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THE MORE TICKLISH THE QUERIES, THE BETTER | LIKE ’EM!

C. K., of Loughborough, Leicestershire, writes:
1 enclose a list of tunes I think a")}?ly to some
1

well-known S8t. Jim's charaeters. What do you
think of them? DBe frank! Cutts—*The Man
Who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo.” Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy—"“On the Sentimental Side.”
Knox—"“In the Still of the Night.” Grundy—
"Did You Ever Sce a Dream Walking ?” Buck
IMinn—" Cowboy.” Taggles—* He's Dead, but He
Won't Lie Down!” Trimble—"It's a Sin to
Tell a Lie.” Lowther—*“Look Up and Laugh.”
Herries—* Me and My Dog.” Mr. Ratcliff—" He
Never Smiled Again.”  All the best !

ANsweR: Jeepers crcepers, but yow've eleaned
sume windows! I suggest you serchade each of
your vietims in turn, and see how they like their
signature tune. Svme of them may not consider
your choice © the sweetest song in the werld,” of
course; 8o, if 1 were you, when you do your
serenading P'd beeome an “umbrella man "—
nothing like @ gamp to keep off the “showers”
that may deseend on your wmnoeent head! Tell
yon one you missed out—Kildare calling “ Lights
Qut!” What about “ Our Scrgeant-Major "7

“ A Canadian of St. Catharines,
Ontario, writes:

As you're so bright, tell me the number of
players in a lacrosse team, and name the different
positions.

ANSWER: Thanks for your “bright” note on
pink notepaper. Hope wyou're “in the pink.”
Laerosse, you said? Twelve a side, and the posi-
tions are: No. 1, goal; No. 2, puint; No. §,
rpecr-point; Noo 8, third man; Nos. 5 and 6,
defence fields; ¥o. 1, centre; Nos, 8 und 9, atlack
fickds; N0, 10, third home; No. 11, sceond home;
No. 12, first home. Mean to say you live in
Canada, where they play lacrusse a lut more than
we dv, and you have to ask mef

“Chikko,” of Peabody Estate,
Junction, S.W.11, writes:

Nanmoes of the Fifth and Sixth, both School
louse and New Ilouse, please. Also, please ask
Martin Clifford to put in photos, hecause I cut
out the boys and stick them in a book; then I
know who's who. Can we have a story about
Durrance? P.8.—1I like Crooke!

AnsweR: Lists of Kildare's and Lcfevrc's men
may appear when space permits. I can just
“ picture ” you engaged in your pagtime, with all
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Inquirer,”

Clapham

Jack Blake's here to answer your lktters and
deal with your queries. Write to him cfe
The GeM, Fleetway House, Furringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. Be as candid a3 you like—Jack
Blake likes a plain spcaker, being by nature a
John Blunt hkimself! But keep your letter
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your-
self for reproduction on this page. No photos
cun be returned.

our bright young faces “stuck * in an album? Pl
sce; but I doubt if enough photos are available.
Story request passed to proper quarter, P.S.—
No aecounting for tastes, is there?

Jack Henderson, of South Shields, writes:

The GeM has been my favourite periodical for
more than three years now, and I play twenty-
four cricket matches between $t. Jim’s and Grey-
friars each scason. Can you tell me:

1. Is George Herries the 8t. Jim's wicket-
kecper?

2. Who is the captain of Claremont?

3. Names of any Redclyfie or St. Jude’s boys?

4. Name of the Greyfriars wicket-keeper?

5. Rugger XV for Lower School at 8t. Jim's?

Best of luck with your cricket this scason !

ANSWER:

1. Herries “kecps”; but Kerr often “ keeps,”
ton.

2. Teddy Baxter.

3. Fane skippers Redelyffe; Lunn, St. Jude's.

4, Bulstrode.

5. We don't play Rugger.

You didn't say who usually wins the 24-match
tournament. D'm dying to know.

“ A Girl Reader,” of Winnersh, Berks, writes:

Please let me know if Kerr is in the St. Jim's
footer cleven? Also, what day in the year de
the Third Form take their annual bath? Tell
Gussy I wish I could borrow him te sing my
schoolmistress enc of his tenor solos.

Answer: Kerr plays at left-back. Your second
question has already made me the nrost unpo wlar
figure among the Third. The merest hint that I
wanted to know how often they washed brought
sich a storm of books, papers, pens, paper darts,
old caps, satchels, files, and various articles that
I retrcated from the vicinity of the Third Form
Room with more haste than decorum. I'd do
anything for a lady, but don't ask me to put such
a searching question to the Third at St. Jim’s
again, It simply won’t “wash ! I see you have
a grudge against your schoolmistress. I take it
that is your only reason jor wanting to inflict one
of Gussy's solos on her? Or maybe she's deaf?
Gussy looks quite benign while he's singing. I's
only the sound that hurts!



