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CHAPTER 1.
Figgins on the Warpath !

rleof St Jim’s.

looking out into the

anted, for the second time,

2en crossed

Liter, Wiggy?” grinned Kerr. “Cot the

in love?”’

srowled Figgins. “I almost wish

Blow th

“Weil s might!” agreed Kerr.
loose end .yseli, and it would liven things up a bit Got

- = any wheezss?”

or omethmg; it would be §omething

is rain! I'm bored

sag those School House worms this

“T'm feeling at &

“TlL tell you what, Figgy,” said Fatty Wynn eagerly.
“Why not spend the afterncon in the tuckshop? You got

3 quid from your un

“Ass! Al you t

hink about is gr

y cle this morning, didn’t you? I.think
that’s & ripping way—" : ’ i

ubl” snorted Figgins.

= >

. No sooner does Herr Schwartz, the new
German master at St. Jim’s, set foot in the
school, than he fallsfoul of Monsieur Morny.
That first encounter between the two masters

~marks the beginning of a- bitter feud that
assumes alarming proportions and sets, the '
whole school wondering where it will ends When '

_the end does cerne, it is -one of the amazing
results of # stupendous wheeze —the Jape of
‘he Terr: :

“In any case, you fat-cormorant, I want that quid fcr
some new running shoes!” _ : ;
“Qh, that’s rot, Figgy,” snorted Fatty Wynn.
to say there isn't going to be a feed, after all?
“Sorry, old scout; but I must have those runming shoex
There’s only ‘one way I can think of to give you a fec!
out of it, Fatty—" =
“What's that?”
“By buying the new shoes with the quid, and giv
you the old ones to chew,” explained Figgins gencrou
“How’s that?” | *
“You—you rotter, Figgy! Fancy making roiten jolkes
over grub! Oh, you—you——-7> =
© “YWell, that’s all I can do for you, Fatiy,” said Figgins.
“Took here, Kerr, old chap, can’t you think of a wheezt—
we simply musin’t waste a whole half*holiday doing nothf’%ka
And those School House worms are getting a bif Hoo-A
cocky of late. Only this morning;that cheeky cad, F ke, 1 »

“ Mean

pitched a rotten apple ab me; luck®y it hit Darzelet the,
Sixth instead, and Blake got six of P45 Best Stail Y€ TF
intention was there, and it’s up te? gs to pub the chiely (TR
worms in their place.” : = e
“Blessed if I can think of anything 12 yawned EeswTe. - g

. £Copyright in the United States of America.)




it

—STARRING TOM MERRY & CO., THE

SRRWA

ey

TR

AN AN AW o
RSl

“You're jolly well not trying to,” grumbled Figgins,
his own brow -wrinkled terrifically with deep thought.
“If only we could think of an excuse to go over there,
we'd jolly soon find a chance of making things hum.”

“Well, that’s easy!” grinned Kerr. “The giddy new
Gerpan mas expected this afterncon, isn’t he? Why
not slip over t ¢ if he’s turned up?  That’s a good
excuse.” =

“My hat! Just the very thing!” said .George Figgins,
slipping down from the window seaf, his brow clearing.
“That’s it, by Jove! Good .for you, Kerr! Once we're
there we’ll jolly soon give the School House wasters a
high cld time. Come on!”

“Oh, I say, Figgy—"

“Come on, you fat barrel, or TI'll roll you there,”
snapped Figgins. “We may even get the chance to raid
a fecd, you ass!”

“Oht Oh, right-he, Figgy; T'm on!”

The enticing possibility held out by Figgins was enough
for Fatty Wynn, and he followed quickly enough then.

For New House juniors to venture into the rival House

outside class hours in the ordinary way was a preceeding
fraught with danger—unless one had a good excuse, that
is. _And now they had a good excuse; it was quite a
natural thing fcr the juniors to be curious to know if the
new master had come, or to get a glimpse of him if he had.

So Figgins & Co. got their caps and started out in 2
very cheerful frame of mind. Just as they were making
for the stairs, however, the incessant ringing of a telephone
bell brought them to a-halt. 2

*“Hallo, that’s Ratty’s phone!” remarked Kezr.
> as if he’s not in to answer it.”

“He isn’t—spotted him hoofing it across to the School
House some moments ago,” said Figgins. ‘Better answer
it, perhaps.”

Without further ado, Figgins ran into the Housemaster’s

_study; though never over-eager to oblige the irascible Mr.

“ Sounds

=

3
CHUMS OF ST, JIM'S!

Ratcliff, he realised that it might be
an important message. The leader of
the New House picked up the recciver.

“Hallo! Hallo{” -

Over the wires came a rather thick,
guttural voice.

“Ach! Is tat St. James’ School,
1T | AR
.““Ob, my. hat!” Tiggins placed a
hand over the mouthpiece of the trans-
mitter and turned a grinning face to
his chums.
master, chaps. Ach! Mein Gott! He's
got a giddy accent you could cut with
a knife. Talk about old Scneidert
Shush !? i :

cheerily,

“Yes; this is St. Jim’s, sir!
you wish to speak to Dr. Holmes
Is tat Dr. Holmes speaking

Did

97

“No, sir; they hawe pubt you through-
to the wrong House, sir. Bui—"

“Vat is dat?

} Lo von of ter liddle poys. Hein?”
"~ “You're speaking .to a junior from
‘the New House, -sir,” said - Figgins
frowning.s “Dr. Holmes is over at the
School House. If vou have any message
for him, sir—-"" -

“J haf von vish to speak mit him,”
came the reply. “Is it tat you cannot
put me trough to Dr. Holmes, mein
poy?”

“No, sir! But I'll give hima & mess-
agoe if you like, sir!”

8 “Ach! Tank you, mein poy. TIerry
goot ! Vill you kindly tell Dr. Holmes
tat T have—what you call him-—missed
mein train at Wayland, and shall gum
on mit meinself by der next von, hein?”

Oh, yes, sir!”

“You vill give him ‘der apologies mif
md, mein poy?”

“ Oh, quite, sir!”

“Tank you, mein poy !
Tell him Herr NSchwartz
message, ain’t it?”

“Very well, sir!
anguage-master, of course, sir?” _

“Tat-is so! Tank you ferry mooch,
mein poy!”

And the Herr rang off. Figgins chuckled. His eyes

Terry goot!
sends der

were gleaming as he placed the receiver back on the hook

and led the way out of the study.

“What is it?” demanded Kerr, eyeing his chum curiously.

“What did he want?”

“He's missed his giddy train,” grinned Figgins. “Sounds
quite a decent old sport, mit it! Ach! Let’s hope he’s
not such a ratty old brute as Senecider was, anyway. §
say, I've got a wheeze, yo. chaps.”

“Well, what’s the idca?’ asked Kerr. “Something for
the giddy new Herr, or for those School House worms?”

“IWhat-ho!” answered Figgins, his eyes gleaming. ©1
say, old Schwartz has missed his connection at Wayland;
that means he won't be hers for another hour at least.”

“Well, what about it?” ?

“What about it!” chuckled Figgins, smacking Kerr
heartily on the back in his glee. “Just this, my pippin.
You're going to be Herr Schwartz for one hour only, Kerr !

“Qh, am 177 ejaculated Kerr, eyeing his chum blankly.

“Just that!” grinned Figgins gleefully. “Don’t you
sce the wheeze, you thick-headed dummy? ¥ou disguise
yourself and talk like a giddy Hun, and turn up here as
old Schwartz. You steer clear of masters, get hold of
those School House worms, and put them through the mill
See the idea?”

“Oht Oh, my hat!” gasped Kerr. “J—I see! Bui—bul
E know a better wheeze than that, Figgy !”

£ You dp ¥

“yes,” said Kerr grimly  “You turn up as the Heer
instead of little me; then if anything goes wrong, as it's
p_(}m”gd to do, you get the chopper instead of me! Sce the
ideat? ;

“Ha, ha; hat!” roared Fatty Wynn.
idea, Figgy!” :

“You silly idict, Kerr!” snorted Figgins witheringly.
*Of course I should make a muck of it; but you wouldn’t;
. _Tue Gex Lisrary.—Nos 1,046,
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“It's the giddy German,

Figgins took his hand away and called

Ts it tat I am speaking ‘

You are the new
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you jolly well couldw’t. There isn’t a chap in St Jim’s
who ean lick you at impersonating anybody. Don’t talk
rot! Look here, old man, it’s the jape of the term—don’t
turn it down, for goodness’ sake I’

“That’s all very well,” said Kerr, though he looked
veflective. “ But——"

“Blow your buts! said Figgins. “Don’t you see whab
a ripping wheeze it would be? You'd be able to pull
those chaps’ legs no end. You could test ’em in German,
and lick "em—nake ’em do anything, in fact. Why, it’s
great !

“Hm! Well, perhaps it would be rather a lark!”
grmned. Kerr. “But you chaps must be on the spot in
case things go wrong.” e

“Yes, rather! ©h, good man, Kerr!” said Figgins
enthusiastically.  “You'll tackle the job, then?” &

“Well, yes, [ think I could manage it,” chuekled Kerr,
his own eyes beginning to dance. “ Masters aren’t hikely
to be hnocking ahout in the afternoon. I could make
straight for the Fourth or Shell studies, for that matter.
Yes, it sounds easy enough, and I’m used to hearing old
Scneider spout. Donner wetter! Himmel! I tinks dot I
vill tak it mit meinself on, liddle poy. Hein!”

“Good man!” gurgled Figgins. “My hat! You've gof
old Seneider off a treat, anyway! Nobody's ever seen this
new merchant, so youll be as safe as houses, Kerr! Let’s
get back to the giddy study right away and fix up things.
We’ve got plenty of clobber and make-up. And I'll give
the dear old Herr’s message to the Head when you'ye
finished—what 7 *

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather! Come on, then. Better get a
move on.” <

And, quite keen on the
a rush to the study to fix things up for Figgins’ great jape.
'The afternoon didn’t look like bein wasted, after all; in
fact, it promised to be quite - lively, though for whom
Figgins & Co. didn’t know as yet.

CHAPTER 2.
A Regular Hun !
it BEASTLY rot, I call it!” said Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth indignantly. “Who wants to learn German,
anyway ?”

“Goodness_knows!” remarked Jack Blake. *I
lmow I don’t, though I suppose there are people who
mug it up even when they aren’t forced to. There’s no
accounting for tastes.”

“I-once knew a chap who mugged up languages as a
hobby,” said Digby. “He was a bit queer in the upper
story, though, 1 fancy.” !

“Must have been,” agreed Talbot, with a grin. ““Any-
way, they might have given us a rest from German now
0}1](] Scneider’s gone.. Haven’t we got enough to learn without
that 7

“Hear, hear!” 3

“Yaas, wathah! It is wathah a pity we did not point
that out to the Head,” *said Arthur : Augustus D’Arey
thoughtfully, “The extwa hour usually given to German
could have been devoted to footah, or somethin’ weally
useful and important, you know.” : o ;

“Well, it’s not too late even now, Gussy,” said Lowther
seriously, *“The giddy Herr hasn’t arrived yet. - You could
slip along to the Head and give him our views, Guasy.”

“Bai Jove! I weally do not think—->

“Put it to him straight,” advised Lowther. Point out,
that it isn’t even patriotic to force chaps to learn German
when some of ’em—chaps like Trimble here—don’t even
know English.” = =5

“Why, you rotter, Lowther— v ¢

“Be firm in the matter,” went on the humorist of the
Shell. -~ “Tell him the feeling in the Lower School is
strongly against imported goods. Make 1t quite clear that
I'rimble, especially, has no desire to learn German. Perhaps
the Head will then eancel the appointment and turn the
giddy Herr back—and perhaps he won’t.” %
- “Weally, Lowthah——?»
~“Ge on, Gussy—do it now!” urged Lowther enthusiastic-

“Ounly put some exereiso books in your bags first,
old chap.” =t

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Weally, Lowthah, T am quite_awah that you are onlay
wottin’, you wottah,” said the swell of St. Jim’s.. “The
Head has wathah stwange ideahs on what we should learn,
and I am quite suah it would be useless for me to pwotest.”

“Go hon!”?

- +“None the less, T weally do feel that we could do quite

swell without learnin’ wotten German,” said Gussy, looking
about him for approval. “I quite agwee with Talbet that

~ we have more than enough to learn as it is.”

“Hear, hear!” = 5

‘The approval of the noble views of Arthur Augustus
came quickly enough. Like Baggy Trimble, nobody wanted
E GEm LiBrany.—Np. 1,046. 5
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job now, Kerr led the way _Wit-h: =

" seemed fo.eéome from his boots.

wwknow a word of German, sir.

- German master stepped towards him,

Price 2d.

to learn German. Latin and Greek should have been
allowed to remain dead languages in tho view of the
juniors.  Much as they were ready to believé that the
language of “la belle France” was beautiful and useful,
they felt that they could rub on quite well without the
trouble of learning it. But they most emphatically did not
want to learn German, and were mosy eloquent on the
subject. :

. We ought to write home ahout it,” grumbled Trimble.
‘I'm jolly sure my pater never wanted meo to learn
German; it’s taking time from the other lessons. Fancy

having o pay big fees to learn something you don't jolly =

well want to learn! Rot, T call it!” =

“Blessed if I can see how it affects you, Bagegy!”’ said
Blake. “The gi
that matter,
until you've grown whiskers,” :

“Yah! Who cares twopence for that!” snorted Trimble®
“¥ say, you fellows, I wonder what sort of 3 beast the
new man will be? Bound to be a beast, of course. Pro-
bably a fat, square-headed rotter, even ‘worse “than old
Scneider——* . B ~

Trimble paused suddenly, struck by t@eb that sﬁeﬂ— :
of the juniors were pulling extraordinary faces at hiim.

“What the thump’s the matter?” grunted. “Vah'
Ain’t I jolly well right? This new an master’s bound _
to be a beast—" 7

“Ach! Himmel!” Vot is it tat you call me? Poy, how
dare ‘you, ain’t it7” >

Trimble jumped, and wheeled round like a spinning top.
‘Then his jaw dropped.
© “Oh crumbs! Oh Jor' ” he gasped faintly. -

Having had his back to the door of the Common-room,
Baggy Trimble had failed to see the podgy little gentle-
man who happened. to be standing there. But he saw him .
now, and he understood the meaning of the extraordinary
contortions on the faces of his hearvers. :

The stranger was short and he was fat, and he had sandy
hair, a huge walrus-like moustache, a rather big and reddish
nose, and he wore big, round spectacles, In addition, he
wore a big, wide-brimmed black soft hat, and & suit of a

vivid black and yellow that was loud enough, as Lowther =

afterwa;ds put it, to be heard at Wayland, -

But his identity was unmistakable, or so the juniors felt.
His guttural voice alone was enough to tell them that,

“Oh ernmbs !’ murmured Lowther. “The giddy German
master! Trimble’s for it!” 3 S

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jovel!” o :
+All eyes turned upon the German Fentlemén, .who w3
fairly glowering through his spectacles at the shivering
Trimble. :

“80,” he exclaimed grimly, “tat is
your Cherman master, ain’t it? “Ach! Yot are von liddle
vascal! So der new master is von fat be: i, heini”? :

“Oh dear! T—I say, sir,” gasped Trimble, his fat little
legs lmocking together, “I wasn’t speakibz of you -at all,
sir—of course not! I-—I was speaking old Taggles,

_the porter.” =

The little gentleman grimly. entered the*room and closell
the  door hehirid him. . Then he p the handbag he
carried. down on ‘the floor. 5 .

e

“Dat is vun pig He, poy,”
vos speakingsef, ain’t it? Ach! I shalll h you meinseif
most “teverely.. In der first place, you vill der abologies
make. And T insist tat it in the lofely Cherman language
you make him, poy.” . 4 :

“Oh dear! I-I say, sir,” groaned Trimble, “I searcely
Won’t it do in English7”
«®#“Ach! Vat? Is it tat you knows not von word of der
beautiful language ‘of der Faderland?” gasned the littie
gentleman, glowering round at the staring juniors. “Ach!
If tat is der state of der knowledge of Cherman i der
school, ten it is time I gome to feach her therg, -hein!
Touch your toes, poy, at vuncel” ;

“Oh erumbs! What—what for, sir?” =

“To cnable meinself to administer der punishwicats of
course, poy.  Aftervards I vill—what you call him 7—test ‘dor
oder poys in Cherman, also. Aechl  Touch your tees at
vunee {” T F

“But look here, sir—"

“Obey me dis instant pefore!” roared the new master,

he voice that
iself tat you

3

" with a ferocious glare that made the hapless Trimble quake.

“ But—but——"

“Ach! Donner wetter! Touch
vunce, poy!”

It was a bellow.

your toes mit yourself ab

Trimble hesitated, but as the angry
he bent double and

attempted to touch his toes—a very difficult matter for the

fat youth. Instantly the angry little gentleman raised aloft

his big, green-covered umbrella
tervific swipe,
_ Craek!

,“;Ya-rroo,eodﬁ 4

and brought it down with a

¥
giddy fees your pater pays are all wasted, for
You'll never learn anything if you stay heres,

3

Sl(xow you speak of

d



Trimble howled fiendishly as the gamp descended with a
resounding whack,

“Dere, mein poy!” observed the now master severely.
“Led tat be von lesson to you pefore! I am amaze tat der
lofely Cherman language haf been so neglected mit itself,
ain't it? t is tat I shall persuade der headmaster to
haf der Cherman lessons in der half-holidays and in der
evenings mit 161"

“QOh, my hat!”

“0Oh, bai Jove!”

Tho jupiors groarved in dismay at the possibility of grind-
ing at bxe]rman on half-holidays and in the evenings. The
{coks they gave tht new master were not amiable. Ierr
Ludwig Schwartz promised to be a “ Hun ” indeed !

“Now we vill deal mit der rest off der poys,” resumed

Herr Schiwartz, glowering round at the staring juniors.
“Stand in von row together, mein poys—he hear me, hein ?”
The juniors stared at each other and hesitated.

A Prince of Story-Tellers—Maitin Clifford ! B

Tom halted; it was as far as he could go.

“Ach! Go on, mein poy! Vat is it tat you wait for mit
it? Is it tat you cannot translate tat ferry simple sentence,
hein ?” almost shouted the Herr, in great horror. . “Mecin
gootness! You shall be punish for fat ignorance pefore.
Touch your toes this ferry instant, poy!”

“ But—bul look here, sir—" gasped Tom, flushing:

“Touch your toes,. vill you!” rpoared Herr Schwartz,
almost dancing with great wrath.  “I vill not be opeyed
mit der disobedience! Ach!”

With one stride the podgy little gentleman reached Tom
Merry, and, grasping the startled junior by the back of the
neck, he doubled him up by nwin foree. Then swiftly the
shabby “gamp ” came whizzing down.

“Ow!” gasped Tomn Mevs “Ow-ow !?

“Now, der next poy!” gasped Herr Schwartz. “Der poy
who does not opey on der instant vill get two strokes
pefore, instead of vun!®? . :

Turning the corner at a terrific speed, the bogus Herr Schwartz barged full-tilt
Like two rubber balls meeting in“rsid-aiw' they bu'rr,\!ped together, robcunded, and then dropped ts
Ow on Dieu !

master. Crashl

the floor. ‘' Ow!’”

“Quick! T vill be opeyed mit it!” shouted the Herr
angrily, taking auother step forward, with his hefiy
umbrella raised aggressively. “Ach! Von second 1 gif
vou, and der poy not in line 1 vill meinself trash, isn’f it?”

“OhL, my hat!”

There was a scramble to get into line. Trimble was the
fast. He hLad imagined Le was not included in the general
order, but a thump from the gamp on his fat person made
Lim “jump to it ” with a yelp.

* Now, mein poys,” said Herr Schwartz, waving Lis gamp
ominously, “I vill test you in* der Cherman langnage so

peaufiful, 2in’t iti Ve vill take der sentence: *Ignorant
blockheads are ve in dis House.” You poy at ‘der end vill

speak it first in der English, and den ‘tranpslate it into
Cherman.  Be quick mit 1t!”

“Oh crumbs!”

Tom Merry Lappened fo be at the end, and, after a bricef
hesitation, he repeated the strange sentence, ‘ Ignorant
blockheads are we in this House '— i

“Ferry goot! Now go on mit der translation pefore,
mein poy!”

“Oh dear! T—I don’t know the German for = Fom
paused and made a desperate effort. “ Un—unwiffened der—
ger c,l’ummkopf—l mean, dumm—dumm—dumm—-—  Oh

ear! -

into MNonsieur NMorny, the French
(See Chapter 4.)

“Oh crumbs!” - :

Talbot came next, and he gol just as far as did Tom
Merry in the translation, and then he stuck. Tho next
instant the gamp came into play again. Bui only oncejs
Talbot obeyed the command {o “touch gus toes ”’ with
alaerity. Y

Lowther came next, and after him, in swift succession.
cameo the rest. > ;
Merry, some not so far. and some either copied Tom, or else
made no attempt at-all to tianslate the sentence. At ali
cvents, all of them failed in the ““test.” 2

For tha cext few minutes that terrible gamp was busy.

With voflagging energy the litile German master warmed
to his work, leaving a line of gasping, groaning, and
squirming juniors # his wake. g
“ Dere 2 gas?:ed Herr Schwartz, reaching the end of the
row at last. © “Der ignoratice of you poys is disgraceful
mit it! I shall make it my pusiness to make you—vat you
call it?—=toc der line mit it! Ach! Tat vas so! You vill
now remain in der line as peferc while I visit der head:

~master mit meinself 1

With that the fiew Cerman miaster waddled towards the
door,” He had scarcely reached it ;however, when the door
e o Tue Gefi Lisrary.—No. 1,046

Some of the fellows got as far ‘as Tom =
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was flung open from the outside and five struggling juniors
almost tumbled into the room.

Three of them were School House juniors—Cardew, Clive,
and Levison—and struggling in their grasp were Figgins
and Fatty Wynn ef the New. House. :

“What the thump——" gasped Tom Merry.

“Bat Jove!”

“In with ’em!” gasped Sidney Clive. “They can explain
what the giddy joke is and why they’re hanging round
the Common-room, my Oh, my hat!”

