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RESCUE, ST. JIN'S! GORDON CAY & CO. ARE ON THE WARPATH—

‘“Kick 'em In |’ ordered Qordon Gay. Tom Merr
Inte the 8t. Jim's quad bound and lnl:onllad as they were,
e gates.

CHAPTER 1.
The Raggers Ragged !
[ 00K who's here?”
Three youths in school caps
stopped luddea‘l:r in Rylcombe
Lane and uttered that exclama.
tion. And Arthur Augustus of the
Fourth Form at 8t. Jim's nto]pped. too,
and took a slightly tighter hold upon
his gold-headed cane.

For the three -youths
D’Arcy were Gordon Gay & Co., of the
Rylcombe Grammar School—deadly
rivals and enemies of the St. Jim's
fellows.

Gordon Gy,

Wootton major, and
Gustave Blane,

the French junior—
more familiarly known as “Mont
Blong "—were the trio. And Arthur
Augustus ‘knew that they were capable
of anything, from rolling him in a ditch
to sitting on his best Sunday topper.

“What & pleasant surpriso!” ex-
claimed Gordon Gay.

And Mont Blong chimed in:

“Oh, vat a vairy pleasant surprise |”

Arthur  Augustus 'Arcy  backed
away. He had just come round a bend
in the lane, and had happened upon
the Grammarians §u1te suddenly.
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who faced

“I'll report yer for thisl™

Arthur Augustus, the swell of the
Fourth Form at St. Jim’s, was clad in
his best—and when Arthur Augustus
was clad in his best, Solomon in all his
g]or was not lrrniod like the swell of

t. Jim's. From the top of his glossy
hat to the tips of his gleaming goolu.
he was a picture, Amf in his beauti-
ful state, the last thing in the world
that he wanted was a ragging at the
hands of the Grammarians.

But Gordon Qa, & Co. were
chuckling with joy. yl‘he more magnifi-
cently Arthur Augustus was arrayed
the more delight there was in ragging
him; that was how the remorscless
Grammarians looked at it.

And they advanced upon Arthur
Augustus, who backed away, and waved
his cane.
deah
0 not want
and  dusty

“Pway keep your distance,
boys 1" said D’Arcy. “I d
to make myself wuff
thwashin' you now—-""

“Go hon!” murmured Gordon Gay.

“I am goin’ to the vicawage to tea,”

D’Arcy  explained, with dignity.
“Undah the circs, you can wun away
and play I”

“We're going to

g ?Iny. but we're not
going to run away |”

chuckled Gordon
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y & Co. were helpless. There
““My hoye ! '’ gasped the

was po}hln.' hr_ it

but to march
, &8 he op d

Gay. “We were just looking for some-
body to scalp, e haven't slaughtered
anybody for days. Now you drop in,

like corn in Egypt in one of the lean
years. Gentlemen, I suggest a vote of
thanks to Adolphus  Montmorency
D’Arcy for dropping along just when
we were looking for somebody to rag!”

“ Passed unanimously I” said Wootton
major.

“Zat is so, my shumns!” said Mont

Blong.

"}ﬁ)w collar him 1"

Arthur Augustus jumped back and
ran. Arthur Augustus was as brave as
a lion, and he would have scorned to
turn his back upon any number of foos
—s0 far as danger was concerned. But
when it was a nguoutiun of saving his
clothes and his Bunday toppor from
rough handling, Arthur Augustus was
willing to stretch a poiut, and to stretch
his aristocratic legs at the samo time,
He ran, and dashed at top speed round
the bend in the lane, whence he had
appeared.

“After him!” roared Gordon Gay.

“Vite, vite!” shrieked Mont Blong,
waving his hands as he, ran. “It is
eat he vill escape!”

But as the three Grammarians came
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—OUT TO AVENGE A RAGGING AT THE HANDS OF THEIR DEADLY RIVALS!

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

IR g

tearing round the corner there was a
sudden shout,

“Here they are! Dile in!"

It was ‘Tom Merry's voice—Tom
Merry of the 8hell Form at St. Jim's,
And Tom Merry was not alone.
Lowther and Manners of the Bhell;

and Blake, Herries, and Digby of the b

Fourth, were there, too. And they had

lined up at the sight of Arthur
Augustus  fleeing  from the Gram-
marians,  Arthur Augustus, smilin
cheerfully, stood behind the lines o

juniors, his noble “clobber " quite safe,

And Gordon Gay & Co., coming on at
racing speed, rushed into the St, Jim's
juniors before they kncew they were
there., For a moment there was a wild
and whirling struggle.

“Buck  up, rammar  Bchool 1"
shouted Gordon Gay.

“Pile in, 8t. Jim's 1"

“Give 'em socks!”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys!” chir-
ruped  Arthur  Augustus  D'Avrey.
“Give 'omn socks! I'd pile in and heip
you like anythin’ if I wasn't goin' to the
vicawage to tea! Thwash ‘em, deah
boys 1"

And Gordon Gay & Co. struggled G

furiously,

But there were three against six—and
six of the best.

Gordon_Gay kept up the struggle
longest. Mont Blong went down into
the road, with Blake and Herrics sit-
ting on his chest, and then Wootton
went down, and Lowther sat on his
chest, and Manners on his legs.
Finally, Gordon Gay himself was
humpeé into the road, and Tom Merry
knelt on him and pinned him down, and
Digby laid a strong grasp upon his
ears,

The three Grammarians, smothered in
dust, and looking considerably dis-
hevelled, were helpless prisoners.

“Bai Jovel The wottahs wan wight
into the twap!” chuckled Arthur
Augustus gleefully, “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"" roared Blake. *This
is where we smile |”

“Hip-pip ! We gloat !”
Monty Lowther.

“Chuck it!” gasped Gordon Gay at

ast.

“Pway hold them tight, deah boys!"
said Arthur Augustus.  “They were
going to wag me, you know, and wuin
my clobbah, if you fellows hadn’t come
along. They came vowy neah to com-
mittin' a fwightful outwage. 1 wegard
it as up to us to chastise them!”

“They look rather
already 1" Trinned Tom Merry.

“CGroogh! Lerrus gerrup !” mumbled
Wootton major.

. l’wnﬁ hold them! I am goin’ to
whack them with my cane, like naughty
little bo{l[” said Arthur Augustus, with
a chuckle. “I wathah think that will
be a lesson to them—what?”

“Ha, hn, ha!”

§ “Look here!” groaned Gordon Gay.

“Wats! Woll them ovah!"

Gordon Gay resisted desperately; but
Tom Merry and Digby rolled him over,
and Arthur Augustus administered o

entle swishing,. He did not hit very
ﬂurd. and the pain was not severe; but
the swishing from the hands of the swell
of 8t. Jim's made Gordon Gay roar
with wrath. The 8t. Jim's fellows, too,
were roaring with laughter,

chuckled

chastised

“Now the othah fellows!” said
D'Arcy. *“Wootton next!”

“Hands off I” roared Wootton.
'Il=— Oh, you rotters! Oh!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish!
“Yaroooh! Oh!”

“Now the Fwench boundah 1"
Gustave Blanc rolled his eyes wildly,
and struggled and yelled.

“Ciell It is not zat you whack me
viz stick, n'est ce pas? Zat would be ze
imul: zat only could be viped out with

ood "

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Bai Jovel!
Fwench chap!” said D'Arcy.

him ovah !”
“Mon Dieu! I do tell you zat—"
“Wals!”
Mont Blong was rolled over, and as he

L

Wathah pottay, that
“Woll

wriggled the cane swished on him
lightly. He raved with wrath.
“I am insult ! he roared. “I have

for znt ze satisfaction, n'est ce pas? I
am insulted | Ciel! Zat sall in blood
be viped out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fven Gordon Gay and Wootton major
grinned at the sight of the French
unior’s  wrath. Arthur  Augustus
nished swishing, and smiled,

“Now make the wottahs wun!” he
said.
“We won't run!” growled Gordon

ay.

“Dwibble them along, if they won't
wun, do&h boys "

The Grammarians were allowed to

IR

When the Grammarians raid

St. Jim's, Tom Merry & Co. are

quite willing to take it as a joke

—until they find that D'Arcy’s

fiver has disappeared with the
raiders !

ORI

rise, and as the 8t. Jim's fellows pre-
pared to “dribble” them along the
ane, they decided to run. And they
ran. Mont Blong was inclined to renew
the combat, but Gay and Wootton seized
him by either arm, and rushed him
along. :

And Tom Merry & Co. sent a shout of
trinmph after them?

“Yah! Who's licked ?”

“Grammar School 1”

“Who licked them?"

“8t, Jim's! Hurrah!"”

“The rotters!” growled Gordon Gay,
as ho slackened speed at a distance and
buqnn to dust his clothes, “Never mind,
we'll make 'em sit up for it! One good
turn deserves another, and our turn will
come.”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arey of St,
Jim's went on to the vicarage to tea in
a state of complete satisfaction,

CHAPTER 2.
To Speak or Not To Speak !
¢ Y 'M going to the Head!”
ercy Mellish of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Jim's made that
statement at the top of his voice
in the quadrangle, and was replied to
with many chuckles.
“I tell you I'm not going to stand it 1"
“Rats 1"
“It's all in the game!”
“Bure, and ye should take it calmly,
Mellish darling I

“I'm going to the Head, Let me pass,
Kangaroo, you beast !”

Kangaroo—Harry Noble of the 8hell—
did not move, e had stepped into
Percy Mellish’s way, and barred his
path towards the School House. Kan-
garoo was looking determined, and so
were several of the other fellows,
Mellish’'s declaration that he would go
to the Head did not seem to mect with
their approval.

“Not quite so fast,” said Kangaroo
cheerfully, “ You're not going to sncak
about Gordon Gay, my Tm\ Tako it
quietly, It's all in the game.”

“Blow the game! Do you think I'in
going to be ragged for nothing

“You've helped rag the Grammarians
sometimes.”

. “Not when there was any risk of doing
it, though,” grinned Reilly. “Bure,
Mellish never did that!”

Mellish snorted with rage, He was
looking a far from cheerful object. Ila
had just como in at the gates with his
face covered with mud, and a consider-
able amount on his clothes. Ho was
furious, Heo looked as if he had been
rolled in a ditch.

“Did the Grammarians handle you
liko that?” asked Gore of the Shell,

“Do you think I rolled in a ditch for
fun?” sniffed Mellish,

“I don't quite catch on,” said Kan-
garoo, “It isn't like them to spoil a
chap's clothes. It's foing too far. What
did you do to them 1"

“Nothing.”

“Didn't put up a fight?” grinned
:}lciélly. “Ifaith, plnd F\-u'ro l't;rn of
at [

“I kicked them when they collared
me,” said Mellish sullenly, * hey were
three to one, and they were going to
daub my face with mud. Gay said ho
would send me home as a sample of
what Tom Merry was to expect. They
all looked pretty ragged, so I supposo
they’'ve been rowing with Tom Merry
this afternoon, and they took it out of
me. I'm not going to stand it. I'in

oing to comP!lln to the Head, and gct
them licked.”

“You're not,” said Kangaroo calmly,
“and you shouldn’t have kicked. I sup-
pose the truth is you acted like a cad,
and then they got mad with you and
chucked you into the ditch. Serve you

ri‘htl”
‘Faith, and that's my opinion
intirely | shins once,

c You kicked m
Mellish, I remember, nm.{
blackguard ye are!”
“Well, I'm going to the Head!"”
Mellish started towards the School
House, and Kangaroo placed a powerful
hand on his chest and shoved him back.

“No, you don't !”
yelled Mellish

“Look  here—"
luriounlly.

“Hallo, wherefore this thusness?”
broke in Monty Lowther's voice, as
Tom Merry & Co. came in at the gates.
“Has our dear Percy been out muds
collecting "

“Looks like it,” said Tom Merry,

“The Grammar School rotters rolled
me in a ditch!” howled Mellish. “I'm
Somiito ask the Head to complain te

r. Monk and get them licked.”

Tom Merry's face became very stern.

“You won’t do anything of the sort !"
he exclaimed angrily, " You're not going
to sneak. Gordon Gay & Co. never
whine if they get it in the neck.”

“Look at my clothes!” .

“Well, that's rather rough, but it's all
in o day's work. Go and get a brush
down before the masters see you.”

Tug Gem LisrarY.—No. 1,407,

it's a dirty



4

“He wants them to sco him!” zaid
Blake, with a sniff,

“1I'm going to get those cads licked !
said Mollish savagely. “Tlhey ragge
mo because you had ragged them, and
I don’t want to have anything to do with
your rotten rags. I'll make Gordon Gay
sit np.”

ll[ 'h »

“Well, you'll see,”

Yes, wo'll gee I' said Tom Merry
grimly. “Bring him round to the gy;m,
you chaps, and. we'll talk to him, We
ehall bo spotted by the prefects here.”

“Let me go 1" roared Mellish.

But the junjors did not let him go.
They rushed him behind the ﬂmnmlium
in spite of his resistance. ‘Lhere they
wera  secura  from  obsorvation, and
Perey Mellish began to look very much
alarmed. He was not of the stuff of
which heroes are made,

“Now," said Tom Merry cheerfully,
“you've got to give your word not to
speak to tho Iecad abiout the Gram-
marians !" i

“I won't! I'm going to get them
licked, especially Gordon Gnyg'.;

“I don't sce_why he shouldn’t report
them,"” said Levison of the Fourth,
*I'hey had no right to make his clothes
nnddy.”

“You may not see it, but we do,”
said Tom Merry, with a curl of the lip;
“and I dare say Mellish did something
caddish to make them use him roughly,
Sneaks aro barred in the School House.
I'igging & Co, would turn u their noses
at this House if we allowed sneaking in
ii. t%\'l.ellilh is going to keep his head
shu

“I won't " howled Mellish.

““Yes, you will, and you'll be bumped
fill ou, romise,” said Tom Merry
calmly. *“And if you break your pro-
mise aftorwards, you'll be ragged by
the whole House and sent to Coventry,
Now, you're not going to gnoak about
tho (irammarians—honour right 1"

" n.t' tll

“One!"” said Tomn Merry, holding up
his hand.

Blake and Kangaroo seized the ecad
of the. Fourth, and he descended upon
the ground with a bump that made him
ur..t‘o{} ?'nl car-splitting yell,

n LL]

**What do you say now 1"

' Yow-ow-ow |”

“Ha, ha, ha)”

“That isn't an answer!” said Tom
Merry soverely. “Are you going to
promise not to sneak—honour bright?”

“Ow 1" groaned Mellish, * Yes—ow !
Groo| Leggo, you beasts! Ow 1"

“Rats 1"

And the juniors walked away grin-
ning, leaving Mollish sitting on the
ground gasping, Levison, who was
grinning, too, gave his study-mate a
hand to rise, and Mellish staggered up.

“Hurt " grinned Levison,

“Owl Yow! Yes! You silly ass,
do you think 1 ecould be bumped like
that  without being hurt?”  snarled
Mellish,

“Go to the Head, all the same.”

“Rot! I can’'t! They'd ouly bump
me again, and  worse!” groaned
Mellish. “Ow ! I'll make them sorry
for this, and Gordon Gay, too. Gordon
tiay—the beast! Ow 1"

And Mellish limped away furious,
tuynmf over all gorts of plans in his
mind for making both Tom Merry and
Gordon Gay sorry for what had hap.
pened that afternoon, but not finding
any plan that appeared practicable,
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CHAPTER 3.
Mont Blong’s Challenge !

into_the armchair in his stud

d GORDON GAY grunted as he sank
in Ryleombe Grammar School,*

L. he chief of the Grammarian
Juniors was not looking pleased. He
pulled up the leg of his trousers, pulled
down the sock, and showed a big bruise
on the shin. Wootton major and minor
and Mont Blong were in the study, and
they all uttered lll'lgl;i exclamations,
Gordon Gay rubbed the bruise with

embrocation,

“Rotten cad!” growled Wootton
major, “If 1I'd known it was so bad as
that, I'd have hammered the cad as
well as chucking him in the ditch I

“And I was going to daub him a bit
with mwud, and turn his jacket inside
out,” said Gordon Gay, in an aggrieved
tone. “We had to do something after
zmeg ragged and licked by Tom Moerry

Iu ”

“Of course you had!” said Jack
Wootton. “Bui what silly asses you
wero to get licked, weren't yout”

“There were six to three!" growled
Wootton major.

. “And we have been disgraced and
insulted,” said Mont Blong, in tragic
tones,

Oh, rats " said Gordon Gay. *No
diegrace in being licked by odds of two
to one. That's all rot 1"

“I did not refer to zo licking. I have
been swish,”

“8Bwished I oxclaimed  Wootton
minor, “Oh, my hat! What larks}"”

“It vas not a lark!” shriecked Mont
Blong. *“It vas an insult. I have been
swished on ze trouser viz a cane|”

Ha, ha, ha "

“Zere is nozzing for to langh. It is
a fearful insult to zo blood of ze Blancs,
and it sall be avenged,’

“You shall swish Gussy some day,"
eaid Gorden Gay consolingly,

“Zat is nozzing, Zat insult is to be
viped out in blood 1"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“In my country we vipe out insults in
blood I'" " said  Mont Blong, his cyes
gleaming. *“I have been struck hehind
viz a cane. Zat is too much. If I do
not vipe it out in blood, I no longer
respect myself,”

Gordon Gay left off massaging his
Lruise, and looked at Mont Blong. As
le eaw that the French junior was in
deadly carnest, ho simply gasped.

