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A SENSATIONAL STORY OF TOM MERRY & CO., AT S§T. JIM'S—

CHAPTER 1.
An Unlucky Meeting !

i NE moment, deah boys!"
Arthur Augustus I’Arey halted on the steps of
the School House at St Jim's.

Blake, Herries, and Dighy also halted, and they

gave their aristoeratic chum cloguent looks as they did so.

“He's starting again!” said Jack Blake, with a smff.
“What is it now, dummy?" !

“I weftise to be called a dummay, Blake

“That won't prevent your being one, though,” said Blake.
“What the thump have you forgetten this time, ass?"

“1 have forgotten nothin’, Jack Blake, and I uttahly
wefuse {e

“0Oh, don't sing that over again to us,” groaned Blake.
“It's always the same. We have fo wait an hour while
Gussy dresses, and then waste another hour while he trots
back for things he’s forgotten.” ;

LE]

“I could see he was worrying about something,” said’

Dighy. “What is it this time, Gussy—forgotten your epare
eyeglass, or to scent your giddy hanky ?"

“Wats! I have alweady tofvd you that T have forgotten
nothin’ 17 said Arthur Augustus indignantly. * The fact is,
vou fellows, I have changed my mind—"

“Good!” exclaimed Blake, with great satisfaction. “It's
time vou changed that, old chap.”

“High time ! said Dighby, with a chuckle. “He certainly
needs a new one.”

“He'll perhaps be able to talk sense with a new mind,”
eaid Blake. “That’ll he a nice change for us. What a pity

For many terms Gordon
QGay, the daring and re-
sourceful leader of the
Grammarians, has led his
followers in the unceas-
ing warfare against their
rivals of St. Jim’s. But
this week a startling
change comes over the
situation, and Gordon Gay,
of all people, finds himself
forced to take sides against
his old chums!

he can't change his [ace,
oo i”

“Ha. -ha, ha 1"

“Pway do mnot wot!”
gaidd  Arthur  Auguostus,
“The fact is, 1 have
chunged—I mean, I have
deeided, aftah all, not to
wear my best toppath to go
to Waygland this aftah-
noon, deah boys™

The “deah boys
at fhim.,

"Well, my
breathed Blake. “Of all
the footling, dummies.
After worrying us, and
wasting time ;

“1 merely asked your
advies in the mattah,”
protested Arthur Auvgus-
tus warmly. *It is &
vewy important mattah,
It iz vewy necessawy for
one fellow in the r;urtg to
be well-dwessed, and there
is always the wisk of
meetin’ some of the Spald-
ing Hall gals, as 1 have
alweady pointed out.”

“0Oh, you—youn——"

“On the othah hand,”
resumed Arthur Augustus,
shuking his head seri-
ously, “there iz also
always the wisk of meetin’
some of those wuff Gwammah School wottahs, And if it"
came to a wow, my toppah might easily get sewiously
damaged.” . et

“Put you've already spent half the aiterncon thinking"
that over |” yelled Blake. 5

“Wubbish! Do not be wedic, Blake! I must weguest you
to wait one moment while I wush indoors again and change
my hat, as upon weflection I do not think it is worth while
wiskin’ a meetin’ with those Gwammawian boundahs 1"

“Q0h, you—you—""

Arthur Augustus did not wait to hear Blake's further
remarks. He hurried indoors again to change his elegant
silk hat for one not quite so elegant.

Blake breathed hard, and then he grinned.

“Come on!” he said. “We've wasted enough time on
that ass, and we promised to join Tom Merry and his pals
at the station.” :

“Yes, butl—" began Digby.

“(iussy can eatch us up—if he runs hard enough,” said
Blake. “He asked us to wait a moment, and we've obliged
him by waiting a moment—twenty or thirty by this time, in
fact. SBo now we'll get off.”

“Ha, ha, hal” .

And chortling over Blake’s interpretation of D'Arcy's
request to *“wait one moment,” the trio started off—without
Arthur Augustus.

They vanished through the gates, and several minutea
later the swell of the ¥Fourth came hurrying ocut, ramming
a silk hat on his head as he did so. Despite the change of
headgear Arthur Auvgustus still looked the pieture of

* logked
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—FEATURING GORDON GAY, LATE OF THE GRAMMAR SCHOOL !

elegance, from the crown
of his glimmering hat to
the soles of his shining
ghoes.
He jumped as hiz eyes
swept the quadrangle,
and he saw that his
chums had vanished.
“0Oh, bai Jove!” he
exclaimed indignantly.
“Weally, it's too bad.
The feahful wottahs
have gone without me!"
That much was sbvious,
and taking it for granted,
Arthur Augustus hurried
in pursuit, seething with
wrath. Blake, Herries,
and Dighy found Arthur
Augustus very trying at
times; but nothing like
50 trying as Arthor
Augustus found them.
His wrath grew and
grew as he hurried on
without a glimpsa of hia

chums ahead. Put hae
knew they intended to
take the short eut through
the woods and meadows,
and he knew there was
ample iime to catch the
train even now.

But  Arthur Augustus
was not fated to catch the
Rylcombe irain that after-
neon.

The first indication
Gussy received of this was
as he came in sight of
Combe Dell—a pretty
wooded dell through
which a stream ran, its
banks being thick now
with bluebeﬁs.

In the green and blue of
spring the dell looked delightful, and doubtless Gussy would
have noticed this had his attention not been caught by
something else first,

That was the sight of four youths seated on the wooden

rail of the footbridge that spanned the stream.
. The four were Mason & Co.—checry Fourth-Formers from
the Grammar School, who were far from being averse to a
little harmless “fun,” as Arthur Augustus had good cause
to know from experience,

*0h, bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus. :

He halted, undecided. Certainly he hadn't his best
“topper " on now, but, none the less, Cussy felt uneasy as he
eyed the larking four.

It was too late to go back and take the route by road
—too late if he wanted to catch his train. There was nothing
else for it, so Gussy frowned and walked to his doom, as it
were. As he strode down the woodland path Mason suddenly
sighted the elezant figure and gave a chuckle.

My hat!” he grinned. ‘Do my aged eyes deceive me

or is this the one and only Gussﬁl.' R All d 4
uckle rice. * resse

“It's Gussy right enough |” ¢
up, too! Oh, what a pleasant surprize !

-y —

 CHAPTER 2,
Gussy Follows His Topper !
i HEERIO, Gussy |” cams the chorus.

All four Grammarians swept off their caps and
bowed to Arthur Augustus, completely barring the
way across the bridge while doing =o.

“Good-aftahnoon, you fellows!” Arthur Augustus was
determined to be polite, and to give no cause for offence.

“Pway allow me to pass, deah boys, as I have a {wain
to catch.™
*Polite and good-mannered as ever,” remarked Mazon

g1

admiringly. “And 1sn't he a picture, you fellows?
* Beautiful.”
“Dazzling |” said Price.
“Weally, yvou fellows——
“But there's a speck on his topper,” said Mason. “Here,
I'll knock it off, Gussy—always ready to oblige a Saint.”
And Mason stepped forward and knocked Gussy's silk
hat on one side.
“Weally, I e :
“Now you've knocked it to one side, Mason,” said Price
severely. “Careless! Herve, I'll put it right, Gussy!”

*

This time the silk hat was taoped over Gussy’s eyves,

“Bai Jovel Waeally, you wottahs! Ob, cwumbs!”

It happened in a flash,

Searcely had Price “put it right ” when the third Gram-
marian—Croft-—gave the topper another tap, this time
sending it clean off Gussy's head.

Arthur Augustus grabbed at it just too late.

“0Oh, bai Jove!”

The precious topper missed his frantie clutch, struck the
rail of the bridge, and plopped into the rippling stream.
For a few yards it sailed merrily along with the tide, and
then it struck a submerged stone, lurched, and was swept
round twice, after which it filled and sank.

Arthur Augustus gasped,

“Yon—you fwightful woffans!” he articulated.
vou feahful wottahs! Oh, you—you—"
Words failed Arthur Augustus. It was only too clear

. Tae Gem Lmrany.—No. 1,108.
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now that the Grammarians were out to “rag ” him. Polite-
ness had availed him nothing, nor would further politenesss
be of any use. As a matter of fact, the sight of his
topper sinking had swept away all thoughts of politeness
from the mind of Arthur Augustus. £

All he thought of pow was vengeance—vengeance swilt
and terrible. Rl

He jumped forward, with a roar, and smote the grinning
Troft full on the nose., The Grammarian roared fiendishly,
and sat down on the planks with -a bump that shook the
bridge. .

Tlﬁ:n Gussy jumped forward again, apparently intending
to treat Mason in a liks mapncr. But Mason was a trifle
too quick for him. He ducked awiftly, and his arms clutched
Gussy's elegant waist. . :

“Hold him |” gasped Croft, jumping up and hugging his
nose frantically. “ Hold him! T'm going to smash the silly
idiot—he's busted my noss 1™

But it was easier said than done. Arthur Augustus
srruggled and wrestled furiously.

“Chuek it, Gussy, old infant!” gasped Mason. * Chuck
it, and we'll lek you go, you ass! Only pulling your little
leg & bit—we never meant to do ia your silly topper.”

But the =oft answer failed to turn away Gussy’s great
wrath. IHe struggled on with redoubled fury, and more
than onee he nearly dragged all four with him over the
planks into the stream.

“(ussy, you ass——"

“Chuck it 1" : 2

“1 wefuse to chnck it1” shricked Arthur Augustus. *1
am goin' to thwash all four
of you, you feahful wuflians !

i
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“If you do not cbey me I will lay this stick across
your shoulders!” hooted the angry gentleman, * For one
thing you are obstructing my way, and for another I refuse
to look on at such a disgmcaful and flagrant biece of
wreiched bullying 1

“* B-bull-bullying 1" :

“Yes! You ought to be ashamed of yourselves! Release
that wnfortunatée youth this instant, or—="

“Oh, all right!” said Mason. “If you order us to we'll
have to, of course! Let Gussy go, chaps!™

He released his grip on the leg of the still yelling Arthus
Augustus, The next moment his grinning chums did like-
wigse, Not having any visible means of support Arthur
Augustus immediately obeyed the law of gravity and
dropped head first into the stream with-a wild yell. :

Splash |

For a single instant Arthur Auvgustus seemed to stand on
his head in the bed of the stream, snd then he toppled over
with a prodigious splash that raised a miniature tidal
wive. X

Fartunately the water was only a couple of feet deep at
most, and after floundering about for a moment like a
stranded whale Arthur Augustus staggered up, drenched
and dripping, and looking a sight for gods and men and
little fishes. :

“Ow!” he gurgled. “Gwoooogh! Ow! Oh, bai Jove!”

“ Ha, ha, ha | e

The Grammarians roared helplesely,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Mason. “‘Not our fault, Gussy—we
only obeyed orders. Blame this interfering old gent! Giva

im a ‘feahful thwashin')
Gussy !”

N d1” chuckled “Ha, ha, ha!” :
1‘-1:3302. g‘?’ﬂi‘he iﬁd ll.:-l:l fire- THIS ISS UE CONTAINS The old gentleman in the
eater’s out for blood ! Better wide-brimmed hat was stand-
Ho e e e | THE FOURIH TR
—Jus O cool 1 W H . i .

: ; jrer] s 4 £ - Quite obviously he had nob
yell:Sp:l;ed hslti'ug‘;l-?ei?h;rf?:lr F R B E Glft plCture Card. {*“ti‘-‘ipﬂrt“}d the Grammarian
Augustus was pushed and jokers to obey his orders

wormed over the edge of the
plank bridge under the rail,
Apgainst four of them he
stood no chance, though he
fought like a Trojan.
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quite so  literally—far from
it. He had expected them to
drag Gussy out of danger
befora releasing him, of
eourse,

B LE S S e £ § . § 8§

“Over with him |” panted . to come, BG}"EI “Yon—you depraved young
Mason. “What a pity to villaius ! he gasped. “Upon
ruffle his beautiful clobber e es st St N et Sttty my word!  Why, I have'a
like thisl" ; : great mind to—to——" -5

‘‘Ha, ha. ha!” [ The old gentleman halted in alarm, for at that moment

“Vawwooogh! Welease me!” shrieked Gussy, his eye-
glass already hanging in the stream from the end of its
cord. “Oh, bai Jove! You feahful— Yoooo! Mum-
mmunm | |

Splash !

The aristoeralic head of Arthur Angustus D’Arey splashed
into the clear, rippling waters of the stream, and his yells
ended in gurgles.

With two érammarians holding on to a leg cach the
haplesa swell of the Fourth of 8t. Jim's was ducked again
and agsin, to the accompaniment of his frantic gasps and

gurgles. ’

“Wall, had enough 7 asked Mason affably at last. *Going
to let us off that t.Tlra,shing, Gussy 1" =

“G-gug-groogh!|  Oh, gweat—gug-gug—Seott] I-T'l
thwash—— Gwoooogh! M-mum-m-m-m-um!” 3

““Once again!” said Mason regretfully. ““He's still a
trifle overheated ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”®

Once again the dripping head of Arthur Augustus was
gently lowered into the stream, the rippling wavelets pass-
ing over and round his hair with gentle caresses. So
engrossed in their task were the Grammarians that they
neither heard nor saw the approach of a newcomer on the
sCene.

He was an elderly gentleman, wearinﬁ a light, rather
bagey suit and a very wide-brimmed soft hat. His face was
chubby and good-natured—or, at least, it had beem until
its owner saw what was happening at the little footbridge.

Then the gentleman stopped dead and stared in great
astonishment and indignaticn.

“Well, upon my word!” hLe ejaculated. *G-good gad!
You young scoundrels! Release that poor boy at once,
you bullies!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Great pip!” . A

The four Grammarians almost released their grip of
Gussy as that angry voice broke on their ears. ;

“You hear me?” eried the old gentleman, raicing the stick
he carried. *“Release that unfortunate lad, you young
gcoundrels

“Here, draw it mild!” said Mason. “Not so much of
the young scoundrels, sir. Anyway, what—"
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Arthur Augustus foundercd ashore, and then, with a roar
of wrath, he went for Mason & Co., heedless of the stranger’s
prescnce,

Mason ceased to laugh and gave a yell as the drenched
and raging Gussy closed with him. -

“Oh, my hat! Back up, chaps!
you Yooeooop 1"

Mason went flat on his back on the bridge with Arthur
Augustus on top of him, punching and pummelling for all he
was worth. The blood of all the D'Areys was roused naw,
and Mason soon knew it. He yelled for n1d, and Croft, Price,
and Pearson jumped to the rescue. S

They swarmed over Gussy, and the serap grew fast and
furious, But it dide’t last long. The gentleman in the
wide-brimmed hat looked on for a moment in shocked amaze-
ment—but only for o moment. =

With a wrathful enort he raised his stick and dashed to
Gussy's regcue.  The next moment the stick was in action.

Whack, whaek, whack, whack | ;

They wera not by any means hefty swipes, but they were
enot ﬁ for Mason & Co. From them came a chorus o
startled valls. -

"“Look out!” yelled Masen,

“0h, my hat! Yooop!”

“It’s that old josser! Here, stap, you old idiot. What—
Yoooop! Wow!”

I"ar more etartled than hurt, Mason & Co. released Arthur
Augnstus, and scrambled frantically away, Mason himself
all but toppling over into the stream. For an instant the
(iraminarians jammed and struggled in a bunch on the
narrow bridge, and then they broke away, the stranger get-
ting in o last whack on Mason's back as he went.

Sonked and seething, Arthur Augustus was helped to his
feet by the Good Samaritan, who glared alter Mason & Co.

“The—the young rascals!” he gasped. “Are you hurt,
my boy? I am exceedingly sorry that it was owing to my
interference——>=""

“(Gwooogh 1 panted Gusy. *“Oh, bai Jove! Pway do
not wowwy about that, sir—those feahful wuffians knew what
you meant; they dwopgcd me purposely into that wotten
stweam.  Gweooogh ! am dwenched thwough, and my
clobbah will be wuined. Ow-ow!™

Hold on, Gussy,
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" Gug-gug-gwoooh 1"
again in the woodland stream.

elderly gentleman. *f Qood gad ! ' ejaculated the siranger.

“Who are they?” demanded the stranger sternly, “TFrom
their caps——"

. “Whooooogh! They are wotten Gwammawians, sir!"”
gasped Gussy, shaking the water from himself dismally.
“They are fwom Wylcombe Gwammah School, and are uitah
wuffians, without wespect for a fellow's clobbah or anythin’
~else, bai Jove.”

“1 suspected as much,” exclaimed the stranger grimly.
““T have already met samples of the bays from the Grammar
“Behool. I trust that you do not belong to that school i

“Wathalh not, sir!” snorted Gussy omphatically. *1
belong to Bt. Jim's. Those Gwammah School chaps are
weally feahful boundahs, wude, and wullianly, and dis-

“wespectful.” For no weason whatevah they assaulted me and
Jnocked my toppah into the stweam. Bal Jove! I must
wecovah it, if vou will exeuse me, sir.”

And Arthur Augustus splashed back into the stream and
recovered his precious topper—though it was doubtful if
it would ever be fit for his aristocratic head again. He
emptied -the water out with a groan, and carried it back
to where the old gentleman awaited him.

“You had better run baek to vour school now, or vou
will catch cold, my boy!” said the stranger. “I am glad
to have met you, and possibly I shall sce you again, as I
hope to visit St. Jim's after my visit to the CGrammar
School.”

“The—the Gwammah School!” echoed Gussy, with a
start.

“Yes, yeal I regretto state,” said the old gentleman, with
deep feeling, “that my nephew is a pupil there—possibly
you know him; his name is Gay—Gordon Gay.”

*0Oh, bai Jove! Oh—oh, yaas.sir!”

“ He was sent to the Grammar School against my wishes,”
seid the stranger. “ My desire was to send him to St, Jim's.
Though I have never visited your school I have heard
cxcellent reports of it, and Dr. Holmes is a very old friend
of mine, though I have not seen him for a great number
of years. But I must get on to the Grammar School as my
visit 1s short, and you must run now or you will eatch your
death of eold, Good-bye, my boy I

“Oh! Ah| Yaas, sir!” gasped Gussy.
and thank you vewy much I

“CGood-bye, sir,

-

b |

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gasped frantically as the grinning Qrammarians ducked him again and
So engrossed were Mason & Co. in their task that they failed to notice the approach of an
‘* Release that poor boy at once, you bullies ! ™

(See Chopler )

With that Arthur Auvgustus trotted away, glaring at
Mason & Co., who were still in sight among the trees
some distance away. Two of the Gramimarians had dropped
their caps on the bridge in the scuffle, and they did not
intend to attempt to recover them until the terrible old
gentleman had departed.,

" bai Jove | murmured Arthur Augustus, as he trotted
back to Bt. Jim's, “How feahfully blundewin’ of me to
wun down the Gwammawians like that. But how was a
fellow to know it was Gordon Gay’s uncle? Oh ewumbs!”

More than onte as he frotted along, Arthur Augustus
thought of turning back and explaining matters to the old
gentleman.  As Gussy knew well enough, Gordon Gay, as
well as Mason & Co., were really very decent fellows, if
mischievous and *“‘wuffianly * at times, And Gussy was upset
at the thought that he had helped to give Gay's uncle o
false impression of most of the fellows at the Grammar
School.

But he was wet and cold; moreover, he imagined the old
gentleman would be well on his way to the Grammar Schoo!
by this time. 8o Gussy did not turn back—nor did he look
back. Had he done so, he might have been sarprizsed to sec
that Gay’s uncle was walking briskly on his tracks—not
towards the Grammar School, but towards St Jim's. Whieh
was somewhat strange considering the fdet that Gay's unelo
had said he must “ get on ' to the Grammar School,

That circumstance was soon made clear, however—though
not to Arthur Augustus.

As he came from the woadland path on to Rylecombe Lane,
Gay’s uncle stood by the stile and garzed up and down.
Gussy was out of sight, and, being a completo stranger in
the district, Mr. Gay wondered which direction to take. Aa
he stood there, Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn, of the Shell at
8t Jim's, came along. They stopped as Gay's uncle asked
them the way to the Grammar School.

“Over the stile and through the woods,” said Grundy.
“That's your best way, sir—another mile at least round by
the road!”

“But I have just come that way, boys,” said Mr. Gay,
with an angry frown. “I was directed to come this way by
some schoolboys I met outside the station.”

; fuE Gex Lippany,—No. 1,108.
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“Then they've pulled your leg.” said Grundy, in his
usual blunt way. * Rotten trick to play on a stranger, I
must say. Not one of our fellows, of course; Grammar
School cads, I bet.”

“They certainly were Grammar School boys,” said Mr.
Gay, with some heat. I suppose they objected to the fact
that I lectured them severely for smoking. 1 was very um-
fovourably impressed indeed by all of them.” y

“Rotton lot. the Grammarians,” agreed Grundy, with a
nod, *Fearful erowwd—wouldn’t be found dead at their show.
They've sent you at least a mile out of your way, sir g

“gcunda.lous]” snorted Gay's unele, “They were also
mest rude and insolent. The boy who misdirected me—a boxy
with an absurd lisp—was exceptiﬁnﬁll? rude.”

“T know the chap,” said Grundy. "“Chap named Lacy—
an awfal outsider! I'll punch his %ead for you next time I
oo the bounder. Leave it to me, sir! Anyway, that’s your
i‘ﬂ.}icheat way—through the woods, and then keep te the
eft

And with that Grundy touched his cap chegrfully and went
on with his chums. )

Gay's uncle gazed after them, a deep, dark frown on his
chubby features. :

“Upon my word,” he murmured, breathing hard. *The—
the young rascals! The boys at the Grammar School must
be entirely undisciplined and allowed to run wild, 1 am
astounded—to think that Gordon is hbeing brought up
amongst such a community of young rascals. Something
must be done—something must be done l” :

_With that Mr, Gay snorted and climbed over the stile.
Then, in a state of seething wrath and indignation, he
retraced his steps along the woodland path.

i

CHAPTER 3.
Nore Discaveries for Uncle !

" LOW the ass!”
i “Phe awful fathead!” -

# The—the footling tailor’s dummy !
Blake, Herries, and Digby were, of course,
referring to Arthur Augustus D' Aroy. )

Really, it was very annoying. Blake & Co. had pever 1n-
tended to go without their noble chum, of course; not far, that
is. They intended to walk at an ordinary pace, and if
Gussy had to run hard to catch them up, that was his own
look-out, and would gerve him right. :

Tt was always the same, whether they were going for &
bike spin, or for & walk. or anywhere, in iac.t;1_ArtLJ=.1:-
Augustus always delayed them in some manner. Either he
kept them waiting ages whilst he changed a necktie, or
polljished a hat, or else he had to turn back, having forgotien,
or mislaid something. f i :

Blake, Herries, and Digby found their aristocratio and
elexant chum wery trying indeed & times.

They had walked on, and had even stopped for some
moments to exchange gentle cheff with Masen & Co., at
the footbridge. But at last Blake called a halt, as he looked
back and saw still no signs of Arthur Auiustus. =t

“The—the blithering chump!” gaid Blake, beginning
again. “He takes the bun, and no mistake. 1 expeci—-"
. “Let's go on without him !” snorted Herries.

