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A Magnificent New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life at
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St. Jim’s,

AS BAD AS THE GERM-HUNS!

A Little Surprise for Blake & Co. Read about this Great Scene in our School Tale.
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A Magnificent New, Long, Coplete School Story of omerr Co. at St. im’s,
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Bump! A left-hander laid Piggott on the study carpet at last, and he stayed there, groaning dismally,
“Bwavo, Wally!” chirruped Arthur Augustus. (See Chapter 13.) 5

* CHAPTER 1. Digby of the Fourth were arguing with them. The sub-
ject under dispute was a certain goal taken by Figgi
- Rally Round. 2} of the New House in the las :h., The Shell
ALLX‘ wound, deah boys! : ¢ S fellows were of inion that Fi would never have
D’Arcy of the Fourth lookéd excited. His  gaken that goal if Herries, between the posts, hadn’
5 & o . 1 ¢ 5} 7 . U 5
eye gleamed with the light Qf battle ‘{ehl_“d half asleep at the time. The three Fourth-Former :
his eyeglass. He rushed into the jumior gained that the goal was due wholly and solely to thes
common-room in the School House in a tremendous hurry. utterly rotten 'defence put up by Tom Merry, Manners,
Tom Merry & Co. were talking footer. Tom Merry and  and Lowther. Jack Blake in particular wanted to know
Manners and Lowther of the Shell sat in a row on the  what chance a goalie had when the School House team
table, laying down the law. Blake and Herries and  played a chump like Tom Merry in the front line, o muff
9 Next Wednesdasr:
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like Lowther in the second line, and a mug lke Manners
in the third line.

The argument was growing warni, and the Fomth—
Formers, by way of proving that Herries had been first-
rate in goal, were about to yank the Terrible Three off
the table and bump them on -the floor, when Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy rushed in, and called EDan the whole
party to rally round.

The disputants gave no sign Wh’ttever of rallying round.
They did not even hear ,D Arey of the Fourth. They
were all speaking at once:

“What I say is, that tlmt rroal~—

“If Herries hadn’t—
“The way Lowther- passed
“Why, you fathead——
“And Tom Merry lying on his back star-gazing——
“Weally, you fellahs!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy 1m1)at1ently “You might give a chap a little
attention. I have wequested you to wally wound.”

“As for that goal ? went on Herries.

“That goal was 1cally a School House.goal, though the
New House claimed it,” said Mounty Lowther. “The
credit of that goal is entlrely due to Herries.”

““Oh, have ’em off that table and wallop “em ! 1”” shouted
Hernes

“Pway listen to me, deah boys

“Qerrout of the way !”

“Wats! I wefuse to get out of the way !” Arthur
Augustus planted ‘himself between the disputants firmly.
“Stand back, Hewwies, you ass! Pway don’t waste time
arguin’ now. You can Wefer the mattah to me, latah,
and I will decide it for you.”

“Why, you silly ass——" began six voices at once.
a moment, concord reigned among the whole six.

“Weally, you fellahs, pway keep the peace, deah boys!
I have wequested you to wally wound !”

“How do you wally?” asked Monty Lowther muocently.
“Is it a new game?”

“Weally, Lowthah——”

“What’s the row, fathead?” growled Blake.

“I wefuse to be called a fathead, Blake.
your assistance, all of you, and I wepeat my wequest to
_you to wally wound. T have just been thwashin’ Cwooke
and Mellish and Levison and Piggott——"

“All at once?” grinned Lowther.

SHa  hy, hal”’

The Terrible Three and the chums of Study No. 6
seemed quite restored to good humour by D’Arcy’s state-
ment. Arthur Augustus, however, did not smile.

“Yaas, wathah! “They are in the box-woom, you know.
I have been thwashin’ them all wound, and they had the
feahful cheek to thwow me out, and woll me downstairs.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fail to see any weason for wibald laughtah. T was
considewably hurt. My twousahs are feahfully dustay.
Undah the cires, I wequiah you fellahs to wally wound,
and come with me to mop up those wascals.” ;

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry,- laughing. “What have
they been doing? * Were you thrashing them for anything
in particular, or only on general principles?” .

“They are smokin’ and playin’ cards in the box-woom,
Tom Mewwy.”

“Well, we’re not their grandfathers!” yawned Blake.
“Let ’em smoke till they turn their tummies. Now,
speaking of that goal—”

“They are gamblin’, Blake !”

“Let ’em rip, I’'m not a prefect. That goal—>

“Yes, that goal——" said Herries.

“You fail to compwehend me, deah boys. They have
got young Wobinson of the Second Form there, and are
teachin’ him to play cards.”

“Oh!” said Tom Merry, slipping off the table.

“I wegarded it as bein’ up to me to chip in!’ said
Arthur AuOustus “Young Wobinson is a young ass,
and doesn’t know any better, and I chipped in as his
eldah, you know. I started thwashin’ them zall wound,
and they collahed me and wolled me downstairs——"

“Come on!” said Tom Merry. “Crooke’s rotten games
don’t matter to us personally, but he’s not going to teach
them to fags in the Second. This is where we go on the
warpath.”
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“Yaas, wathah! Wally wound !”

The seven juniors hurried from the common-room.
Arthur Augustus had succeeded in rallying them round,
and the question of the goal in the House match was
indefinitely postponed. Arthur Augustusled the way up-
stairs, past the Shell passage, to “the upper staircase.
They reached the landing outside the top box-room, a
secluded spot where the merry “blades” of the School
House sometimes retired for a “little game ¥ unknown to

+masters and prefects,

With their dingy folly Tom Merry & Co., as a rule, had
nothing to do. But on this occasion there was a differ-
ence. If Gerald Crooke, the cad of the Shell, was
initiating a fag of the Second Form into his own raseally
ways, Tom Merry & Co. felt that it was time. to put ‘chelr
foot down—heavy.

Tom Merry kicked open the door of the box-room.

There was an angry: exclamation from within as the
seven juniors crowded in.

Five fellows were seated there on empty boxes, llblnﬁ
a big trunk—the property of Arthur Augustus D’ &rcy—
as a card-table. Crocke and Mellish and Levison and
ngott were frequently together, engaged in such occu-
pations. The fifth member of the party was a little
fellow with flaxen hair and blue eyes, who was making
exceedingly wry faces over a cigarette—though nothmg
would have induced him to admit that he didn’t like
smoking. Robinson of the Second had had a remittance
that afternoon from a kind uncle, and the cads of the
School House were kindly proceeding to relieve hxm of the
trouble of taking care of it.

Robinson of the Second was experiencing the pleasures
—or otherwise—of gambling. He did not look as if it
were pleasant. Half an hour before he had been the
happy possessor of a whole pound—and a great man in
the eyes of the Second-Form fags. Since then his pound
had dwindled to three sh]llmgs, and he had nothing in
return for his cash but a sickly feeling inside, the result
of the cigarette Crooke had given him. It was not really
a paying game from Robinson’s point of view, and the
unhappy vietim of Crooke & Co.’s wiles looked very nearly
on the point of “blubbing.”

“Your deal, Levison,” Crooke was saying, when Tom
Merry & Co. burst i in, and the little game was mteuupted
Crooke looked round with a scowl.

“What do you fellows want?” he growled.

“Wush the wottahs!” shouted Arthur Augustus, push-
ing back his cuffs. “Thwash them all wound !”

“Clear off, you silly idiot!” snapped Levmon
“you want to be pitched down the stairs again?”
“Wally wound, deah boys !”

And Arthur Augu:tu opened the ball, so to speak, by
rushing upon Levison of the Fourth and getting his head
inte ohancery.

“Po

CHAPTER 2.
- Rough Justice.

£ OW-whooop " roared Levison, struggling fran«

tically. “ILeggo! Gerroff!”
i ““Go for them, deah boys!”
Pommel, pommel, pommel!

Mellish jumped up and made a rush for the door.
Mellish wasn’t a fighting-man. But Jack Blake gripped
him by the Collar and swung him back.

“Not just yet he said pleasantly.

“Let me 1)2155 * roared Crooke, clenching his fists.

“Pass away!” said Tom Merry, steppmg in frout of
him, with his hands up. “You've only got to walk over
e 1

Crooke did not attempt to walk over the captam of the
Shell.  Two or three Crookes would have found that
difficult.

Piggott sat where he was, shrugging his shoulders.

“Leave a bit for me, Gussy !” urged Monty Lowther, ag
the swell of St. Jim’s pommelled the yelling Levison.

“Wats! Have you had enough, you wottah?®”

“Yaroooh! Yes! Leggo!” roared Levison.

“Certainly, deah boy, if you have had enough!” said
Arthur Augustus politely.

He let go, and Levison of the Fourth sat on the floox
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| Levison took the clock from the mantelpiece, and hurled it into the girate. It was smashed into a score of [

pieces.. Meliish gave a jump. ¢ Levison, you ass! That’s too thick.”

(See Chapter 3.)

with a bump. He sat there and caressed his nose, scowl-
ing like a demon.

“What arve you interfering here for, you cads?” said
Crooke, between his teeth.

“Stopping your little game.’
fully. “Robinson!”

“Ye-es I stammered the little fag.

“You beastly little blackguard!
ing cards for money for?”

«Y_1-—J—T know I’'ve lost mearly all my tin,” whim-
pered the fag.

“How much have you rotters taken from that &id?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“Find out!”

“ f{ow much have you lost, Robinson?”

“SQus-sus-seventeen shillings!” mumbled Robinson.

“Very good! Give that kid back his seventeen
shillings, you swindling rotters!”

“I_T say, Merry, I don’t want it back! T've lost it

“ You’re going to have it back whether you want it
or not, and if I catch you playing cards again I'll comb
your hair!” said Tom Merry sternly. “I'm waiting for
you to return that kid his moxncy, you mongrels!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Monty, will you buzz off and get a stump?”

“ Certainly !” smiled Lowther.

Monty Lowther guitted the box-room. Crooke made a
motion to follow, and Tom Merry shoved him back with-
out ceremony.

“You rotters!”
going to do?”

>

said Tom Merry cheer-

What are you play-

177

hissed Crooke. *“ Wha-a-at are you
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“TLick you with a stump till you hand back the money
you’ve had from that kid.”

“You—you interfering beast!”

Piggott of the Third sidied towards the door. Jack

lake raised his boot, and Piggott hastily sidled back
again. The four young rascals exchanged furious
glances. They were fairly caught, and there was 1o
rest for the wicked in their case.

Monty Lowther came back with a stump under his
arm, and closed the box-rcom door.

“Yere you are, O King.”

“Put Crooke across that
Crooke.”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Crooke, as the juniors advanced
“T—T’11 hand the little beast back his tin! Do
you think I care for a few bob?”

“Well, I suppose you do, or you wouldn’'t have taken
the trouble to welsh it from a fag. Buck up!”

Crooke snarled, and threw seven shillings on the
trunk. Levison handed out six, following his example.
Two cach came from Mellish and Figgott.

“Take up that money, Robinson.”

“I-—I don’t want——" mumbled the fag.

“Take it up!” thundered Tom Merry, in a voice that
made the youthful disciple of Crooke & Co. jump.

The fag slipped the money into his pocket.

“Now listen to me, Robinson. You've been acting
like a young blackguard, and if you do it again, you’ll
get whopped. If you give that money back to these
rotters, you’ll get whopped. In fact, if you ever speak
to them again, you'll get whopped !”

“Ye-e-e8, Merry!”

box. We'll begin with

TreE Gem Lisrarv.—No. 410.
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“Now put them over the hoxes. Robinson, take that
stump.” :

“Ye-e-es, Merry !”

“(Give them six each—well laid on! If you don’t lay
‘em on hard enough, you’ll get some yourself!”

“Ye-e-es, Merry!” , 5

“Hands off I” roared Crooke fiercely.

“Back up!” yelled Levison. “All together, and rush
the heasts!”

Levison of the Fourth made a rush for the door. He
was promptly collared by Manners and Herries. The
other three held off; but they were collared with equal
promptuess. With a couple of juniors grasping each of
them by the weck and ankles, the merry blades of the
School House were laid face down across the boxes and
held there, wriggling and yelling in anticipation.

“Now pile in, Robinson,” said Tom Merry.

“I-—1I say, Merry, I—I'd rather not!”

“Then we’ll begin with you!”

“I—T’1l do as you tell me!” gasped Robinson.

“Buck up, then!”

Whaek ! Whack ! Whack! Whack ! Whaek !
Whack! Robinson started with Crooke, and Crooke
writhed and roared and yelled. !
/ “Oh, you rotters! I’ll pay you out for this! Yarooh!
Stoppit! Help! Oh, crumbs! Oh, crikey! Yaroocoh!”

“Levison next, kid!”

“If you touch me——" yelled Levison.
Keep oft! I'Il—T’ll-—yooop !”

Levison went through it, yelling.

Then came Mellish’s turn. Mellish wriggled and
howled and shrieked. Piggott came last, and he made
enough noise for three or four. Then Tom Merry took
the stump.

“That’s all right, Robinson! You can cut off !”

The fag cut off promptly enough. He had no desire
to remain within the reach of Crooke & Co. when Tom
Merry and his friends were gone.

Crooke & Co. lay on the boxes, groaning. The castiga-
tion had been severe, though not so severe as they
deserved. i

“Justice has been done, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “Thank you vewy much for wallyin’
woun,d! I twust, Cweoke, that this will be a lesson to
you !’

“Yow-ow-ow " moaned Crooke.

“You rotters!. If you weren’t two to one——" howled
Levison, .

“You can pick out your man, if you want any more!”
grinned Blake. “If you’re spoiling for a fight, I'm
your man!”

“Yaas, wathah! Same heah!”

“And here!” grinned Digby.

“ Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther.

There was quite a shower of offers, but Levison did
not aceept any of them. He sat on the trunk and
scowled.

“We’re done!” said Tom Merry.
gnardism to yourself, Crooke, and you can keep it up
till you're found out and sacked from St. Jim’s. But
don’t try that game on with kids in the Second Form
again, or you'll hear from us!”

-“The Great Chief has spoken!” said Monty Lowther
solemnly.

“ Yow-ow-ow-wow !”

Tom Merry & Co. retired from the scene with a
satisfied feeling of having done their duty, and done it
well. To Crooke & Co. it seemed that they had done it
a little too well. For a considerable time afterwards the
only remarks heard in the box-room were

“Yow-ow-ow ! Wow ! Grooh ! Oh,
Grooooogh |

“QOh, crumbs!

erunibs !

CHAPTER 3,

The Wreckers.
EVISON of the Fourth looked out of his study an
l © hour or twe later. Blake & Co. were coming
along the passage, heading for Tom Merry’s
study. Arthur Augustus had a roll of manu-

script in his hand, and was speaking.

Tuae Gem Lisrarv.—No. 419.
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“I wathah think this will take up an extwah column
in the ° Weekly,” deah boys! Do you think Lowthah
could be persuaded to leave out his comic column for
once?”’

Blake chuckled.

“You can ask him,” he said. P

“Yaas, I think I will wequest him to do so. Aftah all,
we are wathah fed up with Lowthah’s little jokes, you
know, and if he takes more time ovah them, he may be
able to pwoduce some good ones—jyou nevah can tell!”

Levison scowled at the juniors as they passed.

Study No. 6 were evidently bound for the editorial
office to perform their editorial duties on the staff of
“Tom Merry’s Weekly.” They were likely to be engaged
for some time. ILevison turned back into the study
where Percy Mellish was squirming in the armchair, still
suffering from the vecent infliction in the hox-room.

Levison’s-eyes were gleaming.

“TI want you!” he said.

Mellish groaned: <

“Oh, lemme alone! I don't feel up to any little gameo
now! Fatheaded idea to skin that young prig Robinson,
too! Your silly idea, wasn’t it? Yow-ow!”

“You were keen enough after his cash!” sneered
Levison. “Look here! We’re going to make those
rotters sit up for this!” :

“Going to lick Tom Merry?” asked Mellish, with deep
sarcasm. “I think I can see you doing it!”

“Not Tom Merry—yet.” ?

“Taking Blake on?”’ sneered Mellish. = “Don’t talk out
of your neck, Levison! Blake would mop up the ground
with you, and be glad of the chance!” - : ;

“They’ve gone to Tom Merry’s study, all four of
them,” said Levison, in a low voice. ‘““There’s nobody
in No. 6 now. They'll be busy a long time. They're
doing their editing rot! Come on!” >

“What for?”

- “We’'re going to rag their study. I'll ecall Crooke to
help.” * 5

Mellish looked alarmed. :

“You silly ass!- And what will happen to us if we
rag their study? You can jolly well leave me out of it!”

“ Nothing will happen to us,” said Levison. “I shall
work it so that they’ll think it’s a New House raid and
put it down to Figgins. If Blake goes for Figgins, all
the better—Figgins could lick him !’ 3

Mellish brightened up. He was as keen to revenge his
injuries as Levison was, but he lacked the nerve of:the
cad -of the Fourth. - =

“Come on!” repeated Levison impatiently.

And Mellish rose, groaning, and followed him from the
study. The two Fourth-Formers called for Crooke in the
Shell passage. Gerald Crooke was tramping' about his
study, muttering and mumbling. He wasn’t feeling
inclined to sit down. He scowled at his two precious
comrades as they entered. ;

His scow! relaxed, however, as Levison explained his
idea. e : : -

“Good wheeze,” he said. “Sure they’re safe, though:”

“They’re editing in Tom Merry’s study. You can hear
their voices in the passage.”

Crooke stepped quietly along the passage and listened.
From Tom Merry’s study proceeded the dulcet tones of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. =5

“ Weally, Lowthah, I -think you might leave out your
wotten jokes for once, to make woom for my new sewial.
You don’t see a sewial like this evewy day!”

“Thank goodness for that!” came Lowther’s reply.

“Weally, you duffah——"

Crooke came back, grinning.

“It’s all serene,” he said. “Let’s get to work.”

The three young rascals hurried along to Study No. 6.
That famous apartment was empty, and Blake and
Herries, Digby and D’Arcy, were deep in editorial duties,
little dreaming of the danger that threatened  their
quarters. *° :

“This isn’t simply a rag,” said Levison, as he closed
the door and locked it. “We’'re going to make a real
wreck of the study. Don’t make too much row, but smash
everything. The chaps in the next studiés are out; I've
looked. Here goes for a beginning.” :

Crash! TLevison took the clock from the mantelpiece
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and hurled it into the grate. Tt was smashed into a
score of pieces.

Mellish gave a jump.

“ Levison, you ass, that’s too thick !

“Rot! We're going to wreck the place. We can put it
all on the New House fellows. It isn’t a rag—it’s
revenge !” said Levison between his teeth. “I won’t
leave two rags sticking together in the room !”

“Pile in!” said Crooke, his eyes glistening.
as they don’t bowl us out, it’s all right.”

Levison piled in, ably seconded by Crooke; and
Mellish, thongh hesitatingly, followed suit. The time
had been well chosen. Nearly all the studies in the
passage were deserted, and Blake & Co. were distant, and
busily occupied. And the work was quick—and very
effective. i

Levison acted like a born wrecker. Fellows sometimes
“ragged” a study, by way of a practical joke—mixing
up things, and sepilling and tumbling all kinds of
articles. But. Levison was not bent on a rag; he was
bent upon wanton destruction. Crash went the looking-
glass under a blow from the poker, and crash went the
glass in the bookcase under another blow. The curtains
were torn down from the window and ripped into rags.
The study cupboard was turned out next—every article
of crockery ‘sedulously broken into several pieces and
piled in the grate. The fender—a brass fender, of which
Study No.- 6 were inordinately -proud—was bent and
twisted out of all shape, and broken wherever it would
break. The poker was bent, the tongs broken into two,
the shovel twisted out of all resemblance to a shovel.

Mellish looked on almost in terror. If such wanton
destruction had come to the knowledge of the House-
master, the destroyers would have been flogged in fiall.
There was no doubt about® that.

“I—I say, it—it’s too thick I” stammered Mellish.

“Rats!” said Levison. y

He turned the table over.

“Take the legs, Crooke.”

“What-ho !” chuckled Crooke.

The legs were wrenched off the study table. Levison
turned out Blake’s tool-chest, and selected a saw. With
perfect coolness he proceeded to saw across the table-top.,

“I—I’'m not going to have a hand in this,” gasped
Mellish. “It means a flogging if it comes out—or the
sack, you silly idiots.”

“Get out, then, you funk, and hold your tongue!”
snapped Levison.

Mellish unlocked the door and scuttied away. He was
glad enough for destruction to fall upon Study No. 6,
but he was terrified at the recklessness of the wreckers.
Crooke re-locked the door after him. Crooke’s eyes were
blazing. He was as reckless as Levison now.

“My hat, this is ripping!” he said. “Get that table-
top into three pieces, Levison. There’s a tenon-saw here.
I’ll saw up the legs.”

“ Good man !” grinned Levison.

For ten minutes nothing was heard in the study but
the grinding of the saws. By that time, the table-top
was in three separate pieces, and each of the legs had
been sawn in half. Crooke and Levison grinned
delightedly at the pile of ruins. But they were not
finished yet.

“The chairs!” said Levison.

‘“What-ho, the chairs!” chortled Crooke.

There were five chairs in the study—one each for the
occupants and one with a damaged leg for visitors. In
a few minutes all five of them were damaged seriously.
The legs were torn off with powerful wrenches, the rails
broken under foot, and the backs dislocated. Then the
armchair was taken in hand. All four legs were sawn
off, as they were too strong for breaking, and Levicon
ripped the seat into rags with the study carving-knife,
and wrenched out the stuffing, and then snapped the kaife
short under his heel.

Books and papers were slashed and torn; the stamp-
covered jam-jars on ‘the mantelpiece, which served as
vases, were broken; the carpet was dragged up, and
slashed into a dozen pieces; the screen was reduced to
tatters; the curtain-pole sawn into three. Arthur
Augustus’ special hat-box was equashed, and the silk
topper it contained jumped upon. A box of handsome
neckties belonging to the swell of St. Jim’s was turned

“So long
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into the grate, and Blake’s cycle oil-can poured over
them and a match applied
Levison looked round the,study with a grin of savage

satisfaction. Study No. 6 looked as if a cyclone had
struck it—or worse. Crooke was beginning to feel
uneasy.