“Ob, my hat! IIa, ha, hal Carry
me home, somchody ! Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

Mout Blong glared round tho study,
As a rule, he was tho most good-
tempered of fellows; but he was angry,
and evidently boiling over. I'he noble
blood of the Blancs was evidently boil.
ing at the deadly insult of " being
swished on the nether garments with a
cane.

“You laff!” shricked Mont Blong.
waving his hands in wild gesticulations,
“But I tell you zat I vill have ze satis-
faction,"”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“I demand of jou. Gay, as my shum,
to go to 8t. Jim's and deliver ze
challengo to my foe.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It in zat you rofuse? Zen I call you
no longer my shum! I shako zo dust of
zis study from my feet "

And Mont Blong swung away towards
tho door.

Gordon Gay choked back his laughtor.
The touchy, oxcitable I"rench youth was
stamping away in great wrath, and Gay
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had really a regard for him, and did
not want him to off in the sulks.
But the idea of Mont Blong waging o
duel with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
made the junior gurgle,

“Come back, Monty!” he gasped.
“8it down, old chap, and tell us what
ﬁou want. Of course, if you're bound to

ave blood, we'll see if we can get you
some.”

“By the gallon!”
major solemnly.

‘“Zat is mﬁ shum 1” exclaimed Mont
plonq and he rushed at Gordon Gn{
joyfu iy. and caught him round the nec
and kissed him with loud smacks on both
cheeks.

Tho Cornstalk wriggled in his grasp.

“Groogh! Chuek it! Stoppit! 1
shall be seasick |” he roared.

“My shum |”

“Ow! Leggo! Draggimoff 1”

Alont Blong released his beloved chum
ot last. Gordon Gay caught up the
rokcr. in case there should be any

urther demonstrations of affection. Hae

did not mind being Mont Blong's chum,
but he did not like Gallic fervour in
friendship.

“My Dbelofed shum!” said Mont
Blong. “Zen you vill take my message
to zat D'Arcy I”

“0h, you want a message taken ?”

“Oui, oui, et tout do suito—nt vunce,
I mean!” said Mont Blong, *Ze insult
sall not be allowed to grow old before it
is viped out in blood | In my country
ve n\'nnﬁa the insult comme’ca—in zab
manner "

“I never heard that there was much
(lilood in French duels ” grinned Gordon

ay.

“There is sometimes a vound, but
nefer to keel,” Mont Blong explained.
“Ze duel is to satisfy ze honour, zat is
all. You English are so practical. 1low-
ever, 1 meet zat D'Arey, who have
swished mo on the trouser, and avenge
zo insult.  You vill carry ze message 1"

“Oh, my hat 1"

“My shum vill bo my second! You
can arrange ze mattair viz the second of
zat D'Arcy. I leave ze weapons to him,
as ze c]ulfongod party.”

“Oh erumbs 1”

“I prefer swords, as I am a good
fencer, and I have ze blades for zo pur-
pose. But zo choice sall be with him.”

“Suppose he chooses machine-guns
said Wootton major.

“You vill go at once?” asked Mont
Blong, without taking notico of Wootton
major's question, which ho perhaps re-
garded as frivolous,

“What about tea?"”

“Vill you consider ze trifle of tea vhen
vour shum’s honour is at stake?!” said
Mont Blong reproachfully.

“Well, your honour can stay at stake
till I've had my tea,” said Gordon Gay.
“Then I'll bike over with your chal.
lenge, all serene 1"

Wootton major and minor stared
blankly at Gorden Gay. They had
thought that he was pulling the French
junior’s leg, and that he really had any
intention of going over to 8t. Jim's with
such a ridiculous message they did not
suppose for a moment,

Gordon Gay closed the eyo that was
farthest from Mont Blong,

Tho chums of the Fourth had their tea,
and then Gordon Gay went round to thoe
bicycle-shed for his machine. Mont
Blong accompanied him, impressing
upon him the deadly seriousncss of the
messago he was to take over to St. Jim's,
Glg appeared to be duly ymprossed.

ut he grinned as he pedalled away

said  Wootton
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towards Bt, Jim's. When he reached the
old school, he waved a white handker-
chief as he wheeled his machine in at
the gates. And two or three fellows who
had run up with hostile intentions, re-
spected the flag of truce.

“What do you want, you bounder?”
demanded Kerruish of the Fourth.

“Important message for D'Arcy,” said
Gordon Gay solemnly. “Anybody know
where the image is?”

"Hl::l got & giddy tea-party in his

't“d.f'
“Thanks "
Gay left his bike at Taggles' lodge,

and walked across the quadrangle to the
8chool House. He entered quite uncon-
cernedly, in spite of the curious looks
that were cast at him, and ascended to
the Fourth Formn passage, and knocked
ut the door of Study No. 6.

And, from within that famous apart-
‘ment came Jack Blake's voice :

“Uomo in 1"

Gordon ‘Gay opened the door and
walked in. Thero was a general cx-
clamation at the gight of the Grawm-
marian  leader. Tom Merry and
Manners and Monty Lowther were
having tea in the study with the chums
of Btudy No. 6.

Arthur Augustus wasz standing the
feed. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, after a
period of scarcity, was rolling in funds
once more, and, of course, one of his
first proceedings was to stand a feed to
his study-mates and the Terrible Three.

“Bai Jova! TIt's that wottah Gay!”
exclaimed 1Y’Arcy, jamming his monocle
into his eye, and fixing it on the
Cornstalk.

“Cay, you bounder—"

“Looking for troublile?”

“Collar l}"lim "

Gordon Gay waved his handkerchicf
in the air.

“Don’t you know what that is?” he
bawled.

“A  handkerehicl.” said Monty
Lowther, inspecting it curiously; “and
not an overclean one at that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“It's a flag of truce, you ass!”

Monty Lowther shook  his
decidedly,

“Ilags of truce are white,” he roplied.

“Well, you chump, isn't this white?”
howled Gordon Gay,

“Might have been once,” said Low-
ther, *““Gentlemen, I vote that wo treat
this person as a pirate. He pretends
he's come here with a white flag, but he
hasn't—he's come lLere sailing under a
black flag—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, wathah! I must wemark that
it is wathah gwubby,” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, turning his eyeglass
upon it. “I eannot wegard that as a
flag of twuce!”

“Oh, checse it!” said Gordon Gay.
“Pax, you asses | I've come over with
an important message from Mont Blong,
and the person of a second is sacred !”

“Oh, scoond I" shouted the juniors.

“Yos; I'm Mont Blong's sccoud!”
said Gordon CGay calmly. *“le chal-
lenges Gussy to a mortal combat—a
giddy duel=Gussy to choose the
weapons, and I've come over to make
the arrangements with Gussy’s second.
The arrangements with the undertakers
are to be made afterwards.”

“Hu, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove |”

Gordon Gay wiped his eyes with the
flag of truce. Tom Merr{ & Co. roared
till the study rang, and the only serious
face present wus that of Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy.

head

CHAPTER 4.
An Aftair of Honour !

“ H, my hat!”
“Great Scott!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors were almost in
convulsions. Gordon Gay joined in the
laughter. Needless to say, he had not
been serious in bringing Mont Blong’s
extraordinary message to the St. Jim's
juniors. He intended to administer a
io.ﬁnon to Mont Blong by pulling his leg,
with the co-operation of Tom Merry &
Co.

“Well, this takes the cake
Tom Merry *“Has he ever bro
like this before?”

Gordon Gay nodded.

“Yes, once. and we rotted him with
a spoof duel.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

1" ﬁa_-'ped

e out
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“Wats! [ should certainly not apola

ise for havin’ chastised the boundul,
ﬂut I decline to allow the mattah te |
tweated as o joke. My own honali ix
concerned,” said _ Arthur Augu-ii-
D'Arcv loftily. “The honah of il
name of D'Arcy.”

“Oh crumbs !*

“If this porsoa is sewious, 1 shall eer:
tainly nor allow him to suppese that I

am afwaid to meet him with any
\\'cu{w:w he may choose to name."
* My hat !”

“Pway take that wopl;.r back to your
pwincipal, Gordon Gay "
The juriors looked helplessly at ouo

another. At the news of Mont Blong's
challenge  they had thought only of
“rotting " the excitable Freneh youth,

But now Arthur Augustus D'Arvey had
mounted the high horse, and when
Arthur Augustus was once in the saddle,

’
Lurking In the shadows of the old monk's pell, Arthur Augustus stared in
dismay at the extraordinary stranger who had appeared in the doorway. ‘' Who

are yo:‘, deah boy 7' he murmured.

voice

“Ie’s & good little ass, and he can’t
help being a duffer in some things, of
course,” Gordon Gay explained. **My
idea is to rot him, and make hiin under-
stand that he’s a silly, howling ass!
Will you fellows help ?”

“Yes, rather 1” chuckled Blake.

“Ia, ha, ha! Like a bird!”

“Weally, you fellows,” broke in
Avrthur Aufustua D'Arcy very gravely.
“Weally, I'm afwaid i cannot allow
thislcltmlluugu to be tweated as a joke !”

“Eht"

“T undahstand that Gay has come
ovah to bwing me a challenge fwom his
fwiend. Mont DBlong?” said Arthur
Augustus, in the statelicst manner of the
noble caste of Vere de Vere.

“That's it,” said Gordon Gay.

“1f that challenge 1is sewiously
intended——"

“Mont Blong is scrious enough!
chucklod Gay.  "Ile can't get over
being swished. But if you like to apolo-
gise most humbly tho affair can be
accommodated.”

Mont Bilong, the Grammarian junior.

“Qusesy ! " yelled the stranger, in the
““Zen you're not dead!"

go to speak, it was extremely hard to
get him to dismount

“Glnd to hear you say so, Guesy "
said Gay, at last.

“You appwove of
deah Loy 17

“Oh, yes! It's a

my atlitude,

leasure to discover

that you've got as big an idiol at 8t

Jim's as we have in the Grammar

School,” said Gordon Gay cordially.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Gay, you ocheeky
boundah—="
“As  Gussy takes this challenge

seriously, the only thing is for us to be
scrious  about it,"” said Tom Merry
solemnly.  “Gussy, whom would you
sclect as your sccond 1"

I twust you will be weady to act for
me, Blake "

“Like a bird!” said Blake.

“Vewy well. I lcave my honah in
_\-oinr hands,” said Arthur Augustus
nobly,

“1'd rather you left your fiver there,
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but I'd do_the bost I can with your
honour,” said Blake cheerfully.

“If zou cannot be sewious, Blake, I
will ask Dig to act for me,”

‘My dear chap, I'm going to be as
serious as o professional humorist,”
said Blake.

“Weally. you know—>"

*This 1sn’t a laughing matter,” said
Herries, “We almﬁ want mourning if
Gussy happens to be done in. Or do
you think a black band on the hat will
do? What do you think, Gussy, as an
authority on the subject of clothes ?”

“Weally, Hewwios—"

“Then there's the epitaph to bo
thought of,” said Digby reflectively, *“I
suppose we ought to put Gussy's epitaph
in the ‘Weekly " if he happens to bo
polished off *

“You can lewve that to me,” said

"

Manners. “Tll make a  Latin
epitaph=——" .
“Better have it in poetry,” said

Lowther. “I can make a really good
one, Lemme sco:

“Hero lies our friend Gue,
Died through making a fuss;
Our grief is 8o bad that it couldn't
be wus 1"
“Han, ha, ha!" .
Avthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his
oyoglass upon Lowther, and looked as
ifvha were trying to bore a hole in him
with his- ir.dlﬁlmnt eye. Lowther met
the glane. with a bland smile, cvidently
pleased with his epitaph.
““If that gilly ass does not wetiah fwom
the study I shall be undah the painful
necessity of thwashin’  him 1" said

Arcy.
Lowther looked surprised.

“Don’t you like that epitaph?” he
assked. “I dare say I could make a
better one. Lemme sce—""

“I_wefuse to listen to
Lowthah. I considah—

“Will you kindly get out, Gussy?”
asked Blake.

"Weally, Blake—"

“I hope it is not necessary to have
to instruct & D'Arey in the etiquette of
affair of honour ' said Blake

Jour silly wot,

an

soverely, “These little affairs have to

. arranged bﬂ the seconds, The
principal has nothing to do but to stand
up in the place his second selects, Qnd
be killed according to etiquette. You
buzz oft while I arrange the matter with
Mont Blong's second.”

“Yaas, that is t'uite wight, Blake,”

“Then clear off |

“Certainly, deah boy!”

Arthur Augustus majestically loft tho
study. The juniors grinned at one
another as the door closed behind him,

“Gussy’'s on the high horse now,"”
Blake explained. “No good trying to
get him down. We will rot him as well
as Mont Blong, and make 'cm both as
ridiculous as we can, though Nature has
done a lot towards that already.”

“What-ho " said Gordon Gay. “Now,
what about \\'oapom?"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don't cackle; this is an awfully
serious matter [ select rifles,” said
Blake. “As the challenged party wo
have the choice of weapons, of course,
Rifles are a bit uncommon in affairs
of honour, T know; but then we can get
rifles, and we can’t get pistols and
things.  Wo can get a couple of the
rifles from the cadet corps, you know,
Of course, they won't be loaded, but we
won't confide that circumstance to the
principals.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Jolly good idea !” said Gay.

“We can get blank cartridges,” said
Blake. "Inl}aet. it will be easior to got
blank cartridges than live ones.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!"”

“And it will do less harm. Now,
about the place—where does your man
prefer to be killed?”

“Better make it somewhere in the
wood,” said Gordon Gay reflectively.
“We don't want to be interrupted. Say
somewhere near the old monks’ cell in
the wood—that’s a lonely placo.”

‘“Agreed I”

“One shot each—and each shot to be
instantly fatal1” said Gay. “You
fellows can stuff Gussy up that Mont
Blong is dead, and we'll stuff Mont

o
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Blong that Gussy 18 dead. Don't forget
to bring some red ink, Then the pangs
of remorse will set in, and they will
begin to understand what asses they
are |”

“Good egg!” .

“To-morrow’s a half-holiday,” said
Gay. *Bay three o'clock to-morrow in
the wood, and you chaps can bring the
riflos,”

*“That's settled.”

Gordon Gay rose,

“I think that's about all. I'll ring
my idiot along at throe tci-morr()\v, and

o t

you'll have your lunatie there.”
“Ha, ha, ha!*
“Done "

And Gordon Gay departed, grinning.

When he was gone, Arthur Augusius
came back into the study., He turned
hiu_c-yo?rlms upon Blake, and all the
Juniors looked as serious as owls.

“I twust the affair is satisfactowily
awwanged, deah boy 1 said I’ Avcy.

“Quite !” raid Blake chcorfu]lf. “Ta-
morrow at three, in the wood,’

“Weapons, rifles,”

“A la mort 1” said Digby.

“A outrance " added Manners.

“Ahem | Of course, 1 don’t want fo
hurt the silly ass1” said D'Arcy. ' As
a follow of honour, I cannot wofuso a
challenge, but I should beo sowwy (o
hurt him.”

“Too lato to think of that. You will
most likely get killed yourself! And
what about revengeance — 1 mean,
revengo !"” demanded Blake, “Tor the
honour of tho school you must imbrue
vour hands in his gore! You can wash
them afterwards,”

" Weally, Blake—"

“We've got a lot of affairs to settle,”
said Blake. “It's the custom for a
ducllist to settle his affairs before ho
gets settled himself | You'd better make
your will {*

“OhI”

“And write to all your relations—
lettors to be posted aftor your death 1"

“Ow |”

“I hope you are not getting funky,

Gnuqv'l’"
“Certainly not, you ass! But I
object to wifles, "Affairs of lonah

should be conducted with eithah pistols
or wapiahs.”

“That's for your second to decide. I
hope you do not intend to invado the
rights of your second 1"

**No. I{ut I weally considah—"

“Never mind what you consider! 1've
settled all that. Now you'd better mako
your will. Mont Blong is a good shot,
and simply thirsting for gore; so you
haven't much chance of getting away
alive! Hero's some impot paper. Start
it at once, and weo'll help you.”

“ V.owjy well; and you chaps can wit-
ness it,” said D'Arey.

Blake shook his head,

“I ean't witness it,” he said.

“Why not, deah boy 1"

“A chap can’t witness & will that
he bencfits under,” Blake explaincd.
“Don’t you know the law? I want you
to leave mel{nur writing-case.”

" Wenlly, lake——"

“I can’t be a witness,” said Dighy.
“I want you to leave mo your wateh.”

“And your bike to me,” said Herrice,

“We must have some little things to
console us for your demise,” Blake ex-
plained. “We shall miss you, you know,
if—if Mont Blong doesn’t miss you.”

“Tom Mowwy will witness my will, T
pwesume ¥

But Tom Merry shook his head.

“1 want you to leave me your Sunday
topper, Gussy. It's my size.”

“Then Lowthah—"

“I want you to put me down for your
fur-lined coat,” said Lowther,
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“Mannahs—"

“I'll have the tiepin,” gaid Manners.

