£
TERRIFIC BATTLE OF RIVAL SCHOOLS! S5t INSIDE.

No. 1,262. Vol. XLIL EVERY WEDNESDAY. April 23rd, 1832,




By MARTIN

TIPTOP COMPLETE YARN OF TOM MERRY & CO.—-
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The Grammarians come to St. Jim’s determined to be “Top Dogs”™—but all
their efforts are washed out—when Tom Merry gets to work with a garden hose!

7 CHAPTER 1.
: Startling News. . e
OM MERRY jumped up in slarm as Monty Lowther
came tearing into his study in the School House at
St. Jim’s.

Lowther’s face was wildly exeited, and he dashed
into the study at top speed, hardly seeing where he was
going in his haste. = :

Tom Merry and Manners were playing chess, and the game

. had reached a most interesting peint. Monty Lowther did
not see the chess table in time to stop himself, and he dashed
right _into it and sent it flying. There was a scattering

sound of chessmen on the floor, and Manners quped up in

wrath.
- “You utter ass!” he roared. “See what you've done?”
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- that youw’d have me mate in two moves,-

- {Copyright in the United States of America.)

f“Ne}vs!” shouted Lowther. “Néws! Have you heard
of— e ;
“Confound your news! You've busted up our game of
chess1”  * % %

“Yes, you utter duffer!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “I
should have had Manners ch in three moves!”

“Rats1” exclaimed Manners warmly. “I should have
had you checkmate in two—" 3

“Now, Manners ! * . ;

“ Now, Tom Merry!” LE 22

“News!” shouted Monty Lowther, “I tell you—""

“Bother your news!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘““Go and
tell itgto Blake in Study No. 6, or else go over to the New
House and tell Figgins & Co. What you mean by 'Isaying

rs, I can’t

- understand. Why, your gueen was——". - . - . =

.



.. “Now -you know your king was—-"
“ And as for your rook—" . ; )
“With my:bishop covering the king’s second; and the rook

guarding the queen's square, you must se¢ perfectly well
that—"

“I can see that I had you mated in three moves!”

“I tell you that in two——"" =

“Blow your old chessi” yelled Monty Lowther. I tell
you it's news that will make you sit up! The Grammar
School—" : ’

“Blow the Grammar School! I wish you were there, or
.at Jericho, before you had upset that table, you ass! Now
Manners will always be maintaining that he would have
had me mate in two moves, while I know perfectly well that
I should have mated in three! You know—" :

“Well, it’s Lowther’s fault that we can’t settle the point,”
exclaimed Manners.. *I vote that we teach himn a lesson
about upsetting people’s chess-tables .when they’re in the
middle of a game—or, rather, nearly at the end, in this
case, a8 I should have mated in two—"
~ *“Oh, dry up about your two moves!" But your idea is a
good one; Lowther ought to be snatched bald-headed—"
: 1 teli’you there’s” great news! The Grammar ‘School

ave——" 5

But Monty Lowther’s incensed chums did not stay to

listen. They grasped Lowther and rolled him over, in spite

of his desperate struggles, and rubbed his features in the
hearthrug and .mixed ashes.in his hair.

~Monty Lowther yelled like:a lunatic, but he:could not
escape, and he was pretty thoroughly ragged before his

chums let him go. Then he staggered to his feet, with his

face showing crimson where the dirt did not hide it, and his
hair like a tousled mop, and his collar hanging by one stud.
“*“Well, you rotters * he roared. “Catch me coming to you
in & hurry with news again!® .- :
- *Yes, lot us catch you, that’s all,” said Manners. “We’ll

en  should

- give you worse next time! Here I've been t;{‘ing‘ all the

term to beat Tom Merry at chess, and now, w

have mated in two moves, you musf come rushing in and.

upset the tablat” C

“Now, look here,v Maﬁners; Tm gebting fed-up with 5‘-cur
two moves!” ; 3
“You’d have got beaten with them: if ’Lowthé,a,r' hadn't—"

“That’s all very well to say now, butif—
Anybody can'say ‘if’! I tell

you—"
“And T tell you—" ? =

“Shut up!” roared Lowther, with all the force of his
lungs. « “ Will you listen to me? I tell you'it’s startling news,

“Oh, ,bang your ifs!

and most important !” :

Tom Merry was picking up the chessmen.

““Oh, you can go ahead, I suppose!” he said. “What is
it? Have you been fighting with a Grammar School. junior
and.come to tell us that he wiped up the lane with you?”,

“No, I haven’t, Tom Merry; and if you think—"

“Well, I do sometimes, when my thinking-box is ‘in
going order. But do get on with the washing and let us
hear the worst{”

“The Grammarians are coming here!”

Tom Merry dropped the chessmen he had already gathered
and jumped up. : .

““What?”

“What?” echoed Manners,

“It’s true ! -

Tom Merry and Manners stared at the bringer of the
news. Monty Lowther was much given to practical jokes,
and the chums did not quite know how to receive the inform-
ation he had brought. The news, if true, was startling
enough in all conscience. .
 Ever since the new Grammar School had been opened at
Rylcombe, a deadly rivalry had existed between it and -St.
Jim’s. The latter had enough rivalries at home, with the
feud between the School House and the New House, and the
warfare between the Terrible Three and Study No. 6 in the
School House itself. But all parties at St. Jim’s naturally
united -against the Grammar. School. The news that the
Grammarians were coming to St, Jim’s was startling.

* “are  rotting!” said- Tom  Merry suspiciously.
"Frank Monk came here to play-a trick on us once, but he -
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- uight. 5 =
- }gMy hat; t"h*ﬁ’s rathér sudden!

got o recephon which, 1 ‘think, must-Kave cured him of
wantx'ng o come here agam! Now, what do you mean 2%
‘It’s true!” :

“Do-you mean a gang of them are coming for a row!" 3

“No; I don’t mean that!®

“Then what do you mea.n?" exclaxmed Manners. “If
vou know anything, tell us what it is and how you know it !

“1 was in Mr. Railton’s study—went there to take my
impot—when 1 heard him tell Mr. Lathom—"

“What did he.tell him1”

“That 4 number of Grammar School juniors, and a few
of the seniors, were coming to St. Jim’s to stay for a time.
It might be a long or a short time. Something has broken
out at the Grammar School—some fever or other—and a lot

® of the boys are going home; but Dr. Monk has arranged for

some of them to come here and stay till it’s all over.”

Tom Merry’s eyes sparkled.

“My hat! That is news, and no mistake !”

“ By Jove, yes!” said Manners. “We’ve had rows enough
with the Gra,mma.nans when we’ ve met them, but to have
them in the House~——"

“It will lead to some more scrapping, rather I Tom
Merry remarked. “I wonder whether their leader—Frank
Monk=will come with the lot who come here?”

“Certain to, if he can manags it. He wouldn’t miss a
chance of ragging us in our oms qnartera if he could help
it A

“You're right | I say, this means lafks !” said Tom Merry, _

“ With a party of the Grammar School cads installed here—
the enemy within the gates, as it were—we shall have a high
old time! Of course, they will try to get the upper hand,
1o show that their sty old C‘rr&mmar School 'is the better
show of the two——"

“And they- will have to be put in thexr place t”

! “Bxacily:
it pax with Study No. 6, , and with Figgins'& Co.,” said Tom
Merry serfouslys = “H we're- all _rowing with one another,
Monk and his monkeys will ;get the better of us, as sure asa -
gun 'J) )

“Right-ho !” said- Mansers. “Let’s take a walk round
now and explain. things to.those kids,” Do 3  you know when -
the Grammar mﬁ:ers are commg, ‘Lowther ?*

%My Raﬂhggmgﬂat e first “lot would be hers to-

a&means that thare’s
no t;metolbseqi wetetohnreadyio :
. “I'm not going round the school in' this state,” rowled
Loylr};,her “I’'m going to get cloaned up first!  Wait for

“No time to wait, old kid 1~ You had better clean yourse]f

'~'up you look as if yau-need it; -and Manners and I will

walk round.

ome on, a.nne;_'s!”

And the Terrible Three- qmttee'l,‘ the study, Towther

‘om Merry and “Manners

making for a:bath-room, and

directing their s@aw'towards Sﬁu& ‘No. 6, 1he quarters of
Blake, Herries; Digby, wmd——la,st, ut certamly not least—
~Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. %
. OHAPTER 2.
_  The Failure of the Union !

6 AVE you heard the news, Merry?” asked Gore

: of the Shell, as Tom Merry and Manners came

down the passage. There were groups of juniers

in the passage, and at the doors of the studies,

engaged in<excited discussion, and everywhere the topic

was the same; the hews of the impending mvasxon had

o\'xdently spread.

“News,;” said Tom Merry- langmdly 3 Wha,t news, Gore?”
“The Grammar cads .are coming hére!”

““Ages ago, my dear fellow,” said Tom Merry.” “Haven’t

you heard anything newer than: that?” ‘And ‘e walked on, .

leanmg Gore staring after him,

The chums of the'Shell reached Stud No. 6, and Tom_
Merry kicked at the door and entered.
of the Fourth Eorm at home. An argument was proceeding
in the-study, and the voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the
swell-of 8t Jim’s, could bé heard raised in assertion.

“I tell you, deah boys, that it’s weally an absolute:fact l”

“Rot 1” said Jack Blake, w:th emphasis,

“Rats 1’ said Herries,

“Piffle | said Dighy. .. -

‘There was a similar ummxmny of opmxon among D’Arc ’s
chums. * The swell of ‘the School House adjusted-his monocle
in his eye and stared at the three unb¢lieving faces,

B wegard bur eommenta upon my news as wude and
:mpefrﬁx}en 1 assuah you that it is an absolute

“T"had it fwom fﬁggs of the Fifth]2" -~
> ‘Bto ‘Higgs of the I
TrE CEM LIBHARY. —-’\o. 1262

: deah boys. We had a Co. called Tom Mewwy & Co

But thle ‘they’re here we shall have to make

e found the chums

HE GEM LIBRARY

Xl wefuse to’ de anythin’ of the kind ! nggs aSSuah(;d :
me that it was a,n a.bsolqte fact, and T would, not doubt a.
gentleman’s word §* - :

“Higgs is.an ass, and you’re another !* FSE

“I am not anothah. I assuah you that the news is qmte

twue, stwange as it appeahs,” said D’Arcy, “the G\vammah e

cads are comin’ here!” >

“It would be more than their lives are worthl” said —
Blake darkly, “I tell you that they’d never have the
nerve 1”

- “Weally, it does.scem wathah a nerve," seem _the terms

we are on with the Gwammah School but it is.an absolute

fact, all the same.” 2
€ Can t be.true !”’ said Digby.

“It is quite_twue. Of course,” we ‘ought to take steps
to keep them in their places, you know, when they come.
My ideah would be to make peace with Tom Mewwy, and
with Figgins & Co., and then we should be umted, and you
could elect me as a leadah——" ;

“Ha,-ha, hal”

“I can see nothin’ whatovah to gwin at in that wemagkl
. AN
must say that Tom Mewwy, as a wule, made a nayok -6f -
things.” B’Arcy & Co would be bettah, and would pwobab}yi
ba more successful.” - =

It was.at this moment that Tom Merry kleked the door

Buf. the chums of Study No. -6 were. too intereSted in- tixe
discussion . to. look round to 860 who had ente;red their:
quarters.

“T can see us doing it!” said Blake “But, as a matter
of faet, I don’t beheve for-a mgment that. the Grammar

_cads are coming'’

“Then ‘you're wrong, as yeu usually arc,"' said: ’Iem,
Merry. :

Blake turned round. - &S

“Hallo, ass !” he grected cheerfully, -

f ;‘ Hallo, duffer|” replied Tom Merry, thh eqﬁal cham-
ulness.

“What are you haohgans doing in-a respeefab!e smdy i2
demanded Blake, “There’s the ‘door. 'Fravel!”

“My dear chn.p, T’ve come to bring you tidings of great
jyoyi*«??lgs fans are coming, and- :ﬂtexe will - be-
ar s » e >

“What did I tell you, deah boys‘?” exdauntd Arthur
Augustus tnumphaﬂﬁ

Blake, Herries, Dighy stated in a dubious ‘way at
the hero of the She

“Is that a-fact, 'I\')m Merry?” demanded Blake -at Tast.

“Yaas, wathah!- Didn’t I tell yout”

“Shut up, Gussy! . I'm talking to Tom Merry}” -
- “I wefuse to shut u&: I was the first bwmgah of the“
news, and you doubted the acouwacy of my mformatxon,
and I considah——*

“Shut up howled Blaks, “\ow Tom Mezry, are you-
sure about this??

“Certainly! Lowther heard Mr. Rallbon say ~ THe
fellows are talking it over all through the House, for that
matter.”

“Well, T certainly thought. that Higgs of the Fifth had
been. stuffing a fmry-take into Gussy’s empty noddle,” con-
fessed Blake.

“1 wefuse——""

‘I‘You know the young ass will believe an;ythmg, as a -
rule.” =%
“Nothin’ of the sort. You told me you could play-feotah, -
Blake, but you could not im upon my cwedulity.”

“Oh, ring off, Gussy! 'If this news is correct, and Tom
’\Ierty says it is, there-are some high old times in store.”

~ Blgke rubbed hls hands gleefully. “Of course, the monkevs

will come here ripe for a row.”
“Yaas, wathah, and—" : :

“They’ll very. likely fry to run things- their own Way,'
and sit on us in our own quarters,” said Blake- “ond as
likely as not they’ll succeed, if we are Tagging one amt%w{
instead of uniting to face the enemy.”

“Yaas, “athah! And that’s where my gweat ideali
comes in.” ..

“ Hallo, has Gussy got an idea?” exclaimed Tom Merry,
in astonishment. *“What is it, Gussy?”

“My own!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus mdiguantly
“It is an ideah that came into my bwain all of a sudden.” -

“Well, I don’t-se6 -wh; g that shouldn’t happen,” Tom
Merry sand in a thoughtful way. “There’s-zoom for gn
idea in his brauz—box—-room for a good ‘many i&gas, as ¢
thing is practically vadant.”

“Pway be sewious, Tom Mewwy at a sew us ‘timo. liiéf =

the pwesent. My ideah is to unite all parties at St Jim's
against the common enemy, the -alliance to be known as.

D'Aroy & Co. And as I should be the Ieada.h there is nof}, :
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doubt that we should wipe up the gwound with the Gwam-
mah cads. I am not the fellow to put myself forward in any
“way, as you all know; but what is wequiahed at a time like
this is a fellow with tact and judgment, and—"
= “And a jolly good opinion of himself,” suggested Dighy.
< “Well, I have some good gwounds for "havin’ a good
opinion of myself, {fm know, and you have a good opinion
of yourself, Dig, without any gwounds that I can discovah!”
.~ “Gussy’s ideah is a good-one,” said Tom Merry, “except-
ing on one point.” A :
“What is that, Tom Mewwy? I should be pleased to
weceive suggestions—-’ f

== “Which must be written upon one side of the paper only,”
: said Blake. : il

“Pway don’t be funny, Blake. What is the point you

wefer to, Tom Mewwy?” - )

* “Why, about the leader. The Co. is a good idea, and

g2 1 B

“Not without the other,” .grinned Blake.,  “But I think
that between us we can manage to chuck out the whole of
you. Lend a hand, kids!”

‘“Here, look here—" =
., “Ratst If you're not going to submit to proper author-
ity, your place is on your back in the passage!” Ry,

“Yaas, wathahi It will be an instwuction to them always
to submit to pwopah authowity. Collah the” wottahs, deah
boys, and chuck them out!” E v

“Qut they go!”

Tom Merry and Manners were only two against four.
They were promptly chucked out, and four faces grinned at
them from the doorway of Study No. 6 as they picked them-
selves up ruefully in the corridor. -

“You young asses!” exclaimed Tom*=Merry wrathfully.
“You’ll be sorry when the Grammar School cads are’ dust-
ing that study up with you \”

THe New House Co. were tied one tofeach leg of the table, and the School Houbo‘junlors survoy“ the result of their

handiwork with great satisfaction ! =

;ve’;e" worked it before. But, of course, I'm the chap to
ead. . :
“That's 'where you're wrong,” said Blake. " “I'm the
man! I’ve been the head of this study for some time, and
~ made it the top stddy in the School House.”
~ “My hat! What price ours, then?” = . )
“Yours? Twopence-halfpenny !” said Blake disdainfully.
: The nerve .of some bounders really surprises-me.”
=] “And me, too!" The New House would have been Cock
- House at St, Jim’s long ago, but, for us!” exclaimed Tom
Merry warmly. RS - :
“Now you're talking rot, Pom Merry, and you know it !”
exclaimed Blake, with eq’ua.l’warmth.’ 5 Agﬁ,he{go ’(')zf the
juniors-of ‘the School House, I claim—3%»" . =
“As head of the juniors of the ﬁchg?ﬁ House, T disallow
yo‘l‘li o}a;lp.st “ i A i
I can just see how thg.fidtter stands, Tom Merry. You
hﬂ‘fe,wme to thig stugyTooking for a thick ear.” ‘
“Yaas, Yathah | Fwegard Tom Mewwy's choek as simply
feahful, “Péwwaps: we had bettah thwow  them out, deah
: ‘b/giﬁ‘ wnd settle the matter ourselves about dealing with the
= A,~x;;3vpders when _ﬁhe{pom" - :
L et Perhﬁ‘)rs you had,” “said Tom Merry. = “Why, you

[

- -couldn’t throw one sidé of me out, Gussy |”

“When that ha.ppens » said Blake, “weii*tome to you
and ask you to lead us, Tom Merry. AT Present you Zan
go, %?d eat’ co}l!(eli"’ i Ty, e v
*Yaas, wathah! 1. weal Lﬁv ink you had bettah go and
ea,‘t‘ coke, Tom Mewwy_ghd Mannahs can do the same.”
If you want toA8hd somebody, I dare say you can get
up a Co. amonz#fhe Third Form fags,” said Digby. “We're

1

just now.” : :

not bein,
. “Mﬁ” sald the Terrible Two; and they walked away

d6wn the corridor followed by the laughter of the quartet
in the doorway of Study No. 6. ¢

The first step towards the union of the warring -elements.
?t'l'St. Jim’s" against the invaders had been a ghastly
ailure.

CHAPTER 8. -

. Visitors for Figgins ! R

M Al Jove, deah boys, that was wathah a come-down
or .Tom Mewwy, don't you know !” said Arthur

ugustus D’Arcy, as the Terrible Two. disappeared

. down the passage. ““Of course, it was only what

he might have expected for his feahful cheek in Gomin’
here and talkin’ about our followin' his lead, you kuow.” .
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“mistaken in thmkm% that: Tgm Merry would lose

Wynn, the Falstaff of the New House; was fryin

il ma,kp
Ewn‘h you; thiére; if

. “Rather I said Blake: “Those bounders in the Shell

' have altogéther too-much nerve.” I don’t mind tl;em follow-
- ing, but blesséd if they’re going to lead. ~But, as it seems

to be a fact that the Grammarians are coming, I think the
Fourth-Fornr ought to standshoulder- to shoulder.”
“Yaas, wathah I’ -

* And so0 the best thmg we can do-is to get up an alhance

with Figgins & Co. before the Grammar cads arrive.”
“Good wheeze!” said Dighy. “House rows will have to
be barred while the Grammarians are here. * Let’s go over
and see Figgins.” -
““Wait a moment, deah boys!”
“Can’t wait. What's the matter 1"
“It’s important,”
“Well, 'what is it, you long-winded ass? Buck up 7
- «T ‘wetuse to be called a long-winded ass!”
“Oh, come along!” exclaimed Herries, -

Pway don’t be so impatient, Hewwies.
about .to ‘wemark is tha,t we are not yet agweed as to the
questlon of leadahship.

“Yes, we are!l” sajd Blake ‘Im leader! If anybody
here wants to dispute it, I’m willing to argue the- peint,
with or without gloves.”? -~

“But I weally think that Flggms wxll argue the peint.’
“We’ll see about that. Come o
“But, undah the cires——"_ -

“Blow tHe circs | Comsé alon

- And Blake. hurried out of

e study, thh his chums at
his heels. Blake was in rather

& burry, for he had a-feel-

___ing-that Tom Merry had proba biy gone over to the New
. House to enlist: Figgins & Co. in an a iance, and he did not
W “1&3;9 to- be- smond in-the

House quartes croueé the quadtangle in the
ditsk oi the g%amh ‘evening;* and entered the porch of the
New House. were stared at by the New House fellows
who saw them. The rna.lry between the two Houses at St.

Jim’s was-as keen as it had ever been.. But the four were_ ,

not. easy to- tackle when they were &H together, and they
entered the:New House unmolested. -
Blake led the way to- Flgg:ns* smdy. He heid np his

hand as a sign. to_his '’ wmra es to hsﬁen 38 they went - along,

t,hﬁ upper . gorridor.~

.“'They’ré.therel” be em!»auned iméer ‘his Breaths =

The door of Fi
streamed’ ‘out into. the dimly-lit “passage.
veides camesout with the hg

Blake made a sign to-his Gimm: m be. s;lent and they
haltéd at the open door and looked in. - The inmates were
far too excited to notice them. - A scene of - extremely warm
argument was passing in the room.

‘The Terrible Three were all there.

