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CHAPTER 1.
Very Mysterious !
"ACK BLAKE came along the
Fowrth Form passage io  the
8chool House at St. Jim’s, and

turned the handle of the door of

Study 1Np. 6 )
To hie surprise, the door did not
open. Blake jerked at the handle

again, and then kicked vigorously at
the lower pancls.
“Hallo! Who is there?!" he called

out.

“Weally, Blake—"" came the gentle
voice of Arthur Augusius D'Arcy of
the Fourth Form from within the
study.

“Open 'the door, Gussy [

“I'm sowwy !”

“1 want my footer!” roared Blake
through the keyhole. “"Herries and D;g
are waiting for me. Open the door!

" W !u

Blake gicked at the door again.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell
of the Fourti Farm, who shared the
famouns apartment with Blake, Herries,
and Digby, evidently did not want to
be disturbed. He gad locked himself
in 8tudy Ne. 6, and Blake guessed that
he was trying on new ties. He ham-
mered at the door.

i Let me in, you fathead (™

fSawwy 1*
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“T'll sowwy you!" exclaimed Blake,
“1f vou don't open the door, you fat-
head, T'll bump you bald-headed!| Let
me in'"

“Bowwy, but—"

Baung, bang, ban

“Weally, Dlake,
You ate thwowin’ me into

1
% wish you would go
uite

away.
a futteh with that feahful wow!”
“Will you open +the door? said
Blake, brezthing hard through his nose.
* Imposs 17
“ Why, you ass”
“I weluse to be called an ass!"
“Why can't you open the doori”
shrieked Jack DBlake.
“I am twyin’ an expewimeni.”
“Rats! The neckties can go and

cat coke !
burblin’ jabberwock
%I decline to be chawgeclewised as a
burblin® jabberwock, and I wefuse to
open the door. I am twyin' an expewi-
ment, and I cannot be bothahed by you
youngstahs !”
Blake snorted,

Open the door at onee, you

i

“If you don’t open this door at
once—"" he said in measured tones.

“Pway go away " .

“What experiment are you trying,

you ass?”

“It's a jape on the Gwammawians,
I am goin’ to make them sit up, deah
boy, and give Gordon Gay & Co. the
gi(i(dy kybosh 1

“QOh, rot!*

d, and reprod

i
il

Wooiton minor was seized and a Redakin dragged at his wig.

It came off in his dusky hand, and the audisnce shrisked.

“ Ugh! ' gaid Sitting Bull.

Tom Merry & ©Oo., disgulised aa ths

Redekins, were making very unexpected changes I|n the
Qrammarian play ]

“ "Twaa as | suspected. Her

“Weally, Blake—>

“Are vou coming, Blake"" roared the
powerful voice of Herries up the stairs.

“The silly ass won't let mo into the
study 1" shouied Jack Blake. “Come
and help me bash the door in!”

“ Right-ho 1"

Ierries and Digby camo up the stairs
three at a time,

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
camo along the passage from their
study at the same moment, and paused
outside Study No. & as they beheld
Blake's red and wrathful countenance.

“Wherefore this thusness?” asked
Monty Lowther, in surprise.

Blake delivered u terrific kick on the
door.

“Gussy's locked himself in, and won't
open the door ! he gasped. “I'm goi
to bust the lock and then bust Gussy!

“Ha ha, ha !

“1 should uttalily wefuse to be busted,

Blake. deah boy,” came the voice of
Arthur Au‘gustus from within: “and I

wegard busted' as &  volgah
expwaession,

TOpen  the door!” bawled Blake,
Herries, and Dighy together.

# Bowwy 1"

“You're not so sorry as you'll be
presently ! roared Blake.

“Weally, deah boy—"

“What on earth is he up to?” asked
Tom Moerry, laughing. “Blake, old

ith permission stricily forbidden.)
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man, vou'd better go easy with that
row, or you'll have a prefect up here.”
“I'—ri—rip—" Words failed
Jack DBlake, and he could not fully
cxpress all the things he would do when
the door was once opened,
Levison of the Fourth
the possage.
“Hallo!
asked,
“Yes,” growled Blake. .
“Who's  Gussy got in there with
him " asked Levison.

th came along
He was grinning.
Trymg to get

in?" he

“ Nobady,”
“Yes, he has. I saw him at the
window,” said Levison; “chap wilh a

grey beard and tinted glasses.”

“What 17

“It's a fact!”

Blake stooped to the keyhole.

“Gussy, you ass, have you got any-
body in there

“No, deah bey.”

“Oh, what a whopper!” exclaimed
Levison, in amazement. saw an
old chap in there only two minules
ago. He passed the window, and I
was looking up.”

There was a chuckle from within the
study, and that was Arthur Augusius
D'Arcy’s only rejoinder to Levison’s
remarl.

Blake put his eye to the keyhole and
lovked into the study. The keyhole
commanded a view of about a third
part of the room, and Blake gave a
jump as he caugi\.t sight of a figure
in o frock-coat, with a grey beard and
tinted glasses, exactly as Levison had
doseribed it. The figure moved out of
the line of vision the next meoment.

“My hat!” ejaculated Blake.

“What have you seen?" asked
Manners.

“Chap in there with a beard ani
glasses.”

“What I?

Levison chuckled his disugreeable

chuekle. The cad of the Fourth was
always pleased in finding anybody ont
it anything not quite above-board.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey had a repu-
tation for truthfulness that eompletely

it in the shade that of the late (ieorge
(lﬁ'ashingtun. And yet D'Arey had
stated that there was absolutely no-
body in the study with him, and Blake
had seen 2 man evidently of middle-age.

Bluke was so astonished that he was
silent for n full minute, ,

i Blessed 1f I understand this,” said
Tom Morry, equally amazed. Gussy
said distinetly that thore was no one in
the study with him.”

nite distinetly,” said Manners.

“Must be off his rocker,”
Herries.

Levison sniggered.

“Oh, it's samething fishy, of course,”
he said, * Perhaps he's been borrowing
money. That old chap in there looks a
bit like old Benson, the maneylender of
Wayland. Anyway, he's lying,”

“Levison, you uttah wottah,” came
I Arcy's voice from within, “if I were
out there I should give you a faahful
thwashin® for that wotten wemark |”

“Open the door,” said Dighy.

“Bowwy, deah boy!”

“Gussy, old man,” said Blake with

said

an unaccustomed gentloness, ‘““open the
door, there’s a good chap, and we won't
bump you.” And Blake tapped his fore-
head as a hint to the others of what he
suspectod.

Prevarication wes so foreign to the
nature of Arthnr Augustus D'Arcy that
Blake could only imagine that thero
was something temporarily wrong with
him mentally,

“I should wefuse to be bumped,
Blake,”

“Will you open the door?”

“Sowwy I It's imposa !”

“Must be balmy,” said Monty
Lowther. *Better bust in the door, I+

think; he ought to be taken eare of.”

“Pway go away, deah bays 1”

“Who's that in there with vou,
Gussy 7™

“There 1s nobody here, deah boys.”

*Look here, Gussy, I saw him through
the lkeyhole,” said Blake.

A chuckle was the only reply.

“It isn't like you to tell whoppers,
Gussy. You must be off your rocker.
Now, open the door, like a good chap.”

LR LR

Rag and counter-rag follow Fast
on each other when Tom Merry
& Co. and their Grammar School
rivals get to grips again. But
Gordon Gay & Co. meet their
match when the St. Jim's ** Red-

skins” get on the warpath !
NI i E I g

“Bowwy! It's impess| I cannot be
bothahed just now.”

“1 want my footer,”

“I will thwow it out of the window
to you if you like.”

“1 want ta come in, Gussy, I'm
afraid there's something wrong with

ou.”

Another chuckla.

“Open the doer, old fellow !

“Wats I

“Well, I'm coming in!” said Blake
determinedly. “We'll bust the leck and
make Gussy pay for a new one.”

“Good egg 1"

Blake strode along the passage and
draggeéd back a heavy form. Two or
three of the juniors grasped it, to use it
as a battering-ram.

The heavy onken form erashed against
the lock of the door, The lock was a
stout one, but it was not intended to
resist attacks of this kind.

It flew into pieces, and the door fAew
open, The juniors dropped the form
and rashed into the study.

“Bai Jove | You wottahs |

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arey's
voice, but ID'Arcy was not to be seen.

In the study a gentleman in frock cont
and beard and tinted glasses stood and
stared at the intruders, but of the swell
of 5t Jim's there was no sign in the
study. e had vanished apparently into
thin M::ul'. ;

“M-my hat!” gasped Tom Merry.
“Where's Gussy?” P ¥

TS R
CHAPTER 2.
Gussy’s Great Japs !

T The gentleman in tinted

glasses stared at them, and they
stared at him,
necktie were lying on the table, his
beautiful boots were on the rug. Ha
Lind vanished, apparently, leaving his
were dreaming
“Whera's (Gussy!” gasped Blake,
“ Gussy 17
Then the juniors jumped.
It was Arthur Au?ustus D’Arcy'a
voice, and it procceded from the middle-
“*You—you ass!” said Blake, in great
relief. “Blessed if I didn’t think there
was some giddy magie in it! You
“You chump [
The juniors regarded ID’Arcy in
amazement, They observed now that
X
in  which supplies for or
dramatic society were kept wes open,
The middle‘aged gentleman befors
them was Arthur Augustus D'Arey, and
now that they looked at Lim more care-
the tinted glasses and by dabs of grease-
paint.
The groy beard, too, was a little side-
“You—you unutterable ass!”® gaid
Blake. *Bo that is the experiment you
were trying ¥

OM MERRY & CO. stared
blankly round Btudy No. 6.
D'Arey was not to be seen.
His elegant Ktons, his collar and hia
clothes behind him,
TFor a moment the juniors fancied they
“D’Arey, old man—2
“You uttah asses!”
aged gentleman in glasses.
Tley understood.
fathead |~
“You asg!”
there were many signs in the study that
D'Arey had been “makl-ng—u%” A bo:
the juni
and there was a box of grease-paint on
the table and several wigs and beards.
fully they counld recognise his features,
disguised as he was by the beard and
ways, and its fastenings were distinetly
to be seen,
“Yaas, wathah!”

It was ludicrous to hear the junior's
boyish voice, with its beautiful "accent,
proceeding  from the grave-locking
gentleman of middle-ege.

The juniors could net help grinning.

“I wegard you as twnubﬁasome asses
fnz" intewwuptin' me in this way 1”7

What s it—a new character in
amateur theatricals?” asked Tom
Merry,

“Somethin’ like that, deah boy. I
don’t mind tellin’ you—but keep that
wottal Levison out!”

Levison of the Fourth was promptly

bundled out of the study. Blake
jammed the door shut,
**Now, explain, you image, befors

we scalp you!” hLe said.

“1 weluse to be scalped,”

“Explain "’ roared Blake,

“It's a fape,” said I Arey condescend-
ingly—""the jape of the season! T have
made the discovewy that Mr., Adams of
the Tourth Formy at the Gwammah
School has left.”

“What on carth—

“They are expectin’'a new mastah at
w“:l‘f\('mllll-;a Gwammal Scheel.”

e .){

“I had it fwom one of the
Gwammawian chaps,” D'Arcy ex-
{llﬂined. “They are expectin’' 8 new
form-mastah—a Mr. Fowlah.”
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“Whal—what——"

“PDon’t you tumble?”

"Il {umble yon if you don’t make
yourself clear I growled Blake. “What
on carth has a new ‘master at Rylcombe
Grammar School got to do with this
rot 1

“Oh, he's balmy I said Herrics,

“Weally, Hewwies—"

“It's o jape, is it 7" said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And what's the jape?”

“A wegular sell for the Gwammah
Sclhool cads!” said Arthur Augustud
D’Arcy;, with a chuckle. *1 havo
fearncd that the new mastah is expected
to-mowwow. Suppose  he  was to
awwive to-daw, instead?” A

“Well, suppose he did?” sald Blake.

“Don’t you seel”

*Beg what?”

“The jape, you duffah!” .

“Blessed if I do!” said Blake, in
bewilderment.

“1 guppose you wemembal that
Gordon Cay, of the Gwammah Schodl,
madoe himself up as Dr. Holmes, our
headinastah, once, and paluwed himself
off on us?” said D’Arcy. .

“Yos; he's & jolly good actor,” said
Tom Merry. “But what—"

“Well, ‘omo good ‘turn deserves
anothal,” said D’Arcy, “I've made my-
solf up as Mr. Fowlah, the new Yorm-
mastah at the Gwammah Schoo!, and
I'm goin’ to palm myself off on the
Gwammawians, and give them &
wclgulu.h high old time !’

The juniors simply gasped.

Gordon Gay, by his wonderful powers
of impersonation, and his still more
wonderfit powerg of sheer cheek, had
passed himself off on the St. Jim's
fellows as their headmaster on a cele-
brated occasion.

But that Arthur Augustus D'Arc
should dream of playing the same role
WS amazing. ]

In the study the junior had mon-
plussed his friends for a moment, but
only for a moment. At the second or
third glance they would have known
him. And in the open air his disguise
wonld not have passed muster for a
sccond. And if it had, his unmistal-
able voice would have given him away
inmediately he began to speak.

They stared at him blankly, in dumb-
founded silence. The silence was broken
Ly Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s satisfied
chucekle.

“What do vou think of the wheeze,
deah boys?” he asked.

“Oh " murmured Blake.
only Uncle Peter! Ohl}”

“Great Scott!”

“Phew I

“Aly word I”

*T am not surpwised that you're sur-
pwised,” said D'Arey loftily. “I think
of these things, you know. I'm not sup-
posed to be leadah of this study, but
1t wequiahs a chap with some tact and
juldgment to think of a weally good

“0Oh, my

jape 1

"Oh dear "

“1 shall give the Gwammah School
cads & weglah wotten time,” said
D'Arcy confidently. #I shall ordah
(lorden Gay & Ca. to w'eck their own

studies, and cane them, you know, and
give them lines to do, and—"

“¥ou ass!” roared Blake, finding his
voice at last,

“Weally, Blake—"

“¥You irabjous ass!”

" Weally—"

“Do rou think you'll take in tha
(lirammarians for a single second P
yolled Blake. “Why, & blind man would
know you at once [

"1 wegard you as an ass, Blake |
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“They'll spot you on the spo

‘ Imposs I

“There isn't a chap at St. Jim’s who
won't know who you are as soon as you
step outside this study in that rigl”
gasped 'Tom Merry, with tears of merri-
ment rolling down his cheeks,

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Tt’'s no good, Gussy!”

“Wats |

“They'll sealp you if you go over to
the \I;}mmmu.r School hike that!”

“They’ll know you inmediately—"

i BGS]I !)l

Y“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Donty
Lowther. “Let him go! It will ba the
joke of the season, just as he said, but
it will be up against Gussy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1 wegard you all as asses!” said
D’Arcy. '“You youngstahs can go and
play footah, and lecave me to finish my
bisney. ¥ou have intewwupted mel”

“But—but—but you don’'t really
intend to go out of doors like that?”
gasped Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah, Tom Mewwy!”

“ Anybody on the road will see that
you're in disguise. Suppose you mect

P..c. Crump. He may take you for
& disguised burglar——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He will take me for a TForm-

mastah,” said Arthur Auwgustus with
dignity., “I twust that I am as good
an actah as Gordon Gay!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Howevah, I shall put it to the
test,” said I’ Arcy. " Before goin’ ovah
to the Gwammal SBehool I will dwop
into the New House, here, and see
whethall Figgins & Co. are taken im.
f they are taken in it will be all
wight.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Weally, deah boys—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥’ roared the juniors.

“Pway cleah out, you cacklin' asses,
and don’t intewwupt me any more |”

Blake picked up his footgall.

“Oh, come on[” Lie gasped. “If he
poes aver to the New llouse in that
rig it will be all right. Figgins & Co.
will make an example of him, and he
won’t get as far as the Grammar
Bchool. Let's got down to the footer,”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“1 wegard you as a set of feahful
duffghs! I considah—"

But tho junicrs did net wait to hear
what Arthur Augustus considered.
They left the study and went stagger-
ing down the passage, weak with
laughter.

Arthur Augustus snorted and closed
the door after tham, and as the key
would no longer hold it, he jammed a
chair under the lock, Then he pro-
ceeded with his busy preparations for
the visit to the Grammar Scnool in the
nise of a new Form-master—a visit
ﬁmﬁ was to give Gordon Gay & Co. the
“kybosh,” and maeke them hide their
diminished heads for ever and ever!

CHAPTER 3.
Not Deceived !

“ UCK up, Fatty 1™
TFiggins of the Fourth wus

standing at the open window of
his study in New IHouse at Bt.
Jim's, Kerr was sitting in the arm-
chair, with his feet on the table. TFatty
Wynn was at the table, busily engaged
in” demolishing the last remmnants of a

18,

Figgins and Kerr were waiting for
their chum, but Fatty seemed to be in
no hurry. #o long as there was any of
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the pie left, wild horses would not have
dragged the fat Fourth Former irom
the study.

“Blessed if I know how you're going
to walk aftor that lot, Fatty,” said
Kerr. "And it’'s only a coupls of
hours since dinner, and you did your-
self very well then™

Tatty Wynn looked up from tho pie.

“Rot | he sald tersely. “Dinner was
very skinny—mutton cutlels nnd vege-
tables and a pudding. If I hadn’t had
the foresight to take in socine sausages
and ham sandwiches and a savéloy, I
should have gone away hungry, And I
haven’t had anythin since, excepting
the cold fowl and the eake and the
tarts. [If we're going to walk to Way-
land, it’s no good starting out hungry.
I've always thought it's a pood idea to
lay un solid foundation.”

“Well, buck up and lay it,” said
Kerr. “We don’t want to sit here all
the afterncon watching you eaf.”

“No chance of that,” said TFatty
Wynn, with a sigh. "This is the last
thing in the cupboard. But I'll tell you
what—sippose we reid the School House
instead of going out? Those bounders
are down at the footer practice, and

We—

“Rats|” sgaid Figgina, “If you cat
any more, you won't bhe able to walk.
We're not going to carry you,”

“Well, I could do with a cake and
some tarts, and I know Blake has—"

‘“Hallo J* exclaimed Figgins sud-
denly.

He was looking out of the window,
and he had. caught sight of an exira-
ordinary figure approaching the New
House. Iis amazement caused Kerr to
join him at the window, but Fatty

{yun continued operations on the
pie.

Figgins and Kerr stared blankly at
the newcomer. They bcheld a middle-
aged-looking gentleman, with a grey
beard and tinted glasses, dressed in a
somewhat rusty frock-coat and silk hat.
o was approaching the New House,
however, with an elegant gait full of
youthful verve. And the remarkable
thing was that. in spite of the tintcd
glassos and the beard, the well-known
aristocratic features of Arthur Avgustus
ware p]ainl_v recognisable,

“D’Arcy " said Kerr.

Figgins nodded.

“Yes, I know it's D’Arey,” he said.
“But what on earth is he got up like
that for?”

“Theatricals, perhaps,” said Kerr.

“Well, chaps don’t usually walk out
into the quadrangle gobt np for amateur

1

theatricals,” said Figgins, in amaze-
ment.
“They don’t, as a rule,”' agreed

Kerr; “though there’s no telling what
(i}ussy will do at any time. Ilc's coming
1ere.”

“Ay hat!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, quite un-
conscious of the faect that lie had been
scen and recognised from Iigging
study window, disappeared inte the
porch of the New Houze.

Tiggins and Kerr cxchanged glances
of astonishment.

“Coming to see us, I suppose,” eaid
Figgins.

“T suppose s0.”

“T'm ready mow,” said Tatty Wynn,
rising from the table. “That was a
jolly good pie, but I wish it had been
arger. What are you fellows staring
at?”

“(Gussy’s coming here—"

“Coming to nsk ns to a feed, per-
haps,” said Fatty Wynn hopefully.
* Look hore, let’s be civil to him. I don’t

-—



EVERY WEDNESDAY

believe in carrying these blessed House
rows too far, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha”

Thers was a tap at the door.

“Come in [”? sang. out Figgins.

The door opened, and the disguised
Hcliool House junior presented himself.
He bowed gracefully to the New House
fellows over his silic hat,

“Good-aftahnoon, deah boys!” he

Bald.

“Good-afternoon |” said Figgins,

“I twust you will excuse this inlwu-
tion of a stwangah ' said D’ Arcy.

Figgina & Co. almost choked.

It dawned upon them that the swell
pf the Bchool House was under the
impression that his disguise was s0 good

IR ||

The door Aew open undar the orashing of the form and the j
It was D’Arcy's volos, but he was not to be sean.
the Intruders.

that it had deceived them as to his
identity.

The three New House juniors ex-
changed a rapid wink.

T'he same thought had occeurred to
thein all at ouee—to “rot ™ Arthur
Aungustus by pretendiog to be taken in.

“Not at all, sir,” sald Tiggios
politely.  “Will you take a scat?”

“Thahk you, deah boy!”

“T'o what do we owe the honour of
thia wvisit, sir?”’ asked Ierr, wilh
claborale respect. "1 supposs von arc
an uncle of Iiggins, or a father of
Tatty Wynn?"

“Not at all. As a mattah of fact, my

name is Fowlah,” explained Avthur
Apgustus.  “1 am the new Form-
mastall. 8t Wylecombe Gwammah
Schoal.”

“Pleased to meet you, sir”
L H - + v =3
The pleasuak is on my side,” said
Arthur An ustus, wilh anat.hqr Liaw.
“T linve ealled in here before goin” ovall
—I mean before—in fact—aliem 1”

“Exactl{, gir !* agreed Figeins.
“Quite lucid " said Kerr.

“Oh, guite!” murmured Fatty Wynn,

“As a mattah of fact, deah boys, I
undahstand that there hava been wows
and wags between you and my boys—
my boya at the Gwammah School.”

*Yoes, I fanoy thers have besn some
little rags, sir,” seid Figgine. “I hope
vou haven’t come over ta report us to

r. Holmes.”

“Not at all—not at all, Fig—deal
bD_".”

“Thank you wery much, sir!”

“0Of course,” said Kerr, “we must
admit that we always get the hest of
the Grammar School cads, sir. There's
only one fellow who's always getting the

W (H“l!__ﬂ_mﬂlﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂlﬂlﬂl [

In the
‘“M-my hat | "’ gasped Tom Moerry.

kkybosh from Gordon Gay & Co., and he
duesn’t belong to this House. As a
stranger here, 1 suppose youw've never
inet  him—a rather silly ass named
D'Arey

o Ol_l ! "

*“Chap who generally goes about with
an eyeglass,” ‘explained Kerr. “He's
about the limit when you come to really
first-rate fatheadedness.™

“You ultah wotteh—"'

L] Ell?”
“ I—I mean, \'ewa gooi,” said D'Arcy
Laskily. *“Now, want to make an

nppeal to you youngstahs,' said the
swell of St. Jim's, in the best manner
of Dr. Holmes.

“(io alicad, sir!"” murmured Figgina,

“I wegard it ns wathaly wotten that
these wags and wows should go on, ond
I want you to try to live on bettah
terms with my boys,”

* Certainly, sir”™

“In the eires, I wegard that as a
wippin’ ideah. Let dogs delight to bark

uniors rushed into the study.

5

snd bite, rou know, but, children, ¥you
should mevah let such angwy passions
wise,"

“Quite right, sir.” . .

“¥ou speak like an oracle, sir,” said
Kerr. “ Areyou going to take charge of
the Girammar School kids?"

"“Yaas, wathah ! I'm goin’ to take up
my dutics there to-day.” .

“I'm sure Gordon Gay & Co. will

ive you & ripping welcome, sir, They'Il
Ee very glad to see you,”’ snid Figgins.

“1 twust sp.” 'Arcy rose to his
feat; the interview hod proved that his
disgnise was perfect, and that the New
Housa junjors had not the faintest
suspicion of Lis identity. “ Pway excuse
my intwusion.”

U BaiJove 1

You wottaha 1"
study a gentlerman with 4 beard and tinted glasses stared at
“ Where's QGussy ? '!

“Not at all, sir.”

“Good-aftalinoon, deal boys

¢ (ood-afternoon, air!”

And Arthur Auvgustus D'Arey, with
another graceful bow, retired from the
stucly,

Tiggins & Co. stared at the door as it
elosed after him. Tlen they whooped.

