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The swell of St, Jim’s was dressed in footer: togs and was carrying a large suit-case and a hat.case as-well,
Jack Blake loo ed at him blankly "Golng away for the week-end, Gussy ?” he asked._ (-S'u Ohapter 10)

-

CHAPTER 1, “Bai Jove! A wunaway—-"

Lo Gussy Makes a New Chum! The peaceful quiet of the afternoon was suddenly dis-
L WEAT SCOTT !” turbed by a girl’s cry of terror and the ‘thud of a
: -The -startled: exclamation left the lips of  horse’s hoofs on the dusty high-road.- A small dog-car},

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy in a -sudden cry. was dashing down the sbeep mn towards "Arthur Au-

He Jammed on the brakes of his bicycle, and  gustus, a glrl clinging to the reins, helpless, but still
looked back over his shoulder. pluckily trying to pull in the maddened horse. -

oxt Wednesdayr
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Arthur Augustus realised the. girl’s danger in a flash.
Something had startled the horse, no doubt, and the
animal had the bit between its teéth. The reins would
break hefore the girl could succeed in pulling the
horse up

And lf she didn’t succeed in pulling up the amimal?
The swell of St. Jim’s knew exactly what must happen
in that event.

The horse-would continue its mad career to the hottom
of the hill, and mstmctlvely it would try to swerve round
the ught-angle bend at the bottom. 1If it attempted to
do  that, nothing could save the trap from being
overturned.

A monocle slipped from Arthul Augustus’ eye, and the
blood raced threugh his veins. In another moment the
trap would be thu.ndermw past him, and something
would have to be_done.

But what was ¥here that could be-doue?

The swell of St. Jim’s thought of flinging himself
from his bicycle, and attemptmw to bar the horse’s pro-
gress, but there was no time for that. By the time he
could dismount the fear-maddend horse and the trap
would be past, and then nothing in the world . could
save the girl.

Already the horse’s head was almOst level with Arthur
Augustus’ back wheel.

Recklessly the St. Jim’s junior scorched ahead. It
was a very steep hill, and fortunately Arthur Augustus’
machine was fitted with a high gear. But the horse
had a flying start. Already Arthur Augustus ‘had lost
ground, for ke was only level with the trap’s wheels
NnOW.

The swell of St. Jim’s bent his head over the handle-
bars. His breath came in quick gasps as he scorched
down the hill, straining every muscle to gain on the
horse. Tor a “moment he thought he' ¢ould not sueceed

until it was too late, until the remaining hundred-

yards of the hill had been covered, aud the right-angle
turning reached.

Arthur Augustus shuddered as be' thoiight of that

right-angle turning. It would be all over then.

With all the strength of his deceptive frame, Arthur
Augustus scorched on. He was level at last with: the
horse’s flanks.
ab least be attempted.

But the swell of St. Jim’s had no plan in his head.
There had been no time to make plans. His only idea
was to get level with the terrified animal’s head, or,
perhaps, get in front of it altogether.

“Pway keep calm! In anothah moment—-"

Arthur Augustus’ words died away in a gasp. He
was level with the horse’ s head at last, and there was
scarcely fifty yards left of the hill. Agaln there was
no time for making -plans.

Arthur Augnstus glanced once ahcad at the wall of
the house which marked the Dbottom of the hill. No
doubt the horse would swerve away from that.

It _was utterly impossible to imagine that the t1ap
could get round the bend

“Gweat Scott

Arthur Augustus gasped afram and then he acted
instinctively. He released his hold on the handlebars,
.).}111d he grabbed wildly at ‘the horse’s reins, close to
the bit.

The swell of St. Jim’s missed-with onc hand, but he
got a grip with his right, and an instant later he was
swung from his blcycle-saddle

There was a sound of grinding metal as the wheel of
the trap passed over the bicycle. The horse swerved
to the right, but Arfhur Angustus still clung to .the
reius.
head went down. The swell of St. Jim’s feet- struck
the hard road with numbing force.

But he still clung to the horse’s head, and he now
had a grip with the “other hand as well. The frightened
animal had lost pace, but it was rearing and shying.

. in a terrible manner.

Arthur Augustus clung tighter to the reins. The
swell of St. Jim’s had no thought of trying to save
himself. He tightened his grip om the reins, and his
weight was berrmnmo' to tell cn the horse. The animal
was stoppmg
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A few yards more, and something might -

The horse reared in his mad gallop “then its -

At last Arthur Augustus was able to keep his feet
firmly on the road, but the terrified horse dragged him’
another dozen yal&s Still, the struggle was over now,
for Arthur Augustus knew a good deal more. about
horses than many of the St. Jim’s ]unmra though’c

“Steaday! Steaday!”

The swell of St. Jim’s brought the harse round until
it was facing the femnce, and the sight of the hedgb
helped to stop the animal. He stood still at last,
quivering and trembling in every limb.

Unconseiously, Arthur Augustus patted the wet, vein-
swollen neck.

“Bai Jove!
quietly. “Howevah, it is quite all wight now! I

The girl in the tlap looked down at the junior. She
was very white, but her glance was quite steady.
Arthur Augus‘cus removéd his hand from the horse's
mouth, and felt for his tall hat.’

“Bai Jove! I am afwaid I have lost my toppah!”

“Yes, you have,” the girl answered slowly.

“And I wegwet to say I must be in a vewy dishev cl]ul
condizh !” .

“You are; very!”

“Yaas, wathah! But under the cires—>

“Under the circs ‘you. consider you ought tc bLe
excused!” said the girl, laughing suddenly “What is
your name?”’

“Ir’Arey,” said Al thur Augustus. “T am in the Fourth
Form of the School House at St. Jim’s. I twust you are
not vewy upset, deah boy—I mean—-"

“Yes, I know what you mean,” smiled the girl. “I
am very upset, as a matter of fact so upset that I am
not going to attempt to thank you now. D’Arcy, if

¥Fir Grove at four o’clock, and have tea with the mater
and I. I want to say qulte a lot of things to yew.”

“Bai Jove—"

“Can you comer”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Auousius turning a
little pink. “I shall considahk it a vewy gweat plea&urc'
Bai Jove!”

“Then ask for ’»\I.).y Werne1 » answered the girl.

And before Arthur Auwustus could speak again the
girl wheeled the now-calm horse round, and drove off
alonnr the dusty road. The swell of St. Jim’s stood
lookmg after her..

The girl’s pluck in drwmg the runaway off like that
fascinated Arthur Augustus. He could do nothing hut
stare until the girl rounded the bend.

“Bai Jove! What an uttahly wippin’ gal!”

*Arthur Augustus muttered the words aloud but there
was any amount of excuse for his absence of mind.
Seated in the dog-cart, May Werner certainly had looked
as ripping as she had proved herself plucky.

And Arthur Augustus had been invited to take tea w1‘th
her at four o’clock. The swell of St. Jim’s hastily
consulted his watch.

“Gweat Scott! It’s neahly thwee alweady, and I
have to change my attiah! I shall have to huwwy like
anythln" I say, deah boy, have you anythin’ vewy
pwessin’ to do just now?”

The “deah-hoy* stopped in a dreamy saunter along
the high-road, and viewed Arthur Augustus with a grin.
At his best, the “deah boy ” must have been a tramp,
but ap Eamnﬂy he kad come down in the world. He
raised hat ‘with a lofty air.

‘“Ag a matter of fact, I ave an appomtment with the
Prime Minister,” he Sd:ld “but as we're old friends,
he won’t mind waltmg Do you want me to ’old your
’orse’s ‘ead—"" .

“Bai Jove—" .

“Or mind the motor, sir#”

Arthur Augustus serewed his monocle in his eye, and
stared severely at the dishevelled-looking tramp.

“Pway don’t twy to be funnay, as I am not in the
mood .foah humah [ he said frigidly. “If you want to
earn half-a-ewown, eawwy that bicycle to St. Jim’s!”

“Right-ho !” said the tramp, with another grin.

'

“I'll
send the Prime Minister a plcture-postcard of Rylcon‘*o
to make up for it. Straight on, isn’t it, young gent’?
“Yaas; stwaight on!”-
And Arthur Augustus walked on. in front.

%= OUT TO-DAY! . BUY IT!

h

That was wathah a neah thing!” he said'

_you have nothing better to do this afternoon, come to °
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" faced the indignant- juniors.

Every Wednesday.

The tramp showed no desire to hurry, and Arthur
Augustus reached St. Jim’s long before his bicycle.
here was a very distant expression in the eyes of
the swell of St. Jim’s, as though his thoughts were far
away. He even walked past Figgins & ®. of the New
House without seeing them.. The New House juniors
stared at him blankly. :
But Arthur Augustus never noticed.

He walked on, looking , at his watch at frequent:

intervals,- and he swung into the schaeol grounds at a
good pace.

“There he is!” - . !

“Here’s the young ass, chaps!”

“@ussy, you burbler, you chump——" ) .

‘Arthur Augustus _started  violently. Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther of the Shell came towards him
at a rush. Behind the Terrible Three ran Jack Blake,
Herries, and Digby of Study No. 6. . ‘

The half-dozen juniors came across the quadrangle ab
racing speed.” - g ;

CHAPTER 2,
A Précious Engagement. .
L) ‘USSY, you shrieking ass!”
. “Weally, Tom Mewwy——"
“You raving duffer!” stormed Tom Merry.
“We’ve been looking all over St. Jim’s for
ou!” ‘ : ¢
“Bai Jove!
“You burbling

lunatic!” cried Jack Blake, putting
down a picnic-basket. “Youw've already wasted nearly
an hour of the afternoon! Bump thg young duffer!
Frog’ssmarch him across the quad! Boil him in oil!”
The School House juniors crowded round Axthur
‘Augustus wrathfully. They had been lookiig for him
everywhere ever since lunch, and now they had found him
—strolling across the quadrangle at three o’clock in the
afternoon! -~ - o
Tom Mefry breathed hard through his nose.
~ “No good wasting any more time,” he said warmly.
“We’ll hump him later.  Yank the young duffer along.”
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy ; .
“For goodness’ sake-don’t let him start cackling !”
exclaimed Monty Lowther. “He’ll stand there imitating
an.old hen until we’re old enough to wear long, grey
beards. Collar the young ass!” R
Arthur Augiistus screwed his monocle in his eye, and
They were staring at him
Arthur Augustus shook

in mixed anger and surprise.
his head. L

“T'm vewy sowwy to disappoint you, deah boys, but I
am afwaid “we shall have to postpone our journay to
the cave—="

“W-what!” »

“Postpone our picnic, Mannahs;
until anothah day.”

«You shrieking ass, Gussy!” breathed Tom Merry.
“Tiggins & Co. are watching’ us. Come along before
they smell a rat, you burbler!”

But Arthur Augustus shook his head again.

*«1 ghould be vewy pleased to come along wundah
diffewent circs, deah boy; but I wegwet to say we can-
not go to the cave to-day as—as I have somethin’ else
to do.” S a

“How much?”

'« dave say.I shall be fwee to join you to-mowwow
or the next day; but it is uttahly imposs foah me to

‘¢ome with you this aftahnoon, so we shall have to post-

pone the picnic. I twust you wealise that I am vewy
sowwy.”

“Brrr!”

«Qf all the young asses——"

Tom Merry and Jack Blake seized the elegant junior
b?_ his arms. Tom Merry’s teeth -were gritted.

“You can come or not, just as you jolly well like,
Gssy,” he said; “but, in any case, we’re going. Hand
over Manners’ photograph of the cave, anyway.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" o i -

“Yes, really!” shouted the incensed Tom Merry.

wd¥h.  “D’ARCY’S DARING!”

- #THE GEM” LIBRARY,

- to-mowwow—but——

_refused to hand over the photograph

that is, put it off

6ne Pénnyv' D -

“You've already wasted half of the afternoon. Hand
over the photograph, ass!” ’ ’ ’

Arthur Augustus waved his hand loftily.

“1 uttahly wefuse to be chawactahwised as an ass!”
he said, with dignity. “And I wegwet that it is uttahly
imposs foah me to comply with your wequest! Surely,
deah boy, you wealise that the picnic must be post-

“Rats!” . ’

“ As many ats as you can think of, you jabberwock !”
cried Manners.  “Give me back my photograph! Come
on, you lunatic!”

Arthur Augustus waved his hand again.

“But I have explained that it is imposs foah me to
come to the cave this aftahnoon, deah boys,” he said,
in surprise. “I twust you gwasp the fact that the picnio
must be postponetl. It is vewy pwob that I shall be able
to come with you one day latah this week—vewy likely
" Welease mé, Tom Mewwy!
Digbay, you wuffian! Lowthah, you wascal!”

“Hand over the photograph,” said Tom Merry, throngh
his nose. “We ask you for the last time.” ’

“But I cannot come with you, deah boys!™

“ Blow whether you come with ue or not!”

“I have a vewy important appointment.”

“ Blow your appointment!” o

“But‘__’} ) ) ;
© “And blow your buts!” shouted Tom Merry. “Bump
the young ass! Take the beastly photograph out of his
pocket !” . .

“You uttah wottah!”

“On the hall!” .

“ Altogethery chaps!” ) . ' i

And the half-dozen juniors rushed at Arthur-Augustus
and seized him. Dighy and Manners grasped him round
the knees; Tom Merry and Jack Blake clasped him by
the arms: and Lowther and Herries charged. into the
small of his back. C,

The swell of St. Jim's went down to the guadrangle
with a sounding thud. .

“You- weckless wuffians !”

“Rats!” -

“You uttah wottahs!” |

“ Bow-wow !” ) ‘

Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake and Herries and
Dighy were past standing on ceremony. For over an
hour they had been hunting high and low for Arthur
Augustus. They-had "found him- at last, but he had

" refused to join in the pichic to the ripping new cave the

juniors of the School House had just discovered, and he
Manners had
taken of the cave.entrance. Without the photograph it
was quite likely that Tom Merry & Co. would not be
able to find the cave again. ’

It had a contealed entrance on the side of a shrnb-
covered hill, and Manners’ photograph was the only
clue to its whereabouts. . -

It was scarcely to be expected that Tom Merry & Co.
would stand upon ceremony in.the circumstances.

“Bump him!” : :

“Three of the best, chaps!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” : '

Arthir Augustus was bumped until the breath was
shaken out of his body. He gasped Ioudly.

“Tom Mewwy, you wottah——"

“Where’s the photograph, then?”

“I wefuse to tell!”

Bump'! : B

Arthur Augustus was bumped again, an extra special
one. He gave vent to a shriek. ’ ; ’
“Tom Mewwy, I shall administah a feahful thwashin’!

 Jack Blake, you wuffian—"

“The photograph {” sx}ortcd Tom Merry. “Where is
it, ass?”
“I. wefuse—’

3

Bump! Thud! )
“Q.oh!” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “You uttah
wottahs!

I wefuse—I wefuse—the wotten photogwaph
is in my bweast-pocket !” .
“ Good!” $o : = -
Manners plunged his hand in Arthur Augustus’ breast-
pocket and unearthed the photograph, an unmounted
C TrE GEM LiBrary.—No. 411
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punt showmg vely little more to a casual obserwer than
a group of trees on” a lillside.

ﬁlanoe told Tom Merry & Co. that 1t was the photo-
graph'réquired. They all let Arthur Augustus fall back
on the gquadrangle with a bump.

Monty Lowther looked down ab him severely. :

“Just in time, Gussy,” said the humorist of the Shell.
“In another mmute you might have been properly,
bumped !”.

“Gweat Scott o -

“Qh, don’t apologlse sl

“Bai Jove !’ - ’

“We know you can’t help these spasms,” went on
Lowther, as the swell of St."Jim’s sat up in a gasping
state.© “Youll' outgrow them when you. get older,
Ready, chaps?” :

“Rather I

“Get on with the waslnug, then!
, And, plckmg up the picnic-hasket, Tom Merry & Co.
‘marched off, - Arthur Auauctus staggered to his feet.

“Tom Mewwy, stop .

“Rats1”

“ Jack Blake, I ordah you to stop—-—

“Bow-wow 12 - g :

s Hewwxes—Dlgby——Lowthah—— s

-“Ha, ha, ha!”
™" The six juniors had passed through the school entrance
“of tlie quadrangle, and had reached the road. They were
_on their way to Tom Merry’s cave.

Arthur Augustus stared after them. It was a very
ferocious stare indeed, but it did not seem to damp the
merriment of the six jumiors marching off along “the
“dusty” high-road. - They were all chuckling in huge
delight, Herries .and Dighy cauymfr the heavy picnie-
basket Dhetween them. .

‘The swell -of St. Jim’s turned on his heel and walked

1 -

into ‘the school .with as much dignity as was possible

“with his’ collar anchored by the back stud only and his
left kuee stlckmg through his usually perfectly-creased
trousers;

———

CHAPTER 3.
An Unwelcome Visitor,.

Figgins. of the New House -
remark in open 'disgust. = Kerr mnodded
gloomily, and even ‘Fatty Wynn looked de-

pressed ‘for once in his life. )

‘“ Absolutely rotten!”. .-

“If the Qerman bounder must be met at the station,”
said Figgins warmly, © why couldpn’t the Hedd have sent
Tom Merry & Co., or Redfern, or someone else? \’Vhat
did he want to choose us for? Jolly unfair, anyway.’

€€ Bea’stl '7’

ging & Co. stared moodlly along the high-road,
whlc% ran from St. Jim’s to the town of Rylcombe. The
thtee juniors from the New House were seated along the
bar of a five-barred gate not very far from the

sc hool, and they ‘all looked very gloomy indeed.

But their gloominess was not to be wondered at.’

It was a perfect afternoon for foothall. The sun was

. shining tﬁulte brightly, and the footer ground would
* be in gool

form. Figgins & Co. wanted all the practice
they could get, too, if Rylecombe Albion were to be
beaten in the forthcoming match.

But there were a dozen other things Figgins, Kery, and
* Fatty Wynn might have done that half-holiday, and
they would have all been delightful. Instead, Figgins

Cyo would have to walk-to Rylcombhe Station ‘and meet
the four o’clock train from Wayland Junction and wel-
come Herr Muller, the new. temporary German master. -
" If Herr Muller had been“an English master or a

French master it would not have been so bad, but giving -

up a half-holiday to meet a German went very much
against the grain with Flgglns, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn.
-* Why couldn’t the German boundev have arranged
to come by the two o’clock train instead?”. demanded
Figgins.. *¢ We could have met him then, and got it
over !”’

‘“ And put in some footer,”’ glowled Fa’cty Wynn, ‘and

- ;then had .something to eat.”
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“QOr gane for a’ 1un,” sald Kerr, .

““ Rotten !

Figgins slashed agam w1’ch his stick.

It had heew quite by chance that the Head had asked
Figgins & Co. to meet Herr Muller. Perhaps Dr.
Holmes had considered he was doing the New House
juniors an honour, but if that were so, it was the sort of

onour Figgins & Co could very well have done without.

Natumlly the Jumors could not very well ‘meet a new
master arrayed in footer fogs, so they had not been
able to have a little net practice beforehand. TInstead,
they had had to change into their hest attire and sit
on the gate and wait until’ it was time to go to the
station. :

It was ueally time to start on the long walk now, and
Figging looked moodily along ‘the road towards St. Tim’s.

“Why couldn’t Herr Schueider put off being ill until

T the end of the term?”’

; “QWhat does St. Jxm s want a German master at all
Or b

“Qr German, for the mafter of that,” said Fatty
Wynn, “It’s a rotten language; a rotten country, and
a 1otten hore——""'

Batty Wynn' stopped speakmg Havlf a dozen juniars
came swinging, along the road at a fine pace; two of
them .carrying a huie picnic-basket. Fatty Wynn's eves

t of the basket. - .

» “Hallo; you School Hotse -bounders !*

Tom Merry & Co. started. They a]l nodded, aud
attempted to walk on. Figgins stared suspiuoublv

“ What’ s the wheeze, young Merry?” -

“Oh, we're gonw to have a little pmmc, Fxggy

“ Where ?” e’

““Over them » answered Tom Meny
vaguely. Souy we can’t stop !’

‘' Is—is there grub.in that basketf‘" 'lsked Fatty
Wynn, with a note of pathos in his voice, R

“Y-yes, only the- lid’s tied down——"2 -

“I've got a knife, if you care to open the bhasket to
see if the things are all right,” said Fatty Wynn, his
gloominess goue for a moment. I don’t mind ‘doing it
for you, Herries, old chap.” v

““No time !”

“ It won’t take a minute.” .

‘“ As a matter of fact, we’re®in an "awful hurry, Fm'oy,
said Tom Merry. “Hope you chaps are getting in form
-I don’t want to have
to leave you out of the team, you know.”

* Bow-wow !”

‘““Here’s the mee, Herues,
fully.” “T’ll open it for you.’

‘“ Some other time, kid!"”

3 But__

“ See you later I’ said Tom V[euv, and the six Jumnh
walked on huuledly

waving his hand

said Fatty Wynn hope-

Figgins® suspieious stare became more suspicious than

ever.
indeed.
}“’I‘hose School House, bounders are up to something,
chaps I’

““Looks like it, anyway.’

“I—I say, if that bz»sket is full they must have any
amount -of grub,” said Fatty: Wynn “wearily.  Per-
haps——pmhaps they ve got some of those new steak and
kidney pies.

“ Blow steak and kldney plCS i

‘““Oh, I say, Figg »

““And blow Tom Merry & Co.!” 1et01ted Figgius,
jumping down from the gate. ‘“1f we’re going to meet
that heastly. German bouudel we’d Dbetter start.”

““Brrrey 1?

Figgins & Co. started off down the long, dusty road
for the station. They walked on in gloomy silence, the
sound.of a hicycle bell suddeénly breaking in upon their
thoughts. °

“ Pway "get out of the way, deah hoys !

Figgins turned quickly. Arthur Augustus D’Arey
was cycling cautiously to meet them, although the sweil
of St. Jim’s was scarcely in cycling togs.

' He was wearing a bran new tall hat, ‘his pcﬁecth-
fitting,. avendex»coloured suit looked as if it-had jusk
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Tom Merry & Co. were walkmg very hurriedly
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photograph——"*

come. from the tailor's, while his patent leather shoes
sparkled in the sunlight, so that Kerr humorously
shaded his eyes.

Arthur Augustus dismounted with great caution.

‘“ Figgay, deah boy, can you tell me the time?”

‘“ Half-past three, ass!”

“Is it, weally? Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, gingerly placing one foot on the step of the
machine he had borrowed from Harry Noble. ““T have

no vewy little time to waste.”

““Where are you going; Gussy:”

- ““Oh, just for a wun wound, Figgay.”

‘“ With Tom Merry & Co.?”

““No, wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus in alarm.
“I twust they are not in fwont, as, in the light of
wecent events, I cannot help wegarding them as a wuff
set of wottahs.”” : -

““ Well, where are Tom Merry & Co. going?”

‘“ To the cave, deah boy."’

TFiggins started violently.

‘“ To—to the—what?”’

The monocle dropped from Arthur Augustus’ eye and
an alarmed expression crept into his face. He hastened
to gloss over his slip of the tongue.

‘“ Weally, deah boys, I must be goin’!”

“Rats !’

“ XVea]]y, I must, as T have a vewy important appoint-
ment.”

