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A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. dim's,

Lathom dropped. the ring, and stood before the cage, stooping to examine the bird more closely, l!e looked " ;
very angry indeed. ¢ What a face!” sald the parrot, ow's your poor feet?”  (Ses Chapter 12.)

CHAPTER 1. : “ All the more reason wh they should make & starb
Grundy's Disappointment. today,” remarked Kerr. “It docsn’t do anyhody muoh
E simply must liok them!” gaid Tom Merr_} good to go-on too long without a bit of n set-back.”
© “Those bounders have got too cheeky for “ Unless it’s us, of coursed” put in Talbot, smiling..
anything ls.tel The St. Jim’s junior eleven wergcglai-mg Rﬂcoml;t,
. “They're p ymgl'iui: jolly we,li yonknow,”  Grammar School on, the Grammar Scheo:

s nswered Jack Blake 'I‘he_y aven’t lost a match this afternoon, aud it was on the way there tha* ‘this com-

erm yet.” - versation too! n.ace P
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"8t. Jim’s mustered strong. -With Tom Merry, Talbot,
Manners, Blake, ' nd Lowther in the forward line, Noble,
Redfern, and Reilly at half, Figgins and Kerr at back,
and Fatty Wyna- in goal, they had not a weak man.on
their side, and .ome really.capable players had heen
obliged to stand down. - C )

Among those who were not included, dlthough he was
searcely to_be mumbercd among the capable playere—
except in his- own estimation—was the great George
AMred Grundy: - - : . :

At this moment Grundy rode past on a hike. The
players were walking. ;

“My hat! What’s Grundy doing in footer togs and
with' “hie' boots hung on the handle-bar” -inquired
Manners. “You've never asked him to play, Tom! Not
off your rocker yet, are you?” ‘
* “Not quite, my son! T certainly haven't asked
Grundy to play. We want to win this match.”

“Hi, Grundy ! ssamg;i out Jack Blake.

Of late Grundy and the Tom Merry circle had been

_on better terms. Conceited bounder though he was,
Grundy had his good points, and the other fellows had
come see that. On his side, Grundy had learned a
few things—one of them being that he could not hope
to have his owa way in everything at St. Jim’s.

But Grundy still cherished the delusion that it was.

- sheer jealousy or Tom Merry’s part that kept him out
of the junior eleven.

Now, when Blake called out to him, CGrundy .slackened
his pace for thewn to come up.

Grandy prided himeeti on his eycling, as on everything

else he did. He faucied he could slow down gradually
until he brought his machine to a. standstill without
having to dismount or letting it-topple over.

He tried to do ikis mow, with the result that, just
hefore they rveacked him The had to get off ’hasti‘lg.: In
gcttin% off, he stepped upon the right foot of Arthur
Augus us D’Arcy.

Grundy took a large size in boots, and filled it. Con-
sequently it was no joke to have one’s foot trodden upon
by Grundy. It might be cousidered an honour, if one
could accept Grundy’s own estimate of his importance,

- But D'Arcy coulda’t, and wouldn’t, and didn’'t want to.
In spite of his readiness to vee the good in anyonme, if
there was the least little bit of it to see, Gussy Was some-
what less reconciled to Grundy than were the rest. :

The fellow did shove himself forward so brazenly! To
anyone gifted with the modest and retiring disposition
that all knew the swell of the Fourth to possess, that
was a fault not easily to be forgiven. =

“Weally, qund%r,‘ you are quite the clumsiest
boundah I evah met1” he said hotly. “You have simply
ewushed my foot: I doubt whethah I shall be able to

lay if -wequiahed, and that may vewy likely mean a
iowwible licking for oush side! And you don’t even
apologise I” )

I¥ Arcy was the reserve forward for his side.

“1 said ‘ Sorry,” didn’t 17" retorted Grundy. “I can’t
help it if you're deaf. And I can’t play in your place,
if your foot is crushed, so you needn’t count on that!”

“ You -certainly can’t " answered Tom Merry cheerfully.

“What do the boots mean, Grundy” inquired Talhot.

“Qh, I'm playing for the other side, that’s alll”

“YWhat? : :

. “Rot!”

“Rats ”

“ Piffle I - :

“You can’t do that, you know, Grundy !”

Grundy fairly beamed. He had made them sit up and
take notice at last! - i

“Why can’t 1¢” he asked loftily. : )

“(ireat Scott, that’s an easy one! - Because you're net

.a Grammarian,” said Herries.

“But if they like to elect me a—what-d’ye-call-itf—
hon’oixrn.b!e member, isn't it?—I suppose you can’t stop
i i :

These fellows would not give Grundy a place, but they
seenied quite alarme. at the prospect of his playing
against them, hé thought. i
%“You'll have to raise an objection,. Tom,” said
Lowthe; . o
) Ga'ung looked at him suspicionsly. He digfiked Monty
- Lowther’s habit of choffing everybody. - - g
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“Why:” growled Grundy Pl =

“"Phe, Grammar School ‘ground isa't guite as big 28
ours, and—well, you know. some feet are like yards.
'Nuff said!” : . -

Grundy- snorted.

“I sha'n't object,” said Tom Merry. “I shall leave
that for somebody else.” )

“Who?” asked Dighy.

“Gay: He’s jolly sure to!™

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Jack Blake.

“ All right,” said Grundy. “Wait and seel®

Grundy remounted his bieycie and rode on.

When, five minutes later, they reached the Grammar
School ground, they found qﬁite a crowd around Grundy,
who seemed to be in a very bad temper indeed. R

“What’s the row, Gayi” asked Tom Merry. @

“Qh, this ehampion idiot of yours! The thing ought
to be muzzled.” ;

“You don’t mean Grundy, surely?

“You bet I do! Says he's going
anybody ever hear such rot?” i

;}’ve heard bigger, old chap. He wanted to play for

“Well, he’s St. Jim’s, isn’t he, so that could hardly be
bigger rot!” ) :

“Couldn’t it? T think it could. I'd very much rather
have him playing against us fhan for ns!”

“So would ?!” replied Gordon Gay, grinping.

“But he says you asked him to play,” remarked
Lowther. :

“Do_you hear that, Monk? *>This chap Grundy says 1
asked him to play for ns!” : ¢

“I thought the boot was on the other foot!” replied
Monk. ° ¥ . !

“How do you mean?” asked Tom Merry.

“ Why, the bounder blew in yesterday, and
willing to play for ue.”

«“8o'I did. And Gay said he’d be glad to have me!” -
shouted Grundy.

“Not on your
evasive answer.”

“Like the Irishman,” said Lowther, shaking his head
solemnly. “It's no go, Gay. Grundy’'s mind's altogether
too great for that eort of thing.”

“What was it about the Irishman:™

“He didn’t like telling visitors his master wasn't at
home when the thing happened not to be true, so his
master said he might give an evasive answer. Nest day
he saw .somehody going away from the house in a
towering rage, and called Patrick up. ‘What did you
say to Mr. Smith, Patrick? ‘Shure, sorr, he axed were

out in, and it wasn’t a lie I'd be afther tellin’, so I gave
im an evasive answer.” ‘And what was the answer?
It seems to have annoyed him!* ‘ He said to me, “Is the

to pla.y‘ for us! Did

said he was

life, 1 dido't! I simply gave you an

‘Professor at home?” he says ' And I'says to him, “ Was

your grandmother a hoot-owl?” I says. It’s quare indade,
sO1T, iut he didn’t.zeem to we afther likin” it at all,-at
all. But you tould me to give him an evasive answer, an’
I did thot same¥ ™ o P

“T’1l remember that one,” said Carboy, “Let's see—:
*Was your grandmother a poll-parrot?” * Ten"t that how
it goes!” : .
rom the Grammarians there came a roar of laughter,:
which scarcely seemed accounted for by the feeble joke
Carboy had attempted. Later, their rivals understood:
whyhths change made in the story had tickled them co-
much. o'
“What was your evasive answer, Gay?” asked Tom

Merry. ) .

“What did I say; Frank? I don’t exactly remember.”

“You said, ' I'm awfully obliged. It’s very nobie of ;
you, really,’ * answered Monk. ’ -

“There you are! If that isn’t an acceptance, I'd’ lik
to know what is!” roared 'Gru.ndi. : s R

“I'm afraid youll have to play him, Gay,” Tom Merry
said, looking very sericus. “You were a bit too evasive;
you see.. Grundy’s grandmother ‘wasn't a hool-owl, so:
naturally he didn’t tumble to it.”

“Q}, rats! It would rot up. the whole thing. Sup-:
pose he did play for s, and we won? You cha e

“No, Gay, no! We're prepared to take a solemn:
affidavit that if Grundy plays and you win, we won't::
gay it was because of him—aren’t we, you fellows?” - .
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The Toud chorus of assent was not very fattering to
Grundy. DBut he failed to see that. Grundy wanted

very much to play, and he began to think that after all -

there was some hope for him.

(3ay soon put that notion out of his head, however, ' .

“He won’t play. I'll see.him hanéed first I” he said.

Tomn Merry felt almost sorry for rundy, in sipite of
the fellow’s absurd self-conceit. Grundy really had
expected to pla%, and he was woefully. disappointed.

“See here!™ Tom Merry said. . “Why shouldn’t he
referee? It nceds a chap who. can cub about pretty
quickly, and ns he's willing to play for either side, he
unght to be-impartial enough. Do you agree, Gay?”

“ Right-ho |” answered the Grammar School leader, who
had begun to wish that' his answer had- been more
decided, Gordon Gay did not Lnow Grondy as the St.
Jinv’s fellows did, or he would have-made it s0. Sarcasm
rebounded hormlessly from Grundy’s thick hide.

Urundy comsented to referec. He consented with
rather an ill grace, but when once he was provided with
the necessary whistle he looked better satisfied—"as
proud as a peacock with two tails,” Manners said.

CHAPTER 2,
Off-side.

RUNDY performed o fontasiz in. three notes on.

the whistle, and the game began.
Tom Merry kieked off, and passed out to his
left wing, where Lowther received the ball, and
ran it down smartly. WE R
He centred weakly, however, and
Frank Mouk got the leather and sent
it downfield with a long, strong kick.
Gordon Gay, with Wootton major
oun bis right and Wootton minor on
his left] went for the St. Jim’s goal.
But Figgins pulled the Grammar
School leader np, got the ball, and
put it ueatly and precisely to his
forwards. .
But it soon eame hack.
The Grammarians were in great
form, ~ :

- Individually, their players scavcely
equalled those of &St. Jim’s. But
they were rathier hetter together.
Circumstances had forced Tom Merry
te chop and ehange his team about
a-good deal of late, and some of the
fellows had hardly settled down into their places.

‘Gordon Gay and the other two Australians—the three
Wallabies, as they were sometimes ealled—wers ﬁ'mthmg
in some excellent work, and Mont Blong, though he over-
ran the ball now and then in his eagerness; cenfred acen-

rately and strongly after making ground along the t(mch—_

line, : Cow 5 ; . :
Fatty Wynn fisted ont a hot shot with great cool-
ness.  The ball came in again, hard and high, snd he
tipped it over.the baxr. ) ST
From the cormer-kick, micely taken hy Mont Blong,
disaster: befell St. Jim’s. &
““The ball fell right in front of goal. There was a
rioment’s mix-up, and then it was seen to be in the
net, - - TN :
“Hooray! The Grammar School for ever!"
half the crowd.
“Buck up, 8t. Jims!” roared the other half.
From behind ‘the home goal sounded a queer, high-
- pitched voice.
“Strafe St. Jim's! Rolten show! Strafe 8t. Jim’s!”

it said, :

roared

Nobody took much motice at the moment; They all .

thought ‘that some over-exeited Grammar School fag had
fe»g]ot_tan his manners, and was letting himself go too
{reely. . E

Grundy’s whistle went “Pheep!” and the teams lined
1ip.again. Once more Tem Merry kicked off. ;

Talbot, Jack Blake, and Manners; all shared i the
zan that followed, which took the ball right down to the
Grammarians” goal. But just as Tom Merry had {rapped
and was shooting, that qieer voice called =

weoncsoavs . THE- STYDY WRECKERS!”
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“Strafe St. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe 8t Jim’s?
It may have been the veice, or it may uot, but anyway

Tom’s shot went just outside the post.

Tom Merry said nothing. -But he made up his taind
he would score before long. And he did. - .
It was from a capital centre by Lowther, whe made
no mistake this time. Tom Merry and Frank Monk both
went for the ball, which - was about midway between
them; but Tom was a fraction of n .second quicker,
tonched it past Monk deftly, and put in-a ‘pile-driver
that. gave:the Grammar School goalie no chance at all,
A ding-dong game up to half-time- -resulted in the
teams crossing over with the score ome all.  Talbot
had put 8t. Jim's ahead; but a few minutes later
Wootton wminor had tricked Figgins and beaten Wyan
with a hot shot. 2
“Does that prize idiot of yowrs know off-side when
e sees it?” asked Gordon: Gay of Tom Merry, i
“My lat, what's the use of asking me? He thinks he
knows it all, of course. Why? Talbot wasn't off-side.”
“No. But Blake was a few minutes ago, and the
whistle didn’t go. And a-little hefore that one of our
men was, and it didn’t go then. - Will you speak to him
about it:” . - A e 4 s
- T’d rather you did,” Tom Merry answerved. ‘e
wight take it hetter from you. Anyway, there doesn’t
seemm much harm done yet, and I hate a game where the

. whistle keeps going all the time.”

“Nobody knows when the idiot’s ignorance might upset

our chance—or yours.” said Gay. - “I’ll speak to him.”
‘Now, it was from no disinelination to perform on ihe
whistle that Grundy had turned a
deaf ear to off-side appeals.

The fact of the matter was that
Grundy really didn't know off-side
when he saw it. .

Most people who follow the game
think they understamd the rule 1a
good many do understand it, but not
all who imagine they do. e
.. “There must be three opponents
between you and the other side’s goal-
line when you play the ball,” some

" people will tell you.

But the rule does not say just that.
There are two very important saving
clauses. ;

If the ball was last played by an
opponent you cannot be off-side in

.- -playing it.,

And if“the ball was last played by oue of your own
team who was then nearer the enemies’ goal you cannot
be off-side. That is why passing back is so important
when the defence has been beaten, and why, in a run
up, forwards who know the game keep a few yards behind
the man with the ball, to dart Porward as soon as he
passes it, . i , s . ‘ .

Lven a moderate referce knows all this, of course. A
good referee not only kuows it but acts apon it—keeps
kid eye always wpon the forwards’ positien,. mnot. only
with reference to their opponents, but to each othet, )

Grundy was mot even a moderate referee. But he
was very far from realising the faet. Grundy would
have argued the off-side rule with anyone, but when it
came to a decision on the spur of the moment he got so
fogged that he'was always too late with his whistle, and
so refrained from sounding it.

Strutting about the pitch with immense importance,
full of the notion that everyone’s eyes were upon him,
bad improved Grundy’s temper, and ‘he took Gay's
remarks in a better spirit than miFhE have been expected.

“Right-ho!” he growled. “I'Il watoh it. You don’t
mean I'm not fair to both sides, do you?” 3

“Great Seott, ne!" Of course I don’t. But these two
cases really were a bit glaring.” -

“Btrafe St. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe St. Jim's'"™
came the voice again. ¢ : :

“That chap wants a clout of the hend, whoever he is!*
, frowning. - i

Grundy had begun to feel a sense of loyalty to Sb.-
Jim'a,. o e : Gy .

“Oh, you:couldn’t very well clout his head,” answered
ToE GEM LIBRARY.—No. 418. .
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“'good goalkeeper.”
- rather more than their share of the pressmg, it would be
- largely due to him.
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Gay, with a. myste‘mus snnle “He's our mascot, "the

. fellows say!”

“Pity he can t'. be more cwxl
retorted.

Lemon time was.over.
and Gay kicked off.

~ Now fot a while things seemed to be gomg 8t. Jim’s

anyway P Gru.ndy

" The teams lined up once more,

-way The forward-line had got mge;f togetler, and,
“ while Lowther and Manners made

- touchlines, 'I‘albot. Jack Blake, and
- ¢lever short

ﬁape along the
did some
assing inside.

But no goal came.

It was not for wimt of shooting, though Frank Monk

- often stopped a promising movement just as it began to

look deadly. .
They shot hard enough and often enongh Bnt the bo E
in the Gr jan goal capable of ‘dealivg wit]

- anything.

Mumford was this fellow’s name: Tom Merry & Co.

- knew very little about him, for -he had only come to

Rylecombe this term, and so far had not shared in the

- frequent collisions between the juniors of the two schools.

Rather a heavy-faced, dull-looking fellow, but a rare
“1If 8t. Jim's were beaten after doing

The . best of goalkéeperﬁ is not unbeatable however.

‘ Tom Meriy got. one past lnm at ‘last, - exid (uru_mdys

7 whistle sounded as thongh he felt quite pleased

“Strafe St. Jim’s) ttea show ! -Strafe St, Jim'sI”

= smu:ded the queer voice again.

Tom Merry saw Mumford look round, “but there was

“nothing in his heavy face to suggest what he thought.

“Buck up, you chaps! -You've got_them set now, if

Vyou can’ only stick to it} "’ called- Dig 5 fromthe goal-line,

Dighy, D’Arcy, and Herriés had come round to the

Grammar Schdol goal becanse they wcre getting rather
-interested in that voice.

Oune can have too much of even a good thing. But

-this ‘wasn’t a good thing, and the trio felt that’ they were
- getting a great deal too much of it.

“Whoever it is moved when the sldes changed over at
half-time,” said Herries. -
+“Yaas. But that doesn’t tel] us much ‘Theah was &

.ewowd behind the othahgoal then, and theah’s a cwowd
behind this one now,” answered Arthur Augusths.
"7 %A jolly dense erowd,” too,”

remarked Digby., “I
dow’t: mean their heads; .all the Grammanans zuw s bit
that way. But just tw:g how they’ve packed themselves
‘together—just as if they'd tg};)t‘. Bomethmg they didn’t

" wand to have spotted among

< “Strafe 8t. Jim's )’

“Bai Jove! It came wight fmm the m1dd]e of that
pack !’ whispered D’Arcy in the ear of Herries. -
- T -heard it, ass! Now,; which of them was it? We
¢an stand a good deal of their rot, becanse we. know that
they doi't ‘know an: better, not havmg our adventages,
poor little dears! But ¢Btrafe 8t. Jim's!" is getting a bit
oif my herves, and the’ ehapq in the middle are jolly sick
of it, I'm sure.”

“Tet’s get in among them suggested Dighy.

But that was easier said than done,

‘Without using considerable force,

sible.
hé crowd. of Grammarians’ held closely tegether.

Efforts to_get among them by gentle pushing were fruit-
less, and before long it became apparent that this was
not accidental. Tor the members of the crowd giggled
and chortled. And evér from among them came at

indeed,

- intervals that queer voice calling »

- ‘“Strafe 8t. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe 8t Jim’s!”

The three bégan to feel quite annoyed.

They drew off, and-took: counsel together, forgettmg
for the moment all abont the game,

“It isn’t really worth bothering abont; I suppose,” said
Herries. * *“If ‘we make a fuss they 15 on]y thmk it a
bigger score to them.”

Then they heard that voxce—-or what seemed hke T
again, But this time it yelled :

"« Off.cide P . £y b

+* Pheep I” went the 'Whlbtle Sl R gk w T
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krf,u“

- for..Tathot, had Been: some yards i rear of Tom

"4 tha
goal with singing out. ‘Strafe St. Jim’s? it’s’a bit foo .
thick for: smythmg We could stand it commg from some-

it seemed

' parrot-gang will be smelhng a rat,”
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But Grundy had made a mxstake It was not of&sx&e,
erry
when Tom, tackled by Monk, passed to -him,. But
Mumiford had appedled Joudly, and Grundy had whistled.
The St. .Iuns i‘elloWs did not d:sputo e declswn of
course:
“ Jolly weII oﬁ' slﬂe I should aay" crlec! Dighy hotlyl
new chap of theirs has been amusing himself .in

silly kid; but——-
"I dop’t think it was Mumps, or whatuer his name
" said Herries.

T Bat I'm jolly sure it was! 1” retorted D1ghy. “ Dide’t
you hear him sing out ‘ Off-side? loud encugh for a
dozen?” .

“3a, ves; he called 'Oﬁ'-sid:c g
! Btrafe St. Jim’s? ™ -

“It was the pame voice.”

“You mean it sounded like it. It didw’t come from
‘the same place, thoigh.” .

“Are you quite suah, Hewwies?” ask»d Arf_hur
Aungstus.

“ Yes, T am. But let’s gef: up close ags.‘in and see if
we cau spot anything.
this, and’ the clue to it is i the” mxddle of that erowd [’

But he didn’t eall

* CHAPTER 3.
“The Mystery Solved.
ROM the free kick for off-side followed a determne&

raid upon the St. Jim’s goal. "
The three Wa.lla'b;es passing from one -to

another, went down the field in fine style, while

the Grammarians cheered themselves hoarse.

Even the crowd behind Mumford forgot their apecml
interest for the moment, and, while they shonted lustily,
did not motice that Herries had managed to squeez» in
ariong them.

“Hurrah! Oh, well shot, Gay! Goal! Goal?” -

It was even so. Gordon Gay had beaten Fatty all enés
up, and the score was even again.

_“ftrafe Bt. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe St. Fim’s!”

sounded in a Iull of the cheering. 3
Hernes slipped out of the crowd. |
“They’ve got samethmg in there”

he said. "I n:q] 't

quite make out what, it is, but I could see wires, and a

ring at the top. Oh, I know—a. bird-cage ¥’

- “Go and tell your grandmother that yarn!" scnﬁ‘.ed‘
- Dighy.

" A jolly likely sort of thing, isn’t it? Jight
as well say.a frying-pan, or a Dutch-m’en or & sf:ep-
ladder, or & greenhouse ¥

“Or 4 fat-headed idiot !” snanped Hernes “The thﬁun-

- is a bird-cage, I'll bet, and I can guess what's in it. Do

yon remember what thet asy Carboy ‘said when LowtHer

-"told them thé yarn about the evasive answer?”

“My hat, though, there’s something in that ! !

" %In the cage, do you mean, idiot? . Yes, there 15—4—3
‘parret I”

“But—but I weally don’t undahstand, deah boys
How 18 it. that the pawwot’s voice is exactly lﬁm
Mumford’s?”

“We’'ll find that out presently We've got :omethiﬁrf
to be goinrg on with, anyway. Let.s shift now, or the
replied D:rby

“T say, this isn’t going to be any easy thing for our
chapa,” “said Herries. “Those bounders have taken the
ball down again! If they ohce get ahead, they may pult
it off, for.though old Fatty’s no end good 1 don’t think

he’s quite up to the’ fol'm of that ug!y ‘\c{umfortl-

‘%I}E‘C.'I!Tle’u

“Wonder where they picked th upt” Sa.]d Dngy

“O%, I suppose he-came here more or less by chanc.e,
~like any other chap does to any other school,” answered
Herries. “1’d forpotten all about it till ]ust now, but
I remiember one of the Waottons saying earlier in'the
term that they’d got the gueerest sort of a new beggar.
Scarcely-ever said a word, and yet didn’'t seem exactly
potty. - They named hxm ‘Hum because of that and
from his name, I reckon.” - .

There’s a bit of a mystery about -

>
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‘'Yarook! - Oh you frightful {diot!* howled Grandy. The cocopnit.dropped, and clattered down the corridor, I{ :

i “Now, you have weally woke up the house, Gwunday1” sald D' cy in alarm,

(See Chapter 13

.0 Now pressure om the St Jim’s goal had been relieved
iy Pigging; and the forward line brought the ball up
““in capital style. Tom Merry had passed out to Lowther,

who ran along until on the poiut of being tackled, and

then made a fine long pass right acress to Blake at .
Blake in- turn transferred to Manners, .