“Hn, ta, ha!”

“Oh crumbs 1

“Oh, my hat [”

“Hna, ha, ha!"

IMiggins sauk iuto a chair and gasped,
Kere wiped his eyes, and Fatty Wyun
reomed (o be on the verge of a serious
altaclk of hysterics,

“0Oh, my only Aunt Sally !” moancd
Tiggine. “The ass! The duffer] Tha
chummp ! He thinks he's taken us in will
thar—that rig! Ha, ho, ha!”’

“ila, Lia, ha!”

“0h, he's given me a pain !” moane:|
Tatty Wyni, “IIe shouldn’t bhave
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sprung that on us just after I'd eaten
a pie, Oh dear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’’

Figgins ran to the window,

“There he goes!” he gasped.

The New House juniors looked out
towards the school gates, There was the
dignified Arthur Auvgustus, as large as
life, crossing to the gates. He disap-
peared from view, and the three juniors
of the New House gurgled hysterically.

“ He's going to the Grammar School I
said Figgins faintly. “If this won’t be
the higgest joke of the season—up
against the School House, too——"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Gordon Gay & Co. will be glad to
gee him, I think!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins wiped his eyes.

“1 think we'll take a stroll along to
the Grammar Schoal ourselves, instead
of going over to Wayland. Somebody
will bs wanted to pick up the pieces
"w_hm}, the Grammarians haye done with

“Ha, ha, hal”

And Figgina & Co. left their study
and strolled im the direction of
Rylecombs (irammar Scheol, with the
benevolent intention of bringing home
what remained of the swell of 8t. Jim's
after he had worked his great jape on
the Grammarians,

CHAPTER 3.
The New Form-master !
AJ\;DS ,bp, or die the death
of—= 3

It was Gordon Gay of the
Fourth Form at leombe
Grammar School who spoke. o had
covered Frank Monk with & ruler in
lien of & revolver, and Frank Monk
promptly held up his hands.
“Lemme see, what do 1 say next?”
paid Gay.
"'T've got the drop on you,’ of
course,”’ sald Tadpole, reading from a
scribbled manuscript pisy.

“I’ve got to drop on him?” asked
thlly'

You've got the drop on

No, no!

him.

less, treasure-seeking divers:

mysterious unexplored country,

boys' authors comprising this wonder

ADVENTURING in the eerie depths with. fear«
flying in an

airship. tackling gun runners or penetrating into
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thrilling adventure on land and sea and in the air
is included in the 30 magnificent storiesfbi,v
n

“Drop of what—water?*

“No, no! With the pistol.”

“Oh, I'm %o let the pistol drop on
him #*

“No, no!” gaid Tadpole paticntly.
“Nothing of the sort, In the Rocky
Mountains, when ﬁou point 4 pistol at a
chap you’ve got the drop on him.”

“Oh, I seel TI've got the drop on
you, Monkey,"

“Phat’s right,” said Tadpole.

“This beats Bhakespeare hollow,” said
Wootton major. “There’s nothing of
this sort in old William.”

Tadpole- nodded.

“Yes; I may say that this is like
Bernard Shaw, a little bit Letter than
Shakespeare,”” he said modestly, “Of
course, Shakespeare had his good
qualities as a playwright——"

“Go hon |" said Gordon Gay,

“Yeos, he had,” said Tadpele. “But
what is wanted now iz something a bit
more up to date. The ‘DBelle of the
Prairie’ is more up to date, I don't
say I'm a first-rate playwright—"

“Wouldn't be mueh good if you did,
Taddy.”

“My dear Gay, I don't say so, but
others have said so,"” said Tadpole with
dignify. “My Aunt Gloxiana thinks
my plays are splendid |”

“Queer ideas one’s
about one,”” murmured

“My dear Lane—"

“Well, let’s get on with the wash-
ing,” said Gordon Gay. “We've got to
rehearse the whole giddy thing this
wfternoon. Lucky there isn’t any Form-
master to bother us to-day. I get on
very well without any Form-naster at
all, for one.”

“Bame here!”

“Let us proceed,” said Tadpale.

“ Allons, done!” said Gustave Blane,
the French boy in the Fourth Form at
the Grammar Schoal, generally called
Mont Blong by the Grammarians.

The Fourth Form at the Grammar

relations have

Lane.

School was erowded with juniors,
although it was a half-holiday. It was
s grand meoting of the Dramatie

Thrills
below
the Sea?

fﬂ mous
annual.

The Modern Boy’s Book of

ADVENTURE STORIES

Now .on Sale at all N gent

Hrice Five Shillings Net.

and Boaksell

THE GEM L1BRARY.—No. 1,451

T’HE GEM LIBRARY

Society, of which Gordon Gay, the Aus-
tralian junior, was president and stage-
manzager, and nearly everything else,

Mr, Adams, the Fourth Form master,
was gone, and his suceessor had not
arrived, and was not expected until the
following day. The Fourth Formers of
the Grammar School, therefore, felt
catitled to allow themselves some little
additionnl license—and they did. The
Yorm-room was the seens of the play,
and the forms had been piled up into &
forin of a corral, which was to be at-
tacked by Red Indians, the Reéd Indians
being Frank Monk & Co.

Tadpole of the Fourth had written a
play, which he was very anxious to have
performed by the junior dramatists, and
Gordon Gay had promised to give it &
Trial. It is posmible that Tadpole ex-
aggerated when he declared that it was
boetter than Shakespears; but it was
certainly more to the teste of most of
the juniors. It econsisted chicfly of
shouting, running about, yelling, strug-
gling, and uttering dire threats, and the
Grammarian juniors felt that it was
better than long speeches,

Gordon Gay wes the handsome cow-
boy, whose business it was to roscue the
Belle of the Prairie from all sorts of
deadly dangervs, and to fire off a re-
volver incessantly. He was supposed to
charge pretty often upon a fiery
mustang, too, but that part of the play
had to be left to the imagination. It
was not feasible to introduce a steed
into the Form-room; hesides, fiery
mustangs were not to be cobtained in
Ryleombe for love or monea'.

“Hands up!” repeated Gordon Gay,
keeping the revolver steadily levelled at
Frank Monk's head.

“Got 'em up!” said Monk.

“You don’t say that,” said Tadpole.
“You say, ' What doea the pale chief
want of the dusky son of the prairie?'

“Oh, good! What does the pale thief
want—"

“Tha pale chief, you fathead—"

*Right-ha I”

“Thae pale chief, you fathead—*"

“You don'’t say, ‘ You fathead," you
duffer | You say—"

The Form-room daor opened.

“ Ahem I¥

The Grammarian
round,

They stared at the newcomer.

At the first glance he appearad to be
a middle-aged gentlemnn, with o grey
beard and tinted glasses, and a very re-
spoctable if rusty black frock-coat.

At the second glance it was perfeetly
clear that his beard was false, and that
the features belonged to Arthur
Augustus D’Arey of the Fourth Form at
Bt. Jim's,

The Grammarians glared at him.

“Hallo !” exclaimed Gordon Gay.

“My deah boy—"

"E]l ?,J

T am surpwised and shocked to find
you actin’ in.this wepwahensible way1”
said tho newcomer severcly. “Put
thosa forms in their places at once [

“What ¥

“You may not be aware who I am,
yon young wascals I

“Yes, we know jolly well!” reared
Wootten major,

"1 am your new Form:mastah!”

" What ¥

“T am Mr, Fowlah !*

Gordon Gay sank down on a forin
faintly.

“You're—you'ra which?” he pgasped,

“T am Mr. Fowlah, your new
mastah |* said D'Arcy severely, “I1 am
shocked to see sucl conduct in my Form-
woom.”

*“(Oh, my hat!” gasped Gordon Gay.

juniors swung
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“Ha, ha, ha!t*

“Great pip!"

“Pway cease this diswespeetfnl and
wibald laughtah at once{” said I¥Arcy
steenly. “Don’t you kmow it is very
wude to laugh in the pwesence of your
Form-mastaly?"

“Our Form-master panted Trank
Monk. ““Oh, this 18 too vich 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

T shall ‘cane vou all severely [V said
Mr. Towler.

“Cane us?”

“Oh crumbs [

“Yaas, wathah! T wegard you as an
unwuly set of young wascals!” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, still under
the blissful impression that his disguise
had not been penctrated. “T shall cer-
tainly cowweet you vewy severely,”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Bilence !” thundered D'Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Have you any ideah whatevah of the
wespect due to a Form-mastah?”

*"Ha. ha, ha!”

“QGay, you are the wingleadah. Fetch
my cane fwom my desk at once !

“What?"

“Tetch my cane!"

“Your cane?”

“Mr. Adams' cane. It is my cane
now, a5 you are my pupils. I lhave
alweady wemarked that I am your new
Form-mastali,”

Cordon (lay staggered to his feot.
The Crammarians_were in hysterics.
That Arthur Augustus D'Arcy imagined
that this absurd disguise deceived them
for & momcent seemed too rich & joke,

The Yorm-room rang with shoufs of

[

laugliter.
“He—he's rotting!” gasped TIrank
Monlk. “It's a joke!”

2

“No; he'ss taking us in,” echoed
Gordon Gay.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You wepwehensible young wasecals |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gordon (ay tottered to the TForm-
master’s desk and fetched the cane. He
handed it to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
The Grammarians stood round almost
weeping.

D'Arcy took the cane.

“Now hold out your hand!"” he said
geverely,

“Which bLand?” asked Gordon Gay
demurely.

“The wight hand.”

“They're both white,” said Cordon
Cay, looking at his hands. “I always
keep my lands nice and clean, sir.”

" Ha, La, ha!”

“Pway don't make any wotten jokes,
Gav. I have conough of them fwom
Monty Lowthah—I—I mean, hold out
your hand at once, you wottah "

“Ha, ha, ha!t"

“Woally, Gay—="

“Here you are, sir,” said Cav.

He held out his hand, and the new
Form-master made a swipe at it with
the cane.

Giay stepped back, and the cane swept
downwards snd landed upon Arthur
Augustus’ own leg with & resounding
thwack,

There was a yell of anguish from the
swell of 8t. Jim's.

“Ow! Yawooooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“CGwoogh | You voung wottah !
give you a feahful thwashin'! Ow ("

The Grammarians velled,

“0Oh, my only hat!” gasped Gordon
Gay. *‘Gussr, you frabjous ass, do yon
think we don't know vou? Ha, La, ha !l

* (Fussy, you chump!”

“D’Arey, von burbler ¥

“PBai Jove!” =

The swell of 8t. Jim's realised that he
was discovered. How, he did not know,
but it was evident that he was dis-
covered, He made a rush for the door,

But a erowd of the Grammarians were
there before him, *

“No, you don’t!" said Gordon Gay
genially. “You've come, and now
you're going to stay. Gentlemen, I vote
that we show great attention to our new
Formi-master.”’

“ Hear, hear!”

“Hun, ha, ha!”

“We must show him how glad we are
to ses lum.”

“Bravol"”

“This  beats ‘L'he Delle of the
Praivie,” " grinned Frank honk, * Tad-
pole, old mar, you can put your play in
the fire. We're going to play with
Gussy.”

And the Grammarians formed a ring
round the swell of B, Jim's, eutting off
his escape on all sides,

I'll

CHAPTER 5.
In Deep Disguise !
RTHUR AUGUSTIUS D'ARCY
felt a little alarmed.
He had come to the Grammar
. Bchool willh the blissful eonyic-
tion that his disguise would impos=e upon
the Grammarians, and that he would
jape Gordon Gay & CUo. as inuch as he
fiked, and have a wondrous tale to tell
when he returned to 8t. Jim's. .
The enterprise was evidently not going
to work oui that way.
“You—you wottahs!” said Arthur
Augustus. e took off the tinted glasses,
whiclh impeded his vision considerably,
end jammed his famous monocle inio
his eye. “How did you guess?”
“Ha, ha, Lha!"’
“I pwesume that Tom Mewwy or any
of the othahs did not give me away,”
said D'Avey, "I have no ideah how you
found me out.”
The Grammarians shrieked,
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“How did we puess? murmured
Gordon Gay,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Howevah, I will now wetiah——""

“Not just yet,” said Gordon Gay
blandly. “We've not done with our
new Form-master yet ™

“No fear!” said Frank Monk
emphatically.

“Weally, you wottahs——"

“Collar him ¥

“Pway keep off " said the swell of
St. Jim's. “I shall handle you wathah
wuffly if yeu lay hands on me!"”
“Ha's going to lick the lot of us!”

exclaimed Wootton major in alarm.
“IHide me, somebody 1"
“ Keep off, you boundahs! Chw—ah—

yvah—ow [*!

Arthur Augustns D' Arey was collared
by a dozen pairs of hands, They yanked
him over on a form and sat upon him.
The grey beard eame off, revealing the
well-known features, guite as recognis-
able as usuan], in spite of dabs of paint.

“Poar old Gussy [ said Gordon Gay
svmpathetically, “Poor old innocent
Livd, falling into trouble this way!
Gussy, old man, the nexk time you try
to pass yvourself off as somebody else, I
should recommnend you lo have ‘your
voice cmputated.”

“Hu, ha, hal”

“Weally, Gay

“Cussy has disguised himself so that
we shouldn’t kuow him,” said Cordon
Gay. *One good turn deserves another,
s0 1 suggest that we disguise him so
that the eother 8t. Jim's fellows won't
know him when he gets back.”

“Hear, hear 1"

“We've got the things all handy,”
said Gay. “ We can spare a little paint
and some false hair 1o make Gussy
really presentable ™

“Yes, rather1”

“TIt is ze good idea,” grinned Mont
Blong, “zat ve stick ze vig aud ze
vhiskers on him viz ze glue, zo zat zey
not come off any more.””

“Hurrah 1?

Arthur Augnstus wriggled under the
half-dozen Grammarians who were sit-
ting on him and pinning him down on
the form by their weight.

*1 wefuse to be tweated in such a
way ! he exclaimied indignantly. “1
am willin' to make il pax 1"

“] dere say yon are,” grinned Gay;
“hut we're not—just yet. Glue is a
good thing for fastening on whiskers so
that they won't come off. There's a
tube of it in that box, Clarboy,”

“ [lere vou are,” said Carboy.

g “Ilold him tight while I disguise
um

“I wefuse Ow, ow!”

“Not much good refusing.” said
Gordon Gay, dabbing 1he sticky Auid
upon the hair of the swell of "St. Jim's.

{(Continned en the next page.)
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*“Now givc me his beard. He can wear
it on the back of his head; it will be
just ag convineing.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now a nice_ pair of sandy side-
whiskers,” said Frank Monk.

“And’a black pointed beard for his
chin,” '

“ And a nice large red nose.

“Ow, ow, owl Yowl|”
D' Arey.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

With a liberal use of glue the hair
was fastened upan the swell of 8t, Jim's.
Ilis aspect, with a red nose, sandy
whiskers, and a black beard, was so
utterly ludicrous that the Grammarians
simply shrieked; the grey beard sinck
Yo his hair added to the curious effoet.

“Now we must give the stuff time to
dry, or he'll get it off,” =aid Gay.
“ Better tie his hauds behind him, 1
think.”

“T wefuse to have my hands tied!
Ow |”

D’Avey's hands were tied belind him,
in spite of his refusal.

Then he was allowed to slide off {hn

form and staud upon his feet. Tha
Urammarians doubled up as they locked
al him.
“That looks ever so much more con-
vineing,” said Uay, *“You should comne
lo us when you want to be disguised,
Cussy. We knew you were D'Arcy the
moment you came in, but I'll weger no
one will know you now,”

“{iwoogh! You woltahs!?

“I've got a pair of nigger minstrel
siriped bugs Lere,” went on Gay, looking
inta his bag of properties. “They've
seen plenty of service, and I don’t mind
giving them away for Gussy's sake.”

“Gay, you howwid beast!”

" Bhove them on him!”

The striped loose trousers were drawn
upon IYArey outside his own garmenls
and fastened securely at the waist. The
black frock-coat over slriped, inlk
trousers had a most extracrdinary effect.
Then his top-hat, squasheds like a con-
cerlina, was jammed on his head.

“There! Now I think he will do,”
suid Gordon Gay, surveying the victim
with great satisfaction, ‘' Now, when he
goes back to Bt. Jim's they can't possibly
see that he's Gussy, and he can intro-
duce himself as a new Form-master, or a
new headmaster, or a new fellow escaped
from a lunatie asylum.”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“ You—you utteh woltahs, I ean't
weturn to St. Jim’s in this state!”

"“Bring him along|”

Gordon Gay threw open the door of
the Form-room, and the crowd of Gram-
mariana marched Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy out, with shouts of laughter.

The unhappy swell of Bt. Jim's was
marched into the guadrangle, and there
other Grammarians gathered from all
sides to see the amazing sight.

“What on earth is that?” asked
Delamere, the captain of the schaal, as
he vaught sight of the fearsome figure.

“T’s D'Arcy of 8t. Jim's,” said
CGiardon Gay.

groancd

"He came over here in
disguise, but it wasn't good enough, so
we've improved it for him."”

Delamere  laughed. The (Cram-
marian juniors marched Arthur Augus-
tus down to the gates and out into the
road. 'There they left him, wilh his
hands still secured behind him, so that
it was not possible for him to make any
change in ﬁis new disguise.

" (Good-bye, Gussy!” said Gordon Gay.
“Give ’em our kind zregards at St.
Jim's ¥

“You awful wottah—"

“Good-bye, Bluebell!

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“I wefuse to go in this state! T con-
sidah——*
“ Bhall we help him with our boots?"

said Gordon Gay. “Now, then, all
together.” )

“¥ou wottahs!”?

And Arthur  Aungustus started

hurriedly before the bools could be ap-
plied to his person.

The Grammarians watched him down
the road, yelling with laughter, till a
hend in the lane hid him from sight, and
then they turned back into the gateway.
almosl weeping.

CHAPTER 6.
The Return of the Japer!
“ H-WHAT'S that 7
Figgins  jumped  almost
clear of the ground at the
sight of the remarkable
object in Rylcombe Lane.

Y Bomebody escaped from a lunatic
asyvlum ! exelaimed Kery.

“Or the wild man from Boreo!”
grinmed Fally Wymn.

“ITa, ha, hn!”

The remarkable object ullered an ex-
clamalion of relief al the sight of the
three St. Jim's fellows,

“Pway uutie my hands, deah boyst!™
snitl the remarkable object,

“I know that voice,” mmrmured
Figgins. “There is only one aceent like

TR
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that in the country. Can it be a relation
of the one and only Gussy?”

“J am Gussy, you ass—"

“0Oh! You are Gussy, are you?”’

“I have been tweated in a gwossly dis-
wespeelful way by the Gwammah School
cads,” said a voice from the depths of
whiskers nnd beard. “1 am feelin’
wotten

“You're looking rather rotten, too!”
chuckled Kerr,

“They have stuck these wolten things
on me with glue, and I'm afwaid they
;'Wﬁﬂ come off ¥ said D'Arcy distress-
ully.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fhere is nothin' whalever to laugh
at,” said D'Arey. "I have been japmy’
the Gwammah School cads, but——>"

"Looks as if they've been japing
I”

“Yaas, that is how it turned ount,”
said 1Y Arey. “Do you wemembah a
chap comin’ into your study this aftah-
noon—a new mastah fwom the Gwam-
mah School P77

“Ha, ha, ba! Yes!®

“Well, I wag that chap!”

“Co hon!™

* ¥aas, it’s quite twue; I gob myself
up like that to jape the Gwanimawiaus,
to palm myself off on them as a mastah,
you know, as Gay did on us once. As
I took you fellows in, I weckoned I
could take them in, But it didn't work.
Homehow or othah they spolied me.”

“Not really?” eaid Figging,
astonishment.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

in
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“Pway don’t cackle, deah boys, but
untie niy hands! I want te get thesa
bags off, even if I can’t get the wotten
hair and paint off my face!”

Figgins grinned as he untied D'Arcy's
handa.

He was tempted to allow the swell of
8t. Jim’s to return to the school in that
state, but he relented. But untying
I¥Arcy’s hands was all that he could do.
The whiskers and the false hair were
stuek on tightly. D'Arey would require
hot water, and plenty of it, before they
came off, and the paint would not he
casily removed.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy pulled at the
whigkers, and gave a liitle yelp of pain,

“Ow! They won't come off |

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, pway shut up!” said D'Are
crossly. “There is mnothin' whateva
to laugh at, I shall feel an awful ass
goin' back to 8t Jim's like this” He
wrenched off the nigger bags and tossed
them over a hedge.

“IWell, you are an awful ass, you
know 17

“It's all your fault, you duffahs!®

“Our fault!” ejaculated Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah! If you had been able
to penetwate my disguize, I should not
have gonel!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Thea yell of laughter from the New
House trio let in a light upon IDX¥Avey's
mind He jammned his eyeglass into the
paint round sis eye, and glared at
‘"iggina & Co.

“¥You uttah wottahs!” he exclaimed.
“Do you mean to pay that you wera
wottin’, and that you knew all the
time 1¥

Figgins & Co. shricked.

“Bai Jovel I wegard you as wotten
wottahs! T wefuse to speak to you!
Wun off I

And Arthur Augustus, with his aristo-
cratic nose very high in the air,
tramped away towards St. Jim's.

Figgins & Co. followed himy, doubled
up with merriment.

“Buzz off, you wottahs!” shouted
¥ Arey.

“We'ro going to look after you,
Gussy ! cexplained  the hilarious
Figgina. “Suppose somebody met you
and had & fit? Or you might be

arrested and taken back to the asylum.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

D’Arcy walked on haughtily, with the
New House junicrs following in his
wake. They did meet somebody. The
first was Grimes, the grocer’s boy of
Rylcombe, (Grimes was carrying a
basket on his arm, and he dropped it
at sight of IYArey, and there was an
omincus sound of cracking eggs.

“Qh, lor’' "’ gasped Grimes. “Wot is
it?”

“It’s the wild man from Borneo,”
explained Kerr. “He's going to give a
performance at 8t Jim's.”

“0Oh, my 'at ! said Grimes.

“You wottah, Figg 4 )

“Master D'Arey ! exclaimed Grimes,
in astonishment.

“T have heen tweated in a gwossly
diswespectful way, Gwimes—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grimes. “Ho,
ho, ho 1#

¥ Weally, Gwimes——""

(Girimes sat down on the bank and
roared, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave
him a withering glance and stalked on.
He met some village boys farther along
the lane, and they greeted him with a
yell and began to pelt him. Then he
discovered that the escort of Figging &
Co, was valuable after all

Figgins & Co. charged the villagers.
and rolled them into the ditch, snd
marched trinmphantly on.
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It scemed an age to D'Arcy befors
Lie reached the gates of the school; but
when he reached them he began to wish
he hadn’'t. For he was spotted nt once,
and fellows gathered on all sides to
greet him and stare.

“It can's bes Gussy1” gasped Tom
Mer\liv.

“More disguised Lhan ever!” ro-
marked Jack Bloke.

“Did they spot you, Gussy?"

“How did they guess®"

“Hn, ha, ha ™

“The champion ass really went, nfter
all, then!” ejaculated Monty Lowther.
“Well, this takes the cake! Guassy, old
man—"

"Pway allow me lo pass!” said the
swell of Bt. Jin's frigidly. I wegard
you as wottahs !”

“0Oh, Gussy, CGussy!” said D’Arcy
minor—Wally of the Tlird. “d3 this
the way you set an example to your
rlninor, as Aunt Adelina told you to
do "

"“"Weally, Wally—"

“Hsa, ha, ha!™

“0Oh, wats!”

DP’Arey marched on and cscaped into
the Schonl House. He rushed upstairs
to & batli-toom, and was soon under
steaming water, scrubbing away ab the
paint and the glue. He left the juniors
velling.

“0Oh, the awful ass, to go over there
in that rig!" said Tom Merry, wiping
his eyes. “Heo was going to show him-
self to Figgins first, or [—

“He did I said Yiggins.

“Didn’t you spot lim "

“Ha, ha, ha! Of course we did | But
we wouldn't interfere with a Sclioo!
House jape; that wouldn't be playing
the game !’ grinned Figgins.

“Bo we let Lim rip'’ said Kerr.

“¥You bounders!” said Blake wrath-
fully, “You ought to have stopped
him, I've a jolly good mind to dot you
on the nose, Miggins !

