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For Next Wednesday :
‘*A SURPRISE FOR ST, JIM’S,”

By Martin Clifford.

At the tim2 of writing this ¢ Chat,” the number of the
“Gem 7 which contains ** Levison Minor * is not out, and so
I have not heard from any of my readers as to what they
think of that fine story, whi to my mind, is one of the
very best that Mr. Clifford has ever given us. But I am not
in any real doubt as to the sort of reception it will get. By
this time I think I should know fairly well the tastes of my
reatders generally, and I am well aware that they can recog-
nise 2 good yarn when they get it—which is every week—and
an extra good one when it comes along. Next week’s story
Is in some sort a seguel to “Levison Minor,” though plucky,
loyal, little Frank Levison scarcely plays so big a part in it
a8 in that great yarn. The later story cliuefly concerns
Levison major, and his hard struggle towards something like
reformation. For, though Ernest Levison may reform, let
10 oue suppose that his upward pagh will be an easy one. It
would be untrae to humain natars if Mr. Clifford depicted it
s being so, and that famous author would not have captured
the hearts of many thousands of boys and girls if his know-
ledge of human nature had not been quite out of the
ordinarvy. . I am not telling you much about what is in next
week’s story, you will see, but that is because to tell you
much would  be to spoil it for vou. Someihing original and
unlike other fellows may fairly be expected of Ernest
Levisen when he starts in to become decent, and the line he
tukes is indeed

‘“A SURPRISE FOR ST. JIM'S "

A REQUEST.

I want my readers to tell their chums about these fine new
stories.  To my thinking we have had nothing quite so good
since those great yarus of *“Toff * Talbot, which gained us
many new adherents.

There is something in the picture of a fellow struggling
hard against the worst in him, whether it is due to early
training, as in Talbot's case, or to a natural disposition to the
wrong thing, as in that of Levison, which is irr istibly
appealing to most lovers of fiction. The black sheep who vet
has some real good in him, some generous impulses—the seed
of far better things —what character is more interesting than
such a one? There is in the situation all the clements of
drama, and Mr. Clifford has given us in Frank Levison a
complete and telling foil to the elder brother whom Frank
loves so well.  You will find no end of the very best sort of
reading in future stovies of these two. So tell your friends
about these stories, and add a few thousands more to our
family circle.

A CHAMPION OF OUR PAPER.

A reader has been kind enough to send me a very interest-
g cutting from the “Aberdeen Evening Express ” in the
form of a letter froni a newsagent, who is evidently capable
of holding his own in a controversy of this sort.

I do not know what the Rev. Donald M‘Intosh had been
aying. and I don’t very much mind.  While *Kirkgate ”
keeps the lists for me in the Granite City, T need not concern
myself about a defence. Here is his letter, less the last

agraph, which deals with a matter outside our scope :

ice to myself, who am a seller of penny
books for boys, I must take exception to some of the
its of the Rev. Donald M‘Intosh, as published in Mon v's
issue of your valuable paper. I know of no penny weekly
for boys that can in any sense be called a * dreadful,” and cei-
tainly no one that is either ‘ vulgar’ or ‘ brutalising.” Such
papers as the * Gem,” * Magnet,” * Union Jack, #* Maryel’
and * Peuny Popular *—specimens of which-I would be pleased

< A

<

to submit should he evince a desive to ascertain
character of this much maligned species of litera
cate a love of trath, fair play, and lionourable deali
detestation of bullying, sneaking, and meanness.—T an.
* KIREG 2

NOTICES.
Fcotbali,

[In order to gét in as many not!
included have heen cut down to the s
It should be understood that the figu
refer to age, and that “r.” mcans ** radius.
particulars ure omitted the ¢ not supplied by
notice. Al applications may be taken for home
matches:]

Maiches Wanted by:

Paruriein- Raxcers F.C. (14-15)—4-mile r. Willesden.—C;
Cook, 25, Poikfield Rd., Willesden, N.W. -

D. Cowen, 1, Newington Green Parade, N., wants matche
for the club he is forming (134).

ST, Jorn's F.C. (11).—V, W. Judd, 21, Russell Place;;
Blackheath, S.1. :

Ivypae F.C. (16)—6-mile r. W. Norwood.-——A. Daniels,
jun., 34, Chapel Rd., West Norwood, S.E.

TRAL JUNIORS F.C.-—6-mile r. Sheflicld.—1I. F. Parkins
son, 40, Ellin i.

MemorisL ALF -Cardiff. Newport, Aberavon. o
South Wales generally —E. C. Phillips, 4, Whyndhain S
Swansea. >

Deaxs UM AF.C. (16-17).—South Shields district.—Chass
Traynor, 82, Chichester Rd., South Shields. 4

CRESCEXT ATHLETIC F.C. (174); also players for figst andi
second teams, including good goalkecper for first, First

am play for Chariton Charity Cup.—V. G. Stevens, 265
vdenham Rd.., Sydenham, S.E.

Porrrox St. Lrke's Y.ALS, (12)  Wallasey, No rightor
Birkenhead district.- G. Wilson, St. Luke's Y Pou
ton, Wallasey, Cheshire.

6 r. Clapham.—-A, Clark, 54, Iolden St

Bexiay

Hon. Sec., 7. Warner St., 3 :

RISLINGTON JUNIORs F.C. (14-15)—5-mile r.—F. W

MeLauchlan, 107, Bloomfield Rd., Brislington, tol.
Coxper ATHLETIC JUNIOR F.C. (154)—3-mile r. :Stepney.—

J. Donovan, 26, Brenton St., Stepney. .
Famreerye F.C. (16).—W. Donovan, 102, Fairfoot Rd.,

Bow, K.

Vicroria UNiTED.—M. Tighe, 41, Marlow Rd., IHomerton, -

¥

d Finsbury Park.-

o]

iy

Leagues, Correspondence, &c,

v, would®

Miss Dorothy Adams, 265 Swan Lane. Coven :
t .cague in hegs

like to hear of any *Gem = or " Muc
neighbourhood.

Walter Green, 185, Oxford St.. (]
Trent, would like to corr
Australia or Canada.

E. L. Boucher, 5. Gree:
wants to fc
this paper, a

Bandsr
Rossshive, be glad to have letters from some of ou
boy readers, as he is very lonely.

7, Bm‘ton—on;
ors (16-17) i

Moscley, Birmingham S
Club among readers ot
glad car from anyone interested, SoSE
¥) G. Bennert, 3rd Black Watch, Nigg Camypys

o
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Wally D’Arcy kicked open the study door, and marched in with his followers. ‘ What the dicksns do

b CHAPTER 1,

Grundy’s Programme,

6 ET out!™
Half a dozen voices shouted at
emphatic tones, as Grundy of the Shell put his

£ head into Study No. 6

It was a meeting of the junior football com-

mittee.

Committee meetings were serious matters, Interruptions
were unwelcome. And an interruption by Grundy of the

you want ?”’ exclaimed Qrundy. ‘' We’ve come to tea,” announced Wally. (Sez Chapter 10.)

a4 b

Shell was the limit. For all the jufiior committec knew what
Grundy wanted before he opened his mouth.  They all
knew what a marvellous footballer he was—accovrding
to himself. They all knew that he had urged his
claims upon Tom Merry in vain. They al% knew
that he intended to urge them upon the  footer com-
mittee with all the eloquence at his command. . And they
were not in the least inclined to listen to the eloquence of
George Alfred Grundy.

Every member of the committee pointed to the door at
once as George Alfred’s rugged face looked in. Jack Blake

Next Wednesday:
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picked up a eushion, and Figgins of the New House reached
for the poker, .

“Outside ! rapped out Tom Merry, as Grundy stoed his
ground.

“Buzz off | said Talbot.

“Clear I rapped out Figgins.

** Bunk "’

““Scoot 1"

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

“T've looked in to see you fellows-

“ Leok out again!” suggested Kerr,

““About the foothall—-"

“ Buzz . oft |7

I understand that this is a meeting of the committee—"

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

) ’ said Tom

“You are interrupting the business, Grundy
Merry, as patiently as he could. “ We've got a lot of things
to settle this evening, you know.”

“I understand——"

“Get out !

““That you are making arrangements for the footer
scason——>

““Outside "%

“And. I want te point out to you—-"

“Do you want this cushion?” -

“That I don’t intend to be left out of the footer as I've
been left out of the cricket %

““Brain him, somebody !”

““Owing to the crass stupidity of the silly duffer you're
fatheaded enough to have for junior skipper.™

“ Thanks,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

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

“They are!” said Blake, with conviction.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“And you're one of them, Merry! It appears from
what T hear, that my claims to play for St. Jim's are to be
overlaoked [

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

“I only want to peint out to the committee that T refuse
fl) be '}_)’assed over, and that I insist upon playing in the
cleven !’

“Oh, you insist?” grinned Blake., “Tt doesn’t matter
what the commitiee decides on the subject?”

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

*“Oh, my hat!”

“I have a sense of duty,” explained Grundy. “If T could
trust you chaps to keep our end up on the fcoter field with-
oat my help, I'd stand cut. But I can’t! Your football
simply makes me weep!”

“My fist will make you weep pretty 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 goiug te be played, and I want no
silly rot about it cither!”

The committeée stared at Grundy of the Shell. [le almost
tock their breath away. There were, of course, many foot-
ballers in the Lower Forms who wanted to play for the
IHouse or the Junior School, and there was sometimes a
considerable amount of grumbling over the selections made.
tn the harder matches, Tom Merry made up the best team
available, In ecasier matches, he gave ‘the second-rate
players a chance. But players like Grundy had no chance
whatever of figuring in a match that counted in the school
record. Tom did his best to give everybody a show sooner
or later, and hand out fair play all round; but a skipper’s
business, first of all, was to win matches. And Grundy was
a player of a kind to make the angels weep.

Fellows sometimes grumbled, and sometimes made bitter
remarks about fat-headed skippers, when they were left out.
But this was the first time that an aspivant had apnounced
that he was going to play, whether the football captain
and the football committee liked it or not! 3

But George Alfred Grundy was a fellow a bit out of the
common. He rather prided himself on it. - His ways were
not the ways of common mortals.

Grundy smiled with satisfaction as the committee stared

Tue Geux LiBrary.—No. 454
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%)Iankly at him, feeling that he had made an impression at
ast. :

“So you're going to he played?” ejaculated Tom Merry
at last, - 5

“ Exactly 1

* Against my will, and sgainst the will of the committee 7"

“Yes, if pecessary.”

““Ob, my hat!” murmured Figgins. “Take him away io
a lnnatic asylum.™ .

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

“I've come here to tell you,” said Grundy calmly. “In
the first place, I'm going to point out to you, as reasonable
chaps, that you'd better play me, I should be perfectly
g to captain the team ! :

*Go hon &

“But I won't insist upon that,” added Grundy mag-
nanimously.

““Thanks, awfully!”

“But I insist upon ng. Any position you like. I
hink T may say that I'm equally good in any part of the
ield,” said Grundy modesily.

“You ave,” agreed Tom Merry cordially, “and a howling
idiot anywhere !

“You can try me in goal, if you like. I should be whole
streets ahead of that fat duffer Wynn, or Herries!”

“Well, of all the silly chumps——"

“Or, say, at back. Compare my play at back with Herries,
or Reilly, or Dane, or Glyn—or any of them, in fact—why,
there’s no comparisen |~

“Quite right, there isn'c
the very least!™

“Or_at half,” pureued Grundy warmly. “Do you mean
to say that Redfern, or XNoble, or Lowther, or Manners
play half like I do
““No jolly fear! They'd never be in the team if they

2}

s

"% agreed Tom Merry, “not in

did. .

“Or take the front line,” said Grundy. “I'm best at
centre-forward—that’s really my place. It’s simply conceit
makes you' stick to my place in the team, Tom Merry.
Still, I'm open to play on the wing. Put me in Talbot's
place, say, or outside right, and youwll see something.”

“We should.” said Tom, “ we should see a burbling duffer
mulling every blessed pass!”

“Or in D’Arey’s place, outside left!™

** Left outside 1s your mark,” grinned Figgins.

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

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

“Yes; go and look for a job on the front page of
‘Chuckles,” ” suggested Iigoins, “and for goodness’ sake
give us a rest!”

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

“Yes. Get out!”

1 haven’t finished yet.”

“Yes, you have. Clear off |

“I'm going to point out to you that I decline to be over-
looked. When I was at Redeclyffe—2

“Blow Redclyffe !”

“The ekipper didn't want to put me in. I licked him,
whopped him till he fairly squirmed,” said Grundy. I

. did that from a sense of duty, He played me after that.

I wouldnt 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, ha, ha!”

““So you see what I've decided. Either I’'m played in the
eleven, both for the ffouse and the Junior School, or élse I'm
going to whop the whole committee

“What ?7

““T shall take you one at a time, and whop you all round,”
explained Grundy. ‘“After I've whopped the lot of you, I
dare say you'll see reason. If you don’t, I shall begin again-
a¢ the beginning, and whop the whole lot of you over again.”

“Great Scott!”

T shall keep this up till I'm in the eleven, or till you're all
in the school hospital,” said Grundy calmly. “That’s the
programme.” :

The committee looked at one another. -They had never :
heard of such a method of over-persuading a fcotball com-
mittee bhefore. George Alfred Grundy was full of surprises.

“So that’s the programme?” said Tom Merry, with a
chucklie.

“That’s it.” 2
“T seem to-remember that you started whopping me once
before,” remarked Tom. “I don’t remember that I was the.
fellow who was whopped, though.”
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Qunn looked forward to that special upper-cut with ‘weil-grounded apprehension.

He got it in a few .

minutes, and went down on the hearthrug with a wiid howl. (dec Chapter 2.)

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've been doing some special training, with this in view,”
explained Grundy. “I admit you are rather a.handful, and
so is Talbot; but I can lick you both  As for the others, [
could lick them with one hand.”

“Could you, by Jove?" ecjaculated Blake.

“Oh, yes!”

“T’ll give you a chance !”” roared Figgins.

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

Tom Merry jumped up.

“No need to think it over,” he said. “We'll decide at
once. Gentlemen; I put it to the meeting that Grundy be
forthwith bumped on his neck for his confounded check a2

‘“Hear, hear!”

The resolution was passed unanimously, and immediately
acted upon. Like one man, the football committee rushed
upon Grundy.

““Here, hold on!” roared Grundy, putting up his big hands.
*“Look here Yarooooh !”

Grundy was big and powerful—the biggest fellow in the
Shell.  But he was swept off the floor in the grasp of the in-
dignant committee, struggling vainly. He came down in the
doorway with a heavy bump, and a loud roar.

“Yoop! Groooh! Yah!™

#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 roarcd
E'ith laughter at the sight of Grundy of the Shell being taken

ome.

Wilkins and Gunn, Grundy’s study-mates, looked out, and
stared. Grundy came bumping up to the door, and bumpesd
in, Wilkins and Gunn cleared out of the way, and.the com-.
mittee swarmed in with Grundy. They bumped him in the
doorway, they bumped him on the floor, they bumped him on
the hearthrug. Finally, they swung him into the air, and
brought him down on the table with a last terrific bump.
Leaving him sprawling there, they crowded out of the study,
laughing.

The football committee resumed business in No. 6, un-
interrupted further by Grundy of the Shell.

CHAPTER 2,
Getting to Business.

6 Y hat!” murmured Wilkins.
* Holy smoke!” ejaculated CGunn,
They stared at Grundy. That great man was

sprawling on his back on the study table, gasping

for breath. For several minutes Grundy lay and

gasped, and his study-mates gazed and giggled. Finally

Grundy sat up on the table. His face was crimson, his collar
THE GeM LiBrary.—No. 454,
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was torn out, and his hair was like a mop. IHe gasped and
wasped as if he would never leave off gasping.

“Groooh! Groooh! Oh' Ow! Ah! Yah!
eackling at, you silly dummies? Grooooh !”

Wilkins and Gunn, Grundy’s study-mates, were grinniog.
They had been wondering how Grundy’s programme would
he received by the football committee, and they knew now.

“Hurt?” asked Wilkins sympathetically.

“Tlurt, you fathead? Groooh! Do you think a chap can
be squashed on the floor fifty times without being hurt?
Gerrroooh !

“I rather thought they’d cut up rusty,’
shake of the head. :

Grundy slid off the table and collapsed into the 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 football committee.

e had recovered by teatime, however, though he still had
a few remaining aches and pains.

