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THE Great FREE Stamp-Collecting Race goes on—giving every reader the opportumity to win a

splendid prize. We still want winners for Ten “Hercules ” Bikes and 4,000 other grand Prizes.
It you are not already collecting these stamps every week, join in the race to-day. Lhis is the idea
af the scheme : 3 %

Hvery week in GEM we are printing Armament Stamps—BATTLESHIPS, SEARCHLIGHTS,
GUNS, and so on. There are now six different kinds to be collected. Just cut them out and stick to
as many others as you can get hold of.. All the stamps you collected Jast month (except Bombers and
Submarines, which we called in for the first prize-giving) can be used for this month’s contest as well,

This issue contains twenty-four more stamps in all! Ten arve on this page, and fourtcen more on
page 89, which includes FOUR BONUS DESTROYER Stamps, while if you also read other popular
boys” papers like “ Modern Boy ” and “Magnet > you will find more of these stamps in them to help
give you a big total.

Newt week we shall again ask you how many of one or more kinds of stamps you've collected.
Wlick stamps we shall ask for will be a close secret until then.

So go all out to get as many of these stamps as you can. Get your pals to do it, too—swap stamps
with them if you like and make the “race * more exeiting for evervbody.

In the June contest, another Five Bikes and up to 20000 of the other tip-top prizes will be given
away ! The biggest collections of stamps called for will win—and readers will be asked to say which
prizes they want, too! The remaining prizes will be reserved for the July prize-giving.

No stamps to be sent in yet—we will tell you how and where next week, when we shall also repeat
the full competition rules.

OVERSEAS READERS, TOO! You pals who are far away, you're in this great scheme also,
and special awards will be given for the best collections from Overseas Readers. There will be a
special elosing date for you as well, of course !

{This offer also appears in “Modern Boy,” “Magnet,” “Detective Weekly,™ = Sports Budget,”
“Thriller,” “Triumph,” “Champion,” and “Boy’s Cinema.”)
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THE ST. JIW'S JUNIOR WHO TRIED TO FIiGHT HIS WAY INTO THE

CRICKET ELEVEN!

Figgins stood up to Grundy’s onslaught gallantly, but he was getting severely punished now. The

contest was too unequal.
¢ 8top at once ! ”’

CHAPTER 1.

Grundy’s Programme!

6¢ ET out!”

Half a dozen voices shouted at once,
in emphatic tones, as Grundy of the Shell

put his head into Study No 6.

It was a meeting of the junior
cricket committee.

Committee meetings were
serious matters.  Interruptions
were unwelcome. And an inter-
ruption by Grundy of the Shell
was the limit.

For all the junior committee
knew what Grundy wanted
before he opened his mouth.

They all knew what a marvellous -

cricketer he was—according to
himself. They all knew that he
had urged his claims upon Tom
Merry in vain. They all knew
that he intended to urge them
upon the cricket committee with
all the eloquence at his command.
And they were not in the least
- inclined to listen to the eloquence
of George Alfred Grundy.

(Copyright in the United States of America.

But the eighth round did not finish.
Unnoticed in the excitement, VMr. Railton had come into the gym.

A sharp voice broke in suddenly :

Every member of the committes pointed to the

looked in.

door at once as George Alfred’s rugged face

Jack Blake picked "up a cushion, and Figgins

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

TR AR T LU
Figﬁtihg barred—under

penalty of a flogging
and the “sack”! George
Alfred Grundy, so used

to punching other chaps,

finds himself at the mercy

of any fellow who chooses
to punch him!

AR R

of the New House reached for the poker.
rapped Tom Merry,

as Grundy
stood his ground.
“Buzz off I said Talbot.
“Clear out!” rapped
Fi‘ggins.

out

unk 1?2
““Scoot 1”

The variety of orders.had no
more effect upon Grundy than
the proverbial effect of water on
a duck’s back. He simply waited
a moment for the storm to pass,
and then he spoke quite calmly.

“I understand that this is a
meetlng"of the cricket committee,

and——

“Well, ‘that’s right,” said
Blake. “It’s rather a surprise
that you understand anything.
Now try to understand that youn
are superfluous, and buzz off !

“You.  are interrupting the
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business, Grundy,” said Tom Merry, as patiently
as he could. “We’ve got a lot of things to.seitle
this evening, you know.” %

“I want to point out to you—>

“QGet out!”

“That I don’t intend to be left out of the
cricket any longer——"

“Brain him, somebody !”

“Owing to the crass stupidity of the silly
duffer youw’re fatheaded enough to have for the
junior skipper.”

“Thanks,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Nothing against you, Merry, personally.
Some fellows are born fools in ericket matters.”

“They are!” said Blake, with conviction.

e A Bl

“And you're one of them, Merry! So far my
claims to play for St. Jim’s have been over-
looked 1

“You haven’t any claims, you know,” Tom
Merry explained. “When we play an infants’
school or a lunatic asylum, we’ll give you a
chance: But you must wait till then.”

“1 only want to point out to the committee
that I refuse to be passed over, and that I insist
upon playing in the eleven !

“Oh, youm insist!” grinned Blake. “It doesn’t
matter what the committee decides on the
subject 77

“Not at all. Not that 'm a pushing chap in
any way; but I've got the honour of the school
at heart,” said Grundy loftily. “I simply can’t
stand by idly and see the cricket record queered
by a set of incompetent asses!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Y have a sense of duty,” explained Grundy.
“If T could trust you chaps to keep our end u
on the cricket field without my help, I'd stan
out. But I can’t. Your cricket simply makes
me weep !”

“My fist will make you weep soon, if you don’t
clear out !” said Blake ferociously,

“With me in the team, the junior eleven will
have a chance. For that reason I simply want
to point out to the committee that I’'m going te
be played, and I want no silly rot about it,
either I’ :

The committee stared at Grundy of the Shell.
He almost took their breath away. There were,
of course, many cricketers in the Lower Forms
who wanted to play for the House or the Junior
School, and there was sometimes a considerable
amount of grumbling over the selections made.

In the harder matches, Tom Merry made up
the best team available, In easier matches, he
gave the second-rate playerss a chance. But
players like Grundy had no chance whatever of
figuring in a match that ccunted in the school
record.

Grundy smuled with satisfaction as the
committee stared blankly at him, feeling that he
had made an impression at last.

“So you're going to be played?” ejaculated
Tom Merry at last.

“Exactly 1

“Against my will, and against the will of the
committee 77

“Yes, if necessary.”

“ Oh, my hat!” murmured Figgins. “Take him
away to a lunatic asylum.””

“May I respectfully inquire how you are going
to manage 1it, Grundy?” asked Tom Merry
politely.  “I’m quite interested to know.”

“Pve conte here to tell you,” said Grundy
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calmly. “In the first place, I'm going to poin
out to you, as reasonable chaps, that you’d better
play me. I shouid be perfectly willing to eaptain
the team I

“Go hon!” :

“But I won’t insist upon that,” added Grundy
magnanimously. !

“Thanks awfully 12

“But I insist upon playing. I may say that
P’m equally good at batting, bowling, or fielding,”
said Grundy medestly.

“Yon are,” agreed Tom Merry cordially, “and
a howling idiot at the lot!”

“I didn’t come here for funny remarks,
Merry.”

“You've made nothing else since you came,”
observed Blake. “If yeu're finished with your
humorous turn, you may as well clear.”

“Yes; go and loock for a job on the fromnt
page of ‘Funny Bits,” ” suggested Figgins, “and
for goodness’ sake give us a rest!”

“So you refuse to admit my elaims?” asked
Grundy darkly. E

“Yes. Get out!”

“I haven’t finished yet.”

“¥es, you have. Clear out !’
“T'm going to point out to you that I decline
to be overlocked. When I was at Redelyffe——"

“Blow Redclyffe

“The skipper didn’t want to put me in. I
licked him, whopped him till he fairly squirmed,”
said Grandy. *“I did that from a semse of duty.
He played me after that. I wouldn’t have left
a whole bone in him if he hadn’t. Even then
they used to lose matches, through fellows getting
in my way, and all that!”

“Ha, bha, ha I?

“So you see what P've decided. Either I'm
played in the eleven for both House and the
Junior School, or else I'm going to whop the
whole committee——"

“What ?”

“I shall take you on one at a time, and whop
you all round.” explained Grundy. *“Afier I've
whopped the whole lot of you. I dare say vou'll
see reason. If you don’i, I shall begin again at
the beginning, and whop the whole lot of you
over again.”

“ Great Secott!”

“I shall keep this ap &ill Fm in the eleven,”
said Grundy ealmly. *“That's the pregramme.”

The committee looked at one amother. They
had never heard of such a methed of persuading
a cricket commiitee before. George Alfred
Grundy was full of surprises.

“Bo that’s the programme?” said Tom Merry,
with a chuckle.

“That’s it 1

“I seem to remember that yom started
whopping me once before,” remarked Tom. “1
don’t remember that I was the fellow who was
whopped, theugh.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“I’ve been doing some special traiming. with
this in view,” explained Grundy. “T admit you
are rather a handful, and se i= Talbot; but 1
can lick you both. As for the others. I could lick
them with one hand.”

“Could you, by Jove?” ejaculated Blake.

“Oh, yes!”

“I’ll give you a chance I roared Figgins.

“You won’t have any choice about that,
Piggins, if you don’t do the right thing. Now
I’'ll leave you to think it over, and yeu ean let
me have your decision later,” said Grundy.

Tom Merry jumped up-
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“No need to think it over,” he said. “We'll
decide at once. (entlemen, I put it to the meet-
ing that Grundy be forthwith bumped on his neck
for his confounded cheek.”

“Hear, hear|”

The resolution was passed unanimously, and
immediately acted upon.

Like one man, the cricket committee rushed
upon Grundy.

“Here, hold on!” reared Grundy, putting up
his big hands. ‘ Yarooooh !”

Grundy was big and powerful—the biggest
fellow in the Shell—but he was swept off the fHoor
in the grasp of the indignant committee, strug-
gling vainly.

He came down in the doorway with a heavy
bump and a loud roar.,

“Yoop! Groogh! ¥ah!”

“Now take him home,” said Tom Merry.

Grundy was taken home. He proceeded along
the passage to his own study in a succession of
terrific bumps.

Bump, bump, bump! rang along the Shell

" passage.

Fellows looked out of their studies in wonder,
and roared with laughter at the sight of Grundy
of the Shell being taken home.

Wilkins and Gunn, Grundy’s studymates, looked
out and stared. i

Grundy came bumping up to the door and
bumped in.

Wilkins and Gunn cleared cut of the way, and
the committee swarmed in with Grundy.

They bumped him in the doorway, they bumped
him on the floor, they bumped him on the hearth-
rug. Finally, they swung him inte the air and
brought him down on the table With a last terrific
bump.

“Yaroogh!” roared George Alfred. “Ow!
Ow 17

Leaving him sprawling there, they crowded out
of the study, laughing.

The cricket committee resumed business in Study
lgIk;).nG, uninterrupted further by Grundy of the

ell.

CHAPTER 2.
Getting to Business !

66 Y hat ! murmured Wilkins,
“Holy smoke !” ejaculated Gunn.
They stared at Grundy.

The great man was sprawling on his back on
the study table, gasping for breath. ;

Tor several minutes Grundy lay and gasped,
and his studymates gazed and giggled.

Finally, Grundy sat up on the table. His face
was crimson, his collar was torn out, and his hair
was like a mop. He gasped as if he would never
leave off gasping.

“Groooogh! Groocogh! Oh! Ow! Ah!
Yah! Wharrer you cackling at, you silly
dummies? Groooogh !”

Wilkins and Gunn were grinning.
been wondering how Grundy’s programme would
be received by the cricket committee, and they
knew now. .

“Hurt?” asked Wilkins sympathetically.

“Hurt, you fathead! Groooogh ! Do you
think a chap can be squashed on the floor fifty
times without being hurt? Groooogh !”

“1 rather thought they’d cut up rusty,” said
Ciunn, with a shake of the head. E

Qrundy slid off the table and collapsed into the

They had :

5

armchair Grundy was a warlike youth, but he
was quite fed-up for the present. He did not feel
inclined to return and argue matters out further
with the cricket committee.

He had recovered by tea-time, however, though
he still had a few remaining aches and pains.

He was, in fact, the same old Grundy when he
sat down at the tea-table and referred to his pro-
gramme, which was apparently still unaltered.

“T’'ve been treated in a rotten way,” he re-
marked. “I dare say they think I shall give up
my claim now to be played in the eleven.”

“Better chuck it, old chap!” murmured
Wilkins. “They’re not—mnot reasonable on that
subject, you know.”

“I know that.
reason. I never stand any rot.
position in the Form to think of.”

Wilkins and Gunn wondered in what way
Grundy’s position in the Form differed from that
of any other member of the Shell; but they did
not say sc

Tvidently Alfred George was unique in his own
eyes,

“What’s happened,” resumed Grundy, “only

HIIllHIil!ILIIllIlllllllllll!lllllilll!llIlIlllIlllllllilllllllllllilllllllllvllllllllllll

THE GEM SPELLING BEE

THIS WEEK’S TEN TEASERS!

I'm going to bring ’em to
I've got my

How many of the following words are misspelled :

MEASUREABLE
RICOCHETTING
PERPENDICULER
SUBTERANEAN
AVHTY
TANGARINE
GRAMAPHONE
VIOLINCELLO
CONSONENT

FEASIBLE

I# you can find all the mistakes in that little
selection without consulting a dictionary, give
yvourself a pat on the back ! The corrected list will
be found on page 31.

AT T AR

makes me more determined. I'm a determined
chap, you know. I make it a point never to give
in. I've told those assés my programme, and
they’ve replied in an insulting way. Now all that
remains to be done is to carry out the
programme.”

“Oh dear!” =

“]1 suppose you fellows are going to back me
up?”

K Oh, yes! Any old thing! Shall we fall on the
cricket committee and smite them hip and thigh,
and strew the hungry churchyard with their
bones ?” asked Gunn fippantly.

“Don’t be a bigger silly ass than you can help,
Gunn! You can be my second, Wilkins, and Gunn
can come and cheer.”

“Your second ?” blinked Wilkins,

“Yes. I've got a number of fights on, you
know. I'm going to thrash the whole cricket
committee, one after another. On reflection, I

Tue Gem Lierary.—No. 1,583.
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shall keep Tom Merry and Talbot till the last; as
they are rather tough.” -

“They are, rather,” assented Wilkins, with a
grin. Wilkins’ secret opinion was that even the
burly Grundy would find the task of thrashing
Tom Merry and Talbot rather above his weight.

“T've got a list of ’em here,” said Grundy,
referring to a paper. “I’m going to begin with
Figgins. He’s a New House bounder, and it will
be rather popular to thrash him—on his side, I
mean. After Figgins, Kerr—another New House
waster. Then Blake of the Fourth, and then
Talbot. Tom Merry will come later. Those four
will keep me busy for a bit.”

“They will I”” said Wilkins, with convéction. “I
rather think they will keep you very busy.”

“There may be a row, you know,” said Gunn.
“You're always fighting somebody, Grundy, and
Railton has his eye on you.”

“If you mean that I’'m a quarrelsome chap,
Gunn——" roared Grundy.

“Not at all I” said Gunn hastily. “Oh, no, not
in the least! Quite the reverse. But you can’t
deny that you have had two or three fights every
week, owing to—to circumstances, I suppose, and
that Railton has spoken to you aboub it.”

“Pve explained to Railton that a feHow is
bound to do what he considers his duty, as a pro-
minent member of the House.”

“Qh, my hat! What did Railton say ?”

“Tle gave me a hundred lines——"

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“There’s nothing to cackle at, George Wilkins,”
said, Grundy, frowning. “1 don’t argue with
Railton. No good arguing with a Housemaster;
he can always give you lines, and it’s against the
rules to whop him.”

“Whop him !” murmured Gunn. “Whop the
Housemaster ! Oh crumbs!”

“As for fighting,” went on Grundy indignantly,
“it’s well known that I’'m a peaceable chap.
suppose you're alluding to my thumping Levison.
The cad was smoking—I don’t approve of kids
smoking. Then Crooke—he was punching a fag—
I don’t approve of bullying. Then Racke—I
gave Racke a terrific whopping, I admit—but he’s
a howling cad. As for Clampe, he’s a New House
rotter; and Piggott, he’s a cheeky little beast.
And about Gore, we had a row—I forget how it
started, but I remember I had some reason for
whopping him, though I can’t remember what it
was. As for Reilly, he said something I didn’t
like; and as for Kerruish—he was making jokes
about my cricket. I don’t allow that. I can’t
remember anvbody else I've fought with lately.”

“Well, that’s enough to go on with,” grinned
Gunn. “And if you start a fresh lot, you'll have
the Housemaster down on you.”

“T shall decline to allow Railton te interfere
with my personal actions. Now, if you've done
tea, you may as well go over and take my chal-
lenge to Figgins.”

Wilkins looked helplessly at Gunn. They were
faithful followers of the great Grundy; they were
generally prepared to acquiesce in all that he said
and did, but really Grundy seemed to be going a
little oo far this time. =

“I—1 say,” stammered Wilkins, “hadn’t you
better think it over? You can’t bully your way
into the team, you know.”

“Bully I ejaculated Grundy.

“Yes. You see——" :

Wilkins broke off as Grundy jumped up and
pushed back his cuffs in a businesslike way.

Tre Gem LBrARY.—No. 1,583.
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“Come on!” said Grundy.

(13 Eh?))

“If there’s one thing I pride myself on,” said
Grundy, “it’s that I’ve never been guilty of such
a thing as bullying. Being a sirong man, and a
splendid boxer, I could bully if T liked; but I
should be ashamed to do anything of the sort.
I don’t allow anybody to call me a bully, George
Wilkins. If you’re ready——"

“I—I didn’t exactly mean that!® gasped
Wilkins. “What I meant was, it might look like
that to—to unreasonable chaps.”

“Oh, I see! Well, Pm afraid I ean’t neglect
what I regard as a duty for the sake of unreason-
able chaps,” said Grundy. “I dor’t mind you
making the suggestion, Wilkins, if that’s what
you meant—but 1t doesn’t make any difference.
W(l_ll ygu g0 over and see Figgins now?”