The sounds of

‘Blake- had not been
no. time
in seeking o enlist’ Lowther had joined his
chums for the mmsxgn aoe to the New House. But the
mission of peace seemed ely to turm itself into an expedi-
tion of war.- -

‘Tom Merry was trymgeta explain, but Figgins & Co. did
not seem in_a reasonab Figgins, the long-limbed
chief of the New House juniors, stood leaning agamst the
mantelpiece. Kerr, the Secottish partner in the Co., was

looking out a word in a Latin grammar, and”he continued

to do so in spite of the discussion that was oing on. Fatty
sausages,
and an -earthquake would not have interrupted Fatty when
he was!thus engaged. Marmaduke Smythe, the fourth and
latest member of the Co., was oiling his cricket bat. " For
the time was drawing mgh when King Football would make
his bow and leave a clear-field to King Cricket; and Mar-
lxéxls.duke was ambitious-of. shmms in the New Hquse Second
even,

~Tom Merry had evidently arrived” at @ busy moment, and
only Figgins seemed to be paying him any affention,” though
he was é)ea,kmg rather eloquently.

“The Grammariahs coming here, are they " said Figwiss,
“Yes, I heard samebody say so. Well 4 dén’t see anyt ib'g
to make a fuss about.’

“There will be a pretty good crowd of them. »

% Not so many as-there are of us, I suppose.” _

“Of -course not; but Frank-Monk is certain to bo with

_ them, and he’ll start on the warpath at onoe, and. they—«-—”

“They will be wiped u p,”
oy don t know,

o OQhyoyests T
mitreh

“F.don't mean “anything of tlm kmd,” saﬂ*%’m

-wrathinlly. ““If we keep our end up aga,xnst the mva‘é’e' ,"
© it wﬂl ba t.he eol House th

i . ORDER YOUR “GEM” IN ABVANCE—-

" won’t have any choice left. Now, ﬁlen, to shitt or to be -

What I ms'

ing’ study was open, and ‘the light
. of the-Shell:

- on him, and

- Merry to the grntc to carry out -Fi

Jim!
~ &8 Thanks i"‘ B

If we're dnndad among ourselves, thoy4
;m;gh wxpg us ‘up’_r’ : : N

“X don’t know. You've never becn able to keep sour end
up against the New House,

“Rats]. Who’s Cock House at St. Jlm’s'i’”

“Why, we arel™ :

“Why, yomkng-legged apology for a gonlta.——-

Figgins turned: S

“ What’s that; Tom:- Men'yl" e =

“Long-legged apology for a-gorilla I” », :

ere, you want a lesson:im-politeness, T can see. “Are
you gomg, or will you hava ybur nose rubbed in “the -
hea.rthrugi : z
‘ Whichever you like.”
“If you don’t bunk on the spot,

Sa.x& Figgins, © you -

sh:fted~that is the question !”.
“Oh, you couldn’t shift ?e m a dog’s agel”

“Couldn’t 11” roared Figgins. “l’li jolly soon show
you ¥’

And Jae fairly hurled himself upon Tom Mer:

The hero of the Shell, nothmg lothy - closed wi hlm
They struggred funously. d lurched against the table
with a bump that sent it ﬂymg, and Kerr and his dxetmnary
went to the floor together.

Kerr jumped up with a yell and n;she& mto the fray;
but Monty Laewther was ready to.meep him, and they
were soon at it bammer and tongs. Marmsque tackled
Manners the next moment.. Three -couples were fighting

espemtely, trampling to _and fro, and: F&tty Wynn, fry-

i lpan in hand, watched =
n 88y, you ugbecxlgs, chuck tﬂ” sho’uted Wl:imn m
ul ave tea, - 58 wi e
f g Tipgeuee
But the combatants wete too- e;texted to heeﬂ. Ftkty
shouted in vain. - At the open ddor ‘Blake and his chumq
stced looking in, grinning. -found thie scene amusing.
Tom Merry’s mission had not prospered ;- but- Blake ‘fat-
tered himself-that he- would bave more ‘suceess, .
There was a sudden - nﬂi‘mm of
burning fat, -Fatty ying-pan

-Wynn - ga .
had become tilted -as he- held xf; and half m i7
sudf}enly shot into the fire, - -

- TR et M‘Wi%&é o
fray to avengeﬁg lqas ei the sausages upeaﬁ&éﬁnms

With four bhree the t-uie of batﬂg;am@ﬁ ainst -
Tom Merry. a%wther -was: on the floor, with- mgMg
amzers was 1ust holdmg ‘his” own aga.msu
d. Fatty  Wynn- dragged’ T
truggled desperately. H b ght! ?ﬁ”’im’ Tom
strugg] esperately. e caught 31 o g our gm-
nmi faces at_the .door, and shouted for R
“Rescue, School Hotse |” IS e B
Blake started. - Ha had leoksed" at -the - discomfiture of
his rivals with great glee, but Tom Metry’s ca. chwged
his view of the situation. g
A fellow had always to stand by his Housa ngamst the - -
other, whatever private disputés he might have, and the
cry of “Rescue, School House 1 Ieft the clmms of the
Fourth no choice in the matte:
“Hang it1” muttered Blake, " Ccmq on 1” :
And the School House four rushed,to the scene;’

9-4—'(...
CHAPTER 4. Wt s

Rough on Figgins & €o. - - -
RESCUE, School House 1

Tom Merry’s eall startled. Fig u;s & C'o, w
had no idea thht there was aﬁy d Sd:ho
lake and his -com-

use boy. ~at_hand.
panions rushed into-the fra before the. Co... eeuld prepare

for them. In a momemthe tide of conflict was turned,
Figgins & Co. were-simply nowhere They were bustled
and bundled all over the study, huried to an fro, and
generally made to.fecl as ‘though a speciall }f arge-sized -
ouse . at sm

agrﬂlquake had broken loose._ m the New

Marmaduke.

L

Tom Merry, seramblmg to Ins feet
“Even you Fau kids. can. be - usefal ﬂ ixmés.
Lend me a b gm. P gttt
“ What’s the ldea? e
“Shove his napper ‘into the m"’
“Ha, dl; ffh'al Goqg i‘vheeze !”;'; g !
“ Hands off 1 roared.-Fi gins; str >
wildly. “Rescue, New ﬁ %m% :
escue I”
/The-row in. Figgins’ sbuéy h
tion. Answering voices came fr the d
was o pattering of feet in the coyridor.’
the daor, sla.mmea it shut, and; locked ity



= a floo
<+ with the School House-chums.

- There was 8 heavy thump on the panels from without. -
- = “Anything wrong, : y

d in answer;
“Yes; come in!” - <
“The door won't open.” It’s locked?” - -
—“Get in_somehow !” roared- Figgins, struggling in the
grasp of Tom Merry and Blake, who were dragging him
slowly but surely to the grate.’ e
© “Can’t! It won't'open! Why don’t you unlock it?”
“J can’t! They've got hold of me!” s
“Why don’t-you make them let go?” N
Figgins’ reply was a howl of rage. Pratt’s question
‘seemed to him simply idiotic.
“Bust it in !* he shrieked. )

“How can I bust in solid oak with my fingers?”. was:

lfi’iatg’s not unnatural question. “We’ll bang on it, if you
e. £
.. And Pratt .and the other juniors in the passage did
- 'bang on the door and made a terrific disturbance, but they
migﬁt as well have hammered on a- stone - wall for - all
the impression their attack made upon the oaken door.
Meanwhile, matters fared very badly indeed with Figgins
& Co. There were seven School House fellows against the
four, and -interference from the rest.of the New House
was impossible.” - : . = 3
- The School House fellows realised their advantage, and
-they made the best of it. i 1
the hammering on the door, they proceeded to deal in a
~really drastic way with Figgins-& Co.- . - C
Figgins’ head was rub in the ashes in the grate and
the spilled fat from the frying-pan till it resembled nothing
that human Janguage can describe. Figgins’ face was
the hue of -a ‘beetroot with wrath and excitement. The
Co. were not faring much better. Kerr was lying on his
‘back, pinned down by Digby and Herries, who-were daub-
ing his face with mi Fatty Wynn had retreated into a
corner, and D’Arcy and Manners were pelting -him with
‘books. - Marmaduke was being bound to-his chair with the
window-cord by Lowther and Blake. Tom Merry sat upon
Figgins, keeping him down on the hearthriig, in spite of
his spasmodic attempts to escape. ™ 2 s
-~ “T think,” began Tom Merry, from his seat on Figgins
-chest—"“E-think—— Keep still, please; Figgins!? = — -
i “Pi=Pi>be the death of you!” <
=7 ““#Quiet, bad boy! I think, chaps, that we have pretty
~well wiped out Figgins & Co,,” said Tom Merry. “ What
do:you think?” ¢ ;
“Yaas, wathah!” : -
*#There doesn't seem to be much left of them, besides
some. wreckage,” said Rlake, looking curiously round the

study. %

“'ly’rll wreckage you!” howled Figgins. )

“Hallo! There's one of the wrecks talking! Have you
had enough, Figgi )
‘House to be Cock House at St. Jim’s?”

“No, I don't! I—” )

“PDo you want some more ashes on your thead?”

“You beast, I—" : b= ]
_ “You'll .want a_currycomb on this job, I think,” said
Tom Merry, looking thoughtfully at F1%%ms. “Mind
where you're shying those books, D’Arcy! You know. what
a cack-handed ass you are!” said Tom Merry. “And
youw'll do some damage-yetl”

“That’s all wight, Tom Mewwy. I am shyin’ these books
at Fatty Wynn. It is awfully amusin’ to see him twyin’
to dodge them, you know. — )

A heavy lexicon flew from D’Arcy’s hand, and Tom
Merry gave -a yell. It caught him fairly under the chin
and bowled him over.

. “You ass!” he roared. = hel! .
*] weally beg your pardon, Tom Mewwy. That was quite
an accident, and I am quite sowwy. I will be more careful
with the next.”

“If there’s a next, I‘ll wring your neck, Gussy !”

:: ]I:;\wef,:xse to p®&mit anythin’ of the sort!”

§ i

~Figgins had jumped up, and was making a rush for 'the
oor. If he had succeeded in unlocking it. and letting in

odof New House fellows, it would have gone hard
‘ But Tom Merry knew that
as wajl as he did, and he sprang upon Figgins, and brought
him to the floor. _ = ;
Not this time, Figgy "% :

mme gertup!” : ; A

¢ Some-pther evening, my dear fellow. Cive me .a strap,

€%
%

a rope, or something, D'Arcy, and I'll tie him. to' the .

or ‘|

leks of the table!”
%I;'Etye’qgl ,cig;qk.,sgeha,stwgp or a wope at the pwesent
moment, “Tom Mewwy.” - . = Bl e eny Y
% Your braces will do, take them off and—~—" .

D*Arcy gave him a frigid glare.

l % 33 ’ :
Tt was the voice of gﬁ{t of ‘the Fom:t-h. And Piggins -

Taking no notice whatever of -

s? And do you acknowledge the School:

—SEE THE ORDER FORM ON PAGE 20, Tl

“T wefuse to take my bwaces off, Tom Mewwy; and I am
extwemely surpwised at your havin’ ‘the feahful clieek to
make such a_wequest.” A SR s
" “Well, Figgins” braces will do. Come and get them off.”

“Yaas, wathah. I am quite willin’ to do so. That is a
vewy diffewent mattah, But my bwaces—"" - -

“Hang your braces! Buck up!”- £ =l

Figgins® braces were soon off, and® were tied tightly
round his wrists, and thén to the leg of the table. Figgins
was a helpless prisoner, - : > :

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Blake, looking down ‘at his old
rival squirming like an eel on the floor.
better than serve the others the same.”

“Yaas, wathah!” ; / : :

And the Co. soon joined Figgins on the floor, one at each
corner of the table, tied there by their wrists. The School
House lads surveyed the resuli of their handiwork with

reat satisfaction. > 2T

Figgins . spluttered with rage. Never had the great
Figgins received such a crushing take-down within the walis
of his own study, in his own room. :

“You rotters|” roared Figgins.
now—"" ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” >

“But wait till you try to get out of this room, that’s all.
The grin will be on the other side then.” : -

. “Yaas, wathah, Tom Mewwy, I think there is somethin’
in what Figgay says, you know.. Those New House wottahs
out there sound quite wuff and fewocious:” S

- The - New House “juniors -certainly 'did sound rather
ferocious. They had ceased the heavy hammering on the
door, fearful that it might attract masters or prefects to
the spot. But they were trying to force the lock, and the
threats - they hissed through the keyhole ‘were = really

“You have the grin

" appalling.

Tom Merry laughed. s

“I'don’t think those kids will get hold of us,” he re-
marked. “You needn’t lay that flattering .unction to your
soul, Figgy.” 3 - x

“You can't stay here all night.”

“Well, no, I shouldn’t ‘care to spend the night in such
_quarters,” said %‘Qm,,Megy Jdoftily, ¢ I'm rather particular
on points like that.’”” d

“You—you rotter | Youw'll have to.go out, and then—"

“Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, Fom Mewwy, we
had bettah-be gettin’ back to the School House. We shall
have to wun the gauntlet.” .. : :

“They wouldn’t leave-so -much of you as your eyeglass,
Gussy. We're not running any gauntlety this evening.” -

“But we cannot stay here, Tom Mewwy, as Figgay vewy
twuly wemarks. If we are goin’ to wun.the beastlay gaunt-
let, deah boys, the soonah the quickah. I will lead you, as
the bwavest person pwesent.” e 5

And D’Arcy stepped to the door to unlock it.

Tom Merry dragged him back just in time. -

“We're not going out that- way, fathead,” said Tom -
Merry. “What’s the matter with the window?”

“Bai Jove, I did not think of that, you know,” said
D’Arcy. “And I did not-look for such a sensible -sug-
gestion -fwom-.a pérson of your .limited bwain powal;
Tom Mewwy:: Undah the circs, I will overlook your wude
conduct.” e N . O

“Thank you, Gussy! I was just getting palpitation of the
pulsometer for fear of what you were going to do when you
had - sorted yourself out.” ) e,

“Pway don't wot, Tom Mewwy, I weally think that the
soonah we are out of the. enemy’s quartahs, the bettah.
Pway open the window, Lowthah. We shall want a long
wope, Mewwy. Wheah are you goin’ to get a long wope
fwom?” . i : s : 1y -

“That’s all right. ~You can go first, and we can all jump
out on you, and that will break our fall.” )

~““T decline to do anythin’ of the sort.”

“Ha, ha, hal . Then we shall have to find some other
way. I imagine that Figgins & Co. have been out of the
window thémselves more than once, unless’ my memory

(Continued on the next page.) -
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" own territory by the

doceives me, - ula so there's probably a rope about here
somewhere.”
T “Yaas, wathab I'nevah thought of that.’

“The things you don’t think of, Gussy, would fill a
dictionary. fﬂa e you got a rope about the place, Figgy?”
- > Find grunted Figy

“That’s what we’re going to do We'll look for the rope
if yowd rather. Hunt for it, kids, and if you- upset any-
thing, remember you’re in the enemy’s country, and it

~ doesn’t matter.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Right-ho!”

“Shove over the bookcase to start thh then go through
ihe cuphoard, and then empty the coal locker into the
middle of the carpet.”

. “Hold on!” exclaimed Flggms hastﬂy
codsd up at the bottom of the mE ard.

“Thank you, Figgins! That is kind of youl™

“QOh; go and eat coke!”

The rope was found, and fasteried to the table,
cnd dropped into the quadrangle.
House fellows slid down it. Tom Merry remained till the
last, He took the key from the door and pushed it beneath
to the erowded juniors outside.

For the moment the unexpected action pa.ssed unnoticed.
The hammering and hacking at the lock continued.

#Anythi mora Ican do %or you, Fsggy ?” inquired Tom
Merry blan

“Yes, get out of my sight o g-:ow]ed Figgins.
face worries me.”

“The rope’s

‘and the

“Your

‘“Ha, ha, ha! The key s under ‘the door, if you like. to

call out to those silly kids,” said Tom Merry. - “Ta-tal”
Figgins shouted 1o  the :juniors outside. Tom Merry
swung himself out of the window and went swiftly down the
rope. 'The door was: unloeked and: Pratt-and French and
a erowd of New House juniors burst inid the room. But
they came too late for vengeance. . The School - House boys
were walking quietly=away across the quad to their own

- -House, and as- thsy went. they Jaughed like hyenas,

m 8 e il
m'ammmms Arrivn S T
ERE. they arel? -
H L g;a?& alewf si\out at tho gates of St. Jim’s.

& In*the early d gi the
- Saints were - :
cagerly” for the ‘expected arnval of ﬂte :
x¢itement ran high at St. Jim’s.  This’invgsion on tken-
of therival school was an unpre-
eedenbed event.,.~ How long the Grammarians were to
remain d;d not know. But one thing was eertain—
there wonlng be ructions at St. Jind’s as long as they stayed.

The Saints—at all. events, the juniors—had prepared for
the “reception of their visitors: ‘. Blake and his chums had
provldedp themselves with squirts. “Figgins & Co. had pea-
shooters.  The Terrible Three had thoughtfully laid in' a
supply of .eggs.  All was, ready for the arrival of the
Grammarians. . =

“ Hore they arel” ~

The shout from some Jumors out il the lane put ‘the wait-
ing ﬂ:]“:in on_ the qui vive at once. ‘Tom Merry’s eyes
spa; v »

« Rather | said Manners, feeling in his coat pocket “Oh,

my hatl One of these beastly eggs is broken!”
hlfa;,, ha, ha! Never mind, so long as the rest are all
rig

“T'm thinking of my coat; it’s as. sticky as—"

“Never mind your coat! Look out for the 'enemy

“Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Bothah
.your beastlay coat, Mannahs] 1t isn’t much of a coat,

2 anywayg you know, and I have often wondahed where you

got such a thing made, deah boy1*
“Qh, you dry up 1” said Manners crossly.
“I wefuse to dwy up |*
“Hero they come !” shouted angtns
There was a clatter of harness and wheels in the lane.

A brake loomed up under the Jamps at the gates of St.-

Jim’s.

“Here they arel?

“Go for ‘emi” S

“Fire |?

"M”dear boys, pray what is-the eanse of this excite-
ment %

‘It was a voice from the' brake, as & little-old gentleman
with-white whiskers'and spectacles rose. into view. .-z

The hands #hat wera raxsed to hurl missiles af varxous

: kmdx d:opped agmn.
Z 7%
It was tker d of the- Grmuf Sﬁhool, who had gome
231 1,262, -

~No, |

One by one tile School

Match» evenmg, the .

- 'THE GEM mhnAgfiv-

over with the first party of Gnmma.rmns. ’I‘om Mezry
-gave a whistle- of dismay. o
“Oh, rats, it’s a frost, then!” grow!ed Lowthet. : =
“Yaas, wathah! It " would - -be -beastlay bad form -t
show l<;]xxlswesptw'; to the Head of the Gmmmah School, =
you knaw.” :
The boys of St. Jim’s. all felt the name

eould
not pelt the brake while Dr, Monk was in it %

they had been capable of such bad form-the remembrmee.

g}fl the -birch - in the. Head’s study would have deterred
em,

Dr. Monk beamed upon the crowd. - The Grammarmns
in the brake—among whom wert prominent Frank Monk,
the son of the headmaster, and his chums, Lane and Carboy— 2
grinned at the Saints, secure from attack, and made faces
at them with perfect freedom, sheltered by the presence
of the headmaster. Dr.- Monk was not pa,rtxmlaﬂg
observant, and he came to tle conclusion -that the crow
had pgathered at the gates to do honour to the new
arrivals.

“My dear la,ds > he exulaxmed rubbing his -hands as
he stood up in the bra.ke, which. bad halted in_ the crowd—
“my dear lads, this is very kind. of you, and I ‘take it -
as_a personal compliment to myself I -

“You came- jolly near taking somcthmg else,” murmured
Monty Lowther, slipping ‘an egg back into_bis poc ket. -

“To turn out like this to give us a welcome,” resumed
Dr. Monk, “shows with what- a hearty -good feehng you
greet the boys ‘who are takmg‘ shelter for -a_time within
the walls of this ancient col«lege

“Hear, hear )’ shouted Ton

“Rats! Rats!” said Gore o the Shell. oot

“Bosh! Bosh!” said- Melhsh of the Fourth,

" Tom Merry gave him a-backhanded clump on the mouth
which stopped his jeer in the middle, Mellish gave
a yell. Gore drew out of the way, for Tom Mex;y looked -
like bestowing a similar attention upon-him,

“ You'd better shut up, you twol” Tom Me:q :exgarked, =

“Look _here,” growled Mellish, £I—

“ Oh, shut up! =

_ And" Mellish shu up, h:s eyes gleamﬁ:g hke.; “rat's.

The -unsuspicious speech touched most

ﬂf*ﬁ)&?mm and they gm hxmaf’mgx -gheer, .- The

old gentleman-beamed upon them through his mﬁk&
much—thank “you!” he mlmmed.

and rubbed: his hands.
“Thank you very

“This is very gtatlfymg—-very grat}fymg indeedt 1 am

--gertain that my boys will mm le with:you-én the very

friendliest terms, and there will- not be the sbghtest hint

- of 8 quartel dunng their stay. at St. James' Collegiate

School.

