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SEEDS at 1d. per Packet :

SEND NO MOMWEY. WE TRUST YOU. /7=

To further adyertise onr FAMOUS KEW SEEDS, which we have
reduced to Jd. per packet, we give every reader of this paper a
handsome resent simply for =elling or using twelve packets of
KEW SEEDS at 1d. each. Onr spesial 1910 Prize List contains
hundro’ds of new Free giits to ehoose from, including Ladies’ and |
Gents' Hall-miarked Gold and Silver Watches, Chains,

e Rings, Puorses, Dolls, Cinematographs,

B\ Brooches and Pins, Air Guns, Phono- }
§ graphs, Accordians, Cameras, Steam }
§ IEngines, Skates, &c., &c. .
__All you need dois to send us your name and
full nddvess (o posteard will do), and we. will
sentl you a selection of KEW SEEDS in =
Pictorial Packets to sell or use at 1d. each. When :
2ol send us the money obtained, and we will im- SIMPLY
medintely forward Gift chosen, ncgording to the SEND YOUR
R GRAND LIST WE SEND YOU. The Collec- NAME AMND
tion contains Sweet Peas in all the latest variety, 1 S
Mignonette, Sweet Williams, Asters, Stocks, ADDRES
| Nasturtiums, &c. ; or Radishes, Onions, Muys-
tard and Cress, Lettuce, and numerous other
popular saleable seeds,
Every packet fully guaranteed.

ll DONT DELAY! START EARLY. Serd
{l a postemrd with your name and address to—

KEW SEED GO, LTD,,

{Dept. A), Kew Gardens, London, W.

DIRECT FROM THE WORKS.

£5 Bs. Cycle for £3 19s. P

WARBANTED 5 YEARS., ALL ACCESSORIES T\
FREE. WRITE FOR LIST.
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Bink Ioller gﬁxl”. prosesh given G, Semd deposit now, andstate | ing type, I'unch-
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Complete- . s Anilaoy
= St_;ox'les for all. EVERY THURSDAY' ONE PENNY- Story a Geym.
A Tale of the
- s ,
Chums of St. Jim’s,
- MARTIN GLIFFORD
o
CHAPTER 1. 1 't'lM)' hat !’t’ 1‘10 saiii(z “é[jingl Caﬁ*nivf}l the Thirty-Seventl is
= in the same state as King Charles the First. - Never mind—-."’
Trouﬁlesome Visitors ! “But I do mind!” hooted Manners, * Get out!” :
ARRY NOBLE—generally called Kansaron at St gyt =—n
Jim's—cama along the Sheall passage, and thumped - Buzz off,” ]
<- at the door of Tom Merry's study. Thedoor was not ., L came to ask you whan Tom Merry would be back-——2?
fastened, and the thump sent it flying violently open, and it .. Xhis afternoon, Outside !
erashed against & chair—and then thors was a wrathful ex-  What train?”
clamation from within tlie study. Ol don’t Lother!”
¥ Oh, yon ass ¥t - What train at Rylconiba Station?"
IKangaroo looked in. ] o, Halt-past two,” rapped out Manners. * Gab: out !
Tom Merry’s study had only one oceupunt, and it was not * Well, you'se 50 _hospitable, 1 raally foel inclined to stay,"”
Tom Merry, Tt was Mannors of the Shell, Tom’s study-mate  said the Cornstalk imperturbibly, *You ses, as Tom Meury
and chum; and the most enthusiastic amateur photographer at has basn away some time, and been wandering up and down
St. Jim'’s. Manners was busy at the table, cutting films, and  the Riviera, my idea is that wo ought to got up some =ord of
the sudden crash of the faliing chair had made him jump, welcome for Lim on his return to the sehool.”
with the result that his sciscors zigzhgged & coursa throngh “'Well, go and got it up, then, and don’t worry,"”
one of the films, with dizastrous results, ** Yes, but—"
“ Hallo!" said tha Cornstalk junior affahly. . ** Oh, buzz off, do!”
Manners glared. ““Aro you poing to the station?”
“You frabjous ass!” “Perhnps, Got out!”
“allo! What's the matter?” : Kungaroo lavghed, and left tho study, There was eyi-
“ Mattor!” roared Mannars. *Look! Tock thére—look  dently nothing to be gobt out of Manners while hie was at
- at_that film?’ work with lis precious films, Kangaroo strolled along the
Kangaroo looked at tho film. It was a long roll, contain-  Dassage, towards his own study, which he shared with Bernard
ing a dozon negatives, and Manners had been saparatin Glyn and Clifton Dane, Manners grunted wrathfully, and
them [or putting in the printing frames. Kangarco cocke want on cufting his films. X
hix aye at the cuxly roll in a thoughtful way. “I say, Manners——"
“ Well,” he s;\rd}. *T'm Jooking 1" It was Digby of the Fourth who put his head in at tlio
“You've spoiled a film!"” roured Manmners. *You uttar study door with that sudden rernrk. Again Manneya’
ass! This m&l of films was senf to me from Nico—Monty  scissors made & ghastly gash,
Lowther sent it—he took tliem for me. This was a picturs of Y Get out!” shrieked Manners,
King Carnival in the procsssion. You uttor nssd” Dighy stared at him in astonishinent. His chums, Blake and

Kingnroo looked at the cut film. The scissors lind sepavated ~ D’Arcy, lad been abroad with Tom Merry, and: were due
King Carnival's hesd from his body, as woll as belieading  back at the school that afternoon, and Digby was naturally a
half the procession, The Cornstalk junior chuclled softly. little excited about it.

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.

: Mo. 115 (Hew Serizs.) Copyright In the United States of America,
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“Eh? What did you say, Manners?”
*“ Get out, you ass!”’

£ th—whnb—"

“Can’t you see you're mucking up niy films?” yelled tho
unhappy ] “Look at that gash! I've nipped
the roof off the Casino Municipal.”

“Well, you must be a clumsy ass,” said Dighy. “I wanted
to know whether you were coming down to the station to
meet the e

< Brap-rey-r 1”?

““ What does that mean?”’ "

Manners snorted, and snatched up a thick ebony ruler.

There was no doubt what that meant, and Digby did not
st<ip to ask—he dodged out of the study.

‘or a few minutes Manners was left in peaco. Ie finished
sefarntmg the films, which contai a series of pictures
taken by his chum Lowther in Nice and Monte Carlo, and
then opened the window to expose the printing frames in the
sun on the window-sill. A bright spring sun was shining,
very favourable to the work. Manners opened a printing
frame, and was just placing the first film in position, when
there was a clatter of footsteps and the growling of a dog in
the passage, and Towser the bulldo, loollfed in, ‘fnalf-dragging
Herries of the Fourth into the study after him.

Herries dragged desperately on the chain.

‘“Hold on, Towser! Hallo, Manners|”

Crash !

The printing-frame dropped from Manners’ fingers as
Towser burst in, and there was a crash of breaking gﬁmses.

Manners glaved at Herries and his famous bulldog.

* You—you—="" e 4

““ Towser would like the run; and besides, the chaps would
y x & Herries
“He’s in high spirits, isn’t he? Quiet, Towser,

ﬂhctogmpher.

3B

fatuously.

 you brute! You know jolly well you mustn’t gnaw the
* eushion,”

“ You—you—-="

‘“Are you coming, Manners?"

‘“Get out!” {;asped Manners. *“Take that wild beast out
3f‘:righ§1,::ldy! 11"l brain him with the poker!”

“Take that horrid, rotten beast out!”
‘“ Ave you calling my dog Towser a horrid, rotten beast?"’
demanded Herries indignantly. “I suppose you know a

decent dor when you see it. Why—"
“Take him away !’
‘“ Are you coming 1"’
“No!” roared Manners. ‘Get out! You're the third
!fit;ol }\;ho's been bothering me while I've been doing these
. films, 3
{- S Eh?

g

Manners made a dive for the poker. Ilerries stared at him
blankly for a moment, and then made a hurried exit from
the stud]yf, dragging Towser after him. Towser did not seem
very willing to go; but by way of solace, perhaps, he dragged
the cushion away in his teeth, and worried it along the
passage.

Manners breathed hard through his nose. He was very
glad his chums were coming back to St. Jim’s, and he in-
tended to go down to the station and meet them. But he
farticularly wanted to get some prints from those films. He
had only lately received them by post, and he wanted to hg\'e

ut

some pictures finished to show. Lowther when he came.

" if these interruptions continued he was not likely to have

' was beginning |
- steps approachin

- tion.

much to show.

He put a couple of printing-frames on the window-sill, and
on the third, when there was a sound of foot-
the study door again.

Manners’ eye ghistened.

If it was another visitor for Tom Merry’s study, he was
determined that the visitor should meet with a warm recep-
IIe laid down the frame, and stepped quietly towards
the door, and waited silently inside.

The door opened. 6 5

A large head, with a big pair of spectacles and blinking

eyes, projected itself into the study. It belonged to Skim-

pole of the Shell.

“ Manners! I say, Manners, I-—— Oh! O-0-0-0-och!"

Skimpole’s voice trailed away in a horrified gasp as
Manners seized him. Manners rolled him out of the study,
bumped him on the linoleum in the passage, shoved him
along, and finally bestowed a powerful kick upon him that
gent, him rolling. ]

Then, somewhat relieved in his feelings, Manners returned
to his study and slammed the door.

Skimpole sat up dazedly in the passage.

He rubbed his bumpy forehead, adjusted his spectacles, and
blinked round him, in a state of the most complete bewilder-
ment.

“ PDear me!” he gasped.

Tar GeEM LIBRARY.—

‘“ Manners must be mad—

THE 'EMPIRE LIBRARY d3¥oW.

completely insane! Some hereditary strain of madnegs in hi
blood has suddenly developed. Dgr mo 1 -

“Hallo I” said Gore, coming out of his study. ‘‘Is that
a particularly comfortable spot to take a nap in the after-
noon, Skimmy ¢’

‘Skxmi)ole gasped.

o e here are you going, Goré?*

“I'm going to speak to Manners.”

“I warn you not to do so. He is insane. He has just
hurled me forth in the most brutal and violent manner. I
had not uttered a word.”

“Then he must have been jolly quick,” grinned Gore.

‘““You had beiter not venture into his study——"

Gore laughed. He tried the door, but it ({id not open.
It wz;s evidently locked on the inside. Gore tapped on the
panels. .

‘“ Manners! Are you there, Manners?”

“ Get out !’

“1 want to speak to yon?"

‘“Rats!”

““ But‘__ll

‘“Go and eat coke !

And Gore gave it up.

‘CHAPTER 2.
The Inventor of St. Jim’s.
ANGAROO came along to the door of the e%% study,
and turned the handle and pushed at it. o door

did not open—or rather, it opened about an inch,

" and then stopped dead. The Cornstalk junior
kicked at it.

‘“ Hallo, there!”

There was no reply from within the study. But Kangaroo
heard a movement, and knew that someone was there, Be-
sides, the door was fastened by the back of a chair being
jammed under the handle, so it was pretty evident that the
end study was occupied. b2 4

Kangaroo chuckled softly. Iis chum, Bernard Glyn, the
lad from Liverpool, was a most enthusiastic amateur
seientific man, and he frequently conducted all sorts of re-
searches in the study.

When ke was using chemicals, the smells often drove
Kangaroo and Clifton Dane forth from their quarters; and,
when he was working on some mechanism or other, he as
often as not locked the door, and coolly kept his study-
mates out. He said that they dirstm'bedv him, which was
doubtless true; but Kangaroo and Clifton Dane naturally
wanted to use their own study, whether it disturbed the
inventor of 8t. Jim’s or not. :

Kangaroo had made a raid on the ke¥s of the study, and
deprived Glyn of his, and so the youthful inventor was no
longer able to lock himself in. Glyn was engaged upon an
invention now which might have kept the Cornstalk out of
his own study for weeks, if he hadn’t thought of that plan.

Hence the chair-back under the handle of the door. Glyn
was evideut]i' determined not to be disturbed.

The Cornstalk kicked on the door.

“ Glyn !7’

Silence.

“@Glyn! Bernard Glyn)”

Still not a word.

Kangaroo stepped back into the passage, turned his
shoulder to the door, and hurled his' whole weight upon it.

He rather thought that the concussion would have the
effect of hurlin t%m chair away from its place, and open-
ing the door. %t did not; but it made the door and the
whcl)]le study shake’and rattle, and there was a sudden crash
within.

Then there was a yell,

“QOh, you dangerous ass!”

aic H,a, ha, ha ! roared Kangaroo. “ Are you cutting films,
too ?’

“No, ass! T'm finishing the machine.’

““Oh! Aren’t you finished yet?”

o "
‘“Well, open the door."”
‘o Rutﬂ !1}

“TLook here, you're jolly well not going to have all this
blessed study for your blessed machine,” exclaimed Noble
indignantly. “Open the door.” y

“Oh, go and eat coke!” 3

“1 want to speak to you.'*

“ Oh, buzz off I”

“TLook here—-"*

“ Shut u\) 1 y EEe

When Glyn was ocoupied with an invention, he was
harder  to  deal with than Manners photographing.
Kangaroo thumped on the door. Clifton Dane came along
the passage, and stared at the hammering Corustalk.

“What on earth’s the matter?”’ e

w Complete Story-Boolk,
e %‘rleo oﬁ’epn..umnny.» i
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““That ass is fastening us out,” grunted Kangaroo.

‘Do yon want to go in?"”’

Kangaroo veflected.

““ Well, no, not particularly,” he said. ‘Ii's on principls,
you seo. Let’s have the blessed door in.”

“Oh, all right,” said the Canadian, with a grin.

And they bumped on the door with their shoulders. Both
were sturdy lads of a good weight. The shock on the door
this time was too much for the chair to stand. It did not
slip from its place—it was jammed too tightly—but it broke
down the back, and fell into pieces.

The door flew open, crashing against the fragments of the
chair, and hurling them into the study.

Kangaroo and Clifton Dane rushed in.

““ Look out!” roared Glyn.

But it was too late!

The Liverpool lad was engaged in work upon a perfect
network of wires and steel rods, built up in a curious form,
more resembling the skeleton of a large horse than anything
elso. Kangaroo and Dane rushed right into them.

There was a elang and a crash as the wholo contrivance
woné, }to the mrK

“Oh!” gas] angaroo.

“Ow I" stuttered Dane.

Glyn gave a roar.

“You asses! Look at what you've done! Ol 1"

“ Well, why didn’t you open the door?” grunted Kangaroo,
picking himself up. *You ass! I collared the blessed keys
of t};\a st:ldy, too!”

“Ass!”

“ Never mind, you can fix it together again.”

‘““Never mind—""

Glyn did not say any more. There was a poker between the
bars of the grate, heating there for some soldering that he
had been doing. Glyn made a clutch at it, and the red-hot
tip waved within an inch of the Cornstalk’s nose.

Kangaroo jumped suddenly back.

““ Look out——'

* (et out of the study!” roared Glyn,

‘s l;ub_____’,

“ Buzz off I"”

“1 won’t!”

“We won’t—""

“Then you'll jolly well get burnt!” said Glyn. ‘Do you
think T can have a pair of dangerous lunatics buzzing about
here while I'm_at work on the most delicate machinery I've
ever made? Get out!” )

“But—— Oh! Ow!”

Kangaroo yelled as the tip of the poker just touched him.
He made a dive for the door, and dashed into the passage.

(ilyn flourished the poker.

‘“ After him, Dane!”

“ But G

“Get out!” 4

“ Look here—— Ow!"”

Dane dashed after Kangaroo just in time to escape a dab
of the hot poker. Bernard Glyn kicked the door shut after

them. ,
Kangaroo immediately opened it again.
“I say. Glyn—""

“ Get -out !

“Yes; but I say—"

The poker was brandished again, and Kangaroo popped
out, and the door closed. Bernard Glyn jammed the back of
a chair under the lock, so tightly this time, that it was im-
possible for the door to be opened half an inch. Then he
thrust the poker back into the grate again, and with a
chuckle, went on with his work.

Kangaroo and Dane tried the door, and then kicked upon it.

I say, Glyn!” roared the Cornstalk through the keyhole.

The Liverpool lad only chuckled.

“Glyn. Tom Merry's coming back by the two-thirty.
Aten’t you coming to meet him?”

No reply.

““Glyn, I suppose you're coming down to the station with
the rest of us?”

Silence !

“Glyn! Glyn! Glyn!”
Bang! Bang! Bang!

But from within the study came no sound but the faint
clinking as Bernard Glyn put his precious machinery together
again. The Cornstalk looked at {)ane with a grin.

*“It's no good,” he remarked; ‘ might as well talk to a
deaf mule as to Glyn when he's making one of his rotten

contraptions. We shall have to go without him. Hallo,
there’s Dlgbﬁ calling !”’ ’
The Fourth-Former was bawling along the passage.

“Hallo! You fellows.coming to the station?”
‘“We're coming !”
¢ Buck up, then'

NEXT
THURS" " 1
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And Kangaroo and Clifton Dane gave up their attacks|
upon the end study, and. went along the passage to join |
Digby and Herries, and the inventor of 8t. Jim's was left |
in peace to work on his new invention—an invention that |
was to cause a considerable furore in the school when it was |
completed. |

CHAPTER 3, t
The Return of Tom Merry & Co, t
f
i
|

o YLCOMBE "
W “Fh?"
“ Wylcombe Station, deah boys!"”

“Rylcombe at last!” said Tom Merry, as the train ran |
tnwalrds the little station half-hidden in green trees. * Thero ||
it isl” ¥

The juniors of St. Jim's, returning from their holiday on |
the Riviera, looked out of the carriage windows with keen |
interest. ;

They had not been away from St. Jim's and their usual
surroundings so very long, but the change of scene had been
complete, and they felt as if they had ’{)een away from the
old familiar landscape for years. ¥

Tom Merry & Co. had spent a very happy holiday on the
Riviera, at Nice, and l\}onta Carlo, with Miss ~Priscilla
Fawcett, Tom Merry's old governess. ;

But they were not sorry to be returning to St. Jim’s, fo
the old familiar school, and the old familiar faces.

There were seven of them in the railway carriage, as the
train rolled on townrcds the little country station of
Rylcombe. :

om Merry and Monty Lowther—Manners’ chums in the
Shell—sat at the windows on one side, looking out at the
station, which was in sight along the line. Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn, the chums of the New House, were crowded ab
the other windows, occupying that side of the carriage.
Jack Blake was busily engaged in eating caramels, the last
of a packet brought from g\lice, and he was too busy to
look out. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim's, had caught sight of Rylcombe Church
gpire in the distance; and he was now trying to get a look
out of the window, Iiggins & Co. were in the way—perhaps
more in the way than they need have been—but the New
House chums were never tired of ragging the swell of the
School House.

“Wylcombe at last,” said Arthur Augustus, polishing his
eyeglass, and jamming it into his eye. ‘Do you know,
deah boys, I'm wathah glad to be back.”

“Same here,” said Tom Merry. $

“We have spent a most pleasant holiday, and we owe the
heartiest thanks to Miss Pwiscilla Fawecett, Tom Mewwy’s
wespected govahness

‘ Hear, hear!”

“ Figgins's uncle, the worthy majah, was also vewy kind,
and I think we weally owe a vote of thanks to Iigging's
uncle.”

““ Hear; hear!”

Figgins’s cousin was wathal a wesponsibility to me,”
went on D’Arey thoughtfully; ““but upon the whole, I am
glad I was able to look aftah him.”

“Rats!”

“ Weally, Figgins—"

“More rats!”

“If you say wats to me, Figgay, I shall have no wesource
but to administah a feahful thwashin’.”

“Rats !”

ID’Arcy pushed back his cuffs.

“ Vewy well. £

“ Hush, naughty,”

*“ Weally, Blake———

“Do you want to arrive at St. Jim’s with a black eye?” |
demanded Tom Meérry. ‘ I'm surprised at you, Gussy.”

“ Figgins has been wude—-"

“ Keep the peace! We're nearly into the station. There
will be a erowd on the platform. You don’t want to arrive
fighting,” said Tom Merry severely. * Really, I must re-
peat that I am surprised at you, Gussy."”

¢ On second thoughts, I will not thwash Figgins.”

“ (o hon!” said Figgins.

“ Pway allow me to appwoach the window, deah boys; I
want to look ont. Ow! Kerr, you uttah ass, you have
twodden on my toe!”

“Dear me!” said Kerr,

“Ow! Keep your gweat foot off my toe, you ass!"

““ Keep your great toe from under my foot,” said Kerr-

“ Weally, Kerr-—-""

“ We're slackening,” said Iliggins.

“I'm jolly glad,” said Fatty Wynn, rubbing his plump
hands, ¢ I'm getting awfully hungry. It's a curious thing,
but a change of air always improves my appetite, and I
always feel very hungry} getting home, too.” »

[y

S S

guid Blake. “ Have a. caramel.”

|

“ Pway let me— ! '
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:: What'’s the matter now ?”
o You have thwust your elbow into my wibs, Figgins.”
Blessed if I know what your ribs are doing at the end

of my elbow,” said Figgins, *Why don’t you look after
your ribs 1" A

[ You uttah ass!”

' Stopping I” said Tom Merry.

The train slowed down-into the station.

On the platform was a group of St.-Jim’'s juniors, and

they waved their hats and caps and gave a yell at the sight

of Tom Morry leaning from the window,

Kangaroo, ‘and Clifton Dane, and Digby, and Herries,
and Reilly, and George Gore, and several other fellows,
were gathered there to welcome Tom Merry & Co. home.

‘“Here they are!” roared Digby.

‘“ Bravo!”

‘“ Welcome, little strangers !"

“See the Conquering Hero comes.”

“ Hurray !”

“ Mave you broken the bank at Monte Carlo?”

‘“Hurray !”

Tom Merry threw open the carriage door and jumped
out. He was immediately surrounded, and fellows were
shaking his hands and thumping him on the back. There
was no doubt that Tom Merry was very popular with the
fellows at St. Jim’s.

His popularity had its awkward side. By the time he
gscage from the demonstrations of welcome, he was gasp-
ing for breath, and aching in most of his bones.

‘Oh, you duffers!” was his grateful response.

But, the juniers only laughed.

“Faith, ‘and it's sunburnt ye're looking,” said Reilly.
 And have ye broken the bank at Monte Carlo, alanna 7

Tom Merry laughed.

‘ Not exactly.” -

“Skimpole says—— ‘ 3

“Hewwies, T am vewy glad to see you, and T appweciate
you comin’ to the station in this way, but I must insist upon
your keepin’ that feahful beast away fwom my legs.
wogard you as an ass! That howwid dog has no wespect
whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs !’

“ Oh, Towser’s all right! He’s naturally a little excited,”
said Herries.

““Yaas, but pway keep him a wespectful distance.”

““Aren’t, _you ' going to shake hands with Towser?”
demanded }f;rrins indignantly.