Kerr chuckled loudly. -

“Yes, yowll -have to hnrry, Gussy!” grinned the

*What have you on the desk in front of you?” asked Herr Muller, Manners started violently.- ‘*Only a—a
Manaers stopped speaking and glanced at Tom Merry in dismay, for the photograph on his
"desk was the clue to the entrance of Tom Merry’s cave. .

(See Chapter 7.)

Scottish jumior.. “I suppose it’s the young lady from the
linendraper’s again. Are you going to take her on the
river? Oh, don’t blush, Gussy; we all know you.”

Arthur Augustus went a bright pink.

“ You uttah waggah, Kerr! I twust I am not in the
habit of blushin’, and I wefuse to discuss the mattah
with you. Pway get out of the way!”

But Figgins & Co. refused to move. TFiggins was
fixing the swell of St. Jim’s with a stony stare.

““ 1t doesn’t matter an atom who you are going to meet,
Gussy,” he said severely. “ We want to hear more about
the cave Tom Merry is going to. Where is it, ass?”’

‘“ Weally, Figgay——"

‘“ Has Tom Merry found a new cave somewhere ?”

- ““Out with it, Gussy-!"

Arthur Augustus firmly fixed his monocle in his eye
and looked at the suspicious New House juniors through
it. Then he took a good grip on the handlebars of his
borrowed machine.

Figgins & Co. waited im atienﬂy,

“Is the cave in the woods, ass?’

‘“ How long has Tom Merry known about it 2"

‘“ Bai Jove > = .

Tiggins took a determined step nearer the elegant
junior. There was a-very grim expression on the face
of the tall New House junior.

‘“ Gussy, we don’t want to roll you in the ditch.”

“Or bump you in_ the dusty road!”

“Or frog’s-march you to Rylcombe with us,” added
Tiggins; ““ but we're jolly well going to have a few facts

THE GEM LiBrarvy.—No. 411
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about Tom Merry’s cave. Tom Merry can’t go about the
country sneaking caves. Some of you School House
bouunders will be trying to rope in a stvetch of the river
soon. Collar him ! ’

“On the hall! Rush the young duffer !

“ Gweat Scott !” X

Arthur Augustus wheeled his bicycle round in a flash,
made a wild hopping movement, with his foot on the
pedal, and got into the saddle. TFiggins grabbed wildly
at the rival junior’s coat tails.. . ~

“ Got him——"

Yank him off the machine, Figgy !”

¢““Oh!" yelled Figgins. “O-oh!”

And he thudded down flat on his chest in the dust.
Arthur Augustus was cycling along the road back
towards the school at a racing pace, and all chance of
capturing him was goune.

Figgins scrambled to his feet.
» ‘“The burblin’ young rotter !”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Kerr choked hack his laughter, for Figgins looked
very warlike. He brushed the dust off his clothes with
his cap.

‘“We'll be on Tom Merry’s track after this,”” he said-

indignantly. ¢ What an awful nerve those School House
bounders must have, collaring caves and not telling
amyone about them.”’

“Frightful cheek!” -

“Wait until we've finished with Herr Muller!” said -

Figgins darkly. “We'll show Tom Merry & Co. that
they aren’t the cnly pebbles on the giddy beach !”

And Figgins & Co. walked on to meet the new Gorman
master who was to take Herr Schneider’s place at
St. Jim’s for the time being. .

The three New House jumiors reached the station just
as the Tocal train came steaming in. They watched the
first-class compartments glide past with a great deal
of suppressed excitement and a certain amount of
indignation. :

“He’ll be no end of a bounder, of course!”

“Don’t see how a German could be anytking else!”
muttered Kerr.

~ “My hat,” said Fatty Wynn, “that must be the chap. .

I—1I expect he'll stand us a tea like Mr. Railton always
used to.” ; )

Figgins grunted. A tall, though not very powerfully-
built man had just stepped from the train. He was
walking towards the juniors, carrying a suit-case in his
hand.

Figgins looked at him with a steady glance.

To the New House junior’s way of thinking, it was a
typically German faee he saw—eyes far apart, fair hair,

"and spectacles. But in the matter of age Figgins was a

good deal surprised.
At the most Herr Muller could not have been more than

- thirty. .

The new master stopped in front of the juniors.

“You are poys from der school?” he demanded rather
than asked. “You have been ordered to meet me—eh?”

““We were asked to meet you, sir,” said Figgins through
his teeth.

,Herr Muller grunted.

“Well, you can go -back to the school now,” he said,
with a guttural, anmistakably Teutonic accent.” “I have
no use for you. I have ordered a trap in advance.”

And the new German master walked on without another
word.

Figgins. & Co. stared after him indignauntly. They had
given up .their half-holiday, and they had walked all
the way from St. Jim’s to meet this ill-mannered German,
‘and he had dismissed them as though they had been
page-boys from the school.

Figgins & Co. went pink. ‘

Herr Muller was getting into a large, roomy trap.
There would have been heaps of room for the juniors to
get in as well, but the German did not even look at
them, Tet alone offer them a lift.

- Instead, Figgins & Co. would have to tramp all the
way back, while the new master rode. Figgins choked.

“The awful rotter!”

“The bounder!” said Kerr hotly. “What a frightful
outsider !”

TaE GEM LiBrary.—No. 411,
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“Oh, he’s a German!
Hun!”

And Figgins led the way out of the statiom.

The tall leader of the New House juniers did. not
usually take dislikes to people on the spur of the moment,
but he had taken a very real dislike to Herr Muller.
The German’s manner had been far ruder than his actual
words. Hé had completely ignored the jumiors; he had
treated them as though they had been dirt.

Figgins & Co. were not used to that sort of thing,
ﬁn.il érom a German, too. The New House juniors’ blood

oiled. :

“We’'ll get even with the brute if that’s the sort of
game he’s going to play!” said Figgins darkly. “If Herr
Muller thinks he is going to treat St. Jim’s fellows as
the German officers treat their men, he’s going to find
out -his mistake!” ' - *

“Did you sce how he pushed Fatty Wynn out of the

PEH

What ean you expect from a

“The awful bounder!” stormed Figgins. “TI believe
we’'re going to have trouble with him, and no mistake!”
. Figgins & Co. walked back towards St. Jim’s, hot with
indignation, ®

-—

CHAPTER 4.
Gussy's Word of Honour, q
5 HE feahful wottahs! They have put me all in a
wetched fluttah!” 5
Arthur Augustus spoke the words aloud as
he cycled away from Figgins & Co. at a great
pace. . He was still scorching at a great pace along the
dusty main road long after Figgins & Co. had turned
their back upon him.

As he reached the corner the swell of St. Jim’s glanced
back ever his shoulder. He heaved a sigh of relief when
he saw that the New House juniors were mot following.
In spite of that, though, Arthur Augustus felt ivery
wrathful. -

The violent scorching had made him hot, and there
was a slight amount of dust on his usually immaculate
trousers. Arthur Augustus hated feeling hot, and he
leather dust in any circumstances. In the present
cireumstances it reached a calamity.

“I weally ought to wush back and change my
twousahs,” he said to himself. “Bai Jove, there isn't
time, though! I shall have to huwwy like anythin’!”

Arthur Augustus hated hurrying, whether he was on
foot or om a machine, but there was mo help for it
this time. He would be compelled to make quite o
long detour to Fir Grove mow, and it was very. nearly
four o’clock. . :

He was due a{ Fir Grove for tea with May Werner
at four, and it would never do to be late. He cycled
on, and!took the bend by the church at a good pace.

“Ass!” .

“Look where you are going, duffer!”

“It’s that burbler, Gusgy

Harry Noble, Bernard Glyn, and Clifton Dane happened
to be walking abreast along the .road in the direction
of Rylcombe. They jumped wildly to right and left, and
Arthur Augustus only just escaped collision with them.

“Sowwy, deah boys!”

“Sorry, he blowed!” shoutéed Harry Noble. “Why
didn’t you ring your bell?” -

“I nevah thought of it, Kangahwoo! Howevah, T
cannot stop, as it is neahly four o’clock——"

And the rest of Arthur Augustus’ sentence was lost
in the distance. He cycled on, leaving Cornstalk & Co.
staring after him in astonishment. -

“Bai Jove!” ' ’

The church clock had just struck the hour of four,
but Fir Grove was in sight now. It was a charming little
creeper-covered cottage at the foot of the hill. Arthur
Augustus free-wheeled down the incline, and was con-
scious of a violent throb at the heart before he was
half-way down.

A graceful, girlish figure was standing at the garden
gate of Fir Grove, and she was waving. Arthur Augustus
waved back. A moment later the swell of St. Jim's
dismounted, and found himself shaking hands with May
Werner.

. N 6 “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,; 3™ OUT TO-DAY! BUY ITL-



- about all the afternoon,” she saids

2 h =,
. happening there now?:

Every Wednesday.

“Bai Jove, I twust I am not late, Miss Wernah!”

“No; you are wonderfully punctual. But come in and
be introduced to mother. She is longing to meet you.”

Miss Werner held open the gate, and Arthur Augustus
walked into the pretty little garden. A white-haired,
beautiful old lady was sitting at the open casement of a
pretty, old-fashioned sitting-room.

She held out her hand, and looked into
Augustus’ eyes. Arthur Augustus went pink.

“So you are the boy my daughter has been talking
“D’Arcy, how can I

Arthur

thank you?”

“Pway don't mention the mattah, Mrs. Wernah!”

. “But I have thought of nothing else since May came
home. T don’t believe I shall think of anything else
for days.” . :

“Weally, it was nothin’!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
pinker than ever. “I am onlay too glad that I was in
the posish to wendah your daughtah a twiflin’ service!”

“Do you call saviag my life a trifling service, D’Arey?”

“No, wathah mnot, Miss Wernah! That is to
wemark——-" o .

The swell of St. Jim’s foundered badly, and Mrs.
Werner smiled. May, looking prettier even than she

" had in the trap, langhed outright..

“I should take a fresh piece of paper and start again,
if I were you, P’Arcy!” she suggested. “But suppose
we forget all about it, and have tea? 1 am sure you

- must be dreadfully hungry.”

May Werner stepped through the open casement,- and

the swell of St. Jim’s followed her. With a cheery laugh, -

the girl pointed to an easy-chair, and a moment or two
later Arthur Augustus was being plied with cake of so
niany different kinds that Fatty Wynn’s mouth would
have watered at tlie mere thought of them.

And all the time May Werner and her mother chatted,
chiefly about St. Jim’s. . .

““Dp tell me some more about your beautiful old
school,” exclaimed May Werner, as she handed Arthur
Augustus some more tea.” “Is anything very exciting
““We've got a vewy important footah match comin’
off soon.” o ’

“Shall youw play:” :

“Yaas, wathal, bai Jove! And there is gweat excite-
ment ovah the expected awwival of a new mastah—an
outsidah of a German, bai Jove!”

“How—how do you know he is an outsider, if he
hasn’t arrived yet, D’Arcy?”

“Well, he’s a-German, you know—" *

“And you consider all Germans are ontsiders:”

“Bai Jove, yaas!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I
didn’t once, but that was befoah I knew their weal
chawactah. I should be vewy sowwy to think that a
fwiend of mine did anythin' but bar the Huns, Miss
Wernah.” & ;

“You would:’ answered Miss Werner thoughtfully.

Then she turned abruptly.

Someone had tapped at the door..

- A maidservant pushed the door open in response to
Mrs. Werner’s invitation. A tall, though not very power-

“tully-built man, wearing spectacles, came into the room.

May “Werner took his proffered hand, and led him across
the room to Arthur Augustus. = :
The swell of St. Jim’s rose politely to his feet.
“D’Arcy, this is, Herr Muller, a friend of mine,” May
said. “I think I may say D’Arcy is also a friend of
mine.” )
“Und all your friendts are mine, May,” answered Herr
Muller, and he sat down.
Arthur Augustus remained standing.

* There was an expression of amazement on his face, and
Tiis monocle had dropped from his eye. He stared at
Herr Muller as if' there was something extraordinary
gbout his fellow guest. . .

"There was something extrasrdinary about him, too, in
the eyes of Arthur Augustus, for the man had spoken
with ‘a decided German accent. The name of Herr
Muller was as familiar as it was unpleasant to his cars,
too. ' ’

“ Bai Jove ) i

-“Whadt did you say, my poy:”’

* ¢ I—— Bai Jove, is it poss that'you are the new mastah

9
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at St Jim's?” said Arthur Augustus faintly., “i am
certain I-heard your name mentioned before.” i s

“Yes; I am the new temporary master,” answered
Herr Muller, in guttural tones.

“ And—and you are a German?®”

“Why shouldn’t I be a Sherman, my poy:”

“I—1 really don’t know,” answered Arthur Augustus
vaguely. “Bai Jove, Miss Wernal, I must be goin’ now
as it is gettin’ wathah late.” :

May Werner jumped to her feet again, and stepped to
the casement window. Myrs. Werner shook Arthur
Augustus’ hand and smiled at him, but Herr Muller
took no notice.

He was pouring himself out some tea, which suggested
that he was very much at home in the Werner family.
Arthur Augustus noticed the little incident.

May Werner walked to the garden-gate with the swell
of St. Jim’s. She seemed rather silent, and she stopped

. for a moment or two at the gate.

99

“ Are you going straight back to school, D’Arcy?

“Yaas, I think so——"

“ And you will see a lot of the other juniors,” went onr
May Werner—“Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Figgins,
and all the others you have spoken about?”

“Yaas, wathah; I expect I shall see them——"

“ And, of course, they are all interested to hear about
the new German master?”

Arthur Augustus nodded. As a matter of fact, the St.
Jim’s juniors were more than interested in the arrival
of the temporary German master, for there was a deal of
subdued feeling of a resentful nature in the Fourth Form
and the Shell. Still, Arthur Augustus did not mean to
tell May Werner that.

Perhaps the girl guessed.

“You did something for me this afternoon, for which
I shall never be able to repay you, D’Arcy,” she said,
after a short pause. “I wonder if you will do something
else for me?”

“Bai Jove, yaas

“It may not be very easy.”

“It will be a vewy gweat pleasure to do anythin’ ia
my power, Miss Wernah. Pway believe that!”

Miss Werner looked searchingly at the swell of St.
Jim’s, then quietly dropped her hand on his arm.

“I want you to do your best to persuade the other
juniors not to judge Herr Muller until they know him,”
she said. “My father had a school in the old days, so
that I know that a master’s happiness depends a gread
deal upon the way the boys regard him.. The juniors of
St. Jim’s will be able to make or mar Herr Muller’s
happiness, D’Arey.”

“Bai—bai Jove—" i :

“And T want you to try to make him comfortable ab
the school, and persnade the other juniors to make him.
comfortable,” added Miss Werner. “Herr Muller is &
very old friead of my family.”

“Yaas, wathah——" -

“ And you will do your bestt”

“T will do anythin’ I can, Miss Wernah,” said Acthur
Augustus, “It is vewy wegwettable that Herr Mullah
happens to be a German—I mean, { will speak to Tom
Mewwy and Jack Blake diwectly I get back to St.
Jim’s.” :

“Thank you, D’Arcy,” answeregd Miss Werner, and she
ran quickly into the house. .

Arthur Augustus stood looking after her.
good deal flustered and a little uneasy. .

It had been all very well to promise to help Herr
Muller, but, as Miss Werner had said, it was not going
to be easy. The feeling at St. Jim’s over the temporary
German . master had -already reached the indignation
stage, and the man had not been met yet, as far as
Arthur Augustus knew. -

As a rule, the juniors of St. Jim’s did not pass sentence
upon a man until there was canse, but Herr Muller was
a German. ' It was not to be expected that St. Jim's
could have any sympathy for a Hun.

Arthur Augustus realised all that. The task May
Wgrner had given him was going to be very difficuls
indeed. .

The swell of the School House took his bicycle from the
hedge, and mounted it.

“It seems hardly poss that a wotten German can_be ®
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fwiend of a wippin’ family like the Wernahs, bai Jove!”
he mused, as he pedalled slowly away. “I wondah if the
wottah is a fwiend or not. I considah it highly pwob-
able that he is. a wolf in sheep’s clothing, bai Joye!”

That certainly might be so, but it did not alter the
fact that Arthur Augustus had given his word to befriend
the Hun. The memory of that promise troubled the swell
of St. Jim’s all the-way back to school,

.
—

CHAPTER 5.
» Righteous Indignation.

& T all the howling outsiders!”

“The beastly Hun!”

Figgins & Co. of the New House swung

i along the dusty high-road from the station,

indiguant and wrathful. They had gone to the station
to meet Herr Mullér in certainly anything but a willing
epirit, but they had intended to greet the new temporary
master vespectfully enough in spite of his nationality.

Naturally, Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn thoroughly
detested Germans, and anything German, but they had
been quite prepared to bottle up their dislike. They had
meant to meet Herr Muller with an open mind, and over-
look his nationality for the moment.

And their reward had been anything but thanks.

-Herr Muller had treated them with rudeness and
caddishness. He had snapped at them in his hateful
German accent, and he had gone off in a trap, leaving the
juniors to walk. It was not likely that Figgins & Co.
could be anything but badly ruffled. ’

“ A beastly German spy !”

“A rotten Hun!”

“A rank outsider!” growled Kerr. *“The beast ought
to be interned, whether he’s naturalised or not! He—he
ought to be under lock and key, Isay!”

The three juniors swung along, warm with indignation.
They all spoke in loud, angry voices, and none of them
heard the sound of bicycletyres on the road behind them.

“ Wait till we get the rotten Hun at St. Jim’s I” stormed
Figgins. .

¢ He’s not going to stay long, anyway!”

“He’s not going to stay as long as he thinks he is,”
said Kerr angrily. “St. Jim’s doesn’t want Germans, and
we’re not going to have them——"

“Hallo, deah boys!”

Figgins & Co. stopped in the middle of their angry dis-
eussion, and turned hastily. Arthur Augustus rode up,
end dismounted from his horrowed machine.

“ Just goin’ to St. Jim's, deah boys?”

“Where did you think we were going,” growled Figgins
——: %ﬁ ﬁortél']?ole?” ’

eally, Figgay——

“ Oh, rats !”gg d

Figgins & Co. moved on, but Arthur Augustus refused
to be left behind. He had only just left Fir Grove and
Miss Werner, and his mission was strong in his mind,
however distasteful it might be. Herr Muller must be
befriended. -

“Befoah long. I wathah fancay the new German mastah
will awwive .at St. Jim’s, Figgay—"

“He has arrived, ass ¥’ "

“Well, he has awwived in the neighbourhood, pewwaps,”
said the swell of St. Jim’s, with a slight start. “It’s
poss you may have seen him pass along this woad.”

“We saw him all right.”

“Did you weally, bai Jove?”

“ As a matter of fact, we met him at the station,” said
Figgins darkly.
train.” 5

“Weally, Figgay, I must wegard that as a vewy
kindlay action. Pewwaps you wealised that a wotten—that
a German cut off fwom his own people, bai Jove, and in a
eountwy of enemies, must fecl vewy lonelay—="

“ What?” :

“Naturally, I do not like Germaus, as a genewal wule,”
went on Arthur Augustus. “In fact, I cannot help
wegarding them as fwightful wottahs, but I think it quite
poss that there may he one or two exceptions.”

“My aunt!” )

““ No doubt yon went to'the station, deah boys, under

3

the impwession that Herr Mullah would be a wottah,
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“We went there to meet his rotten

added Arthur Augustug, “I admit that I wathah expected

to find the new mastah a wottah myself, but one never
knows—-"

<« Eh?},

“What's that, Gussy:”

“Herr Mullah is, unfortunately, a German, but fwom
what I have seen of him, or wathah, his fwiends, I think
his ideahs must be English, bai Jove!” said Arthur
Augustus. “T have weason to helieve that Herr Mullah
may be quite a decent sort, in spite of his being a wotten
German—-—" ) .

“You believe—how much?”* shrieked Figgins.

“That Herr Mullah may be quite a decent sort,™
answered Arthur Augustus thoughtfully; “and so I con-
sidah it is wathah up to the St. Jim’s juniors to lend him
a helping hand i :

“Tend him—a what?” ’ .

“Lend him a thick ear, you mean!” shouted Figgins.
;\_\"haﬂt’s happened to you, Gussy? What have you been

oing?” = -

“Nothin’, deah boy!”

“Then what’s made you a rotten pro-German?”

“X uttahly wefuse to be descwibed as a pwo-German,”
cried Arthur Augustus with rising indignation. “I have
joined a wippin’ league to bar Germans, and I jolly well
do bar the wottahs. But in the case of Herr Mullah——"

“ Herr Muller is a rotter.”

“A real Hun!” |

“And Gussy’s a pro-German!” cried Fatty Wynn
wrathfully. “Now I come to look at him closely, he is
rather like the Crown Prince !”

“Wrynn, you libellous wottah !” :

Arthur Augustus gave vent to a shout of utter
amazement, mixed with the deepest wrath. To be,
accused of wishing to befriend a German was pretty bad,
and to be suspected of pro-Germanism a great deal weorse.
Both these accusations were almost unbearable, but
Wynn had gone very much further., The Welsh junior
had gone beyond the limit.

He had found a likeness in Arthur Augustus’ aristo-

N

‘eratic features to the Crown Prince of Germany, It was

more than Arthur Augustus could stand.

“You—you awful wottah!” - : o

“So you are!” cried Fatty Wynn. - “Your nose and the
Crown Prince’s might have been made in the—the same
machine !”

“You fwightful duffah, Wynu !

“I'm not like the Crown Prince, anyway!
Gareoo! Oh, my hat!”

Arthur Augustus had been unable to stand any more.
He had rushed at Fatty Wynn and smote hard.

The swell of St. Jim’s had intended to make conneetion
with the chest of the Falstaff of the New House with a
stiff left-hand drive, but the blow had landed a little too.
low for the chest. Tatty Wynn doubled up and gave
vent, to a yell of anguish.

“Oh! Yaroco!”

“You wottah!” shouted Arthur Augustus.
wetched New House boundah!
Kerr—welease me instantly !”

“No jolly fear, kid!”

“Figgay, if you don’t welease me, I shall administah
a feahful thwashing all wound !”

Fatty Wynn recovered his lost breath with a series of
gasps. He was very wrathy indeed.

“ Bump the young ass!” he gasped.
belt. All Germans hit below the belt, especially the
Crown Prince!” T .

“I uttahly wefuse to be likened to the Cwown Pwince,
whom I wegard as a wottah of the first watah. If you
wuffians don’t welease me instantly—— O-oh !’

Arthur Augustus’ protest ended 1n a loud gasp as he sat
down on the high-road. He was being severely bumped,
and his protests fell on deaf ears.

Tigging & Co. were in wn advanced state of angry*
indignation. They were angry with Herr Muller. They
were indignant with Arthur Augustus for expressing
friendship for the new temporary master, and Fatty
Wynn, at any rate, had an additional grievance of a
personal nature.

Oow!

“You
Welease me, Figgay!

“He hit below the

He was still breathing in painful gasps from the I‘ef‘i:-* %X
He lent 3" .

hander delivered by thé swell of St Jim’s.
very willing hand in the bumping of Arthur Augustus,
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“You wuffians! TFiggay, you wetch!”

Bump!

“ Fatty Wynn, vou uttah hooligan—"

Bump'!

