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YOU'LL FIND HEAPS OF FUN AND AMUSING SITUATIONS IN—

Qan you imagine George Alfred
Grundy, the grim, earnest, great
I AW of the Shell, suddenly
changing into a cheerful, light-
hearted practical joker whose
one idea is to work off stu-
pendous japes and hoaxes ?
Sounds all wrong, deesn't it?
Yet that is wh t happens this
week, and—but read all about
it in the funniest school story
of the year !

CHAPTER 1,
Rejected !

43 HERE’S Tom Merry ?” .
J.George Alfred Grundy, of the Shell at St

im’s, wearing a frown upon his rugged
countenance, tramped into the pavilion adjoining
Little Side and asked that question.

The crowd of juniors who were. changing into foothall rig
heard but heeded not. The buzz of talk which had been
going on when Grundy entered continued to go on.

There was no doubt as to the newcomer’s question having
been heard. Grundy’s voice, if not musical, possessed the
merit of being audible. On this occasion it could be heard
right through the pavilion and for quite a considerable
radius outside. .

“Where’s Tom Merry 7
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Grundy repeated his question on a note which a musician
1ight most justly have labelled “fortissimo.” But the
fellows continued to talk on, utterly regardless.

](}rundy’s frown deepened until it was almost a homicidal
glare. {

“Deaf, all of you?” he bawled.

Monty Lowther glanced round. ,

“Hallo, Grundy !’ he remarked genially. “Did I hear
you say something ?” ¢ 2

“Ha, ha, ba ®

Grundy almost choked.

“You know jolly well ¥ said something!
where Tom Merry 13.” )

“Thought I heard you whisper something ahout Tom
Merry,” nodded Lawther. “V¥You should speak up, you
know I”” ;

“Bai Jove!”

I asked you

*
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want to ask you a plain
question, Tom Merry.
Do you want to win
to-day’s match or not ?”
“Decidedly I do!”

“Then  what the
thump do you mean by
giving Kangaroo’s

place to Lowther and
leaving out the best

centre-half in  junior
footer 2

Tom Merry looked
surprised.

“Didn’t - know IT’d
done such a thing, old
bean! Who’s the giddy
marvel you're refer-
ring to?”

Wiy L, of

course [*
== “Ha ha ho>

“What are you
taughing at?” de-
manded Grundy ex-
citedly.

“Oh, my hat! Your
joke, of course!”
grinned Tom Merry.
“Know any more
funny stories like that
oneg ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”-

Grundy clenched his
big fists.

“So that’s it, is it?
T might have expected
as much! Well, then,
T’ll tell you what I'm
going to do.”

“Tell us another
funny story instead!”
begged Jack Blake,

&

“Ha, ha, ha 1?

“Well, where is he, you grinning idiots ?” hooted Grundy.
“It’s jolly important, and I can’t stand here all the blessed
afternoon arguing with a lot of dummies like you! Where's
Tom Merry?”

“If you really want to know, he’s behind you !” yawned
Lowther, and there was another roar from the foothallers.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Grundy swung round, and Tom Merry, who had come in
on the heels of the great man of the Shell, greeted him with
a cheery nod.

“Want me, Grundy ?”

Grundy gulped.

“Oh! So you’re here! I should jolly well think I do
want you! It’s about footer!”

“Footer? What’s that?” asked Tom Merry.

Grundy jumped.

“What’s footer? Mean to say you want me to tell you
what footer i1s? Why, you ass, you know already !”

“Quite! I just wondered whether you did, old bean!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you——" Grundy made a move forward, as though
he felt sorely tempted to fall upon the humorous skipper of
the Junior Eleven and devour him. But with a mighty
effort he choked back his wrath, and said: “I’ve just heard
that Noble has had to stand down for this afternoon’s game
with Rookwood.”

“Right on the wicket!” nodded Tom Merry. “Poor old
Kangy has sprained his ankle and can’t turn out. What
about it ?”

“That’s exactly what I want to know!” snorted Grundy.
“Is it right that you've put this silly ass Lowther in his
place?” '

“Quite right!”

“Then it’s not right at all. It’s jolly well all wrong, if
you ask mel” roared Grundy, displaying unusual wit. “I

The Sixth Form “Sneezing "’ Society !

“For the umpteenth
time,” said Grundy
solemnly, ignoring the
facetious captain of the
Fourth, “I’'m being
barred from the Junior
Eleven on account of
jealousy. Times out of
number I've  been
passed over, even when
I’ve been at the top of
my form. I've put up
with all that without
complaining—or, at least, without complaining much.”

“ Not.more than fifty times a day ! nodded Tom Merry.
But now at last my patience is exhausted,” said Grundy.
At a time when Noble is crocked, you pass me over—me,
the hest centre-half in the Lower School bar none!—and
shove in Lowther! Lowther, of all men! The Form’s funny
man—the chap who's capable of doing nothing beyond
making rotten puns and fixing up booby traps!”

“And playing you off your feet at Soccer !” added Lowther
cheerfully.

“Bosh ! Absolute bosh !” snorted Grundy contemptuously.
“Well, ’'m not going to argue about it this time. Words
are no good, I can see that! So now I’'m going from words
to deeds!”

““Which means—" queried Tom Merry.

“Which means I’m going to turn out against Rookwood
this afternoon, whether youn like it or not!”

The juniors looked at each other, then looked at Grundy.
The great man of the Shell had succeeded in attracting their
attention at last.

“You—you’re going to turn out against Rookwood ?” asked
Tom Merry, almost unable to believe his own ears.

Grundy nodded calmly.

“That’s what I said

“But—but my dear chap—-"

“You mustbe potty !” said Kerr of the New House, with
conviction. “How the thump can you turn out againss
Rookwood when the team’s already complete 7*

Grundy laughed.

“It’s quite easy. I shall simply change into footer togs
and turn out with the rest of you !

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!”

“But it’s quite imposs, deah boy ! said Arthur Augustus.
“Don’t you wealise that the wef will uttahly wefuse to allow
twelve men to turn out?” .

i
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Grundy grinned. =
“Naturally I know that. There’s not much you can teach
nie about the rules of football, D’Arcy. But I shall decline
) 1 8o Lowther will have to. Sce the idea?”
“Oh, ye gods®

The footballers stared at Grundy almost incredulously.
''hat the obtuse Shell junior took the palm for high-handed-
nnoss they were already aware; but they had never imagined
n Grundy capable of such reckless, unreasoning
sehaviour as this.

“ You—you can’t mean it ?” stuttcred Tom Merry.

“But I do mean it!”

“Well, you’re completely off your rocker, then!” remarked
Jack Blake frankly. “Don’t you see, you crass ass, that as
soon as Tom Merry tips the wink to the ref he'll give you
marehing orders?” == =i

“Perhaps he will,” agreed Grundy. “I shall ignore ’em V’

“But he'll have you chucked off the field !

“He'’s welcome to try!” said Grundy, with a confident
grin. - “I'm ready to meet all comers. And if I do ggf'
chueked off, I shall come hack again and jein in the play !

“ My hat I’ 3 Bl

“Well, it's no good wasting any more time gassing,
remarked Grundy. “T’Il get changed now.” :

“ Your mistake, old bean! You won’t{” said Tom Merry,
recovering from his astonishment and planting himself in
front of”G-rundy’s hefty form. “If you mean what you've
st

“ Bvery word {®

“Then in that case we're going to put a stopper on you
before the joke goes any further,” said Tom firmly. “Can"g
risk having you ereating scenes in front of a visiting team !

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus warmly.

A crowd of determined-locking footballers gathered
round George Alfred Grundy. Grundy eyed them in &
very warlike manner. - : :

“@oing to lay hands on me? Because, if so, vouw'll get
huarg 1

“We'll risk that! Collar
suddenly. e

FTalf a dozen pairs of hands shot out simultancously, to
alight on various parts of Grundy’s person. Grundy, fer
liis part, hit out. == .

A moment later a wild and whirling fussle was taking
place in the football pavilion. :

Grundy was net the fellow to submit without a struggle,
and he fought furiously to keep his aggressors ab bay,
inflicting several minor injuries on the footballers in the
procéss. One of his hefty fists landed on the aristocratic
nose of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, drawing claret immedi-
ately, and the other collided with the point of Jack
Blake’s ehin with a force that made the leader of the Fourth
cce stars for a second or two. Tom Merry and Figgins
also received mementoes in the shape of a swollen ear and
a cut lip respectively. ]

But they were merely incidentals about which nobody
worried mueh. The important thing was that Grundy
was speedily overcome and stretched out on the floor, with
Fatty Wynn and Clive sitting on him for the purpose of
Leeping him down. ! 3

“Well, that’s that!” gasped Tom Merry, caressing his
injured ear rather tenderly. “Now, the problem is, what
can we do with him#® :

“Can’s leave him here,” said Jack Blake. “The Rook-
wood fellows will be along in a minute, and they might
:hink it bad form if they find half the team sitling on
Urundy. ™

“Ha, ha, hat” -

“Why not collect some fellows from ouiside to run him
un to the House and lock him in his study for the after-
noon ¥ suggested Monty Lowther brightly.

“QOh, my hat!”

“Not a bad wheezo, though,” said Tom Merry. “We
shall know that he’s out of harm’s way there—especially if
weo take the precaution of having him tied up an
gogged [ :

‘“A° vewy pwopah- pwecaution, deah boy!” remarked
Arthur Augunstus, who was engaged in dabbing his nose
with a handkerchief. “I will twot out and eollect a few
volunteahs | -

And the swell of the Fourth trotted out, to return in less
than a minute with half 4 dozen grinming nen-players.

“Gussy tells us you want some help with Grundy,”

remarked Herries. *“Where is he?”
_ “Underneath Fatty and Clive at the moment,” smiled
fom Merry, “What we want you to do is to run Grundy
back to the House and lock him up somewhers or other—
Lowther suggests in his own study. Better tie him up and
gag him, just to make a good job of it.” ;

“And lose the key of the study when gou've finished I2
added Jack Blake.
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him!® said Tom Merry
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. seemed to have the opposite effect.
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The volunteers approached the recumbent Gleorge Alfred
and took up strategic positions around him. At a given
¢ignal Fatty Wynn and Clive got up, and their captive
was grabbed from all sides. ;

“Got him ! said Herries, with satisfaction. “Now,
mind, Grundy, if you struggle we may have to treat you
roughly 1? z

“Grogoogh !” was Grundy’s reply—the only reply he was
capable of making just then.

“Ready ” asked Gore, who was among the volunteers.

“Ready, ay, ready *

“Off we go, then!”

And off they went, carrying Grundy between them.

'They ran into the Rookwood players at the entrance io
the pavilion. Jimmy Silver and his merry men had just
arrived. They stared at the sight of Grundy and his
captors.

“Hallo, you men! This a new game?”, asked Jimmy
Silver curiously.

“*Hem! It's Grundy,” explained Tom Merry. “He
suffers from a kink now and agamn, you know, and we
have to treat him like this!”

“All serene! Don’t mind us!” grinned the leadcr of
the Rookwood contingent; and he made way for the little
proeession, which then moved rapidly out of the pavilion.

And within s very short time both teams had completely
forgotten the existence of George Alfred Grundy in the
excitement of a sterling tussle for honours on the foothall
field.

CHAPTER 2.
= Listening-in !
(4 A MMMMMMMMM 7.
Thus George Alfred Grundy.
It was not a very intelligible remark. It was
the best he ecould manage, however, in the
peculiar pesition in which he now found himself.

Grundy was bound securely to a chair in Study No. 3,
and gagged by means of a scarf. Thus he was deprived
of his liberty either to move or spcak. Not unnaturally,
Grundy felt annoyed about it.

His position would have been bad enough without any
further complications. But not content with trussing up
the great man of the Shell like a chicken, Herries and his
helpers had, so to speak, piled Pelion on Ossa by locking
the study door after them and taking away the key.

“ Mmmmmmmmm !

Grundy mumbled on. There was nobt a great deal of
satisfaction in mumbling. But Grundy continued to do it.
There was really nothing else he could do but roll his
eyes and mutter “ Mmmmmmmmm !” through the scarf.

Herries & Co. had been merciful. Though they had
taken care to tie him up securely, they had made him as
comfortable as was possible in the circumstances. Grundy
had very litile to complain of on the score of comfort.

CGore had even gone to the trouble of ewitching on the
portable wireless set which Grundy had recently scquired,
so that the prisoner should have entertainment during his
lonely afterncon. Even as Grundy’s captors closed the
door safter them the music of a broadcasting orchestra
floated out upon the air of the study.

It has been stated that music has charms to socothe the
savage breast. The music that was being broadecasted on
this ocecasion, however, seemed fo exert no socthing influ-
ence on George Alfred Grundy. >

As a matter of fact, he hardly heard it. Gzundy, for
the time being, was a seething mass of emotions, hardly
capable of appreciating whether music was in the air or
nos. !

He foresaw that, unless something like a miracle hap-
pened, he was doomed to spend the rest of the afternoon
sitting in Btudy No. 8. It was undoubtedly the intention
of Herries and the rest that he should do so, and they,
holding the key to the door, codtrolled the situation.

The only hope was that Wilkins and Gunn would turn
up. Gunn possessed a duplicate key, and could, there-
fore, obtain access to the study without the intervention of
Herries. But Wilkins and Gunn' had gone over to Way-
land to see an uncle of Gunn’s who was in the town for the
afterncon, and the chances that they would return before
calling-over were remote in the extreme.

Grundy rolled his eyes and tugged at his bonds. Iferries
& Co., however, had done their work foo well for tugging
to achieve any result. Eventually, Grundy gave it up as &
bad job and resigned himself to the inevitable.

Without anything more definite on which to econcentrate,
he then beeame more conscious of the music coming from
the wireless set. Far from socthing Grundy, however, ib
m It was the kind of
music knewn as chamber music, and chamber music was
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8 Gollar him ! ¥ yelied Tom Merry suddenly.
half a dozen

ball pavilion.
D’Arcy.

“ Yoooop !**  (See Chapter 1.)

He would have
derived far more satisfaction from a brass band containing
a large number of bass drums and cymbals; but unfortu-
nately there was nothing of that description in the pro-
gramme for the afternoon.

A few hours before Grundy’s portable wireless set had

not suited to Grundy’s present mood.

been the apple of his eye. He heartily wished, now, that
he could be in a position to throw something heavy and
destructive at it.

When the music ceased at last he breathed a sigh of
relief—a sigh rendered rather ineffective by the scarf that
was wound round his mouth. Nothing would have pleased
Grundy better after that than to hear the announcement
that the broadcasting station was closing down for the rest
of the afternoon.

But that was not to be. When the voice of the
announcer came through it was to introduce a lecturer.
And Grundy, unable to give vent to his feelings in any
active form, closed his eyes for a minute and pictured him-
self indulging in an orgy of head-punching, just to obtain a
little relief. Grundy was not fond of lecturers.

It seemed like insult being added to injury when it was
announced that the lecturer was a schoolmaster. Grundy
had been listening to a schoolmaster, in the person of Mr.
Linton, the master of the Sheli, all the morning. He had
had quite encugh of schoolmasters for one day—more than
cnough, in fact. The last thing in the world Grundy
wanted just then was a lecture from a schoolmaster.

By the perversity of a cruel Fate, however, he had to
listen to one. There being no alternative, Grundy simply
listened. :

The broadcasting schoolmaster had chosen as the title of
his discourse the query, “Are Boys More Serious?”
Grundy didn’t care a rap whether they were or were not.
Schoolmasters’ opinions of boys had no interest whatever
for Grundy of the Shell. “Grundy’s Opinion of School-
masters,” ‘from his point of view, would have been a far
wmore intercsting topic for a wireless lecture,

Immediately
airs of hands fastened on Qeorge Aifred
Grundy and a {wild and whirling tussie began in the foot-
Qrundy hit out furiously, and one of his hefty
fists landed on the aristocratic nose of Arthur Augustus

Nevertheless, he did listen to the anonymous lecturer.
He could hardly do 6therwise. And in the course of a few
minutes Grundy found, to his surprise, that he was listen-
ing with quite a lot of interest.

The view of the schoolmaster was that the boys, on tha
whole, undoubtedly were becoming more serious in their
outlook. It came as rather a revelation to Grundy to find
that the lecturer was inclined, to a certain extent, to regret
this state of affairs. Grundy had not previously imagined
that a schoolmaster would be capable of taking such a
view as that.

From the abstract, the lecturer proceeded to the concrete.
In a reminiscent mood he recalled his own schooldays, when
men were men and boys were really boys. Evidently the
learned gentleman had reached an age in life when he
was apt to look back on the days of his youth through rose-
coloured spectacles.

Grundy found himself quite enjoying his invisible enter-
tainer’s stories of life at a big public school in the late
’eighties. Whether the lecturer-schoolmaster’s imagination
was running away with him, or whether the yarns were
really true, they were certainly interesting. Tremendous
“rags,” large-scale practical jokes, and stupendous hoaxes
seemed to have occupied most of the time of the students
of those early days.

The lecturer asked his listeners whether these things cons
tinued in Anno Domini 1929, and answered the question
himself with a decided negative. The modern boy took
things more seriously. Practical jokes and hoaxes there still
were. But how few and how feeble they secmed in coms
parison with their counterpart in the good old days!

It might be, of course, that this was all for the best.
But the lecturer begged leave to question that. The boys
of the ’eighties turned out to be fine men, and the future
might show that the more serious boys of 1929 were lacking
in some important constituent of character as a result of
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their failure to live their youth in the boisterous, light-
bearted manter of their forbears.

There the lecture ended. s s

George Alfred Grundy found himself thinking.

The schoelmaster’s words had touched a chord in the
heart of the great man of the Shell

Grundy himself was serious—deadly serious. Other people
did not take him seriously, it was true. The more serious
Grundy was, in fact, the more humorously other people
L'egard)c;d him, Grundy himself, anheeding, had hitherto
taken life in a very earnest manner. x i

Could it be thatixe had been making a mistake? Was it
possible that his partial failure—and Grundy, in his heart of
hearts, admitted to himself that he was not an unqualified
success—was due to the very seriousness with which he had
taken things?

Grundy wondered. : ey

‘That vér‘;v afternaon, the place in the Junior Eleven
which should in all justice have been his, had been taken
by a fellow whose philosophy in life was just as light-
hearted as that of the beveecs of the ’cighties. Monty
Lowther took nothing seriously. Hoaxes and practical jokes
were the breath of life to Lowther. Was that the reason for
his suecess? Did that aecount for the facility with which
hie had slipped into the Jumior Eleven that aftermoon?

Grundy saw nothing about Lowther to account for itf.

e decided that the answer was in the affirmative.. -
_ In a sort of blinding fash the truth was revealed to
Grundy. He bad been taking things too seriously all along.
Of course, it was obvicus now' He had never been the one
io ga in fer practical jokes and hoaxes. He had slways
considered behaviour of that kind to be beneath his dignity.
And he had been wrong all the time! :

The leeturer’s words had made cvezythin%] as clear as day-
light. Grundy wondered why omn earth he hadn’t seen it al}
before. That was what had been wrong; there was no
shadow of doubt about it now. IHe had taken life too
seriously ! i )

'Fhe poet has remarked that therc is a tide in the affairs
of men which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.
rundy was not aware of the identity of the poet whe had
uttered those mspiring words, but he remembered hearing
them somewhere orrz’t%m'. . =

He felt suddenly that this fortumate tide had arrived
in his affairs. And he made up his mind, with grim
determination, to take it at the flood. Heneceforth he would
he as light-hearted and carefree as those heroes of the
‘eighties had been. Practical jokes and hoaxes that should,
figuratively speaking, set St. Jim’s alight, should be planned
and - carried out. Lowther’s insigrificant japes should be
outshone again and again till this so-called humorist of the
Shell would be glad to hide his diminished head in shame.

Grundy’s eyes gleanted. A houndless vista of opportunities
seemed to open up in fromt of him. He felt as excited as a
Second Form fag. If circumstances had permitted him to
do so, he would have performed a }ig round Study No. 3;
bhut Grundy’s present eircamstances, of course, were such
that aetivities of that kind were out of the question.

Grundy felt that he could even forgive the fellows for
past injustices now. In his sudden bueyant mood the malice
he had borne them for what they had done to him that
afternoon died a natural death. He had been looking
forward to the mmoment of his release as an occasion for a
regular orgy of violence. Now he eould see that that was
wrong. Revenge he would have; but it would not take the
form of black eyes and swollen noses. * Instead, he would
jape them—hoax them right and tleft. He fairly longed
for freedom now, so that he could start his great campaign.

Grundy was brought back to earth by the sound of some-
one trying the handle of the doer.