Clive had just-sighted.the new master. He broke off and
stared at him blankly; but he did not rclease his grip on
George Tiggins, ‘who was laughing explosively as be
struggled. :

“Ach! Vot does dis mean, hein?”’ demanded Herr
Schwartz, eyeing the scene grimly, his eyes gleaming
curiously. ' “Release dose poys at once, dis instant! You
hear me?” o

“Oh! Oh, yes, sir—certainly, sir!”.

Cardew & Co. obeyed quickiy enough; they could guess
who the stranger was. . .

“Disgraceful!” exclaimed the little gentleman. “Dis is
vat is called pullying, is it not? I ?mve vun horror of
pullying! You two poor liddle poys vill come mit me, aud
I vill protect you mit meinself{ Ja! Der rest of you vill
remain mit yourselves in-dis room until I return. You

understand 77
¥

It was a sulky chorus.

Comec mit me, mein poys!”
‘7,

:;%{05, sir !’ :
erry goot!
“Oh, yes, sir 5
Figgins answered cheerfully, and he and the grinning
Fatty Wynn followed the fat little Herr as he waddled out
of the Common-room -

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Tom Merry, as the door
¢losed upon him. “The—-the old rotter! Why, he’s a jolly
sight worse—— Hallo, he’s left his dashed bag behind!
Better run after him with it

And Tom left the line of squirming juniors and grabbed
at the haundbag on the floor. As he snatched it up the
catch flew open, and the contents of the bag drepped out
on to the floor with a thud. As it did so there arose a
yell of amazement. For what had fallen out of the bag
‘qul nothing less than an ordinary common or garden
brick.

CHAPTEE 3.
Not Bargained Fer !

“ AT Jove!” . -
“Well, my hat!”
The School House juniors stared blankly at the

brick. Why the new Germsan master should be

carrying a brick about with him in a handbag was an
amazing mystery.

¢ What the dickens——" Tom Merry was beginning when
he paused, his eyes gleaming. The Herr's strange conduct
had already given rise to vague suspicions in his mind, but
the sight of the brick deepened them. “That’s a jolly
queer thing!” he went on grimly. “I say, what were Figgy
and Fatty Wynn doing, Levison?” he ended suddenly, as
a startling thought crossed his mind. :

“Goodness knows! We caught the bounders peeping
through the crack in the door, doubled up with laughter,”
said Levison. “Why, what——"" :

“That’s it!” shouted Tom Merry. “My hat! Tt was a
jape! That wasn’t the now master at all—it was Kerr!”

*“Wha-at?” : - :

“Bai Jove!” :

““After them!” roared Tom Merry, in great wrath,

He tore out of the room. In the passage ouiside he

- glanced swiftly up and down, and then he sighted the pseudo

Herr Schwartz, Figgins, and Fatty Wynn. They were hold-
ing on to each other and gurgling with suppressed mirth.

'The rest of the School House fellows were on Tom’s heels,
and as they sighted the three a howl of anger went up. But
even as Tom Merry started to lead the rush he pulled cp
short as a dignified form, in cap and gown, appeared in
sight at the far end of the passage.

It was the Head. Figgins and Lis fellow-conspirators had
heen about to take to their heels on sighting Tom Merry
& Co., but now they also saw. the Head, and stood stock-
still, almost rooted to the floor with dismay.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned “Herr Sehwartz.” “I’'m done,
Figgy! Shall I run for it?” : e

“No, you idiot!” hissed Figgins. “Bluff it out until you
]getk:;.,;ehance to slip away; you can do it! Oh, what awful
uck o s

It certainly was bad luck for the New House invaders.
All had gone well with their daring jape, so far, and Kerr's

next move as “Herp-Schwartz” was to have been the rag-

zing. of junior studies in the School House. With Figgins

~and Wynn to hélp him, and*%elieving that Tom Merry &
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Co. would never dare to disobey him and leave the
Common-room, that should have. been easy. . =

But Tom Merry & Co. had left the Common-room, and
now—the Head had turned upi Kerr groaned inwardly.

But he quickly pulled himself together as Dr. Holmes
strode majestically. along the passage. There was nothing
elsa_for it. To bolt would mean a strict investigation, sand
having seen him with Figgins and Wynn, the Head would

know where to look for the impersonator »

The Head smiled as he sighted the podgy little gentleman,
and came towards him with nutstretched: hand,: ; s

“Ah! Herr Schwartz, I presume?” he observed genially.
“I was just beginning to wonder if you had missed your
connection at Wayland.”

“It is der Dr. Holmes, is id not?” said Herr Schwartz,
beaming up at the Head. . “I haf just been’talking mit
d.ese’a) poys; dey are ferry pright and intelligent poys indeed,
SIT, A

“I am glad they have -earned your approval, Herr
Schwartz,” smiled the Head. “Will you kindly accompany
me to my study? I am just about to take my afternoon
cup of tea, and perbaps you will join me?”

“Oh! Achl Ah, yes, doctor!” said Kerr, a look of
sudden dismay in his eyes. “But—but id is tat I have mein
pag in der room behind left. Bossibly you vill allow ma
t?t tal?fg id to mein room pefore joining you in der study
aiter e =

“My dear Herr, do not trouble yourself to do that,” said
the Head genially. “ Where is the bag, Herr Schwartz?”?

“In the—id is der room dere—der Common-room is id
n]ot?” said Herr Schwartz, pointing to the Common-room
door. >

“Very weil! Figgins; kindly get Herr Schwartz’ bag
from the junior Common-room and take it to his room. It
you will kindly follow me, Herr Schwartz » =

There was nothing else for it, and, with a dismal look at
his chums, the .scared impersonatcr followed the Head.
Tiggins and Fatty Wynn gazed after them in great dismay.

“Oh, my only hat!”’ groaned Figgins. “‘fea with the
Head! If he doesn’t manage to keep it up 2

“The Head's a downy bird!’ gasped Faity Wynn, his
face full of alarm. “He’s bound fo tumble to it sooner or
tater! Oh deari?

_“Poor old Ke#r I’ groaned Figgins.
Oh crumbs ! Here, keep off—"

Figgins yelled as both he and Wynn were surrounded by a
swwarm of School House fellows

“No fear!” exclaimed Tom Merry grimlye “Vank tho
rotters along, chaps! This wants looking intol?

“Yaas, wathah!”# e

Despite their struggles, Figgins and PFatty Wynn wero
dragged into the Common-room by drate School House
fellows. The game was up now with € 1ggi
saw that.

“Now, you beggars ! snapped Tom
know what this means, Figgy? W
up as the new master 2” :

“Of course it was!” snorted Jac
rotter——" St :

“Rag the New House sweepsl?,

“Smash the eads!” = &

“Boil ’em in oil !

“Yaas, wathah.” o :

Figgins grinned feebly as he looked round at the furious
taces of the School House juniors.

“Here, keep off I” he gasped. I say, you fellows, never
mind that now. Old Kert’s fairly in the soup! You might
We'se got to

“We might ha\"e?

~“Wewant {0
“Kerr dressed

get old Kerr out of it somechow !

“Bai Jove |” . :

“You—you cheeky worms!” snorted Tom Merry. ** Never
mind that now, eh? Never mind bemg taken in and made
fools of by that cheeky cad Kerr. Make it pax, eh?2- 1
don’t think !” - 5

“Smash ’em!” roared Herries excitedly. “We'll teach
‘em to comie over here with their rotten games!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Oh, my hat! 1 say, you fellows might be decent!”
groaned Figgins. “Old Kerr’s bound to be bowled out!
He’s gone to have tea with the Head, and you know how
kéen ”the Head is.. You don’t wan: to see Kyerr sacked; do

ou?

“Bai Jove! Wathah not!”

“Well, p'r’aps not, though the spoofer deserves it!” said
Tom Merry, frowning. - Hold on, chaps, we can deal with
the cheeky rotters afterwards. But what the thum
done, Figgy? Kerr’s got to go through with ik
afraid !” . e

“We must do something,” said Figgins, a worried

‘can bo
Pm

own
creasing his brow. “If only we could get the Head out ofr™" "
: = 4

the study somchow——"

=
3
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- “My hat! Supposing the real Herr turns up—-" r

“That's just it] He telephoned saying he’d missed his
connection, and was coming on by the next train,” groaned
Tiggins. “He may be along any minute now !” -

“ But—but—-" : : :

“J took the telephone message, you sce,” said Tigew,
with a faint grin. “That's what gave me the idea. I wish
T hadn’t now ¥ S BT
- “Wo'll make you wish you hadn’t, too, yet!” said Tom
Mérry grimly. “But, look here! Why not use the phone
again to wangle the Head out of his study? That'll give
Kerr his chance to bolt!”

“My hat! It’s risky; but——" 3

“Better take the risk than let Kerr get a giddy flogging,
if not worse!” said Tom. *“You can use Railton’s phone.
Hae’s gone over to Wayland.” :

“QOh, good!”

Tt was certainly worth trying, and half g dozen School
Housé juniors escorted Figgins and Wynn to the House-
master’s study. They waited outside, and Figgins was not
long inside the study.

“Well 7 said Tom Merry.

“All serene!” said Figgins, breathing rather hard. “If
needed some nerve to do it.. But—well, it's done. I told
the Head he’s wanted over at the New House. Didn’t give
him a chance to ask who was speaking. He'll think Ratty
wants him, of course. Now we'd better clear out and
wait—"

“No you jolly well won’t!” grinned Tom Merry.
“Coltar them "and yank them along back to the Common-
room, chaps!”

““Look here——"

“You've done all you can to save Kerr,” zaid the captain
of the Shell grimly, “and now you’re going to get it in ihe
ueck for playing such a trick on School House chaps!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh, you—vyou rotters! Teggo!”

But the protestations of Figgins and Fatty Wynn were
unavailing. They were forcibly escorted back again to the
Common-room.

“Now, my giddy jokers!” grinned Tom. “You've had
vour laugh, and now we're going to have ours! We haven’s
a gamp handy, but I think a couple each with a cricket-
stump will meet the case.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“You-—you rotters!” roared Figgins, *Leggo, or T'll
smash the lot of you! Why, T'll Oh, my hat!”

In the grasp of many hands, the leader of the New
House juniors was spread-eagled across a form, and held
there while the sentence was carried out. Faity Wynn had
his turn next, and again the sturap was laid on with a will.

“Now you can go and see what’s happened to Kerr!”
grinned Tom Merry, as he laid down the stump. “And lect
this be a giddy lesson to you. Boot them out, chaps!™

“Yeas, rather{  New House wasters!”

Struggling furiously, Fatty Wynn and Tiggins were
rushed to the door, and several boots, forcibly applied,
helped them out into the passage.

“Oh,”you—ﬂnu rotters I roared Figgins. “Ilere, what

\

ar
*Ha, ‘ha, hal®

Tiggins didn’t stay to finish his sentence. He lcaped to
Lis feet and flew, and Fatty Wynn followed him with sur-

rising agility, as the Sc-ho'ol\Houso juniors seemed about fo
use their boots again.

“Well, they tock us in, but I fancy we got the laugh in
thc-' end,” grinned Blake. “Let’s go and sec how Kerr gots
on!”

“Hold on!” said Lowther, whose eyes were gleaming.
“Look here! That was a jolly good wheeze of theirs; but
two can play at that game. What about my having a go?”

“JXh? What the thump do you mean, ass?”

“What I say!” grinned Lowther. “I'm not so far behind
old Kerr when it comes to impersonations—you fellows know
that. Well, why not play their game? T'll impersonate the
giddy Herr, and slip over to the New House. They’ll think
it's the real goods this time—even Figgins himself will, for a
pension. I'll make the bounders sit up, I can tell you!” ..

“Bai Jove! That is wathah a good ideah, Lowthah.

" But I weally think you had betfer aliow me to do the
impersonatin’, you know,” said -Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
shaking his head. 2

that’s a corking wheeze, Lowther, and you’re the man for
the job. ¥You're not so good as old Kerr, perhaps, but
you've pulled off bigger jobs than thisi” -

“Yes, ratherl”

“Good wheeze [ S

There was a chorus of enthusiastic approvali® Lowther,
second only to Kerr as an impersonator, and an invlferate
practical joker, was undoubtedly the man for the job. And
the idea of paying their rivals of the New House back in
their own coip, appealed to the School Heuse juniors.

vLow*h, . &1

¢ : o E = * Lowthér hurriedly.
“Rats!” said Tom Merry, his eyes dancing. “ By jingo,- -

» Liathom:
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“CGood man, Lowther!” grinned Tom. “Those New
Tlouse worms need putting in their places, and you'ro the
man to do it. You'll have to buck up, though, before the
real goods turns up.” :

“My hat! Yes. Come on! You fellows can help me to
make-up,” said Lowther gleefully. “1’ll make those mer-
chants over there sit up! You see if I don’t!”

And as the chums hurried away with him, they -chuckled
and agreed that he would.

— —

CHAPTER 4.
Two of a Kind !

ONTY LOWTHER was an adept at making-up, and

there were plenty of suits to choose from in the

School House property-box. The juniors at St.

Jim’s were very keen on amafeur theatricals, and

willing hands were soon helping Lowthep with his malke-up.
What had happened to Kerr they did not know as yet, but
it certainly needed plenty of pluck to tackle such a job,
considering how Kerr had fared. Still, Lowther felt quite

certain that everything would go without a hitch., Fis -~
: L

chums could only hope so.

In a very short space of time Lowther was ready. He
had chosen a thick mustard-and-pepper-coloured suit, a
black, wide-brimmed trilby hat, and a pair of huge, yellow-
brown hoots. He wore a thick ginger wig of hair, and a
pair of bushy, ginger eyebrows, with a heavy, drooping
moustache to match, while a pair of gold-rimmed eye-
glasses, and a very florid complexion finrished the picture,
excepting, that is, for the pillow that provided the necessary
padding.

“My hat! You look a treat, Monty!” gurgled Tom
Merrj, eveing his chum over. “You look more like the
genuine article even than Kerr did, and he was jolly good.
Mind you don’t forget the giddy accent, though.”

“Yaas, wathah! Don’t forget that, deah boy.”

. “Ach! Not likely, mein poys!”

*““Ha, ha, hal”

“Yowll do,” grinned Blake. “Now, go ahead, and mind
vou don’t get collared like the other giddy Schwartz”

“My dear man,” said Lowther, in his own voice, ‘“‘vou
can leave that to me, old sport. I faney I'm not such an
idiot as to walk right into it like Kerr did. Not me.
Here goes!”

Lowther opened the door and marched boldly forth—
right into Mr. Lathom, who happened to be passing just
at that moment. The two collided, and then they both
itaggered backwards, Mr. Lathom only just saving himgsel
from sitting down on the iinoleum.

“Oh, bai Jove!”

There was a sudden silence. It was really most unfor-
iunate.

“Poof!” gasped Mr. Lathom. - What—what—— Oh!”

Mr. Lathom sighted Lowther then, and his wrathful ex-
pression changed. Knowing the new German master was
expeeted that afternoon, he did not nced to ask who the
“stranger ” was—or he imagined he did not. :

“Ow! Oh!” he gasped, trying hard to lock genial. ¢ My
dear ‘sir, I am very sorry—very sorry indeed. I trust you
are not hurt? It was most unfortunate.” y

“Ach! Nein; I vos not hurt mit meinself, ain’t it!”
gasped Lowther, pulling himself together desperately. “1
trust tat you vos not hurt mit yourself, It vos mein own
fault, and I vos tender der apologies.”

“Pray do not mention it, my dear sir,” said Mr.-Lathom

politely, blinking short-sightedly at Lowther through his

glasses. 2 You are Herr Schwarlz, of course? I am Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth Form,” he added; smiling,
as he held out his hand. *“‘Have you seen Dr. Holmes,
Herr Schwartz?” : :

“Nein; id is tat I haf mot yet dis afternoons,” said
os just lookin’ for mein rooms, und dese
liddle ngys ¥ kind cnough to speak mit meinself on der
subject. 2@ 3

, the headmaster is expecting you, Herr Schwarlz
1 bolieve hd Was delayed tea so that you might join him
on your rrival,” said Mr. Lathom. * Allow me to escort
3‘.9}1 7} udy, my dear Herr,”

‘Ach® “¥%t is not necessary, mein goot friend!” gasped
“After I haf been mit meinself to
mein rooms I vill gome to der headmaster’s study, of
neurse!»”J al I trust I shall see you again shortly, Herr

“One moment, Herr Schwartz.” As Lowther was about
to hurry -eway the master_of the Fourth interposed hastily.
As a matter of fact, Mr. Lathom knew the Head was wait-
ing—or believed so—and, being a kindly little gentleman,
fic did not wish the Herr to cause Dr. Holmes any annoy-
ance. The Head did not like being kept waiting. It was
Here -Schwartz’s duty to report to the Head immediately

: S o EE RS Taz Gem Yasranvy.—No. 1,046
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‘on his arrival. “You will excuse me, I am sure, but I
think it would be as well for you to report your arrival
at once to Dr. Holmes. You could ecall in whilst on your
way to your room.”

“Ach! Ferry goot, Herr Lathom,” stammered Lowther.
“It is ferry goot of you, sir. I vill rush off mit meinself
at once, hein!”

“I will come and introduce you, Herr Schwartz !

My, Lathom wanted to be kind, but the hapless Lowther
did not think it kind at all. He groaned. But there was
no help for it; to protest further would have aroused Mr.
Lathom’s suspicichs doubtless enough. 8o he gave his
chums a hopeless look and waddled along the passage with
the master of the Fourth.

But Lowther had no intention of visiting the Head’s

study, if he could help it. His mind was working at top
speed in a.desperate effort to devise a way oub of his pre-
dicament. Twice during that worrying journey he at-
tempted to give the Fourth Form master the slip, but
cach time Mr. Lathom looked round at the eritical moment.

The door of the Head’s study was in sight now, and
T.owther saw that his only chance of escape was to bolt
the moment Mr. Lathom opened the door of the rcom.

But ric - cher’s luck was out.

For even as Mr. Lathom knocked and grasped the kneb
the door was opened from inside and Dr. Holmes stepped
out into the passage. Behind him was the disguised Kerr.

The Head was speaking over his shoulder, and he did
not see the two in the passage for the momens.

“If the letter is of great importance, Herr Schwartz, I
should certainly attend to it without: delay, as you say,”
he was remarking, a trifle impatiently. “If you will
accompany me I will show you your room. The post leaves
here—— Bless my soul!”

The Head had turned his head and caught sight of Monty
Lowther—Herr Schwartz the third! 5 s

He almost fell down as he stared at him in utter bewilder-
ment. Mr. Lathom almost did the same as he suddenly
sighted Herr Schwartz the second. There was a sudden,
dreadful silence, and then both Lowther and Kerr acted.

Naturally, George Francis Kerr imagined it was Herr
Schwartz 1n reality, and he did not stay to get a good
look at him; he just darted past the Head, past the
astounded Mr. Lathom and Lowther, and took to his heels.

Monty Lowther was scarcely half a second after him
in doing likewise. The gamé was up, with a vengeance,
and the only thing for it-was instant flight.

* What—what—— Bless my soul! Impostors!®

“G-gug-good gracious!” 3

The Head and Mr. Lathom stared, transfixed, as the two
impostors bolted headlong down the corridor. At the end
of the corridor a group of juniors had halted. They were
Tom Merry and his chums, who had followed Mr. Lathom,
anxious to know what would-happen to Lowther.

They knew now, and they scattered to right and left as
Monty and Kerr came pelting along. Kerr was leading by
several yards, and he was going great guns. ;

But he soon lost the lead. Turning the corner leading
into the hallway he barged full-tiit into a short, dapper
little gentleman, with a smartly-trimmed “Imperial ” and
equally smartly-trimmed moustache. >

It was Monsieur Morny, the French master at St. Jim’s.

The collision was unavoidable and terrific. Like two
rubber balls meeting in mid-air they bumped together,
rebounded, and then dropped with two distinet bumps.

£é O\v ! 313
Mon Dieun !”

“The next instant Lowther came peliing along, and only
just in time did he swerve to avoid going headlong over
the two on the floor. Two seconds later the second Herr
Schwartz had vanished through the hall doorway. Lewther
was an obliging fellow as a rule, but he saw no necessity
to_stay and help, in the eircumstances.

But Tom Merry & Co. came along the next moment, and
_ they could scarcely aveid helping. Monsieur Morny was
sitting on the linoleum, gasping as if for a wager, and
blinking about him dazedly. The hapless Kerr was doing
likewise. =

Tom Merry and Jack Blake fairly wrenched Kerr to his
fest.

“Quick!” breathed the captain of the Shell. “Hook it,
you ass! Go while the going’s good! Make for eur study,
if you like, and change there!”

“Ow! OCh erumnbs!”

Tom’s whispered words penetrated to Kerr’s dazed brain,
and, pulling himself together, he scrambled to his feet and
bolted on again. But the hall doorway was much nearer
than Study No. 10, and Kerr was anxious to reach his own
study in the New House, if he could. : -

But he was unlucky, however. Even as he made a bee-line
for ihe doorway Darrell and Kildare came in from the
quadrangle. chatting together. ; :
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Kerr had to make a swift decision, and he
Twisting abruptly, he changed his direction, and,
for the stairs leading up to the studies, he flew ujp
two at a time.. He vanished, leaving Kildare and D
staring after him blankly. - e

. - =g
CHAFPYER 5. ==

The Genuine Article !

&« ON Dicu! Mon Dieu! Vat—vat is=it_zat have
happen? Mon Dieu! I am hurt—¥ am injure
viz me!”

. Monsieur Morny groaned as the juniors
turned their attention to him, and helped him to his feer.
The little French gentleman was panting and gasping, with
both hands over his rather prominens waistcoat. Kerr had
been hurt by the collision, but ‘Massoo had had decidedly
the worst of the encountdfs 7 -

He blinked about him dazedly, his usually pale features
red with wrath and indignation. s =
“It is zat I am attack—assault!” he panted. “Ze

scoundrel — assassin —did * knock me down viz him!

Ab-h-h-ah! Poof ! Vere is ze raseal zat knocked me down

viz him 7% ;

And Monsieur Morny glared fiercely about him, his eyes
fairly glistening with wrath.