BE WHO LAUGHS LAST LAUGHS LOUDEST!

THAT'S WHAT TOM MERRY & CO.

OF S8T. JIM'S BAY AFTER——

| \\W] “

ON THE CARPET!

RATTY IS RATTY !

" ATTY, the old ass!” said Monty Lowther.
Mr. Ratcliff, Housemaster of the New
House at St. jim’s, gave quite a ]um%

It was morning break at 8t. Jim’s, and Mr.
Ratcliff was coming away from the Fifth Form
Room. The Form-room being in the School
House, Rateliff naturally passed plenty of School
House fellows on his way to his own House.
Among others, he passed Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther of the Shell,

And as he passed, Monty Lowther made that
remark.

It was enough to make him jump.

Mr. Ratcliff knew that he was not popular in

cliff did not like it, Probably he did not himself
discern its suitability, And even if he had liked
Ratty as a nickname, he could hardly have liked
“old ass.” The sweetest-tempered schoolmaster
that ever was could not have liked that.

Mr. Ratcliff came to a halt, and fixed a deadly
eye on the Terrible Three of the Shell.

He was deeply incensed, but he was as much
surprised as angry. Really, it required an un-
common nerve for any fellow to say “Raitty,
the old ass!” for him to hear as he passed. A
Housemaster’s caning, if not a Head’s flogging,
was the only possible sequel.

The three Shell fellows were not looking to-
wards Mr. Ratcliff. They did not seem to see him.
They were looking towards the %:Ltes. where old

the

the 8chool House. He Taggles, orter, could
was not, in fiu_ft, popuﬁr . ge;dse%n m.its: ]:hhe lo&lgo.
in his own House. e aggles had a dee
was not popular at all Spank‘ng New frown on his face as i[;

he Enew that— something had annoyed

smong thempelves—
juniors referred to him
a8 “Ratty.” It was a
name that, in the opinion
of the wer School,
seemed to suit him. No
nickname could have been
more accurately descrip-
tive of his temper.

But, suitable &8s that
nickname was, Mr. Rat-

b
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him. Often something did.
Playful little attentions
from light-hearted juniors
did not amuse Taggles;
they exasperated him,
But Mr. Ratcliff did not
glance towards Taggles in
the distance. He was no#
thinking of Taggles. He
was thinking of those
three young rascals, and
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the amazing impudence of one of them in saying,
“Ratty, the old ass|” out quite loud as he passed.

“The silly old ass—" went on Lowther.

He got no further.

Ratcliff swooped.

Monty Lewther, in his turn, jumped as =
rather bony hand gripped the back of his collar.
He spun round, staring.

“What the thump——" he ejaculated.

“What the dickens——" exclaimed Tom
Merry.

“What—" exclaimed Manners,

“Impudent young rascal!” gas
clif. “Come with me! Come wit
I shall take you to your Housemaster1 Come

“Leggo my collar |” howled Monty Lowther.
“What do you mean?”

“Come|” hooted Mr. Ratcliff.

“Is anything the matter, sir?” asked Tom
Merry blankly.

“Come, also, Merry, and you, Manners| You
aro all involved in this unexampled impudence !”
roared Mr. Ratcliff. “I shall take all three of
you to Mr. Railton, and demand the most
exemplary punishment. Come 1”

Mr. Ratcliff started back to the School House,
jerking Monty Lowther along bﬁ his collar.

Monty went—he had to go! Ratty’s grip was
like a vice. And Monty could hardly punch a
Housemaster, or hack his shins. And there was
no other way to make Ratty let go.

Tom Merry and Manners followed.

The sight of a School House junior being
marched along by the collar by the New House
master drew quite a lot of attention. Dozens of
fellows crowded up. .

“What's the wow, deah boys?” inquired
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form.

“Goodness knows |” answered Tom Merrf.

“What's Lowther done?” asked Jack Blake.

“Nothing that I know of.”

Mr. Rateliff glared round.

“ Merry, how dare you! I heard what Lowther
said! It was said intantiona.lli for me to hear!
How dare you say you do not know what he has
done! I have never heard of such insolence |
Come, Lowther !
box your ears!”

“What the dickens have I done?” howled
Lowther.

“Hilence! Come["”

Mr. Rateliff marched Lowther into the House.
Tom Merry and Manners followed at his heels,
and a whole army of School House fellows fol-
lowed behind them, It was quite a spot of
excitement in morning break.