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

“I've been treated in a rotten way,” he remarked. “I
dare say they think I shall give up my elaim now to be played
in the eleven.”

“Better chuck it, old chap,”” murmured Wilkins.
not—not reasonable on that subject, you know.”

1 know that. I'm going to bring ’em to reason. I never
stand any rot.” - -

“But they won't, either,” remarked Gunn.

“Don’t be an ass, Gunn! Of course, I'th bound to stick to
my guns—I can’t let the footer season be mucked up simply
because the game happens to be in the hands of a set of
ddashed duffers, I've got my position in the Form to think

of

Wharrer you

* said Gunn, with a

“They're

y

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 so. Evidently George Alfred
wis unique in his own eyes.

“What’s happened,” resumed Grundy, “only makes me
more determined. I'm a determined chap, you know. T
r:‘)al;o it a .})oint never to give . When I was at
ledelyfte : B 3
Wilkins and Gunn groaned. They were quite satiefied with
the amount of knowledge they already possessed of Grundy’s
<oings when he was at Redelyffe. Sometimes, indeed, they
wished fervently that the great Grundy was still at Redclsffe.
At Grundy went on remorselessly.

“When T was at Redelyffe T never stood any rot. 1
*humped the junior skipper till he put me in the team. FEven
then T couldn’t always save the matches, though I did my
Lest. I think I've mentioned that I had go leave Redelyfie
for whopping a prefect——"

I think you have,” groaned Gunn—‘lots of times!”

“ Hundreds of times,” said Wilkins pathetically,

Grundy frowuned.

CUWell, that shows that T never stand any vot.  After whop-
ping a prefect, I'm not likely to stand any rot from juniors.
I*ve told those asses my programme, and they’ve replied in an
msuiting way. Now all that remains to be done is to carry
out the programme.” .

*“Oh, dear!” .

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

“Oh, ves! Any old thing! Shall we fall on the faoter
eowmittee and smite them hip and thigh, and strew the
Eungry churchyard with their bones ?” asked Gunn flippantly.

“Don’t be a silly ass, Gunn—more than you can help, I
mean ! )
and cheer.”

“Your second?” blinked Wilkins.

“Yes; I’ve got a number of fights en, vou know. I'm
going to thrash the whole footer committee, one after another.
On reflection, T shall keep Tom Merry and Talbot till the last,
zs they are rather tough.” 2

*'They arc—rather !’ assented Wilkine, 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.

“Tve got a list of 'ém here,” said Grundy, referring to a
paper. “I'm going to begin with Figgins. He's a New
Frouse bounder, and it will be rather popular to wallop him—
on this side. I mean. After Figgine, Kerr—another New
’uouso waster. Then Blake of the Fourth, and then Noble.
Yom Merry and Talbot will come Jater. Those four will keep
me busy for a bit.”

“They will!” said Wilkins, with conviction,

&

“especially
ngarco. I rather think he will keep you very bus g
“There may be a row, you know,” said Gunn.
Tne &GEM LiBrRARY.—No. 454,
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You can be my second, Wilkins, and Gunn can come’

always fighting somebody, Grundy, and Railton has his eye
on you.” : C

“If you mecan
roared Grundy.

“Not at all 1" said Gun 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 about it.”

“T've explained to Railton that a fellow is bound to do
what he considers his duty, as a prominent member of the
House.”

“Oh, my hat! What did Railton say?”

“He gav: me a hundred lines it

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

“There's nothing to cackle at, George Wilkins,” said
Grundy, frowning. “I didn’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 Iouse-
master ! Oh, crumbs !’

“As for fighting,” went on Grundy indignantly. “It's
well known that I'm a peacable chap. I suppose you're
alluding to my thumping Levison of the Fourth. The cad
was smoking—I don’t approve of kids smoking.

that I'm a quarrclsome chap, Gunn

Then
Crooke of the Shell—he was punching a fag—I don’t ap-
prove of bullying. Then Racke—I gave Racke a terrific
whopping, I admit—but he’s a howling cad, and his father
made enormous war profits, which ought to be stopped. As
for Clampe, he’s 2 New House rotter; and Piggotr. he's a
cheeky little beast. And about Gore, we had a2 row—I forger
how it started, but I remember I had some reason for whop-
ping him, though I can’t remember what it was. And as
for Reilly, he said something I didn’t like; and as for
Kerruish—he was making jokes about my footer. I don't
i".llo;v that. I can’t remember anybody else I've fought with
ately.”

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

“T chall decline to allow Railton to interfere with my
personal actions. Now, if you've done tea, you may as well
go over and take my challenge 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 tco far this time.

“I—I say,” stammered W “Hadn't you Dbetter
think it over? You can’t bully your way into the footer
team, you know.”

“Bully!” ejaculated Grundy.

“Yes. You sce 2

Wilkins broke off as Grundy jumped up and pushed back
his cuffs in a business-like way,

“Come on!” said Grundy.

“Eh??

*If there’s ene thing I pride myself on,” said Grund
“it’s that I've never been guilty of such a caddish th
as bullying. Being astrong chap, and a splendid boxer, I
could bully if T liked: but I should be ashamed to do any-
thing of the sort. I don’t allow anybody to call me a bully.
George Wilkins, If you're ready——"

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

“Oh, Tsee! Well, 'm afraid I can’t neglect what I re
as a duty for the sake of unreasonable chaps,” said G:
sitting down again.” “T don’t mind you making the <

tion, Wilkins, if that’s what you meant—but it d
make any difference. Will you go over and sce F
, 92
now ?
-h] ]'___”

“Tell him I'm ready for him any time he likes, with or
without gloves, in the gvmm or anywhere, and that 1'm
going to whop him!™ said Grundy.

“Oh, dear!”

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

Wilkins looked at Gunn again, but Gunn could not help
bim. Wilkins rose slowly.

“Well, I'll go,” he said. “If Figgins refuses—"’

“In that case, I shall come over and pull his nose!” <aid
Grundy darkly., **You may as well mention that. Bue
up—it’s time we got to business, you know! I want
whole matter settied before the Grammar School mate!

.comes oft.”’

e back
gloves

ed with

Wilkins left the study. Grundy pushed the fea-t
against the wall, and took a couple of pairs of boxi
from the bookcase—a proceeding that Gunn obser
some alarm. He tossed a pair over to Gunn.

“Eh! What's the game?” asked Gunn,

TUCK HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 1™



Bvery Wednesday.

“Put 'em on! I want a bit of training before T tackle
Figgins—just to see the form U'm in. Don’t mind if I kit
you a bit hard—T want to get my hand in. Uve got rathey
a special upper-cut with the left T 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.

“Oh, don't be a slacker! Put 'em on!” .

Grundy squared up to his chum, and Gunn anwillingly
started. A friendly round with the gloves on was all very
well; but Grundy was a dreadfully hard hitter, and Crunn
looked forward to that special upper-cut with well-grounded
apprehension. He got it in a few minutes, and went down
on the hearthrug with a wild howl. o

“Ripping!” exclaimed Grundy enthusiastically.

“Vow-wow-oww !” moaned Gunn, sitting on the hearthrug
and holding his jaw with both hands.

“Splendid!” said Gruady, his cyes sparkling.
you a treat, didn’t it?”

“Yow-wo-w-ow!”

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

“Yow-ow! Yes, vou silly idict! Yow-ow!"” e

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

“Grooh! Yes.”

“Good!” exclaimed Crundy heartily. “That's what 1
want. Get up, and we'll try it again!” : )

Gunn got up, but he did not intend to try it again. He
had had quite enough of having his chin pushed up into his
head. 1t was possible to have too much of a good thing, in
Gunn's opinion. He gave Grundy a Hunnish look and a
violent shove, and stamped out of the study.

“Iallo! What's the row?” exclaimed Grundy in astonish-
ment. *“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 Alired had to ex-
pend his superfluous cnergy on the punch-ball, while he
waited for Wilkins to return from the New Iouse,

“(langht

CHAPTER 3.
The First Fight.

IGGINS & Co. were in their study, beginning prep.,
when Wilkins tapped at the door and looked 1in.
Yiggins, Kerr, and Wynn were all in high good-
humour. They were all in the Junior School team
for the forthcoming match with the Grammar School

—Fatty Wynn as goalkeeper, Kerr and Figgins at back.
Although Figgins & Co.’s opinion of the School House was
generally a disparaging one, they admitted treely just now
that Tom Merry was an exceptionally intelligent footbail
skipper.

They regarded Wilkins inquiringly.

“Tve got a message for vou, 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?”

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

“Hold on!” said Kerr. “You won't, Fizagy.
to go and eat coke, Wilkins!”

“(Can’t refuse a challenge from the School House,” said
Tiggins decidedly. “Tell him I'll be there, Wilkins,”

“* All serene,” said Wilkins,

He quitted the study.

“Look here!” said Kerr sharply. “Tt won't do, Figay.
Grundy’s too big for you. He's older, bigger, heavier, and
in & higher Form. It’s not fair play.”

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

“That’s all very well—"

““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! You might as well tackle one of the
Fifth. Grundy's as big as most of the Fifth.”

“Can’t bo helped!”

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

“Well, it isn't,” said Figgins, with a nod. “But a chap
can't refuse. T 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!”

#1f youn do—I can—-"

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

- Kerr shook his head.

“Let's rag him anyway,” said Fatty Wynn.

“ After I've tackled him,” said Figgins. “I tell you we
can’t have the Schoo! Iouse saying that the New HHou-c
funks anybedy on that side.”

Figgins & Co. settled down to their prep. with veiy
thoughtful faces. - Figgins 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 agaiust a tre-
mendous fellow like Grundy. It was not a fair contest,
though Grundy certainly did not intend to be guilty of un-
fairness. But Iiggy's pride was aroused, and he did not
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 Figgy from
the contest, but in vain. Figgy was determined. The
Terrible Three and the chums of Study No. 6 were in the
gym, and they had evidently heard of what was toward. Tom
Merry was looking angry.

“You're not going to fight Grundy, Figgins?
claimed.

“Yes, T jolly well am

‘“He’s too big for you.”

“We shall see.”

“Leave him to me!" said Tom. “Ii's about the footer. cf
course, and as footer captain it's up to me.”

“Yaas, wathali!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D'Avey, of
the Fourth. “Leave him to Tom Mewwy, Figgins, deah
boy. Gwunday is wathah above the weight of a New Housx
chap!”

Figgins snorted.

“The New House will undertake to lick -anything the
School House can turn “out," he satd disdainfally.

.

he ex-

1

veplied Figgins at once.

“Weally, Figgins——-

“Shut up. Gussy!”
blessed foot in it !”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“Leave him to me,” urged Tom. I don't say I'm anxious
to tackle the beast, but it's up to me. 'm bigger than you,
Figgy, old chap.”

“How much?” said Figgins. “T'm taller!”

“Yaas, but you arve wathah skinnav, old chap,” vemarked

said Blake. ¢ Always putting vour

"

“Weally, Figgins——

“Can’t somcbody get a gag for Gussy?”
Lowther.

* Weally, Lowthah, I was only pointin’ out——"

“Here comes Grundy,” said Digby.

Grundy of the Shell came in with Wilkins and Gunn. A
crowd of juniors began to collect at once. Tom Merry strode
towards the great George Alfred.

“Look here, Grundy, this woh't do!™ he cxclaimed,

Grundy looked at him lofiily.

“If you're spoiling for a fight, you can pick out a fellow
near your own size and age,” continced Tom. “T'm ready
to oblige you, and so is Talbot—or Kangaroo——"

“All in good time !" said Grundy calmly. “I'm going to
thrash the lot of you. I'm only beginning with Figgis.”

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

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

‘““What on carth are you up to?” asked Wilkins.

“Only making a note,” said Grundy calmly. - Putting
D’Arcy on the list, you know. I don't allow anybedy to call
me a bully !”

“Bai Jove!”

“What do you call it, then 7" demanded Tom Merry.

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

“Quite !” said I'iggins promptly. -

“Figgy, vou ass, leave him to a bigger chap!” urged Talbot
of the Shell.

““Rats!” said Figgins. The hero of the New IHouse was
already slipping off his jacket. *“ Got the gloves, Kerr? I'm
ready, Grundy !”

‘““Same here!” said Grundy. “I hope you understand,
Figgins, that there’s nothing personal about this. I simply
regard it as a duty.” il

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

There was evidently nothing to be donc inr the way of inter-
ference. But there were some very dark looks cast at Grundy
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ae 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 lukewarm.

Wilkins - seconded Grundy, and Kerr acted for Figgins.
The junjors crowded round in a ring. and their remarks
chowed that all their sympathy was with Figgins—even the
School House fellows fervently wished for the victory of the
New House champion.

“Time!” said Tom Merry reluctanily.

“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!” y

Figgins 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-
ent which had proved so disastrous to Gunn, but he found
Figgins quite wideawalke, and the upper-cut did not come off.
Tnstead of that, Grundy found Figgins’ right planted fairly
on his nose, and it was €Grundy who went down, feeling as if
a2 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 sur-
prise to Grundy to find the Fourth-Former standing up to
him for a 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 vpper-cut worked at last, and
Figgins went down like an ox. Kerr picked him up very
anxiously. Figgins sat on Keir's knee, and blinked rather
ruefully at his second.

“(Going on " asked Kerr dubiously, as Tom Merry glanced
&t his watch.

Figgins set his teeth. ¥

“'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
undy.  Figgy 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 bette
at the end of the fight.

“Time !”

The eighth round began. Figgins stood to it gallantly, but
hie was geifing severe punishment now. ‘The contest was too
unequal, But 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
ifouse. IHe 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,
Blzke's Turn,

R. RAILTON locked sternly at the panting juiiors
- 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 3y, Railton angy
“Jow darc you fight in such a way ?”

Silence.

*There is no objection to a few rounds with the gloves,”
¢2id the Housemaster. ** But a fight carried on to this extent
is against the rules, and you are aware of it. Neither of you
is in a fit state to be scen. How dare you! Take those
gloves off at once!”

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Figgins, - =

“Grundy, you will take five hundred lnes!”

“Oh!” said Grundy.

‘“As for you, Figgins, 1 shall veport your cenduct to your
Housemaster.”

Figgins did not speal.

Girundy peeled off the glov

‘“1f you please, sitr——"" he began,

“Have you anything to Grandy 77

“Yeg, sir. I challenged Figgins, and he couldn’t refuse. <o
verhaps you won't report him to Mr. Rateliff, siv.  He
hadn’t any choice in the matter.”

“Indecd! Am I to understand that you are wholly io
blame in this matter, Grundy ?” asked My, Railton, with a
curious glance at the burly Shell fellow,
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“Oh, no, siv! T considered it my duty to whop Figgins. 1
don’t sce that there’s any blame m the matter at all.”

There was a suppressed giggle in the crowd.

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

“1, eir!” ejaculated Grundy.  “Oh, no, sir! I'm a very
peaceable chap. Any of -the fellows will tell you that, sir.
Of course, 1 never stand any rot.” g

*(Go back to your House at once, Grundy, and write your
lines. Figgins, 1 shall not report you, as Grundy tells me
you were not to blame.” :

AMr. 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. 1T
wonder what he’s given me five hundred lines for? Iancy
calling me a quarrelsome chap, too. Me, you know !”

“Tt was wathah decent of yon to own up, Gwunday!
Othahwise I should have insisted upon givin’ you a feahful
waggin’,” said Arthur Augustus.

““Oh, vou're a silly ass!” said Grundy.
with Wilkins and Gunn.

Kerr and Fatty Wynn marched Figgins off, to help him
attend to his damages. The crowd broke up.

“The silly idiot i1s vather decent, in his fatheaded wi
Kerr remarked. “If you had been reported to Ratty, old
chap, there would have been trouble.”

Figgins nodded.

“Yes, he's decent, and T suppose he can’t help being a
dangerous lunatie,” he said. My hat, I do feel bad "

“ S0 does Grundy. That's one comfort!”

Grundy had becn universally condemned while the fight was
on, but his frank confession to save Figgins from punishment
lisurmed the juniors. 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 I'iggins.
Ife had had the better of the unfinished fight, but he had
been sorely handled. His head ached, and his eyes blinked as
he ground out lines in his study. Grundy was a slow hand
with lines, and by the time he had written the twentieth he
struck.

“T'1l take this lot to Levison,” he said. ““ITe ean do themn
in my fist, and it’s worth five bob. I can’t waste my time on
lines. Does my nose ook bad, Wilkins?

* Like an over-ripe strawberry,” said Wilkins.