“He’s gone now, sir,” said Tom Merry, winking at Blake.
“It must have been an accident———" -

“Mon Dieu! It vas not ze accident!” hooted the angry
Mossoo. “Feoutez! It iz zat I am- Ah-rrr-ah! I
know him! It is ze new Sherman master, n’est-ce-pas?”
he added, in sudden enlightenment, his eyes glinting with
fury. ““His face I know not, but now I have him guess.
Mon Dieu! Zis ts—> oo

“What is the matter? Monsienr Morny—> :

The Head’s voice interrupted the irate Frenmeh master.
Dr. Holmes hurried up with Mr. Lathom at his heels, and
he looked in amazement at the excited Monsieur Morny.
The Head’s own face was dark with anger.

““What is the matter, Monsicur Morny ?” he shapped. “I
am surprised—astounded to hear this commotion, What
has happened ?” =

The French masier waved and gestieulated excitedly,

“It eez zat I am assaulj by =zat rascal, ze Sherman
master!” he shouted. “I am insult; I am humiliate; I am
hurt viz myself 1

“I do not understand you, Monsienr Morny !* snapped
the Head. “Yon say that the new German master has
assaulted you?”’

“Oui, oui, monsieur! I am valking along ze passage
ven ze rascal zat I do not know rooshed into me viz him-
self. But after I vemember zat ze new Sherman master
he is expected zis afterncon, and I guess viz myself zat he
is Herr. Schwartz. I am knock ovair viz myself, and 1
am hurt severely. Oui, oui{” :

“Bless my soul!” The Head understood now. “Yeu say
that it was Herr Schwartz who rushed into you?”

“Mais oui, doctairt I walk along viz myself, ven ze
scoundrel he rush into me like ze cannon-ball. 1 do not him
see clearly, and ze ozzer person viz him I do not see at all,
for I ar’n knocked down—pooof! But zat is ze new Sherman .
master ”

“Then I think you are mistaken, Monsieur Morny,” said
the Head. “I am inclined to believe that Herr Schwartz
has not yet arrived, and that the person who collided with
you was a rascally impostor!” 2

“Mon Dieun!” T

“1 was completely deceived at first,” said the Head
grimly.  “Though I certainly felt that the individual's
person and manner was strange, to say the least of it.
The other person was also an impostor, and I feel eon-
vinced that they wers either juniors, or older boys,
masquerading as Herr Schwartz. = Like Mr. Lathom and
myself, Monsieur Morny, you have, I fear, been the victim
of practical jokers.” e

“Mon Dieu!” gasped the little French master. “I am

overcome viz astonishments, doctair!”
“They were just making their escape when one of them %

collided with you, apparently,” said the Head, his face
dark with anger., ¢ must be discovered without delay,
and made to suffer’ dearly for this outrage. Ah, Kildare,
one moment, please!”

Kildare came forward, his face showing his surprise and
wonderment. b >

“A disgracefu} thing has happened, Kildare!” snapped the
Head. ‘““A daring hoax has taken place, I believe, and I
wish you to call the prefects together at once and tell them
to make a search for the culprits!” =

“Oh! Oh, yes, sirl” -

The Head explained what had happened, while the
captain of the school listened in amazement, =




- “Tt is quite possible, of course, Kildare,” wound up Dr.
Holmes, “that they were intruders—possibly men who had
sinister designs on the school. But I sirongly suspect that
they were juniors who were carrying out some stupid
practical joke, and that they did not expect to encounter
anyone in authority.”

“I—1 should think so myself, sir,” gasped Kildare, sup-
pressing a grin. “Very good, sir. We'll search the school
thoroughly, though I'm afraid they will have made them-
selves scarce by this time.” :
< %1 am afraid that> will prove to be the case, Kildare,”
sald the Head, his frown deepening. “However, kindiy
lose no time, and make every effort to discover the culprite.

Their punishment for having dared to deceive me in such

42

a scandalous manner ‘will be very severe indeed!

“Oh, yes, sir!” i

Kildare and Darrell hurried away, both of them hiding
grins. They had not much hope of weapturing the culprits.
The Head turned to Mr. Lathom.
" “Perhaps you will explain this scandalous cutrage to the
cther masters, Mr. Lathom,” he said grimly. “Kindly ask
them to make strict inquiries, also as to the identity of the
person who telephoned from the New House, stating that I
was wanted there. It is quite obvious to me that the
message was sent by a confederate of the masquerader in
order to causc me to leave my study.”

“Bless my soul! Scandalous!”
_ “It is monstrous!” snapped the Head. “TFortunately, I
was not tricked into leaving my study to visit the New

House at the bidding of someone unknown; I ignored the ;

message. None the less, it is a very serious matter,” and

@ L

% FOR THE HONOUR OF ROOKWOOD ! ”—Splendid New Serial—Starts Next Week! 9

the culprits must be discovered and severely punished. Will
vou kindly see to the matter at once, Mr. Lathem?”

“Very geod, sir!” -

Mr. Lathom strode away to carry out the Head’s .rders
to the best of his ability. The Head departed, breathing
hard with indignation.

. “Phew!” breathed Tom Merry.
they’re collared! Oh, my hat!” T

But the juniors were relieved—very much relieved. - They
had more than half expected to be questioned by the Head,
and by the way he looked at them as they marched ‘away
they felt, indeed, that he was suspicious. But he had said
nothing, and they wero relieved beyond measure.

Had he asked them if they had known the identity of the
“culprits 7

Tom Merry shuddered at the thought. It was quite clear
that the Head was in a fearful “wax,” and that it would go
hard with the impostors if they were discovered.

“Parblen!” gasped Monsieur Morny, stroking his waist-
coat tenderly. “Nom d’un nom! I tank you, mes garcons,
for helping me to ze feet. I am hurt very mooch. I trust
zat you know nozzing of zis mattair—you know not ze
culprit, is 1£?”

“The—the chap who butted—I mean, knocked you over—
wore a moustache, sir,” said Tom Merry innocently, evading
the question. “The other chap did, too; and both wore
glasses, I should know them again if I saw them, of course,
sie.”

“Jt is scandalous, as the Head says,” said Mossoo, his
cves gleaming fiercely. “If I catches zem, I shall punish ze

“Now for frouble—if

As George Figgins opened the door a form—turned upside
down, with two juniors crouching on it and two others
pulling—came charging towards him. it stopped suddenly,
shooting its occupants in a tumbled heap on the :icor, amid
an uproar of laughter.  Ach ! wlen gootness !’ gasped
Horr Schwartz, raising his hands in horror. ¢ Vat disgrace-
ful goings on ! ' (See chapier 6.)

one who knocked me down to ze ground most severely.
Hein! I zinks it was ze new Sherman master, and I zink
he does it of a purpose. I should have— Mon Dieu!
Vat—vat— 12

Mossoo’s voice suddenly ended on a note of excited
triumph. . His eyes flashed, and he glowered towards the
hall doorway. Through it had just come a short, fat little
man.

He was middle-aged, and he wore a light twecd suit,
and he carried a Homburg hat in his hand, and a raincoat
over his arm. . He had fair hair, a flaxen moustache
clipped short, and his face was fat and florid, with a genial,
good-tempered expression. s

Who it was the juniors did not need to guess. It was
the new German master at last—Herr Ludwig Schwariz in
the flesh! . = :

But guite obviously Mossoo did not think so—possibly tie
never gave-the new master a thought just then. He fairly
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glowerad ot the litle fab gentleman, hesitating in the hall-
way, and then he dashed forward, echoing his triumphant
ory again. ’ ;

“Mon Dien! It is ze raseal himself! I have caught you,
mon amil” he cried excitedly. “T vill teach you to knock
me over viz.-myself! You vill come wiz me zis instant to
za Head. Mon Dieu! Clest- toi! Je le sais!”

“Mein Gott! Vat—vat-—" = -

The stranger staggered back with a startled exclamation
as the exeited little Frenchman made a swift grab and
caught one of his fat, red ears’twixt thumb and finger.

“Hold on, sir!” gasped Tom Merry, in alarm. “You're
making a istake. This is not the chap—" i

“Taisez-vous! Mon garcon, stand away viz you! Zis is
ze scelerat—ze recoundrel who did me upset viz vielence.
Oui, oui! Mon Dicu! You shall wiz me come to ge head-
mastair at vunce!” shouted Mossoo in great excitement,
still with o vice-like grip on the stranger’s ear. ““Rascal!
Venez! Come viz me!”

“Vat—vat! Donner wetter!

Stop mit you, ain’t it!”
hetlowed the astounded stranger—there

was no possible

doubt as to his identity now. ““Donner wetter! Mein
(Gott! Ach! Ts it dot you vos mad mit it, hein? Stob.
vou scoundrell Let go mit meinselft Yow!”

“Pah! Zink not to escape me twice!” hooted Mossoo.

“Y know zat you vas von impostor, isn’t it! Silence viz
gou! You shall come wiz me to ze Doctair zis instant!”

“Oh, my hat! Stop him!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah! Oh, gweat Scott!”

Bui there was no stopping Mensieur Morny. He waved
the juniors aside with one hand and shook Herr Schwariz
with the other until the new German master fairly
shricked. Though one of the kindest and most good-natured
of men, Mossoo bhad been hurt in his tenderest spof, and
excitable Gallic temperament was roused with a
vengeance. 3

The unfortunate Herr dropped his raincoat, and fairly
danced with amazement and pain. But it was more than
Hlesh and blood could stand, and the little German suddenly
veached out and grabbed Monsicur Morny's “ear with a
thick finger and still thicker thumb. £

“Ach! I gif you tit for tat! Donner wetter! Dis is
von great insult and oudrage, mit it!” he roared, shaking
the little Frenchman in his turn.
hein? You voz vun French pig! Aeh!”

“Vat? You call me ze French pig?” shrieked Mousicur
Morny, dancing now in his tarn. “Mon Dieu! Zis is too
mooeh ! Vill you—— Yarrooooop!”

An extra-special twist of the German master’s podgy
finger and thumb almost lifted Mossoo into the air, an_d
hrought a howl of pain from him. The French master’s
frantic efforts to release himself caused him to give the
Herr an extra-special twist, and the Herr howled likewise.

The secene was ludicerous in the extreme, but the juniors
were too scared to laugh. Clinging desperately and venge-
fully to each other’s ears, the two masters danced and
roared in pain and rage.

But it was a scene that could not last—the two central
i Juniors
and seniors eame rushing to the spot, and then the Head's
deep voice sounded as he rustled up, followed an instant
tater by Mr. Lathom and Mr. Linton.

Yor a moment the Head stared at the seere as though
fe eould not believe the evidence of his eyes; the next Tio
had hurried forward and grasped Monsieur Morny by his
free, gesticulating arm.

“Monsieur Morny, are you mad? How dare you take
part in such a disgraceful commotion in public, and in
this manner!” he thundered. “I am shocked—scandalised,
sir! How dave you, I say! Good heavens!”
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~“Xon Dien! Mon Dieu!® -

The Head’s stern and commanding veolce pencirated e
stantly to Monsieur Morny’s dazed and scattered senses.
Ile released the German master’s ear on the instant: and
the Head's icy voice had the same effect on Hery Schwartz,
for he instantly did likewise. . ;

The two stood panting and gasping, each rubbing a red
and swollen ear. .

The Head glared from one to the other of them.
~ “ What—what does this amazing ecene mean? Monsisuy
Morny, I am awaiting an explanation, sir!” ey

“Mon Dieu! It is zat I have ecapture zo rascally im-
personator, doctair!” cried the Frenchman, excitedly point-’
ing a shaking finger at the crimson-faced Herr Schiartz,
“Zere is ze rascal vat knock me to ze floor and trick you
viz ze impudences!”

“Nonsense! You have made a terrible mistake, Monsieur
Morny !” snapped Dr. Holmes, glancing sharply at Herr
Schwartz. “This is undoubtedly Herr Schwartz himself,
Do I understand———"" ;

“Ach! Is it tat you vos der Doctor Holmes, mib i 9
seid Herr Schwartz, trembling with rage. “Den I must
tell you tat I have mit meinself been attaeked and assaulted
by dis fool madman! Ach! Der scoundrel, der dummkopf,
him have called me von impostor, and have hulled mein
ear mit himself. ‘Ja! - Ach! I vos hurt, I vos injured!
I demand vun abologies from dat scoundrel, othervize I
shakes der dust of dis school from mein feet, ain’t it!”

“My dear Herr,” hastily interposed the Head, giving
Mossco & severe look, “I am extremely sorry that you
thould have heen subjected to such an unfartunate experi-
ence. A mistake has been made, however; some unknown
wmiscreants have been masquerading as yourself, and bave
caused Monsieur Morny to be knocked down and hurk.
On seeing yon, he appavently took you for one of the
rascally practical jokers.”

“Ach! Mein gootness! T am lost mit sstonishments!
But it is tat T am hurt, ‘mein Doctor Holmes.” growled
Herr Schwartz indignantly. “Der monsicur, he vos ferry
careless mit himself.” :

“That is very true, I am afraid, Herr Schwartz,” said
the Head sternly. “An apology is eertzinly due to you
from Monsicur Morny. Monsicur Morny, I think that,

under the circumstances——’

‘the Head paused, suddenly remembering the staring
crowd of juniors and seniors.
“Perhaps gou and Herr Schwartz will sccompany me io

my study, Monsicur Morny,” he went on hurricdly. “This
Is scarcely the proper place to discuss the matter. Mr.
Linton, kindly ~disperse these boy This =way, Herr

Schwartz, if you please!”

“Ja! Ach! Ferry goot, sir!”

The Head strode away with dignified tread and frown-
ing brow. Herr Schwartz picked wp his raincoat and
waddled after him, with the haple but still secthing
Monsieur Morny irailing after them.

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Toem Merry, in an under-
tone. “What a giddy scream, you fellows! There looks
like being some fun hetween those two after this. Did you
sce them glaring ab each other behind the Hesad's baek??

“What price the tug-of-war?” murmured Blake.

& v, Lathom.

The juniors dispiftsed, but they did/hot stop laughing.
Tom Mefry & Co. were still chuckling when they hurried
up to Study No. 10 to see what had become of Kerr.
‘They found him busy at work rubbing grease paing from
tace. ~He had already shed his vivid-coloured suit,
which he liad worn over his ordinary aitire
om Merry grinned as he saw him.
New House jq‘ﬁer would have made himself
tiils, and he had*good reasons for not wanting that.

“Oh, here you-are, Kexr!” he grinned. “Come inside;
chaps, and shus the door—and lock it.”

fo

/
“How dare

B

¢ before

“Bai Jove! Why: should we lock the door. Tom AMewwy 77
_ “So that the giddy bird doesn’t fly,” grinned Tom

2 ‘,‘Xou need’t -hurry, gérr, old chap—you're not

Kerr Saddenly eeased his labours
1R gredd suspicion. “ Here, no games,

o ngb n;t' all 1" ‘smiled Tom AMerry blandly.
our little goke, end it’s 2l over now, isn't

“Jggolk here” sald Kerr uneasily. “I've had a heastly
The Head seemed to be a bit suspicious from the
e’s a dowhy old bird, you know. I knew ihat phone

Gst_be a dodke-of Figgy's; but the Reak wasn't
an‘awful time answering his questions,
matdged to keep my. end up. Then I gob
Fing .to ‘get away hy pretending I had an

write. He secmed jolly surprised, but he
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swall owed 1{3 aH right. I should have got away with it, too
if tho giddy Herr himself hadn't turned up -like that.
say, fancy the fat little beast chasing after me hke that!
He must have guessed 1 was impersonating hin:"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the two juniors.

“Look here, what's the joke?”

“You are!” yelled Blake. “It was old Lowfhel you sﬂly
ass! He was playing your game, onl; Lathom collared
lum and yanked him off to the Head.”

Oh, my only . hat!” gasped Kerr.
h'\sn t turned up yet, after all?”
‘“He has now—-yes"f” chuckled Tom Merry. Anu he told
the astonished Kerr what had happened since.

Kerr laughed feebly: ° ;

“ But—but what’s Low ther’s game?” he said, ey smg them
suspiciously .again. “Oh, I see! Hé's going ‘to -try the
game on with-our chaps at the New Housé, you rotters!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Whe“e is he now?” snorted Kerr.
cur idea like tbat—muckmg the whole chow up!
here, no larks, now; make it pax!”

“leelv, isn’t it? What about those whacks with the
gamp, Kerr? We haven't forgotten, if you have, old
bhean!” g

“It was a joke, and it’s over now ":’growled Kerr. “Look
here, I've jolly well had enough. Make it pax!”

ve’ll let you off if vou behave yourself!” grinned Tom
’\Ieir} “Bub you're not leaving here until Monty comes
back. We're not letting you trog off to spoil his game,
my pippin i
“Oh, you rotters! Look here

Kerr suddenly broke off and made a wild rush for the
door, But Tom Merry had anticipated such an intention,
and in'a flash he had the struggling New House joker in
a strong grasp, and in andther second Blake and the rest
bhad rushed to his aid.

“No good, Kerr!” laughed Tom Merry. ““You're our
giddy prisoner, and you're staying here until Lowther re-
turns.  Tie him up, chaps, and shove him wunder the
table!”

“Good wheeze!” g

“Yaas, wathah! T considah he ought to have half a
dozen with a cwicket-stump first, though, deah boys!”

““Well, 'he'll get that if fie” doesn’t behave himself!”
grinned Tom Merry. “Tie him up for the present, and
then we'll geb tea ready for when Lowthel turns up. Let's
hope he hasn’t come a mucker, t0o.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And, after ticing up the struggling Xerr and rolling him
heneath the table, Tom Merry & Co. started to get tea
réady. But they were rather anxious about Lowther. They
knew that once having put his hand to the plough, Lowther
was not the fellow to turn back, and they wondered how
thg humorist of the Shell was farmv

“Thep—then the Herr

3

“Like him, to c:[cjllall
ook

L1

e

CHAPTER 6.
- Lowther Pulls it Off !

4 HEW! That was a near ‘thing, and 1o mxstake”’

P It certainly, was’ a near. thing, and Lowther

thanked his Ltckv stars for his narrow escape. Im-

mediately on dashing out into the quad Lowther
had made for the old alchway leading across to the New
House. He had chosen to seek sanctuary out of doors, for
one thing, because he felt it was safer; and, for anothel,
because he had no intention of giving up his programme
vet, doubly dangerous though it was now.  Lowther was
danng and reckless when on the war- -path, and he was not
likely to give up the game after all the trouble he had taken.
They would know nothing. of what had happened over in
the New House, and it was against the rival House that
Lowther intended to direct his operations.

It was just as well Lowther did take that direction; for
scarcely had he reached the shelter of the archway, when
Kildare and Darrell came across the quad from the. direc-
tion of the gates. Luckily, they had not spotted him, and
Lowther breathed more freely as he saw them walk up the
School House steps and vanish indoors,

“Oh, good!” breathed Lowther. “Now for it! Tl make
those cheeky New House worms sit up ! Here goes!”

Leaving the shelter of the archway, Lowther waddled
boldly forth and started across for the New House. . There
was scarcely a soul about; for a light drizzle was still
falling, and it was very unpleaaant out of doors.

As ho neared the steps of the riv. ral establishment Lowther
saw several juniors standing in the entrance at the top of
the New House steps, and he chuckled inwardly as he recogs#
nised Figgins, Fatty Wynn, Redfern, and Owen. Figging:
and his chums looked very down in the mouth, and it was
clear ‘they were anxiously awaiting the return of Kerr.

They stared hard at Lowther as he came \‘xaddlmg up to
the steps and mounted them ponderous!y'

“My ]\a«t ” breathed Flggms httle (heammg ok the truth.

“It’s not Kerr!
real good

It—-xt must be Herr Schwartz himself—tho
“What the dickens—-

“T.ooks kas “if Kerr's been bowled o
Fatty W ‘Yes, it’s the blessed
What's he want here, I wonder.” -

Figging wondered also. Lowther
and in their mind’s eye they
to be just such a podgy individual
faot, both Kerr and Lowther had:
nealiy like Herr Scneider, their fors rman -1masier,
as they could.” As Flggrns & Co:’ Pde“‘Louthm now “they
never dreamed that’ he was ‘also an impostor; such a pos-
SlbllltV never even entered their heads that the juniors of
the rival House might play theu own- game - in an attemp‘
to turn the ‘tables on them.

Lowther beamed at the juniors through his glascos ‘as he
slowly and heavily mourtted the steps.

“Goot-afternoons, mein poys!” hie said in a guttural voice
that was the’ essence of geniality. “It is der Vet day, ain’t
it? Is dis der New House vat I am looking for,’ mein

gioane(t‘
nough!

_ young friends?”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Figgins, staring, as the juniors deffed
their caps. = “This is the New House.. _ But—but isn’t it the
School House you want? You’ll find the Head there, sir.”

“Ach! Nein! I haf der headmaster seen, mein poys. Id
is mein tear old friendt Herr Ratcliff of der New House tat
I vish to sec at der moment. I haf der vish to rencw der

= acql(l)&lllltxu‘(‘Gb mit hint at der carliest moment, hoin!”

The New Iouse juniors had had fio idea that Mre. Horace
Rateliff, their -tyrannical Housemaster, was an old friend
of the new German master; they were very surprised to hear
the news, in fact. But thev understood now why Herr
Schwartz was paying their House a vmt—or they imagined
they did.

“Ach! Is not der Herr Ratcliff i in mit himself dis after-
ncon"” asked Herr Schwartz, as the Jumors stared,

“Oh, yes, sir!” said I‘iggms “He's in his study just
now, I think. If you like I'll show you.the way——"

“Tank you ferry mooch, mein poy!” heamed -Hewr
Schwartz. “It is ferry goot of you mit it. Jawohl! I vos
%imxlo!vq to see. mein old friendt IIcrr Ratcliff mit himself,

ein 1”

. “This way, sir!”

Figgins was alw ays ready cnough to obhgo anyone, and

he rather liked the new German master’s genial smile,  They
char g%f ;

all mentally decided he was a decidedly pleasant
from the irascible Herr Scnelder Fatty Wynn turned fto-
accompany his chum; but Redfern and Owen were hanging
behind, when the Herr paused. and blinked. at them.

“You vas gome mit me, too, liddle poys,” he said.: “I
vas lose no time in makmg friendts mit der pupils I haf
gome to teach -~ Ach! Ja! Gome, mein young fuendtb

“Oh, yes, sirt?

Redfern and Owen werc rather surprised, but they grinned
and followed wonderingly. Figgins led the way out of the
hall and along the passage, making for Mr. Ratcliff’s study.
Herr Scliwartz suddo.xly halted outside.a’closed door, beyond
which came a queer, sliding noise and sundry bumps, which
were followed by laughter. and cheers. The lmbbub from
beyond the door, indeed, was mrher alarming.