“Weally, you fellows, I must eay it
is in wathah bad taste for you to be
dividin’ my pwoperty like this—"

“It's counl-incr our chickens before
they're hatched,” said Lowther, “I
know that—like the chaps who divided
the bear's skin before the bear was
killed, But, then, you're pretty certain
to be killed, you know "

“Dend cert!” said Tom Merry.
“Mont Blong is a terror! I shouldn’t
wonder if he's been through heaps of
duels in his own delightful country,
I consider Gussy is practically dead
already 1”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Tt will be a lot of trouble getting rid
of the body,” said Blake thoughtfully.
“0Of course, we can’'t own up about it;
duelling is il'legnl in England, and we
might get lines.”

“We might,” said Herries.

“Do you specially want your body to
be sent to {nur people, Gussy 1” asked
Blake. “If not, we could bury you
quietly in the wood, and say nothing
about it. That would be tho simplest

way."”
“’I-—I——- Woally—"
“Botter take a spade!” said Tom

Merry.  “Nothing like being pro-
pared 1”
“Good! TI'll arrange that. Now,

Gussy, you sit down and make your
will, and you can get somebody else to
witness it 1”

And tea being finished, the juniors
departed from Btudy No. 6, leaving
D'Arcy alone—to make his will,

CHAPTER 6.
Preparing for the Worst !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
was vory, very thoughtful that
evening. An affair of honour
was, of course, a very serious
thing.

Even in France people had been
known to be killed—or, at least,
wounded—in duels, Buch a dreadful
possibility always existed in the most
carefully conducted affairs of honour.

Arthur Augustus was as brave as a
lion, but, on reflection, it came into his
mind that duelling, was a custom that
was most barbarous and ridieulous.
And it was . strictly forbidden in
anlund, too—he would bo breaking the
aw,

Under the influence of those reflec-
tions, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy realised
that he had been a little hasty in nccc[;it-
ing Mont Blong’s challenge, and he
realised that he would hgve done better
to take it in a humorous spirit. But
it was now too late to retreat. He could
not change his mind and retract his
acceptance without giving rise to the
suspicion that he was funking. And
that, of course, was impossible.

After all, probably there would be no
harm done. Duecls were conducted in
France without casualtics, and why not
in this instance? It distressed D'Arcy
very much to think that he might hurt
Mont Blong. He thought of Mont
Blong's danger far more than of his
own, as & matter of fact.

In case of accidents, he felt that he
ought to make his will. Ho made it.
Then ho considered the question of
writing to his parents. His heart smoto
him as he thought what a shock it
would be to his pater and mater. He
docided to write to his elder brother,
Lord Conway—and atk him to break
the news gently to them. The letter,

A SBLIGHT ERROR!

Are you sure we've
bullt it over the right river 7"

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to Ted Stoneman, 26, Gnoll Road,
n.:lmnrguln, Swansea, Qlamorgan=
shire.

as Dlako said, was only to be posted
after his death. He confided it to
Blake's care when he had written it,
and Blake made a note about it in his
pocket-book.

“What arc you w'itin' there, deah
boy " asked D'Arcy.

“Only making a note—letter to be
posted after death,” said Dlake. “As
you meet Mont Blong at three o'clock,
there will be timoe to catch the four
collection with it.”

Hohl”

The prospect somochow did not scom
attractive to Arthur Augustus, And he
found the sympathy of his friends very
hard to bear. Tom Merry & Co. con-
doled with him, but pointed out that
he would be dying in battle like his
ancestors, and that was dome consola-
tion,

It gave D’Arcy quite a shiver when
Blako brought & couple of rifles into
the study that evening. They bclonged
to the St. Jim's Cadot Corps.

“We shall have to ret these blessed
things out of tho school unnoticed some-
how !” Blake remarked thoughtfully.
“If we're spotted, they'd want to know
what we were taking rifles out for!”

“ And that would mean the duel bein
put off,” said Digby. “That's out o
the question, now we've made all the

lans. I've borrowed Taggles’ spade
or burying Gussy!”

“Look hore, Dig, you wottah—*

“We'll make up the spade and rifles
into a bundle, and put 'em in a sack,”
said Blake. “That’'s all I can think
of. T'll ask Lynn for a sack—ho can
ot me one. 1 say, Gussy, you are
ooking rather pale. Not funky—eh?”

“Certainly not, you ass!”

“Right-ho! Kcep your pecker up!
We're going to do o\_'oryt.hmg we can
for you, Of course, it's quito possible
that you won't be kilted, and that only
Mont Blong will get done in. Better
for you to get your brains blown out,
though!”

“Weally, you ass—"

“You sce, if you survive, you will
be hanged for murder!” said Dlake,
“That will be horrible! It will give
you & crick in the neck—"

“Bai Jove!”

7

“0f course, if Gussy survives, he
will have to hide away from justice,”
said Digby. “He can run away to sca
and become a pirate !

“Or a stoker,” said lIlerrics.

“Weally, Hewwies——"

“Or a brigand,” suid Blake, “There
are lotz of trades open to murderers
fleeing from justice—at least, you read
about it in mnovels. DByron's heroes
gonerally become pirvates, I think, in
his poems, T can fancy Gussy as &
pirate

“ Look here, you wottah—"

““Who leads them on with forcign
brand, far-flashing in his red right
hand?' " quoted Digby. *Just imagine
Gussy—"

Arthur  Augustus  left  the study
abruptly, and his chums smiled. Tho
g:oslwct of flecing from justice and

ving driven to piracy for a livelihood
did not please the swell of St Jim's
somehow, If the juniors had been a
little less sorious, ho would really have
suspected  they were piling up the
horrors from a mistaken sen:e  of
humour, But they were as solemn as
owls, and evidently fully impressed with
the seriousness of the matter,

Arthur Augustus’ unusual gravity that
evening  attracted  some  attention,
Several follows asked whether he had
lost a fiver, or whether his people were
coming to visit him, or what was the
matter, anyway.

1)'Arcy  astonished Levison and
Mellish, of the Fourth, by taking them
aside in the Common-room, and speak-
ing to them with a grave and friendly
cordiality. The two cads of the IMourth
were not on good ‘terms with D'Arey,
but at a time like this, Arthur Augustuas
folt that he could not part on bad
terms with anybody. :

“I'm sowwy I haven't been on bettah
terms with you chaps,” said Arthur
Augustus,

Levison and Mellish stared at D'Aro}'.
and then at one another.

“Whom are you getting at?” Mellish
wanted to know.

asked

“What's the
Levison,

“I may be goin’ away to-mowwow,"”
said D'Arey.

“What !”

“It's quite poss, and I should like to
loave on good terms,” said © Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy gently, “I may have
been a little wuff on you. You are
awful wottahs, I know; but I may
have been a little wuff, If 1 have been,
1 8 BOWWY. Pway shake hands with

L

“Mad!” said Levieon, with convie
tion, “Mad as a hatter!”

“Mad as a giddy March harc!” said
Mellish. * 8omebody ought to write to
his people about it. ke might got
violent !”

“You wottahs!” exclaimed D'Arcy.
“1 was wemarkin’——"

“1 say, Blake, did you knaw that
D’Aml\’r| had gone dotty!” called out
Mellish.

Jack Blake sat up.

“He's babbling’ all sorts of things,"
said Levison. “Quite mad! You'd
better see about getting a strait waist-
coat for him !”

_ Arthur  Augustus was purple with
indignation. As Levison and Mellish
knew nothing about the intended ducl,
thex were  naturally  surprised by
D'Arcy’s friendly overtures, but their
foelings did not seem to be touched in
%ho_lpnt. Perhaps they  hadn't any
celings,

“You uttah, unspeakable wottahs!"
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said D'Arcy. “I wogard you as cads
and wank outsidahs! I wogard you—>"
“ Beotter tololuph to his father!”
said Mellish. “I've seen this coming
on for a long time, but 1 didn't expect
it to hlB:pen quite so suddenly. Poor
chap! Ow|I”
Smack ! : .
Arthur Augustus’ temper failed him.
and ho smote Mellish. Then he walked
away, majestic and very much on his
diﬁnit)'. g»llish rubbed his nose rue-
Y.

fully.

“T told you he was dotty!™ he ex-
claimed, “Now he's getting dangerous |

Arthur Augustus did not seek to make
up any more old quarrels.

He was in a vory thoughtful and some:
what worried mood when he retired
that night. And he drecamed awful
dreams of duels, gunshot wounds, graves
in the depths of the woods, and flecing
from justice with detectives on his
track—and altogether he came to realise
that an affair of honour was not at all
an enjoyablo affair, But in the morning
his reno%ution was'quite unshaken. The
meeting had been fixed, and he was
going through with it, whatever the
consequonces—which, fortunately, owing
to the kind arran emecnts of his chums,
wero not likely to be serious,

CHAPTER 6.
Duel to the Death !

IGGINS & CO. of the New Houso

F were Iounfng about the school

gates in the afternoon when a

arty of School

came a on&. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn

regarded them curiously, Blake of the

Fourth carried a large bundle done up

in a sack, and the New House juniors
stared at it with intercst.

“Going out for a picnic—eh?” asked

House juniors

Fatty Wynn., X

"S‘::mething more serious than a pic-
nie,” said Tom Merry, with due
solemnity, * You'd never gucss what's
in the sack.” )

t"lGrubl" said Fatty Wynn immedi-
ately.

i ron 1”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, you should not
tell these New House boundaha all about
it!”  said  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
severely. .

“Oh, Figsina can be trusted with a
seoret 1" said ‘Tom Merry.

*“Certainly I” said Figgins, scenting a
jape, of which the swoll of 8t. Jim's was
the objeet. “ What have you got there?”
“Rifles and a spade.”

Figgins & Co. jumped.

"“'What on carth for?”

“A duel!”

“Wha-a-at1”

“Gussy is going to meet another
idiot—"

“Woally, you wottah—*

“I mean another chap, in a deadly
duel. The rifles are for them to kill one
another with, and the spade is to bury
themn afterwards!” Tom Merry ex-

plained.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you laughing at?” de-
manded Tom Merry, in surprise. It
isn't a Iluﬁhing matter! QGussy has
made his will.”

“Oh, my hat!*

“You chaps can come along, if you
like, and see fair play.”

“By George, we will!” said Kerr.
“I've never seen a duel. I don’t mind
lending & hand at burying Gussy—quite
o pleasure |”

And the New House Co. joined the
party. Tom Merry & Co. marched out
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,497,

of the gates, and took thefr way to the
wood. y marched along the foot-
rath. and turned into tho track that
ed to the glade where stood the old
monk's eell. It was a lonely spot, and
the duellists were not likely to be in-
terrupted there,
_ The 8t, Jim's fellows were the first to
arrive. There was no sign yet of the
Grammarians,
“Not here,” said Blake,
round. “First in tho field |”
“Powwaps they're not
Arthur Augustus suggested.
And it is just possible that his voice

had a hchful tone.
the Mont Blong is

“Oh, they'll comel
thirsting for goro! You see, he can't
g:t over that swishing—and honour must
satisfied. Anyway, you shan't be dis.
appointed,” said Blake kindly. “If he
doesn’t come, we'll march on the
Grammar 8chool, and you shall sottle
him in his own study I” )

“I'm not so fwightfully keen ahout it
as all that—"

Blake interrupted him sternly.

“I hope you are not getting chicken-
hearted | he exclaimed. *“ Remember,
this is a duel to the giddy death!”

“Yaas; but—>"

“Hero they come |”

Gordon Gay & Co. were spotted com.-
ing through tl‘;e woods. There was quite
a party of them.

Gordon Gay was Mont Blong's
second ; but quite a number of Gram-
marians had come to sco fair play.
Wootton major and minor were there,
and Frank Monk and Lane and Carboy.
Mont Blong was looking veri serious,
Perhaps he had been thinking the
matter over as well as Arthur
Augustus.

The two parties saluted one another
with due gravity.

“We're _on time, I think,” said
Gordon Gay, consulting his watch,
“Just three. You've brought the riflcs,
I hopet”

“Here they aro ¥

“And a spadei”

‘CYoa L

looking

comin’ "

" Good | Nothing more to be arranged,
think. We'll measure off the distance.”
“How many paces?” asked Blake.
I suggest forty, as they're using
cifles,”

*“Forty—agroed 1"

The distance was paced off.

Mont Blong took up his position, and
Arthur Augustus faced him at a dis-
tance of forty paces down the glade.

Both the principals were looking verf
grave now; but the seconds, although
sorious, were quite cheerful and com-
posed.

Blake and Gordon Gay loaded the
rifles, Both of them inspected the
weapons to make sure that avorythins
was in order. Then Tom Merry an
several of the fellows did the same, and
satisfied themselves that the cartridges
were blank.  The principals, of course,
had nothing to do witﬁ the matter,
They were quite in the hands of their
reconds,

Gordon Gay took one rifle and Blake
the other, and the weapons were pre-
sented to the unhappy duellists.

*“My shum !” murmured Mont Blong,
“I have zink about zis. I zink zat if
zat D'Arcy apologise, it is all riﬁht.”

“He won't 1” said Gay cheerfully.

“Zen I zink I might pardon him viz-
out zat he apologise |”

* Impossible | Honour isn't satisfied !”

“Oul, ouil DBut—" )
“Honour can only bo satisfied by

being shed,” explained Gay. “We

—
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English roople are satisfied with shed-
ding it from the nose, but you French'
chaps are more chivalrous. You have
to poke rapiers into a chap’s ribs, and
interfore with his circulation. You're
having your way. What more do you
want "
“It is zat I vish not to hurt him.”

“Rats!  What about satisfaction?”
said Gu[\;. “Do you mean to say that
you've brought us here for nothing?

Aftor we've walked all this way, I sup-
50 weo're cntitled to sce somebody
E?lletl. ain't we?”

“My shum—" .

“If  youre funking it, Mont
Blong——*

“Bah! You sall not doubt my cour-

age, my shum ! I vill shoot!”

“That's better, Aim at the chest,

vou'll _hit him somewhero—per-
hnpnk said Gordon Gay. “We've made
ull the arrangements for burying you in
caso of death, and for hiding you if
you commit the murder |”

“Mon Dieu |”

" Everything in the gardoen is lovely.
Nothing now to be done excuptinp the
murder. Keep a stiff upper lip I*

“My shum—"

“Btand rcady |
tho signal 1

Gordon Gay stepped back. The two
wraotched youths stood with the rifles in
their hands, looking and fecling about
as happy as most duellists foel, prob-
ably, when their folly and conceit
tluca them in such a ridﬁ:uloun position,
h‘nr;]lon Gay had a handkerchief in his

and,

“When I drop this hanky, you fire!”
he said. “I shall say one, “two, and
three, and then drop 1t, and you blaze
away.”

“ no.!ll

The juniors stood well back out of
tl:g line of fire.

wo »

and

We're going to give

The rifles were raised.

“Three 1" .

The handkerchief fluttered down.

Bang! Bang!

Each of the ducllists had fired into
the air,

If thero had been any bullets in the
rilles, they would have clipped twigs
from the tree-tops high overhead,

As there were no bullets, no damage
was done even to the tree-tops,

But both the juniors staggered from
tho recoil of the rifles,

For a moment Tom Merry & Co.
were nonplussed. The firing into the
air had rather upset their plans, but
it could not be he]f:ud. They rushed
towards the principals, and in a moment
Mont Blong was surrounded by the
Grammarians, and D'Arcy by the St
Jim’s fellows. Gordon Gay was howl-
ing in Mont Blong's ear:

“Fly for your life!”

While Blake bawled into D'Arcy’s:

“Run! Run! Run|*

CHAPTER 7.

In Deep Disguise !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY
dropred tho rifle, his face going
deadly pale.

He had discharged the weapon
into the air, fecling that Mont Blong
would be quite safe if he did, and that
he would have proved his own courage
by facing the enemy’s fire.

But the alarm among the juniors
showed that it had not gone as he in-
tended. The thought that Mont Blon
had been shot made him turn cold a
over,

“Bai Jovel DBai Jovel I say,
deah fellows—* -
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“Run!”

" Flylﬂ

“Bunk 1"

“Travel 1”

“But weally, you know—"

“Cut it1”

“Hook 161"

“Run for your life1”

Monty Lowther, who had run towards

the group surrounding Mont Bloug,
come dashing back.
. His_hands were streaming with red
ink. D'Aroy did not know it was ink,
und he gazed at the red stream in
horror,

“Run!” panted Lowther.

“Oh, ewumbs | Is he hurt?"

“Look!"” Monty Lowther held up his
hands, “You've done it now, Gussy!
Run! Tho fellows will get you away
bofore the police come!”

“The polico! Goodness gwacious!"”

“Run!  Run!” reiterated DBlake.
“Do fuu want to be hung?”

“Oh, gweat Scott!”

“PBunk1” roared Figgins.

_Blake and Tom Merry gras ed
D'Arcy by the arms and hurried him
wway into the depths of the wood.

Meanwhile, Gordon Gay & Co. were
doing the same with Mont Blong. 'The
I'rench junior was almost in hysterics.

“But 1t is impossible zat I kill him !”
he shricked. “It is zat I have in 7o air
ficed. I tell you zat I fire not at him.”

“Look here!” said Frank Monk.

He held ﬁp o handkerchiof stained
with red. ont Blong gazed at it in
horror,

“Oh, mon Dieu "

“Run!” said Wootton major.

