“THE MYSTERY OF THE NEW MASTER!” "5k INSIDE!

~ -,”" THE CHOPPER COMES DOWN !—
A Thrilling Moment in “CARDEW CUTS
LOOSE | "—This Week's Creat St. Jim's Story.

y Py

No. 1,620. Vol. LV, EVERY WEDNESDAY. Week Ending March 4th, 1939,



A. 5. R A
[ didn't write ‘at st bocause 1 Ime-;hL {ho

. of Bath, writes:

s were all swizzle
you send me a copy of Merry's W
2. 1If (xu'-t\' 15 taller than Tu on ||1|a] I.m
youngor than Gusay, whore da lies ga in w
. How much do they pay yvou fo do (his a

here goes: 1: Can
Iy "7

A Can I send an article on “Bivds’ Fpgs
“Tom Meirvy's Weekly "7 don't mind the
Bathey, S]lull I write nn‘nm! PE=F don'h

enclose o photo, beennse the anly one 1 vuu!d fined

was when' I was throo months ‘old,

Axswen: Swizzles, .?mv? Loak_out, Trotlicr!
!. “Tom Ucn'yar | M‘Hu wied published in the
Crst for some time, bul jor sohodl tide e isyio
waliy e favited muuhn of eapies, wnel these are
ummm.’ up prefty quickly, 2. Um. et me see,
youw'ce gotb af all wrong. !’..‘m!s,t i half an ineh
aliorter then” Levison, wha ia three mpithe oldar
thn f'aw.;. 8o obpionaly the wat to usl ve flice,
|h o fa Blut Foot Fluogic or nearvest pelutive, 3.

You'll find him playing luds jor tin tacks wnder
the zpreading  chestoui-tree,  Oh, sorey!  How
r:riu‘fr is thix article worth?  Suppore yow-tell me,
eened 8 tell the Bilitard 4, Ie your article on

Bivds' Kgge” while i wonlid b a rare treat to

fry (sarvy, pry) into this, Tom Mecrry, s Editor,
decides what goes info the “Weelily” diy ail
means ' swissle al owme again,

P8 —Swap one of Skimpole in his pram for
yoursl

“Anonymous,” of Millbank,
writes:

Could you answer this list of questions: from
. iy exam paper?

1, What was the eapital of I‘nqlnuu] hefore
London ?

2. Where is I\ulml"

London, S.W.1,

3. What were (he  dales
of Qnu_u Victoria's  Lwo
Jubilees 7

4-Wha was the “Incor-
ruptilile ! ¢

5o What is ihe meaning

of: “Lesen sio das bilte

noch einmal 2

Awswir: 1. Aneheater
was the old Swran capital.

2. Kabul is the capital: of
Afghanistan. -
of  o.-1B87 und 1607

4. Robespicrre, Mo
revolutioniat,

“Anounymous’
hndon. tesls Blnke with

o b
'l'm. L.a.\: L:nn.\m.—No 1,620,

ned
Dictator

Jacl Blake's here to angiwer nour fellord :mr!
.* i with youy uur:k'a Weite Lo fim efo The
Fleetwoy | House, : Farriigdon ™ Stréet,
Lumhau. EiC.4:  Da aa candid as you like—Jael:
Blake li:ea a plain spedker, being' by nature o
Joloe Bt himseff! Iut  Lkeep, gour . tocter
*Hn‘l!i!, find enelose if posslile n jifmfu of yours
self for reproduction on this page. No phatos
ceust e returaed and no replics gicen by post,

———— -

duritg the rar, cecended 1T, was
Clerlple “ The Sew Cveci Fnearrnwptible”
5. Praisdation (all wn ey ol tou):
thiz vnec more, please,”
D't yan Iamc £aray

ru”r'[f- Ly
“ Read

SCAWET

Frank Cnckluy, of Cheadle, Chcshlrt, writes.

]Iu\- i 06 that when I send in an adveri for
the *Pon: Palst colwinn 16 docsid appeir until
thyep months Inter? =~ Don't
make dxcuges. Better wake
up and kEnap onl of if.
Phota’ enclosed.  Will ihis
letter — appear  before
Angust? 1 wonder |
SEWEN:  Phece  wmonthy
I <r.r accut a long time, but
iCw a free odeert; You ﬁl:mr, :
fined r.-'r-rlu,hr.r.{u fraz 1o wail
his or her turn, Of course,
the Eiditar eowld devote ane
¢ iedwe fo Pen Pal?
aficcs, but the 999,999 othér
veadere might object! 1'd
seld thiz veply down {o the
smnhr marked TEROGNND,
Gut he aliouys Fecpa !.‘Ea
a(f_-qmt orics buel: anather siz mrm.".fa.q.
[{ T H ¥ -

L

Frank Coackley, of
Ehendle. has a grouse.

He's like

John Reynolds, of Allbreok, Eaatlelnh. Hnnts.
writes:

How many houses arve there at, Greyfvinvs? And
wiy deidt the 8t .lun s fellows go up to 1he nexi
Form?  Aned why isn'6 "“Tom Moerey's Weekly
published in the Ges?  Sincercly yours,

Anawen: Phere ia only onc house at Greyjriars
—the School House—tn chich cverylody ?,m’fmgr.
Aned it pdther alarming of wow fo-switeh over Lo
StOJimts o sudidently and crglcct us to go up lo
the weet Form when you hoven't asked the Groy-
frinis, fellows lo do it, or the Higheliffianz, or
{he Glrien umn'mls. :lnr." Tastly, many thanlkas for
st vequest for o Merry'a Weekly,” which
I have passed to Dowm Merey, who says he will
dures i on (o the Editor of the Gex, icho, az gou
Kaowy lwes a simply awful job fitting all: the
wlaviea aud fentures @nlo e space, butl who ecan
aertainly Be velled wpon to do hix Heat, and——
Ohy, that's all [or now, i3 (3 Just as sincerely
Jauis.
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The din in the passage caused soveral juniors
o look out of their studies. Blake and Ierries,
Dighy and ID’Arcy wore in the doorway of Study
No. 6, chatting with the Terrible '[hree of the
Shell, and they gave Levison their amused atten-
tion. Bidoney Clive, with a smudge on his nose
and a kipper in his hand, looked out from behind
Blake & Co. ;

“What's the row, Levizon?” he called out,

“That idiot Cardew has logked himself in the
study, and I want my football boots I” exclaimed
Ernest Levison, in exasperation,

“¥You waon't got in," said Clive.
ta something.”

“Eh? Wﬁmt is he up to?" -

“Blessed if T know [ But he asked me to got
my ten somewhere else, as he didn’t want to }
intorrupted, so Pve planted myself en these chaps.
You'd better do the same.”

“Yaas, wathah I" said Arthur Augnstus D'Arey.
“We are woll pwovided with kippahs, dealt boy,
and yvou are vewy weleome.”

T T T R T T TR TR T
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“Thanks; but I've come in for my hoots,
Kildare's going to give me some tips,” said
Levison. “Cardew, you lunatie, let me in! Do
you hear??

“Jolly deaf if he dopsn’t hear!” grinned Dick
Julian, looking out of Study No. 5.

Thump, thump! ~

A voico eame from the study at lasl.

*Who's there 1™

The drawling tonea wero those of Ralph
Reckness Cardew, the dandy of the Fourth.

“I'm here!” roared Levison,

“Well, run away."

“I want my footor boots.”

“What rot ! What ean you possibly want footer
bools for? Go away and play marbles instead ™

Thump, thump ! :

“Youre makin' a thunderin’ row out there,
Levison I

“Will you let me in?” raved Levisan,

“"Can't be done; I'm busy."”

“(#ive me out my bools, then.”

“Can't open the door."

“"Why not, you [sthead 1

" Impossible,”

Thump, thunpl .

Frnest Levison was gelling a little excited.

Ralph Reckness Cardew somotimes tried the
patienco of his studymales a little. He had many
whimsical ways, and many ways Lhat did not
wholly’ meet with their approval. Bui Study
No. 8 pulled very well together, considering, But
really it looked just now as if it would have come
to the punching of noses if Lthe locked door had
not stood between, '

“You crass ass|” shouted Levison through the
kevhole, " Kildare's waniling for me 1"

“Teot him wait 1"

“ What 2"

“Ie nlso gorves who only stands and waits, you
know, Tell Kildare that.”

* Yon—you—yau >

“Run away, old bean; you're worrying me 1”

Lovison  hroathed  hard  through ks nose.

Tue Geyx Lisnany.—No. 1,620. '

“"Oardew’s up

THE GEM LIBRARY

Kildare of thn Sixth wns captain of St. Jim's,
and for him to dispose his valuable time on n
junior, and give him tips about footer, was a
tremendous honour. To keep Kildaré waiting was
not to be thought of by anyone, unless it was
Cardew,

“1I=I=I'll map up the stundy with yon when I
get in " gasped Levison, thumping on the door,
" \‘f;!mt are you playing the goat for?_ Let ma
in '

No reply. - -

There was the sound of a ||aen geratching in
SBtudy Ne. 8, and that was nll. Cardew of the
Fourth had resumed his oecupation, whatever it
was, and ho manilestly did' not mean to let it ho
interrupted. :

“Bai Jove, it is too bad!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus. *“In the cires I should weally give
Cardew a feahful thwashin’.” _

“Through « locked door?™ asked Digby.

“Weally, Dig—"

Thump, thumpl £

“Greal Beott | Aro you still there, Levison 1
exclaimed Cardew from within., *“Can’t you run
awny? You're distracting my thoughts”

“What are you doing, chump?”

** Swottin'." ;

There was a laugh in the passage. Swolling
was about the last occupution Cardew was likely
to_be found at,

Thump | Kick! DBang!

“Run away, old nut

1':&11:1&&1:1 in figures.”
“Levison, deah boy,
suggoet—"

“I'}! mop him up 1" gasped Levison. " Kildare's
actually waiting for me at the door, and this
idiot—this manine—"

“I was goin' to suggest—""

“0h bother! Let me in, Cardow, you warm 1"

You're not comin' in.

pway allow mo to

“But weally, Levison, I was pgoin' fo
sUE est——" - .
'%h. don’t be an ass!” snapped Levison.

“Cardew, you rotter——"

“I Svefuse to be called nn ass, Levison,” suid
Arthur Augustus warmly, “and I [ail to see any-
thin’ asinine in offewin’ to lend you my footah
boots, Howevah——"

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Y0h1"  said Levison, turning round.
riq‘hh Thanks ! Chuck 'em out ™

‘If you wegard the offah as asinine, T had
bettah withdwaw it, Levison, but T weally do
nobt seo—""

i ﬁl]

" “Will you lend me your boots, or won't youi”

howled Lovison,

“Certainly, deah boy. But I considah——"

“Here they are!” grinmed Blake, tossing the
boats out of the study. ‘Cateh

Levison caught them, and dashed away to the
glairs, Ho disappeared in a moment.

“What 1a that thumping ass Cardew up tol”
snid Lowther, in surprice, “Ho can’t be swoiting.
IHe never works unless a: Form-master is standing
over him with a pointer.” ' K

“Hea's seribbling  eomething,” said Bag
Trimble, who had already glued himsell to the
keyhole of Study No. 9.  “I can hear his pen
going. He's talking to himself. My hatl Ho
must be doing mnaths. What does he mean by
ua}*ilﬁ: ¢ Six, six, six, and seven 'Y

“What " exclanimed Tom Merry.

“That's what he was saying,” said tho
nstounded Trimble, *° Six, six, six,  and seven.’
He must be potiy!”
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“"Well, that's not maths, whalever it is," coms-
mented the captain of the Shell,
“Thore be goes agnin!” smd Lrunbie, who

had his ear to the keyhole now. ** 8ix, five, four,

and four!? Hes potty.”

“He must be, | shonld think, if he's burbling
like that,” smid Tomin, i wonder.

I''ree or four jumors gathered round Cardow's
door 1n wonder, and they could lLear his veive
dreawling within.

“Tivo, [our, tour, six, live, five agnin, two,
one, one, uud nine I

The jumors looked at one another blankly.
Tom Moerry tapped st the door.

“Cardew ! Have yon gone off your rocker

HNot or alll I's not eatolin,” o T might have
picked it up from you, old nut}”

“Whar are you burbling about, then?"

“I1gures. "

“What for?"

“1I"tn nbraid 1t wonld be a bit above your intel-
lect, if 1 explain, old man. Desides, I'm busy |
Kun ewny 1"

*Iathead 1" replied Tom Merry,

“These kippers are done!” called out Sidney
Clive from Study No. 6.

"There was a general movement of the Terribile
Three and Blake & Co 1o No. 6, and Ralph
Mevkness Cardew and his mysterious occupation
'm-!ie distmiszed [rom their minds—for the present,
Bl (¢Eat

y#e

CHAPTER 2.
A Pecullar Problem !

1] ALLOI”
Tom Merry and hLis chums  stayed
rather long in Buady No. 6, chatting
footer aftor rtea wos over  When they camo alon
io their own guarters, Study No. 10 in the Shell,
they found Ralph Reckness Cardew thore

Cardew wns reclining gracofully in the study
armchair, with his feot on another chair, and n
cigarctte in bis mouth e had a sheet of paper
i his hand, which he nppenred to bo studying
but nt the sound of funt:-tiTnﬂ he closed his hand
over it, and it disappeared from sight.

I'ie 'lerrible Three stood in the doorway staving
at the Fourth Former

Cordew was always o rather conl customer, and
a fellow never knew quite where to have him, so
to spoak. or what to make of him  But to carry
his coolness to the extent of smoking eigarettes in
Tom Merey's study was rather heyond the limit,

The chums of the Shell looked grim.

“lallo "' repeated Coardeow, tnking the cigaretio
fronn his mouth and blowing out o little oloud of
sinnke,

“Put that muek away 1" said
curtly.

Cardew langhed. : .

“Sorgy—old bad habits!™ he said.  “Simply
alecutimindedness, 1 nssure you. 1 used (o e
eversthing that was bad, and have only lately
bieoino YeTy good end an example to you, Thero
11 gocal

e threw the half-smoked cigereile inle the
Einle,

“You voung ass!™ gaid Tom DMorrv. “Wlhnt
sort of footer do you think you'll play 1f you spoil
vour wind with that rubbish "

“Nona at all, old boan! I'm not keen on
[ooter 1" yvawnod Cardew "It po on—I1 like
to hear you! Unele Thomas in a meral vein is
entertainmin’ |

“0Oh, rats!” growled Tom.

Tem Merry

b

“My dear man, don't be rvalty 1™ gaid Cardew.
“Sunle and look your own bonme seli. There,
thav's beter ! You've not baddookin® when you
look good-tempoered.”

*“Oh, dont Ln an assl"

“Not ar nlll g haven't como here to poach on
vour preserves. 1 suppose vou [cllows are thinkin'
about foower, wmwd haven't o woment to get off
the subject ™ asked Cardew. “ Bot il Muanners
has o few moments to spare, I'd like to speak to
him. I've come here lookin® for brains.”

“Qaking up photography ?" asked Alanners,
guite gentally. My denr ¢hap, Ull give vou any
tips you like. You've come to the right shop,”

“Ahem!  Not exactly that. The fact s,
Manuors, you'vro supposed to be good ot
mathematics.™ '

“1 am fﬁlml nt  mathemntwes,”  answered
Muanners. " No suppeaition about 1,"”
“Ilear, hear!” murmured Monty Lowiher,

“Blosaed is he thar bloweth his own tewmpet [
“If you're going to jaw maths with Maunerss

[ think I'll get along and have a jow with
Talbor,” remarked Tom Merry

“Oh, 1 shan't keep Manncers long!"  said
Cardew.

“You won't!" agreed Manners, ' I've pol somo
filma to develop before I do my prep. Speaking
quite candidly, Cnrdew, I'm not looking for n
job m1 conching a Fourth Form chap in maths,
Why don't you sk Levison, vour studyvmate?
Le's quite a3 good as I am, though he's only in
the Fourth.”

“1 am afrard ol shoackin® TLiovison,”

“What v

“ Accordin® to what I lear, Levison used to

paint the town red belore 1 camoe to St Jim's,"

l)‘uwnu:.l Cardew. *“1le turned over o merry pew
eaf just in timoe to set an exumple to me. Now,
I wover dare mention gee-gees 1o Levieon, and |
pretend to think there aren’t such things as eards
or bridge-markers in existence. U'm improvin'
in the socicly of Levison and Clive; bhut——"

“T don't understand  you,” enid Manners
sharply.  “You were speaking of mathematies,
woren't you 2

“1 was roferrin’ to vour knewledgo of  hat
dilliendlt and dashed basney, bt ' not nskin'
you for conchin’, old bhean, 1 want your apinion
on o certmn moatter, beennse vou've pot such a
powerful brain—see? Chap who walks through
mathematics, and who can play ehess with his
eyes shul, is tho choap I want, If ['m not borin'
you too sovoerely, will you give me o heorin’ and
your vialunble opinion 1"

“Yeos, if you like,” said the astonished Manners,
“But I'm blossed if 1 seo whol you're getting at.”

Manners sat  down, and Teom Merry and
Lowther perched themselves on the mablo to look
on. Thoy were surprised and ranher inleresied.
It oceurred to them that Cardew had come to ask
Mauners' opinion nbout the ysterions ocenpa.
tion he had bheen porsuing in Siody No. 9 beland
n locked door.

“You'll ive me o hearin’ 27

“Yes, of course. Get on !

“Without flyin' oub ot me ™

“Why should 1 fly out at vou?™
Mannera ampatiently.

“Well, this stindy hias sueh o doashed high moral
atmosphere,” saigdl Cardew pathetically, * Chap's
afrpicd of pultin® his foot in it.  Mind, I'm ne
askin' von to take a hand in the business I'm
goin' to vefer to—I wouldn’t dream of . |
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should expect you to punch my nose. Dear that
in mind, I'm simply goin' to ask your opinion on
a gertain muotter nF Egurus, from the point of view
of a chap with a mathematical brain.”

“If it’s a malter_of figures, or E".‘T'E.h”ﬁ in the
way of n problem, I'm your man,” said Manners.
“Goitl” : :

“Look al that,” said Cardew, .

He tossed n sheet of pngerltu Manners. The
Terribhle Three looked at it tnga}hpr. They
looked—and stared and blinked. The paper
contained a list of figures, and even to Manners
mathemation] brain it ropresented nothing. Ik
PO :

33560665443131161891471135769

That was not all. The numbors were continued
to a groat length, in any and every kind of order.
“Do you eall that a problem " asked Manners,

“What-ho I" .

“Well, what's its heg.rm% then? What do you
wnntlifmefty make of it? Do the numbers mean
anything: ) f -

‘?Eure you won't get ralty if T explain?”

" Yen, you nssl” pas ]

“Then I'll pile in1 Thoese nuinbers were taken
down at a green table.” _

“A groen tabla1™ repeated Mannors,

[} Eﬁﬂﬂuf i!l 4

“Jt's Eﬂmf gum;:"f" nsked Tom Merry.

“You've hit it L

“Blessed if T catch on!” said Lowther. “1I
can’t see any game in taking down a list of silly
numbers that don’t mean anything.

“Tho question is—do they mean anything?
That's the problem. Have you chaps ever visited
the country aerose the Channel 1"

id ?Eﬂ'll .

“Well, if you've been in a French seaside resort
you must have noticed that there was a b'[!l!ﬂl:‘t[;
there called a casino. You wouldu'l enter it, I'm
sure; but you couldn't fail to hear that they play
n  naught mo in the ocssino called petifs-
uhnvmm—ﬁltﬁ? horses, in English, Tho dink
little horses work on a machine, spinning round.
They're numbered, and the number that comes
nearest the line when they stop is the winmpq
number. Naughty people gamble by stakin
money on the number they Inmﬁ' \

“Weo've heard all about that!" said Tom
Merry curtly. “Do you mean to say that !-._huu
numbers were taken down at a gnming-table?

“Horrid, isn’t it? Yes; that's how the rlllm'-lmrls
ranl on n certain occasion,” said Cardew. "Il's
really a modified form of the grent game of
roulotte, which they play at Monte Carlo and such
places. This game is played at al]l the French
venside places—or was., No doubt it is still goin’
morrily on in some quiel spot aven now. Who
o viitiait it nail

‘ardew winked at the coiling,

Auanners looked fixedly at the dandy of the
Fourth,

“Ware thege numberg takon down recently ¥ he
asked. :

“Last week, I bolieve.”

"In this country, thon?"

“Lyidently, my dear fellow.”

“That swindling gama is illegal in England.”

YT know—1 know! Are we not the salt of the
earth in this country, settin' an example te be-
nighted fereigners, with the friflin’ exceptions of
horse racing, dog racing, and the foothall zools?”
yawned Cardew. “It's sad to relate, but there's
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a naughty man not a hundred miles from hera

with a_ pelits-chevanx machine, complote—
emugeled over from Franee, I beolieve.  Thosa
pumbers were taken down by a chap I knew—a

reckless sort of rotter, whe's certainly old enough
to know better.”

“OhbI" said Tom.,

“I've been goin’ over the numbers,” continued
Cardew negligently. *‘ Merely as a sort of mental
exercise, of course. Il's a problem, as I said.”

“I don't seo where the problem .comes in,” said
Manners,

YA torrifio problem, old nut! The guestion ir—
can those numbers be worked out into a system1”

“A—na system 1

“That's the idea. Eunfht_ﬁr people who play
the naughty game generally chuck their money
on the green cloth and trust to luek. Of course,
that comes to the sume thing as ehuckin' it down
the nearest gratin’, or putlin’ it on horses.”

“1 should think so.”

“But lots of people think there is such a thing
as o system,” snid Cardew. “With a system you
ean catch the winuin® numbers if the system’s any
good. You put on a single piece, and if you get
the right number you get seven pieces back; bub
pa thers are nine numbers, the chances are, of
course, nine:to ono against you. Bo, on the face
of it, the bank must win, But if there's a avsiem
for catehin’. the winnin' numbers—-=-="

In spite of Cordew's careless toye and manner
his eyes were gleaming now, and they were fixed
cagorly on Manners' face. Il wos pretty clone
that the  dandy- of the Fourth took more than an
impersonal inlerest in the matrer,

“What utter rot !" soid Mopners abruptly.

