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TOM MERRY MAKES HIS PRESENCE —AND HIS ASHPLANT —FELT
SIXTH FORMERS !
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«Throw him out!’” yelled the exuberant juniors.
Hands grasped him on all sides,

or his heels.

CHAPTER 1.
Unprecedented !
T. JIM'S was in a state of ex-
crtement,
A stranger looking in on the
old school that Saturday after-
noon would: have wondered what was
on. It was only too evident that some-

ching was “on.’

The Lower School was in a state of
extraordinary exuberance Junior fel
lows slapped one another on the back

when they met, or shook hands, or
burst into cheering without any
apparent rhyme or reason.

The senior fellows, it might have

been noticed, did not seem to share in

the general exuberance They looked
serious and solemn.

Whatever was on, it was evidently
something that pleased the Lower
)

School very greatly, and was not re-
garded with favourable eyes by the

Upper School.

In the Shell passage in the School
House there was a terrific erowd, all
of them no and all of them joyous.
Tom Merry's study was crowded.

Tom Merry was holding a reception.
Juniors of both Houses—School House
and New House—came in swarms. The
rvivalry between the two Houses of St.
Jim's soemed to be entirely suspended.
Figgins & Co. of the New House
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“Hurrah !’
and ina
of the study.

were grinning ‘with!{joy; and So were
the Tertible Three of the School House
—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth
Form wore an . unusually —expansive
smile, though he was so squeezed by
the crowd in Tom Merry’s study that
his elegant clothes were in great danger
of being crumpled.

“Ig's  simply  wippin’ 7 Arthur
Augustus D’Arey declared for the
twentieth time, at least. “‘I wegard it

boys |”

Blake.

‘Topping "’ chimed in Figgins of the
New House.

And all the fellows crammed in’ the
study and the passage burst into
cheer.

“ Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah}”

The din in the Shell passage must
have been heard ali over the School
House, and on most occasions it would
have caused some exasperated jprefect
to come along with a cane. But just

deah
Jack

as simply wippin’,
“(Gorgeous !” said

now the prefects seemed to be keeping
off the grass, so to speak.
For it was election day.

And the crowd of juniors were cele-
brating the election of their candidate

Tom Merry of the Shell.

It is said that it is always the unex-

pected that happens; and certainly
nothing could have been more unex:
pected than the election of a Shell

fellow to the eaptaincy of St. Jim’s.

Darrell wondered whether he was on his head
breathless and dishevelled state, the senior was bundled out
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A junior captain of the school!

It seemed impossible; but it had
happened. :

Tom Merry had beaten his rival,
Cutts of the itifth, by a huge majority.

And naturally the TLower - Ochool
rejoiced. X

Tom Merry himself was looking y#')
elated. It was natural, in ti i
stances. Naturally, too, 10lding

and every

a reception of the
him came to

fellow who or

ith the result that the

the r
the whole passage Wwere
erammed with an uproarious throng.
Refreshments had been provided on

The Co. had gaily
to their last sixpence
and 'mever-to-

a ganll’ouﬁ scale.
clubbed together
to celebrate that unique
be-forgotten oeeasion.

The fellows in the study, lucky to be
on the spot, demolished the good things
with great heartiness, and passed-out
helpings to their less fortunate com-
rades in the passage

Fatty  Wynn of the New House stood
at the table, tucking into a. huge pie,
his plump face shining like a full
moon. There was no room to sit down.
There wasn’t very much room to stand,
for that matter.

Every now and then the feed and
the taik was interrupted by bursts of
cheering. On election day the fellows
wore entitled to make a~ row, if they

n strictly forbidden.)




ST. JIM’S HAS NEVER KNOWN SUCH EXCITING TIMES AS WHEN THE SHELL JUNIOR
: ; IS SKIPPER OF THE SCHOOL!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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liked. They took full advantage of
the privilege.

Besides, now that Tom Merry was
captain of the school, they could do a-
they liked. The new captain would seo
them through.

And they wanted the seniors to hear
them rejoice. They wanted the prefect:
to understand that there was a new
regime now.

n fact, they wouldn’t have been
sorry to see some interfering prefect
come along. Under the orders of the
captain of the school, they would have
been justified in ejecting the said pre-
feect “on his neck.” nd to eject a
refect on his neck would have been
{)liss to the juniors.

“Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah!”

“We shall have Darrell or somebody
along here soon if wo don’t put the
soft pedal on,”’ Kangaroo of the Shell

remarked.
“Let ’em ‘all  comel’ said Tom
Morry. i T
“ Yaas,  wathah!” said  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.  “We'll jolly soon
show them that we don’t care a wap

for them!”
“What-ho 1"
“Prefects have no right to interfere
with the captain of the #chool,” said
Tom Merry seriously. “I've been
going over the  ordinances of the
school-—" ;

“The ordinances,”” said Tom Merry.
'hey’re in a book in the library—
the laws of the school, you know, that
even the IHead has to respect. I've
copied out the ordinances that affect
the captain of the school, and I know
my rights. I’'m going to live up to
them. I'm sure all you fellows will
back me up in exercising my proper
authority.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Hear, hear!”

“ Hurrah 1”

There was a shout from the crowded
passage :

“ Here comes Darrell

“A Dblessed prefect !”
“Who are you shoving, Darrell ?”
et off ! We don’t want any of

01"

1

Tom Merry &F
and looked out into
rell of the Sixth, with a very face,
was pushing his way through the
throng, amid roars and protests of
indignation. He was making his way
to the study, but it was slow work, :

Tom Merry waved his hand to his
oxeited backers.

“Let Darrell pass, you fellows !’ he
called out.

“We don’t want
howled the crowd.

“Darrell’s a good sort.
come in. If Knox comes along you can
chuck him out—or Cutts—on my
authority.”

‘“Hear, hear!”

Darrell squeezed through, and arrived
in the study in a somewhat breathless
and dishevelled state. Darrell was a
very popular fellow, only second in that
respect to old Kildare himself, the cap-
tain of St. Jim’s, who had left sud-
denly, and whose place as captain Tom
Merry had taken.

But, popular or mot, Darrell couldn’t

to the door,
e. Dar-

any prefects!”

Let him

be allowed to interfere with the rights
and duties of the mew captain. That
wasn't to be thought of for a moment.

“You kids must make less noise,”
Darrell gasped. “Do you know you
can be heard over the whole House and
across the quadrangle?”

“I shouldn’t wonder,”
Merry calmly.

“Well, you've got to shut up!”

“Rats 1”

“What !I”” shouted the prefect, grasp-
ing "is cane.

“ Put that cane down, Darrell!” said
Tom Merry, raising his hand warn-
ingly.

a“ \\ :l“")at !’)

“Don't you know that I'm captain
of tue school?” demanded Tom Merry.
“Jaisicn to this. By-law No. 67 of the
Ordinances of St. James’ Collegiate
School.  ““T'he captain of the school,
by virtue of his position, takes pre-
cedence of a!l prefects, who are under
his direction.” Cot that, Darrell ?”

“You-—you checky young ass—"

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry sternly.
“No slanging. Listen to this: By-law
No. 79.  Any disrepect to constituted
~authorit ushed by flogging,
detention, or caning upon the hands, as
may be deemed fit and suitable.’ ”

‘ Ha, hasshe 1%

“There's nothing to laugh af,” said
Tom Merry, looking round severely.

said Tom

L T TS

Lordly seniors caned like fags'!

» oja'cula’tctl o ~ " "Sixth Formers compelled to bow

down to the authority of a mere
Jjunior! Prefects ragged with
impunity by Lower School boys !
Thus does Tom Merry uphold
his new position as_captain of

St. Jim's !’
AT i

“This is a serious matter. don’t want
to flog you, Darrell—="
* What™

“Or detain you or canc you-—

“Wh-what!” stuttered the Sixth
Former.
“But I must insist upon proper

respect for constituted authority. Kindly
lay down that cane at once!”

*“You—you—"’

“Take that cane away from Darrell,”
said Tom Merry.

The cane was whipped out of the
prefect’s hand in a second. Darrell
clenched his fists, but unnumbered fists
were clenched round him at once.

“Kindly return to your study,
Darrell, and consider yourself detained
there for one hour!” said Tom Merry.

Darrelt stood transfixed.

“Do you hear me, Darrell 7”

“I—I hear you! T'll thrash you!”

“Remove that insubordinate per-
son !” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Throw him out!”

“Hurrah 1”

Darrell wondered whether he was on
his head or his heels, Hands grasped
him on all sides, and he was bundled
out of the study. In the passage the
crowd hustled him on, He was breath-
less, his collar was torn out, and his
jacket was split up the back by the
time he reached the stairs. He went
back to his study in a dazed state. In

Tom Merry’s study and the parts ad-
joining the celebration continued with
undiminished din.

CHAPTER 2.
A Difficult Situation !

R. HOLMES, the IHead of St
D Jim’s, sat in his study, with a
worried brow.

Mr. Railton, the House-
master of the School House, was with
him, and he, too, was looking decidedly
worried.

The state of things at the old school
was extraordinary; it was a stato that
could not possibly be allowed to con-
tinue; and yet there did not seem to be
any rcady means by which it could be
put an end to.

A junior captain of the school!

It was unthinkable,

But what was to be done? Without
what everybody in the Lower School
would have considered an utterly un-
justifiable and tyrannical exercise of
authority, the Head could not quash
the result of the election. e shrank
from taking such a step as ordering
Tom Merry to resign the captaincy to
which he had been elected,

But unless Tom Merry was directly
commanded to do so by the Head, it
was plain that he wouldn't even think
of resigning. He was quite satisfied with
himself as captain of the school.

‘It is an unheard of state of affairs,”
the Head said, with a troubled frown.
“Of course, it is impossible to allow
it to confinue.”

“Impossible ” agrecd Mr. Railton.

“Yet it scems equally impossible to
interfere.”

“It would certainly be difficult.”

“I confess, Mr, Railton, that I really
do not know what is to be done in such
extraordinary circumstances.”

Mr. Railton nodded. He
know either,

“It is very unfortunate,” he agreed.
“There were four candidates, Monteith
and Knox of the Sixth, Cutts of the
I'ifth, and Merry of the Shell. Un-
fortunately, it is the junior who has
been elected.”

“Of course, 1 could not foreses that
contingency when I directed Monteith
to withdraw from his candidature,” the
Head remarked. “I had no alterna-
tive, when it was revealed to me that
af one time he had been mixed up in
disgraceful proceedings with a set of
betting men.”

“Quite s0,” agreed the Housemaster.
“But the juniors had a suspicion that
it was Cutts of the Fifth who made

did not

that revelation to you, in order to
spoil  Monteith’s chances for the
election, and they all turned against

him at once.”

“It is possible, of course, that they
were right.”

“Probably. And as Knox withdrew
also, I think by some arrangement with
Cutts, only the two remained; and
Cutts being so extremely unpopular,
Merry was elected by an overwhelming
majority. It is not as if the majority
had been small. In that case a new
election might be considered. But the
majority was nearly seventy; and a
new election would certainly have the
same result.”

The Head drumméed on the table with
his fingers.

“Of course, this is an entirely unex-

THe GEm Liprary.—No. 1,501,
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in the breast of the black sheep of the

Fifth. He had outwitted Monteith of
the  New House, he had bought off

Knox of the Sixth, and he had been
beaten at the finish by a Shell fellow !

It was no wonder that Cutts was
furious, but Tom Merry & Co. did not
care twopence for his fury. The new
captain of St. Jim’s felt quite equal
to dealing with the Fifth Former if he
turned rusty. Gerald Cutts could
scheme revenge“as much as he liked;
the captain of St. Jimn’s went on his
way unregarding.

Indeed, instead. of waiting for Clutts
to “go for” him, it was quite likely
that Tom Merry would begin by “going
for ” Cutts.

Tom had some inside knowledge of

his little ways—of his betting on races,
his visits to a certain public-house in
Rylecombe; the bridge parties that he
gave with locked doors in his study.
Cutts had tried on one occasion to get
Tom Merry into his rascally ways, and
50 the Terrible Three knew all about
Cutts—much more than old Kildare had
known in his time.
Such practices as those of Cutts and
his ' friends were, of course, strictly
forbidden in the school, and it was the
duty of the captain to put them down.
Tom Merry intended to do his duty in
that respect as soon as occasion should
arise. \

But, as captain of St. Jim's, Tom
Merry found that he had a good many
new duties on his hands. In standing
for election he had made many promises
in the exuberance of the moment. He
might have forgotten them—as candi-

Curly Gibson removed his clothes and showed his back to Mr. Railton.

“ Look

_dates sometimes do after election—but
e "other fellows did not intend to let
him forget them.

at those marks, sir ! ”’ said Tom Merry. Mr. Railton gazed at the deep marks

made by the thrashing Knox had inflicted upon the fag, and uttered an

exclamation of anger and indignation. ‘“Qood heavens, the boy has been
brutally punished ! "’

Wally—D’Arey minor of the Third—
brought to his recollection the fact that
he had promised to abolish fagging.
That was to be one of the reforms under
the new regime. Knox's fag reminded
him that he had undertaken to stamp
out bullying, Knox’s fag having had
great experience of that. Al the junior
footballers remembered—and mentioned
—the circumstance that he had agreed
to play junior members in the first
eleven.

That was rather a pressing matter.
On Wednesday one of the most im-.
portant fixtures of the football season
was to take place—the mateh with the
first . eloven of Rylcombe Grammar
School.  As captain of St. Jim’s, Tom
Merry was football skipper, and he
would naturally take command,

And something like forty or
juniors ~ were looking
places in the team.
decided on something' like the old-
fashioned Rugby game, with half
a hundred a side, it was difficult to see
how he was to satisfy all claimants. The
way of the new captain of St. Jim's
evidently did not lie through beds of
roses.

But Tom Merry faced all his diffi-
culties calmly and courageously. And,
s0 far, the juniors were united in back-
ing him up against all comers,

After lessons on Monday, while Tom
was chatting with a group of his sup-
porters on the footer ground, discussing
the coming first eleven match, Wally
of the Third dashed up in great excite-
ment,

“Where’s Tom Merry ?” he shouted,

“Here I am!” said Tom Merry,
“What's wanted, kid?”

“Kid!” said Wally, forgetting Rulo
No. 79 for a moment, “Whom are you
calling kid? Kid yourself, and " be
blowed 1”

_“None of your cheek!” said Tom

fifty
forward to
Unless Tom Merry

Merry, frowning. “I'm carrying an
ashplant now, to keep cheeky kids in
order. Look out!”

And, indeed, Tom Merry had taken to
carrying that symbol of authority, which
he was certainly entitled to use, as
captain of the school.

“ Yaas, wathah, tweat your skippah
with pwopah wespect, Wally,” "said
Avthur Augustus. “I expect my minah
to set a pwopah example to the
othah fags, you know.”

“Oh, rats!” said Wally.

“Wally, you young wascal—"

“Ohy don’t you begin, Gus!” implored
Wally. “Tom Merry, you're wanted.
You're captain of St. Jim’s, aren’t you?
And you promised to put down bully-
ing.”

“ Who's bullying whom ?” asked Tom.

“Knox. He's licking young Curly
in his study I” howled Wally. “ Curly's
my chum, and that beast, Knox, isn't
going to lick him——" p

“What has Curly done?”

“What does it matter what he’s
done?” howled Wally. “Aren’t you
going to keep your blessed election pro
mises, and put down bullying? Knox
is licking him with a cricket stump !”

)

“I must inquire into this,” said Tom
Merry, in a_ stately way. “Some of
you fellows had better come with me
to Knox's study, in case there’s trouble.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We'll back you up!”

Tom Merry walked off towards the
School House, with quite an army at
his back. The juniors were very keen
to try conclusions with the worst bully
in the school, and this was the first time
they had had the chance of doing so
under the lead of a captain of the
sohool.  Judgin, the looks of the

juniors, it might have been predicted
that there was a high old time in store
for Knox of the Sixth.

CHAPYER 4.
The Hand of Authority !

““ OW-OW-.OW »
That Knox was putting in
a good deal of energy with

the ericket stump was evident
from the howls of anguish that pro-
ceeded from his study as Tom Merry
& Co. came up the Sixth Form passage.
“Yow-ow-ow ! You beast, Knox! I'll
tell Tom Merry ! Ow |”
Knox's angry voice could be heard in
reply as the army neared the door of
the study.
“You'll tell Tom Merry, will you?
Take that ! Tell him, too, that I'll give
him some of the same if I have any of

his cheek. Take that—and that—and
that !”
Whack, whack, whack !

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“You hear him?” yelled Wally.

Tom Merry threw open the door of
Knox’s study and strode in.  Knox had
Curly Gibson by the collar, and was
larruping him with energy and-a cricket
stump.  He paused in the castigation,
nowever,. to glare furimls]y at Tom
Merry and the excited juniors at his
back.

“Get out of my study !” he snapped.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“The captain of the school has a
right to enter any study to put down
malpractices of any kind,” he replied.
“I refer you to By-law No, 45.”

“You. cheeky cad!  If you don’t got
out I'll boot you out!” roared Knox.

“Put down that stump!” said Tom

Tue GeM Liprany vo. 1,501.
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“Are you gowg to
stump, or are you not?

“Not I” shricked Knox.

“Take that stump from him, you
fellows !” ordered the captain of St.
Jim’s.

““You bet |”

“ What-ho 1”

The juniors were only too keen to
obey. 'They swarmed at Knox. The
bully of the Sixth whirled the stump
above his head.

His face was erimson with rage.

“Stand back 1”

“Collar him 1”

“DBown with the bully !”

Knox might have done some damage
with the stump, but Tom Merry
chopped in with his ashplant and
knocked the stump out of Knox’s hand.
The next moment the bully of the Sixth
was struggling in the grasp of the
juniors.

“Bump him if he resists,” said Tom
Merry calmly.

Knox did resist. He was struggling
like a lunatie, but the juniors were too
many for him; they simply swarmed
over him. Knox was whirled off his
feet and bumped on the floor with a
concugsion that shook the study.

“8it on him, two or three of you!”

They sat upon Knox.

“This insubordination will do you no
good, Knox,” said Tom Merry loftily.
“Resistance to constituted authority has
to be put down with a strong hand.
shall now proceed to inquire into this
matter. Now, Curly, let me sece
whether he’s hurt you. Take your
jacket off.”

“T'm half-flayed !” gasped Curly.

“Let’s see.”

Curly Gibson stripped off his jacket
and shirt. There were livid marks
across his back where he had been
thrashed, and there was a buzz of in-

put down that

dignation from the juniors at the
sight. '
“You hound!”’ said Tom Merry,

fixing his blazing eyes upon Knox.
“You ought to be boiled in oil 1 ;

“Boiling in oil for bullies isn’t in the
by-laws, is it?” asked Monty Lowther.

‘“Ha, ha, ha|*

“Shut up, Monty !
now ! This is serious.

“It’s going to be serious for Knox!”
growled Wally. 3

“You shut up, too! Don’t you. jaw
when your captain is talking. Knox,
kindly explain what you were licking
Curly for. I'm going to judge this
case on its merit.” :

But Knox did- not explain why he had
been licking Curly Gibson; instead of
that, he burst into a torrent of languago
that would have done credit—or dis-
credit—to an intoxicated bargee.

‘“Stop him I said Tom. i

Blake i)rcssvd his boot on the mouth
of the bully; Knox’s voice died away in
u suffocated growl, \

“Bad language is punished by flog-
ging or caning, according to circum-
stances—see Rule No. 33, said Tom
Merry. “Is there a cane in this study ?”

“Here's one,” said Digby.

“Good! Knox will sit up and hold
ouf his hand. You hear, Knox? You
won’t? Very well. Cane him across his
shoulders.””

Knox was jammed face downward on
the carpet, then Dighby started it with
the cane. The bellows of Knox re-
sembled those of a maddened bull, but
Digby did not cease to lash till Tom
Merry held up his hand at the twelfth
stroke,

“ iNuﬁ l’)

“I’'m not tired yet,” panted Dighy.
“T could go on, you know.”

“Ha, ‘ha, ha I

“That is enough for bad language,”
said Tom Merry. “We must be just,
but not vindictive. Now, Knox, will
you have the great kindness to explain
why you were licking Curly 7”

“(Gro-oogh 1 :

“Every time he doesn’t answer, Dig,
give him another cut.”

“Oh, rather!” said Digby.

Whack !

“Stop it!” shrieked Knox.

Pon't be funny,

“I-1'11
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enswer. I licked him for burning my
toast and cheeking me. Ow "

“You thrashed a kid in that brutal
manner for burning your toast, you
br‘utIe 5 1

‘He’s my fag,
Knox. %

“You won’t have a fag in future.
For your Fresent misconduct you are
deprived of the right of fagging from
anybody. I order that, as captain of
St. Jim’s.”

“Bravo |”

“And you will receive twelve ecuts
with the cane for bullying and ill-
treating Curly Gibson, If you are
tired, Dig, Herries can lay them on.”