“Those Shell fellows will be waiting!” sniffed Dig.

“Well, let ’em wait,” said Blake, “Though 1 believe
Tom Merry wanted to call at the printers in Rylecombe, o
it's hardly likely. Siill, we'll miss that train at this rate.
My hat! It's just struck me, chaps. Supposing those
Grammar Schoal worms have nabbed him.”

* Phew !

“ Never thought of that.” 3

“ They knew better than totry any tricks on with ng thaugh
they were four to three,” said Blake grimly, “but they're
pretty certain to try to pull Gussy's leg, and rag him a bit.”

“ Perhaps that’s why he hasn’t caught us up.”

“Of course! Phew! We ought not to have— Hark!
What's that?"

‘Through the woods came a wild howl—a howl in very
familiar tones; it was the voice of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,

There was no mistaking it—no mistaking, either, that
Arthur Aupnstus was in trouble.

“T knew it!” groaned Blake. “Isn’t it just like that ass
to find trouble just now? He's the cutside limit I

“ Better go back and see what's a‘:-, though,” said Dighby,
shaking his head. *“Can’t leave old Gussy to the tender
mercies of those jokers; you know what they ere!”

“Oh, blow the fathead!” growled Blake.

Ho started back, with a snort, and hiz chums followed.
T'a leave Gussy in the lurch was unthinkable, much as he
desorved it—in their view: Putting on_speed, Blake,
Herries, and Dighby raced back, and very =oon they canie in
sight of the footbridge across the sparkling stream.

ey arrived just too late, however, Arthur Augustus
with his rescuer had just gone, and Maszon & Co, were just
Ert-ting'their disarranged atiire straight, as they dashed lo
e spot.
Tue Gev Lirany.—No. 1,108
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“Hallo!” snapped Blake, eyeing the four dishevelled
Grammarians suspiciously. “What's been going on here ?
What have you chaps been up to o

*“ Only admiring the giddy bluebells ! Mason said politely.
“ Anything else, old dear?”

“We heard IArcy velling just now,” said Blake. “¥ou
lfju!}’m'fs have been ragging him, 'l be bound. Where is

l_"-!}

“They’ve been scrapping with someone,” said Herries.

Mason chuckled. Being in the majority, he had no fear
of Blake & Co. ,

“Serapping 77 he echoed, “ What an idea! If you fellows
really want to know where Gussy is—"

“We do!” snorted Blake., * %"e’ve been waiting for the
ass. We've got to catch the two-thirty at Rylecombe. At
this rate——" ;

_ “Gussy won't catch 1t, then!” chuckled Croft. *“Ho's
just gone home to change his clobber, I expect.”

*Change his clobber?” yelled Elake,

“Yes, old chap. You see he's just had his annual.
Knowing you Saints never wash, we decided to give him
a bath. Notice how dirty the water iz pow ™

And he nodded at the murmuring siream.

“You—you rotters!” spluttered Blake. “You pitched old
(iussy in the stream, you mean?”

“Well, not exactly ”? chuckled Mason. “You see, Gussy
was getting rather heated because his topper got accidentally
linocked into the stream. 8o we held him by the legs, and
ducked his napper in. to cool him down a bit. Then soms
old buffer came along and ordered us to release him,
Well, we did, and he fell nto the stream, of course. Not
our fault, was 11"

“ Ha, iaa, ba ! roared Croft, Price, and Pearson.

Blake & Co. glowered. It was now elear enough that Gussy's
trip io Wayland was "off “—unless he came on by a later
train, which was unlikely. The knowledge suddenly re-
minded Blake that they themselves were very low in funds,
and that they had relied upon Gussy to see them threugh.

"“You—you rotters!” gasped Blake. “I've a jolly good
mind to punch your head, Magon!”

“Try it on, old chap.” said Mason affably. ™ Always
ready to oblige a Saint with a licking—or a bath. Blessed
if I know which you need the most.”

“Make it a bath!" advised Price. “ They never wash ab
2t Jim’s, you know, and it would be a blesing to the
publie.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky rotters!” gasped Herries, who bhad less
patience than either Dighy or Blake. " We're not standing
cheek like that, Blake. And they’ve ducked poor old
Cussy in, and mucked up our trip to Wayland. Smash ‘em!
Teach ‘e better than to pitch 8t. Jim's fellows into a
gtream ! :

“Hold an—"

But Rlake's warning came too late. With a warlike
gnort, Herries rushed at Mason, and next moment they were
-.\-.u_!{zing about, locked in deadly embrace.

“Back up!” roared Mason. “Back up, and show these
Saints what's wha— Yoooop ! 3

A tap on the nose from Herries put a stop to Mason’s
appeal. But it was not made in vain—in a flash, Croft,
Price, and Pearson had rushed upon Blake and Dighy,
though those two worthies did not need much en-
couragement.

Tn a moment, a fierce scrap was in progress among the
waving bluebells on the bank, and on the path. In the
ardinary way, with the odds even, Blake & Co. would Thave

been more than a match for the four Grammarians. But

though Mason and his chums were not such stalwart
fighters as Gordon Gay & Co., they had plenty of pluck,
and numbers told. Az Blake had feared, the odds proved
a trifle too much. )

Then eame a sudden interruption, There was the seund
of crashing footsteps, and through the trees burst three
fellows wearing Grammar School ca Blake had his back
‘o them, but he heard them coming, and as they were
much nearer to St. Jim's than the Grammar School, he
imagined they must be Saings.

“Reseue 1 he bellowed. “ Rescue, 8t Jim's!"”

*Ha, ha, hat” ;

The mext moment Blake was speedily disillusioned, 23 a
cheery voice rang ont—a familiar voice.

“Yas we'll resene you all right—I don't think! Hold
the little dears fast, Maszon !V ; 3

“(Oh, crumbs!” groaned Blake. “Gordon Gay!”

Tt was the Grammarian leader, and with him were Frank
Monk, and
and the sounds of warfare had attracted them te the spoi—
unfortunately for Blake and Co. Their arrival put a sudden
end to the St-Jim's fellows’ resistance.

In & matter of sceonds, all three were flat on their backs
Ivith. Grammarians sested on their chests, and en their
e, : :

{Continued on page 8.)
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Carboy. They had been rambling in the woods,

e i [ NN A

i Sl o

i
i

¥

s &

i

i
el

= 4,
.

- -!

=
3



NEXT WEEK’S PICTURE CARD!

THIS IS8 A BLACK AND WHITE REPRODUC-
TION OF THE FIFTH FREE COLOURED
PICTURE CARD THAT WILL BE PRESENTED
WITH EVERY COPY OF NEXT WEDNESDAY'S
BUMPER ISSUE OF THE “ QEM."

T ——

SMARY
the F

——

ELS o,
“UTURE!

e

e ——— e

HOUR LOCOMOTIVE.

6P T can't bo done!™ said the wisehenrds when

George Stephenson set the world agog with

bold schemes to encircle the earth

ceaseless relays of “iron horses.” With a
shake of their pessimistic heads thoy declared that
the human body eould not stand a s]:\:ced g0 great asg
thirty miles an hour, snd that George’'s daring
projects would drag down to ruin whoever financed
them !

Now thero is running on the lines of the Clanadian
NationalPRailways a gigantic locomotive whose per.
formances are so wonderful that the doom of the
present-day steam locos is actually threatened !

It is an oil-electric train, and recently tore across
Canada for 3,000 miles in sixty-seven hours! Our
own famous fiers, like the Flying Scotsman, do
shorter distances at even greater speed. Indeed, for
the time taken on its non-stop run the Flying Scots-
man stands absolutely supreme in the world. But
then those trains in Canada snd America have &
vastly more difficult job. Their length, for a start,
is sometimes nearly two miles long !

The train of the future will knock all these big
facts and figures violent'y sideways. The pace of
motor-cara and eeroplancs—all vehieles—will have
g0 speeded-up within a fow years that to maintain
their place on earth the railways will have to shatter
records as they have never been shattered before.
The 200 m.p.li. locomotive is the target at which
engineers and inventors are aiming now.
These marvels of mechanieal triumph will neces-
sarily be of inhumanly vast proportions.
But, in spite of that, they will be modelled
on the lines of racing motor-cars—stream-
lined, and with every outside feature
adapted to cleave through the air and
make light of the
terrific  air - resis-
tance with which
they will, of course,
e meet ws the thun-
i derously pulsating

mass of metal
(| hurtlea headlong !

And their appotite

ior” fuel! = 'The

with

No. 5—A TWO HUNDRED MILES PER

Next week's article deals
with an amazing giant * Air
Liner,” another dream of
the future, which is the
subject of the SIXTH Free
Gift Picture Card.

thousands of gallons of water and many tona of coni
that the Flying Scotsman consumes in a journey will
be but a passing snack to them ! i i

Britain will still be right to the fore in the building
of the world's trains. lﬁo other country can match
Britain in this trade. Why, this very year our four
hiz railway companies between them are b!,}lldlng
more than 425 of the most powerful angines in the
world, 800 passenger and corridor coaches mnd
luggage vans and restaurant cars, and more than
26,000 goods wagons !

One of our raillway workshops can now turn out
400 railway wagons sach weel, end many l:‘.rf the
orders now on hand in this country are for l'a.{]wuys
abroad. Two of the largest locos at present in the
world are now being built at Manchester for service
in Indin, and they will cost £14,500 each 1 :

That will give you some idea of the foverish
activities and costs that will confront our engineering
workshops and railway depots when those 200 m.p.h.
magierpieces get going. The tracks en which tuesn
roaring giants will run will make the sleepers of Qo
prosent  permanent ways look like _mu.tuh-sﬁ.lus.s.
Bridges, viaducts—everything over which tho mon-
sters rush—will have to be rebuilt to be in keoping
with the incredible loads of the fu_tura railways.

Ii is possible that the cngines will have to be built
in soveral sections in order that the immense longth
of the gront mass of mechanism shall be able to
negotiate, at top specd, very sharp curves. Kven
now there ars locomotives of this type, with three
** joints.” y

Weo thought it wonderful when mechanical stokera
took the place on some of the world’s railway systoma
of the human fircrman and when luxurious _rf_*st.uurcml;
cars and sleeping berths became regular fitments of
long-distance train journcys. Those who travel in
the sumptuous spooding ** hotels ** in the tlﬁaYE]Whe}l
travel h_',-‘ rail ig managed l}Y tho Clchs_ulg of electrie
switches in the driver's eab will
wonder hiow the folic who thought
they knew all about speeding, in
the early part of the twentieth
century, could bear to be trans-
ported in ** toy 7 trains at a mero

eixty or seveniy miles an hour !

+
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i A Traitor in the School. 5

, : {Continued from page 6.)
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“What a lucky meeting !* grinned Gordon Gay. “We
were just feeling bored with life, and hoping for a diversion
like this !"

“¥ou—you roffers!” panted Blake. "Fair play, you
know, Gay! You're two to onel” :

“My dear man, that’s mergly the fortune of war!”
chuckled Gordon (Gay cheerfully.

* Look here—"

“Now don’t start arguing,” said Gay, waving his hand,
“I do hate a fellow who argues when a matter's once
eettled. It's only two days ago since you fellows collared
me end ducked me in a horse-trough ountside Ryleombe,
You ”wouldn’t. listen to my blessed argument then, would
you?

“Hem! But loock here——" began Dlake desperately, but
Gay shut him up, . S

“That’s enough,’ old dear!” he said. *“ Plaster his chivvy
with mud if he starts again, Crofty, old man! War’s war,
and you Saints have got to learn your- places, and thai
Grammar School is top dog. Now, you fellows, just get
busy and gather some bluebells. We're going to duck these
merchants in the stream first, and then we're going to
dress 'em u
back home as three little boy blues. Then—o

“You are going to do mothing of the kind, Gordom!
Release those boys this instant, sirl® :

Gordon Gay nearly jumped out of his skin, as a deep,
angry voice made that remark and command.

Mason & Co. also jumped. They wheeled round, and
Mason's jaw dropped as he recognised the old gentleman
who had given him the benefit of his stick.

“0Oh, crumbs!” he gasped. “‘It—it’s that old buffer
again [*

“0ld buffer I* hooted Mr. Gay. “How dare you refer to
me in such insolent terms, boy? So you are already at
your bullying tricks again? Are you not ashamed of
yourselves i o

“No, we're jolly well not!” eaid Mason warmly. 1
don’t sce why you should slang us like this, or interfere,
gir. It’s no husiness of yours—" : ;

“Tt is the business of anyone to stop bullying,'” said Mr.
Gay heatedly. *I refuse to stand by and witness such
cowardly and scandalons behaviour. You, will releaze
those youths this instant, and you, Gordon, will accompany
me at once to the school.”

“Y.yes, uncle!” gasped CGordon Gay. :

“Uncle ! repeated Mason, with a jump. “Oh, my hat!
Is that—" .

“Yes, you ass !” hissed Gay. “Shut up!”

Mason & Co. groaned and stepped hastily to the rear.
They understood Elﬂ position now. Gay's face was crimson.
Blake & Co. were released, and they grinned cheerily as
they serambled up.

“Come on!” murmured Blake. “We'll go while the
giddy going’s good. We've missed that two-thirty, I
expect, Fi:mt we'll catch the next. Luckily, I've got enough
for tickets, and Tom Merry will see us through for the
rest. Come on !

And with cheery countenances the St. Jim's fellows
thanked Mr. Gay meekly, raised their caps, and departed
in great haste, They were taking no chances with Gordon
Gay & Co.

Those worthies scarcely saw them go, however.

“It's—it's all right, uncle!” gasped Gay. “It was only a
rg.g”—mlly a lark. But I didn’t know you were coming,
gir. :

“Y am well aware you did not.” said Mr. Gay grimly.
“I am excecedingly glad I did decide to pay you a surprise
visit, however, or'i have learned the sort of school you

ave been sent to, Gordon. And I am shocked and
disgusted,”

“Uncle !”

“It is useless to talk of rags, as you call them, or of
larks. I have seen with my own eyes tie sort of companions
you associate with, and tie kind of school you have been
sent to is now clear to me,” said Gay’s uncle icily, *“The
school is obviously badly conducted, and discipline is at a
discount. The boys have been allowed to do as they wish
in their spare time, end have become nothing short of

ar

1' R
e te: T .
“8ilence! I refuse to hear any. excuses or denials,
Gordon. I met a sample of your school fellows when

leaving the station ey were smoking, and when I
wentured to roprimand them they heeame rude and insolent.
Tep Gem Liemany,—No. 1,108
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One boy in particular—a boy named Tracy, or Lacy—
was particularly insolent, and he misdirected me, sending
me more than a mile out of my way.”

“But, uncle—" gasped Gay.

“That is enough Gerdon! Tt is obvious that what I
have already seen are not isolated cases. I am disgusted,
and very.disappointed with your school. I will make it
my business to give your headmaster my opinion when 1
arrive at the Grammar School. Come with me !

"0h, erumbs! But, uncle—"

“Come !” gnapped Mr. Gay, “As your guardian I am
responsible for you GCordon, and if I find my suspicions
and opinions are correct, I shall not hesitate to take you
away from your present school. Come with me at once,
as my time is ‘short!”

“QOh dear! Look here, uncle—"

“Come |" :

It was almost a ‘roar. Evidently Gay's uncle, though
Fcod-naturad enough, had a short temper, or else he had
had a trying alternocn. At all events Gordon Gay did
not linger longer, With a dismal glance at the faces of
his startled and asstonished c¢hums, Gordon Gay followed
gisij Il!llole aver the bridge, and on towards the Grammar

CHO0),

CHAPTER 4.
- The Last Siraw !

T was a dismai walk to the Grammar School for Gordon
I Gay. On the way Uncle James related his experiences
that afterncon, and his nephew greaned as he listensa.
But he did more than groan. He tried again and
again to get & word or two in edgeways; but it was no
good. Uncle James was wound up on the subject of the
Grammar School. He would listen to no exeuses, no
explanations, all of which was rather enfair, and certainly
dismaying to Gordon Gay.

Uncle James was a very decent old fellow. Gordon Gay
had seen very little of him; but he had long ago arrived
at that opinion. None the less he was a very trying old
gentleman, with strong prejudices’ and strong opinions
He knew very little of school life, and he appeared io
have formed the opinion that bullying was a very sad
blot on most schools, which was certainly an unfortunate
mistake on uncle’s part.

But, n regard to the Rylecombe Grammar School, Uncle
James certainly was prejudiced unfavourably even before
visiting the district. His desire had been to send Geordon
Gay to Bt. Jim's, where the friend of bis youthful days
was now ihe headmaster. Bui Gorden had been sent to
the Grammar School. Unecle James conld not forget that,
or overlook it. Like Gordon himself, Uncle James had
spent nearly the whole of his life in Australia, and he had
undoubtedly lost touch with school life, which was scarcely
surprising in the circumstances. And it was most unfortun-
ate that his first encounter with Grammarians was with
Laey & Co., the black sheep of the school, and that his
adventures since had been so disastrous.

Much as the 8t. Jim'e fellows affected secorn for the Gram-
mar School, they would have been the last seriounsly to call
it & bad school. As a matier of fact, they were well aware
that it was an excellent school, and that the fellows, with
very few exceptions, were thoroughly decent. The rivalry
between the two schools was good-humoured rivalry, and
actually the Saints and Grammarians were on very friendly
terms on the whole. Certainly, both Grumdy and Gussy
had not dreamed of the serious interpretation Mr. Gay had
placed upon their careless remarks.

But Mr, Gay was unaware of that, nor would he listen
to_his hapless nephew’s desperate attempts to explain.

He had already been insulted by Grammar School boys,
and had been ecaused annoyance and trouble by being
wrongly directed by them. And the other Grammarians
he bad met, as yet—even his own nephew—had, in his eyes,
shown themselves to be bullies andp young ruffians.

Uncle James was disgusted and disappointed, and he did
not mince his words. Gordon Gay was almost in despair
by the time the Grammar School was reached. He shud-
dered at the thought of hiz uncle expressing his opinions
to Dr. Monk. Dr. Monk was a kindly old gentleman;
but he was very proud of his school, ans, being somewhat
short-tempered, not at all likely to put up with nonsense
from anyone,

There would be trouble, and

Gordon Gay groaned, and made a last desperate attempt.

“Uncle,” he pleaded, “do listen to me a moment before
you see the Head. You're making a mistake—>

“I am not making a mistake at all, Gordon!” snapped

Mr. Gay impatiently. “I am very disappointed in your

school, and still more disappointed in you. Do you think
%‘cgg] :ﬁlftake the evidence of my own ears and eyes, boy?
u i EL ;
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“ Not another word, Cordon!” said Uncle James. “I
utterly refuse—

* But—but do coma to the study before seeing the Head ™
gasped Gordon.

“I will certainly come to your study first,” snapped the
irate old gentleman, “as I intend to see your books, and
to learn what progress you are making here! T shall then
interview Dr. Monk, and place my views hefore him,”

“0h,” gasped Gordon, “very well, uncle!”

He fairly gasped with relief. If he could only get his
terrible nncle into the study he might succeed in persuading
the stubborn old gentleman that things were nothing like
80 bad as he suppozed.

Alas! Fate had still another tragic blow in store for
Gordon Gay, and his uncle !

Into the School House and upstairs to the Fourth Form

Dr. Monk gazed somewhat haughtily over his spectacles at the soot-covered figure of Gordon Qay's Uncle James.
1 ** Never have | been subjected to such an outrage !
Words failed him.

My dear sir——" Look at me ! " beliowed Uncle James.

is the last straw! I1—1 H

passage went uncle and mephew. In the ordinary way
visitors te the boys were supposed to be shown into the
visitors' room previous to secing the Head—a formality
they were expected to observe beforshand. But, in this
case, Gordon Gay was only too glad to accede to his unele's
demand fo visit his study. They arrived at the door at
last, and Gordon Gay paused.

“This is it, uncle,” he said, eager to say romething
favourable. “It's & ripping little study, and my chums and
I are no end comfy here.”

Mr. Gay grunted. Gordon pushed at the door, which
was already ajar, and, as he did so, Uncle James entered
in_ his brisk, businesslike manner.

It was unfortunate that he did so—very unfortunate in-
deed—for there was a booby-trap fixed up above the door,
and Uncle James received the full benefit of it. Again an
enemy of the luckless Gorden Gay had been at work, and
again Uncle James was the sufferer.

As the door swung back sharply there sounded a faint
noise above, and then——

Swooooosh !

Down upon the startled head of Uncle James came first
a book, and then a cardhoard box. In the cardboard box
was a guantity of mixed flour and =oot, and Uncle James

got first the book, and then s carefully-prepared mixtura,
His startled bellow was enough to rouse the whole of the
Grammar School.

With soot and flour enveloping him asz in o shroud, he
stood and coughed and sneezed as if for a wager,

Gordon Gay almost fainted.

“G-good heavens!” he stuttered.
my only sainfed aunt !

For a full minute Uncle James stood, showering soot and
flour around him, while he coughed and sneezed, and strove
fo give vent to his feelings in wrathful roars. Buf at last
he got his eyes snd nose clear somewhat, and then he
fairly danced with rage.

“Who—what—— Gordon, wvon young razcall” he
bellowed. “What does this abominable outrase mean?
What—what— G-gug-good gad! Grooogh!”

“What—what—— 0Oh,

“8irl
This—thia

(822 Chapter 5.)

There came a sudden patter of feet in the passare, and
several Fourth-Formers dashed round the corner. Thery,
were Mason, Croft, Price, and Pearson.

Mason pulled up chort, his face the picture of utter dismay
as he saw what had happened,

“Oh lor'1” he gasped. * Oh crumbs!”

Gordon Gay gave hior a ferocious glare. IHe guessed it
was Mason's work; and he was right there, Like Blake
& Co., and the Terrible Three at 8t Jim’s, Gordon Gay
& Co. and Mason & Co. were rivals who combined together
against outsiders, but: who played japes against each other
at home often enough.

On this occasion Mason and his chums had rigged up tha
trap before going out, as a pleasant little surprize for Gay
& EC}. on their return at teatime. Mason had ouly remem-
bered it some minutes after Gay and his uncle had left
them, and with his chums he had rushed back to school at
t+:|%5 speed, guessing Gay would take his uncle to his study.

ut they had arrived several seconds too late—the
What DMason & Co. had fearsd had
Uncle James had got it instead of his

damage was done,
come about.
nephew !
Mason gazed, horrorstricken,
' Tae Cey Lmzipvy.—No, 1,108.
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“Oh, you awiul ass, Mason!” groaned Gordon Gay. “I
sggpose this is a bit of your work! You've done it now!
I'll puneh your silly head later on for—=

Gay paused as his uncle wheeled reund on him suddenly.

CHAPTER 5.
The Blow Falls!
OBVIOUSLY, Unele James, busy as he was at the

task of clearing eyes and nose of soot and flour,
had overheard his unguarded remarks,

“What is that, Gordon?” he hooted. *Upon my
word! Is it possible that this is vet more of that young
rascal’'s work?  Boy, did you sef that abominable trap
over the door "

“Oh crumbs! Y-yes, sir!” gasped Mason, too startled to
think of trying to evade the question. “I—I'm fearfully
sorry, sir, I—I didn't mean it—— Here! Oh, my hat!”