A moment later a key grated in the lock, and the doer
swung open, to reveal Grundy’s two study-mates, Wilkins
and Guun. :

CHAPTER 3.
Grundy’s Resolve |

66 - 7 HAT the thump!”
““What the merry dickens!®

_ Wilkins and Gunn stood in the doorway of
Study No. 3, fairly blinked at their leader. The
nnexpected apparition in the chair seemed to take their
breath away for the time being.
“I’s—it’s Grundy!” stuttered Wilkins, at last, “But
heosw in the name of goodness——"
“Mpmmemmmmm ! ¢ame from Grundy. :
“Well, this is a go, and no mistake !’ remarked Gunn.
“Let’s get that secarf off his chivvy and hear how it
happened.”
And Gunn hastened to remove the improvised gag, leaving
Crundy free. for the first time for an hour, to talk.
Grundy’s first words were not words of weleome to his
FrE Gex Lasrary.—No. 1137,
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two followers, as might have been expected. Other fellows
in Grundy’s predicament would probably have expressed
something in the nature of gratitude. But Grundy was not
like other fellows. FHis greeting took the form of:

:: Ym.;__’sill'y asses |

“Yonu silly asses! You blithering idiots, if you like that
better 17 roared Grundy. “Why the thump didn’t you stay
and back me up this afterncon, instead of buzzing off to see
2 blessed uncle?” :

“Blithering idiot yourself I” said Gunn warmly. “T asked
you to come. It was your fault that you stayed here, and
a fine thing you’ve done by staying, by the look of things!
How on earth did you get into this mess?”

“1f you two fatheads will cut me loose, instead of gaping
at me like a couple of sheep, I'll tell you !’ growled Grundy.
“Get busy, for goodness’ sake! How is it you're back
so early 7

“Gunny’s uncle didn’t turn up.
Wilkins, as he started hacking away at his leader’s bonds
with a pocket-knife. “But what have you been doing to
get like this—scrapping with a gang of burglars?”

“No, I jolly well haven’t!” hooted the leader of Study
No. 3. “What’s the matter with that rotten knife of yours?
Use & bit of beef with it if it wor't eut Yaroooooop !

Grundy’s instructions ended in a fiendish how!l as Wilkins’
knife cut through the eord at last; the rcason being that
instead of stopping at that point, it went on through the
arm of Grundys jacket and shirt, to be pulled up only by
Grundy’s elbow. :

“Sorry " smiled Wilkins.

_ “TIf make you really sorry i a minute, if you're not
jally careful!’ roared Grundy. “Don’t slack, Gunn! Cut
my ankles loose, if youw've got nothing else to do! That’s
better I’ -

Grundy stood aprigit at last, aching in every limb, buf
very glad indeed to be free again.

“And now tell us all about it, old chap,” said Gunn.

“About this bizmey? ’Fraid I've got no time for thab
now. It was Tom Merry’s work. I told him I was going to
turn out for the Junior Eleven whether he wanted me ov
not, and this is what he did.” :

“My hat!” .

“I don’t wonder at it, then,” remarked Wilkins, sotto
voce; sufficiently sotte voce to give Grundy the impression
that Wilkins was merely attering an expression of sympathy.

“But I can’t bother abeut that just meow,” went on Grundy
briskly. “T've got a lot to do, and T want you fellows to
help me. You see, Pve beer thinking.”

“Great pip P’

Grundy paused to bestow a glare on Wilkins, who had

made that remark ‘ s =
Wilkins?** he asked grimly:

after all,” explained

“Trying to be funny,
“Because if you are—7" =
“Not at all, old chap!” said Wilkins hurriedly. “Carry
on, old man. You were saying you'd been thinking: :

Grundy swallowed his wrath and nodded.

“Exactly. While I've been sitting trussed up in that
chair I’ve been having a hard think. The conclusion I've
come to is that 'm a dashed sight too serious.”

“Serious?”’ said Wilkins,

“ S-s-serious?” exclaimed Gunn. -

Then Wilkins and Gunn looked at each other. Grundy’s
two followers evidently found it a little difficult to unde:r-
stand what their leader was driving at.

“ Most chaps are too serious nowadays,” explained Grundy.
“I happen to be a particularly strong example of modern
seriousness. See?”

“I—1 see!” stuttered Gunn, though his looks certainly
belied his words. i

“Of course, it wasn’t always the same. You chaps mustn’s
run away with that idea. As a matter of fact, things were
very different in the ’eighties.”

“In—in the ’eighties ?”

rundy nedded. ¢

“Publie school lifs was very different then, I can tell you.
In those days, fellows believed in getting plenty of fun
out of life. They were always getting up wonderful japes
and simply staggering hoaxes. It must have been simply
great to be a St. Jim’s chap then.’ -

“My hat!” murmured Wilkins.

He glanced meaningly at Gunn, and Gunan returned him
an equally expressive look. The same thought had oceurred
to bhoth—that Grundy’s brain had become slightly unhinged
as a result of his recent experience.

“Look here, old chap—" said Gunn.

“Well, to get down to brass tacks, I intend to get back
to the spirit of the ’eighties,” said Grundy, ignoring his
rather concerned crony. “As I say. I'm a dashed sight teo
serious—or, at least, I have been up till now. But now Pm
going to be the humorist of the school—the japer of St
Jim’s! Get the idea ?”’

“ Old man—-" said Wilkins, laying a restraining hand on
Grundy’s arm. -
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“0ld fellow——" murmured Gunrn gently. !

“Perhaps you don’t quite understand at present,” said
Grundy cheerfully. “I1 dare say it’s a little beyond limited
intelligence like yours. Don’t mind if I speak frankly, do
you?”’

“Not at all! We ltke it!” gasped Wilkins. “Buat——"

“You see, old chap—"' said Gunn. e

“Don’t interrupt! said Grundy, with a frown. “You
fellows are always trving to interrupt me. Blessed if I
can get a word 1n edgeways sometimes.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Wilkins and Gunn gave it up for the time being.® That
regimrk of Grundy’s temporarily took the wind out of their
sails.

“I'm out to jape all and sundry now!” said Grundy
enthusiastically.  “Fifth-Formers and Sixth-Formers and
masters; in fact, T don't intend to stop even at the Head
him(s)c;lf. And you feMows are going to help me!”

“Oh 1"

Wilkins and Gunn did not lock enthusiastic. From the
look of them, in fact, their enthusiasm was in reverse ratio
to that of their enthusiastic leader.

“You fellows can help me no end when I get down to
details,” rattled on Grundy cheerfully. “Naturally, T shan’t
expect you to do the thinking part of the job. That’ll be
my part of the programme. Where yow’ll come in will be
in the donkey work. See?”’ :

(14 )Hem!f’ s :

“T’ll think out @ series of really brilliant wheezcs, and
you’ll carry ’em out for me. Together, we'll set the blessed
place alight,” grinned Grundy. “Don’t go just yet. Wilky.
Matter of fact, 1 think I shall need you now. I'm going
to make a start right away.”

“You are, are you?” asked Wilkins.

Grundy nodded.

“Tom Merry scored against me this afternoon. Now I'm
going to score against him. I believe he’s having Jimmy
Silver and another Rookwood chap to tea—Lovell, I believe
his name is.”

“Quite right!” agreed Gunn. “The Rookwood tcam are
splitting up and going to various studies to teca. Silver
and Lovell are teaing in No. 10, I know.”

“Right! Then this s where I step in!” smiled Grundy.
“The match isn’t over yet, and we've just got time to work
the oracle!”

*“What oracle?”

Grundy gave Wilkins a pitying look.

“You're very dense, Wilky. What I mean is that we've
_just got time to rig up a few surprises for Tom Merry and
his guests. For one thing, we can fix up a booby-trap over
the door. TFor another, we can have a little game with the
grub they’re going to have for tea—put red ink in the
jam, and so on! Then—— Here, where are you going,
vou idiots?”

“ As far away from the Shell passage as we can!” was
Gunn’s withering retort. “If you’re going to start lunatic
tricks of that kind, Grundy, the farther we're away from
it the better. What sayv you, Wilky ?”

“ What-ho!” was Wilking’ emphatic response.

Grundy's brow grew .thunderous.

“Why, you silly cuckoos—mean to say vou're thinking of
deselzt.ir,]g me just when I nced you to do all the donkey-
work 7

““Just that!” nodded Wilkins.

Grundy gave a roar.

“Why, I'll slaughter you!
here—"

Byt Wilking and Gunn were deaf to the ¢¥oice of the
charmer. Before Grundy could decide exactly what to do
they were out of the Shell passage and down the stairs.

Grundy -eventually rushed out into the passage after
them. By that time, however, his two mutinous subordinates
had disappeared, and Grundy, mentally promising them all
kinds of things at their next meeting, abandoned the chase
and turned his footsteps in the dircction of Study No. 10.

As he had anticipated, there was nobody at home. Tom
Merry and Lowther were playing on Little Side, and
Manners was probably among the spectators of the game.

Grundy entered the room and closed the door after him.

He glanced round him with = thoughtful eye. Practical
jokes were something new to Grundy.

A parcel was lying on the table—evidently something
which Toby, the page had delivered to the study during
the afterncon. Grundy eyed that parcel for several seconds.
The thought occurred to him that it might offer him an
opportunity.

Possibly it-contained tuck. If so, there was a chance for
a jape. Pies and cakes and other comestibles of a like
nature could be “doped” with mustard and pepper in
generous helpings. -

Grundy grinned and examined the parcel. It
addressed to Monty Lowther.

_ That decided Grundy. Without any more hesitation he
untied the string.
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“Come on, Gunny !

I'll spiflicate you! Look

was

The parcel, as it turned out, did not contain tuck.
Giundy, however, was apparently not disappointed with the
contents. He examined them one by one. Then he read a
stereotyped circular which was enclosed, and as he did so
his grin became broader and broader.

This is what Grundy read:

“Dear Sir,—We thank you for past favou and truask
that we may continue to be favoured with your ecsteemed
orders in the future. We have pleasure in informing you
that our enormous CHRISTMAS STOCK is now available.
TFor details of this wonderful collection of -Conjurers’ and
Tliusionists’ Stock-in-Trade, Games, Puzzles, and Tricks,
we recommend you to a perusal of the Illustrated Catalogie
enclosed herewith. We are confident that we can meet your
needs in every way, and await your.order in due course.
In the meantime, we have great pleasure in sending you a
FREE SAMPLE PACKET of goods selected from our Stock,
including Ventriloguist’s Patent Throat Attachment, Sneez-
ing Powder, Itching Powder, Imitation Cakes and
Chocolate made of rubber, etc., etc. These samples will,
we are sure, give you and your friends endless pleasure and
amusement. s

“Yours faithfully, »
“Tpix & Carcaey, LTp.”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” ejaculated Grundy.

This scemed almost providential. Just at the very moment
when he had decided to become the jester of St. Jim's a
sample packet of tricks and catches had come into his hands,
like manna from heaven.

Grundy was not a dishonest fellow; nobody could have
been less dishonest than George Alfred Grundy, in fact.
But somchow it did not seem dishonest to appropriate this
sample packet of Messrs. Trix & Catchem’s stock. Almost
without hesitating, Grundy began to transfer the ventrilo-
quist’s attachment, the itching powder, and the rest of the
weird and wonderful collection to his pockets. :

Having secreted the whole of the contents of the parce!
about his person, Grundy consigned the wrappings to the
five. / =

Then he turned to the task of preparing a few surprises
for Tom Merry and his guests. But time k}ad’evldcntly
passed more quickly than Grundy had imagined, Before
he had time even to fill up the jampot with red ink there

(Continued on next page.)
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was a tramp of footsteps in the passage oqutside, coming
to a halt at Study No. 10.

A moment later Tom Merry entered, followed by Lowther
and Manners, his study-mates, and Jimmy Silver and Lovell
of Rookwood,

CHAPTER 4.
Tea in Study No. 10 !
& RUNDY !” said Tom Merry.
G “Qh crikey! Dear old Grundyi” said Monty
Lowther,

The Terrible Three paused in the doorway,
irresolute. In the excitement of the game they had for-
gotten all about George Alfred Grundy. The remembrance
of him came back rather forecibly now. They stared at
him almest in dismay.

To them the presence of Grundy in Study No. 10 meant
only one thing—that Grundy was out for trouble. And
with honoured guests in the persons of Jimmy Silver and
Lovell to entertain, Tom Merry and his e¢hums were not
at all anxious for trouble from Grundy.

Remembering the peculiar circumstances under which
Grundy had left the foothall pavilion, it. was only natural
that the Terrible Three should assume, in the first place,
that Grundy was waiting for them with the intention of
starting a “scrap.” After the first shock of surprise, there-
fore, they lined up in front of their guests in readiness for
Grundy’s first onslaught.

But Grundy was apparently not out for trouble. Wonder-
ingly, the Terrible Three rcalised that, instead of glaring
at them-—as might have heen expected—Grundy was regard-
ing them with quite a friendly eye. He was almost beaming,
in fach.

“So—so you're here!”’ Tom Merry managed. to say at last.

Grundy grinned. ¢

“Just so! I’'m here! Hope I'm not intruding?”’ :

“Not at all! Welcome as the flowers in May, old bean!”
gasped Tom. ““ Won’t you stay to tea?” -

“Thanks, I will "’ said Grundy gracicusly. “How did the
game go off 1 -

“Just managed to heat ’em by the odd goal in three,”
answered Tom Merry cheerily. “Troi in, you Rookwood
chaps! Make yourselves at home, you know!” -

“Prust us to do that!” grinned Jimmy Silver, entering
the study. “ Want any help with the tea?”’

“Thanks, but we can manage. You'll give a hand, too,
won’t you, Grundy ?>

“Pleasure!” said Grundy readily.

The Terrible Three blinked. This was a new Grundy—a
Grundy they had ncver experienced before. Like Wilkins
and Gunn before them, Tom Merry & Co. began to wonder
whether something had gone wrong with the great man
of the Shell’s mental apparatus. S

In a state of considerable astonishment, the chums of
Study No. 10 busied themselves with preparations for tea.
Grundy cheeriully piled in with them. Rather naturally,
Grundy proved to be somewhat imperfect as a domestic
help. = Before the cloth had been laid he succeeded in
smashing a couple of saucers and one plate, and burning
the handles of three knives. But minor accidents of that
kind were only to be expected, with Grundy on the scenec.
The Terrible Three had to admit to themselves, anyway,
-that the great man of the Shell was doing his best.

Tea was ready ab last.

And then ocenrred the first of the strange series of acci-
dents that were destined to mar the enjoyment of the
occasion. -

Tom Merry had drawn up a chair for Jimmy Silver,
and Rookwood’s celebrated “Unecle James’ made to sit
down in it.

Somehow—nobedy knew quite how, though it was obvious
that someone’s foot had strayed under the table and moved
it—the chair pivoted out of position on one leg the instant
hefore Jimmy Silver sat down.

The consequence was that, instead of siiting at the tea-
table, as he had quite antieipated doing, iho Rookwood
skipper went down on the floor, with a bump and a yell,

‘“Yarooooooooop I’

“Oh, my hat ¥

“How the thump did that happen?” asked Tom Merry
in _astonishment, as he helped Jimmy Silver to his feet.
“Not hurt, I hope, old scout?”

“Nunno! Not much, anyway!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
* What beats me is how that blessed chair moved! I know
it was there when I went to squat in it. However——7

He shrugged and then grinned, and the matier was
dismissed.

But that was net the only peculiar incident to occur in
Study No. 10 that evening.

Less than five minutes after the juniors had taken their
places at the table there was a sudden yell from Lovell,

“What the merry dickens——""
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“Something wrong, old hean?”’ asked Manners, =

““Oh crikey! I should jolly swell think there is something
wrong ! said Lovell emphatically. *Look at my bags ¥’

Lovell stood up from the table; and the rest, as requested,
regarded his bags. = :

The reason for Lovell’s excitement ‘was immediately plain
for all to see. The Rockwood junior’s trousers, which had

“been immaculate and spotless when he entered the study,
were now plastered down the front with what at firss

appearcd to be paint. A closer look revealed the faet thas
it was jam, : :

“My hat! I’s jam! Well, you are an ass, Lovell I’ re-
marked Jimmy, in surprise. “Feancy spilling all that jam
down yourself §* S

“But T didn’t ! hooted Lovell, :

“Thi”

“I didn't spill any jam down myself!
touched the blessed jami”

“But, my dear old bean, there’s a jam-dish standing
right in front of youl Looks to me as if you knocked it
over without notiging.”

“I jolly well dida’t, anyway!”’ snorted Lovell. “If you
ask my opinion, somebody else did it—whether accidentally
or deliberately, I shouldn’t like to say !’

“S-sh! Not at Rookwood now,” said Jimmy Silver, with
a frown. A remark which had the effect of making Lovell
colour up and abruptly cease his complaining.

Tom Merry helped the visitor to scrape off most of the
sticky ax and then tea was begun again in an atmosphere
that was rather strained, despite Tom Merry’s efforts to
keep up a cheery flow of conversation.

If it had ended at that tho little party might, in a
short time, have got back to normall so to speak.

But worse was to come.

After negotiating a course of sardines on toast, followed
by buttered bread and jam, Tom Merry passed round a
plate of cakes and pastries.

Grundy, who was sitting next to Tom, managed to upset
the plate all over the table before passing them on to
Jimmy Silver., Thera was, of course, nothing surprising in
that. If anything was capable of being upset, Grundy
was the man to upset it. Grundy had quite a gify for
doing things like that. = ‘

That Grundy had on this occasion deliberately caused the
little accident nobody at the table even suspected, any more
than they suspected him capable of introducing two imita-
tion cakes made of rubber into the rearranged pile on the
plate. Those revelations were to be made later on. -

The revelation that the cakes were not all that . they
scemed, however, came almost immediately, in the shape of
a_ wild splutter from Jimmy Silver and a yell from
Manners.

“Groogooogh ! What the thump—=

“Mmmmmm ! Look here——7>

“What’s wrong now 7 asked Tom Merry. :

Jimmy Silver rose to his fect, his face almost green,

“I—I think T'll go out for a little fresh air,” he mui-
tered, “I fecl a liftle faint, or something. It’s—it’s that
cake, I think.” - =

And Jimmy Silver made a bolt for the door. Manners
almost followed him, then, with an effort, he overcame his
nausea and sat down again.

“Grooogh! Oh, my hat!
the ecakes!” he mumbled.
’em. There is with mine, anyway.”

Tom Merry, with a frown, picked up Manners’ discarded

cake and examined-it. Then he started. e
%) It’s 3 dummy one!

I haven’t even

I say, you chaps, dor’t touch

“Great pip! It’s not a cake at all!
A blessed rubber imitation! What on carth——"

“Iit’s a jape! Some silly ass in the room is wangling
it, like he wangled Jimmy’s chair and the jam on my
bags,” said Lovell, with conviction. “Of course, as your

est, I ean’t say much, but 1f I knew who was doing it,

Yaroooooooph !”

The crowning catastrophe had come. While Lovell had
been speaking, the table had been imperceptibly tilted on
one side. 1
if he knew the identity of the mysterious japer, there was
a sudden crash, and a fiendish howl from Lovell as the tea-
pot slid down to collide with his chest, shooting a stream
of secalding liguid over him.

“Whooooop! I'm scalded!
excitedly. :

“Oh, my hat! What happened then?” gasped Manners.

“What happened? Why, the same silly ass who’s been
japing Jimmy and I ever since we came into the room
has done it again—that’s what happeued!” hooted Loveli.
“I'm going to get a clean-up now—thanks, but I don’t
want any more tea! OGrooogh!” ==

And Lovell, dabbing himself frantically with his pocket
handkerchief; rushed out of the room. leaving the St. Jim's
juniors staring ab each ether. =

They continued to stare at each other for several seconds.

Took here!” roared Lovell

“There’s something wrong with

And before Lovell could say what he would do,
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Then the stares of Tom Meiry and Manners scemed to
become fixed on Lowther.

“You silly ass!” roared Tom Merry suddeniy,

Lowther jumped. .

€5 h?}’

“You footling, burbling jabberwock!” hooted Tom.
“Don’t you think you play those games gquite often enough
when ‘we’re on our own, without infiicting them on honoured
guests like those Rookwood fellows?”

“Look here——" gasped Lowther.

“Don’t listen to the silly cuckoo, Manuers !” snorted Tom
- Merry. “Bump him [”

“Oh, rather!”

"~ “Look here——"" shrieked Lowther.

But Monty’s protests were in vain. His d chums

- made & rush at him, and, before he could deny that the

mishaps in Study No. 10 had been the result of his handi-
work, he was swept off his feet.

Bump !

“Yaroccooop !”

Bump'!

“¥Yo00000 !

Bump !

Look here—""

“Tllat’il do!” gasped Tom Merry at last, releasing the
yelling Lowther. “Now, don’t do it again I”

“Groooogh !”

“Perhaps in future you'll think twice before japing our
giddy guests of honour,” said Manuers severely. “What
the thump are you laughing at, Grundy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Grundy.

Lowther scrambled to his feet, his face almost purple
with rage and indignation.