“You think sa 1"

™ grunted Manoers.  “Of  caurse,
If there was

“T know!
there's no =vstem on such o gamoe.
the banker-would take jolly good care that it did
nat work; he would cheat. I suppose that kind
of man doesn't go into that kind of business for
amusement, I'Ea does it for a living, and he
couldn’t live on lomes,”

“Right on the wicket, old bean. ~Bul the
hanker mightn't be eute enocugh to spot the ays-
tem, Wiﬁai nioety-nino. in & bundred of the
punters playin’ by luck, one wise man might play

‘the  systemn unnobiced and scoop in the dibs—

“_hﬂ-l 1"

Manners threw the paper back to Cardew,

“There's your rubbish " he said, " If you want
my opinion it'a this—there can’t be a syatem in
such a game. And te go a bit furthor, T Lhink
vou'd better keep clear of the chap whoe gave
you that list of nombers. He's a had egg 1™

“Really 7

“Yes,” said Manners warmly, "I suppose you
know that everybody going to such a place in
this country ia liable to arrest if the police find
him there? It's hreaking the law, and it's acting
like a blackgaard.”

“Horrid ! said Cardew, y

“If it's o St. Jim’a chap he ought to be jolly
well kicked out of the school. Ho will be if he's
found out 1”

“Ynas, vory likely!” Oardew rose to his Teet,
“I haven't gain much by consultin'  your

mathematieal brain, that's clear. Thanks all the
gamn M
“Hut seriously, Cardew,” exclaimed Tom

Merry, “you ought to keep clear of a chap who
to & gaming den, If there’s such a place in
tﬁn neighbourhood, {he po'ice ought to be told.”

“Old man, Tl remember vour adviee,” snid
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Cardew solemniy.
the chap I've mentioned, but I'll keep my eye
upon him very carefully.”

““"Oh, don’t talk rot1"” broke in Monly Lowther,
“ Tommy, you ass, ean't you soe that it's Cardew
himself ¢’

“What " exclaimed Tom.

“Isn’t it plain enuu‘rh " saud Lowlher im-

atiently "]pt. was Cardew who took those numn-

ers down at the table.”

"My hat | Is that so, Cardew 7"
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" Playlng the goat Isn't in it,"" said Baggy Trimble.

" A—ap what 7 " oxeolaimed Blake.

“1 can’t very well break with -

m T i

““*Woaell, n sort of casino,'' explinined Bagpy.

7

“0f nll the raseals, yon mean!” growled
Lowther.

“The utter duffer!” said Tom DBMerry. “He
ought to be stopped. It’s no business of ours, I
supposo: but—but think of the disgrace to the
school if it ever eamu out. The Head would have
n fit of apoplexy, I think |

The Terrible Three had food enough for thought
after Cardew had left them. But it was not clear
that they could interfere in sny way, especially
as Cardow had not actunlly admitted that he was

e ) e
W i
_'ﬂ- H""’r’. |' f'"!'f { k

‘' Qardew goos gambling at a casino "
““ Place whero they

play games for money |1 "

The Terrible Threo looked at Cardew, Tom
Merry quite aghast. He would nover have suos-
pected even Rolph Cardew of recklessness to this
extent, :

Cardew did not look at sll disturbed. Ile gonzed
nt Monty Lowther with great admiration.

“This," he said, *shows what it docs for a
chap’s intellect when he gets into the Shell, 1
congratulate you, Lowther. Ta-ta, old beans 1™

And OCardew sauntored from thoe study, leaving
Lo ehums of the 8lLell silent and grim,

“Well," spid Manners at last, " that's a corker.
IU's Cardew himself, and the utter idiot hus been
slayving that game ot some gaming-den that might
’_m- rniﬁml by the police any minute!l OF all the
fools—"

himself the reckless young: rascal who had visited
the petits-chevaux den. IL was ?uita possible that
lte hind been .pulling their leg in leaving them with
that improssion. In any case, Cardew was his own
mastor and had to go his own woy. But Tom
Merry & Co. felt very troubled and uneasy.

CHAPTER 3.
Trimble Knows Something !

EVISON and Clive wore in Study No. D when
L Cardew returned there:; and Levison minor
of the Third was present.
Levison and his brother wore going through
Tane Ges Lizrany.—No. 1,620
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Caesar (ogether, Clive walehing them with a rather
minnsed smile.  Clardew gave o deop vawn as hoe
f;lnm:::d nt the book on the table over which the
iwrothers’ heads were bont,

“Dear old Julius!" ho murmured.
fellows must be enjoyin’ yourselvesl
you scowlin® at moe lor, Levison1”

“1 wasn't scowhing,” said Ernest Levison. “ But
I've a jolly good mind to punch your head for
koeping moe oul of the sludy ns you did 1"

"No end gorry ! Buat I couldu't be intervapled
just then,” said Clardew. I was fright{fully hard
st work."

“1 don't see any signs of work aboul the study.”

“Fact, denr Loy, all the same! 1've been
workin' like o mgger, aweatin® my poor old brain
en i desp prablem,”

“Hallol Whet's the problem 1" asked Clive,

"Suppoze two lives wero followed by o lfour and
a seven, what vamber would be likely to come
nexk

“Kht"

“llow you
What are

“Don't 1 make mysell clear?” yawned Cardew.

mud,” said the Bouth
“You're not talking

“About nz clear =ns
Alrican jumor, with n stare,
sense =o far ns I can seol”

“Which isn't very far, old top!” said Cardew
affably. *Can you spare me an inch or itwo of the
table, kids? Prep's to be done! Yaw-sw-aw [

Y11 cut off 1 swid Frank, rising.

It was time for prn% and the fog took hia book
and left the study. Levison, Clive, and Cardew
turned to their work—the latler with deep yawns
partly affected and partly real, for anything in the
t_lnlu!ru of work was a painful bore to Ralph
Cardew,

A little laier the fat faee of Baggy Trimble of
the Fourth grisned in at the door,

"Clut " zaid -Levison,

“No, don't cul! Come in!" szaid Oardew.

“Whnt on earth do you want that fat dulfer
for?" asked Ernest Levison impatiently,

“Anythin'  to  inlerrupt  work,” answerad
Cardew. " Besides, Trimnble's got a good joke. 1
can sco it by the gleam in bis eve. Tros 1L out,
Trimble [

" He, he, he 1" came from Baggy. *'1 know all
about it. He, he, ho!"” ;

"What do you monn, vou eachinnating nss 1"
nsked Levison,

Bagey winked, |

"1 know what I know,” he replied.

“Precions little, I should say,” grunted Clive.
“What on ecarth’s the matter with the fellow?
What's he chortling about "

“Oh, come off I” said Trimble., "1 don’t mind
mentioning  that I happened to be near ‘Tom
Maorry's door a short Lime ngo.”

Cordew started.

“ YVou needn't tell us you've beon lislening al tha
door,” snid Clive, with n curl of the lip. *“We
know your habits."

“1 wasn't listening 1" exclaimed Baggy indig-
nantly, "I stopped to—to rest—just leaning
wgainst the wall to rest. It was sheer chance that
I heard Cardew talking rbout the numbers,”

“Numbers 1™  reposted Clive and Levison
toge Lhor,

“Ile, he, he "

Cardow's expression had changed. 1le rose to
his feet quietly and crossed to the corner of the
study to a walking-stick that stood there.

“Tho fact is,” said Trimble, “T want te go.
Mind, I'm keeping it dark! For why shouldn’t n
fellow have a flutter once in a way? What I mean

'Trg Gey Ligrany.—No. 1,620
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you bo nnderstand 15, 'm not going to he left
oult—sen "

“Potly, 1 suppuse,” saild Clive, in wonder,

“Mad as 0 hatier 1" snid Levicon, * Will you go
and gibber in your own stuwdy, Trimble! You've
inforrupting.”

“Come off, you know!" grinned Trimble,
“Don’t tell me thut you're not on to Cardew’s
little gume. I know hetter, What 1 want 1s o go
with you next fime, as 1 don’v know where the
place "

“What place?” yelled Levison,

“He, he, ho "

Cardew strode towards the fat junior and caught
him by the collar.

“You're too funny, Trimble,” bhe said. * You
musin't be too funny in this study. Now to reducn
vou to a stnie of proper soriousness L

“Leggo 1" howled Trimhle, as the stick whacked
on liis plump {mr:unn. “Why, you rolter, 1'll jolly
well—  Yarooh | Look here—  Yooop |

Whack, whael |

Trimble wrenched himselfl away and fied. 1la
stopped half-way down the passage to yell bnck
“Yah!” and vanished as Cardew made a motion
to pursue hiom.

Cardew went back te the study table and sat
down quiotly and reswmed his work. He did not
secnt to be aware of the facl that his shudyvinates
were bolh looking at him anxiously and reather
g'nmIPr.

“Will yon tell us what Trimble
Cardew 7" asked Levison at last,

“ Ay dear man, who could possibly understand
what Trimble might or might not menn " yawned
Cardew,

“Hr was going to let out something when vou
lcked him sod made him bunk,” said Clive
abruply.

“Well, if you want to know what he was goin’
to tell you you ecan cut afier him and ask him,*
snidd Cardew carelessly,

“Oh rats !

And prep

means,

was resumed in Study No. 9 in a

" slightly troubled atmosphore.

. Meanwhile. Trimble, under the impression that
Cardew was pursning him, had bolted along the
{J_ﬂ-&‘mgu and codged tto Sludy No. 6 for anloty.
n Budy No. 6 Bluke and Norries, Diglw aned
D'Arey were at prep. Thoy Jdid not give tha
Falstafl of the Fourth a weleome, Blake pointed
to the door,

“Hoolk it ™ he zaid bLricfly.

, Instend of hooking it, U'rimble clased the study
doar.

“That beast Cardew's after mo with o stick,”
he said. " I'll stay here & few minutes, if you
Followa don't mind,"

“Hut wo do unnd 1" grunted Herries,

“Wenlly, Howwies, il would be only ebligin® to
rive Twimble wefuge for a few moanutes,” saild
Arthur Augustus D'Arey mldly.

“1 expect he’s been nsking for a licking, fat-
head | Bagging a chap’s grub, most likely,”
“Bai Joval If that iz the case, Twimblo—"

“Tb den't ! exelaimed Pagey indignantly, "1
don't mind telling you fellows—in conlidence, of
course. I they won't let me go with them, T
don't see why I ghould keep it dark. I—I mean,
I don't eee why 1 nhuuh,] keep Cardeow’s dis-
graceful secret. I'm shocked at him! T felt it
my duty to go to him and remonstrate. 1 intended
to point out to him the error of his ways, Some
fellows,” added Bagey, with dignity, “think about
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the gooa name of the school, and that sort of
thing, you know. [ do." g

“Do you mean that Cardew's playing the
goat 1" snid Digby.

“Playing the goat isn't in it,” said Daggy.
"“What do you think of playing a swindling gnine
at & goming place ™

“What " gn?lcd Study No. 6 with one voice.

“That's it.” said Baggy, vwelling with import-
ance =~ the tmpl-uwinngzu had made. “ Cardew
goes gambling at a casino ™

“A —a what” exclaimed Dlake,

“Woail, o sort of casino—place where they play
games, and you put money on an green cloth,”
said Trimble

“ Rubbish I

“ Gammon 1"

“"Wata 1” {

“I heard him tell Tom Merry sol” said
Trimble. “It's o fact, right enough. And he got
waxy when 1 pointed out to him that he ivas
acling—ehom l—in o Wr{n unworthy manner.”

“Cheoese it!™ sanid Dlake _

“He's making up a_gystem,” pereisted Baggy.
“That » what ho was doing in the study when hLe
was mumbling over numbers. 1 think it ought
to bu stopped mysell. Would you fellows advise
me to to the Housomaster "

b nﬁgim vou not to be o fat sneak!"” growled
Herries, . ‘ ,

“PBut this is wathah sewious, if twue,” said
Arthur Augustus, with a very grave cxpressiot.

“1f1* enoried DBlake

“Oardew corteinly wos mumblin® ovah numbalis
in his study, Blake, The fellow is a_distant con-
nection of ‘my fumily, and, weally, I foel that T
ought to sponk to him, IF it is not twue, I =hall
adviso him to thwash Twimble for tellin® such a
yarn abouwt him"

“Oh, that's all right!
Dlake. jumping up
Din,hv IJI :

The door opened and slammed again. Baggy
Trimble wns gone. without waiting for the ruler,

Blake grinned, and sat down again. 1us
Arthur Augustus did not resume his seat. He was
shocked and very grave,

“Where are you going ! cdemanded Dlake, ns
the ewell of St Jim's turned to the door.

“I'm goin' to speak to Cardew, deah boy."

“Rot| There's nothing in it; only Trimble's
aﬂ.ll

“] weslly do not soe how Twimble camoe to
think of euch & vewy extweordinawy thing if thore
i? nothin® in it, Blake. He must have heard some-
i H'n'."

“Well, that's #0,” admitted Blake. “But it
isri’'t your bisney, Gussy.” J

“Cardew is a distant welation of mne.”

" Distant enough to be let alone,” suggested Dig.

“Wats! 1 cannot have that youngstah wun-
nin’ into feahfu! twouble without at lenst speakin'
a word of warnin’ " _

“Good old Grandfather Gus!” grinned Dlake.
“Mind Cardow doosn't chase you wilh & stick ns
well as Trimble.”

“] should uttahly weluse to be chased with a
stick, Blake.”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy left the study, and
headed for 8tudy Ne. 9. with a grave and solemn
expression on his face

t was just like the ﬁmd-lmcurtprl swell of 8t,
Jim's to offor a little fatherly advice. DBut it was
Em;létfnl whether it would heve much effect on

urdew,

We'll thrash him,"” said
“Hand me that ruler,

CHAPTER 4.
The Black Sheep I

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY tapped at the
door of Study Neo. 9, opened it, and looked
in

[ovison & Co. were working there, in a rother
uncomforinble silence.

The swell of St. Jim's stepped quietly into tho
sludy Lovison aund Clive went on working, but
Cardew gave him an affable nod. He was quite
prepared (o change worle for a chet with the swell
of the Mourth.

“Takn a s=eat, old man,” he said.
ue the flowers in May,”

“1 wwust I am not intewwuptin' you!”

“You aro!” came from Levison. “Leavo off
interrupting $ill we've finished [:t'n:elp. old chap.”
T am sowwy, that is imposa, came here to
speak to Cardew vewy sewiously 1”

“ Boriounly 1" njnﬂtﬂutnd ﬂm'dr'.!w.

“Yada, wathah

“Then don't do it, old nut! Couldn’t you make
some jolly little jokes instend I

“Tt is not a jokin' mattah, Cardew,” said
Arthur Augustus seriously. 1 have heard o
vowy wemarknble stulement fwomn Lwimble.”

Cardew yawnoed,

I3t 2t the mention of Trimble’s name Clive and
Levieon conged work, and fixed their cyes on
D’ Arcy.

“Accordin® to Twimble,” continued Arthur
Augustus, *you have been gamblin' at some waos-
cally wesorl, where they play some gamo of
chanee, Ceedew., You aro makin’ up a system.”

“(Ga hon ™

“Is it twue " '

“Huadu't you better ask Trimble?”

T e e T T T T T T T

“Welcome

Revenge is Sweet!

When Randolph Crocker was kicked out
ol Greyfriars in disgrace twenty years ago,
nobody even thought that he would turn up
at his old school agnin, Dut the one-time
sportsman of Greylriars does turn up—and
what’s more, he's determined to get even with
Dr, Locke, the headmaster who expelled him !
Read all about it in

“"AN OLD BOY'S
VENGEANCE!”

Frank Richards' super 35,0oo0-word school
story of Harry Wharton & Co., ut Greylriars,
appearing in this week's issue of

MAGCNET

Of ail Newsagents. Every Saturday 2d
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“1 am afwaid T can’t wholly wely on his word.”

“And you con on mine?*. smiled Oardew.
“That’s very flatterin® You want mo lo confess
niy sinsi”

“1 want you to tell me whethah you have landed
vourself . in some wascally sewape, and I will do
my best to help you oul n% it. Pway make n ¢loen
bwiaat 9f it, ‘doah boy,” ndded D’Arcy enconrag-
mﬁly, “You cannot do bettah than wely on o
fellow of inct and judgment.”

“I suppose I had betier tell you all the sad
story,” suid Cardew, with an asir of owllike
EEF1OSI0SS,

“Yaoas, wathah

“Well, here gooa! TFealin' Lhe need of a Hutler
to liven things up, I ren neross to Monte Carlo
yesterday afterncon.”

“What "

“1 lost a hundred thousand pounds at the
tablea—"

i w'hﬂ-'ﬂ.-'ﬂ.t :"l:l#

“And I'm poin' again this evenin'.” .

Olive and lLevison chuckled at the expression
that eame ovor Arthur Augustus’ fece,

“¥You nre not speakin' tho twuth; Cardew, It
would be quite imposs for you to wun ovmh to
Monte Carlo for an allernoon.”

“(:0 hon!” : _—

“ Besides, you could not do it, even i it was
poss fo go there.”

“¥ou don't sny so?"

“1f you are attemptin® Lo pull my log, Cardew,
you uilnh ags——"

“Dear ma, has that dawned upon you at last 1
snid Carvdew plensantly. . .

Arthur Augustus breathed hard through his
Il CHags,

“(Unrdew, will you fell me the twuth, or will you
not tell me ithe twulh?” he demuonded,

“I'Il try again,” eaid Cardew, with a
sigh. __“There_really seems to be no satisfyin’
you, D'Arey. Feolin' the need of o I:t!ll-.!u excile-
ment, T went ta Paris this mornin'™—"

“What?”

“And played baccarat at one of those cheery

laces in the Ftoile quarter. I lost ten million
ranas———" ; ;

““Ha, ha, hal” roared Olive and Levison,

“You uttah asal'” exolaimad Arthur Augustus.
“Do you think 'm goin’ to beliove that widicu-
lous statoment 7" -

“Doi’t you believe me?” asked Cardew in a
prindd voica, '

“Certeinly not ¥ .

“Then I'm blessed if 1 know how to satisfy
vou,"” said Cardew. “I give it up. Hold en,
though—another (ry, since you're go  anxious
about me, ' Feelin’ the need of o little exeile.
ment, I—"

“"Ha, hea, ho I”

"1 wefuse to listen {o any more of your uttsh
wubhish, Cardew 1” oxclaimed Arthur Augustus
“You are simply pwevawicatin®.”

“Go hon1” , ;

“Y take it for gwantéd that Twimble's state-
monb ig twue and lhat you are mixed up in_a
gamblin’ wesorl," ;

“What a mix up|” sighed Cardesr,

“Tor your own suke, Cardew, I urge you to
dwop it at onco” ’

“Thanks 1*

“ Othokiwise, you must expect to be wepgarded
with nttah conlempt by evewy decent fellow,”’
spid Arthur Augustus sternly

“¥ou horrify me,” said Cardow,

Tor Grxe Lisrany.—No. 1,620,

THE GEM LIBRARY

"I mean what I say, Cordow—evowy word [

“"Now, let's have this plain,™ said Coardow
pleinly, “1f [ don’t wend my ways you will
regurd me with tervible disdain——->"

“Yaas, wathah 1

" And perhaps refuse to speak to:me.”

“1 should certainly weluse to spouk to you.”

* Hopeat 1" 2

H:'Y'nuls !ll

“Goad] Then I'll keep up my naughty ways,”
said Curdew cheorfully. * 1!:::1'1-& ul & premium
an my wickedness now, D'Arey. To avoid being
bored by your delightful cenveraation, old chap,
I would plunge up te the neek in almost any
voriety of naughtiness, You've doueo it [

“You uttah chump—="

“Remember, if 1 go ta the giddy bow-wows
yoau've done it " said Cardew, **You've l-qmmw.-ti
me—yau're the dark tempter, Gussy |
aponsibility is yours!”

Hlam |
~ Arthur Augustns D'Arey departed and closed
the door after him foreibly.  Ralph Cardew
amiled at his studymnlea,

“Dear old Guasy,” heo said. *' What an enloy-
tainin’ chap he is1 Hallo] What are you blinkin’
at mo like a pair of owls for7"”

“8o it's trne?” snid Levison quietly,

“Dear man, you are ol goin' to begin, are
youi” said Cardew pathetically, “Do you want
me to spin yon yarnst”

“No, I don't,”” said Levison..
amlp playing the fool I

! Cuu]dn’% I done, old scout.
not made,”

" Loolk here,” eaid Sidney Clive abroptly, "is it
true Lhere’s a gambling place in (his peighbour-
heod, and that you go there, Cardow 1" i -

“Supposo it 181" _ :

“Then you're & dashed blackguerd I'" exclnimed
the South Afriean junior hotly.

Curdew nodded.

“That vemavk, dear hoy, shows whal an ob-:
sarvant ¢hap you arel” he replied. '"Whal beats
mo is that you never discovered it before.”

"“Oh, dry up!” snapped Clive.

He iresumed his work with a knitted brow,
nvi&ant.lg' disturbed, Lovison opened his lips to
speal, but closed them again and drepped his

The ree

"1 want you to

Foole are Lorn,

cyes to his books. It was not much usa talking

to Ralph Reckness Cardew. When the reekless
mood was upen him he wos sure to go his own
wild wey, wherever it lod to;

Cardew yowned end gave some dJesultory atlon-
tion to his work; but he scon threw that up, and
gak in the axrmechair conning over n shoet of paper.
When Clive had finished his work he rose Lo his
feet end glanced at Cardew, and as ho saw that
ithe paper in the junior's hand was covered iith
columns of figures, he set his lips and walked: out
of the study without a word. :

Levison hesitated as he was about to follow,
and Coardew gave him o curious smile,

“Like to go into this with me, old chap?™ he
nsked. )

“Nao |” said Levison curily. _

“Plenso yourself,” said Cardew, with a shrog
of the shoulders, . _ _ -

“Cardew,” said Levison quieily, “if you're
really playing such a rotton game, you know the

yrisk vou've running.’

" 'hat's what makes it oxeitin’, dear bov."”
“Tt would mean the sack, if it camo out.”
“Quite =6,"

"“What would your people gay ¥
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Hallo, Evoryhody 1

* Clean Fun for Clean-limbed Chaps,”
runs @ hoadline,  Baggy Trimble had to have
a bath before he conld read it. Yes, really.

