“ST.-JIM'S FOR EVERI" * 2oima o, conrusre

e g

No. 1,316. Vel XLil, EVERY WEDNESDAY, Week Ending May 6th, 1932




o)

INTHEENEMY'SCAMP! TOM MERRY & CO.IN THE GRAMMAR SCHOOL

JIMS*EVER /

g £ v

Jimson major and his minor seem strange creatures when they arrive at the Grammar

Schoel, and they cause something of a surprise to Frank Monk & Co.

but that’s nothing

to what happens when the Grammarians discover who the Jimsons really are!

CHAPTER 1.
The New Boys!
86 LESSED if I like this!” growled Frank Monk.
He was walking up and down the platform at
Rylcombe Station, with his hands in his pockets,
and a frown upon his face. His chums, Lane and
Carboy, of the Grammar School, were with him, and they
were looking equally annoyed.

“Yes, it’s rotten, and no mistake!” Carboy agreed.

“Rotten isn't the word,” said Lane; “it’s beastly!
Slinger has done this on purpose, of course. Why couldn’t
he send a senior to meet the new kids?”

“It would have been much better form.”

“Of ‘course it would! He's messed up our cricket
practice for the afternoon, sending us here. Come to that,
what’s the need of meeting new kids at all? Can’t they
walk from the station alone?”

“They might get into a row with the St. Jim’s chaps.”

“That’s more likely to happen if we're with them than
if we’re not.”’

“You're right, Laney. The fact is, Slinger doesn’t like
the son of his headmaster any too much, and now dad’s
away he’s been a bit heavy on me.”

“T jolly well wish Dr. Monk would come back,” grunted
Carboy.

“Well, I can’t say I like the autoeratic rule of the Slinger-
bird,” said Frank. “Still, it won’t be for long. What I
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don’t like is being sent here like this to meet a parcel of
.~f“_\7 new kids.”

“How many of them are there?”

“Two—brothers, so I understand—major
named Johnson or Jimson, I think.” .

“Pair of toads, I expect!” growled Carboy, who was
rather unreasonably inclined to visit the responsibility of
his spoiled half-holiday upon the new boys. “Fancy picking
a half to come to school 1>’

“I dare say they came when they were sent.”

“Well, they’'d better mind their p’s and ¢’s, that’s all.
I shan’t stand any bosh from them, for one !

“Don’t jump on them before you see them,

and minor,

said Frank,

laughing. “ After all, it’s not their fault. Hallo, there’s
the train!”
It was steaming into the station. The Grammarian

youths looked discontentedly along it as it stopped. Several
carriage doors opened. From one of them stepped two
youths in dark brown, one of them carrying a bag, and
hoth of them wearing peculiarly large and round spectacles,
which gave them an owlish aspect.

Monk looked at them and grinned.

“Great Seott! Ave they the new kids?”

“ Pretty pair—I don’t think ! grunted Carboy.

“Well, they ean’t help their looks. Let’s go and speak
to them.”

The two new boys stood on the platform, looking round
them with a rather bewildered air, as if quite new and
strange to the place.
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“Is this Rylcombe, porter?” said the elder of the two, in
a squeaky voice,
“Yes, sir,” said the porter, touching his cap in antici-
pation of a tip.
;:I§ there a Grammar School near here, porter 77
5 Yes, sir—Rylcombe Grammar School, sir.” 3
Very good! Will you—er—carry that bag for me to

some vehicle, porter, and I will present you with a
gratuity ¥”

“Yes, sir; thank you, sir!”

“My hat!” said Frank Monk. “What a voice! Tt
matches the chivvy. Let’s speak to ’em and get it over. I
say, kid!”

The elder youth turned to him, blinking through his
glasses.

“Did you address me?’ he asked.

“Yes, I did, specs.”

“Ah! And why did you address me?”

“We belong to Rylcombe Grammar School.”
~ “Oh, indeed! I am afraid Rylcombe Grammar School
isn’t much class, Reginald,” said the new boy, turning to
the vounger of the two.

. Reginald shook his head, and his glasses nearly fell off.

“Doesn’t look like it, does it—to Bertie ?”

Frank Monk turned very pink.-

“Look here——" he began warmly.

“I am looking at you,” said Bertie.
vou. What is your name?”’

“¥rank Monk.” )

“Very good! My name is Jimson—DBertie Jimson.
ihis is Jimson minor, my younger brother. We are
boys.”

“You look it! And I don't believe there ever
of your cut before,” said Monk.

“That is a rather personal remark, Monkey.”

“Monk, you ass !”

“Eh?” squeaked Jimson major.

“My name’s Monk, you ass!”

“Very well, Monk, you ass!”

“Dummy! My name’s Monk—Frank Monk.”

“This chap is off his rocker, Reginald. First he says his
name is Monkey, and then Monk you ass, and then i

“Right off it!” said Reginald. ‘“He looks it, too.”

Monk & Co. exchanged glances.

“Better wipe up the platform with them as a start,”
suggested Carboy. “They look as if they’re going to give
trouble.”

“May as well begin here,” said Lane.

“1 don’t know; we were sent to meet them.”

“Indeed, it was very kind of you to come and meet us,”
said Jimson major. “I suppose you cannot help being
unpleasant. I have heard that the boys of Rylcombe
Grammar School are very noisy and rude, and—"

“You'll hear something else soon,” said Monk darkly.
“You'll hear yourself drop on the platform. Look here,
vou're under my wing at present, so [ won't pulverise you.
Come along, and I’'ll show you to the school.”

“Thank you! Will you carry my bag and save me the
expense of hiring a vehicle 7
“No fear!”

“Really, Monkey——"

“ Blonk, you silly josser!”

“Well, Monk, you silly josser—"

Frank Monk laid 2 heavy hand on the new boy’s shoulder.
“Look here, ’nuff of that! Any more little jokes and
shall wipe up the platform with you. You hear me?”
“I am not deaf, Monkey.”

“You will have it, then!” roared the exasperated Monk,
peeling off his jacket and slinging it to Carboy to hold.
“Put up your fists!”

“What for?”

“I'm going to give you a licking.

“Impossible! T cannot fight with glasses on.”

“Take ’em off, then!” s

“Tf you insist——"

#That’s for a start!” said Frank Monk, giving Jimson

“I am glad to meet
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major a tap on the nose, “Now, where will you have the
next 7

“Here, hold my glasses, Reginald!”

“Certainly, Bertie |”

Jimson major handed his spectacles to Reginald and

went for Frank Monk.
. Monk met him confidently, but his confidence vanished
in a moment. His guard was swept up, and a tap on the
nose placed him in a sitting position on the platform hefore
he knew what was happening.

Jimson major replaced his spectacles and blinked down
at him.

“I hope I have not hurt you,” he squeaked. “I fear
my fist came into somewhat violent contact with vour
nose.”’

“Ny hat!”

Frank Monk sat, dazed, staring at the new boy.

From his appearance, his absurd manner of expression,
and his squeaky voice, ke had taken Jimson major for a
spooney of the spooniest sort.

But that tap on the nose had undeceived him. A fellow
who could hit out like that could not be regarded as a
spooney, by any means.

Frank Monk rose slowly to his feet.

“Go for him!” said Carboy. *“That was a fluke, of
course.”

Monk shook his head.

“You’re not going to let him offI” exclaimed Lane in
amazement. -

“Rats! We didn’t come here to fight,” said Monk. “I
suppose we don’t want a stand-up fight on the platform?
The gym at the school is a hetter place for that.”

“Well, yes, that’s so.”

“Let’s get off! You're not such a muff as I took you
for, Jimson major !’

“Thank you. If my mamma hadn’t taught me to be very
truthful, I'd make the same remark to you,” squecaked the
new boy.

Lane and Carboy chuckled,
sickly smile.

“Oh, come on!” said Monk.
and get back to cricket.”

And the juniors left the platform.

and Frank Monk smiled a

“I want to get rid of you,

CHAPTER 2.
Jimson Major Plays Crieket !

1 ALLO!”
H “What are they?”
“Where did you pick them up?”
“Look here, Monk, what do you mean by bring-
ing those animals -into a decent school?”’ |

Such were the polite remarks of the Grammarian youths
as Frank Monk and his chums brought the new boys into
the playground at the Grammar School.

The Grammarians gathered round in force, looking
curiously at the new boys, and passing the most free-and-
casy remarks upon their personal appearance, their manness,
and their probable ancestry.

Jimson major and Jimson minor blinked round through
their spectacles, quite unmoved. There certainly wasn’t
any of the nervousness natural to new boys about them.
One might have supposed that they were accustomed to
school life.

The rude remarks of the Grammarians became a little
more personal, the boys trying what they could do to shake
the serenity of the newcomers; but that serenity was not to
be shaken.

“Where did you dig them up?” exclaimed Gilson in
disgust.

“I found ’em on the platform at Rylecombe,” said Frank
Monk. ““Choice specimens, ain’t they? Ripe?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Arc they for the school museum

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dear me,” said Jimson major, “what a lot of boot-boys
are employed in this establishment.”

“Er? - What?” said Gilson.

“But where are the pupils?”’ pursued Bertie.

““ Pupils !”

“Yes; where are they?”

“Why, you horried ass,” exclaimed Hanks, “we're the
pupils I

“Rot !” said Jimson major.

“Rats!” said Jimson minor. “You can’t stuff us up!
You're not going to make us believe that you're pupils in
a respectable school.”

The Grammarians looked at one another.
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Passing remarks on new boys was quite natural and
proper, but for new boys to take up the same line and
pass personal remarks on the old hands, was an innovation,
and one the Grammarians did not like.

“Of all the cheek,” said Gilson, “I think this takes
the biscuit.”

Jimson major blinked at Frank Monk.

“Is it straight?” he asked. * Are these the pupils?”?

“Of course they are, fathead!”

“Then I am afraid I shall not stay in this school,”
said the new boy, shaking his head. “My papa and mamma
would not like me to stay among these persons. What do
you think, Reginald??

Reginald shook his head in his turn.

“1 quite agree with you, Bertie.”

“My hat!” said Frank Monk, gasping for breath. I
don’t think I’ve ever seen new kids quite like this before I

“Off their rockers!” said Carboy.

“IFor goodness’ sake, let’s get to the crickeb!” said Lane.

“ We've brought the animals here, and they can go to
their cages by themselves!” -

“Cricket |” said Jimson major.
here ¥

“Yes, ass! Look at that feld!
cricket 7 bawled Carboy.

Jimson major blinked at the field. That field was the
prile of the Grammarians’ heart. When the Grammar
School was first built, the playing fields had been some
distance from the school, but later on, Dr. Monk had
acquired a large piece of land closer at hand, and it was
laid ‘out 'as playing fields. There were several games in
progress on the ground, but the new hoys did not seem
rmipressed. :

“Well, ecan’t you see ’em, Specs major?”’ demanded Lane,

“Yes, I can see ’em,” said Jimson major. *But—"

“But what 7 ;

“ Do you call that ericket?”

The Grammarians simply gasped. Tf they prided them-
selves upon anything more than their football, it was
upon their cricket, and the new hoy’s question took their
hreath away.

“My word !” said Monk. “What shall we do with ’em?”

“Jump on ’em!” said Gilson.

“Give ’em the frpg’s-march!”

“ Knock their heads off 1

“Here, hold on!” squeaked-Jimson major.
nmcan to offend anybody. I only asked a civil question.
J'in looking for information. Do you call that cricket?”

“Perhaps you could show us some points in cricket?”’
sneered Hanks. :

“Yes; I dare say T counld!” ’

“Then you jolly well shalll” exclaimed Frank Monk,
Lotly. “Just come over here and handle a bat, and if you
don’t make a good show, we'll duck you both in ‘the
fountain !

*“Hear, hear !

““We'll ‘give you a chance. - But you won’t do so much
hragging here, I can tell you! If you don’t play up like
Suicliffe and Hammond, look out for squalls I
« “But I only asked a civil question.”

“Oh, ring oft 1"’

v Yes’;’ but you haven’t answered my question yet. Do
VO

“Cheese it!”

“Call that——"

“Shut up ”

“Cricket ! finished the new youth triumphantly.

Monk did not reply. He led the way to the junior side
of the cricket ground, and a crowd of excited Grammarians
followed., The new boys were in a rathér serious fix, there
was no doubt about that. By loftily patronising the Gram-
‘marians’ ecricket they had touched the Grammar School
youths on the raw, so to speak, and the crowd meant
business. Unless the new boys justified their position by
first-class cricket, there was no escaping the threatened
ducking. :

But they did not seem at all nervous.
serenely as they accompanied the crowd to the field. They
dumped down their bags outside the scoring-tent, and
blinked round the field.

. Now then, will you bat or bowl?” asked Monk sharply.

“Do you play cricket
Doesn’s that look like

“I did not

“Oh, L wish we had Fatty here” murmured Jimson
niajor. We'd show ’ém some bowling !
“Eh? What's that?”

“PIl bat, I think!”

“Good! You can take my pads.”

“Thanks awfully.” -

“And pick out a bat to ‘suif you.”

“You’re too good.”’ B

“Not at all!” zajd Frank Monk grimly. “I’m going to
give you a chance. Fair play’s a jewel. IF you can play
A'me Gem Lisrsry,—No. 1,316, ° £

.the next delivery.

They smiled .
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cricket, you can jaw about it. If you can't, youw’ll have
to learn not to jaw. I warn you.”

“Good! T can play a little.”

“Youw'll have to play more than a little if you want to
avoid a ducking.” ; '

“Got it, my son, send me a ball!”

“TI’'m going to. Look out, that’s all.” ) .

Jimson major selected a bat that suited him, and took
up his position at the wicket. Monk went down to bowl.

The Grammarians stood back, and looked with interest.

The new boy did not look as if he were cut out for a
cricketer by any means; but appearances were often
deceptive.

Jimson major and Jimson minor were, as a matter of
fact, Tom Merry and Kerr of St. Jim’s respectively. Their
masquerading as new boys at_the Grammar School was
part of a deep-laid plot designed by the juniors of St. Jim’s
to put the Grammarians in their place. .

Tom Merry was the finest junior batsman at St. Jim’s,
and his disguise made no difference to his skill. e took
off his glasses to bat, that was all. ’

Q%ol;]c took a little run, and sent the ball down.

Click !

The bat met the round red ball, and it went on its
travels. Where it went, the Grammarians did not see.
But the smash of a pane of glass in the distance told them.
They turned their heads, and stared at the jagged hole in
the glass of a distant greenhouse. i

“My only hat!” said Carboy. “That was a swipe!”

Jimson major smiled sercnely. :

“Sorry for the glass,” he said. “It will have to be
charged in my bill." Any more coming on, Monkey ¢

“Chuck me another ball I” shouted Monk.

He took the new ball in hand, and carefully caleulated
He sent the ball down with the foree of
a howitzer shell, but he found the batsman quite ready.

Click !

The hit was a boundary—and more than a boundary. The
ball had shot into the midst of a game played by a senior
icam on the next pitch. Hake, the bully of the Grammar
School, who was felding at slip, was seen to give a sudden
jump.

Then he twisted round, and glared towards’ the juniors.
The cricket ball—which had caught him in the ribs—fell into
the grass.

“Who threw that ball ?”” he roared.

#Fa, ha; hat?

- “You—you young cads!”

“Borry !” said the new boy.
for you, of course.”

Hake gritted his teeth.

“You young liar!”

“Rats I %

Hake could hardly believe his ears for a moment. That a
new junior would dare to say “rats!” to him was scarcely
credig)le.

He glared at Jimson major, and then ran towards him.
His comrades called him to come back and ficld, but he
never heeded them. Straight towards the new boy he ran,
with clenched fists and gleaming eyes.

“I batted, T didn't mean it

P —

‘CHAPTER 8.
Trouble on the Crickef Field !

IMSON MAJOR did not seem to be afraid. He
jammed his spectacles on his nose again, and watched
the Grammar School bully as he came.

 Hake was within a few paces of him, and already

reaching out a hand to scize him, when he uplifted his bat.

“Keep off I” he squeaked.

“You young hound, I’ll——*

“Keep off, or I’'m afraid you'll get hurt !”

But Hake did not keeg off, and he did get hurt. As he
sprang towards the new boy the latter thrust the cnd of the
bat forward, and it caught Hake on the chest.

Hake sat down violenﬁy.

Jimson major blinked at him,

“ I warned you, you know,” he said calmly.

Hake remained sitting where he was for some moments,
dazed, and too enraged to speak. The Grammarian juniors
were grinning round him. Jimson major could have made
good his retreat, but he showed no desire to do so. He
stood blinking down at the fallen bully.

Hake scrambled ug at last. He was livid with rage.
Without a word, he hurled himself at the new boy.

But as he did so, Jimson minor put out a foot, and Hake
tripped over it, and he fell towards Jimson major. L

The latter gave him a gentle sidé tap, which rolled him
over, and once again the Grammar School bully went to the
grass. :

“ My hat!” gasped Frank Monk.

“Hake’ll smash him!” said Carboy.’
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Hake rose again slowly.
cricket bat,

“Keep off I” he exclaimed. “I warn you that you'll get
hurt if you don’t! I'm rather dangerous at close guarters.”

Hake glared at him, and at the bat. He did not feel
inclined to push matters further just then, He was hurt,
and he had to dea!l with a junior who was not afraid. His
captain, calling him angrily to return, gave him a chance of
retreat. >

He shook his fist at the new boy.

Jimson major flourished his
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a bu(\il'y’and a beast, and we don't like bimi any more than
you do.” -

“I'm glad to see that-you've got some good taste, st all
events.” £ ;

“You cheeky young beggar! I can see that I shall have
to give you a thick ear, whether I want ty or not.”

“Go ahead!” ,

“Stuft! There’s the tea-bell, and we've missed cricket
practice for the afternoon, now, through fooling about after
these spectacled rotters at the station, and wasting time over

Monk’s guard was swept up and a tap on the nose placed him in a sitting position on the platform before he knew what

was happening.

Jimson major replaced his spectacies and blinked dewn at him.

¢ | hope | haven’t hurt you,’” he

squeaked.

“You wait a bit !” he hissed.
T'll see you later {*

“Right you are, kid. Send in your card any time you
like, and I'll give my footman instructions to admit you,”
said Jimson major.

The juniors giggled, and Hake ground his tecth, and
strode away.

“My word,” said Frank Monk, “you are a cool beast,
young Jimson !”