“My hat, if they should spot wus, after this!” he
breathed.

“They won’t!” grinned Levison.

He dipped his finger into the inkpot, and daubed on the
wall, in large capital letters: :

“SCHOOL HOUSE CADS, GO AND EAT COKE!
FIGGINS.”

Crooke chuckled.

“That’s plain enough,” he grinned. “They’ll be so
ratty, they won’t stop to ask Figgins many questions
before they hammer him. ILet’s get off !”

Crooke stepped towards the door. Then he paused, the
colour wavering in his cheeks. There was a hasty step in
the passage. :

Then the door-handle was seized, and turned from out-
side. Crooke and I.evison stood rooted to the floor, in
the midst of the wreck they had made. They had finished
their dastardly work, and escape was cut off from the
study they had wrecked.

CHAPTER 4.
Editing under Difficulties. )

ITTLE dreaming of what was happening in Stndy
I No. 6, the schoolboy editors were hard at work
in Tom Merry’s study. Seven cheery juniors sat
round the table, with pens in their hands, ink
on their fingers, and thoughtful frowns on their faces.
The question of D’Arcy’s serial had been settled—it was
to be cut down. Lowther declared that that would be
easy enough, if Arthur Augustus cut the rubbish out of
it, while Manners opined that in that case the instalment

would vanish altogether.

Arthur Augustus acknowledged these remarks with
digdainful sniffs, and set to work to cut the instalment
down. It was really tco bad. for Gussy had expended a
great deal of time and trouble on that instalment.” It
was chiefly taken up with a full and glowing description
of the clothes worn by his hero, Adolphus de Vere. But
there was no help for it. Monty Lowther was adamant;
Lis column had to go into the “ Weekly,” though the skies
fell.

The smiles upon Monty Lowther’s face indicated that
the comic column was even more comical than usual, and
occasionally he broke inte chuckles. Blake, who was
doing a war story—full of battle, murder, and sudden
death—looked up rather morosely as an unusually loud
cachination escaped the humozist of the Shell.

“ Something specially good from ¢ Chuckles ’?” he asked.

Monty Lowther ceased to chuckle, and glared instead.
There was a fixed conviction among his colleagues on the
editorial staff that most of his best things came from
““Chuckles ”—a conviction that Monty, sometimes com-
bated with almost frantic energy, but without avail.

“You silly -ass!” he said witheringly. “There’s never
been anything like this even in * Chuckles.” TI'll read it
out.”

“Oh, don’t!” said Blake hastily. “Sorry I spoke!”

“Yaas, wathah! As you are stwong, be merciful,
Lowthah.”

“There’s something about you chaps in it,” said
Lowther. “I’'d better read it out. You'll see whether
it’s like °Chuckles.””

“Oh, I dor’t say all your jokes are from ©Chuckles,’”
said Blake considerately. ‘I was referring to the good
ones.”

““This is a new version of the * Ten Little Nigger Boys ’ !”
said Lowther, unheeding. “Lend me your ears!”

“T’ll lend you a thick ear if you interrupt my photo-
graphic article,” growled Manners.

“Look here, Manners, you ass——" ;

“ There, that’s done,” said Tom Merry. “Not easy to
write a good leader with you kids jawing all the
time !”
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“Just listen to this,” said Lowther, - *‘ Ten Little
Nigger Boys,” you-know.- This is bettel than the original,
really—and quite topical.

“‘Ten little nigger boys, walking in a Tine,
One saw Gussy s face, and then there were nine!

“You uttah ass!” e]aculated Arthur Augustus, turning
his eyeglass witheringly upon the humorist! “I wegard
that as uttahly wotten! Personal jokes are in vewy bad
taste, Lowthah, and I insist——"
¢ Nine little nigger boys, sitting on a gate,

Herries played his coruet, and then there were eight.” ”

“You thundering chump !” said Herries. “ Why should
there be only eight after I’d played my cornet?”

“That one had a musical ear,” explaincd Lowther.

“ Why, you silly fathead-
¢ Eight little nigger boys, sailing on Loch Leven,

One ate a haggls, and then there were seven.’ ”

“ That’s put in specially for Kerr!” said Lowther. “I
don’t know what a haggis is, but I kvow Kerr gets waxy
when you ask him if it’s fatal.”

“* Seven little nigger boys, watched bchmd the sticks,
One saw Blake get a goal, and then there were six.’ ”

Jack Blake rose to his feet.

“ And why?” he asked, his hand resting on the inkpot.

“Shock to the syatem, sudden, surprising occurrence,
youn know,” said Monty Lowther. “Yarooh—stoppim !

Tom Merry caught the inkpot and jerked it down-

ward.

“Peace, peace; my Chlldiel'l
Shell chldmo'ly

“Look here——"' roared Blake.

(R

said the captain of the

““Tet’s hear the rest and get it over,” said Dighby.

““ Lowther won't leave off until he’s finished. But look
here, Lowther, if we laugh now, will you leave off?”
: '\&onty Lowther did not delgn to reply to that question.
He went on with his new version of an ancient rhyme:
“¢ Six little nigger boys, very much alive,

One heard Gussy sing, and then there were five.” ”

“Weally, Lowthah, if you persist in these wotten
personal jokes, I warn you that you are askin’ for a
feahful thwashin’.” F
“ Five little nigger boys met a fearful bore,

Who talked about cameras, and then there were
four.>.2

“ Why, you silly cucLoo, said Manners, in measured
tones. “Of all the idiotic piffie you ever perpetrated,
that takes the biscuit! What the fellows can see to grin
at in it, beats me!” =
“¢ Four little nigger boys came along to tea,

One ate what Dig cooked, and then there were
three.” ”

Digby glowered wrathfully at the humorist of the
Shell. Dig had lately tried his hand at cake-making.
This was evidently a topical allusion.

“< Three little nigger boys read the “ Weekly ” through,
One read Merry’s article, and then there were two!” ”

“That’s about enough,” said Tom Merry. “That utter
rot can’t go into the ¢ Weekly.” We’ve got to keep up
a certain standard of quality.”

“¢Two little nigger boys——"
unheeding.

“Rats!”

“ Chuck it !” )

“Never mind the two little nigger boys,” said Blake.
“We’ve had enough little nigger boys. That piffle can’t
go into the ¢ Weekly.” ”

“ Liook here, you ass:

“Stick to  Chuckles,” ” said Blake. “Then your little
jokes come in all rlght for fellows who happen to miss
the paper one week. But——

“Have you ever seen anything like that in © Chuckles *?”
demanded Monty Lowther wrathfully.

“No jolly fear! It wouldnt sell Somebody would
get sacked if anything hke that got in.”

“Why, you silly ass

33

“ Hands up for blue-pencilling Lowther’s rot,” scaid’
Blake, looking round.

Every ‘hand but Monty Lowther’s went up.

“You silly chumps, you can’t see good jokes. A chap
ought to be able to take a joke against himself.”

‘Then I’ll suggest a wind-up for_the giddy poem,” said

Tom Merry:
Trer GeM LisrAry.—No. 4

went on Lowther,.

Jewel, and D’Arcy remained a spectator.
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¢ Two little rigger boys read Lowther’s comic rob,

Both lay down and died on the spot.” ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monty Lowther snorted.

“T’'d rather leave the poem out than finish 1t. Wlth
pifile like that,” he said.

“Wats! Tom Mewwy’s

“Tathead !”

“T wefuse to be called a fathead, Lowthah

“Look here, I'll revise it, and put in New House
names, ” said Lowther. * Aftel all, 1‘c s as surprising for
Figgins to get a goal as for Blake

“Look here ! roared Blake. :

“ Unless Herries was in goal, I mean, of course,” said
Lowther. “If Herries was betweén the posts, there
would be nothing surprising in it.”

“Well, that’s so, considering the way Figgins scored
last time,” remarked Manners. I must really say: o

“Shush!” roared Tom Merry. “Don’t begin a football
argument; we're editing now. Cheese it!”

= That goal was due to Manners going to sleep at
back!” bellowed Herries.

“ Asleep!” exclaimed Manners mdxonamly 1 like
that ! Why, you were dozm«r between the sticks; I
distinctly heard you snore.’ .

That statement was too much for Herries. . He whirled
round the table, and grasped his fellow-editor by the
neck. Manners came over the back of his chair like a
sack of coke. y

“Heard me sunore, did you?”
now we’ll hear you roar.” -

“Yaroooh! Leggo! Why, I'll—” i

Bump! Crash!

The table rocked, as Herries and Maunners crashed mto
it, struggling furloualy There was a terrific yell from
Arthul Augustus D’Arey, as the inkpot rolled off on: hh
knees.

“ Gweat Scott! Oh, deah!
twousahs I .
“Order !” yelled Tom Mezrry. :

“Take that, you cheeky Shellfish! Snoring, was 1L

“Yes, you were!  Fast asleep and snoring like a
grampus !” roared Manners. “Take that, you chceky
fag! Snormg, I say—snoring—snoring !’

“ Drag ’em apart!” yelled Tom Merry. 2

“ Pooh, let Herries lick him,” said Blake. ‘“He wants
licking. And I'm ready to lick anybody who says that
goal wasn’t due to Shell fatheads bungling.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Eh! Herries is getting licked, you duffer

“Rats! Herries could lick anybody in the Shell. As
for that goal >

“ Snoring !” roared Manners.

“You cheeky worm!”

“Hewwies was not snorwin’.
to sleep on the gwound——"

“ Why, you ass

“ And Lowthah was playin’ the gidday ox

“ And what were you doing?” heoted Lowther.
ping to smocoth your hair?”

“ Nothin’ of the sort! I wegard you as a sillay ass!”

“ Fathead !” :

“Now, then!” roared Herries, as he crashed down on
the floor on top of Manners. “Was I snoring?”
“Yes, you were !* roared Manners defiantly.
like billy-ho!
Rylcombe.” :

Bang ! Manners’ head collided with the floor, and he
bellowed. Lowther grasped Herries to drag him off, and
Blake immediately grasped Lowther. Tom Merry rushed
to the rescue, and was promptly collared by Digby. In
a moment more, six juniors were mixed up on the floor,
amid contributions for the “ Weekly,” overturned chairs,
an inkpot, pens, and blotting-paper, and other articles.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked on. Fair play was a
He was also
fully occupied with the ruinous state of his trousers.

“What the merry thunder’s the row?”’ exclaimed a
voice at the door, and the handsome face of Talbot of
the Shell looked in, with an expression of great
astonishment.

“We are editin’ the papah, deah boy.”

s lines are the best of the lot.?

bawled Herries. = “ \Vel_l)

My twousahs! Look at my

»

“ Yes, snoring in goal I

Tom Mewwy was goin’

= Stop-

“Snoring
You could have been heard from here to
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“D'Avcy——"" ¢ Weally, Kildarc——!"
‘ grimly, Swish!

‘“Hold out your hand.
Swish1

“ pwotest——!" “Twice!” said Kildare,
(See Chapter 6.)

“It looks like it,” grinned Talbot. “You’ll have the
Housemaster here to help you edit, if you don’t chuck
that awful row !” ;

“Yah! Shell rotters! Go for ’em!”

“ Cheeky fags! Kick ’em cut!”

“For goodness’ sake chuck it!” exclaimed Talbot. “T
tell you, you’ll have the Housemaster here. What’s the
row about?”

The combatants separated at last, very dusty and dis-
hevelled and damaged.

“That goal!” gasped Herries.
says I was snoring in goal &

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* What are you cackling at, you ass?”

“Bai Jove, you look wathah dustay, deah boys. Pway
do ot wow; some sillay ass has twodden on my wippin’
sewial alweady !” -

Editing was over for that afternoon. Blake & Co.
shook the dust of Tom Merry’s study from their feet; but
they carried away a good deal of dust on their clothes.
Manners had the last word; he yelled * Snoring I” as the
Fourth-Formers departed. But, fortunately, Talbot
slammed the door at the same moment, and Herries did
not hear,

NEXT

“That idiot Manners

CHAPTER 5.
An Alibi Required!

(0 HAT the merry dickens is the matter with this
door?”
Jack Blake shook the door of Study No. 6
angrily.

He was feeling a little cross already. That afternoon’s
editing was to have produced the finished copy for the
“ Weekly,” but, owing to the “Ten Little Nigger Boys ”
and the football argument, most of the work had to be
done over again. And the chums of the Fourth were
feeling very dusty and rumpled and wrathy. It was the
last straw to find their own study door fastened against
them.

Blake shook the handle angrily, and kicked on the
lower panels.

“Pway what’s the mattah, deah boy?”

“Some silly ass has locked us out of the study !” hooted

Blake. “Here, let us in, you fathead! Open this blessed
door !”
Kick! Kick! Kick!

Within the study Crooke was looking quite ghastly, and
Levison’s brow was wrinkled. The wrecking had been
done, the false notice daubed on the wall to give the
chums a false impression, but at the last moment retreat
was cut off. Crooke fairly shivered .as he looked round
at the wreck. If Blake & Co. found the perpetrators red-
handed, so to speak, their vergeance wounld be something
terrific. They would not betray the rascals to pumish-
ment at the Housemaster’s hands, certainly—that kind
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of thing was mnot inm their line; but they would
undoubtedly thrash them within an inch of their lives,
and they would wreck Crocke and Levison’s property in
the same way, by way of reprisals. Blake & Co. were
nothing at all like our modern milk-and-water politicians,
and they were not in the least shocked at the idea of
reprisals upon a base enemy. All they would worry about
would be making the reprisals as hard and heavy as
possible. e

Crooke wished that the floor would open and let him
through into the room below; he would have given a
term’s pocket-money for such a favour. But the floor
wasn’t likely to oblige him in that way. The rascals
were caught; only the locked door stood between them
and vengeance. And Blake and Herries and Dighy were
hammering savagely on the door. Crooke turned a scared
look om his accomplice. :

Kick! Kick! Kick! Bang! Bang!
“I—I say ” muttered Crooke, between his chattering
teeth.

Levison made him a quick sign to be silent.

“Not a word!” he whispered. “Not a syllable! They
don’t know it’s us. There’s the window.”
Crooke glanced at the windew, and shuddered. Blake

had climbed down the ivy to the quad more than once,
but the cad of the Shell did not possess Blake’s nerve.

“I—T can’t!” he murmured.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“They’ll get that door open soon. Then—-"

“Oh, you rotter, to get me into this!” groaned Crooke.

Levison gave him a look of fierce contempt, and crossed
to the window. Cautiously, with hardly a sound, he
opened it. Crooke followed him, with dragging steps.
The risk of the descent was better than falling into the
hands of Blake & Co. when they discovered what had been
done to their quarters. c

“Will you let us in?” bawled Blake through the keyhole.

“Yaas, wathah, you uttah wottahs! It’s some pwac-
tical-jokin’ beast! Open this door at once, you sillay
duffahs!”

“It’s all right, Figgins,” said Levison, just loudly
enough to be heard in the passage. “ They can’t get in.”

Crooke caught his idea at once.

“Let "em knock, Kerr,” he said. :

“Figgins and Kerr ! shouted Blake, catching the words.
“Those New House bounders! It’s a raid! We'll raid
em I” .

“Yaas, wathah!?

“Yet us in, you New House rotters!” roared Blake,
shaking the door-handle. “ What are you up to in our
study?”

Levison grinned, and climbed cautiously out of the
window. He had plenty of nerve, but his companion
watched him, shivering. Crooke was a little reassured,
however, by the ease with which Ernest Levison swung
himself down the ivy. Levison dropped on the ground.
It was already growing dusk in the quadrangle, and there
was not much danger of being observed.

The cad of the Fourth looked up at Crooke’s white face
in the window. Then he shrugged his shoulders, and
walked away. If the Shell fellow did not choose to follow
where he had led that was his own look-out.

“Get a chisel from somewhere!” Blake’s voice could be
heard in the passage. “We’ll have this open jolly soom,
and we’ll snateh the rotters baldheaded!”

That was enough for Crooke. He squeezed himself
desperately. through the window, and clutched on the
ivy. Not daring to look below, he swung himself down
by the thick tendrils. It was not so difficult as it locked.
But Crooke was out of condition, and he was panting and
gasping, and his arms were aching, by the time he set
his feet on the ground.

He did not linger there. He scuttled off at once, and
disappeared across the dusky quadrangle. Levison was
waiting for him under the elms. He caught Crooke by
the arm, and stopped him in the shadow of the trees.

“So you did it?” he sneered.

“Yes,” panted Crooke; “I did it! T could do it as
well as you could, I suppose? I—I say, we went a bit too
far. There’ll be an awful row about this. It might mean
the sack if the Head heard about it!”

¢ Rather too late to think of that!” said Levison, with
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a sneer. “We're safe enough. They think it was the
New House fellows.”

“ But they’ll find out it wasn’t.”

“Perhaps. Then we’ve got to prove an alibi.” Levison
looked at his watch. “It’s just six. Now, where were we
between five and six?”

“In Blake’s study, of course.”

“Idiot! I mean, where can we prove we were when
they start making inquiries?” growled Levison.

“Oh, ¥ gee!”

Levison thought hard. He understood, even more than
Crooke did, the deadly seriousness of what had been done.
The first wrath of the School House chums would
be turned upon Figgins & Co. But suppose Figgins
& Co. succeeded in proving their innocence? Then
indubitably it would be guessed that the wreck of Study
No. 6 was revenge for the licking in the box-room.

Levison & Co. had to prove an alibi. It was likely
enough that Blake & Co., though not inclined to smeak,
might be unable to conceal the damage in their study
from the powers. In that case there would be an inquiry
by the Housemaster, and a flogging to follow. Indeed,
it was quite on the cards that the ruthless wreckers might
be expelled from the school. Certainly they would be
required to pay for the damage done, and it ram into a
good many pounds.

Crooke could have borne his share in that easily encugh,
but Levison was hard up, as usual. An alibi had to be
proved.

Crooke watched his companion’s face™eagerly. He
depended on Levison’s well-known cunning to cover up
their tracks. >

Levison’s eyes brightened suddenly.

“I've got it!” he muttered.

“ What’s the wheeze?”

“Young Piggott.”

“ What’s the good?”

“Come with me, and don’t jaw!” muttered Levison,
“Piggott’s in the tuckshop. It’s all sereme.”

Crooke followed the cad of the Fourth as he hurried
towards the tuckshop. Piggott of the Third was coming
out, with a parcel under his arm. He looked at the two
juniors and grinned.

“Nothing doing !” he said at once.

“What do you mean, confound you?” growled Crooke.

“This grub is for Kunox,” said Piggott. “I'm having
tea in Hall.”

“ Never mind Knox, and never mind tea,” said Levison. _
“You've got to help us, Piggott. You're a eunning little
beast, and you can do it. We’ve wrecked Study No. 6, to
pay those cads out for meddling with us this afternoon.”
. “Good for you!” said the Third-Former. “Why didn’t -
you ask me to take a hand? I’d have done it.”

“We’ve done it pretty thoroughly,” said Levison. We
haven’t left two rags holding together.”

“Phew! 'There’ll be a row!”

“That’s where you come in. We want to prove .an

.alibi, and you’re the chap to prove it. Crooke will stand

)

you a spread in his study afterwards.’

Crooke nodded assent. Crooke was not generous, even
to his pals; but it was no time for meanness. If the
worthy Piggott’s evidence could save him from what he
deserved, it was worth a spread in the study.

“T’'m on,” said Piggott at once, “ but they won’t believe
what I say. They know I'm thick with you.”

“You’re going to quarrel with us.”

N Bl : .

“And ask Tom Merry to interfere.”

“ My hat!”

“You’ll appeal to him to make us give you back some
money we’'ve won from you, playing in the box-room.”

“Oh, crumbs !’

“Ten bob each,” said Levison. “We’'ve been playing
with you there—between five and six. See?”

“Merry will be down on us. We’ll make a fuss, and
hand you thé money. You will hand it back to us after-
wards, of course e s :

Piggott nedded, though Lis eyes glimmered curiously
for a moment.

“Then when they come to inquire where we were at
the time, it’s all cut and dried—we were in the box-room
playing cards. If we said we’'d been to a Bible meeting

GORCEOUS TUCK MARMPERS FOR READERS OF THE “CREYFRIARS HERALD,” 1



Every Wednesday,

they wouldn’t swallow it, but they’ll swallow the other
fast emongh.”

“ My only hat!” said Crooke.
make when you grow up, Levison.
the Old Bailey.” 5

“Oh, cheese it! You savvy, Piggott?”

“I'm on!” said Piggott. “T’ll get this to Knox, and
then spin my yarn to Tom Merry. Rely on me.”

And Piggott cut off, grinning.

“That will work,” said Levison.
Crooke?”

“Right as rain!” grinned Crooke. “And when they
know for certain it wasn’t us, they’ll think it was the
New House bounders, whatever they say. It may lead to
a. regular split.”

“All the better.”

“What-ho!” said Crooke heartily.

And in his exuberance of spirits at that pleasant pros-
pect, Crooke marched his worthy comrade into the
tuckshop, and stood him a ginger-pop.

“What a criminal you’ll
Youw’d beat ’em at

“What do you think,

12

CHAPTER 6.
Baffled Wrath!

REAK!
Crack !
The door was giving.

Blake & Co. were taking drastic measures.
The door of their study was locked against them, and
they had no doubt whatever that Figgins & Co. of the
New House were within. That it was a raid seemed clear,
and they were anxious to catch the New House raiders in
the act. It was tea-time, too, and they knew that if
Fatty Wynn was in the study there wouldn't be much
left in the cupboard for tea.

Crack! Crack! Groan! -

Blake had jammed in the chisel between the lock and
the doorpost. He forced it back hard. The lock was
not designed to stand that kind of pressure. It gave way
under the strain.

“Tt’s goin’, deah boys :

“Stick together, in case they make a rush!” said
Blake. “Don’t let any of the rotters get through!
We’re going to make an example of them!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

With a final groan, the lock parted, and the door
dashed open. Blake strode in at the doorway, his chums
lining up behind him, to cut off the escape of the enemy.

But there was no enemy. The study was deserted.
And the state of the study struck upon the eyes of the
Fourth-Formers like a blow.

