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THE PAGE FOR PLAIN SPEAKING !

B. J. O., of Coventry, writes:

Having just bought a new bicycle, I am tempied
io cyvele to Bt Jim's School and tell you my views.

Why is Tom Merry captain of the Shell? Why
doesn’t Fatty Wynn get thin? Why isn’t Mr,
Ratcliff  better-tempered ? How many half-

week do they have at Rookwood?
19777  An answer by

holidays a
When does Baster fall in
return will oblige.

Axswer (by return): Who the thump are you,
B.J. 0.2 Who were the Ku-Klur-Klan? Are you
a member? Why don’t you eycle to Timbuetoo?
Why haven't you gone there before? 1Well, for
goadness’ sake, don’t De late starting! They
have two halves at Rookwood, same das at St
Jim's, and Faster falls on the first Sunday after
the firat full moon following March 2lst. No
answer will obiige.

‘“Would-be Explorer,” of Sittingbourne, writes:

Which is the first place I should come to if I
walked east from the North Pole? I want to
know specially, because I am thinking of doing
a bit of hiking next summer.

Axswer: I'm not buying thal one, thanks!
You can only walk south jrom the North Pole,
az everybody knows who has heen there, Mean
to say you never have?

“Determined,” of Southampton, writes:

The large parcel you will receive very soon by
registered post contains a high-explosive bomb
capable of blowing up the Houses of Parliament.
I found it aboard an Atlantic liner which docked
here. I think it may interest Detective Kerr.
As I can hear the bomb ticking, I am afraid it
will go off at any moment. I leave it o you.

AxsweER: Very decent of wyou, ['m sure.
Luckily, both Detective IKerr and myself are
familiur with the old gag of planting an alarm
clock in a package. But you want lo make sure
ihe cloek is reliable. Your “Bbombd ” had stopped
tieking when I received it. Would you like the
eloek back as it is, or shall I get it repaired for
you?

X.Y.Z., of Hammersmith, writes:

A fellow gets fed up with life sometimes,
Lonely and depressed, I wander about on my own,
hardly hearing a sound or noticing a thing. I
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letters (well, maybel).

ack:

Jaclk Blake's here to answer your letters and
deal with your querics. Write to him c¢/o The
GEM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. BRe as candid as you like—Jack
Blake likes a plain speaker, being by nature a
John Blunt himself! Bui keep your letter
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your-
sclf for reproduction on this page. No photos
can be returned and no replies given by post.

simply don’t know what to do to take an interest.
Can you advise me?

Axswer: You're a dificult case, old chap, but
Tuekily for you, I thrive on 'em. You're lonely in
London! Think of the men who spend months at
a time in lighthouses—or people living in some
remote hamlet! Think of me, having to answer
silly questions like yours. Snap out of it/

“Optimist,” of Burton-on-Trent, writes:

I am rather keen to sell my old bicycle for
about ten pounds, as I have just bought a new
one. The old one is a very good bike, except that
the front wheel is a little out of the true, owing
to a smash I had with a steamroller, but luckily
it didn't hurt the steamvoller.

ANswER: I'm awfully glad to hear it didn’t
lart the steamroller, anyway. Of course, your
bike sounds no end of a bargain, but why stop at
ten pounds? If you can gel ten pounds for a
second-hand bike with a bent wheel, you ought lo
be able to get fifteen or twenty, surely? Any
advance on twenty gquid, fellows?

A. B. C., of Stroud, writes:

I have prepared a list of questions, If you don’t
answer them, I shall fail in my history exam. 1.
Why did William the Conqueror land in 10667
2. Who were Christopher Columbus’ Discoveries?
3. Was 1588 the year of Wat’s Rebellion or the
Creat Fire of London? 4. What is the permanent
address of Santa Claus?

ANSWER: 1. Because he missed the boat in 1065,
and 1067 was too long to wait. 2. You're getting
mized up with Carol Levis. 3. Neither, 1588 was
the year of the Spanish Armada. 4. Now yow've
stumped me. The last time I saw him he was at
Oxbridge’s, in Ozford Street. They will forward
P.8. I reckon you will
fail in the exam, anyway.

“ Football Fan,” of Nuneaton, writes:

Which F.A. Cup-winning team has never plaﬁd
in the tournament since winning the Cup? My
friend asked me, and I’'m beaten. .

Answer: You may be bealen, but my goal is
still intact. Preston North End—last season’s
winners—is the answer. They play in the Third
Round on Seturday.



T0M MERRY'S IN A HOT SPOT IN THIS EXCITING YARNX OF FOOTER, FUN AND
HOUSE RIVALRY AT ST. JIM'S!

e 2

Qeorge Alfred Grundy was not the fellow to hang back while an attack was being fumbled, as he

regarded it.

CHAPTER 1.
Swank !

1 OMMY, vou look worried!”

“What's the matter?”

Lowther and Manners asked those
qucjticns together, as Tom Merry came into the
stuay.

Lowther was busy with his comie column for
the “Weckly.” Manners was cutting films. But
they forgot the comic column and the films as
they saw Tom Merry’s usunally sunny face.

Tom was not looking sunny now—far from it.

He sat down with a plump.

“I've done it now!”

He rushed at Tom Merry, barged his own skipper, and took possession of the balll

“Iold on, Manners! There's something the
matter with Tommy !” said Monty Lowther,

“There’ll be something serious the matter with
him if he doesn’t get off my films!” shrieked
Manners.

Tom Merry suorted.

He rose, picked up the somewhat crushed
films, and pitched them at Manners. The roll
caught Manners on the nose, and curled round
his ears.

“There, you ass!” grunted Tom Merry.

“0Oh, you dummy !”

“Shurrup 1 said Lowther, “Can’t
Tommy':s worried #”

“Br-v-rr”

you see

came from

“You silly ass, you
have!” roared DManners.
“You're sitting on a roll
of films!”

“ Bother your filins!”

Manners jumped up in
great excitement. The
photographer of 8t Jim's
could stand anything but
damage to his films or his
camera,

“You howling chump !”
roared Bfaunars.
“Gerroff 17

Tom Merry's got his work cut out to

make good his boast to beat the New

House with two hopeless duds in the
School House footer team !

by
MARTIN CLIFFORD

Manners.

He had been prepared
to be sympathetic. But
the damage to his films
banished other considera-
tions. Manners looked s
good deal upset as he
smoothed them out.

“0f all the silly
chumps—” he growled.

“QOh, bother wour silly
films, and bother you!”

“Look here o
“Fathead !”

(Copyright in the United States of America.

All rights reserved, and rzproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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“Why, you—you——>

“Peace, my infants, peace |” interjected Monty
Lowther soothingly, . “ Now, Thomas, my bonny
boy, get it off your chest. What’s the matter?
Railton been down on you?”

“ NO, ass [”

“Ahem! Lines from Lathom?”

“Blow Lathom !”

“Been lending Baggy Trimble any money ?”

“Blow Baggy!”

“Bad news from your uncle?” asked Lowther,
becoming serious.

“Not so bad as that!”

“Oh, good| 8o, whatever it is, it might he
worse,” said Lowther cheerfully. “Is your dear
old guardian, Miss Priscilla Fawcett, coming to
visit you ?"

Tom Merry glared.

“Not so bad as that?"” asked Lowther,

“Look here, you silly jabberwock—"

“Shush| Don’t slang your Uncle Montague
when he’s being sympathetic! Suppose you icll
us what’s the matter? I've run tEraugh all the
misfortunes I can think of |”

“I've done it!” said Tom Merry.

“You've done that which you ought not to
have done, or you've left undone that which you
ought to have done—which ?” asked Lowther.

“0h, don’t be a chump !”

“Buppose .you give us a slight inkling as to
what you've done, then?” suggested Monty
Lowther.

“I've been in the New House——"

“¥Yes; I thought you'd gone over to see
Figgins,” said Lowther. “Why don’t you keep
on the respectable side of the quadrangle when
your Uncle Monty isn’t with you?”

“ABS IH
“Ahem! Well, what’s happened in the New
House? Did Figgins & Co. pitch you out on

your neck? We shall jolly scon do the same, if
you don’t explain|” -

Tom Merry drove his hands deep into his
pockets.

“T've done it!” he said. “We were jawing
footer, Those New House worms have beaten us
in two matches running!”

“Well, chaps have lost footer matches and
still survived,” said Monty Lowther.

“Well, our team wasn’t up to full strength
either time,” said Tom Merry, “‘But, of course,
the New House c¢rowed no end1”

“The crowfulness was terrific, as that inky
chap at Greyfriars would remark. What does it
matter ?”

;Well, I suppose it doesn’t matter. But—but
1N ut—,l
“But you got excited in arguing with

Figgins 7 grinned Manners,

“Well, yes!”

“And there was a row?” asked Lowther,
mystified. “Never mind; this study thrives on
rows.”

“Worse than that |”

“Well, give i1t a name.”

“I—I—I—I was rather waxy, you know,
confessed Tom, “what with Figgins saying the
School House was played out, and Kerr offering
to come over and coach us at footer, and Fatty
Wynn offering to buy us some marbles to play
with-—"

“Cheeky ass!” said Lowther warmly.

“ And—and I said we’d play ’em every day and
beat them——”
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“BSo we will|”

“I—I said we'd play ’em and beat ’em with
Baggy Trimble in goal 1”

“Wha-a-at !”

“And Grundy in the half-back line—"

“Ye gods|”

“And—and so I've done it!” said Tom Merry
lugubriously. “ You can bet the bounders jumped
at it. They took it for granted ?

“8So I expect they would, you ass!”

“I was wild, you know. They took it for
swank, and pinned me down to it. Of course, I
couldn’t draw back then. So—so it’s arranged !”

“Arranged! My hat! A House match, with
Trimble in goal and Grundy at half!” said
Manners fa.inﬁy.

(13 Yas.-‘l

“Oh; you ass

“0h, you chump

“I.told you I'd done it!” said Tom Merry.

“You have—and no mistake! Fancy you
swanking in your old age!” said Monty Lowther
severely.

“I didn’t mean to swank, really. I was rather
wild, and I suppose I didn’t really mean it!”
confessed Tom Merry. “But they pinned me
down, the beasts! Then I stuck to it. You
should have heard those New House beasts
chortling as I came away. Simply killing them-
selves 1”

“Yes, I should fancy they’d chortle a bit!”
said Manners. “You've booked a licking for the
House, you frabjous ass| If they beat us, we
shall be laughed to death. And they’re bound to
beat us, with Grundy and Trimble playing for us
—the biggest duffers at footer in the whole
school 1”

“That’s why I said it, of course!”

“Of course!” said Lowther. “Well, you'd
better go and tell Figgins you were only swanlk-
ing, and that it's off |”

“No fear! The School House can’t climb
down to the New House!”

“Well, I suppose not! But School House is
going to get a record licking from New House,
and no end of chortling in the bargain!”

‘“Well, I’ve done it!”

“Yes, you have done it,” agreed Monty
Lowther, “and now we're going to do something,
to show our appreciation. Collar the silly ass!”

“Look here—— Oh my hat!” .

Tom Merry struggled in the grasp of his chums,
But he struggled in vain, . .

Manners had even forgotten his filmg, in his
wrath.

The captain of the Shell smote the study carpet
with a mighty bump.

Bump!

“Yarooooh 1"

BquP! | Leggo!

“¥Yoooo eggo |

Tom Me?;ry sat on the carpet and gasped. And
as he gasped, his chums told him what they
thought of him. Never had such an_eloquent
flow of language been heard in Study No. 10 in

the Shell passage.

IU

l”

CHAPTER 2.
Plain English !
6 ATS I”
Arthur  Augustus
emphatically. .
Blake, Herries, and Digby grunted, with a
grunt expressive of total disbelief.

D'Arcy spoke
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“It's true!” said Dick Julian.
from Figgins—honour bright !"

“But 1t can’t be true I” growled Blake.

“Imposs, deah boy!"

“Even Tom Merry couldn't be such an ass as
that I” said Herries argumentativelf. “0Of course,
he’'s an ass. He actually found fault with my
%lay the other day. He's an ass, right enough.

ut not such an ass as to play Trimble and
Grundy in a House match! Draw it mild I”

“Tiggins was Fulling your leg!” said Dig.

“It's a fact, tell you!” exclaimed Julian,
“There's going to be an extra House match, and
Trimble and Grundy are playing.”

“Wats |”

“I say, have you heard the news?”

Kangaroo of the Shell came up to the group
in the Junior Common-room,

“What news?” asked Blake.

“Tom Merry’s going to play Trimble and
Grundy in a House match !”

“Bai Jove! It begins to look

“You fellows heard?” chortled Racke of the
Shell, coming in. “Trimble—ha, ha, lia—in the
S{:hlool House eleven! And Grundy! Ha, ha,
hﬂ. L]

& “Wubbish 1"

“Fact !” roared Aubrey Racke. “I'in going to
put some tin on the New House for that match !
Any takers? Five to one in quids, if you like !”

“Pway do not pwopose any wascally bettin’ in
my pwesence, Wacke !” said Arthur Augustus, in
his most stately manner,

“Oh rats! Now's a chance for you fellows. to
back up your House!” grinned Racke. “Who'll
take five quid against the School House? Quids!”

“Oh, don’t yell I snalpped Blake. ‘It can't bo
true, and if it is, we'll sealp Tom Merry, We
shall want a new junior House captain. One from
the Fourth would be best. The Shell isn't much
good, anyway.”

“Yaas, wathah!

“I heard it

"

Pewwaps it would be a good
ideah for me to put up,” remarked Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully, “What is wanted is a
wippin’ footballah, and a fellow of some tact and
judgment——""

“Bow-wow

“Weally, Julian!”

“I say, Tom Merry’s gone off his rocker,” sald
Crooke of the Shell, coming in. *“What do you
fellows think of Trimble in a House match—and
Grundy 7"

“Begins to look as if it's true !” said Blake, in
wonder “ Why, we'll lvnch Tom Alerry if there's
anything in it!”

“True enough!” said Crooke. “Tom Merry
seems to have been swanking over in the New
House, and Tiggins called his bluff.”

“Figgins did whar, ('rooke ?"" ejaculated Arthur
Auvgustus.

“Took him at his word,” said Crooke.

“And that’s our captain!” sneered Racke. *No
chance for a chap like me in the House team!
Now, I'll put it to you fellows—do I play worse
football than Trimble or Grundy ?”

“You couldn't!" s=aid Herries, for
agreement with the cad of the Shell.

“Oh rou!"” growled Blake. “You don't play
footer, Racke! Cirundy tries to play, at any rate,
though he never gets there. If Tom plaved vou in
a House matech, we'd duck him in the fountain.”

“What about me?” demanded Crooke. “I’ve
asked for a place in the ream—I'm a footballer,
I was laughed af !”

“Well, it was funny—you asking for a place in
You'll admmit chat,” said Julian,

1

onhce in

the team.
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“I suppose I can play better than Grundy!”
sneered Crooke.

“It can’t be true!” exclaimed Blake, * Tom
Merry wouldn’t be idiot enough to spoil the House
record in this way. After two lickings, lately.
I-;ullo, Levison! Have you heard anything about
this?”

Levison of the Fourth came in with Cardew and
Clive, Cardew was grinning, but the other two
looked serious.

“Oh, vou've heard ?” said Levison. “What the
merry dickens does it mean? Trimble and Grundy
can’t play footer|”

“Then it’s true!”

“Oh, yes, it’s true! Grundy, you know! Even
Wilkins and Gunn nearly fainted when they
heard. They’ve gone to tell Grundy.”

Jack Blake looked round grimly.

“(Gentlemen, chaps, and fe?lowa,” he said. *It
scems to be true. This is where we go and tall
to Tom Merry like Dutch uncles—"

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“He must be off his rocker,” said Hammond.
“Why, there’s me waitin’ for a chance in a House
match! Trimble! Grundy! By gum!”

“Come on!” said Blake. “If it’s arranged, it

“If only | had
a pail of water
hera I'd soon
find the leak ! "

Half-a - crown
has bean a-
warded to B.
Butler, Doncas-
ter Road, Kenii-
worth, Cape
Town, South
Africa.

will jolly soon Dbe disarranged. If not, Tom
Merry will get a bit disarranged. Come on!”

The excited juniors started for the Shell
passage to interview the junior captain of the
School House.

It was not surprising that they were exeited.

House matches were keenly contested at St
Jim’s. Only utter outsiders like Racke and
Crooke had no regard for the House record,

It was a feather in any fellow’s cap to e
selccted for a House match. There was alwavs
a_long waiting list. It was only second 1in
distinction to playing for the school junior team.

The news that Tony Merry was giving places in
the House team to the two most iopeless dulfers
in the School House was surprising—almost
unnerving.

Grundy of the Shell was a fellow whose football
would have made a cat laugh, as Blake exprossed
it. Grundy was keen enough; he was all right on
that point; nobody could call him a slacker. But
he had a perfeet genius for blundering, and
getting in the way of other players. To play
Grundy in a match against any team more
dangerous than the Second Form was to ask for
a licking. :

And Trimble! Baggyv Trimble of the Fourih
was a hopeless slacker, fat and unwieldy, lazy
and obtuse, conceited and clumsy—too slack even
to want to play in a House match if he had the
chance !

The crowd of juniors—inereasing in numbers

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,612,
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on the way—arrived at Tom Merry’s study. There
was the sound of a warm and excited argument
going on within,

Bvidently Manners and Lowther shared: the
gencral ci)inion of the School House.

Jack Blake jammed his foot against the door,
and hurled it ‘open. He was not in a mood to
stand on ceremony. The juniors swarmed into
the study, and the warm argument proceeding
among the Terrible Three stopped.

Tom Merry looked round with much less than
his usual good-humour, )

“What the dickens do you fellows want?” he
demanded.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

“«We want an explanation!” roared Blake,
thumping on the table with a thump that made
the inkpot dance. “Are you playing Trimble
s.mld G!‘l,;l’l’ldy in a House malch?”

‘Yes.

“Then it’s “truc?”

“Quite I’

“Bai Jovel”

“ And what's the reason, you howling, bur-
bling jabberwock ?” demanded Blake.

“Rats |’

“Wha-a-at ?”

“Rats1”

“Ts that all you've got to say?”

“Ves; that’s about all.”

Blake glared at the captain of the Shell.
"om Merry was flushed, but he spoke quite
coolly.

Tom was in a bad position,
advance any argument in defence of playing
the two duffers in a House match, ut he
was bound to do it, or else climb down to the
New House, which was unthinkable. — Natur-
ally, his reply did not placate the indignant
School House juniors. )

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. *I sug-
gest a whip-wound to buy a stwait-jacket for
Tom Mewwy.”

“Rats !” chimed in Monty Lowther.
“Tommy’s footer captain, isn't he? Don’t you
criticise your captain, you young ass!’’
l“lLike your cheek, I think!” said Manners
1tly.

Tom Merry simply blinked at his chums.
These remarks were very unlike those they had
been making to him a few minutes before.

But it was a case of backing up the study,
and Manners and Lowther played up loyally.

Tom had, unfortunately, put himself in the
wrong; but it was not a thing for his chums
to desert him,

off,”

He could not

continued Lowther.
You can’'t talk to a

“You kids clear
“T'm surprised at youl
footer captain like this!”

“Pyre check !” said Manners,

“Weally, Mannahs, you ass

“T call upon Tom Merry to resign!” shouted
Herries,

“Hear, hear!”

“Resign, you ass!”’

“(tive the job to somebody who can do itl”
howled Crooke.

“Resign!  Rosign!” shouted Racke,
great relish.

It was pure joy to the two shady black sheep
of the House to find a big majority against Tom

with

Merry. IFor once, they werc as one with the
decent fellows, They micant to make the most
of it.

Tom Merry bit his lip.
e Ged Lisnapy.—No. 1,612,
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“You want me to resign?” he asked quietly.

“Yaas, wathah! In the circs, I wegard
that as the pwopah capah,”

“Yes, of course,” said Blake.
g word about your losing matches. Accidents
will happen, But when you go out deliber-
ately to book lickings for the House, it's time
you travelled.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Resign |"’

“Well, I won’t resign!” said Tom. *“I chal-
lenged Figging & Co. to a House match, with
Grundy and Trimble in our team, don’t
say it was a judicious thing to do.”

“My hat! I] should say not!” '

“But I've done it. Dash it all, you fellews
are always gassing that School House is Cock
House of St. Jim’s! Well, if we’re Cock House,
we can beat the New House playing two men
short., That’s what it amounts to. We're going
to tryl”

“Ti's worse than that. Grundy can’t play,
and he won't let anybody else play!” hooted
Digby.

“So you mean to say you're playing the goat
like this from sheer swank?” exclaimed Blake.

Tom Merry coloured.

“Oh rats! 'Nuff said! Any chap who isn’t
satisBed can raise the matter in committee, and
if I’'m asked to resign in a proper way, I'll
resign fast enough, That’s all.”

“You’'ll get the boot!”” sneered Racke,

Tom Merry gave Racke a look of contempt.

“You needn’t chip in!” he exclaimed. * You
don’t care twopence for House matches, except-
ing to lay your rotten bets on the result !”

“Vaas, wathah! You dwy up, Wacke!”

“Well, I think you’re a howling idiot, Tom
Merry,” said Blake.