“You idiots! You fatheaded, footling

chumpsi” he
roared,

There was a sudden crash in Tom Merry & Co.'s study as the table tilied on one side. The tsapot slid down to collide with

Arthur Edward Loveli’s chest, shooting a stream of scalding liquid over him.
’m scalded !

€ Whoocop !

“T tell you I didn’t—— Yaroooogh!” ;

Tom Merry and Manners continued to bumyp the innocent
party with a right good will. E ==

And, meanwhile, George Alfred Grundy. reclining in an
armchair, simply yelled with uncontrolled laughter.

e

CHAPTER 5,
A Rival for Lowther!

68 A, ha, hal”?
H Grundy’s laughter echoed through Study No.
10 in chorus with Lowther's yells of pain.

That Tom Merry and Manners should juap
to fhe conclusion that Monty Lowther was the culprit was,
from Grundy’s point of view, a quite unlooked for sequol
to the japes he had succeeded in bringing off during the
little tea-party. To Grundy it was a distinetly emusing
sequel. He roared.

It was not unnatural, of course, that Merry and Manners
should fall into such an error. Monty Lowther was the
- recognised humorist and practical joker of the Shell.
Little tricks of the kind that had just been performed in
Study No. 10 had “ Lowther ” written all over them, True,
it was not like Monty to outrage the laws of hospitality by

~ japing guests of the study. But Tom Merry and Manners,

ive consideration to that

in their anger, did not stop to
bumped their humorous

" detail. They just waded in, an
“chum well and truly,

-

The Rookwsaod jurior gave a fiendish howl,
(See Chupter 4.)

o3

Same to you, old bean!” said Tom Merry cheerfully
“1f a chap who japes his own guesis isn't a born idiot—'

“But I didn’t!” howled Lowther.

& Ell 73,

“That’s what I was trying to tell you, but you wouldu'g
listen! 1 didn’t japc themn at all”

“What?”

“Draw it mild, old chap !” urged Manners;
what happened all right, and knowing you—-"
“But I tell you I don’t know anzything about it }” hooted
Towther, “Think I'm potty encugh tc japs the fellows
T’ve just been playing with at footer, you fatheads! Give

me credit for a little savvy.”

““But, my dear old fellow—"

“If you didn't——"

“Well, T jolly well didu’t, anyway!” snorted Lowthes. -
“And you bump a fellow without even giving him a chancs
to say whether he’s guilty or not!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy, from his armchair.

Tom Merry and Manners looked at each other, then
looked at the indignant Lowther.

“Well, if this is the straight goods——"
Merry, scratching his curly head thoughtfully.

“Of course it 181"

“Then, in that case, we've bumpsed you for nothing. We
ewe you an apology, in fact.,”

“ Sorry, old bean!” grinned Manners.

# Awfully sorry, Monty!” -

“We saw

began Tom

Taz Gey Lipaary,~No. 1,137,
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““So I should jolly well think!” growled Lowther. ‘That
doesn’t take back the bumping, though.”

“ Bui—but—-"

“If you didn’t do it,” said Tom Merry, “then who the
dickens did ¢”

“ Goodness knows! Unless—"

Monty Lowther’s eyes turned suddenly in the direction of

the armchair where Grundy was engaged in wiping the
tears ot merriment from his eyes.

Tom Merry and Manners followed their chum's glance.
Then they started. Up to this moment neither of them
bad suspected George Alfred Grundy. Grundy of course,
was several sorte of an ass, but he had never been the kind
of ass to indulge in practical jokes. Grundy had always
taken himself far too sericusly for that kind of thing

But if no guilt attached to any one membe:r of the Terrible
Three, then, by the process of elimination, the only man
left upen whom suspicien could possibly fall was Grundy
himself,

“Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry. “Grundy—-"

“You frightful ass ®

‘‘Mean to say that you—-"

Grundy, still shaking with laughter, rose from the arm-
chair and nodded.

“That’s it! Right, this time!”

“So you did it ?” :

“Little me!” nodded Grundy. “Funny, wasn’t it? Ha,
ha, ha!” :

“You-—you-——’

“Then 1t was you that jerked Jimmy Silver’s chair away
when he went to sit down ?” asked Manners,

“Just me!”

‘“ And shot the jam over Lovell's bags?”

“ And planted those rubber cakes on us?”

““ And upset the tea?”

“I did the whele lot,” assented Grundy, his rugged face
one vast grin. “ And nobody guessed. You even ragged old
Lowther for what I’d done! Ha, ha, ha!”

1)
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And Grundy went off into a fresh roar of laughter.

Tho Terrible Three looked at each other almost incredu-
lously. As Grundy had confessed his guilt, they naturally
had to accept it, yet they could hardly believe it. It
was so unlike Grundy to indulge in japing that for the
moment it was beyond their understanding.

“ Bug——"

. “But why on earth did you do it?” asked Tom Merry,
in astonishment. “You've never done anything like it
before!”

“Exactly! But that’s not to say I'm not going to do
such things in the future,” remarked Grundy. “As a
matter ot fact, I've come to the conclusion this afternoon
that I'm taking things too seriously.”

i1 Eh??’

“ Up till now I've left undeveloped a side of my character
which should be developed,” explained Grundy, racking his
brains to remember the exact phraseology of the radio
lecturer. “It’s questionable, if I allow myself to develop
on the serious lines I've gone so far, whether 1 shall make,
after all, a better citizen than the public schoolboys of the
’eighties made.”

“*S-s-schoolboys of the *eighties?” stuttered Manners.

“Exactly! In those days boys were really boys,” grinned
Grundy.- “They japed and joked and hoaxzed on a scale
undreamt of nowadays.”

“Great pipl”

“Y'm gomg to start developing that side of my character
now, you see. This,” said Grundy, indicating the disordered
tea-table, “is the beginning!”

“é U‘L‘ !l;

““SBo you've started out as a japer, and your first efford
has becn made at the expense of our guests. ‘That it?%2
asked Tom Merry, in measured tones.

Grundy chuckled.

“Yes, if you tike! But I think I’ve scored more over
you than over Silver and his pal. Just fancy your scragging
Lowther because you thought he’d done it! And I was the
giddy hero all the time. Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy went off into another roar, :

Tom Merry and his chums eyed him grimly., Then
Manners and Lowther looked to Tom Merry for a lead,
and Tom ncdded ’

A moment later Grundy’s laughter came to a sudden end.

One pair of hands grasped Grundy’s right hand. Another
pair grasped his left hand. A third pair seized his ankles
and jerked him off terra firma.

Grundy went down with a crash.

“Hold him down, while I get something to decorate his
face with, chaps!” said Tom Merry grimly. “I’ve thought
for a long time that Grundy’s face needs decorating. He
shouldn’t be allowed to go about without hiding some of it,
anyway !”’

“No fearl”

Grundy gave a yell.

“If you put anything on my face—"

“We're going to, old bean. Here’s something to get on
with!” said Tom Merry.

The ‘‘something ” in question was a jam-tart, which the
leader of the Shell squashed firmly on to Grundy’s nose,
thereby eliciting a wild roar from that recumbent humorist,

‘““Whooooop! Grooooghl”

“Now have some ink,” begged Tom Merry.
mouth shut, unless you feel thirsty!” " St

“If yon dare——  Quch! Gug-gug-grooogh!” choked
Grundy, as the contents of a small bottle of ink streamed
over his face and into his open mouth.

‘“Can’t say I didn’t warn you!” grinned Tom.
what else can we give him, I wonder ¥

“There’s some soot up the flue, I believe,” suggested
Lowther.

“Good egg!”

‘“Grooooogh! Look here—-"

But Grundy spluttered and exposulated in vain. Nothing
would satisfy the Terrible Three but plastering Gruandy’s
already bedaubed countenance with soot.

By the time they had finished with him Grundy resembled
a nigger minstrel who had been running amok in a pastry-
cook’s shop. Tom Merry regarded him with something like
satisfaction as he stepped back.

“We’ll let him go at that, I think,” he remarked. ‘“We
can tell Silver and Lovell now that compensation has been
duly paid.” :

“Qh, rather!” 3

“Yank him up and chuck him out of the room now,”
said Tom. “Then we’ll go and see the Rookwood fellows.”

“All serene! Kim on, Grundy!”? grinned Lowther.

“Grooooogh 1 :

Grundy was duly “yanked ® up and “chucked ” out.
And, unlike Oliver Twist, Grundy did not come back and
ask for more. Grundy had had quite enough of the Terribie
Three for the time being!

(Continued on page 12.)
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LINE UP FBR THE " KICK OFF,” BOYS!

SHEFFIBELD
UNITED ¥.C.

“ SHEFFIELD UNITED?

YES, THEY'VE GOT SOME FINE PLAYERS
Thus our special Football Representative, after his visit to this famous Northern Club.
very interesting hour there, and now proceeds to give YOU a few interesting minutes !

doubt about it, “* Nosey ' does get hoid of the goods !

Looking Back!
N these  jaunts up and down the
I country wvisiting this or that football
club headquarters, I have had some
strange experiences. In fome places
I have bumped into trouble; at other
places T have found it unexpectedly ; but
at _Bramall Lane I actually went running
after it !

I poked my nose inside the ground, and
noticed George Waller just vanishing
through a door at the other end of the
office. I dashed after him-—and caught
up tohim. Now, George is the trainer of
Sheffield United, and I thought tha. I
might be able to learn a few things from
him, *“ Learn a .ew things,” did I say ?
I iearnt a lot. George just talked to me
for hours and hours, telling me a lot of
things I didn’t know about football. And
vet, after careful consideration, I am not
really sorry that I ran after George, because,
after all, he is one of football’s characters,
and he told me a lot of things which I can
now put in this article.

George is a dear fellow, and he has been
connected with Sheffield football and
cricket, as man and boy, for as near fifty
years as makes no mattes. Jusv to show

" you how long it is since Waller first became
a in sport, I can tell you that he
played for Sheffiold against Giasgow at
football in 1886! That was before you
‘were born, and may have been before your
father was born. What tales he can tell

" about those olden days! ¥or one thing,
the horror with which Sheffield heard the
news thas certain footbaliers in Lancashire
wore being paid five shillings a week for
playing football, and in addition had their
lunch paid for on match days! The end
of the world had come—-or so the amateur
players—pure  amateurs—of  Sheffield
thought in those days.

OW, I shail have to leave you to
imagine most of the things which
George can tell of the intervening days.
But you can easily conjure up what
{ieorge must think when he compares
olden times with modern days. If five
shillings a week paid to a foothaller was a
thock, what must he think now, when
sight pounds 8 week is the regular wage :
when players are sent away for special
training if they have a big match on, and
when anything up to ten thousand pounds
ig paid as transfer fee for a player !

UT we musi teave George and have a
look round at Bramall Lane. You

iay or may not know that it is one of the
fow places—perhaps the onty one—where
First Division football and county ericket
‘are played on—roughly—the same ground.

But mn the summer-time Yorkshirs play
county cricket matches at Bramall Lans,
and George Waller spends his summer
working on the cricket pitch.

He is not the only one who has grown
old in the service of Sheffield United
and yet remains young at heart. The
secretary, Mr. John Nicholsen, remembers
the beginnings of League football, and tells
a graphie story of how Sheffield United
lost in the Cup Final to the only team
outside the Football League which has won
the Cup since professionalista was intro-
duced to the game. That wasin 1901 when
Tottenham Hotspur, then in the Southern
League, beat Sheffield United in a replayed
Final tie at Bolton.

Then, the assistant trainer, Harry
Johnson, who also used to play for the
club, is the father of the Harry Johnson
who has often led the attack in the past
few seasons, and who just loves to play
when the ground is inches deep in mud. I
got the idea from ‘‘old man ” Jchnson
that he thinks Harry would always be a
success in the United team if he could be
rolled in mud before the start of a match !

A Wonderful Veteran !
NOTHER Bramall Lane chavacter is
Billy Gillespie, stili on the staff, but
not now quite so certain of his place in the
team as he used to be. For years and
years Biily skippered Sheffield United, and
skippered Ireland, too, and Fred Tunstall
told me that he believed Ireland would
have made a muoch better fight of it in the
recent International game against England
if Gillespie had been in the side to hold
it together.

Billy himself has grown bald by so much
thinking about football and so much
heading of the ball. But he has certain
prized possessions, among them a Cup-
winners’ medal. Then he has a fine clock
presented to him by the Irish Football
Association after a splendid victory over
England. And when the Irish F.A. made
Billy this present they did not forget littie
William, a bright boy who is now about
five years of age. They sent him a silver
rattle. Billy told me that young William
iooks like being a footballer—and he
certainly ought to be!

FOR many years Gillespie and Tunstall

were ‘associated as the left wing
par of Sheffield United, and the game
has kmown iew finer couples in our time.
You may remember that in the Cup Final
of - 1925 Gillespie made the pass and
Tunstall scored the goal by which Sheffield
United beat Cardiff City.

Fred says that he taught Gillespie to

TO SEE

SHEFFIELD UNITED!

IN THIS CLUB!"—

play bowls, but Billy denies this and

b i}

declares that ko has for.
gotten more about bowis
than ever Tunstall will
know. Seeing that they
have these views aboub
the prowess of each other
at “ Drake’s gamse,” you
can reckon they have
some stiff struggles in
the summer season.

Fred is also a pretty
good iawn tennis player,
and® knows a bit about
ericket. But I prefer to
see him flying down the
wing and then driving
the ball goalwards, with
that deadly left foot of
his, Of course, goal-
keepers prefer to see him
playing other games!-
There are few men who
can hit the ball harder
than Fred, and I was
told that he finds ib
difficult to get any shoot-
ing in practice with a
live goalkeeper between
the posts. Fred hits
them too hard.

Changes come to ail teams, and -here
were muny lads out at practice when {
called- whom I didn't remember. The
team is in the transition stage but the
mansagement is not making the migtake of
fiddling while Rome burns.

I said as much to George CGreen, who
has played—at football—for England.
George thought there was something'
sinister in the remark, because you see
he plays the fiddle rather well. He takes
the instrument with him when they go
travelling.

The Joke of the Ssason!

OALEKEEPER Norman Wharton is &
collector of o strange sorb.
Wherever he goes to play a mateh he
always gets a copy of the official pro-
gramme, and these programmes he is
keoping closely guarded.. I don’t know
why he does it. :
Syd Gibson is very fond of motoring,
while if any of his pals’ wireless sets gp
wrong, Syd is always ready to put them
right again. Gibson is also a very fing

Ho spent a
There’s no

‘organist, and has given recitals in a

number of churches. Stan Fox is the
comedian of the side. e is full of jokes,
and keeps his pals amused with his comie
songs.

There is another * broth of a bhoy ===
Irish, now leading the attack. His name
is Dunne. He keeps as souvenirs two
newspaper posters which remind him of
the days when he was at Darlington.
They were issued by a Darlington news-
paper on successive Saturday evenings.
One contains these words: “ Well Dunne
Darlington ! 7 The other one has rather
a different sentiment : ¢ Darlington
Dunne Ini”

There has always been an association
between Bolton and Sheffield, and the
present centre-half of the United side is
Vincent Matthews, who used to bc with
Boltun Wanderers, Tom Sampy is one of
two brothers who have played for the
team in recent years, and there is another
lad about whom this story was told to me,
I won’t tell you the nams.

‘ihe players went to golf and one of
the younger members knew nothing
about the royal and ancient game. Xe
just went to watch. When a coupie of
players had driven from the tee, and
were walking off, this young player said :
“ What about the sand-box ? Shall 1
carry it round for you ?” “ Oh, yes, 1
wish you would,” said Billy Gillespie.
And quite seriously the lad carried the
sand-box to the mnext tee. No, the
player’s name was not Green !

-That story bowled me out, so 1 hopped
it across the cricket piteh. « Nosgy."

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,137,
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| The Jester of St. Jim’s! ;

| The Jester of St. Jim's! ;

! (Continued from page 10.) ' g
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’ CHAPTER 6.

_Grundy, the Jester !
GRUNDY’S conversion to a humorous outlook on life

was one of the main topics of cenversation in the

Junior Common-room that evening. In the course

of his hectic career at St. Jim's,, George Alfred
Grundy had been seen in many peculiar roles. But hitherto
whatever role he had taken he had taken seriously. Other
feliows had found amusement in his various adventures and
misadventures. Grundy had remained deadly serious all
the time.

But now, apparently, all this was to be altered. For
reasons which the juniors at present found hard to under-
stand, Grundy had suddenly made it his mission to be a
japer and jester and player of practical jokes. The inci-
dents which had taken place in Tom Merry’s study made that
quite clear. Grundy was determined to be a funny man!

ghe juniors did not find that prospect altogether exhila-
rating.

Grundy in himself was funny. Nobody attempted to
deny that. The more seriously he took himself the funnier
he appeared to other people, So long as he remained

unconscious that he was funny, Grundy was the most
screamingly funny fellow at St. Jim’s.
But Grundy as a professional humorist—Grundy

deliberately and consciously setting out to be a funny man—
was @ horse of a very different colour. The general opinion
was that once Grundy became consciously humorous, the
humour would depart from him altogether. Grundy’s con-
scious humour was of a kind, as Lowther remarked, to make
the angels weep. Nobody felt at all keen at the advent of
Grundy, the Jester. -

‘All eyes were turned on the great man of the Shell when
he ﬁ;}tered the Common-room just before bed-time that
nigag,

Grundy, who by this time had eradicated all signs of the
wough treatment he had received in Tom Merry’s study,
secmed to be suffering from suppressed excitement.

“Hallo, you fellows "’ he exclaimed genially. “I say, don’t
you think 1t’s time we were getting up to bed ?”

- The juniors stared. It was not usual for Shell juniors to
display anxiety to get to bed. Most of them felt that the
hour at which they were compelled to retire was much too
early, as a matter of fact.

“Potty 7’ asked Kerruish politely.

Grundy frowned. =

“No cheek from you, Kerruish! Look here, you chaps,
you must be tired agter a half-hol—footer and all that, you
know! What about turning in now? Give Knoxz quite a
shock when he comes along and finds we're all upstairs
already, what?”

“My hat 1

“Man’s mad—must be!” declared Jack Blake. ‘Mean to
say, Grundy, that you want us all to turn in before bed-

time 77

“Well, and why not?” demanded Grundy. “An hour
before midnight is worth two after, they say. Jolly good
idea to get in some beauty sleep, to my mind !”

“You can certainly do with beauty sleep, if that’s the
idea!” remarked Blake, “Still, that only holds good for
you, doesn’t it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, rats! I'm not ‘womrying about you Fourth Form
fags, anyway,” said Grundy, with lofty disdain. * Now then,
Shell! Who says bed 77

Knox of the Sixth looked in before anybody had time to
answer that question. The prefect saved the fellows the
trouble of answering at all by indicating the stairs with a
jerk of his thumb. :

“Bed-time, you young cubs!” he announced, in his amiable
way. “Upstairs, before I lay my ashplant about you!”

““Cheery old Knox!” grinned Jack Blake. “Pleasure to
oblige him, isn’t it, you chaps?”

“QOh, rather!”

Knox scewled. :

“Not so much talk, you chattering young monkeys!” he
snapped. “T’ll be up to both dorms in ten minutes. Mind
you're all in bed !” : . s

And Knox cleared off again, leaving the juniors to go
upstairs without his escort. ;

Grundy led the way to the Shell. dormitory. Why he
should be so anxious to encourage his Form-fellows to get
to bed early that night was'a deep mystery. But his anxiety
to do so was unmistakable. Strangely enough, however,
svhen he reached the door of the dorm, he did not seem
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so anxious to be the first to enter. Instead of going in him-
self he stood back to allow others to pass. e

Gore and Talbot and Skimpole, who were in the van-
guard, wondered what could be the explanation of Grundy’s
extraordinary behaviour.

They were not long left in.doubt.

Gore, in his usual hearty way, aimed a kick at the partly-
opened deor and the three marched in.

Simultzneously. something that had evidently been poised
above the door was sharply inverted, sending a shower
of ice-cold liquid over the unfortunate junicrs beneath.

Swooo000000sh !

““ Yaroooooooocogh |

“Whoooop! What the thump—="

. “Ow! Help, my dear fellows!” yelled Skimpole. “Some
8]\'1]5)11)16 agency has projected a quantity of liquid over me!
wl?

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The laughter was from Grundy. The great man of the
Shell had watched the progress of Talbot and Gore and
Skimpole with great eagerness. Almost before the liguid
had descended over their unoffending heads, he had burst
into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh crikey! Look at’em! ¥a, ha, ha!l”

“My hat! It’s a booby-trap!” esclaimed Tom Merry,
with a glance uEwards, where an inverted bucket was still
hanging from the wall above the door. “Some silly ass
has fixed a fire-bucket up there, so that the first chap coming
through the door would get soaked!”

“Well, of all the daft tricks ** gasped Manners.