“Give me the cane,” said Herries at

once.
“Oh, I'm not tired!” said Dig.
(‘I'II

isn’t he?” how‘let‘i

“Leave it to me.”

“Pile in,” said Tom Merry.
say when,”

Digby piled in. XKnox roared and
squirmed under the heavy lashes of the
cane, Digby put so much energy into
the last cut that the cane broke in two.
Knox’s uproar was heard the length of
the passage and beyond. Voices could
be heard in the passage now, and the
door of the study was hurled open.
Darrell and Rushdén and several other
Sixth Formers thrust their way in.

“Rescue I”” half sobbed Knox. “These
young scoundrels are ragging me.”

“How dare you come here!” ex-
claimed Darrell angrily. “How dare
you lay hands on a Sixth Former {”

“I'm acting by my authority as cap-
tain of the school.”

“Don’t talk rot!  Get out of the
study 1”

i Rﬂ.t! l’J "

“I order you, as a prefact, to get out
of this room |” roared Darrell.

“I refuse, as captaix of St. Jim’s, to
do anything of the kind I”’ retorted Tom
Merry with perfect coolness.

“Throw the cheeky young beggars
out!” said Langton of the Sixth.

‘‘Better not try it,” said® Manners.
“You'll go out on your necks if you do,
We're all backing up ths captain of the
gchool.”

“Yaag, wathah |”

“Order |” said Tom Merry calmly.
“I trust you’ll have too much good
sense to interfere with the captain of
the school in the executior of his duly,
Darrell.” Tom Merry’s flow of language
was unusually impressive, as befitted his
new and exalted station. i o TR
necessary to use force, I shall use
force, and I shall eall up all the juniors
to help me enforce mr commands if
necessary.”

“Do. you mean to say that you're
trying to make a riot in the school ?”
sald Rushden.

“You are making the riot.”

“Us! Why?”

“If you don’t clear out of this study
at once, I shall call in Mr. Railton !**
said Darrell, compressing his lips,

“Call him, and be blowed |

“I mean it, you young idiot |”

“And I mean it, too, you old idiot !"
said Tom Merry independently.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“D’Arcy minor, go and ask Mr,
Railton if he will kindly stép here.”

Wally did not stir.

“Do you hear me?” asked Darrell
angrily.

“I hear you,” said Wally cheerfully,
“but I don’t take orders z’rom any of
the Sixth! Fagging is abolished! 1'l}
take orders from my captain—Tom
Merry 1

“Quite_ right1” said Tom approv-
ingly. “Darrell, T object to your giving
orders in my presence! It savours of

st NG o
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‘Dartell gasped. He could do nothing
else.

“However, we'll have Mr. Railton on
the scene if you want him,” said Tom
Merry, “I'm not afraid to act openly.
Wally, will you cut along and call Mr.
Railton. Tell him that the captain of
the school will be glad if he can step
here for a few moments.”

“Right-ho |” grinned Wally.

And he cut off.

Then there was a pause in the study
as the crowd of fellows waited for the
arrival of the Houscmaster.

CHAPTER 5.
Quite Justified !

OM MERRY waited with perfect
calmness.

Some of the juniors were feel-

ing uneasy, not quite knowing

what view the Housemaster might take

of the matter, but Tom Merry did not

share their uneasiness. Ile was acting

within his rights as captain of the

school. What was there to be uneasy

about? Mpr, Railton, as a Housemaster,

was bound to back up the captain of the

school in the exercise of his just

authority. That was how Tom Merry

looked at it,

Knox stood gasping and groaning, and
rubbing his injuries. His little eyes
were gleaming with malice.. Ie felt
sure that he would be avenged as soon
as the Ilousemaster arrived on the
scene.

The heavy tread of the Housemaster
was heard in the passage at last. Mr.
Railton’s form appeared in the doorway.

is face was very grave.

“I am wanted here, I understand
he asked.

“You are,
| AT

“Hold on, Darrell ” said Tom Merry
steadily. “It’s for the captain of the
school to speak !”

“You young rascal—"

“Silence 1”

“Why, I—I—I-—" stuttered Darrell.

“Silence ! Mr. Railton, I report to
you what has happened, as captain of
the school reporting to his House-
master 1” said Tom Merry, with dignity.

“Play up, Tommy !” murmured Monty
Lowther.

“What has happened?” asked Mr.
Railton quietly.

“Knox has been discovered in the act
of bullying and thrashing a Third Formn
boy in a very brutal way. I have
administered punishment to him as was
my right and duty. Darrell has inter-
fered, but I am sure that Darrell will
apologise for chipping in when he has
had time to think calmly about it. I
excuse him.”

“You—you—you excuse me!” stut-
- tered Darrell. “Oh, this beats every-
thing !”

“They’ve been ragging me, sir!”
howled Knox. “The whole crowd of
them piled on me !”

“The juniors obeyed my orders as
captain,” said Tom Merry. “They were
bound to do so by Rule No. 23.”

“If these young cads are to be allowed
to invade a Sixth Form study and rag
the seniors, sir—" began Knox pas-
sionately.

Mr. Railton pursed his lips.

“Show him your back, Curly !” sany
out Wally.

“Yes; I want Mr. Railton to see that
1 was bound to interfere, since the pre-
fects have thought it fit to report the
matter I” said Tom Merry, with dignity.
“Go_it, Curly 1”

Oh, all right !” said Curl

on

»

sir,” said Darrell. “I—

l QIVING THE GAME AWAY ! l

“ And now,
gnen, Professor Muscle will do his
world-famous weight-lifting act ! "’

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to P. Ball, ‘‘ Linley,”” Quarry Road,
Hartshill, Stoke-on-Trent.

ladies and gentle~

And his shirt came off again.

“Look at those marks, sir I” exclaimed
Tom Merry.

My, Railton gazed at the deep marks
made by the thrashing Knox had in-
flicted upon the fag, and uttered an
exclamation of anger and indignation.

“Good heavens, the boy has been
brutally punished! Did you do that,
Knox ?” he asked, fixing his eyes upon
the bully of the Sixth,

Knox bit his lip. The matter was not
turning out so well for him, after all.

“I licked him, sir,” he admitted.

“You made those marks?”

“I—I suppose so0.”

“Then you have acted in a brutal
manner !” said Mr. Railton sharply.
“You have no right to use a fag in that
way! But for the fact that you have
apparently been punished, I should
report this matter to the Head! You
are certainly not fit to hold any
authority at all! Darrell, T trust that
you do not uphold Knox in treating a
boy of the Third Form in this way ?”

Darrell flushed uncomfortably. Cer-
tainly he disliked Knox's methods as
much as anybody did, and his feelings
towards the bully of the Sixth at that
moment were anything but amiable.

“No, sir,” he said. “I had not scen
that. I suppose someone ought to have
interfered.”

“I should think so !” the Housemaster
exclaimed. “And it seems that the pre-
fects do not interfere, and yet they find
fault with Merry for doing so !”

The Sixth Formers exchanged glances,
and so did the juniors. The glances of
the latter expressed satisfaction. Tom
Merry's exercise of authority was evi-
dently justified in the eyes of the
Housemaster.

“Merry has certainly done right in
interfering in this matter,” said Mr.
Railton. “Knox appears to have been
punished—certainly not more severely
than he deserved, otherwise I should
punish him myself.”

“Bwavo |” chirruped Arthur
Augustus.
“Silence !” said the ¥ousemaster,

frowning. “Knox, if you are guilty of
such conduct again I shall report it to
the Head. Merry, you know that I do
not approve of your holding the cap-
taincy of St. Jim’s, but in this matter
you havokncted ql'lit?, rightly.”

7

Mr. Railton strode out of the study.

There was a brief silence. The House-
master had delivered his judgment, and
he had delivered it in favour of Tom
Merry.

There was nothing more to be said.

Darrell and the other seniors followed
the Housemaster without a word. Then
Tom Merry spoke severely.

“Are you satisfied, Knox?”

Knox ground his teeth.

“I'll make you smart for this yet !” he
muttered.

“Dwy up, XKnox! You musin't
thweaten the captain of the school; it's
against all the wules,” said D’Arcy
chidingly.

“You have been punished, Knox,”
said Tom Merry, wagging his forefinger
at the bully of the Sixth. “The matter
is now closed. You will not, however,
be allowed to have a fag again so long
as I am the captain of the school.
Kindly remember that!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Wally, will you please tell the Third
and Second that they are not allowed to
fag for Knox. Any fellow fagging for
Knox will be licked.”

Wally chortled joyously,

“That’s all right,” he said. “I'll tell
’em, I say, skipper, can we wreck the
study before we go?”

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

“No,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“Order, you young bounder! Gentlo-
men, our business here is now finished.
I thank you for supporting me in the
exercise of my just authority as captain
of the school.”

“Don’t mensh, deah boy !
always wely on us.”

“Yes, rather |”

And Tom Merry walked off, followed
by the juniors in a grinning and
hilarious crowd, leaving Knox alone in
his study—very sore in body and in
mind.

You can

CHAPTER 6.
Not Easy !
“ ADE up the list?”
Monty Lowther asked the
question.

It was Tuesday, the day
before the Grammar School mateh, and
Tom Merry sat in his study with paper
and pencil.

His youthful brow was corrugated
with thought.
He had about forty names on the

paper before him, and he had becn
crossing them out one after another,
trying to reduce the list to manageable
proportions.

“I've more than made it up,” said
Tom ruefully, looking up from his task.
“The trouble is to cut it down. Lots of
the fellows expect to play in the
Grammarian  mateh  to-morrow. Of
course, I must play, as captain of St.
Jim'’s.”

“Of course !” assented Manners
Lowther, at once.

“I have heard from Darrell that all
the Sixth refuse to play under a junior
captain,” said Tom.

“All the better,” said Lowther, at
once. “That makes all the more room
for juniors in the first eleven.”

“Yes; but a senior eleven composed
wholly of juniors would be mti’mr—‘
rather a novelty,” said Tom Merry. *1
don’t know what the Grammarians will

think, playing the same team that their
junior eleven meets.”

“Let 'em think what they like. We'll
lick 'em, and that will give them some-
thing to think about.”

“But can we lick them?” said Tom,
Tue Gem LiBRARY,— 1,501
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“After all, they're seniors, and a géod
team. They used to give old Kildare
and his eleven a tussle.”

“Oh, we'll lick ’em ! said Lowther.
“If we don’t, it will be the fault of the
seniors for standing out, and we can't
holp 6.2

“I'm willing to play six seniors out of
eleven players,” said Tom. “I think
that’s a good enough concession te the
Sixth.”

“I should jolly well say so!”

“But Darrell doesn’t see it, and the
others don’t. They won't be satisfied
with anything but a Sixth Former cap-
taining the team, which is——"

Y Rot'|"

“Exactly—rot !” agreed Tom. “Not
to be thought of for a moment. I've got
to consider my personal dignity as cap-
tain of the school.”

o “Well, if the seniors are understudy-
ing Achilles, and sulking #n their tents,
the team will have to he all juniers,
that’s all,” said Manners. “After all,
we've got plenty of players to choose
from, Tormmy.”

. “Oh, plenty !” said Tom.
in fact. You see, such a blessed lot o
the fellows expect to be put in. You
two chaps ought to be in as—as members
of this etudy.” ’

Manners  and nadded
emphatma]ly.

“That goes without saying,” assented
Lowther,

"?uite so !” agreed Manners.

“Then Study No. 6 expects to go in,
all four of them.”

“That’s rather a cheek {”

“ Awful nerve !”

“Then Kangaroo, Clifton Dane, and
Glyn all expect places.”

“ Better put in Kangy, and give the
others the go-by.”

“Then there’s the New House chaps.
After the splendid way Figgins & Co.
backed me up in the election I can’t
very well leave them out.”

“Well, I suppose there ought to be
one or two of the New House,” ad-
mitted Monty FLowther, rather grudg-
ingly. ‘“Say Figgins.”

“Figgy says we can't possibly beat

“Too manyi

Lowther

Fafty Wynn as goalkeeper, and he’s
really right, you know.”
g “”Yos, I suppose Wynn had better go

in.
“And then Kerr—>

“Oh, never mind Kerr |

“And then there’'s Redfern, Owen,
and Lawrence, all good men, and they
all backed us up like Trojans over the
election,”

“You can’t put the whole blessed New
House into the eleven,” said Lowther
warmly.

“Then, besides the New House chaps,
theve arve the fags.”

“The fags!” said Manners
Lowther together.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes; the Third Form stood by me
over the election, you know.  Young
Wally wants to go into the team—"

“Oh, rats!”

“He says he'll be satisfied with three
places for the Third—himself, young
Frayne, and Jameson.”

“Cheeky  young  heggar!” said
Lowther. “I suppose the Second Formn
will be wanting places next.”

“Well, they haven’t asked for any, so
far, thank goodness !” said Tom Merry,
laughing. “‘Of course, we can’t play
fags of the Third, either.”

*Of course we can’t|”

“The team must be made up of the
oldest fellows possible, if the seniors
are going to sulﬁ."‘,
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and

“All Shell fellows would be best,”
agreed Manners.

“Only, you see—"

“Well, put in Figging, Fatty nynn,
and Blake, and mage up the rest from
the Shell,” Monty Lowther suggested.

“There will be a row.”

“Let there be. I suppose you expect
some rows hefore you've been captain
of St. Jim’s long? Beside, what's life
without a row every now and i

“Ahem! Only, you see, if the juniors
don’t stand together, the seniors will
Fct the upper d over us. It's only
by the Lower School being solid behind
me that I can keep my grow If they
could make out that the scheel is dis-
satisfied with me as captain dll round,
the Head would chip in.”

“Jolly _difficult bisney; I admit,”
assented Lowther, “There's something
in that. But you can’t play more than
eleven chaps in a Soccer team; that's a
dead cert.” ;

“And the other fifty or so will get
their backs up,” Manners remarked.

There was a ud».» at the deoor, and
Arthur Augustus ’Arcy came in. He
grinned at. the Terrible Three in a very
genial manner.

“I hear that the seniahs are standin®
out of the match to-mowwow,” he
remarked.

:Thut’s s0,” said Tom,

1 wei”d it as weally a stwoke of
good luck. It would have been wathah
wuff to push them out, but as they're
standin’ out of their own aeccord, it
will give us a good opportunity of show-
in’ what the juniahs can do.’

“Or what they can’t do.”

“Oh, that will be all wight! T intend
to play the game of my life to-mow-
wow,” said Arthur Augustus
confidently.

And the chums of the 8hell exchanged

lances. The difliculties were

ginning.

“Ahem !” said Tom Merry, “Speak-
ing about the match to-morrow—
ahem ”

“I suppose you'll have to play a New
House chap or two?” Arthur Augustus
remarked. “Figgins and Fatty Wynn,
and pewwaps Weddy. Are you fellows
playin’ 2

The Terrible Three glared at him.
Were they playing, indeed !

“Weo are!” said Tom briefly.

“That’s thwee,” said D’Arcy. “Our
study makes it seven, as there are four
of us, and I pwesume you'll put in
Kangawoo; then thwee New House
chaps will make up the team.”

“The fact is—"

“Oh, don’t wun away with the idea
that I'm twyin’ to wun the show !” said
Arthur Augustus generously. “I'm
only givin’ you advice, you know, as a
sort of expert. You can’t do better
than take advice fwom a fellow of tact
and judgment—-7>

“The %uct is, 'm afraid your study
won’t be able to go in.”

“Eh?*

“Can’t play the lot of you,” said Tom
Merry.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy carefully

and calmly extracted his eyeglass from
his waistcoat-pocket, jammed it into his
cye, and fixed a freezing and withering
glance upon the captain of St. Jim’s.
“Pway wepeat that wemark, Tom
Mewwy ! he said, with ecrushing dig-
nity. ‘“I’m not at all sure that f;have
undahstood you awight.”
“Can’t put in all four of you.”
“And why not?”
: Only eleven players wanted, and as

vy pes i
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the oldest fellows possible.  Must be
mostly Shell chaps, you see.”

“] don’t see at all.”

“Well I'm sorry for that. I see

gn,;,self, and that really is enough, isn't
it

“I do not wegard it as enough, Tom
Mewwy. In fact, I wathah think that
Study No. 6 will wefuse to be left out.”

“I shall be playing one of you—"

“Well, of course, in that case, I will
do my best to make Hewwies, Dig, and
Blake take it weasonably.”

“The one I shall
Blake.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—-"

“And you're geing to take it like a
sport, Gussy, and back me up, all the
same,” said Tom Merry. “We've got
to stand together against the seniors,
you know.,”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“1 am certainly weady to back you
up against the seniahs, or anybedy else,
deal boy, in all weasonable things, but
wihen 1 see you delibewately awwangin’
to thwow away an important match, I
must beg leave to pause and considah.”

“Now, look here, Gussy——" began
the Terrible Three together:

Arthur Augustus waved his hand in a
lofty manner.

“It’s no good talkin’ wot to me, Tom
Mewwy. T will go and consult Blake
and the othahs about it, and we will
see what is to be done. The best thing
I can think of is for you to wesign the
captaincy into my hands.”

‘“Fathead 1

“1 wefuse to be called a fathead !”

“2Will. not sntak e

will not entah into a in’..
match with you,” said Arthur Augustus
loftily. “I may wemark that I am dis-
appomted in you, Tom Mewwy. That

playing is j

is all, I will ngv wetiah.” P
“Time you did !” growled Lowther,
“1 will weturn——" ’
“QOh, don’t trouble about that !
Slam !
The study door closed, and the swell
of the School House was gone. The
chums of the Shell exchanged glances. 3

“Trouble I” groaned Tom Merry.

“Looks like it. Can’t be helped!”
said Lowther. “After all, if we beat
the Grammarians to-morrow, that will
rally the fellows round us again!” iy

“If we beat them ?”

“I mean, when we beat them,” said
Monty Lowther. “We must beat them.
Now, get that blessed list done, and
let’s stick it up in the Hall, and then
the fellows willpknow where they stand,
and they'll know it’s no good talking.”

“Right-ho!” said Tom Merry, not
very cheerfully.

And the list was finished at last,
after much mental effort on the part .
of the Terrible Three, and was duly:
posted up on the notice-board in the
School House, where it was read by
the juniors with the keenest interest,
and with many signs of an approaching
tempest,

CHAPTER 7.
The New House Cuts Up Rusty !
“ EW HOQUSE bounders !” a
“What’s the row?”
“Looks like a blessed raid !”
It did. : ]
Quite an army of New House juniors
came marching into the School House,
with faces that were grave and deter-
mined.
There were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn,
the famous Co., and Redfern, Owen,
and Lawrence, and Pratt and Dighy,
nng' Th pson of the Shell.

L e o
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left, but marched for the stairs, and

made their way up to the Shell passage

in state.

Such an invasion at any other time
would probably have led to a “rag”;

“but just now the juniors of the rival

Houses were on terms of peace, so

Iiggins and his party were allowed to

pass unchallcnges.

They marched down the Shell passage,
and stopped at Tom Merry’s study
door. Upon that door George Figgins
bestowed a heavy thump.

“Come in!” called out Tom Merry’s
voice in somewhat weary tones,

I'igging opened ‘the door, and the
army marched in. The Terrible Three
were doing their preparation, but they
suspended that labour as the New
House crowd appeared. . They knew
that the long-foreseen trouble was
coming.

jut Tom Merry worked up an affable
smile for his visitors.

“Hallo, glad to see you!” he said,
not very heartily. “How do you do—
aliem ?”

“We've come on bisney !” said Figgins
grimly.

“ Something to do with me as captain
of the school?” asked Tom Merry
amiably. “All right. Go ahead!
Always willing to hear you!”

Iiggins grunted.

“You've put up a silly list on the
notice-board,” he remarked.

“Tve put up a list!” agreed Tom
Merry.

“I suppose it’s a sort of joke?”

“No; 1t’s quite serious.”

“I've read the names,” said Figgins.

“Yes; they were put up there to be
read, you know,” said Tom mildly.

“Merry, Manners, Lowther, Noble,

“Dane, Glyn, Thompson, Figgins, Wynn,

Blake, erries!” enumerated Iiggins

solemnly.

“That’s right!”

“That’s three New House, and eight
School MWouse.”

“Quite so,”
“That’s what we've come to talk to
you about,” said Redfern.

“ Nothing to talk about,” said Tom
Merry. “The matter’s settled.”

“Then it had better be unsettled
again, and jolly quick!” said Kerr.
“You can’t deal with the New House
in that way !”

“No fear!”

“Or with the Fourth,” said Lawrence.
“Only four of the Fourth, and seven
of the Shell |”

“Rotten ”

“Out of the question!”

“If that’s the way you're going to
run things, Tom Merry, it seems to me
there was a big mistake made in the
election 1™

“That’s_ what I was thinking!”

“Same here!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Well, I don’t know about playing
any more of the Iourth,” remarked
Thompson of the Shell; “but certainly
there must be some more chaps of our
House in the team, either Iourth or
phell. I think we can leave that point
to Merry.”