“1t feels rather bad. Still, I think I've brought Figgins
to his senses, On the whole, I shall leave Blake till to-
morrow.”’

1 think you'd better!” grinned Wilkins.

Levison of the Fourth kindly relieved ‘Grundy of his lines,
forr 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
frequently turned a more or less honest penny by doing other
fellows” lines—at a shilling a hundred. Grundy had plemy
of money, and five shillings more or less made no difference
to him. Instead of doing lines that evening, he spent mosi
of the time rubbing his swollen nose. He was “ feeling bad.”
but his determination was unshaken. He bad now put Jack
Blake next on the list, and Blake's turn was to come on the
MOFrOwW,

When Grundy appeared in the junior Common-room before
I-time, he was eyed very curiously on all sides. B
ounding scheme of ‘“whopping 7’ his way into the footb
eleven made the juniors gasp. It was quite certain that if
Tom Merry were to play him, Tom Merry would not remain
football skipper much longer. But it was also quite ceriain
that Tem would do nothing of the sort—even if the egregious
Grundy whopped him black and blue.  But there was cou-
solation 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
Crundy; 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, Grindy was remarkably ready to fight
anyhody, friend or foe. A

The next day, Figgins was looking very groggy at football
practice.  Grundy had recovered, however, save for a swelling
on his nose, and a shade round one of lis eyes. e was
ready for further business.

After tea. he directed Wilkins to earry his challenge to Jack
Rlake. Wilkkins flatly declined.

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

5

it

And he walked off

1)

b

1y

cins left the study before the astonished Grandy could
Vell, my hat!” said Grundy at last. “Never mind; you
go, Ganny! Where are you going, you ass?”
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But Gunn was gone,

Grundy snorted. He had been deserted by his unfaithful
followers; but that made no difference to him. He repairved
to Study No. 6 himself. He found Blake and Herries and
Digby and D’Arecy at tea there.

They glared at the cheerful Grundy.

“ Don’t hurry on my account,” said Grundy magnanimonsly.
“But when you're finished, Blake, I'd like vou to step into
ihe gym with me.”

“Go and eat coke!”’ growled Blake.

“Weally, Gwunday——"

“You shut up, D’Arcy! You're seventh on mv list.”

‘“Bai Jove!” s

“Can I rely on you, Blake?”

“ 1"l come and knock some of the conceit out of you, if vou
said Blake. - ;
Right-ho!” And Grundy left the study satisfed.
“Bai Jove! I weally think youn had bettah leave him to
roe, Blake,” remarked Arthur Augustus thoughtfully. © Ile
is wathah too stwong for you.” ’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake and Herriex and Diu.

“Weally, deah boys, I fail to sce anythin' to cackle at. I
wathall think I could lick Gwunday.”

*‘Ha, ha, ha!” .

“If you are goin’ to cackle at my wemarks, v -

Ot asses—

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

| Piggott cf the Third, knocked Grundy’'s cap off whenever they met. (Sec Chauter 11.) !

v Blake. "(li'i:xll=:,‘ would squash you,
Crussy !’

1 should uttahly wefuse to be squashed, Blake,” said
Arthur Aogustus, with dignity: “and I weally considah thas
vou had bettah leave him to me.”

But Blake only chuckled, and declined to leave Grundy fo
Arthur Angustus. After tea the four Fourth-Formers repaired
to the gym, and the scene of the previous evening was
repeated—till Kildare of the Sixth, coming in, stopped the
fight. Blake's friends were glad enough to see it stopped, for
the Fourth-IF'ormer, plucky as he was, was hardly a match
for the burly Shell fellow. But Grundy was wrathful. Xov-
ever, Kildare was not to be argued with. He gave Blake :
hundred lines. and took Grundy by the collar and marche
him off to the IHousemaster.

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
Crundy to you. Ile is the most guarrelsome junior in the
Hot o

T like that!" said Grundy indignantly.
ve given you lines, Grundy,” said Mr. Railton
“1 shall cane vou this time. Hold out your
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“The fact is, sir——"

“Hold out your hand!"” thundered Mr. Railton.

Gruiidy unwillingly obeyed, and the cane came down.
Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

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

“Yow-wow !"" groaned Grundy.

He left the Housemaster’s study with his hands tucked
wndeér his arms, and went down the passage looking as if he
were trying to fold himself up like a pocket-knife. Wilkins
and Gunn met him at the end of the passage.

* Hard cheese !” said Wilkins sympathetically. ‘1 suppose
you're going to chuck up that game now, Grundy?”

Grundy gave a snort.

“(ertainly not! Railton’s an unreasonable chap; he seems
to think I am to blame, somehow——"

“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 to-morrow.”

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

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

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

Blake grunted.

“Yaas, I weally wish you had left him te me, deah boy,”
remarked Arthur Augustus. “I don’t want to say ‘ I told you
~0,” but weally you must admit that I wecommended you to
leave him to me.”

Blake’s reply to that consolatory remark came in the form
of a Latin dietionary hurtling through the air—much to
Srthur Augustus’ surprise.  And after that Arthur Augustus
{forbore from any attempts at consolation,

CHAPTER 5.
The Third Vietim!

¢ ALLO! What's the trouble now?” ejaculated
Manners.
Lowther chuckled.

“Grundy again!”

It was the following day, and the Shell had
come out of their Form-room after morning lessons.
Mr.  Linton, the Form-master, had walked away, and
nost of the Shell fellows were chatting in the passage, when
Grundy. strode up to Harry Noble, otherwise known as
Kangaroo. Noble looked at him with a grin, guessing what
was coming, as he was a member of the junior football
committee. Clifton Dane and Glyn, his chums, drew towards
him at once, prepared to back him up. But Kangaroo did
not need any backing up. The big, sturdy Australian junior
was not a bad match even for the tremendous Grundy. And
certainly he wasn’t nervous about it.

“Just a word with you, Noble,” said Grundy quite amicably.

“ Go ahead!” said the Cornstalk.

“ After tea suit you?”

““What for?” grinned Kangaroo.

“To be licked. of course.”

Kangaroo shoolk his head.

“No. it won’t! Not any time.””

‘“Look here, Noble——"

“But if you want to be licked, I'll kick you after tea, or
iq_:lu' (t,lme you like,” said Kangaroo cheerfully. “Now, if you
ike!

The Terrible Three came up, and Tom Merry dropped h's
hand on Grundy’s shoulder. Grundy stared round at him.
*“Hallo! What do you want?”

“Fhis kind of thing has gone far encugh,” said Tom
ernly.  “You've got to stop it!”

“Got to?” eja,(‘ulgted Grundy, in astonishment.

::l"es, got to! You'll get a Form ragging if you don’t!”

So vou’'d go as far as that, in your rotten jealousy of my
form as a footballer!” said Grundy bitterly. ‘“Well, it
wouldn’t make any difference! I've marked cut what I'm
going to do, and I never stand any rot. You shut up, will
you, if you don’t mind? 1'm really sorry about this, Noble,
in a way——""

“Youll be sorrier before you're through, perhaps!”
#rinned Kangaroo. 2

“You see, I rather like you personally——*’

_“Thanks! If I hadn't been brought up to ke so truthful,
I'd say the same to you!”
Tue GEM LiBrary.—No. 454.
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““Ha, ha, hal”

“And I'm specially sorry to have to whop you, as you're
a Colonial, and the Colonials are backing up the Empire so
rippingly in these times,” went on Grundy, unheeding. “ But
you see, it’s a matter of principle with me.- I'm rather strict
on principle.” . :

“Don’t let it worry you,” said Kangaroo kindly. = “It’s
just barely possible, you know, that you may get the licking.
1t’s like your thumping cheek to go round asking chaps to
lick you, but I'll do my best to oblige you. It's about time
you had some of the idiocy knocked out of your silly
head!”

“1 don’t want any rotten cheek!” roared Grundy wrath-
fully.  “If you want me to pull your nose, you've only got
to say so!”

“How would you pull it?”
that?” :

“Gurrrrg !’ spluttered Grundy wildiy, as the Cornstalk’s
finger and thumb closed on his nose like a vice., *‘Let do!
Boooh! Grooochl”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 5

The Shell fellows roared with laughter.

“Like that—what?’ asked Kangaroo genially.

“Burrrgh! Gurrrgh! Let do!

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy hit out furiously, and Kangarco guarded with one
hand, while he held on to Grundy’s nose with the other, and
he had a grip that brought a rush of water to Grundy’s

asked Kangarco. “Like

Yow-owW-ow-wooop |

eyes.
“Grundy fairly danced with anguish. .

He got his nose away at last, red as a beetroot, and feeling
as if 1t had been caught in a door.

“You rotter!”” he bellowed. *“I'll whop you bald-headed!
Come on!”

Kangaroo backed away. &

“Not here, you ass! You'll have the prefects here!™

“Blow the prefects!”

““Oh, all right, if you choose! I don’t mind!”

Grundy was too furious to care for prefects just then. He
wanted vengeance, and he wanted it badly. He rushed on
the Cornstalk, hitting out wildly, and Kangaroo met him with
equal vim,

The Shell fellows gathered round in the corridor, looking
on with keen interest.

It was Grundy’s third fight since he had started his new
programme, and they wondercd that even the warlike George
Alfred was not getting fed-up. Certainly ke had had rather
the best of the encounters so far; but he had received very
nearly as much punishment in each case as he had handed out,
and the cumulative cffect, so to speak, ought to have told
on him. But it hadv’t, apparently,

“Go it, Kangy!” said Tom Merry. “TFor goodness’ sake
mop the silly idiot up, and he’ll give us a rest!”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in D’Arcy of the Fourtl, as a
crowd of the Fourth came up to see the fight, *““Give him a
feahful thwashin’, deah boy!”

‘“ Advance, Australia!” grinned Lowther.

Australia was advancing. Grundy, -much to his surprise,
found himself driven back, and he went down on the floor
with a crash, But he was up again like a jack-in-the-box,
and rushing on. :

He was a good deal bigger than the Kangaroo; but the
Cornstalk was a good boxcr, cool as a cucumber, and fit all
through. He held his own well against the burly Grundy.
He took severe punishment without flinching, and he handed
out as much as he received; and as the combatants had no
gloves on, the damage was considerable on both sides.

It was a decidedly reckless proceeding to start a fight in
the Form-room passage, within hearing of masters and
prefects. It was certain to be interrupted before very long,
with dire results to both parties. -

Kangaroo received the bencfit of Grundy’s special upper-
cut, and went back against the wall with a erash; but he
came forward again like a bullet, and before Grundy knew
what was happening Noble’s knuckles crashed on his jaw, and
he went down with a tremendous bump.

“Huwway !” chirruped Arthur Augustus.

“Well hit!” exclaimed Blake heartily.
wicket !”

Wilkins ran to help Grundy up.

There was a call along the passage,

“Cave |”

“Look out! Railton!”

The Housemaster strode on the scene.

Y Grundy again!” he exclaimed angrily.
this passes all tolerance !

Grundy sat up dazedly.

“Grundy, you arc fighting again !

“ Grooogh 1"

“You appear this time to have picked out Ncble, whom I

“Right on the

“TUpon my word,
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know to be a peaceable boy!” exclaimed the House.m:\stel:;
“I warn you, Grundy, that you are exhausting my patience !

“* Grerrooogh ! ~

“Get up, and follow me to my study! I shall endeavour
to impress upon your mind, Grundy, that you must keep your
quarrelsome temper in check !”

Wilkins helped Grundy up.

“I—I say, sir,” gasped Grundy, “T ain't quarrelsome, you
know! T haven't quarrelled with Noble!” . : ,

“You have fought with him without quarrelling with him !’
exclaimed the Housemaster, :

*¥Yes, sir.”

“And why have you done so ridiculous a thing, Grundy?”

“On principle, sir,”

“What !”

“Principle, sir.” .

“I begin to fear that you are little better than an idiot,
Grondy!” said Mr. Railton, “You are certainly the
stupidest boy in the House! TFollow me to my study at
once |

Grundy followed him.

Some of the juniors who followed on behind heard a
rhythmical sound of swishing from the Housemaster’s study,
accompanied by suppressed groans from Grundy.  When
teorge Alfred came out he was looking quite pale.  Mr.
Railton was mnot often severe, but he felt that this case
demanded severity, as undoubtedly it did, and Grundy had
been through it, ik

Grundy did not speak a word., He limped away to his
study.

“Grundy’s Inck is out!” grinned Lowther. “He never
gets a chance of finishing a fight !”

“Lucky for him in this case,” remarked Bernard Glyn.
“Kangy would have licked him, I think !”

“The silly ass!” growled Tom Merry. T hope this will
be the end of it! ~If thé howling idiot begins again, we’ll
give him a Form ragging !”

“ Yaas, wathah!” -

That day, however, Grundy did not begin again. Grundy
was tough, but the caning he had had, had taken it out even
of Grundy.

He was guite subdued for the rest of the day and the even-
ing, and the School House fellows concluded that Grundy of
the Shell had dropped his precious programme. But they
did not yet know their Grundy !

CHAPTER 6.

Up to Arthur Augustus!

6 AILTON’S an ass!" .
Grundy delivered himself of that opinion in the
study on Thursday. Twenty-four hours had made
a great difference to George Alfred, who was
decidedly tough, and he was quite himself

again now.

“1s 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. ~He wouldn't even lot me
explain my view of the matter—just laid into me with a
cane! 1 came jolly near dotting him in the eye yesterday, I
can tell you!”

20h”

“But I didn’t do it,” said Grundy magnanimously, “He's
@ tactless ass, but I felt I couldn’t, seeing that he’s got a
gammy arm from fighting the Germans!”

“And—and that’s the only reason why you didn’t dot him
in the eve?” ejaculated Wilkins,

“Well, that was the chief reason. Still, I'm glad T kepi
nmy temper, on the whole. I had to leave Redeclyffe for whop-
ping a prefect, and I suppose it would be considered rather
serious whopping a Housemaster !"

*“I—TI rather think it would!” gasped Wilkins.

“Still, T sha’n’t stand much more from Railton,” said
Grundy darkly. - “He seems to bave made a dead set at me!
L can’t get into a fight now without Railton turning up like
a bad penny and coming down on me! Sickening, I call
at.!”’

“ Awful!” said Gunn.  “Pass the pickles!”

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

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

“Oh, you’re sehding a challenge to Talbot?"

“Of course! This evening !”

“Don’t you think you'd better chuck it, old chap?” urged
Wilkins, " “Youw'll be had up before the Head for a flogging
next, yvou know!”
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“T think T've already mentioned, Wilkins, that this is &
matter of principle with me!” said Grundy, frowning.
“I'm acting for the good of the school, in the long ruu.
though those duffers can’t see it at present! I've thrashed
three of them. T haven’t been allowed to finish the job,
owing to Railton chipping in in that inconsiderate way! Bus
they were practically whopped! ~But I'm going to make o
thorough job of Talbot. You'll ask him to come down
behind the boathouse for our little scrap.  Railton won't
spot us there!”

“1 say, Talbot’s awfully hot stuff in a scrap!” urged
Wilkins. ¢ He hardly ever gets into a scrap, but when he
does ?

“I know. T'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 ' acting on principle.  But they ‘can’t say anvthing
about my whopping Talbot.  All the Shell thinks he’s a
match for me. So he would be, you know, only I'm u
remarkably good boxer—as good -at boxing as I am at foot-
ball, really—something a bit out of the common, you know!”

“You're a bit out of the common in a good many wavs, old
seout!” grinned Gunn.

Grundy nodded complacently.

“Yes: I'm not the kind of fellow you'd pass in a crowd
without noticing him, Gunny. T pride myself on that!”

“Oh, no!” agreed Gunn. *“You see, your face——""

“Eh?”

“I--I mean—ahem-

“If you're being funny, Gunn—-"" voared Grundy.

“Not at all,” said Gunn hastily. Cunn had no desire to
be put on Grundy's list, “I—I meant, your distinguished
look——"’

“Oh, T sec! Yes, I've been told. before T'm a bir
distinguished,” said Grundy, with a nod. “T don't brag of

”

it—it just happens, you know, I've got rather more wifts

in most ways than the usual run of chaps; it happens like
S 23

that, you know. Have vou got a cold, Wilkins?’

“Nunno,” gasped Wilkins, who was gurgling painfully,
A—a bit of jam the wrong way!" .