“Weally, Hewwies—""

“I've taught him to put up his hand and shake,” said
Herries warmly. ““Don’t be a pig, you know. Shake hands
with him.”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

He didn’t want to be discourteous—far from it—but to
shake hands with Towser, whose teeth were an ever-
threatening danger to his immaculate *“bags™ !

“Hewwies ! Weally, Howwios——"

“Shake hands with him,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘Gussy, 1
must say that your manners haven’t been improved by going
abroad.”
© “Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“Oh, he needn’t shake hands with Towser !” said Herries
huffily. “After all, Towser is rather particular whom he
shakes hands with, and he mightn’t like it.”’

“ Weally, Hewwies—"

“I'm surprised at Gussy,” said Figgins, looking round.
“We've looked after him as well as we could, but I must
say ?isxmanner;? have gone down.”

‘“Shake hands with Towser, Gussy. Don’t be a worm !”’

“I-~I weally have no objection to shakin’ hands with
Towsah,” said Arthur Augustus, eyeing the bulldog dubi-
ouslér through his monocle. “I1—I-—— Here, Towsah!”
© “Grrer-r-r " said Towser.

“Towsah, old boy !”

“Gr-r-r-r I’

““ Just take his paw and shake it,”” said Herries.
be afraid.”

“I twust you do not imagine I am afwaid of a bulldog,
Hewwies.” ;

‘“ Well, take his paw, then, and don’t be all the afternoon
about it !

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy approached the bulldog in a
gmierly manner.

The crowd of juniors stood round grinning, as well as the
porter, and several passengers who had alighted from the
train.

“Towsah, old boy!”

D’Arcy stooped and gave hfs gloved hand to Towser, who,
instead of putting up his paw, growled ferociously, and so
B'riartled the swell of St. Jim’s that he jumped back in great
alarm.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 115.
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“ Weally, deah boys—""

“Don’t be afraid, Gussy.*

“I'm not afwaid, you ass!™®

“Ha, ha, ha!” it

D’Arcy advanced again, and thig time Towser, at a word
from his master, put up a muddy paw, which Arthur
Augustus took in his hand. The elegant junior of St; Jim's
shook hands golemnly with the bulldog. . :

“Beize him!” called out Kangaroo suddenly.

Gr-r-rr! o e

Towser’s jaws opened, and D’Arcy sprang back, and dodged
behind Herries. “

“Keep that, howwid beast off, Hewwicg——2

“Ha, ha, ha |?" 7 8eus

“I insist—" i

‘“He’s all right,” said Herries. “Come on, Towser, old
boy. Towser’s a’jolly good-tempered” dog. ‘He doesn’t care
whom he shakes hands with.” “ r

‘ Hewwies, yon ass——"’ X

“Let’'s get down to the tuckshop,” said Fatty Wynn
anxiouslg. “T'm rather.hungry after my journey.”

‘“Bai Jove! Look at that!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy held out his. hand. The
lavender kid glove was stained and muddy from contact with
Towser’s muddy paw. Herries looked at it.

“Well?”” he said. ’ .
~“My glove’s wuined !”” howled D’Arcy. »

““Oh, never mind——" o

“But I do mind. I—" \ ,

But the juniors were marching off the platform in a laugh-
ing crowd, and Arthur Augustus swallowed his indignation
and followed them, carefully wiping his soiled glove with
his handkerchief, and reducing the fine cambric to a hope-
lessly muddy condition,

e

CHAPTER 4.
Great News from Skimpole.
s ANNERS !
Skimpole of the Shell bawled the name through
the keyhole of Tom Merry's study at St. Jim’s.
It was the third time Skimpole had returned to the attack,
but Manners was not to be drawn, 2

“ Manners !’

“Go away !”

“The follows are gone to meet Tom Merry.”

“Pooh !”

“ Weren’t you going with them 7"’

“ Never mind.”

“1 want to speak to
his mouth to the keyhole,
You see—— Oooooch !’

A stream of ink, evidently ejected from a squirt, came
suddenly through the keyhole of the study door.

1t caught Skimpole fairly in his open mouth. %

Ho rolled back and sat down vielently, sputtering and
spluttering.

“Oh! ?)hl”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Manners, within the study,

1
ou‘t‘ Ooch !”

“Ha, ha!” : ;

“T'mm choked! T'm pip-pip-poisoned ™

“Serve you right 1’ - .

Skimpole staggered u‘p. Ink was running out of the
corners of his mouth, and trailing down his waisteoat.

“PDear me!” murmured the genius of the Shell. “I-—-I
had better go and wash my mouth. T cannot help regard-
ing this as extremely rude of Manners.” ;

And the amatour Socialist and scientific genius of St.
Jim’s hurried off to a bath-room, where he spent the next
ten minutes in washing the ink from his mouth and chin.
When he emerged from the bath-room, newly washed and
scoured, but still with a very strong flavour of ink in Rhis
mouth, he met Mellish of the Fourth.

“Stop a minute, Mellish I exclaimed Skimpole. ‘I have

idea.”
u"“lgonh 1 gaid Mellish. ““Don’t start your rotten scientific
stuff on me now! I don’t care whether the human race
originated in a speck of jelly floating in the sea, or whether
it didn’t. I don’t care whether it happened fifteen n’ulhon
years ago, or whether it never happencd at all.  Scat 1”

“ But really e v g ;

“Oh, go and eat coke! Tom Merry is coming home Lhis
afternoon, hang him !” said the cad of the Fourth. ”“Don &
see why he couldn’t stay away another week or two.

“It's that very matter I was going to speak about,
Mellish,” said Skimpole, walking beside the cad '9f tho
Fourth Form. “T'm glad Merry is coming back—

“Well, I'm not.”
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ha, ha! This is where we grin!” sang out Frank Monk.

‘“Ha “‘This is one for the Grammar School,”
« Bal Jove! Gwammah cads!” exclaimed the imprisoned Arthur Augustus D'Arcy from within the study,

’

“ But—""
. ““I hate him and all that crew,” said Mellish. ‘Lot of
rotters, I call them ! Don’t talk to me about Tom Merry."”

‘‘ But as he is coming home with so much money——""

Mellish pricked up his ears.

“Eh? What's that?”

““ Haven't you heard ?”

“No. What is it? Where has Tom Merry got any money
from?” demanded Mellish. ‘[ suppose you mean he's had
a tip from his blessed old governess.”

“Oh, no; it’s a larger sum of money—some thousands of
pounds !”’

“Fh "

“ Probably ten thousand pounds,” said Skimpole. “I am
sorry I cannot state the exact amount, but it cannot be less
than some thousands of pounds.”

‘“ What are you talking about?”

“Tom Merry.”

“Do you mean that he’s come into a fortune? You ass!
If he has come into any money, he won’t be allowed to bring
it to the school in his blessed trousers pockets,” said
Mellish, with a sniff. “ e wouldn’t be able to touch it till
he was of age.”

“T don’t mean that

“Then what the dickens do you mean ?"

¢ You see, he has won an enormous sum at Monte Carlo.”

Mollish jumped.

“What ! Tom Merry has?”

““Yes, certainly.”

“ Are you sure?” asked the cad of the Fourth, with wide-
open eyes.

“Yes. You sce, as I invented the system he has won it
with, he cannot do less than hand me a goodly share,” said
Skimpole. ‘“What do you think ?” s

*“Well, he ought,” said Mellish slowly.
he’s won as much as you say, though.”

“ Well, if it were only hundreds, that is a lot.”

“By George, it is!” said Mellish covetously.

9

“I don’t suppose
“ And
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money like that would be in his own pockets, too; he could
do as he liked with it. Fancy a Shell fellow having a
hundred pounds or more.” 8

‘“I am sure it i3 a thousand or more.”

““But how do you know ?"’ said Mellish, still incredulous.
“Did Tom Merry say so?”

“Of course, T have not seen him yet. But I had a letter
from him in Nice. I had sent him my system by re istered
post—an infallible system, whereby anybody coul easily
break the bank of Monte Carlo, provided with a capital of
one hundred francs,” said Skimpole. * 1fe replied that he
had received it, and—— By the way, here is Gibbons.
Gibbﬁns, I have some news, Tom Merry i3 coming homa
rich. .

“Rats!” said Gibbons.

“It is true. TIle has broken (he bank at Monte Carlo.”

“Gammon !

“I had a letter from him in Nico-—""

“H'm! Got the letter.”

“Certainly !”

Skimpole groped in his pecket, and brought forth an
envelope with a foreign ‘stamp and the Nice postmark
on it.

““That is the envelope,” he said. “I do not seem to have
the letter. I have probably lost it. I generally lose my
letters, somehow. A mighty brain cannot bring itself down
to attend to trifles.”

Mellish looked at the envelope. Tt had certainly come
from Nice, and was addressed to Skimpole, at St. Jim’s, in
Tom Merry’s handwriting.

Mellish’s doubts vanished. Skimpole was a peculiar youth,
but he was not a liar, though Le frequently made ludierous
mistakes. And he had cerfainly had a letter from Tom
Merry ; the envelope witnessed that. And Tom Merry would
never lie.

“ By George !" said Mellish eagerly. ““If this is teue—and.
I suppose it 15—
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““ Quite true, Mellish, T assure you on the word of a sincere
Socialist.”

* Wa ought to give Tom Merr{ o bit of a weleome home,”
soid Mellish l]mughtl’ull;{. “After aull, he's a jolly decent
clm{:: I always snid so.’

Skimpole blinked through his spectacles at the cad of the
F(:llrl]l. in considerable surprise.

. Dear me; You were saying—"

L Never mind what T was saying,” said Mollish hur-
riedly. “I always liked Tom Merry, and you must admit
that. 've always spoken well of him.”

“Why, yon said—"

“He's a jolly decent chap, thal’s what T said”’ inter-
ruptod Mellish. “Gibbons will bear me out that Pve always
edmired Tom Merry, IHe's Imlly decent, The best footballer
m"t:lm Lower School, and tie finest cricketer.”

- My hat!" said Gibbons.

He's the most popular fellow in the school, and so he
ought to be, too,” went on Mellish, “My idea is that
something ought to be done to mark his return—something
to show all St. Jim's that the fellows regard it as a red-
letter day.”

“That is what I was thinking,” said Skimpole, “I was
considering a lnrge_(ratfy to mect him at the station, but
the other fellows did not fell mo exactly when they were
going, and they weni without my secing them. 1t was
unforfunate, Then I tried to speak to Manners, to arrange
i_:;n'l'w roception here, bub Manners was almost rude aboub
1

“Wo can _get up a reception without Mannors,” smid
Mellish. **We can manage it on our own. Let's call the
fellows together and explain to them. Some of the Fifth
and Sixth tmqlit like to have a hand in it.”

“* Good egg 1" =aid Gibbons, ““Of course, Tom Merry will
stand something pretiy decent to all of ua if ho's reully
como homa rich."”

“Oh, I don't think we ought to lock on il in that light,”
said Mellish loftily, “I want to welcome Tom Merry home
because I like him, and he’s such an awfully decent chap.
That’s my idea.”

“ Ahem 1

‘‘If you want a thick ear, Gibbons—""

¢TI was only coughing,” caid Gibbons. * Let’s tell the
fellows, and geb up = big party to meet him ut the gales.
He’ll be here soon.”

“Right-ho! Buzz off

Aud the juniors hurried off to carry out the plan. Skim-
pole made his way to the 8hell passage, and passed the news
on to several fellows there. Ile arrived at the end study
and knoeked at the door.

“ (yn 1

]
i

** Buzz off I’ came the Liverpool lad’s voice from within. .

Clink! Clink! Bernard Glyn was evidently engaged
upon-machinery of some sort. Skimpole could hear him 2t
worl. He knocked at the door sgain.

“Bernard Glyn|”

“Go away!”

“ Wo're arranging o reception for Tom Merry——'"

“Well, go recep.,” howled Glyn. ““Don’t come here
bothering mo. Get away !”

““Wao're getting up a parly to meet him at the gates

“Run away and play.”

“ Won't you come?”

“I’'m busy.” .

‘‘ But under the circumsiances—"

““1f T coma out to you I'll boot you all along the passage,”
roared Glyn. :

“*Dear mo!” murmured Skimpole, “He is as rude as
Manners. Both of them are certainly very unpleasant this
sfternoon. However, 1 supposa that, from o sense of duty,
[ must persist.  Glyn cortainly ought to be in the party.”

He rapped at the door again with his bony knuckles.

“Glyn! I say, Glyn!” L

Tha door was flung open, and Glyn rushed into the
pasgage with a snort of rage. e collided with Skimpole,
and sent him staggering.

“Oh 1" gasped the amateur Socialist.

Glyn did not waste his breath in words, e scized
Skimpole by the collar, nnd jerked him up, and then he
applied his boot to Skimpole’s person in a way that was,
to use the poct’s words, frequent and painful and free.

“Oh!” roared Skimpole. “Ow! Pray cease this brutal
conduct, Ow! As a sincere Socialist, I am bound 16
return good for evil, but as a Determinist I shall eertainly
punch your head it you do not—— Ow! Ow!”

Skimpole collapsed on the linoleum, and Glyn returned
to his study, still snorting. The amateur Socialist of St
Jim's sat uf: and rubbed his aching bones, and blinked after
Bernard Glyn with a bewildered expression. .

“How very rough!” he murmured. *“ As a Delerminist,
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I cannot blame him for being vough, as it is certainly the
outcome of his heredity nnd euvironment. Glyn, if I did
not regard you as purely the slave of circwmstances, and the
victim of the combined influenca of heredity and environ=
ment, I should call you a beast! Ow "

Glyn went into his study and slammed the door. Skim-
pole picked himself up and limped slowly awsy. According
to. Skimpole’s Determinigt theories, Glyn wasn't to blame
for having lost his temper, but Bkimpole was feeling de-
cidedly uncomiortable, ail the same. And, stoange fo 88y,
it did not rolieve his aching bones fo reflost that Glyn's
violenco was simply due fo the combined influcnce of
heredity and envicronment. .

CITAPTER 5.
014 Friends.

ATTY WYNN halted as the party from the railway-
station reached the tuckshop in the villaze street.
I'iggins jerked him by the sleeve.

“Come on!”’ he said.

“Hold on, Figgy!
Murphy for some time

“Well, we couldn’t expect to see her, while we were on
the Riviera and she wus in Rylcombe. Conie on !”

“Yes; but it would be only iriendly to look in and ask
bhow she is——"

“Come on i

‘Tt would be only thoughtful
“We can have a feed at 8t
Come orn 1"

“1 wasn't thinking wholly of a fecd—"
“ Come on!”

* Look here, Figgins——
“Take his cther arm, Kerr."

“Right-ho!”

And Vatty Wynn was marched on, with a yery injured
cxpression on his plump face.

*“It’s rottenly neglectful of us,” he said, ““and there were
fresh jam tarts in the window !”?

“Ha; ha, hal¥

“T’m hungry, too. I always get hungry in this weather.
I have a sort of keenness of appetite comes over me at this
time of the year.”

“ And at every other blessed time, too,” said Kerr. ¢ Do
dry up! ¥You make me fecl hungry when you start.”

“There’ll be a decent feed at St. Jim's,” said Kangaroco
consolingly. “I’'ve told Mrs. Mimble to trot out the best
she has.”

“Good!” said Fatty Wynn.,  “You’re a decent chap,
< rroo. I believe in drawing the bonds of Empire
—hands across the sca, and so on. I do really.”
Kiuageroo laughed, The juniors marched on cheerily to-
wards the school, and in the lane they suddenly encountered
four youths in Grammar School caps. Tom Merry recog-
nised them at once.

They were Frank Mouk, Carboy, Lane, and Gordon Gay,
the shining lights of Rylcombe Grammar School-—at least,
of the junior portion of it.

The four Grammarians
numerous party of Saints, .

“HMallo! 8o you're back!" said Monlk,

““Hero we are; as lerge as lifo and twice ss natural,”
snid Tom Merry cheerfully. 1 suppose you Crammaor
chaps are still \-egﬁmtiu&f in the some old spot ?”

“Yes; snd we're ready to give you somo more lickinga
now that you've gol back,"” said Monk.

“ Wats I”?

“Tallo! Is that Gussy—still alive?”’ said Carboy.
“Didn’t you pass through Paris as you went to Nice?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“T]]en’ how have you got back?”

SIch !

T should have thouglit it wasn’t safe for you.”

£ O’};l, thai’s all wight! The floods have been ovah a long
time.

“T wasn’t thinkin‘; of the floods,” said Monk. *I've been
told that the officials of the Jardin des Plantes are always
on tho lock-out for now specimens for their monkey-house,
%nd‘ I,’)m really surprised at your being allowed to leave

aris.

‘“Ia, ha, ha!” roared the Grammarians,

Arthur Augustus coloured with wrath,

“Weally, Monk -

Y Ha, ha, hal? .

“1 wefuse to allow this wude wemark to pass un-
chastised,” said Arthur Augustus, letting his cyegluss drop
to the end of its cord, and pushing back his cuffs. “ Pway
put up your hands, you wettah.” :

“Ha, ha, ha |

1S NOW
ON SALE.

We-—-we haven’t secen Mother

1)

Jim’s,” said Figgins.

halted at the sizht of the
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“T am sowwy to delay you a few minutes, deal boys,
while T give Fwanl Monl a feahful thwashin’.”

““No time,"” sgid Kangaroo.

“ Weunlly, Kanganwoo——" !

“ We'll bump them instead,” zaid the Cornstallk cheerily.
“Collar them F'

“ Hureah!” -

““Line up !’ shoutad Gordon Gay. ;

o Grammarians lined up, but the rush of ihe Saints
fairly whirled them over. They wero collared and bumped
in a twinkling.

Then the patrty of Sainfs marched on, laughing, leaving
the four Grammarians sitbing in the dust and blinking at
cach other

i " gasped Monk.

“Ow!” said Carboy and Lane.

Gordon Gay chuclclad.

“ What are you cackling at, you image?” demanded his
thrée comrades, staving at him wrathfully.

“Youl” snid Gay cﬁeerfully. “ Myself, too.
set of duffers!”

¢“Oh, do we ?” said Monk, with a growl.

“Yes. We ought to have given them a wide berth, as
the odds were against us. Never mind; we’ll make them
§ét up yet, now that Tom Merry's back again. I’ve got an
1dea.

Meanyhile, the Saints marched on, quite satisfied with
the bumping they had bestowed upon the heroes of the
Grammar Scheol. ’

They came in sight of the gates of St. Jim's.

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation of surprise.

“ My hat! The whole school scems to have turned out.”

“Bai Jove !"”

Knngaroo gave a low whistle.

“1 thought there would be a lot,” he remarked, *fbut
blessed if I understand {his.”

The gateway of St. Jim’s was crowded. Behind the
crowd thero could be scen glimpses of a larger crowd back
in the quad.

All St. Jim's cevtainly seemed to have turned out.

Therc was a shout from the crowd in the gateway as tho
juniors were sighted in the road, and a mouth-organ struck
up a tune.

““Sce the Conquering Hero Comes!”” exclaimed Blake.
¢ That’s Kerruish tootling. I'd know his toot anywhere.
What does he mean by playing that?”

“Bai Jove! They appawently wegard us as conquewin’

We look a

hewoes," said Arthur “Augustus.  “Upon the whole,
pewwaps ihiey are wight.” !
The juniors marched on, considerably puzzled. Thero

was a ringing cheer from the crowd in the gate.
gllurrahilt
‘“ Hurrah for Tom Merry !”
‘“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

CHAPTER 6.
The Conguering Hero.

OM MERRY staved at the crowd.
Thet his friends should be glad of his return to St.
Jim's was natural enough. That his acquaintances
should be plensed wos also natural. But that half the school
should furn out to welcome him was a surprise.

Yet here they were, in crowds.

And, »strangest of all, there were Fifth-Formers in the
throng, and the Fourth-Former who was making the most
noisec was Mellish, the onc fellow at St. Jim’s whom Tom
Merry never could get on with,

It was amazing.

What could it mean?

¢ ‘8eo tho Conquering Hero Comes! " bawled Mellish,

‘““ Hoovay !"

Toot-toot-toot ! went Kerruish’s mouth-organ.

“Hip, hip, hooray!” .

*Off your rockers?”
the cate.

‘“ Hooray

““ What's the row?”

“ Bravo, Tom Merry!”

“ Baj Jove! I wegard this as wathah wemarkable !”

£ ]?13350({ if I understand it, either !’ said Kangaroo, looking
azzled,

P Howavah, it is o wippin’ weception !”*

“T'm so glad you've back,” said Skimpole, catching Tom
Merry by the buttonhole. ‘““Of course, you found wy
system——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* You remember I sent it to Nice—-"'

““0Oh, yes!"”

*“Well, then, you—-"

asked Tom Merry, as he came up to

1
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¢ Shoulder high!”’ exclaimed Mellish., ““Come on!”

““ Hooray ! <

A rush of juniors surrounded Tom Merry. Mellish and
Hancock seized him, and up ho went. French and Pratt of
the New Houss lent a hand. New Houss and Schiool Houso
were united in doing honour to the hevo of the Shell,

*Here, leb go!” roarved Tom Merry.

“Shoulder high!”

Hooray !’

 Loggo, Mellish, you ass!”

* Oh, eoms on!" 3 :

‘And Tom Morry, struggling, was borne shoulder high
through the gates. His chums followed, laughing, and groatly
puzzled. If these honours were being paid to Tomn Moerry
#s & great traveller there wass no reason why his chums
ahould not sharo them, yet Tom Merry solely was evidently
the centro of attraction.

It was a puzzlo to them. I3 =Ja

Tom Merry was not enjoying it, either. He disliked and
distrusted Mallish, the cad of the Fourth, and he could not
help suspecting that there was some trickery in the matter.

* Loolc here, Mallish, 1ot me down !’ he exclaimed sharply.

“Rot!"” said Mellish
“What are yvou playing tho giddy ox like this for?"

£ use you're a conquering lero, and we've glad to
have yon buck,” said Mellish. **T hope you're not thinking
of any little disagreement in the yinst on an oceasion like this.
Why not let bygones be bygoneas?”

Tom Merry's Lenrt smoto him.

Mellish was evidently in earncst, and 56 were the others, and
Tom Merry, who seldom was suspicious, folt that lis had been
too suspicions this time. i ] A

Mellish apparently had been thinking over his conduct
during Wom Merry’s.absence, and had resoived to be a moro
friendly fellow, and this was his way of sliowing it—so it
appenred to Tom Merry. i

“Of course, I'm willing to lot bygones be bygones, : hin
said, ‘““That's all right. But do lot me get down, there's o
goad chap.” ]

“Stuff! We're honouring you!”

“Rats! T don't want to be honoured !”

“ Hooray " roared the crowd. “ Hooray for Tom Moy I

“Right round the quad!” shouted Hancock. Then tothe
tuckshop!”

** Hooray 1" 5 X

“That's a jolly good idea!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn,

“ Bravo, Tom forrs" "

“Here's the man who broke the bank at Monte Carlo !