“Must be a lunatic at large!” said Clive.

Lowther’s glance fell on Grundy, and he started.

“My hat! Strikes me there he is, too!” he ejaculated.
“Look at Grundy !’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy.

Gore dashed the water out of his eyes and fixed a deadly
glare on the hysterical humorist. s

“Was it you, then, you benighted idiet?” he hooted.
“Because if it was—"

“Cave 1”

Gore broke off suddenly as he spotted the figure of Mr.
Railton, the Housemaster of the School House, in the

ng

Mr. Railton, who was on his way downstairs, paused for
an instant and directed a warning glance at the Shell.

“A little more quietness over there, if you please!” he
called out. Good-night, boys!” - 3 :

“Good-night, sir!” : i

And Mr. Railton vanished, leaving the Shell to proceed
into the dormitory as quietly as lambs. .

Icside the dorm,. however, .Gore turned a furious face to
Grundy, and shook his fist meaningly.

““Just you wait,” he hissed. “Only wait for a few minutes,
and I'll give you booby-trap!”

Grundy grinned cheerfully, and started to undress. An
observant spectator might have detected about him still
that curious air of suppressed excitement with which he
had entered the Common-room. Such a spectator might have
hazarded a guess that Grundy had not yet reached the end
of his programme. And he would have been right.

The heavy footsteps of Knox echoing along the passage
outside sent most of the fellows tumbling into bed. Knox
had a nasty habit of awarding fifty lines to fellows who
were not in bed by the time he arrived, and nobody was
anxious to collect impots from Knox.

A score of juniors hurtled into bed simultaneously.

From that same score, an instant later, went up a united
yell of mingled surprise, wrath, and discomfort.

““Yoooooooop !” !

“Qoooooouch 1

“QOh, gad |”

“What the thump—-"

The scowling face of Knox looked zound the door in the
midst of the consternation.

“What’s the matter with you all, you noisy brats?” he
shouted.

“Quch!”

“B-r-rr 1

“1t’s something in my bed !”

“ And mine I

“Mine, too!” :

“It’s in all of them!” yelled Lowther. “Wet sponges!
Look at ’em! Some footling fathead has put a wet sponge in
every bed in the dorm!”

“Some brat from another dormitory, I suppose!” remarked
Knox, with a grin. “Well, you’re all as bad as one another.
The whole Form will take fifty lines each for kicking up a
row going to bed !” =2

“Qh, erumbs!”

“ And any more trouble from you and I'll fetch the House-
master up to you!” Knox added. ; :

With that, Knox turned off the light and departed.-

As his footsteps died away, there was a murmur from the
Shell. That murmur increased in veolume until it was a
roar, =
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“It was Gl undy I”

“Tt must have been!”

“The lunatic!”

“8crag him!”

/A burst of laughter from Grundy’s bed was the last straw,
Gore and soveral others got out of bed and encircled
Grundy’s bed in the darkness.

- “ Are you thore?” asked Gore.

“What-ho!” chortled Grundy.

;‘Suppoqc it really was you \»ho put those sponges in our
beds?”

“Right on the wicket 1 CGrundy answered chceriully
“Sorry to give you all a shock, and all that, but I've made
up my mind to wake things up in this slccpy, serious old
p]ace, and this is the way I'm going to do it. There's not
enough jap ing at St. Jim’s at present!”

%lere 1sn t c¢h7” said Gore. “Perhaps we can convince
-you that theres quite cnough ! Wn.do in, chaps, and see
if you can convince Grundy that therys enough japing for
his liking at St. Jim’s!”

Without more ado, the fellows waded in. All of them
carried pillows, and they all knew how to use them to
good effect. Pillows rose and fell and whizzed and sang

IS SR S G T P TR B BRI SRS IS A WAL AR B B B RS B TR PR TR TS AR RS

Aubrey Racke, his study-mate, bibt his lip.

“Didn’t know I was showin’ anyﬁhm. Matter of fact,
though, I am feelin’ a little worried.”

“What’s the merry old trouble§”

:: g? 'tell you the truth, I've lost my cigarette-case.”

) 1

And there was silence in Study No. 7 for a few seconds.

Racke and Crooke were the acknowledged leaders of the
“blades ” of the Lower School at St. Jim's. They were of
the nuts nutty, and of the gay dogs doggy, so to speak.
They affected a cynical and worldly-wise attitude towards
things in general, were languid and slightly bored in
manner, condescended to d1=p1ay an interest in the “sure
snips 'snd “dead certs” of the Turf and had the utmost
contempt for fellows who enjoyed footer and boxing and
anything else involving physacaf exertion,

In the more secluded parts of the school premises thc\v
indulged themselves occasionally in cigarettes. Racke, who
was allefracl to be simply rolling in that_ useful commodify
known as “oof,” went even further, being the owner of a
solid gold cigarette-case, bearing his initials in a little
square in the corner of the case, set off for that purpose.
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- { Special €nlarged Christmas Rumber |
: NEXT WEEK! |
§ “THE MENACE OF THE WOLF!” By Martin Clifford.
# A Powerful Long Complete Story, the first of a new and amazing series, introducing a new boy from 3
§ South America, and dealing with a chain of strange adventures that overcirae Tom Merry & Co, on the #
5§ eve of the Christmas breaking-up. ’g‘s
3 “SPEED FURY!” By Alfred Edgar. 3
¢ A New. Long Complete Story of motor-racing adventure, specially written for our, enlarged %
Christmas issue. &
¥ « THE WORST FORM AT CODRINGTON!” By David Goodwin,
§ Another tull-of-sensation instalment of our popular school serial. g
; = “ASK THE ORACLE!” 2
% A further batch of sense, and nonsense, from the gifted pen of the One and Only Whiskery Wizard, g
“*ROBIN HOOD’'S LAST CHRISTMAS!” 7
. A Powerful and Full-of-dramatic-thrills Article, dealing with the last adventure of that great historic %
af figure, Robin Hood, King of Sherwood Forest. %
“MR. PARKER POPS IN,” to see CHELSEA, and, having seen, comes out and tells “ GEM "
readers all about the stalwarts of this famous * footer ” club. §
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rcund Grundys hea until that humorous youth hardly

Evidently it was that expensive article which he had had

_ cient japing here,

knew whether he was on tha bed the floor, or the ceiling.

“That’s the first part of our fistle jape!” growled Gore,
when they had concluded their buffetmg of the great man
of the Shell. “By the time you've had the second parh
perhaps you'll change your mind about there being insuffi-
Pass that jug, so achody !

“Pleasure !” grinned Clifton Dane.

A touet-Jug changed hands and flashed in {he moonlight
over Grundy’s head.

Swooooosh !

For the second time in fiftecn minutes a quantity of
water descended through the air in tho Shell dormitory.
‘This time, George Alfred Grundy got the benefit of it.

¢ Now you’ll know for the future that there’s.quite enough
japing at St. Jim’s to meet your requirements!” grinned
Gore, as he went back to bed.

And Grundy, as he mopped his heaa with a towel and
changed his pyjamas, and made himself up an improvised
bed on the floer, had to admit that it did not look for the
time being as though the gentle art of japing, at St. Jim's,
was in quite a flourishing condition !

CHAPTER 7.
; A Shock for the Biades !
(1 HEREFORE the worned brow, Aubrey? Feelin’
, beeved or somethin’ 2>
Gerald Crooke of the Shell asked thc ques-
tiens as he lounged into Study No. 7 at dinner-
breaL on the following day, -

the misfortune to lose.

“Of course, it may .have been pinched,” remarked Racke,
breaking the silence. In that case, of course, there's
nothin’ to worry about. It cost a tldy bit of course, and
the loss wxll be annoyin’; but it can’t be helped.”

“’Hem "

What really worries me is the thought that it might get
into the hands of the beaks. If that happens, it will be
all U P with yours truly !”

“But they wouldn’t sack you, old top! I expect it would
mean a Head’s floggin’ —that's all!® said Crooke con-
solingly.

Racke scowled. :

“That’'s all! T like that! Think I'd stand a Head’s
floggin’? I'd rather be expelled any day!”

“Were there any ‘smokes’ in the case?” asked Crooke,
ﬂnnkmg that perhaps a change of subject was advisable.

here were, worse luck | That'll make it all the blacker
if one of the dashed beaks gets hold of it. Come in!?
finished up Racke, as a tap sounded on the door.

Mellish of the Fourth looked round the door, and nodded
to his chosen leader and patron.

“Lost a cigarette-case, Racke?”’ he asked, with a faint
grin hovering round his thin lips,

Racke started,

“Just what Crooke and I were talkin' about!

and close the door, Melhsh Have you found it?’

Mollish smggered,

“No. But I can tell you where it is.”

_ Tur Gem Lisrsnv.—No. 1,187
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Racke’s pasty face turned a shade more pasty.

“What do you mean? Has Linton, or Railton—"
E ";He, he, hel No, it’s all right. The beaks haven’t got
ibe

“Then who has?” asked Racke, considerably relieved.

“Grundy, as a matter of fact,” answered Mellish, “I
thought I'd better run up and tell you. He’s flashin’ it all
round the Common-room, and makin’ a dickens of a fuss
about it. Someone’s just told him it’s yours, and I fancy
he may come up with it. Better look out for squalls, if he
does. You know. what Grundy’s like !

Racke sneered. -

“I’m not worried about that interferin’ fool. If he starts
preachin’ to me and cuts up rough in this study, he’ll get
more than he bargains for. The three of us cught to be
more than a match for him !?

‘©Hem |” said Crooke, looking a little uneasy.

“Sorry I can't stop, old chap,” said Mellish hurriedly.
“ Just remembered, I promised to see a fellow downstairs.”

And Mellish turned to the door again.

Before he could get away, however, thers was a tramp
of footsteps outside, and the door was flung open.

George Alfred Grundy walked into the study, smiling as
though in anticipation of good things in store.

Behind him trooped a crowd of Shell juniors and Fourth-
Formers, all grinning with the utmost cheerfulness.

Grundy bestowed a nod on Racke.

“ Lost_something, Racke?” he queried.

Racko affected a yawn. y

“Dear man, I'm always losin’ somethin’! = If you've

2}

found’ somethin’ of mine, just leave it on the table, will
P :

- “Not before I know whether it’s really yours!” growled
the great man of the Shell, “Let’s hear what it was first,
my pippin{”

Racke’s eyes glittered.

“You know what it was, already! Tryin’ to be funny?”

Grundy frowned.

“No cheek now, Racke, or I shall thrash you! Tell meo
what youwve lost before I give you a .thick ear! Sharps
the word !” 5 :

“EOOd old Grundy!” murmured Jack Blake, from the
back. s

“Ha, ha, ha'l? :

Racke eyed Grundy’s big fist for a moment, and decided
that discretion was the hetter part of valour.

“Well, if you want to hear me say it, it was a cigarette-
case I” ho snarled. “Got any preachin’ to do about that?”

“1 might have, if you weren’t too much of a waster to
benefit by it!” retorted Grundy cheerfully, “Were there
any cigarettes inside?”

“Thyee or four, I think. Goin’ to hand it over now

“Pleasure I” satd Grundy, producing the gold case from
his trousers-pocket. “Catcht”

Racke caught it, and grinned.

“Thanks! Bit of a relief to get it back. Goin’ to have
one to celebrate it, Grundy ?” .

“Not for me. Don’t let me stop you having one,
though,” said Grundy.

Racke sneered.

“VYou wouldn’t! Have one, Crooke?” : .

“What, with this crowd lookin’ on?” asked Crooke, in
alarm.

“Why not, dear man? There are no beaks about at this
time of the day!”

“Qh, gad!” :

Crooke looked extremely dubious, but he took one of the
proffered cigarettes and lit up. Crooke usually took his
lead from Racke. 2

“No need to stay any longer now, Grundy!” drawled
Racke, regarding Grundy lazily through a blue haze of
cigarette smoke. “You’re all right, and that sort of thing,
but I simply can’t bear lookin’ at your face for long!”

“Ta, ha, ha!” roared Crooke.

Grundy clenched his big fists, and almost came to the
point of knocking the two gay dogs’ heads together.
Almost—but not quite. The remembrance of what he was
waiting for pulled him up before he actually got to the
point.

“Sorry about my face!” he managed to gasp, in the
ond. © “However, I'll stay here for a few minutes, if you
don’t mind. I like looking at you fellows smoking,  you
know !”’

“Reminds me of the Zoo—‘Merry Blades at play in
¢heir natural haunts’!”’ remarked Monty Lowther gravely.

“Ha, ha; hal” ; ;

The grinning crowd remained in the doorway, still
grinning, Racke and Crooke couldn’t quite make it out.
As a maftter of fact, they didn’t altogether like it. = Racke
had lit up out of bravado, thinking that in any case the
erowd would go in the course of the next minute or two.
Now that they appeared to be making no attempt to do
s0. Racke felt sorry he had begun his cigarette.
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. The grins on the faces of Grundy and his followers were
irritating. Conspiracy seemed to be in the air, somehow.
The fellows seemed to be waiting for something to happen

.—something of which Racke and Crocke had no. know-

ledge.

Racke and Crooke soon learned what that “something ”
was.

In lighting up the cigarettes, they had omitted to observe
that they were not the brand that Racke usually favoured.

Even 1f they had done so, they would never have guessed
that the “smokes” were of the peculiar kind manufactured
by Messrs. Trix & Catchem, Ltd. Such, however, was the
case. Hence the grins on the faces of Grundy and his
followers.

Two minutes after lighting up their cigarettes, Racke
and Crooke were lounging back in their chairs, smoking,
with every appearance of enjoyment on their pasty faces.

Then something happened that put a sudden end to their
languid nonchalance.

Bang!

Crack!

Two reports rang oui like pistol-shots across the room.

Simultaneously, the two blades of the Shell leaped to
their feet, with terrified yells. i

**Yoooooop !”

e

&

“ Qrundy, old bean,* said Tom Merry grimly, ¢ your face neec
was a jame-tart, which the leader of the She!l squashed firmly
i humorist wilc

“Whooooop !”

“Help! Oh, gad, I'm burnt!” shrieked Racke. ;

“It’s the dashed cigarettes!  There’s gunpowder in
them! Grooooogh!” moaned Crooke.

“Ha, ha, hal?

It was a roar from the crowd in the doorway. And
Racke and Crooke realised, now, what the crowd had been
waiting for. = :

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my hat! Worth waiting for, what?”
yelled Grundy. *Perhaps you'll fight a bit shy of smoking
after this, Racke!”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Ow! It's burnt my lip! Oh, gad!” Racke turned a
furious face to Grundy. I suppose this is your work, you
hare-brained fool 7” -

“Ha, ha, ha! Guilty!’ roared Grundy. “What price
the merry blades now, you chaps? Look at ‘em!”

“Ha, ha, ha!? : :

The crowd simply yelled. Certainly, for merry blades
and gay dogs, Racke and Crooke, at that moment, pre-
sented a sorry spectacle. Tho explosion of their “smokes
had given them a considerable shock, and the expressions.
on their ‘respective faces were still startled -and terrified
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ting.

gndy’s nose.

and not a bit nonchalant and cynical, as they should
have been.,
“This the finish of the show, Grundy?” asked Herries.
“That’s all just now!” nodded Grundy. “Hope you've
all enjoyed it!”
“We have!”
“Yaas, wathah
“Ha, ha, ha!”
And the crowd departed, still chuckling,
Racke and Crooke were left to calm themselves down
a little. They did so eventually, of course, but it was
quite a time before they got over the little shock which
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Here’s something to get on with ! ¥  The ¢ something ™

“ Whoooop ! Qrooogh ! ' roared the unfortunate

Chapter 5.)

Grundy had provided for them. For at least half an hour
after the crowd had dispersed Study No. 7 continued to
echo with “Ows!” and “Groocoghs!’”’ and “Oh, gads!”

CHAPTER 8.
Another Bright Idea !
S OMETHING ought to be done about it!”
Cuthbert Gunn, of the Shell, made that remark.
And Wilkins, who occupied the next stcol to his
study-mate in the school tuck-shop, supported his
opinion with a hearty:

“Hear, hear!” .

“I’'m thinking of the chap’s own interests, as much
as anything!” continued Gunn, eyeing his half-consumed
glass of ginger-beer with a reflective eye.
self, of course, is incapable of seeing beyond his nose.”

“That’s vewy twue, deah boy!” " assented Arthur
Augustus ‘D’ Arcy, who was standing near by. :

““And it’s impossible to convince him that if he goes:

on as he’s doing he’ll get the jolly old bullet from St.
Jim’s. So what’s a chap to do?” :

“Grundy him-

“Simply let him get on with it!’ advised Blake sagely.
“This particular form of madness won’t last very long—
no l‘%nger than his previous outbreaks have lasted, any-
way |

“Ha, ha, hat”

“And, in the meantime, old Wilky and I have got to
put up with him in our study!” grunted Gunn disconso-
tately. “All very well to say give him his head, but
you don’t have to be«with him as much as we do!”

“The silly ass is trying out his stunts on us all day
long !” growled Wilkins. *‘Last night he told me to hold
a little tin affair up to the light and I'd see a miniature
photograph of St. Jim’s. When I did so, about half a ping
of water shot into my eye.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bal Jove! I wegard that as wathah funnay!”

“So it might be, from your point of view!’ snorted
Gunn. “What about this, then? This morning he wanted
me to put an imitation rose, sprinkled with suneezing-
powder, on Linton’s desk. Because I wouldn’t do it the
silly ass punched me on the nose!”

“Oh, my hat!” .
ha, ha!”

Talk of angels!” grinned Digby.

George Alfred Grupdy himself tramped into the tuck-
shop, wearing a thoughtful frown on his rugged face. He
bestowed a nod on_Wilkins and Gunn.

‘“Hallo, you chaps! Glad you’re here! I want youl!”

“Oh, crikey! What’s on, this time?” asked Wilkins
apprehensively. :

Grundy sniffed.

“Don’t worry! I
your precious necks!
all

B Oh !)’
© “Delighted I” grinned Gunn.

“I happen to possess a ventriloquial gadget for fixing
into the mouth!” explained Grundy. “Rather a wonderful
sort of thing, You put it in your mouth, and then you
can perform tricks of ventriloguism—so it says in the
instructions, anyway.” Z

‘O Hom 17

“With the aid of this gadget T can whistle like a
canary, bark like a dog, and all sorts of things. Further-
more, I can throw my voice about in any direction I like,”
said Grundy, with a grin. “Rather natty, what?

“@Great pip!”’

“No skill needed?’ asked Herries, with interest. :

““Oh, you have to use a fair amount of skill, naturally,
but that will come ecasy to me,” said Grundy confidently.

“’Hem |” :

“Now, my idea is that with this in my mouth T can
have a fair eld game with Linton in class.”

“With—with Linton?” stultered Wilkins,

- & Ifinton, our Form master?” asked Gunn, almost incredu-
ously.

“Of course! Why not?”

“Qh, my hat!”

“There’s a fat chap at Greyfriars called Bunter!” said
Grundy seriously. “Rather an unpleasant sort of rotter,
but quite hot at ventriloquism, 1 believe. Greyfriars
men have told me that Bunter has had their Form master
on toast times out of number. If a fat rotter like Bunter
can do it, I don’t see why I shouldn’t.”

“Oh, great pip!” ;

“I’m going to have a cut at it, anyway!” grinned
Grundy. . “1 thought I’d better try it out on you fellows
first, though, just to see how I shape. I've got the
gadget here with me. Just listen!”

Grundy transferred Messrs. Trix & Catchem’s patent
ventriloguial throat attachment to his mouth. The juniors
in the tuckshop crowded round, deeply interested in Grundy’s
ventrilcquial experiments, S :

Grundy coughed. : i

A moment later he barked. Wilking and Gunn judged
that their leader was endeavouring to reproduce the sound
of a barking dog. To them, however, as to everybody else
in the tuckshop, the sound that was actually reproduced
was that of a barking George Alfred Grundy. -

With a final “Woof, woof I’ Grundy ceased his cfforts
and glanced round with a pleased grin on his rugged
countenance.

“Pretty good for & beginner, what?” he remarked.

“Oh, my hat!”

“What was it meant to be, Grundy?” asked Tom Merry
innocently.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy glared. y

“You silly ass! Mean to say you can’t recognise the
bark of a dog when you hear 1t9”

“Oh! Sorry, old bean! T only wanted to know!”

“But—but isn’t a ventriloquist supposed to keep his lips

still 2”” asked Wilkins. -
Tre Gey Lisrary.—No. 1,137.
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“Well, so I did, didn’t 11" hooted Grundy., ¢If you
imagine I moved my lips you must be seeing things, I
didn’t move them once{” ’

“Great pipl”®

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Idiots I” snorted the amstsur venbriloguisi wrathfully.
“Blessed it I haven’t & good mind not to go on with i,
now. But I will, all the same. Now listen to this carefully.
What I'm going to do is to throw my voice over to that
corner of the shop. Vou'll find it will sound just as if
somebody’s speakiag from the corner. Here goes!”