“ You should eat more carefully,” said Grundy admonisis-
ingly. “Well, when you've done tea, go to Talbot with my

Any time to-morrow behind the boat-house will

And Wilkins carried that messaze to Talbot’s study after
tea. He found Talbot and Gore and Skimpole at prep. and
delivered his messago.

Talbot laughed.

“Right-ho! After lessons,” he said.

‘Sorry, you know!" remarked Wilkins, €TIt's no 133
arguing with Grundy; I've tried it. But he's fairly off his
dot. you know.”

“Yes, I know,” said Talbot, laughing.

“1 dare say you'll lick bhim,” said Wilkins, ¢ Fe's my
pal, and a good chap; but I must say a licking would du
Lim good, and T hope he’ll get it.”

- “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 tho
MOTTOW.

Tom Merry heard it with intense ‘exasperation.

“Something will have to be done with that thumpinz
ass!” he told his_chums. “It would he comic, if it wasn'i
such a worry. But the silly chump is crocking all the
footer team one affer another.”

“He will get crocked this time,” remarked Manners.
#If he licks Talbot. we'll give him a Form ragging o cu
him, But a thrashing will do him more good, and 1 think
albot can handle him. It will be worth watching; I'll
jolly well take my camera and get some snaps!’

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

*Talbot’s turn now!" growled Hervies. “Still, Talbot
may lick him.”

“T 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 1o seo
poor old Talbot knocked about like poor old Blake,”

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

Weally, Blake, T was bein’ sympathetic-—"

“Well, don't!” said Blake ungratefolly.

“1 wegard vou as a wathah unfeelin’ ass, Blaka,
Hm\r'c?\-ah. I was goin’ to wemark that it was up to me.”

S Eh!

“Gwunday is goin’ altogethah too far. T think 11
bettah wemonstwate with him, and if that is no use, @
bimn a feahful thwashing 1 .

“You silly ass!” roared Blake exasperated. “If T can’s
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ick f]le beast, how do you think you're going to handle
Jim?

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

“ What?”

“1 am wathah a \uppm boxah.™

“You shrieking ass

“1 wefuse to be called a shwiekin’
Arthur  Augustus, ith dignity. “1 wegard it as
Oppw obwious expression.” «

Blaké glared at his noble chum. He had failed to lick
tiic tremendous Grundy, tough fighting-man as he certainly
was. It was decidedly exasperating to hear the slim,
clegant swell of St. Jim's expressing the opinion that he
could do it. B

“You frabjous ass!”’ said Blake witheringly. “I’'ve told
you a hundred times that I could make shavings of you with

cne hand, so—-""

"Yaas, you have told me so, deah boy, and I have allowed
vyou to wun on eout of politeness,” explained Arthur Augustus.
* But you couldn’t really, you know !’

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Herries and Dig, greatly tickled by
1he expression on Jack Blake’s face at that moment.

“ You—you—you jabberwock!” gasped Blake. . “I've a
Jnn) good mind to lick you, just to stop your burbling!”

‘T wefuse to heah my remarks chawactewised as burblin’,
Plake! And I decline to be bothahed with lickin’® you now,
e I am gomn’ to lick qunday! I wegard it as bein’ up to
1ie to put a stoppah on his wot.” -

And Arthur Augustus walked to the door with a very
e .n.mmed expressxon on his face.

You awful ass!” shricked Blake. “Grundy will eat \on

“T shall wefuse to allow him to do anytmu of the sort.’

** You—you—you—--"

“Piway come with me and see fair-
he all wight. You can wely on me, 5
reassuringly.

And he walked out of the study. Blake and Herries and
Dighy regarded one another with helpless looks.

*Come after him and _drag him back,” eaid Blake at last.
¢ \\*hy ymab big beast wouldn’t leave a whole bone in the silly
daffer!”

The three juniors rushed out of the study.
Augustus was gone,

He had gone to the Common-room in scarch of George
Alfred Grundy, and his chums, with great misgivings,
{cllowed him there,

said
an

ass, Blake!”

play, deah boys! It will
said Arthur Augustus

But Arthur

CHAPTER 7.
Thrashing Grundy!

(1 § WUNDAY !”

“Ihllo"’

“A word with you, Gwunday!”

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

Grundy was sprawling on a sofa in the Common-
ycom when the swell of St. Jim’s found him. The deter-
mined expression on Arthur \u"u~1u~' noble countenance
attracted some attention, and when he marched up to George
AYred Grundy a good many glances
fellowed him.

“T1 am goin’ to Sp(‘i‘.k to you vewy
plainly, Gwunday,” said Arthur
Augustus, in measured tones. ““ The
whole House is gettin’ fed-up with
your silly wot!”
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“I am!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy.

“I would wathah wemonstwate with you in a f\neml.y way
and bwing you to weason,” said Arthur Augustus. * But if
you wefuse to come to weason, I shall have no wesource but
to administah a feahful thwashin’!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"’ shrieked Grundy.

There was a general grin round the Common-room. = The
elim and elegant swell of St. Jim’s did not lock much like
thrashing the burly Grundy.

““I.see no weason for laughtah,

NOW ON
SALE.

Gwunday. You will not

fud it a laughin’ mattah if I bLng thwashin’ you!” said
Arthur Augustus warmly.
“I think I shall, rather!” chuckled Grundy. “Hore,

Blake, take this silly idiot away and keep him quiet! I
don’t want to bhurt him!"

“Come away, Gussy,” said Blake,

“I wefuse to come away, Blake! Gwunday has not yet
assuahed me that he is goin’ to stop playin’ the gidday ox.’

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

“T euppose that’s meant for a joke,” remarked Grundy. “I
snall put you on my list, Lowther, You'll come next after
Tom Merry !”?

“All serene!” gaid Lowther. “Tommy, dear boy, you'll
leave a bit for me, won’t you, when you've finished with
Crundy 77

"*‘Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Gwunday, I ral\ that wemark to mean that you are
goin’ on. .1 have alw eady wemarked that you leave me no
wescurce but to thwash you. wegard it as bein’ up to me
to bwing you to your senses. You are becomin’ a genewal
misance to the whole House. Will you come into the gym
- have it heah?”

Grundy rolled on the sofa in mirth,

Arthur Augustus’ noble eye gleamed at him through his
eveglass,  Arthar Augustus wae in deadly earnest.

“Leave him to me, Gussy!” called out Talbot.
turn next, you know. and I'm booked for the
to-morrow !"’

Arthur Augustus shook his head.
“No, deah boy! I am goin’ to stop Gwunday
mself a genewal nuisance in the House. It's time

“It's my
slanghter

makin’
some-
:

thin' was done, and I'm goin’ to do it!" Gwunday, 1
twouble you to follah me to the gym!”
o Ih ha! ed Grundy.

will rou
demanded

Vill you fol me to the gym, Gwunday, or
mmpnl me to chawactewise you as a wotten funk?
D’ Arey.

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

‘Gussv old chap, don’t bite off more than you can chew!
said Kangaroo.

*“Let him run on,’ ” chu(:kled Mellish.  “Go it, Gussy!
will be worth seeing !

* Weally, Mellish

“Play you at chess, Gussy !”” said Julian of the Fomt‘l

“Yaas, dear boy. Aftah I h'ne thwashed Gwunda

a, ha, ha!” roared Gru 1dy, in
a pamx S nf mirth. “Take him
away Hallo! Groogh!
Wharrer you at? Grooogh!”

Arthur Augustus seized one of
Grundy’s ears, and jerked him off
the sofa.  Grundy reared, but not

This

EEENTy EEREES S

“EBh?¥ with laughter, as he bumped on the
“Hear, hear!” said Monty oor.
Lowther heartily.  “That’s right “Now will you come on, you
en  the wicket, at any rate! wottah? ” _exclaimed Arthur
Endorsed and passed unanimously, FOR READERS OF Augustus, dropping his eveglass,
also nem Lon"’ . throwing his jacket to Blake, and
“T am goin’ to speak like a squaring up very scientifically
candid fwiend to wvou, Gwunday. Grundy jumped up in \m\ering
Y(u are no footballah, and your wrath.
viay is more than cnough to make “You blessed tailor's dummy!”

a Hun cackle. It is quite imposs

fcr you to play in any match unless ;

I won't fight you, but

hf‘ Xas )(‘d.
g
yYou across my knee and

I'll shove

]
we  were playin’ a  home for ; spank you, by gum!”’
idiots! If Tom Mewwy put you ' “T wefuse to be spanked, Gwun-
in the team, we should scalp Tom _ . day! Oh, bai Jove, I'm weady for
Mewwy. 1 want you to undah- ' you, you wottah!”
stand that cleahly, so that you will Grundy was rushing on like a
vicalise that the soonah you chuck i whirlwind.

up playin’ the gidday ox the wisah

it will be. There has been quite
enough of your wot. You are
goin’ to stop it!”

“Am I?7” said Grundy, blinking.
“ And who's going to make me?”
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The juniors looked on grimly.
As Arthur Augustus had started the
row, fairly thrusting himself into the
lion's jaws, as it were, his chums
were not entitled to interfere. He

sswmm ssmm¥ had to fight it out. That he was
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fully prepared to do. And, though he was physically no
match for the burly Grundy, he was wonderfully active, he
had plenty of science, and his pluck was simply unlimited.
He stood up to Grundy like David to Goliath. And as
Grundy came on like a buil, the slim Fourth-Former wound
round him, parrying his heavy drives, and drove in his right
on the side of Grunds ware jaw and sent him spinning.

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

“Well hit!” shonted Blake, in great delight.

“Bravo, Gussy !”

“Shut the door!”
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 possessing the strength to deliver a drive like
that.

“My hat!” gasped Grundy.

““Have you had enough, Gwunday?”

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

* He rushed on again.

This time D’Arcy’s skill did not save him. He caught a
tremendous drive on his chest, with all Grundy's great
strength behind it, and it fairly lifted him oftf" his feet. He
ﬂe‘\‘voawau; backwards, and bumped down on the floor,

w

exclaimed Wilkins, “We don't want a

I Qrundy was sprawling on a sofa in the Common-room when the swell of St. Jim’s found him. ‘I am
goin’ to speak to you vewy plainly, Gwunday,” said Arthur Augustus. (Sec Chapter7.)

B]Q}ce ran forward anxiously.

e v, eld man—-

Gussy blinked up at him.

“Bai Jove! Was that an earthq
Grundy grinned.

“ Take r away,” he said.

“T don’t want to t him.”

*Gwoooh!

Blake and Digby raised up the swell of St. Jim's. That
tremendous blow had teld on Arthur Augustus. IHe stood
limply and unsteadily.

“Come on ! said Blake.

“Wats 7

“Look here, Gussy——"" urged Dig.

“Gwoogh! I am gei’ to thwash Gwunday!”
Arthur Augustus.

“But took hLere, old chap—"

“Wats! I am geoin’ to thwash Gwunday! Are you weady,
Gwunday 7"’

“Oh, quite ! grinned Grundy.
laid up afterwar

* Pway stand a

* Guss 2

“Wats!”

Arthur Augustus shoved past Lis anxious chums, and
advanced upon Grundy of the Shell. In a moment more they
were fighting hammer and tongs. To Grundy’s surprise, he
reccived & good many bard knocks: but the two were

Tre Gex Lierary.—No. 484,

gasped

“T warn 3
s. But if you ask for it. v
side, Blake!”

an have
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altogétfier too unequally matched, and Arthur Augustus went
down again.

He was gaspmmg on the floor, when the door opened and
Darrel of the Sixth came in.

“Bed-time!” said Darrel. “Hallo!
Grundy?”

“Oh, no;” said Grundy.
a little game.”

“Gwoogh!”

“Get up, D’Arcy!” said Darrel, frowning.

“Gwoogh! 1It's all wight, Dawwel! I'm only thwashin’
Gwunday !

The prefect grinned.

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

“ Weally, Dawwel—" 3

“Orders are for Grundy to be reported every time he is
found fighting,” said Darrel. *You hear me, Grundy?”

“Oh, all right!” said Grandy.

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

Fighting again,

“This isn’t veally a fight. Only

CHAPTER 8.

Put on His Honour,

R. RAILTON looked inquiringly at the two juniors
as they presented themselves.
“Well?” he asked.
“Dawwel has wequested us to weport our:elves
to you, sir,” said Arthur Augustus. *I am sowwy
to twouble you, but a wequest fwom a pwefect——""

“Quite so!” said Mr. Railton. “You have been fighting,
I judge by vour appearance.”

e eIl

“You may go, D'Arcy. You will remain, Grundy.”

“Pway allow me to speak, sir,” said Arthur Augustus.
“1 challenged Gwunday, and pulled his eah, sir—""

“You deliberately provoked a boy so much bigger than
vourself, D'Arcy?” exclaimed the IHousemaster.

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

Grundy chuckled.

“YVery good! You may go now, D’Arcy.”

“Yaas, siv.”

Arthur Augustus left the study. Grundy remained, in a
rather uneasy mood. Ie remembered his last licking in that
study. But Mr. Railton did not reach out for his cane. Ie
inoked very seriously at Grundy.

“It appears, Grundy, that for once you were not the
beginner in a quarrel,” he said. “T have very little doubt,
however, that you were really to blame.”

g “N‘ot at all, sir,” said Grundy. “I'm a very peaceabls
cnap.

“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——"

“1 think T understand. D’Arcy appears to have over-
rated his physical powers, but his object was to stop you from
continuing your course of fighting and bullying,” said Mr.
Reilton sternly. *“As I said, you were really to blame.”

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

“ Listen to me, Grundy! You are unusually big and strong
for your age, and also, 1 think, unusually stupid——"

“Oh!" ejaculated Grundy.

“That you do not intend to be a bully, T believe, 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 are incessantly fight-
ing—and there must be an end. have punished you
severely, 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 drily. 1
intend to report your conduct to Dr. Holmnes, and request him
to administer a public flogging.”

Grundy jumped. He could scarcely believe his ears.

“ A—a—a flogging! Me!” he exclaimed.

*Yes”

“What for, sir?”’ demanded Grundy warmly.

“You will be flogged in the presence of the assembled
school for bullying and using 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 exclaimed, quite
distressed. ‘‘ You really mustn’t think of me like that! It's
not fair! T can’t help Blake and Figgins being younger than
I am. Talbot’s nearly as old as T am, anyway, and i

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

“Oh, no, sir. I'm going to fight him to-morrow. And
Tom Merry, too. He's supposed to be a match for me. You
can’t call that bullying.”

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

“Only Lowther, and Manners, and Clifton Dane, and——"

“Enough!” said Mr. Railfon. *“More than enough!
Grundy, 1 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. “Me!”

“1 believe you are not really a bad-hearted boy,” said
Mr. Railton, more kindly. “I think you are stupid, obsti-
nate, and self-willed chiefly. T will offer you an alternative.
if you give me your word of honour nof to engage in any
fight, under any circumstances, for a whole week, I will
rveconsider 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 misunder-
stood; but the disgrace would be there all the same. But
to promise not to fight anybodv for a week was ruin to the
masterly programme he had mapped out for getting into
the junior eleven.

¢ [—TI say, sir——"" he stammered.

“I give you the choice,” said Mr. Railton quictly.
“Unless you prove, Grundy, that you are capable of con-
trolling your pugnacious impulses, you will have to leave
this school. T will not have the House 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

As an advertisement we give every reader of
this paper a splendid present FREE, simply { &%
for selling or using 12 Beautiful Postcards at

FOR SELLINS OR USING

12 BEAUTIFUL POST-

CARDS AT 1d. EACH,
R

B & A1 1d. each. (Gold Mounted, Embossed, Patriotic
Ny 1 Real Photos, Glossy, etc.) Our new Prize List
Puf contains hundreds of different

kinds of free gitts, including

Lad.ies‘ & Gents' Cycles, Gold & Silver Watches,
Periscopes, Feathers, Chains, Rings, Fur Sets, e
Cinemas, Gramophones, Air Guns, Tea Sets,
Y # Toys, etc., ete. AU you need do1s to send us
ey /01 Name and Address (a postcard will do),
and we will send you a seleclion of lovely
cards to sell or use at 1d. eack. When sold
send the money obtained and we immediately
forward gift chosen according to the Grand Illus-
trated List we send yvou. (Colonial Applications
invited.) Send a postcard now

THE ROYAL CARD CO, (Dept. .'.t‘s';._KEW, LONDON.

THE “TITAN” AIR PISTOL.

