“BAGGY TRIMBLE” STORY!

May 28th, 1921.

"BAGGY TRIMBLE'S GREAT SWINDLE!

An Amusing Incident from the Gripping Long Complete School Story Inside.
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SAFETY FIRST.

The cld man from the country stopped
in front of a picture-palace ﬁlaatered
with posters of lions, tigers, phants,
and other wild animals.

“Just look, Henry!” he said to his
companion. *I'm glad T am going home
on Saturday afterncon!”

“Why are yon so mxm to get
away?” asked obd man’s rephew,

Pointing to the notices, the other read
out the words: “To be released on
Saturday night ”—H. Walker, 36, King

Street, Clitheroe, Lancashire.

Hururd old dame):
Keep the four-
‘\. Bridges, 1, Plan-
" Red Lion Lane,

Passenger (a
“There's four shilliny
pence for yourself.”—
tation Cottages, R
Woolwich, S.E.18.

‘NOT THE DOCTOR.
A bead was thrust out of a window,
and a voice askPaL
o s it?
* Oh, are you Mr. Higgins!" came the
l!pl¥ from the pavement.

“* Please come to 414, High Stmet, at
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“Because T could get no tacks hard
enough to go thmugh it

Wilkam Pringle, 32, Delacour Street,
West Stanley, co. Duvham,

A TAILOR AND HIS GOOSBE.

Coleridge, the poet, was a very awk-
ward vider. An old man met ham one
day riding along the road, and, naticing
his uneasy mmanner in the ‘sm.h.ilc thought
he would]'l{m\e a joke at the pﬂe;s ex-
pense. ‘' Youpg man,” inguired the old
fellow, “did you bappen to meet a tailor
on_the road i

THE CANNY CANINE.

A dog was in the habit of going daily
to @ baker’s shop. His master would yive
him & peasy, wiich the dog dropped out
of his mouth on to the counter, receiving

once, and bring your instruments *
“I'm not a doctor.
Dr, Higyins lives next street.’
own came the window.
penter was comfortable again when he
heard a handful of gravel

“Yes, that I did,” replied Celeridge,
“and he told mo  that if 1 went a
little farther I should meet his goose.”
b—E Troughton, 40, Snig Brook, Black-
urn.

I'm a carpenter.

The ear-

pattering at

in exchange a penny bun. One day the | his w w. - Up he jumped. THE LADY OF DEVON.
dog’s owner said to the baker: "I should [« Well7» There was an old lady of Devon,

like to see how much the dog really | «Please, sir,” said the little voice| Who never conld count to eleven.
does know. Try him with a halipenny | bolow, “it is you we want. Father is e day ‘when she tried,

bun te-morrow. Next dey the dog|shut up in a foldin, lmd and we ean’t. She swidenly spied .

brought his penny, but only a halfpenny | wot him out!"—S,
bun was handed to him.  The animal
turned it over, sniffed at it, and finally
walked out of the shep in a dignified
manner. Ten minutes later he eame back
m‘compamed by a policeman.—B.

Road, Gledholt, Huddersfield,

TOO HARD.
“Why do you not deal with me now?”

29, Lawrence $he had to count four more than seven,
—Charles William Courtney,

Street, Barnstaple.

THE YOUNGER GENERATION. -

Srmith, Alexandra  Terrace ngs- 4 - “

; t asked a butcher of a woman who had Father: “ My son, when 1 was your

thorpe, \“’"M‘"pi.‘m' formerly visited his shop regularly. age I Larned water for a gang of
*Weil,” T“ the reply, *the last piece [ laboure

of meat I had from you was so toug Son: "DaCL TI'm proud of you. If you

Fo“'“'m"_"_ thnb I couhd have soled my boots with | had net shown your pluck in that way,

Porter (as train is gliding out of|it. I might bave hzd to do something like

station) : * Here' s your tmket |ady, four- [ *Then why did not you do it ?” asked | that myself.”—Fhomas Anwyl, T, Gwirdy

and-fourpence it cost. the nettled butcher.

Terrace, Itfmddlan North Wales.

Don’t Wear a Truss!

Brooks' Appliance i3 a new sclentific discov
‘with guwmalh air cushions that draws lhﬂ

ther and binds them as you

b. It absolutely halds frmly
and c.-mc.u.y and never sl Always Tight
and 1, amd wml B every movement of
the hDd,' without chaing or hurting. We make
it to your messure, and send it to you on A
Btrict ‘guaraates of satisfaction or money re-
funded, and

= no
biisiness deal at a reasomable price,

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., LTD,
(1830C), 80, Chancery Lane, Londen, W.C.2.

B MAKE THIS

Set of Parts for making Electric Shocking Coil
k) i’nsl’. Free. .

38 AP, Onun s Rd

Small Fowe:
Illunuwd Catalogi

Harborna
-ABTON, BIMMINGHAM.

TOEACCO HABIT POSH‘IV‘RLY CT'P.ED N TRREE D\‘I!—F&mwl
E- l[E! lilrv-mym- ‘GHES TULMB,

CUT THIS OUT

*“The Gem." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

§ond thia coupen, with P.0. for only S/- direst to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Pleot §t., hondon, 2.0.4._In return you will receive (pout free) 4
splendid Brjtian's ]llde DAL Gold Nibped Frest Bouniain Bes, saln lo/s. 1t
you rave 12 fi ooupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you pma.

3 nz lnﬂ anly a;-. {Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) Ask for fine, medinm,
or broad nib. s great offer is made io ns.md the famous Fleet Fen
15 he G readark T

Finling, or Satety mﬂ:‘ﬂﬂj-':ir Ul i
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 694.

THE LATEST SOCIETY CRAZE.

As used in Phyllis Dare's Song in “ Aladdia " at the London-Hippo-
drome, and shawn in ** Around the Town " Topieal Budget. Bibbees®
Bouncing Bubbles Powder produces a bubble that will bounce as
olten as 400 or 500 times without bursting. Ask your Newsagent, or

- Postal Order, and get a balf-million bubbles, Jm-h:dmg the
blnwer —IIBBEES {Dept. G.M.), Ceylon House, 1, Lamb's Conduit
Street, London, W.C. 1.

ROYAL AIR FORCE

BOYS WANTED petween 15 and 16} years of age. Must be medically
fit and of good education. Boys Teceive thorough instructions im
selected trade, and are paid, fed, housed, and clothed during training,
Write or call for descriptive booklet, etc., to—R.A.F. Recruiting
Depots: 4, Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, W.C 2; 208, Bath Street,
Glasgow; 11, St. Anne Street, Liverpool; Crown Buildings, James
Watt Street, Birmingham; or 15, Old Town Street, Plymouth,

affer f)
DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENCE ? n“’“'m”ef:?s’?t?ﬁﬂ%‘:.
Jack of energy. or will power? You can acquire strong merves, which Wil
give you absolute self-confidence, if you use the Mento-Nerve ssrenmhenln:
u,.uahyvncmdmn-..nus“mw Colomelto Private, D.8.0.'5, M.0.'3
s, amd .03 5. Merely send 3 penny stamgs for particulata.—GODERY
EI LIOTT SMITH, le 527, lmurial-ﬂmldmg: Iudgam Cireus, London, B.C.4,

Tho plums of bustusss xnd social 1i
BECOME BIG NOW. £t TS et Rooial |
phsique (o matoh it. You can casily Iocraame your Beighe tOar Y (228
nches, d improve your heaith, figure, carriage, by the Girvan Scien.
iific Treatment. 8 years wnblgiished Tesord. £100° guarantes of gesulnn
noes. Partioniars for posteard. ENQUIRY DEPT., Aaf.bn 17, $TROUD
GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

* CURLY HAIR!" It's wonderful " writes E. M.
cunud:l:ll.r Copiessent. h:"'WAv T cmus ai leuwm 1,‘5 3}5
(stamps accepted).—ROSS (Depth, G. ), 173, New North Rd., Loudon, N, 1.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS 5o 81 Bealvalue, pilma

Free.—Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, I'Jra]'(on Avenua, W. Ealing, London,

FUN Fon ALL 1 —Vnnnloqulut shlm]numﬁa P}g{&n‘g&a[ﬁh
Beasts, etc. 1/ P.0. (Vensriigtaistn reatios tviaiod) - LORAL GO. Ciereaon:




Next Week's *“ Gem ” Will Be Better Than Ever!

A Maghnificent New, Long Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co. of St Jim's.
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

By

CHAPTER 1.
is Recruited !

& HEW.-W.W.W.W-WWW !”

W Jack Blake of the Fourth

stood on the steps of the

School House and cmitted
that piercing blast, with a forefinger
inserted at each corner of his mouth,
and his checks inflated almost to burst-
ing point,

“ Whew-www-www 1"

Fellows in the quadrangle turned fo
stare at Blake in astonishment. —The
Tourth Forip leader was garbed in the
khaki uniform: of a cadet, and he
119 ked extremely smart and soldier
il

Whew-www-wiww !

energetically. )

Cerald Knox of the Sixth approached
from the Close, and looked in deep
astonishment at Blake.

“What in thunder are you making
that row for, Blake?” he demanded,
stuffing his fingers in his cars, as the
cheerful cadet whistled shrilly almost in
his face. .

“Eh?" asked Blake, lookin
rather breathlessly.

“You noisy young sweep!” growled
the bullying prefect of the xth.
“Take fifty lines for kicking up that
confounded din !

“0Oh crumbs!” exclaimed Blake.
*Look here, Knox, 1 was whistling to
the cadets—the ofher cadets, you know.
Haven’t you heard that we've formed
a cadet corps—a St. Jim's Cadet Corps?
We've planned a run in the wood for
this afternoon, and—"

“Bosh!" anapped the unpopular pre-
fect, scowling. “You kids ought to
have more sense! Cadet corps!
What on earth next? TUtter piffle!”

And Gerald Knox strode indoors,
a very bad temper.

Blake inserted his fingers in his mouth
to  whistle again, but he saw Tom
Merry & Co. of the Shell in the Close,
and wept over to them. The Terrible
Three were there, with Kangaroo,
ton Dane, Talbot, and Bernard Glyu.
‘om Merry was also clad in officer’s
uniform, and his three “pips’ pro-
claimed him to be a captain. The
others were in the regulation khaki
uniform, with breeches and putiees.
Manners carried a ketile-drum, whilst
Kangaroo had charge of the big drum.
(lifton Dane had a bugle.

Tom Merry saluted smartly as Blake
eamo up.

“Ready?” said the Fourth Form
lieutenant, a little grufly. “My com-
pany hasn't turned up yet. The lazy
beggars can’t get into their uniforms,
expect.”

““Here comes one of them!” grinned
Monty 'I;.n\\‘lller. “It's Gussy! Ha,

a !

a, hi
Augnstus D’Arcy, the noble

whistled Blake

g roun:d

in

Arthur
swell of St. Jim’'s, was the first of the

Fourth Form company to emerge from
the School House. Gussy also was in
officer’s uniform—that of a second-lien-
tenant,  His uniform fited him very
tightly, and D’Arcy locked extremely
glim. ~ His famous monocle glimmered
in his eve. D'Arcy looked a work of
art; a thing of beauty, and a joy for
ev

ood old Gussy!" chuckled Tom
Merry, as the swell of the Fourth came
“You look jolly nobby, I must

wooogh!  These beastlay putiees
wound my legs feel jollay uncomfy.
deah boys.” said D'Arcy. “I've had a
feahful stwuggle to get them on!”

Next minute, three other members of
the Fourth Form compa approached.

Tk were Reilly, Ker and Mul-
v minor. Clive, Levison, Cardew,
Herries, and Digby followed, all dressed
in khaki, and looking very spruce and
smart. Herries, Reilly,  and Siduey
(‘live had bugles; Mulvaney minor a
kettie-drum.  The band had not been
forgotten !

“All present!” said Biake, giaring af

the cadets. “Didn’t you hear me
whistling? T've got {i lines [rom
Knos, just because you silly slackers
didn't turn up in time!”

“We're waiting for Baggy, now."

said Herries. “Whistle for him, Blake.
You've got a toot like a steam-engine !™

“Ha, hn, ha!"

Blake whistled.

“ Wharw-wwwwww 17

“Go it, Blake!”

“Whew-www-wwwww 1

Buat Daggy Trimble did not appear.
Baggy ‘Irimble of the Fourth was not
a keen cadet: indeed, he had only been
recruited under tho stress of violent per-
suasion from Blake. Anything in the
nature of exertion w nol in Baggy
Trimble's line. In vain did he plead
with Blake that his delicate constitu-
tion would not bear the strain of route-
marches and manceuvres, and declare
that compulsion was not permitted in
England, and that Britons never shall
be slaves. Blake told Baggy that the
duties of a cadet would run down his
surplus fat and be the first step towards
making a man of him. Blake was not
to bo argued with, so that Baggy

Trimb become a_cadet,
“ Whe wwwww !
“You'il a boiler in a tick,

 Blake gave it up at last, and, grip-
ping his cane firmly in onc hand, he
rushed indoors, and marched along the
Fourth Form passage.

He flung open the door of Study
No. 2. and burst in like a whirlwind.
A fat youth was seated at the table,
eating jam:tarts. There was a smear
of jam on Baggy Trimble's nose. He
b!inkm_i up in alarm as the lieutenant

came m.

“Not down wet!" howled Blake.
“Why, you fat slacker! You—you—
Fou— Weo're waiting! Figgins &
Co, are already in the lane!”

“ Look here, Blake, I'm not coming!"
protested Baggy  Trimble, esein
Blake’s cane apprehensively. “I th
this idea of a cadet corps is all rot!
going to back out!”

“Why, I--T'll back you out!™ roared
Blake, striding forward and yanking
Trimble to his feet. “Come down at
onea, you lazy, fat toad!™

And Blake brought his cane to play
upon the person of Baggy Trimble.

Whack ! Whack! Whack!

“Yaroooo! Yah! Ow-wow!"™ he
roared. “Leave off! Yarooogh !
Can’t you see I'm coming as fast as I
can! Yow-wow!"”

! Baggy Trimbla

was_ dri is study, urged on

by Blake's merciless swipes at him with

the cane. Baggy went downstairs at a

truly remarkable speed. He scuttled

inlo the q_usdrnnf}e: Blake still plying
y

tho cana vigorously in his rear.

“ Yarooop Shurrap, Blake, you
rolter! Yooop!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The other cadets shouted with

laughter, as Baggy rvolled up, gasping.
Baggy Trimble presented rather a
comical aspeet in lus suit of khaki. Tt
was truly marvelious how he had man-
aged to eram himself into it. His fat
fizure seemed to be bursting through at
every point.
“Ila, ha,
House cadets.
Baggy Trimble moaned pathelically,
and yubbed those paris of his anatomv
which had suffered by contact with

ready ! said Blake. red
with wrath, ummon the band!”
The band sorted themselves oul.
anners and Muivaney minor went
first, with the kettle-drums; then cam:
Kangaroo, with the big drum hoisted
before  him.  Pehind  the drummers
marched the buglers, Clifton Dane,
Herries, Reilly, and Sidney Clive. Then
Tom Merry headed the rest of the con-
tingent. Behind, Monty Lowther and
Digby pulled along the trek cart, upun
which the camp goods were stored.

“Quick—march ! roared Tom Merry,
in a tone of voice that might have made
many a regulation sergeant-major turnm
green with envy.

ng ! Bang !
bang, pimng 1

The band started up, and the St. Jim's
cadets moved forward, in impressive
array,

‘I'he bugles blared forth, each of thae
players putting all he knew into his play-
mmg. Kanguwroo performed wondro
feats of valonr upon the big drum,
rivalied only by the two kettle-drummera,

THE Gex Lisrary.—No. 694,

roared the School

m

ha

“Now we'r

P

Bang-tiddy-bang-

(Copyright in the United States of America)



&
who plied thelr drumsticks with great
vim and vigour,

The effect was rather starfling.

Bang, bang! Toot-toctle-toot !
Bom!

Tramp, tramp, iramp!

Much to the amusement of all he-
iolders, the amatenr cadets marched
across the quadrangle.

Baggy Trimble lagged, but was kept
going by periodical prods in the rear with
Jack Blake’s cane.

And, with much noise, and otherwise
yerfect order, the St. Jim's Cadet Corps
niarched through the gates of St. Jim's,
and out into the Rylcombe lune.

F Rylcombe lane.
ere were cight of them,

Figgine, of course, their lanky-legged
leader, was a captain, of the same rank
as Tom Merry. The idea of forming a
cadet corps had really been Tom Merry's,
but the New House leader had made
some good suggestions, and helped con-
siderably in procuring the necessary uni-
forms and equipments.

Figging' khaki breeches and tightly-
bound puitees showed off his slim limbs
to advaniage, He looked really a smart
and efficient_officer, N

George Kerr held the rank of
heutenant, and the caniy Scots junior
wade a fresh, athletic figure in uniform.
Faity Wynn's uniform fitted him searcely
hetter than Baggy Trimble's; but Fatry
was athletic and keen. The other New
House feliows were Redfern, a sergeant ;
his chums, Lawrence and Owen; and
Pratr and Jimson,

The New Iouse fellows stuffed fingers
into their ears, and gasped as the
“baud 7 approached, with the rest of the
School House contingent behind.

“Great pip I gasped Figgins. “ What
an  upearthly din!  Groooogh! For
gooduess sake, shurrup !

“Halt!” commanded Tom Merry, and
School House corps halted.” The
d ceased its labours,

Stand at—Fase !"
The cadets stood easy. . Then a con-
sultation of officers t«mfz place.