He gave a gasp of alarm as Uncle James jumped forward
and, grasping him by the jacket collar, shook him wrath-

fully.
“Yon—y®h young scoundrel!” stuttered the old gentle-
man. “I—I have a very good mind to—to lay my stick

abont yon! Poofl I—I-—"

e was interrupted. There sounded a heavy tread in
the passage, and a stately figure In cop and gown came
hurrying to the spot.

Gordon Gay pave a deep groan az he rccognised the
Head—Dr. Monk,

“What—what is happening here, hoys?" asked the Head

of the Grammar Sechool irritably. “Gay what Good
gracious! Who iz this individual? And what—— Bless
my soull Release that boy this instant, sir!”

Mr. Gay rcleazed the hapless Mason—much to that

outh's relief. He promptly faded into the background.

r. Monk gazed zomewhat haughtily over his spectacles at
the flour and soot-covered figure of Uncle James.

“Who are you, sir?” he repeated coldly., “How dare
you assault a boy from this school, and what 2

“Who am I%” almost bellowed the raging Unecle James.
“I am Mr, James Gay, the uncle and guardian of one of
your unfortunate pupif;, giv, I eame here to discover for
myself the kind of school my nephew—poof —was attend-
ing. And now I have satisfied myself as to its nature I
intend to take my nephew away at the earliest possible
moment, sir.”

*Birl My dear sir—"

“Look at me!” bellowed Unéle James, *Look at me, an
unsuspecting visitor to your school, covered from head to
foot in flour and soot, Poof! Never have 1 becn sub-
j[e_gitiedl to such an ontrage! This—this is the last straw!

Words failed Mr, James Gay.

Dr. Monk blinked at him in growing anger and amaze-
ment. Naturally he wasz not at all pleased at Mr, Gay's
remarks concerning the Grammar Bchoal.

“Pray ealm yourself, my dear sir!” he said icily. “This
—this conduct—before my pupils—is most unseemly. If
you desire to take your nepgew away from this school you
are quite at liberty to do so. I fail, however, to under-
stand your reasons, and I still fail to understand the mean-
ing of this extraordinary commotion, and how you came to
be in such a state, sir!”

“Can’t you see?” hooted Uncle James. “I am the
victim of a rascally irick, sir, But I do not blame the boys
so much—nor do I intend to point out the culprits. The
responsible persons are the zuthorities of such a school that
permits its pupils to roam the countryside like hooligans,
and to behave like ill-mannered savages!™

Dr. Monk raised his bhand., His brow was dark with
Anger.

“That is encugh, sir!” he said angrily. “If yvou have
anything further to say perhaps you will be good enough
to ¢ome to my study. As I have already stated, I have
1o objection, none whatever, sir, to your nephew, Will you
he good enongh to come this way, Mr. Gay1”

“1 will come when I have made myself a little more
presentable I’ was the wrathy answer, “CGordon, get me a
clathes-brusn this instant, sir.”

“0Oh! Ye-es, uncle!” groaned the unhappy Gagy.

“VYery well, sir!” snapped the Head. *QGay, you will
ehow your uncle to my study later.”

“Oh, ves, sirl”

Dr. Monk strode away, his features pink with wrath.

Mr. Gay, his face a curious study m black-and-white
followed Gordon Gay into the study, watched by a crow
of seared Grammarians,

Ha obtained a clothes-brush, and set to worlk io malke his
uitele presentable. Carboy also obtained another brush and
fent a willing hand. Frank Monk and Harry Wooiton
rushed off {or a hasin of water and a towel and soap, and
very soon Unele James was locking more presentable.

Tue Gem Laprary.—No. 1,108

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d,

Luckily the soot and flour was dry, and most of it came
off easily enough. But the anger of Uncle James seemed
to grow and grow as his covering of soob and flour grew
less and less. ¥

During the cleaning operations Gordon Gay tried to talk
to his unecle, but Mr. Gay refused to listen. He wanted
to do all the talking that was necessary. And the dismay
of Gay and his chums grew deeper as tljzn(e:r listened. Uncla
James was undoubtedly a “corker.” Once his mind was
made up on a subject, argument and pleading were use-
less. He had reached the eonclusion that the Grammar
School was no fit place for his nephew, and nothing would
alter that conclusion. Hadn't he seen with his own eyes

and  heard with his own ears? Hadn't ‘he
suffered in his own person {rom the results
of the slackness and ulter lack of discipline at the
school? And instead of receiving eympathy and reprets

from the headmaster, hadn’t he met with angry words and
chilly disregard of his complaints?

_Uncle James was snorting like a warhorse in bis impa-
tience to interview Dr. Monk, and Gordon Gay groancd as
be realised what it might lead to—if it already hadn’t led
to i, Uncle James was ready at last—most of the soot and
flonr was brushed off, and he was looking more respectable
now.

With his round face pink with wrath, he followed Gordon
Gay from the room and along to the Head's study. The
junior tapped, and the next moment Dr. Monk’s voica
snapped an invitation, and Uncle James went inside,

Gordon Gay almost tottered back to his chums,

“Well 27
. “Goodness knows!” groaned Gay dismally, “He's gone
inside, The Head locked like a giddy Gorgon. I’'m afraid
there'll be a fearful bust-up, and then—"

“But—but he can't take you away!” gasped Harry
Wootton in the greatest alarm. “It would be too awful
for words, old man! It’s just gas—="

“T'm afraid not; the eilly old buffer really means it,”
said Gay unhappily., “He's an awfully good sort, really:
but he gets queer ideas in his napper, snd he’s fearfully
stubborn—worse than that chap Grundy at St. Jim's. And
he’s got the Head's back up—"

“He has and no mistake,” agreed Frank Monk, looking
very serious. “The pater can be stubborn when he likes,
too. Oh erumbs! This is awfull”

In dismal apprehension, the chums waited for the result
of Uncle James' interview with the Head. It was a very
short interview, There came a sudden sharp rap at the
door. It opened and Uncle James appeared. He was
bmeai,:thhing hard, and his features were almost ecarlet with
wrath, i

If he had been in a rage hefore he was simply boiling
over now. The signs were unmistakable, and Gay and his
chums stifled their groans of dismay,

Behind Uncle James was Tubb, the pageboy, who was
bhiding a grin with a grubby hand., Evidently Tubb had
overheard esomething interesting.

“Gordon!” stuttered Uncle James, “vou will pack your
belongings at once, and shake the dust of this school from
your feet without an instant’s delay. g

“Wha-what 1"

“Never have I been so insulted!” gasped Mr. Gay. “I am "
a plain speaker, and I have given my plain views and”
opinions of the conduct of this school to your headmaster.
Instead of admitting the truth and regretting tho state of
affairs here, he has denied my statements absolutely—
refused to listen to me, in fact.” :

“Uncle—"" :

“There was nothing else for it!” stuttered the old
gentleman, “I refuse absclutely to allow you to remain
here one moment longer than is necessary, Gordon, Your
term fees have already been paild, of course, and-you shall
][ca,vo”this very afternoon—the moment you have packed, in
act,

“ But—butl uncle—please listen—*

“Not a word, Gordon. Nothing shall alter my decision
—indead, the attitude of Dr. Monk has made it impossible
for me to roconsider the matter. ¥You will pack your boxes
immediately. Dr. Monk has already telephoned for a
carter to take them to St. Jim's.”

“To—to 8. Jim's?” gurgled Gordon Gay.

“Exactly! I m:,rseff am going there now, and will
arrange with my old friend, Dr. Holmes, for you te
enter 8, Jim's at once. The moment you have packed
vou will follow me there. I shall expect you there within
the hour, Upon my word! I am thankful, indeed, that T
came to-day, or I should never have discovered the truth,”

“ But Oh, my hat! Uncle, do listen to me a minute!
I'm awfully happy here, and I should hate—="

“Nonsense !” Mr. Gay raised his hand. "I am the hest
indge as to what is best for you, Gordon. As your guardian
I feel it my bare duty to remove vou from this—this school;
and to plice you in more suitable surroundings, You
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will pack. at once, and follow me to St. Jim’s without
de“{a s Lo

“You need not trouble to show me out,” said Uncle
James, with bitter sarcasm.. “ Your hendmaster has in-
structed the page to show me the door”

With that Uncle James nodded to the grinning page and
followed him as he led the way out of the Grammar School
procincts. Gordon Gay gave a deep, hollow groan of utter,
tiopeless despair.

*Well,” he said—"well, of all the—the—"

Words failed him. °

“Hard cheese!” said Frank Monk dismally. “But per-
haps it will fall through, old man. And, after all, we'll
be able to see a lot of you if you do go to St. Jim's.”

“St. Jim's," choked Gordon Gay. " Who wants to pgo
to 8t. Jim's? Why, it—it's too awful for words! Oh,
the awful old idiet! And it's all the fault of that cad,

A FEW INTERESTING FACTS ABOUT
" THE GREAT L.M.S. RAILWAY'S
LOCOMOTIVE No. 6103.

Express engines of the * Foyal Scot "
class, on the L.M.S. Railway, are named
after famous regiments of the British
Army. You will isarn from our can-
tributor all about the °** Royal Scots
" Fusilier '’ locomotive.

11

bhuffer started slangmg ve, and it served him jolly will

right | What the deuce has it gol to do with youn, any—
Here, what——" Yooop !V,
Crash!

Lacy howled as Gordon Gay dragged back the chair
and pitched him out on to the carpet with & terrific bump.
What happened to him next Lacy searcely knew, He only
knew it was something decidedly painful. Gordon Gay
was raging, and ke let Lacy know it. He grabbed a fives:
bat, and then he grabbed Lacy, and brought the two into
contact in no half-hearted fashion.

Laey howled and yelled and roared with anguish as the
fives-bat whacked home on his person, It was a terrific
batting, and Lacy tired of it long before Gay did. Dut
the Grammarian feadnr himself tired at last. He fung the
bat into a corner, and then, feeling a trifle better, though
not much, he went back .to his study, breathing hard.

If Lie had to go, then it couldn’ be helped. But, at least,
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Here comes Locomotive Number 6103
of the “ Royal Scot * class, Her official
name is Royal Scota Fusilier, after the
fanons regiment, but rather would we
call her the latter’s nickname, * Earl
of Mar's Groy Breeks.”

Why the regiment took that nickname
is ratfwr obscure, but curiously enough
there is a very good reason why the mighty
locomotive should be ealled thus.

The story goes that the driver of this
engine upset & pail of water on the foot-
plate on one occasion, splashing his trousers
considerably, so that he was obliged to

gtand for several minutes in front of the’

open door of the furnace to dry them.

Lacy !
have h n.p};iened 2

“T don't know,” said Frank Monk, shaking his head.
“The old top seemed to have made UF‘
11

“Rot !” hooted Gay, almost beside

to smaeh him! THI—-T'11—"

If he hadr’t misdirected 1ay uncle this wouldn't

his mind——"
meelf with dismay.
“Jt was all thas cad’s fault, and, what's more, I'm going

Whether this iz a true story and whether
the driver's trousers were grey it is difi-
cult to say. DBut, novertheless, there it iz,
and provides pood and sufficient reason
why that mighty mass of red-and-black
mechanism, Locomotive Number 6103,
should be known as “ Earl of Mar's Grey
Breeks.”

The Royal Scots Fusiliers bear an
honourable record. They fought at Both-
well Bridge, Walcourt, and Steinkirke, and
took part in Lord Cutts famous chargs
at Blenheim, side by side with the Royal
Scots Lothians.

The rvegiment distinguished itself at

Malplaguet, Oudenarde, and Dettingen,
afterwards serving in America and the
West Indies. It also did fine work in the
Crimea.

Az in the case of the Royal Beots Lothians
the Royal Bcois Groys and the Black
Wateh, the corps bears upon its Regi-
mental Crest the inseription—"" Nemo me
impune lacessit '—(No one provokes me
with impunity.)

Locomotive No. 6103, named Royal Scota
Fusilier, is worthily upliolding the honour-
able tradition of that famous regiment.

o_'af'!noﬂ'lcr interesting voailivay articls
next week, boys.)
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he had had the satisfaction of knowing that Algernon

Lacy, the cause of the trouble, had met with his just

feet.

Without stopping to finish Gordon Gay made o rush

for the door and dashed out.

other, ana then they dashed after him.

His chums looked at each

They were just

in time to see their leader vanish into Lacy's study.

Lacy was at home, sprawling in an easy chair, with his
feet on the mantelpicce. He Iooked up and glared as Gay

rushed in.

“Now, my pippin'!* snapped Gordon Gay.
stand that you met an old chap this afternoon,
an old fellow wearing a wide-briramed hat?
instead of here, I believe, Lacy."

towards 8t. Jim's,

“IWell, what if I did?” sniffed Lacy.

"1 under-
Lacy—
You sent him

“The cheeky old

deserts. It gave him some little =afisfaction; but it was
with n very heavy heart that Gordon Gay, helped by his
sympathetic chums, packed his belongings, prior to shakin
off the dust of the Crammar School from his youthiu

————

'CHAPTER 6.
Rough on Cussy !

o AI“ Jove [ _
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy started.
The swell of tha Fourth was standing at the

window of Study No. 6 in the Fourth, g,‘azin?il
out on to the green-carpeted guadrangle. The old qua
looked peaceful and pleasant in the s

ring afternoon's sun-
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shine. But Arthur Augu#tus was feeling neither peaceful
nor pleasant, and he fook no pleasure whatever in thi
andscape. - z

It was some time sinca Arihur Augustus had returned
He had changed his clothes and tidied himself up, but he
was far from being in his right mind, as it were. Arthur
Augustus was not %imse}f yet. He was still burning with
vighteons indignation at the treatment he had received at
the ruthless hands of the Grammarians. His trip to Way-
land had been ‘scotched,” his clothes damaged, and his
own sacred person had been subjected to gross indignity.
The only comfort Gussy could derive from the affair was
the thought that he had not, after all, gone out in his hest
topper that afternoon,

That was some comfort to Arthur Augustus. Tt proved
that his judgment in such maiters was to be relied upon ;
and his best sillk hat still reposed safely in a hat-box in
the dormitory. : :

Yet Arthur Augustus secthed with indignant wrath still,
and he was dwelling upon his wrongs when his eyes fell
upon five youths wﬁo had just entered the gates of 86
Jim's, From his sunny window Arthur Augustus had a
good view of them.

He started as he recogniszed them,

One was Gordon (ay, the leader of the Grammarians,
and the others were the Wootton hrothers, and Carboy, and
Frank Monk. And Gordon (Gay was carrving a suitcase,
whilst I'rank Monk carried a handbag,

“Bai Jove!” repeated Gussy, in astonishm_ﬁ‘pt, .

It was not unusual for Grammarians to visit St. Jim's.
Often enough Gordon Gay came over to discuss important
footer and cricket matters with Tom Merry. Mare than
once, with perhaps one of his chums, he had stayed to
tea with the chums of the Scheol House. Behind the keen
rivalry botween Tom Merry & Co. and Gordon Gay & Co.
there was genuine friendship and mutual goodwill,

But this was distinetly unusual. Gordon (Gay & Co. were
in force. Moreover, they carried a handbag and a suit-
vase,

Gussy started and frowned.

Was it a rag? Had the Grammarians dared to enter®

the precincts of St. Jim's in order to carry out a jape
on their rivals?

“Bai Jove [" breathed Gussy, vet again. “I weally must
sce into this wemarkable affair. Yaas, wathah! 1 shall
also wemonstwate stwongly to Gay wegardin' my tweatment
by Mason this altahnoon.”

With this infention in his noble mind, Arthur Augustus
leisurely loft hiz study and waited in the passage.
Gay & Co. intended to visit Torn Merry's study, they would
have to traverse the Fourth Form passage to do so. If
they had come to visit Study No, 6, here he was to receive
them, and upon their explanation would depend whether
they would be allowed to enter or not.

There was the tramp of feet in the passage very soon,
and Gordon Gay and his friends appeared.  Arthur
Augustus looked at them rather euriously. . Gordon Gay
was a fellow with a sunny disposition, and his chums were
also fellows who looked upon life with a jorful eve. Alto-
gether they were a cheery, rollicking erowd of juniors in
the usual way. But just now they looked anything but
joyful and cheery,

fGay's chums looked like fellows walking in a funeral
procession, while Gay himself looked like an undertaker
when business was bad,

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, his suspicions
somewhat relieved, “Is anything the mattah, you fellows 9

“Hallo, Gussy!” said Gordon Gay dispiritedly. “I say,
is my uncle here?"

“Your uncle, deah boy? Oh, hai Jove! I wemembah
now! I met him 1n the woods this afterncon, of course.
And that weminds me, deah boy. I am afwaid I wathah
wan down the Gwammah School to the old gentleman,
bein' quite ignowant of his identity. [ twust——"

*“Oh1” snorted Gay, “8o it was you who gassed to my
unela this afterncon. I guessed from his description that
it was you, you footling idiat !”

“Bai Jove ! Weally—

*You—you thundering ass!” hissed Gordon Gay,

“ Weally, Gay—»

* ¥ou born idiot ! You burbling jabherwock | You chunk
of lmbe;r;-i]ity! You walking tailor's dummy ! You—you—
¥Oo—

Gay spluttered in his efforts to express himself in a
nianner suitable to the oecasion,

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus indignantly, “I ses
no weason whatevah for this wudeness, Gay. T wogwet
\'QW\; much my thoughtless wemarks to your uncle. But
weally——"

“You babbling booby !** hissed Gay. “You've helped to
pit the tin lid on things with your fooiling chatter! You
—you've helped to make my “uncle think the Grammar
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School’s & blessed reformatory! You've helped to make
the old duffer see things that didn’t exist, and he's taken
me awayl I've left tEe Grammar School for good, you
fumbling, blithering, babbling jackass! Oh, you—you—-—"

“Ch, gweat Heott!” gusped Arthur Angustus, genuinely
alarmed and dismayed. “Is that weally a fact, deah boy?
Pway accept my sincewest apologies, old fellow. If I can
do anythin’ to make amends——" "
, “You can do nothing, you raving lunatic! 'The damage
ie done now, and I've left the Grammar School for good !
It's too sickeming for words!” groaned Gay., “Is my
uncle here now? Have you seen him $»

“Nunno, deah boy !” gasped Gussy, quite upset. “I have
not seen him. But weally—" g

“Well, he was coming here—he was coming to make
arrangements for me to jein this dashed casual ward of a
school, Fancy being taken away from a school like the
Grammar School and shoved in & hole like this. .Oh, you—
Fou——"

Arthur Augustus gave a start as he understood, :

“Oh,. gweat Scott!” he ejaculated. “Is that weally &
fact, deah boy? Are you comin’ here?”

“Yes, I thumping well am !*

YOh ! Gussy understood now what the suitcase and hand-
bag signified. His brow cleared and he smiled beamingly.
“Oh, bai Jove. How weally wippin’, Gay. Then I have
done you a weally good turn aftah all, deah hoy.”

“ Wha-a-at 1

"I see no weason whatevah for hein’ pipped about the
change,” said Gussy innocently. “Weally, it is a vewy
fortunate thing for you, Gay. I have nothin’' to say against
the Gwammah Bchool weally., It is not a bad school as
schools go. Buis-in compawison with St. Jim's it is a feah-
ful place, and I shouldn’t care to be found dead there
mysclf, deah boys.” 1

il‘\.‘hat?n

“There is no denyin’,” proceeded Cussy with delightful
frankness, “that the Gwammah School iz wathah 2 shabbay
show, and that you will be fah bettah off at St. Jim’s. Aftah
ull, the Gwammah School is weally miles below St. Jim's
n evewy way, and you are vewy lucky indeed to get shifted.
Congwats, deah boy!”

And Arthur Augustus smiled at Gordon Gay. A parently
he wag under the impression that he was cheering ﬁ‘nm up—
softening the blow, as it were, by enlarging upon the great
improvement the change would bring to him,

But if the noble Gussy was under that impression, he soon
had reason to change if. !

Gordon Gay's chums glared specchlessly Gay himself
eyed Arthur Augustus with an almost petrifying glare.

Well,” he gasped. *Well, if that isn’t the frozen limit!
The last blinking straw ! Oh, you—you—>=

“Bmash the checky ass!” said Frank Monk sulphurously.
“Rub his silly chivvy in the dust! We'll teach him better
than. to——""

“Weally, you fellows— Yooap! Here, what—— Leggo,
you wulians—— Yawooop{”

CHAPTER 7.
Monk & Co. Make Amends!

' 0000P 17
Arthur Augustus descended to the linolenm with:

a bump and a howl.

“Roll the awful fathead ovr}:‘rl” gazped Gay. i

““Show him just what we think about—

Gordon Gay suddenly broke off with o gasp, aware that
a newecomer had rustled upon the scene. It was Mr. Rail-
ton, the Housemaster of the School Honse. He locked ab
the sgene in amazement,

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed., “D'Arcy—what—what—
who Ahl 8o you have arrived, Gay?” he added grimly,
suddenly recognising that youth. “F’m1 Is this your
manner of celebrating your change of school, may I ask§”

Therp was deep sarcasm in Mr. Railton’s tone, 'The
Housemaster had often spoken to Gay, both at St. Jim’s
and on the playing-fields, and he knew him well, But“it
wasn't the sarcasm that affected Giay, and made his face
flush and his heart sink to his boots., It was the fact that
tha Housemaster had referred to the change of school.

Up to the last, even until that moment, Gay had cherished
a lingering hope that the matter would falf through—that
it would not come to the worst. He had hoped that Dr.
Holmes might not take him in, and that his uncle would
feel obliged to swallow his pride and anger and take him
back to the school he loved—the school where he was a lead-
ing light, and where his chums were,

Now, with the Housemaster’s words, that hope faded,

**Nunno, sir |” he gasped. *Only a joke!”

“¥Yaas, wathah |” panted Arthur Augnstus, serambling up,
Hurt and wrathful as he was, Arthur Augustus did not wish
Gay and his friends to get into trouble. “It was onlay a
ioke, Mr. Wailton, and I twust you will ovahlook it; weally
1t waa my own fault, sir, I suppose.” - \
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“Vory well, D’Arey,” said Mr. Railton. “You will take
fifty lines for causing a commotion.” )

“Oh, yaas, sir | ; :

“(iay,” said Mr. Railton, turning to that youth again.
“Your unele is here, and you are required m the head-
master’s study at once. I was just on my way to inquire
if you had arrived.”

‘“Yaes, sir!” groaned Gay “I—I say, sir,” he added,
anxzious to know the worst once and for all. “Is it all fixed
up—am I coming here, sir?”

“Yes, my boy. :
notice,” said Mr. Railton, with a cough.. “But tho matter
has been now arranged, and you will take your place in the
Shell. You will join Merry in Study No, i0—he is an old
friend of yours, 1 think, ow will you please accompany
ma to ses Dr. Holmes before your uncle goes?”