“Buzz off, Mont Blong "

“Run for your life!”

“Let me see him! It is zat 1 must
sce him beforo zat 1 go—"

“No, no; there's no time! Run!”

“DBut lo pauvre garcon! T must see
him! I must lmg zat he forgive me——"

“Run! Runl!

Mont Blong could sce nothing of
D'Arcy, the crowd of Grammarians
were pressing round him so thickly.
He struggled, but Gordon Gay & Co.
rushed him away into the wood, The
glado was deserted,

Arthur Augustus stumbled along in a
fearful state of mind. Remorse an
terror ran riot in his breast. Blake &
Co. gave him no time to pause. They
dushed along with him till the fatal
glade was loft half a mile behind, and
ihcndthuy halted in a deep recess of the
woud,

“Sofe, so far,” panted Blake.
o Lue'ky the police haven't an idea of
what's going on. Of course, it will
come out soon, and then Gussy will be
hunted for. But we’ll look after him.”

Yes, rather|”

“We'll stand by you, Gussy!” said
Tom Merry. “You're not going to be
hung if we can possibly help it.
Besides, Mont Blong may not die.
think he may rccover ! Avhoml"

“If he wecovahs, that is all I want!”
groaned Arthur Augustus. "1 ghall
ncevah, nevah forgive m”yull if the poor
chap was weally hurt!

"\_Vhy', what about honour and satis-
faction?” demanded Lowther.

:: glll.l ’t'hst is all wotton wubbish 1”

1

“It is wicked and widiculous to fight
duelst” gulped D'Arcy. “I wealiso
that now. I ought to have laughed at
the silly challenge, or .punched him on
the nose I*

]“‘Guny.‘l g{edtt!igg qtg‘te nnuiihlu_ in Illia
old age,” saj om Merry admiringly.
“Pity ho didn’t think of all this be

it

3

. **Miseed yor train, sir 7"
- Oh.. nol’ I'm just giving It a
start !’
Hall-a-crown has
to D. Froud, 179,
Road, Leyton, E10.

been awarded
Peterborough

fore he became an attempted mur-
derer !”

“Oh 1" gasped D'Arcy. *Gwoogh!”

“Dut we'll look after you,” said
Dlake consolingly. “We've got the
gliaﬁuim in the bag for you to escape
in,

“ Pile in,” said Figgins. *“No time
to lose.”

“As soon as you're disguised, you
can get to Wayland and cateh the ex-
yross, and you can be in Southampton
I.w to-night,”” said Tom Moerry. * After
that, it will be quite simple to get a
rakizsh schooner and become o pirate.
Mind you got s rakish schooner,
Pirates’ schooners are alwaye rakish.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ No time for talk,” said Jack Blake.
“Lend a hand—all of youl”

The juniors willingly lent a hand.

Arthur Augustus dazedly submitted

d to their kind attentions.

Jack DBlake had the disguises in n
bag—" props ” that belonged to the
junior dramatic society. It did not
take very long to disguise Arthur
Augustus, A long black beard was
fastoned to his chin, and long fm’
whiskers to his face, and a long golden
moustache to his upper lip. The
different colours looked striking, and
the effect was enhanced by a long,
curly brown wig. Then Dlake dabbed
his_face with rnw-Enmt. putting in
artificial wrinkles with a liberal hand.

“You'll pass for a fine old Engilinh
gentleman,” he declared. *You look
sbout ninety now, Nobody would recog-
nise you as & human being—I mean—
your own pater wouldn’t know you.
'his is simply splendid 1”

“Ripping 1"

“ First rate!”

“T feel vowy haiwy and stickay, deah
boys,” said D'Arcy dismally.

“PBetter than  being  hung, I
suppose "

“Yaas; but—"

“_Anp{thins to save you from the
police,’” snid Blake, closing his bag.
“They wouldn’t understand that it was
nmmr{ for you to play the gidd
ox for the honour of the noble bl

of D'Arcy de Plantagenet. They'd
simply run you in L & common

drunk and disorderly. Now we'ro
ready.”

“ly—l say, you chaps, I'd rather go
!:lc'!{ to the school, aud=and chanco

|

“Impossible! You must fly for your
life!”

“Weally, you know—"

“Besides, we can't go back with
you,” said Tom Merry, “Weo want
to help you, Gussy, but yon can't ox-
pect us to continue to have anything to
do with a bloodstained ruflian.”

“What 1”

“You see, you have committed o
murder,” Tom Merry cxr-]_sn.l.nrd. “of
course, any chap might do it in &
moment of absent-mindedness, I sup-
pose, but we have to draw a line soma
where. I draw it at murdererd,”

“You howwid beast——"

“Hark !" exclaimed Dlake dramatie-
“What's that?”

“The police!”

“Oh erumbs 1"

“Run 1" yelled Dlake.

And the disguised junior was
bundled along at top epecd among the
troes hgain,

“I—I say, we're goin' back to the—
the place!” panted D'Arvey.

“The sceno of the crime, you mean.”

“Pway don’t use such howwid ex-
pwessions, Tom Mowwy "

“Call a spade a epade, you know.
That's all right. You'd better hide in
the old cell till tho coast is clear.”

“Yaas, but—"

“OINu said.
press all right.”

“You uttah ass!”

D'Arcy had rushed back into the
glade where the terrible ducl had
taken place. Tho old stone coll, half-
hidden by the ecrceping plants that

rew over it, was the refuge sclected
or him. In ancient days it had been
inhabited by a recluse, and in recent
times an escaped conviet from Black-
moor Prison had hidden there. Dut
just now it was Tlito deserted, and u
safe refuge for the unfortunato swell
of St. Jim's.

D'Arcy was rushed into the
building gasping for breath.

“Now you stay hore,” said Dlake.
“We'll get out and, watch for the
enemy. When it's quite all right we'll
come and tell you,'

“Yaas; but—""

“Mum’s the word!”

And Tom Merry & Co. rushed out of
the cell, leaving the disguised junior to
himself.

You'll catch the ex-

old

Arthur  Augustus remained  there.
R;lpitating. Even his concorn for
ont Blong was banished by his con-

cern for himself now. At the thoughr
that policemen were ecarching the
wood for him, he shivered and shud-
dered. An affair of honour scemed to
him, by this time, as about tho most
idiotic proceeding a follow could pos-
sibly be guilty of.

Tom Merry & Co. joined the Gram-
marians under tho trees. A fearsome
figure s in the midst of the Gram-
marians—it was Mont Blong in dis
ﬁuum. Gordon Gay bad done the same

ind of service for him that had been
done for D'Arcy by his dovoted com-
rades. Mont Blong was adorned with
s long red beard—whiskers of a sandy
colour, and a grey moustache.

“Oh, I am distressed; I suffair very
much I groaned Mont Blong, as the
8t. Jim's fellows came up. “Is he
quite, q'll.l‘it' kool 1"

ue Gex- Lnary.—No. 1,497
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“You wouldn't know him if youn
saw him now,” said Tom Merry
solemnly.

"?'h. ciel! It is horrible, n'est ce
as |"

“Yes; pretty horrible | agreed
Blake. “But it's too late to think of
that now. You've got to hide. Shove

him in tho old monk’s cell till the coast
is clear, Gay.”

“Right-ho |"*

And the disguised French junior was
hurried away to tho old  building,
little drecaming whom he was to cn-

+ counter there,

CHAPTER 8.
Both Allve !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS started
A violently.
There was a footstep outside

the stone cell, in the depths of
tho wead,

SBomeone was approaching,

Was it one of his chums, or—

'Arey screwed his monocle into his
eye, and fixed it upon the doorway,

A face came into sight—a face with a
red beard,
moustache,

Arthur Augustus gazed in dismay at
the ltrnnrr.

e had never seen so extraordinary
o man before, and the most remarkable
thing about the stranger was that, in
#pito of beard and moustache, ho was
dressod like a schoolboy |

Tho rod-headed stranger caught sight
of D’Arey in the eell, and started back,

D'Arcy prosented a startling appear-
ance, with a long black beard, golden
moustache, and curly brown hair,

“Who—who are you!” murmured
D'Arey, with a dreadful feeling that it
was a .deteetive in search of him.

“Mon Dieu. Vat is zat?”

Arthur Augustus jumped. Burely he
knew that voice! as it—could it be
possible ?

“Who are you, deah boy?”

“Cliol ], Who are you?™ shrieked the
red-bearded stranger, “It is zat I
know 2o voicel It is 20 voice of 2o
pauvre garcon zat'I have keel |”

“Mont Blong !”

“D'Arey 1"

“Gwoat Scott 1”

“Mon Dieu 1”

whiskers and grey

“Then you'ro not dead!” yelled
D’ Arcy.
“Moil No! But you—you are not
dead 1

“Certainly not, you ass!”

“Vat is it zat you do viz that beard,
mon ami?*

“What are you doin’ with that beard,
you_duffah 1

::l ain i? e disguiso to cscape—-—"

“Ciell Tt is zat zey have pulled of
us zo leg1” yelled Mont Blong. “You
aro not hurt 1"

‘“Wathah not! But zou——"

“I am not hurt, too!

“Bai Jovel The wottahs! The
bhoundahs ! The fwightful asses! They
have been japin’ us both!” shouted
Arthur  Augustus, divided betweon
relief and indignation. “Bai Jove! I
will give them a feahful thwashin’ for
this |

“Zon yom are not dead!” ns'md
Mont Blong. “T have not keel ﬁou I
have not stained ze hands viz blood I”

“It must have been wed ink, the
l.\ylnl wottahs |” said D’Arc

“Oh, mrv shum 1” exclaimod Mont
Blong, “I am so happy zat it is not
zat 1 havo keeled you, {kma ou !”

Tne GEM Lisrary.—No. 1,407,

And he rushed at Arthur Augustus
and embraced him, and kissed him on
both cheeks.

“Pway don't be a silly ass!” said
Arthur Au'fuatua, struggling to escape.
“I wegard you as a wottah, Mont
B]onlg. I am glad I have not hurt you,
but I have a gweat mind to administah
a feahful thwashin’ 1

“My dear shum—" .

“Oh, wats! I'm goin’ to take this
wotten wubbish off 1”

Arthur Augustus dragged at the false
beard, and pulled it off ; but it was not
so easy to deal with the grease. Blake
had laid it on very thickly.  Mont
Blong's face was daubed with equal
liberality.

“It is a shape,” said Mont Blong,
probably meaning jape. “A shape of
those bounders, mon ami. But I am
heureux zat it is no worse.”

“Yaas, wathah! But—*" .

“Ve are saved. Now ve vill be
friends,” said Mont Blong. “I kees
you—>"

“Gwoogh |

“I kees my shum—

Arthur Augustus tors himself away,
and dashed out of the cell. He looked
for the Co., to take immediate ven-

cance upon them for the fright the
ad given him. But the juniors h
vanished.

Breathing wrath, the swell of 8t.
Jim’s started for the school.

o was immensely glad to find that
the duel had been only a jape, and that
ho was not compelled to fly for hia life,
But his aristoeratic log had been pulled,
the dignity of the noble house of
D'Arcy had been outraged, and Arthur
Augustus was wrathy. And his wrath
was increased when he came out of the
wood into the lane, and his peculiar
visage attracted attention.

Grimes, the grocer's boy, who was
passing with a baskct on his arm
sto pofl and stared and gavo a wild

ell.

’ “Oh, mly heyo! Is it a Red Indian
or the Wild Man from Borneo?” }'ellc:l
Grimes,

D'Arcy gave him a ferocious look.

“Gwimes, you wottah—"

“Master D’Arcy,” gasped Grimes,
“wot 'ave you been doin’ to your face t”

“Wats 1"

D’Arcy stalked on, leaving Grimes in
liysterics, People he passed in tho lano
stopped and stared, and pointed at him,
and grinned and chuckled.  Arthur
Augustus was in a voleanic state by the
time he reached 8t. Jim’s,

Thero was a yell from the fellows who
saw_him come in.

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“What a chivvy1”

“Where did you dig up that mug?”

D’Arcy dashed into the 8chool House
without ropll\;ing. and mado for the
bath-room, where, with soal) and steam-
ing water, he removed tho last traces of
his disguise.  Then ho came down to
look for vengeance.

“Have those woltahs come in,
Kanry!" he asked, as he met Harry
Noble,

“What rotters?” asked Kangaroo, in
surprise,

“Tom Mewwy, Blake, and the west.”

“Yes, thoy've just como in,” said
Kangaroo. “I think they've gone to
tea in the study. What's a?peued?"

But D'Arcy did not reply to that
question, He stalked away to Stud
No. 6, whero he found Blake & Co. an
the Terrible Three at tea. The juniors
all stared at him as ho stalked in.

“Gussy I  exclaimed Blake,
surprise.

Leave off I*
"

in
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“Yaas, you wottah I

“Is it quite safe for
here 1" asked Blake, *
in disguise 7"

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

“I found that Mont Blong was quite
all wight.”

“Has he come to life again?” asked
Lowther. “My hat! Who was it said
that the age of miracles was past?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

He was not hurt,” said D’Arcy.
“You made me belicve that he was
dead, and the othah wottahs made him
believe that I was dead. It was &
jape |”

‘Go hon |”

“I wegard you as a set of wottahs!
I don't believe the wiflos were loaded at
all 1” shrieked Arthur Augustus.

{gu to show up
hy aren’t you

Only just guessed that?” asked
Blake agrecably.

“ You—you—you—-=>"

“I call him ungrateful,” said

Lowther. “He was groaning at the idea
of being a murderer, and now he's com-
plaining because he's only an attempted
murderer,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You have made a fool of me, you
wottahs 1”

“Not at all, That was done already.”

"' You have made me look widiculous,”

“Yes, I think we have,” agreed
Blake. “We tried to, anyway. But
never mind, you don’t look any more
ridiculous than the other idiot,”

“Not a bit more,” said Dighy.

“I wefuse to wegard you as fwiends

any IonFlh."
“Don’t be hard on us!” pleaded
Blake. “Don't withdraw the light of

our countenance from the study. Don't

o cruel I”

“I wegard you as hoasts I

Blake rose to his feet.

“Do 1 undarltnnddyou to refer to me
as a beast ! he asked,

“ Yaas, wathah—a foahful beast 1"

“Then I domand satisfaction, Tom
Merry, will you be my second 1" asked
Blake, with dignity.

“Certainly " said Tom,

“D'Arcy, will you kindly appoint a
friend to act for you? Merry is m
second, and he will arrange the details
with your friend.”

“You—you—you~ —

“As the challenged party, Gussy has
the choice of weapons,” said Lowther,
“Anybody got any more blank
cartridges 1"

‘‘Ha, ha, ha1” )

“T shall act for Gussy,” snid Digby,
“I select pea-shooters as the weapons, at
a distance of two hundred paces, Make

our will, Blake, Gussy's made his,

he same will do for any number of
ducls.”

Arthur  Augustus  breathed hard
through his nose.

“I wefuse to lPelk to any of you
wottahs any more,” he said.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Blake. *I
haven't posted the letter |

“The—the lottah?”

“Yes, the one you fl"e me for your
major, you know. I'll run out and put
it in tho box now.”

*“You—you wottah 1 I wefuse to allow
Bm:! to post that lettah!”? shricked
'Arc

Y.

“Then I'll pin it up on the wall in
the Common-room for all the fellows to
read,” said Blake,

Arthur Augustus panted.

Tom Merry & Co. roared. They could
imagine the yells of laughter that letter
would evoke if it was read by all the
fellows in the 8chool House,

::gi\re lnm that lettah, you wottah |*

ats |”

“I insist—I ordah you-——"
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“T'll give you the letter on one con-
dition,” said Blake; “and that is, that
i’ou apologise to_all of us here present
or having played the mddy ox,”

“1 wefuse—] wefuse—"

“Then the letter goes up in the
Common-room,”

* I—I==]=—— Qiye me that lcttah !”

“i\pglo ise ﬁfut._“ o 4 D'A

“I—I—] apologise |"\ gaspe 'Arcy.
“Give me that lettah 1” ’

Blake handed over the letter, and
D’Arcy hurriedly crammed it into tho
fire.  His last will and testament
followed it. He was foverishly anxious
to get rid of all documentary cvidence
of the jape. Then he quitted the study,
and closed the door with a violence that
was not at all in accordance with the
reposeful manner of Vere de Vere. As
he stalked away down the ﬁnua ¢ o
roar of laughter followed him from
Btudy No. 6, Tho Co, were making
meorry,

And in Gordon Gay's study, at the
Grammar School, an equally merry
party gathered to tea, and Mont Blong
was so mercilesssly chipped that he
resolved never, never to seek satis-
faction ugain..‘lowever deep might be
his sense of injury. He had discoverced
that, that kind of satisfaction was likely
to prove exceedingly unsatisfactory.

CHAPTER 9.
The Ralders !

OR several dn{n alter that terrible
duel in Rylcombe Wood there
were strained relations in Study
No. 6 in the 8chool House at

8Bt Jim’s,

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was very
much on his dignity. He had stated
that he declined to recognise Blake and

| m

From his hiding-place under D'Arcy’s bed,
we are! Right In the enemy's camp | "

Herries and Digby as friends, and he
had also dro&{»ed the acquaintance of
the Terrible Three,

They let him drop it.

