening.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s plan had been adopted
ouse chums talked it

unanimously, and the 8chool

over to decide about the best way of putting it into

execution, Figgins & Co. had offered to take the wholo

matter in hand and run it for Dlake, and tho offer had been
lirmly, if not respoctfully, declined.

“You had bettah leave it to me,” said D'Arcy, “It was
my ideah in the first place, and Y am bound to be able to
handle it bettah than you chaps. Bosides, what is wanted
now is a follow of tact and judgment.”

“I move that Gusay nn“ off. ’

“I decline to wing off | Undah the circe——"

“I's about settled,” said Tom Merry. *Frank Blako is
to be invited to tea on Mondlf evening, and Blake is to 1‘0
over with the invitation specially, so as to be able to explain
matters to him,”

“That's vight,” said Blake.

“Then the queation is, how to get Blake's governor at the
achool at the same time.” .

“I havo alweady made o su Eoltion on that point—""

“But your suggestions aro ﬁ o tho suggester—no good I""
said Lowther, “Wo want a good idea."

“Weally, Lowthah—" .

“How can we get DBlake sonior hore? Suppose Blake
falls ill, and we wire his governor?” L

“J should wefuso to have any hand in a pwevawication,"

“Who's talking about prevarications, ass? Blake would
have really to fall ill, of course.”

“Blessod if I know how to do it at a moment's notico!”
grinned Blake, *“I've nover been ill in my lifo 1*

“QOh, that’s casy enouﬁhl You can toko some of tho
modicines that Miss Priscilla Fawcett sonds to Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Or let Herries play his cornet to you.”

“You let my cornct alone 1" growled Herries,

L"Er listen to some of Monty Lowther’s jokes,” suggested
1igby.
# a, ha, ha!” 0

(Continued_on ¢ 19.)
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HERE IS A PAGE FROM—

House, Farringdon Strest, Londcn, E.CH4.

Address all letters : The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Flestway

ALLO, chums! I have just
finished reading for about the
sixth time the long complete
story of Tom Co. for

next Wedneaday's Gex. It's a peach—
& real gem, so to speak. In

‘ HERO AND CAD | "

ou will get & fine admixture of laughs,
rills, and e adventure. And
;2' y Jou &'u“m n:l "Wg"m"
you another o arn
by 300“ Fanshawo, whioh is sta, Iny the
Bouth Beas. Potts, who was “ absent *’
last w‘o):bl:ho says he'd got :h. 'gt:h—will
again our 'amme of goo: A
In eaddition tom hl'.unso thﬂolﬁ'll
be another batoh of prize-winning jokes,
the of which will resonted
with half-a-orown apiece. Just one
more th week's Gex will also
contain the solution of our simple Home
Cinema Competition, B{ glancing at
this solution you will be able to see how
near your efforts were and will also find
fall mtruotlom for sending in your
olaims. That makes the next issue of
the GEM more important than ever, so
don't fail to order your copy early ! Now
for some unusual news pars,

BELIEVE IT OR NoOT!

con
things. In the case of this
bilker that * r

musté have haunted him,
for now, after all these years, he has
scnt flve-and-sixpence and a lefter
of apology te the stationmaster at
Fins Park! It's worth men-
y to wind up this story, that
the fare to-day from Finsbury Park
Peterborough is nine shillings
and scvenpence !

THE ACROBATIC DOG !

It was quite an attractive-looking dog
and it trotted m by its owner's side
ot the end of & in a striotly decerous
manner. Then, suddenly, just as the
owner orossed the wet pavement to entor
8 shop the dog forgot its manners. It

and pranced and howled and
rmed all manner a

il

the exception that this time it seemed
glued to tho pavement. Up popped &
gtlmltﬂtblo. bge wuh.n.hl:go “N:;“
ue, too, because m up s
thing or two about eleotricity. Directly
ho » .ied on to that wot ﬁln.vemmb ho
felt & shock and he knew that the dog
had felt a worse one. Ho lifted up the
dog and carried him a few yards away,
whereupon the dog licked him gratefully.
ong came those peoglo who pull
up roads and pavements and things and
covered that thero was a bad leakage
of eleotrio ourrent. But the dog, doubt-
less, will always remomber that he
discovered it first !

REPLY TO * GEMITE " SINCE 1025.
Most editors, or rrublhhm. refer a
typewritten manuseript. If this is not
within your power or moans, you should
write your story in a cloax handwriting,
using, of course, only one side of tho
pnrr. Bhould you require the manu.
soript returned to you, in the event of its
being unsuitable, you should enclose o
stamped and addressed envelope.

HEARD THIS ONE ?

Teacher: “Boy! Btand up! Come
out and givo me what you've got in your
wmouth !

Pupil: * You're weloome to it, sir.
It's toothache ! ™

CRICKET ON A GOLDMINE!

When England's Test players
met a Victorian country team at
Bendigo, just prior fo the third
Test match in Australia, they had
the mnovel experience of playing
crvicket on top of a golifield.
There's a big gold boom at Ben-
digo, and it has been stated on
good authority that gold actually
erists mo more than twenty feet
below the surface of the pitch w
which Jardine, Larwood, Sutcliffe,
& Co, did their ** stuff.”” Now some
eriones miapiny ookl o 1 rotit

n c on a -
mine ¥ ”la o

TALLY-HO !

That's what the huntsmen were saying
or whatever it ia they do say) when two
thy-looking foxea were practically
cornered by the hounds recently in a hunt
in Ireland. But these foxes knew a thing
or two, They certainly knew something
about ?hy. for the spot waa tho
hol'd.e_rEnoo the Irish Free State. They
(the foxes) darted across the border, but
the hounds and the huntamen did not give
further chaso. If the huntsmen
crossed the border they would have
been linble to & hefty genallg for import-
ing live horseflesh into Ulster! No
wonder the hounds woro called off. But
what I want to know is, who told the wily
foxos about this tariff business t
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A LUCKY FALL!

like many more
olul.l‘ond&n'ﬂuudwnpul
to He was soon fast llll.d,]:g-

He was still fast aslecp when
is bed, rweallkied to the

sleeproalker was fortunate
enough to break his fall by crashing
info a clothes line, and but for a
fero bruises twas none the worse,
Next time you're looking at «
‘“ high " house just work out the

height w feet from the ground
a -.1 Ly raelf thether you'd’
like to fall from a window that

much * off *’ the ground!

A SCHOOLBOY HOWLER !

A voloano is something that foroes ita
inside out. They are surmounted by a
Lig hole at the top to do this.—Extraot
from the * University Correspondent.”

PRESENCE OF MIND !
IHo ‘:i' a window ele:hmr .rnd :m n-u
s energy to a shop front when
Kny::gdanly nomed that & passer-by was
0 an umbrolla which was ablaze.
Bwooosh | The window oleaner's bucket
of water came in useful as it put out that
blaze mighty qulokll\‘r—buh the owner of
the umbrella got soaked into the bargain 1
8till, he was gratoful |

HOME-MADE MEAT!
msumim l;hu :::ao :. N
soovery. oy ve a
tece of chicken's ‘ﬂnll _shoved it
nto a tank, fed it u-l’fh- varions
chemicals and—belleve it or not—
that picce of chicken's flesh has
gone on growing and growing as
1t were still part of a live chicken,
he ment opens up amasing
possibilities; for alrcady these
scientists are looking caorwm'd!o
the day when we shall able to
grow our beef sicaks, lamb cutlets,
eloetera, withoul having to worry
about rearing animals, As proof o
what can be ‘ blochemically '
a factory in Germany is pa
to make real siccet, eatable sugar
from rwwaste wood and saiwdust!
Groooough !

THE LATEST SCOTCH YARN!
And it's truet At least I've seen {t
in & newspaper! Thero was o younq
‘Beoteman who fairly worshipped the gir
of his heart. Bho worked in a jowollery
factory end every night she came home
the Bootsman insisted on brushing her
olothes and cleaning her shoes. All that
he brushed off he kept. Then he washed
this dust which, incidentally, he
brushed off for a period of two years or
more, through a gold-miner's sluice pan.
Rosult—ao cwlntihy of gold and platinum
filings worth twelve pounds, Yes! Ho
ot the twelve quid for it when he offered
t to a rofiner. But the boss of tho
ewellery faotory has got wise to things.
fore employeea go home these days
they are * relieved” of the gold and
Flutlnum dust which acoumulates on
heir nlufililm by means of a& vacuum
0];’1:1:0'& luek on our Bootsman,
w

STILL GOING STRONG !

Ever wondered how many miles you
have walked since you were able to
toddle t Bib of & poser, isn't it ! Bub
list to the tale 6f & Norfolk postwoman,
who has been deli letters for the

t thirty-five years. Bho works it oub
ﬁ:& she Ku covered one hundred thou-
eand miles. This energetio lady is now
fifty-five, but she reckons that she is still
good for many thousands of miles yet |
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THE MYSTERY FOOTBALLER! ¢
(Continued from page 11.) !
G IGITITIGIDIBGIGCITISIDIGIS SIS

“Look here, Dighy—"

“Bhan't! Blake can, if he wants to fall ill.”