Blake could not speak for some moments.

He gazed speechlessly at the scene of destruction. It
simply took his breath away. :

A study rag he could understand; he had ragged
Figgins’ quarters in the New House, in his time. Study
No. 6 had been the scene of many a rag. But the wanton
destruction of property astounded him, as well as
enraged him. It was not like Figgins & Co. to act like
that.

“ Good heavens!” gasped Blake, at last.

“ The rotters!” roared Herries.

“The cads!” howled Dighy.

“Bai Jove! The feahful beasts!”

Blake looked round him, havdly able to believe his eyes.
Everything that could be broken was broken; what could
not be broken was sawn in pieces. Hardly an article
remained whole. = The study needed refurnishing
throughout, to the last article. ~And as the juniors
furnished their studies themselves out of their own
pockets, the bill was likely to be a serious one.

“They’re gone,” said Blake, between his teeth. He
nodded towards the open window. *They cleared out of
the window while we were getting the door open. We'll
make them pay for this!”

“Yaas, wathah!” ° -

“TLook at the armchair,” said Dig, almost tearfully—
“the armchair my aunt sent us when the old one went
to pot.”

“Took at my neckties!” shrieked Arthur Augustus,
gazing in horror at the smouldering mass in the grate.

“T,o0k at the fender—the glass—the bookease!” said
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Blake, in a helpless rage. “Why a gang of drunken
hooligans couldn’t have done worse.” :

“Look here, the Housemaster ought to see this!”
shouted Herries. “This isn’t a jape—this is rotten
blackguardism !”

“TLook at the inscription, too!” said Blake. “‘ School
House cads! Go and eat coke! Figgins!” He wasun’t
ashamed to put his name to it!”

“The disgustin’ cad! Look at my toppah—squashed!”

“ Bverything smashed up!” said Blake. “Well, we
won’t let the Housemaster see it if we can help it. But
we’ll make Figgins & Co. sorry for it. I never dreamed
they could be such utter cads as this.”

“If we hadn’t heard ’em talking, I shouldn’t believe
they’d dome it,” said Dig. “But we heard ’em.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Come on!” said Blake, his eyes glinting. “We're
going over to the New House. We’ll serve their study
the same, and smash them into the bargain.”

“Yes, come on!” said Herries. I know I won’t leave
a thing standing in their rotten study, the cads!” :

The four chums rushed down the passage.

They wanted vengeance, and they wanted it at once,
and they wanted it hot and strong. Venturing-into the
enemy’s quarters was risky, but the risk did not matter
to them now. They only thought of getting to close
quarters with Figgins & Co., and visiting dire punish-
ment upon their devoted heads.

They fairly flew across the dusky quadrangle.

A light was burning in the window of Figgins’ study,
showing that the New House Co. were at home. Doubt-
less they were chuckling over the raid. Blake & Co.,
with set savage faces, came up to the House steps at
top speed. They were going to raid in their turn—mot
the good-humoured raid, such as the rivals of St. Jim’s -
often indulged in, when' little real damage was done.
This time it was bitter earnest. The * destructive
wrath ” of Achilles, of which the poet sings, was as
n}(l)thing to the destructive wrath of Blake & Co. just
then.

To collar Figgins & Co., hammer them till they
couldn’t crawl, and then serve their study as No. 6 had
been served—that was the programme.

There was a hitch in the programme, however. -They
dashed into the New House, and rushed up the stairs.
Even Arthur Augustus had forgotten that there was ink
on his trousers. With gleaming eyes and clenched fists
they rushed up—and nearly rushed into Monteith of the
Sixth, who was coming down. One glance at them was
enough for the prefect, and he barred the way.

“Stop!” he rapped out.

“Let us pass!” said Blake furiously.

“Stop !” repeated Monteith, “Iave you got the nerve
to come over here for a House row :

“Let us pass, I tell you!” roared Herries.
going to see Figginsi”

“You're jolly well not

“ Qewwout of the way, you New House boundahs!”

“ What?”

3 HeQS

“We're

»

oy

Shove him out of the way!” shouted Herries.
only a New House rotter, anyway!”

“What’s that?” said a sharp voice, and Kildare came
out of Mouteith’s study and looked over the banisters.
“You young rascals! Are you cheeking Monteith?”

Blake & Co. paused. They were so excited that they
were very near to charging the New House prefect and
walking over him. But Kildare was their own prefect—
?gad prefeet of the School House and captain of St.

im’s.

“You cheeky young sweeps!” said Kildare sternly.
“How dare you speak to Monteith like that! Go back
to your own House at once, and take two hundred lines
each!”. -~

“Weally, Kildare »

“And if you're more than three seconds going, I'll
borrow a cane of Monteith, and give you a thumping
licking all round.”

“Bai Jove!” :

Monteith was frowning; bub he could not complain
that the captain of St. Jim’s was not backing him up.
Kildare was coming down the stairs, evidently quite as
angry as the New House prefect. Several jumiors
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 419.
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gathered round, surprised by the scene, and Figgins of
the Fourth looked down from the landing.

“There’s the rotter!” shouted Herries.

Figgins jumped.
" “Hallo!  Whom
demanded.

“ You, you cad!” howled Blake. “ And if you weren’t
skulking behind prefects, we’d wipe up the floor with
you!”

“T’ll jolly soon show you whether I'm skulking behind
prefects I” yelled Figgins wrathfully, as he bounded down
the stairs.

Monteith caught him by
back.

“(@o into your study at once, Figgins, and stay there !”

“TLook here, Monteith @

“ And take a hundred lines !” snapped Monteith.

Tigging grunted, and went to his study. The School
House four logked after him with burning eyes. But
two prefects were in the way.

“I gave you three seconds!”
“Might I ask you to lend me a cane, Monteith?
needed, I think.” -

“T think it is, rather!” said Monteith, and he went to
his study.

“I—T say, we—we're going!” stammered Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! ~We have mno desiah whatevah to
wemain in this wotten House!”

“Youwll wait another minute or two now,” said Kildare.
“You can't cheek prefects, my infants—especially a New
House prefect in his own House. You seem to have for-
gotten your manners. What did you come here for:”

“To—to see Figgins.”

“To row with him, T suppose?”

“Well, ye-e-es!”

“You cheeky young rascals!”

“You don’t know what he’s done !” howled Herries.

“Well, what has he done?”

“Shut up, Herries.”

Herries bit his lip hard.
“sneaking.”

“Well?” said Kildare.

“N-n-nothing !” stammered Herries.

“One of your usual House rows, I suppose,” said Kil-
dare. “But there’s a limit, you know. You’ve insulted
Monteith.”

"S¥eaas, but—"

“Thanks, old chap!”
New House prefect. “Now, hold out your hands.
first, Blake!”  Swish! “Now, Herries!”
“D’Arcy > a

“Weally, Kildare 22

“Hold out your hand!™

“I pwotest——"

“Twice!” said Kildare grimly.

Swish ! Swish!

“Oh, cwikey !”

“Now you, Dighy!” Swish!
me have the lines to-morrow, or they’ll be doubled.
ashamed of you. Get out!”

The four juniors stumbled away down the stairs, with
feelings too deep for words. Vengeance upon Figgins &
Co., evidently, had to be postponed.
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CHAPTER 7.
A Little Profit for Piggott!
i€ -C-CAN I speak to you, T-om M-M-Merry?”
The Terrible Three, in no very good humour,
had been putting their study to rights, and
sorting out the “copy ” for the “Weekly.” The
unfortunate ending of thé afternoon’s editing had made
them a little cross.

Tom Merry did not look very genial as Piggott of the
Third came in. He did not like Piggott of the Third.

Piggott had been one of the rascals in the box-room,
concerned in the welshing of Robinson of the Second
Form. And he was by no means the least rascally of the
party there., Fag of the Third as he was, Piggott was
a thorough-going young scamp, and he was employed on
all kinds of shady errands by older fellows like Cutts and
St. Leger of the Fifth, and Knox of the Sixth, and he
had thus an insight into a way of life that was decidedly
bad for him. Tom did not like the unscrupulous young
rascal. But he melted a little as he saw that Piggott
was “blubbing.” At all events, Piggott was screwing
his grubby knuckles into his eyes, and his eyes looked
very red. ¢ ;

“Well, what’s the matter, kid?” asked Tom, not un-
kindly.

““Ca-a-an I speak to you

“0Of course you can. Wire in!”

“I—I've lost my m-money!” mumbled Piggott.
you're captain of the Shell, you ought to interfere.”

Tom Merry stared at him. He had believed Piggott of
the Third to be a hardy young rascal, not at all given
to complaining or whining. The worst nature has its
good points, and Piggott had at least plenty of cheek and
hardihood.

“You've been gambling again?’ growled Tom.

“Please I didn’t want to!” said Piggott eagerly.
‘“After—after what happened in the box-room, I—I told
Levison and Crooke I wouldn’t play any more.”

“Well, that was sensible!”

“I meant it, too. But—but they made me go into the
box-room and—and play!” whined Piggott. “I didn’t
want to—I tell you I didn’t. But they kept me there
nearly an hour, up to five minutes ago, and—and they’ve
won my money. I told them I didn’t want to play, but
they made me, because you made them give young
Robinson his money back.”

Tom Merry’s brow darkened.

“My hat! This is getting too thick!” he exclaimed.
“I’'m beginning to think I ought to let Kildare know
about Crooke.”

“Hold on,” said Monty Lowther quietly. ‘“Piggott is
the biggest liar at St. Jim’s, not excepting even Trimble
of the Fourth. Better hear what Crooke has to say. I
never thought Crooke was such a beast as that.”

“Oh, he’ll deny it, of course!” said Piggott. “But—"

“Well, if he denies it——" said Tom doubtfully.

He looked hard at Piggott. The fag was so utter a
young rascal that it was quite impossible to take his
word, even against a “rotter ” like Crooke.

“Let’s see Crooke,” said Manners. “If Piggott’s
telling the truth, Crooke ought to be scragged.”

“I—I dow’t want him hurt,” said Piggott. “’Tain’t
that. Only I didn’t want to play, so they ought to give
me the money back, don’t you think so?”

“Certainly they ought, and shall, if they’ve taken it,”
said Tom Merry. “Where are they now?”

“Levison’s with Crooke in his study.”

“Come on, you fellows,” said Tom.
this.”

The Terrible Three made their way at once to Crooke’s
study, followed by Piggott, who was still knuckling kis
eyes. Tom Merry threw Crooke’s door open without cere-

9%

“As

3]

“We’ll see into

. mony; and strode in.

Crooke was seated in the armchair, with a cigarette
between his lips. Levison was leaning against the
mantelpiece. -Both of them looked scowlingly at the
Terrible Three.

“Well, what do you want?” growled Crooke.

“Have you been swindling young Piggott?” asked Tom
Merry directly.

“I don’t choose to answer such a question.”

“If young Piggott says——" began Levison.
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‘“Come on, then!’’ said Figgins, pushing back his cuffs. Il undertake to wipe up the ground with ang
Mouty Lowther jumped between the two parties. o
(See Chapter 9.)

! School House idiot present!”
i

“He says you got him into the box-room and forced him
to-play, and won his money,” said Tom Merry.

“It’s a lie.”

““Awful whopper,” said Crocke.

Tom Merry was nonplussed. . Neither accuser nor
accused had any right to be believed on his word.

“I can prove it!” howled Piggott.

“Go ahead, then,” said Tom.

“I’ve just thought of it. Levison won ten bob from
me, and [ gave him a red currency note.”

Wl

“I’'ve got the number.”

€Oh, good! Trot it out!”

Piggott extracted a sheet of paper from his pocket,
upon which a number was written.

“My pater told me always to take numbers,” he said.
€1 always do, it’s safer. That currency note was 004683.”

“Have you got a note with that number about you,
Levison?”

“Find out.” .

“We’ll find out fast enough,” said Tom Merry. “You’'ll
own up, or we shall search you—unless you prefer it to
go to the Housemaster.”

Levison, with a snarl, snatched a ten-shilling note from
his pocket and flung it on the table.

“There’s the young rotter’s money.
keep it.”

I don’t want to

NEXT
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‘““Hold on!” he sai

“So you admit it7”

“There’s the note,” said Levison sullenly.

“Take your money, Piggott. How much did Crooke
win from you?”

“Thirty shillings,” said Piggott.

Crooke gave a violent start, and fixed a deadly look
upon the fag. :

“It’s a lie,” he said thickly.
same as Levison.”

“Yes, ten shillings,” said Levisen, with a look at
Piggott, which the fag did not appear to see.

“Thirty shillings, and that ten—that’s two pounds,”
said Tom Merry. “That’s a lot of money for a kid like
you, Piggott.” ‘

“It was all I had in my money-box,” said Piggott tear-
fully. “I’ve been saving up my tips all this term to
buy a camera. They made me open the money-box and
take it out.”

“Well, on
breath.

“’Tain’t true!” yelled Crooke furiously. *I don’t
believe the young rotter ever had a money-box at all!l”

“Cheese it, Crooke !” said Levison hastily, as he caught
a.mocking gleam in Piggott’s eye. “Pay up and look
pleasant.”

“T won’t! I—"

“Do you say that Piggott is right, Levison?”

Tue Geym Ligrary.—No. 419.
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Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“It’s right enough,” he said. “About thirty shillings
—twenty-nine, perhaps.”

“Why, you rotter——" began Crooke furiously.

“Qh, pay up!” said Levison impatiently. ‘“Piggott
wants his money, and it will be all the worse for you if
you den’t pay.”

There was a hidden meaning in Levison’s words, which
had its effect upon Crooke. With a savage exclamation
the cad of the Shell took out his purse and threw a pound
note and ten shillings-in silver on the table.

“There you are, you swindling little hound!” he
snarled.

Piggott gathered up the money.

“Thank you, Tom Merry!” he said. “You see, I said
they’d deny it, and if I hadn’t thought about the number
of the note they'd have stuck to it. They kept me in
the box-room from soon after five right up to six o’clock
playing cards, and wouldn’t let me get out, though I
asked them, and told them I'd tell a prefect.”

“You needn’t sneak to a prefect, but you can tell me
if they do it again,” said Tom Merry. *“I’ll see there’s
a stopper put on it.”

“Thank you, Merry!” ¥

Piggott scuttled out of the study, and he paused at
the end of the passage to chuckle gleefully.

* Now, Crooke,” said Tom Merry, “I won’t handle you
because you've been licked once this afternoon. But if
this happens again, I'll see that you get a dormitory
ragging that you won’t forget in a hurry. The same to
you, Levison.” : ;

And the Terrible Three guitted the study.

avison and Crooke looked at one another.
gcowling savagely, and Levison grinning.

“That young villain don’t mean to give us the money

_back !” said Crooke, in a low voice of intense rage. “He’s
taken advantage of us!”

“ Looks like it. Cunning little beast!”

“We fixed it up for ten bob each, money to be returned
afterwards, and a spread for that grubby little cad!”

“It was worth what it’s cost.”

“It hasn’t cost you anything !” snarled Crooke. “That
ten-bob note was mine, and he’s stuck me for thirty bob,
too !”

“Better than what would happen if Blake found us
out,” said Levison quietly. “We’ve done ten or twelve
pounds’ damage in Study No. 6.”

Crooke’s brow cleared a little. He did not like parting
with two pounds, and it was borne upon his mind very
clearly that Piggott intended to keep the money. He was
playing with edge tools in dealing with the rascal of the
Third, ‘l.lmt in the extensive damage done to Study No. 6
and security from discovery there was comfort.

3

Crooke was

CHAPTER 8.
Dismal Quarters.

(6 ALLO! Not ratty, surely?”’

H Monty Lowther asked that question cheerily
as Blake & Co. came into the common-room in
the School House.

The four Fourth-Formers were looking moody and

furious.

“Don’t keep it up:like that,” said Tom Merry, in some
surprise. “Bless your little hearts, we've often had u
serap in the study before!”

“ Br-rrr!” said Blake.

“ And now I €ome to think of it,” said Manners, in his
blandest tone, < Herries wasn’t snoring in goal. He
couldn’t have been heard as far as Rylcombe.”

S ha; ha !

“Oh, come off I” growled Herries. “ Do you think we're
ratty about a silly scrap with silly asses in a silly study?
It’s those New House cads!”

“ Oh, not little us!” said Lowther. “What’s happened?
Has Figgins dared to suggest that Gussy’s necktie is not
the very latest?”

“ Weally, Lowthah, you ass—-"

“Has Fatty Wynn laid a sacrilegious hand on Gussy's
best topper?”

“Oh, dan’t rot!” growled Blake. “Have you seen our
study, and what those villains have done with it?”

Tur Geu LiBrary.—No. 419.
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“Sure, I've seen it!” said Reilly of the Fourth. “It’s
bastely! I'd make ‘em pay for the damage—every

“We went over to scrag them, and ran into Kildare !”
growled Dighy. I suppose it will keep till to-morrow.
The rotten cads 3

“QOh, draw it mild, if you're talking of Figgins & Co.
said Tom Merry. ““They're cheeky bounders, but nothing
of that sort!”

“(Come and see what they've done!” growled Blake.

A crowd of fellows followed Blake to Study Noo 6.
There were exclamations of wrath and indignation when
he turned on the gas, and the scene of havoe was dis-
played. The School House juniors could scarcely believe
their eyes. No House “rag 7 had ever been carried oub
to anything like that extent before.

“Figgins couldn’t have dome that!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “He wouldn’t be such an awful rotter!”

“T,o0k what’s written on the wall!” hooted Digby.

“ Anyone might have written that.”

“We heard them talking in the study before they
skulked out of the window.”

“Oh, that alters the case, of course!”

“Yaas, wathah! And that wottah Monteith stopped us
fwom scwaggin’ them, and that duffah Kildare caned us
for makin’ a wow in the New House! Oh, deah!”

“What awful cads!” said Lowther. “We shall have to
make them sit up for this! We’ll all take a hand, and
muck up their quarters in the same way!”

“We won't leave a thing standing when once we get a
chance at the cads!” said Blake. ‘Look what they’ve
done! The table sawn up, legs sawn off the armchair,
glass smashed, even the frame smashed! A gang of
lunaties couldn’t have done worse!”

“It’s” extraordinary!” said Tom Merry, knitting his
brows. ‘I should never have thought it of Figgins. But
if you heard them talking in the stud i

* Of course we did.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“Well, that settles it, of course.
scragged baldheaded, and made to pay for it!
be a frightful row if the Housemaster saw this!”

“Serve them right to let him see it!” grunted Blake.
“ We're not going to, all the same.”

“The maid will jaw when she sees it in the morning,”
said Digby.

“And the House-dame will be brought to look at it,”
said Reilly. “Faith, ye can’t keep it dark intirely! Mrs.
Mimms will tell Railton.”

“ Blessed if I know what’s to be done about it!” said
Blake. “If it comes out, the New House cads will say
we’'ve sneaked. But it’s a bit thick to have to cover up
their dashed hooliganism for them !” ;

“ Better do it, all the same,” said Tom Merry. “It’s a
dirty trick, but we don’t want'the masters to take a
hand in it. We can take cave of ourselves, and give the
New House as good as they send.”

“Yaas, wathah! But what’s goin’ to be done?”

“ et all this rubbish stacked away in the box-room this
evening and out of sight,” said Tom. é

“That’s easy enough, I suppose,” said Blake. * But
what about furmishing the study? There’s not a thing
here can be used again? If the maid finds the study
empty in the morning she’s certain to jaw.”

“(Contributions,” said Tom. “You'll have to get the
study furnished again some time, but until then we’ll all
lend something. There’s a gammy old table in the box-
room you can have, and we’ll all contribute chairs, and
we can stick up some shelves for the books, and we’ll
all whack out crockery and things. You can teil the
maid you've had some alterations. And, by Jove, you
have, you know !”

“THa, ha, hal”’

“T suppose that’s all right,” said Blake. *The rotters
ought to be flogged for this, but we can’t give them away.
Any fellow who wants a job can lend us a hand carting
away these crocks!”

“Sure, we’ll all help, Blake darling!”

“ Many hands make light work,” said Monty Lowther.
“Pile in, and just imagine you’re the broker’s man.”

A crowd of fellows lent a willing hand. The Terrible
Three, and Talbot and Kangaroo, and Dane and Glyn, and
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Gore and Skimpole, joined in, as well as Reilly and
Kerruish and Julian and several more of the Fourth.

The wreckage was carried away in instalments, as it
were, to the upper box-room and stacked away.

To be taking all that trouble to shield the wreckers
from their just punishment was irritating, but there was
really no choice about it. Blake would not put it in the
enemy’s power to say that they had “sneaked.”

It was with bitter feelings that the chums of Study

No. 6 saw that famous apartment stripped of its goods
and chattels and household gods.
" The refurnishing was likely to be an extensive task,
and would take time. And, meanwhile, the study would
not be very comfortable, furnished with odds and ends
borrowed up and down the passage.

The desire for vengeance upon the perpetrators of the
cruel raid grew keener and keener. ;

Levison of the Fourth stroiled along the passage while
the work was going on. He paused to look into Study
No. 6, with an expression of great astonishment.

“What on earth’s the matter?” he exclaimed.

“New House raid!” growled Blake. s

“My hat! They’ve done it pretty thoroughly. I'd tell
the Housemaster about this if I were you.”

“T dare say I might, too, if I were you,” said Blake.
“But I don’t happen to be you, Levison, so I sha’'n’t do
anything of the sort.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders, and sauntered on,
without offering to lend a hand. Study No. 6 was stripped
bare at last, even to the carpet and the curtains. Blake
& Co.-looked round the empty room disconsolately enough.

“TLooks cheery, don’t it?” said Blake.

“ Howwid, deah boy! But we’ll make those wottahs
sowwy for it!”

Tom Merry & Co. were bringing in conftributions of
furniture. The “gammy ” table from the box-room was
better than mnothing, though it rocked when it was
touched. Amn ancient, discarded pair of curtains from
Kerruish’s study at least covered the window, if they did
not adorn it. Four chairs, all more or less rocky, were lent
by the owners, and a shelf was provided for the books.
As for D’Arcy’s topper and mneckties, they were
irreplaceable.