“Same to youl”

«“And a burbling chump!” roared Blake.

“ Anything else?”

“Why, you—you—"

“Pway do not let your angwy passions wise,
deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus. *“Tom
Mewwy ﬁns made a mistake, ~ He has_ been
swankin’, and the New House have pinned him
down. That's how it is. We are bound to see
him thwough. Instead of waggin’ Tom Mewwy,
let’s pile in at footah pwactice, and get into
toppin’ form for beatin’ the New House.”

“Out of the mouths of babes and
lings—"" said Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

Blake snorted.

“I suppose we should be beund to play the
match, even if that silly ass did resign, or
else be chortled to death by the New House,”
he said. “We've got to see it through. The
howling duffer has undertaken to play them
with two silly idiots in the team. Let him do
it. If he wins the match for the House, all
sorene. If he loses it, he will be asked to
resign, and make room for a skipper who doesn’t
play the giddy ox with House matches.”

Tom Merry frowned.

“If the match is lost, I shall resign without
waiting to be asked,” he said. “Now give me
a rest.”’

“ Fathead |”

“Chump "

“ Duffer |”

“1 never said

suck-

And, with those cf)arting compliments, Blake
% Co. retired, and slammed the door after
them. 3
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‘*We want an explanation ! ' roared Blake, thumping on the table with such force that the inkpot
danced. ‘' Are you playing Trimble and Grundy in the House match ? '’ ¢ Yes,” replied Tom Merry.
‘“ Well, you howling, burbling jabberwock ! ' exclaimed Blake.

Left alone, the Terrible Three looked at one
another.

“Well, you're it now, Tommy,” re-
marked Manners.

“Can’t be helped. After all, we'vre Cock
House, and we ought to be able to bLeat the
New House with two passengers aboard. I
shall make up a jolly good team, excepting
those two.”

“You didn’t mean that about resigning?”

“I did,” said Tom quietly. “The fact is,
I've played the giddy ox, and I don’t mind
owning up to it, If T pull the match out of
the Gre, well and good; if I don’t, the School
House can look for a new junior skipper. Now
I'd better go over the ecleven,”

And Tom Merry, with a pencil and paper
and a deeply wrinkled brow, couned over his
list of players, and became oblivious of every-
thing clse.

in for

CHAPTER 3.
Good News for Grundy !

EORGE ALFRED GRUNDY of the Shell
was in his study when Wilkins and Gunn
came in, grinning.

Grundy wore a frowm.
He fixed his eves on his studymates with a
bitter expression.

Grundy was not often bitter; but there were
times when a fellow got fed-up, and this was
one of the times.

“I call it rotten!” said Grundy.

“Bo all the fellows are saying,” remarked
Gunn.
“Oh, are they?” said Grundy, in surprise.

“Well, I'm glad they're coming round to a
sensible view. It’s a bit too thick for a fellow
of my abilities to be constantly kept out of the
footer. You chaps know how I play footer——"

“We do.” murmured Wilkins, “We does.”

“Unless I get a chance in the footer, I shall put
my foot down !” said Grundy.

“T can see you haven't heard the news,” said
Wilkins.

*Eh—what news?” said Grundy morosely,

“It's about the footer——”

“Tom Merry decided to play me in the next
House match ¥ said Grundy, with sarcasm,

L ch‘!?

“Wha-a-at ?”

Grundy, jumped up.

“That’s 1t !” said Wilkins,

“My only hat! You mean to say that Merry
has decided to do the right thing at last!”
exclaimed Grundy.

“I don't know about the right thing, but he's
lrln_ecitged to do that. I expect the chaps will lynch
um.”

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,612.
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Grundy’s frown vanished as if by magic. He
was to play in the Eouse match! Now, at last,
he was going to have a chance of showing St.
Jim’s and the world generally what was what at
footer. -

“Well, T must say that this is a surrrisc,” he
said. “Tom Merry isn’t, on the whole, a bad
skipper I

“1 never thought so till now,” said Gunn.

“He’s kept me waiting for this, but he’s decided
to do the sensible thing at last,” said Grundy,
unheeding that remark. “A chap can go easy
with a chap who does a chap justice at last. He
was bound tp do it, really, after losing two House
matches. e felt, I suppose, that he couldn’t
spare me. Well, I must say I'm glad he can see
it at last, though it's taken him a long time.”

Wilkins and Gunn looked curiously at their
chum. Kvidently Grundy hadn’t the faintest sus-
picion as to the true inwardness of the case.

“J shall overlook the past, and let bygones be
bygones,” said Grundy magnanimously. “I’'m not
a fellow to bear malice. After all, Merry’s doing
this in time to save the House record. What are
you eackling at, Gunn ?”

“Was I cackling 77 murmured Gunn,

“By gad, we'll beat the New House this time!”
said Grundy, rubbing his hands. “We'll wipe out
those two J'efcatsl may say. I shall wipe them
out! It all depends on how the team backs me
up [

“Backs you up ?” stuttered Wilkins,

“Yes. I suppose it's no good asking Tom
Merry to leave the caplainey in my hands; he's
a bit too conceited for that. But I shall give
him some advice about the rest of the team. You
ought to be played, Wilkins [”

“Thanks !”
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A hidden message !
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hidden deep! The only clue to the
hiding-place of the loot is a succession
of Greek letters scratched inside a
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letters is told in Frank Richards’ 35,000
word school yarn appearing now in

The MAGNET

Of all Newsagents. Every Saturday. 2
HE (GEM ,b12,

JABRARY.—INO, |

THE GEM LIBRARY

“What about me ?”” demanded Gunn,

Grundy shook his head.

“N.G.!1” he said decidedly. “I’'m sorry to say
it, Gunny, but I couldn’t recommend Merry to put
you in. You're all right at books, but you aven’t
much good at footer! You don’t mind my saying
so, do you ?”

“Not at all!” gasped Gunn. “I might mind if
you knew anything about fooler ! As you don’t, I
don’t mind | Not at all [*

“Don’t be a silly ass, Billy Gunn! The fact
that I'm in the House eleven shows what my
footer’s like, I suppose.”

Grundy was already feeling like a full-blown
House player,

“It's a sort of joke,” said Gunn. “Tom Merry
was swanking that he could play the New House
with you in the team—like undertaking to lick a
chap with one hand tied behind your back, you
know 1"

Grundy gave Gunn one look, and then pushed
back his cuffs.

“Come on!” he said.

i Eh TJJ

“I'm sorry to have to punch you, Gunn; but if
you ask for it—"

“Look here, you ass Ob, my hat!”

William Gunn dodged out of the study as
Grundy rushed at him. Ie was not prepared to
face George Alfred’s four-point-seven punch.

“Come back !I” roared Grundy.

But William Gunn’s footsteps died away in the
distance.

Grundy turned to Wilkins.

“Bit thick, a chap’s own pal being jealous of
his football form !” he said. “I should hardly
have expected it of old Gunn. What are you grin-
ning at?”

“Nothing !” gasped Wilkins. “I—I say, Tom
Merry's going to play Trimble in the same
match 1*

“What utter rot! Trimble can't play footer ”

Wilkins opened his lips, but closed them again.
He was about to remark that Grundy was in the
same boat with Trimble. But George Alfred was
between him and the door, so that remark
remained unuttered.

“T shall certainly ohject to that!” said Grundy.
“] can't have House matches chucked away by
an utter ass being played in the team1”

“You're going to decline ?”

“Eh? I’m speaking of Trimble !”

“QOh, my mistake !”

“If you're going to be funny,
Wilkins—" began Grundy darkly.
“Not at all I” muttered Wilkins,

matter for the School House.”

“Yes; I agree with you there. Trimble cer-
tainly ean’t be played. I shall point that out very
firmly to Tom Merry. Hallo! What do you
fellows want ?”

Blake and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked in.

“We've come to make a suggestion to you!”
grunted Blake.

“Yaas, wathah !”

“I’'m open to suggestions,” said Grundy loftily.
“But I'm rather busy about footer. I dare say
you know I’'m in the House team now 7"

“That’s it. I suppose you want the School
House to win 7”

“Of course |

“You'd like to help ?*

“I'm going to.”

“Well, then, could you make it convenient to
walk down to the river——"

George

“It’s a serious
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“To the river ?” ejaculated Grundy, in astonish-
ment.

“Yes; and jump in—*

“Jump in

“That’s it i

“You frabjous assi How would that help the
School House to win a House match ?”

“Why, you'd be drowned, vou see, and then
Tom Merry couldn't play you—see "

“Yaas, wathah! %a, ha, ha!”

The two Fourth Formers went on their way,
leaving Grundy staring. Wilkins burst into a
chortle.

“Stop that silly cackling, Wilkins!” roared
Grundy. «» “There's nothing to laugh at in the
cheek of those Fourth Form fags! Shut up!”?

“You're not going to do 1t?” asked Wilkins
humorously.

“I know what I'm going to do!” exclaimed the
exasperated Grundy. “I'm going to give a
cackling duffer a thick car!”

Wilkins dodged out of the study.

“Checky ass!” growled Grundy;
tramped away to Tom Merry’s study.

He found the Terrible Three there, and
bestowed a genial nod upon Tom Merry as the
latter looked up from ,ljzis footer list with a
worried brow, '

“I hear you'r¢ playing mwe in the next House
match, Merry ?”

“That's right.”

“] congratulate you !”

“Well, I'm glad somebody’s pleased!” said
Tom, with a sigh.

“You're the only fellow in the House who
doesn’t want to scalp me, Grundy I”

Grundy snorted.

“Don’t take any notice of silly, carping idiots!”

and he

he advised. “‘Do the right th‘inf). and stick to it.
ljut; I hear you’re playing Trimble. That won't
ol”
“Won't it 7"
“No.

1 hard!i» thiuk I could consent to Trimble
playing in my eleven.”

“Your eleven?”

“Well, the eleven I'm a member of, anyway,”
amended Grundy. *“You ~an see it won’t do!
Trimble can’t play [*

“Well, you can't, either,”

“Don’t be a funny ass, Tom Merry! I warn
you that I don’t care about Flaying in the same
team with a fat cuckoo like Trimble of the
Fourth.” b

Tom Merry looked hopeful.

“You decline to play ?” he asked eagerly.

If Grundy declined to play, the captain of the
Shell was naturally absolved from his undertaking
to play him. He eouldn’t make a fellow play
against his wili

But there was no such easy escape for the hap-
less footer captain.

“T don’t say that,” said Grundy. *No, I don’t
say that—certainly not! If a fat idiot like
Trimble is in the team you'll need all the good
players you can get, and leaving me out would
mean defeat. I doubt if I shall be able to pull
the game out of the fire, though, with Trimble in
the team.”

“Do you mind if I put that in the * Weekly,’
Grundy 7 asked Monty Lowther, taki up a
pencil. “I wart a paragraph more to fill up my
comic column.”

“T didn’t come here to listen to your silly gags,
Lowther !” roared Grundy. “You dry up! Now,
then, Tom Merry, about Trimble, Where are you
going to play Trimble?”

“In goal.”

“Oh, my hat! And you call yourself a footer
captain?” said Grundy. *Where are you going
to ‘plaﬂ me !

““Where you'll do least damage.”

“Look here, Tom Merry, I'll tell you what,”
said Grundy. “You can’t captain a team for
toffee; youw'll admit that yourself. Playing
Trimble, by gum! I'll tell you what. Leave it to
me. You want to win, of course. Well, leave it
to me, and I'll give you a place in the eleven, if
possible. I—— Yaroooh! Oh erumbs!”

Tom Merry was fed-up. He rushed at Grundy,
and Manners and Lowther rushed at him, too,
and the flow of George Alfred’s eloquence was
suddenly cut short. i

He roared as he was lifred through the doorway
and bumped in the passage.

“Now, cut off I” said Tom Merry.

Grundy sat on the floor and gasped. Then he
rose up tn his wrath and chnrg'eg into the study.

“Cheer up,
Jim, the crowd’s
with you ! ¥’

“Yeah! 1
wish | was with
them !

Half-a - crown
has been a-
warded to Q.
English, 74; Rue
Prince Ibrahim,
ibrahmieh, Alex-
andria, Egypt.

Three pairs of hands seized him, and he was
tossed out again.

He landed in the passage with a terrific bump.

Gore looked out of the next study to ask if the
ceiling had fallen in.

Tom Merry slammed the door of Study No. 10,
and Grundy, on second thoughts, did not open it
again.

CHAPTER 4.
The Importance of Baggy !

66 IMBLE !”

Baggy Trimble grinned.
) Trlmﬁle of the Fourth had heard all about
it. He knew that Tom Merry had landed himself
in a difficulty owing to that unfortunate football
argument in Figgins’ study.

Tom Merry was plechged to play Trimble, and
the crafty Baggy intended to take full advantage
of the fact,

Baggy did not rise as Tom Merry came into
his study. He just glanced round carelessly, look-
ing as patronising as possible.

‘I'm afraid I can’t be interrupted just now,
Merry,” he remarked.

“What ?*

“Look in another time, will you ?*

“You fat idiot!” roared the captain of the
Shell.

“There’s the door, Merry.”

Tom Merry came in, and fixed upon the fat
Fourth Former a glare that a basilisk might have
envied.

“You silly fat chump!” he said, in measured
tones.

“Y don’t want any of your cheek, Merry. I've

Tae Gex LisrarY.—No. 1,612
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said that I'm rather busy just now.
andé)lay | ;

“You're going to play in a House match on
Wedncsday.g’ P

“Next Wednesday ?” said Baggy reflectively.
“I'll see about it, Merry. 1'd like to oblige you,
but I may have another engagement.”

Tom Merry almost choked. There were good
footballers in the House who would have given a
term’s pocket-money to play for the team. Baggy
Trimble played footer worse than any fag in the
Third. And this was how he received the high
honour !

“Don’t%ou understand ?"” gasped Tom. "“¥You're
wanted to play for your House.”

“Qh, yes, I understand! I’ve been kept out of
the footer a long time,” said Trimble. “I don’t
have much time for practice, having so many
engagements, but I'd Eave been willing to play
for the House before. Some fellows were afraid
of being put in the shads by a really ripping for-
ward. I quite understand. But I'm not hung up
on a nail, to be taken down just when wanted. I
may be able to play on Wednesday; I may not.
T'll let you know later,”

“¥Youre going to play in goal,” said Tom.

Trimble shook his Fleac‘.

“If I play, centre-forward’s my place,” he said.
“T’'m best there.”

“You're best nowhere,” said Tom.
rotten anywhere !”’

“Tf you think that you’d better leave me out,”
sneered Baggy. “I'm not asking for a place in
the team. These junior matches are hardly up
to my formn, anyway.”

“Oh, my hat! You're going to keep goal on
Wednesday, Trimble, and you're going to da your
best. Youwre going to put in every possible
minute between now and Wednesday at practice,
and get into some kind of form.” .

“I'm jolly well not!” said Trimble emphatically.
“T don’t care for footer practice—rather a bore.”

“ And you're coming down now to begin,” raid
Tom.

“Sorry! Another engagement.”

“0Of course, if you decline to play you'll be
within your rights,” said Tom Merry, with a faint
hope. But that hope, as in the case of Grundy,
was to be dashed to the ground. Trimble did not
intend to be got rid of. He understood the ex-
pression on 'lgom Merry’s face, and he grinned
sarcastically. .

“I don’t decline,” he said promptly. “I feel
that I ought to play for the House, if only to
show the fellows that I ought not to have been
passed over so long.

“T’1l give you the choice,” said Tom. “TI've
undertaken to play the New House, with you In
goal. If you refuse to keep goal it falls through,
and I can explain to Figgins. Yes or no? Sharp!”

“Yes," said Trimble at once. When it was put
like that, Trimble decided not to have another
engagement on Wednesday. He had suddenly
become a person of importance, and he was not
going to lose his importance.

“That's settled, then,” said Tom. “You keep
goal. So long as we keep up a good defence you
mayn’t do much harm there. But you're going to
be as good as possible. Come down to practice.”

(13 can’t 1!!

“Why not?”

“T don’t eare for it just now.
presently.”

Tom i&err choleed back his wrath. The fat
bounder of the Fourth ought to have been quite

Tre GeM Eisrary.—No. 1,612

Run away

“You're

I may stroll down

THE GEM LIBRARY

overcome by the unexpected distinction; but it was
only too clear that Baggy meant to make himself
as_objectionable as possible.

Most of the fellows regarded the fat Fourth
Former with more or less good-humoured scorn,
and this was an opportunity for the slacker of
the Fourth to get his own back.

_He rolled back in his chair and crossed his fai
little legs, and smiled at Tom Merry with great
self-satisfaction., He was master of the situation
to a certain extent. Unless he was licked into
some sort of shape, he would be quite useless in
goal; and Baggy intended to be approached with
humble persuasion.

“Will you come?” demanded the captain of the
Shell, at last. P

“Not now !”

Tom looked at him. He came very near seizing
the fatuous Baggy and mopping up the study
carpet with him. He controlled himself, however,
and left the study, slamming the door after him.

Baggy Trimble gave a fat chuckle. It was the
first time he had been able to set down the junior
captain, and he enjoyed it.

His study mate, Mellish, came in, grinning.
He had heard it ali from outside.

“Good for you, Baggy!” he said.
plain talk! Don't you let them bully you

“I don’t intend to!” chuckled Trimble. “If
they want me, they can be civil. I shall suit
myself. Of course, I'm a better man than any
they’ve got in the team. I don’t need all the
practice those chaps need!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Anyway, I'm not going out this afternoon,
Too jolly cold)”

And Trimble settled down comfortably in the
armchair, with his feet on the fender.

Tom Merry joined Manners and Lowther, who
were waiting for him on the stairs.

“Where's the porpoise?” asked Lowther.

“He won't come down to practice !”

“Phew !”

“It's a rotten position!” said Tom, with a
grunt. “Of course, any real member of the team
would be kicked out if they refused to turn up
for practice. I can’t kick Trimble out, owing to
circumstances.”

“But you can persuade him to come down to
practice,” said Lowther,
“How ?”

“Give 'em
I,)

“You take one of his ears, and I’ll take the
other 1"

Tom Merry grinned.

“Well, it will do the fat fool more good than
slacking about indoors on a fine frosty day!” he
said. “He's accepted the place, and he ought to
practise. Come and lend a hand!”

“You bet!” '

Tom Merry turned back, and his chums followed
him. The Terrible Three were not disposed to
stand on much ceremony with Trimble.

Baggy looked round and grinned as they came
in. He waved a fat hand at them.

“Don’t bother now,” he said. “I haven’t any
time to attend to you!”

“Qur time is rather valuable, too,” remarked
Monty Lowther. “We won't waste any of.it in
talking, Kim on!”

He grasped one of Trimble’s fat ears, and there
was a terrific howl from Trimble.

“Varoooh! Yah! Yoop! Leggo!”

“Take the other, Tom!”

Tom Merry took the other.
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OFF!

—with Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

“ What do judges do with their spare
time ? "’ asks a reader. They seem io give
a good deal of it away to one prisoner and
another !

A deep silent backwater is a good place for
the wireless, states a writer. But don’t let the
owner see you dump it there !

‘¢ Bald Moneylenders,”” runs a headline.
Shy locks ?

* A small amount of punishment early in life
saves a great deal later on,” observes Mr, Ratecliff.
A switch in time saves nine.

A bus can easily be overhauled in half an
hour, writes a mechanic. But most of us
give up the chase after the first few yards.

Now you tell one. Have I heard about the
schoolboy who always did his preparation, was
never rude to the masters, and invariably passed
his exams with honours ¥ No, I haven't. He
hasn’t been born yet !
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“Now, your ears are coming along with us
said Monty Lowther pleasantly. “If you stay
indoors, Baggy, there will be a painful parting !
Come on, Tom !”

Still grasping Baggy's fat cars, the chums of
the Shell started for the door.

Needless to say, Baggy Trimble went with
them. His ears had to go, and Trimble accom-
paniced his ears.

With a succession of furious howls, Trimble
rolled out of the study between Lowther and Totn
Merry.

Manners came behind, kindly helping Trimble
along with his boot.

“Will you leggo?®” shricked Trimble. “I'm
coming——  Yarooooh! Stop kicking me,
Manners! You rotter! Yah! TLeggo! Tl
yell for a prefect! Yoop!"

“Kim on!”

Trimble was marched downstairs. His howls
rang along the passage and the staircases, and
drew attention on all sides.

“Bai Jove! What evah are vou doin’ with
Twimble ?” exclaimed D'Arcy, turning his eye-
glass upon the peculiar procession.

“Taking him down to practice!”

“Yarooooh! I won't go! Ow, ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kildare I” roared Baggy, as the captain of
St. Jim’s came along the passage. “I say!
Prefect [ '

LU L T T T T e T T Y T T T RN R T TR RI L

11

=

Stop Press : The crash you just heard was
the newr maid washing up for the matron.
The new maid believes in dish-armament.

Of course, it goes without saying that you are
bound to have a lot of ups and downs in life if
you get the end seat at the cinema !

Monty Lowther wcrites for the GEM by
arrangement with Magnofilms Corporation,
the Merritone Newvs Reel, and the Seratch-
needle Gramophone Company. S’fact!

“ Do you keep a diary ?* asked the visitor
to the prison,

* No, mum,” replied the convict; *“ the prison
authorities do that for me!"