“Our plans are all cut and dried,” said
Tom Merry, to Figgins,. “ Yon and your

mpany will station yourselves ai the
Wayland side cf the brook that runs
through the Rylcombe Wood, We fellows
will pitch camp this side. Your bizney is.
to attack our camp, and capture it, if you
can—whic] Jolly unlikely. Acanwhile.
we chaps will ‘scont out after you, and
2 as- Inany prisoners as we can.
You've got to try and penetrate our lines
and pinch our-camp—see 7’

*Oh, Tsee!” said Figgins airily, *“ And
we'll do it, too, don't worry, Tom Merry.
Don't you School House fellows think
yow're going to knock the New House
of the running. You never have
e yet.”

Rats ! said Tom Merry cheerfully.
ow, Figgy, hop off ! e'll give you

Lalf an hour 17

“Right!” said Figgins; and then he

Bim !

CHAPTER 2.
Trimble the Desarter !

IGGINS & CO., of the New Honse
were waiting by the stile in the

the
b:

tirned to his company.
“Shun I'* he roared. ¥ Form—TFours !
Form—Two Deep ! Form-—Fours !

Aboui—Turn ! Quick—March |
Eramp, tramp, tramp!
he New House company marched
and took the path ihrough the
. Soon afterwards, Tom Merry &
followed, and selecied a sheltared
glade in the thickest part of the wood.
There they pitched their camp.
The tent was erected, and a camp fire
lit. This was completed within half an
Tue GeExm Lierany.— No. 694,

Another Spiendid Art Portrait Next

hour. Tom Merry assembled his men in
line, and issued orders.

“ Now, men,” sid the Schocl House
leader, *the wheeze is to scout through
the wood, and capture as many of those
New House blighiers as you can. They
must never reagh this giddy eamp. Two
sentries will be left—Lowther and Reilly,

Baggy Trimble will be sent ahead to
decoy the enemy.”
“Iwon't!”
Prod !
Y.

roared Baggy Trimble.

rooop ! T mean, T'll go with plea-
" velped 'l;’riml)le.

a, ha !
::lnni) then, Bagey ! said Tom
*“Mind, if you get caught b

Merry.
Figgins & Co., things will go hard wit

you.  You musi ge: as far away from
this camp as possible.  And, furthérmore.
if you do happen to ger caprured, and
sueak on ve, woe hetide you I

h, really ! said the Tat youih of the
Fourth peevishly,

“Hear what T say:™ demanded Tom
Mervy, *If yon tell Figgins & Co. where
our camp is, we'll serag you, and boil you
in oil when we get back to St. Jim's "

“Grooocogh |7

“Do you understand *"' roared Bleke,
in Trimble’s ear.

“Yow! Ye-es, of course, you beast !

“Then oni off I

Buggy Trimble disappeared inio ihe
wornd.

The cadeis wai
from their officers.

Meanwhile, Bagg
scrambling :hrough the wood. His one
fear was of Figgins & Co. 0, those
drastic threats jssued by Tom Merry
were vivid within his memory.

Baggy. Trimble was not nmch of a
wooderaftsman Bus pecessity is the
mother of antior Baggy Trimble
meant to avoid the rrouble that weuld
accrue to him if he weve caughr. So
Trimble showed a remarkable cunning,
that would have surprisod his fellow
cadets had they him. B

He made his way through the wood
until he reached the wocdman's hur.
Then ha branched off to the left, and
reached the lane where it Lurned to-
wards the village.

Baggy Trimble had enly just clam.
bered aver the barbed-wire fence, much
to the disadvantage of his trousers,
when he come face 1o face with a party
of schoolboys from Rylcombo Grammar
Schoal,

They were Gordon Gay & Co.

“Oh ermimbs ! ejaculated Baggy.

The Grammarians swred when they
caught sight of Baggy mble, garbed
as a cadet. Then they burst out into
chuckles.

“Well, T'm blowed !

and teok orders

Trimble  was

Ts that really

you, Trimble:” grivned Gordon Gay,
stepping  forwa, “IMa, ha, ha!
ocsn’t he Jook u fellows

a, ba, ha!” roared Frank Monk,
the twa Woottous, Carboy, Tadpole, and
Mont Blong.,

Baggy Trimble bliuked in alarm at the
Grammarians :

5, hI really, you know!” lhe said

Biar

peavis| -eggo my arm, Gav, you
W g ryl. I'm a

so  fast, son chuckled

) 3 as Ba menced to
wriggle. Let's the bottom of

v ¥ou helong

g
this giddy mysterr.” You =
Wha: cader

to a cadet corps, Baggy?
corps "

*Our school cadei cqrps, of conrse
splutiered Daggy imble, * Leggo my
arm, Gay, or 'l call Tom 3 and
the others—-

“Ha!" chuckied
Tom Merry Co,
They are ca

Gordan Gay. “ 8o
are i _ihc wood !
lots, 1 suppose,

elso

Trimbie 37

Week !

“Yes, of course!” said Baggy., "Wa
are all in the cadet corps! Firging &
Ca. as well, Th ‘o capture
Tom Merry’

mp,
“My hat!” ejaculated Gordon Gay,

turning to the others. “Then those
mouldy 8t. Jim’s asses have had ihe
cheek to start a_cadet corps—just my
wheeze!  And_they've got a camp in
this wood, and Figgins & Co. are trying
to capture it! Ye gods! Where are
you off ro, Baggy "

“I1—I'm going down to the village!”
declured Baggy. ©Taking a—a despateh,

you know ™ -

* Deserting, likely I said
Gardon Gay 1 “Anyway, ihat's
not our hizn We'll let Baggy off with
this ime, shall we. boys?”

a bumpin

*What-ho !”

*“Here, I  say! TLeggo! Yah!
Yarooooop!” wailed Baggy, as_ violent
hands were laid npon him. ~ Gordon Gay'
& Co. raised the fat cadet on high, and
proceeded to bump him well and truly.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Yooooop! Yow! Ow-wow!"

The form of Baggy Trimble smote the
hard, uvnsyipathetic  ground with o
series of lowd concussions, He yelled.

At last Gordon Gay & Co. "allowed
Baggy Trimble 1o go.

He -picked himself up, and senitled
away down the Rylcombe lane as fast as
his far litle logs would take him.

sordon Gay turned with a chuckle to
panians.

“Rather interesting to know of the
doings of our dear rivals, Tom Merry &
Co. 1" remarked the Grammarian leader.
* Chaps, we've nothing of special import.
o do this afrernoon; T vote wo go into
the wood, and chip into the manceuvres
of those merry e What do you

;9

maoi'e

* Ripping wheeze I said Frank Mok
enthusiastically.
“Tres bien remarked Mont Blong,

the French junior. .

“ Al sevene, then!™ chuckled Gorden
Gay., “Follow me, my sons!”

And the heroes of Ryleombe Grammar

Schoo] followel their” Jeader into the
weod,
CHAPTER 3.
Baggy in Luck !
llPI]E\‘\': That was a nmrow
“Thus | Bugey Trimble. He
was _well on  his war to
Ryleombe.  He  gasped  breathlessly

as he wai,  The cadets would expect
him to keep 1o the wood, so, out here in
the King’s high road, he was safe from
captu Baggy had no scruples on
being a deserter. The work of a cadet
roo much like hard work, and Baggy
was a work-shirker of the first water,

Within _ten minutes after leaving
Gordon Gay & Co. Baggy Trinmible
entered the village bunshop.

The young lady behind the counter
looked rather grimly at Bagey as hLe
came in. In spite” of his dusty and
vightlv-fitting khaki uniform, she recog-
nised the 3t. Jim's junior,

zgy was well known at the village
bunshop. He ofien came in seeking
: " Bagey Trimble was so seldom
ready cash that hie was not

Cisitor,

“Gimme  some  {arts—qu said
Baggy, extracting a shilling from his
pocket, and planking it down en rhe
cowiter. “I'm jolly hungry, miss, after
a great deal of .jolly havd exer You

see, I'm a ecadet now
Bagyy referred proudly to his uniform.
The young lady sniffed dispavagingly,

g taken possession of the

ha
Hing, Liended Baggy a plate with four
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twopanny jam-tarts upon it, and a foam-
g glass of ginger-pop.

Baggy sank into a seat, and eagerly
devoured these comestibles.

A man, seated at a table on his right,
Iooked up from his newspaper, and
glanced curiously at the St. Jim's junior.

He watched Baggy eat, with aun
amused smile lurking at the corners of
his thin lips.

Baggy soon polished off the jam-tarts
and the ginger-pop. Then he looked up
with a sigh,

“I—I say, miss!" he said.

The young lady treated Baggy to a
stony stare.

“¥Yas, Master Trimble?"

“May I have a few more tarts and
some more ginger-pop?!” asked Baggy.
very affably. “I'm perfectly famished
and gasping, and——""

“Have you any money to pay for
them, Master Trimble?" R:Su:d the young
lady of the bunshop, not relaxing her
atony look,

“Ahem!” coughed Baggy. “I—I'm
afraid I've run short of tin, miss. But,
of course, you'll trust me to the extent
of o few bob?”

The young lady behind the counter
shook her curly head.

“I'm sorry, Master Trimble, that T can-
not serve you, unless you have the money
io pay for it!"” replied the young lady
firmly, “You are not a very truthful
bary!. and I'm sure I don't trust you!”

aggy subsided into sulky silence.

The man at.the other table had all the
while been watching Baggy, and listen-
ing to his conversation with the writress,

Suddenly he got up from his seat, and
wont over to Baggy's table.

*'Excuse me, Master—er—Trimble!"”
he said, ‘“May I be of any assistance o
you?”

Baggy blinked round at the stranger.
“ My hat!” he said. * Who—who are
you?”

“I am a friend, Master Trimble. 1
can quite sympathise with your hungry
and thirsty state, as it is a very hot
aiternoon, and I see from your uniform
that you have been very active, Would
vou care to be my guest to some ginger-
beor and some—er—pastries?”

Bacgy’s eves glistenad. Would he?

“What-ho!” he said, with alacriiy.
“It's jolly good of von, sir!”

“Not at all!” smiled the stranger.
“ Ginger-beer, miss, please, and——
Shall T order some of those cream-buns,
Master Trimble?”

“ Yes, rather, sir!’" gasped Bag
delight.

The young lady bestowed rather a
peculiar look upon Baggy Trimble's
henefactor. Perhaps she was wondering
whether that gentleman was quite right
in his mind. But she did not hesitate to
cxecute his orders when he placed a
rustling pound-note on the counter,

Baggy Trimble had ull manner of good
thiugs placed before him.

“Those are all for you,
Trimble,” said the stranger
“Wire in!”

Baggy needed no second bidding, He
wired into the Jarevismns at top speed,
eager to get rid of as many as possible
hefore this unknown gentleman changed
his mind. The fat junior, between bites
at his tarts and drinks at his ginger-pop,
confided to his  benefactor that he
bolonged to St, Jim’s, but that he was
“fed up,” because the fellows there did
not recognise his real worth, and treated
him badly.

The stranger listened sympnthelicaliy,
and watched Dagay okt it grovins

Master
affably.

wonder. He had never seen a boy eat
s0 quickly, and in such great bulk
before |

“That's better!” said Baggy, leaning

back efter he had demolished a plate of
tarts, four cream-buns, some meringues,
three doughnuts, and two large ginger-
beera,  “That's taken the edge off my
appetite, anyway! You see, I've got
tather a delicate constitution, and they
don’t give me enough grub at the school,

A beastly shaine, T call it!”
“Yes, ves. It must be, Master
Trimble,”” replied the stranger. And

then, seeing that the waitress was busy
aitending another customer who had just
enteved the shop, he leaned forward, and
said confidingly to Baggy: “ Master
Trimble, would ten
pounds very ea and without any
trouble?’” -

Baggy Trimble pricked up his ears,

“IEhI” he said. “Ten guid?”

“ Yes, Master Trimble,” proceeded the
stranger, in an earnest voice. “I want
you to do me a service, aud in return I
will give you ten pounds.”

Baggy Trimble’s little
glistened greedily.

“Ten pounds
whole quid! My word!
want me to do, sir?"

“It will be a small service, entailing
no risk whatever an your part!” declared
the stranger. *“ As o matter of fact, there
will probably be an oppertunity for you
to make quite a lot of money in your
i All T wish you (o do for the
o come with me and ask no

round eyes

he murmured. “Ten
What do you

Trimble considered for a
1 suppose
nothing fishy is, 18 there®
e not going to nap me, or——"
Iy inteutions towards you, Master
Trimble, are of the best!” the stranger
hastened to assure him. *“ You are just
the sort of boy [ require for a little job
1 want doing. I will pag you well, and
you will not be inconvenienced in any

“Look bere,”

way. Yo mhoglmufiu need never
mnow, In fect, I do nol wish them to
now. Come, Master Trimble, if you
obey m

instructions you wilk relyrn to
yout school within two hours, witl\ five
pounds in your pocket, and another ﬁve
pounds wil}yfoilow in a day or s0. Think
what a great deal of tuck you could
have for ten pounds!”

That settled it for Baggy. He would
go through fire and water for ted
pounds’ worth of tuck. Visions of
glorious feeds rose before his inward eye,
and his heart beat quickly.

“I'm on, sir!” he said eagerly. *Rely
on me!”

“Ah, that's good, Master Trimble!”

The stranger rose from his chair, and
then led the way to the door.

The station cab was rumbling past the
door, Old Joe, the cabby, sitting, half-
asleep, on his box. =

“Hi! Cabby!” called Baggy Trimble's
aew-found friend.

Old Joe drew the cab up to the pave-
ment.

“ Get inside, Master Trimble!”

Baggy climbed inside the cab, and his
friend followed.

Old Joe whipped up his horse, and the
cab rattled along the High Street.

Three schoolboys wearing the St. Jim's
school cap had just emerged from the
Station Tobacea Stores as Baggy Trimbla
climbed into the cab,

They gezed al the cab in wonder.

“ Great {)ip!" exclaimed Aubrey Racke
of the Shell. **Did you see who that wos
who ent e 2

“Baggy T
of theéigéurlh,

“EP'm cerlain it was him!” zaid Serope

The three black sheep of St. Jim's
watched the cab ratile past with great
interest, :

“What's on, I wonder?” mused Racke.

!“‘said Percy Mellish

Whack ! Whack!
Bagyy Trimble.

““Yaroop! Shurrup, Blak

Biake brought his cane into play upon the porson ol
Baggy went downstairs at a truly remarkable speed.
e, you rotter! Yoop!'' Th

shouted with laughter as Baggy

! ® other cadets
fled, gasping. (See page 3.)
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“Baggy was supposed tc be with Tom
Merry and the rvest of the silly chumps.
I'd Juﬂ, well like to knew what his game
FE

Aubrg Rﬂ{ka & Co. passed on, still
envious to know what was “in the wind.”
‘They would have been still more curions
had they been able {o see into the
interior of the cab as it ratiled along
Rylcombe High Street. Baggy Trimble’s
companion was binding a handkerchiel
over Bawgy's eyes, so as to blindfold him.

*There is nothing to fear, Master
Trimble,” he was saying, as Bagzy com-
menced to tremble, **T am doing this as
& precauti ou must not know where
you are being teken, It is a close secret,

ut let me assuve you that you are safe
enough, and that no harm shall befall

you. Yo\: wil return to St. Jim's by six
o’cloc]
% (.vmnnozh ! masped Bagey., “I-1

don’t f-f-feel |]ul|e safe.
it’s all vight.”

And the cab vattled on its way towards
its unknown destination,

B-but I suppose

CHAPTER 4.

Tit for Tat!
EANWHILE, the 8t Jim's

cadets were on the irack,
So we! r v & Co.

The s entered
the wood, and e with the
stealth of Red Indians, followed the

Iiri\[“i.-llh’ll"iﬁ that Baggy 'Trimble had
eft.

ddenly Gay paunsed, and gave a
warning hiss,

“ it tight,
“Heve come
amony

The Grammarians we
h:ul

u chaps!” he whispered.
ome ot the lide

mommr
get into
o. burst

the

I reckon we ou
camp  now,
the plade.

ell, chaps, I
¢ the giddy
Fivrius, halting in
and Prait ame decoying the enemy’s
advance party itowards the hut. There
are five of us, and I reckon we ought to
able to manage the camp, for Tom

'y would onlv leave a couple of
senlries or so. This way!”

The New House captain led the way
thvough the bushes

Gardon Gay nmf his companions
loaked at cach other and grinned.

The Grammarian leader placed a finger
over his lips, and indicated by various
signs his intentions.  Mouk, the two
Wootlons, Tadpole, Carboy, and Mont
Blong understcod.

The unsuspecting New Houze cadets
walked into the trap, blissfully uncon-
ecious of the presence of their hidden
enemies.

With swift suddenness seven
arose from ambush and hurled
gelves upon the St Jim's fellows,

Figgins & Co. opened their mouths to
yell out; but hands were clapped over
lhem, and their cries stiffed,

“Back up, hoys!” panted Gordon Gay,
who had one hand over Fingims' mouth,
and  was \\l‘eﬁllil]_’.{ with the other.
“Don't let ’em give the thow away!
ith em
reing & put up a manful resisi-
2, but against such odds they were
yowerless,  Besides, they had heen taken
at a complete disadv ahtage.

Within the space of five minutes they
were down and out, each with a hand-
kerchief stuffed into his mouth, and a
Grammavian seated on his c]ma!

“Got you, my meorry beauties!”
chuckied Gordon Gay, surveying his
venquished victims with 8 sweet smile.
“You didn’t expect a third party to chip

Tue GEM LIBRARY.—

youihs
them-

in, did yon? Su vou are off to raid Tom
.\Icrrvs camp: Ha, ha, ha! I veckon
we'll take a hand in the proceedings, vou
chaps—what "

“ Rather!”

