CRANKLEY BY NAME AND CRANKY BY NATURE'

(Meet this amazing character in the extra-long school story inside.)
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THE LIKEABLE FADDIST !

good sort, that doesn’t alter the fact that his weird and wonderful reforms are distinctly unpopular !
these unpopular reforms is a_question that sorely worries Tom Merry & Co. :
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; CHAPTER 1.
5 Very Alarming !

HUMP'!
I It was a thump that fairly shook the floor of the
Fourth Form-room at St. Jim’s.
“What—what—"
“Great Scott! What——"
“Bai Jove! It’s Twimble!”

It was Trimble! Baggy Trimble, the fattest and laziest
and greediest member of the Fourth, lay quiet on the floor
of the Form-room. Apparently he had fallen from his desk.
At all events, there he lay, like a fat whale in Etons, on the
floor of the Form-room.

It was most alarming.

Fellows near left their seats and rushed to him; fellows
farther away jumped on their forms or craned their heads
for a sight of the unusual happening.

Little, kindly Mr. Lathom came rustling away from the
blackboard towards the spot, his face full of alarm.

“What—what—— Bless my soul! It is Trimble ! Trimble,
what ever is the matter, my boy ?”

Trimble did not reply—he did not even open his eyes. He
lay still, with a very white face.

Mr. Lathom was seriously alarmed now. Very few of the
members of the Fourth were, however. Some of them were
even grinning.

They had been quite startled at first—quite alarmed. But

on discovering it was Trimble, their alarm had given way:

to suspicion, and their alarmed looks had changed to know-
g grms.

They knew their Trimble of old! He was shifty and very
tricky, and he had been known to sham illness more than
once in the past in order, either to escape lessons, or to
carry out some questionable and nefarious scheme while the
rest of the Form were at lessons and he wasn’t! ;

“My hat !” mumbled Blake.

He happened to be the first to reach Baggy Trimble, and
he stooped over him rather anxiously. His anxiety fled,
however, as a nearer inspection showed him that Trimble’s
pallor was caused by a liberal application of flour rubbed
on his fat face. !

“You—you fat spoofer!” breathed Blake. “Get up, you
awful ass!”

Groan!

If Trimble was spoofing—and Blake did not doubt it now-— -

he was evidently determined to keep it up. .
“The boy is really ill!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, raising
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Trimble’s head gently. “Trimble—my dear boy! You are
ill. What—what 5

He glanced about him in no little distress. Nobody clse
looked distressed. Unlike his Form, liitle Mr. Lathom did
not possess very good eyesight—an unfortunate failing for
him, but very fortunate for his Form at times. He quite
fﬁi]ed to see that Trimble’s ghastly face was not caused by
illness.

Blake was still stooping over Trimble. Blake did not like
Trimble, and he did not approve of malingering at all. As
Mr. Lathom glanced about him, Blake took a-firm grip of
Trimble’s flabby arm and gave it a pinch. .

“ Yaroooooh !

It was not a gentle pinch, and Trimble’s howl of genuine
pain this time rang through the Form-room. It made Mr.
Lathom fairly jump.

“Good—good gracious! Trimble—"

“Yow! Some beast pinched me !” yelped Trimble, glaring
about him. “Some rotter—— Yow! Grooooogh !™

Remembering his sad state of illness; the fat junior ceased
his yelling, and groaned instead.

“This is most distressing !” murmured Mr. Lathom. “The
foolish boy has evidently been over-eating—gorging himself
on indigestible pastries.”

“I haven’t, sir!” said Trimble, with more sorrow than
indignation. It isn’t that that’s caused it at all. It’s being
starved—forced to eat rotten grub that isn’t fit for starving
cats:[?? .

“TFrimble !

“T don’s-eare!” exclaimed Baggy, his voice rising in his
indignation: . “It’s this new grub and these rotten food
restrictions that’s brought me to this. I knew it was bring-
ing me down fast. I’'m half-starved, and weak from lack of
nourishing food.”

“Wha-a-at!” »

“My con-constitution won’t stand it any longer!”
continued Trimble. “This—this is the third time
P’ve fainted this morning. TI’ve suffered in silence through
these past few awful days, but I've reached the limit of my
endurance! - Flesh and blood won’t stand it any longer, sir !

“Bless my soul !”

“Ag for over-eating and pastries and all that,” said

i Trimble, with bitter indignation, “who gets the chance to

over-eat at this school since the new Head started this,food
reform? Who gets the chance to eat any pastries? Tuck-
shop closed; village tuckshops out of bounds; study teas

_stopped; and the only grub we get is rotten, hygienic stuff.
It’s awful! And now you see what it’s all brought me to.
Groooooogh 1
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Aud Trimble groaned—a deep, hearirending groan.

The Fourth Form master stared at him like one trans-
fixed. Trimble’s amazing outburst had left him dumb-
founded. The rest of the Fourth Form also stared at

Trimble. They were likewise dumbfounded. What Trimble )

had so indignantly stated was truc enough—at least, it was
truc that the tuckshop was closed, that the village tuckshop
had been placed out of bounds, and that study teas were a
thing of the past; moreover, it was only too true that the
ordinary diet had been replaced by quack foods. The old
beef and Yorkshire pudding was a thing of the past, replaced
by a strictly vegetable and more “hygienic ” diet. .

At every meal it was the same; all the ordinary articles
of dict had been replaced by “patent” foods of weird
appearance and still weirder taste. Dr. Crankley, the new
Head of St. Jim's, who was in charge of the school while
Dr. Holmes was taking a health holiday, had introduced the
reforms, and he had claimed that the new diet was far more
healthy and nourishing than the old. Of that the fellows
knew nothing—and, it is feared—cared nothing. They only
knew that the new diet was scanty and distasteful, and since
its ‘introduction the whole school had been seething with
discontent. g 2

So that the Fourth could, and did, sympathise with
Trimble now in his outburst. “They agreed with all Trimble
had stated. Yet they were amazed that the fat and fatuous
Trimble, of all fellows, should dare to make such an out-
burst to a master. It was only too clear that Baggy Trimble
had reached the limit of his endurance—as he put @t himself.

“Trimble!” stuttered Mr. Lathom, getting™ his breath
back at last. “How dare you, boy—how dare you refer in
such terms to the food supplied at this school! And how
dare you speak to me, your Form master, in such terms!”

“I can't help it, sir!” groaned Trimble. “I've reached
the end of my tether! I'm starving—growing weaker and
weaker every day! I sha'n't last much longer at this
rate !” : :

“Nonsense!” snapped Mr, Lathom. “A reduction in c}iot
would be very much to your advantage, Trimble.. Yes,
indeed! I am well aware that the new diet has not met
with general approval. None the less, it is, I believe,
scientifically sound, and supplies ample nourishment without
any attendant poisons and—ahem—toxing.™

Trimble gave vent to something between a snort and a
groan.

“It's rotten grub, all the same, sir!” he mumbled. “All
the fellows think the same. And now this is the result,”
added” Trimble, with bitter indignation. “I'm suffering
from general weakness and debility—can scarcely keep an
cvelid open, much less sit and grind Latin. I'm gradually
sinking away j .

“Be silent, vou stupid boy!” said Mr. Lathom impa-
tiently.  “And do not be so utterly absurd! You are
snerely suffering from your disgusting habits of gluttony,
Trimble, and from lack of exercise.
Form work, however, you may go and lie down for an
hour or so. You may return to the Form-room when you
feel better.”

““What hopes!” mwrmured Blake.

Groan!

Trimble staggered to his feet, giving vent to a heart-
rending groan as he did so. His eyes were glimmering at
the success of his little “dodge ”’; but he knew better than
to drop his artistic touches until he was well out of the
rooin,

“Oh. thank vou, sir!” he said, with a pathetic sniff. oF
knew I should get sympathy from vyou, sir.”

With that, Baggy Trimble tottered towards the door.
The Fourth watched him go with: grins on their faces. The
entertainment had made quite a nice break in the Latin
lesson, and they felt quite grateful to Trimble, and they
only regretted that he had not kept it going longer.

But the lesson was not fated to be resumed yet, for
scarcely had Trimble vanished when a tap came at the
door. It opened to reveal a short and rather plump lady,
with a very kind face and gold-rimmed spectacles.

It was Mrs, Crankley, the new Head's wife, and the
juniors’ faces brightened as she came in. Mrs. Crankley
was a lady with queer ideas, and, like Dr. Crankley, was
a “faddist ” of the first water. Yet, though their reforms
in diet and other matters were far from being popular,
the school as a whole could not help liking the old couple.

Their earnestness and their kindly interest in the health
and comfort and general well-being of the St. Jim's fellows
was so obviously well-intentioned and sincere, that though
smarting and chafing under the unpopular “reforts,” the
victims of them could not bring themselves to look upon the
reformers as tyrants. :

Mrs. Crankley was exceptionally kind-hearted, and none
of the decent fellows would have said or done anything
to hurt her feelings for the world. Moreover, her entry
into a’Formq'oom usually meant a nice little rest from
essons |
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So now the Fourth brightened up, and smiled as -she
entered,

Mr. Lathom, however, did not smile. He frowned.
Unlike his pupils, he did not like interruptions.  Mrs.
Holmes had scarcely ever been known to “butt into” a
Form-room; but Mrs. Crankley, the new Head's wife, was
always “butting in.”  Doubtless she meant well; but that
did not make her frequent visits of inspection any the
more welcome.

So now, while the juniors brightened up, Mr., Lathom
frowned his annoyance.

Mrs. Crankley did not seem to notice it. She smiled
round at the Form, and, laying a brown-paper parcel on the
desk, she started to unwrap it, revealing at length a small
cardboard box.

“Pray excuse this intrusion, Mr. Lathom,” she smiled,
touching the rim of her spectacles with a forefinger. “May
I take up a few moments of your time this morning?”

“Very well, madam !’ said Mr. Lathom, trying not to
zhow his exasperation, “You may resume your seats,

oys.”

The juniors, who had risen to their feet on the entrance
of the Head's wife, sat down again with a shuffling of fect.

Mrs. Crankley took the lid off the box.

“You will remember, Mr. Lathom, that a week ago T
announced my intention of offering a prize every week to
the boy in each Form who had earned the highest marks
for good conduct and progress in class?” she said, beaming
round at the Form.

Mr. Lathom nodded, and his frown gave place to a
rather forced smile.

“I do remember, Mrs, Crankley,” he said. “Your kind
offer to present a prize to the boy who earns the highest
marks each week is an excellent idea, and will be much
appreciated by the boys and myself. I have kept a care-
ful note, and the boy who has earned the honour this week
isI Blake. Blake, will you kindly step out in front of the
class 77 -

Blake stepped out, blushing furiously.

Mrs. Crankley took up the box with one hand and patted
Blake kindly on the shoulder with the other.

“Good boy!” she said approvingly. “I trust your good
example will be followed by the rest of the little boys here.
Here is your prize—please hold it up so that the rest of
your schoolfellows can see it,-and, T hope, be endouraged
to attempt to win another prize like it.”

Blake took the box. He almost collapsed in sheer horror
as he saw  what was inside it. The box contained a small
tin clockwork train, a tin tender, and a couple of tin
carriages with sections of tin rails to match!

“Hold it up, Blake!” remarked Mr. Lathom, smiling.
“What—— Oh! It is a box of—ahem—trains, I sec!”

Blake held up the box so that the Form could sce it—he
could do nothing less. There was a gasp. Somebody—it
sonnded like Mellish—laughed aloud.  Séveral others
chuckled quietly; the remainder almost choked in their
manful efforts to stifle a howl of laughter.

Blake’s face was scarlet. From the bottom of his heart
he wished he had not been the best boy in the Form that
week. He had certainly earned the prize: but he realised
now that he had also earned wecks of endless chipping.

For a “man” in the Fourth to be presented with a box
of trains was humorous, to say the least of it. It would
certainly strike the rest of the school as humorous.

Yet, not for worlds would Blake have allowed the kindly
Mrs. Crankley to see his utter dismay. He also realised
that his best plan in the sad circumstances was to take it
smiling. He pulled himself together and smiled cheerily.

“Thank you very much, Mrs. Crankley!” he said quite
cheerfully.  “It's a tophole present, and I know I'll get
heaps of fun out of it. May I try it so that the fellows
can see how it works, sir?” he added, turning to his Form
master.

“Bless
how 4

“That is an excellent suggestion I chimed in Mrs, Crank-
ley brightly. “T am sure My, Lathom will be very pleased
to agree, my dear boy!”

“.'I"hank you, ma’am!” murmured Blake; and, without
waiting for the almost flabbergasted master’s approval, he
hurriedly took out the contents of the box and begau to
fix- the rails. That done, Blake proceeded to wind the
clockwork spring.

Then he fixed the “rolling-stock * together, watched by
the staring Mr. Lathem and the grinning juniors of the
Fourth, some of whom left their seats in order to sece better.

There was a breathless silence as Blake started off his
train on its circular trip. There was a series of hilarious
chuckles as the cngine” left the rails half-way round and
crashed over.

“Ah! A train-smash!” laughed Mrs. Crankley.
again, my dear boy.”

my soul!” gasped Mr. Tathom. “Blake,

“Try

Tae Geym Lisrany.—No. 1,002.
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“(Certainly, ma'am ¥*?
Blake tried again. Even playing with a clockwork train
was to be preferred to Latin any time! Blake felt that

instead of chipping him the Form ought to give him a vote:

of thanks for the entertainment. The second time the trip
was a huge success, and as the engine rattled to a stop at
last the juniors gave vent to a cheer. 8

“Hurrah !” 2

“Silence I” artienlated ' Mr. Lathom, getting back speech
then. “Blake, that will do!  Really, madam, I trust that
will do, so that we can now proceed with lessons. DBlake—
ahem !—kindly put away that toy now!”

* Oh, certainly, sir.” e

Theére was an imperious note in Mr. Lathom’s voice that
stopped Blake from asking for another ““trial.”

“An excellent little toy!” said Mrs. Crankley, beaming
upon the grinning Form. “Thank you so much for allowing
the boys to see it work, Mr. Lathomn. I am sure it will be'a
great encouragement to them to do their best during the
coming week. I must now hurry away to present my prize
to the Third Form.”

And with a smiling nod to Mr. Lathom the Head’s \vife.

sailed out of the room.

“Shall I take my puff-puff to my study, sir ?” asked Blake .

meekly.
“Ha, ha, ha i g .
Somebody chuckled, and the next moment the Form was

howling with laughter. = Mr. Lathom’s usually good-

tempered face went pink with wrath. Tt
“Silence I” he thundered. “This—this is too much !
Every boy in this room will take fifty lines! DBlake, you

~ will take one hundred for studied impertinence! Place that

—that toy on my desk and go to your place this instant 8%

“Oh, yes, sir!”

Blake laid the box of trains on the master’s desk and went

to his desk. The rest of the juniors subsided into their
hlaces.
e There has been quite enough time wasted |” snapped Mr.
Lathom in a grinding voice. “The next boy who speaks or
laughs will have his imposition doubled! We will now
proceed with the lesson !* :

After that nobody did speak or laugh; they did not.want
their imposition doubled. e .

e ——

CHAPTER 2.
Grap !

& I, he, he!”

H That unmusical cachinnation came from Baggy
Trimble the moment the door of the Iourth Form-
room had closed behind him.

Considering the fact that only a moment before the fat
vouth had been emitting the most appalling and agonising
groans, this was surprising to say the least of it.

But there was no sign whatever of illness in Baggy
Trimble’s podgy features now. He seemed to be suffering
only from an excessive supply of suppressed glee.

The fact of the matter was, as Blake had quickly sus-
pected, the crafty fat youth had been “spoofing.”

“He, he, he!” he chuckled. “O0ld Lathom’s soft—soft as

_they make ’em! Fancy being taken in by a bit of flour

rubbed on a chap’s chivy! Catch me going back to_the
Form-room this morning, anyway! And now for those
giddy biseuits!”

With that Baggy Trimble rolled away cheerfully towards
the Fourth Form studies. From his mumbled remarks it
was very clear that to escape lessons was not the only reason
for the fat youth’s little “spoof.”

This fact became clearer still as Trimble stopped before
the door of Study No. 6 and entered, closing the door care-
fully behind him. - That study was the home of Blake,
Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy, and Trimble had no right there
at all. . :

“Here we are!” murmured the fat junior, blinking
quickly about the foom. “I distinctly heard Herries saying
hie was expecting a box of biscuits, and I spotted old
Taggles carting a box up here last night. It must be—
Oh, good !” : Z;

Baggy’s sharp eyes alighted on a tin box on the floor by
}-heI bookshelves, and he went to it and carried it to.the
sable. :

“TFancy those asses leaving the thing there for anyone to
tee!” he mumbled. “Silly asses! Serves ’em right to-lose

the lot! My hat! It's heavier than I expected.”

The box was certainly fairly heavy. On the outside were
steneilled words—some ‘of ‘them worn away—but -Trimble
made out the word biscuits easily. Moreover, there was a
card tacked to thelid with the printed warning, “keepthese
biscuits in a cool, dry place.” EoL ) PER RN e

“Oh, the awful rotters!” breathed Trimble, hiseyes gleam-
ing greedily. “There’s more than biscuits in here.” T bet
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I Herries has written home complaining about the grub, and
! his people have had this sent.on to him—a blessed tuck-box !

Breaking rules like this after the Head saying no grub was
to be allowed from home or anywhere! This lot ought to
be con-confiscated—that’s the word! TI'll confiscate it to
teach the rotters a lesson !” :

And feeling quite virtuous at the thought, Baggy Trimble
picked up a pocket-knife that happened to be lying on the
table. It was D’Arcy’s knife—quite a neat little pearl-
handled affair.  After cutting the cord round the box,

Trimble tried to prise open the lid with the big blade. It

snapped oft short, and Trimble tried with the small blade.
That also snapped off short. :

But Trimble wasn’t disheartened. The knife was not his
property, so it scarcely mattered. He threw it into the
fender—or what was left of it—and tried with the poker.

A part of the lid suddenly splintered and flew up, catching
Trimble rather a nasty jab on his podgy nose.

<« XYOOOP 1 i : : . »' <

Despite himself, a sharp yelp escaped the fat youth—a
yelp that reached the ears of somebody who just happened
to be passing the study door at that identical moment.

Trimble heard the footsteps suddenly stop, but before he
could think of hiding the door was flung open and a senior
entered. : : .

It was Gerald Knox of the Sixth, and a prefect !

He glared at Baggy Trimble in amazement, and Trimble
blinked at him in great alarm. Knox was the most officious
and disliked senior in all St. Jim’s, and Trimble realised

that he was “for it.”
“Oh!” said'Knox, eyeing Trimble as a cat might eye a

~mouse. ~ “What are you doing out of your Form-room,

Trimble 7* : <A .

“It—it’s all right, Knox,” said Trimble hopefully. “&ou—
you see, I was taken ill in class—fainted, you know—and
Lathom gave me leave to lie down for an hour or so.”

“Oh, did he?” said Knox, grinning unpleasantly.. “I
don’t see much of the lying down, but yow're certainly
lying, Trimble! What Oh, I see!” '

What Knox’s hawk-like eyes had seen was the word
“Biscuits ” stencilled on the box. All things became clear
to the prefect then.

He stepped to the table and looked at the label. Then he
pulled out some straw at the top of the box. Underneath
were some white cardboard cartons eontaining biseuits.

“So this is it!” said Knox, in a grinding voice.
“Biscuits—what?  Grub-raiding as usual!” -

“Nunno! You—you see—"

. “Whose box is it ?” demanded Knox harshly. “I know it
isn’t likely to be yours, Trimble. Does it belong to Blake 7"

Without waiting for Trimble’s- answer,. Knox read the
label tied to the box. On it was the name of George
Herries.

“Herries!” he said briefly. “Right, Trimble! I expect
Blake and the other two are in it, though, as well as
Herries. They know perfectly well it’s against the rules. I
shall report this to Mr. Railton at morning break. You cnt
off, you fat thief !

“Oh, really, Knox!” mumbled Trimble, casting longing
eyes at the box. “I—I say, I’ve got an idea. I know you
Sixth Form chaps like the new grub no better than we do.
I bet you must be pining for a decent feed like me, Knox.
Why not keep mum about it, and you and me can share and

share—— Yow! Yooop! Here, wharrer you doing?
Oh, crumbs ! : /
Crash !

With a strong grip on his ear, Baggy Trimble was rushed
to the door, and Knox’s boot lifted him through the door-
way. It was quite clear that Trimble’s idea did not appeal
to the Sixth-Former. .

Knox returned to the study and soon forgot Trimble's
existence. Trimble was not Knox’s “game.” He was not,
in the prefect’s view, worth the trouble of reporting.

But Blake & Co. were. Knox was always, more or less,
“up against ” Blake and his chums. He saw a good chance
to get those luckless juniors into serious trouble now. Dr.
Crankley was determined to raise the standard of health at
St. Jim’s in his own way, and the rule against being in pos-
session of foodstuffs was a very striet one,

Without troubling to examine the box further, Knox lifted
it and carried it to Mr. Railton’s study. He laid it on the
table and went out again, smiling. Knox always did smile
when he saw a chance of getting anyone into trouble. Then
Knox went along to the Sixth Form-room, whither he was
bound with a message for Mr. Rateliff.

Meanwhile, Baggy Trimble had picked himself up and
scuttled out of the Fourth passage, sore in mind and body.
His hopes—hopes, that he had fondly cherished since the
previous evening—of getting a really -decent feed had fallen
to zero. - He was almost on the verge of tears as he got his
cap and rolled miserably out into the quad.’ 2ab

The biscuits were off—that much was quite clear! And
the fact that Knox seemingly had no intention of -reporting

2
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L Thi%ﬁs your prize,’” said Mrs. Crankley. ‘ Please hold it up so that the rest of your school-fellows can ses it
and, | hope, be encouraged to attempt to win another prize like it.’’ Jack Blake, his face scarlet, held up the box con-
taining the clockwork train, so that the rest of the Form could see it. (See Chapter 1.)

him was of little comfort to Baggy Trimble just then. As
he had stated in the Form-room, Trimble was actually at
the end of his tether—or he believed e was.  He was
hungry—famished, in fact! Tt was a sort of hunger that had
been growing and intensifying for days and -days, and
Trimble was really getting desperate.