“Tell him I’'m ready for him any time he likes,
with or without gloves, in the g3 or anywhere,
and that I’'m going to whop him ! said Grundy.

“QOh dear!” :

“And the sooner the quicker, Wilkins. I don’t
bdlieve in wasting time. I believe in being
efhcient.”

Wilkins looked at Gunn again, but Gunn could
not help him.

Wilkins rose slowly.

“Well, Tl go,” he said.
refuses—«*

“In that case I shall come over and pull his
nose !” said Grundy darkly. “You may as well
mention that. Buck up—it’s time we got to busi-
ness, you know |”

Wilkins left the study. :

Grundy pushed-the tea-table back against the
wall, and took a couple of pairs of boxing-gloves
from the bookcase—a proceeding that Gunn ob-
served with some alarm. He tossed a pair over
to Gunn. L

“Eh? What’s the game ?” asked Gunn.

“Put ’em on! I want a bit of training before
I tackle Figgins—just to see the form I'm in.
Don’t mind if I hit you a bit hard—I want to get
my hand in. I've got rather a special upper-cut
with the left I intend for Figgins, and I want
to try it on somebody !

“Look here, you're not going to try your blessed
upper-cuts on me ¥’ roared Gunn.

“QOh, don’t be a slacker! Put ’em on!”

Grundy squared up to his chum, and Gunn
unwillingly started.

A friendly round with the gloves on was all very
well, but Grundy was a dreadfully hard hitter,
and Gunn looked forward to that special upper-
cut with apprehension.

He got it in a few minutes, and went down on
the hearthrug with a wild howl.

“Ripping !” exclaimed Grundy enthusiastically.

“Yow-ow-ow !” moaned Gunn, sitting on the
hearthrug and holding his jaw.

“Splendid !” said Grundy, his eyes sparkling.
“Caught you a treat, didn’t it?”

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow |

“Did it feel as if a mule had kicked you?”
asked Grundy, with interest.

“Yow-ow ! Yes, you silly idiot! Yow-ow!”?

“PFeel as if your chin had been pushed up into
your head?”

“QGroogh! Yes!?

“(Good!” exclaimed Grundy heartily. “That’s
what I want. Get up, and we’ll try it again!”

Gunn got up, but be did not intend to try it
again! He had had quite enough of having his

“If Figgins

L
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chin pushed up into his head. It was possible to
have too much of a good thing, in Gunn’s opinion.

He gave Grundy a look and a violent shove, and
stamped out of the study.

“Hallo! What’s the row?” exclaimed Grundy
in astonishment. “Come back, Gunny! I haven’t
finished yet!”

But Grundy had finished, so far as Gunn was
concerned. Gunny did not come back, and George
Alfred had to spend his superfluous energy on the
punch-ball, while he waited for Wilkins to return
from the New House.

!

In the hands of the cricket committee Grundy was bumped into his study, bumped all round the room,

7
House,” said Figgins decidedly. “Tell him I’ll
be there, Wilkins.”
“ All serene,” said Wilkins.
He quitted the study.

“Look here!” said Kerr sharply.
Piggy. Grundy’s too big for you.
bigger, heavier, and in a higher Form.
fair plays

“Well, I don’t suppose I shall enjoy 1}, said
Figgins. “But it can’t be helped. I can’t refuse.-
The School House cads would snigger.”

“That’s all very well—"

“It won't do,
He’s older,
It’s not

and finally he was swung into the air and brought down on the table with a last terrific bump.
3

‘¢ Yarooogh ! ’’ roared George Alfred.

CHAPTER 3.
The First Fight!

NGGINS & CO. were in their study, begin-
ning prep, when Wilkins tapped at the door
and looked in. .

They regarded Wilkins inguiringly.

“I’ve got. a message for you, Figgins,” said
Wilkins, in rather a dispirited tone. “Grundy’s
sent you a challenge.”

“Blow Grundy!”

“Will you meet him in the gym this evening?”

“VYes, after prep,” said Figgins at once.

“Hold on!” said Kerr. *You won't, Figgy.
Tell Grundy to go and eat coke, Wilkins !”

“Can’t refuse a challenge from the School

“Ow! Ow!’
s

“Besides, Grundy's a determined chap—you've
heard him say so,” grinned Figgins. “If I
refused, he would meet me in the quad, and
punch my nose, and then I should have to tackle
him. So it comes to the same thing.”

Kerr frowned.

“But it’s all rot!
one of the Fifth.
Fifth.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“T suppose it will be my turn next,” said Kerr
angrily. “I don't see the sense of tackling a
chap who's got every advantage. It isn’t fair
play.” i

You might as well tackle
Grundy’s as big as most of the

Tre Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,583.
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- “Well, it isn’t,” said Figgins, with a nod.
“But a chap can’t refuse. I don’t say I can lick
a tremendous hooligan like Grundy, but I shall
make him sit up a bit, even if he licks me. But
as for tackling him afterwards, Kerr, that’s rot!
You're not big enough, and I won’t have it!”

“Tf you do—I can——""

“Oh, rot! One of us is enough to stand up for
the honour of the study. If he won’t let it stop
there, we'll take him together, and rag him.,”

Kerr shook his head. -

“Tet’s rag him, anyway,” said Fatly Wynn.

«After D've tackled him,” said Figgins. “I
tell you we can’t have the School House saying
t-%at”the New House funks anybody on that
side.

Figeins & Co. settled down to their prep with
very thoughtful faces.

Tiggins was a great fighting man in the Fourth,
and more than equal to most of the Shell; but it
was very doubtful whether he could hold his own
against a tremendous fellow like Grundy. It was
not a fair contest, though Grundy certainly did
not intend to be guilty of unfairness. But Figgy's
pride was ‘aroused, and he did nob think for a
moment of refusing.

When prep was over, Figgins & Co. proceeded
to the gym, and a crowd of New House fellows,
having heard the news, went with them.

Redfern sought to dissuade Figgins from  the
contest, but all in vain,

Tiggy was determined.

The Merrible Three and the chums of Study
No. b were in the gym, and they had evidently
heard of what was toward.

Tom Merry was looking angry. T

“You're not going to ficht Grundy, Figgins?”
he exclaimed.

LU T R T

4
rThe Path to Power!

You all know Billy Bunter, whose amaz-
ing exploits at Greyfriars have been
- chronicled in this paper week after
week, Can you imagine him as a
hypnotist?  Inthis, hislatest role, he’s
the scream of the age. You'll laugh ull
your sides fairly ache when you read

“"BUNTER THE
HYPNOTIST!"

by Frank Richards

the side-splitting 35,000-word long
complete story of the world’s funniest
and fattest schoolboy in this week’s
issue of

The MAGNE

Now on Sale at all Newsagents 2d
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“Yes, I jolly well ami” replied Fiegins at
onee.

“Te’s too big for you.”

“We shall see.”

“Leave him to mel!” said Tem. ~Ii's abouj
the cricket, of course, and as cricket gapiain, it's
up to me.”

“Vaas, wathah!”? chimed in Arthur Augusius
D’Arcy of the Fourth. “Yeave him to Tom
Mewwy, Figgins, deah bey. Gwunday is wathah
above the weight: of a New House chap &
Figgins snorted.

“The New House will underiake fo Iick any-

thing the School House cam furs ouf™ &e said
disdainfully.

“Weally, Figgins——"

“Shut up, Gussy ! said Blake. = Slways pui-
ting your blessed foot im 1&™

“Weally, Blake——"

“Teave him to me,” urged Tom. “I don't say

T'm anxious to tackle the beast, bus it's up fo me.
Fm bigger than you, Figgins, old ehap.™

“ How much ?” said Figgms. “I'm taller !

“Vaas, but you are wathah skinnay, old chap,”
remarked D’Arcy.

“You silly ass!”?

“Weally, Figgins

“Can’t somebody get a gag for Gussy 1™ asked
Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah!
out 48

“Here comes Grundy,” said Dighy.

GGrundy of the Shell came in with Wilkins and
nnn.

A crowd of juniors began io collect at once.

Tom Merry strode towards the great George
Alfred.

“Took here, Grundy, this won't do:” he ex-
claimed.

Grundy looked mt him loftily.

“If you're spoiling for a fight, you can pick
out a fellow near your own size and age,” €oll-
finued Tom. “I'm ready to oblige, and so is
Talbot—or Kangaroo—"

“All in good time,” said Grundy calmly. “T'm
going to thrash the lot of you. I'm only begin-
ning with Figgins.” :

“1 wegard this as a eaddish pwoceedin’,
Gwunday! You cannot bully your way into the
eleven !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly.

Grundy took out his pocket-book, and made a
pencil note.

“What on earth are you up to?”
Wilkins.

“QOnly making a note,” said Grundy calmly.
“ Pyutiing D’Arcy on the list for bullying.”

“Bai Jove!l”

“What do you call it, then?” demanded Tom
Merry.

<7 call it doing my duty by the school,” said
Grundy. “But I'm not going to argue about it.
Tve decided, and that’s enough. Are you ready,
Figgins 7

@Quite I’ said Figgins promptly.

“ Figgy, you ass, leave him fo a bigger chap!”
urged Talbot of the Shell

& Rats)? said Figgins. The hero of the New
House was already slipping off his jacket. “Got
the gloves, Kerr? I am ready, Grundy !

“Qame here!” said Grundy. “I hope you un-
derstand, Figgins, that there’s nothing personal
about this. I simply regard it as a duty.”

“And I simply regard you as a silly idiot!”
said Tiggins politely. “Come on!” *

There was evidently nothing to be done in the

2

»

1 was enly peintin’

asked
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way of interference. But there were some very
dark looks cast at Grundy as he faced Figgins for
the fight.

Grundy was quite satisfied with his programme,
but his satisfaction was not shared by anybody
else. Even Wilkins and Gunn were very luke-
Wwarm.

Wilkins seconded Grundy, and Kerr acted for
Figgins.

The juniors crowded round in a ring, and their
remarks showed that all their sympathy was with
Tiggins—even the School House fellows fervently
wished for the victory of the New House
champion.

“Time!” said Tom Merry réluctantly.

“Two to one on Grundy!” remarked Levison
of the Fourth.

And Blake promptly elbowed Levison out of
the ring.

“@Go it, Figgins!”

“Thwash the wottah, deah boy !”

Tiggins stood up gallantly to his  bulky
adversary. In size and .weight and strength, and
length of reach, Grundy had every advantage.
But Figgins was a first-rate boxer, and he had
heaps of pluck.

In the first round Grundy got as good as he
sent. In the second round he tried the special
upper-cut which had proved so disastrous to
@Gunn; but he found Figgins guite wide-awake,
and the upper-cut did not come off. Instead of
that, Grundy found Figgins' right planted fairly
on his nose, and it was Grundy who went dows,
fecling as if a mule had kicked him.

“By gum!” gasped Grundy.

“Bwavo ! shouted Arthur Augustus.

“Good old Figgins!”

“Time |

Third round and fourth were hard and fast
It was a surprise to Grundy to find the Fourth-
Former standing up to him for the fifth round.
But Figgins stood up like a rock, and Grundy was
looking quite as damaged as the New House
fellow.

Tn the sixth round the upper-cut worked at last,
and Figgins went down heavily. -

Kerr picked him up very anxiously.

Figgins sat on Kerr’s knee, and blinked rather
ruefuﬁy at his second.

“Going on?” asked Kerr dubiously, as Tom
Merry glanced at his watch.

Figgins set his teeth.

“T'm going on while I can stand,” he said.

“Bravo, Figgins !’

“Pile in, deah boy:”

Figgins was looking groggy in the seventh
round. So was Grundy.

Figgins had put up a splendid fight, but he was
over-matched. But he did not admit defeat.
Certainly, if Figgins was licked, Grundy was not
likely to be in a much better stafe at the end of
the fight.

“Time |

The eighth round began.

Tiggins stood up to Grundy's onslaught gal-
lantly, but he was getting severely punished now.

The contest was too unequal. Bub the eighth
round did not finish. A sharp voice broke in
suddenly :

“Stop at once!”

It was the voice of Mr. Railton, the master of
the School House. He had come into the gym
unnoticed in the general excitement. And at the
Housemaster’s voice the combatants dropped their
hands and stood panting.

CHAPTER 4.
Blake’s Turn !

MR. RATILTON looked sternly at the panting
juniors and the silent ring of spectators.
His brows were knitted.

Tom Merry put his watch back into his pocket.
It was not needed any longer.

«What does this mean ?” exclaimed Mr. Railton
angrily., “How dare you fight in such a way 2”

Silence !

“There is no objection to a few rounds with the
gloves,” said the Housemaster. “But a fight
earried on to this extent is against the rules, and
you are aware of it.”’

“Yes, sir I’ mumbled Figgins.

«Grundy, you will take five hundred lines !”

“Oh!” said Grundy.

«“As for you, Figgins, I shall report your
conduct to your Housemaster.” g

Figgins did not speak.

Grundy peeled off the gloves.

“If you please, sir—" he began.

“Have you anything to say, Grundy?”

“Yes, sir. I challenged Figgins, and he couldn’t
refuse, so perhaps you won’t report him to Mr.

e TG HR R TR R IR GG

6] told you
this wasn’t the
Suez Canal !’

Half-a - crown
has been award-
ed to R. Taylor,

Crescent, Liver-
pool 11.
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Ratcliff, sic. He hadn’t any choice in the matter.”

“Tndeed! Am I to understand that you are
wholly to blame in this matter, Grundy?” asked
Mr. Railton, with a curious glance at the burly
Shell fellow.

“Qh, no, sir! I considered it my duty to whop
Tiggins, I don’t see that there’s any blame in
the matter at all.”

There was a suppressed giggle in the crowd.

“You are a very quarrelsome boy, Grundy,”
said Mr. Railton.

«7, sic!” ejaculated Grundy. “Oh, no, sir !
T'm a very peaceable chap. Any of the fellows
will tell you that, sir. Of course, I never st nd
any rot.”

% (o back to your House at once, Grundy, and
write your lines. Figgins, I shall not report you,
as Grundy tells me you were not to blame.”

Mr. Railton walked away.

Figgins slowly put on his jacket, with Kerr's
assistance.

Wilkins helped Grundy.

“Well, that's rather rotten,” remarked Grundy.
“We were getting on nicely when Mr. Railton
chipped in. I wonder what he's given me five
hundred lines for? Faney calling me a guarrel-
some chap, too. Me, you know I &

“Tt was wathah decent of you to own up,

Tre Geu Lisrary.—No. 1,583
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Gwunday! Othahwise T should have insisted upon
givin’® you a feahful waggin’,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” said Grundy. And he
walked off with Wilkins and Gunn.

Kerr and Fatty Wynn marched Figgins off, to
help him to attend to his damages.

The crowd broke up.

“The silly idiot is rather decent in his fat-
headed way,” Kerr remarked. “If you had been
reported to Ratty, old chap, there would have
been trouble.”

Higgins nodded.

“Yes, he’s decent, and I suppose he can’t help
being a dangerous lunatic,” he said® “My hat,
I do feel bad!”

“So does Grundy. That’s one comfort!”

Grundy had been universally condemned while
the fight was on, but his frank confession to save
Figgins from punishment disarmed the jumiors.
They had to acknowledge that Grundy wasn’t a
bad chap really—in his own way.

Grundy was “feeling bad * that evening, as well
as Piggins. He had had the better of the un-
finished fight, but he had been sorely handled.
His head ached, and his eyes blinked as he ground
out limes in the study.

Grundy was a slow hand with lines, and by the
time he had written the twentieth he struck.

“Pl take this lot to Levison,” he said. “He
can do them in my fist, and it’s worth five bob.
I can’t waste my time on lines. Does my nose
look bad, Wilkins?”

“TLike an overripe strawberry,” said Wilkins.

“Tt feels rather bad. Still, I think P’ve brought
Tiggins to his senses. On the whole, I shall leave
Blake till to-morrow.”

“I think you’d better!” grinned Wilkins.

Levison of the Fourth kindly relieved Grundy
of his lines for a consideration. Levison had the
. dangerous gift of being able to imitate any hand
—a gift that had got him into trouble more than
once; and as he was generally hard up, he fre-
quently turned a more or less honest pemny by
doing other fellows’ lines—at a shilling a hundred.

Grundy had plenty of money, and five shillings
more or less made no difference to him. Instead of
doing lines that evening, he spent most of the
time rubbing his swollen nose. He was “feeling
bad,” but his determination was unshaken. He
had now put Jack Blake next on the list, and
Blake’s turn was to come on the morrow.

When Grundy appeared in the Junior Common-
room before bed-time, he was eyed very curiously
on all sides. His amazing scheme of “whopping ”
his way into the cricket eleven made the juniors
gasp.

It was quite certain that if Tom Merry were to
play. him, Tom Merry would not remain skipper
much longer. But it was also quite certain that
Tom would do nothing of the sort—even if the
egregious Grundy whopped him black and blue.

But there was consolation in the reflection that,
when Tom Merry’s turn came, it would be Grundy
who would receive the whopping.

Wilkins and Gunn made a feeble attempt to
reason with Grundy, but they only wasted their
breath. They gave it up in time to avoid a fight
in the study.

For a fellow who was not quarrelsome, Grundy
was remarkably ready to fight anybody, friend or

oe.
The next day Figgins was looking groggy at
ericket practice.
Grundy had recovered, however, save for a
Tre GeEM LiBrARY.—No. 1,583.
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swelling on the nose and a shade round one of
his eyes. He was ready for further business.

After tea he directed Wilkins to carry his
challenge to Jack Blake.

Wilkins flatly declined.

“Look here, ’'m fed-up !” he annocunced. “You
can’t keep this up, Grundy! VYou’ll have the
whole House down on you, and this study will
get ragged. Chuck it, and don’t be a silly ass!”

Wilkins left the study before the astonished
Grundy could reply.

“Well, my hat!” said Grundy at last. “ Never
mm?(}’, you go, Gunny ! Where are you going, you
ass

But Gunn was gone.

Grundy snorted.

He had been deserted by his unfaithful
followers; but that made no difference to him.
He repaired to Study No. 6 himself.