“Bai Jove, you know, I wegard that as wathah funnay!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're jolly easily pleased, then)" 'irowled Lowther.

“Wo're getting off the point,” said Tom Merry. * How
is. Blake senior to be gently persuaded to turn up here on

day evening?" .

“Buppose you wired, ‘ Come at oneo—img'ortant'?" said
Mannors, ‘f suppose that would feteh him,

“He ‘might wire back ' Rats!’” suggested Lowther.

Blake grinned,

“You tee, o ochap can't order his father about,” he
remarked. “ It's & rotten state of thing;. rhn?-, but there
you are. We must take things as we ‘em.’

“Bai Jove, ['ve :ot another wippin’ ideah I

“Taka it out and bury it!"”

“1 wefuse to do anythin' of the eort. Suppose we ask
the Head to help 1”

“The Hoad doesn't know anything about it.”

“He would if you told him, deah boy.”

“Did you work that out in your head, Gussy?”

“Pway don’t be funny, Lowthah, on a sewious subject. A
tolegwam to Mr. Blake in this style: * Come at once. Vewy
lmporta‘n‘t..—Holmes,' would fetch the old gentleman like

anythin',

iowther gave a sudden yell,

ot e

They looked at him.

“What have you got!” asked Tom Merry suspiciously.
" y z

?:hﬁoj'lmﬂlaj:?vi:en i

“Got it off your chest, then.”

“There's a kid in the Third who can help us."”

“Bai Joval Do you mean young Wally?"

:: Eo- I n;aln young Holmes.”

olmes

“Yes, of course! He can send this wire for us. NMr.

ake will vory likely think it comes from the Head—
I!I‘rv illk ! l!i:{l ':hl 111: 'l%' f the Head—"

ory ike o, ha, ha

Y But, as l! matter of fact, it will come from young
1lolmes. What do you think of the idea?”

“1 think it's an idea you won't carry out,” said a voice
at tha door; and tho juniors looked round, startled, and
u:vnKiil(.!Ilre ;3.1' the 8ixth looking in.

‘Bai Jove

The big Bixth-Former came into the al.ud‘y.

@« Sorrﬁ to spoil a hittle joke,'” he said, “but-I shall have
to nip this in the bud, Lowther. It's not much of an idea,
anywnﬁ. I looked in to tell you kids that I haven’t had the
lines this ltud¥ owes me, and this is the last evening in the
“"32"‘?” ]ﬁ the; “1;{: left over Sunday there'll be ructions.”

eally are——

" And nc;w. what is it you want to bring Mr. Blake here
for?” demanded the captain of 8t. Jim's.

The juniors looked at one another, Kildare evidently had
his suspinions, and, after all, he was a kind-hearted follow,
and_could bo confided in.

“Ts it something about your brother, Blake?"

“Yes' blurted out Blake, “Keep it dark, Kildare; but
this is how the matter stands, I've found Frank—"'

“You've found him I'"* exclaimed Kildare, in astonishment.

“Yos. He's joined a professional foothall club, and he
wos nglaylnhs'l jn the match to-day over at Northwood.”

8
hidi | {hlnk I can got him here on Monday evening, and if
I can get the governor here, too, they'll make it u o

*“1 soa. It's a jolly ioocl motive, I ldmit.‘. Ent there
oughtn’t to be anything like trickery about it.'

“Oh, 1 #a '" bugan Lowther.

"You tlid‘n'& mean it for trickery, Lowther, but it was
somothing of that sort. It won't do. Don't you think,
Blake, that if you wrote your fathor that Frank would be
helrﬁ, li‘no ro:l:‘l, !ll:ialx to come 1"

ako looked worried.

“Well, as - matter of fact, the dad is beastly firm,” he
said. “I've mever known him give up a peint in dispute.”

“But this sort of thing can pever have happened before.
St:'r%y.“m a glllqna like thig=—"

ell, perhaps—"

" yaur fafger doesn't want to come and moct Frank,

you've no right to dodge him into it,” said Kildare quietly.
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“But I think it very likely that if ;
m“'.(t)hw iour fnther'ly judmfmn;‘inlth{o:ngaur—-" yoprelt to
s ]

ldare 1"
robablo that he will jump at the

“In that case I think it
oppgl;tnmty, and come as fast as an cxpress train can bring

nim.
“I=I shouldu't wonder. If—if you think it's the best
heeze—"

"
‘I do undoubtedly, if you are willing to take my advice,”
“Of courso wo are, Kﬂsnu. Wao k:fow you've zot sense,”
“Yaas, wathah! I haven't much of an opinion of Sixth
Form chaps as a wule, but I must say g have always
wegarded Kildaro as a cbns with sense,”
Thank you!” said Kildare gravely, “Then that's my
advice. And—and as you're so busy doing something useful
for jonce in your lives, you can leave tha‘linu. I dare say
you'll have a fresh lot next week."
And the captain of Bt. Jim's quiited the study, leaving
the juniors extremely satisfied with themselves, with him,
and with things generally,

CHAPTER 14.
To the Rescue !

ILDARE turned out to ba correct in his opinion, alter
all, and Blake's doubts wero set to rest.
For on Monday, in reply to Blake's letter to his
father, came a wire that completely satisfied the
youthful plotters:

‘“(loming at once.—Blake."

Blake tore open the envelope when the telegraph-boy
brought it, and tossed the boy a shilling in the exuberance
of his spirits when he road the message.

Then he danced away in search of his chums,

“Read *hat!” he oxolaimed, thrusting tho telegram under
tho aristooratice nose of Arthur Augustus D'Aroy.

'},“’""!."' Blake, T wish you would not bo so beastlay
AV} ] e’

“Read it, duffer!®

“1 dechimo te be addwessed as a duffah——*

“Read it|"

“Bai Jove, that's good news!"” said D’Arcy, looking at
the telegram at last. “Weally, Dlake, I think you may
congwatulate yourself at havin' wequested me to take the
lead in this mattah |

“Oh, ves, reiher i” grinned Dlake. And he dashed off to
show the telegram to Tom Merry.

“Good oygg |” said the hero of the 8hell. “Now, all wo've
ot to do is to get your brother here. You're going to make
him a personal visit 1"

“That's the 1dea:l”

“And T think 1 had hettoh come along,” said D’Arey,
who was at Blake's heels. “Undah the cires we can’t bo
too careful. If Fwank Blake cuts up wusty a follow of tact
and judgmont will bo wequiahed—""

“We may as well all r as many as can got leave,'
Tom Merry remarked. " Gusty wants to come to take care
or you, and certainly somebody onght to come to take care
of Guuq%."

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Laot "em all come,” said Blake, “You can all pay your
own fares, and Gussy can pay mine.

“Woally, Blake—"" .

“Rats " suid Tom Merry. " What's the good of chucking
money away? If we can get leave to ?o to Northwoodl we
can start carly and hoof it. What's a few milos to us?”

“Yaas, wathah: only it might be wathah exhanstin'.”

“You can stay behind.” .

“Yaas: but you fellows would be bound to get into some
twouble,”

“Then you can walk.,”

“Yaas:; but—"

“My word! He's all ‘buta’ to-day! Ring off 1”

“Wata! I weluse to wing oil'! was goin’ to say—"

But Blake and Tom Morry were walking off in difforont
directions, and they never knew what Arthur Augustus was
going to say.

Tt was casy for the juniors to ohtain pormission to walk
over to Northwood, Kildare, the captain of the schoal,
gave them tho required pass. Ilo knew what they meant
to do, and he approved. And ho knew that Tom Merry
& Co. could be trusted out of hmumils at any time,

When they were put upon their honour there was no
donbt that they would “play the game,” and the captain
of 8t. Jim's knew it by experience,

Aftor tea the youn%zarl put on their caps and coats for
the start. Figgins & were in the quadrangle, and Blake
stopped to speak to them in passing.

The GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,503,
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“Going to fetch Frank!” atked Figgins, .

“Yans, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus, “I'm goin' o
walk, and these chaps are comin’ with me.”

l'iggins grinued.

“Liko us to comet?” : .

“We should,” said Jack Bluke, *But there’s something
¢lse you gan do if you want to he obliging. We want
Lit of & feed ready for Frank, Will you make it pax nn;l
get ten in our study? I know we can trust to Wynn's
Judgment in getting the grub,” . .

*Yes, rvather,” mrd Fatty Wynn emphatically, “You can
rely upon mo when it comex to (hat, Blake, and I'll do il
with pleasure.”

Tho chief of tho New ITouse juniors nodded.

“Right you are, Blake!” .

“Whip round for the tin, you chaps!"” said Tom Merry.
,As most of the juniors had reccived ket-monoy sonic
timo on Buturday they were prevty flush on Monday, and
they made up a handsomo sum by gcueral contributions.

Fatty Wynn's eyes glistencd as he received nearly n
pound in silver.

Qeorgoe!
exclaimed.

“Lhat's vight! We'll undertake to come back with good
npfumitoa.”