“Thank you!

Monk laughed.

“Not just now. You’'ve shown that you can play.
let you off for your cheek. You slanged Hake a treat. He's

“T can’t attend to you now.

Any more bowling 2

We'll:

them now,” said Monk. “Come in to tea, you new kids. I
suppose I ought to look after you a bit. This way !”

The new juniors exchanged glances. Then they followed
Frank Monk into the big, red-bricked building that was so
staﬁtling a contrast to St. Jim’s, with its ancient, ivy-covered
walls.

A somewhat thin and irritable-looking gentleman, with a
pair of pince-nez clasping almost the tip of his prominent
nose, met them in the hﬁl.

He shifted his glasses a little, and looked at them. Jimson
major and minor took their caps off respectfully, Frank
Monk hurriedly whispered to them:
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~That’s Slinger, the beak!” : )

Mr. Slinger looked at the youths in spectacles.

“Ahem! Are you the new boys?” . "
“VYes sir,” squeaked Jimson major, in that peculiar voice

i nis, =

“Aht I think 1 saw you mixed up in some affray from
my window !” said Mr, Slinger sourly.

“I hope not, sir!” ;

“What! Were you not mixed
cricket ground just now ?”

*Yes, sir.” :

“Then what do you mean by saying you .hope not,
Jimson 7 s P i -y

“1 hope you did not see us, sir, i’ mean, said Jimson
major demurely. :

“Oh, you are a very stupid boy !”

“Thank you, sir}” ,

Mr. Slinger looked sharply at the elder boy. His face
was quite grave and solemn, and it seemed 1mpqsslble to
Mr, Slinger that any boy, new or old, could possibly dare
to be “funny * with him. 8o he passed it over.

“Humph!" I have not received any instructions from Dr.
Monk regarding you, and so your place in the school will
remain unsettlea until he returns, You will be in the same
Form with Monk until then.” :

“Yes, sir.” .

“Monk -will show you where you are to sleep in the
dormitory. - It is very curious that Dr. Monk did nob
mention your coming to me before he went away.”

“Yes, sir.” s »

“1 was quite surprised to receive the telegram.”™

V% ¥Yes, BITY

Mr. Slinger sniffed.

“You may gol”

“Yes, sir.” :

And they went. E

“The Slinger bird doesn’t like you, apparently,” gtmne’d
Frank Monk, as they hurried off. “Look here! 1 don’t
like you either, as a matter of fact, but I'll look after you
a -bit. 1 suppose you want a bit of a wash after your
journey, before you have tea? Come up here!”

“You're very good.” - : J

“Yes! I’'m wasting time and trouble on you, and you're
not worth it. Blessed if I know what I’'m deing it for!
said Monk. o

"The new boys iaughed, and followed Monk. They washed
and brushed “down, and Monk found them combs and
brushes. .. After that, they looked and felt much better.
AMonk was not curious or suspicious, and he did not notice
how lightly the two.boys passed ovér their faces, as if they
were, giraid of disturbing their complexions.

As he combed his hair, Jimson major looked round the
junior dormitory. Rylcombe Grammar School was a muc.
smaller establishment than St. Jim’s, and had less than half
the number of boys. There were two dormitories—junior
and senior—both very large rooms, with long rows of beds.
On the walls of the junior dormitory—very plain, blue-
washed walls—were various attempts at adornment. There
were some pictures, and some foils and rackets hung up,
and near Frank Monk’s bed were several cricket stumps
bracketed to the wall, :

~Jimson major looked at them curiously.

- “Is that something new in decorations?” he asked.’

‘Monk- glanced at the stumps, and grinned,

‘“They’re trophies,” he explained,

“Eh? Trophies?” -

“Yes; captured from the enemy 1?2

“ Blessed if I catch on1”

up in an affray on the

“He’s pulling our legs!? said Jimson minor. “They’re
cricket stumps.” X
“ All the same, they’re trophies,” grinned Monk. *I sup-

pose you chaps have heard of St. Jun’s?”

Jimson major wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

“St. Jim’s? Is it a school?”

“QOf ecourse it is!” snorted Monk. “Did you think it
was a hospital, or a cemetery? It’s a school near here,
and the boys there are a set of cheeky bounders. They
have ‘a curious idea that they can keep their end up against
us, and, of course, that’s zll rot! Every now and then
we have to put them in their place(? i

“My word |*

“We gave them a big licking the other day—raided their
cricket field, and collared their stumps for trophies!” said
Monk. “We’re keeping them up there to show that we've
licked them.”

“You've licked the stumps?®

“No, idiot! We’'ve licked the Saints!? howled Monk.
“We've stuck them up here as trophies! The St. Jim’s
cads have vowed to have them back, but they can’t do it{”

“Can’t they?”

“Of course they can’t!
venture into here?”
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® N-n-no, I suppose pot,” said Jimson major; and Jimson
minor chuckled, as if he found something amusing in the
bare idea. S

“Those stumps will stick there till they ecrumble away,”
said Monk, with an air of satisfaction—*or until the S¢
Jim’s fellows come along and ask hiumbly for them.”

“Tney won’t do that!” : :

“How the dickens do you know?

Jimson major coloured.

“1 mean, I—I think they won’t,” he said.

“Blessed if I can see how you know anything about it
JThe St. Jim’s cads will have to climb down, or we keep
those trophies nailed up. In fact, we shan’t part with
them till we get a nice polite letter asking for them-—and
then we shall nail that up instead.Z

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ What are you cackling about?2 ; s i

“1 was thinking that they’'re sure to write you a nics
polite letter.” o

“QOh, come down to tea I growled Mcnk. I think you're
off your rockers, the pair of youl Blessed 1f I've ever
seen such a pair of owls in my life!”

And the new boys in the Grammar School followed Frank
Monk downstairs.

»? demanded Frank.

CHAPTER 4.
Jimson Minimus !
FTER tea the Grammarians left the big room, and
A Jimson major and Jimson minor went out with the
rest. : ; S
As they walked along a youngster suddenly hailed
them from behind. : i

“My only Aunt Jane! It's them, righs encugh!”

Major and minor jumped simultaneously, for they knew
that voice. They turned round as if moved by the sams
spring, and saw, standing with bis hands in his pockets,
regarding them coolly through a big pair of spectacles, a
youth in clothes almost exactly like their own.

“Hallo! Who are you?” exclaimed Carboy.

The newcomer grinned

“I’m their*younger brother, old sport—Jimson minimus.2

“ Wh-a-a-at 1”

Jimson minimus smiled at the astounded new boys of
Rylcombe Grammar School. Jimson major and Jimson
minor looked at him as if they could bardly believe their
eyes. ! ST
The newcomer was dressed in a quiet brown suit. Hs
had a somewhat red nose, a smear of ink on one check, and
large spectacles. He looked in general aspect, like the
Jimsons. Yet the Jimsons did not seem to have expected
g thixid brother of the family to arrive at the Grammar

chool. A"

They stared at the minimus blankly.

Frank Monk and the rest of the Grammarians stared at
him, too. There was something very ccol and impertinent
in the bearing of Jimson minimus.

“Hallo, young shaver |2

“ Hallo, Monkey 1”

Frank Monk turned red.

“ 80 you’re another Jimson, are you,” said Carboy, before
Monk could think of a suitable reply—"another of the
happy family 72

“Yes; I'm a Jimson as wmuch as they are—Jimson
minimus. How do you do, kias?” said Jimson minimus,
digging the major and minor alternately in the ribs. “How
is the world using you, my scns?2 -

(i} OW !”

(3 Oh XJI

“Well, that’s a cool kid, and no mistake ” said Lane.
“ Are there any more at home like you?”

“ No—we're the lot, funny face!”?

“What’s that?” shouted Lane.

“ Didn’t seem to expect me, you two,” grinned the minimus,
“You didn’t know it was decided to send me at the same
timme as your noble selves—eh 7”

“N-no {” stammered the major,

“Blessed funny family altogether.” said” Frank Monk.
“J don’t know what to make of them, and that’s the fact.”

“It’s all right,” 'said Jimson major, recovering himself.
“It's all right—I’'m glac te sc2 vou’ve got here safe and
sound, minimus!”

“VYes, rather !” said the minor.

“Come along with us,” went on the major. “So long,
Monkey! Vou’ve got here too late for tea. kid.”

Jimson minimus nodded.

“Can’t be helped! I suppose I shail be able to raise a
feed somewhere 7” L

“Blessed if I know where, then. The fellows don’t seem
to feed in their studies—not the juniors, at all events.2
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* Perhaps some nice senior will ask mc to

“Yes—I don’t think [*

The three Jimsons strolled out intc the sch grounds,
followed by a good many glances from the Grammarians.
The new boys had made rather a peculiar impression upon
the Lower Schoeol, and the Grammarians did not guite know
what to make of them.

The major and minor preserved an astitude and manner
of brotherly inter in the minimus till they were well out
of sight. Then they exchanged sudden glances, and turned
upon the newcomer,

he third Jimson
<

wriggled in the sudden grip of his

“I've a joily good mind to give you a
said the disguised Tom Merry, compressing
the scamp of the Third Form af St. Jim's.

“Hold on i

“ Frogs-raarch him !” growled Kevr.

“Chuck it Tl yell if you do!Z

“Look here—"

“The Grammarians will think you're an unbrotherly set
if T yell for help I” chuckled Wally., “Hands off {” :

Tom Moerry and Kerr looked st himn with very peculiar
expressions. But there was no doubt that the fag was
master of the situation.

They released him, and Wally chuckled again. He blinked
curiously behind the big spectacles.
“Rum go, ain’t it?” he said easily.

As Hake sprang towards the new boy the latter thrust the end of his bat forward and it caught Hake in the chest.

Hake sat down violently.

“You young rascal !” hissed Jimson major.

“You little beast!” snapped Jimson minozr.

The fag chuckled.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ You—ryou villainous young ass, Wally! VYou might have
spoiled it all1”

“Rats to you, Tom Merry |” e

“You've increased the danger a dozen times,” said Jimson
minor,

#Rats to you, Kerr %

| warned you, you know ! ** said Jimson major calmly.

“You young rascall
about it?”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Did Gussy give it away

“Not much!” said Wally promptly.

“Then how did you know?” demanded Tom Merry.

“I did some scouting while you were holding your precious
council of war,” said Wally coolly. “I was in hearing all
the time.”

How did you know anything

92
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“My—my hat!?
“And I was on the roof of the old barn when you were
%}aﬁging your things and getting on the disguise,” chuckled

"ally.

“You—you young monkey 12

“Ha, ha, hal” i 4

“I’ve a jolly good mind to give you a licking, and chance
it 1 said Kerr. .

“Better not. If the Grammarians find out how you've
c}one t)l}e!ﬂ, they’ll skin you,” said Wally coolly. “You can't
o it.

Kerr unclenched his hands.

“You wait till we get you back to St. Jim's!”

“That’s all right, cocky! I came here to help. The Third
Form had to have a hand in the business I” exclaimed Wally.
“1 couldn’t leave you old fogies to get into all sorts of
muddles. I had to see you through.”

“You cheeky young villain'!”

“Cheese it! I'm here to help, so don’t make trouble.
I don’t want to have to start by licking you.”

Tom Merry laughed. ;

“Well, we shall have to put up with you now you're
here,” he remarked.

“Of course you will!” said Wally cheerfully.
make the best of it. Besides, I’'m going to help.
got to make the Grammarians sing small.”

“Look here, you just keep your place, and follow your
leader, and——"

“No fear! My place is to lead.?

“Why, you—you—->"

“Cave! Here comes a Grammar School rotter!”

It was Hake who was coming along.  He saw the new
boys, and stopped with an exceedingly ugly look on his
tace. :

“So there’s another of you, eh?” he said.

“Yes; we're three, old cock!” said Wally cheerily.

Hake scowled, and let out with his open hand. It was
a sudden blow, so sudden that Wally could net guard it.
It caught him on the side of the head, and he went rceling
into a flower-bed.

“Oh! "Oh! Oh?

Hake looked dewn at him with a savage grin.

“That’ll teach you to keep your tongue hetween your
teeth, perhaps,” he said.

“You coward !” shouted Tom Merry.

Wally staggered to his feet. Hake turned to 'Pom Merry,
alias Jimson major, with a sneer on his ill-featured face.

“Do you want some?” he asked. “I haven't settled
with you over that affair on the cricket field, you young
cad! Look here! I’'m in want of a fag. Seniors have
always the pick of new boys for their fags. I pick you.”

“T’ll see you hanged first!” said Tom Merry. 3

“Will you? Mind, it’s a rule of the school, and if you
make any trouble, I'll give you heans,” said Hake savagely.
“If you want to be ragged by half a dozen seniors, you'd
irotter say so.”

Tom Merry bit his lip.

Hake eyed him with savage triumph in his glanece.

“ Better
We've

If he

made the new boy his fag, he would have every opportunity

of wreaking vengeance upon him—or so he thought.

A sudden thought flashed into Tom Merry’s mind, and he
nodded his head. 5

“You want me for your fag, Hake?”

“I’ve said so.”

“What am I to do?”

““Co to my study and clear it up,” said Hake, speaking
with relish. “Then mend the fire, make the tea, and sco
that there’s plenty on the table to eat and drink.”

“It’s all in the study, I suppose?”

“If there isn’t much, you can get it ab the school shop.”

“What about the cash?”

“That’s no business of mine,”
shoulders.
that’s all.”

Tom Merry’s lips curled.  He understood what Hake
meant. 'There were bullies in the Upper Forms at St.
Jims who followed the same line. The fags could spend
their pocket-money, or run up accounts, to provide feeds
for their lords and masters, with little prospect in some
cases of being reimbursed.

“Cut off I”” said Hake. “My study’s No. 15 in the second
passage.”

He was prepared for resistance and refusal, but ihs new
boy did not resist or refuse. He nodded cheerfully.

“Come on, kids!” he said. “I’ve got to fag for Hake,
Will you lend a hand ?” = 2

“Rather |” said Kerr.

“What-ho !” said Wally.

And the three Jimsons walked away towards the House.

1Take glanced after them, with a chuckle. :

© Pll make the brat sit up yet!”? he muttered. “I’ll teach

Tue Gex LiersR¥.—No. 1,316.

E said Hake, shrugging his
“You’d better see that there’s a good tea,

!
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him to biff me with a cricket bat! If he doesn’t get me
a ripping tea, I'll make him think that life isn's worth
living ab this school | 1

. And Hake grinned. Perhaps he would not have
if he had known what was passing in the minds of
major, minor, and minimus.

CHAPTER 5.
Fagging for Hake !
OM MERRY chuckled as the trio entered the red-
I bricked building.
It was nearly dark now, and the lamps were being
lighted. Frank Monk met the new boys in the Hall,
and Tom Merry stopped to speak.

“Do you know where Hake’s study is?” he asked. ;

“Yes, rather! You’re not going there, are you? I should
adwixse you to keep clear of Hake, after what's happened
to-day.

“He’s chosen me for his fag.”

“Then I'm sorry for you, Jimson.”

“He’ll be sorry for himself by the time I've finished
fagging for him,” said Jimson major calmly. “He’s just
knocked young Wa—my young brother, I mean—over in a
way that a hooligan would be ashamed of. He’s a bullying
beast. I’'m going to make him sit up !” :

Frank Monk looked very serious.

“You'd better be careful how you go for Hakey,” he said.
“He’s an utter beast, and he’s backed up by the worst
sct among the seniors. He'll make it warm for you.”

“Curious; we are just going to make it warm for him.”

“Well, look out, that’s all.”

“We're looking out—rather!

“This way,” said Frank.

He left them at the senior’s
concerned for them.

The three Jimsons entered the study and locked al
them. It was a very well-appointed room, for Hzke
one of the best-off fellows at the Grammar School.

Tom Merry closed the door and grinned at his

“We're going to fag for Hake,” he said.

“Yes, rather! Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're going to stand him a tea—at cur own cxpenseZ

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hakey is understudying the ‘Babes in the Wood’ for
innocence, aind no mistake !” said Kerr. “If he only knew |2

“If he only did! My hat!”

“But he doesn’t We mustn’t waste time,“ went on Tom
l\im}'ry seriously. “The great Hake has only allowed us half
an hour.”

“Begin with the cuphoard,” said Kerr.

“Right you are ”"

Tom Merry threw open the cupboard. It contained a
goodly array of crockery and cutlery, the latier in a neat
plush basket. But of provisions there were little. There
vas bread, but little more.

“H’'m!” said Wally, with a sniff. “This won’t do for

“Cut down to the shop and get some more, then,”
Tom Merry, fishing a couple of hali-crowns out of

Show us where hi

study, still looking s

3

pocket. “Here you are!”

“Good! Il be back in a jiffy.”

The entrance of Jimson minimus into the school shep
attracted general attention from the juniors there. When

they saw his purchases, there was a general exclamation of
“Halves !”

“Oh, he’s fagging for Hake I’ said Monk.

And then Jimson minimus was left alone. :

If the purchases were for Hake, the juniors did not care
to touch them. Hake had a long arm and a lfong memory.

Wally only grinned. He completed his purchases and
guitted the shop, carrying his -provisions in a borrowed
basket to Hake’s study. Pt

The bully of the Grammar School met him in the pas-
sage. Carne, his chum, was with him, and both looked
at the basket.

“Grub in that?” asked Hake.

“Yes, please,” said Jimson mipimus, with a meekness
that would have alarmed Hake if he had known Wally
D’Arcy, of the Third Form at St. Jim’s. But he did not,
and so he was not warned.

“Let’s have a look !” )

Wally opened the basket. The two seniors looked into
it, and exchanged glances of satisfaction. ;

“Good I said Hake. “Pickles, ham, tongue! Good!”

“And cold beef,” said Carne; “and rabbit-pie! ©Oh,
good !

“I'm glad you like it,” said Wally. -

“It’s all right. You can cut along and tell your precious
brothers that we shall be in to tea in ten minutes, and if
it’s not ready we’ll warm the lot of you !

“Yes, pleaseiZ
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“Cat off, you young monkey !”

“Wally cut off. He re-entered the senior’s study, and
lnmped the basket down on the table with a grin.

Hake and Carne will be here in ten minutes, and if
tea isn’t ready they’re going to warm us all I he announced.

Tom Merry laughed. He locked the door and took out
the key; and then the three juniors took off their spectacles
for additional comfort.