A Magnificent Little Weapon. BRITISH MADE FROM START TO FINISH.
Guaranteed to be the B - e - e

strongest shooting and " - ;
most accurate Air Pistol on the
market. Will shoot any kind of No. 1 = L
Pellets, Darts, or Round Shot. Just the thing for
indoor or outdoor practice. 1,000 charges may be
iired with ¢ Titanic” force at a cost of 1/- only.
T'rains the eye and cultivates the judgment. Packed R
instrong box, with supply of Slugsand Darts, price 12/6 each ;
postage 6d. extra. May be obtained from any Gunsmith or
Ironmonger, or direct from the maker—FRANK CLARKE,
Gun Manufacturer, 6, Whittall Street, BIRMINGHAM.

VENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat; fits roof of mouth;
astonishes and mystifies; sing like a canary, whine like a
L puppy, and imitate birds and beasts.  Ventriloquism
N Treatise frec. Sixpence each, four for 1s.—T. W. HARRISON
»¢ (Dept. 6), 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.

BILUSEING.

FREE to all sufferers, particulars of a proved homa treatment that
3 quickly removes all embarrassment and permanently cures
blushing and flushing of the face and neck. Enclose stamp to pay postage to
Ar. D. TEMPLE (Specialist), 39, Maddox Street, Hanover Square, London, W.

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT {2 hea 7/6
Rosa Bystem never fails. Price 7/6 complete. Particulars 1d. stamp.
i%F P. ROSS, 18, LANGDALE ROAD, SCARBOROUGH. "B

iF YOU WANT Good Cheap Photographic Material
or Cameras, send posteard for Samples
and Catalogue FREE. —-Works: JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.



" Every Wednesday.

be - dishonourable enough to- break yeur-promize, you will
leave St. Jim's the next day—my representations to the
Head will be amply sufficient. Unless you give your promise,
you will be ﬂoggeni’ 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!”

‘“Oh, crumbs !’

“Well 7” rapped out Mr. Railton.

“You—you see, sir, I—I"m not a quarrelsome chap at all,”
fultered Grundy, vainly secking to make himself understood.
I feel bound to whop the football committee for leaving a
player like me outside the team—-—"

i Y}c:u,yo\mg ruffian !” exclaimed the Housemaster,

‘" E ? ¥

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

“I—I—I——  You misunderstand, sir—you do really!
I'm acting on principle all the time!” stuttered Grundy.

“Reasoning appears to be lost upon you, Grundy. Will
you give me your word of honour not to enter into any fight
fer a week from this date, under any circumstances what-
ever? Otherwise, you will now come with me to the Head.”

*If—if you insist, sir 4

**1 certainly insist !”

“Well, I haven’t any choice, then!” said Grundy
Ingubriously. “I've always been misunderstood. I was
misunderstood at Redeclyffe before I came here. People

scom to go out of their way to misunderstand me.”

“You give me your promise on your honour ?*

“Yes, sir!” groaned Grundy.

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

“I've never broken my word yet, sir!” said Grundy
loftily.

“Very good! You may go.”

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

But he was dismayed. It was absolutely certain that the
foster committee wouldn’t entertain his claims for a moment
unless they were whopped into it. It was certain enough,
anyway, for that matter, if Grundy had only known it. And
he was booked for a fight with Talbot and Tom Merry—that
would have to be called off now. And he hadn't finished
vhopping Blake and Figgins and Kangaroo—now he couldn’t
ﬁnisﬁ.

Grundy .was not the kind of fellow to break his word.
Bat, even if he had been willing to do =0, it was nct good
enough, with floggings and expulsion looming in
distance. K

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

He came lugubriously into the Shell dormitory.

*“ Licked 7" asked Wilkins.

Grundy snorted.

“Worse than that!” he said. “Railton’s an ass—an awful
ass! He's got the idea fairly fixed in his head that I'm a
guarrelsome chap 2

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

“Yes, he has. And he thinks I'm a bully—me, ven
know !” said Grundy, with breathless indignation.

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

“Yes, I wonder,” said Grundy. “I've often been mis-
wnderstocd, but Railton fairly takes the cake. I always
sather liked old Railton, especially the way he went out and
helped mop up the Germans, and got winged. He's a good
sort in his way.
fool! He doesn’t understand me in the least. Now, I
shia’n’t be able to whop Talbot to-morrow, and Tom Merry
the next day, and Lowther on Monday. It's rotten!™

*Well, you wouldn’t be able to do all that, anyway,”
grinned Tom Merry, “But what's happened to stop vou
trying to do it?”

*Railton’s made me promise not to fight anybedy for a
weck ! groaned Grundy. .

*QOh, 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. 7

“Ha, ha, hal”

I shall have to ask you to excuse me to-morrow, Talbot.
Railton had no right to make me give my word; but a
promise is a promise.”

the
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But I must say he's a fool—an absolufe.
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“ All serene!

“Same with
and—7"

““And half the giddy House!” said Tom, laughing.
“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 Darrel, looking in at the door.

“‘Right-ho, Darrel!”

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

“T say, Grundy !”

“Hallo |” y

“You've promised Railton mnet to fight anybody for &
week 77 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 ecad, 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?”

“Oh! I-—I forgot!”

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

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

“* Great Scott !”

“And very likely exnelled, Railton said.*

“Expelled ! ejaculated Crooke. “What ripping fun!
Splendid thing for the House if you got sacked, Grundy!”

**Why, vou sneaking worm e .

*“Oh, shut up, vou silly cad !’

*What!” yelled Grundy, in wrath.

Crooke, the cad and funk of the Shell, had never ventured
to call Grundy names before. e felt that he could do so
now with freedom. Grundy had called him names often
encugh. Indeed, sometimes when he found Crecke smoking,
he took the liberty of shaking him and throwing away his
smokes.  Which was certainly no more than Crooke deserved,
bt rather cool of Grundy, all the same.

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

“1'd give a fiver !”” chimed in Racke.

“Do you want me to come to you?” roared Grundy, kick-
i:igr off the bedclothes.

said Talbot, laughing.

you, Merry, and Lewther and Manners

*Yes, if you're going to get sacked for getting into a
ficht!” led Crooke.
“Oh!" ejaculated Grundy.

He pulled the bedclothes over him again.

cag
4

Another con-
uence of his unhappy promize dawned unon him. He
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 of 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 Crooke, 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 into a very serious scrape. A single fight
during the ensuing week would have the most direful results:
and he was upable to raise Lis 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.
iting for you, you funk!”

“What !” gasped Grundy.

*Funk !

“Oh, my hat!"

“Rotten funk!” chortled Racke.

“1—I—I—" Grundy spluttcred.
week. you rotters!”

““Ha, ha,; hal”

Wi

“T'm

“Oh, you wait till next
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Crooke and Racke ran on, with great enjoyment, calling
Grundy all the offensive names 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
loave his bed. He was already learning the lesson of solf-
control that Mr. Railton had so kindly mapped out for him.

His tormentors were not silent till Wilkins and Gunn ross
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.

CHAPTER 9.
A Painful Predicament,

HIZ!
“ Yoop!”
* The rising-bell was clanging out in the morning,

and as George Alfred Grundy turned out of bed
a huriling pillow caught him on one ear.
Grundy volled off the bed, and came down on the floor
with a bump.
He was on his feet again in a twinkling, his big fisis
clenched and a Hunnish look on his face.
“ Who chucked that pillow?” he roared.
“I did,” said Gore coolly.
“You checky rotter!” shouted Grundy.
last week! I

“1 licked
nuppose you want another licking?”
id 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 his unfortu-
nate proinise. He remembered it now.
“Oh!” he cjaculated. “My hat!”
“Come ou!” said Gore invitingly.
“Yes, come on, funk!” yelled Crooke.
Gore! Yah! ifuuk!”
“ Rotten funk!” chortled Racke.
“Go for him, Core!”
“I—I—I can’t mop you up now!™

you

“Mop him up.

stammered Gruandy,

“T've promised Railton, and—and I don’t want to be
sacked !
“Any excuse is better than none!” grinned Crooke.

“It isn't an excuse, you rotter! You wait till next week!”

“Well, I sha'n’t wait till next week if I have any of your
cheek!” said Gore. “I've a jolly good mind to mop up
the dorm with you now!”

“Why, vou—you-—you—-=7> stuttered Grundy.

- “Shut up!” commanded Gore.

“Wha-a-a-at!”

“Shut up!”

Grundy gasped, and shut up. He couldn’t fight Gore nnder

. the circumstances, and he began to be worried by the appie
hension 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, overbearing
Grundy made the Shell fellows chuckle.

CGeorge Alfred was in a subdued mood that morning.
While he bathed and dressed he was the recipicnt of many
;)ersonal remarks from Crooke and Racke and Gore. and
e did not revly to any of them.

Wilkins and Gunn were sympathetic, and at last they
splashed water over Crooke and Rake 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, teo, had to admit that Grundy had only
himself to blame.

He had had rather more than his just allowance of scrap-
ping, and it was his own fault if scrapping was barred to
um. He had, in fact, fairly asked for it, and now he had

got it, and his chums charitably hoped that it would do him

good.

Grundy left the dormitory quite early, breathing hard
throngh his nose. His promise to My, 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.

Iivery 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

TrE GEM Lisrary.—No. 454,
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with fags. e had whopped Piggot of the Third for being
a smoky little beast; he had cuffed Levison minor for looking
cheeky; he had licked D’Aréy minor on general principles,
because lickings were good for cheeky fags, in Grundy's
opinion. Suppose D’Arcy 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 Grundy with
amused interest. Crundy’s awful predicament tickled them
immensely.

Monty Lowther remarked that he had never suspected old
Railton of being such a humorist. 1f Railton had specially
wanted to ‘““make the punishment fit the crime,” he could
not have thought of a better plan.

Grundy was accustomed to falling out with anybody, ard
getting into a scrap with anybody, without stopping to
think.  Thinking was not much in his line. But he hacd
to stop and think now with a vengeance. He would punch
a fellow's nose in the most free-and-casy way. His own
nose was now at the mercy of anybody who chose to punch
it, and it was a strange and almost unnerving experience for
Crundy. ’

[t 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.

Even Witkins 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 becansze they really liked him for his good
qnalities, but chiefly because it was too much trouble tu
be always rowing and scrapping in the study. But now
that scrapping was barred to the great Grundy, Wilkins
and Guunn did not take so much trouble—not at all. Whe::
Grundy called Wilkins a “fathead,” Wilkins promptly calles
him a ““frabjous idiot,” and indced went on to express his
genuine opinion of Grundy’s intellectual powers in terms
that made Grundy first open his eyes wide, and then clenclh
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 truculert that Fifth-
Formers had o ally found it expedient to show him a
civility they seldom wasted on juniors. But they did not
like it. And Cutts of the Fifth immediately took advantags
of the new state of affairs. I¥e met Grundy in the Forri-
room passage and stopped him.

“Hold on, Grundy !” he said, in.-a bullving tone.

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

“Hallo, you ¢ was his reply.

“Don’t swagger about like that!™

“What!”

“T don't like that kind of thing in a junior! Stop it

“ My hat!” ejaculated the astounded Grundy.

“1 don’t like these airs in a fag!” explained Cutts.

‘*A—a—a fag!” howled Grundy. “Me a fag! Why, vou
silly cuckoo——"

“Do you want

“Eh—my car?”

“ Because you'll get it, if you're not jolly civil!” said
Cutts sharply. “Now cut off! Get out of my sight!”

“Cut oft!” 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
{"d mop up the passage with you!”

Cutts advanced upon him, with hands outstretched, i
seize his ears. Grundy doubled his fists,

Then he backed away, remembering.

“You votter!”™ 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 fight in
the Form-room passage was not to be thought of.  Mr.
Railion would have been on the scene in a couple of minutes.
and then—-the Head's study, the flogging, the sack! Grundy
had to malke the best of it pacifically!

He backed away hurriedly, Cutts grinning, and following
him up. Kangavoo put out his foot, and Cutts stumbled
over it and fell. Grundy dodged out into the quadrangle.
but he had escaped out of the frying-pan into the five.
Levisonn 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 mecant to furn the tables,

said Cutts.

L]

vour exr pulled?”
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“Hallo, you checky cad!™ said Tevison. “You took a
packet of cigarettes away hom me the other day! You owe
me a bob for them! [a:, up!

“Go and eat roke' growled Grundy.
in fags smoking !”

‘“Aye you going to piy up ?”?

“No, you young ass!”

“Then put up your hands!” said Levison,
upon him.

Grundy backed away. Trimble and Mellish burst into
a howl of laughter at the sight of the truculent Grundy
backing away from a combat with Levison of the Fourth.

“T don't believe

advancing

“Keep off, you young cad!” howled Grundy. “You
know I ean’t lick you now!
“I know I can lick you,” said Levison calmly, * Are you

going to pay up the bob you owe me, or are you going to
dl\e a hiding ?
‘A—a—a hiding! Oh, my hat! Keq) off !

Grundy, jumping back as Levison began to_hit out.

They were in sight of the Honaemmte] s windowe, and
Grundy was in terror of seeing Mr. Railton at his window
any moment.

“1—I—T'11 pay up!” he stammered.

“Sharp’s the word, then!”

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

“Good !"t said Levison. “TI'll lei you off, as vou're so
funky, Grundy. But don't let it occur again, mind.”

*“Oh!” gasped Grundy.

yelled
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“Grundy has been on the high horse for a long time, and
now he’s come down off his pelch We're going to talk to
him as he used to talk to us!”

“And he’s goin’ to stand us a tea, g.in-ml 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. Tt wae teae
time, and Grundy and Wilkins and Gunn were there. Wally
kicked open the study door, and marched in with his
followers, Tom Meiry looked after them and laughed, The
tables were turned now, and it was not surprising that the
heroes of the Third should seelk to repay the rathexr long
debt they owed to George Alfred Grundy.

hnmdv & Co. stared at the fags as they came in.

‘What the dickens do you want?” exclaimed Grundy.
“We've come to tea, ” announced Wally,
“To—to—~to tea!”

“Yes. Get out of that chair!™

“What-at 7"

“I want it. Get up!”

.umdy got up in_a white heat.

“My hat! Why, I'll make mincemeat of the lot of you!”
i]'Lil shgx’lt(-d. “Blessed if I ever heard of such cheek!

“Better not let Railton hear you!”
minor.

Grundy pd'ur’d suddenly.

“You're rather a bullying beast, Grundy,”
miner, *It would serve you nohc if we

”

grinned Manners

said D’ Arey
walloped you.
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“And there’s another thing. You cuffed my minor the
~.hm day,” said Levison. ‘1 don’t allow that.”
“You—you—you don’t allow it!” stutiered Grundy.
“No. If it happmx~ again, I shall thrash you, mind that!
Now cut off I’ ¥
Grundy almost

staggered away, leaving the Fourth
Formers howlin th Jaughter.  Iike Lucifer, Son of the
Morning, the g Grundy had fallen from hie high estate,
and great was the fall thereof !

CHAPTER 10.
Grundy's Guests.

13 ALLO, what do you kids want?”
Tom Merry asked that question. e was
going to his study to tea, when he came upon

a party of the Third in the Shell passage. The
party consisted of D’Arcy minor, Joe Frayne,
Jameson, Manners minor, and Levison minor. The five
fags were grinning as if in possession of an uncommnionly
good joke.
“We're gom'* to Grundy’s to tea,” said Wally cheerfuily.
“My hat! Has Grundy taken to asking the fugs to
tew”” mqun(d Tom Merry, in surprise.
“Oh, no! Not at all!?
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“You're going without being asked, then?”
“We've asked ourselves,” valmnod Re

<ed Tom.
gie Manners,

NEXT
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But we won't take advantage—if you behave yourself, But,
wind. you've got to behave yourself! We never stand any
rot !

“Ha, hd, ha!” yelled the fags,

Grundy’s face was a study.

“We've come to tea, and we want rather a good tea,”
cald Wally calmly. * We shall expect you to wait on us,
Crundy I

“Wait on you!" stuttered Grundy

\'~ s; and if you don’t do it prope

y, vou'll get a thick

A—a—a thick ear! I—I
Grundy gasped.

“You'd hetter wake up and get to work”
“\‘\’(:’re hungry. Don’t stand there mooning !”

“Get a move on you, Grundy!”

“Buck up, fathead!”

Grundy seemed to experience some difficuliy in 1)193!1\1119‘.
Wilkins and Gunn were grinning. But they eoasod to grin
as the fags surrounded the tablo and began to help U)Pm-

‘\el\ es.
“Look here, you fags clear out!” said Wilkins. ‘Grundy

)

suppose I'm  dreaming !”

said Wally.