In dismal quarters the four chums sat down at last to
do their preparation. But they were thinking less of
preparation than of the dire vengeance that was to fall
upon Figgins & Co. on the morrow.

CHAPTER 9.
Figgins is Wrathy.

LEVEN juniors in the School House jumped out of
bed at the first clang of the rising-bell in the
morning. .

IR . They were Blake & Co. in the Fourth Form
dormitory and the Terrible Three in the Shell.

The seven were down before any of the other fellows.

They were aware that Figgins & Co. were early risers,
and they were anxious to “stalk ” them. If they had an
opportunity of coming to close gquarters with Figgins &
Co. before “brekker,” that opportunity was not to be
lost.

Luck favoured the avengers. As they came out of the
School HMouse into the misty quadrangle, three figures
could be seen sprinting round the quad with their
scarves flying behind them. They were Figgins, Kerr,
and Fatty Wynn taking a run before breakfast.

“There are the wottahs, deah boys!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus. “Come on!”

Blake knitted his brows. The sun had gone down oun
+he wrath of Study No. 6. But vengeance was at hand.

¢ Cut the rotters off from the New House,” said Blake,

“then you Shell bounders can pin them down while we

get into the New House and start on their study! We

can get it done before brekker.”

“Right you are!” said Tom Merry.

Figgins & Co., quite unsuspicious, were trotting away
round the quadrangle. They passed round the School
House and kept on their way towards the old chapel, a
deserted spot at that early hour. Fast on their track
went the School House party.
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Figgins & Co. turned back at the ruims, and trotted
back to the New House. Then they came face to face
with the School House seven.

“Hallo!” said Figgins cheerily.

“Yaas, you wottah!”

“ What!”

“ Wottah I

Figgins’ eyes glinted.

“You silly asses came over to our House last night
calling us names!” he said. “If it hadn’t been for the
prefects, we’d have pitched you out, neck and crop!
What’s the matter with you?” ;

“(Collah the wottahs, deah boys!”

Figgins & Co. put up their hands promptly as the
School House juniors rushed upon them. :

But they had not much chance against seven.

There was a brief but terrific struggle, and Figgins
and Kerr and Wynn went bumping to the ground, and
the Terrible Three sat on them.

“Fair play, you rofters!” roared Figgins, struggiing
furiously under Monty Lowther. “We’ll lick you, man
to man!” ;

“Fair play, you worms!’ gasped Kerr.

“Sit on the cads!” said Blake grimly. “It may
interest you to know what you’re going to get, Figgins.
We're going to your study now.”

“To my study?” said Figgins.

“Yes! We’'re going to smash every blessed thing there,
same as you did in our study yesterday! Then we're
going to lick you till you can’t crawl—see?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Figgins snorted. -

“As for the licking, you're welcome to give us all you
can, man for man!” he said. “I’ll undertake to mop up
any School House duffer you put forward. As for smash-
ing up my study, I don’t see what you're driving at;
but we’ll jolly well give you as good as you send! And
as for what may have happened in your study yesterday,
I don’t know anything about it, as T wasn’t there!”

“QOh, don’t tell whoppers, you know!”

“You rotten worm! If this Shell idiot wasn’t sitting
on my chest, I'd show you whether I'm telling whoppers
or not!” bellowed Figgins. 2

“Come on, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus. “You
thwee boundahs keep those wottahs heah while we are
weckin’ the studay!”

“Rely on us!”

“ Lemme up!” roared Figgins.

“ (Juiet, dear boy!” said Lowther soothingly.
let you up when the time comes for the licking

“Will you hold on a minute?” said Kerr quietly.
“ Before you start wrecking our study, you might as well
tell us what you're going to play such a dirty trick for.”

Blake snorted.

“You know well enough! It’s tit for tat!”

“Yaag, wathah! One good turn deserves anothah

“We jolly well won’t leave a thing whole!” said
Herries savagely. “We’ll give you just the same as you
gave us!’ A

“But what bave we done?”

¢ More whoppers—what?”

Rerr’s eyes gleamed. :

“Very well; go ahead!” he said. “I see it’s no good
talking to a silly idiot! Go ahead! We’ll make you
squirm for it later!” e

“Rats!”

“Yaas, wathah! Wats!”

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. ‘Cheese it a minute,
Blake! If the bounders have got anything to say, leb
them say it! Figgins says he wasn’t there.”

“We know ke was.”

“Iet ’em explain, though, if they've got anything to
explain. Go ahead, Figgins! Do you deny that you
wrecked Study No. 6 yesterday?”

Figgins snorted angrily.

“I’m not going to say anything!” he snapped. “If my
word can’t be taken, you can go and eab coke! Rats to
all of you!”

“Of course, he’s got nothing to say!” growled Dighy.
“Come on! We’'re wasting time!” :

“Hold on, I tell you!” said Tom Merry. ¢ Figgins,
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yow're an ass! Kerr, you explain—you're a Scotchman,
and you’ye got more sense!”

“Suppose,you let us know what we're accused of first?”
suggested Kerr blandly. “It’s a hig advantage to know
what you're accused of when you have to explain any-
thing.”

“Oh, don’t be funny! Somehody mucked up Study No.
6 yesterday aftermoon—sawed the furniture to pieces,
smashed the glass, and made havoc of everything !”

“And you think we played a dirty trick like that?”
hooted Figgine. . 3

* Well, your name was written on the walil,” said Blake,
somewhat “impressed by Figgy’'s evident indignation.

“ Anybody but a School House idiot' would know that a
cad who would do such a thing would try to put it oa
somebody else!” snorted Figgins.

“But you were there!” hooted Herrics.
you speak to Kerr!” =~ ;

“What! . You heard me speak to Kerr in your study
yesterday afternoon?” 24 3

tEYege ;

“Does it run in your family?”

“ What 1”2 ; :

“ Madnese, you kuow!”

“You cheeky rotter!” :

“I heard you, too,” said Blake." “So did Dig and
Gussy.. We were all outside the door.”

“ What time was it?” asked Kerr quietly,

“Between five and six.” £

“Any New House chap will tell you that we were at
footer practice up to a quarter to six.” :

¢ Bhe? : i

The Terrible Three exchanged .glances, and rose.

“We heard

asked Figgins.

Figgins & Co. were released, and they serambled to their |

Teet. ) >
“You are lettin’ the wottahs go
“There’s a mistake,” said Tom Merry quietly. “I said

at the time that I didn’t think Figgy would do such a

rotten thing !”- : :

“But we heard ’em talking in the study!” bellowed

Herries. s : ’

)
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“You heard somebody talking, perhaps,” said Kerr.
“1f you weren’t an inmate of a home for idiots, you'd
kave guessed it was a triek.”

“Look here, you New House worm——

“What did you hear us.saying in. the study?” asked -
Kerr. e
Blaks reflected. He was feeling a little uncomfortable .
now. : ;
“Well, one rotter said, ‘It's all right, Figgins, they i
can’t get in,” and the other rotter said, ¢ Let ’em knock, -
Kerr!” - We heard it quite plainly through the door.” :

“Yaas, wathah!” : > 5

“And did you recognise our voices?”’

“ Well, not specially—you can’t recognise a whisper,
But we heard the names quite distinctly.” ;

“Of course youw did!- They were whispered distinctiy
specially for you to hear!” said Kerr scornfully.

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!”

“You can ask any New House chap where we were -
between five and six yesterday if you’re cads enough o
doubt our word,” said Figgins.

“Weally; Figgins 2 :

“Gh, draw it mild!” said Blake uneasily.
didn’t know you were going to deny 1t.”

“If you say you-didn’t-do it 7 said Digby.

“We can take your word,” said Herries, after a pause.
“But it’s jolly queer.”

“Of course, you can take Figgy’s word,” said Tom
Merry rather sharply. “It was somebody else, and who- -
ever it was wanted you to think it was Figgins.”

“Well, it looks like it now,” admitted Blake.
say, if it wasn’t you, Figgins, I'm sorry.” .

“If!” snorted Figgins.. “ You silly idiot, you ought to °
have known it wasn’t us. If you think we’d play a dirty .
trick like that, it only shows you're a silly dummy !”

“Yes; and rather a rotter, too,” said Fatty Wynn;
“and if you're spoiling for a fight, you can come on, and
these Shell bounders can see fair play.” ;

Blake flushed angrily.- ¢

“ Well, if.you put it like that, we’ll lick you, anyway !”
he exclaimed.

3

“ We—we
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‘“Wush the wottahs !”’ shouted Arthur Augusius, pushing back his cuffs,

“Thwash them all wound!” < Clear

off, you silly idiot!” snapped Levison. - “Do you want to be pitched down the stairs again?” (See Chapter 1.)

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“ Come on, then,” said Figgins, pushing back his cuffs.

“T’lIl undertake to wipe up the ground with any School
House idiot present!”

Monty Lowther jumped between the two parties.

“Hold on!” he said.

“Get out of the way, Lowther !”

“One moment,” said Lowther calmly. “X.ook here!
Whatever cads they were in Study No. 6 yesterday, they
wanted to set you by the ears, and start you hammering
one another.  There’s no need to let them gain their
point, that I can see. They’ll only cackle at you.”

“Well, that’s so,” said Blake, dropping his hands.

“Yaas, I nevah thought of that. P’ll let you off,
Figgins.” :

“Let yourself off, you mean !” hootéd Figgins.

“ Weally, you cheeky wottah e

“Oh, cheese it!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “We don’t
want a House row now, and play into the hands of those
cads, whoever they were. Let’s try and find out who it
was, and hammer them;’

Figging shrugged his shoulders.

“You can please yourselves about that,” he said.  “But
you needn’t trouble to speak to us again. I suppose you
don’t know any better, being silly idiots; but I don’t
like silly idiots who make rotten accusations, myself.
Come on, you chaps; these silly fools make me ill |” :

Figgins & Co. walked away, with their noses in the air.

“Are you going to stand that?”’ demanded Herries
sulphurously. - “ Let's mop up the ground with them.”

“Of course, you're going to stand it,” said Tom
Merry. “You deserve it. Figgy’s ratty at being suss
pected of a dirty trick, and it’s matural enough, too.
Let em: go. What we've got to do is to find out who
did it.”

And Study No. 6, though

with a growl or .two,
assented. > ;

CHAPTER 10,
Acthur Augustus on the ’I_‘rac!s’!

65 AT Jove! I’ve got it!”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered = that
exclamation suddenly at the breakfast-table.
Mr. Lathom, the master of the  Fourth,
glanced along from the head of the table, and Arthur
Augustus coleured. :

“Really, D’Arcy!” said Mr. Lathom reprovingly.

And the swell of St. Jim’s finished his breakfast in
silence. But his eyes were gledming. His chums looked
at him curiously. - During breakfast, Blake & Co. were
thinking of the mystery of the study. They were
satisfied, on reflection, that Figgins & Co. had had

TeE GEM LiBrary.—No. 419.



1 THE BEST 30 LIBRARY .@& THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 8 LIBRARY.

nothing to do with it. Now ‘they were calm, they were
glad, too, that Figgy’s innocence had come to light
before they had carried out their intention of wrecking
his study. But they were very anxious to discover the
real delinquents.

When the juniors came out of the dining-room, after
breakfast, Arthur Augustus drew his chums aside, his
eyes gleaming with excitement.

“I've got it, deah boys!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, bow-wow !” said Blake.

“ Weally, Blake, I tell you I have got it You can
always wely on a fellah of tact and judgment to get at
the twuth. It was Cwooke.”

“ Crooke !” said Herries.

“Yaas, wathah! They wuined our studay becaunse we
thwashed them for gamblin’ with’ young Wobinscn in the
box-woom !” said D’Arcy triumphantly.

Blake shook his head.

“ Whoever was in the study, shinned down by the ivy
from the window,” he said. “ Crooke would funk that.”

And Herries and Digby nodded assent to that
observation.

“I have thought it out, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus cheerfully. “I have worked it out in my
bwain. You see, the wottahs must have known we were
workin’ on the ¢ Weekly > in Toih Mewwy’s studay, and
didn’t expect to be caught there. We came back
wathah suddenly, and they were cornahed. I know
Cwooke is a funk, but if we had caught him in the
studay- = y

“We’d have pulverised him,” said Herries,

“Yaas, and so he scwewed up his couwage to climb
down fwom the window. He funked a waggin’ more
than he funked a climb.”

£ Well, that’s likely enough,” said Blake. “He would
have had a high old time if we had caught him on the
spot. But somebody was with him.”

¢ Levison or Mellish, of course.
Piggott.”

“1 don’t suppose that fag would have had the merve.
As for Mellish, he wasn’t there; I saw him look out of
his study while we were banging at the door.”

" “Then it was Levison and Cwooke.”

“ We’ll jolly soon find out,” said Blake.

It was a clue, at least. Crooke and Levison had had a
strong motive; and they were fellows who were capable
of such a deed, if they felt themselves safe from dis-
covery. Study No. 6 immediately proceeded to look for
Crooke and Levison.

The precious pair were chatting in the gquadrangle
when the four Fourth-Formers bore down on them.
Crooke looked a little uneasy as they came up, but
Levison nodded to them coolly.

“ You know about our study being wrecked yesterday®”
said Blake abruptly. i

“Yes. A New House raid, wasn’t it?”

“It turns out that it wasn’t.”

“No2” said Levison, in surprise. “But I heard you
say last night that you heard Figgins & Co. talking
through the door.”

“Yes, I remember that,” said Crooke, with a nod.

“That was a trick; the cads who were there wanted
to make us believe it was a House raid.”

* Oh, how do you know?”’

* Figgins says he wasn’t there.”

“ Of course, he’d say so,” said Levison, with a sneer.

¥ He wouldn’t say so if it wasn’t true. Besides, he was
at footer practice, and a lot of fellows saw him there.”

“Looks to me like a got-up story,” said Levison,
shaking his head. “Figgins thought you might report
it to Railton, so he had his witnesses all ready. That’s
how it looks to me.” :

“Well, it doesn’t look like it to me,” said Blake.
“I want to know whether it was you two.”

“ Thanks !” :

“ Well, was it?” demanded the four juniors together.

Levison laughed.

“No,.it wasn’t.”

* Where were you at the time?”

“I don’t quite see that you've
catechise us,” drawled Levison.
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“ Like your rotten cheek, I think!” said Crooke.

Blake nodded, with a glint in his eyes.

“We mayn’t have any right,” he said. “I won’t argue
that with you. But I know this—if you can’t tell us
you were somewhere else at the time, we shall take it*
for granted that you did it.”

“ Yaas, wathah, and we shall thwash you feahfully, and
wag your studies.”

“When we find out the rotters, we're going to serve
them just the same,” said Blake. “We're going to
break up everything in their quarters, and give them a
thundering hiding into the bargain!”

“If you meddle with my study, I shall complain to the
Housemaster,” said Crooke.

“ Please yourself about that.
story then, and we're ready to face the music.
it you?”

“No, it wasn’t!” snapped Crooke.

“Where were you at the time, then?”

“ Find out!”

“Collar them !” said Blake. “ Perhaps a little bumping
will freshen their memories, and knock a little truth out
of them.”

“Hold on,” said Levison coolly. “Suppose you tell us
what time you're speaking about, and we may be able to
tell you where we were.”

“ Between five and six yesterday afternoon. We were
hammering at the study for twenty minutes at least, and
we got in soon after six. But the raggers must have
been there an hour, from the damage they had done.”

“Rather lucky for us we can prove an alibi, then.”
grinned Levison. “ Mind, you’'ve got no right to question
us, but as we happen to have been scmewhere else, we
don’t mind telling you. We refer you to Tom Merry.”

“Tom Merry! You weren’t with Tom Merry—we were
with him.”

“Tom Merry knows where we were up to six o’clock.”

Blake looked hard at Levison.

“Well, I’ll ask Tom Merry,” he said. “I wouldn'’t
take your word against the Kaiser. I’ll ask Tom.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders. The chums of Study
No. 6 hurried away, and the two rascals of the School
House exchanged glances. :

“Rather lucky we fixed up that alibi,” drawled
Tevison. “The rotters mean business. It wouldn’t hurt
me much, T haven’t much to be smashed; but your study
cost you a good many pounds to furnish, Crooke—about
five or six times as much as Study No. 6, I should say.”

“Tf they touch it, I’ll speak to Railton ?

“They won’t touch it without proof. And if they get
proof, the less you say to Railton, the better. It would
certainly mean a flogging, and it might mean the sack,”
said Levison drily. “But they can’t get proof. Piggott’s
evidence clears us.”

“Tt cost a pretty penny,” growled Crooke.

“The little cad hasn’t given you the two pounds back?”
grinned Levison.

“No. I asked him last night, and he said he under-
stood he was to keep it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, you can cackle! It wasn’t your money !” snarled
Crooke. “I’d have hammered him, and taken it, only—
only =

“Better not,” said Levison. 3

“T know that, hang you! He knows he’s got us in a
cleft stick! And that isn’t all! He’s asked me to lend
him half-a-quid this afternoon !”

“My hat! What did you say?”

“7 "said no, of course!” growled Crooke. “He’s not
going to blackmail me! He’s had two pounds of my
money, and he’s not going to touch another penny of it!”

Aund Crooke stalked away savagely. The chapei-bell
rang, and Levison moved off; but his face was very
thoughtful now, and somewhat less confident. The game
Piggott of the Third was playing was a game after his
own heart; but he had not thought of attributing his
own cunning and unscrupulousness to the fag. Piggott’s
utter rascality did not shock Levison; he was not easily
shocked. But it gave him an inward feeling of appre-
hension. The secret was not quite so safe, after all, as

He’ll hear the .whole
Now, was

- he had supposed. ‘
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- CHAPTER 11.
The Way of the Transgressor!
LAKE did not have an opportunity of speaking to
B * Tom Merry till after morning lessoms. Study
No. 6 were waiting for the Terrible Three, when
the latter came out of the Shell class-room.

“ Found the giddy wreckers?” asked Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! I am suah it was Cwooke & Co.,” said
Arthur Augustus. :

“We've tackled Crooke and Levison about it,” said
Blake. “But Levicon says you know where they were
at the time, Tom.”

The captain of the Shell looked surprised.

“Blessed if I know anything about them!” he said.
“Oh! Hold on a minute! Let me see! - When was it
we saw them in Crooke’s study, you fellows?”

“Soon after six,” said Manners. “About half-past.”

“That doesn’t prove anything,” said Blake. “They
< got out of the study window before six.”

“Yes. But we happen to know they were in the box-
room before that,” said Tom. |

“You saw them there?”

“No. But we know they were there. They were bully-
ing young Piggott inte playing cards, and welshing

im.” :

“Piggott? Why, he’s one of their set!”

“ They’ve fallen out. Piggott came to me to complain,”
said Tom Merry. “They’d done him out of two pounds.

I suppose because we made them hand back the plunder
from young Robinson. They denied it at first, but it was
proved by the number of a currency note, and we made
them shell out.”

“But are you sure they were in the box-room just at
that time?” asked Blake, disappointed.

Piggott came to complain as soon as he got

“Yes.
away from them, and he said they’d forced him to: stay
there more than half an hour, I think. I should have
thought of Levison myself, but for that.”

“Hallo!  What’s the row?” exclaimed Manners
suddenly.

There was a howl from the end of the passage.

“Crocke and Piggott!” said Tom Merry, compressing
Iris lips. 3

The cad of the Shell had been falking to Piggott, and
he had suddenly changed from woerds to actions. His
finger and thumb closed on Piggott’s ear, and the fag
uttered a loud howl.

Tom Merry ran along the passage, his brow very dark.

“Let him go, Crooke!”

Crocke, his face black with rage, released the rascal
of the Third. Piggott rubbed his ear, giving Crooke a
venomous and threatening look.

“Mind your own business, Tom Merry!” said Crooke,
in a choking voice. He seemed almost beside himself
with rage.

“You are ragging that kid because he teld me of your
welshing yesterday, I suppose!” said Tom.

“You fool !

“ What?”

“You don’t know anything about it!
business !”

“T’1l jolly well tell him !” said Piggott.

“If it isn’t that, what is it?” demanded Tom Merry.

“Iind out!”

“We chipped in to stop your rascally games, Crooke !
You won’t take it out of Piggott, either! You won’t
touch him again! If he does, Piggott, let me know !”

“I will I” said Piggott, with a curious glimmer in his
eyes.

He gave Crocke an expressive look, and scudded off.
Crooke gritted his teeth, With a look:of hatred at the
Co., he scuttled off.

“I've a jolly good inind to hammer him, anyway!”
growled Tom Merry. “Of course, he’s down on the kid
for giving him away to us!”’

“It’s rather lucky for him Piggott gave him away to
you, all the same!” said Blake grimly.

“How do you mean?”

“Because, if we didn’t know those rotters had been in
the box-room welshing Piggott, we chould feel jolly
sure they were the rotters who wrecked our study.”

Mind your own
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“Yaas, wathah!” -

“But if it wasn’t Crooke and Levison, who the thunder
was it?” demanded Herries. “ We've got to find out
who it was!”

“ What about Mellish?”

“Well, I don’t believe he'd have had the nerve, any-
way; but it wasn’t Mellish. He was looking on while
we were trying to get into No. 6.”

“Then it beats me,” said Tom Mexrry. * Escepting
Crooke and Levison and Mellish, I can’t think of a chap
in the House who’d do such a rotten, mean thing !”

“Must have been a-New House crowd, after all—
though not Figgins,” said Digby. 3

“It  certainly wasn’t Figging,” said
decidedly. “Iiggy’s word is as good
me hollow !”

“Well, we’re going to find out who it was,” said Blake.
“Ie’s got to be found.”

“We’ll all do our best,” said Tom. “It would be rotten
if such beastly cads got off scot-free!”.

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry & Co. proceeded to make investigations,
and a good many more fellows joined in to help them.
But the result was nil.

The finger of suspicion pointed, naturally, to Crooke
and Levison; but their alibi was complete, and they
were considered cleared.

Whom else to suspect was a puzzle. X

The juniors came round to the conclusion that it was,
after all, a House rag, though Figgins & Co. had not
been concerned in it. Redfern & Co. of the New House
disclaimed all knowledge of the matter, though they
were not suspected. Reddy was quite incapable of such
a wanton outrage. How to “mnail ” the delinquents was
a problem it was not easy to solve.