“Ratty’s ratty about something,” murmured
Herries, not for Mr. Ratcliff to hear.

“That ass, Lowther—"" remarked Digby.

& " %ut what has he done?” asked Talbot of the
hell.

“ Nobody seems to know."”

Mr. Ratcliff arrived at the study of Mr,
Railton, the Housemaster of the School House.
With his disengaged hand he banged on that
door, and opened 1t. .

He marched Monty Lowther in by the collar.

Mr. Railton stared and jumped to his feet.

“Mr. Ratoliff, what does this mean?” he ex-
claimed. “Kindly release that boy’s collar at
once |

“I have brought this boy to you!” hooted Mr,
Ratcliff.

“T will not have a boy of my House taken by
the collar, sir!” exclaimed the School House
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d Mr. Rat-
me at once !

If you lag behind me, 1 will

" he belon,
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master. “Before you say a word more, release
that junior!”

The bony hand relaxed its grip on Monty
Lowther’s collar. Lowther, with a crimson face,
proceeded to set his collar and tie straight.

“Now, sir, what has this junior done?” asked
Mr. Railton.

“I will tell you what he has done, sir!”
answered -Mr, R&tcliff, in a voice that could
heard by two or three dozen fellows outside the
study. “1 will tell you, sir, the unexam led in-
solence of which this boy has been guilty! If
to iny House, sir, I should take him
to Dr. Holmes, and request that he should be
expelled from the school |”

“Bai Jove! What on earth has that duffah
Lowthah done?” floated in at the open door.

“Silence there, please!” ra}ﬁped Ir. Railton.
“] am waiting, Mr. Ratcliff, to hear what
Lowther has done.”

“I desire to know, sir, whether & School House
boy is allowed to insult & member of Dr. Holmes'
staff ” shouted Mr, Ratcliff. “I desire to know,
sir, whether a School House boy is allowed to
allude to your colleague; eir, by an insulting snd
opprobrious nickname 7’

“Certainly not|”

“ And whether, sir, he is allowed to describe
a master in this ! by an insulting epithet!”
_ “Most _assuredly not! Lowther, if you have
insulted Mr. Ratcliff—""

“] haven't, sirI” gasped Monty.

“Do you dare to deny your own words, spoken
to these two boys in my hearing?” thundered
Mr. Ratcliff. )

“Lowther, tell me at once what you said of

Mr. Ratcliff I exclaimed the ool House
master,

“Nothing, sir!”

“Upon my word!” g;sped Mr. Rateliff.
“Such untruthfulness, such barefaced efirontery |
He uttered the words to these two boys. I heard

e‘:?lﬁ oy I,;l t did Lowth ing M
erry, what di er say concerni r.
R &

“ Nothing, sir!” answered Tom.
spoke to him at all.”

“We never. knew Mr., Rateliff was there ‘till he
suddenly grabbed Lowther by the collar, sir!”
said Manners. Nobod¥ sald s single word
about him that I know of.”

Mr. Ratcliff’s face grew purple. Mr. Railton's
was quite perplexed.

“Such barefaced falsehoods—" gasped Mr.
Rateliff.

“I hope you will take our word, sir, if Mr. Rat-
cliff does not!” said Tom Merry. “None of us
said a word about him. We never knew he was
there. I can’t understand how he's making such
8 mistake 1”

Mr. Ratcliff gurgled with wrath.

“This is extraordinary!” said Mr. Railton
“Mr. Rateliff, will iou kindl,y tell me what yov
heard this boy Lowther say 1’

“I do not care, sir, to repeat his disrespectful
msolence—"

“Unless I know what the boy has done, sir, I
can hardly judge the matter,” said the School
House master. “It appears to me that there
must be some mistake—"'

“Mistake, sir?” roared Mr. Ratcliff. “There
is no mistake, sirl I will tell you, sir, if you
insist, what this disrespectful 1im.m rascal said
as I was passing him, gir! e alluded to m
gir, by a disrespectful nickname—a foolish

“He never
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impudent corruption of my surname—the word
‘Ratty,” sir [*

“Oh I” gasped Lowther.

“He further described me, sir, as an old ass[”
bawled Mr. Ratcliff. “Those were his words,
sir!| You have forced me to repeat his insolence !
I hope now, sir, that you are satisfied 1”

“Oh crikey !” stuttered Lowther.

“Oh crumbs !” breathed Tom Merry.

Manners grinned.