“Xerr, you beast,” shrieked Arthur Augustus,
¢ welease me and 1 will administah a fwightful thwashin’
all wound. Welease me—welease me——" N

Arthur Augustus finished his remark with a chriek
which had something of a gasp in it. Figgins & Co.
had released him by rolling him in the ditch at the side
of the road.

There had not been much rain lately in that part of
Sussex, but there was a good deal of mud in the ditch.
The spot where Arthur Augustus had been rolled in was
particularly muddy. .. -

He sat up in the mud in horror.

“Tiggay, stop! Wynn! Kerr!”

But Figgins & Co. took no notice.  They were marching
off along the road towards St. Jim’s, chuckling as if the
bumping of Arthur Augustus had done them good.

The swell of St. Jim’s scrambled from the ditch and
stood with his arms held away from his sides. He was
literally dripping with' mud.

“The awful boundahs—the fwightful—"

Words failed Arthur Augustus. His usually perfectly
creased trousers were plastered with mud; there was
mud all over his elaborate but carefully selected waist-
coat, and theve was mud on his face.

If this first attempt on the part of Arthur Augustus
to befriend Herr Muller was a sample of the reward of
future efforts, the prospect was not pleasant. Apparently
Miss Werner had spoken truly when she had said Arthur
Augustus’ task would not be easy.

But the swell of 8t. Jim’s was made of very stern stuff.

when it came to a question of principles. He had given
his word to Miss Werner to lend a helping hand to Herr
Muller, and he was not likely to go back on that word.
But it certainly was not going to be easy. Co

Arthur Augustus realised that to the full as he cycled
hastily towards the sehool, with the mud on his trousers
gradually drying and caking about his knees.

——

CHAPTER 6.
Herr Muller.

L OT a word, Blakey!”
Tom Merry whispered the caution through

closed lips. “Jack Blake, Herries, and Digby

of Study No. 6 lay perfectly still in the thick
undergrowth which covered ome eide of a hill in
Rylcombe Wood. .

Manners and Lowther of the Shell remained in a
crouching position. All six juniors listened with
strained ears. '

The{l were leaving the entrance of the cave in the hill-
side they had found a few days ago, but as yet they
were still invisible to anyone who might be passing along
the pathway through the woods. )

Quite a dozen yards of very thick undergrowth covered
the entrance to the cave, which no doubt accounted for the
fact that the fine, roomy cavern had remained undis-
covered all these vears. It probably would have remained
undiscovered for a geod many years more, but for Towser,

‘Herries’ famous bulldog.

Towser had gone into that particular patch of under-
growth after a rat, and Herries had wormed his way in
after Towser, and so the cave had been discovered.

- So far only Tom Merry & Co. of the Shell, and Jack
Blake & Co. of Study No. 6 knew of its where-
abouts, and- the only clue to its entrance was a rather
uninteresting snapshot of a hillside Manners had taken.

Naturally, Tom Merry and the other juniors wished to
keep their great discovery secret. They all remained in
the undergrowth in dead silence for a full minute.

“What’s the matter, Tommy:?” i

Jack Blake asked his question in a whisper, and Tom
Merry answered in: a still lower voice:

“J thought I heard someone moving about on the
pathway.” . :

“ An-animal, most likely.”

“It might have been.” s

Tom Merry waited and listened for another half-

A.YIVEDPI‘VEE)éEAY:F “D,ARCY’S DAR’NG!” .
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minute; then cautiously wormed his way ahead. He
reached the end of the undergrowth and glanced out.-

As far as he could sce, the woodland path was quite
deserted. Jack Blake chuckled :

“False alarm, young Merry !”

“I—I’m pretty certain I heard something!”

“ Well, there isn’t anything now, anyway,” said Digby,
as he followed Tom Merry and Jack Blake from the
undergrowth. “So long as Manmers isn’t ass enough to
lose that photograph, the cave’s our giddy secret!™

“Dry up!” '

“ W})l’at’sp the matter now?”

“You ass!” hissed Tom Merry.

Digby poked his head and shoulders out. of the under-
growth and gasped aloud. A man of medium build was
standing close to a tree on the opposite side of the
pathway. He was staring at Tom Merry & Co. through
his glasses. .

“Whadt are you poys doing in that undergrowth?”

Tom Merry started violently. The question had been
flashed at him in a commanding voice, with a harsh
rasp in it, but it was not that which startled Tom
Merry. The hero of the Shell could not help moticing
the strong Teutonic accent. )

Tom Merry looked very hard at the man.

“ Answer me, poy!”

“I don’t see that I am called upon to answer &
stranger’s questions unless I want to,” retorted Tom
Merry. “We St. Jim’s juniors have @ perfect right in
these woods.” : :

“I didn’t ask that. I wandt to know what you were
doing in that undergrowth? That was my question.”

“ And my answer is—find out,” said Tom Merry, angry
at the man’s manner. “Come on, chaps!”

But Tom Merry’s path was barred. The man with .
glasses planted himself right in front of the St. Jim’s
junior.

“Do you know who I am?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea.”

“I am the new temporary master at St. Jim’s)” |
answered the man in guttural English, “My name is
Herr Muller. Und now I repeat my question. Whadt
were you doing in that undergrowth?” > -

An expression of dismay flashed ac Tom Merry’s
face. He had had no idea that thisfstranger could be
the new master, or he would have framed his answers in
very different language. The Shell junior looked blankly
at the master. ;

Herr Muller glanced at the startled faces of all the
juniors. The silence which followed was broken by
himself in the end. :

“Ach! So you will not answer my quesdtion,” he
said. “ That is regrettable from your peint of view, my
poys. I shall remember your faces. You will all come
to my room at St. Jim’s for punishment this evening.”

And he walked on. : .

Tom Merry & Co. looked blankly after him. If Figgins
& Co. had been upset by their first meeting with- Herr
Muller, Tom Merry & Co. were still more upset. Their
faces were very set and grim-looking as they stared after
the German master.

“The howling cad!”

“ The—the beast!”

Tom Merry and Jack ‘Blake' spoke together. Both
juniors had had a lengthy experience of schoolmasters,
but they had never been unfortunate enough to meet ons
like Herr Muller before.

Again, it was more the new master’s manner than his
words which ruffled the juniors the wrong way. The
harsh, domineering manner Tom Merry & Co. had
always heard belonged to Germans was very strong in
Herr Muller. This unpleasant manner coming on top
of his nationality was not calculated to make any better
impression on the School House juniors than it had
on Figgins & Co. of the New House.

“ A beastly bully!” .

“A rank outsider!” :

Tom Merry, Monty Lowther, and Manners strode on.
Jack Blake, Herries, and Digby walked after them, a
few yards behind. All were m a very wrathy state of
mind, and hot with indignation as they swung through
the St. Jim’s gateway. .

Indignant silence had fallen upon them, but it was
Trae Gem Lisrary.—No. 41L
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broken by a well-known voice as the six marched across
the quadrangle:

“Pway stop, deah boys!”

Tom Merry & Co. started, then stared frigidly at
&rthur Augustus. ’l‘hn swell of St. Jim’s came to meet

em

“In ordinary cires, Tom ’\L[ewwv J should wemonstwate
with you for your weo“etmble "wudeness - earliah this

- aftahnoon ” .

“Rats!”

“Pway don't m’tewwup‘c me in that widiculous mannah,
Hewwies I .

¢ Bow-wow P

Arthur Augustus sc1ewed his monocle into his eye, and
viewed the, heated-looking jumiors through it.
waved his hand in a lofty, foxgwmcr marner.-

“We will pass ovah what happened when we meb

befoah,” he said. ‘“I am willing to let bygonmes be
bygones, bai Jove, as I wish to speak about anothah
mattah. You will be pleased to heah that Herr

Mullah has awwived, deah boys.”

“Brrrr 1”

“He awwived onlay a vewy few .minutes ago, and I
have been t’hmkm mattahs ovah,” went on Arthur
Augustus. “Of course, it is vewy wegiwettable that
Herr Mullah is a German—I wathah fancay he wegwets
the dweadful fact. himself—and so I think it is wathah
vp to-us juniors to lend him a helping hand ?

“What?” .

“Pway don t shout Mewwy, deah boy

“TLend what?”
hand,” ‘answered Arthur Augustus

“A" helping
quickly. “As a mattah of fact, I have a pwivate

weason—a weason connected with a-word of honah, bai -

Jove !—<that we' will all twy to make Herr Mullah vewy
eomfortable for the sholt time he will wemain .at St,
Jim’s.”

“My aunt !” : ..

“You-—you burbling ass, Gussy

“Pway don’t intewwupt me, Dig bay, deah boy. I have
thought the mattah ovah vewy calefully and I twust
you will see. with 1me. It has occuwwed to me that it
would be a wippin’ ideah to ask Herr Mullah to tea in
Studay No. 6 this aftahnoon. - No doubt he is wathah
lenelay—"

“Herr Muller in Study Neo. 6!”

“ A rotten German to tea!”

“It’s come at lastl” cried” Tom Merry.
stark, staring mad this time. Collar him!
young ass!”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—
Yarooo !”

But it was too late. The Terrible Three of the Shell
rushed at Arthur Augustus, and he was as wax in
their hands. Jack Blake, Herries, and Digby lent their
atd, and the swell of St. Jim’s went down to the
guadrangle with a soundincr thud.

““ Altogether, chaps—

“ Gussy’s
Bumyp the

Mannahs, you “wuffian!

“Three of the best and one for luck!”
. Bump'!
“Q-oh!” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “You wuffians—

122

yon wottahs! i

But Tom Merry & Co. paid no heed. They bum}:ed
Arthur Augustus with a will, and when they had finished
the swell of St. Jim’s was in a breathless and very dis-
kevelled state. He sat up and gasped.

Tom Merry & Co. were retreating in the distance, and
they turned deaf ears to Arthur Augustus’ orders to
etop.

“Bai Jove

Arthur Au(rustua choked aloud, then suddenly he felt
a hand laid on his shoulder. The swell of St. Jim’s was
on his feet in a flash. Hen Muller, the new master, was
standing by his side.

“Have those boys been bullying you, D’Arcy?” he
demanded, in a voice which was anythmo' but “harsh.
“Jf they have they shall be severely punished !”

Arthur Augustus gasped again. About the last thing
in the world Tom Merry & Co. would be llkely to do
would be to bully anyonue.

“No, wathah not, sir!”

“Bub T saw them -bending over
attacked you?”

Toe GeM LIBRARY.—No. 4
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“No, weally. T wegard the affair as a wag.”

“A what?”’ asked Herr Muller.

“A wag, sir!” exclaimed Arthur Awustas But the-
beautiful accent of the swell of St. Jim's seemed to be
too much for Herr Muller.

He frowned in perpleuty

“It celtaml’y looked as if it were a case of bullymg' ’ he
exclaimed. “However, if you say it was not, I will.not:
inquire further.
friend, D’Arcy.”

“Bai Jove—> ’

“ After you left Fir Grove just now,” continued the
new master, “Mrs. Werner explaired to me what you
had donme for Miss Werner earlier this afternoon. Thé
Werners are old friends of mine, and I shall not forget.
I am not gomg to thank you now, D’Arcy, but I shall
remember.’

The German Walked on, and Arthur Augustus stood
lookmg after him. The man’s words had been spoken
in such earnestness that the swell of St. Jim’s had
scarcely noticed the German accent.

For the moment Arthur Augustus forgot the war,
forgot Germany’s lost honour, aml thouoht only of Herr
Muller’s quietly spoken words. There had been real
feeling in them, which had not been lost upon the School
House junior.

“Vewy likely the Wernahs ha\e done him a good
turn,” mused Arthur Augustus,” “aund he is Gwateflﬂ
Ovahlookin’ the fwightful fact that he is a German I
cannot help wegardin’ Herr Mullah as wathah a Goo'l
sort.”

And Arthur Augustus went into the School Houst.
more determined than ever to keep his promise to Mies
Werner, and lend a helping hand to the new temporary
master, - :

But I want “you to look upon me as a

CHAPTER 7.
- Skimpole's Misfortunes,

Shell-juniors could not he]p considering a bully-

ILENCE!”
S Herr Muller mpped out his order in what the
More than one junior

ing, overbearing voice.
looked curiously at the new master.
Herbert Skimpole, for instance, blinked at him thmu«rh
his glasses as though the new master presented a new

subjcet for study to the brainy man of the Shell. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther sat very still.
The Terrible Three had just left Jack Blake & Co., and

were now in the preparation-room. They had entered it
while Dr. Holmes was introducing the German master to
the Shell.

The %kindly old Head of St. Jim’s had been more kindly
than usual over the introduction. Perhaps he had tried
to introduce Herr Muller without prejudice, but if he
had, he had not succeeded where Tom Merry & Co. were
concerned. Tlie Terrible Three of the Shell had taken
their places, but they had not been iffluenced by the
Head’s kindly words.

Tom Merry, Manhers, and Lowther, did not feel at ali
kindly disposed towards Her» Muller.

“Gilence!” suddenly cried the German master again. -
“Stop making that clattering noise, boy!”

Herbert Skimpole started. Herr Muller was loong at
him, and Skimmy rose quietly to his feet.

“ ]’lea%e, sir——"

“8it down, boy!”’

“Yes, certalnlv, sir: but if you will allow me to explain
I believe I shall be able in a very few words

“ 8it down 1”

“Y-yes, sir!” gasped the long-winded Skimpole, and
he sat down.

He had scarcely. taken his seat when the clattering
broke out agam. It was a curious, irritating clatter, not
unlike the sound which would come from a tin can if
someone were gently rattling a marble in it. Herr
Muller wheeleéd round from the blackboard angrily; :

“Which boy is doing that?” he thundered.

“ Pardon me, sir
: #Is 16 you! B

BUY IT!
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‘ A graceful, 'girlish figure was standing at the gall;de?( gate of Fir Grove waving her hand, and Arthur Augustus
’ wave ack. ]

(See Chapter 4.)

“No, sir!” gasped Skimpole. “I merely wish to

explain—-"

But the brainy man of the Shell did not get further in .

his remark than that. Herr Muller struck his pointer
harshly on the desk in front of him. .

“If there is another sound, the boy responsible will
go before the Head,” he said. “You boys had better
understand at once that while I am in charge of a class,
discipline will be very strict. I—"

Herr Muller stopped speaking. Tom Merry chuckled
loudly, and Monty Lowther gave vent to an open laugh
which he tried to change into a cough. The metallic
clattering had started again, and was continuing. It
‘was very loud indeed during the moment or two fellowing
Monty Lowther’s outburst of laughter.

Herr Muller turned a stormy glance upon Skimpole.
© “Stop that noise instantly!” .

““Yes, sir,” answered Skimpole. *“With pleasure, sir,
because it irritates, not to say distracts, me too.”

" Skimpole spoke very politely, and rose to his feect.
Then he turned quickly, and walked towards the door.
Herr Muller stared at himr in amazement for an instant
or two. : "

%5 “D'’ARCY’S DARING!”

“ Boy, stop!”

Skimpole started violently and obeyed.
master was glaring at him.

“ Come here !” ordered Herr Muller.

“ Certainly, sir!” ) :

Skimpole made his way towards the blackboard, blink-
ing in surprise. He did ngt quite understand this new
German master, and he was quite startled when Herr.
Muller dropped his hand on his shoulder.

The new master was very angry looking.

“ What is your name?” :

“ Skimpele, sir.”

“Then, Skimpole, we must learn to undexstand each
other, and the sooner the better,” ground out Herr
Muller. “When I givé an order, it has to be instantly
obeyed ; I do not often repeat an order!”

Skimpole blinked in a puzzled manner.
Co. were listening with bated breath.
clattering had stopped altogether.

“My hat! I wish I were in Skimmy’s shoes.” .

“Just for a few minutes,” breathed back Lowther,
*Skimmy will hash it all—" :

“Dry up!”

The new

Tom Merry &
The unpleasant

THE GeEM Lisraryr.—No. 411
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Herr Muller’s hand was still resting on Skimpole’s
shoulder, and the brainy man of the Shell was blinking
in astonishment. If the German master thought he was
putting fear imto Skimmy’s soul he was failing, for
Skimmy had nothing to be afraid about.

Herr Muller broke the pause in a low, crisp voice.

“I told you to stop that noise,” ‘he said, “and you
pretended not to understand me.  That is impertinence,
Skimpole.” i

“Dear me, no, sir, really—-="

“But I say it was impertinence !”

“It was quite unintentional, siv!” gasped Skimpole.
“I think all the masters here—in fact, I think I may
say that every one I have come in contact with, has found
me to be quite the revérse of impertinent. I always make
it a point to listen carefully to the remarks of all people
older than myself.”

This time it was Herr Muller who gasped. Hisanger was
not altogether without excuse, for it is unlikely he had
met anyone quite like Herbert Skimpole before. = The
famous brook was not in it with Skimpole for geing on
when once he started.

The new master swung the junior round.

“You are to stop that clattering !” he thundered. *If
hear it again—— Where are you going, boy?”

“ Outside, sir!”

*“ Outside?” ) :

“Yes, sir!” gasped Skimpole, a good deal flustered.
“It’s the ventilator whick is making the clattering noise.
It often does, but I can easily stop it with a piece of
paper, if you will allow me to go outside for a moment,
sir.” :

Herr Muller looked at Skimpole. Tom Merry and the
rest of the class were chuckling loudly; some were even
laughing outright. )

- It was not a good beginning for a new master.

“Take a hundred lines, Skimpole!” he cried.

“A hundred lines, sir? DPlease, sir, what for?” *

“8it down !” : °

“ Certainly, sir, bu )
. “And if you speak again during this class you will go
before the Head!” cried Herr Muller. “Silence, you
other boys—silence, I say!”

The laughter died away, and Skimpqée sat down. He
looked bewildered, and Tom Merry leant across to him.

“ Hard luek, Skimmy !” '

“Dear me! If I could
done—-" 3

“Oh, he’s an awful beast!” whispered Tom Merry.
“But what can you expect from a Hun. Manners and
Lowther and myself will help you with the lines.”

Herr Muller glanced towards Tom Merry at that
moment, so the whispered conversation had to come to an
end. Skimpole sat still, looking very puzzled, and a good
many of the Shell juniors glanced indigrantly towards
Herr Muller. :

Everybody in St. Jim’s knew Herbert Skimpole and his
ways only too well. All the Shell knew that no other
master at the school would have given Skimmy an impot
for what was really no fault of his own.

As Lowther said, Skimmy couldn’t help being an ass.
Tom Merry acquiesced heartily to that remark.

“‘Jt-’s just the sort of thing a rotten German would

ot

33

understand what I have

do

“Skimmy didn’t do anything.” :

“Of course he didn’t,” breathed Tom Merry. = “ Just
because the St. Jim’s Hun made an ass of himself, he
jumped upon poor old Skimmy.”

“Rotten!”

Herr Muller wheeled round suddenly.

“Some of you boys are talking! Manners, what are
you doing?”

* N-nothing, sir!”

“What have you on the desk in front of you?’ asked
Herr Muller.

Manners started violently.

“Only a—a photograph——"

Manners stopped speaking, and glanced at Tom Merry
i dismay. The photograph on Manmners’ desk was the
clue to the entrance of Tom Merry’s cave.

Herr Muller was erossing the room towards the Terrible -

Toe GEM LiBrary.—No. 411
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by the arm.

“Ags!?

[ But_,’

“ Put the thing away, dufier!” .

But it was too late. Herr Muller had reached
Manners’ desk, -and his hand was en the photograph.
He picked it up quickly.

“What is this, Manners?”’

“ A—a snapshot, sir!”

Tom Merry caught Manners

“I can see that, my lad!” said the Gérman. “ What
is it a snapshot of¥” :
Manners glanced appealingly at Tom Merry. For an

instant he did not answer.

“It’s a scene in Rylcomhe Woods, sir.”

Herr Muller grunted. The snapshot was quite nicely
taken, but it was certainly not a pictorial view. But
then Manners hadn’t tried to make a picture. His face
was i;rery dismayed looking as Herr Muller examined the
print.

The German master turned on his heel.

“You can have your photograph after class,” he rapped
out; and he went back to his own desk,

He set down Manners’ photograph in front of him,
and an open hook at his side. The new master appeared
to be reading from his book, but Tom Merry was not so
sure,

Herr Muller seemed to be taking a great deal of
interest in Manners’ snapshot. i

“ Snppose he recognises the spot, Merry:”

Mainners whispered his question, and for a moment
Tom Merry looked alarmed. He shook his head after a
moment’s thought, though.

“He’s not likely to do that, kid,” Tom Merry said.
“There’s hundreds of similar views in Rylcombe
Woods.”

“Well, what right has he to take it?” exclaimed
Manners indignantly. “The thing was only lying on the
desk. I took it out of my pocket so that it shouldn't get
broken. I wasn’t doing anything to it.” :

“Oh, he’s a beast of a Hun!”

“ Well, if this is how he’s going to take prep,” said
Manners darkly, “he’s not going to have much of a time
at St. Jim’s. Jack Blake and Figgins and Wally D’Arcy
of the Third won’t stand much of that sort of thing.”

“ Neither will the Shell.” ’

“Rather not!” growled Tom Merry. “That blessed
German has got to be taken down a peg before so long.”

But Herr Muller looked that way again, so it was
judicious to be silent. The new master might be a
German and he might be a beast, but he had been placed
in authority by Dr. Holmes, so he would have to be
accepted.

But Herr Muller’s regime as temporary master was
not going to be a peaceful ene if he -meant to continue
in the way he had started at the old school.

CHAPTER S,
The Cave.

o« ERE they come, Figgy!” :
Eerr of the New House whispered the
information in a very low voice, for Tom

. Merry, Manners,  and Lowther were walking
quickly past the gymnasium. :

Behind the three Shell -juniors were Jack Blake, "
Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy of the Schoo! House Fourth.
All seven juniors were walking very quickly indeed.

Figgins & Co. watched through the gymnasium window
suspiciously. .

It was the morning after the arrival of Herr Muller at
St. Jim’s, and Figging & Co. were up at an unusually
early hour. It had been their intention to get a little
footer practice before breakfast.

The sight of Tom Merry & Co. crossing the quadrangle

- put all thoughts of football out of Figgins’ head,
though. The School House juniors were certainly not
going down to the footer field. : ; -

TFiggins crept cautiously to the gyvmnasium doorway =~ -

and peered out. He chuckled slightly as he saw Tomr

Merry lead the way through the school gateway and’

turn sharply to the left. . 2 )
“They’ve gone down the lane, kids.”
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“ On their way to Rylcombe Woods.” ‘

- ¢ And Tom Merry is suspected of having found a cave,”
said Figgins indignantly. “The School House bounders
haven’t any right to collar caves.” .

“ Erightful nerve!” )

“All caves found by St. Jim’s juniors ought to be the

roperty of the school,” continued Figgins warmly. *If

‘'om Merry has found a cave, the New House juniors
aren’t gqing to be kept out of it.”

“ Rather not ! :

Figgins & Co. looked at one another indigmantly. It
wasn’'t at all pleasant knowledge that Tom Merry and
his chums of the School House had discovered the cave. -

“On their giddy track!” said Figgins suddenly.. S We
owe. it to the New House to find out where the cave is.”