The Head of the Grammar School ‘Was md&eﬁ!y inter-
rupted bi the brake moving on. - The sudden jolt caused
Dr. Monk to.-sit down, and he disappeared :%rom sight;
for a moment. * As-he rose agair
and drove up to the door-of Dr. Holmes' hou -
the Head of St. Jim’s came out-to greet his’ fnend, and
all chance of a demonstration was ovef.

There was a great deal of disappointment among the
_juniors. They had counted upon giving the Grammarians
a reception which would warn them what to expect while
they remained within the walls of St. Jim’s,

“Beastly rotten!” 'said Figgins, “after we took the -
trouble ta bring our pea- -shooters, 001 e can’t waste
these %ens you know; better let the School House kids
have t

“Good idea!” said Ker
o And Figgins & Co., mthout the shghtest warning, opened

D’Arcy gave a yell as a stmgmg pea caught hinmi under

the ear.
“Bai Jove! What was that?” he howled.
“Hallo! - What’s the matter now?” exclaimed Blake.

“What the dickens are you Jumpmg abgut like a glddy
kangaroo for, Gussy?*
“1 felt a paln—="" : :
“Ow I Jaoulated Dighy. “Are there wasps about? 1.
just got a st.mg on the ear! Why, it wa? a pea :
“It’s those New House rotters!” yelled Blake. *“They’ve
got pea-shoogters! -
'Retum fire 1”
The squirts soon came into play
Figging & Co. tried to dodge them but ‘it was httle :
use, and they received ghe contents of- the squirts, ~
then the chums of § 6 made a dash for .ﬂmr
. fountain to refill t;hem. Fxggma & Co. pursue;i them, p]yu;g
them . with stinging peas.
ferry grinned, ard made a slgn to his chums.
“This is-where-we gome in,” he remarked. “No g¢
taking these eggs baok to the tuckshop, and I know they’
$Qo nncxent to cook.? s

Ow! Here, where are those s;n'ts’ o




-

~EVERY WEDNESDAY.

“Ha,-ha,; ha!  Let's be generous and
poor—I mean to Figgins & Co 1” chuckled

“That’s the ideal Firel”

The Terrible Thres fired. The eggs flew with deadly
aim -and -burst all over Flggms & Co.

The New House: juniors. were taken in the flank by
the new attack, and the eggs. were all over them before
they knew what was coming.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Fxggms, as he rubbed a highly
: scented yolk from his face. “I—oh—ow!” he yelled,  as
>~ a new egg caught him on the chin and broke there, “I’ve

had enough of - this!”
“The Co. had bad evough of 1t, too.  They broke away in
full flight, and Tom Merry hurled the last egg after them,
T with a shout of laughter.
-~ Then there was a roar in the dusk oi the guadrangle.
= *Ow! Oooch! Who threw that egg? ¥
“My hat!” gasped Lowther.. “It's Kildare!”

ive Jem to the
onty Lowther,

; .tﬂ'”

o

“Come on, kxds said Tom Merry, turning away, “the
reception has turned out a frost ; but-we’ll make the Gram:
marians feel at home, somehow, all the same.” - - =

—— . B

- CHAPTER 6. .
"The Invitations! =

HAT evening was one. long remembered at %t Jxm s.
The curious spectacle of a dozen Grammar School
youths walking-about the college as-if they owned
it was seen for ‘tho first time. Frank Monk and his
comrades did not seem to be in the. slightest degree awed -
by their new surroundings. They made themselves quite
at home at once, and showed it by, their manner,

They looked over the school, ‘and sauntered along the
passages, and peered into the class—rooms, with a sniffing,
patronising air, which put the backs of the Saints up at
onee.

///////i////ﬁ/??’ W

Vw " =

SQwral silk toppers and the rest of D’Arcy’s hats and caps were arranged upon the table, with a notice 1 %.In “This
Qussy stood gazing at the pile with in

Style, 3. 8d. { ¥

> Thﬁ juniors stood petnﬁed
= The disturbance in the quadrangle had ‘brought_the
: captain of 8t. Jim’s-upon .the scene, he had -arrived
‘just in time to stop that last egg—with his face.

Kildare strode towards Tom Merry. The liero of the

“Shell met him with & fearless look, without showing the
slightest desive toretreat’
“Did you throw that egg, Merry?”

“Yes, Kildare.”
“At me ;
“Oh; no!  You know I wouldn’t do_that, Kildare, T.

was an accident—I threw it at Figgins!”
Kr!dara besxtated for & moment. ‘Hm angor: never lnsted
o?‘gWen if ‘you throw eggs about in the quadungle agam
you will got- m}b trouble,” he said,.and walked away.
The juniors barst into -a. cheer .as -he went. ledare
= ;‘gm s;:lways pepuhr. And his t,emper had been sorely trled
is “time,

= —

et
ignant amazement.

St. Fim’s had determined that there would be ructions if
“the ‘invaders: put on any sort of side, and the Grammarians
had started by putting on “side’’ of the most -pronounced
description.

“I never saw a chap like Frank Monk for cheek|” Monty
Lowther remarked; as he sat in the study later-at prep.
“One would think he owned the place by the way he
swaggers about in it.” - :

-~ Tom Merry nodded.

“Yea, they seem to have taken the place under their

/wmg he smd ‘But there will be a come- -down as'soon as
ot a ch uﬁe.
'%hey will have to be' put-in-their place; of course.”

“Yes; and it's unfortunate that we.couldn’t. manage.to
make it pax -with ‘Study- No. 6- and F:ggms & Co.;"” said
Tom Merry thoughtfully. “But-there’s' 1o arguing with
those obstinats bounders. I—-— Hallo, come in!”

A knock at the do(::r interrupted Tam

t opened, and e rinn 800 -
. “‘&m ~—No. 1262,

Frank Monk .




. -and

e

- the studys

appeared. Be{ﬁnd him were the gr@ngix;g'faqes of Catboy

Tom Merry stared at the intruders. =

“Hallo I’ he-exclaimed. -“What do you want here? This.

isn’t the monkey-house !> =~ - - S ;
“Isn’b ib# said Monk, with an air of surprise.” “Judging

by the oceupants, l¥0u know, I should have thought it was.”
Lowther giggled.

“But we haven’t ecome-in for a row,” said Monk.
idea i that we should make it pax for the first evening,
‘and leave rows over till to-morrow.  What do you think?*

‘Fhe Terrible Three looked at one another. )

“Well, it's not a bad idea,-if you feel nervous,” said Tom
Merry. o % £

< N{srveus? Do I look nervous?”’ grinned Frank,

“1 must say you don’t; I never saw such a kid for cool
cheek 1
. Frank Monk laughed. 2 L . :

“Well, what do you think of the idea? My idea is to
let you kids dewn lightly. We’ve come heré, 1 don’t know
for how long; but, of course, we shall take the head of the
Lower School while we’re here. We shall expect you fellows
to know your place, and to keep in it,”’

‘ Exactly I” said Carboy.and Dane,

The chums of the Shell breathed hard. .

“I dare say you know where we've been accommo-

- dated?’ went on Monk. s

S

“No, we don’t. The coal-cellar would be good enough.”

“We've got a room in Dr. Holmes’ house,” explained
Monk. “A big room that overlooks the chapel garden; it
used to be a class-room.””

“QOh, yes; Class-room No. 101 : :

“That’s 1t. There isn’t room for us in the studies, and I
faney-the Head thinks there would be rows if we.were dis-
‘tributed abbut in the rooms.”

“He's right I T = :
" “So we're going to do our preparation and so forth alto-
gether -in No, 10,” went on- Frank. “It’s a good xdex’z.
Our sleeping quarters will be on the top floor of the Head’s
house, over No. 10." There are some more of us coming.”

“My word; there are too many cf you already!”
“You’ll think so before ‘we've finished.” But no. roys to-

8
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What Sinister Secret—
o is hidden on Salcoth Island, a dreary
© waste of rugged rock and- sand, ‘in-
$ habited only by a few lonely seal
trappers,” and whirling flocks of sea-
gulls, bounded by the cold breakers of the
North Pacific, near the coast of Alaska?

Yet on Salcoth Island there lies
buried &' secret—a secret- that draws
fortune-hunters from the other side of
the world in a desperate effort to get
rich quick! _

Here is a story of mnerve-tingling
mystery, “detective adventure, and
breathless: thrills, in which NELSON |}
LEE, the Famous Detective, and his
‘boy assistant, NIPPER, play star parta.

You will enjoy this yarn, It's a

~ NELSON LEE DETECTIVE-
THRILLER, ~and . appears in - this
week’s issne

NELSON LEE

Now on Sale
Ths Gex Lusmanv.—No, 1,062,

~ ‘The three Grammarians came into _
“My N
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night,” went on. Monk, with a wu'v;'of; ‘the hand;

“We
Haven't come here to rag you; we’re going 10 give & ..}ﬁ)ua’e- =
warming ” i e et

“You’re going to give a what?” e S e
. “A house-warming. - Going to celebrate our installation.
in ou:nnew quarters, you know, by giving a feed. Will you
come ? d : ¢ ) . :

“Well, that’s very decent of you,” said Tom Merry. “Of
course, We are going to-instruct you in the way you should
g0, and cure you of your fearful check; but there’s no harm
in having a friendly feed to start with.” - -
ﬁ:'??,dy idea exactly,” said Lowther. “When is it coming -
o 2

“ At eight exactly.” - : B

“Good! We'll be there,” said Tom.Metry.
have our prep finished before then.
*coming 7 T S

“Rather! We've brought a big hamper with us,’” ex-
plained Monk, “and we want to make a good .feed. of it. -
We’re going to ask Blake and his lot, and Figgins & Co:
Some of the other fellows will come, too. Then we're to
expect you 7 : :

“Certainly. We'll be

“Right-ho =

And the three: Grammarians left the study. They made
their way along to Study No. 6 and found the four ‘chums
there deep in their preparation. Blake received the in-
vitation, however, with great cordiality, and promised to.be
on the scene on the stroke of eight, as also did Figgins
& Co. when they were asked.

“We shall
Is anyhpdy else

glad to come.”

—

CHAPTER 7. 3 = .
The House-Warming !

¥he Terrible Three made that remark together

-~ € PLEASE we’ve come !’ -

N

“success.

as they entered Class-room No. 10 in~Dr. Holmes>-

house. The Head's house at St. 'Jim’s was simply -
an off-shoot, as. it were, of the School ‘House, and was
reached by a wide, flagged corridor. It had a door into the
quadrangle, also, but that. was only used by the Head and
his family." Class-room No. 10 -was" a" large -apartmest,
with three tall - windows looking out upon a stretch of
garden, shaded by old trees, and bounded at the end by the
chapel rails. The garden was now: lying deep undeér the -
dusk, and the elm-trees. loomed like spectres in- the light
that fell from the high windows of Class-toom No. 10,

The room presented a rather festive appearance. Desks
had been put back, and two large tables placed together
in the centre of the room covered with white “cloths, which
Frank Monk had borrowed from Mrs, Mimms, the Schoel
House dame. The c%'a:shgbt glimmered on the white cloth,
and on all sorts and conditions of crockery ware. For the
fouriders of the feast had been very short of those necessary
articles, and had had to borrow thém from.all sides. :

The fire blazed up cheerfully in the grate: The dozen
Grammarians were looking very cheerful, too.  Cooler in-
vaders of an enemy’s country 'had never been seen. They
had been only a couple of hours at St. Jiin’s, but they were
quite at home. - T N

The Grammarian house-warming seemed destined to be &
: Frank Monk and his chums had thoughtfully pro<
vided a very extensive feed, and even Fatty Wynn was -
satisfied.” Fatty, needless to say, -came out very ‘strong.*
His shining face and beaming smile showed how much he
was enjoying himself. He made it a point of politeness

" never to refuse anything that was offered; and to take some-

thing from every dish that was passed, and by this means
he travelled through a quantity of provender that would
have meant severe dyspepsia to: anygod else. . But Fatty
Wynn had a perfect digestion; perhaps because he gave it
so much exercise. : : : : 3
As the inner-man—or, rather, the inner-boy—was gradu-
ally satisfied, and the more solid portion of the feed was:
disposed of, toasts were drunk in currant wine and coffee.
The hilarity was at its height, when an unfortunate ‘a&gn-
ment beégan at one corner of the table. Pratt of the \ew
House was among the guests, and Pratt was, unluckily,
placed next to'a Grammarian with whom' he had been in
the habit of having a fight whenever they chanced to méet.
The natural result was that they. glowered at one another,

. and finally argued, and the argument gradually warmed up.

“Hallo! What’s the row over there?”’ called out Frank
Monk. - “8hut- up, Hammond | . ot

“He says we can’t play football1”’ exclaimed -Hammond
excitedly. “He says—". o

“ Never mind what hé says!”

“He says we can’t play footer {2

“Well, let him 1”7 s S

#7 tell you he says—"2 - .




: , “Shutup, Pratt!” ealled out Blake. ' “What do iy;ou

- mean by disturbing’ the harmony . of the feed 2. Just!
“oite of Yott New House rotters!”
“Fh—what?” exclaimed . Figgins, who had. been gomg ‘to
Jump on the oﬁender himself, but naturally took the other
axde a5 soon as Blake spoke.- “What's that; Blake?”’ -

¥ say that—">" A
v %Q0h, shut up | exclaimed Tom Merry anxiously. f‘,Donb
= start a House row now { s
g #Whom are you ta}kmg to, Tom Merrv T
“To you, you ass ¥ ;
= Pe exclaimed Frank Monk: ~ “It was all

ult! I)'ammond if you say another word T

i
an’t plsw footer for toffee I’”
sou.-Pwatt.. You know, you ought
il twuth like that in the pwesent
company.”

'ruth I* exclaimed Carboy. “,Ha, ha, hat I like to
= s'es you dmys ‘play footer, that’s all. You get near the ball
»+ sometimes.,” i
- “Sometlmes," said Lane, “but not often ;
#1 wegard that wemark as dewogatowy to this coH~——
Oh, shut up!”’
15 “Dog’t start towmg now t”
.-~ “*He Says we can't play footer for'toffee!” :
“Well, as a mattah of fact, deah boy, you can’t play
fo%:er Ifyar wﬁee, or anythm else,” said Arthur Augustus
enlfy—"" :
5 “Dry up, Gussy! I”
1 wefuse to dwy u
« Peace, 1 tell yout’ ;
. “He says we can't, plna; footer—-—-
= 4 can’t, either !’ yelled ' Pmtt “The way you
Jeﬂowa play footer is ‘enough to make a- pwkass laugh!
“* " “No wonder it makes you {au%[h then!” b
~* What do you mean by that, ammond ?
~ “1 mean—=—"- i
_“1 piean that you want a thick ear—=" 2
ou mean that you couldn’t give mo one't”

- *Couldn’t I7”

&ze%m
© Says We.

“That’s vewy wu
not to blm-t out.a. pa

i mext moment the two old foes, fo etful of anythmg
ere clutéhmg at_one anotﬁet and | htmg furiously.
A : e

stagger ing; - an ig G&Ibﬁy
-~ shoved him nﬂ’aan who was getting excited him-
self, tefahu@d by giving Garboy a- plish which made him

d ‘a hirry. Lane rushed to the rescue, and nothmu-
more was nesi‘isd.." :

“Tle ‘room Was-in an uproar in a' moment.

" “Gramniar cads!”
: “St mes asses !"

lu‘

i J( S
3 ¢ Hold on 1 roarcd ank Monk vaml}x trymg to estabhsh
peace. “This’is a friendly feed; and :

“¢And,it"looks like one!” grinned Tom* Merry
~4Tf we hadn’t made it 11:: % yozrbounders, yelled Monty
Lowther, “ we’d wipe up the floor with you !
=1 Oh don t let ‘that trouble you !’ exclaimed Frank. “1f
ax is off we're quite willing to teach you.a lesson! P
It Tooks ag if it’s gﬁi Eut. we came here as guests.””.
“Thon zg let you off
We. don’t want to be let off, you chccky Grammar ass!
We're lotting you off % :
“Then don't I’ ;
“DQ -you want a prize nose? e
'}wmba the pnze noses_you_gan gue me.
hen pax 1s o

! "Gomil Hsmg:em

i

‘ " And the next moment Monty Lowther and Frank Monk

were reeling-about in.a deadly embrace. Pratt and Ham-
-»  mond, the c;rngmal dxsturbers ‘of-the peace,-had rolled under

the ~table, and ' were - nelling - one another - there:
Hammoud was underneath, and .was getting decidedly the
~worst of it: In his fmntm joose he grasped

eﬁéﬂﬁ t&_ﬁ
~the i&b!e«alo!:h and drapged it -down by t
WA 8 terrific. btjrashmg of orockery :

ash | 2
ord rasped Dig b - th wﬂ'ee-pot descended
Ergd-and spilt 4t3 eontents ver htm “What’
f’ﬂogd S 2 EX

D d sho er oi""
%gga A’w tha ﬂwt.wcaechm
£ ‘?’ji% :I e 2

corner, and there

S T

ai:hd’ :

_ followers.

THERE were very plain traces of the conflict in the

* The-Girammarians gave- ‘ascheep: * & i ¥
“All thought of pax was at en end The feast‘
and pandemonium reigned.” The odds tvéfe skg:ﬁ
~CGrrammarians’ side; and every adversayy" ted
desperate enecunter. D’Arcy was drighed, strugglis
tho ‘door - by ‘Carboy and bane an& sént awhirligg
splte of his struggles, "~ - e 2

“Welease me, you wottahs l” he hOWYed‘ %
spoilin® my clothes! =~ My collah will zevah be” weally " = = =
.stwaight again! Weléase me! Ow?” e

The Grammarians released - him, and he shot into- the 3
passage. The next moment Blake went- hurtling atter him,
and he fell on D’Arcy just as the swell of the School House
was ruefully picking himself up,

Down went D’Arcy again, with Blake sprawling: ucmss
him.~ The School House swell gave a yelp, and he heard his
eyeglass crack on the floor.

“You elumsy ass!” he shrieked.
beastlay eyeglasst
me like that?”
B;‘What do you*mean by getting i the ﬁvgy”’ roared :

ake.

“You clumsay boundah
" “You howling ass >’

“If you call me a howling ass T shall stwike you, Blake e

“T’ll dust the floor with you!”

“Owl What's that?”” howled Arthur Augustus.

“That ” was' Herries, who came headlong -out of Class
room No. 10 and:bumped into Blake and D’Aroy and sent =
them both sprawling. ‘The next moment Pratf came out - =
head first, ‘and: Digby followed lxnn in the . same unceremom- R
ous way.

“Bm Jovel T - =

“Come on!” shonted Blake “Let’ et in again
snatch those Grammar Sehool cads balgheaded!
your leader !”’

He rushed towards the door, but there was no g'ettxng in.
The doorway wag orammeéd by the. Terrible Three, fighting
desperately to withstand. & rush of the Gra.mmumns, who
were ‘bent on ki them out. The udds“were ‘too great,
and Tom Metry anners, and . Lowther came flying out,
stz}‘ggetmg over Blake and sendmg him flying, t0o. :

: Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Grammar School Jumors

Now . the rest -of -them ! shouted Frank Monk:-

Figgins & Co, were bolding their o gallantly, but tho'_
Gr;mmgrmm were-toa-many for : sw-House
rmmrs were_hurled: forth-af

the ninepins in_the passhigs. - s i
The room was cloared of 811 but ‘Frank Monk ‘and- his =
They packed-the doorway;: ready ‘to-resist-a rush
if one should be made, and howling with laughter:

“We're not going to’ stand this!” howled Tom Metry,
red with excitement. * “Follow. me; kids!”

He rushed to the attack: updauntediy.‘ “The test ,fo}lowed
excepting D’Arcy, who -was “hunting for “his. broker eye--
glass. But they wera. exhausted, and’ tha: ians
had the advantage of position: “The- attack was repulsed,
and the grinning Grammarians still erammed the doorway,
ye{l‘l%m deﬁance at theu- assmlants -

“(3o howme !” oy B 2
< BOO !”

“Go home?: murmured D!Aroy. Yaas, wathah., ﬂmt’
about the best thifig’ we can do, deah boys! I feel how- =
wibly dirtay_‘and. wumple& and I- must weally go and e
change my clothes.” 3 2

“And he went. Ani the rest of the Samts feeling that
the game was up for the present followed leaving* the 5=
Grammarmns victorious:

,m

5% You are mmply

“You have bwokﬂn my
What do you mean by plpmpmg into

Follow

e - -
CHAPTERS. . — i
. “In This Style, 85, 9d. I e S

Fourth Form and the Shell the next day. Swollen

noses, discoloured eyes, and: cut lips” were abound: ..
. . ing. But the masters judiciously failed to-see theso
signs of aitle. ‘There ‘were fimes when- it was wisest to
be “a little blind,’ a;xd this ‘was %ge of- mhilg bAnd truly the -

g meu of “the er Forms een psmxshad‘
eno:;!illg in tﬁ -eonflict mgif Scarce & participant m the .
fray whb had not some bruise or: "t to: show.

There's no getting awa; 'Igfcm the  fact- thnt wo, had ©
thd worst of it last mgh ‘om “Merry remarketj to bis .