.-inside-right.
“who put all he
“rbeauntifully, . - -
4" Talbot met the ball with his head, and sent it into goal,
. But Mumford fisted ont.

knew . into a sprint, and centred

<+ Tom Merry, running :’orwai'd,;received it on his chest,

" *and; as it rolled down, got his kmee to it, and lobbed it

over the goati:eej’per‘n head into the net, while. Mumford

yélled “Off-sidet” with ail the strength of his lungs.

wid®E,  “THE STUDY WRECKERS)”  +

. Evidently the fellow either did not nnderstand the rule,.
or was one of the sort who are always ready to appeal -
when their goal is in danger. As Mumford himself had
last played the ball before it came to Tom-Merry; the
St. Jim's leader could not have been off-side." Ph
Grundy’s whistle sounded. - ., .. . a
“(Groal, of conrse!” said Talbot. s ;
“No,” answered Grundy, “It was off-side. -
Everybody gasped.. i e
Gordon Gay came up. : g &, 5
:Th wam't off-side, ‘you know, Grundy,”.he said. “It -
couldn’t have been, under the cires, for the ball came

" straight from our man’s fist to: Merry,

“ But Merry was off-side'!” protestéd Mumford.
THE GiM LiBriRT.—No. 418. °
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“My good:ass, if he was you put him on-side! Can't
you see that:” o _ # i

“It's no good arguing about it,” said Grimdy, in his
very largest manmer. “I'm ref, and I say off-side. That
settles it1” e L E

So it did—in a sense. They argued no more. The free
kick was taken, and again the struggle waxed hot, up and
down tho field, with everybody putting in all he knew,
for time was drawing near, and the score was still
two all, - . )

Within five minutes of time a bad kick by the Gram-
marians’- left-back . went out towards the corner flag.
Lowther rushed: for the hall, secured it, and, turning,
soemed as if he meant to make tracks for his own goal,

Bul Lowther only ran it ten yards or so, to get into
position for a shot. . - }

The shot came—hard and high. The ball dropped
within three yards of the goal-line, and as Mumford ran

- out, Tom Merry, who was on the spot, hooked it calmiy
past him and into the net.

The whistle blew, and Grundy peinted to the middle.

“Qh, hang it all!” said Tom to Talbot. “I never do
go in for ofi-side tactics kndwingly, hut I was caught
napping that time, and I was clean off-side. When Monty

mt across I was five yards or more ncarer goal than

3 was, and there wasn't anybody but the goalie in front
of me.” '

“Never mind, old man! It squares us up for the
other one. And you can't blame Gruudy for this, because
nobody appealed.” . o : R
. “X don’t half Jike it; though. It’s not a salisfactory
kind of winning goal.” ) ,

But, as it turned out, it’ was not a winning goa! at
all. Tom Merry had speken too soon, '

For, in the very last minute of the game, Gordon Gay
dribbled brilliantly down the field, tricked IMiggins, and
bore down upony Kerr, hehind whom waited the vigilant
Fatty, hands ofi Juees, eyes on ball.

Forward and back met. EKerr's foot slipped on 2 greasy
patch, and he went down before Gay's charge, Fatty
ran oul, but the hall was. patted past him into the wet.

Three all! ; §

‘It was the first match the Grammarians had failed to
win that term; bubt they were satisfied with the draw.
Beating their old rivals was no easy task,.they knew.
And, apart from the referec’s mistakes, it had beem n
fine game. - .

“Strafe 8t. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe St. Jim’s!”

“See here, Gay,” said Tom Merry, walking off the field
with the rival skipper, “haven’t we had erough of that
stuft? I don’t know who the ass is, but—" ’

“It's not am ass. It's a parrot,” broke in Gay,
grinning. ; ) ; .

*“It’s our giddy mascot,” addéd Catboy. )

“Oh, rot about a mascot! I've told you fellows before
that it's a mistake to fix your faith on things like that.
It only means we shall go down some time or other,

because we haven't got Mumford’s bird with us, and

‘you superstitious asses don’t play up to-form!” said

Gay. ' . FEb It
“8o the parrot helongs to Mumford, does -it?” asked
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. guess.

m-ndy_.""- &

Dighy, who had just come up with Herries and Arthur.
Augustua. ! ' :

“Yes. Thechap brought it here with him. There
was & bit of a difficulty at first, ‘The Hecd couldn’t
quite see it Mumford’s way.” - i

“Thought that there was more than enongh talk with-
out any brains behind it at your show already, I guess!”
said Lowther, - P s

“Oh, I dare say! Or, perhaps, that the other show

‘—I won’t mention names, becauze I don’t want to hurt -

the feelings of gou chaps—was the parrot-house, But
Mumford refused:to be parted from the hird, He's. a
pig-headed bounder, and he can't be properly argyed
with, because he won’'t answer,” L

*“So Dr. Monk let him keep it?” inquired Tom Merry, .

“Yes; on condition it shouldn’t become a nuisance
about the place. It's not that. I can’t siy the thing
was ever.popular, until lately, because the only moticé
it took of any of us, except its owner, was to peck hits
out of our fingers if we put them near enongh.”

*“Couldn’t you teach it anything?” asked Herries.

“Great Seott, no! You might talk, talk, talk to it
for a week, and it would he as dumb as its master.”

“And yet somebody’s ‘taught it to be rude to St
Jina’s,” remarked Talbot quietly.

" Ob, yes! But that was Mumford. It wos a surprise
to everybody when he sprang it on us two or three days
age. It came so nice and pat—just in time for the
match ! ’ g

“What's. Mumford - got against St. Jim's?” adked
Figgins. “I mever leard the chap’s name (ill to-day,
and we haven’t met him in any of the little affairs wa've
had with you fellows lately!” : ) .

“No. That's not in Mum’s line,” answered Frank
Monk. “When: he's- bumped he’s apt to get magty!
But there was some yarn-~I never heard the rights'-}af
it—about his being bullied by some of your fellows when
he had only been here a day or two.”

“It's news to us,” said Tom Merry, “And I'm jolly
sure it was nove of our lot.” - i@

‘My hat. no! (5ooke and some of that erowd, I

1t don't matter much. Mum's had time to geb
cver it mow. But he's a perfect leach for sticking te
things, and I don’'t suppese he'll forget till after he's
gob even with the fellows who wauled him.” g

“I don't see how teacking bis wretched bird to say

things like that is getting even!” said Herries hotl
“Dare say you don’t. Not sure that I do myself.
replied Gay, i his bluntest manner. -~ Bat vou've 1
idea how popular it i3 with a let of our fellows. They
think such a heap of the parrot that thev'vs even takey
to Mumford, who, hetween you and me, isu't an’ easy
chap to cotton to. Look! There goes the liird's escort "
Muniford had just passed them, the cage :winging’in
his hand, the parrot perched on his shonlder. Around
kim and the bird was & crowd of twenty or more. ~* ™
The parrot, a fine green specimen, with a cruel-looking
heak, took no notice of any there except his master.
Theg saw him tweak Mumford's car playfully with his
heak. g ’
“If he did that to .anyhody else,” said Wootton minor,
“he’d take a bit clean out. But he never hurts Mum.""
“And the chap won't go amywhere without him, I
{hink it’s hecause he daren't leave him hehind. for feur
Le should be stolen,” said Carboy.- .
“Do yow mean to say you take the giddr lird to
vour out-matches?” asked Jack Blakc," i ¥ g
“We don’t. Mumford does.”
‘“Same thing,isn’t it, Gay:” . i ey
““Not quite. I don't reckon much of -the wmascot
iheory myself. I put a good deal more down to Mum-
ford’s goalkeeping. But there’s’ this much - in it—he
wouldn't “be" a scrap of use if the bird wasn’t clos
handy, because he'd be worrying all the time for fear
remething might have happened to it. .And-he is sqme
goalkeeper, isn't he?” R y i
“He is. But he dow’t kuow -off-side when he . secs
it " answered Tom Merry. . . no
*“ Neither- does your prize idiot Grundy:. Oh..leg
ardon, Grundy! I didn't kmow you were so elose
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Groady scowled. “Your prize-idiot Géundy ” wasa't

a polite thing to say, and Cordon Gay felt a hit dshamsd
of himself for his slip.

“"Harry up!” he said. “You fellows are to come in

. oad have tea to-night. It's the Head's birthday, and
" we always have a special spread in Hall for that, vo we

azked him whether we couldn’t invite you in. All thot
li%s to come, I mean; not just the team.”

- If-all who wounld have eaught at the chance of sharing
that spread bad heard, the Grammaz School dining-hall
miight have been inconveniently crowded. But most of
the 8. Jim's fellows -who had heen looking on were

-gome by now, and there only remained the eleven, with

l.-h"nnd_#, Digby, D’Arcy, Herries, and some half a dozen
othera, .

Grundy wasn't sure that he ouglt to necept after what
Gay had said. But his chums, Wiikins and Gunu,
inssted on going, and Grundy thought he might as well

- After all, there was no need for him to talk to that
Zude fellow Glay* . -

———

5 . - GCHAPTER.4. .
s . Mumford Gets Angry. o
"PV\EA was over, and the visitors had dispersed
themseives about the place for half an hour or
50 before returning_to 8. Jim's. - ?
Tom Merry aud some of the rest had goue
ta Gay’s study to see some special war pictures in the
Australian papers. But Dighby, D’Arcy, and Hervies, to
whom-Manners and Lowther had now added themselves,
went in sedrch of the parrot.

They didn’t kmow which was Mumford’s study, aud
they se‘:lem not inclined to ask, lest suspicions shonld be
aron »

But they meant to find out,

. Aund by-and-hy ther came upon it. From hehind an
open door, right np in a corner of a corrider, sounded

~ that gueer voice. i
“Strafe 8t. Jim’s!” it said. “Rotten show! Ha, ha, -

ha! Pretty Polly!" Preetty Polly! How’s that,
ampire?” y - :

- . “Beems its voéabulary isn’t so limited as we were given .

to upderstand,” remarked Lowther.

* * Bepn fed with dicks, perhaps, like you,” said Digby.

.. Weally, Dig, anybody might imagine that you were
a Diggah Indian!" said D’Arcy. “What is theah in

© " vocabulawy ' that is in the vewy least dificillt of

compwehension? 1 comsidah it a pitay that Lowthak,
who ‘weally has more than o nodding acquaintance with
“the tongue that Shakespeah wote,” should descend, as
be 30 fwequently does, to the level of vulgah slang i”

= “1 eat tongue, when I can get it,” answered Dighy.
#And 1 talk with it. And the doctor looks at it some-
times. But aa for writing it, T don’t believe Shakespearé

of any other ass could ! ;
.. “Great Scott!” said the parrot.
*Don’t see it.”
7 Beott conld. Twig:” & .
“Oh, rats! I say, this is mo end of a parvet, though,
R e ‘ - ?
“Rats!” said the parrot. “Long-tailed rats! How's
your poor feet® Goit, you cripples! What a face! My
word, what a face!” .
- The parrot had cocked his head on cne side-in the moss

© kaowing ‘way, and seemed to be looking stvaight at

Arthur Augustus as he spoke.
- Gussy flushed, and, forgetting that it was a mere bird

" tirab was responsible for the insult, answered hotly:

““1 am not awaak that theah is anything the mattah
with my face!” . .
2% Go hon with you!” said the parrot.. “Rats! Leng-
tailed rats! Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten show! Do you
ever wash the back of yonr neck? If nof, why not?”
“¥le swung himself to and fro in his ring as he talked,
mm?li his feathers, and seemed to ke enjoying himself
# Sh{;t the door, Dig,” snid Herries, “I shonld like to
Lave a conmversation with this chap.” - ‘

wanEhi:  “THE STUDY WREGKERS!" - A
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*.*There’s your answer, Dig,” snid Lowther, gripning. -

. Ope Pedny, - -

-Digby not ouly shut the door, but put a chair nader
the knob o prevent its being opened from the ontside,

If Mumford was Tesponsible Yor the condition of thut
room, Mumford was a very untidy fellow. The patrot’s
cage was clean. ~ Nothing else was. - Books, :scraps ‘of
paper, ditty boots, and ctumbs littered the floor. -

- Manners looked inside-several of the books. They all
had Muwford’s name scrawled in them, and there was
nothing to indicate any joint tenancy of the study. It
was a very small and dark one, rigi_t Tp in a corner, .
with a view of a blank wall, and a great water-butt closa
under the window. ) .

As'a matter of fact, Mumford had this sbudy to himself.
It had been empty for some time. No one else wanfed
it, and, until his prowess in goal had made him more

" popular, any of the rest would have objected strongly

to pig in with its occupant.  No one was keen tven now.

Lowther approached his right forefinger to the bars'
of the cdge. Then he snatched it away hurriedly, and
put it to hig mouth; 7 :

“Hang the bird!” he mumbled, sucking it. “The
thing’s got & beak like—--" :

“Btrafe &t. Jim's!"” croaked the parrot.

“He might be a bit friendlier if we fed him,” said
Di]%bji’, and produced from his pocket a bar of chocolate.
- Digby put this near the cage.  The parrot cocked a
knowing eye at it, then made a sndden peck—but net
at the chacolate ! w, g W L

“Owww!” yelled Dig. “Yaroooh! Oh, you beast!
He’s taken a piece right ont of my finger!” - .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Manners. “ You ought to have
lwd more sense!” . . S5 B, . )

“ 11l wring the beast’s neck” mumbled Dighy. ..

“Strafe St. Jim’s! = Pretty. Polly! Rotten show!
How’s your poor feet!” rattled away the parrot. -

- “Gweat Scott!” said Arthur Augnstus. ¢ I

“Great Scott!” said the parrot, very distinctly, as if
correcting him.

- “Look et_the beggar:” remarked Herries. “Hasm's
he got a wicked eye* I wish be belonged to me.” .

“Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten show!” sdid the partot, as
if. to imply that he could not think of belongiag
to anyone conmected with such a very low-class
establishment. E ) g :

“Look heah, deah boys, why shouldn’t wa bag him?”
saggested Arthur Augustus. “ We owe that boundah
Mumford one for teaching him to be so wnde, don't-
cherknow.” : :

“1 seem to remember thaf there are laws against. thas
sort of thing,"” remarked Lowther, still sucking at his
finger.

" Oh, wats! I don’t mean to steal the bwute: T only
mean to collah him and make Mumford sit up.”

The door-knob turned. Then came a fierce push at the
doer. s
“Here comes Charley! Charley is my darking ¥
the parrot, : d i

“Charley” was Mumford, beyond all question.  His
voice was heard now, though it wag so like the parrot’s
that one could not easily distinguish between them.

- " Who's in there? What have you fastencd the door
for? This is my study!” .

“The silent Mumford,” said Lowther, “appents to be
able to find words when it snits him.” .

“1 wathah thought ‘off-side’ was the only thing he
could say,” remarked Arthur Augustus, 5

“Go away " shouted Herries. “We don't want you!®

“Yon touch my patrot, that’s all, and I'tle—" .~ ..

“Oh, hang your parrot!- The beast is quite capable
of taking care of itself. It's taken. About am oince of
Besh out of one of my fingers!” broke in Lowther. ..

. “dolly good job! I'wish he'd take the nose off youmer
fage!” * - ' P o

- “Mumford,” observed Lowther, “is evidently a studens
of the old nuwsery. rhymes—-a class of literature which
merils more attention tham it reccives. You kuow the -
one I mean, you. fellows? . : : . .

 * The. maid ‘was in the garden, hanging out the clothes;

-Up came & blackbird, and pecked off her nose.””

“Are.you going to let me in?” howled Mumford.

“We'll think ‘about it, and let you know in a day or
two" answered Mauners, playing ‘with tho .catch of the

cage ‘door. . . 2l
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““Come back in half an hour or so and we’ll tell you,”
added Lowther. .
Mumford flung himself against the door with all his
weight and force. The back of the chair broke, and the
seat, pushed forward, struck Manners behind the knees.
It startled him so that he Eressed the catch hard. The
cage door flew open, and the parrot stepped out.
" Arthur Angustus made a %'!"ab at him, The parrot
pecked. Arthur Augustus yelled, and began to suck his
knuckles. ;
Mumford plunged in, his heavy face red with fury,
- his eyes blazing, He snatched up the chair, and brought
it down upon .the head of Maimers, who tumbled over,
taking the cage with him. ; T
Only the fact that the contents of the ga ot’s seed-can
 had ‘been shot into his mouth prevented Manners from
eaying -things, He did try te say them, but the result
was chiefly splutter. :

The new-comer seemied to have exhausted his fiow of
speech. He gave Manners one glance, then lifted the
chair again, and bashed it upon Herries. | L

“Here, stop that, you idiot!” cried the second viciim
of his fury.: . s

“Just you leave my parrot alone, will you?”

“We're not touching your silly parrot, you madman'”
roared ngy. “Owwiww.! Yaroocooh! Stop it! I
say— Oh!”

Dig had got it now. Mumford must have been pretty
powerful. He wielded his awkward weapen as if it were
& mere featherweight, But it did not feel at all like that
when it came down, -

Lowther and D'Arcy made a rush at him. :

Mumford struck right and left, knocked the swell of
the Fourth fairly off his feet, and broke the chair on

- Lowther’s head.” i

“Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten show! Strafe St. Jim's!”
oried the parrot.  “Charley is my darling! Hallo,
Charley "

Charley didn’t look like anybody’s darling as he went
down before the combined assault of the five. Dighy
and Mauners sat upen him. His eyes rolled furiously,
and be fairly gnashed his teeth, but he would not cry
for mercy. .

“The fellow's right off his rvocker.” said Lowther.
“Btark mad ! B o .

“Mad as a hatter! Mad as a March hare! Mad as
a—— "Rotten show! Strafe St. Jim’s!” said the parrot.

“Will you go away if we let you up?” asked Herries.
“We weren’t hurting the bird. We’re not that sort.”

“On the contrary, it hurt us,” said Lowther, showing
@ bleeding finger, b ) g T

“Berve you jolly well right!” growled the parrot’s
master. :

Mumford spoke as if speaking hurt him. They thought.

they had never met so sour a specimen, Compared with
him, Crooke or Grundy might be considered quite civil
and pleasant,

Now footsteps were heard in the corridor, and Gordon
Gay, Frank Monk, Tom Merry, Blake, and Talbot
apgeared. #

You fellows appear to have been enjoying yourselves,”
remarked Talbot, surveying the scene.

“Better let that chap get up, you two, or he may
have a fit,” said Gay. !

Dig and Manners got up in a hurry.

“Does he have fitef” asked Manners. . :

“ Not that I know of,” replied the Grammarian leader.
“But he looks as if he might have, doesn’t he? What
was it all about®’- 5

“Better ask him !” replied Lowther.

“No giddy good! When he's like that he wen't
. answer questions. Did you meddle with the parrot?”

. “Not really. We heard the thing, and came in here
to havé a look at it,” explained nﬁerries. “It pecked
three chaps, vicious brute!  Don’t matter much, of
eourse, as I wasn’t one of them! DBut you'd better hear
the whole yarn, Then Mauners let the thing out, and
Mumford rushed in and tried to slaughter us all.” -

“Omne to five! We shall have to wairn him against
bullying you poor kids!™ eaid Mouk, with a touch of
sarcasu. )

“He picked up that chair and smashed it on Monts’s
head,” retorted Manners erossly.

Tre Gex LiBRART.—No. 418.

“Musta’t do that sort of thing, Mum,” said Ga:?,
ghaking his head. “Queer chaps, these, They don’t like
playfulness. Besides, they’re visitors, Did you forget
that?”

Mumford made no auswer. The parrot was on his
shoulder now, and he looked at the hird as though he
cared for nothing in the world but that.

“Rotten show! Strafe St, Jim’s!” eaid the parrot.

It was almost as though the bhird were amswering -

Mumford’s unspoken thoughts,
“Come along, you fellows'” said Gar,
him to it.”
" They went, fingering varicus bumps and hruises,
“The chap’s a regular Hun !* said Dighy.
“ A madman—that’s what be iz " corrected Lowther.
“Weally, Gay, I think he ought to be made to
apologise for his wudeness and bwutality ! chipped in
Arthur Augustus,
“If we had him at our show, we'd teach him™

“ Better leave

‘remarked Manners,

“Well, I dunno,” said Herries. *He seems fond of the
parrot, anyway!”

“The parrot’s worse than he is!” cried Dighs.

“They’re a pair,” Tom Merry said. “Come along. veu
chaps!  We'll' have to hustle, or we'll he late for calk
over.”

CHAPTER 5.
Plans to Get Even,
L ASS the cake, Dig,” said Jack Blake. *T :av,

P you fellows are a theerful lot to-day, and to

mistake! Anything in particular happened t>
account for the whevefore of the why!”

“Oh, don’t talk rot!” said Digby, rather morosely,

He bad a finger bound up, and D’Arcy’s right-hand
second kauckle was ornamented with a hit of Dlack
sticking-plaster. Each had a bump on his forehead 2lso,
aud Herries possessed a right ear which did not match
Lis left, being at-least twice as hig.

Mumford and his parrot lLad done fairly extensive
damage hetween them. y

“What riles me,” said Herries thoughtfully, “is that
those Grammarian hounders seem to think it’s all right.
Gay took it-as coolly as a cuncumber. The only thing
he was worried ahout was whether Mumford wouldn's
have a fit. I'd give the rotter fits!”

“B8till grousing about that?” iaquired Blake. ~I
thought you’d forgotten the whole bizmey by this time.
Of course, it was a bit of a take-down for five of rou to
be licked like that by ene Grammar School lout, but— -~

“Shurrup I eried Dighy hotly.

“ Wing off, Blake, or I shall wefuse to wegard you as
2 fwiend!” said Arthur Angustus. .

“Right-ho! I don’t want to rub it in, I'm sure! I
won’t say anything about your letting 8t. Jim's down.”

“How did we let 8t. Jim’s down, I'd Yike to know:”
howled Herries. ;

“It wasn't quite the cheese to go poking about fu a
c}l]lap’s study when he wasn't there, I should say. Ard
t ell—--—-” =

“Do you want a thick ear, Blake?”

“If you can give me one, Herries! I won’t ask vou
exactly the same question. .But you do want another:”

*Children, children,” said the voice of Tom Merry at

‘the door, “remember it's Sunday!”

“Oh, come in, you fellows!” said Blake, “I want
protection! They're all down on me becanse I—=""

“Becduse you are & wotten ass, Blake, and wefuse to
see things in a pwopah light! Mannahs and Lowthak
will agwee, I am suah, if Tom Mewwy does not.”

When the matter in dispute was explained, it appearcd

that Manners and Lowther did agree, They were every

hit as sore as Dighy, Herries, and D"Arcy.

“Here's a chap whose hlessed name we didn’t know il

yesterday goes lamming into us with a chair! said
Manners, feeling the bump with whick Mumford had
ornamented his forehead.

“And teaches his parrot to say, *Strafe St. Jim's!
Rotten show!” " added Merries.

“And scts about strafing as muck of St. Jim’s as he
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cau get near himself instead ¢f leaving the whole bimey
to the parrot,” put in Blake., “Glad I wasn't there,
aren’t you, Merry "

“Not parbicularly! But I'm glad I wasn’t.”

i “That's what I meant, duffer!”

“ Right-ho, idiot! T thought you were calling upon me
to be joyful that you hadn’t got slogged.” :

“We've got to get our own back,” said Dighy.

“Heah, healr, Dig!” )

““What have you lost?” asked Blake. “As far as T
«an see, you've n big balance. There’s n bit of skin gone
bere and there, hut the bumps Mumford handed round
80 freely more than make n %or that. Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Oh, dwy up, Blake! Youah wetched cackle makes
a fellah feel positively il - :

 Mumford’s got to be punished,” Dighy said doggedly.

“Why not use the German word? e langunage isn’t
popular just uow,” said Tom Merry:. “but, considering
the parrot’s watchword, I think—”

“Wing off! You are evewy bit as bad as Blake! 1
quite agwee with Dig. Mumford must be punished in
an exemplawy mannah. The only guestion is how to do
it

“Ob, if that’s all— . _

“Will you wing off, Tom Mewwy? We do not wequiah
voush wotten chaff! This is a sewions mattah,” and
funray cackle is quite off the wails.”