LATE CRIME NEWS.—The Thief of
Baghdad, caught at last, wwas executed one
fine morning, fwo thousand years ago. Well,
I warned you it was late news, didn't I 7

Third Form flash : ** Excuse me, sir,”’ said Curly
Gibson to Mr. Selby, “ but what did I learn
to-day ?

* What a peculiar question ! ' exclaimed Mr.
Selby. .

“ Well, sir,” explained QGibson confidentially,
* that’s what my pater will ask when he comes
to visit me this afternoon.”

X rwas twelve last birthday, and I'll be
fourteen next,”” said Wally ID’Arey to a
visitor. :

‘ But how is that ? ' ashed the visitor.

‘¢ Because to-day is my thirteenth birth-
day,” explained Wally, with a grin.

Many happy returns, chaps!
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“What’s
Kildare.

“Onl:\‘"
Kildare 1”

“I don’t want to gol” yelled Baggy.
being bullied. DMake em let go, Kildare!”

“I'll make you wriggle if you don’t stop that
row !” said Kildare. “Why don’t you want to
go down to practice?”

“Ii’s—it's cold !”

“You'll get warm. And if you let out one
more yell T'll warm you before you go!” said the
Sixth Former. *“Now, shut up, and cut off {”

There was no help for Trimble. Kildare had
no sympathy with slackers,

Baggy rolled disconsolately out, and the
Terrible Three marched him down to the football
ground. There he was placed between the goal-
posts, And quite a crowd of fellows gathered
round, to see how Trimble would keep goal.

this thundering row?” exclaimed

practice,

“I'm

taking Baggy to footer

CHAPTER 5.
Keeping Goal !
AGGY TRIMBLE gasped for breath, with
a crimson face, as he stood in the goal.
He hadn’t any choice about standing
there. But Baggy remembered the old proverb
—a horse could be taken to the water, but could

not be made to drink.
Ter GEM LIBRARY.—NO. 1,612
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Baggy was in goal, but how he would shine as
goalkeeper was quite another question.

“Now,” said Tom Merry, “stand up!
not a sack of coke!”

“Groooogh 17

“Btop that_pufling and blowing, you grampus !”

“Grooogh! I'm winded! Yow!”

“I'm going to boot the ball in, and you're
going to stop it!” said Tom. “Now, pull your-
self together, Baggy, and do your besti! Re-
member, youw're going to play for your House !”

“Yow! Bother the House! Groooogh!”

“Took out in goal!”

“Yah! Yow!”

A somewhat muddy footer was thrown down;
vractice had been going on already.

Towm kicked the leather in. It was the simplest
and easiest shot for the new goalkeeper to save.

Trimble did not make a movement. The ball
passed within a foot of him and entered the net.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “That
will be wippin’—in a House match!”

There was a chortle from the crowd of New
House fellows. Tiggins & Co. had been on the
ground when Tom Merry arrived with the new
‘reeruit, and they were looking on with great
enjoyment.

Figgins regarded Tom Merry's rash under-
taking in the light of a huge joke. The School
House junior skipper, in that argument in
Figey's study, had spoken hastily and wrath-
fully.. Figgins & Co. regarded it as School House
swank, and they held Tom Merry to his word.

How he would get out of the fix he had Janded
himself in was au interesting problem to Figgins
& Co.

“My hat!” said Fatty 'Wyn'?, the great goal-

You're

keeper of the New House. My hat! That’s
how the School House keeps goal !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Chuck that ball out, Trimble !” shouted Tom
Merry.

*“Groooogh 1” .

Tom strode into the goal and picked up the ball,
and smote Baggy Trimble on the head with it,
amid a yell of laughter from the onlookers.

There was another kind of yell from Baggy.

Tom dropped the ball in the penalty area.

“Now, look out, Baggy—"

“Grooogh! I'm all muddy!”

“ Look out, will you?”

“No, I won’t! Yah!”

Tom kicked the ball in. He was determined
that Trimble should stop it, and he kicked it
directly at Baggy's fat face. .

aggy was determined mot to stop it, and he
_sugposed that the leather would pass him, as
before

It didn’t! It plumped right on Baggy’s nose,
and there was a fiendish yell from Baggy as he
went heels over head.

“Gurrrrrrrerrgh 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’'s School House goalkeeping!” yelled
Redfern. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Baggy Trimble sat up, spluttering.

“Yah!| Groogh! Rotter! Yooop!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get up, you fat chump !” shouted Tom Merry,
.in exasperation. “Chuck that ball out! If I
come in to you, I'll scalp you!”

“Bai Jove! I weally think we shall have a
wathah wemarkable display in the House match
next Wednesday, deah boys!”

THe GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,612
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“YWe shall!” gasped Blake.

“ (et up, Trimble!”

“I—I—I can’t get up!” spluttered Trimble,
“I'm winded| I—I— Groogh!”

“Help him, Kangy!”

Kangaroo of the Shell went into goal to help
Trimble. He lifted the junior by one ear.

Trimble was very quickly on his feet.

“8tick there for a bit, Kangy, will you? Kick
him every time he doesn't stop the ball!”
exclaimed Tom Merry, in great exasperation.

This was worse than Tom Merry had expected
even of Trimble. He knew that Baggy was a
clumsy slacker, but to have obstinacy added to
clumsiness was a little too much.

The Australian junior threw out the ball, and
posted himself in goal to help Baggy with his
work.

Baggy eyed him savagely.

Kangaroo took a good size in football boots.

“Play up!” =aid ﬁ)arry Noble grimly. “I'm
going to help you, Baggy!| Every time you don’t
stop the footer, you'll think you're a footer your-
self, from what you'll get!”

“Look here, you beast—"

“Look out in goal I”

Tom Merry kicked the leather in once more.

Baggy made a clumsy grab at it—and missed it.
The next moment Kangaroo’s boot came in con-
tact with his fat person, and Trimble’s yell could
be heard all over the playing fields. '

“BSame every time, dear ﬁoy I smiled Noble.

“Yaroooh |”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“0Oh dear!” gasped Figgins, wipi
“This is what they call footer! An
their mouldy old House Cock House |”

“Rats I growled Blake. “Baggy’s not much
worse than Clampe and Chowle in your House,
anyway |”

“We don’t play Clampe and Chkowle in House
matches !” grinned Figgins.

“Hallo! MHere they go again!”
Kerr.

Baggy Trimble made a desperate effort to stop
the baﬁ this time. He had had enough of
Kangaroo's boot.

He stopped it and tipped it outside, and there
was an ironical cheer.

“Well saved !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

”IGOOd for you!” said Tom Merry.
up ”

“I—I c-can’t |” stuttered Baggy.
I'm worn out! Yow-ow-ow |”

“Look out, Trimble! It’s coming!”

“Oh dear!” gasped Baggy.

The ball whizzed in, and Bag
des[é)lcrately, and his fat fist misse
yard.

Kangaroo rushed at him to fulfil his part of
the contract, and Trimble, with a howl, dodged
out of the goal and fled.

“Come back, you fat villain!” shrieked Tom
Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leg it, Trimble !”

Five or six juniors rushed after the fat Fourth
Former. But fear lent Baggy wings, and he
fairly flew. . .

Hunters and hunted disappeared in the direc-
tion of the School House, amid howls of merri-

ment.
“Oh cwumbs !” gasped Arthur Augustus. “Oh,

his eyes.
they eall

chuckled

"“Keep that

“T'm tired—

slashed at it
it by about a
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gweat Scott! I weally have a vewy sevewe pain
m my wibs!”

“Oh, Tommy !” murmured Manners.

“Now youw're through with that circus perhaps

vou'll let a fellow pget some practice,” said
Grundy of the Shell sarcastically.

“Oh, don’t you practise now, Grundyl”
exclaimed Figgins beseechingly.

(13 I\h? Wh notq?l

“You'll maka us break something if we laugh
any more now |”

“You cheeky New House ass

“Come away, you chaps!” smd Figgins.
“Schoo] House footer gives me a pain in the
ribs |

Figgins & Co. departed, chortling.

rundy gave a snort of contempt, and pro-

ceeded to exhibit his wonderful powers as a foot-
baller.

Tom Aerry felt inclined to weep as he watched

iy

'|||| JI.' t
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“Oh rats!” . :
And Tom Merry went in to tea in no happy
mood.

CHAPTER 6.
The Trial Match !

11 OW'S your cheery old team getting on?”
George Figgins asked that question on
Saturday afternoon.

Figgins smiled genially as he asked.

The difficulties Tom Merry was encountering
were really a subject for sympathy; but the New
House fellows howled over them as if they were
the joke of the season,

“First-rate | said Tom.
you on Wednesday!”

“With Grundy and Trimble?”

“Yes|” growf;d Tom.

“We're going to beat

Struggling in the grasp of many hands, George Alfred Grundjr was borne off the field and hurled

among the packed crowd. There was a howl from the spectators as Qrundy landed.
play wae finished in

him. When the School House fellows went in
Tom was looking the reverse of cheerful.

“What a prospect!” he gasped, as Talbot of
the 8hell joined him.

Talbot siniled.

“It’s rather hard lines, Tom. But the rest of
us are going to play like internationals, so we
may pu! it off on Wednesday. We mustn’t let

the New House fellows get anywhere near goal,
that’s all.”

“It's a bit th!ck Figgins holdmg Tommy down

to his brag, remarked Blake. *Ile might let
h|m off.”

“Brag1” repeated Tom. “I wasn’t bragging,
you ass|”

“What were you doing, thent”

His magnificent
hat match !

“You're not inclined to climb down yet and
take it back?” smiled Figgins. “Of course, we'll
let you off if you admit 1t was only swank |”

“The Schooi House never climbs down |” said
Monty Lowther solemnly. “We leave that to the
old casual ward you call a House!”

Figgins grinned.

“Well, it will be as good as a climb down
when we walk over you on Wednesday!” he
remarked cheerfully,

“Rats1”

The Terrible Three walked on, leaving Figgins
chuckling.

There was no fixture that afternoon, and Tom
Merry had arranged a practice match between

Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,612
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two junior School House sides. Ho was anxious
to see what would happen with Grundy and
Trimble in the team,

The other eleven was a pretty good one, made
up of the House reserves. It was captained by
Sidney Clive, the South African, who played
centre-half. Dick Julian, Hammond, Kerrwsh,
Reilly, Digby, Bernard Glyn, Cardew, Gore,
Manners, and Lowther made up Clive’s feam.

Manners and Lowther were not in the House
team on this occasion.

The scratch eleven fully expected to win, They
were nothing neai the form of Tom Merry & Co.,
taken as a whole, but Tom Merry’s team was
handicapped by Grundy and T'rimble. That made
all the difference.

Figgins & Co, came to watch. So did a good
many other chaps. Indeed, even some seniors of
the Fifth stopped to look on. Grundy's fame was
great as a footballer of an original variety, and
fun was expected.

Baggy Trimble looked as if he would burst out
of his footer garb, but he was not looking happy.

Baggy liked the distinction of playing for his
House; it was to be a subject of endless swank
in the future. But he did not like the exertion
involved.

Tom Merry had kept him hard at practice
?pring the last two days, and it had exasperated
him.

Racke had been talking to Baggy, too. And it
was understood that Baggy was to be present at
a spread in Racke's study after the match if he
did not succeed in saving a single shot.

In those circumstances, it was not probable
that Baggy Trimble would shine as a goal-
keeper.

But Grundy was looking very businesslike.

Grundy knew how his inclusion in the team was
regarded by the other fellows. But his perform-
ance in the trial match was going to silence all
detractors—at least, that was Grundy’s intention.

The goal he was going to score would mark him
out as a fellow who could not be spared from any
team. True, it was not considered, as a rule, a
half-back’s special business to shine as a goal-
getter. But Grundy had his own manners and
customs on the football field.

It was not much use talking to Grundy, but
Tom Merry tried it.

“] want you to keep your place, Grundy,” he
said. “Don’t get in the way of the other ciza.pa.
Don’t hang on to the ball. Feed the forwards.
You understand? And don’t try any of your
brilliant charging business.”

Grundy stared at him.

“Do you want to win this trial match, or do

ou want to be beaten by a scratch team?” he
inquired.

“To win, of course, fathead!”

“Then you'd better let me alone!”

“There can’t be two skippers in a football team,
Grundy I”

“To be quite frank, Merry, I think you ought
to leave the job to me,” said Grundy candidly.
“If you stick to the place you'll be doing it
against my judgment |”

“Your—your judgment?”

“My judgment |” said Grundy firmly, “T give
you my opinion for what it’s worth.”

CGrundy’s manner intimated that he considered
it was worth a great deal.

“I suppose,” remarked Blake thoughtfully,
“that it wouldn’t do te lynch Grundy on the
crossbar, would it?”

Tur Gem Lisrarny.—No. 1,612
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“Bai Jove! Ii might win the match for us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—1 suppose it’s no good talking to ,you,
CGrundy ! gasped Tom Merry. “If you don’t
keep in your place we'll serag you, that’s all!”

“A good foothaller’s place is where he’s
wanted 1 said Grundy firmly., “If 1 see you
fumbling the ball, Merry——"

“ Me—fumbling 7

“ You—fumbling !” said Grundy calmly. “If I
see you fumbling the ball I'm bound, from a
proper regard for the side, to help you out. In
such a case, I shall certainly chip in and do my
best. You can rely on me to interfere at any
point where ! see weak play !”

“Oh, Jemima ! murmured Wilkins.

“Mo tell the candid truth, I'm not satisfied with
this team !” went on Grunciy. “Look at the way
D’'Arcy passes—"

“Bai Jove!”

“ Levison, too!
ball control—"

T don't think much of Tevizon’s

“Perhaps I'd better vresign!” said Levison

sarcaslically.

“That would really be the best, Levison.
I shall have

Noble, too, is pretty clumsy at half.
to do most of taa work, as well as my own!”

Kangaroo gave Grundy the look of a basilisk.

“Let me catch you getting in my way !” he said.
“There'll be a dead lunatic lying abount soon
afterwards ™

“ As for Herries, you know what a muff he is

“Am I17” roared Herries.

“YVes. I am sorry to say so, Herries, but the
truth is the truth, you know! My judgment is
that you ought not to be playing for the House |”

Herries did not reply. He couldn’t. He
seemed on the verge of apaplexy.

“Talbot isn’t bad,” went on Grundy, in his role
of cheerful critic.

“Thanks 1 said Talbot, laughing.

“Not at all,” said Grundy kindly. “Honour
where honour is due, you know. You're not bad,
and with a little coaching from me you'd be
really good |”

“Qh, my hat!”

“That's enough!” gasped Tom Merry. “8hut
up, Grundy, for goodness’ sake! T only hope you
won’t drive us into massacring you during the
match! You ready, Clive 1”

 Quite ! grinned Clive,

Clive won the toss, and gave the ITouse cleven
the wind to kick off against.

Grundy tapped Tom Merry on the arm from
behind.

“Leave the kick-off to me, Merry, please {”

£ whn‘t?!]

“Leave it to me! Youn sce——"

“Get back, you fool I”

“O}l !Jl

Figiins winked at his chums as the ball rolled,
and the trial match started. Figgins remarked
that that match was likely to prove a trial in
more than one sense to the School House junior
skipper, and the Co. grinned and agreed.

And certainly George Alfred Grundy had reason
to plume himself upon the attention he was get-
ting, for the shouts were all for Grundy. Almost
every eye was fixed on the burly George Alfred.
The fellows were wondering what he would do,
and Grundy smiled with satisfaction as they
roared what he took for encouragement.

“That shows what the fellows think ! Grundy
found time to remark to Wilkins.

Wilkins agreed

l”

¥
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Detective Kerr

- Investigates

No. 25.

THE
SECRET
MESSAGE.

WILL

UMAIN
RICHARD AND ROBIN HOOD AT CASTLL

PARTY MEET KING
GATES.  WATCH JESTER ALAN-A-DALL
AND WILL SCARLETT. IF FRIAR TUCK
SUSPICIOUS, ENTERTAIN HIM AT TABLE.
WHILST COURT OCCUPIED ON TILTING
GROUND, RANSACK CASTLE. LEAVE OUR

MOTTO ; ‘ALWAYS WLE CONQUER!—
(SIGNED) PRINCE JOHN.*

This message, scrawled in pencil on a sheet of
ordinary notepaper, and found during morning
break in the Cloisters, wedged under a stone, so
mystified Tom Merrvy & Co. that a special meet-
ing of the Junior Sports Committee was called,
The message was obviously in code, and appeared
to refer to some sort of raid on the “ecastle.”
“Detective ” Kerr was asked if he could elucidate
1t
Kerr: Where exactly did

message, AMerry?

Merny: It was Dighy who found it. He was
studving one of the stone columns in the
cloisters for the art class, and he thinks it
must have been wedged under the stone only
a few minutes before he came along.

Kern: If we assume (hat it was written by
Gordon Gay or one of the Grammarians, the
message seems clearer. We can assume that
Prince John is Gordon Gay. He says his main
party will mecet King Richard and Robin
Hood at the castle gates. I read that as Tom
Merry and Figgins at the gates of St. Jim’s.
You are expecting the Grammarians to-
morrow afternoon, aren’t you, Merry ?

Megrry : Quite correct, Kerr.

Kerr: Alan-a-Dale, the jester—Monty Lowther—
and Will Scarlett—Manners—are to be
watched. Probably to see if they sense that
anything unusual is afoot,

Merry: But what about Friar Tuck?

Kerr: That must be Fatty Wynn, Now I
remember it, Fatty did say something about
coming on a couple of fellows who seemed to
meet each other and vanish again immediately
at his approach yesterday evening in the
cloisters, soon after half-past six, He didn’t

vou pick up the

16

see who they were, as they moved off so
quickly—but Clampe followed Fatty into the
New House.

MerrY: What do you make of the reference to
the ‘““tilting ground,” Kerr?

Kerr: That’s easy. We're playing the Gram-
marians on Little Side to-morrow. While
we're busy, apparently the recipient of this
message is expected to ransack the “castle,”
Rag the stundics, I imagine. And he is not
to forget to leave the motto: “Always We
Conquer !” Daubed across the looking-glass in
this very study, most likely.

MeRrry : At that rate we can anticipate a double
visit from Gordon Gay and his merry men
to-morrow ! One party under Gay to plav
us at football, and the other—a lone hand—to
rag the studies, What a scheme !

Ficerys: It's not like Gay to think of playiug a
trick like this on us. I{err. We don’t usually
combine rags with footer,

Kerr: TIt’s neither footer nor ecricket, Figgy.
It's a deep-laid plot.

Frceixs: Funny, too, Gay should have used the
Robin Hood characters in his code.

Kenr: That part isn't really so puzzling. We've
all been over to the Wayland Empire to seo
the new Robin Hood film, 'haven’t we?

F1ceINs : “Yes, that's so.

WynN: I haven't been over, Kerr—as I was in
the sanny all last week with a cold, and I
only came out yesterday.

Kerr: Oh, Talbot! Didn't I hear you delivering
a message from Gordon Gay to Tom Merry
just now ?

Tacsor: That's right. I'd almost forgotten it. I
rode down to the village yesterday evening—
I had a pass to get a stamp, and I met Gay
in the post office. He asked me to tell Merry
everything will be O.K, for to-morrow. In
view of the code message since, I thought
Merry might be interested.

Kerr: What time did you see Gay, Talbot?

TaLBor: About seven, it must have been. By
the way, Kerr, I suppose you don’t want a job
helping Racke with an impot? Racke and
Crooke were trying to bribe Trimble to help
them, and he was sticking out for a bob a
hundred

Kerr: Ha, ha! What did Racke and Crooke
get lined for, Talbot?

TarBor: They were Racke's lines. Fifty for being
in the quad after lock-up yesterday—Kildare
caught him as he came in—and another four
hundred and fifty for cheek !

Kerr: Oh, my hat! Time Racke learned to
control his tongue, isn't it?

(Who was responsible for the secret message?
Kerr's solution will be found on page 33.)
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CHAPTER 7.
The Order of the Boot !

OM MERRY had thought the matter out.
Handicapped by Grundy at half and
Trimble in goal, the School House game
was to attack, and keep on attacking.
The front line, at all events, was excellent. If
the team with two passengers succeeded in beating

Clive's eleven, it would be a good omen for the
House match on Wednesday.

The House players had it all their own way at
the start.

In the first ten minutes they were swarming in
Clive’s half and attacking goal hotly.

Gore in goal was unusually good, however, and
he defended well. But the attack persisted, and

Tre GeM LiBriry.—No. 1,612,
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would doubtless have materialised but for some
assistance it reccived from George Alfred Grundy.

Grundy was not the fellow to hang back while
an attack was being fumbled, as he regarded it.
If the forwards couldn’t beat Gore, he would—or
he thought he could. A terrific rush from his
centre-half sent Tom Merry spinning away [rom
the ball as he was about to kick for goal. That
attack in the rcar was, naturally, quite unlooked
for, and it took the junior skipper by surprise.

Tom Merry was hurled off, barging into
Levison, and Grundy took possession of the ball,
and kicked,

Naturally, it was a miskick, and instead of the
ball landing in: the net, it dropped at Sidney
Cliva's feet, and the Africander sailed away
merrily with it.