“Lowther I” Mr. Railton picked up his cane.
“I can hardly credit that you were guilty of
such disrespect—such insolence—but Mr. Ratcliff's
a;atﬁmenb eaves no doubt on the subject. I
shall—”

“Oh gum !” gasped Monty Lowther. “It's a
mistake, sir— Ha, =
laughing,

“Are you Lowther ?” thundered
Mr. Railton.
“Ohl No, sir! I—I mean, I—I never said—

I mean, I didn’t know Mr. Ratcliff was there!
I wasn't speaking of Mr. Ratcliff " gasped Monty
Lowther. *I said, ‘ Ratty, the old ass’—I know
that; but—"

“He admits it !” barked Mr. Ratcliff.

“But I wasn’t speaking of Mr. Ratcliff, sir|”
E‘aspad Lowther. “I was speaking of old
agmles |7
“Taggles 1" “The
school porter 1

“Yes, sirl Taggles is shirty—"

“What?"

“I—I mean, waxy—"

“You mean what ?”

“] mean ratty, sir—I mean, in a bad temper !*
Elsp‘ed Monty. “Somebody asked him whether
e was ninety, or only eighty-nine, and he got
cross. He yapped at me—I mean, he yapped
at the fellow who asked him——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” floated in from the passage.

*“ And Tom asked me what was up with Taggles,
and I said, * Ratty, the old ass!’" That was all,
sir, I wasn’t speaking of Mr. Ratcliff I”

“0Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Railton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from outside.

“Bai Jove, you fellows, that’s feahfully
funnay, isn’t it? Fanoy Mr. Wateliff thinkin'—
Ha, ha, ha!”

*Will you be silent?” called out Mr. Railton.
“Go away—leave the passage at once! TUpon
my word |” Mr Railton’s face was twitching.

The crowd outside moved off, howlinf with
laughter. It was not easy for Mr. Railton to
avoid joining in the laugh. Ratty’s mistake was
so utterly ludicrous.

Mr. Ratcliff’s face was a study!

It was true that “Ratty ” was his nickname.
Nevertheless, it was an adjective in quite common
use. Monty Lowther had not been saving
“Ratty, the old ass!” because he was passing.
He had been saying ‘“Ratty, the old ass!”
because Taggles was wrathy about that little
f,Oke on his venerable age! Mr. Ratcliff’s face

ad been red with wrath. Now it was positively
scarlet.

“Dear me I” said Mr. Railton. “I—I thought
that there must be some mistake in this matter.
Evidently there has been a mistake!” He sup-
pressed & laugh which he found as difficult to
suppress as a sneeze. °‘ Lowther was not alluding
to a—a—a nickname—— Dear me! He was
making quite an ordinary remark, Mr., Ratcliff.
A misapprehension on your part——"

Mr. Ratcliff looked at him. He looked at the
Terrible Three—all three grinning. He looked
at Mr. Railton again. Then, without a word,

repeated Mr. Railton.

b

Ii,a.(t.itylrevolved on his axis and swept out of the
study

He had nothing more to say. Really, there was
nothing to be said. He had, with his usual
readiness to take offence, made a ridiculous
mistake, and he was only anxious to get off the
scene and hide his blushes.

He departed for his House at an unusual specd,
followed by howls of laughter from crowds of
8School House fellows.

In Mr. Railton’s study, the Terrible Three
waited for dismissal.

Mr. Railton opened his lips twice—but shut
them again without speaking. He knew that he
would laugh if he spoke. Finally, he made a
gesture of dismissal, and the three Shell fellows,
grinning, left the study. The door had hardly
closed on them when Railton could hold it mno
longer.

“Ha, ha, ha!” they heard from the study as
they went down the passage.

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Tom Merry & Co. as

they went.

“Bai Jove, vou fellows!” yelled Arthur
Augustus, as thev came out of the House. * Fancy
old Watty— a, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

It was quite a merry break that morning at
8t. Jim’s. The School House fellows were still
chuckling and chortling when the bell rang for
third school.

—

BAGGY WANTS TO KNOW !
6 FTAH tea!” id Arth A t
A T ea sai rthur ugustus

cy.
“We shall have to be jolly careful I’
said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus.
“The old towah is out of bounds, and it won't de
to be spotted goin’ there.”

“ Better go one at a time,” said Herries.

“That’s the idea !” agreed Digby.

“Yaas, we can twickle in one at a time and
gathah in the ewypt, and then——"

“Bhut up, Gussy!” said Jack Blake hastily.

“Weally, Blake—*

“There’s Trimble listening, with his ears a
yard long, fathead!"

“QOh, bai Jove!”