“Thank you!” said Tom sarcastically.

“Not at all,” said Thompson. “So
long as you play the game, we recog-
nise that you are captain of St. Jim’s,
but our House has got to have a show.”

“Yes, rather—you bet!”

LTIl help you revise the list, if you
like, Tom Merry,” Figgins suggested
generously.

“Thanks; it doesn’t need revising.”

“We don’t want to cause any trouble,
especially at a time when the seniors
are only waiting for a chance to jump
on us. For that reason, we're ready

l A MENACING PLEA! I

Footpad : *“’Ave yer got anyfink
fer a pore guy what ain*t got anynnk

in this ’ard world but a loaded
revolver 7 ”’

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to R. Ross, Linden-Lea, Barrow
Road, Burnham-on-Sea, éomerut.

to make really big concessions. We
shall be satisfied with six' New House
chaps in the eleven.”

“Ahem!”

Cock Ilouse of St. Jim's, we
ought to have more, but—"

*“As what?”

“Cock House of 8St.
Tiggins firmly.

“Rats!”

“ Ass!’l

“Kathead !”

Figgins’ brow began to
ful.  After practically electing the
captain of the school, I'iggins & Co.
felt that they were outitlcs to a show.
But it wasn't merely that. They had
a serious conviction that the eleven
wouldn’t be any good without them-
selves in it. And they didn’t want the
new regime to start with a serious
defeat at football. It was necessary,
therefore, for Tom Merry to see reason
from a New House point of view, which
made all the difference.

“Now, look here, we came here for
a friendly talk,” said Figgins. “We're
willing to give you any amount of
advice to save you from coming a
mucker in this matter!”

“I'm not looking for advice, as a
matter of fact,” Tom Merry explained.
“If 1 wanted to be advised, there are
plenty of silly asses in my own House
with yards of it all ready for me.”

“Well, I'll tell you what,” gaid
Figgins. “For the sake of peace, and
to keep shoulder to shoulder, and so
on, we'll be satisfied with five New
House chaps in the eleven. That's
risking losing the match.”

“It wouldn’t be risking it,” said
Monty Lowther sweetly. “It would be
giving it away.”

“Look here——"’ roared Figgins.

“Yes. look here—"

“What I think is 24

“Gentlemen,” said Tom Merry, “I'm
sorry I can’t meet your wishes in this
matter. As captain of St. Jim’s, it’s
my duty to pick out the best eleven
possible to beat the Grammar School.
I’ve done it.”

“Rats1”

“Bosh 1”

“Piffle 1”

“Tommy-rot "

“And as captain of St. Jim’s, 1 can-
not allow myself to be dictated to by

Jim's,” said

row wrath-

9

juniors,” said Tom Merry, with great
dignity.

“Juniors!” yelled Redfern. “And
what are you, pray?”’

“I am captain of St. Jim’s, Redfern,
and I request you to speak more
respectfully to your captain.”

“Then the sooner St. Jim's gets a .
;10\\' skipper, the better,” said - Red-
ern.

“Hear, hear !”

“This interview is now over,” said
Tom Merry.

“Then you decline to talk sense
demanded Figgins, “ You won't do the
sensible thing? You won’t take advice
from the fellows who know #”

“What I have said, I have said!” re-
torted Tom Merry firmly.

“What you have said is blithering
piffle, and you know it.”

“Gentlemen, there is the door.”

“Bust the door!”

“yt you prefer the window as a
means of exit-—"

“I'd like to see the chap who could
put me out of the window, or the door,
either I said Figgins truculently.

“You will kindly retire from my
study, and please learn better manners
before you call on your captain again.”

Tiggins looked round at his followers.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” he
said, “I think we're all agreed. We
backed up this School House bounder
to keep that cad Cutts out of the cap-
taincy. We agreed to back the silly
duffer up like men and brothers. But
we can’t back him up in throwing away
football mateches and making St. Jim's
a guy. This is where we draw a line.”

* Hear, hear(”

“We can't be parties to throwing
away matches and things of that sort
It's our duty to draw a line. You
understand that, T'om Merry?”

“Oh, rats!” said Tom Merry warmly.
“What I understand is that if you don't
clear off, you'll be booted out.”

“Get on with the booting, then,” said
Figgins grimly,

“Wreck the blessed study as a warn-
ing to them,” suggested Owen,

“Hurrah 1”

Tempers were very excited by that
time on both sides. It nceded only a
word, and the word had been spoken.
The New House juniors were looking
very dangerous; and at that moment
Manners gave Figgins a gentle push
towards the door. The next moment
Manners was lying on his back on the
carpet, and in one more moment the
Terrible Three and the New House
were mixed up in a wild and whirling
struggle,

9

CHAPTER 8.
Keeping Order !

@ ICK them out!”
“Give ’em socks!”
“Down with the

House !”
“Pitch the table over!”
“Hurrah ! Wreck the blessed place!”
Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp !
“Ow, ow! My eye!”
“Rescue, the School House I"" shouted
Tom Merry.
There was a rush of feet in the
passage. A crowd of School House
juniors had gathered there in antici-
ation of trouble as raised voices were
weard from Tom Merry’s study. At
the sound of conflict and the shout for
roscue, they rushed in.
Tue Gex Lagpany.—No. 1,601
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The study was crammed with fighting
juniors.

There wasn’t much room for a big
crowd to struggle in the study. In a
few minutes the room was a wreck.
The furniture was hurled in all
directions, and  struggling juniors
rolled on the floor and en one another.

More and more School House fellows
rushed upon the scene, and. the New
House invaders were extracted from the
room one by one, and rushed away,
struggling and yelling, each in the
grasp of two or threc self-constituted
chuckers-out.

Along the passage and down the
stairs ~ they ~ went, roaring and
wriggling, and one by one they were
hurled forth from the School House
into the quadrangle.

It was a House row
vengeance.

Darrell of the Sixth
scone as the last, of the invaders were
sent rolling down the School House
steps into tﬁe dusky quad.

His face was angry.

“Are you going to stop this con-
founded row?” he shouted.

Tom Merry turned upon him. Tom
was excited, and he was not inclined
to take any nonsense from anybody at
that moment.

“We shall suit ourselves about that 1”
he exclaimed. “And I'll thank you to
speak more civilly to your captain,
Darrell.”

“You_ checky young scamp——"

Tom Merry raised his hand.

“Go back to your study, Darrell I”?

“Why, you—you——>=*

“I order you to go back to your
stndy.”

“You—yoi—you order me|” splut-
tered Dm‘rel]\.

“Yes; and if you don't go you'll be
put !”’

That was enough for Darrell of the
Sixth. He made a jump at Tom Merry
and grasped him. It would have gone
hard with the captain of St. Jim’s at
that moment, but for his faithful
followers. His New House backers were
gone, breathing vengeance and fury,
}mt the School House juniors were still
oyal.

“Back up!” yelled Monty Lowther;
and he rushed at Darrell.

now with a

came on the

A dozen other fellows rushed at the -

prefect at the same moment.

Darrell was whirled away from Tom
Merry, whipped off his feet, and rushed
back to his study, and tossed in like
a sack of coke.

He sprawled on the floor, breathless
and enraged, and FLowther slammed
the study door.

“That settles Darrell!” chuckled
Lowther,
“I'll keep: order in  this House!”

{:unted Tom Merry. “T'Il have order
ept, if we have to have a row every
five minutes "

‘‘Hear, hear!”

Mr. Railton, who had been with the
Head, came upon the scene just after
the sudden disappearance of Darrell.
The excited voices died away at the
appearance of the Housemaster.

“What is this riot about?’ asked
Mr. Railton.

“There isn’t any riot, sir,” said Tom
Merry steadily. “I have had to use
somewhat severe measures with one of
the Sixth, that is all, sir.”

“We can’t allow them to cheek our
captain, sir,” said Kangaroo,

Mr.  Railton' seemed about to say
something exceedingly emphatic, but
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he changed his mind, and walked away
to his study.

Tom Merry hurried to the notice-
board with a crowd of juniors behind
him. He took out a pencil to make
some alteration in the football list.

There was a cheer as he drew the
pencil through the New House names
on the list,

“Gentlemen,”” said the captain of St.
Jim’s, “after the insubordinate conduct
of Figgins & Co., it is impossible to
play any New House fellows to-
morrow,”

“ Bravo |”

“I have, therefore, seratched Thomp-
son, Figgins, and Wynn, I shall play
Digby, Reilly, and D’Arcy instead.”

“IHear, hear!”

“Perfectly wippin’ ideah, deah
boy 1”

“Good egg!” said Jack Blake
heartily. “That lets in the whole of

Study No. 6, and I must say you're
not such an ass as I was thinking,
Tom Merry. I think you make a jolly
good captain of the school.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The Terrible Three returned to their
own quarters. Their quarters required
some renovating before they could get
on with their preparation. There was a
somewhat - humorous expression on
Monty Lowther’s face as he sat down
to work at last.

“Not all plain-sailing, is
remarked.

Tom Merry dabbed his nose with his
handkerchief. The nose of the captain
of the school ought to be sacred, but
it had been punched hard.

“No,” agreed Tom. “But we're
going to keep order. I suppose it was
bound to come to a row sooner or later
with those New House kids. They
were bound to kick over the traces.
We shall teach them manners in time.”

“Ahem! I hope so!”

“Anyway, I'm going to keep on in
the way I've started,” said Tom. “I'm
captain of St. Jim’s, and St. Jim’s is
going to toe the line. 'That’s flat!”

And the Terrible Three settled down
to work, only pausing every now and
then to dab a nose, or caress a dis-
coloured eye.

it2’" he

CHAFTER 9.

5 A Painful Duty !
“ WEGARD it as a captain’s duty.”

I Thus Arthur Augustus ‘D’Arcy.

The swell of the School House

was laying down the law in the

Junior Common-room when the Terrible

Three came in, after finishing their
preparation.

Tom Merry, as captain of the school,
was entitled to use the prefects’ room
if he chose. But his friends were not
entitled to admittance there, so Tom
forbore to make use of that privilege.
Solitary state was not at all to his
liking. And the atmosphere of the pre-
fects’ room would certainly have been
rather freezing. :

Tom Merry heard Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s remark as he came in, and he
looked inquiringly towards the elegant
Fourth Former.

“Hallo! What’s up now, Gussy?”
he inquired.

“It’s Cutts, deah boy.”

“Gussy’s hungry for the warpath,”
explained Jack  Blake. “You know
Kildare used to be down on Cutts’ little
games, though Cutts kept them pretty
dark from Kildare. Old f(ildare did not
kno 11 we know.” 5

& Wn hah not, or he would have
jumped on Cutts like anything.”

e =
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“The fact is,” said Blake confiden-
tially, “it wouldn’t be a bad idea to
make an example of Cutts. Some of
the kids are beginning to slack already,
and making an example of a senior
would buck them up.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“What’s the matter
though "’ he inquired. 3

“It’s one of his blessed bridge-parties
in his study ” said Blake. ‘“He's got
Knox of the Sixth, and Gilmore and
Sefton of the New House, and they’re

with Cutts,

playing bridge. They play half-a-
crown a hundred.”
Tom Merry frowned.
“Gambling !I” he said. i
“Well, we all know that Cutts

gambled,” .said Blake. “When you
come to think of it, it is your duty, as
Gussy says, to put it down.”

“No doubt whatevah about that,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I wegard it
as bein’ up to Tom Mewwy to step
vewy hard upon such disgwaceful
pwoceedings.”

Tom Merry looked thoughtful.

There certainly couldn’t be any doubt
that it was the duty of the captain of
the school to put down such practices,
if he knew about them, and Tom did
know about them. He had known
about Cutts’ little ways long enough,
for the matter of that.

And there was something, too, in
the suggestion that, ‘“making an ex-
ample”’ of a senior would have the
effect of bucking up the juniors,

Tom was somewhat in the position of
a  revolutionary leader, who _must

always do something or other %o’ excite
and dazzle the crowd, in order to .k‘f“li

them from wavering.

Gerald Cutts, in fact, was standing
his little bridge party in the very nick

of time.

“Not a bad  idea,” said Monty
Lowther, looking at Tom. “It's a
jolly good maxim, you know; always do
your duty when there’s nothing else
on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Lowthah, a chap ought to
do his' duty at all times, ~whethah
there’s anythin’ else on or not. If you
only do your duty when you've got
nothing on—"

“Your first duty would be to put
something on, I should think,” re-
marked Lowther thoughtfully, “unless,
of course, you are in the swimming-
bath.”

“You uttah ass——" ¢

“Quite sure about Cutts’ little party,
Blake 7 asked Tom Merry, with a chid-
ing gesture to Lowther, as a warning to
him that it was not a time to be funny.

“Oh, yes!” said Blake. “They’ve
been making great preparations. And
Mellish has just been saying that he
passed Cutts’ door, and heard Cutts say
‘Two hearts.” ” -

“What on earth did he say two hearts
for?” demanded Tom.

“They’re playing auction bridge, of
course,” said Arthur Augustus. “They
play at home, and I've seen them, though
the patah doesn’t let me play. Two
hearts means that he makes hearts
twumps, and undahtakes to get two
twicks.” :

“ And then Knox said two lily,” added
Blake. “I don’t know what it means,
but it’s something to do with bridge.”

*“ Weally, Blake, two lily means—"

“Never mind what it means,” said
Tom Merry. “It’s plain that they're
gambling. But I don’t know about act-
ing upon information received from
Mellish.  It’s caddish to listen at a
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door, and Mellish must have listened.
Where is he ?”

“ Mellish, you're wanted.”

Mellish came forward, rather pleased
to find himself in demand.

“It’s a fact,” he said; “they’re play-
ing bridge. They often do—for money,
too. Cutts has notes on the table.”

“How do you know ?”

“Ahem! You see, I—I—"

“You looked through the keyhole!”
said Tom sternly.

“Well, suppose I did?” said Mellish
sulkily. “They're breaking the rules,
aven’t they, in playing cards at all,
especially for money? If the Head
knew there was a pack of cards inside

the school he’d come down like
thunder!”
“Quite so; and as captain of the

school I am going to put an end to such
things. But I am also bound to be
down on eavesdropping and spying !”

“Oh, rats!” said Percy Mellish.

“Bump him!” said Tom,

“What !” howled Mellish.

“Bump him.twice !”

“Look here, you needn’t take any
notico of what 1 told you if you don’t
want to.”

“ I’m bound to take notice of it as cap-
tain of 8t. Jim’s. I'm bound also to
punish you for spying!”

“You silly ass——"

“Bump him three times!”

“Took here, you idiot—"

“Four times!” said Tom Merry
gternly. “The extra bumps are for lack-
ing respect in addressing the captain of
the school I”

“You—you burbling dummy—’

“Tive times!”

Mellish ‘left the rest of his choice
“Hiames unuttered. His punishment was
going up by leaps and bounds, and five

’
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“ Down with the School House ! ”’ yelled the New House juniors.
Throe were mixed up in a terrific struggle with their rivals.
shout for help School House juniors came pouring '!nto the study.

bumps were more than enough. He was
collared, and he descended upon the
floor with a loud concussion, and a
louder yell. Five times in succession he
was bumped by Tom Merry’s faithful
followers, and each time he let out a
yell that would have brought a prefect
into the room at any other time. But
the prefects did not appear now. They
were evidently learning their lesson!

“Oh, you rotters!” groaned Mellish,
as he escaped from the hands of the
bumpers. “Oh, you beasts! Yow-ow-
ow ™

“I think that pewwaps one more—

But Percy Mellish fled before Arthur
Augustus could finish.

“Now for Cutts!” said Blake briskly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We'll jolly well bump him and rag
his study, bedad !” chuckled Reilly.

“Hurrah!”

“Down with the Iifth |”

Tom Merry raised his hand.

“QOrder!” he said. “No rags and no
larks., This is serious business. I am
standing up for the good name and re-
putation of the school, and you fellows
are backing me up as in duty bound.”

“Hear hear!”

“Follow me, and keep order!”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!”

And Tom Merry led the way to the
Fifth I'orm passage—with about fifty
juniors after him. They did not really
look as if they were going to. keep
order; they looked rather as if they
were going on the warpath, and antici-
pating heaps of fun. In spite of the
really serious business in hand, some-
how the juniors seemed to have the idea
that they were simply “going for the
Fifth,” and to go for the Fifth seemed
to them a most exhilarating and joyous
proceeding.

»

“ Wreck the place! "’
“ Rescue, 8choo! House ! ’’ shouted Tom Mery,

11

Lefevre of the Iifth met the army en
route. Lefevre of the I'ifth stopped to
stare at them, not amiably.

“Tallo! What do you
here ?” he demanded.

Tom Merry waved his hand.

“Kindly stand aside, Lefevre

“You kids have no business in the
Tifth Form passage,” said Lefevre.
“That's what I say. You just cut off—
do you hear?”

“Go to your study, Lefevre, and stay
there !”

“What !”

“Make Lefevre to his study!”

“Yaas, wathahl”

“Why, what—how — who — yow —
yaroooh !”

Lefevre was swept off his feet and
hurled into his study before he knew
what was happening. He came rushing
out again a second later like a. mad
bull, and he was promptly collared and
hurled in again. This time he stayed.

Then Tom Merry & Co. walked on to
Cutts’ study. As they reached it, a
voice—the voice of Scfton of the Sixth,
a New House fellow—was audible.

“Three hearts!”

“Three mno trumps!”
voice.

Tom Merry knocked at the door of the
study, and there wae a sudden silence in
the study.

fags want

1”

said Cutts’

CHAPTER 10.
The Gamblers !

NOCK !
Silence.
Whether another of the bridge

players had intended to go
something ~ better than “three, - no
trumps ” or notf, the knock on the study

h,
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In a moment the Terrible
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door cffectually put - a stop to the
“auctioning.”

The thought that it might be a master,
and that he might have overheard their
incautious voices, was enough almost
to freeze the blood in the veins of Cutts

Jo.

Knock !

Tom Merry turned the handle of the
door. The door 'was, as he had
expected, locked. Cutts did not run un-
necessary risks.

As Tom turned the handle, he heard
sounds in the silent study—of a drawer
being opened, and money clinking into
pockets,

Cutts was a quick-change artist in that
way. Moare than once he had had to
conceal tell-tale traces in a marvellously
short space of time to avoid discovery.

“Who's  there?” called out Cutts’
voice, cool and bland, as usual.

It was very seldom that Gerald Cutts
lost his nerve.

“The captain. of the school !” Tom
Merry called out, in reply.

He heard a wuttered curse. - Cutts
was both relieved and enraged to find

. that it was only a junior outside the
door.

“Go -away, hang you!” he
between his teeth.

i VJ)cn this door, Cutts!”

“What do you want ?”

“You are gambling there, and I'm
gomg to put a stop to it!”

“You cheeky young hound!” roared
Cutts, in a fury. “If you don’t clear
off at once I’ll come out and lick you !”

::}Jome o, then!”

said,

“If you don’t open this door, Cutts,
- we shall fetch the bench along the pas-
sago_and burst it open.”

*You hound! You don't dare!”

“You will see,” said Tom Merry
¢ calmly, “You know very well you've

no right to lock out the captain of the

" school. Are you going to open this
door 7” 2

. N0~”

“Get the bench, you fellows,” said
Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

*“ Hurrah 1”

The roar of voices told Cutts that Tom
Merry had plenty of backers with him,
The g]uck sllmup of the I'ifth was pale
with rage, but he did not want his study
door burst in. It would lead to too
much talk on the subject of the bridge
party. Cutts did not want talk on that
subject, Kven if he cleared himself, it
would cause the eye of authority to be
directed upon him, and would make his
peeuliar proceedings more difficult aud
dangerous in the future.

It was wiser to temporise with the
juniors, and get out of the affair with-
out such a terrific’ disturbance, if pos-
sible.

Cutts promptly decided.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed.
open the door.” :

“You'd better,” said Tom briefly.

Cutts strode to the door, unlocked it,
and threw it wide open, and surveyed
the crowd of juniors outside with a
scowling brow.

. “Now, what do you want here?” he
snarled.  “Don’t come into my study.
I don’t want a gang of fags here.”

“It isn’t a question of what you want,
but of what you're going to get!”
chuckled Monty Lowther.

: “Yaas, wathah |”

“I am here as captain of the school,”
Tom Merry explained. “I’m coming
in. Will you kindly stand aside, Cutts ?”

“No, Iywon’t. 1I” roared Cutts.

. “Put him aside I” said the captain of
St. Jim’s.

Tup Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,501.
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Cutts jumped aside as the juniors ad-
vanced upon him. It was only too plain
that Tom Merry & Co. meant business,
and the odds were too great. The Fifth
Form passage was swarming with
juniors, all eager for a row with the
Fifth.

Tom Merry strode in.