Grundy, quite ignorant where the ball had gone,
stared into goal, as if expecting to see it reposing
in the net.

The next instant he was collared by his indig-
nant captain, spun round, and sent whirling.

It was not a usual proceeding on the part of the
footer captain. But is was not surprising, in the
circumstances, that Tom Merry was a little
excited.

Grundy crashed to the ground, and gasped
I.)hcﬁ-e, while the House players rushed after the

all.

But Clive & Co. were making the most of the
opportunity so kindly afforded them by the great
George Alfred.

Clive, Lowther, and Cardew—who was showing
unexpected form as a forward—kept the ball
among them in a rush up the ficld.

Cardew, usually looked upon as a slacker, was
full of energy now.

They brought the ball right through, and Clive
kickecf the leather in, and it whizzed past Baggy
Trimble and landed in the net.

There was a roar of laughter from the crowd.

“Goal! Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins wiped his eyes.

“That's football |’ he wept.
call footer in the School House.
selves Cock House of St. Jim's.
that footer 1”

“That's what they
They call them-
And they call

“Good old Grundy!” roared Kerr., “Go if,
Grundy !*

“Did you ever !” gasped Fatty Wynn.

“Oh, my hat! nd that’s the team they’re
going to play against—us!”

Tom Merry’s face was a study.

He had hoped for the best, in spite of his two
passengers, but it was the worst—the very worst—
that was happening.

Trimble, with a sickly

Kangaroo dropped bac
Trimble.

“You didnt try to stop that ball, Trimble,”
said the Australian junior quictly.

#T—T didn’t see—"

+“You didn't try!”

“Look here, who's keeping goal?” demanded
Trimble loftily. “You keep your place, Noble!
I don’t want any lessons from you!”

“You're going to get one, all the same,” said
Kangarco. * You didn’t try, Trimble, You can’t
help being a fool, but you can help being a rogue.
Next time the ball comes in, you're going to do
all that a fool can do—see? TI'll help you—like
this, Trimble !

“Yaroooh !” roared the fat pgoalkeeper as

Tre GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,612,
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Kangaroo collared him, and bumped his head
against a goalpost.

“Yaroooh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the crowd.

“That’s School House footer!” said Figgins,
weeping., ““That's the way they keep geal! Oh
dear! My ribs!”

Bump bump, bump !

“¥Yarooh! Help!

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

"Trimble clutched his damaged head and yelled,
as Kangaroo released him.

“That's for a start!” said the Australian junior
grimly. “You'll stop the next ball, Trimble, or 1
shall use my boot on you next time "

“Yow-ow-ow "

“Line up 17

Kangaroo went back to his place, leaving Baggy
Trimble rubbing his head. His little game had
been nipped in the bud. Not fifty spreads in
Aubrey Racke’s study would have induced him to
go through a second experience of that kind.
Trimble meant to do his best as goalkeeper now
—for what that was worth.

Grundy strode up to Tom Merry, his face aflame
with wrath. Grundy was not the kind of fellow
to be handled like Trimble.

“You slung me over !” he roared.

“(et into your place, you fool!” Tom Merry
was too angry to be polite. “If you don't keep
your place after this, I'll kick vou off the field I

“What?”

“Line up, dummy !”

“Why, yvou—you—"

“Now thew,” said Smith major of the Fifth,
the referee. " Line up !”

Wilkins dragged Grundy away. The great
Grundy was boiﬁng with wrath, and on the point
of committing assault and baltery wupon his
skipper.

“Did you ever sce anything like it, Wilkins?”
gasped Grundy. “He slung me over!”

“You silly chump !” was Wilkins’ reply. “You
spoiled a certain goal by barging like a
rhinoceros, you howling dummy !”

“What! I was saving the situation.”

“0Oh, dry up!”

“Look here, Wilkins——"

The whistle went, and Grundy’s eloquence was
cut off. But the great man of the Shell was by
no means subdued, According to Grundy, he had
been slung over, and thereby lost a certain success
for his side. If there was anything mcro like
that, Grundy meant to put his foot down.

The peculiar display of the House cleven
oncouraged the scratch team.

Clive and his men played up well from the re-
start, They got through, but the House backs
defended welE and the forwards got the ball
a.g:-i.in, and went up the field, passing in great
style.

There was a tussle before goal, and into that
tussle came Grundy, charging like an infuriated
elephant.

Levison was sent whirling. Arthur Augustus
was spun round, Blake was floored, and Tom
Merry was charged away. Grundy had got the
ball again for a second. It required only one
second for Manners to take it from his foot and
send it up the field. There was a rush after it,
and an attack on the home goal; but this time
Trimble was on the alert. He knew what to
expect if he wasn’t. He fisted out the ball, and
the backs cleared,

The referee’s whistle rang out sharply.

Murder! Yah! Oh!”
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It was time, for three of the Schoo! House
forwards had fastened on Grundy like wolves, and
scemed to be massacring him, to judge by
Grundy’s wild yells.

The spectators rocked with laughter.

“Get off the field, Grundy!” shrieked Tom
Merry.

“What?” gasped Grundy, strpggling frantically
with his assailants. “I won't! You're mucking
up the game! You won't even let me save it!
I— lgaroooh 1

“Kick him off I”

Struggling in the grasp of many hands, and
bumping on the ground at every step, George
Alfred Grundy was borne off the field, and hurled
over the ropes. '

There was a howl from the packed erowd there
as he landed among them.

The trial mateh proceeded without any further
assistance from Grundy. In the circumstances
two half-backs were better than three. Tom Merry
was bound to let Grundy lose him Wednesday’s
match; but there was no reason for letting him
lose this one, and Grundy’s magnificent play was
finished for that occasion.

Not that Grundy intended to take his exclusion
quietly. He gained his feet, and was about to
charge back into the field, when half a dozen
School House fellows in the crowd seized him
and rushed him away.

Grundy was frogmarched to the House and
pitched in headlong; and by the time he had
sorted himself out the great Grundy was not
feeling inclined for any more scrapping.

Without Grundy’s aid Tom Merry pulled his
team together and proceeded to beat the scratch
eleven.

Baggy Trimble, in goal, played up unexpect-
edly well. His hegd was still aching from the
lesson Kangaroo had given him in goalkeeping.

He let the ball through only once more, which
was really ereditable for Trimble.

The trial match finished with the House team
winners by three goals 10 two.

CHAPTER 8.
Gussy to the Rescue !
¢6 | 'VE got an ideah !”
Arthur Augustus D'Arey made that an-
nouncement in Study No. 6 in the School
House at tea after the trial match,

If tlie swell of St. Jim's expected the announce-
ment to be received with respectful and impressed
attention, he was disappointed. :

Blake, Herries, and Digby, and the Terrible
Three, who were the guests in Study No. 6, did
not even seem to hear the announcement at all,

“It's rotten I'’ Tom Merry said dismally. “I
know I've played the giddy ox, and you needn’t
tell me so again, Blake. You've told me twenty
times. Or is it thirty? Nearly fifty, perhaps.
I'm going to resign the captaincy if we're beaten
on Wednesday, so you needn’t rub it in.”

“Well, we won't hold you to that,” said Blake
generously. “I dare say you can’t help being a
silly idiot, if you come to that.”

“] wepeat, you fellows—"

“1 shall hold to it, though,” said Tom Merry.
“We shall lose the match, that's a cert. We
might scramble along with Trimble in goal by
threatening to thrash him every time the ball goes
in. But Grundy—"

Tom Merry groaned by way of conclusion,
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The bare idea of Grundy as a member of the
House team made him feel like groaning.

“] was wemarkin’, you fellows '

“There's only one hope,” said Blake. “Grundy
might meet with an accident. Short of thal,
we're booked for a licking on Wednesday.”

“If you uttah asses will listen to me—'
roared Arthur Augustus, quite forgetting the
repose that should stamp the caste of Vere de
Vere, in his indignation.

“You've got an idea?’ asked Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“(Go and tell it to Grundy, then!”

“Weally, Lowthah, what would be the use of
explainin’ my ideah to Gwunday?”

“It would serve him right.”

“You uttah ass "

“Good 1” said Blake. “(irundy deserves it, and
we don’t. Run and give Grundy a look in,
Gussy.”

“Pay him a long visit,” said Herries heartily.

Arthur Augustus’ eyeglass glittered with in-
dignant wrath at his studvmates. Tt often hap-
pened that Arthur Augustus was like the prophet
of old, unhonoured in his own country.

“I insist upon vou uttah asses payin’ aften

‘“ The mag-
net's to pick up
the bits of my
car as they fall
off |V

Half -a- crown
has besn a-
warded to K.
Payne, Woell-
wood, Beamin-
ster, Dorset.

tion,”” he said. “I wegard your wemarks with
scorn. I have an ideah for makin’ up for Tom
Mewwy’s feahful blundah !”

“Ass1” said Tom politely.

*“1 wefuse to be called an ass, Tom Mewwy,
especially by an uttah ass!” said Arthur Augustus
warmly. “You have landed the House team-—
the junior House team—into an extwemely awk=
ward posish. It is up to this study to get the
House out of that awkward posish.”

“Something in that !” agreed Blake, with a nod.

“Bow-wow !” remarked Manners.

“] wegard that as a widiculous ejaculation,
Mannahs. But to wesume. If Gwunday plays
for the House on Wednesday we shall be beaten.
But he is bound to play owin’ to Tom Mewwy's
fatheaded challenge to Figgins i

“Cut it short !” remarked Tom

“Wats! I have an ideah for neutwalisin’ the
dweadful effects of playin’ Gwunday in the House
team.”

“Hear, hear!” said Blake. “Go it! Do you
mean you are going to sing a (enah solo to him,
so that he will have to go to a funeral instead of
a football match?”

“Wats! If we play the New House a man
short, we may get thwough all wight. But we
are bound to play Gwunday, owin’ to Tom

2

Mewwy’'s—
“Get to the point, for goodness’ sake!”
“I’m gettin’ to the point as fast as I can, Tom
Mewwy, considewin’ that I am bein’ intewwupted
Tue Geu Lisrary.—No. 1,612.
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by asinine weinarks. My ideah is Lo play
Gwunday tied up !”

“What 7"

“We are bound to have Gwunday in the team.
But we are not bound to allow him to wush about
wuinin’ the game. My ideah is to tie his hands
behind his back.”

“What 1"

“ And fasten a wope wound his silly legs—"

“lareat pip !”

“And then he won’t be at all dangewous, you
see !” explained Arthur Augustus, evigﬂntly much
taken with his brilliant idea. “We play him,
accordin’ to the agwecment, It was not specified
i the agweement that he should be untied 2

“0Oh crumbs I

“Of course, when he’s woped up he won’t bo
able to play; bus he wouldn’t be able to play, in
any case, as he can’t play footah. He will be a
membah of the team, howeval, and that is all
the New House has o wight to expect. We will
let him loose enough to walk about, but not loose
enough to wun about. e will have to keep oft
the ball. A footah captain has a wight to tic
the hands of a playah if he hkeg, if the playah
agwees.”

“Ta, ha, ha '”

There was a roar in Study No. 6.

Arthur Augustus’ way oul of the greal difficully
took the juniors by storm.

The swell of St. Jim's beamed upon the ieca
party. )

“You see, deali bovs, it’s a wippin’ ideah! Tn
case of doubt, you know, you can always wely
on a fellow of lact and judgiment, as I have we-
marked sevewal times in this study.”

“It's-the idea of the century ! exclaimed Blake.
“Ii’s a corker! Nothing against it, that I can
sce. We shall be playing a man short if Grundy’s
not allowed {o do any damage, and we can beai
the New House a man short!”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows.

“Wouldn’t it be a bit like wriggling out of it ?”
he asked doubtfully. “The agrecment was to
play Grundy——"

“Well, you'll be playing him if le’s in the
icam ”

“Yes, but =

“Now, look here, Tomuny,” said Blake, “ you've
done enough damage! It's bad enough to play
a man short in a House match, Gussy’s idew 18

a corker! It will keep that dangerous maniac
fﬁﬁm’f]mng any damage. I vote for Gussy’s
idea |

“Hear, hear!” said lerries and Digby.

Manners and Lowther locked doubtful.
intended to abide by Tom Merry’s decision.

The captain of the Shell wore a worried look.

The tying up of Grundy would introduce an
element of the comic which would be out of place
in a House maleh., But Tom would not have
minded that much. T'he bottling up of the great
Grundy might mean a victory, instecad of a
defeat. But Gussy's scheme, brilliant as it was,
seemed a little like getiing round the agreement
to play the duffer of the Shell. Playing a man
was not merely letfing him walk on the field
without sharing in the game,

Tom shook his head at last.

“1 twust, Tom Mewwy, that you do not wefuse
to adopt my wippin’' ideah!” said Arthur
Augustus in his most stately manner.

“Can’t be helped!” said Tom. “I undertook
to play Grundy, and the New House chaps would
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say I was crawling round it. Otherwise, I'd
jump at the scheme.”

“1 wegard you as an ass, Tomn Mewwy |”

“Thanks !”

“And I think you're a howling idiol !” said
Blake.

“Go it 1"

Arthur Augustus frowned majestically. He was
very pleased with his great scheme, and it had
not occurred to him, at first, that it would be like
gelting round the terms of the challenge.

But on reflection the great Gussy realised the
point, and he interrupted the somewhat personal
remarks Blake & Co. were making.

“Pewwaps you are wight, Tom Mewwy,” he
sald mildly. *“I wegard it as a wippin’ scheme,
but pewwaps it would not be quite the thing,
considewin’ that you undahtook to play Gwunday
—like a silly ass! I withdwaw iny suggestion !”
“Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

“Howevah, 1 have anothal suggestion to make.
Let us awwange to keep an eye on Gwunday, and
woll him ovali evewy time he gets neah the ball
That will not be bweakin® the wules. We are
cutitled to keep the howlin' idiot off the ball, and
pwevent him fwom wuinin’ the game. You did
1ot undahtake exactly to let Cwuuday lose the
watch, I pweswne?”

Kangaroo charged Qrundy and George Alfred gave a ros
and sat there! The game surged
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Tom Merry hrightened up.

“That's better,” he admitted. “Of course,
we're entitled to keep Grundy from throwing the
game away with his fool tricks, if we can, We'll

ass the word round to charge Grundy whenever
Ee gets going.”’

“Good egg !” said Blake, mollified. Blake had
been rather roughly handled by the great Grundy
in the trial match. and the suggestion fitted in
exactly with his ideas.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ %0 long as Grundy plays centre-half, let him !”
continued Tomn., “When he begins playing the
ox, we'll jump on him! I undertook to play
Grundy as centre-half, not as giddy oxI”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Right enough,” said Herries,
him! Let him shove into me, that's alll I
give him shoving !”

And so it was settled.

After tea Tom Merry confided the plan to the
rest of the School- House junior eleven, and the
players concurred with wonderful unanimity.

Everybody, in fact, seemed keen to keep Grundy
in his place.

From which it did not appear that George
Alfred was likely to have a very enjoyable ex-
perience when he played for his House.

“We'll cha.n;;lns;

The Australian junior landed on him
on and Grundy was out of it.

CHAPTER 9.

Good Old Figgins !

OM MERRY was feeling a little anxious
when Wednesday came round.

It turned out a fine, cold, clear day, first-
rate.for football, and in other circumstances Tom
would have looked forward to tho afternocon’s
match with great keenness and pleasure.

But there was little pleasure in the prospect of
the match as matters stood.

Trimble was certainly improving in goal.
Drastic measures had been used with Trimble.
He had a great dislike for having his head
knocked against a goalpost. For that reason he
bucked up amazingly. Clumsiness and fatuity
could not be helped, but slacking was visited with
condign punishment, and Trimble was already |
learning not to slack.

And Racke's offer to stand him a stunning feed
if he let the .ball through every time was sadly
declined by Trimble. The most stunning of

feeds could not have consoled him for the
handling he would have received if he had been
detected slacking in the House match.

The penalties promised to Baggy if he did not
do his best were simply ternf}'m%. And it was:
certain that Baggy would do his best, such as it |
was.

As for Grundy, threats were useless, Threats
would only have made him more obstinate,

The fellows had given up talking to him.
Actions were wanted with Grundy, not words.
And if he stepped over the line in the match, he
was going to have action, hot and strong.

So Tom Merry hoped for the best, but he was
not happy. He felt bound to resign the junior
captainecy if the match was lost.

That price he had to pay for having been
betrayed, in a moment of excitement, into
unjustifiable swank. '

He did not want to resign, and most of the
fellows, on reflection, did not want him to, either.
But it was settled. If his reckless challenge to
Figgins & Co. lost- his House a match, he felt
that he had no choice in the matter. '

So Tom had plenty to think of that morning,

~and Mr., Linton found him a little absent-minded

in the Shell Form Room, in conseguence.

There were lines for Tom Merry that morning,.
but it could not be helped, and Tom did not mind
very much., Lines were little in comparison with
the dismal prospects of the afternoon.

The School House footballers were early on
the ground, Baggy Trimble being routed out,
grumbling, from a corner by the fire.

Fellows began to gather on the ground from far
and near. Grundy’s performances in the trial
match had been cut short by his being kicked off.
the field, but they had been very entertaining, as
far as they went.

Grundy was the great attraction in the present
match. Owing to Tom Merry’s reckless under-
taking, Grundy couldn’t be kicked off the field
this time; he was bound to play the game
through. Many of the fellows—especially the
New House fellows—looked forward to an enjoy-
able afterncon watching Grundy. _

Fortunately, the rest of the team wore in tip-
top form.

E‘he School House fellows punted the ball about, |
while they were waiting for the New House team.
Kick-off was fixed for half-past two. :

Grundy stood looking on at the punting, talking
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to Wukins: confiding w his chum the
things he was going to do in that match.

Grundy was still dreaming of goals!

Willains said nothing. e was in agreement
with the rest to put the stopper on Grundy when
he went in for goal-getting, but he did not feel
inclined to inform George Alfred of the fact.

“Time the New House were here,” remarked
Wilkins at last, interrupting the flow of Grundy’s
eloquence. “Why, they're not changed yet—that
fat bounder’s in Etons”

Wilkins stared at Fatty Wynn of the New
House, who had strolled down to the ground,
with his plump person attired as usual.

Tom Merry spotted him, and came over to him.

“Why haven't you changed, Fatty?”’ he
exclaimed. “Are you going to keep us waiting ?”

Fatty Wynn smiled.

“They'll be along in a minute,” he said.
“Figgins 1s routing out one of the team from a
smoking-party in Clampe’s study.”

“QOh!” said Tom. “Well, isn’t it time you
changed ?”

“I'm not keeping goal this afternoon.”

Tom brightened. If the New House were
leaving out their champion goalkeeper the School
House chances were considerably increased.

yreat
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“Crocked ?” he asked, with as much sympathy
as he coul& possibly feel in the circumstances.

“Not a bit.”

“What are you standing out for, then?”

“Taking a rest, you know,” said Fatty Wynn
affably. “Figgy's got another goalie for this
match.”

“Hallo, Lawrence! You not playing, either?”
exclaimed Tom Merry, as Edgar Lawrence of the
Fourth joined Fatty Wynn by the ropes.

Lawrence smiled and shook his head.

“No. Figgy's got another half this afternoon
instead of me!”

“QOh, good! I—I mean—'

“Hallo! Here they come!” said Faity Wynn.

The New House footballers appeared.

Tom Merry looked themn over curiously. To his
astonishment he saw Clampe of the Shell and
Chowle of the Fourth in their ranks.

The two slackers were looking morose.

Tom stared at them blankly.

Why Figgins should be playing those two hope-
less duffers in a House match was a deep and
baffling mystery. He was under no compulsion
to play two passengers as Tom Merry was.

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus, in astonish-
ment. “Surely Figgy is not ass enough to play
those two howlin’ fumblahs?”

< All the better for us if he does!” said Blake
in wonder. “But what on earth is the little

ame 7"

Talbot laughed.

He thought he could guess what the little game
was.

“Figgins is a sportsman,” he remarked. “I
fancy %’19 was only pulling Tommy’s leg in accept-
ing his challenge,” and he's playing two duffers
to level things up and make 1t a fair game.”

“Bai Jove! If that is the case, I wegard it as
weally wippin’ of old Figgins!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus. .

“Good man!” said Levison.

Tom Merry greeted Figgins with a stare of
El!i.gk surprise as he led ﬁls merry men on the

eld.

Figgins nodded affably.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ye-es. But—but——"

“But what, my infant?”

“What's the game?” demanded Tom.

“ Football |” said Figgins innocently. And his
followers chortled. “You don’t expect us to play
cricket, I suppose, at this time of the year?”

“Rats! 1 mean, why have you left out your
goalie and your best half to play two crass asses
like Clampe and Chowle?”

Figgins chuckled.

“My dear ass, you're playing two silly idiots
in the School House team, aren’t you?”

“Yes, bui—"

“Well, I'm playing two silly idiots, too! One
good turn deserves another, you know., I was
only pulling your leg,” Figgins explained
cheerily. “If you held to your swank, I intended
to play my idiots to match yours all along !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh!” gasped Tom Merry. “I—I see!”

“Time you did!” grinned Kerr,

Tom Merry drew a deep, deep breath. He
understood now, and he could forgive Iiggins
for pulling his leg over that reckless challenge.
Certainly, rotten players as Trimble and Grundy
were, they were not much worse than Clampe
and Chowle.