.Ar_tfmr Augustus discovered that
dignity, although very well in its way,
was a somewhat cold and lonely position
as n permanent residence,

But he would not give in,

lis chums waited for him to come
round, but he did not come round.
Saturday came round, however, and on
that day there was a House match
between Tom Merry’s cleven and
Figgins & Co. Arthur Augustus was o
member of the Bchool House eleven,
and so the circumstances were a little
awkward, He was not on speaking
terms with his skipper. On Saturday
morning, too, Arthur Augustus received
a fiver from his noble -pater, and the
other fellows in 8tudy No, 6 were in a
state they sometimes. fell into, and
which they described as stony.

Arthur Augustus was distressed. Heo
could not offer to share his fiver with
fellows he did not know; but he did not
want to keep it to himself when his
study-mates were right on the *rocks”

Under the circumstances, he felt that
it was up to him to make the first
advances, and after lessons on Saturday
morning he spoke to Blake in the

punarc.

“Blake, deah boy—"

Jack Blake stared at him in surprise.
“ Mr, Blake, pleasc I” he said severely.
i Weally, Blako—"

“I don’t like this familiarity from
strangers,” said Blake. “I must request
you to address your remarks to a person
you are acquainted with, Mr. D'Arcy.
I think your name's D’Aroy, isn't it?”

“You uttah ass——"'

Blake walked away.

*Digby, old man—""

i
Ll

Ll
R

‘ m".l..ullH.Jf.rll'l'
il

[l

Qordon Qay |

e

Mellish watohed four feet tiptoe Into the Fourth Form dormitory.
whllporu.l' one of the intruders, Moellish held his breath.
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“I'm ‘Digoy, old man' to mi
friends,” said Digby frigidly, *
don't like this kind of thing from

strangers.”

“1 say, Hewwies—"

“Hallol Who are asked
Herries, staring at him.

“You wottah, you know who I am
quite well I” shouted Arthur Augustus,
his temper Fivmg way. “I wegard you
as a beast!”

“The opinion of a perfect stranger
does not affect me in any way,” said
Herries; and he walked away after
Blake and Digby.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. The
Shell fellows were coming out of their
Form-rooms, and D'Arcy hastened to
meet the Terrible Three. They looked
pust him as they came down the pas-
sage, apparently unconscious of his
existence,

“Tom Mewwy, I suppose you're
playin’ me to-day?”

“Playing you?”
Merry, in surprise,

“Yaas, wathah "

The junior football captain shook his

you 1"

exclaimed Tom

ead.

“Im ible! T can't play a fellow
1 don'l!}?‘::ow. You ass, a football team,
to play well, needs to have all its
members personally acquainted with one
another, Now, you are a perfect
stranger to me—"

“I am willin’ to oyahlook your wotten
conduct and make fwicnds” said
Arthur Augustus,

“Yes; but I'm not willinq to overlook
your rotten conduct—that's the diffi-
culty,” Tom Merry explained.

ve had a fivah this mornin' "

“Now you're talking!” said Tom
Merry cordially, “Why didn't you say
that at first? Upon reflection, I'm quite

f |
b ol

(o

i~

it \ iy

““ Here
It was the voice
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ready to renew your nalt‘iuainhnce. By-
kones shall be bygones !

“As long as the fiver lasts,” said
Monty Lowther.

“And you shall play this afternoon,”
said Tom Merry.” “I'm expecting a
remittance myself, but it hasn’t come.
I'll help you chango your fiver after the
mateh, and you shall stand a feed for
all of us. I agree.”

“I did not say—

*That’s all right,
no more,”

And when the Terrible Three wont
down to tho footer ground Arthur
Augustus went with them. Blake & Co.
met them there, and regarded D'Arey

We all agree. Say

with surprise,

2Who's that chap?” asked Herrios.
“Weally, Hewwiosg——"

“You're mnot fulting a perfect
stranger into the House team, surely,
Tom ~Merry?”  coxclaimed Blake, in

astonishment.

*“Guasy has had a fiver I” Tom Merry
explained.

“Oh,” said Blake cheerfully, “that
ulters tho case | ‘ome to my arms,
Gussy |  Let me fold you to my waist-
coat buttons and weep.”

"”\Vatpi Pway don't play the giddg
oxf. said Arthur Augustus, very muc
relieved to be on friendly terms with
his chums again. He knew that it was
not tho fiver that caused it; that was
only their little Loke. “We'll change
the fivah aftah the match, deah boys,
and have a feed in the study, and ask
the New House boundahs. 'Upon the
whole, I'm wathah glad that that wotten
affair the othah day was not sewious.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther.
** Never shall it be said that we refused
to help an old chum change a fiver.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Fru-':m & Co. arrived on the ground,
and tho juniors went into the field.
Levison and Mellish were lounging by
the ropes, and exchanged glances.

“I wish I could swap my pater for
D'Avcy's I” Lovison remarked, * Jolly
seldom I get a fiver from home.”

“Nevor, in fact|” grinned Mellish.

* Rather a joke to shove it away some-
whero where they can't find it,” said
Levison, sinking his voice. * That would
bo a very pleasant surprise for thom
when they go in for a feed.”

“I supposo he's got it about him,”
said Meflish, —° ©°

“Not in his foothall clobber, fathead.
Ilo chnnﬁnd in the dormitory; and 1'll
bet he left the banknote in his pocket
there,”

“Moellish grinned.

“We'll look,” he said.

“Yes  Wait a bit, till they've
startod; all the follows will be watching
them, and then tho coast will be clear.”

And Levison and Mellish looked on
until the match was under way. Tho
Houso matches at 8t. Jim's, both junior
and scnior, were keenly contested, and
most of the fellows” not otherwise
occupied had gathered round the
ground. There was a roar of cheering
as Tom Merry scored the first goal for
the 8chool House. Gore of the Bhell
cameo sauntering down to the ground,
and called to Levison.

“I've got the tickcts for the matince
at the Wayland Empire, Levison.
Coming 1

" Yes, rathor,” said Levison.

“But I say—" began Mellish.

“You know what to do,” said Levison.
“You don’t' want me,”

And without moro ado he walked
lwﬁy with Gore.

ellish hesitated a few minutes, and
then went into the School House, He
was always ready for an ill-natured
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joke whon there was no risk attached to
it, and there did not seem to be much
risk in this case, Tho House was utterly
deserted ; he did not pass a single fellow
as ho made his way to the Fourth Formn
dormitory,

Arthur’ Augustus had changed there,
and his clegant clothes still lay on his
bed, just whore he had left them.
Mellish ran his fingers through the
pockets, - and found the handsome
Alorocco-leather pocket-book, and found
the hanknote in it.
banknote and replaced the pocket-book.

Ho chuckled as ho held the cri:l'g. rust-
ling note in his fingers. Ife did not
intend to keop it, of course. His in-
tention was to hide it, and disappoint
the chums of the 8chool House when
they came in for a foed, hungrg after
the foothall match, He knew that the
other fellows, in 8tudy No., 6, as well
as the Terriblo Three, were stony.

But as ho stood with the banknote in
his hand there was a sudden footste
outsido the door of tho dormitory, Mel-
lish started. It flashed into his mind
that if he were caught there with the
banknoto the fellows might not belicve
that he had not intended to stoal it.
Tho circumstances were decidedly sus-
picious, and his reputation was not

d. There was no time to replace
the note—the handle of the door was
already turning. Mellish did not stop
to think; ho dived under the bed, and
lay pllpilllilii; .

“rom where he lay, hidden from sight,
he saw the door open and two pairs
of feet come in, That was all he could
eeo of the newecomers. It struck him
that they were walking very softly. The

door was.quietly closed, and there was |

a chuckle, Then came a voice that made
Percy Mellish start with utter astonigh-
ment,
“Ilere weo are!
camp " ;
It was the voice of Gordon Gay !

Right in the enemy’s

CHAPTER 10,
A Little Surprise !

ELLISH'S eyes gleamed as ho
Ina quiet under the bed.
ordon Gay |

He understood that it was a
raid of tho Grammarians. They had
taken advantage of tho fact that the
footbull match had attracted all St.
Jim's to the playing fields, and with
amazing coolness they had slipped into
the school, cvidently with the intention
of perpotrating a rag upon their rivale,
There was no doubt that the chums_ of
tho Bchool House were caught napping
this time,

It did not oceur to Gordon Gay and
his companion for a moment that there
was anyone hidden in the dormitory.
That was not a thing he was likely to
suspect. .,

“Bafe as houscs!” said another voice
==the voice of Wootton major. ‘It will
be rather a surprise for the bounders
when they comé in.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mellish lay still. If he had shown
himself, ho expected a ragging at the
hands of the Grammarians, Gordon
Gay was not likely to have forgotten
that kick on the shin. And a spiteful,
treacherous thought had come into
Mellish’s cunning mind. The chums of
the School House had prevented him from
complaining to the Head abont the way
the Grammarians had handled him a few
days before. But his malice against
Gordon Gay & Co. had not diminishod.
And now he thought he saw a way of
paying off that old score with interest.

He abstracted the |
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He lay without making a sound,
hardly breathing,

Gordon Gay's voice went on: y

** Here's Gussy’s clobber. 1'd know it
anywhere, I'll sew up his bags!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha " .

“And the slecves of his jacket,” went
on Gordon Gay. “You do tho same
for the others, Lucky I remembered
that they chnnged in the dorm last time
wo came over here to play them. When
wa've finished, we'll give their study a
ook in.”

“What-ho 1”

Gay sat down on the bed, his feet
within a few inches of Mellish’s head.

The cad of the Fourth did not move,

The two Grammarians wero occupied
in the dormitory for about ten minutes,
During that time they did a great deal,
Thef cft a8 quietly ns they entered,
Mo!f{uh waited till they had been gono

for five minutes, and then he crept out
from ‘under the bed, flushed and
breathless.

Ho opened the dormitory door and
looked out, The passage was deserted.
Ho tiptoed away, and desecnded by a
back staircase. He did not want to
enter the Fourth Form passage. o
knew that the Grammarians wero thore.
He left the School House, and strolled
down to the football ground.

The mateh was still going strong,

Soon after Mellish’s arrival on the
ground the first half ended, the score
being lovel, one to one, I'he play had
been hard, and both sides looked a little
breathless as they lined up for the
sccond half,

“How's the score?” asked TLumley-
Lumley of the Fourth, g;inin Mollish
y the ropes. He was Mollish’s study-
mate, and so on speaking terms with
him, though they were far from being
friends,

““One to one,” said Mollish,

“Taken to watching the games—eh 1*
said Lumle'y-Lumlo_v, looking at him

curiously. “Well, that's the next best
thing to playing® yourself. You're
improving, I guess.”

“I've watched it from the start,” eaid
Mellish;  “but I'm  getting fed-up.
Coming to the tlld(lhﬂ"ﬁ"

| guiess not. I'm going to sce the rest

it.

Mellish stayed, too, In case of in.
Tliries. he wanted to have it established
that he had watched the football match
that afternoon; though, as a matter of
fact, there was not much danger of in-
1uirlea being made, No one knew any-
thing about his visit to the dormitory.

The 8chool House kicked off in the
sccond half, and the play was soon fast
and furious. Tom Merry & Co. attacked
with vigour, but Fatty \&yna in goal was
hard to beat. And from the Now House
crowd there came a roar as Figgins
scored another goal for his side.

“Goal! Goal! Bravo, Figgyl"

“Play_up, . 8chool House | shouted
Lumle -Lumlﬁ.

The gchool ouse played u? hard ; but
Fatty Wynn was too strong for them in
goal, Again and again the ball went in,
only to find a fat fist or an active foot
ready for it. And when the whistle went
}hodeew House juniors still kept their
cad.

Figgins & Co. smiled sweetly as they
camo off the field. The New Houss had
won, which, in the opinion of Figgins &
Co., was exactly as it should be, though
from the point of view of the School
House it showed that the nﬁ of miraclea
was not past. But Tom err{ & Co.
took their defeat cheerily; they had won
often cnough to be able to stand a whop-
ping now and then, Indeed, Tom Merry
was decidedly pleased by the great form
Fatty Wynn had displayed in goal.
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Fatty would be a mountain of strength
for the Bt. Jim’s juniors when they
played the Grammarians—on such occa-
sions the team being picked from both
Houso elevens,

“You chaps played up wathah well,
Figgay, deah boy,” = said ~ Arthur
Auiultun. as he shoved on hn. elogant
cont and muffler, “Of course, it would
have ended diffewently if Tom Mewwy
had succeeded in twappin' that wippin'
pass I gave him—"

“You passed it over my head,” said
Tom Merry.

“Wate| But I was goin’ to “}’f we
should be honahed if you New House
boundahs will come to tea in Stud
No, 6, It will be wathah a gooi
spwead,”

“What-ho |” said Fatty Wynn, before
Figging could speak. ~ “Now you're
talking, Gussy. We'll come the minute
we've changed. Buck up, Figgins; it's
dangerous to hang about catching cold
ufter playing footer,”

And the guniou walked away to
change. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and
his chums went up to the Fourth Form
dorm, where they had changed beforo
the match, Tom Merrg and the Shell
follows going to the Bhell dormitory.
D’Aroy threw off his coat and muffler
and his somewhat muddy footer garb
and rubbed down his elegant person, an
then began to put on his handsome
“clébber,” A moment later ho gasped
with surprise, as his noble legs came to
o sudden stoppage before they reached
the ends of his elegant trousers. Flo
tried to ram his feet through, but they
would not go, and he regarded his
trousors in amazement,

“Bai Jove! What's w'ong with these
twousahs?'’ he exclaimed.

“What's wrong with m
roared Blake. *Some lilfy
sown up the sleeves,”

“Look at my bags!” hooted Herries.
“They’re sewn up 1"

“Sure, and loo
Reilly.

“And mine!” roared Digby.

“Dai Jove! 8Some fwightful duffah
has actually sewn up my bags!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus, inspecting
them in indignation and surprise. “I
wegard this as uttahly wotten. A fel.
low's clothes ought to be wegarded as
sacwed,”

jacket ?”
ass has

at mine!” howled

“What howling ass was it? eaid
Blake sulphurously. ” “It isn't a New
House jape this time.”

Herrics gave a roar as his sleeve burst
in a desperate effort to get his arm

in i,

*I=I—=T'll pulverise him " he roared.
“What idiot was it?"”

“ Levison, perhaps—"'

“Yaas, it would be like that wot-
tah—"

The exasperated juniors lg:nt half an
hour upon their clothes foro they
could put them on. Then the Terrible
Three laoked in at the doorway, with
excited and wrathful faces, i

“Do you know who's been playing
tricks in our dorm?"” asked Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! Has your clobbah been
sown up, too, deah boys?"

“Yes, bags and jackets sown up!”
snorted Tom Merry. “I wish I could
find the cheerful idiot who has been
50 funny.”

“Must have been Levison, I should
think |” growled Blake. “It's just ono
of his tricks, We'll hunt him up and
bump him, anyway.”

“That wouicfbo wathab unjust, Blake,
without any pwoof,”

“I'm not looking for justice; I'm
looking for someono to bump |” grunted

AKe.

“Weally, deah boy—"

“Iatty Wynn's arrived,” said Tom
Meorry. “He's been calling up the stairs
for somo time, to ask whether tea's
ready.”

The juniors descended to the Fourth
Form passage. Figgins & Co. were
there, waiting for them. Fatty Wynn
was looking a little exasperated. The
time the Bchool House juniors had
taken to change eocmed intolerably
long to the fat Fourth Former, who
was hungry.

“Oh, here you are!” said Fatty
“My hat! I could have changed
fivo hundred times in the time you've
taken.”

“Bome awful wottah has been sewin'
up our clothes, deah boy. I am sowwy
to have kopt you waitin’. Pway come
into the study1”

'Arcy threw open the door of No. 6.
Then a yell burst from the juniors. The
u&)‘mt of the study was surprising

he tablo had been turned over, and
the carpet vas curled up round its legs.
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On the inverted table and the carpet,
the studg chairs” were 'arranged in a
pile, and on top of the chairs were
iled tho clock, the fireirons and
onder, and heaps of books. The book-
oase lay on its back, and the books had
been shifted out, but it was not _ampigl;
as ashes had been emptied into it. |
the looking-glass was an inscription
traced there by a finder, dipped in soot:

“YOURS TRULY,
GORDON GAY & CO.”

‘“Bai Jovel”

“The Grammarians!” roared Tom
Merry.

“Oh, the awful bounders! Then
they'vo been here!” ;

“I shouldn't wonder if they've been
at our study, too,”” gasped Lowthor.

“My hat!”

The Terrible Three raced along the
passage and looked into thoir study,
and gave a yell of wrath. The visitors
had evidently been there; it was a re-

lica of Study No, 6. A howl of rage
rom Reilly’s study showed that lis
room was in the same state. And in the
Shell passage Kangaroo was rugmg
from a similar cause. The raiders lLia
done their work thoroughly. .

“Oh, the fwightful wottahs!” said
Arthur Augustus, “Thoy must have
sncaked in here while we were playin’
footah, deah boys.”

“1f we could only have caught them,”
growled Blake.

“Just as likel
as Gordon Gay !’
aro you New House boun
at?” he added indignantly,

Figgins & Co. did not seem to share
the indignation of the HSchool Houso
fellows. They were smiling loudly.