Baggy Trimble of the Fourth gave Jack Blake
a glare. At the warning that the long-eared
Baggy was in the offing the four chums of
Study No. 6 shut up immediately, like oysters.

It was fearfully exasperating to Baggy.

There was some secret on!

Baggy lnew that.

What the secret was, Baggy Trimble did not
know. As it was no business of his, he wanted
to know. He was, in fact, burning with curiosity.
Seven fellows were in the secret. Baggy knew
that much. Three Shell fellows and four of the
Fourth.

There was some topic among Tom Merry &
Co. which they disecussed among themselves, and
which they ceased to discuss if any other fellows
drew mear.

Baggy had caught a word here and there which
whetted his curiosity. He had heard Tom Merry
say to Manners and Lowther, in break, “Not a
word about it to a soul!”

Baggy wondered what there was not to be a
word sﬁout.

When the juniors went in to third school he
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had heard Blake say to Arthur Augustus D’Aroy:
“Mind you douw’t let it out before those New
House rotters !” .

After third school the seven had gathered in
a group in the quad, and Baggy, lingering in
the offing, had heard Arthur Augustus remark:
*1 twust you Shell chaps have not let it out I”

Now, azter dinner, Study No. 6 were talkin
again in a group, and Baggy Trimble drifte
near, with his large ears pricked up to hear;
and this time he caught several sentences before
Blake spotted him, and there was silence.

The four Fourth Formers shut up on the spot,
much to Baggy's wrath and disappointment, and
walked away. . :

It was quite puzzling, and fearfully interesting
to Baggy Trimble. The Paul Pry of the Schoo
House always wanted to know; and now he
wanted to know more than ever.

What that secret might be, he could not guess;
but evidently, from what Study No. 6 had been
saying, it had something to do with the old tower
and the crypt under it—a spot which was strictly
out of bounds for all 8t. Jim’s fellows, being in
& ruinous and more or less dangerous state.

Baggy, when he wanted to know, was mnot
easily geatan. Study No. 6 having walked out
of range of hia long ears, he looked for the
Terrible Three. He spotted those three cheery
youths sitting in a row on one of the old benches
under the ancient elma,

From a distance, Ba.ggy could see that they
were deep in talk. He had no doubt that they
were discussing this mysterious secret, whatever
it waas.

Evidently, to Baggy, these fellows were up to
something. It must be, Baggy thought, some-
thing pretty bad, as they were so fearfully secret
about it

The crypt under the old ruined tower was a
remote and secluded spot. Besides being out of
bounds, it was dark, damp, dismal, and rather
dangerous; not the sort of place to attract any
fellow. There had been & row once, Baggy re-
membered, concerned with that very spot, some
black sheep having gathered there to plai cards
and smoke cigarettes, far from the ken of
masters and prefects, Baggy wondered if it was
something of this kind that was on.

Certainly, Tom Merry & Co. were hardly to
be suspected of following in the footsteps of
Racke and Crooke and Mellish and the other
black sheep of the House. But if it wasn't that,
what was it? Besides, Bagg,y tho_uqht it prob-
able that those fellows weren't so jolly “pi™ as
they made out. Baggy had a way of judging
others by himself, and so he naturally hadn’t
a very high opinion of anybody.

Anyhow, Baggy was ﬁoing to know !

He did not approach the Terrible Three as
they sat in talk. He circled round and got
behind the big old elm against which the bench
backed.

A fellow could stop and lean on a tree-trunk
if he liked, and if fellows were talking on the
other side of that tree it was their own look-out !

Leaning his podgy back on that elm, which he
recached without a sound, Baggy heard a voice
round the massive trunk—that of Tom Merry:

“Mustn't forget to take a torch.”

“No; it will be black as a hat in the orypt,”
said Mauners.

Baggy’s little fishy eyes gleamed.

It was the erypt again. Evidently the Terrible
Three were discussing that mysterious secret.
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“And we'd better not be spotted going there,”
said Monty Lowther., “It would mean a row.

zﬂa!gould rdly tell Railton what we are going
or I”
“Ha, hal Nol Hardly!*

If that did not refer to smokes and cards,
Baggg Trimble did not know what it could refer
to. Obviously—to Baggy—fellows could not be
going secretly to that dim old orypt for law-
abiding purposes.

“It was a spot of real luck that we got on to
this,” ’l];'orn erry was going on. “Last night
w

“Shush—here come those New House rotiers!”
said Manners.