“Well, here’s my nose!l"
Tiggine, with a warlike look.

Blake promptly dotted him upon it
and then there was a rush and a row.
School House and New House hoys
mingled in a wild secramble, which
lIasted till Kildare of the Bixth cane
out with & cane and laid it about
him impartially, Then the combatants
separated.

Tonm Merry & Co. followed D'Aver
into the School House and discovercd
him in the bath-room, wopping his head
under steaming water. Most of (lw

wint had come off, and some of the

air, but tufts of it were still elinging
lovingly to the head and face of Ihy
swall of St. Jim's.

D’Argy turned towards them a fare
that looked like a freshly boiled bLeot-
ront.

L] Ow
all off ?

“"Ha, ha, ha!| Not guite!”

“The howwid boundahs stiek
with glue——"

“Hn, ha, hal"

“Pway give my head a wuly, Blake
I'm exhavsted.™

“Certainly 1" said Blale.

He took the brush and begnn to scrub.

Arthur Aupustus gave z wild yell.

“Oh, you silly ass! I didn't tell yon
to wub my scalp off | he roared,

*Well, it will want some rubbing, you
lmog-———’f[:e

0w T

" Well, i

aaid

i:' he said breathlessly. *Is it

it ou

ol”
I call that ungrateful.” said
Blake, releasing hiz chum’s head., *I
was doing my %est-rcu.lly putting my
beef into it——"

“Ha. ha, hno!"

0w !
arc ag wobten ns

Gel out, yon wottahs!  You
the CGwammawiang!
Ow | Gewwout["

And Arthur Augustus finished his
ablutions unaided. He was a long time
in the bath-room, but he came down at
last with a c¢rimson countenance, and
with little tufts of hair still sticking
to him, and wherever he went that day
he was greetéd with prolonged chuckles.
And in Study No. & that evening he
nonounced that he was not going to
waste any more time in Eutting the
Grammar School cads in their places,
end that he intended to leave Gordon
Gay & Co. severaly alone, and his chums
agreed that he had bcttqh'.

CHAPTER 1.
A Warm Diseussion !

Ll LTAR ME! I am very,
D pleased to see this!™
Tiws Mr, Lathom.
Little Mr. Lathom, the
masier of the Mourth at Bt. Jim's, was
slanding before the notice-board in the
Hall, blinking through his glasses at a
paper pinned there. The paper was in
the handwriting of Tom Merry of the
Shell. and it rand

NOTICE,
A mceting will be held in the wood-
shed at fivethirty precisely to discuss

the war.
(Signed) T. MEerrY.

very

Mr. Lailiom blinked approvingly.

“VYery good—very good!" he said.
“Ah, is that Mr. Rarlton?” Mr. Raillon,
the Housemaster of the School House,
waa passing, and he paused aus the
Tourth Formn master apoke to him.
“Do you sce that, Mr. Railton?”

Mr. Railton read the notice and
smiled. .
“Remarkably intelligent of {he

juniors, I must say. to take an interest
i (he Italo-Abyssinian problem," said
M. Lathom, “Don't you think so?"

 The—the Ttalo-Abyszinian problem ("
saidd Mr Railton

“¥es. They are holding a niceting la
diseuss the war,” snid Mr. Lathom. “I
have noticed thal Merry of the Shell is
an nnpsually indelligent lad, I am very
pleased to see the boys taking au
interest in world problems.™

“Ahem [" said Mr. Ratlton,

“Mheir knowledge of the subjeck musl
seeessarily be limited.” went on My,
Tathom. “But knowledge grows by
discussion. And I must say that I am
pleased to see the boys taking an interest
in such guestions i1ustcad of devotin
their thoughts wholly to football ang
games.”

* Ahem !

‘Do you not agree with me 2"

“Well, es gaid Mre. Railton,
smiling. “ff this notice refers to il
war—certainly IV

“There is 8 war going on,” said Mr.
Lathom.

“Ahem! Nog but—"

“I ihink ik shows a thoughtfulness
heyvond their vears,” said Mr, Lathom.
1 really think that I might silend tle
nceting myself and enlarge their know-
ledge of the subject with s short
address.”

Mr. Railten smiled and passed on.
He had a suspicion that the war referred
to was nearer home than Bast Africa.

But Mr. Lathom was feeling very
lcased. He repaived to his study and
[:cga.n to look ont information on the
subject. He was distinctly pleased ak
the unusual theughtfulness of junior
schioolbeys in taking an interest it such

(Continupd on the next puge.)

MAKE THE JESTER SMILE
AND WIN HALF-A-CROWN !

Joke 1o The

GEM Jester,
House, John Carpenter Streel,
Londen, E.C.4 ( Comp.).

Send  your
1, Talli

TOO GENEROUS.

Lady: “Herc's a penny, my man
Hoaow did you become so poor 7

Tramp: “I was like pou, lady—
always giving plenty to the poor and
needy 1Y
Half-a-erown has been awarded to J.

Vaudrey, 124, Norwood Road, Tulse

Hill, London, ®.E.24,

* * -

FORCE OF HABIT.
I suppose you have n story to el
us, 68 usual 7 said the magistrate.
“Yes, I bhave!” replied the old
offender. *But stop me if you've heavd
this one !”
Half-n-crewn has been awarded to J.
Deacon, 25, Wooderoft Avenue, White
Liall, Bristol &

L L3 #*

WAITING FOR IT!

Tiie new boarder paused with lhis
second hoot in his hand, after throwing
down the first with a resounding
thuwip, Twice he liad been warned by
the jumpy old gentleman in the room
below, Remmembering now, hie slowly
lowered the boot to the foor, and was
soon undressed and aslecp,

After about am hour ﬁ’e was rudels
awakened by a bang on his door.

“What 15 it 7" asked the new boarder

“Throw down the other boot, wil
vou,” came the cld gentleman's angry
vaier, “and lei me gel to sleep!”
Half-u-crown has been awarded to Miss

J. Biddell, 26, Sherbouwrne  Street,

gownha.m Rosd, Islington, London,

.1

* # L 3

NON-STOP BOCOER.

John had token his sister to seo her
first footbnll mateh, and she had cnjoyed
it np to the interval. But ns the teams
lined up for the second half sha roze.

“Came on, John!” she said. “Let's
go!l This is where we came in at!”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to R,

Smith, The Rosary, S8pilsby Road,

Horneastle, Lines.

- - L ]
PRISONERE OF THE DINNER.

A m:v.\‘l{Y promated colonel gave a
dinner to his regiment. Addressing the
men, he said jovially:

“Now fall upon the food without
pity t Treat it as if it were an enemy |"

At the cnd of the dinmer he saw a
sorgeant sneaking away with two bottles
of wine.

“Where are you going ?" he asked.

“Dbeying orders, sir,” was the reply.
“When you don't kill the enemy, you
take themn prisoners|”

Half-a-erown bas been awarded.to I
Murray, 78, 3rd Avenue, Northmead,
Denoni, Transvaal, Sonth Africa.
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a8 rubject. And he thought it an ex-
cellent idea to help them get a more
thoreugh grasp on it,

Meanwhile, afternoon lessons being
over, a good many fellows might have
been seen, as they say in the novels,
making their waﬁtowards the wooedshed.

Tom Merry, Manrers, and Lowther,
the Terrible Three of the Shell, were
the first, but the chums of Btudy No. 6
soon followed them, and they were
joined by Reilly, Kerruish, and Lumley-
Lumley of the Fourth, and Kangarco
and Buck Fino of the Shell hen
came Figgins & Co. of the New House,
and Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence, also
of the New House. Five or six other
juniors dropped in, so that the woodshed
was pretty full by fve-thirty preeisely.

‘“Well, we're here, or nearly all,” Tom
Merry remarked, glancing over the
meeting.  “ Centlemen, the mecting is
1row open ™

“ Hear, hear }* said Figgins.

"As chairman of the meeting—"

“Hallo! Who made you chairmdn !”
Redfern of the Fourth wanted to know.

YAzt I called the meeting, didn't
I? As chairman of the meeting T rise
to vemark that things are getting into
a ratten etate, The subject of discussion
is the war new raging between Bt. Jim's
and Rylcombe Grammar School—*

“Hear, hear !

“Asz o rule we have had the better of
it all along the line; we've given the
Grammariane the kybosh generally 2

‘' Hear, hear 1"

“But Gordon Gay & Co. never seem
to know when they are beaten. And it
must be confessed that the grin is up
against us now on mecount of a rotten
whedze of a Fourth Form kid—"

" Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“A rotten School House wheeze, you
mean 1” said Figgins warmly.

"'Weally, Figging—"

“Therefore,” sald Tom Alerry, “it's
up to us to come down licavy on the
Grammar School eads, and iﬁ.t themn
know what's what |*

“And who's who !" said Blake.

“And which is which!” said Alonty
Lowiher.

“I rise on. a point of order,” said
Redfern, getting up from a heap of
fagots, "“If Monty Lowther is going
ta bhe funny, I move that this meetin
be adjourncd, or else that the saiﬁ
Monty Lowther goes out on his neck 1"

“Hear, hear!”

“Why, you ass—" began Monty
Lowlher,

“Qrder 1

“ Gentlemen—"

"1 say

" Look here—"

“Gentlemen, this is no time for re-
eriminations I" gaid Tom Merry severcly.
"The honour of the school ian at stake.
It's up to us to give the Grammarians
the kybosh !”

“Hear, hear!”

“1 suggest, therefore, {hat we put our
heads togelher and plan a regular
campaign. In the first place, the
Foyrth Form kids must be prepared to
back us up, as a Fourth Tormer has
mede such a mess of things—""

““ Rafs !’l

" Bosh 17

“Yaas, wathah—wals 1"

Figgins stepped forward.

"1 suggest that, as the School House
makes sueh a mess of this and every-
thing clse, a New House chap be alected
as ]%atler and backed up by all the
fellows present,” he said.

“Yaht"

o“ Rats 1),

“Go homea I”

THE GeM Lisrany,—No, 1,451,

" Hear, hear !” roared Kerr and Falty

Vynn.
*1 second Figgy’s motion,” said Red-
fern promptly. A New House leader
is wanted, and I am quite willing te
give my services G
“Why, you ass!” exclaimed Figgins.
“Who's talking about you? I mean—"

“ Now look here, Figgins—*"

“Look here, Bedfern—"

“I move that Figging and Redfern
go outside to settle their family quar-
rols " bawled Blake of the %‘ourth.
“Let's get on with the washing !”

““Hear, hear!”

“What I suggest isf—" said Figgins.

“Order "

“Silenee for the chairman !?

“Oh, blow the chairman!” said Fig-
ging crossly. * Who made him chairman,
anyway? A New House chap ocught
to be chairman, as representing the
Cock House of St Jim’s—"

“Rats !

“(Gentlemen,” roared Tom Merry, “I
appeal to this meeting to keep order,
and to the New House kids to shut up
and hehave themselves—" )

“0Oh, don't ask impossiblities I said
Monty Lowther.

“ Shut up, Lowther I”?

*“If Lowther's going to be funny—"

“Yaas, wathah; it’s weally too thick.
Lowthah, we have cnough of it in the

comic column in the ' Weekly,” you
know——"

“Gentlemen—"

" Bosh 12

“Things are in a rotten state!”

pursued Tom Morry.

“We've had that!” said Lawrence.
“Put on a new record!”

“Things are in a votten state. Tha
Grammarisns are cackling at us, Gussy
has made an ass of himsclf, and given
them the laugh against our side.”

“Well, I agree to that,” said Figgins.
“(Gussy has played the giddy goat, and
I do agree that, if there's a bigger ass
at St Jim's than Gussy, I should like
to know where to find him!”
“ Hear, hear!” yelled Fatty Wynn.
“Ha, ha, hal”’

“Fatty Wynn's answered  your
question, Figgins!” said Lowther.
“ Gentlemen, I move that Fatty Wymn

be thanked for the information given !”

“11a, ha, ha!”

“You fathead!” said Fatty Wynn.
“What I meent was 24

Y Order 17?7

“Kilenes for the chairl”

“Rot!” said Figging. “I came to
business ! What®

this meeting to ta
I mean by ?)usiness is, arranging for a
Now House chap to take the lead, But
if you're not going-to talk sense, I
move that this meeting adjourn !

“Now, Figgins, you know that that's
rof *

“¥Yaas, wathah "

“Gentlemen, I move that all New
Iouse dulfers be turned out of the
meeting ! bawled Ilerries.

“Hear, lhear!”

Figgins pushed back his euffs,

“Clame on, then|” he roared.

“Order I

“ Rats [

“Dry upl”

“ Pife 17

There was a wild seramble in the
woodshed. The neeting was growing
vory exeited,  Three or four School
House frllows grasped Tiggins and
helped him towards the doer. The Co.
rushed to the rescue. In a moment the
meeting had turned itself unanimously
into a free fight. The din was terrific,
and 1t was at its height when the door
of {he woodshed opened and a well-
known cough was heard,

“Ahem ¥

THE. GEM LIBRARY

“Cave!” gasped Tom Merry. “Ii's
athom !”

In a moment the struggle ceased. The
juniors made instentaneous attempts to
appear quite innocent and orderly in
their manner; mot with much success,
but, fortunately, Mr. Lathom was ver
short-sighted. He came into the wood-
shed with an nagreeable smilé on his
face, and nodded very genially to the
juniors.

“AD,
remarke

“Ye-es, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“I have read your mnotice on the
bgard; explained Mr. ' Lathom. “I
fully approve of .the object of this meet-
ing, and I may say that I am very
pleased to see such a discussion helc
among the juniors. I wish fo_contri-
bute my little mite towards the
discussion. Pray let the discussion pro-
ceed, and pray treat me, my dear lads,
as if I were one of yoursclves.”

And Mr. Lathom blinked round at the
astounded juniors through liis spectacles
in the most genial manner,

EUite a numerous meeting ! he

CHAPTER 8.
A Slight Misapprehension !

PIN might have been heard to
drop in the woodshed.
"I‘Ea juniors had supposed that
the Form-master had heard the
din in the woodshed, and had come to
inquire into its cause; and they had
scen lines, if not canings, looming
ahead. .
But the Form-master was evidently
not on the warpath.
He had come to the meeting,
He had read Tom Merry’s notice on

the board, and was aftending the
meeting, and fully approved of iis
objoet. .

No wonder the juniors were
astounded.

The warfare with the Grammar

School was certainly an important mat-
ter—from the juniors’ point of view.
The alarums and excursions against the
(Girammarians occupied a great deal of
the thoughts of the St. Jim's juniors.
But hitherto interest in the matter had
been confined to the juniors. The
senjor boys regarded the matter with
lofty cyes, and did not take part in
it

As for the masters, they were sup-
posed to know hardly anything abous
it, and care less. That a Form-master
shonld enter into the struggles between
Tom Merry & Co. on one side, and
Gordon Gay & Co. on the other, was
almost incredible. True, it was just
as it should be, but it was extraordinary
and unexpected, all the same, No
wonder the juniors could hardly believe
their ears, and starcd at Mr. Lathom
as if they fancied they were dreaming.

“My word,” murmurcd Digby, fur-
tively da,bbing his nose with _ his
handkerchief, “this must be a giddy
dream |7

“There’s a mistake somewhere,”
nurmured Lowther. 2
AMr. Lathom was smiling most geni-
ally. He did not scem to sce anything
extraordinary in his statement. .

"You—you have read my nolice
sir?? stammered Tom Merry at last.

“Yos, Merry.”

“ And—and you the
ohject of the meeting, sir?

“ Most decidedly ! L

“Yeu are very kind, sir.”

“Not at all,” said Mr, Lathom. "I
consider it most gratifying to sec junior
schoolboys taking an intelligent interest
in such things.”

1] Oh IJI

approve of

3
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# Pyt thoss forms 1n their places at once | ** arderad the newcomer seversly. ' | am your new Form-mastah, you

young wascals I '

M Oh, my hat ! '" gasped Qordon Qay.

* Hg, ha, ha "

The Qrammarizns roared with laughter.

That D'Arcy Imagined that his absurd dieguiss deceived them for a moment ssemed too rich a joke

1 think that such a discussion s
likely to enlarge the bonds of Lnow-
ledge,” said the Fourth Form master.
"With your permission; I shall make a
foew remarks.” "

ol

“P-p-please

anners.

“In the first place, to fake the
matter at the root, and begin at the
beginning, which is always a judicious
mothod, let us take the cause of the
trouble,”” said Mr. Lathom,

“Ye-es, sir.”
“The question
struggle inevitable 7"
“(h, yes, sir|”

“Yaas, wathah, siv|”

“Wa see two rival forees placed in
justaposition,” said Mr.-Lathom, *One
perty may be deseribed as the original
inhabitants, the others as practical
newcomers.

My, Lathom was referring to the
Abyssinians and the Italians, The
juniors, not umnafurally, supposed thaf
ha was referring to Bt. Jim's and the
Grammar School.

"Quite so, eir,” said Figgins. " And
it was a cheek of the newcomers to
stick themselves where they are et all.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“That is a boyish way of describing
it,” said Mr. Lathom benevolently;
“hut undoubtedly there is somsthing in
what you say, Figgins. With these
cival parties estoblished close to cne
another, was an outbreak of hostilities
inevitablo?”

“Yaas, wathah, sir.”

Mr, Lathom smiled.

“Yes; I think we may agrec that it
was inevitable,” he said. * Sooner or
later this struggle wns certain to
commenoe,”

“Exaetly, sirl” said Tom Merry, in
great wonder.

gir,” murmurcd

arises—was  this

He had rather expected the Form-
master to expatiate upon the necessity
of keeping the ]ﬁaaoe “And it was very
gratifying to hear him express the
opinion that the rows between the
Grammar School and 8t Jim’s could
not possibly have been avoided.

“Tt’s jolly good of you to say so, sir!”
said Blake. “We never expected a
Form-master to back us up like this.”

“Wathah not |"

“Aly dear Blake, I am always will-
ing te back up my boys in he dji}g [
useful and informative discussion. Now
to toke the aetunl state of affairs,
matters at present are in somecthing of
an impasse, the successful party finding
their enemy too strongly entrenched to
be reached.”

*h, thera are ways of getting at
the wotlahs, sir 1" said Arvthur Augusius
D'Arey, “I myself—"

“It's a question of getting at them
in their own quarters, sir,” enid Tom
Morry.

“¥es, that is it, exactly, Merry.”

“That's what I think ought to be
done, sir.”

“Yes, indeed, if possible.”

“That's what we were disgussing,
sir,” soid Tom Merry, “Ways and
means of getting ot the bounders in
their own place, and making them sit
up.”

Mr. Lathom smiled.

“Ah, you are discussing a plan of
campaigi 1" hie remarked.

* Yes, sir”

i interesting,”  Eaid Mr.
Lathom—* very interesting and instrue-
tive. 1 shall be very pleased to con-
tribute any little knowledge I possess
to such a discussion.”

* You—you're very good, sic.”

¥Not at all, Merry. Now, in the

first place, it is evident
cannot go on as tliey are.

“Quite so, sir.”

“And as it appears to me difficult to
cstablish peace——"’

“Oh, that's out of the guestion, sir I"

“Yaas, wathah|”

“The question srises—what form the
struggle will now assurne?” said Bir.
Lathom.

“Ye-ps, sir.” .

“What are your views, Merry?”

“Well, T think that s good leader

.t’hu.t matters

should be chosen, sir,” said Tom
Merry, A cha.;l) whe is really quali-
fied to take tho lead.”

“T pgree to that,’” said Figgins, "1
think

“Yans, wathah; but—"

Mr. Lathom looked puzzled.

“But the Abyssinians already have a
very ellicient leader,” he remarked.

Tho juniors jumped.

“The—the what, sir?”

“The which?”

“Tha Abyssiniang, sir]”

““Yes,'" said Mr. Lathom, surprised,
“We were discussing the u.ttackinF
force at present encamped at Adowa.”

" A-A-Adowe, sir,” suid Tom Merry
feebly,

“0h, my hat|"”

“Gweat Scott [

The juniors understood at last. M,
Lathom had evidently drawn a wrong
impression from the notice Tom Merry
had posted on the board.

The juniors looked at one nnother.
Figgins stuffed his handkerchief into
his mouth, and Monty Lowthed waa
taken with a violent fit of coughing,
Beveral suppressed gurgles wers heard
in different parts of the woodshed.
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"“The present military siluation—"

went on Mr. Lathom,

“1la, ha, hat”

“Really, Dighy," said 3Mr. Lathom,
turning a severe cye upon tlie Fourths
Former, who had burst ont quite in-
voluntarily, “I sec na cauze for merri-
ment at this discussion.”

Digby turned crimsun,

“I—I beg your parilon,
stuttored.

A Lell rang in the disiance.

“1ulle!  That's the tea-bell ' ex-
claimed Fatty Wymn,

“Bear me I said Mr. Lathom.  #1f
you juniors wish lo go to tea, perhaps
tha diseussion had better De posipaned,

sl he

“Oh, yos, sirl?

“*Very woll; we will resuine this most
intergsting and instructive dizcussion at
ancther time,” said Mr, Lathom
benovaolently.

And, with a genial nod to the juniors,
ke departed.

They waited (ill he was gone, Then
a shriek of langhter vang through the
woodshed, and the meeting collapsed in
belpless mervriment.

CHAPTER 9.
A Polile Invitation !

i“ Al Jove! Thal is vewy polite.”
B Arthur Augustus D'Arey was
standing in Study No, 6 with a

letter in his hand.

The letter was in Gordon Gay's hand-
writing, and the swell of St. Jim's had
opencd it rather suspiciously; but ihe
contents evidently pleased him,

“Hallo I said Blake. *“What has
Gay got lo say to you?  Something
ahout, your visit thero the other day ™

“Not at all, deah boy.”

“Mome new jape, 1 suppose
ITerries.

“Nothin’ of the sort, ITewwies.
> n

pr

growled
Wead

Blake, IMerrics, and Digby read the
Istter. They looked puzzled. It was
eertainly very polite; but the politeness
of the Grammarians made them dis-
trustful. They were like the gentlemen

of olden time who feared the Grecks
wlien they come wilh gifts in their
hands,

The letter ran:

“Dear IDFVArcy,—We are having a

rehearsal of our new play this after-
noon, and as it's & half-holiday, we

thought you might

ANO DEPOSIT

We will send vou th

tl. Tor postage.
8in 7 days, 8/9 only.

The “ Honolulu” UKULELE BANJO.
You can play this delightful lostrument
with very little practice with our Free
Lightning Tutor, Brass Fretted TFinger
Roard; sweet mellow tone; polished finish.

upon Teceipt of lirst inatalment of 8d. and
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“ Always yvours,

" GORpON Gay.”

“Walhah sensible
of Gay, yon know,
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tips about the act-
in't? remarked
Avthur Augustus
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date say he knows
that I am weally
the oitly goad actor

fsa Ukunlele Banjo

Write for Fully

An opportunity to sharve inoa very
special wateh baesadn,  The o Re-
nowaed  Jadtime'  Shoek  Proof
Watch with Lighly polished Chrominm Cise,
Elective Bexel. Full Luminons LHal. 4'are-
fully constructed and adjisted Lever Move-
ment.  Aveurately  timed.  Pitted Genl's
Judtime Spun Mesh Milanese  Clirominm
Bracelet. 10 years' Wurranty,  Seul on
receipt of Ad. deposit amd il Poslape.
Balance 1/6 Fortnightly until 16,9 is paidl
or Cash within 7 duys 14,9, Laly's ~ize on
Bracelet same Price and Terms,  Write
for Fully Ilustrated Jewellery List,

J. A. DAVIS & GO.
B.4. 98), 04104, Deamark Hill,
Landon, $.E.5,

€{Dent.

in _our dwamatie
society.”

*¥es, he's hound
to know that,” sail
Blake. “TIt's com-
mon knowledge.”

"“Yaas, wallnli

“They're going to
jape the silly ass
when they got him
over there,” said
Herries.

"Weally,
wigs.”

Blake
head.