“"Yaas, wathal]”

And the Bchool ITouwse clinms left tho gates and took
tho dusty road to Northwood, It was o long, long walk.
hut tho boys were fit and keen, and they did not care
for that.

They were a couple of miles from Ht, Jim’s, and in n
I?ncly 'nnd shadowy lane, when Tom Merry  suddenly
stopped.

“What was that?” he muttered.

“I didn’t kco anything,” said Dlake.

"No, I didn’t; but I heard something.”

“What was it?”?

“ Hark 1”

Tho juniors listened iniently,

Round them were the trees, heavy and dark and silent.
snvo for the rustlo of the winter wind in the leaflc.-
branches,

I'lirough -the silonce came vinging a faint cry:
“Telp 1» o Y

I can get a vipping feed for this!” he

Tt was faint and far off, but unmistakuble.

“ Holp 1"

Tomn Merry's eyes flashed.

“You heard that?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Let's buzz on 1” cxclaimed Blake, breaking into a run.

. The juniors dashed forward. The road they were follow-
ing was a loncly one, and had an unenviable reputation
us_tho sceno of moro than one outrage by footpads.

The juniors had not the lcast doubt that somo luckless
wayfarer had boen attacked by thieves, and, judging feom
his crir for help, he was probably being hurt as well as
robhed,

Not for an instant did tho juniors of St. Jim's hesitate
to go to tho rescue. As for tlo danger, they not only did
not caro for it, but they did not even think of it till they
wero on the scene,

Thoy ran swiftly along the shadowy lane., Two figures
camo into sight, and then a third, and again the cry
ra'r‘ii‘olutlghroush the silent woods that bordered the lane,

elp

A young man in a bowler hat and an overcoat was
defending himself against the attnck of two roughly clad
men, who were evidently sccking to get him down,

Jack Blake gave a cry.
“My hat, Frank |”
'I"Il‘unl: FBI:I:]: IBl I‘iuu l::m " ‘ ’ l
was Fran ake, the young footballer—the gallant
forward of Northwood Athletio—t‘rho was dcfonding him.
self duﬁerltel against two ruffians.

Tom Merry & Co. dashcd on at top speed. Tho footpads
were too busily engaged to heed them. Tho attack camo
wholly b lurpriag. 5 ped ‘

'om Merry an anners gras, ono of the ruffians
from behind and dragged him over in the dust, while Blaxe,
Herrios, and Digby scizcd the other. Lowther and D'Arcy
wero only a moment behind.

The ruffians uttered yells of eurprize and rage as My
were seized, but they had little chance of resisting the odds.
: 'I'hoz_wnro down, and the juniors of St. Jim's wero

serambling over them like cats,

“Got 'em!” panted Tom Merry.

Rlake sprang towards his brother.

* [Frank |”

‘1“!}9 iitl:;fthwood winger uttered a cry of amazement,
*Jac

Jack Blake grasped his brother’s hand and shook it again
Tar Gem Lisearr.~No. 1,303. k
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and again. Frank stared at him in amozement. Tho two
ruffians were squirming under the weight of the juniors, and
yelling for mercy now,

“J—I never expocted to sce you, Jack 1" grasped Frank

Blake, “Wlhat on carth are you doing so far from the
school 1" ,

“Thereby hangs a tale,” said Blake. “What are wo
going to do with these rotters?”

‘I'he footballer laughed. ;

“Well, they scem to have been pretty well punished
already, I tﬂtl‘(‘ sny they've had enough.”

“Yane. wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “I lhave been
stwikin’ this one violently, and I must suy that he has had
a feahful thwashin'”’

' And I'vo nearly squaghed this one ! chuckled Manners.
“Ilo will want a new eye and another nose to-morrow,”

“Owl Lemme gol”

“Gerroff 1"

“Let thom go!” laughed Frank Blake. *They won't, feel
fit for any moro hooliganism to-night or for some time to
come to judge by their looks.”

The footballer of Northwood was right,

The two footpads had been very roughly used, When
the juniors let them go they crawled away and disappeared
into the darkness with many a groan.

— — —

CHAPTER 15,
A Guest In Study No. 6!

RANK BLAKE shook hands with Tom Mcrry & Co.
as his brother introduced them. He had been saved
from o tight fix by tho arrival of the juniors on
the scene.

‘There was no doubt that the footpads had intended to use
any amount of violence to overcome his resistance, and tho
young Yorkshireman was not the kind of fellow to give in
whila he could strike a blow in defonce of his belonginfu.

“I'm jolly glad you came up!” he suid. *But surcly you
are not allowed so far from the school at this time? 1 hope
this is not an escapade, Jack ?”

Juck Blake grinned. ,

“If it isy it'v your fault, What do you mean by holting
n\:ajr ffoln;u home and making me anxions about you't”

ack |"

“ Blessed il something doesn’t always hnEpun. oxcopt when
I'm home in the holidays!” said Jack Blake. “Never knew
such a chap as you are for getting into trouble. What were
vou doing here, come to that?”

Frank fuugh.ed and coloured.

“1 was coming to Bt, Jim's——"

“Coming to see me?” .

“Oh, nol I shouldn't have come in. I was going (o tako
u look at the school, that’s all. I wanted u trot for exorcise,
unyway, :nd I thought I might as well come in this direc-
tion. ut you—"

“Weo mn?i coming for you. It's all right; these chaps
know all about it.”

“Indeed I" .

* We want you to come to ton in SBtudy No. 6 in the School
[House,” explained Blake. “Wc were coming over with the
invitation,

“How on earth did you know——"

Blake chuckled.

“We saw you on Baturday.”

“Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, deah boy, It was
thwough me. T took up the case of the mystewious disap-

cawance in my capacity of amatuah detective, and I took
5 nck to the football ground at Northwood—"

" Well, of all the—""

“1 pwesume that you do not denf. Blake, that I took you
to the football udd? You and Tom*Mewwy both agwoed
that Itwu”!al ah of the partay.”

“" “

“Also that I took up the case in my pwofessiona!
capacit d

*“Yes; but—"

“Therofore, the case is made out.”

“There’s no connection——"

“Weally, Blake, I have pwovided you with an_explana-
tion. I am not bound to pwovide you with a bwain to
undahstand it | lnchArthur Augustus, with great dignity,

Frank Blake laughed.

“Well, whatever the reason, you've found me,” ho said.
“I'm sorry for this, Blake, as you will bo bound to tell the
pater, and I shall have to leave Northwood.”

Never mind that now,” gaid Blake.
come to 8t. Jim's to tea now.”

“I'm afraid it's impossible,”

“Rats!" said the younger brothcr cheerfully. *I——"

“ Weally, Blake, I should wecominend twoatin' your oldah
bwothah ‘with pwopah wespeot, as he is almost ‘cortain te
cur up wustay."

“You've got to
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“Dry up, Gussy, and don't interrupt your uncle! You
see, Fr’ IE you"v’{'got to come. po the fellows at the
school have found out that zou’vo bolted from home, an

oy are starting a yarn that you busted the paternal cash-

s £ulim nary canter,”

Frank Blake started.

“Ia it possible?”

“Fact, my son!” said Jack, calmly oblivious of the fact
that ho was eight or nine years his brother’s junior. “That's
how the case stands. I've biffed some of them; but, bless
‘gu. follows nre too obstinate to be convinced by more

lnnf. Nothing will convinco them that you are not scoot-
ing from the police—but one thing. You'll have to show
up at Bt. Jim's.”

“ But=but J——"

“You oan't leave mo in such a fix, when you've bronght it
pll on me,”

One of the roughs pretended to -lnmbl.oli rolled right upon D'Arcy, and sent him reeling.

a yell. He staggered, his silk hat fell

, and he made a wild olutoh at it to save it.
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“Yes, you could—you could have laid low for a bit. You
know the dad; he soon gets over his tantrums, and he'd have
been sorry.” |

“Well, I was in o temper, too|"*

“Of course you wero—silly assl”

*Look hers, Jack—" . o

“I'm looking—and I can soe a champion duffer,” said
Jack Blake uncompromisingly. “You've plsgnd the giddy
ox, and you know it. You've got to go back.

“T shan’t go back |

“ Obatinate ass 1”

. Ii’lu nl?‘t obstinaoy. I'm a firm chap,”

The brothers walked on in silence. Frank showed signs of
hositating agoin when the gates of Bt, Jim's came in sight.
But Jack kept a tight hold on his arm,

“You've got me into a fix,” ho said. “You've got to

The swell of 8t. Jim's gave
Everything in his hande went by

the board and there was a scattering of small siiver |

“I—1 suppose not.”

“Come on, then " .

Blake slipped his arm_through his brother’s, and led him
off towards the school, Frank hesitated a moment, and then
slowly acceded. . .

Tom Merrg & Co, dropped a little behind, from motives of
delicacy. The brothers were free to talk unheard.

“Nice sort of giddy goat you are, to hop off like that
without asking my leave,” Juck Blake said severely. “I
am—-

“Look here, Jack] 1 can’t go back,” said Frank
“It was about football, in ghl first place.
oughtn't to have lost m{ temper——="

‘*No rerhn s about it.”