“It's not Tom Merry’s cave, anyway,” said Kerr
:'}zl\guely. “It belongs to the Crown, or someone. like

at.” : :

“That’s so!” ’

Tiggins & Co. left the gymnasium and made for the
. high-road. They no longer thought of changing into

footer things and indulging in practice at the goal nets.

“Down the lane, chaps.” : % g

“Right-ho!” -

“Saunter along as though we are just out for a
stroll,” said Kerr cdutiously. -« We’ll solve the giddy
~mystery this morning, if it snows!”

The New House trio sauntered quickly aloﬁg the lane, -

being fairly certain of therr way until the woecds were
reached.- There two or fhree pathways going in
different directions amongst the trees faced them.
Figgins called a halt. i ¢ -

The three listened intently. Unless they could hear
-any of the juniors in front of them, it was going to be
difficult wor]k tracking Tom Merry & Co. now.

But. the luck was with the New House juniors. Tiggins
could distinctly hear the rivals forcing their way
amongst the foliage. ; :

“ After them, c%apa." : -

“Tread lightly, Yatty ¥ cautioned Kerr, “We don’t
want them to think they are being tracked by an
elephant, or anything like that!” - -

Tratty Wynn snorted and led the way. His burly form
cleaved an easy pathway through the shrubs-and high-
growing bracken. : ;

For nearly half a mile the New House juniors scouted
through the fins old woo%s.' Every now and then they
had to stop and listen, -but they were always able to
hear the rivals in front. Figgins chuckled at the ease
of the task.

. “As easy as falling off a form, kids!”

“ Rather !”
133 Dr)' up :H

Fatty Wynn had stopped again. His two chums were
quite close to him, and all three peered through the
frees. They could see Tom Merry & Co. only a few yards
in front of them. ) )

Figgins, Fatty Wynn, and Kerr remained in absolute
silence. ) %

Tom Merry & Co. had stopped in front of a lot of thick
undergrowth which covered the side of a hill.

“Ts this the spot, deah boys?”

Tt was Arthur Augustus who was speaking.
Co. stood motionless.

“Yes, this is the spot all serene,” exclaimed Mannuers,
holding a phot‘o%ra'ph from his pocket. “Trust me!”

“Yaas, wathah?

“Don’t cackle so much, kids,” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Go on, Blakeg." ! )

Jack Blake dropped to his knees and crawled into the
thick undergrowth. Figgins & Co. watched with growing
excitement. Jack Blake hadn’t come out of the under-
growth, but Herries and Digby were following him
into it.

“Thie blessed cave entrance is there somewhere!”

Figgins whispered the words into Kerr’s ear, and the
Scots junior nodded. There could be no doubt that Tom
Merry & Co. were entering their cave, for they were all
disappearing one after another. =

Only Arthur Augustus and Lowther remained on the
pathway now. i

“ Aftah you, deah boy !”

#Right-ho, kid !”

Figgins &

.. “D’ARCY’S DARING!” *"
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And Lowther, too, disappeared into the shrubbery.

Arthur Augustus chuckled, pulled up his trousers, and
lowered himself to his kneeg,gingerly.

“Tt is vewy dustay, deahs’mys ”
. “TFrightfulI” came Lowther’s muffled voice.

“How wotten!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. .
know, we shall weaﬁ
cave, deah boys, as I wuin a
_we come heah.” | :

A chuckle came from the undergrowth, and the top
portion of Arthur Augustus disappeared. Figgins & Co.
were about to start forward, when Kerr
and Fatty Wynn by the aim.

€ My lmt IY’ N ) . .

Someone had just come from the woods on to the path
and was striding towards Arthur Augustus’ cautiously
retreating form. Figgins held his breath. The new-
comer was Herr Muller, the German master.

“D'Arcy, what are you doing there?” s

The new master had recognised the swell of St. Jim’s
by his glace kid shoes and-his elegant spats. Arthur
Augustus started violently, and withdrew his head.

“Gaveat Scott!”

“You

pair of twousahs evewy time

£ Y

“I’Arcy, is there a cave in there?” demanded Herr

Muller. *I heard some juniors speak of a cave yester-
day. Is it in there?” )
“Bai Jove!”
“ Answer me, D’Arey !”
“Yaas, sir, certainly.
mastahs and eldahs—"
Before Arthur Augustus could finish his sentence
Lowther’s mufiled voice came from thewundergrowth.
“ Gussy, why don’t you comé in? Don’t bé an ass!”
“Ah !;’ exclaimed Herr Muller. “D’Arcy, stand up,
please !’ 3 . >
' Arthue Augustus stood up in dismay. The next moment
Herr Muller dropped to his knees, and crept quickly into”
the undergrowth. Monty Lowther -calledi to” him.
encouragingly.

I twust I always answah

’

“(Come on, old ass!” the Shell junior said. “Anybody - ¥ -

would think trousers were the only things you ecared
about—— My only Aunt Jane!” y

N

y have to find anothah way into the .

caught Figgins

Monty Lowther had reached the cave—a fine llig -

roofed cavern—and he was standing ap at the entrance.
An instant later Herr Muller was also on his feet, facing
Lowther. ) 3 5

Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and the others were at the
‘back of the cave, examining a little passage with the aid
of electric torches. Monty Lowther’s exclamation of
amazement made them all turn round.

“What’s the trouble, Monty?”

“What’s happened?”

“ My only hat!” niurmured Lowther, and
for what would happen next. :

The humorist of the Shell had not long to wait.

Without the slightest warning Herr Muller also flashed
on an electric torch—a finely-made instrument, which
sent a glaring light all over the cave. .

“ ow long have you boys known about this cave?”

Tom Merry dropped his own torch in amazement. He
recognised H};rr Muller’s guttural voice at once, although
he could not see the new master. o .

“ How long have you boys known of this cave ¢ repeated
Herr Muller. - .

“ N-not very long, sir—

“PDoes anyone else know about it?”

. “No, sir.” ) )
. “None of the villagers,
neighbourliood?”

“T don’t think so,” answered Tom Merry.
covered it three days ago, quite by chance.”

& Ah !3, - :

Gilence fell on the little group -in the cave.
Muller broke the pause sharply. =~ - - .

“You boys had better get back to the school at once "
he exclaimed.  © You will be late for breakfast. You are
not to tell any of the other boys about this cave, because
—Jecause it won’t do to have all the St. Jim’s juniors
coming here.” : < L

“ We intended to keep it a secret, sir.”

he waited

or people living in the

“We dis-

Herr

“Then, that’s all right, Merry,” answered Herr Muller.

“Go at once!” % !
plpa U O Tiue Ger Lisrary.—No. 411
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Tom Merry & Co. had to obey, but it- went very much

against the grain. They hadgdiscovered the cave in a

:  spobt which was certainly not out of bounds. It was not

" pleasant being ‘turned out of the cave whén any other
master-at St. Jim’s would have taken an interest in it.

3 Certainly none of the masters would have turned the

i juniors out in that abrupt manner. Tom Merry thought

of that as he crawled through the undergrowth.

The School House juniors gained the ,pa,thwa.y one
after another, and a fresh surprise awaited them.
Figgins & Co. were standing there with Arthur Augustus.
-+ . Figgins looked sympathetic and interested.

. “What's happened, Merry:”
" Rats Akt -
*Don’t be an ass!” exclaimed Figgins.

“We know all

about your rotten cave, and we saw Herr Muller go into

:,‘ Blow Herr Muller!”
: " “Hear, hear !’
5% ““Ts he still in the cave?” asked Figgins, in surprise.

“ Dunno where he is!” growled Jack Blake. “Gussy, I
believe it was your cackling that brought the Hun to
the spot.”

.&rthm Augustus shook his head.

“No, weally, deah.hboy 1” he protested. “I was just
ewawlin’ thwough the wotten undahgwowth, when he
awwivéd quite suddenly. - I wathah fancay these New
House boundahs hiave been followin’ us, Tom Mewwy.”

“Like their blessed cheek " saidl Tom Merry wrathily.

The hero of the Shell glared at Figgins, and Figgins -

grinned, Tom Merry and Jack Blake exchanged glances.
The sectet about the cave was out now, as:far as
& Co. were concerned, anyway.,

“X suppose we've got to let ‘ohe New House hounders
into it, Blakey?”

*“Oh, I suppose so!” : :

“ Of course you haye!” declared Flggms hearhly. “f
it’s a decent cave we’ll have a ripping time there

Fatty Wynn nodded.

“Rather?* the Falstaff of St. Jim’s agreed.
‘we all come here after footer practice this afternoon and
have a little snack. FPve got a new cookmg—stove, and if
we bring some: sausages—— : ’

; “Right-he!” . -
c o 4 And think liow to}:lpmg it will e to cothe he1e on wet
-afternoons!? éxclaime

School House ¢haps that we've found out about the eave.

You jolly well have to come to the New House for decent ..

ideas of running a wheeze like this.”
“ Bow-wow !
Arthur Angustus suddenty started forward.

“Bai Jove, heah is Herr Mullah, deah boys! Pewwaps -

it would be bettah if we wetiahed.”

“Heaps better!” growled Jack Blake.

. And, the juniors hurried away just as' Herr Muller crept
from the cave.

No.

igging

w1 yote  -visited the famous Fourth Form study, and Jack Blake -

I‘lggms “It’s jolly lucky for you
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CHAPTER 9. -
’ ¢ . .An Express Letter, :
& H%;l‘ about taking our blcycle-lamps, deah .
. boys?”
o Good idea, Gussy!”

“Yaas, wathah because the eave is -
fwightfully dark!”’- exclajmed Arthur Augustus. = *Bai
- Jove, Wynn, you aren’t . weally going to take all those -

pwovisionss o
“There’ll be scarcely enough to go round Gussy.
“ Gweat Scott!” 8
The morning break had just arrived, and TOm Meny, :

& Co. and Jack Blake, Heérries, and D1gby were very busy

in Study No. 6, preparing for the picnic in the cave. The >
picnic was to take place directly after the Albion match
that afternoon, and there were many details to attend to. ~

Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn had just hurried across -
from the New House, and Wynn’s estimate of the provi-
sions which would be requlred was very liberal. Arthur
Augustus watched the stout junior packing a huge basket, -
his monocle thoughtfully pmsed in his eye. %

Fatty Wynn was-showing enormous interest in his task,
as though 1t were a labour of love.

};Bm have tooﬂ:nufch thanhtoo Tittle,” lie remalked.

“ Eve ing is spoilt-if one is hungry, you know.’

“I—I suppose so, deah boy. Howgr many buns are there
in those bags?”

“Only forty or so, and that’s about four each. T'd
better slip along to the tucksho and get a few mote. :
There’s someone at the door, Blakey.”

Jack Blake jumped to hxs feet, and hurried across the - -
crowded little study. He opened the door cautmusly

“Is that you, Kildare?”

Jack Blake started a little. It certainly was ‘hot >

" Kildare, the brawny captain of $t. Jim’s, who  was
' standing in- the doorway, but lt\ w-as an equa,lly Welh

known form at St. Jim’s.

To Jack Blake’s -amazement, Dx‘ Holmes was yayinw
a visit to Study No. 6

It was a very long time mdeed since . the Head had

i

loocked uneasy. Dr. Holmes’ kindly old face did not -
suggest trouble, though. By

« Blake, I understand you juniors have discovered a .
cave in Rylcombe “Wood?”

Jack Blake started again, violently thls time.

“Yes, sir 1

Dr. Holmes smiled kindly. -
staring at him.

“I am sorry to have to interfere with your amuse-
ments, boys,” the Head exclahmed; “hut I am afraid T =
must put the cave out. of bounds!” e e

“QOut of bounds, sir!”

“Oh, sir!”

Dr. Holmes held up his hand.

‘“Please understand that I am doing this for your own =+’
safety,” he added. * Caves, I know, are-very interesting, *°

u\v\u\v~a\'\a\ai-ivii\-‘-\auuua\uioianvna\vhqp ;{i
_Ld.

All the 'jnniors were .
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Without the slightest warning Herr Muller aasuca on
a glaring light all over th¢ cave, ‘“How long h

(See Cha;

an e.ectric torch, a rine.y made insirum:nt which sent
av;' yéc;u_ boys known about this eave?” he asked.
P s,

but they are not always safe, There have been many
cases of roofs falling in, and T hear that the roof of your
particular cave is in a very bad state. You must not
o there again,-boys.”

“Bai Jove, doctah——"

“Please, sir—"’

desperately. “I looked at it particularly, It isn’t cracked
anywhere.” ’

“Herr Muller tells me that it is amything but safe,”
smiled the doctor. ‘“ As I understand that mone of the
other boys know of the cave, there is no need for me to
put that portion of the woods out of bounds officially, if
you ten jumiors will give me your words of honour not
to .enter the cave agam?” .

% Bai Jove !”

“T have vour, word of honour, D’Arcy?” .

“Yaas, sir, of course, onlay——"

¢ And you other boys will also promise?”

There was a chorus of “yeses,”” because there was
nothing ‘else to be done. The Head left Study No. 6
‘withevt”another word. -~ The promise the jumiors had
given was quite sufficient, in Dr. Holmes’ eyes.

Arthur Augustus screwed his monocle in his eye and
. faced the other juniors. .
“This is vewy disappointing, deah
* Disappointing, P .

P
boys.

you ass’

“The cave roof is.quite all right, sir,” said Tom Merry -

‘“Rotten s more like the word,”
angrily. “The cave is perfectly safe.”

“Qf course it is.”

“Angd if it isn’t, I don’t see how Herr Muller could .
tell}” exclaimed Kerr logically, “The Hun wasp’t in
the cave more than half a minute.” '

“The beast has done it out of spite!”

Arthur Augustus shook his head at the angry
He waved his arm disapprovingly.

“ Pway calm yourselves, deah boys.”

“Rats}”

“ And pway don’t intewwupt me, Figgay, when I am
speaking. I am vewy disappointed about the cave my-
self, but I twust you wealise that there is the usual
anothah side to the question, bai.Jove!”

The juniors stopped speaking, and stared at the.swell
of St, Jim’s. ‘As far as Figgins & Co. were concerned, it
- was rather a*frigid stare. .

“What’s the young ass cackling about now?”

“T'm not cackling, Figgay!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus loftily. “I am merely weasoning in a cleah
and logical mannah. I feel quite certain Herr Mullah
has acted for what he considahs to be our good.”

“W-what?”

‘“How much——"

“For our good, deah boys,” continued Arthur Aungustus.,
¢ Personally, I agwee with Tom Mewwy that the caye is

Tue Gey LiBrary.—No. 411,

.

‘said Tom Merry

dispute.
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'quite safe, but Herr Mullah thinks othahwise, bai Jove!

I want you to wealise that, if he has made a blundah, he
has acted foah our safety in speaking to the Head about
“the cave.”

“ My—my hat!”

“A beastly Hun acting for anyone’s good but his
own !” S

“A rotten German——"

Arthur Augustus waved hls hand again. His attempt
to calm the anger of the other juniors was of almost a
parental nature.

“Pway weason calmly, deah boys!” he exclaimed. “It
seems impwob, I know, but it is just poss that there may
" be one or two decent Germans; not many, of course, but
just one or two. I have weason to believe that Herr
Mullah is not at all a wottah——"

“My only Aunt-Jane!” gasped Figgins.

“ Gussy holding a brief for the Hun!”

*“ No, weally——

The juniors crowded round the swell of St. Jim’s. They
were astonished and heated

“I beheve theres German blood in -Gussy’s veins,"

chaps.”,

“You uttah wottah Fattay Wynn!”

“I jolly well believe there is!” cried Wynn heatedly.
“ He’s more like the Crown Prince than I thought he was.
You take . your monocle out of your eye, (mssv, and you
are the dead image of the Crown Prince.”

Arthur Augustus gasped in horror. Amongst all hlS
pet aversions, the Crown Privce of Germany easﬂy held
first place.

“You uttah wufian, Wynn!”

“ Gussy's like a German in manners, too,” grinned Jack
Blake. “I don’t suppose you can help it, kid, but it’s
very unpleasant for your chums.”

“The mannahs of a ‘Hun!
words!”

“There, he’s bullying you now, Blake,”

Blake, withdwaw those

,said Monty
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Lowther, shaking his head
blood in their veins bully.

“ Withdwaw that wemark I shrieked Arthur Augustus.
£ Montay Lowthah, if you don’t withdwaw that w vemark

# A1l people with German

N
1

* Bow-wow

“Gussy, if you're not careful yow'll g
of these days.”

“Flfrgay, take that back—take that back mstantly Tl i

“Why is Gussy like Von XKluck?”’ asked Lowther -
ser 1ously “I haven’t thought of the answer yet, but it’s
a jolly good riddle to put in the ne‘(t number of the
¢ Weekly.””

But that remark of Lowther’s proved to: l;e ,the last
straw which the elegant back of Arthur Augustus-could "
stand. He rushed wildly at the humorist of the Shell, and .
flung his arms round his neck.

““You wottah—you wascal, Lowthah 127
“Lemme go!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The une‘tpected attack had taken Monty Lowther
unawares, and excitement and.just wrath lent Arthur
Augustus undue stréngth. Before Lowther could save
himself the two juniors were rolling on the floor of the
study. :

Tom Merry, Jack Blake, Figgins, and the others
gathered round, roaring with lulcrhter. The swell of St.
Jim’s was in deadly earnest, thouﬂh ~

o Wlth‘dwaw your W1d1eulous wemarks Lowthah!”

“Rats!

“ Withdwaw them instantly, or— Gweat Sco’ct el

The struggling juniors had brought up-against the
coal-scuttle, and the vessel had toppled over, A fine
assortment of Derby nuts 1"uned on the rivals,

“My hat!

“ Bai Jove !” wa

The two juniors sat up.and glared at each’ other‘ )
Lowther’s collar hung by the back stud onlv and Arthur -
Augustus’ necktie was round hls chm.

“ You raving ass!” -

“You weckless wuffian 1” #

The rivals were gasping, then suddenly they both
started to their feet. - The door had Ween pushed open,
and Taggles, the school porter, stood framed in the
doorway.

“A letter for Master D’Arcy,” he snufied. Hexpre&@
post, which is funny. goings-on, seeing the letter is wrote wh
on pink paper, hiff the envelope is anythm to judge by.”

“Bai Jove !”

-Arthur Augustus took the envelope, and forgot: allj *
about his dishevelled state for a moment. Certainly,
the envelope was of a pale shade of pink, and the hand-’
writing pretty and distinctly feminine.

In addition to that, there was a distinct odour of
Parma violets about Arthur Augustus’ express letter. |

Monty Lowther sniffed audlblv MR

“From the linendraper’s young lady at vacombe——

Arthur Augustus went a deep pink. "

“Pway don’t be so uttahly widiculous, Lowthah!” he
said, facing the grinning. juniors, “ Wemarks like that

gect interned- one

““Oh, of course, if yoir don’f want it known——— R

“I must wefuse to discuss the mattah, you waggm’
wuffians! I wealise now that you were all waggin’ when' ! -
you had the fwightful cheek to compare me “with the -
Cwown Pwince and Von Kluck. But I must wemark
that it will be bettah if you wefwain fwom similar wags

122 =

“Go hon!” ' ’ 2 S
“I wefuse—I mean—"
Tom Merry chuckled. Arthur Augustus was obviously.

a good deal confused about his express letter. q' 3
“Perhaps it’s from Cousin Ethel, Gussy,” suo'ges'ced or

the hero of the Shell. g

“That’s poss, of course. -Onlay—" i

“QOpen it, and see, ass!”

Arthur Augustus hesitated. He didn’t for a “moment.
think the letter came from his Cousin Ethel, for the -
handwriting was not in_ the least like hers; but the u -
swell of St. Jim’s didn’t want to make a mvstei‘y about

the aﬁan-.
BUY FI' |
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He picked up a paper-knife, and carefully tore open
the envelope.

“Bai Jove !”

“Is it from Cousin Ethel, kid#”

“No, wathah not, deah boy!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, reading his letter. “Bai Jove! I must see
Herr Mullah at once !”

Tom Merry and the other juniors started violently.
That any sane junior: could wish to see the St. Jim’s
Hun at once, or at any other - time, passed their
comprehension. :

** Is—is anything the matter, Gussy?”

*“No, Figgay.”

“Then, why do you want to see Herr Muller?”

“I bave a message to give him, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus evasively. *Pway excuse me!”

The juniors stared harder than ever at the swell of
St. Jim’s. It amazed them that Arthur Augustus could
have a message to deliver to the new master who had
only been a very few hours at St. Jim’s.

*Has—has that letter anything to do with the message
you've got to give to Herr Muller:” asked Jack Blake
a little uneasily.

“Yaas, deah boy.” -

“Gussy, who sent you that letter?”

Arthur Augustus went pink again, and hastily slipped
the letter, and the envelope into his pocket.

“Pway excuse me answahin’ that question, Blake,
deah boy!” he said,” in confusion.
personal mattah. And pway excuse me, deah boys!”

Ard before Tom -Merry & Co., or the rival juniors
from the New House could say anything else, Arthur
Augustus hurried from Study No. 6.

CHAPTER 10,
‘Befriending Herr Muller.

& Y hat! What’s Gussy up to, Blake?”

M Figgins asked the question in a puzzled

voice, as Arthur Aughstus swung from the
study, and Jack Blake looked equally
puzzled. He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head.

“ Blessed if I know, and that’s a fact!” :

“Haven’t you any idea who sent him that letter:”

“ Not the slightest I” said Jack Blake, laughing.

The other juniors looked doubtfully at one another.

Arthur Augustus was often a subject for wonder
amongst the juniors of St. Jim’s, but this was a bigger
‘puzele than usual. Tom Merry laughed shortly.

“Blow Gussy!” he said. “If he means to befriend
Herr Muller he won't get many St. Jim’s juniors to
help him. 'The Hun is a rotter! He’s only had the
eave put out of bounds to spite us! Just the sort of
thing 2 rotten German would do!”

. “An awful outsider!”

“That’s true,” agreed Jack Blake. “But slanging the
heast won’t do any good! The picnic is off, of course: but
you may as well pick the team to play Rylcombe Albion
f.%ﬁig, afternoon, Merry. Theie’s just time, if we hwry

* Right-ho !”

Tom Merry tore a slip of paper from his notebook,
and uneartfied a pencil.” Rylcombe Albion were a new
team, recently formed in the village for the express
purpose of giving the soldiers billeted in the neighbour-
hood a chauce of getting a game before they crossed the
Channel to play the greater game on the Dattlefields of
Flanders.

The Albion had challeriged the St. Jim's secoud
eleven, and Tom Merry had jumped at the chance of
giving the soldiers a match. Naturally, the Shell junior
was anxious to field a very strong side.

“We shall want all the weight we can muster, chaps,”
Tom Merry exclaimed. “They’ll be ever so much heavier
than we are in any case. 1 suppose you Study No. 6
kids are all right?”

“Rather!” exclaimed Jack Blake.

“Goodegg !* What about you, Figgy?"

“ Oh, we three are all serene, kid ”

“That’s the style!” laughed Tom Merry. “Well, with
Merry, Manners, and Lowther, the pick of the bLunch

\
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and Reilly, we've got a topping side! Hallo!
the one and only hack again !”

Arthur Augustus looked into the study, his monocle
in his eye, and his hair rebrushed. He seemed to be
in rather a flustered state of mind,

“Are you picking the team, deah boys?”