1§ during morning - fm@ :
" ‘Manmers * g
"Yes, but the Grammar Sdhool oa.da ha.d tke Adwmtige
in numbers, you know. - next time Wi .;.tkﬁm‘it i

wﬂl b6 on mors equal terms.” - T
“We must see to that,” md Imgxeg. st 1&& hﬂ :
: 0- 1,262, .-




 ing my lead, I da

> Shell are so conf:

12

- 5&& form to finish a feed with a row, as a matter of fact;

put T suppose it was bound to come about.” We .gave

sthem a run for their mopey, anyway.”

Merry, with a decided nod of the head. If all
fellows had followed my lead and backed me up—backed
us up, I mean—there would have been a different tale to

“It’s all due to the disunion among ourselif,es,"“ said Tom

“tell.”

““You are talking, Merry,” said Mr. Linton, the master

_of the Shell.

& sir,”

‘Yes, =
:“Take fifty lines.” ; "

“Ow! - I mean, yes, sir.” . 53

And the discussion of the serious state of affairs at St.
Jim’s was postponed #ill the class should be dismissed. Tom
Merry had been thinking very seriously about it. So long
as the Grammarians were united and the Saints divided,
Frank Monk was bound to have- the advantage.. Tom
Merry determined to try the effect of a remonstrance and
argument on Blake and Figgins. . ;

The Shell came out a few minutes after the Fourth Form;
and -Study No. 6 were standing on the steps of the School
House chatting when the Terrible Three joined. them.
Blake™ looked rather suspiciously at Tom Merry, Blake
had a black eye, which was matched by a dark bruise on
Tom Merry’s cheek. e

“I want to speak to you, Blake.” : EA

“No law against that that I know of,” said Blake, “if
you've come to tell me that you’ve been thinking it over.”

“That’s exactly what I have been doing.”-

“Good! So have we. You mean you see clearly that

_it’s no-good- our ragging one another while the Grammar

School ‘cads are here.”. o

“That’s it. I’'m glad to see you take such a sensible
view of the case!” said' Tom Merry.. “We must unite
under one leader if we are to hold our own .on our own

ground. . -
“@Glad to hear you say so,” said Blake heartily. “Can you
answer for your friends as well as yourself 7”
' Ye)s,,_cerﬁ&inly.” g )
“Good! -When Figgins & Co. know that you are follow-
‘dare say they will come into the combine,

“ Bh—following what? What are you talking about?”

“ Following me lead.” y oy

“My word! T wasn’t talking about following your lead.
What I meant:-to say was—have you: realised that we can’t
succeed unless you follow ‘mine$” 8 2

‘Blake stared at the hero- of ‘the  Shell-Svith ‘the fost
withering expression:he could screw up-into his:features.

“Do you mean to say that you've got nothing more
sensible than that o ‘propose ?”- he demanded. " Haven’t
you butied that stale old idea yet?” e~

“You know very well that—"

- “Ieknow very well that if anybody leads this eombine,

his name .is going to be Jack Blake,” said the chief of
Study No. 6, with emphasis. ;i

*“Now,--you know you're talking rot, Blake.”

“VYaas, wathah! My opinion is-that the leadah ought to
be selected fwom Study No. 6, but I weally am the
pwopah person. 'What you wequiah is a fellow—" .
. Oh, cheese it !” said Blake. “I suppose we shall never
agree on that point, Tom Merry. You fellows in the

oundedly eonceited !* 1
“ And you Fourth Form kids are so silly.”

it<e>338

otts,

it>Site>

SJita3}

the Office

the

_pile of hats erected on the study table.

“Who are you calling kids?”
“You young dufferst” .~ - .
The Fourth-Formers looked a

E :essive.' But _just the
Mr. Railton, the master of the. g : ot

hool House, -looked out,

and the dispute was cut short. - The juniors assumed ex-. .
the Housemaster’s eye and -

stairs to Study No. 6. "As he = -

tremely innocent looks' under
strolled away.

Arthur Augustus went u
opened the door his chums
exclamation. g .

“Hallo! Something’s up!” exclaimed Blake.- - r
_ Blake, Herries, and Digby ran quickly - upstairs and
along the corridor after D’Arcy. The chtms of the
followed, curious to know what was happening.- As they

elow heard him give a startled

came along they saw Blake, Herries, and Digby in thet™ -

doorway of Study No. 6, screaming with laughter. -

“Hallo! There’s some jape on there!” murmured.Tom
Merry.- “Let’s go and see_what-it is! Can’t be & Gram-
marian jape, I think, or Blake wouldn’t be killing him-
self over it.” : - ;

“Gussy seems to-be annoyed,” chuckled Liowther, as they
ran along the passage. - £ L S eepEr

The voice of the School House swell could be heard
raised in tones of indignation. - :

“Bai Jove! The impertinent wottahs!
cads! Blake, if you insist upon that idiotic. cacklin’. I
shall be temptéd to stwike you.
laughin’ like a beastlay hyena!
gigglin’ as offensive.”

The Terrible Three arrived upon the scene. They looked
past the Fqurth-Formers into the study. Then they burst
into a roar. : :

“Ha, ha, hal!2 . 3 : ;

D'Arcy was staring in indignant amazement at =a
D’Arey rather
fancied his hats, and his commonest extravagance was a.

new silk topper. He generally had two or three on hand, -

and his hat-boxes were a continual bother. in th&stm%g
The practical jokers who had visited Study No. 6 evident
knew of the little foible of Arthur Augustus. i

Several silk hats were arranged on the table, and the rest
of D’Arcy’s hats and caps-were arranged round them. , They
made a_goodly pile.= And on the top was pinned a card
bearing the following inscription:, A

“TIn This Style, 3s.9d.”

Tom Merry laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks.
It was evidently : :
appealed to the :School House boys, excepting D’Arcy.
The swell of the School House evidently regarded it as
anything but comic. 2y

“I weally fail to see what gou silly dsses are*gwinnin’
and cacklin’ at!” he exclaimed. “ There is nothmf funny
in pilin’ a fellow’s hats on the beastlay table and stickin’ a
silly placard on them. “In This Style, 3s.-9d." Bai Jove,
I wegard that as an outwageous insult ! . Fancy me, weawin™
a beastlay hat that only.cost three-and-nine! Can you
imagine such a thing, deah boys?” . P

% Certainly not !’ said Tom Merry: “Ha, ba, hal2

“Pway cease this untimely mewwiment !”

“Ha, {m‘, ha!?

“This is a i'oke of the Gv;ammah School cads,? said

D’Arcy, taking the offending placard off the hat. ‘““Bai -
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B0Y, HAVE YoU ADDED UP, THEN BR
| THOSE FIGURES FoR ME 7
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_Hewwies, pway stop
Digbay, I wegard your _

‘a joke of the Grammarians, and it .
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%% No good 3auqﬁqg to conelusmns t00 quickly,”

“over it 12 exela.mmd Lowther

Jov they have stuck a bea.stl in_ wight into the hat !
9‘}1 = 'wank Monk ﬁf‘ﬁ

e -give “thwashin' for this! I
— - don’t:mind the damaya to the hat so m to insinuate
E 1at I pay only thwee-and-nine for .m uﬁay hats—
~ . Bai Jove, 1 wegard that as a beastlay insult! Yaas,
wa
h Ang D’Arcy made for the door, with a vengeful gleam in
s oye.
Bhke caught him by the arm.
“Where are you going, Gussy 22
“Pway welease me, lake' I am gom to ﬁnd Fwank
- Monk, - to *khmash him
« “Don’t be an-ass! You know——"

-1 insist upoh your weleasm me at auce, Blake 2

*Now, loo! rg—a—??

*1 wef.use to look there!”

Aml * Aroy. jerked himself away, and sttode off in search

i ammarians,  He left tho Jumozs shrieking with

aughter. The Terrible Three wero still chyckling as they
away to their own study. But a surprise was waztmg

for them there,

e

CHAPTER 9.
= : A Slight Mistake !

OM MERRY was the first to .enter the study. The
* next ‘moment he.gave a wild yell as his foot caught
uj he” pitched forward headlong.
“Loak out 1 he shouted.

-

But thers no time for his chums to look out. They
were foll im in, and their feet caught in the same
ﬁer stmtch m the study, a.nd thsey followed Tom

ry hoadlong to the

ﬂonr
“There was a creak and a.crash, The end of the cord was
“fastened to the bookcm and the jerk on it had been too
mych for the stability of that article of furniture. . The book-
caseé went over cra.shmg, and the books scattered in a shower
Terrible Three,

Lowtherb :3 L:ddell and Scott caught him
Wlut is 1t" What’s bap-

“Ow
: "l&yw‘” gasped N ers,
MM;LM L
and thw Tooksd m% :
mmwzama{mﬁeaf ocki! ? )
pon® its side, and the drawer had fallen
maztwieg véere scattexiled on d%he 1ﬂ‘rl)m:
or was enagamsttewm w-ledge,
and the anhes and ginders had been kicked all over the
room. ‘The chaits were overturned, the contents of the cup-
board scattered on the ficor.
been distributed with a liberal hand in every quarter.
“The chums of the Shell looked at one another .as they

pigkad themdves -
School cndst" muttered Lowther.
: “Watﬁ u tmk 1” said Tom Merry. © What's this?” :
-He picked up a sehool capwhioh lay among the wreckago.
,‘ “A New House %: axolmmed Monty Lowt er.
Tom Merry nodd

he re-

anarked “Figgins ¢ & Co. have done this in return for the
oing we gm’e hoir
By Jove, and m.:sgt have gone for she Grammarians

“1 say, we re not going to

_mmlst I cmnot sit

The coal from the locker had

* upset everything that could be upset.

13

\\ s
take this lymg down, Fou knowl “Lét's go over tp the New .

House and make them sit up! T

“Good! It’s about tims’ the rotters had a. Jesson 1" ex-

claimed Manners wrathf ully
this to rights1” X =5
“Come on, then!” < s

ep_hurried out of the study. As they went down
the passage a Shell boy came along and tried to stop them.
It was Bkimpole of the Shell—a youth with a_head so lar e
that it seemed certain that he must have at least twice
average amount of brain power. Skimpole hzmself Was
certain of it.

“I say, Tom Merry, 1 want to s[;?ak o you; “it's ‘rost
1mportant ¥ he excla ed catchmg the hero of the Shell by -
the coat button.

“Can’t stop_now!? = -

- “But it’s most important 12

* “Temme o, you ass =

““I say, it’s a most important matter 12=

*“ Look
Determinism now ! 1 yelled 'l‘om Merry.
shall biff you!

Determinism was one of the subjects which ﬁkxmpoie 8
mighty brain led him to take up. He talked in season and
out of season, and bored everybody who would listen to }:um
almost to extinection' with it. >

“Let me go, or I

'Ik will ‘take us hotirs. to get :

1

. —Fqually wrathful and bent tupon rompt vengeance, -the -
Ternblegl‘hr o 2 .

here, T’'ve no tims: to listen' to chin- swagging on

“But really, Tom Merry—"

“Let go you ass! 1 &on’t want to break your neck 1f it
can_be % i :

“It’s abouf. the Grammarians. Now they are here——-—-—

“ Scoot 1
“I can’t; it’s a question of duty w:th me! “As“a Deter-
wn idly while—

“Why not try, then?” said Ton Merry.  And he wave the
amateur Determinist of St. Jim’s a playful tap-on the chekt
which instantly placed him in a sxttmg posture,

Skimpole sat there,. bemldered stntmg after the chums ‘of
the Sh ;l’o as they vanished.,

Merry and his chums ran on.

They caught sight of Figgins & Co. as th%.y crogsed the
quadrangle. - They entered the New House, and ran up
the stairs. An invasion in broad daylight wa.s not a thing,
the New House juniors were likely to look for; and, a5 a

: matter of fact, the Terr'fbie ‘Three did not eneounter a soul

ed in ins’ study. . T -
“By Jove, fmsy e the nloeked. Bftor what
they’ve - been dmng m our quatters*” exalalmad ’Montv
Lowther. “There’s carelessness far you !”

“Let’s _get to work !” panted Tom Merry “They may e
in an mmute, and then we shall get chucked out !®

“That’s s0; we can’f fight the whole House! Fortunately,
it doesn’t take long to wreck a: 12 chuckled Lowther. .

It did not take the Terrible: Thr ‘Jong !

They set to-work in a really scientific manner.” They

They overturned
They scattered ink

eve ing that could be overturned.

' and cinders to right and left. They put the provisions from

the-cup d into the coal-locker, and the coal from the
locker into the cupboard. A few.minutes made a wonder
ful difference in Figgins:& Co.’s study!

“By Jupxter 1 exelaimed Tom Merry, looking round
with an air of satisfaction, - % -faney -Figgins-& Co, will
have as big a job to got tlns [ up a8 we shall have
over in our quatters." e

zssiv.  avoeoy)
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“Ia, ha, ha! I think they will. Hallo, they’re here |

There was a shout of fury at the door. ‘Figgins & Co. had
come in, and they were staring at the School House: trio
and the wreck they had made as if they could hardly believe
the evidence of their own eyesight.

“You—you—you—" gasped Figgins, “Oh, my hat! Go
for ’em ! "Break ’em up nto little bits! Sock it to ’em1”

Figgins & Co. didn’t stop to ask questions. They rushed
to the attack, and the Terrible Three met them with equal
spiﬁit. A wild and whirling fight raged in the wrecked
study. z -

Trampling over the scattered articles and amid the over-
turned furniture, the combatants fought fiercely, making a
terrifie din, whizh they were far too excited to notice.

Piggins & Co. were four to three, but the three were the
pick of the School House, so sthe fight was not so very
unequal, ‘and-the chums of the Shell were simply furious.

There was a shout in the passage, which the juniors did
not even hear, and then a heavy footstep, which also passed
unheeded.s. Then Monteith, the head prefect of the New
House, looked angrily into the study.

- “Stop that row at once, you young demons [”
. Figgins. extracted him: 3
Lowther.  Lowther staggered back, gasping for breath,
“Were we making a row, Monteith 1* gasped Figgins.
Monteith smiled in -spite of himself, 3 ’
~“Y should say you were,- you young hooligans!”. he
ex¢laimed. “What do you mean by it? What are those
School House youngsters deing here?” :

“Blessed if I know | - We found ’em—"" s ole

“We came to wreck the study, Monteith,” said Tom
Merry calmly. He glanced round at the disordered room.
“And I think we’ve done it I he said triumphantly.

The New House prefect laughed. :

“Yes, . I think you have, too!” he remarked.

“Let me-get at him |” howled Figgins, “I'll teach him
to wreck this study !

“Stand back, Figgins!” - 8

“1 tell you, Monteith——"

“It’s tit for tat, Figgy!” grinned Tom Merry. “Surely
you didn’t. expect us to take it lying down, did you?”

“Take what lying down; ass?? ; .

“What you d«f to our study.” ; .

- Figgins gave him a glare of ;astonishment.

“What have we done to: your study?” >

+ “Wrecked. it, and left your cap there to tell the tale. f

You should really have been more careful, Figgy, if you
didn’t want a Roland for your Oliver I’ - .

“My cap¥” howled Figgins. “I’ve lost my cap! iFrank /
Monk snatched it off my head in the guadrangle and ran!

off with it, and got into the School House before I could
eollar him” ". ; .

Tom Merry gave a jump. ; .

“Do you mean to say that you haven’t been to our
study, -‘Figgy ?” =

“Of course I haven’t!® .

“And you didn’t wreck it?” gasped Manners.

“Asst How could I wreck it without going there?”

“He couldn’t,” said Monty Lowther, ¢“But is that honest
Injun, Figgins? Haven’t you or the Co. been over to
our quarters since morning school 1* ;

“No, I tell you!” s :

“Then,” said Tom Merry in bewilderment—*then we—
we've made a mistake! We found our quarters wrecked,
and your cap among the ruins, and, naturally, we jumped
to the conclusion that it was a New House raid | ;

~“And we came over for vengeance!” said Lowther,

“And we've had it1” added Manners.

“You utter asses, you ought to have guessed! Do you
think I should leave my cap there if I had really done
it?” hooted Figgins. “It was the Grammarians, of course |”

“And they shoved the cap there to make you go for
ug 1 said Kerr. ;

“And .you fell into the trap like a lot of silly geese!”
Fatty Wynn remarked. -

Monteith laughed and walked away. The row was over
in the study, and the prefect’s interference was not required.
But seven juniors_were waxing wild with wrath. The
Terrible Three and the New House quartet had suffered
cqually from the little game played by the Grammarians,
and they wanted vengeance—and wanted it badly.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “We’ve been taken
i all along the line! Let’s go and give the Grammarians a

- warming {?

“Good wheeze I exclaimed Figgins & Co:, with one voice.
“Come on, thenl” - = £ g
. And School House and-New House lads, forgetful of their
late emcounter, rushed off at once to visit the quarters of
the common enemy. They entered the School House and
dashed - alo e
T!.x GEH AB‘-_—sz 1;2621 =

S} e

self from the grip of Monty

the- passage which led to the Grammariansf :

S THERE ARE TERRIBLE RUCTIONS AT ST. JIM’S NEXT WEER IN “ MELLISH

room. They found the door of Class:room No, 10 shut;-and
when they tried it it proved to be locked, o5 :
Tom Merry hammered on-the panels.
_“Open this door{”
There was no reply from within. -

“Open this door I - roared Figgins. “We've come ‘{0
zcalp}you! We're going to make you sit up! Open the -
oor }? - v e =

Still no reply. Whether the Grammarians were within
the room” or mot it was impossible to tell. “If they were
there they kept very quiet.” Tom Merry hammered at the
door till an angry piefect came tearing along the passage,
cane in hand, and tll)mn the juniors scattered. : i g

In the quadrangle they gathered again, still wrathful and-
very disappointed. Z Dinner was nearly ready in the big hall;
and - the boys were trooping in. Among them went a party
of Grammarians, keeping together, and among the Gram-
marians the chums sew Monk, Lane, and Carboy. - Théy had
not been in No. 10 at_all,- Monk caught the furious looks

- turned upon him, and kissed his hand to the juniors as
he walked into the dining-hall - ‘

There was a forward charge of the Gramm .
: continuous strea

“My hat!? said Figgins. “He can tell from our looks
that we’ve been slogging one another, and hie’s enjoying it 12
“All the fault of you kids!” growled. Lowther. *The = -
Grammarians are getting the best of it all the time, and -
it’s all your fault® ; e A
“How do youw make that out, ass?” : =
“Why, we ought all ‘o vome into line and make common
cause againstthe enemy, and you New House kids insist
upon sticking out of the combinel” ; ; - &=
f“_:\lhz’re»ready to form a Co., with gurselves at the head
of it 1" = : s
“Not good enough !? ; e

“It's you School House fellows who are obstinate asses
0Oh, come in. and:feed I gaid ﬁl&mw #Goed-bye, -

= T -




THE MISCHIEF-MAKER!” ANOTHER RIPPING EXTRA-LONG SCHOOL YARN!

Figgins. When you want to join the combine, in a properly
subordinate position, you can let me know.”

“Rats!” said Figgins,

And they separated.

—

CHAFTER 10,
Trouble in the Class-room !
«F SAY, Tom Merry|”

Skimpole leaned over his desk and whispered to
the hero of the Shell. Tom Merry did not lock
round, brt he made a movement of his shoulders as

a hint to Skimpole ‘to shut up—a hint the amateur
. Determinist of St. Jim’s was far from taking.

Tom Merry had worries on his mind. In the first place,

the success of the Grammarians since their arrival at St.

Jim’s had been complete, and it was a blow to the

prestige of the old school. To be defeated on their pwn

territory by a small party of invaders was too bad. 'The

Grammarians were not ~disposed to take their success
modestly, either, or to hide their light under a bushel,

changed to a backward one as Tom Merry played the
se upon them !

They grinned at the discomfited Saints, bragged very
audibly of what they intended to do, and generally made*®
themselves obnoxious.

That was Tom Merry's chief worry—the success of the
Grammarians and the apparent hopelessness of' forminﬁ a
““combine * among the Saints to oppose them. BRut he had
others. His nose was swollen and red, and hurt him con-
siderably—a result of the fight in Figgins’ study. His left
ear was bruised and burning. One of his eyes was threaten-
ing to go purple in hue. Then thé Shell was being taken
in German by Herr Schneider, and, with so many troubles
upon his mind, Tem Merry was not in a humour for cram-
ming Herr Schneider’s beautiful Deutsch, .

It was an unlucky.moment for Skimpole to tackle him,

for it was never safe to talk in class when Herr Schneider

' have order in te class.

15

was the master present. But Skimpole was not to ba
deterred by considerations of that kind.,

“I say, Tom Merry !> -

“Shut up, you ass!” murmured Tom Merry, without
turning his head.

“I beg your pardon, Merry—I did not quite hear what
you said.” .

“Shut up!” .

“I cannot very well do so, as I have a most important
matter to speak to you “about. I tried to do so before,
and you pushed me over in the rudest possible manner.”

Tom Merry chuckled.

“Y wish old Schneider weren’t here,” he murmured.
“I’d push you over again, and jump on you!”

. “I conjectured something of the sort, Merry, and that
is partly the reason why I have chosen this moment for
speaking to you.”