He found Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy
at tea there.

They glared at the eheerful Grundy.

“PDon’t hurry on my account,” said Grundy
magnanimously. - “But when you're finished,
Bla.k’e, T’'d like you to step into the gym with
me.’

“Go and eat coke!” growled Blake.

“Weally, Gwunday 22

“You shut up, D’Arcy !
list.””

“Bai Jove !”

“Qan I rely on you, Blake?”

“T’ll come and knock some of the conceit oub
of you, if you like,” said Blake.

“Right-ho!” And Grundy left the

satisfied.

“Bai Jove! I weally think you had bettah
leave him to me, Blake,” remarked Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully. “He is wathah too
stwong for you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake, Herries, and

You're seventh on my

study,

Dig.
“Weally, deah boys, I fail to see anythin’ to
cackle at. I wathah think I could lick Gwunday.”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“If yowre goin’ to eackle at my wemarks, you
asses T

“ Bow-wow !’ said Blake.
squash you. Gussy !”

“T should wuttahly wefuse to be sguashed,
Blake,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity,
“and I weally considah that you had betiah
leave him to me.”

But Blake only chuckled, and declined to
leave Grundy to Arthur Augnstus.

After tea the four Fourth Formers repaired. to
the gym, and the scene of the previous evening
was repeated—till Kildare of the Sixth, eoming
in, stopped the fight.

Blake’s friends were glad enough to see it
stopped, for the Fourth Former, piucky as he was,
was hardly a match for the burly Sheli fellow.

But Grundy was wrathful.

However, Kildare was not to be argued with.
He gave Blake a hundred lines, and took Grundy
by the collar and marched him off to the House-

“Grundy would

master.

Mr. Railton looked very grim as the untidy
junior was marched into his study.

“More fighting ?” he said.

“Yes, sir,” said Kildare. “I thought I’d better
bring Grundy to you. He’s the most guarrelsome
junior in the House.”

“Well, I like that!” said Grundy indignantly.

“I have given you lines, Grundy,” said Mr.
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Railton quietly. “I shall cane you this time.
Hold out your hand !”’
“The fact is, sir—"
““Hold out your hand !”” thundered Mr. Railton.
Grundy unwillingly obeyed, and the cane came

own.

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Now you may go,” said Mr. Railton, “and
the next time you are reported to me for fighting,
Grundy, I shall deal with you much more
severely.”

“Yow-wow !” groaned Grundy. -

Tle lefs the Housemaster’s study with his hands
tucked under his arms, and went down the passage
looking as if ‘he were frying to fold himself
like a pocket-knife.

Wilkins and Gunn met him at the end of the
passage.

“Hard cheese!” said Wilkins sympathetically.
“T suppose you're going to chuck up the game
now, Grundy ?”

“Certainly not! Railton’s an unreasonable
chap; he’ seems to think that I'm to blame, some-
hoyw i

“Go hon!” murmured Gunn.

‘“But persecution of this sort only puts my back
up. I didn’t finish licking Blake, but I think he’s
had enough. Noble comes next; I shall tackle
him soon.”

“Oh, my hat!”” was all Wilkins and Gunn could
say. Grundy was evidently a sticker.

In Study No. 6 Jack Blake was working at his
prep under difficulties. One of his eyes was
closed, and he had to leave off work occasionally
to mop his nose. His chums were sympathetie.

“You jolly nearly licked him,” said Herries
consolingly, *“After all, he’s a head taller than
you are, old chap! You couldn’t expect much.”

Blake grunted.

“Yaas, I weally wish you had left him to me,
deah boy,” remarked Artahur Augustus. “I don’s
want to say ‘I told you so,” but weally you musst
adn?’lt that I wecommended you to leave him to
me. 7
. Blake’s reply to that consolatory remark cama
in the form of a Latin dictionary hurtling through
the air—much to Arthur Augustus’ surprise,

And after that Arthur Augustus forbore from
any attempts at consolation.

CHAPTER 5.
Up to Gussy!
6 AILTON’S an ass!”
Grundy delivered himself of #that
opinion at tea in the study the next day.
“Is he?” yawned Wilkins. “Pass the jam!”
“ A Housemaster’s business isn’t to keep on
interfering with a chap who’s doing his duty—a
painful duty,” said Grundy. “Railton has no
tact. I felt like dotting him in the eye yesterday,
I E:.‘a.nhtﬁ}I you !

“Still, I'm glad I kept my temper, on the
whole. I had to leave Redclyffe for whopping a
prefect, and I suppose it would be considered
rather serious whopping a Housemaster.”

“I—1I rather think it would |” gasped Wilkins.

“Still, I shan’t stand for much more from

Tre Gem LiBrary. —No. 1,583,
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Railton,” said Grundy darkly, “He seems to
have made a dead set on me! I can’t get into
a fight now svithout Railton coming down on me.
Sickening, T call it!”

“Awful I’ said Gunn.

Grundy did not heed. He was too busy with
great thoughts to think of such commonplace
things.

«“The only thing is, I shall have to keep Railton
out of it,” he said. “I shan’t whop the next
one in the school. When vou take my challenge
to Talbot, Wilkins 2

“QOh, you sending a challenge to Talbot?”

“Of course! This evening I” S

“Pon’t you think you’d better chuek it, old
chap?” urged ilkins. “Youwll be had up
before the Head for a flogging next, you know !”

“J think I’ve already mentioned it, Wilkins,
that this is a matter of principle to mel” said
Grundy, frowning. “I’'m acting for the good of
the school, in the long run, though those duffers
can’t see it at present! I’ve thrashed two of
them. I haven’t been allowed to finish the job,
owing to Railton and Kildare chipping in. But
they were practically whopped. But I’'m going
to make a thorough job of Talbot. You'll ask
him to come down behind the boathouse for our
little scrap. Railton won’t spot us there.”

“T say, Talbot’s awfully hot stuff in a scrap
urged Wilkins. “He hardly ever gets into a
serap, but when he does =

“] know; I'm glad of it,” said Grundy.
“Fellows have been saying things about me
because Blake and Figgins are younger than I
am, and not so big. They won’t understand
that I'm acting on principle. But they can’t say
anything about my whopping Talbot. All the
Shell thinks he’s a match for me. So he would
be, you know, only 'm a remarkably good boxer
—as good at boxing as I am at cricket, really—
something a bit out of the common, you know !

“ Vowre a bit out of the common in a good
many ways, old scout!”’ grinned Gunn.

Grundy nodded complacently.

123

“Ves; I'm not the kind of fellow you'd pass .

in a crowd without noticing him, Gunny. I pride
myself on that!”

“Oh, no !” agreed Gunn.
would—" .

“Th o7

“T—I mean—ahem:

“If yowre being  funny,
Grundy.

“Not at all,” said Gunn hastily. . Gunn had no
desire to be put on Grundy’s list. “I—I mean,
your distinguished look: 2

“Qh, I see! Yes, I've been told before that
T'm a bit distinguished,” said Grundy, with a
nod. “I don’'t brag of it—it just happens, you
know. I've gobt rather more gifts in most ways
than the usual run of chaps; it happens like that,
you know. Have you got a cold, Wilkins ?”

“N-no!” gasped Wilkins, who was gurgling
painfully. “A-—a bit of jam went down the wrong
way 1”

“yYou should eat more carefully,” said Grundy
admonishingly. “Well, when you've done tea, go
to Talbot with my message! Any time fo-morrow
behind the boathouse will suit me.”

And Wilkins carried that message to Talbot’s
study after tea.

He found Talbot and Gore and Skimpole at
prep, and delivered his message.

Talbot laughed.

Tre Cev LiBrRARY.—No. 1,583,
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“Right-ho! After lessons,” he said.
“Sorry, you know!” remarked Wilkins.
no use arguing with Grundy; T’ve tried it.

he’s fairly off his dob, you kmow I*

“Ves, I know !” said Talbot, laughing.

“I dare say yowll lick him,” said Wilkins.
“He’s my pal, and a good chap; but I must say
a ¥icking would do him good, and I hope he’ll get
ib

“He will!” grinned Gore. *“And you can tell
him we’ll come and see him get it !”

Before long all the School House juniors knew
that a meeting was arranged between Talbot and
Grundy for the morrow.

Tom Merry heard it with intense exasperation.

“Something will have to be done with that
thumping ass I” he told his chums. “Tt would be
comic, if it weren’t such a worry. But the silly
chump will crock all the cricket team one after
anether |”

“He'll get crocked this time,” remarked
Manners. “1f he licks Talbot, we’ll give him a
Form ragging to cure him. But a thrashing will
do him mere good, and I think Talbot can handle
him. It will be worth watching; T'll jolly well
take my camera, and get some snaps!”

The news was received in Study No. 6 with
mixed feelings.

“Pglbot’s turn now !” “ Still,
Talbot may lick him

«71 scarcely think Talbot is up to Gwunday’s
weight, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully. “He’s a twemendous chap, you
know. I should be sowwy to see poor eld Talbob
knocked about like poor old Blake I

“Not so much of your poor old Blake ! growled
that youth. “Do you think 'm made of putty,
and can’t stand a thumping or two, you fathead ?”

“Weally, Blake, I was bein’-sympathetic.”

“Well, don’t!” said Blake ungratefully.

“J wegard you as a wathah unfeelin® ass, Blake.
Flowevah, I was goin’ to wemark that it was up
to me.”

= Ry 222

« (wunday is goin’ altogethah too far. I think
T had bettah wemonstwate with him, and if that
is no use, give him a feahful thwashin’ {”

“YVou silly ass!” roared Blake, exasperated.
“Tf T can’t lick the beast, how do you think you're
going to handle him 7

“Tt’s wathah a diffewent mattah, Blake.”

“What?”

«1 am wathah a wippin’ boxah I”

“You shrieking ass—" .

«T wefuse to be called a shwiekin’ ass, Blake!”
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “I wegard
it as an oppwobwious expwession.”

Blake glared at his noble chum. He had failed
to lick the tremendous Grundy, tough fighting-
man as he certainly was. It was decidedly
exasperating to hear the slim, elegant swell of
Si. Jim’s expressing the opinion that he could do

“It’s
But

said Herries.

it.

“You frabjous ass!” said Blake witheringly.
“Pye told you a hundred times that T could make
shavings of you with one hand, so—"

“Yaas, you have told me so, deah boy, and I
have allowed you to wun on oub of politeness,”
explained Arthur Augustus. “But you couldn’t
weally, you know.”

“Tla, ha, ha!” velled Herries and Dig, greatly
tickled by the expression on Jack Blake's face ab
that moment.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“You—you—you jabberwock!” gasped Blake.
“Tve a jolly good mind to lick you, just to stop
your burbling !

“1 wefuse to heah my wemarks chawactewised
as burblin’, Blake! And I decline to be bothahed
with lickin’ you now, as I am goin’ to lick
Gwunday ! I wegard it as bein’ up to me to put
a stoppah on this wot !

And Arthur Augustus walked to the door with
a very determined expression on his face.

“You awful ass!” shrieked Blake. “Grundy
will eat you!”

“] shall wefuse to allow him to do anythin’
of the sort!”

“You—you—you——-">

“Pway come with me and see fair play, deah
boys! It will be all wight. You can wely on me,”
said Arthur Augustus reassuringly.

And he walked out of the study.

Blake, Herries, and Digby zregarded one
another with helpless looks.
“Come after him and drag him back,” said

Blake at last. “Why, that big beast wouldn’s

leave a'whole bone in the silly duffer!”

The three juniors rushed out of the study.

But Arthur Augustus was gone.

He had gone to the Common-room in search of
with

George Alfred Grundy, and his chums,
great misgivings, followed him there.

% Yow-ow=-ow ! 7 moaned GQunn, sitting on the hearthrug and holding his jaw.

feel as if a mule had kicked you ? '’ asked Grundy.

£ Qood ! ! exclaimed Qeorge Alfred heartily.

13

CHAPTER 6.
Thrashing Grundy !
£s WUNDAY I”
“Hallo I”
“A word with you, Gwunday !”

“Two, if you like,” said Grundy affably.

Grundy was sprawling on the sofa in the
Common-room when the swell of St. Jim’s found
him.

The determined expression on Arthur Augustus’
noble countenance attracted some attention, and
when he marched up to George Alfred Grundy
a good many glances followed him.

“I am goin’ to speak to you vewy plainly,
Gwunday,” said Arthur Augustus, in measured
tones. “The whole House is gettin’ fed-up with
your sillay wot.”

(13 Eh?’!

“Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther heartily.

“That’s right on the wicket, at any ratel
Tndorsed and passed unanimously, also nem.

con.”

“T am goin’ to speak like a candid fwiend to
you, Gwunday. You are no cwicketah, and your
play is more than enough to make a cat laugh.
It is quite imposs for you to play in any match
unless we were playin’ a home for idiots! If
Tom Mewwy put you in the team we should

¢ Did that upper-cut
Yes, you silly idiot ! ’’ gasped Gunn,
i Qet up, and we’ll try it again!’’
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scalp’ Tom Mewwy. I want you to undahstand
that cleahly, so tkat you will wealise that the
soonah you chack up playin’ the giddy ox the
wisah it will be. There has been quite enough
of your wot You are goin’ to stop it!”

“Am I?%” said Grundy, blinking. “And who's
going to make me?”

SRS

“Ha, ha, ha [ roared Grundy.

“I would wathah wemonstwate with you in a
fwiendly way and bwing you to weason,” said
Arthur Augustus. “But if you wefuse to come
to weason, I shau have no wesource but to ad-
ministah a feshful thwashin’!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Grundy.

There was a general grin round the Comumnon-
room. The slim and elegant swell of St. Jim’s
did not lcok much like thrashing the burly
Grundy. :

“1 see no weuson for laughtah, Gwunday. You
will not find it a laughin’ mattah if I begin
thwashin® you !”” said Arthur Augustus warmly.

“1 think I shall, rather!” chuckled Grundy.
‘“Here, Blake, take this silly idiot away and
keep him quiet! I don’t want to hurt him!”

“Come away, Gussy,” said Blake.

“1 wefuse to come away, Blake! Gwunday
has not yet assured me that he is goin’ to stop
playin’ the giddy ox.”

“He couldn’t!” said Lowther. *Grundy was
born a silly ox. Weren’t you, Grundy ?”

“T suppose that’s meant for a joke,” remarked
Grundy. “I shall put you on my list, Lowther.
You will come next after Tom Merry.”

“All serene!” said Lowther. “Tommy, dear
boy, you'll leave a bit for me, won’t you, when
you’ve finished with Grundy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gwunday, I take that wemark to mean that
you are goin’ on. I have alweady wemarked that
you leave me no wesource but to thwash you. I
wegard it as bein’ up to me to bwing you to your
senses. You are becomin’ a genewal nuisance to
the whole House. WIill you come into the gym
or have it here?”

Grundy rolled on the sofa in mirth.

Arthur Augustus’ noble eye gleamed at him
through his eyeglass. Arthur Augustus was in
deadly earnest.

“Leave him to me, Gussy!” called out Talbot.
“It’s my turn next, you know, and ’m booked for
the slaughter te-morrow !”

Arthur Awgustus shook his head.

“No, deah boy! I'm goin’ to stop Gwunday
makin’ himself a genewal nuisance in the House.
It’s time some:hin’ was done, and I’'m goin’
to do iz! Gwunday, I will twouble you to follow
me to the gym!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Grundy.

“Will you foliow me to the gym, Gwunday,
or will you compel me to chawactewise you as a
wotten tunk?” demanded D’Arcy.

“Take him away!” gasped Grundy. “He's
too funny to live; but I don’t want the job of
slaughtering him: Take him away, somebody !

‘“Gussy, old chap, don’t bite off more than you
can chew !” saia Kangaroo.

“Let him run on,” chuckled Mellish. “Go it,
Gussy ! This will be worth seeing 1

“Weally, Mellish——"

“Play you at chess, Gussy!” said Julian of
the Fourth.

“Yaas, deah boy. Aftah I have thwashed
Gwunday ” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy, in a paroxysm

Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,583.

THE GEM LIBRARY

of mirth. “Take him away! Hallo! Groogh!
What are you at? Groogh!”

Arthur Augnsius seized one of Grundy’s ears
and jerked him off the sofa.

Grundy roared, but not with laughter, as he
bumped on the floor.

“Now will you come on, yon wottah?” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, dropping his eyeglass.

He removed his jacket, threw it to Blake, and
squared uwp very scientifically.

Grundy jumped up in towering wrath.

“You blessed tailor’s dummy !> he gasped. “I
won’t fight you, but I'll shove you across my knee
and spank you, by gum |”

“1 wefuse to be spanked, Gwunday! Oh, bai
Jove, I’'m weady for you, you wottah!”

‘Grundy was rushing on hke a whirlwind.

The juniors loocked om grimly. As Arthur
Augustus had started the row, fairly thrusting
himself into the lion’s jaw, as it were, his chums
were not entitled to interfere. He had to fight
it out. That he was fully prepared to do. And,
though he was physically no match for the burly
Grundy, he was wonderfully active, he had plenty
of seience, and his pluck was simply unlimited.

He_stood up to Grundy like David to Goliath,
and as Grundy came in like a bull, the slim
Fourth Former parried his heavy drives and
drove in his right on the side of Grundy’s square
jaw and sent him spinning.

Grundy staggered over the sofa and sprawled
on it, in greai surprise,

“Well it !” shouted Blake, in great delight.

“Bravo, Gussy !”

“Shut the door!” exclaimed Wilkins. . “We
don’t want a prefect here.”

Grundy rolled off the sofa and jumped up.
He rubbed his jaw for a moment. He would
never have suspected the swell of St. Jim’s of
p]sssessing the strength to deliver a drive like
that.

“My hat!” gasped Grundy.

“Have you had enough, Gwunday ?”

“Enough ! My hat! I'll show you in a minute!
Why, I'll make shavings of you!” yelled Grundy.

He rushed on again.

This time D’Arcy’s skill did not save him. He
caught a tremnendous drive on the chest, with all
Grundy’s greav strength behind it, and it fairly
lifted him off his feet. He flew away backwards
and bumped down on the floor.

Qw1

Blake ran forward anxiously.