The four bridge players regarded him
with savage scowls. Cutts and Gilmore
of the Iifth, and Knox and Sefton of
the Sixth, formed the party. The table
was clear; the cards ﬁad disappeared,
and the markers, too. The ashtrays
had been whisked out of sight. There
was not a cigarette to be seen, but in
the atmosphere there hung a scent of
tobacco—that was the only trace Cutts
;md not been able to get rid of in a
harry.

“You have been smnking,” said Tom
Merry, raising a magisterial hand.
“Mind your own business;,”

Knox savagely.

“It is my business, as captain of the
school.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wecommend Tom
Mewwy to make an example of the
boundahs 1”

said

“And you have been ﬁmnbling,” went
on Tom Merry. “I will thank ou_ to
produce the markers and the bridge

cards.”

“The what?” said Cutts.

“You heard what I said.”

“Never had such things in my study,”
said Cutts calmly., “I rcal{y don’t
know what you are talking about !”

“You were playing bridge when I
knocked at the door.”

“Not at all. We were talking about
the Grammar School match to-morrow.
Sefton thinks your team will make a
record for “St. Jim's.  Don't you,

Sefty 77

“Oh, don’t bandy words with the
voung cad!” growled Sefton, “What

usiness is it of his? Chuck them out
of the study !1”

“Things are coming to a pretty pass
when seniors are ragged in their own
quarters I” said Gilmore. “Get out,
you cheeky kids!”

“Bilence 1”

“Why, you—you—-"

“If you interrupt me again, Gilmore,
I shall order you to be bumped !”

Gilmore gave Tom Merry an almost
homicidal look. But there was no hel
for it. He had to give in. The Fifth
Formers could have been called in to
eject the intruders, but that would have
led to a general serimmage—and pub-
licity.” And Cutts knew that a search
of his study would reveal what was
wanted. He wanted to get out of the
matter without a row, if possible.

“Cheese it, Gilly,” he said. “We've

ot to recognise the fact that Merry
ﬁas been elected captain of the school.”

“T don't 1” growled Gilmore.

“Nor I!” snarled Sefton.

“Same here I” said Knox. “I’ll never
recognise a Shell kid as captain of the
think that’s rather too

“Silence! Cutts, I know you’ve been
gambling, and I've come here to put
a stop to it, and inflict suitable punish-
ment,” s

“ Hear, hear !” chorused the juniors.

Cu Imost panted with rage, but he
contrived to keep cool.

“I tell you——" he began.

“On this occasion,” said Tom Merry,
“T shall not report your conduct to the
Head. That is really my strict duty.
But I don’t want to be hard, even on
you. You would be sacked from the
school, and you know it !”

“You'd have to prove it,” remarked
Knox.

&

funny
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“I can prove it quite easily by scarch-
ing the study. And that is what I'm
going to do now, if you don’t hand out
the cards !”

“You're going to scarch my study ?”
said Cutts, his teeth setting hard.

“Certainly—as captain of the school.
You know Kildare would have done the
same when he was here if he’d had in-
formation that you were gambling.
Only he would have brought the House-
master with him. Would you prefer me
to fetch Mr. Railton to be present at
the search ?”

Cutts turned alinost
quite in the junior’s hands, and he
could not help realising it. My,
Railton had only to be told what was
going on to make him search the study

reen. He was

more rigorously, and then all would
be up.

“You can do as you like !’ said Cutts
at last. “I've told you that there are

no cards here.”

“I'm sorry I cannot take your word,
Cutts.”

“Wathah not! I feah vewy much that
you are tellin’ awful whoppahs, Cutts,
deah boy 1”

“Ananias was a_ little joker to that
chap !” remarked Blake, with a shake
of the head.

“Are you going to stand this cheek,
gutts, in your own study?” howled

“He’s got to,” said Manners,

“It can’t be helped, you fathead !”
muttered Cutts. “Do you want the
Housemaster brought here? You know
what that would mean.”

. “Well, I'm not going to be jawed by
juniors ! I'm off |”

And Sefton strode towards the door.

“Come back, Sefton!” rapped out -

Tom Merry. “You're to stay here until
the investigation into this scandalous
matter is finished |”

Sefton made no reply and took no
notice. He strode on. But, at a sign
from Tom Merry, half a dozen juniors
grasped him and whirled him back into
the study. The Sixth Former struggled
furiously, but the juniors jammed him
down into Cutts’ armchair and held him
there by main force.

“Help me, you rotten funks!” Sefton
yelled furiously to the rest of the bridge
party.

But they did not help him. The odds
were too great against them.

“Keep that fool quiet!” said Tom
Merry. “If he makes a row, Lowther,
pull his ears |”

“Certainly I” said Monty Lowther.

“Leggo!” roared Sefton. “I—
Oh! Ow! Let my ear alone, you young
beast | - Yaroooh |”

“Shush!” repeated Lowther chidingly.

“Ha, ha, ha |”

Sefton of the Sixth had “shushed ”
at last, his ears feeling as if they had
become semi-detached. Lowther had
been very energetic.

“And now,” said Tom Merry calmly,
“we will proceed with the investiga-
tion of this scandal. Cutts, do you still
deny that you have been gambling ?”

“Yes1” said Cutts, livid with rage.

The pride of the Fifth Former was
cruelly humiliated by the necessity of
answering stern questions put to him by
a junior. But there was no help for
it. Tom Merry mightn’t be a school
captain like Kildare, but in such a
matter as this he had all the authority
of the college behind him. It was better
to put up with anything from the
juniors than to have the Housemaster
or the Head there.

“Very welll” -said Tom.  “As I
cannot accept your word, Cutts, the
study must be searched !”
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“Tet's wreck the place intirely!” exclaimed Reilly.

“Order!”

“Yaas, ordah, Weilly deah boy!
sports, old chap!”

“Blake,” said Tom Meriy.

“ Adsum 1” grinned Blake,

“Kindly turn out the table drawer, for a start.”

“Right-ho 1”

And Blake started the investigation under the stern
directing eye of "Tom Merry, watched by the bridge
players with scowling brows, and by the crowd of juniors
with joyous grins.

Modewate your twan-

——

CHAPTER 11.

The Captain’s Warning !

ACK BLAKE was perhaps a little

J in his methods. Perhaps he did not consider it

necessary to stand upon ceremony with the Fifth

Tormers. Cutts & Co. had never stood on ceremony

with him, and Study No. 6 had all sorts of old scores
against Cutts.

Blake piled in cheerfully and wunceremoniously. He
turned out the table drawexr by pulling it clear out of the
table.

Crash !

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

The drawer went to the floor, and the contents were
scattered over the study carpet. There were papers, and
pens, and ink-bottles, and indiarubbers, and all sorts and
conditions of things of quite an innocent character.

There were no cards or bridge-markers to be seen, or
cigarettes, either.

Tom Merry was a little puzzled. He was certain that
ho had heard a drawer open and close before the study
door was unlocked. But he guessed at once that an astute
blackguard like Cutts would have some secret place of con-
cealment for thé telltale paraphernalia of gambling.

“Nothing here,” said Blake, surveying the scattered
articles,

rough-and-ready

“Nothin’ of a suspicious chawactah,” Arthur Augustus
D’Arvcy remarked, turning his eyeglass upon the strewn
car et..

(xamine the dm\\ er,” said Tom Merry.

“ll 8 quite empty.

“Quite empty, deah boy.”

“Nothing there,” said Kangaroo,
head.

“See if there is a false bottom in it,’

“Bai Jove!™

“My hat, I shouldn’t wonder !” said Blake.

And he picked up the drawer and shook it. There was
a rattling sound. The drawer evidently was not as empty
as it looked.

Cutts bit his lip hard.

IHe knew that the little secret was discovered now. A
master searching the study could hardly have thought of
such a contrivance, but the juniors knew Cutts—knew him
only too well.

“ Somethin’

with a shake of the

’ said Tom quietly.

here, deah boy, aftah all!” Arthur Augustus

exclaimed excitedly. “]nu Jove, you know, I nevah
thought of that!”
“Blessed if I did, either,” said Blake. “But here we

There’s a false bottom to the drawer—it’s two inches
inside than it is out. Xlow do you open this
l“ln;r. Cutts, old pal?”

I'ind out !” snarled Cutts.

“Good " T will1”

Blake found out. Ie found out by erashing the drawer
against the table with a most terrific crash. It flew into
four or five pieces, and then the contents of the hidden
receptacle were strewn on the carpet also.

There was a howl of excitement from the juniors then.

Four or five packs of cards, half a dozen bridge-markers,
two or three ashtrays, packets of cigarettes, and a box of
cigars—it was a find indeed !

The bridge ‘party looked at the discovered proofs, and
then at the open doorway. They were in a state of terror
now. The noise might bring Darrell or Rushden along the
passage at any time. And the prefects, much as they
might dislike the captaincy of Tom Merry, would have no
hesitation: in bringing Cufts to kook if they saw what had
been revealed by Jack Blake's drastic method of searching.

The fate of the wretched gamblers trembled in the
balance. Already, in their mind’s eye, they saw the
crowded Hall—the Head's stern face—heard his stern
voice telling them that they were expelled from the school
they had disgraced.

“Looks like business, doesn’t it?' remarked Manners,
“I suppose you have these things here simply to look at,
Cutts, and never to play with?”
(Continued on next
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“Bai Jove! You are discovahed
now, Cutts, you wottah !”

“A clean bowl-out !” chuckled Blake.

“Report him to the Head !”

“Fetch Railton here !”

“Have him sacked !”

“Hurrah 1”

“Order !” said Tom Merry. “As this
is the first exercise of my authority as
captain of the school, so far as Cutts is
concerned, I am going to be lenient.
Cutts 1”

“ Well 2
veice.

“You know what would happen, I
suppose, if I reported you?”

Cutts ground his teeth.

* Answer me, Cutts [”

“Yes !” murmured the Fifth Former.

“Very well. I am going to take your
l‘mnislnnunt into my own hands. I
eave you the choice, however, of being
ITead instead, if you
would you prefer to
matter--the Head or

said Cutts, in a choking

reported to the
choose. Which
deal with the
myseclf 7

“You!” muttered Cutts.

“As captain of the school7”

“Ye-es,”

“In that case,
authority officially

A ground out Cutts, between
his teeth, pale to the lips with fury.

“Very good! 'I'nke those cards and
markers away and put them in the
fire.”

Cutts, almost suffocating with rage,
obeyed. The packs of cards and the
bridge-markers blazed up.

“Now the cigars and the cigarettes.”

Those valuable articles followed the
others. Quite a bonfire blazed up the
chimney. Enraged as the seniors were,
they were greatly relieved to see the
woofs of their delinquency destroyed.
t was worth anything to them to get
the things out of sight.

“And now,” said Tom Merry severely,
“you will tell me what you have won

you

9

recognise my

[e-c8,”

from one another. Who has been
winning ?”

The seniors did not answer.

“Each fellow .will state his exact

winnings and losings immediately,” said
Tom Merry. “If- you refuse to
answer, I shall have no alternative but
to call in the Housemaster.”

“T've won ten shillings!”
Jutts.

“I’ve won five |” snavled Sefton.

“I've lost seven-and-six,” said Knox,
bis voice barely audible.

“Same here!” caid Gilmore.

“Very well. Lay the winnings on the
table, Cutts and Sefton.”

Thoy obeyed. Tom Merry separated
the half-crowns,

“There’s your seven-and-six, Knox
and Gilmore,” he said. s Put the
money in your pockets. Do you hear?”

They put it in their pockets.

“That’s done,” gaid Tom. cheerfully.
“Now, there’s to be no more of this

muttered

gambling, do you understand? I won't
make you promise, because I don’t
believe you would keep your word.

But I warn you that I shall keep a very
strict eye on this study in the future,
and the next case of gambling will be

reported directly to the Head. I'm
letting you off lightly this time.”

The seniors did not answer. They
were too enraged to speak.

“We are finished here now,” said

Tom Merry.
1ot canc you

“Cane us?” stuttered Cutts.

“Yes—I have the authority to cane
you, as captain of the school. I sup-
pose you know that.”

“ J—I—you—you—-
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“Upon the whole, I shall
»

i

“Do you know it, or don't you?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“J—I—— Yes, I suppose so.”

“Very well. I shall let you off this
time; but I shall not be so lenient the
next time. I leave you now to medi-
fate on your sins,” added Tom Merry
loftily, as he turned to the door.

“T say, aren't we going to wreck the
study, bedad?” said Reilly of the
Fourth, in tones of deep disap-
pointment,

“Na ”

“Faith, and I think——"

“Yaas, wathah; I should
wecommend bumpin’ the
Tom Mewwy !”

“Bettah give ’em a licking.”

certainly
boundahs,

“Just a few whacks!” wurged
Kangaroo.

Tom Merry shook his

head.

“What I have 'said, I
have said!” he replied,
with dignity. ‘““Gentlemen,
you will kindly follow me.
We are finished here!”

And the crowd departed.
The door was closed; and
then Cutts & Co. looked at
one another, Their looks
were almost murderous,

“And we've got to stand
this7” Knox muttered.

Cutts shrugged his
shoulders.

“What could we do?
We should have been
sacked to-morrow morning
if that young villain had
brought Mr. Railton on the
scene |”

“We've got to get rid of
him somechow,” said Sefton,
between his teeth. ‘‘How
is it going to be done?”

“How ?” said Cutts, with
another shrug.

And that was the question
the black sheep of St. Jim's
could not find an answer to.

CHAPTER 12.

The Mateh That Didn’t
Come Off !

N the following morn-
ing there was only
one topic in the

School House at St.
Jim’s,

It was the
School match
noon.,

The seniors having re-
tired, like Achilles, to sulk
in their tents, so to speak,
and the New House fellows
having been scratched off
the list, the match was
left to Tom Merry & Co.
It was entirely a Scheol House affair,
and an affair of the juniors.

Tom Merry & Co., on their own, were
to meet and defeat the Grammarian
seniors—if they could.

As they generally found it dillicult
enough to keep their end up against
Gordon Gay & Co., the juniors of the
Grammar School, it might have been
supposed that their chances against the
senior eleven would be slight.

But they were very sanguine. So the
junior eleven were full of keen anticipa-
tions for the afternoon—anticipations
that were destined to be disappointed
most severely.

After dinner the School House fellows
began to gather on the football ground.

Grammar
of the after-
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The seniors were conspicuous by their
absence. But Figgins & Co. turned up
in great force.

The truce between the rival Houscs
was at an end; the lion and the lamb
no longer lay in peace.

Figging & Co. had come to sece the
School House junior team wiped off the
ground by the Grammarians, and to
condole with one another over the dis-
grace that the School House was bring-
ing upon St. Jim’s,

They greeted Tom
with deep groans

The eleven looked very fit and well
in their red-and-white shirts as they

Merry's eleven

came oub on the field and started punt-
ing a footer about.
But the remarks of the New House

were disclosed.

spectators were not complimentary.
They passed their remarks in loud tones
for the footballers to hear. TFiggins &
Co. were very much on the warpath
Low.

“It’s going to be the joke of the
season.” Redfern remarked. “Blessed
if I know whether to laugh or to
\\'cef s

“¥ say, Gussy, you've forgotten your
eyeglass [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Grammarians don’t scem to be
hurrying themselves,” Thompson of the
Shel? remarked presently, looking at
his watch, “Time they were here.”

“Time for the circus to begin,” said
Fatty Wynn.

Blake crashed the drawer against the table and smashed
over the carpet, and there was a yell of exoitacm:nt f;:)n
utts {

o T T T




/ERY WEDNESDAY

W s ﬁ

the Grammarians?
heard 1”

“Heard what, you silly asses?’’ de-
manded Tom Merry, turning round at
last upon the New House fellows.

“Heard that they’re expected to play
a parcel of silly duffers,” explained
Figgins, “If they have, they mayn’t
come, you know.”

“They mayn’t have such a taste for
comedy in football as you kids have,”
Kerr remarked.

“A screaming joke if they
come |” grinned Owen. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the New House

19

crowd,
“Oh, shut up!” said Tom Merry
crossly. “Of course they’re coming !”

“Well, they're not here yet.”

I wonder if they've

don’t

om. Thecontents of the hidden receptacie were strewn
Playing cards, bridge-markers, and cigarettes

iors.

e indeed bowled out!

“Bister Anne—Sister Anne, do you sce
anybody coming ?” piped Redfern; and
the New House juniors roared again,

Tom Merry & Co. looked rather
anxiously at the clock tower.

The Grammarians were certainly late.
Kick-off was timed for three o'clock,
and it was already turned three. It was
certainly very odd that the team from
the Grammar School should be so un-
punctual. Blake cut down to the gates
to look for the Grammarian charabane,
but he returned with the news that
there was no sign of it.

Tom Merry & Co. ceased punting the
footer about and gathered in a group
to talk the matter over. Their brows
were growing anxious. They hardly
knew wl,mt.to make of the Gram-

didn’t furn up, evidently the match
would not come off, and then they knew
what a howl of laughte: there would be
from all the school, especially the New
House.

Figgins & Co. were
with great enjoyment.
it was the very best
have happened if the Grammar School
team didn’t turn up. It would be a
lesson to those cheeky School House
kids, and it would save St. Jim’s from
the disgrace of recording an overwhelm-
ing defeat.

But the School House view was dif-
ferent, The looks of the junior foot-
ballers grew glummer and glummer as
the big hand ecrawled round the dial of
the clock in the tower,

“Half-past
Monty Lowther.
frightfully late !”

“Feahfully late,
boys 1

“I can’t understand it!”
said Tom Merry, his brow
wrinkled in puzzled thought.
“Why aren’t they here?
Yorke isn’t the kind of silly
ass to be half an hour late
for a footer match, It
isn't as if they had to come
a long way $

already chuckling
As Figgins said,
thing that could

three 1” said
“They’re

deah

by train!
“Is it possible—" began
Herries doubtfully
“Is what possible, ass?
“I mean, supposoc they
have heard that they’'ve got
to play a junior team, and

—and don’t choose to
come ?”
“Oh, rot!”

“Kiggins thinks so=——

“Blow Iiggins!”

“They wouldn’t tweat us
with such wotten diswe-
speet,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, with a
shake of the head. ‘It
would be wotten bad form.
They would send us a note,
at least.”

“Of course they would !”
said Tom Merry “It can’t
he that 1”

“Then what the deuce is
it 7” said Blake. “Hallo,
Wally! Ts there any sign
of the silly goats?”

Wally had just come up
from the gates. He shook
his head.

“I've been as far as the
corner,” he said. *““No
sign of them.”

“Supposs we send them a
telegwam ?” suggested
Arthur Augustus.

“They must have started
already, if they’re coming
at all,” sail Digby.

“Yaas. But if they’re not coming?”

“It’s nearer to go to the Grammar
School than to the telegraph office,”
said Manners. “One of us might cut
over on a bike.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“If they don’t choose to come, we're
not going to go hunting them,” he
said. “We've got to consider our dig-
nity as the St. Jim’s first eleven.”

“Yaas, wathah! We’re the first
eleven now, you know. We’re bound to
considah ~our personal dig in this
mattah.”

“Then what on earth’s to be done?”
asked Kangaroo.

“Nearly a quarter to four,” said
Clifton Dane.
“Bai Jove, it’s wotten ! Look at

~
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Blake turned a wrathful glance to-

wards I'iggins & Co. The New House
fellows  undoubtedly were cackling.

They scemed to be enjoying the after-
noon famously.
“Let’s clear those cads off the ground,

anyway !” Blake exclaimed.
“Good! Let's go for them!”
“Bure, it will pass the time, any-

way,” Reilly remarked.

“No rags now,”” said Tom Meiry.
“It’s not a time for it. Let the beasts
cackle. But I wish I knew what we'd
better do. It’s ridiculous to stand here
like this!”’

“Yaas, wathah; quite widiculous !”

“There must have been some trick
played,” said Monty Lowther thought-

fully. “Yorke wouldn't do a mean
thing like this without letting wus
know.”

“What price the telephone?” asked
Manners.

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Tom Morry.
“The Grammar School is on the tele-
phone, and we can use the phone in
the prefects’ room.”

“Ahem 1” said Bernard Glyn dubi-
ously. “This isn't exactly the time for
asking the prefects a favour, is it?”’

“No favour about it. The captain of
the school has a right to use the pre-
feets’ room and the telephone as much
as -he pleasges.”’

“Good! I forgot that.”

“You fellows may as well como with
me, though, in case there’s any rot,”
said Tom Merry, as an afterthought.

And the footballers put on their coats
and mufflers, and walked in a body off
the ground. Loud yells from the New
House contingent followed them :

*“Are you going to play?”

“You've forgotten the match 1”

“Going to play marbles instead?
More in your line!”’

Tom Merry & Co. walked on with
lofty heads, disdaining to take the least
notico of their old rivals. But their
cheeks were burning. They felt keenly
the absurd side of the matter. The
most crushing defeat at the hands of
the Grammarians would not have been
so ridiculous as this. They were glad
enough to get inside the School House,
leaving Figgins & Co. in possession of
the field, laughing like hyenas,

CHAPTER 18,
Pure Cheek !

r I \ OM MERRY threw open the door
of the prefects’ room and
strode in, with his followers at
his heels.