“You ass! Schneider will spot us talking, and we shall
be detained, or get an impot, and I've got to write up the
* Weekly ’ leading article to-day.” ’

“Herr Schneider is attending to Gibbons at the present
moment, and is not looking this way. I say, Merry, it's a
most important matter.”’ ,

“Oh, go on, then, and get it over |”

“The Grammarians are here now—-"

“Don’t I know it?"?

“But has it struck you what a splendid oppartunity we

i have now, if we take it, while the Grammarians are here,

of—of —
“Of what?? :
“Of explaining to the Grammarians the advantages of

¢ Determinism ?” said Skimpole eagerly,

Tom Merry could not help giving a chuckle, which made
the alert German master turn his head at once.

“I tink I hear someting,”. he said, “Ach!
vas it tat laff mit himself pefore 7”

Silence ! .

“Vich poy,” went on Herr Schneider with emphasis—

Vich poy

¥ “vich poy laff mit himself pefore? I tink I bunish tat poy.

after. Answer me |”’
No one spoke. The German master’s fat, red face grew
redder.
“I tink I have said sometime,”” he remarked, “tat I vill
I vill not have you to talk and to
laff vhile te lessons progresses itself pefore. I demand te
poy who laff I”?
But the boy who had “laffed ” did not speak up.
“Mein Gott! Vill you answer me after? I order te poy
who laff to come out and receive te caning I’ shouted Herr
Schneider. °
But_apparently even that inducement was not tempting
enough, for the boy who had “laffed ” did not come forward.
“Fery well,” said Herr Schneider. “I vill keep order in
dis class somehow. I vill not have te talk and te laff vhile
te lesson progresses mit hisself pefore. Te whole clazs vill
be detained half an hour—"’
Tom Merry rose in his place.
“If you please, sir, it was 1.””
The German master fixed his eyes upon _the handsome,
cheery face of the hero of the Shell. He smiled grimly.
“So it vas you, Merry! You laff vhen you hear your
master pronounce te peautiful Sherman, kein 1”
“Oh, no, sir! I wasn’t laughing at you, sir.
laugh at you in class, sir.” .
Tom Merry put the slightest emphasis on the words “in
class,” which was not lost upon the Shell, and a suppressed
giggle followed his speech. Herr Schneider was not slow
to deteet the cause of it, and he turned redder.
“ Ach !" I tink tat you vas mean to be impertinent after,
ain’t it? ’
“Impertinent, sir! To you, sir! Oh, sir!”
The class giggled again. . )
Herr Schneider wagged a warning forefinger at Tom
Merry. R
“Te class vill not be detained, but you vill _write ouf
vun hundred lines from Schiller, Merry, and pring tem to
me pefore you go mit yourself to ped to-night pefore. You
vill not forget tat, ain’t it 1>’
“Certainly, sir.” . ,
“Te lesson vill proceed,” said Herr Schneider. “I do nct
tink you vill laff again, Merry, pefore.’

I never

CHAPTER 11.
No Backers !

“@ OMING out to practice, Merry 2"
. Blake asked the question as he met the Shell
eoming out after school. Tom Merry shook his
head dolefully.
“Can’t1”
“Why can’t you? What’s the matter?)”
- THE GeM LisRArY,~No. 1,262,
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“I've pot one hiundred lines of Schiller to writd out”

“My hat! . Old Schneider has been going it, hasn’t.he?”

“It was all Skimpole’s™fauli. . He would talk in class.
T{e's got an idea of converting Frank Monk and the
Grammar School cads to Determinism.”?’, . &

“Ha, ha, hat!” y ) '

“My only hat! What a wheeze I” e i

“So I've got to writé out one hundred lines from Schiller.
1 shall have to cut everything else. Schneider wasin deadly
earnest, and the lines have to.be shown up before bed. I'm
going to begin them now.” o :

“Sorry ! Somebody ought to suffocate Skimpole !”

Tom Merry laughed ruefully and walked away. Blake
strolled towards Study No. 6, and a few minutes later he
felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned, to see Skimpole.

“1 say, Blake, I want to speak to you.”’

Blake looked suspicious.

“About Determinism 7’ he asked.

“Well, yes.”

“Then I'm off 1" .

‘And Blake darted off. Skimpole looked after him more
in sorrow than in anger.  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came
along mnd paused to brush a speck of dust from his immacu-
lute trousers. - ,

Skimpole seized the opportunity.

“I’Arcy, wait @ moment !’ . -

““Yaag, deah boy, what is it?” drawled the swell of the
Schoo! House. ‘ ' .

“1 know you have a tender heart—" i ,

“Yaas, wathah! If you want to bowwow some tin, deah
boy, you've come just at the wight time, as I've just changed
a fivah I had fwom my governah this mornin’.”?

“You're a decent fellow, D’Arcy.”’

“Yaas, How much?”’ :

“1 don’t want money—"
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“Only a few words.”' =~

“T’ll give you them with pleasuah.” % :

“I mean I want to speak a few words,” said Skimpole.
‘“While the Grammarians are here at St. Jim’s,. don’é. you
think it a ripping opportunity to——"" . .

“To dust up the gwound with them? ' Yaas, wathah, if
we can form a combine, and stop wowin’ among ourselves
for a bit. They have insulted me feahfully by hintin’ that
I give only thwee-and-nine for my beastlay hats, you know.”’

“I don’t mean that. What I mean is——?

“Bai Jove! I weally must be goin’!”

“Stop a_minute, D’Arey |”

“Quite imposs, deah boy; important engagement.”

‘And the swell of the School House hastened away. Skim-
pole looked disappointed, but just then he spied Digby and
Herries coming along arm-in-arm, and he hastened to plant

“Bai Jove! Don’t sou? Wl"x_at' do you ii'.dﬁ,_ then'?”

v himself in their way. They had to stop.

“I want to speak to you chaps!”

“Please don’t I’ said Herries.

“It’s @ rather important matter.”’ ;

“Oh, go on and get.it over !” said Dighy, taking out his
Watc,lz. “We'll give you a minute. Go on, and I'll time
you.

:: The Grammarians are here at St. Jim's—"

Yes, I believe I've noticed something of the sort !”

“While .they’re here there’s a grand opportunity to con-
vert them to Determinism. You see—"""

“What is he talking about?”’ asked Herries. N

“Blessed if T know I’ said Digby. “What are you talking
about, Skimmy ?” A )

“I'm talking about Determinism.”

“What’s that?” -

“Listen to me, you fellows!” ST

“Can’t be did!. I gave you a full minute, and timed
you. Time’s up! Come on, Herries! As a matter of fact,
you had a second over time, Skimpole.”

“Just listen to me for a minute !” .

“You've had your minute; come on, Herries !”

And Digby gently, but firmly, pushed Skimpole out of the
way, and the chums walked on. <

’J_.‘fxq froak of the Shell scratched his tufts of light-coloured
hqxrdm a thoughtful way. A new idea had come into his

mind. :
“I thirk I had beiter go over to the New House,” he
murmured. “A prophet is never properly honoured in his

own country. - Figgins is a sensible fellow, and I dare say

I shall be able to persuade him.”

And Skimpole went forth in search of Figgins, but his

mission was not successful.

- CHAPTER 12,
Skimpole Takes Precautions !

OM MERRY was looking very thoughtful as he lified
tho steaming kettle from the fire in his study in
the School House and poured a quantity of water
into the teapot to .warm it——an indispensable pre-

paration for making tea. Lowther was laying the table, and
Manners opening a tin of sardines.

Manners was sitting in the easy-chair near the fender,
the tin between his knees, wielding the tin-opener with great
energy. Tom Merry put the kettle on the fire again, and
slowly and reflectively swished the hot water round the
teapot.

“What’s' the “worry ?” asked Monty Lowther, looking
across at him. “Thinking of that beastly German
imposition ?” i i

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I've got an idea about that,” said Lowther. "“ Suppose
we capture Skimpole and stand over him with a cricket
stump while he writes out the impot? That would be very
fair, and it would be a lesson to him !” '

Tom laughed. : . L B

“Good idea; only Schneider would know it wasn’t my
hand! Never mind the impot; I wasn’t thinking abous
that 1” § u :

“What are you wrinkling your manly brow about, then?”

“] was thinking of a wheeze for bringing the Giam

tam-
° marians ‘to their senses,” said Tom: Merry thoughtfully. “I

think I’ve hit on a-scheme.”
“Good! It’s about time!” :

“0Oh, we should have knocked them into a cocked hat

already, Monty, if we had combined against them ‘as we
ought to have done!”. 4 s
“Only we-haven’t,” said Monty Lowther; “and the com-
bine looks as far off as ever, to my mind. We shall have to
go it alone.” ’ :
“That won’t do,” This is rather a big schemeﬁnd we
shall have to be all in.it. I.think Figgins and Bi¥ke, and

‘the rest will come into.line when they know I've got.a plan

in'my head.2 g
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“If you tell ’em the plan they’ll pinch- it !”

“I shan’t tell ’em till they agree to come into the com-
bine and follow our lead,” said Tom Merry sagaciousiy—
“not much !”

“Ow.!” roared Manners. “Ow! Oh!

e matter, Manners?”’

Tom MerrK stared at him.
“What’s t i .
Manners had jumped up suddenly, yelling, and the half-

open sardine-tin went witﬁ a crash to the floor.

“You ass; you're pouring that hot water all over my
legs !”hroared Manners, hopping on one foot and then on
the other.

Tom Merry glanced at the teapot in his hand. He had

Stop it 1

-absent-mindedly turned.the spout towards Manners, "and

the hot water had poured out over his unfortunate chum’s
trousers.

“By Jove! I'm sorry, Manners!
thinking——"

“Ow! You'd better give me a wide berth when you start
thinking again!” growled Manners, mopping his trousers
with his handkerchief. “There’s the sardines spilt now,
and a nice muck the hearthrug is in!”

“Can’t be helped! I've got a ripping wheeze !”

“QOh, blow your ripping wheezes !’ said Manners crossly,
as he picked up the tin of sardines. ‘“Make the tea and
never mind the wheeze !”

“Keep your wool on, old chap!” said Tom Merry good-
temperedly. “I tell you it’s a wheeze that will make the
Grammar School cads sing small all the time they’re at
St. Jim’s, and they’ll never be able to crow again if it
comes off all right !”

“Well, what is it 7"’ asked Lowthrr.

“My idea is to catch them when they're all in the room—
Class-room No. 10, you know—->

“That’s easy enough, as they’ll he doing their prep there
every evening after tea,” said Lowther, with a nod.

“Exactly! Therr we can fasten the door on the out-
side——2

“Well, that’s a stale old wheeze, and no mistake !”

“Ass; that’s not alll? )

‘“What more is there 7 asked Lowther, as he proceeded to
cut bread-and-butter. “I expect you're raking up some old
gag, but we’ll give you a hearing; go on!”

“You know the windows of Class-toom No. 10 look out
on the garden?2

“Yes, with the elms all round and the chapel rails at the
hottom,” said Lowther; “a nice, solitary spot for settling
any little affairs of fisticuffs! But you’re not thinking of
challenging Monk to haye the gloves on, are you ?”’

“No, ass!? ’

“Well, why can’t you explain what you're thinking of,
then 7”

“I'm trying to!” howled Tom Merry; “but you keep on
interrupting me! As you say, the garden under the
windows of No. 10 is a solitary spot, and it’s so shut in by
the elms that it can’t be observed from the other windows;
not very much, at any rate. Now, it would be easy to
smuggle Taggles’ long ladder round there—?=

Lowther looked interested at last.

“Ah, you're thinking of attacking the Grammar School
cads through the windows?? he asked. “But they’d push
us out, you know,”

“I’'m not— Hallo, what do you want, Gore?”
Gore had just opened the door of the study.
grinning,

The chums of the Shell looked at him inquiringly.

“It’s- Skimpole!” said Gore. “He's on the warpath
again! My word !”

“What’s the game now 1"

“He’s going to convert the Grammarians to Deter-
minism,” grinned Gore. “He says he can’t get anybody to
back him up, so he’s going to Class-room No. 10 to preach to
them alone, while they’re doing their prep !?
= ‘“Ha, ha, ha}”

“They’ll snatch him baldheaded,” said Lowther, “the
giddy ass! I say, Tom, we oughtn’t to let him go!”

.“Oh, you couldn’t stop him,” said Gore; ‘‘he’s made up
his mind! He’s as obstinate as a mule! But he’s getting
read¥ for business; it’s too funny for anything! Do come
and look at him! I shall burst something, I think }”

And Gore went off with a scream of laughter.

. “What on earth is he doing, then?”? asked Tom Merry,
in wonder. ;

“Getting ready for the fray!” gasped Gore. “Come and

I didn’t notice—I was

He was

! look ! A thing like this has to be seen to be appreciated.”

The Terrible Three glanced at the tca on-the table
regretfully, and then followed Gore. They wanted their
tea, _but they were concerned for Skimpole.

Skimpole had curious ideas, some of them sensible and
some the reverse, but all a little unusual. But he was such
a harmless, good-natured, obliging fellow that no one could
belp liking him. Even Gore, the bully of the Shell, who

shared his study with him, could not help having a half-

“The confounded ass!’ muitered Tom Merry. “The
Grammarians will eat him if he goes into their quarters
and starts preaching to them.”

“Oh, we’ll stop him!” said Lowther.

“Bet you won’t!” grinned Gore. *“Wild horses wouldn't
stop him, I think. Here you are! No charge for ad-
mission, ‘and the funniest freak on earth.” )

“You forget yourself, Gore,” said Monty Lowther.

“Oh, none of your stale old chestnuts for me !” said Gore.
“XKeep them for the ‘Weekly.” Now, look at that animal !”

The chums of the Shell stared curiously into the study,
and they burst into a simultaneous, irresistible roar of
laughter.

Skimpole was certainly preparing for the fray. He
seemed to have borrowed the idea of arming himself for
the fray from some crusader of old. His face and head
were eovered and fully protected by an inverted waste-paper
basket, and his jacket was buttoned tightly over some
bulging stuffing, probably pillows, one at his back and one
on his chest. His trousers were similarly stuffed, and his -
legs were protected by an enormous pair of cricket pads.

He was surveying himself with great satisfaction, when
the laughter at the door made him look up, and he saw the
Terrible Three in convulsions.

Skimpole’s face remained quite grave. e was taking
what scemed to him to be fully justifiable precautions, and
he could see nothing to laugh at, :

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry, with tears in his eyes.
“What’s all that for, Skimmy?”’ :

“I'm going to make a speech to the Grammarians in
their own quarters,” said Skimpole. “Determinism——*

“Oh, don’t let’s have that all over again!” said Monty
Lowther. “I advise you to leave the Grammarians alone.’’

“I have taken precautions in case the Grammarians should
prove at all rough,” said Skimpole; “but I hope that by
appealing to their better nature I may be able to soften
them, and induce them to give me a hearing.” ;

“Well, if you hope that, you’re the most sanguine idiot
I’ve come across for a long time,” said Gore. “I’ll come
along to see you slaughtered. When are you going?”’

“I'm going now,” said Skimpole, making for the door.
“I really hope that all the precautions I have taken will
prove superfluous; but it is always well to be prepared for
emergencies. If you fellows like to come along, and back
me up——"=

“Thank you,” said Lowther, “we’ve got a pressing en-
gagement.”’ ’

“Very well. Later on I hope to-convert you, but at
present the benighted state of the Grammarians claime all
my attention.” :

And Skimpole walked away.

A strange figure he made as he went,

Gore, giggling, followed him, eager to see the fun:

Lowther passed his arm through Tom Merry’s and

~ scornful liking for Skimpole.

dragged him away.

“Come on, Tommy; the tea will be cold.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Come on; I tell you! What are you thinking about?”

“I say, we can’t let that silly ass go into it alone,” said
Tom Merry. “Let’s go along and see fair play.”

Monty Lowther gave an expressive grunt.

“That’s just like you, Tom; and tea will get cold.”

“Blow the tea |

“That will only make it colder,”” said Lowther, who never
lost the ovportunity of making an irritating play upon
words. “You blow your hands to make them warm, but
with tea it’s a different matter. You—"

“Oh, cheese it! Come with me.”

“I suppose we must give him his head,” said Lowther, as
Tom Merry followed in the track of the freak of the Shell,
“Come along, Manners 1’

“It means a row instead of a feed, T suppose; but I dare
say we shall see some fun.”

And the chums of the Shell followed their leader.

-——

CHAPTER 13.
Skimpole Does Not Get a Hearing ¢
HERE was an air of busy work about Class-room
No. 10, where the Grammarians were doing their
preparation for the morrow. The invaders of S
Jim’s had to do their “prep,” in the room tn eom-
pany, and they had had their tea in Hall_as it had been
impossible to assign them studies in eithes ﬂae School House
or the New House, But this arrangément was quite agree-
able to the Grammarianss Tn the midst of the énemy’s
(Gontinued on page 19.), )
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Address all letters: The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! How do you like
this week’s long complete St.
Jim’s story ?  Great, isnt it ?
Next Wednesday's school yarn is
evon better. Make a note of this title :

‘* MELLISH, THE MISCHIEF-MAKER ! **

and prepare for something extra-special.
Martin Clifford shows himself to be in tip-
top form. . Fun, thrills, and adventure—
these three ¢ ingredients * are to be found
in full measure. -Look out, too, for more
chapters of David Goodwin’s stirring
story of the sea:

¢ CHUMS OF THE FIGHTING FLEET,”

and another hearty laugh with Potts, the
Office Boy. When you've enjoyed these
items on the programme, you can wind
up with another collection of news pars in
”ﬁw special Editorial page. Chin, chin,
churs |

THE CHARGE OF THE SWORDFISH !

Wallop! No one aboard the forty-foot
vessel, named the Little Jim, which was
ploughing its peaceful way towards Cape
Rooney, New - Zealand, expected any
trouble—until their vessel shivered . from
stem to stern, just as if a giant’s hand had
smitten it. Round about was no sign of
any dangerous floating wreckage which
the ship could have struck; no sign of
any other ship, either. That ‘ wallop ”
was & deep mystery until one of the crew,
going below, found eight inches of ¢ some-
thing ” protruding - through the double
thickuess of planking. The ‘* something *
turned out to be the ““ sword * of a sword-
tish which must have charged headlong
at the boat in a fit of frenzy, pierced the
planking, and escaped only because its

sword ” had broken off !

CHASED BY A TORNADO !
¢ Step on the gas ! ° The molorist
end his companion were travelling
ot a reckless speed ; the car rocked
from side to side and ale up the
wniles at a terrific rate. But it
wasn’t a joy-ride, not by a long
chalk. Behind the fleeing car came
4lab

but “down under ” the Australians have
been wielding the willow for some months
past. All eyes have been focused on
young Don Bradman, the super-batsman
who gave the British bowlers such a
gruelling time in the last series of Tests.
Yet bowlers can take courage—Don
Bradman can be bowled, if the ball is
“wicked ” enough. More than that, he
can be bowled for & duck! Oh, yes! On
March 22nd, to be precise, Don walked
in and out with only a large, round nought
standing to his credit ' in the memor-
rable match between South Australia and
New South Wales. That ““ duck ”’ makes
the fourth Bradman has “scored » in his
first class cricket career. Incidentally, in
the match mentioned above Wall was the
bowler, and as it was the third ball he had
pitched down to Bradman, this was a case
of third time being lucky.

THE EAGLES WON !
She was a lady pilot and in one
of her flights over the Rocky Moun-
- tains she suddenly saw two eagles
attacking a flock of sheep. Oui of
econsideration for the terrified sheep,
the lady pilot dipped the nose of
the plane and roared down on the
eagles in an_endeavour io scare
them away. But these eagles were
not easily scared. They resented
the intrusion of the *‘ large bird,”’
thinking, doubtless, that it was oui
to snaffle the grub they themselves
wanted, . so they promptly gave
battle to the aeroplane and dived,
screaming, to the attack. One of
the eagles narrowly escaped fouling
the propeller; the other *F vran ™
into the lady pilot, who, for a few
moments, lost control of the plane.
Down it roared in a mnose-dive,
through several hundred feet of
space before the controls answered
to her touch again. Overhead
circled the ¢triumphant eagles—
screaming their defiance. And so
dangerously reckless had been their
initial attack on the plane that the
lady pilot wisely decided to leave
them the victors of that encounter,
for another attack, although it
1.7

the ‘* twister,” the .
jolk give to a tornado. And thai
tornado, looking like a long, con-
[ £) line of ke, was ravaging
the countryside and FEilling all who
stood in its path. The motorist and
his pani quoted ab drove
to safety just in time. . But it was
one of the narrowest shaves they
had ever had and the most anxcious
fen miles race for which they had
ever entered ! }

BRADMAN’S EASTER. EGG !
King Cricket hasn’t come to reign in
Ergland yet, for football is still in season,
Yue Gew. Lisrary,—No. 1,262

P ibly have wmeant the
destruction of the eagles, would
more than likely have resulted in
the destruction of the plane as well.

A SCHOOLBOY’S LUCK AND LOCK'!