Grundy screwed his face up into an expression so exira-
ordinary that Wilkins and Gunn wondered for a moment
whether their leader was on the verge of some kind of fit.

Just when he seemed on the point of bursting, Grundy
opened his lips, and, speaking as if he was suffering acuto
pain, yelled out:
= SHallel.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Wilkins, in surprise. “But we've
already met before, old chap! What are you saying ¢ Hallo I’
for again?” : ;

Grundy relaxed for & moment to fix 8 freezing look on his
subordinate.

“Don’t be utterly potty, Wilkins!
quial voice speaking from the corner.
to be me at all.”

“Oh crikey! Isn’t it%” gasped Wilkins,

Grundy screwed.up his face again. 2

“(o and eat coke! You're all a lot of silly asses!” hs
called out, in a falsetto voice.

Some of the juniors eyed Grundy rather grimly.

“Does that apply to me?” asked Jack Blake sharply.
“Becauso if it does—" :

Grundy relaxed his face again and snorted.

“I wish you wouldn’t interrupt! That didn’t come
from me—i came from over there in the corner.”

“QOh, my giddy aunt! But we heard you say it—saw
you, too!” grinned Blake. “Was that supposed to be
ventriloquism, then?” - -

1t jolly well was ventriloquism 1" roared Grundy. “You
start sneering at my ability as a ventriloquist, Blake, and
you’ll get bashed !” =0 i ]

“Ha, he, ha!”

“You're a lot of fatheads!” declared Grundy wrath-
fully, “Dashed if I’'m going on, after this! I'll keep it for
old Linton this afternoon. He won’t know I'm a ventrilo-
quist beforehand, like you chaps, and he’ll never jolly well
guess who’s the giddy culprit!”

“My hat! Surely, Grundy, you’re not going to try this
stunt on Linton?” ejaculated Tom Merry. 7

“ Just where you're wrong—I am!® gaid Grundy calmly.

“But—but—— Oh, ye gods! Tell him how hopeless it
is, Wilkins!” urged Tom Merry.

Wilkins touched his lcader on the arm and gave him
a pleading look.

“Grundy, old chap! You simply can’t go on with this,”
he said gently. “Drop it! Take my tip, old man, and let
it alone. Lipton’s not a bad old stick, but he can’t help
gutting up rusty if you start playing games like this with

im{”

Grundy gave a gasp of indignation,

“Why, you silly idiot—"

“Don’'t do it, old fellow,” said Gunn, more in sorrow
than in anger. ; 3 ?

“You, too!” gasped Grundy. “Fine pals you two fellows
are—I dow’t think! What you both mean to say is thai
you don't think I can bring it offf You don’t think I'm
2 good enough ventriloquist to pull old Linton’s leg.
That it2” : -

“Not guite! It’s not that we don't think you’re good
enough; the fact is we know jolly well you're nob!” said
Wilkins frankly.

“Well, my hat |” said Grundy.

He wras so taken aback that he did not even try to “bash
Wilkins, ‘

“You see, you can’t do it,” said Wilkins kindly., “To
E‘y to dq) s0 1s simply begging and praying for a Head’s

ogging |

“ You simply mustn’t1? said Guunp.

Grundy regarded his lieutenants for ths space of a fow
seconds with a withering look of scorn and contempt.

“Then I’'m jolly well going to, all the same !” he snorted
at the end of that period. “What you've said, in fact, has
simply put me on my mettle. I'm determined fo do it
uow. Blow you!” ‘ :

- And Grundy walked out of the tuckshop with his nose
high in the air. : ;

George Alfred Crundy had spoken!

Tae Gom Liseary.~No. 1,137,
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CHAPTER &,

- Very Funny {

HERE was an air of expectancy and suppressed
excitement about the Suell that afternoon. Mz,
Linton, the amiable and kindly Form master of
the She!l, notized it when he came into the Form:-

room, and wondered what was the cause of it, Naturally,
My, Linton had, so far, remained unconscious of the fact
that there was = budding ventriloquist in his Form, -

He was, however, to %e made aware of the fact before
the lesson had procecded very far. ! =

The subject for the first half of the afternoon was English
History. English History was a pet subject of Mr. Linton’s;
he seemed to take the keenest delight in strings of dates
and genealogical trees. Almost needless to say, his pupils
did not share his delight.

On this occasion the charms of English History were
even less obvious to the Shell than they usually were. Mr.
Linton gathered that much when Lowther made the state-
ment that Queen Elizabeth was the daughter of William
the Conqueror, and again when Clifton Dane solemnly .
asserted that Magna Charta was signed on Flodden Field.
Lowther and Dane didn’t know a great deal about English
History, but they ought to have known more than that.

Mr. Linton realised that something else besides English
History was engaging the thoughts of his Form.

Eventually he came to the conclusion that Grundy seemed
to be receiving rather a lot of attention from the rest.
Covert glances were being directed towards that celebrated
junior from all parts of the rcom. Mr. Linton, peering
abstractedly over his tacles once or twice, thought he
Once he fely
sure he had seen Wilkins shake his head and turn his
thumbs down—gestures the meaning of which were guite
beyond Mr. Linton.

‘I Hom 1 :

It was a sudden cough from Grundy—uot a genuine cough
but an obviously forced one.

Mr. Linton’s glance rested on Grundy for a second.

“Are you ill, Grundy?”

Grundy looked surprised. ;

“I1? Certainly not, sir! Never felt better in my life !”

“Why, then, did you cough, Grundy?” :

“I—I— Did I cough, sir?’” stuttered Grundy.

“You made a strange noise with your throat, at all
events,” said Mr. Linton, “Pleaso sce. that it does not
oceur againt” ;

Mr. Linton turned to the blackboard and began fo write
some of his pet dates upon it.

Ho bad hardly begun writing before 2 scries of extra-
ordinary sounds from the ctass caused him to swing round
with a startled exclamation.

“Pheep! Pheep! Chuck-chuck! Phee-c-e-c-op!”

The Shell Form master fairly jumped as his eyes fell
on George Alfred Grundy. That cheerful junior had screwed
up his face into an expression of unutterable agony. His
mouth was open and his cheeks were vibrating as though
somo_ very extraordinary process was going on inside his
mouth.

Mr. Linton simpg gas&ed.

“Grundy! My dear Grundy! What—what can be the
matter with you, my poor boy " : :

Grundy ceased his endeavours and looked up a4 his Form
master with a start.

“Hh, what?” ho asked.

“Thank heaven! You are recovering!” exclaimed Mr,
Linton. “My dear boy, you must really see the School
matron either now, or at the conclusion of lessons. I was
never aware previously that you were subject to fits!”

“Fits1” hooted Grundy. “I—I—— Look here, sir, I
don’t know what you mean 1

“My poor lad! I am indeed sorry for you,” said Mr.
Linton, genuinely moved. “The expression of pain on your
face was veally dreadful, and the strange noises you wers
making with your mouth were quite alarming. I mush:
inform the Head, Grundy. For your own good, this matter
should be attended to.” ; -

“Qh, my hat!” murmured Tom Merry faintiy, :

Grundy blinked at Mr. Linton for several seconds, at a
loss for words. Then he gave a snorb of disgust, .

“Y haven’t had a fit, sir! You're mistaken!” he said.-
¢ As to the noises you heard, they sounded to me like the
whistling of a bird outside the windows!” :

There was a sound of suppressed laughter in the Shell.

Mr. Linton stared at Grundy with a look of surprise on his

face that was almost comical.
“ A bird outside the windows? But, my dear Grundy, the
sounds were coming from your own lips! And they in no

way resembled the whistling of a bird! ‘But perhaps we

had better not discuss this painful matter too much. Do
you feel well enough to remain in class, Gruady?”

“Of course I'do!” growled Grundy. “3 Vllgavé.n'g bregu‘illv -

at all, T tell you, sir I




~ Special Yuletide Features in a Special Yuletide Number—Next Week ! 17

Myr. Linton shook his head sadly and turned round to the
blackboard again.

A smothered sound that seemed suspiciously like laughter
went up from the Shell. Mr. Linton faced the class again,
but the sound had died ‘away and the_faces of the Shell
were like the faces of graven images. Mr. Linton decided
that he must have been mistaken.

That little experience would have been quite enough to
choke "off any othér fellow in the Form from further
attempts at ventriloguism in class. But Grundy was not
easily choked off. In leSs than five minutes, he coughed
again, in preparation for another attempt.

That cough was followed by a series of barks and growls
that rang across the Form-room almost deafeningly. ;

“G-rer-r-r! Woof, woof, woof! Ur-r-rrr! Wo-0-0-0f I
roared George Alfred Grundy at the top of his powerful
vaice.

The Shell watched the cheerful humorist in almost
petrified astonishment. TFrom Grundy they expected all
kinds of absurdities, but hardly anything quite so absurd as
this. - How Grundy himself could be so deluded as to imagine
that he was achieving a ventriloquial effect was a mystery,
for it was quite obvious to everybody in the room that the
fearsome growls and barks were all proceeding from the
great man of the Shell. .

Mr. Linton almost collapsed when the unexpected din

began. Almost tottering from ¢hi¢ blackboard, he stared a
Grundy in stupefied amazement,

“G-G-Grundy ! he stuttered.

“Woof, woof, woof !”

“Grundy! My poor, unfortunate lad!”

“Gr-rr-r-r ! Woof woof 17

“Dreadful I” exclaimed Mr, Linton. “Bogys! By the
appearance of your unhappy Form-féllow, ¥ am compelled to
conclude that he is suffering from the awful disease kmown
as hydrophobia. Evidently the fit which he had five minutes
ago was the prelude to this dreadful attack.” A doctor must
be summoned at once !” -

“Here, what’s that?” asked Grundy, suddenly ceasing his
canine manifestations. “Who's the doctor for, sir? Not
for me?” :

“My poor Grundy——" A

“I’m not your poor Grundy !’ rcared Grundy, turning red.
“I’'m as right as a trivet! Did you hear that dog barking
outside the Form-room just now, sir?”

“No, Grundy. I did not hear a dog barking outside.
What I did hear was a series of yelps stmilar to the barking
of]fth”e canine species, but in this instance, made by your-
self !

“Ha, ha, hal” >

The Shell could no longer restrain themselves. A yell of

(Continued on next page.)

BOYS-~-GET THE NEW

HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

BEST EVER ISSUED

The new Hornby Book of Trains is the biggest and
best ever issued! It tells a wonderful story of our
railways—how a locomotive is driven—how the driver and
fireman carry out their duties—how the permanent way
is kept in repair—how mail trains work by day and night
—and how four British expresses have achieved world-
wide fame. It also contains full details and many
beautiful illustrations in full colour of the new
* better - than-ever” Hornby Trains, together with
descriptions and prices of all jtems included in the
Hornby System. :

Get a copy to-day from your dealer, price 3d., or send
4%d. in stamps direct to us and we will send you a copy,
post free. If you order direct, mention the names and
addresses of two or three of your chums and we will send
them some interesting Hornby_literature, Write clearly
and be sure to put the letter “ W ** after your own name
for reference.

Prices of Hornby Trains from 6/- to 95/-.

HORNBY TRAIN

73

SRITISH AND GUARANTEED

MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD.. OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL:

b

1 £ 8,New Bridge Street, LUDGATE
CGFrIROSE’'S London, £.0.4, CIRCUS
BILLIARDS AT HOME £/3 per week,

thi

. : S1ZE DEPOsIT| $BOMLY | oagy
ft. 2 in. X 1 f6. o & - -

3 ft. 9in. X 2 f¢ B lsél- 3/’3 %g;-

4 f, 4 in, X 3 f6. 3 Im, 14/e 7/8 32/

4 ft. 9 in, X 2 ft. 20/« 10/ 42/
5 ft. 4 in. X 2 f¢. 10 in 24/ 12/ 52/-
Complete with 2 Oues, 3 Compo. Balls, Marking Board, Spirit Level,

Rules and Chalk COMPLETE LIST FPREE.

Boys (ages 14-19) wanted tor farm work in Canada, Australia, and
New Zealand. Training, outfib. and assisted passages may be
obtained through the Salvation Arniy. Work guaranteed. Overseas
Officers keep in touch with boys after arrival until satisfactorily
settled. Write or call The Branch Manager: 3, Upper Thames
Street, LONDON, E.C.4; 12, Pembroke Place, LIVERPOOL 3
203, Hope Street, GLASGOW; &, Garticld Chamhers, 44, Royal
Avenue, BELFAST. DOMESTICATED WOMEN WANTED.

Work guaranteed, :

FREE PASSAGES IO ONTARIO. cANADA, tor approted

learners, 0
Apply :—~ONTARIO GOVERNMENT, 183, STSEAgl'gDe. LONDON.

Increased my own height to 6t_37ins.

STAMP brings FREE DETATLS —

® ROSS. Height Specialist

: Scarborough. =
300 STAMPS FOR 69 L:broa.d 1/-), including Airpost, Bar-
dos, Old India, Nigeria, New South

Wales, Gold Oosst, eto.—~W. A. WHITB, Engine Lave, LYE, Stourbridge.

Every stamp different~ Just send 2d post for approvals—
LISBURN & TOWNSEND (U.J.S.); LIVERPOOL.

L1OO ciigniais EIRREIEI? !

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.46'



18 Every Wednesday.

laughier rang through the Form-room, Grundy blinked up
2t Mr. Linton, his rugged face a study. As for.Mr. Linton,
ihat greatly disturbed and concerned gentleman regarded
his hysterical Form in horror-stricken amazement.

How dare you—>"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“1 am shocked—disgusted by your levity in such distress-
ing circumstances! I can hardly credit that you are callous
enough to laugh when your afflicted schoolfellow is suffering
the agonies of hydrophobia——"

“But I’'m not, suffering agonies !” yelled Grundy. “Look
hare, sir, I jolly well haven’t got hydrophobia at all 1

“My poor lad—"

“Plossed if I know what gave you such an idea! There's
nothing wrong with me whatever !” hooted Grundy. “And
I didn’t bark. either—or, at least, I didn’t seem to! It
scunded like a dog barking outside the Form-room to me,
auyway. I think there must be something wrong with your
hearing, sir!”

“QOh, ye gods!” gasped Tom Merry faintly.

“In any case, I’m not ill,” added Grundy. “You can put
that right out of your mind, sir. There’s nothing wrong
with me.”

Mr. Linton looked very dubious.

“Really, Grundy, after the alarming symptoms you have
displayed, you can hardly expect me to credit that state-
ment. Are you quite sure that you feel all wight ?”

-“ Absolutely sir!” growled Grundy - .
. “You are not conscious of any strange feelings in the
cad?”

“Of course not!” =

“In that case, Grundy, T will allow you to remain in class
for the present. On the least sign of a return of your
symptoms, however, I shall insist on your seeing the school
matron.” :

And M:. Linton went back to his desk, leaving Grundy
looking wrathful and extremely puzzled.

Evidently Grundy found food for reflection in the extra-
ordinary way in which Mr Linton had treated his
ventriloquial ~efforts, for nothing more was heard from
Grundy for a considerable time.

But Grundy had not altogether concluded his per-
formance for the afternoon. Ten minutes before the end
of the lesson his gruff voice boomed out across the Form-
room, -

“Would vou mind stepping into my study, Linton?”

A petrified silence fell upon the Shell. Grundy was
apparently under the pleasant delusion that he had repro-
duced with life-like fidelity the voice of Dr. Holmes, the
headmaster of St. Jim’s. Grundy, however, was the only
fellow in the Shell to suffer from that delusion. To every-
hody else it sounded very much indeed like the voice of
(iporge Alfred Grundy himself. g ;

Mr. Linton, who had just got into his stride with Englisk
History again, almost collapsed. as Grundy’s dulcet tones
fell on his ears. -

“W.w-what did you say, Grundy ?” he stuttered.

CGirundy started with surprise. > )

“Did that sound like me. sir? I thought it sounded like
tha Head, calling you from outside the Form-room ! =

The Shell gasped. Mr. Linton passed his hand over his
!:]r.ow as though he was beginning to lose his grasp on
things.

“G’rgrundy-—my dear Grundy—" he babbled.

“Don’t keep me waiting too long. Linton!” called oub
CGrundy, his face twistinrg and vibrating spasmodically as
ho spoke. “There! That was the Head that time, wasn’t
it, sir? Sounded like him to me!”

“G3-G-Grundy: : :

“T shall expect you aiong in a couple of shakes, Linton !”
said Grundy, lapsing into “ventriloguism ” again. “Iv’s
awfully important, so don’t forget——"

“Grundy I’ shrieked Mr. Linton.

“Oh! Yes, sir? What’s wrong?” 3 )

“Are- you mad, boy? Are you completely demented?”
roared Mr. Linton

“Demented 7 repeated Grundy, in astonishment.

“ Are you ill, or is it—can it be that you are playing some
e\.i;rf,olidinary practical joke on me?” hooted Mr. Linton.

“Bpeak, boy, speak!” thundered the irate Form master,
“ Do you, or do you not, admit making some extraordinary
remarks to me a moment ago, in the course of which you
}m‘dl'th‘i tcmgrity to call me ¢ Linton ' %"

“Are you unable to do anything beyond senselessly
repeating the pronoun of the first person?” :

“J—I thought 1t sounded just like the Head myself!”
stuttered Grundy, finding his voice at lasth.

“But it was you yourself who uttered the words!” roared
My, Linton.

THE GEM LIBRARY. = . =
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matter of fact, it was me. I suppose I can't help admit-
ting - it, as you've found me out: It sort of was me, and
yet it wasn’'t at the same time. It was my ventriloguial
voice, you see, sir!”

“Your—your ventriloguial——

“1 was throwing my voice out of the Form-room and
imitating the Head at the same time!” explained Grundy.
“Somehow, i% seems .to have missfired. Blessed if I cau
understand 1, but things seem. to have gone wrong. The
canary’s whistle——?" e :

“ Kik-kik-canary’s whistle?” stuttered Mr, Linton.

- “And the dog barking——"

“Stop.!” Mr. Linton, with a mighty efort, had recovered
his self-possession.. “Then it would appear, Grundy, that
your extraordinary bepaviour this afterncon is the result
of §I?ur”endeavouring to hoax me by means of ventriloguial
tricks?

““Hem! Well, it you care to put it that way——"" said
Grundy, with a frown.

“That is enough, Grundy! At the conclusion of classes
this afternoon you will accompany me to the Head !”.

My. Linton swept back to his desk, the picture of oui-
raged dignity .

And English History was resumed—without any more
ventriloguial tricks from George Alfred Grundy!

.

CHAPTER 10,
Asking for It !

66 ERE he comest”
H “Good old Grundy!”
“Ha. ha, ha!”
There was a roar from the crowded Common--
room as Grundy tramped in. - :

Afternoon lessons had ended, and neoarly all the Shell
and the Fourth had assembled in the Comnion-room to
await the result of Grundy’s visit to the Head.

The amazing story of Grundy’s futile attempt to pull Mr.
Linton’s leg in class had been told and told again. Half
St. Jim’s was yelling over Grundy’s “ventriloguism.”
Grundy had provided the Lower School with a good many
laughs in the past. But nothing he had ever dons before
came up (o his exploits in the Shell Form-room on this’
occasion.

Grundy seemed rather_ surprised at the gemeral excite-
ment. s

“Hallo, you fellows! What’s the row ?” he asked coolly.

“Just what we’'re waiting to know, old bean ! chuckled
Monty Lowther. “Are you going to be shot at dawn—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

“Or sacked, or merely warmed up with the jolly old
birchrod ?”°

Grundy frowned. :

“Ok, that bizney of Linton, you mean?  I'm- disap-
pointed over that. The Head didn’t seem to look at it in
the right light at all!”

“You don't say so?” exclaimed Lowther in surprise.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I explained to him that I wasn’t intending any disre-
spect to Linton—"

“QOh, my hat!”

“I1 pointed out that' I wouldn’t dream of addressing my
own Form master as ¢ Linton’ in the ordinary way. It
was simply because I was using my ventriloquial voice——r?’

“Ha, ‘ha, hat” =

“But, somehow, the Head didn’t seem to think - that
made a lot of difference. He gave me a frightful lot of
pi-jaw. Can’t remémber what he said, but he was waxy,
anyway——"

“Now I wonder why?” said Clive thoughtfully.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And at the finish he told me to report to him after
prayers to-morrow morning for.a caning. Rotien, isn’t
it?” finished up Grundy disconsolately.

“Not too bad, I shovld say myself!” remarked Tom
Merry. “Considering you led old Linton to believe that
you were suffering from fits——" =

“Then hydrophobia !I”" gurgled Manners. -

“ And finally insanity !” grinned Tom. ¢ Considering all
that, 1 should ‘say you’re being let off lightly.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, it's jolly disappointing to me, anyway! growled
Grundy. “What licks me is how I gave the game away "
“Ha, ha, ha!” : .