“No; Gay would
not do that,” le
satd. “They wan't
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touch Gusszy if le
Foes over orn an in-
vitation., But what
on  earth does it
mean? The re’s
some ganie on ¥
“Weally, Blake!?
“There must be,™
said Dighby. “Gay
knows that Gussy i3
as big an ass in act-
ing as in everything
elso, and—"
“Weally, Dig—"*
“It's a do§ e to
ot him over there;
ut what on earth
do they want him

UTHERN NLAWL"

Seven Days’

| fout® Isnidd Blraike,
puzzled. “They
LONDON. SES ]can’t jape him f
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he goes on an invitation, That wouldn’t
be playing the game. But what do they
want him lor 77

“Woeally, Blake; Gay expwesses him-
self plainly enough., They're havin' a
wchearsal, as it's a hali-holiday. 1
wemembah they were wehearsin® some
Wed Indien wubbish when I went ovah
there in disguise. They want to have

some of my knowledge of stago
managin’, and so forth, and I zhall he
vewy pleased to place it at their
service,”

“(Oh, rats!”

“Weally, you ass—"

“It'a a lark, but I don't quite catch
on to it,” said Blake. * Better not go.”

“I shall hardly wefuse eo polite &
wequest,” said the swell of St. Jim's
loftily, “I wegard it as my duty to
stand by the younpstahs in such a
niattah. They are bound to wautb some
chap to advise them in actin’ & play.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T decline to have my wemarhs
weceived with wibald laughtah,” eaid
D’Arcy; and he retired from Study
Na. 6 with his nose in the air,

“What on earth is the little game?”
said Blake in perplexity. “It's some
lark up apgainst ws, I expeet, and they

want to get Gussy out of the way, But
what for?”
“ Ask me another,” said Ierries,
“Blessed if I know 1” said Digby.
And the juniors gave it up. They

were playing football that alterncon,
and, mnaturally, soon forpot about
Avthur Augustus D'Arey and his invite-
tion to the Grammar School.  While

they were preparing for the mateh,
Avthur  Augustus  donned  lis  1most
clegant Dtons and his shiniest eilk

topper, and waiked elegantly over to
the Granmmar Sechoal.

Gordon Gay & Co. received hin most
graciously.

“Ba jolly glad you ecame said
Gordon Gay, shaking hands with the
swell of St. Jim’s, *This way—we'va
having the rehearsal in the gym,
We're going to give the performance of
the 'Belle of the Praivie’ in the gym
next Wednesday, We shall be glad if
you'll come and hring the fellows.”

“Yaas, wathah |*

Adthur Augusius walked into the gym.

A crowd of the Grammarian juniors
were pathered there. Irank Monk anil
Lialf a dozen other fellows were already
i Red Indian eostume.

It was to be a dress rehearvsal, and
certainly tlie Red Indians looked effec-
tive. Perhaps Uliey would not have been
mistaken for Red Indians; but eer-
tainly they would never have heen
recognised as Frank Mounk, Lave, Car-
boy, and the rest.

They wore leggings and blanlkets, and
hoaddrezses of feathers, and tlheir faces
were covered with red ochre,

“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus, turning his eyeglass upon the
Read Indians.  "“'Who ave those howwid-
Tooking boundahs?”

~They're Sitting Bull & Co., the fery
Bioux,” said Gordon Gay.

“Bai Jove [

“They have to capture the Belle of
the Praivie, and I reseue her,” said
Gordon Gay. “It's a vipping play, 1
can tell you. Tadpole says it's betler
than Bhakespeare. Ie ought to know,
as he wrote it,”

“AMore lively, you know," explained
Tadpole.

“Yonng Wootton is going to be the
Belle of the Prairie,” went on Cordon
Gay. “He will have to make up as a

1" -”

“Ugh ¥ said Trank Monk, waving a
tomahawlk—a wooden one—in dangerous
proximity to D"Arcy’s hat.
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D'Arer jumped back.

“Pway bo careful, deah boy!” he ex-
claimed. .

“Walh ! What sceks the white dog in
the lodges of the Bioux?”

“Weally, Monk—"

“Bealp the white dog ! said Carboy.
“Bealp his topper, at any vate.”

“Weally, you ass!”

“No larks, you know," said Clordon
Gay warningly. “Gussy is our guest.
Honour the stranger thet is within the
gates,”

“My mistake!” said Monk blandly.
“It's awfully good of you to come over
and give us some tips, Gussy!"”

“Yes, rather; jolly good!”

“Not at all, deah boys !” said Arthur
Augustus, #T'm always pleased to
place my supewinh knowledge ot the
service of you youngstahs.”

"You cheeky ass—ahem!—I mean,
thanks awfully " snid Monk, grinning
under his red ochre, “What do you
think of our make-up? Do you think
onybody would koow us on the spaf,
same ns ther do some follows who go
round disguised’?”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Weallv, Monk.”

“Zot wyou da not ship our shum,
Monkey,” =aid Mont Blong., “It 1s not
comime il faut to ship ze guest vizzin

ze gates.”

“Quite rmight, Bdont Blong,” said
Gordon Gay. ‘“Now, you fellows, buek
up with (he rehearsal. Will you sit here,
Gussy, aml look an? And don't hesi-
tate’ to speak when you Ihink anything
might be improved.”

“Wathali net, deah boy "

“Putb it to them guite plainly. I'm
sorry that T shan’t be able to wttend tho
rehiearsal. Got an important engoge-
ment,” said Gay. “Wooltton major is
my understudy, and he's going (o take
my place. IE you think Wootton isn'c
np lo the mark, you tell him plainly
w}i'mt. lie ounght to do.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Gordon Gay strolled out of tho
gymmasinm.

Then the rehearsal eommenced.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey sat in the
place of honour, and he watched he ro-
hearsal through his eyoglass with great
altention.

Ha did not hesitate to pass eriticisms
npon the acting; some of them cx-
treniely personal, as & matter of fact,

Bnt the Grammarians heard them all
with the most profound altention and
respect,

1f D’Arcy lind been of a more sus-
picious nature, he might have suspeeted
tlint the Grammarians had soeme ulterior
melive for their excessive politeness,

But DFArcy wns anything but
suspicious.

He was thero to place his superior
knowledge at the rerviee of his young
friends, os b considered it, and lLe did
it unreservedly.

The rchearsal Iasted quite o long
time, and when it was over ond tle
costumes and the paint removed, the
{irammarians took D'Argy in to tea in
Monlk’s study.

Arthur Auvgutus waz the guest of
lonour at the tea-table.

All his remarks upon the suliject of
acling, and making-up, and stage-inan-
aping  wera  lislened to  with  great
rozpect,

BBy tho time ten was over the Gram-
marians had risen very much in Arthur
Augustug D’Arey’s estimation, In fack,
lio considored that they had been done
gront injustice; for a moro polite,
reasonable, and sonsible sob of follows
hie hod really never scon.

It was evident that they were guite
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Monty Lowther
Calling !

Hallo, everybody !

A new machine washes and dries
your handg in sixty seconds. Any St.
Jim's fag can beat that easily,

“ Germs cling 1o pounid nolfes,”
says « scientist, 1Wish we hnoew
the secyet.

Man told us he makes p good living
travelling in refrigerators. How very
uncomfortuble.

Blimpole eays he finda it hord to La
funny about foetbell, But hoe is very
funny at it,

A man rescued in mid-Channel Li
hig resevet on the nose, A M "
Channel swimmer ?

Oh, T am asked to deny the atory
thot Falty Wynn draile six bottles of
ginger EO‘g straight off, and was found
Inter bobbing gontly against the
coiling |

A million and a half people entered
ihe Zoo last year, we read. PBut it
doesn't say how many were kept.

A business man says the only trouble
with an income is to get it to come in.

Heard thin? Chop rang up and
naled : “Ia Mike Howe ithore?
 Wrong number ) camo tho reply.
"* This i8 a City office, not g furm 1™

Gore says he earriea a hundred snd
twenly pounds. Weight, not money !

Then there was the Americen who
said * Make it snappy!' once too
often. The bulldeg heard him.

“ There's no one to touch a Scols-
man,"’ says o wrifer. If's nof much
use frying.

“ Every gardoner likes to be con-
gratulated on producing s nico
cucumber,” saya D'Arcy, Unless it
happens to be 4 marrow,

Btory: “Did you éver make o
really serious mistake 1" asked thos
student., ' Once—I cured a millionaira
in a month | " admitted the doctor.

Then thers was the nervous alr
pagssenger who weas devoutly tharliful
to be * down ond out.”

You heard of the millionaire who 1604
a big pum fo somrone who didn't
exist ¥ He left o lot to the imugination !

Third Form flazh : '* Which word in
the English language is always pro-
nounced incorrectly " asked Mr.
Selby.  * Imcorreetly, sir!" replied
Wally D'Arey,

“Who doesn't look forward to
Christmas 1 demands Crooke,
Turkeys !

Metal tickefs have been issued
by an American railrond. They
greap '* tin ** for f* tin."’

Get ready: Young Jameson wants
to know if tho notice in Wayland
Wood, ' Bird’a nesting strictly Tor-
bidden,” isn' a bit h on the birde !

Chamcleons can  move their eyes
indopendently, seeing oll round. 8o
enn somé Form-masters.

* Where is the chief cashier 7 ** asked
Mr. Railton of the bank clerlke. * He'a
gone away, sir.'' "“For a rest, I
asupposa ' "' No, to aveid arrest!"

Wait: “Tsn't it rather a long
distance from the dressing-room to the
ring 1*' asked the Theavyweight.
" ¥es," admitled the fight promoter,
“But T don't expect you'll huve to
walle back ! Duck, boya 1l

alive to his merits, and knew how fo
honour o really distinguished puest.

But if Arthur Augustus D’Arey had
been able to gucss what was going on ak
St. Jim's at the same t{imo, porhaps
he would not have been so satisfied in
his mind, and his flattering opinion of
the Grammarians might have under-
gone u great change,

CHAPTER 10,
A Crowded Tea-Party!

ACK BLAKE came inte the School
House with a raddy glow in his
checks, and a football under his
arnt,

The Pourlh lad been playing the
Shell that afiernoon, and the result liad
been a draw, Fach side considered that
it lind been unlucky t= Sos:, being the
best team, nnd so all the Ffootballors
were salisfied with themselves.

*T  wonder  whelther Gussy's  got
back 7" sail Blake, remembering tha
existonco of il swell of 8t Jim!s now
that the football was over.

“ITe wasn't playing for the Fourtl,"
remarked Tom Merry, ® Where is he?"
“He wont aver to see Gordon Gay."
“QOh | Another jape, I suppose?"”

“No,” said Blake, *I can’t guite
make ib out.  They soy that they
wanted his opinion on their neting for
somo rotten Red Indian play they're
getting up; but that was all—"

“PitHe | said Monty Lowlher.

“Fixuctly. 1 suppose they’'ve been
rotting him."

Bluke threw open the door of Study

No. 6. There was o light burning in
the study. 'Fhe evening dusk was fall-
ing. Tho room was evidently occupied,

“Hallo! CGot back, Gussy?” azked
Blake.

“Yaas, wathah1”

“What did they want you for—great
Scolt |”

‘Blake stared at the junior in the
study.

“Blessed if he hasn't got into his
giddy Ilorm-muster rig again—" he
exclaimpd.

“Wenlly, Blake—"

“What's the game, youy nss?"

“T wefnse to be cnlled an pss,”

“But, you fathead—"

“Walts [

Tom Merry & Co. crowded in Lhe
doorway, and all of them stared at the
juniar 1n the study. He was dressed in
block frock-cont and rusty lrousers, and
had a grey beard and linted glasaes.
Hec was the image of the pretended Ae.
Fowler, wha hnd gone over to the
Grammar Hchaol a3 the now TForni-
master; tmt his disguise this time was
eerininly better, fer his [eatures were
unveenpnisnble. A grey moustache and
grey whiskers had been added o ihe
disguise, and a wig that guite covered
up the hair.

“What's the game. now,
asked Tom Merry,

1 am bwyin' my disguise ogain, denh
boys.”

“Iia, ha, hat I supposs you're not
going to iry to work the same wheezs
again on the Grammarians?™ yelled
Llonly Lowther.

Tue Gen Liersryr.—~No. 1,451,

Cussy
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“ Weul]ir, Lowthah i

“Well, Fm hungry,” said Blake, “IT'm
roing to have tea. Cut down to the

tuckshop and get somecthing, Gussy. I&
will give Mrs. Tagglea a freat to see
you like that.”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“X wefuse to cut down to the tuck-
ahop, desh boy. Howevah, I am wead}r
for tes, and you can get it if you like,”

¥ We're in funds,” eaid Tom Meryy.
"I've had a remiitance from NMis
Fawcett—a really stunning ono. Come
aleng to my study,”

i ﬂ'ﬂd II,E '

“1 will join
deah boys,”™ sai

‘_'ﬁlght- ol|Z

“Not, coming in that rig, are you?”
asked Manners. o ¢

*“Yaas; watliah ¥

“0Oh, my hat! Buppose & master spots
you in the passege—=2>,

*“QOh, wats "

“Tm afraid Gussy’s going off his
rocker,” said Monty Lowther, with a
solemn shake of his head, “However,
If a master meets you you can pass
yﬂ‘t‘wself off as the Head # you like.”

Ha, ha, ha!”

E’l‘m juniors erowded out of the study,
‘ Mng I bwing a fwiend or two to tea,
Yom Mewwy?” asked the disguised
Junier,

““Meny as you like, old man.”

“Vewy good.”

.Tom Merry & Ca. lost no time in get-
ting tea. They were hungry aftér the
footbell. Tom Merry was in funds, as
be had said, and he was quito lavish
with that tea, The table groaned under
the goodly viands, as the novelists say,
and the juniors gathered round the
Eble, prepared to do full justice te the

.

They were just beginning, when the
dood opened, and the pseudo TForm-
miaster cama 1inm,

“ What the ass wanis to go sbout like
that for is more than I can imagine,”
said Blake, puzzled. “Why don't you
get into your own clobber, Gussy 7

“I" wegard clobbah as a vul -
pwession, deah boy ¥ Birs=

“Well, here's a chair,” said Tem
MAerry. “Don't shove your beard into
the jany, gss!¥

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—2

“Hallo 1" exclaimed Monty Lowther,
as the door reopened and Wally D' Arey
of the Third came in. * What do you
wg.:tlb.?’f ; i

.1 ve come,” szid Wally.

“"-?'GII, now you ean gt:{”

"I ve coma to tea.”

Rats! We don't have Third Form
fogs to tea,” said Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthali! I had Tom
Mewwy’s permish to bwing a Fwiend or
tu:u. and I have invited my minah i

‘Oh, that alters the case ! said
Lowther. “Come in, young hopeful I”

Jameson, Gibson, and Joe Frav
the Third followed Wally intanmli?!f
study, The tea-party regarded them
with surprise.

:Dllih you ask these
Gussy 1 asked Lowther.

. Xaas, wathah [¥

Oh, all vight 1*

The study was pretty well crowded b
th_m .time. But a few niinules 'Iate{
Figgins, Kerr, Wyn n, Redfern,
Lawrence, and Owen of the Now Honse

presented themselves. The Scliocol House

ou in o few minutes,
the disguised jumior,

chaps, oo,

fellowa jumped up, under the im-
ression that it wagy a raidi  But
iggins waved his band in sign of

friﬁ:c!shiﬁ.
t's all right I he exclaimed,
Tau GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,451.

“Oh, 1s it1" said Tom Merry. * What

do you want "

“Wea've come te tea.”

“Well, of all the cheeky bounders——"

“ Gussy invited us,” said Figgine, ‘' He
¢alled out to we from his study window
that ‘Lﬁu hed told him to bring & few
friends. We're all friends of Gussy—"

“Ispevially at tes-time,” said Falty
Wynn.

“Ha, he, ha !

“Come in, desh boys! You will find
woom gomewhere, It's all wight |

. The Terrible Three 'were looking a
little dismayed by this time.

They didn't want to be inhospitable;
but certainly the study was erowded
now to its wtmost limits, and the feed,
ampla aa it was, was not likely to go
far emong so many guests. And it was
not over yet |

There was a trampling of feet in the
passage, and Mellish, Levison, and
Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth loeked in
cheerfully, The door was wide open
now. The study was too crowded for it
to ho shut. Behind the newcomers
appeared Reilly, Kangarvo, and Glyn,
anS Clifton Dane, I’age, Dishep, and
Kerruish,

“Hallo! You're rather
geaid Kangaroo.

“But we don't
Lovison.

“Not at all,” said Mellish,
stand.”

'*Look herg——" began Tom Mcrry.

“Gussy invited us?  explained
Luwmley-Lumley. “1 guess
wo couldn’t refuse sueh an
invitation, as he smid 1t was
an extra-speeial feed.”

“Come wight in, deah
bova 1#

“ Btanding

erowded |V

mind,” grined

(13 I can

room onlyl”
grinnied Heilly, “ Faith, and

I think you may as well
hand my little whack out

here in the possage.”

"Same here,’’ saild
ruish.

“Hagllo, here's some moro
coming ! exclaimed Kan-
raroo, a3 & dowth ol more
fellows ecaute erowding along
the puossage.

“Yaas, wathah |
lot 1

The Terrikla Three locked
grimly at the disguised
jumicr.

The study was erammed,
tho passage outside was i
cranuned, and it looked as !
if it would be blocked all the  Jf
wiay to the staiva. A erowd ‘

]
1
Hieu\ M
SEr S 1

Kor-

Quite a

|
of Third sad BSBceond ITorm ffag
fags were trying to get to e
study, demanding to Lkuoow
wlhat they liad been asked for
if there wasn't any room and
any feed,

“I suppose this iz a little
joke, Gussy?' eaid 'Lomn
Merry at last,

“Weally, Tain Aewwy——"

“Blessed 1 1 see the
joke ! growled MAanners.

"1 have essked a fwiend or
Ly v

"Two hundred, it =zcems to
me ' prunbed Lowiher.

“Weally, Lowthah——"

"“{Aussy's votting  this
sludy—that’s what it is!"
said Tom Moerry. ¥ Gussy,
aold man, you are danger-
vusly near to getting a thick
car ]’

|
|
Il
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“1 should wefuse to have a thick ear,
Tom Mewwy.”

“Whet on earth iz Gussy in that rig
still for " asked Kangaroo. ;

:Dh,_he’s dotty I Lowther remarked.

Wesally, Lowthah, you wottah—"

_“Here, make way, there, you fags!”
shouted & voice in the passage—tho
sharp, somewhat unplessant voice. of
Cutts of the Fifih,
. “That's Cutts,” piid Tom Mervy.
“What on carth does he want?”

€ Fr = A ol 1|

"’{ﬁn??ﬁﬂd him to tes, Tom Mewwy.

“Cutts, Pwye, Gilmore, Jones, and
Lofevre,” explained’ the  disguised
junior, “I saw them fwom the. stt;di,cr
Hmdnf, you know, s0 I thought I'd as

10m.

“Well, you—you ass "

“You fathead "

“It's & rotten jape!” voared -Monty
Lowther, *“Bump him |"

“I wefuse to be bumped 1”

“Here, hold onl” chuckled Blake.
“You gave Gussy permission to hring
some friends. Ile's only done what you
said.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Meke room there, you fags?’ came
Cults’ voice again.

There wes & sound of shoving and
trampling and angry voices in the

jpassage.
“¥ah!| Geo home!"
(et out of the way "
“Don't shove I

“Cerroff my feet |”

As Blake & Co. rushed Into Study No. 8 they stared In
wall was chalked the word * Wats | *

L

““ Quesy’smad |} ¥

|
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“Clear out |®

“ Vah |”

“Thoro’ll be a blessed free fight
soon ¥ exclaimed Tom Merry., * Here,
let me get to the door, and I'll explain
to Cutts |?

“Woally, Tomi Mewwy—*

"?h. ;'.an:iu dry up ®

“1 wefuse to dwy up!
that—* 5 T

1] Rau 1”

It was not easy to get to the stud
tdoor; but Tom Merry struggled throug
the crowd, and put a red and excited
face out into the passage.

“Cutts I he called out,

“Hallo! Is tea ready?” demanded
the Fifth Former.

"It's o mistake! Gussy was rotting
you,” explained Tom Merry,

Cutts snorted.

“Oh, rotting me, was he?” he said.
“Is he there?”

ir Yes'}}

. “Then T'll jolly well show lim that
it doosn’t do to rot the Fifth,” said
Cutts. “Now, then, you fellows, shove
all together, and we'll give these
chiceky cads a lesson | Rotting the Fifth,
by Jove [*

There were five-of the Fifth TFormers,
all powerful fellows, and they shoved
together, and drove and wedged a way
through the juniors in the passage. The
juniors were squeczed helplessly to tho
walls and into other studies, and a good

I considal

many of themn relled on the Acor, and
were walked over.
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The room had been wrecked, and on the
laimed Blake, !! Fancy a chap wrecking his own siudy 1 **

Cutts & Co. dreve their way to tho
door of Tom Merry’s study and glared
113,

e S

CHAPTER 11.
Quite Mag !

1] ET outl” rearad the juniors.
‘“ Buzz off |”

“Clear 1",
_"“3bove in!" yolled Chuits,
“If thore isn't any tea, we'll wreek the
blessed study 1”7

“Hear, hear ™

“Gat out 1"

“It’s all wight, deah bays! Come
wight in! Tom Mewwy gave me per-
mission to bwing my fwiends, and ho
can’t back out now }”

Cutts stared at the speaker.

“Is that D'Arey 7" he gasped.

"Yaas, wathah "

“What on earth are you got up like
that for?” demanded Cuita.

“I'm twyin' this disguise for pwivate
theatwicals, yon knew.”

“Looks to me as if you're bhalmy ("
grawled Lefavre. * That's what 1 sny—
balmy 1”

“Weally, you fathead—"

“ Anywey, we've been asked to ten,
and there isn’t any teal” said Prye.
“Turn the blessed study inside ont if
they don't praovide tea at onco !

“¥es, rather! Thet's what I say !

“Yaas., In the circs, T considah that
vou would be justified in waggin® those
Shell boundahs, deah hoys.” ;

“And we're jolly well going to do it 1"
declared Cutts. ** Now then,
Tom Merry, is it to he tea or
a rag?”

“Oh, go and eat coke!”
aaid the unhnllmpy caplain af
the Shell, “IF you weren't
a guest here, Gussy, I—I'd
jump on youl You ass!"

"1 t?-ngn.w.l you as a silly

Fathead, Tom Mowww! I
considah——"

“Where's the lea?™ roared
CGilmere.

“It's jolly well all gone!"”
said Tom Merry, T dichi’t
expect fifty chaps to teal Il's
n jape of that howling ass
D'Avey [

“If you chawactewise e
as an ass, Tom Mewwy, T
shall wetiah fwom  the
sty 1™

“You can rebire aml ent
coke, you sitly chump !”

The disguised junior
strngeled 1o the door il
relired. But the juniors had

1o time fa think of the por-
sonal feclings of the swell of
St Jim'a,

Cutts & Co. wera on e
warpath,  They lad  con-
sitleradd  that  they woere

honouring a juniar shuly hy
coming ta lea there al all,
and ta discover that  thero
was no tea for them, ol
thal it was all 2 rag, wns 2
lite too umeh,

Cutta & Co. wanded ven-
geance, aml wanled it badly,

Anmd most of the juniors
were inelined to back Cuotts &
(‘o. up, though, as a ruly,
they would have heen "up
against ” the IMifth,  Theeo
parts of the inviled guoests
had not beon able o gel
evaen into the shly, Iet alona
Lo obthin a share of the feed,
and They wore very oxcifod
aboub it
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“Wreek the Llessed place !” :louted
(Gore of the Shell.

“Bump those bounders I"

“8hove the table over !

“Rag them |”

Cutts then conmenced operations by
seizing the table end turning it side- -
ways. Crockery and tray and cloth slid
to the floor, amongst a forest of legs and
feet. There was a roar of wrath from
the Terrible Three, and they hurled
themselves npon Lutta.

“Chuek him out!”
Moerry,

“Wreek the Dblessed study ! gaspodd
[iefevre. " That's what I say I” '

“TFaith, and we'll o it 1”
* Hurrah 1”
Crash, crash, crash!

‘The chums of Study No, 6 and Figgina
& Co. backed up the Terrible 'Three as
hest they could, DBut they could do
little; they were overwhelmed, In a
fow moments pandemionnnn seemed (o
veign in Tom Merry's study. _

When the din Jdied away, the IFifth
Yormers and the crowd of mndignant
juniors took their departure, satisfied
in their minds.

But the unhappy Co,
satishied.