“Gussy. old man—-"

Arthus Augustus blinked up at him.

“Bai Jove! Was that an earthquake?” he
gasped.

Grundy gricned.

“Take him avay!” he said. *“I don’t want to
hurt him.” .

“Gwoogh 1”

Blake and Digby raised up the swell of St
Jim’s.

That tremendcus blow had told on Arthur
Augustus. He stood limp and ursteady.

“Come on!” said Blake.

“Wats 1”

“TLook here, Gussy ” urged Dig.

“Gweogh! I am goin’ to thwash Gwunday !?
gasped Arthur Augustus.

“But look here, old chap <2

“Wats: I am goin’ to thwash Gwunday! Are
you weady, Gwunday ?”

“QOh, quite!” grinned Grundy.
that you’ll be ‘1aid up afterwards.
ask for it, you can have it.”

“I warn you
But if you

<=
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Study Your U.S.A. Stamps

—Says our expert in giving you some
useful facts about Transatlantic pictorials.

RE you, like myself,
the sort of collector
* who when puzzled by
any points connected with
his hobby, can’t rest content
until he's cleared them up?
I was re-mounting my collection of U.S.A.
stamps the other day, and though I have many
times examined them before, of course, several
points puzzled me anew.

Why, for instance, I asked myself, is Benjamin
Franklin so frequently coupled with George
Washington on most of the States’ issues? Wash-
ington’s prominence is thoroughly understandable,
{\?r, tlo the Amerieans, he is undoubtedly American

el : :

Then I remembered that Franklin was the first
U.S.A. Postmaster-General, besides being a bril-
liant diplomat and writer. That might have
satisfied me had I not discovered also that
Franklin was postmaster only when the U.S. was
a British colony. 3

No, the truth of the matter is that it was because
he organised some private posts for the revolu-
tionaries’ benefit that Franklin, like Washington,
has figured on most American series.

Abraham Lincoln,
hero of the American
Civil War. His por-
trait was replaced by—

THE FIRST PRESIDENT.

Another interesting point you'll discover is the
fact that Washington’s portrait always appears on
the most frequently used stamps—usually the
2-cents value. Possibly you may remember the
attractive Washington commemoratives. which
honoured the two hundredth anniversary of the
birth of the States’ first president.

While the bicentenary celebrations lasted, these
stamps, all featuring George, replaced the regular
issues, and all was well. When, however, the old
stamps were reverted to, it was found that the
postal rates had increased, with the result that the
most frequently needed stamp was the 3 cents.

This value 1n the original series bore the

portrait of President
Lincoln, who was so tragic-
ally assassinated after the
American Civil War.  So,
to  be consistent, the
authorities introduced a new :
“Washington,”” and, to save time and trouble,
modified the handsome 2 cents of the bicentenary
set. Hence you have the same design for both the
2 and 3 cents items.

—George Washington,
American citizen No. 1,
who appears on the
most frequently used
U.8.A, stamps.

INTERESTINGQ ITEMS.

There’sa wealth of interest in the designs of
the many U.S.A. pictorials, and, if you have any,
study them very carefully. The 4 cents of the
Pan-American Exhibition of 1901, for example.
Have you noticed that there’s a picture of the
Capitol, in Washington, behind the odd-looking
automobile in the foreground?

Again, the Hudson-Fulton item of 1909 com-
memorated the three hundredth anniversary of the
discovery by intrepid Henry Hudson of the river
which now bears his name, and its conquest by
the steamboat. In this stamp’s design ave recorded
all the then known means of travelling on this
famous river—Red Indian cances of the pre-
discovery days, the Half Moon in which Hudson
sailed up the waterway in September, 1609, and
the Clermont, the child of Robert Fulton's brain,
and the first steamboat to traverse the Hudson.
The Clermont’s engines, incidentally, were built by
our own Boulton and Watt, in Seotland.

Coming to more recent years, do vou know what
the flowers are in the borders of the Pilgrim
Fathers’ Tercentenaries of 19207 In case you
don’t, those on the left are sprigs of hawthorn
blossom ; those on the right, some trailing arbutus.
The former flower is known as the British may-
flower, the latter, the American variety. One of
these plants is said to have provided the name
for the Mayflower, the flagship of the expedition
which laid the foundation for the world’s first and
greatest people’s republic.
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“Pway stand aside, Blake !”

¢ Gussy ? ;

“Wats |

Arthur Augustus  shoved past his anxious
chums, and advanced upon Grundy of the Shell.

In a moment more they were figchting hammer
and tongs.
good many hard knocks; but the two were alto-
gether too wunequally matched, and Arthur
Augustus went down again.

He was gasping on the floor, when the door
opened and Darrell of the Sixth came in.

“Bed-time |” said Darrell. “Hallo! Fight-
ing again, Grundy?”

“Oh, no!” said Grundy.
fight—only a little game.”

“Gwoogh 17 :

“Get up, D’Arey I” said Darrell, frowning.

“Gwoogh! It’s all wight, Dawwell!. I'm only
thwashin’ Gwunday.”

“This isn’t really a

To Grundy’s surprise, he received a

The prefect grinned.

“Grundy and D’Arey, go to Mr. Railton’s
study I”” he said. “The rest of you go off to bed !”

“Weally, Dawwell—"

“Orders are for Grundy to be reported e¥ery
time he is found fighting,” said Darrell. “ You
hear me, Grundy?”

Grundy and Arthur Augustus left the Common-
room to report themselves, and the rest of the
juniors made their way to the dormitories

CHAPTER 7.
Put on His Honour!
R. RAILTON looked inquiringly at the two
Juniors as they presented themselves. -
“Well 2”7 he asked.

“Dawwell has wequested us to weport our-
selves to you, sir,” said Arthur Augustus. “I am
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sowwy to twouble you, but a wequest fwom &
pwefect——""
“Quite so!” said Mr. Railton. “You have
been fighting, I judge by your appearance.”
“Yaas, sir.”

“You may go, D’Arcy. You will remain,
Grundy.” :
“Pway allow me to speak, sir,” said Arthur

Augustus. “I challenged Gwunday, and pulled
his yah, sir——"

“Vou deliberately provoked a boy so much
bigger than yourself, D’Arcy?” exclaimed the
Housemaster.

“Vaas, sir. I considahed it was time he was
thwashed. I was thwashin’ him when Dawwell
wathah unfortunately came in.”

Grundy chuckled.

“Yery good! You may go now, D'Arcy.”

“Vaas, sir.”

Arthur Augustus left the study.

Grundy remained, in a rather uneasy mood.
He remembered his last licking in that study.
But Mr. Railton did not reach out for his cane.
He looked very seriously at Grundy.

“Tt appears, Grundy, that for once you were
not the beginner in a quarrel,” he said. “I have

A R R HEG

“But,sergeant,
you told me fto
take anybody’s
number who was
speeding ! *?

Half - a =crown
has been award=
ed to 1. Cormack,
66, Eastwood

Wlains Road,
Qiffnock, Gilas~-
gow.
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very little doubt, however, that you were really
to blame.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Grundy.
peaceable chap.”

“Why did D’Arcy quarrel with you?”

“He thought he could lick me, the young ass!”
said Grundy disdainfully. “He thought he was
going to stop me—ahem !”

“ Stop you?”

“T—I mean—

“Y think I understand. D’Arey appears to
have overrated his physical powers, but his object

“I’'m a very

3

was to stop you from continuing your course of-

fighting and bullying,” said Mr. Railton sternly.
“As I said, you were really to blame.”

“J hope you don’t think I would bully, sir,”
said Grundy warmly. “It’s a thing I despise
more than anything else. I thrashed Piggott of
the Third for calling me a bully—"

“Tisten to me, Grundy! You are unusually
big and strong for your age, and also, I think, un-
usually stupid—">

“QOh!” ejaculated Grundy.

“That you do not intend to be a bully, I be-
lieve, but your actions are those of an overbearing
bully,” said Mr. Railton. “There must be an
end of this. You are more quarrelsome than any
other boy in the school—you ar= mcessantly fight-
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ing—and there must be an end. I have punished
you, but it makes no difference. The time has
come to take more drastic measures. I shall not
cane you.” :

“Thank you, sir!” :

“You need not thank me,’” said Mr. Railton
dryly. “I intend to report your conduct to Dr.
Holmes, and request him to administer a public
flogging.”

Grundy jumped. He could scarcely believe his
ears.

“A—a—a flogging! Me!”

< Xeos'

“What for, sir?” demanded Grundy warmly.

“You will be flogged in the presence of the
assembled school for bullying and wusing your
strength against younger boys,” said Mr. Railton.
“That kind of thing must be put down with a
firm hand.” ;

Grundy turned crimson.

“But you haven’t got it right, sir!” he ex-
claimed, quite distressed. “You really mustn’t
think of me like that! It’s not fair. I can’s help
Blake and Figgins being younger than I am.
Talbot’s nearly as old as I am, anyway, and——"

“So you have been fighting Talbot, the most
peaceable boy in the school?” said Mr. Railton
sternly.

“0Oh, no, sir! T'm going to fight him to-
morrow. And Tom Merry, too! He’s supposed
to b? a matech for me. You can’t call that bully-
ing.”*

“Tom Merry, too? Have you arranged fights
with any more juniors?”

“QOnly Lowther, and Manners,
and 2

“Enough!” said Mzr. Railton. “More than
enough ! Grundy, I trust that a public flogging
will bring you to your senses. Otherwise, I warn
you, you are in danger of being expelled from the
school.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Grundy. “Mel”

“J believe you are not really a bad-hearted
boy,” said Mr. Railton, more kindly. “I think
you are stupid, obstinate, and self-willed chiefly.
I will offer you an alternative. If you give me
your word of honour not to engage in any fight,
in any circumstances, for a whole week, T will
reconsider the flogging. That will show whether
you are capable of self-control.”

Grundy looked utterly dismayed.

It was not so much the flogging itself that
worried him, but the disgrace of being publicly
flogged as an incorrigible bully was too much.

Grundy felt that he was misunderstood; but
the disgrace would be there all the same. But to
promise not to fight anybody for a week was ruin
to the masterly programme he had mapped out
for getting into the junior cricket eleven,

“T—1 say, sir ” he stammered.

“J give you the choice,” said Mr. Railton
quietly. “Unless you prove, Grundy, that you
are capable of controlling your pugnacious im-
pulses, you will have to leave this school. I will
not have the Fouse kept in a constant turmoil by
your quarrelsome folly. I shall put you on your
honour for a week, and judge by the result. If
you should be dishonourable enough to break
your promise, you will leave St. Jim’s the nexi
day—my representations to the Head will be
amply sufficient. Unless you give your promise,
you will be flogged in public to-morrow morning,
and flogged again on every occasion you are
found fighting; and if that does not cure you, you
will be expelled I

he exclaimed.

and Noble,
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“Oh crumbs!”

““Well ?” rapped out Mr. Railton.

“You—you see, sir, J—I'm not a gquarrelsome
chap at all,” faltered Grundy, vainly seeking to
make himself understood. “I feel bound to whop
the cricket committee for leaving a player like
me out of the team——"

“You young ruffian!” exclaimed the
master.

13 Eh?’)

“You seem to have no sense of propriety at all,
Grundy! I fear that this school is no place for a
boy of your disposition.”

- “I—T You misunderstand, sir—you do,
really! Pm acting on principle all the time!”
muttered Grundy.

“Reasoning appears to be lost upon you,
Grundy. Will you give me your word of honour
not to enter into any fights for a week from this
date, in any ecircumstances whatever? Otherwise,
you will now come with me to the Head.”

“If—if you insist, sir——"

“T certainly insist!”

“Well, I haven’t any choice, then,” said Grundy
lugubriously. “I've always been misunderstood.
I was wmisunderstood at Redclyffe before I came
here. Pcople seem to go out of their way to mis-
understand me.”

“You give me your promise on your honour?”

“Yes, sir!” groaned Grundy.

T think, Grundy, that in spite of your stupidity,
you are honourable enough to keep a promise. I
shall trust you.”

“Pve never broken my word yet, sir
Grundy loftily.

“Very good! You may go.”

Grundy left the study in a very disconsolate
mood. Fe had had no choice about making the
promise; it was either that or a succession of
floggings, to be followed by expulsion from the
school—and all owing to the way Grundy was
misunderstood.

Tt was abselutely certain that the cricket com-
mittee wouldn’t entertain his claims for a moment
unless they were whopped into it.

Tt was certain enough, anyway, for that matter,
if Grundy had only known it. - And he was booked
for a fight with Talbot—that would have to be
called off now. And he hadpn’t finished whopping
Blake and Figgins and D’Arcy—now he couldn’t
finish.

Grundy was not the kind of fellow to break his
word. But, even if he had been willing to do so,
it was not good enough, with floggings and ex-
pulsion looming in the distance. :

Grundy felt that he was hardly treated and
cruelly misunderstood; but there was nothing for
it but to grin and bear it as best he could.

He came lugubriously into the Shell dormitory.

“Licked ?” asked Wilkins.

CGrundy snorted.

“Worse than that!” he said. “Railton’s an ass
—an awful ass! He’s got the idea fixed firmly in
his head that I’'m a quarrelsome chap——"

“Go hon!” said Lowther, with an air of
surprise.

“Yes, he has. And he thinks I'm a bully—me,
you know I said Grundy, with breathless indigna-
tion.

“Now, I wonder what could possibly have puf
that idea into his head?” said Monty Lowther
reflectively; and there was a chuckle from the
Shell.

“Yes, I wonder,” said Grundy. “I’ve often
been misunderstood, but Railton fairly takes the
cake. I always rather liked old Railton; he's a

House-
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good sort in his way. - But I must say he’s a fool—
an absolute fool! He doesn’t understand me in
the least. Now I shan’t be able to whop Talbot
to-morrow, and Tom Merry the next day, and
Lowther the day after. It’s rotten!” =

“Well, you wouldn’t be able to do all that,
anyway,” grinned Tom Merry. “But what’s hap-
pened to stop you trying to do it?”

“Railton’s made me promise not to fight any-
body for a week!” groaned Grundy.

“0Oh crumbs !”

“He says it will show whether I can control my
temper—me, you know, the best-tempered and

most peaceable chap in the House!” hooted
Grundy.
“T shall have to ask you to excuse me

to-morrow, Talbot. Railton had no right to make
me give my word; buf a promise is a promise.”

“ All sereno!” said Talbot, laughing.

“Same with you, Merry, and Lowther
Manners and——"

“And half the giddy House !” said Tom, laugh-
ing. “Railton’s a jolly sensible chap. This has
saved you from a dozen or so lickings and a Form
ragging, Grundy.”

“Oh rats!”

“Turn in!” said Darrell, looking in at the door.

“Right-ho, Darrell I”

The Shell fellows turned in, and Darrell put
out the light and retired. Then the voice of
Crooke was heard:

“1 say, Grundy !”

“Hallo I :

“You've promised Railton not to fizht anybody
for a week?” asked Crooke.

“Yes !” grunted George Alfred.

“And you're going to keep your word?”

Grundy sat up in bed.

“If you want a whopping, Crooke, you smoky"
cad, you’ve only got to ask me that question
again!” he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. “Is that
how you do it, Grundy 7

“Qh, I—I forgot!”

“What’s going to happen if you don’t keep your
word ?” persisted Crooke. “ You might—ahem !—
forget, you know.”

“T might,” assented Grundy. “You chaps
might remind me if you catch me forgetting,
because if I don’t stick fo it, I'm to be flogged in
Hall—”

“Great Scott |”

“And very likely expelled, Railton said.”

“Hxpelled |’ ejaculated Crooke. “What ripping
fun! Splendid thing for the House if you got
sacked, Grundy {” :

“Why, you sneaking worm——

“Oh, shut up, you silly cad!” .

“What ! yelled Grundy in wrath,

(Continued on the next page.)
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Crooke, the cad and funk of the Shell, had never
ventured to call Grundy names before. He felt
he could do so now with freedom. ¢

Grundy had called him names often enough.
Indeed, sometimes when he found Crooke smoking,
he took the liberty of shaking him and throwing
away his smokes. Which was certainly no more
than COrooke deserved, but rather cool of Grundy,
all the same.

“Dry up!” said Crooke coolly. “We're all
fed-up with you, Grundy, and Pd give a week’s
pocket-money to see you sacked.”

“T’d giye a fiver!” chimed in Racke.

“Do you want me to come to you?” roared
Grundy, kicking off the bedclothes.

“Yes, if you're going to get sacked *for getting
into a fight !>’ chuckled Crooke.

“Oh !” ejaculated Grundy.

He pulled the bedeclothes over him again.
Another consequence of his unhappy promise
dawned upon him. He was at the mercy of
fellows who had hitherto trembled at his frown.

Grundy had always expressed his contempt in
the most emphatic way for Crooke and Racke,
and Levison and Mellish, and the other black
sheep in the House; for Grundy, with all his
weird ways, was a healthy'minded fellow, and had
no vices at all.

It was their turn now. They would have been
glad to see him flogged and sacked. And Crocke,
funk as he was, would have ventured to tackle
him if that object could be effected thereby.

It dawned upon George Alfred Grundy that his
programme had landed him in a very serious
scrape. A single fight during the ensuing week
would have the most direful results, and he was
unable to raise his hand in defence of himself,
and every mean fellow in the House was sure to
take advantage of that fact. It was an appalling
prospect.

“Well, why don’t you come?” chortled Crooke.
“T'm waiting for you, you funk 1”

“What?” gasped Grundy.

“Funk 17

“Oh, my hat!”

“Rotten funk !”” chortled Racke.

“T—T——" Grundy spluttered.
till next week, you rotters !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Crooke and Racke ran on, with great enjoy-
ment, calling Grundy all the offensive names that
they could think of, while the Shell fellows
chuckled with merriment.

Grundy fairly writhed; but there was too much
at stake, and he did not leave his bed. He was
already learning the lesson of self-control that
Mr. Railton had so kindly mapped out for him.

His tormentors were not silent till Wilkins and
Guun rose and smote them with pillows, and
silenced them at last.

But it was some time before George Alfred
Grundy slept. He was thinking of the morrow,
with sickening apprehensions.