That evening Tom Merry & Co. held council in the
common-rcom, diseussing the problem. Nothing had
come to light. Even if Blake & Co. had been inclined
to forget and forgive—which they were nct—the dis-
comfort of their study would have kept the matter alive.
The refurnishing was likely to hang fire for some time,
funds being decidedly low with the Co.

While the council of war was held in the common-room
Levison was paying a call in Gerald Crooke's study.
Crooke received him with a glum brow.

“I’'ve seen young Piggott,” said Levison, coming in
and shutting the docr, and speaking in a low voice.

“Hang young Piggott!” said Crooke savagely.

““He told me you’d pulled his ear this morning when
ke asked you for a loan of half-a-quid.”

“I’11 pull it again, too!” said Crooke.

“ Better let him have the half-quid !”

“You can let him have ome, if you like!” sneered
Crooke. “He’s dished me out of two pounds already!
He’s not touching any more of my money !”

“He says if he don’t get that half-quid, he’s going
to make a clean breast of it to Tom Merry,” said
Levison uneasily.

“He would get a, licking for his pains!
a German to Tom Merry, and took him in!”

“I believe he means business !”

“The awful young rotter! And we've been his pals,
too!” said Crocke. “Now he’s got us under his thumb
all he thinks of is screwing money out of us! Well, he
won’t get any more out of me!”

“He’s coming here to speak to you,” said Levison. “I
told him I’d see you, and 3

“If he does, I'll boot him out. Is he going snacks with
you?” sneered Crooke.

Levison flushed. ;

“I don’t know what you mean, Crooke.”

“You might be taking a whack in what he gets out of
me—it would be like you. He’s not getting any more,
anyway. You can pay him to hold his tongue, if you
like.”

“TI'm stony.”

“ I should be stony joliy soon, if T went on being black-
mailed by that young scoundrel. It’s not geod enough.”

Levison knitted his brows. The dcer opened, and
Piggott sidled into the study. Crooke rose to his feet
with a savage look. :

“What do you want?” he asked.
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Piggott kept close to the door, his hand upon it.

X want you to lend me a guid;, Crooke.”

€A qlud‘ It was half-a quld this morning.”

_ “The price has gone up,” said the fag, with cool self-
“possession. “The fact is, I’ve had bad luck. T've been
playing WIth Clampe, and Clampe cleared me out of
every cent.”

“More fool you!”

“But I knew you'd make me a loan, Crooke, and
wouldn’t bother me for the money again in a hurry,
either.”

“Your mistake !” said Crooke.

Piggott's eyes glittered.

“If T go out of this study without that quid, T go
straight %o Tom Merry,” he said. “They’re talking it
OVeT nOW. They’ll be glad to hear what T could tell thﬂm
Crooke.”

Crooke made a fumous movement towards him,
Lag whipped into the passage warily.

“ Hands off I” he said. “I came jolly near telling Tom
Merry this morning. If you touch me again, I swear I'll
go to him !~

“Don’t be a fool. Crooke,”
him have the quid.”

“Simply must have it;” said Piggott from the doorway.
0 qulhe stony. Sorry, old pal, bu‘n neeessity know
no law, vou lwow, as the Huns say.

“Yon won’t get anything out of me,

. “Good-bye, then!”
- Piggott went down the passage. Levison drove his
hands deep into his pockets, his face black and suilen.
Crooke stood for a moment undecided; then he ran to
the door.

“Piggott!” he called out, in a

The fag looked back.

“Well=” he said,

“Come here.”

Piggott came back
infuriated Shell fellow, however.
pocket.

- “T'll make it ten bob,” he muttered,

“Thanks. That’s no use to me. A quid or nothing!”
said Piggott coolly.

“Oh, you young villain!’

“Not ‘much worse thau smabhmg up a chap’s study,
so far as I can see!” said Piggott. “ Anyway, that’s the
figure.” ;

Crooke hesitated a moment, but the evil glitter in the
young rascal’s eyes decided him. He handed a pound
note to the fag, who took it and walked away, without
a word of thanks, Crooke stepped back into his study,
pale with rage.

“How long is this going on?” he muttered thickly. “As
soon as that young scoundrel is hard up again, he’ll come
to me for more.” >

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Levison moodily. “I—I
never thought he’d turn out like that.”

“Your fault, for trusting a rotten rascal like that.’

“Oh, cheese it! If he weren’t a rotten rascal, he
wouldn’t tell lies for us,” said Levison irritably. “I
couldn’t have gone to a decent chap, T suppose, and asked
him to swear that black was white.”

“Well, 'm not going to stand much more of it
snarled Crooke. “I’d rather have the whole affair come
out than be bled like this.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders and qmlled the study.
Crooke remained alone, in an unenviable mood. He
knew that he dared not resist the fag’s demands; he
knew that Piggott knew it, too. He dared not allow the

“Get out of this study.”

and the

said Levison uneasily. “Let

” gaid Crooke.

stifled voice.

keeping out of reach of the
Crooke fumbled in his

young rascal to betray 1.11]_ and he knew that he had
to pay.
would come for it,
It was not a pleasant prospect.

u ,

As soon as Piggott wanted money again, he
and Crooke would have to hand it
over. The way of the

transgressor was hard !
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CHAPTER 12.
Kerr is Called In!
IGGINS & CO. were at tea in their study in the
New House.
They were not looking quite so cheerful as
usual.

As a matter of fact, the row with the School House
fellows weighed a little on their minds.

Rows, certainly, were of common enough occurrence
between the rivals of St. Jim’s, but they were generally
good-natured, and which ever party might get the best
of it, the little “scraps” left no sting behind, even if
they 1esulted in thick ears or swollen noses.

But the present trouble was on a different footmg
Figgins & Co. had been suspected of a rotten, mean
action, and it ruffiled them very considerably. And there
had been some hesitation in taking their word, which
ruffled them still more. They had resolved not to con-
tinue on speaking terms with Tom Merry & Co., and that
was a decidedly unpleasant change from the old cheery
footing. It was more especially unpleasant for George
Figging, because D’Arcy’s ‘Cousin Ethel was expected to
visit the school shortly, and on the occasion of Cousin
Ethel’s visits, the entree into Study No. 6 was a thing
greatly desired on the part of Figgins.

So Figgins & Co. looked a little ruffled and glum,
though it did not affect their appetites. Fatty Wynn was
piling in, in his well-known way, and deriving con-
siderable consolation from the cake,

Tap !

““Oh, come in !” growled Figgins.

I‘wgms started to his feet the next moment, as the
door opened and disclosed a crowd of School House
fellows. Tom Merry & Co. came in—seven of them.

The New House chums eyed them grimly. g

“ Well, what the dickens do you want?” said Figgins
grufly.

“Weally, TFiggins, that is not
remonstrated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“I'ye no polifeness to waste on a set of silly owls.”

“I wefuse to be called a sillay owl!”

e LooL here, Flggms———”

“We've come
“1 can see you've com-e, > said Figgins, ¢
you go again, the better I shall like it.

fellows of your sort over here!”

The School House party turned very red. The usually
genial and good-natured Figgins was decidedly ratty, and
he was not mincing his words.

“Well, there’s no need to be a pig about it,” snapped
Jack Blake. “Let’s get out, you feliows. We were fools
to come.!”

“Well, you are fools, ain’t you?” said Fatty Wyau,

“Weally, Wynn

* Grood- bxe 1 said Figgins grimly.
call again.

“We won’t, you New House rotter!” growled Herries.

“Hold on!” said. Tom Merry quietly. It was my idea
to come here, Figging. There’s no need to get your
chk up.’

“Not when a set of silly idiots suspeet this study of
pnvmv a rotten trick, and iying about it afterwards?”
said Figgins sarcastically. “I suppose that wouldn’'t
hurt School House feelings. We’'re rather more par-
t](ular oun this side.”

“You don’t give a chap much chance to speak,” said
true we thought it was you fellows mucked
up Study No. 6, owing to the trick some rotters played
there, but that was a 1mstaLe A chap can’t do more
‘mn own up to a mistake.”

“ Between gentlemen, an apology covahs everythin’,”
~md D’Arcy etlﬁl)

“Oh, if you've come to apologise——"" said Figgins.

“We haven’t!” growled Blake. “I was going to say
1 was sorry, but blessed if T Wﬂl now. You can go and
eat coke, you New House worm.’

“Yaas, wathah! I shall certainly wefuse to cawwy out
my intention of sayin’ that I am sowwy. I am sowwy,
as a mattah of faet, but I uttahly wefuse to adnut
anythin’ of the sort to you, Figgins "

Figgins grinned.

“Perhaps I was

vewy polite,”

‘and the sconer
I don’t like

“Don’t trouble to

rather rusty,” he said. “But it isn’t
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nice to be suspected of rotten things, even if you think
you've got evidence against a chap. You wouldn’t like
it, I suppose. “But I don’t want to bear grudges about it.
You must admit that you ought to have had more sense.”

“That’ll do, Figgins,” said Kerr. “Don’t rub it in.
It’s jolly decent-of them to own up that they’ve been
silly asses !”

“We don’t!” howled Blake.
mistake, that’s all.” ;

“We shouldn’t have made such a mistake,” said
Figgins loftily. - “We should have suspected at once that
it was a trick.”

“Rats!”

“Look here——"

“Oh, don’t row about nothing I” said Kerr. “If you
School House duffers want ‘something to do, why don’t
you look for the wreckers, and make an example of
them 7 :

“That’s partly what we’ve come about,” said Tom
Merry indignantly. “We thought youw'd be willing to
Lelp us, only Figgins starts ragging the minute we get
into the study——"

“Oh, if you want us to help you, that’s a different
1:13(’;’531‘!” said Figgins amicably.  “I take back what I
said.

“Certainly,” said Fatty Wynn.  “As cock-house of St.
Jim’s, it’s up to us to help you School House kids!”

“If Wynn is going to be funny—-" hegan Dig. .

“Have some of this cake, and don’t jaw!” said Fatty
Wyan. “Rit down and start on the cake, and tell us
your little troubles. We’ll see you through.”

“You wouldn’t be any use, fathead! It’s Kerr we
want,” said Fom Merry.” “The fact is, Figgy, we can’t
work out who did that trick in No. 6, and we've come to
borrow your Scotsmen.”

Kerr chuckled.

“Go ahead!” he said.

“We admit that Kerr’s got rather a brain, though
he’s a.,New House idiot,” said Blake. “If he can help

us
“T’ll do my best,” said Kerr. “I think I can give you
a tip already. I've heard about you fellows ragging
Crooke & Co. yesterday—inr the box-room, wasn’t it?”’
“Yes, but——" ;
“Well, it Tooks to me asg if they did it—tit for tat.”
“We've thought of them,” said Blake. “But they've
proved an alibi.”

“We admit it was a

“They’ve proved they were somewhere else at the
time?” :

6 Yes‘ii

“Oh! That alters the ‘case, of course.”

“And we simply can’t get on to it,” said Tom Merry.
“We think it must have been some New House chaps—
not you fellows, of course. We can’t think of anybody in
the School House who could have done it.”

“Rot !” said Figgins promptly.

“ Utter rot!” said Fatty Wynn.

“ Look here, Figgins 2

“Hold on!” said Kerr. ‘“Let’s settle about Crooke &
Co. first. What did you do to them yesterday?”

“Made them give young Robinson back his money, and
then made Robinson thrash ’em with a cricket-stump.”

“T suppose they were wild?”

“Yes; like a set of Huns.” i
N“ But they've proved that they weren’t in Study

0. 627

“Yes. Blake got into the study at six, by forcing the
door. The raggers had just cleared out of the window.
Well, up to six o’clock Crooke and Levison’s time is
accounted for.” :

“Let’s hear all about the alibi.”

Tom Merry explained Piggott’s visit to his study, and
the subsequent scene with Crooke and Levison, The
Scottish junior listened attentively.

“That settles it, you see,” concluded the captain of
the Shell.

“Not quite, I think,” said Kerr.

“My dear chap, if Crooke and Levison were in the hox-
room, welshing Piggott, they couldn’t have been in
Study No. 6, breaking up the happy home.”

“Yes; but were they? Piggott’s their pal—

“They’ve quarrelled, you sece.”’

“How do you know?”
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“Why, you see, Piggott told us, and—and i/
“Piggott’s the biggest whopper-merchant in the

school. Didn’t it oceur to you that the three of them
had fixed up this alibi in advance, brand-new, and all
ready for the time when you started making inquiries?”

S Ohe :

Tom Merry & Co. looked at each other sheepishly.
Certainly that had never occurred to them.

“Suppose Crooke and Levison and Piggott were hand-
in-glove, and got up the whole story together to throw
dust in your eyes?” gaid Kerr.

“Bai Jove!” ;

“But—but Crooke and ILevison denied it,” said Tom.
“They said at first Piggott was lying, and it was only by
the number of a currency note that it was settled.”

“Yaas, wathah! That wathah knocks your ideah on
the head, Kerr, deah boy.” :

Kerr shook his head.

“That might have been part of the game,” he said.
“If Crooke and Levison had backed up Piggott’s state-
ment at once, even you duffers might have guessed that
it was a plant. By having a dispute with him, and
letting him prove his point, they gave the impression
that the whole thing was genuine.”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry.

“But—but Crooke was pitching into him to-day,” said
Manners. “We thought 1t was because Piggott told us
about him. If they’re hand-in-glove, Piggott wouldn’t
let Crooke pitch into him.”

“I don’t know about that. Rogues fall out sometimes,
you know; or it might have been a scene for your
benefit.”

The School House juniors were silent.

“ Anyway,” went on Kerr’s quiet voice, “it’s jolly
curious that if those cads have really quarrelled among
themselves, and Levison and Crooke were really skinning
their pal in the box-room, it should have happened just
at the time that ragging was going on in No. 6, and that
Piggott should have come to you with the yarn, in time
to prove an alibi for Levison and Crooke. Of course,
coincidences do happen. But that one looks suspicious

to me.”
“My hat!” said Blake, with a deep breath. * Those
Shell bounders have been taken in, of course. Piggott

fooled them and spoofed them.”

“Bai Jove! But how are we goin’ to pwove it?” said
D’Arcy dubiously. “The young wascal is not likely
to own up.” ‘

“There are ways and means,” said Kerr. s

“T’d be glad to hear of em,” said Tom Merry. “We
could lick him, but—but we don’t want to do that if he’s
been telling the truth.”

“Piggott claimed to have lost two pounds in the box-
room?

“Yes; and it was handed back—we saw to that.”

“Two pounds is a big sum for a fag in the Third to
have.”

“Yes; I remarked on that. Piggott said he’d had 2
ten-shilling note from his pater, and had thirty shillings
saved up in his money-box,” said Tom. “It was the
number on the note proved it was his, and made Levison
own up—unless it was all a plant, of course.”

“If Piggott was saving money up in a money-box, you
can find that out from some of the Third—and make him
show the money-box, toc. If he had ‘that note _from his
pater, let him tell you when the letter came with it in.
Mention to him that you’re going to ask his pater if he
sent him a note with that particular number H ‘

“Bai Jove!”

“Tt was a clever dodge, that currency-note bizney,
but it works beth ways,” said Kerr. “If his pater really

sent it to him, that clears Piggott. You can find out
from his pater. If it’s all genuine, Piggott has nothing
to fear from your writing to his father. By the way,
how did Piggott come to have the number of the note?
Fags are not usually so jolly careful with their money.”

“He said his father always told him to take the
numbers,” Z i

“Good; then his pater will know the number. Apply
to Piggott senior,” smiled Kerr. “Only T've got a strong
suspicion that as soon as you tell Piggott you're gomg
to ask his pater, he’ll own up.”

Tre GeEu Lisrary.—No., 419.
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EWe'll jolly soon see!” said Tom Merry, ¢ Thanks
awfully for the tip, Kerr!”

“ Not at all, &ear boy,” grinned Figgins. “T’ll always
lend you my Scotsman when you want anything thought
out for you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tom Merry & Co. quitted the study, feeling that
they were upon the track at last.

CHAPTER 138.
Bowled Qut!

ALLY of the Third, the minor of the great
Arthur Augustus, came into the Third ¥Form-

room and looked round. Then he beckoned to

Piggott. There was a feed going on on one of
the desks. Piggott was standing treat to some of his
friends. Piggott was in great funds of late, and had
been making quite a splash in the Third Form, where
“quids ” were not very common. Piggott was not much
liked by his Form-fellows, as a rule; but his jam-tarts
were good, his ginger-pop excellent, and so he was
enjoying something like a brief populavity.

“This way, Piggy!” called out Wally.

#Can’t come, D’Arcy minor!”

“Can’t come, can’t you?” said D’Arcy minor warmly.
¥ Throw him over to me, Jameson!”

“Oh, we're feeding, Wally!” said Jameson. & ILet
him alone, and come and have some tarts.”

“I don’t want any tarts, I want Piggott!” said Wally
truculently. “Piggy’s coming for a little trot with me.
Come on, Piggy!”

As Wally’s finger and thumb closed on Piggott’s ear
as he spoke, Piggott hadn’t much choice about coming
on. He rose with a scowl. He did not like the autocratic
Wally ; indeed, if his run of luck continued, Piggott was
already debating in his mind whether he might not be
able to set up as D’Arcy minor’s rival in the Third.

“Look here, D’Arcy minor, I don't want to come !” he
growled. “ You’re not going to bully me, so there!”

“This way, Piggy!” said Wally unheeding.

He slipped his arm_through Piggott’s, and led him out
of the Form-room. It was only a well-founded fear of
Wally’s celebrated “left-handers” that made Piggott
go quietly. But he went quietly.

“Where ave we going, then?” he snapped.

“Don’t you ask questions, young shaver.
coming with me,” said Wally.

Piggott felt vaguely uneasy, he hardly knew why, as
Wally walked him up to the Shell passage. They stopped
at the door of Tom Merry’s study, and Wally kicked it
open.

1Tom Merry & Co. were all there. ' They were waiting
for Piggott. It had been Gussy’s idea to make use of his
minor to lead the lamb to the slaughter, so to speak, and
Wally obliged. Wally had been told the circumstances,
and he had agreed that Piggott should be questioned;
but, as head of the Third Form, he was going to be
present to see fair play. )

“Here he is,” growled Herries.
~“Look herey what’s the little
Piggott, his uneasiness increasing.
come here.”

You’'re

game?”’ demanded
“I didn’t want to

“TIt’s all serene, Piggy,” said Wally, shutting the door. .

#T'm looking aftef you. If you’re all right, you're as
safe as houses. If you’ve done what these chaps think
you've done, I'm going to give you a thundering licking.
But they ain’t going to touch you; I won’t let em.”

“Bai Jove! Will you thwash us all wound, Wally?”
asked Arthur Augustus, with heavy sarcasm.

“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! Now, you fellows, go
aliead,” said Wally, “Don’t waste my time., I've got
a mill on in the Form-room this evening.”

“We want to ask you a few questions, Piggott,” said
Tom Merry quietly, with his eyes fixed on the fag’s uneasy
face. :

“You can go ahead,” said Piggott.

“You told us that Crooke and Levison were in the box-
room with you yesterday, between five and six o’clock.”

“Yes. They were.”

“We’ve got an idea that they were in Study No. 6,
wrecking the place.”
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“They couldn’t be in two places at once, could they?
said Piggott.

“They didn’t get you to spin that yarn, to spoof us?

“ Hardly.”

“ We can’t help suspecting that it was a put-up game,”
said Tom. “ But we only want to get at the facts. You
claimed a note from Levison.”

“Yes, it was mine.”

“ Where did you get it from?”

“My pater sent it as a tip.”

“Very good. And you had thirty shillings in a money-
box, too.”

“Ye-es,” said Piggott, with a rather uneasy look at
D’Arcy minor. The latter’s eyes opened wide, and he
whistled.

“This is the first I’ve heard of it,” said Wally. “ Where
do you keep that money-box, Piggy?” :

“Can you produce the box?” asked Tom.

“T—I chucked it away to-day,” stammered Piggott.
“It was an old one. I—T had to break it to get the money
out, you see—it was that kind—and it wasn’t worth .
keeping.”

“Oh, then we’ll come back to the note!
father sent it to you?”

“Yes, he did.”

“When did he send it?”

“Let me see—Tuesday.”

“Very good. You don't mind my writing to your
father, to have your statement confirmed?”

Piggott staggered. .

“Write to my father I” he gasped.

“Yes. Why not? Of course, we shan’t say a word
about your playing cards. I mean simply to ask him
the number of the note he sent you on Tuesday, so that
its ownership can be settled.”

Piggott’s face was pale now. He cast a longing glance
tdowards the door. But D’Arcy minor had his back to the

00T,

It did not need much more than a glance at Piggott’s
scared face to see how the matter lay. Tom Merry’s
brow grew very stern.

“You’d better own wup, Piggott,” he said quietly.
“Unless you do, I shall certainly write to your father
about the note, and then it will come out.”

“I—T ” Piggott stammered.  “I—I—— The pater
didn’t send me that note, really. It—it—it—"

“We know he didn’t,” said Tom. “It was Crooke’s, or
TLevison’s, and the whole yarn was got up to make us
believe they were in the box-room when they were really
wrecking Study No. 6.”

“I—I suppose it was!” gasped Piggott. “I—TI stood
by them. They’re my pals, you know, and they were in a
blue funk about being found out. Blessed if I know how
you got on to it.” :

The young rascal was not thinking of further denials
now. It was useless to wait till a letter to his father
proved that he had lied. He sidled towards the door,
where he found Wally pushing back his cuffs.

“ Look here, I—I own up!” gasped Piggott. *Lemme
out, will you? They weren’t in the box-room. They—
they asked me to spin that yarn, and I did it. They were
in Study No. 6. Now lemme go!”

“You can go, as far as we’re concerned,” said Tom
contemptuously.

“But not so far as I'm concerned,” grinned Wally.
“Put up your paws, Piggy, and these old fogies can see
fair play.”

“I won’t!” yelled Piggott.