“Rather!” said Lowther seriously. “It’s a
aristocratic side, too, with a Crown Prince in it.”

*“ Lowthah, you wottah!” .

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!” .

Arthur Augustus glared at the humorist of the Shell,
but decided to treat the remark as unworthy of a reply.
The swell of St. Jim's turned his back on Lowther, and
faced Tom Merry.

“I'm_quite willin’ to play this aftahnoon, deah boy!”

“Go hon!” y

“In fact, I shall be delighted to play,” continued
Arthur Augustus, “pwovided we kick off vewy punc-
tually, and I am able to get away at a quartah-past
four, bai Jove!”

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

“What’s on at a quarter-past four, kid?”

- “ A—a pwivate affair, deah boy.”

“Oh, that’s all right!” auswered Tom Merry frigidly:
“We don’t want to pry into your affairs, and you'll be

Here’s

jolly

able to get off the footer field at four o’clock, if you -

want to.” There goes the hell, chaps !”

The juniors had to scud away to their various class-
rooms.  Jack Blake, Herries, and Dighy  glanced
curiously at Arthur Angustus as the four Study No. 6
juniors made their way down the passage. : :

“ What's all this giddy mystery about, Gussy:”

“There is no mystery, Blake, deah boy.” .. :

“Then why all this balmy concealment?” demanded
Jack Blake. “And why are you so anxious to he so
friendly with Herr Muller:” ° :

“ Weally, Blake 7

“Look here, Gussy!” exclaimed the chicf of Stiu‘lyy

No. 6.

or anything like that;-and we can help——r7:"
“Gweat Scott!”
“Are you in a scrape, kid#” :
“No, wathah not!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “I

twast I have fah too much tact and judgment to get

“If you've gol your young self into a scra he,
3 gob 3 young

into scwapes, deah boy!” %
“Then what are you worried about?”
Arthur Augustus let his monocle drop from his eye.

- He glanced doubtfully at Jack Blake.

a difficult task—-"

“Can we help you out, kid " )

Arthur Augustus hesitated. He was not quite sure of
his ground- in the light of recent events.

“You could help, deah hoy, and I should considah
it a vewy fwiendly act: N ’ :

“Get it off your chest, then!”

“Fire ahead, kid!”

“Thanks awfully!” answered Arthur ‘Augustus. I
am afwaid I cannot explain the details vewy fullay, but
if you would lend me a helping hand in befwiendin’
Herr Mullah, bai Jove——" - .

“Befriending Herr Muller?” shouted Jack Blake.

“After he’s had the cave put ‘out of bounds?” eried
Dighy. 3 .

“And treated old Figgy & Co., like the cad he is, when
they went to meet him at the station?” demanded
Hen"ies. “I’ll bribe Towser to go for the Hun, if you
like 1” : .

Arthur Augustus gasped aloud. His chums were
storming at him. . - =

“Weally, deah boys—— Howevah, I see we had
bettah let the mattah dwop.”

“I should jolly well-think you had—-" ]

“I'd_sooner befriend a raying lunatic than the St.
Jim’s Hun.” - 3
b “Then I will not’ pwess the mattah just now, deah

oys.” a ) . o

Xud Arthur Augustus walked on ahead. Jack Blake,
Herries, and Digby followed,.more puzeled than ever;
and their- surprise certainly was not lessened when
Arthur Augustus turned up at the school gates after

“I'm not wowwied at all,-Blake; onlay I have wathah

“dinner, .
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The swell of St. Jim’s was dressed in footer togs, but
he was carrying a large suit-case and a leather, tall
hat-case as well. Jack Blake looked at him blankly.

“Going away for the week-end, Gussy?” he asked.

“No, wathah mnot, deah boy,” answered Arthur
‘Augustus. “I have a pwessin’ appointment at half-past
four, bai Jove, so I shall have to change in the pavilion
at Wylcombe. Heah comes the ’bus, deah boys!” . .

The juniors scrambled into the ’bus, and-on it, for Tom
Merry’s eleven usually had a good-many supporters for
their away fixtures. - s

Tt was not a long run to the Rylcombe Albion ground,
and Arthur Augustus heaved a sigh of relief when the
’bus pulled up at the gates. ’

“The othah side are gunite weady, Tom Mewwy.” .

“ And there’s a pretty useful ‘ gate,” too,” exclaimed
Tom Merry. .“ We shall have our work cut out this
afternoon, chaps, and no mistake.” L

“That’s vewy twue,” agreed Arthur Augustus, leading
the way on to the ground. “Pway don’t waste any time
tossing for choice of end, deah boy, as I want to p]aﬂ
wight to the end. It will be wotten if I had to wus
away at a cwitical point in the match, bai Jove!” .

“Yes, very rotten for you,” said Tom Merry. And a
: ougg lange-corporal came to meet him and ehake
thands.

The lance-corporal was the Albion’s captain, and he
" was fortunate in the spin of the coin.

“We defend that end,” he laughed. “I may say
that practically our whole side is drawn from the
}Illf;‘irteenth Blankshires, and Lieutenant Baxter is
reffing.” ’

«

g. .
ood!” said Tom Merry. “As quick as you like,

ch%)ls.’-’-

e St. Jim’s junior eleven ran into the pavilion and
deposited their coats, then Tom Merry led his side on
the field. They found themselves o to a finely-
built, fit-looking eleven in Rylcombe Albion, with a
gremj]_endous handicap -in the maftter-of weight against
t. Jim’s.
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. black silk cord. - .

That, however, could mnot be helped. Tom Merry’s
eleven had- justly earned a name "in the county for
clever footwork, and clever footwork has often beaten
weight when the refereeing is fair. - '
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And Lieutenant Baxter could be depended tupon o

use the whistle fairly. : .
Tom Merry kicked off to the . accdmpaniment of
encouraging cheers from-both sets of partisans. -

e

CHAPTER 11.
In the Last Minute!

N

T. JIM’S were the first to get away, some quick
passing and repassing between Tom Merry, Jack
: Blake, and Monty Lowther carrying the leather

up the field.
But the home defence was very strong and keen.

Tom Merry was pulled up by the Albion’s bustling right- -

back, and the eoldier eleven had a chance of showing
their form. Tom Merry and the rest of the St. Jim’s
forwards watched anxiously. : )

© The Albion swept down the field, but they relied upon
the kick-and-rush type of attack. Tom Merry saw that,
and heaved a sigh of relief. If the Albion had been as
clever with their feet as they were strong and phicky,
the schoolboy eleven could scarcely have had a look

in. .

“It’s going to be a case of brains v. beef, Blake,”
Tom Merry whispered.” “ We shall have to play up like
anything.” . '

“Rather! Oh, well played, Kerr!” - .

The Scots junior from the New House, always one of
the most reliable backs the St. Jim’s second team could
field, had got in a fine overhead kick. The leather came
sailing beautifully toe Tom Merry’s foot. 3

“ Altogether, chaps——"

“Yaas, wathah! On the ball, Tom Mewwy !” N
But there was no need to urge Towa Merry on. Th
Shell junior was racing along with the ball at a fine
Ppace. ’ L Y

One of the home defenders rushed at him,- but Tom i

Merry was ready. -He slipped the ball away to Jack

“Blake, and another dozen yards of ground were gained.

“ Blake—Blake, deah boy!” -

Arthur ‘Augustus called appealingly, and Jack Blake

nodded. He waited until he had drawn the half-back,
then whipped the leather out to the wing.

Arthur Augustus took the pass in his stride. The
swell of St. Jim’s scudded along the touch-line at great
speed, his monocle flying behind him at the end of “its

Someone got in Arthur Augustus’ way, and there was
a thud. - The Albion player went down, and Arthur
Aungustus swept on.

“Sowwy, deah boy!”

«@

“By gad!” E, i
Arthur Augustus had dropped a fine centre-right iutp
the goalmouth. - ‘
Tom Merry rushed in. The ball seemed to be a foot
or so out of his reach, but the Shell junior did ngt

ball .

Don’t mention ‘it!” pan‘{ed the soldier footbél]éf. ‘

hesitate. He sprang in the air, and got lis head to the

There was a slight thud, then a roar.
“ Hooway !”
“My hat!”

Fi s

“Well scored; Tommy !” shouted Jack Blake, thump'i}iig e

his rival on the shoulder. “Ripping goal, kid!
Tom Merry had scored first blood within five minutes
of the kick-off. - s s
Rylcombe Albion restarted the game with rare dash.

490

They went off the mark as-though they meant to carty =3

the ball past Fatty Wynn under the St. Jim’s crossbar
by sheer weight. - = - :
Figgins and. Kerr were in fine fettle at full-back;
though, and the rush was stop But the Albion came
on again, their Iralf-backs backing the forwards up well.
Figgins and Kerr booted desperately, and Herries and
Digby dropped back to help them. But it was no good.
The khaki eleven were playing desperately to equalise, ;
 Altogethah, deah boys!” .

“Well kicked, Figgins!” y

e
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But Figgins’ clearing kick was charged down. ~Thete
was a moment of breathless suspense, then Fatty Wynn
was seen to fling himself across his goalmouth—a
(‘.esgerate attempt to keep out a fast, ground shot.

Wynn got the tips of his fingers to the ball, but he
conld do no more. The leather went into the corner:of
the net, and the scoring was cne all.

“ Well played, Albion!”

- “ Altogether, School I”

The rival teams started from the kick-off at cup-tie
pace. The soldiers were playing a fine, clean game, and
Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynmn were being repeatedly
called upon. -But the New House jumiors were putting
up a stirring defence. .

The St. Jim’s forwards were not far behiand, though, in
matter ‘of attacks. Led by Tom Merry, they swept up
the field again and again, and Jack Blake went very
close with a terrific first time kick just before half-time.

A moment or two later, Tom Merry struck the crossbar
with a shot which would never have been saved if it had
been the necessary few inches lower.

Then it was the Albion’s turn, and Fatty Wynn saved
in a wonderful manner from the eoldier centre-forward.
Again the New House junior flung “himself along the
goal-line, but this time he succeeded in tipping the ball
round the goalpost. ’ ’

The flag kick was well taken, but Tiggins’ head saved
the situation. The leader of the New House juniors
headed out when it looked almost certain the "Albion
ferwards -would succeed in rushing the ball through.

Kerr kicked wildly, and the leather sailed over the
little pavilion. Before it could be thrown into play
again, Lieut. Baxter whistled for the “breather.”

“Jolly good game, old chap!” exclaimed Tom Merry
to the Albion’s centre-half. *A draw about represents
the play, don’t you think?”

‘“ Rather!” y

“Let's hope the hetter team wins,” said- someone else;
and one of the Albion’s supportérs handed round a tray
of lemons.

The teams crossed over, and the Albion kicked off.
They started with another rare rush, which threatened
to carry everything before them, but Figgins and Kerr
were safer than ever. .

Kerr was right at the top of his form. The slight
stiain of Scottish caution in his blood stcod St. Jim’s in
wonderful stead that afternoon, for Kerr scarcely made
a mistake.

If Figgins went for the ball and was beaten, Kerr
tomehow managed to be in exactly the right place to
rectify the mistake. TFiggins knew that, and so.could
take risks, the partnership being very nearly perfect.

The St. Jim’s halves were settling down inte a hard
defensive game, too, and whenever the ball was got to the
front line, Tom Merry & Co. made excellent use of it.

But the defence on both sides had gained the upper
hand, and the scoring was still one all at a quarter of an
hour from time.

Both citadels had had desperately narrow escapes, but
fieither custodian had been beaten again, and the match
was increasing in pace. It was quite a hurricane cup-
tie game now.

“ Tom Mewwy—Mewwy, deah boy |”

Tom Merry had the ball and was careering through
the opposing half line in great style. He feinted to
pass to Jack Blake; then slung the.ball out to Arthur
Augustus instead. ) .

The swell of St. Jim’s raced ahead, tricked his half in
his stride, and whipped the leather back into the goal-
mouth. Jack Blake flung himself at the hall, and there
was a shout. ’

The Albion custodian had taken the ball right off the
School House junior’s foot.

“Oh, well played, sir!”

- Tom Merry shouted his remark in genuine enthusiasm,
and Jack Blake joined him,. The soldier goalkeeper had
saved what had looked like a certain goal.

"But_Rylcombe Albion had no time to wait for
congratulations. The ball had been got away to their
forwards, and the whole five of theém tere sweeping up
the ground towards Fatty Wynn. :

*“On the ball, Kerr!”

“Take the man, Figgy !”
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There was no uneed .to tell Figging and Kerr what to
do, though. It was a long time since the St. Jim’s full
backs had put up such a fine defence. =

Piggins rushed in and Kerr waited. TFiggins got tho
ball and slipped it back to his chum, and Kerr did the
rest very coolly. He booted up the field, and the leather
was nicely trapped by Arthar Augustus. ) ;

The swell of St. Jim’s flashed the ball in towards Jack
Blake, and Blake whipped i% back again. The St. Jim's
right wing were making splendid ground.

The centre kick, when it came, was very good, but
again luck was against St. Jim’s. Tom Merry’s shot
was charged down, and the Albion were on the war-path
once more. .

Led by their centre-forward, half the team tried to
rush the ball into the School penalty area, but Figgins
and Kerr were still at the top of their game. They kept
tpe Albion front line out until a minute or two before
time. . .

When the chances secemed all in favour of the match
ending in an honourable draw, the Albion’s centre
dashed past Figgins. ,

Kerr came across to intercept him, but the Scots
junior was too far away. The Albion centre dashed for
Fatty Wynn, with no one else to beat, ;

“Comae out, Wynn!”

“Come out, deah boy!”

All manner of advice was hurled at the St. Jim’s
custodian, but he was not given much time in which to
listen to it. He saw the Albion centre coming*for him;
then the soldier footballer shot.

Thud! : :

The forward crashed the ball in towards the corner of
the net. It locked as if a miracle would be required to
prevent a score.

But Fatty Wynn was on his mettle. With that
intuition which marks a born goalkeeper, the New Houte
junior had moved to the left just as the Albion forward
shot. It was splendid judgment, for Wynn had moved
the right way. . eeriogan =

He had only time to take one long stride, then he was
put to the test. .

Fatty Wyna saw the ball flashing away for the corner
of the net, and the Falstaff of St. Jim’s did not hesitate.
He flung himself bodily at the leather, and he got his
sturdy fist to it as he fell headlong.

“My hat!” ’

“ Oh, well saved Wynn!” i -
= The St. Jim’s partisans shouted themselves hoarse in
one huge roar. Fatty Wynn had beaten the shot out;
and the leather was at Kerr’s feet.

The Scots junior booted, but his kick was charged
down. TFatty Wynn was still flat on his chest on the
goal-line, and Figgins sprang under the bar.

An Albion player kicked im, and Figgins jumped in
the air. He got his head to the ball just in time.

“Well saved !” i X

“Hooway, Figgay!”

“Get rid of it,”
Herries !”

But Herries, at centre-half, did not believe in kicking
anywhere; ke had his forwards to feed.

He headed the ball neatly to Jack Blake. ’ :

“Tommy!” shouted Jack Blake, and he flashed the
leather ahead. : i

"Tom Merry gritted his teeth. There was just time, if
the luck would hold good. The captain of the Shell
dashed away with the ball at a pace which perhaps only
I'iggins on the field could have beaten. '

Swerving and feinting, Tom Merry cut through the
home half lige in great style. He reached one of thé
backs and rushed straight at him. :

‘But Tom Merry did not mean to try conclusions in a
charge. He had a much better plan than that. !

Just as he reached tho back, the Shell junior got his
footil'under the ball and lifted it ‘over the full-back’s
Liead. -

- Before the defender quite grasped the situation, Tom
Merry was round his'man. The other back came dashing
;xp_ross the goalmouth, but Tom Merry was waiting for
him¥ .

The S8t. Jim’s centre-forward trapped the ball d@ud
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darted away at right angles with-it. Then he wheeled
again, and he was dead in front of goal.

Someone rushed at him, but Tom Merry’s head was
very cool. His chance had come, and he took it.

Thud !

Tom Merry dropped to one knee and crashed in a
terrific shot. The Albion’s goalkeeper flung himself
along his goal-line just as Fatty Wynn had dome such
a short time ago, but it was a, hopeless attempt.

The soldier’s custodian never had a chance. The ball
crashed into the nef, and the game was won and lost.

“Hooway! Wippin’ goal, Tom Mewwy!”

“Three of the best for Merry!”

[ Hoora), !H . ) X

The juniors crowded round the captain of the Shell,
for there was not time left enough even to kick cff again.
As things panned out, Tom Merry had scored with the

_ last kick of the match.

Tom Merry was too excited to feel embarrassed as the
juniors crowded round him. It had been a great match,
and the end of it had heen full of thrills.

- “Ripping !” cried Jack Blake.

“Good old Merry!” - ’

“And good old Fatty Wynn!” exclaimed Jack Blake.
¥ Figgins, what about tea in Rylcombe, with Fatty Wynn
and Tom Merry as guests®”

“Hear, hear!” .

Arthur Augustus came into the centre of the crowd,
enthusiastic and excited. .

“Figgay, deah boy, that is a wippin’ ideah!” he ex-
ﬁlaimed., “But the feed will have to come off some othah

ay__r 3 i

“Rats!” .

“Pway, don’t intewwupt, Dighay. I shall be onlay too
delighted to take the chair at a spwead given in honah of
Fatty Wynn, who pwevented the Albion winnin’, and
Tom Mewwy, who won the game foah us—onlay too
delighted. But as I have a vewy important appointment
at half-past four, the spwead will have to be postponed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Jack Blake—"

“Go hon!” chuckled the chief of Study No. 6. “You
chaps, the feed comes off at the cafe at four-thirty. If
you oan come, you'll be welcome, Gussy; if not, we’ll try
to bear the disappointment of your absence.”

“Pway be weasonable, Biake 7

[ Rats !)’ L

& Bllt kil

“Bow-wow !” said Jack Blake, laughing. ¢Herries and
Dig have got all our coats and caps, so let’s get on with
the washing.”

And the juniors scudded towards Herries and Dighy,
leaving Arthur Augustus staring after them in wrath.

CHAPTER 12,
Mysterious Explosions.

& ET'S take the pathway through the woods,
I chaps !’ .

Jack Blake made his suggestion as the nine

juniors, who had had tea together at the cafe,

passed the post-office at Rylecombe.
The hard, main road would not be at all pleasant walk-

-ing, and there was no particular hurry.

“Yes, through the woods, kids,” agreed Tom Merry.
“My aunt, Gussy and Reilly were asses to miss that
feed !’ :

The other juniors laughed. The tea which had been
held in honour of Tom Merry and Fatty Wynn, the star

-performers in the footer match, had been as successful

as the match itself. There had not been a single hitch.
Even Fatty Wynn himself had had to admit he couldn’t
eat anything else when the spread was over.

Langhing and chatting, the juniors swung along. It
was a beantiful clear evening, for the mocn was out, and
there was a cold snap in the air. It was very pleasant in
the fine old woeds. -

“Heaps better than driving back in the crowded old
*bus!” laughed Tom Merry. “Get us fit for the next
match, too!”

“Rather!” :

Tue Gem Lisrarv.—No. 411.

N> 6 “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD," = OUT TO-DAY!

“And give Fatty Wynn an appetite for supper,”
grinned Monty Lowther. “It must seem funny for you
not to feel hungry, Fatty.”

“Oh, I say, Monty—" .

Fatty Wynn stopped speaking, and started, A curious
sort of muffled boom had suddenly disturbed the stillness
of the woods. The juniors instinctively stopped dead.

“My hat! What was that, Merry?

“Blest if I know!” . .

“Sounded as if they were blasting stone in the quarry,”
suggested Herries doubtfully.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t be that, kid,”” he said. “The quarry’s too far
away, and if it weren’t, they wouldn’t be blasting in the
dark—— My aunt, there it is again!”’

Tom Merry & Co. looked round in blank amazement.
The sound certainly was like the noise made by a blasting
charge being ignited; but there was nowhere  in
Rylcombe Woods where blasting could be géing on.

Besides, the noise was so strangely mufled. It didn’t
echo at all amongst the trees.

“Can’t be Zeps, anyway,” said Monty Lowther. “Zeps .

can’t travel underground.”

“You thought the sound came from the underground,

Monty?” .
“Well, I suppose it conldn’t, really, but
“I thought 1t did, too!”

The nine juniors listened intently. There was not a
sound to be heard now, except the gentle rustle of the
trees in. the evening breeze. .

The juniors racked their brains for an explanation,
but there seemed to be none. How in the world there
could be two distinet explosions in Rylcombe Woods was
beyond them.

Boom ! :

“My hat!”

The deep note sounded again, and in spite of it being
very muflled, it seemed to be guite close. Manners looked
round in amazement: ‘

“My only Aunt Jane!”

“What’s the matter, kid?”

“Do you see where we are’” whispered Manners
breathlessly. “Don’t you recognise the spot? Look at
that undergrowth there!”

B {4 I)hew !N
Tom Merry whistled excitedly.

“The entrance to our cave!” he exclaimed quickly.’
“Chaps, we are right in front of our cave, and—" '
Boom ! : )
A fourth explosion interrupted Tom Merry’s remark,
but the captain of the Shell was certain of one thing, **

“It came from our cave, chaps!”

“You think so, Merry?”

“Sure of it, Blake!” flashed Tom Meiry, and he
dropped to his knees in the undergrowth.

Figgins hastily caught his arm. ©

“You can’t go into the cave, kid,” whispered the New
House jlll;li()l‘. “We gave our words of honour to the

33

Head— !
“I'm not going in, Figgy.”
13 B“t____n

“I'm going to lock in,” breathed Tom Merry. The"
Head told us not to go into the cave because the roof-
was unsafe. There is no reason why we shouldn’t look
in.”

“That’s so.” o

Tom Merry didn’t answer. He was crawling silently
through the undergrowth, and Jack Blake was just
behind him. Figgins followed close on Blake’s heels.

“Perhaps it wasn’t in the cave, after all.”

“ Perhaps—" :

But any doubt as to the locality of the strange ex-
plosions was settled before Figgins could finish his
sentence. There was uite a loud explosion just in front-
of them, and they were all distinctly conscious of the
shock.

Instinctively, the three juniors halted. Tt was not’
pleasant being in the black undergrowth, with mysterious
explosions taking place a few yards ahead. ;

Tom Merry gritted his teeth. He did not understand
the affair, but there was something suspicious about it. -

Unless the explosions were caused through some escape:
of natural gas, there must be someone in the cave who
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was responsible for them. Tom Merry meant to find
out at any cost. | -

He crept on, then suddenly stopped dead. There was &
white light alead.

“My—my hat!” L

The exclamation came from Tom Merry’s lips in a
startled whisper. He could see into the cave at last, and
the white light came from a powerful electric torch.

The captain of the Shell could see the torch lying on a
stone. '

For an instant thée bright light dazzled the juniors, then
all three of them saw the kneeling form of a man beyond
the electric torch. The man’s back was turned to the
entrance of the cave, and he was fumbling with a little
bottle-shaped object painted a dull grey.

For an instant Tom Merry thought it was a bottle the
man had in his hand, then an amazing thing happened.
The man suddenly swung his arm round, and hurled the
bottle-shaped object af the wall of the cave. ;

Tom Merry distinctly saw the missile leave the man’s
hand, and an instant later there was a sharp, clear ex-
plosion. The noise was deafening in_the cave, however
muffled it had been to the juniors outside.