And Tom Merry “shushed” promptly a1
Figgins & Co. of the New House strolled up._

F:ggms, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn were grinni
. “You fellows talking about anything private
inquired Figgins affably. “I.iy you are, you
might like to know that there’s a fat slug stiok-
ing on the other side of that tree I*

“What I” ejaculated all three Shell fellows
together.

“Oh jiminy |* came a startled exclamation
from the other side of the elm, and a podgy
figure shot into sudden flight.

“Trimble |” ejaculated the Terrible Three
together.

“That fat swab—listening as usual !” exclaimed
Manners, ‘“Boot him |

I
Three 8hell fellows rushed after Trimble.
Figgins & Co. were left grinning. They were
rivals and deadly foes of the School House, but,
having spotted Baggy at his eavesdrqpping
game, they had given that friendly warning,

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were
glad of it—Baggy Trimble was not. Baggy shot
across the quad at breathless speed.

But three pursuers were close behind.

Thud, thu(f: thud |

Three boots landed, one after another. Three

successive fearful yells pealed from Baggy
Trimble. -
“Give him some morel” exelaimed Tom
Merry.

“Boot him right round the quad!” panted
Lowther.

“Yarooch!” roared Baggy. He put on a
desperate spurt, and careered wildly round the
corner of the gym.

Baggy, of course, could not see round corners,
and he had no idea that Cutts and St. Leger
of the Fifth were lounging there till he got
round the corner. Then it was too late.

Baggy crashed into Gerald Cutts’ waistooat.
Cutts of the Fifth went over backwards as if a
ten-ton lorry had hit him. He landed on his

back—and Baggy Trimble sprawied over his
legs, roaring.
“(Oood gad!” ejaculated Bt, Leger, staring

down at them.
“ What—who—" spluttered Cutts.
He struggled up, grabbing Trimble,

The next second, Tom Merry, Manners, snd
Lowther came whooping round the corner, They
were going too fast to stop. There was another
crash, and Cutts, Trimble, and Bt. Leger went
down together.

“Qh, my hat!” ia.eped Tom.

“Cut!” gurgled Lowther.

They cut—promptly. ) ) )

Cutts scrambled up again, frantic with rage
The Terrible Three had vanished like ghosts
at cockcrow. Fortunately—for Cutts, not_for
Trimble—Baggy was still in his grasp. Cutls
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proceeded to deal with Baggy—promptly, and
efficiently, and drastically.

By the time Baggy escaped, he had forgotten
even the secret tiat had interested him so
deeply.

TROUBLE FOR TWO !

R. RATCLIFF frowned.
Frowns always came more easily than
smiles to Ratty. And this afternoon
Ratty was in a particularly bitter and acid

mood.

The Fifth Form had not enjoyed that after-
noon, Mr. Ratecliff being their Form-master,

Ratty had not yet recovered from the episode
of the morningg He had made a ludicrous
mistake—he had made himself look a prize ass—
he had caused a perfect hurricane of laughter—
he strongly suspected that even the School House
master had laughed after he was gone. He had
seen fellows in his own House laughing—and had
no doubt that they had heard the story, and
were amused thereby.

He had been very unpleasant in Form. The
JFifth, who were always more or less fed up with
Ratty, had been more fed than ever.

He had %iven 8t. Leger a hundred lines for
yawning. e had given Cutts a detention for
not keeping still—which was rather hard on
Cutts, wﬂo %md rollected a variety of aches and
Enim in his collision with Baggy Trimble. He
ad given Gilimore lines for talking to Prye,
and Prye lines for being talked to by Gilmore.
II-E'Iaf l?lmd even jawed Lefevre, the captain of the
ifth.

Altogether, the St. Jim’s Fifth had been glad
that a?ternoon when they were done with Ratty.

Now Mr. Ratclif was jerking along to the
gate of the Head’s garden, in which he intended
to take a walk after olass—which was very
agreeable on a hot July afternoon. That was
how he came in sight of Trimble and Mellish of
the Fourth, at the sight of whom he frowned.

_ The gate of the Head’s garden was at no great
distance from a little gate in the corner of the
quad that gave access to the courtyard surround-
in%‘ the 013 ruined tower,

hat old gate was alwa;\fs kept locked, beyond
it being “out of bounds.”

8o Mr. Ratcliff naturally took notice at the
sight of two School House juniors at that gate—
oné of them bunking the other over it.

Mr. Ratcliff, as gTew House master, was not
concerned with the doings, or miscicings, of
8chool House boys. As Fifth Form master, he
was not concerned with Lathom’s Form, the
Fourth. But he was an interfering gentleman,
and in a bad temper.