“You're a disgrace to the Third,” said Wally severely.
“You've been treating the kids with Crooke’s tin.
You're a little rotter, and I'm going to show these old
duffers: how I keep rotters in order in the Third. You
can suit yourself about putting up your paws; you're
going to have it!”

And Wally advanced to the attack. There was mo
escape for the rascal of the Third, and he put up his
hands desperately. The mnext few minutes were very
exciting. Tom Merry & Co. looked on grimly. Pigpgott
put up the best fight he was capable of; but cigarettes
and card-playing had not made him a match for D’Arcy
minor, who was as hard ag nails. For those few minutes

B

You say your
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it seemed to the unhappy Piggott that he was caught in
a threshing-machine. :

Bump! A left-hander laid him on the study carpet at
last, and he stayed there, groaning dismally.

“Bwave, Wally!” chirruped Arthur Augustus.

Wally sniffed.

“Oh, that fag’s nothing !” he said.
of you just as easily.”

“Weally you cheekay little wascal—"

“Bow-wow !’ said Wally independently, and he walked
out of the study, and sauntered down the passage with
his hands in his pockets, whistling shrilly. Piggott of
the Third, clasping his nose in anguish, limped after
hir.

“ And now,” said Blake grimly, “we’re going to call on
Crooke. You Shellfish can come and see fair play, if you
like.” :

“Hear, hear |

“T could lick any

— i

CHAPTER 14

Reprisals !

& OUR deal!” said Crooke. i
Crooke’s study-mate was downstairs, but
Levison was with him. There was a haze of

cigarette-smoke in the study. The ¢little
game > was suddenly interrupted as the door was hurled
open.
pCrooke and Levison jumped up in alarm. Blake and
Herries and Digby and D’Arcy walked in, and the
Terrible Three brought up the rear. Then the door was
closed, and the three put their backs to it. They were
only lookers-on now; as Lowther remarked, they were
dead in that act. ‘

“What do you want, confound you?” snarled Crocke.

“Piggott’s confessed,” said Blake tersely.

Levison changed colour, and retreated round the table.
Crooke’s jaw dropped.

“Yaas, wathah, you wottah! We have discovahed that
you were the wotten weckahs in our studay,” said Arthur
Augustus. “Now the time has come for wepwisals.”

Levison’s lip curled.

“T’Hl bet three to one that you hadn’t brains enough to
find it out for yourselves,” he said bitterly.

Crooke ground his teeth.

“The little beast—after screwing money out of me——"7
"He broke off.

“Oh, he screwed money out of you, did he?” said Blake.
“Serve you right! But he hadn’t any choice about
confessing ; he was bowled out.”

“You didn’t bowl him out, I’'ll wager,” sneered
Levison. :

“T dor't mind admitting that; it was Kerr,” said
Blake coolly. “But it’s out now, and we know who
wrecked our study. We're going to give you a hiding
each, and smash up your props in exactly the same way.”

“Very courageous—seven to two!” jeered Levison.

. “Weally, you wottah &

“Choose your man,” said Blake. “You know you’ll
get fair play. Pick your man, and you, too, Crooke.”

“Hang you! Get out of my study!”

“Pway don’t waste any time on the wottahs, deah
boys.”  Arthur Augustus pushed back his immaculate
“T’'m goin’ for Cwooke.” S

“ Keep off, hang you!” yelled Crooke.

“T wefuse to keep off, Cwooke!”

“You're my mutton, Levison,” said Blake cheerily,
“ Come on !” E

Levison and Crooke had no choice about it. Blake and
D'Arcy were attacking hotly. Herries and Dig stood
back with the Terrible Three from the combat. ;

The two rascals of the School House received strict fair
play. But it was not of much use to them. In three or
four minutes they were beaten to the wide, and lay
gasping on the floor, and declined to rise again for any
consideration whatever.

“Are you weally finished, Cwooke?” asked Arthur
Augustus: “I will wait while you have a west, if you
like.”

Groan !

“Pewwaps you would like to give me a turn, Levison?”

_ NEXT
¥WEDNESDAY 2

#'THE GEM"” LIBRARY,

“THE SPORTSMEN OF ST. JiM'S]”

One Pennys 1

Groan !

Arthur Augustus sniffed; >

“It was weally hardly worth a chap’s while makin® him-
self dustay to lick these funkay wottahs,” he remarked,
“Get on with the waggin’.” : '

Study No. 6 were already getting on with the ragging.
The looking-glass crashed as it came down, and the clock
joined it'in fragments in the grate. Crooke panted with
rages

“T'll tell this to the Housemagter !”

“Just as you like, deah boy. He will heak the whole
stowy, that is all. Pway be careful only to bweak up
Cwooke’s things, deah boys, and don’t destwoy anythin’
belongin’ to his study-mate.” s

“What-ho !”

Crash! Crash! Crash!

It was not difficult to distinguish Crooke’s property.
Crooke was_ the wealthiest fellow in the Shell, and his
study appointments were luxurious and expensive. In
case of doubt, the avengers generously spared the article
concerned. But the gilt looking-glass, the marble elock,
the pier-glass, the handsome bookcase, the cabinet, the
screen—all very expensive articles belonging to George
Gerald Crooke—were speedily reduced to worthless frag-
ments. Crooke, kicked out of the way by the raggers,
sat panting in a cormer, watching. The work of destruc-
tion in Study No. 6 had been complete, and Blake & Co.
We‘}"%ﬁmulatmg&the ‘example that had been set them. ;

> you rotters!” panted Crocke. “I’ 3
this! Oh, you rotters El’)’ 4 b
= Ha, ha; hal”

“Come along, Levison! You're the next!”

_Levison was taken along the passage, with a grip on
either arm, to his own study. Crooke was left, groaning,
in the midst of the wreck. His desire was gtrong to
report the raid to the Housemaster, but it was too dan-
gerous. Certainly Blake & Co. would have been punished
for taking the law into their own hands; but Crooke’s
own raid would have been punished still more severely,
to say nothing of the risk of the card-playing coming
to light, _whlch would have meant the “sack.” Crooke
had to grin and bear it—at all events, he had to bear it.
He did not grin. :

’ "Hel"e we are again!” said Blake, marching Levison
into his study. Lumley-Lumley, Trimble, and Mellish
were there, and they stared.

“ What’s the game?” asked Lumley-Lumley.

“8orry to disturb you,” said Blake politely. “Levison
wrecked our study yesterday, and we've come to smash
up his props. Point ’em out, and we sha’n’t make any
mistake.” -

“Yaas, I am weally sowwy to twouble you, deah boys;
but, you see——"* s

“No trouble at all!” said Lumley-Lumley. “Go ahead!
Precious few things of Levison’s here, though; only that
desk and the inkstand.”

“Bai Jove !”

Crash! Crash! The desk and the inkstand were reduced
to fragments, Levison looking on savagely and sullenly.

“That’s not enough !” growled Herries.

“I guess it’s no good smashing my props!” grinned
Lumley-Lumley. ‘“Keep away from that bookecase, you
ass! That’s mine! So’s the elock!”

“I think we're about done here,” said Jack Blake,
“Come on !”

And the avengers departed, satisfied. Levison sat up
in the fender, and blinked through the soct. He was far
from satisfied, but most certainly he had had enough.

The wreckers had been discovered and adequately
punished. But there still remained a problem before the
chums of Study No. 6, and that was the refurnishing of
the study. That was a difficult problem to tackle. “But
there was one consolation—when at last Study No. 6
should resume its pristine glory, there would be no danger
of another “wreck.” Much as Blake & Co. deplored the
wreck of the study, they did mnot deplore it so deeply
and fervently as the wreckers.

THE END,

(Next waelk's grand, lcng complete story of the
Chums of St Jim’s [s entitled, ‘“THE SPORTS=
MEN OF ST. JIM’S!® by Martin Clifford) __ -
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A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co, By MARTIN CLIFFORDa
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Sailing southwards, ‘September seventh, Sir Samuel Simp-
kins, scientist, sociologist, statesman, saw some strange sights.

Seated semi-somnolently, scorning sea-sickness, smoking
some scented shag, Sir Samuel seemed sublimely self-satisfied.
Suddenly starting, staring southwards, Sir Samuel saw sub-
marine sinking small sailing-ship.

““Shame !”’ shouted Sir Samuel, snorting stertorously, slyly
seizing shot-gun. e 5 j

Spotting Sir Samuel seizing shot-gun, submarine skipper
screamed shrilly :

“ Sweinhundt !’ . -

Sir Samuel, smiling scornfully, shouted:

““Surrender !”’

“Sha’n’t !’ snarled submarine skipper, smiling sardonically.

Sir Samuel saw sea surge strangely. Shrapnel-shells sur-
rounded Sir Samuel.

Suddenly Sir Samuel Simpkins’ snores stopped.

See?—Sent in by J. Wallis, Watford, Herts.

“THE ONLY WAY.”

Prospective Lodger (to landlady): “Is this all the soap 1
am allowed in my room?”’ : :

Landlady (emphatically): “Yes, sir. That is all T can
allow you.” : :

Prospective Lodger: “Very well; T'll engage three more
rooms. I must wash my face in the morning.”—Sent in by
Miss M. Goldthorpe, S. Kirkby.

OBLIGING BOTH.

Scene: Tramcar.

First Old Lady: “Conductor, open this window! T shall
be smothered to death!”

Second Ditto: ““Conductor, leave it closed, or I shall freeze
to death!”

Irate Passenger (interrupting): ‘Conductor, open the
window and freeze one of the women to death; then shut it
again and smother the other!”—Sent in by Miss K.
Movenough, Australia.

A PEEP AT THE FUTURE.

Uncle Fossil (visiting his three-year-old nephew’s nursery
for the first time): ‘“Hallo, baby! What a fine lot of tin
soldiers you have here!”

Nephew: “Tin soldiers, did you say? That’s my regiment
of metal arfillery, with four picces of modern ordnance, an
ambulance-waggon, and all the impedimenta of the com-
missariat department.”

T e X ) S s
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The shells were bussting overhead

As through the villags swiftly sped

A gentle youth, who bore a nice

Star-spangled ‘banner with this device:
“Too Proud to Fight.” 2

His brow was sad, for at his back
There swarmed a most ill-mannered pack.’
“Come off your perch!” rude voices cried.
. Unmoved, though breathless, he replied:
“Too Proud to Fight.” . ..

A well-aimed brickbat caught his ear;

Some ruffians kicked him in the rear;

A turnip blacked his bright blue eye.

He only murmured, with a sigh:
“Too Proud to Fight.”

They rolled him in the mud and dirt;
Small boys threw stones and things that hurk.
But when the turmoil died away,
There in the gutter still he lay—
“Too Proud to Fight.”
—Sent in by F. A. Barrs, Clapham Junction, S.W.

PROOF POSITIVE.

Traveller: “Will there be time for a drink at this station,
guard?”’

Guard: “Yes, sir. Plenty of time, sir.” :

Traveller: ¢ What guarantee have I that the train won't
go without me?”

Guard: “T'll go and have one, too, sir.”—Sent in by R.
Vowles, Flax-Bourton.

CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES.

“Doesn’t Cumber believe in healing by faith?”

“He does.”

“I thought so. I heard that he refused to call in a doctor
to his wife when she was ill.” .

‘“Yes, that’s s0.”

“But, look here!
house.”

¢ Quite so.

I've just seen a doctor entering his

It's Cumber who is ill this time, you know !"'—"
Sent in by George Hale, Cat-

_ Uncle Fossil (gasping): ““Ah, =" " e e e "H":'.' ford, S.E.
just so! T see you gﬂ"epalsz As the “GEM” Storyetté Competition has a Eee
JEROIDSIE sa s DUL DL g proved so popular, it has been decided to run s B
hrf@ggﬁi“ge‘flg{;iy ottt ? this novel feature in conjunction with our :n Tr'Ia{V:\:,EiVZg liin?{eiig‘o‘
N v ] 7 v : s a second-class
call things}'1 by their proper %ﬁ new Companion Paper, 8 (’lariiage, a gf}nt]emgn had a
names? This 13 my pneumatic ? B slight nusunderstanding with
pistol. If you forcs} th% pxst(l)n :. THE BOYS FR}END’ ld'? l: a lady in reference to the
through the air-chamber the % . & opening of a window.
cork will be expelied with a By Published every MondaYy o “You don’t appear to know
distinetly audible report. My B in order to give more of our readers a chiance g the difference between the
model locomotive is accom- % of winning “one of our useful Money Prizes. g sedond and third class,” said
panied by all the necessary B : 2 8 the lady cuttingly.
adjuncts of an ordinary en- p I you know a reaily fumly_;oke, or a short, ‘.‘. “Oh, madam,” he replied,
gine—rolling-stock, semaphore »¥ interesting paragiraph, send italong (onapost- ® “I am an old railway traveller,
signals, and permanent-way o card) before you forget it, and address it to: ®y and I know all the clasy dis-
complete.  That horse is the ## TThe Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, %, tinctions.  First-- class  pas®
.exact model of the three-year- & Gough Hotise Gough Square, Fleet Street E.C. 8, sengers are rude to the guard;
old colt which won the Derby & 2 & : e 8, third-class, the guard is rude
on——  Hallo!  Why, the Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next s, to the passengers; second-class
ehildish old man has van- week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. 28 passengers are rude to each
ished!”—Sent in by F. Read, ': * # other.”—Sent in by R. Hutley,
Lincoln. B e e T e T e T e e s e s T ke e e e e e Te"s Bermondsey, S.X.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND
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The Gpening‘ Chapters of a Magnificent New Ag]venture Story.
By VICTOR CROMWELL.

The First Instaiments.

REGGIE WHITE, an orphan, is befriended by MR.
ANTHONY DELL, a millionaire film-producer, and given
a position as actor in his company.

Among others in the company, Reggie makes the acquaint-
ance of RICHARD TURNEY, a boy whom he likes;
HUBERT NIXON, a snobbish youth, whom he dislikes; and
WILLIE BURR, a jovial, fat boy.

A scene is being filmed in an old mansion, when suddenly
an_ escaped convict dashes from a secret recess in the wall,
followed by a policeman and a detective.

Reggie, who has met the escaped man before, and is certain
of his innocence, slams the door in the face of his pursuers.

CHARLES RICKFIELD, the escaped convict, is afterwavds
found by Reggie hiding in one of the film company’s cara-
vans.. Suddenly Mr. Dell comes on the scene, and, sharing
Reggie’s belief in Rickfield’s innocence, disguises him as a
woman. The convict is then given an actress’s position, and
becomes known as Ma Perkins, a name given to him by
Mr. Dell.

One afternoon a rchearsal is suddenly interrupted by the

arrival of a party of strangers. Turning to the convict, cne
of them exclaims:
“Mrs. Perkins, we have reason to believe that you are

really called Rickfield. Will you please remove that veil?”

(Now read on.)

Hubert Nixon’s Revelations.

Here was a thunderclap. Reggie noticed that while the
man had been speaking, his companions had been drawing
themselves around the convict so as to be in his way in case
he made a run for it.

Rickfield did not lose his self-possession for a moment.
Speaking in a voice that was as much like the tones of an
astonished and somewhat indignant old lady, as Reggie had
ever heard in his life, he boldly faced the man who had
addressed him.

“I suppose this is one of Mr. Dell’s practical jokes?” he
said, “and you are some more moving picture actors. - What
company have you been acting for 77 :

The detective—for such he appeared to be—was almost
deceived by the conviet’s convincing tones.

NEXT:. =
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ture actors,” he replied, in rather more
Ve ate the police, and this lady is the

She is here
* as a woman,
in such

“We are not p
cautious tones.
wife of the chief inspector for the districs.
because we heard that you were masqueradir
and it 1s just as well to have a woman detective
circumstances.”

Rickfield imit

“ Where is ]
man I have ev
do. Once bit

t

>d a feminine laugh as he inquired:

ell 2’ he retorted. ‘‘He is the funniest
et for these practical jokes. But it won’t
twice shy. He tried to make out that I was
a disguised duchess once. That was at a Brighton Hotel, and
the heotel servanis cringed and bowed till I was nearly silly.
I can see through the whole joke, although you act it very
prettily.” :

And with that he laughed again in a manner that made
the detective more doubtful than before.

“Where is Mr. Dell? T’ll throw the-joke back on him
went on Rickfield, he began to move away.

One of the men barred his path.

‘““That may be all very well,” he said. ‘“Now, if you don’t
mind lifting your veil a moment, it will help us and not hurg
you.”

“QOh, be finished with your larking!”
disguised convict, now professing a little anger.
out of my way !”

Here the younger Nixon broke in.

“Don’t you believe him!” he cried. ‘“He isn’t a lady at
all! He’s the man I saw coming out of the house two days
ago when I wrote and warned the police!” (Here was a
revelation, and there was more to follow!) ‘‘Besides, I
was under the caravan, and heard him and the boss, and
that young monkey over there ’—he pointed vindictively at
Reggie—“plan out the whole thing. And I saw the boss
fetch the clothes for him to wear.”

‘“There’s no need to drag in Mr. Dell’s name,” said the
elder Nixon hastily.

“Tt is rather a serious case, though, for him, if this is
true,” put in the first detective. ‘‘Harbouring an escaped
criminal, and assisting him with food and clothing, is not a
light offence even for a millionaire.” _

“Better keep Mr. Dell out of it,”” said the elder Nixon,
in what Reggie thought was a nervous manner. “ You have
got your man—that is the main point, after all. What?”
Tre Gem LiBrarv.—No. 419.
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As he spoke there was a sudden roar like a thunder-
clap, followed by a low, grinding, ripping sound, and one
halt of the big house seemed to 1itt ‘and the next moment
fall into a pile of dust.

P

The Explosion.

Of course, for a second or two everything was in con-
fusion. The great cloud that suddenly came over the place,
partly of smoke and partly of dust, made it impossible for
anyone to know quite what had happened. ;

But when this cleared away, it was clear that some terrible
explosion had rent the mansion, for a good half of it had
disappeared in a crumpled and smoking heap.

And the other half was burning.

There wasn’t much doubt on that score, for flames were
leaping out of the gashed and sundered ruins in such a
manner as suggested that the fire must have been going on
some time, and that the explosion was a result, and not a
cause.

“What ever——"" began one of the detectives.

“ Where is your man?” interrupted Mr. Nixon. >

He might well ask, for the most careful search failed to
reveal the disguised convict. Rickfield had taken advantage
of the confusion to escape.

“He won’t get far this time,” was the detective’s reply.
“We police are about fed-up with this fellow, and we have
men posted everywhere. By George, she does blaze !”

“Yes,” retorted Nixon sternly; ‘and if ;you, on the spot,
are so keen on looking at these fireworks, do you suppose
that your men °‘posted everywhere’ will care a rap who
comes along the road? Stir yourself, or he’ll escape!”

““One would think he was your mother-in-law !’ retorted the
official.

Nevertheless, he hastily gave some orders to the others
who were with him, and did a little whistle-blowing, which
must have been a prearranged method of signalling.

The other detective point-blank refused to take any notice
of the orders of his superior officer. He was quite wrapped
up in the fire.

“I want to know, was anyone in that house?” he asked
eagerly. “Is there anyone in there now? It is most
important that we should find out.”

In this interest the other police-officer seemed to agree,
but evidently with a very divided mind. Between his duty
to find the escaped convict and a certain sense of
responsibility about the fire, the poor man looked utterly
bewildered.

By this time several other people had come up, or were
hastening in from the road. Mostly they were the boy-
actors in the cinema company, but two or three strangers

were joining them. £

Willie Burr, the fat boy, one of the first to arrive, had
heard the detective’s question. :

“Yes; there is someone in there,” he said. “I saw a
young lady go in when the door was open at the side, nearly
an hour ago, and Gracious! There she is now—at the
top window !”

Everyone looked up, following the direction of Willie's
pointing finger. At a window on the highest floor, quite
mear tc tho gaping break, where the rest of the building
had been burst away by the force of the explosion, they
saw a young girl, leaning out through the broken window-
frame, as if appealing to them for assistance. Through the
window they also saw the blue of the sky, showing that the
very room 1n which she was standing was not complete.

An idea seized Reggie. With a hasty run, he changed the
angle from which he was looking at the room, and discovered
what he had suddenly feared—the part of the room that had
been blown away was the part containing the door, and with
it bad gone the girl’s chance of escape.

Just at this moment another voice broke in. Clearly and
unmistakably, the voice of Mrs. Horace Dell, who had joined
the group.

“Dolly ! Dolly !”

And then, in almost "anguished tones, as she pointed up
to the window :

“Help! Help! She can’t get down! A hundred pounds
for anyone who helps her !”

It was not these words tha* stirred Reggie. He had
already scen a way by which he thought that he could help
the imprisoned girl. Almost before her stepmother had
finished the sentence he was across the lawn to the side-door,
forgetting for the moment that it was locked.  Sub-
consciously, he had some kind of idea working in his mind
that, because there was someone in the building, this door
must be open. :

As a matter of faet, Dolly haa entered the building before
he had gone there to lock up. Indeed, all the time her

Tue Guy Lisrarvy.—No. 419.

~ open wide enough.

mother had been having one of the greatest joys of her
life in rambling about in an old mansion, 2

The door had been locked, it is true, yet Reggie found it -
The explosion had wrecked most of the
windows and doors in Storm Park House, and this
particular door had been flung ten yards out on the grass. .

But smoke was pouring out from the passage, for the
building was blazing badly near-by. Yet this did not delay .
him.- He darted in, and made for the principal staircase.
As-he did so he went full crash against someone who was
coming out, and a package dropped on the floor. :

He thought at first it was a woman. Then a gleam of
light enabled him to discover that it was the escaped
convict. .

“A girl in danger !” he shouted. “She is on the top floor,
?nd'f;he wall is broken away, but I seé a chance of saving
her I’

He darted up the main staircase. Tt seemed to him the
most natural thing in the world that Rickfield should follow
him. Reggie knew he was following, for the convict coughed
at every step, for he had got nearly suffocated by the smoke.

Down below, the watchers suddenly saw the two appear
at the end of a broken passage where there was as yet no
fire. This was on the second highest storey.

“Look! The convict!” cried a policeman.

“What’s he doing?”

Rickfield, still racked with coughing, but free of smoke
for the moment, was tearing away the skirts and other parts
of his dress that impeded his movements. It was not of
him that the last question was asked.