Btory : * I caught o fish this big,” said the
angler, stretching out his arms, ** but I threw it
back. Then 1 caught another. this big"—
gtrotehing his arms wider—*' but I threw it
back,
his nrms wider atill—* but T throw that back,
too,” * Bnt why did you throw big fish liko
thoso bacl ? " asked his listener, amazed. * Well,
I've only got o frying-pan this size ! " explained
tho anglor, holding his hands a fow inches aport.

On hoeliday in a remote port of Wales,
Mr. Rateliff approuched the stationmaster
of a very small station. ** No, there isn't
reallp u  train ing," plained the
stationmaster, ** but we sell more tickets if
the signal’s down!*’

Friend of mine at on art school says he has
ainted a portrait of the art master so natural-
ooking it has to be shaved every dny I

* Lady Burglar Scares Ryleombe,’” runs a
loeal | Iine. Ryl be | holders

Story : Tho famous film star on board ship
was accosted by a Fronchman, who flourished o
camora and exelaimed : ** Pioture ! Pioture ! ™

R T T T ST AT R RGBT

“] wonder,” said Cardew calmly.

“It's not good enbugh, Cardew,” said Levison
patiently. “T've been through that kind of rot,
and I can iell you it leaves-n bad tasto in tho
mouth. Have a little senso, and chuck it.”

“ Five—four—four—five—three !”

“What 1"

“ Six—four—four—two—one—one—"

Levison compressed his lips. Cardew was mur-
muring over the figures, as if no longer conscious
of his presence.
moments, and then quitted the study without
sponking again, -

CHAPTER b.
A Loyal Chum !
OM MERRY knitted his brows.
1t was the following day—a half-holiday—
end Tom Merry was waiting at the deor of
the Schoo! House for his chums, fooler Leing on
that afternoon

Then 1 enught one this big "—stretching .

noww swapping their watch-dogs for mice!

Lovison looked at him for someo

11

Obligingly the film star posed. * But, no,”
exclaimed the Fronchman, * you take piotuim
ofmo!"

Then there was the Seol who wwhen the
question of his elub subseription was vaised,
wouldn’t even give it a thought, (dcknow-
ledgments fo Nerr.)

- They say Grundy is so positivo he is going to
have his own way that ho writes his diery o
week in advanee. Beliove it or not |

Story : **This," said the radio fan, intro-
tlueing the evooner to his friend at the acro-
drome, ** is the idol of the air!" ‘' Is that
so ?'" exclaimed his friend. * Well, I'd
gre{ar to have one of the usual pilots, if you

on't mind !’ £

Tune in to BSchenecktady WBXUVWXYZ
any timo you ecan. Well, it will keep you
ocoupied, anyhow,
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Late Extra: ** The Band Wagon "’ will be
‘* In Town To-Night,"” * Monday Night at
Seven,” and will be parked by the ** Musie
Hall,”” * Under the Spreading Chestmut
Tree ' wheve ' Snow White and the Seven
Ihearfs” will be doing ' The Lambeth
Walk."” Tickets 100 guincas each, proceeds
fo buy buns for Baggy Trimble and his scven
appetifes !

LHTT TG T

“ (osh, 1 wish I wore an iceberg,” sighed
.'l?m,t-tfrt Wynn, after receiving n wigging from
Mr. Rateliff. ** Why ?'* asked Figgine. * Well,
icebergs never get into hot water,” replied Wynn,

Everybody comfy now ? Just tuck up
yonur feet and lay your head back. Now go
off for a niee snoose. That will got me
down fo the bottom. of the column without
a soul noticing.

Juet a tick : Remember, the fellow who knows
most about international issuce is undoubledly
the stamp collootor.

RO T AT

Yippee!
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Racke, Crooke, nnd Scrope of the Shell came out
togethor, and with them was Cardew of the
Tourth, 2

Racke & -Co. wore smiling, and evidently in
great spirits,

Tho three black sheop of 8t. Jim's plainly had
something very entortaining on that afternoon,
and Tom could guess that it was something to do
with gambling and smoking. The reputation of
Racke & Co. was pretty well known among the
juniors.

0f Racke & Co. Tom wns not accustomed to take
much notice. They went thoir own way without
interference from him, though they were in no
doubt as to what he thought of them. But he
was sorry to sce Cardow in company with the
yoling rascals, evidently going out with them for
the afternoon,

Cardow, in spite of his reckless ways, had much
good in him, and he had lately shown good form
as a footballer, with all his slacking.  "l'om re-

Tue Gex Lisnany.—No. 1,620
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flected & moment or two, and then le stepped
lowards the quartet os they come down the eteps,

“Cardew, hold on a minute!* -

" {er{'n.iu[y, old bean " said Cardew.

“QOh, eome on !” growled Racke, with a glance
of strong disfavour at the captain of the Shell.
“MThere's no time o waste, Cardew |*

“Dear old nut, politeness hbefore everythin',
Tlmﬁms 19 goin' to lecture me—I can gee it in his
eye, .- :

“T'm not going 1o lecture you,” esaid Tom
Merry grully., 1 was going to suggest that you
should eome down 1o the footer. 'We've got n
trial makteh on,: and Lievisan and Clive are‘'both in
the saratel elevon. "There's o place in it for you,
too, if you like.™ .

“Thanks awfully! What a chance—with the
ndditional advantage of keepin' me out of bad
campany " reinerlied Cardew thoughtiully.

“ Look here—" began Crooke holly. -

“My doar man, you don’i deny thot you aro
burd company for an innocent youth like me,”
said Cardew. * Facts are Ffocts, you know. Te
would be ever so much better for me fo give you
the go-by, and put myself under the highly maoral
influence of our friend "Thomas.”

Tom Merry fushed angrily, and Racke & Co.
grinned, e s

“You con please yoursell, Cordew " snapped
Tom Merry, “You're a fool to get mixed up
T:'Lth"thnﬁﬁ pads. ¥You cen be decent when you
ike. g b T Ty

“And we can't, I supposei” sneered Backe:

"“Well, you never like, at all events,” said Tom.

“How woll ho knows you, Aubrey, old bird "
gnid Cardew.

" Laok here, you cheeky dummy——"'

“8hush 1" snid Cardew reprovingly. " The
rjuestion ig, shall I go round with these bad eg
or shall I accept the generous offer of Thomas?”

“Qh, don't ba a fool ¥ said Tom Merry, and
he turned on his heel.

“ Abandoned ¥ sighed Cardew. “Thomas hes
left me in the lurch. I shall have to put up
" with you-bad eggsl” ?

“Come on, and not so much jaw | said Berope.

" Camin', dear boy."” :

The four sauntered down io the gates. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was just coming in, and hae
stopped to speak, : A g

“1 am surpwised to see you going out with
these: follows, Cardew!" he said severely.

“It's a surprisin’ world, isn’t it " said Cardew.

“ Weanlly, Cardew, you would do bettah to come
and join in the footah,” said Arxthur Augustus,
“Old Talbot is captainin’ the sowatch team, and
he hasn't made up the eleven yet. I will put in
s word for you.” _

" Another kind offer!” said OCardew,
breaks my leart to refuse you, Gussy—"

"“0Oh wats'!*

“ Bverybody's awiully good to me, T know. T'll
toll vou what, Gussy* you come along with us
instead 1" _ . :

"“Look here——" hegan Croolie. '

“Weo don't want him 1" growled Racke.

"“Whothelh you want me or net makes no
tiMewenes, Waeke, I should certainly weéfuse to
pass an aftahneon in your shody compeny,” said
Arthur Augustus ‘disdainfully. "“There 18 some-
thin” wotten on, or you would not be “havin’
nnfihin‘ to do with it. Go and eab coke ™

Tho swell of 36, Jim's wnlked in at the gates,
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nngd Rocke & Co. walked down the lane towards
Ryleombe, _

*Look here, Cardow, you inlk too much I' said
Racke nbruptly. “That fat fool Trimble hes
nlready got hold of something, and is gassing
it about. T warned you that i1t had to be kept
dark."” _

“T eouldn't proveni Trimble puttin’® his ear to
the kevhele, old scout ™

t"Ylﬂu shouldn't have talked about {he thing
at nll” ,

“But I didn't! I wes askin' Manners' epinion,
as o mathematician, 'on the iden of & eystem,
quite impersonally.” :

"“You fool! Tﬂnt.' gang, of all poople!™

“Perhaps it was careless,” smiled Cardew.
“Not guite so careless as what we're doin’ now,
come to think of it My dear man, Trimble
knows nothin', and Tom Merry wouldn't give a
chap away, whalever they might guess. By the
way, don't eall me names!",

“I'l eall you what 1 like!™ snarled:Rncke.

"You're liable to be strewn in the road if
you do! That's a tip.”

Racke growled, but he said no more, and they
tramped on in silence, nove of the party lockin

ood-tempered. There was a round of guic
ocotsteps behind them e [aw minutes later,

“Hallo! - Ts  that GCussy again?” yawned
Cardew. "No, Levison, by Jove "

“Blow Levison|" cxcleimed Racke, with a
scawl at the Fourth Formes, who was hurrying up
the toad. “Look. here, weo've got no timo to
waste while you jaw to Levison, |

“Well, I must wait for a chap. You ean s=ee
he wants to speak to me, and he's my pal, after
gll, Qo on, tnd 1'l] follow you.”

“Qh, all right!"

Racke & Co. walked on, while Qardew stood
in the road waiting for Ernest Levison to come
up. Lovison of the Wonrth was rather out of
breath when he joined his studymete.

“Aren't you playin’ footer?’ asked Cardew.

“I'vo nsked Julian to tnke my place,”

“Chuckin’ it uwp for the afterncon?” asked

Cardew, in wonder.

“Yes. I'm coming with you.”
Cardew started, ;
“Comin’' with me!” he ejaculated,
Levison nodded quietly.

“"Look here, Levison,” said Cardew, in per.
plexity. "“I'm goin' somewhere where you
wouldn't like.”

“I koow that.”

"To be quite plain, it's shady.”

II'I knﬂw‘" ]

“My only hat!” Cardew whistled, "Lorison
old man, are you breakin' out at last, and gu::tinF
in for the old game?”

irﬂﬂ_—l‘l .

"Well, I'm glad to hear it,” said Oerdew quite
frankly.  “T'd really be sorry to sec you playin'
the goat. The gamo's not worth the uu.ndﬁz.“

'You're doing it." )

“Ob, I'm past prayin’' for,” snid Cordew
lezily. '""Toint of blackguardism in the blood,
you know. But look here, you ‘can't come with
me, Levison. I'm wiih Racke and his gang.”

“ After quarrelling with them several times?7*

“Yes, they're always willin' to meke it up,”

rinned Cardew. ~“That's the advantage of
}Enviu' a giddy nobleman as o grandfather.”
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“"laittrue there's a gambling plage In thianeighbourhood,

raplied Cardew. ""Thon you're a dashed

nckguard ! " exclaimed the Socuth African Junlor hotly.

“Well, Pm oecoming with you, Cardew. nwnlcsa
youi come back with mo and play footer.”

“an't be done Y

“let's pooon, Lhen”

Cardew looked perplexed,

“lwok here, kid!  If anvihin' should ernpe up
where 'm goin', it meany tho werry sack,”™ lie
;'u-1i|

“1 can guess that.”

“Well, thar's what vdu're riskin'.”

“T'm waining for yvou,” was Levieon's answer,

“Whot are vou doin’ tlhis for, Levison T

“Never mind that, I'm doing il, nnd 1 menn
Linisiness, "
“You'd berter turn boek,”

Fevison shook lis Lewd.

“Well, eome on, then," saild Cardow t'i-.-'.ignmll‘:r.
Too much fag to argue. IF you will, »on will,
Pren't say 1 haven't warned youn.™

Lovison «did ner pnaswer thot, and  the (we
Femrth Formers walked on aftor Racke & Co. in
silonce.  Levison's fnce was vory quicl und grave,
Whother he was doing right or wrong hin hardly
Linow, but he knew thine he would aot 1ot Lis ehum
Le led inta risky raseality by Macko & Co, withowm
doingr his' best to soe him through. Whethor
Clarcdew liked it or not, ho was to be undor his
chum’s eye that afternoon, while Tom Merry &
Co. played football on Littlo Side at 81, Jim's,

d.

CHAPTER 6.

A Lillle Flutier !

i "_ LRI we are!” snid Cardew sudidenly, ns
ho opened o gavden goate of o villa ealled
the Lnutels on the oulskivis of Hyl-

combe,

Lavison looked oddly ot his chuin gz they wenl

up the puth in the shadow of the thick shrubbery,

“What goes  on  here, Cardew?  Is it
pambling 7" siid Levison abruptly.

“1 warped you not to comel old bird.™

“T'd guessed it bofors,” said Levison, 1%l
noticed you've been thick with Racke amd Crooke
lntely, and I know what that means. Buol 1 don't
ser what that list of fignres mennt, That sori
af thing only applies to the gmnes played in
Clontinental ensinas, ™

“Which amght be imparted .
deleotabile island,” suld Cuordew lazily.
things hoave happaned,”

Lrvizon [rowned.

“Do_you mean to sny thal someone is keopiog
a guming-place hero?” he breathed.

“I don’t mean to say wnylhin', old fellow.
You'll see for yourvsnll, if you iusishk on comin’
& i
1.

“Well, Tin coming.™

“Suit yourself." .

Toe Grey Lingany.—No, 1,620.
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They went round the house to the porch at the
back. There Cardew paused. :

“Look here, Levison,” he said, in a low voieco.
“When 1 was let into this 1 undertook to keep
my mouth shut, of course. I lake it for granted
that you'll do the same.”

“1 shan’t go to the polico, if that's what you
mean, Cardew.”

" Er babble at 8L Jim's1*

Ll n'll

"1 knew I could trust you, of course; but T was
h""ﬁf" to mention it, as I've given Racke my
word.”
tu'llﬂlcin. of course!” said Levison, setting his

2L,

"My dear man, don't put it on Racke. I'm old
enough to look after myself. Racke let me into
it like a good fellow, because I was bored stiff
willy boin' gond. There's still time to go back.”

“Jat's get in”

“Right-ho 1"

They entered the porch, and Cardew tapped at
the door. He tapped with his knuckles thrice in
a rather peculiar manner, amd then, aflter a pause
tapped again. Levison’s lip curled as he watche
him. He understood that it was necessary for the
gomesters to take precautions, for what was going
on at the Laurels was not only rascally, but it
was illegal, and the heavy hand of the law would
have descended upon the place if the facts had
become known.

It was rather surprising to Levison that even
Aubrey Racke had fallen to such a depth as this.
Dut tho end of tho Shell was n rescal to his finger-
tips, and doubtless he found great execitement in
this form of pleasure, .

The door was opened on the chain by a man who
looked out with one keen, sharp eye, the other—
a glass eve—being strangely fixed, almost uncanny
in contrast with the one that glittered watehfully.

“All serene, Scaife 1" said Cardew carclessly.

Seaife nodded and wnchained the door,

“Com~ in, sir!" he said respectiully,

The grandson of Lord Reckness was evidently
a welcomoe person. Levison followed Cardew into
the house, and the docr was clased again and
chained, .

Cardew led the way up earpeted stairs " and
stopped outside a big door. Ho opened the door
quietly, and Lovieon looked in.

The room was o lu.rto one. There were two bi
windows, but both of them were thickly euﬂn.mnl,
excluding the daylight—and prying eyes. What
was going on in the room was not the kind of
thing to bear inspection,

There was a large table, spread with a green
baizo cloth that was marked off in oblong spnces
numberod ane fo mine.

In the eentre was a ecurions conirivance.

A kind of large bowl, with circular slits in it,
and from each slit protruded o rod with a little
coloured wooden horse fastencd upon it.

At the side was a kind of handle, and when the
handle was turned the nine wooden horses raced
round and round the large bowl,

When the handle was left alone the horses con-
tinued to race on, =0 long as any force remained
in the machine under the table, slowing down one
l!‘tur another. Kach horse was numbered one to
nine.

Across the bowl was drawn a line, marking the
winning-post, The horse that stopped nearest that
lina whon the mechanism ran down was the
winner, and the number he earried was the win-
ning number.

Tie Ged Linranry.—No. 1,620.
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The whole contrivance was simple enough, and
luu}m] little more than a child's toy upon a large
scnlo. S

Round the table were a number of fellows, and
Levison recognised Racke, Crooke, Scrope,
Clampe, Mellish, and Chowle—all 8t. Jim's
fellows, and friends of the festive Aubrey, -

There were other [ellows present, too, whom'
Levison did not know. There was also Mr.
Griggs, of the estate agent's office in Wayland—
o local ' knut.”

Pmul'::]l]'.lg nﬁ; Iﬂ:l:i im “‘.L[‘;e Y hl.l‘&*fﬁl‘ll.l_m}
man, rather y dressed. vison recogni
him; he had seen the man before. _

"'i'iukenglp 1" he muiltered.

“You know that merchant!” asked Cardew, in

rise,

“I've seen him before,” said Levison curtly.
" A rotten :hnf]]:wr; if you want te know. Bomo
fellows at St. Jim's used to know him, and wera
sorry for i1t.”

“1 dare say,” assented Cardew, " From what
I hear, this isn't the first time the chap's run this
kind of business, and in this quarter, too.”

“That's so. He ran a roulette bank once, and
it was broken up for him," raid Levison,

“You had a hand in that 1"

Levison coloured -

“No,” he said. in a low voice. "I was as big
a fool then, Cardew, as you are now.”

“Oho " said Cardew, with a grin. *“That was
before you turned over your new leaf—what "

“"¥Yes," muttered Lovison. " Never mind that.

hnt do ink I've como here for?™
They advanced to the table, Cardew receiving
genial nods on all sides, and Levison getting

rather curions looks,

Tickey Tapp nodded agreeably to Levison, ovi-
dently recognizing him as an old aequaintance,

Frnest Levison gave him the curtest of nods in
rl‘ﬁrﬁl'.lll‘l".

Much water had passed under the bridges since
Levison had come into contact with the sharper,
and he was not pleased to find Tickey Tapp at his
old game again near St Jim's,

The sharper evidently romembered the profils
he had made at that time, before Tom Merry &
Co. had raided his precious ' ensino,” and smashed
up his rouletic table., ke wns making a second
harvest now.

The e he was presiding over was called
petits-chevaux, from the little wooden horses usod.

It was a game played in the casinos at all the
French seaside fﬁmﬂl} such things being within
the law on the other side of the Channel.

Prabably Tickey anul} had picked up that tabla
nt a bargain price in France. Now he was pre.
siding over it, and his young [riends were enjoy.
ing the unaccustomed pleasure of debbling in a
variety of gambling previously  reserved for
Continental trippers,

“Make your game, gentlemen!™ said Tickey
Tn[}pi

Cardew threw a picee of money on the table at
once.

Levison stood and watched with a gloomy brow.

The game did not appeal to him in the least.
Even il he had been inelined for a " Autter,” he
would not have put his money on that green cloth,
for ho had not the slightest doubt that the machine
could be manipulated at the sweet will of the
bankor, i .

It was called a game of chance, but Levison was

-quite sure that there was not wuch chance about

it
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Detective Kerr Investigates

4

oo I o5 o8
459 1000 529 1518
.20 6.5 12n00m ].0OC
745 934 846 555
11.00 3.00 215 3.15
7.34 (1024 8.56 6.50
I0.45 9.00 12.55 7.57

No. 33.

THE
MESSAGE
IN
CODE.

WHEN Bernard Glyn, tho inventor of the
Shell, told Noble and Dane, hie study-
mntes, that ho had evolved a code .which
nobody could decipher, Noble and Dane laughed.
Experts could Yecipher any code, however in-
genicus, they saud  Later, a mysterious messagoe
obvicusly i code, appearced in the * Persona
Ceolamn * of the “Wayland Gazette,” and Glyn
torsed 1t across to Noble with an cmgmatic
rile. “Can't make head or tail of it,” admitted
SNoble,  “Perhaps Poe. Crump will have better
ek, sadd Glyn, with a chuokle; nnd ho left the
shucly bofare Noble could question him  Turther,
Mennwhile " Deteetive " Kerr, in_tho quad, wid
seenliing ta Poe. Crump, whom Glyn had seen
through the window.

P.c. Crovup: Excuse me, Master Kerr, but eould
von tell me where I can find a boy named
LGilvn, ip the Shell Form?

Krp Stedy No. 11, constable. IHave von come
sbout the new air raid shelter Glyn has
invented T ;

I'.c, OUnustr No, Master Kore. 1t concerns n
nivelorions code message wlieh Mastor Glyn
suvs he inserted in the “Wayland Gazette.”
1 "uve n copy ‘ere, Master Kerr,

Kivin: Oh, U've heard something abous Glyn's
inventing a reerel code which he elaims no-
body can fathom,

P.c. Cresr That's just it You sce, Master
L:ixn has written to the police neadguarters
at Wavland, and challenged us to decode the
pnessage. Of course. we're expervis at that
sart of thing, and it won't be long belore we
hid the key—

fopnnt: DBut just ab present youw're completely
LaMed ¥

1’0, Cnoar. The Wayland police are never
baMed, Master Kerr. But ot the moment

wi're just a little—ahem !—mystificd. That’s
why I've come to seo Maoster Glyn,

Cryy: Tt'a ronlly quite simple, Crump, old man.
It’s a elock cade, you sce.

P.-c. Crusr: And what do you mean by a clock
codoe, Master Glyn?

Gryn: It's based on the clock. Look at tho
message again  It's a series of clock times:
748 500 958 302 257 200 645
238 11.00 401 945 6.49 45 10.00
520 3215 1120 6.15 12 noow 1.00
745 034 846 55 100 300 215
315 T7.34 1024 856 6.59 1045 0.00
12,66 7.67 :

P..o. Cromp: Yes, I can sco that, The point is,
just what do they mean? _

Cuyx: That’'s what I asked your superintendent
to tell me when I wrote to him. I claim to
have invented a cipher that will take a bit
of solving. If you think you ean do it, go
right ahead.

I..c. Crowre: All right, Master Glyn, we'll solve
it. Wo arco't beaten yet, not by o long
chinlk,. We'll eolve it. Good-dny to you,
young gentlemen |

[Kene: Fellows will bo getting & headache trying
to solve your code, Glyn. Won't you give us
a clue?