“That canary’s whistle was perfect, if you ask me. As fo

the dog barking. it was lifelike. And nobody can deny

that I got the Head’s voice to a ‘T’ 1"

“Fia, ha, ha!” yelled an incredulous and sceptical crowd.
“Well, and so it was, wasn't it?” roared Grundy indig-‘; :
nantly. “Of course, there must be a flaw somewhere,

“Well, all I can say is, I'm dashed if I know how
you found out!” said Grundy, genuinely surprised. “As a
Turc Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,137
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otherwise Linton wouldn’t have rumbled me as he did.
But I’m blessed if I can see where it is. However, what’s
done can’t be undone. That affair’s over and done with
now. But I've got a fresh wheeze for to-night. 'F'hat’s
what I’ve come to see you fellows about.”

“Qh, my giddy aunt!”

“Still not satisfied?” ;

“I thought this out while the Head was pi-jawing me!”
explained Grundy. “Nothing like five minutes of pi-jaw
for making a chap think of other things.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” s

“This is & real top-notcher of 2 jape—the jape of the
giddy term, in fact!” said Grundy impressively.

“Think it'll work out as well as this afternoon’s effort?”
asked Levison. “If so, you can count me out of it, to
begin with *

t“Pheeep! Pheeep! Chuck=chuck! Phe-e-eep!’ Wr. Linicn
fairly jumped as his eyes fell on Qeorge Alfred Grundy.
That cheerful junior had screwed up his face, his mouth was
onen, and his cheeks were vibrating as though scme very ex=
traordinary process was going on inside his mouth,
(See Chapter 9.)

¢“Fia, ha, hat®

Grundy frowned. ;

“ Wish you idiots wouldn’t cackle so much! I don’t want
you to do anything in this, except back me up.”

“Depends what the backing-up means!” grinned Tom
Merry. “Say on, old bean!” =

“There’s a meeting of the Sixth Form Debating Society
to-night,” said Grundy. * You know what that is—an affair
where a lot of silly owls of prefects stand up and spout all
the evening.” :

“'Hem ! Better not let any of them hear you say so!”
grinned Jack Blake. “Of course, you're right, if it comes
o that. Isn’t it their ‘ open night’ to-night?”

Grundy nodded.

“Tt is. That’s what gives me the chance to bring off
this jape. In the ordinary way anybody belonging to the
Lower School who walked in to their debate would be
kicked down the stairs. But to-night is open. Any of
us can walk in and listen if we want to. Theoretically,
we're entitled to speak.” e

“Never heard of anybody below the Fifth doing so,
though,” remarked Taibot, with a smile.

“Neither have I. But that’s what I intend to do to-
night!” said Grundy.

“You?” gasped Kerruish.

“Y.you make a speech in the Sixth Form Debating
Society ?” stuttered Jack Blake.

The juniors stared.

“ Just that!”

3

“QOh, great pip!*

Grundy’s listeners were temporarily overwhelmed.

The Sixth Form Debating Society at St. Jim’s was a very
exclusiva institution. Non-members, especially fellows
belonging to the Lower School, were inclined to lock up to
it with a great deal of awe and reverence. = 3

Occasionally, this exclusive society ran an “open night,”
when non-members could attend, and even address the club,
if they felt like doing so. Not many fellows availed them-
selves of the privilege of listening to the great men of the
Sixth indulging in oratory. Fewer still had the temerity
to stand up and join in the deliberations of such an august
gathering.

Occasionally a courageous Fifth-Former would speak for
a {ew minutes; but that didn’t occur very often. For any-
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; body belonging to a Form lower than the Fifth to speak

was unheard-of and totally without precedent.

Grundy’s calm announcement that he was going to speak
at the debate that evening came like a bombshell to the
crowd in the Common-room.

“My dear old bean——"" murmured Tam Merry, when he
had recovered his breath. ¢

“My dear old silly ass——"" grinned Monty Lowther,

“Can it! Drop it! Think no more about it, old chap !”
urged Gunn.

“Bai Jove! You should weally weconsidah the mattah,

Gwunday, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
carnestly. My own feelin’ about it is that for a Shell

chap to addwess the Sixth Debatin' Society is vergin’ on
positive bad form ¥’ .
~ “ Asking for it, by gum!” said Jack Blake.

Grundy shrugged his broad shoulders. .

“T don’t think so at all! But I know how the Sixth
will look at it, and that’s why I think it’s a thumping
good wheeze! Kildare and the rest of 'em will have abous
fifty fits when I stand up and speak. That’s the idea of the
t.hin;;g,—to take the swanking asses down a peg or two! Gei
me?

“Qh crumbs!”.

“Personally, T don’t think much of the Sixth. Pretty
scratch lot, in my opinion !”” said Grundy critically. “If [
stand up I shall take the opportunity of telling ’em so—
put ’em in their places, by Jove! Anyway, I’'m going tao
do it, whatever you silly asses think about 1t!”

: Tae Gem Lisgarv,—No. 1,137,



20 Every Wednesday.

“My hat!”

“I'm a pretty powerful orator when I get wound up,
though I say it myself! I'm jolly well going to get wound
up to-night, I can tell you!” grinned the great man of the
Shell. “The subject of the debate is: ‘ That Genius Starves
in a Garret.” I'm going to think it over between now and
eight o’clock, and get a jolly hot speech ready for 'em. Al
1 want you chaps to do 1s to come along and back me up—
see ?”

“e?i .Oh !’1

“Fasy enough, anyway!” chuckled Monty Lowther, *1
think T'll trot along. What say you, Tommy?”

Tom Merry rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Blessed if I know what to say! I suppose you know,
Grundy, that on top of all your other stunts, you're really
asking for trouble to go along and rag the Sixth?”

5
Crundy.

“Ha, ha, ha l”

Tom Merry laughed.

“All serene! e'll all coms, then.
asking for it, you know ! : :

And that was the general opinion in the Lower School
when the news became known. Grundy, in his anxiety to
perpetrate .3 series of extraordinary hoaxes, was begging
and praying for it. Most of the fellows were of the opinion
that the time was rapidly coming when, as Lowther put it,
Grundy would get it where the chicken got the chopper !

Notwithstanding which the Sheli and the Fourth decided
almost to a man that not for worlds would they miss the
anticipated entertainment of Grundy in the role of an
orator!

But you really are

CHAPTER 11.
Grundy Excels Himseif !

i\ HE great men of the Sixth received something like s
shock that evening when they arrived at the room
set_apart for the open debate. : -

Usually, not more than a dozen “outsiders
tnrned up on these occasions A scorc was considered an
unusually big attendance, and there were not more than
twenty-fivé chairs reserved for their accommodation. :

But for once the Lower School appeared to have inter-
ested itself in the classic arts of oratory and debate. Not
only were the chairs crammed with juniors; the aisles and
gangways and every inch of space at the back of the room
wero also packed. The crowd even overfloged info the
passage outside.

Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, looked round rather
suspiciously when he entered, possibly scenting a “jape”
in the air. But everything appeared to be in order. The
crowd, though large. was orderly and well-behaved, and
Kildare could find nothing to which exception could be
taken.

Darrell of the Sixth, who was acting as chairman, thought
it advisable, in view of the presence of such an abnormal
number of visitors, to issue a warning that any outbreak
of disorder would be treated with the utmost severity. Ho
was listenad to in respectful silence. Nobody, apparently,
had any intention of acting in a disorderly manner.

After a few preliminaries the debate began.

Kildare rose, amid such a storm of cheering as had never
before been heard in the dignified, academic atmospherc
of the Sixth Form Debating Society, to propose the motion
“That Genius Starves in a Garret.”

Kildare was & good speaker, and the juniors found that
they were not quite so bored as they had feared they
would be. It was true that they didn’t understand a great
deal of what he was talking about, but he had such a
pleasant way of saying it that that didn’t seem to be
a very great drawback, after all,

The captain of St. Jim’s spoke for about twenty minutes,
and having by that time proved, to his own satisfaction, at
all events, that the geniuses of this unappreciative world
always did, do, and always will starve in garrets, he
resumed his seat.

The chairman then called on Rushden to oppose the
motion. Rushden apparently held opinions that were
diametrically’ opposed to those of the speaker who had
preceded him. He seemed to think that no real genius ever
had starved in a garret, quoting the names of many cele-
brated gentlemen of genius who had amassed vast fortunes

in-support of his contention :

While Rushden was holding forth, the crowd at the back
began to get a little restive, and Darrell had occasion once
or twice to make a stern call for “Order!”. But the restive-
ness of the fellows at the back was as nothing to the restive-
ness of George Alfred Grundy at the front :

Grundy had made a point of securing a seat in the front
row of the stalls, so to speak. For the first ten minutes of

the debate he had been engaged in surreptitiously consult-:
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ing a number of scraps of paper which he held in his hand.
After ho had exhausted that occupation he sat bolt upright
and listened to the speakers with an expression of growing
impatience on his rugged countenance.

Long before Rushden had concluded his argument Grundy
had become impatient almost beyond endurance. Ho
crossed and uncrossed his legs, and folded and unfolded his
arms so many times that Rushden, who was facing him,
began to feel quite dizzy before the end of his oration.

Rushden sat down at last. :

Darrell got up and announced that the debate was now
open for general discussion.

It was customary on these occasions for a brief interval
to elapse before the first speaker from the crowd arose.
But George Alfred Grundy was no respecter of custome.
Secarcely had Darrell finished speaking before Grundy was
on - his feet, rustling his notes and looking portentously.
serious.

There was an audible gasp from the Sixth and Fifth. It
was the first time in history that anybody below the ranlk
of a Fifth-Former had dared to intervene in a Sixth Form
debate, and, judging by the looks on the faces of the seniors,
the innovation was as unwelcome as it was surprising.

Grim looks of disapproval were fixed on Grundy from the
fanks of the Fifth and the Sixth. Grundy observed them,
and his rugged face broadened into a grin. Looks of dis-
approval were completely wasted on Grundy of the Shell.

“Gentlemen—"" began Grurdy.

“Half a minute, Grundy! Speakers must address the
chair, you know,” interrupted Darrell.

Grundy locked surprised. -

“Why the thump should I address a blessed chair?"

“What I mean is that all ¢peeches must begin, ¢ Mr.
Chairman.”

“What ever for?*

Darrell reddened.

“Never mind what for, young shaver!
speech properly and carry on.”

Grundy looked inclined to dispute the point for a moment.
But wiser counsels prevailed, and he made another start—
this time observing the etiquette of the society.

“Mr. Chairman, then—if you must have it1” he cried.
“Mr. Chairman! I yise to say a few words on the subject,
‘Do Garrets Starve in a Genius? ” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You mean ‘ Does Genius Starve in a Garret? you young
ass!” said Darrell, frowning the laughter into silence.

“Sorry! “Does Genius Starve in a Garret? rather!”
nodded Grundy. “Gentlemen—I mean, Mr. Chairman! You
have just heard two sgeechos on this subject from Sixth-
Formers. I don’t think much of the Sixth, myself, and T
don’t think much of the two speeches in question. Kildaro
was much too long-winded——" : -

“Order! Order!” called out a dozen shocked and
indignant seniors. :

Darrell stood up, eyeing the cheerful Shell junior with a
baleful eye.

“Speakers must not under any circumstances make
personal remarks! Stick to the subject, Grundy—that is,”
he added, departing for a moment from his official aloof-
ness, “unless you want to be thrown out of this room on
your neck!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Right-ho! I accept your ruling, Darrell, old chap—T
mean, Mr. Chairman!” grinned Grundy. “Now to get on
with the giddy washing—geniuses often starve in garrets!
Why? Simply on account of the jealousy of other chaps who
are not so clever! Take myself: 2

“QOh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the delighted juniors
audience.

“Every day I have to contend with jealousy from other
fellows,” said Grundy plaintively. “It's not that they don’t
recognise a genius when they see one; don’t run away with
that idea—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“It’s simply that they’re jolly well jealous of him and
want to keep him in the shade as much as possible!”’
declared Grundy, with feeling. “For instance, take footer.
Why am I barred from the Junior Eleven?”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Then again, why on earth don’t they put me up inté the

Just begin your

in the
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“Oh, ye gods! Why not?” almost wept Lowther.
“Ha, ha, ha!” > =
“ Why——" pursued Grundy, when a violent vinging of tho
bell on the chairman’s table pulled him up with a start.
Darrell was on his feet, looking grim and wrathful. He
pointed a stern forefinger at Grundy. ;
“That’s enough, Grundy!” he said curtly. “You can sit
down now !’
“Eh? But dash it all, T haven’t finished yet !’ objected
Grundy. . - = - : =
£And yowrc not going to finish while I'm in tho chair!
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‘Fhis is supposed to be a serjous debate—not a lecture on
the cleverness of Grundy of the Shell !V

“Ha, he, hat”

“Look here——" roared Grundy.

“ Going to sit down,
in front of this crowd ?” asked Darrell sternly.

“Why, you—you—-" £

Grundy subsided, making unintelligible noises in his
throat. It was a rare oceurrence for Grundy to be
intimidated by threats, but the thought of being subjected
to the& indignity of a caning before that crowd subdued even
Grundy. *

Grundy, however, had another card up his sleeve for the
Sixth Debating Society. He had come prepared for oppusi_-
iion from the seniors, and now that opposition had mani-
fested itself he lost no time in putting his plans into
operation.

Unseen by the seniors, who had turned their attention
again -to the important question of genius and starvation,
Grundy brought out from his pecket a little tin which bore
the informative label:

“SNEEZING POWDER.
TRIX & CATCHEM, LTD.,
DON.”

Silently he emptied the contents of that tin on to the back
of his hand. Stealthily he lifted the hand until it was on
a level with his face.

_ One sharp puff and the whole of the powder had vanished
into thin air.

But though lost to sight, Messrs. Trix & Catchem’s patent
powder was destined to remain to memory dear.

It did not become effective immediately: Two or three
minutes passed before anything happened, and Grundy
began to feel quite anxzious.

Then——

Baker of the Sixth was speaking, and Baker apparently

Grundy, or do you want to be swished

a

held very decided views about the genius and the garret.
At any rate, he was waxing quite eloquent on the subject.

“1 put it to you, Mr. Chairman, has the genius yet been
born who was incapable of making enough to enable him
to—atishoo!” finished Baker dramatically and unexpectedly.

“Heayr, hear!” called out Grundy derisively.

“As I was saying—atishoo!—enough to enable him to—
ashooao ! 4

The chairman, looking rather eoncerned, rose to his feet.

“Perhaps yon had better—'shooo!” he coneluded,
violently.

“To resume—ashoooo !” yelled Baker,

“ Aaaatishoo !’ came from Kildare,

 Ashooaoo !’

““’Shooooao !

“0Oh dear!”

“ Gentleman—atishocoo 17

“Mr. Chairman, sir—aaashooooo I
— “Izla,, ha, ha!” came in a roar from the spectators aé the

ack.

“Gentlemen I’ moaned Darrell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

**Shoooooo I’

“ Atishoo !” -

The onlookers simply shrieked. Grundy’s sneezing powder
had spread with deadly effect. Everybody within a certain
radius of Darrell’s table was sneezing violently and
repeatedly now. The Sixth Form Debating Society seemed.
in the space of a few minutes, to have been transformed into
the Sixth Form Sneezing Society.

" Darrell, his cyes running water, held his hand up at
ast.

“The—the—atishoo !—the meecting—'shaoooo !—is declared
—asho6oooo !—closed—’shooo ! he managed to sneecze out,
with o mighty effort.

iContinued on next page.)

“QOh dear! ’Tishoocoo!”
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Woe regret to state that the answer is in the infirmary !

Q.—What is a beetling cliff ?

A.~—A chum who lives in the Midlands
has heard this expression and wants to
know what it means. It means & pro-
jecting eliff such as is shown in the illus-
trapion, and snother similar sort of term
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This le what a beetling clifi

tooks tike.

is beetle-browed which you sometimes
hear. * Beetle ” or ¢ beetling * is derived
from the Anglo-Saxon bital which literally
meant biting or sharp.

- Q.—Whieh is the shallowest sea ?
A ~The Baltic, “ Enquirer.”” It is not
more than 130 feet in its deepest parh,

Q.—Whereisthe Palaceof Westminster?

A.—This, “Inquirer,” is another and
less known name for the Houses of
Parliament.,

Q.—Was Nelson killed by a boy ?

A.~—So it is believed, *“ New Entry,”
Devonport, although there is no definite
roof. All that is known is that when
elson’s famous flagship, Victory, was
ranged alongside the French warship,
Redoubtable, he was killed by a musket
shot fired from the enemy’s fighting-tops.
Shortly before the great little admiral was
hit, a number of men were killed in the
Redoubtable’s tops, and among others
sent aloft to take their place, was young
Robert Guillemard, who afterwards averred
he saw Nelson on the Vietory's deck.
Although he did not fire deliberately at
the admiral, it is thought that one of the
many shots he loosed from his musket
brought about the historic tragedy in the
moment of the British victory.

©.—Will next January ‘be a sunny
month ? .

A.—~This unusual query was sent in by a
girl reader, Maggie Bream, who seems
to think that an ancient like myself must
necessarily be a prophet.. Neo, Maggie, I
was not born the seventh son of a seventh
son, nar have I got second sight, despite
that the office-boy—rude lad \—sometimes
calls me Four-Eyes. Nevertheless, I can
assure you that January will be a very
sunny month—in Central Africa !

Q.—What are the Seven
Wonders of the World ?
S. (Highgate) asks
me this question, and after look-
ing through my store of know-
ledge, I have found the answer.
The Seven Wonders are the
Pyramids of Egypt; the TomDh
of Msausolus, King of Caria; the
Temple 6f Dianaat s the
Walls - and Hanging Gardens of
Babylon ; the Statue of Jupiter
Olympus; the Colossus of
Rhodes; and the Pharos of
Ptolemy Philadelphus gt
Alexandria. The Oracle is the
Eighth !

L . .

e
Q.—Do clothes moths eat clothes ?
‘A.—~No, Arthur Weldon. It is the grub

of the moth that likes old coats and

trousers for its grub.

o

Q.—Why have some walls a large
#g* on them ?

A~—A London lad who signs himself
“Cockney Charlie” has noticed on
occasions & -house with a metal plate,
bearing the letter “8* together with a
figure and the abbreviation “FTL.”
What does it mean ? he wants to know.
The “S" stands for “sewer,” chum,
and the figure indicates the depth in feet
where the sewer-pipes will be found
under the roadway near the notice.
It is a sign for the guidance of builders
and other workmen to whom the position
of sewer-pipes may be af importance.

=78
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A mysterious sign, which is to be found
on some walls, What it means the
Ovracle tells you in the paragraph abave

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,137.



22 Every Wednesday.

That was the signal for a wild rush. Sixth-Formers and
Fifth-Formers and juniors alike scrambled for the door, in
their anxiety to get out of the infected atmosphere. Surging
and swaying and jostling and pushing, they streamed out of
the debating-room. The seniors still sneczed again and yet
again as thev staggered away, while the juniors, who had
mostly been out of the danger area, continued to yell with
helpless laughter. :

The laughter continued in various parts of the House right
up to bed-time that night. It had been a memorable—
almost a never-to-he-forgotten occasion, and nothing else
was talked of that evening. ;

When the identity of-the japer was revealed, Grundy was
tho hero of the hour It was gencrally conceded in ¢t
Shell and the Fourth that for once Grundy really h
excelled himself.

Tortunately for Grundy, the identity of the japer was not
revealed in senior circles until the seniors had had time to
regain their normal outlook on life. What could-have hap-
pened to that cheerful member of the Shell had they dis-
covered his guilt before bed-time remained for ever a matter
for conjecture, but it would most certainly have been some-
thing painful and extremely unpleasant!

CHAPTER 12.
The Limit !

“ —,Y\T :77
O That was the first remark that George Alfred
- Grundy made on leaving the Head’s study after
prayers on the following morning.

He repeated it several times in the course of his jourmer
to the end of the passage, and squeezed his hands under his
arms as he did so. Apparently his visit to Dr. Holmes had
resulted in damage to his palms.

Wilkins and Gunn, who were waiting for their leader at
the end of the passage, exchanged a wink as he came round
the corner. eds

“ :OXIJ over, old chap?”’ inquired Gunn.

“Ow 1’

“Did he lay it on, old fellow ?” asked Wilkins sympathetic-
ally.

“Wow !”

“Wonderful how the old chap preserves his strength as
he does!” grinned Gunn,

“Ow! My hands jolly well hurt!” groaned Grundy.
thick, I call it, for such a trivial thing as T did!”

“'Hem'! Well, that's a point of view, old bean !|” grinned
Wilkins, “After all, japing a Form master like you did
is usually considered fairly serious, you know.”

Grundy snorted.