“Oh, the awful beast!” he groaned, jamming on his cap.
“It’s no good trying any study cupboards now! Tellows
aren’t allowed to stock grub, and they're all empty! I've
already made sure of that! It's too awful for words! I
shall write home and ask the pater to take me away if this
goes on much longer! Knox is a beast, and old Cranky’s a
beast—they’re all beasts, in fact !”

Musing thus, Trimble reflected a moment and then he
started off for the chapel. Trimble had been told to go and
lie down, but had no intention of doing that. He had no
intention of being anywhere for the rest of that morning
where he would be likely to be found and ordered back to
the Form-room. Trimble had been given leave of absence
for “an hour or so,” and Trimble was determined it should
be an hour or two. After all, though the biscuits were
beyond reach now, he had not done so badly in escaping
from the Form-room. Latin and maths were worth while
escaping at any time!

At the thought Trimble brightened up a little, and after
a careful glance round he quickened his footsteps.

But suddenly he stopped and sniffed. He sniffed hard
again, and a most agonised expression spread over his face.

There was no doubt about it. What came to his nostrils
was a most delicious aroma of frying bacon and sausages.

It was wafted on the keen morning breeze from somewhere
across the quad, and Trimble groaned. It was almost more
than he could bear to smell it. It made his mouth water
and his little eyes gligyner.

Sausages and bacon! Who could be frying sausages and
bacon ;at a school where such delicious foodstuffs were
banned? The answer came suddenly to Trimble.

Taggles! That was it! Old Taggles, the porter, alwavs
had his breakfast late. Unlike the rest of the school staff,
Taggles had his meals at his own expense with his good wife,
Dame Taggles. Taggles was the school porter, and he lived
in the old lodge by the gateway. And as he was respousible
for his own food supplies, neither he nor his wife came under
the school rules in regard to diet. He could eat just what
he liked to buy.

And at this moment he was doubtless cooking bacon and
sausages for hiruself and his No. Trimble remembered
suddenly that Dame Taggles had taken advantage of the
school tuckshop being closed to go away for a short holiday.

Taggles would therefore be alone. And at that moment
Trimble felt that he could have cheerfully brained the old
porter with a poker in order to “pinch ” his breakfast.

“It's no good !” groaned Trimble, sniffing again. “T can’t
bear it! I'll go and try to get round the old beast! He's
a crusty old hunks, but if I spin him a yarn—— Here goes,
anyway !”

And Baggy Trimble rolled across the quad towards the
lodge. The front door was closed, and the fat junior rolled
round to the back.

The delicious aroma was stronger now. It brought a
throb to the heart of Baggy Trimble. As Trimble came n
sight of the back door it opened suddenly, and Taggles came
out with a small fire-shovel in his gnarled fist. He did not
see Baggy. He crossed the little yard and entered the
little coal-store, apparently going for fresh coal for his

kitchen fire,
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As the old porter entered the dark coal-store, the wind J in a pie-dish on a top shelf like that. Trimble thought it

caught the door and crashed it to behind him.

As a general rule Trimble’s brain worked very slowly .

indeed, but just then it worked with remarkable swiftness.

Scarcely had the door crashed behind the porter when

Trimble made a rush for it, and as it swung -slightly open
again on the rebound, “as it were, the fat junior sent it
crashing to.

Click ! :

By great good luck—for Trimble—the key was in the lock,
and a sudden twist sent it clicking home.

There followed a startled grunt from within the coal-shed,
and from Trimble came a fat chuckle in response. The next
moment the latch of the door rattled, and, finding it wouldn’s
open, Taggles seemed to understand. i

“Fre, what—what—— You young varmint! Open this
*are door!” came in a hollow bellow from within. “I.seed
you, you little raskil! Open this ’ere door, blow you!”

This was quite untrue, for Taggles hadn’t seen an{lbod .
Trimble knew this quite well, and with another soft ¢ uckle
he crossed the yard and entered the waim kitchen.
bright, cheerful fire glowed in the range, and on the fire &
kettle sang merrily. On the hob was a_ frying-pan contain-
ing bacon and several crisp sausages. On the table was a
clean white tablecloth, set with a cup-and-saucer and other
crockery, and a jar of marmalade, and brqad-and—butter.
1t was clear that Taggles believed in doing himself well.

“QOh, good!” murmured Trimble. “Good 010’\ Taggy!
This is a bit of luck, and no mistake! Here goes 3

And drawing a ohair up to the table, Baggy Trimble got
down to business with a will. -

CHAPTER 3.
Not for Baggy’s Ears!

¢ TE-WHIZ! This is prime, and no mistake 12
G Thus Baggy Trimble, "as he finished the last
scrap of hot sausage on his plate. ; =
To the unmusical accompaniment of a terrific
hammering on the door of the coal-store and the sound of
Taggles’ irate bellows, Baggy Trimble devoured his break-
fast—or, rather, Taggles’ breakfast—with the k.eenes‘t.rehsl,l.
indeed, relish was scarcely the word to describe 'Trimble’s
onjoyment of that mealk ~The right word. was more like
rapture; > >

Tt was the first really decent breakfast Trimble had had
since the new food reform had been in operation, and
Trimble was making the most of it. :

There was plenty of delicious gravy in the frying-pan, and
with plenty of bread, Baggy made the bacon and sausages
go a long way. :

They went very quickly, however, and then Trimble
started on the bread-and-butter and marmalade. He
cmptied the whole pot of marmalade, and then he rose to
his feet and began, like Alexander of old, to look round for
fresh worlds.to conquer. =

He had already eaten enough for three or four ordinary
fellows. But Trimble was—or had been—famished, and he
felt he had plenty of room for more yet. 3

In the little pantry he found the remains of a cold rabbit-
pie, and in a very few seconds those remains were trans-
forred from the dish to Trimble's ample interior.

From the coal-store came sounds of thudding blows on the
door—apparently Taggles was attacking the door with the
coal-hammer ; it certainly sounded like it to Trimble.

“Hope the old 'idiot doesn’t break the lock!” mused
Trimble, his greedy eyes roaming the pantry. “He'll have
t? pay for it if he does; it’s school property. Hallo, what’s
this?” ; ; ;

On the lower shelves of the pantry was little that appealed
to Trimble’s appetite at the moment. But just above his
head was another pie-dish.

Whether it held anything good to eat Trimble did not
know ; it certainly looked promising, and he determined te
find out.

He reached up and, getting his fingers on'the’rim of the
dish, he tipped it up, hoping to see pastry on the top. There
was no pastry on the top, however. Yet there was some-
thing inside. . R

It happened to be treacle, and it swept over the edge of

the dish and streamed down on the head and face of Baggy -

Trimble.
Swooooosh ! . o
“ Gurrooooogh !’ choked Baggy. “Oh, my—— Grrrrooegh !
Mum-mum-mum-muom !” - : 7 -
Why Dame Taggles should keep treacle in a pie-dish was

a problem that only she could answer, possibly. - But it was |
-most_unfortunate for Baggy Trimble. He staggered back,
choking and gasping, streaming with the sticky, shimmering

treacle, -

It .was certainly careless of Dame Taggles to keep treacle |
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was criminal as he tottered out into the kitchen, gouging ab
his eycs with a pair of treacly fat fists.

“Grooogh! Oh crumbs! Oh dear!
m-m-m-mum !

The fat youth grabbed desperately at a table-napkin and
dabbed away at his face frantically. He was just doing so
when from the coalistore came one last terrific bang, and
next instant Trimble jumped as he heard the door crash
back, and then the clump of Taggles’ boots on the cobble-
stones of the yard. :

Taggles had broken the lock, after all—school property or
no school property.

Even as Trimble grasped the fact, the irate old porter
appeared suddenly in the doorway of the kitchen, his faco
red with wrath and his ancient whiskers fairly bristling.

“Well,” he gasped, sighting Trimble—“well, you little
varmint! What in thunder—— ’Ere, you—you’ve eaten my
breakfast! Why, you darin’ young villin!”

As he sighted the state of the table Taggles wound up his
remarks with & roar of wrath, and then he charged at Baggy
Trimble.

“Oh—oh crumbs !” gasped Baggy. - :

For a single second he awaited Taggles’ furious onslaught,
and then he gave a startled yelp and darted round the
table. The school porter followed, bellowing.

“Ere, ’old on, you little varmint !

But Trimble had no intention of “holding on "—Taggles
was looking far too dangerous just then. He fairly flew
round the table. There was a crash of breaking crockery as
he caught the tablecloth, dragging most of the things to the
floor. Then Trimble dived for the door and rushed out, with
the irate porter in hot pursuit.

Reaching the yard, Taggles grabbed a broom and canght
the unlucky junior a fearful clump on the back with it.

“Yoooooop !” -

Trimble roared in dire anguish; bui he did not stop
running—nor did Taggles. Never a good-tempered old
%entlemxm at any time, the ancient porter was roused to
ury now. e

Thump, thump, thump! <

Three more thumps caught the frantically dodging
Trimble, and even then Taggles wasn’t satisfied by any
means. Taggles was known to suffer “mortal cruel” from
rheumatism; but he showed no signs of rheumatism now or
old age, either. He went after Trimble like a champion on
the cinder-path, making lunges and swipes at Trimble with
his broom whenever opportunity presented itself.

Pursued and pursuer had passed under the ancient arch-
way into the quad now, and Taggles’ roars of wrath and
Trimble’s howls awakened the echoes of the quiet, green-
clad square.

Naturally, with several of the Form-room windows open-
ing on to the quadrangle, such a rumpus was scarcely likely
to pass unnoticed. :

It didn’t. Startled faces lined the windows of the varions
Form-rooms, and suddenly Mr, Railton’s-amazed veice rang
out :

“Trimble—— Bless my soul! Taggles—stop at once!
How dare you! Are you mad, Taggles? Stop at once, 1
command you !”

Taggles stopped at that. He might not have stopped
for Mr. Ratcliff, or Mr. Lathom, or certain other masters;
but he had a great and wholesome respect for the efficient
young Housemaster of the School House. He stopped,
panting and wheezing frantically from the effects of his
unaccustomed exertions.

But Trimble did not stop. He had been making for the
School House steps; but now he changed his direction, and,
dodging round the fountain, he made a bee-line for'the

Grooogh! Mum-

‘opposite archway which led into the Close.

There, having made quite certain the old porter was not
still on his trail, Trimble stopped running. : )

“Ow-wow !” he panted. “Oh erikey! Oh dud-dear! Oh,
I'm killed! My back’s broken! Groooogh! Oh, the awful
old villain! Grooooogh !” T R

Trimble groaned and groaned in dire dismay and anguish.
He had had his breakfast, and had thoroughly enjoyed it.
But he had paid dearly for it. His back was stinging from
the blows of the broom; his heart was thumping like a
steam-hammer from its unusual exertions; and he felt as if -
he had been bathing in treacle. It was down his neck and
in his eyes'and over his clothes, and everything seénied to be
sticking to him. et ;

Nor was that all—unfortunately. Trimble bitterly re-
gretted his folly in making for the School House now. Mr,
Railton had ‘scen him, and doubtléss he was at that very
moment demanding-an explanation from Taggles. =~

“Tt's no good telling Railton that the old fool was mis-
taken, and that it wasn’t me!” groaned the fat youth ‘miser-
ably. “All the fellows saw me—I heard the beasts laughing
even from the quad! Oh dear! What shall I do?”
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Tt rcally was a problem. To return was more than Baggy
dare think of—he felt certain that even Mr. Railton would
not save him from the wrath of the old porter if once he
fell into his hands.

Nor was it safe to stay in the:Close, and so, after a
moment’s reflection, the fat youth rolled away dismally
towards the woodshed. Then, after making sure he had been
unobserved, he dived inside and closed the door after him.

He would be safe there, at all events.

Once inside, Trimble searched about until he found a
piece of old sacking, and with this he started to remove
some of the sticky mess of treacle from his clothes.. He
had already removed most of the mess from his fat
features with a grubby ‘handkerchief.

It was not an easy or pleasant job under such circum-
stances, and Trimble’s hair, at least, looked a most weird
and fearful mop when he had finished rubbing it.

But sheer exhaustion made Trimble give up at last, and
then he flung away the treacle-covered sacking and sat down
wearily and dismally on a bundle of faggots.

The world seemed a sad, cold, and sticky place to Baggy
Trimble just then, and he was still musing bitterly on his
wrongs when the sound of footsteps outside the woodshed
made him clamber cautiously to his feet and leok out-of
the little, grubby window.

Then he grunted., Approaching the old woodshed were
three seniors—Cutts, St. Leger, and Gilmore of the Fifth.
It was apparently morning break, and the thrce had come
for a stroll round the chapel.

The next moment Trimble saw that they had come for
something clse beside a stroll. In the shade of the wood-
shed the three stopped, and, taking out his cigarctte-case,
Cutts passed it round. In a couple of seconds, with their
backs against the woodshed, the three “nuts ” of the Fifth
were smoking and chatting cheerfully.

It was quite plain to Trimble now that Cutis & Co.
were in the habit of visiting that lonely spot for a quiet
smoke. And a moment later Trimble realised that Cutts
& Co. were not the only bold law-breakers in that respect.

There came more footsteps, and then Gerald Knox of the
Sixth appeared. Cutts & Co. had slipped their cigarcttes
behind them, but now as they sighted the prefect they
replaced them again, and nodded to Knox.

“Here you are, old chap!” said Cutts genially. “Have a
Eren

“Thanks!”

The rascally prefect took a cigarette and lit up.
he spoke.

“Everything fixed up, Cuits?”

“All serene!” grinned Cuits.
safe in Pepper’s Barn—heaps of i, and a nice little stock
of smokes. I've had a couple of tables shoved in there, and
young Racke and his pals cleaned the whole place out
yesterday—at least, they’ve cleaned up the cobwebs and rub-
bish and made it tolerably tidy.”

Knox grunted and frowned.

“What in thunder did you let those little sweeps into it
for, Cutts?”’ he said grumpily. “We don’t want scrubby
little ‘fags hanging about us; besides, it isn't safe.”

“My dear man, it’s as safe as houscs,” smiled Gerald
Cutts. “I had my reasons for bringing Racke and his pals
into the scheme. Ior one thing, Racke’s rolling in giddy
oof, and he’ll be dashed useful that way. And—well, the
little beasts have already proved useful, haven’t they—by
cleaning the place out for us. We're going to make good
use of them, never fear!”

“Well, I suppose you're right!” grunted Knox, blowing
out a cloud of smoke. ‘“Anyway, they won’t dare to
chatter about it.” I must say it was a jolly good scheme of
yours, Cutts.  Kildare says we ought to take these new
reforms quietly and make the best of it. Well, we're going
to do that, aren’t we?”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

“I vote we have a supper at the barn every night,”
said Knox, squinting down his nose reflectively. “Once” a
weck isn’t enough with this filthy grub we're having now.
A whip-round every weck, say, and we'll make it a special
figure in the case of our young friend young Money-bags.
Ri:dt(?i”mlwt pay for the honour of consorting with little us,
what?

There was a chuckle, and Knox smiled.

-“We might cven allow them to take a hand at cards
with us,” he mused. “I've always held the opinion that
young Racke has far more cash to handle than is good for
him. T think we should be doing him a real service by
relieving him of some of it, what ?”

“Better leave him out of the cards, Knox!” said St.
Leger uneasily. “Hang it all 2

“Bosh! You're too squeamish, old bean!” grinned Cutts.
“’\\ ell, it’s understood we all meet there at eleven, then.
1 vo, already passed the word to the rest. Phew! Timc’s
u

Then

Cutts’ eye had alighted on the chapel clock, and the three

“him.

“The grub and stuff’s all |

dingy Fifth-Formers and Knox threw away their cigarettes
and hurried off,

And in the woodshed, his little round eves fairly ablaze
with excitement, stood Baggy Trimble.

Every word that had passed between the four conspira-
tors had reached his keen cars, and the conversation had
filled Trimble with utter amazement and triumph.

He had heard something this time, and no mistake!

“Well!” he gasped. “Well, T'm jiggered! Iancy that!
Fancy those awful cads up to a game like that! Going to
have feeds on the sly—blessed banquets and card-partics!
Oh, the awful rotters! And Knox a prefect. Nice prefect,
I must say! Oh, the awful beasts!”

And Trimable fairly snorted in his rightcous indignation.

But then, as the full import of what he had heard dawned
in upon his fat mind, Baggy Trimble griuned gleefuily.

Racke was a wealthy fellow, and Cutts & Co. were com-
paratively wealthy fellows. If they were arranging secref
suppers—and Trimble could not doubt it, after what he
had heard—then the suppers would be feasts for the gods!
And with the present unwelcome and unsatisfactory diet at
St. Jim's

“Mum-my hat!” murmured Trimble, his
dancing. “I'm on to this! What-ho!
We'll see about that! Now, I wonder

And Trimble seated himself on the pile of faggots again.
But his features were bright and cheery now, despite the
dirt and treacle upon them. All his dismal thoughts wero
gone, and his pains and aches had vanished. Trimble had
a problem to solve, and that was how to make the most
‘of his recently acquired knowledge—the most, that is, that
would bring the greatest advantage to Baggy himself!

eyes fairly
Pepper’s Barn, eh?

3

CHAPTER 4.
Not Guilty!

' A, ha, ha!”
As the Fourth Form swarmed out from the

Form-room after morning lessons, the passage
rang with laughter,
Plake, so to speak, bore his blushing honours thick upon
He also bore his box of trains under his arm.

“Good little boy !’ chortled Mellish. “This comes of being
a goody-goody, Blake. Catch me being the best boy next
week! Ha, ha, ha!” .

“No chance of you being anything clse but a lazy slacker
and a sneaky sweep!” remarked Herriet, with a chuckle.
“You took it jolly well, Blake, old chap!”

“Yaas, wathah! It was weally quite an entertainment.
bai Jove!”

“Yank the puff-puff out of the giddy box, and let's have
some fun with it 7”7 suggested Levison, with a chuckle.

‘“‘Hear, hear!”

“Good whecze!” said Blake cheerfully.
rails—we'll run it along the passage.”

“(Clear the line !” called Sidney Clive. “I vote
Oh, my hat! Merry must have got a present, too.”

There scemed no doubt of that. Just then the Shell
swarmed from their Form-room, laughing uproariously. In
their midst was Tom Merry, with a cardboard box under
his avm.

Tom was biushing furiously.

“You got a, prize, too, Tommy?” chuckled Blake.

“Yes—a blessed toy clockwork motor-car!” mumbled Tom,
“Oh, crumbs! I never expected this!”

“Take it smiling!” grinned Blake. ‘““Minec's a clockwork
train! The old girl's a good sort; but—but I don't think
I'll be top boy next week!” '

“Ha, ha!l - No fear!”
“This comes of crawling
Racke, with a sneer.
dear ickle boys!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” 2
_“Oh, cheese it!” said Tom, with a rueful grin.

“That sloppy old fool makes me sick!” went on Racke.
“Catch me trying for onc of her silly old prizes! She's
potty, and I for Yoooop !”

Aubrey Racke staggered back with a startled velp as
Tom Merry's knuckles rapped ou his nose.

“FEnough of that!” snapped Tom, his blue eyes blazing.
“Say another word about Mrs, Crankley, Racke, and I'll
give you a thundering good hiding. She's a jolly decent
old lady, and I'm proud to have carned her approval, any-
way. So put that in your pipe and smoke it, vou cad!” :

“Hear, hear!” ~

Though they saw the humour in the situation. most of
the fellows fully approved of Tom’s remarks. Racke moved
away, hugging his nose and scowling like a fiend.

“Good for you, Tommy!” grinned Blake. “I'm having
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some fun eout of my prize, anyhow. What about a race
along the passage between your motor and my engine?

*Good wheeze!”

“Two to one on the puffer!”

*‘Ha, ba, -ha!” y

Nothing loth, Tom took his prize from the box, and,
amidst a roar of laughter, the toys were wound up and
started off along the passage.

The motor-car immediately ran into the wall and turned
over, but the engine went full speed ahead along tl’le
passage. At that moment Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s,
turned the corner, and he only just avoided a collision by
jumping with his legs astride. A5

He almosi fell down as he sighited the toy train.

“Great Seott! What the thunder——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” g

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated Kildare,
the rattling train. “What’s this game, Merry?
dashed infani school 77

staring after
Is this a

“It’s my prize, Kildare,” said Blake in_noce_ntlgu “The
prize for being a good boy! Don’t you like it?” -
“Oh!” gasped Kildare, smiling. “That’s i, is 1t?

Well, you kids have done better than I.
box of lead soldiers!”
“L-lead soldiers?”
my hat!”
“Oh, crumbs!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Smith major, in the Fifth, came off best!” chuckled
Kildare. ‘““He got a pair of woollen mitts.” ¥
“And young D’Arcy, in the Third, came off worst!
remarked Cardew, strolling up just then. “I've just heard
he got a pop-gun. He cut off the merry old string and
hit dear old Selby on the hoko with the cork. It got him
five hundred lines!”
*Ha, ha, ha!? ) Tt
“That’s enough row, kids!” said Kildare. “This isn’t
the place for breaking speed records, either. Blake, take
vour train out of this. Yeu and Herries, 'and Digby, and
D’Arcy are wanted in Mr. Railton’s study at once.”

“Oh dear!”

“What’s the trouble now?” 5 n:

“You’'ll know soon enough,” said Kildare briskly.
now !”