Gryn: Well, I've told you the system I've used

~is based on the figures on the clock,

Exnn: Clear enough. Most fellowa have a clock
in their studies, or own a watch, at any rate,
so overybody has an equal chance.

Gryn: That's right.

INEnnR : "':Flmn did you work out this code, by the
way

GL‘EH:}YFHEI‘IIHE nfternoon, here in Lhe study.
The study elock gave mae the idomn.

Kenit: 1 goe. Well, % can imagine a good many
of us watching the hands go round to-night
and trying to conncet themm i some way with
vour code, Glyn.

GLyy - Yes, rather. T wish you the best of luck
in solving it, Kerr,

IKenk : Thanks. DBy the way, what is the exact
time now?

GLyX : Quarter-past seven by my watch. The
clock on thoe mantelpicee hasn't gone sinco
Kangaroo threw n bool at Trimblo ond hit
the olock by mistuko |

Kenn: Cheorio, Glyn ! TPerhaps I'Il eall back and
gee you later,

(Can you deei

er Glyn's seeret mressage? Kerr
solres ol, ane

hiz solution will be found on
page 33.)

TR e e TR T T R R AR T TR T T LT LU TR LA T

A pgentleman of Tickey Ta:aln's deseription was
net i the business for lns healths. When Fortuno
(il not emile on him it was pretty certain that he
hind woye and menns of assisting Fortune, in the
imannetr of v Continontal eroupior,

Aubrey Racke was evidently enjoying himaclf.

‘Ihe ead of the Shell was, as usunl, Aush with
money, and he was playing with poand notes,
while the rest of the punters g‘nnoru?i;,' contented
themezelves with half-erowns,

Under the electric light their faces did not look

them

rlomnm. most of having a sharp and
)

awkish exprossion,

They would have deseribed their oceupation as
“aporling.” bLut it was cesy to sce by their looks
that thoy were on tho make,

I was money they wanted, and money they
hoped to win—a hope that wus very delusive with
Tickey Tapp presiding over the “gamo of chanee.”

“Make your game, gents [

Coins and notes fluttered on the table,
Tue Gex Linpany.—No. 1,620
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Tickey Tapp grasped the handle of the machine
anid grouud at il as if he were grinding coffee.

The numibered chevaux raced round and round
:}lﬂ big cirenlay bowl, and all eyes wero fixed upon

1em.

Tickey Tapp rvleased the handle and sat watch-
ing the recing horses with a placid grin.

Vhichover woodon horse stopped at the line he
was pretty corlain to score, for nearly all tho
numbers on the table had money on them,

One number had a pound note on it belonging 1o
Racke, nnd if that number—nine—won Tickey
Tapp had to pay out seven pounds to Racke,
according to the rules of the game.

Lovizon thought it probable that nine would not
win, as aeven pounds was a large sum to pay out,
considering that the other stakes were of a much
smallor variety.

Lavison was right,

It was No 5 that stopped al the line, and Rocke
multored a curse under his breath, But on No. §
Cardew had thrown n half-crown, and he con-

uently received seven hall-crowns from Tepp,

ardow's eyes glittered. . :

It was not tho money that npgenlad to him. He
had plenty of that. DBut the excitement of
gambling and the feeling of being a winner had
seized upon him. He dropped into an empty chair
at the tablo and took ont his pocket-hook, with the
evident intention of ]g:u_:g‘ in deep. He scemed to
have forgolten that Levison was with him.

Al the door Mr. Scaile was .Et'll.ﬂt]i]‘_l?‘,. having
followed Lhe latest eomer up, Mpr, Benife's single
eyo hud a mocking glitter in it. Leovison glanced
al him mondily. He could guess that Seaife hod
not. allowed Mr. Tapp to establish the precions
game in lis house for nothing. Ne doubt he
stood in with the sharper for n good percentage
of the winnings, _

Lovison stood silent and watched the game as it
went on, He had o feeling of sick disgust within
him, which intensified as he saw the keen, almost
savage expression that was coming over Cardew's
handsome [oce.

Tho cool, aristoeratic Cardew looked quite un-
like himsell now, and Lovison thought, with n
migorable feoling, how like Racke ho looked at
that momaent, p

Cardew wans losing. He wna Flug'lng for quids
now, and Mr. '].‘apf could not afford to lose seven
pounds a time. 1t was so apparent to Levison
that the man was cheating all the players of big
stakes that he marvelled that tho punters could not
sev it, too, But they had come there to gamble,
not to suspect or criticise; and, maoreover, there
are none so blind as those wha will not see.

And this was the game for which Cardow had
been Lrying to make a system ). A system|
Levison felt a kind of comppssion lor his chum,
angry ns he was, A system—in bent o game which
depended upen the will of the banker | He felt at
that moment as if Cardew wore a child—a willul
child—and he could not be angry.

Coardew scemed to remember his existence
suddenly, He turned to him with his face so
sharp and kéen that it gave Levison a shock to
see him,

“Got any mmoney "

“Whakt"

" Loend me some money."

“Btony 7" asked Loevison,

Mo knew thet Cardew had had mera than ten
pounds about him that day,

“Yes; land me somo tin,”

Levicon shook his head.
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" Not for that !" he said, with a jerk of the head
towarids Lhe green wable,

Cardew gave him a ficeee look,

“You're not playin'., Yoo den’t want your
money, Do you chink 1 won't pay you, rou fool?”
he waid in a shrill whisper,

“1 know you wonld, but——'

“Land It to ine, thon,"

"Come nway, old chap,”

“Don' be a fooll Will you lend me zame
muoney, or won't you 7"

"“No, I won'e!"

Cardew leoked at him bitlerly and =avagely.
Then he warched the litile horses that were racing
round again.

It was too late for him to stakeo on that round
mow, amd he watched with foverish eyves. No. 7
Woll,

“That was my number,” said Cardew huskily.
“You fool | IF you'd lent me a qiid 1 should hoave
hod it on seven'”

“Then 1t wouldn’t have came np !"™ said Levison,

"“What "

“Cardew, old chap, ean’t you see that Tickey
Tapp is wangling the game?” muttered Levison.
“How many times have you secen a quid win since

on'va baen here? Onee or twice—by accident.
he half-crowns or shillings win and the quids go
to the bank.”

"Oh, don’t be a fool I

“Taok hore, Cardew

“Will you lend me some money " mutlored
Cardew in concentrated tones of bittorness,

i Nﬂ I|J

“Then go and eat colkke | Mang you I Don’t ever
speak to me sgain, you cad!™ said Cardew
tioreely,

Levison drew a deep Lreath, But Cardew’s Lone
changed the next moment. He seemed as if his
vory life itsell depended wpon his geing on with

L)

the game. He caught Levison by the arm.
“Old fellow, lend me a couple of quid, Don't
bo a ead ! I'm asking you a favour. 1 don’t-often

ask favours, Lend it me, Suppose I lose it—well,
it's fun, you know. Lend it me, there's o brick |

Hin tono was pleacing, eontrealing. - Levison
broathod hagd, and then, feeling in !Tiia poclkets,
he took out all the money he had, placed it in
Cardew's enger hand, and, turning, walked out of
the room,

e = o

CHAPTER 1.
Trouble in Study No. 9.

T ALLO, slacker!1”
“Bai Jovel You nare lookin® down,
Levison, deah boy |"

Tom Merry & Co, had come off the footer

roun¢! after the trial match and were heading for

o SBchool House, when they eame on Lavison of
the Fourth.

Levigon had just eome in, and ho wag tramping
along with his hands in his pockets, his eyes on the
ground, and a dark expression on his face.

Tom Merry had been a lirtle surprised at
Levizon cutting the footer that afternon. Ile was
usually keon on the game. Levieon had said that
he was going out, but it was pretty clear that,
wherever he had been, he had not enjoyed his
outing,

Lovison glanced up and cvolovred, as he [oumd
himself nmong the c E'l‘:riJ [ootballers,

The contrast between their ruddy, henlthy fpces
and the sharp looks he had lelt behind him at
Scaife’'s den struck him very strongly.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“Anything  ap!”  asked Toem  Merry  good-
naturedly

Levison smitlod faintly.

“How did yon ger on with Racko?”
Ragey Treanblo, with o fat chueklo,
luek Lowvison 7"

Levison  went to the Bcheool Iouse without
tuking heed of DBagey Trimble, 'E:'i.'l.'t'lpl. that hi=
colour decpened Toam Morry & Co. glanced afier
him rather curiously.

“Alse """ murmured Mouty Lowther “ Has our
voung friend been looking on the wine wlien it is
rend pnet the smoke when it is blue? Gussy, old
sconut, hoere's n chanco for voun. Go efter Levizon
gud peal to him like o Duteh ancle.™

“Waglly, Lowthah——"

“Gorve Lun one of your sgrmons in your well:
kuown saventhly siyle,” urged Lowther. *We'll
all come and hear vou”

“ I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah, and T wefuse
to believe for a momont that Levison has been
playin’ the goat!”

“1 snould jolly well think so!” growled Sudney
Clive. *What the thump do you menn, Monty
Lowther *"

“Don't gort rany, dear chiald ™ enid Lowther
vhidingly

“Oh rom !’

Sidner Clive strode in with a knitled brow,  As
o matter of tael, Lovison's darlk lools made him
{1 a 'wile unoasy himsell, which war the reason
why  be  had—rathor  unreasonably.  perhinps—
snapped at the humorous Lowthor,

“Dont bo so funny. Monty I =nnd Tom Morry,
as he wont i with his chinms  *“There's nothing
in Trimble’s gus. anyway.”

“There's something in Cardow’s list of many
figures, and the precious system he wos asking
Manners about, * nnawered Lowther dryly. * Looks
to me as if it's entohing in Swndy No, 8.

“And to mo." said Manners

L |

“Oh, rot!1" smd 'Tomn cheorily. Jardew mny
e o howling ass—is, in fael; Iml Levison's got
too much hosssense. Come awd lets gel some of
this mud ol

The Terrible Throe changod in the dormitory,
and when they camme down they met a poarty
coming [rom the big staircase.

Racke & Co. had returned, and with them came
Raiph Reckness Cardew.

Aubrey Rucke was looking grim and savage, anid
Beropo was moody, while Crooke seomed in high
feathor. Crooke thnd had better luck than his
comrades, probably due to the fnct that he hod
gl_\lu-yml for shillings at Tickey Tapp's table.
tncke's pound notes had taken unto themselves
wings and flown away, 8o 1o spenk, nnd the festive
Aubrey was [eeling amnoyed. Wealthy as he
was, twonty pounds was o | kum, nnd that was
the sum Aubroy Racke had left in Tickey Tapp's
charge.

Cardew unusunlly enough for bim, was looking
tired and dopressed.

Racke scowlod at the Terriblo Three, and went
to his siudy savagely. Cardew spoke to Tom

clittiee] in
“Hud nny

orry

“Has Levison come in, do you know?” he
askoed, )

“Yes, somo Limo back,” said Tom,
n bit lown, Cardew.”

&d Dﬂ 'l'?ll ! B

“You do." said Tom. “T fancr you'd have
done better to play football, kid. Make it footer
next time "™

Cardew smiled faintly, and went his way. He
was guite well aware that he would have done

“You look
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petter 1o play footer; it was rather a betler and
a move decont gume that petnschevaux, B
hig ovil genins was in the nseendant now, and he
Jid net tlunk of following Tom Morry's goodl
nilvice

Bidonoy Clive nned Levison were at 1en in Study
No. 9 when Cardew ecame i, and  Arthur
Augustus D'Avey was a guest in the study.
Possibly the great Gussy thought that his pre-
cenee wnd his nplifung conversation, might have
a good effect upon the reckless Cardew; hut tea
in Study No. 8§ was nearly over when the prodigal
COMo in

Cordew nodded and smiled as ho entered, but
it wne with an efforl, and eould be seen plainly
enough, 'The dandy of the Fourth was not feeling
himsell, and ho oould not quite disguise Lhe fact.
Hours of anhonlihy exeitoment in n close atmo-
sphere had told upon him, fit as he was, and the
fevorish oxcitement of the green table had left
s mark

Levison pulled the chair to the table for him.

“hanks;: T won't have any toea,” snid Cardew,
drapping ymto the armchair. *In fact, I've had a
sk D'Arey, s a pleasure to see you here.”

"You wre vowy flattewin’, Cardow.”

“YVou reminded  me Jn:hl.['-r:]nj" that T'm a
diztant rolstion of yours,” remnrked Cardow.

“Yaur " :

“Tein" o relotion, 1 feel that it’s up lo me te
act like an alfectionate membor of t-]lur: fermily,”
said Cordew,  “That 18 ro say, I'm willin® to
come to you for help in a diflienlty.”

“You could not do bettah, deah bos,” snid
D*Arcy cordially.  “As a fellow of tauct and
judgmont—""

“You'll give me some advice "

“With ploasuah, deah boy 1" *

“T'l put it te vou, then," said Cardew, un-
hoeding the curious glances of his stndymates,
“There's a fellow I'm rather concerned abont,
and he's havel up for money. Ho needa ten guid,
[ siand it like n shot, but T happen to bo stony
broke. Next weele T shall be in [onds ogain.
Will you sholl out ten quid till next woek, to help
bhe nﬂnp I'm speakin’ of out of a difficuliy ?*

“Bar Jove !

Levison compressed his lipa, bt he dud not
speak. Clive looked astonished. Arthur Auvgustus
D’ Arey was considerably taken aback.

“1 suppose you can rely on my word to setile
up " ul{iﬂ‘li Cardew, with n slight curl of his lip.

“Yaas, wathah! That’'s all wight, Dut -

“But you don't want to lend me the tin?”

“If il is to holp n chap out of a diflioult posikh,
Cardew, T should bo vewy happy to lend you the

money. But as—"
“Well, that's what it’s for.”
“Yans; but—"

“Bhell out, then.”

“Tt is quite imposs for me to shell out, Cardew,
ns I have only six pounds,” said Arthur Augustus.
“You are vewy welcome to that, howevah”

“Oh 1" snid Cnrdew, as Arthur Augustns opened
his natty little pocket-book. nnd took out a five.
pound and a pound note. *I1—I1 say, is that all
the tin you've got, Gussy?”

L1 vnnnll‘f

“T'll gettlo next week, honour bright. My
grandfather will sond me the Lin”

“That's all wight, deah boy. T am vowy glad
to bo able to hﬂri"l ou help a follow who 15 in a
fix,” answored Xrthur Augustus  cheerfully,
“Pway don't mensh, deah boy "

There was a faint trace of shame in Cardew’s
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face as ha toolk tho ey,
Lievison's eyos,

Sulney Clive's brow was like a thundorcloud,
but e did not speak.

Arthur Augusius chatied away cheerily, quite
blissfully unconscious of the suppressed storm in
Study No, 9. 1Tt burst when Arthur Augustus had
takeen his deparure, and the deor had closed
behind him.

* Cordew 1"
togethor,

“ Hallo 1"

*1 asked |I'.-"I|.|'r:.' liere to ten, not for you o
stick him  for lus money |”  exeluimed  Clive

He avoided mecting

broke out Clive amd Levison

angrily.  “I1 know what it's for, if D'Arcy
doven't."
“He wouldn't have lent it to me if he'd

known," gand Cardew ecolly.  Bein' an innocent
old duck, he didn't suspect that the chap I was
alludin’ to wus my honourable self, Nice boy,
Cussy "

“1 wonder you've the neck 1" exelaimed Clive

“My ‘bisuey, 1 suppore, not yours,"

“1 think il's blackguardly 1" said Clive, with
a flash in his eyes, * You're practieally dropging
us inte your shady rot like thas|"

“You're not hound 1o continue my acqguaintance,
dear man, f you don't want te,"” drawled
Cardow,

“h, chuek that!” broke in Levison., “'That's
enough. [ really think you might draw the line
somoewhers, Cardew., Tlus is pretty thick.”

Unrdew shragged his shoulders,

“This menns that vou're going again—

Lavison broke off, rvnu-mﬁﬂring that Clive was
ned o the seceet,

ik 1‘]'1‘1![."".'].'5'.. HIH”T_’ illil ]:'nr‘u'—-.-:“rnr_' "I‘fl JI.E'IIIT'IP'"
sald Uardew  coolly.  “1D'm gein” te try that
system again, or bust. Come along with me
aguin, Lovison, and try your luck yourseli,”

UClive siarted.

“ Lovison, vou haven't—

“Oh, yes he has!" said Cardew, with a
mocking grin. “ He enme with me this afternoon,
where tho wine is rodd and the table green.”

“Don't boe an s, Clive!™ mutlered Levidon, as
the South African junior stared at him blankly.
"1 went to keep this silly fool oul of mischief if
I could. [ wosn't able to, ns yon see.”

“"You shouldn't have gone," suid Clive carily.

“Perhaps 1 shouldn™; but T did. It wasn't
mueh good."

“Nonge at all,
as my own,” yawnped Cordew.
to loso l'_.'u.-_u_\'r-l. 1'-'”141.1‘. i | Hl-l_'-!':I

L'li."n,'- raso Lo his ft‘t'l, his fnee sk,

"1 don't sot np to preach o you, Cardew,” he
gand, " You've been my ehum.  Buat [ draw the
line at this, and 1 tell you o plainly, You're
visking gelbiog expelled and Jisgracing the school
you belong to. I wonder you've the nerve to [nee
i decent chap wlien wvou're pleying thal rotten
game 1"

“1'va never lacked nerve, I believe,” said
Cordew calmly. "I can stamd even your high-
falutin morality, Clive, though it makes me a
wee bit tired. ™

“Well, 'm not going to stand it," said Chive.
“Racke's gol vou into thig, 1 can sen. Well, I'm
not going to drop yon i

“Don’'t mind me, dear man 1™

“That i#an't what I mean. [ going lo stop
vou !" said Cliva grimly.

Cordew taised his eyebrows,

“You've goin' to—what 7" he
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“Stop you.'

“Really, I don't see hiow voui' re goin” to do it,"
said Cardow, with a sneer.  * Has il ever occurred
to you that 1t's a rippin’ idea to mind your cwn
Lieney 1"

“Clive, old chap!™ muttersd Tevicon wneasily.

“You're a blackgunarnd, Ralph Cardew 1" ead
Clive. “That's plain. But you're nol going o
ho kickod out r:-ll the s=chool amnd bring dregrace
ann Bt, Jun's and this study, 1 yon ean't look
wier yourseli, yvou'll get looked afier.”

“"Are you askin' me to punch your
Cliva1"

“You can iry if you like; 1 dare say vou'd get
most of the punching ! grunted Clive,

“For ﬂ{‘lllllhléﬁ. * began Levison, in
alorim,

Chve was louking savage, al
were ghitlering dangorously.

But the dandy of the Fourth did not rise from
the arvmeliv.  He shreogged his shoulders with
an air of disdain,

“Thore's nething to vow about, von chlinps "™
muttered Loevison, " Leave him alowe, Clive;
he'll ehuek it when he's tiveddl of it He's playved
the giddy gont before now, and it's never lnsted.”

Chve gulped down his wraih.

“Lot him ehuck it now, then,"” he said, more
quietly.

“Rats 1" vawned Cardew.

i

liequdd,

sake—

Cardew’s eyues
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' Thoy can call in the polics il thay like ! " sald Clive coolly,
The next moment splinters flow under the ody

Crash, orash !
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Cardew,” satd Clive, i o
softened tone. * You know :--‘.-u'h' ton good foi
that rotten kind of game. You're not ke Racke,
but you're jolly likely wo get like him if you kecp
on in his company and in his pursaits.”

“What an awiul fate!l™

“(an't you see what it looks like to others?”
ashed Clive, “As 1 make 1t onl, some rotler
his started o gambling den in Rylecombe.”

“Yer, a nice gentlemen by the name of Tickey
Tapp,” smiled Cardew, *“It's run at the Laurels,
thie :l"I-w.':;I.'!J]l'.l residence of a Mr. Secaife.”

“Look here,

“It can’t go on for long without getung known.
Some fellow nho has lost money will begin to
1.11il'i\..”

“Yery lhikely.™

“The police will get 1o Lbear of it, and drop on
tho place.” !

“Takely 1-I'.1.t-.'.|._!']:|."

“Well,” exclaimed Clive, “don't you know
what that means? Kvyery chap found there will
be marched off to the police station.”

*Quite =0."

“1t may happen to you with the rest.”

“Why not?” emiled Cardew, " But I'm sure
you'd come anid bail me out, Clive, old pippin' 1"

“Tt 1sn't a joking malter, Cardew."

"1['”'4[' is 1 "I-l'.l 1'.'|l|ll thn\ ]'Ilj'l.\'

mistake. [t

" Thore's plenty of law In this country, IT thay want it 1"
ige of the axe as the South Alrican wlelded It upon the door.
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cutertninin’ you ore wlien Yo mount the high
horse,”

L lvver st Das Laps.

“Well, I'vo snd that 'l stop 11, he sand,

“You won't talk about what l've let out?”
satid Cardew -]IIIII'!'r_'. * 1-tl-li|.j-r.--i Racke when
he let me inte it. 1 think it's enderstood Lhat
,'|||_'Llli||:' said in tns *-1-Illl-' ROMEE 10 farther !

“1 am votl going to set the informer, if that's
what you mwenn,” said Clive seornfully,

“Goad man! Dut T don’t guite seo how you'ro
goin' Lo stap it otherwise.”

“You will see,” said Clive.

With that he left the study.

“ Dear old man! How ecomic he is when he gets
excited 1” drawled Cardew. *“lLevison, old duck,
can vou lend meo some quids to make this up to
ten "

““No, I can't!”

“And won't?!”

“Amd won't!”

“Now, I wonder whom T could stick for a fow
pounds 1" said Cardew, unmoved,  “Talbol ol
the Shell would squecze oot a quid, T think;
and young Julian's got lots of cof. The guestion
arises, however, whether he would lend me any?
Figgine of the New House is a good-naturcd

rlmlll, Do you think Figgy's got any money to

assenled Lovison.

lond, Levison?”

Thera was o tap at thao
minor walked n.

Frank Levison glanced rather in surprise at
the moody face of his brother, and then at tho
mucking Cardow, e made o movement o
refrent Tram the *1I-I-i:r.

“Come in, kid 1" saild Levison,

“You, come in!" smilod Cardew., “Glad lo
won vou, Franky. Can vou lend me any monoey ™

“Lond you meney!” soid Frank, laughmg.
“You've got lots!”