The prefects’ room was a tremen-
dously sacred apartment. It was de-
voted to the use of the prefects solely-~—
common-or-garden members of the
Sixth not being tolerated there. The
I'ifth did not use the room; and, as for
the juniors, mere juniors could not pos-
sibly enter it, except for fagging pur-
poses, or when some good-natured great
person allowed them to use the tele-
phone there. ;

But Tom Merry & Co. marched in
now as if the place belonged to them.

At the big window overlooking the
quadrangle, several prefects were stand-
ing in a group chatting and smiling.
They turned and bestowed freezing
stares upon Tom Merry & Co., coasing
to smile as if by magie,

“What do you kids
asked Darrell.

““Silenco "

“Look here——" Rushden exclaimed.

Tom Merry !
(et out

want here?”’
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“(tet outside! I'm captain of the
school, and I want this room for a bit.
I don’t want you f(‘llo“s bothering me
here, Travel off !
wathah! Hop it, deah

The prefects started at the juniors,
looking as if they would eat them. Ifor
tho prefects to .be ordered out of the
prefects’ room by a junior was ‘quite
the limit—in fact, it was miles past
the limit. It was unbelievable, in-
credible, impossible, But there it was.
Tom Merry did not intend to let the
seniors overhear his talk on the tele-
phone. He knew there would be a
chorus of chuckles as it went on. And
he was in a mood just now to give the
Hixth all the trouble they wanted.

“You cheeky sweep——" Langton
was beginning.
But Tom Merry interrupted him

sharply without the least ceremony.

“Qutside! If you don't go, you'll
he put! Sce those fellows out of the
room, you chaps!”

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“Come on !” said Kangaroo.

“Kick them out!”

The juniors advanced to the attack.
The prefects exchanged helpless glances.
To be involved in an undignified scrim-
mage with the juniors, and finally
ejected by force—for the odds were too
great for them—would never do. Dar-
rell settled the matter by walking out
of the room, and the others followed
him., Jack Blake slammed the door
after them victoriously.

“Bai Jove, we're teachin’ the Sixth
mannahs alweady !” Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy remarked, with a chuckle.
“The boundahs ave learnin’ to toe the
giddy line !”’

“Now pile in with the phone!” said
Blake.

Tom Merry took up the receiver. He
called up the exchange, and was put on
to the Grammar School at Rylcombe in
a few minutes.

“Through ?” asked Blake.

“¥Yes.” Tom Merry spoke through
the phone. “Is that Rylcombe Gram-
- mar School ?”

“Yes,” came the reply. “Who is
that ?”

“This is . 8t. Jim’s—Tom Merry
speaking. Is Yorke of the Sixth
there ?”

“I will call him. IIold on!”

“Right 1”

Tom Merry waited. Yorke of the
Sixth, the Grammar School footer

captain, was evidently at home. The
Grammarian team had not yet started
for St. Jim’s, and it was close on four
o'clock.  Clearly, they did mnot intend
to play, as it was too late now for them
to reach St. Jim’s and play the match
before dark.

Tom Merry’s brows knitted darkly as
he waited. Something must have hap-
pened to eause the Grammarians to act
in this unaccountable way—he was sure
of that; and he was about to learn
what it was. And if it was a trick on
the part of anybody belonging to St.
Jim’s, that person would feel the full
weight of the wrath of the captain of
the school. Tom Merry was deter-
mined upon that.

Yorke's voice came through the tele-
phone at last:

“Hallo 1”

“Hallo! Is that Yorke—Grammar
School 7 ‘
“Yes. What's wanted ?”

“This is St. Jim’s—captain of the
school %peakmg s
Yes

’I‘mc Geym Lisrany.—No. 1501

“You didn’t turn up for the match
to-day! I want an explanation!”

“What 1”

“ Why didn’t you turn up this after-

* noon 7

“Who's speaking 7%

“Tom Merry—captain of St. Jim’s!”

“Look here, if this is a jape—-"

“It's not a jape. I've been elected
captain of the school!”

“My only hat!”

“We expected you for the match to-
day. You didn’t come !

“The mateh was scratched.”

“What |”

“We had a letter from your secretary,
Darrell, scratching the match, owing
to unavoidable circumstances.”

“¥rom Darrell ?” yelled Tom Merry.

“Yes; your secrctary. Wasn't it in
order ?”

“No,
trick 1”

“0Oh erumbs !

it wasn’t! It was a rotten

Of course, we didn't

. “Darrell,

I UNREHEARSED ! |

"u'

e M’"%Mm

““Is there a blacksmith in the
house, please ? "

Half-a-crown has been awarded’
to E. Holland, 38, Talbot Street,
8t. Helens, Lancs.

know that. We answered the letter.
Isn’t Darrell your secretary now ?”

“Ye-es; but never mind. Darrell
scratched the match 72

ol e

“All right. We only wanted to
know. Sorry to bother you. Of course,

it’s too late for you to come over now ?”

“Well, yes, rather!”

“Sorry! Good-bye!”

“Good-bye 1”

Tom Merry hung up the receiver.
Then he turned to his companions with
blazing eyes.

They had not heard what the Gram-
marian skipper said, but they had
heard all Tom Merry had said, so they
were fully enlightened. Their looks
were grim and threatening.

They understood now only too clearly.
Darrell, the secretary of the senior foot-
ball club, had taken it upon himself to
scratch the match, deliberately ignoring
the nuthorlty of Tom Merry as captain
of 8t. Jim's.

“Well,” said Blake, with
breath, “this beats the band 1”

“Rotten I”

“Dished and done 1”

“Scratched, by Jove!”

“And Darrell’s done it I” said Blake,
in a tone more of sorrow than anger.
“}I al“ ays thought Darrell was a decent
chap

e Ynas, I shouldn’t have suspected old
Dawwell aof nlavin’ a wotten twick like

a  deep

this I” said Arthur Augustus, with a sad
shake of the head.

“It’s because the blessed Sixth have
got their " blessed backs up!” said
Manners. “And we had better show
them that they can’t do these things!”

“Yaas, wathah 1”

“Why, it’s an awful cheek!” said
Lowther. “Fanoy  scratching  the
match without consulting the captain or
any of the team |”

“They don’t look on Tommy as the
captain, or us as the team, you see,’
Digby remarked.

“Then they’ve got to learn to!” said
Tom Merr; gnm ¥~

“Hear, hear!”

“Darrell's done this—and Darrell’s
got to undo it 1”

“H'm! I don’t quite see how that’s

going to be worked,” said Blake
thoughtfully. ~ “It’s too late for the
CGrammarians to play us now !”

“They can play the match another
day—their first vacant date,” said Tom.
as secretary, will “write to
them and explain, and -ask them to.”

“1 fancy he’ll refuse to act as secre-
tary, then.”

“Refusals won’t be allowed. He's
taken it upon himself to write once, and
now he’s got to write again !”

“But if he won't?”

“If he won’t, he’ll be made to!”

“But how ?”

“I shall order him to do so,
captain of the school and head of the
sports 1” said Tom Merry, with dignity.

“Ahem ! But he won’t, all the
same,”

“Then we shall use force. A licking
will do him good !”

Blake gasped.

“A llckmg! Darrell 1”

“I suppose Darrell can be licked as
well as anybody else?” said Tom, with
asperity.

“JI—I—I don’t know about licking a

refect 1”

“Well, I do. If we stand this, we may
as well chuck the whole thing up. If
the Sixth are to be allowed to scratch
first eleven matches, what's the good of
our being the first oloven at all 7”

“Not much, certainly,” agrced Blake.

“And they’ll be doing it, too,” said
Lowther. “I shouldn’t wonder if
Darrell has written other clubs already,
scratching matches.”

“The cheeky beast !”

“The fwightful wottah 1”

“It’s got to be nipped in the bud!”
Tom Merry declared. “I suppose all
vou fellows are mady to back me up in
enforeing discipline £

“Yes, rather!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Then come on!” said Tom Merry.
“We're gomg to see Darrell I”

“Hurrah I””

And Tom Merry & Co. marched oﬁ

CHAPTER 14.
Caned by the Captain !

ARRELL of the 8ixth had
D retired to his study after his in-
lorious retreat from the pre-

ects’ room,

Darrell was not in a good tompm.

The late happenings at St. Jim’s had
exasperated him, and that morning he
had received a_letter from Kildare, in-
forming him that there was no imme-
diate prospect of the return of the old
captain of the school.

Apparently, the reign of the ]umor
captain was to continue, and ‘things
were to go from bad to worse, unless
the Head interfered. And as yet the
Head had given no sign.
Continu

e
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Let the Editer be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.CA4.

The Editor’s Chair

;

!
/
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ALLO, chums! There’s still
more than five weeks yet to
Christmas, but thus early I
have found myself in an atmo-

sphere of Yuletide festivity, mystery,
and fun, and, I can tell you, I greatly
enjoyed myself.

As you probably know, the GeMm is
“put to bed ”—that is, it goes to press,
several weeks in advance; hence I-am
already busy on the Christmas Number
of the old paper, which will be out on
December 9th, Make a note of the date.

I have just finished reading the extra-
special St. Jim’s yarns which will appear
in the Christmas Number, and the one
following it, and, believe me, they are
just what the doctor ordered! Martin
Clifford has really beaten his best with
these great stories. I can just imagine
the excitement of readers when they
read them. I ghall not give the game
away yet as to what you may expect,
but I shall have more to say aboug Tom
Merry & Co.’s Yuletide adventures later
on,

DON'T FORGET THE OLD FAVOURITE !

Mention of Christmas reminds me of
presents, and presents call to mind that
grand old favourite with all school-
story loving boys and girls—the *‘Ioli-
day Annual.” It’s a splendid gift-book
which no GeM reader should miss. After
all, a book—one that you can be sure of
thoroughly enjoying—is as good a
present as any, and better than most.
And, without a doubt, the “Holiday
Annual,” with its ripping school tales
of 8t. Jim’s, Greyfriars, Rookwood, and
Packsaddle, and its sparkling verse,
humorous articles, etc., represents a
bargain which every reader will find
just to his or her liking.

So when Christmas presents are men-
tioned at home during the next few
weeks, bear in mind the *“Holiday
Annual.”

HE’S GOING TO TREAT HIMSELF !

failing which, just remember what
Stephen Porter, of Aldershot, wrote to
me the other day: **No kind uncle or
aunt has ever presented me with the
‘ Holiday Annual’ for Christmas, so
this year I am making sure of it by
Imyinﬁ it as a present to myself |”

Well, Stephen, you couldn’t treat
yourself to a better gift if you paid
double the five shillings the “H. A.”
costs.

TWENTY YEARS A READER!

Apropos my remark last week that I
should like to hear from old readers, 1
had a letter from W. J. C., a Newquay
reuder‘, who tells me that he has taken
the Gem and ‘“‘Magnet” for over

twenty years, and hopes to for a good
many more. He says: “I have had a
three-years’ collection of the GeEM made
into one volume, and I shall have the
¢ Magnet’ done the same. I think they
are just the books for my little son—
who is five—when he gets older. I
should like to see the GEM and ¢ Magnet’
with fifty pages, but I suppose 1 am
asking too much.”

Thanks for your letter, W. J. C. 1
should like nothing better than to give
readers a fifty-page GeM, but I think
they would want most of the paper
devoted to the St.-Jim’s story, and from
the point of view of the author, that
would, of course, he rather difficult. In
addition, the cost of production would
be double, and so the price would have
to be raised, and that would hit the
pockets of most readers too hard. If the
GeEM ever reaches a million circulation,
then perhaps we shall be able to do
something about doubling its size with-
out increasing the price !

“A BULLY AT THE HELM!”

Now I think it’s time I told you a
little about next Wednesday’s grand
programme, The St. Jim’s yarn bears
the above title, and it is the third excit-
ing story of the *‘captaincy ” series,

As you have read in this number, Tom
Merry, under pressure from the Head,
has had to relinquish the captaincy of
St. Jim’s. The position thus passes to
Gerald Cutts, the black sheep of the
Fifth, and the enemy of Tom Merry &
Co.

Tom called the tune when he was
captain, but with Cutts in authority he
now has to pay the piper! In other
words, the Fifth Former takes advan-
tage of his power to pay off many

scores against Tom and his chums.
Cutts comes down heavy with a ven-
geance, but in such a cunning way that
the juniors have no appeal to their

Housemaster. However, as someone so
elegantly puts it, ‘there are more ways
of killing a cat than by choking it with
cream,” and Tom Merry & Co. are not
slow to find ways and means of getting
their own back on the bully.

“THE STAGE-STRUCK SCHOOLBOYS!™

Next on the programme comes the
further exciting chapters of Frank
Richards’ rollicking Greyfriars yarn.

The Wharton Dramatic Society, after
surmounting several obstacles in arrang-
ing the cast of their new play, and

PEN PALS COUPON
21-11-38

altering the play to suit the convenience
of one or two of the cast, at last find
the stage all set for the dress rehearsal
of “By Order of the Tyrant!” All goes
well until the piece de resistance of the
play is reached. It is a fight scene, and,
to the amusement of a privileged audi-
ence, it develops a realistic touch which
is disastrous }or the dress rehearsall
Like the audience, you will be greatly
amused by the efforts of the amateur
actors of the Remove.

Readers’ rizewinning  jokes, for
which more g}ulf-cmwus are awarded,
round off the next number of the Giu.
If you haven’t a standing order with
your newsagent, don’t forget to book
your copy early.

“THE SCHOOLBOY SMUGGLER !™

And while you are at your news-
agent's, take a look at the copy of the
‘“Magnet,” now on sale. It contains a
magnificent, cover-to-cover yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co., introducing =
newcomer with a secret to hide. There
was a sinisier purpose in the coming of
Valentine Compton to the Iifth Form
at Greyfriars, and, as you can gather
from the title, it is not unconnected with
smuggling. can thoroughly recom-
mend this exciting story of school,
mystery, and adventure,

A GRAND FILM SHOW.

By the kindness and courtesy of
Gaumont British, the Henry Edwards
British Film Club are holding a film
show in Filmland’s own private threatre
on Sunday evening, November 29th, in
aid of the Cinematograph Trade
Benevolent Fund. Three favourite films
will be shown, thanks to the kindness of
Twickenham Films, Herbert Wilcox
Productions, and Gaumont British.

London readers who would like to
spend an enjoyable evening at this show
should apply for tickets, price 2s. 6d., to
the Hon. Secretary, &2, Amesbury
Avenue, Streatham Hill, S.W.2, all
applications being accompanied by a
stamped, addressed envelope. As onl
a limited number of tickets are avail-
able to non-members of the club, it is
advisable to apply early.

TAILPIECE.

Teacher :
Smith 7"’

Smith: ‘“Forty, sir!”

Teacher: “H’m! I shall have to set
you homework more suited to one of

his age |
THE EDITOR.
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“How old is your father,
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Perhaps he was waiting for the
school to get “fed-up” with their
junior captain before he came down
with the mailed fist of authority.
Probably he would not have long fo
waib,

The New House juniors had already
fallen away from their allegiance, and
the School House had already showed
signs of division. ‘After a time, only
'lom Merry’s personal friends, pro-
bably, would be standing by him, and
then an act of authority on the part of
the Head would be generally popular,
and would not appear in the light of an
anjustice.

But, so far, the Head had not
appeared to notice that anything was
Whatever he thought of the
new state of affairs, he kept his own
counsel so far as the boys were con-
cerned.

Darrell was usually a very good-
tempered fellow, but his voice was quite
snappish as he rapped out “Come n!”
in answer to a knock at his door.

Tom Merry & Co, came in.

The juniors were still in their coats

‘and muflers, over footer garb. They

had not lost any time in coming to see
Darrell,

Eleven sturdy fellows erowded into
arrell rose to his feet,
with an angry frown upon his brow.

“Geb out of my study !” he exclaimed.
“I'm fed-up with your nonsense! Get
out at onge!”

“All in?” said Tom Merry, without

‘heeding Darrell.

“Yaas, wathah!”

~Tom Merry turned the Lkeéy in the

lock: « Then he faced the angry Sixth

Former. s RCEA S T Ay X S

. We've .

Dorpall——" . v
“Will you got out?” shouted Darrell.
“No, I won't!”

; rli—"

“You'll shut' up and listen to what

I've got to say, or there’ll be trouble!”

said '%'om Merry determinedly. :

“Heaps of twouble, deah boy!” said
Arthur  Augustus' cheerfully.  “Pway
lilston 1'to wcciason, lI,?nwwoll, and don’t
play the giddy ox
. “Wo dogn't' z'ant to hurt you,”” Monty
Lowther explained. “We like you all
right, Darrell, only we can't allow you
to Kiek.over the traces!”

. “That’s how it stands, Darrell.” g

“I have nothing to say to you,” said
Darrell, *biting his lips. “I refuse to
recognise Tom Merry as captain of St,
Jim's. " You know that!”

“Then you've got to be taught to toe
the line !” said Tom.

Darrell laughed angrily.

“1 have just been on the telephone,”
went on the captain of the school.
rang up Yorke of the Grammar School
to ask why they hadn’t been over to-

M

come here on business,

A smile flickered over Darrell’s face
for a_moment.

“Well ?” he said.

" “Yorke explained,” said ~ Tom
Merry. “You wrote to him as secre-
tary, and scratched the match for this
afternoon.”

Darrell nodded.

“Well, as you chose to write as
secretary, you're to write as secretary
again,” said Tom. “You'll tell Yorke
it was a mistake, or tell him you were
playing the giddy ox, just as you like
—and ask him to fix up the match for
another date.”

“I shall certainly do nothing of the
kind,” said Darrell.

“You will!”

“ Nonsenge 1" E
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“Do you refuse ?”

“Most decidedly !”

“Very well—then you’ll be licked for
your cheek in interfering in matters
that concern the first eleven, you being
no longer a member of the eleven,”

“Licked !” said Darrell faintly.

“That’s what I said.”

“Is this your idea of a joke?” asked
Darrell, unable to believe that the
junior captain was in earnest.

“You'll jolly soon find that it isn't
a joke. Give me that cane, Gussy.”

“Here you are, deah boy!”

Arthur Augustus picked the prefect’s
cane from the table, and handed it to
Tom Merry. Tom swished it in the
air, in quite the manner of a Iorm-
master,

“Hold out your hand, Darrell!” he
said.

“Wh-what ?”

“Getting deaf? T'm going to cane
you, and I told you to ﬁold out your
hand.”, .

Darrell stared at Tom Merry as if his
eyes would start out of his head. It
c\'idcutlf' was't a joke; none of  the
juniors. laughed, or even smiled. ' They
were all looking as serious as judges.

“M-my hand I"” stuttered Darrell.

“ard (e : :

“Not_your . foot, you know!” mur-
mured Monty Lowther, who could never
repress his troublesome sense of humour
for long. “It’s the cane, you know;
not t',]:e bastinado. Put out your little
paw ! -

“And buck up!” said Tom Merry.

Darrell breathed hard through ~his
nose.

“It can’t be possible  that you’re
lunatic enough to think that you can
cane a prefect !” he exclaimed. .
2“1 am going to cane you, unless you
immediately write that letter to ‘the
Grammar $School, and apologise for
your unwarranted interference.”

“ You—you—you—-"" X

“Will you write the letter 7

“No, you young idiot !” '

“Will you i’lold out your hand?”
“No, you fool I”

“Then it will be held out for you,”
said Tom Merry, “Collar him !”

It seemed like a dream to Darrell; it
really seered that it couldn’t possibly be
anything but a dream. But the hands
that grasped him and dragged him be-
fore Tom Merry were real enough.
Darrell was so overcome with astonish-
ment and rage that for the moment he
did not even resist.

““I’ut his paw out for him,” said Tom
Merry.

Then Darrell began to struggle. The
Sixth Former was a powerful fellow,
and he could probably have accounted
for any three or four of the juniors. But
eight or nine of them at once were too
many for him.

He swayed to and fro in the midst of a
clinging throng of them, and went over,
sprawling on the floor of the study, with
the juniors sprawling over him.

“Sit on him!” panted Blake.

“8it on his beastly head, deah boys!”

“Jump on his legs !”

“Hold him 1”

“Let me go!” roared Darrell.
“Rescue, Sixth! Rescue!”

“No good yelling,” said Tom Merry
calmly. “The door’s locked. The Sixth
can’t get in. Besides, I shouldn’t allow
them to interfere.”

“Help! Rescue !”

“Hallo! What's the row in here?”
called out Rushden’s voice from the
passage, as the handle of the door was
tried on the outside. i

“Nothing that concerns you,” said
Tom Merry. “Buzz off I”
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“Lh? What's going on?” ;
*Go to your study at once, Rushden 1”
*You young idiot—"

“Go to your study and stay there, or
I shall cane you!”

“M-my hat!”

“Never mind that duffer,” said Blake.
“Get on with the washing. Are you
going to keep still, Darrell, old fellow ?”