¢ Hooray !’ " . y

“Bh?" exclaimed Tom Merry, in surprise. “What's thul
about the bank at Monfe Carlo?" x = ;

“Oh, wo know all about it," ssid Mallish, laughing.
¢ Skimpole's told us."

“Skimpole?” :

““Yos, He's told us all aboul yvour muking the bunk bust.”

“1 suppose hie was deeaming,” said Tom. * Do yon think
T'm o gambler? Of course, I never played at Monte Carlo—
1 shouldn't havo been allowed to.”

Moellish jumped, and relaxed his hold, and Tom Merry
jorked himself free and slid to the ground.

The ead of the Fourth stared at lini blanikly.

“ Yousvyou didn’t play ot Monte Carlo?” ha stammarad.

“ Cortainly not1"”

“You didn't break the bank?”

¢ Of course not!”

“You—you haven’t won a thousand pounds?”’

£ Of course I haven’f, you ass!”
£ 01’ !Y!

Tom Merry’s eves gleamed., e understood the cauze of
that imposing reception now, and wly his old enemy had been
g0 affable.

“Did you think I had broken the bank, you duffers?’ Le
exclaimed. “What on earth put that silly idea into your -
empty numskulls?”’ -

“S{«impulu fold us!"” roaved a dozen voices

“ Where's Skimpola?”’

- “Make him explain "

“Skimpola! Skimypole!”

“ Really, you know, Marry———"

“ Hero ho ixl"

* Renlly, you know,” said Skimpole, “I hope you will éon-
fributo at lesst fivo hundred pounds towards the propaguation
of Socialisth, Tom Merry, You see—"

“You utter ass!”’

(13 E]l?'f

“Did you tell theso chaps that T Lad broken the baunk ab
Monte Carlo?’ roared Tom - Merry, taking tha awmataur
Soctalist by the shoulder and shaking lLim,

Skimpole gasped.

 Certainly 1"’

¢ Then why did you, you dummy?’

Tar Gex Lisrary.—No. 115.
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“Kh? Because it is truel”

“True? You ass!”

“* But you told me so!”

:I{—I ,t,old you s0?” gasped Tom Merry, taken quite aback.
“Yes

““ When—how?"

“In your letter from Nice.”

“He's trying to keep it dark,” muttered” Mellish. * e
doesn’t want to sharoe out.”

*‘ Hold your tongue, you cad!” said Tom Merry fiercely.
“Now, then, Skimpole, explain, I certainly never told you
anything of the sort. You're dreaming.”

“Yeg, in your letter from Nice, you know. You remember
that I invented a system of winning at roulette, and sent it

“to you at Nice by registered post?”’

CWell 7!

““You replied ¢hat yon had received it.”>

‘“Yes, I received it.” : ‘

“T asked you to put it to use, and in your reply you said
that you had put it to the only use it was fit for.”

Tom Merry grinned,

‘“ Exactly.” ¢

“Very well, if you tried it on the bank at Monte Carlo it
naturally followed that you must have broken {he bank, as
the system was infallible.”

“ You utter ass!”

“ Really, Tom Merry——"?

“1 told you I had put it to the only use it was fit for,”
said Tom Merry. * That meant that I used it for pipelights,
as“m(;ml’x'es aro 8o expensive in Nice,”

‘W toro it up between us, and made spills of it, and they
lasted us auite a long time,” said Tom Merry. ‘I really
!:ngd to read it first, but I couldn’t understand a word of

.ll O}l lf'
“ As for breaking the bank at Monte Carlo, T exvect the
3”5’.‘ would nave broken me if 1 had tried it—which I didn’t

““ Oll !"

“We’eve been jolly well swindled!” growled Kerrnish, “ We
thought——""

**Oh, it's rotten!”’ said Mellish.

“ Conquering hero, indeed ! Poof!™

‘“Bah{”

“Rats 1"

X ah 1’ ;

And the reception melted away.

CHAPTER 7.
D'Arcy’s Complexion is Not Improved.
OM MERRY & CO. looked at one another,
Tom Merry were laughing heartily. Tom himself
looked a little red and angry.
“Bai Jove!"”” said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘No wondah Mellish
» was so awf’ly chummay when he thought you had won a
thousand pounds! I wegard him as & wank wottah!”
/' ““Ha, ha, ba!’ roared Blake. ‘I never saw a conquering
hero stripped of his laurels so suddenly before!” :
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
. “Oh, rats!”’ growled Tom Merry. *‘Let’s get in.”
g ae, he, Hal"
“Do stop cackling! I’m ready for a feed.”
“ Now youw’re talking I’ excleimed Fatty Wynn. ‘‘T'm jolly
hungry myself. That walk from the station has given me a
' good appetite.” ; : :
“ Yaas, wathah! I am feelin’ a little peckish.”
“Let's get in,”” said Monty Lowther. ‘I can see the Head
;altanding at the School House door—he’s going to welcome us
ome.”
“Good old Head!”
“Come on, then!”
“Hold on a minute, deah boys! I-—I can't seo the Iead
now !" exclaimed D’Arcy, in dismay.
“ Why not?”’ ; G
“Look at my gloves! They’re uttahly wuined by shakin’
hands with Hewwies’s wotten bulldog. I could not let the
Head seo me in gloves like this,”
P08 Ha . ha 1™ .
. ‘Tt is no laughin’ mattah, Blake. T suppose you would not
. like the Head to wegard mo as a slovenly boundah?”
“Tako them off, then! Come on!”’ #
“T am hardly likely to appeah before the ITead in an
ovahcoat without gloves.”
“Tako tho coat off, then.” E
‘“ Well, that's wathah a good ideah,” said D’Arcy thought-
fully.. ‘I can take off the coat and gloves as if I were in
.~ weadiness to go to my gum:tnhs, and then the gloves will not
'~ be noticed, Help me oft with my coat, Blake, deah boy, and
don’t wumple it more than you can help.’
Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 115,
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All but;

‘“ Hero you are!”

“Ow! You uttah ass! Yeu are dwaggin’ it off! On
tecond thoughts, I feel wathah dustay aftah a long journey,
and 1 don’t think—-"’

**You never do!”

‘“ Weally, Blake—"

** Your chivvy could do with a wash,”” said Blake, examining
it critically. ‘‘There’s a black on your nose, and another on
your cheek. Give it a rub with your handkerchief, and come

on,
N ”

(A

“The Head’s got his eye on us.”?

““ Oh, vewy well I”

Arthur Augustus followed his chums, and as he did o, he
took out his eambric handkerchief, and gently rubbed his
face. In the haste of the moment he forgot that he had
previously used the handkerchief to wipe his muddy gloves.

The result of the wipe of the muddy handkerchief across
his face can be imagined. One wipe across the cheek, and
another across the mnose removed the two offending
blacks, but left D’Arey’s face looking as if he had rubbed
it in the road.

“Is that all wight, Blake ?”’

But they were at the door now, and Blake had no time to
answer.

Dr. Holmes was standing in the doorway, an imposing
figure in cap and gown. He smiled at the juniors. He had
been about to leave the School House, and he had caught
sight of Tom Merry & Co., and stopped to speak to them.

“T am glad to see you back again, Merry!” he ex-
claimed, shaking hands with the hero of the Shell. *“ 1 hope
you have had a pleasant holiday on the Riviera.”

** Very pleasant indeed, sir, thank you,” said Tom Merry.

“I am glad to hear it.”

The Head shook hands with the returning juniors in turn,
and came to Arthur Augustus last.

He started as he looked at the swell of St. Jim's,

The others noticed D'Arcy’s face for the first time now,
and there was a suppressed giggle. D’Arcy was blissfully
ignorant of the cause of if.

“D'Arcy, I—I—" g

“1U'm glad to be back again, sir,”” said Arthur Augustus.
“We have had a wippin’ time, sir, but it’s pleasant to see
the old coll. again, and yourself, sir, if I may make the
wemark.”

“Thank you, D’Arcy,” said the IHead drily. “You
might have shown your pleasure, however, by appearing
here with a cleaner face.”

“ Weally, sir—""

“You had better go and wash it immediately.”

And the Head passed on,

D’Arcy stood petrified.

“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated.
Is my face dirtay, you chaps?”’

Y¥a, ha, ha't”

““Is there anything the matter with my face, deah boys 7"

“ Well, there’s the shape,” said Monty Lowther thought-
fully. “It’s a bit.odd in that respect.”

‘“ Weally, Lowthah——""

“Then there’s the extra eye,”
troisieme, you know.”” g

* Pway don’t be an ass, Figgins.”

*“Then there's the mud!” roared Kerr.

* Thes~the mud I

D’Arcy rushed across to the glass. ;

He surveyed his reflection there with a gasp of dismay,
He could scarcely believe that the muddy countenance look-
ing back at him was his own.

““Bai Jove |”

““Ha, ha, ha[?

‘1 see no cavse for unseemly mewwiment!'? exclaimed
Arthur  Augustus indignantly. “Somebody has been
playin’ a twick on me.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bai Jove, it must have come off my handkerchief,” gaid
D’Arcy. “1 forgot! It is all the fault of Hewwies and
his wotten bulldog.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, pway stop cacklin®. T chall go and get a wash, and
then find Doctah Holmes, and offah him an apology for
appeawin’ befoah him in such a state.” g

And Arthur Augustus rushed upstairs, three stairs at a
time, to the FOlll‘t%l Form dormitory, to make himself look
more presentable.

“Well, a wash wouldn’t do any of us any harm,” re-
marked Tom Merry. “I'm going to follow Gussy’s
example.”

“(Good!” exclaimed Kangaroo., ‘‘Look here, we've got-
the stuff for the feed all ready in our study, and we’ll have
it roady for you in five minutes, or ten at the outside,
Where would you prefer to have it1”

’

“What does that mean?

said TFiggins,. “'Le

“Ha, ha Jiat
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“ Look here—Ow ! " culahm.d (‘hfmn l)unc as ln. dusln.d after Kangaroo just in tlme to cuape a dab of
the hot pokcr from thc infuriated Bumud G yn

#A \\(ll Hn re’ll be a gnml nnny of us, and it \\nll‘I be a “Yem
crowd in one of the studies,” said Tom Merry. * Supposo Manners went off to the Shell dormitory to see his chums,
wo meet in the Hobby (Iu\; mum.’" and the others hurried to the end study. The door was

“ (Good—in ten minutes.” still fast.

“ Right-ho I’ Kangaroo hammered on it with his fist.

“Come on, Dane, and help me get the stuff.  You can “Glyn! Bernard Glyn!”
lend a hand, l)xg, and you too, Gore, if you like. “ Hallo !”

¢ Certainly.” “ Open the door,”

> ‘ ' ’ "
And the four juniors went along to the end study iu the :‘ g;"‘l;‘ L2 S

Shell passage. As they passed the door of Tom Merry's

i “ Sha’n’t !”
study, 1t opened, and Manners came out. . 3

“Hallo!” exclaimed Manners, “I'm ready to go down :; ];‘?"lf"‘.'."'rp s
to the station, 1f you fellows are.” * Poof | PRI
““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kangaroo. CHAPTER 8

Manners stared at him.
“ What's the joke, you ass?” No Entrance. I
“ Nothing—only we've boen to the station, and returned, ANGAROO breathed hard through his nose.
and Tom Merry’s come home, and he's ge(tmg a .much- He had laid in a supply of really good things
needed wash in the Shell dorm. at this moment.’ that day, with the assstance of Clifton Dane, to

“By Jove!” Manners looked at his watch. “ By Jove! stand Tom Merry & Co. a big feed on their '(‘““'"
How the time passes when you're at work, doesn’t it? I Those good things were in a box in the end study. But
didn’t know! Never mind. I've done with the pictures. Bernard Glyn was still busy upon his m\(\ntmn. and the |
Most of them have come out beautifully, and Lowther will box of good things might as well have been in the moon, |
be pleased. In the Shell dorm., did you say ?” for any chance Kangaroo and Dane had of getting at if,
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From his previous experience Kangaroo knew how little
chance there was of getting Glyn to open the door while he
was busy, AR :

And the sound of clinking metal from within the study
showed that Glyn certainly was busy.

_ Kangaroo tried the door again. It did not budge an
inch.. The keys Belonging to that lock were in Kangaroo's
pocket, but the door was even faster than if it had been
tm’:k?‘t{. '.|[‘!xe Cornstalk chum rapped on it again.
*Glyn !’ -

There was no reply. .

“ Look here, Glyn, we want to come in.”
“¥You can't.”

“There’s a box of grub there—we want it.”
LSt 1” :

*Open the door I

“0an’'t be did! I'vo screwed it,” said Glyn coolly.
The screws will také some time to get out. You can run
way and play.”?
“ We want the tommy I"”” roared Kangaroo, exasperated.
“Will the box pass through the keyhole?”

AL ASS 1"

_ “‘Then you can’t have it. I'll throw it out of the window,
if you like.*

“Don't you dare!” yelled the Cornstalk. ¢ You'll smash
the gingerbeer-bottles, and muck up the whole lot 1"

“Wall, buzz off; you can’t have the hox.”

“ We must have it.”

 Stuft' 1

Kangavao kicked at the door. Tt did not even shake.
Barnard Glyn had certainly taken effective steps to prevent
any furthor intorruptions. The door waos screwed, and it
would have taken Glyn himself some tinio to get it open
from inside, From ocutside it was an impossibility.

The juniors looked nt one another in greal exasperation.

A considerable amcunt of pocket-money had been
expended upon laying in #hose provisions, and now Tom
Merry & Co. had arrived, hungry for the feed. And the
good things were 6o near and yeb'so far.

“My hat!" said Digby. * We shall have to get the
door open somehow.””

Kangaroo shook his head hopelessly.

“Can’t be done—wa've tried that before.”

“What about tha window 1"

“ He will have fastened that, of course—we got in at the
window before when the duffer had locked us ouf,” suid
Clifton Dano.

Digby gave a whistle,

*Then we're done.”

¢ Looks like it.”

“Hang it all I exclaimad Gore. “ We shall have to get
the door open, I say, Glyn, if you don't open the door,
we'll smash the blessed thing in.”

Thore was a chuckle from inside the study.

“Do_you hear?” bawled Gore, hammering on the door
with lis fist.

“You can smash it in if you like!” called back Glyn.
“T don’t ‘quite see how you’ll do it, but you can try.”

“Look here

‘“Oh, run away and play!”’

“Tet’s get a form and bash in the lock,” said Gore.

“The lock wouldn’t bash in.”

“We can try.l o5

‘“Oh, all right!”

The four juniors ran along the psssage. There was a
form under the window at the end. The forrn was of sohid
oak, and very heavy, and it was clamped to the floor, to
prevent: its being moved by mischievous juniors,

“Wa can pull it up,” said Gore,

We'll try.”?

“ Now, then, gll together.”

The juniors laid hold of the form, and pulled. They
pulled und pulled fill they were red and gasping, and the
form gave o little. Jupiors who found the time hang
heavy upon thair hands had amused themselves with pick-
ing tome of tho serews out' of the iron clamps, and that
made the work easier. :

“1t's coming!” gasped Kangaroo,

“Pull away!”

* Put your beel into it.” : ¥

“Jallo! What on earth are you up to?” exclaimed
Herries, coming along the pnssege, glerrms had put
Towser away, and he was ready for the feed now,

“Lend a hand|” panted Kangaroo.

CRut—"
Tond @ hand !”

(4

o

‘" Oh, don’t jaw!
“Oh, all right!”
Horries grasped the form and dragged with the rest. The
additiona! strength did it. The clamps creaked and came
Inoee, and the form left its placc—so suddenly that the five
Tue Geu Lisrsgy.—No. 115.
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juniors sprawled on the floor, with the oaken form acrogd
their legs.

“Qh, oh, oh!™

“ My hat!”?

‘I‘(Yurooh 12

angaroo sat up, gasping, .

“ Wall, it's come up,"l’ he said. ““It's all xight.”
“And we'ye come down,” groened Dighy, rubbing his
ghins, “und it’s all wrong.”

* Never mind. Buck up!”

The juniors scized the loogened form, and bore it slong the

assage. Thoy took it st a run, and it was just Skimpole's
uck that he should come out of his study while they wera
passing the door.

Skimpole stopped out cheerfully into the path of the rush-
ing form, with disastrous results for Skimpole. The cnd of
it caught him on the chest, and Skimpole sat down with &
suddenness that completely took all his breath sway.

“Oh, dear!” gusped Skimpole. * W-w-w-what—'

“ Come on! Never mind him!i" y ) "yl

Tha juniors rushed the form on, leaving Skimpole sitting

" dazod and breathless, and blinking away at a grest rato.

They reached the door of the end study.

' Now, then!” exclaimed Kaungaroo.

Qo it!”

“ Get the form round, and bang the lock with the cnd!™”

“You duffers!” exclaimed Gore. ‘“It’s too long to go
round !’

$ Phicw!? : .

It was a fact! The form was too long to be turned round
in the passage, and it was impossible to bang the end on %o
the lock, for the simiple rcason that it could not be got end-
wise to the door.

“Tot of troubld for nothing!” growled Dighy, “ This is
what comes of adopting o silly chump's suggestions!”

“Look hore, Dighy——"

“Rats!  What are we' going to do?”

“ Bang it sideways!” seid Kengarco desperately.
can give the door a prefty good clump with it.”

* Oh, all vight! Buek up; then!”

The end of the heavy form was sywung round sideways upon
the door., 1t cortainly did give the door a good clump—it
made the door and the whole study shake.

There was a sound of @ crash from within, and & yoll from
the amateny inventor.

“ You nsses !

Kangaroo chuckled.

“Well, we've startled him, and made him bust something,
that’s onc comfort.”

* Go it again!? =

Bang!

There was a sound of rapid footsteps in the passage.
Knox of the Sixth came along, with uﬁ sam in his eye and
a eane in his hand. Of ail the 8chool House prefects, Knox
was the worse-temnpored—and his look showed that the terific
din in the Shell passuge hed not improved his fomper,

“We

)

The juniors wers too busy to henr him coming. Thoy
swung the henvy onlea form round again,
“ Another bang!” said Kangatoo, “We—oli, aht

Daoh 1"
(£ 0h, toht
“Yahooh !”
Knox had reached them, and he was getting to work with
the eune quickly, and without even a word of warning. The
juniors droppo(f the form in a hurry, and there was.a wild
vour from Knox as tho end of it clumped upén bis tce.
0wl Ow!”
Be danced on onc leg, clasping the other in gnguish.
““Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Kungarco. * Serve you jolly well
vight! Ha, ha, ha't”
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Knox gave a growl, and grasped his cane again. [He
slashed recklessly nmong the juniors, and there was a wild
stampede down the passape. V. :

Knox followed furiously, lashing out with the cane till the
Iust of the fugitives dodged awoay and eseaped. Savage and
sore, the juniors gathered again at a safe distance, but tle
attack on the emf study was finished for good. Inside ihe
axjd stufy the inventor of St. Jim's went cheerfully on with

is work,

CHAPTER 9.
* No Feed.

ATTY WYNN was the first down.
The fat Fourth-Former came into the Hobby Club-
room and looked about him. The room was a rather
large one, and the juniors were allowed to uso ib for the
nmetiniza of the Merry Hobby Club, which was too numerous
to hold its meetings in & study. It was just tho place for a
feed, for there was o large table, and room for plenty of
chinirs—and the said chairs could easily be borrowed up and

down the passage. -

Futty Wynn came in with a choery smile uvon his plump
E;eefl, expecting to see others there end the table laid for the

He sturted a little as he found that the room yas un-
occupied, and that there was nothing—not even a clotii—on
the table.

 My: hat!”’ said Fatty Wynn.

He looked out of the doorway, but there was no one in the
passage. Where was the feed—and where were the feeders?

Fatty Wynn crossed over to the window and stood looking
out disconsolately into the guadrangle. The feed was late,
and Fatty Wynn was carly.

‘“ All alone, decah boy?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came in. Fatty Wynn looked
round. The swell of 8t. Jim’s had washed his face and
changed his collar and his boots, and looked very fresh.

“Yes,” growled Wynn.

1 thougclht there was to be a feed heall.”

£'80 did 1.”

¢ IMaven't the fcllows come yeb:'

“Doesn’t look like it, does it?"”’

“ Weally, Wynn, that is a wathah gwuff way to speak.”

“Well, I'm hungry.”

“ A chap is still called upon to be polite to anothal: clap,
even if he is hungwy, deald boy.”

£ 0h rats1”

“Weally, Wynn &

“ Don’t bother.”

“1 wegard you a3 & wude beast!”

l" Well, I'm hungry,” said Fatty, as if that esplained cvery-
thing,

D'Arey looked at his watchi—ihe famous gold ticker that
had accompanied him into so many strange places, among so
many strange people. ]

“Pai Jove! As the feed's late, I wathah think DIl slip off
and look for the Head. I owe him an apology, you wemem-
bah.”

3

Tatty Wynn grunted, and D’Avey left the club-room. A

minute later Kerr entered.

“ Not yet!” he exclaimed.

“ No,” grunted Fatty.

Figging came in with Blake. They stared at the empty
table, and then at Kerr and the fat Fourth-Formes.

“ Hallo, we're carly!”’ said Figgins.

“ You're not.” i

¢ Then the feed’s late!”” Blake exclaimed.

“That's 1t.”

“ Hallo! Here's Tom Merry.”

Tom Merry eame in with Manners and Lowther. The
three chums of the Shell were looking very cheerful, and
feeling very hungry. !

The juniors who had already arrived stared ab the Terrible
Three—and the Terrible Three staved at them.

“Where's the feed ?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“Ts that a conundrum?”’

“No. Where is it?”

¢ Haven’t the faintest idea,” said Blake.

“1t’s rotten!’’ said Fatty Wynn. “I suppose this is the

School House way of doing things! Here we aro,
famished—"’ : )
“Oh, I'm not famished!” said Tom Merry, langhing. “I

can stand it a little longer without anything serious happen-
i
“well, I can’t,” said Fatty Wynn. “TI've got a specially
keen appetite to-day—a resl hunger I wouldn’t tulke five
pounds for. I wani some grub.? -
“We're not &ll here yet,” said Figgins.
still to come.”
~* He's been.

““There's Gussy
He’s gone to apologise to the Head-——
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“ Weally, Tomn Mewwy——""

‘““Hallo! Here he is!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came into the club-room. He was
looking somewhat serious—in fact, there was a decided frown
upon his aristocratic brow.

* Worked off the apology 7"’ asked Blake.

“No, 1 found the Head, but he told me not to bother,"”
gaid I’Arcy. “I wegarried that as wathah wude of the
Head. e was talking to Mr, Wailton, though, and pewwaps
he did not like being mtewwupted.” ‘

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
I can see no cause for lpughtah whatoyah. I shall twy
2gain when the Head is not talking to Mr. Wau\‘-on."