“Excuse us!” said Figgins. “Of
course, this is vory rotten! Ha, ha, ha!
They didn’t try this gamo in the New
House. Ha, ha, ha!’

“They'd have been
chucked out,” grinned Korr,
know better than that.”

Blake snorted.

“I daro say they forgot there was
such a place as the New House at all,”
he growled, “or they may not have
cared to enter such a mouldy old show.
Shurrup, and help us get this blessed
study to rights.”

(Continued on the next page.)
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And the juniors labourea to restore
the study to order, the School House
fellows breathing deadly threats of ven-

ance upon tho raiders, and the New

ouse juniors smiling, and persisting in
Jrogarding the matter as funny,

CHAPTER 11.
The Missing Fiver !

OM MERRY came into Study No,
looking very warm and a little
usty,

Order had been restored, and
the juniors weroe ready for tea, voery
ready. Tea was an hour later than
had been intonded, owing to the kindly
visitation of Gordon Gay.

Arthur Augunun D'Arcf was looking
o

dusty, too. Clearing up t study after
the visit of the Grammarians was dusty
work,

“ Finished noy, deah boys!” said
D'Arey, with a sigh of reliof.” *I shall
have to have a wash and a bwush
down,"”

“Then we'll go and change the fiver
‘beforo you have any wash and brush
«down,” said Blake,

“I am wathah dusty, Blake—""

“Rats 1"

“I feah that T could not go out into
the quad in this dustay state——>

“Fatty Wynn is gotting dangerous,”
said Dighy. " “He will be taking a bite
gpt c':-_! one of us soon if you don’t food

im,

“Well, I'm a bit hungry,” said Fatty
Wiynn, “I haven't had anything to eat
since dinner excepting a cold fowl and
a couple of saveloys and a dozen tarts.”

“Buck up with the fiver, Gussy, be-

forc Fatty perishes of hunger !
" “We'll_chango it,” said Monty
Lowther. affably; “you can go and wash
up and brush down, or brush up and
wash down, or any old thing, and we'll
change the fiver.” You can rely upon
us to lay in a really ample stock of
tommy.”

' Certainly 1" said Manners heartily.
“We'll spend the fiver to the last penny,
f necessary, old chap. Rely upon usl”

*“ Weally, Mannahs—"

“Hand it over !” roared Blake,

“Vewy well, deah boy, Here it is."

Arthur Augustus took out his pockot.
k and opened it. He looked t rough
the various compartments, and u
puzzled look came over his face,

“DBai Jove I” he murmured.

“Woll—lost it 1" said Blake.

“Certainly not. I placed it in this
compartment with the catch; I always

keep my banknotes in that,” said
'Arcy,
“Then it is there 1
“Yaas, FUppose so. It certainly

ought to be there, as I placed it there,

But the wemarkable thing is, deah boy,

that the compartment is empty.”
“Look through tho blesse ocket-

book—and buck up!1” growled Blako.

bo" L have looked thwough it, deah
y »

“Isn’t it there 1

“ No "

“Let me look, fathead 1”
Blake searched through the pocket-
k. Tho banknote was certainly not

thero.  Fatty Wynn gave an audible
voan. It meant more delay, and the
at Fourth Former was really in a
famishing stato.

“Well, it isn't here,’" said Blake.
“Where did you put it 1"

“In the pocket-book, deah boy.”

o Npa:.r.md the pocket-book since1”
“No.

“Then it eouldn’t have dropped out "
Tne Gem Lisrary,—No. 1,497,

“Certainly not.”
“And it isn't there
now 1"

Y Epawontly not.”

“Then that proves that
you didn't put it there,”
said Blake. “Now, tho
question is—where did you
put it?"”

“I put it there.,”

“Do you think banknotes
havo got wings to fly away
with ? \akeds Blake pleas-
antly. “If you do, pray
allow me to point out, in
the most ra:lpentful manner
in the world, that you are
labouring under a delu.
sion.”

“Quite  right,” said
Monty Lowther, “Binls
have wings, and buildings
have wings, but banknotes
haven't—ergo, the bank-
noto has not flown away.
It only remains for Gussy
to discover which waist-
coat pocket he put it in,”

“I did not put it into a
waistcoat pocket, Lowthah.
I put it into this pocket.
book, and I haven't oPeum!
the pocket-book since.”

“Now you know what an
ass you are,” said Blako
Entiomly. “You lost a

anknote once before, and
it turned in an old

up
pocket, after you'd wor-
ried us all nearly into our

graves. 'I'ry to think what
you did with it.”

“I put it into this pocket-
k E

“Blossed if ho isn't like a
parrot !” exclaimed Blake

THE GEM LIBR

As D'Arcy threw open the door of Study No. 8, a sta

in  exasperation. “He 1]
makes the same answer Tom Meery. " QN the
every time.”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” and he accepted the offer—till he found
“Gussy imng generally admitted to I had onl ninepence.'’
an ass, wo must have proof that he Yaas, I wemembah that wotten joke,
ﬁlt it in the pocket-book,” said Tom Kewwuish. You saw me put the bank-

erry. “Did anybody see you, Gussy ?”

“ ....ll §

“Who was it?”

““Weilly and Kewwuish were with me
when I opened my wogistahed lottah
this mornin’. They had lettahs, too.”

“Let’s ask 'em,” eaid Manners,

e %ou cannot twust my memowy in
a simple mattah——""

“Just what we can't do,” said Blake.
“Come on, you fellows, and let’s ask
Reilly and Kerruish if they saw the
lungyua lunaticking. They're in the next
study.

Reilly and Kerruish and Ray were in
that study, putting it to rights after the
Grammarian raid. They were not uite
finished yet, and they were not looking
in the best of tempers.

“Just a minute, you chaps!” said
Blake, “Gussy has forgotten what he
did with his banknote—"

“I have not forgotten, Blake—"
“Shurrup 1” .

“I put it into this pocket-book—"

“Will you 'eave off pllring parrot ?*
demanded Blake wrathfully,  “T tell
you I'm fod-up with that! Put on a
new record 1"

“Weally, Blake—"

" Did either of you chaps see what our
champion ass did with his silly bank.
note ?” asked Blake.

“8ure, and I did !” said Reilly. “He
put it into his pocket-book.” .

“Yos, I saw him,” said Kerruish, =1
remember I offered to change it for him,

note in my pocket-book, didn't yout
And you saw me put the pocket-book in
my pocket " )

“Yes,” said Reilly and Kerruish
together,

“Thanks !” said Blake, “I IUJ) 080
somebody has been japing him, an hid-
ing his silly banknote mmewbaro——;ulb
before tea, too.”

The Co. returned to Study No, 6. 1f
it was a joke with the banknote, it was
a very foolish joke. A fellow handling
another fellow’s money was liable to he
suspected of wanting to appropriate it.

“1 am awfully sowwy for .this, you
chaps,” said D'Arasy. ~ “Of course, I
cuuﬁi not guess that the banknote would
be missin’ when I asked you to tea.
And I feah that we have
wesources,”

“S8ame here,”” said Tom Morry,
“Broke to the wide. I must sa that
you might be a bit more careful with
your blessed banknotes 1”

“Excuse me,” raid Fatty Wynn, “I've

ot an appointment. You ecan let me
Enow if thero is going to be any tea.
You'll find me in the tuckshop.”

And Fatty Wynn disappeared.

“It's weally wotten " said D'Arcy in
distress.

“You chaps had bettor come and have
tea with us,” said Figgins, “We've got
a few shots in the locker.”

“Thanks! We wil!J if the giddy bank-
note doesn't turn up,” said Blake. “But
this is rather serious. It's got to be

no othah
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“The Grammarians | "
ve been here | "

rom the .Junlon.

found. If it’s a joke, it’s an idiotic one.
Fellows oughtn't to play jokes with
money, ow, when was it taken,
Gussy ? Do iou remember anybody tak-
ing your pocket-book out of ;'our pocket
and taking out the banknote 1"

“You uttah ass—"

*“It must have been taken while Gussy
had his jacket off,'” said Tom Merry,
laughing. “Now, when did ho have it
OﬂF And where did he leave it 1"

“I took it off when I changed for the
footer, and I left it on the bed in the
dorm,” said Arthur Augustus at once.

“Now you've got to find out who *p

went into the dorm during the footer
match and collared the banknote,” said
Tom Merry. “We needn’t suspeet any-
body of stealing it; I don’t think thero's
a thief in the placo. Bome utter idiot
has done this for a joke—that is the
explanation But we can’t find the fiver
till wo find out who did it. Question
before the meoting=—-who went into the
dorm and larked with the clobber 1"

And tho answer to that question came
from every lip at once:

“The Grammarians 1”
“Gordon Gay "

CHAPTER 12,
Mellish’s Perfect Alibi!

.“ ORDON GAY "
G The name came to every

tongue at once.

I'he Grammirians had
“larked * with the clothes in the dormi-
tory—they had sewn up tho sleeves of
the vory jacket in which the pocket-
book reposed.

roared

The juniors looked at one
another.

The force of evidence
compelled them to think
the same thought—that the
Grammarians had carried
their iokoDloA the (e:vctuni];t of
opening 'Arcy’s  pocket-
book, taking out the bank-
note, and hiding it.

“I can't understand it,”
said Tom Merry, after a

long silence, “Gordon
Gay isn’t idiot enough to
play a rotten joke like
that. He wouldn't open a

fellow's pocket-book, 'There
might have been private
letters in it—""

“There are pwivate lot-
tahs in it,” uiJ D'Arcy.

“Gay isn't the chap to do
it, said  Blake uneasily.
“Japing with the clobber
is ono thing, but rummag-
ing among privato papers
is quite another, And onl
a fool would meddlo \\'i!ﬁ
a chap’s money.”

“And Gay isn't a fool "
said Digby,

“Other t‘thl were with
him—wo don’t know how
many,” said Lowther.

“It docsn’t seom like
Gay,” Tom Merry said.
“But if it wasn't the Gram-
marians, who was it? The
banknote has been taken
out. You sce, in hand-
ling the jacket to sew up
the slecves, tho chaps must
have felt the pocket-book
there, and might have
opened it, But—"'

“How many fellows knew
you had a fivor there,
Gusay 1" asked Blake,

“Ouly Kewwuish and Weilly.”

“They wouldn't play a -illr trick like
that; besides, they couldn't have,” said
Tom Merry. “Reilly was playing in
tho team, and Kerruish was a lines-
man.  They were both out of the
House as lonr as we were.”

“Nobody else knew, Gussy1”

“No, deah boys. And I didn't men-
tion the fivah to anybody but you fel-
lows, cithah,”

“Bomebody might bave heard you
mention it,” said Manners musingly.
“Lots of fellows might,”” said Blake.

ub_l'

“Where are Mellish and Levison1”
asked Figgins. “They're the kind of
chaps that would play a rotten joke
like this.”

“Levison’s gone out with Gore—they
went soon after the match started,”
said Digby. “I happen to know
they've gone to a matinee at the Way-
land Empire.”

“That disposes of Lovison. Mecllish 1"

“He was watching the match,” said
Kerr. “I saw him there soveral timos,
and he was always in the same spot.
Ho was with Lumloy-Lumley, I think.”

“It's hardly fair to suspect even
thoso cads without a particle of proof
and thoy seem to have a pretty gooci
alibi apieco,” said Tom Morry thought-
lull%. “1 can't think that Gordon Gay
would play a silly trick like this. But
one of the fellows with him might have
done it Thcl\: may have ‘hidden the
banknote in the study or the dorm.
8hall we look for it1”

“Look for a needle in a haystack,”
said Lowther.
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“No, it wouldn't be much
We'd better
School and as
with it.”’

“Might see Mellish first,” said Blake.
“It's possible——"

“Right-ho 1"

Tho juniors looked in at Mellish’s
study, Mellish, Blenkinsop, and Lumloy-
Lumley were at tea together, Levie
son_had not yet come in. The threo
juniors grinned at the Co. They had
all heard about the raid of the Gram-
marians,

“I guess you've been having a cheory
time,” Lumley-Lumley remarkod.

“We have!” said Tom Merry, *“But
something serious has happened. Some
silly ass has taken a fivo-pound note
out of Gussy’s pocket-book while his
jackot was in the dorm.

now who did it.”

“My hat! Do you expect to find the
chap in this study?"’

“Looking for. me?” asked Mellish
disagreeably,  “Well,..I didn't know
D'Arcy had a five-pound note—and I
don't believe it, either, unless he ean
produce it and show it. We hear a
blessed lot of his fivers, but I'vo always
thought there was a lot of swank about
it. It's casy onough for a fellow to say
that he's had a fiver and lost it!”

Avthur Augustus turned crimson with
indignation.  “8wanking * about his
wealth was the very last breach of taste
that tho swell of 8t. Jim's would have
been guilty of. )

“You uttah wottahs!” he exclaimed.
“Pway wait o_few minutes, you fellows,
wl'ull.? I givo Mellish a feahful thwash-
in

Blake jorked back his excited chum.

“That can stand over for a bit,”’ he
said. “We've got to settle about this
blessed banknote. Look here, Mellish,
if you’ve been larking about the bank-
note, hand it over, and we'll say no

good.
o over to the Grammar
Gay what they’vo done

Weo want to

more about it!”
“I don't know nnythin’ about the
banknote,” said Mellish. “And I sup-

pose I couldn’t take it out of D'Arcy's
pocket without him knowing—if ho had
it at all?”

“You wottah—"

“1It must have been taken while the
jacket was in the dorm,” Tom Merry
cxplained patiently, “It was there an
hour and a half while we were playing
footer.”

“Oh,"" said Mellish, with a sneer, “as
it happens, 1 was watching the match,
and f\vu there all the time!”

“Well, I don't want to doubt your
word,” said Tom Morry. “ But—Dbnt,

ou fmow. you'ro a bit of an Ananias!
{Vau. anybody with you!*

“1 don't see why I should answer
your rotten questions!” said Mellish
suddenly. “If you accuse mo of steal-
ing o banknote, I'm willing to go with

ou to the Head, and have it out before

im [*

" We don't accuso anybody df stealing
it,” said Tom Mcrri quietly. “Boimne
silly ass has been larking with it, that's
all. Nobody in his senses would steal
a banknote, I sup se, that could be
traced by the nnumber. i

“Yaas, wathah! 1 could easily got
the numbah fwom my patah—"

“And anybody who tried to Iiim it
could bo ecasily traced,” said Blake.
“It's not a question of ntoglmﬁ. Bome
ass has been larking with it. We want
to know who it was. 8o tell us whether
anybody was with you this afternoon t*

“1 refuse_to answer any questions I*
“I guess I was with him most of the
time,” said Lumley-Lumley. “ You were
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still playing the first half when I got
01:' tl;; gr:gnd. and Mellish was there
the!

n.
“And he stayed till the finish #*
Ll Y“ ”»

“Was anybddy with you till Lumley-
Lumley came, Mellishi”

“Levison was with me till he went
off with Gore,” said Mellish. “I don't
sce why I should tell you, though.”

"1 remember seeing him there, too
before Lumley-Lumley came,” sai
Kerr, with a shake of tho head.

The juniors were silent. The time
had been narrowed down. If Mellish
had taken the banknote, he must have
run to the Bchool House, remained
there not more than twonty minutes at
the most, and then hurried back to the
'{)ootbal[ ground. It was likely enough,

but—

“I think you're acting like rotten
cads ¥ said ﬁeﬁilﬁ coolly.‘ “You know
the Grammar School chaps were in the

orm meddling with the clothes. But
you don’t suspect them; you come
gtrmvht to me |

“Well, we know them—and we know
you I said Tom Merry.

* We can sift it out,” said Kerr. “If
Mellish was in the dorm, it's queor that

e didn't run into the Grammarians.
They were there during the match, It
must have taken them some time to sew
up your bllll and then they were some
time in the Fourth Form passage, fool-
Ang in the studies. As a matter of fact,
considering how much they did, thoy
must have been here pretty nearly all
the time we were playing footer.
Didn’t you see lm;thing of the Gram-
marians, Mellish ?

“How could I see anything of them
when I was on the footer ground 7

“We've got to seo Grammar
Bchool chaps about it,” said Korr,
“Now, let's have the exact time that
.Melluh could have gone to the dorm
il he wanted to. What time did Gore
an vison go to.the matinee 1"

“They left here at a quarter past
two," said Lumley-Lumley,

“Bure 1

“Yes. They asked me to go with
them, but I didn't dco."

“What time did you get on the
ground and find Mellish thero 1"

Lumley-Lumley reflected.

“Lemme seel I walked down the
lane with Gore and Levison, and then
camo back. I got to the ground before
vou'd finished the first half. About
twenty minutes to three, 1 guess. Yes:
I remember hearing the quarter to, It
slruck after I was there.”

l"EVe kicked off just after two,” said

ake.

“Right1” gaid Kerr. “8o if Mellish
sneaked into the dorm——"

“Look here——" began Mellish.

“If Mellish wnoaked into the dorm,”
eaid Kerr calmly, “he must have done
it between a quarter past two and
twenty to three. Now wo've got to find
out what time the Grammarians were
there. If they were there at that time,
we can take it as certain that Mellish
"'gfmth'i."'" k i lik

¥ 't he work it out just like a gidd
Sherlock Holmes ui:i l"inim,'witﬂ
IE admiring glance at his Scottish
chum,

“Good egg!” saild Tom Merry.
“Let's got tﬁ:o bikes out and go n\rzr
and see Gordon Gay.”