“No!” roared Darrell, struggling
violently. ““Rushden, bring the l!(;: lows
lncrc’zf These rotten fags are ragging
me !’

“Right-ho 1” shouted back Rushden,
and his footsteps could be heard hurry-
ing away down the passage.

Blake whistled softly.

“There’s going to be a glorious
rumpus with the Sixth now,” he said.

I shouldn’t wonder if they bust in the
door.”

“Let them,” said Tom Merry. “Tor
the last time, Darrell, are you going to
write that letter to the Grammar School,
as directed by your captain ?”

“No !” shrieked Darrell.

. “Hold out his hand, .if he won’t hold
it out himself,” said Tom. ‘“‘I'm going
to give him three on each hand, as a
warning.”

“Hear, hear!”

Darrell was still struggling, but his
struggles were unavailing,  He was
yanked to his feet, and five or six
{umors Leld him round the body. His
eft arm was held as in a vice; his right
arm was forcibly extended, and his hand
was foreibly held out for the cane.

“Open your hand, Darrell I”

“1 won’t 1”

“You'll get it across the knuckles,
tl‘l(:n}.I" 1)

ang you !

Swish !

The cane came down, and it came
across Darrell’s e¢lenched hand, and
there was a yell of pain from the pre-
fect. He writhed and struggled in the
grasp of the juniors; but he could not
get loose, and neither could he withdraw
his hand.

“Better open your hand now,” said
Tom Merry grimly. “You're going to
have six cuts, and it hurts less on the
palm. I've been there, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“Yaas, don’t be a silly obstinate ass,
Dawwell, deah boy!”

Swish !

Darrell opened his hand now. As he
was going to be caned, he felt it was
more sensible to have it in the least
painful way.

Swish again !

“Now the other hand,” said Tom
Merry.

Darrell’s other hand was forced ont.
Thrice the cane came down upon it with
a heavy and sounding swish,

The prefect was white with anger.

“Ang now you've been caned,” said
Tom Merry calmly, “you’ll apologise for
your interference in the business of the
first eleven, or I shall give you lines.”

‘“Hang you !”

“Very well, you will take five hun-
dred lines from Virgil, Darrell, and
you will bring them to my study this
evening, or I shall cane you again.”

Bump, bump !

It was a loud concussion at the door.
Rushden had returned with a party of
the Sixth.

CHAPTER 15.
The Vials of Wrath !

O?il MERRY wunlocked the study
oor.. .
The punishment of Darrell had

been finished—unless he refused

to do his lines, as was very probable
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indeed. In that case there would be
another ecaning for him in the evening.

Jut for the present Tom Merry’s duty
was done. IHe opened the study door,
therefore, and revealed a crowd  of
angry seniors in the passage outside.

Darrell was stuttering with rage.

“What have they been doing ?”
Langton.

“Ragging
“Collar the
soundly !”

“What-ho !”

“Stand back !” exclaimed Tom Merry
sternly. *“As captain of the school—"

“T’ll captain of the you !”
growled Rushden.

The seniors rushed upon Tom Merry
& Co. There was a dozen of them, and
they had, of course, all the advantage
on their side. There was a wild serim-
mage in the study, the juniors putting
up a desperate fight. But the powerful
seniors made short work of them.

They were rushed and kicked out of
the study, bundled along the passage n
the roughest possible manner, and
kicked put of it.

In the next corridor, eleven breath-
loss and dishevelled juniors sprawled at
full length, feeling as if they had been

asked
» exclaimed Darrell.
Thrash them

me !
oung cads !
g

school

smitten suddenly by a particularly
powerful hurricane.

The seniors retired and left them
there.

Tom Merry was the first to sit up. He
felt his head, to ascertain that it was
still on his shoulders, and gasped.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ow, bai Jove!”
Augustus D’Arcy.

“Ow! My nose!”

“Groogh! My eye!”

“Oh dear!”

«aith, and it’s kilt intirely I am !”

The juniors staggered up. Other
follows were gathering round, seeming
to take rather a humorous than a sym-
pathetic view of the case.

“Bitten off more than you c¢an chew,
eh?” Levison of the Fourth inquired.

“Tooks like a giddy captain of the

Arthur

groaned

school, doesn’t he?” Gore W anted to
know. : 3
: : r o) ;
“Who handled you like this?” asked

Kerruish,

“Darrell and the seniors !”’ gasped Tom
Merry. “But they're going to have a
lesson about it. Call up the fellows.”

“ What’s the little game now ?” asked
Blake.

“ All the School House juniors to meet
here in a quarter of an hour,” said Tom
Merry, panting. “The Sixth have got
to be brought to their senses. We are
going to rag the Sixth Form passage
from end to end.”

“Bai Jovel”

“Hurvah |”

“Pass the word round,” said
Merry. “I’'m going to bathe my eye.

“Tt needs it,” grinned Gore.

“Both yours will need it if you don’t
ring off,” said Tom Merry. “Get the
follows here—every kid in the House,
mind 1”

And the badly used eleven went up to
their dormitories to change and bathe
{heir injuries, while the word passed
vound for the gathering of the clans, as
it were.

There were many groans as the juniors
bathed darkened eyes and swollen noses,
but they had one consolation, and that
was the thought of the heavy punish-
ment that was to fall upon the Sixth.

Seniors, and big fellows as they were,
the Sixth Form, of course, would have
no chance in a pitched battle with the
juniors, who outnumbered them im-

»

Tom

»

mensely. It was only a question of
starting on them. In ordinary civeam
stances, such a' proceeding would have
been impossible, and undreamed of, but
the ecircumstances were not ordinary.
Tom Merry, a junior, was captain of
St. Jim’s, and the juniors were bound
to obey their ‘captain’s orders. The
Sixth were the rebels. Ragging the Sixth
was now ‘the only means of restoring
order and discipline, according to the

idea of the captain of the school. And
his intention ‘was to rag the Sixth so

effectually and thoroughly that they
would toe the line without giving any
further trouble. It was a case for the
mailed fist, as Monty Lowther re-
marked; and Tom Merry intended that
the mailed fist should come down very
heavily.

“ Ready ?”

i

demanded Tom MNerry.

(=
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orcders of the captain of the school. Are
you all ready to back me up?”

There was a roar.
Buck up 1”
‘“ Bravo !”

“Hurrah!”

“Lead on, Macduff 1”

“Tollow me!” shouted Toin Merry.

And, with another execited roar, tho
army of juniors marched into the Sixth
[form passage.. The Sixth were mostly
indoors now, for tea, and some of thém
canie out of their studies at the soundt
of the uproar, to sce what on carth the
matter was. 'They stared af the sight
of the swarming juniors,

“What is it now ?” gasped Langton.

“You'll said  Tom Merry.
“Darrell's study first, you fellows. Dar-
rell was the worst of them, and we'll
start by making an example of him.”

see |

Dr. Holmes looked at the pile of furniture in the passage as if he could scarcely

believe his eyes ‘““ Boys ! '’ he gasped.

1 demand to know who is responsible for this riot!"
‘“We're keeping ordor in the Sixth!”

said Tom Merry.

“Quite ready !”

“Follow your leader, then.”

And Tom led the way downstairs to
the wide, flagged corridor, where the
juniors had already gathered at the
word of command. A hundred fellows
were already there, all of them eager
and excited. To “go for” the Sixth,
under the orders of the captain of the
school—which, of course, secured them
from punishment at the hands of the
masters—was a great joy to the Lower
School.

Shell and Fourth, Third and
had turned up in great force. Some of
them had brought pillows from the
dormitory, some of them had cricket
stumps or knotted towels, in case
weapons should be wanted.

Tom Merry ran a gleaming eye over
the numerous and eager force.

“Gentlemen, it's up to us to teach the
Sixth to toe the line, and obey the

Second,

“ Have you taken leave of your senses 7
“ 1t isn’t a riot, sir!”

“Hear, hear!”

Kangaroo kicked Darrell’s door open.
Darrell was at tea with Rushden, both
of them looking decidedly glum as they
discussed the parlous state into which
things in gencral at St. Jim’s had
drifted sinco old Kildare went away.

They jumped up angrily as the
juniors swarmed in, but "om Merry &
Co. did not waste a word of explana-
tion. They started business at once.

“QOver with the table!” said Tom.

Crash !

The table, seized by half a dozen
hands, was hurled bodily into the fender.
There was a terrific crashing and smash-
ing of crockery ware. Darvell and Rush-
den gave a simultancous roar of rage.

They rushed at the invaders, but they
were collared and tossed out of the way
without the slightest ceremony.
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“Pitch them into the passage!” said
Tom Merry.

“Out they go!”

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

Bump, bump, bump !

Darrell and Rushden rolled nlonﬁ the
passage. The juniors 'proceeded to
wreek the study in a thoroughly work-
wanlike manner, Tom Merry intended
that it should be a lesson never to be
forgotten by the Sixth; and certainly it
was likely to be remembered. :

There was crash on crash as the furni-
ture went flying in all directions. Crash
on erash answered from the other
studies, where the ru[.i;gors were already
busily at work. Yells from the raided
soniors sounded along with the crash-
ing of furniture and breaking of
crockery.

In the Sixth Form passage senior after
scnior sprawled, gasping with rage as
he was tossed out o} his study by the
ivaders. 4

After them came chairs and carpets,
tables and books, and bedclothes—all
corts and conditions of things. The
juniors were doing their work con-
scientiously.

The din was terrific.

Cutts of the Fifth came along to see
what was the matter, and he was
greeted with a shower of missiles, and
fled again immediately. He fled in the
direction of the Head's study. Mr.
Railton was out that afternoon, or he
would have been on the scene before.
Cutts of the Fifth rushed into the
Head’s study with the startling news
that the juniors had all gone mad and
were wrecking the House. "

Meanwhile, the ragging went on un-
abated. The excitement grew, and the
damage done was greater than had
been originally intended, as is generally
the case in a riot.

In the midst of the wild uproar there
was a sudden shout from the passage.

“Oh, hat!” murmured Monty
Lowther. “Here comes the Head!
Blessed if T hadn’t quite forgotten that
there was such a thing as a Head!”

“Bai Jove! There will be a wow
now !*

“Nothing to be afraid of,” gaid Tom
Merry, with undiminished calmness.

my
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“Vou are acting under my orders as
captain of the school—in keeping order
here {”

“Keeping order ” murmured Blake,
surveying the strewn passage. “Keep-
ing order! Oh, my hat!”

The Head advanced rajestically.
Tom Merry stepped to meet him, pick-
ing his way among chairs and carpets
and broken cups and saucers and books
turned inside out. And there was a
breathless hush,

et At e

CHAPTER 16.
How It Ended !

R. HOLMES looked round him,
as if ho could scarcely believe
his eyes.

Certainly no such scene had
ever met his reverend gaze before
within the precincts of the old school.

The Sixth Form passage looked as if
ashorde of vandals had descended upon
it and donme their worst.

In the midst of the wreckage stood
juniors in crowds, dusty and flushed and

(Continued on the next page.)
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excited, and seniors stuttering with
rage.

“Boys!” gasped the Head. “Boys!
Have you taken leave of your senses?
What does this mean? 1 demand to
know who is responsible for this riot!”

“It isn’t a vriot, sir,” said Tom
Merry.

“Wathah not, sir!”

“We are keeping order, sir,” the
captain of St, Jim’s explained.

“Keeping order!|” exclaimed

ead,

“Yes, sirl®

“What do you mean, Merry?”

“The Sixth have refused to recognise
my authority as captain of the school,
sir,” said Tom Merry steadily. ‘“They
have acted with disrespect and violence
towards me on the occasion of my
caning Darrell for insubordination.”

“Wank insubordination, sir!”

“Caning Darrell!” gasped Dr.
Holmes. “You caning a prefect!”

“In the exeeution of my duty, sir,
as captain of the school.”

“ erry 12

“The Sixth chipped in, and as cap-
tain of St. Jim’s 1 had no alternative
but to administer a severe lesson to
them to keep order. After this they
will understand better !”

“Merry! If you intend to be im-
pertinent—"

“Not at all, sir, I have done my
duty as captain of the school. I hope
I shall .always do so, so long as I am
captain,”

‘Bwavo 1”

“So this is your idea of your duty as
captain of the school, and your idea of
keeping order in this House?” said the
Head.

“A fellow can only do his best, sir.’
“And this is your best?”
“Certainly, sir!”

“Then 1 fear, Merry, that some
alteration will have to be made. You
will kindly follow me to my study.
You other juniors will go to your
quarters at once, and stay there!”

“Pway allow me to point out, sir,
that '

“T will allow you to be silent, D’Arcy.
Follow me, Merry!”

“Yes, siv!”

Tom Merry followed the Head. The
raiders dispersed with somewhat glum
looks. The Head was evidently very
angry; and it was equally evident that
he did not approve of the junior cap-
miil of the school’s method of keeping
oraer.

Tom Merry, however, held his head
high as he followed Dr. Holmes to his
study. He had acted within his rights,
he considered, and he had nothing to
fear.

In the study, the Head was silent for
a full minute, regarding thoughtfully
the handsome face of the junior.

Then he smiled slightly.

“Merry,” he said at last, “I am not
angry with you. I think you have acted
from a sense of irresponsibility, natural
in a very young lad placed i a posi-
tion for which he is not fitted. But
this cannot continue !

“1 hope the Sixth will see reason
now, sir!”

“T am afraid they will never see the
reason of submitting to the authority
of a junior,” said Dr. Holmes, with a
shake of the head. “I have not inter-
fered hitherto, Merry. I hesitated to
do so, because you were duly elected
by a .'ijority of the voters in the

school.”
>

the

y

“A very large majorit

| WHAT’'S IN A NAME ?

Servant : ‘“ Yis, sor, Mrs. Jones

is in. What'’e yere name, sor ? "’

Visitor : “ Professor Vandersplin-
kenheimer.”

Servant : ‘‘ Begorra! Sure, ye'd
better go right in and take it wid
ye 1»

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to E. Harrigan, 34, Hosier Street,
Reading, Berks.

“Quite so.  But it cannot continue,
Merry.”

“What cannot continue, sir?”

“Your captaincy of St. Jim’s.”

Tom Merry’s lips tightened.

“Tha fellows won’t think it just, sir,
to override a free and independent
clection,” he said. ““They had the right
to elect me if they chose.”

“I do not dispute that, Merry. On
future occasions some new rules will be
made on that subject. For the pre-
sent, Merry, I fear that I cannot allow
you to hold a post which is only suit-
able for a senior. DBut ”—the Head’s
voice was very gentle—“Merry, I do
not wish to appear to act harshly.”

“I am sure of that, sir.”

“T prefer to make an appeal to you,
to your good sense and right feeling,
my boy.”

“Oh I” murmured Tom Merry.

“T think you should resign, and allow
the captaincy to go to the senior candi-
date—Cutts of the Fifth. It is under-
stood that when Kildare returns he will
resume the captainey of the school, and
I hope it will not be long that he remains

absent. Meanwhile, Merry, I ask you,
as a personal favour to myself, to
resign.”

Tom Merry was silent.

It was rather hard to give up the post
he considered he had filled in a very
able manner, especially when he was
having such marked success in keeping
order.

But it was impossible to refuse the
Head. It was better to yield to a re-
quest than to submit to a command, and
if the request was refused, there was no
doubt, that the command would follow.

But the Head was very gentle and
amiable about it.

“Come, Merry,” he said, “I am sure
that the duties of this unaccustomed
position have interfered with your usual
amusements and occupations. You will
probably not be sorry, upon the whole,
to be rid of the trouble and responsi-
bility.  Come, now, will you do as I

5
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“Very well, sir.”

“You resign?”

“If you wish it, sir.”

“I do wish it,” said the ITead.

“Then I resign the position of captain
of St. Jim’s, sir.”

“Thank you very much, Merry,” said
the Head gravely.
“If there’s going to be another

B

election, sir

“I'do not think we need have the ex-
citement and disturbance of another
election,” said the Head, very hastily.
“For the time that Kildare remains
absent, Cutts of the Fifth will fill the
post very well. I understand that he is
acceptable to the Sixth. After what has
happened, they will be glad to have a
senior for captain, at all events. As |
you resign, the captaincy goes to the
next candidate, I am very much
obliged to you, Merry, for relieving
me 1n this way, and I shall not forget
it.  Now you may go. Kindly put a
notice on the board to the effect that
you have resigned.”

“Very well, sir.”

And the Head shook hands with Tom
Merry and dismissed him,

Tom’s brow was very thoughtful as he
walked away from the study. After all,
he was not wholly sorry that his brief
period of authority as captain of the
school had come to a termination. It
had brought him very little but trouble;
and possibly he had had an inward feel-
ing himself that, in the long run, it
would not do.

His chums met him in the passage.

“Well?” asked a dozen voices
together. ;

“The Head asked mo to resign,” said
Tom Merry quietly, “I’ve done it. I'm
going to post it up on the board.”

Monty Lowther grinned a little.

“Well, that’s over,” he remarked.
“After all, it was fun while it lasted.”

“Yaas, wathah. We have given the
seniahs a wippin’ time, at all events.
If therc is anothah election, 1 shall put
up !

“There isn't going to be another
election,” said Tom Merry. “The cap-
tainecy goes to Cutts of the Fifth.”

“Oh, bai Jove!”

“I wish the fellows joy of him when
they get him,” said Tom. “Blessed if
I'm quite sorry it’s over.”

And Tom Merry posted up a notice
on the board to the effect that he re-
gsigned the captaincy—a notice that
was read with mixed feelings by the
juniors, and with “pure joy by the
seniors.

A little later,

Darrell of the Sixth

dropped into Tom Merry’s study. The
Terrible Three looked at him rather
grimly.  But Darrel was good-
humoured and friendly. He held out

his hand to Tom Merry.

“T think you’ve done the right thing,
kid,” he said, “and I’ve looked in to
tell you that I don’t bear any malice for
what’s happened. We'll let bygones be
bygones, and start afresh. What ?”

Tom Merry smiled, and shook hands
cordially enough with Darrell.

“Right-ho!” he said. “It’s a go!”

And so—after a time of excitement
such as the old school had seldom or
never seen before—ended the reign of
Captain Tom Merry.

(But_the excitement is redoubled
when Gerald Cutls takes over the cap-
taincy. He'’s all out to get his own
back on Tom Merry & Co. Look out
for next Wednesday'’s great story, ‘A
BULLY AT THE HELMI’)
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BILLY BUNTER FANCIES HIMSELF AS THE WELL-BUILT, HANDSOME HERO IN THE NEW
PLAY OF THE WHARTON DRAMATIC SOCIETY!

THE STAGE-STRUGK SGROOLBOYS!

“ The Play’s the Thing ! **

“U NHAND me, villain t”

#Eh?”

“Or by my troth—"

“What?”

“Hallo, is that you, Wharton ?” said
Billy Bunter, turning rather red and
blinking at Harry Wharton through his
big spectacles. :

*“You young ass!” said Harry
Wharton. “\Vlmt are you talking that
piffle for?

Billy Bunter had. been reading when
Harry Wharton entered Study No. 1 in
the Remove at Greyfriars, = His eyes
had been glued upon the book, and
Harry had tapped him on the shoulder.

“Youw see, Wharton——"

I don’t see what you are driving at,”

gaid Harry. “What's that you've been
reading 7"

“I'm studying up my part in the
play,” said Billy Bunter. *“It rather

gets hold of a chap, you know.

Harry Wharton laughed. Xe under-
atood now. For the moment he had
soared that the Owl of the Remove had
taken leave of his senses,

Of late there had been a wave of en-
thusiasm for amateur theatricals pass-
ing over the Remove—the Lower Fourth
]'mm at Greeyfriars,

It had really been started by an
attempt of Harry Wharton and his
friends to give a performance of an
opera, music and all. The attempt had
not turned out exactly as the Wharton
Operatic Company hud intended, the
result being more comic than tragic;
but, in a certain sense, it could be re-
garded as a success.

The Wharton Operatic Company
realised that the task of producing an
opera in a foreign tongue was not
lightly to be undertaken, and a second
representation of ‘“Carmen ” had been
indefinitely postponed.

Bob Cherry had suggested taking up
a play instead, nml had promised to
secute a regular “ripper,” to use his
own words, from his cousin in Man-
chester, who was of a theatrical turn of
mind, and had a large store of such
things.

Wharton was rather inclined to
patronise hlmlwspomv whom he justly
regarded as quite worthy of the atten-

tion of the Greyfriars Remove. Nugent
was in favour of “Peter Pan,” while
Hazeldene suggested a drama. It was

agreed, however, to look at the play sent
by Bob Cherry’s cousin before deciding
upon anything.

“Has Cherry’s
asked Harry.

The Owl nodded.

“Yes, heve it is. Bob Cherry opened
it, and then Hazeldene called for him
and they went out. I thought I'd better
look at it, you know. I‘l:mc s a part in
it that will just suit me.’

“What's the part?”