“0Oh, you wait

CHAPTER 8.
A Painful Predieament !
HIZZ !
“Yoop !”

The rising-bell was clanging out in the
morning, and as George Alfred Grundy turned
out of bed a hurtling pillow caught him on one
ear.

Grundy rolled off the bed and came down on
the floor with a bump.
Tur Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,583.
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He was on his feet again in a twinkling, his
big fists clenched and an angry lock on his face.

“Who chucked that pillow ?” he roared.

“I did,” said Gore coolly.

“You cheeky rotter!” shouted Grundy. “I
licked you last week ! I suppose you want ancther
licking 77

“Exactly !” said Gore. “Come on!”
“Grundy came on furiously.

Wilkins caught him by the arm.

*“Hold on, Grundy!”

“Leggo, fathead !”

“Suppose Railton hears you?”

Grundy stopped suddenly. He had forgotten
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“ Put up your hands!’’ said Levison, advancing upon
burst into a howl of laughter at the sight of the truculent

exclaimed Qrundy.

his unfortunate promise. He remembered it now.
“Oh1” he ejaculated. “My hat!”
“Come on!” said Gore invitingly.

“Yes, come on, funk ! yelled Crooke. “Mop
him up, Gore! Yah! Funk!”

“Rotten funk !” chortled Racke.

“Go for him, Gore !”

“T—I can’t mop you up now!” stammered
Grundy. “T’'ve promised Railton, and—and I

don’t want to be sacked.

“Any excuse is better than nome!” grinned
Crooke.

“TIt isn’t an excuse, you rotter!
next week 17

“Well, T shan’t wait till next week if I have

You wait till
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any of your cheek!” said Gore. “T've a jolly
good mind to mop up the dorm with you now !”

“Why, vou—you—you ? stuttered Grundy.

“Shut up!” commanded Gore.

“Wha-a-at !’

“Shut up 1”

Grundy gasped, and shut up. He counldn’t
fight Gore, in the circumstances, and he began to
be worried by the apprehension that Gore would
.insist upon fighting him. He had to keep the
peace, and he wondered dazedly what he would
do if another fellow “began it.”

The extraordinary tameness of the burly, over-
bearing Grundy made the Shell fellows chuckle.

. George Alfred backed away, and Trimble and iViellish
y funking a fight with Levisen. ‘‘Keep off, you cad !’?
v I can’t lick you now!?”

George Alfred was in a subdued mood that
morning. While he bathed and dressed he was
the recipient of many personal remarks from
Crooke and Racke and Gore, and he did not
reply to any of them.

Wilkins and Gunn were sympathetic, and at
last they splashed water over Orooke and Racke
and shut them up, but they did not trouble Gore.

Gore was almost as burly a fellow as Grundy
himself, and was not to be tackled lightly.

Wilkins and Gunn, too, had to admit that
Girundy had only himself t6 blame.

He had had rather more than his just allow-
ance of scrapping, and it was his own fault if
scrapping was barred to him. He had, in fact,
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fairly asked for it, and now he had gob it, and
his ghums charitably hoped that it would do him
good.

Grundy lefs the dormitory quite early,
breathing hard through his nose. His promise
to Mr. Railton held good for seven days, and this
was only the morning of the first day. How was
he to get through the whole seven?

It was a kind of discipline to which the great
Grundy had never been subjected, and he looked
forward to the prospect with dismay.

Every fellow who had felt Grundy’s heavy hand
would have his chance now if he chose to take
advantage of it. And Grundy could not doubt
that a good many would take advantage of it

Even the fags! Grundy had rather a high-
handed way with fags. He had whopped Piggott
for being a smoky little beast; he had cuffed
Manners minor for looking cheeky; he had licked
D’Arcy minor on general principles, because
lickings were good for cheeky fags, in Grundy’s
opinion. Suppose D’Arey minor of the Third
took it into his head that a licking would be good
for him—Grundy? It was an appalling

possibility.
The Shell fellows at breakfast regarded Gruudy
with amused interest. Grundy’s awful predica-

ment tickled them immensely.

Monty Lowther remarked that he had mever
expected old Railton of being such a humorisi.
If Railton had specially wanted to “malke the
punishment fit the crime,” he could not haye
thought of a better plan.

Grundy was accustomed to falling out with any-
body, and getting into a scrap with anybody,
without stopping to think. Thinking was nob
much in his line. But he had to stop and think
now, with a vengeance. He would punch a
fellow’s nose in the most free-and-casy way. His
oWl nose was now at the mercy of anybody who
chese to punch i, and it was a strange and almost
unnerving experience for Grundy.

Tt was evident that only excessive civility and
control of temper could save Grundy from a most
unpleasant time. And excessive civility and self-
control would come very hard to George Alfred—
very hard indeed.

Fven Wilkins and Gunn, his own faithful chums,
assumed a freedom of . speech towards Grundy
that they had never shown before. They had
always been very careful with Grundy, partly
because they really liked him for his good
qualities, but chiefly because it was too much
trogble to be always rowing and scrapping in the
study.

But now that scrapping was barred to the great
Grundy, Wilkins and Gunn did not take so much
trouble—uot at all.

When Grundy ecalled Wilkins a “fathead,”
Wilkins promptly called him a “frabjous idiot,”
and, indeed,s went on to express his general
opinion of Grundy’s intellectual powers in terms
that made Grundy first open his eyes wide and

sthen clench his fists hard.

But he unclenched them again. He was already
learning his lesson.

The story of Grundy’s peculiar predicament was
soon known all over the school, and both Houses
chuckled over it.

Cutts of the Fifth looked for Grundy after
lessons.

Grundy was so big and reckless and fruculent
that Wifth Formers had generally found it
expedient to show him a civility they seldom
wasted on juniors. But they did not like it.
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And Cutts immediately took advantage of the
new state of affairs. He met Grundy in the
Form-room passage and stopped h

; “Hold on, Grundy!” he sa.ld, m a bullying
one.

Grundy stopped in sheer amazement. He was
not the kind of fellow to be bullied by a senior—
not as a rule.

“Hallo, you a:s!” was his reply.

“Don’t swagger about like that!” said Cutts.

“What ?”

“T don’t like that kind of thing in a junior!
Stop it !1”

“My hat!” ejaculated the astounded Grundy.

£ aont like these airs in a fag!” explained
Cutts.

“A—a—a fag!” howled Cnundy
Why, you silly cuckoo——"

“Do you want your ear pulled?”
“Eh? My ear?”
“Because you’'ll get it,

civil 1’ said Cutts sharply.
out of my sight !’

“Cut off!” repeated Grundy. “Why, you
Fifth Form dummy, do you think you can order
me about? What the dickens do you think I
care for the Fifth? For two pins I'd mop up
the passage with you!”

Cutts advanced upon him, hands
stretched to seize his ears.

Grundy doubled his fists.

Then he backed away, remembering.

“You rotter!” he howled. “You know I can’t
lick you just now. Keep off, you cad! Oh

crumbs !

Cutts laid hold of his ear.

Grundy jerked it away, without hitting out. A
ficht in the Form-room passage was not to be
thought of. Mr. Railton would have been on
the ‘scene 1n a couple of minutes, and then—the
Head’s study, the flogging, the sack |

Grundy had to make the best of it pacifically.

He backed away hurriedly, Cutts grinning, and
following him up.

Grundy dodged out into the quadrangle, but
he had escaped out of the frying-pan into the fire.

Levison and Mellish and Trimble of the
Fourth were waiting for him there.

“Here he is!” called out Mellish.

Grundy stopped, and stared at them angrily.
All three of the Fourth Formers had felt his
heavy hand, and now, evidently, they meant to
turn the tables.

“Hallo, you cheeky cad!” said Levison. “You
took a packet of cigarettes away from me the
other day! You owe me a bob for them! Pay
S

“Go and eat coke!” growled Grundy. “I
don’t believe in fags smoking.”

“Are you going fo pay up ?”

“No, you young ass |”’

“Then put up your hands!”
advancing upon him.

Grundy backed away

Trimble and Melhsh burst into a howl of
laughter at the sight of the truculent Grundy
backing away from a fight with Levison.

“Keep off you cad !” exclaimed Grundy. ““You
know I can’t lick you now !”

“T know I can lick you,” said Levison calmly.
“Are you gu:ng to pay up the bob you owe me,
or are you gorig to take a hiding?”

“A—a—a hiding! Oh, my hat! Keep off!”
yelled Grundy, jumping back as Levison began
to hit out.
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They were in sight of the Housemaster’s
window, and Grundy was in terror of seeing Mr.
Railton at his window any moment.

“I—I—TI'll pay you!” he stammered.

“Sharp’s the word, then!”

Grundy, with feelings too deep for words,
handed out a shilling.

“Good !” said Levison. “T’ll let you off, as
you're so funky, Grundy. But don’t let it oceur
again, mird! Now cut off |

Grundy almost staggered away, leaving the
Fourth Formers howling with laughter.

Like Lwucifer, Son of the Morning, the great
Grundy had fallen from his high estate, and great
was the fall thereof!

CHAPTER 9.
Grundy’s Guests!

§¢ I E ALLO, what do you kids want?”

Tom Merry asked that question.

He was going to his study fo tea when
he came upon a party of the Third in the Shell
passage.

The party consisted of D’Arcy minor, Joe
Frayne, Jameson, Curly Gibson, and Hobbs.

The five fags were grinning as if in possession
of an uncommonly good JOkB

“We're goiag to Grundy’s to tea,” said Wally
cheerfully.

“My hat! Has Grundy taken to asking fags
to tea?” inquired Tom Merry, in surprise.

“0Oh, no! Not at alll”

“Ha, ha, nal”

“You're going without being asked, then?”
asked Tom. £

“We've asked ourselves,” explained Curly
Gibson. “Grundy has been on the high horse for
a long time, and now he's come down off his
perch. We're going to talk to h1m as he used
to talk to us!”

“ And hes going to stand us a tea,” grinned
Frayne, ‘and if it ain’t a good tea I’m sorry for
him !’

“Oh!” said Tom.

The fags marched on to Grundy’s study.

It was tea-time, and Grundy, Wilkins,
Gunn were there.

Wally kicked open the door and marched in
with his followers.

Tom Merry looked after them and laughed.

The tables were turned now, and it was nof
surprising that the heroes of the Third should
seek to repay tae rather long debt they owed to
George Alfred Grundy

Grundy & Co. stared at the fags as they came
marching in.

“What do you want'i” exclaimed Grundy.

“We’'ve come to tea,” announced Wally.

“To—to—to tea?”

“Yes. Get out of that chair!” #

“Wha-a-at?”

“] want it. Get out!”

Grundy got up in a white heat.

“My hat! Why, I’ll make mincemeat of the
lot of you !” he s.souted “Blessed if I ever heard
of such cheek! T’lI

“Better rot lat Railton hear you!” grinned
Jameson. -

Grundy paused suddenly.

“You're rather 2 bullying beast, Grundy,” said
D’Arcy mino:. “It would serve you right if
we walloped you. But we won’t take advantage
—if you behave yourse!f. But, mind, you've got

(Continued on page 22.)
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INTERVIEWER : Welcome, Australia! It’s a
pleasure to have you at the microphone.

Noprg: I'm more used to performing at the
wicket, Mr. Interviewer, but I’ll do my best
at this spouting game, so as not to let the
team down.

INTERVIEWER: You are one of the best batsmen
in the Junior XI, I hear, Noble?

Nogre: Well, I think Tom Merry is actually the
best, though Talbot runs him close. I should
put myself down as No. 3—which, incidentally,
is the place T usually ocecupy on the batting
list.

INTERVIEWER : I see Tom Merry described you in
an interview- with the local Press as the
* steadiest bat in the side. ;

NoBre: Steady, please, Mr. Interviewer. I shall
be getting a swelled head—which reminds me
of the story of the batsman who was so swollen-
headed that he got his napper in the way of
the ball—and was given out, leg before wicket !

INTERVIEWER: Ha, ha! Did that happen in
Australia, Noble?

NoBre: Well, T heard it first in my native Queens-
land, “down under.” But don’t run away
with the idea that we are in any way “down
under * at the game in Australia. If England
was the cradle of cricket, Australia was the
place where the game, like the kangaroo, went
ahead by leaps and bounds. And, judging by
the past results of Test Matches, we Aussies
have learned to bound pretty fast!

INTERVIEWER : You certainly have. Why do you
think Australians are so sueccessful at cricket?

Nopre: Frankly, we Aussies havé~one thing over
you—application. In Australia, ericket is
taken very seriously, and youngsters are
specially coached to make Test players. In
England, methods are looser—and so, often,
is their bowling.

INtoRviEwER: What about the cricket at St.

Jim’s?

Introducing ‘
Harry Noble (Kangaroo)
to the Microphone. By a
B.B.C. TALENT SCOUT.

NosLE: Among the bowlers, Fatty Wynn takes a
long run and gives batsmen short shrift.
Blake and Figgins are on the mark, too. But
there are others, like Grundy, whose bowling
is remarkable for breadth rather than length.
Five to fifty yards wide is nothing for Grundy.
George Alfred’s a card—but the wrong stamp.

INTERVIEWER : And the batting?

NosLe: I'm not finding fault—that’s Tom Merry’s
job. But I do think a straight bat and squared
shoulders reduce the angle of the enemy’s
attack. One day in Queensland I was playing
for a junior side against fellows quite a lot
older. The bowling was too much for many
of our men—their display was so average that
our ranks were decimated. I hung on, hoping
to make a draw of the match. I was struck
on the forehead by a fast rising ball, and it
raised a swelling as big as an egg. But that
only egged me on to shoulder the yoke more
determinedly. My partner and I played out
time—and I had the satisfaction of smiting the
last ball of the day for six. It was, actually,
the only ball T hit out at. We had contented
ourseives with defending our wickets doggedly
for more than an hour, and we had saved the
match.

INTERVIEWER : In England, your skipper would
probably have told you to get on or get out?

NoBLe: Exactly. With so many more matches to
be played in England, quick results are essen-
tial. In St. Jim’s last match against Grey-
friars, Tom Merry and I were in an almost
identical situation to the one I have described.
We either had to defend grimly, or chance our
arm and go all out for a win.

INTERVIEWER : What did Tom Merry order?

Noete: He didn’t order. Merry just set an
example by opening his shoulders and smiting
three sixes running. We needed fifty to win.
I decided to keep my end up, whilst Tom
Metry attempted the impossible. And, per-
haps in proof that he knew what he was doing,
Merry hit off the required runs with just two
minutes to spare.

INTERVIEWER : So perhaps it is impossible to give
a verdict in favour of either methed?

NosLE: We'd better leave it at that. After all,
whichever way a batsman looks at the game,
it’s the sport that counts. By the way, Mz,
Interviewer, did you hear the story of the
giant Australian Aborigine who went out to
bat grasping a New South whale? Howzat,
Mr. Interviewer? A whale of a batsman |

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,583.



22
to behave yourself! We never stand any rot!”

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the fags.

Grundy’s face was a study.

“We've come to tea—and we want rather a
good tea,” said Wally calmly. ‘We shall expect
you to wait on us, Grundy !”

“Wait on you!” stuttered Grundy.

“Yes; and ii you don’t do it properly you’ll
get a thick ear{?”

“A—a—a thick ear!
ing I” Grundy gasped.

“You'd better wake up and get to work,” said
_VVa.lll,y. “We’re hungry. Don’t stand there moon-
ing [

“Get a move on you, Grundy!”

“Buck up, fathead !”

Grundy seemed to experience some difficulty in
breathing.

Wilkins and Gunn were grinning. But they
ceased to grin as the fags surrounded the table,
and began to help themselves. :

“Look here, you fags clear out!” said Wilkins.
“CGrundy may be standing this, but we’re not !”

“No jolly fear,” said Gunn. “You clear off
before I take a stump to you!”

“Two can play at that game,” remarked Wally.
“You take a stump, and I’ll take the poker, I can

I—I suppose I’'m dream-

tell you! If you’re spoiling for a scrap, you.can
come on. There are enough of us to handle you,
I fancy.”

“And we're ready,” said Jameson. “Now,
then, are you coming on? P'r’aps Grundy wants
a fight in his study? I hope it won’t bring
Railton here, for Grundy's sake!”

“You're jolly well not going to plant yourselves
here for tea, you cheeky little secoundrels!”
growled Wilkins.

“Come on!” said Gunn.

The fags lined up defensively.
intended to give battle.

Five fags were a match for two Shell fellows,
anyway—Grundy being barred from taking a
hand in the conflict.

““Hold on|” gasped Grundy.

“You don't want those cheeky young cads to
tea, I suppose ?” bawled Wilkins,

“Kick them out!”
Evidently they

“N-no! B-but don’t want a fight here!”
faltered the unhappy Grundy. “Suppose Railton
hears?”

“I suppose Railton can't object to us kicking
these inky little villains out of the study !”

“N-no! But—but I don’t want a row.
can’t do it without my help, either!”

“Well, wire in, then, and help.”

“I—1 can’t!”

“You can, if you like,” said Wally sweetly.
“By the way, we passed Railton in the lower
passage. He will hear it if there’s a row here.
But we don’t mind. Come on, the lot of you!
I may as well explain, Grundy, that if you don’t
keep your studymates in order, I’m going to
thrash you !”

“Rp 52

“Pve thought a lot of times that a thrashing
would do you good. Now, we expect civility in
this study. If we don’t get it, you're going to be
thrashed, Grundy !”

“Yes, rather!”

“Look here——"

““Shut up !’ said Wally commandingly.
talk too much, Grundy !”

“Oh crumbs !” :

“We're ready for tea, and we want a bit better
spread than this. You can send Wilkins for
something 1’
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“I—I—"l go!” mumbled Grundy.

“You won’t,” said Wally, barring his way to
the door. “You'll stay where you are, my pippin.
You're not getting away so easily as all that!”

“No jolly fear!” chuckled Curly Gibson. * You
cuffed me the other day, Grundy. Well, if you
come near this door, T’ll cuff you. See?”

“Cuff him, anyway !” said Jameson.

Grundy almost groaned.

Wilkins and Gunn were nonplussed. It would
not have been easy for the two of them to eject
the fags, anyway. But it was clear that if there
were a ficht, Grundy was to be dragged into it,
whether he liked it or not.