Tom Merry picked himself up out nf
a heap of broken crockery, and gasped,

“Oh, my hat!”

“{roogh "

“Oh "

(1 Dw l-ﬂ

The study was a wreck. The juniors
looked like wrecks, too, Blake. was
breathing wrath as he dabbed a erimson
stream from his nese” with his hand-
kerchick.

*Let’s go and find Gussy ! he, said,
“We'll sealp him!  We'll snateh lom
baldheaded ! Weo'll jump on him and
clanghtey Lim !

“LUood epg !

And the dusty and dishevelled juniors
rmshed oway in search of the swell of
St Jim’s. They roshed into Study
Na. 6. Avthur Augustus was not thore:
the study was empty. And it was net
anly emply—il. was wrecked, and was
not in a mnch hetter condition lhan
Tom Mevry's study. 'Lhe table was
overturned, books and papers and
crockery and ocinders were scattered
about, the hookcase stood wrong end up,
the cerpet 'was hanging half-out of tha
window, and ik was smearnd on tha
Inoking-glass and the winidlow panes. On
the wall was ehalked in lavge letterss:

TWATS

panied  Tom

were not

Blake gaspod.

" Hu's mad "
e as mad as a hattoer !
wyecking his own sturdy !
cloan off his dot 1™

"Lircat Neott !™

Y ATust be balmy 1™ |

" Poor oll Gussy 1

“Wa must find him ! exclaimed "Fom
Alovry,

They rushed out of the study, Thern
was a vell from Reilly, who had just
lookedd into his own room. It waos
almasl in the sama state a3 Study No, 6.
Yells from (ho others fellows announced
that they had found iheir quarters
wrecked, The word ran from one to
another that Arthur Augustus 1)'Arey
liad breame insane; there seemed to bo
na other way of accounting for it. And
he had disappearcd.

The juniors troopad  broulhlessly
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he exclaied, = Must
Fuuey a chap
He's gono
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Kildare of the Sixth was

downstalirs.
i they rushed

in the lower passage, and
up to him hreathlessiy.

“Have you scen D'Arey ?” asked Tom
Merry.

“No,” said Kildare. =
“He was gob up in 0 queer way,
explained Tom Merry. “Thentricals,
you know, He had on o frock-coat and

a beard and glasses.”

“Oh!” said Kildare. “Was that
merchant D'Arcy? 1 wondered who he
was when he passed out.”

“Has he gone out?”

“Yes; he went over to the
House, I think.”

Figgins gave a yell

“The New House—my study

He did not finish, but tore away across
the quadrangle towards the New House.

The whole crowd followed him; they
rushed inta the New House, and up the
stairs, and into Figgins' study. A
sccne of devastation met their gaze.
The state of Study No. 6 was as nothing
to the state of Figgins' study.

Figgins collapsed in a chair
gasped. .

“Oh, my hat! He must be raving !

“Fairly off his dot!"”

“But—but where is he?”

“Must find him |” said Tom Merry.

And the anmazed and excited juniors
rushed out once more in search of the
alusive swell of St Jim's,

CHAFTER 12.

Poor Old Guasy!
g. RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY

Now

and

walked cheerfully in at the
school gates in the dusk.

He was feeling very pleased
and contented with himself and the
€rammariang,. The Ilatter had given
him a very goed time, and he was
anxious to explain to Btudy No. 6 that
Gordon Gay & Co. had not been
“japing ¥ when they invited him over
to the Grammar chuul to witness the
rehearsal of the " Belle of the Prairie.”
There was & sudden yell as I Arey came
into the radius of light from the Bcheol
House. .

*There he is!” . L.

There was a rush of excited juniors at
onge.

D’ Arcy was surrounded.

“Yaas, here I am, deah boya!" he
said, adjusting his eyeglass, and lockin
in considemhfe surprise at the excite
fapes round the
mettah 7"

him. “It anythin’

“Matter I said Tom Merry. “I
should say sol”

“You're dotty, that's what's the
matter |"

“ Potty, you assl|” .

“We're going to get you & straut
Juoket

“¥ou've been changing your clobber
again, have you, you fathead I”

“*Collar him before he gets away!”

Arthur Aungustus struggled =s hands
elosed upon him on all sides. His silk
hat was knocked off, and his collar came
away from its stud, snd his eyeglass
fioated at the end of its cord.

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah?
Are you all potty " gasped the swell of
Bt Jim's. “What are you up to?"

“Got him now |"

“¥ank him in!”

“Mind he doesn't get away again "

“But I haven't the least intention of

tting away |” protested D’Arey, “I

ave only just weturned fwom the
Gwammah School.”

“What 1"

“Only just returned?” said Plake.
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“Yaas 1" .

“You—you ass| Tt isn't ten minutes
sinco you wreeked our study!”

*Since I wh-what?

“Bince you wrecked our study, and
Fiﬁg_v’s study in the New House!”
yelled Blake. "If yow're not potty,
what did you de it for?"

""Weanlly, Blake—"

“Gently " said Tom Merry, “Don't
bump him. If he's potty, he ean’t help
it, and he'll have to be taken care of.”

“That's g0,” said Blake, *“But mind
he doesn’t get away. Somothing might
Liappen if he goes wandering about in
that state of mind.”

“You fwightful ass—"

“Lost his memory,'”” said TFiggins,
“Mad people do that sometimes, you
know."

“I wefuse to be wegarded as & mad
people—I mean person! I shall give
you a feahful thwashin’, Figgins!”

“Quite I said Tigging soothingly.
“Take it calmly. Don't get excited.”

"“You fwightfu] ass—"

“We're not pgoing to hurt you,
Gussy,” said Tom Merry reassuringly.
Y0nly going ta take care of you, you
know, and see that you don’t come to
any harm.”

“¥ou burblin’ duffah——"

“Let himm run on,” said Manners;
“it may ease his mind. I read some-
where that it's dangerous to contradict
lunaties."

* Mannahs, you beast {"

“Only dor't let him escape.”

“What does all this mean, you silly

asses?” shrieked Arthur Augustus, 1
do not compwehend in the least. Has
anythin' happened while I've been
away 1"

“It’s sl right, old chap,” said Kerr,
“You haven’t been away, vou know;

you only imagined that, But it's all
right."”
,“Ha.\'en’t been  away !  ejaculated

Arcy, almost staggering in astonish-
ment, “I have been ovah to the
Gwammah BSchool, and have only we-
turned this minate,”

“Let him run on,” murmured Tom
Merry. “Don’t contradict him, He
mlght begin raving.’”

“Bpeak to him gently.”

“Ho you've been over to the

Grammar School, have you, Cussy?”
said Blake, in a tone of gentle
humouring.

“¥aas, wathah, to see a dwess we-
hearsal of & Wed Indian play,” said
D'Arey. “¥You wemembah Cordon
Gay's lettak, I suppose? I went.”

. "Yes. But don’t you remember com-
ing back 7'’

‘I've only just got back.”

“Don't you remember being in Study
No. 6, got up in your disguise ns Mr.
Fowler, the new TForm-master?” said
Blake gently.

“You uttah ass! I have not twied
on that disguise again. I have not put
if on gince the othah day, when the jape
pwaved to be no good.”

The juniors exchanged sympathetic
glances. It was evident that the swell
of 3t. Jim's had totally lost his memory,

“Poor old Gussy I" murmured Fatty
Wynn.

“I suppose it was the ragging did
it,” said Redfern. *““Poor of Grussy
We shall have to be very gentle with
Lim after this."”

"¥es, rother!®

“«And you don't remember having tea
in my study, and inviting all the fags
and Cutts of the TFifth, Gussy?” asked
Tom Merry. y

“You uttah assl 1 had tea wilh
Fwank Monk and his fwiends in their

study at the Gwammah School.”
“ Sh, my hat [
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“Bimply potty 1"  gaid  Monty
Lowther.  “It's awfull

“Poor old Guasy 1™

“If you wefer to me gms poor old
CGiussy epain, Tigging, I shall punch

your silly head| do not undahstand
what you are gettin’ at. I have had a
vewy good time at the Gwammah
School, and the fellows tweated me
with gweat wespeet. It was not a jape
af all”

“Then you've really been to the
Grammar School 77 asked Dighy.

“OFf course I have, you ass!”

“When did yoy leave?”

“ About rwenty minutes ago.”

“Go easy, ussy I” said Harries,
“Twenty minutes ago you were in Tom
Merry's study, got up as Fowler|"

“I begin to think you are all wavin’
mad,” said D'Arecy. “Pewwaps some-
body else has been puttin’ on that dis-
guisgha.nd pwetendin’ that he was me,”

i I,l

“He conldn't put on your voice,”
said Tom Merry.

“I don’t know," enid Blake, with a
start. “I've heard Gordon Ciay imitate
Gussy’s voice to o T, so that you'd
think it was Gussy speaking. = But
Gordon Gay’s over at the Grammar
School, I suppese you saw him there,
Gussy ¢ )

“¥aas, he was there when T awwived
but he wasn't at the wehearsal; he had
an engapement somewhere clse,”’ said

‘Arcy,

Tom Mervy started.

** An engagement somowhere clse [ he
exclaimed. “How long since you mes
him, Gussy 7

“Twa or thwee hours since T met him
ovah there,” said D'Arey, “But I met
him in {he lane ten minutes ago as I
was comin' back, and he gave me a note
or you."

‘fIn

the

lane—coming from Bt.
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‘iYau’slll

“Oh crumbs! How was he dressed ?”?

“He was dwessed as usual, I believe,"
said D'Arey. “He was cowwyin’ a
pareel, and he said that he had just
como fwom 8, Jim's.”

“Just come from St. Jim's?” said
Tom Merry.

“¥ans, wathahl And he gave me a
note, He =aid he had left in too pweat
a huwwy to give it to you himself, and
he sewibbled it in penecil and gave it to
me to bwing to you,”

“Hand it over [”

“Pway welease me, then, you assesl
I cannot Eet it out of my pocket while
n set of blithewin' duffahs are holdin'
my hands!”

'Arey was released. The truth was
beginining to dawn upon the St. Jim's
fellows; they realised that D’Arcy was
not insane, after all, and that they had
been hoaxed by the Australian junior
of the Grammar Bchool.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey folt in his
ocket and Found the pencilled note nnd
handed it to Tom Merry.

Toin Merry unfolded i1t and read jt—
with a seorc of [ellows erowding round
him to read-it, too.

t ran:

“Dear Merry,—One good turn de-
serves another!
 Always yours,
" GoRDON (Gax."”

The 8t. Jim’s follows stared at the
note and stared ot one another, They
understood. The fellow in disgunise as
Mr. Towler had not been, as they had
supposed, Arthur Augostus D'Arey try-
in&: on his disguise again.

he Grammarians had asked D'Aroy
(Continued on page 1B.)



Let the Editor be your pal.
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flcetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, Chums! As I mentioned
last week, our grand Christmas
Number, the twenty-ninth in
the long and successful run of

the Gew, makes its appearance next
Wednesday. In this special issue, which
is always & pgreat favourile, there is
a magnificent COVER-TO-COVER
slory of the chums of 8t. Jim's. This
means that the Rookwood series will
be broken for one week. But anolher
real yarn of Jimmy Bilver & Co. will
e found as- usual in Lhe [following
number, dated December 21st. The
grand double-length story of St Jim's
18 enlitled:

“THE MYSTERY OF NOBODY'S STUDY 1*

and you will all be thrilled by it! Martin
Clifford’s superbh, seasonable yarn gets
my vote for being the best one of the
year, har none, and I think all readers
will agree with me when they read it,

There is a legend at St, Jim's, daling
from the days when it was a monastic
establishment, that on the hest [all of
enow an old maonk haunts the punish-
ment-room, known as Nobody's Study.
The story goes that his cowl and robe
were found on the floor one morning;
he had vanished, and was never seen
again. After that it berame a legend
that whoever slept in Nobody's Study
on the first fall of snow shared the fale
of the ald mank.

Tom Merry & Co. have no fear of
the supernalural, and they laugh at the
legend—but they change (heir tune
wﬁel‘l eevie things start to happen in
the punishment-room—and after tha
first fall of snow, too! The swishing of
robes is heard, the gaslight goes out,
apparently of its own accord, and weird
moans sound in the davkness! Can it
be true that the legend is heing borne
oub, that the spectral presence of the
old monk has visited St. Jim's? First
Tom Merry and then Levison, who dis-
plays a courage no one has ever sus-
pected him of possessing, try to lay the
ghost—with what result yon will zee in
this nerve-tingling, extra-long Yuletide
yarmn.

Desides this special 8. Jim's story our
Christmas Number containg an exciting
ghart  feabure  entitled " Haunted I®
written by Tom Merry. Then there's
unother columu of readers' prize laughs
selecled by the GEM jesler, and Monty

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

Lowther has some Christmas wisecracks
to get off his chest. Look oub for this
greal number, chums. It's the usual
price, 2d. Order early is my advice.

THE BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS!

At this time of the year there is a big
variely of annuals on sale, and it s
very often difficult to choose between
them—uless you know the qualily of
the contenls. That's where I ean help.
You can make no mistake if either # The
Holiday Annunl” or “The Topular
Book of Boys' Btories* is chosen. 'The
“H. A" I have already recommended
to readers. 1t is the Worlyd’s finest school

story annual. “The Popular Book '’
is of a different type, but it
is just as good in itz way. It contnins

a wonderful eollection of thrilling stories
of mll phases of adventure. Tales of
flying, the circus, mystery, the Wild
West, molor-racing, etc., are all featured
in this fascinating lLook, which only
vosls 2s, 6d. It's a value-for-money
animual that you couldn't better any-
where, Bo if any of you, chumas, know
of an aunt or wicle or brother or sisler
who is intending Lo buy you a book, you
niight discreelly mention that it would
be quite safe to get either * The Popular
Book of Boys' Slories,” or *"The
Hoaliday Annual”

A NIGHT RAINBOW !

An unusual phenomenon happened a
little while age over Canvey Island,
Essex. This was the appearance in Lhe
sky at four o'elock in the morning of a
rainbow! It appeared when slight rain
was falling, with a bright moon shining
in the sky, and the rainbow lasted for
about ten minutes. As yon probably
know, a rainbow is formed by ihe sun’s
rays being vefracted from falling rain
and reflected in the sky. The intensity

of the colours depends upen the size of

the raindrops. But the presence of rain
in the air would cause a rainhow to form
whether it was the sun's rays or the
moon's which were refracted.

A rainbow ab night uvsually means
fine weather the next day, but one in

PEN PAILS COUPON
7-12-35

0 port his claim that a small qiunntil.y of
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the morning indicates rain. In favour-
able conditions, it is possible to ses a
completely round rainhow from a
mountain-top or an aeroplane.

PRACTICAL EVIDENCE !

An American doctor caused some sur-
prise in a cowrt in Virginia recenlly
when giving evidence in a case. Ta sup-
he

glass can be eaten without danger,

. gave a practical demonstration to judge

and jurors by ecrvunching and swallow-
ing a small piece. He was none the
worse for it, and by his evidence had the
satisfaction of winning the case.

It is generally belleved that ground
glass 1s a potent poison, but modern
seience has proved that it will not kill.
Howerver, milike the doctor, I shouldn't
like Lo demonstrate that this is the casel

AN QUTSIZE CABBAGE ]

Tourteen years ago cabbage seeds
were taken from Spain to Buenos Aires,
and some of them were planted in a
hack gavden., The resuli now is that
what must be the largest cubbage ever
has grown in that gurden. It is over
ten feet tall, and the owner has to climb
a laddetr lo take a look &t the heart to
see how il’s growing!

This monster cabiage reminds me of
the story of the American who boasted
about the large cabbages grown in
U.8.A. His English friend bore it in
silence until the pair came to a gaso-
meter. “What is Lhat for?” asked the
American, “All” exclaimed the Eng-
lishman, *thal's a saucepan to cco
your cabbages inl”

FOOTBALL ADVENTURES ]

In their travels professional footballers
meel with all sorts of experiences, but
{here is one adventurse which the Preston
slayers of seven years ago will not soon
orget, The team was on ita way to
Maunchester to play a match. They were
seated in the train, lalking, when a
bullet suddenly shattered the windew
whizzed between the players, an
smashed through lhe opposite window.
Except for lhe broken windows, no
damage was done; but who fired the
bullet and why was never discovered.

An execiting adventure is also told of
the Newcastle team, when they were
once pIa.ying on the Continent.  The
crowd hadn’t liked their tactics in the
mateh, and when they drove away in
their motor-coach they were pelted with
stones. On reaching the hotel whers
they were slaying, it was discovered
that one of their number was missing.
While & search wus being made for him,
lie turned up at the hotel. He had been
left, hehind when the coach departed,
and so as not to be suspected of being a

player; he had joined the moh and
pelled. his fellow-playera!

TAILPIECE.
Tommy: “I wish you'd give me

another piece of cake.”

Mother: I told you to ask for no
more cake.”

Tommy “I'm not asking, mum—I'm
only wishing!”

THE EDITOR.
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PEN PALS.

A free feature which brings together readers all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each
If you want a pen pal, post yeur notice, together
with the coupon on this page, to the address given above.

Miss P. Upeon, 1, Ripple Hall Cottages, Rippleside, Dagenham,
Essex ; girl correspondents ; age 20-25 ; cage birds, stumpa.
ark Road, Aston, Birmingham 6;

ciher.

J. Doodie, 133,
up ;; British Empire, France, Gemany.

cards,

Harold Nuttall,
Manchester 113
Qgineering.

age 18 18 up.

age 12-14;

Lawrenee Longhurst, 4, Grove Terrace, Grove Road,; King'a
Heath, Birmingham 143 age 12.14; writing, railway, cigarette

67, Bandywell Street, Hr, Openshaw,
British Empire; railways,

Misa Elsic Hammond, 34a, Matilda Street, Bethnal Green
Road, London, E.2;

girl correspondents ; overseas; age
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over to the Grammar School to get him
out of the way; and while Frank
Monk & Co, wore keeping him there
Gordon Gay had calmly penctrated into
the School House at S8t. Jim’s in the
exact imitation of D'Arcy’s wondrous
dis%uiae as Mr. Fowler.

The 8t. Jim’s fellows had not had
the faintest puspicion ; indeed, how could
they have had? Mr. Fowler had been
quite unrecognisable, and his imitation
of D’Arcy’s voice had been exact. The
Invitation to Arthur Angustus to attend
the dress rehearsal was now expltined.

“Donel” was all that Tom Merry
said.

" Bpoofed !” said Figgins.

“Diddled !” said Lowther,

“ Dished !"*

“Taken in ¥

“Oh, my hat "'

“Pewwaps you will I
what has bappened now,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy sarcastically, “1 am
guite in the dark. Do you mean to say
that Gordon Gay has been opval here
japin’ you while I was at the Gwammah
School 7

“Yes,” said Dlake. “He came here
in the same disguise you went there in,
and we thought it was you playing the
giddy ox again.”

“Weally, Blake—" )

“He's wrecked Study No. 6 and
Fiﬁgy‘s study, and brought about a free
fight in Tom Merry's quarters—"

“Bai Jove!”

“And it's all your fault, you ass!"

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“Hello! What are you cackling st}

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled D'Arcy,

“The blessed image thinks it's
amusing now " said g-Innty Lowther.
“What is there to cackls at, you

ummy

“Ha, ha, ha! This is what comes of
my leavin' you tgcnumgﬁtu.hs alone for an
sftahooon,” said D'Arcy. “Somethin’
was bound to happen. You have been
spoofed. Ha, ha, hal"

The juniors glared at the swell of
Bt. Jim's, They had certainly heen
spoofed, and badly spoofed; but it was
foo much to see the cause of it all
laughing at their misfortune. They
closed round D'Arey with grim looks.

“8o you think it’s funny, do you?i”

kindly explain

gaid Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, hal ¥aas, wathah! Ha,
ha, ha!”

“Centlemen,” said Tom  Merry,

“we've been spoofed by the Gremmar
School cads, and it's all Gussy's fault!
I think it will be agreed that it's all
Gussy's fault?”

“Hear, hear!”

“Then I suggest that we bump
Gussy.”

“Hold on! I wefuse to' be bumped—
I uttahly decline to—— Ow, ow, ow |”

Bump, bump, bump !

“Yawooooh !”

CHAFPTER 13.
Tom Merry’s Idea!
OM MERRY came into Study
No. 6 a couple of days later with
a letter in his hand,

It was evening, and the four
chums of Study No. 6 were doing their
preparation,

“I've got & letter,” said Tom Merry,

“Well, run away and read it,’"’ said
Blake, without looking up.

“It's from Gordon Gay.”

Blake looked up then,

“Oh, those blessed Grammarians
again!” he exclaimed.  “Ia Ga, tryl.nﬁ
io 'sp;)?_i you thip $ime, iInstead o

ussy 7
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" Weally, Blake—"*

“No,” ‘said Tom Merry, laughing.
"“It's a polite invifation—""

“Sa it was in Cussy’s case!”

“Well, I'll read it out to you,” said
the captain of the Shell. “It's an invis
tation for nll of us to go over on
Wednesday evening and watch them
playing the giddy goat!”

* Yaas, they menfioned it to me,” said
D’Arcy, “They're givin' a Wed Indian
play in the gym, and Fwank Monk said
they were goin' to invite us ovah."”

Jack Blake grunted.

“Catch me going over to esce their
rotten Red Indian play !” he said.

“Especiallv after they've heen japing
us;” gaid Digby, "“We should have o
be on our gaod behaviour. It wouldn’t
be etiquette to throw things, I suppose ¥

*““Wathah not !”

“Fugbtfu] Lore!” said Herries. “I
wouldn’t go !

“Well, let's hear the letter,” said
Blake.

Tom Merry read out the letter:

“fDear Merry,—We are giving a
dramatic performance on Wednesday
evening in the gym. Title of the piece,
‘" The Belle of the: Prairie,” written by
Tadpole, and seted by the Junior
Dramatic Society of Rylcombe Grammar
School. We shall be glad if vou will
come over and bring as many friends as

ou like. Beats free, The performance
eging at seven sharp.
¢ Yours,
“!(orpoN Gsv.'™

"Well, it's civil enough,” yawned
Blake. “But it would be a rotten bore.
The Grammarians don't come over to
zee our amateur” theatricals, and one

ood turn deserves mnother, as Gay says

imself.”

" Quite twue, deah boy,”

“Tell 'em to go and eat coke!" said
Herries,

“I've got an idea,” said Tom Merry.,

“Where did you borrow it?” asked
Blake politely.

“I think it's a jolly good idea,” said
Tem DMerry modestly.  “Now, they're
going to give a rotten play, and they
want us to swell the audience. Some of
us can go and do that, put of politeness,”

“Better send Shell chaps, then!”

runted Blake. “You won't dig up nny-
Ecdy in this study to be bored to death
out of politeness,”

“No fear |”

“There may bo some fun going that's
worth seeing,” said Tom Merry. g
idea is that a erowd of us might go an
join the audience, and soms others—'

“Well 1

"“SBome others might go and join the
actors.”’

“But they don't say that they waat
any cxtra supers " ,

“They may get 'em without wantizg
’e_m.”

“How do you imean?”

“It's a Red Indian play,” gaid Tom
Merry, “As Gussy has seen the dress
rehearsal he can tell us all about it.
I suppose a lot of them are made up as
Red Indians, Gussy?”

“Yaas; Fwank Monk is Bitting
Bull, and a cwowd of fellows will be
made up a3 Wed Indians,” said
D'Arcy.

“What do they do?”

"They attack the camp and cawwy off
the Belle of the Pwaiwie. Wootton
minor is made up as a gal, as the
Belle of the Pwaiwie. Then Gordon
Gay comes in as a cowboy, with a
cwowd of chaps, and defeats the Wed-
skins, fighting agminst odds, rou know,

]

»
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and dwivin' them before him, and he
wescues the Belle of the Pwaiwie.!”

“When the kids are made-up as Red
Andians, I suppose they're not casy to
recognise B

“lmposs, deah boy. I didn’t know
them till they spoke.”

“And it wouldn't be necessary to
speak,’” said Tom Merry thoughtfully.

“What on carth are you driving at 2"
asked Blake.

“A wheeze, my son—a real, ripping
wheeze for getting at grips with the
Grammarians and giving them the
giddy kybosh!"