“Ach! Vat is dis?” he cried, frowning.
in‘dere, or vas dis a bear-garden, hein 1”

¢ Ahem!” Figgins coughed. “That s ¢he junior Commen-
room, sir. You—you see, sir, it’s a wet afternoon, and the
fellows are all indoors. They’re just—just larking, sir.”
“Ach! Dis vill never do, mein poys! .I do not approv
of .such noise and I'IQL‘: mit dcm Open der door, meir
young friendt. Ja!”
¢ Oh—oh, yes, sir!
Tiggins obeyed, though xathu reluccanth ‘He guessed
the fellows were having a “chariot race ” with forms—and
Le was right. As the door opened a race was in progress
and one form—turned upside down, with two juniors crouch-
ing in it, and two others pulling—camo towards the dooxr
Veith a rush. If stopped =udden1y some yards from the door,
shooting its occupants—the = “charioteers’—in a tumbled
heap on the fleor, amid an uproar of yells and howls of
Taughter. : :
“Ach! - Mein gootness!” gasped the Herr, raising his
hands in horror. “Vat a noise! Vat disgraceful goings on
anit it!  Ja! I vas scandalised mit meinself!  Donner
wetter! Dis vill never do! Disgraceful! Stop dat noise
dis ferry instant! Ach!” -

“

“Ts it der riok

133

“QOh, my hat!”- =
A sudden silence fell on the’ room s thc New gﬁaw
Jumors sighted the pedgy little genrlnman in the doorway
“It=—it's the new master!”
. “Tiook out! Oh erumbst” -
: Tae GEm

h crumbs !” : : -
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All eyes  turned on the podgy little gentleman.  They
stared at him with interest, most of the fellows grinning.

Herr Schwartz blinked about him, shaking his head very
seriously. . s AN

“Dis is ven great disappointments to me,” he observed
sadly. “1 had hoped dat der poys of dis school vere vell-
behaved mit demselves. Ach! The noise and commotions,
dey vos terrible! Poys, put dose forms back in dere places
dis ferry instant! You hear me, hein?”

There was a note of command in the words, and several
fellows started to put the forins back in their places.. There
was a buzz of surprise and many rather sulky looks. It was
unusual, to say the least of it, for a language master to
interfere in this manner—especially on a half-holiday, and
more especially with the New House fellows.

“We weren’t doing any harm, siri” growled Lawrence
of the Fourth. *“We'd nothing clse to do, anyway, as it’s
wet outside.”

“Ach! Den it is my duiy io gif you someting to do, mein
poys,” observed the Herr, frowning darkly. “I tink you
vos needs someting useful to do, ain’t it? Ach! I haf der
ferry idea, mit meinself. I vas drill you like they vas do
in der Faderland.”

“Oh; I say, sir!”?

“Look here, sir—"

“Silence mit you!” thundered the Herr, his voice sud-
denly becoming most ferocious. “Now, mein poys, I vas
tcach you, in der beginnings, tat I stand no nonsenss mit
me. You vill all get in line—in two lines—and I vas drill
you. Quick mit you!”

He advanced into the room, looking very determined.
There was another buzz—a rather mutinous buzz this time.

But most of the fellows, after hesitating a moment, began

to range into line.

“Now, mein young friendts!” snapped Herr Schwartz,
turning to the astounded Figgins & Co. “Quick! T vos not
wants to report you to mein iriendt Herr Ratcliff !”

“Oh dear!” ;

Figgins, Fatty Wynn, Redfern, and Owen ranged into

line, and the rest of the wavering ones followed their

examplo quickly cnough. = 'They did not want the Herr
to report them to Mr. Ratclif—far from it. If Herr
Schwartz was a friend of the unpopular Housemaster, then
he would undoubtedly be backed up in his strange proceed-
ings by him. That rauch was certain.

In a matter of moments the juniors were renged in two
orderly lines across the Common-room,

“Now ve vill do der gymnastics, poys,” said the extra-
ordinary new master. “You vill lift der both hands up and
down mit you—up, down. up, down—so!” he explained,
shooting his arms up and down violently. “You vill do tat
until I meinself tell you {o stop. Ach! It is vun excellent
exereise, mit it, and vill keep you out of der mischief, hein?

Der poy who stops vill be punished severely mit himself !"

Ready, mein poys? Ten go! Up, down, up, down! Tat
is right! Himmel! Tat vos splendid, mit it!”

The New House fellows did not share his opinion, how-
ever. But they obeyed, nevertheless—there was little else
they could do in the circumstances. Just or unjust, usual
or unusual, they knew that ‘“Ratty ” would support his
friend in his queer orders. Many of the fellows, indeed,
began to see the humour of the situation, and they went
at 1t with gusto, broad grins on their faces. It was a greet
joke—for the time being.

“But they did not see the humour for long. Lowther was

x\éarming to his work, and he did not give the order to
stop. i

“Tat is right—tat is splendid, mein poys,” he observed
with great satisfaction. “Keep it up—do not stop for von
moment. You are all vot vun vould call flabby and out of
condition mit yourselves. Hein! You vos what you call
him—crocks !
Nein, nein; do not stop, my friendts!”

Some : of the fellows did stop, however; they were on
the point of collapsing. Figgins gave an indignant gasp.

~““Look here, sir—" he began,

“Silence mit you! Der poys who stop vill give me der
names of demselves aftervards. Ach. Up, down, up, down !
Tat is right—so! Continue mit yourselves and do not stop
and I vill go and fetch der Herr Ratcliff to vatch you.
Ach! T vill not be van moment, and der poy who stops vill
be punished mit himself ferry severely. Jal”

With that grim warning Herr Schwartz backed fowards
the door. He fumbled for some moments with the handle,
but it was not until the door had closed behind the Herr,
that a sharp click told the juniors that anything was amiss.

“M-mum-my hat! What the dickens—— Great Scott!
He’s locked us in#” panted Figgins, ceasing to pump his
arms up and down. ‘“What the thump ‘3 he thinking of?
He must be potty ¥

“I’'m chucking it, anyway, and blow Ratty!” gasped

Owen, :
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“Hear, hear !’

There was a chorus of approval. The juniors were fed-up
—more than fed-up. They lowered their aching arms with
gasps of relief. 5 :

“He's the queerest merehant I ever struck!” panted
George Figgins. “T suppose he locked the door so that we
shouldn’t clear, the beast! My hat! He looks like turning
out worse than old Scneider! We'll make him—— Ch,
my only giddy aunt!” !

-Figgins broke off with a sudden yell, and his features
grew crimson with wrath and dismay. §

“What’s up now, Figgy?” groaned Fatty Wynn, rubbing
Lis aching arms. * What—-7" oo

“Can’t_you sce?” bellowed Figgins. “It's all a ‘spoof—
we've been had—done brown! It—it’s a swizz! It wasn't
the new master at all! Dash it all, what new master would
dare to start such tricks on his first day? Oh, my hai! Oh,
my Sunday bonnet! Done—done brown !”’ <

And Figgins groaned aloud in his deep dismay and wrath..

 But—but~—" >

“Can’t you sec?” shrieked Figgins. “Oh, what awlul fools
we've been—what blind idiots! It was Lowther—that fear-
ful rotter, Lowther! He’s done it to pay us back for the
trick Xerr played—the dashed same dodge.  And—and I
never cven suspected it until now: Oh, lor’! Why didn’t
we think of it?”

Oh, my hat !”

“Oh dear!”

“Oh, the—the swecp 1™

They saw it now—at least, they belicved Figgins had
“hit it ” indeed. Most of them had heard of Kerr’s adven-
ture by this; yet, like Figgins himself, they had never
dreamed that the same game might be played on them.

There was a roar of rage in the New House Junior
Common-room. Figgins almost tore his hair in his rage
and humiliation.

*“We shall never hear the last of this!” he gasped. “And
—and—— Oh, my hat! What game will he be up to
now 7"’

Figgins rushed to the door and wrenched at it in a vain
hope that it might not be locked. But it was locked, and
the door was of solid oak. The next moment the rest
swarmed round the door, banging and crashing on it with
fists and feet.

Mesnwhile, Monty Lowther, chuckling gleefully, had pro-
cceded on his way. He passed one or two fellows wlho
looked at him rather curiously, and he beamed on them
snd passed on quickly without arousing suspicion. Outside
Mzr. Rateliff’s door he paused and listened. ;

To his ears came a sudden, rasping cough—it lold him
that the irascible New House master was “at home,” and
opening the door very softly, the daring joker felt round the
door edge until his fingers encountered the key. He plucked
it swiftly out, placed it in the keyhole on the outside, and
turned it in the lock. 5

Click !

A sudden startled exclamation came from within the study,
and Monty Lowther smiled and walked on, meking for
Figgins’.study. He soon reached it, and stepping inside ho
closed and locked the door behind him.

After that Monty got busy. At any moment someono
might let Mr. Ratcliff out, and at any moment Figeins and
his men might: “tumble ” to the truth—indeed, he was
amazed himself that they had failed to do so already.’
Still, they were locked in the Common-room, and the key
was in his pocket, and it would be some time before anyone
found a key to fit the lock.

Lowther placed the key on the mantelpiece, and then he
got' 'to work. First he emptied the coal from the coal-
scuttle over the carpet, adding the cinders from the grate.
This done, he took the jam and other comestibles from the
study cupboard-and emptied the lot indiseriminately into
the empty scuttle. The books from the bookshelves he
simply tipped casually over the floor in & heap.

It was a record rag, and within five minutes the room
looked as if a cyclone had visited it. But the japer of the
Shell was satisfied at last, and after chalking o message
on the mirror, -he left the room and departed, his work
well done—in his view. The view of the New House fellows
was likelysto be that it was too well done!

Lowther avoided publicity after that, and making his
way down by the back staircase, he passed coolly through
the servants’ quarters, and reaching the Close, made a bLee-
line for the wogdshed. Here he shed his disguise, and rub-
bing the grease-paint from his face, he hurried indeors and
made for Study No. 10. He walked in cheerily, and there
was a yell as he entered from Tom Merry and the rest of
his chums who were just beginning tea. :

“Here he is!, Oh, good!” gasped Tom Merry, - “How
did it go, Monty 2"

“You look chirpy enough, anyway,” said Blake. =

“What-ho !” grinned -Lowther, “Where’s old Kerr? I
didn’t see him over therel” *
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“He’s under the table,” said Tem Merry, with a chuckle,
“Yank him out, Gussy !”

Kerr was dragged from beneath the table,

Ho spluttered and glared. =

“0h, you—you rotters!” he choked. : “Look here, -Loow-
ther, you rotter, what have you been up to?” 3

“You'll know presently,” grinned Lowther. “By the
way, you'll find the key of your Common-room on - your
study -mantelpiece, old chap. And if you happen to pass
Ratty’s room you might turn the key in the lock and let
him out. Savvy?” * ; -

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “You—you've locked
Ratty in his study?” EReE ey :

“Yes—and Figgy and most of the New House crowd in
their Common-room,” smiled Lowther.- “I expect they’ll
be getting impatient by now, Kerr. Better go and let 'em
out, old chap.”

“Oh, you—you—"" spluttered Kerr; and he made a rush
at Lowther. Half a dozen pairs of hands instantly grasped
him and held him back. =

“No, you don’t!” chuckled Tom Merry. - “I say, Blake,
old chap, you’'ll find some mouldy sardines in the cupboard.
Yank ’em out and we’ll give dear old Kerr some to take
home with him. A pity to waste ’em, and—— Hallo, he’s
gone |

Kerr had gone! A sudden desperate wrench, and he
was free and flying through the open doorway. -A roar of
laughter followed him. - :

But Tom Merry & Co. laughed still more when Lowther
had related his adventures to them, and tea was a merry
meal in Study No. 10 in the Shell passage that evening. It
was undoubtedly a Schoo! House win, and Tom Merry &
Co. were gleeful and triumphant. x

“We’ll have to keep it mum, though,” warned Tom -
Merry. “The less we sing it over outside the better,
chaps. There’ll be the very dickens to pay if the beaks
get to know who the giddy impersonators were'!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Tom’s chums agreed with him there. It was a
greab score over the New House and, amongst themselves,
Tom Merry & Co. rejoiced with great rejoicings. But the
Head was still on the warpath, and they realised that the
foss said about the matter outside the better.

CHAPTER 7.
The Grub-raider !

¢¢ W UST one sardine——"
J “Neot one!”
“A piece of cake, then?”
““Not .a scrap!” - e
“One of those biscuits, then?”'said Baggy Trimble indig-.
antly. “Dash it all, don’t be so thump-
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: : 5
“Try 4t again ‘and you'll geb -»mc?;e,’—* said Wildrake,
putting down the spoon withh which he had rapped wue
fat junior’s knuckles. “I've said you've had your whack,
and I mean it. You've collared nearly all the butter,
and there’s only a scrap left for Mellish and myself. If
you want any.more you can have a go at dry bread, or’
try the coal.” = g

“ Beast !
hungry—>"

“Starting again, are you?’ said Wildrake.

“Yes, I jolly. well am!” hooted Trimble.
well going—"".» £

“You are!” interrupted Kit Wildrake, rising from his
chair. “You're going out of this study—sharp! Where’s
that fives-bat, Mellish?” ;

“In the corner there!”

“Good! TI'll soon—— Here, hold on, Trimble!”

But Baggy Trimble was gone. And Kit Wildrake, with
a chuckle, resumed his tea. Baggy, meanwhile, rolled
away along the corridor dismally and wrathfully. He felt
he was being very unfairly treated—Trimble always did!
The fact that Mellish and Wildrake had not had their
fair share of tea was nothing compdted to the fact that he,
Baggy Trimble, was still hungry, though he had had more
than his fair share. :
© “Beasts!” grunted Trimble, to himself. “Fancy kicking
a chap out o? his own study at tea-time! And it's too late
now for tea in Hall.” -

The matter was serious in Trimble’s opinion. He very
often had to supplement a study tea.by fea in- Hall; ‘but
the study brew had been rather latestdiday, and now it
was too late for that. %

Baggy ambled on along the passages dismally, racking
his fat brain for some excuse to enable him to visit another
study. There was a light footstep behind him, and he
stood aside to allow Mary, the Scliool House maid to pass
him. She was carrying a tray, and as she passed, a
delicious smell of hot, buttered toast came to Trimble's
nostrils. :

It made Trimble groan, and ‘he watched enviously as
Mary passed into Herr Schwartz’s study.’ She came out -
agailn without the tray, and paused in the doorway uncet-
tainly. :

“Have. you seen_anything of Herr Schwartz, Master
Trimble?” she asked.

“No, I haven’t?” grunted Trimble. : S

“He asked for his tea to be brought to his reom to-
day,” explained Mary. “But he’s out now, and I wonder
if I ought to leave it.” :

“How do I know ?” snapped Trimble crossly. :

Mary sniffed audibly, and then she turned on her -hee
and went back the way she had come. Baggy scowled

(Continued on next page,) .

Look ﬁe're, it’s nob jollj' well fair! Pm

“I'm jolly

ing mean, Wildrake.”
“Not a single biseuit !”” said Kit Wild-
rake grimly. “You've had more “than

DON'T MISS THESE POPULAR BOOKS !,

half the sardines, nearly half the cake,
and most of the biscuits.”

THE SEXTON BLAKE
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“But I'm hungry !” shouted Trimble.

“Then tighten your belt, old nut; it’d
do with a good bit of tightening.” !
“Beast !” :
“Go it!” said Wildrake encouragingly.
“You rotter!” hooted Trimble.
Ain’t T to have any rotten tea, then?”
“You've had your tea, old fat man!”
“I haven’t!” shrieked Trimble. “I'm
hungey yet!” g

“You always are—before and after
meals! Pass the  biscuits, Mellish—or 2
the biscuits Trimble’s left us!” &
. “Look here!” roared Trimble. “I'm.
1ot standing this.  Aren’t I in this
study, and haven't T a right to my tea ?”

“ Certainly—when you bring your own
stuff and stand your fair whack. But

.
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Youw've had all you're going to have,
Fatty.”
“But 'm hungry!” wailed Trimble.
“Oh, change the record}”
“Beasts!” = 5
s 773 GoOd !J’ =
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over 'afad made a grab, - = 8
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after hLer, dnd was resuming his ambling gait when he
puiled up, his eyes gleaming. He had suddenly remem-
bered having seen Herr Schwartz crossing over to tho
New House scarcely three minutes before, while glageing
out of the study window.

“Phew !” murmured Trimble. - “Tt—it’s risky, but—
lianged if I don’t do it !”

And Trimble, with a cautious peep into the German
master’s study to make quite sure that it was empty,
rolled inside the room, closing the door after him.

Then he blinked hungrily at the tray. :

From his point of view it was not much of a meal
cortainly,  Siill, the buttered {oast looked all right, and
the egg, the jam, and thin bread-and-butter, likewise
the single slice of cake, certainly looked very appeti
on the spotless elean cloth. And Trimble was hungry—very
nmgry, indeed!

It was a great temptation. Ile would never have
dreaned of raiding Mr. Railton’s tea, and he would havo
Lad to be very hungry indeed to touch either Mr. Lathom’s
or Mr, Linton’s tea. But in Trimble’s view language
nasters were porsons ‘of not much importance, and Herr
wwartz was only a “beastly Hun,” and of no importance

it all.

So Baggy quickly succumbed.
Within several seconds of entering the study Baggy had
polished off the cake, and then the egg. The best of the
~applies thus disposed off, Baggy turned his attention to
the foast and jam, his ears on the alert for footsteps

They eame quickly enough. :

Just as the fat raider was stariing on the Db
Lutter, ponderous footsteps sounded in the passa
I'rimble gave a gasp. :

“Oh, dear!” —
He started for the door hastily, but suddenly realising

the folly of that, he changed his mind sbruptly and dived-

beneath the table.

- He had just got fairly comfortahly settled there when
the door opened and the podgy form of Herr Schwartz
citered the study. Sl

His eyes fell at once upon the depleted tray, and he
gave a grunt.

“Ach! Vot is dis? Der tea it haf been. brought, but
is not here mit itself. Hein!” Lie gasped.- “Mein gootness!
Somebody vas help himself to my tea, ain’t it?” 3

“Hoe stared blankly at the tray. Trimble was never a
very careful eater—his table-manners left a great deal to
be desired. - He had left a great number of erumbs over
the tray, the table, and the floor, and there were iraces
of the egg and jam everywhere.

“Ach! TIi looks to meinself tat it is der animal, and

vet it der animal vas not; der animal could neffer open der

cgg misb itself. Nein, nein! It vos vun of der little rascals
tat haf stolen mein tea. I vill meinself complain at vunce.
Ach, himmel! It is disgraceful vos!”

‘The Herr starfed wrathfully for® the door. Unforiu-
nately, Baggy Trimble’s leg was sticking out from beneath
the table, and Herr: Schwartz, with a startled gasp,
tripped and fell headlong over it.

Crash! S

Herr Schwartz went down with a concussion that shook
the room. g

*“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Trimble.

Instant flight was the only thing, and scrambling {rom
beneath the table Trimble made a wild, desperata leap
for the door.’ .

But he had not counted upon Herr Schwartz.

The little German was far too plump and middle-aged
to do such acrobatics in safety. He was hurt, and he was
raging. He glimpsed Baggy in the nick of time, and ‘a
fat, strong hand closed on Trimble’s leg as he tried to
scramble past. .

“Ach?” roared Herr Schwartz.  “You vos vun young
scoundrel! Tt vas you, Trimble, den dat haf mein tea
devoured.  Der impudence of you is astounding, ain’t il!
Take tat, and tat, and tat!”

Slap, slap, slap, slap !

“SZw\v! Yarrrooooooogh! Yooooop! Murder! Yow-ow-
oW !

The grub-raider roared with anguish, as the wrathful
Herr proceeded to box his ears vigorously.

“Dere !I” gasped Herr Schwartz, pausing at last. “Now
vou vill gome mit me to der Housemaster! Neffer haf I
it meinself met such impudence as tat! You haf mein
tea stolen and you haf meinself hurt! Gome!” . =

Trimble went—with Herr’s plump fingers hooked in his
¢ollar, the hapless youth had no choice in the matter at all.
‘Two minutes later he was standing before Mr. Railton, while
Herr Schwartz related the story with great fecling and
indignation, e :

“Very well, Herr Schwartz,” said Mr. Railton, fixing a
stern glance on the shivering Trimble.  “This is a very

.TeE Gex L

serious matter. You are aware, Trimble, that your punish
ment for such a daring, impudent trick must be severe??

“Ow! No, sir—that is, I didn’t think about it like that,
sir—in_ fact, Herx Schwartz is quite mistaken in thinking I
took his tea. I didn’t. The—the fact is—7

“Silence! Falsehoods will not help you, boy!” said the
Houvsemaster stornly. “'The matter is quite clear. You will
bend over that chatr, Trimble,”

“Ow'! h dear!  I—I sus-say, sir—Herr Schwartz has
already - whacked—I mean, hit me; he smacked my head
something fearful! I—I believe he’s given me conclusion of
the brain, sir!” .

“What? Nonsense! Bend over that chair!” said Mr.
Railton angrily, “Do you hear me?”

From. the smaller of the two bags that lay on the grass :in the litth
and waved one in each hand. ‘' Dese,’’ he explained, wit!n,a,glz%stlyhs
See chai

And Trimble obeyed quickly, with a jump. He bent
gingerly over the chair, and the next few momecnts were u
ghastly nightmare to the grub-raider.

“There!” gasped Mr. Railton at last. “Let this b~ 2
lesson to you, Trimble! You will also do me five hunored
lines. Go!”

And Trimble went—a sadder if not a wiser Trimbio!

‘CHAPTER 8.
#}le's Revenge !
“F ¥ ALLO! Wi the thum
I ] - “Whar ‘he dickens—"
“What'¢ this game, Trimble?”
The Terrible Three stopped and stared at Baggy

¥

Trimble.
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The juniors were just going for a stroll in the quad, and
were descending the staires, - :
They had just reached the little landing half-way down
the stairs when they ceme on Baggy Trimble—and Trimble
e was certainly acting in rather a strange manner. He was
crouching by the banisters, staring through them intently,
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> glade: Herr Schwartz slowly and .impressively drew two pistols
mnlcal,3 ;' are der veapons !’ ‘' Non Dieu !’ gasped Monsieur Morny.
ek 13,y

ge apparently at the passage below. - There was a bulge in his
jacket, as if something was concealed under it.