“I—I say, Figgy, vou're a sportsman!” said
Tom. “But—but you're entitled to hold me to
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niy bargain if you like. We don't climb down,
vou know, and you can play whom you like.”

“Bow-wow | said Figgins. *“ We shall beat you,
anyway ! Whether we do or not, I don’t want to
snatech a win.”

“Bal Jove !
attitude, Tiggins,
Augustus D'Arey.

Figgins  bowed
acknowledgment.

“If 1T had any doubts,” he said sclemmly, “they
are scttled now, After that, I feel quite casy in
niv mind.”

“Weally, Figgins »

“Look here, Figgins,” growled Clampe sulkily,
“I’'m not keen on playing in this match, and if
that’'s the way you put it——"

“That’s the way I put it,” said Figgins calmly.

“Then I don’t care to play!”

“My dear ass, you couldn't play if you did
care to. But you're going to do your best.”

“I suppose I can walk off the field if I like?”
sncered glampc.

“Certainly, if you want a football boot to help
vou on again!” assented Tiggins. “Quite your
own choice.”

“I've got another engagement for this afier-
noon,” said Chowle sullenly. "1 don't care for
foothall, anyway.”

“You wouldn't !” said TFiggins.

“Well, I don’t want to play in ihis mateh,”
reterted Chowle, “That’s plain cnough, isn't 14 %7

“Quite. Anything more to say?”

“I'm not playing, that’s all!”

“Will you take hold of Chowle’s par, Reddy ?”
asked Tiggins,  “Put hita over and bang his
napper on the ground.”

“Hold on!” roared Chowle, in dismav. *T-—I
say, I'll play if yvou like, Figgins, of course.”

*“0Oh, all right!” Tiggins turned to Tom Merry
again. “Ready when you are, dear boy. What
do you think of my two recruits?”

“About as good as mine!” said Tom Noerry,
laughing. “Look here, Tiggins, if you really
mean this——"

“What I have said, I have said!” remarked
Figgins solemnly.,

“Well "—Tom hesitated—" you're a good sport,
Figgy, and I take back what I said in your study
last week, about being able to beat the New
House with Grundy and Trimble in my team.
There ! .

“The amende honourable !” grinned Kerr.

“All serene!” said Figgins, laughing. “We
krew it was only School House swank, of course.

[EE}

Now, then, we're ready !

The two skippers tossed the coin, and the foot-
ballers lined up.

Smith major was referee again.

Grundy tapped Tom Merry on the shoulder.

“Just a word, Merry !”

“Shut up !”

“You see that Figgins is playing Chowle in
goal, for some reason!”

“Well 2

“Well, that means that we can score as many
goals as we like, with the forwards really well
led!” said Grundy eagerly. “Don’t you think
vou'd better take my place, and let me in as
centre-forward? As matters stand, it’s clearly
your duty—for the sake of the side, I moan.”

“Get back !” roared Tom Merry.

“Now, look here, Merry—>

Kangaroo and Wilkins dragged Grundy away.

“Wilkins, did you ever see such an obstinate
ass as that fellow Merry ?” Grundy exclaimed, in

I wegard ibat as a vewy pwopah
deah boy!” said Arthur

almost to the ground in

21
“When I've pointed out to

“You
bur-

great cxasperation,
him  to——"

“¥You—you chucklehead !"” said Wilkins.
chump! You frabjous jabberwock! You
bling, piffling dununy I

“Why, you cheeky ass
wrathfully.

Pheop !

The ‘whistle went, and that very remarvkable
llouse matceh began.

»?  hegan Grundy

CHAPTER 19.
Honours Divided !

66 LAY up, Schoel Ilouse !”

P “(zo0 it, New House I”

“(Go it, Grundy. Ha, ha, ha%?

All eyes were on the gamo when it started.

Chowle and Trimble, in the opposite goals,
stamped about to keep warm. Neither were
likely to have much else to do, if the respective
teams could help it.

There were loud shouts of encouragement to
Grundy, but they all came frowe New ouse
fellows round the field. Now that a House ninteh
was at stake, the School House crowd were mot
cager to see Ueorge Alfred bLegin his marvellous
performances. .

But the Schoal House fellows gave Clampe on-
couraging shouts. They would have been glad to
see Loeslie Clampe emulating Grondy,

Clampe, however. was nol ihinking of that. 1lis
object was to walk through the muatch with as
little exertion as possible. Clampe did net believe
in cxerting himseli at any gume more strenuous
than banker or nap.

But Grondy was bursting with energy, as usual.
As nsual, he was prepared to play the whole game
off his own bat, so to speal.

The shouts from the spectators spurved him on,
e did nob discern that all this encouragement
camo from Mew House fellows,  Their motive for
it did not requirve much guessing; but Grundy did
not guess,

Ho simply felt thai he was called upon to play
up and win that match for the Iouse, and he
meant to deo it. .

The New House forwards were in their rivals'
half, attacking hotly, and Grundy defended
valiantly. His defence took the form of charging
the left-back over and falling on the vight-back the
next minute. Lxactly what object Grundy ox-
pected to serve by these proceedings was a deep
mystery, known only to Grundy himself,

Figgins, laughing almost too much to kick,
brought the ball right up to goal, and sent it in
with a shot Baggy Trituble could not have stopped
in ten years.

There was a joyful howl from the New House.

“Goal I”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh dear!” gasped Baggy Trimble, with an
apprechensive glance at Kangaroo. Noble, you
beast, I—I—I did my best!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t kill the goalkeeper—he’s doin’ his best |
chortled Cardew, in the crowd, and there was a
roar,

“Mind you do, you fat- villain!” growled
Kangaroo. ‘‘Chuck that ball out and shut up,
you grampus |”

‘“Look after that dangerous maniac, Kangy |"
said Tom Merry, as the players went back to the

centre,
Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,612,
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“You bLet!" said the Australian grimly, “I'm
watching himn now "

School House kicked off, and the New House
attacked again; but this time the attack was
repelled.

Tom BMerry and Talbot and D'Arey then got
through with the balil,

Now was Grundy's chance. He made a terrific
rush after Toin Merry, to hook away the ball and
send it Hashing into the net. But before Grundy
could charge his captain from behind Kangaroo
plaxed up, occording to arrangements. He
charged Grundy.

Grundy gave a roar and rolled over, and the
Australian landed on him—and sat there,

The gaie surged on, and Grundy was out of it.

His valuable assistance could not be given. He
wriggled and roarcd under the weight of the Corn-
stalk, but the important thing was to keep Grundy
out of mischief, and Kangaroo did it.

He settled a little more heavily on Grundy’s
back and stayed there.

There was a roar as Tom Merry kicked for goal.

Chowle could not save that shot; in fact, he did
not particularly want to. He kept his hands in
the pockets of his footer shorts as the leather
flew in.

“(roal !

“Hurrah! Ha, ha, ha!”

Redfern dropped back into goal, kicked the Dall
out, and then kicked Chowle,

There was an indignant roar from Chowle.

“Yah! Wharrer you at?”

“That’s what I'm at!"” said Redfern, landin
another with his heavy boot. * Stop the next ball,
my son! You can't keep goal with your hands in
your pockets—you’re not guite uF to that, Chowle.
’Il‘ake :em out, my son, or you'll get another like
that !’

“Yaroooh!"” :

I('howle kept his hands out of his pockets after
that.

The footballers lined up again.

CGrundy, released by Kangaroo, had made a
frontal attack upon the Australian junior, but he
had been collared on all sides and bumped hard,
Grundy was in a towering rage when he took his
place again, It looked as if he were going to be
roughly handled if he did not let the other fellows
throw the match away—as he regarded it.

There was no doubt about the rough handling,
at all events. '

But Grundy was a sticker. As soon as play was
resumed Grundy got going again. He succeeded
in charging Talbot oﬁg the ball, and then he was
charged himself.

He found himself on his back, and the moment
he staggered up he found himself on his face.
And then Wilkins—his own familiar friend—sat
on him while the game swept away, and did not
get up till there was no longer any danger of
Grundy chipping in.

There was another goal for the School House.

Chowle seemed little better with his hands out
of .his pockets than with his hands in his pockets.
But the score levelled up again when Koumi Rao
got a chance, Trimble allowing the ball to slip
through his hands.

“Two all!” grinned Fatty Wynn, watching the
goalkeepers alternately with great interest.  “It
will be fifty-fifty at this rate!”

Fatty Wynn's prediction seemed on the way to
being realised. Trimble was doing his best, in
dire terror of the results if he didn’t. But his
best was not much use against the New House
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forwards. He saved hardly a shot. It was only a
question of getting through for the New House,
and Grundy’s marvellous play at centre-half made
the getting through a much simpler proposition
than was eustomary.

On the other hand, Chowle was an equally easy
vietim, and Clampe in the New House half-back
line was as good as an open gate,

Clampe spent most of his time on the ground
and gasping for breath.

Grundy spent most of his in being charged over
and sat on. And the two goalkeepers were con-
stantly occupied in watching the ball pass them
into the net.

When the whistle announced the close of the
first half the score stood at five for the School
House and six for the New House, a score that
was sulficiently remarkable in itself.

And there was still a half to play.

In the second half Grundy made one inore
attempt at brilliance, and he was charged and
hustled and bumped and rolled over ai such a
rate that he simply hadn’t any breath or energy
left to play with, and he was quite quiet after that.

Clampe, by that time, had limped off the field
and collapsed.

The game was tast and furious. As football it
was not quite up to House match level, but it was
full of push and go, at all events.

And the goals came along merrily.

With five minutes to go, New House stood at ten
to the School House nine.

The crowd were husky with laughter,

In the last few minutes Tom Merry & Co. made
a hot attack, and the ball went in—smiting Chowle
on the nose and stretching him on his back in the
New House goal.

Tlhen the whistle went.

. “Ten to ten!” said Fatty Wynn, almost weep-
ing. “Oh, my hat! What a game|”

“What a game!” muttered Cardew, wiping his
eyes. ‘“A game like that on the cinema would
bring down the house !”

The footballers came off, gasping a little,

The match had ended in a draw, with a remark-
able score, Perhaps never before had 10—10 been
registered in a game.

“Well, we drew with them!” Baggy [rimble
remarked. “Lucky for vou fellows you had me
in goal, after all!”

“A draw!” said Grundy bitterly, “*A measly
draw ! If I'd been allowed to play my own game
the New House wouldn’t have got ten to ten !”

“Bai Jove! DMore likely ten thousand to ien,
deah boy !” chuckled Arthur Augustus.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

To which George Alfred Grundy replied only
with a scornful snort,

The great match had been played. The School
House had not lost, and Tom Merry did not
resign. But that unhappy result would certainly
have been achieved but for the good sportsman-
ship of Figgins, and it was agreed that the
honours were with Figgy.

George Alfred Grundy was somewhat morose
after the match. But he came round, and genially
assured Tom Merry that he could rely upon him
for the next House match.

To which Tom Merry's reply was the classio
phrase : .

“Y don’t think !”

THE END.

Next Wednesday: “THE ST. JIM'S SUR-
PRISE PACKET!?”



STARRING THE CHUMS OF CEDAR CREEK IN ANOTHER CANADIAN BACKWOODS
ADVENTURE,

Frank Takes a Hand !

“ HE brute ™
Frank Richards’ eyes blazed as le
uttered the words. Frank and his Cousin
Bob were on the way to Cedar Creek School in
the frosty winter morning. As they approached
the opening of the trail through the tunber a loud,
shrill squealing greeted their ears—the shrill,
hysterical squealing of a horse in pain,

The chums quickened their pace and rode into
the timber, and then the scene burst upon them
that called that indignant exclamation from
Frank’s lips.

A horse was roped to a tree beside the trail,
its head down to the trunk, and a man was raining
blows upon it with a cowhide.

The schoolboys knew the man by sight. It was
Poker Pete, the cardsharper of Thompson, an
enterprising “sport ™ who lived by playing poker
and euchre with the cattlemen and ranchers.

The horse was a handsome animal, and evidently
an expensive beast. Roped securely to the tree,
the animal could only whirl about and kick,
unable to get at its tormentor.

Taking care to keep out of reach of the lashing
hoofs, Poker Pete lashed and lashed with the
cowhide with all the strength of his arm.

The chums of Cedar Creek drew rein at once.

“You coward |” bellowed Bob Lawless furiously.
“TLeave that horse alone!”

Poker Pete glared round. The man’s swarlhy
face was set with rage, his eycs gleaming. He
paused a moment in the ¢ruel punishment.

“Mind your own business!” he snapped
savagely.

Frank Richards jumped to the ground.

“It is any decent felp!ow’a busiress to interfere,
you cowardly brute I’ he exclaimed. .“How dare
you treat a gorse like that !”

“It’s my horse, you young fool

“That doesn’t give you a right to treat the
animal in such a brutal way !” exclaimed Frank
hotly. “You ought to be lynched!”
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Poher Pete finds
he's on a loser when
Frank Richards and
Bob Lawless save
the cardsharper's
horse from his
cruelty !
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POKER
PETE’S
LOSING
GAME!

By Martin Clifford.

“0h, don’t chew the rag with me!” snarled
Poker Pete. “Get on your way to school, you
baby-faced whelp !

IHe turned to the horse again, and the cowhide
rose and fell with cruel force. The horse kicked
and plunged and squealed.

Frank Richards ran forward, his teeth set. He
grasped the ruflian, and dragged him back with
such force that Poker Pete sat down in the snow
with a bump.

Bob Lawless joined his chum at once, riding-
whip in hand.

Poker Pete glared up al them breathlessly.

" You—you-—-" he stuttered.

“ (et up, you rotter, and try it on us instead
of the horse!” exclaimed Bob., “ We'll hand you
as iood as you give |

The cardsharper staggered to his feet., He
gripped the cowhide hard, and seemed on the
point of rushing on the two schoolboys.

Frank and Bob faced him coolly, gripping their
riding-whips.

It dawned on the sharper that he was not likel
to get the best of such a contest, and he paused,
gritting his teeth.

“You young rascals |” he shouted.
mind your own business? I'm breaking in that
horse I

“Liar!” said Bob cheerfully. “You're ill-
ireating it because you're a cowardly beast!”

“I tell you he threw me this morning !” said
Poker Pete hoarsely. “I'm teaching him a .
lesson 1

*“¥ou should learn to ride, then !’ said Bob con-
temptuously. e wouldn’t pitch me off, T guess.
Take some riding lessons instead of playing poker
so much in the Red Dog Saloon |”

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,612,

“Can't you



24

“Will you clear off and leave me alone, you
young hounds?” shouted Poker Pete.

“1 guess not "

Poker Pote seemed again on the point of spring-
ing at the chums, but again he restrained himself.
He stepped back and leaned against a tree, with a
bitter look, and took out his cigar-case.

“I guess T'll wait,” he remarked.

The sharper knew that Rancher Lawless' son
and nephew were on their way to school, and that
they had no time to lose. He could afford to wait,
and they could not.

Bob Lawless looked doubtfully at his chum.

“We shall be late, Franky !” he muttered.

Frank Richards’ jaw set grimly. He did not
intend to abandon the horse to the cruelty of its
owner. [e turned his back on the sharper and
moved towards the panting horse.

“Look out, Frank!” exclaimed Bob anxiously.

“All serene, old scout ¥

Frank was careful not to get within reach of
the hoofs. The horse was in a frantic state from
ils savage punishment, and would certainly have
smashed up friend or foe if within reach.

Its eyes gleamed wickedly round at Frank, and
it made an effort to reach him with a kick. But
the schoolboy kept clear.

He moved round the tree to which the animal’s
head was roped, and took out his clasp-knife.

Poker Pete started forward as he understood
lhe schoolboy's intention,

“Let that rope alone !” he shouted.

“Btand elear |” answered I'rank.

The rope passed right round the trunk, and
from the safe side of the tree Frank Richards
sawed across it with the keen blade.

Bob Lawless ran back to the ponies in the trail,
and mounted one, holding the other ready for
Frank. As soon as the maddened horse was Joose
it was prudent to keep out of its reach.

Poker Pete ran towards Franl,

But the keen blade was through the rope in a
mugle of slashes, and the horse threw up its freed
head.

The sharper made a desperate spring back, and
leaped into the branches of the nearest tree as
the animal reared and plunged. TI'rank Richards
swung himself up on a branch.

With a shrill neigh, the black horse dashed out
into the trail, his tail tossing wildly, his mane
streaming in the wind.

Down the trail towards the distant Cedar Creek
he went at a mad gallop, his reins on his neck,
his hoofs thudding furiously.

Frank dropped to the ground again and went
into the trail. He mounted his pony, and rode
on with his chum after the fleeing horse.

Loud and savage curses came to their ears from
Poker Pete as they rode on. But they were out
of hearing in a few minules.

The sharper was left to make hiz way lhiome on
foot, and his prospect of recapturing the horse,
free now to take to the plains, was a very
problematical one.

An Interruption at School !

OB LAWLESS grinned as the chums rode on
at a smart gallop on the timber trail.
Frank’s face was still dark and angry, but

it cleared, and he smiled as he met his chum’s
glance

The thud of the runaway's hoofs had died away
ahead,

“By gum!” Bob Lawless chuckled “Tas it

THeE Geym LBrarv.—No. 1,612,

THE GEM LIBRARY

struck you, Franky, that it’s rather high-handed
to let a galoot's horse loose like that?”

“Wasn't it the only thing to be done?” asked
Frank.

“Ha, ha! Yes, from the gee-gee’s point of view.
I don’t know what a lawyer would say about if,
though.”

. V%e!l, I don’t, either, and I don’t care much !”

“Same here!"” said Bob cheerfully. “Poker
Pete will be in a terrible wax, though. That horse
is worth a lot of money—three or four hundred
dollars, at least. Poker Pete must have had a
lot of luck lately with the pasteboards to buy a
hoss like that.”

“The rotten cad!” said Trank hotly. “Why,
the poor brute was marked all over with that
cowhide. I'm sorry mow we didn’t lay our whips
about that sharper.”

Bob laughed.

“Hallo] Here's the Cherub.”

The chums reined in their ponies and dis-
mounted as they saw Vere Beauclerc waiting at
the fork of the trail. The remittance man’s son
joined them, and they walked on together.

The cousins were accustomed to walking the
lrest of the way to school, as Beauclere had no
10Tse,

“There’s a runaway gee on the trail,” Beauclerc
remarked, . “He passed me a few minutes ago,
going like thunder.”

“We know!” grinned Bob. “TFranky conferved
the boon of liberty upon him.”

“TFrank did?” guestioned Beauclerg, in amaze-
ment.

Frank Richards explained.

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Beauclero heartily.
“The brute doesn’t deserve to have a lorse.
That was a splendid animal, too. I wish I had
the tin to buy him from that gambling brute.”

“He didn’t lock an easy critter to ride,” re-
marked Bob.

“No, that's so. I think I could ride him,
though. I'd try, anyway.”

Vere Beauclerc looked thoughtful as he walked
along, and there was a shade on his brow. The
son of the remittance man of Cedar Camp had
little money at any time, and certainly never such
a sum as would have purchased the black stallion.

When Mr. Beauclerc’s remittance arrvived fromn
the Old Country it always went the same way—in
the payment of part of a mass of pressing debts,
and the rest in a “binge ” at Thompson.

The grim hand of poverty was always to be seen
in the shack by the creek where Beauclere lived
with his father,

“Here we are, and here’s Chunky,” said Bob
Lawless, as they arrived at Cedar Creek. “ Iound
any more gold-mines, Chunky?”

Chunky Todgers greeted the chums with a fat
grin as they came in at the gates. But he did
not reply, as his fat cheek was distended by an
enormous chunk of maple sugar, whieh he had not
yet masticated.

“Just in time,” said Frank Richards, as the bell
began to ring, and the chums went on to the
schoolhouse.

Frank Richards was rather thoughtful in class
that morning. He was not wholly occupied in
thinking about his lessons, either, as Miss
Meadows found once or twice. Frank was
wondering what would be the. outcome of his
morning’s adventure.

Though he was quite satisfied with the action
he had taken, he knew that the legal aspect of it
was at least doubtful.
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For Poker Pete himself Frank had no_fear;
nothing but the most profound contempt. But he
had the inborn British respect for the law, and
he wished that there had been some other way
of saving the black horse from Poker Pete's
cruelty.

Morning lessons at Cedar Creek were half-way
through when there was a clatter at the door, and
it was thrown open.

Miss Meadows turned round sharply, and Mr.
Slimmey looked over from the junior class.

Poker Pete of Thompson strode unceremoniously
into the school-room.

Frank and his chums exchanged a quick look.

“Now for the circus!” murmured Bob.

“T don’t care,” said Frank.

“Same here, old scout!”

Miss Meadows fixed a freezing look upon the
cardsharper. She knew him by sight, and Poker
Pete had once had the audacity to “propose ” to
the mistress of Cedar Creek—a proposal that had
been answered very shortly and sharply.

Poker Pete stared round him insolently, but as
he met Miss Meadows' glance he had the grace
to remove his hat. )

“YWhat does this mean?” exclaimed Miss
Meadows sharply. “ You have no right to intrude
here during lessons.” )

“I guess I've got something to say to you,
schoolmarm,” answered the cardsharper coolly.