“Alas! That's a thing of the past, dear child
Riches take unto themselves wings and fly away,
vou know ! Behold me on my uppers. T'll tell
you hiow the money went -

“Holl syour tongue, Cardew!” broke out
Lovizan ficreely.

“ My mistake ! saild Cavdew urbanely, T for.
rol that Franky's youthful eave must nol e pol-
luted] with such 1|ri11:;'-- Yoan wonldn't hike me o
take him along with me teanarrow, Eriesl '

Levison clenchad lus hands,

Cardew burst into a laugh and quitted the
audy. Levison and his minor sat down with theie
books. Fruast Levison uttered no word of ex-
planation, and Frauk asked no questions, though
he was fecling uneasy. It was ecasy enough for
thi {;”_: to s Lhat there was a .'Eft in the Inte
in Stdy No. 9, and it troubled him.

o 1 o II.‘.'1!1 I.ﬂ" '-'T.'-h 1] |

CHAPTER 8.
Clive's Way |

L HEERIO!"
Tom Merry clapped Chive of the Fourth
onn the shoulder t]'n‘ following day after
lessons. _

Qidnes Clive was walking m the quadrangle by
himself, with his hands in his pockets and a deep
line between his brows,

He was in deap refleetion, aml not |II'I[JII1'|;' refleo-
tion, when Tom Merey came along and greeted
Wi eheeeily,

Ulive looked i, colouring a little
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“Toll your Unele Thomas 1™ gaid the caplain of
the Shell, with o smile.

“Ehi" -

“What's tho row? Has Knox of the 8ixth heen
ragring you "

“Oh, na l”

“Nat olf your Farm lor footer?™ asked Tom,
“We want you in the House match on Sarurday,
you know ™

"1t ms a lddlo ! said Clive. “ I was thinlking.
I—I wonder if you'd give me your epinion aml
alviee

Mo it ! eajd Tem encounragingly, * Although
laying wo cloin e sueh tack and judgment os
CGussy, I koep acvico en tap for little boys in
dithienlties, Pile in ™

“Ii's ralhier a sorions matter,” said Clive,

“AN ecrene, old ehap!” said Tem, becominy
serious at once  “If thore's anything I can do I'mn
vour man!l CGo oghead ™

“j enn't give you the parbieulars,” said Clive
slowly  “Ti's o kind of ‘confidence—I mean, T'm
hound not to pepeat what I lm’:]mn to know nbout
the matter '}l put o enze. Suppose o [riend of
vaurs was o reckless ass—a resl good fellow ot

bottom bul linble lo have fits of silly reck-
lessness &

Yok said Tom. *Neo need to mention
namna"

“Suppose that chap got in with n gnny of shady
rotters i

Tam Merry nodded. e recoguised Racke &

('o. by that deseription,

“ Buppose, I}‘:nrll_v through (heir _inluencs and
partly throwgh being o willul duffer, the Tellow
gol inte n shady den where a gombling ganme was
being played ™

“Vag 1

“Well, what would you do in that ease ! nsked

Clive " You wouldn't let him quarvrel wilh you,
antl stangd aside while he went to the dogy, wonld
you 1’

B Nnrll'

“You'd chip in?"

“Corvlninly H’ would 1" said Tom Merry (hought.
fully "1 do my best to yank him out, and lot
him quarrvel with me afterwards if he liked.”

"1 thought yvou'd agres with me” said Clive,
the ramnark showing that his anind was pretky well
made up in any eake " Oh, there he goes

Teom Merey glunved rowid,

Nacke & Co were shunlering doawn to the gates,
and with them went Rulph Reekness Cardow.
I[in.rduw paseedd  Bidney Clive without even o
ook,

“Waoll,” resnmed Clive, in a harder voice, " such
a place as ['ve mentioned—a gambling resort,
practically—ie against the law n this country,
isn't it

“Yer, rallier!” said Tom Marry., “The pelice
would drop on it proefly gquick if they knew.”

“f ean"t give nformation, of course; nothing
would have boon snid to me, except on that under-
standing And—and a2 ehap ecan’t inform, any-
way. Dur the TI“M is against the law  Suppose
—suppose thal liy taking n high haod you could
stop the wlioly shaw. you'd deo i1, in my place t”

“1 jolly well should!” said Tom Merry em-

hatiendlly “1'd knock the whole conoern sky-
I:igh i T eould "

“1 thought von'd agree wilh me,” said Clive,
reliovil,  “What T'm thinking of is—is a bit
high-handed, and 1 am glad to heve your opinion.
T don’t see why T ghould stand on ceremony in
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dealing with o professional sharper whao's getting
schoolbeys into blackguardly ways."

“No fear! Tl help you, if you want me,” said
Tom nt unee,

Clive shook his head,

“T'd be glad of your help, but I Lound nat 1o
tell you anytling about the plaece, in 1he eiraune
stances—l mean so far as letting out whore it is
and who runs it,” he swid Y Cardew—I1—1 nica,
it was understood that [ should say nothing un
those points: but To ar Lberty to act as T think
best on what 1 know, and I'm goiug to da it 1Y

“hood luek ™ said Tom Merey cordindly. "1
think vou're gquite vight. Don't hite off more [lun
you con chew, though. IF there's a tusslo—-"

“That's nut likely  They'd havdly dore to use
vialence, eonvidering that T could get them all
sentl to cloky if I cliose to Fivu them away  'm
going Lo chanea it, anyvhow,”™ :

“Well, gaod luck to you,” said Tom Morey: and
he forhore to usk any questions eurions s he folr,

He joined Manners and Lowiher to go down Lo
fooler’ practice. aud Sidney Clive resnmed his
thoughilul paeing under the eline till Levison
came oul. vl

“Woll ¥ said Levieon, ns he joined him.

“I've decided,” said Clive. “Tom
thinks as I do—""

“You haven't told him 7" exclaimed Levison.

“No, no: only enoungh to get his advice,
think a lol of his opinien ™ said Clive, " and ho
thinks os | do. You can plosse yoursell nbout
londing me a hund, of canrse,”

“T'm ogoing with you, f you're going,” said
Levison  gquietly “T—1 say, w's a bik thick,
thoneh

Clive's eyes glonmed,

“It mnay be: bul it's going through, nll the
aume, Il we don’t do something fo stop it, it's
our duty to give information to tha authorities,
and we ean't do that, as the maller stands,  You
know thal Cardew's gone there now, with Roecke
and the resl 3"

C YT know ™

“He's heen borvowing ménoy up and down the
Houge,” said Clive bitlerly. *“Not only D'Arcy,
but two or Uires olher fellows, to my knowledge,
and porhaps half a dozen more T don’t know uf,
I know he's writing to his grandfather for money
to sottle up; but suppose he loses thal, too, when
it comes—as is jolly likely when the fit's on hum,
Heo's getting deepor and deeper into the mud, and
it’s going o stop.”

"Ho will eut up rusty.”

“Lot hum | If he chooses to guarrel with me
he ean—after I've stopped lhose rescals at their
gatne,” said Clive grimly.

“Well, Pm with you,” gaid Levison,

“\Wait for me abt the gale while I go round to
the woodshed.”

“Right-ho 1" )

When Sidney Clive joined Laovison at the gate
he had somothing concoaled under his cont.

The twe juniors walked down to Ryleambe to-
Fﬂihnr. and stopped at the gate of the Laurels.
[heir destination wos the headguavters of DMr.
Soaife and his worthy friend Tickey Tapp.
Tevison led Hwe way round to the porch at the
hack, with somo uncerlamby in his looks  DBuf
(here was no upecertsinly about Clive. The
Bouth African junitr wos ﬁ;riml}' determined,

o knooked loudly at the door, and it opened

Alerry

on the chain, as on the geeasion of Levison's pre-

vious visit with Onrdew. Seaile's single cye
glonmed out nb the juniors,

e recornised Lovisor, bul blinked dubiously
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at Cliva, and he did not remnove the chain from
Lhe door, ! i
“Let us i 1" said Clive albruptly,

“f think T'd better speak to Alaster Racke
first,”™  snid  Scaife  doubtfully. “He hasn't
S 4

“Let us in at anee !®

Clive's manner was o sufliciont, indication that
he had not come there to join the sportive eirclo
raund the pelitsschevaux Lable, and wmstead of
opening the deor, Scaife jummaed it shut agsim.

“He won't lot us mm pew,” saud Lovison.

“He neodn’t1” Clive's hand camo [rom under
hie vanl; it hell n heavy wood-chopper. Without
any ceremony, ho struck poweriul blow at the

lack. Levisoun caught his breach.
“Clive,” he molttered, ™ it's too thick- i
“Thoy can call in the polico if they like,”

answered Clive eonolly.  “There's plenty of law
in this country, if they wank i l”

Crash, crash !

Hplinters flew under (he edge of the axe, and
the door opened hastily, «0ll on the chain.
Scaife’s scared [nco glared out,

“What ara you vp bo?" he pented. ™ Ave you
mad?! Do you wanl me to telephone for the
police ¥*"

“ Please yourself,” answored Clive. " You'll let
me in, my mun, or 'l hack throngh the deor!”

“You can't come 1, you fool! You——"

Craszh, erash!

That was Olive’s answer, The shoddy door of
the Laurels was not built to resist an assaull like
that, The door flow in great splintevs, and the
chain flow looze and hong te the deor-post, Clive
erashed hiz boot on the shattered door, and it
flew oper, nid Scuife jumped back just in time
to avaid catehing ik with his face. Clive strode
in, followed by Levison, but the one-eyed man
barred his way.

“Siamd aside " said Clive, between his tealh,
and as Seaife did not move, hoe struck at him
with his cmpiy hand,

The  mane sweeved  aside  then, ovidently
astounded and gearved.  The knowledge of what
wos going on upstairs made Seaife too alarmed
to think of putting up a fight. It was wiser to
let the juniors eome in by themselves thian aceom-
panied by Lhe police,

Levison led the wav up the stairs, and Chve
followed him, leaving Scatic pale and scared
the hall,

Ulive thirew upen (he door wbove, aml entered
t]]i' ,r__'..|||tir;;-l'|:|l'a:||.

The apartment. was just as Levison had seen it
befare:  the windows thickly curinined, the
olectrie light burning, the green table and the
yellow suwmbers glimmering in the light, and
a score of punters standing by or suting round.
Tickey Vapp wos raking in money with n long-
handled rake, n round just being aver, .

He sterted and half rose at the sight of Clive's
sot face ond the wood-chopper in his hand.

Macke stored vound; Carvdew's eovos wore on
the board, where his stuke had jusi beon raked
in by Mre. Tapp. But at the buzz of surprise
that arose among the players Cardew tuwrned his
head, and he stood transfixed at the sight of
Clive- and Levison.

Sidney Clive stroda up to the table.

“What do vou want herat” gasped
Tapp, finding his voien al last,

Clive raised his chopper and brought it down
with all his force upon thesset of httle wooden
horkes,  There was a terrific crash, and a yell

Tickay
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fram Tickey Tapp., Those petitschevaux wore
not likely to ron agaim,

Tapp sprang Lo his feor. Dlack with fury.

“You young hooligan!” he roared.  ** Winl
are you up to? Why, I'll break every bone i
your body 1"

“Smach him " velld Racke furionsls.

"[']i'.'tl, you mad gdied M shouted Cardoew.

There was o feveo movemoeut on all
powards Clive, He faced the angey erowd coolly.

“Hands off, oy man 1™ he suud, o8 Twkey Pepp
sptrode al him. 1 warn vou that you're as near
pricon ol Lhis minule as you'll ever bhe withouwt

|r|iI =

;l:uilpr.: insicle,”
Tickay Tapp halied.
(Continued an the nrxt pagr.|
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“Clive,” yelled Cardew fiercely, " what nre you
up to?  What have you come hore for, you fool 2"

“I've come here,” answered Clive quietly and
steadily, “to =mash up this swindling muachine,
ardew, into little picees,”

“Wha-n-at 7"

“You checky fool 1" shouted Crooke.

o5 {}'.ir:k him out " raved Racke. *“Throw him
oul

“1f that man”—Clive made n gesture towards
the enraged Tickey Tapp—*tries to stop me, 1'll
get assistonce that he won't be able to stop. T']l
go furthor. I tell you plainly, my man, that if
you don't get out of this house at once, I'll call
in the police to deal with you"

The shurper seemed to be thunderstruck.

Senife was ot the door now, and hoe made n
seanrved sign to Tickey Tapp. There was no
doubting Clive's grim carnestness, and the matwer
was quite in his hands. The (wo rasenls dared
tot touch him.

IRacke & Co. stared wolfishly ot the South
African junior. The other punters, alarmed by
the turn of affairs, were nlready shpping quielly
from the roam, and [rom the house

Cardew stepped towards his chum.  1lis hands
woere E]E'F'Il'hl."lt and his eves glittered.  Ilis rage
wis so grent that ho could scarcely sponk.

“Got out !™ he sawd thiekly, " Gel out, you cur!
I'll smash you if you don't get out ™

“1 told you what I'm here fo1,” answered Clive
calinly " 'in not going till it’s done,”™

Cardew did nol speak ngain, but he sprang at
him.  Levison interposed nnd grasped him, and
the two clored.

While lhey struggled, lLaovison quict and eoal,
nnd Cardew panting with rage, Siduey Clive
struck again and again ot the petits-chevaux
machme,

e struck withh all the force of hiz sinewy
arms. and the mechantsm erashed and shattered
under the blows,

Tickey Tapp. almost foaming with rage, came
towards e o1 onee, but Seaife enught hin by
the arm and pulled him back  With a face of
fury, the sharper grabbed up the money from
tho table and quitted the room, moking no [urther
nttempt o imterfers with Clive.  Neithor  did
Rpcke & Co. altempt to interfere, enraged aos
they were, Clive was rather too hefty for the
glockers of Bl Jin's 1o tackle, _

Serope and Mellish and Chowle, | indeed, wero
prinning.  They had lost all their money, amd
they appearved to hnve dorvived some solace [rom
(8 South Afvican junior’s drastiv ncrion.

“Botrier  cloar ™ muttered Crooke,
body may hear the din and lock i,
tnd 4

The suggestion was cenough. Racke & Co.
promptly cleared,  Clive, Levison, and Cardew
yemaited m the room  wnd Cardew was helpless
in Levison's strong gripe Ho was still stroggling,
white with rage, but Levison held him.

Crazh, crvush, croshl

The bhivle wonden horses, the mechameal con-
irivance that worked them, the green cloth, the
table  iteell  flow  into fragumentd under Clive's
doughty blows., Mr. Tapp's petitschevaux  re-
quired more putting  together after that  than
ety Dompty afver his foll from the wall,

Clive stopped at last, n little breathless,

“That fimsches 11L," he seid “WWe can ‘clear
now, Loevison”

Tevison volensod Cardew, whao sank, exhaustod
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“Some-
and—

and panting, into n soal, Clive slippod the
chopper under his cont, and they left the room

together  Levison pausced in the doorway s
looked back.
"“"Coming, Cardow?” ho asked.

“Hang you! Nol'

“Come on " said Clive, and they went down-
#lnirs.

In the hall they found Scaife pale naul searodl,
Tickey Tapp had vanished. Beaife come townrds
the juniors, but not in a hostile way.

“What do you want?” snapped Clive,

“Na offence, sir,” stammered Seaife. " 1—1'mn
gorry I ever let that fellow start his game here.
I'll see that he never comes here agamm., May 1
take it, sir, that you—yon haven't given Lthe show
awany, and that you won't montion this at=—nt (he
police station? It would got a good many of your
schoolfellows into bad trouble, sir."

“I've spid nothing, and 1 intend to say
nothing I" snopped Clhive, “I eame here Lo gma ah
up the game, and ['ve dono it—that's nll."

“Thank you, sir!"” mumbled Beaife

Clive turned his back on the roseal and left the
!;gmu with g chum, and they returped to St

im's

Tom Merry met Clive and Levison ans they
camio i,

His look was inquiring; and Clive nodded to
him, with a smile, and showed the blunted
chopper under his coat,

“All sorene!” said Tom. “You're n corker,
Clive! It was o jolly good den! That gome’s
put nn end to, then ¥

“Quite—lor good!"

“HGood men ! said Tom Morey.

Clive and Levison were al tea in the stndy when
Cardew ciume m gome time laler.  They gove
bim grim louks when he come jnte Sundy No. 9,
fully preparved for itter words,

To thewr sarprise, Cardew was livmming
tune, and le Favoe thein o l'_'ll.ll.“.{"-I'_‘!.' nodl,

“Tallo!  Anythin' for tea? ho asked. * 1M
famished! You might have waited for a chap.”

He =at down at {he table, his studymntes star-
ing at him blankly, Curdow's volutile mools
somnetimes puzzled them,  Evideotly bia oo
had changed in the last hour er =o,

e wet their astonished looks and burst inte o

langrh, .
“Clive, old man,™ ho said, “you've Al!
You're a gilt-edged jowel, old man! Tickey

Tapp's Tace was worth a guinea s box when yan
started on the petils-chevaus, and dear old SBeaifo
was all in a tremble, What n life 1"

“Well, I'n glad you take it like tha,”
Clive. “1 ohid what I thought was my duty.”™

“You wmlways do, ald bird: it's your only
failin',” said Cordew, “1I beliove T was a bit
aunoved at the time. I hope 1 didn’t hurt you,
Lievison 2V

“Hume 1o you
spite of himself,

“And now the game's gone skv-hagh, and 1
shall never tey that merry old  systemn ' wand
Corvdoew, with o sighe “What o hiel 1l's rather
a relief to a follow's mind, though, eome to think
of it. Do yan know, it was growin® quile n woerry,
Do you want all thase savdines, Levison? 1 not,
piss m few this way,"

Atd ten in Stwdy No, 9 ended quite jovially—
very unexpeciedly ro.

Noead

gl

!1‘1‘

said Levison, launghing, in

Wednesday : - P THE MISDEEDS  OF

AlCRY !



Back Again!
RANK RICHARDS' usually sunny face was

very glum. DBob Lawless looked much less

cheery than usual. That bright, sunny
mornig llh“. both felt, an Bab ux[m*har-tl it, ns
if they had logt o Canadian cent and found »
Mexiean dollar,

They mounted their ponies outside the porch
of the ranch-ouse nnd trotted away on the trail
to Cedar Crecl Schoel in silence, The clouds
docepened on their leces as thoy ontered the belt
of timber thal lay between them and Cedar Creck,

At the fork of the trail, in the timber, they
were sccustomed to meet their chum, Vere Beau-
clere, on his way to school,  DBus this MOTTng
theye was fo be no mesting—iand an no mormng in
the Mutuee, The Canadian Peeilie Railway had
borne their chum away castward to take the
steamor for Lhe Old Country.

Frank and Bob knew that they would miss him
sorely. Tt was not long thal tho three clinns hasl
known one another, but they had become almost
zeparable,  Frank and th felt as if a gap
had been lefe in their lives; they could ni:tt.
nnaeine Cedar Creck without the * Cherub

“Ti's rotten, Franky!" Boeb Lawless vremarked
at last, breaking a long silence,

“ Ratten isn't the word ! grunted Frank.

“1 guess 1 don't feel so spry as usval,” con-
fresod]l Bob.  “We shall have to get used to theo
old Cheruly betng away. 1 wonder where he 18
now'"”

“Hall-way o Quebiee,” sand Frank.

“1 guess so0. | dare =ay be will have a m:k!]
time when he gets nnu e, with o blessed family
noble lords waiing for him 1"

“1 hope so, Dob”

“1 daro say it's a good Hung- for him, Ilis

father will be lonely now |u s gone, though”
“IIe's bound to miss him."

By
MARTIN
N, CLIFFORD.
-
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Two different men! That's Vere Beau-

clerc's fixed belief of the Philip

Trevelyan he meets in thrilling circum-

stances and the Philip Trevelyan he sees

later as the new master of Cedar Creeh.
What daoes it mean ?

QUL TR LR R L T R LT T TR L TR

“It will be pretiy alone at the
shack.”

IFennk Richarids nodided glamly, The remillance
man of Cedar Camp was likely to miss his BOn A%

mu::h as I'rank missed his chum.

“1 hear there's & now master conung to Cedar
Qrecl,” Baby remarked, after a time.
“Is thero?” said Irank carelesaly. ‘He waen't
much interested in new masters just then,

"*I heard Chunky Todgers saying so.
coming up from Now Westiminster, 1 think,”

The chums were drawing near to the fork in
the trail now, hidden from sight at present by
thick troes,

“1 say, I'ranky, what wouldn't you give to sea
the old” Cherub wailing for us at the fork, jus:
as he vsed to, on his ack horse 1 said Dob,

“1'd give all the gaold-mines in Britigh Columbia,
Bob 1" said IFrank

“So would I, with the ranchies thvown an 1"

They rode on, and as they ecame in sight of the
fork their glances Luvned into the trail that lad
awny to Cedar Camp,

“Lireat Seotl 1"

“My Lintt™

A simultancous exclamation burst from both of
them. Por the spot was not vacant, as they had
pxpected. At Lk fork of the trail o pale awl
handsome schoolboy ant in Ll sacddlp of a Ing
black horse, evidently waiting for them. ‘I'hin
chums could eearcely believe their eves,

“Voere " gaspad PFrank,

“The Cherub " velled Bob Linwless,

It was Vera Boauelere )

Tha chums put spurs to their ponids and dasled
on, in amazgoment i delight. DBeauelere smiled
as they approached,

“PBoau " chouted Frank Richards,
you "

“Not your ghosl I exelalmed Bob,

“Myself 1o the Hosh I" said Deauclere, laughing.
“Glad Lo gee ma?”

Tnr Gem Limmany.—No, 1.620
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“You bet!” grinned Dob, shoking hands wilh
the Cheruby three or four times in s exuberance.
“1's a sught for sore eyes, and no mistake! DBut
what in thonder are you doing here "

“You've come Imrl:.r. Beau " exclaimed Frank,
in great astonishment,

Heauelere noddedd.

“Yes, I've come back.™

“And you're not—-"

“I"in hot going Lo England, after all.”

" Hurral ! roared Bob,

“Hip-pap 1" laughed Frank Richards. “That's
jolly good news, Bean—for us, at nny ratol Dut
vou started yesterday from Kamloops, didn't you,
on the rotlroad 7

“Yes, DBut—"

“And you got off the train and came back?”
satil Bob, in wondor.