So engrossed was Trimble that the three Shell fellows
were almost upon him before he heard them. He gave &
startlod: iiump and blinked round at them in great alarm as
| they spoke.

\ “Oh!” he gasped. “It—it's you chapst What d’you want

\_ to startle a chap like that for? I thought—"

“You thought it was a giddy beak, eh?” chuckled Tom
Merry. “Well, what’s the game, Trimble? What the thump
are you grovelling there for?”

“ And what have you got under your jacket?” demanded
Manners. s
_ Trimble grinned—obviously relie: : b <
tho Terrible Three who had found him thus. His grin was

rather malicious, and his little eyes glittered as he Llinked
at them, %

“I say, you fellows,” he mumbled, “you’d better clear
out, you know. Or you can stop and see the fun if you like.
But you’ll have to be ready to run for it, mind !” e

“Youn burbling fat chump! What d’you mean? What's
this game1”

“Schwartz!” grinned Trimble. “That beast Schwartz!”

“Well, what about him?” e

“I'm going to make the beast sit up ! vowed Trimble.
“The beast pitched into me—knocked me about something
awfult And then he got me a licking and five hundred lines.
I'm in awful pain now !»

1 Merry and his chums grinned.
vidently Herr Schwartz had made a deadly encmy of
y Trimble, in addition to Monsieur Morny, the French

» Herr had been at St. Jimnm’s for two days now, and he
wad quickly settled down. 'The matter of the impersonations
i blown over—fortunately for the impersonators—and
svite a most thorough investigation the perpetrators had

10t been “discovered—nor had Mr. Ratcliff discovered who

12d locked him in his study.

The Head had suspected that the whole thing was &
joke—or outrage, as he prefered to term it—while Mi.
Railton had since looked very hard at Monty Lowther.
Clearly he suspected that practical joker. But there was no
proof—not~a single clue—and the Head and everyone else
in authority had to be satisfied with their suspicions.

Yet, though the matter was almost forgotten now, the
effccts still remained so far as Monsieur Morny and Herr
Schwartz were concerned e .

In the Head’s study the two had flatly refused to shake
hands despite the Head’s efforts to promote peace. And
though ‘Monsicur Morny had made & sort of apology to the
Herr—the Head had insisted upon that—it had been neithe
given nor accepted in good grace. %

(lertainly the little,. high-spirited French master was in
ihe wrong—good as his intentions had been. '~ No man—
German or otherwise—could have been expected to keep his
temper when a complete stranger had pulled hisiear without
any apparent rcason. On the other hand, Mossoo was hurt,
and his natural .antipathy for Herr Schwartz’s nationality
had done the rest,

At all events, it was known that they were not on speaking
terms, and to the juniors, at least, it was all very funny, and
they looked upon the feud as a great joke. Actually they
rather liked the good-natured and easy-going German
master, -

None the less, he was not so easy-going as Monsieur
Morny, and fellows like Trimble and Mellish had soon dis-
covered they could not cheek Herr Schwartz with impunity—
a fact the slackers did not like at all, and they did not share
in the general feeling that the Tiew master was a decent
sort. :

And now, Baggy Trimble had still further reason to be
“up against ? Herr Schwartz. - Tom Merry & Co. had heard
ihe story of the stolen tea, and they grinned at the sight of
‘I'rimble on the warpath.

“The old rotter—made my napper fairly ring!” repeated
T'rimble impressively.

“Tt would—being empty !” said Lowther sympathetically.

“J¢’s nothing to make rotten jokes about!” said Trimble,
his eyes glittering. “Fancy a beastly old German being
allowed to smack a chap’s head, eh? The awful Hun! T tell
vou I'm jolly well going to make the beast sit up !”

“1 shouldn’t try,” grinned Tom Merry. “You see what
vou got last night for making him sit dewn—at least, fall
down! But what’s the little game now, Baggy—you haven’s
told us yet7 What’s that under your giddy jacket ¢” :

Trimble grinned, and, opening his jacket, he disclosed to
view a large jar. In it was a thick, black substanee, liquid,
and decidedly smelly,

“It’s some stuff ¥ mixed myself,” explained Trimble. “It’s
soot, and ink, and gum, and paste, and some stinking stuft
1 boned from Glyn’s study. T'm going to make that beastly
[lin a present of it on his napper, you know ! See?”

“Oh! Oh, my hat!”

“He's gone into the library higher up the passage—TI saw
him go,” grinned Trimble. “He’ll be back any sec: now.
Vou fellows keep out of sight and watch me!  You'll sco
some fun in & minute !”

“ You—you fat ass!” ;R
“You—you burbling chump!” breathed Tom Merry.  Aie
veu potty, Trimble? Youll get flogged—-" :

““Rats! - You chaps sheer off if you funk it,” sneered
Trimble. “Funking isn’t my style, I can tdll you. I'm

" going to make that beast sit up! - Made my head ring, and

got me a licking, besides the lines. And I bet T get another
licking *cause I haven't done the rotten lines yet. Fll show
the beast what’'s what |¥ =
- Tare Gex Lisrany—No, 1,046.



% Every I)Védnesd*ay.

“Oh crumbs!” : L onaes . ;

The three stared at Trimble in some alarm. They knew
he was what Manners called “a vengeful little toad,” and
they could see he was in a vengeful mood now. Trimble
was obviously on the warpath, and the uneonscious Herr
Schwartz was to be his victim, apparently. And if the
German master did get that fearful-locking mixture on his
head, there was likely to be serious trouble for Trimble.
A flogging would be the least he would get, if caught.. .

But Trimble, apparently, did not give that possibility a
second thought. = ;

“Well, you awful idiot?” snapped Tom Merry. . “Hand
that stuff to me, you footling duffer! D’you want to get a
flogging or the sack, you fool 7” o

“Rot! T'll jolly well watch I donlt get caught,” grinned
Trimble confidently. *Catch me! I just tip this over the
banisters on his silly napper, and then 1 sheer off. Nobody’ll
know who did it, and—— Shush! Mgy hat! Here he
comes! Quiet!” =

A heavy, ponderous tread sounded in the corridor below,
and Tom Merry & Co. heard a guttural grunting. It was
undoubtedly Herr Ludwig Schwarts, Trimble held the jar
between the banisters, his little eyes glinting.

“Stop, you silly little fool!” gasped Tom Merry in a
breathless whisper, ¢ Here—"

He sprang iforward and made a grab at ths jar in
Trimble’s hand. But he was just an instant too late.
i_[l‘rlmblc,\ with a quick movement, tipped up the jar, and
then—

Swoooosh !

Down swept the black, evil-smelling concoction, full on
the round, bald patch in the centre of the Herr’s close-
cropped hair., i

“Vat—— Himmel! Donner un—— Grooooogh!”

Herr Schwartz’s yell of startled amazement ended in a
queer, strangled gurgling.

It was a fluke, really, that the Herr had got it at all—
or, rather, an accident. -Trimble usually made a mess of
anything he attempted, and had he been left alone his shot
would undoubtedly have gone wide of its mark, so to
speak.  But . -Tom’s unfortunate interruption had made

Trimble act sooner than he had intended, with the result .

that Trimble got a real “bullseye.”

The sticky, drenching, smelling liquid dropped full on
the head of the hapless German master, flowing over his
hair and down his face, and dripping over him like a
smothering, enveloping shroud.
 Spluttering, gasping, and gurgling he staggered about in
_the passage blindly. 5

’fhe{, juniors on the landing.above looked at one another
aghast. San

*“Qh, my only hat!®

£That's done 161” .-

e s

CHAPTER 9. -
: : - Mossoo Inferferes.
4 H, my giddy aunt!” gasped Tom Merry,
The three Shell fellows stared down at the stag-
gering figure below them in breathless alarm.
The German master had found his voice mnow,
and he was giving vent to-a flood of guttural German
between gasps and choking gurgles. Even Trimble did not
move for the moment, so terrified was he at the sudden
realisation of what he had done.

But he did not remain inactive for long.

Hexr Schwartz, the liquid abomination still dripping
from him, gouged madly at his eyes, and then he blinked
dazedly upwards. Trimble withdreww his fat face from
the banisters in desperate haste; but it was too late, and a
gurgling roar of rage escaped Herr Schwartz.

“Oh crumbs!” quaked Trimble; and, with a startled gasp,
he leaped upright and turned to bolt upstairs.

Unfortunately, the Terrible Three had chosen just that
very instant to do the same, and there followed a scram-
bling sort of struggle, all four juniors jammed together on

_the stairs as they struggled to escape.

But the- Terrible Three won through, and the strugglo
ended as Trimble caught his foot in the stair carpet, over-
balanced; and rolled downstairs instead of up.

Bump, bump, bump, bump, burep! 6

Like a sack of coal falling the hapless Baggy went head-
long down the staircase, bumping on each step as he went.
He did not strike the bottom, however, simply because the
vaving Herr, avho had just made a dive for the staircase
on vengeance bent, arrived there at that instant. The
meeting was unavoidable and terrific.

Crash! = T :

In a gasping, struggling heap Trimble and Herr Schwartz
rolled over and over in 519 corridor, Trimble howling with
pain and alarm. e e
- “Grooch! Achi  Donner wetter! Himmel! Scoundrel!”
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gasped Herr Schwarts, still spluttering.  “Gooch! Ach
himmel! Mein Gott! Groooogh! -Poof!”

“Oh, my hat!” 5

Halfway up the stairs Tom Merry and his two chums
stood looking back at the scene, rooted to the spotb in
alarm. They wanted to run, and yet—— -

Tom Merry suddenly reached a decision,” and he ran
downstairs and started to help the dazed and K raging
German master to his feet. He was quickly followed by his

“Ow-ow!

startled chums.-
Tm killed! My
Oh dear! Oh!”

“QOh!” gasped Trimble.
back’s broken! Yow! - -

He staggered to his feet, much too-hurt and dazed to
think of another attempt at bolting yet. And as he did so
Herr Schwartz gave a grunt of rage and grasped him by
the collar. ;

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

Trimble fairly roared as the German master let him have
it hot and strong. Really, no master at St. Jim's was sup-
posed to strike a boy in that manner; but it was evident
that Herr Schwartz thought the occasion called for some-
thing drastic.

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

“Yooop! Yarroooogh!” bellowed Trimble. “Stop him!
Ow-ow! Yooooop! Murder! Help! Police! Yarroocoop!”

“Ach himmel! Tt vas you tat did trow tat horrible
stuffs over mein head, ain’t it?” roared Herr Schwartz.
“Take tat and tat and tat! I vill teach you to treat der
master at dis school mit such outrages, hein! You vas der
scoundrel, mit! Ja! I vas—-" -

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! Vat is ze mattair? Vat—
Parbleu!”

Little Monsieur Morny came buzzing along, the tails of
his black frockcoat sailing behind him. Amazed as he was
at the sight of the concoction on the German master’s head,
his amazement gave way to indignation - as Trimble
squirmed under the hand of the enraged master.

“Vat—vat—— Stop zat zis instant, Herr Schwartz! You
are ze bully—ze coward! Mon Dieu! ¥You shall not use zat
boy like zat! Let him go!” he shouted, and he grasped
Herr Schwariz's arm and hung on to it desperately.

““ Ach himmel! Let me go at vunce! How you vos inter-
fere mit me dare, monsieur?” roared Herr Schwartz
angrily. “Dere! Now he haf gone mit himself!”

It was true cnough—Trimble had gone. The interruption
had saved him. “As Herr Schwartz turned his -attention
from him, Trimble tore himself free and bolted for life
along the passage. Herr Schwartz glowered after him, and
then he turned on Monsieur Morny heatedly. = =

“Ach! You vas vun fool!” he shouted, almost dancing
with rage, and shaking a podgy fist under the French
master’s nose.  “You vas interfere mit vat concerns you
not. Donner wetter ! Look at meinself mit you! Look at
mein face! It is tat I am victim of vun outrages!”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen! Good gracious! Gentlemen,
you forget yourselves! My dear sirs—" ;

Little Mr. Lathom came rushing up, his face showing the
greatest alarm., He was obviously shocked beyond measure
to find Herr Schwartz shaking his podgy fist under Mossoo’s
nose. The master of the Fourth scattered the crowd of
follows that had been attracted by the row to right and
left and then gallantly placed himself between the tw
masters, his arms upraised. ]

‘“‘Gentlemen, gentlemen, I beg of you to desist!” he
gasped. “Bless my soul! Herr Schwartz—Monsieur Morny,
you forget yourselves! What is the matter?”

There was a buzz. The fellows stared open-mouthed at
the scene—only Tom Merry and his two chums understanding
what it meant, of course. Many of the fellows were grin-
ning. openly.  Their only regret was that they had not
arrived on the scene earher, and they hoped that the two
bitter rivals would really come to blows. They quite looked
forward to such an entertainment. T

But they were to be disappointed.

Mr. Lathom was rather a meek littie gentleman, but his
scandalised voice had its effect. Herr Schwartz lowered
his. fist promptly. £

“Vat is der matter ?” he stuttered.
tat. Listen mit yourself.”

The excited Herr took a deep breath fo calm Limself, and
then he proceeded, in a voice hoarse with indignation:

“Listen! I vas just goming from der library—valking
quite galmly along der passage, you understands?—ven ali
at vunce der stuff—der horrible stuff tat you see over mein
head now—it came down mit itself on mein head—svoop!. I
vos astounded, and I vos choked and blinded mit meinself!”
h“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Lathom. “Is it possible
that——"

“1t vos der—vat you call him ?—fact, Herr Lathom !” said
Herr Schwartz, waving his hands excitedly. “ Ferry vell!
I vas blinded mit meinself. But ven I
got ‘der stuff from mein eyes I looks upvards, and den—den
I sees-him; it vos der vicked poy tat is so vat—Trimble {2

“I vas scon tell y(_)ju
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“Trimble !” ejaculated Mr. Lathom. “Do vou mean that
it was Trimble, of my Form, who played this outrageous
trick upon you, Herr Schwartz?”

“Ja, ja! It vas der vicked poy, Trimble! I looks up-
vards, and I sec him. But tat is not all, mein Herr. I vas
ferry angry, and I vas run mit meinself to catch him, and
I vas just reach der bottom cf der stairs when der young
rasgal, ho gomes and knocks me down mit meinself.”

“Good gracious! The—the boy dared to knock you down,
Herr Schwartz”

“Jdal! Dat is so. Ile vas fall on der steps, and he vas
grash into meinself, and knocked mc down mit himself.
I vas hurt—almost shivnned mit meinself 1 said the Herr
indignantly. “And so I loses mein temper, and I smacks
der young rasgal’s head mit mein hand.” Vas I not right,
mein Herr 77

“Ahem !” Mr, Lathom coughed. “Most certainly he
deserves the mosi severe punishment, Herr Schwartz. I am
amazed that he should have carcd to commit such an out-
rage |”

“Ferry vell—ferry wvell!” exclaimed Herr Schwartz,
becoming excited again as he pointed an accusing finger at
Monsieur Morny. ““Den vhy should der monsieur interfere
mit me ven I was giving der young rasgal vat he vas
deserve. - He vas interfere mit himself, and he vas call me
vun pully, and he vas allow der Trimble to esgape me, mit
himself. Ja! It vas so!”

“ Oh !)J

Mr. Lathom understood now why feeling ran high between
the two language masters. He looked at Mossoo, who was
trembling with his own excitement—though he certainly
showed uneasiness now.

“Mon Diea! Mon Dieu! It is zat I not know ze facts
of ze case, Mistair Lathom !” said Mossoo shrilly. “I along
ze corridor come viz myself, and I see ze Herr pullying
zat garcon, Trimble®!! T fecel it the duty to interfere, n’est-
ce-pas? Zat is ze truth, and ze Herr 2

“You vas haf no rights to mterfere mit meinself ! shouted
Herr Schwartz heatedly. “ You vas vun pig fool !”

“Vat! You call me zat? Zen I calls you ze Sherman
peeg, and——"" x

“Gentlemen !” cried Mr. Lathom, glancing round at the
grinning juniors, “I beg of you to end this scene—this
public exhibition. I beg of you to accompany me to my
room, and the matter can then be seitled in private.” |

" It was hard lines en the giddy Herr, though!

“I vas vant no settlements mit der inderfering French-
man !” hooted Herr Schwartz. “Ach! I vas refuse to have
noddings to do mit him!” -

“Herr Schwartz—my dear sir, pray calm yourself !

“Vas I not galm? %ould you be galm mit der stuff over
der head and faces, and mit der bumps all over himself ?
Himmel! I vill haf no settlements mit der monsieur; but
der vicked poy, Trimble—"

“You may leave ‘me to deal with Trimble, Herr
Schwartz,” said Mr. Lathom. “Rest assured that his
punishment will be very scvere indeed. I am amazed and
shocked that a boy in my Form should be guilty of such an
outrage upon a master!”

“Ach! Fery goot! I vill now to der bath-room go!
Ach! Tat vicked poy—-7" !

Muttering to himself, Herr Schwartz waddled away,
mopping his features with his bandkerchief. His parting
glare of hatred at Monsieur Morny was returned with
interest by that excited little gentlemsn., Mr. Lathom
ordered the crowd to disperse, and walked away with the
gesticulating Frenchman,

The entertainment was over—much to the disappointment
of the juniors. :
“Well, my only hat!” grinned Tom Merry.

giddy scream !

“What a
Poor old Schwartz—and poor old Mossoc !
That fat
rotter Trimble wants pulverising. . Anyway, Lathom’s
optics were gleaming with wrath, and I fancy dear old
Jaggy's for it!”

“Yaas, wathah!

“Hear, hear {”

That was the general view. The fellows felt that Baggy
Trimble deserved all he was likely to get.

And serve the little wottah wight !”

CHAPTER 10.
Baggy's Scheme !~

AGGY TRIMBLE got it “hot and strong” with a
vengeance.. Mr. Lathonr was very reluctant to report

the matter to Mr. Railton. He was a kind-hearted

man, and he knew that‘the “performances” of Herr
Schwartz and Monsicur Morny wouid not find favour in the
eyes of the Housemaster—and certainly not in the august

~ (Continued on next page.)

Don’t Miss this
Fine Gift, Boys!

HAVE youseen MODERN
BOY yet? No. 4 is just
out and you should buy it at
once. This new weekly is the
most up-to-date paper for
boys in the world, It is
just exactly the sort of paper
youhave alwayswanted, for it
is packed from cover to cover
with pictures, articles and
stories, and contains the very
latest in Invention, Adven-
ture, Fiction and Hobbies, etc,

There’s an amazing story

of South Sea adventure, con-

tributed by Sir Alan Cobham;

a Schoolboy yarn by Gunby

Hadath—and don’t forget, a

ripping coloured metal model
as shewn above,

FREE METALMODEL
of SEGRAVE'S Record-Breaking
1,000 H.P. “SUNBEAM”

The Most Up-to-date Boys’ Paper in the World

(in COLOURS)

with TO-DAY’S

I

BUY A COPY TO-DAY . .. Zd. {

THE GEM LIBRARY.~No. 1,046,



* Hun himself in the revenge line,

I8 Every Wednesday,

eyes of the Head. So Mr. Lathom dealt with the matter
himself by giving Baggy Triumble six of the best and
strongist with his newest cane, with an imposition of two
hundred lines to accompany .it. It was heavy. punishment,
but certainly much less so-than the flogging Baggy deserved.

Not that Trimble felt very grateful, however—quite the
reverse, in fact it only served to increase his desire for
vengeance upon Herr Schwartz,’.. As Manners had said,
Trimble was a “ vengeful little toad,” and he was.a regular
But Herr Schwartz was
not the.enly one now-to be included in Baggy's dark
ilcheme’of véngeance. :_Mossoo was now placed on Baggy's
1st, : b : :

As a matter of fact,- Mossoo had come to the conclusion

that he certainly had been a little hasty in interfering.

between the Herr and: Trimble: Certainly Herr. Schwartz
was not supposed to smack the heads’of juniors; but,-in the
circumstances—well, Mossoo could not help feeling that he
would have doné the same. ; <n

But. that conclusion did: not make“Mo,ssob feel in the
slightest degree any friendlier towards Herr Schwartz—far

from it; it only made him feel very angry against the cause
of the trouble—Baggy Trimble of the Fourth, And as
Mossoo was taking the Fourth for an hour that afterncon,
Trimble did not have a rosy time at all. Mossoo gave him
particular attention, and when a master gave Trimble atten-
tion, Trimble had a very bad time, for the fat vouth was
lazy and a hopeless duffer. So Baggy rolled out of the
Fourth Form room that afternoon after classes sore both in

mind and bedy, and fairly seething with rage. The sight of -

Herr Schwartz and Mossoo being boiled in oil, and after-
wards -drawn and quartered, would have been the most
enjoyable sight on earth to Baggy just then. §

And, to cap all, Trimble got no sympathy from anyone.

“You asked for it, you fat idiot !” grunted Blake, * Per-
haps it will teach you a lesson!1”

“Twimble nevah learns fwom expewience !” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, shaking his head.  “I feah it will not do
the little wottah any good, you know !”

“You shut up, D’Arcy!” snorted Trimble, scowling.
“Two hundred lines on top of:a licking! And I’ve not done
those beastly lines for Railton yet! It's awful! I'm ach-
ing all over! Oh, won’t I just make that beastly German
sit up! And that beastly Froggy, too! Fancy rotten
foreigners being allowed to do what they like with us!”

“Ha, ha, ha 2%

“Yah! Beasts!” hooted Trimble, his eyes glittering with
rage. “PTll make someone sit up for this, you see if I
don’t {? ; S i

And Trimble rolled away. ;

It was the same in Study No. 2, which Baggy shared witl

Wildrake and. Mellish. ~Trimble got no sympathy from
cither, and his remarks to Wildrake resulted in that junior
taking Baggy by the scruff of his neck and kicking him
out of the study, i B

Baggy then included Wildrake in his list for revenge, and
volled away again, his fat little mind revolving the most
weéird and-wonderful schemes of vengeance against all and
sundry. His dismal, aimless wandering brought him at last
outside Herr Schwartz’s study door, and then Baggy paused.