“Kindly be brief, then.”

“Two of your precious pupils have stolen my
horse, and I want him,” said Poker Pete.

“Nonsense |

“(Oh, nonsense, is it?” exclaimed the card-
gsharper angrily. “I guess if that animal isn’t
handed over to me, I'll lay the case beforo the
sheriff at Thompson. Horse thieves aren’t popular
in the Thompson Valley, Miss Meadows.”

“What boys do you accuse?” asked the school-
mistress.

Poker Pete jerked his thumb at Frank Richards
and Bob Lawless.

“Them’s the thieves,” he answered.

Frank Richards got to his feet.

“That’s a lie, and you know it!” he called out.

“Richards!” exclaimed Miss Meadows re-
provingly.

“Sorry, ma'am,” said Frank, his face crimson.
“That bully is lying, all the same.”

“l]3ully. hey ?” shouted Poker Pete threaten-
ingly.

§ch, cowardly bully, if you like that better!”
retorted Frank Richards.

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob.

Poker Pete made a stride towards the class, his
brows knitted, and his hands clenched.

“Qtop |7 exclaimed Miss Meadows.

Frank picked up his ruler, and looked at the
cardsharper with flashing eyes. ;

Poker Pete stopped, probably more influenced
by the ruler than by Miss Meadows’ command.
He muttered an oath between his teeth.

“Kindly keep your temper, and tell me exactly
what complaint you have to make of Richards,”
said Miss Meadows coldly. “I will hear you.”

Exit Poker Pete!

RANK RICHARDS stood facing the card-
F sharper over his desk, quite undaunted.

Many of the fellows were on their feet

now, and the looks they gave Poker Pete were

not at all friendly. The Cedar Creck fellows
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naturally resented the attempt of the Thompson
sharper to “bulldoze * in their school-room.

The sharper gave Frank Richards a black
scowl and turned to the schoolmistress again.

“That young thief's got my horse,” he gaid
sullenly. I guess I'm going to have the critter
back, or there’ll be trouble.”

“Js that true, Richards?”

“No, ma'am.”

“Tgll me what occurred, then.”

Frank Richards explained the incident of the
morning.

“You set the horse free?” said Miss Meadows,
with a troubled look, when he had finished.

“Yes, ma’am. It was the only thing to do.”

“You should have seen how that brute was
beating it, Miss Meadows!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless. “He had drawn blood.”

“I guess it was my horse,” said Poker Pete.

“8o you were ill-treating an animal and
Richards interfered |” said Miss Meadows con-
temptuously. “I cannot blame Richards for that.

As for stealing the horse, you know yourself that
it is not true,”

“The hoss was taken away from me,” said
Poker Pete doggedly. “If it isn’t handed back,
I'm laying a complaint before the sheriff.”

“IDo vyou know where the horse is
Richards?”

“Bomewhere in the timber, I suppose, ma'an.”

“You see for yourself that Richards cannot
]_1a1'ul it to you, as he does not even know where
1t 1s,” said Miss Meadows.

“I guess it’s all bunkum about setting the hoss
loose,” said Poker Pete. “They've got the eritter
hidden somewhere in the timber, I reckon, to sell
it down the valley when they get a chance.”

“That’s false, and you know it!” said Frank.

“I do not believe that for a moment,” said Miss
Meadows, “and I do not believe that you think
so, either. Your horse is not here, and you have
no further business here., You had better go.”

“Oh, come off I” said Poker Pete roughly. “I
guess I'll levant when it suits me and not before !”

Mr. Slimmey came over towards the ecard-
sharper, his eyes gleaming behind his gold-
rimmed glasses,

" Miss Meadows has asked you to go!” he said,

Poker Pete looked at the slim young man and
buvst into a contemptuous laugh,

“Perhaps you could make me go?” he sneered.

“I shall try, if you do not cbey Miss Meadows,”
answered Mr, Slimmey very quietly.

“Ha, ha! Why, I'd break you across my knee,
you whlpper-snaf)per 1” roared Poker Pete. “ By
gum, I guess I’'ll do it, anyway !”

He strode towards the young master, his fists
clenched, the expression on his swarthy face
savage and brutal.

Mr. Slimmey was not an athlete by any means.
He looked as powerless as an infant beside tke
thick-set, strong-limbed ruffian from Thompson.
But what Mr, Slinuney lacked in physical strength
he made up in courage. He slipped his gold-
rimmed glasses into his pocket, and faced the
ruffian with steady eyes.

Miss Meadows stepped between,

“Stand back !” she exclaimed angrily.

“Ha, ha!? roared Poker Pcte. “Are you
going to hide behind the schoolmarm, Mr.
Teacher 7’

Mr. Slimmey flushed.

“ Miss Meadows——" he began.

“Kindly go back to your class, Mr. Slimmey,”
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said the schoolmistress. **As for you, sir, leave
this school-room at once!”

“I guess not I"” said Poker Pecte insolently.

Bob Lawless jumped up.

“Then, by gum, we'll make vou
“Come on, vou fellows!”

“What-ho!” exclaimed Tom Lawrence.

A dozen fellows came out from the desks.

Poker T’ete backed away.

“Sling him out!” shouted Frank Richards.

“Stop!” exclaimed Miss Meadows. “Go at
cnce, my man! Do yvou hear?”

Poker Pete was already backing towards the
doorway. He had no desire to be handled by the
sturdy Canadian lads,

With a black and bitter loock he strode out of
the school-room, slamming the door behind him.

“Go to vour places at once, boys!” said Miss
Mecadows severely.

The schoolboys returred to their desks, and
lessons were resumed. without any further inter-
raption from Poker Pete.

In

he excaimed.

Called on the Carpet !

FI'{.\NK RICHARDS and Bob Lawless were
both in an unusually thoughtful frame of

mind as they rode home that evening, after
parting with Vere Beauclere on the trail,

Poker Pete’s visit o the school had given them
food for thought. If the eardsharper carried his
complaint to the sheriff they could not guess what
the result would be

Yet Frank could not regret what he had dene.
His blood boiled at the thought of the cruelty he
had wituessed, and if the affair had happened over
again he would not have left the unfortunate

-animal to the tender mereies of its owner.

Billy Cook, the foreman, met the schoolboys on
the trail to the ranch, and made a sign to them.
They drew rein.

“What have you yvoung galoots been up to—
et ¥ demanded Billy Cooli, with a solemn shake
of the licad,

“Anything happened, Billy?” asked Franlk.

“Nop "

“0Oh! Has Poker Pete been here?” exclaimed
Teank,

“You've hit it. T guess hels still here,” said
the ravclunan, eveing the schoolboys curiously.
“I'tn giving you the tip!”

“Thankz ! said DBab,
with us?”

“1 guess so—a little.” admitted Billy Cook.
“Poker Pete's spun a yarn about you stealing his
Ligss,™

“Well, popper wouldu’t believe that, anyway.”

“Nope! He reckouns it’s one -of your tricks,
and lLe's waiting for you to come home,” said
Cook. with a grin. “Pete’s waiting, too. Ie's
threatening to lay the case before the sheriff of
Thompson I”

“Twet him!” growled Frank. “If he had a
good case. he'd have laid it before the sheriff
already 1”

Billy Cook nodded, and the schoolboys rode on
to the ranch,

Tt was in a rather troubled frame of mind that
the chums of Cedar Creek entered the ranch-
house, after putting up their ponies,

“0Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Mr. Lawless
grufily, as they ecame in.

Mrs. Lawless looked very distressed, but she
did not speak.
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Poker Pete was in the room, with an unlighted
cigar gripped between his teeth. His eyes
gleamed at the sight of the two schoolboys.

“Yes, here we are, dad,” said Bob.

“Have you brought the horse here ?”” demanded
the rancher.

“Th? What horse?”

“Poker Pete's horse, of course. He says you
took it away from him in the timber this morn-
ing !” said the rancher grufily.

“I'm sure they did nothing of the kind!”
exclaimed Mrs, Lawless.

Bob gave his mother an affectionate grin,

“Right !” he answered.

The rancher looked puzzled.

“Did vou have anything at all to do with the
man’'s horse?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, that much is true, uncle,” said Frank
Richards.

“Well, tell me what you did.”

“They’ll tell you lies, of course!” sncered
Poker Pete. “But I reckon I want that animal,
or there’ll be trouble !”

The rancher turned on him angrily.

“My son won't tell me lies, or my nephew,
either,” he said. “I'll thank you to keep your
tongue between your teeth, Poker Pete. Now,
then, Bob, I'm waiting to hear you!” '

“Frank had better spin the yarn!” grinaed
Bob. “He’s a better hand than I am., Go ahead,
T'ranky; I'm going to get busy with this corn-
cake !”

Frank smiled, but his face became grave as
he related the ineident of the morning,

His voice vibrated with indignation as he told
how the tied-up animal had becn lashed with the
cowhide.

The rancher listened with a rather
pression on his bronzed face. But
relaxed after a time,

“We couldn’t do anything but what we did.”
concluded Frank. “It would have been mean and
cowardly to leave the poor animal to that brute !”

“I knew the boys were right,” remarked Mrs.
Lawless,

The rancher smiled,

“Hold on!” he said. “Horses need larruping
sometimes, Frank, myv lad, and we don’t stand on
ceremony on this side of the Rockies. A man's
horse is a man’s horse,”

]]’I guess so !’ ehimed in Polker Peter emphatia-
ally.

“Yes, T know. uncle,” said Frank. “But there's
a limit. The brute had drawn blood; the horse
was marked all over. He was nearly mad with
pain. You should have seen how he bolted when
I set him loose !”

Mr, Lawless nodded.

“&till, I guess it's a bit high-handed to set a
man’s horse loose in this coyntry,” he said.

Frank coloured.

“I'm sorry if you think I did wrong, uncle,” he
said.

“I don’t know about that. It depends a good
deal on the way the man was treating the horse,”
said the rancher. “You're quite sure Poker Pete
was actually cruel to the beast?”

“T wish vou could have seen it,” said Frank.
“There was blood running down its flanks !

“Robert, wyou cannot blame the boys!” ex-
claimed Mrs. Lawless warmly. “I should be
ashamed of them if they had not interfered!”

“Leave it to me, Mary,” said the rancher. His
brow was wrinkled with thought. He turned at

rim ex-
is face
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last to Poker Pete, who was waiting with a sneer-
ing face. “I guess, Poker Pete, that the boys
have made out their case. You were treating that
horse badly, and they were bound to chip in.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob delightedly; and
Frank Richards looged very relieved.

Poker Pete gritted his teeth.

“I guess you're not the judge in the matter,”
he said. “I claim that horse, and it's mine.
reckon you ought to cowhide those two rascals.”

“I guess you'll be disappointed on that score,”
said the rancher, unmoved.

“That’s as you choose!” sneered Poker Pete.
“But you'll hear from the sheriff about my hoss,

27

Mr. Lawless stepped between him and the door,
and the cardsharper halted, with a furious look.

“Let me pass!” he exclaimed fiercely.

“1 haven’t finished with you yet!”

“I’'m finished with you, and I'm going I”

“I’m not finished, and you're not going!”
answered Mr, Lawless calmly.

There was a pause, and the chums looked on
breathlessly.

But the cardsharper did not care to try con-
clusions with the stalwart Canadian rancher. And
Billy Cook's burly form loomed up in the porch
outside. Poker Pete stepped back, with a
muttered curse.

il 'W "

The horse kicked and plunged and squealed as Poker Pete whipped it with cruel force. Frank Richards
ran forward, his teeth set. He grasped the cardsharper and dragged him back with such force that
the ruffian sat down In the snow with a bump !

I promise you! Hoss-thieves are not encouraged
in the Thompson Valley !”

“Better language, please, Poker Pete !” said the
rancher quietly “I guess I've made up my mind.
I've always known you for a card trickster, and
I know now that you are a bully and a brute! If
YT’d been on the scene this morning I'd have laid
my cowhide about you!”

Poker Pete flushed up with rage.

“The matter can be settled,” continued the
rancher in the same stolid way, quite unheeding
the looks of the Thompson cardsharper. “The
boys speak of a black horse. I guess that's the
horse I've seen you with in Cedar Camp. How
much did you give for it 1”

“What’s that to do with the matter 1"

“I'm willing to buy it from you.”

“Im not willing to sell,” said Poker Pete
coolly. “I'm going to get that horse back!”

He made a movement towards the door as he
spoke.

“What do you want?* he muttered.

“] want to buy that horse!” answered My.
Lawless.

“7 won't sell I

“You will I

And again there was a breathless pause,

Brought to Terms !

OKER PETE stood with his hands clenched,
his eyes blazing at the calm, stolid rancher.
His rage diﬁ not affect Mr. Lawless in
the least; indeed, he did not seem to observe it.
He was as calm and unmoved as if he were con-
ducting an ordinary business transaction.
Frank and Bob were smiling new.
Mrs. Lawless went quietly from the room.
“The horse is lost at present, it seems,” said
the rancher, after a pause. “You claim that it

has been stolen.”
Trae GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,612
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“Jt has been stolen!” hissed Poker Pete.

“Lost, at ali events You claim compensation,
1 understand ?” '

“Yes, hang you!”

“Very good. Sell me the horse at a reasonable
figure, and I'll take the risk of not finding him,”
said Mr. Lawless.

It was a fair enough offer, but Poker Pete was
pot in the least inclined to accept it.

“Yes or not” asked the rancher impatiently.

“No " snapped Poker Pete.

“You won't sell the horse?”

“No, I won’t sell him!”

“Not though he's lost, and, according to your
own yarn, you can't recover him?”

“JTguess I shall get him back some time,” said
the cardsharper.

“How muech did you give for that horse, Poker
Pete 17 s

“Find out !

“1 intend to,” said Mr. Lawless calmly.
there, Billy 17

“Hyer I am, boss!” answered Billy Cook from
outside.

“Bring me a riding-whip, will you?”

“Won't I just!” grinned Billy Cook.

Poker Pete turned pale. His hand slid inside
his jacket to the hip-pocket, which concealed a
weapon,

Mr. Lawless’
wavered.

“If you draw a gun here, Poker Pete, I'll have
you up before the sheriff, and have you sent to
prisou for five years by a Thompson jury!” he
said coldly. “You're not in Boot Leg Camp or
the Black Hills now, my man !”

Poker Pete drew a hissing breath.

“Will you let me pass?” he muttered in a
choking voice.

*Not yet, I guess. Answer my question !”

“I—I “didn t buy the horse,” muttered Poker
Pete. “1 won him cver a poker game.”

“1 might have pguessed that,” assented the
rancher, with a nod. “ What figure would you put
of him to sell?”

*“I'm not going to sell !”

“] chould say three hundred dollars,” remarked
the rancher.

“Vou can say what you like!” sneered Poker
Pete. “I'm not selling !”

“]1 don't wans to skin you on the deal,” con-
tinued Mr. Lawless, unheeding. “It's a good
horse, 1 shou!d say. I've scen him, and I know
something about horseflesh. \What do you say to
three hundred and ffty?”

“I'm not selling

“Why not?”

“Why not?” repeated Poker Pete, between his
teeth. **Because I'm going to cut him into ribbons
after I get hold of him, even if I lose half the
value of the beas: in doing it!”

e cast a malignant glance at Frank Richards
as he spoke, all his cruel nature gleaming in his
eyes. He knew what the boy felt like when he
heard that savage threat uttered, and there was
no doubt that the ruflian meant it.

Mr. Lawless looked the cardsharper over with
a calm eye. His bronzed face was just a trifle
harder and grinumer. '

“So that’s the game, is it?” he remarked,

“Yes, that's the game—and be hanged to you!”

“T don’t think you''l play that game,” said the
rancher quietly, “I'm offering you three hundred
and fifty for tha. horse, Poker Pete.”
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“Make thousand, and I'll say the
same !"

“1 don't intend to make it three thousand.
Three hundred and fifty is the figure. Bob, bring
pen and ink and paper here for the gentleman.”

“Yes, dad.”

Bob brought the writing materials at once.

Poker Pete looked at them ard at him, and then
at the rancher, puzzled and savage.

“T'm not going to sell you the horse!” he
exclaimed. “ Do you think you can make me?”

Mr. Lawless nodded.

“Yes, I think I car mak. you,” he answered
calmly.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank Richards. He
had never admired his uncle so much as he did
at this moment.

Bob's face was beaming.

“Make me?” repeated Poker Pete, in angry
amazement,

“] guess so.” . .

Billy Cook entered the room with a riding-whip
in his hand and a grin on his rugged face.

There was no love lost between the honest cattle-
man and the sharper from Thompson.

“Hyer you are, boss!”

Mr. Laiwvless took the riding-whip and advanced
Poker Pete’s hand slid

it three

towards the cardsharper.
into his hip-pocket again.

“Lay a finger on me and I'll
through you!” he said hoarsely.

“And be hanged afterwards at Kamloops,”
smiled Mr. Lawless. “1 guess that's all moon-
shine, Poker Pete. I’'m risking it, anyhow.”

Poker Pete’s face was pale with rage. But he
did not draw his gun. The Thompson Valley was
not the Black Hills, and Poker Pete knew the
difference.

Mr. Lawless, with his left hand, pointed to the
writing materials on the table.

“Make out the paper,” he said. “Put in the
horse’s description and sign the receipt for three
hundred and fifty dollars sale price. It's a bit
over the mark, but you're welcome to the
difference.”

“Tt won't hold in law,” muttered Poker Pete,
gnawing his lip.

“1 think it will, Youwll be welcome to dispute
it in the law courts afterwards, if you like.”

Poker Pete clenched his hands.

“You know I'd have no chance—a sportsman
against a rich rancher—in the law courts,” he
muttered.

“That's your look-out!” said Mr. Lawless.
“You're a cardsharper by your own choice, 1
suppose. There’s work for you to do in Canada,
if you choose; and in your own country, too, I
dare say. But I've wasted enough time on you,
Poker Pete. You're going to seﬁ me that horse,
and I take my chance of recovering him. The
butt-end of the bargain is on your side. I may
be simply throwing my money away if the horse
isn’t caught.. You ought to be glad of the chance.”

“] won't sell 1” shouted Poker Pete furiously.

“VYou’ll be thrashed till you do, then.”

“Oh, ripping !” gasped Bob,

Poker Pete sprans ack and then made a des-
perate rush for the door. Billy Cook grinned and
collared him. He grasped the sharper's arm,
and held back his hand from the hip-pocket,
for the desperate man might have drawn the
revolver af that moment,

“Take his pillbox away, Bob,” said Billy Cook,
holding the rascal in his muscular grip.

let daylight
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Bob Lawless jerked the revolver from Pcker
Pete’s pocket, and laid it on the table.

“Throw him over here, Billy!” said Mr.

awless.

Crash |

The sharper sprawled on the floor at the
rancher’s feet. The riding-whip sang through the
air and came down across Poker Pete’s shoulders
with a cut that made him howl with pain.

He scrambled away and staggered to his feet.

“Are you selling yet?” asked the rancher
calmly.

The sharper panted.

“Hang you! I'll sell |”

“Good! You might as well have saved the
time you've wasted. Put it in black and white.”

Panting with rage, the baffled rascal sat down
at the table and jabbed the pen into the ink.

“Make the veceipt for three hundred and sixty
—that covers the popgun,” said Mr. Lawless.
“You're better without this popgun, my man. It
will get you into trouble some day,”

Poker Pete was too enraged to reply, but he
did as he was bidden.

He finished the paper, and My. Lawless picked
it up and read it carefully through. Then he
nodded.

“I guess that’s square. It's a good sale,” he
said. “Bob, lake this key, and fetch me thrce
hundred dollars from the strong-box in my room.”

“Yes, dad.”

Poker Pete rose to his fect, black with rage
and humiliation.

Mr. Lawless, quite unmoved, called Billy Cook
to witness the document, which the ranchman did
with great gusto.

Mr, Lawless folded the paper and placed it
methodically in his pocket-book. The black horse
was his property now—if found.

As the animal was still at large, the former
owner had the “butt-end ” of the bargain, as the
rancher expressed it, but he did not look gratified.

Bob came back with the Canadian bills, and
Mr, Lawless counted them over and laid them
on the table.

“There’s your money, Poker Pete !”

The eardsharper gathered up the money sullenly
and savagely. He was beaten, and the money
was all that remained to him. .

“Now you ean go, and the sooner the better !”
added Mr. Lawless.

Poker Pete stepped towards the door, and Billy
Cock, grinning, stepped aside to let him pass. In
the doorway the sharper half-turned, his eyes
gleaming

“I'll remember this!” he said in a choking
voice. “My turn will come !”

“Your turn in the penitentiary perhaps,” said
the rancher. “It’s high time you were there, my
friend. And T’ll give you a warning. There’s
law in Canada to decal with brutes of your sort,
and if you don’t take mighty good care you’'ll
find yourself inside Kamloops Prison. Now get
out before you’re kicked out!”

The sharper gave one last savage look of hatred
round the room, and tramped out, and his foot-
steps died away,

Billy Cook, grinning from ear to ear, followed
him out.

“Oh, dad!” exclaimed Bob breathlessly. “Ii
was ripping! I never reckoned you’d deal with
that bulldozer like that !”

“It was splendid, uncle,” said Frank Richards.

(Continved on page 36.)

Let the Editor be your pal.