“Let 'em all come!” said Kerr. “They won't get into
this room in a hurry. The door isn’t quite so strong as our
old ocak doors at S8t. Jim’s, but I think it's strong enough
to stand anything Hake & Co. can do !”

- Hake caught up a chair and swung it above his head.

Hake did not heed.

But Tom Merry was on his guard, and he lunged forward with the red-hot poker.

k]

“Ha, ha, ha!
beookease !

“No; I think this will be all right.
boiling.”

The tea was soon ready. The three juniors of St. Jim’s
had settled down at the table when there was a hand on
the door. The handle rattled, and as the door did not open
there was a savage kick at the lower panels.

“QOpefi this door !’’ shouted Hake, from outside.

And the voice of Carne was heard, adding some lurid
threats of what would happen to the fags if the door wasn't
immediately opened. But it wasn’t, all the same.

If you want any more fuel, here’s the

The kettle’s nearly

RSN
AR

There was a shout from the passage, ‘“Hold on, you fool !

“Oow! Yow?!

yelled the Grammarian.

. “I fancy s0,” said Tom Merry, jamming the back of a
chair under the handle for additional security. *Now for
tea. I'm ready for another feed.”

“So am I1”

“And I'm famished  said Wally.

.The feed did not take long to prepare. Tom Merry had
to light the fire, and as there was no fuel at hand he was
compelied to break up a hutch he found in a corner. The
hutch had once contained white rabbits, but it was un-
tenanted now, and it served the purpose nicely.

“Very forgetful of Hake to set his fags to lighting fires
without supplying fuel,”. Tom Merry remarked, with a
shake of the head. “But perhaps he expects his fags ta
keep him in fuel as well as in grub.”

Kick! Bang! Thump!

“QOpen this door !”

“Anybody there ?” called out Tom Merry, in the squeaky,
high-pitched voice he had adopted as Jimson major.

“Yes, you young sweep! "I'm Hake!”

“Sure ?” asked Tom Merry.

“Eh? What? What do you mean?”

“Well, you might be mackerel, you know, or haddock !’

The juniors giggled, and Hake, in the passage, muttered
something. He. kicked savagely at the door.

“Will you let me in?” il :

Can't be did. We're having tea.”

“What ?2 roared Hake.

Tae GeMm Lisrary,—No. 1,316.
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“Are you deaf?
specialist.”

“You—you—~you——

“Deafness can always be cured if taken in time. I should
recommend S

“Will you open this door?”

“Eh? The door? Oh, no!”

Thump, thump, thump!

“Pass the ham,” said Tom Merry.
ping ! Another cup of tea, please |

“Here you are.”

“Thanks! Good tea this!”

“Yes, rather! And the ham—=2

“ Ripping |”

The clicking of knives and forks and teacups were quite
audible through the study door. In the passage, Hake and
Carne glared at one another in helpless rage. They were
nonplussed. If the fags did not choose to let them into the
study they could not get in. They might have vengeance
presently, but just now—just now the three jumiors were
enjoying a hearty meal.

I should advise you to consult &

1

“This tongue is rip-

CHAPTER 6.
A More than Spring Cleaning !

HUMP, thump, thump !
Hake thumped and Carne kicked, and both of

them raved, but all without effect. The door re-
mained closed, and from within still sounded the
merry voices, the click of erockery, and the various sounds
of the feed.
“ Another cup of tea, old dear?”
“Certainly {”

“Pass the ham! What ripping ham !”

Gang Law rules in Foundryland; overitsgreat factories,
its banks and crowded, busy streets, hangs the grim
menace of the Terrors, caring nothing for the law—
killing and plundering at will. And then, like some
‘mysterious, avenging shadow, Black Whip arrives—his
! weaplgn a deadly, slashing quirt—and from that moment

the Terrors are at bay, outwitted and outfought at ever
turn by a whirlwind deadly foe who has sworn to smas
them I Meet the gang-buster and his dauntless_allies,
- “ Beefy ** Parker and Hector the Wolfhound, in this
powerful thrilling story !

Ask for No. 381 of the

BOYS’ FRIEND
Library 4"
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“Spiffing! Sounds like somebody making a row in the
passage. I wonder if it's anybody wants to come in?7

“Ha, ha, hal!” by :

Hake’s voice came rumbling through the keyhole. The
Grammar School bully was nearly choking with rage.
Fellows were collecting in the passage to look on at the
siege of the study, and they were all laughing. Hake was
not a favourite, and the revolt of the fags excited only
amusement—for all except Hake and Carne. They were
quivering with fury.

“If you open this door now, you whelps, T'll let you
off 1" !

“Eh? Tm not a cracker,” said Tom Merry.
want to be let off I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you open this door?”

“We're having tea.”

“T’ll skin you alivel”

“Serry we can’t ask you in, Hake. We
enough for a guest; and, besides, you're suc
you know !”

“T'Il—I’1l smash you!”

“Did you speak?”

“PI—I'll pulverise you !”

“ Anybody there 7

“Open the door!”

“Sounds like somebody in the pa
there 7*

Hake almost suffocated with rage.
up and down the passage all laughing.
the floor.

“T’ll smash them !” he hissed.
only get hold of them!
that’s all !”

Crash!

It was a terrific noise within the study, and told of an
upset table and smashing of crockery-ware.

Hake jumped.

“What on earth’s that??

Crash, crash, erash!

Hake tapped furiously at the door.

“What are you young demons doing ?”

““Clearing up the study |2

“What 77

“You told us to. You're going to skin 1
We’ve just cleared the table for a start. We's
thfmk you !’

"I >

“I don’t

Anybody

There was a crowd
Hake stamped on

“Oh, my word, if I could
Wait till I get the door open,

“I’m afraid some of the crocks are bro
through being in a hurry. You didn't gh
ime.”

Hake gasped with rage. He k the three juniors
were deliberately wrecking the i the
worst he could inflict at his ha
doubt, their idea was to avenge

The juniors had cleared the table by
dient of tilting it over, and sending every
the grate. Hake's crockeryware suffered, of co
Tom Merry remarked, they had not asked to
If he impressed fags into his service, he must es
the consequences.

“We’ll do out the cupboard next,” said
“Hand me that broom.”

Kerr handed him the broom.

Tom Merry cleared out the cupboard by the simp!
of thrusting into it the head of the broom and
out everything movable,

Crash on crash upon the floor warned the ©
that his cupboard was being successfully clear

Wally cocked his eye thoughtfully at the ;
mantelpiece.

“I suppose that ought to come downi” ha
“We want to make a thorough job of it. and
take the glasses down in the spring cleaning at
you see how it’s fastened, Kerr—I mean, Reginal

“Yes. Two brass-headed nails in the wall.”

“Then it ought to come down easily enough.”

Wally thrust the poker behind the glass and wremched.
There was a yell from Kerr.

“Look out!”

** What’s the matter 77

“You’ll smash it!”

“Dear me |?

Crash |

The glass came down with a run upon the overi
table. There was a smashing and 2 shattering th
be heard the length of the corridor.

Thump, thump, thump ! N

Hake was attacking the door again. The crashing in the
study almost made him weep with rage. But the door was

Tom Merrs
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fast, and the three sprmg cleaners in the study showed no
dlsposxtlon to open it.

“What about the bookease ?” aked Tom Merry.

*“Well, the books ought to be turned out, I suppose" Y

“I suppose so. Lend & hand.”

The bookease was tilted forward, and the books and papers
shob out upon the carpet, along with = couple of
drawers, from which writing materials and inks and pens
distributed themselves among the ruins

The chums of St. Jim’s lcoked round ﬂ;pL with much
satisfaction..

“We're getting on,” Tom Merry remarkod,

“Ha, ha, ha! LOOAS like it !”

‘T‘mmp t‘wmp thump !

“Hallo! That sounds like a gentle tap at the door.
body there 7*’

. ‘;Let me in?* came Hake’s muffled voice through the key-

)

“Qan’t be did, my son |

“lop it 1” hissed Hake.

* Stop what ?»

“Let the study alone

“But you told us to clean it up.?

Hake ground his teeth. The crowd of

Any-

We're clearing up the study!”
l”

Grammarians

roared.
“You ecan let it alone, said Hake. “I—I don't want
you to fag for me.” {
“Now you're talking I’ said Tom Merry heartily. “Ave

you sure you don’t want us to fag for you any more 7”
“ Yes—yes.”

“Are you abselutely sure?”

“Yes!

“You let us off fagging for you?”

“Yes,” hissed Hake.

It was the only way to save the rest of his goods, he
knew; but it was a bitter pill to swallow.

“Good! And you won’t bear mahca for whot we've done
if you dor’'t quite like the way we’ve cleancd up you
study 7”7

“N-n-no !

“You won't go for us
opened ?”

Hake was silent.

* Deaf again, Hakey?” asked \Ierrv pleasantly.

“T°1l skin you alive!” hissed H

“Ah! You won’t make it pax? "’

“No!” yelled Hake, shaking furiously at the handle of the
dlqor l”“ Open this door, you young demons! I’ll skin you
alive

Crash i

Hake gave a gasp. He knew that it was the smash of
his bookcase, and he guessed that the table had Leen tumbled
over on

“Stop :t 1” he yelled. “Stop it, you young demons!”

“Will you make it pax?”

5 ‘\To!” screamed Hake. “No, I won’t1”

Crash

1t was the sound of a clock £allmg into the grate.

Hake stifled his rage.

“Stop it! I=—I-—I'll make it pax!®

The fury in his face was sufficient indication that he
would not keep his word. He would have said anything
then to stop the wrecking of his study, ard t. get ab close
quarters with the juniors.

“Pax? Honour bright, Hakey?”

“Yes!” snarled Hake. “Open the door!”

*Right-ho I”

The door was flung open

“You asses! "’ yelled E;ank Monk.
word! He

Hake rusand funou ly into the study.

in any way when the door's

“He won't keep his

CHBAPTER 7.
: Signed—Tom Merry ! :
E_{ AKI} did not intend to keep hia word. He means to

get tﬁ close guarters with the rebellious fags and
wreak his wrath upon them
Tom Merry and his chums had not been careless
enough to trust to the word of 2 fellow like Hake. True, a
fellow who would be base encugh to attack them after
making it pax, might be rare. But Hake had never shown
any love of fair play or honourable dealings. It was best to
be prepared, and they were right. It would have gone
hard with them if they had trustea to Hak:'s honour.

Tom Merry had the poker in his hand, and it had been
between the bars for the last ten minutes and so was glow-
ing red with heat at the er;d Kerr had the tcmgn, equally
red-hot at the tips.

{Continued on the next page)
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3 Stxck em up, big boy ! 7
L %Ycan't. I got rheuma‘mcs in my bands:?
‘_ # 1 got automatics in n:une, big boy ! ¥ % {
¢ 0.K., 'boss, you win | ¥ - - Beiod
F. THOR\' EY 8, Stoekholm Streeb, Ciayton, Manchester.

w *® &

MISUNDERSTOOD !

. Father : “ No, T illy, £ can’t do your homework for you. I&
would not be mgk! # !
Willy : “ Probably not, dad, but yow might have a shos [

'SYDNEY BLAKE, 39, Stubbin Lane, Farth Park, Shefield,

THr Geut mem.——\o_ 1,316,
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Wally had armed himself with a large bottle of ink. The
three stood shoulder io shoulder, ready for Hake. .

The bully rushed at them blindly, and only stopped just
in time to save himself from the red-hot poker.

Tom Merry flourished the glowing tip in his face.

“Hold on, Hakey 1"

Hake jumped back, gasping with rage,

“Put that poker down !” he roared.

“No fear!”

“Put it down or—-=">

“Rats I”?

Hake clenched and unclenched his hands. Ie was in so
great a fury that he hardly knew what he was doing. He
caught up a chair, and swung it in the air.

There was a shout from the passage:

“Hold on, you fool |”

Hake did not heed; but Tom Merry was on his guard.
He lunged forward, and there was a shriek from Hake,
and the chair crashed to the floor as the poker just touched
his hand.

“QOw, ow, ow {”

The senior sucked his hand and danced with rage.

“Serve you right!” exclaimed Northeote, the captain
of the Grammar School. “You fool! What were you going
to do?” '

“Look what he’s done!”

“Yes; and look what you were going to do,” said North-
lcotﬁ c’ontemptuously. “1 haven’t much sympathy for a
bully

“II—T11 smash him{”

“Well, T dare say a licking won’t hurt him, for his cheek,
hut youw’d better not go too far, or you’ll have to-reckon
with me.”

“*Mind your own business!”

Hake was in a towering rage, or he would never
spoken like that to the Grammar School captain.

Northeote stepped up to him.

“Say that again I” he requested politely.

“ Why can’t you let me alone?”

“That’s better,” said Northcote. “Remember what I've
said, that’s all.”

And he walked away.
remained to see the fum.
end.

Hake fixed his eyes upon Tom Merry. Tom had replaced
his spectacles, and was Jimson major again.

“Put that poker down, Jimson |”

“Rats |

IHake came forward, his fists clenched., The poker was
lifted and he receded. He gritted his teeth hard. :

“Very well, I'll wait !” he hissed.

have

But most of the Grammarians
They wondered how it would all

“Not much, you won’t!” said Tom Merry coolly. “ You'll’

scoob, or I'll warm you.
“What !”
“ Get out !”
“I won't! I—
“I'm afraid youwll get burnt if you don’t! There, I told

Out you go !

A LA
Potts, the Office Boy ! ..o,
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you so, and there agajn! If you get in the way of a hot
poker you are bound -to get burnt.”

“Ow! Oh! Ow!?

“There again—-=>=

“Ow! Wow!”

“You’d better bunk, Hakey {”

Halke thought so, too. He strode from the study, white
with rage; and Tom Merry, with a laugh, hurled the poker
into the grate. Carne gave the juniors a very peculiar
look and followed his cham. The Grammarians were
roaring with laughter. Frank Monk gave Tom Merry a
ringing slap on the shoulder. 4

“My word !” he said. “You'll do! I never saw such a
cool heggar in all my natural as you are, Jimson.”

Tom Merry laughed.

_“Only look out for Hake!” said Carb
You've made a wreck of the place. Serv
right, the bully !”

“Come on, kids!” said Tom Merry. “We shall have to
stick together if that brute goes for us. If he touches any
onie of us, all three are to pile on him, remember, and give
him jip.”

*“What-ho !”

The three Jimsons left Hake's study.

An admiring crowd of Grammarians siuck to them for
a time, and it was half an hour or more before Tom Merry,
who had his own plans to carry out, was able to get rid
of them.

Meanwhile, Hake was not looking for the new boys.

He had had a severe lesson, and his burns were smarting,
and upon reflection he had resolved to postpone his
vengeance till a safer opportunity later in the evening.

“Let the young brutes wait till after lights-out!” he said
thickly, as he bathed his injuries. “I’ll go into the junior
dormitory with a dog-whip, Carne, and if I don’t make
’em squirm, my name’s not Hake !”

Carne grinned.

“Jolly good wheeze,” he agreed. “Tackle the young
beast when he’s got no chance of getting hold of acricket bas
or a poker, and when Northcote isn’t about to sitop you.”

“That’s the idea! T’ll make him sit up io-night

And so, for the present, the Grammar School b
the new boys alone.

“My word !” said Frank Monk, as half
out from the big clock. “It’s more than
prep.”

“Let’s get along to the study,” said Carboy.
on, Lane. You can leave that book.”

The three Grammarian chums left the Common-roon
went to their study. Frank Monk lighted the gas.

The next moment he gave a yell.

“My hat!”

“What’s the matter??
together.

“Look at that!”

Monk was pointing at the looking-glass over the mantel-
plece.

Carboy aud Lane followed the direction of his finger, and
exclamations of rage and wonder broke from them. For
upon the clear glass were traced, by a finger dipped in red
ink, the following words: :

“DOWN WITH THE GRAMMAR SCHOOL!
“(Signed) Tom MegrrY.”

. “My hat!
1im jolly well

exclaimed Lane and

BE Gl
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The three Grammarians stared at one another blankly.
“Tom Merry 12

“He’s been here 1”

“My hat!”

i o

CHAPTER 8.
Trophies of War!
uB ETTER leave it till bed-time.”

It was Kerr—alias Jimson minor—who spoke.
The three Jimsons were conversing in a corner
of the Common-recom at the Grammar School, in
subdued tones.

A good many of the Grammarians had glanced towards
them, wondering what the whispered confabulation was
about. They would have opened their eyes wide if they had
known.

Tom Merry shook his head in reply to Kert’s remark.

“No .good wasting time,” he said. “We've run the
gauntlet safely so far, but there’s no telling how long it
may last.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally, with a chuckle. I
should think so. I know Monk & Co. think we're a set
;)f queer fish already. They may begin to suspect at any
ime.

“All through you shoving yourself in,” said Kerr.

“Rats!” said Wally cheerfully.

“Never mind that now,” said Tom Merry. “Wally's
here, anyway. I onlg hope no more duffers will foliow
us from 8f. Jim’s. Gussy was very anxious to make one
of the party, and I should not be surprised if he happened
along, disguised as a bootlace merchant, or a grass-cutter.
or something.”

“Ha, ha, ha!% .

“If he did, the game would be up at once. It may be
up at any moment, anyway, and we may have to run for
it. We came here chiefly to get back the trophies the
Grammar cads collared from us on the cricket field at St.
Jim’s.”

“That’s so!”

“Now we've got a chance. They're hung on the walls
of the dormitory. Frank Monk thinks they’re quite safe
there from anybody.’’

“He little knows!* grinned Wally.

“Exactly! But he may know that they’re in danger any
moment. The young bounder’s looking towards us now, as
if he’d ‘like to know what we were talking about. He was
jawing something very excitedly a little while back. He's
seen the inscription on the glass in his study.”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“My idea is to get to the dorm and make sure of those
trophies at the earliest possible moment, in case of
accidents.”

“I dare say you’re right. But when we’ve got them ?”

“We'll sling them over the wall into the road, and Wally
can cut back to St. Jim’s with them quickly.” -

" “No fear!” said Wally promptly. “Kerr can cut back
with them.”

“Now, look here, Wally—"’

“"Nuff said! I’'m here till the finish.”

“Very well, they can be slung into a tree or something,
where we. can get them afterwards,” said Tom Merry.
“Never mind that now; the chief thing is to get them.