* Hang it a]l—"

“Weally, Wynn——""

‘““The ass -

“T wefuse to be called an ass. I—"'

“The frabjous duffer——"’

. " Wynn, I wish it to be distinctly undahstood that T uttahly
decline to Lo alluded to as a fwabjous duffzh. I i

“Eh? Who's talking to you?”

 Weally—"" .

“Do you think you're tho only frabjous duffer at St
Jim’s?” demanded Fatty Wynn. “I was speaking of
Kangaroo."

“Oh! In that case——'’

“The feed’s a quarter of an hour late,” said Fatty Wynn.
“T'm jolly well not gomfi: to stay any longer. If this is
School Houso hospitality, I've had enough of it.”

" Oh, rats!” snid Blake, quick to stand up for the honour of
his house. ‘““ After all, it's an lionour to 8 New House waster
to be asked into the School House at all”

“Oh, rot!” said Figgins.

“Piffle!” said Kerr,

“Look here, you New House chumps——

‘“ School House dummy !”’

“Bai Jove! I—"

“I'm not going to wait any longer!” exclaimed Fatty
Wynn desperately. “I'm going down to the tuckshop, and
you can tell Kangaroo from me to go and eat coke!”’

:;]%osh 1t

ou coming, Figgy?”

“Well, yos. Tell Kangaroo——"'

“We've had enough of the rotten School House!” said
Fatty Wynn indignantly.

Blake closed the door and put his back against it,

“You're jolly well not going after your rotten remarks
about the School House,” he said. “ Vou're jolly well going
to stay here nnd wait for the feed.”

S Whet!’
“Deaf?’ said Blake pleasantly. “T'll repeat it all if you
?kei',’You’re jolly well going to stay here and wait for the
ced!

““Then we jolly well won’t!” exclaimed Figgins. ¢ Get
away from that door!”

“ Rats!™

*“Yank him away!”

*“ Back up, School House !’ sang out Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! Back up, decah boys |’

¢ What-ho !”

““Yes, rather!”

The School House fellows rushed to back up Blake. They

crowded round the door, and the way was barred to the
New House trio,

Figgins & Co. were in a liopeless minority. But they were
getting wrathful. They did not mean to give in.

““ Stand aside !” roared Figgins.

“Rats 12

“Will you let us pass?” .

“Never!” said Blake cheerfully. ‘“ Never, old son.”

“ Charge!” shouted Figgins. *Go it, New Houso !

And Figgins & Co. charged. Jush as they charged the
door opened suddenly from without, and Blake gave a roar
a8 it caught him a crack on the back of the head. Kangaroo
looked in, and stared in astonishment at the scene of con-
fusion that met his eyes.

—_—

CHAPTER 10,
D’Arcy Has It.

i O it, New House !”’
<. ‘“Back up, School House !”
“ Give ’em socks !”’

, wathah

o Pilelin i

¢ My only hat!” exelaimed Kargaroo. * What on earth’s
the matter? Do you fellows usually behave like that when
you're invited out?"”
Df‘gr hnve you picked up these manners in France?” asked

igby.
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! The dusty mass of juniors separated. They stood looking
tat one another wrathfully, with the exception of Arthur
r Augustus D’Arcy, who was groping about the floor for his
eyoglass. The cord had snapped in the struggle, and the
hnc‘)‘noc}le had momentarily disappeared.

iy You see—-"" gaid Tom Merry.

1 It—it was a House row, to fill up time,” explained Fig-
Vgins, “It’s all right, if tho feed’s ready now.”

¢ Oh, yes!” said Fatty Wynn, his good humour restored
yat once.  “You're jolly late, Noble, gut we don’t mind, if
thﬁ Ifood’s ready.”

But it isn’t,” said Kangaroo ruefull
TR T ok baadyls T s R
“No. I'm sorry—-" y
“Then I’'m jolly well going,” said Fatty Wynn. “I don’t

- want to be rude, Kangaroo, but I must say I'm surprised at
you. Here we are, just fresh from a long journey, and in
a state of famishmon( f s

\ :: Waell, that’s a good word, anyhow,” said Monty Lowther.

In a state of famishment,” went on Fatly Wynn. “ You

ask us to a feed, keep us waiting a guarter of an hour, and’
then say it isn’t ready That sort of thing may do for the
School Tlouse, but it’s not good enough for us. Come on,
you chaps!”

“Hold on!”

“But I'm hungry."-

“Yes, but—-"

“T'm hungry.” ~

“I tell you—-"

“Do come, Figgy; I'm hungry!”

] “We've got a ripping feod ready,” exclaimed Kangaroo,

¢ “but we can't get at it.

We'vo been trying to, and we

veamo to ask you fellows if you had any suggestions.”

o8 Yan,

‘

“That’s it I” said Herries. .

“Qh, that altexs tho case,” said Fatty Wynn, turning back
from the door. “You-say yow've got a good feed?” '
Cold fowl], salmon, ham and eggs—"'

“Qh,.good I” . : 3

“(Cakes and tarts, and jellies and buns——""

“Ripping ! 3

“Pineapple and Tangerine oranges and dates.”

“Splendid 1" .

“That’s not all; but wo can’t get at it.”

“Where is it, then?”

“In my study,” said Kangaroo; ‘“‘and Glyn is busy on
a rotten invention, and he's serewed up the door on the
inside.”
© “My only hat!”

“The question is, how fo get it open? We’ve been chased
off the 8hell passage by Knox, the prefect. We've looked at
the window, but it's closed, and 1 know it’s fastened. We
can’t get into the study, and the feed’s there.”

“Oh, dear!” said Fatty Wynn.

Some of the juniors laughed. = But internal sinkings
warned them that they were very hungry, and that the
postponement of the feed was a serious matter.

“ Anybody think of a dodge?” asked® Clifton Dane.
‘There was a general puckering of brows. -

“ Bai Jove, I've got it !”

And Arthur Augustus rose to his feet. All glances were
turned at once upon the swell of St. Jim's, '

“You've got it?” asked Tom Merry. o

“Yaas, wathah!” ¢

:: Wol]'.’ go ahead.”

)

“What's the scheme?”’

“The—the scheme ?”

“Vos; the dodge for gelting into the end study,”
Tom Merry.  “If you've got it, what is it?”

“Wenlly, Tom Mewwy, I fail to compwehend.”

“ Ags! You said you'd got it

“T was alludin’ to my monocle,” said D'Arcy, -with dig-
nity, holding up the recovered eyeglass. It had wolled
undah the table, but T found it.”

The juniors glared at him.

“You unspeakablo ass!”

“1 wefuse to be chawactewised as an unspeakable. ass.

"

; A
“What's to be done?”

said

said Kangaroo. ‘Of course, we
could stand another feed, but—but not to put teo fine a
point on it, we’ve blued all our cash on the grub that’s
stacked up in the box in the end study.”’

“Bai Jove !”

« And T don’t supposo you fellows have como back from
a holiday with your poclets full of tin 2’ Manners remarked,

Tom Merry shook his hoad. :

“Wo're mostly stony,” he said, with a laugh, “‘and what
money we have left is French money. We came straight
on, and haven’t been able to change it back into English
yet. Otherwise we'd lend you anything with pleasure.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tur GeEM LisrarY.—No. 115.
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“Why, this is awful!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn.
gotten about the French money. Mrs. Taggles wouldn’f
take it at the tuckshop. Is it possible that we shall have
to wait for school tea before we get anything "

“Gweat Scott !”

“It’s simply awfual!”

“ Weally, you know, I'm not a gweeday chap, but T am
wathah peckish, and I should wegard such a contingency
as wathah dweadful.”

“Rats!” said Figgins. “We've got to get into the end
study and collar the grub.. Can’t-we bust the door in
somehow ?"?

“We've tried it, and Knox, the prefect, has his eye on
the passage now. We can’t get in at the window.”

“Bai Jove, I've got it !” .

“ Oh, shut up about that rotten eyeglass!’” roared Fatty
Wynn, exasperated. * We know you've got if, and that’s
enough.”

“Weally, Wynn—-""

“Pry up 1t i

“1 wefuse to dwy up. I—""

“(Oh, ring off, Gussy!” said Digby.

“¥ decline to wing off. I 2

“But we know all about the eyeglass. We know it rolled
under the table, we know you found it, and we know you've
got it, and—" :

“J1 wasn't speakin’ about the egoglau this time, deah
br}y., I mean that I've got an ideah,” said the ewell of St.
J“’l‘é’i] p

“You see, it takes a fellow with a bwain to think out
theso things,” said D’Arcy. ‘I should pwobably have
solved the pwoblem much goonah if I hadn’t been searchin’
for my eyeglass. Wae can’t get in at the door—""

“We know that!”

“ And we can’t get in at the window—"

“We know that, too.”

“Pway be patient. There is a third way—-""

“Through the. keyhole, I suppose?” said Blake sarcas-
tically. *“As the slimmest of the party, I suggest that Gussy
tries it himself.”

“Hear, hear!”’

“Weally, Blake, I wegard you as an ass.
not thinkin’ of the keyhole.

“The chimney !”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“The chimney!”” repeated
“1 never thought of that.”

“Tt takes a chap with a bwain—"

§ “But how are we to get down the chimney ?”’ said Tem
Merry. ‘““And what a state we shall be in when we've
done it."” : 1

“T twust you will not shwink fwom makin’ a sacwifice for
the common cause.”

“Tt would have to be a jolly uncommon cause to make
me go down a chimney,” said Monty Lowther. “ And if
thero’s a fire in the grate—-" ?

“That’s all right,” said Kangaroo; * there’s no fire in
the end study.: We've stopped fires there a week ago.”

“ Off-side !”? said Clifton Dano.

“ What do you mean ?”

“(Glyn has lighted one to heat his blessed solder or some-
thing,” said Dane. * Have you forgotten the red-hot
poker !’ ;

“ By George, yes, there’s a fire in the study 1"’

3 T{at knocks it on the head,” said Blake.

“Not at all, deah boys,” said D'Arey serencly. ¢ What's
the mattah with pourin’ & pail of watah down the chimney
first, to oxtinguish the fiah”

“ Phew !’

“Vou see, we needn’t go wight up to the woof to get at
the chimney,” went on the swell of Bt. Jim’s, warming to
his subject.. *‘ That might attwaet attention. Besides, Tom
Mewwy would have such a long way to come down.”

‘“ Eh ?)]

“T suppose Tom Mewwy will do the twick. You sece, we
can get into the chimmey in the room ovah the end study—
you know what a gweat wide chimney it is. That part of
the house is vewy old, and the new Shell passage was built
on to it, you wemembah. In olden times tho chimney-
sweepahs used to go up and down the chimney to clean it,
so it stands to weason that there’s plenty of woom.”

“gomething in that.”

“1'd for«

£« “70 ”

1 was certninl‘v
i was alludin’ to the chimney.”

Tom Merry thoughtfully.

«Of course there is, or I should not be makin’ the wemark,

deah boy. There will be heaps of woom in the chimney.
Tom Mewwy can get into it, and go down—-"

“ Ahem !”

«First of all we'll swamp it with watah,” said I)’Arcy.
“ The room above is only used as an extwa box-woom now,
and we can get into it. There’s a tap at the end of the
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“1 want to speak to you, Manners,” said Skimpole, with his mouth to the Keyhole. ““You see—00—00~och!” |

passage, and a wow of fire-buckets. They are not meant for
extinguishing that kind of fiah, but they will do.” :

“Good !

“ Jolly good!”

‘“ (Gussy, you're a genius!”

“ It wequires a fellow of bwains and judgment to think
these things out, deah boys!” said D’Arcy modestly. ‘‘1 am
always willin’ to help a lame dog ovah a stile, and—""

““ But there's one important point Gussy's overlooked,”
said Tom Merry thoughtfully.

* Pway, what is that, Tom Mewwy?"’

“ The chap who thinks out an idea like this ought to be
the chap to carry it out,” said Tom Merry. ‘' Gussy’s the
man.”

“Woally 18

““Good! Gussy's the man!”

¢ Heéar, hear!”

CHAPTER 11.
An Attack from Above.

HE enthusiasm was great.  Arthur Augustus was
acclaimed by all as the only individual who could

possibly carry out the idea with complete success.
The swell of St. Jim’s was greatly flattered—but he hesitated.
* You're-awl'ly good, deali boys?” he said slowly. *‘ But,
weally—-""
““ Gussy’s the man!”’ i

NEXT

“w 5

“ Hear, hear!"”

“Yaas, I admit that I should pwobably cawwy out the
wheezo bettah than any of you chaps, but I am thinkin' of
my clothes !

“ Gussy! Surely you're not thinking of refusing to make
a sacrifice for the common cause!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
in a shocked tone.

Arthur Augustus coloured. He was rather taken aback
at baving his own words quoted against him in this way.

“ Come on,” said Kangaroo; ‘“ as it’s settled that Gussy is
the man Y

“ Weally, Kangawoo—

“ The sooner the quicker,” said Clifton Dane. *‘I must
say that it’s really sporty of Gussy to play up to the occasion
in this way. I call for a cheer for Gussy !’

“ Hurray !”’

‘ Bravo, Gussy "

“ Obh, vewy well!” exclaimed the swell of 8t. Jim’s, in a
resigned tome. ‘1 suppose as the bwainiest chap here, 1
wmnly ought to undahtake it!"

“ That's right!”

“ Of course you ought!”

“ Come on!”

And the juniors crowded out of the study. The prospect of
getting hold of the feed at last made even Fatty Wynn keen
and eager. The juniors crowded into the Shell passage.

2 Tue Gem Lasrary.—No. 115,
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“ We'll make one last appeal to Glyn,” said D’Arcy, going
towards the door of the f.m&l study.

“No goed !” said Kangaron, ‘‘ Come on!”

hArthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon the Cornstalk
chum.

“ Weally, Kangawoo, as the lcadah of this partay—""

*“The what??

*The leadah! If I am not leadah, I shall certainly wefuse
to go down the chimney 1" 1
, ““Oh, you’re leader !’ said Kangaroo hastily. - * Of course!
ut—""

“Then my ordahs will have to be obeyed!” D’Arcy
tapped at the door of the end study: ‘ Glyn, deah boy—
Bernard Glyn!”’

** Go and eat coke!”

““ We have weturned to St. Jim’s fivom abwoad——""

1 can guess that, ass; when I hear you speak!”

1 waofuse to be called an ass. Open this dooyr at once,
and I will give you o fenhiful thyashin’, yon wude nss!”

* What an inducement !” murmured Monty Lowther,

The door did not open. D'Arey rapped on it again

Y Careful " muttored Hervies, “&umx is waiting for a
chufice to go for us again "

“* Nevah mind Knox!” D'Arcy rapped sharply on tho
punels, * Glyn, I command vou to open this door at once, or
you will find yourself in twouble I'' :

£ 0h, buzz off "

Rap, rap, rap!

“ Hallo, here comes Knox !"? 3

“ Ahem! I—I think we had bettah, pewwaps, wetire, deah
boy;g,!” said Arthur Augustus, rather hurriedly. ‘‘ Come
on! 2 ;
And they retived—at & run. Knox came up too late, and
he seid things after the retreating jumiors, The lutter did
not stop till they weve in the room nhove Glyn's,

D’Arey locked into the deep, old-fushioned chimney, and
gerowed his head round to look up into it.
1t will be quite easy,” he remarked,

have to change into gome old clothes firsti—'

*0h, vatal” said Fatty Wynn, ‘' Go g2 yon aye!”

“ I will go and change whilo you chaps are extinguishin’
the fish1" said I’Arcy, unheeding. * Pway do not spare the
watah 1"

“ Good egd !’ said Tom Merry.
buckets :

At the end of the passaga thore swere fouy red buckets hang-
ing in a row, beside the water-tnp. They were intonded for
extinghishing a five—hut not, of course, a study five. But
they eould be used just as casily for that purpose.

To, fill the buckefs, and to earry thom full of waler to the
box-room, occupied but a few mmutes. Tom Merry looked
into tha chimney. At tho back of it a steady. column of
smoke was rising from the grate in the study below. To
push the bucket up into the wide chimney and tilt it over
Wils aasy,

“ Yon first, Tom Merryl”

Tom Merry grinnad,

“ Right you arve !’

He pushed his bucket, into the chimney, and the water wond
swooping over into the shaft, Thero was a sound of falling
soot, and fearful sputtering from below, and the curious,
penetrating smell of water thrown on hot coala,

The yell that Bernard Glyn gave could be heard above.

“ Ha, ho, ha!” roared Tom Merry. ‘‘ That's moved him!
Go ahead, Kungy 1"

Kangaroo added his bucket of water, and then two more
bucketfuls followed. The hissing and sputtering from below
was terrific.

There came a roar of an angry voice up the chimney.

* You—yon ssses—yon villains!”

“Ha, ha, hnt"

“You've put my five out !’

“ Ha, ha, ha " 5 "

‘" Everything’s smothered with blacks " roared Bernavd

yn. -

“Ha, ha, ha! Open the study door, then!"

“1 won’g1”?

And Glyn retired growling from the grate. The smoke
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yolled up the chimney more thickly than ever for some
minutes, and then it slackened and cleaved away. 16 was
ovident that the five in the end study was quite ount.

Arthur Augustus ecame into the box-room. Ile was
dressed in his very oldest clothes—which weren’s very old,
either. He hnd o muffler fastoned mszglli/ round his necl,
another bound over his head to protect his hair,

“I'm weady, deah boys!

“@Gond! The fire’s out !

“ Vewy well! You are quite sure, Tom Mewwy, that you
would not pwefer to go?”’

‘ Quite suve, thanks!’ r

“ T would willingly change clothes with you for the puw

ose 1"
“ Don’t trouble!””

“ No twouble af alll T—7 < -

“ My dear Gussy, you're just the chap—the right man ]
the pight moment. Go nhead, and good luck fo you!

“Ti vou sould care to go, Bloke——""

T wouldn’t, thanks!"

“* Or you, Kerr——"

Y renlly think this is one of,the things a School ‘House
chap could do better I’ esid Kerr, with a shake of tlie head,

** Or you, Kangawoo—"

“ Thanks, nol”

“ Vewy well—I'm weady 3 2

And Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy approached the chimney ia
an extremely gingerly way.

12

CHAPTER 12,
D'Arcy Does It,
WAY give me a bunk up, Blake!"
H? “ Ceortainly P 2
Arthur Augustus put his head into the box-room

chimney: Blake loyslly bunked him up, putting a great deal
of force into the bunk, and there was a smothered exclamation
from within the chimney.

¢ Ow! You ass!”

“ Hallo! What's the malter?” }
* Yon—ow—you—you've buzzad my head into the soot, you

“HBorry L Gt onl"

% Hold on a wminute, you dummay !’

“ Oh, sll vight; if yon're (ﬁmng to be all the wlterncen
about it,” suid Bluke resignedly. “ Don’t forget that we've
ail had & long journey, and are stimply famishing "'

“ Yes, rather!” said Fatty Wynn. ' I think Gussy ought
to buek up! I'm feeling horribly empty—as if I ghould b
ill if ¥ don’t have something to eat pretiy soonl ’

“Bame hore!” said Monty Lowther,

And there was a chorus:

“ Buck up, Gussy!”

“ Groo!”

““ What are you barking about

“ Groo! My mouth’s full of soot!”

“ My hat! You must be hungry! ITold out a little while
longer, till wa get the feed; it won’t be long now!” ex-
claimed Monty Lowther,

* Ha, hn, hat”

“ Weally, Lowthah—groo!”

““ (tive him another shove, Blake !

“ What-ho!" ;

Jack Blake shoved, and D’Arcy’s legs disappeared up the
chimney. There was a showering of soot, and a sound of
gasping and clambering. =

““Gefting on all right, Gussy?

¢ Groo!” e

“ There's plenty of room, isn’t therc?”’

“ Groo !’ 7 .

¢« Blessed if I understand him—li¢’s talking Esperanio or
Finnish. Buck up, Gussy; we're all hungry

¢ (Groo-ooh !”’

The sounds in the chimney ceased. Either D’Arcy was
gone, or he was stopping to take breath—such breath as he
could get in the confines of the chimney. There seemad to
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The end of the heavy form was swung round sideways upon the door, making the
whole study shake.” There was a sound of a crash from within, and a yell from
the amatcur inyentor. ‘‘ You asses !’ he shouted.

be miore soot than anything clse there. It was a long time
since that ohimney had been swept. | . .

The chums in the boxroom waited Impatiently. Jack
Blake Jmt. his head under the chimney and looked anxiously
upward,

1 say, Gussy— Oh—ow—oooch!”

A shower of soot descended, and Bluke's face and head
wore smiothored. He withdrew them guickly, and _turned
a countenance like that of o nigger minstyel upon his com-
rades. There was a yell of laughter in the room.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! Yow!”

‘* Ha, ha, ha!” z #

 You dummios!” roarved Blake. ¢ What are you gurgling
ut? I’'m smothered!”

* Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Tve got blessed soot in my éyes, in my nose, in my
mou.t.h, and in my ears, too! My hair’s thick with it!

1

“3Well, you do look funny £ said Tom Merry, wiping away
his tears. ‘“Never mind—""

‘ Never mind, yon asa! Why—"

T nean, it’s all right—"

“Tt's all right, is it?" reared Blake, rushing at Tom Mevry,

* S0f it's all might, then, you can havo some of it, you Shell

dutfer !’
“Ow! Keep off! Yah!”
Blake embraced Tom Merry, and waltzed him round the

box-room, rubbing his face quite affectionately upon that of
the hero of the Shell. .
Tom Merry roared and struggled in vain. 3
In less than a minute he was as black as Blake, and his
collar and tie and waistcoat were in a shocking state.
Blake released him at last.
“There !’ he gasped ‘' Is that all right?”
“You dangerous ass! You——"
SHaSha, hat?
N o cackling duffers——"
‘" Ha, ha, haV
Swish came a fresh shower of soob down the chimney,
smothering the grate, and filling the room with a choking
odour. Digby, who was near the grate, jumped back, spotted
all over with soot.
<« My hat! Gussy’s making short work of it,” said Herries.
** Hallo, I can hear him yelhng!”
1 say, deah boys|”
* Hallo ! ’
“Pyay come closah to the c¢himney. I can’t seweam 1%
* No fear.”
“Weally, you know
“¥ou can scream,” said Kangaroo. ‘ We've had enough
of your hledsed soot. Why don't you get on with the wash-
ing, and leave the cackle till ufterwards.” :
W1 ywefuso to allow my wemarks to be alluded to as
cackle.”’
“YWhat have you got to say, ass?”’
- Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 115.
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*T decline to be called an ass.”

*Poof 12

“I want you fellows to be weady to back ms up, that’s
all,” said D'Aroy, his voies sounding strangely mufiied from
the chimney. **It has ocourred to mo that Glyn may pessibly
show fight, you know,” _

““Ha, ha! T think it's extremely likely 1" chickled Clifton
Dane.

“ Vowy well, in that case, it may be imposs. for me to fight
Clyn with one hand, and unscwew the doah with the othah.”