“ Grooooogh ! Hoocogh!”  onrpled
Figgins behind his gag, He could not
give veni to his feelings, which were
homicidal, but his looks spoke whole
volumes.

The New House fellows writhed and
wriggled, but they could not get up.

Gordon Gay & Co. chuckled.

“Take their braces and their belts
off, and truss ‘em up!” commanded
lxur(lon Gay.

Ha, ha, ha!”

The other Gmmnmnnns obpved will-

ingly. oor Figgins Jo.  were

depnved of their braces and their belts,
and their hands were bound securely with
those articles,

“Good!" said Gorderr Gay, when ihe
prisoners were thus rendered helpless.
**Now, my lads, we have io mmmmllm
as they say 1. rritorials.  Carb
and Monk, will you l.imliv i) fnr\\ard
and spy out the land?”

“To hear is to abey, O chief!”
Frank Monk solemnly.

The two Grammarian
selected  went  forward,
stealthily through the wood
they came upon Tom Merry
souply  enszonced  within the
glade.

Monty Lowthor was pair
camp, whilst Reilly was fryir
of bacon over the mrrp five,

Monk and  Carboy  grinned,
returned s\nflh to the others.

(hurHc:l Gasdon Cay,

news was unfoldeid.
¢ as easy as roiling off a
that giddy eamp.  Draw
\m a sound more

said

juniors thus
and  erept
At lenuth
eamp,
tered

ng the
rashers

and

his

Then it wili

form to capi

these chaps along.

thﬁn you can halp
“No fear!

The 8t. Jin's camp was xmﬁrpd, and
Figgins & Co, dumped down. The laces
were taken out of their boots, and their
puttees removed, and with |he=p arti
Gordon Cay & Cu bound their hapless

vietims,
Then, leaving Figgins & Co. among
the bushes. they crept forward.
* Ehush- whispered  Gorden
peer thmu;.i) the trees. * They

lm\ en't a ﬂ':ddv suspish that we are here,
When T say “Go!' rush for\\-ml and
grab em, without a sound.

The Grammarians went. '1llo_v d-ﬁhcd
into the glade and overwhelmed Moniy
Lowther and Reilly.  Lowther gave a
yell, which Gordon Gay and Wootron
major quickly ctifled, He went down

with three Grammariar F on top of
him. Reilly was quickly bound and
gagped, too.

The CGrammavians carried all before
them. It all happened within the space
of five minutes. And then the 3t. Jim's
gagcta' camp belonged to Gordon Gay

-0,

“It has all worked like a charm:”
chuckled (nn, looking reund him cheer-
fully, ™ Now, , fetch in the other
pmmmm expect Tom Merry & Co
will returning soon, and we must
make ready for attack.”

** Hear, hear!"

Figgins & Co. were fetched from where
they had been left.

“Not a bad afrerncon’s work, 50 far—
eh?” grinned Gordon * Beven
prisoners and a camp fuil of grub and
equipment! see ‘om _\Inrn hns
selected his camp jolly well. There is
only this one entrance along the path.
Well, I know of a good way of blocking
up that path,”

“ How?”

Gordon Gay indicated bis unhuppy
prisoners.

“We'll dump the lot in the pathway,
and tie them up with their puttees!” l:»
chuckled. “They ought to form a rip-
ping rampari—whati”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The " heroes of Rylcombe Grammar
School chuckled, and proceeded to carey
out theiy leader’s scheme. As for poor
Figgins & Co. and the two School Honco
Juniors, they were yiterly helpless. One
by one they were carried to the camp
entvance and dpmped down uncere-
meoniously upon the hard, unsympathetic
ground. Piled on top of one another,
they were tied together, and thus formed
a solid human rampart.

The Grammarians were nothing :f not
thorough in their preparations,

Branches of trees were pulled off and
heaped an top of the human rampart.
Turfs were wrenched from the ground,
and these also were added to the pile.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gordon Gaz.
& Co. hilariously, s ng the results
of their handiwork. Their next move
was to pull up a large number of tnvls
to serve ag nmmunmou when attackel

“Good biz!” grinned Eznrdnn 8]
“Now, chaps. let ‘em all come! We's
as safe as houses. There scems to be
plenty of provisions here. Let's prepare
tea, =hall us

said the Grammarians, in

The !mple-s St Jim's fellows for
rt lay there, -Borhm-r with rage

Gordon Gay & Co. rvaided the irek-cart
for provisions, and set about making
some teq.

Tl preparvations were weil

foolsteps s

when trammpl
¢ the Grammn

the rrees ahead, a
were on the alert ar «
*The enemy rvetuns! chuckied
Gordon Gay, wiping & smear of grease
from his nose,
He =poke tru
AIE" AJ

Next minute
A d Blake h!nat
followed Herris
bm Hlfrun Du':?, and ©
School Honse cadets,
hese vouths stood spellbamnd when
aw their camp in the hands of the
Ll"l.lllli]mllllll‘i

;

8, g
he rest of

What—whai——"  stutiered Toem
)[crr:r .
“ Gu " Dlake managed io
aurgle
“Bai Jove!”  ejaculaied
Augustins D' Arer,
Gorden Gay & Co. chuckled &

veached for the turfs ther had pulled in
readz'lei~
*UGeod afternoon, dear boys!” Gordon

Gay greeted them, Do we surprise
vou? Ha, ha, ha! Scrry we can’t let
¥ou in!?

* You—rvou—you—""

Tom M Co. were astound

nily at their
in possession.

“Oh, you awful rotte
riding forward,

gasped Tom
“You—you've

got camp !

“ Guessed right first time, old biscait I
chuckled Gordon smiling sweetly
at his old rival cver the rampart. ~To

Jdoh thu anl& you know !
. ha.

g roared Blake.
thlllln we're poing to stand this??
‘No fear!” roared Herries,

“Come on, chaps!” ecried Tom Meiry,
looking desperately vound. “We've got
to get our cawmp back., Charge!”

The 8t, Jim's cadets charged, They
stormed the rampart in mass formation,
Not until they had viclently disturbed
those ramparts did they discover. that

“D'you
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‘Figging & Co. and ‘\Ianlv Lowther and
Reiily were underneat

The Grammarians  shouted  with
Jaughter, and then began to propel the
wurfs at their foes.

‘hiz! Bang! Thud!

Tom Merry & Co, had to retrea
that fusillade of heavy missiles sma
in theiv midst. Manners staggered as a

_turf sy him forcibly in t%n ear, and
Taibot fairly howled when a particularly
large aud earthy turfl thudded on the
wupe of his neck, and the mould dis-
ported itself down his back, rthur
Augustus was made a pop r target.
aud was simply deluged with

“Ha, ha, h
“ 8 it to

= Huriah

The aiv was thick with hurtling turfe.
The Grammarians were waging war in
grim earnest, Just then Kerruish and
Levison arrived, with Kerr and Pratt as
prisoners

'I‘I:e\

s

entered energetically into the
“For a tiwme, the attackers wade
iles soon began
and Blake and
came within a few
bur were beaten

tell.
Talbot and D'Arcy
is of the citadel,

¥
bac
- Stiek it Lmnled Blake, “ Never
sav die!  Well do ‘em yet!  Om,
Chester, on' 1ﬂmmnogh

It seemed that Tom Merry & Co.

would never regain their canip.

But George Kerr of the New House
hod devised a scheme.  He held aloof
from the conflict, and saw thatr the
Girammarifans held the advautage. They
had everything in  their fuvour. XNo
sooner did Gordon Gay, the two Woortons,
and Carboy get rid cf their turfs.among
the attackers, than Tadpole and Mont
Blong dug up others, and kept the supply
going,

Kerr turned_and fled in the direction
of 8t. Jim's, He reached the old school
m five minutes, and dashed into the New
House, TUp in the privacy of his own
v the canuy Scot proceeded to make
artling change in his appearance,
was an adept in the art of make-
He was the cleverdst amateur actor
Many and varied had been
It came
as second mature to him ro dres up as
somebody not himself

up.
at 8t, Jim's.
his impersonations in the past.

Kerr divested himself of his cadet’s
uniforn. nm} vhed himself in a scher.
Je: K e had heaps of the

Then he
to

e in his box.

applied skilfally his
features. A e wig. eyebrows, and
whiskers fur'h(l alteved the look of his

visage.  With a few finishing deft
touches with  the  grease- p'm-t and a
topper on his head. K ransforma-

tion was mmnlow

image of Dr. Monk,
vlcombe Granunar

Kerr stole downstairs and out of St.
Jim’'s by the back way. so a3 to evade

notice. Taggles saluted him as he p:
through the gates.
The Si m's impersonater grinned.
. once wway from B Jim's, broke

o a run that persons looking at him
\mu]d huc thovght guite undignified for
len:an of =0 many years.

hod into the “wood, and did

not slow up unti ar the camp.

- ounds of wa and strife rene the
the lmlalc for the
Leing waged as

& that
mp was still
merrily as ever.

Eerr, putting on a pompous air, strode
through the trees, and burst upon the
soone of the affray.

“Boys!" he thunderad, in an e\cm.ent
imitation of Dr, Monk’s voice. “ Boy

roared Gordon Gay. |

Gordon Gay & Co. dropped their
missiles as though they had suddenly
become red-hot, and gnped before them
at the imposing figure in the glade.

Tom Merry & Co., battered, bruised,

and dirty, blinked round, too.
hThe venerable old gentleman before
them

Gordou Gay & Co.
' he thundered, “what is the
meanmg "of this disgraceful affair? Gay,
and you other boys, what are you doing

looked at

He was quite wmken aback., So were
the others.  In tl excitement, they
did not doubt for a moment that that
really Dr. Monk, their Head. Frank
Aonk quite thought thac his pater was
coufronting  them. Aund the Gram-
ns trembled.
is disgraceful.

posterous !

I v
in a

o mod the ba us headmaster,
veice of fear. *'Boys. I am ashamed
that you should engage in such unseemly
horseplay!  To whom does that tent
belong:™

i 1] bo]ongs to—to these St. Jim's
fellows, sir,” gasp d Gordon Gay. “If

you please sir—

“ Bless my soul
vou boys have s(ulen this
t. Jim's lads?!

hen I presume that
ent from the

“Ye-os, sir. It's all in the day’s work,
sir—J—I—1 mean—

Gordon Gay was fro.-on into _silence
by the look that the disguised Kerr

bestowed upon him,

“ Boys, I am ashamed of you—nay, dis-
gusted” There is no extuse for vou, I
do not approve of these violent games—-
although I doubt that this is a game at
all, to judge by the appearance of these
unfortunate lads, Release those boys at
once, Gay!”

Kerr vreferred to hi= hapless Form-
fellows who had been dumped down to
form a rampart. and who had suffered
nat a lirtle in the affray for possession of
the canip,

Gordon  Gay & Co. obediently re-
leased Fig; & Co. Tho:> youths
stood up, with many groans and grunts.

The bogus Dr. Monk fixed a stern eye
upon Gorden Gay & (‘o

*“You lads deserve the severcst punish;
ment !™ he suid sfernly. *“ Kindly returft
to i]u, qlm(\ inmediately, and go up fo

i shall follow in a few
! Do tot misunderstand me.
H to veturn. 1o school onee,
| & or me in my study, Ge!™”
Gordon Gay & Co. went, looking

rather sheepish,

hey tramped through the wood, and
made  their way back towards the
Grammar School,” feeling that they had
not come off top dogs. after all.

Tom Merry & Co.. left alone
fraudulent D, Monk. surv
other ruefuily.

“Excuse me, sir,” =aid Tom Merry,
steppit forward, “We-—ahem !—do
not wish.Gordon Gay and the others io
get into trouble on our account, It was
Just an ordinary rag, and——"

*Qh, cheese 1t, Tom llnrry.

Tom Merry almost feil down in amaze-
ment az the venerable-looking gentleman
ba-fun: him gave utterance to that ex-
pression,  The others looked amazed.
woudering  whether they had  heard
aright,

;ith the
ved cach

I beg your pardon, sir®” said Tom

cheese i, Tom Merry!™ was
Monk's amazing response. “You

Dr.
don’ t.\‘an[ me to dot you on the boko, do
vou?

“Mum-my hat!”
in a faine voice,

gasped Tom lIarry

stammered Gordon Gay:

“ Bai Ju\

The s juniors looked ai ** D,
'\Ionk u- bm‘.lldennent And then they
veceived a greater shock. The white-
headed old gentleman suddenly whipped
topper. dragging his white haiv
with it. A mop of curly brown hair was
disclosed underneath. Than he removed
his false whiskers d eyebrows, and
mopped his face a handkerchief, i
remove the grease-paint.

The well-known features of Georos
Kerr of the New House were disclased.

Tom Merry & Co. blinked.

* Mum-my only sainted Auta Mavia 1
ulated Monty Lowther.
thucked Figgins,

almest iae

“Gweat Scott!™
Kerr chuckled.

‘Not a lnd use to get you oul of tha
scrape, it?" he said cheerfuliy.
1d a suspish that anvthing
it seemed, did thex? Ha, ha,

* \obn,d\

“(h, voi spoofer !

The faces of Tom Merry & Co, lii up
with joy when they realised the full
beauty of the hoax. They seemed to ba
eager to slap him on the back all at ouce,

Kerr gasped, aud staggered away.

“ Groooooogh! Give it a Lreeze!™ hos
exclaimed Dbreathlessly.  “There was
nothing in it, reslly—as easy as rolling
off a form.  Yow-ow! You've nearly
broken my back!”

“Good old Kerr!" sai(l Tom Merry
enthusiastically.  “You're worth your
weight in gold, my son!”

Kerr chuckled, and they all chuckled,
then set about geiting the camp in
order,

*“Well. chaps,”
fully, when order

said Tom Merry cheer-

had been restored in
the camp, I reckon this uts the stopper
on scouting operations this aflvlnumlf
except for making tea. Let me see, we're
all here—except Baggy !

“Bai Jove! I won(’!ah wheah DBa v
is, deah boys¥” said Arthor Ay,
D’ Avey,
ke frowned.
he fat rotter has  probably

he growled. 1 wonder if it
who set the Grammarians on
I'll serag him when we get
at St Jim’s 17

“Tea’s resdy, vou chaps!™
Farty Wynn, who had willi
charge of the culivary operations,

“ Gool

The Jim's Cadels sat round ke
camp-fire, and enjoyed a liberal tea, with

sausages, mshmq of bacon, and eggs, well
cooked by Fatty Wynn, who was a pasi-
master in that art,

Back at the Grammar School, Gordon
tag & Co. presented themselvcs at Dr.
Mouk's st waited there uilil the
Head came Dr. Monk was amazml to
see them-—and his amazement grew when
they blissfully informed him that he had
sent them away from Rylcombe Wood,
and told them to await him in ihe study.

Dr. Monk wondered vaguely wheiber
he had been dreaming, or whether tha
boys were perpetrating an  andacious
practical jole. In the eund, he com-
promised by acce the e\pl:l v
that ther were mistaken, and dism
them.

Gordon (tay & Co. departed from the
Head's prescnce, looking rather
foolish.

“Aly only hat ! breathed Gordon Gay,
clencling his fists hard. “I Lelieve I sca
through it now! "We've been Spoofed'
Diddled. dished, and detie broww ! That
wasn't the Head at all, but oune of thosa
awful 8t. Jim’s wasters, rigged up!”

“Oh erumbs [

“The spoofing rotters!"
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Gordon Gay-smote the air wildly with
his right fist.

* Never mind!" he said. “We'll pet
our own back on the blighters! We'll

put the kybosh on ’em! Down with Su
Jim's! Let's dismiss the matter from
our minds, and go and have some tea.”

And the Grammarians went and had
some {ea, but they could not dismiss the
matter from their minds!

GHAP’]‘ER 5. .
Baggy's Court-martial !
“ SAY, Gussy, let’s have a lock at

I Four arm [ ol

Jack Blake of the Fourth made
that sudden remarkable request.

Ho and his chums, Herries, Digby, and
n Au-\ wels stnudmg together beneath
the u.d elms in the quadrangle at St.
Jim's ister on that evening.

The cadets had returned to the school
and  divested themselves of _their
uniforms. Clad once more in Erons,
théy had set about their evening prepava-
tion. Blake & Co. had ﬁ:ujnad their
prep, and had come down to see if there
were any signs of Baggy Trimble, who
ecemed to have ..ump!etely disappeared.

Dusk was-beginning to creep over St.
Jim’s. To while away the iime, Blake,
who was intevested in ericket, was scan-
ning the reports in the evening news-
paper.

It was whilst reading ihe newspaper
that he looked wup and made that
astonishing request of his noble chum.

Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle,

and regarded Blake in considerable
surprise.

*Bai Jove! What did you say,
Blake?”

“Let's have a giddy peep at vom nrm,

Gus!” said Blake cheerfully. * The left
ann, T mean—just abave the elbow.’
“Gweat Scolt!
TDigby shook his head, and a look of
sadness crept over his face.
‘Poor old Blake!” he murmured
goftly. * So the worst has come at last!
He’s gone clean off his onion !

“As potty as a March hare!” said
Hc—rri_ea, tapping  his forehead sngni-
ficantly,

Blake glared.