“All of us?” asked Blake.

“Yes. There may be trouble.”

“Right-ho 1”

And the juniors left the S8chool House,
and five minutes Inter they were pedal-
ling away in th }‘lling dustk towards
the Grammar ool.
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CHAPTER 13,
At Grips |
ORDON GAY & CO. were at tea
in their study.
he Grammarian chums were
very cheerful. .

The successful raid on St. Jim's had
made them extremely elated. The
Grammarian juniors’ had roared over
the account Gordon Gay and ‘Wootton
major gave them of their doings in the
School House at Bt Jim's. Gordon
Gay had only one regret—that ' there
had hot been time to psﬁ d visit to the
New' Houso as well. He would have
been very pleased to leave souvenirs of
his visit with Figgins & Co. as well.

“But we've done them in the eye, my
sons | said Gordon Gay checrfully.
“The Baints will have to admit that
we're the top-dogs this time.”

NOT QUILTY!

? r"h-‘
— #m
Alrman: Do you know an

thing about an asroplane that's
come down near here, sonny 7'

Tommy: * N-n-no, sir! I've
only been shooting at birds | "

Half-a-crown haes been awarded

to R. Poole, 22 MHidson Road,
Marsh Hfll. *rdlngum. Bir-
mingham.

e

“What-ho!” said Frank Monk. “If
we'd gone, we should have done tho
New House as well; but you haven't
done so badly !”

“If you'd gone, you would have been
caught and bumped !” said Gordon Gay
serenely. “It takes your Uncle Gordon
to work a little game like this|”

“Zat is s01” said Mont Blong. “ Mon
Oncle Gordon is a great man !*

“Hear, hear!” said Wootton major
and minor heartily.

“1 wonder whether they've got their
studies in order yet?” grinned Gordon
Gay. “I expect wo shall hear from
them about it.”

Thump |

It was a loud knock at the study door,

“Come in !” sang out Gordon Gay.

Thoe door opened, and Gordon Gay &
Co. jumped ur in surprise at the sight
of a crowd of Bt. Jim's juniors. Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther,
D'Arcy end Blake and Digby, and
Herries and Figgins and Kerr—nine of
them in all. They crowded the passage
outside the door of Gordon Gay's study.

“My hat!” exclaimed Gay, in
astonishment. “8t. Jim's bounders |
Line up 1”?

. Tho Grammarians were on the defen-
sive at once.

They supposed immediately that it
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was a raid in return for their little
visit to the Bchool House at St. Jim's.
But they marvelled af the recklessness
of the SBaints in venturing into the lions
den in that way. It needed only a call
from Gordon Gay to bring unnumbered
foes swarming round the invaders.
. But Tom lierry held up his hand in
sign of peace

‘Hold on!” he said. “We haven't
come for a rag!” . .

“You don’t want satisfaction?”
grinned Gordon Gay.

“Weally, Gay—"

“My shum I" murmured Mont Blong.

“You came over to 8t. Jim's to-day,
some of you,” said Tom Merry,

“We did!"” chuckled Gordon Gay.
“x ho’Pa Gussy was able to get into his
bags? .

nd the Grammarians yelled with
laughter, .

"i‘way don’t wot, Gay; this is a
sewious mattah 1" said Arthur Au
tus,  “Was it you who played silly
twicks with my clobbah?"

“It was—it were 1" said Gordon Gay.
“Its the first time I've ever been #

{ sempstross, but I think I did it pretty

well. Don't you?"”

“How many of you came?” asked
Tom Merry,

“Two—myself and Wootton major.
We_thought two of us would be enough
to handle ﬁou if you spotted us—one
for cach House ! explained Gordon
Gay aivily,

“You cheeky wottah——"

“Look here—"

“Order " said Tom Merry, ““Never
mind the gas. Would you mind telling
us just what time you were playin
tricks in the Fourth Igortu dorm, Gay?’

Gay looked puzzled,

“I don't quite see how that matters,”
he said. “But we don't mind telling
you. We got over to St. Jim's soon
after you started footer—"

“About ten past two,” said Wootton

major,
“Then we got into the School
House,” grinned Gay. “We did the

Bhell dorm first, and then the Fourth
Form, and the studies afterwards,”

“How long did it take you to do the
8hell dorm.

“About ten minutes, I suppose.”

“Then you got into the Fourth Form
dorm about twonty past two?"

“Roughly, yes, o woren't taking
note of the time,” said Gay, consider-
ably mystified by tho questions. *1I
don’t see how it matters. The import-
ant point is that we've done you in the
oye, and you have to sing small 1"
"“That narrows the time down,” said
Tom Merry, unheedm? “If Mellish
ot into the dorm, you fellows, he must
ave done it before twentrpast two,
and after a quartor-past, think we
can safely leave Mollish out of it,
unless he was there at the same time as
the Grammar School rotters! 1 sup-
ﬁo-o Mellich of the Fourth didn's
appen to be thero while you were
th.e‘re G;'nyf”
o ",

“He would have
fancy, if he'd
Wootton major.

“Then,” said Tom Merry, “we want
to know what you've done with the
banknote 1"

Gordon Gay stared at him,

“Is that & conundrum?” he asked.

“No; it's a question, and we want an
answer "

“You'll have to mako it a bit.clearer,
then 1" said Gordon Gay. “You're all
looking * jolly serious. = Ias anything

(Continued on page 18.)

given us away, I
spotted us!” grinned



The Editor’s Chair

Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters :
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4,

}

ALLO, Chums! 1 had a letter
from an old reader recently,
in which ho says: “I feol

; ashamed to  confess  that,
having reached the age of forty, I am

#till a_ reader of a boys’ paper—the .

CGex, T have been an ardent admirer
of Martin Clifford's stories for twenty-
seven years, and I always shall be,
even when I'm drawing the Old Age
P’ension 1"

I wish to thank this reader—" Anony-
ntous,” of Reading—for his letter, and
I admire the loyalty and enthusiasm
which he has shown towards the
GeM for so many years. But why fecl
ashaned to sey he still reads the old
paper? Of all the boys’ papers on the
market there cannot be one which has

such o large adult following as the §

GEM.
I frequently get lettors from
roaders who say that their parents

greatly enjoy the Bt. Jim's stories! 1
am always hearing from married men
and women with families who still
follow the adventures of Tom Merry
& Co. just as keenly as they did when
they. were boys and girls,

The fact is, that these popular
schoolboy characters, endowed with per-
petual  youth, brin back happy
moemorics to these older readers of
their own care-free youthful days. The
St Jim’s stories grovide a pleasant
link with the past, besides giving many
hours of happy entertainment,

The Gem 18 a paper which is widel

read by old and young alike, and

feel sure that in almost every home into
which is finds its way, the old paper. is
read by nearly all the family. The
reasoa for this is not far to seek. The
stories are, as I've said before, cloan and
wholesome, and no parents could ever
raise any objections to them. On the

.contrary, many parents welcome Martin

Clifford’s yarns.

One which all readers will certainly
welcome is:

“THE LAST LAUGH "

—next Wednesday's rollicking, long
8t. Jim’s yarn, In it the long-standin
rivalry between the School House an
the. New House breaks out afresh, with
added zest, liveliness, and high-spirited
un,

First, Tom Merr'y & Co. give their
rivals the “kybosh,” then Figgins & Co.
just as promptly return the compliment
—with interest] And so it goes on
throughout the story, each party grow-
ing koener to triumph in tho{r jape
" '.r.”

Which of them gets the last laugh,
and how it is done, I will leave Martin
Clifford to describe to you in his very
best and most amusing style next week.
Sce that you don't miss tho fun!

PEN PALS COUPON
24-10-36

*“ BILLY BUNTER'S COMPETITION |

Readers will _also enjoy a hearty
laugh, at Billy Bunter's expense, in the
next chapters of this tip-top Greyfriars
yarn., Bunter's brain-wave for a fish.
ing competition has rather fallen on
deaf ears in tho Remove, but in spite
of the lack of interest shown by his
Form-fellows, Bunter pegs away, svek-
ing entrants to make it a going con-
cern,

The Owl makes a display of showing
what he can do in the an IinE line,
and he fairly “brings down the house *
when he fishes for a pike in a pond=—
little knowing the sort of pike he is try-
ing to catch! Frank Richards cor-
tainly “makes the bell ring ** with this
amusing story. He is at his best.
again, too, in:

“ HIS SCAPEGRACE BROTHER |”

and dramatic yarn
which appears in_our Eopulav com-
anion paper the “Magnet.'’ The story
fmure. ick; Nugent, a thoughtless
oung scamp, who gets mixed up in the
lackguardly ways of a lhndg Fifth
Former, n consequence, Dicky finds
himself in all sorts of trouble, and it
is left to his brother, Frank Nugent,
to save him from disgrace.

Trot round. to your newsagent's to-
day and ask for this gripping, cover-
to-cover story of the chums of Grey-
friars. It's too good to miss.

THE EDITOR.

—the powerful

PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together
readers all over the world for the
purpose of .lohlnﬂlug topics of interest
with each other. you want a pen pal,
post your notlce, together with the
coupon on this page to the address
given above.

Arthur F. W. Ginn, 8, Ash Rd,, Green
Etreet Green, Farnborough, Kent ; age 12-18;
sports, cngineering, eycling, films, wircless,

* pho

Keith Walker, 10, Downfleld Rd., Clifton,

ristol ; age 11-13 ; sports, cricket ; Australia,
Miss Thelma Northdale, 45, Torrington

Square, London, W.C, ; girl correspondents ;
16 up; films, dancing, swimming, tennis,
otography.

Miss B Butcher, 99, Salisbury Rd., Queen's
Pk., Kilburn, London, .8 girl corres-
fondenh; age 21-20; films; Germany,
taly, Spain.

L. Herl 61, Gra Hill, Norwich ;
age 15-18 :“I‘fule pe

Miss V. L. Dudley, Tallygaroopna, Victoria,
Avustralia ; girl correspondents; sketching,
music, sports, literature.

Bydney John Henley, 125, Arlington Drive,

Ronald  Jardine, 2, Waldegrave Rd,, Corehalton, Surrey ; age 16-20 ; ,Butographs,
.15 ¢ stamps, old GEME and " Magnets,
lll.nngmwcrhy,, Carlisle ; ago 13-15; stamps, John Pain, Church of ‘E“" nd Grammar

Ims, pots,

Miss Nan Guthrie, 600, Rutherglen Rd.,
Glasgow ; ago 14 up; girl correspondents ;
stamnps ; overseas.

Aryan Dirkmaat, Dijk Brvek op Langendifk,
Holland ; Engli wrrug: ent.

Miss Marjory Martin, 24, Weldon Et.mutl
Moncton, New Brunswick, Canada; gir
correspondents ; age 18-21; sports, pressed
™. veswel, 33, Clarendon Rd., Edgbaston,

. Creswell, aren: R
H lg'.a 14-16 ; rootﬁall. cricket,
films, GEMS and ** Magnets.”

hool, East Brisbane, Quecnsland, Australia ;

aviation, stamps.
. Morgan, 6, Lambton Rd., Newtown,
Btockton-on-Tees, Co. Durham ; age 13-17

OVerseas,

R, D, Downham, 143, Sabine Rd., London,
8.W.11 ; stamps, aviation, radio, ms ;
France, Canada, West Indies ; age 13-15.

Denys Klnuion, 742, Beverley High Rd,,

James Wabkins, 1, Pretoria Torrace, T fwym,

on..' 8. Wales ; ago {!- 3;

Ken Allaker, 9, Cromwell Rd., Grays, Essex ;
pen pals ; age 14-15.

Con M. Jones, Cof 02, Belleville Btation,
near Cape Town, 8, § stampa.

James D. Crawford, 1, McFarlane B8t.,
Palsley, Bcotland ; age 18-14; scouting,
model railways. :

Miss Margaret M 238, Fifth Avenue,
N.B, Calgary Mbertl"n."'m: gitl corros:
pondents ; stam snap-shots.

Thomas . Atkins, 156, Bennett Bt.,
o ., London, 18 ; age 16-20'
stamps, dmvlnt; British Er‘r,l}:lre. Panama,

Alan  Whitchead, 17, elton  Avenu
Romughbrldse Rd., York; British

Jackie MeDowell, Cunningburn, New-
M\[\nm‘dl, Co. Down, Ireland ; age 14-10;

na,
°oMl- Marjorie Penley, 7, S8ydnoy Terrace,
Lomiro' gape, Warwick ; girl correspondents ;
age

Miss Connie Horwits, 30, Memorial ‘Rd,,
Klmborlox. South Afriea ; girl correspondents

12-14.
S Denis 20, Braunton Rd., Algburth,
verpool, 17 ; Germany or China ; sclentifio

Li
discoveries,
Frank Dwyer, 41 llow 8t., Christ-
church, numhm.i% ; age 11-13;
stamps, swimming, football.
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ne wrong—besides the clothes and
the studies? Ha, ha, ha !
"*“Yes. Bomeone took a five-pound
note out of Gussy’s pocket while his
jncket was in the dorm.”

“What?"

. "“You sewed up the slecves of that
acket. You must have felt the pocket-

k in the pocket while you were
handling it.”

Gordon Gay nodded.

“I felt something in the pocket,
nltunlliy' but I didn’t look to see what
it was,” ho rorliod. “It was no busi-
ness of mine. I sewed up the sleeves of
the jacket, and the legs of the trucks, for
s joke, I suppose you don't think I
would look into a chap's pocket-book.”

“1 hope not; but—the banknoto's
gone,”

Gordon Gay's cycs gleamed.

“What do you mean by that
exactly 1" he ed, in s dangerously
T:.m tone. There was no laughter in
the study now. All the follows, Gram-
marians and Saints, realised the serious-
ness of the matter.

“I mean exactly what I say!” said
Tom Merry steadily. *The banknote
was taken out of dlllly'l pocket. Wo
don’t suspect anybody of stealing it,
#o_you needn't mount the high horse—
we think it was hidden for a joke—an
idiotic joke. But we want to know
where it is, and to give you our opinion
about pla,\,'inf jokes with money. Wo
think that of all the eilly fool things
to do, that is the silly foolest.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

"2uito right I” said Gay. “If 1
touched anybody's money, I should be as
bib. o fool as any 8t. Jim's char present,
which is saying a great deal. But it
hlsp.m I've got too much sense—and
I didn’t do it, or think of doing it. I
felt the weight of something in I;Amy'l
jacket pocket, but I didn't know it was
8 pocket-book—I didn't look to see what
it was—why should I?"

"'I;l}'on you didn't touch the bank-
note

“Of course 1 didn't!"

“Or Wootton—" )

“Wootton hadn't ln?rthmg to do with
D'Arcy's clothes=I did them !”

There was a pause.

" Look here,” said Tom Merry at last.
“Tho banknote was there; we'vo got
proof of that—plenty of witnesses. It
was taken while Gussy's jacket ‘was
Iying on the bed in the dorm. You
fellows wero there playing tricks with
tho jacket, Nobody elsc went to the
dormitory. We suspected it might
havo boen Mellish or Levison—but
we've gauged the time, and found out
that thoy couldn’t have done it.. Levi-
son was out, and Mellish's time is
accounted for, unless he was in the
dormitory while you were there, That
scttles it for them. Gore was out, too—
and Crooke is laid up in the school
hospital just now—and thero isn't
another chap in the Houso who'd play
that trick, I know that. Besides, we're
not going round suspecting [fellows
thero's no proof against, when wo know
that somebody actually was in the dorm
handling the clothes.™ )

Glordon Gay compressed his lips.

““What does that mean " he asked.

“It means thit we want the bank-
note,"

“1 told ly‘vou I know nothing about it.”

“Look here, Gay, we don't suspoct
anybody of stealing it. I've said that,
and_all the fellows say the same—"

* Yaus, wathah!” .

“It was taken for .a joke.

I've no

doubt that it was hidden somewhcre
Tuoe Gex Lisrary,—No. 1,497,

about the House, and is there now, We
g:tn,l’y want you to tell us where you pus
1

“I have told you already that I never
touched it, and didn’t even know it was
there. If you can't take my word, I've
got no more to say."

There was a long and painful pause.

Gordon Gay's denial that he had not
even seen tho banknote disposed of the
theory that he had removed it for u
joke. If he had done so, he would have
said so. There would have been no
noed to lio about it, It had not been
taken for a joke, then; but—had it been
taken for another reason? That miser-
able suspicion forced itself into tho
minds of the 8t. Jim's fellows. They
wore certain that the Grammarians had
removed the banknoto from D’Avey's
pocket-book—and his denial could only
mean one thing—that he had taken it
with the intention of keeping it.

It was a horrible thought—it wasn't
possible. And yot—

Gordon Gay read the involuntary sus-

icion in the faces of the 8t. Jim's
ellows, and his own face, which had
been flushed, grew pale.

“You—you rotters!” Lo said, in a
straindéd voice. “Do you dare to think
that I've stolen the filthy banknote—you
rotters |”

“I can’t think so,” said Tom Merry,
with an inward struggle. “We all
know you are a decent chap, Gay. You
couldn’t be a thief |

“Wathah not!”