Sharp,

In puzzled dismay, Blake took his prize to Study No. 6,.

and then he accompanied his study-mates to the House-
niaster’s study. What Mr. Railton wanted them for was
rather a mystery; none of them could remember having
broken any serious rules of late,

They soon knew, however. The first thing Herries’ eyes
fell upon was the box of biscuits standing on the House-
master’s desk. 3

Mr. Railton looked at the four juniors very grimly as
they stood before his desk, and Knox of the Sixth treated
them to a triumphant glare.

The sight of the box of biscuits amazed them all; but
Knox’s trivmphant face filled them with apprehension. Tt
certainly indicated trouble of some sort.

“Boys!” said Mr. Railton sternly. “Knox has brought
to my notice a serious breach of rules. According to the
label on this box it is your property, Herries?”

*Y-yes, sir!”

“The -box contains biscuits, Herries?”

“Oh, yes, sir! Quite so, sir!” murmured Herries
meekly.

“Very well!” snapped Mr. Railton. “You are aware of
the new rule in regard to foodstuffs—no article of food
whatever is to be brought into the school without; the know-
ledge and approval of the authorities?”

‘“Oh, certainly, sir!”

“Yet you have apparently ignored that rule! Knox
cfat]es that he found this box of bisenits on your study
table.” y :

“I believe it contains more than biscuits, sir,” said Knox.
“I believe these juniors have clubbed together to buy
this box of biscuits and things in order to eat them
secretly.”

“Blake!” said Mr. Railton sternly. “Were you and
1Y’Arcy and Digby aware that Herries had ™ ordered any
foodstuffs 7
“Oh,’ certainly, sir!” said Blake promptly. "
see >

“Oh, quite so, sir!” admitted Digby.
l"‘Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus, smiling at
{nox.

“You have dared to defy your headmaster!” thundered
Mr. Railton. “And, in addition to that, you stand before
e and admit your fault without the slightest regret. Very
well; you will be punished most severely, and these biscuits
will, of course, be confiscated.”

“Oh, really, sir!” protested Herries mildly.
rather hard lines on old Towser!”
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“On—on whatter ?”

“On Towser, sir!”

“Towser 1" stuttered Mr. Railton.

“Yes, sir. We knew the rule, of course, sir. But old
Towser didn’t. And, in any case, he wouldn’t understand
if he was told. It would be hard lines on him to lose
his grub, sir.”

“Herries—— :

“You see, sir,” said Herries innocently, “these are dog-
biscuits. I ordered them a week ago for Towser, my pet
bull-dog. Knox is quite mistaken in thinking that I bought
them for us to eat.”

“Bless my soul !”

Mr. Railton went pink. Knox looked as if he longed
for the floor to open and swallow bhim up. The four
Juniors looked very meek, although they were inwardly
enjoying the joke.

“Bless my soul!” repeated Mr, Railton faintly. “Then
—then the—the contents of this—this box are merely dog-
biseuits, Herries ?”

“Yes, sir!” assented Herries cheerfully. “They're
patent biscuits from a London firm. Those you buy in
Wayland are no good; Towser won’t look at ’em, you see,
sir! But he likes these! Ahem! Perhaps Knex would
like to see them, to make quite sure!”

And, stepping forward, Herries tugged at the loose piece
of broken lid, and, after a bit of tugging, dragged out one
of the cartons. He opened it, and drew out a biscuit—
undoubtedly a dog-biscuit. In fact, the cartons themselves
bore the words: “Bratt’s Patent Dog Biscuits.”

The officious and over-zealous prefect’s face was a study.

Had he only taken the trouble to look properly he would
soon have seen what the biscnits were, and thus saved
himself this humiliation.

“They—they are undoubtedly dog-biscuits!” snapped
Mr. Railton, turning a decidedly wrathful glare upon the
blushing Knox. “This—this is utterly absird! You have
been very careless and impulsive indeed, Knox! You shouid
have made quite certain of your case before bothering me
like this. I am surprised at your carelessness!”

“I—I——" stammered Knox, in hopeless confusion.

33
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“That will do!” snapped Mr. Railton.

“This farce I
gone far enough! g

In futore I frust you will make quiie

.certain of your facts before wasting my time in this ridiculous
manner !

Herries !” :

“Yes, sir!” said Herries gravely.

“I suspect that you could have shortened this
interview minch earlier had you chosen!” snapped Mr.
Railton. “ Your innocent expressions do not deceive me for
one moment.”

“Oh, sir!” :

“In the circumstances I cannot punish you, however!
Kindly take your box away with you.”

“Yes, sir.”

The Housemaster nodded towards the door grimly. and
Herries grabbed his box of dog-biscuits and led his chums
out. But once outside the closed door of the study the
grave faces of the juniors relaxed. They spluttered and
choked with long-suppressed mirth. :

“Oh, great pip!” choked Blake, stuffing his handkerchief
into his mouth. “What a--what a scream! - What price
Knox? I bet he gets it hotter from Railton now they're
alone !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

They were well away from the study now, and the four
doubled up and howled with laughter.

“Poor old Knosy-woxy!” chortled Blake. “Got it in
the neck fairly that time! He takes the giddy biscuit for
putting bis hoof into it every time! Come on, let’s go and
tell the fellows!?

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Blake & Co. went gleefully to “tell the fellows.”
If Gerald Knox wasn’t the laughing-stock of St. Jim’s hefore
noon, it would certainly not be their fault!

useless

CHAPTER 5.
Interesting News !
6 LAKE!”
B “Yes, Kildare?”
Blake & Co., with Tom Merry, Lowther, ani
Manners were strolling in the quad just before
dinner] when Kildare called to Blake. Blake answered
cheerily.
Kildare crossed to the juniors. He was looking exceedingiy
exasperated.
“You kids seen anmything of that fat young rascal
Trimble?” he demanded. K
Blake chuckled. The story of how Trimble had raided
old Taggles’ breakfast was all over the school by this time.
And “though Blake had not actually seen Trimble being
chased by the irate porter, he had heard all about it,
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“Not guilty, me lord!” chuckled Jack Blake. “Lasl I saw
of him was just after lessons started this morning. Lathom
told him to go and lie down for an hour or so.”

“Well, he’s wolfed Taggles’ brekker, .and he’s wanted!”
grunted Kildare. “I’'ve hunted the whole dashed school for
bhim, and can’t find him anywhere.”

“Bound to turn up soon,” said Tom Merry, smiling.
“Dinner bell will be going scon; he won't miss that, even if
it is shredded sawdust and saltless vegetables! Remember
he has a giddy waistcoat to £ill out!”

Kildare grunted.

“Railton wants him at once!” he snapped. “He's got
to be found! I hope he gets the tanning of his life when
‘he is found. You kids can cut along and look for him—
sharp!”

“ 011!”

Kildare walked away.

“Oh blow!” grunted Blake. “Blow that fat ass!”

[

“You fat villain!” snorted Blake. “We'll give you
dinner-time, blow you! Come on! Yank the fat ass along!”

“Here, hold on!” gasped Trimble, blinking apprehensively
at the juniors. “Lemuie explain! It wasn’t my fault at all
about the biscuits; besides, I didn't even know there were
any biscuits in the box. Honour bright!”

The juniors looked at each other and grinned. Trimble
very clearly imagined they were on his track in regard to
the box of dog-biscuits! It came as surprising news to them
that the fat junior knew anything at all about those
biscuits. They had naturally imagined that Knox had been
poking about their study and had found them,

They knew differently now.

“Why, you—you fat villain!” gasped Blake. *“So that
was why you spoofed old Lathom; it wasn't only to dodge
lessons, you fat thief!”

“Nothing of the kind!” said Trimble. “The—the fact
is I know nothing about any biscuits at all. And if Knox

e TR IR

IN a white row the walkers stand,
Filling the old school gateway ;
Kildare, a whistle in his hand,
Sets them in action straightway.
Then off they go, with swinging strides,
Eager and keen and nimble ;
Merry and Blake, and Glyn besides,
And fat, ungainly Trimble !

A five-mile walk is just the boon
That Baggy Trimble's needing ;

For he is like a stuffed balloon,
Due to his overfeeding.

But Baggy cannot stay the pace,
Far in the rear he straggles :

“ The way you walks is a disgrace !
Growls the old porter, Taggles,

Baggy collapses in the road,
And there he'll lie and languish

Like some exhausted, worn-out toad,
Emitting velps of anguish.

“Yow-ow ! - I'm feeling ill ! ”” he moans,
““ So rush to me with quickness :

T’ve stitch, and cramp in all my bones,

And also sleepy sickness !”

CAMEOS OF SCHOOL
LIFE.

ANAANAWNWANANWANANALANAN

THE WALKING MATCH!

The portly youth is left for dead.
His rivals still continue ;

Merry contrives to forge ahead,
Exerting nerve and sinew.

Talbot iz hard upon his track,
And Blake is in attendance ;

Gussy, however, hangs well back,
To show hig independence.

Their arms and legs like clockwork swing,
The poetry of motion !

On cyecles their supporters bring
Such things as lint and lotion :

In case some mishap should betide
Requiring ministration :

Meanwhile, the walkers swing and stride
With grim determination !

The journey’s end is reached at last,
There is & breathless finish !
A final spurt—the tape is passed,
Will the cheers ne’er diminish ¥
Talbot beats Merry on the post,
He’s happy as a pierrot ;
But Trimble, who gave up the ghost,
Won’t cheer the Conquering Hero |

e s T H TR T O T G

said Tom Merry.

“Better go and hunt him up!” : ]
else does!” said Herries

“And we'll tan him if nobody
grimly. %

The juniors started out to look for the missing Trimble—-
there was no disobeying Eric Kildare! As the fat junior
had been last seen vanishing round by the Close they went
there first and hunted round the old elms and bushes, and
then went hunting round the chapel.

But they saw nothing of Trimble.

“The woodshed!” said Tom Merry suddenly.
place where the fat ass would hide!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The juniors hurried along to the woodshed, pretty certain
that Tom had hit on the most likely hiding-place. They
soon saw that he was right, for ¢s they approached the shed
the door opened cautiously, and the fat figure of Trimbie
sneaked out. =

He suddenly sighted the seven juniors, and he started.

“I—I say, you chaps,” he mumbled, *is it dinner-time
yet? My watch—--"

“Just the

told you he found me opening the box in your study he’s
telling an awful whopper! You know what a fibber he is,
don’t you?”

“Bai Jove! Weally Twimble

“T'Il tell you just how it happened,” said Trimble, eye-
ing the juniors hopefully. “I—I happened to be passing
Study No. 6 on my way upstairs to the dorm, and I heard a
curious creaking noise inside. 1 peeped in, and-—and I
canght Knox just opening the box. That was it!”

“Bai Jove!”

“That was how it happened,” said Trimble. “Of course,
Knox feared I should tell about him, and so he's told you
that it was he who caught me opening the box. Isn’t—isn'i
he an awful fibber, you fellows? Neo principle at all, you
know! I expect he’s told Railton the Yarrooogh |
Leggo! Wharrer you at?”

ﬁump ! A

** Yarrooooop !”-howled Trimble, as he smote the earth.

“Now again!” panted Blake. “ We’ll teach the fat rotter
to -raid studies these hard times! Give him aunother for

(13
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having put us %o all thiy trouble. Then we’ll boot him
along to Railton !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Yooop! Leggo!” roared Trimble desperately.
lemme go and T'll tell you fellows some news!
you——">

“Up with him !” =

“Wait !” yelled Trimble. “It’s about that beast Knox,
and will make you open your eves—honour bright! Lemme
down and I’ll tell you! Tom Merry——" e

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry, looking curiously at the
fat junior, who- was desperately in ecarnest. ‘“‘Let’s hear
what the fat idiot has to say first!”

“More fibs!” grunted Herries.

But the juniors released Trimble, and he scrambled up,
breathless. . . :

“You silly dummies!” he hooted. “Haven’t I explained
all about those rotten biscuits? I tell you, I’ve got news
that’'ll open your eyes about that awful beast Knox.”

And Trimble’s eyes gleamed as he dusted himself down.
For one thing, Trimble felt he had suffered quite engugh
that morning without suffering more at the hands of Tom
Merry & Co. Moreover, after thinking his problem out in
regard to the secret banquets, he had arrived at the con-
clusion that his best policy was to get help on the job. :

In the first place, Pepper’s Barn had the reputation of
being haunted, and even in daytime it would have taken
more than the best “feed ” going to induce Trimble to enter
it. In addition, he had no doubt there was more grub there
than he could possibly remove on his own. 1

He must let somcone else into the secret, and it had
just occurred to him that Tom Merry & Co. would do as
well as anyone—better; in fact. Some fellows would collar
all for themselves and kick him for the information.  He
knew Tom Merry & Co. would deal with him fairly in the
matter. 2

So now Trimble forgot his hurts and grinned a little as
he et the inquiring looks of Tom Merry & (‘o.

“I'm going to tell you fellows something that’ll make you
sit up !” he grinned. **It's something I happened to overhear
while T was in the woodshed this morning.”

“Then we don’t want to hear it!” snapped Tom Merry.
*“You eavesdropping little worm !”

*“I couldn’t help overhcaring it !” said Trimble earnestly.
“I was in there and couldn’t help it. It was old Knox and
Cutts and his pals. They .came along behind the woodshed
here for a quiet smoke.” I believe they’re in the habit of
doing it, you know!”

: “No concern of yours if they do!” rapped Tom. “Look
1ere—-

“Hold on !” said Trimble hurriedly. “Listen! What do
you think about it? Those beasts have a whole stock of
grub and stuff hidden in Pepper's Barn. They're going
to have secret suppers—and Racke and his pals are in it,
too. Suppers and card-parties! Fancy that!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Is—is that a fact, Trimble?” gasped Tom Merry, inter-
ested at Jast, :

“Honest Injun!” grinned Trimble. “T heard it all!
Racke and his pals have been cleaning the place ont—getting
it ready, you know! The first supper’s to be to-night, after
eleven. I say, wouldn’t it be a ripping idea to raid the
grub—serve ’em right, you know! Fancy that beast Knox
being in it -after kicking up such a shine about your
biscuits |

The startled juniors looked at each other. Az a general
rule they took Trimble’s yarns with more than a pinch of
salt. But this time they all felt convinced that the fat junior
was speaking the truth for once.

As a matter of fact, Tom Merry was scarcely surprised at
the news. He had anticipated something of the sort—from
] & Co., at all events. It came as something of a

“I say,
'l tell

Racke
furpriao. however, to hear that Cutts & Co. and Knox were
Yin it

But Tom._had been rather
Racke’s conduct of late. Up to a few days ago Racke had
been loud in his condemnation of the new reforms at
St. Jim’s, He had written home, and he had called upon
Tom Merry, as junior captain, to start a rebellion against
the new regime. -

‘he last few days, however, Aubrey Racke had seemed
to be taking things more quietly. Moreover, Tom and his
chums had wondered what was “on ” between the black-
sheep of St,. Jim’s,

Now they knew—if Trimble’s information waa correct !

They did not doubt it, however! Trimble's cager face
and greedy, glistening eyes were enough for them.

““Tell us ali about it, Trimble I suggested Blake, setting
his lips. * “T think this should interest us, you fellows.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What-ho !” grinned Monty Lowther.
Herries’ biscuits, and we may he interested enough to eonfis-
cate his grub. One good turn deserves another, you know.”
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“That’s the spirit!” chuckled Trimble, his face brighten-
mg. ““I thought you fellows would be willing——"

“To pick the chestnuts out of the fire:for you, what?”
said Lowther blandly. ~ ks

Trimble did not answer that. He started to tell them #ll
about it, instead. The juniors listened attentively.

“Well, that seems clear enongh!” said Tom Merry,
shaking his curly head and grinning. “Knox is breaking
rules—a prefect, you know! We can’t allow it !”

“Certainly not!” agreed Blake; with a chuckle. “We
ought not, as good little boys who win prizes, to allow those
gay birds to eat unlawfully—ahem—unlawfully acquired
grub. It would encourage them to go on breaking rules. I
vote we take charge of the grub, as Lowther suggests—confis-
cate it and scoff it so that they can’t break rules, you knosw.
As a senior and a prefect, Knox really ought to know better.
We’'ll teach him better.” =%

" Besides, we're hungry for some decent grub,” said
Herries, **And, after all, we've got one or two scores to
zettle 'with friend Knox and friend Cutts & Company. We'll

o- it 12 :

“If we can!” grinned Tom Merry, wrinkling his brows.
“Mustn’t count our chickens before they’re hatched. I vote
we slip out right away after dinner and have a look round
Pepper’s Barn, you know—just to make sure. Our old friend,
Trimble, has been known to depart from the truth befere,
mind you !”

“Oh, I say, Merry!”

“But we'll find out first,” said Tom.
Trimble along to Railton.”

*“Oh, dear!”

“Nothing to wail about, old fat man!” said Tom con-
solingly. “Don’t forget that canings are barred at St. Jim's
now—that’s one reform that should please you, anyway.
They can only line or gate you, old chap !”

It certainly was a consoling reflection to Baggy Trimble.
Since Dr. Crankley had taken charge, corporal punishment

“Now, let's yank

had been abolished at St. Jim’s as being brutal and
demoralising !  And Baggy did not like corporal punishment
at all. He brightened up visibly. at the reflection, and

accompanied the juniors more or less willingly after that.

The juniors saw him to the door of Mr. Railton’s study,
and then they went in to dinner. A few minutes later
Trimble came rolling in, looking quite bright.

“It’s all serene!” he confided to Blake. “Only five
hundred lines !”

“That all 7 ejaculated Blake.

“Yes. That means only less than a hundred between the
eighéhof us—doesn’t it, old chap ?”

DT

“*We're all pals now—your. lot and Merry’s lot and me!”
said Trimble brightly. *Eight of us, you know. I shall
expect you all to do your whack of these lines after what
I've pnt you all in for.” Worth a thumping good feed, what?
Railton jawed me.no end, but that doesn’t hurt a fellow !”

“You cheeky fat ass!” snorted Blake. “T'll be blowed
if T help vou with ’em! Go and eat coke!” ;

“Oh, I say. Blake 2

“Stop talking, Trimble !

It was Mr. Lathom’s voice, and Trimble stopped. talking
It was neither an enjoyable
nor satisfying meal for fellows with hearty appetites, and
when the juniors left the dining-hall the air fairly hunined
with groans and grumbles against the new diet,

Blake & Co. and the Terrible Three joined forces and
hurried out of gates. It was only a short distance to
Pepper’s Barn, and they soon reached it,

" Now for proving Trimble’s yarn!” grinned Tom Merry.
“But I'm pretty certain we shall find things as he said.”

And Trimble’s yarn was soon proved ta be correct. The
barn was not locked, and a glance about the bare interior
showed no sign of boxes or stores of any kind. But Tom
Merry knew it was scarcely likely that Knox & Co. would
hide the stuff in the barn itself. Below the barn was a
store-room, dark and dismal enough, but just suitable for
the law-breakers’ .plans. Tom had already found the door
locked, but he knew how to enter it for all that.

Stooping down, Tom got his fingers in a crack in the floor
and lifted. One of the planks came up in his hand, and he
laid it aside. The next moment another plank had been
removed, and then the investigators followed ecach other
through the hole and dropped on to the stone floor below.

Then Tom chuckled-—a chuckle echoed by his chums.

There was every sign that the place had been used
recently. Tt had been swept and tidied up, and there was
even a picce of carpet on the floor. There was also a couple
of small card-tables, and various new boxes that were doubi-
less to serve as chais. There was also a heating-lamp and
a small spirit-stove, in addition to a paraffin Jamp.

But that was not all. Other boxes were tucked away in
one corner, and an examination of these proved them to
contain foodstuffs; there were tinned and packed goods;
chocolates and cakes; potted meat; bags of tarts, and various
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Click ! Trimble gave a sudden twist of the key and the lock of the coal-shed was sent clicking home. The next moinet_'it
the latch rattied and the voice of Taggles sounded from within. ¢ ’Ere, what -what -You young varmint! Open this
’ere door, blow you !’ But Trimble had no intention of doing that—not while the school porter’s breakfast remained

l < to be eaten, at anyrate !

(See Chapter 3.)

other articles of confectionery. Tucked away in another box
were cards and cigarettes.

“Phew !” gasped Blake. “There’s enough stuff here for a
giddy regiment, chaps. Somebody’s been splashing his money
about, anyway. What—what a find!”

“What's the programme now?” grinned Digby. “We've
proved old Trimble right, after all.”

Tom Kerry rubbed his nose reflectively.

“All's fair in love and war!” he remarked, with a
chuckle. “There’s enough here for twenty chaps, I should
think. My idea is to get a few more of the Fourth and
Shell into this—not too many, or it’ll leak out. We’ll return
at dusk and raid this little lot and take it to the woodshed.
Then we'll have a banquet in the woodshed after lights out.
How's that?”

“Ripping !” .

“Top-hole, bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “Weally,
we are justified in teachin’ those wottahs a weal lesson!”

“And we owe Knox and Cutts & Co. a good bit one
way and another,” said Tom.  After all, war’s war.”

“Of course!”

“We’ll do it, then!” chuckled Tom. “We'll come here at
dusk and carry the stuff over in bags or something. We'll
drop the wink to Levison, and Glyn ahd Cardew, and a
few more chaps like ihem. So that’s that, chaps! Now, let’s
be getting back !”

And, greatly cheered at the prospect of dishing Knox and
his precious pals, Tom Merry & Co, left the barn and
burried back to the school.