- may be standing this, but we’re not!”

No jolly f(‘dl ? said Gunn,  “You clear off hefore T take
2 ‘ump to you.

“Two can pl.w at that g'xmt‘ ummlmd Wally. “Yon
talce a stump, and I'll take the polm I can tell you! If
vou're spoiling for a scrap, you can mme on. There are
enough of us to handle you, I fancy.’

Toe Gesm LIBRARY.—No. 454,
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“And we're 1'eady,"r said Jameson. ‘“‘Nosw, then, are yon
coming on? P'r’aps Grundy wants a fight in hls studvw? 1

~hope it won't bring Railton here, for Grundy's sake!”

“You're jolly w ell not going to plant yourselves here for
tea, you choc-]\y little scoundrols“ Zrow led W xll\un.

“Come on,” eaid Guno. **Kick them out!”

The fags lmod up defensively. Evidently they intended
to give battle. Five fags weve a match for two Shelt fellows,
anyway—CGrundy being barred frora taking a hand in the
confliet.

“Hold on!” gasped Grundy.

. “You don’t want those checky voung cads to tea, I sup-
pose 7" bawled Wilkins.

“Nuuno! B-b-but [ dun\ want a fight here,” faltered
the unhappy Grundy. huppow Raiiton hoan"

“I suppose Railton can’t object to us kicking these inky
litt e villains out of the study!”

“Nunno! But—but I don’t want a row. You can't do
it without my help, either.”

“Well, wire in, then, and help!”

“I—I can’t!”

“You can, if vou like,” said Wally sweetly. “By the
way, we pdswd Railion 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! T may as \\'nll explain, Grundy, that if you don’t
ke‘ep vour study-mates in order, I'm going to thrash you!™

‘Eh?”

“I've thonght a lot of times rlmr a thrashinz would do
you good. ow, we expect ctvili in this study. If we
don't get i, you're going to be thrashed, Grundy!”

“Yes, rather!"”

“Look here —-""

“Shut up!” said Wally commandit
much, Grundy !”

“Oh, crumbs

“We're ready for tea, and we want a hit betier
than this. You can send Wilkins for sumcth 4

C“I—I—T'11 go!” mumbled Grundy

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

“No jolly fear!” chuckled Frank Lev
me the other day, (.rlmd'f Well, if
door. I'll cuff you. See’

“Cuff him, anyway!” said Jameson.

Ceeundy almost groaned, Wilkins wnd Guun were non-
plussed. Tt would not have been easy for the rwo of them
to eject the fags, anvway. But it was clear that if there
was a fight, Grundy was to be dragged into it, whether he
liked it or not, W ally & Co. had the \vhxp hand !

“I—I say, let 'em -alone, you chaps!” mumbled- Grundy.
“T—1I don't want a fight here. Railton would be sure to

1

“Yon falk too

spread

o

ison.  “You cuffed
near this

misunderstand. He dl\\'ﬂVR misunderstands me, —I—'[ :

dou’t mind th@ Ilrtlc beasts having tea here, once in a way.’

“The what?” demanded W all_v sharply. “TI've told yon,
Grundy. that von'\e got to be civil! Do you want a lick-
g ? I suppose you swere meaning to say the young gentle-
men of the Third?

*You—you—-"

“Did you mean the yvoung gentlemen of the Thir
sou not?” rapped out “ally

“I—I-—yes!” gasped Grundy.
_“That's better. We'll teach you manners in the long run.
Now  set about getting tea- something decent, mind.
W xU\ms can go and get the stuff in.” -

*“Dashed if [ will 1" said Wilkins weathfully,

..v—[ say, go, old chap!™ said Grundy. * Oblige me, rou
kunow '

“But lcok here-—"

“Oh, dow’'t jaw, Wilkins!™ said CGrundy ireitably. “T
tell. you I'm not going to have any scrapping in this studg.
Perhaps vou want me to be sacked, you ass? "

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

“You cheeky. ass!™

“You silly burbler!” . retorted Wilkins independently,

S Wehy, Eol—T——2

“Oh, (lrv up!” said Wilkins. “T'll go and get the ~3tuﬁ'
if you like; but [ 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
departed to do the shopping—with a five- shilling-piece 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. Ule made the tea. at Wally’s order; he
poured it out; and he listened in infuriated silence while
Wally called him a dumw ass, and Levison minor told him
he was_a burbling cuckoo, and Reggic Manners remarked
that if he didn't leave oft spilling the tea he would box his
o818, thaol\ tlm fear of a flogging, and even of the sack,
would not have restrained (ulmd\': but fre was on his honour,
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, or did

and Grundy was a fellow of his word. He had made
promise, and, apart from all question of consequenc
promise had to be kept. And as the only alterna
fagging for the fags was fighting with them, Grundy
to fag.

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

When Wilkins returned with the provisions the fags fﬂu,,
vevelled. Grundy was kept very busy waiting on themn. And
as it was getting abroad that Grundy was entertaining
party of the Third—against his will—fellows came from
and near to look into the study and see him doing it. Ti
howled with laughter at the sight of Grundy waiting on the
fanu

“Bai Jove! It's weally too bad!” chuckled Arthu
Angustus D’Arvey. “Wally, you young waseal, 1 weg
this as w'ﬂ:l‘ah too bad!”

“Bow-wow !” said D’ Au" minor. 2

“Come in and have tea, Eu-io " called out Levison minor

as he caught sight of his major in the crowd.  “There's
plenty !”

And Levison of the Fourth grinned, and came in to join
the party.

“Get out, you cad!” shouted Grundy. :

Levison picked up a tart from tho Lll»lo and hurled it
across at Grundy, catching him fairly on the nose.

“Take that, and shut 1‘pf” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Grundy came ro he table like a flash, but Mellish
yelled from the

“Look out! Hem comes Railton.”

And Grundy dropped his hands.

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

Grundy's amazing submission encouraged the iar"i
they satisfied their 'wp'\h*e\ they utilisad “he remaining fra
ments of the feed to pelt Grundy, and he spent -half his tina
dodging chunks of cake and fmgmenh of sardines. It was
not till the guests were tired of that cheery amusement that
they departed and left the unhappy- Grundy -in peace.

G}um v mopped his perspiring brow swhen they were gone.

“I-—-T say, f(‘tmt stand much more of this!” he fraeped

Wilkins snorted angrily.

“TLook at the study! Like a blessed bear-garden! Took
here, Grundy, if you're going ¢o have your fa" friends io
tea often, you'd bettel change into another study!”

“I—-1 dxdnt want 'em, did 12" groaned Grundy. *I—-1
say, this is only the first dav—thmn: another week of it!
It was rotten of Railton, wasn't it?

“Serve you right!” said Gunn. “It was your own fault.
If you hadn't alwav been getting into rows, Railton wouldn't
have chipped in. "It's all your own fault for being such :
dashed hooligan! -

“Such a—a what?" gasped Grundy.

“Hooligan!" growled Gunn, “Picking
body——

“T was licking the Football C‘ommune from a szense of
duty. I ex lained that to you, Gunn.”

“Oh, don’'t be an. ass!”

“Yes, shut up and don't talk silly rot, Grundy, for good-
ness sake!" said Wilkins peevishly.

Grundy blinked at his studv mah-. Neover had there been
such plain speaking in Grundy’s study before, - Grundy began
to wonder dazedly whether he was, after all, to blama in
the very szlightest possible degree.

As

every-

CHAPTER 11.
Grundy is Not Required,

OM MERRY & Co. were playing the Grammar School
on Saturday afternoon.  Grundy of the Shell came
down to see the match. Grundy had hoped, by his
drastic measures with the Football Committee, to
“get into the junior eleven for that match. But his

drastic measures had been brought to a sudden end owiny
to the intervention of the Housemaster—not that they would
have been of any use, if Grundy had only known it.

“Railton doesn’t know what his silly rot means to the foot-
bdll record!” Grundy remarked bitterly to his chuma,

“Without me, what chance do you think we shall have
against the Grammar School, what?”

“Oh, rats!” said Wilkins,

“Did you say rats to me, George Witkins?" roared Grundy,
in angiy astonishment,

“Yes, T did!"”

“And I say the same!” chimed in Guan heartily. “You
can’t play footer for toffee, Grundy !
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“I—I can’t play footer!™’

“No, you ean’t! 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 captaincy!” said Wilkins. ‘“Dash it all, we can’t
afford to throw away maiches to please you, Grundy! Who
are you, anyway?”’

“Who—who—who am 17" said Grundy dazedly. .

And Monty Lowther, who heard that cheery eolloguy.
chimed in with a very apt quotation from the immortal
William :

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

‘“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Poor old Gwunday!” murmured Arthur Augustus, T
wathah think he is hearin’ a lot more plain truth than he
is used to.”

Grundy did not reply to Wilkins’ impertinent question as
to who he was anvway. Ile crossed over to Tom Merry, who
was chatting with Talbot and Kangaroo.

“Just a word with you, Merry, before the Grammarians
ceme,” said Grundy.

“Two if you like. Cut it short!”

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

Tom Merry laughed.

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

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

“Thanks awfully !’

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

“Perhaps you couldn’t hand out the thrashing either,”
suggested Tom Merry gently, *“It’s barely possible, you
know.”

“I'm not going to thrash you,” pursued Grundy unheed-
ing. “I'm just going to put it to you as a sensible chap.
Owing to Railton chipping in, I can’t bring the Football
Committee to their senses as I intended. My programme
is put off. But I suppose you want to beat Gordon Gay’s
team, don’t you?”’

Tom nodded, with a smile,

“Well, put me in! I put it to you as a sensible chap!”
urged Grundy. ‘“You can’t afford to leave out the best
junior player in the school! This isn’t a time for petiy per-
scnal jealousy—the first big match of the season! I put it
to you—do the sensible thing!”

“T will!” said Tom.

“You will!” exclaimed Grundy eagzerly.

“Certainly !

“Good egg! Shall T change, then?’

“Change! What for?”

“For 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, youre drecaming,” said Tom Merry
pleasantly. “I said I'd do the sensible thing. The sensible
thing is to leave a silly, fumbling idiot out of the eleven,
isn’t it?”

‘‘Ha,  ha, hat?

“Look here——" roared Grundy furiously.

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

Grundy snorted. He remained on the ground to watch
the match, with considerable apprehensions for St. Jim's.
Without his valuable assistance, he did not see how the St
Jim's footballers weére to keep their end up against the
Grammar School. K

To his surprise they did it.  The match was a hard-fought
one. but it ended with two goals to one for St. Jim’s.

“Fool'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 assent to Grundy's lofty pronouncements. So
they didn’t.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Wilkins.
play that won the match—first-rate.”

“What on earth do you know about footer, Grundy?”
ulrg'O(}.’Gum]. “Talk about something you understand, old
chap !’

*“Something I—J—T understand!” stuttered Grundy.

‘“Yes, You don't know anything about footer, you
know !”

]

“1t was jolly goed
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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.

ITe 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 tuck-shop, and knocked his cap
off. Grundy fielded the cap, and charged towards the tuck-
shop with a face red with fury. And Crooke, who had
hurled the apple and was grinning over his success, left off
grinning 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 io
—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.

CHAPTER 12,
Grundy’s New Programme.

G TS stmply awful 17
Thus Grundy, pathetically.
Wednesday had come round—a half-holiday at St.
Jim’s; but Grundy of the Shell was nct likely to enjoy
his half-hohday.

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

Grundy of the heavy hand had been experiencing 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 honour-
able chap, and that he was the slave of his word. His promise
to the Housemaster held good, in spite of all his trials—which
were, as he pathetically told Wilkins and Gunn, enough to
turn his hair grey.

Whether it was his strict regard for his word, or the dread-
ful consequences of breaking his word in this instance, or both
tegether, certain it was that Grundy kept it.

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

Grundy, indeed, dropped into a habit of kind eivility 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 ecivility. But some
weren't—some became only worse. Wally & Co., of the Third
nmagnanimously forgave him. Gore of the Shell ceased to
worry him. But meaner fellows, like Crooke, and Mellish,
and Racke, persecuted him without ceasing. Grundy pro-
mised 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 which his promise held
good. It was, in fact, 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.

It was really remarkable to see the burly, warlike Grundy
—warlike once—sneaking quietly round a corner to avoid a
meeting with Piggott of the Third. That young rascal
lnocked Grundy’s cap off whenever he met him—which was
awfully humiliating for the big Shell fellow—but couldn’t be
stopped without a fight. Grundy would move quietly out of
the Common-room when Crooke came in—a well-known funk
like Crooke. He would give up the armechair 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 shut up! .

No wonder he declared pathetically that it was awfull
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Wilkins and Gunn agreed that it was; but they agreed also
that it served (vrundy 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 't a row as there used to be.’

“That's so,” said Gunn, with a nod. “F'rinstance, what
would you have said last weelk, Grundy, if I'd pointed out to
vou what your footer's really like? There’d have been a row.
Now, with us giving you plain tips about your footer. you
sy improve your game, and not be such a fumbling ass, you
know."”

¢ It's too jolly bad, you (‘ham. turning against me like this,”
said Grundy pathetically. “T did think you were real pals.”

Wilkins' heart smote him. . He was really attached to old
Grundy after all, though he had found him hard to bear at
times.

“Well, old chap, you're so jolly obstreperous,” he said,
“You fill the study, you know, and you won't let a chap call
his soul his own. You're oxo:mhohmug you know.”

“T never meant to be,” said Grundy. “I've been thinking

about it a bit lately, and perhaps I've been a bit too—too
drastu‘ That mm.rrrol Levison punched my nose this morn-
ing—my nose, vou know ! I—I never thuught it was so rotten
for a fellow’s nose to be punched before! I've pun wched his
often enongh. Somehow, it seemed different.”

“By gad, it is doing you good!” said Gunn. ‘Old Railton
knows something, he does. Fauncy vou beguming to thick,
L-rnmh i

“Amazing ! said Wilkins,

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

“Well, T don’t think it's pally for my own study-mates to
round on me.” he said, with unexpeécted patience. “I've got
enough to stand outside this study. Look at me—it's a half-
holiday, and T'm bunged up in this study.”

“Come out,” said \ ilking; we're going out
C“Can't ! greaned Grundy. ‘Piggott's w
passage.”

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

The bare idea of the great Grundy skulking in his stu dy
because a fag of the I'lm‘d was waiting for him in the passage
made Wilkins and Gunn roar. But it was not a laughing
matter for Grundy. e did not laugh.

“Well, what can a chap do?” he said. “I counld slaughtes
Piggott with one finger; but if T touch him 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 1 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 hir.”

‘“Ha,; ha, ha!”

“All very well for you to cackle!
funny; ain'cit?

“Yes, rather! Ha, ha!”

“You'd berfm turn pacifist, and not get Raiiton down on
you again!” chuckled Guun. v "Tain't gocd  enough,
mend..

= I've chucked up iy programme that I, mentioned
to you,” said Grundy. “I—I can sce it won't do. 1 shall
stand out of the football until the ('ommlttce come to their
senses, and put we in on my merits.”

Wilkins and Guom roared again.  They thought it was
likely to be a long time before Lxmndv was.put into the team
on his meru“~ab(mt as long, in fact, as it.would have taken
]um to get in by * whopping " the fcotball committee.

*Cackle away !” said Grundy sarcastically. « ¢ Don't mind
wme! They say a f‘hup never knows what his pals are like till
he's in trouble. I've found out now.

“Well, you ain’t an casy chap to pal with,” said Wilkins.
“You want too much of the kow-tow bizney. Still, we're
vour pals, and we're going to sfa.nd by you now you seem to
have a bit wore sense. You can't \sallop Piggott, but [ can—
Railton isn't down on me; I haven't been fighting every chap
i the House. Come on, Grundy, old scout, and we'll lock
after you!”

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

Crundy & Co. left the study, Grundy feeling rather dubiou
Piggott of the Third came up grinning, aud Wilkins took Ium
by the collar, and proceeded to bang his head against the
passage wall, while Grundy grinved and walked on iwith
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Gunn. The unfortunate Piggott's yells rang along the
passage.

“What on earth’s the row ?"” exclaimed Tom Merry, coming
out of his study with a footer under his arm.

“ Little beast cheeking my pal Grundy,” “\pAade Wiikins.
“We're looking after Grundy now; we think he’s had
enough.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Piggott tore himself away and fled.  He had quite relin-
quished his designs on Grundy's nose now.