X, Y, Z -were three very experienced
cracksmen, but—Ilike many more of their
colleagues—they - had gone too far and
were.now ‘‘ doing time ' behind the walis
of & grim: prison. One day X, Y, Z were
summoned into the governor’s presence
and asked to try their skill at ‘picking'a

lock. X, Y, Z smiled. Pick a lock—why;

they had picked hundreds in. their timel

This job was simplicity itself | They were -

doomed to disappointment, however. The

THE GEM LIBRARY

lock refused to be.picked. All their skill
and experience was for maught. They
looked somewhat _crestfallen when they
had to admit their failure, and matters
were not improved when they learned that
the burglar-proof lock was the invention
of & thirteen year old schoolboy! Still,
there was consolation in the fact that
expert locksmiths—outside the grim walls
of the prison—had failed, too. The school-
boy’s leck defied them all ! '

HEARD THIS ONE ?

Old Gent (on the morning of a mid-
week rteplayed Cup-tie): “Ah!  Mr.
Greatheart, I believe ? My nephew Albert
works for you.”

“ Quite right. He went to your ftineral
a couple of hours ago!”

SAFETY FIRST !

Seen the latest stunt in the safety
first line fjor pedestrians, hikers,
and others that use dark, country
roads at night ? No! Well, at first
sight youw’ll think: someone has been
playing a practical joke, The
‘“ stunt ’’ takes the form of small,
circular patches of leather, enam-
elled in white, which are stitched
on to the backs of shoes. The greaf
idea is that a motorist’s headlights
will pick out these moving dots of
white at a distance of forty-five feet,
on the darkest of nights, long before
a view is grahited of the pedestrian
wearing the sajety first shoes. It
is a new fashion, but at the moment
of writing this par it hasn’t been
exactly a huge success.

BRAVO !

From England to Cape Town in four
days seventéen hours and nineteen
minutes is now the new record for aerial
travel between these two countries; and
to Mr. J. A. Mollison, a twenty-six year old
Scotsman, goes the credit of establishing

it. This plucky airman flew the long, °

tedious journey of 6,255 mileg practically
without sleep, and one section o? his route
lay across a stretch of desert 2,000 miles
in extent. He had te come down in this
desert for a “breather,” as he could -
hardly see his instrument board. But
after a brief rest he continued his flight,
determined- to beat the record set up by
Miss Peggy Salaman' a short time ago.
He succeeded—although he rade a forced
landing on the beach close to his goal,
which was due, indirectly, to the blinding
glare of the lights at the Cape:Town aero-
drome—by fifteen hours eighteen minutes.
He was taken out of his wrecked machine
uninjured, weary and dazed, but triuthph-
ant. Bravop!

A CHALLENGE FROM FRANCE !

When Sir Malcolm Campbell recently
added another few miles per hour to the
world’s land speed record the majority of
people applauded and told themselves
that 253.968 miles per hour was a record
that would remain for a very long time.
Yet a certain Frenchman merely smiled to
himself. In his workshop at Chatou Le i
completing a super car ewhich, he maifi-
tains, will attain a speed of 375 miles an
hour all out! In appearance this super
car i3 a mixture’ of steam engine and
rocket. Itslarge rudder is one of the first
things that “ hit ” the eye. Three 800
horse-power engines supply the power for
this racer, and a smal{’ 60 horse-power
engine does the work of starting the three
“big 'uns.”  The weight of the ocar,
complete, is-something like three tons !
Experts reckon that this car is boyond the
control * of .any human’ bein%.' But its
inventor thinks differently. He-is deter-
mined to bag the world’s land speed record
for. France; and reckons. to make his:
attempt-at Daytona some time:in May. -
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country, as it were, they felt safer together, and they made
Class-room No. 10 a stronghold to which they could always
retreat for security. .

So far, excepting for the row at the house-warming, they
had not been disturbed in their own quarters. .

Frank Monk lifted his head from his desk with a sigh of
relief, and threw down his pen. He pitched his books on
either side of him, and jumped up. .

“Hallo, you’re lively !” said Carboy.

“Come, aren’t you finished yet?’ said Monk.
“move on you. I've got something to tell you fellows.”

“Go ahead !” said Lane, laying down his pen.

“Hammond was telling me that he heard Figgins and
Blake talking over a little scheme they’ve got in mind for
taking us down a peg.”

Lane and Carboy chuckled.

“What’s the scl{eme? It’s time they had a look in,”’
Ca’}'boy remarked. “All the same, I fancy they won’t get

“That’s so. I can’t be denied, I think, that we’ve kept
our end up nobly since we’ve been in this school,” said
Frank thoughifully.

‘“More than kept it up.
along the line.”

“That’s so,” said Lane. “Every wheeze they’ve tried has
been Reaten, and we've never tackled them without licking

St. Jim’s has been beaten all

' “Yes, I think we've got reason to be rather pleased with
‘ourselves,” assented Frank Monk. “We needn’t be afraid
of anything that Figgins and Blake can do; and as for Tom
Merry, either he’s lying low, or he’s done in. We’re the
masters of the situation, and we can remain so if we keep
things moving. St. Jim’'s are not going to be allowed a look
in. But to come to business. Hammond says Figgins and
Blake have made it pax, and they’re going to have a try
at rushing us in our own room.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha! Anything more?’’

““No, that’s all Hammond knows; but it’s enough to put
us on our guard,” grinned Monk.

“If they try that little game they’ll find us ready, that’s
all. If we can get Blake and Figgins in here, and keep
the rest out, we can make a good jape of it, You see—
Hallo! What on earth’s that?” ‘

Monk broke off suddenly at the sight of a weird figure
that had opened the door of Class-room No. 10, without the
preliminary of knocking, and entered the room.

It was Skimpole, in his extraordinary array. The Gram-
marians stared at him, and broke into a yell of laughter.
Skimpole appeared to be quite unmoved by it. He walked
gravely into the room, unheeding the merriment of the
Grammar School youths.

“What is it?” gasped Lane.

“The wild man from Borneo,”” Monk suggested. “ What’s
that he’s got on his napper?” '

‘A waste-paper basket. And shinguards!”

“His jacket looks as if it’s stuffed with pillows.”

“So it is! I suppose he knows what he’s got to expect,
coming into our study like this. Hallo, he’s talking I”’

While the Grammarians seemed too amazed to interfere
with him, Skimpole mounted a chair in the centre of the

~~room, and waved his hand to the staring juniors.

“Gentlemen—*

“My hat! He’s going toc make a specch!”

“Kick him out!*

“Roll him over !’

“Gentlemen—"

“Boo! Shut up! Kick him out!”

“Hold on,” exclaimed Frank Monk, coming forward,
“let’s hear what he’s got to say. Now, then, ass, what’s
your little game, and how did you get out of the Zoo?”’

. “Gentlemen, I have a foew words to say to you on an
important subject.” . :

There was a howl from the Grammarians; but Frank
Monk waved the excited youths back.

“Let’s hear what he’s got to say. Plenty of time to jump
on him.” !

“Something in that,” n%reed Carboy. “Keep quiet! I
sup%sse the kid’s off his silly rocker! Go on, ass!”

“When I call you gentlemen I do not mean that I regard
you properly as such. I regard it as polite to apply the
word gentleman to everyone, however rough, uncouth, or
wtal, he may be. at is why T call you—>2

% Why, you cheeky rotter ;

“Get a

. into the study and lowering his voice mysteriously.
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“Please do not interrupt. me. These interruptions are
a proof of rough, heckling dispesition. However, I ¢annot
hlame you for this, knowing that it is not due to any fault
inherent in your natures, but to tiie base and sordid sur-
roundings of your childhood.’> .

“Chuck him out!”

The Grammarians made a rush, and this time Frank
Monk did not stop them.

Skimpole struggled desperately in the midst of the surging
crowd. His defensive armour saved him from many hard
knocks as he was dragged off the chair and bumped along
the floor.

“Out with him 1”

“XKick him eout!”

“Please do not be so rougk. I must explain to you——’

“Ha, ha, ha! Bump him along!”

Skimpole was bumped along the floor, vainly strugeling.
and still trying to make himself heard. The laughter of
the Grammarians drowned his voice.

“TFrog’s-march him along the passage !”” said Frank Monk,
“and leave him in the School House for his keepers to find.”

“Good !

Skimpole was rushed out into the passage. And the frog’s-
march he certainly would have had but for the fact that
three sturdy figures came upon the scene with a rush, and
the Grammarians, taken by surprise, dropped their prisoner
and crowded back under the sudden attack.

The Terrible Three wasted no time in words. They
hit out right and left, and the Grammarians reeled away,
and before they could recover from their surprise Tom
Merry, Lowther, and Manners had picked up Skimpole
anddwere rushing him off to the School House at top
speed. :

They were safe in their own quarters before the Gram-
marians could pursue. They bumped Skimpole down upon
Ehg floor, and he lay there gasping like a newly landed

sh.

“My hat!” gasped Tors Merry.~ *Nice-looking ass you
are, aren’t you? Ilave you had” enough speechifying for
a bit, Skimmy 7 '

“Certainly not!” gasped Skimpole. “I am rather out of
breath now, but I shall return to the attack later. Thank
you very much for coming to my rescue. How fortunatc
1t was that I put on these things. I should have been
severely hurt otherwise. As it is, I am quite breathless
and very much knocked about.”

Leaving Skimpole to get back his wind, Tom Merry
& Co. made tracks for their study.

2]

CHAPTER 14.
Caught in the Trap!

SCRA'I‘CH—scratch—scratch went Tom Merry’s busy
pen.
He was alone in the study, working his way through
his German imposition—a task which seemed to
lengthen out before him as he advanced—as impositions
have a way of doing. His pen travelled over the paper
with a ceaseless scratching, and he did not hear a tap
at the door, nor see a face that looked in upon him,
till a stamp on the floor attracted his attention and -also
had the effect of making him jump and scatter a variety
of blots over his paper.

“Hallo, Blake!” he said. “You startled me. What the
dickens do you mean by popping in like this, like a demon
in_a pantomime 7%

Blake grinned.

“What the dickens do you mean by swotting away like
this when I want to speak to you?” he demanded.

“I'm not swotting; this is a beastly Schneider impot !”

“Oh, well, you can leave it now, if you like.”
“Thanks! But it’s got to be shown up this evening.”
“Never mind that!<« You’ll only get an extra fiffy—"
“I don’t want an extra fifty,” said Tom Merry. “I'm
not greedy, but one hundred lines from Schiller are as
much as I really want at any time.”

“But there’s something on,” said Blake, coming farther
“We
were not going to let you into it at first as you Shell
bounders are so awfully cocky; but, upon the whole, we
are going to give you a chance.”

» “That’s really kind of you, Blake, and I appreciate it
sincerely. But I don’t think I'll take advantage of your
generosity—I’ve got to get my impot finished,”

“Shut up a tick and listen to me. It’s up against the
Grammarians.”

_“Well, go ahead,” said Tom Merry resignedly, “T’ll
listen as long as it takes me to scratch out these blats,
anyway.” - :

“We’re going to rush them in their own quarters and

Toe GeM LiBrarY,—No. 1,262,
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lick them on their owa groufid, and muck up Class-room
No. 10 generally,” said Blake, with a grin, “I'iggins & Co.
have come into the plan with us.”

“And who’s leader ?”

“We've agreed there’s to be no leader.”

“If you want me to lead you—"

“We don’t,” said Blake promptly. “But we're willing
to let you in on equal terms—you and Lowther and
Manners, After all, there’s no special need for a leader in
a case like this. We've simply got to take the Gram-
marians by surprise, and rush them, and snatch them bald-
headed.”

“Suppose you find them on their guard?”

“I don’t see how they can be on their guard when we've
kept our plans a dead secret. But, anyway, we-shall be
man to man, and I suppose we can give as good as
we get.”

“Oh, certainly! Is that all?”

“Yes, that’s all,” said Blake, rather aggressively.

“Good! Buzz off, and let me finish my impot.”

“Aren’t you going to join?” shouted Blake.

“Not unless you are looking for a leader.”

“Look here, Tom Merry. you're . altogether too
bumptious I”

“Not at all. But there must be some leader or things
will go wrong; and as the person naturally fitted for the
post, of course, I—" )

“Oh, rot! You can go and eat coke!”

“Thanks! Tve had my tea. But I tell you what, Blake
—TI've got an absolutel ripping wheeze for putting the
Grammarians in their place!” - '

“What is it?”-

“That’s -my secret,” said Tom Merry coolly. “You'll
fail, I expect, in_ this little idea of yours—you're not up
to their weight, Then, if you like to come to me—"

“No fear!”

“If you and Figgins like to follow my lead I'll show
you how to get the upper hand of the invaders. Till then.
I'm mum!” :

“You can keep mum as long as you like!” said Blake
wrathfully; and he marched out and slammed the door.

Tom Merry laughed, and went on with his imposition.

The chums -of Study No. 6 met Blake in the lower
passage. “They ‘met him with inquiring looks in answer to
which Blake shook his head. o .

“They won’t come into it?” asked Arthur Augustus.
“I wegard that as wathzh wotten of them, you know.”

“Tom Merry’s got some wheeze up his sleeve,” said Blake.
“He’s waiting for us to be licked so that we shall be
willing to follow his lead.” -

“Like his cheek ! said Digby.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We'll show him whether we shall fail or not,” said
Blake emphatically. “Hallo! Here's the New House Co. !
Tom_Merry’s not in it, Figgy.”

“We can do without him,” said Figgins easily. “I’ve
brought French and Pratt as well as Wynn, Kerr, and
Marmy. How many of you are there ?”

“Walsh and Gore are going to join. We shall be a
dozen in all.”’

“Good! ‘Now for the plan! We've got to take care
that the Grammarians don’t get their door shut.”

“Right! If we're locked out, we may as well give up
the wheeze.”

“We agrced that there was to be no leader.”
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“ Exactly !”

“But, under the I had
better——"

“No,” said Blake, with emphasis. “Under the circum-
stances, I suppose you had better not.”

Figgins grinned. - : =

“Well, somebody must go in first and keep the Gram-
marians in talk, so that the rest can have a chance to rush
in before the door can be slammed and locked.”

“You and I can go in first together,”

“Very well. You other fellows stand ready to rush in
when I whistle.”

“When I whistle, you mean, TFiggy.”

“Oh, rats! When we both whistle,” said Figgins. “Is
that understood? When you hear a whistle you rush in,
and smite the Grammarian cads, hip and thigh!”

“Yaas, wathah 1

“That’s settled, then. Come along, Blake! We're all
here now, and there’s no need to waste time. We go in
together, mind.”

“That’s right.”

“You'd better leave the talking to me, or the Grammar
School cads may get suspicious that there is something on.”

“How curious! I was just thinking that you had better
leave it to me for the very same reason.” ’

“Bai Jove! You will nevah agwee. Suppose you both
take a back seat and leave it to me, deah boys? In that
case you would have the gweat satisfaction of knowing
that the mattah was in able hands, and likely to be dealt
with in a more intelligent mannah than if vou awwanged
it yourselves,”

“Oh, shut up, Gussy!”

“Undah the cires, I must wefuse to shut up. I think——"

“Come along, kids,” said Blake.

And the juniors marched off, leaving Arthur Augustus
still talking.

“Is it settled who’s to do the specchifving ?” whisperad
Figgins, when they had almost reached the door of Class-
room No. 10.

“Yes, I, of course.”

“Not at all.”

“Do it together,” said Digby impatiently. “IFiggins can
take top voice, -and Blake can sing seconds, and you can
both be happy.”

The two leaders chuckled; but there was no time for
further argument, as they were now at the door of Class-
room No. 10.

Blake opened the door, and he and Figgins entered the
roolm, the rest of the juniors remaining carefully out of
sight.

Blake expected to find the Grammarians peacefully
occupled with their prep, and did not know that a scout
had been watching, and had brought Frank Monk news of
the intended invasion in good time, end that the approach-
ing footsteps along the passage had been listened to just
inside the deor.

“1 say, you fellows——" began Blake.

“1 say, you fellows——" began Figgins.

Neither of them got any farther.

There was a rush of feet, and Blake and Figgins were
swept away by a tide of Grammarian juniors, and' then
the door was slammed and locked in a twinkling.

For a moment Blake and his comrades hardly realised
what had happened. They struggled desperately in the

circumstances, I suppose
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Manners and Lowther were following Tom Merry into the study and their feet caught in the rope.

7,
W

They followed Tom

headleng to the ground, and the bookcase, to which the end of the rope was attached, went over with a ¢rashl

grasp of the Grammarians, and yelled to their friends for
aid, and the truth dawned upon.the juniors in the passage.

“Bai Jove, it’s a twap!” exclaimed D’Arcy.

Kerr hurled himself upon the door.

But the lock was stroug, and the stout oak did not budge.
The other juniors backed up the Scottish partner in the
Co., and the door shook and groaned under crash after
crash. But nothing short of a battering-ram could have
opened it.

“Bai Jgve, they've captuahed Figgins and Blake !” said
D’Arcy. “Do you know, deah boys, I weally think that
they must have been on to the little game, and were
pwepared for us all the beastlay time.”

“That’s pretty plain,” grunted Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah, now that I point it out.”

The Co. hammered at the door. They made plenty of
noise, but no other result came from their efforts. They
could hear the sound of conflict within the room, and the
sounds made them wild. Their leaders were fighting
against hopeless odds, and they could lend no aid.

“Bai Jove, it’s too beastly bad, you know !”

The noise within died away. The two Saints had evi-
dently -been overcome, and were prisoners in the hands of
the Grammarians.

Kerr hammered furiously at the door.

A voice came from within, in reply to the knocking—
the voice of Frank Monk, accompanied by a gleeful
chuckle.

*Hallo, out there! Do you want anything 77

“Yes!” howled Kerr. “We want to come in!”

“Sorry; no dogs admitted !”

The juniors gave a howl of rage, and battered the door
again. From -within came a howl of laughter from the
victorious Grammarians.

“If you want to see Blake and Figgins again,” called
out Frank Monk, through the keyhole, “you had better
go round to the .garden. We don’t want to keep your
rubbish here; and we’ll chuck it cut of the window to you.”

£ You—you—you—>=>"

“You'd better go round and pick it up.”

“Bai Jove, you know, it’s a long way to the gwound,
Fwank Monk, and you will pwobably bweak their beastlay
necks if you thwow them out of the window }”

“I1 can’t bother over little things like that,” replied the
voice through the keyhole. “You can go and gather up
the pieces.”

“I wegard that wemark as bwutal. But how extwemely
fortunate, deah boys, that it was not I who entahed that
woom first,” said D’Arcy. “I might have been in the
hands of those wuff wottahs now—"

“I wish you were!” growled Kerr.
get outside I”

It was evidently useless to attempt to pass the door.
That remained hermetically sealed against all attacks.
The juniors left the House, and in a few minutes were
gathered in the garden under the windows of Class-room -
No. 10, looking up curiously.

“Come on, kids, let’s

) e

- CHAPTER 15.
A Study in Blaeck and Red!

¢ OT them!” grinned Frank Monk.

He nodded pleasantly to Blake and Figgins,
who were writhing in the grasp of the Gram-
warian - juniors, and looking anything but

pleasant.

“Got them—rather !” said Carboy. “They walked into
the little trap like good little boys.”

“It was so kind of them,” simpered Lane. “They knew
we should be disappointed if they didn’t come, and so
they came.”

““And they didn’t know we knew,” smiled Frank. “And
they didn’t think we were ready for them, and heard them
coming, and were quite on the qui vive. Oh, nol”

“What. nice, innocent kids they are!”

“How simple and unsuspicious }” .
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Blake and Figgins writhed. = The chaff of the Gram-
marians was hard to bear. It was true that they had
walked into the trap unsuspiciously, but it was very galling
to be reminded of it. They wriggled and glared at the
Grammarians, and at each other. i

“You see what’s come of your confounded obstinacy,
Viggins !’ Blake growled. -

“Mine!” exclaimed Iiggins. “Yours, you mean! If
you had only had common hoss-sense enough to follow the
lead—"

“If you had only been sane enough to know that you
were bound to make a muck of it if we gave you your

wad——->"

“If you—-r

“lf you—- L . .

“Listen to them!”” said Monk. “This is rathcr amusing!
Go on, Figgins; it’s your move |”

Figgins shut his teeth hard. i

“Haven’t you any more to say, Blake?”

“No, hang you!” grunted Blake. . )

“Then we may as well gct to busincss. Open the wmdo\\",_
Lane, my boy—the middle one. Get out the rope, Carboy.”’

Monk’s orders were quickly obeyed, - .

Blake and Figgins, resisting in vain, were tied together
side by side, Blake’s left arm to Figgins’ right, and their
other arms were bound down to their sides. Then they
were drawn to the open window and forced out of if,
sitting together upon the window-sill, held by the Gram-
marians from behind, so that they should not slip off. .

The St. Jim’s juniors were in the garden below by this
time. There was a sheer drop of twenty feet under tho
window, and it was impossible for the Co. to make any
attempt to effect a rescue. ~They could only stand and
watch what passed above, and hurl threats at the grinning
Grammarians, . .

Frank Monk kissed his hands to the juniors in the garden.
Kerr and Digby shook their fists in” return, and Herries
hurled an apple. Blake gave a roar as the badly directed
missile caught him under the chin, and the Grammarians
roared, too. X . . -

“Now, then,” said Frank Monk, with a business-like air,
“get tight hold of the rope, kids, and don’t let them slip.
It would be a pity to break their poor little necks. Have
you got the soot ready?” . A

“Here it is,” said Carboy, placing a huge tin can half ful]
of soot on the broad sill beside the helpless prisoners.