Railton had laughed—he was sure that Railton
had laughed—over that absurd affair of Lowther
of the Shell that morning. It would annoy
Railton to catch a couple of his House in a
delinquency.

So Rateliff did not enter the gate of the Head’s
garden, He transferred his attention to the other
ghte, at the same time moving a little, so that
a tree would screen him, if those two young
rascals looked round. Ratty was a little stealthy
in his ways.

A call would have stopped them on the safe
side of the gate. Ratty uttered no call. He was
not going interfere till they were out of
bounds—as they would be the moment they
dropped over that gate. It was manners and
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customs of this kind that made Ratclif un
popular.

Baggy Trimble gasped for breath as Percy
Melllsﬁ bunked him up. Baggy was no climber.
and he was some weight.

But he clambered over at last, and dropped.
gasping, on the inner side.

ellish followed him
quickly.

Then, and not till then, did Mr. Rateliff whisk
across to the gate of the old courtyard. They
were out of bounds now—and fair game |

“Qoocogh !” He heard Baggy Trimble gasp
“Oogh! I'm out of breath! Oooh I”

**Well, come on!” said Mellish.

“Wait a bit till I get my breath!
—they won't be here yet!”

Mr. Ratcliff had almost reached the gate when
he heard that. He stopped. The two parties
were invisible to one another. Obviously, the
two voung rascals did not know that there was a
beak at hand.

Ratty was the only master at St. Jim’s who
would have listened to words not intended for his

ears.
“I heard

“Tons of time!” went on Baggy.
D’Arcy say after tea!”

“Oh, all right I Mellish leaned on the inner
side of the gate, while Baggy got his breath—
of which he was always short.

“We'll catch them at it all right !I”’ said Baggy,
with a fat chuckle. ‘The whole lot of them!
And jolly well show them up, too !”

“You think they’re all coming ?” asked Mellish.

“Yes, the whole orowd, from what I heard—
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, and
those four mm Study No. 6.”

Mr. Rateliff’'s eyes glinted.

The name of Monty Lowther just then had on
Ratty rather the effcet of a red rag on a bull,

So Lowther was going out of bounds, was he?
Mr. Ratelif was very glad that he had got on
to this. If he caught Monty Lowther out of
bounds, the impudent young rascal would not be
able to explain to Raiﬁon that it was a mistake.

Baggv chuckled again. Baggy was on the
track of that secret. He had let Mellish into it
and Mellish was equally keen.

Baggy had not prospered in his eavesdropping.
He was still feeling the effects of lunﬁing boots,
and of Cutts’ angry smites. But Baggy had
thought of a safer and surcer way of discovering
what he wanted to know,

They were coming to the crypt under the old
tower after tea. So Baggy was going down into
the erypt before tea. Baggy and his pal were
going to be on the spot—out of sight, of course—
when the party came. Then they would see what
they. would see.

Baggy had no doubt that it was a smoke-and-
card party. What else could it be in that remote
and hidden spot? A black-sheep party, like the
one there had been a row about last term when
Racke had been flogged.

And, having seen the nefarious seven at it,
Baggy was g'omgI to tell the world, with Mellish
as 8 witness | e was going to show up those
humbugs| He was going to reveal them to the
whole House in their true colours! He was jolly
well going to let everybody know that those
swabs were no better than fellows they pretended
to turn up their noses at|

Such was Baggy’s programme, and he chuckled
a fat and unmusical chuckle at the happy
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“I've got a torch,” went on Baggy, “1 bor-
rowed it from Blake's study. Lots of time before
they come. That's all right, I say, it will make
the fellows jump when we tell them! Fanoy Tom
Merry, you know )”

“Sure you've (Fot it right7” Mellish seemed to
have a spot of doubt, )

“Woll, what are they going down into the
crypt for—seven of them in a Jurty 1 asked
Baggy, “I suppose they ain't fond of damp, and
they ain't going to study spiders and things1!”

“They’re up to something, all right,” agreed
Mellish, ‘“Never heard of a man gaing down
into that crypt except for a Bmoke.” .

“They wouldn’t take all that trouble just to
smoke a fag,” said Baggy ;aiely. “Bet you it's
banker! You remember Racke; he was flogged
last term for getting a banker party down there.
Balll)m?gama, of course! What on earth else could
it be?”

“Nothing else,” agreed Mellish. “If they're
tn!;nll{ going, the thing speaks for itself. But are
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“T tell you I heard them.” .

“Well, we'll jolly well show them up [ said
Mellish. “I don’t like hypoorites myself.”

W Sl:l»i:oﬁng rotters, you know|” gsaid Baggy.
“We'll show them up all right1”

“Come on, then,
Mellish.