“Oh! Oh, ye-es, sir|” ;

Handing his bag to Frank Monk, CGordon Gay gave his
cliums a despairing look, and followed Alr. Railton to the
Head's study. It was ali over—the deed was done. Irank
Monk and his chums looked at each other blankly and hope-
lessly when he had gone, Like their leader they had hoped
to the last that it would all end in smoke, and that the awiul
thing would never happen.
~ But it had happ&nef Gordon Gay, the clieery leader of

the Grammarigns, was now mno longer a member of the
Grammar School. He was a member of the rival school—8t,

Jdim’s! Never again would he lead them on footer field, on
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1t is somewhat unusual, and very short
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cricket field, on the river, or in other sperts and games.
Never again would he lead them to victory in japes againet
the Bt Jim’s fellows. Gay’s chums felt a sudden blank in
their lives. :
*Oh!" gasped Frank Monk. ‘Oh, m-mum-my hat! O,
great pip | Isn't it awful, you fellows? Poor old Gordon1”
What awful, putrid luck!” groaned Harry Wootton.
“Did you ever hear of such a thing " :
Arthur Augustus coughed. Really he could not understand
why the Grammarians were so upset about it. After all, the
change was for the best. It was absurd—to the noble Gussy
—that anyone should imagine the Grammar School was as
fine a place as 8t Jim’s—too absurd for words! What
there was to be dismal about, Arthur Augustus guite failed

to see. The change was undoubtedly for the best. Gordon
Gay was a lucky fellow to get such a remarkah!{ pleasant
and profitable chanze. And his chums were really awfully

selfish not to see1t, and bhe

That was Gussy's view.
the Grammarians,

“Weally, vou fellows,” he said with mild severity, “I am
wathah surpwised at this attitude. Aftah all, Gordon Gay
will be a gweat deal bettah off in evewy way."”

“Oh, dry up!” hiszed Frank Monk.

“Wea'ly, Monk—"

“This iz awful—="

“I do not see it at all, deah boys,” said Gussy, anxzicna

(Continued on next page.)

lad for their chum’s sake.
& began to point out his view to
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Among

the
calculations made by our
office Oracle is that if all
the tuck-boxes
echoolboys
Britain during the

amazing

sent to
Great
last

in

term wers piled up one on top of the other, they would probably fall down!

Q. What is the secret of the “talking
drums !’ of the African bush 7

A. The drums are used by certain tribes
of natives and by means of them they
convey messages over long distances.
it was believed at one time that the savages
had a kind of primitive Morse code, but this
was found not to be the case. The secret
of the ** talking drums ™ is that they repro-

' duce the actual sound of certain words.

Q. Which is the oldest ball gams
known 7

A. Tennis.

Q. Who was Ferdinand Foch ?

A. Late Marshal of France and for the
lagh part of the Great War the Commander-
in-Chiof of the Allied troops. Ha died at
Taris on March 20th of thizs year at the
age of 71, It iz believed that Marshal
Foch will go down to history as one of the
‘greatest penerals who ever lived. Like
many soldiers ho was a man of few words
and a typical atorg is told about him in
this connecticn. During the War he was
visitad by two English Cabinet Ministers
who asked him how he proposed to make
his big attack on the German army. Foch
had his wonderful plans all laid out in his
gmind, but puffed for fully a minute at his
E‘ihpa without expressing his thoughts.

‘hen suddenly to the alarm of the Cabinet
Ministers he kicked ount with his boot.
* Like that!" =aid Foch, and that was
_all they could get out of him. It has been
" eaid of him that he was * a great Christian,
a preat gentleman, and a great man.”
Could any man earn a finer epitaph ?

Q. Who was Odin ?

A. Chief of the gods of Scandinavian
mythology. He was supposed to rule the
heavens and the earth and the under-
wotld—all save Jotunheim, the home of the
frost giants. His messengers were the
equally mythical Valkyrica whom he sent
to lead the souls of warriors to Valhalla,

the hall of licaven for the gloriously slain.
In the long winter nights of Norwa

and Sweden many tales are told round the
pine-log fire of Odin and his valour.

Q. Wiere did dirt-track racing start 7

A. In Australia, * Bporting Fred.”
“Down under ” they have always been
keen on evele racing, and then motor-
eycle events came info vogue. Many of
these had to be held on grass tracks
which beeame dry and wore so badly
that they were elimrned into dirt and dust.
As a result, motor-cyele racers almost
automatically developed great =kill in
gkidding, until races were deliberately
held under such eonditions as may be seen
at any of the dirt-tracks in this eountry.
Sporting Fred, it is not for me to advise
whether you shall take up the game or not.
You state that your present profession is
ladder-holder for a window-eleaner. (I
belisve you're pulling my leg.) Bitting on
the bottom runga while your mate Elips the
leather over the grubby old panes, 1s less
apt to give vou a strain than a job astride
& buckingz racing bike !

f;'/

Dirt-track raci ﬁg firat started in Australia
—now it is ona of our most popular
-sports. See what the Oracle has to say

about it.

Q. What parts has a ship's
anchor 7

A, A
shank,
bill.

Q. Who wrote “ The Barrack
Rocm Ballads ** ?

A. Budyard Kipling, who was
born in 1865, published this
eollection of verse in 1802, They
inglude such well-known hallads
as “ Gunga Din,” ™ Mandalay,”
“ Danny Deever,” and * Oonts,”
which is the Hindustani word for
“ecamels.” My wyoung reader,
Parev Deplow of Bermondsey, who
sent in the question, may recite
any poem at the vicarage social withoub
sither writing or calling upon Mr. Kipling
to get permission.

Q. What is the Doggett's Coat and
Badge ?

A. Always glad to hear from a girl
reader Chrystobelle ! Glad also to know
you are so keen on sports, and that you
consider the jewel among weekly papers
is the GeExm. But to answer your guery :
The Doggett's Coat and Badge refors to a
race held annualiy among Thames water-
men—a race instituted by Thomas Doggett
in 1715 to encourage good rowing.

Q. What is an imbroglio ?

A. A Second-Former who signs himsalf
“* Lover of Peas "—the lling iz his—
says there has been a fine old row at his
school. He and some other chaps were
diseussing cricket fixtures in the Commoen-
room, when, by way of a break, they
started up a game of footer with some-
body's socks which they took off and tied
in a ball. In the midst of it a wild chaso
started after Ruge major’s dog which was
hunting 8mith minor’s cat that had eaten
Biggins’ pet canary. During this chass,
the House-master flooked in and inguired
ahout an imbroglio. So my reader-chum,
A Lover of Peas, said it must have been
under the cupbosrd, becanse they had raked
aroundeverywheraeleain the Common-room
after ** Spotted Diek,' which is Rugg's dog.
At this the master up and smote my
young correspondent on the gral appen-
dages, otherwise the ears, for getting fresi.
And Lover of Peas is wanting to
know ““ what the thump sort of animal is
an imbroglio, anyway ®”  An imbroglio,
chumn, is no species of flesh, fish, or fowl
Tt is a complicated situation—or generously
translated, a rumnpus, embroilment, seram-
mage, riot, fracas, unseemly disturbanoce,
bear-garden. embranglement, commotion,
rongh-house, or thumpin’ hullaballoa.  So
why didn't your msster say so !

Tuae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,108,

ring or shaelde, stoek,
crown, armsa, flukes, and
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still to point out the great advantages of the change to
CGordon Gay, “I think it is weally vewy selfish of you
follows to make Gay feel dissatisfied, instead of helpin’ him
to wealise his gweat good fortune. You are takin' all the
gilt off the gingahbwead for him, you know."

“Oh, yon—you i

“There is no weason to get angwy, Monk,” said Gussy
severcly, “I am onlay twyin’ to point out what a woally
wippin’ thing this is for Gay. Instead of bein’ at a second-
wate school, among wathah o lot of duffahs, he will now
enjoy the gweat advantages of an excellent education, and
will be able to gpt & weally good knowledge of footer an’
cwicket, an’ all that sort of thing, you know. Aftah all—
:331 Jovel Why are you glowewin’ at me like that, Cax-
boy 1

* Oh, yon—you—-"

Do look at things in the pwopah light, you fellows,” eaid
Gussy, shaking his head., “ You must admit, you know, that
the Gwammah School i1s wathah a second-wate show, and
that—— Bai Jove! What Welease me, Monk, you—
Oh! How dare you— Yow! What—"

Like wolves on the fold, Gay's chums descended upon
Arthur Augusius as one man, They grabbed him, and once
iigam he smote the linoleum with a bump and an astonished
1awl,

“Hold him 1" gasped Frank Monk, in sulphurons accenfs,
“Hold the burbling duffer. Here, drag him in herel He's
given us his views, and now we'll [et him see what ours are.”

“Yes, rather! In with him!"”

“Look here—— Oh, bai Jove! Welcase me, you feahful
wottahs! I Oh, bai Jove ™

Scarcely knowing whether he was on iz head or his heels
Arthur Augustus was rushed into Study No. 6, and the door
was closed., Then a hand was clapped over his mouth to
stifle his startled yells, and his hands wrenched behind hin,

“Gag him!” gasped Monk, assuming the leadership now
Gay was gone. “Gag him and tie him ap! We'll teacn
him, the cheeky rotter, and we'll teach those other rotters,
too! We'll show ’em that, even if Gay's left us, we can still
keep our end up. We'll show 'em—we'll—we’ll i

Words failed Frank Monk in that moment of acute
emotion. Despite his struggles and wriggles, Arthur Augus-
tus was gagged with his own handkerchief, a scarf being
tied over his mouth to keep the gag in place. He gurgled
and gurgled, but he gurgled in vain. The Grammarians
were not in the mood to be mereiful.

Then Gussy’s hands were tied behind his hack, and he was
seated in a chair, and a cord was passed round and round
him, fastening him securely. i

“There,” said Frank Monk, when the operaiion was
ended. *That's settled this born idiot for a bit. Hold on,
though—that’s not enough!™

Monk locked round, and then went to the study eup-
board. It was fairly well stocked with foodstuffs, but a tin
of treacle caught Monk’s eve, and he satisfied himself with
that for the moment,

He opened the tin, obtained a spoon, and with the aid of
thiz he started to daub the hapless IV’ Arcy’s frantically con-
torted features with treacle. He ladled it first on his neatly-
parted hair, and then he daubed it liberally on Gussy's nose
and cheeks, and ears and chin. Arthur Augustus looked a
eight when the operation was completed.

“Neover have I seen Gussy looking such a sweet young
thing,” remarked Monk, when he had finished. *If he don’s
attract all the girls he’ll attract the wasps and bees.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ And now we'd better be getting busy in other directions,”
said Frank Monk briskly. *As I say, we've got to make 1%
elear to these Saints that though we've lost our chief the old
firm's still going strong. Gay's a St Jim's fellow now, so
we've got to keep our end up on our owd, and there’s
nothing like making a good start.”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

The Grammarians got busy, watched by Gussy's goggling
eyes, They carried him and the chair near to the door fo
be out of the way, and then they started to wreck the study.
And they did it thoronghly.

First, the eontents of the cupboard were thoroughly mixed
—treacle with the jam, and salt and pepper and mustard
with the jam and treacle and sugar and tea and butter.
Blake & Co. were not likely to enjoy any of the foodstufls
in the cupboard, plgutiful as was the supply.

Then the eoal was empiied into the table drawer, and
into other receptacles of a like nature. After this Arthur
Angustus and the chair were lifted on to the top of the
tah%e. and from this lofty eminence D'Arcy watched the
further proceedings, which consisted of piling the chairs and
fire-irons round him and his chair in a sort of pyramid from
which his treacly features protruded weirdly.

Finally, the carpet was drawn up at the ends, and
Tue Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,108.

fastened by the corners with string round ihe table, and
suitable inzcriptions writtem in chalk on the pictures and
on the mirrar over the mantelpicce.
“There, that'll about do for a beginning,” eaid Frank
Monk, with satisfaction. “We'll just fill those slippers and
footer boots with treacle and stull, and’then we'll get off.”
“Ha, ha! Right-ho! What about Tom Merry's study?” |
Frank Monk frowned, and then he shook his head. ﬁ
“Neo; we'll leave that alone,” he said. “It’s rather a
pity—we'll never get another chance like this for ages.
But if you remember, Railton said old Gordon was booked
for that study, We'll spare it for that reason. We won't
ﬁt{m Lo,tlm poor old chap’s worries by ragging his new study,
chaps.”
“Phew ! Never thcught of that! Of course!™
“We've done enough to go on with,” said Frank Monk 3
briskly. #This will make it clear to these Saints that we're -
still in the husiness; and there’s life in the old firm still,

-
1
2 /.’ﬁ

(J_:,__——-‘:'"

With a spluttering bellow, George Alfred Qrundy weant for thwﬂnilinﬂ
trampling about the little shop, locked In a fierce embrace.. * Oh;,
Murphy in horror and |
And now we'll go while the going's good. We'll sea poor 4
old Gordon later—he’s promised to lcmiﬂus up often.” : ]
“Yes, rather.” Y
Frank Monk bowed o the wriggling, treacly Gussy, whose =
weird face just showed over the pile of fire-irons and chairs

and other domestic articles, 1
“(Jood-bye, Blucbelll” he ecalled. “Farewell, sweeb &
thing! Remember us to Blake, and tell him that when a ]

giddy tree's pruned .t grows stronger as a rule. We've been
pruned by the loss of our pal, but we'll thrive none the less,
And this’is a bit of a start, Good-bye-e-e-ee, old dear!”
Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle, gurglel =
“Ha, ha, hal” ¥
And the Grammarians, now Frank Monk & Co. as of old—
in the times hefore Gay arrived at the Grammar Behool— :
kissed their hands to the hapless Gussy, and took their
d}r];pml'tum, and the door closed behind them, deadening their
chortles.
1t had been a tragic afternoon for both Arthur Augustus
and Gorden Gay. There had also been tragedy in it for
Gay's faithful chums, but at least they had found no little
compenszation in ragging Study No. 6, and showing they
were, though dewnhearted, still alive and kicking.

[
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‘Do please stop fighting, young gentlemen ! ™

CHAPTER 8.
Cut for Vengeance !

[{] ERE we are again [ -
Monty Lowther made the remark cheerily as

ithe Terrible Three, with Blake, Herries, and
Digby, entered the gates of St. Jim’s. All of the
chums looked happy, and they felt happy. Blake & Co. had
met the Terrible Three in Wayland as they antimpated,
and Tom Merry, being in funds, had ecome fo the rescue
in that respect. They bad rambled round the town, and had
made various purchazes—Herries some cornet solos from the
ml_tsic—shol:)[: and some* dog-biscuits for Towser from the
grocers; Tom Merry a new pair of baiting-gloves; Blake
some pleture postcards; Manners some new rolls of films;
Lowther a supply of comie papers; Dighy a copy of the
“Magnet *—al' had something to buy, and then, after tea
at the bunshoep, they had returned cheerily homewards,
“Here we are again!” remarked Lowther., “My hat!

I ’ { .
[Eﬁmﬂon Qay with a ferocious rush. The next moment the two were

wailed Mother

vd wlarm,  (See Chapter 11.)

TF

Wonder what dear old Gussy’s been doing with himself all
afternoon? 1If he was drenched through as you say, Blake,
he’ll have spent most of the afternoon changing his elobber,
of course,”

*Ha, ha, hal”

“It was hard lines, though !* laughed Blake. ™ 8till, it was
the ass’s own fault. If he hadn’t gone back it wouldn’t
have happened. He wouldn’t have fallen into the giddy
hands of those Grammarians,”

“We must make Mason and his pals =it up for that—GCay
as well !” said Tom Merry, shaking his head? “Can’t allow
them to get their ears up like that1”

“ Rather not I

“ Just ag well that old chap happened along when he did I*
=aid Blake. “They were going to put us through the mill,
the fatheads! T say, I'm about ready for another tea, you
fellows! Like to call in with us and have some, Tommy?
We've got a fair stock in the study cuphboard.”

“Well, we don't mind if we do,” grinned Tom Merry.
“I'm beginning to feel peckish again myself.”

“What-ho!” said Lowther,

They arrived at last at Study No. 6. Blake pushed
the door open, expecting to be greeted by the dismal face

of Arthur Angustus. Buot for some moments after opening
the door and his first look into the Stndy, Jack Blake did
not even see Arthur Augustus’ face, dismal or otherwise.

He just stood stock-still en the threshold of the study and
blinked inside with eyes nearly starting from his head.
There was a sudden series of gasps over his shoulder as his
companions caught glimpses of the havoo.

* What—what 5 g_-ah{:tnd Blake, “G-.-gug-zood heavens !

“Well, my only hat ™ gulped Herries.

Dighy gave a roar.

“Ragged I” he howled. “The blessed study’s been ragged !
Who on earth——>

“Who's done it?” gasped Blake faintly. “Oh, my only
1;3?11 \‘Fllflt. nnspeakable outsiders have been at work here?

[ hat——

Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle!

Blake nearly leaped out of his skin as that weird noise
sounded scarcely a yard from him. He looked up, and then
he gave another jump as he saw the decorated features of
L}itl?;y poking up from the pyramid-like structure on the
table,

“(iugsy 1” he gurgled.
—what——"

“Well, my hat!” zaid Tom Merry, staring. * Somebody’s
been making hay here, and no mistake, Blake!”

“The—the awful rotters!” gaszped Blake,

“Ts this how Gnssy amunses himself when youn fellows are
ot ¥ asked Lowther blandly., *Tf it is, T must say I can’t
admire his giddy choice of amusements.”

Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle., gurgle!

Evidently the hapless Arthur Augnstus was trying to tell
them something. Possibly he was begging them to release
him from his predicament. At all events, Tom Merry was
considerate enough not to waste any more time.

He hastened to the table and started to drag the chairs
and things off it. Then he got out his pocket-knife and cuf
through Guessv’s honds,

A moment later the gag had been removed, and in a state
almost of collapse, Arthur Augustus-was helped down [rom
the table.

“Owooogh I¥ he gurgled. " Gwooocogh! M-mum-mmra!
Oh, bai— Gwooogh! Jeve! Gwoooogh!™

“Those beastly New House worms, I suppose!” growled
Blake., eyeing the wreckage in great wrath. “This is
bevond the limit, you fellowsi We—we'll make those New
House cads squirm for this”

“Owooogh | gasped Arthur Augustus, seraping handfuls
of treacle from his hapless features. “Gwooogh! It wasn't
the New House fellows at—gwoogh l—all |”

“Wha-at 1%

“Then it was Cutts and those rotters from the Fifth
zasped Herries. :

“Not at all, deah boys!” wailed Guasy, hardly knowing
what to do in his distress and dizmal condition. “Ii was
those—gwooagh !—heastly Gwammarians |*

“What? Great pip! You don’t sa

“You mean those Grammar School bounders have heen
here ¥’ yvelled Tom Merry, in astonishment. *But how——"

“I tell you they havel” almost shricked D’Arcy, getting
his real voiee back at last. “Gwooogh!| Look at me! T am
in a feahful state, and I have suffahed tewwibly. Those
wascals—those feahful wuffians—those seoundwels s

“Tell us what’s happened{” said Tom Merry. “Eeep
calm, old chap! You say the Grammarians have been
here

“Yaas!

“Gussy, you awful idiot! What

L

Fwank Monk, those two Wootton woltahs, and
Carboy came with Gay, you know., The wascals collahed
me, and tweated me like this! Then they——"

“QOh, great pip!” ejaculated Lowther suddenly. *“They
ma}-] h,a\'e been to our study, too. Come on, Tommy—
quick I

“Phew! Yes, rather!”

Tom Merry and Manners followed Lowther from the
study with a rush. They were sorry for Blake & Co., but
their sorrow was eclipsed by the dreadful fear that their
own study had been treated likewise by the daring raiders.

They vanished, and Blake looked aguut him helplessly,
his face crimson with wrath. ;

“This iz too thick, Gussy!” he pasped. “Look at the
state of the study, and it looks as iFthey’ve mucked up all
the grub in the cupboard, too!”

“But look at me!” wailed Gussy.
a dwenchin’ s.t--t-heir, hands, I have
more indignity and injuwy

“Well, I expect you asked for it!” sniffed Horries
wrathfully. “In faet, T shouldn’t be surprised if it wasn'é
your silly gas that made them do it.”

“Bai Jove|” Gussy almost choled ; it was the last straw,
“PBai Jove! You are a wotten, unsympathetic wottah,
Hewwies! It was not my fault at a,l{ on feahful ass!
Look at nie—look at this tweacle and stufg-—"

“We can see it!" snorted Blake. "1 bet Herrics in
right, and that you asked for it.**
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“Aftah suffewin®
had to suffah still
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*Bai Jove! You—you—"

“But how long have the cads been gone?” demanded
Blake. He gave a start, “ My hat!
gone by this—"? }

“Monk and his wotten fwiends have gone,” sdid Gussy,
his ‘voice trembling with emotion. “But Gordon Gay has
not! You see—" : e

“(Gay hasn't?” yelled Blake. :

“Wathah not! He is in Study Neo. 10, T expect,” said
Gussy indignantly, *and I am goin' to give him a feahful
thwashin’ the moment I have cleaned——"

“You mean to say Gay’s still here?” shricked Blake,
“In Study No. 10—
**0Oh, yeas! Of vourse!

“(Clome on!” yelled Blake. “We'll show him—we'll—"
He broke off and made a leap for the door. Digby and
Herries were only a split second aftér him. They vanished,
evidently bhound for Study No. 10, and vengeance—if Gay
was there to be avenged upon. >

Arthur Augustus blinked after them. He tealised that
his chums were far from realising ‘the full position yeth.
They naturally took it for granted that Gordon Gay had
been the leader in the rapging of their study, and they
wanted his gore. Not having giving Gussy the chance to
explain, they were completely
irnorant of the fact that Gay
was

You see——"

Blake & Co. had to learn
that yet.

“0h, bai Jove!” gasped
Ciussy. ““ Howevah, that feah-
ful wnffian, Gay, deservés a
thwashin’, and I intend to
give him one if those fellows
da not.”

“With that, Arthur Augustus

hwrried away to the bath-
roont fof a much-needed wash
and clean-up before seeking
out Gardon Gay. It looked
as if the Bhell’s new reecruit :
was in for a very exciting time during his first afternoon
at 8t Jim's!

e B e 8 5 e § e B e i 6

CHAPTER 9.
Hard Lines !

i OTTEN 17 '
That, to put it very mildly indeed, was Gordon
Gay's view of things. ¥

The interview with Dr. Holmes ‘was over, and

his uncle was gone. Gay felt almost thankful to see him
ED- Much as he was attached to the breezy old Australian,
ordon  Gay felt he could never forgive him for faking
him "away from the Grammar School, and ' pitching him
mte St. Jim's. ;
Gay had nothing against 8t Jim's. He called it a
“measly hole,” and many other things as well, when
referring to it to his chums, or in the hearing of the Baints,
In the lofty view of the Grammarians, 8t. Jim's was little
better than a lunatic asylum, when compared
Grammar School, and its occupants wers all howling idiots,
useless alike at work and play. There was the general
view—to hear them talk. But as the same view, judging
from thefr expressed opinions, was held of the Grammar
School by the 8t. Jim's fellows, there was no harm done.
But actually, Gordon Gay knew St Jim's was a very
fine school, just as was the Grammar Sehool: There was
little to choose belween them, so far as scholarship and
sport was concerned. Certainly 8t. Jim’s was older—very
much older indeed, which was often made much of by the
Saints. At all events, Gay knew 8t. Jim's was a splendid

school, and that the fellows there, with very few exceptions,

were as decent as one could wish to meet.