“Why should it be? What I’ve done is simply nothing
compared with the larks they used to get up to when the
Head was a boy. That fellow on the wireless distinetly said
as much. You wouldn’t believe how they used to rag in-the
‘eighties!”

‘““Hem! Hardly do to tell the Head that, though,”
remarked Gunn. >

“Pity I didn’t! I jolly well will, if I’'m ever up on the
carpet again. Ow!”

“By the way, Grundy, old chap, Kildare’s been asking
for you,” Wilkins mentioned casually. “I fancy it’s about
last night. Got an idea that Racke and Crooke managed to
be heard talking about you rather loudly when he passed
them in the Hall this morning.”

“Blow them! And blow Kildare, too!” grunted Grundy.
¥“I'm going to be too busy to-day to see Kildarc. I've got
v jape to bring off this afternoon that’s going to make old
Uinton really sit up!”

“You—you've got a what?” asked Gunn faintly.

“A-another jape on Linton? Are you completely potty 7’
asped Wilkins.

Grundy smiled. ;

“It’s a real jape this time—something like a jape, I can
te!l you! Seems to me that Linton wants taking down =
pez or two—wants it badly. Well, 'm the chap to do it,
ani I’m jolly well going to!”

§ But'_b‘”

‘‘Listen to this, you chaps,” grinned Grundy, forgetting
the injuries to his palms as he thought over his latest brain-
wave. “Linton’s refereeing a fag match this afternoon. He
does 1t sometimes, you know, when there are no seniors
available.”

““But listen, old chap—"

“Don’t talk so much, Wilky! I'm always telling you
about it!” said Grundy, with a frown. ‘Now my idea is
to have a lark with Linton while he’s busy on the fag
sports ground. As you know, he takes referecing seriousiy--
dresses up for the part, and so on ”

“Yes; bup—" :

“He looks a real scream when he’s in his réf’s rig-out,”
grinned Grundy, unheeding. “I’ve seen other masters hide
©

Bl

>

heir grins when he trots down in footer shorts and a
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Norfolk jacket, . Well, the wheeze is to compel him fo
rez‘r‘l]a:iln?’(;lressed up like that for the rest of the day!’

in ? i - :
@ “While he's busy referceing for the fags, I shall go up to
his bed-room, and shift every bit of clobber he possesses.”

“You'll what?” yelled Wilkins. :

‘“Shift all his clobber, you know,” said Grundy, with a
f}hmk’l’e' “and hide it somewhere where he won’t find it for

ays. ; :

“M-m-m-my only sainted aunt!” ;

“The result will be that poor old Linton will have to
walk about the House till further orders in his old Norfolk
jacket and footer shorts!” said Grundy, beginning to laugh
aloud at the thought of it. “Linton will be as mad as a
hatter—you know how spick-and-span he is—and the rest
of us will have the laugh of a lifetime! Now what do you
think of it?”

Wilkins and Gunn {ooked at each other helplessly.

“You—you mean to say ? stuttered Gunn.

“That you're actually thinking——"

“Of hiding Linton's clobber so that he’ll have to go
about in footer shorts?”

“That’s the idea! Brilliant, don’t you think?” grinned
Grundy.

““My hat! Well, we knew you were mad—-"

‘ﬂEh?)’ S

“But I'm jolly sure that neither of us suspected that you
were half so mad as this!” said Wilkins, in measured tones.
“Mad isn’t the word for it. You're imbecilic!”

“What—what?” gasped Grundy, in amazement,

“Imbecilic! Daft! Bats in the belfry, if you like!”
hooted Wilkins.  “If youn try anything like the potty jape
you've just told us about, then all T can say is you'll jolly
well deserve all you get!”

‘“ And that’ll be the sack!” added Gunn,

Grundy blinked at his plain-spoken henchmen for a few
seconds as if he could hardly eredit that he had heard aright.
Then, evidently coming to the conclusion that he had, he
made a rush.

The natural result of a rush from Grundy waz the imme-
diate collapse of anybody unlucky enough to be in his
way. That was the result that Grundy confidently looked
for on this occasion.

Strange to say, that result did not materialize.

Instead of Wilkins and Gunn biting the dust before their
furious leader, Grundy himself, by some extraordinary mis-
chance, was the one to bite the dust.

The astonished and almost petrified Grundy felt one pair
of hands grasp his shoulders and another pair his ankles.
For the space of one second Grundy was suspended, like
Mahomet’s coffin between heaven and earth. Then, swiftly
and suddenly, he descended, and Grundy’s anatomy and the
hard, unsympathetic floor of the passage came into violent
and painfu! collision.

“ Whoooooooop !” roared Grundy, almost as
prised as he was hurt. : -

“And he remained in the position wherein he had been
placed for quite a considerable time before he could pull
himself together sufficiently to rise.

'V}Vhen he got up, Wilkins and Gunn had vanished from
sight.

Naturally, the opposition of Wilkins and Gunn had no
deterring effect on the great man of the Shell. Grundy
had made up his mind, and when Grundy had made up his
mind there was nothing more to be said. A mule was an
extremely tractable animal in comparison with Grundy
when, his mind was made up.

That Grundy’s complaint had changed from mild, harmless
insanity to stark, staring madness, was the general opinion
of the Shell, when Wilkins and Gunn passed on the news.
After morning classes, quite a crowd gathered round the
great man of the Shell, arguing and imploring. All, how-
ever, to no effect. Grundy was not to be shaken.

After dinner, Mr. Linton came downstairs, attired in the
football shorts and Norfolk jacket which he considered indis-
pensable to any serious referee.

The Shell master was followed by a good many curious
glances. Mr. Linton usually did attract a good deal of
attention when he took upon himself the duties of a referee.
There was something about the spectacle of Mr. Linton
in football shorts that the juniors could never get used to.
On this occasion, however, it was something more than his
mere appearance that attracted attention. The juniors were
wondering how it would seem if Grundy’s wild schems
materialised, and Mr. Linton had to take the Shell on the
following day in the garb he was wearing for his official
duties on the fag sports ground.

Grundy was among those who watched Mr. Linton descend
the stairs. Grundy did more than that. He followed the
Shell master out of the House down to the sports ground,
and waited for the fag game to commence.. The great man
of the Shell was not exactly cautious by nature, but he
wanted to make quite sure that the coast was clear before
he invaded the sacred domain of Mr. Linton’s bed-room.

much suz-
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Only when the game was in {ull swing did Grundy return
to the School Honse, Then he went upstairs, and for the
fext half-hour Grundy was busily at work.

CHAPTER 13.
Mr. Linton Causes @& Sensation !
£ XTRAORDINARY!”

Mzr. Linton fairly snorted out the word.

The master of the Shell was standing in his bed-
room in the School House. The match on the fag
sports ground was over, and Mr. Linton, having indulged
in a cup of tea in his study, had come upstairs to change.

To his utter astonishment, he could find no trace of his

elothing. Mr. Linton, who was a neat and tidy man, had a -

very clear recoilection of depositing the suit of clothes he
had 'eft off that afternoon in his dressing-chest. Now, how-
éver, there was no trace of the suit. It was extraordinary,
inexplicable, and very annoying.

Annoying as it was, however, it was not half so annoying
as the discovery that Mr. Linton made immediately after. -

The second discovery put the lid on it, so far as Mr.
fiinton was concerned. Not only was one suit missing,
almost every stitch of clothing he owned had vanished, too.

Mr. Linton turned out his dressing-chest, went through
his cupboards, and ransacked every nook and corner of
the room. ‘

There was no sign of the missing “ clobber.”

With a very peculiar expression on his face, Mr. Linton
pressed a bell-push to summon Toby, the page.

Toby poked his head round the door two minutes later.

“Which vou rang, sir?”

“Ves, Toby. My clothing is missing.”

“Clothing—missing 7’ repeated Toby, as though he found
it difficult to make reason out of the Shell master’s
statement.

“During my absence from the House this afternoon,” said
Mr. Linton, his voice rising as he became more and more
conscious of his peculiar position, “some practical joker
or dishonest person has entered this room and taken away
overy garment I possess.”

“My eye!” ejaculated Toby.

“Ts there any circumstance you are aware of which can
throw any light on the affair?” asked Mr. Linton, glowering
at the page as though Toby himself might have been under
suspicion. “Have you, in the course of the day, seen any
suspilgxous character on the school premises? Speak up,

S

El

¢ j've japed old Linton this week like he's
never been japed before,’”’ boasted Qrundy
cheerfully, blissfully unaware of the figure
in Norftolk jacket and focter shoris in the
doorway behind him. By an awkward
coincidence, Mr. Linton himse!f had strolied
in just at the moment when Qrundy wase
talking about him. (See Chepter 14.)

Toby gasped.

“Nunno! Suttinly not, sir! I never saw nobody about—
low me if T did!”

It is most annoying, and—and inconvenient,” sajd Mr.:
Linton, his face turning a pinkish hue as he glanced down
at his bare knees. ‘“Apart altogether from the monetary
loss 1 may have sustained, this means that I shall have
io walk about in my present habiliments until I recover my
issing garments, or purchase new ones.”

Toby looked at I Linton’s Norfolk jacket and football

shorts, and burst to a sudden involuntary roar of
laughter.

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Toby !” exclaimed Mr. Linton.

“Hayw, haw, haw! Which 1 was thinking, sir. I¢1l be
rather {unny if you ’ave to walk about like that for lonsz.
Haw, bhaw, haw!”

—I—— Impertinent youth! How da gasped
Mr. Linton. “Return to the servants’ quarters immedi-

ately, and make inquiries on my behalf, or I will report
you for disrespectful behaviour.” :

Toby became serious again as if by magic.

“Ow! Vessir! Suttinly, sir!” he said, and departed te
execute the orders of the unhappy master of the Shell.

Mr. Linton, with a heightened colour, marched down-
stairs to make inquiries for h.mself.

_A surprisingly large number of juniors were about, coii-
sidering that it was the hour at which they usually tosk
their tea. Some of them stared at the sight of Mr. Linto
in his referee’s outfit at so late an hour. Others snigger

and once there was a burst of laughter at the remark of
a wit among the speetators.
Mr. Linton’s face, which had been pink, became scarlet.

id

He realised that this was but a foretaste of what he wo
have to endure if he had to wear football shorts for

one.

Mrs. Mimms, the housekeeper, was ascending the stairs
as Mr. Linton came down. The flustered Form master
became more flustered still as he saw her start of surprire
on observing his attire.

“Oh—er—Mrs. Mimms,” he said, as they met, “possibly
you are surprised to sce me in such unusual dress?”’
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“Not at all, Mr. Linton, sir,” said Mrs. Mimms cheer-
fully. “What with these dress reformers, and what not,
I'm not surprised at anything nowadays.”

Mr. Linton coughed. ;

“Dear me! Pray do not conclude that I am concerned in
any movement for dress reform, madam, The fact is that
some unknown miscreant has dispossessed me of all my
clothing while 1 have been superintending a football match
this afternoon.”

“QOh!” said Mrs. Mimms, giving the Shell master a hard
look that seemed to imply a doubt as to whether Mr. Linton
was in his sane and sober senses.

“To the identity of the culprit I have unfortunately at
the moment no clue,” said Mr. Linton. “Woe betide him
when I find out who he is! In the meantime, madam,
would ask you to institute inguiries among the domestic
staff.” ; :

“Yes, sir. I will do that with pleasure,” smiled the
housekeeper. :

Mr. Linton nodded and went on his way. A moment
later he started. He could almest have declared that he
heard behind him a smothered laugh. Mr. Linton did not
take any steps to confirm his suspicions, but he was uncom-
fortably aware of the probable explanation—that Mzs.
Mimms had actually found something humorous in his
predicament. Mr. Linton’s blood boiled within him at that
dreadful thought. He marched on, experiencing emotions
to which it was impossible to give expression.

There was & buzz from the crowd in the Hall as ke
entered. TWifty pairs of eyes werc fixed on the master of
the Shell. Mr, Linton began to feel an overwhelming
desire for the earth to open and swallow him up.

In a state of utter confusion he stopped to speak to Tom
Merry, who was chatting with a crowd of juniors at the
foot of the stairs.

“Merry, a most extraordinary thing has happened to
me,” he said, in a choked voice. My entire wardrobe has
disappeared during my absence from the House this
afternoon.” - -

“Qh, sir!” said Tom Merry, doing his best to appear
surprised. .

“That any boy belonging to the School House can have
been so reckless as to hoax me in this manner, I am un-
willing to believe,” said Mr. Linton. “I am forced, there-
force to the conclusion that a‘ housebreaker has been at
work. Are you aware that any suspicious character has
been observed in the House during the afternoon?”

“T haven’t heard of onc being seen, sir,” answered Tom
Merry truthfully. .

Tom could have enlightened his Form master consider-
ably on the matter, had he felt so disposed. Naturally, he
did not feel disposed, and, in the circumstances, his answer
combined truth with tact. ; :

“You will inform me at once, should it transpire that
such a character has been seen by any junior to whom you
happen to speak ?”

“VYes, sir.”

“Very well.” a

And Mr. Linton continued on his way, looking as though
things were far from being very well in reality. He was
conscious that a subdued laugh followed him from the group
at the foot of the stairs.

Mr. Linton made his way towards Mr. Railton’s study.
He became aware suddenly that in the course of his journey
from the upper regions of the House he had collected a
considerable following. At least a score of juniors,
prominent among whom was Grundy of the Shell, were now
straggling along at a discreet distance behind him. The
flustered Form master paused for a moment to look round
and bestow on them a baleful glare that had the effect
of making their cheerful grins disappear with remarkable
rapidity. But when he resumed his journey the grins re-
appeared again, and Grundy and the rest followed on as
before.

At the corner of one of the passages Mr. Linton collided
with Mr. Selby, the mastgr of the Third. Mr. Selby looked
in a disagreeable mood.” Mr. Selby usually did look like
that, He gave a violent start as his glance travelled down
to his colleague’s uncovered knees.

“So you have joined themi” he remarked icily.

“8ir1” exclaimed Mr. Linton stiffly, wondering what
could be the meaning of that eryptic remark.

“I have read about this futile, prepostcrous movement
in the absurd daily Press!” said Mr. Selby harshly. “I
must_say that up &ill now it did not occur to me that
“members of the scholastic profession would be so mis-
guided as to join it.” :

“Mr. Selby!” gasped the surprised Shell master.

“For grown men to parade about in the ludicrous garb
of Boy Scouts shows a fack of the sense of the fitness of
things that I can only describe as deplorable. You will
excuse me, Mr. Linton, if I tell you that in your present
attire you look undignified and absurd.”
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“8ir!” hooted Mr. Linton.

“For the life of me, I cannot understand your joining
such a movement!”

“Such a movement as what ?” almost shrieked the master
of the Shell.

Mr. Selby’s lip curled.

.“ Why, the Dress Reform League, of course. Presumably,
sir, that is the society whose aims you are following at
present 2 :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a roar from the back.
simply couldn’t help it.

Mr. Linton was hardly conscious of them. His attention,
for the moment, was taken up entirely by Mr. Selby.

“Are you—are you seriously suggesting that you think me
capable of joining the Dress Reform League, sir?” he
roared. :

“That is the only conclusion possible in the circum-
stances,” replied Mr, Selby tartly. “When a gentleman in
your position appears in public at this hour of the day
dressed in Boy Scout’s breeches——”

Mr. Linton seemed to choke.

“Stop! I forbid you to say more!” he gasped. “For
the moment, sir, ‘I decline to bandy words with you.
Later, you will perhaps realise that your conclusion is a
hasty one, without a tittle of evidence to support it. When
that timo arrives, sir, I trust that an adequate apology will
be forthcoming. I bid you a very good-evening, sir!”

And Mr. Linton fled, leaving Mr, Selby to stare after
him in frowning perplexity, and a crowd of highly enter-
tained juniors to yell.

.Mr. Linton was in Mr. Railton’s room for quite a long
time. The juniors would dearly have loved to hear what
went on in the interview between Housemastér and Form
master; but that pleasure, naturally, was denied them.

The Shell master reappeared eventually, still wearing
his referee’'s “clobber,” and a buzzing crowd, consisting of
half the House, shepherded him on an aimless tour of the
building, abandoning that pleasant recreation only when
the time arrived for prep.

And when prep was over and done, the news spread like
wildfire through the quarters of the excited and deeply
interested juniors that Mr. Linton was still searching for
his missing habiliments—and searching in vain !

The listening juniors

' CHAPTER 14.
Trouble for Grundy !

(13 0OOD old Grundy!”
G A yell went up as George Alfred Grundy’s hefty
figure appeared in the doorway of the junior

Common-room that evening.

Grundy was accompanied by Wilkins and Gunn, who
were looking rather worried and uneasy Grundy’s study-
mates, who felt a certain amount of responsibility for their
celebrated leader, were, as a matter of fact. rather alarmed
by the success of the hoax on Mr. Linton.

Grundy himself, of course, felt nothing remotely resem-
bling alarm. His rugged face was beaming like a full
moon. He felt delighted and proud and successful and a
lot of other things. But he didn’t feel alarmed.

“Well, I've done it!” he remarked genially, as he
strolled into the Common-room.

“You have that! Strikes me you’ve done for yourself,
too !” said Tom Merry rather seriously.

“Ha, ha, ha{”

“I fancy I've scored this time, what?” grinned Grundy.
“Ever see anything like it before?  There’s old Linton
raging all over the House, looking like a scarecrow in his
footer shorts, and all the other masters chortling—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“And old Selby still mad because he thinks Linton’s
become a dress reformer——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

“ And all the time Linton’s clobber’s up in the box-room,
where I shoved it this afternoon. Some jape, eh?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” S

“Bit too much of a jape, if you ask me, Grundy,” said
Tom Merry quietly.  “If you take my tip, you'll finish it
as quickly as you can, now. There’s trouble coming along
for you if you don’t.” :

Grundy grinned,

“T'll ask for your advice when I want it, Tom Merry!
Linton asked for it by reporting me to the Head, and now
he's jolly well got it! He can have his clobber back when
he finds it! Meanwhile, he can punt around in his footer
rig-out !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom smiled faintly.

“That’s all very well, old bean. But Linton’s rag is out
over this bizney, and if he finds out who japed him——>
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“No reason why he should,” said Grundy.

“Well, eonsidering that half the House knows who did
it already, I should prefer to say that there’s no reason
why he shouldn’t! And once he does, there’s trouble for
you, Grundy—trouble, with a capital T1”

“Who cares? Think I’'m afraid of a bit of trouble?”
asked Grundy, with a sniff.

“Not a bit of it! But you haven’t heard the last of that
rag in the Bixth Open Debate last night yet. Kildare’s
been inguiring for you several times during the day, you
know. And with this coming on top of it—we!l il

“Might turn out to bg serious!” finished Manners. .

“ Exactly 1*

Grundy laughed carelessly,

“You mean I might get a Head’s flogging?
would be worth it, wouldn’t it?” ;

“Possibly. Bubt I’m thinking it might be worse than
that,” said Tom. “It’s quite on the eards that the Head
may think it bad enough to merit the sack ”

Grundy frowned. ;

“QOh, but that’s rot! Mean to say that the Head would
be likely to sack me$”

“He might ¥ : .
~ “Neveri” deelared Grundy, with conviction. “The
Head’s several sorts of an ass at times, I know, bub he's
not quite such an ass -as that!” ; 4

“Oh, my hat }”

“Take my word for it, the Ilead’s not so soft as he
sometimes looks. He’s got a pretty gooc idea who holds
the Shell fogether and puts life and soul mmto the School
House,” said Grundy confidently.  “The Head won’t be
potty enough to sack me, den’t you worry!”

“Great pip! Then you are the one yvho helds the Shell
together, and puts life and soul into the School House?”
asked Lowther blankly,

“Of course!”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“Blessed if I see anything funny in that! I should have
thought it obvious after all I've done this week,” said
Grundy. “Who else would have thought of playing up
old Linton in class, as I did?”

«. “Ha, ha! Nobody!*

“Who else would have thought of any of the wheezes
T've worked in the last few days, if it comes to that?” :

“Nobody—or, at least, nobody in his right senses!”
grinned Lowther,

“Ha, ha, hai”

“Cackle awdy, you silly asses! You know jolly well i’s
true, anyway !” snorted Grundy. “I’ve japed old Linton
this week like he’s never been japed before and nobody can
deny it !” 5

#’8h-sh 1’ came a sudden warning from some of the
crowd. 3

While Grundy was spegking, those of the juniors who
were looking in that diréetion, had observed the door ¢
the Common-room open. Their grins underwent a light-
ning transformation when they recognised the neweomer.