CHAPTER 6.
Wheels Within Wheels !
1% HERE’S something on, you fellows!”
George I'iggins, the lanky leader of the New
House juniors at St. Jim’s, spoke emphatically.
3 Iiggins, Kerr, and Wynn were taking a stroll
in the dusky Close. Fatty Wynn, woeful of countenance,

had been discussing the subject of grub, and he had waxed
most eloquent on the subject. And Kerr had been sympa-
thising with his podgy chum. But George Figgins had been
unusually silent during the discussion. :

Now he broke out unexpectedly with that abrupt remark,
and his chums almost jumped.

“Eh? What's on?” demanded Fatty Wynn. “I was 'talk-
ing about this rotten grub question, Figgy; you might listen
to a chap. Something’s got to be done or I shall be reduced
to a shadow. You know what happened to the donkey when

' his diet was reduced to a wisp of straw—he pegged out!”

“But you're not a donkey, Fatty,” said Figgins. “You're
more like a camel, old chap. You've got a hefty hump in
front under your waistcoat, and you'll be able to exist on
that-for weeks yet.” :

“Why you—you—-"Fatty Wynn almost spluttered in his
wrath, “You—you ass, Figgy!” he went on, his voice
becoming pathetic. “You might try to be helpful. T've
never felt so hungry in my life. This beastly patent diet is
reducing my strength more and more every day. I feel I
could murder old Crankley for a nice, juicy steak, or a jamn-
tart even! Something must be done!”

“My dear man, what can I do?” said Figgy. “We're
all in the same boat. There’s something on—something jolly
queer?”’

“If it's a feed—" began Fatty Wynn hopefully.

“Well, it may even be a feed!” grinned Figgins.: “In
fact, it's quite possible it is a feed. But what I mean is
I believe those School House worms have got something on!”

“Oht”

“I noticed it first at noon!” said Figgins grimly. “Did

. you spot how Merry and Blake and their pals rushed off
. after dinner? They went out of gates somewhere—I watched
‘em go, you know.”

“Well 27
“It looked rather queer to me,” said Figgins. “And that's
Tae Gem Lirarv.—No. 1,002,
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why I wanted to hang about the gates—just afterwards—I
wanted to see them come in again. Well, they did, looking
jolly excited, I thought. But that’s not all. I kept my
eyes open afterwards, and I spotted Blake passing notes to
lievisgu and Cardew, and several other *Fourth chaps in
class.

“Rather queer!” agreed Kerr thoughtfully. “That
reminds me, I spotted a whole lot of them hurry out of
gates just after tea in Hall!” 2

“That’s just why I dragged you out—to see them go,”
smiled Figgins. “Well, doesn't that lock as if they’d
something on? It may be a feed or anything; I shouldn’t
be surprised if it wasn’t a secret feed. I almost wish we'd
followed ’em now.”

“We're going to!” chuckled TFiggins,
'Shush! Not a word!”

As he spoke the whispered warning, George Figgins
grabbed his two chums and dragged them back against the
shadowy trunk of an old elm. As he did so several
s‘h-aﬂowy forms loomed up on the school wall in the thick
dusk, =

Next minute these shadowy figures had dropped inside
the school grounds.

There were eight or ten of them, and all scemed ta be
carrying packages or bags. They were also moving in rather
a steaithy manner, and from their size they were juniors.

“It’s them, right enough!” breathed Figgins. “Let ‘em
go, and we’ll follow. Not a sound, mind !~
Yes, rather!” breathed Fatty Wynn, his voice almost
breaking in sudden excitement. “By James, Figgy, I do
belicve it is a feed !”

*"Shush—’shush !

“But if all that stuff’s grub——"

“Dry up!” hissed Figgms. “Come on!”

. He started after the shadowy forms, and his two chums
followed, Fatty Wynn trembling with eagerness. If it was
a feed

As stealthily as Red Indians on the war-path, Figgins &
Co. trod after the forms ahead, who were moving round in
the deep shadows of the old elins lining the Close. Their
very caution was suspicious, to say the least of it.

It was soon clear where they were making for,

* Woodshed !” chuckled Figgins. ‘I thought it was
something up against us at first; now I'm pretry certain it’s
a feed.”

*Oh, good !”
in the gloom.

“There they go!” murmured Figgy.
Keep behind me, chaps!”

Figgins crept forward, keeping in the shadow ©of the
wall until he was between that and the old woodshed. His
chums joined him at the little, dusty window, and the three
stood there breathlessly, ears and eyes open.

They could hear voices and suppressed chuckles, and then
they heard Tom Merry’s voice, and the striking of a match.
Peeping cautiously through the glass, Figgy saw several
juniors—Tom Merry & Co., Blake & Co., and Levison, Glyn,
and Clive—in the woodshed. They seemed to be piling
their packages in one corner by the light of the match Tom
Merry held up.

* All serene!” Tom Merry was. saying. “Cover the stuff
over with plenty of faggots, chaps! There’s really enough
there for two jolly good feeds, and I vote we have one to-
night, and then another onc later on. Now, remember, not
a word to be spoken about it to anyone. Just turn up here
at cleven to-night, and don’t forget to bring your giddy
appetites with you.”

“I've got mine with me now,” said Herries, with a
chuckle. “Why not try a few jam-tarts now ?”

“Not a scrap!” said Tom Merry. ‘“Best get back now.
before somebody misses us and suspects something. I
noticed that New House worm, Figgy, looking at me rather
queerly at tea-time. If those merchants tumble to some-
thing the fat will be in the fire.,”

“ Hear, hecar!” murmured Figgins, with a soft chuckle.
“The giddy fat is in the fire if you only knew it, old dear!”

Not having ears gifted sufficiently to hear Figgins’ mur-
mured remarks, Tom Merry & Co. did not “kunow it.”” 1In
blisstul ignorance of the fact that their deadly rivals had
already “tumbled ” Tom Merry & Co, left the woodshed
and departed, vanishing into the dusk.

Figgins & Co. waited patiently until their’ footsteps had
died away round the chapel, and then they chuckled. and
entered the woodshed. While Kerr struck matches, Figgy
and Fatty Wynn dragged away the faggots and examined
the parcels and packages and bags. 4

Then they almost danced with glee at their find, Tt was
only too blissfully true. It was grub—glorious grub, and
plenty of it, -

“Corn in Egypt, with a vengeance !” exclaimed Figgins,
whilst Fatty Wynn almost went into raptures of delight.
“Here’s where we score over our giddy enemies, chaps.
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Now, what’s the programme? We daren’t stay here and
scoff it now, and we daren’t risk it here until after lights
out; that would be too late.”

“Shift it from here, and take it somewhere else,” sug-
gested Kerr. ““What about a dormitory- feed to-night? -My
hat! It would be rather too risky, though.”

“Much too risky!” agreed Figgins, shaking his head.
“Somebody’s bound to spot us carting the stuff up to the
dorm. But it would have to.be after lights out, and the
question is, where? Lemme see? Where the thump is
there ? Blessed if I can think of a suitable place !”

“What about the vaults?” ventured Fatty Wynn, with
longing eyes on the foodstuffs,

“Too jolly cold, and far too jolly smelly, fathead !’ said
Kerr. “I say, what about old Pepper’s barn? That’s near
the school, and it’s been kept clean and tidy since we started
using it for the St. Jim’s Parliament.” -

Figgins gave a muffled whoop ! He thumped his chum on
the back. e

“The very place !” he exclaimed, with enthusiasm. “Good
man, Kerr! Trust you to think of things! We’'ll yank this
stuff along there now, and then we’ll sneak out there after
light's out. I vote we have ‘it about eleven o’clock; quite
early enough, and not too late!”

“Ripping !” said Fatty Wynn glecfully. “I say, Figgy,
I think Tl tackle some of those tarts now; they look
ripping !”

“You greedy cormorant!” grinned Figgins. “All right;
but only two or three, mind! Well, that's settled. Pepper’s -
Barn at eleven to-night, chaps. Now, what about earting
this stuff there? We'll need help on the job. Kerr, yon
cut off and fetch Reddy and one or two more. Just give
them the tip quietly, and bring ’em along !”

“Right-ho !” said Kerr. :

Kerr hurried out into the dusky Close. He was scarcely
away five minutes, and when he returned he had Redfern,
Lawrence, and Owen with him. The three New House
Juniors almost danced when they heard the glad news and
saw the foodstuffs.

“What ripping luck!” chortled Redfern. “A gorgeous

free feed, and a score over those School House worms! This
is where we smile, Figgy !”
“No time for smiling!” said Figgins grimly. “ Now,

Fatty, leave those dashed tarts alone, and let’s get off, or
we sha'n’t be back before lock-up !”

““Better go carefully through the gates,” said Reddy. “If
old Taggy, or someone, spots us 2

“Fathead! Think those School House worms came
through the gates?” snorted Figgins witheringly.  “They

carted the stuff from the village, across the fields, I bet, and
got over the school wall with it. It's over the wall for us,
too! Ready?” >

“ What-ho !

“Lead on, Macduff |”

And, amidst a chorus of chuckles, Figgins led the way.
With the packages of good things under their arms the
New House raiders filed out into the deepening dusk of the
Close, and were swallowed up, en route for Pepper’s Barn.
There was every likelihood of there being some surprises
for various people at eleven o’clock that night in Pepper’s

Barn. There was also a surprise in store for Tom Merry &
Co.
CHAPEER 7.
Startling !

““ UIET, now! - No noise, for goodness’ sake, and no
talking! Not a word! If anyone——"
“Who’s talking ?” inquired Redfern. “Aren’t
vou doing all the blessed talking, Figgy?”

“Dry up!” hissed George Figgins. “I've got to give
orders, haven’t 1?77

“Yes, but isn't that talking, old chap?”

“Dry up!”

“Oh, all right! Though I don’t see why we should be
silent when you——"

“Will you dry up?” almost exploded Figgins wrathfully.
“It’s only ten to cleven, remember; and it’s quite likely a
prefect or master may be roaming about yet. Fatty, stop
that row!”

‘“Who’s making a row?”

“You are—like a blessed horse whinnying for his grub!”

“Well, I am whinnying for mine!” chuckled Fatty Wynn.
“I've been counting the seconds as well as the blessed
minutes ever since we found the stuff. Are we going to
stand here all night, Figgy?” t

George Figgins breathed hard.

“Come on!” he snapped. ‘“No good trying to stop you
chaps gassing, I suppose. You're like a lot of old women—
once started, you go on and on = -

“Hadn’t we better have the lecture when we get to the
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barn, Figgy?”’ chuckled Kerr. “It’s cold standing here, too.
Here: goes, anyway!” il . :

And Kerr swarmed up the old tree that leaned slant-wise
over the school wall. He reached the top, and, after a swift
glance about him, leaned down to help the next fellow up.
In a few minutes all the juniors had joined Kerr in the Jane
beyond the wall. : 3

There were ten of them—Figgins & Co., Redfern & Co.,
and Koumi Rao, French, Pratt, and Robinson—all of the
New House. ' ; ;

“All serene!” said Figgins, with a grunt. - “Then come
on! You got the candles, Kerr?” ;

“Yes—and a torch!”

-“Good !”

The ten juniors started off along‘the lane, it being light.

enough for them to see where they were going. A footpath
across a couple of fields brought them to the barn, and
Figgins unfastened the door and led the way into the dingy
interior. Then the juniors got busy.

.Candles were lighted, and the door was closed, and the
window covered over carefully to prevent the light being
scen from outside. It never pccurred to the juniors to look
inside the basement.room; they believed it to be dirty and
cobwebby and unsuitable for their purpose, in any case. In
the room above were plenty of hoxes, and soon a sort of
table had been fixed up, boxes doing duty as chairs.

Then the good things were unpacked and spread on the
table and on the boxes round about.: The eyes of the New
House juniors glistened as they roamed over the array of
good things.

“This is a bit of all right, and no mistake!” chuckled
Figgins, who had soon recovered his usual good-humour.
“But it beats me how those School House worms managed
to get such a pile of stuff, I hardly like to deprive ’em of
it all, in fact.” ; DEl

“Qld Gussy must have had a fiver, or a tenner, sent him !”
grinned Owen. “Don’t pit? the poor little dears, anyway,
Figgy. They don’t need it.”

“They’'d have left us nothing, anyway!” remarked Fatty

' Wynn, starting on a chunk of plum-cake. “Pile in, you

fellows; you're wasting time!”

There was a chuckle, and the New House fellows seated
themselves and began to pile in. Tt was quite a cheery
scene, and there was a cheery smile on the face of every
fellow in the barn. Certainly it was a trifle chilly in the
barn, c}mt the flickering candles gave them all the light they
wanted. .

“This is tophole, you fellows!” said Figgins, as he started
on a cream-bun. “This is the first bit of decent grub T've
had this week. I'm going .to make the most of it. I can’t
help feeling sorry for those School House fellows. though.
Poor little lads! Fancy their disappointment when they
discover the grub’s gonet It—it makes my heart miss a
beat with sadness when I think of it!” -

“8till, we've stopped them breaking rules!” said Owen
gravely, helping himself to a sausage-roll. “It was very
wrong of them to do it, you know; and I feel so glad that
we've saved them from doing wrong! . Besides, they might

have overeaten theémselves and made themselves ill. Think.

of that!” &

“Ha, ha! Yes!” chuckled Figgins. ‘““We've done them a

ood turn really, though I don’t suppose they’ll thank us.
Such is life! But I would like to know where they got
this ripping grub from. Village people wouldn’t dare go
against Head's orders and—— ’Shush! Wha-what’s that?”

Figgins’ voice tailed off suddenly. All the juniors stopped
cating and listened intently, startled expressions on their
faces. :

To the ears of the startled juniors came a harsh sound—
the sound of a key grating in a rusty lock., Then followed
the creak of a door opening.

“Quiet !” ‘breathed Figgins.

The juniors needed no telling to be quiet. They could
not help remembering stories they had heard of the barn
being haunted. « B F

The next moment these thoughts vanished, however, as
footsteps sounded and also muttered voices. And they came
from below—from the basement store-room beneath the barn.

“Tramps, or something!” breathed Figgins. “Not a
sound! T’ll have a squint.” 2

Figgins seemed suddenly to remember something, and,
after scanning the floor for a moment, he knelt down and
peered through a hole in the planking. A dim light came
through it. 15

What he saw almost made him.yell out.

In the flickering light of a match. he caught a glimpse of
four figures below—youthful figures. One of them was just
putting the match to a lamp standing on an improvised

table.

As Figgins gazed blankly at the astonishing scene the lamp
burned up and lit- up the room. It also lit up the faces of
Aubrey Racke, Crooke, Scrope, and Leslie Clampe of the
New House. But the state of the apartment itself was

almost as astonishing to Figgins as the sight of the St. Jim's
black. sheep. ’
What were the cads doing there at that hour of the night?
The answer came almost at once.., .
“Well, here we are, chaps!” said Aubrey Racke, yawning.

““I hope the other chaps won't be long, for I'm dashed
 hungry. Better get the spirit-stove going and shove some

water on, Scropey. The rest of us cau be getting the grub
out. I hope—— What the thunder—"

Racke’s voice ended in a gasp—a gasp of amazed alarm—
as he looked at _the corner where the food had been stored.
Hlﬁ gasp was echoed by startled expressions from the others.

Where’s the grub?” exclaimed Crooke - blankly. . “It
was in the corner there, wasn’t it? I hope to goodness—" "

“Hunt round, you fools!” snapped Racke, in sudden,
savage alarm. “Somebody’s been here—I ca see that!”

In growing alarm, the juniors did hunt—though it scarcely

.needed a hunt in that small apartment to prove that the

grub had indeed gone. . 5 .

And, up above, Figgins watched, just as much amazed as
Racke & Co. were alarmed. $
] ‘:t\\fltlflt is it, Figgy?” breathed Kerr. “That’s Racke,
isn’t it ?”

Figgins put his finger to his lips and nodded.

“Four of ’em!” he murmured under his breath. “This
beats me! They seem to—— Hallo! ’Shush!”

Footsteps had sounded outside—they could hear them

' clearly this time. The next moment Figgy’s eyes grew .wide
" as through the crack he saw four Fifth-Formers appear in’

the doorway down below, They were Cutts, Gilmore, Prye,
and St. Leger.

“Hallo! Not ready yet, Racke?’ snapped Cutts. “I say,
who the thump’s up above—Knox? There’s a light there!
Spotted it under the door as we came along.”

“What?’ Racke gave a gasp. " “Look here, Cutts,” he
stammered, ‘“‘the grub’s gone—every scrap of it! There's
?]nly the”cigs and cards left. If there’s somebody above,

hen-——

It was Cutts’ turn to stare; but he did not stare long. He
turned and vanished from the doorway. :

Figgins did not need to be told the reason. He jumped
up in alarm.

“Quick! The thumping door!” he hissed. = “Cutts is
here—coming now!”

And Figgins, careless of being heard, made a rush for
the door of the barn.

His intention was to fasten it if he could; but even as he
reached it the latch was jerked up and the door flew open.

On the threshold stood Cutts, with his three Fifth Form
chums at his heels. They almost fell down as they sighted
Figgins and the ‘juniors ‘standing'in the candle-lit barn.

. Cutts’ face was a sight as his eyes took in the whole

scene.
“Well!” he ejaculated. ‘““Well, I'm dashed! You—you
cheeky, thieving little sweeps! Here, back up, chaps!
Don’t let the little cads get out !”
Cutts’ voiee ended in a yell as Figgins, with a glance at

. his chums behind, made as if to start a desperate rush to
. escape. Bewildered as Figgy had been, he saw it was a

time for swift action. .

But now it was too late for that seemingly. St. Leger,
Prye, - Gilmore, and :Cutts would -take some getting .past.
Moreover, Racke & Co. were behind them.

“Racke, you little toad!” said Cutts furiously. * What’s
this mean? If you've sold us a pup 25 :

“I—I know nothing about those cads being here!” gasped
Racke. “We'd only just got here and discovered the grub
was gone. These New House cads must have found it.
Look at the stuff! The rotters—" ;

‘“What the thump’s the matter, Cutts?”

It was another voice behind Cutts & Co.—the well-known

- and cqually detested voice of Gerald Knox of the Sixth, The

next moment the dimly-seen form of the prefect appeared
behind the startled Racke & Co.

Knox pushed his way roughly past the juniors, and Gil-
more and Prye made way for him. He gave a violent jump
as he saw the interior.

“What—what——  Cutts, you fool! What are these

- young hounds doing here? Why—— Good gad! Isn’t that

our grub they’ve got ?” ;

“Looks like ift!” fumed Cutts; his.eyes glowering at the
hapless Figgins & Co. “It beats me how—-"

“Leave this to me, Cutts!” snarled Knox, his face dark
with rage. - “Now, you little thieves!” he added, glaring
at the bewildered Figgins & Co. “Out with it! Who put
you up to this? Who told you there was grub here? Did
you.find it, or what?”. . >

“Find out!” said Iiggins coolly, . .

He, spoke. coolly,. though he was almost dazed. It was
startling enough to find Racke & Co. there, but to dis-
cover that seniors  like Cutts & Co., and even Knox, a

TaE GpM LiBrary.—No. 1,002.
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prefect, were visiting there at that hour of the night, was
still more startling. :

He could not understand it at all. They had raided the
grub from Tom Merry & Co., and yet Racke & Co., a‘ml
Cutts & Co., and Knox seemed to jump to the conclusion
that the grub was theirs—that it had been raided irem
them!

And then the only possible explanation came to Figgins
in a flash, and he could not help grinning, tensc as the
situation was.

Did tho grub actually belong to the black sheep, and had
Tom Merry & Co. raided it from them, just as they had
raided it from Tom Merry & Co.?

It certainly began to look like it. Their rivals had not,
after all, been fetching the stuff from the village, but had
been fetching it from Pepper’s Barn!

And they, in their blissful ignorance, had raided it from
the woodshed, and taken it back to the barn again!

It was really rather funny. Even then Figgins couldn’t
help sceing the funny side. A sudden chuckle from Kerr
told him that Kerr had seen it all, too.

“Well?” snapped Knox, his look dangerous. “I'm wait-
ing to know what it means, you young sweeps! Come out
here—at once!”

“Certainly I” said Tiggins coolly,

And with that Figgins swept three of the four candles
out, while Kerr swept the fourth out, and then he led the
way in a rush for the door,

“Rush them!”

But it was caster said than done. Knox stood well in
the room, and the Fifth-Formers jammed the doorway
hel(xJiml. There was to be no escape for the luckless Figgins
& Co.

In a flash Knox’s long arms swept round Figgins, and
he was held fast though he struggled madly.

“Fetch a light!” gasped Knox. “Don’t let the little
hounds get clear! Oh, good gad!”

There was a furious melee in the darkness, friend and foe
being mixed up in a scrambling crowd just inside the door-
way of the barn. Then suddenly Rzcke appeared bearing
the lighted lamp from the storehouse below.

As he held it up, Crooke squeezed inside and hurriedly
lit the candles again,

All could be seen now, and Racke, Crooke, Scrope, and
Clampe - joined the struggle. " But the seniors scarcely
needed - help—cven the half:hearted help of the St. Jim's
slackers.. Against_the five seniors even the heroic Figgins
& Co. stood little chance,

Several of them had more than one chance to get clear,
but they stuck it, preferring to go down fighting than to
seek their own escape and leave their chums in the lurch.

The- issue was never in doubt, however, and the addition
of Racke & Co. setiled it for good. The New House fel-
lows-were down at last—beaten, but still defiant.

.“Now, you little sweeps!” panted Knox, digging a knee
into I'iggins’ chest. “You're going to go through it for
this.  Bring some of that string and stuff, Scrove, and
we’ll fix these beauties up all right!”

Scrope hurriedly got the string and rope, plenty of which
lay about in the barn. It took a very short time to tie
the hands of Figgins & Co. behind them, though they
s{';ruggled to the last. They knew what was in store .for

. them.
.. Gerald Knox stood up gasping when the last New House
junior was tied, and glared down at them.