“As you see ™

“Well, I'm jolly glad!
vour mind to leave Unnata—ch ¥
sicnse, old hoss '™

“DBut your father " asked Irank,

Ih:u.m-?.-rﬂ'n pmiling face clouwded Tor o moment,

“My [ather's agreed for me to stay with him,"”
e said. “ He's written to Lord St. Austell to-dny
1o say that I shall not come. 1 never wanted lo
leave him, vou know, or yvou fellows, either. And
I—1 thought he needed me with him, and he
does  Amd I'm staying.”

I'rank gave him a curious look for a moment.
1 could guess that something had passed at the
slinek by the creek that Vere Deouclere did not
explain

“You mua bhave travollod oll night back from
the railway,” snid Bob,  “ You look o bit douw,
Choerub, '

“T'm gqumite done,” =aid Deavelere, “T'm not
roing to school te-day, bt L couldn’t resist mest-
ing you follows on the trail as usual to let you
know ™

* Happy thonght !” clinckled Bob. * Franks was
st offering all the gold-mines in British Columbia
1o meer you on the trail ns usual |

Neauclere laughed.  Tlis face, though pale and
worn, was very bright. It wes evident that all
liis great prospects in tho Ol Country did not
woigh with him in the balanee with losing his
chiums at Cedar Creok.

“This will be jolly good news for the fellows at
iho school,” said Bob, *“And the girls, too; they
all adore the Cherub.”

“Ass ' raid Beauwclore, laughing,

“Well, they do,” said Bob., “Frank and T have
to take a back seat when vou're around, Cheruls.
I say, isn't this ripping ! 'l tell Miss Meadows
vou're coming back, Chernb—when "

" “TPTo-morrow., as usual. I'm too fngged ont
fo-tlny ** . _

“Right! Come o bit along the trail”

“Yes, rather!”

In great spivits  Lhe three chuoms rade awny
along the trail townrds the school. rank and
Itoh did not ask guestions, surprised ns they were
at the ehange in the plans of the remittance man
antl lns son  They were only teoo Iglm;l to have
iheir chum back agnir, They understood that
<unething  must  have happened to canse the
change, but they were not inguisitive,

Within sight of the ercck the chums parted,
Beauclere riding back theough the timber, and
Frank Richards and Bob Lawlezs went on to
sehoal, to nequaint the other fellows with the glad
Liinigs,
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A Strange Adventure !

ERE BEAUCLERC rode back through the
timber with o bright and happy foce. llo
was feching the stran of his hard exertuons

of the nignt Lefore, when he had ridden back from
the railroad o the Thompson Valley

But physieal fatigue could not dash his lugh
gpirits ~ He should really have been o his bunk
at the shack, resting—tha rest he sorely needed;
but, ns he had said, he had not been able to resist
moeeting iz old chuims on the trail thae murulllf.

Their delight in his return went straight to lis
heart. He gave little thought—or, rather, none—
to what he had lost by lus final refusal of his
uncle’s offer  Ho did not want o leave Canada,
The great house of Lord St Austell's was= apen 1o
receive him  The old nobleinan would have given
him a kind welecome, and a prosperous carcor Ll
heen before bim in the Old Country  But he dul
not want to leave Canada,

Beawclere trotted on contentedly on the lone
trutl, and turned at the fork to ride on to lis
home, He pulled rein as o sudden sonmd eame
from the depths of the wood on his rvight,

It was the sharp, sudden report of a rovolver,
and it rang with a thovsand echoes among the
troes, DBeauwclere looked quickly towards (he
wood It was nobt likely that o sportsman after
game wonld be using a revelver, and he wondered
why that sndden pistol-shiot had been Rred.

From the wood there came o distant sound of
erashing and trampling. Thoe sclioolboy’s Lrows
knitled, Someone at o distanee from him wae
running—fleeing, ns if for his Life, throngh the
tangled lavehies and thickets,

Denuclere jumped from his hiorse.  The wand
was Loo thick at thst point o ride nmong the
trees,  Someone was i dangor: e know  that,
He was uparmed, but he did not think twice about
chipping in. He threw lus reins over a low bough
and plunged into the wouod,

-II.I ""'I _.!u

Dreathle.s ant panting, the ery came from (ho
distanco throngh the wood,

“*T'hig way 1™ shouted Deauelere.

A minute Inter a man eame bursting through a
clump of Iarches that erackled ns he forced n
way trough  He was o inn of nbout forty-five,
in town clathes, evidently a stranger in e

elion, His hat was gone, and his elothes anml
wnds were torn by brambles. ITe was plainly in
an exhausted state.

Behind him there soundied a lowd Leampling in
the wond

“Help ! ho panted, as ho canght sight of Bean-
cleve, Y""They re after e 1™

A lithe form came rushing thivoaugh the larvelies,
A dusky hand gripped the panting moan, and he
welt o the ground m the grasp of "Freseo Jo, the
Moexicnn loufer of Thomgpron,

*Help 17 .

Beauolere ran forward,

"You sconndrel 1" he shouled,

"Frisco Jo, *.'l.'il:l_l his _hm'r- planted on the K
gling ma. I-u:r-[un;ir him down, glared round
enraged surprise. 'laiply he had not HFENHI T
bo interrupted in Lis raseally work in the lonely
timber

“Stand back !”™ he shouted, as Beauclere ruslicd
towards him,

“Let that man go, you scoundroe] 1"

“Stand back, senorito1”

There was & erash in Lhe larches, and a borly
muon eamo panting up. Another joined him o
maontent later
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“Keep that rino away !” ponted "Friseo Jo.
“Ie will spoil all ™

Beauelere halted

The two rustlers had run between him and the
Mexican, and one of them bad a stillsmoking
revolver in his hand

“Seand back ! he snarled.
aro you doing here 7

"What are vou doing to that man?”
Beusuelere, his eyoes blazing,

There wag a ¢ory from the struggling man,

“Run far it! Get help ! T am Philip Trevelyan,
and these sconndrels Al "

He clhioked into silence as the Alexican grasped
his throat.

“ Seize the boy, tao!" yelled the Mexican, * He
will talk ! Seize him, too! Tools, do not let him
escape! Caramba! Sewe him, I say!”

Tha two rustlors made a rush at Beauclere.
The latter dodged them promptly. Uparmed as
he wos, a boy against twe grown men, he was
helpless to aid the traveller, but he eould obey
the sleuggling  man's  despairing  appeal,  He
dodged into the trecs nnd ran for the trail.

“Stap I

He ran on withoul heeding.

“Stop, or I'll plug you 1™ came a shout behind
him.

Crack |
hend.

Another bound and he was in the trail and
springing for his bhorse. He toro the reins from
1‘"".‘ hranch anid Aung himself into the saddle with
breathless haste. Without even stopping to cateh
the stirrups with his feot, he dashed away towards
the fork, and thundered down the main traal. A
shot rang from Lhe distance, but the two rulfians
were oub of sight in a twinkling.

Bonuclore rode on desporalely townrds the Law-
less Hanch., Ie knew that the eattlemen would be
out on the plains, and his anly thought was to
bring help for the hapless stranger who had fallen
nmong thieves. '

As he enme out of the timber he caught sight
of Billy Cool, the ranch fareman, on the plain,
and he shouted to him. Thers wera a couple of
Kootenay ecattlemen with Billy Cock, and aH
three turned in their saddles to stare at the
schoalboy as he came thundering up.

“Hallo 1" exclaimed the ranch foreman. *1
reckoned vou was off on the railrond, sonny.”

“Help!” panteq Beauclere.  “There's a man
being robbed in the wood! 'Frizeo Jo and two
other rustlers—"

“By gum ¥

"Clomp—eomo l‘llliﬂk ™

Beauclere wheoled his horse and rode back into
the wood. and Billy Cook, after a stare of sur-

rite, rode after him, calling to the cattlemen to
ollow. They rode hard, and in a few minutes
reached the spol where Deauclera had honrd the
pistol-shot, Teaving their horses in the trail, they
plunged into the wood.
“Here's Lhe plaee ! panted Deauclere,

“RBut where's the rustlers?” demanded Billy
Caonle,

Beanelere stared round him. In the grass and
the thickets there were plenty of signs of the
struggle. A spent eartridge lay in the grass, and
Billy Cook |nif-,|:<mi it up and examined it enriously.
But there wns no sign of the rustlers or of their
violin.

“Listen 1" exclaimed Boauvelere suddendy,

Faintly, fram the far distance, came the echo
of the beat of horses' hoofs. DBilly Cook shrugged
his shoulders

“You brat, whal

answered

The hullet sang past the schoolboy's
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“That's on the lower creck troal,™ he snid,
“They've got hosses, We'll never got thein,  But
where's the pilgrim they were hoandling 27

“Thev've tu.t'nu him 1" panted Beauclere.

"By gnm! Why shonld they 1"

“1 don't know.  But they were kidoapping him,
and they would bave kKidoapped me, too, ta keep
my mouth shut. He ealled to me tha: his name
was Philip Trovelyan.”

“Never heertd the name,” said the raneliman,
“Stranger in Lhis section, I reckon. 1 reckon
"Frigeo Jo is none too good to ro any galoot down
lo the sking bul why ht; should want to rope 1n n
stranger, and carry him off, beats me! They're
gone, sonny, and I caleulate you'd betier get to the
sheriff about 18"

Boavelere nodided,

The distant haof-beatsa had died awas, and pur-
suit wis evidently out ol the question. Long be-
fore the cattlemen could have forced a way for
their horses through the wood lhe rostlers would
have been miles ant of sight,

“T'Il go to the sheriff ok once,® satd Reanclere.

He went back to his horse and rode awny to-
warde Thompson, much puzzled by the strange
occurrence, and cnncnrnnj for the stranger who
had fallen into the hands of 'I'risco Jo and his
gang ;

Billy Couk went baek to his duties on the ranch,
equally puzzled,

The New Master !

i OU fellows heard ¥ .
Chunky Todgers asked the question as
the Cedar QOreek fellows come out of the
lumber schoolhonse after nmruiuﬁ lossons,

“ Heard what?” asked Frank Richards

“ About the new master,” said Chunky.

“(h, ho's here, is he?” asked Bob Lowless.

“Not yot,” said Chunky Todgers. “He's coming
to-day. I heard Miss Meadows say to Mr.
Slimmey that he was coming this morning.”

“He doesn't seem to have moterialised,”  re-
markad Then Hocke,

“What sort of bloke is het?? asked Huarold
Hopkins. “ You nin't seen 'im, Todgers, but you
know all about it, of course."

“No, I ain't seen "im,” answered Chonky, with
a playful imitation of the Cockney schoolboy's
speech,  “But T know something about 'im.  IHe's
coming up from New Westminster, whore he's
bheen a master in o school. The commitice mude

him the offer last month, and he aceepted it. He's
an Englishman, like old Slhimmey.”
“Oh, Jerusalem!” snid Ehen Hacke, *“{One

Slimmey is enough ™

“What's his name?" asked Dob.

“Trevelyan.”

“Well, that's a nice name, anvway! Dot why
hosn't he come, if he was coming this morning 1"

“I guess 1 don't know thet!” answerad Chunky.
“Praps the post-wagon's broken down, [t does
sometimes."

“He didn’t come by the post-wagon from Kam-
loaps yesterday,” sadd Gunten,  “That stops at
my poppe®s store in Thompson, Thero was
only one passenger lost night, nnd thet was Old
Man DReauclere.”

“Aore likely ride up on horsoback from the
railroad,” said Bob Lawless, *“11's no joke bump-
ing about in that wagon, Perhaps he's lost his
winy in the woods, Lok's nsk Miss Meadows for o
half-holidny to look for him.*

“ Ha, ha. ha 1™

Tne Gem Lmnany.—No. 1.620
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There was some curiosily among the Cedar
Creck fellows on the subject of the new master.
A change in the school naturally interested them.
Cedar (reck School was not an old establishment.
It had grown up, like all the lumber schools of
the Canadian West, 1o meot the wants of the
district, and it was still growing.

The new master, according to Chunky Todgers,
who =eemed to have gathered a good deal of n-
formation, was to take charge of n elass, and
rolieve. Miss Meandows of some of hor work.,

But Mr. Trevelvan had not arrived by the time
Cedar Croek went in to afternoon lessons,

IFrank Richards noticod that Misa Meadows
looked very thoughtful onee or twice during the
afternocon,  Derhaps she was Mtrrrinml at  the
delay of Mr. Trovelyvan an making his nppearance,

It was just as lessons came to an end that the
soumd of hoofs and the wheels of n buggy were
heard in the school-gronnd.

“That’'s him, you Dot!” Chunky
Tolgers. o

The Cedar Creek fellows came out in time o
se0 Black Sam taking the buggy away and a
tall stranger coming into the poreh. They
saluted ham respectfully, at the same time “ taking
stock * of him with some curiosity.

He was a tall, well-built man, dressed in town
clothes. His face, though nol handsome, was well.
cut, and his eyes very keen in their glance. He
wore n dark moustache, but his chin was clean-
shaven, An eyeglasa gleamed in his vight oye.

He glaneod at the boya pouring out, and ealled
ke ]]ﬂﬁ Lavw linga,

“fs Miss Moadows about, my lad?"

“ Dortainly, siv. I'll show you in Il you like.”

“Thank you!™

Nob Lawlesa took the steanger in, and Tﬂ]'h['!{"ﬂ
al the deor of Miss Meadows' sty

“Come in!"

Dol opened the door,

“There you are, sir.”

The stranger passed o, and Miss Meadows roze
to mect ham,

“Mr. Trevelvan®” she nsked,

“Yes, madam.’]

“Ploase bo seated. I was expecting you earlier,
and had really begun to fear thal some mischance
Liad happened to you.” ”

“I must apologise, modam,” eaid Mr,
Trevelyan, “Somewhat recklessly, 1 undertook to
ilrive mysell here in a boggy I lired at Lone

i I}

Wolf, and T missed the way,

Bob Lawless had closed the door, but hie could
not help hearing that much as he went, He was
grinning as he camo oul of the schoollionse,
leaving Mr., Trevelyan in conversation with the
schoolmistress,

“It's tho new galoot!” asked Tom Lowrence.

“You bet—Trevelyan,” said Dob, with a grin,
“1 heard him teoll l'ii"

whispoered

ies Meadows that he'd missed
his way here from Lone Woll."

“] guess he must be a jay!” said FEhen Hacke.
“TTow tho thunder could ho miss a trail like
thatt"

“You never know what a tenderfoot can do"
snid DBob, laughing. “IU's lucky he didn't miss

Cedar Creek altogether, and keep on te the
mwountaing,”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He looks o decenl rorl,” romarked Frank
Itichards.

“What's the thing lie wears stuck in his eyef"”
demanded Eben Hacke,
Tue Gex Lapnany.—No. 1.620.
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“Like a blessed: dude from Neoo Yark, with
store clothes and a glass eye!” said MHacke, in
great disgust,

“Porhaps he needs the eveglass to
sight,” suggested Fronk Richards.

“Then why doesn’t he wear barnacles like old
mnan Gunten ™

“Perhaps only one eve wants help.”

“Oh, gammon! Ie's a dode!”  said
disparagingly, “A dude [rom Dudeville,
you, He won't go down hyer,"”

Therve were o good many eyes on Mr. Trovelyan
when he came out of the lumber schoolhouse n
little Intor with Misa Moeadows, Ilis eoveglass
afforded considerable  emtertainment,, It was
probably the only ono in the Thompson Valley,
amd it was eortain to be remarked upon if the
new mnster showed it an the streeta of 1'hompson
or Cedar Camp.,

“Como on, Franky,"” =sail Bob Lawless, “We'll
drop m and see Benunclere at the shack on the
way home."

“Toll Beanclere we'll all e glad to see him here
te-maorrow,” said Towm Lawrence,

“*You bot!”

The now master was passing  with  Miss
Meadows as the schoolbovs were speaking, and he
paused nnd glanced quickly st Bob. He seemed
about to speak to bhim, but cheeked himeseli and
walked on with the schoolmistress,

ol looked alier him in surprise,

“What's tho matter with tho galoot?" ho said
i wonder,  “Ho [aivly jumped. 1 dido’t sny
nnythiog to startle him, did 11

“Ule may know Mr. Benvcleve,” seid Frank,
also surprisedd, " It"s o rather uncomimon bame,
Lot's get off, Bob,”™

The chums rode avwavy on the homeward trail,
giving the incident no further thought.

Mr, Trovelyan was apparently giving it further
thonght, for as he walked on 1.!.'itrl1 Aiss Meadows
Lie romarked :

“You have a pupil named Beauclere here, it
N LY

“Yoeu, nnewered Miss Meadows,
school to-day.”

A very uncommon name."

“Yos: very uncommon,” agreed Miss Meadows,
Shie glanced at the tall man by ber side. * You
may know Mr. Deaunclere. He is from Eogland
like yourself, Mr. Trevelyan.”

“No; 1 do nobt remember meoting anyone of
that name,” snid Mr. Trovelyvan carelessly. " Al
‘This is the corral, is it not 1"

Aud Mr. Trovelvan showed great interest in
Cedar Creck and s surroundings, and dud not
refer to the subject again,

help  his

Tacke
1 tell

“Ilo is not at

Mysterions !

HERIFF HENDERSON, of Thompson, was
enjoying his after-dinner pipe on his veranda
when Vere Beauclere rode up to the house.

Beauclore spotted the sheriff on the veranda,
aud, leaving his horse tethered to a post, ho came
up tho steps.

“*Afterncon 1” snid Mr. Ienderson, glancing at
liinn,

“Uombaltormoon, sivl 've  pot  somelhing
callior important o reporl to you,” said Deanclere,

“(lo nhead 1" =nid the sheritt 1eesely.

Beauelere explaimed shat had happened in the
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timber. The sheriff of Thompson listened in grow-
ing surprise, taking his pipe out of hia mouth and,
i lua anterest, letting it go oul.

“Joruzalem 1" vommentod tho shorilf, when the
sehoolboy had Goshed, " You're sive you've gob
it right, sanny 7

“1've lold you excctly whoab happened, Mr.
Honderson."
“The name the pilgrim gave you— =

“U'Inbip Trevelyan.”

“That's the galoot, I reckon,”™

Beauclero loosed at ham, ;

“1 thought he was a stranger in this scotion,”
ho said. ;

“*1 guess he i3, but his npamo isn’t,” oxplained
Mr. Henderson., *“7Trevelyan is the name of the
new master for the school. He came up on the
railrond yesterday, or should have done so, and
was expected st Cedar Creek to-day.”

“Oh!" exclaimed Beauclere.

“You see, | know, as 1'm an the school
commiltoe,” explained the sheriff. " It's Mr.
Trovelvan from New Wostiminster, ns suro as o
riin. You say it was 'Trisco Jo who was man-
!mn:lling bi ¢

“Yos: and two other rough follows whomn 1 did
nol know by sight”

The sheriflf rose

“1 guess I'H look into this," he sand. " It beals
mae ! If they robbed lam, that's not ll.lrprininp:.
But why shotld they take hun off T It's a puzzle,
But thank vou for coming to me, sonny. I'll look
into it."

Beauvclere reiurned to his horsse and rode away -

from ‘the town. He was as puzzled as the shenll
S

by the strange occurrence. Had Mr., Trevelyan

been some rich mMmmne-owner or prosperous rancher

27

he could have wmlerstond it betier. Such a vielim
might have beon worth holding to ransom 1l
"Frisco Jo hnd dared o play such a game in the
Thampaon Valley,

But & school tencher was not worth the traubie
Doless the rullinns wern his persongl  encoes,
there was no accounting for it

Vere had done all be eould in the matter now,
and he rode back to the shack. He found s
father, the remittance man, ot work in Lhe
clearing. Mre. Beauclere greeted hum with a smile,

“You have stayed a long time, Vere. I thought
you were only going to meet your friends on tihe

trail. You ought to be resting.”
Beauclere explained. His father listened in
astonizshment.

The strange story perplexed him,
as it had perplexed Billy Cook nm{ the sherniff.

“T've been to Mr. rtenderson to tell hin,” addéd
Vere. “It's in his hands now. 1 suppeose ho
will soon geb those raseals run down”

“Now you had better go in and leep, my

*You, dad.”

In & few manntes Beauclere was m hia bunlk,
sleeping e s sloep of healthy youth, It was
long since his oyes hlllﬁ closedl,

The sun was sinking towards the far DPacilic,
and thoe shadows lenglhening along the ereek, when
he was awakened by the clatter of hoofs ontaide
the shack. e ecame out to find his chums there,

“I guess wa thought wo'd give you a look-in,
Cherub 1" announced Bob Lawless cheenily.

“And jolly welcome !” said Deauelere, with a
smile. L

. i
!lr}:-. &

“You'll come in to supper?
* Right-ho ™ .
The remittance man was still at weork in the

fields in the [ading light, and the three chums sat

down to supper together in the shack.

" Holp ! "' panted the stranger as he caught sight of Beauclerc.
form of "Frisco Jo came rushing alter the fugitive, and his dusky han

Tue Gex Lmnany.—No, I.E..’?'ﬂ.'

ine lithe
gripped the panting man

“They'ro alter me ! *'
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"There's news al school.” said Bob, as he helped
hitmsell to his fourth ug‘g “We've got a new
j : o
]I"h““.‘l thore lrom the Old Country. Did you
inow there wos going to be & new master ¥

Deauclere started.

“Mr Irevelyan basn’t armved 7 Le exelaimed,

"Yoes, " snrd Bob, 1n wonder. *1low the dickens
Jid you kmow s name? Do you know the
Trevelyan goloot? That accounts,” he added.
“He jumped when T mentioned your nuwme 1in his
lenaring "

“He  doesn't
Uenuclere

“He looked as if he did.”

“Welt bhe can’t  DBut 1 koow his
Liow

Onee more the siory was told of the strange
happeming i the timber,  Frank Richards and
Hrj; I.n.u.ﬁ!m- histened, wide-eved,

“Grear  gophers!” ejaculated DBob Lawless.
“Ihat beats everytiung, and no mistake ! e sald
vothung abour that at the school.”

“I'hnt « why he was lats, though,'
tichards,

“Bue 1 oheard ban tell Miss Meadows theo e
vwas late beeause he had missed the trail from
Lone Wolf s s buggy ! almost shouted Dob.