Yet the Grammar School was his school. He had  no
desire to leave it to go to Bt Jim's—far from it; His
heart was heavy as lead as he thought of his chums, and
of h!a_prospeﬂs there—now gone for ever. Tom Merry &
Co. might be the finest fellows in the world, but they would
not make up for the loss of his staunch chums Frank
Monk, and Carboy, and Lane, and the Wootton brothers.
- Gordon Gay gulped as he sat moodily in the armchair
in Btudy No. 10, and thought the matter out.

His brain was still in a whirl, and he could scarcely
believe that it had actually happened. Only that morning
—and carly in the aftermoon—he and his chums had been
plinning fyresh. gigantio japes againsg their rivals of Bt
Jiun’s—only that day, he and his chums had discussed their
chances againsg the Saints in the forthcoming match on the
following Wednesday. :

} Small wonder that he counld scarcely believe ‘that it was
e, -
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To the very last, Gay had hoped for the best—haoped
that something would prevent the worst. But in the Head's
study he soon knew it was all up.. Dr. Holmes had not quite
hkq& the situafion. He usually did dislike mid-term
arrivals. Dut in other ways -he disliked the affair Dr.
Monk was a scholastic friend of his, for one thing. . He had
before deing anything else, tried his best to make peace
between Mr. Gay and the Head of the Grammar School.
He had talked to Mr. Gay—when he could get in & word
or two edgeways—and he had tried to make it clear that
he was labouring under a misapprehension—more than one
misapprehension, in fact. ;

Dr. Holmes knew the conditions at the Grammar School
well enough, and he had a high opinion of the authoritiea
there. He tried to point out that there was no foundation
for Mr. Gay’s: suspicions. and claims. There was little, if
any, bullying there, and the boys were kept under good »
control and supervision. What he had seen and experienced
was nothing more than good-humoured rivalry and practical
joking—which was perfectly true, excepting in the case of
Lacy & Co. :

But Mr. Gay was adamant. If he took it in, he ignored
the explanations. In any case, the matter had gone too
far—both Dr. Monk and (Gay's uncle had lost their tempers

: completely, and there was
wope of & reconciliation.
Dr. Holmes even got on the
phone and spoke to Duw
Monk, who, while stiffly rais-
ing no objections to Gay join-
ing 8t. Jim’s—which was
scarcely his affair now—also
made it quite clear that he
refused to have him back at
the Grammar Schdal.

I’ was all uvp—Gordon

Gay realised that. clearly
enough now. And his brow
was dark and his heart

heavy as he sprawled in the
armchair in Stody No. 10,
and moodily reviewed the
- situation.

For a long time he remained there, deep in his gloomy,
bitter thoughts, and then he got up at last. It was no good
pulling a long face—no good weeping for his lost happiness,
s0 to speak, After all, St. Jim's was not a bad school, and
Tom Merry & Co. were very decent fellows. He would
make the best of a bad job. After being leader and
junior skipper at the Grammar School, it would be hard to
knuckle under, and be one of the rank and file under Tom
Merry. Still, that couldn’t be helped. He was a 8t. Jim's
fellow now, and he would play the pame, and do his hest '
for his new school, He almost laughed as he imagined
himself scoring runs against the Grammar School, and
H).ltlng part in ragging his old pals, and helping to dish
them.

For some time he stared out into the quad, and strolled
round the study, locking at objects of interest there, and then |
he started to unpack his books and ather belongings, There
was plenty of room in the study and he cleared part of the
lower cupboard to make room for his things there. Then”
he started to make room on the bookshelves for his books."

It was past teatime now, but he was not hungry—in
fact he never thought of food. There would certainly havé,
been a sensation in the dining-hall had he sppeared thera’
for his tea, for scarcely a fellow in the school yet knew
of the change in his circamstances. He grinned as he '
vanked out a pile of books belenging to the Terrible Three,
in order to put his own books together, The Terrible
Three were booked for a sarprise when they did get in,

He was right there, as it happened, and the surpriss
came quickly an the thought. 2

He was still grinning, in fact, when hurried feotsteps

g 8 Rk € [l € Sl D e B (8 g

sounded outside, and tha door 'burst open, and Tom
Merry, Lowther, and Manners: dashed in.
They had halffeared to find the room in a similar

condition to Study No. 6. Instead, however, they found it
almost as usual—excepting for the books and ariicles scat.
tered about, and Gordon Gay.

The trio jumped as they sighted him on his kunees before
the bookshelves, with a pile of their books seattered arourd

him an the floor,
“Well I gasped Tom Merry: “Well, of all the—the
cheek I Here he 1s—here’s that rotter, Gay, anyway!”

*Caught in the act! exclaimed Lowther.
"On the nail!” said Manners “ Just making a start with
his giddy ragging, I suppose.” ;
“Hold on!” grinned Gordon Gay.
excited, my infants.
giddy eelves at home I'll explain—-
Gordon Gay got no further.
ently, did not wish to =it down and hear. him explain.
They felt they knew without his explanation. It was clear

3 “Now, don't get
If yowll sit down and make your

3 iR

The Terrible Three, appar- L
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enongh to them, After ragging Study Ne. 6 Gay had come

along to Study No. 10 in the Shell to continue the good
work—possibly even then Monk and the rest were ragging
some other St, Jim's study.

That, at all events, was the impression and conclusion
the Terrible Three arrived at.

Being uiterly ignorant of what had
paturally enough tock that for granted.

As one man they went for Gordon Gay, and that aston-
ished youth yelled as he went crashing over with the
Terrible Three sprawling on top of him.

Gordon Gay bad fully expected the Terrible Three to be
astonished to see him there, but he had not expected them
to take it like this. Being ignorant of the ragging of
Study No. 6, Gay was naturally taken guite unawares.

He yelled and roared in astonishment as the trio of Shell
fellows rolléd on him and bumped him.

“Yarpooogh! Whoooop! Leggo, you burbling asses] I
tell you Yooop! Hold en!l” he shrieked. *Lemme
cxplain—"

i Ng need to cxplain, old top!” panted Tom Merry, his
eyes gleaming, “¥ou've gone a trifle too far this time,
Gay, my lad. We've seen Blake's study, and if we hadn’t
tnyned up in time ours would have been the same.”

“No doubt about that!” enapped Manners. “Give the
f-hee}liyﬂnwl socks! My hatl Jevver hear of such impudent
cheele?

“Yarrooogh!” Gay bellowed as Lowther crammed a hand-
ful of cinders down the back of his neck. “¥Yooop! Oh,
vou awful idiots! Don't; I tell you it's all right!”

“VYes: quite all right now,” agreed Tom Merry breath-
Jossly. “Very much all right, in fact. You're going hack
to that lunatic asylum you call a school wishing vou'd never
<cen St. Jim's after 1hig, old fruit. Give him socks! Hand
that fives-bat over, Monty. Then we'll give him some glue
and ink over his hair and chivvy!”

“ And then we'll frog’s-march him downstairs and kick
him out!” said Manners,

“Good wheeze!"

Bomp!

“ Varrooooogh I*

# (GGordon Gay was turned over.
Liring the fives-bat into play.
Whack, whack, whael!

happened, they

Tom Merry hegan fo

Gordon Gay howled with dismay and anguish. He was
still howling when the door flew open again, and this time
Blake, Herries, and Dighy rushed into the study. As they

{ook the situation in they gave three blood-curdling roara.

“(iot him! ©Oh, good! The daring, cheeky roiter!
Hold himf”

“ % Wes, rather!” f

“Told him!” bawled Blake ferociously. “I'm going to
make him wish he’d never left Australia! I'm going to
make him wish he'd never been born, the fearful vandal !
Our study—wrecked! Our grub all mucked up! Ceal in
the drawers, and—and

Wourds failed Blake, so he started in with actions. He
gent Tom Merry sprawling, grabbed the fives-bat himiself
and sot to work with a will, giving the hapless and unfortu-
nate Gay the full benefit of his strong right arm.

Whack, whack, whack, whacl!

Gordon Gay's voiee rang out far and wide in tones of
dire anguizh. Blake was not in a mood to be mereilul.
He laid it on as if he were breaking coal. Gay struggled
in the grasp of Manners and Lowther, but he struggled in
vain.

Tt was not Gordon Gay's lucky day.

But sn inferruption came—fortunately, perhaps, for the
new Shell fellow,

The door opened again, and thiz time it was Mr. Railton
who looked in, He looked in, with an alarmed face, his
alarm changing to anger as he saw what was “on.”

“Upon my word! Boys—Blake—how dare you! Leave
tlm? rI;n:);.' alone! Blake—Lowther—Manners—  Bless my
soul!

The deep, stern voice was enough—more than enough.
Plake dropped the bat; Manners and Lowther leaped up as
if electrified. Gay, gasping and panting as if for a wager,
serambled slowly and painfully to his feet.

“What does this mean, Merry " snapped
master seversly., “How dare you assault Gay
manner

“J J—I—* Tom Merry stuitered and stopped. He

ccould not explzin the facts—the facts as he knew them,
that is—very well. Tt might pet Gay into serious trouble
at the Grammar School.

hBut he was soon to learn that there was little risk of
that.

“«T demand to know what this extraordinary scene means,
Merry 1" snapped Mr. Railton. “I placed Gay into your
study because I waa under the impression that you and he
were on friendly terms.”

(Continued on next page.)
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“You—you placed him here?” gasped Tom, scarcely
knowing what he said. *In—in this st-study "

“Exactly. He will share this study with you in future.
T am wvery sorry indeed that yow have given him such a
very unpleasant welcome, boys," said - the Housemaster,
eyeing the Terrible Three severcly..- * It i5 very unkind and
most mconsiderate. In any case, if you objected to his
being in this study you should have spoken to me instead
of taking the law into your hands in this outrageous
manner.” .

“0Oh!" gasped Tom. “But—but——" :

Evidently Mr. Railton had jumnped to the conclusion that
the Terrible Three objected to Gorden Gay being placed
in Study No. 10. But none of the 8t. Jim’s juniors realised

that, of course. They were utterly bewildered and in the.

dark as to what Mr. Railton was talking about.

Only Gordon Gay guessed, and he could nat
feeble grin flitting over his dusty, heated features.

“You—you're making a mistake, sir,” he ventured to

asp. “Thess fellows know nothing yet of my being sent

are, sir, [ faney, Apd—and—"

“Oh! Ah! Yes, yes!” said Mr. Railton, his brow clear-
ing. “I understand now. 1 was forgetting that it is
unlikely they should know the facts. Merry!”

“Y-yes, sir!” gasped Tom.

“Were wvou not aware that CGay has been transferred
from the Grammar School i

“What-what? Oh! Oh, nunno, sir! M-mom-my hat!"

“He has joined us to-day, boys,” said Mr. Railton,
frowning somewhat. “And I have placed him in this
ltﬂ_ldc:;'l with youn, Merry, Lowther, and Manners."

S Oh P

Tom Merry & Co. stared -at
goggling cves. =

“ Doubtless,” proceeded Mr. Railton, with grim irony,
“Gay himself will explain the full circumstancess of the
transfer. But I shall be obliged if you will make him
eomfortable here, Merry, as I fear the change is a very
unwelcome one for him. I was under the mmpression that
he was a friend of yours, and that—"

“0Ol! Ob, yes, sir!” gasped Tom. “He is, and—and
we're awfully glad to bave him. We-—we didn't know
anything about it—we've been out all the afterncon. We
came back and found him moving books out of the book-
shelves, and we—we thought—we thought—"

“They thought I was ragging the study.” explained C:El_j.',
quite frankly. “It wasn’t their fault, sir. It was jost
what any fellow would think, wasn't it1”

“Oh! Ah! Yes, of course.” Mr. Railton smiled. I
understand now. Well, well. I trust that there will
be no more of this, and that you will be great friends
with Gay, boys.”

“Oh, yos, sic!”

“In the circumstances T will overlook this—this commo-
tion,” said the Housemaster; and he departed, his lips
twitching a trifle, ;

Mr. Railton knew well enough of the keen rivalry
between the juniors, and he guite understood now—or
imagined he did. Fortunately he was blissiully unaware of
what had taken place in Study No. b. -

When he had gone the Terrible Threz and Blake & Co.
looked at Cay.

“Well!" gasped Tom Merry. “Well, my only hat!”

“You—vyou silly owls!” gasped Gordon Gay, rubbing
himself ruefully. “ You—you burbling chumps! Ow-wow!
You've nearly busted me with your silly games! Owl Why
didn’t you make sure before vou jumped on me like that?
Ow-yow !

“Make sure?” spluttered Blake heatedly. “What about
our study? What about ragging our study, you bounder?”

“Eh? I haven't been ragging your study!" exclaimed
Gay in astonishment,

“¥You haven't?” yelled Herries.

“Of course not. I came with my pals, and then Railton
took me to the Head. After secing the Head, I came
straight here, and haven't been out of the study since.”

“Then—then—" babbled Blake. “Who did do it? Our
study’s in an awful mess, It looks as if a cyclone has struck
tt—absolutely wrecked and mucked up. And we found peor
old Gussy gagged and bound and stuck up on the table in
& chair|”

“That's a fact,” said Herries.
Gay?” :

Gay started.

“Oh! he gasped. “Tt—it must have been Monk and the
others! Phew! That's it!
in the passage outside your study door, Blake. Gussy
was telling them  how lucky I was to be shifted from a
measly lunatic asylum like the Grammar School, and Monk
ﬂfﬁi. ‘arb&v and the rest were waxy sbout it, I expect.”

Ligy

help a

the Housemaster with

“Clan yon explain that,
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“That's it for a pension I

The juniors understood now. It wasn’t Gordon Gav at
all. Tt was his chums from the Grammar School. And
obviously Gussy's tactless remarks had raised their ire, and
led them to commit the outrage,

“Oh, that ass, Gussy!” gasped Blake. “Trust him fo
glet. huz};se]f into a mess and bring trouble on us. Oh, the—
the—

* But this beats me, Gay!” exclaimed Tom Merry, eyeing

- that dusty youth blankly. “What's it mean? Why have

you been transferred from the Grammar School 7"

Gordon Gay groaned and explained. Tom Merry & Co.
stared and stared as they listened.

“Bo here I am,” concluded Gay glumly. “Nice thing,
ain't it? This is my giddy schmﬂ?r now. And that awial
idiot, GGussy, is as responsible for it all as much as anyone.”

“Well, what if he is?” snorted Blake, not a little
annoyed by the way Gay was taking it. “The blessed
Grammar School is played out. It ean't hold a candle to
5t. Jim's. You ought to be jolly thankful you've been
sent to a decent, respectable school at last.”

“ Hear, hear!” ;

“Don’t talk rot!” =aid Gay angrily. “Who wants to
be sent to this measly show at all? [ don’t! I tell you—"
_ “Now, look here, Gay,” said Tom Moerry bluntly, “com-
lnf; down to brass tacks the Grammar School i3 a good
school, and so is 8t. Jim's. I'm sorry you've had to leave
there and come here, for your own sake.”

“And ours,” prunted Blaka, =

“¥You ring off a minute, Blake,” said Tom, who could
feel for the late Grammarian leader. “Tt's hard lines to
leave your pals, and it's hard lines to lose your job of
skipper there, and sll the rest of it. But it’s done, and it
can’t be helped. 1f's up to you now to make the best of
1 )

Gordon Gay langhed, remembering now his resolution
to put the past behind him, and make the best of the
present

“Right !
breath.
really.
up ' :

*Wo'll expect you to,” said Tom grimly. “You're a
St. Jim's man, and it's up to you to play the ganmie and
back your new school up whether it’s against the Grammar
Hchool or any other school, both in japes and in gamea.
Cot that?™

“¥es, I have,” said Gay frankly. “Of course, 1 will-
But it isn't easy to do it right away.” :

“I can sec that,” said Tom, smiling. “Well, I don’t
mind saying you're a jolly good man, Gay, and we're
jolly glad to have you! You shall have a place in the
team, of course. We can’t afford to miss a good man
when we've got one. And, as for the rest—well, if you
want pals we'ro here, and so long as you play up vou
should be happy enough here.”

“Yes, rather!”

“And now, what about some more tea, chaps?” said
Tom briskly. “As your study’s mucked uﬂ t{ou Fourth,

a

I'm sorry, Tommy!" he said, taking a deep

“1 mean to try my best to make the best of if,
I forgot for the moment. I'm hdre, and I'll play

chaps had better stay hers and join wus. Z

Gay 7"
*Not yet,” grinned the new St. Jim’s fellow, e
“Then you can join us, old chap. We've had one ted"
but we're ready for another, As for Frank Monk and,
his lot—well, we'll deal with those merchants another time,
and vyou shall help us, Gay.” :
"Oh! - Ahl S Wes oF

“Oh!” pasped Gay, frowning.
course !” .

And the juniors started to ge! a belated tea ready in
honour of the new 8t. Jim's fellow—Gordon Gay, late
leader of the Grammarians. But Gay did not seem to
enjoy the honoyr. In fact, he was looking anything bhut
cheery. The thought of his chums at the Grammar School
had not made him feel happy. And now Tom Merry's re-
marks about expecting him to help against them did not
tend towards easing matters, either. Siill, it was up to
him to play the game, and he meant to do so. Whether
he would be allowed to carry out his intentions was
another matter, however.

————

CHAPTER 10.
Chums and Enemies !
L H. blow!*

Tom Merry sounded exasperated. -

It was two days after the sensaiion caused in

the Lower School of Bk Jim’s by the advent of

Gordon Gay. ? 7 .
Most of the fellows had expressed their satisfaction at
having such an extremely useful recruit
especially was delighted. (Gay was a ver

3 2 good man on
the playing-fields and with the gloves, an

your te_&_,‘:

in every other

Tom Merry

o
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A roar of rage went up from the crowd of juniors as Gordon Qay appeared.

“ 8mash him! "

respect. Moreover, he was a sunny-tempered fellow, with
u cheery disposition, and had been exceedingly popular at
the Grammar Behool. There was every prospect of his
becoming popular at 8t Jim's also—if he played up to
cxpectations.

Certainly there were a number who viewed his arrival
with suspicion and misgivings. Racke & Co. especially
determined to run down the new Shell fellow at every
opportunity, taking good care to do it behind his back.
- however. Gay had Eeen a Grammarian, and a leopard
cannot change his Bftotﬂ, they argued. Whether he was
now a St. Jim’s fellow or not he would be bound io
back up his old school. Becanse he now wore a St. Jim's
cap, it did not follow he would back up St. Jim's and
ba io)ra.l to the school, they opined—especially as he did
not disguise the fact that the change was distinetly un-
weleome to him. In unguarded moments Gay forgot him-
self, and s=aid things that gave that impression at all
events,

As & matter of fact, the late Grammarian leader did not
settle down well by any means. He could not forget the
Grammar School, and the happy time he had spent there,
try how he would. He was miserable, and he showed it.
Nor eould he help giving tongue to his feclings in the
master, despite his good intentions,

This, of course, did not help to mako the suspicious
[ellows less suspicious. In their view Gay would let the
school down at the first chance he got, cither on the cricket-
feld or off it. And when it became known that Tom
Merry was putting Gay in the team for the Grammarian
mateh the doubters had a lot to say in the matter.

Mareover, (Gay himself added to the doubts and mis-
givings by his actions in visiting the Grammar School.
tHe was secn several times in the company of Frank Monk
& Co. Tom Merry himself felt it was rather injudicious
of “him in that respect. Certainly it was hard lines on
Gay if be could not see his old pals a little. None the less,
it Was causing nneasiness.

On this particular evening, however, Tom Merry had
other matters to think about.

The junior skipper of 8t. Jim’s stood on the School
House steps, his sunny face wearing a frown. In his grasp
was a parcel. The parcel was addressed to the printer
in' Rylcombe, and its contents were very important, for

“* Here he is !’ ' Hgre's the rotten traitor ! "

! Now, Qay, you rotter!? gried Tom Merry, holding a paper in front of the astonished Qordon Qay.
' What's the meaning of this 7

(See chapter 12.)

the parcel contained the “copy ” for that weck's issue of
“Tom Merry's Weekly,” the bright little weekly paper
q;bhshcd by the juniors of St. Jim's, and edited hy Tom
Merry.

Tom’s only worry and anxiety at the moment was to
get the copy to the local printers in time for press.
That was a_ very important matter indeed, and accounted
for the anxicus {rown on Tom’s youthful features,

“Oh, blow!” he said again, to nobody in particular.
“0f all the asses—"

“What's the matter now, Tommy?" asked Lowther, wha,
like Tom Merry, was in flannels and o blazer, and who
came oubt and joined Tom on the steps just then. “Oh,
hasn’t the giddy copy gone after all?”

“That ass!™

T But——=" =

“That awful dummy!” gasped Tom, glaring across at
the gates. “I might have known that EErighrl’ul dummy
would forget and let me down.” =

“Why, what—>

“Grundy !” spluttered Tom. “He eaid he was going to
Ryleombe, so I asked him to call in at the printers for
me with this. He said he would. He said he'd look in
on his way out for the parcel. And he’s gone—gone
without it. The—the gs5 17

“Sure he's gonei?

“¥es, Just spotted him vanishing through the gates!
Isn't that liko the duffer? The ass! The chump! The
born idiot

Tom Merry waxed eloguent on the subject of Grundy's
many deficiencies,

“Bugzz after him on your bike!” g

“I'll have to,” grunted Tom. *That means holding up
cricket practice. Oh, blow! Likewise dash! It's got to
be in old Tiper's hands before six o'clock, though. [
ipr‘omifed him on the phone that it wouldw't be a minute
ater.

“Plenty of time—heaps!” szaid TLowther.  “Oaly just
finished tea, Tommy. T'Hl slip over, if you like, on my
jigger.” .

*No, yﬂuTonllg well won’t!” enapped Tom. “I can't
go, either. 1o match comes off next week. We'te poing
to give those cheeky Grammar School bounders the licking

4 : Tre Geym LisraRY.—INg. 1,108,
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of their lives this time to start the season, my lad. With
Cay's help it'll be a walk-over, too. But we're taking no
chances, and we'te pulting In every second we can at
practice. And now that ass, that born idiot—-"

“Why not look up someone else to take it instead of
gassing ¥ suggested Lowther politely. “Hallo! Here's
Gay! Looks as if he's poing ount.”

And Lowther eyed Gordon Gay fixedly as that youth
came out of the School House. Gordon Gay was not in
Eanne]s, and, so far as Lowther knew, he ought to have
£EIL

Apparently Tom Merry had expected him to be ready
for praetice, also. He glared at the ex-leader of the

Grammarians. _
“Hallo! What's this, Gay!” he exclaimed. “Not
ehanged vet?” ; ;
“Ahem! Not this evening,” said Ge:.’y cheerily. *“Sorry,

old man! I'm booked for Rylecombe!