“There’s only one way,” said Manuers.

“What's that, old man?” )

“Bone his giddy parrot! ‘I don't mean we should keep
the thing alfogether, and, of course, I don’t mean we
?hmﬂd”do it any harm; but collar it, and let him hunt
or if.

“The fellow would go mad!” objected Tom Merry.

“Don’t see how he could be any madder than be is,”
unswered Herries. “A bigger lunatic I never saw. Of
vourse, he’s foud -of the bird. But if he wasn't, there
would be nothing in the notion.” ‘

- “It would be rather a happy idea to get hold of it, keep
it for a week or two, and téach it to spout, * Down with
the Grammarians!' or some tripe of that sort,” said
Lowther.

“Dare say it would,” Tom Merry answered. “But T
don’t see who's going to teach it. I don’t suppose the
thing would learn from anybody but Mudhead, or what-
ever the sulky bounder's name is.” o

“Oh; T dunne! I guess I could teack bhim,” said
Herries.

“P'r'aps—p'r’aps not! Anyway, you can't teach him
uuless you can get hold of him, and it don’t strike me
-that’s going to be cxactly an easy ome. Have you got

. any scheme®”

They had not. But they were all sure that oue could
be thought out. .

. While they were thinking it out, Tom Merry absent-
wmindedly cut himself & big hunk of cake. .

« Tea in No. 1 Study, which the Ferrible Three shared,
had: not been a very lavish meal that day,

- Ile thrust the cake-dish across to Lowther, who was
not so occupied ‘with plans that he had no time for
enting. Lowther, in the kindness of his heart, cut off a
bounteous portion for Manuers also.

" The window of Mum’s study is easy enciigh to get

‘at,” said Herries. “It's right up in the corner near the

kitchen premises. There’s a hig water-butt just under it.

Anybody could get on the top of that and reach the

ledge.” i

- “My hat, yes! And the wall's low there!” said Dighy.

*That part's shut off from the plarground by a gate.”
#Oh, it’s 05 easy as shelling peas!” put in Manners,

' talking with Lis mouth full,

;- It sounds easy enough,” remarked Tom Merry, suffer-
ing from absence of mind again, and cutting another
glice of cake. )

- Let me have the leadnhship of the attack, and T will
guawantee that it shall be cawwied thwough without a
single hiteh,” said Arthur. Au'gustus. “What is needed
33 a lesdah with hwains, Given that, the west is as

- en 33’—-—”

" “Aq the east!” put in Lowther. “Not to mention the
north and the south, And if the west is as easy as the
east, i3 the east as wheezy as the west? Connndrum,
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home-made—no prize for an answer, Beeanse there isn’t
any answer!” ' o

~*I should think this cake's home-made,” said Manners,
who had also helped himeslf to a second sample, “It’s
jolly good, anyway 1"

“Lh? Oh, yon bounders'” cried Blake.
haven’t wolfed all the cake, von chaps !”

“Why, we thought you had finished.” protested Tom
Merry, “And we knew' it could only be forgetfulness that
kept you from offering it to ms. Yos, it a first-rate
cake, Manners !”

“You mean it was,” said Blake, with an accent on the
verb.” “Never mind! Tt belonged to Herries, really!
Part of a haniper from home.” .

“Ol, hang the cake!” Herries said. *You chaps ara

welcome, I'm sure. Look here, Merry, are you in this
scheme -
. “On the whole—yes! T don’t know that T approve of
it entively, If it was only Mumchance, or whatever hig
eilly name is, T'd say it wasn't worth while. But 1l
rest think they scored over us no end, and they reckon
that absurd bird a mascot; so I really ‘think it wouldn't
be a bad idea to collar it—if poss.” :

“Are you on, Blake:”

“Oh, I suppose so! If I don't come in, you'll muddle
the whole show up for want of brains!"

“Excuse me, Blake, but T cannot dweam of allowing
you to adopt that tone! You are entiahly wong in your
caleulations. While yeu have heen wotting T bave been
elabowating my plaus, and all I bave to say is that if
they are cawwied ont with a inodicum of intelligence on
the part of these to whom the infewior woles are
allotted—." - o

“Aud you reckon Merry and' I are going to take
the inferior voles’ Yes—I think noi!” suapped Blake,

“If thege three

CHAPTER 6.
-First in the Field, i
g ENOW 'the rule as well as you do, you idiot!™
I growled Grundy. :
Grondy was feeling badly fed-up with the things
Ppeople had been saying about his refereeing. -

- Tt seemed to Grundy ns though some of the fellows in
the Shell and Fourth would not talk about anything else.
And Grundy would have preferred. almost any other
topic of conversation.

Not that Grundy had yet admitled having made any
mistakes. But everybody else seenred sure he had, and it
had begun to dawn upon him that when both sides were
agreed upon a matter of that sort, there might be
something in it. ' . ;

“Yes,” answered Clifton Dane. “About the same way

as Reilly knows the Pous Asinorum. He’s learned it off
by heart, but he don’t begin to understand it.”
- “Oh, rot! Footer isn’t enclid.” ) '
"My hat! Grundy’s brainbox is‘coming o o end
said Kangarco. “He knows the Pons Asinorum ia
enclid I” ;

“Did you suppose I thought it was algebra, fathead?
Tl bet T know more enclid than vou do, and a heap
more about feoter!” : - ‘

“That goal Tom Merry got from Figgins® pass was a
rank off-side one,” said Glyn. “T'll ghow you. When
Tiggy passed he was——"

“ON, ring off ! If Merry was off-side, it was his fault,
and ke ought to be jolly well nshamed of himself,”
answered Grundy.

“That don't clear the referce. Besides, Merry wasn't
offside until——-"

“You said he was just now,
one yarn®”

_“Oh, you ass! A follow may be cu-side one minute,
and off-side the mnext.” o

“Yes, that’s just where it is.
the wrong minuvte I”

“ Then the other time,” snid Reilly. “That was when
Tom Merry %ot the ball on his knee, and put it clean
over Mumford’s head, and this prize-packet specimen of
o referee was after givin' it offside ! '

“8o. it was, chump!” rvoared Grundy,  “Merry was

Tak Gy Liseirv.—No: 418,
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bt up i goal,. with no cue but that chap in front of
e it ! 4y chap

fathead ! o
“What différence does that make, you idiot?”’

“Buf l;:che ball came straight from Mumford's fist,

"The voar of laughter that followed that question made
To the rest it was.

ndy more furious than ever.
wident that Grundy did not understand the rule.” But

' still thouglit he did; though he had begun new to

vo just a little doubt about 1t.

“If I did make @ mistake or two,” Grundy growled,
“though, mind you, I'm not admitting I made any, 1t
was zll the fault of that beastly parrot. My hat, the

l&!&lﬁﬂ tanght it those things ought to he jolly well

& .

“Isn't he your hrother?” asked Kerruish.

“My brother? What ‘beastly rot aré you talking, you
fdiot? What made you think he was my brother:”
. “You're so. much like him ! answered tho boy from
ke Isle of Man. - ok

“Like that chap? . Why, the bowider's ugly enough teo
Be put in a’ muséum " roared Grandy. -

“Yes,” replied Kerruish, “I noticed that.”

“*Well, thén, what on ‘earth are you saying he’s like
b for?” - B L A

Anéther voar of laughter followed. A little joke went
s lo?l‘iﬁ_‘way when it was against Grundy. it
- “That parrot of his is the” giddy limit,” remarked
. Bérnard Gl , o S
© “If'a-thing like that had happened to us at Redelyfle,
where I used to be——" ;

“Place you got sacked from for kicking a prefect’s”

skins, Grundy?  put in Kangaros,
‘Bats to you!, It wasn’t anything of the sort. T gave
& prefect a jolly good hiding in o fait stand-up fight, and

tf the chaps bere don’t losk out, something of the same

sort 'may happen again!”
“Sure, I'll be attor warning Kildare!” said Reilly.
“It’s not Kildave I'm thinking about. He’s not really
#bad sort,” - - "y /

“You were ieliiﬁg.qs how vou and the other herces at -

Bedelyfie would have lynched Mumford,” eaid Clifton

"% Tliere weren't any other herdes at Redeljfe,” growled

“f'M__ghowjlonelv, you must havé falt!” remarked Glyn.

“Oh, rot! And T didn’t say we should have lynched
Bim, either.- But we’d have collared his giddy parrof.”-

I belicve some of tlie chaps mean to do that,” said
MWellish. S -

Nobody else present had yet heard anything abeut the
Ke. 6 Studr, so Mellish became thé centre of interest at
opee, although .more than one there had a shrewd
saepicion that if Mellish Jmew mere -than other fellows,
# was because he had found out things in his old mean

‘,'_I{;ycg“ Me]lish was the snéak of the Fourth, He had a
wasty habit of listening at'keyholes dr behind doors. -Of
Iate he had rveally been trying to go straighter, but be
backsliding, .
- “Who?" asked Kaugaroo, .. .. e
X say, Mellish, who told you?” demanded Daie.
Metlish shoffied his feet aud flushed, '
“I—T—— Ob; I happened to hear somebedy say some-
thing about it;” ke answered. < )
“YLowther and Dig:iy and I'Arey all had a taste of
arrot’s beak,” said Lumley-Lumley. “And Mumford
d all three of them, and Manners and Heyrries too,
with a chair. It was a regular slaughter, they say.”
"It would be some of %h
“but I don’t think they’d be after tellin’ Mellish.”
“I djdn’t sdy they told me. I happened to hear, that
was all,” protested Mellish. - :

413 not find it easy, and now and then there was a.

“Home of these days, when you're Iuip : ning to hear,.

there’ll be a squirt on the other side of the keyhole, and
then !on‘ll get one car washed, anyway |” caid Kangareo
meaningly, % .

*Oh, you dry up! Who says I don’t wash my earst”
whined Mellish, - = ; :

*Of course he does!” put in 6lyn: “It's only reasotis

able that a workman should keep his tools elean ”
TrE GeEM Liprary.—No, 418,

me ‘evolved by the Terrible Three and the fellows in .

em, then,” remarked Reilly,

Mellish had had enough.” He stunk off,

But the news ke had told seemed to stir up Grundy.

“My hat; I'm ‘ot going to have those fellows get ia
abead of me,” he said. "Il have that rotten yatscs
beforé they do, you bet! Whe's game to help met” '

No one there, it appeared. Somebow they did nob secm

. to care abeut Grundy’s leadership.

- Oh, all serene! T can do without you. But see Lerey
don’t go letting on about it to Merry and that crowd,

© owill you”

The half-score or so present promised ihat they
wouldn't. Grundy looked them over.

“I ean take your words for it, I kuew, now Meilish
has gone!” be said in his most magniticent way.

. “If you'll write that out and siga it, we'll get it
framed,” answered Dane, '

“What fori” b

“Oh, a testimonial from George Alfred Grundy, Wiy,
the thing would he an heirloom! Some day, when you've
Commander-in-Chief or Prime Minister, my graudkida-
will bo no end proud of it !” .

“Rot!” said Grundy; and he went to look for Wiikine
and Guon, © - - . ]

Wilking and- Gunn were his study-mates, and were
always ready to follow his lead. They honestly Fked
Grundy, too—a suré proof that, for all his brag and
bluster, the fellow had lis good points, for Wilkite and
Gunn were not spongers, buf decent, honest fellows
emough, - : :

Their eonsent was giveu at once. . .

"“We'll have to be first in, the field,” paid Grundy.
“When’s-the best chance, do you think:” =

“If it stops raining, I shoull say after classes this

"afternoon,” suswered Gunn.

There had been such & deluge of rain that forencon—
quite out of the question. . 5 5
.{‘Wyl}y? We can't do it whilé they’re all about the

ace. TP i

“But they wou't be,” answered Wilkins. * They won's
have had any focter prictice this piorning, asy wmoro
than we have, and they're sure to put in half on hour
or 80 before it gets too dark 1o see. They’ze no end keen
Just uow.”

“All right” said,érpnd}". “We'll go 2long then,®

- the Moudng' after the match—that footbdll lad heen’

* CHAPTER 7.

* Rival Expeditioas,
T chaxeed that the seven who were also on the ¢uest
of the pawrot kad chosen that efternoem for sn.
ML attempt to get possession of it. :
'Gmdg and his chums started first, the weuther-
having clesred up. But they were only a few minutes
akead of the seven, : X 5
At this reason of the year the daylight left when?
clagses were over was not much. Already some of the
St. Jim’s windows showed lights: but from the pleyinge
fields eame the shouting of many voices, and the lusty;
thud of boot against ball. There could be Lttle doni®

but that the Grammarians would  alse be at footer

practice. . . 259 e
" ‘““What are we going to do with the giddy hird whei

we've got it asked Tom Merry.

“Ob, that's an easy one!” anewered Blake. “W¢'ib
hive the thing in our dem. We won't hother you chaps
with it." B : -

“Raty!” said Mapmers. “You're mot going to bag it -
in that cool way.  It's as much ours as it is yours.”

“T was under the delusion that it belongs to Mump-
face, o, Mudhead, or whatever they call the fellow,”
remarked Lowther. . -

“That’s Ik right,” replied Herries, with z grin. “T4
isn't going to much Jonger. At leaet, he'll bave it back
some timé, of course.” :

“Y really think that I could instruct the bird hetter.
than any of you Fourth-Form Xide,” said Lowther.
“You disregard all the principles of elocution. Now, in
the case of this parret the personality of the instrucisy
is evidently a matter of importance. - At present tie

-ereature talks in the very grating tomes of that objection.
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Grund a;am.;ﬁ:nford El out of tne window locked ﬂlm:a;;rx other's. embrace, Th-etr‘ heads smote the lid of the
u Water:butt, which Grondy must have ‘aaxﬂ distodged in making his entry, for now it tumbled off, comin,
2 down with a whack upon the foot of \-‘:’kans. “Ow-pow-0w!” howled Wifkiua, while Grundy and Mumford:
J‘ 5 it : - - splashed into ‘fou_r feet of water, heads foremost. - (See Chapter 'j.’-.)_ ) ‘
able 'Eerson-Mumpheslld, alias Mudface, slias Muinchance, “It is tol'é:rably _evi«ieﬁt,{’ remarked 'I}owtl:elj blanily,
T4 it is allowed to find a temporary abiding’place in No.  “that neither in the liolid.alys nor at any other time does
6, it may learn to talk with a lisp,-like—— But I will our friend Digby pursug exicographical ‘studies.”
refrain from mentioning names, lest I give offence— -~ wathiak - Imagined “we “were talking about -the
eatl £ - B pawwot,” & i:i"Arﬁmr' Angustus, .
oy . : ) TN A aw % 2l . tus. .
iWhat licks me is where old-Lowther digs it. all up,” ““Ab, lét us return to'our muttons 1 :
said Dighy méditatively. “ T guess he mugs up: dicks it “Ass! A parrot ain’t a sheep’d” ol
the holidays. Catch me, that’s alkl? =~ = 7 - : “No, Dighy, no! Most assuredly a parfot iz not #
o i ] e § Ao 0 ., TEE GeM. Lisrary.—No, 418.-
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ﬁhecp By ‘the way, it was goats Rohinson Crusoe Lept,

not sheep,” T .thin

o+ “What in the
to do with, it?” asked Herries,

. “Hb had a parrot.  He also had a man Friday.
this is Monday.

" mind that '—has no objection to having his parrot !mgged

But

- on Monday. I will not say boned, because if you boned .

the parrot the bird’s feelings . might be hurt—to say

- nothing of ifs g;amophune works being: deranged which.

i3 quite possible.” - -
(x‘he'lt Seott ! ’lhere s one thing that ]olly well isn't
posslble, and that is to make you talk sense, said Blake.
“Who’s that ahead?” asked Manners.
“Has. your eyesight failed you, old man?” returned
- Lowther. “Who should it be but the great (zl\mdy, the
_ faithful Wilkins, and the loyal Gunn?

=1

M Now, T wopdah what they are a!‘tah? smd the swc!! o

. of the Tourth. -
-+ “They're not likely. to be up to our game, anyway,
angwered Tom' Merry. -

But there, of course, Tom Merry was wwng

A dim suspicion of this began to. creep into his mind
when he saw the three steal round to the back of the
Grajpmar School. But even -then he thought it more
likely that their errand was a different one. It searcely
seemed possible that the notion of hdnap&}m g the parrat
should ﬁme ocewrred to Grundy, who had not, as far as
they- knew, any special feeling against either the hird
or 1ts master,

“My hat, though, it looks as if old Grundy really was
up to. the same game as us!” said Digby.

““Shouldn’t think he can be,” answered- Tom Merry.
“But we'll soon see, Don’t let those three twig ws,
that’s all.”

It was fast growm dark, though foethall was still
in full swing in the Grammar School field. "

The three ahead moved cautiously through the twi-
light. The sevén behind moved more ¢autiously still,

* kéeping in the gloom of :the wall. ;
.. “They are!” whispered Herries.

. It wad now evident to ull that they had been forestaHed
in the adventure.
YW can’t do an}'ﬂlmg, said Tom Merry., “If we try
to stop them, and kick up:a blessed row; we'll have all
the Grammarians down on us in half a tick.”

“They'll ‘never bring it off,” “answered Jack B]ake.
“Truat. old Gr\mdy for mucking up anything. Let ‘em
try.s We'll wait, and eee how they get on,"and it may
happen that we zét o ¢liance o waltz in and collar the

pat ot " while thoyre playing’ games with = Mudhéad
and the rest.”

“ Wilkins made & back for Grundy, aind thab hero dis-
Then Gunn followed Imn,

sppeared over the low wall,
3 and, leanmg over,  lelped Wil

I “

h sevon €re trul
el ept uy

low: !:_Ize v{mdow.

Bk
-ground uext Saty
. And aftef the'drayw h 2k the;_u]
S It’s ﬂm rost natural thing in’ ‘th
want to ﬁnd out ‘as sotm as possn
B i Her
" “Good.egg !’ eald T rovingly, ..
"Nm\? and’ then;:To; rki %& I.owf]lel, i
thing. Teinotely reséinbhng-_eom n-sensa gets mto tlw
curly noddle of yours;” = y
“Kim on'!” said Blake.
The went. ’.lhey sauntel‘ed t,hl@ursh the gates, hands

1 never sm;ll a T

Sight in the detentmn—ronm and &' few ofher ‘windows
Tre Gru Lisranry.~—No, -
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ddy world has Rubmmn Crueoe got .

I trust Mumphead, alias—oh, never -
* be distinguished ot

who happened ta H

does not ‘drown in twenty seconds.

“they ‘sdw. G unﬂy ;

* Seen thoee two. |

, - Blake.

=, " Well, they haven't spotted us yet: but they ve heard

. he row. StandBoek against: the wail, and keep still” -
-Past _them . -

"surged thc 3
‘Monk.
forld thiat we should .

hethe1 We- Call. heL- : Mumford howled.

“to drown: me; yow sweep I roared Grundy.

Monk,

kets, faces as innocent as the facea of. the cherubim.

No one showed up in tle dusk of the quad. Theia waga . to bactifice- -mysef for Grundy; yo

were. also lighted. But the fellows on the football-field .
were still -playing. ont in the dusk,

- Silently and cautiously. Tom Merry wopened the
which shnt off the play%‘round from the little court which
the window of Mumford's study overlooked.

It was darker here.
a distance of three yards. But
Grundy could be seen more plainly, for he was on top .
of the water-butt. .

Grundy had just got. the window open. Next moment
he disappeared into the reom.

““Here you are, you chaps !” he said, and hauded oub an

object that the watchers kueiw must be the parrot’s cage,
though they might not have recognised it as such had
they known nething about it beforehand.

Wilkins, hanging on to the water-butt, received it, and
passed it on to Guun.

Then came & howl. of Tage.

Mumford, burstmg into the room hLe a tornado, fairly -

. hurled bimself at Grundy.

They fell out of the wmdow lmked in cach other’s em-~
brace. Their heads smote the lid of the water-butt.
Grundy must have’ part] .dislodged that }id in making
hig entry. For now it imbled off, commg ‘down with
a whack upon -the foot of Wilkins.

“Ow-w-w ! howled Wilkins.

Grundy and Mumford splashed into four fect of water,
heads foremost;,

The situation was not WIthout its d'u.tger : But Tom
Merry kept quite cool.’

Gunn put down the cage in his haste to hel » his leader.
Tom snatched it up, and handed it to the fellow nearest,

Herries,
“Clear off with it, two of you! 1” he whispered. “We'll

- geb those idiets out !’

Herries and Lowther bolted with the cage.
Tom Merry. and Jack Blake went to the help of Wilkins

" and Gumn. They said nothing, aud the other two were

altogether too flustered to Tecognite them in the gloom.
Mumford came up first, and it really seemed as though
he meant to get his enemy drowned. "He struggled hard
to prevent the others helping Grundy out, and did not
cease to struggle till Tom Merry, losing patience, gave
him 2 right and left that sent him reeling ‘into a corner,
“Ow-w-w! Ill pay you out for thiz! Ill-TlI—"
'I‘hey anked Grundy out.
dyy was little the worse—cxecpt in temper. The
whole boginess had occupied far less time than it takes
in the telling—s, moster of fwenty seconds perhaps. One
“Oh, the rotter!. :Yaroooh!

Ow-wow | ‘Oh, lemme-

. _getath:m 1 gpluttered Grundy.

Mumford staggered i‘nrwa.nl and they closed again.
Tom Merry and the Temnant of ‘his band made thesn-

: selv;a searce; stm nnremg’nm&d by tile other three from
im’s

; oa egg" Thosi two have cleared"' sa:_d Tom.

. " Where's 0¥ pmotr howled. Mumford,

‘.0, " eFuiale,  We'Ee ‘edught %, said- Manners “He"e
comes & crowd of the Grammarians !’ . <
“Rats! We're not’ ‘caught—as long as they haTeu t

) 'T¢” here to talk abouf. a matd: on

,'Saaulda.y—aeef” 9
“What, with' that swcet Tow gomg ‘on®” teturned
“It% & trifle too thin, Merry!” -

" The five tirew up mider the nearest wall.
mmmamamsl led l)y Gordon Gay ‘and- Frani

7?' You ve stule& 1t you

T&]\B that!.

Ry heres my 1)?

" “Hang your beaaﬂy parlot'
“Hold ¢ it to Lim, ‘”\rfumf‘ We re coming ! yelied Flahk

ahmg ' gaid Tord Merry, -
% “We can’t.leave—" -

“ Rats, Blake! We can't help them, and I'm not going
u bet! Lot them once
get cutside, and we'll stroll™up by accident, and cover.

BUY ITI

ate

-Wilkins and Gunn were barely to

You ‘med

'n wlm:e we do & Tnu.k befole 1i1e Test come
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their retreat, if you like.. Butl if we pile in here, the
. gates will be closed before we know where -we are, and
thepwa—? ° - : S

“ Right-ho! Kim on!” said Blake. . . oty

They bolted, only just in time. Two seconds later, and
they would have run fairly into the arms of another con-
tingent of thoe Grammarians. b :

Tom Merry gavé the curlew call that all his chums
know, It was apswered from down the road towards
8t. Jim's. : © R

Inside the Grammar School playground there was wild -

confusion. The unlucky trio of adventurers had tried to
bolt; but Mumford hung on to Grundy like a bulidog,
and Wilkins and Gunn would not desert their chief, -

They svere surrounded. ;

“Who are the rotters®”

“IWhat are they up to?” ;

“1 say, Mum, what's 21l this row about your parrot!”

“They’ve stolen it, the sweeps!” howled Mumford.