“ Well,
me out,

“1 don’t suppose he meant it for a momont. And, besides,
}t tsgr;rg'd you right, if you lost your temper with your own
ather.

Fronk Blake looked angry for a moment, and then he

smiled.
. wo"' I took hi hi »
“Tike'n silly uﬂﬂ ot his word, Jack

“I suppose I couldn’t do anything else?”™

uictly.
Porhaps 1

I admit 1 ougﬁtn‘t, then; but the guv'nor ordercd

Blessed if I ean understand you, Frank.
I should think you were

ot mo out.

ou've been away some time;
anxious to mako it up with dad.”

“Bo I am; but——->

“1 understand; you won't give in.”

“Well, I'd concedo the point in dispute, as far as thot
gcmuj.t }Jut I can’t make the first overturcs. I can’t, and I
won't 1”

“Well, come in and have tea, and stop the cads jawing.
T suppose you can do that much, Mr, High and Mighty?"

Frank laughed.

“Yes, rather I

Tho Luniorl and their ghm-at cntored the quad, and. passed
on to the School Housze. Alr. Railton, the Houscmaster, met
them as thoy went in, and he looked at Frank,

“My brother Frank, sir,” said Blake, ~ * You met him
when he cume down for tho sports, sir. Ho's the new
winger of Northwood Athletic, sir,”

Mvr, Railton shook hands with the young footballer,

A dozen fellows had heard the words, and Gore and
Mellish, who wero thero, looked at one another with rather
sickly oxpressions, ~ They could gucss Blake’s molive for
thus” parading bis brollior_hefore the House, and they
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fervently noped that Jack had not mentioned to the big,
muscular fellow the names of his slanderers,

Mellish silently slid away, and Gore looked nervous and
uncomfortable, Jack Blake gave him one look, and then
passed him without further notice.

Figgins & Co. were in Btudy No. 6 preparing the tea, and
:E::: l;:l an appetising scent of frying bacon and cggs and

“Hallo! You're early!” oxclaimod Figgins, looking up.

“Yaas, wathah! I h{dn't to go all : way, as mst
D’&xml: on the woad. Welcome to Study No. 6, ‘deah boy 1”

Well, tea’s almost ready,” said Fatty Wynn. “It won't
tako m'lonc to finish.”

nd et long the juniors and their guest were sitting down
to a solid and appetising meal in the famous study.

— ——

CHAPTER 16.
Father and Son !

HE study was small, and the juniors numcrous. But
the juniors of St. Jim's were accustomed to close
quarters on such occasions.
They left the fuent. of the evening plenty of room,
and that was the principal point,

I'rank Blake was hungry, and it was a pleasant experi-
enco to the new winger of Northwood Athletio to be enter-
tained to ten by an eager band of schoolboys. And the
latter, ncedless to say, were immensely glad to have Jack
Bloke’s brother for their guost.

They _vied with one another in making Frank comfort-
able. Even Fatty W{nn ate enough for three ordinary
follows in his hospitable anxicty to do Frank down in the
\'eﬁ best possible style.

othing was heard in the study but tho clink of knives
?ndtforlu. cups and saucers, and the merry voices of the
castors,

But there was a shade at times on the face of Jack Bluke.
Ho was_thinking of the reunion that had been planned in

Study No. 6.
When would his father arrive? He had said that he
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would come, and Blake had calculated that he would be
there about seven, It was past seven now, und he had not
reached the school. It would bo lmJ:onlbfo to keep Frank
there aftor cight at the latest, and if Blake or were
delayed after that hour the whole schemo would fall to
picces. And so Jack did not enjoy his tes very muoh.

A good many fellows came along the passage to look into
thy crowded study to see Blake's brother, Tho news that
he was also the famous new winger of Northwood had
spread through the school, and it caused keen excitement.

Gore & Co. were frowned into silonce on all sides now.
Tho story invented by Mellish was a palpable falschood;
but it was pretty certain, at the same time, that the juniors
had taken the only means of refuting it,

Half-past seven rang from the clock tower, Tea was
really over, and Frank Blake laughingly refused to have
any more, though Fatty Wynn produced the most tempting
jam tarts and cream puffs.

“'Nuff’s as good as a feast,” he remarked. “I've had a
n;:ring feed, and I'm awfully obliged. And now I think I
had bettor be going,"

“Not yet " exclaimed Blake in alarm.

b Wh‘v not !'' demanded his brother.

“Well, we haven't secn much of you yet. We want you
to tell us about tho league matches ybu've played in, too.
Besides—"'

3 There was a footstep in the pnssage and a tap on the
oor,

“Come in1" oried Blake,

His heart was beating hard.

The door opened. An elderly, grave-featured gentleman
looked into the room.

Trank Blake sprang to his feet.

* Father 1"

“Dad!"” exolaimed Jack.

The juniors all rose. They were silont,  IMather and
cldest eon looked at one anothiier quictly and steadily, and
Frank’s_oyes drop&md.

Tom Merry mado a sign to his comnrades, They under-
stood. Quietly they |li;’>ped from the study, and the fathoer
and his two sons were lelt alone,

Mr. Blake did not seem to notice ir.
hl.‘l'd out hlis hand to his eldest son.

L] ran "

ke came in and

did not you come back, my boy{"

“Dad I'"" said Frank, choking.

Ho took the outstretched hand of his fatlior, and the toars
were dropping from his eyos.

“You—you came here for me,” ho muttered.

“We both owe it to Jack,” said Mr. Blake, with an affec-
tionate glanco at his younger son. ~ “Thank Hcaven for
what_he has done! My boy—my hoy, do you not think
that I soon regretted what I had said? That I would have
givon anything to recall the words; to recall my son 7"

“Father I’

“I was wrong, Frank; and you wcre wrong. But
now—-""

“Now I ask you to forgive me, dad. I was a fool and a
rotter. T ought to have given in, But I will give in now I"
exclaimed Frank.,  “I won't say another word on that
mhloct again.’ .

Mr. Blake shook his head.

“Nothing of the kind, my boy. I was hasty, I was
wrong. But if you had ﬁean a little more patient I should
have come to see the matter in the proper light. You shall

lay for your club as an amateur—I know, from Jack's
otter, how {on are winning fame in the profeulonnl ranks
—but you shall play for your home team, Frank, and your
father will be proud to see you play.”

Frank Blake could not speak, he could only press his
father's hand in silence,

Jack stole quietly from the study. He met Arthur
Augustus in the passage, and in the exuberance of hin
spirits gave him a tremendous slap on the shoulder.

Arthur Augustus gave a whoop.

“Ow! You uttah ass—"' .

“It's all right!" shouted Blake, dancing round the stag-
goring swell of 8t. Jim's. “It's all screnc!”

“1 am vowy glad to hear it,"’ said D'Arcy. "I;ut weally
I wi'u.h you would modewate your twansport a little, deah

Y.

Glad enough were Tom Merry & Co. to hear the news.
And when Mr. Blake and his eldest son left the school, they
gathered to send a ringing cheer after Jack's father and
tho winger of Northwood Athletic,

THE END.
(Martin Clifford writes another tip-top yarn of Tom

Merry & Co. in next week’'s GEM, cntitled “ Hero and
Cad!" This famous author iz at his best in this grand



TALK from Mr. Railton,
School House master,
subject of * Ambition” started
the discussion,

The average fellow is usually rather
thy of admitting that he has any par-
tigular ambition, as thoughtless idiots
who haven't any ambition beyond slack-
ing are apt to cackle. Geese, howover,
will always cackle, und it is well to
romoember that it takes real stuffing to
docide to make something of yourself
and carry it through in spite of all
obstacles,

Arthur AuEusgua D'Arcy, the model of
fashion in thio junior school, surprised
me by attesting very serious ambitions
for the future, X

“You have heard of Mussolini, the
Italian Pwime Ministah * asked D’Arcy.

I askod who bhadn't, \

“While I do not agwee with all that
Mussolini does, I havo a gweat wegard
for him es & man of action,” raid
Gussy solemnly. “I think he is com-
pawable to Napoleon and othah gweat
men. Most of these gweat men
oventually get a boe in their bonnots
and spoil their own work, But that is
no reason why a fellow of tact and judg-
moent should not go ona bettah, is it1”
I asked if Gussy contemplated follow-
ing Napoleon and Mussolini,

In diffewent mannah, ,yos.” admitted
tho swell of 8t. Jim's. “Of course, 1
want to bwing about weforms as gontly
us possible, hope someo day to stand
for DParliament, and when I am
eloctoy—="

“You mean if you are elccted?” I
luqicsted.

“1 havo no doubt that I shall got in,”
said Gussy modestly, “ With evuwybor.iy
talkin' such blather nowadays, people
will be glad to have a fellow of tact an’
judgment.”

*Ah, yos!"” 1 agrecd,

“And when 1 am a fully fledged
memboh I intend givin' tho Pwime
Ministah ono or two tips—="

“I'hat ought to checr him upl” 1
grinned

“Yaas, it ought to,” agweed Gussy
lnnooe;:tfy. “Tho Cabinct needs wecon-
sr.\a-uctln", too. have a scheme for
that—"

(tussy started suddenly.