He hesitated a moment, and then applied bhis eye to the
ieyhole. Bui the key was in the lock, and obstructed his
view. Yet the sight of it gave the fat youth an idea. He
remembered how Mr. Ratcliff had been locked in his siudy,
and how the perpetrator had got away with it !

Why shouldn’s he?

The scheme took Baggy by storm, and he gave s swift
glance about him. 'Nobody was in sight,  and Baggy acted
swiftly. He opened the door gently, twisted his head round,
and, grasping the key, drew it out and closed the door
again. , :

“Ach! Vat is tat? Ach! Vat—"

Click ! =

Baggy had turned the key—on the outside. Herr Schwartiz
was locked in his room. Baggy looked about him again,
chuckled, and placed his mouth to the door.

“Yah!” he called, imitating Mossoo’s high-pitched voice. .

‘‘Zat have put you in ze hole, ze Sherman pig! Yal!
you are ze Sherman cochon—ze villain cochont  Yah !”

‘“Ach himmel! Vat—vat—" :

Trimble chuckled as Herr Schwartz was heard to rush
to the door. The knob twisted, and as he found it was
Yocked, Herr Schwartz gave a roar of rage. -

“Ach! ~ Donner wetter !
me in mein room, ain’t it?

&

Ach! Himmel!” he roared,
pen der door mit you! Open dis door diz ferry instang

mit yeu?!’ : &
Rattle, rattle, rattle! :

5

The door fairly shook as the raging German master
struggled with the door-knob. 3 == : e
“Yah!” Trimble fairly hugged himself with glee. “Yah!

Sherman beast! Cochon! Parbleu! Mon Dieu!

: Yah!
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Beastly Hun! Come out of ze room and fight me wiz ze
fists, Sherman pig! Yah! You are afraid to fight viz me!
Yah! Coward! Poltroon!” : =
“Ach! = Donner und blitzen!” bellowed Herr Schwartz,
still tugging madly at the door. “How gome I out of der
room ven you lock der door? Der schuft! Donner wettert
I vos strikes you mit me ven T gets out!  Ach himmel!”
“Rats! Go.and eat coke, old sausage!” Baggy was

. using words and. phrases that Mossoo was not likely to use,

though Herr Schwartz was scarcely likely to notice that in
his ‘excitement. . : ’ L5
. “Rats! Mon Dieu! It is zat you are ze coward, Herr
%pb{w’@’rtz! Come on out and fight, you Sherman beast!
Can !’

Baggy paused, breathless, and decided he had lingered

* long enough, and that'he had done enough to put IHerr

Schwartz into fighting form. Moreover, the Herr, in his
great rageé, was beginning to thump and bang on the
It was not safe to stay.

S0 Baggy chuckled deeply, and trotted along until Lo
came to Monsieur Morny’s door. He thumped hard on the
panels, and then—his scheme worked out—he scuttled away
to watch proceedings from a safe distance.

As he fully- expected Monsieur Morny was not long in
cmerging to see what the matter was; he pounced oub of
his study like a jack-in-the-box.

‘“Mon Dieu!” Vat is zé mattair?” he gasped, gazing up
and down the passage. “Vat— Ah! It is zat mad
Sherman mastair again, viz himself!”

And, drawn by curiosity as much as anything olse, Mossoo
hurried along to Herr Schwartz’s study door, from which
sounded a furious thumping and many guttural exelama-
tions of fury. e

“Mon Dieu! Vat is ze mattair in zere?” called out
Mossoo sternly.” *‘Ze noise it is terrible. Vat—"

He was interrupted by a roar from within,

“Vat is der matter? Donner wetter!” shrieked Herr
Schwartz. “You dare to ask tat question, mit you? Der
schuft! Open dat door, ain't it, and T vill pull der nose
of you! Ach!” : =

“What the dickeng—-"

“What the thump—-"

“Gweat Scott!” :

“They’re at it again! Oh my hat!’*

‘Tom Merry, Lowther and Manners came along with
Blake & Co. They were not the only ones attracted to
the scene by the nowe. Mr. Linton came out of his:study,
looking very alarmed, and he looked more alarmed as he
sighted the little Frenchman and heard the roars proceed-
ing from the room, Seniors and juniors came hurrying
along, and they all grinned .as they sighted Mossoo and
heard the Herr’s bellowing voice. .

“More trouble!” grinned Cutts of the Fifth.

LRSS

“This sorf

‘ef thing will end in both of them getting the boot.”

And Cutts chuckled at the thought. Cutts was a fellow
who never sympathised with the troubles of others; but
he was not the only one who chuckled. Most of the fellows
locked upon the feud between Herr Schwartz and Monsieur
Morny as a screaming joke. - - .

*1t is ze strange thing!” gasped Monsiear Morny, gazing
at the door blankly., ““Ze Herr must have gone mad viz
himself! Hark! -Mon Dieu! The door eet ees—— Ah-rr!
Mon Dieu! Ze door eet ees locked viz itself 1

And, having suddenly made that discovery, Monsieur
turned the key in the lock hastily. Tt was really very
bra(;'e of Mossoo, if he really did believe the Herr was
mad. 3

The next instant he had very good causc to regret his
hasty action, - :

"As he unlocked the door the raging Herr dragged it
open and pounced oubt with a triumphant roar. Before
the startled French master knew what was happening a
podgy finger and thumb was gripping his rather prominent
nose like a vice. B = =
“YVat, vat! Mon Dien! Parbleu!” he shrieked, dancing
about wildly. ‘Release ze nose of me zis instant! Yarroop!
Ow-ow{ Men Dieu! Ze man-is mad! Parbleu! Nom d’un
nom! Ze scelerat pull my nose off viz 'im! "Yooop! Stop,
cochon ! 3 = . :

“Ohb, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “Oh crumbsi®

But Herr Schwartz did not stop.  He pulled at Mossoo's
nose as if for a weger, his florid features flushed and swell-
ing with rage. - e

“I teaches you to in mein study lock meinself!” hq
X)a;e,d. “I teaches you to insult me t'rough der keyhole!

ch!” ; =

“And I teach you to pull ze nose of me for nozzings!”
shrieked Monsieur Morny in return, prancing about madly.
“Mon Dieul T pulls ze nose of you like zat—so !”

And, making a frantic grab, Mossoo took a firm grip on
Herr Schwartz’s nasal organ, and pulled. : :

“Oh, great Scott!” gasped Blake, nearly weeping with
merriment. ‘““Another tug-of-war, only noscs this timel
Aren’t they the giddy limit?” >
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Arthur ARugustus D’Arcy walked
boldly to Herr Schwartz's siudy door,
knocked firmiy upon it, and entered.
He came out of the study again very
quickly, however, his features twisted :
in an expression of woe, and his i
hands tucked under his armpits. =

(Ses Chapter 12.)

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Apparently the Lower School looked upon the sad dis-
agreement as an entertainment. Mr. Linton, however,
did not leok upon it in the light of a joke, nor did Mr.
Railton, who came rushing up a moment later.

“Herr Schwartz—Monsieur l&orny—what~what—‘—— Good
heavens! . Stop!” called the Housemaster sharply. *Mon-
sieur Morny, you inust be out of your senses, sir! Silence,
boys! 'This—this is nothing to laugh at! Ilow dare you?
Monsieur Morny, I beg of you——7"

He caught hold of the excited little Frenchman’s arm.
and Mr. Linton followed his example, and caught hold of
Herr Schwartz’s arm.

But Mr. Railton’s voice had been enough.

‘The sound of it seemed to bring the two language masters
to their senses, and they released cach other, both of them
colouring as they encountered the stares and grinning
faces of the crowd. It seemed a great surprise to both to
discover they had an audience.

Mr. Ratlton took charge of affairs in his usual cfficient
manner.

“Boys, dizperse. Any boy in the corridor in one minute’s
time will take two bundred lines! Monsieur Morny, and
yvou, Herr Schwartz, will yon be kind enough to accom-
pany me to my study, where this matter can be gone into?”

There was a cold note in the Housemaster’s words, and
both Herr Schwariz and Moensieur Morny calmed down
swiftly enough, though they still eyed cach other like tigers.
Within half & minute of the Housemaster’s warning the
corridor was deserted. Nohody wanted two hundred lines,
apparently.

CHAPTER 11.
: The Challenge !

«“ ISTOLS for twa and coffee for one!” murmured
Lowther.
“Ha, ha, ha!l? :
Tea was over in Study No. 10, and the Terrible
Three were chatting. Naturally enough, the chat was on
the subject that wuas on every tongue that evening—the
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ween Monsieur Morny and Herr Schwartz. The
vhole Ilouse had been highly entertained by the affair—or
the junior part of the House, at all events. For two
masters at St. Jim’s to squabble in public was something
new; for them to pull each other’s ears in publie, and
afterwards to have a second tug-of-war with each other’s
noses was something newer stilf.

~Like the parrot in the story, the fellows wondered whab
thie next move was going to be. Many of the more serious
fellows felt it was likely that the Head would take the
1ext move, by politely asking Mossoo or Herr—or both—to
shake the dust of St. Jim’s irom their feet.

The fellows who did think of that were rather concerned.
Monsieur Morny was very popular indeed; he was a& most
inoffensive little gentleman in the ordinary way, and he
scarcely had an enemy in St. Jim's—if any at all—unless
one counted Trimble of the Fourth. And from what they
had seen of Herr Schwartz as yet, the fellows all agreed
that by looked like turning out quite a decent sort.

Buil¥he juniors were not given to looking at the serious
side of things. Moreover, it was known that Mr. Railton
had no intention of reporting the matter to the Head.
From the beginning the keen-minded Housemaster had
seen thats there was something behind the squabble, and
when -he had heard first from Herr Schwartz how he had
been locked in his study, and then Monsieur Morny’s exeited
denials that he had neither locked the door nor insulted
the Herr through it, Mr. Railton had realised quickiy
encugh that it was a jape on someone’s part—or an acs
of malicious revenge.

The Housemaster was inclined to take the latter view, and
he had his own suspicions as ‘to the perpetrator. Baggy
Primble was not quite so safe as he imagined himself to
be! But there was no proof, as yet, and Mr. Railton’s
investigations brought no proof to light.. So, for the preseng,
Baggy was safe.

He had had his revenge, and it had been a complet
success.  Monsieur Morny “and Herr Schwartz had received
a severe “wigging ” from Mr. Railton, and they had lelg
his study very subdued indeed. 7
Tae Gex Lisrsrv.—No. 1,046,
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But they were nos cured—far from it! They had parted
with mutual glares outside the Housemaster’s study, and
clear that the feud was more bitter than ever
between them. Indeed, there was a rumour flying about
that the touchy and fiery Mossoo had actually challenged
Herr Schwartz to a duel; though, as the story came from
Baggy Trimble, very few placed any reliance upon it. Still,
it was not unlikely, considering Mossoo’s fiery nature aund
martial spirit, ‘though, according to Baggy's story, the
Herr had declined without thanks. Possibly—though,
perhaps lacking Mossoo’s martial spirit, Herr Schwartz had
more common-sense. s ‘

But the story had given Monty Lowther an idea, and tke
practical joker of the Shell's cyes were glimmering as Lo
spoke to Lis grinning chums. -

“Pistols for two and coffee for one!” he repeated. . “ Well,
why not?”

“Eh? What d’you mean, ass?” grinned Tom Merry.

“What I say!” replied Lowther. “The giddy warriors
want bringing to their senses, don’t they? And there's
nothing like ridicule to do it! T've got an idea, you
ﬁllov;; Why not let Mossco fight a duel with the giddy

err?”’

%Don't- be an idiot!” :

Wouldn't dream of being one, old chap—two's quite
enough in this study,” said Monty affably. “Well, what
about it? What about sending Mossoo a challenge from the
Here?”

Tom Blerry and Manners looked at their chum and

rinned. 3

“What's the wheeze?” demanded Manners.

“It’s simple enough,” said Lowther. “ Aecording 1o
Trimble, Mossco sent the Herr a challenge, and the Herr
turned it down.”

“It’s all rot!’ :

“ Maybe—though it’s as likely to be true as not. Still,
that doesn’t matter. My idea is to send a challenge from
the giddy Herr this time. Dear old Mossoo would rather
die than turn it down! He’s no end touchy where his giddy
fionour is concerned, you know! VYou know he's told vs
yarns about fighting duels in his giddy youth. I believe he
was gﬁuih of a fire-eater, and I believe ho’s a knut- with a
sword.”

“But is old Schwartz likely to accept or to send a silly
challenge 7 gasped Tom Merry. “ You—you——"

“Of course not. We do it-for him—gee?”

“0Oh! But—but—"

“Listen!” said Lowther patiently. “My idea’s this. Weo
write a challenge, and take it to Mossoo. Mossoo’s bound
to accept—mo possible doubt about that! He gives us the
acceptance, and I pocket it. I don’t take it to the Herr, of

course, simply because I'm going to be the giddy Herr.
See?”

“Oh, my hat!”. Tom Merry grinned as he began {o
understand. - “But—but you're forgetting that Mossoo's a

knut with a sword—he calls it an epee, you know.
mean to play the part of the giddy Herr—"

“Exactly! That's it! T meet him in the giddy duel!”
grinned Lowther. “It'l be the jape of the term I* he added,
with enthusiasm. “We'll get a crowd there——"

If you

“Yes. Bul supposing Mossoo runs you through wiih his
rapier? Where will you be then?” grinned Tom.
g
“Ass! I've thought all that out, of course. I shall insist

upon. pistols.  Mossoo’s too dashed keen after the Herr's
gore to carc whetker it’s pistols, or swords, or giddy
cannons! I shall insist upon. pistols. = They've got some

ripping ones in the toyshop ‘in Rylcombe; they make @

terrific bang, but that’s all.”
EOht ]
“It's just speof. My hat, it’s great! And then—>
“That’s where you chaps come on!” grinned Lowthes,
“ Mossoo’s an easy-going chap, and he’ll leave it to tho
Herr—otherwise, me—to arrange details. I shall arrango
for the duel to take place in Rylcombe woods. You chaps
will be behind a hedge close by, and 4t the critical momeut

~when the pistols go off you shoot some red ink over my

waistcoat from behind the giddy hedge with water-pistols.
Sce the idea?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fall, streaming with gore, and you fellows appear, put
me on a stretcher, and carry me away to bury me quistly.
The joke will be when Mossoo returns to St. Jim’s and
meets Merr Schwartz alive and kicking, Well, what
about 1t?” -

“Ha, ha, hal” =

. Tom Merry and Manners roared. It was quite clear that

Lowther's amazing jape appealed to them as humorous, at
all events, -

“Yes, we're on, right enough!” girgled Tem Merry.
“1’s you who'll take the risk, anyway. Though—— T say,
why not let Kerr tackle the job, Monty 2" .
~“Rats! It's my ideat” orted Lowther,
P the man for 'tﬁis job!” =
Tae Grem Liseary.—No, &

n

“No fear.

I-I sec!” said Tom Merry, grinning broad]y..
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“But—but it's risky,” said Tom Merry dubiously.
“You're jolly good at it, I'll admit. But, remember, every-
body knows the Herr now, and if you're spotted, it means
trouble.  Let Kerr do it. You must admit there’s nobody
at St. Jim’s to touch him.”

“Rot! Bosh! Are you fellows on, or not?”

“On? Yes, rather!” grinned Tom Merry. “I's the jape
of the term! It’s rather hard lines to pull Mossoo’s leg to
that extent; but, after all, it may bring him to his giddy
senses. He’s been rather down on the Herr, in a way. I
bolieve the Herr was ready to apologise and be friends, but
Mossoo wouldn’t; said his giddy honour had been insulted,
and all that. Yes, it may do him good. I'm on, Monty!”

“Right? Then, let’s get the giddy challenge written, and
T'll run along with it. Better write it in English, of course;
I believe the Herr writes quite decent English, anyway,
whatever his accent’s like. Come on! We'll makeo the
time—- Hallo! Get out, you fat clam!”

Monty Lowther addressed that last remark to Baggy
Trimble, whose grinning, fat fuce appeared in the doorway
just then,

‘“He, he,
the news?”

“Eh? No; and we don’t want to hear it, old fat man.
Roll away!” -

Baggy came into the room, instead.

“Old Mossoo's sent that German beast a challenge to
a duel, you fellows!?’ he said excitedly., “What d'you
think about that?” :

“Get out——" Tom Merry was beginning, but Lowther
interrupted him.

“Hold on, Tommy! Is it a fact about the duel, Baggy 7"

“Yes; honour bright!” grinned Trimble. “Isn’t old
Mossoo a silly ass, you fellows? I took the giddy challenge
myself,” :

“You did?”

“He, he, he! Yes, rather! You should have seen that
German beast’s chivvy; he nearly busted when he read it!”

“But how d’you know it was a challenge?” demanded
Lowther, his eyes gleaming.

“Because I saw 1t!” grinned Trimble. “It was writien
in Mossoo’s giddy English, you know; he's fairly raving!
That Geriman beast told him to go and cab coke—wasn't
having any, you know!” -

“Ha, ha! I can imagine him saying it !’

“Well, words to that effect,” amended Trimble.
him not to be an idiot! He, he, he! T saw it!”

“¥ou would!
people’s letters, you little worm!”

“Oh, really, Merry, it just happened to come open anil
I happened to see the words!” spluttered Trimble. “I say,”
he added, with a chuckle. “What about that bust-un?
Wasn’t it a scream? Did you fellows see it 7 S

*Yes, and we've a jolly good idea who worked it,
Trimble,” said Tom Merry grimly. “The less you gas
about it the better, my fat pippin. Railton suspects. After
yo? chucking that stuff over Schwartz he’d be a.duifer if ke
didn’t!”

“Yah! He hasn’t got any proof!” grinned Trimble.
said I'd have my own back, and T have done—what? 1
say,” he added, in sudden alarm, “you won't give mc
away?”’ =

“No; but we'll give you a booting for being such a
schemiqg little worm!” said Tem Merry. “Here you
areg——" ; i

“Yarrocogh! Beast!”

Trimble departed through the doorway like a shot from

he!” cackled Baggy. “I say, vou fellows, heard

“Told

6

“a cannon, Tom Merry’s boot missing him by inchés as he

went.

“Well, that setiles it!” grinned Lowther. “I believe
Trimble’s speaking the giddy truth, for once! T'll just
answer Mossoo’s challenge, and, having been challenged,
we claim the right to name weapons, place, and time.
Good! Couldn’t be better, in fact! Mossoo won't dream of”
suspecting a spoof I :

And quite content now with the knowledge that Mossoo
had indeed challenged Herr Schwartz, the Terrible Three sat
down to their task of writing the answer. It was a some-
what delicatc task, but they accomplished it at last. The
finished note read as follows:

“Monsieur Morny,—I have my mind changed on the
question of the duel. I will ‘meet you, and I will wipe out
the insults you have made me with your life, meonsieur. As the
challenged, I shall with myself -insist en the privilege of
choosing the weapons, the time, and the place. I wili meet
you with the pistols at three of the clock, to-morrow after-
noon by the stile in Rylcombe Woods. Come with yourself
alone, and I will come with mysclf alone, and I shall the
pistels bring.” E

That was all; and the jokers left it unsigned—for obvious
reasons. 3

“It isn’t perfect,” murmured Tom Merry, eyeing it over

You're no end good at reading other

s
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reflectively. “But I'm blessed if I can make it better. In
any case, old Mossoo won’t know the Herr’s fist, or how he
writes in English. Safe as houses!”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

“Come on, then ; you’d better take it, Monty !

Monty Lowther was only too willing, and they followed
him out of the study and along to Monsieur Morny’s study.
Lowther knocked coolly on the door. :

< Entrez |”

Monty Lowther entered quite coolly. He- found Mossoo

pacing the study carpet feverishly, his face pale, his eyes -

burning.

“Vell7” he asked, eyoing Lowther impatiently. “Vat is
it, mon garcon?”’ >

“ A note for you, sir !” said Lowther meekly; and he laid
the note on the table. Monsieur Morny picked it up and
tore open the envelope, and scanned the writing.

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dien! At last! Enfin!” Mossoo
fairly danced about the carpet with excitement, his eyes
blazing. “Enfin! Mon Dieu! Vive lhonneur! Mais,
{’aimerais micux mon epee—I like not ze pistols!” ;

And Mossoo made a lunge with an imaginary sword with
a swiftness that made Lowther jump back in alarm.

“Mon Dieu!” he went on, hissing in his excitement.
“Mais, no mattair. Ze pistols, zey vill do! Ah-r-rrrrr!
i laugh him at ze nose! .Poof! My honour he vas insult,
and to-morrow he shall be avenged. OQui, oui!” =

“Ts there any answer, sir?”’ asked Lowther innocently.

“Vat?” Monsicur seemed to become suddenly aware that
Le was not alone, He controlled himself, breathing hard, his
eyes burning fiercely. “Oui, oui, mon garcon! Mais, oui!
Mon Dien! Vait vun moment!”

With trembling hands Mossoo snatched a sh.eet of paper,
pen and ink. He dipped three times at the inkpot befors
registering a hit, so to speak, in his excitement and agita-
tion,

He seribbled furiously, without pausing an instani, and
then he folded up the note and placed 1t in an envelppg;
“ Zat, you take zat to Herr Schwartz at vunce, Lowyt.hau:_!
he hissed. “Say nozzings to him—just hand ze lettair to 'im
—at ees all, mon ami! Oui, oui! Zank you, mon enfant !

“Very avell, sir!” said Lowther cheerfully. :

And Towther walked quickly from the room, his task
accomplished. Outside the door, however, he doubled up
with inward mirth. o

“Well?” grinned Tom Merry. “All sevene?

Lowther nodded, his face crimson.

“Ves!” he gasped. “Oh, my only hat!
it like a lamb! Ah-r-r! Vive I'honneur!

He—he swallowed

Will Soon Be Round Again! . -2

.

Nor was George Alfred the only one of the decent fellows
whom Tom Merry decided not to trust. Even Gussy was
kept quite in the dark regarding the joke—for the present.
In his over-eagerness to keep a secret, Arthur Augustus
was more likely than not to let that seeret out to the last
person who should know it.