It was Beaucelere's turn to look astonished

“In o buggy ' he repeated,

“Yes. he drove up to Cedar Creck in o buggy.”

“1e was oo oot i the wood when 1 epnie on
hime  d=1 suppose he must have yot nway [rom
miseo Jo larer, then,” =aid Beawelere. “ It's odd
pieat he vever wentioned it o Miss Meadows.” Lle
testtst bwe the some man, I suppose ¥

“Well, there ean't e two Trevelyans m the

inew iy  name”  answered

T'll tell yvou

r

said Frank

sectaon both strungers in lown  clothes,” caid
Frank cnards
"1 guess not ! said Bob ciphaneally. ™ Was

vour johnny o the timber wearing an eyegloss,
Cherub "

1 dul sov see 1; but e wns strugpling with
"Prsco Jo woen 1 osaw him "

“Ar Trevelvan ni the school wears a monocele,”
eard Frank  “ He must be the same man, The
trail from Lone Waolf joins our own trail near the

timnber. so he woula pass thar way ™

“Thon ne got away from 'Frisco Jo, after all,
antd got boek to lus buggy somchow," snid Beau-
Jdere. 1 shall have to drop m on the sherilf
to-morraw and tell him. He's taken the mntter
in howd 1"« very odd that Mr. Trevelyan has
tot made any complnint o the sherifl bimself."

“ Dashed old ™ smid Bob Luwless. “A chap
docsn't psdads et Limsell be handled by a gang
of rustlers and soy nary a waord about 1"

“1 shall be glad to see the man to-morrow,”
said Beauclere 1 don’t understand it a all”

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless were thinking
over the matrer i great perplexity as they rode
home 1o the vanch after supper  Tr was impossible
to doubt thar Mr Trevelyan ar Cedar Creek was
the smiue Philip Trovelyan who had called for
help w the wood  Dut, in that case, whi; had he
deliberately kep® secret the faet that he had been
waylawd in the vimber by a pang of rustlers?
Llis explananon . Miss Meadows migly have
heer, true #o far as it went; perhinps he had missed
the trart But why had he made no mention of
Lis adventure i the timber—certainly an exoiting
cne vo befal! a stranger?

The schoolboys could not account for it, and

Ii'r_-:-r watiderod
Ty Gieyn Lonany.—No. 1,620
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Face to Face!
RANE RICHARDS and Dob Lawless met

Deauvclore on the trail ns wsual the nexi
mormng, and they rvode on in company io
seliool

"“What about secing the gheviff, Clierub¥” Bob
nsked. “You want to let him know that it's all
sRrene.

“Yes; bur on second thoughts I want to see
Mr. Trovelyan first,” suid Beauclere, 1o may
not be the man 1 saw in the wood.”

“Bus he must be.  The sume’ npme——

“ Better see lnm lirst, though,” ngroed Frank
Yichavds, " You can ride over to Thompson after
marning lessone,”

Beauclers nodded, and they entered the school
logetlier.

My, Trevelyan was uol (o e seen; it was you
carly for school, M:is Meadows had just come in
froon an early morning rvide, and Beauclere ran
towards her ns sho went mto the poreh,

“AMisa Meadows ’

“1 am glad to see vou back agamn, DBeauclere,™
gnid the schoolmisiress;, with a kind smile.

“"Thank you, ma'am! I'mm verv glad 1o be
back," snid Boauclere. " Can I see Mr. T'revelyan,
ma'am "

“1 suppose so, 1f you wish to." said Miss
Meadows in surprise, ™ Why——"

“I think [ met, him vosterday, wma'win, on his
wiy to the school.” said Benuclere. “ 1M it were
e, 1 saw him being atiacked by o gang of
rustlers 1w the umber, and T went to the sherill
to tell ham about i, If he got away fromw them,
Mr. Henderson ought to be told.™

“Mes: me saul [ exclaimod Miss Meadows in
astonishment.  “ It can scarcely have boen Mr,
Trevelyan  vou saw, Deauclere, or he would
certamly have memtioned such an occurrence.”

“Tere he cormes " murmured Frank Richards.

The tal' figure of Mr. Trevelvan was seen ap-
prowching trom Mre, Slimmey's eabin, where tha
new master was putting up Gl his own quarters
were reandy  He rorsed his hat gracelully to Miss
Meandows.

Beauclere's eyes were fixed on him. e was
trying to ascertain whether this was the man he
hud seea 10 tne timber the previeus day That
man, he comembered, was tall, and looked about
My, Trevelyan's ago, and was similarly elad,
Indeed the “store ¥ clothes were exactly alike.

Vere hac nad only one ghimpse of the features
of the man in the wood, and had enly a dim
piciure of the face in s mind. DBut such ns
owns, it di not guite seem to Gt in with Me
Trovelyan's locks  Off-hand, he would hove said
that the new master was not the man he had
seon strugghing with "Frisco Jo in the timber.
But he diad not feel at all sure. It was for Alr.
Trevelyan lumasell to settle that point.

~ Cortainly the new mastor gave no sign of know-
mg Beauelere by mﬁ}[ﬂ..

“Cood-morming, T _'I'rlw:-ly.':i.n." paid  Mliss
Mendows.,  “This lad is Deauclere, whomn

mentioned 10 you yesterdoay.”

The new masters keen glance turned on
Deauclere then sharply enough.

“Deanclore hos just told me a strange story,”
continued Miss Moeadows, “ Lle thinks he met you
on your way here yesterdoy."”

Mr, Trevelyan started.

“He met mel” he repeated.

“He thinks so."

“That 14 of you were the maon T saw attacked
by "I'viser Jo and his gang, siv,” said Benuclere.
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"1 want to know, so that 1 can tell the shenifl it 1a
all right; otherwise lio will e senrching for yon.”

A" Me. Trovelyan drow n quiok breath,
“1—1 thank T understand,  You were the boy on
the trail who—"

He poused.

“Then it was you, sir,” said Beauclere. * You
called out your name to me, and were going to
tell e something when 'Frisco Jo stopped you.™

My, Trevelyan emilod,

“*Yes, that's right,” he saul, "I remember you
now, my lad, You were on the trail "

“1 went for holp,” said Beauclere. “1 ecame
hack 1: & few minutes with some of the Lawless
Ranch mer, but you were gone and the rustlers,
too., So ! went to the sherill at Thompson to
roport what had happened.”

“T—1I see! And the sheriff is hunting for this

this 'Frisco Jo, as vou call him1" asked Mpr.
Trevelyan quickly, '

“1 suppese so; he said ho wonld.”

“He ought to be warned at oneco that there is
no accasion to trouble,” said Mr, Trovelyan,

“1 ean sond word te him,” said Mizs Meadows.,
“Sam 1 going to Thompson this morming, and
I can send a message by him ta Mr., Henderson,
But if tha Mexiean were guilty of such an outrage
a8 Doeauclere deseribes, ho should be found and
panisled.”

Mr. Trevelyan shook his hend. with a smile.

“1 fear yvou must be surprised, Mizs Meadows,
that 1 did not mentian the matter to you," he
said,  Misz Meadows did not conceal hor murprise,
though she had made no remark on that point.
“The fact 2, T preferred not to mention . 1
was the vietim of a rather rough joke, nnd was
very much alarmed, owing to my being a stranger
in the sietnity,”

“A joke?” echoed Deauclere, .

“Yes,” said Mr, Trovelyan, still smiling. " On
my woy here my buggy was stopped by threo
rongli-looking  wmen, who nde me aecompany
them into the wood, They told me thoy wero
going to ride me on a rail as a greenhorn: and
one of them actunlly fired a rovalver to seare me,
as he rupposed. Being a stranger here—what yon

call a tenderfont. 1 suppoee—1  believed the
follaws were in earnest, atd 1 broke away from
them and ran—=for my hife, asa 1 believed.”

“PDear mol” waid Miss Moadows, smiling
shightlvy.

“‘I'hen this lad came on the scone,” said Mr.

Trevelyan., * He vory kindly tried to interfere—
doubtless sou thought T was in real danger,
Beauclore,”™

“1 did,” =aid Deauclera very quietly. " You
callod for hu]v. and one of the men flired afler
me as I went.”

“That was all part of the rough game.” said
Mr. Tvevelvan, laughing, “ Aflter you had gone
they owned up thak they had only been siulling
me, as thev callod it, and lot mo go. 1 believe
such prank:. are not seldom played on un-
suspecting newcamers in the settlements.”

"It ecertainly  has  happened,” said Miss
Moeadows, with a smile. *Then the whole affair
wns only a rough joke?"

“That is all, ma'am,

T left the three rascals
ronring with laughter: and, having recovered
from my alarm 1 was somewhat ashamed of
it, and did not intend to refer to the matter to
anvone.”

Bob Lawless grinned.

(Continued an page 36.)
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ALLO, chuma! At the beginoing of the New
Year I sald 1 had sowme hne yarns up my slecve,
Well, we have certalnly bad many good ones up
to now, but, belleve me, you " aln't geen nothin' yet,”
to pub it elegantly. In the course of & week or two |
shiall have some gramd news [or you concerning spercial
new Bt Jim's storlcs. 1 have receptly been dn coun-
ference with Martin Clifford, talking over plots and Jie.
cussing the detalls of a magnilicent new series, and pow
Mr. Cliford’s going right ahcad. He promises thal Lhe
coming yarns will be the very best be's vver wrillen—
amd you kuvow what that means—something super.
Meanwhile, iollowing on the gripping Cedar Creek
series starting in this pumber, a thrilling series of the
boys of the Benbow commences pext Wednesday. The
tirst etory is called:

“ALL ABOARD FOR THE SPANISH MAIN!™

Let the Editor be your npll.
Drop him a line tLo-day,
nddroaning '{wr lettar :
Thoe Editor, The QEM, The
Fleotway House, Farringdon
"h"‘l‘t, Lﬂﬂdﬂﬂr l-n- L]

You can probably guess from the title what is tap.
pening Lo the good old Benbow, Yes, IL°s off on a
voyage, and great s the excitement in the toating
school when the news leaks out. An exciting cruise Lo
the Spanish Main, Barbados, Trinidad, and South
America! When Tuckey Toodles spreads the good news
~liaving been dulnﬂ a bil of ecavesdrapping at «
|r|n1.-nruqrﬂ' mecting—It seema to the juniors ton womler.
ul to bo true, Dub 16 §s broe, aml preparations are put
in hamd right away for sanillng. Don't miss the hoal—
make sure you sct sall with the boxs of the Benbow.

“THE MISDEEDS OF MICKY!"

fur next St Jim's yvarn Ia o real sercam=—a laugh an

every lnel It featares mischiesous Micky Mulvane:,
the Irizh junier of the Pourth. Micky has an irr.
prossible sense of humour, which iz why hbe I8 the

favonurite and heir of his Uncle 0"Toole. Dut Micks
wishes devoutly that he wasn't! For his oncle, Leing
s0 fond of him, comes to Bt. Jim®s to take him Lack ta
Ireland. The old boy wanls his dear nephew 1o by
pearer him. Dut Micky doesn’t want to leave St Jim's,
and he hasn't thoe heart to ho ungracions to his doting
uniele, What's ta be done? Micky solves the problem
in hils awn bumorous way, amnd he will keep you in roara
of laughter. Look out for the fun!

“THE IMPOSTOR:!"™

As you have remd this weck, there is certainly foma
mystery connected with the new master of Cedar Creck,
He is not what he seems—an Vere Beauclere asuapeots,
But If he Is not the real Mr. Trevelyan, what s the
man's game in masquerading as the new master
There in little to galn as an assistant master In o n
hacrkwooda wehionl, Amd where s the real Mre, Trevelyan?
These are problems which give Vere a deal of hand
Lthinking, but he little dreama what high stakes Ltho
impostor Is playing for, Yr that his father in to become
invalved in the Impostor's game!

As usual, Lowther, Blake., and Kerr are thelr chicerful
selves again nexl week, giving you more amusement anid
langhs,

All the best!

THE EDITOI.
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FEATURING THE CHUMS OF ST. WINIFRED'S IN ANOTINER SPARKLING ADVENTURE
ABOARD THE GOOD SHII' BENROW,

Tuckey upended the pail and the ink and

water shot down upon the figure below.

Swoosh ! ' Qrooooch!' came a choked ex-
clamation from the unfortunate victim.

Fag |
RAKE I
Jack Drake was coming off the gang-
was from the Denbow when Daubeny of
the Shell called to tim.

It wos Wedaesday afternoon, a half-holiday at
St. Wimfred's, and Drake and Rodney were
heading for Little Side, with their bats under
their arms. Drake did not stop as he called back
to Daubeny

“Can't stay now

“Ransome wants vou." .

“Rats 17

Daubeny smiled.

“Well, that's lns message,” e said,
please yoursell about gomg, of course,

Jack Drake stopped then, fixing his eyes upon
\nrnnn Daubeny, ]In‘- brows knitting in a frown,

“More boat fagming—what?” ho asked, “1
shionld hove thought that Ransome was f|~:I up
with that, after what happene rd last lmu

o | !hluk not,” smiled Daubeny. " Ransome's
at the nets now, and he wants you to fag ot
howling.”

And Daubeny of the Shell strolled away and
walked down to the cricket ground with Egan
and Torrence. The three knuts were grinning as
they walkea away together,

Drake and Rodney looked at one another rather

grimly
“There goes my ket for the afternoon,”
That is, if T go.”

said Drake at last.

“Well, 1t's good practice, I;m\!m;\ to a Sixth
Former,” remnrked Rodney comfortingly

“That 1sn’t what 1 want. Daub has pm Imn
up to this to keep me away from Litle Side,”

Tue Gex Lmnany.—No. 1,620
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TUCKEY'S
WONDERFUL
WHEEZE!

By Owen Conquest.

suid Drake savagely., “Ransome was in Daub's
study last eveming, Toodles says. Dut—"

“You'd beiter go, old chap. After all, it's
rather a compliment in a way. Only good men
are called upon to fag at bowling for the seniors.”

“Ransome doesn’t mean it as s compliment,

though. And what's he at the nets for at 2ll? He
docen’t care for cricket; he dodges it all he can.
He can't bat for toffee against anything like
bowling. I—1 suppose I shall have to go.
T'oodles, old porpeise, take my bat in, will you?"

“Certainly, old chap!” said Tuckey Toodles,
relieving Jack Drake of the willow; and I)rnlm,
with a rather glum brow, started for Big Sido.

Ransome of the S8ixth was there, with his chum
Steyne, and two or three other "hxlh lurlll[‘r‘!
The bully of the Sixth smiled as the junior came
up

N Come here, Dreake, T hear {hat you've a fairly
good bowler, for o fog,” he said.

Drake made no reply. Le was quite well aware

I e s A

All went well with Tuckey Toodles'

wheeze for mahing the bullying Ran-

some squirm . . until Tuckey applicd
the finishing touch !

RIS TSR LT T

that Ransome was fagging him for reazons quite
apart from ericket, and that the genior did not
care in tho least whet hiz bowling was like.

“Take the ball—catch 1"

Ransomoe tossed the ericket ball to Drake ||ui|(-
sudldenly 3 but Drake’s hand came up guickly and
he eaught o

“Sold agmin I he said sarcastically.

“What do you menn?” snapped Ransome.

“You intended that for my, fncu " gaid Drake

coolly. “1 mean what I =aid,
“Don't bandy words with me, you young
sweep ! Send me down a few, and I‘HI'I t be a

clumsier young ass than you can help.”

And Ransome stepped to the wicket.

Drake's brows were knitted as he went on to
bowl. The sense of injustice was strong upon
him. That Ransome was ]l.lnd-'lr|-;:|u\'u with
Daubeny of the Shell, his old enemy, he knew well
enough, though he ]mli of course, no )]Irnof of it.
The prefeet was  acting  withing his  rights,
technically, at least. It was his p:l\-’lh'gn to eall
upon any junior to fag at bowling for him, so
long as thoe said junior was not engaged in a
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match. And Drake was never likely to be booked
for a match so long as Vernon Daubeny wos
junior captain of St. Winny's,

Ilo sent down a couple of balls caroleasly, and
Ronsome knocked them away, velaco of the
Sixth came strolling on the field with Oliphant,

" Hallo, young 'un, do yon enll that bowling 7"
ealled out the captain of 8. Winilred's good-
naturedly, *“You can do better than that.”

"The young sweep's sulking,” said Ransomo,

“Eh—what? What are you sulking about,
Drako "

Lovelacn had apparently forgetten the prefect’s
licking which hrur been admimnistered to Drake in

hia study a few dave beflore, Drake, ns tho
recipient of the licking, nalurally had o longer
mMenory.

“1'm not sulking, Lovelace,” he said. “1 don't
want to fng for Ransome, that's all.”

“Stulf ! Put your beef into it and don't slack."

Drake gave it up. Lovelace was not hkuli.' to
understand or to sympathizge with his private feud
against Hobert Ransomae,

“"Don't kenp me waiting, Drake!” ealled out
Ransoma impatiently.

Y Right 1"

Draky's oyes gliviered as he graspod the ball
to bowl agom. 'I'his time he conld not be acensced
of slocking. 'The ball he sent down would have
boaten some good batsmen, and Ransome wos
very far from being a good bat. The Sixth
Farmer, in fact, never knew where the ball was
till he saw lus middle stump down.

“Dravo I" exclaimed Lovelace heartily. *That's
bettor,™

Drake grinned ns he eaught the oxpression of
Ransome's face. The bully of the Bixth had not
bargained for this,

Steyna set tho bails up again, and tossed the
ball back to Drake,

“Pull up vour secks, old man,” he murmured
ta RBansome  “Yan won't got into the fOrst
cloven at this rate,”

Ransame scowlad.

“Phat was n Nulee, of conrse,” he snid, " Yon
dan’t think hat lidile swoeep ean really take my
wicket, do vouf"

" Ahom "

Drake put all he know into the next ball. It
had ocourred to him that this wns a very con-
venient way of laking down the Bixth Former a
wg or two, and making him as tired of ericket
}aggiug as of boat fagging. The ball came down
like a bullei, and Ransome swiped at where ha
thought it was, but where it certainly wasn't. s
middle stump was whipped out, and again his
wicket had o toothless look.

Some of the Sixth Formers on the ground
chuckled aloud. Ranzome stared at his wicket,
and his teeth come togother,

“ Another fluke, old man? murmured Steyne.
“Flukes aro cheap to-day.”

“Oh, shut up”

“Keep yonur woal an, old fop.
happen,” grinned Blevne,

“By Jove, that kid knows how to bowl|”
remarked Oliphant, “ You ought to be in the
junmior eleven, Drake.”

“Better tell Daubeny that,” answered Drake.

Sawyer major of the Fourth, who was fagging
in the field, tossed the ball back to Drake, with
& wink.

Drake was in quite a good humour now. e
had [ully taken Rensome's measure, and he knew
that the fechle bat eould not put up a defonce

Acecidents will

L}

against his bowling. That alternocon’s fagging
was likely 10 turn out an entertainment.

Ransome waa sorry by this time that he had
ealled Drake away from Little 8ide. 13
wretched oricket had never been go completely
ghown up befors.  He took hin stand again in o
mooad almost of desperation, determined to slop
thie ball by hook or by eroalk.

He stopped it barely.  But the next ball enuubie
lum napping. The batls went down for the dhind
tunao,

“Ha, ha, hia "™

Lovelace and his companions burast inte a lawsi,
They could not help i, Prake grivmed chicerfully,

“Shall I send down some more, Ransome ;™ Lo
called out.

Ransome stepped away from the wicket, almo-t
choking. .

'Done?" asked Lovelace. “Well, really, ths
kid seems to be a bit above vour weight, Ransowe.
Drake, .you can soud we down a few if you like.”

“Like a shot, Lovelace!" amswered Drake
readily.

Ransome walked away with his bat under lLis
arm, his brow black. Jack Drake went on ¢heer-
fully bawling for the Bixth Farmors, while Ban-
paine strode boack o the Benbow, e was not
likely to fag Drake at bowling ngprain,

—

The Woll and the Lamb!

H'I‘E.-‘s ready ¥
Jack Drake and Rodney asked that

question simultancously as they e2me jvio
Study No. 8 on the Benbow,

Tuckey Toodles was busy in the study.

Tuckey was not much of a hand at ericleat, L
ke was an adept at cooking and getting meals,
He had expended five shillings—provided by
Drake—in the school ecanteen to the best advan.
tage, and the study table looked very inviting to
the two hungry cricketers,

“Just on,” said Tuckey brightly, “Oulv got 149
make the eoffee. You vpoen the savdines, Roduey,
I eny, Droke, Ransomo enme in here nshing for
you o fow mnules ago.™

“Whaet did e want 7"

"T don’t know. 1 think he's coming
“II.’:I-LIEI'I- He secmendd to be rather 'L'l..'."l"l;_:l,',"

“He's been no end chipped about his bhattinge
this afternoon,” Rodoey remarked, “He's never
been shown up like that before. But T suppos
even Rausome can’t lick a chap for taking Lis
wiockoet."

“Ie'll ind gome other excuse, though,™ ~aid
Tuckey Toodles sagely. “1 know Ransome. a1l
caneg you for the way you de voure back luir if
he ean't find any other reason,”

“Well, let’'s have tea,” said Drake.

The chums of the Fourth sat down to tea. Thae
were only hall-way through that cheery meal when
there was a heavy {ootstep in the passage and the
door was thrown open. The juniors rose quickly
to their feet as Ransome of the Sixth entered. The
yrefeet hed his ashplant under his arm, and his
ook evidenlly I1mh~;l Franlile,

“(h, here you arve!™ he said, his oves gleaming
nt Drake.

"T'l\l. ]u‘:rn I H.Irl." tn?.l nl'nhi‘ i'ljilll:l"_
yvou come fo tea 7"

“Have you done yvour lines?" asked Ransome,
taking no notice of Drake’s humorous question.

“My lines! What lines 1"

“T gave you fifty lines yeslerday for kicking up
a row in the Common-room."” :
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“Any excuse was botter than none, wasn't it?”
said Drake

“1 haven t come here to argue with you, Drake,
Have you done the lines or not 127

“Certainly "

“Where are they, then?”

“1 put therm on your study table, as you told
me. "’

“They're not there now.”

"“Then somebody's bagged them.”

“T'm not likely to believe that,” sneered
Ransome * You haven't done your lines, and I'm
going 1o cane you. Hold out your hand."