“Don’t rot!” he snapped. “Couldn’t

you understand that was merely
Joking? _Of course. you blithering
dmmm I know jolly well that Gussy

}men L got any tatloo mark on his arm

“ Tattoo mark ! ejaeula.ted D’ Arey.
“Weally, Blake, I don’t quite undah-
etand——7

‘What the merry dickens are you
rassing about?”” demanded Herries of his
“Has

enrly-headed leader. the sun

lf’e"he you, or—""
Yo, you shrieking duffer!” roared
Biake, in exasperation, *“Won’t you
TFm miss-

ive a chap time lo explain?
fnrv leir has a tattoo mark, in the shape
of a shamrock, on his left arm——""

* Missing heir 1" gasped  Digby.
*“What missing heir? Who's missing
beir?  Why in _ thunder don't you
explain, you burbling ass?”’

* How can I explain, with you chuckle-

headed cuckoos mlmruplmg?" sai
Blake wearily. “If j‘(l\l ‘1t onl I)old your
i tell suu saedy CRTA
understand why you chaps gs
impatient. Lmd Al’(‘hlbﬁ]d Noddy, n{
Noddy Hall, whi from here, is
looking for hia mi ir—see? I've
just read about it in the paper. It

appears that the kid was lost when a
haby, and hasn’t been seen or heard of
since. The parents were both drowned
in o sea dlsnsle.r. and the kid's cnlg rela-
tion now is Lord Archibald Noddy.
Now, of course, you know that Lord
Avchibald is qmle oft hts chump. He's
I‘H! GEM LIBRARY.—No. 694,

been in a_private asylum for years. and

has only just been reioa<cd Now he is
searching for his missing nephew, whom
he wishes to make sole heir. - He's

offering a hundred quid reward to auy-
dy who can supply information that

will lead to the recovery of the kid.”
“Oh!"

Digby, and D' Avey

s, looked
interested.

* 8o, vou see, you duffers. T was unl»
joking when I asked Gus
his left shaft,” said Blake.
mark is the ‘only clae 1o the identi
the missing heir.  Rather an
case—what ? wonder if the kid will
ever be found? Let me see, sccording
to t}_n,e paper, lie must now be our own

“ Yaas, it's vewy inteweslin',’ said
Arthur Augustus D'Avey. “I've heard a
g\wdt deal about Lord Archibald Noddy

he Balmy Bawonet,’ 8 lot of
people call hlﬂ] Noddy Hall i= just on
the edge of Ryrcombe Woal, between
Cotebwidge and Wayland. ,ond Noddy
is supposed to be fwightfully wi
Jove! Wathah nice for the mi
when he is found!”

“ Yes, rather!”

\\ ish we could discover the giddy
hvir said Blake. rubbing bic nose,

“We're nearly broke, and that hun 1ed
quid would be a welconie addition to
exchequer. Hall lere comes Baggy!

The plunp form of Baggy T m? [n
rolled in at the gates of S{. Jim's
halted, and blinked in alarm as Jnck
Blake & Co. bore down upon him.

“5 ere vou arve at last, you fat
spourer' L RBlake, gripping Trimble's
fu%f ear. “ Now give an account of your-
self I’

in’ heir,

“Yow-ow! Really, Blake—— Yah!
Leggo!” gakped Baggy. squirming
“Where have Baggy 7'

demanded Blake sternly, and not relax-
mg- his grip on Trimble's ear.

i Yuuonn;l:'d B_al h.nenL( heen any-
where elpe eggo my ear,
B]ake you ‘gully' lig h{” ¥

‘You superlaited. good-for-nothing
worm " said Blake. * For two pins, I'd
wring vour ear off! You deserced from
tho ravks this afternoon, and left us at
the mercy of the enemy!

“ You Really, Blake. T-I didn't
desert I wailed Baggy, 1 didn't tell
(mr\!on Gay where the camp g, and
Yarooocogh! You'll injure my
ear, Blake, you rotter! Lepgo!

Blake's look became grimmer.

“It's no use telling whappers,
Baggy,” he said. * DM you set Gordon
Ga_v & Co. on our track ™

* Nupno! T haven't seen Gorden Gay
—TI—T1 mean, they chased nie, and—and
I lost my way in the woed, nud Iune
Dllly just found my way

Why, vou fibbing little toad,” roared
Blake, ~shaking his fat Formfellow,

“ Racke and Meilish saw you get into
the station ecab, with a stranger, about
half-past three! Deny that if you can!”

[T A% 3

“Yank him _indoors!” said Blake
“ Tom Meriy is going 1o hold a
ial on him. Kim en!

Daggy was pre )eliell unceremonionsly

across the quadrangle, and bundled
upstairs.

Tom Merry & Co. weve in the
Common-room, when 1 Co.

enteved, dregging Boggy Trimble with
them.

A voar of satisfa
members of the ¢
“ Here's Baggy
# Now scrag the rolien deserier!
“ Shove him on  the Lle!”
manded Tom Merry. ** Fellow cadets,
the court-martial is now open! Biff hini
with the poker, Ifonty, if the prisoner

elion avose
det corps

You will be sorry if you miss next week’s ¢ Gem"!

tiies to get off the table. Ha, ha, hal
That's right !’

L Yaroa:mngh " howled Baggy, as
Monty Lowther gave In., head a playful
tap with the pc]\er * Lemme go, you
rotters! I won’t be ccurt-martialled?
I've done nothing !””

“ Prisoner, you will kindly reserve
your defence ” until the suitable time
arrives to spout!” said Tom Merry.

“Chaps, I'm president of the ecouri-
martial; Blake will be accussug counsel.
Who'll act for the defence?”

Reilly of the Fourth stepped forward,
with a mischievous light twinkling in his
eyes,

“Yaith, an’ I'll defend the spalpeen—

not that I think he's wurrth it, but
because I'm warm-hearted ! said tho
Trvish junior, amidst chuckles,

Baggy Trimble ceased to struggle

when he found that every attemy
wriggle off the table meant a hard
witih the poker by Monty Lowther,
“The court-martial is now open:’
said Tom Merry, standing on a Chﬂll‘.
“Now, counsel for the prosecution,
trot  out your case, against thi
freak, who' calls himéelf Baggy T
of the Trimble Arms——"
“‘Really, you rottex:

ipe

" rvoaied Bagpy.

“Let me go! This is ali rot, and——
Youvoop !”
Monty TLowther had once again

brought the peker inro cperation.
Buggy subsided, rubbing his head and
mouning.
Jack Blake stood up, and pointed to

S'g)'-

. President, and other chaps,” he
bpgﬂn lmpil“.il‘-el}, “look yonder at
that overblown apology for a bladder
of lnrd‘ Look at the khaki uniform he,
wears!  He has disgraced that coat—
and the trousers also! He is a com-
men, hard-hearted, callous  deserter?
Sent out by his cmuma.ildmg officer to
spy and delude, both of which aits he
is 2 past-i nmsle: m M

Sem out m spy and delude the
enemy,” continned Blake, *“this blob-
nosed little porpoise deserted from the

ranks, and gave information to our
sworn Ioes the Grammarians !”
* Sha
Lt dldu Sl Shrie;(P(] Baggy. “Lock

hm“: you rotters—

ou deserted " (hundercd Blake.
“What were you doing in the villa, o
High Street at three-thirty? Why did
you enter the station cab, with whem
did you enter, where did you go, and
why did you go? 'Ihrme are the things
we mean to find ou

ear, hear!”

Baggy Trimbls blinked apprehensively
round him.

“Oh, really, you know!” he said
peetixhl} “Suppose I did go away in
the cab? I went with a pal of mine—
a jolly important pal, too, It's none of
your ﬁueinesa. I was fed-up with being
a cadet. It's all rot, and too wuch fag
for my liking. Let me go, or I'll com-
plain to AMr, Hlulmn‘"

“You'll be boiled in oil if you do,
Baggy!” rapped Tom Merry, *Now,
then, prisoner on the iable, why did
you desert?”

“1 wanted to . with my pal!? said
Baggy sulkily, “1 suppose T'm entitled
to go with him, if T——"

“You deliberately evaded military
service by defaulting I said ‘om
Merry sternly, “Unless you can show
just cause why you went off with your
ineud this court will have to prencunce
the most horrid punishment !

“He—he wan me to go on impor-
tant business!” roared BnF “I'm
Jr.lly well not going to tell you what's
on! Find out fr yourselves, you noisy




Order your *

idiol——Yow-ow-ow ! Steady with that
]mkPP, Lowther, you cad:!”
‘That was for contempt of court,
Daggy g:mned Monty  Lowther.
“You mustn't call the President an
idict, even though he is one.
your thoughts to yoursell, Baggy !
‘Ha, ha, ha!
Tom Metry g]ne'l al Lowther,
then looked at Baggy.
“ Prisoner at the bar, do you stil per-
sist in giving no reason for deserting 7"
*Mind your own bizney ! said Bagzy

and

‘Be jabers, thin,

how can T defend
the thafe of tho, .

world 77 suid l{e;U\
“Proceed  wid ll;ﬂ verdict,  your
honour. Faith, an’ the ouly thing l“
say in the prisoucr’s favour is that the
spalpeen kiew he was no good at all
to the cadet corps, an’ deserted—though
he ought to be scragged for desertin’.
50 he did!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Then,” - said
round, “I propose to the court that
prisoner shall be bumpsd hard, and then
made to run the guuntlet round 1he
room threo lmw

Tom Merry, looking

tl t
Arthur Augustu

was thercupon seired

Laggv Trimble
and whirled off the

in many hands,
table.
“Yarooooogh !
Ow-ow-ow | 1
I Yooooop
Bump !

Rail

Bump !

The fat form of Baggy Trimble.
pelied by many willing hands, rose and
fell upon the hard., unsympathetic floor

liump]

pro-

with a series of loud concussions. Baggy
i 4

Hands Oh. vou
Y ow-ow-0w-0w
Bump! Bump! Buwmp!
Porey Mell dashed forward s
denly, and p up  something i

had fallen from Baggy Trimble’s waist

ceat pocket during the course of the

b 1

T.ook
o

Dags

Seotr !
he ~noulcd
noia lns fallen from

liere,
i

The bumpers were
they let. Trimble fall with a heavy
to the floor. They stared in
amazement at the crisp, rustling

lh'u Mellish held jn his hand.
J\I. only  hat " exclaimed
: : the note, and regarding
—a giddy Where

vou get this from. Baggy

moaned the

0000 L
vouth of tf onrth, rising painfally to
i feet. Gir that mnote, you
rofter ! It's min

The juniors in the Common-room

looked incredulously at Trimble.
It seemed impsssible to them that this
five-pound note shonld belong to Baggy
ibie. He had never been possessed
wch wealih before. Usually, Baggy
was tln- raost impecunions
L Jim'se He was aly
-and  had  Decome
and a ~sponger.”
this five povnd

sr‘:m,

nolorious as a ca
And Dager clanued

note as his own !

. Tom Merrr & Uo.

it

refused to believe

“Don't  tell

Who's is it 7

whappers

Baggy !

“\hne, I tell you!” hov
making a grab at iha note.
gave it to me-—the one I went w
afternoon, you krow! He's jol
I canstell you! CGimme my moner, you
rotier |”

Tom Merry & Co. looked hard at

Gem *’ now. There will be a

Are you rure you haven't burgled

this from anybody, Baggy®" demanded
the captain of the Lower _School,
“We know you're a lite thief, and

Who is vour pal—un
sumdhmg
said Baggy. “He—he's a
rying to find the miss-
ihg heir to tha Noddy “estates, and—and
I am helping him !’
2 Qr;at pip
“Bai Jove!
faggy  Trimble's
elect | effect wpon
“ Yon-—rou'te h
fired the missing hel

don’t trust you.
unrlv or cousin, or
** Numne !

siatement had an
the juniors.

g a detective o
ejaculated Tom

Merry, who, had heard (he story that
.lflv.r‘nunn v ouly Sunday {opper!
You can't expect us to swallow that!”

said Blake. “ What
right senses, would take
assistant ?
“1 fell you it’s true!” shricked Paggy
desporately. * Look here, you rotters,
i you don't give me that note, Il
complain {o the Head, and—"
“Better not do that, Baggy!”
m Me: “The Head would c
down o you like a hundred of bricks.

“No fear

said

o

Blessed if I cau understand your varn
a bit. Anyvwar, here's your noie, Buzz
off now. Bageg
Baggy Trimble grasped the five-pound
note in_a grubby hund. and tiled
out of the (mmnou -room with alacrity
He lefr the juniors there in a stale

of grear wouder and soarprize.
Baggy's explanation. somehow,
seemn 1o bold water, and
of canversiiion in  the
that evening became Fag
sudden aeguisition of weaill

P

did not
the sole topic
Common-room
¢y Trimble’s

huge demand.

CHAPTER 6.

All on the Warpath !
i AINI”

\Nf Arthur Augusins 1) firey
made that remark on Satur-
day afternoon in a_ tone of

deep  disgust. Blake, Herries, and
Digby, who were atamlmg at the top
of the School House steps with their
noble chum, looked out dolefully upon
the rain-swept quadrangle.

They were ull dressed in cadet
uniform, and intended spending Satur-
:luv out of doors.

* No march or mancuvres for us!
said  Blake lugubriously. “Hw!to.
Here ave the Terrible Three!”

Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther,
khaki-clad, ecmerged from the School
House.

“ W hat rotten luck !"" said Tom Merry.
glumly, *“This rather puts the tin-hat
on our cadet expedition this afternoon.
Who says the Wayland Picturedrome?”

“ Wayland I"iclurpdmmci" said the
ulhews as_with one veice.
tght-ho ! said  Tom Merry.

”Jhurus « breakdown on the railway-
line, so we'd better get our cycles, and
tale a run over to Wayland in a party.
There’s nothing really better to do on
a wet afternoon.”
“No, wathah not,

deah boy!

The School House juniors fefched
their macintoshes and capes. Having
dovned these protective garments, they

sallied forth to the cycleshed and took

out their machines,

“ Brerrr ! ow the rain!” growled
Blake. mounting with the oll\e|= “Any.
way, it might give over soon

“Ilope so, at any rate!l suid
Mapner:

he whispered. ‘' He

bushes—quick I+

re come some

Sudden!y Gay paused, and gave a warning hiss.

of the asses.

The Grammarians were not a moment too soon.

had they got inte ambush than Figging & Co. burst through the trees.
(See page 6.)

‘‘ Hold tight, you chaps!'
Hide among those brambie
Bareoly

Baggy.

Tue Gen LiBriwy.—-No. 63
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Tom Merry & 0. and Blake & Co.
tode out of the gates of St. Jim's, and
along the Rylcombe Lane,

They had passed the cross-roads, when
they saw seven other u.hoolbo}s in over-
coats ahead of them. Tom Merry gave
a whistle of surprise.

“‘Grammarian rotters!

“What can we do, u’eah boya?
are sure to stop us!

Tom Merry & Co.
tlmught awhile.

was more than probable that
Gnulm: Gay & Co. would fetech them
off their bicyecles, unless they could
devise some means of averting tragedy.

“By Jove! DI've got it, chaps!” said
Tom Merry. “Let's pull up some
muddy clods from the ditch bank here,
and pelt the beggars as we whizz past.
We can catch 'em on 1he hop, just as
lhey go round tlm bend.’

* Good  eg;

Muddy cluﬁa were collected, and, each
with four tucked under his arm, the
Bt. Jim’'s juniors yvemounted and
pedalled cautiously until they saw their
rivals turn the bend.

Then they increased their speed, and
||mply whizzed round the corner.

“Look out!” shrieked Gorden Gay,

They

dismounted, and

as the seven cyclists swooped in tllnelr
widst.  *St. .]_im‘a rotters!  Pull ‘em
over! This is where we sing——

Yaroooooh !*

Gordon Gay did not really intend to
warble that weird and wonderful phrase.
It burst from his lips as a particularly
large and muddy clod struck him with
hurricane force upon his nose. Another
hit the luckless Grammarian leader in

the nnse of his neck, and the muddy
earth disported itself’ down his back.
Gordon Gay sat down suddenly, on top

of Carboy, whcuu Blake bad bowled over,
and the pair rolled ungracefully into a
large, muddy puddle.

Whizz! Thud! Wallop!

The Grammariaus were overwhelmed
\1|€h clods.

a, ha, ha!” roared Tom Alerry &
Co. Now we've repaid you in your
own coin, Gay, you bounder! You

didn’t mind pelting us with turfs last
Wednesday, did you? Ha, ha, ha! Come
on, chaps !

And the herces of St. Jim's pedalled
on swiftly.

Gordon Gay & Co. picked themselves
up, with sundry ’Fhoana and expressions
of discomfort. ey were all plastered
in mud from head to foot, for the lane
sbounded in muddy ruts and puddles,
(iordon Gay in particular was emothered
with mud.  His hair and his clothes
reeked with jt. Monk, Carboy, the
Woottons, and Tadpole were in a similar
parlous state.

Gordm Gay gm\md his teeth.

agamn ! he hissed. " Are we (o
sland if; chaps?”

* Never!” }'ooled the Grammarians in
chorus,

“We shall harc to go back for a
change!” said Ga; “Then we'll go
over to the \lennd Picturedrome—
that’s where I reckon those fellows are
going. - Anyway, we are sure to sec them
m Wayland. and then perhaps can get
our own hac!

The sorry and ore Grammarian juniors
limped away, and retraced their be-

Jdraggled footnlepg to the Grammar
sichool, where they procured a wash and

a change,

Meanwhile, Tom Merry & Co. aml
Blake & Co. were well on their journey
io Wayland.

Upon reaching the market town they
left their bicycles at the cyele shop in
the High Street, and marched into the
Picturedrome opposite.
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They were fortunate enough to obtain
seats in the back row. The orchestra
was playing a particularly loud selection
to a thriling film episode as they went
in, so that a party of three St Jim’'s
fellcma scated in the row jusy in front,
dld not notice the entry of Tom Merry

0.
“Wacke, Cwooke and Melkish ! whis-
pered - ur Augustus D’ Arey.