** Yes, 1 can't quite seo vou doing it.”

f f;ifo you had bettah be weady to back me up, you kuow.”

dult you think we're coming up the chimney, you
uffer—"
“Then it's useless my goin’,” said D'Arcy. “I may os

well weturn. Glyn is almost eortain to cut up wusty.”

¥ Oh, got on!

“1 wefusa to gob on.”

“It's all right, Gussy!"” bawled Blake, * We're about 83

sooty a5 we can be alesady, and we'll come and back you up
if you yall—Tom Morry and myself.” . {
““Oh, vowy welll In that case, I will lpwmeed, deah boy."
“For goodness' sska buck up!” exolai Fatty Wynn.
“T'm feeling awfully faint. What an ass I was notb to have
soma grub at the station)”

“Well, you always wers an nss, you know 1" vemarked
Digby consolingly. :

Swoosh! came the soot agnin, and then it cessed. D'Aroy
was out of the box-room chimney at last, and in tho wider
shaft that descended to the grate in the study bslow. .

The chimney was broad, but very dark, s well as sooby.
As it was an old-fashioned chimney, which once upon a time
had bsen cleaned in the old-fashioned way, by little fellows

» gomg up inside, D'Arcy oxpected to find some support for &

climber—and he found 'it, '

There were iron elamps in the brickwork, at intervals
apart, and by groping for them lia found them. He found
soot, too, in huge quantities, and wherever he touched a
clamp or a brick, he dislodged it in clouds.

D’ Arcy swas gasping for breath now, almost suffocated by
the fumes of the soot, Now that he was in Glvn's chimney,
he was sending showers of it down into Glyn’s grate; and
occupied as the amateur inventor was, ke could hardly fail to
notice it.

A shower of soot that smothered half the study drew Glyn's
‘attention towards the grate, and ha came over towards it
It oceurred to him at once that this was why the fire had
beon extinguished from above—to make it possible for an
attack to be made by means of the chimney.

“*Stop. there !’ sfwutﬂd Glyn. “ Whe's that?”

" Rai Jove!”

*“Gussy, you ass! Stop where you are!’

*“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.”’

“Go back!”

* Wats !”

“I'll jolly well light a fire under you if you don’t go buclk "
roared Glyn,

“ Gweat Scott!”?

““ Are you going?”’

‘“No, bat Jove—I'm comin’!”’

Aund Acthur Augustus manfully let go- his hold and shid
fairly down the chimney—and alighted in the grats in the
midst of a ferrific showor of soot. He bumped there, and
rolled out on the hearthrug, and sat up, g astounding a
fignre, that Glyn simply staggered at the sight of him.

CHAPTER 13.
Something Like Soot!
9 AT Joyel”
Avthur Augustus gasped out that ejaculation as he
saf on the rug, blinking at Glyn., His face and head,
hig clothes and hands, were smothered, and as black as the
e of spadas,

He groped for his monocle, and crammed it into his eye;
but it was thick with soot, and he could not see through it.
ITe let it drop upon its cord again.

‘/ Bai Jove!”

* Wew-sw-what " gasped Glyn.

1) Arey staggared to his feot.

Y Do 1 look vewy—vewy dirtay, deah boy?"

“Dirky ¥ said Glyn, with an almost hysterical chuckle,
“My hat! Fa, ha, ha!’

"fcun s80 nothin' to langh at.”

“Ila, ha! TLook in the glass, then.”

Arthur Augustus looked in the glass, and staried back ak
the tarrible reflection.

“Bai Jove! It’s howwid!” .

¢ Nice state fo come into a chap's study in!" growled Glyn.
**You'd Letter go back the way vou’ve come !’
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¥ Wats??

fTLook here—"' .

“T’m goin’ to have that door open.”

*‘ Nothing of the sort.”

1 ordah you to open that doah, Glyn.”

‘“(io hon!”

¢ Othahwise, I shall have no wesource but to administah a
feahful thwashin’,””

“Ha-ha it

“You wefuss?”’

““Yes, rather!”

“Vewy well. Pway put up your fsis.” ’

And Arthur Augustus advanced upon the Liverpool lzd.
Bernard Glyn retreated. Ho wasn't afraid of D’Arcy's fists,
but he didn't want to come into contuct with a walking heap
of soot. IHe bucked away round the table.

. “Keap off, vou horrid sweep!” he exclaimed. * You're
not fit to come near a human being !”’

“ Weally, Glyn—-"

“Keep off 1

D'Arcy followed him round the fable. ITe knocked into
Glyn's invention, and there was a olink and a olank, D*Arcy
staved at that invention in astonishment. It wns a frame-
work of iron nnd steel, with an electric-motor fastened inside,
and in general shape it bore a vesomblance to the skaleton
of a giriguntic horse. It filled up half tho study, and it was
difficult to pass bebween it and the fablo.

“Bai Jove! What is that wotten contwivance?” exclained
D’ Arey,

“ Mind your own business.”’

“TIs that your invention?”’

“Don’t ask questions.”

“ Vewy well—open the deor, deah boy, and you can keen
on Jﬁakin” thess wobten contwaptions as'long as you like.”

“ Rats !’

“Then T shall give you & fealhful thwashin', and T {wust it
will be & lesson to yom.” ;

D'Arey rushed st the inventor of St. Jim’s.
dodlﬁ.-(l round the table again.

“ Keep off 1" he exclainied.
Don’t come near ma!"

** Open the door, then.”

J can’t!”’ roared Glyn.

“*Unscrew it, then.”

¢ It would take too long.”

“T am willin’ to wait.”

““Rats 1”7

D'Arcy rushed after him again. Again the Liverpoo! lad
dodged, but D' Aroy did not slacken the pursuit this time. Ho
dashed on recklessly, and caught Dis leg in an outlying part
of the wonderful invention, and rolled ovor on the floor.
There was a_terrific clinking and clanking 25 the wonderful
invention volled after hi

Y

Bernard Glyn

“Keep off, you filthy sweep.! .

“It's serawed.”

him.

Bevnard Glyn gave a wild yell.

“Oh, you ass! You've.mucked it up!”

E 0w Tanshneklt

“Berve you jolly well right.”

0w 12

“Youwve mucked it up!” howled Clyn. dragging at
wonderful invention. ‘“This is the second time to-day
been knocked over by a silly ass—

““I wefuse to bs called an ass.”

*Oh, you duffer! It’s mixed np now. It will take
hours to get it straight again.
at all, T suppose. Oh, you ass!”

“Weally, Glyn—"

“*¥ou frabjous burbler 1”’

D'Ayoy staggered to his feet. The wonderful invention was
a complicated mass of rods and levers and springs and wires
of all sorts now, without form and void, D'Arvey could not
hielp grinning a_little through the soot as he looked af it.

" Bai Jove, it does look wathah woeky ! hs yomarkad.
*“Howevah, the twouble is about the door. Are you goin’
{o open it?"

“ No!"” roared Glyn.

“Vewy wall—put up your fsts.’

*“Keop off—oh 1"

Glyn was dragging at his mised-up invention. D'Arcy
seized him and dvagged at him,. The inventor of the Shail
turned upon the sooty Fourth-Tormer wrathfulls,

“Well, come on, if you will have it " he exclaimod,

“Yans, wathah. T am goin' to—ow!”

“There, you ass!”*

ik 0‘\; !"

Reckless of the soot mow, Bermard Glyn closed with tha
swell of St. Jim's, and D'Arey rollad ovor on the floor, with
the Livorpool lad sprawling over hint, Tho bump on the fooyr
knocked all the breath out of I'Arey, and it knocked off a
g(,:l-eat deal of his soot, most of which bestowed itseli upon
ilyn.
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“Ilelp!” yelled D’Aver.  ““ Wescne, deah boys!?

"' Now, then, you azs !’

 Wescue !’

_ There was a gound of smothsring and dliding and snsezing
in the chimney, and a form shot down and rolled out on the
heavthrug,

1t was Jack Blake, but he was searcely recognisable.
He was almost as black as Arthur Augustus.

“0Oh 1Y he gasped.

“Wescue, dealr boy."

“ What-ho!”

Juck Blake had a grasp upon Glyn in two seconds. Ho
dragged ab him, and Glyn held on to D'Arcy manfully.

“Uoma on, Tom Mewwy—wescue !"!

“Right you are’’

Tom_Merry shot down the chimney. He come into the
study in the midst of clouds of soot, ﬁ)oking like o Central
African as to complexion. He seized upon Bornard Glyn,
and then the Liverpool lad, in the grasp of three paira of
bands, had {o give in. '

The study was in a shocking state by this time. Soob was
everywheré—there was not n corner that was not smothered
m’,h \lvt, aud1 the carpet was as black as the juniors.

“Now, then,"” i ! A aly D)

oo Llog e !?'xc!mmed Tom Merry; *‘we've gob him.

Tt . n

i (Ygfi':!?’t’en wt door, you ass!

“Where's the screw-driver?”

“Find out.”

““Pull that contraption to pieces, Blake, and see if there’s
a serew-driver among it——" y

‘“Hold on!" roared Glyn.
L'l find the sorew-driver.”

“ Look sharp, then! Good—now open the door.”

“ I'Il soe you hanged first !’

“ ¥ou'll see us jump on the contraption if you don’t.”

“ Tiook here—""

! All together I"* said Tom Merry, in a business-like tone,

“Stop!” gasped Glyn. “ TI—Y1i unscrew the door.”

“Then buck up.”

Bernard Glyn unscrewed tho door. It was nobt o brief
{ask, for he had driven in five or six big serews their full
lenigth, and the wood was hard, e sweated over the sorew
driver. Tom Merry called up the chimueg,

“ Lowther !” .

‘ Hallo 1"

“1t’s all right now, the door’s being opened.”

“ Good I

And the juniors in the box-room deseendcd to the Shell
passage, and waited outside the door of the end study—
quietly enough, in cuse Knox should be siill on the war-
path.  Bernard Glyn nnserewed screw after screw.

“ Fere's the box," seid Blake, dragging it out. “ Better
not open it here, there's too much soot about. I'm jolly
hungry, though.” ;

““Phoere you are!” snorted Glyn.

The last screw was out. Tom Merry opened the door.
The juniors rushed in. Kangaroo and Clitton Dane simply
gaspod at the sight of the study. It was reeking with
soof from one end to thc other.

“ M-m-my hat!”’ gasped Kangaroo.
will never be clean again.”

“ What g state!” ejaculated Clifton Dane.
carpet—and the curtains! Phew !

“Vansg, wothah! It's a bit dustay.”

“You've got yourselves to thank for it,”” snorted Glyn.
1 didn’t want you to come down the chimney.”

“T¢'s your fanlt—""

© Rats! It's yours.”

“TLook here =

“You duffers!”

“We jolly well haven't had all this blessed trouble for
nothing,” exclaimed Figgins. “ As everything else is so
sooty, 1 think a little morc wouldn't hurt that bounder iy

“ It would soot him,”” said Monty Lowther, who never lef
slip 2 chance of making a pun, good, bad, or indifferent,

““Oh, don't; your jokes are worse than the soot!” said
AManners.

“(‘ollar that bounder.”

“old on ! exclaimed Glyn. “I— ;

“ Yans, wathah; ¢ollah the wascal! It would be wottenly
unfaili for him to bie less sootay than we are, when he has
coused all the twouble.r Collah him !” %

*“ Look heore, ol

Bernard Glyn was collared. The junicrs were excifed,
and it certainly wasn't fair that Glyn should be less sooty
than D’Arcy or Blake or Tom Merry. Iiven Faity Wynn
was willing to delay the feed a few more minutes for the
sake of giving the inventor of St. Jim’s a much-needed
lesson.

Glyn was rolled on the sooty carpet, strugcling helplessly,
till his face and hands and clothes had collected up nearly

““Let my invention alone.

“The blessed place
‘“ Look at the

s 3

NEXT
THURSDAY

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

“RAIDING THE RAIDERS.”

One Peray, 17

all the soot that was there. Then, leaving him gasping in
o state of awful bluckness, the juniors crowded -ut of the
end study, taking the famous box.with them—leaving Glyn
alorie with his invention—and the soot. Enthusiastic as the
amateur inventor was, he was certainly thinking more
nb'([)ut the soot than about the invention af that mament.

“I wathah think we had bettah get a wash,” D’Arcy re-
maviked, in the passage. °**You fellows can begin the feed
—1 shall be some little time before I join you, I thinle:?’

¢ Same here,” said Tom Merry ruefully.

**And here,” said Blake.

“ Right-ho 1 said Kangaroo. ‘ Come as quickly as you
pan—ihere's heaps, and there will be plenty feft, and it
wounld be oruely to animals to keep Fatty Wynn waiting
any longer."”

* Yaas, wathah!” 3

And the three sooly juniors went off to bath and change,
while Kangaroo & Co. carried the hox to the club-room,
where it was opencd, and the long-delaved feasi comimenced
ot last. A beaming tmile overspread Fatty Wynn's plump
countenance as he sat down at the table. The gond thm?s
that were handed out of the box and spread upon the table
seemed innumerable; Cornstalk & Co. were certainly doing
the thing well thig time.

“ My hat!” said Fatty Wynn.
for v

But he did not wait any longer. He began at once, and
did not speak again—his jaws were busy, bub not with con-
versalion. And every moment his fat face became shinier
and happier.

« This was worlh waiting

CHAPTER 14.
A Raid of the Grammarians.
18 ST
H [ Eh ?”
“Quiet 1"

“YWho's making a row
li‘§ didn’t say anybody was, Monkey.
all.’

“ Lool here, Gordon Gay——""

“8Btuff! I'm looking ahead.”

“Pm not going—

“ Cortainly not—you'ro coming !”

“¥'m not going to stand—" y .

«Vou oan’t sit down hore, Monkey,” said Gordon Gay, in
a whispared tone of remonsteance. * Don't be an assi™

Frank Monk breathed hard through his nose—harder as
he heard Clarboy snd Lurne indulge in a subdued chuekle.

The four Grammarians were in dangerous quarters, an
caution was necessary, or it is extremely probable that
Trank Monk would have let out his left there and then,
and that Gordon Gay would have sat down in tha passage.

It was dusk in the quadrunglo’st 8t. Jim’s—deep dusk.
Tho buildings were disappearing in the falling veil of night,
and windows were beginning to gleam. But the passages
wero nob all lighted up yet, and the four Grammurians were
?taaling along in the dusk, with their eyes keenly open for
08y, -
They had entered the precincts of St. Jim’s, and gained
an entrance into the School House without attracting atten-
tion, 1t was Gordon Gay'siden, and Frank Monk had re-
garded it as rather risky; but he did not care to hang back.
Gordon Gay was determined to avenge the defeat of the
afternoon, and if the idea worked out well, it certainly
would be one up against St. Jim's.

The idea was to get into the School House at teatime,
when all the fellows would be in the dining-room or else
having tea in their studies, and fasten Tom Meorry up in his
room, and placard the Shell passage with notices to the
effcct that St. Jim’s had been *“done”” by Rylcombe Grammar
School, Lane and Carboy had a number of cards, ready
written, bearing the legend; ‘‘ Down with St. Jin’s,”’ all
ready to pin up, and Gordon Gay had a mallet and several
wooden wedges. 1t was risky—but it was n good jape if it
came off—and Gordon Gay, with his usal ecoliess, was
ready to run any risks.

Frank Monk had alwavs heen the acknowledgzed leader of
the juniors in Ryleombe Grammar School, but since the
coming of Gordon Gay his position had béen more than
shaky. There was nothing “forward” about Gay; but he
was, as @& matter of fact, a born leader, and the Grammar
School juniors unconsciously realised it. And Gay, without ar
effort on his own part, was gradually gliding into t'
position of leader of the Grammar Lower School. v

Whereat Frank Monk sometimes chafed econsidera’
though he was always lovally ready to back up C
keeping the Grammer School’s ond up against St. Jiy ..o

“Hist {"* repeated Gordon Gay. up in ';]-1 2

" |l! §
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“Bosh I :

“ Look here, Monkey—""
““Oh, cheese it!”

“J can hear—-"

“ Rubbish !

“There’'s somebody coming.'

‘“ Rats!”

“Shut up, Monkey!”” whispered Carboy.
somebody coming.” o

Monk sniffed; but a footstep was: audible, and he had to
admit it. The four Grammarians dodged into an alcove in
the passage, and laid low in the dusk.

The footsteps were coming along from the stairs, and
three forms loomed up in the gloom. Frank Monk peeped
out, and recognised Tom Merry, Blake, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arey.

The three juniors had a newly-washed and brushed ap-
pearance, and D’Arcy’s collar was of almost unnatural
whiteness.

S Bai Jove, we've been wathah long!” the swell of St.
Jim’s remarked, his voice quite audible to the Grammarians
crouching in the alcove. o

“ Well, there was such a blessed lot of soot to get off,”
iul.d ’plukc; “T thought It would never come out of my

air,

“Yaas, wathah! T feel dirtay still. T shall have a hot
bath before goin’ to bed to-night, to make sure that I am
weally quite clean.”

“ My dear Gussy, you look as clean as a new pin,” said
Tom Merry. ‘“I'm fearfully hungry., Jolly nice way
we've spent our first afternoon home.”

“Bai Jove, yaas!” ; y

Gordon Gay compressed his lips. The three juniors were
nﬁming straight on, and if they passed thal open alcove, the
chances were ten to one that they would observe the
(Girammarians, in spite of the dusk in the passage.

Gay made a sign to his comrades.

As soon as the Saints came abreast of the alcove the only

“I can hear

‘ thing was to rush on them, seize and bump them, and fly.

But the next moment the Grammar raider drew a breath
of relief. -

The three St. Jim’s fellows had stopped.

Theg stopped at a door only a couple of yards from the
alcove, andeom Merry pulled it oven, and a flood of light
fell out into the passage, mingled with a scent of viands,
and a buzz of cheery voices and clinking of knives and forks
and glasses. ; ; ;

The three juniors were greeted with cheery exclamations.

*(Come in, Tom Merry !”

“What a time you've been, Blake

“ Never mind—there’s plenty left.”

# Have you been curling Gussy's hair?"’

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

The closing door cub off the rest of D'Arcy’s remon-
gtrance. The passage was in darkness again. The four
Grammarians looked at one another.

“There's a feed on,” murmured Frank Monk. \
“Yes, rather, and a big feed, too, as they’'re not in a
study,” said Lane. .
«That's so.”

Gordon Gay chuckled. ¥k

< All the better. We shall have a regular bag this time;
a dozen or more of them, I fancy. Come on.”” Ie stepped
out of the alcove. * You keep watch at the end of the
passage, Carboy.”

“Right you are!”

Carboy went down to the end of the passage, towards the
gtairs, to keep watch for an enemy. Frank Monk, Lane,
and Gordon Ga, ai)proached the door of the club-room.

Silently Gay ine t and placed a wedge in position under
the door. Once that was driven in, the door, which was
made to open outwards on the corridor, would be hermecti-
cally fastened. : .

“(Go it 1” muttered Monk.

1

Bang !

The mallet descended upon the wood, and the wedge was
driven in. Banﬁ! Bang! Bang! Another and another
wedge were quickly added. :

There was a loud exclamation within the club-room. Half
the feasters were on their feet now.

““ What’s that ?”

‘“Bai Jove !”

“ Open the door!” .

Three or four fellows pushed at the door from within, Tt
did not budge. Gordon Gay tapped on the panels with his
mallet. .

“Caught !"”

¢ What——  Who's that?”. )

*Ha, ha, ha! This is where we grin!” sang out Frank
Monk. “Caught! This is one for the Grammar School!
Ha, ha, ha!” N 5

“Bai Jove! CGwammah cads!”
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CHAPTER 15,
A Hot Chase.

ORDON GAY chuckled softly.
The door was fast, and the chums of $t. Jim's
G woae pr:soneréa in tl;leirdown club-room.
ordon Gay tapped on the door again.
‘“ Hallo, duﬁerﬂp!r’)’ g
“You wottah !”
““Who's top school now 7"
““St. Jim’s!” shouted back Tom Merry.
get hold of you!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Gwammah wottah !”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
Loud and long laughed the Grammarians.

“Wait till w8

There was o

loud voice along the corridor, from the direction of the.

stairs.
i ot If”you youngsters don’t malke less row, I shall come up
1ere.

‘“‘ Phew !"”” muttered Monk. * Kildare!”

The Grammar School juniors knew the voice well. Tt bes
longed to Kildare of the Sixth Form, the captain of St. Jim's.

Kildare evidently imagined that the hammering in the
passage, and the loud-laughter, proceeded from exuberant
juniors of 8t. Jim’s, and was quite unaware of the fact that
the enemy were within the gates.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Stop that row!”

“Cheese it !” muttered Lane.
caught here.”

Hammer, hammer, hammer, came on the door from within
the club.room. The excited juniors had left the feed-—all
except Fatty Wynn. Fatty Wynn had been at the table a
good time, and he had performed miracles there; but he
was not prepared to quit it yet, and nothing short of an
earthquake would have removed him.

“My hat!” said Gordon Gay. ‘They’re making a row.”

Carboy came running along the passage.

“Look out! Kildare’s coming!”

¢ Phew !”’

The terrific din was growing instead of ceasing. Kildara,
breathing wrath, was coming up the stairs two at a time. «

“Cornered !I” muttered Lane.

tordon Gay shook his head.

“We can’t get downstairs,” exclaimed Carboy, “and we'd
better get along ! Kildare will be here in two ticks.”

“Come on, then !” -

“Which way ?"” ‘

“We can dodge into the next passage.” ‘

“The Shell passage,” said Frank Monk, who had often
visited St. Jim’s, and knew the lay of the land very well.

“ All right; come on!” :

The four Grammarians scuttled away. Kildare came up
just as they vanished round the nearest corner.

The captain of St. Jim’s was looking wrathful. There
had been a great deal of noise in the School House that
afternoon, and he was fotting exasperated. He had come
up with a cane in his hand, prepared to wrealk summary
punishment upon the disturbers of the peace.

* He stopped outside the door of the c&ub-room. upon which
Tom Merry & Co, were hammering from within.

“Yah! Grammar cads!”

“Pown with the Grammar School !”’

“ We'll pulverise you !

¢ YVaas, wathah!”

“QOpen this door !

Kildare grinned.

Thoe wedges under the door, and the inseriptions on the
door and the walls, told him at a glance that there had been
a Grammavian raid,

He laughed heartily.

“ Hallo, you kids—

¢“Yah! Cad!”

“ Rotter !”’

* Boundah !

“Hold on, that’s Kildare’s voice.”

¢ Bai Jove !’ )

“T say Kildare, old chap, open the door, will you? We'va
been bunged in here by a set of Grammar rotters!”

¢“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Sixth-Former kicked away the wedges from the door,
and it was pushed open. The red and excited . juniors
crowded out into the passage. They looked very sheepish
as they beheld Kildare’s laughing face.

“ S0 the Grammarians have been here,” said Kildare.

¢ Yaas, wathah! Look here, deah boys!”