With this knowledge in mind, the Terrible Three had told
only Blake, Herries, and Digby—it was time enough to tell
Gussy when the time had arrived and the danger of its
getting out was past. They had also told fellows they could
trust—Cardew, Levison, and Clive, Wildrake, Talbot, Julian,
Noble, Glyn, Dane—all the reliable fellows in the Fourth
and Shell. And they had also told Figgins & Co.

Blake & Co. had supported Tom Merry in his belief
that George Francis’ Kerr would be the msan for the job,
and after a great deal of argument, Lowther had reluctantly
agreed to this. - So Kerr had been approached. and he had
willingly agreed to take on the impersonation of Herr
Schwartz—for one afternoon only.

So all details had been fixed up. Tom Merry had biked
to Rylcombe and purchased a water-pistol, in addition to the
two toy pistols, which were remarkably like the real thing.
Indeed, they looked most deadly weapons, and the report
they gave out on the trigger being pulled was alarming.

But, despite all their care, somehow the secret did leak
out—at least, the news that Mensieur Morny was to fight a
duel with Herr Schwartz that afternoon.

It came to Grundy’s ears during dinner, and being a
fellow who mever could mind his own business, George

Alfred wanted to know all about it—which was his reason .

for stopping Tom Merry now.

“Just a minute, Merry,” he said, his brow grim. “Isit a
fact that Mossoo’s fighting a duel with Herr Schwartz, or is
it just one of Trimble’s yarns?”

“ A duel!” repeated Tom Merry. “What’s that?”

“PDon’t be an ass!” said Grundy grufly. ‘Look here, it’s
jolly serious if it's true! It’s got to be stopped. I'm not
going to allow it to go on! The beaks ought to be iold if
1’ true!”’

“Go and tell ’em then, old chap! Only put some exercise
books in your bags first! That’s a tip !”

“No cheek !”” snorted Grundy. “T want to make sure; first.
It’s not good enough, Merry. I’m sorry for poor old Mossoo.
He's a good little sort, even if he-does have the cheek 1o
run my French down! I ean overlook that! I'm always
being misunderstood—you know that [

“Just a few!” grinned Tom.

Tnfin! My honour he vos insult, and
to-morrow he shall . be avenged!
Abzprrer |7

And Lowther doubled np agpin help-
tessly.

“Come on, you silly ass!” chuckled
Tom Merry, taking his chnm by the arm
snd leading him away. “Let’s go and
tell Blake and the others now. My hat!
What a scream ! We must have a giddy
audience or it won’t be half the fun!
Come on!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Controlling their laughter as best they
eduld, the Terrible Three hurried away
to break the news of the forthcoming
due! to Blake & Co.

CHAPTER 12.
A Warm Reception !
(13 UST a minute, Merry!”

J George Alfred Grundy called
out in his usual magisterial way.
1t was the following day—
Saturday-—at noon, and Tom Merry,
with Lowther and Manners, were mak-

ing for the study just after dinner.
Though Tom Merry & Co. had agreed
that it would be more fun to have a
good audience for the forthcoming
“duel,” they had been very, very careful
how they selected the fellows to be
members of it. Fellows like Trimble
and Mellish, and Grundy, were not to
be trusted, and the last cne, for instance,
would have been more than likely to
“muck up ” the thing in some way or
2 "The mighty George Alfred was
a perfect genius for putting his foot

Dotted throughout the thousands of miles of the grey Atlantic lie the huge
floating aerodromes linking the seaboards of Britain and America. And guarding
the giant air liners with their cargoes of mail and bullion, go the swift-flying
scouts of the Atlantic Rangers—alert and watchful.

Pirates—modern in every sense of the word—lie in wait along the air-routes,
watching like birds of prey for their chance to attack and plunder. :

It is against this menace of the skies that Guy Howard, {oungest and mest
intrepid of the Atlantic Rangers, pits himself. In :
determines, single-handed, to exterminate these pirates of the air.
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“Well, I'm backing up Mossoo afi aiong the line,” said
Grundy. “I'm not seeing him killed by a German, anyway.
I don’t say old Schwartz isn’t a decent sort—he may be. I'm
not running him down. Only—well, I'm not allowing him
to fight old Mossoo! See?”

“I see!” \

“That’'s how the matter stands.. Mossoo’s an ass when it
comes to French; but he’s a good little ass. I'm going to
see he comes to no harm, Merry. I want to know if it’s
gfue about the rotten duel; if it is, then I'mn going to stop
i : : : !

“How?” = -

“ By offering old Schwartz to take Mossoo’s place if neces-
sary,” said Grundy grimly. ‘I'm stopping hiin from shoot-
ing down old Mossoo, anyway. But is it true?”’

“T tell you what, go and ask Schwartz,” suggested Low-
ther. “If he says it's true, tell him what you think of him.
Give it him hot and strong. Challenge him to a duel your-
self, if it’s true !? -

“My hat! Good idea !’ said Grundy, his brow clearing.
1 jolly well will! Here goes!”

Grundy strode away, looking very determined.

“Come on!” grinned Tom Merry. “Let’s sco what
happens | : 3

They hurried after Grundy, and it was soon evident
that the great George Alfred was in deadly earnest. He
marched up to the Herr’s door, flung it open and marched
inside without troubling to knock. .
~ Fho grinning juniors waited outside with great ivtercst
for his return.

He was not long inside. The juniors beard a murmur
of voices, and then they heard Grundy’s voice raised
angrily, and Merr Schwartz’s voice raised still more
angrily. Then came a sudden, ominous swishing sound,
followed by Grundy’s exit from the study, his face red
with wrath and his hands tucked beneath his armpits.

““QOh, the beastly rotter!” he gasped. “The—the beastly
Hun! Fancy a blessed German master licking a fellow!
1’d have punched his head, only—only——"

“You didn't!” said Tom Merry. '

“I didn’t!” groaned Grundy. . “The beast threatened
to takc me to Railton, or I wouldn’t have allowed him
to lick me.  Where’s that fat fibber Trimble; I'm going
1o lick him to a frazze for this.”

“Why, wasn’t it true, then? Isn’t the Herr fighting a
duel with Mossoo ?” grinned Tom Merry. ;

“No; he thumping well isn’t,” said Grundy, his eyes
gleaming with wrath. “He licked me for my check—
said T was japing him! Oh crumbs! TII smash that fab
cad Tvimble for this. Where is he?”

Grundy rushed away in search of Baggy Trimble.
Judging from George Alfred’s looks there was likely to
be a warm time when he found Trimble.

'*“Ha, ha; hal”

A roar of laughter followed him.

“0Oh, my hat!” laughed Lowther. “Jsn't that like
Grundy! Hallo, here’s old Gussy! What’s up now,
wonder? Sec the gleam of battle in his optics. What’s up,
Gussy 2%

“I have just heard some weally astounding news,” gasped

“Arthur Augustus. “I have just heard fwom Twimble that

Herr Schwartz is goin’ to fight a duel with Mossoo.”

“ Awful :

“1t must be sfopped,” said Gussy. *I have avushed heah
like anythin’, deah boys.
etop me, but I wefused to be stopped. Monsieur Morny’s
life is in gweat pewil! There will be a tewwible twagedy
unless it is stopped. I am goin’ to wemonstwate vewy
sewiously ‘with Herr Schwartz. I have been to interview
Monsicur Morny; but he is not in his study, bai Jove! If
Herr Schwartz wefuses to stay his hand I will weport
thie mattah to Mr. Wailton without delay, deah boys.”

“Ol, my hat!” ,

It is not a laughin’ mattah, deah boys. The position
$8 vewy sewious! The duel must be stopped at all costs!
I am goin’ to 'make the English law cleah to Herr Schwartz.
He does not appeah to undahstand what a sewious position
he will be in if he kills Mossoo !”

“Or if Mossoo kills him?” suggested Lowther.

“Yaas, that is quite twue! Howevah, there is not a
moment to waste. Pway wait heah, deah boys! I am
surpwised at you fellows tweatin’ such a gwave mattah so

. lightly.”

“Herc—come back, you ass!” gasped Tom Merry.
Put he was wasting his breath.. Arthur Augustus walked
boldly to Herr Schwartz’s study door, knocked firmly upon

it and entered, his aristocratic features pale with anxiety.

. He was in the study less time than Grundy.

But Le came out in much the same way—his features
#wisted in an expression of woe, ®@nd his hands tucked
under his armpits. : e -
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“Well?” asked Lowther blandly. “Have you stopped it?
If vou have—which was it? The duel or the cane?”

“Bai Jove! There—there isn't a duel at all appaw-
ently,” groaned Arthur Augustus. “I have been tht
vietim of a ‘w’etched pwactical joke, deah boys. I will
give that wottah Twimble a feahful thwashin’. The Herr
was feahfully waxy-—he seemed to think I had just gone
in to pull his leg, you know. He caned me!” :

el

t0 hon! Did you expect him to kiss you on your
baby brow?”*

“Wats! T have changed my opinion of Herr Schwartz,”
groaned Gussy. “He is a feahful wottah, and a wough
bwute ! 'Oh cwumbs! - Where is that wottah, Twimble?
I am goin’ to thwash him feahfully for this.”

Arthur Augustus rushed off in a state of great wrath
and indignation, and again a roar of laughter followed
him. It was clear now that if the duel was stopped it
would not be stopped by either George Alfred Grundy or
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy! That was certain,

—

CHAPTER 13.
The Duel !

113 HREEL o’clock!”
“Hallo, here he comes!”
“Oh, good!”

s There were several chuckles amid the under-
growth by the stile in Rylcombe Woods.

All was in readiness for the jape—XKerr had spent a
long time on his make-up; but it had been worth it. Even
the fellows crouching down behind the hedge by the stile
could scarcely believe that he was not, indeed, Herr
Schwartz, the new German master at St. Jim'’s.  His florid
features, his close-cropped light hair and ‘moustache, his
gold-rimmed glasses, and his rather full waistcoat were per-
fect—Herr Fudwig Schwartz to the life.  Undoubtedly
George Franeis Kerr was a genius at impersonation. Even
Lowther had to admit that ho couldn’t have touched him
at the game.

Kerr had been ready some minutes now, and the juniors
had been waiting for Monsicur Morny to turn up: It was
really rather surprising that he had not turned up earlier,
knowing as they did how eager he was to avenge his
honour: In fact they were beginning to wonder if he
was going to turn up at all. It would be rather a sell if
he didn’t! Kerr looked at his watch again and again—
resembling the eager licutenant in the trenches who was
impatiently awaiting an expected enemy attack, and who
anxiously voiced the “hope that “nothing had happened
to them {” < .

Then three o’clock had chimed out from the village
church clock across the fields, and as it did sao they
sighted the trim, dapper figure of Monsieur Morny striding
along the field-path from the direction of St. Jim’s,

“Oh, good!” repeated Tom Merry, with a chuckle.
“Now, Kerr, old chap, out you go, and mind you don’t
muck 1t up. We'll cut off now and get into cover.” -

“Right-ho !” :

Tom Merry and his chums “cut off,” bending low as
they scudded along inside the shelter of the hedge. They
vanished, and a minute later Monsieur Morny. his face
paler than ever and his bright, little eyes more fierce than
ever, came toddling up with his short, jerky stride.

Kerr stepped out and bowed low to him.

“Ach! = So you hab gome, monsieur!” he said with
guttural, but icy*politeness. “I haf der veapons all ready.
Vill you haf der gootness to follow me, hein?”

“Mon Dieu! ‘I am mooch obliged to, mein Herr,” said
monsieur, his voice vibrating with the intensity” of his
emotions. “It is zat T am only just in iime. I vas viz
myself delayed by ze Mistair Railton.”

“Ach! You did not, I suppose, tell der Herr Railton
about der duel, mein Herr?” asked the Gierman master.

“Mon Dieu! Non, non! It is zat ze Mistair Railton
would have ze duel stopped if T had him told. Zat zo
duel must not happen, Herr Schwartz. It is zat my honour
is at stake—it is zat I am ze brave Francais &

“Ach! Led us ged down to der piziness!” snapped Herr
Schwartz, with a guttural groan. “Meinself I believe in
deeds and not vords! Ja! Lead on mit yourself to der
spot vere der weapons vas. Ach! Remember dat vateffer
happens id is your own fault!”

Monsieur Morny fairly trembled with rage at 'the scorn
and contempt in his “enemy’s” voice.

“Mon Dieu! Parblen!” he hissed. “Tor zem words
you shall suffer, Herr Schwartz! Lead on to zc spot before
{ ze temper lose!” - :

“Ach! Your demper vill soon be lost mit all of youl
Ja! But gome; follow me mit yourself!” :

=
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And Kerr led the way along the footpaih under the
trees, waddling along just as the real Herr Schwartz was
wont to waddle. Monsieur Morny, pale with passion and
breathing like an impatient war horse, trotted at his heels.
‘The very fact that the Herr had gone there before him
“gervad to increase his determination to have his revenge.
Tndoubtedly Monsieur Morny was a . gallant son of
France—and undoubtedly more guileless than gallant!

Herr Schwariz stopped at last, in a little glade in the
On the grass lay two bags. From the larger
one Herr Schwartz, very slowly and impressively; ook ouf
- what appeared to be a case of surgical instruments, a
hottle with a label marked “Brandy,” and rolls of lint
and bandages.

“Tt is not vise to engage der serviees of seconds, or of

‘¢ Ha, ha, ha'!’’ reared Tom Merry.

der doctor,” ‘explained Herr Schwartz. ‘Bud as regards
der doctor, I shall not need der services of vunj; and, in
case tat you are not kelled outright, I vill attend to der
hospidal vork meinself, and see dat der ambulance is called
ferry quickly—zat is if you are not, as I said pefore, killed
outright I |

“Mon Dient”

“And dese,” explained Herr Schwartz, with a ghastly
smile, “are der veapons—der pistols.”

“And the Herr drew from the second bag two pistols and
waved one-imr each hand.

“Pey:are both already loaded, mit dem, monsieur,” he
said. “Dey are ferry goot pistols, and I vas practise mib
dem mooeh ! . g

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! If I ze choice had, apd if 1
had ze weapon of 2 i
cpee—ze sword zab

am ze expert of! Ah-r-r-rrrr! Bub
no mattair! Soit! Ret is zat we are alone togezzer viz
curselves, and ze time have come. Be quick viz you;, Herr
Schwartz. I, Adolphe le Blane Morny, am ready!” he
ended, buttoning up his tight frock-coat and folding lis
arms across his chest.

It was most dramatic and impressive, Kerr turned bis

“ yYou werked it a giddy treat, Kerr, oid man!
pip! . He broke off with a gasp,as Mr. Railton and Kildare suddenly appeared on the scene.
mean ? ’ asked the Housemaster, as Kerpr tumbled off the improvised stretcher.

Francais ’ere viz me now—ze bright

" Morny turned with his back to him promptly, his head

head away, while from behind the bushes surptyuiding thon
quiet glade came queer spluiterings. But Monsieia- Adolphe
Je Blane Morny did not hear—or if he did hear, he did not
heed. He watched in grim silence as Herr Schwartz, his
mouth working curiously, examined the pistols, and then
handed Mossoo one with a flourish.

“Dere! :As you-vish, ve vill not der time lose, mein
Herr,” he said, with a bow.. “I-vill now pace off der dis-
tance. You vill haf der gootness to remain vhere you vos
stand. It is now two minutes off der strike of der quarter-

've never— Oh, great
‘¢ What does this
(See Chapter 13.)

hour of der church glock. You hav der goot hearings, I
suppose? You can hear der church glock sirike from here,
hem?”

“Qui, oui! I can hear!” 3%

“Perry goot! Den dis is der programme. At der right
distance I turns mit mein back to you, and you turns mif
vour back to meinself. Den ve vaits until ze church glock
he strikes der’quarter-past, and den ve both turns round
and fires mit de pistols.. You vos understands mit it?”
© “Qui, oni! Zat is—vat you call. him—fair enough, Her¥
Schwartz. L vos agrees viz myself to zat.”

“Ach! Tat is goot! I tanks you, monsieur,”ssaid Herr

~ Schwartz, with-a grave dignity that befitted such a solemn

oceasion.  “Vun moments! Haf you'any last message {at

vou vould vish me to send to your friendts, monsieur 2
“Mon Dien! ~ Mais nont I—I have zat wiz mysell

arranged already.” = - : e
“ Right:ho—I mean ferry goot! Tat isall, dent”

Kerr waddled away, pacing the distance.  Monsiein:

bigh, his chest out, the “deadly * weapon grip
Tan GpM LiBRARY,




~ “Don’t come nearer; you can do nothing!

- without delay and bury it.
 that!”

_ his pale features working with emotion.

24 Every Wednesday,

hand. One glance over his shoulder showed that the Ierr
had stopped and turned with his back to him.

The next fow moments scemed like an eternity to Monsieur
Morny—and to others, too, for that matter. But they passed
at long last, and then over the fields came the chimes of
the quarter-hour. And scarcely had the first chime rung
over the peaceful eountryside, when——

" Bang, bang!

The peaccfulness of the quict glade was shatteréd by two
loud reports. . 7

As he pulled the trigger Monsieur Moiny closed his eyes—
only for that brief second. When he opened them again
he was just in time to see a vivid pateh of horrid-looking
crimson spread over the white-and-black-spotted walstcoas
of his enemy, ;

Then Ilerr Schwartz toppled over and fell headlong with-
ouf a cry. :

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu!”

Mossoo was astounded. He was alive—untouched! But
his enemy—his deadly enemy—had fallen. He lay in a
crumpled heap on the sward. And that crimson patch——

Mossco shuddered and almost collapsed.

He, Adolphe le Blane Morny, had faced death—had fought
and won the duel! He was untouched, but his enemy—-m

Mossoo’s pride in his achicvement was very brief indeed.
He was one of the most tender-hearted gentlemcn alive, and
—ivithout a suspicion that the crimson patch he had seen

~spréading over Herr Schwartz’s chest was merely red ink

-shot from a water-pistol in Lowther's hand behind the
“bushes, or that his enemy was quite unharmed—he became
quite overcome with sudden and overwhelming remorse.

#Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu!” he wailed. * Vat have I done?
‘;[H'e. is ki’l)led—-a-nd I have killed ’im viz me! It is terrible!

% is

“Hold up, sir!”

It was Tom Merry’s cheery voice. In a moment the
olade seemed alive to the hapless and bewildered Monsieur
Morny. A little crowd of juniors surrounded the still form
at the far end of the glade. . Tom Merry, Blake, and Herries
held the little French master up between them—though
Mossoo scarcely needed that aid.

-How they had come there so suddenly, or why, Mossoo
did not even wonder; he scarcely knew where he was in

- his great agitation and utter despair.

‘He almost staggered across towards the group round his

prostrate “enermy.”
“Mon Dieu! Parbleu!

havo"killcd 'im viz ze bullet from ze pistol!

Vat ecs it zat I have done? I
Vat shall

“Stand back, sir! Don’t come nearer! Better not, sir!”
Tiowther, waving his hand authoritatively, stood in
Mossoo’s path. The rest of the little crowd closed up round
the form on the grass. From the bushes and trees lining
the glade came curious sounds. Mossoe may have heard

* them, but if he did he certainly did not dream that they

proceeded - from St. Jim’s juniors, who were rolling about
there, choking and wriggling in manful efforts to stifle their
hysterical laughter. : :

“Stand back, sir!” called Lowther again, as Mossoo halted.
) You fellows
hurry up with that stretcher! ..We must cart the body away
For Mossoo’s sake we must do

“Mon Dieut Mon Dieu!”? =

“Never mind, sir!” said Tom Merry kindly. “Even if
it does come out, it may not be a hanging matter after all.”

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! Vat—vat—-""

“Duelling isn’t allowed in England, of course, sir,” ex-
plained Tom Merry, shaking his head. “The police look
at things differently over here, you know. Siill, there’s
no need to worry over much. They may decide to take a
lenient view of the case, and it may only mean penal
servitude for life.”

“Oh! Mon Dieu! Vat have I done?” wailed Mossoo,
his arms waving like windmills, in his extreme agitation.
“Vat have I done? And vot shall I viz myself do?”’

“Goodness knows! It was a good job we happened to
be near. We're witnesses that it was a fair fight; that there
was no foul play, of course, sir. I—I think I should be
zpcl,l’ned to rush back to the school and keep mum about it,
sir.

“Mon Dieu!” The little Frenchman hesitated a moment,
1 Then he drew
himself up to his full height—which wasn’t very much—
flung his chest out, and his eyes flashed defiance. “Mon
Dieu! Non, non, non! Zat is not right—zat is not ze
honourable way for Monsieur Adolphe le Blanc Morny to
take viz himself. Non, non! I have ze deed done, and-I
vill face ze consequences like ze gallant man.

y

coward play! T vill return to ze school in ze open and vill—
vat you call him?—face ze music.” ~
TrE Geyx LiBRARY,—No. 1,046.
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¢ Oui, oui! ..
Nevah shall it be said zat Adolphe le Blanc Morny vas ze"

Price 2d.

For & moment he looked at the silent crowd, just lifting
Kerr on to the stretcher—two Scout staves brought for the
purpose and covered with coats—and then, before Tom
could say or do anything, Mossoo took to his heels, bare-
headed as he was, and vanished atnong the trees. =

“Oh, mum-mum-my hat!” gasped Tom. “He's gone—"
the silly ass!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

It was a yell of laughter—a yell that swelled into a roar—
as I:i'lonmeur Morny’s departing footsteps died away in the
wood.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The laughter rang through the thick woods, echoing and
re-echoing among the gaunt and leafless branches. The
hidden spectators of the “duel” had bottled up their
iauglhter manfully until now, but now they gave full rein
o it. -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my only hat!” wept Tom Merry. “What a giddy
scream, and no mistake! I shall—-ha, ha, ha!—bust soon!
Get off that giddy stretcher, Kerr, old man! You worked
it a giddy treat! I've never—— Oh, great pip!”

The captain of the Shell stopped short, with a gasp of
utter dismay; for just at that moment two new figures
appeared on the scene. One was Mr. Railton, the House-
master of the School House, and tho.other was Kildare, -
the captain of St. Jim's. . They had evidently been out for a
walk together—as they often did—and while walking along
the woodland path they had been attracted to the spot by
the laughter—which was not to be wondered at.

At all events, here they weret

A sudden, terrvible silence fell; the laughter ceased as if
by magic.

“Well, boys,” asked Mr. Railton, his eyes fixed upon the
hapless Kerr, who was just tumbling off the stretcher, “and
what, may I ask, does this mean?”