“Yes; and don't let “em gee us yei!”
chuckled Tom Merry in an undertone.
“We might able to have a little
harmless fun with them !

a, ha! Rather!”

Aubroy Racke & Co., oblivious to the
presence of Tom Merry & Co. behind
them, peered forward in the darkness,
c\ndan!ly locking for somebody. Bud-
denly, Racke gripped Gerald Urocke's
arm.

“There's Baggy!” he exclaimed, in a
sufficiently ]ouvf tone of voice for
Tom Merry & Co. behind to overhear.
*The llttlc bm,hber ]ms disguised him-
snlf in a bowler hat!

‘Great pip!”
“YWhat's the game,

ejaculated  Crooke.
we!iucr? There's

a swindle on_somewhere! .
““Yes, rather!” said Perey Mellish,
with a giggle. " How lucky I managed

to ger hold of !hat letter he received
vesterday, asking him to meet Mr. X
at l‘arlnel Haynes' spinney at half-paet
fiva this afterncon! Something’s in the
wind 1”

“Baggy Trimble is deeper than we
thonght 1" said Racke audibly.  “Ir's
cortain that he's up to some trick, He's
been pretty flush with money lately, you
know, and what I want to know is—
where did he get it from? The detdetive
shmt. ig all bosh, of course!”

* But he—he's in disguise!” said Mel-
*“What does that mean,

“Shurrap! We'll find that out !” said
Racke hurriedly. ** We'll sneak out after
him when he l«a\es Hallo! Here's
Tarzan of the Apes!”

The hhck shmp of St. Jim's were soon
engrossed in_the all- absorbing adventures

arzan of the Apes,

Tom Merry & Co., who had accidental
overheard the pmc 1z conversation,
looked meaningly at each other.

Thex, too, were surprised to see Baggy
Trimble in the cinema-—and wearing a
bowler hat.  They would never have
recogiised him, had Mellish not indi-
cated where the fat youth of the Fourth
was azl'lng.

“IWhat's in the wind, T wonder I whis-
pered Blake, siruck with the same
curiosity as were Aubrey Racke & Co.
*“The hitle chump 13 Ppgaged in some-
thing fis 'll warrant !

** Shush-sh whispered Tom Merry.
* Don't let those beggars in front know
that we're here, Lock! Those back-row
seats on the orher side are vacant now.
Let’s go over there. H

“Right-ho!”

The heroes of the Schoo! House guisily
drifted away in the darkness, like the
Arabs, and ensconced themselves at the
other side of the hall, where Racke & Co.
would not see them.

And, ten minutes later, Gorden Gay &
Co. entered the Picturedrome. They had
come over from the Grammmar Scheol in
a motor-lorry that had happen(-d to be
passing.

The Grammarians saw Tom Merry &
Co. ar once, although the St Jim's
fellows, who were now engrossed by the
picture, did not perceive their rivals
enter. R

Gordon Gay & Co. lay low, and did not
veveal their presence. And the cinema
performance proceeded, with at least
eighteen schonlbors among the aundience
who were waiting, and watching some-
body else,

lish ?X(‘I(CI“!.
ke 7"

All About Boys’ Life in the Nauvy!-

CHAPTER 7.
Gordon Gay & Co.’s Little Jape!

“MY hat‘ We're in luck, my
50“5‘
Thus Gorden Gay, two and

H a half hours later.

The Grammarians had left the Picture-
drome during the showing of the news
picture, Whlﬁl they bad previously seen.
Tom Merry & Co. were still inside, and
would not come out until the news pictire
had been shown,

The seven Grammarian 3un=ma were
walking along Wayland High Street,
discussing what thsy should do to Tom
Merry & Co. when they emerged from
the cinema, when Gordou Gay, in passing
the cycle shop, gave vent to those sudden
remarks.

“What's the
Frank Monk. 3

Gordon Gay indicated the interior ef
the cycle-shop.

eo those bikes in lhere?” he

chuckled. * There are seven of "em, and

they .belong to our dear friends Tom

Merry & Co., when they emerged from

Jxappened alo}{lg in time to bag them!”
a, hal’

“W hat Tuck 1"

Gordon Gay's eyes were gleam:'lg

“T've got a good wheeze,” he said,
“We'll collar these jiggers, and ride back
on them to Rylcombe. Tom Merry &
Co., finding their bikes missing, will have
to walk back. Then we'll lay an ambush
for the beggars in the Rylcombe Lane,
and rag them baldheaded for the defeats
they have inflicted upon us these last few
days. We'll - get some rope, truss them
up, and leave 'em in old Haynes’ barn
when we've finished with "em. Thar barn
is eagy to get at from the fields at the
back of Rylcombe Wood. Now, you all
know whati an old terror Farmer Haynes
is. When he discovers those St. Jim’s
fellows in his barn, he won’t stop to a:
how they got there. He'll give them
socks—well and tmly (K

*““Ha, ha, hal"

“That's a ripping wheeze !

The Grammarians, chuckling with satis-
fuction at the projected jape on their
rivals, entered the cycle-shop.  Govdon
Gay was engaged in confidential talk with
the assistant in charge for about five
minutes. ertain coins of the realm
changed hands, and when Gordon Cay
erged from the little back workshop,
hiz cheerful visage wore an expansive
smile.

Al serene!” he said. “We can fake
the bikes, I've made out that we've
been detailed to call for ‘em—although,
of course, I've told no lies over it. Whop-
pers are quite unnecessary in a case like
this. Lug out the {iggers my sons, and
let us away before those St. Jim's wasters
come out of the cinema.”

Guy, the two Woottons, Frank Monk,
Carboy, Tadpole, and Mont Blay
wheeled out the borrowed bicycles
the, Hugn Street, and mounted.

Right away, boys!” said Gerdon
Gay. “Thank goodness it's not raining
now ! Mind the wet voads, iu case you
skid 17

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !
The soven bicycles sped along the High
Sireet, Gordon Gay leading the way.

Seven  khakiclad youths, emerging
from the vestibule of ‘the Pictaredionie,
stopped short in horror when they saw
those seven cyclists pedal by, and gave
vent to Eartled ejaculations.

“Mum-my only sainted Aunt Jane!”
gurgled Tom Meiry, in a faint voice.
“Look! Grammarian I'Dttcx‘s*—oll our
Jiggera ™

“Oh cwumbs !

Gerdon Gay & Co., leoking back, snnied
sweetly upon their Habbergasted rivals.

“Ha, ha, hal” chortled the Grame

wheeze I demunded
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marian leader. “We've done you in the
eva properly this time, you bounders!
We're off to Rylcombe now. Thanks for
lending us your jiggers! They're pretiy
yotten old crocks, but we'll manage.
You'll tind your macintosh capes and
leggings at the cycle-shop. 'Toodle-co,
old scouts! Hope you enjoy your walk
home. The roads are nice and muddy,
and it will probably rzin again seon !
Ha, ha, ha !”

“('ome back with cur bikes, you horrid
rotters!” howled Blake. “We'll mop up
the road with you, and—-"

“Go and eat coke!™

Gordon Gay & Co. did not accept
Blake's kind invitations to come back for
the process of mopping up the road.
Chortling with victory, they sped onward
along the High Street, and disappeared in
the distance, tinkling the bicycle-bells
merrily ; and Tom Merry & Co., standing
on the pavement, were left behind, baffled
and furious.

*“Well ! Carry me home to die, some-
body !"* moaned Jack Blake. *Tommy,
we ahn‘.l”hn' to trudge back in the wet

an
*"Vaas, bai Jove! And the woads are
howwid, deah begs. We shall be all
mudday by the time we weturn !
““Never mind, boys. It can’t be helped.
The fortunes of war, you knew,” =aid
Tom Moerry, with heroic fortitude.
" Wait till we do have another chance to
go for those Grammarian cads. We'll
ihilate them! ©Oh, dash the rotten

With feelings that were nnutterable,
Tom Merry & Co. walked off down the
High Street, with nothing to look forward
to but a long, muddy wamp back to St.
Jim's.

A fow minutes later a fat vouth, wear-
ing a bowler-hat, emerged from the
cinema, and behind him came three
stealthy St. Jim’s juniors.

e fat vouth with the bowler was
Baggy Trimble of the Fourth, and his

trailers were Aubrey Racke, Gerald
Crooke, and Percy Mellish,
Baggy Trimble blinked up at the

church clock, blinked round him, and
then comnienced to walk in the direction
that Tom Merry & Co, had taken.

He looked in at_the railway-station, and

inguired of a tired-looking porter whether |

the trains were running again yet.

“ Naw, sir,” replied the porter. “The
breakdown gang bain’t finished yet.
Naw trains untﬂ%ata to-night.”

. hang!” grunted Baggy bad-
temperedly. ' I—1 suppose I've got to
walk all the way to old Haynes' spmuey,
Beastly rotten, I call it! Brorr!”

Thus soliloguising, the fat youth ef the
School House rolled onward, and from
the shelter of a shop doorway at the
cther side of the road Aubrey Racke &
o, shadowed hin1.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry & Co, were
putting their best feet foremost, and
making the best of the walk back 1o
Rylcombe,

Within twenty minutes uwi were pass-
ing through the village, They stopped
for a quarter of an hour at the bunshop
to have some warm tea dnd cakes, Then
they set out again for St. Jim’s.

They bad just turned the bend in the
lane, when a chorus of loud war-cries
arose upon the air. Next minute,
Gordon Gay & Co. dashed from ambush
among the {lu:hes at the side of the lane,
;umeé‘ with ropes, and hurled themselves
upon Tom Merry & Co.

“Oh crumbs ! Grammar cads!”
Tom Merry in alarm, ** Lool
chaps! Yarocoooceogh!™

“Bock it to 'em, boys!” sang out

. Gordon Gay, who had tangled some rope

round Tom }Herry’a legs, and pulled lim

over with a bump. *They’ve come like

* roared

out,

lambs to the giddy slaughter! Pile
in, boys !”

" Ha, ha, ha !

Tom Merry & Co. put up a splendid
resistance, but they had been utterly un-
prepared for this sudden attack, and, con-
sequently, lost the advantage from the
first. Govdon Gay & Co., moreover, had
the repes to assist them, and they used
these ropes to great advantage, Within
the space of five minutes the St. Jim’'s
Jjuniors were down and out, each with a
Gramumarian seated astride his chest.

“Got you, my bonny boys!” grinned
Gordon Gay. “You didn’t expect to see
little us so soon, did vou? Truss them
That's the ticket !

“Oh, you awful rotters—
‘]' Bni_,Jo\'ei You feahful wuffians,

Tl
Tom Merry & Co., despite their pro-

tests, were- securely trussed up, and
gagged. Then their rivals dragged them
across the field, through the spinney, to
a barn on Farmer Hayne's property.
“Here we are, chaps!” said Gordon
Gay, opening the door of the barn. “ By
Jove! The very thing! Look ab that
huge pile of straw in the corner! Dump
these beggars on top of that !”

“Good egg !

Tom Merry & Co. gurgled under their
gags, and their eyes rolled in quite a
weird and wonderful manner. But they
had to submit to the iron will of the
Grammarians.

Gordon Gay & Co. dumped the luckless
St, Jim’s juniors amongst the straw in-
side the barn, and there they left then,

Chuckling with merriment, the Gram-
marians slammed the door of the barn
and departed, leaving their forlorn rivals,
trussed up, gagged, and utterly helpless.

Amazing
“ ERRRRUGIH !
“Grooooogh !
“Gug, gug, gu
Those were &

n

uttered by the seven hapless St Jim's
Juniors, among the straw.

Now that the door was shut the in-
terior of the barn was dark and desolate.
They could hear the rain pitter-pattering
on the rocf and on the dirty glass of the
one small window the barn possessed.

All manner of unhappy thoughts passed
through their brains as they lay there in
bondage.  When wouid the farmer look
in? And what violence would they have
to encounter when he did discover them?

Their train of thought was rudely ine
terrupted by the sounds of footsteps ap-
proaching from outside. Tom Merry &
Co., with fast-beating hearts, listened,
and realised, with inward qualms, that
the person outside was coming towards
the barn-door.

They looked at each other in deep con-
sternation, Was it the farmer? - If it
was Farmer Haynes, then they were in
for a warm time.

The barn-door suddenly opened, and a
curly-headed, handsome_boy of about
their own age entered, His clothes wera
old and bedraggled, his face lined and
worn with care and hardship. Althougn
he looked like a waif and outcast, there
was something about his face that secmed
to place him in a different category.
~ He gazed at the bound and gagged
juriors in astonishment, and then broke
into an outburst of laughter. 'The
strange boy folded his arms ahd regarded
Tom Merry & Co. closely.
“Well, you chaps de lock

comical, and

no mistake!” he said. ove!
You're all gagged! No wonder you're
making_ those horrid noises } l}nlf a
jiffy ! Tl soon release you!”

He withdrew a pocket-knife from his
humble jacket, and slashed at their
bonds. Tom Merry & Co. gasped with
relief when at last the gags were re-
moved from their mouths, and they
were able to rise and stretch their
cranrped limbs,

“Groooogh!  Thanks awfully, old
chap!” said Tom Merry gratefully.

arm.
tattoo mark above the sibow !
tatt

Jack Biake gave a sudders cry and dashed

“Look here!” he cried exeilediy. ''Lo
The juniors looked and saw a amall shamrock
oced on Franklin's arm above the slbow.

forward,
ok here,

gripping Franklin’'s left

you Tellows! The

{Sea page 12).
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12 Tell all

“Sorry we gave you such a fright.
May wi e—ahem '—mquxre who yvou are?”

“You may!” grinned the other cheer-
fully. “Tom Franklin, at your service!
Jolly pleased to_have run across you
soldier fellows. Is there any chance of
my being able to join up in your regi-
ment? I'm jD”\ hard up, and almost at
my beam ends !’

Tom Merry laughed.

“We're not soldiers,” he said. “We
belong to 8t. Jun's—a school, yvou know,
not far from here—and these are our
achool cadets uniforms. But look here.
Franklin, you seem a decent chap, and
we'd like to help vou all we can.
Wouldn't we, you fellows?™

“Yes, rather I

“Yaas, we shall be vewy pleased o be
of assistance to you, Fwanklin, deah
boy,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey
graciously. “Jollay hard lines, bein’ on
vouah beam ends, bai Jove! What's the
twouble?”

“Well, I'll tell you fellows, although
I don't want you to think I'm pitching
you a tale of woe,” said Tom Franklin.
*You see, I'm only a poor devil of an
orphan, brought up by a bootmaker in
one of the poorest parts of London, you
know. Old Clancy—that's the boot-
maker whose ward I am—trealed me
like a dog, although I have always tried
my hardest to please him. He sent me
to a Coungil school, and there—wel!, T

worked pretty ha\'d.] and wanaged to
pe through a scholarship ‘exam. 1
went to a decent school, and learnt

French, Latin, higher mathematics, and
other useful thingA besides which, I got
an allowapce of sixty povnds a year.
Clancy took all that, and did all he could
1o keep me down. But I stuck out, and
kept my head above water.

ST lefr my new school when I was
fifieen—that’s a year ago now—and chb-
tained a good job as a clerk to a City
solicitor.  All went well until Clancy got
jealous of me again. You see, I wasn't
kis own son. and it riled him to see me
get on. Well. Jast week twenty quid was
missing from the boss’ safe. and as T was
the only one who staved late at the
office that night, and, moreover, 1 had
ike key, suspicion came on me. FEven
more so, when they discovered a fiver in
1y pocket and the rest of lhe money
en underneath old Clancy’s bench at
!‘mno

“Of coutse, il was no use my pleading
innocence, although T'll swear before
Heaven I did not lake the money. I
know who did. It was Clancy. He did
it to ruin me, and, by gum, I beliove
he's done so. I daved not go to prison.
as: they threatened me. Last night T
accused Clancy of robbing my boss and
throwing the blame on me, and the cad
beat me like a dog. He's a big, hefty
fellow, and T was like a kitten in Lis
hands. 1 manazed lo knock him down at
last, though. and, grabbing what clothes
1 could, 1 bunked. My clobber went to
a pawnbroker’s this morning for a train
fare and some grub. 1 reckoned on
reaching Southampton and %c'tmg a ;oh
on a_boat somehow.  Wayland Station
was as far as my ticket would take me.
1 couldn't afford the through fare to
Southampton, TDesides, there was a
breakdown on the line. So I got ont at
‘Wayland this morning, and made up my
mind {o tramp the rest. T didn™t know
my way, and found m\w'f round here.
r o 50 I sl lpped into
barn a rest and shelter.”

Tom Merry & Co. had been listening
attentively to Tom Franklin's story. The
hoy told it frankly. and with convietion,
and it went ﬂtralght to the hearts of the
St. Jim's juniors,

“You've

“ My hat!” said Tom Merry.
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certainly had "a rotten time of it,
Franklm. Jolly hard lines !

“Yaas, wathah!" said D'Arcy. *That
wottah C'lanc) ought to be shown up!”

“I wish T could show him up, but I'm
afraid that's impossible,” said Tom
Franklin ruefully. *“But I'm awfully
gratoful to you chaps for believing the
word of an utter stranger. My story
sounds a bit unreal, I know, but 1'm
innocent of the crime they accused me
of. I'm running away, not because I'm
guilty, but because I'm not guilty, and
think it a erying shame that I should be
put into prison and branded for some-
thing I dida't do.
appeal to Clancy last night.
called him a dog and a coward, and hu
went for me. Look hers at my bruises "

He pulled up the sleeves of his jacket,
and displaved his arms, wealed and
bruised.  Tom Merry & Co. looked at
them with horror.