“And that’s that!” he said. “Now bring them down

below, and if they resist, plank your boots behind them.
They can sit and watch us feed, and after the feed we'll
set ’em cock-fighting cach other. It will be as entertaining
as cards any day!”

“Good . wheeze !” grinned Cutts, planting a boot behind
Kerr.  “Up you get, my lad! ~ You've asked for trouble,
you cheeky little sweeps, and you've found if! Get a
move on!”

And Figgins & Co. did get a move on. They knew it
could only make matiers worse {o resist further. Looking
complete wrecks—clothes rumpled and dusty. hair rufiled
and likewise dusty, and faces bearing vivid marks of that
terrific but brief fight—they filed down into the store-
room below, whilst Racke & Co., grinning now, took charge
of the foodstuffs, and carried them back to their original
qu_a[ryters. It seemed a very sad ending to Figgins' great
raid!

CHAPTER 8.
The Raiders Raided !

13 OVE! T'm hungry!”?
“Same here!”

“Yaa.f, wathah! We must weally make the most
of to-night, deah boys!”

“I say, you chaps,” grinned Baggy Trimble, “don’s for-
THeE Gem LiBrArRY.—No. 1,002

s .

A SMILE, A LAUGH, A ROAR!

get that this is my feed really—my treat, you know!
There’s a ripping lot of stuff, and I think you all cught
to fork out a bob a head at least.”

“Dry up, you fat ass!”

SOh, ly, you know, Merry, it's little enough I'm
asking. You wouldn’t feel under such a deep obligation
to me then. I tell you what—"

“Will yon cheese it, you fat porker?” muttered Tom
Merry wrathfully. “Want to waken the whole House?
This isn’t the time for gassing, Trimble. And as for a
bob a time, you get a boot a time if you don’t dry up!
You chaps ready?”

*“ What-ho !”

“Then follow me!” muwrmured Tom.

‘Trimble ought
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‘‘ Well? *’ snapped Knox, from the doorway, a dangerous gleam in his
Come out here—at once!’’ ** Certainly,’”’ said Figgins, coolly, givin
rushed to blow out the candles preparatory to:leadir

really to go first—there’d be something big and soft to fall
on then if any of us slipped.”

There was a chuckle in the gloom. But Trimble only

grinned. Like the rest of the adventurers he was in high
spirits at the thought of the great “feed ”” awaiting them
in the woodshed. In single file, and moving cautiously, the
juniors slipped through the box-room window and out on o
the leads of the outhouse, and then to the ground.

There were twelve of the juniors—the 'Terrible Three,
Blake & Co., and Trimble, Cardew, Levison, Glyn, and
Clive. Tom Merry would have invited more, but for the
added danger of such a proceeding. It was certainly
dangerous enough as it was.

But the juniors didn’t think of the danger of discovery
just then in their gleeful anticipation of the feast awaiting
them in the old woodshed.  They were all hungry—very
hungry. ;

4
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SPIFFING STORY: “ THE JAPE OF THE TERM!*

Working round in the shadows of the school buildings—
from the windows of which more than one light twinkled—
they moved in single file towards the woodshed.

“Railton’s up still, and so’s Lathom, and Kildare scems
to be working late,” murmured Tom Merry. “Let’s hope
none of them thinks of looking in at our little dorms.
We're rather too carly, you know. Still, it isn't likely any-

thing will go wrong. Here we are. No lights, mind, until -

the giddy window's covered up!”

“Yaas, wathah! Mustn’t take any wisks, deah boys!”

“Then, don’t yell, you silly ass!” grinned Blake.
“Quiet!”

They were in the dark woodshed now. Blake struck a
match, and cupped it carefully with his hands, whilst Tom
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‘. Pm waiting to know what this means, you young sweeps !
ng his chums .a significant glance.
ing theway in a dash for the door.

‘“We’'ll come now!’’  And he

(See Chapter 7.)
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Merry covered up the little window with some sacking, and
also covered over the whole of the doorway with more
-ackling, to. prevent the light penetrating through the
cracks, -

Then all was in readiness—candles were lighted and
tuck up, throwing a ruddy, flickering glow on the cheery
faces of the hungry juniors. *

“ Now for the grub!” grinned Tom Merry. . “It was really
kind of Knox’s lambs to provide us with—with—with——
Great pip! Why, where is the—the grub?”

““Oh, my hat!”

“@Gone!”

The juniors stared as if transfixed as Tom Merry kicked
aside the faggots—the faggots that should have covered up
the grub., but didn’t.

The grub—the. ripping, tophole supply of delicious tuck—
was gone, clean gone!
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The startled juniors glared and glared at the spot, and
then they bhegan to search the shed with ever-growing
apprchension and utter dismay.

They gave it up ot last, and looked at each other in stony
despair.

“Well,” inquired Cardew, “what about the gorgeous
feed? Is this your idea of a joke, Tommy, or what?”

Tom Merry passed his hand over his curly head.

“This—this,” he mumbled, “is the giddy outside edge.
The grub was here at tea-time, right enough. But—but
it’'s gone!”’

“Gone!” groaned Blake. “This beats the band!”

“Oh dear!” Trimble looked on the verge of tears
dear! I say, you chaps, it must be here somewhere!”

“Look here,” said Blake, fixing a sudden, terrifying
glance on the fat junior. “If this is one of your tricks,
Trimble——-"
“Bai Jove!
a1 e

“Oh ~dear! Of course I haven’t!” wailed Trimble
earnestly. “I know no more about it than you do! Oh
crikey, this is awful! And I went without any rotten tea
to leave plenty of room! Oh crumbs!”

“It wasn't Trimble this time!” said Tom Merry grimly.
“Thai’s pretty clear. Even Trimble couldn’t make away
with all the stulf that was here. It—it’s the giddy limit!
I—I woader L

A sudden startling thought seemed to occur to Tom.

“Figgins!” he gasped. “I wonder if those New House
worms have pinched it? Oh, my hat!”

“Goodness knows how they could know about it!”
Blake. “Though—though I remember now that TFiggy
grinned at me rather queerly at call-over.”

“Bai Jove!”

“It’s possible!”

If Twimble has been here and scoffed it

said Tom Merry, “Those New Tlouse
chaps are jolly keen, you know! It's just what they would
do. But—but what’s to be done, chaps?”

*“Goodness knows—unless we raid their dorm!” said Blake
hopefully. “They’d take it there to have a dorm feed, I
suppose.” 3

“I bardly think so!” said Levison, shaking his head.
“Even Figgy wouldn’t risk being spotted carting the stufi
upstairs, if there was as much tuck as you fellows say.”

“That’s so!” agreed Tom Merry gloomily. “Oh, my
hat,.what a giddy sell! Somebedy’s done us brown, and no
mistake! I—I can’t think it can be those New House chaps,
though. I think Racke & Co. have got to know somchow—-
especially if Trimble's been gassing about it!”

“I tell you I haven’t!” wailed Trimble. “I haven’t
breathed a single word, you idiot!”

“Then, they've seen us, or something!” grunted Blale.
“What about trotting over to the barn to make sure,
chaps? We'll soon prove it, and if they’ve got the stuff we
may get a chance to do them down again and recover it.”

“Well, we can do that,” grunted Tom. “It’s not far,
anyway, and if they haven’t got it, then we'll know Figgy's
got it. And if he has—" -

“We'll go after it—even if we have to raid their blessed
dorm!” snorted Herries. g

*“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“Hear, hear!”

“That’s the programme, then!” said Tom, his eyes
gleaming with determination. “We're not going to all this
trouble for nothing! Not likely! We've. raided Figgins &
Co. in their dorm before, and we’ll do it again. Come on—
no time to be lost!” ;

In a moment lights were extinguished, and, removing the
obstruction from the door, Tom Merry led the way out
into the starlit night again. The good spirits of the party
had vanished utterly now, and they followed Tom in gloomy
silence as he led the way to the school wall. They knew
their hope of recovering the good things was a slim one
whoever had the stuff. As Monty Lowther lugubriously
remarked, they had been “done brown ” by somcone. ’

It was not a cheering thought, and scarcely anyone spoke
until Pepper’s Barn loomed up ahead of them. "Tom Merry
gave a whispered warning, and the juniors halted.

There was no light in the upper part of the barn, but
from. the little window. of the basement room came a gleam
of light.

“Not a sound, mind!” breathed Tom Merry.
i

He crept up to the little window. It was partly covered
by a sack, or something, from within. The window was
only a sheet of glass, and one corner of that was broken.
leaving a gap through which a hand could be put.

As he peeped through Tom Merry could have yelled with
astonishment. But luckily he didn’t.

The lamp inside was close to the window, and it was a
good lamp, shedding a clear light on every corner of the
Little room. It showed two card-tables, piled high with
Toe Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,002.
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things good to eat, and one or two bou\ likewise piled with
the same. It also show ed Knox, and Cutts & Co., and Racke
& Co., seated on other boxes. A pleasant an(l appetising
scent of fresh ly-made coffec floated out to the juniors.

All this was, after all, not so very surprising to Tom
Merry & Co.- The general opinion among them had heer

that Racke & Co, llad somehiow discovered their plot, and -

had “raided the raiders,” so to speak. What was suiprising
to them, however, was the sight of ten juniors ranged along
the opposite wall, seated on the floor, with their hands
?ed behind them, and with wrath zmd disgust in their
aces.

“Figgy!” breathed Tom Merry. “ Well—well, upon my
word ! This beats cock-fighting ! Just look, you fellows!”

He moved cautiously aside, and his chum: one after
the other, peeped in at the amazing scene,

What did it mean? It was really a mo%t remarlxable
affair to Tom Merry & Co.

“What—what can it mean?” “breathed Lowther.

“ Quiet—come over here!” whispered Tom Merry.

He led the way away from the window. .

“Now listen!” he said. *Goodness knows ~what old
Tiggy and his pa1~ are doing there, though I’ve got a vague
idea. But never mind it now. The point is we've got
to do something.” .

“What can we do?” growled Herries.
Otllel brutes are too good for us to tackle.”

“I know that' sald Tom Merry, his eyes gleaming in
the gloom. “We've got to use strategy, my lads' We're
not going to lose that feed after all the trouble we've been

“Knox and those

put to. I've got an idea., We've got to free Figgins and
his lot first.”
“Bai Jove! But why—-"

“To help us, of course!” said Tom. “They'll: help us
jolly quickly against those cads. And there’s enough te
go round for the lot of us—if my idea comes off. With
Figgy and us joining forces, we'll easily deal with Knox’s
fot—if it happens to prove necessary. But I don’t think it
will. * Now, listen! 1 want one of you to be ready by the
window here—you’ll do, Lowther! I'm going in the barn
up above with these chaps. When you hear me give a yell,
shove your arm through this window and turn the lamp
out. You'll have to be pretty slippy, mind !”

“But what's the idea?”

“This!” grinned Tom. “Those chaps are funks—every
man of them! I'm going to play ghost. Everybody at St.
Jim’s knows this old show's supposed to be haunted. Well,
T'm going to drop through into the cellar right amongst
them the moment you turn the lamp out,.Lowther. It's
pretty certain.Cutts & Co. know nothing about those loose
floorboards, though Figgy may. See the wheeze? There’s
an old piece of white sheeting in the barn that will just
do for the job.”

“Bai Jove! Wippin

“Just think what a shock they'll get when I drop down
among them from nowhere!” chuckled Tom. *They’ll
fairly howl and bolt for their lives—Racke and his lot will,
anyway.”

“They certainly will!” chuckled Blake,
things go wrong, Tommy?”

i If they do, then we’ll cut ¥iggy & Co. loose and rush
‘em!” grinned Tom. “We're not going to lose that feed,
in any case! Now come on!”

With great caution Tom led them to the barn, Lowther
returning to his post at the basement window.

In a moment the door was opened and the juniors crept
cautiously inside. Carefully and noiselessly Tom struck a
matlch, while Arthur = Augustus switched on his pocket-
torch

“Here we ave!” grinned Tom. ‘“This’ll do the trick!”

He picked up a bundle of linen—linen that had once been
white and clean, but now was anything but white and clean.
It would, ho“ewr, be white enough in the dark for the
purpose.

1y

“But what if

e

“This has been here since last term when Glyn gave his -

cinema show here,” murmured Tom Merry. “A bit of luck
and no mistake! Here goes!”

Tom draped the sheet about him carefully.

“Ready, chaps!” he murmured, with a quiet chuckle.
“Now, when I give the signal, watch for the light to go
out below; when it does, whip these two loose boards up
hko hghtmnq Understand 7"

“ Quite !’

CHAPTER 9. :
Peace and Plenty!

00000H!” il
That walhng note echoed and rc.echoed in the
quiet, lonely-barn.

1t had scarcely died away when the slit of hght
showing through the floorboards vanished, which told the
juniors that'Monty Lowther had done his part of the plot,
Tug Gem Lisrary,—Nos: 1,002
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As the light abruptly vanished there came from below
startled, frightened gasps. - At the siine moment Blake and
Levison swiftly and deftly raised the loose ‘floorboards.

Only blackness, save for the dim. glow ‘of the wick of the
lamp “below, showed, and in. a flash. Tom Merry dropped
through, makmg scarce]y a sound as he landcd on the stone
flocor below in his rubber shoes.

And as he landed he groaned—a deep, bloodcurdling
groan.

The effect was Just what Tom Mer13 & Co. had expected
and anticipated..

The gay bladés of St. Jim's were slackers and funks to
a man, more or less, and- that first terrifying howl from
above shad already terrified them. Then the sudden inex-

| plicable snuffing out of the lamp had added ‘to that terror.

And then, as they sat, dumbfounded and scared, had come
that ter nfymg .white, shrouded form in thelr mxdst from
which the bloodcurlmg groan had proceeded.

It was certainly no wonder Knox & Co. were scared—
indeed, the gallant Figgins & Co, themselves were scared.
They sat still,” their mouths suddenly dr), and quee1 -prickly
feelings under their scalps.

But Knox & Co. were far more scared. There was a dead
silence in which .they could hear each other’s watches
ticking. . >

It did not last long, however. The shadowy white form
moved, and again came a deep, agonised groan. And as
it rang out, Racke gave vent to a queer, choking gasp.
Then he leaped to his feet and jumped for the door.

His action seemed to” break- the spell that bound the
party, and in a flash, Crooke, Scrope, and Clampe were
struggling madly round the door. The door was torn open
and they swarmed out, yellmg with fright, and vamshed
into the night. -

Scarcely two seconds later Cutts, Gﬂmore, and St. Leger
and Prye had followed, and as they went, Knox seemed to
wake up, and he followed them, his long legs taking him
out of the room in two enormous strides.

From the shrouded form came a deep chuckle.
the sheet was wrenched off, and Tom Merry called out

“All serene, you chaps! ‘Come down here, quick! What
prlce the ghost Figgy?”

“Oh! M-my hat! It—it'’s Tom Merry!” came Figgins’
rather feeble voice in the gloom.

“Yes, it’s little me!” chuckled Tom, striking a match
and lighting the lamp again. ‘I think it’s safe enough
now. Those merchants will be half-way back to the school
by this time, I should think. - Here you are, Lowther!
Good man! You managed it, then?”

; ﬁowthor came through the door just then, grinning.cheer-
ully.

“Easy as winking!” he said. ‘“They were all too busy
feeding to spot me, What about the giddy ghost, Flggy"
What? Why, you're as white as a sheet, old chap !’

The triumphant School House juniors swarmed down into
the lower room and looked at the amazed New House
juniors with cheery grins. " Figgins & Co, certainly did look

.Then

white.
_“Oh! Tt—it’s you rotters!” gasped Figgins, licking his
lips. “You—you silly asses! Je—we did get a start, I'll

admit. It was so utterly unexpected. And—and you know
the yarn about this place being haunted.”

He shivered even yet !

“Sorry to fr ighten you!” murmured Tom Merry blandly.
“But it was necessary, my little men! I think we can call
this a School House score after all. I fancy I can guess
how you got here, Figgy.”

“How the thump werc we to know you chaps had raided
the grub -from those cads?” snorted Figgins, pulling him-
self together. “We nearly did you, anyway ! 12

“But not quite!” grinned Tom, “So you did raid our
grub, then?”"

““Of course we did!” grunted Kerr, “We brought it here,
thinking this would be a ripping place to have it. Then
those cads turned up and bowled us over.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

As the School House juniors understood fully they doubled
up and roared with laughter.

“Oh, my hat!” chortled Tom Merry. *“What a giddy
scream ! We raided Knox’s lot, and brought the grub to
the woodshed, and you raided us and brought the stuff

back here ag&m' Then Knox's lot raided you, and—and——

Oh my hat! Here we are again !”
“Ha, ha, ha!? :
“Blessed if I can see so much fun in it,” said Figgy,
though he was grlnnmg ruefully. “Look herc why not cut
us, loose, and we’ll whack out the grub between us!”
“Why, you cheeky ass——". Tom was beginning, when he

paused, holding up a warning hand. And as he did so, foot-

steps sounded, and then a voice—Knox’s voice.
“Come back you silly fools !’ the Sixth-Former was yell-

. ing furiously. © Didn’t I tell you it was a trick? Couldn’t
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Tom Merry and Blake took their prizes from the boxes, wound them up, and started them off along the passage.
motor-car ran into the wall and turned over, but the engine went full speed ahead.
the corner, and he only just avoided a collizion by jumping with his legs astride.

The
At that moment Kildare turned
(Sez Chapter 1.)

u\'ou”hear the little scoundrels laughing, hang 'em! Come
on!

“Oh crumbs! That’s done it!” gasped Blake, jumping to
the door.

*“All serene!” answered Tom Merry swiftly. ‘“‘Let ’em
come!  You asked for your whack of the feed just now,
Figgy. Well, I'll cut you free, and you can earn your
whack by helping us put it across Knox !”

“Good man!” said Figgins.

Knox was already wrenching at the door, the light alone
telling him that his suspicions were only too true. In a flash
Tom Merry, Herries, 1)’Arcy, and Manners were slashing at
the cords that bound Figgins & Co. And just as a charge
from without sent the door flying open, Figgins & Co.
scrambled up, rubbing their sore wrists, but ready enough
for anything. &

It soon came. Knox, followed by Cutts, St. Leger, Gil-
more, and Prye came rushing into the room. They gasped
as they saw and recognised Tom Merry & Co. 5

“Oh !” panted Knox, his face going red with sudden rage.
“It was you, was it? I'll—Tll make you smart for this,
you little votters! Collar them, Cutts!”

With the words, Gerald Knox made a savage rush, and
his arms went round Tom Merry. In a flash half a dozen
fellows had swarmed over the tall prefect and brought him
down, shouting in his amazement and rage.

At the same time Cutts & Co. were surrounded, and next
moment they were fighting and scrambling furiously. But
their chances were practically nil against twenty odd deter-
mine(ﬁ juniors, for Figgins & Co. were among the first to
attack.

In the ordinary way, the juniors wowl have hesitated at
attacking a Sixth-Former and a prefect; but they did not
hesitate now—far from it. Knox was caught “out.” He
was breaking rules—indeed, his offence, in consorting with
juniors for unlawful purposes was a very serious one indeed.
Whatever it would mean to the juniors, it would certainly
mean the sack for him if it came to the ears of those in
authority. '

The juniors knew this. They knew that whatever hap-
pened, Gerald Knox would never dare to report them!

So they piled on Gerald Knox, quite enjoying the chance
of paying oft a few old scores. He rolled on the floor
amidst a scrambling swarm of juniors, his voice raised high
with threats and furious exclamations,

It was soon over—though the.room was like a Bedlam .
while it lasted. Cutts was the last to go down, but even
his resistance gave way when Fatty Wynn and Kerr sat on
his chest.

“That’s settled ’em !” panted Tom Merry, tenderly strok-
ing an eye that had come into violent contact with Knox's
fist. “I shall have a black eye in the morning; kut it was
worth it. Now line the beauties up along the wall there.
I expect Racke. like Charlie’s aunt, is still running.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s it!” said Figgins breathlessly.
they treated us. They can watch us feed !”

“ Hear, hear !”

“You—you little fiends!” panted Knox hoarsely. “TI'll
make you pay for this, you see if I don't! You'll regret
this business! You'll see if you can handle a prefect——
Grroooogh! Mum-mum-mum-m-m-m !

Knox’s final remarks ended in a choking gurgle as
Figgins cheerfully plastered a custard-tart over his face.

“ Waste of good stuff!” he remarked. “But that’s what
you'll get if you keep on chinwagging, Knox. And the
same to you, Cutts, old chap! I don't like your language
at all! Another word, and you get a jam-tart. Undexr-
stand 77

Cutts did understand! His remarks after that were made
under his breath, as were the remarks of Gerald Knox and
the rest. 5

“And now let’s get down to it!” called Tom Merry,
casting a hungry eye over the foodstuffs, which had, fortu-
nately, not been touched. “For this night only House
rows arc off, and School ITouse and New House will bury
the hatchet and use th knife and fork of peace instead !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

‘“ Hear, hear !”

“1 see that Fatty Wynn and Trimble have already started,
gentlemen!” went on Tom Merry grimly. “So, unless
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we're willing to allow them to polish off the spoils ot
victory on their giddy own, I vote we get down to it !”

“Ha, -ha i Yest” :

“Yaas, wathah!” 3

And Tom Merry & Co., and Figgins & Co., did ‘“get
down to it »’ in deadly earnest. They had been hungry before,
and the sharp scrap had added to their hunger. Without

further loss of time they started work on the good things, .

and soon hungry jaws were at work what time Knox and
his fellow seniors looked on with feelings too deep for words,
and with faces black and savage with helpl'ess_rage.

It was a feast of the gods, and when the juniors had had
enough ‘there was still plenty of tuck left. Trimble, who
had started to stuff. his pockets, having no more room,
apparently, inside him, was stopped by Tom Merry. ?