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

“ Hallo, funny face !”

“(Come and have your ear pulled. Grundy!”

“(Come on, Gunny ! said Wilkins.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Grundy, as his chums started on
('rooke and Racke. Those two cheery vouths fled wildly
acress the quad, Wilkins and Gunn dribbling them like foot-
balls.

Grundy was quite cheery when his chums rejoined him.
His week of probation was likely to finish much less uncom-
fortably with Wilkins and Gunn looking after him in this
pally manner. It was, he told them, the case of the mouse
and the lion over again—Grundy being the lion, and Wilkins
and Gunn the mice. Wilkins remarked that it scemed to him
moere like the case of the ass in the lion's skin—Grundy being
the ass. And Grundy took Wilkins' remark quite good-
temperedly. There was no doubt that a change had come
over the great Grundy—a change very much for the better.

. 4 £ . - ® 3 . .

Grundy's persecution was over now, his loyal pals making
it a point to chip in every time. And Grundy was grateful—
really grateful A ‘day or two later Mr. Railton called
Grundy into his study.

“I.am glad to see that you have kept your word, Grundy,”
he said. **And I hope that you have learned the lesson of
self-control. T trust it will be of benefit to you. And I trust,
Grundy, that I shall hear no more unfavourable reports
regarding you.”

*“The fact is, sir."” said Grundy,
stood me all along——"

“You may go, Crundy.”

“1 was going to say, sir—-"

Mr. Railton made a movement towards his cane, and
CGrrundy retived from the study with his remarks unfinished.

In the Common-room he found the whole football com-
mittee waiting for him.

*“Here he is,”" said Blake

Grundy looked eager.

“You want me?"” he as

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“You've decided to put me in the elevea aftor all2”

“Ha -hatl Nol”

“0Oh! Then what the merry thunder do you want?”
growled Grundy.

“We want to know about that precious programma 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.”

"'Oh " said Grundy.

“Yaas, wathah!”" chimed in Arthur Augustus. “ Upon the
whole, Gwunday, it is wathah a feahful fag to thwash you,
and it is not worth while, “e have decided to deal with you
wathah dwastically instead.”

Grundy snorted.

¢ Well, you can all go and eat coke !” he said. “I've given
up the idea of trying fo knock any sense into your silly heads.
I'm going to wait panumly till St. Jim’s has been licked in a
dozen or so football matches. Then I expect the fellows will
insist upon my playing, Tom Merry, for the sake of the school
vecord.. That's my programme now !”

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 into hysterics, and they only
shrieked.

ve rather misunder-

THE END.

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great Story of
Tom Merry & Co—*“A SURPRISE FOR ST,
JIM'S!” by MARTIN CLIFFORD.,
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The Previous Instalments Told How
Old TOM HILDER, a cattle-farmer of Katfarit, Australia,

is faced with ruin for the want of £1,000. He goes to a
iriend in Sydney, HENRY NORMAN, from whom he
obtains the money, but is afterwards lobbed and, in recover-
mg the notes, becomes mixed up, in the eyes of the police,
with a gang of scoundrels.

His son BOB receives the money from his father, and
takes it to SUMMERS, the bank manager, who is in league
‘I‘iul}(ll BOARDMAN, a scoundrel who has plotted to ruin old

ilder.

Bob is afterwards arrested, and charged with passing falqp
notes at the bank, but is hbenlod from his prison-cell b,
CAPTAIN DASHWOOD, a notorious outlaw.

Bob learns from him that his father was robbed by a man
named SUTHERLAND, the leader of another gang of out-
laws, and he sets out in pursuit of him. He traces the villain
to an hotel, where he also sees his father. A fight ensues, and
the place is burnt down. Bob narrowly escapes with his life,
believing his father to be dead.

Later, old. Hilder appears upon the scene, pursued by
troopers, just as Dashwood and Beb are returning stolen
property to the house of a squatter; Dashwood having re-
covered it fxom Sutherland. ~ They all succced in getting
away, and later capture Sutherland. In doing so, however,
Dashwood is caught by the police, but by a clever plan of old
Hilder’s, and with the help of BOGONG, Dashwood’s black
servant, he is released. They make for Dashwood’s hiding-
place, taking Sutherland with them. The latter, finding that
Beardman has r.ld\rd him false, tells them where GELL,
another accomplice of Boardman’s, is in hiding.

(Now read on.)

The Old Home.

O'(" Tom Hilder looked upset.

But- Boardman may take Gell away,” he caxd

“T don’t suggest that we give him much rope,” Dashwood
explained.  “ But you can’t leave here to-aay. For one thing,
the horses must have a thorough rest. \\n]l send Bo"(\nr'
out often to Lecon,mme If in two days’ time he finds the
coast clear, then one of you could make the journey at night-
time. And one w ould be enough. Two might not be able to
slip througk

For some time old Tom demurred, but at last his innate
shrewdness got the hetter of his eagerness, and he agreed to
this proposal.  Also, it was arranged that Bob should be given
the job. This bemﬂ settled, the Triends settled down to while
away the time as plod\ant‘y as possible.

The two days passed thus, and Bogong constantly sallied
forth. The night came when Bob was to start, and, two
s before, Bogong went ahead. In the meantime the
lad had learned his way through the maze. Now he bade
his father and Dashwood oood bye, and, mounting Brave
Bess, he rode up the path. The gallant mare was again in
kp]endld fettle, and he felt certain that if pursued no trooper
could ride him du\\ 10

Very slowly he wended his way through the maze, expect-

weonesoav: A SURPRISE FOR ST, JIW’S1”

ing every moment to meet Bogong with the latest tidings.
He got to the end of it without meeting him. Surprised and
a trifle disconcerted, he dismounted, and, leading Brave Bess,
he went out into the bu:h Standmﬂ' under a tree, he looked
around. It would nct be safe to go on until Bon'onfr reported
that all was safe.

Where was Bogong? Bob chafed at the dvlay. For twenty
minutes he waited, ecager fo take all risks, but remembering
a promise he had made his father that he would not start on
the journey until Bogong had told him he could do so.
Another ten minutes 1)a<~ed He was now becoming anxious,
when, thirty yards away, he saw him.

Or he thought he did. A black boy, certainly, was making
for the maze, but he was on the Mound wriggling along !
And at that instant Bob heard gruff voices and the rattle of
accoutrements, ‘His heart scemed to stop.

Was this another black tracker? Was he leading the police
to the lair? The lad remembered Dashwood’s remark and
his hesitation. ILul it been the outlaw’s thought that the
party was safe only so long as the police did ‘not employ a
black man?

Ay, that was it!
get through!

Bob’s senses began to reel.
What was he to do?

Too late, too late!
hear the tramp of horse-hoofs.
police.

Amd then the l’(d\ tracker saw him!

“Cooee, cooee!” he called, And the thud of hoofs grew
louder.

Behind were the troopers, galloping fast, and only thirty
vards away the black tracker was standing, shouting to
them to hurry up. He was ready to lead them through the
maze into the lair where Bob’s father and Dashwood the
outlaw believed thox were in complete safor\

“Cooee! Cooee!” the black boy crled again.

Bob stood almost bereft of thought in this appalling erisis.
Where was Bogong? How was it he had let this fellow
slip past? It was impossible for the two in the lair to
escape; they would be surrounded, and caught like rats in
a trap.

Dashwood would certainly be shot; old Tom Hilder would
be sent to penal servitude for the rest of his life. “And
even now they did not know the imminent danger in which
they stood. Perhaps they were chatting light-heartedly and
joking together: To warn them was 1nmos~mle

All these thoughts took but a very few moments to race
through Bob’s mind, and at the end he felt as helpless as at
the start. And then an idea sprang into his brain.  Jump-
ing off Brave Bess, he dashed forward, covering the ground
at great speed.

So unexpected was the rush that the black tracker, looking
in the direction frain which he expected the troopers to come,
was unaware of the lad’s sudden movement until the latter
was upon him,  One blow of the whip, and the man tumbled
in a_heap. With extraordinary strength Bob clutched him
by the coat-collar and trailed him back. In even greater
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And now they had got one! They would
How could he save them?

Was that indeed the caze? He could
There must he scores of
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desperation he managed to hoist him zcross the saddle, the
gallant steed standing docile at the sound of his voice, and
then, putting his foot into the stirrup, he managed to
mount.

Shaking up the reins, he ecantered away in a direction
opposite to the one in which the police were approaching.
He had no thought at the moment but to get from the scene
with his captive.  Without him they could never pierce the
intricacies of the maze. No white man had ever suc-
ceeded in doing that. Bob knew the way through it, it is
true, and so did Dashwood, but both had been shown it by
Bogong

On and on the lad cantered, without meeting with any
opposition, but knowing that at any moment he might be
checked.

He was riding from the recesses of the bush into more open
country, and to carry the black far sithout being noticed
would be impossible,  But at first he did not think of this.
His whole mind was taken up with those in the lair. They
were safe for the time, but the troopers would not retire.
There they would stay, searching at first for their guide: and
when they failed to find him, they would send back for
another.

And old Tom, or Dashwood, knowing nothing of all this,
might walk out into their grip. It could be only a matter
of da\s at the most before they were caught.

When he had covered five miles, he decided that he could
not risk going further. There was a decp gully here, and
he rode down it. The black tracker was still unconscious.
Bob lifted him off the horse, and got water from a creek.
First he tied the man’s arms behind hiz back, and then he
splashed his face, His eyelids soon began to flicker. In a
few minutes he was quite conscious, and staring in sullen
silence at the lad.

Bob made him as comfortable as possible
down to puzzle out everything. He must dlscontmue the
journey on which he had started. It was impossible now to
ride to his home and iry to get hold of Gell.  Could he
with safety leave the black tracker herc? These fellows
could wriggle like a snake; they could extricate themselves
from almost any bonds.

Yet to chance that and veturn, hoping to warn his com-
panions in time, seemed the only ‘chance. So he bound the
man more sccurely, gagged him, and jumped into the saddle
again. He would ride back three miles, and then leave
Brave Bess where he could find her without trouble later on.

Ho had gone but two miles, when \uddenl‘ a figure dashed
out from behind a tree and ran to catch his horse’s bridle.
Bob, unable to turn in time, raised his stick, but a warning
voice stopped the comillg blow.

and then sat

“Yah! Do not hit Bogong!” it cried.
S8 Bogon"r'" Bob u:pea“od 111~. heart delighted.
“Yah! Me came this way!

“Then you don’t know what has happened?’ th° lad said
eagerly. ‘I was afraid tho police had caught you!

¢ Police never catch me!” the black langrl.od
cunning! 1 come because Y

But Bob would not allo\\' him to continue;
anxious to tell all.

“The maze is surrounded by scores of troopers,” he said.
*“They were led there by one of your tribe. I had the luck
to nab him, and they can’t find their way in, T was riding
back to warn your master and my father, but you can get
through the maze quicker than I can

For a moment consternation sprang into the black
tracker’s face, but the next moment he was grinning again.

“Me go there!” he said. “That’s all right! Me take
them out another way, and us all meet by-and-by!”

“But why didn’'t you wait for me, or return and tell me
tuat the troopers were approaching° ” Bob asked.

“Me very busy when I left,” Bogong explained. “Yah
but I did much! A man rxdmfr in the bush, and I followed
for your sake!”

Shat ever do you mean? Who was the man?”

ne of them you all call villains! Him with the black
beard !"

“Boardman " Bob cried.

“That was him! He was very tricky, and up to no good.
That I saw, and so I follow., He ride hard, and soon mect
an inapectox They talkee talkee, and then he go off slow.
1 ke‘ep up with him for long time, then I return and meet
you!

Bob sat his horsé in deep thought.

“It looks as if Boardman had got the police together, and
had put them on our track,” he murmured. “He knows
that the net is being drawn’ tight around him, and he feels
that his only chance is to have us caught before his infamy
i3 exposed. Perhaps he has heard that Sutherland is in
our hands. And if we get Gell, too, then we will have all
the evidence we need against him. Bogong, he continued,

“Me too

he was too

raising his voice, “you have done good work to-night, and
now, if you can get the others out of the lair in time, we will
hold the winning cards!”

“That I can do! Poof! The task is easy!” Bogong
laughed.
I believe you gis manage it,” Bob heartily agreed. “Then

there is no use in my going ‘with vou, so I'll push on to my
old home in Katfarit. 1It's a long nde, and will take me a
couple of days; but I'll manage that easily enough, for once
I get fifty miles from here I'll be outside the pOll("P cordon,
and the Jast place they would expect me to turn up at is
my home, Tell my father T have gone. We shall be
separated for some time now, and I shall be very anxious,
;:Olt k(;\?‘wing what has happened to him, but that can’t be
elpe

“\’\e meet all right,” Bogong said.

“T hope so. They will know whore to find me, and I mus t
rely on their sending a message,” Bob replied.  “I sha'n
know where to look for them, so at all risks I will hang round
Katfarit until I hear. Ask them to come along as quickly as
they can.’

“Tlmt I will do,"” Bogong replied.

“And just one thing before we part,”
“In which direction was Boardman going
him?”

“He was travelling east.”

“And my way is west. I will get to Katfarit before him,
and that is all in my favour. And, by the way, what about
the black trac‘l\m T've gagged and bound some miles from
here? He can’t be left in that way, and if I release him he
may be a danger!”

“Let him go free.
lightheartedly.

Bob continued.
when you left

He can't do evil,” Bogong replied
“I can hide our tracks even from him!”

*“ All right. Koop on the move, and he will never be able
to overtake you,” Bob said. “If I left him where he is, he
might die before .anyone chanced to pass near. I'll release
him nwow, and do you hurry on!”

They partcd and Bob rode back to the gully.
the black tracker free, he continued his journey. A sense of
great relief had come to him. Bogong, no doubt, would be
abflo to warn his father and Dashwood, and lead them into
safety.

The lad laughed aloud now, as he thought of the predica-
mont of the police. They would stay around the maze until

their black tracker returned; under his guidance they would
discover the lair, onl;c to find that their qnialn had slipped
away. = By the time they could take to the road again the
others would have had a’long start.

He rode on till da)broak Then he off-saddled, had lLis
breakfast—for he had come well stocked with plox isions—
and lay down to sleep. At nightfall he started again, and
rode steadily. Before morning “he had arrived at the chain
of hills forty miles from Katfarit. There he spent the
following day, and then started on the last stage of the
journey,

As he drew mnear home, old scenes stirred his thoughts
deeply. Less than a year before, he had been happy here,
without a cloud on the horizon of his life. Then Boardman’s
villainy had brought ruin on his father and himself.

From being respected, they had been driven away as
penniless outcasts, and hunted all over the continent with a
price upon their capture. They had suffered much, and often
had been in the jaws of death; but now things were coming
right again. Before long they would be back in the old
%xome, with their names vindicated. The thought thrilled his
reart.

He had come to the hill from which,
could look down on Katfarit. No light shone in the home-
stead. He could hear the tinkling of the bells as the cattle
roamed through the paddock— the cattle that had once been
his father’s, and that now belonged to the villain.

“But not for long!” the lad muttered as he sat looking
down the hill, Brave Bess pawing the nround in her im-
patience to return to her old stable, “Perhaps on your
return, Boaldman, you scoundrel, you may find that tho
caol awaits you, instead of the fruits of your villainy, In
half an hour from now I may find Gell, and your doom may
be sealed.”

He stroked the gallant mare’s neck.

“Not to-night,” he said. *You must wait, like us, until
you visit the old home., Now we go to find Gell.”

And, turning to the left, he rode along the crest of the hill
to Dead Man’s Cloof.

Having set

in daylight, he

Bob Finds Gell.

Dead Man’s Cloof was a great cliff at the far end of old
Tom Hilder’s Froperty, and in bygone days had been a
settlement of the Australian aboriginies. In the cliff were
natural tunnels, some running for long distances. When Bob
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dismounted he was at a loss to know where to begin his
search for Gell.

There was nothing to do but to start at the first tunnel and
2o ‘through them L\ll if necessary. Striking a match and
huhtuw a candle which he had taken with him, he began.
For a full hour he continued, and ab last, when fifty xalds
down one, he saw evidence of a man’s mcml‘ visit. He came
upon shavings of wood, and, much surprised, he pressed cn.

Of a sudden he was blounhf to a stop. A wall had been
built. and a door and a window. Ile looked through the
window. There was a small table and a lamp, and Thefore
the table Gell was seated.