“It’s that chap Grundy, for one!” said Frank Monk,

“My hat! He seems a trifle wet!” remarked Gordon
Gay. : :

“So wonld you be wet if you'd been flung head-first
into & water-hutt by a lunatic, chump!” yelled Grundy.
“Why_don't you lock thé maninc up? -Why don’t

on—-" |
v Where’s my parrot? Let me get at him! Oh, find
my parrot, somebody! They've stolen it, and I can
see it anywhere !”

-Mumford really did seem a little off his rocker.

They searched for the parrot. The three were held
up moantime. Around themn had gathered a crowd that
made any attempt to break through predoomed to failure.

“Where is the thing, Wilky?” asked Grundy.

“Oh, my hat! I dunno! passed it to Ghhon !”

“And-I put it on the ground when you tumbled ia,
to.go and help you ! said Gunn. )

“1It must have flown away,” suggested Curboy.

“Idiot !” snapped Grundy. “If was in the cagei”

Y 0Oh, you were stealing the cage, too, then!"-remarked
Gordon Gay. “You're pretty beauties, aren't you?. I
guess you'll get hoofed out of St. Jim’s for this!”

“The thing must be there!” said Monk. “Can’t you
find it, you fellows?” ’ '

“No. There isn’t a sign of it—not a giddy feather
repliel Wootton minor. . ot .

‘Where's my parrot? I want my parrot!” howled
Mumford. : 5 7 .

“Qh, dry up, do! What's the sense of making all
that rew? You're like o kid of six !” said Gay ifritably.

“T don't care what I'm like! T don’f care about

anything. but my parrot! I'll‘kill_t}';o'se éa&‘ﬂ‘ if they’ve ‘

stplen it!” E e
“ Come and kill me for a start!” growled Grundy.

But the rest would not let Mumford get at him. ‘The .

fellow was scarcely safe in this mood.

“Look here!” spid Gunn. “Which of you chaps came
and helped to get thosé two out®” o

“Qut of where;’ asked Monk.

£ 0Out of the butt; of course !” .

¥None of us,  We’vo only just come from footer,”

. “But there were some of you there,” persisted Gunn.
“Anyway, two chaps helped, besides us. It was too
dark to see who they wore, and they didn’t say a word.
They must have sneaked off with the cage.” -

It was not impossible.
footer, and there were fellows among the Grammarians
likely emough to seize such a chance to play a frick on
Mumford. .
© &The thing’s on the premises somewhere, of course!”
said Grondy, in his large way. He seemed to think
that statement relieved him of all responsibility in the
matter. “Now we'll go!” o :

“Rats!” retorted Gordon Gay grimly. *“Yow'll go all
serene, but not quite in the way you think,” Frogs'-march -
them, you fellows!” o 5
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In an instant the three were seized, and frogs’-marched
out of the playground. Grundy squirmed and raved,
but Wilkins and Gunn took it coolly. o we

“ Drop them on the grass!” ordered-Gay. :

There was not much grass, but it was a trifle softer
than the road. N .

“ There’s the first bell for teal” said Carboy. “Come
along, you chaps|” 5 ) . : R

——

CHAPTER 8§,
Ca The Farrcts Tutors. .
D CWN the road Herries and Lowther awaited the

other five. o

“Got it?” asked Dighy eagerly, as they
. camé up, o5 —
“Ch, we've got it all serenme!” answered Herries,
“What do you suppose?” ;G

“May I inguire—not that it really matters much,
except from the large humanitarian point of view—
whether Grundy and Mumphead were drowned:” sajd’
Lowther. : . :

“ My hat, no! We had them out in about two ticks!”

* “They were wet, though " Dighy said. -
“That, Dig, is a feature usually associated with
emergence from the water.” E
“Oh, dry wp, you ass! See here! Are you sure the

giddy parrot’s in the cage? “Has it spoken?" :

“Strafe 8t. Jim's!- Rotten show!” said the parrot in
the grating tones that were do like Mumford’s,

There was a cloth over the cage, so disposed that the
ring at the top, by which Herries carried it, passed
through a hole in it. N - )

“Did they twig you fellows®” asked Herries,

“What, Grammarians? Not likely! We just stood up
against the wall, and they rushed past us without a
glance.” #

“No; I mean Grundy & Co.?” .

“Don’t think so,” answered Tom Merry., “It. was so
near dark that I shouldn’t have been sure who Wilkins
and Gunn were, if T hadn’t known. Grundy I might have -
recognised by his feet.” )

“Then they’ve had all the trouble, and we've got the
giddy parrot. This is what I call jam!” said Herries. .
“Plum-jam! Raspberry-jam ! croaked the - parrot.
“Strafe £t. Jim’s!  What a face! How’s your poor

feet? Toodle-codle-oodle-oodle-tuppence I :

“My hat! I begin to like the thing !" said Tom Merry,
“When we've taught it to  strafe’ the Grammarians,
instead of St, Jim's, it will be all right! But we’d_better
d> a bunk now, because, judging from the sounds I hear,
those three have been gently shown out, and Grundy
isn't likely to linger long in his wet clothes!”

Hurrying footsteps sounded on the road behind them.
It had cccurred to Grundy that when one is in wet
clothes running is befter than walking. So he had
cemmanded Wilkins and Guren to run, and all three had
started off, ’ ST i

1t ‘was not good tactics to attempt keeping ahead.
Therefcre, the seven let them. come up, Herries carry-
ing the cage, was surrounded by thé rest, so that in the
dusk hig burden was scarcely likely to be noticed. =

Grundy dnd his faithful followers drew ip alongside, °

“What's the row ! asked Tom Merry. . ' i

.“Who said there was any row, you fathead?” retorted
Grundy, whose temper still had an edge to it

“Oh, my mistake! I thought you were running away
from somebody, that’s all1” 5 .

“Pity you should hother to think, if you can’t do any
botter than that! Running away im’t my lire ! Grundy
giowled. = . .

“A  strategical retreat is sometimes. mnecessary,”
observed Lowther. . .

“Who said anything about— Ob, T ses what you
mean {” N - E .

Even Grundy read the war news. W '

“ Btrafe St. Jim's! Rotten show!” said the parrot from

under the cloth, - :
“Hallo!' - What's" that!” ‘ciied Grundy.  *“Why,
You e =t A e T e e B
“THisn’t “worth while to” mimi¢ that”sort of thing, -
Monty,” said Tom Merry, : e &
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© Qh, was it Lowther, then?” asked Grundy. -

He did not altogether believe it; but to prosccute
inquiries meant that the whole yarn must he told. And
48 Grundy dide’t exactly shine in that yarn he hardly
relished felling it. 4 " '

“ Btrafe the Grammar School! Btrafe Lathom! Strafe
Grundy! = Strafe m’egbody 1
very fair imitation of the parrot’s veice. -

“You are a howling ass, Lowther!” said Grundy
politely, *Come on, you chaps!” . )

“ Wiy, you're soakmng wet, Grundy!” remarked Jack
Blake, laymg his hand on the other fellow’s arm just as
he was mg., | - ]

“That’s not your business, you bounder! I suppose I
can be wet ¥ T like?” ik

“Qh, yes! It hap
o’clock.” ; s

“There was where I've been,”? Grundy repiied.

And that was true, for the water-butt had collected
ihe rain. - 1t was not only true, but, for Grundy, quite
smart—unless he merely intended an evasion, and not a

_ doublé rdeaning, which was ‘as likely as not.

The thrée ran on.

" “We ghall. have to be jelly careful smuggling this'

thing in;” said Herries, i

But ‘Iuck was with {liem, and they got to No, 6
tinobserved, v !

“Now Fll take it,” said Lowther,

“You'll do what?” asked Heriies,

“'Take the thing to our study.”

“What thing?” -

“The parrof, of course!”

“Think so?" :

“ Naturally. We ave your senlors, and I have already
of the hird being.

impressed upon you the “necessity
‘tutoﬁgil 1rzy someons 'who knows how to speak.”
“Rats!
and keeps-on keeping on with a lot of twaddle that no
chap-with any sense can make head or tail of, thal’s
voul” said Dighy. “But we don’t want the bird tanght
to use poly—  What's the girl’s uame, Gussy:”
“What girl®” asked Augustus, seeming to cmerge
*_.suddenly from a brown study.
e had been singularly sitent thronghout.

“QOh, buzz off to sleep again, you oxe-eyed hounder!” .
“I think you must mean polysyllables, Dig,” said

Blake, :

“Got it! I knew it was Polly Ssmething-or-Other.
That’s not what we want.” )

“You may as well stop arguing,” put in Herries, “for
T've carried the giddy cage all the way, and nobody’s
offered to take his turn; and I tell. you straight that

anybody who gets it now will have to-get it over my-

. dead body—that’s all1” .
“Hervies,” replied Lowther, *never shall it be said
that I saerificed a friend to—to—oh, any old thing! Take
the parrot, with my hlessing! After al{ even Dig’s rude,

croaked Lowther, in a_

_wit

us to a chap whether he likes it or’
‘not at times. But there hasn’t beei any rain since two

If you mean somebody who gets wound up-
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unpolished speech would be preferable to the hoarse
ravings of Mumpface. By the way, is that hamper guite
cleared up?” : -
-“No.. Do you chaps want to come in to tea?” .
“ As an invitation, that is somewhat lacking in courtiy
grace. But—not to put too fine a point npon it—ve
0! We are on short commons chez nons.”
*“1f the bounder isn’t burbling French, now!” groano_(i
Dig]l}y. “Oh, come along in, and stop your giddy jaw
cake!™
The seven sat down to tea on very good ferms with
themselves, The expedition had been a distinct stecese.
- Grundy fairly done in the eye!” said Dighy, belping

“himself lberally to veal-and-ham pie.

“Grundy " croaked the parrot,

“Hallo! The thing’s- beginning already,” vemarksd
Herries, )

“@rundy, how's your poor feet?” said the bird.

“We don’t wamt it Grundying too muchi” ohject

Digby. L -

TThat bird;” said -Lowther, “is going to be like 1}s
raven. I foresee it.” :

“What raven?” inguired Dig.
gomebody 1”

“ Edgar Allan Poe’s raven,” answered Lowther.

 Never heard of the chap. Who was he, anyhow ™

# A poet—an American poet.’” ;

“Oh, a poet ! And a rotten Amcrican, too!”

Dighy spoke as if the famous author of “The Bells”
and “'The Raven™ was the very last thing in =mall
potatoes. !

*“You have heard me weeite it, Dig,” remarked Arthur |

bus, - y

“Have 32 Well, once is eno#l\. T never heard you
recite anything that I jolly well wantéd to hear twice:
But what about the raven, Lowther? = Never mind ahout
the poet, It’s the bird I want to hear about.”

“Pass the mustard,

“#¢Then this ehony bhird beguiling
My sad fancy.into smiling, -
By the grave and stern decorum
Of the countenance it wore,

#¢“ Though thy crest be shorn and zhaves,
Thon,” I said, * art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient raven,
. Wandering from the nightly shore.
Tell me what thy lotdly name is,
On the night’s Plutonian shore !”
Quoth the Raven, * Nevermore{ ”
recited Lowther, slowly and with emphasis, 3.
“Piffle!” said Dighy, quickly and with quite as nme )}
emphasis, i G e
“It’s good poetry,” argued Gussy. “That word"}

?
g -

fngvahmoa-h' seems to haunt a fellah aftah he's wead
‘,.“What word#” asked Tom Merry, winking at Blake,
)
.
1’.
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Mumford looked round, and the light of battle faded out of his eyes, and his fuce drew dull again, The fight
Mvas over, and his mind went baek to the subject that seemed to %cg'upy it almost céﬁgnuallﬁ i
: Chapter

‘I want my l

I parrot,” be said,  *‘J wish you chaps wonld give me my parrot back !” 10.)
“}ﬂevahmonh.” between thumb and forefinger. * Lowther, Dighy, “and .

“Ah, I don’t wonder it hanunts you!”

“What do you mean, Tom Mewwyt”

“Becanse you murdered it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. .

“Pass the tarts!’ demanded Digby.- ;
Dlﬂevuhmoah I” said the parrot, in exact imitation of

*Arey. ) £ .

“One for you, Dig!” chortled Werries,

“Don't see it.” )

‘ﬁ'l‘m:ts to be. passed—* nevahmaoh,” ”

'“Oh, rats! Tell rou what, though, that giddy hird's

a Bit of a mule. T don’t belicve he'll let us teack him
:m{'thing we want to, I don't believe he'll let anybody
but Mumford. But he’ll pick ulp things we-say, and
vepeat them., We've got to be jolly

““Nevahmogh! Grundy, Grundy, Grundy! Nevah-
m%ll! How’s your poor feet? Strafe St. Jim’s! Rotten
‘ghow I said the parrot, .
Plake moved over to the cage with -a piece of cake

careful, you know:”

- parrot was still cocking a

D’Arcy watched -expectantly. They had all had some.

“ Pretty Poll " said Blake. *Sec him cock his knowing
old eye at me? Pretty Poll! Try a plece of—— Qwwww!
Yaroooooh! You—you crocedile! "You-—yon—~—  What
are you cackling at, you idiots!” : 2 o

The bit of cake had droiped between the wires, The

nowing eye. And Blake left
off talking to suck his forefinger.

“The bird,” said Lowther, “has a singulmly human
attitude to its would-be instructers.” - .

“Call it human, if you Hke,” spapped Blake, “I call
it particularly beastly!” »

“But, aftah all,-he is eating the cake,”
D'Arey. .. 2 . 2 5

“Yes, the rotter! He hasn’t a scrap of gratitude, bub
he can' eat the stufi: all sevene.” . ‘

“Btrafe St. Jim's! Rotten show! What a face!” said
the parrot, T, e

Wiien the time came for the Terrible Three fo clear

- . - .Fap GEM LiBrary,~—No. 418,

remarked
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out, because the hour of prep had arrived, Blake made a
geuerous offer. . 4 )

“You ean take that ‘thing with “you,” ke zaid,
indicating the parvet by a wave of his hand. )

“Qh, no, you don’t!” cried Herries,

“ Not ljkely, deah boys,” added Arthur Augustus, “We

will instwuet the eweatchah.” I have been meditating
deeply on the subject. What is needed is a phwase that
is-at once owigina-{ and seathing. ‘Stwafe the Gwammah
School’ i3 wathah teo big a mouthful, and is distinctly
not ewiginal.” .

“Well, what'do you fancy?” asked Tgm Mcr;y.

“1 have not yet discovahed anything satisfactowy.
Give me time, Tom Mewwy!” : .

“I shouldn’t ‘meditate too deeply during: prep,” said
Manners, “or Lathom may have something to say
about it.” o ;

“Oh, hang Lathom!” answered Gussy. . .

“Look at that bird! He's taking it all in,” said
Herries. i E

And, indeed, tle parrot looked quite as if he was.
His wicked head was cocked on one side, and there was a
leeriug'gl'eﬂ.m in the ono ye visible, - b

“There’s one lucky thing' about - it,” said Digby.
“ Lathorh mever comes here. So if he does learn to say
¢ Hang Lathom!''it’s no odds, really.” .

"The gentleman reférred to was the Fourth-Foim
master, who was rather a severe disciplinarian, though
never unfair, o :

_ The Terrible Three went. Blake & Co. scttled down
to work. o

Every now and then the parrot spoke. The parrot
did not appear to miss Mumford nearly as much as, one
might. reasonably. suppose, Mumford misced him. On
the whole, he seemed very well reconciled to his new
surroundings. “x -

Prep that night was rather a burden to Study No. 6.
None of them liked Gréek, and there was a particularly
knotty piece to construe. Blake alone had any taste for
algebra, and even Blake thought the guadratic equations
set a bit too thick. : .

As a natural cousequence, there were various uncom-
plimentary allusions to the master who had set the work.
If anyone thought about the parrot, no one took seriously
the danger that he might store up guch things in memory
‘and bring them out at an untimely moment. . ;

When at last they had finished, Blake sat back and
contemplated the bird. He had forgiven it for the peck
by this time. : y i

“Well, Polly, how goes it?” he asked.

“Strafe Lathom! What a rotter! Oh, hang Lathom !
replied the parrot. “What a face! How’s your poor
feet?” 2

. CHAPTER 9.
An Embassy from the Grammar School.
NHE St. Jim’s juniors had just started a game of
. footer after morning ‘¢lasses the next day, when
I : t‘hre“;i}ramma! School fellows appeared on the

ground. . i
The trio was made up of_(_}om_ion Gay, Frank Monk,.

and Mumford. - -~

Mumford walked befween the other two, his head-

hanging, his shoulders kunched. By contrast with them,

he looked o particular disagreeable specimen, with his®

heavy, sillen-face and his deep-set eyes. :
‘f(,;c:me for a game, you fellows?” called Tom Merry.
“No, thanks,” replied Gay. “We want fo see one of
your chaps—Grundy: s he here?” :
“T'm-here!” growled Grundy. .
And he.lumbered forward, with a face aimost as sulky
and every whit as hostile as Mumford’s. :
Play ceased, and a erowd gathered.

“What is it?”. asked Tom Merry, trying hard pot to

look guilgy, -~ - - . S .
- But the Grammar Scheol embassy had no suspieion of

Tom Merry & Co. .They had not even began to suspect

that their old rivals had had a hand in the looting of
. Mumford's much-prized parrot.---. - - .. .
“ Now, then, Mumford, speak up ! eaid-Gordon Gay.
But Mumford remained obstinately eilent.

Tue Ges. Lissary.—No. 418, .

“Look here,” Frank Monk said, “it’s a bit too thick, -
you know! - This chap thinks no end of that parrot, and,
it's hardly the cheese for you chaps to bag it. We've"
told him that it's only a joke, angshefll get the thing-
back, but he don’t seem ab]Ie to believe it somehow.” - |

One or two hearts smote their owners, Poor Mumiférd ~
looked horribl;
thing, after all? . 3 oo

But the parrof had been taught to make. abusiye
remarks about St. Jim’s, And Mumford had tanght it
The fellow couldn’t espect to have everything his ewn ' -
way. - : o

" Oh, don’t talk rot!" said Grundy.
well we haven’t got the parrot. There were three, of
us in the bimmey—Wilkins and Gunn and me, I got up.
into Mumford's study, and passed the cage down.” | -

“And I took it and passed 1t on te Giiin,” sajd Wilkins.

. “That’s right, - And when Grundy and Mumford fell =
into the water-butt 1 put the thing down -and went to
help,” added Gunn. “Somcbody muast have collared it
then. I don’t see who it could have beenm if it wasn't
oue of your chaps, but it was too daik to spot anybody.”

Gordon Gay shook his head. . -

“The parrot 1sn’t anywhers about owr skow,” hn
answered. “ We’ve made jolly sure of that. And, what's
still more curious, it's quite certain that néme of our
ﬂhifs" helped Grundy and Mumford out of the water:

e, B

“Here, T say, not so much about the water-butt!™
growled Grundﬁy, who did not appreciate the broad grins
he saw on the faces around him. . g

“Can't tell the yarn without it,” answered Gordon G \y
oft-handedly. ~“Tf you didn’t want to hear anythiig
about it you shouldn’t have let yourself be yanked out.
There would have been plenty said at the inguest, bt
gou wouldn’t have heard iti" And I'm not sure Fourd-

ave heen any great loss to St, Jim's!” -

“Grundy glared at him. Then he wheeled round, and

-saw something in the face of Tom Merry that made him

suddenly suspicious.
“Those chaps were hanging about near your show,” he
said—“Merry and Blake and the rest of that gang.
Better ask them. You must be idiois if you think we |
could have smuggled the parrot out, considering that we
-—that we—oh, I mean, you know verv weil we conldn’t
have done!” ) e
“Yes; " 1 .know we had vou -all frogs’-marched. ousi-.
answered Gay, grinning, while ail around the grins grew
broader, “But one of you might have dvopped the cage s
over the outside wall first, 8o that  you could getsit'n
afterwards. It don’t sound a very sensible thing to*do, &
but, then, the whole thing’s off the rails.”
“Is there a reward offered for the parrot?” asked Tom
Merry, - T e RS Ty
“Yes; a thick éar, or ‘as many of them.as you Iiv!
Are you claiming it?” = ’ LR
“No, thanks, ~Anyway, I don't see how the best hfin
among you could give me more than two thick ears.. Bht
we haven’t got the thing.” > - . - - - .. .ol
This was true, limiting the “ we ” to the Terrible Three,
for the parrot was in No. 6, of course, - . =~ =
“What are yow going to do about it, Grun
iuciuj.;'ed Mosk. .. - o nh o T Y TR
* Nothing I" roared ‘Urundy.- “It's no’ affair of ‘m|
Tes; I will do somethiirg, though!™ I'll fight any

of you!” . . ki
“My hat, I'm inélined to take you'oni” ficshed back
Monk.. “What’s the use-of ‘saying it's no affdir‘of yours
when “you -have £0- admit-‘you di¢ all“you knew how to
steal tho thing? You did steal it, practically. If you
haven't got it, if's because there was ‘somebody sharpier
than you about, that's all? = . : E
“Right-ho!” snapped Grundy. *We can't fight hc_%i;
Let's go to some place where we can!”. . . 7 Ti#bp
Mumford tugged at Gordon Gay’s arm,. a 3
“And T tight him!" he said, nodding towards™
Crooke. ) 2 o
Now, Crooke had not said a word. . He scemed to al
there the merest. spectator, But Tom Merry and hi
chums remembered that Mumford’s. :animus. . agaile
8b..Jim’s was said to have been aroused by rough treﬁw
went given by some fellows weariig the school colonts,
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and that the Grammariens had L.mu\,d Crooke 1mght
have been among the aggressors,

Mumford did not- know . Crooke’s name, but he knew
Crooke’s face. Ee had just spatted. st Now im wantetl
to’alter it,

Crooke’s face would ledr altering, though
Mumford’s work upon”it would ecalce[y be h‘gg’l:y to
improve it.

The cad of the Shell did not ask wh the queer fellow
from the Grammar School wanted to fi %t him. Prebabl
Crooke preferred mob to have explan&tmm made. An
Mumfordy not heing a talkative- person, preferred not to
make them. -

“1 Right:. ho' " gaid Crooke, ﬂmhmg beetmot red.
on!”

Everybody fe]t rather surpnsed Croeke, though 2 bulh
by nature, was usually not at all keen on fighting,

Crooke -hecome more popular at ence. . There was a
distinet fecling against Mumford among the St. Jim's
juniora; and, as most of them had no notion why Mum-
ford had amgled out Crocke, they put; down his doing
59 to the fact of his beiitg a bit off his rocker.

“My hat, this ia awful rot!” said Tom Merry, who
felt a trifle guilty in the matter, :

“If you chaps won’t play the game—-"

“Who says we'ré not playing the gnme, Gay#”

“Ten't take that tone with me,
not, if it-cowmes to that! I don’t say you persovally,
but some of you aren’t. - We're absolutely certain that
10 one in our crowd collared the parrot—hang the thmg'

“Im

—and I don’t see who it could kave been if it wasn (;.

some of ou St. Jim's rettersi”

“My -hat, Gay, 1 c'lon t want
rotterq is A WoTd——

“You are rotters, some of veu, and you know it! I'm
not going to take the word buck! Il put my fists
up with you first!”

Talbot’s hand fell on Tom’s Merry's shoulder. Talbo$
knéw nothing os yet about the bagging of the parrot,
and he did not want his chum to quarrel with Gay.

‘It jsn’t likely - Meﬂy had auythmg to do mth Jt,

to lose my tempez‘, bub

" Glay,” said Talbof.

‘But that had the uni‘ortunnte eﬁ‘ect of heatin, Tom
Merry’s wrath instead of cooling it, for it made

beliéve that: 'I'alb(_’:t would have: Teld him in the wrong if

~ he had known.

"YOU CAN WIN ONE OF THESE:
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3 thgmgh the uld notmn that t‘Ee}'

. done. .,

;.wor'k of M mford:
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“I'm not going to excuse myzelf to G"ty " he said.
“¥r'd-much: ‘rather fight him!. It's absurd-—all this fuss
about a lout like Mumford!”