And then Jack Blake gave a sudden
cry and ashes forward, gripping
Franklin's left arm. 4

“Look here!” cried Blake excitedly.

“Look here, you fellows! The tattoo
mnrk above the elbow !” .
“Bai Jove!”
The schoolboys looked, and saw a

small shamrock™ tattoed on Franklin’s
arm above the elbow. This unexpected
discovery amazed Tom Merry & Co. As
for Franklin, he was amazed, also, and
bewildered.

“What's the matier?” he demanded.

Chere's nothing wnusual about thal
tattoo, is there? I've had it ever since I
can remember. Clancy said my father

put it there before he died. Claney's an
Irishman, and told me my father was
Irish. too.

are you fellows so

cchoed Tom \[orry.
wha “Buldn t

proves yvou to be |h
hsnE{;‘f Lurd Archibald Noddy

“You're the missing heir!” shrieked
Tom Merry, in delight. “The fellow
Lord Noddy is son:r]un" for! Haven't

roil seen the paper?

Tom Franklin shook his head.

“Noi; P've seen no  papers . since
Monday mornirg.” he replied. *““Please
explain- matters to me. You say I'm a
missing heir? Il W ake up in a tick.
But please explain.™

Tom Merry hasiened to explain
1s to him. He told Tom Franklin
Lord Noddy, who had been a

thahc for many vears. having just been
discharged from the asylun, was seeking
his xopiw\\ whom he hadn’t seen sinco
the Loy was a tiny infant, and how. the
only clue to the missing heir's identity
was the tattoo mark of a shamrock on

the left-grm.
Tom Franklin's ere: opened wide with
amazement. He drew a deep. deep

breath when T Merry had finished,

Ll T!lenfthen T'm the missing heir!”
he aimed. “I-—T am the stolen kid!
it seems too marvellous to be true!
And yel it seems {rue to me. have
known no parer and Claney never told
me anyihing about them. So it must be
trae! And Clancy has been concealing
it from me for some purpose!”

“Yaas. wathah!” said
Augustus D'Arcy. beaming at
Franklin.  “ We're all vewy glad we

have found you, deah boy! And., with
plenty of money behind you, youah inno-
cence  of the theft fwom yoush em-
ployal’s office will be easy to pwove!”

There was silence for a while in the
barn, broken at length by the sound of

I made m{x leal—
e

Thus the shamrock. But I—.

other footsteps approaching from outside
the barn. .
Merry turned swiftly to the

“This must be the farmer coming !
he said. “We'd better hide under the
straw, and chance our luck. For good-
ness’ sake don't let hlm discover us,
unless we can help it "

““No, wathah not!”

’l’hey made a hurried scramble to get
underneath the straw, Tom Franklin
accompanying them. They dived into
the straw, and barely had tbev concealed
themselves before the barn-dcor opened,
and two persons entered.

“We can talk in here, Master Trlmblﬂ.
without fear of being disturbed,” sai
a man’s voice. “And, of course, it
offers us shelter from the rain. I'm
sorry 1 had to keep you waiting, but
Lord Archibald was particularly trouble-
some again this aflernoon, and I had
difficulty in getting away. The duty of
a privato secretary to a half-demented
baronet is by no means an easy task,
me assure you. And his lordship is
worrying more and more every hour
over his missing nephew. He has quite
get his heart on finding the boy, and
heaping all his wealth and bounty upon

him.  How is your arm, Master
Trimble?”
“0h, it’s all right now, sir!” replied

Baggy Trimble, who had aucompamad
the man into the barn. “ Really. tattoo-
ing seews quite a simple matter. But I
—1 hope you'll be able to get it off

again.”
“Don't let that worry you, Masler
Trimble!” laughed the other. *Re-

moving a tattoo mark is now a simple
process,

You have managed to keep iv

said

: Baggy., with a
“The e i

chaps at &St Jim's

snigger.
haven't a suspicion of what's going on.
The nosey rotters wanted to know whera

I got the money from, and who yon
were, because some of thein spolied e
driving away in the cab with you last
Wedne, So 1 had to tell em thai
you were a detec ‘tive, and I was helpingy
you. But they haven’t got the fam(mt
notion of what our real game is.  Oh.
T'mi deep, 1 am! He, he, he

Tom Merry & Co. and Franklin, lyvirg
eancealed amongst the straw, listened in
amazement. What was the gawme Baggy
Trimble referred to? Why had he had
his aru tattooed? Lord Archibald itas
ioned, and Baggy's companion. was

evidently ale  zecvetary to Lol
\nd(i‘ Putting {wo and two togethsr.
Tom Merry shrewdly guessed at the plot
the two unzernpulous schemers were e
gaged upon. And although the St. Jim's
!el}o\\ﬂ usually objected to eavesdrop-
ping, lhev felt that they were quile
justified in listening to all they could.
So they lay low, and waited, breath
tensely.

“You have carried out my
excellently up till now, Master Trimble.”
said the other. *No the most
critical part of the bu This after-
noon you must come \\uh me to N
Hail .md be introduced fo
his missine nephew, Pro
calm and do not say much, everythine
will be plain-spiling, for Lord Archibald
is still very simple, and will believe any-
thing. He would also do anvthing
asked him to do, Now, of cou
understand that T have ends to work for,
as well as vears. You must tell his 'lord
ship how it a visk I ran m clr-\,n, ine
vou froin the toils of cruel gipsies, aud
suggest that I shall be given a thousand
peunds immediately.  Lord Archibald
will agree without asking a single awl-
ward guestion, hen, Master Trimble,
we wili go away together, and never be




Next Week’s ““ Gem*' Will be PBetter Than Ever!

T'll see that

‘seen or heard of again.
Besides

you don’t get into trouble.
will be disguised. Are you ready now?

“Yes, sir,” replied Baggy Trinnblg,
who, although priding himself wpon his
dstuteness, was really a most gullible
vouth, “FII get another ten quid to-
i sir, won’t 177
. Master Trimble. Then you can
bae finished with the affair altogether.”

Tom Merry nudged his chums,

“We'll nab these two rotters all of a
sudden,” he whispered. “They're not
looking now, so come on!”

Eight figures roso suddenly from ihe
straw, and, like bolts from the blue,
liurled themselves upon Baggy Trimble's

i i e two conspirators were

The man fought desperately, cursing

beneath his breath, But he was no
match for the sturdy 8t. Jim’s cadets.
Tom Merry & Co. utilited the ro{)e with
which Gordon & Co. had bound them,
and soon had the man a prisoner. Ile
lay on the floor of the barn, helpless,
glaring balefully at the schaolboys.

Baggy Trimble was grasped in many
hands and held firmly.

*Oh, say, you fellows!” he stut-
blinking apprehensively at Tom
“Dud-don’t touch me! It
wis all a joke! Lemme go!™

*Caught properly, my beautjes!”
uckled Tom Merry, “Shut up that
velling, Baggy, 1 think you're more
of a fool than o rotter. As for this
fellow "—Tom Mewry turned to the
cowering raseal on the floov—""he'll get

vy & Co.

his just dese A pretiy little con-
spiracy, wasn't it, you rotter? And you
this little

wouldn't have minded Iandin}g:
fool into an awful scrape, so long as you
got away with your thousand quid!”

“Hang wvou.” mutrered the an
thickly. “ You've canght me, you young
imps, Hang you!”

Tom Merry & Co. chuckled. -

“Well, we're jolly glad te have nipped
his little game in the bud—what 7" said
Jack Blake, rubbing his hand

“Yaas, wathal

“Look here, vou fellows, T'll explain
miy wheeze !"* velled Paggy Trimble.
“¥ouwll tee thar I'm deeper than you are,
T intended ieading this fellow on, and
giving him away at the last minute—
veaily, T did!” ;
“Tom Merry gave a scornful laugh.

. “Dor’'t try to spoof us up with' that
marn, vou fat toad !” he said. “Tt won't
wash, Baggy. We're going to give you
the bigrest walloping you've ever had!
' e warse, but for the horour of

. ha!" mocked the man on the
floor. *“Then, my lad, for the honour
of 8t. Jim’s you'd better let me go;
for I promise you faithfully if I'm handed
over to the police I'll make things pretty
hot for this ¥bung rascal. He was work-
ing hand in glove with me, and delighted
in the scheme. Look at his arm!  He
cangented to have it tattooed for the
purpose,” .

“Bai Jove!”

Blake dragged up the left sleeve of
Baggy's jacket, and on e Fourth-
Former's fat arm was displayed a tatico
mark in the form of a shamrock. Tom
Merry & Co. drew deep breaths.

“Oh, the little spoofer!” said Tom
Merry. “He deserv: to get into
trouble, but—butr I suppese we can’t—
we dare not—"

“You'll have to let me go,” said the
unscrupulous secretary.  * Look here, my
lads, you’ve been fortunate to bowl me
t, and I guesa I know when I'mi done.
idertake to clear away from here,

you lel me go and say nothing,

d never ba seen or heard of again, if |7]
Otker-

wise—weli, T guess there’ll be a pretiy
scandal _comnected with 8t. Jim's!”

Tom Merry & Co. locked at each other.
and then at Tom Franklin, who laughed,

“Let the rascal go,” he said, “T'll not
let the matter go any further. If I can
prove my claim to be Lord Noddy's
nephew- ?

“What ! shouted the man on the flaor,
starting up in his bonds.

Tom: Franklin smiled, and displayed
the tattoo mark on his arm,

“Do you see that?” he chuckled.
“Well, I'm told that it will prove that
I am the missing heir Lord Noddy is
lnoking for, d, of course, T mean to
go ahead and prove it. As a matter of
fact, I think I'd beiter see his lovdship
to-night.”

The sccretary bit his lip. Then he
burst into a sardonic laugh.

“Well, I guess I'm clean counted out,”
he said. '8¢ the real missing heir has
turned up at last! Holy smoke! Boys,
I reckon you can release me and let ma
go, and I'll slink away with my tail
between my legs. {32

I'm clean beaten!
That’s the best thing for us to do,
* gaid Tom Merry, looking round.
cr not have a scandal. And, any-
way, here’s the real heir, Take those
ropes off the rotter. Oh, by the way,
yow'll have to get that tattoo mark off
Trimble’s arm, you rotter, before we let
rou go.”
The man laughed.
= ¢ he said. “You can do it
3 with hot water. It isn’t o real
tatton mark, but an indelible ink. The
powder for removing it will be found in
my waisteoat pocket.”™

Tom Merry bent down, and found a
packet of powder in the man’s pocket,
as directed. Then the rascal was
released. He stood up, smiling.

“Thanks!” he said. “Rely on me,
vou lads, not to give MMaster Trimble
away. I guess rogues and vagabonds ean
have their codes of honour as well as
other people. Well, so-long ! I wish you
the best of luck, Master—er—~Thomas
Noddy !” .

With rhat, the specious rogue was gone.

“YWell, chaps, here endeth a giddy
mystery,” said Tom Merry, turning to
his chums. “Franklin, old chap, I'm
glad things have turned out as they have.
We must think ourselves jolly lucky we
were shoved in this barn this afterncon,
and were thus able to get to the bottom
of matters, As for this fat toad, don’t
for goodness’ sake regard him as a
typical specimen of a St. Jim's fellow,
Fle's not worth™ calling a 8t Jim's
fellow, really. As luck will have it, we
have to stick him. But you may rely
upon_this—we’ll see that he gets punished

for his merry scheming. It's getting late
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now, and T think we'd better be going.
We'll show you along te Noddy Hall”?

“ Thauks awfully ! said Tom Franklin
gratefully. I must say it’s jolly decent
of you fellows to take all this trouble
over me. And—er—about that hundied
quid reward my uncle was offering.
I manage to establish myself as the real
heir—and T am now quite confident that
I shall—-T'll see that the reward goes
in the right direction.”

* Bai Jove, that's wippin' I

Tom Mervy
their new chum, and showed him the way
to Noddy Hall. Oulside the magnificent
iron and bronze gates Tom Franklin teolk
a warm farewell of them, shaking each
by the hand—with, of courze, the sole
excopiion of Baggy Trimble — and
Erumisoll to visit them at St. Jim's at

is earliest opportunity.

Then the St. Jim's juniors returned to
the school.

They met Racke, Crocke, and Mellish
in the Rylcombe Lane. In their sleuth-
ing of Bagey Trimble they had tumbled
into a muddy ditch, and thers Farmer
Haynes had caught and punished them.

Tom Merry & Co. chuckled and passed
on, leaving Racke & Co. to squelch along
behind and give vent to their feelings in
a manner that would have shocked M.,
Railton had he heard them.

Baggy Trimble had a thorough ragging
in Study No. 10 thit evening. The
tattoo mark was removed, and ihen &l}e
trickster of the Fourth paid the penaly
of his misdeeds, By the time Tom Merry
& Co. allowed him to crawl away Begpy
vealised more vividly than before thut
the wax of the transcressor is hard.

Tom Franklin had mno difficully in
proving his identity, Ile saw Lord
Noddy that evening, ond was received
with open arms. Tom Merry introduced
Franklin to Ferrers Locke, the detective,
who sifted his case to the botiom.
Claney, the rascally bostmaker, was une
masked and given his just deserts in
prison.  And Tom Franklin lived
Noddy Hall with his uncle, whose weak-
ness of mind gradually left him under
the invigorating influence of his sturdy
voung nephew. He end Tom Merry
& Co. became the besi of chums, and saw
quite a lot of each other. They fre-
quently discnssed and  laughed over
Baggy Trimble's Great Swindle,

(Another grand, loitg sfory of the
chums of St. Jim’s next weeir, en-
titled IGHTING THE FLAMES ! "
By Martin Clifford. Be sure gou do
not miss this fine slory, as 1 can
vouch for its being the finest Blr.
Martin Clifford has ever yet written, —
EDITOR.)

& Co. left the barn with -

Hel

from the Lower Deck,

“THE BOYS’

The trials and triumphs of a youngster, promoted to Midshipman
in the Gunroom of a big modern battle
forms the engrossing theme of the great naval yarn;

“THE LAD FROM THE LOWER DECK.”

It is a story that throbs with human interest in every line and is
starting next week in

HERALD!”

PRICE 1}d.
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CARDEW'S QOOD TURN.
Dear Mr. Gex Editor,—Lord Reckness
may have a bad temper. but it is very
acldom he shows it.  But he was de-
cidedly nertled that day when I met him
riving his car near the village.
“What's come to Ralph, Miss Joy:"
he snapped out. *“Here I arrange for
him to accompany me to see our friends at
Castle Bracy, and he leaves me this note
to say he has another engagement. |
can't make it out! Here, what are you
doing this afrernoon®” Lord Reckness’
ill-humour was fading. “Give me the
pleasure of your society.”

s

‘“ Boys’ Herald,”

On Sale Every Tuesday. Price 13d.

madam,” said the

“IHe's my grandson,
1 have sent him

old lord sli[ﬁ_\'. “and
back to 8t, Jim's.”

Mrs. Martin said she hoped there was
nothing wrong. =he said a lot of things
about Master Cardew, who stood by her
while she was ill,- and saved her being
turned out of her home, for she had run
into debt.

“T don't know where I should has
beon,” she said, as she put her | k
chief to her eves, ““if young Mas
dew had not come to my help !

e

Car-
sed

He
sometime: to come in _here when he was
cxeling, and he got all the story out of

me about the ecruel

Edwards, the age:

treatment of AMr.
If he's your grand-

T‘ sir, you must be mighty proud of
i . s him 1"
strect—*see li“’“‘ he_ Jwent on, 1 Lord Reckness looked at the old lady.
expected ¢ There's my re- “I'm proud, ma'am,” he said—* vary
ed old Ig\'a\ side. I t]lnnt proud I £ . T
deistand hoy . Ile can't have Th "
keard about my little joke. If T started shop. n he marched straight out of the

ining he would shut me up. Don't
a word, I'm off till the coast’s
ar "

But Cardew was too late. Lord Reck-
ness stalked into the little shop, and his
hand was ou his grandson’s arm.

“Just like Ralph!” he said to me.
“Just like Ralph "

“Just!” I murmured; for there was
really nothing else to

Lord Reckness sat very silent in tle

ea i, 1 i inki stLy e
" What's “all ihis nonsense menn. | §in; 1 e P \inking pretty deeplr.
Ralph?™ he asked sternly. *“Must you thoughts were about—Cardew. Lle was

g the fool to annoy me

be always play
me into disrepute 7

: prouder than ev the boy, ‘i
and bring our n ever of the boy, and with

Cardew drew back ”MID"‘ . t di

What's i an?” “1 a to eat my words
“What's it all mean?” thundered the am going . 3

old peer augrily, rumbled Lord Reckness, at lengt

“Pity 1 ever said ’em:! Ralph's always
h He does things. Ile doesn’t care

others say or think.

come this way, wouldn't Lie?”

He would
The old lord was geiting anxious.

He would not take any refusal
went with him, and a very del
trip it was,

It was coming back thai the r
adventure occurred, for T was not reall

o [
hitful
il |

equipped  for mororing, and my  hat
threatened to blow off every other
minute,

il

“If you_ wouldn't mind siopping a
moment,” I said ro Lord Reckness, “I
will pop into that little shop and get
some pins.”