" Bob began to feel exultant. He tapped at the window, and
Gell raised his head. Never had the lad seen a more piteous
object. Gell's face was livid, his eyes lustreless. At first the
lad Ihoughr he was being starved to death, bur on closer
inspection he observed some viands in a corner of the ce 1] '

Gell did not stir: he looked indifferert as to his fate. The
lad tried to force the door, bur found that .mpo:sm]n At
the top was an opening between it and the roof of the cli
through which the air was able to reach Gell: but the openiiiy
was so small that it was impossible even for a child to squeeze
through. Bob raised himself by his arms and spoke.

“Hallo!” he began,

el looked at him without emotion. g

“What ave you doing here?” the lad continned.
vou like to come out?”

Gell shook his head. ]

‘I'm doomed to stay here,” he replied, in a monotonous
\'ni< ‘e, “T've brought this on myself.”

h ) You ];110\\ me?” the lad asked.
the poor wretch answered; ©

“Wouldn't

but I

= Hi;dh
once a terrible ¢t came over the
d the stool away and staggered back.
i s to his face he uttered a piercing shriek, and w ‘hen the
md saw his fdce again, it was distorted by fear.

Go away! Don’t haunt me!”” Gell yelled. ** Your blood is
on my head! That is why I am hele, but I am making
stoncinent! Spare me! Spare me!”

He had become demented. : :

Bob dropped to the floor of the cave again, horrified by
the tragedy he had just seen. So this, then, was the reason
Gell had allowed himself to be 1mpusonnd by Boardman.
He was atoning for the crime of which he had believed
himself guilty. Tmlv he had tried to compass Bob’s ruin,
Lut fortunately he had not succeeded.

\\'hat was to be done? In his present state Gell could not
ive evidence against Boardman. Yet there was a chance that
some dayv he might recover. To leave him here was im-
possible, but to secure him seemed equally so. Bob thought
hard for some moments, then he turned and left.

He must get help. There was a risk in asking for it, but
all the folk around Katfarit had respected him and his father,
and he felt that they would not betray him. Besides, if he

could induce anyone to come hither, Gell's imprisonment, so
dohbemte]y contrived, would be evidence of Boardman's
illainy. Anyhow, the r would be taken.

He mounured Brave Be nd rode pv!l~1\ el turning
the names of the ll(‘l"l‘h’)\lrc over in his mind. There was a
man named Bruce, rough but good-natured. who lived five
miles away, and to him the lad finally decided to go. Old
Tom Hlldel had lielped him along when first” he had started
furming ; Bob heped he would remember that kindness.

1 hie came near to the homestead he alighted and pro-
ceeded on foot. He was about to knock at the door, when it
< ﬂuu open, and he saw a man about to leave. With a thrill

i t the lad recognised him. The man was Kerr, who
ren bullock-driver to Bob’s father,

At tm sound of the voice Kerr started. Ie bent forward,
recognised the lad, and at once put a finger to his lips.
Banging the door. he grasped Bob's shoulder and hurried
him to a thicket a few vards distant.

“Great Scotr!” he tlien ejaculated ““This is the surprise
of my life! T'm overjoyed to see you again, Bob; but why
bave vou taken such a 1isk as coming here?"

“] had te, Kerr}"”

“All right! Let's get out of this, and then we can talk.
I'm glad To see you, i neodnt say. Here, down this way!
I've just come out to fix up the horses for the night.”

He walked quukly, his arm linked in the ]ad s.

¢ Then you've come back to settle down,” Bob remarked.

e i s S s i S o S
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“The last time we met was at the shearing at Mr. Coulter’s.
Do you remember?

“Ay. I do, and I've seen Mr. Coulter since! -I've heard
about the robbery of the silver there, and how it was returned
by Dashwood and you. M. Lon]tu‘ would befriend you if
he could. But why ever did you mix yourself up so much with
Dashwood? My lad, you w ould swing, too, if the police could
could catch you now.

Then you've heard a lot?
* All the continent is talking abouf vou; all the papers have
written columns about you. No one has a cood word to say
for you. They talk of you and Dashwood in the same breath.
Bnl). what ever made you pal on with him?”
“You don’t know him as I do,” Bob explained. *Ic's ‘s not
what people think, and over and over again he's hel pe d me
r)ut of desperate straits, and he’s helped fmhm and——"
“Your father is in with him, too ! Kerr gwpul in dismay.

“Yes; and father will stick to him through thick and thin
until he manages to cledr out of Australia,” Bob replied, with
a touch of heat. **And so will I, whatever happens. And so
would you, if you were plared as we are. But I had no idca
there was such talk as thi

“Talk !” Kerr replied bitterly. “They're calling for your
head, my lad! They're abLmnu the polmn for not Joundm_,
vou up long ago. The stories that have been in the papers
are amazing, and I don’t believe a quarter of them are truec;

G

but you've been seen with Dashwoeod here, there, and every-
wheve, W hy, only the other night he was (nu;:hr and they
say it was you who freed him. If you can't clear yourself of
that

‘T can't, and T don't want to! Br\b cut in stoutly. “I'l}
stand or fall by Dashwood as he stood by us. But when I
n\plain everything, you change your mind. You'll agree that
T'm only playing the game. i

I know you always do that. It’s amazed ac yvour recklese-
ness T am,”” Kerr replied, with sorrow. “ And whatever can
bave come over your father? IHe was one of the shrewdest
men I ever met.”

“And he's just as shrewd still, and Dashwood and .ulht roare
Wulhvr still. and I hope they’ll both soen turn up here,” Bob
* And now, .mdu{ we betier get well away from
here so that we can hd\o a long varn, for I want your advice
and assistance to-night.”

Kerr sighed.

T help you any way I can,” he replied. “But I'm thi
ing there's not much that anyone can do for you. The police
will have you, sure as fate. Let’s get a move on !”

They walked to where Brave Bc=s was standing.

"You’\e got the mare still,” Kerr remarked, as he patted
her, “and her plctluc is in every paper. Like as not, it's
through her yowll be nabbed.  Well, now, firc away, I'm
listening 17

Very rapidly Bob told all that had happened sinee they had
parted. As the story was unfolded Ker's cxpressi
changed. Sometimes he nodded his head in assent; often he
murmured in astonishment.

“You couldn’t do I

by Dashwood than you have dene,”
he agreed heartily, when Bob stoppcd ** Though that wen's
save you if youre caught. The law will cnndelnn you, for
the law hasn’t any heart.  The only satisfaction, so far, is tha
vour father’s name hasn’t got mixed up with him yet,” And
now, why did you come here 7

*Because we think we stand a good chance still,” Beb
replied. - “You remember that night my father went 1o
Sydney, and was robbed by Sutherland and his gang 77

‘“Ay, that was the beginning ‘of the big trouble. And vcu
followed your father to Sydney, and Suther
him forged notes, and you lodged them in the bank, and that
was ho\\ vou came into it.’

*“We've nabbed Sutherland !

“You have ! Kerr cried, his eves shining with delight.

“Yes; father and Dashwood have him, and he’s not likely
to escape. And now we're after Boardmani”

“Boardman ! He's too smart for the lot of you, my lad,
and he holds the strong hand.”

“It’s weaker than you think.
Gell, of whom I told you? He and Boardman fried to murdc
father and myself. If we could prove that against Boau‘m.u
he would be gaoled, and all his wickedness would ba exposed.
It is because I hope to do that, that 1 am ler For Gell is
only a few miles from where we are standing, and Gell would
own up if he could. T'm: certain of that !”

Kerr whistled. !

*This is great news!” he said. “If others have
ing you, you haven’t been idle, either.

You remember that f

been hunt
All would conie ll“lnt

vet, if you could do what yeu say; but it sounds a bit big.
W here. then, is Gell?”
“He’s in ‘Dead Man’s Cloof. Hz.s L2 prisoner there.

Boardman is afraid he will talk, and
“What’s he doing in Dead Man’s Cloof, of all, places?
{Con!mucd on page iv of coul')

land had given:




“doesn’t he > ] ,
“ That's what IU'm thinking.” the bullock-driver replied. *

“He can’t get ouf, and I can’t rescue him alone. I want
vou to help me.”

“Do you mean to tell me that Boardman has him bound
hand and foot 77

-*“IIe’s built him into one of the tunnels.

I've just come
trom there, and I've scen him. We'll have to take a siout
post. and force in the door. And we had better look sharp,
for somehow or other I must get him away before Boardman
returns, and he's due at any moment, I fancy.”

Kerr stood half dazed for some moments. Then, bidding
Bob wait, he huiried to the stable, and soon returned with a
post. Bob carried it across his shoulder as he rode, and they
set off for the cliff.

On the way Kerr did not speak. Ie, clearly, was very
sceptical. All that Bob had told him seemed too wonderful to
be true. “And this thing about Gell—well, he would believe
his own eyes, and nothing less, He followed Bob into the
tunnel.” s

“Great Scott, it's true!” the bullock-driver murmured.
“Of all the low scoundrels, that Boardman takes the biscuit,
To think of any human creature being walled up like that’!
Here, give me the post ! .. . F . .

He clutched i firmly, and, with a- powerful Jurch, he
rammed ai the door, Tt burst open.  Kerr’s jaws dropped.

For Gell had jumped fo his feet, and was beating the air
with his hands as if in despair. .

A Blew for Boardman,
. Kerr stood rooted to the spot, the post still in his hand.
staring at Gell.  As Bob advanced, the miserable creature
shouted :

“Don’t harm me!
day I have suffered!” :

“I'don’t intend to harm you in any way. See here, Gell;
I'm ready to forget all that if you play the straight game
now,” the lad replied, speaking in a pleasant voice, * This
is Kerr. You knew him when vou used to work round-here
years ago. We want you to come out of this, and we'll look
after you.”

Gell began talking incoherently in his excitement. Kerr
had laid the post down, and, swith his hands on his hips, he
stood eyeing him in a puzzled way. Bob turned.

“What are we to do?” he asked. * He looks very strange,

I'm sorry ! he cried. *‘Night and

¢ There’s no getting any sense out of him, and if we're not
careful he’ll go from bad to worse, and be no use to you at
all.  But we'll have to coax him along somehow.”

Bob went closer to Gell. He patted his shoulder and spoke.

“You see, we haven't come here to injure you,” he ex-
plained. “:Won't vou shake hands, and we’ll forget the
past? - And isn't this a rvotten place to stick in? Outside,
there’s the sun and fresh air and real life, and——-"

“ But Boardman ! Gell interjected, with a shiver.

“ Ie can’t harm you now. You needn’t worry about him.
We'll protect you. Come along !

He put his hand on Gell's arm.
he was yielding. Kerr took out a cake of tobacco. and lit
his pipe. As the smoke swept through the cell, a hungry
light came into Gell's face. Tie held out his hand.

“ Want a whift - ch 7 Kerv asked. “ Youwre welcome io
it. I guess Boardman didn't keep you in tobacco. Come
outside and light up. We swould be choked here if we all
started smoking together.™

Kerr tarned, and Bob drew gently on Gell's arm.

¢ Come on ! Kerr suggested, looking over his shoulder.

Gell followed. They went thus alone the tunnel, and
stepped into the open. The fresh air seemed to send a thrill
through Gell. ITis nostrils dilated; he drew a deep breath:
he -leoked arvound. Taking a pipe from his pocket, he
fingered it meditatively.
cake, and in silence CGell began to fill his pipe.
Bob spoke together.

“ Where can we take him 7 the lad asked.

“As far from this as vou can get,” the other repliced.

¢ But I must stay here abouts. Father 1s to meet me here,
or send word. [ don’t know where he is.”

“Humph! You're taking a visk in that.
a shanty where you'li be fairly safe.
Bl

“That’s only two miles awdy, and a spleadid place for
hiding, but I didn’t know there was a shanty there.” 2

“There’s an'old one that hasn’t been used for twenty years,
but it will serve your turn. [ dropped on it once by chance,
and -few could tell you about it, it's been that foreotfen.
And-—— But what is up with him now ?".

I

The latter hesitated, but

Kerr and

Still, T know
It's down by Swan

Kerr handed over the tobacen .

LIBRARY.

Gell had uttevred a low moan. He was be
and pointing with shaking finger across
stared in the same direction.

‘*Boardman ! Kerr whispered. “He's come home! A
light has sprung up yonder; that’s his house. And the T
of it has frightened the life out of this man. He must b
mortal terror of the scoundrel. Now's our chance. Liv
him up !

“ Boardman can’t hurt you if you come out of this with
us,” Bob urged, clutching Gell's arm. “Come along swhilst
there’s the chance!” =

He spoke with such confidence and energy that Gel
yielded.  Muttering, and glancing with terror across the
valley occasionally, he allowed himself to be led away. Walk-
ing quickly, Bob leading Brave Bess by the rein, they skirted
the valley, went round a hill, and entered a wild parf of the
bush. Still pushing on, they came to a stream, and, follow-
ing it, they stopped at last at a spot where some trees grew
just behind the water.

In the middle of these was an old wooden shanty., so
covered with creepers and surrounded by brushwood as to
look more like a mound than a hut. A rickety door yielded
to the lad’s touch, and they walked in. XKerr looked around.

“I'll fetch an axe, and yowll be able to knock up a
couple of bunks,” he remarked. “T’ll bring the other things
vou need, too. - You ought to be safe enough here for a few
days. Keep this chap quiet till T get back.” :

In an hour he returned, and Bob soon had a tree felled.
the branches cut, and a bunk ready for Gell to lic down on.
Tired out, the latter fell asleep almost as soon as he tehed
himself. Kerr and Bob stood by the stream talking for a
few minutes. - .

“He'll be calmer when he wakes up,” Kerr said; “‘but a
bit more of that confinement, and he would have gone off his
head altogether. He's in terror of Boardman; that cur
could lead him like a dog! 1It'll be days before he’s fit
for anything. Feed him up well. Tl keep fetching the
grub along. And don’t let him out of your sight, night or
day.” 5 fe
Gell was sleeping soundly, and Bob turned in, too. The
afternoon had come before he awoke, and he prepared a
hearty meal. Gell enjoyed it, and sat looking dreamily out
on the stream. Already his mind was becoming more calm.
Bob busied himself making the shanty morve comfortable, and
thus the day passed.

It was very late when Kerr came that night. and he had
startling 1 to tell. There were fresh tidings about Dash-
wood in the papers. for one thing. : -
~ “ What is there about him 7’ Bob asked, in great anxiety.

“ There are columns. There's the paper, and you can read
all for yourself,” Kerr answered. ¢ They found a wonderful
lair he had, and at last the police have discovered how he
always managed to elude pursuit. He got away again. and
two others are with him. There's a good bit about vou, too.
I tell you-what, Bob, T wouldn’t be in your shoes—no. not
for all the money in Australia ! ;

“It's father and Sutherland who are with Dashwood. of
course !’ Bob remarked. “They're raciug for their lives
now, and like as not they’ll be headed off from here. Aud
I can’t join them and take Gell out of this.” -

“I'm afraid you'll have to shunt. anvhow.” Kerr said
gloomily: ‘‘Boardman is bustling round no end.”

“ What's he doing 7™

“He's all over the ce. I thought well to keep an eve
¢1 nim, and glad I am that T did. After Jeaving you la
night, T hung around for a bit. He wasn't long before he
starfed off for the cliff. He went into the tunnel, and you
should have seen his face when he came out. His eves werc
“jumping out of his head..and his mouth was all twisted. 1
guss he got the biggest fright of his life. I saw him home.
and heard him bolt the door !”

“Yes?" Bob urged, in painful suspense,

- - “T managed to keep a watch on him off and on to-day.”
Kerr continued. - ©“ I don’t believe he slept a wink last night,
-he looked so bad. He was at the tunnel soon after daybreak.
and searchinz around there for tracks. He's been up and
down half a dozen times. There's murder © Leart, if he
can drop across the man who spirited Gell aw g

“Ie’ll stop at nothing to save himself. I know enouch
already to be cortain of that,” Bob commented. * But just
think of the fix I'm in. "I can’'t clear out with Gell; he mighi
refuse to come, or he might change his mind, and kick up
such a shindy on the road ihat T would be spotted and
caught. And I can’t leave him here alone. 1Te would
wander off. or perhaps he might take it-into his head to
return to Boardman.

“Ive an idea. though,” Bob continued. “1f the worst
and I have to clear out, wouldn't it stand to us. and
- of Boardman's villainy, if we get Gell to sign a

confession ™

(Another iine instalment of this excitinzseri-al

next week.)
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