Wally & Co. had the whip-hand !

“I—T say, let ’em alone, you chaps!” mumbled
Grundy. “I—I don’t want a fight here. Railton
would be sure to misunderstand. He always
misunderstands me, I—I—I don’t mind the little
beasts having tea here, once in a way |”

“The what?” demanded Wally sharply. “I've
told you, Grundy, that you’ve got to be eivill
Do you want a licking? I suppose you were
meaning to say the young gentlemen of the
Third 77

“You—you——"

“Do you mean the -young gentlemen of the
Third, or do you not?” rapped out Wally.

“T—I—yes I” gasped Grundy.

“That's better. We’ll teach you manners in
the long run. Now set about getting tea—some-
thing decent, mind. Wilkins can go and get the
stuff in.”

“Dashed if T will?” said Wilkins wrathfully.

“I—I say, go, old chap said Grundy.
“Oblige me, you know !”

“But look here W

Wilkins 1

2}

122

“QOh, don’t jaw, said Grundy
irritably. “I tell you I'm not going to have any
scrapping in this study. Perhaps you want me to
be sacked, you ass?”

“Well, it wouldn’t be much loss!” snapped
Wilkins.

“You cheeky ass!”

“You - silly burbler !” retorted Wilkins
pendently.

“Why, I—I—I—"

“Qh, dry up!” said Wilkins. “I’ll go and get
the stuff, if you like, but I think you’re a silly
chump, Grundy, and a good bit of a funk, if
you ask me!”

Grundy did not reply; he was at a loss for
words. Wilkins deparfed to do the shopping—
with five shillings from Grundy—and the fags sat
down round the table in great spirits.

They called to Grundy to wait on them—and he
waited on them. He made the tea, at Wally’s
order; he poured it out; and he listened in in-
furiated silence while Wally called him a clumsy
ass, and Curly Gibson told him he was a burbling
cuckoo, and Jameson remarked that if he didn’t
leave off spilling the tea, he would box his ears.

Probably the fear of a flogging, and even of the
sack, would not have restrained Grundy; but he
was on his honour, and Grundy was a fellow of
his word.

He had made his promise, and, apart from all
question of consequences, the promise had to be
kept. And as the only alternative to fagging for
%he fags was fighting with them, Grundy had to
ag. :

He was only reaping the reward of his previous
high-handedness, and undoubtedly it served him
right; but it was decidedly unpleasant, all the
same.

inde-
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Piggott came up grinning, with the amiable intention of ragging Grundy.

But he didn’t grin for long.

Wiikins took him by the collar and preceeded to bang his head against the passage wall; while Grundy
and Gunn walked on laughing. 4

When Wilkins returned with the provisions the
fags fairly revelled.

Grundy was kept very busy waiting on them.
And, as it was getting abroad that Grundy was
entertaining a party of the Third—against his
will—fellows came from far and near to look inte
the study and see him doing it. They howled
with laughter at the sight of Grundy waiting on
the fags.

“Bai Jove! It's weally too bad!” chuckled
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Wally, you young
wascal, I wegard this as wathah too bad!”

“Bow-wow | said D’Arey minor.

Tevison of the Fourth looked into the study
and grinned, and then came in to join the party.

“ (et out, you cad!” shouted Grundy.

Tevison picked up a tart from the table, and
hurled it across at Grundy, catching him fairly
on the nose.

“Take that, and shut up!” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy came round the table like a flash, but
Mellish shouted from the passage.

“Tiook out! Here comes Railion

And Grundy dropped his hands.

Tt was only a false alarm, but it reminded
Grundy of what was at stake. He did not handle
TLevison of the Fourth.

Grundy’s amazing submission encouraged the
fags. As they satisfied their appetites they

P

utilised the remaining fragments of the feed to
pelt Grundy, and he spent some time dodging
chunks of cake and fragments of sardines.

Tt was nob till the guests were tired of thab
cheery amusement that they departed and left
the unhappy Grundy in peace.

Qrundy mopped his perspiring brow when they
were gone.

“T—T say, I can’t stand much more of this 2,
he gasped.

Wilkins snorted angrily.

“T.o0ok at the study!” Like a blessed bear-
garden! Took here, Grundy, if you're going to
have your fag friends to tea often, you’d better
change into another study !”

“J—J didn’t want ’em, did I?” groaned
Grundy. “I—I say, this is only the first day—
there’s another week of it! It was rotten of
Railton, wasn’t 16?7

“Serve you right!” said Gunn. “It was your
own fault.” If you hadn’t always been getting into
rows, Railton wouldn’t have chipped in. It’s all
your own fault for being such a dashed
hooligan |” : g

“Sch a—a what?”’ gasped Grundy. :

“Hooligan !” growled Gunn. “Picking rows
with everybody——"

“J was licking the cricket committee, from a
sense of duty. explained that to you, Gunn.”
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“0Oh, don’t be an ass!”

““¥es, shut up, and don’t talk silly rot, Grundy,
for goodness’ sake,” said Wilkins peev1shly

Grundy blinked at his studymates. Never had
there been such plain speaking in Grundy’s study
before. Grundy began to wonder dazedly
whether he was, after all, to blame in the very
slightest possible degree.

CHAPTER 10.
Not Required !

TO\I MERRY & Co. were playing the return
match with Rylcombe Grammar School on
Saturday afternoon,

Grundy and his chums had come down to see
the mateh. Grundy had hoped, by his drastio
measures with the cricket commlttee, to get into
the junior eleven for that match. But his drastic
measures had been brought to a sudden end
owing to the intervention of the Housemaster—
not that they would have been of any use, if
Grundy had only known it.

¢ haﬂton doesn’t know what his silly rot means
to the junior cricket!” Grundy remarked bitterly
to his chums. *Without me, what chance do you

¢ Please; s8ir;
would you bring
down that 'bird’s
nest with you 2. %

Half'-a - crown
has been award-
ed to P, Skinner,
63, D’Arcy Gar-
dens, Kenton,
Harrow.

think we shall have against the Grammar School,
what?”

“Oh rats!” said Wilkins.

“Did you say rats to me, George Wilkins 2’
roared Gxundv, m angry astonxnhment

S ¥esliidid 12

“And I say the same!” chimed in Gunn
heartily. “You can’t play cricket for toffee,
Grundy !”

“T—I can’t play cricket!”

“No, you can’td Marbles is about your mark !”

“Mum-mum-marbles [’ stuttered Grundy.

“And if Tom Merry played you, I'd vote for
turning him out of the captalncy 1” said Wilkins.
“PDash it all, we can’t afford to throw away
matches to plea:e you, Grundy! Who are you,
anyway ?”’

¢ Who—who—who am I?” said Grundy dazedly.

And Monty Lowther, who heard that cheery
colloquy, chimed in with a very apt quotation
from the immortal Shakespeare:

“¢But yesterday the word of Ceesar might
Have stood against the world. Now lies he here,
And none so poor to do him reverence !’ ”’

- Hia,Sha) dhadl]
“Poor old G unday murmured Arthuz
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Augustus. “I wathah think he is hea,win a lob
more plain twuths than be is used to.”

Grundy did not reply to Wilkins® impertinent
question as to who he was, anyway. He crossed
over to Tom Merry, who was chattmg with
Talbot and Kangaroo.

“Just a word with Yyou,
Grammarians come,” said Grundy.

“Two if you like, Cut it short!”

“You know how Railton’s interfered with me
in a fatheaded way!” said Grundy. I haven’t
been able to carry out my programme.’

Tom Merry laughed.

“You couldn’t have done that, anyway!” he
exclaimed.

“Now, I'm not going to thrash you!” said
Grundy.

“Thanks awfully 1

“T’'ve promised Railton, and I can’t break a
promise——"

£5 Perhaps you couldn’t hand out the thrashings,

Merry, before the

either,” suggested Tom Merry gently “It’s
barely possible, you know.”
“T'm not going to thrash you,” pursued

Grundy, unheeding. “I’'m just going to pub it
to_you as a_sensible chap. Owing to Railton
chipping in, I can’t bring the cricket committee
to their senses, as I intended. My programme is
cut off. But I suppose you want to beat Gorden
Gay’s team ?”

Tom nodded, with a smile.

“Well, put me in! I put it to you as a sensible
chap 7 u1ged Grundy, “You can’t afford to
leave out the best junior player in the school!
This isn’t a time for petty, personal jealousy.
I put it te you—do the sensible thing!”

ST will 1” said Tom,

“You will 1” exclaimed Grundy eagerly.

“(Certainly !

“Good egg! Shall I change, then?”

“Change! What for?”

“Tor the match, of course.”

“What match?”

“This match—the match this afternoon,” said
Grundy, puzzled. “Didn’t you just say you were
playing me?”

“My dear chap, you're dreaming,” said Tom
Merry pleasantly. “T said I’d do the sensible
thing. The sensible thing is to leave a silly,
fumbling idiot out of the eleven, isn’t i6?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Took here—" roared Grundy furiously.

“Sorry—no time !” said Tom pohtelv, and he
moved away to meet the Grammarians, who had
just arvived.

Grundy snorted. He remained on the ground
to watch the match, with considerable appre-
hension for St. Jim’'s. Without his valuable
assistance, he did not see how the St. Jim’s
cricketers were to keep up their end against the
Grammar School.

To his surprise they did it. The match was a
hard-fought one, but it ended in a victory for
St. Jim’s.

“Tool's luck, you know {” Grundy remarked to
Wilkins and Gunn.

A few days before, his chums would have
assented—with mental reservations—for the sake
of peace and quietness. But it was no longer
necessary for the sake of peace and quietness to

Esaent to Grundy’s lofty pronouncements. So they
idn’t.
“Oh, don't be an ass!” sald Wilkins. “It was

jolly good play that won the match—first-rate.’
“What on earth do you know about cricket,
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Grundy ?” urged Guunn. *“Talk about something
you understand, old chap !”

“Something I—I—I understand!”
Grundy. .

“Yes. You don’t know anything about cricket,
you know !

And Wilkins and Gunn strolled away, leaving
their chum to digest that. :

Grundy stood rooted to the ground for some
moments. His own familiar friends had raised
their heel against him, along with the rest. It
really seemed to Grundy that it was time for the
skies to fall.

He drove his hands deep into his pockets, and
tramped away to the School House. An apple
whizzed through the air from the direction of the
tuckshop, and knocked his cap off.

Grundy fielded the cap, and charged towards
the tuckshop, with a face red with fury. And
Crooke, who had hurled the apple, and was
grinning over his success, leff off grinming
suddenly.

But at that moment Mr. Railton came from
under the elms, and at the sight of him Grundy
halted.

“Well, Grundy!” said Mr, Railton, fixing his
eyes on him.

“Ah, oh!” stuttered Grundy. “I—I—I was just
going to—to speak to Crooke, sir.”

Mr. Railton gave him a severe glance, and
walked on.

Grundy strode away, simmering with wrath.

Crooke chuckled, and a second apple caught
Grundy on the back of the head.

Grundy did not even look round.

stuttered

CHAPTER 11.
Grundy’s New Programme !
6¢ IT’S simply awful !”

Thus Grundy, pathetically.

Wednesday had come round—a half-
holiday at St. Jim’s, but Grundy of the Shell was
not likely to enjoy his hali-holiday.

Grundy’s existence for the past few days had
been full of incident. If he had ever wanted an
exciting time, he had if now. .

Grundy of the heavy hand had been experieneing
the heavy hand—of others—upon his unfortunate

self.

Some of the fellows admired the way Grundy
was sticking to his word. Certainly it could not
be denied that Grundy, with all his faults—and
their name was legion—was an <Jionourable chap,
and that he was the slave of his word. His
promise to the Housemaster held good, in spite of
his trials—which were, as he pathetically told
Wilkins and Gunn, enough fo tura his hair grey.

Whether it was his strict regard for his word,
or the dreadful consequences of breaking his word,
certain it was that Grundy kept it.

To do that, it was necessary to keep his temper.
TFrom the loudest and most truculent fellow in the
House, he became the most soft-spoken. It was an
astounding change in Grundy, and it made the
fellows grin.

Grundy, indeed, dropped into a habit of kind
civility and politeness, so that in a few days he
was barely recognisable. :

Most of the fellows were disarmed by Grundy’s
painful predicament, and by his unaccustomed
civility. But some weren’t—some became only
worse. S

Wally & Co. of the Third magnanimously for-
gave him. Gore of the Shell ceased to worry him.
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But meaner fellows, like Crooke and Mellish and
Racke, persecuted him without ceasing. ;

Grundy promised them all sorts of things when
the fatal week was up, but they expected heavy-
handedness from Grundy anyway, so that did not
make much difference.

Besides, as Levison sagely pointed out, the
Housemaster’s eye was specially on Grundy now,
and any scrapping on his part would be followed
by trouble, even after the week for swhich his
promise held good. It was, in faet, safe to worry
Grundy, and he was paid with tenfold interest for
the way he had worried others.

Grundy’s intentions, certainly, had always been
good. But there was a plentiful lack of gratitude
for his good intentions.

Tt was really remarkable to see the burly, waz-
like Grundy—warlike once—sneaking quietly
round the corner to avoid a meeting with Piggott
of the Third. That young rascal knocked
Grundy’s cap off whenever he met him—which was
awfully humiliating for the big Shell fellow—bust
Piggott couldn’t be stopped without a fight.

Grundy would move quietly out of the Common-
room when Crboke came in—a well-known funk
like Crooke. He would give up the armchair if
Levison demanded it—he would allow himself to
be contradicted point-blank by Mellish or Clampe.

Once upon a time it was scarcely possible to
contradict Grundy, even in the gentlest way,
without great risk. Now, the biggest funks in
the House would tell him he was a dummy, and
command him to shut up—and Grundy would
shutiup !

No wonder he declared pathetically that it was
awful ! ;

Wilkins and Gunn agreed that it was; but they
agreed also that it served Grundy right, and they
told him that it was doing him good.

“You see, the study’s much more pleasant now,”
Wilkins remarked. “When a chap tells you what.
he thinks of you, there isn’t a row as there used
to be.”

*Thatls 50, said Gunn, with a mnod.
“F’rinstance, what would you have said last
week, Grundy, if I’d pointed out to you what
vour cricket’s really like? There’d have been a
row. Now, with us giving you plain tips abouf
vour cricket, you may improve your game, and
not be such a fumbling ass, you know.”

“Tt’s too jolly bad you chaps turning againsh
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me like this,” said Grundy pathetically. “I did
think you were real pals.”
Wilking’ heart smote him. He was really

attached to old Grundy after all, but he had found
him hard to bear at times.

“YWell, old chap, you're so jolly obstreperous,”
he said. “Vou fill the study, you know, and you
won’t let a chap call his soul his own. You're
overwhelming, you know.”

“J never meant to be,” said Grundy. “TI've
heen thinking about it a bit lately, and perhaps
T’ve been a bit too—too drastic. That cad Levison
punched my nose this morning—my nose, you
know ! I—I never thought it was so rotten for a
fellow’s nose to*be punched before! TI’ve punched:
his often enough. Somehow, it seemed different.”

“By ‘gad, it’s doing you good!” said Gunn.'
“Qld Railton knows something, he does. Fancy
vou beginning to think, Grundy !”

« Amazing 1 said Wilkins.

Grundy was on the verge of an outbreak once
more, but he controlled himself. He was quite
getting into the habit of controlling himself of

late.
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,583.
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“Well, I don't think it’s pally for my own study-
mates to round on me,” he said, with unexpected
patience. “I’ve got enough to stand outside the
study. Look at me—it’s a half-holiday, and I'm
bunged up in this study.”

“Come out,” said Wilkins; “we’re going out.”

“Can’t ! groaned Grundy. ©Piggott’s waiting
in the passage.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wilkins and Gunn.

The bare idea of the great Grundy skulking in
his study because a fag of the Third was waiting
for him in the passage, made Wilkins and Gunn
roar.

But it was not a laughing matter for Grundy.
He did not laugh.

“Well, what can a chap do?> he said. “I could
slaughter Piggott with one finger, but if I touch
kim he’ll yell, and up comes Railton and finds me
fighting a Third Form kid. Bullying again, he’ll
call it.” And there’s my promise, too! I'm always
being misunderstood. If T go down the passage,
Piggott’s going to pull my nose—he’s been
bragging that he’s going to do it. And—and I
can’t stop him.”

“Ha ha, hal”

“All very well for you to cackle!” snapped
Grundy. “Jolly+fuany, isn't it?”

“Yes, racher! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'd better turn pacifist, and not get
Railton down on you again!” chuckled Gunn.
“Tt isn’t good enough, Grundy.”

“J—I—I've chucked up my programme that T
mentioned. to you,” said Grundy. “I—I can see
that it won’t do. I shall stand out of the ecricket
until the committee come to their senses and put
me in on my mcrits.”

Willkiins ana Gunn roared again. = They
thought it was likely to be a long time before
Grundy was put into the team on his merits
—about as long, in fact, as it would have taken

him to get in by “whopping” the cricket
committee. .
“Cackle awav!” said Grundy sarcastically.

They say a chap never knows
I've found that out

¢ Don’f mind me'!
his pals till he's in trouble.
now.”

“Well, you aren’t an easy chap to pal with,”
said Wilkins. “You want too much of the kow-
tow bisney. Still, we’re your pals, and we're
going to stand by you now. You seem to have a
bit more sense. You can't wallop Piggott, but
I can. Railton isn’t down on me; I haven’t been
fighting every chap in the House. Come on,
Grundy, old seccut, and we'll look after you.”

“Come on!” said Gunn. “I think you've been
ragged enough, Grundy—mnot that you didn’t need
it, you know ! Come on!”’

Grundy & Co. left the study, Grundy feeling
rather dubious.

Piggott of the Third came up grinning, and
Wilkins took him by the collar and proceeded to
bang his head against the passage wall, while
Grundy grinned and walked on with Gunn. The
unfortunate Piggott’'s yells rang along the
passage.

“What on earth’s the row?” exclaimed Tom
Merry, coming out of his study.