B o R R EE R
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But look here, Wally, yowll get into a row if you're late
for calling-over.”

“I shall stay here as long as you do.”

“All right, you young ass!”

“Yes. I've got permission to join the party.”

“What party?”

“Your party,” said Wally coolly. “I got permission from
Mr. Railton. He didn’t guess, of course, that you hadn't
asked me.”

“My hat!” Tom DMerry looked grimly abt the scamp
of the Third Form at St. Jim's. “I don’t know whether
to lick you or—— : 4

“Rats!” said Wally unceremoniously. “Cet on with the
washing. Suppose you two keep an eye on the Grammar
cads while I eollar the stumps out of the dorm.”

Tom Merry laughed.

_“The programme’s all right,” he said, “only I shouldn't
like to entrust it to you. You and Kerr can keep watch.”

“Look here—"’ - ;

“Oh, ring off! You're too checky for a fag!”

“Hallo, what’s the confab about?” asked Irank Monk,
crossing over to the three. ;

“Confab!” said Jimson
talking 1”2

“1 say,
library 2

“On the ground floor.”

“Show me where it is, will you?”’

“Certainly I

Kerr winked at Tom Merry and followed Monk., Tom
understood at once. It was a device for getting Monk, the
keenest of all the Grammar School juniors, out of the way

major. “Oh, we were jush

Morkey,” said Kerr, “where iz the school

for a time.

Tom Merry and Wally strolled into the passage, and
thence by easy stages upstairs. The upper passage was
deserted, and there was a glimmer of light there. In the
dormitory all was dark. i

“You wait here, kid,” whispered Tom Merry.
me if anybody comes along.”

“Right-ho 1”

Leaving Wally in the passage, Tom Merry entered the
dormitory. :

He lighted the gas, and looked about him. 'The cricket
trophies so proudly pointed out to him by Frank Monk
were in their places. -

It took Tom Merry a couple of minutes to take them dowri.
He tied them together in a handy bundle with a piece of
cord, and from his pocket he drew a piece of cardboard,
which he pinned to the wall in place of the trophies.

The card contained a single inscription in his own hand-
writing, well-known to Frank Monk and some others of the
Grammarians. b

“Thanks I-~-Tom Merry.”

He grinned as he thought. of the feelings of the Gram-
marians when they saw it, and turned out the gas.

As he did so, the deor opened slightly, and there was
a warning whisper from Wally. ;

“Cave!”

Wally vanished along the passage, only just in time.
Merry hesitated, the bundle of stumps in his hand.
Was there time to escape from the dormitory?. :
Footsteps at the door answered him in the negative.

D e e e
.. BOB DOWN'!

“Warn

Tom

SIAND WHAT DI 1 DO WITH 7T 7 F=~117(1 DUNNO,SIR, UNLESS YER WIRED A
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Wally had only given the warning just in time to save
him from running into the Grammarians.

Tom Merry’s heart beat very fast for the moment. If he
was discovered in the dormitory, with the stumps in his
hand, and that card on the wall,"the dullest of the Gram-
marians could not fail to guess the truth.

Yet where to hide?

The Grammarians, if they noticeel the stumps were missing
—as they could hardly fail to do--would immediately give
the alarm and search the dormitory.

The junior was thinking it out when the door opened, and
two juniors came into the darkness. The veice of Lane was
heard.

“Got a mateh for the gas, Carboy?”

“Yes, wait a minute. Curioust 1 thought T saw a light
from the dorm as I came along the passage.”

“Hm! It’s dark cnough now.”

Tom Merry breathed hard.

As soon as Carboy struck that match, he wo
covered. Not if he could help it!. Ife approached the
Grammarians noiselessly in the darkness as they steod by
the open door, and made a sudden rush.

“Oh !” roared Lane.

He went reeling over under the rush, and Carboy followed
him, reeling and rolling across him on the floor.

Tom Merry, with a suppressed chuckle, ran on. He left
the dormitory, and was racing down the passage, before
the two startled Grammarians came to their wits.

CHAPTER 9.
A Startling Disappearance !
CARBOY jumped up furiously.

“What—who was that?”’ :
“Blessed if T know !” said Lane, struggling te his
feet. “Whatever it was it gave me a jolly hard biff !”

“ 1t couldn’t be a burglar!”

“Stuff! Some kid japing us!”

“T'll jape him!” said Carboy, gritting his tecth.
head’s still singing. Wait till I get a light.”

Scratch !

“I say, though, it might be that St. Jim’s ead,” said Lane
suddenly.” “You know what we found written up in the
study. The fellow might have been hiding here waiting for
a chance to get away, and we never thought of it.”

“My hat! Yes; it’s quite pessible !”

“Let’s have a look.”

Carboy lighted the gas.

Their first thought, naturally, was for the %rophies of
war that had been borne off in triumph from the cricket
ground at St. Jim’s, ¥ a Saint- had penetrated into the
Grammarian quarters, his first thought, of course, would
have been for them.

Carboy gave a yell.

)

“Ay

He pointed to the blank wall. The

“Gone !” muttered Lane blankly.

“Tom Merry’s been here!”’ yelled Carboy.
his message! ¢ Thanks!'—Merry.’
Tom Merry biffed us over.”

“Phew! The cheek of it !’

“We'll have the beast soon; he can’t get away !I” exclaimed
Carboy excitedly. “Let’s give the alarm. Noj; you stay
here while I call the fellows.”

“Right you are!®

“See that he doesn’t cut back along the passage while
I'm gone.” J

“I'll look out.”

Later, Frank Monk & Co. rushed downstairs.
inte the Common-rcom like 2 thumderbolt.

They found it in darkness. The gas bad been turned out.

Frank Monk bumped against the table, and growled:
“Hang it! What ass turned the light out?”

“Haven’t you got a match?”

“Ves, I think so!” growled Monk, feeling 'n his pockets.

“Let's have a light, for goodness’ sake! Perhaps Tom
Merry has been here and turned the light out,” grunted
Hanks,

trophies were gone!

“Look, that’s
The cool beast! It was

They burst

“Biuff! Tom Me gone long ago. e must hase
. g g ag
got over the wall.”
“J don’t know. He——"

“Well, I do! I tell you he’s gone!””

Monk scratched the-match and pub it to the gas. The
Grammarians blinked at one another in the sudden light.
There was a roar from Gilson:

“Look

On the table was chalked, in hu
in the light, a brief but expressive sex

“RATS!—TOM MERRY.”

Tur Gem Lisrary,—No. 1,316,
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re letiers that glistened
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YOU’LL SCREABRI!

YOU’'LL ROAR!—WHEN BILLY BUNTEI

The Grammarians could scarcely believe their eyes. They
stared at the chalk message on the table; they stared at one
another, and they stared round the room.

“My hat!” gasped Frank Monk.

“My giddy aunt !” said Carbey.
brown, and no mistake !”

There was no sign of Tom Merry. But it was evidently
the hero of St. Jim’s who had chalked that message there,
and turned the gas out in the Grammar School Common-
room,

Then Tom Merry was not gone.

“Tom Merry’s doing us

In spite of the ex-
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‘“ Bump him over! ¥ muttered Tom Merry. The St. Jim”
wildly, but four pairs of hands grasped him and |
haustive search, he was lingering somewhere about the
building. Where? In what corner? ,
Frank Monk was the first to find his voice.
“Well, this takes the biscuit, I think.”
“I told you he’d been here,” squeaked Ianks.
“There’s no doubt about it,” said Carboy.
Merry, or his ghost.”
_ “But how—where > Frank Monk broke off helplessly.
“Of course, this is a jape on us, in return for cur raid.”
“And we're getting nicely done,” remarked Lane
X €5 2, = 1
gloomily, It’s a regular triumph for Tom Merry. How
the St. Jim’s cads will chuckle when they hear of 1t!”
“By Jove! T think I can sece them.”
“They won’t chuckle if we catch Tom Merry—and Tom
Merry won’t, either,” said Monk grimly. “We'll smother

“¥'s Tom




d at the Grammar School master.

» the ground.”’

Lim with soot, and send him bhack to St. Jim’s like a
chimney sweep. We’ll make him sing small.”

“If we catch him!’’ sncered Gilson. “We haven’t caught
him yet.”

Monk snapped his teeth.

“We must catch him. He won't he far away. This
must have been chalked here while we were in the quad
searching for him. He’s in the House.”

“My word, what a nerve.”

“But where?” said Lane helplessly.
everywhere—everywhere 1’

“1 don't know. There’s the box-room—and the garrets.

“We've searched

He struck cut at them

“ Hake! Help me!?* he yelied.

There are a good many odd corncrs where the bounder
might hide himself.”

“Shall we begin again?”’

“Yes, rather; and make it a bLit more thorough this
time.”

Monk smudged out the chalk words on the table. The
Grammarians were getiing decidedly angry by this time,
and they were very anxious to get hold of Tom Merry.
They were somewhat fagged with the search, but they
renewed it with zest.

Monk, Lane, and Carboy ascended to the garrets—several
.small rooms at the top of a narrow stair that were only
used for lumber. There was a door on the staircase, which
shut the garrets off from the rest of the House. Through
the garrets the three hunted in vain, while their comrades
were scarching below,
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“Qh rats!” exclaimed Monk at last. “He’s not here.
TI'm jolly dusty!”

“No trace of the beast here!”

“Let’s get down and see what the other fellows are doing.”

Three exasperated juniors descended the stairs. They
were more exasperated still when they rcached the door
at the foot of the little staircase. It was closed, and did
not open to Frank Monk’s hand.

“Hallo! What’s wrong with this?”

“It’s jammed, I suppose., Give it a shove!?

“It’s fast|?

They pushed the door violently, but the truth quickly
dawned upon them—it was locked on the ogher side.

“Hang! This is one of the chaps larking with us!”

“T’ll give the larker a jolly good thick ear when I get
near him!” growled Carboy. “This isn’t the time for
japes! Blow the door !”

Monk thumped fiercely on the panels.

“QOpen this door, you duffers !”

There was a light laugh on the other side.

Frank Monk started. He thought he knew that laugh.

“Who's that?” he sheuted.

“Ha, ha, ha! Hear me smile !?

“Tom Merry {”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The Grammarians looked at one anether aghast, It was
a “nerve ” such as astounded them. While they were hunt-
ing for Tom Merry—while a couple of score of exasperated
Grammarians were hunting for him—the junior from St.
Jim’s had ventured out into the open and locked them up
on the garret stairs.

Now he was standing on the other side of the door. Thero
were two inches of strong wood between them, and they
could neither see nor get at him. But they could hear his
merry laugh.

“My word !” muttered Monk. *“This prances off with the
giddy Peck Frean, and no mistake I

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Open this door, you St Jim’s rotter {2

“Ha, ha, ha! Who's top school now 72

“We are!” yelled Monk.

“Whe's getting the best of this?”

“We are!” said a voice from Tom Merry’s side of the
door; and Monk gave a jump as he recognised the tones
of D’Arcy minor. “My only Aunt Jane, I should say
we are!” 3 :

“Young Wally ! he murmured, amazed.

“Two of them !” muttered Carboy.

“Whose triumph is this?” went en Tom Merry cheer-

fully

“Qurs!”? said Wally. - *“Down with
Grammar School! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” .

Frank Monk thumped furiously on the door.

“Reseue !” he bawled. “Rescue, Grammar School! St
Jim’s cads! Rescuet”

A sound of rapidly receding footsteps was heard.
Merry was gone.

Frank Monk, Lane, and Carboy continued to thump and
vell,- and at last the noise brought several Grammarians
to the scene. .

Gilson opened the door, and three furious jumiors burst
out into the passage.

(rilson starved at them in wonder.

“How on earth did you manage to lock yourselves up
there 7 he demanded.

“You utter ass!” yelled Monk.

“Tom Merry?”

“Yes. He locked us up, and then jawed us through
the door.”

“My hat!”

“It can’t be!” grunted Hanks.
down there, or in the passages, all the time.
he have got to?”

“1 suppose he’s cut out into the dorm.”

“There’s a dozen fellows searching the dorm this minute.”
, “kWell, I don’t know where he is, but he was here. Why,
leok 17

Frank Monk pointed to the door.
chalked on it for all to 'read:

“Done again—TOM MERRY {*

“My only hat!”

“I¢’s—it’s magic,” gasped Hanks—“that’s what it is!
I tell you the fellow hasn’t been here ! It’s magic!”

“Don’t be an ass !’ grunted Monk,

“Then how did he get away?2

“Blessed if I know.”

There was a sudden shout down the passage.

“This way! Come here!”
Tee GeEM LiBRsRY.—No. 1,316,
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“It was Tom Merry!”

“We've been on the stairs
Where could

There were words
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“Hallo! Have they got him?”
~And the Grammarians rushed off excitedly in the direc-
tion of the shout.

[ pa—

CHAPTER 10.
A Shock for the Jimson Family !

[ HAT is it?2
“Where is he?”
“Who was it yelled ?”

“Young Wilkinson . I1.”

“ What did you yell for, you young ass?”

“I've seen him !” gasped Wilkinson II.

“Seen him !”

It was a general shout, and ihe eager Grammarians
gathered rocund Wilkinson IJ. in a compact crowd, breath-
less for information. Little Secundus had never felt him:
self of so much importance before. Unconsciously an air of
consequence grew upon him, which was promptly quashed
by Frank Monk. He took a firm grip upon the ear of
Wilkinson II.

“You've seen him—Tom Merry 72

“I—1I suppose so.”

“You suppose so.”2 Monk gave a snort.
know Tom Merry by sight?2

“Yes; but—>2

“But what, you stuttering young duffer ?” shouted Lane.

“Shut up, Laney! Let him speak !

“ 1t was so dark,” stammered Wilkinson. “The gas had
been turned out here on the stairs, you see.”

“It must have been Tom Merry turned it out.”

“Of course.”

“Go on, Wilky!”

“Well, I was coming upstairs in the dark and I just
caught sight of a chap who was chalking something on the
wall here. I thought at once it was the St. Jim’s kid, and
I collared him and yelled.”

“Good for you!”

“Then he bumped me over on the stairs, and sloped,”
said Wilkinson II. “He cut into the senior passage.”

There was a rush of juniors in that direction. Others
struck matches.  The gas jet on thz stairs was relighted,
and they looked at the chalking Wilkinson averred he had
seen the shadowy form engaged upon in the dimness.

The chalked letters were very crude, as was natural,
considering that they had been done almost in darkness.
But they were quite legible.

“8t. Jim’s is top school! More rats —TOM MERRY !

Trank Monk almost gasped with rega. ! ¢

“St. Jim’s is top school, is 167" he said. “Wait till we
get hold of the bounder! I’ll give him more rats !”

“He can’t get away,” said Carboy, with a grin. “We
left five or six fellows on the watch at the other end of
the senior passage, you know. He can’t have got past
them.”

“Phew! We've got him in a trap this time!
and warn them to be on their guard.”

“Right you are!” o

Carboy dashed along the passage. . The lights had been
turned out there. The progress of Tom Merry seemed to
be marked by extinguished gas jets.

The watchers were still on guard where Frank Monk had
left them; in fact, they were increased in number, for
Jimson major, the new boy, was with them, chatting with
them, and apparently helping them keep watch. He blinked
through his spectacles at Carboy.

“Has anybody passed this way?” demanded Carboy.

“No!” said Jimson major. “What’s the trouble ?”

“Tom Merry dodged into the passage. Young Wilkinson
I1. saw him. 7

“ Phew 1”

“He hasn’t come by bere,” said Brown. “We've been
on the watch all the time. He must have cut into one of
the senior studies.”

“We'll jolly soon have him ouvt!?

Carboy reported to Monk. The gas jet was relighted in
the passage, and it revealed the fact that there was no
stranger there. It was clear to Monk & Co. that the fugitive
must have dodged into a study. .

“We'll take each in turn, and search the lot till we find
him,” said Frank Monk determinedly.

Lane looked a little -doubtful.

“ What are the seniors likely to say?”

“Blow the seniors!” said Gilson.

“That’s all very well; but we don’t want the order of
the boot.” 0. :

“Well, we can search the empty studies,” said Monk,
after a moment’s thought, “and just ask the others. Tom

Tre Gox LierArRy.—No. 1,316.
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Merry can’t have hidden himself in a study that had any-
body in it.”

“Truel”

V\I“ 'liwo of you to each study, and buck up!” directed Frank
Monlk,

And the studies were searched.

The rooms that happened to be occupied by Grammar
School seniors afforded the hunters various receptions. At
some they were civilly answered, and at others they were
shouted at and told te clear out. But the mere fact that
a study was occupied was sufficient evidence that Tom
Merry was not there. f

The empty studies were rigidly searched. Not a corner
where a dog or a cat could have hidden himself was left
unsearched. But no sign was discovered of the elusive
Tom Merry.

Hake’s study was last, and Monk tapped at the door .
with some uneasiness. Hake—especially in the humour he
was in that evening—was not a pleasant individual to
beard in his den. But there was no help for it. The
search had to be completed.

Hake scowled savagely as Frank Monk entered, with
the spectacles of Jimson major and Jimson minor glimmer-
ing over his shoulders. Jimson minimus was behind with
the rest of the hunters.

“What do you brats want?” demanded Hake.

“Nothing ; only-——"

“Then get out!”

“We’ve come to look for a chap.”

“He’s not here! Clear out!”

“Nobody dodged into this study?”

“ Nobody !” =

“Oh, all right! No need to be huffy about it,” said
Monk, looking round the study, with a grin.

Hake had tipped the servants to set his study in order
as much as possible, but they could not mend the looking-
glass or the panes of the bockcase, or the broken clock.

The senior’s study looked a complete wreck.
1Ha,ke picked up a cushion as the juniors turned to the
door.

Jimson major reeled forward, and fell upon his hands
and kness as the cushion, fiercely hurled, struck him on
the back between the shoulders.

“Now get out of my study !” said Hake savagely.

Jimson major was on his feet in a second. His hand
grasped the cushion that had bowled him over.

“Certainly I he said.

And his hand went up with the cushion on it.
sprang to his feet.

“Don’t you dare to— Ow!”

Biff !

The cushion flew and caught Hake on the chest and
bowled him over like a ninepin. He crashed down on
the hearthrug, and the juniors crowded out of the study,
chuckling. :

‘Hake rushed out of the study the next moment, red
with rage. The three Jimsons lined up, shoulder to
shoulder, with clenched fsts.