- “ Mumford is one of our fellows,”
As he's out of -hear-
ing, I don’t mind owning that I'd ]u:t. a8 soon he’d gone
soméwhere_else—say, to St. Jim’ 5 But we're bound to
back him up when he's wmngetl

There, was-a good deal in that.
Tom Merry did not fear Gordon Gay, any more than Gay
feared him. A fight between them was bound to be a
tough contest. Perhaps come day they might meet, but

it they ever did it would be m soliie MOTe 1mportant

yuarrel than this. :

“You're nglht there, Gay,” said Tom Merry; and 1
was ‘wrong. don’t thin. We’d be‘tﬁel fight. There’s
enough of it with those four,” - -

Quite a crowd was accompanying the combatanfs 0 a
secinded - field - between the two schools.

Grundy seowled in :determined fashion, and Cl'ooke i
“looked a trifie mervous, - Frank Monk’s face was only. a.

Jittle more serious than its wont, and Mumford’s heavy

countenance showed no change Whatever. -

Gay would second Monk, it was thought. But he c'hose
instead to second Mumford and some at least of the

yrompted his choice. Monk asked Talbot to do duty
for him, and Talbot readily consented, in the absence of
any ather Grammarian. Before the "two fights began,

‘as it happened, a crowd of the Grammarians, headedeY -
ut

Carboy ahd the Woottons, arrn'ed upon the scene
Talbot kept his place.

Grundy chose ‘Wilkins, and Crooke was semmdeii by
;‘rore. who didn't seem to saluc the honour }ughlv
owever,

CHAPTER 10,
3 Crooke in Hot Water,
T HE two fights went on at the same tims.

intérest was centred ma.mly on Monk v. Gruidy.: -

But soon it became evident that meither’s heaTt.
wag quite in the baitle.

attitude for him. The Grammat School fellow, a good
boxer, and a fighter too, when put to-it, seemed: content

- Tom Merry saw it.:

-answered Gay quxetly o

eyl sy yowie _"_ opposition understood and ap)n'ecmterl the chivalry that - -

At. first’ 5

o Perhaps' brundy felb
himself in the wrong, though if he did it was'a rate .

with defeuswe taetms in the main, oiﬂv now and then |

putting in a telling punch.

. 8o gradually the chief interest became t:ansfcrred to
the other affair,

. Here there was little cnnugh of science.
‘Mumford went at his enemy like a bull at a ga.te head

down. His arms seemed to, sw1{xg wildly, and his runches H

to, have. httle dn'echon
“But they were hard. 'When they. hght«ed they hart,

And Crooke did ‘ot like bemg Irul. . " Bullies seldom &o,’

o heeu exp!odcd

, wn upper-cut on the other felloiv e S
+ " But; though Mumford’s nose hled aml one eve Wwas °
- going mto mourmng , he did not appear to feel the damage
-He pressed’ on swmgmg his arms, h!ttmg wildly,

but:, h,\t,tmg hard, -

lmow either " ,sim]ed Crooke. 7

How. can' I guard a pun.c

A fellow : who cmﬂi.u box well nght. have i

But Crooke could not
talked ag if he were a dab at it.
active. He was plow and lumbering.

“Shail we' call it a draw?’ mquned Frank Monk of

Grundy, * There isn't ajnv special eause why we should
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You-ought to be a'ble to,: put-the kybosh on that ehump'

11 don “ltb, -
.all very well to’ talkias if it was'a dead. eas thmg', bt
o T tell you it’s not.. E that seems‘- .
: wmmg for ) m éar and then bits me: ‘in- the chi :
ve féllow with éven a rudi- -
“game;contd have thrashed him. . .
x ‘well; - though' he alwiys
. And Crooke wasn't
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fight to a finish, and by what I can see there’s something
a good dea! more interesting going on over there.”

-+ YAl right,” growled Grundy, Grundy would mever
have made the suggestion, He was far too stubborn for
that. But Grundy had grace enough to realise that the
&pirit which prompted it was not that of cowardice, and,
though he might mot have been williig to own it, he
thought the better of Monk, o o

They shook hands, put on their coats and waisteoats;
and joined the crowd around the other pair of
combatants. ‘ r )

“What’s it all about?” growled Grundy to his late
opponent. Grundy scemed disposed to be really friendly
—in his way, “I.didn’t know ihat chap knéw Crooke
even.”
 “He does, though. Only the day after_he came he
was set, upon h{l three of yoir erowd; and Crooke seems
to have been the leader. = Poor old Mumford couldn’t
tumble o what it was about. He hadn’t heard of the
feud, and it puzzled him that he should be slogged just
because he wore our colours, Now he’s getting his owh
backa bit.” - Sy, AW T

ZServe Crooke jolly well right!” answered -Grﬁndy._

#3%ho were the other two?” ;

“Not sure. We thought Gore and Levison, perhaps,
but it docsn’t seem to have bheen, Al, that-was a good
oné! Go it Mumford! He’s a blind swiper, Grundy;
but when his fist lands it secans’to hurt.”

“Crooke’s ‘a funk., Deserves all he gets,” Grandy
growled. - :

“Go it, Mum! You've
Grammar School crowd. . -

Muniford pressed on. Crooke gave ground continually.
Ho scarcely tried-now to hit back; he sccmed to care for
nothing but to aveid further punishment,

No one shouted for Crogke.
keeuness to vell ‘him on even
nothing to shout for. . - - -

Crooke “was letting St. Jim’s down, and the other
fellows résented it.
fight was being passed round, and it was generally feit
that the-canse of quarrel was one that did no credit (o
St.-Jim’s. But the least to -he expected from Crooke,
having let himself in for this, was that he should put up
a decent fight, for the school’s honour.

That was a matter which had never concerned (rooke

- greatly, however; and as Mumford’s hard Aists landed
again and again en his face and body Craoke had no
. thought for anything except his own bruises and his own

disgrace, : i

To be beaten
despized ! . . . o H W

Well, if ppe kmew one was o be beaten, why not make
ap end of 1t? The fellows would sneer, of course. But
they would do that, anyway, -

Lot them snger !
one knew that there was no chance of winning? :

“I've had enough!” muttered Cropke, at.the end of
the seventh rownd.- “I can't . go on! TLook at my
knuckles ! :

“Oh, rats! They're chipped a bit, hut that's nothing,”

answered Gore, - . e
“Well, I'm going to chuck it, anyway.” -~
Cf‘ Crooke’s going to. throw up the sponge!” shouted

Tove. :

“A howl of indignation coTae ‘from the St. Jim's
coutingent, a roar of applause for Mumford from
the Grammarians. -

Mumford lifted his heavy head, and shook it. -

got him set!” howled the

at ﬁ,tst: Now there was

like this by a -lout whom everyoue

And

now they saw that a new look had come into his face. Ft.
lips the teeth

gleamed, somehow. Between the thick
gleamed white; under the heavy brows the eyes gleamed
with the light of battle. oy :
Mumford -would never have.given in, never, as long
as he could stand. He might be dull of wit, suiky,
obstinate, & bit off his rocker even; but the fellow. had
grit. In him was the true Britith bulldog. strain, that
never knows when it is beaten. e
And they saw it—friends and . foes alike. Certain
fellows there felt more or less gnilty in the matter of the
parrot, “Even Grundy did ‘mot feel .as: surely and
absolutely right ‘as usual, . b < :
Tz Grw Lisrary.~No. 418,
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There had been little

- like that, seeing that ke is 2 Gwammawian.”
The story of what had originated the .

Where. was; the use of going on w_i{en .

““You'd better slink off, Crooke ! said Toni Merry, with
coutempt. . . ]
Crooke did not feel equal to a retort, But Crooke?
would not forget that. Some day he would have revenge-
for it. ! o
" Crooke put on his blazer over his fioter-shirt, and wenb -
oft, alone, . - T i R
They crowded round Muwmford. . It was diffcult to -
know what to say to such a fellow, but they would have
said something civil and congratulatory 'if they .had
Xknown how to do it. They wanted to show him that
everybody was not really against him, . vk Cwiy
Munford wiped the blood from his face, caressed his
bruises with his fingers, and slowly donned waistcoat and .
coat, still saying no word to anybody. i ¥
Then Mumford looked round, and the lisht of batthe
fzded out of his eyes, and his face grew dull again, The
fight was over, and his mind went back to fhe subject
that seemed to ocoupy it almost continually. * 55
“I want my parrot!” he seid. <1 wish vou chagps<
would give me my parrot back I” .-

" CHAPTER 11, § e
: Good Intentions—and Bad. L

A E must let the chap bave his paxrot Lack.”
said Tom Merry, as they walked back from -
the field of battle after the (rammarians ”
had gone, ~ ’ . i .

“My hat, yes!” I'm almost sorry now we bagged it,”

replied Blake, ; ) ’

“Bai Jove, I fweely admit that I am quite SOWWY,
said D'Arey. “Aftah all, theal must be a good deal i’
a chap wlio sticks to it like Mumford.” R
“ Gussy’s going to take the lout to his bosem,” sco fed -
Lowther. T .
“Don’t be widic! Theal's no question of

nn-_i'ﬂ:giug::

“Whe's going tc take it back:” asked Dighy, . whn '
usnally came pretty directly to the poist. “I'm not on,
I can tell you!” - : ’

“Nor me,” ndded Herries. .
must go.
like it.” ;

“We ghall look pretty cheap.” remarked Manuers,
“Vecause we let Gay and Monk believe that -we knew |
nothing about it,”. - .

“T ruppose the fhing |
I'm sorry abont that, hecause I'd begun to.

that moment.
“The parrot,” replied: Tom Merry.
#Do you mean to say vou felows lave got the-thing:"
Talbot spoke sharply.” Tom Merry answered him With ;
a touch of defiance. . ’ |
“Yes. Have you anything to say against it, Talbe
- “No, Tom. Yes, I have, though! I'm sure neit

“About what?" asked Talbot, coming wp with Nohle 5 °

you nor any of these chaps would have carried it-off 4f

you'd properly realised all that it meant to Mumford.
But I t,hin]k;-. seeing that, it's rather a pity.” .- . -
Tor the second time that day Tom Merry was gz
armed when feeling ready to quarrel. It had been Giay .
ach was able to look at,

point of view, and Tom:

before, now-it was Talbot. ]
things from the other fellow’s !
himself had a measure of the same faculty. When yay.
can do that—even when you are only trying to do e
quarrels are not so easy. . it
“But do you think if does matter all that to {he chap,
Talbot?” asked Blake, E ; o S
“Ido. The fellow's mind isn’t in a mormal stafe. I,
faney something or other must have happened to put it
a trifie off its balance. Of course, I don’t mean that he's .
insane. T haven’s any doubt that he would readily »isk
dis life for the bird, but perfectly sane people have done.,
that for animals before now.” = Yl e £
“If nobody else is weady to take it back, I willit,
volunteered IYArcy, whose sympathy was readily

touched, L5
after what Talbot hag:

“0b, T guess' we're all willing,
said,” Tom Merry answered, s
#Yes,” said Herries-thonghtfully: “It makes TOM S0
things & new way.” - SN P

" And yet Talbot had not‘prea-ghexi. “He had' tr.ue'tﬂl“;;?'

FRIARS HERALD; i* OUT TO-DAYI BUY T}

s



weo-
-

'__Eveév Wédnc‘sdaif.

thelr own generesity to draw the right infercuce from

. what be emid, Talbot knew more of human nature than

these fellows,  He had not lost his caﬁe;city or boyish
enjoyment, hut in the trials and BtmgF through which
be liod passed, something of the heedlessness of boyhood
Lad passed from him, never to return. G o
" They were all willing to face the scorn of the
Grammarians; though, for that matter, it wae not
likely there would be much scorn shown. '
Their intentions were of the best.” Al that was

“needed was that they should carry them into effect.

But that was just where they failed, for when they
trooped into No. 6, neither parrot nor cage was to be

seen,
Theg were badly taken aback.
* What’s it méan?” asked Blake. “The thing was Lere
at ﬁ?:? past twelve. That’s only an hour ago. It's gone

" “My hat, what does the time mattert” returned Herries
crosely. “In an hour it might have been moved a
hundred times. The question is, who's taken it .

“A master or & prefect might have looked in and seen
it," su Noble. “I suppose a parrot wouldn't-be
allowed in the stndies.” . ]

“No. But they wouldn't carry the thing off without
2 word to anybody. What could they do with it Wf they
didr” Tom Merry retutrned. : ;
upon the age of the bird. I believe parrots live to he
centenarians sometimes. This one——""

“Qh, stop rotting, you chump'!” cried Herries. “No
wants thém | -

_“What are we going to do!” asked Talbot, accepting

I
one wants your piffling jokes just now—if auyboedy ever
hiin share of respousibility, like the true chum he was.

“Find out where it's gone. Get it back by explaining .

things, if it really has been taken by a-master ov a

prefect. and then buzz off with it to the Grammar -

School,” answered Tom Merry.

But-the first part-of this fairly full programme had -

not been carried out when the dinner-bell rang.  The
parrot had vanished, cage and all—and -did not secm
to have left a clue of any sort. . B

The parret meanwhile was in Crooke’s study! = -

‘Returning braised and sulky, the cad of the Shell had

crossed the guadrangle without- encountering amybody.
But inside the: Sch‘oo%ﬂouse he van against Mellish.

‘“Hallo, Crooke! Becn in the wars, haven’t you:” said
Mellish with.a suigger.

“Ring off] I'm not so done but that I can girve you a -
hiding, and I will, too, if you aren’t carcful '."‘suapped_

Crooke.. ) 7 0
_“0Oh, I @idn't mean anything. I say, Crooke, you

watit a bit of raw steak for that eye. Shall X'eut along

{o the kitehen and eee if T can get a bit:” |
“Yes, do, and look sharp ahout it ! Crooke snarled.
Mellish was sticking up, he felt sute, for.Crooke never
gave anyone credit for a good-natured motive.

. The sueak of the Fourth came back with a piece of
-raw beef. He found Crooke in his den, contemplating his
face in a small mirror, and locking ae if he didn’t quite

faney if. Other people didun't at ordinary times, but
Crooke did; -
“Here you are, old chap!” said Mellish.
@i that® . .
“That fellow Mumford. Reminds me, you'd better
Yeep out of his gight, He hasn’t forgotten how we pub
kim through.it.”

“I say, who

“Oh, I say, thanks for warnix1g me, Crooke. I sha'n't
. risk anything, you bet.

Of course, you licked him?”"

%Y .shonld have done if he'd fought. decently,”
growled the defeated bully. _ - w
".“Did he foul? But surely the ether chaps wouldn't
stand thati” o e

4 Poul? No, don’t talk rot! Don’t talk at.all unless
you.can tell me some way to get even with the cad and
with our rotters here, who
48 they ought to. If you'll believe e, Mellish, there was
hardly a shout for me all the time, and there must have
Gieen more than a score of them there™ .- . .- .. .
+“TPoo had, Crooke!" said Mellish; and then le lapsed
into -silence-for a -minuté or.4wo.. while.Crooke went on
applying raw beef, and growling like an ill-tempered dog.
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" nervous giggle:

C Tk - - anything’ against Mumford.”
“, “It might make a pigeon-pie,” said Lowther. “Depends. . Yiing o ;

0 don't half back a fellow up
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Before Mellich spoke again, he went to the door, and
made sure that it was shut, Then he began, with 2

“T say, Crooke; T can tell you a Way lo get even with

Mumford, and that gang here, too!” . i B
“Eh? What's that iou’m giving me? Ne rot, Mellish,
| 4

~or I'll warm you up !’

.. “I cam, really, Crooke, That chap’s off his rocker
gﬂjoult lesing kis parrot, they =ay. Well, I know where
it is1” : : : o

© “Wheret”

“In No. 6"

“Oh, rats! What's it doing there®*

“1 don’t know—at least, not for certain. But, as far
as T can make out, Grundy and those fellows collared it
out of Mumford’s den at the Grammar School, and Tom -
Merry and some more of them got it away from them, I
can't understand how, becauce Grundy doesn’t seem -to
kmow: that they've got it.” :

Mellish had been at Lis old game of prying, of course.

“If I get hold of the thing, I'll wring its meck!.
growled Crooke. “Buzz off and fetch it, Mellish ! There's
nobody about just now.” i

“Oh, 1 say, Crooke,{]: can’t do that!
husiness, is- 12 And if you do kill it, there’ll be uo
end of a row. I don’twant to be in that. And I haven't.

- “Haven't you? He says he'll jolly well slay you when

“he catches you alone. If T were you, I'd geb in one on

him first 1” ; ) :
- The statement was a lie. Mumford had not mentioned

* Mellish. Indeed, ho had not spoken twenty words in all.

“Well, I reckon P'll wait till Le does,” answered:
Mellisk, who knew that Crooke was not remarkable for'
truthfulnees. : . :

It was o use appealing to the sneak's spite against
Blake & Co. or the Terrible Three. Mellish had plenty
o]E fa_a};lts, but he was not really spiteful. So Crooke tried
threats. - . : % .

- Melligh resisted at first, but when Crooke took him by
the back'of the neck and squeezed hard he gave way, a3’
dhe cad of the Shell had hoped he would. .

“Tll go!” he said. Ol stop it, Crooke—stop it! I'll
go! ‘Bul you must come and keep cave.” o "

There was little need for that.” They did not meet
anyone in either corridor. Within two minutes, parrot
and cage had been transferred to Crookes den. -

*“ But what about the other chaps?” asked Mellish, who
knew that Crocke was not on very good terms with-
either ‘of the fellows who shared his study.

“Don’t you worry abut them. They come in here to
prep, because they have to,” answered Crooke. © But
they nearly always bave tea in onc of the other dens, and
hardly ever put their ugly noses in here except in the
cvening. The bird ‘will%)e a deader before they seo it.
And that cad Mumford will never se¢ it again.” =~ -

“Nevakmoah !"” epoke the parrof. ) .

“Why, that was D’Arey!” éaid Mellish, looking. round
at the closed door in alarm. - :

“No, it' wasn’t, ass! It was this giddy bird mockin
him! Talk some more, you beast! You may as well,
hecause you won't have much longer to talk m!*

And, to encourage the parrot’s conversational powers,
Crooke thrust a ruler between the wires and stirred it
up ou ite perch, :

“What a face!” said the parrot. :

Crooke was furious. For the remark was a pointed one
under the circumstances, and the fact that it scemed to
be in Mumford’s voice made it all the more galling. -
31 Hs pulled open thé door of the cage, and thrust im his

and. :
The 'Ear_ru_f; pecked vicionsly. =
The hand wap withdrawn in laste.
. “Yarooh! Yook what the brute’s dome!” ecried
Crooke, , .
Mellish had dificulty in choking down a giggle.

“I say, I shouldn't kill it, though,” he said. . = -
“1 wonld—if I could see any way of getting at it

“without having holes jabbed in me. Ok, I've got it!”

. Ciqoke made a Joop in a piece of string, and, dangling

it _thromgh the wires, tried to catch.-thc parrot’s necs
with it. o i E
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“Tll hang the rotien thing!" ‘he said, grinning
cruelly. . )
“Oh, Isay, don’t, Crooke! I'm sorry I said anything
- about it It seems a shame to kill it! Almost like
like murder!” pleaded Mellish. . S
“Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten e¢how! How's your poor
feet?” oried the parrot, hopping about on its perch.
. “Oh, hang the rotten bird! I can’t catch it " snarled
Crooke, “Hold still, won't you?”
But the parrot refused to hold still.
“Btrafe Lathom! What a rotter!” it called, running
to and fro quickly on its perch. *What a- face!”
Crooke threw down the string, and flang the cloth
over the eage, for he heard footsteps in the corridor.
" “You can take it from me that the execntion’s only
postponed, though,” he said grimly. 5
And Percy Mellish did not feel at all happy er pleased
with himself as he slnnk out. -

M . . CHAPTER 12,
Sl Trouble for Crocke,
™~ ROOKE chanced to have an urgent “and
uncxpected ecngagement after classes that
afternoon, ‘ .

Tt came through a slight difference of opinion
* with Mr. Liuton; the master of the Shell, as to the use

of ink.

Crooke’s view appeared to he that a clean collar was
improved by black spots. The collar was not his own,
of course. It belonged to Skimpole—whick is n fact
worth noting in conmection with its being clean. For
Skimmy’s collars weve never clean Iong.

Mr. Linton did not eee the inking of the collar. But
he was dissatisfied with hoth the quantity and the
uality of an essay on “Sea Power,” at which Crooke was
supposed to have been working; and, chancing to notice
the collar, he made inquiries, evidently directed at
Crooke, who sat immediate‘_v behind the inventive genius,

Others had seen the deed dome, so Crooke conld not
deny it.

Consequence—a spell in detention; otherwize, the
urgent engagement before referred to.

The cad of the Shell was on pins and needles during

the whole hour spent in the detention-room.

He had hidden the parrotin its cage as well as he
counld, but anyone searching for it in good earnest would
almost certainly find it.  And he drended that. He was
hali sorry mow he had interfered with the thing.

The other fellows would he down npon him for his
malice _against Mumford. They would say that be
couldn’t take a licking decently. )

The best thing to do, Crooke resolved, would he to kill
the parrot aud bury the body, and then take the cage
back by night to No. 6.

When he gob out of detention at last he hurried off,
Ko sooner had he opeaed the study door than the parrot's
voice was heard.

f"‘IStrafe_ St. Jim's! Rotten show! Strafe Lathom " it
said.. s

“It will be © Strafe Polly* presently!” said Crooke
viciously. “And after that I guess all-the © strafing
will dry up!? y

But when it came to killing the parrot Crooke funked
it—in a double sense. For he was afraid of the creature’s

eak, and he also feared the chance of someone’s coming
in and catching him in the act,

So Crooke put it off. After all, it would be better uot
to do the deed until he conld be pretty sure of getting
vid of the eorpse at once. .

Pity Mellish knew about it! If it had mot heen for
that, Crooke would have strangled the parrof and left it
inside the cage in No. G, . T

-Buf Mellish. was not to De trusted a yard. Even as it
was, he might let on,

‘Not for a long time had Crooke thought so hard. But
all his thinking only mads his head ache. If. failed to
get him any forwarder, L s
- The parrot seemed to have dozed off. Tt did not say
-a word during ter, and the other fellows, who were there
for omce in a way, failed to twig its presence in the
room,

‘Tde Gy Lasrary.—No. 418,

Prep!

For half an kowr of prep zothjug happened. Crooke ™
failed to make mmch headway with his Greek. Crooke

was not great on Greek at the best of times, and tvhe
dread that at any moment the parrot might reveal its
presence kept his mind off bis task.

““Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten show!” :

Crooke started, and his hattered face went crimson.

“You are a rotter, Crooke!” said ome of the other
fellows. “8o it was you that stole the parrot from
Blake’s den!”

By this time eversbody in the Shell and the Upper ’

Fourth Enew about the parrot.

“That's a lie!” retorted Crooke.
vo business of yours !” .

“It’s not much odds!” retorted Marden. ©Yon'll have
to hand it over again.”

“Oh, shall I?” snarled Crooke.

The sound of footsteps came from the corridor, and
talk ceased. It might be a prefect outside, or even a
master, though )Ig; Railton  had little taste for
promenading the corridors during prep. :

But, as it chanced, Mr, Railton was not in charge of
the School House that evening., "He had been called up
to town suddenly, and Mr. Lathom, the Fourth-Form
master, was acting for him. ¥t was Mr. Lathoni, one of.
the strictest of disciplinarians, who was now pacing the,
corridors. . ’

“Strafe St. Jim's! Rotten show! Nevahmoal!” said
the parrot, -

The footsteps pansed.

Crooke got wp in a hurry, and tipteed to the place
where he had concealed the cage. ’

‘“ Strafe—" y

“Shut up, you brute, or I'll wring vour mneck!™
muttered Crooke vengefully.'

“No, you won’t!” said %urden.