*What's wrong?” 1 inquired,

“Bai Jove! I almost forgot 1 have
to finish my lines for Lathom! Unfor-
tunately, i am not a membah of 'arlia-
mont yot, you know.”

I left QGussy busy with his lines,
Parliament forgotten. But whether
Arthur Augustus ever reaches the House
of Commons or not, he is to be con-
gratulated on his determination to do
something besides wearing a silk hat.
Good luck, Gussy |

The next follow I bumped into was
Kerr of the New House. Kerr is a
canny Scot, and he has his plans for the
future cut und dried. His father is a
hlg industrial man, and Kerr has
schemos in mind to reorganiso industr
in tho North. As Kerr never fails wit
his chess problems, I have a suspicion
that in due courso ho will apply his
ll:l!m'lii brain to industry with marked
affact.

Crossing the quad I encountered
Munt{ Lowther, who was rotailing a
oke to Tom M'erry and Mannors and

lake and Herries. Judging by their
lnughter, it was quite funny.

“Monty wants to go on the stago"‘
said Tom Morry, as I came up, *

the
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think he'd be a roaring succoss, don’t

on the youl

0

“It im't o:ltlly a question of beinﬂ
a good comedian, you know,” sai
Lowther, “It means sticking it for
months, and possibly ycars, in small
{mm till you get a really big chance.

'vo mot one or two broken-down
actors in Wayland, They hover round
the Wayland Theatro in the hope of
seeing on old friend. It's a hard life,
they warn me, Very few glet to the
top, and hundreds fail. But I'm goin
to be one of the fow. After all, there’s
plenty of room at the top, they say.”

And Lowther’s face brightened.

One of these dn‘ya Lowther’s ambitions
may be realised in eleotrio lights, Who
knows? .

“Can you imagine Dr. Holmes and
Railton and Ratty in the stalls, listen-
ing to me!” asked Lowther, chucklin,
at the thought. “ What a giddy triumph
for the School House "

Fi‘gﬁma strolled up to us.

“What's that about a triumph for the
Bchool House?” asked Figgins, “I
there's any mum&h knocking around, it
belongs to the New House,”

I seized tho chanco to ask the long-
Icﬁm:d Figgins what he intends to do
when ho leaves school.

“1'd like to represent England at the
Olympio Gamest” ho answered, “I%
like to specialise in sprinting, the high
jump, and boxing. shouldn't like to
sy that I shall bo good onough. But
there’s no harm in trying, is theret”

1 agreed that thero isn't, and wishned
Figgj all the luck in tho world. A
8t. Jim’s man at the Olympic Games
would be a feather in tho cap of the
old school,

Fatty Wynn, after some thought,
docided that he lind no very startling
ambition. Ho would, however, like to
own and direct a largoe hotel, giving his
personal attention to the restaurant,
and copkm? tho most succulent dishes,

Having learned from Percy Mollish
that he desirca nothing but an “easy
time,” I taxed Walter Adolphus D’Arcy,
the scamp of tho Third. ally said he
had not thonfht about the matter much,
having o lot to do already, running
tho Third Form and keeping an eye
on his “major,” Arthur Augustus. Ho
admitted, howover, that ho has a passion
for motor racing, and would like to
try to lower tho speed record set ur by
8ir Malcolm Campbell. Wally will have
to wait a whilo before he attompts that,
however.

Fmallr‘, Tom Merry told me that he
would like to enter the Colonial Service.
Certainly, Merr{ is an ideal type to
send overscas to represent the Old
Country  But what Miss Priscilla
Fawcott will havo to say when she hears
of tho idea I don't know.

At least it is pretty plain that 8t.
Jim's men are looking ahead and
keeping well abreast of the times!

AUTOMATIC INTERVIEWS :
GEORGE KERR SPEAKING

“You're quite right—all the clever

ople come from Scotland!” assented

err, without the ghost of a smile,

“It's to be expected, when you re-
member that we have the fineat city in
the word—Edinburgh—the finest foot-
ballers in the world, the fincst climate,
and——""

“The fincst climatef’ I cjaculated.
“1 understand it is nearly always misty
in Scotland "

“Don't you believe it!” retorted Kerr,
“The sun shines in_ Scotland just as
much as anywhere clse. And where else
would you find the wonderful soenery—
the mountains and lakes and moors—
that you find in Scotland? Then look
at our histary—one long list of triumpha
against the mmudiu! Englis

“But didn't the Scots do any maraud-
ing, too?” I asked.

“Wae defended our rights,” answered
. “For years we kept the Engliih
at bay—"

“What about the Dattle of Bannock:
burn?" I inquired gently,

“We had to give you a chance some-
times,” said Kerr imperturbably. “ And
then, when finally the English and Seot-
tish Crowna were wunited, England
accepted a Scottish King—James 1."

You can't out-argue Kerr, 80 I asked
what were his favourite pastimes,

“Qhess and amateur acting,” said

‘It Kerr, “and football and cricket and

boxing.”

I didn't ask which he is best at. Kerr
is a true Secot, and, like most Scots, good
at cecrythingl

A CHALLENGE FROM THE THIRD.
THE JUNIOR XI, 23, THE
IRD, 1.

The above remarkablo foothall score
was tho result of o “fredk” mate
between tho Junior Eleven in all its
might and _the fags of the Third, led
by‘WnlIy D’Arey.

D’'Arcy minor, the most irrepressiblo
fag at 8t. Jim's, startled the ﬁuniut'
committee by sending them a challenge
hranding thom as funks if thoy refused
it. As Wnllly threatened to put_up o
notice in Mall branding tho Junior
Eleven as funks, something had to
dono about it. 'I'om Marry docided to

offer Wally an unoflicial match, to
played after classes. If tho Third
showed up well against the Junior

Eleven, Merry agreed to &wo_ him a
proper fixture. If not—'nuff said |

Wally and his men jumrod at the
chance, but before the ball had been
rolling long they wished most hoartily
that tlex had not been so cager |

Tom Merry & Co., justly incensed,
went all out to pile up the score, and,
00d us the fags were in their own class,
they had no chance against tho stalwarts
of the Fourth and 8hell.

Tom Merry osonod the scoring with
a hat-trick, and Blake, nothin daunted,
aquallod his performance, D’Arcy major
mlowcd up with a brace of goals, and
Monty Lowthor netted a couplo as well.
Long-logged' Georgo Figgins then camo
into the picture, and nctted four times
consccutively, and by this time. the
Third wero almost dropping |

The score piled up higher and hi%he!‘,
and Wally and his men wero on their
last legs as ''om Merry popped in the
twenty goal Tho gamo was only
half an hour old, but the fags were
beaten to _the wide,

Wally D’Arcy mado one last dcuﬁpllh
ing cffort on his own, and, taking Fatty
Wynn completely off his guard, he
netted for the Third, wild
applauso from the fags.

t was the last kick of the mntch{
for, with his blushing honours thiel
upon him, Wall urncefullr withdrew
the challenge and retired—with dignity 1

amid
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BATTLER BART CREWISON SOLVES—

By

CECIL FANSHAWE. —=

- e -

Some think that Skull Island fs hawnted by ghosts, but Bettlor Bart and his brother Dick ave determined fo lay
those M—aul&u“—mhcmmr

CHAPTER 1.
Skull Island !

M IG fella light he no look along us! He no walk
about, master |” Tokelau Jim bawled over his
shoulder, *'Me fright along this storm too much !”

The stalwart Kanaka bo'sun stood swaying on
the deck of the Radio Ray. He gripped the rails and
stared into the howling darkness with horrified g{'m as’ the
little schooner bucked and pitched in the SBouth BSecas

typhoon.

ygut not even the fact that they were tearing through

tho perilous Horner Straits without a glimmer showing

from lBlmll Island Lighthouse could dismay * Battler” Bart
rewison.

“CGammon I” roared Battler, knees jammed in the bucking
steering-wheel. “You no fright, my lad. Plenty soon wo
:’elo hill?. fella light, then we go through these straits like

ages

Battler's shout rose cheerily above the howl of wind and
drum of waters. But well he knew the schoonor's peril,
and was inwardly puszled at the failure of the lighthouse.
If no light showed soon he would have to investigate it.

1l around lay invisible islands, porilous shoals and reefs,
and terrific currents raced up Hornor Btraits. There would
bge more than one wreck by dawn if 8kull Island Light-
house remained in darkness. .

It was a mystery, that liﬁhthnuse which stood on the
shore of an unexplored, jungle islu.nd in the middle of the
straits, Battler know the grim stories about it.

Two successive keepors had been found dead when wrath-
ful shipmasters called to demand reasons for the light's
failure, ird had vanished without trace, leaving the
dug: lighthouse empty; another had becen removed raving
ma

But Battler and his young brother Dick were not the
fellows to be scared by mystories. Thoy were on a rush job
in their ljttle schooner, which was manned by a crew ot
five Kanakas.