—

CHAPTER 14.
Not a Tragedy !

1 LESS my soult”
Dr. Holmes was astounded, to say the least.
The venerable Head of 'St. Jim’s happened fo

be taking a short constitutional in the quadrangle
that sunny afternoon. With stately tread the Ilead paced
stowly along the gravel walk near the old elms, his hands
clasped hehind his back, his head bowed as if in thought.
Quite a number of fellows were passing along the gravel
path, and to all and sundry Dr. Hcolmes gave a kindly nod
and a smile. & 5

Dr. Holmes was in quite a good humour that afterngon—
until quite suddenly and unexpectedly the Head sighted
Mounsieur Adolphe le Blanc Morny. ’

The little French master came trotting through the gates,
gasping and panting as if for a wager, his face white, his
head bare, his coat-tails streamming behind him in the
breeze. o5

He looked @ strange and startling sight.

The Head’'s brow grew thunderous. Really, it was no
wonder. It was an unprecedented state of affairs for a
master to run about panting and wheezing, hatless, and
apparently in a state bordering on collapse.

It wasn’t done. Dr. Holmes not only did not like to
see it—he was scandalised. Fags in the Third might run
about hatless and dishevelled, panting and gasping—in fact,
they very often did—but it was not expected of masters.
They were expected to have a certain amount of respect
for -their dignity. :

““ Monsicur Morny !** thundered the Iead.

The Head’s voice wwas like the rumble of the epproaching
storm. Gone was his kindly, benevolent smile. Monsieur
Morny halted, panting. He did not wait for the Head to
speak again, He waved his hands in the air in great
agitation. - 2

“Monsicur le doctair!” he panted. “Mon Dieu! I rush
viz myself to see you—oui, oui! I have done it! It is
terrible! * Ze Herr, I have to tell you zat he is dead! I
have keeled him—keeled him viz pistol 1

“ (i-g-gug-good gracious!” gasped Dr. Holmes, almost
falling down in horror. “Good heave What is that
you say, Monsieur Morny? Speak—pull yourself together!
You—you say that Herr Schwartz is dead—that you have

_killed him? G-good gracious!” -
" Tntg the Head’s mind at once flashed the knowledge that
Monsieur Morny and Herr Schwartz were at loggerheads
~rumours he had heard came rushing into his mind. Good
heavens! Then—then—
The Head almost collapsed. : : -
“It is ze truthl Zey tell me—zey say to me, say nozzings
about it. But I, Monsieur Adolphe le Blane Morny am




 groaned Monsieur Morny.
{ “Quick!
“moment’s delay!”

T v T TS

GRAND NEW SERIAL STARTS

pot ze coward! I face ze musie 'viz me like ze brave
Francais! Mon Dieu! But it is terrible!” wailed Mossoo.
“Ze blood, it spread over him. - I shoot ven ze clock
strike—bang —and he fall down—keeled! I, Monsieur
Morny, have keeled him viz.pistol!”

“Good heavens! Calm yourself, Monsieur
gasped Dr. Holmes, grasping the hysterical little gentle-
man by the arm. “Calm yourself! What has happened?
You say—you actually say that you have killed Herr
Schwartz?”’

“It vos ze duel—ze duel viz pistol!” wailed Mossoo. “I
shoot and he falls®poof! Dead! I am stricken viz ze

remorse! Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! Vat shall I do viz
myself 7
“Be quiet!” eried the Head, in en agitated veice.

“Where did this terrible affair take place?”

“In ze vood—ze clearing in ze Rylcombe Voods, sir
“He lies zere—""
Then a doctor must be obtained without a
shouted Dr. Holmes, his wusual self-
possession for once deserting him. I will telephone with-
out a moment’s delay for the—for the—for the—"

The Head’s voice tailed away weakly—very weakly. And
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= The whole. thing is an absurd and wicked practical joke!
Morny ! .

NEXT WEEK. SEE BELOW! %

Parbleu! Mon Dieu! I am going mad viz me! [ am
sce ze tings zat.are not zerel” :
“Not at all, Monsieur Morny!” said Mr. Railtou calmly.
“My dear sir, the matter is not so serious as you suppose.
e
“A—a shoke?”
“Exactly! It is a joke conceived and ecarried out by

- these junior boys behind me.. Kerr, a boy from the New

House, who is a clever impersonator and mimic, has im-
personated Herr Schwartz. He is here before you now,
monsieur. It is a zidieulous plot—a practical joke from
beginning to end. We now know who impersonated you
when you arrived here, Herr Schwartz, and started the
absurd quarrel between you and Monsieur Morny. Lowther
has also confessed to having impersonated you. But this
matter of the duel is not so desperately serious. The note
challenging you to a duel, Monsieur Morny—or, rather
answering your challenge—was written by these boys, wlro,
fortunately for themselves, did not sign it.”

“Mon Dieu! Mon Dieu! But—but ze
shot——"" . 5

“The pistols were merely toy pistols, meonsicur, and the
blood, as you eall it,; was merely red ink squirted on to

blood—ze
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this time he gets bowled out ‘““gocod and proper

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

—— @ e

Babbington.
do, for OWEN CONQUEST in

is seen at his best

DISAPPOINTMENT!

BOWLING OUT A ROTTER!

Once more Knox of the Sixth takes advantage of his
position as prefect to indulge in his shady pur’s,uits, but

1
the Sixth-Former is brought to h's knees, and--what part
Tom Merry & Co., and Blake & Co. play in his downfall
makes interesting reading in next week’s issue of the GEM.
All readers will find heaps of thrills and exciting situations in

“PREFECT AND RASCAL!”

_ Another big feature in next Wednesday's programme is
~ the opening of a brilliant New Schcol Serial, dealing with
the merry -escapades of Jimmy Silver & Co., and a pr.celess
new boy wha goes by the name of James Montgomery
Don’t miss the first chapters, boys, whatever you

“FOR THE HONOUR OF ROOKWOOD!”

ORDER YOUR COPY OF THE “GEM"” NOW—SAVES

How

THE ONLY WAY—
OF ESCAPE!

no wonder, for even as he turned to rush into the House
Herr Ludwig Schwartz himself, in the flesh, wearing his
usual fat, kindly smile, came waddling down the School
-House steps into the quad! ; : 4

. The Head stared and stared—but hjs stares were nothing
compared with those of the little French master. And as
they stood staring at the surprised Herr Schwartz there
came the sound of many footsteps behind them, and Mr.

- Railton’s grim voice was heard:

“One moment, sir! T think I can explain this matter!”

The Head and Monsieur Morny wheeled round on the-

instant. They sighted Mr. Railton first of all; and then
their glance fell on another Herr Ludwig Schwartz—or so

“they imagined. -

It was the hapless Kerr, still wearing his disguise. "Mr.
Railton had net allowed him to remove it. That was to
be done in the presence of the Head. -

But the Head, and Monsieur Morny, and Herr Schwartz,
unaware of the strange events of the past few minutes,

- were astounded. They stared and stared and stared.

“Mon Dien!” panted Monsieur Morny. _ “Mon Dieu!
Vat—vat do I see? Ze Herr, he is dead and yet he is not
dead viz himself! He is here, and yet he is lying in ze

‘voads—dead! He is bqfore me angi he is behind me!
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Kerr's waistcoat with a water-pistol. The whole thing—"
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” i : 2
““Silence ! thundered the Housemaster, as several fellows

burst into uncontrollable laughter. *This is no laughing

matter!” :

Tom Merry & Co. were ready to agree with him there—
especially the hapless Kerr. ~ 0 17 =~ :

“The " whole thing,” proceeded Mr. Railton, “is an
absurd joke. You have been wickedly impeosed upon, Mon-
sieur Morny.” : : e

“Mon Dien! Mon Dieu! And nefer did I dream of ze
truth viz myself! Ah! Ze relief—ze joy of me! I am
not ze killer! I have nobt ze blood of ze Herr on my
hands viz me! I shall not be locked up viz ze police, and
have ze pensl servitude for ze life of me! dance viz ze
joy and I am overcome with the tankfulness! Herr.
Schwartz, I ze tousand apologies make to you! Nefer no
more shall T hate you viz me! I apologise to you one—
itwo tousand times!” - : -

“And,” said Herr Schwartz, not to be ocutdone, and
beaming good-naturedly all over his podgy face, “I apolo-
gises to you, mein friendt! Twize tree #susand times 1

{Continued on page 28.) .
_Tae Gex Lisrany.—No. 1,046,
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- THE CONCLUDING INSTALMENT . of our POPULAR SCHOOL SERIAL!

HIS OWN ‘.

ENEMY !

By ,
OWEN CONQUEST. &

S

From the Jaws of Death !
NTO the wintry flood surging among the piles of
the bridge Mornington dropped, and went under,
disappearing from sight.

So suddenly had the catastrophe happened that both
Bagnall and Albert Biggs—for he the newcomer was
—stood staring in vacant alarm for several seconds.
Then Biggs realised what had happened.

He did not hesitate. Leaving Bagnall staring stupidly
downwards, Albert Biggs leaped on the rail, took one

‘ swift glance along the current, and dived in.

Splash !

“Oh crimes 1

Too terrified to move, Bagnall watched—saw Morny’s
hand go up, and then his arm and his black head. The
junior whirled along, missed the farthest post by a
foof, and the next thing he was out in midstream,
struggling weakly.

It came into Bagnall’s mind that Mornington was
hurt—that his chance of keeping above water in that

_ surging flood was remote in the extreme, and the

fellow’s face blanched.

Roused to action at last, he started along the bridge
clumsily, dropped down the sloping bank, and went
running alongside the stream. ;

But Albert Biggs was swimming strongly now, over-
tar‘lgx&gl tl:e feebly struggling Morny foot by foot.

e p .))

The cry rang feebly over the waters, scarcely reaching
the brown woods lining the banks.

Mornington realised he could not keep afloat, that his
strength was ebbing away; that unless help came swiftly
he was doomed.

“*0Old pn, Master Mornington !” £

It was a gasping cry from behind Mornington. The

gy

\

Buch to the annoyance of Valentine Morningio:,
the dondy of the Fourth, Kit Erroll befriends an
old acquaintance in Albert Biggs, a one-time waif
of the slums, who comes io Rookwood and talkes up
a post as gardener’s boy. Ajter a series of futile
attempts to get the new boy sacked, Mornington at
last succeeds. . His triumph is short-Hved, however,
for he is looked wpon with scorn by every fellow in
the school and struck down by his best friend, Kit
Ereoll.  Thenr Mornington’s better nature asserts
atself and he races after Biggs in a determined effoit
to undo the evil work he has done, On
bridge tn the woods Mornington falls foul of
Butcher Bagnall, a villager whose assistance ke hid.

boy. A fierce fight ensues, and Mornington is al-
1most at the end of kis tether when a lthe figure
dashes suddenly wpon the scene. A straight drire
from the newcomer's fist sends Bagnall hurtling
against Mornangton who, unable to control himself,
s sent crashing through the rotten woodwork of thc
bridge to fall headlong into the swirling woters below,

(Now read on.) =

junior heard it, and his heart leaped. The next moment
2 hand clutched him, and he felt the water surge over
his face as his would-be rescuer swam hard against the
current.

“'Old on! I got you:.”

Again came the encouraging cry, pantingly, through _

clenched teeth. Biggs was fighting hard—he had need
to fight hard. The swollen river dragged and pulled
remorselessly.

But Biggs fought on, Mornington doing all he could,
thoulgh he was still going with the current, slowly but
surely.

A shout rang in his ears. He felt a thrill as he heard
it. A glance round he ventured, and then he saw. It
was Butcher Bagnall, leaning out over a branch—the
branch of an overhanging tree that bent, touching the
water under his weight.

“Hold on! Get rcady to grab, young ’un

Biggs set his teeth for a supreme effort. Morny was
alive to the only chance of rescue also now. Together
they fought the current, the dazed and half-drowned
Mornington doing all he could, which was little enough
in the circumstances. A hand shot out over the waters
—Bagnall’s beefy hand. Biggs made a grab. 3

“Good! ’Old on!” ;

Biggs held on desperately.
perilously perched as he was on the branch. Byt:f};%_
branch was in the water now, and a mighty effort:
took Biggs and his feebly struggling burden to 1§, The
current sent them surging against the branch. I1f if
would only hold they were sate!

It held! Bagnall’s grip was aiding Biggs now, and
slowly, despite the outward tug of the currenf, they
fought towards the bank. Biggs’ foot touched ground
at last. He stumbled out. Morny, still gripping him,
staggered after him drunkenly.

12
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the foot- -

called upon in his campaigi against the gardener’'s —

Bagnall did likewisc,




. They collapsed on the bank, exhausted, panting,
- choking, streaming with water. Bagnall joined them,
~ his red fage drawn and anxious.

¢ :Thanks; Bagnall I” panted Mornington, raising him-

f Safe—safo! Biggs
| . -~ He lield out'a shaking hand silently.
t # Biggs stared, but at the look in Mornington’s eyes

e gripped and shook. x :
. _“I struck ‘my head !” panted Mornington. * Goodness
E knows on what! I—I—I was just going after you,
E
=

-

Biggs,ito fetch you back I” :
. " You: was?” gasped Biggs incredulously.
= “Yes! I-I'm sorry, Biggs! T've been a heartless
ast to you—I've treated you and Errcll like a rotter.
m theroughly ashamed of myself now. I'd like you
believe that I”
“I can see you mean it, Master Morny ! But I'm not
in’ back to Rookwood. I better be off now, though I
all look nice and feel nice sittin’ in a train like this |7
“You’re goin’ in no train, Biggs—you’re coming back
Rookwood I snapped Mornington breathlessly.
“I ain’t—F ain’t lettin’ Master Erroll down no more !
aid Biggs, his voice trembling a little. “I ought never
© have gone to Rook——" '
" Listen to me |” said Morny, setting his teeth to keep
. himself in hand. “Thaf letter was a forgery—it was
‘never written by Erroll 7
.~ Neyer written by Erroll
Sting np. o g
No. It was written by me !” said Mornington, a
imeh of colour tinging his white cheeks. “I forged
Efvoll's signature—1 wrote the letter, and I wrote it
4 force you to clear out of Roockwood. It was another
af my tricks! It was a dirty trick—a criminal trick !
Erzoll knew nothing whatever about it I”
. Then—then ’
- “¥ou’'re coming back to Rookwood !” said Mornington
aly. “Yesterday. you thrashed me—a thrashin’ 1
tiehly deserved! You ‘ean thrash me again when we
gt back, Biggs! You can’t make me hate myself more

than I do for what I've done, théugh

<

o

> faltered Biggs, his eyes

« rupfed Bufcher Bagnall grufily. “Yowll cateh your
~deaths of cold at this ’ere. ratel Better shove off ome,
Master Mornington! And—and you needn’t take no
4 sotice of what I said on the bridge. I was only tryin’
Yo frighten you, blowed if I wasn’t!”
—f . You didn’t, though !” said Mornington. “But you’ve
done us 'a good turn this time, Bagnall, and you and
' this chap can‘call it quits, anyway I

“Blow me, yes!” said Biggs eagerly. “I don’t ’old

- no.grudge arter this, Mister Butcher | You ain’t such

a_bad chap, arter all ¥’ 5

-~ And with that Morny and Biggs started off at a run,
. and Mornington soon began to feel better with the
Peoxereise.
i wade light of it. They rcached the bridge and Morny
\ got his bike, and Biggs recovered his parcel—the parcel
j containing all his worldly goods. He said nothing
further.about catching the train at Latcham, and
i taking®®urns on the back step,-the two reached the
. school in a glow. %

Mornington was lounging by the gate when Kit Erroll
~came in. Erroll looked tired and sick with disappoint-
+grent. He had ridden to Latcham, and he had called
- at the station there and at Coombe; but. he could get
i o information, and he had been obliged to return
| \1'%{ a heavy heart to Rookwood.

96 was

o _saaumd

going. to ignore Mornington, but Mornington

_ed himself into his path.
% ¢t me pass, Mornington I” snapped Erroll. “We
-ght this matter out another time !” .
-not fight it out after tea, then?” suggested
ten coolly. “I've got quite a lot to say.to you,
pervant you to help.me to persuade that ass Biggs to
“om, . I've talked to him like anythin’, but I don’t
56 he’ll agree until you’ve had a go at him. I
tnaged to get him to come back, though 1”

tomny ¥ stammered Erroll. “What are you saying ?”
stared at his old chum, a strange suspicion form-
; h{s mind.  Gone was Mornington’s mocking smile,
£« was the Mornincton he knew

oo 2nd admin 4. who stood before him now.

Order Next Week’s Bumper Number of the GEM Early!

. dazedly on one arm and holding his head. SWe're. .

- “FAdn’t you better be ‘gettin’ a move on?” inter-

There was an ugly bruise on his head, but he -

best—the Mornington

"~ study—the old study. Erroll P said

=
Morny quietly, a break in his voice. “That blow you
gave me .just now mot only knocked me down, but it
knocked some sense into my rotten head at last! It
opened my eyes, too, though if it had been a bit higher
it would have closed them ! .But jokin’ aside, Erroll,
can you forgive a chap—a chap who’s been a howlin’
cad and knows it, an’ wants to make amends?” ;

Erroll caught ‘his breath. But he was silent. Morn-
ington knew the reason. .

“You want preof I he said. - *Proof that T mean what
I say. Come up to the study an’ see it! An’ I want
to tell you how Biggs dragged me out of the river—
saved the life of the cad who'd done his best to ruin
him, and who’d hounded him from the only home he’d
got ! Comin’?” : -
- “Yes, I’ll come I” said Erroll quietly. “I don’t grasp
what you.mean, Morny, but I believe what you say about
being sorry for what you've done! I’ll come !” z

And he came! Over tea—with Biggs the honoured
guest, though behind locked doors—Kit Erroll learned
how Mornington had raced to attempt to undo the
evil work he had done, and how Biggs had saved his
life—had risked his own life without hesitation to save
the life of his enemy. And then he understood that
Morny was indeed changed—though it gave Erroll great
joy to know that Morny had repented in time before
the river incident—the good in him had triumphed in
the end! =

“But it was that uppercut that did it ” said Morny,
with a rueful "grin. “If was a’ beauty, and it was no
- wonder I saw things in a different light !”

“I shall know just how to keep you in order in the
future, anyway,” grinned Erroll, “so you’d better noy
kick over the traces again, my lad ”

“I won’t I” said Morny grimly.

And the dandy of the Fourth really meant what hg
said.

3 THE END, h
(Now turn to page 25 and read the particulers of owr
grand newv serial : 2
WOOD!" the opening chzpters of which will appear in
next weelk’s bumper issue of the GEM.)
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(szimuul from }mg:' 25.)

apologizes, monsicar ! Lm us be der friendts and forgef
der -past -mit ourselves ! 1f* you vill honour e ‘mit der
shake- hands i : &

‘"lon Dieu! You are “z¢ brave forgiving enemy, mon
ami! Non, non, no! You vas ze enemy. no longer! I
¥ all_zc misunderstandings, caused by ze pad garcons.

I rhalxo you ze

so vicked \poys!  Oui, oui, oui} by
hand and kiss -you on ze (huk~hmh of zem!

And “Mousieur - Mofny, tears of joy \llL‘dHllU" do“n his
cheeks, carried out his word

There was a chorusof  soft (}md\leQ—chud\lm
(hed\ed by a look from Mr. Railion.

“That—that will do, I think. Nlomlour Morny—Herr

Schwartz!” gasped Dr. Holmes faintly. “I—I think the
rest of H\i\ astounding adfair had better be investigated in
ry. study.” =yad

Sl lhml\ %o, too. sir!” agreed Mr.
hovering ‘round his lips. - “Kerr—and you,
D*Arey,” Dighy,” and Herries—yes, - and vou, Iiggins "and
Wynii—will be good enough to coine with me. “Ah, I am
forgetting” Lowther and Manners! . ~Kildare, will .you also
ask -Trimble ofsthe. Fourth to' come, too? I have good
reason tor believesthat he vas thé person -who. locked l{eu
Schwartz in’ hh study. I think ‘that is enough!”

instantly

Railton, a faint smile
Merry, Blake.

W vndqd ‘('h(-'ir weary way
Nor. did the strange

And '101\1 l\It\n\ & (0 as llu'\
indoots; - thmw!_ =it was X‘n too, muicl,

% GENI iR akY,

tz. am‘)lum away
bring them much com-
were to see such a satis-

‘sight of T\Iou:l(ul ~\Iom\ -and Herr Schwart
arm-in-arm, thé best of friends,
ort; “glad as they undoubtc ly

ton end to the feud. >

After the feast comes the 10(]\01]1[)"‘“‘(11)(1 aftm ﬂfm joka

Tom - Merry & Co. ‘discovered that there was a fekoning
also! It was a sad cnding to the great-jape, and there, was

a sad prospeet in store for the japers. . As for Tumb €;

that unhappy youth gave himself hopelessly - away,as hg

usually did, under cross-examination, and his . '('h’(’lﬂe“ fcu‘

B3

revenge met with the reward they deserved. - .

Considering everything, however,
very lightly. Tloggings, gatings, and evere the sack sweré
all pOsslblhns‘& - But none- of these happened. = Possibly
the: Head saw the point of the joke; possibly his good
humour had not quite vanished yet. But ono thing the
juniors did know, and that was that Monsicur Morny and
Herr Schwartz- had both gone to the Head iogo\hm
infercede on their behalf, and they one and ail felt dc('nlv
grateful to the two gvntlemeu——e\(eptmg Trimble, who was
never likely to be grateful to anybody for anvthmg

For some dass after their ll’ltelYlPW with the Head, “Tom ;
- Merry & Co.’s usually cheery. spirits were conspicuous: by
their absence. - But when the effects of  their lickings had

_at last worn off they were unanimously agreed that, though
they  had ' started the fcud to some. e(tent it had “been
brought fo a’ sathfactow Coudunou as’ a wsuIL :0F tho %
.Jape of ’[hb Tum' g Rt I
i e THE.< END. S R -4 3
.(Look out fm- .another. rousmg Imuy oomph-tc s?-ho L.
dm-u of Tom Merry & Co.in rext rweel’s - GLM, entitled.

“ PREFECT AND RASCAL!” _I_(_)u’ll enjoy. Lhum.s .'j
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