“Btrafe Lathom! Strafe Lathom' Strafe Lathom!
Strafe Lathom !” cried the parrot, in his londest tones.

The door opened, and the Form-master appeared. His
face was a_storm-signal,

“What does this means” he demanded angrily.

XNo one answered. Crooke.stood still with his back
turned. The other two looked at one auother.

-“Do_you hear me* Which of you was guilty of that
gross insult to me—the grosser because of the language
in which it was couched” .

Still no answer, * - -

These boys did not belong to Mr, Lathom’s Form. But
he knew a good deal about them, for he and Mr. Linton,
the Shell Form-master, were very friendly, and, being
also very keen on their work, often talked to each other
of their pupils, -

“Was it you, Marden®” Mr. Lathom asked sharply,
knowing what answer to expect.

. “No, sir,”

Marden met the master's eyes frankly, and spoke
respectfully, in level tomes that seemed to suggest his
thinking it no business of his. But, of course, Mr;
Lathom did not expect anyone there to turn informer,

i \ﬁhy do you keep your back to me, Crooke? Turn this
way !

Crooke obeyed with great unwillinguess. 3

“Ab, you have heen fighting, I see. Bat never mind
that now. Was it you who spoke those insulting words™"

““No, sir; of course it wasn't.”

“Was it you, Carters”

“Strafe £t Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe Lathom '™
cried the parvot, with a sudden access of energy.

The volce came from somewhers inside the room, yet
most certainly it came from none of the three boys. "

For a few seconds Mr. Lathom was completely non-
plussed. Then ke noted the fact that Crooke had turned
again, and, probably without realising in his nervous-
uess that he was giving the show away, was gazing. at
a certain corner, -

Next moment the Form-master had the ring of the cage
in his hard, and had swung the thing up on to tﬁe
table. The parrot made a savage peck at his fingers;
and managed to inflict a nasty seratch.

Mr, Lathom dropped the ring, and stood before the

“And, anyway, it's
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eage, stooping to examine the bird more closely. He
looked very angry indeed.

“What a face!” said the parrot.
feet?”

““Whose property is this abominable bird?*

No one answered. The bird did not belong to anyone
there, and most certainly no one there was anxious to
la;r claim to it.

“Strafe Lathom !” said the parrot.

“Bomeone must have taught it to say that!” snapped
the master.

It was queer, too. He saw that at once. These boys
were not in his Form. If it bad been “Strafe Linton!”
ke would have understood better. .

But such fellows as Crooke come into collision with
most masters at some time or another, and Mr, Lathom
had had oceasion to drop upoen Crooke. .

“Whose bird is this? Mr, Lathom asked, fixing Crooke
with an eagle eye.

“Tt—it—it don’t—I mean-—it’s not really—it doesn’t
belong to any of us, sir !”

“0Oh! You have merely borrowed it in order fo teach
it vulgar abuse, I apprehend?”

“Nun-no, sir! I didn't teach it that!” s

“Has anybody here except Crooke auy resgons:inhty

“How’s your poor

for the presence of this objectionable bhird in the study?”

asked Mr. Lathom.

“No, siv,” answered the other two together,

“Comeé with me, Crooke !

The cad of the Shell cast a baleful glance at Marden
as he followed Mr. Lathom out. It was difficult to see
how the trouble into which Crooke had got was in any
way Marden’s fault; but logic was scarcely one of
Crooke’s strong points.

As soon as he had gone Marden slipped out, and went
to No. 1 Study. It seemed to him that the fellows there
ought to know.

“The parrot’s in our den, Merry!” he said.

“What " asked Tom Merry, scarcely believing his ears.

“Oh, I didn’t take the thing there, if that’s what you
mean. Crooke seems to have eloped with it,” answered
Marden. .

“My hat! I guess I shall have to talk to Crooke,”
said Tom Merry, looking decidedly warlike.

“I shouldn't do that sort of thing during prep, if I
were you,” replied Marden. “I'd only just found out
when Lathom came along, and the bird yelled © Strafe
Lathom!” Naturally, he looked in to make ingquiries,
He:has now gone off with Crooke, and I thought I'd
see what- you fellows mean to do about the bird.”

:The Terrible Three grinuned. They had no sympathy
with Crooke in his trouble. g

“It’s hardiy our business, is it?” said Tom Merry.
“Inquire at No. 6 in the next corridor.”

“No, thanks! Lathom will be back directly, I fancy,
and I'm not risking long journeys. Perhaps it would
he as well if you let Crooke take all the blame. He
deserves if, for bagging the thing. But if you do that,
yow’ll have to risk what may happen to it.”

“Right-ho! Nothing mucﬁ is going to happen while
you're there,” answered Tom Merry.

¥ A1l very well to shove it on to me !” said Marden, with
a laugh, ~ “I don’t mind so very much. But I can't
guarantee to hang on to the thing if Lathom takes a
fancy to it.”

“Jolly likely,-after the way it's got his mad out—J don’t
think " replied Manners. :

Marden went off, Crooke had not returmed. But
Grundy had come in, :

_‘“8o it was Crooke whe played that low dodge on me!"”
he growled. 5

“What dodget” asked Marden.
““Never you mind! F'm-waiting for Crooke, that's all.”

-“%You're welcome,” Marden replied, and sat down to

kis prep again.
. Evidently Grundy thought that the parrot had passed
straight from the Grammar. School {o Crooke’s study.
Marden did not consider that it was up to him to explain.
Cfooke was mot in danger of getting more than lhe
desérved, though it was quite likely he would get move
than he wanted. \
Crooke camé in, Lis handy pressed under Lis armpits.
“Put your fists up " roared E‘-rundy. :
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“What for?” demanded Crooke,
chuck it, Grundy!*

“Because I tel{ you to ! .

It scarcely seemed a sufficient reason. On the othey
hand, Grundy’s attitude made the putting up of Crooke’s
iists appear a very necessary measure in Crooke’s own
interests.

But Crooke was slow, and Grundy had mo patience.
He gave Crooke’s face a stinging slap.

Then they piled in. The caning and that slap seem:
to have warmed Crooke up., He tackled Grundy wi
far more resolution than he had tackled Mumford,

Proceedings had reached a stage at which the two werd
rollitg together on the floor, and Grundy was complaine
ing that Crooke had tried to bite his ear—which was noff
true, though he believed it—when Kildare looked in.

“Mr. Lathom’s been comglaining about the row in
this corridor,” he said. “I seem to have located the
storm centre. Come with me, you two!” ;

“Fine chance for Grundy to fight a prefect, like he

"il‘ere, T'say—= O,

says he did at his old school,” remarked Carter, as the -

door closed behind the three. o . :
But Grundy had sense enough to recogui‘se EKildaré 29,

above his fighting weight, and if he did not take hig

dose meekly, he took it without struggling, - '

_CHAPTER 13.
in the Dead of Night.

§ '} 7 HEN Blake came in after prep, with Herries,
Dighby, and D'Arey at his heels, Crooke said
nothing. He sat at the table, with his elbows
upon it, and his head in his hands.

Muwmford,  Mr. LathomfB0L Anrfy, and Kildare, had
among them given Crooke all’ the ‘trouble he had amy
use for. If the parrot had really helonged to him, he
would scarcely have raised a finger to prevent its going:

“You are weally a most wotten cad, Cwooke'” said
Arthur Augustus. : : .

Crooke merely groaned. =~ - :

The four departed. Herries went along to No. 1
Study on the Shell corridor. -

“We've got the parrot back,” he anmounced.

“Yon're welcome to it,” said Tom Merry, grinning,

“You can have it here if you like.”

“No, thanks. We wouldn't deprive you fellows.”

“It’s your turn, anyhow.” i

“But we're mnot standing on our rights,”
Lowther.

“I say, though, don’t bé rotters! Remember, Lathomr’s
our Form-master, and if he finds the bird in our den
there’'ll be ructions. He’ll think we tanght it to say
‘Strafe Lathom !’ ” .

“Well, didn’t yout” asked Manmners.”

“No. At least, I suppose we did, in a way. Though
of course we didn’t. mean to. But that only makes it
&ll the worse, because we can’t deny it.”

“We don’t want the thing,” said Tom Merry. “T
don’t believe it's a parrot at all. It's a—what do they
call the birds that come before a storm, Monty:” '

“Stormy petrels, you mean.”

“See here, if you won’t take it in we're going té
ask Talbot to,” Herries said. :

“Rot!. It ism’t fair to drag old Talbot into the
bizney !” '

“Just as fair as for you chaps, who were in it as
deep as we were, to try to shirk your share!” retorted
Herries. '

“Something in that. Oh, bring the thing along!”

Herries wasted no time. He was back with the parrot
within three minutes. .

“It’s no great odds,” said Tom Merry, whea he had
gone, “ We'll take the beastly bird back to-morrow, and
there will be an end of it.” '

“Nevahmoah!” spoke the parrot,

“What's he mean?” asked Mauners, staring at him in
a fascinated way. . ;

“That ‘cllere‘llY never more be an end of it,” answered
Lowther,

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. “He doesh’t mean anything
at all, any more than a giddy gramophone does.” .

But, whether the parret was capable of meaning or
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Nok; certainly- there was -to-be no such easy end to it as.

tﬁ;_jl'l hoped. 3 ) .
‘he parrot was 4 burden upen the xminds of a1l those
who-had shared in its kidnapping

. Wilkins and Gunn admit
they hadn’t had anything to do with it. Grundy only
growled, but it was evident he shared their views. The
Terrible Three had not told Grundy yet of the part that
they had-played, so hp still supposed that Crooke was
‘oue of the two mysterious figures who had helped to pull
Wm out of the water. He felt no gratitude to Crooke
for-that, however. In fact; that was not the way in
which he thougllt of the affair, and if he had told the
story he would very likely have represented himself as
getting out by his own unaided efferts, even if he had

. réferred to the butt at all,

A3 for Crooke, he felt that kind of Temorse which
consists in bitter sorrow for punishment received!”

J yet he had suffered heavily, while others

mone -scot-free. . .

manke did not go far enough back. But for him
. 't have been carried inside the walls

o

7 ‘& chief aggressor in the wanton
covoked attack Wpon Mumford.

Mumford had taught the parrot to -Sﬂ}' “ Btrafe
St. Jim’s ! because of thaf attack,
“And the Terrible Three and their chums of the Fourth

had been mored to the seizure of the parrot by the insult
10t to mentioh the havoe made by the

hair, - i
T - House that Jack Built.”
_eon o= "tory there was guite a lot
v Pt sole Blake and his chins
D w eaken in the kideapping, but

with the brok.
P It was al? .
In the F.
of -talk abon:
Adnditted the b

. Mellish had notmng to say. .

The talk died away after a time, and wmost of them
slopt.  But Arthur Augustus lay awake quite a long
time, worrying.

_Gussy’s tender heart was troubled by fear that

* Mumford’s parrot might mot get enough to'eat.

The Terrible Three had very likely forgotten all abont
feeding it, and-the poor creature would be suffering all
the pangs of hunger.

There was a cocoanut in No. 6. It belonged to Herries,

but that was a minor detail. " 1’Arcy was so certain that
Herries -would not grudge it to the parrot that he did
not consider it at- al worth while to wake his chum in
order to ask him about it, e B
. He got up, put on a dressing-gown over his pyjamas,
gtuck his feet into slippers, and stole out ‘of the
dormitory. . ‘

All was guiet—so guict that it gave Gussy a queer,
shivery. feeling. -It was curious- to think of all those
fellows asleep behind the closed doors, and himself
perhaps the only one awake in all the House. The swell

© of the Fourth bLegan to feel quite poetieal mbomt it,

but that did not make him feel quite comfortable,
The familiar study did not look itself in the flickering

- light of a match. “There were dim corners in it that

might hold all sorts of things. Herries’ footer boets gave
tho adventurer quite a shock. They were rather iarﬁe
boots, but it was not their size that shocked Gussy.. He

topk them for—well, he didn’t quite know what he did

take them for. All he knew was that he was very much
teligved when he discovered what they actually were.

. “1 must tell Hewwies not to be so vewy caahless in the
mannalk in which hé leaves his clobbah about,” said

D’Arcy to himself, as he lit a bicycle-lamp; and his voice -

eounded so hollow that it fairly made him jump.
But Herries had not been so corveless with the
¢oeoanut, it seemed. . :
The cocoanut wasn't in the hamper. In fact, there was
nothing in the hamper but straw .and sawdust’ and
wrappimg-paper,. The goed things they had served to
pack ‘were-gone “like the snowg of yesteryear.” °.
. And. the  cocoanit wasn’t in the cuphoard. There
wasi't much elsein the cupboard, either. T
Eureka! F .
D’Arey had picked up a cap from the mantelshelf,

. The cocoanut was under it..
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d fr‘ank!y that they wished-

He had had nothing te do with bringing the parrot’
to8t. Jim's, and yet b

He turned the milk from the cocoammt.into a glass,
and then looked round for something wherewith to hreak
the shell quietly. :

“If T wap Hewwies’ eap all wound it, and then knock

it with a hammab—yaas, that might do the twick.”
. The hammer was found. The cocornut was wrapned up
in the cap. D’Arcy struck. ' ’

**Oh, confound it all!
thing on the flooak !”

-The blow had causéd two inkpots to tumble over, One
of them had spilt its contents all down D’Arcy’s dressing-
gown, and the ink from the other was soaking Herries®
cap.

Gussy put the nut on the floor, and was prenaring to
deliver a second blow, when a voice from the dodr aaid :

“Hallo! I thought all that row came from here *

“Is that you, Gwunday:"” :

For it was the great George Alired who had

“Of course it is, you idiot!” .

Arthur Augustus’let the insult pass, He had mever
before been so pleased to see Grundy. -

“Did it weally make a wow?” -
“Row enough to wake the
What are you up to, chnmp?” i

:Only getting something for the parrot th eat.”

. “The parrot, do you say? What's the thing got to dn
with ;ron? I've been to Crooke’s den, but it's not there.”

“What do you want it for, Gwunday>”

“Oh, I dunno! I think p’r’aps that chap Mnmferd
ought to have it back. . Whete is it
. “In Tom Mewwy’s studay.”

O ¢ But—but——"" - ) :

“You see, Gwunday, it wasn't Cwooke wiho collahed it
fwom youah lot at-the Gwammah-School, It was us.”
“Yon mean——" 5y

“Tom Mewwy and Lowthah and Maonahs and we
fouah.” -

““Oh, the rvotters! T suspected Merry at one time,
but—— Ob, what rotters vou are!”

“Wing off, Gwunday! T don’t see thal we were aay
biggah wotters than you.”

“Something in that, pr'aps,” answered Grundy.
“ Anyway, it was decent of you to come down and get
stuff to feed the thing. Dees Merrs want to starve it?”

“No, of course not! But I wa: afwaid it might he
hungwy.” . ;i
" “You won’t break that nut on the table—not witheut
making an ‘awful row.”

“No, Gwunday; but I have just thought of ancthah
way. Suppose we put it in the dooah and squezzed it:”
C“H'm! Yes, that might do. T'll help.”

“You hold thé nut while I push the deoah, then.”

appeared,

Perhaps Grundy was climsy, or perhaps D’Arcy =is,

or perhaps both of them were. .

Anyway, it was not the nut that got squeczed: ir was
George Alfred Grundy’s fingers.

“Yaroooh! Oh, you frightful idiot!” howled Grundy.

The cocoanut dropped, and clattered down tha
corridor.

* Now you have weally woke up the House, Gwunday!”
said D’Arcy, in alarm. .

For there came the sound of someone moving in tha

darkness beyond the door.
CHAPTER 14.
: To Get.Back His Parrot!
~ RUNDY stifled the caustic comment on D’'Arcy’s
“‘clumsiness which he had been abent to muka,
That would keep: .

k © - Put- thet lamp ont ” he hissed, and DAxcy
instantly obeved.’ : T

They stood still and waited. . )

It did not seem that the whole house had been aroussd,
after ‘all. Someone was moving in the corridor; bat it
there had.been’a general alatm; n rush of feet wonid
have followed. Co
" And there was mno rush of feet; only the sound of
someone approaching slowly, cautiously, as if unfamilist
with the ground traversed. a -

“It's a burglat, I do believe !” whispered Grundy, ~

£ VWhat had we bettah do, Gwunday:” s
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reply was being dragged out.of him,. -

¥ Collar the beggar, sit on him, and shout like blazes!”
-In pursuance with this plan of campaign, Grundy
ope:ieuiJ the door more widely. i .

| Arthur Angustus thrilled with exeitement. He was
game for anything, as Grutidy evidently recogrised. -

_ It did not oconr to either that this was a queer sorb
of burglar—this unknown person who felt his way along
as if he were lost, : &

“Now!” ) ) ) "
. Grundy gave the word, D’Arcy obeyed. They rushe
upon thg‘g?xppo'sed hur%a;; they g'r?ppe‘d him in the
darkness; they dragged him down. :

He struggled, buf scarcely with the force D’Arey had
expedted. %he swell of the Fourth began to think that
this was rather an undersized burglar. He had always
imagined burglars as big, powerful fellows, ; .

D’Arcy said nothing. The burglar said nothing. He
only groaned. Bub Gruandy, by no means inclined to
delay for an wnnecessary moment the recogmition by St.
Jim’s of his ability as a burglar-catcher, gave out & yell
“that might have aroused the-Seven Sleepers of Ephesus.

“Hi! Wake up, everyhody! Burglars! "Murder!
Thieves! Fire! Wakeup!” Y .

£ Strafe St. Jim’s! Roiten show!” came a distant
voiee from somewkere along-the Shell corridor.

The supposed burglar wriggled hard, and muttered

something that sounded like “my parrot!” Though it
was not until later that D’Arcy realised what the words
‘were, and as for Grundy, he was making far too umich
noise to hear them.

Now came the rush of feet. z .

First to arrive on the scene were the Terrible Three
and Talhof, - -
~*«Crowding behind them came Jack Blake, Herrics,
Digby, Levison, Mellish, Clifton Dane, Glyn, Noble,
Railly, Kerruish, Lumley-Iumley, Wilkins, Gunn, and
the rest of the Fourth and the Shell in tho School Houee.
Their dormitories were nearer. But soon the senicrs
bégan to push through the Lorde:. - - - )
*“Bhow a light, somebody,!” ordered Kildare. “Let’s
se¢ what these two have really captured!” .
 Thefe were many lights shown already. But Grundy
‘and D'Arcy were sitting on their captive so effcetively
that is was impossible to see what he was like.

“Strafe St. Jim’s! Rotten show! How’s your poor
feetd” sounded the voice of the parrot in the distance.

£ Get up, you fellows! You'll smother the chap " gaid.

Kildare. - - i

“Suppose he makes a wush at us with a wevolvah?”
suggested Arthur Augustus, i L

“T'Il smash his face if he does!” growled Grundy,
gefting up. : - .

But their captive did not make a rush with a revolver,
Ihe: sat up with some difficulty, being nearly squashed,
and revealed to everybcdy the heavy face of Mumford!

“Whe's this?” asked Kildare, who did not know him,
‘But saw that he was a mere boy, and decently dressed.

“It's a_chap from the Grammar School-Mumford’s
418 name,” answéred Tom Merry, -in response to several
nudges, which secmed to suggest that ke was expected
to be spokesman. .

“And what’s the chap from the Grammar School,
Mumford by name, doing here: in the dead of might®’
asked Kildare, looking down at the intruder.

“Come for my parrot !” mumbled Mumford.

- “What? Speak up, can’t you? Come for——"

“Btrafe St. Jim’s! Rotten show! Strafe Lathom!'”
called the parrot. : ’

. At this moment Mr. Lathom appeared. ; :

A few words from Kildare, helped.out by Tom Merry
and Arthur Augustus, enlightemed him as to .the
wituation.

: ;]-;“f..fﬂ_eally, my hoy,” he said, 1‘e'ga.'rdiug Mumnford with
e

55 sternmess thansthey expected, “you must know

“that t-]’:’is sort of thing won’t do at alll’ How did. you

t in ¥ 3

“ QOver ‘the wall, and {hrough.a window I” replied Mum-
ford. . His eyes were on the master’s face, and it seemed
as though he eaw something there that melted his
stubbornness, for he answered at once,-and not as if a
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“But you might have heen takenm for a ‘hurglar!
You were actually taken for one, I gather? Did you not
think of that rigk?” -

“I.wanted my parrot !’ answered Mumford. And how
many there seemed to discern in the plea a note of pathos,
where hefore they had seem nothing but tho obstinacy
of 2 fellow “a bit off his rocker !”

““Well, well, you shall have it!” answered Mr. Lathom.
“Go and fetch the wretch—the parrot, one of you!”

Herries went. He came with the cage dangling from
his hand, and the parret inside ruffing his feathers, and
sereaming, “Strafe St. Jim’s!” )

“I'll se¢ him back, if you like, sir,” said Kildare. -

“I think you had better. We will postpone further
cousideration of this mysterious affair till to-moirow,”
arswered Mr. Lathom, “But*—he turned to Mumford
—"“do mnot be afraid that you will incur heavy punish- -
went, my boy! T will see that you do mot!” “.35° -

“I don't mind much, sir; I've got my parret ™ Miim
ford answered, and once again his face gleamed ag.
had seen it gleam after the Aght with Crooke. o

Just as he was going—Eildare having finish”
in haste—Tom Merry stepped forward. - Teég, ~~  a%
thinking ahout Mr. Lathom; had a]most.‘f.oigt\ i )%o
master was there, et o gl

“1 want to say, for all of us who were mixed up-i
this, Mumford, that we're sorry. We didn’t kiow hew
much yowd mind, or we shouldn’t have done it. Andwe
kaven't hurt the parret. He's no end Lleyer, and we
like him !” ' ~ i kS

“He's a good parrot; but he's mige .\ gy Mumiord,
very distinetly. FrONERTI

*Will you shake hands®” yogte perg®

Oue moment Mumford FesiGaletis. ¢ +zcirvansferred
the cage from his right hand to L. . r7ond held the
right out to Tom Merry, el

Then, one by one, they came forward--Jack Blake,
D’Arcy, G‘ri‘um{jr, Manners, Lowther, Dighy, Herriés,
Wilkins, Gunn—all who had had act or part in the kid-
napping. Not Crooke; lut then be had-net sharved in
the original énterprise; and, dnyway, he was still in bed
in the §hel§ dormitory. A
- They all shook Mands with Mumford. And, to every-
one's surprise, the fellow actually smiled. . -~

When he had gene, under Kildares convoy, Mr, Lathom
locked at those who had confessed their guilt. His look
was less severe than they would have espected; hut,

perhaps, that was becanse they had confessed. ;

“I have a sbor{t{'o tell you, boys,” he said. “Oune that
I .only heard after you had gome to bed, when oue of
the Grammar School masters looked in to smoke a pipe
with me. It concerns a parrot.” - '

He told the story, while they listened with hated-
breath, ) §

The story of an English oy living in Belgium at the
time when the German hordes overran’ that land of .
heroes; of his father, shot for refysing to give informa-
tion to the German leader; -of his other, dead of =
hroken heart. within an hour; of the .boy’s coming to
England, to unknown relations, a sulky, cowed refugee,
with ‘the patrot as sele thing left to him out.of what
had once been home!

“His brain is = little affected, I fear!” said Mr.
Lathom, and when he paused in speaking one might
have heard a pin drop. = “But he will get over that in
time. Do you wonder that he clings to the parrot, that
]Li; aifecltimi.for the bird has become almost like a mania?
[ don't!”. 5 : S

And they didu’t, either. e & v

.They felt ashamed of themselves as they went back to
bed, and they owned it. ;i .

S But we'll make it up to old Mumford. some day!”
said Jack Blake. o ..

That, however, might not be so easy. Meanwhile,
Mumford had his parrot, and was contenf. Whether the
Grammar School maseot would carry the school to vietory
when they met 8t: Jim’s again remained to be seen.