“Now you're talking!” said Blake.
“(o ahead ("

“They're giving this rotten show in
the gym, Gussy {”

“ YEI, 3.‘I

“Where is their dressing-room ?”

“There’'s a8 woom openin’ off the
gvnl, where they keep dumbbells and
Indian clubs end things,”’ said D'Arey.
*That's bein' used ns a dwessin’-woom,
and the stage is swwanged so that it's
behind the scenes. There's o back door
into it fwom the quad, yoi see.
They've  weally got  evewythin'
awwanged vewy well, considewin’. I
was able to give them n few tips about
the awwangements—"

“Yes; I've no doubt you were. When
Monk and the rest are making up as
Redskins, where are Gordon Gay and
hiz giddy cowboyat"

“They’'re on the stage, hidden by the
fowest fwom view. They come burstin’
thwough the tweea when the Wedskins
attack the camp at the othah end of the
stage. The twees are made of card-
board, you know.”

“Good "

“Blessed if I see what the wheeze is(”
said Blake. “It's no good thinking of
rushing them on the stage; we should
have the whole Grammar School on our
necks in a jiffy, And there will be
prefects present, you can bet your hat,
and perhaps the Hcad, ns Dr. Monk is
young Monkey's pater.”

Tom Merry nodded.

"I know that. I'm not thinking of a
raid. Of course, the chaps who accept
Gordon QGay's invitation will have to
keep order in the audience—honour
bound, you know. Can't accept o chap's
invitation and then rag himI”

“Wathah not! But—""

“But chaps who don’t accept the
invitation to join the audience can do
as they like,” gaid Tom Merry, with a
glinumer of fun in his blue eyes; “and
they can turn up, all the sanie, but not
in the audienga.”

“But what—"

“Half a dozen of us might drop in at
tho stage door, when the Red Indians
ars going on the sceme,” Tom Nerry

remarked. "It will be after dark, and
es there will be a lot of St Jim's
fellows about, we zhouldw't be
noticed.”

“Yes; but—"

“If Gordon Gay can plant himself on
us disguised as a silly ass—"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Then I don’t see why we can’t plant
ourselves on him, disguised as Red
Indiagns—""

L} Oh IIJ

“And introduce a mnew and unex-
pected variation into the scene, when
the Redskins come on the stage,” said
Tom Merry,

Blake gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, m;y.hn.tl What a
wheeze if it will work !’

“Bai Jove!”

“1 think it will work,” said Tom
Me:riy, grinning. “Anyway, there’s no
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harm in trying. Some of the fellows can reply to this
letter, accepting the invitation, and join the andience. A
the rest of us can excuse ourselves, ag we've got something
clse on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Wii:l\pin’ 17 exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. 1
will take charge of the party to go to the stage door with
pleasuah.” .

“1 dare say you would, old chap; but we're not looking
for a leader,” said Tom Merry affably. “I can do that
quite well.”

“Weally, deal boy, what is wequiahed for a thing of this
sort i3 a fellow of tact and judgment.”

“We'll take Figgins & Co. into it,” said Tom Merry.
“This is & school affair, and we're going to line up,
shoulder to shoulder, to give the Grammarians the kybosh.”

“¥es, rather 1

“Mind you—mum’s the word!”

“You_bet I

And Figgins & Co, were promptly called into ecouncil,
n]udcfiie St. Jim's juniors elaborated their scheme with many
chuckles,

CHAPTER 14,
“The Belle of the Prairie I*

" THINI that's about all,” said Gordon Gay,
It was Wednesday evening.
The Junior Dramatic
Grammar School
afternoon.

The gymmasium, ihe use of which for the dramaiic per-
formance had been kindly granted by the Head, had been
prepared as an auditorium.

TForms and seats were arranged for a numerous audience,

At one end there was the stage, with a curtain that
would really ga up and down when required to do so.

Thiz, as Gay remarked, was a great advantage, not
always to be met with in amateur theatrical performances,

The company had been through a final rehearsal, and
all was ready, Every fellow knew his part to a “T.”
They were all word perfect, or at least they were satisfied
that ithey were.

“Veg, I think it’s all right now,"” said Frank Monk, with
i sish of relief. “The great white chief has spoken [”

“The cowhoy part will go off all right, anyway,” Wootton
major remarked.

“Wah1 My brother is talking out of his hat,” said
Frank Monk. “1It is the Red Indian part that will really
lknock the audience.”

“What price the belle of the giddy prairie?” grinned
Wootton minor. “I think my lines are jolly good, cou-
sidering that Tadpole wrote then.”

"My dear Wootton * gaid Tadpole.

“Spara my life, O great chief |” spouted Wootten minor.
“Slay not the paleface maiden who kneels at your feet!”

“The paleface maiden shall come with Sitting Bull to
dwell as a squaw in the lodges of the Sioux !” said Monk.

“Never ! Never I"” walled Woatton minor. * Oh, where is
my brave and noble Cowboy Jim in this dreadiul hour{™

“0Oh, where and ch where can he be?” sang Carboy.

“Shut up, Carboy, you ass|”

“Those are not the lines,” said Tadpole, who could never
sea anything in the nature of a joke, “You do not speak
to Carboy at all, Wootton. Oarboi; comes in later as a
Red Indian. You gay: ' Never will I be a squaw in the
lodges of the Sioux !’ ”

“Never will I squawk in the lodges of the Sioux!”

“No; ‘Never will T be & squaw in the lodges of the
Sionx,” ” said Tadpole. *‘Decath, a thousand deaths were
preferable!  ©Oh, where is my noble Cowboy Jim? Then
tiordon Uay comes through the trees with his cowboys, and
sa).s_|l

“Let's gp and have something to eat,” said Lane,

“Not at all, Lane. He says—"

“T'm hungry.”

“Np, no; he doosn’t say that—"

“But T say that, fathead |’ said Lane, “I'm hungty, and
I'm jolly well going to have tea, or we shan't have time
before the performance, The audience are going in
wlready.”

And the dramalic company, satisficd with their prepara-
tions, went in to tea.

The audience were already taking their places. Most of
the Grammar School fellows were going; even the seniors
wore turning up in honour of tha performance, Some of the
mesters llad promised to look in. And fellows from
S1. Jim's were already arviving. The Grammarians wero
vory keen 1o have Bt. Jim’s fellows iu the audience. They
were not mbove wishing to show the Saints how things

{Continued ¢n the next pagel)
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should be done in the amateur theatrical
line, and, letting them see that the
Grammar School could handle such
matters a littla better than they were
handled at 3t, Jim’s,

Gordon Gay was in his cowboy cos-
tume—and very handsome he looked in
it—when he received the first arrivals
from St. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and Tatly
Wynn were first to arrive, and the cow-
boy chief showed them to their places
reserved for the Bt. Jim's fellows.

“1 hope Tom Merry and the rest will
be able to come,” said Gordon Gay
genially.

Fatty Wynn grinned and D'Arcy
conghed.

“They may drop in in the course of
the evening,” Faity Wynn explained.
“Tiggy may drop in; so may Kerr and
Reddy. But they've got something on
for tjis evening, so I can't answer for

t .

“Well, T hope you'll enjoy the show,”
said Gay.

“QOh, we shall enjoy it.”

“ Yans, wathah !’

“In fact, we're looking forward to a
jolly good time,” snid Fatty Wynn. “It
isn’t often that we gel an entertainment
like this for nothing.”

“Wathah not!"

Gordon Gay glanced rather sharply at
Fatty Wynn; but the Fourth Former's
face was quite placid and innocent.

“No larks, you know,"” said Gay.

“Larks!” said TFatty Wynn, as if he
did not comprehend.  *'What kind of
l.'.ll'kIB\'?"

*“No raggin

"Wenllggﬂiy—l twust you do not
think that, afteh takin’ places in the
audience, we should think of waggin
tha, show,” said Arthur Angustus
D’Arey, in his most stately manner.

“No, no; of course mot,” said Gay.
* But—"’

“But we're suppesed to laugh in the
funny places, ain't we?” asked Wynn.

“There aren't any funny places,” said
Tadpole. “This is a tragedy of the Far
West—a thrilling drama of the Rocky
Mountaing, you know.”

“But some of it may be fmmfv with-
out your meaning it—acecidentally, you
know.”

“My dear Wynn—*""

“The drama may be a little rocky, ns
well us the mountaineg, and——"

“Tiook here, if yon're going to be
funny——" said Wootton major, a little
aggressively.

atty Wynn looked surprised.

“I'm not going to be funny,” he said.
“I was only suggesting that perhaps you
ellows were going ta %e funny.”

“Oh, rats!”

“Yaas, wathah! Wats, Wynn, deah
poy! Don't make jokes sbout a fellow's
play; it's liable to be misundahstood,
you know, If it's a twagedy, we're
called upon as orderly chaps to sup-
pwess pur mewwiment.”

“Oh, good!” said Fatty Wynn. "I'll
do my best.”

“1 dare say we shall be more inclined
to cwy than to laugh,” said D'Arcy.

“Lock here—" began Gay warmly.

“Pway don’t misundahstand me, Gay,
deah boy,” said D'Arcy. “Chaps are
:ﬂppg&ed to cwy at a twagedy, aren’t

Ej'.”

“Yes; but—-"

“Well, I wont to do evewgthin' in
ordah.”

“There are some very touching
parts,” said Tadpole., *“Where the
Belle of the Prairie receives the ring
from the cowboy chief—"

“Bai Jove! Does the cowboy wing
a bell 7
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“No, I mean the Belle of the Prairie~
Wootton minor, you know.”

“How can the cowboy chief wing
Wootton mingh?”

“Hea doesn't ring him, falhead! Hs
gives him a ring.”

“JIan’t that the same thing?”

“ An engagement-ring, you ass!”

D’'Arcy nodded,

“0Oh, I see.
engaged—"

“Yes; that's it.”

“Engaged to wing a bell on_the
pwaiwie,” said D’Arcy, with an nic of
complete comprehension. * Good! Who
engages him 7"

¥ ’Sgou don't understand. ¥You see—-"

“Qh, chuck it, Taddy!” said Gordon
Gay, la,ughiniz “You won't make him
understand. Let's get back to the green
room,”

“But I'd like D'Arcy to understand.”

“JImpossible! He hosn't got anything
to understand with.”

¥ Weally, Gay—"

“Come on, Taddy. We want the ecur-
tain up soon, and we've gobt to get
ready.”

And the Grammarians walked away.

Arthur Angustus and Falty Wynn eat
down, smiling. They were joined by
Lawrence, Owen, Gore, Skimpole,
Brooke, Reilly, and Kerruish, and a
crowd more of St. Jim's fellows came in
by lwos and threes. But the 5t. Jim's
Ieaders were conspicucus by their
absence. Tom Merry was not to be seen,
or Monty Lowther, Manners, Blake, or
Herrics, Digby, Tiggins, Kerr, or Red-
forn. But in the ‘erowd their absence
wag not specially noticed by Gordon Gay
& Clo., who had plenty of other matters
to think sbout at that moment.

Dr, Nonk, the Head of the Grammar
Schoal, took Lis place with several other
masters, and Delamere, the captain of
the school, rame in with a crowd of
seniors,

CGordon (fay, from behind the seencs,
watched the gym filling with a great
deal of satisfaction.

“We shall have a
atdience,” ho remarked.

*“And the audience will have a jolly
good play,” said Tadpele.

W Bﬁssed ts he who bloweth his own
trumpet,” grinned Wootton minor, whe

dy

The cowboy chiel is

jolly  good

was alrea made up as Musteng
Mudge, the Belle of the Prairie. “The
avting will be all right, at any rate.”

“¥eos, rather!”

“Especiully the title
Woolton minor modestly.

" Blessed is he who bloweth ”

“Better get into your Redskin rig,
AMonkey,” said Gordon Gay. “The first
scenes will last nearly half an hour
before you're wanted, but you may as
well be ready.”

“Right-ho 1" said Monk.

“You go on first, Gay,” said Tadpole.
“You mest Buckskin Bill—that's
Wootton major—by accident in the
forest, and he tells you the Sioux are on
the warpath.”

“We know our parts, fathead! Are
you ready, Buckskin Bill?”

“1 guess so!” grinned Wootton majar.

“Got your hair on safe, kid?” asked
Gay, surveying Wootton minor's golden

role,” said

wig, ‘‘You don't want it to come off
and fall on the Redskin chief’s
moecassing, a3 it did in the last
rehearsal.”

“Quite safe this time”

“All serene! DBay as well have the
cnrtain up now; we're ten minutes late
already.”

And the curtain was rung up.

The scene disclosed s forest in the
TFar West, and Buckskin Bill lighting
his pipe under the trees. Then Cowboy
Jim appeared with a rifle usder his
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arm, The rifles of the Grammar School
corps had been requisitioned for' the
play. Gordon Gay promptly covered
Buckskin Bill with his rifle, amid a
thrill from the younger members of the
wudience.

“Hands up |”

Up went Buckskin Bill's hands.

*Waal, I swow I’ said Buclskin Bill,
4 If it isn’t my old pard, Cowboy Jim !*

Cowboy Jim lowered his rifle.

“Buckskin Bill 12 he exclaimed,
astonishment,

“The very identical article!” said
Buckskin Bill,

£ Shnke Ill

And they shook.

*“Is this where we laugh or where we
cry !’ murmured Fatty Wynn to the
swell of 8t. Jim's,

“I don’t weally know, deah boy.”

They settled the point by laughing,

in

CHAPTER 15.
Capturing the Redskins !

& Y feathers on all
asked Frank Monk.
“Right as rain I
“You want some more red
ochre on your chivvy, Lane”

“Give us a dab, then. Ow! Not in
my eye, fathead !”

“1 zink zat I look ze Indian brave
all right, n’est-ce pas?’ grinned Mlont
Blong, surveying himself with much
pride in & glass.

Frank Monk grinned horribly under
his warpaint.

“You look the part all right,” le
said. “"But you don’t talk it—dont
open your mouth on the stage.”

“My dear shum——"

“Mum's the word for you, DMont
Blong,” said Carboy. “Wa don’t want
to have braves talking with a DMont-
martre accent.”

““Ha, ha, ha”

“How are they going on?” asknd
Monk. “Take a look on the stage,
Lane; you're done.”

“ Right !

Lane pulled back the curtain which
covered the doorway leading into the
wings. He had a view of the forest in
the Far West aod Gordon (lay and
Buckskin Bill engaged in a talk on the
subject of the Sioux, who, it appeared,
were on the warpath with the wicked
intention of capturing the Belle of the
Prairie.

“ Going strong,” said Lane.

“How do the audience look?"

“No easualties yet, as far as I ean

e,
*Oh, don’t be Funny!”?
Tadpole locked into

room. .
“Ready, Wootton minor?! he asked

anxiously. “They are going off to the

left now, and you enter on this side.”

“Quite ready,” sald the Belle of the
Prairie.

“Then get into the wings.”

Wootton minor followed Tadpole out,

The Redskins put the fnishing
touches to their warpaint and wailed
for their cue.

The door into the room from the quad
openad, and a well-known face looked
i It was the face of Tom Morry of
St Jim’s,

The Redskins stared at him,

“Hallo!” said Monk. “Is that you,
Merry? You don't come in here. This
is the stage door. The audicnce go
round to the front."

“Just wanted to have a look at the
Redskins on their native heatl, you
know,” said Tom Merry blandly. I

right "

tha dressing-
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* Open the door, you fellows ! ' callad Tadpoles.
*he door open, and Tadpole was promptly seized and hauled into the room.
to find 8t. Jim's Redskins in the dressing-room !

don't belong to the andience; I didn's
accept the mvitation.”

“"Then what are you doing here?”

“Looking at Sitting Bull. I suppose
you're Sitting Bull?”

“0Or Stending Donkey?* said DMlonty
Lowther over Tom Merry's shoulder.

Tom Merry & Co. enme in. Blake,
Herrvies, and DPig, and ¥Figgins, Kerr,
Redfern, Kangaroo, and Bernard Glyn
followed the 8t, Jim’s leader into the
Yoom.

The Grammarians stared at them.

“Look here, to be guite plain, you're
not wanted herel” said Frank Monk

grufily,

“My dear chap—*

“Qutsiders arven’t allowed in this part.
Clear out !”

¥ Where's Gordon Gay?? asked Tom
Merry.

"He's on the other side of the stage,
lying low in the wings with his cowboys.
The Belle of the Prairie is on the stage
uow, and we're going in to capture her
in five minutes,” gaid Monk, consulting
his watch.

“Everybody busy
selves, I see

"We're too busy to talk to duffers,”
saild’La,nc. “Get out ! You're bothering
us!’

“0Oh, quite!” said Carboy.

“Yos, travel along, do!”

Tom Merry made a
followers.

Figgins, XKerr, Kangaroo and Low-
ther planted themselves before the deor
leading to the stage. Herries and Dig
guarded the other door.

The Hedskins looked surprised and
alarmed.

"Look here, what are you up to}”
demanded Frank Mounk,

excepting  your-

sign to his

“You were going to capture the Belle
of the Prairie®” asked Tom Merry,

i ch-” .

“Well, you won't be able to do it."”

“Why not ?”

“Because you're going to he captured
yourselves.”

“ What 77 .

“We can’t allow ferocious Redskins
to go round loose in a civilised
country,” said Tom Merry, with a shake
of ihe head.

“ Look here—"

“ Caltar them——"

“Why—what—look out! Oh!”

There wds a yush,

The half-dozen Grammarians
simply overwhelmed.

They struggled valiantly, but, taken
by surprise as they were, and out-
numbered, they did not have the ghost
of a chanee, :

In a twinkling they were on their
backs on the floor, and the 8t. Jim's
juniors were sitting on them.

“YToek the doors!” said Tem Alerry
hurriedly.

Both the doors were pramlﬁﬂy locked.,

Trank Monk tried to yell, but the
handle of his own tomahawk was poked
into his open mouth in time, and he
only gurgled.

The other Redsking weére reduced to
silence by means equally efficacious.

Y Groogh |7

“Owaw-w-w-w [

“Captured 1" said Tom Merry, with
great satisfaction. “ Now, Monkey says
there are only Ave minutes to go before
the cue, so we shall have to hurry,
Btrip them 17

Monk gurgled.

“Lemme up—groogh—oh

“8it on his head if he won't keep
quiet |

were

&

‘" )t's your ous to go on in a minute."
The Grammarian Junior had not expected

Tom Merry suddenly pulled

" Groo-ach !

“New off with those Redskin things,
and tie them up !

“Groo—ooh I*

“Bharp's the word [

The Redskinz were stripped of blan-
kets and feathers almosg in the
twinkling of an eye.

Then they were tied hand and foot
with cord that the raiders had thought-
fully brought in their pockets for the
puTrpose. ’%hcir own handkerchicfs were
stuek inte their mouths and tied there
with string.

They glared at the Bt. Jim's juniors
as they Jay on their backs, looking fully
as ferocious as real Redskins,

“Don’t mind us, Monkey,” said Tom
Aerry blandly, “It's all in the game,
you know.”

“ Groogh 1* .

“1 know the audience are cxpecting
Redskins in o few minutes, but we're

not going to disai oint them. Get into
these things quick, you chaps!”
The Grammarians writhed and

struggled with their bonds,

But in vain,

The victors had not left anything to
chance, and the (rammarian juniors
had not the slightest prospect of get-
ting loose, or calling out to their
comrades. .

“It's all right, Monkey,” soid Tom
Merry reassuringly. ''We're not going
to disappoint the audience, We're going
on in your place.”

“Groogh I

“Js that a Sioux werd?" asked
Monty Lowther, “8Borry T don't speuk
the language, Menkey., YIl try if you
like. Groogh!”

“Ha. ha, ha ™
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“Duck up!"” said Tom Merry. “No
titne for jokes )"

The raiders  clothed  themselves
rapidly in blankets and leggings and
feathers,

Then they daubed their faces with
thiclk luyers of ochre,

Tlieir identity completely disappearedd
under the war paint.

No one could possibly have told that
they were Bt. Jim's juniors, or that
they were not Frank Monk & Co. They
taight have been anybody,

The door leading  into  the wings
ralilell as someone tried to open it on
Lite olher side.

“1lallo!”  eame Tadpole's voice,
“What have you got the deor locked
fort"

“Stape-manager, I suppose,” mur-
mured Figgins, *Let him in, and tie
him up with-the rest,”

“{ipod ! The more the merrier !

“ R, L. ha!”

“QOpen the door, you fellows!™ called
out Tadpole. *“It's your cue in a
minnle ™

Pennn Merey threw the door open,

Tadpole  was promptly seized anid
hauled inlo the room. Before he had
tite Tor anyvthing but an amazed gasp,
he wi+ on the floor, a handkerchicf was
stulfed into his mouth, and a covd was

ing Lnotted vound his wrists and
e e 69

adpole, gasping and gurgling, was
laid Elon with g;he plundered Red-
skins on the fleor, too astonished ta do
amy thing but blink dazedly.

% Al serene,™ said Tom Merry, " Now,
a5 it's our eue, we'd botter go on. Turn
out the lights lLerve. in case anybody
should look in.”

“ (tood !

The light was switched off, and the

dressing-room was plunged  into
darkness, s
In the darkness the bound Gram-

marians |lay and wriggled and gurgled.

Tom Merry & Co.—changed into Sit-
ting Bull and his ferocious braves—
calmly stepped into the wings.

The m::ﬁonce were expecting  Red-
skins, and the sudience were oot to be
disappointed. But the Redskins who
acrived were very different frem the
Redsking that had been expected.

CHAPTER 16.
Unrehearsed !

& ENRE come the giddy Red-

H skins !¥ said Fatty Wynn.

" Yaas, wathah!”
“Fnith, and I'm blessed if
I know Lhem !" said Reilly.

The 8t. Jim's juniors in the audicnce
stared lhavd et the new arrivals.
Whether Tom Merry & Co. had sue-
cecded in tlieir vaid they could not tell
yet, The Redskins prescuted exactly
the appearance that Frank Monk & (o
wcmkl-l have presented if they had come
on as arranged.

The SBaints could only wait for de-
velopments. If the edskins  were
Monk & Co.. the play would go on as
per prograinme. If they were Tom
Merry & Co., there would be changes
in the prograinme—deecided changes.

The audience could only wait and sec.
Az for the Grammarian crowd, they
had not the slightest suspicion.

Wootton minor, zlias the Belle of
the Praivie, was standing alone on the
stage, the cowhoys being off the scene
to the right, watching for the moment
to rushi on to the rescue.

The Redskins came creeping on in a
stealthy Redskin manner, and the Belle
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of he Prairie did not secm to be aware
of their approach. 8he was making
her speech, and had no eyes for Red-
skins,

“ Alone—alone on the vast prairie!”
cried the lLeroine of Tadpole’s thrilling
drama. ‘“(h, where is my brave Cow-
Loy Jim? Who knows but that Indians
may be lurking in these fatal woods,

and——"

“Sure! And T should think she’d
sea the giddy Indians! They're not a
yard off,” murmured Reilly.

“Yaus, wathah!”

“Whoon I” ;

It wes a sudden, lerrifie yell from
the Redskins, and they rushed at the
Belle of the Prairie and surrounded

er.

Wootton minor shrieked.

“Alas! The Redsking!™

“Ugh I grunted Ritting Bull,

“Help 17

“Cry not for help to the detested
palefaces ! gaid Sitting Bull, in & deep
and huzky voice. “The paleface
maiden must elope with me to the
lodges of the Sioux.”

"You ass!” murmured the paleface
maiden, under her breath. “You've

got the lines all wrong.”

Bpeak not to the chief of the
3[':'-101};{’!" said Bilting Bull,  “Seize
rer !

“Look liere, you fatlhead! This is
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where I go down on my knees,"” whis-
pered Wootton minor, dismayed at the
“bloomers ¥ Monk was making.

“Rats " snid Sitting Bull.

“What |”

“Seize the paleface maiden!” satd

the deep voice of Sitting Bull.  “1I
suspeet that her hair is false! Ught”
*You—you frabjous ass!” seid

Wootton minor, forgetting to subdue
hiz voice in his excitement. “ Don't
touch my hair! It will come off I”

There was a yell from the audience.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Wootton minor was seized.

A Redskin dragged at his wig, and
it came off in his dusky hand, and the
audience ghricked. .

“Ugh! "'was as T suspected,” said
Bitting Bull, “Her hair is false!”