THE
EDITOR’S
CHAIR

ALLO, CHUMS! The New Year has dawned. Once

more we settle down to the work and pleasures

: of another year. What does 1939 hold in store

for us? No one can foretell, and perbaps it's just as

well for the peace of mind of many. But let’s hope that

tl[tl,’l'e are luppy and prosperous times aliead tor all
of us.

Drop him a line to-day,
addiessing your lettes :
The Editor, The QEM, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

“THE S§T. JIM'S SURPRISE PACKET!"

The GEM itself is starting the New Year well. This
number contains a  gramd programme, and next
Wednesday there arve three wore extra-good school
stories, and also the other sparkling features.

Let us take the St Jim's yarn first., 'This is one of
those rollicking, humorous stories, in the writing of
which Martin Cliltord always excels himself, The old
rivalry between School House and New House Bares up
again. Figgins & Co. get the upper hand first, but Towmn
Merry & Co. turn the tables on them to such good
purpose that Figgins is ridiculed by Lis own supporters.
Something must be done to restore the prestige of the
New House. Then it is that Kerr thinks of a masterly
scheme for putting them on top again. It's a real
surprise packet, so don’t miss the fun,

“THE HORSE HUMTERS!”

This exciting yarn of the chums of Cedav Creek is the
sequel to the one in this issue. The black stallion
which Frank Richards & Co. lave saved Irom the
brutality of Poker Pete is still running wild, and no
one is able to get near enough to capture it. So it is
that Frank and his chums decide to take up the hunt.
Rancher Lawless and Billy Cook, his foreman, laugh at
the schoolboy horse hunters when they make known
their intention. But there is an old saying that he who
laughs last laughs longest, and you will see next week
who laughs longest.

“THE VOICE OF THE TEMPTER!"

The exam for the Founders’ Scholarship, for which
Jack Drake has swotted so hard and on the winning of
which depends his chance of remaining at St. Winnlv‘s.
is due to be held at last. Jack's only serious rival is
Esteourt, and he discovers that the scholarship means
as much to his rival as it does to himself. It's very
unfortunate that one of them will have to say good-bye
to the Benbow, but there it is. Estcourt fears that
Jack will beat him- in the exam, and he takes it very
much to heart. It is to be regretted that he listens to
the voice of the tempter—Daubeny of the Shell, Jack’s
enemy. Daubeny's scheme is to “dope ” Jack before
the exam and so spoil his chances, and he leaves it to
Estcourt to do the "dirty ” work., Will the latter
succumb to the temptation? You will enjoy every word
of this great yarn.

To round off this tip-top story programme, our old
friends Blake, Lowther, and Kerr are in fine fettle
again. Jack speaks his mind to a few more readers,
Monty is more mirthful than ever, while we find Kerr
absorbed in a deep problem called “ The Wireless Alibi,”
Another batch of “Pen Pals” and more prize jokes
complete the number,

THE EDITOR.

Chin-chin, chums!
Tae GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,612,



JACK DRAKE TAKES THE RING—AND THE BUCKS TAKE THE COUNT!
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Daubeny was borne to the floor under the

attack of his chums, and then Torrence and

Egan poured out the vials of their wrath by

means of a bottle oll' I:;k ?n the head of their
eader

Daub’s Great Wheeze !

6 NL after another!” said Vernon Daubeny.
*“ Ahem ! remarked Torrence dubiously.
“Hum !” murmured Egan.

Vernon Daubeny leaned back in the luxurious
avinchair in his study on the old Benbow, and
regarded his chums with a sarcastic smile through
the curl of smoke from his cigarette.

Generally, his faithful followers were prepared
to back him up; the word of the great Daub was
a law unto the bucks of St. Winifred’s. But now
there secemed to be considerable deubt in the
matter,

“One after another,” repeated Daubeny. “Us
i'hrun-iz first—then Seeley and Chileot can take a
hane 1

“But—who's goin' to begin?” asked Egan.

“One of us,” answered Daubeny carelessly.
“We'll toss a penny for it if you like!”

“That's all very well, but you know how jolly
Lefty Drake is,” said Egan, still more dubiously.

“Well, even a lickin' 1s worth while to carry
out the scheme, isn’t it?”

“Yes, if you get it, old chap.
don’t know.”

“Oh rats !”

Vernon Daubeny blew out a cloud of smoke.
Daubeny’s active brain had thought out a new
plan for dealing with Jack Drake, his former pal,
and present foe; and the hesitation of his
followers was rather annoying.

“ Now look here,” he said, “you know how the
matter stands. The exam for the Founder's
Scholarship comes off soon, and if Drake doesn’t
bag it he goes. His father can’t pay his feecs
here next term. If only we can dish him for the
exam, we're clear of the cad for good. I tell you,
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If T get it, I

BUCKS ON
THE
WARPATH!

By Owen Conquest.

he's got to be dished. We've tried more than
one way—"

“And failed in all!” put in Torrence,

“We shan't fail this time. This is a corker,”
gaid Daubeny impressively. ‘“We've got plenty
of causes for quarrelling with Drake, and no
fellow can find fault with being asked to have it
out in the gym. He’s criticised your football,
Tgan—said some awfully pointed things about it.
That’s a reason for challenging him.”

“ Hum "

“He’s called you a tailor’s dummy, Torrence !”

“Let him!” said Torrence philosophically, I
don’t mind!”

“Jt’s grounds for challenging him!”

(13 H’ln !JJ

“With a fight on his hands every day how is
he goin’ to swot for the exam?” Daubeny went
on. “Besides, he won’t be fit. It's a splendid
wheeze now the time’s gettin’ close !”

“Too jolly palpable!” said Egan. *“Why,

T T R LA LR R L R T IR T LR

Daubeny & Co. try a new dodge for

upsetting Jack Drake’s swotting. But it

proves all too painful for the bucks of
the Benbow !

e L T T AT

every fellow on the Benbow will tumble to the
game, when Drake's had a fight or twol”

“Let 'em tumble ! If Drake doesn’t want tc Le
called into the gym, he should keep guard over
his tongue !” said Daubeny, with a sneer.- “He's
called us names enough for us to get angry.- I
suppose you fellows aren't afraid of gettin’
knocked about a bit?"

“No nced for us to get knocked about!” said
Egan determinedly. “You can take on Drake,
as it’s your idea !”

“One after another—as I said; it's got to be
kept up, or the game’s no good !”

“And you're goin’ to begin?” persisted Igan.
“ 7’1l stroll along to Drake’s study and carry your
challenge, if you like, Daub.”

Daubeny knitted his brows. Excellent as his
scheme was for spoiling Jack Drake’s chance of
winning the scholarship, he did not seem eager to
carry it out personally.

Theve was no doubt that Jack Drake, though a
peaceful fellow enough, was a fearfully hard
hitter on occasion. 'That, undoubtedly, was a
drawback in Daubeny’s little scheme.

“«{We'll toss up for first man in,” said Daubeny
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at length., “That’s fair play all round. You
fellows toss, and I'll toss with the loser |”

“That's all very well aid

“Oh, be sports!” urged Daubeny.

Egan and Torrence looked at one another.
They could not help feeling that it was up to
Daub to carry out his scheme himself, or at least
to set a glorious example.

“I'm goin’ to take my turn with the rest, of
course,” said Daubeny. “Iair play all round.
Toss up for it”

“0h, all right1” said Torrence at last.

“Turn out a coin, Egan, and look a bit more
cheery about it 1”

“I think it's rather too palpable,” said Iigan.
“Mr. Packe might notice what's going on and
interfere——>

““Are you goin’ to toss with Torrence, or are
you funkin’ 7" asked Daubeny scornfully.

Egan flushed.

“Oh, I'm game!” he said. “Here vou are,
Torrence !” '

He threw up a penny.

“Head,” said Torrence hopefully.

Head it was. Torrence breathed a bit more
freely. He was much more inclined now to back
up Daubeny’s idea with some enthusiasm. I[or
the first fight with Jack Drake rosted between
Egan and Daubeny now.

Egan looked moody, however.

“Cheer up, Egan!” said Daubeny sarcastically.
“Hven if you scrap with Drake you're not goin’
to a funeral, you know. Besides, you might lick
him 1

“Oh rats!” grunted Egan.

Daubeny took a shilling from his waistcoat
pocket.

“Head I win, tail you win,” he said. “Right?”

“Yes, if you like; throw it clear,” added Egan
suspiciously, “Let it roll 1”

“Certainly, old chap |”

Vernon Daubeny tgrew up the shilling and it
struck the planks overhead. Then it dropped to
the floor, struck a chair-leg, and rolled over.
Evidently there was no deception about that
throw.

Egan looked at it and scowled. Daubeny leaned
over and smiled at the eoin, which presented King
George’s head to the view. Daubeny had won the
toss. He picked the shilling up, and slipped it
into his waistcoat pocket again.

“You're the man, Lgan |7

Egan grunted an ungracious assent.

And Daubeny smiled sweetly. Tt was not the
first time that his double-headed shilling had come
in useful |

¥

On the Warpath !

UCKEY TOODLES came into Study No. 8
in the Fourth with a grin upon his fat
and grubby face. Jack Drake and Dick

Rodney were in the study, eomparing notes on
Horace. Tuckey Toodles interrupted them with-
out ceremony., He was not interested in Drake's
work for the scholarship exam.

“I say, Drake e

“Shurrup |

“Daub’s coming here |?

“Bother Daub !* -

“But he’s coming I” said Tuckey Toodles. “I
say, I've heard him in the Common-room! Did
you say that Egan played like a sack of coke in
the Redelyffe match, Drake 1"

“T dare say I did. Dry up!”

“Well, Egan’s going, to wallop you for it.”

“ Kh—what 7"

“Daub’s going to bring you his challenge.”

“How do you know, ass?”

“He was saying so in the Common-room, before
a lot of fellows, Daub’s very indignant,” said
Tuckey impressively. “He says it’s been hinted
that his pal Iigan has cold feet, becanse he let
you run on about his footer. Now Kgan’s calling
yon to account.”

"What rot!” said Drake impatiently. “Every-
body knows that Iigan plays fooler like a born
dummy. I suppose half St. Winifred’s called himn
names over his last exhibition. ls he going to
fight the whole school 77

“He's going to fight you, Drale,” said a cool
voice in the doorway. And Vernon Daubeny's
eyeglass glimmered into the study.

Jack Drake looked rouud.

" What’s the game, Daub?” he snapped.

Daubeny strolled gracefully in. Torrcnee was
with him, and two or three of the Fourth had
followed from the Clommon-room.

“I'm acting as Egan's second iu this mattor,
Drake,” Daubeny explained. “ You've becn callin
him names——"

‘(Rot!J’

“Chriticisin® him——"

“Bosh 17

“Unless you take back what you've said and
apologise i

“Rats 17

“You refuse?”

Drake laughed impatiently.

“I'm blessed if I rememhber half I’ve said on
the subject !” he exclaimed. “Tgan plays fooler
like a born idiot, and I dare say I've said so—
and so has every chap in the Fourth, I suppose.”

“Yoau've accused him of foulin’™—*

“I haven’t accused him; I've stated the fact.
A dozen fellows saw him foul in the Redelyffe
match, and disgrace the school.”

“Well, havin’ said all that, I suppose you're
not goin' to refuse to fight the fellow you've
insulted 7’ said Daubeny, with a sneer.

“Not at all. If Egan wants a licking he can
come along here and get one. TI've pgot five
minutes to spare.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was a loud laugh
gathering in the passage.

Daubeny compressed his lips.

“Will you fix a time and place for meetin’
Egan, Drake?” he snapped.

Drake shook his head.

“No, I won't!” he answered,

“You want to crawl out 2

“Oh, cheese it!” interrupted Drake uncere-
moniously, “I'm working for the exam, as you
know, You've tried to muck up my swotting often
enough. I'm not going to make any arrange-
ments. If Egan wants any trouble let him come
here, and I'll step out into the passage and deal
with him. That's all I’ve got to say.”

“Look here * .

“That's all, T say!” exclaimed Drake, rising.
“And now you can travel, Daub, or I shall fight"
you instead of Egan. Savvy?”

Daubeny stepped out of the study rather hastily.

Slam ! '

The study door elosed almost on Daubeny’s nose.
There was a howl of laughter in the passage as
the chief of the bucks turned away, his face
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crimson with rage.
a little.

“QOh, I say!” murmured Tuckey Toodles,

Rodney laughed, but his face became grave
again.

“It's jolly queer Egan sending you a challenge
like this, Drake,” he said. “It's weeks since the
footer match, and if he wanted to take offence
he's had lots of time.”

“T suppose Daub’s at the bottom of it,” grunted
Drake.

Rodney nodded.

“TIt's another of Daub’s tricks,” he said. “Look
liere. with the exam so close at hand, Drake,
you're entitled to refuse anything of the sort.
What becomes of your swotting this evening if
vou're going to fight ?”

“QOh, that’s all right! Egan won’t put me off
my form,” said Drake, with a laugh, “Daub is
the only one of that sct who has any beef in him,
and Daub is keeping off the grass. Never mind
Egan. Let’s get on with this dashed Latin!”

ut the “dashed Latin ” was soon interrupted.
Therve was a trampling of many feet in the pas-
sage without, and a loud kwock at the door.
Sawyer major' of the Tourth put a grinning face
into the study.

“Here they come!” he announced. “The bucks
on the warpath! Egan doesn’t look happy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a voar from the passage.
“Buck up, Egan! Have you made your will?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Drake rose to his feet, with a smile at Rodney.
As a malter of fact, he was not sorry that studvy
was to be interrupted for a short interval. A
little exercise was a welcome change. The door
was flung wide open, and in the doorway ap-
peared Egan of the Shell, with Daubeny at his
side and a erowd belind him.

Trying It On!
(AN, as Sawyer major had observed, did not
E look happy. In fact, he looked the reverse
of happy.

The great Daub had hkad his way, and his
wonderful scheme was to be earried out; but
{here was a plentiful lack of enthusiasm on the
part of his hapless follower.

“Hallo, Egan!” said Drake cheerily. “Xind of
you to give me a look in. How do you do?”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“I—I've come— Shell
blusteringly.

“1 can see vou've come, Will vou sit down?”
asked Drake politely. “Mind the chair—it's a
bit rocky in the legs——"

“T haven't come here to sit down—"

“You've come to ask me to tea?”
Drake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've come to lick you. Drake, for your—your
insultin’ remarks,” said Egan, as loftily as he
could.

“Bravo!” said Daubeny.

“Go it, Bgan!” sang out Torrence, Chilcot, and
Seeler. and several more of the bucks from
behiud.

“Lick me,” repeated Drake, with a smile.
“Well, here I am, waiting to be licked. Rodney,
I leave vou my books, in case I don’t survive,
Egan won't give me time to make my will, T can
see—he's thirsting for the fray!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“(Come to the gym, Drake!” exclaimed Igan,
“There’s no room for fightin’ here.”

“Room enough for little us,” answered Dralke.
“Step into the passage., You fellows crowd back.
Now I'm ready, Egaa.”

“What about gloves?”

“We've got some gloves in the study,” said
Drake. “Trot them out, Rodney. Igan doesn’t
want to hurt me too much.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“T'd rather have it out in proper style in the
gym,” said Egan restively.

“My dear man, as challenged party, I choose
time and place, and I choose here and now.
Besides, I've no time to waste; I've got some
work to do. Here are the gloves. Help Lim on
with his gloves, Daub; his fingers seem to be all
thumbs 17

“Pull yourself together, Egan !” Daubeny whis-
pered in the ear of iis champion.

Egan’s only reply was a sullen scowl. At that
moment he was much more inclined to commit
assault and batters upon Vernon Daubeny than
upon Drake. But he was in for it, and he
adjusted the gloves with considerable slowness.

In the ]iassn.ge the grinning juniors cleared back
to give the combatants room. Egan’s unwilling-
ness for the fray was so evident that they could
not help wondering what sort of a fight he was
going to put up.

“Ready 7” asked Drake.

"Ye“es.',

“Time |” announced Daubeny.

“Go it, Drake!”

“Go it, Egan!” chirruped Torrence and his
knutty comrades.

Jack Drake advanced upon his adversary, his
hands up and his eyes gleaming over them. Egan
backed.

“Halt !” sang out Sawyer major, with a chuckle.

“Stand up, Egan ¥

Egan backed farther and farther, the juniors
making room for him, till the ladder stopped him,
and he could back no farther.

“Ts this a walking match, old chap?” inquired
Jack Drake.

Egan made a furious spring at him, hitting ouf
fiercely, taking his courage in both hands, as it
were.

Drake staggered for a moment, and two or
three fierce blows came home on his face. But
the next moment he had recovered himself, and he
piled in in return with ?reab vigour.

It scemed to the hapless Shell fellow that an
earthquake was happening te lim during the next
two or three minutes.

Bunmp!

“Fgan's down!* yelled Sawyer major.

“Time " exclaimed Daubeny.

Egan sprawled on the floor, dazed and breath-
less. He blinked up at Drake's smiling face.

“Ow, ow !” he gasped.

“Having some more, old top ?” asked Drale.

“Egan’s no hog: he knows when he's had
enough ! chuckled Sawyer.

Daubeny gave his hapless champion a fierce
look. He had not expected Egan to be successful
in the fight, but certainly he had expected some-
thing better than this.

“Get up [ he muttered savagely.

“I—I can’t!”

“You keeping time, Daub?” asked Drake, with
a grin. “I don’t want to hurry anybody, but life's
short, vou know.”

“Ow !"” groaned Egan.

“Time !”
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Egan did not move. He had had enough—more
than enough, in fact, and nothing would have
induced him to face again the driving fists that
had knocked him out. Whatever keenness he had
had for Daub’s wonderful scheme had quite oozed
away now.

“Count him out |” said Rodney.

“Oh, let him take a rest!” said Sawyer major.
“Come along to-morrow morning, Drake; you'll
find him still there!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I'm done !” gasped Egan.

He sat up and threw off the gloves. Torrence
gave him a hand up, and he stood leaning on
Torrence with exaggerated exhaustion,

“ All serene, old top !™ said Jack Drake, with a
smile. “Trot away and put your necktie
straight |”

And Drake stepped back into his study cheer-
fully. The crowd of juniors broke up, chuckling.
Drake and Rodney returned to the Latin with
smiling faces. The little interlude had rather
cheered them than otherwise, and Daub’s astute
echeme had certainly not worked successfully so
far. But they were not quite done with Daubeny
yet.

Not a Suceess !
GTN tl'l‘e Common-room !”* said Daubeny.

ut__}}
“We've got to keep it up, Torrence.
Eﬁan hasn’t done him much harm, but every little
helps. He won’t be so fresh for you.”

“Fresh enough |” mumbled Torrence.

Daubeny made an impatient gesture. This
reluctance of his followers to back up his scheme
was really irritating,

Egan, in his study, was nursing a damaged
nose in a vile temper. His remarks to Daubeny
had been of such a personal nature that Daub
had been quite glad to leave him to himself.

It was Torrence’s turn now. Once more Daub’s
double-headed shilling had served its turn; he had
won the toss, and it had fallen to Torrence to
be next on the list to tackle Drake.

“You'll catech him in the Common-room before
all the fellows,” said Vernon Daubeny. “He won't
be able to back out.”

“That's not what I'm worrying about!” mut-
tered Torrence. “I—I say, suppose Seeley or
Chilcot—"

Daubeny shook his head.

“They've egreed to back us up, but they stipu-
late that we three begin,” he said. “That’s only
fair. Anyway, they’re set on it. . You go for the
cad this time, and, for goodness’ sake, put up a
better show than Egan! Then comes my turn.
You may lick him.”

“I—T1 think not.”

“Well, it’s bound to tell on him,” said Daubeny.
“ At least, it will put him off his form for swotting
Latin.”

“The fellows will tumble,” said Torrence
sulkily. “I tell you, it’s too palpable—goin’ for a
cha}). one after another, just before an exam.”

“If you're thinkin’ of sneakin’ out——"

“Oh rats!” said Torrence uneasily. “I'll take
it on. But it’s a rotten idea, and I don’t like it.”

“The fellows are in the Common-room; I'll give
them the tip. And mind you put up a good
fight 1

“Oh, all right 1”

Vernon Daubeny led his reluctant backer away
to the Junior Common-room. The apartment was
pretty well filled. Drake and Rodney and Tuckey

a3

Toodles had come in after prep, and most of the
IFourth were there and a good many of the Shell.

There was a rumour abroad already that Arthur
Torrence was taking up the cudgels for his
defeated chum, though most of the fellows had
already tumbled to the fact that Vernon Daubeny
was at the bottonm of it

Chileot, Seeley, Chetwynd, and Upham, and
most of the bucks had mustercd in foree to afford
their champion the moral support of their
presence.

Drake smiled as Torrence came in, but Rodney
frowned.

“It's a plant, old chap !” ke muttered. *“It’s as
plain as anything that old Daub's fixed this! It's
the same old game in a new form !

“Looks like it,” agreed Drake. “But I don't
think Daub will be able to congratulate himself on
the result this time. Fallo, Torrence ! Looking
for me?”

“Ye-es !” muttered Torrence, not particula:ly
pleased at being met half-way, as it were, by the
intended victim.

“How’s Egan's mnose?” asked Drake sym-
pathetically.