“It's Valentine, the hero. He haz a
splendid part, and as he’s supposed to
be a well-built, handsome sort of chap,
the part will suit me down to the
ground.”

“Does he talk that rot I heard you
spouting ?”

“Yes; that’s part of his speech. The
villain gnusps le by the throat and
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1.50

play come, ‘then ?”

By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

of Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper
the ‘““ Magnet.””)

ST TR T
says: ‘Aha—aha!

cluteh !’ ’
“Eis; bal?

I have thee in my

“No, not ‘ha, ha!” but ¢ aha, aha !’ *
said Billy Bunter, “Then Valentine—
that’s me—says : ¢ Unhand me,

villain I"”

“Ha, ha !’
‘Or by my
to the chine !’

‘“Ha, ha, ha !”

“I don’t see what you want to laugh
at,” said Bunter. “It’s not a comedy,
it's tragedy, and you are supposed to
thrill at the part. Just you hear me
roll off the hero’s speech, and you'll see
how good it is.”

“Don’t !”

“Oh, it'’s no trouble! ¢Ah, Colonel
anl'(lropski. at last we meet—" "

‘Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob

Cherry, coming into the study. “Is

that my play you're spouting ?”

troth T will cleave thee

»

AL TR UL T T T H

Encouraged by success, the

amateur actors of Greyfriars get

going on a new play. But

arranging the cast presents not a

few difficulties—everyone wants
to be the hero!

LT R LR LT R T TR LT T
“Yes, Cherry. I've been learning my

part so as not to lose time.”
‘
‘Your part? That's the hero’s part.

I say, you chaps, what part do you
think Bunty has cast for himself?”
asked Bob Cherry, as Nugent and
Hurree Jamset R«tm Singh, the Nabob
of Bhanipur, followed him into the
study.

“Oh, the hero, of course!” grinned
Nugent. “That’s like Bunter’s cheek.”

“I don’t see where the cheek comes
in,” said Bunter. “My idea is to cast
for each character the most appropriate
person.”

“The cheekfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in his
purring voice.  ““The cheekfulness of
our Bunterful friend is only equalled by
the fatfulness of his honourable and
esteemed head.”

“Look here, Inky—

“My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry,
“apart from the fact that you are a
silly ass, you can’'t have that part. I
had already cast myself as hero.”

“Oh, don’t be an. ass, Bob!” ex-
claimed Nugent. “There’s one chap
here, at least, wllo’s more suited to play
ho nin(‘ipal role.”

I’f you're speaking of Wharton—'
“Rnl:! I'm speaking of myself. I
think
“No, you don’t, or you wouldn’t get

ides 1l | in v »? agaid

2

Bob Cherry. “We shall have Inky say-
ing next that he ought to act the hero.”

“And wherefore not?” asked  the
nabob gently. “If it is a question of
the ableness to perform the part, cer-
tainfully the allotment should be to my
esteemed self.”

“Oh, rats, Inky !”
“Wait a bit,” said Hm‘ry Wharton,
holding up his hand. Jefore we

argue about the hero’s part let’s see if
the play will suit us.”

“Oh, it will suit us rippingly !” said
Bob Cherry mnplx.nu‘ull\

“What's it about?

“Qh,: ‘lots of tluinm' The hero,
Valentine, thrashes Colonel Koffdropski
in the second act.  Nugent can play
Koffdropski.”

“(Can I?” said Nugent, looking rather
warlike. “Then you’ll have to make a
bit of an alteration in the part, and
make Colonel Koffdropski thrash
Valentine.”

“Of course, that’s rot!”

“I don’t see it. I'm not going to be
thrashed by anybody, if I know 1t.”

“It’s only in the play !”

“That’s all very well, but—

“Then there is the part of (_.lu\i ina’s
brother; that will suit Wharton,” said
Bob Cherry. “Gloxiana is the sister of
Albert and the heroine of the play. We
may get Hazeldene’s sister to take the
part. Albert and Valentine have rows,
but they are great friends. In the first
act they thrash Colonel l\nﬂ‘dmp ki and
his lieutenant, ]hmlm” The part of
Bunkoff will do for Hurree Singh. He
can whiten his face for it.”

“The thrashfulness would be a boot on
the other foot if I take the part of the

»

esteemed Bunkoff,” purred Iurree
Singh

“It’s in the . play!” howled Bob
Cherry. “You have to play what’s in

the play.”

“There can be an alteration
playfulness.”

“Rats!- If I tnoI\ the part I should
take the licking.”

“Take the partfulness, then.”

“Oh, that's 10! { It's already settled.”

“That it isn’t |” aid Harry Wharton.
“We've got to have a discussion over
this before we can settle whether to
produce this play at all. What's the
name of it?”

“¢By Order of the Tyrant.””

“H'm! It sounds to be rather blood-
and-thundery,” said Harry Wharton,

in the

shaking his head. “And it's a come-
down for the Wharton Operatic
Company. I don’t see any ob](‘(hon to

giving a Shakespearean representation,
myself.”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Not up-to-date enough. I'd rather
udopt ’\ugont s suggestion and give

‘ Peter }’an This is a regular ripper
of a play.”

“I have some f«uggmlfulnn:q to add
to the discussion,” said the nabob. “It
would be a 1‘ippingful novelty to give a
Hindu play.”

“Didn’t know
things.”

“1 can translate you a play wntton
by a very learned habu in Bengal,” said
Hurree Singh.  “There are fifty lead-
ing characters, and each has a very long
enoalrine na §O——="’

there were such
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FRANK RICHARDS IS IN CREAT FORM ACAIN WITH THIS SPARKLING STORY OF THE
EARLY SCHOOLDAYS OF THE REMOVE

“My hat! Hands up for Hurree
Singh’s Hindu play!”

Not a hand was raised.

“Tt is extremely goodful,” said the
nabob, “and I could execute the
translatefulness with the promptness of
dispatch.”

“PDon’t bother, Inky;
give you all that trouble.”

“Phoe troublefulness is nilful.”

“QOh, you see, w» must support home
industries ” said Bob Cherry. “There
are lots of English plays which don’t
want the trouble of translating. This
one I’ve got here is a regular ripper!”
“T’d rather try ¢ Peter Pan.’”

we couldn’t

“Oh rats, Nugent! ‘By Order of
the Tyrant’,sounds ripping !”

“Well, we'll see,” said Harry
Wharton.

“But as for the hero,” said Bunter,
“T really don’t see how Bob Cherry is
going to take that part!”

“Why not?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Well, there’s your face, and—"

Bob Cherry took a gentle grip on
Bunter’s ear.

“There's what?”’ he asked.

“ Your—ow—ow— Leggo !”

“Phere’s what? What’s that about
my face?”

“I—I didn’t mean that your face
wasn’t very nice, Cherry—and, besides,
I know that you can’t help being like
that, and 1 know you would if you
could, and——+— Ow!”

“Qtill, Bunter’s right,” said Nugent.
“The part really belongs to me.”

“Not exactly that, either, Nugent,”
caid Harry Wharton thoughtfully.

“Mhe manager of the theatrical company
has first choice. The actor-manager
always takes the hero’s part.”

“Ho always takes all he can get, T
suppose 1" growled Bob Cherry. “That’s
all very well, Wharton—"

“Of course it is.”

“But if you're going to take Valen-
tine’s part, I shall have to have
Albert’s. I'm not going to be one of
the lot that are licked in the first act!”

“ Albert’s or Valentine’s, I don’t care
which for me,” said Nugent. “But
don’t put me down for a licking in
the first act, because I won’t stand it!”

“The samdful sentiments are also
mine,” said the nabob. “The lickfulness
is not flattering to the dignity of a
Nabob of Bhanipur, my esteemed
chums.”

“Now, look here, you're talking rot!”

“If my esteemed chum intimates that
I utter rotful remarks, he is in danger
of receiving the dotfulness on his
honourable nose !”

“Hallo, here, what’s the row ?”

It was Hazeldene’s voice at the door.
The junior who had once been known
as the cad of the Remove looked in.

“ What’s the argument, you chaps?”

“Look at that play, Vaseline,” said
Bob Cherry warmly, “and just tell me
who ought to have the part of Valen-
tine.”

“Certainly !”

Hazeldene took the play -and glanced
down the list of the dramatis persons.

“That’s according,”’ he said thought-

03

fully. “Am I going to be in this’

«“0Of course you are,” said Harry
Wharton
“Well, then, I really think—-7"

“Qh, don’t say you think Wharton
ought to have it!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Anyway, don’t say Nugent, for that's
rot, on the face of it!”

1 \v,n’.sn’t going to say either, Bobh

1TV,

“I always said Hazeldene was a jolly
sensible chap. Who do you think
ought to have the part of Valentine,
Vaseline 7”

“Well, I think it would about suit
me,”” said Hazeldene.

Bob Cherry gave a jump, and
rest chuckled.

“What ?” 3

“Y think it would about suit me,”
repeated Hazeldene. “You asked for
my opinion, and there it is!”

the

“And a jolly rotten opinion it is,
too!” growled Bob Cherry, in great
disgust.

“Well, vou asked for it.”

“Of all the silly asses ”

“Qh, cheese it, Job 1”  grinned
Nugent. “You always said Hazeldene
was a jolly sensible chap, you know.”’

“Oh " rats!” grunted Bob Cherry.

“Here's another fathead!” remarked
Nugent, as a broad German face looked
in. “I say, Hoffman—"

“T hear te noise, and I looks in mit
meinself after,” said Fritz Hoffman.

“Well, look at that lot and pick out
the chap in this room that’s most suit-
able to take the part of Valentine,”
said Nugent.

Hoffman obeyed.

“Pere is only vun here tat is gootb
for te part,” he remarked, “and tat vun
is meinself.”

“Well,
bounder !’

“Y punches te head of te chap who
call me a Sherman pounder!”

you conceited German

“Bosh! But I say, you chaps, we
might work Hoffman in as a como
character. He’s comic enough, good-

ness knows.”

From the top of the stone steps came a dull thud.
that? Bulstrode—Bulstrode

alarm. ‘“Wh-what was

CHUMS.

“T haf sometings to tell you,”
“Hallo, any news?”

“There haf been fresh arrival at te
5{'!]()(\!.”
“Neow kid ?”

“Nein. Old kid who come pack mit
himself-~~Adolphe Meunier, te French
poy.”

“Oh, is Meunier back?”

“(Oui, mon garcon!” A good-natured
Gallic looked in at the door. “I am
back viz you vunce more, mes amis.
I seo zat Floffman still ze same fat prize
cochon 1”

“You vas French peeg!”

“You vas Sherman rottair |”

“Ach! I gif you peans!”

“T give you zem back!”

The next moment the German and
the French boy were staggering in the
passage in a close embrace, and pom-
melling each other frantically. Nugent
laughed as he slammed the door shut.

“Now both those foreign asses are
back, I suppose we're going to have
their rivalry starting all over again,”
he remarked. “My hat, what a row
they’re making in the passage! But
get on with the washing !’

“We all want to be heroes,” said Bob
Cherry. “It can’t be fixed like that,
so some of us will have to sacrifice our-
selves for the good of the cause. You
can withdraw your claims, and o

“Ts that what you mean by sacrificing
oneself 2

“Yos, you will bo sacrificing—"

“What about yourself

“Tt isn’t necessary for us all to make
sacrifices and play the beastly thing
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without a hero at all,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Then we'd better put it to the
vote,” said Harry Wharton.

“(Good!™ said: Hurree Singh. “The

settlefulness will ‘be satisfactory if the
votefulness of the dramatic society be
taken on the question. But we must
have all the members present for the
esteemed votefulness.” R e

“VYes,” said' Bob Cherry,. “and
then-—"

“1 say, you fellows—— R

“Then we'll put it to the vote, and
we'll all abide by the decision,” said

»

Cherry. “It's the only way.”
“1 say, you follows—-"
“The " four = principal parts once

settled, it will be easy to cast the minor
charactoys,” Harry Wharton remarked.
“There are lots of supers to be had.”

“Ha, ha!  Rather!”

“1 say, you fellowg—-"

“There’s Billy Bunter talking. Have
you got anything to say, Bunfer?”
asked Bob Cherry, allowing the Owl of
the Remove to have a word at last.

“Yes, I have, Cherry; and I've been
trying to speak—"

“Buck up!”

“] was going to suggest that we
should postpone further discussion till
after tea, and have some grub now, as
I'm awfully: hungry.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's” a good suggestion,” he said.
“Leot's have tea by all means, and the
cast of * By Order of the Tyrant! can
wait,”

“It is & wheezy good idea, my worthy
chums.”

And the good
carried out.

3

idea was forthwith

Good News !
(] ETTER for vou, Wharton.”
Micky Dosm_ond of the

Remove came into the study
and tossed a letter upon the
tea-table. It alighted in the bufter.

“1 saw it in the rack and thought
T'd bring it up,” explained Desmond.
“] knew you were having tea, you sce.
Those cream puffs look ripping.”

“They are ripping,” said Harry,
laughing. “Take a scat if you can find
one and wire in.”

“Oh, that's all right!
Bunter’s knees.”

“That you
“You'll be in
hungry, and
present moment,”

“Very well. Sure, and I'll have half
your chair, then!”

“There isn’t room!”

“Oh, we'll find room!” said Desmond
cheerfully, and he squeezed Bunter fto
one side and sat down. “Pass the
cream puffs, Hazeldene. Anything good
in that letter, "Wharton ?”

“T haven't looked at it yet,” said
Harry, picking the letter out of the
butter and \viping it as clean as pos-
sible. “OQOh, it’s in my uncle’s hand.”

“You can read it,” said Bob Cherry.
“We'll excuse you, and I'll have your
cup of tea to save you time.”

Harry opened the letter. He ran his
eye over the contents, and a smile broke
out over his face. It was evident that
there was good news in the letter from
Colonel Wharton.

Harry’s « relations had been very
strained with his uncle till of late, but
since Colonel Wharton's visit to Grey-
friavs, uncle and nephew had been on
the best of terms. With all his wilful-
ness unﬂ waywardness Harry could not
help liking ~the kind-hearted soldier,
when he came to know him, and neither
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T'll sit on

said Bunter.
I'm awfully
busy at the

won't!”
the way.
I'm very

could he forget that Colonel Wharton
had risked his life to save him from
drowning.

“Good news?” asked Nugent, noting
Harry’s expression,

“ Yes, rather!”

“Uncle coming down again?”

“No; but he wants us to go to
Wharton Lodge for a holiday.”

Bob Cherry whistled.

“The -whole ‘family?” he queried.

“Yes; he says he’s qbtained the
Head’s permission for me to go to

Wharton Lodge and to take  my
friends.”

“Sure, we're all your chummy
friends,” said Micky Desmond. * I've
always loved you like 'a brother,

Wharton.”

“The lovefulness on my part has been
great,” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur.
*The esteemed Wharton has been the
lightfulness of my existence.”

“And I worship the ground he walks
on, and the grub he stands in-the tuck-
shop,” said Bob Cherry.

“What-ho!” said Nugent. *“You'll
find yourself the most popular fellow in
the Remove soon, Harry.”

“But is the number of your friends
specified 2 asked Hazeldene.

“No. The colonel says he has ob-
tained permission for me to go and take
my friends with me, and that’s how it
stands.”

“Sure, and the whole Remove will be
round your neck as soon as that gets
out !” said Micky Desmond. “Are you
going to ask me, Wharton? Remember
how I tended you with a mother’s care
from the first moment ye came to Grey-
friars.”

“1 remember that you were one :r{
the lot that ragged me on a doze
occasions or more,” Wharton remarked.

“Sure, it was all for your own good !”

“I’ve got rather a good idea, you
chaps!” said Harry, looking round.
“We're getting up a play, and if we
rehearse it thoroughly, there’s no reason
why we shouldn’t give a performance at
Wharton Lodge, while we're there for
the holiday.”

“Bravo !’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“That will be rewarding the colonel for
hiz hospitality, won’t it?”

“The rewardfulness will be great.”

“ Ahem !” said Nugent. *“The colonel
may or may not enjoy it. But we
can’t help his troubles. We ought to
give the performance.”

“1 think it’s rather a good idea,”
said Wharton thoughtfully. “We shall
have a better chance of giving a really
good show there than here, and it will
be one way of killing time, you know.
We can get into good form before we
e’

“Ripping !”

“In that case, we shall have to take
the whole cast along.”

“Sure, and I'm to be the heroine.”

“Not this time, Micky.”

“But didn’t I play ‘Carmen’ in-
tirely, and—"

“Yos, but this isn’t ¢ Carmen.” This
is ‘By Order of the Tyrant” and
Hazeldene’s sister is going to take the
part of Gloxiana.”

“Taith, and it's a stunning name.”

“But there’s a second girl in the
play,” said Bob Cherry. “We shall
want Micky for that part. It's Maria,
the comic waiting-maid.”

“Sure, and I'd rather do the heroine.”

“T dare say you would, but the lady’s-
maid is more your mark,” said Bob
Cherry. “Anyway, that’s your part.”

“Oh, I don’t mind! Pass the jam
tarts, Hazeldene.”

“I say, Desmond, you're pushing me

off this chair!”
“Never mind, Bunter. ~What’s the
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you, Vaseline. These tarts are really
good.”

“1 think we can settle on the lot of
us going,” said Harry Wharton. “We
may want oue or two other characters,

“The Head will be a bit surprised
when "he sees how long a list of per-
sonal friends you can make up,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“He will have to pass it, though, as
he’s promised my-uncle. Let’s see-—self
and Bob, and Nugent, Billy Bunter,
Hazeldene, Desmond and Inky—that's
seven,”

“We. are seven,” said Bob Cherry,
“and a nice little party. Now, gentle-
men of the operatic and dramatic
society, I rise to suggest that o

“You're pushing me off this chair,
Desmond |”

_ “Sure, and you're always complain-
ing about something, Bunter!”

“You've dropped some jam on my
trucks.”

“Then don’t squeeze so close to me.”

“Shut up, you two v

“But. I say, Cherry—’

“Dry up; I'm talking! 1 rise to
suggest that as Wharton will be our
host on the auspicious oceasion of thia
holiday at Wharton Lodge o

“Hear, hear!”

“We ghall therefore waive

“T say, Desmond, will you stop push-
ing me? I shall be off the chair in a
minute.”

“Sure, and it’s a nice carpet to fall
on, Bunter!”

“1 tell you—="

“Order!” shouted Bob Cherry. “I
was going to suggest that we should all
waive our claims to represent the hera
of ‘By Order of the Tyrant,” in favour
of our esteemed host—"

“Hear, hear!”

“And, therefore, I beg to propose
Harry Wharton for the part of Valen-
tine in the giddy drama,” said Bob
Cherry.

“ Hear, hear

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton coloured a little.

“I say, I don’t want it settled like
that!” he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry waved his hand.

“My dear chap, it’s settled. As a
matter of fact, I have no doubt that you
will perform the part algost as well as
I could myself, and much better than
any of the others.”

“1 was thinking the same,” said
Nugent. “1 have a feeling that I
could handle the part better than any
of you chaps, but if I don’t have it,
Wharton is undoubtedly the second
best.”

“Hear, hear!”

“The questionfulness is passed with
unanimous resolution,” said ~Hurrce
Singh. “The esteemed Wharton can only
reply with the graceful acceptance.”

The esteemed Wharton grinned.

“Qh, if you fellows really want e to
take the part ”

“Wae insist upon it.”

“The insistfulness is only equalled by
the hearty approbation of the honour-
able and esteemed company.”

1

»
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“Then I accept,” said Harry Whar- .

ton. “I’ll take Valentine's part.”
“And I'll be satisfied with the part of
(Gloxiana’s brother,” said Bob Cherry.
“Will you?” said Nugent, “Of
course, if I give up the hero I take the
part of the next chap.”
“Now really, Nugent,
ass !”
“You're the one who's playing the
giddy ox.”

don’t be an

_odds, go long, a8 You'rs, happy? Thank.....T.m going to play Albert—"
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« Look out—she’s going over ! 7’ exclaimed Harry Wharton.
which was falling directly upon the slab which

“Rats |”
“ »

ay aling to ¢ company, yloxIana
has to faint in Albert’s arms in
scene, and so you want to have an Albert
who can deal with the situation.
Nugent would let her flop on the floor.”

“Reot!” said Nugent. “I don’t see
why Gloxiana couldn’t faint in my
arms as well as in anybody else’s arms.”

“Don’t you ?” said Hazeldene. “ Well,
I do. Look here, if Marjorie is going
to take the part of Gloxiana 1'd better
take that of Albert.”

“Well, of all the cheek e

“Hazeldene's right,” said Harry
Wharton.  “Gloxiana has to faint in
her brother’s arms, and a real brother
would make it more realistic.”

“Thiavsall very well, but—"

“I vote for Mazeldene,” said Harry

one

Wharton decidedly. s Put it to the
vote.”

“Good!” said Micky Desmond. “I
don’t want the part, so I vote for
Hazeldene.”