“Great Scott!”"

Jack Blake, peering over Tom Merry's shoulder, gasped

" aloud. A second afterwards .the man kneeling in the

eave wheeled round, and snatched at the electric torch.
There was a slight click, and the cave was plunged in
darkness.

" Tom Merry started up on his knees. L

“Who is there?” he shouted. “What are you doing in
this cave?”

The words echoed again and again round the cavern
walls, but there was no answer, except in Tom Merry’s
own voice. As the echo died away the cave was in
deathlike silence. ' :

“Who is there?”

Tom Merry shouted again, but ne one answered. The
juniors looked at one another with puzzled glances.

They could not go inte the cave and solve the

mystery that way because of the promises to the Head.

And yet the mystery ought to be solved.

That part of Suesex had not escaped from spy
rumours any more than other localities, and, to say the
least of it, it was startling t¢ discover some stranger
causing explosions in a cave in the centre of peaceful
Rylcombe Woods. Tom Merry & Co. were in a dilemma.

The three crawled back to where the other jumiors
were anxiously waiting. ‘Tom Merry looked very
puzzled indeed. o :

“What’s to be done, chaps®”

“Blest if I know!”

“We can’t go into the cave, anyway?’ said Figgins
firmly. “We know the chap is in there, and you say
there isn’t another way out of the cave. I believe one
of us ought to go for a policeman or one of the special
constables guarding the line.” °
. “My hat!”

“Tom Merry looked at Jack Blake, and Jack Blake

‘looked at Figginse. The School House juniors were a

little doubtful about sending for the police.

“I-—I suppose we Mad better,” admitted Tom Merry.
“It’s a jolly funny story to tell, though, because there
ean’t be anyone in the world who would have reason

- for blowing up the cave.”

“And if there were, the chap who meant to blow it
up wouldn’t stay inside while he did it,” added Kerr
logically.” . :

“Then what does it mean?”’

“Blest if I know,” said Kerr. “I say, what about
pretending to walk off and hiding on the other side of
the path. Perhaps the chap will come out then.”

. “We might do that, of course.”

“And if it doesn’t work, one of us will slip back to
Rylecombe for a policeman,” said Figgins, " There's
more jnighis than we think.”

. Tom Merry made the sign for silence, and the juniors
stopped “talking. Someone was coming along the
pathway.

aunt!”
“Herr Muller, you chaps!”
The juniors were startled at the sudden appearance of
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the new temporary master. Herr Muller came towards
them at a swinging stride. He had a leather bag in hig
hand, and he was wheeling his bicycle towards the schools

He stopped dead as he reached the juniors.

“What are you boys doing here?” he demanded.
“You have been in the cave again?”’

Tom Merry shook his head indignantly:

“No, we haven’t, sir!” he exclaimed.
promises to Dr. Holmes——"

“Then what are you doing here?”

Tom Merry hesitated, although he could not have said
why he did so. Perhaps Herr Muller's nationality had
something to do with 1t. .

Herries broke the pause suddenly.

“There’s someone in the cave, sir, letting off exs
plosives.”

“ Nonsense, boy !” i

“There is, sir. Merry and Blake and Figgins have
seen him.”

“Then you have been in the cave, Merry?” cried tha
temporary master. “I shall report you to the Head,
both for disobedience and speaking falsely to me.”

Tom Merry flared up.

“You can please yourself about that, sir,” he said
angrily. “Most masters at St. Jim’s take our words of
honour. Tiggins, one of us had" better go for a
constable.” .

Herr Muller turned quickly.

“What do you want a constable for?”

“To search the cave, sir.” k

“A constable is mnot meeded for that,” said Hers
Muller sharply, “I intend to search the cave myself.”

And before Tom Merry &' Co. could answer, Herr
Muller put down his leather -bag, and made his way
through the undergrowth to the cave entrance. Tom
Merry stood still, a good deal more excited than he
appeared. What was to happen now?

“Merry ! ~ '

“Yes, sir.”

“Come here, please, through the undergrowth!”

Tom Merry dropped to his knees at once, and crept
towards the cave entrance. He could eee a light flash-
ing about in front of him, and rightly guessed Herr
Muller was responsible for it. .

The - temporary master was kneeling just inside the
Tom Merry came up very quickly, then he
started.

Herr Muller was flashing the light from a powerful
electric torch all over the cave, and the cave was
empty. There was not a sign of anyone being there.

“My—my hat!” :

“You are satisfied that the cave is empty, Merry?”

“Yes, sir, of course; but—-" . :

Herr Muller turned angrily upon the junior. He
directed the light full on Tom Merry’s face.’

“What am I to understand by this?” he demanded.
“Were you playing a practical joke upon me?”

“No, sir; certainly not.”

“Then you still think there was someone in this
cave?” o

“I know there was, sir,” answered Tom Merry quietly.
“I saw him, and so did Blake and Figgins.”

Herr Muller shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“Well, the cave is empty now,” he snapped, “and you
say there is no other exit. Your story and the facts as
we gee them now are difficult to reconcile. You juniore
had better go back to the school at once, or you will be
late for preparation.” ’

Tom Merry flushed.: He thought by the master’s
manner that Herr Muller did not believe his story, but.
there was nothing to be gained by pressing the point.-
If it came to that Tom Merry did not care very much
what Herr Muller believed or did not believe. B

The captain of the Shell joined the other juniors wait-
ing excitedly outside the cave.

“What happened, Tommy?”

“Have you caught the man?”’

“There isn’t anyone there,. Figgy,” answered Tom
Merry quietly. “He’s disappeared.”

“My aunt!” o :

“Then there must be another exit from -the cave,”
exclaimed Kerr thoughtfully, “People can’t disappear
in thin air, you know.”

“We- gave oul

»
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“Perhaps the man came out of the cave directly we
left the undergrowth,” exclaimed Jack Blake. “He may
be hiding in the undergrowth now.”

“He may be—"

Before Tom Merry had time to finish his sentence Herr
Muller came from the cave. He seemed angry at finding
the juniors still on the path.

“Why haven’t you boys gone?” he demanded.
“ Merry, I told you to go back to the school at once.”

“Yes, sir.” .

“Then go at once!” < )

Phe juniers turned away, Figgins pausing for an in-
stant to pick up Herr Muller’s bag for him.

“Your bag, sir. My hat!”

Figgins stood looking down at the bag in blank amarze-
ment.

1t was so heavy that it had been as much as the New
House junior could do to raise it from the ground
with one hand. .

¢ Put that bag down !” thundered Herr Muller. “ Leave
the woods instantly!”

The juniors hurried on, with Figgins bringing up the
vear. The leader of the New House Lower School was
very puzzled looking. 3
- What could have been in Herr Muller's bag that
made it so heavy? There was no answering that ques-
tion, but it was certainly strange that the new master
should be carrying a small leather bag through Rylcombe
Woods which ‘was so heavy that Figgins could scarcely
lift it.

‘Figgins of the New House could not understand the
mystery as he followed the other juniors towards St.
Jim’s.

CHAPTER 13.
Herr Muller’s Accident.

5 UST you really go now, D’Arey:” . .
A B May Werner asked the question in
genuine regret, and Arthur Aungustus’ reply

- was equally regretful.

“Yaas, wathah, Miss Wernah.
stayed a vewy long time.” :

“You haven’t outstayed your welconie, anyway.” i

“Bai Jove, it’s wippin’ of you to say that! I nevah
noticed” that the time was flyin’ so wapidly; one
doesn’t when one is havin’ a wippin’ time. But T weally
must wush off now, or I shall be late foah pwep.”

“Then rush, by all means,” langhed May Werner.
¢ But you must promise to come again.”

“Yaas, wathah; and thank you awfully foah sendin’
me that expwess lettah invitin’ me. I gave your message
to Herr Mullah, and he said he would come to see you
this evenin’. It weally has been awfully wippin’, Miss
Wernah.”

May Werner offered her hand as she opened the door,
and Arthur Augustus’ eyes vested for an instant on a
beautiful diamond ring on the girl’s littlé hand. May
Werner went a deep pink, and held her left hand behind
her. .

““T won’t ask you to admire the only piece of jewellery
I wear, D’Arcy, although I believe you are a judge in
such matters,” she exclaimed. “I am afraid my poor
ring came from Germany.”

“Fwom Germany, Miss Wernah !”

“From Berlin,” smiled the girl. “But that was before
the terrible war broke out.” ’

“Bai—bai Jove!” :

“A- St. Jim’s junior couldn’t be expected to admire
anything that came from Berlin, could he?” added Miss
Werner. “But you certainly will be late for prep,
D’Arcy; it is half-past six.”

The girl waved to Arthur Augustus from the porch
of Fir Grove, and the swell of St. Jim’s raised his hat.
He walked on down the dark lane, but he did not hurry,
in spite of the nearness of the hour for preparation.

As a matter of fact, Arthur Augustus was not think-
ing of preparation at all. He had another matter on his
ﬁind—a welghty matter which puzzled and even alarmed

m. .

“Fwom Berlin—a wing fwom Berlin, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus walked on, thinking hard. Why was
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Miss Werner wearing a wing which came from Berlin?
She had never been in the Hun’s capital, Arthur
Augustus knew; although she had travelled a good deal
in more pleasant parts of the Continent, so she could
not have bought the ring herself. It must have been
given to her by someone.

“Herr Mullah, bai Jove!
given her the wing.”

That seemed a very dikely explanation, because it was
not probable that Miss Werner was acquainted with
other Germauns. It seemed certain that Miss Werner’s
German ring was a gift from the St. Jim’s Hun.

Arthur Augustus’ face expressed his dismay.

Was it possible that May Werner was engaged to be
married to Herr Muller? Arthur Augustus started at the
thought, but he could not dismiss 1it. 'When a pretty
girl like Miss Werner received a gift of a ring from
anyone, it generally means an engagement-ring. .

Arthur Augustus knew that, and fhe thought horrified
him. The swell of St. Jim’s had promised to lend Herr
Muller a helping hand at the school, but it had never
entered his head until this moment that the German and
the pretty English girl were engaged to-be married.

The swell of the School House had nothing against
Herr Muller except his nationality, but that was quite
sufficient. It was a horrible thought to imagine for a
moment that May Werner meant to marry a Hun.

“Bai Jove! I cannot believe it!” muttered Arthur
Augustus. “It is uttahly imposs, and !

“Hallo, Gussy!”

“ Here’s the one and only, chaps!” N

Arthur Augustus jumped at the sudden hails. Before
he had time to collect his startled thoughts Harry Noble,
Clifton Dane, and Bernard Glyn had caught him wup.
Behind Cornstalk & Co. was Talbot, and all were laughiny
and happy looking.

Harry noble clapped the swell of St. Jim's on the
shoulder.

“ Know the time, kid?” - .

“Bai Jove, yaas, it must he gettin’ late!”

“Oh, it’s a lot later than that!” laughed Harry Neble.
“ We shall have to sorint for it if we want to get to St.
Jim’s in time for prep.” .

“Yaas, wathah!” '

Arthur Augustus agreed as to the need of haste, but
he did not move. The other juniors looked at him in
surprise.

“Uoing to stay here all night, kid?”

“No, wathah not !”

“ Anything the matter, Gussy?” suddenly asked Talbet
quietly.

“ Bai Jove!” .

Talbot looked keenly at Arthur Augustus. Talbot -had
often been.in the gravest difficulties himself, and the
minor troubles of others roused his sympathies at once.
His own unhappy past had only made Talbot more anxiouns
to make other fellows happy, if he could.

“If anything’s the matter, Gussy- » :

“No, there isn’t anythin’ the mattah, deah boy, onlay

R 5

“Only whatt”

“I'm” wathah puzzled, Talbot,” ansivered Arthur
Augustus.  “Usually I am wathah well informed on
mattahs of social customs, bai Jove, but I am in wathah
a wotten dilemmah foah the moment. I have completely
forgotten how a girl wears an engagement-wing, deah
boy.” '

“A what wing?”

“ Engagement-wing, Kangahwoo, you ass!”

Harry Noble gasped aloud. .

“My only -Aunt Jane!”

“Oh, my hat, Gussy!” choked Clifton Dane. ~“And
vou know all the time that the draper’s young lady is
going to marry that chap. Gussy, there isn’t a ghost
of a chance for you.” ) :

Arthur Augustus went a deep beetroot red. -

“Dane, you ass,” he shrieked; “you waggin’ duffah?
I onlay want to know how a girl wears an engagement-
wing foah—foah a weason of my own!”

arry Noble chuckled.

Herr Mullah must have

“Oh, T see, Gussy!” he answered. - “I thought for the ~

moment that you and the draper’s young lady—— How-
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ever, it was my mistake. I believe a girl usually wears
an engagement-ring on one of her fingers. Not sure, of
course, not being up in these matters, but I know people
always wear wrist-watches on their wrists and hats on
their heads.” -

“You sillay ass!”

“On—on the left hand,
Dane. . :

“I know that, you duffah!” stormed Arthur Augustus.
“I want to know on which fingah, bai Jove!”

“ Humph 1”

Cornstalk ~& Co. looked at one another doubtfully.
Bernard Glyn was the first to break the pause. .

“I expect it depends upon the size of the ring which
finger is used,” he said vaguely. “If it happens to be a
small ring, then on the little finger. A large ring would
probably be worn on the thumb !”

“You uttah ass! Talbot, deah boy, do you know?
These wottahs are simplay waggin’.”

Talbot of the Shell laughed quietly.

*“ Third finger of the left hand, of course,” he explained.
#TIs that what you wanted to know?”

“Gweat—gweat Scott ! :

Arthur Augustus looked at Talbot as if the Shell
junior had supplied some world-startling information. In
a way the information was startling to Arthur Augustus,
‘though, for May Werner had been wearing the diamond
ring from Berlin on the third finger of her left hand.

That could only mean that she was engaged to be
married to Herr Muller. May Werner, a pretty English
girl, engaged to be married to a Hun, to a member of the
race which wrecked Belgium and sends Zeppelins by night
to_murder defenceless people. ‘

Herr Muller was a naturalised German, no doubt, but
the same blood which ran in the Hun’s veins was in his.
Arthur Augustus was terribly shocked.

Cornstalk & Co. and Talbot looked at him in amazement.

“ Gussy, you ass, what’s the matter?”

“What did you want to know about the ring for?”

“Something is the matter, kid.”

Arthur Augustus shook his head. It was no business
of his, of course, how Miss Werner chose to plan her
- future life. But she was such a ripping girl, who played
hockey and seemed so happy.

She was not likely to find much more happiness in life
if she married a Hun, though.

“Gussy, we must get along, or we shall be late.”
“Yaas, wathah, Talbof, deah hoy, onlay— Bai

of course,” grinned Clifton

Jove!
- “Look out, chaps!” T

Harry Noble gave the warning in a sharp cry, and a
bicycle bell rang at the same instant. A cyclist dashed
round the ecorner, his machine swaying as if he were
applying the brakes too suddenly. :

The sharpness of the turn seemed to have taken him
unawares. ; .

13 My hat !)! . )

The cyclist had swerved too close to the side cf the
road, and there was a slight crash as the right-hand pedal
of his machine struck a milestone.

The machine twisted round, then the cyclist pitched
over the handlebars, and fell in a heap on the road with
a sickening thud. He lay where he had fallen, perfectly
motionless.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus sprang to the side of the fallen cyclist,
and Cornstalk & Co. were only a foot or so behind him.

Harry Noble struck a match. :

“Is he badly hurt, Gussy?”

“I don’t know, Kangahwoo, but his head is bleeding.”

“ Here, light the bicycle lamp again, Noble !” exclaimed
Bernard Glyn. “The glass is smashed, but I expect it’ll
burn all right. My aunt!”

The battered bicycle-lamp flared up with a smoky flame,
and Bernmard Glyn shone the flickering light on the fallen
cyclist. It showed up his white, though bloodstained,
face very clearly. )

“Gweat Scott! It is Herr Mullah!”

“Is—is he dead?”

“No, ¥ don’t think so,” said Harry Noble quickly. “No,
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“TI don’t know, deah boy, but I den't see how we can
obtain any here. Shall I wun to that farmhousc,
Kangahwoo?”

“Wait a minute!” flashed Clifton Dae.
there’s a flask in his bag, chaps.” .

Harry Noble wheeled round. A small leather bag was
still fastened to the back carrier on Herr Muller’s
machine, but it was only secured there by a strap.
Beruard Glyn had the strap unfastened in no time.

“Hold the light, Gussy.”

“ Wight-ho I”

“Is there a flagk, kid?” cried Harny Noble. - «“I—"

Bernard Glyn had the bag open, but there certainly was
no flask amongs{ the contents of the bag.

Iustead, it was full of the most extraordinary objeets
for a schoolmaster to be carrying about—little, bottle-
shaped metal objects. There must have been a dozen or
more of them altogether; and a few fragments of metal
as if some of the little instruments had been smashed to
atoms. - ’ i
g Bernard Glyn, the inventor of St. Jim's, sprang to his

eet. - ‘

*“Keep that light away, chaps!”

“What's the matter?”

*“Keep the light away!” cried Bernard Glyn. “Those
things are bombs or miniature hand-grenades. If- they
are loaded, there is enough explosive in that bag to blow
up half St. Jim’s.” .

“My only Aunt Jane!”

“Bombs!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
bombs, Glyn?”

“Yes, I did,” answered Bernard Glyn grimly. “We’ll
leave those things where. they are, and attend to the
owner of them.”

For an instant or two the juniors could do nothing but
stare at one another. Naturally, Cornmstalk & Co. had
been:ready enough to suspect most things from a German,
but that ‘a recognised schoolmaster of St. Jim’s should.
be found cycling at night with a whole bag full of
miniature grenades was startling to sav the least of it.

Talbot was the first to recover from the general amaze-
ment.

“One of us must slip across to that fiarmhouse for
assistance,” he said briefly. “Herr Muller is worse hurt
than stunned. Shall I go, Noble?” ’

“Yes, kid.” )

“Well., raise his head from the ground,” flashed Talbot.
“I shall be back in a minute or two.”

He darted away, and the other juniors knelt round the
unconscious schoolmaster. It was easy to see now that
Herr Muller was seriously injured.

“ What—what does it all mean, chaps#”

“What can it all mean but one thing?” said Harry
Noble, in a low voice. “Herr Muller is another of tho
many enemies in our midst. He has pretended to be a
friend of England, and he has been making bombs.”

“To—to blow up St. Jim’s?”

Harry Noble shook his head.

“No, I don’t suppose they were for that, Dane,” he
said. ~ “No doubt they were for something of greater
importance than that, but it’s no good guessing. By the
sheerest chance Herr Muller’s game has been shown up,
and the authorities will discover all the rest of it.”

“ And to think he’s a master at St. Jim’s!”

“That’s pretty awful, and no mistake. Here’s Talbot
back again.” . .

Talbot came hurrying up with a couple of farm-
hands.

The Shell junior glanced hastily at Bernard Glyn.

“The farmer says Herr Muller had better be taken into
the farm.!” Talbot exclaimed. “It’s ever so much nearer
than St. Jim’s.”

“Yes, of course.”

“And we’re to carry him there at once.”

“What about a doctor?”’ -

“The farmer has sent for ome already,
Talbot. “What about that hag, Glyn?”

“I’ll take charge of that,” answcred the schoolboy
inventor. “Shall I take it to St. Jim’s at once?” Lo

Talbot nodded. Bernard Glyn was not required to help
carry Herr Muller to the farmhouse, for the two farma

“Perhaps

“Did you say

’

answered

< I can feel his heart beating, but he’s badly stunned.
.-~ DOught he to have some brandy, do you think?” -

hands were doing that quite easily by themselves.
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Talbot glanced inquiringly at Harry Noble.
AL %)m‘e of us must stay with Herr Muller.”
. «“Yeg!” ;

“Must be with him all the time,” went on Talbot.
#'This is a serious matter, Kangaroo.”

The  Corustalk nodded. He understood what Talbot
meant. Herr Muller must not be left alone for an instant
whether he was conscious or not. No risks must be run
of the -German making good his escape.

Already Harry Noble and Chfton Dane were following
the farm-labourers towards the house. Bernard Glyn
looked at Arthur Augustus.
- “What about you, kid?
house, too?” .

(13 No. I;_“)J ) & = 5 N
. “You're coming to St. Jim's with me, then!” exclaimed
Bernard Glyn. “Good!” ’

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“No, deah boy; I am afwaid I cannot come to St. Jim’s

Are you going to the farm-

just yet,” he said hastily. “I have somewhere else to go.” -

- And before Bernard Glyn could answer, the swell of the
Scheol House walked slowly down the lane. . .

But Arthur Augustus did not look very happy at that
moment. His path led.back to Fir Grove, the home. of
May Werner, and Arthur Augustus’ thoughts troubled
him a good deal. e -
~ He must tell May Werner of the accident which had
happened to Herr Muller, and the breaking of bad news is
always a painful task. But there was a still more painful
task than that. :

May Werner must be made acquainted with Herr
Muller's true character at once. Arthur Augustus-
realised that that must be done, for the girl’s own sake
if not for anyone else’s. .

The prospect of May Werner marrying a German at all
had been 'a painful enough prospect in Arthur Aungustus’

eyes, but the swell of St. Jim’s had been ready to think

the best possible good of Herr Muller.

"As things had panned out, though, that was impossible.
now. Herr Muller had been found with a bagful .of
Hombs or hand-grenades, and so he had broken faith with
his adopted country. He had rot hesitated to let his oath
of allegiance go by the hoard, as so many other Germans
have let theirs.

May Werner must be told the truth about that, and
the only one who could tell her was Arthur Augustus.,
He hated his unpleasant duty, but he did not shrink
from it.

The swell of St. Jim's knew enough about the world to
realise that he was acting solely for May Werner’s good,
however much his story must hurt her. She could not
be left in ignorance of the true character of the man she
was engaged to marry.

But, in spite of his determination, Arthur Augustus
hesitated for an instant on the garden path of Fir Grove.
He hated his task thoroughly.

Abruptly he screwed his monocle in his eye, without
being aware of the act, and stepped up to the front door.
He rang the bell quietly. o

—

CHAPTER 14.
Gussy’s Surprise.

. Y hat!” .
M Tom Merry spoke in a voice of amazed
incredulity. Jack Blake and Figging, who
. had come across from the New House, looked
“equally astounded. But, then, everyone else in crowded
Study No. 6 was in_a very excited state. :
Harry Noble’s account of what had happened to Herr
_Muller was a bombshell of high explosive power to the
juniors of St. Jim’s. Kangarco had to tell the story over
and over again.. .
~ “That’s all I know, Merry,” the Australian junior
exclaimed. ~“Herr Muller came round that cornmer near
Fir Grove, and his bicycle skidded or something. He had
a bag with him, and Bernard Glyn says it was full of
bombs—"
“Great Scott!” . E L g b,
. “And Muller is still at the farm?” asked Tom Merry
breathlessly. e L

the' cave wall.
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“Yes, with slight concussion of the braiu, the doctor
says. - Clifton Dane and myself stayed with him. We have
come straight from the farm now, and a couple of special
constables are watching Herr Muller.”

“ aunt !” . .