Near the two was a broken wall that sloped npwards, and
the boy was on this, climbing up to the storey above.

In another moment Rickfield was following him.

The older Nixon was the one who startled the watchers.

“Officer,” he said, “if that man escapes now it will be
your own fault. You should have your men well posted to
catch him when he comes down:”

“You cad!” cried Tony Dell.

The Rescu?.

Hand-over-hand Reggie climbed up the broken wall,
When it had been complete, that wall had been the back
partition of the room in which the ‘girl was imprisoned. At
the highest part of this wall Reggie could stand and almost -
reach the floor of the room.

The moment he stood upright on this ledge, the girl seemed
to understand the effort he was making on her account, for
she disappeared from the window. A second later the
watchers saw her standing between Reggie and the convict,
both steadying her as they helped her down.

A great cheer went up.

But it was early times for cheering, for the fire, which had
died low, now suddenly burst out fiercely again, and to the
watchers it seemed as if one great tongue of flame was
actually lapping at the three on the broken wall.

After a perilous descent, the three reached the ground floor.
Then they disappeared into the smoking passage. Instine-
tively the watchers, now a goodly number of people, rushed
to the side entrance to which they had seen Reggic rum.
Tony Dell and one or two others did better—they actually
penetrated a little way inside the side entrance, till they were
driven back by the clouds of smoke.

At last there was another shout as Reggie came tottering
out, dragging the girl after him, and Tony Dell made a rush
for her, for he had seen that her light dress was actually
smouldering, thus proving that in their escape she must have
passed very near the actual flames.

“Where’s Mr., Rickfield?”’ "cried Reggie, as Mr. Dell
hastily dashed the smouldering fire out of Dolly’s frock with
a vigorous thumping of his gloves. “He was just behind
me.”’

“He has escaped us!” shouted Mr. Nixon. ¢Oh, you
blundering police !’

Silas Shock was standing near, and heard the remark.
With a sudden blow.he brought his fist down, and drove
Mr. Nixon’s hat over his eyes.

Tony Dell saw the action.

“Thank you, Silas!” he said.
own thoughts.”

And just then, tottering and coughing, out came Mr. Rick-
field. He carried a parcel under his arm, a big package of
papers. Dell hurried across to support him.

“1t’s all right,” said the convict, between coughs. I
dropped this packet on the floor before I went upstairs, and
it was hard to find.. Oh, that smoke has got into my lungs !’

“ KExcuse me, sir,” said onc of the policemen, stepping
forward, as Dell was leading the convict away, ““I hope you
won't think that I'm taking a hint from that gentleman
there.” He pointed his thumb towards Nixon. ‘“And I

“You have expressed my
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With a sudden snatch, Nixon grabbed the parcel of papers and ram.
But Reggie had guessed the move, and tripped him up as he

bolted away. (See below.) g

want you to know that I feel jolly well ashamed of myself to
be here at all. But you may not know that this gentleman is
wanted by the police, spite of what he’s just done. You may
talte him where you like, sir, but I'm afraid that I must
come, t0o.”

These words were addressed to Mr. Dell, but Rickfield
replied to them.

*Very well,” he said, “if you are the police, I surrender
to you. oI have done the work I wanted to do when I escaped
from Dartmoor. You can take me back now. There are
things that are more precious than freedom.”

Now, it happened that Reggie had been watching Mr.
Nixon as that worthy struggled to get out of his damaged
hat, and just at this moment he thought his movements
suspicious.

He saw that Nixon had only one interest and thought, for
the parcel that the convict had brought with him from the
burning house was engrossing his whole attention. With a
sudden snatch, Nixon grabbed it and ran.

But Reggie had guessed the move, and tripped him as he
bolted away. The next moment Rickfield had his package
again, while Silas Shock was calmly sitting on the fallen
wretch, speaking threatening words, and showing him a
knotted fist at very close inspection range.

“You can take me now,’”” said Rickfield, holding up the
package. “1I think this little lot of papers will soon help nie
out of prison again. No wonder that man over there wanted
them. He will be lucky if they don’t send him to Dartmoor in
my place.”

“Look here,” broke in Dell, “TI’'d better take eare of
those papers. If they are the ones you told me about, they
are safer in my hands than yours. I'll have the best lawvers
in England on them before a day is over.” =

Rickfield passed over the papers with a sigh of relief.

“ Thank you, Mr. Dell I”” he said.

Just then Mrs. Horace Dell came forward.
looking after Dolly.

She caught Reggie by the arms, and, somewhat to his
horror, gave him a hearty hug and kiss.

‘“Oh, you brave boy!”’ she cried.

She had been

“How' can we ever

_ NEXT' -
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repay you? That child is all T have in the world !’ She isn’t
my daughter really, but she is more than my own would be.
I’ll double the reward. Where’s that man ?” .

She saw Rickfield walking between the detective and a
policeman. Her brother-in-law “explained in a few quick
words. Mrs. Horace suddenly became a blazing fury.

“What, Tony 7’ she cried.” *‘ You let the police march off
the man who helped to save your own niece from the flames?
You? I’m ashamed of you! Where is your manhood?. I'd
rend those policemen limb from limb rather than let them
take him ! Oh, you fish-blooded lump of dough !’ 5

“Don’t talk rot, Agnes!”’ said Tony., ‘ The police won't
t the man, I'm looking after him.” ;

“I know what your looking after means. You're my
guardian, and you are supposed to look after me, “and never
let me come near you. Be a man, Tony! Bribe the police
if you are afraid to fight them. Don’t disgrace my husband’s
family name by letting that brave hero be taken away !’

“It makes no difference,” interrupted Rickfield. T am
very much obliged to you, madam. But if I were free at this
maoment, I should go and give myself up. T have saved my
honour, and Mr. Dell will do the rest.”

Just then Nixon, who had wriggled out of ecaptivity,
managed to climb to his feet. At the same moment Mrs. Dell
saw him. She started, and almost tripped in her agitation,
and her face went white,

She caught her brother-in-law’s arm.

‘Take me away from that viper !’ she said, quite weakly.

And Nixon looked after her with an amused smile that
facloﬂdas his eyes fell on the package that Mr. Dell still
carried.

Then he seemed to lose all interest in the whole party, and
even the fire, that by this time was blazing near to its end,
failed to attract his second glance. : %

There were many things that had happened during that
eventful afternoon that were very mysterious to many of the
spectators. But the chief puzzles that were discussed, when
the fire burnt low, were as to how the fire had originatéd,
and as to what had caused the explosion.

The last question was answered by the local house-agent,
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who soon came on the scene. 1t appeared that the last tenant
of the house was the famous chemist, Dr. Jabez Dodwold, the
discoverer of the powerful explosive nitro-thurmite, a man
who had given a great many years to experimenting in the
manufacture of explosives.

He had left a cellar full of refuse and rubbish, together
with instructions that till this cellar could be properly
cleared out it had better be kept securely locked, as there
was a good deal of ¢ dangerous stuff ” among its contents.

How dangerous this stuff really was, was well proved by
the frightful wreck that the explosion had made of the great
old house.

As to the origin of the fire, or how the flames reached the
cellar, there was no real explanation, but Reggie made a
good guess. He had once seen one or two of the boy-actors
smoking over a grating at the back of the house, and had
called their attention to the fact that the areca below was full
of straw and waste-paper, and communicated with the rooms
of the basement. He did not now like to tell Mr. Dell of this
incident, but he was well satisfied in his own mind that this
was something like the cause of the fire. /

Dolly is Grateful.

Of course, the fire quite spoilt Mr. Dell's plan for making
Btorm Park the scene of his ghost picture, and with some-
thing like regret the boy-actors learned that they would all
be moved back to London as speedily as matters could be
fixed up.

The arrangement was carried through the very next day.
Roggie heard of it first from Ben Wheeler, the chauffeur.

“Youll have a queer trip, I'm thinking,” said Ben.

“ What trip ?”’ asked Reggie. ] ¥

“ Going back by road on them there gipsy carvs. Your
little lot will go with all you youngsters in it, but the boys in
number three will all have to go back by rail.”

“ Why’s that ?”’

Ben laughed. :

“ My word!” he said. “Vou will have a trip! The lady
dragon is going. That Miss Dolly wanted to do it, and they
have decided that the deed shall be done. Mr. Dell don’t
fight against Mrs. Horace more than he can help.”

¢ And will they gleep in the caravans 28

“They may just once, just to swear by; but Mr. Dell has
Been drawing out the plan for the journey, and he's arranged
for the cars to get near a good hotel each evening, so as they
can change over to proper lodgings when they want to.. You
see, you never know what kind of weather you are going to
get, ‘and delicate ladies’’—he laughed as he said thye word
delicate, evidently thinking of Mrs. Horace;—“aren t quite
the ones to go gipsying this time 8f the year.”

Tt was just after this that Dolly and her stepmother came
from the hotel to see Reggie. Dolly was a splendid-looking
girl, just his own age. She was all gratitade. .

“They've kept me in bed, and made a fuss over me. she
protested, “when I ought to have come straight away to
thank vou. You,are the bravest boy I ever met in my life,
Tsn’t it a shame about Mr. Rickfield?”

“Yes,” Reggie agreed, a little nervously.

“Uncle Tony has gone up to London by the express about
him,” she said. “He says that he has been looking at
the papers, and they prove clearly that Mr. Rickfield is inno-
cent. e prison people will have to let him out. But, oh.
dear, I'm not thanking you as I wanted to, and I really don’t
know how to do it!”

After that she tried to express her gratitude for quite a
long time, till Mrs. Horace Dell interrupted.

“You've got a bank account, young man,” she said, *“or
you will have as soon as you reach London. I have just
posted a cheque for two hundred vounds to start it. Tony,
that is Mr. Dell, wanted me to invest the money for you,
but investing is not my style; the money is vours, and
you can invest it yourself, or svend it. And let me tell
you this—you will always find a friend in me.”"

Just then she saw the chauffeur.

“I hope you will always avoid bad company, and un-
pleasant people,” she went on. “There is a quarrelsome,
disagreeable man standing over there. I hove you keep out
out of his way.”

“Oh, mother!” broke in Dolly. “You said that you be-
lieve Ben is really as honest as the sun.”

“So he is, of course,” admitted Mrs. Dell; “but he gets
on my nerves. He is always sneering at me. Here, Ben!”
Ben Wheeler came across as she shouted the last words.

“T've just been warning this young man against you,”
she said quite calmly.

“Tt’s very kind of you, ma’am!” retorted the chauffeur.
“Just one of them there little thoughtful actions we look
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for in you, ma’am. And might T make bold to ask is the
warning for his good or mine, ma’am?”

“His, of course!” retorted Mrs. Horace.

“You're afraid T'll corrupt his good manners—eh, ma’am?
Is that the size of it?” : g

“T think you have a bad side and a good side, Ben, and
you are a nuisance either way. This i1s a nice, promising
boy, and I should feel sorry if he grew up like you.”

“People don’t always grow up like them they're with,”
replied Ben slowly. “Look at Miss Dolly now. See what a
little lady she is.”

Reggie saw in a moment that Mrs. Dell, instead of being
angry at Ben’s word, thoroughly enjoyed the joke..

““Oh, well, Ben,” she said, “you always will have the last
word. What I want to say is simple; take care of the boy.”

She turned away, but suddenly came sharply back to
the chauffeur.

“Is it true that Mr. Nixon has a son in the company?”
she asked. ;

The chauffeur nodded. .

“Well, he means mischief by being here,” she declared
with emphasis.- “I expect that man will make his son’s
presence an excuse for coming rather frequently to see him.
I warn you that Mr. Nixon is a dangerous man anywhere.
I know him.”

With that, Mrs. Dell looked round for her daughter.
But Dolly was nowhere in sight. This did not seem to
worry her very much, for, with a shrug of her shoulders
that was almost French, she walked on, leaving Dolly to
follow if she would.

The moment she was gone Dolly appeared from behind
some bushes,

“You nice boy,” she said frankly to Reggie. “I want
to have a chat with you all by myself; so come along. 1
want to know your name and your age, and what you mean
lfo ‘]b’s’: when you grow up, and what adventures you have
ad.

Before he quite knew what was happening, Reggie had
answered a dozen questions. At one part Dolly seemed a
little disappointed.

“Do you mean that you have mnever been in the Wild
West?” she asked. “Why, I thought that you people who
make pictures all go there. And you haven’t been on a
runaway engine, or hunted lions in Africa? Why the
picture-palaces have all these things every time. T «was
quite excited when I heard that we were coming down to
see the people who make the pictures. If you are a fair
sample of the rest, Uncle Tony’s lot are a poor lot to act
for moving pictures.”

Of course, these words were spoken merrily, as if they
were a joke, and Reggie took them in the same spirit. The
two_ got on eplendidly together, as they chatted about all
kinds of topics. This was the beginning of a friendship
that increased very much during the next few davs, in which
Ré{]ggic and Dolly had many chances of being with each
cther.

The journey back to London was a slow one, but very
pleasant.  Mrs. Dell and Dolly rode in the caravan, or
walked by its side, quite as if they were old hand$ at gipsy-
ing. Altogether, it took four days to complete the journey,
and the two Dells were with them nearly all the time.

Mr. Dell motored down to meet them the second dav.
He was able to tell some good news. -

“T think you ought to know,” he said to Reggie, *““that
vour convict friend will almost certainly be a free man in
the course of a few days or a week or so at most. Tt takes
time to do these things, but that bundle of papers he found
proves his innocence as plainly as it can be proved.”

“PDoes it prove who is guilty?”

Tony Dell frowned.

“You mean what Rickfield said about Nixon?” he asked.
“Well, let me tell vou that vou mustn’t set tco much on
that remark. Men who have been falsely imprisoned often
cet distorted views. I am very much mixed up with Nixon,
and I think he is a cad, but I wouldn’t call him a thief.”

“The papers that Mr. Rickfield found——"" began Reggie.

“They say nothing about him,” interrupted Tony Dell,
with a shake of his head. * But now about this ghost-picture

business. T am arranging to get another house in which to
act it. 1 have had several old places offered. T think thaf

the owners hove that we'll manage to burn them down as
well. An old mausion that doesn’t letis a bit of a nuisance,
and most peonle would sconér have the money.”

Was It a Plot?
Tt was on the third day of the journey to Tondon that a
suspicious incident occurred. The caravans had come to a
halt near a village, and the whole party had gone to a refresh-
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ment house mear by to have lunch. Reggie finished his
meal early, as he had an idea that he might meet Dolly, who
had gone with her mother to the only other hotel in the
place. :

- On.the way he passed the caravans, and saw with sur-
prise that a man was surveying them with considerable
interest. It looked to Reggie as if the stranger were walt-
ing for a chance, when the coast should be clear, for making
an_internal investigation. -

He was roughly dressed, and looked like a fairly prosperous
working-man, but the method in which he scemed to 510
lounging about was not very convincing. Somehow he struck
the boy as being familiar in some way, and Reggie felt sure
that he knew the man, but could not recall where he had
seen him before.

Noticing that he was observed, the man walked away.
Just at that moment his hat blew off, and as he stooped te
regain it Reggie recognised him. _

It was Mr. Nixon, the man who had been so busy about
the arrest of Rickfield. s
© Nixon! And dressed as a working-man, and - peering
around like a spy. What ever did it mean? What had the
man in mind? E

“T must keep my eye open,” thought the boy. -

He was half inclined to follow Nixon, when just at that
moment he saw Dolly emerge from the hotel. Nixon saw
her, too, and walked right over to her, and stopped her.

* Reggie stood back behind one of the vehicles, and watched.
Nixon seemed to be telling Dolly a very long story; at all
events, it took some minutes for him to get it complete.
Then, to his amazement, Nixon and the girl began to walk
off together.

~ “There’s mischief in the air,” thought Reggie. “T'll stop
the little game, whatever it 1s.”

-He hurried afier them.

# *“ Where are you going?” he asked, as the two turned down
a narrow lane.

“Oh, m so glad you’ve come!” replied Dolly.  “This
‘man has been telling me about his poor daughter, a girl of
twelve, who has had an accident, and can’t move out of her
room. The other children have told her about the caravans
and the people in them just as if we were a show, and
she is crying herself ill because she can’t be out to see us
for herself. So her father promised to try to bring one of
the caravan people to see her. It’s splendid of you being
here as well, for now she will have two of us.”

. %I don’t know about that being any good,” said Nixon,
in a well-acted, gruff voice. “She isn’t overstrong. Two
may excite her. Better the young lady alone.”

- He scemed to think that Reggie hadn’t recognised him, and
he was quiteanxious to get Dolly away from him. 3

“Dolly,” said Reéggie—she insisted on his calling her by
her Christian name—“you mustn’t go with him. FHe isn’t
a. working man at all, and he doesn’t live in this village.
He means mischief.”

‘“Hold your chin!” said Nixon.
on a mission of-mercy.
fering.”

As he was speaking he was trying to lead the girl farther
ﬁowil the quiet lane. At the same moment he waved with his

and. .

Then Reggie saw that a little way ahead was a closed
motor-brougham. The moment Nixon waved his hand two
men, who had been -standing beneath a hedge, started run-

" ning towards them. The boy’s quick brain took in the situa-
tion .in a second.

“Run for your life, Dolly !’ he shouted. “It’s a plant!”

At the same moment he sprang on Nixon, and nearly
threw him. :

“Run, run!” he repeated, seeing that Dolly- was not
inclined to leave him. “I’m all right; they don’t want me!”

3 “This here young lady is
’Tain’t your business to go inter-

Dolly is Missing,

Dolly Dell behaved like a sensible girl, and ran.

In consequence, when the two meén diew near she was out
of sight, and probably in a place of safety. At all events,
the men who had tried to entrap her appeared to think
that the endeavour had failed, for they slouched away without
even trying to punish the girl’s rescuer.

Reggie found Dolly with her stepmother. Mrs. Horace
Dell was highly indignant, and at the same time strangely
mysterious about the affair, for though she talked a lttle
wildly about pursuit, she only did so for a moment or two,
and afterwards plainly showed that she wished no pursnit.

She was deeply grateful to- Reggie, and praised him
warmly for his heroism and forethought.

This day was the end of the caravanning, at all events for
the time, and that evening the party concluded the last
few miles of the journey by rail.

- NEXT
WEDNESDAY :
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The next day picture-making began in carnest in-the studio
at Mitcham. This place was a constant series of revelations to
Reggie, for behind the big house that Mr. Dell had taken,
and where practically a huge factory had come into being, -
there was constant variety and change.

Tony Dell was very keen on his haunted house picture, and

Reggie found that he was in for three or four very hard
days’ work. He and some of the other boys had lodgings
found for them in a very nice little cottage near by, but
most of. the other actors and actresses came from the near
suburbs, where they had their homes.
. Four earnest days of work finished the picture, as far as
1t could be finished in the home studio. Now there would be
a day or two’s interval before the company could move to
the mansion that had been hired, as the scene of the picture,
in place of Storm Park House.

Reggie was somewhat annoyed to find that Hubert Nixon
remained as a member of the company, in spite of the
'f-l"cgmhery he had displayed, and in spite of his father’s action.
This was a proof of Mr. Dell’s largeness of mind.

But Hubert did not live in the place. He came daily
from Hampstead; where his father had a house, and he
kept out of Reggie’s way. 3

But when the two met Reggie never hesitated to show his
feelings, while Hubert irritated him with very unpleagant
remarks. :

“Still here ?” he asked once. “I thought they might have
taken you by now to join your convict friend.”

And more of this kind of thing. If it had not been for
the respect that Reggie had for Mr. Dell’s love of peace,
he would have resented such words in a very vigorous
manner.

It was on the morning of the fifth day at Mitcham, and
Reggie was standing talking to Ben Wheeler, who was
always good company, wheii that worthy suddenly winked
at him and indicated the entrance-gate.

“The boss don’t shake her off,” he said. “I was willing
to bet this old pair of boots against a new pair that her
leﬁd{shxg would be humming around inside of a brace of
shakes.

Reggic knew whom Ben meant without turning his head.
He meant Mrs. Horace, of course; and that lady appeared.

She came right across to Reggie. )

“I'm glad you are here, at all events!” she said. “I
believe you have more wits than the whole shopful, my
brother-in-law included. Where is Mr. Dell 7

Reggie thought that the millionaire was in his snuggery,
room at the top of the house to which he was fond of retiring,
and he took Mrs. Dell there. ’ 2

“*You cdme in, too,” she said, as they reached the door
and he turned away. “T feel that I shall want you.”

~““ Agnes !” said Mr. Dell, as she entered. ;

“For goodness’ sake don’¥ be tragic !” she retorted. “ Even
if I am called Agnes, there is no need to sing it as if you
were calling for a taxi-driver in the next street. I have news.
Dolly has disappeared—been stolen.”

Mr. Dell slowly shook his head.

“I don’t believe it,”” he said. “You’'ve missed the girl
somewhere, and you are working yourself into one of your
usual fevers. Go home and have lunch, and T expect Dolly
will be waiting for you. She isn’t a fool, and most girls of

- her age can get about London by themselves all right.”

“But I tell you she is stolen I’ retorted Mrs. Horace Dell.
“X am not a fool, and I know what I am talking about.
Read this.” e’

She passed Mr. Dell a letter. The millionaire opened the
cpistle, and began to read it in a rather casual manner.
But in a second or two all this changed, and.he finished
reading with a good deal of excitement in his manner,

“Do you mean that the girl is really gone ?” he asked

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Dell; ‘“that 1s what I’ve been trying
to tell you. She has gone, and that man has got her |’

“What man?
he is?”

Mrs. Horace Dell’s reply was surprising. .

“I know who he is, and I know where that girl has been
taken. That is why I have come to you for help.”

Tony Dell began to show that he understood.

“T see,” he remarked thoughtfully. “You have come to
me so that I can request the police to aet.”

The lady retorted scornfully.

“Don’t be a fool, Tony,” she said. “Do you think I would
come to you to ask you to go to the police? I am not afraid
of talking to a policeman. If the work was as simple as all
that, I could ring up a police-station on the telephone and
raid the man’s house without the trouble of coming near you.
But it isn’t as simple as that. T want your assistance because
the police are no use in this affair.”