) . . IHE EXD. '
- (Next week's grand, long -complete story of the
Chums of St. Jim's s entitled, " THE STUDY
in Clifford ) ‘
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND

- NEW SERIAL STORY.

The 0-péni-ng Chaptéfé of a Magnificent

New Adventure Story.

By VICTOR CROMWELL.

; ] The First Iastalment. :
REGGIE WHITE, an orphay, is bofriended by MR,
THOXNY DELL, a millionaire film-produeer, and Eiven
4 position as actor in his oompany. BN

* Among others in the comapany, Regeic makes the acqu

ance of RICHARD YURNEY, a boy whom e lik
" HUBERT NIXON; a snobbish youth, whom he dislikes; and

WILLIE BURR, d jovial, fat Loy, :

. A scene 33 being filmed in an old mansion, when suddent

an_escaped conviet dashes from & secret vecess in the wall,
followed by & policetaan and a detective, . B

Roggie, wholias met the escaped. man befere, and is cortain
of his'innocence, flarns the door in the face of his puarsners,

i (Now read ony) - -

A 3 -

The Hiding-Place. .

When Charles Rickfield, the escaped conviet, darted out of
tho room, ‘and ch!gio managed to close the door before the
two policemen could follow him, there began & scenc of a

hat noisy and turbulent nature. :
- The plain-clothes man and the officer in uniform were
dashing for thé door, having picked themselres ug) froum
tgmf_r' tumbles, when Mr. Dell suddenly thrust himself- hefore
them. = L

“I] would like to know what this means!” he
siernly, ;

“Don't hinder met! T représent tho law, and T—" began
the man in plain clothes. .

.. But My, Dell was boiling over with anger.

demanded

" "I don't care if you reprasent the man in.the moon!” ba

into my
mind to
din your

shouted. - “What right have you to come smashi
camere, and intruding in this house! I've a
Ip;ifvu you the biggest hiding that you ever
ife t” : .
wo t0uk of my way!™ erded the plain-clothes man
convict is escaping 1" : i
i.-He madé the groat mistake of assaulting Mr, Dell. and
found himseli snddenly hurled back across the. room by a
- thrust thut was more a picee-of Jin-jilsu fh.an a blow, .
“But the policeman scired the opportunity, and fed from
the room, mn‘ng deftly got to the door.” After that M
Tus Gey Lisrany.--No. 418, ., . 2

N> 13 “THE ¢

“The

Deii raade na of

fulivwing s
a3 they

but the two In t
parted, : : Y
Great swaz the hue and ery. The ig hewe,

#-Z:ere, and cverywhere, but it led to
cluthes man came back fo the house,
:1 ehall want vour name and addross.” he

4 che plalic.

And 1 shafl want yours,” roplied the millionaire. * And
T warn you that only ‘a full nndp amnple apology will peoyent
mé from taking action that will astonish Fouw'" =

This was a poser for the plain-clothes man.
been threatened with “astonishivert " beford, .and in his
cooler mcments ho was whle fo soe that M. Dell was arn
m_lgorlam‘: mat, nnd not exactly the Kind of person to-he
trifled with,  This impression was strengthencd when™ Le
Iearned Mr. Dell's name. .
“My pame is Detective Hooker, of

e had never

] Seotland Vard” he
expiained, more meekly, “and-you must be aware that it s
rather a masty one inthe cys fo nearly catch an escaped
conviet after weeks of tracing, and have the g fooled a%
the last morsent,” f )

Tony Dell always et repenitance wneie than hnli-way. He
saw that the detective, thongh hot-temoered and impulsive,
was greatly upset at having put himsclf in the wrong by his
violent metion, and that he was naturally a rather proiable
sort of man. If tho ease was as Hookie statadd iy, then there
veaily was'a good cause for his BRBOYATCE,

b ¥ “But how on earth was

S
g

m very sorry,” said Teny Dell,

I to know ?™ | i

The two then setiled down to_a discussion of the affaie,
that was interrupted by Silas Shock,

e all right, Mr. Dell,” he said; “and the

The caméra is
film, too, -1 'thought that you'd like to know that I ¢hink I're

. got the scone of the  wall suddenly. opening, and those three

gentlemen coming through: bui, of cowrse, I can have
aothing after the camera was. krovked over. All the same, it
ought to be rather n_good dittle bit, and if it dovelops alt
right, I think yon might work it o, .
. -Reggie heard this, as he was standing near ot the moment,
but be did not wait for the reply. Ho-had an idea that ho
would liké to convict-hunting ‘on his ‘own account, pot, of
courat, with the idea of harming Mr. RickAeld, bit Tather
of nssisting him.

i Lo Mr, Dell,

*

Y
= 4
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““What's rls.g L 3.can voig.. Regyie turnea mu.d and saw Mr, Dul, the millionare, Standiag pealnd n.m.
.d convict withirew inio the saelter of the bunk.
the Mman' the po.ice are nfm 7' said Mr, Dell, pointing to the bunk. ™

[ As M, Dell entered the caravan the escap

‘ I sagpose that's
{see page 26.)

‘(And 1 th:n!c I ought to go over and see tha professor,”
-he decided. *He may not know what hes happened, and
niay fwe i!;l'u:drzl-xow away if he comes over” bero with his: usua!
ood,

'\hbh this idea in his’ mmd he made his way to the caravan
in which be slept, inten d.'lg to get his ca] He found the
rgqu%rvd a.rtzcle, and was just leaving when 0 heurd a vmcc 3

He Iooked around him. The caravan cars had been g cmlly
Zxeconstructed inside, having fixed berths around the top
and movable ones heneath. These higher berths were very
('Jpse to the roof, and allowed very

Tt was almost an impossibility to sleep with one’s
nées dra\]m ll(lpd )
sifeggio Jooked up.

%:4_ of tue veribs had an ocoupant, who was Iookmg out.
1t was Charles. Rickfield, the escaped conviet.

. “I knew you in, a momeni: ? he said. . “Two or three
others have been in' here, aind cach one has been a dis-
appointment to me. I waa hoping that you would come, and
aaw.you have done so I feel as if I am m luck’s way.” , .
hese words were o relief to Reggie. They set his mind

%g rest about one point that had been trnublmg him, -

1 say,” he blurted out quite frankly, “it is. awfully
ef you to be so unsuspicious. ‘Do yau know, I have

ood
cen

_,wqrnymg moro than enough, wondermg if you thought that

J.night have givén you away.'

'ﬁ.«kﬁel] seemed stﬁ"p; ised. :

‘Such an_idea. never ontored my head for a. fapment,”

i aaid, ' What makes you think it?”

“w\Well, it must have seemed. rather stéan replied

R@ggte. ‘“that you should he safe there all &:0 time " till
4. tell me yum- aecmt and that then tbe police should

-‘ top.on. yout et ©

U Well, X dldn"t tth 1t, and I don b think it,” s;ud Rlc!:-

“THE STUDY WREGKERS

3#:‘-.1 ! %

waumaqpﬂ;

little space to the .

field with emphasis. *You are a straight young fellow, and
I would {rust your promise anywhere. At =il events, I
wa.nt to trust you now, if von will let me. ¥You know as
well as I do tﬁnt you have only to go outside and shout,
and you could settle my fate.”

It~was then that Reggie understood how much conﬁdenco i )

the ex-convjct had in him.
hat can I do for you?” he aaked.

“You can be a real friend to me,” replied the escaped
?onwc't. “You cen find out 2 fow facts and take message

or_me,

Reggio promised to .do all that he could to asaist, and
Mr. Rickfield went on:

“1 mianaged to hide myself hete, as I thought it would
bo safer than in the open country; but obviously I can’t stay
here very long. I shall have fo get away as sooff as it is
safe. I have scribbled a note to my brother-in-law, Professor
Carless. Will you delner it to him by hand?” -

“With pleasure," said

“You see, his letters may%ﬁo opened, and his housc may
be watched, as our rclationship 1s known. - "lhat in where
yOm help will be so uscful. Here is the note.”

Reggie hid the paper that the ex-convict p:.esed him,
promising to deliver lt at once,
-~ “Now, next point,” went on Rickfield, ’in" 1’ business-like
tone, which showed that he had- been carcfulty pondering
the plan for some_time. *“Do you think that it will be eafﬂ
for me to'remain,in this hiding-place till dark ?” il

Reggio understood him better when he outlined his plan.
This was to start off as soon as it got dark, dnd walk ac s
country through the night.” Tt would be easy for him s
get to London the next day. i

“I can soon ' minglo- with the crowd’ and get lost “ihere;"
he went on. ‘‘Itis risky; of dourse, but not so risky as bemg

here,”
Tng Gen Lisrary.—No. 418,
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" had been brought from London with other properties.

“ What's visky®” sked a volee. ~ - . ... :
R;gg[e torned round, and saw Mr. Dell, the millionaire,
standing behind him, - 5 e "

—_—

¥i Ma" Perkins.

‘As Mv. Dell entered the vehicle the escaped tonviet, acting -

on somo impulse of self-preservation, withdrew infe the
ahelter of the bunk. R

“ siippose that's the man the potice ave aftor 17 said Dell,
peinting to the bunk. And then he went on: “Show your-
anlf, old chap. I woun’t bite.”

‘Once mare Mr. Rickfield's face appeared.
him with interest, b : g
“You don’t look kke a eriminal” he ssid. T am a bit

of & character reader. I'd trust you now with a lundred

Dell snrveyed

‘pounds.  Wha have you been doing? How did you get info

n'e;,_ublc_’.‘, It wasn’t anything to do with disbonesty, I'll bet
& fiver,” . . b ;
“T'm afraid yon wounld lose it, then,” replicd {he convict.
i | was in prisod for forgery.” ‘ ;

“Hm! Moneyi” . = '
“Yos; n geries of cheques, some for large amounts, and
other docuwments,” .

Tong Dell looked searehingly ab the man.

133" yoi agree that the verdict was a true one?” he

‘Certainl idn't ! T never—" . .

“YWell, T don’t either, You are an honest man, or I'l
never believe my own judgment again.” : -
_ Rickficld - was almost’ overcome at the words. He had
grown, accustomed to the doubt and disbelief of the world. and
Loity Dell’s bluff statemeént of faith in him seemed to stagger
him completely. He tried to say some words of gratifude,

_and broke down in the atfempt.

“Koop all that eentiment till you're in better trim,” said

Tiell: - “ We want to gef to the bottom of the mystery, and I,

wlai:nh?.‘f;g gee you thveugh with your troubles. What is your
plan " r s
The plan of going to London was outlived,

“Rot!”. said Deil. “The police wou ¢
day. Don't you ee, man, your nerves are gone. You would
give yourself away right and left. You want mothering.”

“But what am I to do?” . it :

“Dot” xeplied Dell. “Why, stey’ with ust T¢ will be
the sport of my life. I'll cheat the police, cven’if they come
to live with us.” :

e took another searching look at the conviet.

“T1l tell you what I am going to do,” he went on. “1
going to make a dear old lady ef you, and I'ni going to give
~ou a leading part in my moving pictures. It's just the Jkind
of sport I like.” s - - . .

Then he turned on Reggie. :

“You're in the secret,” he said. “But T tell you what,
i;og ;}q}mg scamp, if you split, il break every bone in“your
body 7

This was said with a smile, Apparently Mr. Dell regarded
Reggie as perfectly sofe with the secret. . i

t was amazing how cagerly the conviet cluiched at the
suggestion ihat bis new friend had made. )

“Mhat means,” he said, ©that there is no immediate neces-
sity for me to leave this district? I am glad if it is so,
breause miy hope is in that house.” )

tle pointed in the direction of Storm Pavlk,

My, Dull wanted to kuow what ho meant. i ;

“But il it's a long story,” he said, you had better put it off
il ‘we -have fixed things up a bit. This place is only &
slorified waggon, and anyone oufside could hear us as casily
as I heard you two just now.” Y

So they started “fixing things wp ” at once, Tony Dell's
method was simple. An ;\1npigt>. supply of dresses and gar-
monts suitable for the various scenes |::ky the proposed pictures

.

Iu a
couple of journeys to the vans in which these were kept ke
yanaged to bring a really good werdrobe, that changed the
conviet into a perfectly delightful-looking old lady.
. ZFr't Dell laughed heartily as he surveyed the result of his
industry. . N .

“We'll have to give you a stage name,” he said merrily.
& How will ¢ Ma " Perkine suit you?"” -

Tt was said mischicvously, but the name seemed to be the
right one, and Ma Perkins the convict became. :

“Now we'll bundie a few of those boys down to the hotel
to sleep, and you shall have one of the vans,” ke went on,

“1'm

“and I must thiok out some pmr't.y little falry-tale about how:

1 engaged you for your part.” )

Thus was the-miﬁimmire‘s plot carried through, and when
Ma Perkins was introduced to the other actors, it was sux-
prising how offlandedly cveryone accepted the new-comer as
& hona-fide picture actress, o o ~ B

“But what's the old lady for?™ asked Silas 8hock. #And

Tz Gex Lisrary.—No, 418, i

. - know over at the police-station if you come upon anythi
.., ., sispicious.” ; . 5

have you-in & °. 3
tiothing-about reporting to the

wehy.does she go ahout. with.a veil over her features? Is hér
complexion too delicate fox, the daylight?” L
r. Dell had & reaspn of an excuse ready for any inqairy,
but this was praetically the only question that was asked
about her. - . 2 .
That afterncon there waa anothe: rehearsal—in the open air
thistime. Mr. Dell was taking a great intevest in the group-
ing of the boys, now dressed up ¢+ villagers, and the convict .

was standing on one eide watching, when all of a suddenzHo'iy

his side. | . .
“Yon in this show, mother ¢ ssked the policemin.
“Waiting my time,” replied Rickfield. Then sudden!
went on: “Are you, I've ouly just joined this branch of
the company, and don’t know all the actors yet.” BN ]
#Neo; I'm a veal meat and muscle policeman,” replied 1
officer, *There is nothing made-up about me. hat X7
want is a little help. You've got some rather smart boys in
this company, and I dare eay yoa know some of thern. Could
vouw point out one to me that yow think would be prétfy™
reliable ?” ; ] < . i
“That one over there," was Rickfield’s reply, pointing o
Reggie White, s BB
Just then Reggie caught

f the policeman, -

! sight o
natrally feared that the disguise had fajled. But the police.

man reassared him as soon as he came forward.
_“This lady gives you a good charactet,” said the police:
“and I was wondering'if you coull da a little job Pm‘ 106,

B

became awave of the fact that a policeman was standing by =

¥

Reggie expressed his willingne.s, and the officer went ont fo—}gs

outline the job, : i
It was a.simple one, It censisted in keeplng his eyes open
and acting as a sort of police-agent on the spot: T
“You see;,” oxplained the officer, < that convict muy. mbt
have gone far away, and we can't be here, there, and e'r%

- where, o it occurred to our chief at the station that ﬁ

tried to get back to the house again one of your perty iight:

fet to hear about it, or conie upon some trace of him. it
)

“want you to do, is just to leep a good.look-ont and letum’ -

Of course Reggie promised to watch for the convict—he eaid
0 n lice—and the officer departed;
highly pleased with himself. When he had gone, Reggie and
Ma Perking exchanged glances. WA

“We shall have to be careful,” said Reggie, “Tt seems

that the police still think it is worth while keeping an eye on -
I'don't

this place—— Hallo! I wonder who that swell is?
fancy he is one of our party, Perhaps he is a detective.”
- As he apoke, he Fomhed to a somewhat stylishly-dressed
man who had suddenly appeared on the lawn, and was peerifg
up at the house. it
ickfield caught hold of the boy’s arm. -
“Tt'ia worse than that " he said. “That man is bere for
the same reason as I am. He has come to find some papera-
and other things that are hidden in that house, and if he
onee finds them my last chance of clearing my ceputation as
an honest man is gone for ever.” . . - s
“YWho is he, then?” asked Reggic. -
“He is the man who ought to be in prizon in my place
the papers I was searching for would put him there.”™

) The Law's Loag Arm,
Reggie did not ask then for any further explanation of

words. - 1t ‘was clear that the first thing to be done was to,
koep the stranger out of the house without arousing suspicre
Fortunately, the rehearsal was over, and Mr, Dell was near
at hand. Hastily the boy repcated what the escaped convick
hiad said. SR
“Eh? What?” replied Tony Dell.  “That man m;ﬁ*
there? . Why, that's Mr. Nixon, the father of that young swell”
who belongs to our company. He’s the man who told 1hé
about this old honse. Do you fabey onr sad-faced friend, Ma
Perkins, is romancing 1" .
“T am puzzled about the whole story,” replied Reggie.
“Well, there is no harm in taking precautions,” eaid Dell,
“ore are the keys of the house. You go and see that it is
thoroughly locked up, and I'll go and have a chat with fricad
Nixon,” 3o
Reggie hurried off to de as Mr. Dell had sl\sgﬁteg'l._ He.
found -that only one door—a snall ¢ne at the side which the
party generally used-twas unlocked. Before making this securé,
the notion took hold of him that he would like to investigate
the hole in_thearall through which the convict and the polige -
had so suddenly appeared ¢atlier in the day. - A ]
He found that a part of the panelling opencd like a doby,

_and that the convict had eimply como from enother rosm.

Tt was not a secrel chamber, but opened on to the corrid;ur,_
just as the other rooms did. ) . e
(Continued on pags 28.) ’
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‘One Penny,

"“HARLENE HAIR - DRILL.”

eser

Eemarkable Enuorsemant of MISS ELLALINE TERR.SS’S Strlklng Announcement.

}. MAMMUTH NEW YEAR GIFT TO THE NATION. 1, 000,000 FOUR-FOLD GUMPI.ETE “ HAIR-DRILL” OUTFITS.

FREE

TI{E remarkable announcement that appeared recently

= 9 A Bottle of * Uzon” Brilliantine,

in the public Press by that charming and beautiful
Misg Ellaline Terrigs, has aroused enormous
nterest, u.nd the wonderﬁﬁ testimony given to the great

1. A Trial Bottleof Harlene-for-the-Hair,”

3. A Supply of “ Cremex” Shampoo Powder,
4, The secret “* Hair-Drill ” Manual,

3 A l':ottIe of * Uzon * Brilliantine, which gives ﬁnal touch
of beauty to the hair

4, The secret ** Hair-Drill * manual giving complete insfrue~
tions for earrying out this twn-mmutes—arday scientifie

value

dom.

of  the now-famous
“ Harlene Hair-Drill  method
of securing and
hair beauty has. been immedi-
ately followed by a host -of
letters from all parts of the

The damtmst of leading

You
maintaining

from your

2s, 6d.; “Cremex ™ at 18 per

box of seven shampoos (single
- packets, 2d.
each).

sded,
ose
beduty is a
household
s word, the
. 3 most hand-
;- Aisa Pﬁyﬂw Monkman So0me of
o " (Phato: Baissario) actors, have
naysTer tribute to Bdwards' written to
j ** Harlene;* and most con- gndorie’
»Wﬁmﬂy advises thota who ouercthing -
desire_ hair beauty fo follow that Miss
" her examp at M
. 'Ellal:ne
~ Terriss. had smi
‘Others . who have testified to tiie
valge of * Ha.rlene o or the other :
dehghtfnl emanating Jhoe:, §
his ous house are the  fws
!o]lom.ug —

THE MARCHIONESS OF HEADFORT .

LADY -DE BATBE (LILY LANGTRY)
MARY MOORE
CONSTANCE COLLIER

VM:HwM of peaple have taken delight
in the charm of Miss Ellaline Terriss
and_her fascinaiing art. To-day this
world-famous actress gives advice which

The secret

EDNA MAY will enable everyone to doubdle their
msm JANIS attractiveness and charn.

i8 ' Harlene Hair-Dnill”’ in connection
JUUA NEILSON with which a Four-Pold Qift awaits your
MAUD JEFFRIES acceptance, Fill ’:n and post form given

ik €0,
~ ETHEL LEVEY '

YVONNE ARNAUD
ELISE CRAVEN CONSTANCE STEWART

? A WONDERFUL HA'R BEAUTY GIFT.
,f*;’ A B T desided W soaken great National Now
4 Gift, and ig ya.tm 1o legs than the colossal number
o (00,000 Four-Fold arlene Hair-Drill *° €iift parcels
g ﬁee distribution. ' '

: “This is the gift that awaits your acoeptante, and all you
: have to do to secure it i4 to post the form given below «—

MRS. BROWN~POTTER  ELSIE SMETHURST

-1,.A-bottle of ** Harlene ” a true llquld food’ m the halr,

‘which stimulates it to new growth. -

8, A ‘packet of the matvellous hair and sea_ﬂp, cleansing
l‘;mciemex " Sha-poe which prepares Ghe head for * Halr-

accepted

%omm-miq.sm

. Name ..........-...'..........................-

Address llcltl'llIrlIlllll.llll.ll'oll.l'-to-rn

exercise,

can alwayy
further supplies of
chemist at 1ls,
21, 6d.; or 4a. 6d. per bottle;
“Uzon™ Brilliantine. at ls,

3 obtain
* Havlene ”

If ordered
direct “from

Edwardy

, Harlenc |Steldkn.

- Company, .. .. Miss Marie Lokr
any of the (Photo: Bassanc)
preparations  says: I should like toadd my

il be sent mbuta to your very excellent,

pds‘ﬁ free on * Harlene Hair-Drill’ Itis
TermitEance; always present o ;:ey dresa- )
Carriage ing-table!

@xtra on foreign orders

SP:CIAL NOTICE.

An innovation that will be much
appreciated by travellerd; and, inci-
dentally, soldiers and gailors at home .
and - al road, is. amnnounced by Mr,
Edwards’ introduction of * Solidified
Harlene,” which can more conveni-
ently be carried in one’s portmantean
or “equipment than when in liquid
form in a bottle,

In addition to thé popular Liquid
< Edwsrds Harlene,” Soli ified * Har—
lene * is now on sele at all chemists in
tine at 29, 9d, or supplies may be
obteined past free on remittance -

MLLE. SUZANNE ADAMS direct from Edwards' Harlene Company, 20-26, Lamb'’s
~ Conduit Street, London, W.C.
&~ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL" GIFT GIIUPGN'--«#‘
Fill in and pest o EDWARDS’ HARLENE CO,,
20-26, Lamb's Conduit Strect, London, W.C.

Dear Sivg,—Please send me your free “ Harlene™
- Four-Fold Hmm-Growug_ Outfit. I enclose 4d. stamps

for poet&ge to any part

the world, (Fom ignstamps

e
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' THE PRIDE OF THE FILM!

&
§ (Co~tinued from page 26) "
GRERGIHIPHEVRERIIIIBIIIRIEFD

Bub whilé Reggie stood in that room, he suddenly heard a
sound quite near him—a sound ‘of hammering and rapping.
He listened, then he locked around hini. As he did so, he
saw that a light was streaming through a crack in the wall
just opposite him. . Closer investigation showed that thore
was another secret panel arrangement in the room—this time
a sliding panel that was not closed home.
The next moment he had.slid the panel a little more open,-
and was peering throngh, He found that he vas looking into
gcuphoard-room to which Rickfield had brought him
when they first met. . .
But this .was not his chief discovery. He saw that the
room was occupied, and at the same time he learned the cause
of the mysterious-hammering and rapping which he had heard.
The person in the small room was Hubert Nixon, one of his
fellow actors, and the son of the stranger he had just scen out-

. wide the house

He must have heard Reggie, or_else he must have turncd,
on the h of bei tohed, for, with a swift twist of

being w
-. hig body, he brought himself round so that not only was he

1ooki Roggio straight in the face, but he had all the appear-

: n'née% being prepared to resist an attack.

“Oh! Youl"” he said; with'a puzzled actent in his voice.
“T expect you're up to:the same gama as I am, Well, it's
rather a lark being in a house lke this." . g ‘

“1 came to lock up the house,” explained Reggie, “and 1
heard hamipering.” o 3 o o
. Young Nixon was holding the hammey behind him as if he
were trying to hide'it, but at this zeference he boldly brought
it ont. w n . 5

“That's the way to find hiding-places in theze oid houses,”

_he said, - e ;
= gio made nothing of the suspicious circumstance, but

T Rey

quie?iv wenton & .
% Well, X suppose you are ready fo 507"

. “What's the hupryf” asked Nixon. *One doesn’t get a
You got ahead and lock up.