“Why you—you

“ No need to got excited,” grinned Cay. “In any case,
practice ish't so necessary for me as it is for you, old chap.”
“fOh, isn't 1T

“Nunno. You see, being an old Grammarian, I can play
cricket, and have been brought up to keep myself in trim
niways,” explained Gordon Gay blandly. “Borry, and zll
that 1

Tom Merry spluttered. )

It pleased Gordon Gay to pull Tom’s leg in that strain
often—too often, in fact. It was rather a dangerous prac-
tice. Tom was getting rather tired of it. Gordon Gay
&itaply would not, and apparently could not, forget that he
was an old Grammarian, and he would not let his new
comiades forzet it.

But at times it got on Tom's nerves. Whether Gay was
only joking or not, Tom objected to being reminded at all
times that the Grammarians did things better and more
efficiently than did the Saints. Really, it was very unwise
and very trying for the captain of the Shell, who was
#nxious to believe the best of Gay.

" You—you ass!” he gasped. “Chuck that rot, Gay—I'm
about fed-up with 161"

“Not s0 fed-up with it as I am, old chap!”

“You know you're expected to turn out for practice this
@vening,” said Tom.

“Yes, But I've got an engagemeni, old bean.”

¥ With your Gramamr School pals, I suppose "
unable to westrain himself from saying that.

“Not at all! It's a giddy engagement with the dentist,”
grivned Gordon Gay; “and I only wish I could attend
cricket practice instead, T assure you. It's to have a thump-
ing tooth stopped, and I should have pone last Wednesday,
but that business of my shifting quarters sent it clean out
of my mind. I can't let the man down a second time.”

“0h,” said Tom, his face changing, “That’s different,
then; but you should have told me.”

“Hadn't the chance! Only just had a phone message from
old Tuke, the giddy torturer. He’s just got to know I've
chianged schools, and asked mo to turn uvp this evening.
Borry. But—— :

“* You'd better go, of course,” said Tom, his face clearing.
“ Hope it won't ke bad, old chap. Oh, good! That reminds
ma. Just hand this in te old Tiper, at the °Rylcombe
Gazette * printing office, will you

“Right-ho! Copy for that giddy rag of yours, what?*

Tt iz0't a rag, you ass—>

“Borry—should have said mag,” grinned Gay cheerfully,
taking the parcel handed him., “Ta-ta! Mind you don’t
sit on yeur wicket. You know what you are, Thomas.”

And with that final warning the irrepressible Gordon Gay
hurried off, taking the precious copy for “Tom Merry’s
Weekly ” with him.

“The cheeky ass!” snorted Tom, glaring after him. “Why
car’t he chuck his silly leg-pulling! I'm about fed-up with
it

“Bure we can trust him with that copy?” said Lowther,
with some anxiety. “You know what a fearful spoofer he

is. And—*

“Of course!” said Tom, staring. “Why shouldn't we?
Gav's a silly chump, but he's straight, and he knows how
to play the game. This silly wot of hiz is only gas—he
doesn’t mean it, I suppose, though it gets my rag ont.
Anyway, let's get down to the ground. Hallo, here’s Blake
and his erowd |

And joining Blake & Co. Tom Merry and Lowther went
oif to the cricket ground for the practice match, Though
arnoyed at Gay's absence, Tom realised it couldn't be
helped, and he accepted Gay’s explanation without guestion.

Meanwhile, Copdon Gay was hurrying to the village;
unpleasant as his nterview with Mr. Tuke, the dentist, was
likely to be, Gordon did not wish to be late for the appoint-
ment, having already failed to keep it once.

Tue Gey Lisrany.—No, 1,108
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Just outside the village he almost bumped into Frank
Monk, Carboy, Lane, and the two Woottons.

Gay frowned a little. Glad as he always was to sep his
old chums, he realised that it wouldn’t do at all to be seen
in their company too often. In fact, Gay was beginning
to see that his friendship with them was making him
decidedly unpopular at 8t. Jim's. The Racke affair had
shown him the danger he ran, and more reasonable fellows
than Racke had spoken out plainly about it.

But he returned his chums’ cheery grins.

“Cheerio, Gay,” said Frank Monk. “How goes it, old
top? My hat! You're getting awfully thin, old chap!*

“Bhockingly I” agreed Lane solemnly. “I#'s the awfal
grub they dish out at 8t. Jim's, you know. Regular pig-
wash, I belieye I”

" And he's getting rather a strained look about the eyes,”
said Carboy, shaking his head. "I do hope he isn’t catching
the general complaint there. Mental diseases are catching,
I believe—especially feeble-mindedness! They're all
lunatics at St. Jim’s, and I feared Gay might catch it

“ You silly asses!™ grinned the Grammarians’ old leader. £4

“Cheese it! That's getting worked threadbare. As a
matter of fact, my intellect’s improved wonderfully since I
left the lunatic asylum and came to 8t. Jim's.”

“Why, you bounder—* =

* Now, don't raF him,” eaid Frank Monk, giving his
chums a warning look on the sy,
lock-out for you, old fellow.”

“You knew I was coming to the village§”

“ Yes—you're going to the giddy dentist’s, what 7" grinned
Frank Monk. *0ld Tuke rang Adams up, and he told him
you were at Bt, Jim's now, and Tuke said he'd ring you up
there. See?
going, Gay?”

“All right,” said Gay guardedly.

“Anything on?” asked Frank carclessly, “Those Saints

up to any larks?®

Gay chuckled.

5 M
come home, but you won't get anything out of me,” he said
cheerfully. “T'm a 8t Jim's man now, and I mean to back
my schoo! up, so you can put that in your pipes and smoke

it. once and for all. You fellows know how I feel about

things., I didn’t want to go to St. Jim's, but now I'm thera

I'm playing up for all I'm worth. You fellaws'ecan look out,

If T get the chanee to dish you I shall.” :
“Dear nie ” said Frank Monk., “This ia a very sad blow

to us, friend Gordon. Alas, my p-poor brother! Gone to

Lhe bgw-wows and twrned on his p-poor old pals! Bog®
000 !

“It's not as bad as that,” chuckled Gay. “We're still

pals, I hope; but at the same time we're giddy enemies

where business is concerned. CGot me?”

*“Boo-hoo ! sobbed Frank Monk, taking out his hand-
kerchief and mopping his eyes, * W-won’t you come over to
Mother Murphy’s and have a last ginger-pop with us—for
the last time, befors we p-part for ever?”

“T'll come after I've de?ivered this giddy parcel at Tiper's
show and been to the dentist’s,” grinned Gay. -

“Do come now,” begged Frank Monk, exchanging.a
curious wink with his companions. “Just ene ginger-pop ere
we part |
What d’you want to see old Tiper for, anyway ”

“Nothing much, old bean!” smiled Gay. “But I'll 'pﬁt

business before pleasure if you don’t mind, dear men. T'Il

meet you over a
Cheerio I”
And Gordon Gay hurried on with his parcel. Outside the

printing office My, Tiner was standing, looking up and down

ginger-pop in Mother Murphy's afterwards.

the street. Gordon Gay handed him the parcel, telling him

“who had sent it, and then he hurried on to the dentist’s
surgery higher up the street and vanished inside.
. Mr. Tiper glanced af the parcel, grunted, and, stepping
into his office, he planted the parcel on the counter and
returned to the doorway,
Frank Monk's eyes gleamed.

“Blow him!” he said, evidently referring to Gordon Gay.
ing the ass would come to the tuckshop first to

*T was ho

give us a chance to get our hands on that parcel. Now——"

“But what's the wheeze?” demanded Carboy. “I conld

wy
spotted the label on it at once, and guessed what it was, Té's
that awful rag those Saints publish—

see you'd some game on. But——7
“Didn’t you spoet that parcel?” said Frank Monk.

the blessed copy for
‘Tom Merry's Weekly.' #
“0Oh! Oh, Isee!

we might do something,” breathed Monk.
show Gray and his new pals that the old firm’s going strong,
and that we can keep our end up better than ever, ]
I could =

Along the street came a youth wearing an inky apron

=

i

“We were just on the

dear man, you can try to pump me until the cows

Let the dentist wait, and old Tiper beil hie head, :

Buf——" ' e
“If we can only get our hands on it for a few minutes
“T'm going 'to -

If only
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T iold Tiper had come out——"

“ Speedway Pals!* Sensational Dirt-Track Racing Serial in the *“ Magnee ™!

and carrying a basket-eovered with a cloth. It was Mr.
Tiper’s youthful assistant, and Frank Monk guessed at once
what Mr. Tiper himself had been looking out for.

It was his tea; evidently Mr. Tiper intended to work late,
and had sent the youth for his tea from his home on the
outskirts of Ryleombe.

The inky youth handed over the basket, and then at a
word from his master he grabbed a big package of printed

* handbills and went off with them along the village street,
evidently to deliver them to a customer.

“Phew! What ripping luck!” breathed Monk. “I bet
the old chap will go into*his private room behind the giddy
shop for his tea—bound to. Oh, good! He has! Now
for it !” ;

* Mr. Tiper had vanished through the doorway leading into
his private room which was behind the office—this being
really more of a shop than an office. The door closed upon

~ him, and, with a warning glance at his grinning chums,

- Monk crept softly into the shop.

The watching quartet fully expected him to grab the
parcel on the counter and bolt with it. But Monk did not.
With his eyes fixed on the inner door, and his ears strained
for sounds, he rapidly untied the bundle of copy. He
wlanced hurriedly through it, with a grinning face, and then
%ne suddenly took out ono of the sheets of foolscap and
crammed it into his pocket. Then he drew a spare sheet
towards him, grabbed pen and ink from the counter, and
started to write with feverish haste.

“Well, the nervy bounder!” breathed Ijaz:r:; Wootton,
watching from the doorway., “I think I see his game now.
¥ou chaps keep cave in case Gay comes back—or that
kid.” -

They kept cave: but they did not have to do so for long.
After y‘a ?ow breathless minutes Frank Monk finished
writing, huorriedly blotted what he had done, and then

rearranged the copy and
quickly wrapped up  the
arcel’ again, leaving it as
Eafnre.

Then he stole out of the
printing office, a gleeful grin
on his face.

rl--. n--..u-.u-...-.“-q."-.;mu--w-..n-.uﬁ.u—-ﬂ?

Your Editor Says—-
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along the sireet towards Mother Murphy's. As they passed
the dentist’s a well-known figure emerged. It was Gordon
Gay, ‘and he was smiling cheerily.

“All serene!” he grinned. “I went in in fear and
frembling, but old Tuke says the giddy tooth doesn’t need
stopping after all. 1 tell you I was jolly glad to hear if.
He just examined my molars again, and then pushed me off.
Now what about that ginger-pop 7

They crowded into the tuckshop, Monk & Co. in just as
high feather as Gay was, though their former leader little
dreamed the reason. Inzide the shop a burly junior was
cdispofing of a ginger-beer, but he lowered his glass and
%litrod as the Grammarians crowded in, followed by Gorden

ay.

“Cheerio, Grundy ! called Monk, for the fellow was
George Alfred Grundy of the Shell. * Mind, or you'll turn
that pop sour putting it near a chivvy like yours,”

“*Think you're funny, don't you?” snorted George Alfred,
bestowing a glare upon Gordon Gay. “ Hallo, Gay! Hob-
nobbing with those rotters again! I'm jolly well disgusted
with you

“Good I said Gay cheerfully.
old fellow—my treat?™

“1 jolly well won't ! snorted Grundy, *Think I'm the
fellow to allow a dashed traitor to stand me ginger-pop?
Not likely 1**

“Traitor 1” gasped Gay. “Oh, my hat!"

“What else are you?” hooted Grundy. “A fellow who
pals with the enemy is a rotten traitor in my opinion. I'm
a plain fellow, and I speak as I find. I'm not the fellow to
mincs my words. I always speak my mind and let a fellow
know just what I think of him.” sy

“That explains why you get your head punched so often,”
said Gordon CGay., “If you're asking now 2

“1*d like to see you or any of your pals punch my head !
was Grundy’s scornful answer.
“Bah! I'm blessed if I can
understand Tom Merry put-
ting up with it.”

“That’s because your intel-
lect isn’t up to it, old man.
Don't try to understand avy-

“ Have another ginger.pop,

thing. Don’t  attempt {o
: . work it out. Rest is what a

CHAPTER 11. Another spanking FREE GIFT for you to-day, feeble intellect requires,”
Grundy Speaks Out ! chums! Another next week; another to follow thak, “1 want no cheek, Cay!”
TLL and so on—every Wednesday bringing with it one roared George Alfred. “Fm
ELL* more to swell the wonderful collection you're building fed-up with you! If Tom

ik

LY W His chums sur-

rounded Frank
=in, Monk as he
‘emerged into the street.
= % Af] serene! I didn't do as
much as I'd hoped to do,” he
grimned. “I'd hoped to fill

- “the whole giddy number with

- pew and more original stuff
of my own. But I thought
“I'd better not risk it. DBetter
to get a bit in safely than

E A0 %et. caught and have the
swhole jape mucked up.”

6" ¥es, rather!

nervy bounder,

up! Isn't it just greaf?
lead the wav!

sea, and in the air?

You are a And then, following
Monk! If

? ture, bhesides
i “But he didn't,” chuckled K Tarkats,

Monk. “He never does come
out of his giddy lair, you
‘know, until you've rung that
bell on the counter umpteen
times. I knew that! I just
managed to get the ‘Editorial’
re-written, and then I thought

size. |
add No. &

1'd better get while the
giddy getiing was good.”
i ! ¥Yes! But—"

o1 f{mcy_Tom Merry will The title—
-g[?en his eyes when he reads
that * Editorial *!” chuckled -

the new leader of the Gram-

gramme,
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* And the Grammarians went

Trust the zood old Gex to

What better FREE GIFTS could my readers wish
for than these magnificently produccd picture cards
showing MARVELS OF THE FUTURE on land,
Never before has anything been
attempted and earried out on such a scale as our great
Free Gift schome; and, naturally enough, its amazing
and instantineous success has broken all records!

This week we take a trip to Davy Jones' Locker,
and are provided with a glimpse of a stupendous
under-water eraft—a veritable submarine battleship.

HUNDRED MILES PER HOUR LOCOMOTIVE of
which even
present-day expresses would be dwarfed to midget
1 know every one of my readers will want to
to their set, so, if they haven't done it
alrveady, let me nige them once more to

ORDER NEXT WEDNESDAY'S “ GEM " TO-DAY !

A really outstanding varn from the pen of Martin
Clifford tops the bill in next week's bumper pro-

“ CONDEMNED BY THE SCHOOL!"

Merry stands your cheek, I
jolly well won't, I can tell
you! What are you doing
hanging about Rylecombe with
these Grammar School worms
now? What are vou doing in
here with "em now "

“Listening to a born idiot
gassing _at  the moment.”
smiled Gay. *“*Sure you won't
drink a ginger-pop'with me,
Grundy ¥’

“No; I'm blessed if I can
drink pop with a fellow—"

“Try,” urged Gordon Gary.
“T'm sure you can if you try,
old fellow. You're such a
clover chap, Grundy. Here,
let me help vou.”

And Goardon Gay hbronght
i his flat hand and jerked
the bottom of Grundy's glass,
which he was holding a few
inches below his face. The
sudden ]jerlc sent the ginger-
beer full into the heated face
of the great man of the Shell.

* Oooooch |

Grundy gasped and splui-
tered fra.ntica%ly. ginger-heer
in his mouth, hiz eyes, and
nose, and streaming down his

it up, comes a TWO

the mightiest of
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marians. “He won't seo it will give you sufficient idea of the plot to know that

until the number’s out, as old it provides a powerful sequel to this weel’s story of rug ed face. -

Tiper does 1’1?:9 3"“[’{ qoll;rect- Gordon Gay and the chums of Bt. Jim’s. *Nuff said ! Monka:& Clsﬂ; ha! roared
mg ]H%:;fl t:? I.gezoﬂ::' S(f;; Ancther budget OE IJUSE!I'S a-nawered' by the e Sorry 12 ! S;].!d GE}’. “But
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B R i and last, but by no means least, & furiher gripping “CGroogh! Gue-sug-groosh !

:ﬁ_vanggegngnddo‘ﬂ?nkafﬁg instalment of onr serial will make next week's great Oh, yguﬂ & gGgrgoog 1
~ health in ginger-pop now. I FREE GIFT NUMBER one to be remembered ! urgled Grundy, fairly
- expeci he’ﬁl q:be turning up % 'Don’t miss it! ancing with rage. “Obh,
soon.” YOUR EDITOR. Z you—you—-»=

“Ha, ha, ha!” Blamming the empiy glass

mlﬁimmlﬁm“ﬁﬂ“l“llmﬂ on the cgunterr Grundy gave &
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oluttering bellow and went for the smiling Gordon Gay
with a ferocious rush. )

The next moment the two were trampling about the litila
<hop, locked in a fierce and desperate embrace, Mother
Murphy raized her hands in horror and alarm.

*“Oh, dear me! Do please stop fighting, young gentle-
men!” she wailed. *“Master Monk, Master Carboy, stop
them, please 1”

“Certainly, ma’am |” grinned Frank Monk, *On the ball,
:(:Pu.pf! Grundy needs cooling down a bit! Stand aside,
tay 1

Gay jumped aside as Frank Monk prabbed a syphon of
lemonade and pointed the nozzle at Grundy, who was
leaning apainst the counter, gasping.

Swoooosh | ;

Lemonade shot from the syphon and splashed into
Grundy’s dripping face, end over his chest. Grundy roared
with rage.

Just in time Monk placed the empty syphon on the counter
and jumped back as Grundy rushed at him ferociously,
lemonade and ginger-beer streaming from him.

But he was collared at onee by ihe Grammarians, and he
went down with a crash and a howl.

“Yarrooogh! Ob, you— Groogh—— Rotters!” he
roaved, © Why, T'lI—T'll Mum-mum-mmmmmrmm ™

Grundy's spluttering yells ended in a- queer gurgling
sound as Carboy swiftly grabbed a jam-tart and plastered
it over his mouth.

“Now we've stood Grundy a drink and a tart!” said
Frank Monk., “But Mother Murphy's getting excited, I
fear. As we've been appointed official chuckers-out, I
think we'd better do our job before Grundy gets greedy and
wants more,”

“Ha, ha, ha t”

Grundy apparently did want more, He scrambled up,
fairly seething with rage, but before he eould recommence
hostilities ke was grabbed on all sides and rushed to the door.
Gordon Gay opened ik, and then Grundy went out with a
EISh dropping in the streets outside with & bump and a

owl,

He was up again in a moment, and again he went flving
out, all arms and legs. ‘This time he stayed out. He
gathered himeelf together and tottered away, breathing out
terrific threats, and mopping jam and erumbs and liguid
refreshment from his features and clothes.

Gay watched him go with a rueful grin.

“ More trouble for me when I get back ! he said, with a
grim chuckle. “Blessed if I can get away from trouble,
somehow ! You silly Grammar School bounders have
landed me in for it again!”

“Who are you ealling names?” asked Frank Monk
pleasantly.  *Don’t forget you've admitted yourseli an
enemy, Gav, ?,Id sport. For two pinz we'd give you what

we've just—

“Pax!” grinned Gay. “I'm not hunting for more
trouble. And we've not had our ginger-beer together vet.
Let’s have it, and then T'll get back.”

They had their ginger-beer quite amieably together, and
then Gay started back for 8t. Jim’s, fecling not a little
puzzled at the curious smiles on the faces of his old com-
rades as they parted from him. He was to learn what they
meant later on.

Gay was rather expecting trouble when he got back—Irom
Grundy. But the trouble came in a different manner from
what he had expected, The practice match was over, and
he found Tom Merry and his ehums, Lowther and Manners,
in Study No. 10. They eyed him grimly as he came in.

8o you've got back?” snapped Tom Merry.

“Yez, here I am, old dears, as large as life and twice as
natural I grinned Gay. “Grundy been here after me 7%

“Yes. He's been here with his yarn. We pitched him out
because he spoke a bit too plainly for our liking,” said Tom.
“He was raving, and is after your gore. But we've told
him what to expect if he comes back again,”

“Good! T'm not hunting for thick ears from Crundy!”
chuckled Cay. “Did he—"

“ He told us all about it,” said Tom, eyeing Gav steadily.
“¥ou helped Frank Monk and his lot te chuck Grundy out
of the tuckshop in the village, 1 believe, Gay "

Cray started, and looked a trifle uneasy.

“Well, T did,” he admitted. “But—>

“You backed your old pals up against a 8t. Jim’s fellow !”
snapped Tom. “It's mot good enongh! I supposze Grundy
was cheeky to you—I expect ho was. But that makes no
difference. As a 8t. Jim's fellow you ought to have backed
him up against outsiders. Instead of that you apparently
Lelped to rag him, and then to pitch him out.”

-'é‘tci'%l, crumbs! Well, I suppose I did,” admitted Cay.
(13 .i __” -

“That sort of thing's pot to stop, Gay,” said Tom Merry
meaningly. “The sooner you drop Monk and his pals the
better. You can be friendly with them in the ordinary way,

82 we are. Buat this hobnobbing’s got to stop. And if I
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hear of any more of this backing up Grammar School chaps
against your own men I shall call & meeting of the Shell and
Fourth, and you'll be in for & batting. Got that?”

““Ye-es, Dut listen—"

“That's enough 17 said Tom impatient!ly. “I want to hear
no excuses, Gay—nothing will aller the facts. Dut you know
what to expeect in future.”

“0h, crumbs!” gasped Gordon Gay.

And he groaned deeply. But he did not attempt to make
any excuses. He was feeling as fed-up as Tom Merry and
Grundy. Life at St. Jim’s was not turning out a bed of
roses for Gordon Gay, though, had he only known it, the real
trouble was yet to come.

CHAPTER 12.
Treachery !

i OT "em?”
G Tom Merry asked the guestion cheerily. It was
eome dayvs later, and Tom was standing on the
Bchool House steps, chatting with Blake & Co.
and several other fellows. But it was to Monty Lowther that
he addresszed the gquestion.

Lowther had just come in from the village, having eyeled
over immediately after tea

It being publication day of the * Weekly,” Tom had sent
Lowther to the printer’s in the village in the hope of getting
o few copics. In the ordinary way they should have been
sent altogether to St. Jim's by Mr. Tiper, But for some
reason or other they were late, and Lowther had been
dispatched to discover why, and to get a few copies to
be going on with. '

“Got 'em?” repeated Tém, as Lowther came up the steps,
removing his cyele-clips as he did so.

“Got a couple of copies,” said Lowther breathlessly. “0ld
Tiper says he'll send the rest this evening by the giddy boy.
Here you are!”

He took two copies of “Tom Merry’s Weekly ” from his
pocket and handed them over.

“Haven't looked at ’em, but Tiper says they're 0.K..”
said Lowther. I say, I spotted that rotter Monk and his
pals hanging round the printer’s. Up to some game, I'll be
bound "

“Blow them!” said Tom.