“Mix some treacle with it—you’ll find some in the cup-
board.”

“Right-ho I*

‘“‘ And mix it up well.” e e .

Carboy obeyed. The prisoners watched him in sickening
apprehension as the horrible mess in the basin was mixed
up. It was soon done.

“Good !” said Frank Monk. “Give me the brush. Now,
then, if you're ready, Blake and Figgins, I am!”

“kDou’t you dare to put any of that stuff on me!” gasped
Blake.

“Don’t you touch me with it!” velled Figgins.

“Ha, ha, ha! Why, I’ve had it mixed up for your
especial benefit, Which of you two is to take the lead?”’

It was clear enough what Frank Monk meant by taking
the lead. He had a brushful of the black paste ready to
lay on. Blake and Figgins had been disputing for the
leadership only & short time before, but now both of them
had a sudden attack of diffidence,

“Oh, Figgins!” said Blake promptly.

“ What rot!” said Figgins. - “Blake, of course!”

“Well, if you can’t settle the point I'll start alphabctic-
ally,” said Monk. “B comes before F, so here goes !”

He drew the sooty brush gently down Blake's counten-
ance, from the middle of the.forehead over the mose and
mouth, over the chin, and finished at the collar. The
effect was startling. The black line divided Blake's face
into two halves, and even his friends below could not help
grinning at the curious effect it produced,

“You—you—you beast I” gasped Blake. “Just you wait
till— Ow!  Oococh!” The end of the brush had come
into his'mouth, and he gasped and shut it quickly.

“Ha, ba, ha!” roared the Grammarians,

And from below came a cackle.

“Bai Jove, that is vewy wuff on Blake, you know, but it,
looks vewy funna,y. I am wathah intewested to see how
Figgins will look.”

“Oh, are you?” growled Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah! Pway don't push me in that wude
mannah, Fatty Wynn. You incommode me, and I am
afwaid you will disawwange my tie.”

“I'll disarrange your features if you don’t look out!”
grunted Fatty Wynn.

here was a fresh yoll of laughter from the Grammarians.
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Frank Monk had divided Figgzins' countenance into two
cqual halves in the same way, and the cffect was quite as
comical as in Blake's case. i .

Frank Monk appeared now to be warming to his work.
He painted in transverse lincs, and then laid down the
brush. Another brush and a bottle of red ink was next
forthcoming, and Frank filled in all the spaces left un-
blacked with red.

Arthur Augustus couldn’t resist another cackle at the
result,

“Bai Jove, that is weally artistic!”

Blake and Figgins were writhing with rage.

““ Are you done?” asked Tiggins, in a choked voice.

“Yes, nearly,” said Monk cheerfully. “I've only got to
mix a little of this sticky black paste in vour hair, Figgins,
and then I shall be finished.”

“If you—if you—->"

“Don’t you like the idea?”

“T1l break you into little pieces if you——

“Ha, ha, ha! Here goes! I'll risk it!”

And soot and treacle were mixed freely with Figgins’
rather lengthy locks, and then the same kind office was done
for Blake.

“Bai Jove!” came D’Arcy’s comment from below. “That

looks funniah than evah! Do vou know, dcah boys, I
weally considah that Fwank Monk has a sense of humah. 1
do weally !”
'lll‘he next moment the swell of the School House gave a
yell.
In his interest in the proceedings he had advanced in-
cautiously near the window, and Monk, being now finished
with the mixture of soot and treacle, suddenly hurled the
remainder of the contents of the basin over D’Arcy.

Arthur Augustus received the shower full upon his head,
and was transformed with startling suddenness into a very
good imitation of a nigger minstrel,

The juniors burst into a roar,

“Ow!” gasped D’Arcy. “Monk, you howwid bwute, T
will give you a feahful thwashin’ for that! Bai Jove, I will
bweak evewy bone in your boday !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Kerr.
funny, you ass?”’

“No, I don’t! I wegard it as a wude and beastlay joke,
and T shall give Fwank Monk a feahful thwashin'——*
D'“EO’S got a sense of humour, though, hasn’t he?” grinned

ighy.

“No, I fail to see anythin’ of the kind.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus, gasping with wrath, dashed away in
scarch of a wash and a change of clothes. Frank Monk
waved his hands to the juniors below the window.,

“We’ve done with these old things now,” he said. “You
i’ag take your rubbish away. Lower the young asses down,
kids.”

The Grammarians gently pushed Blake and Figgins off
the sill, and lowered the rope, and the juniors descended
swinging to the ground.

There they walked awkwardly away, still tied together
by their arms. The affair had attracted attention by this
time, and fellows were crowding into the garden to see the
fun, and the sight of Blake and Figgins raised roars of
laughter on every side. From the windows of Class-room
No. 10 the Grammarians yelled their merriment, and the
Saints could not help joining in.

“Oh,” gasped Blake, ““I shall never get over this! Can's
some of you cackling idiots get us loose?”

“Untie me, somebody !” groaned Figgins. “Oh, do stop
that silly cackling, and sct a fellow loose !” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” o ‘

“Will you untie me?” :

“It’s a pity to spoil a good joke!” grinned Gore. “Don's
untie them, kids. Let ’em walk round St. Jim's like that,
and give the school a treat.” )

But the Co. were not likely to adopt Gore’s suggestion.
Kerr and Digby opened their pocket-knives and cut the
ropes, and Blake and Figgins stood free. They dashed off
to escape the ridicule of the crowd, but the fellows were not
easily eluded. - A laughing crowd followed them, and Blake
and Figgins found no relief till they got into a bath-room,
and locked themselves up there.

It was some time before they were seen again, and then
their countenances bore visible traces of hard scrubbing.

—

4 CHAPTER 186,
Tom Merry Takes the Lead !

OM MERRY threw aside his pen, with a sigh of
relief. He had finished the long imposition, and he
jumped up to stretch his legs. The door of the
study opened the next moment, and Lowther and

Manners came in. They were chruckling. Lo

“Do you think that’s

why

(3]
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Something had
evidently happened to amuse the chums of the Shell highly.

Tom Merry looked at them inquiringly.

“Well, what’s the news "> asked Tom. ‘“Have Blake and
_Fxg;’gms been tackling the Grammarians and got the worst of

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Lowther. “You've hit it! 1T

: wish you could have seen Figgins a little while back; his

face wa$ a study in black and rcd—a mixture of black soot
and treacle and red ink.”’

“Frank Monk has some rather good ideas,” observed
Manners. “He must have known they were coming, and he
had everything ready for them }”

*“ But what has happened 7> demanded Tom Merry.

With many a chuckle, the chums of the Shell explained.
Tom Merry was chuckling, too, before they had finished.

"he door of the study opened: as the Terrible Threc were
shouting with laughter; and Blake looked in.

“Hallo! What are you chuckling about?’’ he exclaimed.

“You,” said Monty Lowther. :

*“Oh, haven’t you donb grinning over that story yet? You
fellows haven’t‘ade so'gooll a show against the Grammar
Schobl cads that you ean afford to cackle at ‘our—our little
ac¢cident I said Blake crossly. S

- willing to follow our
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“My dear chap,” said Tom Merry; “as soon as you're
lead we’'ll undertake to put the
Grammar School cads down1” v

“That’s what I've come here to speak about.”

“Go on, kid.””

“Have you really got a wheeze for getting the beticr of
the Grammar 8choeol cads, or were you only gassing 77 de~
manded Blake, !

“Would you rather have a thick ear or a black eye?’?
was Tom Merry’s polite counter-question, ’

“Well, you've got a wheeze, then?”

“Yes, of course I have.”

“What is it 7”

“A secret,” said Tom Merry blandly.

Blake could not help grinning.

“Well, what I want to say is that if you can undertake
to give the Grammar School eads the kybosh, we're ready to-
follow your lead, that’s all.””

“Good ! That’s settled, then.” i

“Let us know when you’re going to start, that’s all,” szid
Blake, and he nodded and went down the passage.

Tom Merry laughed. .

_“I thought they would come ronnd in time,” he remarked.
“I wonder whether Figgins & Co. will look at the matter
in the same light ?”’ )

“If they don’t, we'll do it without them,” said Monty,
Lowther. *We ought to work the wheeze to-night while the
Grammar School cads are off their guard.  Aftcr what
they’ve done they won’t be looking for @ fresh row.”

“That’s so. Hallo! Here’s Figgins,” ) .

The chief of the New IHouse juniors came inic the sinds.
He was looking rather sheepish, and his hair was in great
disorder. . 3 :

“1 say, Tom Merry—"" he began. |

“Well, my son, what is it?”’ asked the hero of the Shell
cheerfully. . N

“What’s that I've heard about you having a wheeze up
against the Grammarians?” i

“I really don’t know what you've heard, T'iggins; you
ought to know that better than I do,”’ taid Tom Merry.

“Oh, don’t rot! Have you really got a plan ¢

“Yes, really.” )

“A ripping one %’

“A good one !”’ i

““ And you think you’ll be able to give the Grammar School
cads the kybosh if we back you up 7’ aid Figgins

“I’'m sure of it !1”

“Then you can count upon us—the New House Co. and
myself. We’re with you all the way. Anything to stop those
confounded Grammar School cads from crowing over usi?

“It’s a bargain! Mind, you come into the Co. as
followers 1”

“That’s understood.” o

“Then be in the garden, under the windows of Class-room
No. 10, in.a quarter of an hour,” said Tom Merry., ““We'll
join you there, and the circus wiil begin,*

Figgins looked puzzled.

= Al o

The Grammarians gently pushed Blake and Figgins off

. the gili, and lowered the rope. The two junigrs
descended swinging to the ground. =
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“In the garden! What are we going to do there?"’

“That’s for your leader to decide,” said Tom Merry
loftily. “A follower’s place is not to ask his leader ques-
tions, Figgins.”

“Oh, don’t you begin to put on side, you School House
rotters !” .

“Is_that proper language {o use to your leader?” said
Tom Merry severely. .

“Oh, rats! I mean that’s all right; I'll be there with tl}e
Co.,”though I'm blessed if I can sce what you're going to
do! .

“You’ll see soon enough, my sons ! .

And Figgins departed, looking mystified.

“Now then,” said Tom Merry, “there’s no time to be
lost. We've got to make sure, first, that Monk & Co. are
in Class-room No. 10, then get the door fastened on the out-
side. You can see to that, Lowther, while Manners goes
and gets Taggles’ long ladder, and I see to the hose.”

“Right-ho I

And the Terrible Three hurried out of the study. There
was plenty of work to be done. There was little doubt that
the Grammarians would remain in their own quarters for a
while. After the defeat of the combined juniors, both
School House and New House were eager for vengeance.
and Frank Monk was pretty certain to keep on the safe side
of the door of No. 10 till the excitement died away.

In a quarter of an hour Figgins & Co. came into the
garden, under the windows of Class-room No. 10. The dusk
was deepening over St. Jim’s, but there was light enough
for Tom Merry’s purpose. The Terrible Three were already
on the spot. It was darker indoors than out, and the blinds
of No. 10 were drawn and the light gleamed through them.
No one, naturally, was looking out, and the Grammarians
remained in blissful ignorance of the fact that enemies were
gathering below.

Study No. 6 were already on the ground. D’Arcy had
bathed himself, changed his clothes, and put on a clean
collar, and looked as neat as a new pin again. But the
swell of the School House was in an exasperated state of
mind, ready for anything. One of his favourite waistcoats
had been quite spoiled by the shower of soot and treacle—
and a thing like that was not to be. easily forgotten or
forgiven. D’Arcy was in a mood for vengeance.

“Blessed if I know what the game is!” Figgins remarked
to Blake. “Do you?”

Blake shook his head.

“No; but if it ends in smoke I shall have something to
say to Tom Merry, that’s alll”’

“8o shall I,” said Figgins—*something emphatic!”’

“Hallo! What are you going to do with that ladder,
Lowther ?”

“I'm not going to eat it!” said Lowther. “Look, and
you'll see!”

Two. or three fellows gave a hand with the ladder, and
it was reared up against the middle window-sill. Lowther
ascended it quietly and fastened the top with a cord to a
staple, which he drove into the wall just below the sill with
a single blow of a mallet. There was a sound of an ex-
clamation within the room; the blow of the mallet had been
heard. Lowther slithered quickly down the ladder.

“Quick, Tom !”

“I'm ready !” said Tom Merry quickly.

" He came towards the ladder at a run. He was trailing a
garden-hose behind him, and the juniors gazed at it in
amazement.

“ My, i word I”” ejaculated Digby. “Is that the little

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as wippin’!”

Tom Merry, with his thumb over the nozzle of the hose,
ascended the ladder quickly. Manners ran up behind him
to lend him aid. Lowther looked triumphantly at Figgins
& Co. and Study No. 6. -

“Well, what do you think of that?"’ he demandcd.

“You're going to give thc Grammarians a wash *”

“That’s the idea !”

“Is the water on in the hose?”

“Of course it is, fathead !’

“Oh, I don’t know about of course; it would be just like
you fellows to forget a_thing like that! But are you sure
the Grammarians are in the room ?”

“We made sure of that first.” .

“But they’ll soon slither out when the water begins to
play on them,” said Blake; “it won’t be much of a jape !”

Lowther chuckled. )

“They’ll find it pretty hard to slither out of Class-
room No. 10 in a hurry,” he remarked—* that is, unless they
go up the chimney !”

“Why can’t they go out of the door ?”
‘‘Because it’s fastened on the outside.”
“Who fastened it?”
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1 “1 ’t’lid—with a couple of screws they can’t possibly get
o0se.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Figgins, “It’s a jolly good wheeze.
and no mistake—unless they chuck Tom Merry off the
ladder !”

“They won’t do that in a hurry, while he's got the hose-
pipe !” said Blake. “My hat; this is a really good jape for
vou Shell bounders !”

“I'm going up the ladder to lend a hand,” said Figgins.
“Tom Merry will want holding on if they get near enough
to push him.”

And Figgins ascended the ladder after Manners.

‘“Hold on the ladder, some of you,” said Lowther.
“They’ll try to shift it, so put your weight on it !”

“What-ho !’

And some of the Co. crowded on the ladder to make it

weighty, and others held tightly to its sides. There was not

much chance of the Grammarians dislodging the ladder.

Meanwhile, the Grammarians had open?i the window.

They wondered what had happened outside, and Carboy
had come to investigate. The blind shot up, and the windos
was opened; and at the same moment Tom Merry removed
his thumb from the nozzle. :

Swish !

A powerful jet of water smote the amazed Carboy under
the chin and fairly hurled him backwards.

He gate a yell as he tumbled over, and the other Gram-
marians jumped up in amazement, and Frank Monk rushed
to the window.

“What the—"

He got no further.

The jet of water splashed in his face, and he staggered
back and went over. There was a forward rush of the
Grammarians, but it was soon changed into a backward
one. But retreat did not save them.

Tom Merry was fairly on the warpath now!

The water came in from the big hose in a continual
stream, and there was no escaping it. The Grammarians
rushed hither and thither like scared rabbits, but there was
no eluding that deadly stream of water.

“My word !” gasped Frank Monk, staggering to his feet.
“Let’s get out!”

He sprang to the door and tore at the handle. But the
door did not budge. Monk dragged at it, and dragged at

it again; and the handle came off in his frantic dragging; «

but the strong, oaken door remained firmly fixed.

He reeled back in dismagy.

“We can’t get out!”

“They’'ve fastened it on the outside !” shrieked Carboy.

Monk gritted his teeth.

“Then let’s rush the window !”

“Come on, then !”

There was evidently nothing else to be done. The Gram-
marians, angry and excited, followed their leader, and
dashed desperately to the window, through which a streas
of cold water played ceaselessly upon them.
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' CHAPTER 17.

: Tom Merry Wins ! C o

OM MERRY did not flinch.' He did not turn a hair

’ as the Grammarians rushed forward. He knew the

ower he had in his hands. Keeping back a little

rom the sill, he directed the full force of the water
upon the advancing juniors.

The powerful flood dashing in their faces forced the most

determined of the Grammarians to halt. It simply knocked
them over, and they went staggering back in confusion.
They rallied and rushed forward again, only to be driven
backward once more by the force of the torrent.

Yells and threats and gasps filled Class-room No. 10, and
the Grammarians, most of them losing their heads by this
time, .were running to and fro helplessly.

Tiven Framk Monk was at a loss. Twice again he tried
to face the storm, and each time the rush of water hurled
him backward. He was soaked to the skin, and the water
was running from his hair in streams,

“Stop it !” he gasped. ’

Tom Merry shut off the water. :

‘“Keep your distance, then ! he exclaimed.

The Grammarians were not likely to fail to do that. They
kept as far as they could from the middle window.

The juniors below were chuckling gleefully. Figgins and
Manners were laughing so much that they came near
falling off the ladder. Blake had elimbed an elm to get a
good view of the interior of Class-room No. 10, and he clung
to the branches, laughing hysterically. The tables had been
turned upon the Grammarians completely. They were quite
‘ut the mercy of Tom Merry. .

“ S’top it I howled the Grammar youths. “We make it
pax

Tom Merry laughed.

}“D?’ you?” he said. “We’ve got something to say about
that ?

“Yaas, wathah ! exclaimed D’Arcy indignantly. “Aftah
spoilin’ a fellow’s waistcoat, I wegard it as feahful cheek to
talk about making it pax!”’

“You’ve got to toe the line, my infants!” said Tom Merry
sternly., “Keep your distance, please, while your uncle is
talking to you!”

“What do you want us to do, confound you !”

“You give in, first of all?” )

“1 suppose so!” growled Monk. * “We’re drenched to the
skin. You've about flooded the room. Is this what you call
playing the game?” 5

“Yes, rather! Quite as good as making up a fellow’s
face in black and red!”

Frank Monk laughed.

“Well, I suppose 1t is. Go ahead !”

“Do you give in? No supposing; but yes or no!”

“Ye-e-e-e-es!” .

The answer seemed to be torn from Monk. It went sorely
against the grain with him to give in. But there was
nothing else to be done.

-¥Good! Do you all give in?”

“No ¥’ growled two or three obstinate youths.

“Very well I”

Swish !

‘Tom Merry turned the water on again. The flood sought
out the Grammarians in every corner.

Monk gave a roar.

“Stop 1t! We give in 1"

“All of you?”

‘“Yes, yes, yes!” ) .

And this time there was not a dissentient voice.

“Good !”? Tom Merry shut off the water. “Now, then,

we’re willing to make it pax on one condition, and oy one .

condition-only.?” -~ . ;
“Oh, go on! What’s the condition ?” ’
“You’ve-got .to admit yourselves hopelessly licked——"
“We won’t I’ :
S Eh=what?”’ )
““Oh, shut up! Yes, we'll admit that, if you like!”
““Good! And you've got to ‘promise to be good little
boys——* v - : -
“We won’t!” yelled a dozen voices.
© “Yes, you will. You’ll promise to be good little boys,
and always to behave yourselves-nicely while you remain
at St. Jim’s; always treat us with great respect, and never,
never to have the cheek to jape anybody. belonging to
this school.” B -
“We wan’t!”
#Ts that final??
. “Yes, you rotter—=yes!”- . .- .
Tom Merry wasted no miore time in words. He let the
water go again, and the flooding of Class-room No. 10 re-

rish to the, window.
@t

he jet of water hurled'them back. Blinded and breath-

less, they had to give'it up. But the water did mot-stop. ~

" scended.

- Tom Mewwy, I congwatulate you. y c1
© cawwied out alinost as well as I\could have done it myself,
" bai Jove !”

cégmence"df. Monk, -Lane, and Carboy made. a . desperate °
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It followed them. :The room was almost swimming, and
a flood was running cut under the. door into the passage.
There was pretty certain to be a terrible row over the
affair. But Tom Merry did not care. He was on the war-
path, and he had his reputation to sustain. The resulis
could be thought of afterwards.

th"‘q’}’l, stop it!” yelled Monk, at last. “We can’t stand

is ! .

“Is it surrender ?”

“Ye-e-e-es |”

“Good! Open the window on the right, and address
your remarks to the respected members of St. Jim’s below,
and repeat what I tell you.”

Frank Monk hesitated for a moment. But there was
no alternative, and he slowly opened the end window, and ,
th?l St. Jim’s juniors below greeted him with a delighted
yell.

“Now, then!” said Tom Merry.
me what I tell you!”

“Oh, go on, confound you!”

“Respected Saints—"

“Respected Saints,” mumbled Frank Monk.

“Louder, please!” s

“Respected Saints!” bawled Frank Monk.

And the delighted juniors below shouted:

“Hear, hear!”

The crowd in the garden was increasing in numbers new,
and half the Lower -I'orms of St. Jim’s were there to heur
what the Grammarian leader had to say.

“We are only a set of silly Grammarian asses—"

“I won't!” i

“You know what you'll get if you don’t !’’

“Hold on! We are only a set of silly Crammarien
asses!” yelled Frank Monk furiously.

And the juniors of St. Jim’s yelled :

“Ilear, hear!”

“And we know it’s like our check to set up to jape
anybody belonging to St. Jim’s——"

Frank Monk writhed and repeated the words.

“And we know it’s like our cheek to set up. to jave
anybody belonging to St. Jim’s—-""

“And we deserve the licking we’'ve got, and we promise
in future to be good little boys, and very respectiul and
obedient to our superiors, the juniors of St. Jim’s,” went
on Tom Merry calmly.