They had contracted to recruit fifty savage labourcrs for
o coconut plantation within a fortnight, to pay a nift
fino for every day overdue. It would have been a tough
job In any case; now, with s typhoon racing up Horner
Btraits, and the mystery Lighthouse invisible once more, it
seemed impossible.
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But stall Battler hoped to see the light shine out suddenly,
He 3}““’ into the gloom, Jrippiu e wheal with powerful
hands, his face lashed by flying spray.

On raced the Radio Ray, pounded by seas that thundered
against her sides, bucking, shuddering from nose to stern.
Overhead the gale roared like an express train, and the
wind came shouting out of the darkness, roaring and yell-
ing like a wild beast.

In Battler's ears was the wild clatter of gear aloft, the
yells of the dismayed Kanakas, and the crash of wators,
At each roll of the schooner he lurched heavily, was fung

asping against tho wheol; from the engine-room came o
vorrid clamour of iron things falling.

Brief glim Battler of stars flying madly over-
h.-.E. 'ﬁm"g'ﬁ' the murk”:nd spray hc’ nflmpud’ white-

crested waves, and tlim.il fores! shores that loomed up

blackly. But no light showed from Skull Island, and by
lr:nw attler reockoned he was close off the mysterious light-

ouse,
“It's no go, Dick, old lad!” he roarcd between booming
gusts. “I know these infernal straits—could get our hooker
through. But it's ug to us to scotoh this rotten mystery; we
must got that light fizzing, Otherwise umpteen wrocks before
this blow's over! I'm going to run in to investigate.”

“Rather 1” ghouted tho oil-grimed Dick, fourishing a
spanner.

The lad fought his way back to the little cramped engine.
room, shouting to brown Tokelau Jim to give a hand and
to set the other Kanakas lashing down loose goar on deck.

Both brothers were imbued with the proper spirit,
Desperately keen though they were to carry out their con.
tract to reoruit the wanted labourers in time, neither would
casually have left that blind lighthouse on their stern.

It was a monace to all shipping venturing into the straita.

But Battler could have takon the Radio Ray through
the storm and darkness, for he knew evory shoal, reef, and
current here like the palm of his hand.

Lithe and muscular, over six feet in his socks, and broad-
shiouldered, Battler Bart was a mighty smart skipper. I'rom
the Solomons to the Bpico islands the young giant was
known as Battler, becauso he was never hu;ﬁlor than when
butting into a fight against odds or pitting his strength and
skill against the clementa.

But never Lad even Battler encountcred so strange a
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mystery ns this Skull Island Lighthouse, Its keepera died
mysteriously without visible cause, vanished without trace,
wero removed raving mad, Horner Straits were perilous
enough without that.

“T'll jolly well scotch this hoodoo for keeps!” Dattler
lavghed grimly as he wrenched the wheel round. “We
can't have a comio lighthouse in these parts !’

Round came the handy Radio Ray in a smother of foam.
8he lay over, then she waa racing through the dark welter
of wind and waves for the dim shore.

There cameo to tho brothers’ ears tho thunder of a reef.
Then they glimpsed foaming breakers and a black wall of
thrashing junglo somo distance beyond. Disaster seemed
imminent. But Battler knew tho spot. Away on his left he
ot 8 blurred glimpse of the ramshackle tower that was
kull Island Lighthouse, which was nothing more or less
than_a circular two-storied wooden shack, with the glass

ougoln uuzr. .

ho orude structure, on a jumble of rocks, separated from
the jungle by o strip of sand, showed up gaunt against the
ttars for a second, A few minutes later Dattler ran his
schooner up the narrow mouth of a jungle-walled lagoon, to
drop anchor inside it.

" Now to tackle the hoodoo, Dick!” he laughcd, dashing
salt spray from his eyes, *“We'll have that jolly old light
winking again in two ticks!”

"Wémt 510 deuco has happened to this kecper?” Dick
gasped.

"gl he's pushed off or gone off his onion, m'lad,” Battler
said soberly, “one of us'll have to stop and kecp the light
going, while the other takes the schooner and crew to
recruib our fifty woolly-headed labourers, as per contract.
Cot that?"

“Yes. I'll stop, Dattler. It'll need a mighty powerful
hoodoo to make mo let that light out 1"

“Good lad! Como on!” .

The jungle seemed to close like o black wall all round
the lagoon. 'The wind was still roaring overhead, causing
the upper branches to thrash and beat wildly, But the
wator in here was calm, and in a few scconds the brothers
wore Eullmg for shora in tho schoonor's boat,

Both took rifles, for there was no knowing into what
they might bump, and the morshes and crecks were suro to
bo haunted by crocodiles. With them went the stalwart
Yokelau Jim, armed with a cane knife. All three carried
clectrio torches,

They moored the boat to a great, knotted mangrove root,
then plunged into the rank jungle,

Alnmost instantly their fect sank deep in black coze. Then
they were stumbling forward over gnarled roots, hacking
through denso undergrowth l|i¥ ing into marshy lholes.
Thorns ripiod their tropica’ clothing; creepers and vines
tugged at their sun-hclmets; wet loaves slapped their faccs
like giant hands, ’

But the torches cleaved a bright path through the black-
ness, and brown Tokelau Jim stecred for tho shore of the
island mstmotivelﬁ.

Buddoenly pll three burst out of the jungle on to the
sandy foreshore, to sco the ramshackle lighthouse looming
up against dark sca. 8till no light showed from the eight-
alule ‘g'tl!au cupola. &kull Islapd Lighthouse secmed entirely
deserted,

Icads bent to the gale, Battler and Dick went plunging
along tho raised gangway which conntcted the building
with'the shore, their footfalls thudding on the thick planks,

Btraining his cyes, Battler saw a large rainwater tub
bealdo the door, He leapt forward, gripped the door-handle
in his huge fist, and shook it violently.

" Locked | he growled, *“It scoms the blighted kecper

ot fed-up and pushed off. Woll, we've no time to lose.

tand back, my lads 1" )

In faot, tho brothers had no time to lose on mysteries,
with their recruitinf contract running out against time,
meanwhile, and likely to cost them a packet if they wero
lato on it. Tecth clenched, Battler gripped his rifle, swung
it above his head, then—

Crash| The door burst open, and in tumbled the brothers,
with Tokelau Jim panting on their heels.

Dick swung his torch round, and the white beam revealed
s bunk against the timbered wall, an open doorway, with a
ladder leading away upwards. Tho beam fcll on a rough
table and chairs and coloured pictures, torn from maga-
eines, pasted on the walls, But there was no sign of the
I:ghtflquuo kecper. The bunk, half-hidden by a white
mosquito curtain, with smooth blankets, soemed not to have
been used for days.

“Yea; tho rotter’s cleared out, and left ships to look out
for themselves I” Dick lnnpped angrily. “8o I'll jolly well
bave to stop hére an

*“No, old lad. There he is.”

Dick gasped, and nunlg round,

s pulse

y Somcthing in Battler's
grim tones made hi s leap.

The lad looked where

Battler's torch threw a white shaft of light, Then he saw
the keeper of Skull Island Lighthouse lg-mg back in a long
cane chair, with his cyes shut and his fists clenched on the
arm-rests,

“Dead " snapped Baitler, removin% his
helmet as he crossed over. *'He's tho fifth keeper to come
to a ?uecr end in four months! What the deuce docs it
mean

battered sun-

—

CHAPTER 2.
Battler Disappears !

ATTLER, Dick, and Tokelau Jim stood tense for o
few seconds, gripping their rifles, aghast and
bewildered.

There came to their cars tho thunder of the reef,
the howl of the win% the clatter of a loose sheot in the
iron roof overhead. Despito the gale. tho air was hot and
heavy inside the lighthouse, an
brothers' faces,

“Finish along him fella, mastor 1” the biﬁ Kanaka %lsped
uncasily, rolling his eyes. * What name him finish? No
stick um spear. No bang um head belong him,”

In fact, there was no wound on tho dead keeper of tho

light. Nor was there any sign of a scrap. The room was

{)n order, and it was plain the man had died after locking
imself inside,

Battler shook his head, then swung round,

. ""The light1” he snapped. “We muast do this r chap's
ob instanter! We may lote our contract, Dick, old lad,
ut I'm not going to lcave this island until the myltor{;l
scuppered | We'll make Horner Btraits safe somchow, by
thunder 1”

Ho leapt through the inner door, his jaw squared, and
all threo went lhuddini,'up the ladder to the upper room.

The mystery baffled Battler. Never in all his ol?emnce
of the South Beas had he et anything like it. He dotor-
mined to solve it, and make the perilous straits safe for
‘I"P,le at all costs. ) "

“You bet wo will1” Dick gritted.

They flung thcmsclves into the upper room, to find o
l:qﬁe crude lantern. Krom a large guh of paraffin in the
mi d'lo' of the room cight wicks ran up to burners fixed
on a circular iron frame, and round the burners stood the
m{hl-nded ﬁlun cupola.

Crude, indeed, was Skull Island Lighthouse. But when
alight it served to keep the remoto straits safo for Chincso
junks, native proas, and trading tramp steamers. A husty
cxamination of the burners showed that the wicks had burnt
out a day pmvioull{.

t lon,

sweat ran down the

“ Lucky it wasn’ P"!" napped Battler,

They trimmed and lit the wi':ﬁu, and in a few minutes
yellow beams of light oncoe more shone forgh into the windy
troplonl night. Then Battler spun round.