“Never mind Egan's nose!” interrupted
Daubeny roughly. *You look after your own

?ose, Drake! Torrence is callin’ you to account
or—"

“Oh, never mind the list of my sins!” said
Drake. “Torrence is welcome, Don’t you feel
inclined to take a turn yourself, Daub?”

Vernon Daubeny did not reply to the question.

“He, he, he |” chortled Tuckey Toodles. “Daub
comes next, you know. I heard him offering
Chilcot to toss up with him for it, and Chilcot
said he’d come after Daub, and not before——"

“Bhut up, you fat fooll!l” exclaimed Daubeny
furiously.

“Well,
said—
L LR R LR LA

DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Solution :

Kerr: Though the code message appeared to
have been written by Gordon Gay, and seemed to
refer to a raid to be carried out by one of his
men, it was not like Gay to play a trick on his
hosts. Then Talbot said an had been in
Rylcombe at seven, showing that the fellows
Fatty Wynn surprised meeting in the ecloisters
soon after six-thirty had nothing to do with Gay.
Learning next that Racke had been in the quad
—and remembering Clampe had followed Wynn
into the New House—I nceded only ome more
link, “IF FRIAR TUCK SUSPICIOUS,
ENTERTAIN HIM AT TABLE.” Why should
Friar Tuck—Fatty Wynn—be suspicious, unless
the conspirators in the cloisters were the culprits,
and feared Wynn might connect them with the
affair? Wynn had not been out of gates for a
week—so Prince John was obviously a St. Jim’s
fellow. The message would then have been left
under the stone next morning by one conspirator
for the other, as Wgnn's appearance had pre-
vented them talking things over as they intended.
So the raid—to cause bad blood between Gram-
marians and Saints—was Racke’s work, and,
faced by the committee, he admitted it. Clampe
was to have been. Racke's tool—but putting his
instructions in writing had disastrous results for
the schemer!

I heard you, you know; and Chilcot

3
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“Tla. ha, ha!”
“Ile did, you know,” said Tuckey Toodles,

blinking round at the yelling juniors. *‘Chileot
said he'd be next on the list after Daub, and
Secley said it was up to Daub to set an example,
&0 &

“Ha. ha, hat”

“Look here,” voared Daub, “Torrcnee is
waitin® for vou, Drake, if vou're not afraid "

“Not ot all,” answered Drake cheerily. “I
see vou've brought iu some gloves. Shut the
door, somebody. We don’t want a prefect to drop
in. I'm sure Torrence doesn’t!”

Rodney closed the door of the Common-room.
The eloves were handed out and the juniors
formed a ring.

Torrence advanced into it with a grim [face.
e was a rather more dangerous opponent than
Egan, but there were few fellows present who had
anv doubts as to the result of the fight. Torrence’s
heart was not in the affair, for one thing: but at
the best of times he would mnot have been a
match for the champion athleie of the Lower
School at St. Winilred's,

Daubeny took oul hizs gold watch to keep time.
Torrence drew on the gloves reluctantly.

“Time

Druke began with a hot allack, before which
Torrence velreated, The fivst round was chicfly
walkine. and Torrence seemed relieved when time
was called again. In the second round, urged on
by the jeers of Sawyer major & Co., Torrence put
more chergy into it and attacked. He had the
satisfaction of driviug Drake back a few paces,
and he pressed on, with a growing hope of success.
But all of a sudden Drake ceased to retreat, and

THE UL ORI CE USRI U TR R

Some skil{ul-fingered
johnny. who moves like
a shadow at night with-
in Greyfriars, has been
cracking cribs galore and
getting away with his
plunder. Who is this
mysterious cracksman?
Some of the juniors at
Greyfriars think he's
posing as their new
Form-master |  You'll
thoroughly enjoy read-
ing this full-of-thrills

No. 358 of the
SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

yarn, starring arry
Whaeton & Co. of LIBRARY ad
Greyfriars. On sale Tharsday, January 5th,

al all Newsagents.
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his left and right came home twice—and Torrence
went spinning.

There was a bump as he landed on the floor of
the Common-room.

“Good man, Drake!” yelled Sawyer major.
“Pick him up, Daub!”

Daubeny helped up his champion,

Torrence stood unsteadily, leaning on him and
blinking. But he was not done yet.

“You can go on ?” whispered Daubeny anxiously.

“¥Yes, confound you !” was the polite reply.

“Time !”

Torrence came on with a rush this time: but
Drake did not give ground. His guard was
perfect, and none of the Shell fellow’s hasty and
furious blows reached home. And as Torrence
desisted, tired by the fury of his own atbaclk,
Jack Drake’s right lashed out, and the Shell
fellow crashed on the floor again,

It was not much use for Daubeny to call time
after that. It was three minutes at least before
Torrence was on his feet again; and, meanwhile,
he had thrown off the gloves,

He gave Daubeny a bitter look as he strode out
of the Common-room, followed by laughter an:l
jecrs.

Daubeny followed him. Two or three voices
were calling on Daubeny to “take his turn”; it
was pretty clear that Daub’s scheme was becom-
ing known. But the chief of the bucks turned a
deaf ear to the suggestion,

Drake peeled off the gloves with a smile.

“No damage, so far,” he remarked, as he met
Rodney’s glance. “But perhaps I’'m not finished
vet. Is it your turn next, Chilcot?”

“No !” said Chilcot promptly. “I—I mean, I
don’t know what you're talking about, Drake !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What about you, Chetwynd?”

“0Oh rats!”

“And you, Upham?”

Upham did not answer: he left the Common-
room with the rest of the bucks. A little later
there was a general meceting of the bucks in
Daubeny’s study. Egan was still attending to_ bis
nose there, and Torrence had an cye that required
attention. Vernon Daubeny wore a scowling
brow. His wonderful scheme, which had seemed
so promising at first, did not seem to be working
out successfully. It had come to Daub’s turn
now: and the more Daub thought about it the
less he liked it.

And there was general curiosity among the
bucks to learn when Daub’s turn was coming off.

“To-morrow,” was Daul’s reply to the general
inquiry.

“Don’t let the grass grow under your feet!”
urged Chilcot.

“Rats !”

And Daub walked away.

The next morning the
quisitive on the subject. So were a good many
other fellows. Drake came in_contact with
Daubeny on the deck of the Benbow before
lessons, and smiled at him rather ironically.
Daub turned on his heel.

After morning lessons Egan and Torrence asked
Daubeny when it was coming off. Egan’s nose
and Torrence’s eye made them rather bitter on the
subject, and they did not intend to let it drop.

“’After tea,” yawned Daubeny.

«We’'ll remind you,” said Egan significantly.

Daubeny had rather a thoughtful look at
intervals during the afternoon. He looked still

{Continwed on page 36.)

bucks were still in-
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PenPats g,

A free fealure whick brings together readers all aver the
world for the purpose of exchanging views on matters of mutual
interest. If you wish to reply to a nofice published here you
must write to the Pen Pal direct. Notices for publication
should be accompanied by the coupon on this page, and posted
onCTﬁe GEM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

Are you a member of the Koala Correspondence Club ?
If not, join now, This is the most progressive elub of its
kind in the Empire. Al inquiries for membership should
be addressed to : Hcad Office, Box 1699, P., G.P.O.,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia.

Exchange Pen Pals Club, 34, Gladstone Road, Chippen-
ham, Wilts. requires members for all sections, including
cigarette card collecting and sports. A monthly magazine
issued. No colour bar in the club.

A. Tyler, 59, Findon Crescent, Wisewood, Sheffield ;
age 13-16 ; stamps and model building ; anywhere except
British Isles. .

“ The International Affiliated Correspondence League ™
desires members for a correspondence club; all ages;
all hobbies, interests and languages; anywhere. Please
apply to The Registrar of 1.A.C.L., 283, Wright Ave.,
Ttgronto, Canada. Please enclose return postage, no
stamps.

W. T. Jones, 25, Grange Rd., Rhyl, N. Wales ; age 14-16 ;
aircraft and motor-cars ; Australia and Canada,

@. Toone, 53, Westwood Rd., Sneinton Dale, Nottingham;
stamps ; anywhere ; all letters answered.

Miss M. Casey, 2, St. John’s Terrace, St. John's Rd.,
Guernsey, C.I.:; girl correspondents, age 18-20; sports,
films, and reading ; letters answered.

(., Beal, 153, Strathyre Ave., Norbury, London, 8. W.16 ;
aégellﬁ-lﬁ; stamps, postcards ; Australia, Malaya, Eire,

eylon,

T. B. Fitzgerald, 10, Belper Road, Wynberg, Capetown
8. Africa ; age 16-20 ; sport and any other tcpi,c of generai
interest ; anywhere.

Miss D. Bissell, “ Rusten Vrede,” 13, Tadmor Close,
Haliford Rd., Sunbury-on-Thames ; girl correspondents,
age 14-16; interested in all_:ivthing.

Miss E. Wright, 103, Romford St., Stepney, London, E.1 ;
EE] correspondents, age 12-14; collecting stamps and

stars photos from books ; U.8.A., Canada, Gold Coast,
or Egypt. .

Miss N. Warren, 18, Upper 8t., Port Elizabeth, 8. Africa ;
girl correspondents, age 13-15; interested in Guides,
swimming, and all sports ; all letters answered.

K. Errand, 13, Alleyne Rd., Walton, Liverpool 4 ;
sports and magazines ; anywhere.

Fong Jun Kim, Saint Thomas’ School, Kuching, S8arawak,
via 8ingapore ; pen pals ; exchanging stamps ; anywhere.

D. Kirker, 98, Kilmarnock Rd., Shawlands, Glasgow.
8.1 ; exchanging newspapers or periodicals, also intereste
in motor-cars. .

8. Curran, 1, High.8t., Carnlough, Co. Antrim, N.
Ireland ; age 15-20; stamps, cigarette cards; British
Empire and U.8.A. or W, Indies,

Miss J. Bruce, 10, Athlone Crescent, Selbourne, East
London, 8. Africa ; 1 correspondents, age 14-20;
anywhere except S. Africa.

P. Poggenpoel, 13, Mountain Rd., Woodstock, Capetown,
. Africa ; stamps, sports, Rugby especially ; any country ;
all letters answered.

Miss L. Hartley, 32, Highcroft Villas, Dyke Rd., Brighton,
Sussex ; girl correspondents, age 14-18; anywhere.

E. McGrath, 213, Ravenhill Rd., Belfast, N. Ireland ;
stamps, coins, and postcards; Gold Coast, Nigeria,
British Guiana, Malta, Hong Kong, Malaya, W. Indies,
Kenya, Capetown, Salisbury, 8. Rhodesia, and Singapore.

J. E. Greaves, 27, Grove Rd., Lenton, Nottingham ;
age 10-13; -reading or Meccano; Canada, America,
Auﬁ“m}m'nodg 185, Joubert St., Delvil

. . er , Joube! iz ville, Germiston,
Transvaal, 8. Africa; age 17-20; all sporfs, especially
foothall and cricket; Barbades Is., Fijl and Haiti Is.

J. Cort, 55, Southam St., North Kensington, London,
W.10 ; members wanted for a nataral history club.

James Poor, Castar Bay Rd., Milford, N.2, Auckland,
New Zealand ; stamps; Empire or Europe preferred ;
all letters answered. -

A, Clayton, 74, Victoria St., Fleetwood, Lancs ; age
16-17 ; stamps; overseas.
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L. Gagnier, 87, 8t. Joachim St., Quebec, Canada ’
age 17-18; any subject; anywhere. Would like to
hear from readers who wish to dispose of Nos. 1709 and
1777 of the GEM. '

E. I. Kharva, P.O. Box 69, Ladysmith, Natal, 8. Africa ;
stamps, coins, snapshots, newspapers, posteards and
general topics; Papua, Samoa, Newfoundland, Gilbert
and Ellis Islands, St. Lueia, 8t. Vincent, Cook Tslands,
Labaun, Grenada, Niue, Hong Kong, Ceylon, DBritish
Guiana, Mauritins, and 8.W. Africa,

A, Borrow, 31, Bewdley St., Thornhill Rd., Barnsbury,
London, N.1; age 25-30; interested in ** Nelson Lec ™
stories, Also has a few copies of 4d. “ Boy’s Friend
Library ” containing stories by Edwy Searles Brooks.

R. Davis, 57, Ladymoor Rd., Coseley, Staffordshire ;
age 15-17; exchanging stamps; Cyprus, Falkland Isles
and St. Helena,

Miss B, Cween, 14, Urban Rd., Hexthorpe, Doncaster,
Yorkshire ; girl correspondents, age 12-15; books,
animals, films, drama, writing ; anywhere.

Miss J. Stewart, 14, Upton St., Herne Bay, Auckland,
girl correspondents ; stamps; sporte.

. Kirk, 1, Seymour 5t., Ellerslie, 5.E.6, Auckland,
New Zealand ; age 11-13; stamps, reading; Africa,
Canada, Egypt, Australia ; all letters answered.

C. Yeo, ¢/o The Penang Book Exchange, 29, Leith St.,
Penang, Straits Settlements ; any age; books, current
affairs, snapshots, film stars; stamps; &DFWfI&I‘B.

J. Butler, 21, Quinn Buildings, Popham St., London, N.1 ;
pen pals,
The French Branch of the Koala Correspondence Club
invites members in all parts of the world, especially the
British Empire, to write to its members interested in
stamps, postcards, and many other hobbies ; all inquiries

New Zealand ;
M

tIP Miss Solange, Mazet, Usine & Gaz, Gien, Loiret,
rance.
K. James, 173, King St., Sydenham, Christchurch,

New Zealand ; stamps; British Dominions, especially
Newfoundland, 8. Africa, and Jamaica.

K. Wilson, 22, Gamblins Rd., St. Martins, Christchurch,
S.K.2, New Zealand ; stamps, cycling, and science.

A. Cross, 63, Orlando St., Hampton, 8.7, Victoria,
Australia ; age 12-18; stamps and sport, anywhere,

Miss B. Rushforth, 47, Glanville Ave., Old Brumly,
Scunthorpe, Lines ; girl correspondents; country life
and nature, games, films, and reading ; anywhere.

Lim Chooi Senﬁ 46 (New House), Imbi Rd., Kuala
Lumpur, F.M.8., Malaya ; age 14; séampa, coins, maga-
zines, films, sports, and general correspondence ; anywhere,
eslﬁcially America and England.

iss M. Jensen, 25, Brooklyn Rd., Carterton, Wairarapa,
New Zealand ; girl correspondents, age 16-18; films,
reading, sports,; anywhere,

Miss T. Smith, Cracroft St., Waitara, Taranaki, N.
Island, New Zealand ; girl correspondents, age 14-18;
stamps, postcards, and films; Egypt, Malaya, Malta, or
Switzerland.

Miss 0. Mawson, Wailongona, Inglewood, Taranaki,
New Zealand ; girl correspondents; stamp collecting,
knitting, fancy work, outdoor sports; anywhere except
New Zealand,

R. Stocks, 472, Hampton 8t., St. James, Winnipeg.
Canada ; age 14 upwards ; stamps; all letters answered,

R. White, 5, Peterson St., Salford, 5, Lanes ; aviation,
sport and reading ; anywhere except the British Isles

H. Gordon, 55, Gordon St., Huntly, Aberdeenshire ;
age 13-15; any topie, preferably stamp collecting ;
Straits Settlements.

P. A. Hards, 116, Royal Rd., Kennington, London,
8.E.17 ; stamps; willing to exchange anything within
reason for stamps; anywhere; all letters answered.

Miss I. Suter, 54, White Hall Rd., Little Thurrock,
Grays, Essex ; girl correspondents, age 11-13; reading,
drawing, music ; overseas.

Miss 8. J. Rose, 15, Fortescue Rd., Alphington Rd.,
Ezeter ; girl correspondents, age 17-19 ; overscas.

J. Bailey, 15, Kingsbridge hd.. Newbury, Berks ; stamps
Aden, 8. Rhodesia, Zanzibar, Newfoundland, W. Indies,
U.8.A., India, Malta, Kenya. )

J. H. Hackman, 17, Idan St., Cape Coast, Gold Coast,
Br, West Africa ; age 14 ; swimming, postcards, stamps ;
all letters answered ; anywhere.
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POKER PETE’S LOSING GAME!

(Continued from page 29.)
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“But—but you lose your money if the horse isn’t
found.” )

“I guess Billy Cook and the rest will be hunt-
ing him to-morrow,” said the rancher, with a
smile. *“I’ll take the risk of that. But I guess
he’ll be found sooner or later. Now, you young
rascals, set to your supper.”

Frank and Bob were very cheery over their
supper that evening. The affair of Poker Pete’s
horse had ended to their complete satisfaction.

As for the threatened revenge of the card-
sharper, they did not give that a thought.

“Isn’t the popper a brick, Franky?” said .Bob
L_a\;«]'iess, when they went up to their room that
night.

“Yes, rather!” said Frank heartily. “I only
hope he won't lose the money over it. If the
horse isn't found by Saturday, Bob—" Hae
paused.

Bob grinned.

“Just what I was thinking,” he agreed. “If

the gee's not found by then, we’ll take a hand in
looking for him, and show them how Cedar Creek
fellows do it. It will be ripping fun.”

“Good !” said-Frank.

And the chums of Cedar Creek went to bed
feeling quite satisfed with their day’s work.

Next Week: ““ THE HORSE HUNTERS!"

LAL AL DL L I L L e L L L L L e L LT e L e L e L e L T L L Lttt

LT T T T

BUCKS ON THE WARPATH

(Continued from page 34.)
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more thoughtful at tea-time in his study. After
tea his chums recurred to the subject.

“Shall we come along with you to see Drake1”
asked Egan.

Daubeny coughed.

“The fact is,” he said as casually as possible—
“the fact is, I've been thinkin’ it over !”

“Oh!"” said Egan unpleasantly.

“The scheme seems to have got out. In fact,
I think it really was a bit too palpable, just as
you said at the time, Egan.”

“Well £

“So I think we may as well let the matter
drop,” said Daubeny casually. “I may think of
another wheeze—I dare say I shall. But this cue
really doesn’t seemy much good. I shall let it drop.
Here, I say—what the thump—hands off |

Hgm
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For once in the history of the bucks of 3t
Winifred's, Daub’s faithful followers fairly turnad
upon him. Egan had taken his turn; Torrence
had taken his turn; and now that it had come to
Daubeny’s turn, the great Daub announced that
the scheme was going to be dropped !

“Hands off !” vyelled Daubeny, struggling
wildly. “You mad duffers—I tell you—if you
think I'm funkin’—yarcoch! Oh, gad!”

The enraged couple attacked their leader
with such vigour that the great Daub was soon
borne to the floor under a shower of blows.

Before taking their departure, Egan and
Torrence further poured out their vials of wrath
by means of a bottle of ink. which they empticed
over the head of their unfortunate leader.

Egan and Torrence left the study, feeling
somewhat solaced. Vernon Daubeny sat on his
expensive carpet and gasped for breath. It really
looked at last as if the great Daub's star were
on the wane.
Next Week:
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85, Whitehall, London, 5.W.1.

JUBILE PET. FREE.

- Goliath Locomotive, Latvia,
Esthonia, Cuile, Egypt, O0ld Turkey, Scarce
Jubilee, pkt. 50 difl. Ask for 50% discount approvals and enclose
2d. postige.—~ROBINSON BROS. (A), Moreton, Wirral.

BALLBEARING SKATES

SELF GUIDERS.

These famous Rollfast Skates are

N . :‘ made from best materials, Steel
§ DBall-bearing Wheels, Rubber
Cushions, adjustable to any

length. Toe Clamp and Heel
. Su'ag. Complete with EKey, Oil
Hpe

_’ and Special Nonchafe 6,1 1

Instep Straps. Car-

riage 6d. extra,

Send a stamp and yov will learn how to rid yoursell of such
a terrible aMiction free of charge. Address in confidence:
T. J. TEMPLE, Specialist, ** Palace House,"”
128, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.1. (Est,37 years.)

130 &Fvips FREE
POSL, requesting approvals,

U STAMPS

Just sen sl
!._I_BBURN & TOWNSEND (U.J.5.), LIVERPOOL 3.
All applications for Advertisement Space in this pub-
lication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, The GEM, The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

FREE, 38 CATALOGUED 12/6, incl. 12
K.G. VI issues, Jubilees, Coronations, éoloninls,
ct¢., to approval applicants sending 2d.—
P. COCERILL, 13, Montrell Road, London, 8. W.2.

BLUSH I N G Shyness, ""Nerves,” Self-Consciousness,

3 Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears,
ete., cured or money back! Complete Course B/, Details—
L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

FREE STAMPS- 100 different stamps free to all

applicants for approvals., Oppor-
tunities of obtaining _further ifts. Send mow_ to:—
E.W. FRENCH, 100, Heights, Northolt Park, Middx.

Printed in England anud published every Wednesday by the Proprictors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4. Advertiscment offices : The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, London,
Rubseription rates: Inland and abroad, 1ls.

for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post,

E.C.4. Registered
per aunum; 5s. 6d. for six

months. Bole Agents for Australia and New Zealand : Messrs, GQordon & Golch, Ltd., and for South Africa: Centi-al]i}'cw-

Agency, Ltd.—Saturday, January Tth, 1838,