The juniors smiled sickly smiles as they read the notices
up on all sides—* Down with St. Jim’s!” ¢

“The cheek !” snorted Blake. * Which way did they go,

“We don’t want to ba

”

Kildare ?”?
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“They must have gone up the passage,” said Kildare.
“ They certainly didn’t pass me.” 7

“Great Scott! Then they're still in the House ! exclaimed
Digby eagerly.

‘““Bai Jove !” > :

“Well, don’t make too much row, that’s all,”” said Kildare,
turning away. “ There’s been enough disturbance this after:
noon—enough even to celebrate your home-coming.” And
the captain of St. Jim’s went downstairs,

“The bounders are still in the house!” exclaimed Tom
Merry eagerly. ‘“We'll have them. Look here——"
“Hold on a wminute!” gasped Herries. “Tll fetch

1

Towser, and he will track them down like a shot—

“Blow Towser !

““ Look here, Lowther——"

“T agwee with Lowthah !’ exclaimed D’Arcy. * We don’t
want that howwid beast! He has no wespect whatevah for
a fellow’s twousahs.” 3

“Somo of you get on that staircase, to stop them that
way,” Tom Merry directed hurriedly. * Figgins & Co. can
do that. Blake and Herries and Digby can watch this passage.
Gussy and Danc and Kangaroo can cut round to the end
of the Shell passage. The rest of us can go this way and
chase them. If every earth’s stopped, we shall have the
blessed foxes.”

“Yaas, wathah !’

Tom Merry’s directions were immediately followed.

The juniors separated to guard the various ways of escape,
it being agreed that they were all to’ collect again at the

sound of Tom Merry’s whistle, which he would give when'

he had run down the fugitives.

The Terrible Three, with Gore and Reilly, rushed in pur-
guit of the Grammar Scliool juniors.

Meanwhile Gordon Gay & Co. were finding themselves in
difficulties. 5

The alarm had been given now, and even Gay was begin-
ing to wonder whether they would get out of the hands of
the Saints. Frank Monk, as the one who knew the place
best, took the lead in the flight. The Grammarians doubled
round to the staircase by the Fourth-Form passage, and
found figures looming up in the dusk there. The staircaso
was already watched. '].}hoy dodged into the Shell corridors
by a side passage, and found three figures just arriving
yanting at the end. They turned to go back the way they

+had come, but footsteps were already close in pursuit.

They stopped, panting, at the corner.

“My hat!” gasped l\i‘onk. ‘“ Where now 7"’

“Thoere’s only one way,” said Gordon Gay.
passage.”

“That leads only into a box-room.”

“(an’t be helped ; no good staying here to be caught.” .

And Gordon Gay ran on. The others followed, though
without much hope; it was merely a postponement of the
inevitable.

“We may get a chance to hide!” panted Gordon Gay.

“They'll hunt us out.”

“Well, anyway, we can dodge into a study and lock our-
selyes in, and make terms. They may give us a truce rather
than have a study wrecked.”

“ By George, that’s an idea !”

‘ Here's the end.”

The juniors halted at the box-room, which closed the end
of the passage. It was one of the many old rooms in the
School House that were used as box-rooms. The door of it
closed up the end of the passage; the Grammarians had
come to the end of a blind alley. In the dusky corridor
behind sounded loud footsteps.

Gordon Gay tried the box-room ‘door; it was locked, and
the key was gone. The junior uttered an exclamation.

“It won’t open !”

“They’re close behind I’ muttered Carboy.

“Qet into this study !”

Gay turned to the door of the end study, and opened it.
There was no light under the door, which seemed to indicate
that the room was unocecupied. Certainly Bernard Glyn
could not have been still at work on his invention, in the
dark. Of the stirring scenes that had taken place in the
study that afternodon the Grammarians had no idea; but o
still more startling scene was about to be enaéted.

Gay flung open the door, and the chums rushed in.

The next moment they staggered back with a yell of
affright.

In the darkness of the study a strange figure loomed up,
and a pair of bright green eyes glared at the intruders.

“Ow!” gasped Carboy. *‘“Help!”
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' CHAPTER 16,

" l“ ”"”
“ H!”
@ ““ Ah !u
“W-h-h-h-hat 1"

YoR®

The Grammar School juniors started back in terror and
consternation as the fearful figure loomed up in the dusk of
the end study. }

What it was they could not guess.

They only caught o glimpse of a gigantic form, of a pair

of glittering green eyes, that seemed to be advancing upon
them. Then thero was a snort, and a steaming breath was
hot upon their faces. .
For a moment they staggered, aghast; then, with gasps of
terror, they fled from tho study. Little cared they for the
pursuers now. They would have run any risk to get away
fromn that nameless horror.

They tore out into the passage wildly, and rushed away,
and collided fairly with Tom Merry & Co. a dozen yards from
the door. (oo

Thero was a yell of triugph from the St. Jim's juniors,

*“ Hero they are!”

“ Grammar cads!”

“We've got them!” s

To Tom Merry’s surprise the Grammarians offered abso-
lutely no resistance. They were collared and whirled over
without striking a blow. They were so overcome by the
strango and terriblo sight in the end study that they had not
a blow left in them.

Tom Merry’s whistle rang out sharply. It was the signal
to the waiting juniors., There was immediately a sound of
hurrying footsteps.

“ Got them !

“ This way!”

“Hold ’em tight!"”

¥ %;ﬁggo " gasped Mounk. * Have you seen it?”

“ ‘: '! )
~ “Have you seen it?"”’

“Seen what?’ asked Manners, who was sitting on Monk’s
choest and holding his cars by way of additional security,
** What aro you babbling about?”

“Tt1 The—the fearful thing—""

“Oh, you're dotty !"

“Tt—it's in the ond study !’ gasped Gordon Gay, even his
nervo shaken for once. e—wo saw it!"”’

“You saw what?”’ demanded Tom Merry.
your rockers?”’

*“Tho horrid thing——" ;

“ T suppase it’s Glyn he's talking about,’” said Lowther.
“ Perhaps Glyn hasn’t got the soot off yet, and in that case
he's enough to startle anybody.™

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ig's—it’s not Glyn. Tt's—it's a spectre of some sort—""

“Oh, draw it mild 1’

“\With flaming eyes—-"" }

“My hat! This chap must haye been reading cheap
American fiction, and it’s got on his brain,” said Tom Merry,
“1 suppose Binks has been lending him some of his'New
York gore-books.”

“ Ha, ha, ha??

“ Nothing of tho sort! I—-"

“Pai Jove! You've got them!”

“Yes, rather!” -

“The cheeky wastabs!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
turning his eyeglass upon the captured Grammarians, Wo'll
givoIth(Izm duwu”with St. Jim’s, the wottahs!”

“I—I say—

“Yon needn’t say anything,”’ chuckled Figgins., “ You're
like a giddy verb, you know-—to be, to do, and to suffer.
You've been, and done—and now you're going to suffer.”

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“1 wegard that as weally wathah funnay, Figgins.”

‘' Gio hon!”

There was a sound in the end study. It was the sound of
heavy tramping feet. The juniors all Jooked along the dusky
passage.

“What on_ earth’s that?’ asked Tom Merry. ‘ Glyn's
tootsies wouldn’t make a row like that.”

Tho Grammarians struggled violently.

“Let's get out!” yelled Lane. *‘It's coming !

“ What's coming 7'

T4 g0

““Oh, don’t be an ass!"”

““There it 18!’ shriecked Carboy,

 Bai Jove! Gweat Scott!”

“Qh!”

Forth from the docrway of the end study came heayy,
tramping feet. A strange and weird form loomed up in the
dusky corridor. Two flaming eyes looked at the juniors, and
from red nostrils camo steaming breath,
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Tom Merry & Co. were petrified for a moment.

Then with one accord they bolted.

I'he Gramumarians were, of course, released, and they bolted
with the St. Jim’s juniors, and the whole crowd poured in
wild confusion down the stairs.

‘“ What's the row?”’

“ What's tho matter?”’

Voices called questions from all sides,” but the startled and
torrified juniors did not reply. They rushed right on, and
did not stop till they were well out in the open air of the
guadrangle.

There they halted, breathloss. /

The Grammérians did not lose their presence of mind
startled as they were. They were free now, and they seize
their chance.

*‘ Como on!"” muttered Gordon Gay.

The four Grammar School juniors dashed off across the quad-
rangle. ' Taggles, tho school porter, was just closing the gates.
The four fugitives dashed past him, causing the porter to
drop his bunch of keys with a loud clang in his amazement.

“Hang ’em!” murmured Taggles.

And he closed the gates.

In the road the four Grammarians ran on without a pause,
and they did not stop till they were a considerable distance
from St. Jim's, and a‘l dangor of pursuit was over.

Then Gordon Gay slackened down, and the others followed
his example.

‘““Done them that time, at all events!”” gasped Gay.

‘‘ Yos, rather! But—-" £
t“d\\{)}}pt could it have been—that awful thing in Glyn's
study ?

“‘(}Lyn " exclaimed Frank Monk, a light breaking upon
Lim, *“OF course—I had forgotten it was Glyn’s study! It's
another of his dodges.”

“1t’s what?”’ said Gordon Gay.

“ Glyn’s a giddi inventor—he's always making some rotten
confraption .or other,”” said Monk. ‘‘He made a mechanical
figure in imitation of Skimpole onte—I saw it. That was
before you came to the Grammar School. Of course, you'ra
only a new boy—-""

“ Oh, cheese that!"” said Gordon Gay uncersmoniously.

“ Well, this is another of Glyn’s contraptions, I'll answer
for that,”’ said Monk, breaking into a laugh. *‘‘We've been
scared for nothing.” ;

- “The St. Jim's chaps were jolly well scared, too,” said
Carboy.

“They were—rather!” said Gay. * Quite as much as we
were, 1 suppose it’s as Monk says—and it was jolly lucky
for us. We're well out of that.”

And Monk, Lane, and Carboy agreed that they were.

CHAPTER 17,
Knox Runs for It

% WEAT Scott !”
** My only hat 1"
1 ‘“ Bai Jove !”

“Crumbs 1"

“Phew!"”

““What was it?"

““ Ask mo another!”

The ecrowd of startled juniors stood outside the School
Tlouse, gazing in great uneasiness towards the open lighted
doos. Tt was not often that Tom Merry & Co. were terrified,
but certainly they were very uneasy now.

What was the dreadful apparition that had appeared in the
Shell passage?

“ Hallo, you chaps!” called out Kangaroo, coming out with
Clifton Dane. ** Anything the matter?”

‘“ Haven't you seen it?”’

““Seen what?”’

“161" shouted Blake.
is—I don’t know what!"”

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“What are you cackling at?’ demanded half a dozen
wrathful voices.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You-—you ass

““Oh, I've seen it,” said Kangaroo, with a grin.
Dane here, Haven’t you, Dane?”

Thoe (anadian grinned.

“Yes, rather!” he replied. “I've scen it.”

““ What is it, then?” demanded Figgins.

“Well, it looks like a horse,”” grinned Dane,

horse! How could a horse get into the end study?
exclainied Manners. ** Don’t be an ass !

“T didn’t say it was a horse—I only said it looked like a
horse, 1-—— Hallo, here’s Kuox, and he looks as if he meant
trouble !” Y

Knox, the prefect, was looking very annoyed. As a matter
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“The horrid monster—whataver it

"”

“So has

2o

1S NOW
ON SRLE‘ : : H

of fact, Knox was working up for an exam., and hard work
did not improve his temper, and the noise that had been
going on was far from improving either his temper or his
work. Ho was looking furious.

““ You young sweeps!”” he bawled.

“1 say, Knox, we're sorry, you know,
“We—we were scared.”

“TI'll scare you! I'll—"

““There’s something awful in the Shell passago !I”” exclaimed
Blake. ‘““Will you go up and see what it is, Knox? We'll
come with you.” :

“Don’t talk nonsense to me——-'

“It’s honest truth!” said Tom Merry. * Honour bright!
It'sb slomothing with flaming eyes, and—and we simply had
to bolt.”

Knox looked at him. The prefect did not like Tom Merry,
but hoe knew that the captain of the Shell never told an
untruth.

“1 don’t understand this,”” he said.
body playing a trick.” 3 2

-““I—I ‘suppose it is, when you come to think of it,”’ said
Tom Merry. ‘‘Perhaps you’d better not go—""

“T will go!”’ .

Knox strode into the house again and towards the stairs.
The juniors followed him gingerly.

Up the stairs went Knox, two or three at a time, and the
juniors followed more slowly. They halted on the first
anding.

“I—I say, Knox, be carcful!” called out Tom Merry un-

“I told you—-—""
” said Tom Merry.

“ 1 suppose it's some-

. .
easily.

"

“Oh, hold your tongue

Tom bit his lip. %

“Nice manners, you know,” said Blake. *‘That’s what I
like about Knox. He’s so polished.”

‘ Bai Jove, I considah-—"

“I'm going after him!’ exclaimed Tom Merry resolutely.
““He's a beast, but he sha'n't go alone!”

‘“ Hold on 1" ;
oing—you can come if you like!”

Tom Merry ascended the second flight of stairs. Several of
the juniors followed. They were not halfway to the second
landing when there was a terrific yell from above.

Knox came flying back, his eyes distended, his face white
with terror. ; ) ;

He burst down the stairs and through the juniors like a
madman, knocking them to right and left, and sending them
spinning.

“ Knox " cried Tom Merry, grasping the banisters to save
himself. “Knox! I say—-"" 3 5

The prefect did not look at him. He rushed down the rest
of the stairs madly, bolted into his study, and the juniors
heard him lock the door and they pile the furniture against

1t.

They stood rooted to the stairs for some moments. From
above came a strange sound—strange enough to heaf in the
School House of St. Jim’s. Y

Snort !

It was a note like the snorting of a wild beast of tremendous
power, and it brought a vision of hippopotanii and such
animals to the startled minds of the juniors. Tom Merry
looked up tho staircase.

Two flaming greenish eyes glared down at him.

“Come away !” yelled Blake.

And the juniors ran.

Kangaroo and Clifton Dane ran with the rest. But they
stopped in the lower hall to chuckle, as if they found some-
thing amusing in what terrified the others.

“This way,” muttered Kangaroo.

Clifton Dane nodded, and followed his Australian chum.
They dodged away to the back staircase, by which it was
possible to gain the Shell passage. The others were far too
oxcited and disturbed to notice them go.

Kangaroo and Dane reached the Shell passage, and ran
towards the top of the stairs. They almost ran into a
shadowy figure. There was a sharp exclamation in Bernard
Glyn’s voice.

“ Hallo! Who—— Oh, it's you!”

“Yes, you ass!”

“You villain!” gurgled Clifton Dane. “ You frabjous
duffer! I had no idea you were going to work it off liko
that.”

Bernard Glyn chuckled.

“It’s only a trial trip.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

You'll give the game away.”

¢“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm jolly well gefting level for the bother they've given
me,”’ said Bernard Glyn. “TI'll teach'’em to bust my in-
ventions for the sake of a rotten feed.”

“Ha, ha! But is it finished 7"

“ Looks like it, doesn’t it !

Now Complete Story-Boo
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“Ha, ha! VYes!”

“Hallo! My hat!”

There was a snort from the direction of the stairs.
Bernard Glyn ran forward, and his chums followed him,
¢huckling. Snort, snort, snort! :

“ Phew ! said the Liverpool lad, in tones of dismay.

“ What's the matter? Won't it work "%

“Yes, hang it !"”

“Eh? Why—"
“It won’t stop !’
““ What !”

“ Something’s gone wrong! I—I can't stop it!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“You ass, it's no laughing matter ! Tt—"

“Yes, it is!” roared Kangaroo; and he fairly threw
fimself on the linoleum and kicked up his heels in a
paroxysm of merriment. ‘‘Ha, ha, ha! Oh, you giddy in-
ventor ! You can’t stop it! Let her rip! Ha, ha, ha 1”2

CHAPTER 18.
The Dreadful Apparition.

RAMP!
Tramp !
Tramp !

The heavy tread sounded on the wide stairs.

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

Tom Merry & Co. fled helter-skelter down the stairs and
across the hall. A crowd of other fellows ran with them.

The alarm was general now. :

Fellows of all Forms came out of their studies, loudly in-
quiring what the matter was, or staring with startled eyes
towards the staircase.

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

As a hugo head appeared round the bend of the staircase,
the spectators gave a wild yell of affright, and swarmed
out into the quadrangle. The steady tramp came on. The
yells of the terrified boys, and the l'mxtviy_'l tramp on the stairs,
brought Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth Form, out
of his study. The little, short-sighted gentleman blinked
through his glasses at the staircase. .

“PDear me! Who is making that noise?” he exclaimed.
“1 insist—— Oh!"

Mr. Lathom’s eyes almost started from his head as he
beheld a gigantic figure looming on the stairs, and descend-
ing with steady feet, one hoof after another planted with
perfect steadiness and certainty on step below step.

For one moment Mr. Lathom gazed blankly at the awe-
gome apparition, and then he fled with a wild shriek. He
threw open the door of Mr. Railton’s study, and dashed in,
and slammed the door behind him.

Mr. Railton was sitting at his table, writing. He jumped
up as the Fourth Form-master slammed the door and groped
for the key. There was none in the lock.

“Where is the key ?’? eried Mr. Lathom, in a shill, sharp
voice. “The key—the key!”

“ What 7"’

“The key! The key!”

“Mr. Lathom!”

“Where is the key 7"’ cried the Fourth Form-master, set-
ting his foot against the door. ‘‘Oh! Quick! Where is
the key 1" ’

“What is the matter ?”’

“Tt is outside !’?

“What is outside?” exclaimed the master of the School
Tlouse, springing towards the excited little gentleman.
“ What can you mean ?”

“Jt—it—it is outside!”

“What? What?"”

“ The horrible beast !”

“ My dear Lathom,” said Mr. Railton, looking scrutinise
ingly at the Fourth Form-master, under the very natural ims
pression that the little gentleman had been drinking—'‘m
dear Lathom! You are excited! Calm yourself, I pray.”

“ Where is the key?”

“1 really do not know. I—"

“Then help me put the table against the door, and the
desk—quick ! The awful thing may come bursting in at any
moment."” :

“ What thing?”

“Hark! Cannot you hear it?”

Mr. Railton began to believe that the Fourth Fornr-
master was not intoxicated, but insane. He started, how-
ever, ag a strange sound came to his ears from without.

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

It was the heavy tramp on the stairs, far too heavy for
a human being, and sounding with a strange mechanical
regularity.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Railton “* What is it 1"

“It's the—the apparition!”
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“T must see——"

Mr. Lathom gave a {errified shriek as the House-master
laid his hand upon the door. Ile caught Mr. Ruilton by the
sleeve and pulled him back.

“You are not going out—-"2

“1 am!”

“ But—but it is there!”

“I do not know what you mean, but I shall certainly
see what is the matter,” said the House-master quietly.
“Pray let go the door.”

“There 13 danger—fearful danger——'

“If there is danger, my place is there, as my boys are
there,” said the House-master,

“Yes—yes; but the awful beast—"2

“Come, come, let me pass!”

The athletic House-master lifted the little gentleman out
of the way as if he had been a child, and threw the study
door open. He strode out into the passage

Then, in spite of his powerful nerves, the House-master
stafted back with a ery of alarm and dismay.

e apparition had just reached the bottom of the stairs.

It tramped on towards the open door leading into the
quadrangle, a terrified erowd of juniors flecing before it,

“Good heavens!” cried Mr. Railton.

“(Come in!” shrieked Mr. Lathom,
are devoured !”

But the House-master did not budge. The thing moved
with great rapidity, and it scemed to pass like a flash before
the House-master’s eyes, and it vanished out into the dark-
ness of the quadrangle. :

What was it?

It was a thing in the shape of a gigantic horse, but surely
no horse of flesh and blood ever had so fiercely flaming &
pair of eyes, or ejected steam so thickly from such red
nostrils !

It strode along swiftly, planting one foot firmly after
another, and its longg, glossy tail lashed and waved behind it:

“ (ood heavens!” repeated the House-master,

He rushed after the apparition. He stared blankly out
into the dusky quadrangle. From the darkness came the
terrified exclamations of the scattering juniors. , Mr. Railton
turned as Kildare joined him. The captain of St. Jim’s
was pale and startled.

“ W.w.-what is it, sir?” gasped Kildare,

1t was evident that Kildare had seen it, too.
shook his head.

“Y do not know, Kildare. I—I cannot imagine.”

“How could a horse get into the School House, and up-
stairs, too?”

“T do not understand.” 3 s

Three juniors came downstairs—Glyn and Dane and
Kangaroo. Mr. Railton glanced at them. The three juniors
wero looking preternaturally grave and solemn.  They
dodged quickly out into the quadrangle without appearng to
seo the House-master.

“T cannot understand this,”” Mr. Railton exclaimed. I
must see into it. The—the animal must—must have escaped
from some circus, I should say. An ordinary horse certainly
v;loulkd not be able to descend a staircase in safety, I should
think.’

Kildare gave a gasp of relief.

“Ah! Of course, sir! Tomsonio’s Circuscis over at Way-
land still, and this way be one of their animals, which has
found its way back here.”

“Tt is possible, We must look for it, and ascertain whot
it is. It may do great damage in the quadrangle. It
might even attack some of the boys. Call up some of the
prefects, Kildare, and join me there,”

“(Certainly, sir!”’

And the hunt for the mysterious horse commenced.

L4

’

“Quick, before you

Mpr. Railton

CHAPTER 19.
Towser Gets the Worst of It.

OM MERRY & CO. wero in the quadrangle. It was
seldom that they were so thrown off their balance,
but this time-it could not be denied that they were

startled out of their wits.

“My only hat!’ gasped Tom Merry. “What a ripping
afternoon for our first day home—I don't think !

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ T—TI can’t understand i, said Blake. “\What is it?"

“Blessed if I know.”

“ Look !” yelled Figgins.

“Oh, great Scott !”

" Imk !,)

‘“ There it is!"”

The strange figure loomed up in the illuminated doorway
of the Schaol House. It came out with a swift and steady
Tar Gem Lisrary.—No. 115,
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tramp. Down the great, broad, stone steps, and into the

~quadrangle, the mysterious thing tramped on, and the

‘bit longer at Monte Carlo!

juniors scattered away into the darkness.
as hard as any.

There was something too horribly uncanny about the ap-
parition for even the hero of the Shell to want to see it at
closer quarters.

“ B-b-b-bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy.
deah boys!”

“Run for your lives!”

And they ran.

There was hardly a star in the sky as yet, and the quad-
rangle was intengely dark, under the shadows of the big elms
especially. But in the gloom could faintly be secn the huge
looming figure, and clearly through the darkness glistened the
flaming, greenish eyes, and glowed the white, steaming
breath from the nostrils.

“M-my hat!” gasped Figgins.

Tom Merry ran

“ Wun like anythin’,

“T-—Y wish we'd stayed a
It’s after us! Run!” ,
‘“It’s gaining!" -

“ Dodge among the trees.” $

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp! Snort!