“I'll stay!” he frowned,

“Bo blowed to that! I'm not scarcd of hoodoos, old
bean I” Dick cried atoutl{. “Boo here, if you'll get me some
rub and paraflin—that tub's half-empty—from the schooner
"Il stick here and run the lighthouse. You sail on an

recruit our woolly-heads, then call back for me.”

Stoutly the lad pointed out that if he kept tho light
burning there was no nced to fall down on their rocruiting
contract, after all, But he couldn't skipper the Radio Ray.
Only Battler could take the schooner on, with a typloon
roaring up the straits,

In a weck at most, Battler could call back for his youn,
brother, after eolloet}ng the woolly-lcads and sending wor
by sonie vessel for a new lighthouse keeper,

Battler hesitated.

“But your scheme scems O.K., old son|" he growled at
last, not liking it inwardly, *"It's migh? stout of you!
Well, I'll got you Erub and paraffin, There's drinking
water in that rain-tub outside,”

He gripped Dick's hand, then thum{md away down the
ladder with Tokelau Jim. Stalwart, fcarless Kanaka
though the latter was, he was mighty glad to quit the
mystery lighthouse. .

Abovo the howl of wind, Dick heard the outor door
bang below him. Then ho was alone, and littlo gueseed
what was to happen cfore Lo saw tlm big-fisted Dattler

again,

Tho lad busied himsclf with the wicks, adjusting the
flames. Ho polished the inside of tho glass cupola, and
knew his light was streaming out into the shouting gloom.
All was safe for ships at last,

Dut time passed, and Battler did not return from the
Radio Ray, with Kanakas carrying supplics,

Dick got uncasy. He could hear tho wind howling round
tho crazy building, which shook to frequent gusts. Ho
heard tho looso shect-iron clatter, and_the ladder creak.

Sweat rainoed down the lad’s face. His nerves woro stecl,
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but more than once he thought he heard stealthy steps up torch round. Then he uttored a gasp of excitement, sud:

tho dark ladder below him. Why tho deuce had previous denly spotting a leafy tunnel leading away through the

lighthouse keogerl died mysteriously, vanished, or gone jungle in the direction of the sounds. e made out the
a

orazy? What had happened to Battler? Lost his way in  tracks of naked feet,
the jungle? Dick gripped his rifle and flung himself into the tunnel,
Impossible | Battler couldn’t lose his way back to the “I wooll?-hended hm-hunten have ambushed

f an

lagoon. Tokelau Jim would have done the short double Battler, I"]’I give 'em what for 1" he muttered. “I guess

’:umoy in half an hour on the darkest night, moving by  they'll collar my napper, too, but not before I've slammed
,tinnt. some lead into ‘em, Maybo savages explain tho mystery of
“Yes! And thlgva been ;onu an hour!” Dick gritted that lighthouse—" \

ab last, “Hoy!” He shouted suddenly down tho ladder, as He broke off suddenly, Hardly could Dick believe his

the outer door banged. “You there, Battler? Buck up. eyes,

Yyou old mud-turtlo | Ho was staring into a savages' village, almost surrounded
There was no np?. by high, jungle-clad cliffs, But it was not such a village as
Dick gripped his rifle. He was in ehnp of 8kull Island iock had ever previously seen in. the S8outh Scas, though he

hthouse now,. Hoodoo or not, he didn’t mean to let the had oruised witﬂ Battler from the Marshals to the Thousand
light go out, But there was not enough paraffin in the tub Isles, had traded in Papeete, ridden tho rolling combers
lﬂ"lI the olumsy old lantern until daylight. thilt thunder on trf % oth'nmhliki.th branches of el

J i i " ere were no tha ouses in the branches of i
the l:& ::'mm.'. m‘: '3'&‘“:: h'::.;‘:::ml?:l_ﬁ Battlor up! trees, no huts on stilts. Dick was looking into a villnﬁo of

A fins] examination showed him the burners would last Yo0den huts, of which ,tl}a windows were ships' portholes,

for about two hours, then he went scuttling down the Yith chimneys of l;ho:r ventilators. Hero and there

Iadder, his heart thumping with anxioty. It would tako AmOREst tho huts stood strange, well.made wooden gods,

ighty ut : which were, in fact, ships’ figureheads.

something mighty unusual to have stopped big Battler. But Dick barely glanced at the impossible village. For
A fow minutes later, torn, lflmo% and drenched with » moment he thongh‘ he was dreaming, then n gasp of rage

Wﬁa.t.palnk mul:g on to the edge of the lagoon. left his |1r.. fssing Kanak
led up with a gasp. oou ,
He could see diml tgo ﬁudio Ray lying at anchor, her .ug:unde: I.;“ .B .ut:cl:»::d‘g? :ﬁﬁﬂ:"&ﬁf;ﬂ&d-.‘mﬁ’.

masts and funnel reflected in the black wator, could see the " i 1 ts in their
jungle wall on the farther side. But no muﬁd reached his l:ﬁf'm&ﬁ'k:}fkml':ﬂ w'Ile; 'é?,‘.- .mh?:nknel#::od tll:rou‘h
ears, ‘The little schooner lay black and silent, and Dick thejr nostrils, wore as ugly-looking a gang os over stewed
oould see their boat still lying moored to the bank. a trader or cooked a schooner's skipper,

““Clone | 'u‘rd Dick, “This takes the boiled egg! Plainly revealed by huge fires, thoy capered and danced,
What's up with this mouldy island?  First lighthouse bundhglng long k::’ive:l‘:nd bar mlﬁng apears, They
keepers | a whole crew of Kanakas—and Battler were dancing round Battler and the captive Kanakas, who
lpirluc{ away—of all people 1* were ticd with ships’ rigging to battered boat-davits, stuck

The lad stared in amasement at the dim schooner. But, upright in the ground.

Just as ho decided to row out and investigate, a stran Before the prisoners capered the blacks' chief, a huge

noise reached his ears, above the thrash of wind in the ghell-decked savage, wearing a ship's bell for a hat.

jungle-top. Dick racked his brains for a plan. Buddonhy » grim smile
ds came with ho whippod

poun infrequent a strange hoarso - flickered hi burnt features, an
bl magil i tendh e bt e vkl ety el L

8 nerves 9 Al re SOVAges on 0 t! upper at ou »
island, after all? Tokelau Jim and the other Kanakas had lad .,l.uo'iu g‘r??n'lry. as he E:n. ﬂ:ltl:‘ l:oeml they're protty

vowed it was haunted, of course, e e T it the 11 oa B Ho s ther'rs Brelty
Promptly, the blood racing in his veins, Dick played his got back in time!" .
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Dick ploughed forward in his diving-suit. ‘' Woi!" roared the horrified lslanders. ‘ Big fella demon |’ The

broke and soattered. But not all ran. The

CHAPTER 3.
Battler Wins the Day !

EN minutes of headlong dashing, -lianin s and
Plungmg along the tunnel, and Dick was back at the
ngoon,

ven us the lad burst forth, to sce the silent
schooner once more, ho heard o rustling close by. He
whipped round, riflo ren:lr. ) .

But it was only Tokclan Jim who struggled into view,
grimed with bl and mirve and with a lump over his right
eye as big os o turtle's egg.

“My word! What name you vome along here, master

asped the big Kanaka. * You hear um bush fella sing out?
My word! They jump on us and him big master when we
vome back ulong schooner. Bang wm head ! Plenty hush
fellas. They knock seven bells outa us fellas liko blazer.
All gono bany nlong us.” .

Dick gathered that Battler and Tokelau Jim had been
ambushed by waitinﬁ islanders on their return to the Radio
Ray for supplies. There must have been a whale of a scrap!
A grim smilo leapt to Dick's oyés as he pictured Battler
pasting tho savagos until overcome by numbers.

Then tho islanders, led by Chief Bell-hat, must have
swarmed over the schooner amd surprised the remaining
Kunakas. 'l'okelau Jim, drvopping stunned in thoe jungle,
had been left behind unnoticed.

*T hoard no firing " snapped Dick to himself. * But, o'
wourse, that wind round the lighthouso drowned all other
sounds, Come on, Jim!" he added briskly. ‘““Bush fella
done take big master and all your brothers along village.
We go rescue one-time,"”

“Gammon !” Tokelau Jim gasped, with bulging eyes.

The big Kanaka bo'sun was bold as u tiger-shark, but he
thought a rescue impossible. Dick, however, swiftly ex-

lained the schemo that had flashed to his mind, and then
'okelau Jim opencd his hig mouth and roared delightedly.

But there was not an instant to lose,

Dick and Tokelau Jim sprang into the boat, neglected by
1he islanders, and pulled for the shadowy schooner, In u fow
minutes they were aboard, and flung themselves down the
iron ladder into the hold.