So the ear drew np in a dinky little
village, which must have 1 about
een miles from St Jim's, and while |

L

&

1 went to see if Mrs. Martin, who kent |
the only shop in the place, sold pi
Cavdew’s grandiather
toak a stroll,

Th

lit a cigar, wnd

seemed to sell eversthing in that |
. as I edged at woman

vz being served | man in
a on.  His ba; d to me.
Tinned  salmon, I heard

Lim say. “Yes, madam. The socks are
next counter., I'll pop round in a

1 my head quickly, and looked
out of the small window, for—yes, it was
so—the gentlemanly shopman was Ralph
Reckness Cardew

Then the fat lady waddled out, and
Cardew had time to attend to me.

“Good afternoon,” sa “ Nice
weather we are having!”
*Aliss Jo; cried Carde “IWhat

on carth arve you doin’ hel
“I've come to buy pins,” 1

keep pins?”
T'll see,” suid

o minule, will you?

“Po

Cardew, “Just wait
And he vanished

through a door at the back,
11

ard talking. Presently he came

with some bl headed pins.

But what are sou leeping a shop

for 2" 1 asked. ;
“Oh, one has to do somethin'!” said

Carde “Y'never know what one may

be comin’ to these days, and *—Cardew

I
tried to reassure him.  So far as I knew
there was no other route back to ti

school.

2T said, * we shall see him

at 8t, Jim's

There was silence again. My com-
panion turned to mie, and asked me if L
ever apologised? I told him often.

"It goes againsi the grain,” said Lor
Reckness, “but I was all wrong. Err-r-
rumph !

Miles down the road to $t. Jim's theve
was Cardew in the dusk under 2 hedge,
vigorously pumping up his front tyre.
The car was level before he could mount.

* Ralph.” said Lord Reckness, his hand
on his grandson’s shoulder, “I'm proud
of you! Wear an apron, wear angihinz
voi choose, do what vou like—by Jove,
vou'll always be right! As for that pogr
let me know what yoi

Not being

equipped for
moioring, my hat threatened to
blow off every other minute.

really

“Oh, just nothin™!" replied Cardew.
“I'mn merely havin® a jolly half-holiday. *
nothin' more, 1 assure you, DBesides. it'a
Just as well to be prepared, y'know!

“ Take off that absurd apron, and get
back to your school, sir!” said TLord
Reckness grimly. “Have you anything
further ro say before I put veur conduct
in playing l? s grolesque praunk before
Dr. Holmes?"

*No, sir, nothin’ to say that I can

of at the moment,” replied
Cardew, &lli}ping off his apron, and
making for his bieyele.

“Don't speak to the voung monkers.

M oy " said Lord Reckness, as
stepped forward,
Cardew mounted, and rode off. T.ord

Reckness swun
handsome face. !
And then a littie glazed. curtained door
opened, and out stepped Mrs, Martin—

g round, a frowi on his

sropped  speaking, his paze on  the
4E Cky LiBRARV.—No. 694.

a dear old woman with silver hair. She "

< “ Ralph," Reck| his
hobbled into the shop, curtsied to Lord h.';'d ‘;,,‘pp?:i:hlf:;‘:.“;z,?::f.‘rm:
Reckiess, and asked where “Masier ¢ “I'm proud of you."”
Cardew ™ was.
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JOHN SHARPE.

New Readers Start Here.

John Sharpe, the great analytical
detective, is engaged by Chief Burnett,
of the Secret Service, to track down the
band of organised and dangerous
criminals operating under the guidance
of Tron Hand, a fearless, clever man of
dominating pereomluv. Marna Black,
one of the band of crocks, is captured,
and Burnett induces Anne Crawford, a
woman agent of the Secret Service, to
assume \Jarna s identity and get into the
confidences of Iron Hand.

She is instructed to keep her real
identity a secret even to Sharpe; but she
often assists him and sends him informa-
tion concerning the movements of the
gang, and he i3 puzzled to know j
where it comes from.

Iron Hand has a number of hiding-
places in different parts of the country,
which are referred to as *Nests,” th
most important of which is Eagle” s Nest,
situated on a deserted cliff. The leader’s
chief assistants are Potsdam and Black
Flag. John Sharpe has had many
tussles with the gang, an
many of their deepesi schomes. Iron
Hand has robbed Colonel Bledson, the
Cattle King, of a casket of valuable
jewels, and he takes them to his assistant
in Chinatown, Wor A, to take care of.
- After a great st le Sharpo succeeds
in getting them back, and he (ler!o.l
them in a safe in Colonel Bledson's room.
Buat Iron Hand determines to secure thern
again, and ho sends some of his assistants
o spy and pnk up information concein-
ing them.  Sharpe obtains two boxes

has Toile

@

appearance, and in one he
jewels. There is a great ch:
eountry, hut Colonel Bledson

mccsnda in taking the box containing the
jewels to his ranch. Sharpe arrives later,
(Now read on.)

At the Ranch.

The arrival of Sharpe was a subject of
gﬁeat interest to the three girls,

L That must be the great detective.”
4210 one of them. “e really must go
cver and meet him.”

But this was not wh:\t Anne desired in
the least. Sho was very reluctant to meet
S3harpe, and she held back, for she kuew
that Sharpe would at ence recognise her
as one of Iron Hand’s gang. She tried
to think of a reasonable excuse.

T'll mect Mr, ‘:h.npn in the morning,”
she stammered out; “I'm really not
u]\nl to it now. I must rest.”
e zitls were immedialely synfpathetic
tewards their new-found friend, and they
agreed heartily with her. One of them
pointed out the side door to the house.

*“¥ou can get up to your room through
that entrance,” she said. “T'll bring
your supper up myself, then you can be
quite sure that xmbody will bother you
till the morning.”

This wonderful story has also been filmed by
the popular VITAGRAPH Film Company, and
readers of the “GEM ' should make a point
ot sesing the picture week by week at their

favourite cinemas,
PAAAAAANNAANNNANAANS

Anne thanked her heartily, and hurried
off towards the side door. It was a great
relief to her o get out of her predica-
ment like 1 The two gitls hurried off
towards Sherpe.

Colonel Bledson was now taking him
into the house in order to introduce him
to his wife. The girls followed, and afte
ar ng little chat, Mig. Bledson
ordered supper.

When all was quiet that night Anne
Crawford, who had been waiting pullent!\
in her room, got up from her bed, and
went over to the window. She looked
outside, and saw that it was quite dark.
She listened an instant av the hall door,
and then took up the lamp and placed it
i the window,

The girl next raised the Curlain, and
then, picking up a magazine, she cave-
fully’ shaded the lamp from the outside.

BEverrthing was now arranged as she
ired it, and, by removing and re:
Tacing the book in froit of the lam

she knew that she could signal a me:
2 Morse code to anyene on the onts
o led in the clump of trees which
Anne had visited that afternoen weve
Tron Hand, Potsdam, and Black Flag,
iogether with other members of the gnwc
They were all watching and wailing
for the signal which they expected,

Suddenly Potsdam pointed off in the
tien of the house, and everrbody
’ou;cd towards it with renewed interest,
From the window in Anne’s bed-room a
light was flashing on and off as the
«ivl operated the book in front of the
tamp.

The three leaders, who were experr in
reading the Morse code, noted the mean-
ing of the signal, and they weve
sutisfied to receive this information fro
their trusted mn-mr Marna Black,
they believed her to be.

'l"he household had not yet gone to bed,

- there had been so much to talk about,
uml first one and then the other had
velated their experiences until now it was
getting well on into the small hours of
th> morning.

Cclonel Bledson rose from his seat, with
a lond yawn that startled them all.

“Well, we'd better be getting to bed,’
he remarked, “ There are a dozen men
patrolling the house, and the jewels are
safe tonight, anvhow.

John hha:lx- agreed with him.  Evenof
Tron Hland and his party were somewhere
in the vicinity, he did not think that
ther would dare to approach the house
m—mgln

M Bledson and her danghters wished
the party good-night, and retived, an
the rancher escorted Sharpe from ihe
voom in order to show fim where he was
to_sleep.

The detective had had a crowded day,
and was quite ready for his night's rest.

After sending her message, Anne re-
moved the lamp from the window and

as

IRON HAND,

placed it on the table, then she opened
her window wide, and waited eveunts.
Suddenly an arrow came through rhe
window, and fell at her feet. At the
end of it a note was tied.

The girl hurried over to this, picked it
up, and read i It was \ulno.: in
penm!, and Smw saw the \\ou]: \\u
await instructions in grove near house.
Then she held the paper over the lar
and burnt it. Puttng on her cloak, sl
quietly opened the door of her room., &
wilked towards the hail, Her heart best
fast as she started upon her mission.

Cactus Bill had been told off to guar
part of the house. The cowboy h
instrueti not to take
and, hearving a noise, he st
and gor his revelver r
Anne saw lim, but there was no tune
for her to go back, and she walked beldly
rowards the cowboy.

He relaxed when ke saw
| | Bledsou's guest.
smile upon his lace.

+ have a breath of air!
muttered, as she walked past him.
dreadfelly cloze in my room:”

(<'(l|la Ihll was not a b\l msrls‘r‘ 3

that it was
There was a

ame time opening
than he whistled, a::l
Honeydew appeared on the scene.

Anne repeated her explanations to hi
and strolled out into the night, thank! i
to get out of a difficult situation -o
easily.

It was one of those heavy, close ev
ings vell known in the land of the W
and she did not feel in the least chi
the night air.

Surrounding and patrolling the Louse
were a number of cowboys. armed i
readiness for any attack. DBut
carefully evaded fmae and at
her “,13, over to the place whe

rov been that afternoon
C nirmrl Bledson’s daughrers,

Behind the clump of trees, Tron Hand,
Potsdam, and Black Flag were waiting.
They all started and listened
of footsteps, but when Anne arr
the scene they relaxed the grip on their
weapons.

What news had she brought them?
They at once vecognised her, and even

Anne

with

Potsdam greeted the girl with a smile.
Tron  Hand stepped forward and
huerriedly consulted with the givl, and

Anne ook a bow and arrow and a bail
of string which they had brought with
them. It was a nge weapon, no
doubt, but these m ava laid thair
ans skilfully, and it “would no doubt
e of great value to them!
Concealing  these things under her
Anne turned to go, saying as she
At miduight '™ "Then she des
THE Gex Lisrany.—No. 694,
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parled, and Tron Hand and Potsdam ex-
phanged expressions with evil satisfac-
tion.

Soon the jewels would be in their
possession again, thanks to the assistance
of their clever accomplice, Marna Black.
Once again the hated Sharpe would be
beaten!

When Anne returned to the house
Toneydew and Cactus Bill were still
chatting. ’l‘he’v stepped aside to permit
her to enter. The gir] thanked them, at
the same time remarking that she felt

ood deal belter for the fresh air, She
did not have any reason to believe that
these men suspected her.

The girl at once made her way up
towards the second floor.

Mrs. Bledson, with her hair in ewrl-
papers, wif tuking a last Jook at the
wonderful fvwuls; then she put them
back in the bos and placed them in the
cabinet again.

How delighted she was with them all!
She was about to return to her room
again, when she decided to see how
her new guest was.

Anue’s heart almost alugper] beating as
sho heard the approaching footsteps.
She had only just returned to her Toom,
and was undressing when she heard the
handle of the door rattle. What could
she do? ¥or she ought to have been
asleep hours ago.

Then there came a knock at the door,
and, without hesitation, she quickly
jumped into bed as she was.

“Come in!” she called out, still some-
what shaken by the surprise.

The next minute Mrs. Bledson entered,
explaining that she wanted to make sure
that her guest was quite comfortabla and
happy befove retiving for the night,

Anne smiled her sweotest, and replicd
that she was, and Mrs. Bledson kissed
her, and said good-night; but she was not
tle surprised to find the young lady
50 very much awake after nﬁ this long
time.

Suppose she had known the real truth
about the girl?

Anne waited awhile, and then she went

Next Week’s “ Gem » Will be Betler

into the dressing-room, and commenced
to pick the lock of the cabinet with a
sksﬁaton-ka_v which she Lad in her pos-
After a while she was success-
ful, and, taking out the box of jewels, she
locked the cabinet. up again, and
departed.

Before entering her own room again
she paused and listened, in order to make
sure that she had not been observed.
She did not want her plans to go wrong
now. Then she locked the door of her
room again, opened the box, and re-
moved the jewels, placing them in one
of her own drawers.

Her next action was to fill the box with
some small articles from the mantelshelf.
This done, Anne once more put the lamp
in her window, and placed {he magazine
in front of it again, but before sending a
message she leaned out of the window,
and looked down,

It was a good thing she took this pre-
caution, too, for Honeydew and another
cowboy had just met in the course of
their patrol. ~ They paused a moment,
exchanged a few words, looked round the
house, and then marched off again.

This_was Anne's opportunity. Tying
the string to an arrow, she fitted it in the
bow, and shot. Tt was a powerful spring,
and before the whole of the string had
gone out she tied one end to the bed-
post. .

Iron Hand and his crew, who were
still waiting behind the clump of trees,
became intercsted when the arrow fell to
the ground close to them. ey at once
ing until it wes quite

session.

pulled in the strir

Anne then tied the string to the box
and attached a small metal pulley, so
that the box wa slide slowly down the
string, which was slightly on the slant.

At that moment some faint noise
roused the attention of Honeydew. He
looked from side to side and had his gun
ready.

1t did not occur to him fo look up,
however, and as there was no more

Than Ever?

Anne was now busily cutting away, the
top from a cartridge, and when shé had
completed her job she fixed the cartridge
to the point of ancther arrow. Her idea
was that when this landed, the impact
would explode the cartridge, and she had
a very good reason for this move, tgo.

When the box finished its journey, Iron
Hand seized it with great jov,

His greedy eves gloated with glee,

Potsdam suggested that it should be
opened ai once, in order to see if the
contents were all there, and Iron Hand
took out his skeleton-key with the object
of opening the lid.

At that moment, however, there was
an explosion not far from the place whera
the group stood, and the gang, hearing
the report close to them, leaped up in
great alarm. Thoughts of opening the
box left them. They mistook the hoise
for & revelver-shot, and for a moment all
their desires were to get away as speedily
as_poasible with the jewels.

With one accord they rushed towards
the motor-cars, wondering where the next
bullet would go.

Honeydew and others of the patrel had
also heard the explosion, and they sprang
to thoir feet at once. Other cowboys
hurried to the scene, and drew close in
towards the house. Inside the huilding
there was also great excitement. Bledson
and Sharpe had also heard the report.

that moment Honeydew hurried
into the house.

**They're heading off down the trail
he announced, in an agitated manner.
“It was too dark to see them, but I
heard the noise of their motors.”

An idea_had occurred to Colonel
Bledson. He grabbed the telephona
near him.

“ Thes hLave to pass the tollzate on
their way,” he explained to the others.
“I'll get the sherif to stop them
there ™

A moment later a representative of tha
law answered the 'phone, and Bledson
issued his instructions,

Mrs. Bledson was the next to arriva
on the scene.

noise, the cowboy came to the conclusion
that it must have been a false alarm.

“The dressing-room and eabinet are
locked,” she iuformed them, “so the
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L
jewels are aquite safe, thank
ness !

Colonel Bledson turned to her.
“There is no more reason for alarm,”
he informed his wife. “The gang have
made off again, and the ranch is well

guarded I

And with this reassurance Mrs. Bledson
went off once more to finish her
interrupted rest.

Iron Hand knew that it would net be
very long before ihe ranchers were on
their track, and, heedless of danger, he
gave the chauffenrs orders o race '\long

good-

at top speed. hey had the jewcls
ngain, and that was the chief thing as
far_as he was cancerned.

But the sheriff to whom Bledson had
rclephoned had already got busy, and
wirh four or five deputies had made
his way towards the toll-gates.

Soon the sound of the motors came
to their ears, and they got their re-
volvers ready. They levelled them ready
to_halt the motors when they arrived.

The toll-gates were (luﬁeg but this
was not a sofficient barrier for a man
of so desperate a nature as Iren, Hand.

He ordered the cars not to slacken
speed, and iustead of stopping at the
pute they dashed through at tervific pace,
causing the sheriff and his as nts o
dodge back out of harm. Sull the
motors sped on, and although the sheriff
and his men fired after them, it was
quite unavailing.

The wooden gates had been smashecd
to firewood by the terrific impact of the
speeding cars,

The next morning,
Mrs. Bledson wanted to do was to
inspect the jowels again. So eager was
she 1o see them that she had had a very
vestless night.

She unlocked the cabinet. and then,
{o her great dismay, found that the box

the first thing

that had been placed there the night
before was missing. She was amazed.

“0Oh, horrors!” she muttered loudly
and then, screaming loudly, she rushed
from the room.

Sharpe and Bledson
downstairs, and they were astonished
Fwhen Mrs, Bledson rushed in iwildly
explaining about the loss of the jowels.
The men looked at each other, speech-
ess,

Alarmed by the good lady’s screams,
Cacfus Bill and Houeydew also entered
the house.

The detective at onee tock charge of
iho situation. He sent far the remamder
of the men who had been on patrol
during the night, and all gave their word
of honour that no one had entered the
honse.  Nor had they seen any sue-
picious ~chavacters abeut—and, in fact,
they did not know ihat anything was
wrong until they had heard the report.

“Tean speak for everybody inside the
house,” Colonel Bledson remarked.

Sharpe glanced round at the colanel’s
(\\n daughters, who had just come in.

“And is there nobody clse in the
house ?” he inquired.

The Carttle King replied that there was
not.