“Looking for trouble?” asked Jimson major pleasantly.
“We haven’t any red-hot poker handy, but my knuckles
arc at your secrviece.”

Hake glared at them, clenching his hands, but the three
secemed a little too formidable to tackle at once, and again
he had to postpone his vengeance. With a grunt he re-
treated into his study, and slammed the door.

“Hake’s getting quite tame,” grinned Carboy. “You
three fellows seem to know how to handle him, though if
you get through the night without being skinned, I shall
be surprised.”

IF'rank Monk wrinkled his brows.

“Talk about the ¢ Mystery of the Yellow Room ’!” he
exclaimed. “It’s not in it with this! Where did Tom
Merry get to?”

“Don’t ask me conundrums!”

“The passage was watched at both ends, and he didn’t
dodge into any of the studies. Then where is he?”

The Grammarians looked at one another almost in awe.
It was a complete puzzle, so utterly baffling as almost to
smack of the supernatural. No mystery they had ever heard
of in a detective.story was anything like it. Where was
Tom Merry?

The juniors, utterly unable to grasp the problem, moved
about aimlessly, still searching for the mysteriously vanish-
ing junior of St. Jim’s. i3

Jimson major, minor, and minimus sauntered away down
the big staircase, and out of sight of the Grammar School
juniors they indulged in a quiel chuckle.

“The game’s growing hot,” murmured Tom Merry. “We
are giving the Grammar innocents a high old time.’

“My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally. “We are—
we are!”

Hake
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“Where is Tom Merry?” chuckled Kerr. “Oh, my hat!
What will Frank Monk say when he learns the facts?”

ha, hal”?

“Hallo"’ exclaimed Jimson major suddenly., “What’s
that“’ ‘

'The door of the Hall below the staircase had boen opened.
The voice of Mr. Slinger could be heard speaking in the
Hall, but the three juniors had not paid any particular
attontlon torih .

Bm: the voice that answered Mr. Slinger struck the three

t once—struck them, so to speak, all of 2 heap!

bor they knew the voice. -

It said:

“If you, please, my name is Fwedewick Wobinson, and
I am the new page.’

Jimson major, minor, and minimus gazed at one another
in horror. One name fell in a dismayed whisper from
their lips:

Y Gussy I

CHAPTER 11,
HNot Quite a Suceess !
MR SLINGER gazed at the boy before him in

astonishment.
He was not in a good temper, especially as he
was busy with examination papers, when Im was
called out by the arrival of this singular youth.

It appearsd to Mr. Slinger that Dr. Monk had neglected
to inform him of many things which should have been
mentioned before the headmaster went away.

First there was the arrival of the Jimsons, of which he
had known nothing till he had received ths telegram, fol-
lowed by the arrival of the new boys.

Now here was apparently a new page, whom Dr. Monk
had caused to -call, without giving Mr. Slinger the slightest
hint that he was coming.

And such a page!

Mr. Slinger had seen all sorts of pages, boot-boys, and
other boys in his time, but he had never secen anything
quite like this before.

The fellow was quaint in the face, to say the least of it,
and his clothes fitted him as badly as it was possible for
clothes to fit.

But his voice!

Mr Slinger had never heard a youth in service speak
with a full blown Oxonian accent before; but he had that
curious experience now. *

He gazed at the page, who returned his gaze calmly.

“You are Mr. Slingah, I suppose?” said the new page.

“I twust that I shall give you satisfaction, my deah sir.
As 1 bave wemarked, my name is Fw cedewick Wobinson,
and I am the—"

“Dear me!” gasped Mr. Slinger.

“If I can see Dr. Monk, my deah sir

“Dr. Monk is absent.”

“Ah, that is wathah unfortunate. - Howevah, I have no
uoub}; that I shall be able to awwange satisfactowily with

on.

2 “Bless my soul !”

“Y am looking for a posish as a page—a job. I believe it is
called,” went on the stranger. “I have observed the duties
of the posish, and I wathah think I can eaww. vy them out
\&LTaf&utO\’Vlly- I shall be vewy bLappy to twy.”

“This is most extraordinary !”
“Not at all, deah boy—I mean, deah sir.

“I do not undeletand this.”

¥ 33

“Pway what is it that is beyond your undahstandin’, siv?
I shall be vewy happy to explain.”
“\\ ho are you?
“1 am Fwedewick Wobinson, and-——>
114 Boy !JJ
“Yaas, sirl!”
“What does this—this masquerade mean?’ demanded

Mr, Slinger fiercely. “You are no page.”

“Weally, Mr. Slingah——"

“Do you think you can deceive me, hoy?”

“Y weally twust that you do not’ su\pect me of any
intention to deceive, Mr. Slingah. I should wegard such
a course with uttah contempt.”

“You are not what you pretend to be !’

“Weally, my deah s1r~———”

“You are not a page.’

“1 am a page at the pweaent moment,”

“ Your name is not Robinson !1”

“My name at the pwesent moment is Fwedewick Wobin-
son,” said the swell of 8t. Jim’s, rather hampered in his
impersonations by his determination not to tell an untruth.
“There is no need to inquiah furthah.”

Mr. Slinger stamped his foot,

“But I shall mqmu further I he almost shouted.. “This
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is some impudent joke, uplnss,\t is the attempt of a criminal
to get into the Eouse for the purpose of robbery. ’

“Bai Jovel”

“Yes, robbery !” shouted \Ir Slinger.

“Wobbewy’ Wpally, Mr. Slingah—-7

“Who are you?

“ Fwedewick W

“I will tele
g1eatly incensed,

“Bai Jove I” .

Naturally encugh, the strange scene had drawn the
Grammarians to the spof, and they had approached as near
as they dared to the acid-tempered Mr. Slinger,

And naturally, tco, Frank Monk & Co. recognised the
beautiful tones and charming accent of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, the swell of the I*ouxth Form at St. Jim’s.

They gazed at one another in wonder.

There was no doubt at all that it was D’Arcy. He cer-
tainly wasn’t what he pretended to be, and there was no
doubt as to who he really was. The Grammarians were
awe-stricken at the check of it.

“The nerve i” said Monk, in a low voice.
in disguise !”

& My hat !” said Carboy. “Perhaps he’s been around Lc;’re
doing those tricks we've been putting down to Tom Merry ?*

Monk shook his head.

“No; he's only ]Jt arrived.
somewhure—and—-

“This ass has come to sce how he’s «ret{mg on,” grinned
Monk. “This is Gussy’s idea of a disguise.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

“1 never thov"fht he'd ha\c the nerve!

“It is, by Geoxge 1" said Lane. ‘Slinger hasn't an idea
who he is.  Thinks he’s a giddy burglar!”

“Ha, h'\, ha 17

“It won’t be a joke for Gussy if he gets arrested.”

Mr. Slinger was looking very much incensed. Arthur
Aungustus D’ Arcy was at a loss. He had hoped to be taken
on as a new page without dlﬂiculty or too much inquiry,
but the scheme was not working out as he had wished, It
struck him that there might be some slight detail in which
he was not Leepmrr up t?e character.

Mr. Slinger’s threat of telcphomnw for the police flabber-
gasted Arthur Augustus.

“Weally, my deah sir, there 13 no necessity for that,” he
said, after a pause of d1<may “If you do not wequ’a‘l my
services as a page, I shall be pleased to wetiah.”
- Mr, Slinger smiled grimly.

& You will not retire so easily,” he said. “I shall insist
upon you giving an account of yourself before you leave this
House.”

“Weally, my ‘deah sir——*

“(Close the door, Mouk, and stand there; and see that this
boy does not pass you ! P said ‘the master sharply.

¥rank Monk, with a grimace, went to the door, and stood
on guard, D Arcy fished an eyeglass out of his pocket,
jammed it in his eye, and looked at Monk, and then at
Mr. Slinger.

The latter gentleman simply gasped. The new page-boy
was extraordmaly enough, but %}e addition of the eyeglass
took the biscuit, as Blake would have said.

A page-boy with an Pycglass was altogether a new tlnng
to Mr. Slinger, but D’Arcy, finding himself in a fix, wa
losing his caution. And he never could think clearly, as he
had often eonfided to his chums, without an eyeglass in his
eye.

“Dear me !” said '\Ir Sl'nger
that the boy is insane.”

“Weally, Mr, Slingah, I wegard that wemark as wude in
the extweme,” said D’Arcy, lookuzg the Grammar School
master up and down tluourrh the monocle. “You may use
your disewetion, of course, about engagin’ me as a page;
but, in any case, 1 consxdah that I am entitled to be tweated
w1th pwopah wespect.”

“Bless my soul I”
“I will now wetiah !1*

As a matter of fact, D’Arcy would have been glad at that
m?lmelnt to find himseli on the outside of the Grammar
Schoo

“You will not!” said Mr. Slinger coldly. “Unless you
immediately give an account of yourself, I shall telephane
to Rylcombe Police Station, It looks to me as if you have
endeavoured to gain entrance to this House for purposes of
robbery.”

“I can only wegard that observation as a delibewate
insult.”

“Will you explain yourself 7” roared Mr. Slinger.

“Certainly not. If yon were not so gweatly my seniah, I
should give you a feahful thwashin’, Undah the cires, I
uttahly wefuse to explain myself !*

: “Boys, keep an eye on this person, and see that he dees

(Continued on page 19.)
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one for the police!” gaid Mr.

Slinger,

“Coming here

Tom Merry’s about here

It's amazing !”

“I am beginning to think
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NOTES AND NEWS FROM—

Add: ess all lettefs The Editer, The GEM Th.. Ama[gamated Press, Lid.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! I feel that I
must draw your attention to the
wonderful Big Photo Plates
which are being presented with

our companion papers—*‘ Magnet,”
“ bModern Boy,” and ‘ Ranger,” these
days. In the case of the * \Iagnet,” the
series of photo plates deplcts ‘ Marvels
of Modern Engineering,” whilst * Modern
Boy *’ offers’a unique collection of pictures
illustrating * Great Adventures.” The
“Ranger ’—the six-story adventure paper
—ig giving away a series under the general
title of “ World Records We Are Proud

Of.”” All these photo plates are unique
specimens and are well worth collecting.
1f you are interested—and I think you will
be—get a copy of these papers this week.
[Remember in"each of them you will find
ja superb photo plate. Now for next weelk’s
‘all-star programme of the Gem. In the
first place you will find hundred-per-cent
value in

‘“ BUNTER AT ST. JIM’S !

by popular Martin Clifford. Billy Bunter,
as most of you know, is the celebrated fat
'boy of Greyfriars. What’s he doing at
St. Jim’s 2 Ah! Let Martin Clifford tell
you next week. Don’t miss this yarn,
chaps, it’s a winner all the way! Don’t
It%iss, either, the next all-thrilling chapters
o

“ THE SPY-FLYERS !

Each week this super yarn of the Great
War grows more interesting. To miss a
single instalment would be much worse
than missing your brekker! You can
depend on our special column of readers’
]ukes and Potts’ capers in our popular

comie strip ” if it’s laughs you want!
Next week’s Gem is the best yet. See
that you get your copy !

THE UNEXPLODED SHELL !

During the stirring days of the Great
War. those mighty dangerous things,
labelled shells, performed all manner of
funny tricks when they left the muzzles
of the big guns. Not all of them * went
off.”. In fact, years and years after the
last gun was fired, people in the various
countries which were ravaged by the War
have dug up live shells in their back gardens
and farms! But one of the strangest
results of a shell which failed to explode
came to light not long ago in the Egyptian
desert, A highly-placed officer was riding
his mule across the illimitable stretch of
sand when suddenly, .right under him,
there was an almighty exzplosion, The
mule was killed on the spot, but the
officer, fortunately, escaped. How it
happened was this way. The hard hoof
of the mule had struck against the
detonator of a shell which was buried in
the sand, and so * touched off *! the high
t:splosxve !
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APRIL FOOL?

We are in the monih of May, but
I must quote you the experience of
an clderly gentieman on last All
Fools’ DPay. He was walking along
when three boys yelled at him some-~
thing like this : ““ Hi, sir! Yow’ve
dropped a ten-shilling note.”> But
the old gent wasn't having any.
He had played April Fools’® jokes
himself in his time. He got on his
bus, with the trio of boys still
yelling closely behind him. It was
the bus conductor who straightened
out matters. He saw in the hand of
the foremost boy a real ten-shilling
note, so he stopped tne bus. Then
came explanations. The old chap
Lad indeed dropped the fen shillings,
and was so pleased ai vrecovering
it thail he gave the finder a penny!

HOW IT°’S DONE IN BARCELONA'!

Prisoners in the Barcelona gaol seem
to have a fairly easy time of it. Believe
it or not, they actually threatened to revolt
unless they were allowed the luxury of a
daily bath, meals costing a shilling per
head instead of the exxsbmg ninepence, and,
to cap it all, unless they had wireless
installed in each cell. What next, we
wonder ?

- FROM BRISBARNE !

They had some preity hefty floeds
in Brisbane not long ago, but that
didn’t frighien the shop girls and
assistants, who had {o get to their
business whether it rained or
snowed, sc to speal. These hardy
foll: packed their ordinary clothes
into suilceases, donned bathing cos-
tumes, and set off to work. On
their arrival,’cff came their dripping
wet baihing costumes and on went
their ordinary clothes, Good
wheeze, what 2

WHOSE HALFPERNY ?

You don’t expect to find a halfpenny in
an egg when you crack the shell, do you ?
Yet such an amazing experience befell a
Prestatyn woman the other day, when she
was about to make a custard. In the
centre of the egg was a real ha]fpenny——
dated 1924. Who lays claim to it 2

A CAT ON THE PHORE!!

Yes, sir! Cats are mighty wise
animals., Listen to this. A cat
found itself locked in an office in
California, and having tried meoiv-
ing in the ordinary way and failing
to attract attention, this super cat
prmnrtly knocked over the iele-

and d inte that!
‘Fact ! The operator at the exchange
reported the maltter, with the vesuli
that a feliow wwas sent along o
investigate. On arrival he found
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the cal sitting on the table beside
the overturned telephone, with its
ehiskers quite near the mouth-
piece. Saucy puss!

A CLASS IN THE CLOUDS!
Ten thousand young French children
are booked for a novel geography lesson
some time during this year. Instead of
listening to a master in a stuffy class-
room talking about the beauties of the
surrounding countryside and following his
chalk map on the blackboard, they will be
taken up in aeroplanes when gecgraphy

lesson comes round. By this means they
will be able to see the surrounding countn
side for themselves at first hand, and 2t
the same time become accustomed to air
travel. Not a bad idea for making young
folk “ air minded.” How would you like
the educational! authorities to give you
the chance of a geography lesson like that ?

NOW HE’S WILD !

Who is ? Why, the armed bandit
who sitalked into a Chicago fruit
shop a month ago and, pulling out
his gun, demanded money of the
shop owne:- The money in the till
a d to twelve shillings, so the
“ haw! ”’ wasn’t exactly enough to
keep the bandit rich for life. But
the joke of the raid lay in the fact
that while he was pulling his gun
out of his pocket, the bandit pulied
out two pounds of his own money.
It lay on the floor unheeded—until
after the bandit had gone. Then, of
course, the fruiterer picked it up.
Reckon he wouldn’t mind being
raided like that every day in the
week. He was forced to give up
twelve shillings ; he picked up forty
shillings. Work out his profit for
yourselves !

WHAT THE BANDITS MISSED !

Here’s another par that would make
London’s bandits svild, if they chanced to
see it. Not long ago two lorries, un-
covered, drove through London for ten
miles or so without exciting any particular
attention. Do you know what those
lorries were carrying ? Just a little
matter of £100,000 between them in the
form of silver bullion., There were no
special guards—just. the driver at the
wheel. What the bandits missed !

RUBBER FEET !

He must have been @ very nice
Duck—the Duck from Michigan
about whom this par is written,
jor when he got frostbile and they
had to ampuiate his feet, somedbady
suggested he should be given
artnﬁcml ones! Sounds a craci:-
By tion, d 't it ? Bt the
duck in question doesn’t think so.
Now he’s fitied up with special
artificiai feet made of rubber, and
Le gets along just as nicely as bejore,

HITTING THE IVORIES !

I didn’t know wuntil the other
day that the world’s record for
non-stop pianoe playing 8 now
eighiy-two hours. A4 young Derby
musician is the wrecord holder.
With great determination he de-
cided to knock the old record o
seventy-eight hours non-stop play-
ing sideways. And he succeeded !
While he banged the ivories his
friend chatted to him, and so helped
to pass ihe dreary hours away.
But the friend had a wpugh time of it.
Whether the music was too much for
Limn, or what, 1 don’t know, bui ke
suddenly fell off the platform—an:d
they had to take him to hospiial!

YOUR FEDITOR.
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not escape while I go to the telephone,” almost gasped Mr.
Slinger., 2

“T'll look after him, sir,” sald a squeaky voice, and
Jimson major bustled forward.

“Bai Jove !”

“Shut up !” whispered Tom Merry fiereely,

“Yaas, but—" .

The three Jimsons tock a tight grip on the new page, and
held him fast, and a biff on the mouth from Jimson major’s
shoulder stopped his remarks, unfinished. Mr, Slinger hur-
ried off to tile headmaster’s study, where the telephone was
tized. He was fully determined to ring up Rylcombe Police
Station for a constable to be sent to the Grammar School.

D’Arcy had come there to help Tom Merry & Co., whom
he imagined to be in an “awkward posish.” He had suc-
ceeded in getting into a fearful serape, and how he was to
get out of it was, of course, a question for Tom Merry to
solve.

=

CHAPTER 12.
The Game is Up!

3 EALLY, deah boys——"
‘)‘/ “Shut up 1*
C Y Weally——"

“Quict, ass!” whispered Tom Merry. . “Can’t
you see”t-he Grammayr School cads are on the watch, and—
and—

“Yaas, wathah! But I wish it to be plainly undahstood
that undah no eircs whatevah can § consent to bein’
addwessed as an ass!”

“Come this way !” said Tom Merry loudly. “I say, you
chaps, we’ll put him into a class-room, so that he can’t get
away.” Al Al

“Right-ho !I” said Monk.

“1 wefuse——" .

“Come on, you duffer ¥ Tt was difficult to make D’Arcy
understand, with the grinning Gramumarians close around,
: “I¥’s a chance for you. You
See ?”