“No taking grub to school, you fat pig!” he exclaimed
grimly. “It may start inquiries if crumbs are found in your
bed, you fat ass! You've had enough, and I think we can
afford to leave the founders of this ripping feast a little,
what ?”’ -

“ Just a little!” agreed Figgins, smiling at Knox"s’ glitter-
ihg glare. “We'll leave them to clear up, too—eh ?

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

And, roaring with laughter, Tom Merry & Co., and
Figgins & Co. buttoned up their coats, and bade the fuming
seniors good-bye, Tom Merry staying a moment to relqase
St. Leger's hands, so that he could release his companions
in distress. And then the happy, well-fed raiders left the
barn and started cheerily back to St. Jim's, being agreed
amongst themselves that, though St, Jim’s was under faddist
rule, theve were still times when life was worth living.

CHAPTER 10.
The Latest! .
(3] URN out, you fellows! Cricket practice, you know 12
I Tom Merry spoke mildly but briefly as he looked
in at the doorway of Study No. 7 on the Shell
passage. ~ ’

1t was some days after the Pepper’s Barn affair, and by
that time the affair had almost disappeared from Tom
Merry’s memory. : :

But it clearly had not gone from Ra_cke s memory. He
gave the junior skipper of St. Jim’s a bitter glare. It was
the only way that Racke dared to express his feelings to-
wards Tom Merry in the matter. N

As Racke did not reply, Tom went on impatiently. He was
on his way down to Liftle Side himself, and he had looked
in on Racke & Co. to remind them not to be late—as those
dingy slackers usually were, if they were unable to dodge
practice at all. But Tom wanted to be getfing on. It was
his duty, however, as junior skipper to see that the slackers
did turn up. Ry :

“Come along, Racke!” he snapped. “I canlt hang about
all the afternoon seeing to you fellows. Compulsory practice
to-day and you've got to turn up! Get a move on!” :

Racke looked at Crooke and Scrope, who -were with him
in the study. Crooke and Scrope looked rather uneasy.

“Sorry!” said Racke, his glare giving place suddenly to
a sneering grin.  ‘“‘I’'m not taking part in practice this after-
noon. Call again some other time, and shut the door after
you this time.” :

Tom Merry flushed, and his blue eyes glinted. He wasn’t
used to being spoken to in that manner by the cad of the
Shell. - He could not help seeing, however, that there was
something behind Racke’s bold defiance. i

“What d’you mean, Racke?” he asked, in dangerous tones.
“1 haven't excused you practice, and I'm certain Kildare
hasn’t. Has Railton? If he has, well and good! But——"

““Railton hasn’t!” smiled Racke. “But I'm excused for
all that. I explained to Mrs. Crankley that I was not up
to the mark to-day, and she’s excused me. These other
chaps,” added Racl}tle, waving airily to Crooke and Scrope,
‘“are also feeling seedy, and they’re excused too. = That
good enough?”

And Racke began to whistle softly, the while he stared
insolently and triumphantly at Tom Merry.

“So that's it?” said Tom.

“Just that!”
- Tom Merry bit his lip hard. He was amazed and quite
taken aback by the information that.Mrs. Crankley, the
Head’s wife, had given fellows permission to “cut” cricket
practice. Such an amazing possibility haa never entered his
wildest dreams. It was a thing that simply wasn’t done.

Yet it had been done. And Tom Merry felt quite discon-
certed; Le also felt very angry. He understood now just
how Mr. Linton and the other masters felt when kindly
and well-meaning Mrs. Crankley “butted in” on matters
Ehat did not concern her—or ought not to have concerned
1er. ;
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But it made Tom still more furious to know that Racke
and the other slackers had taken advantage of her inn ce
of school matters and customs in order to further tlwir
own lazy ends. Racke & Co. had obviously been to her,
knowing full well her dislike of cricket, and that they would
easily get her sympathy. It had amazed Tom Merry that
they had dared to do it, however.
~ “So that’s your game, is it?” exclaimed Tom again, his
face flushing.. “You—you snivelling worm, Racke! You
know that Mrs. Crankley has no right whatever to excuse
you—only Mr. Railton, or Kildare, or myself can do that.”

“Better tell the old girl so!” yawned Racke. “Trimble
says she was most indignant at the news that poor litile
fellows like us should be forced to play such a brutal and
dangerous game against our wills, She says she’s going to
speak about it to-old Crank.” :

And Racke chuckled softly.

Tom Merry frowned angrily.

**So Trimble’s in it, too?” Ke said thickly.

“It was dear old Trimble who started it,” said Racke.
“The crafty fat beggar thought of the wheeze, and it cane
off. And as we happened to be feeling seedy, too, we tried
it on. It came off all right, and several chaps have tried it
on. Shut the door after you, old chap; it's draughty!”

And Racke yawned again and sank back into his easy
(:halr.d Apparently he was quite certain he was on safe
ground.

Tom Merry stood undecided for a couple of seconds, and
then he turned abruptly and left the room, slamming the
door after him. From behind the closed door he heard a
yell of laughter as he walked away, and he gritted lLis
teeth with anger. -

Racke & Co. had scored—or they believed they had!

But Tom Merry was not done yet. He did not gzo down
to the changing-room, but went straight along to Kildarc's
room. Tom did not_ often—very rarely, indeed—go 1o
Kildare for advice. He knew Kildare expected him io
paddle his own canoe. Yet in this case Tom felt such a
course was necessary.

Kildare was in his study, as it happened, and he gasped
as Tom related the facts to him.

“Well, I'm dashed !” he said, his handsome face growin
grim. " The lazy slackers were malingering. of course”

*“I can’t say that!” said Tom quietly.

“It’s pretty clear!” said Kildare. “I'm glad you came
to me, though, Merry. . What the thump’s the school cor
to? This won't do at all. Mrs. Crankley’'s a dear old =
but—but there’s a limit. She’d no right whatever to excuse
those fellows.”

“I know that !” said Tom. “But she’s done it. I want to
know if I am to accept her order, or to yank those fellows
along to practice, Kildare?” .

Kildare frowned, plainly at a loss. But it was not for
long.. He set his lips suddenly.

“*No!” he said firmly. **School laws are school laws, and
vou are to ignore her rulings, Merry. I'll be responsible.
I'll have a talk to Mr. Railton about it. But until he states
otherwise we're sticking to our rights. As junior skipper.
vou can go and yank those slackers along to the cricket
tield, Merry. If they won’'t go quietly—well, take ‘em
foreibly.” .

“Right, Kildare!” , :

It was quite enough for Tom Merry, and he left the studs
abruptly. Much as he liked the Head’s wife personally—
no decent fellow could help liking and respecting her—he felt
she had gone much too far in interfering in cricket matters.
He was going to carry through Kildare's orders, come what
may. s =

His face was grim as he looked into his own study.
Lowther and ‘Manners were there, just about to go down
to the cricket. ; *

“Oh, good!” said Tom. ‘Come along, chaps! T want
your help to cart Racke and his pals to the cricket.”

“What-ho!” said Lowther. :

They listened in amazement to Tom’s story; and they were’
as indignant as he was in the matter. The .three hurried

from the study, and outside they met Blake & Co. Blake
was grinning rather queerly.
“Just coming to see you, old chap!” said Blake. It's

about Trimble and Mellish. They won’t come to the cricket
—some yarn about Mrs. Crankley giving them permission
to be absent. What about it?”

“Nothing about it,” snapped Tom, ‘excepting that
Kildare’s orders are that they're to turn up for practice.
We're going to help them to turn up. Come-along!”

And Tom marched to Study No. 7 and flung the door
open.

Racke jumped up from his chair as the crowd filed in,
their faces determined. The slacker and cad of the Shell
looked a little uneasy now. P

“Look here, what’s this game?” he began.

“Cricket !” said Tom briefly.” *Coming quietly, you
chaps, or shall we have to boot you down to the ground?”

¢ Look here!” blustered Racke. *Mrs. Crankley——"
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““We've heard all that before,” said Tom. ‘“I've seen
Kildare, Racke. His orders are that we're to carry you
down to practice if you won’t go willingly. Ready?”

Racke looked daggers at the juniar captain. But he knew
Tom Merry was speaking the truth. :

“1 won’t go!” he snapped, setting his teeth. “I’'ve been
cxcused by the Head’s wife, and that’s good enough for me
if it isn’t for you, you howling cads! Clear out! I'm not——
Here——"

Racke’s words ended in a gasp as Blake and Herries
grabbed him. They took an arm each and fairly rushed
himi outside. Tom and D’Arcy went towards Crooke, whilst
Manners, Lowther, and Digby went for Scrope. :

“It’s all right!” almost yelled those two worthies. “ We'll
comé, hang vou! But youw’ll get it hot for this—defying
Mrs. Crankley !’

“We'll risk it, old top !” said Tom. “Yank them along !”

But only Racke needed yanking along. Tom led the way
to Trimble’s study on the Fourth passage. Trimble was
lounging in the basket-chair, alone in his glory. He leaped
up as the juniors filed in.

“Here, wharrer you fellows want?” he said, staring at
Racke, who was still in the grip of Blake and Herries.
“Look here, I’'m not coming——"

“T think you are.!” grinned Tom Merry, grabbing him by
the‘ shoulders and placing a boot behind him. “Out you
@0 17

“Yarroooop! I tell you Pm ill!” howled Trimble, as he
was propelled through the doorway into the passage. “I'm
jolly well not going to play ericket when I'm ill!  Yah!”

With that Baggy Trimble flopped down on the linoleum
and refused to budge an inch.

“Better come, you fat ass!” said Tom, unable to resist a
laugh. “We know yowre only shamming illness, you fat
slacker ! Come along !”

“I'm not coming!” howled Trimble indignantly. “I'm
weak and ill—faint and feeble for want of decent grub!
It’s bad enough to be in such a state without having to
play brutal games on a diet like we get! Yah! T've been
excused by the Head's wife, I tell you! Isn't that good
cnough? Lemme alone!”

“It isn’t quite good enough!” snapped Tom. “I've my
job to do, and I’'m doing it! Up you get!”

“I jolly well won’t! Touch me and Tll tell Mrs.
Crankley !” bawled Trimble. “Yah! You daren’t make me
go! I tell you—— Yooop! Oh, crikey! Yarrooooogh!”

Trimble’s howls ‘echoed along the corridor as Blake
hauled him upright and planted a hefty boot behind the
fat spoofer. But Trimble meant them to echo. His one
desire just then was to bring somebody in authority on the
scene. Trimble hated exertion of any kind, and he cordially
detested cricket.

“Stop that . silly row!” hissed Tom Merry. “You
burbling idiot, you've got to come, so it's no good—— Oh,
my hat !”

Tom Merry broke off in dismay, for just at that moment,
as Trimble was struggling in the grasp of Lowther and
Digby, who should come sailing along the passage but Mrs.
Crankley herself! It was well known that she had a
genius for coming along at the wrong moment

“Good gracious!” she exclaimed, raising her hands in

alarm. “Whatever are you rough boys doing to that poor
child? Let him go, this instant! I am ashamed of you,
boys!”

“Oh, bai Jove!” :

The “rough boys ” released the yelling Baggy as if he
had become suddenly red-hot. Tom Merry blushed to the
roots of his hair.

“Yarroooogh !”’ roared Trimble, though nobody was touch-
ing him then. “Save me! T've told you I'm too ill to
play such an exhausting game as cricket! Stop bullying

me, you awful bullies! Ow-wow !”

“Shurrup, you snivelling litile worm !” hissed Blake.

But it was too late to shut Trimble up. Indced, Trimble
had no intention of being shut up at all. His little eyes
were glinting spitefully. ~ He was hurt, and he meant to
make somebody sit up for it.

“I am surprised—shocked at your conduct, boys!” said
Mrs. Crankley, patting Trimble’s fat shoulder gently, and
at the same time eyeing the juniors in warm indignation.
“More shocked still as I see that two of you were boys
who recently earned my weekly prize for good behaviour.
It is very, very wrong to bully weaker boys like this,

especially a boy who is weak and ill.”

“We—we weren't bullying him, ma’am!” gasped Tom
Merry fecbly, his face going a rich crimson. “We—we
were only—only trying to persuade him to come down to
the cricket.” .

“But I distinctly saw this big, rough boy here kick the

(Continued on next page.)
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poor little lamb!” said the Head's wife, eyeing the blushing
Blake indignantly. “I am sorry—mnay, deeply grieved to dis-
cover such shocking bullying going on at this school!
Kindly release those others boys also!”

Racke was instantly released, as were Crooke and Scrope,
who had been held in case they took it into their heads to
bolt. Racke grinned openly in Tom Merry’s face.

“This is very distressing to me,” went on the old lady,
giving the sniffling Trimble a sympathetic smile. “You say
you were dragging this poor boy down to that terrible
cricket game?” she added, turning on Tom Merry. :

“Ye-es, ma’am!” gasped Tom. “It’s compulsory practice
to-day for every fellow, unless—unless he’s ill or been
excused for some other good reason.”

“But I distinctly heard this unhappy boy telling you
that he was ill!” protested Mrs. Crankley. “Did he not
explain that I had excused him?” :

“Of course I did, ma’am !” mumbled Baggy Trimble.
told them youw’d excused me, ma’am!”

. “Yes, he did, ma’am,” admitted Tom Merry feebly, as

Mrs. Crankley looked at him. “But—but you see, I'm
junior captain of cricket at St. Jim's, and it’s my job to
see the fellows turn up. And—and only Mr. Railton or
Kildare or myself has the—the power to—to——"

Tom stammered and stopped, covered in confusion and
unable to finish. Mrs. Crankley stamped her foot.

“This matter of forcing delicate boys to play such brutal
~and exhausting games is dreadful and wicked!” she said,
with rising indignation.  “It must be stopped without
delay. 1 have already discussed the matter with Dr.
Crankley, who fully shares my views. Indeed, he is even
now contemplating stopping that terrible cricket” game
altogether.”

“O}l !l!

“Bai Jove !”

There was a startled gasp of stupefaction at that bit of
news. And at that moment Knox of the Sixth came along.
- He stopped, his sharp eyes scanning the dismayed faces of
Tom Merry & Co. It was well known that Knox’s opinion
of Dr. and Mrs. Crankley was as unflattering as it was
unprintable. Yet Knox, in his eagerness to curry favour,
never lost an opportunity of pushing himself forward in
their presence. He did so now.

“What is the matter here, Mrs.
eagerly. “If there is anything I can do, ma’am——

“Ah! Tt is you, Knox!” exclaimed Mrs. Crankley,
though she cyed the senior in a far from admiring way. “I
am just dealing with this matter of compulsory cricket. In
my view it is simply scandaloiis that boys—many of them
fike this boy, delicate and unhealthy, should be forced

“p

Jrankley ?” he asked
>

against their wills to partake in such rough and brutalising

games.”

“1 quite agree with you, ma’am purred Knox.
% (ricket is certainly a brutal game and a waste of time. It
is » game suitable cnly for young ruffians and hooligauns.
Merry and Blake, and several of these boys here now are
examples. They are without doubt the worst boys in the
school 1™ :

“Indeed !” said Mrs. Crankley. She gave Knox a rather
peculiar look. “Indeed!” she repeated a trifle coldly. “I
am very sorry to hear you say that, Knox. However,
would you be kind enough to ask Dr. Crankley to come here
without delay?” z

“Oh, yes, ma’am!”

Knox hurried away eagerly enough. He returned some
moments later with Dr. Crankley, who was not looking
very pleased. Dr. Crankley was known to be firm and
strong, despite his mild manner. Yet it was also generally
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known that Mrs. Crankley was the real power that ruled
the destinies of St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at each other dismaily. Ther
felt they were “for it” now. And for bullying! It was
too thick!

But they were wrong. Though Mrs, Crankley herself had
no power to punish, she knew her husband had, and she
was far too.good-natured to attempt to get the juniors into
trouble.

“I have asked you to come in order to settle this matter
of compulsory cricket, Charles!” she -said firmly. *~The
matter really cannot wait, my dear! This boy here.” she
added, looking ot Tom Merry, “claims to be eaptain of the
—er—cricket crew, and states that it is his duty to sec that
the boys play whether they wish to do so or not. i
seems to me a scandalous state of affairs!”

“But I have alveady dealt with this matter,” said Dr.
Crankley, peering severely over his glasses at the crimson
and unhappy junior skipper. “My order to the effect
that compulsion in the matter of games must cease forth-
with was placed on the notice board at least ten minutes
ago. Did you not see it, boy?”

“No, sus-sir!” gasped Tom,

“Then you had better read it without .delay, my boy.
On the same notice board was an order to the effect that
all boys not wishing to play cricket were to give their
names in without delay to the school captain.”

“Kildare is down on Little Side at the
believe, sir,” said Knox officiously.

“Oh, indeed! Then I think you had better get a list of
the boys yourself, if vou would kindly do so,” =aid Dr.
Crankley. “I should like it at the earliest possible
moment.”

“Oh, yes, sir! Certainly, sir!”

“Very good! Kindly bring the list to me instead of
Mr. Railton, Knox.”

“Certainly, sir!”

. Dr. Crankley and Mrs. Crankley ambled awas, Mrs
Crankley giving Trimble a kindly pat as she went.
Trimble grinned after her, and then he grinned at Tom
Merry.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Tom.

Knox took out a folded envelope from his pocket.

“Any of you kids want to dodge cricket?” he grinned.

Racke returned his grin—gleefully. 1t was a great
moment for the slackers of St. Jim’s.

“What-ho!” he chortled. “Put me down, Knox.”

“And me!” chimed in the rest of the slackers.

“Come on, chaps!” snapped Tom Merry.

He led the chums away, leaving Knox busily engaged
writing down the names of Aubrey Racke & Co. The
sight was not a pleasing one to the junior skipper of St
Jim’s. Half dazed and deep in gloom, Tom Merry led the
way down to Little Side, where he related what had taken
place to the amazed Kildare. It fairly flattened Kildare—
especially the hint that the new Head was actually con-
templating stopping cricket altogether!  And both Tom
Merry and Eric Kildare contemplated the future with dire
apprehension.

moment, [

CHAPTER 11.
Not So Nice After All !

6 ACKE {” %

R “Yes, Knox!”

“You're to get your cap and coat on and report
in the quad by the School House in five minutes.”

“Wha-at?” Aubrey Racke jumped. “Wha-at the
thump do you mean, Knox?”

“What 1 say!” snapped Knox, who seemed to be as
uneasy as he was short-tempered. “You and all the fellows
who gave in their names as not wishing to play cricket are
to report as I said. Better get a move on!”

And with that Gerald Knox stamped away.

Racke, Crooke, and Scrope looked at each other quile
alarmed.

“What the dickens does it mean, Racke?” gasped Crooke.

“Caps and coats, eh? Phew! I thundering well hope it

doesn’'t mean a dashed walk for us or something like
that,” said Scrope.
“How the thump should I know ?” snarled Racke. Ok,

hang the luck!”

It was really rather a shock to Racke & Co., and certainly
a disappointment. They had only just returned to their
study, with delightful ‘anticipations of a nice quiet afternoon
behind locked doqrs, with banker and cigarettes to pass
the time away—in their view a much pleasanter occupa-
tion than cricket!

And now—what did it mean? When the Head had
ordered names to be given in they had not been disturbed
—vwhy should they be? They had certainly not expected it
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would mea., %he Head had some other occupation in view
for them instead of cricket,

“It may be nothing,” said Scrope hopefully. “It may
just be that the Head insists we should spend the after-
noon out of doors—you know what a silly fresh-air faddist
he is.”?

Racke grunted, and a few minutes later all were on
their way out of doors in their caps and scarves and coats.
Scrope’s words had raised Racke’s hopes a little. It was
quite possible that the Head would suggest that they should
spend the time out of doors,. taking a gentle walk, for
instance,

He devoutly hoped so, at all events. There were plenty
of places.where one could have a quiet smoke, anyway. To
their surprise, they found quite a crowd of fellows wait-
ing in the quad, lined up in two ranks. Trimble was
there, and Mellish, and Clampe, and Boulton, and Buck
Finn, and Gibbons, and Tompkins, and Skimpole, and
Chowle, and nearly a dozen other fellows of both Houses,
who did not seem keen on playing cricket that afternoon.
And they all wore looks of dismay and apprehension.

“What’s the thumping game?” snapped Racke, joining:
Clampe at the end of the first line. “You know, Clampe?”
“ Goodness knows!” said Clampe glumly. “But I don’t
like the look of it. Old Knox seems savage, too—hope to
goodness that bad-tempered rotter ain’t booked to take us
out for a walk!”

“Confound it!” snarled Racke; and his face grew savage
at the thought. : : =

Every fellow in the two lines of slackers was asking
the same question, and nobody seemed to know the answer.
One or two more joined the ranks, and then suddenly
Knox made his appearance. His face was like that of a
fiand,

“What—what the dickens is the matter with the chap?”
asked Racke apprehensively. “He looks—  Oh, good—
good gad!”

Racke almost fell down just then.
appeared on the School House steps.

The good lady was dressed in rather ancient walking
attire! . .

The very sight of her standing there was quite enough for
the slackers’ brigade. They felt instinctively that they
knew what it meant. :

“Ob, good—good lor’ I ejaculated Crooke. “The old girl
isn’t going to take us out, surely?” .

“M-mum-my hat!”

But the “old girl ” was!

The slackers’ brigade had over-reached themselves
once |

The juniors all understood that look-on Knox’s face now.

Gasps of hopeless dismay ran along the two lines of
dumbfcunded cricket-dodgers!! . e

Mrs. Crankley smiled down at them, quite oblivious of the
dread feelings the sight of her had aroused.  She leoked
rather a queer figure in her ancient walking-skirt, her

Mrys, Crankley had

for
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. ancient gaiters, and her equally ancient bonnet. And she

carried a bulky umbrella in her woollen-gloved hands,

“You are all ready, I see!” she exclaimed, beaming down
at the juniors. “Excellent! As the doctor and I fesred
some of you might be tempted to spend the afternoon in
your stuffy studies, I suggested that I should take you all
out for a walk in the open air. Walking is an excellent
exercise. I am sure you will all enjoy the walk, and will
look forward with keen delight to our next little jaunt.
Knox 1”? ;

“Yes, ma’am?” Knox’s voice was husky with suppressed
emotion.