“Tittle beast cheeking my pal
explained Wilkins. “We're looking
Grundy now; we think he’s had enough.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Piggott tore himself away and fled. He had
quite relinquished his designs on Grundy’s nose
now. :

Crooke and Racke were chatting outside the
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School House, and they hailed Grundy as he came
owt with his friends.

“Hallo, funnyface!” :

““Come and have your ear pulled, Grundy !”

“Come on, Gunny !” said Wilkins.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Grundy, as his chums
started on Crooke and Racke. Those twe cheery
youths fled wildly across the quad, Wilkins and
Gunn dribbling them like footballs.

Grundy was quite cheery when his chums re-
joined him. His week of probation was likely
to finish much less uncomfortably with Wilkins
and Gunn looking after him in this pally manner.

It was, he told them, the case of the lion and
the mouse over again—Grundy being the lion and
Wilkins and Gunn the mice.

Wilkins remarked that it seemed to him more
like the case of the ass in the lion’s skin—Grundy
being the ass. And Grundy took Wilking’ remark
quite good-temperedly. There was no doubt that
a change had come over the great Grundy—a
change very wmuch for the better.

. . . . . .

RUNDY’S persecution was
loyal pals making it a
in every time. And Grundy
really grateful.
A day or two later Mr. Railton called Grundy
into his study.
“I am glad to see that you have kept your
“And I hope that you
I trust it

over now, his
point to chip
was grateful—

word, Grundy.” he said.
have learned the lesson of self-control.
will be of benefit to you.”

“The fact is, sir,” said Grundy, ¢ you've rather
misunderstood me—=zll along—"

“You may go, Grundy.”

“I was going to say, sir

Mr. Railton made a movement towards his cane
and Grundy retired from the study with his
remarks unfinished

In the Common-room he found the whole cricket
committee waiting for him.

“Here he is!” said Blake.

Grundy looked eager.

“You want me?” he asked.

“Yes,” saxd Tom Merry. :
H“XZou’vc decided to put me in the eleven, after
all 2’ »

“Ha, ha, ha! No!”

“Oh! Then what the merry thunder do you
want ?” growled Grundy.

“We want to kuow about this precious pro-
gramme of yours,” explained Tom Merry. “Is
it going on? If it is, we're going to bump you
now, and bump ‘you regularly every time you
send a challenge to anybody.”

Grundy snorted.

“Well, you can all go and eat coke!” he said.
“T’'ve given up the idea of trying to knock any
sense into your silly heads. T'm going to swait
patiently until St. Jim’s has beén licked in a
dozen or so matches.. Then I expect the fellows
will insist upon my playing, Tom Merry, for
the sake of the school record. That’s my pro-
gramme now !” 3

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, got anything to say?”’ snorted Grundy.

Tom Merry & Co. hadn’t anything to say.
Grundy’s new programme had thrown them inie
hysterics, and they only shrieked.

9 -

(Next Wednesday. ‘“ BETRAYED BY HIS -
COUSIN ! ’—a powerful yarn of thrilling school
adventure, starring Talbot and Crooke of the
Shell. Reserve your GEM in advance.)
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SENSATION AT GREYFRIARS!
SENT TO THE HEAD!

INSULTING LETTER ABOUT A MASTER
WHO IS THE CULPRIT?

Barred by the Remove!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

(Author of the grand long yarns of Greyfriars appearing
every Saturday in our companion paper, the Magnet.”’)

Trouble !

66 OOK out for squalls!”
Frank Nugent whispered the words as
the Remove entered the Form-room at
Greyfriars for morning lessons.
Tt was a bright, sunny summer morning, and the

juniors, fresh in from the wide green Close, were:

mostly in cheery spirits, which became subdued as
they caught sight of their Form-master’s face.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was
standing by his desk. The Form-master had a
somewhat severe countenance at any time. Now
it was clouded over so darkly that it did not need
Nugent's whispered warning to put the Remove
on their guard.

There was something wrong with Mr. Quelch.
So much was evident at a glance, and the juniors
wondered whether there was a storm coming, and
when it would burst, and upon whose devoted
head.

The Form filed to their places in chilly silence.

Mr. Quelch watched them withont speaking a
word, but his eyes—which juniors had compared
to gimlets—seemed to see right through them, as
Bob Cherry observed in a confidential whisper to
Harry Whazrton.

The Form-master suffered sometimes from fits of
sharp temper, and on such occasions the Remove
was wont to be very careful. But it was clearly
not sharp temper that was the matter now.

The juniors felt that something unusual had
happened, and there was a strange hush. Many
of them ran over in their minds their latest
delinquencies, trying to think whether those little
delinquencies could possibly have come to the
Form-master’s ears.

The Famous Four—Wharton, Cherry, Nugent,
and Hurree Singh—fels the most confident of all.
They had had a wonderfully clean record for the
past few days, being too much oceupied in cricket
interests to have much time for japes of any sort.

Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove, looked
sullen and a little apprehensive. Once or twice his
bullying proclivities had brought down upon him
scathing words from Mr. Quelch. Hazeldene, who
was sometimes in trouble, looked nervous, and so
did Skinner, Snoop, and Stott.

Most of the juniors, in fact, looked more or less
apprehensive.

Only one face remained quite calm and com-
posed—that of Wun Lung, the Chinese junior.
Wun Lung sat at his desk with a smile that was
childlike and bland. But considering that the
little Chinee was as mischievous as a monkey, it
is probable that his confident manner was not
wholly genuine.

It was a silence that might have been felt, and
Mr. Quelch seemed in no hurry to break it.
Bulstrode thought that he was purposely keeping
them in suspense, and his sullen look intensified.
But Harry Wharton, looking at his Form-master’s
face, could discern more of sorrow than of anger
there.

Tpr GEa Lisrary.—No. 1,683,

“My boys !”

It was not a sharp, rapping tone when Br.
Quelch spoke at last; it was quiet, restrained,
though quite clear to every ear in the room.

“My boys, there has been a very unpleasant, a
very disgraceful occurrence in this school—un-
fortunately due to the base action of someone in
this Form.”

The Form thrilled a little.

If there had been a theft and someone was to be
expelled for it, Mr. Quelch could not have spoken
more seriously.

“The guilty boy,” went on Mr. Quelch slowly,
¢is here; he hears me speak now. He will know
to what I am alluding. I should greatly prefer
not to go into details. I ask the guilty boy to
step forward before the class.”

“My hat!” whispered Bulstrode.
getting too generous!
ing at the offer !”

And Skinner grinned.

As a matter of fact, no one stirred. The Form
looked amazed, that was all. What was the
crime, who was the culprit, they had no idea—
with doubtless one exception,

Mr. Quelch waited a few moments, and then in
a deeper voice he resumed.

“T appeal earnestly to the guilty boy te stand
forward and admit his fault to save this un-
pleasant affair from going further.”

He paused again., Harry Wharton heard a
faint gasp close to him, and he looked round to
see Billy Bunter looking very mervous. The fab
junior blinked at him through his big spectacles.

“ Quiet, you young ass|” muttered Harry. »

“Oh, really, Wharton—" :

“Shut up 1

“But—but don’t you think I—I had better own
up? Do you think it will be a licking?”
murmured Bunter.

Wharton started.

“Do you mean to say that you——""

“T—1 didn’t mean any Marm, and—and I'm
sorry—I——"

“Someone is whispering,” said Mr. Quelch.

Bunter froze into dead silence.

“Tf the guilty party does not own up it will be
the worse for him,” said Mr. Quelch in a harder
voice. “If I am compelled to make the maiter
public he will suffer. If he comes forward now I
offer him a pardon for his offence.”

Bunter looked appealingly at Harry Wharton,
and the latter nodded. The fab junior scrambled
out before the class. Mr. Quelch looked ab him.

‘ Bunter !”’ s

“Ve-e-es, sir?”

“Tt was you?”

“Quelch is
I can see somebody jump-

#Ve-e-es, sir,” stammered Billy. “I—I didn’t
mean any harm, sir.”’
¢ What?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “ ¥You com-

mitted this base, this mean and cowardly action,
and you did not mean any harm?”
“N-n-no, sir. I—I didn’t think it was mean
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and cowardly to borrow a camera, sir, and—
and——"

(13 What?)’ R

“You see, sir, I’ve been taking up photography
lately,” stammered Bunter, blinking at the Form-
master. “1—I haven’t a camera yet, sir. I'm
going to get one when my next postal order
arrives, sir. I wanted to do a little practice
first, sir. Ogilvy won’t lend me his camera, sir—
he’s a mean beast—and so—so——"

“Ts this a joke, Bunter?”

“N-n-no, sir, 1 didn’t do it for a joke, sir. I'm
sorry, sir. I took your camera out of the dark-
room just to try it, sir, but I haven’t done it any
harm.”

“You—you have taken my camera to play
with 17 exclaimed Mr. Quelch, aghast.

. “N-n-no, sir—to work with. I'm going to put
it back, of course, sir; I shouldn’t have let you
miss it if T could help 1t——>

“ Bunter——"

“T'm sorry, sir— :

“You may go back to your place, Bunter. I
had no idea that you had taken my camera, and
I was not referring to that in the least. It is
quite another matter. Not another word—go to
your place.”

Billy Bunter gasped as he went back. Quite
another matter! The Owl of the Remove could
have kicked himself hard. He had owned up to
the unheard-of impertinence of borrowing the
Form-master’s camera without permission—and all
for nothing !

It has been said that a guilty conscience needs
no accuser, and Bunter had proved the truth of it.
He gave Wharton a reproachful glance. The
Remove had not been able to restramn a giggle at
Billy Bunter’s misunderstanding; but a glance
from the Form-master made them serious again.

A chillivg silence fell upon the Form-room.

2

An Anonymous Letter!

R. QUELCH looked grimly over the silent
Form. Every junior was on tenterhooks
now.

“As the culprit does not choose to own his
action,” said the Form-master, “it will be left to
me to find him out.”

He paused once more, but there was still silence.

‘Mz, Queleh compressed his lips.
“Very well. Dr. Locke received a letter this
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morning.
“Nothing surprising in that,” murmured
Ogilvy. “I had a letter myself.”

“Faith, so did I1” said Micky Desmond.

“This letter,” resumed Mr. Quelch, in a
cutting voice, “was an anonymous one. It was
a letter containing abuse of a certain person, and
it was not signed by the writer.”

The Remove thrilled once more.

They could guess who the ‘certain person ”
was, and they understood now why Mr. Quelch
was looking so disturbed that morning.

“This letter,” said Mr. Quelch, “Dr. Locke
showed me this morning. The letter was written
by a boy in this Form, for the purpose of
prejudicing the headmaster against a Form-
master. I need not point out the uselessness
and the insolence of such a proceeding. Dr.
Locke is hardly likely to be influenced by an
anonymous letter-writer. It is my duty to dis-
cover the writer of this letter. If any boy knows

iy
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A loud and prolonged hiss from the crowd of

juniors followed Bulstrode as he walked away.

The Remove bully loocked round savagely, as

if he had half a mind to charge back and run
amok among the Removites.

who the writer is, I appeal to him to speak up.”

There was a grim silence.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes roved over the class, but they
sought in vain for signs of guilt in any face.

“Very well,” said the Remove master, “
matter drops for the present.”

“If you please, sir ? said Harry Wharton.

The Form-master looked at him, -

“Do you wish to speak, Wharton ?”

“Yes, sir. As captain of the Fomn, I think
I ought to speak,” said Harry firmly. “We
have not seen this letter——"

“T should not care to show it to you.”

“No, sir; but the handwriting——"

“The letter is written in block capitals, and
gives no clue.”

“I do not ask to see it, sir, but I think it only
fair to point out that it might not have been
written by a chap in the Remove. I don’t want
to accuse anybody, but the Form oughtn’t to
be condemned unheard. A fellow in the Upper
Fourth, for instance, might have written the
letter just as easily.”

Mzr. Quelch shook his head.

“Quité as easily, Whazton, no doubt; but he
would have had no motive for doing so. This
letter contains insolent references to myself, such
as could only have come from a Remove boy.
There is no doubt in my mind that the anonymous
letter-writer is in this Form,” went on Mzr.
Quelch.  “The writer cannot pretend to have
any motive but spite and malice, which, so far
as I am aware, were quite unprovoked on my
part. T have always done my best to make my
boys like and respect me.”

“And we do, sir!” exclaimed Haxrry.

Tae GeM LiBrRARY.—No. 1,583.
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“VYes, rather!” chimed in Bob Cherry.

“1 quite. believe you, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch, with a slight smile. “This anonymous
writer 1is, hope, quite alone in the opinion
he is unreasonable enough to hold of me. I am
sorry to say that there is no doubt that the
writer is in the Remove.”

“Then we shall find him out, sir,” said Harry
quietly; and he sat down.

The matter dropped, and lessons began; but
the anonymous letter was certainly more in the
boys’ minds than lessons that morning.

1t had evidently caused more pain than anger
in Mr. Quelch, and most of the juniors were
angry and indignant.

1t was a stigma on the whole Form until the
culprit was discovered. When he was discovered
he was likely to have a warm time at the hands
of the Remove.

Harry Wharton gave Bulstrode one expressive
look. The Remove bully had been guilty of mean
actions enough for it to be quite possible that
he was guilty of this one, too. Bulstrode met
his glance with one of sulky defiance.

Wharton set his lips and waited. When the
class was dismissed the chums of the Remove
went out together, and Harry looked round for
Bulstrode. The latter was sauntering away in
the Close, with his hands in his pockets, and
Harry quickened his pace to overtake him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“What's the trouble?”

“1 am going to speak to Bulstrode.”

““ About the letter?”

“Yes.”

“But you don’t know—

“I'm going to find out.”

Bob Cherry whistled softly. He went with
Wharton, and so did a crowd of Removites, who
read in the Form captain’s face that something
was likely to happen.

Bulstrode had gone under the trees, and he
turned round suddenly as he heard many foot-
steps behind him. He looked surprised to see
the crowd with Wharton.

“Hallo!” he said, with an unpleasant sneer.
“ Are you looking for me?”

“Yes,” said Harry.

“Well, here I am. Want me to captain a
cricket match, or is it simply a testimonial?”
asked the Remove bully.

The. juniors grinned, but Harry Wharton’s face
remained as hard as a rock.

“Tt’s about the letter?”

“What letter?”

“You know well enough,” said Harry angrily.

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders. He seemed
to be deliberately bent upon exasperating the
captain of the Remove as much as possible. And
Wharton’s temper was not of the best. He had
come into rough contact with Bulstrode too often
to have much patience with him.

“How should I know?” said Bulstrode, in an
airy manner. “There are lots of letters, and
I don't know which one you are talking about.
There are twenty-six in the alphabet——"

“I1 am speaking about the anonymous letter
sent to the Head,” said Harry, controlling his
temper with difficulty as the juniors round him
chuckled.

9

“Oh! Are you owning up to it?”

“What ?”

“No good coming to me; you'd better go to
Quelch.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” cackled Skinner.
Tuae Gem Lrary.—No. 1,583.
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“Look here,” said Harry. “Enough of this
rot. I want to know whether you wrote that
letter or not.”

Bulstrode’s eyes glittered.

“You've come to ask me whether I wrote the
anonymous letter ?2”

“And you want an answer?”

“Of course I do!”

“There it is, then!”

Bulstrode drove his fist fairly inte Harry
Wharton’s face, and the junior, taken utterly by
surprise, fell to the ground, and lay there dazed.

Wharton versus Bulstrode!

66N FHAME |”
There was a moment’s silence after the
blow, and then that shout rang out on
all sides.

Bulstrode glared about him fiercely.
angry and scornful looks on all sides

Wharton lay on the ground, utterly dazed by
the fierce blow. He had never expected such
a blow without the slightest warning. Bulstrode
had struck with savage force, and Wharton was
dazed for some minutes.

Bob Cherry had made a movement to spring
upol? the Remove bully, but Nugent dragged him
back. -

“Hold on, Bob !”

(43 Bllt—'”

“Leave him to Wharton.”

Bob gritted his teeth.

“Right 1

He knelt beside his chum and raised him from
the ground. There was a lump forming under
Wharton’s left eye, and the eye was partially
closed. He looked dizzy, and he staggered as he
was helped to his feet. His eyes blazed as he
looked at the bully of the Remove.

“You—you coward !”

Bulstrode flushed a dull red, but he did not
reply. The hisses of the juniors were ringing in
his ears.

“You coward |” said Wharton. “ You wouldn't
have done that so easily if I had been ready!
Put up your fists

“T1l put them up willingly enough !” sneered
Bulstrode. “Do you think you’re going to bully
me because you've licked me once? If you do
youw've made a mistake! Come on!”

Nugent held Wharton’s arm.

“You're not fit to tackle him now, Harry,” he
said quietly. “Leave it for a bit.”

“I don’t care! I can handle him !”

He met

“Come on, then!” said Bulstrode. “I'm
ready ! ~ 3 ?
“T wouldn’t touch him,” said Ogilvy. “A chap

who writes an anonymous letter isn’t fit for a
decent fellow to fight with !”

“Quite right!” said Russell.
alone !

Bulstrode’s eyes blazed.

“So you’'ve made up your minds on that peint?”
he said thickly. “You believe that I wrote the

“Let the cad

letter to the Head 2

“You haven’t said that you didn’t.”

“And if T do say that I didn’f, will you believe
me ?” sneered Bulstrode. “ You’ve made up your
mindfs on the subject without asking for any
proof.”

“T don’t see where proof could be gotf,” said
Hazeldene. “We can’t have the letter to see.
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But the way you answered Wharton wasn’t the
way of a chap who was innocent.”

“T’ll answer you in the same way if you begin
jawing, Vaseline! T’m ready for you, Wharton !

“T’ll make you sorry for that blow, you cad !”
said Wharton, between his teeth. :

No more time was wasted in words. In the
midst of the ring of excited juniors the old
enemies faced each other.

It was not the first time they had fought. At
one time the advantage had been with Bulstrode,
and he had made merciless use of it. Since then
training had done much for Harry, and he had
licked the bully of the Remove in a stand-up fight
that was still talked about among the juniors.
Besides Mark Linley, the junior from Lancashire,
he was the only fellow in the Remove who could
do it. Bven the sturdy Bob Cherry was no match
for Bulstrode.