“This way I”

They hurried the captured swell of St. Jim’s into the
nearest class-room, and Frank Monk lighted the gas. Jimson
major still had hold of the prisoner on one side and his
minor on the other.

“Safe enough here, chaps! We'll lock him up!”

“That we won't!” said Frank Monk decidedly. “Look
here! You, Jimson, you're taking too much on yourself for
a new boy.”

“We want to keep him safe, you know.”

“No business of a2 new kid,” zaid Lane.

“Yes, but——-="

“Qh, ring off I” said Carboy. “You Jimsons stand back.
We're going to deal with our dear Gussy !”

“Bai Jovel”

The prisoner’s exclamation of astonishment was greeted
with a roar of laughter from the Grammarians.

The Jimsons exchanged glances of dismay,

“Weally, you wottahs—"

“The game’s up, Gussy,” grinned Frank Monk. “We
kne,y’/ you by your dulcet tones at once. The game is right
up !

“Rather !” chuckled Carboy. “We've got you! We
know Tom Merry’s here somewhere, and you've come over
to show him up. Ha, ha, ha !”

“Not at all, deah boys! I came in disguise to help him
in an awkward posish,”

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“They came here without my appwoval, in the first place,
and I fels vewi uneasy for them,” explained D’Arcy. As
vou have somehow guessed my weal identity—"

“Somehow! Ha, ha, ha!”

“I claim to be tweated with the wespect due to a pwisonah
of war, and allowed to wetiah fwom the scene.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 fail to see anything in that wemark to excite Janghtah.”

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Pway welease me, deah boys!?

“My hat!” chuckled Monk. “Cool, to say the least.
You're a giddy prisoner of war, Gussy. You’re not going
to get away quite so easily.” .

“Weally, Monkey P o is

“Tom Merry’s here somewhere. He’s got some deep dodge
of keeping out of cur way; and he’s been ragging us no

P

end. I suppose you are on to the dedge, whatever it is?”

“You shut up !”
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“Yaas, wathah !”

“Then what is 1$7”

D’Arey released one hand and jammed his eyeglass into his
eye. That done, he looked Frank Monk up and down—=from
his toes to the parting of his hair, and from the paiting
of his hair to his toes again, . - ;

“Weally, Fwank Monk, I pwesume you do not expect
me to betway my fwiends?” .

“My word! Doesn't he do it well?” grinned Monk.
“You ought to go on the stage, Gussy. This is really what
wﬁle’s of singing tenor solos. He wants to like a soldier
fall” A

“Ha, ha, ha!2

“My dear ass, we want to know where Tom Merry is. - If
you don’t reveal the dread secret—I helieve that’s the correcs
expression—the dread secret, we shall put you to the
torture.”

“Pway don’t wot, deah boy !”

“Here, draw it mild !” said Jimson major,

“You shut up, you new kid!”

“I think we ought to let him go.”

“Mind your own business !”

“Look here 7

“After all, we don’t want him to be arrested!” grinned
Hanks. “That would be rather too thick. And old Slinger’s
at the telephone.”

“That’s all right,” said Monk. “You can’t arrest by
telephone, can you? It will take the bobby an hour to gcb
here. You know the pace they move at.”

“Yes, I forgot that!”

“Plenty of tinie for Gussy to get away. We shall have
to see that he takes back some sign of our kind regards
to St Jim’s. I was thinking of a coat of tar over his
chivyvy, and glueing his hair to his napper.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

“I should uttahly wefuse to have my hair glued to my
nappah 1”?

“But first we’ve got to get out of him where Tom Merry
and Wally are. We know they’re both here.”

“Bai Jove!2

“Oh, rats! You don’t know anything!” said Jimson
major aggressively. “What you really want is a thick ear,
Monkey 1”

“Don’t you begin rowing now, Jimson.
game?”

“T'll row if I like!” said Jimson major.

Tom Merry was getting desperate. He had no fear that
D’Arcy would willingly betray the secret—the swell of St.
Jim’s was incapable of that—but he felt pretty certain that
if the Grammarians guestioned him, he would allow it to
escape him involuntarily—sooner or later it would pop out
like a cork from a bottle—and then the game would be up
with a vengeance. If a fight was started, there was a chance
that Gussy might get clear in the confusion. That was
Tom Merry's 1dea; but it was not destined to work.

“No, you won'ti” said Frank Monk grimly. “We can’t
bother with you now, Specs. Get out of the way.”

“Rats to you, Monkey !”

“Shove him back, you chaps!”

There were ab least twenty Grammarians in the class-
room. ITalf a dozen of them closed round Jimson major
and hustled him back.. The three Jimsons drew closer
together.

It looked as if the climax was coming.

Frank Monk turned to D’Arcy again. He was held now
by Lane and Carboy. Tom Merry drew a little back with his
comrades and whispered to Wally:

“We shall have to run for it in a minute.”

Wally nodded gloomily.

“Looks like it. Gussy was bound to mess it up!” .

“What’s the programme?” muttered Kerr. “Gussy will
let the secret out as sure as a gun.” :

“I think so. Look here, we shall have to eut for it.
I was thinking of the window here, but there’s too many
of the rotters in the room. Wae shall have to cut into the
Hall. You get out first, Wally, and see if you can pus
the key on the outside of the lock. It will give us a
chance.”

“Right you are!” ]

“Ii they captured the lot of us, the laugh would be
against us for ever and ever,” murmured Tom Merry. “We:
should never get over it. They’d have the laugh on their
side, and we should be chipped to death at St. Jim’s. The
fellows would never let us forget it.”

“Rather not !” : = - ;

Wally slid away to the door. No one noticed him; all
eyes were on the prisoner, and no one knew or cared what
Jimson minimus was doing.

Frank Monk was questioning D’Arcy. The way Tom
Merry had contrived to baffle their search was a complete
mystery to the Grammarians; but there was some trick in
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it, Monk knew, and he was pretty certain that D’Arcy knew
it all. And he meant to have the information out of Gussy
by hook or by crook. The capture of Tom Merry would
be a crowning triumph for the Grammarians.

D’Arcy had no intention of revealing the secret.

“You may guestion me till you are black in the face,
deah boys,” he remarked. “I shall not betway my fwiends,
bat Jove{”

“Twist his wrists a bit,” suggested Giison.

“You may twist' my wists, if you like,  you cad, but I
shall not say a beastlay word.”

“Hold on!” said Monk. “None of your caddish tricks,
Gilson |7 t

“He’s got to speak !” said Gilson sulkily. ;

“Yes; but that’s my business, not yours. Stand back!
No wthen, Gussy, we want to know where Tom Merry is.”

“Find out, deah boy.”

“I suppose »”  Monk looked at the queer disguise that
rendered Arthur Augustus almost unrecognisable; and a new
idea came inte his mind. “I suppose he’s in a disguise
of some sort.”

“I can only wepeat my formah wemark—find out!”

“Impossible !” said Carboy. “I don’t suppose he¢ could
succeed any better than this ass at a disguise. Besides,
if he were disguised, he would have to come here as a
stranger, and there aren’t any strangers about the school.”

“That’s so, except the new boys.” =

Frank Monk had no sooner uttered ‘the words than his
face changed, and he gave a sudden start. His own words
had struck him with peculiar force.

“The new boys!” he repeated. “The new boys!”

“What do you mean?”

“I thought they were a jolly queer set of new boys, and
Slinger didn’t know any new boys were coming.”

“My hat!{”

“Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, the game’s up!” said D’Arcy
involuntarily. “Wun for it, deah boys! Nevah mind we!
Wun like anythin’ {”

“That’s proof !” roared Frank Monk.
Jimsons 7

“Collar them !”

And there was a roar of excitement in the room at once.

“Where are those

CHAPTER 13.
A Rush to the Rescue !

ACK BLAKE wore a worried look. For a quarter of
J ‘an hour he had been going to and fro in the School
House at St. Jim’s, seeking Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,

and finding him not.

“Have you seen Gussy?”

That was the question he fircd at everyone he met, and
everyone replied with a negative monosyllable or a shake
of the head. 3

Herries and Dighy didn’t know where he was; Lowther
and Manners professed complete ignorance, Gore, when
asked, said he hoped he had got drowned somewhere.
Figgins of the New House had not seen him. Reilly
remembered seeing him in the morning, but as Blake had
seen him later than that, the information wasn’t of much
use. Glyn and Noble thought they had heard his voice in
Skimpole’s ‘study as they passed it, and to Skimpole at
last Blake hied himself.

Blake was very uneasy. He knew of Gussy’s anxiety
about Tom Merry and Kerr, and remembered hearing him
suggest that he should go to the Grammar School in dis-
guise to look after them.

It was quite possible that D’Arcy had carried out his

intention, and Blake groaned inwardly at the idea. The
whole scheme would probably be revealed, and it might
end in a triumph for the Grammarians and the downfall
of Tom Merry—a never-to-be-forgotten defeat for St. Jim’s.
D’Arcy’s intentions were good, but good intentions were not
quite all that were wanted in a matter of so much delicacy.
- The chums of the Fourth found Skimpole in his study.
He was busy with a huge volume of Professor von Dumm-
kopf, making voluminous extracts for an article he intended
writing for “Tom Merry’'s Weekly.”

“Have you seen Gussy?” demanded Blake.

“Gussy 1” said Skimpole vaguely, his mind still deep in
Deter'-minism. “Gussy! Oh, ah—yes! Not since the last
time!”

Blake snorted. - -

“When was the last time, fathead ?”

“He came in here to borrow my spectacles,” explained
Skimpole. “It was for purposes of disguise; but they did
not suit him.”

“Disguise I” exclaimed Blake.

“Er—perhaps I ought not to inform you.”

“How long has he been gone?” yelled Blake.
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“Half an hour, I think.”

“My only hat!”

Blake rushed out of the study and
His call brought them together in a mo

“Found him?” asked Dighy. -

“No; he’s been disguising himself, and he’

“Phew!”

“I'll run and get Towser!” exclaimed Herr

“Towser! What on earth do you want with T

“To track him down.”

“Rats! Blow Towser! Towser can eat'eoke! It's pretty
certain where the giddy ass has gone to. ’s gone to the
Grammar School to look after Tom Merry and Kerr.”

“Then all the fat’s in the fire!”

“Yes. Hallo, Dane! Have vot

“Yes, rather; he gave me a r
coming along the passage. “He's rigged hi
of Binks’ clothes, and he’s gone to tha Gr
disguised as a bootboy.”

“My hat! I thought as much!”

“He thinks Tom Merry will be i
by this time, and he’s gone to k
grinning.

“The young ass! He’ll give the

is chums.

2

Wser J

Hosw

e young whole show away.
long is it since he left the school?” exclaimed Blake

excitedly.
“Ten minutes.” :
“Oh blow! He's at the Grammar Schoo! by now, then. if

he hurried.”

“But he never does hurry,” sugz
after him—-""

“Right!” said Blake hurriedly. “Give the
some of the fellows, Dig, and bring them along,
there’s trouble with the Grammar School cads.
after Gussy now.”

“Gates aro locked !”

“Haven’t you ever climbed a wall?”

“There’ll be a row if we're missed—a crowd of us.”

“Bring a dozen, and let there be a row !” said

And he snatched his cap and rushed off.

There was nothing for Dig to do but to obev.
passed that fellows were wanted for a rescue, a re was
a gathering at once. A rescue it ¢ inly would have to
be, in the general opinion.  D'Arcy’s disguise was no
to pass muster in the Grammar School; and i
discovered, the discovery of the pretendad nes
very likely to follow.

Lowther and Manners, Dighy and Herries, with
and Clifton Dane and Noble, and Reilly and
rushed into the dusty quad, and were soon joi
Figgins & Co. of the New House: Two Third-Former
joined the party—Jameson and Gibson—and were g
with a grow! from Fourth Form and Shell fellows.

“You kids cut offI” said Lowther.

“Rats!” sala Jameson. “I've heard what Dane
Gussy’s gone there to mess it up !”

“That’s no business of yours!” said Dighy. “Cut off, or
you’ll get a thick ear!”

“Rats! We are going to look after Wally !

3 Wa,lly 13

“Yes, Wally.”

“But young D’'Arcy isn’t there!”

Jameson chuckled.

“Isn’t he? That’s all you kiow !”

“You yourng rascal!” roared Dighy.
say that young Wally has had the check to mi
up with this?”

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

“How did the imp know anyt
TFiggins in astonishment.

“Oh, you couldn’t pull ths wool over the eyes of the
Third Form !” said Gibson contemptuously. ¥ We knew all
along !”

“The dickens you did !”

“And so Wally has gone to the Grammar School, has
he?” said Manners.

“Yes, rather—as Jimson minimus.”

“My only hat!”

There was no time to slay the Third-Formers just then.
and they were allowed to follow.

The whole crowd scrambled over the wall by the slanting
oak, Fatty Wynn gasping and grunting very much with
his exertion. < Wl

Then they went down the road at a spanking pace on
the track of Jack Blake, who was well ahead by this time.

They did not sight Blake till the gates of the Grammar
School, grim and dark, rose in the dimness of the evening
before them.

Word was

ng about 1£?22

exclaimed

(Continued on puage 22.)
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Then a shadowy figure came into view from the dark-
ness of the wall.

“Seen anything of him?” gasped Tiggins.

“No; if he came here he must have gone in.’

It was Blake's voice. ,

“He came here right enough,” said Clifton Dane. *1
watched him out of mcvh He was coming stra ught in this
direction, and he knew the way well enough.”

“Then he’s inside the Grammar School!”

“Looks like it.”

“What's to be done?”

The juniors of St. Jim's looked at the high gates and

at the long dark wall with the branches of the trces showing
over it. Blake stepped closer to fm wall.

“I'm going in to see what's up.’

“Phew! It's risky!”

“I don’t carei Give me a bunk up! Ly

Tiggins, the tallest of the party, gave Jack Blake the
required bunk, and the School House junior scrambled
upon the wall.

As he did so there was a shout within the walls and a
sound -of running feet.

(]

- CHAPTER 14.
Neck or Nothing !

o OLLAR them !” :
“Collar the new kids!”
“It’s Tom Merry!”

“Collar him !”

It was a babel of yells that broke out in the Grammar
School class-room, and a wild exciternent had seized upon
the crowd of juniors gathered there under the glimmer of
u single gas-burner.

The truth had burst upon the Grammarians
thunderbolt. 3

The idea had flashed into Frank Monk’s brain, but even
to him it seemed hardly credible, so unheard of, that he
-could hardly have believed it but for the incautious words
uttered by Arthur Augustus.

D’Arcy meant all for the best when he told Tom Merry
to run and save himself; but his words gave the show
wway completely.
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After that, the most startled and amazed of the Gram
marians could not doubt.
They had been taken in b :
stupendous _jape, the like of which had
“xthm their experience.
If the Saints got away, the lau
Grammar Sdlool, and the laugh wo
Monk could p1cture Tom nIel“v &
adventures in the Grammar School to
St. Jim’s.
“Collar him I” roared Monk. .
At any cost Tom Merry must be cant “ni !
That was the only way the ( -
save themselves from endless ridicule
If Tom Merry were captured and
the laugh would be agmmt St Jim's
But Tom Merry was quick to act.
He was expecting the revelations, as
had whispered his plans to Kerr, Wa 15
door, waiting in the passage, and he h
key, as Tom Merry had directed him,
As the shout burst from Frank Monk, and the G
marians scrambled wildly round to collar {L Ji
amid a babel of exclamations, Tom Merry made a d
the gas. He was too quick for his mteni,on: te be
or_frustrated.

iu niore by a
- before come

h would be agai
ild be loud and lo
C"‘) rexatx' g

His hand was on the burner, and in a second th as
turned out and the great room 11 unged in dar
There was a fresh burst of yells.

“ Look out!”

“He's escaping !”

“Collar him !”

Tom Merry felt hands on him in the darkne
discarded his spectacles, as had Kerr and Wa
was useless now, and the glasses might have been dang
with wild luttmw going on in the darkness,

Tom Merry hit out right and left.

It was no time to stand upon ceremony—it was neck o
nothing ! Straight from the shomder came Tom’s do
blows, “and Grammarians reeled from him with gasps
pain,

Tom Merry tore himself loose in a twinkling.

At the same moment that Tom had rushed to the gas.
Kerr had sprung towards Arthur Augustus.

He grasped Gussy by the shoaldera as the lig
out, and wrenched him away from the relaxed gr
startled Carboy and Lane.

Arthur Augustus, startled himself

“Ow! You wuff ass!

“Come on!”

“Yaas, but——"

“Cut for it, you ass!

“I wefuse to be called an ass!”

Kerr did not speak 'mam—thcre Was mm v tinm
argument, so he <upprc=sed his thot
able opportunity. Grasping D’Arc;
him swiftly to the door.

Tom Merry was dashing in the same direction af
ing out. the gas.

It all passed in a few seconds.

gave a yell

Youw're hurtin’ me!”

The dooz, quick!”

=4

They re:

while the Grammarians were wildly scrambling to an
in the dark class-room.

There was a glimmer of light at the doorway from the
¢ flitted out.

Hall, and the figures were seen as the There
vas a roar.

“They’re off I”

“ After them!”

Monk and Gilson and Lane were
they rushed through the doorway
juniors lined up there, and sent then
again with terrific 11011t handers.

"The Grammar School juniors rolled on
several more close behind rolled over them,
slammed the door shut.

In a second Carboy had hold of the handle on the inside,
and was dragging on it. Tom exerted all his strength to
keep the door fast.

“Quick ! he gasped “The lock!”

Y}Iall; was aiready turning the key.

ick!

That click warned the Grammarians what had happened,
and they kicked furiously at the door and yelled for rescue.

& The window!” gasped Monk. “We may cut them off
yet !’

Some of the Grammarians rushed to the window. Others
continued te hammer on the dooc to attract attention. In
their excitement they forgot all about the results that might
accrue from alarming masters and p*cfem:, They ham mered
and yelled. Tom 7\1er1v & Co. made for the door into the
quadrangle.

They met Mr. Slinger on the way

The Grammar Qchool master, having telephoned to ths

the floor, and
and Tom Merry
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police station at Rylcombe, and received the assurance
that a constable would be sent up to the school at once,
was returning further to interrogate the prisoner.

is amazement when he saw that same prisoner in full
flight across the Hall, accompanied by the three new boys,
may be imagined.

“Step !”’ he shouted.