. “ He’ll be arrested, of course, when he regains consciotz-

ness. )
¢ Not much doubt about that, Figgy,” said Harry Nobls
gravely. “It’s an offence to be in possession of explosives
at all during war-time, even for an Englishman.” -
“That’s s0.”
- “And you are sure they were bombs in the bag?” ex-
claimed’ Figgy. . ‘ .
“ Bernard Glyn said so0.”

. %My hat!” suddenly exclaimed Tom Merryr. “We saw
_someone letting off explosives in our cave, and the man

disappeared. Afterwards we met Herr Muller just outside
the cave.”, S . e

“And the bag?” cried Figgins. “You remember I
spoke about how heavy it was, Merry? Kangaroo, was it
a_brown leather bag, a bit larger than an ordinary
foothall-bag?” .. : : ‘

“Yes, shaped like a portmanteau v, BT
. “That” was the bag I picked up, then,” said Figgins.
“ Merry, it was Herr Muller we saw throwing bombs a
There must be another way out of the
cave, after all, and Herr Muller slipped out, and met
us on the pathway.” e S

“Pliew !” whistled Tom Merry. “That's about it, kid.”

“And we shall be wanted at the court-martial, or
trial, or whatever will happen to Herr Muller.”

. “Looks like it,” said Tom Merry. -

The juniors looked from one to another in suppressed
excitement. . :

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had happened to
meet Bernard Glyn, as the schoolboy inventor came intoe
the school on his way from the scene of Herr Muller’s
accident. Naturally Bernard Glyn had told of theexciting
events which had happened, and then he had hurried on
with Herr Muller’s brown bag to the Head’s room. -

Bernard Glyn had not come back yet. He had not
appeared at prep, but Harry Noble and Clifton Dane-had
reached the school as soon as the lesson was over.

Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake, Herries, and Dighy.
had promptly rushed the young Cornstalk to Study Ne. 6,
and Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn had been sent for
from the New House. The story of Herr Muller's accident
was all over St. Jim’s by now. g

Study No. 6 was packed to overflowing.

Everr juniors like Mellish and Gore and Gruandy, who
did not often visit the famous Fourth Form study, were
eager to get in. Levison, too, was there, and Lumley-
Lumley, the millionaire’s son. All the Lower School was
desperately eager for details.

“Where's Bernard Glyn now, anyway:"

“8till with the Head, I expect.”

“He hasn't been seen since he arrived with Herr
Muller's bag!” exclaimed Tom .Merry. “He'll come
straight here, when he can. Lumley-Lumley, is that
someone banging at the door?” ’

The millionaire’s son opened the study door, and a shout
went up. Bernard Glyn was standing in the dcorway.
The schoolboy inventor looked very grave, indeed.

“What's happened, Glyn?”

“ Where there really bombs in that bag=” -

Bernard Glyn nodded quickly. He had just come from
the school laboratory, where the chemistry master had
been at work examining the bombs.

Of course the examination had been quite an unofficial
one. It had been undertaken for safety’s sake, in case
any of the infernal machines might possess a clockwork
timing device. Bernard Glyn had been present at the
examination, and it had been very thrilling.

“Yes, they were bombs all right.”

* My hat!”

“ But they weren’t loaded with explosive charges,” weat
on Bernard Glyn. “All the little machines were empty.
but four or five shattered fragments of metal at the
hottom of the bag were portions of bomhs which had been
exploded.” -

. “ Phew!”

“The explosions we heard in the cave, chaps!” ex-

claimed Tom Merry. “Herr Muller must have had five or

LX)
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«ix loaded bombs, and used them in the-cave. We heard
the explosions.”

“But what was he trying to blow up the cave for;”

Tom Merry looked very puzzled indeed. Certainly Herr
Muller had not succeeded in blowing up the cave, and it
did not seem likely that the German had been trying to
do so, As Tom
was not to be supposed that anyone would attempt to blow
up a cave and remain inside it during the attempt.

There was a mystery ahout that somewhere.

“Blessed if I can understand that part, chaps!”

“Jolly funny.”

“Oh, there’s bound to De a lot we don’t understand
yet,” said Figgins quietly. “All we know is that Herr
Muller is proved to have had hombs in his possession, and
he’ll have to explain what they were for. It’s quite
possible he meant to wreck a railway-bridge or blow up
a troop train.” s

“Yes, that’s possible.”

“What an awful rotter he must he!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “Pretending friendship to one country, and
really acting for the enemy. He must be the worst type
of German, even,” .

All the juniors agreed with that remark, There seemed
to be no saving clause in,Herr Muller’s betrayal of his
adopted country. ) .

Tom Merry rose quietly fo his feet.

“There goes the dormitory bell, chaps,” he said.  “I
expect we shall hear full details before long—— Hallo,
here’s Gussy !” .

Tom Merry opened the study door, and the elegant form
of Arthur Augustis came hurrying along the passage.
But the swell of St. Jim’s was not walking with his
usual leisurely stride. He was hurrying very rapidly
indeed.

‘“Hallo, deah boys!” :

“Hallo, kid!” answered Tom Merry. “We can’t stop
to jaw now, the bell has gone.”

“Yaas, wathah. I noticed that it was wingin’ as I
came into the school. Pway stop, Tom Mewwy, foah a
moment !” )

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther stopped and looked
at Arthur Augustus inquiringly. Figgins, Kerr, and

. Fatty Wynn were coming from Study No. 6, and they

stopped, too.
It was just possible Arthur Augustus had some further
news about the latest St. Jim’s sensation. The swell of

© 8t. Jim’s certainly was in a very excited state.

He held up his hand. All the juniors were staring at

- him blankly,

“Pway be pwepared foah a surpwise; deah boys,” he

exclaimed. “I am twyin’ to bweak the news to you
gentlay, bai Jove!” .

& ‘ASS !’?

“ Duffer !”

“If you've anything to say, Gussy, say it,” cried
Tiggins. “It’s your last chance before you’re bumped
for being a pro-German!” - L -

Arthur Augustus gasped. The New House junior’s
remark staggered him. C.

“A—a pwo-German'! Howeval, I sce that you are
onlay waggin’, Figgay, othahwise I should have- to
administah a fwightful thwashin’. But to’ get on” with
the washjn’, bai Jove! I want you to wemembah that it
is quite poss that Herr Mullah is one of the best, that
mattahs do not always appeah in their twue light at
first glance! Welease me, Tom Mewwy! Figgins,
welease me!” ) :

But thé Terrible -Three of the Shell and Figgins &
Co. of the New House had had enough. Arthur Augustus’
.method of breaking the news, whatever it might be, was
too slow for the rivals'of St. Jim’s. & .

They rushed Arthur Augustus against the passage wall.

“Ont with it, Gussy!” . :

“Get it off your chest, kid!” .

“Gweat Scott! You wuffians! Tom Mewwy, vou
wottah " shrieked Arthur Augustus. “I am tellin’ you
as wapidly as I can. You ought to have been able to
see all along that Herr Mullah isn’t a German at all}”

“What?” -

... Tom Merry & Co. shouted as if possessed of a, si_ngle'
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voice between them. They released the swell of St. Jim’s
and stood glaring at him. . .

Arthur Augustus panted.

“It’s gwite twue, deah boys,” he gasped. “Herr—or
wathah, Mr. Mullah has wecovahed consciousness, but
befoah that happened I heard the twue story fwom Miss
Wernah, a—a fwiend of mine. Mr. Mullah is an English-
man, and has been working evah since the war started
on a new explosive he has invented !

“A new explosive?r” -

“My only Aunt Jane!” °

“A wippin’ new explosive, which is going to make the
Huns sit up, bai Jove!” continued Arthur Augustus.
“Some of you fellows heard him exploding vewy-small
charges in our cgve, 1 undahstand, but they were onlay
expewiments in a new kind of hand-gwenade he ‘thinks is
goin’ to be vewy useful. His weal invention, the wippin’
new ﬁxpﬁoii:re, hae been accepted by the War Office.”

“ y ha I K ' )

“But—but why didn’t Herr—Mr. Mullah work in a
Government laboratory, or somewhere like that?” said
Tom Merry in amazement. *“He would have had proper
apparatus,”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“Mr. Mullah wanted to, but the War Office didn’t
considah there was anythin’ in the invention,” the swell
of St. Jim’s explained. “Mr. Mullah knew there was
a v<;,[wy g'weat deal in it, so worked on by himself.”

3 see .H .

“But what about his pretending to be a German:”
said Tom Merry, still mystified. “What on earth made
him do that?”

“Oh, that has nothin® to do with the pwesent
invention, deah boy,” answered Arthur Augustus. “Mr.
Mullah lived foah a long time in Berlin, and when he
came home and wanted to teach in an English school,

‘the headmastah of his first school mistook him foah a

German. - As it was pwetty certain that Mr. Mullah
would not be accepted as a teachalh of German in an
English ‘school unless he were a German, he didn’t -
twouble to cowwect the mistake. But all that was.long

“befoah the war.”

“My hat!” : . .

“And I suppose he came to St. Jim’s as a German
because all his references spoke of him as a German,”
said Jack Blake. : )

“Yaas, wathah; and now he is wecognised by the
War Office, and will pwobably be a vewy wich man, He
is goin’ to mawwy Miss Wernah in a few weeks!” .

'““Who is Miss Werner?” . .

“A fwiend of mine, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus hastily, “and we are to be all asked to the
weddin’. But befoah that, Mr. Mullah is going to ask
the Head to let us have a half-holiday, and there is to
be a wippin’ partay at Fir Gwove.”

“Hooray !”

“And about the cave?”

“Oh, that’s all wight, too!” said Arthur Augustus.
“The woof of the cave is quite safe, but Mr, Mullah had
to get it fwom us foah his expewiments. He didn’t want
anyone to see him at work, and that is why he was
wathah wude to you at the station, Figgay. He didn’t
want to make fwiends with anyboday, foah he wanted

-to be left uttahly alone.” ®

- “How long have you known Mr. Mullah wasn’t a
German, Gussy?” demanded Tom Merry. C

“Not vewy long, deah boy,” ‘answered Arthur
Augustus. “About twentay minutes, as a mattah of
fact. But all along I have had a sort of intuition——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” * :

“That is to say; a vague ideah——"

“Bow-wow !” laughed Tom Merry. *“You didn’t know
any more than we did, ass. I say, you chaps, we must
rally the juniors, and give Mr. Muller a ripping. cheer
when he comes into the school to-morrow!” .

And, needless to say, the cheer raised a very
respectable echo in the fine old hall of St. Jim’s when it
was given. )

THE END.

. (Do net miss “D'Arcy’'s Daring!® next week's
grand story of St. Jim’s, by Martin Clifford. Order
now.) ; :
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STORY!

. The Previous Instalments told how:— .

ETHEL CLEVELAND, a pretty English girl, and cousin
to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, the swell of 8t. Jim’s,
goes to St. Freda’s to continue her education. - ’

On the first day of her arrival at the school, she is attracted
by the personality of DOLORES PELHAM, a high-spirited

1l of Bpanish descent. Subsequently, Ethel saves Dolores
?rom disgrace, and the two girls become firm frieads.

One afternoon-D’Arcy drives his cousin and Dolores over
to 8t. Jim’s to witness a football match between the School
House and New House. ) )

They are met on the road by a party of St. Jim’s fellows,
who invite the girls to walk back with them for the remainder
of the journey.

Dolores accepts the invitation. This displeases Ethel, as
she does not think it fair to her cousin, and a slight mis-

“understanding arises between the two girls.
L -(Now read on.)

. Chipping D’Arcy.

Kerr, who was a loyal chum, if ever there was one, took
Tiggins’ bicycle away, and while the talk had been going
on he had dusted Figgins down.

Figgins - walked off between Cousin. Lthel and Dolores as
proud as a prince in the direction of St. Jim’s. The tower of
the old school could be scen in the distance, rising over the
trees. w

“You can shove that machine into the twap if you like,
Kerr,” said D’ Arcy a little glumly. .

““Oh, it’s all right! I’Il ride and wheel it,” said Kerr.
“Have you had a pleasant ride from St. Freda’s, Gussy?”

*“Yaas, wathah—until the horse wan away.”

““Whose fault was that?” grinned Fatty Wynn.

“Well, Miss Pelham was dwivin’, but it swas weally my
fault, I suppose, for twustin’ her with the weins, But——"

“Jolly lucky we happened to come along,” said Kerr
severely.

“Yaas, wathahd By the way, how did you happen to be
on the woad here?”’ asked D'Arcy. 4
the match this aftahnoon?”

The two New House juniors grinned.

“Yes. You see, we thought we’d come and meet_you,
that’s all. It's a long time since we've seen Cousin Kithel,
© you know.”

“You noticed Miss Peltham, of course?”’ D’Arcy remarked.

“Yes. Looks as if she’s got a temper,” Kerr remarked, in
e tone of candid criticism. ’

“Weally, Kerr—" ’

& That’s just how it is, Gussy.”

“I wegard her as a stunning gal,” eaid D Arcy,

) “a weally stunnin’ gal!” )

“(Go-hon!”

“Did you notice her eves?” .

“ Yes—pink, I think.” )

“You uttah ass! They are black, with a shade of blue
1 them. Weally wonderful cyes, and vewy Spanish,” said
D’Arcy. . “Did you see her nose?” . = . )

“Well, T looked at her face, and I didn’t notice #hat any
nose was missing, so I must have seen it.” T
+ Tug GEM Ligragy.—No. 411.
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i A Magnificent Serial Story dealing with the adven-

| tures of Tom Merry & Co. of St.Jim's and their Girl

‘ Chum, : Specially published at the earnest request of
" readers of the * Gem " Library.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“You uttah-ass! It is simply wippin——"
‘‘ Her nose is?”’ y
“Yaas, wathah!” .
“Well, let it rip,” said Kerr; and Fatty Wynn chuckled.
“You duffah! It was a weal Gweek nose——"
“Oh, yea; T've heard of that—the genuine Greeco-boko,”
sﬁld{ﬁKﬁ’l‘r solemuly, “Have you made any survey of her
mouth ? :

* %It was a wemarkably pwetty mouth like—like—"

“Like an opening rose,” suggested Kerr, “or like a pack-

_ing-case!” .

“You wibald asa—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” S -
“I wefuse to discuss that stunning young lady ‘with you
wottahs,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy disdainfully, "I
wegard you as beasts!” ) ‘
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you cacklin’ asses——"

“He’s got it again!” shrieked Kerr. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass!” .

D’Arcy climbed into the trap and dashed away, too indig-
The wheels rattled down the road. Kerr
and Wynn looked at one another and roared. .

“Good old Gussy!” chuckled Kerr. “He's always doing.
it! ~Remember the time he got engaged to the vicar's
daughter?” B

“Ha, -ha, ha!” roared Fatty Wynn. : .

“Blessed if I like his selection this time; though!” ‘said
Kerr. “That girl's got a jolly temper, I can tell you, and
I don't like the way she made Ithel walk off and leave
Gussy stranded. It wasn’t playing the game.”

¢ Girls don’t play the game,” said Fatty.

Kerr sniffed. : :

“Yes, they do—nice girls.” %

“Then you think Cousin Ethel's friend isn’t a nice girl?”

Kerr coloured.

“Oh, I don’t want to say that! She must be nice in most
ways, or Cousin Ethel wouldn’t chum with her, of course.
But I think she treated Gussy badly, and I think that Ethel
fecls it, too. But it’s no business of ours; and, anyway, it’s .
a X‘ng;}l thing talking about girls.” Let's jaw over the
match. :

And the subject of the afternoon’s match lasted the chums
of the New House all the way back to St. Jim’s.

&

v

) Witful Dolores. .

Figgins felt a slight compunction when he walked the two
girls away, and left Arthur Augustus in the road with tho -
trap. He had suggested walking, without thinking the
matter out much, because he wanted to walk with Cousin
Tithel. On reflection, he saw that it would have been better
for the girls to remain with their cscort, and he saw that
Iithel had wished to show D’Arcy.that amount of  con-
sideration. . o

It was Dolores who had arranged matters. But Figgins

was far too generous and chivalrous a fellow to criticise a .

girl in his own thoughts, and he dismissed the matter from -
his mind as he walked towards. the school. .

Cousin Ethel was a little quiet and subdued. She was
vaguely annoyed at the turn affairs had taken, and though™ "
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she hated to appear to be finding fauli with Dolores, she

could not help admitting to herself that Dolores was to

blame. . . X

Naturally, she was very quiet to Figgins, and Figgins
would have noticed-it ‘all the niore if Dolores had not kept
up an almost incessant talk.

Dolores seemed to be perfectly happy and contented.

Never had Ethel seen her in such spirits. R

Whether it was the excursion, or the cxcitement of the
xuishap in the trap, or the cffect of Figgins, was not to be
scen, but certainly Dolores was very fmppy and animated
n.:])w. Her eyes were sparkling, and her voice was seldom
gilent. . ’

Figging hardly listened to what she caid. .

One word from Cousin Ethel was worth more to him than
dozens of sentences from Miss Pelham, theugh the latter’s
veice was very pleasant to listen fo when she chose.

“ And this is St. Jim’s?”- Dolores exclaimed, as they-entered
the great, grey old gateway, and the old quadrangle lay
before their eyes. . . “ : , *

Figgins- nodded. ’

“Yes. I forgot you had not seen the school befove, Miss
Pelham ! he exclaimed.

Miss Pelham compressed her under-lip for a moment. She
]‘l'a]'sx cuite aware already that Figgins was thinking only of.
Lthel.

But the next moment she was ‘all smiles.

*Yes, I have never seen the place before,”
I should love to see it—to .explore all-those queer. ¢ld places

Figgins laughed. : ! B2

she said. “How.

12

*“That’s the ruined tower,” he"said. ‘It was knocked up
like that by a chap—lemme see, who was that chap who had
King Charles’ head chopped off ?”’ )

“Cromwell,” said Ethel, with a laugh—the first time she
bad laughed. N : :

“That’s it,” said Piggins: “Cromwell. He was a’ tre-
mendous goer, Cromwell was. Some silly -bounders held this
place against him, and-.he brought that tower down about
their ears. It's—it’s awfully interesting, really!” said
Figgins, who had never felt interested in " the old tower
before, but realised all of a sudden that it was a most
extremely interesting place. “Suppose we all three explore
it nowi?” . -

“1 should love to!”

Ethel’s face was cold. S

“1 haye explored it, you know,” said Ethel gently. “It
is all quite familiar to me.” .

Dolores pouted.

“Ethel, my dear, do let me sce it

% “Yes,” urged Figgins. “Tom Merry says there are somoe
bloodstains on the flags, 3”011 know. Lowther said they’ro
only the marks of muddy boots; but they're awfully
intcresting. Even if they’re only bootmarks, they might be
Cromwell’s boots, you know, or King Charles’, or one of those
old johnnies.” - : .

“You shall take Dolores to see the tower while I go in
to speak to Mrs. Holmes,” said Ethel. .

Figging’ face fell in a way that was not complimentary to
Dolores.

“Qh!” he said.

“T am sure Doloves will like it.”*

¢ Certainly,” said -Dolores calmly.

There was no escape for Figgins,

“J—T1 shal be pleased,” he stammered. !

Ethel nodded to them both, and went on towards the
Head’s house. Ethel was a frequent visitor at St. Jim’s, and
Mrs. ‘Holmes, the Head’s wife, was always glad to see her,
and there was always a room ready for her when she cared
fo stay. ’ ’ -

Cousin Ethel’s face was not so bright as usual when she
walked away from Figgins and Dolores. Somecthing seemed

159

. to be aching in her heart.

But_she could not put her thoughtg into words, even to
hersclf. Dolores was wilful, Dolores was wayward—that was
all; and she had known that on her first day at St. Freda’s.
But—" .

Ethel would not think of that “but.”

She was hurt, but sho was determined not to feel hurt.
She ran into the Head’s house, and Mrs. Holmes greeted her
with great affection, And if an odd-expression %)assed_ for a
moment over Mrs. Holmes’ kind face when she learned that
Ethel's friend was with Figgins, exploring the old tower, it
was only for a moment. = - .

Why gad not Ethel remained with Dolores? )

Was it because—although Ethel would not admit as much
to herself—her intuition told her that her friend did not
want her, or was it because she was hurt and offended, or

oth?

She hardly knew. ) ‘ - :

But one thing_she knew well enough, and that was that
she wished that D’Arcy had never written that letter to ker
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at Miss Penfold’s, and that she had never Drought Dolores
Pelham with her to St. Jim’s.

But i was too late to think of that now.

%

oo Figgins has to Go,

Cousin Ethel did not look back as she left Figgins and his
new friend. If she had done so, she would have seerr Figgins’
cxpressive face lengthen in @ way that was not flattermg to
Dolores. Figging’ eyes followed Ethel till she disappcared
into the Head’s house, and Dolores watched him the while,
with a half-amused and: half-provoked -expression. E

When thedoor had closed behind Ceusin- Ethel,” Figgins
seemed suddenly to awake to:thié fact that he was,not alone.

. He turned t6 Dolores again, -with a quick blush. - -

“I—I beg your pardon!” he stammered. ¢ Did—did you
say that you would like to explore the—the tower?”

““Yes,” said Dolores calmly. - = = . .

- “This way,” said Figgins. . LR R T

He was very silent as he guided the Spanish,girl: into the’
old tower. Dolores did not scem to mnotice it:  She talked
cheerfully enough, without heeding Figgins’ random answers..

Figgins was thinking about Cousin Ethel.--Figgins was
only too conscious of ‘his failings and .of 'his: clumsiness
in dealing with girls. He thought it quite possible that he
had somehow oftended .Cousin Ethel withott in the least
intending to do so. Figgins, . who had learned to follow and
to know every expression upon the girl’s face, knew what_
Cousin Ethel's brows meant when they werer arched in a
certain way. What was the matter? he wondered.

‘Figgins was feeling miserable. . -

Under the circumstances, Figgins was not a.checry com-
panion for Dolores, Pelham. But he did- his duty nobly. If
his thoughts would wander, that was not Figgy’s fault.

“ And the cannon-shots?” said Dolores. “Where are the
marks?? - ; 5

*“Oh, here they ave!” said Figgins, halting befére a {rag-
ment of battered*wall. “You see the marks there? They
are the bloodstaing—I mean, the cannon marks. King
Charl,es had his cannon planted over there, by the. elm-
trees.” . '

“King Charles!” said Dolores.

“I mean Cromwell,” said Figgins.
matter.,”

Dolores laughed.

N

“Jt really doesn’s

No, 1 supposc it makes no. differecnce now.” she said.
“ And was the place taken by assault?” '

“Yes. After they brought the wall down here, the Iron-
sides came up at a run, and the goalic had no chance,” said
Figgins—* 1 mean, the Cavaliers were quitc done in. Thoso
old Puritan johunics were beggars:to fight, you know. Chap
was killed here, by the window—last chap to put up a fight
in the place.”

“How interesting!”” said Dolores.

“Yes, isn’t it?” said Figgins, staring ghrough the window
in the direction of the Head’s house. . S )

“What is there out of the window to see?” asked Dolores,
with elaborate innocence. . J

Figgins staried guiltily.

*“Oh, n-nothing!” he said. . ’

“What is that house over therc by the trces?”?

“The big one? That’s the School House.”