Jack Drake did not hold out his hand; he
clonched it anstend, )

“You know the linesa ave there,” he said.
"You're making this nn excuse to pitch into meo
heennse T made vou look s fool at the wicket.
You're not going to cane me, Ransome."

“Will vou hold out vour hand 1"

“No | won't"

“Then 1 shall take vou te vour Form-master.”

Drake breathed hard. . )

“Follow me ! said Ransome curtly, “1 m going
to report the matter to Mr. Packe at once.

He left the study, .

“My hat!” murmured Rodney. *You'll have
to go to Packo, Drake. You can tell him the
[acts,”

“And Ransomo will tell him the reverse,” said
Drake *“Which is Packe going to believe 1"

“1 say, 1 saw Daubeny hanging round Ran-
some's study,” said Tuckey Toodles “Just like
him to hng vour lines and got you into n serape.”

"You'd bettoer go, old chap” said Rodney.

“ Packe will come here if you don't, and—"

“I'm not going.” )

Drake sat down again. The cheeriness of the
tea-party had departed  The three juniora sat in
anxious silence. waiting for what was to happen.
It was not loeng in happening. Before ten minutes
had clapsed. Mr Packe, the master of the Fourth,
rustled into the study, with a frowning brow.

“Drake, why did you not come to my study "
he exclaimed angrily. * Did not Ransome tell you
to do so 1™

“Yeu, sir: bhut—"' .

“Thon vou should havoe come. Do you think
that my time is to be wasted in this manner I ex-
claimed the Form-maoster. ‘

Drake was silent  Ie had placed himsell in
the wrong again, and there was nothing to say.

“Ti appoars that yon have neglected to write
out an impositian,” said Mr, Packe irritably, * and
vou have alto refused te be eanad by a prefect,
and refused to obey his order {o come to my study,
This kind of insubardination, Drake, will not boe
allowed ot St. Winifred's, T ean assure you on
that point T shall cane you myself, and with
severity  Hold out vour hand !

Mr Packe had thoughtfully brought his cane
with him Drake obeyed in silence.

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

“There,” said Mr Packe, T trust that will be
a lesson to vou. Drake, You must keep your
rebollious temper in cantral, my boy."

And Mr Packe whisked out of the study, evi
dentlviin a state of great annoyance

Drake sat down ngain, squeozing his hands hard,
i grim silence

“Have rome jom,
Toadles eomfortingly.

Diralee shook his head,

“Tt'v nll right * he said.
mird e O 1™
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old chap®" snid Tuckey

“"Tuek in and don't

THE GEM LIBRARY

“"Well, I'll go on, if you don't mind,” said
Toodles And ke went on, with undiminished
appetite.

“Ransome's scored again,” said Drake, break-
ing the silence at last. “But I'm not going to
stand this. It's no good talking to Packe. ['m
going to make Ransome sorry for this somehow.”

Tuckey Toodles loaked up, with his mouth full,

“Leave it to me, old bov,” he said, “T1 think
of a wheezo to make lium =it up, You know what
a chap I am for wheezes.”

“Br.rovee |”

Stwdy  No. 8

Ton in rather

ucomfortably.

finishied

A Wonderful Wheeze !
Y 'VE gou it 1™ )
I Draks and Rodney were in the Common-
room after prep, when Rupert de Vere
Toodles came up with a most mysierious look and
addressed them in a deep whisper,

Drake looked up, not very good-demperedly.

“What have you got, you ass*”

“The wheezo "’

“Eh? What whecze2"

“Fixing Ransome, you know,’

[IA“ :u

Drake turned away with that briel and uncom-

limentary rejoinder. It really looked ns if he
I:I.tkﬂd faith in Tuckey Toodles and his wheeees.

Tuckey stared at him, breatlbless with wrath
nnd fndignation,

“Why, yon—you cheely ass!" ho
"You—you ungraleful bounder !  Aller
thinking it out no end—"'

“Dh dear! Give us a rest, Toodles ™

“If you call that gentlemanly—"

" Look here—"

“1f vou call it decent— ‘

“Let's hear the wheeze, old chap ™ said Hrnk-:.
breaking into a lnugh, “Sit down and try this
toffee, and tell ws all about it.” .

Tuckey Toodles' indignant wrath disappeared
at once.

“Certainly, old chap,” he said. "1 knew you
were only joking, of course, The fact 15, Drake,
I'm going to boack you up, amd snybody who is
down on vou will have to rockon with me! Sce?”

“Which iz more than enough to make Ransomne
tremble in his shoes,” said Dick Rodney solemnly,

“Tixaotly ! Now, it's’ dark on deck,” saiid
Toodles, with a return of his mysterions manner.

“Tt generally is at night-time, isn't it?" =aid
Drake.

“Of course: 1 was only mentioning the faet,
There's a hight on the gangway, and another on
the poop, hut, as there's a lot of cloud, the stars
don't show much. [t's quite dark—dark enongh
for the deed!” said Tuckey Toodles, with =
dramatic intensity,

“What deed?”

“Going for Ransome, you know,” said Tuckey.
“Now Lhis is the wheeze. Any more toffee 7™

“That’s the lot.”

“Oh, all right! Well, the wheeze i3 this: Wao
can get that tin pail from the canteen without
being noliced—""

"“What on earth for?"

“And tio a picco of string to the handle,” said
Tuoodles,

i Eh?ﬂ

“1 get into the maintop,” eaid Toodles, “and
1 lower the string. You tie it on the patl, full of

L

stuttered,
I've Licen

L1
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water, you know, and I pull it up into the main-
top.  See?  Then you ger Ransome under-
nent hhy—"

“Oh!" said Drake, beginning to understand.

Tuckey Toodles grinned expansively.

“Ser?  You can casily get Ransome on deck
somechow, and get him close to the mainmast.
Then 1 swamp the pail of water right down on
his napper, Thot's the wheeze! I say, we'll put
some ink in it, vou know. He, he, hel”

Dieake langhed.

“Jolly good idea—if we can get Ransome under
the muintop all ready for you,” he said.

“Well, you fellows can do that part of the
business,” said Toodles. “I can’t do it all, yonu
know. I'll be in the maintop ready with the pail.
You do the rest. As soon as he comes by, |
swamp him. I shall shin down the shrouds wnd
get away long before lw's finished splutterimg.
e will nover know who mopped him1 Qi course,
that's important ! 2

Druke and Rodney exchanged a grin,

“Ahight be worked,” sand Rodoey,

“The notice-board’s on the mainmast,”  said
Drake. *“ Ransome might bo gat 1o go and look
at it

“"Good ! That's casy | We can lix thot. There's
an oleetrie light ever the notice-board—that enn
be put out,”

“Yes, rather,” saul Toodles. 1 don’t want
Ranzome to see me in the moaimtop if he looks up.
IT ¥ou think vou ecan get Ravsome there——"

“uite easy,” saud Rodney, " Come on; it's a
good stunt.”

The three juniors strolled out of the Commaon-
room, and repuired to the deck of the Benbow.
Lights gleamed from the sides of the old war-
slap upon the river, bul on deck it was very
tlusky., Rodney strolled along to the mainmast,
and stood looking st the notice-board there for
a fow minutes, while he mado sure that he was
not observed, Then he quictly delached the
electric lamp, amd the mast and beard were
plunged into darkness,

A minute or two later Drake joined him with
the pail from the ecanteen,

“Now, Toodles "

“I'm ready!”
Diralo &

“Yos—quick 1" .

“1 shall axpect you to stand ma a spread in the
vanteen for this—"

“All right! Buzz off I"

Tuckey was not much of o hand in the rigging,
and he never ventured up to the cross-trees: but
even l'uckey was quite at home in the maintop.
In n few minutes he hod swarmed up the rat-
lines and was peering down at the deck from the
round top.

A string fluttered down, amnd Drake caught it
He jerked it to show Tuckey that he had eaught
il, and then tied it to the handle of the pail,
which had been filled from the tap outside the
ennbenn,

Tuckey Toodles drew up the I:nil on the cord.

It disappeared into the darkness above the
heads of the two jumiors, and Tuckey laboriously
landed it in the top.

“All ready now I said Rodney,

“Yes, come onl” muttered Drake. "We'd
better get through beforo some ass of a prefect
notices that the light's out.”

The two juniors walked away quickly. They
had to look for Ransome of the Sixth now. They
rant into Sawver major of the Fourth, elose by

murmurcd Toodles, 1 say,

ol

the poap, and there exclamation from
PawWyer,

“Yow! What's that thumping light out fort™

* Shush I

“That you, Drake?"

“Yes. Hush! Have you scen Ransome!

“Yes, he's in the canteen now,” said Sawver
major. "1 saw him go m with Stevne., After
soae supper, 1 suppose,™

“Goml! Keep l:!u-nr of tho maintop for o I,
Sawyer."”

“What on earth for?

"Bomething's going o happen theee,”

“You stay heve, Drake,” whispered
'l go into the canteen with Sawyer.
lers Ttkely to smell a rat then”

*“0Oh, all right!"

“Tut what on enrth's the gome 2" demanded] the
mvstilied Sawyer,

“I'Il explain, Come along.”

By the time Rodney and Sawver major reachvd
the caonteen the latter was apprised of the wheeee,
imta whieh he entered with great enjoyment, T'he
two Fourth Formers strolled into the canteen,
which was closing. Ransome and Btevne were
nented nb o little table, with supper before (hom,
nmil the twe juniors carcfully avoided approach-
g them. They came up to Mre. Capps’ counter
s if they hnd not observed the two seniors,

Ransome and his chum were discussing the -
portant subject of racing over their supper, and
they did not notice the juniors, till {::m:mnr-‘n
name reached their ears, and made Ransome stur
and look up.,

“Not after the show he made to-day, Sawyor !
Lovelace wonldn®t think of putting in Ranzomne
for the mateh on Saturday.”

Ransomoe pricked up his cars, Ieable erickeier
nd he was, e was rerg keen on having a chance
to show his form—or his want of it—in a scnior
school match,

“*Well, look o1 the notice-board, that's all,” saunl
Sawyer, in reply to Rodney's remark. *“The
oricket list is up.”

R LT O T T T LT
DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.

Solution :

IKenn e While most fellows were doing theis Lest
to eonnect the facos of their clocks or watelies
with Glyn's code, 1 know from Glyn's statement
thaot, though #t was a “eclock ™ code, a clock
would be of no aid in it solution.  Glvn seid Che
study clock gave him the idea, Bt the study
clock had been stopped for days, so it was mercly
tho figures on the clock face that Glyn meant,
Taking the figures alone, I tried asdding cach little
group of digits toagether., The result was to maka
the message read: 19. 5 22, 5. 14, 2 15, 13, 2,
5 18. 19, 18, 1. 16. 9. 4, 12. 12 xo0x. 1. 16, 16,
18. 15. 1. 3. 6. 9. 14. 7. 19. 20. 10. O, 13, 19.
Numbering the letters of the alphabet simply
from 1 to 26, the mossnge inuwediately rosolvidd
isell  into: "SEVEN BOMBERS RAP'IDLY
APPROACHING ST JIM'S” *12 NOON.”
which had puzzled me, wos abviously o “Y."
By Glyn's clock system I found it possible to
make up any total up to 23—(0.58). X, Y, aor Z
had to roprc-h*nlr-:{ otherwise—12 NOON doing
duty for each lotter. I think Glvn was guite
nstonished when I presented him with my rendoer.
ing of the message—but, so far, we have not
heard whether Poe. Crump has sucoecded in
unravelling it or oo !

Tne Gen Lisnany.—No, 1,620,
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“1 know: hul—

YWell, if Ronsaome's name isn’l on it, T'Il stand
vou two ginger-pops,” said Sawyer emiphabienlly.

Ransome rose {rom Lhe table.

“1'Il come bhaek in a minute, Steyne,” he said.

Steyne nodded, and Ransome left the ennteen
abruptly.  The chatter of tho jumors hud keenly
inlercsted ham,

i Lovelace hiad put his name into the list for
the senior school mateh on Saturday, iL was an
unexpeeted trivmph for Ransome,

Savwyer major olosed one eve nt Rodney, as the
prefect hurricdly quitted the eanteen,

“Pnken the hiook,” he murmured. “T'd beller
stund you those lwo ginger-pops, Rodney, as lis
name i=n't there  Bug you can pay for them [

Rodney ehneklod.

The fish had cortainly taken the bait, and they
listened for the sound of an upronr [rom the deck.

Toodles Does It !

e IS comine 1" breathed Toadlos,
H In the darkness of the maintop, Rupert
de Vere Tooadles was erouching and wait-
ing, his grip on tho tir pail nearly Tull of water,
Below him was darkuess.  Through the gloom he
eauncht the sound of feotsteps approaching the
IMMITIst.

Taodles graspod the tin pail with both hands
and leaned over. Dimly below a form loomed—
too dim for Toadles to make it ont, but sulliciont
to guide him.

Tuckey drew a decp breath and acted,

Swaosh |

The pail was upended, and the contents, mixed
ink and water, chot down in a stream upon the
ligure belaw,

“Grooeh ! came o choked exclamntinn,
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"Oh erumbs 1" gasped Toodles. ““He's got it 1™

Tuckey Toodles wus not always prompt to act,
It even Toodles realised the need an rapidily
now. Leaving the tin pail in the top, he rolled
over the ratlines and fairly shot down e shrouds.
Ilo hod to vanish before thero was o light on the
subjeat, and he did not lose a spcond,

Meanwhile, there was a series of extraordinary
sounds on the deck. “T'he recipient of the pailiul
of water and ink was evidently sxeited,

“Orooogh! Grooogh ! Ooooooch 1"

Voiees soundod from wvarious dircelions,
there was a sound of hurrying feet.

Tuckey Toodles slipped from the chains to the
deck in greal relief. He was safe now.

“Ouoooooch I" enme the spluttering howl, " A
light—a light here ! Upon my word, this is—js——
(oooach 1"

The grin died off Tuckey Toodles' fat face,

For the gasping voice was not that of Roansome
of the Sixth. It was the veice of Dr. Goring, the
IHead of 8t Winifred's !

“Oh erumbs 1" groaned Tuckey Toodles.

e found the use of his limbs suddenly, and
balted below to Study No. 8. There he dived
undor the table, where ho lay bLreathless and pal-
pitaling.

But no one had oves or thoughts for Tuckey
Toodles. A erowd was gathering on deck. Ran.
some of the 8ixth eame %mm the direction of the
canfecn—two minutes [ale. The Head, unfortun-
nitely for himseli, had preceded him upon the fatal
spol. Mr. Packe and Mr. Taight comé running
up, and Lovelace, tho latter with an eleetric loreh
in his hnnd

“The—the Head 1" ejaculated Mr. Packe.

“I—T1 have been drenched " sapluttered  the
[Tead, “Upon my word. [—T harvdly know what
has happencd I—I CGronoh 1"

Rodoey and Sawser major eame hurrying from
e eanteen, They hod heard the sudden upronr,
and expected to ind Ransome in an uneuviable
elate. At the sight of the Iead they modestly
retiredd behind the erowd., Jack Drake joined
themn with a sartled [ace.

“That idiot Teodles!™ e muticred.

“Tlush, for goodness’ sake IV breathed Rodnes.

It was evidently necessary to be eircomspoct,
Bwamping a prefect wae serions cnongh, but
swamping the Head

“But—=but=but what has happened, sird
merod Mr. Packe, wn bewilderment,

Certainly the Hend was in a shioeliing state, Iis
gown was sopked, and hi= angust features were
running with water and ink.

UI—=I—I—" The Head spluticred ngain.
“1=I hardly know I=I came on deck. 1
noticed that the liglt was out on the mainmast,
aud enme here to ascerta:n.  'hen something sud-
denly burst upon me like n—a water spout!”

“ It—it must be o trick o

“ Someone must have thrown a bucke! of water,”
said Mr. Taight, the master of the Shell.

““Pray allow mo to assist you bo your study,
gir,” said Mr. Packe. *“This is—is shocking—uu-
paralleled ! The delinquent—"

“Qoooch |

Mr, Packe kindly assisted the Hoead away, The
hapless old gentleman lefb a treail of inky water on
the deck ns he retreated. Thore was an exciled
buzz of voices on deck after he had gone.

“Who on earth could have done it exclaimed
Taovelaer., “Who could have hnd the cheek to

drench the Head ¥
((Pontinncd on page 36.)
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Ao Miisain, 28, Bl Boad, The Priory, Dudley, Worcestar-
ghirg ¢ age 13-19:  slompa; aonywhers  exeeptl G
Mritadn, :

Miss J, Leary, e/o Droarers, Tid., Geonge Steeet, Dmmeding-
Magn, New Zealand : girl correspomdionts, age 15005
w linningg, sloatbng, diwuedng, aports, niwl tiiale,

0 vt b, 5000, Toabd Moedd, Kunla, Lomnpur, Pederaled
Malay States ; ngo 1217 3 <tampdE, DOwspa Tk, Iy,

Mi=s J. Itebsins, 12, TWyle Croescent, Whitchoreh,
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Middlesex ; pon pals, age 12-18 3 Gormany or anywhore,

Ldasky, o1, heabalds llﬂml, Londop, W.C.1 ; auw 20
npwarda s generad toples, newepaper enltings ;
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. Nindman, 5.356, Clark Street, Montroal, Qunebee,
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» 13, J. Bryant, Ebenezer, Hyde Wood Lane, Roclithnl,
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Mirs M, Syhkes, 3, Btanley Avenne, Leslie Romd, Not-
tingham ; 2irl correspondents, age 11§ curiod ; anywhere
UA N o 12

hov Stone Rak, oo Koy Slong Kong, Tlahe Hap in,
[J.HJ{.E_ mocrabaja, Jave, Noltherland East Indieg ; stawmps ;
anyvwhiirm,

koo Snrne Chia, Clweng Thal Exehange, Chunanchaow,
1~‘n.1.iq.-u;. China ; stumps ; anywhere except Ei amd
Anatralin,

K. Vallew, 7, Blm Ulese, Carshalton, Sureey ; pen pals in

Nurway, ngr 15-19,
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I, Finkelsteln, 163, Villeneuve West, Montreal, Quebee,
ﬂw .J age 13-10 5 stanigs and coina ; British Empiee
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I, Nishet, Sehool Closo, Morpeth, Northumberland ; ol
el o G AM aml * Magoet " wanbed §oodl bettens acswered.

AL Hewitr, Speing Gurdens oo, Morpetl, Nortlinmber-
land @ sue 14-15 ¢ cdamps ol newspopers 3 Eaplie,
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gaX 7 stuomps, Fosot bignt), ordeket amd Sodns o Giny Fr.l.l‘[.ut wasg i,

5, Lpwtein, 54105, =t Doanloigue, Moutreal, Quelyr,
Canadn ;  stanips, colos, awel stmgw 3 bochkoy, biseball,
aned ollinl,

Miss . BLIL, 41, viallowtpee Gate, Leicester ; il corme-
cpmiiisdents, e 1=106 0 stinpes, eeading, ftoes, and sport,

Mis4 A, boe, 106, Fosledicl: Street,  Port-ol-Spaln,
Trinidod : wlvl eorreapondents, nge 10100 sporia, s
wivel =ty 3 ooy cotintey, :

J, Machin, 7, Legan Rowl, Darnall, Sheffield ; age 13-
14: staigps. aml criekelevrs” photos ; 108 Holkday
Apoaed ™t oxelangn Tor 1006 one § Anstaalis, Hritafi
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=, H., Wen, 48, Lozong M, Telok Karnu, Singapore :
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iwlla, Savawak, New Zedlpoad, aowl Conadn,
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swinnnliyg, newspapers, aml nueigazines ;. anvwlhere,
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respiotidonts, ago L1-163  reading, dlms omwd e stons ;
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TUCKEY’S WONDERFUL WHEEZE! =

(Continued from paye 34.)
AT T

But there was no answer to that question.
Deake, Roduey, and Sawyer major seuftle il
Lislow 1o ‘ﬁlu(]\ No. B, very disinelined (o join in
the excited discussion of the suhjecd. As they
came o Study No. 8 an agonised voice squeake d
from under the tabde :
“thwl Go away ! !
anyvthing about it!
“Yaou fat idiot I”
S0, is that vou,=Drake, old chap?’ Tuckey
Toodles erawled out, bliu ing with anguish, “ I—I
say, old top, keep it dark ! The—the Head got
it! I=I ehall be sacked for this! Oh dear!”
“You utter uhol! ]\nnp vour silly  mouth
elosed, aud it won't geb out,” said Drake.
“Oh defir! There’ll be an inquiry lo-morrow |
“Mum's the word 1” snid Rodney.

%

' nol herve [ 1 dow't know

"

But the next day the Ill-uli was in no state for
making inquiries, The school lenrned that he was
lnid up with a severe eold.  And, sympathefio as
the juniors were, they could not help f(-oling n
little relieved. They were sorry for Dr, Goring:
but if the Head's inguiry had brought ihe facts to

light, they would cerininly have been sorvier for
themselves !
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THE MYSTERY OF THE NEW MASTER !

(Continued from page 23, }. =
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The mysterions affair hiad resolved itzelf, afier
all, into o remgh joke of the rustlers upon a
tenderfool—not ar all an uncommon happening
in the Thompson Valley.

LS Unfortunaicly, T found diflienlty in linding my
\\n\ oul of the wood, and so 1 wans a long {ime
geiting boek 1o the buggy, which had been left ox
the trail, id Mr. Trevelyan., “ And that, Miss
Meadows, is Inu\ I came to miss the trail coming
here yesterday,'

“1 “will send an l.'\|r|r|tlu||nn to the sherifi,”
snid Miss Meadows, smiling. * But you did quite
right, Deauclere, in seling as vou did.”

Mr Trovelyan passed into the lumber school
house with AMiss Meadows, and the three chums
left the spot,

Cherub,”

“B8o that's the long and short of it,
“Only one of the ruc.llora fittle’ erlma

said Dob,
on the tenderfgot.”
“You believe hlm"" asked Ilonlu]uc quictly.
Bob stared.
“0f (ourse!
“Nol"
“ Beau !” exelaimed Frank in nklutl:k]llul nl. ;
The school hell ealled the chums in to lessons
before anything more could bo said. - But the
chums of Cednr Creck had pleaty of food for
thought that 'mg.
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