B;dg%y heaved his weight away from the gate
a8 Mellish moved on. They moved on towards
the doorway of the old dismantled tower.

But they did not move very far. That interest-
ing conversation having ceased, Mr. Ratcliff
looked over the gate.

“Trimble 1” he rapped. * Mellish |”

*“QOh jiminy 1”

“Oh crumbs |”

The two juniors spun round. They stared at
the bony, frowning face looking over the gate.
They gazed at it in consternation.

“ {'ou are out of bounds!” said Mr. Ratcliff
acidly. “Come back at once, and I shall take
you to your Housemaster |

Baggy and his pal exchanged a look. Then,
in glum silence, they clambered back over the
gate. .

There was going to be no detective work for
Baggy that afternoon, after all.

“ ].'Eollaw me I rapped Mr. Ratcliff,

“QOh, what rotten luck!” mumbled Baggy, as
they followed him.

“You fat idiot!” hissed Mellish.
landed me in this !*

“Look here, you know——"

“I'll jolly well punch you if Railton licks me1”

Ten minutes later Mellish was punching

Baggy !

if you're coming!” said

“You've

BACKING GRUNDY !

1] H !” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove !”

Seven juniors had arrived for tea at
Btudy No. 10 in the Shell. They had passed
Grundy of the Shell in the passage, and noticed,
without much interest, that Grundy was grin-
ning. They came into Study No. 10 in a cheery
crowd.

Then they all ejaculated at once.

A sheet of dpnpur had been pinned, by some
unknown hand, on the wall, catching their eyes
as they entered. On that paper large capital
lettera were scrawled by a brush dipped in ink.
Tar Gem Lieriry.—No. 1,640.
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Four of the seven chuckled as they saw it
They were the Fourth Form four. The three
Shell fellows glared. They were not amused.
“That idiot Grundy !” grunted Tom Merry.
“Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha, ha!”
The notice pinned on the wall ran:

“RESINE |
WHO LETTS THE NEW HOUSE RADE
THIS HOUSE WHENNEVER THEY JOLLY
WELL LIKE?

TOM MERRY |

TOM MERRY IS A DUDD AND A PHOOLI
RESINE !*

That evidently was the opinion held by George
Alfred Grundy of Tom Merry, the junior
captain of the House,

eorﬁe Alfred, as a matter of fact, was not the
only fellow in the School House who found fault
with Tom Merry these days.

Plenty of fellows asked him every da
was going to wake up and put paig to
Co. of the New House.

Figgins & Co. for ,weeks Eut had been having
matters altogether too much their own way.

Two or three nights every week the New House
enemy raided the School House and ragged at
their own sweet will. '

Everybody agreed that it was getting too thick.

Tom Merry had pointed out that he did not
know an%more than any other fellow did, how
the New House rotters got into the House after
lock-l.H), when all law-abiding fellows were asleep
in bed.

That was a deep secret.

Watch had been kept more than once. Stndﬁ
No. 6, one night, had bagged Cutts of the Fift|
getting in after breaking bounds. The Terrible
Three, another night, had been squirted by the
enemy while keeping watch and ward. On yet
another occasion, Grundy had smothered Kildare
of the Sixth with paint, in the happy belief that
he was Figgins of the New House, 1n the dark.
Exploits like these did not mend matters.

ut——
: Figgins & Co.’s secret had been discovered at
ast.

By sheer luck, Tom Merry & Co. had got on
to it. They had not let Figgins & Co. know that
they were wise to it. They had said no word,
even in their own House, about that great dis-
covery. It was going to be a deep, dark secrei—
until the New House raiders came again, and
were caught. That, if Baggy Trimble had only
known it, was the deep secret the seven were
keeping.

They knew now that there was a secret passage
from the cr{ft., under the old tower, leading into
the School House. After tea they were going to
visit the old crypt and explore that secret
passage.

8o far they only knew that it was there, and
had not seen it. They were very keen to explore
the mysterious way by which Figgins & Co. had
come_and gone in their many raids on the rival
House.

“Cheeky ass!” said Tom Merry, taking down
Grundy’s notice from the wall. “Lot of luck
Grundy had in handling the New House rotters|
Anibody could get the wrong man in the dark
with a can of paint.”

“Yaas, wathah I” .

“Well, we're jolly well going to put paid to

when he
iggins &
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« | advise you to tell me the truth, Trimble,” said Mr. Ratcliff, swishing the cane.

them next time they come!” said Jack Blake.
“It was a stroke of luck that tramp skulking in
the old crypt and seeing them at it, an