“I think we will go through the village,” smiled the
Head’s wife. “T will lead the way, and perhaps you will
kindly bring up the rear. Thank you, Knox !

The prefect’s reply was inaudible. His face was a sight.
Horrified as the slackers were, they felt like grinning at
the look on it. It was very clear that Knox, in his sharp
desire to curry favour, had let himself in for it this time.

That much was very clear.

By this time quite a crowd of onlookers had arrived—
seniors and juniors who had not yet gone down to the
cricket. Among them was Cardew. Cardew was something
of a slacker at times, and actually he had been on the peint
of dodging the cricket practice himself—until he had heard
that names had to be given in. That had warned off the
keen-witted Ralph Reckness. He had guessed there was
something behind it.

He saw he was right now, and he thanked his lncky sfars
that he had been so cautious.

“What a giddy scream!” he murmured to Clive, who
was with him. “Oh, joy! - Look at Knoxy-woxy’s chivvy!
Worth a guineaa box, ain’t it? And Racke’s will take some
beating ! Dear little fellows! Don’t you feel sorry for'’em,
Sidney?”

“Serve the sweeps right!” choked Clive, stuffing * his
l]&l](}l{el‘chicf into his mouth. “I bet—— Hallo! They're
off I’

They were off !

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Across the quad and under the old archway went the
crocodile, Mrs. Crankley striding ahead, with Knox bring-
ing up the rear, his face erimson with rage and humiliation.
Knox would have given peunds at that moment to have been
elsewhere. But he was there. He had done his best to get
out of going when once he had heard what was “on.” But
Dr. Crankley had politely but firmly insisted that he should
accompany the slackers; pessibly the new Head, who was
no fool, understocd Knox’s motives perfectly.

Past grinning faces, amidst stifled laughs and chuckles,
went the slackers’ brigade, only Mrs. Crankley seeming to be
oblivious of the general hilarity her crocodile was arousing.
As it filed through the old gateway inte Rylcombe Lane,
Taggles, the porter, nearly fell down, and all but swallowed
his pipe, as he stared at it from the door of his lodge.

The- tail of the crocodile—Gerald Knox, to wit—passed
through the gates, and as he did so from the crowd behind
came a howl:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Quite  entertainin’, Sidney!”
was Cardew’s smiling comment.
“1 vote we wander down to ericket
and tell dear old Tommy about

THE

@ - this; it'll gladden his young heart.
fflii or 'm a giddy Dutchman !”
i’}g ! | “Ha, ha, ha!” choked Sidney
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Meanwhile, the crocodile was
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all pleasant, for there had been
rain in the night,

But the -hapless slackers’ brigade
gave no thought to weather condi-
tions then. All ‘they thought of
was their humiliating plight. To
have to walk “in croe ” like a girls’
school” was bad enough; to be in
charge of an elderly lady was far,
far worse. -

And the saddest reflection of all
was that they bhad “asked for it!”

“Oh, good gad! 'This is fright-
ful!”  muttered . Aubrey Racke,
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. — gritting his teeth. “Through the
confounded village, too! 1 hope
no dashed Grammarians are—

Racke’s  remarks tailed off
dismally; for at that moment
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three youths emerged from the stile that gave admittance
to the path through Rylcombe woods. And the three were
Gordon Gay, Frank Monk, and Harry Wootton; of Rylcombe
Grammar School. -

A chorus of deep groans passed along the crocodile.

Gordon Gay & Co. stood as if petrified as they caught
sight of the strange procession.

“G-goo’ lor’ I cjaculated Gordon Gay. ‘What—what on
earth is it—a funeral procession?”

“It—it’s a croc!” gulped Frank Monk. ‘Oh, my hat!”

“ Ha; -ha, ha!”

The Grainmarians fairly howled with laughter.

“That old girl must be the new Head's wife!” choked
Gordon Gay. *I've heard something about her. I helieve
they're playing Old Harry at St. Jim’s—giving ‘em queer
grub; and all that. Here, watch me put em out of step!”

And the mischievous -Grammarian grabbed up a turf
from one of the piles that had been dumped there and took

uick aim.

Racke had anticipated such a move; but he was scarcely
quick “enough, for all that.

The turf whizzed within an inch of Crooke’s ear and
slopped home between Racke’s collar and his neck.

“Yooop!” yelled Racke, in dismay.

He staggered backwards and sat down hard on the muddy
lane, and over him sprawled Scrope, who was just behind.
In.a moment the crocodile was in confusion.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gordon Gay & Co. ‘‘Here's some
more !” - :

Whiz! Flop! Smack!

“Yaooop !I”

Another whizzing turf found a billet—this time under
Trimble’s fat chin, and Trimble howled in dismay.

‘“Here, stop that, you young ruffians!” shouted Knox.

“Go i1t!” chuckled Gordon Gay. “Let that rotter Knox
have one! He's a bullying brute, I believe! I—— Oh, my
hat! Hold on!”

Gay’s sudden warning came just in time, for at that
moment Mrs. Crankley came hurrying from the vanguard
of the croc, her face showing her great alarm.

“Good gracious! Whatever is the matter, boys?”

“It's those Grammarian School hooligans!” d Knox,
glaring at the Grammarians, who withheld their fire now
Mrs. Crankley had appeared. “ They've bombarded us with
turfs.”

Mrs. Crankley frowned at the grinning Grammarians and
waved her umbrella. : s

“Go away, you rough hoys!” she called indignantly. “If
you do not go away I shall call a policeman! Go!”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Gordon Gay.

He was quite overcome at that terrifying threat. .

Leaving the Grammarians standing there, the crocodile
was formed into line again, and the march towards the
village proceeded. Mrs. Crankley seemed quite relieved,
but Racke & Co. were far from being relieved. Had they
Leen returning homewards they might have been. But they
knew Gordon Gay & Co. of old. ;

And they had need of their fears, had they known it!
For as the crocodile resumed its weary way Gordon Gay
gave vent to a deep chuckle.

“This is too rich for words, and far too good to miss,
chaps!” he chuckled gleefully. “We haven't had a chance
of scoring over those silly Saints for ages. I wish it had
been Merry and his lot, though. Still, duffers like Racke
and those others are better than nothing. I vote we give
‘em it hot and strong when they come back. Hallo! Oh,
good! Here's Jack and Tadpole!” :

At that moment Jack Wootton and Tadpole emerged into
view from the woods, and hurriedly Gordon Gay explained
matters. They roared with laughter, and then all of them
armed themselves with turfs from the piles by the wayside.

They were satisfied with their supplies of ammunition at
last, and then they crouched down behind the hedge to
watch and wait.

CHAPTER 12, ;
The Crowning Blow !

6 H dear!”
O “I'm fed-up with this!” groaned Trimble. *
“Catch me wanting to cut cricket after this!”

_ groaned Clarence Yorke Tompkins
“We'll never hear the last of this, Racke!”

Racke muttered something below his breath; it was,
perhaps, just as well he did mutter it below his breath.
The whole crocodile was secething with groans and grumbles
and -bitter indignation,

It had proved to be worse than they had feared—far
worse. The village urchins had been highly entertained
by the queer procession—it was perhaps the first time they
had ever seen St. Jim’s fellows out “in croc,” and it seemed
to amuse them highly. They joined on to the tail of the

Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,;002.

dismally.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

" did not like at all.

- Price 2d,

croc in ever growing numbers, and their remarks. humorous
and otherwise, made the faces of the slackers crimson with
wrath and humiliation.

But that was not all. The few shopkeepers, and the
many villagers in Rylcombe seemed also highly entertained
by the sight. At first they had. stared, and then they had
grinned, and made audible comments one to another—com-
ments that made the slackers writhe.

Nor .was that all. Mrs. Crankley had proved to be keenly ,

interested in the village—its ancient church and its equally
ancient old cottages and buildings. And she had insisted
upon stopping the croc every few yards or so to point out
and to expound upon the beauties of the ancient architecture.

The juniors and Knox had never noticed those beautics
before, nor had they ever been interested in their anciens
history. They were far from being interested now. Indeed,
one and all—unless one excepted Herbert Skimpole, of the
Shell—muttered remarks that were not loud but very, very,
deep and uncomplimentary to Mrs. Crankley as she ex-
pounded. d :

But they were out of the village at last, and on their
homeward way, and the village urchins had drifted away
one by one as the “croc ” left the outskirts behind them
and tramped down Rylcombe Lane.

Then Racke had suddenly remembered Gordon Gay & Co.
again. And he was thinking of those cheery jokers when
Clarence Yorke Tompkins spoke to him so dismally.

So that only Aubrey Racke was not surprised when the
attack came—and it came suddenly.

A sudden startled howl cameé from Bagzsy Trimble as a
lump of turf sent his cap spinning away, and then a perfect
volley splashed down amongst the startled slackers,

Flop, flop, flop!

*“Yarroooogh

“Oh, my hat! What! Yoooop!”

Smack! Thud! Wallop!

“Look out !” gasped Crooke. “Oh, great pip! Ii's thos
Grammarian rotters again !”

Startled yells of dismay and wrath went up, and once
again the crocodile broke up in confusion—only more so this
time. The hapless members of it danced and ducked and
velled as they tried in vain to dodge the flying- missiles.

Luckily; Gordon Gay & Co. were good shots, and the
took care that none of the turf went towards Mrs. C
That good lady was transfixed with horrified surpri

“Good—good gracious!” she gasped. “What—what is
happening? Oh, those horrid hooligans again! Dear me,
this is terrible !”

The old lady’s voice ended in a shriek as Gordon Gay &
Co. burst from the hedge and showed themselves, grabbing
turfs piled at the side of the lane. Gay had already taken
the measure of Racke & Co., and he did not anticipate
much of a resistance from them—if any at all.

But he was sadly mistaken there. In the ordinary way.
Racke and Co. would have taken it lying down rather than
tackle such redoubtable fighters as Gordon Gay & Co. But
circumstances alter cases.

Racke & Co. were seething with rage, and they had
reached the end of their patience long ago. Knox had
more than reached the end of his.

As a damp chunk of turf caught him under the chin, he
gave a furious roar of rage.

**Go for 'em, you young fools !” he yelled.
five! Smash ’em!” :

And as he yelled, Knox made a furious rush at Gordon
Gay. Frank Monk promptly slipped out a deft foot, and
Knox went sprawling over it.

‘“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Look out!” howled Gordon Gay, almost helpless with
laughter. “The little fellows ave showing fight. My hat!
Here’s Racke after our giddy blood! Have this one,
Aubrey !”

Splosh !

Racke had it—he could not help having it.
caught him full in his furious face.

But others were behind Racke—more than a score of
furious St. Jim's fellows. Gordon.CGay had left their retreat
just a trifle too late, and the next moment they were bowled
over in the muddy lane, with the raging St. Jim’s slackers
swarming over them.

Mrs. Crankley gazed on aghast at the alarming scene.
But Knox and the others had forgotten her in their excite-
ment and fury. :

The next few moments were the most exciting Gordon
Gay & Co. had ever experienced, possibly. Bitterly did they
regret their error in Temaining at close quarters. The
slackers were showing fight with a vengeance.

But Gordon Gay & Co. soon realised their danger, and
once on their feet again they began to use their fists with a
right good will.
~ It was something thatsfunks and slackers like Racke & Co.
3 Turfs they could stand, though they
did not like them. - But iron-hard fists were different. In a

“They're only

The turf
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The shadowy form moved, and there came a deep, agonised groan. As it rang out, Racke gave vent to a queer,
choking gasp. Then he leaped to his feet and jumped for the door. His action seemed to break the gpell that bound
the rest of the party, for in a flash Crooke, Scrope and Clampe were rushing madly for the door. (See Chapter 9.)

couple of seconds Gay antl his chums had cleared a circle
about them, the yelling swarm jumping back in alarm now,
many of them hugging damaged noses and eyes. ]

*Run for it I” panted Gordon Gay suddenly. ‘“Now !”

As he spoke, Gay butted Knox full in the waistcoat, and
dived through the swarm, hitting out right and left, a grin
on his heated face. IHis chums followed him; and the sheer
force of their attack broke through the crowd, sending them
howling back. -

Next .moment Gordon Gay & Co. were taking to their heels
-~going as Gay himself put it, while the going was good.
And as they went they yelled with laughter.

They left only groans and lamentations behind them,
however. ¢ :

Knox staggered to his feet, his face black with passion,
his clothes drenched through and: bedraggled. . He looked a
shocking sight. - They all looked more or less shocking sights
—solothes covered with mud, collars torn loose, likewise ties.
Aubrey Ratke’s nose was bleeding ; Crooke nursed his eye
and groaned ; at least a dozen of the gallant band bore signs
on their faces of that brief, whirling battle. :

“Ow-yow !” panted Racke. ““Oh, the cads! Ow-yow !”

- “This—this = is  terrible—outrageous!” gasped . Mrs.
Crankley, her kindly face full of horror. My poor boys!
Those terrible ruffians shall suffer dearly for.this outrage!

Dr. Crankley will complain to their headmaster, the wicked -

>

hoys !’ &

Nobody replied. . -Knox, almost beside. himself = with
passion, started to do what he could to clean himself. Then
he snarled rather than spoke. ; :

“Get together !”” he said. . “Let’s get back—sharp !

The hapless slackers were only too glad to do that.
Somehow, having recovered caps and scarves and gloves,
the juniors formed up-into semething like order again, and
the weary trail was resumed to St. Jim’s. It was a sad

and silent home-coming. Mrs. Crankley was still looking
dazed. : > -

But the slackers’ cup of bitterness was not full yet. It
became full—indeed it overflowed—when they reached the
gatés of St. Jim's.

For round the gateway, obviously awaiting their return,
was a crowd of grinning juniors and fags and seniors.
Inside the gates were scores more, obviously waiting for the
same purpose. 2 ‘

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Racke. “This is  awful! Oh,
the—the grinning cads!”

Knox said nothing. His face was black with rage, and
his eyes glinted. Looking neither to left nor right, he
strode on at the end of the crocodile. It wended its away
through the gates, and then across the quad, to the steps
of the School House, amidst a continuous chorus of splutters
and roars of laughter. »

With burning faces the luckless slackers vanished inside
the School House. Then a certain amount of the restraint
made necessary by Mrs. Crankley’s presence gave way, and ~
a perfect howl of laughter went up from the fellows in the
quad, many of whom were still in cricket attire,

*Ha, 7ha, hal”

Even Kildare was laughing, and Tom Merry was nearly
choking with laughter. In fact, the sad fatz that had be-
fallen the slackers of St. Jim’s made the rest of the school
rock with mirth. And it was generally agreed that it served
them right, and that there was likely to be no more fellows
cager to “cut ” cricket practice after that afternoon!

. . . . . . .

Until tea-time St. Jim’s langhed over the affair. Bub tea
in Hall under faddist rule was not a happy meal, and smiles
Tue Gem LiBrarY.—NoO. 1,002,
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faded away when faced by the distasteful and hated malted |
cocoa, and the equally hated and distasteful hygicenic bread -

and hygienic butter. And when tea was over, St. Jim's got
a chock which made laughter and hilarity a thing of the
past. -

It was a notice that had appeared during tea on the
notice-board—or, rather, two notices, One was as follows:

“From to-day onwards the district within onc mile of

vlcombe Grammar School is placed strictly out of bounds
to the boys of St. Jim’'s.

“Any boy discovered breaking this rule, or consorting
witl, or speaking to, any member of the Grammar School
will be severely punished.

“(Signed) CuarLES CraNkLEY, M.A,,

¢ [Headmaster.”
Tl et i vas far v d d thus:
Lie other notice was far, far worse, and read thus:

“aving regard to the accident that took place on the
senjor cricket ground this afternoon, the headmaster feels it
his duty to ban the playing of such a dangerous game as
cricket at St. Jim’s in future. Accordingly cricket will cease
forthwith, .and a]l balls and articles appertaining to the
game will be handed in to the school groundsman, who \)'111
be held responsible for their safe custody. Any boy playing
cricket in defiance of this order will be severely punished.

“(Signed) CuArLES CRANKLEY, M.A.,
¢ Headmaster.”

o
As Tom Merry read these notices out to a group of

startled juniors he almost fainted.

“There was a gasp of tter dismay.

< (Cricket banned!” ejaculated Jack Blake.
what——"

“It's frightful !” gasped Tom Merry.
‘minute ! Have you seen this?”

“Here, Kildare—a

Kildare was just passing, and he stopped and nodded, his
featurez red and angry:
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“ HOW MANY ? "

Australia, who wants to know how many countries
are represented by characters at St. Jim’s. Well,
here's a list, showing the cosmopolitan mixture there
is at St. Jim's: English, Scotch, Irish, Welsh, Manx,
French, German, ltallan, Australian, Canadian, South
African, Indian, and last but not least American. That
makes my Australian chum sit up, T'll wager, for his list

3 N interesting letter reaches us from a loyal reader in

included only about half of these. This same correspondent |

wound up his letter with the remark that Australia is going
to win back the Ashes “mnext time.” \Vell,. we’ll see, my
Aussie chum, but there’ll be a real tussle for it, you know.

i8S IT EASY ?

“J, L..” of London, is keen to take up typewriting and
shorthand because he leaves school next year, to start life in
business with his uncle. My correspondent seems an alert
fellow if one can judge from his letter, but he’s got the idea,
T can see, that typing and shorthand writing are terrifying
things to learn. In reality, my chum, they are not. With
average patience, plus a real desire to get on, you should be
able to master these subjects before you start in business
with your uncle. There are many training colleges where
these subjects are taught, and their fees—you ask about
these—are not excessive. Then the evening classes at the
schiool you mention would seem to fill the bill, for your
friends are attending there, and doubtless they would give
vou a helping hand. But you must stick it! It’s no good
tackling shorthand and typewriting with grit for a week, and
then close your books the moment a pal comes round aund
tempts you to play a game of cricket. I repeat, you will
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“What—

Price 2d.

“¥es, I've seen it, kid!” he said.

“But—but cricket banned! It's awful !” mumbled Tom.
“What's it mean?”

“It means what it says!” said Kildare grimly. “Oid
Rushden got a nasty biff on the head from a loosc ball this
afternoon. It was an accident. But Rushden’s in sanny,
and the Head's got the breeze up about it. He’s been
wanting an cxcuse to stop cricket, and now he's got if.
Can’t be helped. Grin and bear it, kids!”

And Kildare walked on, frowning. If Kildare was bear-
ing it, it was certainly not with a grin! ]

“Well!” said Tom Merry, taking a deep, deep breath.
“Well, upon my word! This is indeed the limit!”

“Yaas, wathah! And it’s the Gwammawian match on
Wednesday, deah boys!” groaned Arthur Augustus. “This
is weally too bad! Banned fwom speakin’ to the Gwam-
mawians, bat Jove! And bamned even fwom playin’
cwicket ! I wathah think we ought not to stand that, deah
boys I

“And we're not standing it!” cried Tom Merry, his blue
eyes gleaming. “We've stood a lot—we've stood rotien
grub, and silly restrictions, and no study teas, and the
closing of the tuckshop; but we're not standing that!”

“Rather not!” was an angry- chorus.

“We're not worms, and though we like the new Head
and respect him, we're not going to be robbed of our
cricket !” said Tom Merry, glancing fiercely about him.
“Call the fellows together, some of vou, and we'll hold 2
meeting in the Rag to discuss the matter. If they're going
to stop cricket, there’s going to be trouble !”

And Tom Merry meant what he said. But it was not
Tom Merry who was fated to cause the “rtrouble.” That
was to come from another quarter altogether !

THE END.

{Now look out jor the coancluding sitory in this fine
series entitled : ** The Jape of the Term!’ Ii's a
winner, chumns!

have mastered fhese subjects by the time vour
ready for you, providing you tackle them with a w
up to you!

HELPING MOTHER!

A Gemite from Rochester tells me that his pals chip Lim
unmercifully because he stays in occasionally to help his
mother, who is an invalid. Now, that’gnot quite fair. It's
hard for a boy to give up his leisure time to domestic work
when the great outdoors calls him. but it shows the right
spirit, and his pals are a little thoughtless in chipping him.
Stick to it, my Rochester chum; after all, a little chipping
won’t hurt you, and you know in your own heart thac you're
doing the right thing in helping your mother. These
thoughtless pals of yours will respect you for what vou've
done and are now doing one of these days. In the circum-
stances you can’t do too much for mother, and she appre-
ciates your help, I know.

NEXT WEDNESDAY’S PROGRAMME :

“THE JAPE OF THE TERM !
By Martin Clifford.

This extra long story for next week winds up the “faddist
series, and it winds it up in breczy style, too. Gordon Gav &
Co., of the Grammar School, play a very important part in
this yvarn, and you know these cheery chaps of old. Don't
miss this story whatever you do!

‘“ BEYOND THE SILVER QLACIER!”
By Arthur S. Hardy.

Look out, too, for another grand instalment of this popular
serial. It’s brimful of thrills and exciting situations,

“ TRIMBLE QOES FISHING !”

This is another jolly little poem from the pen of the
St. Jim’s Rhymester, and as you've had a fair sample of his
skill, I'll say nothing more. Order this buinper number of
the GeM in good time, chums. Cheerio!

Dour EDditor.
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THE SACRED ELEPHANT! The coming of the dawn means to Harry Frankiin and h's friends a horrible death at
the stake, but in the nick of time comes Adam and his native friend Muta, astride the sacred elephant of the Skeleton

Men, to save them!

ADAM.

HARRY.