“Hu, ha, ha!”

“0h, where 15 Cowboy Jim?”
sliricked Woolton minor, ‘‘Rescue!”

Gordon Gay & Co. had been survey-
ing the mnexpected sceme from the
wings, with amazement and alarm.

“Monkey's gone off his det!”
gasped Wootlon major,

“He's mossing up the whole thing.”

#Come on!” said Gordon Gay hur-
riedlv.  “We'll hurry on the reseue
scene o bit; and wvou needn’t be too
gentle in harndling that silly ass.”

“What-ho !’

And the cowbors rushed to the
rescne.

There were only five of the cowbors,
but, aceording to the programme,

several of the Redsking should have
been slain on the spot, and the rest
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should have taken to fight, leaving
the rescued damsel with the gallant
cowboys.

But the scene did not go according
to programme.

The Redskins put up an unexpectediy
good fight.

They met the rush of the cowboys
and closed with them, and a wild and
whirling combat took place on the
stage.

The audience wvelled with delight.
The younger members of the audience,
especially, were overjoved to see a real
fight going on, and they jumped up
in their places, and yelled and clappel
and cheered frantieally.

““Ha, ha, Ha!l"” roared lhe audience.
“Go it1”

The Indians were undoubtedly get-
ting the best of it.

They were two to one, and they were
fighting hard.

Cowboy Jim was on lis back on the
stage, with two Redsking sitting on
him. The other cowboys wera very
hard pressed, and one by one they
were brought down and s=at upon.

Therr the Redskins proceeded to tie
them hand and -foot.

“You idiots!" bawled Oordon Gay.
“Leggo! We beat you; wyou don't
beat us! You are mucking up ths
whole thing.”

“T rather fancy we beat wyou this
time, Gay, old mun 1™ said Bitting Bull,
in his natural voice.

Gordon Gay gasped,

“Tom Merry "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Rescua!”  bawled Gordon Gay.
“Rescue !  It's—it’s— h—oh—
Qoooch 1

A fragmenl of a torn blanket was
stuffed in Clowbor Jim's mouth,
effectually stopping his utterance,

“Bind the paleface dogs!” shouted
Sitting Bull  “Bind and gag them.
ere we convey them to the lodges of
tho Sioux.”

And the paleface dogs were bound
and gapgged, the Belle of the Prairie
sharing their hapless fate.

“Bring hence the paleface prisoners,”
said Sitting Bull.

The cowhboys were dragged off the
stage into the dressing-room,

There Gordon Gay & Co., as soon as
the light was turned on, saw the original
Redskins on the floor, They were added
to the eollection,

“Quite a surprise, isn't it grinned
Tom Merry, “This is where 8t Jin's
cames out_on top.” He removed the
gag from Gay’s moulli. " Do you want
to speak?”

“You beasl !”

“Is that all?”

*¥Vah [”

“ Anything more?”

“Groogh! I'l make xou emart for
this! Ow*

# My dear ehap, you said yourself that
one good turn deserves another”

grinned Figgins. “You can't complain
of the fortune of war,”

“Ql, vou rotters! I'll—*'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rescue!” yelled Gordon Gay
“Res—— Ow-ow! Groogh!l”
Thoe handkerchief was promptly

stuffed into his moull again.

“Can't allow you to make a row,” said
Tom Merry, with n gentle shake of the
head. * Now, vou chaps, az we've done
our little bit towards amusing the
audience, we may as well pet this stuff
olf and eclear. DPon't want to meet a
erawd.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors washed off (he warpaint

(Conlinued on page 28.)



THE FORM-MASTER WHO WAS “SACKED"” BY AN UNKNOWN !
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Out of the shadowa a strange figure appeared, lurching

drunkenly towards the House.

sack over his head.
salf up like that 7 '* asked Vane.

Jimmy Silver & Co.,
staring down in sstonlshment, saw It was a man with a
‘s What biithering asa has got him=
* Must be as mad as a

hatter ! ¥ sxclaimed Raby.

Guilty, or Not Guilty!

“ ERE is the boy, sirl”
Richard Dalton, master of
the Rookweod Fourth,
opened the deor of the
Head's study, and signed to Lovell to
enter.

Lovell of the Fourth paused a moment
on the august threshold, to dnb his nose
with a red-spotted handkerchief.

Lovell's nose had a. damaged a.sgect.
A fellow whose “claret” had been
tapped was really hardly in a state to
? ear before his headmaster. Arthur

dpward Lovell's faca was almost as red
as the spots on his handkerchief s he
stopped In,

¢, Chisholm adjusted his glasses, and
looked at Lovell with eold disapproval.
The Head of Rookwood Hchool was &
severe old gentleman. Lovell's
damaged aspect was not likely to
diminish his severity. With the stained
handkerchief crumpled in one hand,
Lovell stood before him, haping that
his nose wouldn’t begin to bleed again.
That hope proved ill-founded | It did |

Mr, Dalton closed the door and stood
near it in silence, his eyes on that
member of his Form and on the head-
master. There was a doubtful and un-
cortain expression en the young master’s
faco. He had brought Lovell thers for
stern judgment, but he was assailed by
o lingering doubt of his guilt !

“Have you been fighting, Lovell?”
asked Dr, Chisholm iecily.

Really, it was a superfucus question,
ﬂ ugging by appearances, at least, Lovell

adl

“Ya-es, sir ¥ stammered Lovell. He
gave his nose a hurried dab. “I'm
gorty, sir, but it was a Modern
chap—

The Head's frown deepened.

“You were under orders to appear
before me, Lovell, to hear your
sentence ! Yet this is the moment you
thoose to indulge in a renewnl of the
dizarderly disputes between the Classical
and Modesn sides in the school }*

“QOh, no, sir i gasped Lovell. “Only,
you soe, sir, that Modern chap made out
that it was I who ragged Mr. Dalton’s
?:It_ud_vf”ln.st night, so I jolly well punched

11111

Dr. Chisholm éttired at him blankly.

He glanced at Mr. Dalten, and then
stared at Lovell again.

“J fail to understand you, Lovell I’ he
rapped. “You are here to be judged
for the outrage in your Form-master’s
study, of which you wers guilty. Da
yon mean to eay that you have assailed
a boy for saying what is well known to
the whale & oof?" . i

“You ses, sir, I noever did it|” said
Tovell, “I'm not going to have a
Modern cad making out I did, either |

“«pon my word! Is there any doubt
of this boy’s guilt, Mr. Dalton?” asked
the Flead.” “I understood from you that
you were alarmed by a noise in the
night, that you came down and found
Lovell in your study, and that the study
had been wrecked.”

“That is certainly the case, sir 1 said
Mr. Dalton. “T had no doubt whatever

trd
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THE STUDY-WRECKER
AT WORK AGAIN.,

ASSAULTS A FORM-
MASTER AT NIGHT!

WHO IS HE?
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that Lavell had done the damage, and
so I reported to you this wmorning.*

“I didn't, sir 1" excloimed Lavell, with
another dab at his nose, which persisted
in dripping crimson. “I never did any-
thing of the kind! I wouldn't! 1
don’t believe any fellow in the Classical
Tfourth did it1 I jolly well know I
didn't t”

“You do not deny thot Mr. Dalton
fooud you there, Lovell, after mid-
night 7”7 asked Dr, Chisholm.

“(Oh, no, sir| Dicky—1 mean, JMr.
Dalton—found me there I

“You admit that you broke dormitory
bounds after midnight, and went down
to your Form-master’s study 7"

“ Ye-es, gir,”

“Yet you have the efirontery to deny
that you did the damage there 7%

AND/
e

————

Great New

Story

By OWEN CONQUEST

“Tt’s the truth, sir I”* said Lovell, “I
know what it looks like| But I never
touched a thing in the study—except
falling over some of the furmture. ]ft.
was all upside-down and chucked ahout
when I got there.”

“Then, for what purpose,” said the
Head, in a deep voice, “did you visit
your Form-master's study at all in the
middle of the night?”

Lovell's face, &lready red, grew
redder.

“I—I was going to chalk n message on
the glass, sirl You see, ©&ir, AMr

Dalton's given us detention for- Batur-
day afterncon, which means washing out
the House match, and—and I waa rather
—rathier excited about it. I—I know I
was an ass, sirl But—but I was only
going to put a chalk messege on the
glass for My, Delton to see in the morn-
ing, abount the detention——"

* Bless my soul 1" said Dr. Chisholm.

“You—you see, sir, I—I thought
Dicky—I mean Mr, Dsjton—might. take
a hint and wash out the detention,”
stammered Lovell. *“As for ragging the
study, 1 never dreamed of it. ﬂ wasg &
rotten thing to do1”

Dr. Chisholm peered at Lovell over his
glasses. Mr. Dalton’s look wag growing
more snd more uncertain. If ever a
fellow had been convicted on over-
whelming  evidence, Arthur Idward
Lovell had. Yet doubt was growing in
the minds of both the masters.

“I know another fellow had been
there, sir,” went on Lovell. “I heard a
sound in the study when I got there.
When I went in, somebody rushed from
behind the door, barged me over, and
seooted—"

“And—and what 1"

I mean, bunked, sir—that is, buzzed
off. I mecan te say, he dodged out of
the study and beat it!”

“And who wans it?” demanded tha
Head.

“] couldn't see in the dark, sir. I
never knew he was there till he knocked
me over. He was gone in & jiffy

“In & what?”

“I mean, in a_tick—that is, in an
instant I” gasped Lovell, “I was left
sprawling on the floor, all over ink, and
when I got up, I fell over a lot of things
thrown about the room. That i how
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Mr. Dalton came to see me there, sir.
I hadn't time to cut!”

“Js it known, Mr, Dalton, whether
gny other boy was out of his dormitory
last night 7"

“Not so far as I am aware, sir

“Do you attach any importance what-
ever t¢ this extraordinary story1”

Mr. Dalton hesitated a moment,

“I hardly kndw what to sa¥, sir. I
liad no doubt that Lovell had done the
damnage in the study! Bui, foolish.
reckless, end obtuse as this boy is,
have always found him truthful; nor
should I, before this oceasion, have
dreamed for & moment that he could be
guilty of such an outrage. I am bound
to say, sir, that I feel that there is now
an element of doubt in the matter.”

“You can take my word, sir, that I
never did it,” said vell, “Why, sir,
the clock was smashed and the bookease
broken! It was what & rotten brute of a
hooligan would do! It wasn't a rag—
it was a beastly bit of blackguardismn!
I’{!i like to punch the rotter’s head for
it ”

1

The two masters gazed at Lovell of
the Classical Tourth, Arthur Ldward
Lovell was not, perhaps, brilliant in the
intellectunl line, But it was difficult to
doubt that he was sincers. And yet—

“If you would decide to reserve
judgment until further inguiry can be
made, sir,” suggested Mr. Dallon, “it
niay possibly be ascertained whether any
cther boy left his dormitory during the
night.”

“Quite 1” said the Head. “Lovell will
be canéd severely for having broken
dormitory bounds after lights-out. If it
shall prove that he was guilty of the
damage-to the study, he will be expelled
from Rookwood. Until the matter has
been decided, he will bs confined to the
Bunishmcnt-ramn. Take him away, Mr.

alton ! )

“Follow me; Lovell I”’ gaid the Fourth
Form master quiefly.

And Arthur Edward—with his hand-
kerchiet to his nose again—followed his
Form-master from the Head's study.
J His chums, Raby and Newcome,

looked worried also, and their
feelings seemed to be shared by Dudley
Vane, the new fellow who, as a member
of the end study, consorted & good deal
with the Fistical Four.

Other fellows in the Fourth looked
excited or concerned. Peele and Gower
were exchanging grins, apparently
emused by the fact that Lovell was up
before the Big Beak. Mornington had
8 saroastic smile on hiz face, but his
chium, Erroll, locked very serious,
Tubby Muffin was full of excitement.
Tubby's voice was heard in eager tones:

“0Of course, it's the sack! They're
bound to sack him | But, I say, are they
%Ding to boot him while we’re in Form?

t ought to be done in Hall, you know !
I say, Vane, you've never seen a fallow
sacked, I suppose, being a new chap?
If they have it in Hall—"

“You silly ass!” said Dudley Vanec.
“Bhut up 1"

“Well, we don't often pet an expul-
gion,” snid Tubby, “and I don’t thinlk
we ought to be done out of it. What do
vou think, Jimmy?”

Jimmy 8ilver did not explain, in
words, what he thought. He reached
over with a ruler, and gove the cheery
Tubby a crack that elicited a wild liowl
from_Cecil Adolphus Muflin.

* Yoo — hoo — ow — whoop {”  yelled
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In “Clink ™ |
IMMY SILVER wore a wotried
look in the Fourth Form Room.

Tubby. “Ow! Wow! Yon rotter!
Wharrer you banging me with that ruler
for? Wowl[” .

- Shut up, you fat idiot 1" said Oswald.

Ow! Wow! Ow!”

“Here comes Dicky!” esclaimed
Raby.

Mr, Dalton entered the Form-room.

He was, for once, late for his class,
All eyes were turned on him as he came

in. Jimmy and Raby and Newecome
watched his grave face almost 1n
anguish.

They believed Lovell's denial of the
ragging. They believed that their chum
had, as usual, only been a silly ass—
nothing more. But they did not expect
that view to be taken by the beaks.

If Lovell was guiltless, he had taken
no end of troubls to make himeself look
guilty, that was certain. And the head-
master could only go on the evidence, in
this case overwhelming. They had to
know what the verdict was,

“If you plesse, sir!” said Jimmy
Silver, with a tremor in his voice.
“What's happened to Lovell, sir#”

“Lovell is in the punishment-room,
Silver,” snid Mr. Dalton quietly. “ He
is to remain there until the matter has
been furcher investigated. He denies
havifig been guilty of the damage to my
study, and it is the,headmaster’s inten-
tion to sift the matter thoroughly before
a Rookwood boy is expelled.” -

Jimmy almost gasped with relief. It
was not the “sack ” yet, at all events,
little hope as there seemed for Lovell.

Mr, Dalton locked over the Form., His
licen eyes seemed to linger for a moment
or two on Peele and Gower, The two
black Shcaf of the Form were the fellows
he would have suspected in the absence
of evidence.

“There is to be an inguiry,” went on
Mr. Dalton, “as to whether any other
boy was out of dormitory bounds durin
the night. If any such boy is here, %
command him to stand forward.”

There was mno movement in the
Fourth, Mornington closed one eye at
Erroll, who frowned and looked away.
Morny was rather amused at the idea of
a fellow being asked to stand forward
to take the sentence of the “sack.”

“There can be no doubt,” resumed
Mr. Dalton, after & pause, “that what
happened last night was an act of re-
venge, whether for the sentence of de-
tention passed on the Form, or for some
other reason.” His glance lingered
again on Pecle and Gower. “Peele!l
Did yvou leave the dormitory during the
night ?"

“No, sir, I didn't1” said Cyril Peels,
between his teeth. “I don’t think I
ought to be suspected, sir, for what
evervbody knows that Lovell did.*

“You hkave been punished before,
Pecle, for breaking bounds after lights
out,” said BMr. Dalton. “That is why [
have questioned you." He paused.
“Did any boy here wake during the
night, and notice that anyone wwas
absent from the dormitory?”

No answer,

“Very well,” said Mr. Dalton, “the
matter is under investigation, and thore
it will rest for the present. We shall
now proceed.”

It was not easy for the Classical
Tourth to fix their thoughts en Latin.
Classicals as they were, with o lofty
scorn for Bloderns and all their warks,
that classieal language never seemed to
have any great attraction for most of
tliem, Now it had less than ever,

Lvery fellow was thinking of that tre-
mendous “rag " in Dalton’s study over-
night and of Arthur Lidward im\'ell,
segregated from the rest of Rookwood,
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shut up in the punishment-room on his
lonely own.

Class, in the thrilling circumstances,
was a bore—though no doubt Arthur
Edward Lovell would have prferred it
to the solitude of “clink,”

When- a fellow was put into “clink,”
as the juniors called the punishment-
room, it was a preli.minarﬁ to the
“sack,” and few doubted that when
Arthur BEdward came out of “clink,” it
would be to catch the train at Latcham
for home.

They were glad and relieved to be dis-
missed in break, when break came at
last. Jimmy Silver & Co. went out with
glum faces. Every fellow was diseuss-
ing the mystery of Dalton’s study—but
only to the few fellows who believed in
Lovell was it a mystery. Most of Rook-
wood had no doubt whatever that the
right man was in “clink.”

“Of course it was Lovell,” Morn-
ington said to Kit Erroll. “Can’t
understand the man’s cheek in denyin'
it.”

Trroll sliook his head.

“Lovell's not a liar,” he said.

“Oh, rot! Any fellow would stretch
a point when he’s up for the sack. I
jolly well know I wounld—and have!”
grinned Morny.

“ Lovell wouldn't. Besides, that yarn
of his gounds steep—but Lovell hasn't
sense enough to make it up.™

“Oh!”* paid Morny, He laughed.
“Yomethin’ in that, by gad! But look
here, old seout, if it wusn’t Lovell, it
was somnebody else.  If he reslly saw
another chap there in the dark, who was
the chap?”

“Ask me another!” Erroll's eyes
dwelt uneasily on his chum. “Morny, if
you played the fool last night, you'rs
not the fellow to leave another chap to
talia your gruel |”

“You silly ass!” howled Mornington.
%I never opened my eyes last night—
after 1 shut them.”

“I'm glad! But who the dickena
could it have been? You're the only
man in the Fourth reckless enough—and
I know you'd see Lovell througlh if it
was you, It beats me hollow.”

Jimmy and Raby and. Newcome had
gane round the school buildings to stare
up at the high barred window of the
punishment-room. Their chum_ waa
there—a prisoner. Apparently Lovell
anticipated that his friends might come
round in break to look up at the win-
dow, for a hand came out between the
bars, and was waved.

“Keep smiling, old man!” called out
Jimmy Silver. His voice carried to the
high window, and reached Lovell’s ears.
Unluckily, it reached others.

Carthew of the Bixth came round the
corner with his ashplant under hLis arm,
and an unpleasant grin on his face.

“1 faneied T should find you here,” he
remarked., ““Don’t yeu know that this
is against rules, Silver?”

Jimmy made no answer to that. He
did not necd telling that it was agalpst
rules—very strict rules—to communi-
cate with a fellow in “clink.” .

“You were calling up to Lovell,” said
Carthew.

*I dido't know you were listening
round the cormer, Carthew ' answered
Jimmy. “Is eavesdropping part of a
prefeet’s duty 2 .

Carthew set his lips and slid the ash-
plant down into his hand.

“Touch your toes, Silver!" he said
briefly.

Jimmy drew n deep breath. It was
far rugeing that unpopular prefect that
the junior footballers had detention on
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Saturday. Never had Jimmy felt so
strongly inclined to give the bully of the
Sixth some more of the same.

From the barred window ahove came
Lovell's bawling voice:

“¥You there, Jimmy? I can't get my
head through these beastly bars| I say,
listen to me! Y've been thinking it
over, and 1 think very likely it was
Carthew did it.”

Jimmy and Raby and Newecome
jumped. 8o did Carthew of the Sixth.
Arthur Edward, unaware that the pre-
feot was there, bawled on:

“Cuan you hear me, Jimmy? I say, T
faney it waa that cad Carthew, He
never liked Dicky Dalton—I've secen
Dicky look at himy, you know, as if he
was dirt! 8o he is, if you come to that]
I say, what about giving Dicky a hint
that it was Carthew who ragged his
study? Thinking it over, I believe he’s
the only fellow at Rookwood who's abso-
lute retter cnough to do it.™

Jimmy 8llver stared blankly at the worda on Mr, Dalion’s looking-glass.
“ Nothing, sir,’’ replied the junior.

asked the Fourth Form master.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the three juniors
involuntarily., The expression on Car-
thew’s fuce as he listened to the words
from: above was too much for them.

Carthow gasped, 1lis face was like a
freshly bLoiled bectroot with rage. In-
stead of wailting for Jimmy Bilver to
“touecl: his toes,” he whaeked out with
the canc—eatching Jinnny aeross the
shoulders, aml Raby and Newcoine in
swift suecession,

" Hook it ! gasped Jimmy.

The three juniors seudded off, Curthew
in pursuit with brandished eane,  From
the high barved window came Lovell's
bawl.

“You hear me? That cad Cartliew,
ou know—that rotter Clarthew—every-

ody knows that Carthiew is an absclute
rank outsider——"

But Jimmy Bilver & Co. were gone at
high speed, and the rest of Arthur
Ldward Lovell’s remarks were wasted
ou the desert air |

By Whose Hand ?

UDLEY VANE stood before the
schaol notice-hoard after class
that day, and bit his lp as he
read a paper in Jimmy Bilver's

handwriting. It was the list for the
House match, which Jitnmy had posted
up—and it included the new fellow’s
name in ihe forward line. The data of
that match was to have been Saturday,
but the detention of the Classical foot-
ballers for that date left it *in the air,”
as it were.

Jimmy had posted his list, all the
same, perhaps with a lingering hope
that it might touch’ Dicky Dalton’s heart
when he saw it. Dicky was far from o
hard man, as a rule, and Jimmy
nourished a hope that he might yet re-
lent, and cancel the detention for that
awfully important date.

1t was pleasant enough to Vane to see
his name there. Although he was said
to have had an illness shortly before

coming to Rookwood, he was strong and
sturdy, and looked as fit as a fiddle.
He was keen on Soccer, and played a
good game—so good that it had caught

fg;ll and led to his

Jimmy’'s watch oye,
chauee.
Having been hardly more than a weck

in the school, it was rather a catch for
Vane to be picked out to play for the
junior Housze eleven, which made it all
the more intensely irritating to him for
the match to be indefinitely postponed.
Good-tempered and cquable as he
wsnally scemed, the new Classical was
lgoking glum and moody now.

“Keep smiling, old bean!” Jimmy
Silver came along and joined him.
“Ii's rotten all round; but we'll play
{he mateh later, if not sooner, Not that
even a House match matters a lot now.”

“I thought yon were pretty keen on
House matches at Rookwood,” said
Vane.

#“85 we are; but with old Lovell in
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clink, I'm not worrying shout it o Jot,*
answered Jimmy. “In fact, unless old
Lovell’s free to play on Baturday, I'd
rather postpone it.”

“Lovell’s not indispensable.”

“No; but he’s as good a half as we've
got, and I should hate to play and leave

im out—especially in eclink. Of course,
they’ll let him out immediately they find
out who mucked up Dicky’s study—not
that there seems much chamce. I've
gona over fifty fellows in my mind, and
can't say one of them is likely to have
done it.”

Dudley Vane laughed.

“You needn't go over filly fellows”
he remarked. “Dalton only detained
the foolballers for ragging Carthew on
Little Side the other gag(. It's one of
the detained fellows, of ecourse,
about the game being put off.”

#Well, Pm not so sure of that,” said
Jimmy. _ “Other fellows have grudges
against Dicky Dalton. Bui if it's that,

Bore

* Dp you know anything about that, Silver 7"
 The boy who wrote those insulting words
will be flogged If discovered } ' said Mr. Dalton sternly.

of course, it makes it all the less likely
that Dicky will wash it out. It's rather
like threateming him—and bLe's about
the last man in the world to be
influenced by threats.”

“T dor't sca that,” said Vone thought-
fully. “It looks to me as if the chap,
whether it was Lovell or somebody else,
meant to make Dalton understand that,
if he kept on the high horse, he would

¢l irouble. That might make him
ismount

Jimmy gave a little start.

“Vane, old man, you don’t mean to
say you fancy there's any more te
come 7” he asked, alarmed at the idea.

“Well, look at it!” argued Vane.
“Dalton washes out the House match—
and his study is ragged, as a tip to him
to chuck it. If he doesn't chuck it, the
fellow, whoever he is, may hand out a
second knock. I should think it jolly
likely myself.”

Tre GEM Lmriry.—No. 1,45L
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Jimmy whistled.
He had tiok thought of it before, Lut

now that Vance wentioned it, he
wotklered.
“But who the dickens!" exelaimed

Jimmy.,  “Have you tho foggiest idea
who the howling ass may have been,
Vane®”

“T haven't been here long enough to
kiuew half the fellows. But I believe it
was not Lovell—lie says so, and his
word is good enough for me. Whoever
it was, I should say he was a fcllow
whe doesu't stick at trifles when hie goes
off the deep-end.”