The juniors dodged, and the Thing tramped on steadily. Tt
did ‘not turn from its path in pursuit of them, and they
slackened pace and took courage again, It was marching
directly across the quadrangle towards the gates. ;

“It’s a horse,” said Monty Yowther, with conviction.

“It's like one-~that’s a fact.”

“ But those eyes!”

‘“ And it's breathing like a blessed steam-engine.”

“It might bp a giddy circus horse belonging to "Tom-
sonio’s,”’ said Manners. * T remember they had a lot of trick
tl}o.rses that could waltz up and down stairs, and that sort of

iin

"
“%t's trying ‘to got out,” said Kerr, “Look! It's going

straight for the gates.”

]
P et

“They're locked.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

““ Look—look !"!

The Thing had reached the iron gates. They were locked,
and there was no way through the old arched stone gateway.
The Thing marched on straight to the gates, and the great
head biffed with a clang upon the iron bars.

The shock drove the beast back a few paces, and then it
advanced upon.the gates again with more force than before.
Another crash, and the Thing swung round, as if turned by
the shook, and sivung off in a fresh direction. It tramped on
towards the lodge inhabited by Taggles the porter.

Straight to the lodge-door it went, and its head bumped on
the door. '

: Bump, bump! .

“My only hat! It's trying to get into Taggy's lodge!”

“Gweat Scott!”

Each bump on the lodge door only made the Thing return
to the charge, as if it were driven straight onwards by an
irresistible force within—as perhaps it was.

There was a wrathful voice from within the lodge.

“ Stop that row hout therc!”

It was the voice of Taggles. The worthy porter of St
Jim’s evidently imagined that his door was being bumped by
some mischievous junior. He had no idea of the terrible
visitor that was tramping without.

Bump! .

“Will you stop it, you young rascal? I'll report yer!”
Bump!

“TI'll come out to yer in a minute!”

Bump !

There was & rattle et the lock of the door lodge. The
exasperated Taggles was coming out with a stick in his hand.

Tﬁxe door opened, and a flood of light fell into the gloom of
pnight.

** Now, then, you young—oh !”

Taggles staggered back at the sight of his fearful visitor.

The huge head with the flaming eyes and open steaming
jaws was within a foot of his own, and Taggles leaped back
as if he had been suddenly electrified,

CORI” gasped Taggles.

Tramp, tramp, tramp! :

The gigantic Thing tramped on through the open doorway,
and Taggles squirmed out of its way with wonderful agility
considering his age, and, with howls of terror, rushed into the
back room and slammed the door after him and barricaded it.

The Thing marched on straight across the room, bumped
on the wall—with disastrous results to a picture hanging therc
—gwung round from the shock, and tramped round, gutting
on the wall several times before it butied its way round to
the doorwny again. :

Then it tramped out.

The juniors had begun to gather with awestricken faces at
the doorway, but a warning yell from Xerr announced that
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the Thing was coming out, and they promptly soattored
again. : :

Tramp, tramp, tramp!
. Out into the quadrangle it came, a terrified erowd scatter-
ing before it. Jack Blake caught Flerries by the arm.

‘“Herries! Herries, old man—""

“Eh? Oh! What?"”- y $

‘“ Towser!”’

‘" El) ?,'

“Get Towser! T’ll make Taggles open the gates, and
Towser can chase the awful brute out into the road.”

“Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Herries. * Why ‘didn't 1
think of Towser before ?”’

“Yaas, wathah! Buck up, Hewwies, deah boy!”

“T’ll have Towser here in a jiffy!” And Herrieg rushéd
off towards the kennels.

Jack Blake dashed into Taggles’s lodge.
the inner door. ‘

“Go away !"’ roared the porter from within. * You *orrible
beast! Go away! Oh!”

“ Tagglx-s——-" «

“Oh, the ’orrid sight! Oh!”

e thumped at

“Taghles! Taggles!”
:‘ Ho! Is that you, Master Blake?”
. 0s »”

“ Where's that ’orrid beast? Where—""

“It's in the quad. "We're.going to drive it out. Bring out
the keys and unlock the gates, Taggy.”

“T hain’t openin’ that door.”

“ Give mo the keys.”

“ T can't without opening the door,”

“Open the door, then!” roared Blake angrily.

“1 hain’t opening it if I knows it,” said Taggles, through
the keyhole. *‘I hain’t running risks.”

“You ass—"" ¥
- “ Run off and ’ide yourself, Master Blake !

Grrrrr!

It was Towser’s voice in the quadrangle. Blake, with an
oxclamation of disgust, left the porter’s lodge. There was
evidently no getting the keys from Taggles.

Gr-r-r-er!

““ Here's Towser! Come on.”

“ Look out! Here comes that awful beast !”

The green eyes flamed through the darkness.
was bearing down upon the juniors.
showed his teeth.
of the upparition.

He strained at the ohain, and Herries had all his work cut
out to hold him in. Towszer wanted to get to close quarters.

“ Got the keys?” gasped Herries. ¥

“No; Taggles won’t open his door.”

¢TI can’t hold Towser in! Towser!

Grer-r-rr!

With a wrench the bulldog tore the chain from his master's
hand, and it clinked along the ground as Towser shot off
towards his prey.

‘“ He's off I’

“ Look! Look!”

Straight towards the Thing dashed Towser, with eyed
gleaming and jaws opened. Towser meant business !

“ Bai Jove! Look!"”

Right at the fearsome beast the bulldog leapt.

“Towser's got him!”

“ Oh, look!”

The bulldog was at the throat of the Thing—and then he
fell heavily to the ground. Somehow the sharp fangs had
failed to penetrate the flesh of the Thing, and it strode
straight on, as if totally unconscious of the attack of tho
bulldog. 53

Towser rolled on the ground, dazed. He was not aceus-
tomed to having his terrible teeth niade so little of. But bhe
recovered himself quickly, and dashed undaunted to the attack
ence more.

He hurled himself upon the Thing’s hindquarters, his teeth
gnashing, but again he failed to get a bite. :

He rolled off the body of the Thing as he might have rolled
off a wall, and bumped down upon the ground with a heavy
bump,

Herries whistled.

The Thing
Towser growled and
He did not seem to be in the least afraid

Towsy!”

“Towser! Towsy!” : :
Towser picked himself up. He blinked”at the tramping
figure, and then, with a low whine of terror, scuttled away

into the darkness, and did not stop till he was safe in the
deepest corner of his kennel, where Herries found him, curled
up and palpitating.

The juniors stared at one another.

Towser evidently did not know what to make of the Thing,
and had had enough of the contest. What wasit? What did
it mean ? e,

“PTowser’s afraid of it,” muttered Figgins in awe.  What
on earth——"
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Taddy struggled with all his might, but could not hope to do much against the odds he had to face.
(An amusing incident in the splendid, long complete tale of Gordon Gay & Co, in this week’s issue of ** The Empire” -
Litrary.” Now on Sale, Price One Halfpenny.)

“ He couldn’t get a bite, deah boy,”*

““What on earth is it made of?”

‘“ Bai Jove !’

“Ehi?

“Ive got it!"”

“Got what, you ass?”

“T wefuse to be called an ass!”

Blake shook the swell of 8t. Jim’s by the shoulder. D’Arcy’s
eyeglass dropped from his eye and dangled at the end of its
cord. The swell of St. Jim’s uttered an exclamation.

“Oh, you wuff ass!”

“ Look here, Gussy——""

“It’s all wight! i' know what it is!”’

“Then what is it?"’ roared a dozen voices furiously,

“It’s Glyn’s beastly invention.”

* What t”’

“I wemembah seeing the fwamework of it in his study
when I came down the chimney. It isn’t a weal horse at all—
it’s a wotten contwaption !”

“ My hat!”’

“You wemembah Skimpole II.—the mechanical figah, deah
boys? This is anothah of the same kind—only a more howwid
monstah 1"

“ Gweat Scott!”

“1 believe Gussy’s right!”

“ Yaas, wathah! It wequiahs a fellow of bwains and judg-
ment to guess these things, you know, and undah the
cires.——"

Tom Merry burst into a laugh.

NEXT
THURSDAY 3

"RAIDING THE RAIDERS.”

“ 8o this is Glyn’s great wheeze! The rascal !’

“The spoofing bounder !”

“It’s a machine!”’

“ A blessed mechanical horse!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a gleaming of lanterns, and Mr. Railton and half
a dozen prefects came rushing by, pokers or sticks in their
hands, in search of the apparition.

““ Have you seen it, boys?”’ exclaimed the House-master.

“Yes, sir. It—"

“ Where is it?"?

“ Near the gates, sir. It—"

“Thank you, Blake. You juniors had better get in out of
danger.”

“Yes, sir, but—"’

But Mr. Railton did not stop to listen. He rushed on
with Kildare, Datrel, Rushden, and the rest of the prefects,
in hot pursuit of the monster.» Blake gave a whistle,

“Well, they’re on the track!”

“Bai Jove !”

“Tot's look for Glyn!’ exclaimed Tom Meiry. ““The
bounder can make the thing stop its pranks, I suppose. He
ought to have the biggest bumping of his life for this.
My hat! What an awful row there will be when the truth
comes out !”

“Bai Jove! Wathah!”

And the chums of 8t. Jim's started looking for the cheer-
ful inventor.
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CHAPTER 20,
A Bumping for Three.

: o A, ha, ha!”
‘“Ho, ho, ho!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Three Shell fellows had thrown themselves upon the
shadowed grass under the elms in_ the quadrangle, and
were kicking up their heels and gasping with laughter.

They were, of course, Cornstalk & Co.—Kangaroo,
Bernard Glyn, and Clifton Dane. The three young rascals
were enjoying the fun hugely. _

They could see the flaming eyes of the mechanical horse
ag it stalked about the quad.; they had heard the growling
of Towser; they still heard the startled and terrified ex-
clamations of the boys from all quarters. :

And they yelled with laughter till their ribs were aching,
and the tears wore streaming down their cheeks.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, this is too good!"” gasped Kangaroo. “It’s too
funny ! 4

“It's too rich!” sobbed Clifton Dane.
Lathom bolting into Railton’s study 2"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!" :
“Did you see Iigging running as if for a wager?"”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hark! They'ro still yelling!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! How we'll chip 'em to-morrow!” chuckled
Bernard Glyn.

“Somebody else will get chipped to-morrow, I expect,
with a cane or a h,"” said Kangaroo, sitting up in the

“Did you notice

birch,
grass at last, and gasping for breath. “Do you think
you're allowed to play japes of this sort, you howling
duffer 7"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ You've startled the whole blessed House out of its wits
—Railton and the prefects are chasing your blessed machine
over the quad wit {)okers and things.”

Glyn and Dane yelled again.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, it's too funny! Ho, ho, ho!” s

“It's funny now,” said Kangaroo, wiping his eyes. ‘‘But
when Railton finds that it's a giddy machine, and he wants
to botmtroduoed to the inventor, it won't seem o funny, I
expect.”

“I don’t care,” said Bernard Glyn. ‘“The jape is worth
o hckmi;. Besides, I don’t see why I should be licked.”

“Well, I jolly well do."”

“Mr. Railton takes a gll;gat interest in my mechanical
contrivances,” argued the Liverpool lad. *‘‘He praised my
8kimpole II. very much. He was greatly interested.”

“Yes; but this—"

“ Well, this is the same sort of thing, only better.” :

“Only more ghastly and more trouble, you mean,” said
Kangaroo, chuckling. “ When Railton and tho prefects
discover that they have been chasing all over the quad. on
the track of a giddy machine—""

¢ Ha, ha, ha !”

“Btill, it’s good fun, and we'll take the
said the Cornstalk. * You'll get it hottest,
you jolly well right. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see I'm to blame in any wa,g. I was simply
exercising my genius for mechanics,” said Glyn. “I've been
encouraged to do it.””

“Ha, ha! Not in this way!”

“ Well, you see, the thing’s got out of hand. T was deter-
mined to have it finished the day Tom Merry came home,
80 a8 to show it to him and give him a welcome; and then I
was_interrupted by a lot of duffers coming into the study
again and again-——""

“ Ha, bha, ha!” f
. “I had to finish Putt_ing it together in a hurry, or not put
i5 together at all,’” said Glyn. *It’s not my fault, I must
say. DBesides, Gussy's biffing it did it some damage. Some
blessed spring’s broken, and that's why it won’t stop.”

““Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Here they are!" shouted a voice.
Cornstalk yell anywhere,

““Collar them!”

“Pile on them !”

““Yaas, wathah!”

“Look out, you chaps!” gasped Glyn.

_ But it was too late. The ringing laughter had caught
the ears of Tom Merry & Co., as they searched for the
chums of the end study, and guided them to the spot. The
juniors piled on Cornstalk & Co. before they had a chance
to rise.

The struggling trio were pinned down under the weight
of a couple of sturdy juniors each, and others stood by
ready to pile on them if needed.
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ruel together,”
lyn, and serve

“I'd know that
Here the bounders are !”

“ We've got them.”

¢“Yaas, wathah!”

““ Now, then, you bounders—-"'

“Lemme gerrup!” gasped Bernard Glyn.
you up to?”

‘“We've found you out, you spoofer!”

““ This is a new cdition of Skimpole II., is it?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” "gasped Glyn breathlessly.
Ha, ha,

“What are

Ha, ha, “We took
you in with it! ha !”

“ Why, you ass

“Didn’t they run!” “Didn’t they
just! Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Which is top study now?” demanded Clifton Dane,
gasping out the words under the weight of Monty Lowther
and Figging. “ Which is top study?”

IIov'v’ you ran!

roared Kangaroo.

ha !’

“Why, you cheeky asses—'"

“Bai Jove, I wegard them as a twio of impertinent
boundahs. I think it would be the pwopah capah to give
them a feahful thwashin’,”

‘“Yes, rather.”

“You see, Glyn, we've guessed your rotten wheeze——""

“Pway excuse me, Tom Mewwy. You are labouwin’
un;i.tahl a slight ewwah,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

olitely.

. “Eh? What? What are you chattering about, Gussy ?”

“ You wemarked that we had*guessed the wheeze—""

‘“ Well, so we have.” ;
I guessed it,” eaid

“You are mistaken, deah boy.

D’Arcy calinly. “Of course, I'm not the sort of chap to
put myself forward in any way, but I weally must dwaw the
genewal attention to the fact that I guessed the wheeze.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“8o you did, Gussy—quite right. Being such a funny
merchant yourself, you naturally had a nose for anything of
the sort—""

“1 wefuso to be called a funnay merchant. I——"

“ Well, funny ass, then,” conceded Tom Merry.

“I wegard that as a still more oppwobwious expwession.
Weally—""

““ Are you going to let us get up?”’ demanded Kangaroo.

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Kangawoo——""

‘“‘“Lemme gerrup !’

“We're jolly well going to bump you,’
“Lay hold of the bounders, you chaps.
to startle us for nothing.”

“ Frighten you, you mean,” gurgled Kangaroo.
in English.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l” : :

“Startle us,” said Tom Merry. severely. ‘“ Of course, as
a matter of fact, we weren’t really exactly startled—only a
little surprised.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!
surprised 2"’

“You ought to get surprised somehow when you're going
in for a foot race,” said Clifton Dane, with a chuckle.
“You'd win.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry turned pink.

“'Nuff said!I”” he exclaimed.

“ Here, hold on! Ow!”

Bump !

The three chums of the end study, helpless in the grasp
of many hands, were bumped, and bumped again, and yet
again, They yelled and struggled furiously.

“Now, then, are you sorry?” demanded Tom Merry.

“No!"” roared Kangaroo,

“Bump them again!”

Bump! Bump!

¢ Are you sorry ?"’

“No. Yes. Ow! Yes!”

“ Are you awfully sorry?"”

“No. Yes.”

“Good. Are you awfully fearfully sorry?”

LU NQ ll'

“Bump them!”

Bump, bump, bump !

“Are you awfully fearfully sorry, Kangaroo?”
Tom Merry cheerfully.

“Yes,” gasped the Cornstalk.

“ Are you awfully fearfully sorry, Dane?”

“Yeeoes. Ow! Yes!”

“ Are you awfully fearfully sorry, Glyn?”

“No!” gasped Glyn.

“ Bump him !’

Bump, bump, bump !

“Ow, ow! Yow!”

“ Are you awfully fearfully sorry, Glyn?'”

“Yow! Yah! Yes!”

IS NOW
ON SALE.

said Tom™Merry.
They’re not going

“Say it

Do you always run like that when you're

“Bump them!"”

askeod
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“'F}ns is where we grin,”” gasped Kangaroo. ¢ Ha, ha,
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“Good! Let ’em go!”

And Cornstalk & Co. were released; but they were too
breathless and bumped to rise. They lay on the grass
gasping.

CHAPTER 21,
The Secret Out,
L HERE it is!”

“ Look out, sir!” ;

“1 can see it. Kildare,” said Mr. Railton
quietly. ‘It is evidently a horse, though of a gigantio
gizo. There is no doubt that it must have escaped from the
circus, I should think. We had better surround it——"

“ What is the matter here? What is the matter 2”?

It was the thin, sour face of Mr. Ratcliff, the House-
master of the New House at St. Jim’s. Mr. Railton turned
towards him. The lanterns gleamed upon the thin face of
the new House-master.

He looked at Mr. Railton in sour surprise.

“There has been a most disturbing noise in the quad-
rangle,” he snapped. “I came out to see what it was. I
did not expect to find that prefects were the cause of it !”

Kildare flushed angrily, and Mr. Railton bit his lip. Mr.
Rateliff was addressing them as if they were a crowd of
naughty fags, instead of the top fellows in the top Form of
the school. But that was Mr. I{ntcliﬁ’s way. He had a gift
for saying things to make people feel small.

A R.leally, ‘Mr. Ratelifi—"" began the School House master
warmly.

“Dear me! Ts that you, Mr, Railton?” exclaimed Mr.
Ratcliff, affecting to sec the School House-master for the
first time. “ Dear me! Might I inquire what js the cause
of this extraordinary sceno ?”

“1 really do not see any need for you to inquire!” said
Mr. Railton tartly. It seems to me extraordinary that
you have not seen or heard the strange animal that has
made such a disturbance in the quadrangle.”

** A—a strange animal |”’

 Certainly 1 :

Mr. Ratelift sniffed. o had a most provoking sniff.

“I do not understand you, Mr. Railton! Is it possible
that you and the School House prefects are searching the
quadrangle for some strange cat or dog——"

« ““A gigantic horse—"

£“A what 7

‘A horse, which has doubtless escaped from somo circus—
that is the only way to account for its extraordinary actions—
has entered the school——" :

“ Come, Mr. Railton—-"

“Look out, sir!” shouted Rushden suddenly.
coming !'’ ¥

Tramp, tramp, tramp ! Snort !

Mr. Rateliff swung round with a gasp of affright.

Flaming eyes and steaming nostrils came swooping through
the gloom towards him, and the New House-master’s knees
knocked together.

‘For one moment he stood staring in petrified dismay at the
awesome beast.

Then, with a yell that was heard all over St. Jim’s, he fled.
With his gown fluttering in the breeze, he tore off madly,
and never paused till he was inside the Now House. * There
he had to pause, for he ran into Monteith, the head prefect
of the New House, who was just coming out to see what the
uproar in the quadrangle was about,

Monteith staggered across the hall, and Mr. Rateliff reeled
against the open door, gasping for breath.. - His white, scared
face startled thé prefect.

“I—I'm sorry, sir!” oxclaimed Monteith. “T didn’t see
you coming! What has happened? Are you ill?”

Myr. Rateliff did not roply.

He gave Monteith one wild look, and bolted past him,
tore into his study, and slammed the door shut, and locked
it. Then he sank, almost fainting into his chair. The New
House-master was not of the stuff of which heroes are
made,

Monteith stood astonished for a full minute, staring after
the vanished House-master. Then he ran out into the quad-
rangle to see what was the matter.

The shouts of the hunters guided him, and he joined Mr.
Railton and the School House prefgets.

““What on earth’s the matter?’’ he exclaimed.

* Look out " said Kildare hurriodly.

“ But I—— Oh, great Scott!”

il

4 Tt's

Monteith sprang back out of the way of the thing., The

apparition was tramping round in a wide cirele now, instead
of ‘marching straight forward as before. Something had
cvidently gone wrong with the works, and there was. a
curious buzzing from the animal as it tramped round and
round, with snorting nostrils.

My hat !” gasped Monteith. *‘ What is it?”

THORSDAY 3
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“ Goodness knows!!” ;

“Drive it towards the gate I'* exclaimed Mr. Railton. “It
does not seem ferocious at all; it has not offered to attack
anyone.”

The seniors threw up their hands to scare the horse towards
the gate. In the hollow of the stone archway it might have
been cornered and secured.

*“Shoo !” exclaimed Mr. Railton,

‘“ Shoo ! 5

But the mechanical horse refused to bo *shooed.” It
tramped on round and round.

“Shoo! Shoo!”

Tramp, tramp, tramp ! Snort ! =

Mr. Railton raised the stick he carried, and stepped closer
to the horse, and struck it on the shoulders to drive it away.
There was a clang.

The House-master jumped almost clear of the ground in
his amazement. §

The blow on the horse’s shoulder had clanged back, as if
he were striking metal instead of flesh and blood. L

“Good heavens!” cried Mr. Railton, “It is not alive!

“ What, sir?” il

“Tt—it is some contrivance! It is not alive!

‘““ Great Scott!” g PR

The blow on the shoulder had changed the Thing's direction
once more. It tramped off towards the elm-tre¢es. —The
seniors followed, utter{y amazed, and keenly interested, too,
Iow. R
“Tt is a machine of some sort!” exclaimed Mr. Railton.
¢“ A mechanical contrivance—a most wonderful onel X
cannot understand it !”’ \

Kildare uttered an exclamation,

“Glyn "

“What do you mean. Kildare?”? §

“Tt’s another dodge of that young rascal I exclaimed the
captain of St. Jim’s, with conviction in his tones. “ Don't
you remember Skimpole II., sir?”

The House-master started.

“Bless my soul-—yes!”

“This is a new dodge of his, and—— Hallo !” v

A crowd of dark figures appeared among the trecs. 'Tom
Merry & Co. crowded in the way of the mechanical hqrsn.
Now  that they knew that it was a cunningly-contrived
machine, they were not afraid of it.

“Collar it!” shouted Tom Merry,

“Hold it !” ;

“(Collah the monstah, deah boys .

The juniors swarmed upon the mechanical horse. Corn~
stalk & Co. jumped up breathlessly and lent their aid,

The horse tramped on steadily. -

The knocks it had received seemed to have righted the
mechanism once more, for it tramped on straight towards
the open door of the School House. The light, streaming
out into the quadrangle, showed the reverend figure of the
Head standing in the doorway, The disturbance in the
qun;lrungle had drawn out Dr. Holmes from his quiet
study.