An Amazing Story of Perilous Adventure in the heart of the Alfrican Jungle.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

A Ride on Kitu!

DAM had to leave himself entirely in the hands of

A Muta. He could never have found his way any-

where in that forest alone. Every way one turned

or looked the place seemed the same. Trees and

undergrowth, undergrowth and trees, varying gnly in type

and density—with occasional patches of glorious flowers
where the sun could penetrate.

They moved swiftly, for there was no time to waste. And
for want of talk, Adam busied himself by wondering about
many things. Why the Hekebus had set that trap at the
entrance to the witch’s cave, for instance.

There had been no.reason to believe that. they had been
spied upon as they bore the body of O-Kama, the witch, to
her last resting-place. Even the quick-eared Muta had
neither heard nor seen anything suspicious.

And yet those Skeleton men must have seen them, followed
them, and placed their warriors on guard outside the cave.

As they tramped on in silence a sudden thought struck

Adam, which filled him with dismay.

If these Skeleton men had seen and followed them it was a ;

hundred to one they knew where the aeroplane was resting—
and would make mincemeat of the black men who had been
left to guard it. The plane very likely had ceased to exist
loi:g since, and the men were dead. And if that were so—
Wy

Adam’s spirits sagged at the thought, and he ventured to
tell Muta of his fears. To his great joy, Muta laughed.

“ Hekebus not touch the ship of air,” he told Adam. “ They :

1

afraid

And surely, if they had found and seen it, Muta’s surmise

was right, for, when at last he and Adam reached the spot,

there lay the plane in the clearing, the naiives still
busy at work hacking down the trees and levelling the
ground. . :

Adam and Muta approached the spot $o quickly that even
the man who stood on guard did not hear them until they
emerged from the forest. \

Then he let forth a bellow of delight. The others came’
running up. It was plain to see that they had heen afraid
and lonely.

And after the first greetings had been exchanged one of
them, a tall, well-built, gritming fellow, with a comical
face, started to tell Muta an item of news in his own tongue.
which caused Mutt to wag his ears and jabber also. Round
turned Muta when he had done.

“0Oh, my master—but the luck is with us! Oyorara, the
magic charm, is helping us. White flyer, these black men,
yout servants, have captured Kitu—the sacred elephant that
is worshipped by the Hekebus.”

“Eh? What's that?” asked Adam.

Muta led him to a spot beyond the aeropiane, where the
stranigest-looking elephant Adam had ever seen was chained
to a great tree by one of ifs legs.

It was a huge beast, its shoulders ranging between nine
and ten feet from the ground. Its fine tusks, carved
at the ends, were unusually long and fine and pointed. But
it was the colour of the elephant more than anything else
which astonished Adam. It was of a pinkish hue.

Piles of grass had been set in front of the beast, which it
was munching with delight as it swayed and nodded like an
automaton.

“Whow !” yelled Muta, execnting some steps of his
grotesque and ludicrous dance. “White flyer, take the tubes
that spit firc"and death. Muta and him and more, if he so

WHO'’S WHO IN THIS STORY!

ADAM BYRNE, accompanied by his three companions, HARRY
FRANKLIN, SANDY McTAVISH, and JIMMY BROWN,
set out in sewrch of Adwm’s father and sister, news having been
received that the great white explorer, GEORGE WILLIS BYRNE,

the African jungle, are alive and well, bul prisoners in the hands of o
and beneath the Mountain of the Hidden Crest.

containing Adam and Harry s wrecked in a terrific storm, and the

and his daughter, ROSA y who left England four years ago to explore
strange people at. Barcoomba, which lies north of the Silver Glaciesr :

Soon_after leaving Baruda for the interior, however, ihe plane -

who slay O-Kama, the witch, the mother of MUTA, a native uhose
life the younyg Britishers have saved. T'he witch is subsequently buried
@ secret cave wherein Adam finds a pendant of peculiar design
known as the Oyorara, which, aecording to the prophecy of O-Kama,
will bring good fortune to the wewrer. It is not in Adam’s possession,
long, however, before his three white companions are whisked wiay
by the Hekebus, whose intention s to offer them as @ saerifice to the
gods. Muta, however, is quite confident of effecting their rescue.

“ Fear not,” he says, turning to Adam. ** Muta show the way, and
white flyer save: kis fiiends and brothers.”

YT (Now read on.)

stranded chyms find themselves faced by @ crowd of hostile Hekebus,
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wishes, go with the sacred elephant through the forest to the
place of sacrifice.”

“What?” asked Adam. “Will
looked at the elephant in awe—*take us there?
we do not know the way.”

Muta grinned. -

“Kitu take us in the dark,” he said. “I have said the
luck is with us, thanks to the charm Oyorara.’

All very well, but Adam, not being unduly superstitious,
could hardly bung himself to believe that things were
happening favourably just because he wore that strangely
beautiful and fantastic charm round his neck. Yet he was
willing to take the luck as he found it.

Now the day was drawing to its close. But what matter?
Adam’s one and only thought was to try and save the lives

this—er—animal “—he
You forget

THE GEM LIBRARY.

of these hapless prisoners whom he had left to their fate |

because of the strength of Muta. He was afraid that they
might already have been sacrificed.

Now he ate and drank his 811, Then, fetching a supply of
maroons and fireworks as well as an oxtra automatic from
the aeroplane, he prepared to take his chance with Muta on
the elephant.

Muta prepared and shaped a picce of hard wood, one end
of w hlch he sharpened to a point. Now the natives, facing
them in a stubborn and scared row, refused to have any-
thing to do with the expedition.

“Muta,” said Adam, ‘“‘arc you sure that the eclephant
will go. where you want him to take us?”

“Why, yes; it is his home!” answered Muta. ‘No neced
to guide him. Sit behind his big ears and prod.
go straight back home!”

Adam shrugged his shoulders.

It might happen that way, it might not: but the great
thing was that if the elephant did not take them, even
Muta did not know the way. He confessed that he would
never find it in the dark. And the prisoners would doubtless
be burnt as a sacrifice before the dawn.

Now Adam climbed up on to the back of the elephant,
using a ladder from the aeroplane, and sat down across
its neck. Muta joined him.

In his native tongue he ordered the black men to set the
elephant free. That done, he jabbed the point of the
stick hard home.

The effect of the prod was magical. Kitu just flung his
trunk up into the air, gave vent to furious trumpetmg,
“turned round twice, and then. moving like a ship m full
sail, with a fine dri\'ing wind behind it, the beast plunged
into the forest.

For good or ill, Muta and Adam had started on their
rescue journey, and were swallowed up in the inky black-
ness !

And what a journey it was! The elephant seemed to
know what was expected of him, always choosing a path
which could be travelled without trouble or difficulty. He

Kitu |

p

would crash through any light obstruction which barred {

his way, pushing it aside with his great head.

All very well for Kitu, but not so good for Adam, whose
face was struck by the overhanging branches, so that he had
to throw himself down flat to avoid being seriously hurt.

And there was the jolting, too. which
throw him off at every other stop the beast made.
seized its ears, and held on like grim death, though Kituy,
the sacred o]cphant showed by loud trumpetings that Lie
did not like it.

To Muta the ride was easy. Ten Kitus would never have

threatened to |
Adam

unshipped him. He rocked and sw ayed in sympathy with ;

the motions of the great beast, urging it on with prods of
the pointed stick whenever it showed signs of slacking.
So they made their strange journcy through the dark-
ness of the forest, the elephant never faltering, and always
Leeping to a path it knew so well. Here and there, where

the leafy canopy above opened out, Adam could see stars |

shining, then darkness would envelope them again.

It was an eerie and amazing experience. All the time
Adam’s anxiety increased. Where would the journey end?
Would they be able to save Harry and their friends?

Kitu, the elephant, alone: could answer that question
aright. If he failed them, then indeed all would be lost.

Suddenly, vibrating upon their cars, sounding dully in the
forest, came the sombre drone of those beating drums—tom,
tom, tom, tom!

Adam’s heart Ieapt at the sound. He welecomed it. It
showed, at any rate., that Kitu was bearing them towards
ihe hoadqna,rf(\rq of the Hekebus.

And at last bright lights gleamed amid the foliage; weird
and monotonous chanting came to Adam’s cars. Kitu,
clevating his trunk, emitted a piercing trumpeting in
return, which was heard by the Skeleton men.

Pricz 2d,

The elephant incrcased its pace, crashing lLeedles '-I\ on-
ward, so that Muta and Adam were obliged to lie flat
upon him.

Adam could see figures executing a daunce—a kind of war-
dance—the skeleton markings showing terrifyingly against
their black bodies. He saw men dressed fantastically in
skins, with horns upon their heads, directing the dd 1ce.
The clearing in the forest was made as bright as day by
hundreds of torches. Seated in a double row were the

drum-beaters.  But the things that riveted Adam's atten-

“tion most was the plight of Harry and his friends.
Harry, Sandy McTavish, Jimmy Brown, and a strange

white man, with a long beard and tousled hair, whosé

clothes were in rags, whose breast was, bare, showing strange
tattooings against the white skin, were ranged in a row,s
tied to stakes which had been driven into the ground.

All around each one of them had been piled dry
and brushwood, which would burn easily.

Near cach of them a Hekebu stood, with a lighted torch
ready in his hand.

Each torch was held near to the pile, as if the man whe
held it was cager to set the light, dry wood on fire.

Even ‘as Kitu brought Adam and Muta near enough to
see, the men with the horns upon their heads ceased their
screaming and their chanting, the dancers stopped their

grass

“hlrlmg. the Skeleton men faced the doomed whites, and
the drum-beaters ceased their monotonous pounding.

As clear as a whip-crack came the signal, and the
executioners stretched their torches to meet the funeral

piles.

At that instant Kitu, goaded by an unusually vicious prod
from Muta, burst into full view. The bounding elephant
assumed glgantlc proportions in the glare of a thousand
torches.

On he swept, knocking down and trampling upon the
Skeleton man whose torch was actually touchmn the pile of
grass and wood which had been heapod rounl Harr:
Franklin.

With his trunk the elephant seized the second of the
executioners who was about to light the heap which rose

to Sandy McTavish's middle, and, taking the native rour
the middle, hurled him high among the branches of
trees.

Adam shivered.

He felt that it was nccessary for him to shoot.
at another of the exccutioners, he crashed a bullet
his automatic into the Skeleton man’s shoulder.

The Heckebu reeled and fell, whilst the other executione:
turned and fled. Then Muta, using that prodding-stick
with great effect, somchow pulled Kitu up, and_the sacred
elephant swung round in front of the doomed four. the
Skeleton men, uttoring loud and piercing cries of alarmn,
dropped down upon their knees.

Adam blinking. stared around him. The forest formed a
solid background against which hundreds of the torch-
bearers stood. The whole space was shut in. The drmu
beaters sat like images, motionless, their eyes staring.
horned and fantastically-dressed priests—Adam supposet
they were priests—taken by surprise, blinked at the sacred
elephant.

And then Adam “touched Muta on the shoulder.

“Muta, take this knife, set the prisoners frec,
get out of this safely, while we can!”

Muta, grinning, grasped the knife, and, sliding sidewars
from the elephant, dropped to the gronnd
- An instant later he was hacking at the thongs which
beund Harry Frankiin to the stake.

And then the priests, realising that they were about to b=
robbed of their vietims, gave an order to the Skeletorn
warriors, who, with one accord, moved forward.

So, aiming
from

and let wvs

The Rescue!
RL‘GARDLESS of the oncoming Skeleton men, Muta

went about his task of setting his white friends free,
and Adam thanked his luck\ stars that he had pre-
pared a special type of firework for such an
emergency as now arose. With feverish haste he set a light
to the fuse. There followed a sizzling noise as Adam hurled
his giant cracker full into the midst of the hostile natives.

Bang! Plop! TFizz!

The cracker scemed to be endowed with life as it bounded
and rebounded amongst the terrified natives.

Loud cries of terror burst from the lips of the warriors.
The priests of the Hekebus, though they held their ground
and assumed a dlgmﬁed attitude, were also obviously
xmpressed
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Are You Reading the Grand Adventure Serial in the “ MAGNET * ? o

With his trunk the elephant seized the second of the executioners, who was about to light the pile which rose to Sandy’s
middle, and hurled him high amongst the trees. (Se¢ page 26.) =

* A maroon Adam lit next; waiting until it was firing
well, and then slung it with all his strength at the strange
looking natives. y

They took to their heels with cries of dismay. Kitu, the
pink elephant, might be sacred in their eyes, but they had
a dread of dancing fire, and when the maroon exploded

‘with a terrifying report, hurling pieces of its shattered

case among them, they scattered in all directions.

Kitu swung aloft his trunk, and let forth a loud and
distressed trumpeting. He began to paw the ground rest-
lessly. His beady eyes swung in the direction of the execu-
tioners, who, flaming torches in their hands, hesitated,
trembling, knowing not what to do.

They were slaves to. their .horned priests, but were not
these white men who came with Muta, son of the witch,
0-Kama, more powerful than they?

Adam let off a third firework, throwing it haphazardly,
and watched its effect. He noticed that the horned priests
of the Kekebus stood their ground bravely when the others
looked like fleeing in utter rout. ;

Doubtless their long ascendancy over the ignorant and
superstitious tribesmen gave them the courage to resist.

One among them, a tall and dignified man, with hair
that was white, and bearded chin, raising his long and
withered arms, spread his. fingers wide, and in -a deep and
booming tone issued commands.

His voice was threatening, his demeanour formidable.

’ ‘What was he saying to the Hekebus? Would they heed
1im ? : .

It seemed so, for one of the executioners, leaping to the
pile of brushwood which was heaped by Jimmy Brown’s
middle, thrust his flaming torch to the dried wood and set it

.. blazing.

“I’'m no Guy Fawkes, son!” Adam heard Jimmy yell, as
he tugged at the ropes which bound him so that he could
not move. “And it ain’t the Fifth of November, either!

. Mr. Byrne—"

Muta had cut the bearded white giant who had been
nearest him, after he had set Harry Franklin free, then
he ran to Sandy McTavish, who, rigid with Scottish compo-

. sure, bravely awaited his turn, although the executioner, who

had drawn” close to him again, flourished the burning

brand he held above his head, and uttered loud and
menacing cries. E

The flames began to leap around Jimmy Brown. If the
fire were not put out immediately, Jimmy would be so
badly burned that he could not survive. The Hekebus had
picked their material well. The wood might have been
saturated with petroleum, to judge by the way it burned.

Adam knew little about the management of elephants;
but he had noticed during their progress through the forest
how Muta had used that sharpened piece of wood and the
manner in which Kitu had answered to its urging. Muta
had mechanically set the stake flat upon Kitu’s broad neck
as he slid to the ground, and Adam, gripping it now, gave
Kitu a dig behind the right ear.

The effect of the prod was magical. Round swung the
elephant, and Adam, using his heels as steering gear, and
adding a judicious prod here and there, drove the sacred
elephant up to the burning pile.

Kitu did not approve of fire. The way in which he
tossed that burning rubbish aside with his great feet, and,
having rid it of its flame tongues, scattered the rest, using
his trunk as a flail, was in the first degree effective.

The executioner, losing for a moment his awe of the
sacred one, and driven on by the ravings of the horned
priests; swung his torch at Kitu’s eyes.

It ‘'was an ill-starred move. Without hesitation, Kitu
took him round the middle and flung him bodily in the
direction of the drum-beaters. The unfortunate man
flopped upon some of the tom-toms and put one of the
music-makers to sleep.

Then, evidently znnoyed with animals of the two-legged
race, the elephant pushed his great head hard against the
post to which Jimmy Brown was roped.

“Oh!” howled Jimmy, as his shoulder was pinched
between the elephant’s broad head and the stake; and then,
wriggling himself round, he presented only the woodwork
of the post to the animal’s skull. “Go easy, Jumbo!” he
screamed.

Then, with _a crack, the post, broken off at its socket,
tumbled over, taking Jimmy Brown down with it.

Tre Gem Lisrarv.—No. 1,002.
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“Qweet mamma !” gurgled Jimmy, as he flopped upon the
earth.
Now Muta was sawing ‘away- at McTavish's - bonds.-
R glad ‘tas see yu,-ye black devil 1” said Sandy, \\}10\6
face '‘was swollen and -distorted almost beyond-recog ition
from the stings of-the flies which had attacked him_ .as he
was botind helpless to the stake. “I had made up ma’mind
that .I would “never see Sauchiehall;Street, Glasga’, drram
von'.daff beestie came into view!:. But go casy wi’
__the. knife-blade, chiel, or ye'll be lettin’ ‘flow some of the
best .blood” ever sent fra’ bonnie Scotland !

Muta grinning at him and strewing “the piled brushwood
right and left-with his great feet; cut through bond after .
bond, Sandy grinuing happily the \\hlle in his great relief.

Muta had-just cut through the last bond when the bearded
giant with the'tattooed chest and arms, who had shaken
himself "to restore his circulation, after. being tied up so
iongd, commg up behind Muta, snatched the knife from -his
1an

Adam, who saw this, wondéred.
What did he intend to do?

Whilst Adam was swiftly debating this question in his
mind- and trying to steady.the frantic elephant, the man
ran back to the post:to ‘which he had been roped. He

NSWE KS
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Who

was this man‘?

. Skeleton

THE GEM LIBRARY.

which tied a big and
It was a big and clumsy

began to hack away at some cords
ugly-looking weapou to the wood.

In a moment he had it free, and ,_th(n with a

mph;he sprang:to: 'S, W hu wers

now mll\mu cunder lhe ] ade AR

IHe began to shoot tely, st. one, then
another of the Hekebus tt LcC- dO\\ nwards on

ground.

A shiy 01 of horror mu ,leourrh Adam
was,
of .this indiscriminate Llilulg And now
Skeleton men, pawing the glonnd and trumpeting
The “elephiant’s great. sail-like ears_ were thrt
Adam l\no\\ that the beast was dbout ‘to make a rush.

The rush wonld take him right into the ranks.of _the
warriors, who worshipped him. Adam:felt sueh®
would be no pla(c for him, and so, gripping hold of Kitu's
leathery skin, he swung his feet outward and slid swiftly
to the . ground. As he went_down the sharp point of t}n-
stake he clitched tightly in his right hand scraped the pink
elephant’s hide.

With a shrill trumpeting, Kitu charged bodily at tie
priests, who were rallying their warriors and calling upon
them to attack the white men,

Kitu’s charge, however, put a stop to that.
had gone mad temporar 11\ The horned priests, alarmed
by its coming, faced him, throwing aloft their arms and
shouting to it words which no doubt it would ordinarily

veins.

The elephant

have obeyed. Maybe Kitu held many a grudge against
them. Certainly, he was no longer obedient. He trampled

down and ﬂnng aside the horned priests in a
of savagery!
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(There will be another instalment of this fine servial next
weelk, boys! Don’t miss it!)
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Manchester. 116 Rye -Hill, Ncwcastle«)n 'I‘:'ne, or 6, W'lshmgtoh

FREE

EEMRSGREAT RECORD BARGAIN ! | Emmmmm
THE NEW 1927 IMPROVED MODEL OF THE FAMOUS

“MONARGH ”:."5:35% GCAMERA

Fitted.with genuine. GUARANTEED MENISCUS LENS, Reflex Viewfinder, Nickel-
plated Spring Lever Shutter Lever Guard, Flexible Lesther:tte Handle, and
3 ——j absolutely GUARANTEED TO TAKE

l PERFECT I.ARGE PHOTOS.
ISH MADE an

! Slze32x22 lns.phci complete wi
Ac :

cessories
. Quality Plate, Developing-and  Printing

Pn:( Sd

IT with" easy instructions for use. ‘Send 2 O s
2/- to-day for” complsee imera - and - Outfit |1 - Szuuﬁ i
Thousands'| TES MONIALS GA

‘W. J. Tho mas, Esq., wrlter “* Developed and print
photo, and think it as good as if taken with a -C
which cost £3. “Miss-E.: Le Cheminent,write
was astonished to see'the result;of. my:first effors
plcturensasgoodasthatdonebyaproperphotograph <
Al Write for Richly THustrated-Catalogues lindieds of
Big Bargains.

l)mpery Jewellery Lutler./. ,\urexhe\' :

TP
THE LEEDS BARGAIN ‘¢o. (UJ) 31, Kendal La.ne I.eeds 5
' SELF- couscmusug
SHYNESS; " TIMIDITY
Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure “for either sés ’\o
Auto suggestion, drill, etc. Write at -omog; nunuon

and get full parmculmrs quite FREE .privately.
U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, \NNE

(Abroad 1/-), including Alppps( ~£l‘r|
angular, Old India, Nigeria, New. Sotrth -
WHITE, Engme Lane, LYE, Stourbritge.

300 STAMPS FOR 6*

Wales, Gold Coast, etc.—W. A,
Complete

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- °goxsc

3-5 inches In ONE MONTH.
‘Without appliances—drugs—or_dietin

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.

Complete Course 5/- P.O. post free, or further partics. stamp.
P. A. CLIVE, Harrock House, The Close, COLWYN BAY.

ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist’s

MAGIG TR'GKS, Instrument. Immble Imitate Birds.

Price 6d.each,4forl/-.~T.W.Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.-
Cure yourseli as I did. Par-

STOP sTAMMERING ticulars Free. ——PRAN‘K B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1
25 DANZIG FR EE §—This Magnificent Unused Collection abso-

lutely Free ‘to genuine applicants for
Approval Skeets.—R. WILKINSON, Provmclal Bldgs., Colwyn Bay.
TO SHORT PEOPLE — A Br‘autlfully Inuatratet

Book. erte for Igcee Cop:
CARNE INSTI'I‘UTE Llncoln St CARDIPI’ w.

Al applicatiéhé for Advertisemen‘t-/Space n:” this
Lpubheatmn should-be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farrmgdon Street, London, E (DY
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