“I--I—I—— All right! I'm going on!” And Frank
Monk repeated the words, and the crowd in the garden
velled again.

“And we hope you young gentlemen of St. Jim's will
kindly allow us to exist, and not be too hard on us while
we stay here,” said Tom Merry.

“I—I won’t! Yes, I will! And we hope you young
gentlemen of St. Jim’s will allow us to exist, and will not
be too hard upon us while we stay here,” growled Frani
Monk.

“Hear, hear!”

“ Anything more, Tom Merry, you beast ”

“Start! Repeat afice

“No; that’s "about cnough.. Do you fellows say ihe
same ?” i

“No—yes. Yes!”

“Good! Now you can dry yourselves, if yon can. We

make it pax,” said Tom Merry graciously. “We are let-

~ ting you down lightly.”

“Yaas, wathah!” . :
Tom Merry unfastened the ladder at the top and de-
The Grammarians crowded into the window,
hurling yells and catcalls after him.
The juniors of St. Jim’s yelled with laughter. .
“By Jove, there will be a fearful row over this!” said

“We've licked the Gram-

. Figgins, chuckling.

“Who- cares?” said - Blake.

. marians !”

“Yaas, wathah! I weally considah that they will neyah
be able to wipe out a defeat like that, deah boys. They
have suwwendahed publicly, and they can’t get ovah that.
This mattah has beon

. . . . . . . »

There was a row over the occurrence; but the jumiors
who had to face the music faced it bravely, They did
not care. They had licked the Grammarians, and made
them own up to it, and during the remainder of the Gram-
marians’ stay at St. Jim's the strangers within the gates
were noticeably less bumptious. Tom Merry had won at

. last, and St. Jim’s had. indisputably got the better of the
© invaders. : 3

THE END. :
(Now look forward to nert Wedsnesday’s:great school

"“yarn, entitled : * MELLISH, THE MISCHIEF-MAKER ! ¥
. and stand by for thrills and excitement.)"

Tre CeM LiBRaRy.—-Neo. 1,202,
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OUR SMASHING NAVAL ADVENTURE YARN.

CHUMSmFIGHTING FLEET,

secret visit to his brother Ralph. Ralph, formerly a lieutenant on the Victorious,

was dismissed the Service after a robbery on board. Ned believes his brother

innocent and thinks it was the work of spies. In a boxing match Ned defeats
another middy, Wexton, the cad of the Victorious, and Wexton plans revenge!

Enter the “Chatham Chicken >’ ! :

T was about twenty minutes after his defeat by Ned that
Wexton, having carefully avoided the school-ropom and
its combatants during that time, went aft, looking as
dangerous as a dog about to bite, and came across

Sub-Lieutenant Grimshaw in the deserted steering-flat.

“Hallo! You don’t look particularly bucked with your-
self,” said Grimshaw. “What's the row?”

Wexton, almost bursting with vexation, told him what
had happened.

“Well,” said Grimshaw grimly, “your attempt to pull
the kid off his perch seems to have been pretty feeble.
He’ll be made more fuss of than ever now. You can’t
knock him out, that’s a certainty !” .

“Maybe I can’t. But, by Jove, I know how to get it
done ! snarled Wexton, “This just puts him into my
hands. I've been thinking it over. He reckons he can
box, does he? Well, if I can’t out him, I know somebody
who can. TI'll have him hashed up small—in front of the
whole mess, too!”

“How ?” said Grimshaw.

“Have you heard of the ‘Chatham Chicken '?”

“No. What are you driving at?” .

“Listen, and I'll tell you what I mean to do! It'll take
a bit of doing, but I'll back myself to pull it off.”

He moved closer, and spoke in a whisper for some
minutes. Grimshaw’s face showed doubt, and then wonder.
Finally he grinned ominously. )
_“You're an ingenious young demon, Cecil. It sounds all
right. It certainly means a bust up for that confounded
!‘t‘f‘, if you succeed. Only if you fail, don’t bring me into

“Of course I won’t! But you'll give me a little hel

“on the quiet?” said Wexton. “I shall need some money.”

“I'll go as'far as a ten-pound note,” said Grimshaw, who
had a good allowance besides his pay. “And I'll see that
Tae Gex LirarY,—No. 1,202,

things are made easy for you, if there's any trouble
afterwards.”

“That’s good enough for me. But there won’t be.”

“All right, then. Get right on with it!”

On the morning of the day following, Mr. Midshipman
Wexton was chafing like a chained dog because he could not
get shore leave before the afternoon, which he very badly
wanted for the carrying out of his plan. It seemed to him
especially unfair that Jinks should go, and himself be kept
on board. > =

Jinks was in luck, for learning that his “best girl,” as
he called the maiden of his affections at Sheerness, was
away at Aldershot with her people he decided to visit his
other best girl at Chatham, which was within easy reach,
eight miles or so up the river. One of the Victorious'
pinnaces was going, and Jinks with his usual cheek con-
trived to get a passage on her. :

Wexton was bound for Chatham, too, but no pinnace was
leaving when his time came, and he had to land at Sheer-
ness and go up by train, which took some time.

Wexton seemed strangely familiar with the most un- -

savoury places in Chatham. He left the more respectable
streets behind, and made his way through some decidedly
shady-looking resorts in the direction of New Brompton,
and finally went to ground in a small public-house of re-
tiring appearance next to a slaughter-house. Behind this
inn was a large wooden building or barn, with skylights
in the roof. The landlord of the inn, standing at the
door, gave Wexton a nod of recognition, and received
from him the sum of sixpence as entrance money.

It was a queer sight that met Wexton inside. Quite
sixty or eighty people were present, and a rough-looking
crowd they were. The place reeked of beer, gin, strong
twist tobacco, and stronger language. In the middle on a
raised platform was a roped-off ring, in which two brawny
young men in vests, shorts, and shoes were hammering each
other vigorously with three-ounce gloves.

¢
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‘the encouraging shouts of their backers.
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The resort was evidently not new to Wexton, and he
took in the company with a swift glance round the build-
ing. But one thing he did not see, and that was Mr.
Midshipman Jinks’ back just disappearing through the door
on the other side. )

“Hallo, young sir!” said a red-nosed man to Wexton,
}yho, by thessway, was in tweed clothes and not in uniform.

Come to ’ave another look at us? It was you an’ your
pal put up the purse for the Chicken last March, weren’t
1t? He’s coming on next match.”

Wexton pushed forward just as the fight between the two
men in the ring ended amid applause and cat-calls, and
after the decision had been announced the master of the
ring called for silence.

“QGents !I” he shouted in a voice like a trombone. “The
next match is for light-weights under the age o’ twenty,
for a purse o’ thirty shillin’s cash an’ a silver cigarette-case
presented by tre landlord. I present to your notice those
two promisin’ young pro’s whom we expect some day to be
stars o’ the ring—th: Chatham  Chicken an’ the Bromley
Basher 17 .

There was more hoarse applause and chaff, and the two
combatants, dressed for the fray, entered the ring amid
) The Chatham
Chicken was a burly ruffian of eighteen, big and powerful
for his age, thc very picture of a budding professional
“pug.” He was bullet-hcaded, flat-nosed, bull-necked, with
muscular arms, and thighs like young tree-trunks. A pair
of deep-set eyes twinkled cunningly in his head. The
Bromley Basher was. about twenty, rather bigger than his
opponent, but carrying mors flesh. The two shook hands

* @warily, and the referee called “Time !”

e,

There is no need to describe that fight. It was short.
The  Basher was a powerful boxer, but none too fit. The
Chicken proved not only a furiously hard hitter, but_a real
scientific sparrer, who knew the game backwards. In two
rounds the Basher was on his back and was counted out
by the timekeeper. He did not want any more. )

“Here,” said Wexton quietly to a youth who stood close
by, and into whose hand he slipped a shilling, “get word
to Bert Grundy that somebody wants to see Lim in the

- stable.”

The messenger departed, and Wexton made for the stable.
In five minutes’ time Bert Grundy, otherwise known as the
Chatham Chicken, with a greatcoat over his fighting kit,
came in.

“’Allo, young sir ! he said familiarly to Wexton. “Goin’
to put up another purse for ine, eh? You an’ your pals
did well out o’ that last one. 1T shall want a bit more this
time.”

“T’ve got a better job for you, Grandy,” said Wexton,
shutting the stable door. ““Are you on to join a little plant
and make a ten-pound note #”

The Chicken’s eyes glistened. In the third-rate country
meetings where he boxed, as yet, a pound or thirty shillings
was the average purse for his class and age.

“T know voure a close chap and can keep your head
shut,” said Wexton “and you like a bit of sport. T'm
offering you something dead easy. Now, look here We've
a competition in our gun-room to-morrow night. There’s
a midshipman there who fancies himself at the game, and
1 want him properly pasted.” Wexten paused. “We only
allow middies, of coursr. But my plan is to put you in
uniform, introduce you as a visitor—a midshipman from
the Triumphant—and you’ll take this chap on and smash the
conceited brute into a jelly.”

“Wot? cried the Chicken, staring.

“He’s only an amateur. Nowhere uear your form, of
course. You coull knock o1t eny three of us.”

“Crumbs!” said the astonished Grundy. “Me a Navy
orficer! D’yer think I should pass?”

“Certainly. I'll have a full uniform ready that’ll fit you,
and all you've got to do, remember, is to keep your
head absolutely shut. Don’t give yourself away. They’ll
never suspect anything. Even if they did it would make
no odds; they could do nothing. A dead easy job, and a
rare piece of sport, too. The-fellow's a swell. Just the
sort of chap you bate, Bert. Now, then!”

“Gosh! What a barney! But I don’t think it’d go down,
guv’nor.”

“Leave all that to me,” said Wexton impatiently. “I'm
arranging it ali to the last detail. T'1l meet you, see you
into the kit, and put you up to every move in the game.
I'm working it. I generally know what I’m about, don’t I7”

“Yes, and no error. You know your way about. No flies
on ‘you!”

“Here’s the money,” said the midshipman, crackling two
five-pound mnotes temptingly. “You know I'm safe to pay
up, Grundy, and you'll get these as soon as the job’s done.
Here’s a quid in advance for you. Is it a deal?”

“The Chatham Chicken pondered Then a broad grin
spread slowly ovér his face.

“I'll take this on,” he said, with a wink. “It’s just about
my mark. You’ll put me up to the ropes, guv’nor. Who's
the mug?”

“A fellow called Hardy—the swankiest cad on the ship.
T'll arrange that he is tc take you on. Mind, I want a
job made of him. He’s not merely to be licked.. Play
with him first, and then beat the head off him. The more
you damags him the better. Gloves won’t save him [”

“Leave that ter me!” said the Chicken, unctuously
rubbing his hands together.

“Meet me at the Sun at Sheerness, four o’clock sharp,
to-morrow.” .

“Trust me!” said the Chatham Chicken.

~1 say, you fellows,” announced Keppel, as the middies
began to clear the school-rcom for the boxing competition
on the following evenming, “I’ve got word that a stranger
wants to see what we're made of, and asks the favour of
a turn-up with our best man. Rather sport, eh? We can’t
refuse, as by our rules the competition’s open weekly to
any visiting snottie from the battle cruisers.”

“Who wants to refuse?” said Acland, as they crowded
round to hear the news. “Who is the fellow, and who
introduces him?”

“He’s from the Triumphant, and his name’s Beaufort.
He sent the challenge through Wexton, who says he doesn’t
kn%}v” much about him, but has heard he’s tolerably hot
stuff. .

“] hear he’s arrived and on deck now,” said Sub-
Lieutenant Hact, who was a most popular referee at the
ir!id%ies’ competitions “Who are you putting up against
him 77

“Hardy. He’s about our best man now.”

“Me?” cried Ned.

“We've all chosen you, old chap. You've shown us what
you can do.”

Ned protested, though he was secretly on fire to be given
a chance at the wvisitor, but did not like to °thrust himself
forward. They all insisted, however, and at that moment
the stranger came down, with Wexton close behind him.

“This is Mr Beaufort, of the Triumphant, gentlemen,”
said Wexton. “I present him as an honoured guest.”

The gun-room mess of the Victorious was civil and
hospitable to all middies who visited it. That was one of
its laws. But the assembly in the school-room were rather
taken back when they saw “Mr. Beaufort.”

The Chatharr Chicken, despite the smart uniform he wore

- —it had once clothed the biggest middy in the Nore

Division—looked rather a queer fish.

“Welcome tc the Victor ous, Mr. Beaufort!” said Hart,
looking at him curiously “*“Won’t you come into the gun-
room and have a Marsala, or !

“He says he’d rathe: get ahead with the boxing. He's
only got short leave,” broke in Wexton hastily

“‘Clome on, then,” said Keppel. “This way, Beaufort.
We're very glad to—er—ic meet a sportsman from the
Triumphant. Shall we—er—"

“Cut the cackle an’ put up your
“Mr. Beaufort.” “Let him put his dukes up.
to get back to my ship!” .

Some of the middies glanced at each other as the visitor
spoke They were surprised, too, to see how he peeled.

“Queer sort of bounder!” murmured Mayne aside to
Acland.

“Glad I'm not on the Triumphant. But the fellow's a
rare fighting sort. Look at his arms and chest!”

“T’ve heard they’rc a tough lot on that ship.”

“Seconds out of the ring!” said Hart.

A proper roped square, used for the competitions, had
been set up, and was cleared. Ned Hardy had quickly set
himself in fighting trim—vest, drawers, and shoes, and
looked his rival over with inward wonder.

“Who on earth can this chap be?” thought Ned.

“J say,” cried a voice from the steps, “Jinks is on duty
on the foredeck, and can’t come till eight bells. He says °
he’ll drown himself if you fellows don’t wait for him !”

“Very sorry, ean’t wait for anybody,” said Hart, watch
in hand. “Now, then, are you ready? Queensbury rules.
Navy time, twenty thrce-minute rounds, to be decided ou
points or the first knock-out. Time!”

The two boxers faced each other, their guards up, and
their lefts went out. The pair was a great contrast. The
visitor, thick-set, built like an ox, his head looking as if a
sledgehammer would not hurt it. Ned Hardy, more finely
formed, broad in the chest, but lighter at the hips, muscled
with watch-springs, and with the sailor’s quick eye and
tight step. .

(Ned is up against a pretty tough propaesition! Hou
will he fare against the professional pug ? Don’t miss
next week’s thrilling instalment!)

' : Tre Gewm, LiBraRY.—~No. 1,262
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TI’IUMI‘II FOR ST. sI's !
TAIRLY AND SQUARELY WO\ .

By “OLp Bov.”

Roékwood , Wed,-

OTH Greyfriars and St. . Jim’s
B brought  large contmvents of
supporters  to  the Rookwood
ground, which had been .chosen

for the Final of the Eastwood Cup. Jimmy
Silver & Co., were also present in force,
and the crowd was the largest I have ever
seon @t a junior football ‘match.

The pitch was firm, but not too hard,
and the sun favoured the oceasion by
shining brilliantly. Saints were anticipating
an equally brilliant victory, and the
. FPrajrs,"too, sccmed of the sarc opinion
‘ 1egaldm~ their own heroes !

“ Friars ! Ermrs {. One,
four—ﬁve [ LR 4

As that chanf echoed around 1}19 ground,
reachmg the’Saints in their dres 201,
'\Ionty Lowther grinned.

“IETths Friars score ﬁs'(va;_,amst us,
'l eat my fuotball bootq’ " he offered
rrenerou sly.

‘“Don’t count ‘rho chickens, \Iomv [
warned Tom Me Gry.  ““And rememiber,
you fellows—the Friars will start with a
rush, @s they always do; but if .we can
hang on and wear thern down, the Cup’s
ours! "

‘Wharton won the toss, and had the sun
at his back. %

‘Tom .Merry kicked off, and a volley
of yells, cmbodymg all manner of adyice,
» burst from the juniors round the ropes.
But each side had its plan of attack, and
the Briars, as Tom Merry had predicted,
led . off «ivith a rush. Bob’ Cherry neatly
checked D’Arcy on the wing, and pabwd
through . to * Nugent. Nugent gave to
Hurfee Singh. and the dusky junior made
ground before centring to  Wharton,
Tudg]ed instantly by hangaroo Wharton
had just time to swing the leather out to
the opposite wing, where Vernon-Smith,

two, three,

trapping in his stride, went away like an

arrow from .a bow., He drew Iigging,
suddenly swerved close in, and let fly
from an ahnost, imposgible angle, "while
Fatty Winiiwas oiily just shaping for the
-ghot.  Iatty grasped ot something which
... whizzed over his head—and a &hout frorn
a“hundred Greyfriars thiroats announced
nm blood to the Friars!

St Jxm s, undismayed, gave ¢ Squiff ”
in the Greyﬁrxars goal a warm period, but
‘failed t6 pierce a sound defence. The play
swayed back to the other end, and there
“was a groan as Kerr miskicked and let
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Harry Wharton through at olose’ range.
Fattv Wynn threw himself desperately
out of goal, but Wharton’s shot sped past
Lim even as he dived.

Two down against a side of the calibre

. of Greyfriars was a situation which would

have cowed any team but the Saints,
They set to in grim and untiring manner
to ‘reduce the lead—and in hpl(e of
Squiff’s splendid goalkeeping, ho found
a shot from Levison too hot to hold—and
the ball dropped dead on the line.
a stone from a catapult, Jack Blake
leaped on to it, and both the ball and Blake
hurtled into the back of the net,

“ That's one, anyway ! gasped Blake,
as Tom Merry helped him up.

The equaliser was not long in coming—
ID’Arey  breaking clean ..through and
finishing with ‘a*smashing drive that beat
Sqquift complotcl . The . Saints began
to breathe a‘little casier, but their ans xiety
was stilled ‘énly to be awakened  again.
Greyfrairs swept down on goal, and only
Herculean efforts by Fatty Wynn kept
them out. -.Even Fatty could not hold out
for ever, and he plunged into a fracas in
front of ‘zoal only to go down beneath a
heap of fellows, and to hear rather than see
the  third ‘goal for Greyfriars. As’ Fatty
scrambled up, e beheld Bob Cherry
shaking hands “all round and hggms
picking the ball out of the net. -

There remained five minutes to half-
time, and the Saints made full use of them.
An advance on the left gave Tom Merry
an unexpected chance, a desperato race
for the ball with Johnny Bull pounding
along just behind lum._ Tom got to it
first; but there was no time t¢ shoot.”
Even as Johnny Bull charged, Tom Merry
mnnﬂgcd to hp “the léather out to the
right, where Talbot, fastening on it, darted
in and fi a crackerjack of a shot well
to Squiff ght, wh Merry and
Johnny Bull rolled dazediy on the ground
together, Three all—and hali-time !

Both defences had been inclined to wild

Tom

FINAL
of the
EASTWOOD CUP.
. Played at Rookwood.
ST. JIM'S ...... 4 GREYFRIARS .. 3
. Blake, D’Arcy, * Vernon-Smith,
Talbot, Merry. Wharton, Cherry.

Teams.—ST. JIM'S : Wyan ; Figgins, Kerr ;.
Redfern, Noble, Lowther ; Talbot, Levison,
Merry, Blake, D’Arcy. GREYFRIARS : Field ;
Bull, Redwing : Cherry, Todd, Linley ; Hurree
gmotll:l Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, Vernon-

mil v

Like -

kicking, a thing or
the stress of cup
was obvious on the n:dmr) on that they
were determined to tom ov® a new leaf.
Opportunities, which had bgen f
during the first pe
Figgins and Kerr a 2
Redwing at .the other, w
dang-?r. It seemed tha
at’ last subdued the v
while both goalkeepers ha

_Wharton went s
snap shot that whizzed
the wupright, and Tom
lucky with a drive that gr
bar with Squiff full Jengtl
ground. Kerr, making amends
kick earlier in the game, saved
goal when Nugent broke away,
a_ fruitless corner-kick Fatty
cleared with a long punt.

Beside the touchline could he
glittering Eastwood Cup, and
few minutes remaining, both sid
themselves for tremendous effor
Friars were first to show fire,” &
came through on the right in a way that
seemed to bode a certain gdal. Ferr w
left” on "tho ground, snd Wharton was
shooting from two yards out w Kaxn.
garoo fairly hurled himself imr-ihe path
of the leather and deflected it outside th«
post with his The <eorner-kick
dropped right
Fatty Wynn leaped high—-inmthe air to
punch it clear. But he missed -and feil
under a swarm of fellows. Thr«w
shrilled—but only to award a 3
as Penfold shot just past the pest!

Fatty Wynn placed the kick peri
right to Le\'xson s feet at imsitleiright.
Lévicon was away on the instant, and he
dnd Tullyof lna«mg and rep

Y
Me

h
fo

to save, the
corner of th

There was one wild roar
and then the shrill of the fnal wk
The Cup Final was over—over.and:wo
and the Eastwood Cup was the \Hdkpu'tu
pro rty of Torn Merry & Co. of S
“You licked us_ fau-lv dﬂd

5111‘;,,(‘(] e\uberautlv on to ue nla\'.x._
¢ Congramlanous, old man!

“1It_was touch and go!
Tom Merry. “We'll give you d.nutln.
chance next year !
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