He hastily turned the pages of his famous “Weekly "
eager, naturally enough, to see his own effusions. His glance
fell upon his Editorial., It was there, all serene, though
what—

Was it there? Tom Merry blinked and blinked at it in
growing wonder as his eyes started to scan the printed
lines. Then he gave a roar. ’

“Here, what's this? What the thump? Oh, great pip |”

“What's the matter now?”

Tom did not answer for & moment. He scemed to be
struggling for breath as he read the Editorial through from
beginning to end. Then, with aaother roar—a ferocious
roar this time—he threw down the copy of the *Weekly ”
and fairly danced upon it.

“What the dickens are you playing at, Tommy?” de-
manded Jack Blake. “Bats in your belfry? serew sud-
denly come loose in the top story? Or is it the sight
of vour giddy literary work 7”

“Look at 1t 1" shrieked Tom, grabbing up the paper and
shoving it before Blake's nose. “Look at my Iiditorial—
or what should be my Editorial! Look at it!” !

“Bai Jove! Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“BShut up " snapped Blake,

He started to read the “Editorial,” and as he read, his
eyes _D[;ened wider and wider. For the “Editorial # was
i:rtﬂu&y a curious one to have come from Tom Merry's pen.

read:

“EDITORIAL,

“A CONFESSION.

*It is with a sad heart that the Editor of ‘ Tom Merey’s
Weekly ’ takes up his pen this week, dear readers. TFor
terms now it has been his task and torture to address his
amiable readers in this column—readers who, as he iz well
aware, are brainless idiots and hopeless dolts, little less
removed from imbeciles than he himself: for terms he has
blown his own tin trumpet and shut his eyes to the glarin
facts that St. Jim’s is little more than a lunatic asylum, an
that its hapless inmates are in urgent need of strait-
waistcoats and padded cells; for terms he has, with his
tongue in his cheek, praised their prowess on cricket field
and footer field, in swimming-pool and on the river, though
well knowing them too hopelesely incompetent even to play
marbles or hopscotch, that their eporting abilities would dis-
gracs an infant school, and that in japes and schemes they
are fechle fumblers and blithering bunglers; for terms, alas,
your Editor has realised all this, knowing that he himself
was equally incompetent either to lead his fellow lunatics,
or to edit a magazine for sap-headed tadpoles. All this your
Editor now humbly and contritely confesses, for the time
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has come when the truth must be told to the world. A
new etra has dawned for St. Jim's, a new star has arisen
on the horizon. In despair the authorities have appealed
to-the neighbouring Grammar School, and that public-spirited
school, out of deep pity and compassion, has supplied St
Jim’s with a new leader, who will teach tne unfortunate
Saints bow to play football and cricket, and, it is devoutly
hoped, put ginger and life into our dead and played-out
community. :

“¥our sad and contrite Editor,

. “THOMAS MERRY.”

As Blake read that extraordinary “Editorial ¥ aloud, his
voice becoming more and more emctional as he proceeded,
gasps and ejaculations of amazement and anger came from
his hearers.

*Oh, gweat Scott |” mumbled Arthur Augustus, in horror.
“Does 1t weally say that, Blake?”

BElake looked at the hapless Tom Merry with eyes nearly
starting from his head.

“You—you dide’t write that—that stufl, Tom Merry?”
he yelled.

Tom Merry shook his head, dumb for the time being.
Ho felt as if the whole world was tumbling avound his
ears. His startled ehums grabbed at the papers in turn
and read that amazing * Editorial,” anxious and vet almost
dreading to read it wilh their own eyes.

It was staggering,

“Did I write it1” stuttered Tom Merry at Jast. “Did I
write it, Blake? You awful dummy! Of course I didn’t
write it! [’you think I'm absolutely potty? ID’you think
Pm the helpless imbecile that—that awful * Editorial * says
Iam? Oh, my hat!"”

* But—but—how—what—where—why——""

“QCan’t you see ?” shrieked Tom Merry, dancing with rage.
“Can’t you see what it means? 'Those beastly Grammar
School bounders must have got hold of the copy and sub-
shituted that awful * Editoria, ' for mine! Can’t you see?
It's the work of a dashed traitor—that howling rotter,
Gordon (Gay! T asked him to take that copy to the printer’s
in Rylcombe—gave him the parcel, little dreaming what he
would do. Oh, what—what a born idiot I was to trust the
worr 1"

“ Bai Jove !

“Well, my only topper!” gasped Blake, * You—you
were a blithering idiot, Tom Merry! That must be it !”

#1 know it is!" groaned Tom. “The cad’s let us down.
Most of the fellows said he would sooner or later, and I
wouldn’t listen to 'em. His yarn about going fo the dentist
was all spoof | And we know he was with Monk and his old
pals in the village. Didn’t he go in Mother Murphy’s with
thiem when Grundy was there? And dide’t he back them up
‘against Grundy? Oh, the—the reptila!”

There were roars of wrath from Tom's chums as they
understood—or imagined they did.

By this time quite a number of fellows had gathered
round, and the two copies of “Tom Marry's Weekly * weore
handed round and read before Tom Merry was aware of it,
The “Editorial ** brought howls of laughter from some, but
most of the juniors were furious and savage. Like Tom
Merry and B{a.ka, they knew only too well how serious the
situation was. If the Grammarians once got a copy—and
wloubtless they would if they could—it would be all up. St
Jint's wcul&' never hear the last of it—that awful
“Fditorial ? would be circulated round both the Grammar
School and Bt. Jim's, and the Grammarians would learn
it off by heart and use the phrases as deadly weapons
against their rivals.

It was too awful for words.

Tom Merry saw a dreadful disaster facing him.

- The Grammarians had already scored by getiing that
“Editorial ¥ published in the “ Weekly,” but if the papers
gexgo circulated it would be a crowning blow for Tom Merry

As the chums of 3t, Jim’s stood helplessly grinding their
youthful tecth with rage a newcomer appeared on the scene.
It was Gordon Gay, and a roar went up as he appeared.

“ Hera he is1”

“ Here's the roften iraitor now”

£ Smash him |

“Pulverise him !”

“Slaughter him!” .

A score of angry juniors closed on the astonished Gordon

Cray.

'?Hcre, what’s this mean?” he demanded in alarm.

“You've got the cheek to ask that question?” roared
Tom Merry, “Here, gimme one of those dashed papers!
Who the thump’s got them? Oh, good F* he added, as Blake
handed him one. “Collar the other, for poodness’ cake,
before the world knows ! Now, Gay, you rotter ! What'’s the
~meaning of this?”’

Gordon Gay jumped as his eyes ran down the precions
“ Editorial,”

“M-mum-my hat!” bhe gurgled, £Oh, what a giddy

screams!  Who was ass enough to shove that in, Tom
Merry? You?t" ;

* Why, you—you——~"

“Bmash the grinmng rotter” roared Grundy.
lemme gerrat hum 1"

“Hold on!” gasped Tom Merry,
-~there’s no time to he lost

“ Here,

_ “Never mind Gay now
We've got to get hold of

every one of the copies printed somehow, and destroy
them. Come on! Get your bike, Blake. Come on—
sharp1” .

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah! Wun like anythin’, deah
boya!®

The “deah boys” did run. They dashed helter-skelter
round to the eyeleshed, and in a matter of seconds the
Ferrible Three, with Blake, Herries, Dighy, and D’Arcy
were racing hard for the village, hoping against haope thas
they would be in time to collar all the copies printed befars
the Grammarians could chance to get hold of one. They,
knew only too well the ruthless ingenuity of Monk & Co.

They vanished in a cloud of dust.

Scarcely had they gone through the gates, however, when
Racke of the Shell, who had been an interested and grin-
t}la;g'spcs:tuiur of the scene on the steps, turned to Gerald

rooke.

“Now's our chance to put a spoke in Gay's wheel!” he
breathed. “Those cads are going io try to get all the
copies of that silly rag before the Grammarians can collar
any., But they won’t if we can help it. Come on—
quick I
. There was an_interesting fight proceeding on the steps
between the indignant George Alfred Grundy and Gordon
Gay, but Racke and Crooke did not stay to witness it
Arriving at the door of the prefects’ room, Racke peered
inside. Then he chuckied.

“All clear!” he said. “Come inside, Crookey, and listen
by the door. Give me the wink if you hear & prefect or a
beak ecoming, Here poes!”

At was a risky procecding Racke contemplated, but he
did not hesitate in his eagerness to put “a spoke in Gay's
wheel *';. moreover, ke had more than one score io settle
with Tom Merry & Co.

Crossing to the relephone, Racke was soon in touch with
the Grammar School. Somewhat mystified, Crooke heard
him ask for Lacy, and heard part of his conversation with
that shady youth. When Racke replaced the recciver at
last he was smiling cheerfully, -

“Well 7 askdéd Crooke, a trifle scared. “What's the
game? Oh! You've put Lacy up to dropping ihe hint to
Monk and his pals?® '

“HExactly " smiled Racke. “When Tom Merry and his
pals return with the bundles of the giddy * Weekly,” they'H
find Monk and a crowd of Grammarians in ambush in the
lane. Thai's the wheeze I've passed on to Lacy, anywey,
and 1f those fellows are slippy enough it'll come off beauti-
fully, Lacy seemed guite pleased to help—like me he’s glad
of a chance to get s own back. And now let's—— Oh!®

Racke jumped as he noticed a weedy, bespectacled figure
in the doorway. 1t was Herbert Skimpole, the scientifie
geninzg and champion bore of the Shell.

“Ah! I imagined nobody was in here,” said Skimmy,
blinking in at the two. “I fancied I heard the telephone-
bell, and T wondered if anyone was in to answer i, my
dear fellows. I am exceedingly glad, however What!
Ah! Oh!™

Racke gave him a push, and Skimpole sat down with a
bump, the heavy volume he carried banging to the floor.
Racke walked out with Crooke grinning cheerfully. He
had feared for the moment that Skimmy had overheard
them, but he realised now that Skimmy had merely heard
the tinkle of the bell as he had replaced the receiver, and
had looked in to see if anyone was there.

{Continued on next page.)
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With his chum the humorous Racke walked out again,
hoping to see the cnd of the Grundy-Gay fight. But both
Grundy and Gay had vanished from the School House steps,
likewise the crowd. Evidently someone in authority had
put in an appearance and stopped the fight. So Racke and
Crooke strolled down to the gates to awail developments,
if any, of their little scheme.

. CHAPTER 13,
*The Grammar School Secores !

o E'RE lucky!" breathed Tom Merry.
“Jolly lucky!” satd DBlake thankfully.

“Yaas, wathah!”
Tom Merry & Co. agreed that they had been
very lucky indeed.

The chums of the School House had arrived at the print-
ing ollice in fear and trembling. Knowing Monk & Co.
as they did they feared the worst—feared that by some
dodge or other the scheming Grammarians would manage
to_get hold of some of the copics—possibly by bribing the
printer’s boy, or some other way:

But the Grommarians hadn’t. The printer vowed that
only the two copies Lowther had taken had left his office,
and his assistant said the same, adding that neither had
even left the office since the copies were rtun off the
machine.

It was s great and glorious relief to Tom Merry & Co.

Certainly the Grammarians had scored in getting that
dreadfnl " Iditorial " into the paper at all. But that was
the limit of their success. They would mever have the
pleasure of seeing the result of their handiwork. The two
copies already dished out were in the Saints’ possession,
and they would be destroyed together with the whole issue,
Tom Merry determined the whole bundle should be taken
to Study No. 10 and solemnly burned there.

They were not eounted and tied up when the juniors
arvived at Mr, Tiper's, But after a somewhat lengthy
wait, all were ready and the bundle tied up and handed
over.

Then, with the presiops bundle tied on the carrier of Tom
Merry’s bicyvcle, the juniors started back for St. Jim's.

They were-still in a state of seething wrath, though
deeply thankful that things had not turned out worse. All
agreed that they might casily have done, and that lock
had been with them.

“But we'll boil that cad Gay in oil for this,” said Tom
Merry, his brow dark. *Blessed if I can understand the
fellow at all, I used to think him an awiully decent
fellow—one of the best, in fact! His shift from the Gram-
mar School seems to have turned his silly head completely.”

“Yaas, wathah! It's a gweat pity!”

“It 18,” satd Tom. “%’m rather sorry for the fellow
myself—he's awlully eut up about it, and seems as if ha
can't settle down at St. Jim's. I wish he would, and had
played the game, for he's a good all-round man.”

“Rot!" szid Blake, “Piffle! I don't feel sorry [or the
worm at all! I should have felt sorry for us, theugh, if
his rotten scheme had come off properly. I'm beginning to
think that Racke was right the other day, alter all,
Grundy certainly was—Gay admitted that. But this is real
treacherv—he's let us down badly, and he deserves all he's
going to gel”

“Well, he does,” said Tom, setting his lips. “And we'll
see he gets something that he'll remember. Dash it all, we
can't have a traltor among us, giving us away like this,

FI:anc_v him handing that copy to his pals before—— What's
that ?”
ST O T
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“Only a bunny,” :aid Blake, glancing earelessly into the
hedge whence the rustle hag sounded. “As I was
saying——"

Blake never got the chance to repeat what he had heen
saying, for in that instant the attack came, swift and over-
whelming.

There was a clatter of falling machines—a chorus of
startled yells and bumps, Then the Grammarians were
swarming over the Saints. There wera at least twenty
of them, and resistance was hopeless from the first, though
Tom Merry & Co., realising what a ecalamity had befallen
them, fought like Trojans.

The roadway swarmed with fgures, struggling amidst the
fallen machines,

“Give in, you cripples!” called the voice of Frank Monk
cus*_er:]._\'. “You're outnumbered and outflanked! Here us
smile!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Grammarvians did smile—loudly—as the desperate
resistance of Tom Merry & Co. was slowly overcome, and
one by one the hapless Saints were trussed up like chickens
with cord the enemy had provided themselves with.

“Oh, you—you rotters!” panted Tom Merry, as he lay flak
on his back in the roadway, with Frank Monk scated on
his chest and Carboy on hiz legs. “You must have known
wei were coming this way. What are you after, you
cads?

“Only a little bundle of rags,” smiled Monk., “Just a
pile of rubbishy papers. Have you found it, chaps? Oh,
good! That's it1" he chuckled, as Harry Woolton untied
the bundle from the carrier of Tom Merry’s bike. * Hear us
smile again[”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, you—you cads!” spluttered Blake. “Wha put you
up to this? Who told you we were bringing that bundle
to Bt Jim's just now ¥

Frank Monk chuckled.

“That would be relling,” he grinned. “A little bird told
us when to expect vou this way, old dears. We got here
just 1 time. Awiully kind of you to bring that bundie
along like this. But we're not going to be selfish. We'll
divide the copies of your giddy rag, and distribute half at
the Grammar 3chool, to be sent back to St. Jim's. Pos-
sibly we'll send them separately to various fellows at 8t
Jim's to be quite sure of everybody seeing one. Such
valuable contributions should be circulated far and wide
—especially Tom Aerry's ¢ Editorial,” »

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*Oh, you—you awful villains!” gasped Tom. “Let us go
now, anyway. But—but what's this?”

“This " happened to be a farm-cart with high rails at
the sides, evidently used for carting cattle to market. The
hapless Saints soon knew what it was to be used for now.
Obviously, the Grammarians had their plans cut and dried.
Despite the wriggles and pleadings of Tom Merry and his
luckless companions, they were yanked to their feet, and
then their faces were daubed with mud from the diteh, and
weird-looking lengths of cardboard were wrapped round
their waists and tied there with string.

“Here, you awful rotters!” yelled Blake, “What are
these things, you cads?" :
“Btrait-waistcoats,” explained Frank Monk. * Accord-

ing to Tom Merry's ‘ Editorial,’ they're necessary articles
of attire for Bt. Jim's fellows. That cart is your padded
cell on wheels. We mustn’t risk you getting violent and
injuring yourselves.”

“0Oh, you—you—you—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The seven 8t. Jim's fellows were lifted into the eart
amidst howls ofelaughter from the Grammarians, Thera
was a grinning yokel at the horse's head, evidently pressed
or bribed into service by the raggers.

“Ta-ta!” said Frank Monk, blowing kisses at the almost
weeping St. Jim's juniors. “By the way, we practically
forced that driver to take on the job, =0 no good blaming
him, old dears, But you know {mw to play the game
don’t you? Good-bye, bluebells! Good-bye loonies!
Who's top dog now ?”

“Grammar School !” howled Monk's followers; and then
followed by the yells and cat-calls of the Grammarians,
the cart rumbled away towards St. Jim's with its cargo
of “loonies.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The almast hysterical laughter of the Grammarians died
away, and Tom Merry & Co. groaned in deep bittorness of
spirit as the farm-cart rumbled on towards 8t. Jim’s. It was
a sad homecoming indeed, and the thought of the bundle of
copies of “Tom Merry's Weekly,” safe in the enemy’s hands
now, nearly caused Tom Merry and his luckles chums to
weep salt tears of woe,

{Continued on page 28.)
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By Leslie Beresford.
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To crush & deadly organisation ; to free thousands of helpless prisoners—and lastly, to save the werld from a rapidly growing
menace are the almost impossible tasks of Rodney and his pal. But they mean to accomplish them !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
RODNEY BLAKE, a slocky youngsler, whose one ambition is fo
w tn the footsteps of his father, Adrign Ileke—a special news
correspoident noe out of England an business for his paper—is spending
& few daya with

DR, FRASER, prior to joining the staff of the ** Sun.”

Together with his chum, - :

DAN LEA, a stahvart son of Devon, Redney 8 strolling along
Lattlewcorth Cove when he secs @ strange-looking eraft manned Uy foreigners
which resembles an airship and o boat combined. ?

PRINCE ALEXIS KARAGENSKI, the ship'e eomimander, t}tforg;a;

or L

services of Dr. Fraser. The doctor goes abocrd and some time laler
mey and Dan ere captured by Prince Karagenski’s men and taken

on to the ship as priseners, The strange craft, to the amazement of the
two chums, then rises after the fashion of an airship and speeds them
away. During the journey the Russian prince informs Rodaey that the

" power and riches of the Karagenskis had been torn from them by lhe

repolution, and in consequence ke was having built a fleet of Flying Fish

with which he hoped to rrm%ucr the world. Eventuaily reacking the -
24 2 ke £

alley of No Escape, cadqiarters of this amazing mendace to the
world's peace, Rodney and Dan meel Prince Eoragenski's son, Sucha,
swhose willingness to be friendly makes the two chums feel more al home
than they mght otherwise have done in such ginister quartzrs,
(Now read on.) 2

Shut in from the World !

OW very sinister those quarters were the next few

H days were to show Rodney and Dan, For the first

time, while housed in a thick-walled, lowering

castle on the edge of a dense pine-forest, with the

busy valley spread out far below in f_ull view, the two lads

found opportunity to study the position and to learn more

ahout tﬁe huge cmsdpiraay into which they had been so
‘unexpectedly plunged.

At home 1 England, amid the calm and freshness of the
Devon moorlands, such a conspiracy would have seemed
ridieulously impossible, a wild dream  inecapable of ever
“becoming real. Yet, here in the Valley of No Escape, it
was all too rezl indeed. They had already had proof of
‘how powerful & weapon these people had forged in the
“Flying Fish, which had brought them here. On this, its
‘test voyage, the craft had proved itself prgi,ctically perfect.
Phe heads of the conspiracy, in the hearing of the lads,
made no secret of their satisfaction. Work on the remain-
ing ninetcen was proceeding at fever pitch,

5{ this the lads saw natging. The high-walled area of
dhe works, guarded at its hall-dozen gates by Colonel
Btangerfeld's uniformed men, was the one part of the valley
into which they were not allowed to penetrate. Otherwise,
their movements were unwatched and uncontrolled. They
could roam the valley from cnd to end. Possibly the heads
of the conzpiracy knew they would realise at once how im-
of -escaping.

Indeed, it had been well named the Valley of No Escape.
Rodney and Dan were. at first inclined to laugh at the
idea, but they were soon to see how true it waz. By con-
siderable feats of engineering the valley had been deliber-
ately cut off from the outside world. The swift-lowing
river, which ent it in half east and west, entersd and left
the valley through tunnelled locks, which were heavily
fortified and guarded. There was another outlet to fthe
north, and by this way entered the bulk of the material
which eame _daily into the valley on carts and automaobiles.
13 was a winding pass between precipitous heights, its
entrance and entire length so strongly guarded that no one
could hope to enter or leave by it unseen. A

Nor was it possible to escape from the valley by way of
the peaks which surrounded it. The lads, during their walks
together had examined these. They found that, wherever
once it might have been possible 1o cross them into the outer
world, dynamite had blown away the ground, so that nothing
but a precipice yawned below.

~all since that nilght when the three o

It was easy now fto understand’ how the thousands of
workmen in the valley submitted, perforce, te their im-
prisonment and the brutality of their guards. The last
were of mixed German and Russian nationalities

The thonsands of workers, the lads discovered from SBacha
Karagenski, were political prisoners of the Soviet Republic,
wretched half-starved creatures hounded to and from their
long hours of enforced labour under the whips of their
brutal guards and the threat of death.

Not onee, but many times, as the days beman to pass
gwiftly, the lads would hear the ragged sound of rifle shots,
and indeed themselves actually wiinessed the guards doing
to death some protesting conviet victim.

. Meantime, up in the castle, the heads of the conspiracy
lived in luxury. Far into the night, feasting and carousing,
they hoasted of the day which was soon to dawn, when the
civilised world—and especially the British Empire—would
be .their footstool, on which they would trample at their
will! They were a strangely mixed community, obviously
overshadowed by the hunchbacked and horrible Boronav,
like a grey wolf with his jagged, unclean tecth etermally
agrin.

It was evident that the others feared him, excepting,
perbaps, Von Roden, whose hatred of Britain always leaped
from his tongue when he caught sight of the two English
lads. He and Boronov were hand in glove.

Tha Greek, Mirapoulis, and the Egyptian, Abbas Fazil.
were not of so much importance. They had put large sums
of money into the conspiracy, in return for what they could
get out of it when it succeeded,

Prince Karagenski, so Sacha explained, had come info
the thing for the reason that he had no money and was In
desperate circumstances It was he who had first discovered
Ashion, the English inventor of the Flying Fish, trying in
vain to sell his invention as a commercial vessel. But,
because he was too poor to afford the eonstruction of a
model, he had only met with rebuffs. The prince, seecing
something in the idea, had got in touch with Mirapoulis,
and persuaded the latter to find the money.

From that, the model being an amazing success, Ashton’s

invention had become the basis of the present conspiracy,
and the people who knew of it were banded to secrecy. Of
all of them, Sacha’s father was least in favour of the use
being put to the invention. But, once involved in it, with-
drawal was impossible.  Boronov and his countless Boviet
spies had ruled with a rod of iron. So far, apart from
Rodney’s father, no outsider had obtained the slightest
inlhling of the threat lurking in that distant' Caucasian
valley.
Asﬁton, the inventor, once he had discovered to what nse
his invention was being put—a use which had carefully been
kept secret from him till the first Flying Fish ha({{ been
completed—had tried to escape and tell the truth to the
world, He had been caught in the nick of time, but had only
been recaptured after being badly wounded. And since, for
certain important reasons, they wanted him restored to
health in order to help in the construction of the remaining
vessals, they had called in at Tidewell for a doetor.