For the figure in the doorway was a figure in Norfolk
jacket and footer shorts. By an awkward coincidence, Mr.
‘Linton himself had strolled in jusi at the moment when
Grundy vas talking about him! :

Grundy was blissfully unaware that the subject of his
remarks wazs standing  behind him. Loftil, ‘ignoring the
*2Sh-'gh’s 1’ that were directed at him, he continued

“Whatever the rest of you feel about it, I can tell you
that 'm jolly well not afraid of any Form master, let
alone Linton i” :
. “Grundy $” muttered Manners, with a horrified look at
the frozen figure of Mr, Linton,

““Blessed if I understand what there is to be frightened
of, anyway |” rattled on Grundy cheerfully. “Why, when
I mentioned the idea of hiding Linton’s clobber to Wilkins
and Gunn this morning, you'd have thought by the way
they looked that I was planning some awiul erime!”

“QOld man——" whispered Wilkins, almost with tears in
his eyes. :

“It didn’t prevent me working the' jape, snyway!”
. grinned Grundy. “You know for yourselves now, that I
was rifhb and they were wrong. It's been a howling sue-
- cess all through, and—-"" ‘

“ Grundy [?

Grundy jumped., His cheerful rattle of talk ccased as
though he had suddenly been struck dumb.
~“That’s torn it !” remarked Monty Lowther, sotto voee.

“Grundy ! You—you— How dare you!” stuttered Mr.
Linton, stalking into the Common-room with majestic and
awe-inspiring tread.

“Qw! Linton!” muitered Grundy.

It was not often that Grundy felt nonplussed. Bub he
certainly felt at a loss now. 'The thought. that Mr. Linton
had heard what he had just been saying struck a sord of
chill even into Grundy’s heart.

Well, is

“Boy {” thundercd Mr. Linton, who seemed, for the
moment, to be at a loss for words.

“I-T ? stuttered Grundy. :
~ “1 can scarcely credit what I hmve heard. It is amaz-
ing-—almost incredible! That a boy in my Form should
have been responsible for the disappearance of my clothing
fills me with almost incredulous astonishment, That he
chould be found afterwards boasting of and glorying in
his infamous conduct ﬁl]s’ me with disgust!”

5 3

“You—you sce, sir

“1 do not see, Grundy! I refuse to see any reason in
the dreadful behaviour to which I have heard you confess!”
“Yes, but—=" :

“Silence, sir! I decline to bandy words with one who
has had the temerity to place his own Form master in the
unpleasant and humiliating position in which I have been
placed. Any explanation you have to make, Grundy, must
b2 made to the headmaster. Follow me!” :

And Mr. Linton—majcstic in his wrath, in spite of his
footer shorts—swept. out of the Common-room. :

Grundy, for once in his life utterly dismayed, followed,
and the door of the Common-room closed behind him, leav-
ing the juniors fairly buzzing with excitement.

It really locked as if Grundy, at long, long last, was, &
usc Monty Lowther’s expression, “for it!” i

——

CHAPTER 15, ~
Duffer’s Luck !
& STONISHING Y” said the Head.
**Almost incredible "> supplemented My, Lintor.
‘ Amazing I’ : -
“Unprecedented !’ : ¢

The Head and the Shell master, having reached the top
note in expressing their astonishment, amazement, and in-
Iarefuhty, subsided and regarded Grundy with grim, stern
ooka.

The great man of the Shell was standing before the Head’s
desk. Mr. “Linton had taken up a position on one side of
him, and on the other side stood Kildare of the Sixth.

Troubles, it is said, never come singly. Grundy was
finding the old axiom true on this occasion. When he
entered the Head’s study, on the heels of the irate Mr.
Tinton, it was to find Kildare present, discussing the un-
fortunate affair of the Open Debate.  Kildare and Mr.
Linton, combining forces, had made out a case against
thie Shell junior that even Grundy, obtuse as he was, realised
must look pretly serious in the eyes of the ITead.

“Grundy 1

The Head’s voice secmied even deeper than usual.

G{undy ]00};(:(1 up, with a frown on his rugged face,

“Yes, sirV

“You have heard what has been said by Mr. Linton and
Kildare. You are accused of perpetrating two practical
jokes of a most andacious and disrespectful deseription—
jokes which, it seems, are but the eulmination of a whole
series of similar exploits. To me it appears impossible that
there can be any extenuating circumstances attached to your
nutrageous behaviour, I.am, however, prepared to listen
carefully to anything you have to say in your defence.”

Dr. ITolmes sat back in his chair and waited.

Grundy’s self-possession began to come back to him. Mr,
Linton’s awe-inspiring wrath had temporarily deprived him
of it; but now, at the crucial moment, it fortunately
returned. :

Grundy regarded the Head fearlessly.

“All right, sir. DI’ll explain all about it, then; and I'm
jolly sure—I mean I'm sure, sir, that when you see my point
you’ll agree that what I’'ve done is in the best interests of
the rising generation {” e

“What—what I’ gasped Dr. Holmes, almost jumping out .
of his chair,

“I’ve only been doing in a small way, sir, what was done
on g much {arger scale in tho ’eighties,” explained Grundy.
“Cousidering things in a general sort of way, schoolboys
are moro serious nowadays than they were in the ’eighties,
aren’t they?” \ i

“Grundy 1’ exclaimed the Head helplessly, looking at the
great man of the Shell as though he might have been some
aueer new specimen of animal life.

“In the ’eighties, rags and japes flourished like they never
have done sines,” pursued Grundy seriously. “The school-

“hoys of those days took life carelessly and lightheartedly.

Were they any the worse for it when they grew into
manhood 2’

i Boy l?’ X : :

“They were not!’ said Grundy, answering his own ques-
tion. ““As a matter of fact, they turned out to be jolly fine
men., But nowadays things are very different. Chaps like
myself have been in the habit of locking at everything too

{Continued on page 27.)
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Goodwiiz

Toasting a Hero!

Uncommon clever of you to trace the
“You're

i Y Jove!

glasses to Dereker!” laughed Sir Harry.

quite an expert in erime.” .

“Oh, no!” said the Woolly Lambe, smiling.

“Wynne is a born detective.” In fact, he set out as a police-

man ‘one day and was about to arrest me, though I don’t
know what wickedness he thought I'd been guilty of.”

“Oh, I say, sir!” said Taffy, blushing like a beetrcot.
#This is too bad! 2 e

“We must have chuckled Sir _
“Wouldn’t miss wyas it,
Lambe?” =

The Remove master was just going to oblige with the
tale when Taffy, in shecr agony of mind, broke in.

“It isn’t fair, sir! It—if you don’t stop, I shall tell
them about your pulling me out of the weir.” S

“No, no!” exclaimed the Woolly Lambe, laughing, but
startled. “Not that! Merey, my boy! I surrender!”

“He saved my lifc and very nearly lost his own,” said
Taffy to the others.

“Bless my soul! We've got to hear about that!” said Sir
Harry emphatically. “I won't let a soul out of the room
till I've heard it.”

“So you shall, sir. It was this way. Jellicoe and T were
fishing one day when the river was flooded.”

“Wynne, you promised to hold your tongue about it!”
cried the Woolly Lambe.

“Only in the school, sir,” said Taffy mischievously.
“You've made things so hot for me to-night I'm going to
make you uncomfortable, and then we’ll be quits. Yes, Sir
Harry, lots of men have got the V.C. for less plucky things
than Mr. Lambe did. It was like this.”

In simple language, and to the Remove master’s great
discomfiture, he told of the gallant rescue the Woolly Lambe
had made when the punt went over the flooded weir, and
how narrow an escape they had both had. There was
complete silence, and everybody hung on the boy’s words,
listening ecagerly,

There was a pause after he had finished; and then the
baronet, his eyes glistening as he looked at the master,
stood up.

“Friends,” he said. “I give you a toast. Drink with
me to the health of the most gallant gentleman who ever
came to Codrington {” ;

All were on their feet in a moment, and, looking toward
Mr, Lambe they toasted him with a heartfelt cheer, and
as it died out Dereker’s deep baritone burst forth in two
notes.

“For-or

The others all took it up.

$——he’s a joily good fellow,
For he’s a jolly good fellow,
For he’s a jolly good fe-ell-ow!
And so say all of us!”

The Head joined in more heartily than anybody, and
three ringing “Hip-hip-hurrahs{” wound up the verse as
they sat down,

“You young scoundrel, Wynne !”” said the Woolly Lambe,
feelingly. ““Wait till I get you in class to-morrow.”
“Tm broud to have you under the roof of Roydon,
sir I” said Sir Harry enthusiastically.

I—=
the story!”
it for anything. What

Harry.
Mzr.

»

Our School-Adventure Serial!

WHAT HAS QONE BEFCRE.

Convinced that My, Wollaston Lambe, their new Form master, is an
escaped convict, Taffy Wynne & Co., and Ferguson & Co., rival factions
in the Remove, the most wnruly Form at Codrington, determine to bring
pressure to bear to rid the school of the mew master's presence. Their
efforts prove of little avail, however, for the Woolly Lambe not only shows
that he is capable of taking care of' himself ond kis Form, but startles the
school by catching a cracksman in the act of looting the school’s strong-room.
Although Wynne & Co. are ready to back up the Woolly Lambe, Ferguson
and his cronies are still determaned to expose their new Form-master.
Later, Taffy Wynne is instrumenial in saving the life of Dorothy Beckford,
the pretty daughter of one of the governors of the school. As a recognition
of his bravery he is invited, together with his chums and o new boy named
Jellicoe, to dine at Sir Harry Beckford’s house that same night. Canon
Wyndham, the head. ter of Codrington, and Mr. Wollaston Lambe are
also invited. Seizing the chance of putting o spoke in the Woolly Lambe’s
wheel, Ferguson expresses an anonymous letter to Sir Harry warning the
wealthy baronet that the Form master is @ thief. Sir Harry, however,
ignores the missive, and filling his glass to the brim, promptly drinks to the
health of kis visitor, after which Mr. Lombe himself amuses his host by
telling him how the juniors have tried to pull kis leg by wearing monocles
@n the Form-roomn. (Now read on).

“And I never even heard of this,” said the Head., “Not
a word of it!” :

“He wouldn’t let me mention it in the school, sir,
Taffy.

“A brave man is always modest,” added the baronet.

“T1 wish I'd left you in the weir, you young rascal,” said
the tormented Woolly Lambe. “Just fall in again and T'll
take care you don’t get out!”

The laugh went all round the table, and all was jollity
again very quickly, The meal was ended, all but the
dessert, and when that was over Sir Harry rose and
suggested a move to the drawing-room.

The footman opened the door, and Sir Harry stood aside
while his two older guests filed out first. Just then Purvis,
the butler, approached his master.

“Beg pardon, Sir Harry! Will you give me the keys
to lock the valuables up as usual? Or shall I wait?” he
said, in a low voice—it was a rule at Roydon Hall for the
safes that held the gold plate to be locked at nine o’clock.

“Oh, I'll see to it myself,” said the baronet. “I want
to show my guests one or two things. I don’t suppose you
four youngsters care about old plate, and heirlooms, and
things, eh? All right, stay herc for a quarter of an hour,
and help yourself to more dessert, or coffee, or anything
you fancy., We'll have a game of billiards presently, or
some shooting at the model rifle range.”

He went out, and the boys were left in the dining-ball.
They glanced at each other meaningly as soon as they
were alone.

1

said

“What a rippin’ evening!” said Birne. “But I say,
that was a rum go when the message came in for Sir Harry.
There was something about Lambe in that letter.”

“It looked as if there was going to be a row,” said
Taffy. “It was an ugly business. that, I wonder——"

“It don’t take much guessing who sent the thing, and
the reason why it came just when it did,” said Dereker.
“P’m going to see.”

He stepped quickly to the fireplace. The ecrushed-up
note had not been burnt. Tt Lad fallen off the firebars,
as Dereker noticed at the time, and was lying among the
cinders. He picked it up and opened it.

“I say,” said Taffy, “we oughtn’t to do that, you know.
We're Sir Harry’s guests, and that’s his letter. It won’t
do, prying into his——"

“Look here,” said Dereker, “we’re on Lambe’s side,
aren’t we? And we know there are some blackguards up
against him. We're pledged to do our best for him, an’ I
say it’s no breach of faith with anyone to read this note,
because I know who sent it.”

“Derry’s right enough,” said Birne. “We’re doing all
we can for Lambe, and it looks as if somebody’s played
a low-down trick on him. Sir Harry’s in the dark, and
we're not.” ) : -

Taffy agreed, and Dereker smoothed out the note. They
read it quickly. It was not written, but printed in capitals
with a2 pen, and read as follows:

“LOOK AFTER YOUR GOLD PLATE. THE MAN
WHO CALLS HIMSELF LAMBE IS A THIEF, AND
THE POLICE ARE AFTER HIM. HE HAS DONE
ONE BURGLARY NEAR HERE ALREADY. YOUR
HOUSE WILL BE THE NEXT.

~ “A WELL-WISHER.”

“Look at that!” said Taffy, clenching his fists. “The
skunk who sent this reckoned to get Lambe disgraced
right here at the table.”

(For the continuation of ihis
special enlovged CHRISTMAS

serial see next week’s
NUMBER of the GEM.)
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seriously. We may find later on that because of that we're
lacking in something or other.”

* G-G-Grundy !

“And that’s why I've been japing all round lately,” said
Grundy. . “I thought it over, and came to the conclusion
that it was time I got out of my serious ways; and I made
up my mind to mould myself on the pattern of the fellows
of the old days——"

“But—but this is preposterous! Have you been reading
some extraordinary literature, that such strange ideas have
entered your head?”

Grundy smiled.

**Not reading, sir; listening-in. I heard it on the wireless
the other afternoon.’’

There was a sudden exclamation from Mr, Linton.

“The—the wireless?” he stuttered. “The wireless,
Grundy?”

Grundy nodded.

“It was a lecture by a schoolmaster on.® Are Boys More
Serious? I heard it right through.”

“‘Geoodness gracious me!” exclaimed the master of the
Shell. *“Dr. Holmes——"

“I do not think we: can take Grundy's statement seri-

oq:lly ** the Head was saying, when Mry. Linton broke in
with :
“But—but really, sir, I hardly know what to say.

Grundy’s statement, I must admit, comes as a bombshell to
me. In point of fact, there was such a lecture.as he de-
scribes a few days ago.”

“Dear me!”

. “It is a fact that the lecturer became rather reminiscent
in the course of his talk, and referred rather enthusiastically
to a number of hoaxes and practical jokes in which he took
part in his young days,” said M. Linton, whose expression
had become very extraordinary. “The explanation was, of
course, that he was looking back on the past in a sentimental
fashion.”

. Dr. Holmes looked considerably, surprised.

“Dear me! You appear to know a great deal about this
lecturer, Mr. Linton!” he remarked.

“That is so, sir. To reveal the truth——" Mr. Linton
hesitated ; ' then, with a sudden rush, said: “I was the
lecturer myself I” .

Fer half a minute there was silence in the study. Dr.
Holmes, Kildare, and Grundy stared at the master of the
Shell as though stupefied.

“I—T Really, Mr. Linton, this makes the position
most awkward!” obseryved Dr. Holmes. “I recollect now
your informing me that you were to deliver a broadcast
lecture one afternoon, but—but——"

“Well, sir, 1 must say that I hardly imagined my lecture
was capable of being taken by a boy in my own Form as
an inducement to play practical jokes on me!” said Mr.
Linton, helping the Head out.

“Well, really, Mr. Linton, I am placed in a most peculiar
position !’ exclaimed Dr. Holmes. *“ Have you any sugges-
tion to make?”

“The only suggestion I can make, in the circumstances,
is that you allow the whole matter to drop. In common
justice, I,can, hardly ask for the boy to be punished after—
after—"

“Hem ! Exactly!” murmured the Head. “ At the same
time, Grundy, it must be clearly understood that behaviour
of this kind can in no circumstances be countenanced again.
There is no doubt in my mind that you have misunderstood
Mr. Linton’s ideas on the subject of discipline, and M.
Linton will, I assume, acquaint you fully with his exact views
on the matter at the earliest opportunity. You may go!”

Once out in the passage, Grundy was besieged by an excited
crowd of juniors, who listened to the story of Mr. Linton’s
lecture and how it had actually led Grundy to do the things
he had done.

“Well, it’s a case of a duffer’s luck; if you like !” remarked
Tom Merry, when Grundy had concluded. “But you’ve been
a howling ass, Grundy !”

And there was not a solitary junior at St. Jim’s who did
not agree with the junior captain’s statement.

THE END. )

(Next weel’s GRAND CHRISTMAS NUMBER of the
GEM will coniain another long complete story of St.
Fim’s, entitled : *“ THE MENACE OF THE WOLF!
~the first of @ new and amazing series introducing a
new boy from South America.  There’s bound to be

a great demand for our special enlarged Christmas. . .

Number, chums, so be sure YOU: order YOUR copy
WELL IN ADVANCE!)
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MECCANO WEEK!

Once a year, during
makes a special display

Meccano Week, every dealer
of Meccano. The dealers in

your district have completed their preparations and all
is ready for thé hosts of eager boys who are full of keen

interest and unbounded

enthusiasm to learn the latest

about Meccano. Boys of all ages—full of excitement—
wanting to know about this wonderful hobby.

Meccano 1s real engineering in miniature—all the
parts are mimatures of the corresponding parts in real

engineering practice.

They are all standardised and

interchangeable and can be used to make hundreds of

different working models.

That is why Meccano is

the finest and most enthralling hobby in the world—
there are new thrills for the Meccano boy every day
and there is no end to Meccano fun.

Boys! Do not miss this greatest week of the year
Visit vour dealer at the first opportunity.

PRICES OF MECCANO OUTFITS
No. U0 Outht builds 205 j No. 5 Outht (Carton) builds
models. Price 3/6 9 moode}’s. (Erice 6115’3
3 ; 0. utht nameille

No. O Quifit. builds 334 | ™ Cabines) builds Zodmodsls
e . . Price 95/

No 1 Outht builds 564 N, ¢ Qutfie (Carton) builds
models. Price 10¢- 811 del Price 115/

l Outfit builds 612 et (he H
No. 2 Out pe No. 6 Outfit (Enamelled
models. Price 16/-| " Cabinet) builds 811

No. 3 Outht builds 663 models, Price 150/-
models. Price 276 | No. 7. Outfit (Enamelled

No. 4 Outht builds. 720§+ Cabinet)  builds 846
models. Price 50/ models. Price 365/,

SEND FOR THIS NEW
MECCANO BOOK—FREE

MECCAN

1t 1s brimiul of beautitul illustra~
tions showing the marvellous
engineering models that can be built
with  Meccano. All the Meccano
Qutfits are fully described and many
other interesting details of this
wonderful hobby are given.

We will send you a free copy of
this new eccano Book in ex-
change for the names and addresses
of three of your chums.

Write clearly and put No. 36
after your name for reference.

MECCANO LTD, (Dept. 36), OLD SWAN, LIVERPOQL-
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'?cmber ZSth Sch is ¢ Bowman Week ”—make a note of it—
in"every good model train shop throughout the country‘

during-that week you wﬂl“ be ablc to see Bowman 10ces nmnmg
~ under their own steam.

You'll be able to see for yourseif what a dlﬁ"erence Steam does
“make to a model railway ... .. See the realism , . ... the long non-
stop runs with heavy coaches. ... the pow ver 1

- What's more these steam locos—these ‘Bowman’s—don’t cost any

~ more than clockwork. You really should go along to yeur de'zler
to see how ’vsell they’'re built,

: . GWMAN TANK

» Mmlgggg‘()() (ill !!St'r‘af:d‘)
I ¢ e oking

“ ‘Wd "ea“'.v [{_‘Gidb Oa(luv

3 L,On ng stock over : i
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s 3 B nan ¢ . the ek
4 d the price 6
‘T?su:)r\\;\npesmge 93? 1 8/ 3

Length 8% ins.

~\ co n“
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Ghauze
BOWMAN TANK LOCO 265 - BOWMAN STEAM: LOCO 234
Sy Bigger and so more powerful than Loco 300: “Wall —a- super product in every way. Really good
. draw 6 heavy trucks 1% “miles on one filling! looking—in fact a real model express. But that's
“Just the thing for the yotng ‘model engineer who not all; you should see it draw heavy coaches
¢ - wants a powerful yet handsome tank loco. 22/6 for long non-stop runs.  You'll ‘be surprised the
P Length 104 ins. “ O Gauge, Price power this loco has got. Come and see it running

(postage 9d.) yourself | Length (with tender) 20 irs,

“0" Gauge. Pnre of Loco (postage }/~) /6
st ‘ 27
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This Bowman Book will tell you all about these and
all the other Bowman productions—including the
special new track that's strong enough te stand on, yet
costs no more than the usual tin plate sori—The rolling
stock—and marvellous stationary engines, specially
designed for driving Meccano and other models.

froi!

mTiSH & QUARANTEED

The Book of Bowman Models, the Steam Engines, and the Locos are
: obtamable from all Halford’s branches and good stores everywhere.

BOWMAN MODELS - (DEPT.. 457), DEREHADM. NORFOLE\