Dick was after the diving dress which he and Battler
used when uoinf down for sponges in deep water or
salvaging valuables from wrecks. 1le soon elimbed back 1o
tho cﬂmk, hugping tho great copper, glass-fronted helmet.
He told Tokcrlu Jim to bring the canvas suit, also eome
n!ﬁlou'vu, which might come in handy.

ack to tho lagoon-bank the pair rowed with their strange
gear,

In a

Pl

frw moments,  <trangely  burdened, they were
lunging ulong the leafy tunnel that led to the islandery’

antastio village.

big chiel and two lslanders stood their groun
whistling at the lad, clanging on his copper heimet.

and three spears wen

Louder and louder sounded the conch-blowing and whoop-
ing in the village. Then once more Dick saw the red glare
of the big fire,

Straining his oyes through the trees a few minutes later,
the plucky lad gasped in relief.

“I'm in time!” he muttered, staring at Battler and the
other captives, still alive though tightly bound to the up-
right boat-davits which served for stakes. “ Now I'm going
to bo one big fella demon, Jim. Help mo into this rig
one-time,"’

Tokelan Jim's tecth flashed in a vast grin.  And it didn't
take many minutes for Dick to got into the stiff, canvas,
rubber-lined diving dross.

Then Dick asked rho big Kanaka if he knew exactly what
to do if the islanders charged instead of bolting in panio
from the * water demon.”

“My word! ' Mo savvy fino, master!” Tokolau Jim
grinned; then ho screwed tho hoavy coppor helmet down
over Dick's head and on to the lad's shoulders,

Then Dick moved forward.

He moved clumsily and stifly in the stiff diving dress.
Shwcal'._:amed off him, for the air was hot and stifling inside
the suit.

But he moved. A huge, strange figure, he waddled out
of the leafy tunnel towards the cupering islanders.  His
heart thumped anxiously as ho glared through tho glass
front of his helmet. Would his ruse work?

Suddenly tho savages spotted him. A moment later he
grinned deli htodlg. )

He saw, through his thick glass, the grotesque huts, the
plundered ventilators, portholes, and ships’ figyrehoads that
served for gods. Ho saw, too, the bound captives. And he
saw the hideously ornamented savages recoil at sight of
him, then go staggering away with squoals of terror.

The nativos had never hefore come across a diving dress |
They took Dick in his rig for a dreadful demon stumbling
out of the forcst, just as thoy were moant to do.

The lad plonghed forward. 1lo raised his fist, shook it,
then pointed at the Erilonou.

“Woi!” roared the horrified islandors, and broko and
scattered.

Away they dashed, with a clatter of shell ormaments,
through their crazy village, leaping, howling, uttering pig-
like squeals.

“ Dig felln demon !” roso shrieks of terror.

But not all ran. To his dismay, Dick saw the bir chief
whirl round with a roar of fury. Two other islanders
followed their hell-helmeted chief’s lead, then three epears
went whistling at the lad.

Two clanged on his copper diving helmet. A third clashed
on the thick glass front that seemed to the savages a
dreadful, staring eye. The spears rebounded Imrmlullk:
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At that all fled except the chief. He seemed made
desperately bold by lur:{. however, and charged the encased
lad with a plundered belaying-pin. )

Dick was alnost' helpless in his stifling suit. It seemed
his game would be up in a second.. But Tokelau Jim was
behind him in the shadows, and something the big Kanaka
&\}llrlod sizzling at the charging chief with deadly accuracy.

m——.

Bang! There was a red flash and a deafening explosion.

Tokelau Jim had cast a stick of dynamite. Down went the
black chieftain of ‘Bkull Island like a pole-axed ox, the heavy
bell on his head split from top to bottom. Buch was the
force of the explosion that jef Bell-hat had the shell
ornaments blown clean out of his ears and the 'plg"l tusk
skewer flew from his nostrils, for the dynamite burst almost
on his head.

He lay inert,

A shout of grim delight burst from Battler and the other
gaptivos. Then forward from the jungle edge ran Tokelau
Jim, brandishing a cane-knife. .

Whooping, the big Kanaka cut free the prisoners, Then
they soon dug Dick out of the divir:f-dreu. and Battler
flercely wrung his young brother’s hand,

“Bully for you and Jim, old lad I” Battler lau‘hodearimly.
“T guessed it was you in the diving-rig. You fooled those
black curs properly.”

“ Best clear out!” gasped Dick.

.“No fear, my lad!” Battler replied with his old grin.
"We need to recruit labour, ch., Why go on? 'ﬁlm
rotten black wreckers—ay, that's what they are 1—shall pay
for their misdeeds! I mean to round up the whole troop,
sliip 'em back to Port Mary, and dump 'em on that coconus

lantation down yonder. They're going to sweat for their
iving in future, by ‘thunder.” ;

* Crumbs !"” Dick grinned delightedly.

Then they picked up the Fart 's stolen rifles, dropped
by the fldeing savages, and all dashed into one of the queer
huts to watch developments through a porthole window.
iut first they bound the senseless chief, whose bell and thick

ull had saved him from death, and they left him lying
in the open.

Very soon the grim-eyed party saw black forms come
stealing back through the huts. Fingering their spears and
ihro\glng stonés, the islanders came stealing towards the

re,
hey peered around, wondering where the demon had
vanished, They looked round the huts to see if he was
hiding, waiting to pounce. They stared upwards, as if
expecting to see his balloon-like shape winging towards the
stars, hl{ looked for a hole in the ground, wondering
if ' ho had taken cover,

But the black ruffians, about ﬁftﬁ in number, couldn’t
seo the one-eyed demon anywhere, They plucked up coursgo
and whooped to each other,

Then they crowded round their helpless chief, wondering
whether to cut him free or cook him,

That moment out of their hut burst Battler, Dick, and
the five roaring Kanakas, Followed 8 wild scrimmago.

Bome of the islunders howled in terror and started to
run. Others turned .desperately at bay. But the brothers
and their crew took them by surprise and laid into them
lustily with ‘rifle butts.

Before Battler's swinging woapon shell-decked islanders
went down like ninepins, This time it was tho islanders
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taken by surprise. They were quite demoralised, too, by
the startling turn of events. There was little fight in them,
They preferred ambushes to open soraps. Also, they thought
the demon had released the prisoners and knocked out their
chief and wrecked his brass hat by fiendish magie.

Very soon a dozen lay sprawling, howling for mercy. Tha
rest: surrendered as rifles, wielded by lusty arms, ¢lubbed
them back into the centre of the village. ;

At last it was over, The disarmed islanders were fastenoed
together with cordage they had themselves stolen from
wrecked ships. Not more than ten escaped. The remainder,
roped in & long string, were the brothers’ prisoners, and
Battler, Diok, and thvir Kenaka crew started to marc
the whole gang to the Radio Ray.

“But wo must kecp that lighthouse going!” cried Dick.
“We must take supplies of paraffin and grub to it instanter,”
and added that he would be keeper of the lighthouse while
Battler ran the prisoners down to Port Mary in the
schooner,

“But what the thump did cause mysterious ends to all
those lighthouse keepers?” the lad ended,

“I'vo fot’ a notion, old lad,” Battler replied grimly.
“And I'll soon find out if I'm right.” b

Battler did, for the brothers put most of their captives
on board the schooner tinder a Kanaka guard. Then they
made the savage chief and six other prisoners gurry supplies
to the lighthouse. And theré Battler offered tho chief a
drink from the rain-water tub that stood léy the door.
Down on his face flopped the savage scoundrel, yelping
for mercy, ""‘ﬁi"f not to be forced to drink.

“You see, Dick,” Battlor scowled, kicking the islander
chief to his feet, “theso ruffians spotted that tub was used
for drinking-water by the lighthouse kecpers, so they doped
it with some poisonous drug of their own "

“The drug killed some of the keepers!” gritted Dick.

“And drove others mad,” Battler nodded grimly. * This
chief was cute enouﬂh to note that ships got wrecked on
8kull Island when the light went out, and so, drugging
the water was a cuto way of scuppering the keepers with-
out causing suspicion. I reckon the ruffians did collar and
cook one or two keepers who wero rash enopgh to wander
into the jungle,

“But we've cleaned up the mystery, Thero'H ba no mere
trouble with this li{hthoulé. for 'Chief Bell-top & Co. are
a:nnc to work on that coconut plantation down yonder for

0 rost of their lives,”

Great was the astonishment of the Port Mary plantation
owner when Battler turned up with forty ferocious-looking
labourers a whole week ahead of his contract time. The
man was s0_astonished that he paid the brothers double the
usual recruiting price, for he was in great need of labour.

Then he asked questions, But Battler waved them aside
with his well-known grin.
“My young brother nabbed them with a diving dross,”

he satd. “You needn't be afraid to make 'em sweat for
uy,’ten yoars or so. If they cut up rough ask 'om it
thoﬁ d prefer jug, I bet their rotten chief is cute eno gh
to know that ten years on a plantation is getting off liggy.”

And Chief Boll-hat did, for he had travelled a lot, and
knew what he merited fo: cutting lights off and killing
lighthouse kecpers.

(Battler Bart and his brother Dick feature in another
thrilling South Seas adventure yarn én next week's GEM !
Don’t miss it!)
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