There is one door that closes on tho luteh; so I can easily. get .  Between them t’he?‘ “vobbed -my fitin of thousands, and s
out.” o iy ; 2 managed, by forged papers, to make it -appear as if T hid -
Reggie White met this with a-little show of well-acted = done it~ Nixon 15 niow ver{ richas a result of the swindle,
indignation. : . " “and owns several picture-palacx. 4 g

“Do you thivk the boss would tivst me agaig if he heard?”
he retorted. . “No; I'll be hanged if you shall stey-here!
‘When I’m trusted to do a job, I doit!” o

Nixon looked intensely disappointed, and submitted with

_very bad grace.

The house locked up, Reggie went to find Mr. Dell; That
worthy wes in & very excited state. - - !

“Don’t bother me about anything, my boy,” he said;
“here's my sister-indaw and my niece have tumed up, or are

- going to turn up, and I am to-find rooms- for them some-

where | : ;

e strode off, just taking the keys out of Reggie's hand.

Ben Whealer, the chauffeur, was standing rvear, and had
overheard the remark. e came across to Reggie -

#The boss's little pile of troubles are about to begin,” he
vemarked. “I've met: that lady bofore. Mrs. Horace Dell is
a bit balmy in the onion, i1f you ask me, and the boss simply
can't abide her.” .

“yWell, I supposs he needn’t if hic doesn't wish to,” said” -
. Roggie. 'y ’ 3

0l needn't he I replied the chanffeur knowingly. “Well,
he’s her guardian and cxecutor, so she thinks as how she can
chpse himn all over England, which she doesi”

“Bus Miss Doll
admiration. “Ah, she’s a dainty little maiden! fle oughi
to be proud to have a niece like her !” ‘

# Ara they mother and davghter?” asked Reggle.

- “Not mmti speaking,” repliéd the chauffeur. “ You see,
Mr. Horace, the boss’ brother, marcied twice. The first Mrs.
Horace was Dolly’s mother, and they do say as how she was
Tike a picture, whioh is where Miss Dolly gets her good looks.
But the second lady of that nante ain't of the picture postoard
Iind. You wouldn’s pay five shillings for a seat in the stalls to
look at her for a few hours.” . = . ) .

“0h, wouldn’t he?" mquired a voite, and 2 lady s’ceé:ped
fmm] behind a bush. *I soe, Bon Wheeler, you're as rude as
ever 4

“Be, [i;‘:'don. ma*am! I was talking about scmeone else,”
retort n Wheeler. . e

“Why not brazen it out, Ben?” said the lady. * What you

gpeasaesse §2~ THE “BOVS' FRIEND" 3% LIBRARY. 010
§PEDOEPIIELOIREITOHOLEDIIIBY R
6

olly,” he went on, with a sudden look of -

ey ®

-

-,

gay is quite truo, and you pecdi't be ashamed of it. Have
you geen that davghter of mine?” 3 g
 Meaping Misa. Delly, ma’ami™ .
“0f course meaning Miss Dolly! Do yeu think I raeant
 Mrs., Papkhurst? I've been searching for ber for nearly an
hour, and T feel just mad enough ‘o treat her ae a el mother
would.do. Who's. that guy?” : ¥
She pointed at Rickfield, who, sceing Reggie, was ceming
forward to speak to hum. N
“That's Ma Perkins,” replied the chanffeur. v
“She marehes like a grenadier!”. said Mrs. Horace, 1
wonder if she has seen Dolly?” = - s
Straightway Mrs. Tlorace Dell guestioned the riew-comere.
But Rickfield had not scen Dolly, and said s¢ s o 3
“Ah 1™ ejaculated Mrs, Horace. *Is this some more of my - -8
precious brother-in-law’s fodlery?  You're, uot a womin,
you'te a man?” -

Before Rickfield could reply, Tony Dell himself earie bustling
uﬁ). He greeted his sisteranlaw with a worried look that
showed: that he was not well plensed with her arrival, and .
the two walked off side by side. Ben Wheeler looked after
them with-a gleoful face, and then turned to RickGeld. - - -
“You musin't mind what she sayg, mother,” he seid scoth-
ingly. ““She’s a slight bit weak in the crumpet; and can's
help saying these things. You sauce hor back, she rather
likes it, and will think all the moere of you!” .. e
‘And with this gcod advice, ho turned away, leaving
Reggio and Mr. Rickfield together. wgnat
“That lady saw through my disguise,” said the me.ﬂhoﬁﬁ; ¥
moodily. ey . ol
“Don's_wotry about her, “interrupted Regzia. I have ° ?
got something more ithporfant fo tell you.” CLig
And he described in es few words as possiblo what he bad 7
scen in.the house. , Mr. Rickfield bucame greatly exeited.  ~© 3
*But what is it he was scarcheng for?” asked Reggie.
- T knew, T might be ablo to be'on the-sgotfivat peixt time.”
“Quite right!” said Rickfield. *T ib to have told you
before. - It is really a very simplegtary. The late caretaker”
of that old house was a ticket-of-feave man, who had served
Y ITe was the cloverest forger who'
! sion, I Lave sees severs docurients
and signatures supp to ba in my writing, and realiy
could not tell them: from my own, ) = o
“He worked with Mr, Nixon, who was & clork for o Tow
months in the business i which I w#s managing-direchor. -

“On the last day of my tvins for forgery. Wilter, that was-
the name of the man who ac¢toally did the forging, heard - -
from his doctor that he couldn't live a week. He must bave” . -+
repented of what he did; anywar, he got & pressage through . -
to mo whilo I was actually in the dock. It was a rambling,

silly kind of & message, and I wasn't quite rayself, and didn't .-
understand it, Pgﬁﬂc can't always think very clearly when = o=
they are being’ teicd for crime, = - - TRy
*“But, anyway, when I'was all by mysclf in prison, I under- . ¢
stood. I suppose my mind was clearer then. The chance - 7
came for me to-escape, and I got here to this hounse, which was .5 -
what the mossage hinted.” .. : :

“What is it you expecl; ¥ find 2" asked Reggie. : g
“Wilter's diary, and all:the papers on which he practiscd Z
his forgerics, and perhaps a statement as 1o how the moncy . ™™=

was divided.” e i s X

The conversation, which had tuken place on the dilapidated .
lawn in front of the house, was suddenly interrupted by the .=
appeatance of the two Nixons, father and son. Thore were
three other peoples with them, all strangers to Reggie, One
of these was a woman. <. - .

They did not walk direetly towards Reggie and his eom.
panion; but-geemed to bo ing around for someone, When
they got near enough Mr. Nizon shouted out.

“ Have you seen Mr. Dell about anywhere? This gentle-
man wants-to ses him.”

“He was here & few moments ago,” replied Roggie in the
same tone. . . o .

*The teply brought the whole party across in & manner that - <&
looked natural and unarranged. Neither Reggio or his com- .. S
panjon_had any iden but that onc-of the strangers really did ¥
wiint to - ak to Mr. Dell. Certainly they nev v conneeted
them with the mysterious cireumnstances of the last few hours.

But they erefquickly undeceivel  One of ther suddenly
turned to t o, ;
% ¥rs, - Pe " he said, ““wo have reason to believe that

you are really called Rickfield, and that you are not & woman -
at all. Wil Fon please remove that veil 7 ;o
(Another iong instalment of this splontdki new

serial story next Wednesifay. Order -
Sariey ¢ 4 Hnel lrbu_r copy
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i'or Next Wednesday:
’ STHE STUDY WRECKERS!”
By Martin Clifford.

Next Wednesday's magnificent, long, complete story of
school life is one which will be thoroughly enjoyed by all.
Levison and his cronies, taking vengeance for so-called
wrongs, create considerable havoc in the eld -school by
smashing up the happy home, after the manner of the Crown
Prince. Of course, Tom Merry & Co. proceed to-take out
reprisals, and many stormy scenes and thrilling incidents
SHISHE Ore

““THE STUDY WRECKERS!”

are finally brought to a state of subjection.

ADDRESS WANTED, e

Will Miss “Dick ”’ Holgate, whose letter I published on
this page somie weeks ago, be good enough to ‘furnish me
with her full address?

MISCELLANEOUS ANNOUNCEMENTS FROM ALL
QUARTERS.

(Inserted free of charge by the Editor of the * Gem™
Library.)

(¢, Leutz, 150, Camberwell. Grove, Camberwell, S.E., wishes
to join a football club in his distviet.  Age, 15; weight,
6st. 3lb.; height, 5ft. Can play any position on the field

Ot goal. .

Victoria Road Junior Football Club wishes to fix matches
for the rest of the season within three miles’ radius of
Northwich. Apply to George Reid, 69, Victoria Road,
Northwich, Cheshire.

L.. Maguire, 86, Buxton Street, London Road, Manchester,
wishes to form a “ C ” League in his district. Intending

‘Gem’
members should enclose a stamped, addressed envelope.

if. Smith, 15, Clare Street, Bristol, wishes to form a
“ Magnet” and “ Gem” League in his district.

The Junior Apprentices F.C. wishes to arrange a match
with a team at Dartford for Easter Monday. Average age,
16. Apply J. Rigden, 69, Dale Strect, Chatham, Kent.

Private W. Boniface, No. 25, 2nd Reyal Sussex Regiment,
B.1.F., France, would be very grateful to receive spare
copies of the companion papers.

Albion Rovers F.C. wishes to avrange matches with clubs
in the district. Average age, 13. Apply, T. McArdle, 71,
Albion Street, Everton. i

Glenwood F.C. require away matches within a six miles’
radius of Aberdeen. Average age, 165:
Gray Street, Aberdeen. -

Will Edward Ferraris, who was living at 78, Richmond
Road, Bradford, Yorks, write to his old chumn, Granville
Boweutt, 7, Blythe Street, Richmond Road, Bradford,
Yorks? :

North Leeds Juniors require matches within two and a
half miles’ radius of district. Average age, 135  Apply,

“R. Niman, 47, Hamilton Avenue; Chapeltown Road, Leeds.

A football team wishes to fix home and away matches
within a six miles’ radius of Blackburn. Average age, 16.

‘Apply, E. Horner, 3, Moorfield Avenue, Wilfishire, ncar

Blackburn. : =t
Driver J. Ladley, No. 30624, No. 1 Sectioh, 37th Division,
Ammunition Column, B.E.F., France, would be very grate-
ful to receive spare copies of the * Penny Popular.” -
Hurst Cogan, 8, Richmond Hiil, Rathmines, Dublin, would
like to hear from any readers of the companion:papers who
are interested in story-writing. i

Will readers who have spare.copies of the .companion .

~Apply, J. Guth, 79,

'_ is great—but not quite in the way he thinks himself.

OUP_ -- THREE - COMPANION ‘- PAPERS!
“THE MAGNET, THE “PENNY

~ LIBRARY — : ~ POPULAR."—,
s EVERY % FRIDAY .1

- CHUCKLES,
/20 -

EVERY SATURDAY,

—

papers forward them to Trumpeter 3. Jackson, Ileade
(uarters 110th Brigade, R.F.A., B.E.F., France? .

Compstall Juniors require home and away matches within
a radius of six miles of district. Average age, 13. Apply,
Clarence Hibbs, 129, Mentague Street, Compstall, ncar
Stockport.

Signaller T. McCarthy, 12th Batt. S, W.B., “ A*’ Company,
Wellington Lines, Aldershot, would be very grateful if &
reader of the companion papers would send him a pair of
mittens.

R. D. Tyler, 163, Abbeyfield Road, Shefficld, desires to
form a “ Maguet’’ and “ Gem ” League.  Members need not
live in the district, but anywhere in the British Isles:
Intending members should enclose a stamped, addressed
envelope for . reply,

A CONVERT'S LETTER,
The following interesting and somewhat touching noto
reached me a few days ago: =

“ Dear Editor,—Some time ago I acted as an unscrupulous
cad towards your paper the *Gem,” and want to ask you to
forgive me. I was too young and thoughtless and silly then
to realise what misehief I was doing. Please use the enclosed
half-crown to send a few hooks to our brave soldiers.—Yours
sincerely, . ¢ REPENTANT.' 7’

The letter furnishes no clue to the writer’s name, but I
have pleasure in tetling: him that I am only too pleased to
take him back into the fold. Copies of the companion papers
to the value of half-a-crown have been despatched to a mili-
tary base in France where the Tommies are hard up for
reading matler, and on their behalf I thank ** Repentani”
most sincerely for his kindly thought.

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

R. K. (Lynn).—No, T don’t edit the “Union Jack,” but
I am glad to hear you like it so much. You ave indeed a
keen supporter of the papers issued from Fleetway louse,
with a list of ten taken regularly. Wonder if anybody can
beat this? Harry Wharton & Co. are not really two Forms

lower than Tom Merry & Co., because the standard at St.

Jim’s and Greyfriars 1s not quite the same.
auite good cnough.

T . L. B.—Grundy and Malpas are about equal ‘in
spelling, but in every other respect Malpas is an ““also ran.”
Knox is not likely to keep it up.-

“Gemite ” (Spinkhill).—Cannot give you address, as the
place you mentron is wholly imaginary. Plenty of readers
m your locality; not sure about your village.

S. S. (Brighton).—Certainly -1 don’t think either the
“ Magnet * or the “Gem ” could possibly do anyone learning
electrical engineering any harm. Why should they? How-
cver hard you may work, you need some amusement; just as
you need food.. You can’t eat electrical engineexing, can you?
As to smoking, make up your mind vou won’t. Don’t talk
ahout being a vietint. Be your own master. : :

“A New Reader” (Hadleigh).—Sorry I cannot help you
to identify button. Impossible to reproduce from so rough
a sketch. You secem to be quite a musical swell. Grundy

Storyette nof

W. C. B. (Gateshead).—Mayne has gone up into-a highesr
Form, and is working very hard for exams., hence his
dropping out. Glad you liked “Mason’s Last Match ?—a
capital ‘varn. D’Arcy’s cabbages—well, well! Ask me
another! Gussy has. forgotten all about them by this time.

A. P, (Westihinsterh—You say the *“Gem 7 is the best of
all. Hear, heart -

= (Continued on next page,)

>
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REPLIES IN BRIEF (coutinued).

1. ATrchester).—There ave ploniy of wquite simple

which will help o loofen avm muscles. Boxing mwill
Yor leg 1'11.1\'-.0\ try daveing, >

help, foo.

L W (Sinethayich j=Soriy aboul your poein, S Butloc
_make out whether it’s sevious or funny. :
A, Al f'\ouhampton) ~You will find {he information you

\\’mn g the ' Gem ” Supplement. In fature I shall save
to-vefer mfmdcl to that for ages, ete.; of the characters.
“Patiiot " (Croffonr Park). ~\0n fanuily - has  cortainly
“done - \\“U but I have heard of others \\_'Ei‘h o mc'mbcrs
- the King. ;
., (D(mcnham, —Certainly vou
+d the companion papers. - Why, they
and gmndm{)th s and \mphm
oiher 'l(:mbo» {Austealia).—Ths
and high praises
AR &. (Bumuﬂham} -—»Quno vigh l'
You have a ]ong, sirong memery
Two 10111}5 Gemites 7 (We mnuth) —We vxlxould like to
of the British

“are nut tno old 10
are v ad-beoorand-
of got & ek

des For fotter
ML Quetch’s

name

VO

have every corner Isles and the
Dominions represented among the St. Jinr's herces. Buf it
would  make an awful crowd. wouldn’t it7 The Shell i3
senigr to the Upper Fourth. The difficulty you have is duc
iu {he fact thai there is no regulay system of naming Forms
P —Thev Chyistr “Special Supplem ant
i Will see what can be d()l’u;

xangmoo more into prowinence.

“Toyal i\u-‘m]m —See veply above. We are no ond
proud of the Australians. Anzac is 4 word that will never
be fm‘"ottun as long as men-admive yeal grit,

3 (Jahmmesbm ».—You think tho
\qu'mt ﬁbsolut«‘h the bm:vat value going

mrl mant So do I
> (\f[xlbem'm\}

“Gem 7 and
_ Shalee hands,

A Girl Observer —1i svould not have been
pmcm'a]wlo to inclyde Austialia in our International Com-

petition,. But I know that we have niany 11}(1-\ loyal veaders
therei : e = .

~ T A H. - (Batfersed)—~We cannot get badges during the
War. =

iul vour loyal letfer.

AT, and B8 (Ln\\ utof[) «»lhmxl
C13d) 5 Lu}l““

£ yaom to publ
o had move mo

= {Birmingham) Ty hy is not .u any
School tcam drm t usually play in Leagues. Falbot

sonik the same age as Tom \[011} .
J. B and-N-B-R (Blythe Bridge).—Don't be afraid !
Alr. (‘hllom will not-have {0 mwake way for Jules Verne
Sorry to have been so long in réplying.  Stephens has alveady

bm 11 properi; squashed, “thinls.

. H. {Doberos r) H md‘v fair to class Grundy with Crooke
.um Leyvison, is it?
faults, but he is ¢

(.«1111} nol & cad. »
{Swansea).—Glad to hear your father likes the “Gem.”
]’unml ly your jokes were not up to the mark. We get a lot,
vou know, and can only use the best.
"‘\Iiiiti(t 7 {thteme; —N¢

[‘hc- great George Alfred has his little -

I don’t edit the l“Pemxy Pic-

B et e T T — po— =

torial.” Cannot promise you a love mle in the “Gem "—not
our line.  The besg office to.go inio? - Well, that depends on ©
vour fas l'.“ and I really cannot advise you.

A 1 € (l‘lvmouth) —~Glad to hear the companion papers

It Tocks to me as though

80 qmel\ly in your town.
a bigger bup}fh.

the news saoents might very well orde

cannob rcmcmbrr everything, and perhaps Talbot has
his {rovser- chp~ Afrnd we Imvo no_space for

artic ‘(w : -
AV {Plymouils) ~Son“ I cannot do as you ask; we have

shut (1()\\ n the (/mlospnmkuue luxdmng,e for the period uf the
iy aud must not ‘male exceptions to our rule.
scom {o have been faivly treated by your friend, but, of course,
ot cannot Judgy properly fram one =xdc of the =tm\’ i lmpv
nupw\ ed by this time,

(F enarth).~-So you are an admirer
‘Goed ! But joke’ sent—irot o guod
M'nomeon {Brixton).—Sorry to disappoint vou,

of lhc Tallm,

aﬁ(r

“suclr a long rait, too; but the (hau('f(‘h you nanu afe qmt“
{whtmusv

A. P, (Crieff).—~Too many qu(whom nnd most 01 them
of ich a nature as would make the apswers merely matters of -

upumm. \V«} have no means of knowing our exach' circula-
non in various towns. Don't you kuow ‘(hal thmr‘ 1s no pro-
smal football at all just now ? e s

(bomhampmn). So_your fathur was a wudm uf the
in _the ald, long age day < a halfpenny
and started:vou on it when yoir bocmn old encugh;

s the right sorf of father! Yo li “ Clem . -best,
‘vou say. T shall not quarwl vith you for that.
(A luord N[ld(”v“(*\‘ —A )tncr T‘l.botm" There

i :
Tyy again !
-So you w Uuld mthor inad u(»fhm;: at all than
th 1‘ouxﬂ‘ on the fate lamented Freneh genius,

You don't °

=0t {17 But you need not fear our pu~1mm M Cli
to make rcom for him.

A Girl ‘Gem’ Admirer ” (ITull).—Sorry to hear your
father is a civilian prisotier of war. T'he one way to l)uomc
an author—1 could not use the ugﬂ\‘ word authoress—is just
to weite and write, and keep on writing, until you can write.
It is not a ealling to which you can | apprenticed, and wou
would not really Iwneﬁt much by helping an author or ediior,

fford out

e

evew if you could find one who needed help, Thanks for vour
offer, all ihe same. 5
“A Giel Chum ” (Exetor).—Sorry vour answer bas been so

long delayed. The Remove at Greyfriars is below the Upper
Fourth and- the Shell. . The Shell at, 3t. Jim’s is above the
Upper and Loawer I ourtl. Is this what you want to ki ¥
No Fseter boy -at either school, T believe.  Glad your father
likes the ““Clem.”

J. T. “(Nelson meuhn*c)—m our intercsting letter
tainly did not bore me. You-are indeed o staunch supporier,
with 28 recrnits—all givls —to my army of readers, and an ani-
bition to double the number. Not many people of your age
have seen ¢o much of the world as you have —South Africa.
Bermuda; India, Malta, with New Zecaland or Australia
soon ! Certainly you will be able to get the companion papers
down under, though, perhaps, not quice as easily as you do
here.. Should very much like {0 see the photograph you sug-
gest sending.  Write again by all means, and, Delicve e, rlmf
4 dlll sorry this veply has been so long delayed. - :

. C. 1. (Bydenham). —Why not geb yoor father to read
one or twa of thc stories lmusc\l‘ ml see-whats ho thinks
them ?

From the Zud Battalion of. the West ka&hne ]wg ment
comes a very cheering letter of appreciation, givingthe nameos
of half 4°dozen keen readers of the companion papers,
menticning that -there are many more, If - Private
Hick will Tet me know where Lie should be addressed n
I hope he will see this—T will gladly insert a regnest
readers to send their spare copies. When he wrote he ¢
that his battalion did not expect to be long in the quarters
then eecupied. *

1I. B. (Longsight).—I imagine that, before thiz, ven will
have found our at-a muwtmg office what you waani te I\m,s“
but yours i one of thes s in which etoppm sat home has
“a good-deal of fustific
_J. AL Seott and W. I Fell,

would be-glad to have from r

.25, Novwood Strect Hall,
copies of the ((uumm' i3l

papers to sond to Prisciners of wa

G M, -O.- (Leicester),—1 am afraid there anee of
vour entering the N a midshipman consider-
able expense to your parents for some years f 3

Bertha W. \ sters  are
imaginary. Tt is guite correet that entered
the SLo:) Competition—and there svere undreds—
will get a consolaiion prize.

A G- M. (Alta, Canada). —See 1o pl\' dbuv( which will
answer your f{irst two questions. The * Magnet™ s

with Greyfriars School, but Tom Merry & Co, often
them. Of course, the boys have helic '{wf-‘. The T'om Merry
stovies first appeared in 1908. ’
J. T. (Newbiggin-by-Sea).—Pleased to hear thas both v
father and mother appric ate the “Gem ”_ and * Magnet.
W L (Plymouth).—We get quite a number cf fettors fram
vyour tewn—and from wvearly everywhere else, tco. I don't
think ‘ln e iz 2 Plymouth boy at St. Jim’s :
B (Sunbur*) —Glad the knife ploused you, Clatis, 1
believe, is much as usual—that is to say, very tu.ploasaut.
J. W, F. (Eas So your Belgian friend
the “ Gem ' and “ Magne Good! Only
letters from two Russian girls whe were very keen on the two
papers.  We are getting qu@ an’ mtcunnonal (nel)m\
Long hiv e thie Allies, one and all!

B {Kattanning).—Sketeh very mnmlntr Joke not (uice
up to mark. =
8. 8. C. (Eastbournel—Wasn’t it Glyn who invented the

automatic figure of Skimpole? You say Cliftoa Dane, but I
think you are wrong. -
E. B. (Canning Town).—Malpas- is hereby mk’mmnl
though rather late in the day, that you despise hun. So do
lots of others! A school serial does not suit-all our readers
\I{mv of them like a change fr om the complete story.
. {Bounds Green).—No; I don'i l\now of any plice
when\ cigaretto-cards can be bought. You do not consider
that the “(fem ” stories are quite so good as they used to be.

1 am ufmu' you are. “citmg ohl too fast!