“Stop it!” gasped Tom Merry, “ There’s the Head "

“My hat! %t will walk into him ! 4

“That's all right!’ panted Bernard Glyn. “It can't
walk up the steps; it can only walk downl”

“Stop it !

“Hang on to it1” -

And the juniors hung on to it. But the motive power
inside the mechanical horse was working at full force, and
it tramped steadily on. The prefects rushed to throw their
weight upon it, and the mechanism tramped on, with seven
or oxg}lxt follows hanging on to its neck, its back, its ears, and
its tail, 3

“Tt—it won't stop I gasped Figgins.

“Bai Jove! Wathah not!”

‘“Hang on ! ;

Right on tramped the mechanical horse, straight into the
radius of light from the open door of the School House. " The
Head looked out, and his face was transfixed with amaze-
ment. and wonder, as well it might be,

‘“ Bless my soul I”* he ejaculated.

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

The lowest of the School. House steps stopped the
mechanical horse; it stood tramping aimlessly, and could
go no further. Ite.péth was barred.

*“Bless my soul !’ repeated the Head. ‘“ What is that—
that exteaordinary thing?” :

There was something like a smile on Mr, Railton’s face as
he advanced inta the light. The horsq tramped and
snorted. = :

“It’s a mechanical contrivance, sir,” he said. ‘It has
caused a great deal of fright and confusion,”’

“Dear me !

“1 fancy that Glyn, of the Shell, could tell you more about

l"

it, sir,
“ Extraordinary! Glyn, come forward !
Tuae GeMm LisrAry.—No. 115,
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The 1‘nv(-r_1tor of the Shell camo forward, not very willingly.

}‘1‘0 doctor’s face was very sovere. )

Dear me!” exclaimed the IHead, noticing Glyn’s dis-
hevelled state. “How do you come to be in that untidy
condition, Glyn 7"

::I»~I~"-I'x"0 been bumped, sir ! stammered Glyn.

Oh! Glyn, are you respdnsible for that—that oxtra-
ordinary creature?” .(iouum(h-d the Head, pointing to the
mechanical horse, still pawing and snorting and steaming
ut‘the bottom of the School House stops.

‘I—-1 made it, sir!”’

“Extraordinary ! It was very clever of you, Glyn, but
—but you surely know that you have no right to cause such
& disturbance in thoe school !” ;

“It got out of hand, sir,” “I—I
couldn’t stop it! I finished putting it together in a hurry,
because I—1 wanted to celebrate Tom Merry's home-coming,
sir, and so0, you see———> 2 :

The Head’s face relaxed.

" Well, Glyn, if you really did not mean to cause such a
disturbanco——""

“I'm sorry, sir! I—I moant it for a lark, too!” said
Gly'l"l, honestly, ““I—=I'm sorry there's been trouble, though,
eir !

The Head coughed.

“I—=I commend your frankness, Gilyn! T shall pardon
you! I think, Mr. Railton, that Glyn can be forgiven?”

The House-master smiled.

“I think so, sir. Tt is a most extraordinary contrivance,
gnd much credit is due to Glyn for his patience and his
inventiveness in making it. But he must not have it indoors
again, of course.”

* Cortainly not!”

“TI'll take 1t to the bike-shed, sir,”” said Bernard Glyn.

And the IHead went in, with Mr. Railton; and the two
masters were smiling as they turned their backs upon the
boys. Glyn ran down the steps.

e s-heodrodes-doo gt

sauid Bernard Glyn.

R S S

“Lend a hand here!” he exclaimed. “We'll get th»
blessed thing into the bike-shed, and then I can get at the
machinery and stop it.” :

‘“ Right you are!”

Tom Merry & Co. laid hold of the mechanical horse, and
swung it round. It snorted and tramped off in the direction
they guided it in. Figgins ran on ahead and opened the
door of the bike-shed, and lighted a lantern. ;

“Here we are!”

The mechanical hotse tramped into the shed. Tom Merry
gave a shout:

“Look out! Stop it!”’

But they could not stop it. Right on it went among tho
bicycle stands and eycles, and tramped against the solid wall
beyond, which eftectually stopped him. The cycles lay
soattered on all sides.

“It’s all right now !”” said Bernard Glyn cheerfully.

“Is it?’ said Kiggins wrathfully. ‘ Look at my bike—
tied in a knot round Gussy's!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Never mind! T can stop the horse now—""

“You'd better stop it,” said Tom Morry, lavghing, “and
if you ever start it again, we'll start on you !”

‘“ Bai Jove, wathah !”’

And the juniors crowded out of the bicycle-shed, leaving
Cornstalk & Co. to deal with the mechanical horse. Tom
Merry chuckled as they took their way back to the School
House.

“Well, T must say we've had an exciting day for our
roturn to St. Jim's!” he exclaimed. ‘“This beats Monto
Carlo !”

And the juniors agreed that it did.

THE END.

(Another splendid tale of Tom Merry d& Co., entitled : ** Raiding the
Raiders,” by Maitin Clifford, next Thursday. Please ovder your copy of
“The Gem " Library in advance, Price 1d.)

pe=- You can start this Splendid Serial Story now.

£

s
-~ ==

- j::—’ki"?— o

In THe HERVICE

Ol Jime

]

== =

= - = =

Bym Lieutenant Lefevre.

READ THIS FIRST! X
Oawald Yorke, a youth of eighteen, whom peculiar circum-
stances have forced to become a highwayman, one night
holds up the carriage of Admiral Sir Sampson Eastlake.
He is overpowered, however; but the good old admiral offers
him a chance of serving the King in the Navy instead of
handing him over to justice.  Oswald, therefore, joins the
frigate Catapult as a midshipman, under the name of John
_Smith. Oswald soon “smells powder,” as the Catapult
engages tho French man-o'-war Amadee, which is consorting
a captured Indiaman. Under the divection of Mr. Fryer, the
first lieutenant, the Catapult has victory within grasp, when
the captain, who is under the influence of drink, takes com-
mand, and steers the ship out of the fight. Infuriated by his
cowardice, the crew threaten mutiny, and Mr. F'ryer is hastily
summoned by the now frightened captain. Wnder his
authority the rising storm is quelled. Some hours later a
strange ¥rigutu is seen, and the captain of the Catapult again
ives the order to keep away from any fighting. Oswald is
ﬁisgustod, and he makes his way down to the cockpit where
the injured men are being attended to.
(Now go on with the story.)
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 115,
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The Scene in the Cockpit.

The scene presented by the cockpit was like a hideous night-
mare. On the floor, on roughly contrived beds, lay a dozen
or more men, with pale, bloodless faces, and hollow-looking
eyes. Some had their heads bandaged; some lay groaning
with the pain of a shattered limb; some lay stiff and stark,
silent now and for ever. :

On the big table, under the dim light cast by a hanging
lamp, lay a poor fellow undergoing amputation of the left
arm.

There were no anwmsthetics in those days. The man lay
perfectly conscious of all that was going on around him,
following every movement made by the doctor with anxious
eyes. ;

In the fight this man had been as brave as any. Now lying
helpless awaiting the surgeon’s knife, the cold sweat of terror
broke qut on his forehead, and rolled down his ghastly

ace. :
: Dr. Telford heard Oswald enter behind him, but did not

turn round. He was intently examining the injured
limb.

e New Complete Story-Book,
011% gg&. = Price One H nony.
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“(Come and take the man’s left hand!” he said sharply.
“JTold firmly. Keep the arm steady and extended.”

Oswald came forward steadily, and grasped the poor fellow’s
Land. He felt the flesh quiver under his touch.

“ Will—will it hurt, doctor?” gasped the patient. :

“Hurt! just a bit—a sting, and that’s all; it’ll be over in
a moment. Now, then, turn your eyes away. I'm like the
deck-hands. I work better when I am not being watched "’
And tho doctor laughed pleasantly. ‘‘ By the way,” he went
on, talking quietly, as though nothing of importance was
about to occur, ‘“which boat where you in, my lad? Mr.
Fryer's?’

“No, T was in—" The man ceased speaking suddenly,
:{md sot his toeth sharply, and a look of agony distorted his

ace.

With a practised hand, Dr. Telford made an incision with
the knife, quickly severing the bruised and mangled flesh.
Oswald was conscious of a feeling of deadly sickness; but he
Jnew that upon his steadiness and coolness the man’s life
practically depended. Tt was horrible, but worse was to come.
Klinging away the knife, the doctor grasped the saw.

At the sound of the sharp rasp of the implement on the
hone, a wild scream broke from the throat of the patient.
For a moment, but for a moment only, Oswald’s senses
swam ; then, with a violent effort of wilK he fought off the
feeling of nausea that was overcoming him. Steady as a
rock ho stood till the very end. The severed limb was flung
aside, and he held the mutilated shoulder, while the doctor
quickly caught up and tied the arteries.

Tt was over. The patient had mercifully fain.tod,‘nnd
Oswald stagered back with half-closed eyes, and an insatiable
longing for a breath of fresh, cold air. ]

“What, is it you, Smith?’” said the doctor, looking up for
the first time. * You are hardly up to this yet, my lad,” he
said kindly.

“It’s all right, sir. T—I am glad if I can be of any use.”

“No, no; you are shaky enough without having to witress
any horrors. Come, Rumbold,” he added, turning to the
master’s mate, who had been administering water to some of
the patients, “we'll have that fellow with the shuttered
knee next !

Rumbold went over to where a man lay quietly in the
ghadow. : ; g

.‘“He's saved you a job. this time, doctor,” he said, rising.

Dr. Telford elevated his eyebrows.

“(Gone 2 he asked.

“Dead as Queen Anne!” said Rumbold, without a trace
of emotion. 2

The doctor stretched out his arms.

“ Well, that finishes it!” hesaid. * Just trundle rcund to
Mr. Fryer's cabin, Rumbold, and see how he is zetting on.
These confounded little one-horse engaﬁ?ments give me more
work to do than a battle royal. In a big fight, Mr. Swmith,
the men get killed outright, and that saves me work and
them trouble; but in expeditions of this sort it means broken
limbs and broken heads, and a hard day’s work for me e

“There is nothing 1 can do, sir?”’ asked Oswald.

“ Nothing. Go and take a turn in the fresh air. You look
as if you needed it.”

Oswald turned away and made his way among the pale
occupants of this chamber of horrors. e mnrvofled at the
doctor’s skill and endurance; but, more than all, he mar-
velled at his coolness and absolute 1nsensibility to nerves.

By this time complete darkness had fallen. Mr. Pringle
had shortened sail, and, as the breeze had dropped to almost
a whisper, the Catapault made no perceptible headway
through the sullenly-rolling waters.

There was a sense of oppression in the air—the feeling that
one experiences before the outbreak of a storm. Through
the misty blackness Oswald could see two figures on the
quarter-deck—Mr. Pringle and a midshipman’s—DBabbing-
ton’s probably.

His head was aching furiously now, and the feeling of
sicknoss was by no means gone, so he walked to the bulwarks,
and leaned against them.

It was absolutely silent and still} the last wavering
whisper of a breeze died away, and the sails of the Catapult
flapped heavily for a moment, and then lay limp and still.
Mzr. Pringle’s voice broke the silence with an order.

A couple of men, barefooted, hurried across the deck to
obey, and then silenee again, that lasted for minute after
minute,
 Oswald was thinking of the past—of that wild, reckless
joke that he had played, and of 1ts terrible ending, He was
wondering if his father had relented, if the admiral had beon
true to his word, and had seen him, He was wondering if he
should ever see his father again—if he should ever be able
to go back to his native place, and hold his head up again
among those who had known him from childhood.

Then suddenly out of the blackness a couple of figures
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crept stealthily to the bulwarks, and took up their stand not
a dozen yards from the spot where Oswald stood.

He could not see who the men were in the darknoss, nor
could he recognise their voices, for they spoke in whispers,
which came to him indistinctly through the still atmosphere,

“Tt’s now or never !” muttéred one. ‘“The first luff is laid
by the hoels. There's only the doctor and the master and a
handful of mids. As for them other two, they are dead to
the world. They’ll never know whose knife 1t was went into
their throttles.” ‘ -

« And when it’s done and over ?”’ inquired the other in a
trembling whisper. :

«10ill the boats with rum and vittals, fire the ship, and
leave her to burn, and—""

“It must be altogether.
said the other man.

“Nary one. Them as has no likings for the job has got
to go the sama way as the skipper and the second luff. Dead
men tell no tales, matey !” :

“ But the luff Fryer—what of him?”

«].don’t mean no harm to him. He’s a_fair and square
one—a good sort. He’s sick in his cabin. e neadn’t know
nothing till we are prepared to desert the ship. We can
hoist him into a boat, and he'll never be none the wiser
what’s happened. Maybe he’ll be useful to gpeak up for us if
the time ever comes when wa want a good word.”

“ And the others—the mids and—"" :

“Knock ’em on the head, every cursed one of 'em!” said
the other man, in a ferocious whisper. * We can’t afford to
run no risks, matey 1"’

“Not me; I’'m agen murder !’ replied the other. .

Just at that moment a third figure came up and joined
the other two, and though he, like the others, spoke in a
whisper, Oswald had no difficulty in recognising him, be-
cause of his peculiar cockney accent—the man being an im-
pressed ferryman from Wapping, by name Wilkins.

“ 0o said murder ?* he whispered.

“T'm agen it,” said one of the first speakers.

“ And T'm for it,” said the other. ‘We don’t want no
babby-hearted chaps at this game. It’s dead men tell no
tales, and if they’re alive, it medns hanging for some of us,”

“ Knock their blooming brains hout, hall hof ’em!”” said
,Wnlkli,;m. “That’s my motter. Dead men can't 'ang live
uns

The other man still seemed to remonstrate, but the others
silenced him.

“Hit’s sink of swim together, matey,” said Wilkins,
“Hand 'im as wants to swim, and gets the hossifers to "old
:1md1’x'r;\ at the same time, he's going to get knocked on the
ead !

The other man gave in.

" “When is it to be?” he asked.

“ Height bells. Cutlasses hall round, and no musketsr
The lobsters hare in hit to a man, bar the serjeant and
lootenant.”

“ Eight bells,”” whispered one of the other men.

And then they parted and melted away into the darkness,
leaving Oswald standing there, wondering if it was true, or
whether he had dreamed it all.

The men rising! Going to murder the officers, himself
among the others—not that lie was thinking of himself in
particular just then.

He left his position by the bulwarks, which he had main-
tained for over half an hour, and staggered towards the
quarter-deck.

“Tallo! Who goes?” said a voice out of the darkness.

“ Maxwell, you! For Heaven’s sake come with me |”’ said
Oswald. ¢

“Why, what’s up? What's the matter?”

“Murder and mutiny, that's what’s the matter,” said
Oswald. .

“QOld chap, it was too much for you down in that cockpit.
Go and—"

“I tell you T am sane; T know what I am talking about !"
said Oswald fiercely. b ot

“Mr. Pringle, can I speak to you?” he was saying a
moment later to that officer,

“Fire away, Mr. Smith!” said Pringle pleasantly.

“ At eight bells the crew will rise, murder the officers,
except Mr. Fryer, and fire the ship,” said Oswald quietly.

Pringle started, and looked at him with quick suspicion. -
“What are you talking about, Mr. Smith?”’

“1 was on tﬁo
discussing the plot to mutiny,”
of the men was Wilkins; the other two
recognise,”’ ot i

He spoke so quietly and so confidently that Mr. Pringle,
after a moment’s hesitation, felt assured that Oswald was
speaking the truth.

“Tt’s been coming for days—ever since we set sail I”” heo
groaned. “ First leaving the Amadee, when we might have

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No, 115,
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captured her; then the floggings; now skulking away from
a confounded French frigate. it's got the men’s tompers up,
and some of us will haye to pay the piper. Thunder, what &
position for me to bain!' The captain and the second lisu-
tenant have been drinking in their cabin for hours; ftho first
lisutenant 1s wounded. Maxwell, step down and tell Dr.
Telford I want to speak to him lu‘gentiy. Then go and find
Lieutenant Avmstreong and Sergeant Findlay, Tell thom all
to come up here quietly. Give them a hint there’s something
wrong. After that, take a pesp into the captain’s cabin if
you can, and tell me what you ses, 1F—if the caplain is
mbc(r.. ask him if I can speak fo him urgently. Hurry, my
a 1

M'ax\yell hustened away on his errand.
The first to reach the g{unr(erzgleck was the doctor,
. “Hallo, Pringle! What's in the wind? I'm rogzular

inak-of—nli—trudes on this ship I" he grumbled. “1t's Talford
here, there, and everywhere, and not a moment of blessed
peace do I got from morn to night.'

“Yo'll be gatting a long epell of rest and peace shortly,
doctor,” said Pringle coolly. “The men ace going to murder
you to-night i

“ Going to what #** asked the dootor.

118 tho truth.’ ¥ b o

Here Lieutenant Armstrong, with his sergeant, Findlay,
came on fo the deck. X

“It's tho truth,” ropented Pringle. ' At eight bells the
nien, crow and Marines—every mother's son of them—aro
going to rise and mutiny, and murdér every ono of ua,
'I;h;u;‘s the programme, gentlemen. A pleasant one for ys—
eh?’

“This comes of sailing under a blackguard like Bur-
gtoyr:p i said the doctor. *“Thet men were well enough at
starting.

“They aré o pack of devils now, and they mean fo do for
s and the Catapult, too. They must have biood of some
sort, and, since we have denied them French blood, they
maan fo have ours,” said Pringle quietly,

By this fime all the midshipmon exeept Maxwell had
assembled on the quarter-deck.

It wos Mr. Smith who overheard the plot,” said Pringlo.
‘“He was atundu:lg by—"" 4 ;

Ile stopped suddenly, and whipped round, and as he did
50, o skulking form behind him sprang up, and tried to
eseape. Z & <

But, Sergeant Findlay was foo quick for the spy. With o
bound he was on him, and the two men went down with o
crosh to the deck together. : B i

Lieutenant Armstrong pullr:,d out a pistol, and pressed it
against the captured spy’s liaad.

“Not a word " he eaid sternly. *“Make a sound, and I
blow your brains out! Gek ur!” : >

The man rose to his feet, sullen and silent. His name was
Stone. He had been at the helm, and, noticing the gather-
ing on the quarter-deck;, had erept up to hear what ha could.

%Vhile Licutengnt  Arm-

NOW ON
SALE,

his head
to be——""
“Ves, T understand,” said Pringle hurviedly.

upon the table. They both of them aupear

£ Now,
remains for us to make our préparations, Tirst securo that
fellow. Bind him hand and foot. and gag him.”

“What are you going to do with me?” said Stone, whose
sullis had given place to dendly torver.

“T don't know ; that depends on what happens.””

Btone had no opportunity for further discourse, for ho was
flung: down to: the deck, bound hand and foot, and a huge
piece of rag was thrust into his anouth. Then his jaws were
bourd up, and he was left to vuminate on his probable fato.

“Wo have two hours before us, gentiomen ; and, if we aro
sharp, we can gob through a good deal of work in two hours.
Lisutonant, I think it would be better if yon were to sea
that all firearms nand ammunition are secured. We can do
with n scora of muskets up hera, and blenty of ammunition,
Mr. Maxwell, we will get o couple of cnrronades mounted,
and turned on the deck.”

Cool a3 a cucunmber, and giving his orders with precision,
Mr. Pringle was the right man in the right place in that
moment of danger.

Licutenant Armstrong and Pindlay went off to secure
arms and ammunition, while Maxwell, with the help of
Babbington and Rumbold, unshipped o couple of bont-guns,
six-pounder carronades, which they mounted so that they
covered the appronch to the quarter.deck.

Meanwhile, Dr. Telford weni below to esamine [he in-
sensible captain and his boon companion,

“The men are both dead drunk,” he reported swhen he
camo bock., It would serve them right it we let them lie
where they are, and wheye the erew can get at ‘em.”’

““We can't do that, though, as yon say, ‘it would serye
them right, We shall have to get them up on deck soie-
how, L{nx\\'ell‘..:%o quietly, and give Fid instructions to
come here quickly and quietly ; ‘then send the others—
Bonlon, Crufts, Sims, and Webster—up one al a time. Go
about it cauntiously. IE those fellows gef the wind of 1,
they'll be on us in no time,”

Ten minutes Inter the men named were on the duartor
dack, Wondetmg af their summons, and alio wondering con-
siderably at seeing so many gatherod together there,

Mr. Pringle expluined the state of things in o fow words,
and_ also informed the men that thev were fhe destined
victims of their shipmates, as well ‘ws he himself was.

*“ We must have the captain and Mr. Brabazon ondeck af
bges!' he said to Benton: * You and Sims go down und
haudihem up."

He pitied out these two for fhair size and strength,
Benton waz a big and powerful man, while Sims wo n
giaat as regards both height and strength.

Cthen, gentlemen, we know the worst and thoe best, and 1t

Heavy as {he captain Was,

strong kept his pistol dpx‘ea&ed
,  Mr.

the paiv hauled him on to the

against  Sfone’s  head
Pringls interrogated him.

At first tho man stood sul-
lenly silent, refusing to speak
a word; but, under a little

entle  persuasion from the
ieutenant, he found his
tongue at last. ” 7z

All the ecrew were in the .
proposed mutiny o & man {
with the oxcee:ti'on of INid, the
boatswain, Crufts, Benton, |
and two othors. Theso men !
had consistently declared that, !
in their “cpinion, there was |
little satisfastion to be got by '
mnutiny ; so they had not, been
asked to join in the move- ‘
ment, and it. had been °
arranged that they were to ‘
share the doom of the officers.

‘“ And the Marines?” asked
the sorgoant. ;

“They sin’t nothing. They
are going to stand by and loo!
on.  They swear thoy won't
strike for ecither side, officers
nor men.” :

“ 2
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difficulty, and flung him dovwn
with seant ceremony on to the
deck, where he lay like & log,
waapped in his drunken sleep.
Sims went alone to fetch
My, Brabazon, and presently
appeared with the second
licutenant slung over his
shoulder like o sack of csuls,
his head and arms hanging
down helplesly over Sims'
broad back.
. By seven bells the two
I carronades were loaded, and a
stack of muskets—all ready
Ioaded—vith piles of ammuni-
tion, wers arranged in the
most convenient positions, and
as yet not a man of the crew
had dreamed that their plot
was discovered, and that pre-

lively time, and
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the same good material and with the same great care as the best bicycle ever
built for an adult. Every Rudge-Whitworth guaranteed LTen Years. Send for
the 1g9ro Illustrated Art Catalogue, 76 pages and
[l (rontispiece in colour and 4 charts of interchangeable
parts. Post Free from
RUDGE-WHITWORTH, Ltd.
i (Dept. 331) COVENTRY.
LONDON DEPOTS:
230 Tottenham Court Road, W,
23 Holborn Viaduct, E.C.
160 Regent Street. W.
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Centaining a Splendid Long, Oomplete
School Tale of GORPON GAY & CO
By Prosper Howard,
h