- They rushed on, and Mr. Slinger threw himself valiantly
into their path. Hake was looking out of his study,
wondering what the noise was about, and the Grammar
School master shouted to him.

“Hake! "Help me!”

The senior rushed upon the scene.

There was no time to waste, :

“Bump him over !” muttered Tom Merry. )
. They dashed at the Grammar School master. He struck
at them wildly, hardly knowing what he was doing in his
astonishment and alarm; but four pairs of hands grasped
him, and he was bumped on the ground. :

They left him in a sitting posture, gazing after them with
an espression of bewilderment that was almost idiotic.
Hake rushed after them, and grasped Tom Merry by the
shoulder,

“Now, then, Jimson——>"

He got no further.

Kerr turned upon him and tripped him up, and he rolled
oa the steps of the red-brick building, and four fgures
vanished into the darkness.

“Thanks!” gasped Tom Merry. “Thanks, Kerr. Ie
nearly had me.”

There was a shout from the direction of the class-room
window.- Several dusky figures were dropping from it,
and one of them had rolled over.

“They’re after us!” muttered Tom Merry. “We shall
have to get over the wall somehow.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“PFollow mel”

And Tom Merry dashed away towards the tree close to
the wall, in the branches of which he had hidden the re-
captured cricket stumps, the trophies of war.

There was a yell from the darkness towards the house.

“ After them!”

“Rearch the quad

Tom Merry chuckled breathlessly. /

“This way! Il give you-a bunk up, Gussy! Quick!”

“Wats! 1t is only pwopah for the wescuah to stay to the
last! I will give you a bunk up, Tom Merry!”

“Here, Wally, you first, then?!”

Wally clambered on the wall, helped up by Tom Merry’s
strong arms. Kerr followed. He would quite willingly have
been last up, but he was too sensible to start arguing at such
& moment.

“Now, then, up with you!”

“1 pwefer to wemain to the last, deah boy!®

“Ass! You're going first!”

“1 wefuse to be called an ass, and 1 uttahly and absolutely
decline to go first. The pwopah place for a D’Arcy is in the
post_of dangah!”

“You shrieking idiot——7"

“T sKould be sowwy to have to thwash you at such a
moment, Tom Mewwy—-7"

“QOh, why didn’t somebody suffocate you years ago?”’
murmq?r"ed the exasperated leader of the Shell. “ Will you
go up?

“ Aftah you, deah boy!”

“Here come the Grammar cads—they've heard us.”

“Yaas, wathah! Pway huwwy!”

There was no help for it. Tom Merry yielded the point
and scrambled up the wall with D’Arcy’s assistance. Thers
was a yell from behind.

“Here they are!”

“They're getting over the walll?

“Quick, collar them!”’

And there was a wild rush of feet.

“Quick, Gussy !” panted Tom Merry, his chest on the wall,
and reaching down a helping hand for the swell of St. Jim’s.

“No time, deah boy! -Sowwy !”

It was true enough.

A crowd of Grammarians were rushing up, and if Arthur
Auvgustus had climbed up his ankles would have been grasped
by a dozen hands

‘Obstinate as he was, the swell of St: Jim’s was no fool.
e dodged along the wall in the darkness, and Tom Merry
{ried to attract the attention of the Grammarians to himself
by shouting :

“ Ha, ha. ha! Done again, Monkey !”

The ruse succeeded for a moment. The Grammarians, with
a yell, brought up against the wall under the three juniors,
whose forms showed dimly in the gloom above. Monk
made a spring at the wall, and received a tap on the nose
]forom Kerr and dropped into a flower-bed with a squashy
buwp
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‘was a surprise to them,
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But a sound of seraping on the wall in the distance caught
the keen eyes of Carboy, and he shouted in alarm.

“There’s another of them!2

*After him!? -

And off went the Grammarians in a new direction.

Tom Merry gave a groan. ;

“That ass, Gussy! IHe's caught!”

But Arthur Augustus was not caught yet. He had tried
to climb the wall and failed, and as the enemy rushed .in
his direction he ran along the wall again. The shouting
juniors weve close on his track, and some of them had
lights now. ¥

““There he is 1™

It was Carboy’s voice close behind.

It was neck or nothing! D’Arcy made a desperate bound
at the wall and grasped the top and hung there, too
exhausted by the spring to drag himself over it.

“Bai Jove, I'm donel”

“Hold on, kid |” : s

A form loomed up on the wall close by him; someone who
had‘chmbed up from outside. .

D’Arcy gasped. He knew the voice,

“Blake !”

“Yes, rather, ass!®

“I—I—I wefuse to—to——2

“Ha, ha, ha! Come on!”?

Jack Blake grasped D’Arey by the collar and dragged
him, half-choked, upon the wall, and the clutch of Carboy
below missed his ankle by an inch!

CHAPTER 15,
: All Serene !
OM MERRY sat on the wall, gasping. y
A yell of disappointment from the Grammarians
told him that D’Arey had somehow managed to get

X to the top ot the wall and was safe for the moment.

“My only hat, that was a_close shavel!” ;

“It was!” panted Kerr. “Ii werel” )

“My only Aunt Jane, I don’t want to go through a closer
one !” murmured Wally. “But how has that asinine brother
of mine got over the wall?”- ;

“Blessed if I know!” x

‘“Are you all wight, deah boys?”?

It was D’Arcy’s voice from the road.

A crowd of dim figures loomed up there in the dimness
of the night, Arthur Augustus among them. Tom Merry
looked down from the wall 1n astonishment, ;

“Why don’t you come down?” shouted Blake to Tom
Merry, as Kerr and Wally dropped into the road. €I can
heaﬁ'”some of the Grammar School cads getting over the
il : Fi e

“Wait a minute!” ! o oS "

“What are you fumbling about in that tree Tor? *

“The trophies, ass!2 . - T s e

“The—~the what?” ; ek

“The trophies! We’ve recaptured them!”

“Great Scott! 1

The stumps they collared from us—you've
got them?”. i . e
“Yes, rather!? : ' x

A bundle clattered on the ground at Blake's feet fo
suddenly that he gave a jump. 3 = Al

“ Wh-wh-what’s that?”

“The trophies of viectory, you duffer!” =

“Good 1” said Monty Lowther, picking up the bundle.
“This is a triumph, and no mistake! Now, ‘the  soaner
we get back to' St. Jim’s the better ! e

“Yaas, wathah |”

There was a shout from, the gloom.

“There they are!” F ]

It was Frank Monk’s voice. s

Mr. Slinger, fully believing that a bBurglary had heen
designed at the Grammar School, and that the pretended
new boys were the accomplices of the burglars, had ordered
the porter to open the gates, and given the boys free leave
to pursue the fugitives. He meani the three Jimsons to
give an account of themselves.

- Frank Monk was far from enlightening him as to the
true state of affairs. Mr. Slinger would certainly have
called on Dr. Holmes at St. Jim’s, and there would have
been trouble for Tom Merry & Co. While the gates were
being opened, and a crowd of impatient Grammarians
chafed there, Monk and several of the more active climbed
the wall and dropped into the road. : :

They - discerned the figures of the St. Jim’s juniors in
the gloom and came dashing up, still with the hope- of
capturing Tom Merry.

They knew nothing, of course, of the accession of force
to the St. Jim’s party; the presence of Blake and the ress

_Tre Geu Lisrazy.—No. 1,316,
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They rushed up—five or six of them—and found themselves
attacking fifteen or sixteen fellows.

“Sock it to ’emn !” shouted Tiggins.

“Here, hold on!” gasped Monk.

But it was too late to ‘“cut.” y 3

The St Jim’s juniors were round them in a second, and
Monk & Co. were bumped over and sprawled in the road,
each in the-grip of a couple of Saints.

“Got them1”

“Bai Jove, wathah! Monk, deah boy, we've got you!l”

“Gr-r-r-r!” mumbled Monk, nearly squashed under the
weight of Fatty Wynn, “Gr-rrrr—-" ‘

“Ha, ha, hal Go easy. Fatty!”

“Well, 'm only holding him -

“Done you this time, Monkey!” said Tom Merry cheer-
fully, as Fatty Wynn allowed the hero of the Grammar
School to sit up.

“Rate I’ grunted Frank.

Tom Merry laughed. i i
. “There’s no getting oubt of it,” he remarked. “ We've
recaptured the trophies. - We've given you a run all the
afternoon and evening, and you never caught-on till Gussy
came and gave us away.” .

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——" ;

“This 1s where we grin,” said Figgins.

“$a, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

Frank Monk wriggled. . :

“Rescue!” he shouted.
They're getting away!” . .

There was a shout in return from the direction of the
gates, 3 5

They were open now, and the pursuers were pouring
out.

“Time's up {” grinned Tom Merry. “Cut!”

“Yaas, wathah!” ek -

Leaving their prisoners in the dust, the juniors of St
Jim’s vanished into the darkness. ¥ ;

The Grammarian pursuers camne racing up, and collided
with Monk & Co., and there were loud exclamations on all
sides. :

“Got them!” roared Gilson, collaring Frank Monk and
dragging him down.

“You ass!” roared Monk,

“Oh, is that you, Monkey?” . d ;

“Yes, dummy, fathead! This way! TFolliow me !’

Monk dashed off in pursuit of the Saints, and the crowd
of Grammarians followed him, whooping. But they did
not catch the retreating party. Tom Merry & Co. covergd
the ground quickly, and they were inside the walls of St.
Jire’s in record time. The Grammarians chased them to
the very walls, and then, baffled, retraced their footsteps.

Within the dark quadrangle the juniors heard them go,
and chuckled. ! :

“(lean done!” said Figgins. “Well, I for one tl’l}nk
that it was a ripping wheeze. We've got the trophies!

“IWe have, rather {” ]

“VYaas, deah boys! Undah the cires, I pwesume you are
now disposed to admit that it was fortunate for you that
1 came to the wescue?”

“QOh, ring off, Gussy!
we to get in in this rig?” said Tom Merry,
questioned.”

“Bai Jovel”

“Ha, ha, ha! I should imagine so.

“Hallo! Who's there?”

It was the voice of Kildare of the Sixth.

"l'om Merry groaned.

“The skipper!”

“Bowled out!” growled Blake.

Kildare peered at them in the gloom. Y

“Merry, Kerr, you have returned. What does this
mean?  Haven’t you been on your holiday, after. all?
And what is the matter with your faces? You look as
if— D’Arey! Is that D’Arcy?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Kildare gave them a grim look.

“You can come up to my study and explain,” he said.

And he strode into the School House. And Tom Merry
& Co., not without considerable trepidation, followed him
to his study.

“Cub e
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3
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Roscue, Grammar School!

We've got to get in. THow are
“We shall be

»

CHAPTER 1%
.. Triumph !

OM MERRY & CO. marched into the study, and
stood blinking ‘in the light, and Kildare looked
at them.

He tried to look stern, but the sight of Arthur
Augustus in page’s attire was too much for him.
His face relaxed into a smile; the smile became a grin,
and the grin a roar of laughter, : :
Tus Gzm Lisrary.—No. 1,318.
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“Ha, ha, ha! D’Arey! Is that really D’Arey?”
“Yaas, wathah, deah boy! I fail to see any cause for
wibald laughtah, howevah, I think I will go and change
my clothes.” :
“Wait a minute!
doing ?” : 2

The juniors looked at one another dubiously.

The jape they had played off on the Grammarians w
a magnificent one, from their pownt of view, but t
was no telling how the head of the Sixth might regard it

But there was no getting out of an explanation now.

“Pewwaps we had bettah confide the whole mattah tn
Kildare, deah boys. As a patwiotic Saint, and a sportsman
he is bound to appwove.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Kildare; “but cer-
tainly you’ve got to tell me the story, so buck up!”

“It was in this way, deah boy——"

“Oh, ring off, Gussy!” said Blake. “You
Wer—

“You explain, Merry,” said the captain of St. Jim's
quietly.

“Weally, Kildare——"

“Go on, Tom Merry!”

And Tom Merry explained.

Kildare stared with blank amazement at first, and some-
thing like incredulity, and when Tom Merry came to an
end of his concise narrative, the big Sixth-Former simply

What have you young rascals been

. Kildare,

gasped.
“My only hat!” he said. - “Of all the cheek! Ha, hs,
ha! Mr. Slinger must have thought there was a burglary

planned.”
“Yaas, wathah!”

“You checky young beggars! I've never heard of such a

thing;} If anybody gets to know of this there will be a
row !” =
“Yes; but you'll keep it dark, Kildare,” said Tom

Merry, encouraged. “You see, there was no harm in it.”

“Besides, I wescued them before anything could happen,”
said Arthur Augustus. “It was all wight as soon as I
came upon the scene.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” Kildare laughed till the tears rolled
down his cheeks. “I’ve never heard anything like it.
You young rascals! I believe I ocught to give you a i
good licking all round, but I won’t. You deserve to
off for your cheek. Get out!”

They promptly got out. Kildare went along to Darrell’s
sttldy'tto tell him the story, and the two seniors roared
over it.

The next morning it was common property in the Lower
Forms at St. Jim’s, and the Baints chatted and chuckled
over 1t without end.

The Third Form, of course, made a hero of Wally,
attributing the whole success of the adventure to him.
While the Fourth Form gave all the credit to Kerr, and
the Shell plumped for Tom Merry. But there was one
point all Forms were agreed upon, and that was that
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had played the giddy ox. It
was in vain that the swell of the School House pointed
out that he had rescucd the adventurers at the Grammar
School. He wasn't listened to.

After school, as Tom Merry came out of the class-room,
he was surrounded by an admiring crowd, and whisked
off his feet by Noble and Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn.
They hoisted him on their shoulders, and with Blake and
Herries and Digby and a crowd of others marching round
them, bore him into the gquadrangle.

Tom Merry looked down rather dizzily.

‘““What’s the jape?” he asked.

“It’s a giddy triumph,” said Blake,

“Yaas, wathah! Who's goin’ to cawwy me, deah boys?™

“You can carry yourseif, Gus.”

“As the wescuah of the partay——"

“Ha, ha, ha! Who’s going to carry Gussy?
Figgins.

Three or four fellows rushed at D’Arcy and scized him.
Arthur Augustus submitted with great complacency, but
there was a wild howl as he was plumped down in a sitting
posture on the ground, and his silk hat was jammed over
his eyes.

“Ow! Wescue! You wottahs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

_“I wegard you as beasts!”

“Ha, ha, hal” y

And that was all D'Arey’s share in the triumph. The
Shell and the Fourth Form marched round the quad, and
Tom Merry was borne in triumph on high, with the
vecaptured trophies carried before him,

g
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(Look out for laughs in mnext week’s vipping yarn—
The porker of iars
comes fo see D’ Arey and stays to play cricket—of & sori!)
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REX LOVELL and TONY FOSTER are chosen by MAJOR TREVOR for Secrel Service work in the air. They

discover that CAPTAIN FAIRFAX of the British Intelligence Staff is a famous German sl.)g!'.' :
him in a German plane and wearing German uniforins, Rex and Tony are shot down by a British machine.

While pursuing
They

reach a German agerodrome at Varne in safety, but every moment they arve in danger of discovery !

An Amazing Request !
T'S all fixed up,” said Rex. “We're staying here to
I dinner at the C.0.’s invitation. Let’s take a stroll
round the tarmac.”
“Well, what do you make of it?” he asked a few
minutes later, when they were alone.

“I can’t make anything out of it,” replied Tony hope-
lessly. “It beats me altogether; it’s fantastic. I know one
thing, though—I shall be jolly glad to be out of this; we're
in the worst mess we've ever been in. I don’t know what
Fairfax is playing at. He’s deep, that chap, and he’s got
some scheme on foot, or we should have been in Lille Prison
by now. One thing is certain. Fairfax or no Fairfax, this
can’t go on much longer. It only needs someone who knew
Wistmann or Keepler to roll up, and——"

“I wish you’d try to think of something cheerful for a
change,”” broke in Rex. “It’s all right at the moment, and
that’s the main thing. We’ve got to get a machine by hook
or crook, and I’ve got my eye on that green Rumpler over
there—the one those mechanics are working on. The
moment they leave her I’'m going across to start it up.”

“Bah! You don’t think you can get away with that!”’
sneered Tony. “Fairfax is watching us like a cat watching
a mouse. There he is, over there now! See him? He's
not worrying much. He knows he’s got us stone cold where
he wants us. The first move we make for a getaway, and
it will be a file of men with fixed bayonets for us.”

“Well, he can only stop us,” said Rex desperately, “and

"we should know where we were. Sitting still will get us
nowhere.” ;

“A move towards that machine will get us somewhere,
and quickly,” retorted Tony. “It will get us behind the
bars of Lille Prison, with nothing to look forward to except
a nice little shooting-party before breakfast in the morning.
\Ve’f’e being watched, I tell you, and Fairfax isn't the only
one. :

Rex looked around cautiously.

“You're right,” he said briefly. *Fairfax is watching us,
and so is that fellow over there on the left. He’s pretedding
to be tinkering with that engine, but he’s got his eye on us
all the time, Well, I’m not going to hang about here doing
nothing. “If it’s coming, let’s get it over | - I'm sorry I've

landed you in this mess, old lad, but *—he shrugged his
shoulders—*“it’s the fortune of war,” he concluded philo-
sophically. = “Come on, those chaps have finished the
Rumpler! If we can once get her in the air, we will at least
give them a run for their money.”’

Together they strolled casually towards the big green
machine.

“Get to the prop, Tony,” said Rex tersely. “If she’ll
start first swing, we might get off before they can reach
us, even if it means starting with a stone-cold engine.”
He leapt nimbly into the pilot’s seat. “Suck in,” he
snapped, “and make it lively 1”

He took a swift glance towards the tarmaec, and his
heart turned to stone. Two officers were walking quickly
towards them. It was Von Rasberg and another officer
whom he did not know, but obviously an officer of senior
rank, by the servile way in which Von Rasberg was listen-
ing to him,

“Contact !” cried Tony desperately.

“Contact !”

There was a sharp report as the engine back-fired.

“Try her again, Tony!” called Rex, deadly calm.

There was a dull, swishing sound as the prop swung
round, but it stopped again with a quivering jerk. There
was no time for another attempt.

“What do you fellows think you are doing?” asked Von
Rasberg, coming up.

“Oh, we were doing nothing, sir, so T thought I'd try
this machine,” said Rex evenly. “I’ve always wanted to fiy
a Rumpler,” he added.