“Sogo 1,” said Billy Buntor. - “I
really ought to have the part, but

there’s a lot of selfishness shown in these
amateur theatricals. If I'm not to have
it, Hazeldene will do as well as any-
body.”

Bob Cherry grunted.

“Well, you've got the majority, Vase-
line,” he said.

Hazeldene grinned.

“That’s all right. I'll go lightly
when I start licking you in the second
act.”

“If you start licking me in the second
act there’'ll be ructions,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, you'll have to play the game |”
said Wharton.

“That's all very well—"

“Of course it is. Let’s go for a stroll
out in the Close.”

And the discussion was postponed for
& tune.

closed the entrance to the vault,

The juniors promptly got to the safe side of the tree,

Crash! With a terrific concussion

the troe-trunk crashed upon the flag stones.

Bunter Looks for Hidden Treasure !
3 : ”»

Harry Wharton

[t was Bulstrode who spoke,

and as he did so he tapped

Wharton familiarly on the shoulder.

Harry had reason to be surprised. Bul-

strode had been cock of the Remove
before Harry Wharton had come to
Greyfriars, and it was he who had
caused his fall from the high estate.
There had been very little love lost
between them since.

“What is it, Bulstrode?” asked
Wharton,

“T hear you are going home for a
holiday.”

Wharton understood.

“Yen, I am."

“And taking a party of friends with
you

“Yes.”

“Your uncle is going to let you take
as many as you like?”

S¥es.”

“T was thinking that I should like to
take a part in the play you're getting
up,” said Bulstrode. “I hear you're
going to give it at Wharton Lodge.”

“That’s so.”

“Well, would you like me to join the
operatic and dramatic society ?”

“Not particularly.”

“I hope you're not keeping up that
old quarrel,” said Bulstrode, with great
friendliness. “Let bygones be bygones.”

“I'm perfectly willing to do that, but
I don’t think we can chum up together,
Bulstrode,” said Harry quietly. “We
should never get on—"

“1f you’re going to put on side—'

“Nothing of the sort, But you are a
domineering bully, and my temper isn’t
the gentlest in the world, so the less we
gee of one another the better.”

And Harry Wharton walked on.

He left the bully of the Remove scowl-
ing. The glint in Bulstrode's eyes

1

showed how little there was of genuine-
ness in the overture of friendship he had

.

ﬁ”lmmr‘mndn.

“Hang him!” muttered Bulstrode.
“I say, Bulstrode!”
The bully of the Remove looked round
at Billy Bunter.
“What do you want?” he growled.
“T hear that they've discovered an
old vault in the excavations down by
the river,” said Billy Bunter. “I was
thinking of going down and looking at
it. Do you know where it is?”
Bulstrode grinned.

“Yes, Would you like to see it?”
“You're very obliging, Bulstrode.
I'm sorry Wharton won’t ask you to

come down to the Lodge with usg—"

“Who wants him to?” growled Bul-
strode.

“Why, you do, don’t you?” said Billy
Bunter innocently.

“No, I don’t.”

“I'm sorry; my mistake. I thought
you were giving him a hint to ask
you Ow ! Let go my ear, Bulstrode
—it hurts |”

“You young idiot

“I’'m sorry if I've said anything to
offend you, Bulstrode,” said Bunter, rub-
bing his ear. “Will you show me where
that vault is?”

“Qh, certainly!”

Bulstrode had an ill-natured grin on
his face. Any junior more wide-awako
than Billy Bunter might have suspected
that he intended to play some trick, but
Bunter was not suspicious.

The two Removites left the school
grounds and skirted the wall towards
the spot marked out for the erection of
the new building, close to Greyfriars.

Many trees had been cut down, and
the ground was being cleared for the
new building, which was to be run by
Herr Rosenblaum as a foreign academy
when it was completed, in connection
with Greyfriars College.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,501,
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In clearing the ground the workmen
had come upon many traces of an
ancient  building which had once
occupied the site.

The old weapons of the Middle Ages
had been turned up, and lately a vault
had been discovered. It was one of a
series extending for some distance under
the ground, the full extent as yet un-
known.

Bunter blinked round him as they
entered the ruing,.  The workmen had
left the , place, and wheelbarrows and
ladders and implements lay about amid
felled timber and heaps of earth.

“Where is the vault, Bulstrode ?”

“There .it is.”

Bulstrode stopped at a spot where a
pavement of flagstones had been un-
covered, and pointed to a dark opening
in the centre,

One of the great stones had been
raised by means of an iron ring fastened
i it, and laid beside the opening it had
covered for probably centuries. t
needed only a pnsh, however, to send it
erashing back into its place.

Billy Bunter adjusted his spectacles
and blinked down into the dim orifice.

The air had been foul when the open-
ing was first discovered, but the foulness
had now ecleared off, and only a faint,
musty odour came up from the vault.
~*“Looks jolly dark, doesn't it?” said
Bunter.

“It would be fun to explore it,” said
Bulstrode. “I chouldn’t wonder if there
were some treasure hidden down there.”

Bunter's eyes glistened.

“Do you really think so, Bulstrode ?”

Bulstrode winked at the becch-trees
with the eye that was farthest away from
the Owl of the Remove.

“Why not?” he replied. “You know
what miserly fellows those eld
wore, The old building was a priory,
or something, in connection with Grey-
friars. I think it's very likely that a
vault like this would be used to store
{reasure in.”

“But the workmen haven't scen any-
thing.”

“They haven’t been down yet. The
air was too foul when the vault was
opened.”

“I sce. I say, Bulstrode, there are
steps leading down,” said Billy Bunter,
peering into the opening. ‘It would be
ripping to discover a treasure !”

“Well, it would be rather
wouldn't it ?”

“1 should say so. I'm stony-broke
just now,” said Bunter. “I've been
oxpecting o postal order for some time
past, but there’s been delay, and it
tiasn’t come yet. It would be ripping
to find a treasure, and be in funds for
the rest of the term.”

“Jolly ripping !”

“Suppose wo go down there and look,
Bulstrode 1”

“Not a bad .idea,” said the bully of

good,

the Remove. “But how are we going to
get a light 7”

“1 can get Wharton’s bicycle lamp.”

“Right-ho! You go and get the
lamp.”

Billy Bunter departed on his errand,
leaving Bulstrode looking round the
ruins. In five minutes the Owl of the
Remove was back again with Wharton's
bicycle lamp.

“Got the
“Good 1”

“Will you come down with me ?” asked
Bunter.

“Perhaps I'd better stay up here and
see that nobody comes along and shuts

lamp ?” said Bulstrode,

down the slab,” said Bulstrode. ‘It
would be no joke to get shut up in that
vault.”

Billy Bunter shivered.

“You're right there, Bulstrode.”

“Look here, you can go down and
look round, and I'll keep guard,” said

Bulstrode.
treasure.”

“Well, if I take the trouble of going
down, I think I ought to have more
than half.”

Bulstrode grinned.

“Well, you shall
then,”

*1 suppose there’s no danger?”

“Of course there isn’t, so long as I
keep watch and see that nobody comes
along and plays tricks with the slab.”

“Then I'll go.”

With the lamp in his hand, Bunter
stepped towards the opening.

The stone steps were strong and secure.
Billy Bunter flashed his light before him
as he descended, and Bulstrode watched
him from the top, the evil grin still on

“We'll go halves in the

have two-thirds,

THE GEM LIBRARY

to shift that massive slab from below.
“Oh dear! Bulstrode—Bulstrode !”
The bully of the Remove had walked
away, laughing, and only the echo of
his own voice replied to the victim of
the cruel joke.

The Rescue of Bunter !

“ HARTON 1” g
“ Hallo, Hoffman !”
The German boy stopped

Harry Wharton in the Close,
poking him in the chest with a fat fore-
finger.

“1 vants to speak to you.”

“Well, go ahead!”

“1 tinks to meinself tat I likes to join
te operatic and dramatic society
pefore, and take principal parts in te
play, after.”

Hurrf’ Wharton laughed.
“Is that all you want, Hoffman?”
“Ja, tat is all. Tat French ass,

Meunier, tink he can act, and he tink

of qskinf; you. I tells him he is ass!”
“Did he tell you you were another?”
tdw Tty

“Quite right, too. You were both
right,” said Harry Wharton. “We
might possibly find you a comic part
in the play.”

“1 takes der hero.”

“You take the cake—‘or cheek, at any
rate !” said Harry. 1t we accepted all
the heroes who have offered their
services we should have a cast full of
heroes, and no minor characters,”

“Ten you picks out te pest——"

“The pest? What do you mean?”

“You picks out te pest——"

“What on earth are you driving at?
A pest is a plague, isn’t it? Wlu}tJdu

s face. Bunter reached the bottom
of the steps. ced
as he flashe e Light round

him.

“Seen any treasure?”
strode.

“Not yet.”

“Have a good look.”

“Oh, rather! Mind that slab doesn’t
get closed.”

Bulstrode chuckled.

Billy Bunter looked round the vault
in the lamplight. From the top of the
stone steps came a dull thud. Bunter
looked up in sudden alarm.

“W-what was that? Bulstrode—Bul-
strode !”

But there was no reply, and Billy
Bunter did not need telling what had
happened. The square of daylight had
been blotted out at the top of the steps.

The slab of stone had fnﬁon into place.
He was shut in the vault!

With a gasp of alarm the Removite
dashed up the steps and thrust his hand
upon the stone that closed the opening,
but it did not move.

The strength of four or five fellows of
Bunter’s build would have been required

called out Bul-

manded the amazed Wharton.

“Teo pest for te part.”

“Oh, the best!” said Harry, com-
preheniding. * Yes, we've picked out tho
best already. I'm taking the part
mysolf.”

*“1 tinks I takes it petter.”

“You can go on thinking so, Hoffy,”
said Harry Eé’\/hurton; and he {)ut, 18
hands in his pockets and strolled away.
He left the German junior shaking his
head solemnly,

A dozen paces farther on a youth with
a Gallic cast of features buttonholed the
manager of the Wharton Operatic and
Dramatic Society.

It was Adolphe Meunier, the Frengh

jm‘xim‘. o i e
“Mon ami,” he said, in fasive
voice. “I zink zat 1 o you a few
words. I hear ou give dramatic
representation. : & X
“mhat’s it,” said Wharton, with an
inward groan.

“T zink I act for you, mon garcon. I
have had great success in ze amateur

(Continued on the next page.)
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icals, and I zink I am Zze person
itzge"“;cﬂ;,part of ze hero.

«
yench junior stared.
)

on say , rats’ to me, Wharten,

« when I am offer my services for zoplay

" -

J With
n effort, they wrenched the great slluh
] t of its place, and it thudded back.

il

iz you?” ; ;
h%‘ es. We're not lo«*ng oub fon any
L might find you a part as a

comgic footman.” ; ¢
“Ciel | Zat is

insy A 3
up1t 1n your pipe

ha‘;’s the best offer I

resent,” said the manager
atic sdciety. ;

. R insuted | I punches nose !’

t Q. en. I'm ready for you to

1 ;
utl}‘lﬂpﬂo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
(herry, coming up with Nugent xm.d
Hurroo Jamget Ram Singh.  «What's
the: row ! What's that about punching
yoses !’

“Meunier is going to punch my nose
because he can’t play the hero in bl - 5
Ordegs of the Tyrant’” grinned
Wharton.

“*“Neén, non !
I am insulted.”

“Tet's insult hini some more,” said
Bob Cherry. “Suppose we take him by
the hair and the heels and duck him in
the fountain?”

“That is a wheezy good idea. The
eneekfulness of the Frenchful kid will

washed out in the cold water.”

“Tend a hand, then! Why,

I punches nose because

he's

one .

Adolphe Meunier had not waited for
Bobh Cherry’s good idea to be carried
out. IHe was gone; and Bob, who had

not heen quite in earnest, grinned.
" l

the darkness and the terrible thought
that perhaps the stone could not be
moved again.

Wharton helped him out, and he sank
down helplessly upon the stone, trem-
bling in every limb.

The juniors gathered round him
anxiously. Bunter had evidently had a
nasty shock, but they could only wait
for him to recover from it.

“J—T say, you fellows—" he gasped.’

“You're an) right now, Bunter ?”

“Ye-es. But—oh dear! I’'ve had a
fearful time the last few hours!”

“The last what?”

“The last few hours.
up in that vault for hours and hours

“But it’s not half an hour since we
had tea in the study !”

I’ve been shut
1

“You must be mistaken, Wharton.
've been in that horrible place for
hours,” said Bunter, with a shudder.

“I began to think I should never get
out alive |”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“My dear chap, if you had been there
for hours it would be dark now.”

“H'm! I suppose it would, when you
come to think of it,” said Billy Bunter,
recovering himself a little. “I suppose
it seemed longer than it really was.
But I had a fearful time, all the same.”

“How on earth did you get into that
vault, Bunter, and close the stone over

you ?”
“T didn’t. Bulstrode said there might
be treasure there—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 thought I might as well look, and
Bulstrode stayed at the top to see that
nobody came by and closed the stene.
Then the rotter closed it himself.”

7Y WEL AT T e
T

We were just going to stroll down to

workmen have discovered an old vault
in the foundations of the building that
ased to be there hundreds of years ago.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Yes; 1 was thinking of going down.
Come on !”

The chums of the Remove strolled
down to the site of the new building.
Nugent stopped at the closed slab of
stone.

“Hallo! This was open when I
looked this way before. Somebody has
shoved the stone in its place.”
~ “There’s an iron ring in it,” said Bob
Cherry. “We'll soon Ea\"- it up again.

: We can S’I’IOVG one of these poles through

R

that?”

“Help 1” .

It was a faint fars c i
seemcd to come from beneaf) a“:st
The ¢hums of the Remove stared at omne
an‘?m\r, startled.

Y hat! There’'s som i
‘e ebody in the
“
a 'Somﬁod_y got shut up in it!” said
- an'_v' rton, in a low voice, “Great
('cott]. 9\ lucky we came out here !
.ec' the stond‘q.‘gp, for goodness’ sake 1”
T'he Removiteg lost no time. The

pole was thrust t‘ough the iron ring in

Hallo! What on earth’s

» the stone, and the juniors grasped it and ”

beut their strength to the task.

" There was a

3 asp fri , /
white face, gasp from below. A

with a pair of spectacles
d out of the darkness of ghe vmtlil:
and the chums reecognised Billy

ste

ifer |’ oxelaimed Harry Wk
let me h]el.%) you out Il") ——
5 white and shivering. He
ten minutes in the vault
‘iltahag seemed like centuries to him.
cen thoroughly frightened by

oo

s T TR I

Captain and

2

“Yes. It's his idea of a joke, I sup-
pose. I don’t see where the joke comes
i, myself,” said Billy Bunter. 4,
might have starved to death there.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“If Bulstrode shut you up there,
Bunter, he wouldn’t leave.you to starve
to death. He'd come and let you out,
after a bit.”

“Yes, I suppose so. But it was a
dirtae trick to play, when I trusted him.
I might have gone off my dot, you
know !”

“Well, he was sure to let you out.”

“You wouldn’t feel so safe about it,
though, if you were inside the vault
instead of outside it!” retorted Billy
Bunter.

“Well, there's something in that.”

“It was a silly and dangerous trick to
play,” said Harry Wharton. * Suppose
something had happened to Bulstrode
himself, for instance—nobody would
have known that Bunter was shut up in
the vault. And a silly ass like Bunter
might really have gone off his rocker in
the dark !”

“Qh, really, Wharton-—"

“The bully ought to be punished,”
said Bob Cherry. “Suppose we wait
here till he comes to let Bunter out, and
shove him in himself, and drop the stone
shut 7”

“(Good wheeze !” exclaimed Nugent,

“«The wheezefulness is excellent.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“1 think I've got a better plan than
that, you chaps—one that will real
make the brute sit up !” "

“Expound it, then.”

“Look at that tree,” saidi¥
Wharton, pointing to one that ha

& h by the work

\
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By cunning and treachery, Gerald Loder, the
bully of the Sixth Form at Greyfriars, ousts
popular George Wingate from the captaincy
of the school, but in the hour of Loder’s
triumph the sweets of victory leave a bitter
taste in his mouth! Here's a powerful long
yarn of exciting and dramatic school adven-
ture that no boy should miss. Ask to-day
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left in that state by the call of the
chooter, which announced the close of the
day's work. “How much do you think
would be wanted to make it fall 9

“Not much,” said Bob Cherry. “Tho
saw’s still there, and we-could give it
another five minutes to make it come
down. But what good would that do?”

“Don’t you seo? When it falls it will
fall direotly aoross this trap as it's lean-
Jl)[: this way ’

“The workmen will havo ropes on it
to pull it the way they want it.”

“T know; but we want it to fall this
way.”

The chums of the Remove stared.
They could not understand in the least
what their leader was driving at.

“What do you want a big treo to fall
on the trap for?” asked Nugent. “Can’t
soe anything in it myself.”

“Bulstrode will come along later to
let: Bunter out, or send somebody else to
If the tree's down, he'll think
that it fell on its own accord The
oponiyg will be blocked up for good and
all. It wonld take twenty men to move
that tree when it was once down. Bul
strode won't be able to open the vault,
and  he'll think that Bunter is in it.
Bunter will have to keep out of sight,
of course,”

“Good I” said Bob Cherry. 1t will
give the brute tho fright of his life.”

“By dove [” exclaimed Nugent. ¢ It's
a ripping’ idoat I 'fancy. Bulstrono will
bo it the bluest funk of his natural.’

ifancy s0,” said Wharton, “It will
’ _mﬂhun nt for s bullying, and
Pm know \hu truth when we
plined, after he hag been thmugh
B You will have to [\eep dark

Bupter.” .
gritined glee
ke jolly good caro of llmt
L'l go up to the s(_lmol now,
o the study—"
harton gripped him by tho

smuggler
adventures in the utlrrmg long story of
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“Lend a hand, then, Inky, and get
some of the L{oodfulneax yourself.””

“Not at all, my worthy chum. I
would not willingly deprive you of the
beneficiality of tho esteemed exercise,”

“Wouldn't you?"” said Bob Cherry,
grasping him by llm collar, and jerking
him to the saw. “Now you take hold,
or I'll knock your inky head against
the ln‘r‘ j22

“Don’t promote the excitedness,”” said
Hurree Smgh. “I am willing to take
my sharefulness of the honourable
labour at the request of my worthy
chum.”

“Do it, then, §

“All together 1"
soon bo through.

yvou lazy bounder!”

said Nugent. “ \\ e’ll
Mind you keep out

SUPER NEW EXTRA-LONG
STORY OF SCHOOL AND
MYSTERY ADVENTURE—

mtScnoouwvsuumun/

Vahntme Compton is an idol in
0 s schoolfellows—but

18 amazmg
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The nabob darted. nf((-
dragged him back, The Ow ro
vigorously, but the nabob wasy
be denied,

“Really, Wharton, éhonla
takeh pgreat care nef to Bulst
see me, If I had &een Imn comir

H':?“” hgve dodgul very quiclfly, e
If yotshad s@enihim, you 8\\1! Do

you. ever anythi .
nﬁ:
'

o 7%

“But, reall.I'm X mmm
orden by c\on\l\\t no*,, /\n':' the p

is in, and I wanf O d e "
has arrived,” \{ < N‘( . L ?
#Oh, rats i k4 i

.

“If my postal order 3 ' $ f
should like to stand a fmxr ?
chaps for h(l;ung me._out of thesyailg,!

¢ "

said Bunter. “We'll have a fu(, any-
way, and if my remittance hasn’y
vou chaps can have a whip-rowmd (o
settlo. Suppose we let Bulstrodc el
and leave him to his consciencg? 14
good idea to leave a villain to liis (0'1
science,  And T'm  awfully lumgr&
“Mind he docsn’t go, ks ¢
“He will not be able to I'\X » 2
departfulness without loavin po
tion of his ear to mé M¥saids &0 luboh}
“You are hurting my car, Inky.”
“1 offer thewprofound and  sinco e
apologies, my \\ur'hy chum’ b

came,

v

“Yes; but let go.

“That is impdSeible, m) csteen.ﬂ
Bunter.” I have got lhu right p(;{ !
the ear this time, you nnv- an th’

let-gofulness ls lmpowl;k
SOw !
“ Look out!
“Buck upt”
The tree was s.c;:nnh
scuttled back,

She's gomg over 1"

The junio
all on. .w

The “was going at last, the shm
caunsing it to fall directly upon the ala
which closed the entrance to the vault
Crash !
With a terrific concussion
trunk crashed upon the flagstones,
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|
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“l“ very likely. meet you now!” exclaimed = Ilarry Whartong
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Ireac iade 1In . i, . ould loo S8,
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“ The gnodfulm s8 of tho exercisa .is ul?ul really, Wharton—"" ! R«u; “;c ll‘l‘h" "I”!“ "I "“‘ nd yarvn.l R
“great1” “Teotch him back, Inky-—quick ! spark ’{I P Pm il :}‘ :
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