But Wharton was not in form now. That stun-
ning blow had hurt him more than he realised.
His head was still singing, his left eye was almost
closed, and he felt dizzy. And Bulstrode, who
was evidently in a savage temper, was a
«dangerous opponent at that moment.

The fight was hard and fierce, and punishment
was about equally balanced at first. Many times
Wharton’s usually careful guard was wanting, and
?ulstrode’s heavy fists crashed home upon his
ace.

There was a general exclaiming among the
crowded spectators as one of the fighters was seen
to fall, and it was Harry Wharton.

He went down with a heavy bump, laid on the
ground by a terrific upper-cut that had caught him
fairly on the point of the chin. Bulstrode stood
over him, with blazing eyes.

It seemed to the Remove bully almoest too good
to be true, but he was licking Wharton at last.
His face showed the intense satisfaction it gave
him. From two or three voices came a faint cheer
for Bulstrode.

*Go it, Bulstrode !” said Snoop.

Trevor, who was standing next to him, turned
upen his savagely.
“What’s that
demanded. <

Snoop receded a little.

“T suppose I can speak if-I like |” he.snarled.

“No, you can’t! Shut up ! :

It was a little high-handed of Trevor, but Snoop
did shut up. Although Bulstrode was getting the
better of the fight, feeling was strong against him
among the Removites. Few of them doubted now
that Bulstrode was the author of the anonymous
letter. His surly defianee was not the way to con-
vince them of his innocence, if he was innocent. And
the juniors knew that the very advantage he was
now gaining was due to the blow he had struck
before the beginning of the fight.

Whatrton was looking groggy as he staggered to
his feet, but his spirit was undiminished.

“II:TIad enough ?” sneered Bulstrode.

«No 1

And it was Wharton-who attacked again. He
seemed to be collecting himself now, and he
pressed his enemy hard.

A hard left-hander sent Bulstrode in a heap on
the grass, and this time a cheer greeted the fall.

“Bravo, Wharton 1

The Remove bully scrambled up. He was con-
vulsed with rage.” His own success was greeted
with silence or hisses; Wharton’s was cheered.
He fully understood what it meant, and it
maddened him, RS

Straight at "Wharton

you're cackling about?” he

he rushed, and  in a
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moment they were gripping each other, and the
fight was at close quarters.

There was a sudden shout from Morgan:

“Cave 1

But the combatants were too enraged to hear
it. They fought on furiously. :

“Look out !” cried Nugent.
Head 17

Harry Wharton heard him, and he relaxed his
hold upon Bulstrode. But Bulstrode was too
furious to hear or to heed. He simply thought
Harry was slackening, and he freed his right hand
and struck out.

The blow caught Harry on the temple, and he
erashed to the ground.

¢ Shame !

The shout burst irrepressibly from the juniors.
But ‘the next moment there was a grim silence
as the Head’s voice was heard:

3 Boys 1

The Head of Greyfriars looked upon the scene
with contracted brows.

“Harry, here’s the

Guilty, or Not Gailty ?

R. LOCKE looked at the startled, scared
juniors, at Bulstrode, and then at Whaxrton.
Wharton had just staggered up, and he

looked dizzy. Bulstrode stood in an attitude of
sulky defiance, his eyes on the ground. Dr. Locke
looked at them earnestly.

“You two are fichting again ! he said. “What
does this mean? You know that T do not object
to a vound or two with the gloves on in the

gymnasium. But this—this brutal display, and in
the open Close, too. I saw you from my window !”
window !

Wharton flushed scarlet. He realised that he.
ought to have been a little more careful in select-
ing the scene of the explanation with Bulstrode.

“T am sorry, sir !”

“T am glad of that, at all events.
what is this dispute about ?”

The juniors were silent.

“T am waiting !” said the Head icily.

Still Harry did not speak.

“Nugent, you tell me what has caused this!”
said the Head.

Frank Nugent shifted uneasily.

“Tt’s about the letter, sir.”

“What letter 2

“The anonymous letter, sir. Tt looks to some of
us as if Bulstrode wrote it, and he won’t explain.
That’s all, sir.”

“Ah?> Dr. Locke turned {0 the burly
Removite. “Did you write the anonymbdus letter
that reached me this morning, Bulstrode ?”

Bulstrode’s face set obstinately.

“ Answer me !’ thundered the Head.
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Right or Wrong ?

The Speiling Bee on page 5 contained seven
errors. Here are the corrected words:

MEASURABLE
PERPENDICULAR
SUBTERRANEAN

TANGERINE
GRAMOPHONE
VIOLONCELLO

CONSONANT

And, now,

Try again next week.
Tae GEM LiBrary.—No. 1,583,



32

*“1 have nothing to say, sir.”

“Am I to take that as an admission of guilt?”

Bulstrode bit his lip.

I don’t think I ought to be asked the ques-
tion, sir! It’s an insulf to a fellow to ask him if
he wrote an anonymous letter I

“ Ahem | There is certainly something in that.
1 do not like to think that any of the boys could
be guilty of such meanness, and yet it is certain
that a boy in the Remove wrote the letter. T shall
discover him, and the punishment of the culprit
will be a severe one. Do not let me see any more
of this quarre!ling.”

And the Head moved away.
sayage look at Harry Wharton.

“Well, do you want any more?” he asked.

“VYou heard what the Head said.”’

“You can come behind the chapel.”

T shan’t fight you now,” said Wharton. “But
this isn’t the finish. It looks to me as if you wrote
that anonymous letter; but I'm going to find out
who did it, and the chap who did it is going to be
shown up.”

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

“Find out, then!”

And he walked away.

A loud and prolonged hiss from the crowd of
juniors followed him. Bulstrode looked round
savagely as if he had half a mind to charge back
among the Removites and run amok among them.
But he thought better of it, and walked away
furiously. The juniors hissed him till he was out
of hearing. :

“The cad!” said Bob Cherry.
letter—it’s as clear as daylight.”

“Tt looks like it.”

“The clearfulness is terrific.”

“@h, it’s plain enough!” said Russell. “Did
you notice how careful he was to avoid saying a
direct ‘No’ when the Head asked him?”

“VYes, rather!”

“Faith, and he’s as good as owned up

““Oh, I don’t know I”’ said Snoop.

“Qf course you don’t,” said Ogilvy. “ You're
another of the same sort. Birds of a feather.
Hold your tongue !”

43 Bllt 22l

“Oh, shut up!”

There were few voices raised in defence of
Bulstrode. His overbearing ways had made him
many enemies, and there was a general opinion
that he had written the anonymous letter. Direct
proof there could be mnone; but, as Nugent
remarked, the letter had certainly been written
by someone, and such evidence as there was
pointed té Bulstrode.

Harry Wharton walked away with his friends.
He was feeling dazed and sore. He knew that
the Head’s interference in stopping the fight had
saved him from a defeat, and the thought was not
pleasant. Ie would not have borne malice for a
defeat in a fair fight. But he had not had fair
play in his fight with Bulstrode.

He went to the bath-room to wash off, as far as
possible, the signs of battle. There was a sound
of running water in the bath-room as he reached
it. A fat form was leaning over the rim of the
bath.- washing what looked like a photographie
plate under the tap.

“What on earth——"" began Harry.

Billy Bunter blinked round at him.

“Tt's all right, Wharton; I shan't be a minute.
I'm washing my plate. As I had to own up about
old Quelchy’s camera, I thought I might as well
be hung for a sheep as a lamb, you know, so 1
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Bulstrode cast a

“He wrote the
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took a photo before I took the camera back to his
room.’ :

Wharton leoked at the blurred plate curiously.

“Ts that the photo?” he asked.

“Yes; you have to wash the plate under run-
ning water, you know,” said Bunter, with the air
of a professional giving instruction.

As a matter of fact, Bunter’s ideas on the
subject of photography were of the vaguest, and
though he had asked for information in many
quarters, the net result had not been great.
Fellows who dabbled in photography were willing
to tell him things, but some of them told him
more cock-and-bull stories than facts, and Bunter
had not perception enough to distinguish the one
tfrom the other.

Added to that, his intelligence was by no means
of a first-rate order, and he misunderstood half
of what was told him, The jumble of more or
less accurate information in his brain made him
an extremely unsafe person to trust with a

© camera.

“But have you developed it?” asked Harry.

“No; I'm going to develop it afterwards,” said
Bunter innocently. “You see, you take the photo
first, and then you wash the plate under running
water, and then you develop it in the fixing
solution, so Micky Desmond told me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at.”

“Ha, ha! Micky was pulling your leg, you
young ass! You've spoiled the plate by expesing
it to the light before developing and fixing it.”

“Oh, really, Wharton | :

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Billy Bunter blinked at his plate in dismay.

“TIt does look rather smudgy,” he confessed. “I
thought perhaps that was due to my accidentally
rubbing my fingers over it, though.” .

“My hat! It ought to be a beauty altogether !”
laughed Wharton.

Bunter disconsolately carried away the plate
which he had been patiently washing under the
tap for the past ten minutes, and Wharton pro-
ceeded to bathe his face. But he could not remove
all the signs of battle, There still remained a cuf
on the lip and a big lump under his left eye, and
E_ob Cherry grinned a little when Harry rejoined

im.

“Does it look wvery bad?” asked Harry
anxiously. >

“N-no. Of course, it doesn’t improve your
beauty.”

“1 was thinking about Marjorie. We're going
to see her to-morrow, and—and I don’t want her
to think I'm always fighting.”

“Oh, I dare say it will tone dewn by to-
morrow I’ said Bob Cherry consolingly. “That
black lump will be an art shade of blue, and 2

COhy mahel

&
Barred!

HE next day one thing was very noticeable in
the Remove—Bulstrode was barred ! There
had been no formal motion on the subject;

the fellows dropped into the way of it, and is
came about gradually.

At bed-time several had said good-night to himi,
but in the morning when the Remove arose no
one addressed a remark to Bulstrode.

Even his own chums, Stott and Skinner, were
“standoffish.” Hven Snoop, who, as a rule,
toadied to Bulstrode for the sake of protection,
looked the other way now.

Bulstrode was barred !
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your choice. If you speak to me, I shall

jer you I won’t join in sending anybedy to
ventry unless the proof’s as clear as sunlight
ainst him. But I haven’t any axe tc grind.”
He turned and walked away. Bulstrode
“quickened his pace and overtook him. There was
ance expression on the face of the burly
wovite.

S say, Linley, I'm sorry! I—I didn’t mean
~that ; y thuse cads have ragged me into a state
. of nerves!” he said awkwardly.
you are,”. said Lunley, his face bright-
“It’'s all right! I might have taken
quietly, too. I’'m sorry!”

- Buls ‘ode riodded and walked away.

He passed the Famous Four, who were going

o the junior cricket ground with their

and he favoured them with a dark scowl

‘Gherry and Nugent took no notice of him,
rry. Wharton stopped.

n a munute!” he said.

at chap.”

let him alone,” said Nugent.

n apother row.”

't be a minute.”

de stopped and looked round as - he

~ Wharton hastening after him. There was

ous light in his eyes. ]

what do you want?” he asked. “Have

wme to finish that little affair we left un-

esterday ? T'm quite ready.”

said Wharton, keeping his hands at his

sides. “I don’t want a row with you. I—"
“Perhaps yvouve found out that you're not

such a eat fighting-man as you believed,”

Bi ode. “Youd have been licked

t interfered, and you know it.”

ed his shoulders.

L

“1 want to

“It will

‘* about it afterwards.

“ Never mind that now. I want to speak about
the anonymous letter. ' All the fellows helieve
that you sent it.” < P

“Yes—you've fixed that for me”

“I’ve had nothing to do with it—only it looks
like it. If you sent it you ought to be eut by
every decent feliow in the school. 1 thought
you sent it—and the way you've acted doesn’t
look innocent, Bulstrode. But—well, I'd like you
{o have the benefit of the doubt.”

“Do you mean to say that you would believe
me if I denied having sent it7”° asked Bulstrode,
with the same unpleasant sneer on his face.

“’I’ don’t know. But you haven’t denied if

f

“And I don’t mean to. You can belicve that
T sent it if you choose. I dem’t care for your
opinion; and the Form can go hang! You've
taken my place here; and I detest the whole set
of you,” said Bulstrode bitterly. “I won’t say
a word.”

“That isn’t the way to prove your imnocence,
if you are innocent.”

“1 domt care to prove it.”

“Very well; have your own way.”

And Wharton rejoined his chums, with his face
still troubled. Bulstrode’s mannper was against
him, certainly; yet Wharton could not hel
having strong doubts on the subjeet.  Adfter all,
a fellow who was mean enough to send an
anonymous letter would be mean enough to lie
If Bulstrode had really
written that letter, surely he would have denied
point-blank any knowledge of it.

“Well, what's th. verdict?” asked Bob Cherry.

“He has nothing to say.”

“Qh, he’s guiity!” =
; Tue Gexm Lisrary.—No. 1,585,
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“1 don’t know.”

“Blessed if I understand you, Wharton. You've
always been enemies, and now you're sticking up
for him when he’s done a mean, crawling, rotten
sort_of thing.”

“Yes—if he did it!

“How 7

“J don’t know yet. I must think it out.
ge: down to the cricket.”

And in the cricket practice the chums of the
Remove forgot, for the time, the anonymous
letter, and Bulstrode, too.

Bulstrode walked under the trees, with his
Lands thrust deep into his trousers pockets, and

T mean to find out.”

Let’s

Next Wednesday’s Star Programme

“BETRAYED BY HIS COUSIN!”

Martin Clifford’s gripping yarn of a St.
Jim’s junior who schemes to bring dis-
grace on his own cousin.

_“BARRED BY THE REMOVE!”

Furcher exciting chapters of Frank

Richards' great story. Read how the

anonymous letter-writer of the Remove
is exposed !

Order Your GEM Early

a sullen scowl on his face. He had always been
the head of a little set in the Remove, and un-
accustomed to solitude, and so his isolation cuf
bam very deeply. - Yet he had shown the surliest
side of his nature to one or two fellows who would
have treated him better.

Under the “trees, he came in sight of Snoop,
who ! pretended not to see lum, taking another
path to aveid the meeting. Bulstrode gritted his
teeth, and, quickening his pace, caught up the
@ad of the Remove and grasped him by the
‘shoulder,

“Btop, you worm!” he said savagely.

“ Snooep ‘stopped. -

. “Hallo!”. he said.
Bulstrode.” :

: %)on’t lie to me | You saw me, right enough 1*

“You were trying to sneak away without
speaking,” said Bulstrode, regarding the other
with a look of bitter scorn. “ You—you toady !

“I- dido’t see you,
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I suppose you would manage to see me next time
you wanted to borrow some tin. You worm! Se
even you think that I srote that letter, eh?” -
Snoop shifted uncomfortably from one" Foof
to another. :
“N-n-n-no, I don’t, Bulstrode. I—1I think very
likely Wharton wrote it, and is trying to put it
on you,” stammered Snoop. =
~You lying litfle beast!” said Bulstrode.
“You know very well Wharton diduw's do ‘any-
thing of the sort. Get out of my sight, bafore
I jump on yout” !
Snoop gladly got out of his sight. Bulstrode
stood lost in gloomy reflection till his meditations
were broken in upon by a squeaky voice. :
“I say, Skinner——"’
Bulstrode looked round. i
“Oh, is it you, Bulstrode?” said Billy Bunter,
blinking at him through his glasses. “I suppose
I ought not to be speaking to you, as yowre
sent to Coventry, but I don’t believe in being
hard on you. Of course, it was mean to \write an
anonymous letter, but we all know what to expect
of you. That's how I took it. I say, Bulstrode,
Pve been disappointed about a postal order.. Do
you think you could manage to lend me five bob
till to-morrow morning ?”

Buﬁgrode looked at him grimly, - without
speaking. :
“You chall have it back in the morning,

honour bright,” rattled on Billy Bunter. <My
postal order may come to-night, or, at the latest,
by first post in the morning. And leok here,
Bulstrode, I know you must be feeling ‘pretiy
rotten now, with all the fellows giving you the
cold shoulder over that anomymous letter busi-
ness. I don’t mind talking to you a bit, on the
quiet, you know, when the other fellows are not
about. Of course, it wouldn’t do to be scen tallk-
ing to a chap like you. But—  Ow—owl!
What are vou up to?”

“You fat worm "

“Ow! Don’t shake me like that! Youw'll make
my glasses fall off, and if they get brokeu voudl
bhave to pay for them, so 1 tell youw! ~Owi
Ow-ow-ow 17 .

Billy Bunter sank, gasping, in the grass, and
sat there dazed
walked away. :

(Bulstrode's having an unhappy tinme in the
Remove. Is ke veally guilty of sending the in-

sulting letter to the Head ? Look out for mext

week’s startling developments.)

WEBLEY AIR PISTOLS  ,
Marvellously :
accurate for
target practice. -
No licence required fo purchase
Senior 45/-, Mark 1 32/6, ¢
Junior 21/-, Webley Air Rifle 95/-

Write for List. WEBLEY & SCOTT LTD.,
197, WEAMAN STREET, BIRMINGHAM, ENG, .

T R IAN G u LA R PKT. FREE.—Holland Tl‘inngular,—

Estonia, Luxembourg, 56

GREECE, Bohemia, South Australia Cenfenary. Postage 2d.;

Tequest approvals.—Robinson Bros. (A), Moreton, Wirral,
200 DIFFERENT, incl. Airmail, Béau-
tiful Uncommon Sefs. Pictorial ‘Cﬂlﬂnigﬁ.‘
Price 6d. " (Abroad . 1j& HI
ENGINE LANE, LY

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS -
it PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER. ::

Printed in England and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleciway House, -
Adyertisement offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Strect, London, 5.0.4. i
r Subscription rates: 5
months. Sole Agents for Ausfralia and New Zealand: Moessrs, Gordon & Goteh, Ltd,, and for South Africa :

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
i0r. transmission by Canadian Magazing Post.

Agency, Ltd.—Saturday, June 18tH, 1938

Registered |
Inland and abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s ix

. Bd. for six
Central News
EOLG s

and blinking, as Bulstrode

different; -

. WORCS..

¥
1
%
"