(Another long instalment of this splendid new
serial story next Wednesday. Order your copy
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For Next Wednesday:
“THE SPORTSMEN OF ST, JIM'S!”
By Martin Clifford,

All lovers of healthy sport—and -what British boy is not?—

" will fairly revel in next Wednesday’s thrilling, long, complete
story of the famous chums of St. Jim's. Permission is

accorded the junior football team to tour several big towns
in the South of England, with a view to raising money for
the Red Cross Fund; and George Alfred Grundy, who tries
his hand at many things and succeeds in none, is very cager
to wrest the tour from Tom Merry & Co. The story teems
with thrilling incidents, among the best scenes being an
historic fight between Tom Merry and Figgins and a wonderful
match against the rivals of Greyfriars. Wally D’Arey and
Joe Frayne, the irrepressible young rascals of the Third,
play trnant in order to witness one of the matches many miles
away, and their fate is graphically recorded in y
“THE SPORTSMEN OF ST. JIM’'S!"”

which is emphatically a story that none should miss.

GREAT GOOD NEWS FOR EVERYBODY!

Those of my chums who wish to be transferred straightway
to the seventh heaven of delight should purchase the
“Magnet ”’ - Library now on sale, and read the stirring
announcement which appears on the Chat Page. A wonderful
surprise is in stove.

FROM DRUMMER BILLY BRACKLEY,

I am pleased to be able to publish the following letter,
indited in the British trenches:

“Somewhere in France.

“Dear Mr. Editor,—Just a linc to let you know I’ve just
finished reading ‘School and Sport.” It was grand! I
enjoyed it no end, and there’s only one fault to find with it.
It’s too short!

“I dare say you remember my appeal for copies of the
companion papers, some months ago? Well, I was simply
rolling in books for a while, and am still receiving copies
from certain readers, to say nothing of very nice letters from
some of the gentler sex.

“I can honestly say that Mr. Richards’ fine yarn is the best
ever put into a threepenny library. When I started veading
it—in the firing-line, by the way—TI absolutely couldn’t leave
it, it was so intensely absorbing.

“Now I must conclude, wishing you and your splendid
papers the best of luck, and many future successes.—Believe
me, yours very truly, (DruMMER) BinLy BRACKLEY.
~“P.8.—Shall we hear more of Miss Phyllis Howell in the
future?” .

In thanking my soldier chum for his fine tribute, I should
like to inform him that the vivacious heroine of Cliff House
is now a permanent character in our popular companion
paper, the *“ Magnet ” Library.

Drummer Billy Brackley has my heartiest good wishes that
ihe1 may come through the turmoil of the fighting with flying
colours.

A YANKEE YOUTH’S SLASH!NG‘ STATEMENTS,

‘The following precious epistle has come to hand from a
disreputable cad of New York:

OUR. -- THREE -+ COMPANION ‘- PAPERS !
"THE IMIAGNET, THE “PENNY

~ POPULAR."—,
" FRIDA

CHUCKLES.
/20 e comam
Y.$8 EVERY SATURDAY.

“Sir,—T guess I have been wanting to write tc you for a
long time concerning your childish paper, the ‘Gem, which
is so keenly sought after by the denuded and demented boys
on t'other side of the herring-pond.

“The doings of Tom Merry & Co. are so much tommy-rot.
They scorn to smoke a fag, they shudder at the bare idea of
letting off steam by reverting fo good round oaths; and, in
short, they are the goody-goody chumps typical of the British
nation. ;

“Instead of fitting themselves far high posts in commerecial
houses, the kids in your country devote all their spare time
to greedily devouring the companion papers—tosh that would
make any sane chap seasick.

“Wishing your paltry rags the worst of luck, yours
contemptuously, Cyrus P. Craxse.”

It is a matter for regret that Master Meddling Crake has
given no address beyond the somewhat vague onec of New
York. Possibly he realised that by so doing he would be
heaping coals of fire on his head, and, being a Yankee, he is,
of course, much too proud to fight. 5 ’ - i

Thank Heaven that real British boys are manly, and would
scorn to strike below the belt in this blackguardly manner !

I will waste no more time on an outsider who compares
Britons to Yankees. . Cyrus Crake is typical of his precious
sit-tight-and-do-nothing race, while their own iwomen and

. children are murdered by Huns.

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

S. W. O. (St. George'’s, E.).—Contarini came to St. Jim’s
a few months ago. How? Well, much as other new boys
do, I suppose. By train to Ryleombe, and thence by road.

“F. H. G. (Portsmouth).—These little mistakes will- happen,
and there is really no telling what a fellow 6f Croeoke’s type
might do. Glad he had not his overcoat on, however, for
nobody would believe he went to bed in that !

A. E. B. (Islington).—Thanks for your interesting letter.
Yes; deafness is a heavy affliction, but as you are not stone-
deaf yon escape the worst of it. How do you like Tom
Dutton in the ¢ Magnet’ ?

L. B., (Gainsborough).—You want to know how many
copies of the “CGem’ and “ Magnet’’ are sold each week ?
Well, think of a good high number, then double it, then add
100,000 more or less to it, and you may get somewhere near
the mark. But this is a dead secret—like anything that
Bunter hears, you know. :

“ Loyal Pompey.”—If you want to send cigarettes to the
men in the trenches, get a copy of next Sunday’s ““Weekly
Dispatch,” and you will find out the best way to do so.

J. D. (Dalston).—To become an engineer, you will have to
be apprenticed at some works. Joke not quite up to the
mark.

II. J. J. (Boscombe).—Gymnastic exercises would increase
your chest measurement. ;

L. G. (Mumbles).—Probably the reason why you did not
geb a_reply before was because your letters, like this’ one,
contained no questions to be answered. It'is scarcely possible
to reply to every letter received.

R. L. (Ballarat).~—You say the companion papers are not
read much in Australia. This is a mistake; we have lots of
readers there. Then you suggest a competitién for Colonial
readers only. But if there are so few, this could scarcely be
expected, I think. I will see what can be done, however,

J. W. (Woollahra, Sydney).—Competitions cannot be kept
open long enough for Australian readers, Sec reply above.

(Continued on page iii of cover.)
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REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.
G. C. P. (Rosewater, South Australia).—Correspondence

< Exehange closed, so T cannot do ag you wish.

F. O'M. (Melbourne).—See last reply. You will find in
the stories what you want to know abeout the Refove cricket

_ team; ete.

* Mac?’’ (Norwich).—I certainly don’t think smeking will
do you any good.

“ Loyal Gemites” (Nantwich).—You don’t like Talbot, but
others ‘do. You say the stories are not as good as they used
to be; others say they are heaps better. You are sure you
: There seems
no way of settling it. I note that you don’t mean to desert;
you only ask me to “buck up.” With a little more genial
encouragement; I hope to do so. ) ) R

H. A. B. (Kingston).—-I do not propose to print your
letter; and I am not in the habit of calling people scoundrels
and ‘hypocrites. because their :opinion differs from mine. Buf
I-fail to see why I should be expected to discuss an entirely
personal matter with everybody who chooses to write abusive
letters to me. X

“ A Camberley Reader.”—Brownie cameras are certainly
all right. e AT It 5 . s

A. P, (Tufnell Park).—Sorry I cannot help you in the
matter of finding someone with a complete set of “G.” and
I'‘do not think that we are likely to reprint the
earlier numbers. But yon will find some of the earlier Tom
Merry yarns in the ¢ Penny Popular.” ¥ -

€. {Glasgow) weuld set the Grundy Volunteers loose on
Malpas.  Quite a bright idea. . o T = .

A. II. (Euston).—I.don’t care much for the picture-postcard

idea. - We give full value in the papers them:

selves.

D. N. (Coxk).—Se, after your father and brother have done
with the eopies of the “Gem ” you -send to’ them at the
Front, the whole company reads them? Good! I hope
your people will come through it all without a seratch,

A.-C. T. (Highbury).—Thanks for your letter, with xt§
deseription of your school, and the rivalry between the girls
and beys’ side. . S k.

A. S (Melbourne).—We have not the caddish letter to-which
vou refer. It went into the w.p.b. But I am quite satisfied

that yeu did net write it, and I don’t think there is any need

for youn to werry abe t -
-J. V. (Highbury).—Will sce what can be done.
ors in the front row. But it's geing to get éro

before long if Mn Clifford accepts every suggestion made. -

I rather fancy he won’t, though. . ? .

N.éﬁ (Stratbpeffer).—Two new readers. Good !

J. O
and feeter teams. - :

~ A Loyal Scottish Lassie.” - Cannot say I ever feel
inelined to . throw up the sponge. The complaining corre-
spondents are only as one in ten thousand er so, and I do not
worry about them. - . o e
© “Gaby.”—The only way to get the “Gem” in Sumatra
ar Borneo wounld be through a subseription (payable in
advanee) to this office. ‘Afraid I cannot tell-you--or, rather.
must not tell you—where Messrs. Richards -and Chfford
live. :
A Beverlonian.””—Thanks! By this time you will be
enjoying “Cousin Fthel's Schooldays.”

3 L. H.—Clad to know you have found a geod example .

in Tom Merry., Verses not guite good enough. What-are
sour difficulties about school magazine? Will help if T can.

“ A Very Leyal Reader” (Falkirk).—Crooke is about the
oldest of the St. Jim’s juniors. The supplement given with
the Christmas Number will answer your query as to the

ers. . <
J. €. (Fulbam).—The numbers you want are quite out of
print now. ; o
- M. and H. (St. George’s, E.J.—No reom for letter. Glad
to hear from you, and abeut the L.G.R.A. " .
A Girl Gemute - (Hastings).—The. place you name is
imaginary, so I cannot-give you the distance befween it and
Hastings. Crooke’s reformation is very doubtful. )
N. R. (Liverpool).—I -do not know whether there is a
‘#“QGem > or *“Magnet” Leavue near you. Why not form
one? ~ ;
- B. N. G. (Dublin).—When “Tom Merry's Weekly”
appears, it will certainly be on sale in Dublin. )
A. W. G. A (Deal).—There is no certain way to increase
height. Plenty of exercise may help. g ‘e
W. D. (Weaste).—When © Tom Merry’'s Weekly ”* appears,.

“ xou will be quite at liberty to send along original jokes. We
“dow’t want copied

ied ones.

E. P: and 0. H. (Ceventrs).—See first part of reply to ©* A
Girl Genpite ' (Hastings).” - : =

“ Igsh,‘ and Proud of It.”—Quite right, too! . Will ask
My, €lifioid to shoxe Reilly forward'a bit. - Your brother.is

“a jueky man—fourteen months-at the Front without &
~ scrateh !

I hape his Juck still ‘holds good: . ... .. .
B. Eéﬂddﬁsﬁeﬁ}. 'Kildai‘el?s’; abont the oldest
-Fim’s; and also the best boxev..

>

R. &

S A2
= PR Tt

" bexer,

i

€. (Carlingford).—Yes; the Third Form has its cricket

“have been a sergeant.
lighted to hear that both -yous father and your mother enjoy

. Bl 1d 1€
“ another reader who particularly ‘wants it®
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“ A tover of the Fair Sex.”~Correspondence Exchange

closed. " :
- True Friend.””—Don’t worry about the cads. We don't!
s P.—Tom Merry is somewhat ahead of Figgins as a

N. M. (Wakefield).—Quite a good idea. You might do many
worse things than take Tom Merry as your standard.

-J. K. 8. (Glasgow).—There is no New House at Greyfriars,
and no Remove Form at St. Jim’s. There are boys from the
New House at St. Jim’s who are in the Shell; the fellows

from both Houses share the same classes. Crooke and Grundy -

are about the biggest fellows in the Shell. ;

“A Chum ” (Colchester).—Yon ask for a teply-at once, but
don’t say to what, and your card contains no questions.

“A. Loyal Boltonian.” —Stephens would be very small
potatoes indeed, after you had finished with him I am sure!

M. W. (Longsight).—Thanks for efforts to-get new readers.
Glad to hear Malta supports the “Gem.” : s

G. E. T. (Camberwell). —Thanks for your very loyal letter.

H. A. H. (Lancaster).—There are a few day-boys both at
St. Jun’s and Greyfriars. :

N. J. {Weston Coyney).—Many thanks!. . : 2

O. L. (Balham).—There would not be a great deal of
material for stories in an O.T.C. at St. Jim’s, 1 think. That
sort of thing is taken in dead earnest, and something that can
be treated humorously is more suitable.

T. M. (Whitefield).—Your drawings are quit< good, and, if
original, show distinct promise. I have already given all the

explanation I consider necessary of my attitude, and I 'do not.

propose to repeat it. Our Correspondence Exchange is closed,
and it would not do for us to make exceptions. No; I should
not say it is very harmful for a boy to be in love with a girl—
it will happen sometimes. Buf it’s not much use, as a rule.
The characters you mention are qtite imaginary. Herries
stil has Towser; 1 think you are right about the cornet.
Probably Heiries borrowed it.

. A. B. B. (Sheffield).—Thanks for suggestions. But we get

'so many that; if all were carried out, Mr. Clifford would never
. get the chance to write a story entirely on his own.

“A Tomboy” (Birmingham).—Afraid your desive cannot

bo gratified, as the people you want to correspond with are

So glad your friends and home
like the companion papers. :

any reader whe has hooks to spare (¥B. F.” 3d
ry, etc.) send them to Driver J. G. Whirter (80709),
R.F.A., 3rd Section, Ammunition Column, Tth Division.
B.E.F., France? ’ 5

C. 8. K. C. (Pollokshields).-~With letters cominz in by the
sackful, there is no need-to write spoof replies. The difficulty
is to get them answered. Probably your earlier letter did not
call for an answer. Passing the time of the day is all very
well, but-a busy editer has other things te-do—see? Cannot
tell you what precise locality Kerr hails from Grundy’s spell-
ing 1s pretty bad, but I have seen some to equal {5. -

quite imaginary characters
ok :

C. P. (Ashton-under-Lyne).— See reply to W. J. (PJ&m&@?j. i

P. D. (South HFackney).--Good! There is no better way of
backing up. the companion papers than by getting new
readers, 2% SR

R. 8. and C. N. (Balham).— Quiie a good uotion to keep the
public school arms, and mount them for future reference.
Glad to hear from you. v

*“ Tommy ” (Beckenham).—T am afraid I did not notice ihat
our artist slipped up by making Mr. Railton an officer on the
cover of “The Housemaster’s Homecoming,” when he should
You are evidently .observant. De-

the “Gem.” FPorgive delay ifi' replying, -

*Loyal Supporter” (Withernsca).—Yours. is -quite an
amusing yarn.- A workmate nicknameéd you ‘ Penny Blood,”
because you read the ‘“Gem ” at dinner-time You lent him
a copy. He is now a staunch reader himself. Good!

“Devoted Reader ” (Berwick).-—“Jiu-jitsu ™ (price ls., by
post 1s. 2d.). - L. Upcott-Gill, Bazaar Buildings, Drury Lane,
London, W.C., will serve your purpose, I think. :

“Two Sisters * (Walthamstow).—Thanks for. your sympathy,
bat T feel rather as if I were getting it under false pretences,
for 1 rcally don’t a bit - mind being an editor--even with Anii-
Gemites roaming around seeking whom ‘they may devour.

“ A Regular ” (Leytonstone).—8orry I have been so long in-
replying to your letter. But I am not at all sure the fellow
you wanted to convinee 15 worth the. trouble .you have taken.
. N. M. (Muswell Hill}.—Seniors are not always bigger than
juniors, you know. But I see what you mean. Many thanks
for what you say about the “ Gem.” !

J. H. and B. H. {Croyden, 8. Australia).—Very pleased
to hear from you!

‘*Boronia ? (Blue Mountains,” Australia).—Ditio!

Ti: G. {Armadale, Victoria).—None of your jokes ave qhﬁe e
-good enough.

Has any rcader a eopy of

2 the * Gﬁl;.l.” story én}it}ed‘

gy’s Fig Pudding ” which he could let us have ta oblige

. (€ontinued en t32 next nage)
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" REPLIES IN BmEn‘f-contmued

“H.C. (Shefﬁeld) —Glad to hear the companion papers are
so popular-in the Navy. -

E-W, T (Oxford) —(xood thing fm Malpas he dxd not g1Ve
his address—ech ?-

Harold-Leeso (Sefton Pall\) —The tvpe of 1otteL who wrote
to. you, running-down the papers, never does give .his proper
address. - Very pleased to hear of the letter rececived -from

. 2 man at the ‘Front, .and also tlxat VOL\ were able to-send him
o parcel of: ‘back numbers.

AL B. (Leamington.Spa). =As to the ]ettei onenmg question,
l should say *‘No:”; But is-it worth making a:fuss about?
Possibly, at: some futme date, we ‘may be “able to give a
plrtn of the. sehool’s interior. but not just yet.

. A" (Livérpool).—~Thanks .for your s,ood work in get-

tnw nm\ “readers. y

Z. (Plymouth).—You say you. never heau of Talbot.
aders coniplain that the stories are full of him. -And
1 don’t think either you or they -are ‘quite right. +
A True Reade asks who was junior eaptain
at St Jim’s b Does any old reader rememn-:
so, will. “he earn my: blessing
. rémember - everytlung. At ~
end -along the fiame of the

mng).—We ha\o no Sale a'ld E*:ehanwe

g (anpool —(1) .Aak them to 103:] a story for
es, and see whether it is-a “blood.” (2) No. " (3)
¢ to the Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londou,
{4 Imagmam
5

mms (Poulton) ~—Many ﬂlallka~f01 Iettel
contain all that the other ;}meteev
Will' consider your suggestig

am —Theé results are now. appearin gweelds
’ five weeks after the dat of thefnumbel

that capital cliap,
bli*’f‘e' T thi

s Baggy
‘Figgins, and DA
de b

fifteen! ~ Quee1 i

Tourth, but theére is n
> probablv ‘gets bigge

15 a second Bunt
. Sholmes?

“¥Once Loval “M
lgya‘l T gather. A
~‘written to_the 'w

;r"eratmn, : €
c«wlllmg, would be dull stuff. -
. S. (W()lthmn'
'I'nanks‘ ;

‘great dxﬁeren
. ~upphe> of meney
you say. Are you

Rl 2

22y
%ond Heﬂock

,and G.’ —ince beco
‘but it cannot be helped: torie'

f those who.can’t bear the slightest

1 ;

W.S. L. (Plymouth) A serial for-'the

b accepted; if good enough,-and of the ¥
ces of an amateur domﬁ ;mt what we req

Our readers genexally do not

aid T cannot da as you sugge=t re

“THE. GEM | LIBRARY. .

. would like the stories -better if Gussy were -made

- “cards, the

i

seem to 1ead sunply f01 the sake of

= - V. (Nelson

wonld: be 1és~ Stlll I will see if ir is practxcable 1o
Kerruish someﬂnng more than a mere W alkmg -on par
-long:
“Tyo Admmnu Carlow’ erls '—TIn replv to you :
(1) "Noi- -only + frxendshlp (2)-T ~+don’t : knov :
affections are unstable. . (3). I can only say—wait: a :
Re ““Boys’-Friend 3d:: Libmrv 2 “there: Wﬂl be four numb
caeh. month, ccmmencmg' in- M'uc
“A Scottish- Reader.”—Jimmy level & Co W()nt alwaf
be at the botbom™ “of thelist:: T mnote you want-Wally D’ Arcy g
‘and Bernard (xlvn ‘in the front row But 1t $ getfmg tmrlbly
‘crowded!
C. T K. (\Ianchextex) —G}ad to hear from S0 o]d a reade1
Suggestions noted. :
A. H. (Leed-z) —Place imaginary. Tlhexe is ot much ’co
choosé betwéen Tom and Talbot as all—roum} athletes.. - Youi-~

- sensible, you say.-- But ‘other people would not! -

T.-C. L. (Snodland).—Glad to hear vou "are bettor.
not edit the -*“ Marvel,” but the ‘editorial office is‘ on
couple of doors from mine in the same cotridor.

Sam, and Pete yarns in the ““P: P.” are earlier than ’those
%n the’ “Maxrvel ”—hence.. Algys non-appearance in them
Thanks for promise of help in getting new readers. - -

¢ A -Genr Lover ' (Hesslo).—I don’t think I’ Ar ey ~can help |
it now. He might have done, perhaps, if hé had tried earlier, -
Stox;yette will be-con mdmed for the “Grem ”J—mnnot ‘ceﬂ vou . -
its fate. :
FHIE. S (S‘Llfmd) —Qu‘te a fan‘
is best judged- from omgnml wor

“A. T+ (Barusley).—Portraits-of the
to be ‘had. Plobably ‘the’ C&\e\is 3
“unlikely. - All thé b )ys you mentron :ne q
ters, and I cannc:t give you the mformatlon de~
-have not ot it.
-Miss 6. 0. =Pleased to “hear tlmt you thmk our qtorzes Pet
‘more _interesting “each week.

P.- W. (Pirton)=—We get }nmdleéa of stmvettes earh vmek
.and only a few.can have prizes. -As.yours were. on P
re sent in all 11ght but were not .go noughy,

i lly_. the Jimmy-. lece ya
er.”’—You are no,t

eration of Levison
made more fl‘leHdS than “he’ dese

T,-does not agx‘oo

nd demoralising.

t0 ‘hear from you,

be ﬂone -about a Coloma!

FO = X

W B. F. (Sheﬂie‘d) —Plent\ offthm people are qulte sfrong
Get a cheap book of physical e\ercxses-theze are plent3 of
them—and try some. -

~ “A -Sheffield Reader.”—Your notlons of fafnness seem,ﬁ
_ queer._ ‘Do you think it was fair hat Yorkshire should -
as Yorkshlte did—the County Cric Champlonshxp in several -

suceessive” years? . If so, Why 7 umble at the: Grevfrlars

victories? - Tin
W. E. (S altley) —Glad to hea fmm you.’ Joke A0t qmtei 5

good enough, .~ _ :

ZA. N. 0. N: ,Tosh » is nok qutte t,he

&)
word. Stories hool - hfe wh;ch; d not exaggetate at atl
wou}d be ‘dull réading: -

the “Tocal ones forme
lo a vo}ume