“That fits Morny,” said  Jiumuy.
“DBub—it wasi't old Morny. He's reck-
lexs ass enough—but he wouldw't let
Lovell take his grucl.”

“Lovell's not taken the gruel yet.
He's got the benefit of the doubt, so
far. And if the fellow gets going again
while Lovell’s in elink. that will see him
cleay, I shouldit't wonder.”

Jimmy Silver drove his hands decp
into his pockety, amd walked away in a
worried aud troubled mood. Vaune, he
knew, was a clever fellow, and it looked
as if he had thought of something that
the other fellows had missed. Certainly
Jimimy would havo been glad enough of
& happeuing which would have seen
Lovell elear. But the idea of some hot-
headed fellow setting out lo persecute
Dicky Dallon into cancelling the deten-
tion wus worrying and alarming.

Y Gilver 17

M, Dalten’s voice vapped ouf.

“Yes, sir!” Jinuny turned his head
and starled as lie saw the dark and
wugry frown ou his Fori-master's faee.

" Brep into my study

Wondering what was up, the caplain
of {he Fourth obeyed.  Dr. Dalton's
study had been st to vighis that day,
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but it still showed a good many signs of Newcome jeined him on the way up, and

the savage ragging it had had over-
night. The glass doors of the bookecase
were still shattered, and there was a star
in the centre of the looking-glass. The
earpet showed many stains of spilt inlk.

Jimmy’s cyes fixed on the glass, It
was uot the starred ecentre that drew
his paze. It was an inscription in ink,
evidently drawn by a finger dipped in
an inkpot:

“BETTER WASH IT OUT.”

Jimmy stared blankly at the words.
Then his glance turned to Mr. Dalton’s
angry faco.

“Do you
Hilver 1"

 Nothing, sir.”

“Bomeonce must have entered my study
and written those words on the glass
while I was gouc to sce Lovell in the
punishnent-room,” said Mr. Dalton, “I
should think that it was some more of
Lovell's folly, but that foolish bhoy is
still under lock and key. Those words
must refer, Silver, to the order of deten-
tion on Saturday.”

“I—I suppose so, sir,” stammered
Jimmy, Vaue's wovrds were fresh in his
mind, and he eould not deoubt now that
the new junior was rvight. Somecone—
gooduess kuew who—was en the war-
pally against Dicky Dalton !

“I need hacdly say,” said Mr. Dalton
grimly, 'that such an attempt to
influcnee nte will have no effect,  The
bov who wrole those iusulting words
will be flogged if discovered. You may
tell the others so, Silver!”

Alr. Dalton took a duster and rubbed
the glass elean. Jimmy left the study,
und went up slowly to the. Classical
Tourth passage. Vane and Raby and

know sanythiog of that,
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the Creat Apes Came!”

Gerry Lambert and
Billy Murchie are
flying overthe African
jungle when they are
brought down by an
army of giant ape-
men—reared to crush
civilisation by a rene-
gade called Stein.
Gerry escapes, but
Billy is taken prisoner
and forced to accom-
pany the ape-men,

who, after laying waste villages and towns,
make for London,: The amazing story of the
war against the ape-men in England will hold

you spellbound. Don't miss it |

Atk for No. 507 of the
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Jimmy told them of the inked message
in Dalton's study, Raby and Newconie
stared; Vane shrugged his shoulders.

“Jt wasn't Lovell this time, al any
rate,” remarked Dudley Vane.

“Yes, that's a cert|” agreed Raby.
“But who——"

He broke off. Near the end study, at
the end of the passage, was a tap and a
sink. One or two fellows were there,
with kettles for tea in the studiea.
Valentine Mornington was sluicing his
slim and well-kept hands under the tap.
Ink ran down in the stream of water
from his hands.

Raby stared at him—and so did the
others, Jimmy ecaught his breath. An
inky finger had daubed a message on
the glass in Dalton’s study. Morny was
washing ink off his fingers |

“Morny! You—yon—you
gasped Jimmy, *“Then it was you

Mornington glanced round.

“ What was me, fathead?” he asked.

“You've gol ink on your fingers |

“Never had ink on _yours?” asked
Mornington, staring, I upset the ink-
pot in my stundy. What about it?"

“ Have you becn in Dalten’s study 2"

“No. hy %+

“Somebody's been there, and inked a
cheeky message on the glass, There's
a flogging for the man when he's
spotted.”

Mornington laughed.

“Not guilty, my lord!" he said
lightly. He laughed again, and
shrugged his shoulders, “You can
belieye me or not, as you like, of
course | I don't give a hang for what
you believe, Jimmy Silver [

Jimmy made no answer. He went
into his study, puzzled and perturbed.
Lovell’s word had to be taken, in spite
of evidence. DBut Mornington’s word
was far from: good as gold. Jimmy did
not know what to think, and over tea in
the end study that day, Uncle James of
{]{ool\' wood had a worried and thoughtful

oW,

asa "
I,)

Sacked !

ICHARD DALTON paced the

path under the old f)eeches in

the Rookwood quad, with his

hands in his pockets, and a deep

line in his brow. It was a cold, sharp,

stavry night, bul little of the iight‘. of

the sinrs penetrated through the old

beech branches, bare of leaves as they
were.

Nine o'clock had chiimed from the

clock-tower. Prep was over in the

studies, but light gleanmied from many

study windows., Trom the open window

of Binythe’s study in the Shell came tha

sound of the radio. The House, of

course, was closed—as was Manders'

House, across the quad.

Dicky was pacing in the deserted
quadrangle, partly for the fresh air, and
partly beeause he wanted to be alone to
thiuk of the puzzling affeir of what kad
happened in his study the night befare.

The mare he thought over that mys-
terv, the more Dicky Dalton came to
believe (hat Lovell had placed himself
under suspicion by his usual reckless,
unthinking  foollardiness, and that
another hand had done the damage.
But whose hand?

All investigation had drawn blank.
All the evidence was against Lovell.
He swas still locked in “elink,” and,
unless something turned up in his favour,
it seemed inevitable that he must be
judged guilty and expelled. If he was
guilty. Te deserved it. But was he?
Dicky could not feel satisfied on that
point.

He came to a pause in his pacing, and
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stood under one of the old beeches,
ooking towards the glimmering win-
dows of the House. A rustle canghi his
ears, and he locked round.

Even as he moved, something de-
ecended over his head, enveloping him
in darkness.

Taken wutterly by surprise, [airly
dumhbfounded, Mr. Dalton staggerod.

It was n sack—a heavy cosl-sack—ihat
had cngulfed him. It descended, com-
pletely blindfolding him, and half-
suffocating him with coaldust. He
dragged his hands from his pockets. But
he had no timo to struggle. A cord had
been threaded round the neck of the
sack, and it was instantly drawn tight.

Hy staggered to and fro helplessly,
in black darkness, gurgling for Ereath.
He 1mado an effort to wrench away the
gack. But the cord was drawn [ast
round the neck of it, fastening it found
his legs. A slip noose had been used,
and the action was instanianeous.

A violent shove in the back sent him
reeling. Unable to make a motion to
save himself from the fall, he crashed
down on his faco on the path,

The sack over his face saved his
features to somb extent, Bul his nose
had o hard knock, and he felt the trickle
31' blood from il mingling with the coal-
ust.

With all his strength—and Dicky was
an athiete—he wrenched at the sack as
he lay prone under the dark beaches.
But the sacking was stout and strang;
it was impossible to burst it.

He fell unseen hands groping over
him. He knew that the cord was being
knotted behind him, imprisoning him
inside the sack, Tinds of the cord were
tied round both his knees, below the
edge of the sack, so that he could not
possibly push it up over his head.

He was helpless in the hands of his
unseen assailant, He shouted wildly,
but the thick sacking muffled his voiee.
And & sudden shove on the back of his
head jammed his face to the ecarth,
goft and damp from recent tain. His
shonting died away in a gurgling gasp.

Alarmed and angry, he was stiﬁ more
emazed. Who was doing this? The
same desperate young rascal who had
wrecked his study. He did not need
telling that. Not Lovell—Lovell was
locked in clink! Was it a junior at
all? There was a strength in the grasp
on him that seemed unusual, almost in-
credible, in a gchoolboy. But if his
gssailant was a senior, a Fifth or Sixth
Form man, that was more amazing still,
Was that possible—could ‘it be possible?

He struggled wildly, but hopelessly.
Ha was utterly at the mercy of the un-
known who lhad headed him up in the
sack [ The audacity of it was amazing.
His assailant must have been watch-
ing him under the dark trees—watching
for a chance to take him from behind
by surprise—and he had succeeded. But
he had taken reckless risks.

He strove again to shout for help.
Again his face was jammed roughly and
savagely in the damp earth. Then the
unseen assailant finished kmnotting the
cords.

Richard Dalton, gasping helplessly in
the sack, heard a sound of retreating
footsteps. Heo sat up, lurching and
swaying, gasping for breath, The fellow
wes going—at a swift tun for the House.
Who wes out of the House at that
hour—late after lock-up, only half an
hour before' the juniors’ bed-time? If
he could have got loose the young rascal
could have been spotted yet!

But he could not get loose. He strug-
Eled, and wrenched, and wrestled; but

e was safely tied up in the sack. Tt
was not easy to get on his feet; but he
got up at last, and tottered away. He

could see nothing, and he bumped into
a tree, and then into another.

But for the fact that the radio was
still on in Smythe's study, Mr. Dalton
might have lurched about helplessly in
any dircction. But the strajns of wire-
less jazz were still strenming from the
Bhell study window, and Dalton could
hear, if he could not see. The sound
guided him, and he swayed and lurched
towards the House—a strange and start-
ling figure in the gleam of the stars,

iT?

The biggest elecirle bulb ever made
is now being used in an American film
studio. It is 10,000 watts—ordinary
household bulbs are usually 80—and
gives off 50 much heat when burning
that to stand near it means seorched
clothes, An electrlc fanm has been
built Inta the base to draw the heat
away sufficienily to prevent the glass
from melting. It is so powerlul that
to look at it for 2 moment wlll make
you completely blind for a long period !

* " *

The smallest. bulbs are called wheat-
ear bulbs. They are made for the use
of radiologists, who employ them when
taking photographs of people’s insides.
The patient has to swallow the bulh !

- L] -

The most powerful searchlight In
existence glves off a Jight equal to that
of 3,000,000,000 candles. It Is used
as a gigantic magic lantern, throwing
adveriisements on to clouds two miles
high. Looking at this one would cause
you permanent bllndness, and even
degth.

L] L]

An electrie sign erected some tlme
ago in Pieecadilly Cireus, London, to
advertise a film, contained 20,000
separate bulbs. Can you beat that?
You can’t, because It 1s the blggest
sign ever used In Europe !

L L] W

Neon tubes, used in selectric signs,
produee na heat. If you put your hand
on one when it was burning, you would
find it quite cold!

The Mystery !

UDLEY VANT gave a yell.
D “(ireat pip | What's that 7
"“What began  Jimmy
Bilver,
“Oh, my hat! Look!” yelled Vane.

There was a rush to the window.
Jimmy 8ilver and Raby and Newcome
were in the end study after prep, grind-
ing lines. Vane, however, had declared
that Smythe's wireless was more enter-
taining than lines—es no doubt it was—
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and he had left them to it. It was near

ed-time when he had strolled back into
the study, humming a Jjazz tune, a
cheery smile on his handsome face. He
grinned at the three bent heads at the
table and strolled to the windew, where
he stood looking out into the starry
quad. Buddenly his gaze became fixed,
and he gave the startled yell that drew
his study-mates with a rush to the
window.

They stared down into the quad. Out
of the shadows of the buildings and the
old beeches, the wintry starlight fell
clear. And in that silvery light =
strange figure appeared, lurching
drunkenly towards the House.

Jimmy S8ilver & Co. gazed down at
it, spellbound with astonishment, For
a full minute they could not make out
what it was. In the starlight, it looked
like a very long and headless body, on
very shart legs.

Then they realised that it was a man,
with n sack over his head that came
down nearly to his knees,

“Is that some lunatic?” asked Vane.
“What hlithering ass could have got
himself up like that?”

Goodness knows! Let's get down!™?
ex¢laimed Jimmy Silver, and he ran
;mtl of the study with his chums at his
e LS,

They scudded down the staivs, Other
eves, 1t seemed, had nlready fallen on
that strange figure lurching towards the
House, for the door was open, and &
score of fellows had gathered there.

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
had run out into the quad, with Neville
of the Sixth nfter him, and Hansom of
the Fifth. They guided the stumblin
figitre into the House. Strange mufﬂeg
sonnds came from within the tied sack.
The occupani of that sack, half-suffo-
cated with coaldust, was trying to
speak.

“Une of vou fellows got a penknife?”
g}u_spind Bulkeley. “It's Mr. Dalton, I
think—"

“Dalton [ yelled twenty voices.

Jimmy Bilver had a penknife open in a
moment; Vane had one open in another
moment. They gashed at the ecord.
Hansom of the Fifth helped with a
pocket-knife. The sacked fgure stood
swaying, steadied by Bulkeley’s hold on
the coal-sack. Swiftly the knotted
cords parted, and then Bulkeley and
Neville grasped the sack and drew it
up over the head—revealed in the glare
of the electric light, black with coaldust,

“ Te—it—it's ﬁicfny 1" gasped Jimmy
Silver.

Mr. Dalton was barely recognisable,
his facu thickly smothered with coaldust,
which was in his eyes and nose and
mouth and ears. He stood gasping for
bréath when ha was free of the sack.

“Here comes the Head " breathed
Vane.

Thero was a hush as Dr. Chisholm
rusiled up. He gazed like a man in a
dream at Richard Dalton.

“Is—is—is that Mr, Dalton " articu-
lated the Head.

Mr, Dalton gasped.

“Yes, sir! Qoooghl
—chooogh—ooooggh [
"W,l}at—\\-hat has happened?
“Urrgh!
attackec
sir, and—gurrgh—that
over my head, sir—urrggh

“By whom?" asked fhe Hoead, in a
terrifying voice,

“1 cannot say, sir.
assailant—gureggh.
behind—urrggh [

“This is—is—is amazing—unprece-
dented | I can scarcely believe my eyes,
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Yes—woooogh

What

is
. I—I—I was suddenly
in—the—nrrggh—quadrangle,
sack whipped

i

I did not see my
I was taken from
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and my cars! A member of my staft
—— " Dy, Chisholm fairly gasped,

“Bulkeley, please help Mr, Dalton lo
his room.™

The unfortunate Form-master, still
gasping and gurgling, totfered away
with Bulkeley; the Head, with a thun-
derous frown on his brow, followed.

Arthur Edward Lovell joined the Classi-
cal Fourth when they went up to their
dormitory. His chums gathered round
him with bright faces. They were glad
to see Arthur Edward out of elink.

“ Cratters, old bean,” said Morning-
ton. ‘'But what are you doing out of
quod ?"

Lovell grirned.

I Ay, it seems that-it's all vight for
me, you chaps!” he said. “The Head
catie and let me out!"”

ool man!" said Jimmy Silver.

“F suppose that means that they're
satisficd now that I mever did it,"" said
Lovell. “The Head said there had been
an attack on Mr. Dalton, and he seemed
to think it was the same chap who
wiccked Dalton’s stady. My giddy
aunt | There's some fellow who's got it
in for Dicky—hard! He's asked for it
of econrse—mucking up ouv football
mateh | But it's rather ‘thick. I.say,
there'll be o fearful row to-norrow—
they'Il go over Raokwood with a small
conib to get the fellow who got Dalton
o sackl”

Fovell was right—there was a fearful
“row.” For a whole day, Roeokwood
Schaol tlivilled with the sensation of the
tgpcking ' of the Fourth Form master
—and the cfforts of beaks and prefects
to discover the unknown assailant. But
tliat  assailant  remained unknown.
Nobody doubted that it was the same
fellow who had wrecked Dalton’s study,
But, whoever he was, he kept himsclf
exceedingly dark—and np clue was
found to him! And Rookwood could
only wonder over the strange mystery.

+ (Another great yarn of the Rooktwood
ehms, entitled ** TUBBY MUFFIN'S
CHRISTMAS PUDDING !"—appears
i a fortnight's {ime. Next weck’s
grand Christras niomber conlains a
thrilling cover-to-cover Si. Jim's yarn,
oalled * THE: MYSTERY OI NO-
BODY'S STUDY ! "

az well as they could hurriedly, and

stripped off the Redskin garb,  Then
they appearcd in their own identity,
with somewhat smudgy faces, and grin-

ning f(_)yqnsl_v. .
“This is where we vanish,” said Tom
Merry. “Good-night, Gay! When the

audience get tired of waiting for some-
body to come on the stage, they may
come and look for you. Good-night!”

“(Groogh 17

“IIn, ha, ha

The St. Jim's juniors departed. They
made their way round the gym, and
Tom Merry looked in at the big door,
and gave a whistle, It was the signal
for the 8t Jim’s members of the
audience to clear off.

Tt would havdly have done for any St.
Jim's fellow to remain within the pre-
cinects of the Grammar School when the
Granuarians beeame aware of what
had happened. '

The Saints crowded out of the gym,
and Tom Merry Co., laughing
uproariously, took their way home to
8t Jim's.

Meanwhile, the Grammarian andiepce
waited in amazement, and watched the
mnpt._\' stage,

Ten minutes had passed—a guarter of
an hour—twenty minutes,

The audience were gelting very rest-
less,

“Dear me,” said Dr. Monk, “I sup-
pose the play is over, or else something
has gone very wrong with the arrange-
ments. I'm afraid I caonet stay any
longer.,”

And the IHead retired from the gym
with the other masters. Most of the
seniors followed.

“Let's go and see what’s become of
the duffers!” exclaimed Corker at last,
and his suggestion was adopted.

A crowd of Grammarians invaded the
stage and the wings, and passed through
into the dressing-room at the back.
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There was a roar of astonishment as
they saw the whole dramatic company
stretehed on the floor, vainly struggling
with their bonds, and trying to bite
their gags away.

“M-my  hat!”  gasped
“What's happened ™
]_Gordcu Gay made frantic sigus to
him.

Carker stooped and removed his gag.

Gordon Gay ga?md.

“Have the St. Jim's chaps gone?” ha
asked.

“Yes; a quarter of an hour or more
ego. But what——"

“Cut me loose, you ass!” growled
Gordon Gay., “It's too late!  Why
couldn't some of you dummics coms
along beforet”

“ But—but—what—"

“Tont Merry’s been here, fathead

“Oht  Ha, ha, ha!”

#0Oh, shut up 1”

But Carker did not shut up.  He
roared, and so did the rest of the Graw-
marians, when they learned what lad
happened.

Gordon Gay & Co. were released; and
they dashed down to the gates at once,
in the hope of coming upon some
straggler, belonging to St Jim's,

But the &t Jim's fellows were far
enough away by that time,

The Grarmmarians veturned. raging,
while at St. Jim's Tom Meérry & Co.
were celebrating their victory and
rejoicing excecdingly.

It was a famous victory, and there was
no doubt that Tom Merry & Co. had
scored; but it was a long time before
G?rdon Gay & Co. were able to see the
joke.

The hext morni Gordon Gay
recgived a posteard with a single Tine
written upon it—a line he knew well by
this time:

Carker

[t

“One good turn deserves another,
“(Signed) Tox Merer,”

(Look out next.1Wednesday for owr
special Christ “{s8ue {aining o
magmificent exira-long yarn of Tom
Merry & Co. Order your GEM early.)

BOYS!

Kicks, ete. GUARANTEED TO

REFUNDED.,  22-Men, Ball,

SCORE!!
YOU CAN ENJOY ALL REAL FOOTBALL THRILLS and excitement with THE FAMOUS ""NEWFQOTY » GAME.

AL FOOTBALL more closely than ANY OTHER GAME when
W BALL, AGCEPT PASSES, can play ball when rolling, Dash
1= G THRILLING,” “*MOST WONDERFUL," etc.
De Luxe Set, 3/6 plus 4d. post.

RESEMBLE ACTU
and Goals. MEN FOLLO
KEEPER CAN *RUN OUT.” RBoys and parents say 4 JUST LIKE FOOTBALL,
of testimonials. GREATEST TABLE FOOTBALL GAME, only 2/- plus 3d. post.

THE NEWFOOTY CO., LIVERPOOL, 9.

THOUSANDS SOLD —BUY NOW!

GOAL!!!

Orders, etc.,
“ALBERTA,” BARLOW’S LANE, LIVERPOOL, 9.
PLAYED THROUGHOUT BRITISH

GREAT XMAS NEWS!

Fouls, Ofside, Penalty
layed, or MONEY
n to score. QODALs
Hundreds

to W. L. KEELING,

ISLES AND ABROAD,

IDEAL XMAS PRESENT.

Perfeel. Reproduction

BE TALL

PLAY BILLIARDS|

Full-size Tables, Leather

freo ook, —STEBBING SYSTEM, 28, Dean
Road, LONDON, N.W.2

DON’

T BE BULLIED

Léarn to fear no man.

The BEST self-defenco

Oovered  Povkets, Rubber  Cushions, adinstalile
F‘;:'Ex Onn:‘;a‘it-:os \rlrh“ Zut‘u:‘a, 3‘ Tulls, Mnrkt;u; p éver invented ‘nllmeﬁ', JUJITSU, Bend 2
Board, Euies and Olalk. Monthily i nny stamps for SPLENDID ILLUSTRATED
Biee: L. gy Degostt, paymenis. E;ﬁh' ke RQESSONE, Photo Plates of Japanese
ggi g'.i::,‘ Q ‘}:tl:llaiﬁ:: i g}{: 5}5 21/ ‘*F‘ Champions and particulars, or 3/6 for
13 T T 4, B O O ion datibhed: Bept, A
8. %21 5ins, - - o more than de ept. A,
Bit. dins, 3 AL, Bins. .. 10/- _18/- 85!~ Blenheim House, Bedfont
Seoures SEND FOR FREE ART ILLUS. LIST. Lane, Feltham, Middlesex. Also
E_ —— T Practical Tuition given dally.
GEORGE GROSE °LUDGATE CIRCUS' 300 DIFFERENT, inol. Alrmail, Honuil:
; —————————NEW BRIDGE ST..LON DON ECH —————" S'I' AMP i}!l?mﬂggomﬁohnmdl‘nt;. 4&“1‘;3‘.“?'. %"Qﬂﬂ-’&
Your Height increascd in 14 days or Money Back, ENGINE I-A!If:. LYE, WORCS.
Amnzing Conpso, S5i-,  Send HTAMP NOW for

over 25 British Colonials.

8

ROBINSON BROS. (AP), Barnston Lane, MORETON,

PKT. FREE, Including ABYSSINLA, Italy, Czecho Slovakia,
a¢, postuge; request approvals.—

TIMIDITY, BRYNESS completely cured by relis
able, pleasant Treatment. Ko drugs or difficult exer-
cises. Full particulars free,—F. RATHON (A),
Briarwood, Dicketts Lane, Lathom, Lancs

BLUSHING

WIRRAL.,

e A ]

STAMMERING!

Gure yourself as I did.  Partiou-

iars Freg. —FRANK B. HUGHES,

7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW,
LONDON, W.C.1.

covery adids 2-5 ins
gafe.  Full course, 5/-

TALL

Your Height increased inllz ?nys or no cost. New dis- L
i, ga

Details :
8, BREAM'S BUILDINGS, LONDON, E.C.4.

ned 4 ing:  Guaranteod
ORLE

J. B, M Y,

All applications for Advertisement Space In this publication
hould be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, The GEM,
The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Trinted In Orent Britain and published e\mr%
fondon, 15.C.4. Advertisement offices @ The 1
nat, Snbeeription rates @

Pl nlitn
Gordan & Gotel, Ltd,, and for Sout

cetwny House, Farrlnbgdon girect, London,
| and Abroad, 1ls. por . &d
h Africa: Ceniral News Agen

Wodnesday by the Proprictors, The Amalgimated Press, Ltd,, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,

B.C.4.

AOnum; . for six months.

Registered for transmission
Sole  Agents for Ausiralia and New
oy, Ltd,—Saturday, Deccmber 7th, 1935,

y Canadian Magazing
Zealnnd ; L&lﬂl‘l-