The other officer said something to Von Rasberg in an
undertone which Rex could not catch, and then, aloud:

“Good! I am always pleased to sce officers so keen on
their work, Take it, by all means; but don’t be long—no,
not you,” he added quickly, as Tony took a step towards
the rear cockpit. “I do not think it is right for officers to
carry passengers when trying a new machine. If there is
an acoident we lose two officers instead of ome. ' Go across
to my chauffeur and tell him to bring my car round—Colonel
von Harlzimmann’s ear.,”

Tony stiffened to rigid attention,  saluted with a litile
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bow in the German fashion, and departed in the direction of
the hangars. '

Rex watched him go with his brain whirling. Well, he
decided, he’d started it, and now he would have to go on
with it. Ho beckoned to a mechanic to swing the prop
for him. At the third attempt the engine started, and
he taxied slowly across the aerodrome into position for
taking off. If only Tony was in the back seat now, he
pondered sadly; but he wasn’t, and there was an end
to it. What rotten luck that the engine wouldn’t start!
How could he get him into the machine? That was the
question. He took off, and citcled the aerodrome to think
things over. A ‘thousand feet below, he could see Tony
standing outside the officers’ mess, and could imagine the
wistful expression on his face. “Suppose I landed again,”
mused Rex. “I wonder if he could sprint out and jump
aboard before they could stop him?” It might be done,
but it was taking a terrible risk, he decided. Failure
would inevitably mean disaster. There must be some other
way. Yes—he had it! He banked steeply and swung
round in the direction of Salsec Aerodrome, the headquarters
of the 17th Jagdstaffel. He knew the place well by sight
from the air, and, as far as he could remember, it was not
mrore than ten or fifteen miles away.

Ten minutes later he made a good landing on the aero-
drome of the German fighting squadron. He taxied close
up to the hangars, and, leaving the engine ticking over,
wallked boldly to the small building at the end of the
hangars which he took to be the squadron office. He rapped
on the door, and in reply to the curt “Enter!” opened
it and stepped across the threshold.

“Leutnant von Grossman, sir!” he said smartly, giving
‘the first name that came into his head,

The officer at the desk eved him coldly.

“Well, what is it?” he asked shortly.

“I am on a test flight, sir, but T have lost my bearings.
I kave landed to ask where I am.”

“Salsec 1” snapped the other. *““Cio to the map-room, and
vou will see where you are—through there.” He nodded
towards a corridor, and then went on with his work
without another -glance.

Rex departed in the direction indicated, but instead of
entering the map-room he made his way to the ante-room
adjoining the officers’ mess. As he hoped, the room was
nearly empty, for he knew that at that time of day most
of the pilots would be in the air. Two or three officers
weiq sitting reading near the fire, but they took no notice

im.

“Is there a telephone handy ?” Rex asked the nearest.

“In there.” The officer pointed to a door with the stem
of his pipe. Rex opened it, and found himself inside a small
cabinet, and breathed a deep sigh of relief as he picked
up the instrument.

“I want the officers’ mess—Varne, please—and quickly !”
he told the operator.

“Hallo! Is that Varne?” he asked a moment later, as a
voice came over the line. “Good! I am speaking for the
officer commanding 97th Army Corps Squadron. I wish
to speak to Leutnant Koepler. Yes, yes, he may be on
the tarmac—find him at once, please!” For two minutes
he waited, burning with impatience, before Tony’s answer-
ing voice came over the wire. “Tony,” he said quickly,
“listen! Got behind the hangars and try to sneak off.
Make for that big field about a mile noril-east of the aero-
drome—the one I pointed out to you the other day as
a good emergency landing ground. I shall be there in
fifteen minutes with the machine, and I shall wait until
you come, Don’t hurry if it means taking a risk, but get
there as soon as you can, Got that? Good-bye!” He hung
up the receiver, pulled himself together before re-entering
the room, and then strolled out as unconcernedly as possible.
It was not until he was once more back 'in the cockpit
of the Rumpler that he realised how great had been the
strain of the last few minutes. He was as cold as ice, and
the hand that held the joystick was trembling slightly in
spite of his efforts to steady it. He took a deep breath,
taxied out, and took off. “The luck’s in,” he told himself
jubilantly, as he headed for the rendezvous. “If only
Tony can get away—and that should not be very difficult—
the rest will be easy.”

Reaching the field, he circled for a moment to pick out
the best place on which to land, and then glided slowly
down. His wheels touched the soft turf, and without wait-
ing for the machine to finish her run, he taxied round into
position facing the wind for the take-off. Standing up in
the cockpit, he looked anxiously around. Not a soul was
in sight. He did not dare to switch the engine off, but left
it ticking over, praying fervently that no one would hear
it and come to investigate. The minutes passed on leaden
wings, and the strain of waiting became almost unbearable.
He was about to get out and walk up and down to relieve

Ter Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,316, i

THE GEBM LIBRARY

the tedium, when there was a aquick rustle in the hedge
behind him and Tony burst through. {

“Get in!” snapped Rex, and before Tony was properly in
his seat he was racing, », across the field. As he
zoomed steeply over the tr at the end a cheer of joy
and relief broke from his lips.- Tony leaned over and
patted him on the shoulder.

“Pretty good!” he yelled. “We've done™it!” Turning,
he waved a mocking farewell to the aerodrome, over which
they were now passing, but the next instant his smile cf
victory was replaced with an expression of utter horror. A
new note had crept into the engine, and it began to misfire
badly. Rex needed no telling what had happened—they
had run out of petrol! He had taken the Rumpler before
the tanks were refuelled, He made a gesture of utter
despair and began to glide down towards the aerodrome,
the only possible landing ground within reach. A mome
later their wheels touched, and the Rumpler ran slowly
to a standstill in front of the hangars.

“What luck !” ground out Rex between set teeth. “What
filthy, abominable luck! Look who’s waiting for us! Well,
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the worst they can do is to shoot us!

Tony, following Rex’s nod, looked. Standing on the
tarmac not twenty yards away was Colonel von Harte-
mann. Beside him, wearing an expression that boded no
good for them, was Hauptmann von Rasberg. Behind
them, a little distance away, smiling grimly, stood Captain
Fairfax. 3

Now, there comes a time in the most adverse circum-
stances when things look so bad that they could not
possibly be worse, and the reaction often takes a curicus
form of relief. And so it was with Rex at that moment.
At the sight of the group standing in the tarmac, follow-
ing the mental and physical strain of the last few hours,
all trace of nervousness and anxiety left him. The worst
had happened, so there was no need to worry about it any
more. A broad grin spread over his face.

“Well,” he said loudly, “here we are!” and hummed
a popular tune as he climbed stiffiy from the cockpit.

The colonel took a pace or two nearer, and his ecyes
narrowed ominously.

“Did I tell you you were not to take a passenger in that
machine ?” he inquired in a voice which cut the air like a
whip lash.

“Yes, sir; but—"

“But! You dare to answer me back !” stormed the irate
officer. “Don’t you understand orders?”
Rex ciGsed his teeth like a trap.
“Did I say you were not to take a passenger?’
the colonel, raising his arm as if to strike him in

“Yeos, sir.”

The colonel was quite right. He had disobeved crders,
and even if he had been what he pretended to be—that is,
a German officer—he would deserve punishment.

“I ought to put you both under close arrest!” snapped
the colonel harshly. And then, with a sudden change of
tone: “Well, how did ycu like the machine?”

“ A nice, comfortable machine to fiy, sir, thanks,
Rex evenly.

“You think so?
flying ?”

“Certainly, sir,” answeted Rex at once.

The colonel nodded slowly, and a curious smile spread
over his face.

“Report to me by yourself in the squadron office in five
minutes,” he said. “I shall not need you,” he added, with
a curt nod to Tony; and then, swinging round on his heel,
he strode away, closely followed by Hauptmann von Rasberz.
Some mechanics wheeled the Rumpler into a hangar, and
Rex and Tony were left on the tarmae with TFairfax
Nobody spoke, but the tension in the air could almost have
been cut with a knife.

“Come on, Tony !{"” said Rex at last, turning in the direc-
tion of the mess.

For a moment Fairfax looked as if he was going to say
something, but he changed his mind and they passed without
a word.

“Stick around, Tony,” said Rex in a low tone, as they
reached the squadron office. “I don’t suppose I shall be
many minutes.” And, turning, he rapped sharply on the
door.

“Come in!” snapped a voice.

Rex cntered, and raised hLis eyes to look at the speaker,
but they stopped midway as they fell on something that
caused an icy hand to clutch his heart. For a moment
he could only stand and stare. Just what he expected
to find in the room he did not know, for he had had littie
time to wonder at the colonel’s demand; but he certairly
did not cxpeect to see the thing at which he now stared
as if fascinated.

On the table, iramediately in front of him, lay a R.F.C.
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Good! Have you ever done any night
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Rex applied his eye to the window. Three

men were seated round a table. They appeared

to be typical specimens of the French peasant

class, but he caught his breath as he recog-

nised one of them. It was Hauptmann von
Rasberg !

uniform, complete with Sam Browne belt. At that instant
it never occurred to Rex that the uniform was anything
but his own, which the enemy, probably Fairfax, had
fetched from Neuville, where he had left it. “This is their
way of telling me that the game is up,” he thought grimly.
Fairfax’s idea of a joke! Indeed, as the first numbing
shock wore off, Rex looked up, expecting to see Fairfax
in the room. But he was not; only the colonel and Von
Rasberg were there.

‘“Come along—come along!” said the colonel irritably.
“I'm not going to eat you!” And at the sound of the
colonel’s voice it dawned upon Rex that he might have
been mistaken about the uniform, With a mighty effort
of will, he pulled himself together and listened to what the
colonel was saying. He had expected that at least he was
in for a severe ticking off and perhaps punishment, but
here was the colonel actually congratulating him on the
way he had landed the Rumpler when the engine cut out.

“Yes,” continued the colonel, “it was an excellent effort.
Many a man would have lost his head—and I need men
who can keep their heads in an emergency,” he added
significantly. “But let me come to the point. As you
know, I am in command of the 3rd Army Intelligence
Section.”

Rex didn't know, but he did not say so.

“Leutnant von Henkel, who usually carries out my
most important work for me, has been forced to report
sick this afternoon with influenza, and I am in need of a
pilot to undertake a very important secret mission.”

Rex listened like a man in a trance, and as the fact was
slowly forced upon him that one of the heads of the German
Intelligence Corps was asking him to undertake a special
mission, he nearly laughed. It was too preposterous. Again
he realised how true were Major Trevor’s words when he
had said, “At this game anything can happen.” But the
colonel was speaking again.

“You tell me you have done some night-fiying, and
Hauptmann von Rasherg tells me you know the area behin
the Allied lines along this sector of the Front very well.”

“Fairly well, sir,” admitted Rex, wondering what the
colonel would say if he knew just how well he did know it.

“Then your task should be ‘quite simple,” declared the
colonel.  “Do you by any chance speak English?”

“I know a few words of the language,” admitted Rex
agaix]l, restraining an almost overpowering impulse to laugh
aloud.

“Very good. It may help you in an emergency. Now,
this is what I want you to do,” continued the colonel.
“You will take off as soon as it is dark and fly a passenger,
whem you will find waiting by the machine, to this spot.”
He indicated a place on a greatly enlarged photograph
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which lay on the table before him, and Rex hent over to

see more clearly. “Here is the main Amiens Road,” con-
tinued the colonel, “and here is the Chateau Neuf.. The
lake in the grounds forms quite a good landmark and can
be seen quite clearly even at night. You will land here.”
He pointed to a long, open space at the back of the
building with the point of his penecil. “My messenger will
leave you, and you will wait until he returns. All you
then have to do is te bring him back here. Have I made
myself quite clear ?”

“Perfectly, sir,” answered Rex, once more master of
himself. :

“One more thing,” said the colonel. “This uniform.” He
nodded towards the clothes on the table. “You had better
wear these. It is purely a precautionary measure which
may help you in the event of a forced landing. That
uniform will attract less attention than the one you are at
present wearing.”

The colonel smiled at his own humour, and Rex laughed
outright.

“That’s all,” said the colonel briskly.. “Bring back my
passenger safely and this afternoon’s episode will be for-
gotten.” :

Rex saluted, left the room, and hurried to the tarmac,
where he found Tony seated on a chock, watching a forma-
tion of German raiders that were just landing. Seeing
Rex coming towards him, he rose to his feet and strolled
to meet him.,

“Well, what was it all about?” he asked breathlessly.

“If I gave you a hundred million guesses you wouldn’t
guess right,” said Rex, “and you probably will not believe
me when I tell you. I can’t believe it myself yet. Catch
hold of yourself and listen to this. . As soon as it is dark,
I am flying the Rumpler to a spot behind the British lines
on a secret mission.”

Tony’s jaw sagged foolishly.

“A secret mission?” he echoed stupidly,

“That’s what I said,” repeated Rex tersely. “I know it
sounds silly, but it’s a fact. This isn’t a war we've got
mixed up 1n, but a fairy tale. Nothing will ever surprise
me again as long as I live!” But he speke too socon, for the
day of shocks and surprises was not yet over.

£

Shocks and Revelations !

IGHTFALL found Rex, with his flying coat conceal-

N ing the British uniform, in earnest conversation

with Tony while awaiting the arrival of his
passenger. )

“My only regret is that I cannot get you in the maching
: Tae Ged Lisrary.—No. 1,316.
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“1 away thechocks, and mthouh an5 furthcr
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somehow. Now we know the Chatean Neuf is the other end
of the dmin, the headquarters of the Germans who are
working over our side of the line, we've got the whole thing
tdperl All we’ve got to do is to get back and put our cards
ou the table, but it can’t be done; there is more behind all
this' than we know, and I've got a nasty feeling in the pit
of my stomach that things are moving swiftly fo a climax.
We are being watched—I'm certain of that. Well. theve is
no going back now; we've got to play our cards to the
bitter end. ’

“ Whatever happom I shall come back herve for you,
remember that. Kceep handy; you never know when our
chance might come to make a bolt for it. Things are quict
at the moment; and 1 feel that it would be senseless to rush
into trouble by doing something silly.” If we can slip away
without stirring up trouble, so much the better; but I am
absolutely certain that if you and I tried to get in this
machine at this very moment, we should both be in the
guard-room before we could say Jack Robinson. There is an
atmosphere about this place now that I don’t like, although
on the surface everything is as nice as-pie. Keep, your eye
on Tairfax.  There he is how, standing by the end: hangar,
vatching us. But I expect tlus is my man coming across.
Good-bye, old lad ! E X

A swift handshake and thev pzutccl Rex to the Rumpler,
now ticking over idly outclde its hangar, and Tony towards
the mess. S ot

!Rex’s passenger, mufﬂed to the eyes in hcmv ﬁvmDr klt
hurried to the Rumpler " and . took his place in ‘the reay
cockpit without a word, and his silence “did nob surprise-
Rex, who was begmmng to understand the dire necessity
for secrecy .in these affairs, LThe\ take o chances, theso
chaps, and I don’t wonder at it," he’ reflected, as he waved
loss of tnno took

off into the starlit sky. ~-.: :

-For half an hour he flew on th(, coume he had sot clxmbmrr
stmchlv for height until the star shells of No Man's Land
gleamed below, and then he™ throttled  back and glided
quietly over the darkened British rese e trenches and rest
camps beyond. - He had no “difliculty in picking up tlm
Amiens road and he followed ‘it unnl he reached the by- mad
‘cliatean was situdtod. -

‘He had séen it many tirek befmc. and imagined 1t ta be
one of the many fine old Hotses that had been abandoned by
théir owners when the tidé 6f war swept over them in 1914
and 15, - Indeed, it had suffered badly, and as he ‘glided
low over it he noucod that a great parL of it was in ruins.
Not a light showed anywhere. = - -

The field in which he had to land was none foo I'u‘rru and
Lie breathed a sigh:of -relief -when the machineé ran to a
standstill with very little room to spare. He switched off
the engine and looked‘around to find that his pdqscn"m was
already out of his seat.
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“Wait,” was the only word spoken by the man as he
turned. and hurried off into the darkness in the direction of
the chateau. -

After a few moments indecision. Rex decided that
whatever the result might be, he must try to find out what
was going on in the chateau, but he had not taken half a
dozen paces when a figure loomed up in the darkness near
at hand.

“ It would be better to stay by the machine,” said a voice,
and there was a veiled threat in the ominous words.

“I was just off to see if I could get some help replied
Rex quickly. “This confounded engine cowling has worked
loose, and T don’t want it to tear off in the air and smash
my top plane; give me a hand, will you?”

Rex climbed up into his seat and groped in a canvas
pocket inside the cockpit, where he had discovered a few
emergency tools, including a large heavy spanner. 1le re-
turned to the figure standing by the nose of the machine.

“Can you feel a bolt under there?” he said, pointing tc
the underside of the engine cowling.

“Which one?” said the man, bending down.

“This one,” said Rex, and broaght the heavy

down sith all his strength on the man’s head.

There was no need to hurry, for the man lay as lifeless
as a_log; but Rex was takmrr no Lh:_ll)(’L‘ ) 1(1\1\ unwind-
ing his mufﬂo he lashed the man's arms firmly behind his
bacl‘, and ﬂxen with the leather belt of his flying coat, he
strapped his logs together, Finally he thrusi his silk hand-
kerchief into the wunconscious man’s mouth, and dragged
him by the collar to the hedge.

He paused for a moment to listen, but all was quiet. so he
strode off quickly towards the building that loomed whitely
in the starlight near at hand. He reached some outbnild-

spanier

ings, and again stopped to listen; he could faintly hear
" voices coming from the: direction of the chatean. but the
house was in darvkness.  Following the sound, he crept
stealthily round a corner to the front. All the windows

bnt through one

were ﬁhu“e g -d in the umal I‘un(h manner,

'lhroc~ men were .oah;d round a tablo; tm,-_‘.
be typical specimens of the French peasant cle
by the clothes they wore; but Rex caught his brea
eye fell on the one farthest from him. and who wa
his way. There was no mistake.™ It was H anpinian
Rasberg ! - v ta s .
(Rex has discovered the mwetmg pla((' of ﬂm Germean
spies—but he must get back to Varne to collect ’Ion_;'
Therve are amagzing vevelations and thyills in next week's’
grand instalment!) >
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