It was natural that, once they had hegun perforce to settle
down in the Valley of No Escape, the two lads should fry
to get a word with Dr. Fraser, whom they had not seen at
them had heen
forcibly carried off from Tidewell in the Flying Fish. The
doctor, they early discovered, was not guartered—as thev
were—in the castle, He and his patient were in a largish
stone building on the far side of the town, used as a
hospital. '

They had made several altempts to see him there, as the
days went by, but without siiceess, being refused admittanca
by the armed guards on the hospital gates, the chief of
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whom was o particularly ebnoxious one-eyed giant named
Wummberg, & fellow-countryman and friend of Kraft, It
was evident that Wummberg, influenced by Kraft, regarded
them with particular malevolence.

“If you vant to see the doctor,” he said, “you get n
written permission from Herr Boronov. And I don’t think
you get it. Now, come no more vorrying me. Peoples vhat
come here making vorries sometime gets shot by accident.”

That, of course, was a foolish threat, at which Rodney
laughed, remembering what Sacha Karagenski had said
about Boronoy holding him as a hostage to compel his father
to abandon his campaign against this plot, Often, in those
days, Rodney and Dan talked together of the former's father,
whers he might be and what he might be doing.

“If I'd only been wise enough to open that packet Lord
Braxton gave me,” he was saying one late afternoon, * 1'd
know more than those rotters do up at the castle, And they
keep poor old Braxton shut up so tightly that one can’t get
a word with him.”

“Maybe that's just as well, Mister Rodney,” said Dan in
his cautious way.” ‘“‘Seems to me that, in a place like this,
least said means soonest mended. And so we do know Lord
Braxton have been dizsobliging enough to them at the ecastle
to say nothing about what that packet did tell. 8o, the
packet being lost for good, nobody’s going to know the
truth from that, anyway.”

All of which was correct enough. The lads had learnt
only tlis morning, through Sacha, that Lord Braxton, con-
fined since his arrival to @ suite of rooms and his own
company in a wing of the castle, bad undergone a long
examination as to the contents of that packet. Boronov and
his friends had done their utmost, by threats of torture, to
try and force the millionaire to divulge what Adrian Blake
had written to him. But he had stubbornly refused, denying
that he knew where Adrian Blake was, or anything about

mi.

So there the matter stood, it seemed, and the best thing
was to be %Ia,d that the packet, und its secret, had been
fortunately lost at sea, Still, aware now that his father was
actually alive, Rodney would, naturally, have given a great
deal to know where he was and what he was doing.

“He may, of course, have actually reached London by
now,” he said to Dan, as, in the fast-falling dusk, they were
making their way across the bridge over the river to return
to the castle.

SBacha had left them a fow minutes since to join his
father in the big wireless offices near the gates of the works.
And, friendly as they were with Sacha by now. it was only
when they were without him that Rodney and Dan felt quite
safe to discuss such matters as this.

“I doubt that!” he said. “For this reason, Mister
Rodney., Us being with that Russian chap, I didn't feel
like saying anything to you till now. But before we came
away from the castle this afterncon I heard the prince
and that Boronov and Von Roden talking, as I was passing
the library door, It was about some wireless message and
your father. Seemed to me they'd heard sumethm}:
important about Mister Blake; but I couldn't quite eatch
what, and that Kraft came creeping along at the minute,
wanting to know why I was hanging about.”

““Bo you didn't really hear anything definite ?* questioned
Rodney eagerly.

“Only there’d been some message from outside that seemed
to be important, as if it told them more than they'd known
before. Seemed, anyhow, they knew he wasn't in England.”

“I hope they haven't caught him |” frowned Rodney, and
flung out a little gesture of impatience. “It does seem all
wrong, doesn't it, Dan?  There's father somewhere
outside, and here we are, right inside and cut off from him,
with no chance that I can see of ever bLeing of any use.
What on earth can we do?"

Standing there in the ewift-falling blackness of night, the
guestion seemed unanswerable. Cut off from the outside
world by those towering peaks, the only outlets filled with
men armed to the teeth, no prison could have been stronger.
On the one hand, dark and drab, hunched this town of
slaves, as safely imprisoned as themselves. On the other
hand, noisy with the clanging of machinery, and lit by the
flares of furnaces stretched the giant works, the docks of the
growing Flying Fish, the factories manufacturing bombs
and poison gas. What was to prevent that grim shadow
from sweeping over the world—a world which would pro-
bably laugh if it were told such a shadow existed ?

The Rescue in the Mist !
MPATIENTLY Rodney turned away from the distant
I lare of those sinister works, and, with his friend,
egan to take the road through the dark town towards
the castle. To the darkness of night had now been
added a mist which made it difficult for them to see their
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way. The houses on cach side of the road were silent,
though now and again a furtive fizure could bo seen enter
ing or leaving them. Suddenly Dan laid a detaining hand
on his friend’s arm.

“Secms curious-like to me, Mister Rodney, that we be
being followed,” he said cautiously; and for a moment they
stood still and listened. 3 :

Unquestionably, some little way behind them, footsteps
were moving softly through the mist, which had now become
thick like a white blanket.

In the next moment, however, their attention was attracted
by something which happened in an opposite direction. A
door was suddenly flung wide, and a yellow glare fooded
the mist, The %llarc came from one of the many drinkin
hovels with which, the lads had noticed, the town was dotted.
From this, staggering and howling with pain, there hurried
an_ old, white-haired figure, thin hands held out, as it
vainly trying to shicld their owner from attack. Behind the
figure, in pursuit, there lurched another, that of a man
guite familiar to the two lads,

“It's Wummberg!"” exclaimed Rodney, under his breath.
“He's drunk, or something, and he's flogging that chap
unmercifully. Why, the chap’s too old to do anything for
himself. ere, Dan, we ean't just look on at this{"

The next moment, flitting past them in the mist, the old
man fled from the pursuing Wummberg, who was crack-
ing a knout brutally over his head, till suddenly he found
himself confronted by Rodney and Dan, when he staggered
to qthalt, staring at them in drunken stupidity and amaze-
ment.

*Hallo!” he growled, recovered from his surprise. * And
vhat vas you doing here, Spitsbuben? Get out of my vay,
vorrying me and preventing me from my dutics—"

““Duties!” snapped Rodney, gripping Wummberg’s whip-
arm with a sudden*jerk which threw the man off his balance
and set him cursing,

“Get out of my vay!” spluttered the German.

But Rodney, with Dan beside him, stepped more decidedly
than ever in the man’s path.

“If it’s one of your duties to flog an old and defenceless
man like that, it's time vou took up another job!” szaid
Rodney, “Anyhow, while we're here, you don't get any

nearer to him!"

“You let him escape!” spluttered Wummberg, “V¥ou
young pig, you shall at vonce vith me come to the'
Herr Coloel! You chall soon see—"

““8o shall you!”

Rodney's right fist flashed out and caught the advancing
one-eyed giant a smashing blow under the right of his jaw,
causing him to stagger back on the uneven road and fall
awkwardly on the dusty ground.

But only for a moment. Bwiftly as Rodney had bent
down and picked up the whip which had fallen from the
man’s hand, he was up again, %e]lowing‘- like a bull to some-
one in the drinking den and hurling himself on the lads, At
the same moment, answering his urgent call, there came
tumbling out on to the road three other men to join in this
unexpected fray.

Dan, without hesitation, left Rodney to attend to Wamm-
berg, while he himself gave the new arrivals little oppor-
tunity to take stock of the real position. Four to two, ah
first, did not seem any too formidable odds, for Dan disposed
effectually of one among his three almost in the first blow.
Wummberg, with only his fists for protection., waz by no
means 50 formidable as Wummberg with a whip or a gun in
his hand. And Rodney relished the chance given him to
punish this mountain of flesh.

But the noise of the fracas had quickly brought other
people on the scene, and the thickening mist made the
rough-and-tumble of fighting a difficult matter. Rodney got
one befty blow in on Wummberg, which caused the German
to stagger back into the mist, howling with rage and pain.
Other uniformed figures began to appear in a crowd. Wumm-
berg was shouting to them in German to seize the “junge
Englander.” Rodney, fighting back an avalanche of guards
he could scarcely see for the mist, wondered how Dan was
faring, and wishing he could get near to him, so that they
could slip away into the mist together.

But Dan seemed nowhere near at hand. TFrom the sounds
that drifted to Rodney, hiz friend was evidently earrying
on a small battle on his own some distance away. Rodney,
launching out at a man trying to seize hold of him, stepped
back out of the rays of the light, meaning to try and reach
Dan somehow. Instead, unexpectedly he was seized from
behind round the neck, so tightly that he could scarcely
breathe, so powerfully that it was vain to struggle against
such a grip.

What was happening exactly he did not know, except that

he was being dragged backwards. He could hear the
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An old man came staggering from the doorway of the hovel, foliowed immediately by Wummberg, who was flogging the

former with a heavy whip.

bellowing voice of Wemmberg hecoming increasingly distant.
He heard Dan whistle—three lilting notes which they had
often used on the far-off Devon coast when t wanted fo
find each other. But the grip round Rodney’s k drew him
inexorably backward, despite his struggles. It seemed as
though he was being carried down steps, and
shout to Dan.

“Shut up, ye blithering spalpeen!” hissed a wholly unex-
pected voice in his ear, startling him and causing him to
cease struggling.

He found himself, when the clut¢h on his neck was sud-

.. denly withdrawn, in what locked like an underground
kitchen, lit by the faint gleam from an oil-lamp.
., Someone, a fur-clad and bearded bgure, was engj
nsoltly closing and barring a wooden door above the steps
down which Rodney had been dragged. But the latte
less concerned with the bearded man than with the one who
-had spoken to him—someone about whom he had almost for-
. gotten, the queer, monkeylike little Irishman, who had been
an engineer on the Flying Fish, and had suggested that he
. might become a friend in need—as, indeed, he secmed to
" have done,

“So it’s you?"” gasped Rodney, staring at him.

“Begad, and it's Larry (' Hagan himself, it is!" chuckled
the other, “And a npice pair of fre-eaters you and your
friend are, it seems. Begad, and it’s not English you should
be, at all, at all. Though what good you're going to do
for yourselves, setting on a fellow like Wummberg 1 can's
see.  And there I was, ful!ov’r’ing the two of ye, and hoping

he tried to

* for a quiet word with ye—

“We thought somecne was following us,” said Rodney:
fThat waos what Dan said, just before that little tussle
-hegan., And why were vou following us, then?”

-%To bring yo down here, nice and quiet, and introduce
my friend to ye."

The Irishman indicated the fur-clad and bearded fgure of
2 Russian standing by in the shadows.

“Your friend 1" asked Rodney, staring.

f“Bure, and don't you know him as well?” chuckled the
Irishman, .

And then the fur-clad and bearded figure in the shadaws
spoke, awakening a sudden and amazed understanding ‘n
Rodney.

*¥ou can't be quite as handy with your cyes as you are

The old man staggered under the cruel blows,
not going to stand this! "

Lock

here, Dan,”” exclaimed Rodney, ** we're
(See puge 26.)

with your fists, sonny,” he was saying, “if you don’t recog-
. b

nize vour own father
The Secret Plot !
¢ N\ ATHER, is it really yout”

P Rodney might well have been forgiven the |
of doubt in his voice. For who would have o-
nised in this shabby and stooping figure, with iis

grimy and hearded face, the ordinarily immaeculate and
debonaire newspaper correspondent, Adrian Blake? Yes
here, with outstretched hands laid on his shoulders, and
drawing the lad towards him in an affectionate embrace,
was unquestionably the fathicr of whomn Rodney had always
been so proud.

“ After all, sonny,” bhe said, with a little laugh, “it’'s a
splendid testimonial to the clectiveness of my disguise that
even you don’t know who I really am.”

“If it hadn’t been for your voice I should never have
drenmed it was you, dad!” exclaimed Rodney, hoarse with
emotions surging in him at the moment—delight at knowing
for certain that his father was not only alive, but so cloec
to him all the while as he was now proved to be.

“Tt’s come as a bit of a shock 1 he added. * First of all,
Von Roden told me you'd been murdered. Then I discovered
vou hadn't been. Anvnd only just now Dan and I were
talking about you, wondering where you were and what yon
were cdoing. Then, all of a sudden, to find you actually
here, in this valley—well, you must know how glad I feel |

YWell, well ! Adrian Blake patted his son's shoulder
affectionately. “And I'm glad enough to see you again,
laddie! IE I hado’ been a bit smarter than Von Roden
and the erowd up at the casile imagined me ta be T would
indeed have been a dead man long ago. However, here [
am, though they don’t know it And here ave you! Glad
as I am to see you, ronny, I'm nof nearly so pleased that
you've chosen this particular spot for a little holiday—
you and Dan.” . !

“Couldn’t very well help it—could we, Dan?” exclaimed
Rodney, who had nobiced after.a glance round the dimly-
lit room that somchow Dan had dizcovered ‘his way hera
as well.
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* Dest holiday T ever had-—so far, Mister Blake ! grinned
Dan in his slow way, evidently as perple.nd d,[;g\ b
been to find himself confronted w ith- I,lu}“]a"itn:.r sql? thier aficl
Larry O'Hagan in this !ll\bt"llOL\S undmg:ound room."”

A En:ght. pair, IJoTh of “you ulc" luughcd Adrian
Tlake, “F Anyhow, I know all .J;bout how 3011 came here.
bl ti}o shiock of .y life the morning you twe landed here
frouithe Flyihg I ish. I was standing almost close cnough
u io touch vou, and came very near to giving myself
AL Afterwards, from O Hagan and Fraser, I discovered
hiow it ull CAIne dbOLli, and w lmt had been }:appemng Ho
l.{m' we can only make the best of a bad ]Db

“Tt “doesn’t strike me us so bad at all” said Rodney.
“\O'n I know you're here as well, dad, "it makes it jﬂ]ilu
Of course, it's tremendously serious, and all that, And Dan
and I would like to know 2 .

“How T came here, and what I'm deoing ¥ nodded Adrin
Blake. “That's just why Larry here was following you in
t_lle fog [

Aml ve must necds be -;pmlmg for p scrap with W 11|1:Iu-
berg, ve pair of spalpeens {7 chuckled the Irishman, * Ye
game very neay to dishing everything. When the real lght-
ing hegins

“Real fighting 1" questioned Rodney, puzzled,

“Begorra | chuckled the Tvisliman,  * And are ye afther
thinking that your father and Luavey O'Huogan camo here
for a restcurc? -

“T'd better explain” said Rodney’s father. “The world
menuce being arranged by those people up ab the castlo
had -to be crushed. There was cventually ouly one way
to’do that—from inside here.  Well, when Von Reden and
the others had imagined they'd killed Adrian Blake, he felt
that was a very good chance to escape their attentions and
set about finding a way in here. That, luckily, presented
itself as unexpectedly as it was convenient.”™

And then Redney learnt what had been puzeling him
ever since he had discovered his father here—how thie latter
had managed so daringly to be in this valley, right under
the noses of the people who thirsted for his ]1fc, appmcml\
mfhc—ut being suspected.

funningly avoiding the murder-trap set for hlm \\T!rfﬂ
giving the impression that it had succeeded. he had hidden
himself awhile, completcly changing his uppoa,rdnce- and
passing unobserved through the circle of Boronoy's spies,
Certainly, the fact that Adrian Blake had noet, after all,
been murdered had eventually leaked out,

It was at’ Warsaw that, by pood chance, accident not
only: helped him to make his disappearance the more com-
plete, but to make his way to the Valley of No Escape with-
out his ideritity ever being guestioned, At Warsaw he had a
goad fricnd ul the Pol]uh (‘lll{.f ef policé ; amrl thc latim ’

3 Mm wis tuakmrr lu:, way to t[mt-'\clv 4
ey x_:I}E."lcltms of introduction and recotnmendation as
an expert in poison gas.

“Thla chiinee was too good to be mm-cl” said Rodney’s
% ’f' % Hixed matte p with my friend, the chief of
p lice* ‘and thé Feal AIL Efmiiofl was tucked away safely

ith Jiridon, nda dange rotis Soviel, spy, under another name.
"’\Icmﬁnnv of coutse, I beeame Alexiz Saranoff, tuking the
D!lrlspﬁ'rt" nnd ’]ettm~ of recommendation and baggage of
the réil one, crossed the Russian frontier, and was 11_u_1n_d
here Avith -open.tarms.”

sAfuring enough pluu, and quite suceessful so far. Tt
:.ppt"trc‘d that nobody heré ‘had cver scon the real Alexis
Sadagielfe snd  the Jakomond - looked | unlike Adrian
Blako~that Von Roden and the others lm»d been completely
dcemm:‘_d a3 Anvliow, ]u:‘un“hlh_-' the impersonation had
prﬁbéd‘usemt Lraduallyzas Roduey and Dan listened, the -
eb} ctzofait :all. maa explained. - T

s w..you're: here adadt . Rodnm had asked, pnzzlﬂﬂ‘h

ST 2 "n t seo what ¥ow. can - do to 1-]“45_][ this thing fronl
mé& r,,-{lhuse pcopl{' from what Dan d,nd L ha\o seel, a:u..
top:degs]” b '
E‘Dwt.h.l"\' appcm to e, ugwod Adrlan -'|(|Lt~ p ’\.Iif] -
that's-exactly what welve heen letting them think they are,
\Hiji‘&hpl thousand-odd armed guards and  their machine
guns. *L‘pp d,qgs of whal?, Some ten thousand poor, miserable
dexils of Rusgsian and Polish ‘.\(]!]-\.I:Il[‘[!—[')ﬂliil(‘i,tl prisoners—
whodph! i Ienh as if thev've the pluck and st amina to stand
up’for, iE](-nho!\w Yetb though the people in the castle
don’f lu;ou 11‘ “tdt 5 cﬂ{d_c{!\ what they have. J.he worm is
nbnut iocturn.’

. soti of mutiny !
]a.sr.

.Anrl onc with a kick behind it,
}'ULl " vetorted the Tr <himan
1t's going to be when' md_

iR e

IJP

" nodided Rodnes. zeeing davlight ab

let me be afther telling

s gl (=37 i 7 £47: (e a0

{Thai Rodney ond Dan awill maie ﬂaizinsch:es anighify -
wseful in this rebellion you can rest assurved, chums.
Foolk oul, then, for an cxtra-thrilling instabment of this
worwerful sevial in next wed/s W)

' ws —?- (( ant-umcd fmm; prrges 24.)

mow, or, what were gcnmnlhr believed o irv the facts.

t! !
“A divil of a fine hd-’r 3L i lglame

THE GEM I.IBRARY.

“A TRA[TOR IN. THE SCHOOL!”

U, I"w—iha t'a.d:,. gurgled Tom '\lul\ *0h, the
wwlul rotiers | “ Bat we'll make them squirm for ‘this !
We'll make them wish they'd never been born!  As for

that cad, Lm_',—r—”
“That swoep—"" "
“That treacherous: bounder———"",
*“That=that double:dealing rotter——" = ;
“Yaas, -wathih! The tmth ul  waflian ! Lhe—the
wascal I

Tom Merry & (o, strove to lind suitable ‘.\Dr.l.ln to oxpress
their r:plumu of Gordon Gay.

* T expect hie's grinning up his sleeve m:»\\ gloancd Tom.

*He couldu’t have got to l||:‘ Grammarians Before us, of
vourse, But it's casy en rmgn to sec what's happened. The
swoep's got on the telephone and phoued his pals, telling
them where we'd gone, and how to nab us.

|

*That's it. That's 1t, for a peusion |

“Yuas, wathahl”

“He knows where the telephone is. He could have used
a master's telephone for that matter, Oh, the—the—"

\\ ords failed Towm.

‘No H‘L"i gassing about it now, anyway,” said Manners
dismally. “The damage is doue. We'll tackle that sweep,
Gay, when we get back to St Jim's. But why not tackle
this carter merehant neow, and t|\ to persuade him to
rolease us. We can’t go to St Jim's like this, We'll be

the langhing-stock of the school.
My h.{t‘ I never thought of that!”
Lrightening up a irifle,
He called to the driver;

snapped Tom,

Blake called to him. Every
one of them called to him. They called, and then, thinking
ho must be deaf, they bellowed and howled to him. But
it made no difference. Either the cavter, walking by the
horse, was deaf, or clse "he ~didn't . wish to Lear them,

1\-l;ich Wis cuiaullv the most likely thLOl\.

Tom Merry & Co. gave it up at last. I'hcw. realized that
once again Monk & Co. had been too smart for them, and
had bribod thie man not to heed them.

With muddy, dismal faces, and hearts sinking almosk
into their boots, the little crowd of hapless -objects stood
in the jerking, rr_\uknl;_.'_' cart. and groancd in chorus as it
rumbled up to tlhe gates of Bt. Jim's,

e - x = “ * ¥

To relate the sad experiences in detail of that luckless
homecoming would be too harrowing. It was certainly
tlu, most humiliating experience Tom Merry & Co. had
T over undergone. Several fellows were already at the gates
when they -arrived there, ‘and the several grew to a crowd
in a very few moments, - Long before Tom Merry conld
be lifted out, the cart was surrounded by a surging mass
of -fellows, most of them nearly ‘in “tears with laughter.
Tom Merry & Co. certainly did look sad a.nd wocful
sights. il

The Grammariaus had seored with a 1engoa.uce thh=
time. Tom Merry & Co. had fo admit that.  But they had
scored with the help of a traitor in 3t Jim's—a' fellow
whose “scheming had handed over his fellow Saints as s
burnt-offering to their encmies,

And Tom Merry & Co. very soon made this clear ic-
ithe fellows onece their bonds were cot free, and the mud
cleared from their features, And then, still followed by
a laughing crowd, they tottered indoork fér ‘a much- needed
wash, Newly 5“ept and rarnished, ‘but with grim faces
and soething inwardly with rage, 1[103; went to interview
Gotdon (m\  And ‘with them weni o crowd of fellows.
None ot them smiline or }aughmg for they knew the fucta

Onee again Uordon {'aw ltl]b X- l;:ummuruan leader, but
now o St -Jim’s fdlow, had “backed up "his, old ° sclmol—-—-

hiz. solemn word in doing =0,  But ihis time the proo
wis clear—or; the Shell and Fourth belicved it was, clear.’

And they lﬂmn‘r to have a grim reckoning with the tmil.m

before tlw evening was out.

Tt remained to be seen how Gordon Gay would ,fa,r‘e ﬁl:,:'-

accusers,” and what steps he would take to defend hise
honour, But things ecertainly looked black for ‘the ex-
skipper of the Grammar School, who had been sent to St
Jim's against his will, but who had done his best to play

THE END.

CfiPhatévey you do, chums, don't miss the splendid
sequel to this yorn, entitled : ** CONDEMNED BY THI;
SCHOOL! Y which acill appear in next week’s GEM
together with another topping FREE picture card.)

played false {o his-trust and hulpod the enemy, l;a.cakma;..__ ;
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