“¥on forget Miss Roberts, father,”
suggested the eldest of his two danghters.

ere was silence for a moment. Then
thie eolonel suddenly remembered.

were already

“Ah, wes!” "he mmttered.
y dismissed the slight
blacke 1. Thero was

no reason why 1 should be
deagged into this

But Sharpe was not o svmpaihetic,
His experience had taught him thai you
could never be too sure about anyone,
and he demanded that the girl be sent

for. One.of Bledson’s daughters left the
rcomm to get her,

| suddenly remcmbered the

byl

At this poini Honeydew and Caelus
Bill eyed one another uneasily.. They
incident of -
Mizs Roberts going out for a breath of
fresh air, and 1t seemed & very peculiar
coincidence to them now.

Cactus Bill felt that he was in honour
bound to inform them of the affair, and
he explained the matter to Sharpe,

Bledson was at once prepared to dofer;d
her, explaining to the deteclive that the
girl in question was merely a poor work.
mg-girl whom he befriended on the train,
And at that moment Anne made her
appeavance, escorted by Miss Bledson,

It was a dramatic moment.  Aune
casnally stepped over towards Sharpe,
who rese from his seat and looked
diveetly at h

He at ence felt that thers was some
thing familiar about her, although he
conld not at once place her altogether.
Theun his thoughts travelled back.

“You're one of Iron Hand's gang,”
he said quictly but firmly.

Amne looked around the room. How
could she get ont of this difficult situa-
tion without giv ithe game away?

Colonel Bledson was somewhat an-
noved, and he was about to protest at
this treatment of his guest, but she
stopped him.

She smiled faintly,
answer to Sharpe's q

and nodded in
stion.  The girl

Jid not ke the position in which she
found herself.

The dete
the box was.

With a sniile en her face,
quictly :

“The

ve demanded to know where
Anne replicd

now in ihe hends
who 3s en his way 10

bex s

(Get next weel's « Gem ** to read the
continuation of this amazing stery!)

I;?\'-A- Setebeed <o
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My Dear Chums,—

Next week | hope to be ahle to

announce the date upon which the
* Gem’s " magnificent new serial wiil
commence, This story, which has the

appealing title of ‘* What Have You
Against Me?"” is, without a doubt, one of
the most human yarns which have ever
been written, and there is not. the slight-
est doubt that ‘every reader of the
“ Gem ™ will revel in it. *“'What Have

- t«&--@-o«..¢a<b-4>-¢¢¢c¢n¢-n<&t<—-¢-¢-¢c¢o¢|rb§!

EDITORIAL.
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You Against me?” will go straight to
the heart of every boy and girl in the
country, and it will undoubtedly create
a big impression. 1 hope you will all
enjoy our stery this week dealing with
the popular Baggy. It is some time since
this character played the chief role, and
i think you are certain to enjoy the
yarn. Our story next week is entitled:
‘** Fighting the Flames!” and this is an
exceptional one in every way as its name

implies. 1t is bang full of exciting and
amusing situations. Don't miss it, what-
ever you do, and get your friends to read
it!  There is still no news at St. Jim's
regarding Ernest Levison. Where can
he be? Surely the mystery of his dis-
appearance will be cleared um shortly!
One word more. Don't fail to read the
great naval story in next week’s issue of
the ‘““ Boys’ Herald"™! Get a copy of the
paper at once! YOUR EDITOR.

BACK NUMBERS OF THE

Readers of the Geym who desire back
numbers should nole the following pay-
tienjars:

If the copy required is not older than

I\L\\D_

1 copy plus l for postage
2 copies

E . 15 =
4 5, o 2 »
5 oW w2

6 Lo 2
v b i o
2 o5l "

three months, send a letter to The Pab-
lisher, the Amalgamated Press, Broad-
way, 7-9, Pilgrim Street ndon, Ny
taking great care to enclose your fall

TOTAL.
8 d. d.
. zi 1 copy p]us i
4 2 cople

[ El
. 8 4
- % 9% 5
s . 113 [
- 103 9
. . L 16} 12

“GEM.”

nome and address. and the DATF
NUMBER of the “GEM " yon reguire.
The cost is 1id. per copy. Sent inland

ABROAD,

for postare ..

and abroad at the following rates:

GOOD STORIES
THRILLING SERIALS ;o
BIG MONEY PRIZES

“THE BOYS’ HERALD.”

EVERY TUESDAY!

PRICE 13d.

HAVE YOU
BOUGHT A
COPY YET?
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You Simply Must Get This Week’s ** Boys’ Herald !

the answers to your questions: No. 1.
ot yet. But the gap isn't nearly so
.! it used to be. No. 2. The chief
characiors at Bt. Jim's are Tom Merry,
, and Gussy. No. 3. The titles of
GEx Nos, 2IT and 219 are “Tom
's _ Mnasquerade” and ¢ Tom
's Peril.” No. 4. No; Mr. Doods
no longer the ourate at Huckleberry
" 0. 5. Your question was quite
corvect. No. 6. Miss Priscilla Fawcelt
Tom Merry at St. Jim’s, Most
readers like Cardew, and the eerial is
fuite popular. You also add that you
mover see much of Miss Priscilla Fawcett
::-ada_u. Well, as you know, since you
ve written to me, her portrait has
appeared, and a story dealing with her.
Wittiam, WaTers (Clapham).—VYes,
tha GEm is getting better and batter
each week. Nearly every reader who
writes to mo says the CGxt is by far the
Tom Merry is 5ft. 5iins, tall.
Harry Manners' camera is a presenta-
tion one. It cost £10. Ile uses Roll
film. Manners firmly agrees with you
that photography is one of the most
fascinating hobbies going, I will en-
deavour to hurry his portrait along as
moon as possible, aud, perhaps, a story
dealing wilh him. '
RicrarD ReprerN (Healhfields, Shir-

works a short distance from the village,
and on the banks of the river. No, 2.
Dr. Holmes' house is not attached to the
school buildings. No. 3. Taggles' lodge
is on the left as you euter the main gates
at St. Jim’s. No. 4. Yes; the boys of
St. Jim's each have a washstand by the
side of their bed. No. 5. Yes; the school
supplies them with soap, towels, and tea-

cloths. They have to go to the store-
room every Monday morning and chsnﬁo
them. Eight months out of the year the

plies the boys with coal. They
uy their own matches, No. 6.
The fees at St. Jim's per annum are
£400. No. 7. The grocer at Rylcombe is
Mr. Sands, The confectioner, Mr, Bunn.
I don’t know the others at present. If
Mr. Martin Clifford refers to the shops
in his yarns, he will meniion the names
then. }\Iu. 8. The maids make the heds.
No. 8. The boys keep their best suits in
the dormitory.” By the side of each bed
is & cubicle, and it contains a locker and
room for a large trunk. Boys' sporting
atlire is wsnally kept in the studies. No.
10. Dr. Taylor and Dr. Short are the
two nearest to the school. Now, Dick,
you inquisitive boy, I think you ought
to feel pleased with this lot.
Fraxx R. (Gladstone Avenue, On-
tario).-—Some of the rotters at St. Jim's
are: Selby, Ratcliff, Knox, Cutts, Gil-

school su
have to ll;

¢ 2 ANSWERS TO E

4 [ X ] ° ]

é ¢
B Se>ePe>et-ei0d Geed-e * 00 oie < R s}
¥ rave Tou ™ {Gravesend).—Here Pumping Station. It is a large water- “Vic” [Walihamstow).—Lefevra is

slightiy French, and, as you know, is
quite ‘decent. The St. Jim's first-eleven
lie? Sometimes Langton, sometimes
aker. Manners and Lowther both
arrived at St. Jim's in No. 11 of the
GeM with Tom Merry., They had pre-
viously been at Clavering.

RioBARD R. (Heathficld).—I am going
to publish plans of the interior of St.

Jim's as soon as space allows. You have
got my name all wrong.  There is no
such person connected with these

papers. I do mnot edit the paper you
mention, and neither is it one of the
Companion Papers,

S

Biry Beir (Repton), is very in-
terested to know whether the Special
Cardew Number sold better than the
common or garden copies which appear
their own fault that they found it sold
in the shops, and I have had many
hundreds of letters from readers who
were unable to obtain it, and asking me
to forward them a copy. It was really
their own fault that they found it sold
out. Anyone would have known there
would be an unprecedented demand for
a BSpecial Number.® Now, take my
advice, and when the Special Levison

ey).—I am very glad to hear your|more, St Leger, and Prye. Racke, | Number is announced don't forget to
favouwrite is_the "Gew. Now for your | Crooks, Scrope, Clampe, Chowle, | order your copy. well in advance. In
questions: No. 1. The water which ‘sup- | Mellish, Trimble, Gore, and Piggott. | fact, ?'i\'e your mewsagent a standing
plies St. Jim’s comes from the Rylcombe ' St. Jim's has about 200 pupils. order for the GEW every week !
g_._ g P o0 < e Bt
-
8 3 T T ? ¢
:  CHAT ABOUT ST. JIW'S AND GREVFRIARS. |
Heeves . Pt Sedeae < o ® <
T am told that Tom Merry & Co. have [last person to have conversed with him, | indulging in the fragrant weed, I
found a staunch friend in Tom Franklin, [ but s he had no grievances whaisoever | heartily ~ congratulate the wman  who

the late missing heir of Lord Noddy,
whom they found in the barn. Peor
fellow, by the weals on his body, he must
have sufiered a great deal in the hands
of the rascally Clancy! I wonder how
many of my readers have ever ex-
ienced any of these new *wheels ¥ of
orlune ?
Readers are requosted to keep a sharp
look-out for the grand new serial which
iz shortly to commenco in vour favourite
paper, the GeEM Liprary.  Your Editor
has been to no end of trouble to procure
for you this rattling fine story, and my
only hope is that his trouble will be
justly rewarded by an abundance of new
readers. I feel sure that when this new
serial is published you will all say that
the Gex L1BRARY easily tops the list of
boys’ school story papers. Don't forget,
mow is your opportunity of increasing
your circle of friends by introducing to
them your favourite paper—something
that is really worth reading!

T regret to state that T cannot furnish
auy news at present regarding ‘the miss.
ing Ernest Levison. Scouts have been
scouring the districts in all parts, but up
to the present their search has proved
unavailing.  None of his chums can
account for his sudden disappearance.
Baggy Trimble scems to have been the

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 694,
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with Levison, we can rest assured he was
not “chewed ” up by the fat porpoise.

“Have you a Bradshaw's Railway
Guide?” scems to be everybody's one
great cry nowadays. Why is it? Well,
let me inform you, The **Boys' Herald »
is intreducing this week a grand new

competition. It consists of easy picture-
puzzles of six well-known railway-
stations.  All you lave to do is to solve

the six piclures. Should you name these
correctly you will be the lucky recipient
of a big money prize, or perhaps a mag-
nificent Tuck =~ Hamper filled with
delicious tuck. You have all heard of
these delicious Tuck Hampers and their
contents before, so try now and win one.
These prizes are within reach of all.

Bagley Trimble, Nature's own Tuck
Hamper, has decided to enter for the
above competition, so if this great fat
clam has a chance, I'm sure almost every-
body has!

In the event of ties, Arthur Augustys
D*Avrey has kindly condescended to make
a selection of the neatest. Good old
Gussy !

According to latest information, Clyril
Chowle has made a statement to the
effect that he intends refraining from

throws over such a practice! Good luck
to you, Chowle! I hardly credited a
worm ever turning, but facts are facts,
aren't they?

The juniors of Greyfriars are erving
shame at the scareity of the coal allow-
ance.  Well, their only remedy is, burn
Bunter!

Ephraim Taggles emphatically denics
that he has ever received the support of
anyone. 1 beg to differ, as I know for
an’ absolute fact that ho. has reccived the
“support " of Tom Merry, the captain
of the 8hell having supported him—with
both arms!

“Jessle 8.7 (N.W. 5), writes: “T want
to know about that Ernest Levison stors,
Considering what a very intercsting
character Levison is, I think it's a shame
he should be in the background. There
have been Vernon-Smith stories for some
weeks past in the *“ Boys’ Herald.” We
only hear of poor old Levison in the Gry,
and not very often then.”

My enthusiastic Levison correspondent
will be glad to know that an extra special
Levison number of the Gex will be
coming along soon.

Th
dtrest, London, E.C. 4.
gents for Bouth Africa: The Central Kews

Sulsoription rates : In
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The| Help Yourself
Saving to Save Money

e Amateur
“ Mechanic

Written in simple, non~technical
language by practical craftsmen,
containing 6,000 Illustrations.

SHOWS YOU HOW TO DO THE
RY WRICLEY'S JUICY FRUIT if like the flav- HOME JOBS THAT COST MONEY'

our of fresh, ripe, juicy fruit. here are 6 long- To oaiot aad Mm r“; i:::';**f.’ gloth—To mend broken china—To
Wmle:s:mgg:;y in ey mii]ﬂiilu’:s:t of "!:; r}:‘:ﬁlﬁ - o pair of Band: | ks a cance, eio-—to Hmewhite
basket of assorted [ruit. Every * munch’ brings out a
jukey fruoit flavour—as when eating ripe apricots,
peaches, nectarines, etc.

THE SWEET WITH THE LARGEST
NET SALE IN THE WORLD
A 3d. Packet of WBIGLEY'S JUICY FRUIT bandy in

the pocket means a delicious fruit dessert at any time,
Taste and try, and see how it moistens the mouth,

S e

éd per Bar

Waks Myineeira and {rame
Al about curtain fit-
make metal castings—

gild and restore plcture-frames
—How ta use spanners—To make
doors and windows draught-proof

cleans the tongue, sweetens the brwh, whitens the s var-
teeth, and keeps you feeling fit and fine. etching
summer - houses, make

ate. —N use metal-driiling make

and “use them w
renovate miirrors —Ta | plaster casts, etc., ete.

There ia mo finer “stay> while at school or play. . o

Hundreds of thomsands of Footballers, Cricketers, and upholster furniture in  leather

other Athletes declare WRIGLEY’S to be their FAV- :

OURITE SWEET. It costs so lictle and lasts hours THIS IS SOUND MONEY-

longer than. Sy ot SAVING KNOWLEDGE,
OLD EVE RYwHERE Mr. R. McEELLEN, Ronnky', Mr. G. H. L. METCALFE, Brflect,

D,
writes: ~By its md I Surroy, writes: *I am more than

slrendy repaired my «rud{ulurs pleased to find in the work two
clock. “The next job is the ecam or thres item of the utmost value
phone. nie. Hisn 1 had hai | Torme. I vonsder this s viiuable
a pubhbltlﬂl) of this sart when asget to any home, and no home
T B “Younwer. ' Howewer, my | can be considered complete with-
sons will have the benefis of i€ out & set of these extrenely
useful volumes.”
W, ©. ROY

Mr. . C. R N
Dublin, 1 h.ll!' perEon ‘Kl‘ ‘ZBBR[FF Grimshy, writes:
COSTS LITTLE wanting more Information than | * My sincere comratulations on
2 s contalned page: the way in which this valuable
these fowr velumes b sl wWork nn been mmpxled It hha
LASTS LONG e fow o B Foiae S tomills 30 RS
withaut the letteroress, the phold | able m(nrmatmn Lo me, bot, snaly
e " reproductions have shown me tl Tita TeRard to wy own.irade,
Wrigley's, Ltd., 235, Westminster Bdg. Rd., London, S.E.1 errax of my Waya in the past, bue it hau( also given me an

hen I wﬁ: tryipg to be my own sight inta the rl'nnlrun( anﬂ r‘enl)-

Theehanie.” vating of domest'c things.

“ The Amateur Mechanic™ is a Complete
Self-Instructor in Home Handiness.
SEND FOR FREE DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET
SHOWING SPECIMEN PAGES FROM THE WORK

AR Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fyicen Days' Free Trial,

LLOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Prompt delivery. Save Dealers’ Profits, Big Bargainsin
IShop~ Sciled and Second. yeles, _Satisfaction
fewcanesd or Money 1' i

Ofter of Sample Bicycle, -
A Tn tha WAVERLEY BOOK CO.. Ltd. (U
¥/ MEAD CYGLE COMPANY. Iroornd, Gratls Beot)e (o Farnandon Bimect, Lomden, E64.
ESL2Y Dent. B6O7, BIRMINGHAM. Please send me. without charge, your Tro

86l
Elluatrnrd Booklet, iming_all ]mrncnlm .

' a.so lmorm tmn a‘

E L EC I RIC LIG H l . 0_"_3' 80,000 N Complete Work for &
BATTE SWITCH, REFLECIOR, LAMP, Citizens are g;—rvlydnuwx:al“u;u. Iayment, cis basnes |

= 3 < nents,
IN 'JItL cnms o B &03/ POSAI‘_;A&.“,. . now using. begliming thirts dass after delivary of

Road, ARTON, BIRMINGHADN. i b o i

4 CURLY HAIRU™ Minecurled atance,” writes Malor. Thousandsof tes: | (Sond. this Forni or a-postoard.}

timonials, proof unt aummu:' * Ou ns um straighteat hal 1/5, Y

R dbes v USRI (Dept Gl Uoper Masta b1, Drghon, | | Armatenr ADDRESS oot .

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSBLE, 15 d 12_by 10 EN. Mechanic.” O.IN. 192

ilﬂ HOTO MATERIAL & CATALOGUE
FiA 8&1!’].!8 ERBE—IE’ECE%TW JULY ROAD, LIVER POOL.
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Is ERNEST
LEVISON in
difficulties ?
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: B GGY TR]MBLE " The Paul Pry of St, Jim's indulging

: A : o o= in his favourite hobby. .

- (Another Splendid Portrait Study Next Week). Special Art Poitraits of the Greyfriars Janio:s
are given FREE withthe ““Boy’s Herald.”™ You-should' add the:~ to your colkection. -