“No; the smaller building joined to it—-the one you were
looking at?”

Figgins coloured.

“That’s the Head’s house .

“QOh, T see! Dr. Holmes lives there?”

“Yes, that’s right.” - ;

Dolores smiledt : .

“This is a most interesting old place!” she exclaimed. “I
have heard, too, that you have a very ancient chapel at St.
Jim’s.” L

“Yes, jolly old,” said Figgins vagucly.
years—two or three hundred, at any rate.

‘1 should love to sec it!” .

Figgins bore it like a man.

He had imagined that when they were finished at the
tower he would be able to escort Miss Pelham to the Head’s
house, and then knock about with a chance of seeing Cousin |
Ethel and ascertaining whether she were recally “waxy
as poor Figgins put it to himself—a most important matter
for Figgins.

But it was cvidentlfr not to be doize.
chap, as far as his lights extended.
events, werp first-rate. .

“Qh, certainly!” he said. : . ‘ .

“Tt is such an interesting old place,” said Dolores. “It is
so—so pleasant to think that we are standing upon.the very
speh Wllmjere Cromwell was killed.” }
TeE GEu Lierarv.—No. 4il.
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Kerr to the Rescue,
Figging stared. . . . - o
“Cromwell wasn’t killed,” he said.
‘jchnnies who pegged out.” o -
_“Oh, yes, of course!” said Dolores careléssly. “The—the
Cavalier johnnies. What a curious name for the Cavaliers!
Why did they call themselves johnnies?” :
. ““They—they didn’t,” said Figgins. I called ’cm jehunics,
:you see. I meant chaps.” : s
“Oh, I sce! And where is the old chapel?”
“Over by the beeches.” S
£Shall wo go?” :
- Of course, if you'd iike to see it!” said Tiggins.
1 should love to see it!” R a
“Coma this way, Miss Pelham.”
_*“But I am taking up so much of your time,”
- “Oh, that's nothing{” - o
“You are quite sure?” .
" We're always glad to show.our little sights to visitors,”
said Figgins, thus, with immecnse - diplomacy, avoiding ‘a
hich' Miss- Petham smiled. - ~ . =
-“Then we will go,’* said Dolores. amicably,

said Dolores.

pleasant. to see.a really :interesting place.with a guide who
1a 80 thoughtful, so careful, and so attentive all the time!”
*Lm. sure you flatter ‘me,”. said

“*Not .at. all,” ~said Dolores.
your kindness, Mr. Higgins.”
- “Figgins,” said the junior.

“Oh, yes—Figgins !~ .. ; . S

They left the old tower. TFiggins had a private wish that
the ancient chapel of St. Jim’s—interesting relic of past times
a3 it.'was—would be swallowed up in the carth before he
could reach it.

That - wds not- likely to happen. But something just as
good, and a little less tremendous, occurred. Kerr cameo
racing over tho quadrangle to overtake them. -

“Figgins! - Figgy!”

Kerr had alreafy changed into his football thirigs, and had
long coat on. His face was pink wifh running.

Figgins turned round.

‘ What’s the row, Kerr?” - :

“ Have- you forgotten the match?’

“By Jove!” said Figgins.

Keir almost glared.

“You've forgotten it!” lie roared. «

*‘Blessed if 1 hado’t!” said Figgins.

“Dear me!” said Dolores. “I remember now. -You were
playing a crickef match this afternoon. That was what Tthel
and 1 came over 'to see.”

A football match,” said Figgins, while Kerr was silent.
Ho knew that that little mistake had been intentional on
Miss Pelham’s part; but Figgins never suspected a girl of
being capable of ‘“spoofing.”

. ““Oh, yes, a football match?”’ assented Dolores. ‘“Has it
begun?”? s » o

**No,” said Figgins, laughing. “You see
4 ¥You- see, that duffer’s our skipper, and we can’'t play
without him,” said Kerr. “You must excuse him, Miss
Pelham. Can.I see you to the Head’s house while Figgins
goes and changes? There isn’t a minute to spare. The
School House chaps will be booing us if we're late.”

Dolores looked at Kerr.

““Why, of course!” she said. “How stupid-of me to forget
that you were playing cricket—1 mean baseball, this afters
noon !” ’ .

‘““ Football,” said Figgins.

“Yes, I mean football.” . -

“Youll excuse me, won't you?” Iigging said. “TIt was
idiotic. of me to forget the match!” .

Dolores nodded with a smile.

o

L1}

Tiggins raised his cap and raced off, and Kerr walked with

Miss Pelham to the Head’s house. . .

There was very little conversation on the way. What little
there was, -was done by Kerr. Miss Pelham did not fecl
cordial towards the Scottish junior; and it was not Dolores’
way to pretend what she did not feel, and somectimes-she
neglected the laws of courtesy when she was angry.

And she was angry now.*

+ Why, she could hardly have told; but she was.

Kerr left her at the door of the Head’s house, after it was
opened. Dolores gave him the slightest -of- nods, and went
in without a glance back.

Mrs. Holmes met her ig the hall. ) -

- “You are Ethel’s friend?” che said, with her kind smile. -

“Yes,” said Dolores. .

“Yes, this is Dolores,” said Ethel, coming out of the
drawing-room. “Dolores, dear, this is my kind friend, Mrs.
Flolmes.”

“It was thg Cavalier-

. ly. “You ‘are o'
kind. to show amo -about-the place like thist, And it is so

. | Figgins, who  was never.
Lknown to detect: sarcasm, however thickly laid.on. - .
“I shall always remember

Dolores allowed Mrs. Holmes to shake hands with her.

cr manner was polite in hqr stately Spanish way, but it
was not cordial. .Mrs. Holmes gave the Spanish girl a.very
curiousglance. She was one of the very many people who
did not understand Dolores.

“‘Come into my rcom, dear,” said Ethel.,

And she led Dolores up to the pretty little room she
occupied when she was a visitor at St. Jim’s.

~ Mrs. Holmes glanced after them. She was thinking what
d charming contrast there was between Dolores’ dark beauty
and the fair skin and lovely blue eyes of the English girl.
She was thinking, too, that Ethel’s mew friend probably had
a trying temper, and that Ethel must need all her sweetness
and disposition to keep on terms of close friendship with
er. :

About Figgins,
¥ So this is your yoom?” said Dolores. . e

She had noticed, of course, a constraint in Ethel’s manner,
bu::h*_she seemed determined: to be in.high spirits and sce
- nothing. , . o -

She went to. the window as. she'spoke. Lo
-Outside the window rose the big branches of an_elm-tree,
but beyorid. that was a wide view of the old quad and the
playing fields. ™ . - .. . . ) H
- Fellows -could be seen -already gathering on thc junior
“{football ground for the match. - . iy :
*“Yes,” said Kthel. ~ = ’

“ What a -charming room!”

(13 Yes. ” " -

“ “And you have it all to-yourself?”
¢“Tixcept when Mrs. Holmes’ niece is herc.”
She is a dear girl, and a kind friend of mine.™

Dolores’ dusky face clouded. . . ¢
" “You have many friends, Ethel?”
“Yes.” , .

“You love this other very much?”
“Very much.” :
Dolores compressed her lips.

¢ And she is your chum, as you call it?”
Tthel smiled. ’ ) S s e

““Oh, no, not that! You see, she is nearly ten years oldcr
than I am—quite a woman. But we arc great friends.”

The Spanish girl's face cleared, but the shadow on it,
though only momentary, had shown what a depth of jealousy
there might be in the passionate heart. :

“I don’t like you to have other friends beside me, Ethel,”
she said. “I know it is silly of me, but I shall never have
another chum.”

Ethel was silent. She could not help thinking that if
Dolores valued ker so much, she might have acted in a
different manner that afternoon. - : ,

But Dolores was resolved not to sec that-anything was the
rinattor. Dolores was in one of her most wilful moods that
day.

f*What a charming old place this is, Ethel!” she exclaimed.
“And the boys are very nice! Will you help me with my
hair, love? That dash in the trap has made it quite urtidy.
What a dear fellow your cousin is to let me drive!”

“ Arthur is always kind.”

“Very different from the tall person,” said Dolores, with
a yawn, as Ethel unbound her thick masses of hair—* the—
the Wiggins, I think his name is.”

" ““Figgins,” said Ethel.

“Yes, Figgins. What an extraordinary name!"
~“I have never noticed that it is extraordinary. Figgins is
ono of the best and kindest boys in the school,” said Ethel,
with a little warmth.

Dolores gave her a sidelong glance,
i ]“ %nd a very particular friend of yours, Ethel dear?” she
asked. ; - i .

“ Not miore than the others.”

‘“Honour 7’

‘“Of course!” said Ethel, with the first appearance of
irritation she had shown.. “How.oddly you talk, Dolores!
I don’t quite understand you.” :

“You have not noticed that Figgins—""

Dolores -paused. :

“Suppose we don’t discuss - Figgins,” suggested Cousin
Ethel quietly. “We shall have to hurry, dear; they will be
beginning the mateh.” )

“Well, we don’t want to see the beginning,” said Dolores.
I will be a frightful bore, of course. Football matches
always are.”

“T don’t think s0.”

(Another fong instalment of this grand school
serial next Wednesday, describing an exciting footer
match at St. Jim's. Order your copy early.)

said Ethel

-
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For Next Wednesday:
95 D'ARCY'S DARING!”
* By Martin Clifford,

The immortal” Avthur Augustus takes the leading part in
»ext Wednesday's grand, ]011;.5, complete story of St Jim's
Maddened by an injustice meted out to'his younger hrother
Gussy enters into warfare \\Mh Mr: Sclby, the sour, thin-
Jipped master of the Third. * The feud betweeén master.and
hoy veaches a truly alarming stage, especially when the swell
of St. Jim’s, Lavine been gon"med to Nobody’s Study, alias
the puni hmenisroom, pes in daring fashion, to go over
16 Rookwood and pla}, for Tom Merry's team, = Mr. Selby

~wives hot chase in tlie Iead's private car; and. in doing so
fulls inio arievons danger, fxom which heis extricated b)

E D ARCY’S DAR!NG" - 5, i

Ulll((

faivly v \;d it Mdlun Cllﬁl)ldn latest pwductlou

N = e 2

A TOUCHING -EPISTLE.
Most ‘of the letters in my daily postbag are of a bright
and entertadning ovder;sbut 0(‘(\1510]1{(“‘ a touch of tragedy is
introduced, ds shown by the following ¢ommunication :

5 “ Birkenhead.

< Doar Editor, —'Jh.s is the fiest time I have had the
plumuv of writing to you, and, having got over my ‘blush-
iulnth, 1 sicérely hope it will not be the last.

“LThe *Greyfriars Harald’ is simply splendid, and T may
safely say it will not die for want of support in Birkenhead.
1 take all your companion papers, and am emphatically of
the opinion that nothing beats them. You see, sir, I am
dumb, therefore 1 find the pleasure in reading which T am
(l(-pn\ud of in common or garden conversation,

‘It was on November 20th, five years ago, that I lost my
speech, ‘in the endeavour to save my twin brother's life. He
wis drowning at New Brighton, and, like anyone else would
have done, T went in nftet him.“ He dlavgod me urider in a
frantic grip for safety which nearly (‘hoked me. T could not

" make him let go. T felt myself going under again, and I
think it was féar that robbed me of my speech. Everything
wicked that T had done —it-was not much for I was onlv ten—
swain before my eves, and then I fhought it “was a shark
coming : fox me! 1 could describe it minutely yet. Some-
thing hit me on the head and grabbed my hair—I had long
curls then ght it was the shark,"and T knew no more,
The *shark’ pw\cd to bt a hshelman my brave rvescuer,
whoSe name I never léarned. ;I was still qtlckm; tight, o
they told me, to my br othér, bt e was quite dead.

“Tt is said that twins cannot live‘one without the other, so
I suppose a boy.and giil twintaré different, The .doctor says
there is a good chance of my-being able to speak before I am
seventeeh,
nurse. -Doctor savs 1 am to he p'\tlcnt a little longer.
}tholl( aren’t’ I, Mr. Editor

) h'x\e four brgihers in 1)»0 Army,
them, and I'd love ta shout loud enough to bring the
off when they come home. [ might yet. I must live ik
hiopes—eh 720

“Well, sir, there is a lot more I should like to tell vou,
but I'm afraid I’ m boring you, so, wishing you the very ‘best
of success, I remain, yours very ~1ncueI\

i am

and I'm so plov'{ of

‘D1ck * HOLGATE.
“P.8.-My name is Richardyne, but life’s short,”
1 feel sure that Miss Holgate has the sincere sympathy of
all true Gemites. My gibl chum deseryes the highest com-
mendation, both for her mc.f gallantry in attomptmﬂ to sava

the life of her unfortunate brother and for the wonderful -

patience and fortitud> with ‘which she is bsaring 1‘-'

affliction.
4 S

T cati assure my (lemite chums thab they will

T hope so, because 1 w ant to become a Red-Cross ..

IOOL-.

COMPANION ‘- PAPERS!
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~ POPULAR."—|
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— e 3/20 -

EVERY SATURDAY.

I hope the day is not far distant when her brothers will
return from lmall, serving their country, to find that the
power of speech is restored again to a sister of whom Hw\
‘may well be proud. . o :

A CHARLTON CHUM HONOURED
My congratulations to A - Loyal . Reader,” of 32. Fast-

Combe A\onnc Charlton,” 8.E., on having “won the ¢ Cart
negie’ G(-holaxslup This lad's father, <Mm is @ special
Ponatabk is, of course, delighted with his son’s saceess ; ‘aid

I am sure all Gemites will join with 'me in the hope that it
is but the p\elud‘ to many other honours.

e

REPL!ES IN BRIEF

A~E; C, (Ilncoln) =5 am delighted to \Tcl(umo you as.a
new reader of the * Gem” I,xlnm\ e

“ A Loyal ‘Reader” o(Bristol). - You “111 see thm 1 have
mnmd out your l\nul suggestion, Fa

“ A Girl Reader” (Suffolk) —I was very ploa=( \d to learn
of your brothier’s promotion. I hope he won' thml\ he's too
seasoned a warrior to read the *(em ” now. .
Edward G. (Northampton). A splendid ldh-i but fhe
rerses, though sound in theme, are not guite up to publica-

tion standard.” Try again, PTeddy.

R. G. Campbell (Lrum'nh) If \[r Murtin, Clifford
reforms all the fellows who at present don’t play the game,
the stories will be utterly devoid of interest. We must have
one or two black sheep, you know!

J. V. H, (Plaistow):—I am sorry I ((nmol furnish you w ||h
the information vou require.

Gunner R. B. (Kettering).—Many thanks for your cheery
letter, gunner. Now that a speciyl” supplement has appeared
in both the “Gem " and ¥ Magnet,” setting forth the names
and ages of the principal characters, 1" hope to live in im-
mumt\ from pestering lettm~ of the sort you specify. Best
\\Mm

Jolmme * (Montreal). AI ~110ul(l say that Bob Cherry was
the better boxer of the three boys™ you name. The finest
fighting-man of the Terrible Three is, “of course, Tom Merry.
Sorry I cannot oblige you with a photograph of the famots
tuo

“An Every-Week Reader” ((‘mrntn) —The mild protest
agalmt Talbot has now died down, T am glad to say.
“Y.°Z"  (Plymouth).—Tom JMel‘n 8 spemal chum s

Manners. Yes, Talbot véceives occasional mmxttan(e\ from
_Colonel L, \ndon The * Greyfriars Herald ” was brought out

ﬁl:f for this reason: When T asked Gemites and Magnetites

to send posteards lm(‘.{mo ap the scheme,? the votes for the
-~ “Greyfriars Herald ? were far in’ excess’ of those for the

“Weekly.” I did not bring both papers out at once, lest

they should prove faxlm'ea but if my chums continne to back
- up the $ Ierald ' might and mam E 'l‘om \[erry Weekly
“won't be long.

Harry C. ( Bu‘mmnhnm) -—\Iaster \Ialpav dm]er in all sorts
of slandm. seems to have retived from business. < Probably
he is luboriously learning how to spell, prior to writing me
again. More \\111 be* he'\rd of the chmacters you mention
in_due course.

P. G. S. (Nelson).—You deserve a p'nt on the back for the
;nll' :ndid manner in which vou champion the good old * Gem
dbrary. & 7

Charles. R. (\Ionh‘ al).—The character you mention is still
at Bt Jira’s, :md will, T hope, be hoard of again.
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For Next Wednesday:
“D'ARCY'S DARING!”
By Martin Clifford. -~

The immortal Arthur Augusius takes the leading partin
next Wednesday’s grand, long, complete story of St. Jim's.
 Maddened by an mmstlc(, meted ott-to lis younger br other,
Gussy enters into warfare with Mr. \blhx, the sour, thin.
:'»hpped magster of the Thitd. * The feud between master and
boy reaches a-truly alarming stage, especially> when, the swell
~of St. Jim’s; having been Loﬂfmed to Nobody's Study, alias’
i the puni 'ment-room, escapes, in daring faskion, to go over
fo Rookwoad dnd pLaV for Tom Merry's team. Mr. Se

gives hot chase in the Head’s private car, and in doing. £0

falls inio grievous danger, from which he i P\U‘LC(JH d 1“
D ARCY'S DARING" :

aud resgurce. I can assure my Gemite churs that {hu will

fcmh revel in \Lntm Lhﬂord s latest preducticn.

A TOUCHIN‘G"EP:STLE. i

Most of, the letters.in my daily postbag are of a bw»lu
and entertaining order, but o(caqmmll\ a touch of tragedy is
introduced; as =hm\ n bs the iol}m\mo communication :

£ A\Lenm qd )

“ Dear thtm —This is the first time I have had ‘the

> pleasule ‘of writing to you, and, having got over my ‘bh.sm
fulness,’ lsmcewh hope it will not be llm last.

oo ¢ (Xl‘b)fll&i\ Herald’ is simply splendid, and I may
safely day it will not die for want of support in Birkenhead.
1 take a!l your companion papers, and am emphatically of
You see, sir, 1

dumb, therefore I find the pleasure in reading w hich T am

dopmvv('l of in common or garden conversation.
- ‘It was on Nov ember 20th, five' years ago, that T IO\L my
speech in the endeavour to save my twin brother’s life.  He
was drowning at New Brighton, and, like anyone else would
. have done, T went in after him.* Ie dragaed me under in a
- frantic grip for safety which nearly clmked me. 1 could not
make him let go. T felt myself going under again, and I
think it was fear that robbed me of my speech. L\(‘l\thﬂlﬂ‘
wicked that I had done—if was not much, for I was only ten—
swam before my eyes, and then I th(mght it was a shark
; coming fors me - I could describe it minutely vet.* Some-
thing ‘hit the on the head and grabbed my hair -1 hau long
curls then—I thought it was the shark, and I knew no more.
The ‘shark”’ proxcd to bea fxshmmdn my brave rescuer,
“ whose name I never learned.” I was still sticking tight, so
.. they told me, to my brother, but he was quite dead. 2
i Tt is said that twins cannot live one without the other, so
£ ¥ supposc a boy and girl twin arve different. The doctor says
_thert is a good chance of my being able to speak hefore T am
sev ntcen -T hope so, because I want to become a Red-Cross
) s "Doctor says Iam to be patient alittle longer, T am
patient, aren’t I, Mr. Editor?

T have four brothers in the Army,
them, and I’d love to shout loud (Jnonﬂh to bring thé roof
“off when they come home. I might yet. I nm\t lu in
hopes—eh 2”7

“ Well, sir, there is a lot more T should th to teh wu
but T'm afraid I'm boring you, so, wishing you the very ‘best

of success, I mnnm yours very ~1nc<1dv

“Dick ! Horgate,
S §11(>r1

“P.S.— My name is Rlch‘nd\nn but hf(
T feel sure that Miss Holgate has the sincere sympathy of
all true Gemites. My girl chum deserves the highe®t com-
mendation, both for her great gallanfry in attempting to save
the life of her unfortunate brother iand for rhe wonderful
patience and fortituds with which she is bearvipe ler
ﬂfﬁx(*'o‘l ! 5
e s

- power of speech is restored

arm |

and I'm so proud of .
© again.
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I hope the day 1s nc¢t far distant when her brothers will
veturn from loxah\ serving their country, to fiid. that the
again to a sister of whom they

may well be proud.

A CHARLTON CHUM HONOURED, -

My congratulations to A Loyal Reader,” of 32, Wast-

corabe Avenue, Charlton,. S.E.; on‘having wo‘n the ¢ Car-
negie ' scholarship.

This lad's father, “ho is a special

‘constable, is, of course, “delighted with his son’s suecess; and

1 am sure all Gemites will join.with me in the hope that it
is but the prelude to many other honours. -

e

! REPLIES IN BRIEF
A C mcoln) =0 am delighted to “d(ouw yOu as &
nevs reader of the “ Clem Library.

“ A Loyal Reader’ (Bristol).- You will see dmt I have
cauwd out your l\md suggestion,

A (vl Reader (Suffolk) 1 was very p}ea«pd to learn
of vour brother’s promotion. I hope ho won't think he's too
seasoned a warrior to, read the “Gem? now.
(\mthampkon) —A spl(udul letter, but the

- Edward G.

verses, though sound in theme. are Lot quite op 1o publica-
tion standard. Try again, Teddy.
R. (. Campbell (Cromarty).” If My, ’\Lﬂtm Clifford

gar =

reforms all the fellows who at present don’t play the
the stories will be utterly deveid of interest. We m =t
one or-two black sheep, yvou know !

J. V. H. (Plaistow).—T am sorry T cannot furnish you w nh
the information you require. -

Gunner R." B. (Kettering).- ‘Vla,ny thanks for vour cheery
letter, gunner. Now that a special supplement, has appeared
in both ‘the *Gem ” and * ‘ Magnet,” setting forth the Tamen
and ages of the principal characters, T hope to live in in-
munity from pestering lettev; of the solt you specify, Best
wishes! -

“ Johnnie ” (Montreal).—T >hould cay that Bob Chorrv was -
the better boxer of the three boys you name. The “finest
fighting-man of the Terrible Three is. ‘of course, Tom Merry.
Sorry I cannot oblige you with a photomaph of the famous
h'o

“An Every-Week Reader 7 (Coventry).—The mlld protest
against Talbot has now died down, I am glad to say.

v g (Plymouth). —Tom “Merry’s special chum S
Manners. ’S(e\ Talbot recéives occasional lemlttance: from
Colonel Lyndon. The ¢ Greyfriars Herald ” was brought out
first for this reason: When T asked Gemites and Magnetites
to send posteards backing up the‘scheme, the votes for the
“Glex friars Herald 7’ were far in excess of those for the

“Weekly.” I.did not bring both papers out at once, lest
they :hould prove failures; but if my chums continue to back
up the “Herald ” might and mam “Tom Merry's Weekly
won’t be long.

Harry C. (Birmingham). --—\Iaster Malpas, dealer in all sorts
of slaudex, seems to have retired from business.- Probably
he is laboriously learning how to spell, prior to writing me
More will be heard of the characters you mentior
in due course.

: S. (Nelson). —You deserve a pat on the back for the
<ple‘1dVd manner in which you champion the good old “Gem

Library.
(Montreal).

Umz les R.
at 8t Jim’s, and will, T hope,

—The character you mention is stili
be heard of again,
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