“But tell us where it is,” said Bluke.

“I don't know anything about it !”

Silence. .

“Don’'t you believe me?” shouted
Gordon Gay.

8till silence. What were the juniors
to say?

Gordon Gay clenched his hands,

“8o I am either a thiof or a liar?” he
said, between his teeth. “ And you've
como over to tell me so. Well, I'll give
you my opinion. You've got a thief in
your school, and he's taken the bank-
note—and very likely he's counting on
Yyour being fools enough to suspect us.
That's my opinion "

“Look here—"

“You had a chap expelled once for
stealifg,” said Wootton major, with a
bitter sneer.  “It's timo the sacking
started again.”

Tom Merry & Co. felt their anger
riso. Rather than accuse Gordon Gay
of theft, they would have allowed tho
matter to drop, and D’Arcy would have
submitted to the loss of the banknote.
But to be accused of having a thief in
their school by the fellows they wero
certain _had taken the banknote—that
was a little too much. Tom Merry
broke out angrily :

“There’s no thief in 8t. Jim's, but
unless you tell us where to find the
banknote, we shan't have any choice
about believing that there's s thiof
here,”

“That's enough!” said Gordon Gay,
“Get out 1”

“Wea want tho banknote !”

“Go round 8t, Jim's looking for the

thief, then,” said Gay savagely. “Dor.
haps 1t's in cne of your poﬁccu all the
time I”

It was an unjust remark; but Gordon
Gay's temper was very naturally
oxcited. Tho words were like flamo on
a firo,

“You uttah wottah!” exclaimed

Arthur Augustus, with fierce indigna-
tion. “You dare to accuse my fwionds
o —_—

“You've dared to_accuse me, haven't
youl” said Gay. “Get out of here, and

THE GEM LIBRARY

search one another's kets till you
find_ the banknote 1" it

“You rotter 1”

“Clear off I” shouted Wootton major,
“We're f.ed-ug with you. Get back to
your Thieves' Kitchen! Mind your
pockets, Jyou fellows "

‘“‘Bai Jove! I—"

“We're going1” said Tom. Merry,
white with anger. “We know what to
think now. We shan't mako an accu-
sation, and we'll make it up to Gussy
about the money. Pass the note, if you
like=youw'll be quite gafe. We don't
want a scandal—and we don’t want to
have anything more to do with you
rotters, Come on, chaps, let's get ‘out
of here!”

But the matter had gone too far,
Gordon Gay, with eclenched fists and
blazing eyes, sprang between Tom
Merry and the door.

“You've said too much!” he said, in
a choking voice. *You dare—you dare
to accuse me—me! Put up your
hands 1

And, barcly giving Tom Merry time
to Eut uf his hands, Gordon Gay rushed
at him, hitting out right and left.

- —

CHAPTER 14,
Gordon Gay's Reply !

OM MERRY gave blow for hlow
—his blood was up, too. In a
moment there was a terrifio
combat raging in Gordon Gay's

study.

All the fellows joined in it, all of
them furiously excited; and the study
furniture went crashing right and left.
'ho juniors were too excited to speak-—
but there was incessant gasping, pant-
ing, and souffling of feet.

The Bt. Jim's fellows wero in the
majority, and they had the best of it;
but the noise was bringing other Gram-
marians to the scene.

Outside, in the passage, juniors came
rushing to the rescue. The study was
s0 crammed with fighting juniors that
there was hardly room to move.

Half of them were down, and the
other follows were stumbling and
sprawling over them.

The uproar was terrific.

But the odds were now greatly on tho
side of the Grammarians, and one by
one the 8t. Jim's follows were over-
come, and they were rolled on the floor
and pinned down by the Grammarians.

‘' 8it on the cads!” said Gordon Gay.
“They've como here and acoused us of
stealing. We'll let all 8t. Jim's sco
what we think of them whon they get
back.”

The Grammarians were looking very
grim,

In the rags between the two schools,
there was generally good humour on
both sides, and even in the combats tha
blows were not as a rule struck very
hard. But things were changed now.
Fvery fellow had hit his hardest in that
fierce struggle, and there were bruised
faces, darkened eyes, and noses stream-
ing red among tho fellows in the study,

“Let us get out!” panted Tom
Merry,  “We're dono  with  you
fellows 1" ;

““We're not done with you !"” eaid Cay.
“You'ro going to beg our pardon for
the rotten things you've said, or we'll
lpl:ldl you back home in & way you won't
ike

“Beg your pardon for telling the
truth ! Not likely "

“8o you'ro still sticking to it?” eaid
Gay, with a Isack frown. “All serene
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—we'll make you sorry for it. Tie up
their paws, you fellows |”

“1 wefuse to submit to such an out- J

wago |*

“Tie that fool up I

“You uttah wottah! If you dare to
chawactewise me as a fool—"

“ Hold your silly tongue |”

“Bai Jove! I-—" .

“8tick something in his mouth if he
won't shut up I said Gay.

And Wootton major promptly jammed
a chunk of coal into it, and the unfor-
tunate Arthur Augustus spluttered and
stuttered wildly.

Frank Monk hurried away, and re-
turned with a cord, and the hands of
the juniors were tied down to their
sidos,

Then they were dragged to their feet.

“Two of you take each one of the
rotters and walk them out,” said Gay.
“It's dark outside, and we'll get them
into the road without the prefects
spotting us,”

“Gwoogh I”

“Don't mind how you handle them if
they give you any trouble !”

And the Saints were bundled, one
after another, out of the study.

The Grammarians collared each one
of them, and as the Baints had their
hands sccured, they could offer no
resistance.

Thoi’l were marched out of the House
into_the dusk of the Close, the Gram-
marians crowding round them to screen
them from the general view.

“The rotters came on bikes,” said
Carker,

“Throw their bikes out into the road,
some of you! They're going to walk
back, he,v can fetch their bikes
afterwards ”

“Right-ho 1”

Tom Merry & Co., breathing rage and
fury, were marched out of the gates
into the road, and they were walked
along towards St. Jim's. The bicycles
wore wheeled out after them, and left
along the palings by the road.

Hall-way to 8t. Jim's the
marians halted.

“Woell, have you done playing the
fool?” demanded Figgins, his voice
quivering with rage.

“Not yet,” said Gay.

“If you don't let us loose—"

“8hut up! Now, are you going to
take back your accusation, and beg our
pnrrg;m!?:‘ domanded Gordon Gay.

o L

“Nevah [

“ Rats I

Thoro was no doubt that the 8t. Jim's
juniors had made up' their minds on
that subjoct.  Their  roplies were
decidedly emphatie. Only Kerr was
silent,

“Vory well. Then we'll label you by
your right name,” said Gay.

,He took a bottle of marking-ink from
his pocket, wotted his finger with it, and
traced & word on Tom Merry's fore-
head.

The word was in as large lettors as
the Taeo would allow, and the word was
“" Ll R Il)

Gram-

~Ho went to each of the struggling
i“""’." in turn, and made the same
nseription.

Kerr opened his lips to speak as Gay
was dabbing his forechead, but he closed
them again, Kerr had very strong
doubts in his mind, but he would not
appear to be funking. 8o ha did not
say a word.

The Bt. Jim's juniors were trembling
with rage.

“Now take the cads home,” said Gay.
'T},ro Juniors were run on tcwards St

im's,
The gates of 8t. Jim's had been closed,
and Gordon Gay gave a loud peal at the
bell. Taggles, the porter, came down
grumbling, and opened the gates.

He stared at the crowd of fellows
outside,

“Why, what—what—" gasped
Taggles.

“Kick 'em in!” said Gordon Gay.

Tom Merry Co. were roughly

bundled into the gates.

Then the Grammarians walked away.

The juniors writhed with shame and
rage. To be seen by the other 8t. Jim’s
fellows tied up, with that insulting
inscription on their foreheads, would ho
unendurable. Taggles was staring at
them like & man in a dream.

“Well, my heye!” gasped Taggles.
“Pretty goings-hon, I must say! I'll
report yer |”

“He, he, he!” came an irritating
cackle, as Mellish of the Fourth came
through the dusk. “Oh, my hat! What

o sight |”
glared at Mellish as if

The juniors
they eould eat him.

“He, he, he! Liars—ch? Is that
their opinion of you?!” chuckled Mollish.
“Well, I dare say they’'re about right.
He, he, he 1”

“Taggles, old man—" began Tom
Merr{.

“I'll report yer1”

Mellish had rushed off, evidently with
the intention of calling other fellows to
witness Tom Merry & Co. in their pre-
dicament. The juniors were foverishly
anxious to got loose beforo he could

roturn with a grinning erowd.

ou want a quid, Taggles?” said
erry dosperately.

N
¥
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report us for beinE_ late if you like, only
cut us loos uick 1*

“Quids * did not come to Taggles
every day.

“Wait till I get a knife,” he said,

The juniors followed the porter into
his lodge. Taggles cut the cord and
their hands were free, and then he
obliged them with soap and water to
wash the inseription off their foreheads,
The door was closed. Already curious
fellows were gathering outside.

The juniors breathed more freely
when Gordon Gay's inscription was
washed off.

“Thank goodness !” said Tom Merry.
"lth we'll make those rotters pay for
this 1"

“Yaas,
Augustus.

“The cads!”

“Tho rascals!” )

Tho juniors hunted through their

kets, and the quid was raised for
mgles. Then they streamed out of
the porter's lodsa. Kerr had found
most of the quid, and Figgins nearly
all the rest, the other fellows promnu:r
to settle up for their share later, funds
at present being low among them.

Outside the lodgo (}’nite an army of
fellows had gathered to see them,
greatly interested by Mellish's account
of their appearance; but now there was
nothing to see, save tho marks of the
conflict on their faces and clothes.

“What's happened 1 demanded Gore
of the Shell,

wathah I” groaned Arthur

“Find out !”
“Have you been licked?” asked
Levison.

“Go and eat coke I”

And, with those unsatisfactory replies,
tho hardly used Co. walked away to
the Schuor House.

byt

B " e
QGordon Qay’s study was crammed llg'm with angry Juniors, yet still more
Grammarians came hurrying to join the fray. SBome of the combatants were

down, and other fellows, fighting and etruggling, were stumbling over them.
But the odds were heavily against the 8t. Jim's juniors.
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if they weren't guilty.

CHAPTER 15.
Difference of Opinion !

Y N Tom Merry’'s study. a council of
-war was held at once. Tt was
time for evening preparation now,
but the' juniors were thinking of

anything blltimfrepnution now,

‘They wanted vengeance on the Gram.
marians; they wanted it hot and strong,
and they wanted it at once.

There was a buzz of excited voices in
the study, propounding and discussing
schemes for making the obnoxions Gram-
marians “sit up * in the most thorough
manner for their heinous conduct. In
the general babel only Kerr was silent.

ut Kerr was thinking.

Kangaroo and Reilly and two or three
‘other fellows had obligingly gone ont to
feteh in the bicycles, Tom Merry & Co.
having something more important to
think about just then.

"Thny'vulgot to be made to sit up for
this!” said Blake savagely. “Of course,
there isn't the slightest doubt about it
now. No need to cut up 8o rusty as that
"ﬁuitu wight, deah boy.”

“Gay had the banknote—very likely

had it in his pocket all the time—*

“We ought to get the number and
[‘mblilh it 8o that he can't pass it,” said
"iggins, “He doesn't deserve any con-
sideration after what he’s done.”

“That's so!”

“It was bad enough to steal the fiver,
without branding us as liars because we
wanted it back !” said Blake between his
teeth,

“Yaas, wathah!”

“What do you think, Kerr?” deo-

manded Figgins, turning to his Scottish
AR R

]

o

chum.  “You haven't said a blessed
vrord |

Kerr hesitated.

*“Well, T hardly like to say, as you've
all made up your minds about it,” he
said, “but—"

There was a growl at once. The
juniors were not in a mood to be con.
tradicted. They had quite made up
their minds about the guilt of Gordon
Gay—indeed, in their present vengeful
state probably a direct proof of his inno-
cence would {mrdl_v have been welcome.

“Oh, rot!” growled Mongy Lowther,
“As if there could bo any doubt about
it, after the way they've acted!”

“Well, they all acted the same way,
but only two of them could have been
concerned in taking the banknotes, as
only two of them came over here,” said
Kerr,

This was so logical that the other
fellaws could only reply to it by another
growl.

“HBomething in that!” said Figgins.

“ 1

wt—
“Tho fact is,” said Kerr, “the way
Gordon Gay and Wootton major acted
makes it prottiy clear to me that they
told the truth.”

““What 1"

“Bosh 1"

“ Wubbish |”

“Well, T won't trot out my opinion if
you don’t want to hear it,” said Kerr.

“Oh, run on!” said Blake ungraci-
ously.

“Well,” said Korr, “CGay ecut up so
rough that I couldn't help thinking he
was genuinely indignant. Thicves don't
feel indignant when they're found out—
they fecl ratty, but they couldn't
possibly feel indignant.”

LWL
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“Oh, he was putting that on!” said
Herrica,

“He might have been, of course; !mt
it looked genuine to me. Another thing
is, they made such an awful fuss. Now,
thieves don’t like publicity. Gordon
Gay didn't care if the whole Grammar
8chool, and all 8t. Jim's, and the whole
blessed universe knew that he was ac--
cused, But if he had the banknote he'dl
have wanted to keep it dark, He'd
have tried to get us away without a dis-
turbance, I should think,”

“Bai Jove! That's vewy pwob, deah
boys 1” said Arthur Augustus, with a
wise shake of the head. “Kerr speaks
just as if he had been stealing himself,
and knew just what a thief would do.”

“Why, you silly chump—" roared

err.

“Weally, Kerr—"

“You howling blatherskite 1"

“I wofuse to be called a howlin'
blatherskite. I was payin’ a compli-
ment to your tact and judgment.”

“Then you'd  better bottle up your
compliments till you can put 'em in a
better style !” growled Kerr. ““Now,
if that silly ass has done interrupt.
in o

‘I wefusg——"

“8hut up, Gussy "

ell, taking all things together, it
looks to me as if Gordon Giay's conduct
shows that he didn't take the banknote,”

said Kerr,
“Then who 'did?” demanded Tom
Merry. “We've cleared Mellish of sus-

icion, It’s pretty well established that
o didn't do it, unless ho was there at
the same time as the Grammar School
cads, and Gay said he didn't sce him.”

“He saw t{mt we were prepared to
suspect Mellish,” said Kerr quietly. “Tf
1e wag guilty, it would have been quite
easy for him to say ho'd seen Mellish
hanging about the dormitory.”

“But that would be a whoppah, deal
boy, as he didn't sce him.”

“ Ass | fellow who would steal
would tell a lie, I suppose!?” enapped
Cerr,

Arthur Augustus reflected,

“Yans, I supposo ho would,” he
agreod at last. “Yaas, I wegard it us
vewy pwob. A chap who would steal
woufd do any mean thing.”

“If it wasn’t Mellish, however. it was
somebody else,” said Kerr, * After all,
it was a bit thick jumping on Mellish on
mere suspicion, beeause he's dono some
caddish things before. Lots of silly
asses might have played such ngoke, for
if the banknote’s been taken by a St.
Jim’s chap, it hasn't been stolon,”

“Then it will turn up some time,” said
Manners,

“And if it does, it will prove that
wo wero wrong about Gordon Gay,”
said "Blake,

“Bai Jove, we should have to offuh a
most pwofound apology in that case,”

“It hasn't turned up yet!” growled
Horries,

“Mf idea is that we should look for
the fellow inside 8t. Jim's, not outside,”
said Kerr. “I can't help thinking that
it was just chance that the Grammarians
happoned to be here this afternoor,
when some silly chump was larking with
Gussy's banknote, As the practical
ﬁokor hasn't owned up we shall have to
nd_him.”

““If the chap is a 8t, Jim's chap wo'vo
got to find him as quickly as possible,”
said Tom Merry. “How do you pro.
pose to set about it, Kerr?”

“Look 1” said Kerr laconically,

‘‘ But_how=~when—where 1*

“With your eyes, now, in the
dormitory to begin with,” said Kerr
sweel
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“Well, it won’t do any harm,” said Blake,

“And it !won’t do any good i* growled Horries. *“Look
at my eyel”

“Oh, lyalow your eyel” said Fiwgim crossly. “I'm fed-u
with your eye! Let's m up to the dorm and look round.”
“I'm going to got » beefsteak for my eye,”” said Herries.
“You can get a beefsteak, and a mutton chop, too, if you
like,” said Kerr, *“I1 don't suppose your brain “powers
would help us much, Come on!' . .

Herries grunted, and went away to the lower regions in
search of a becfsteak. The rost of the Co. ascended to
tho'dormitory, It was quito dark there. Tom Merry turned
on the electric light, Tho dormitory presented its usual
aspect, and tho juniors were decidedly puzzled how they
ware to find any traces of the fellow who had purloined the
five-pourid note, .

“It's up to you, Kerr,” said Blake. “How are you going
to begin'! I 'supposo you don't expect to find footprints
here ?

‘'No, that's not likely."

“Bherlock Holmes generally: finds cigarette-ash and
things I'" grinned Monty Lowther. *He could tell who was
{he oriminal, what his grandfather’s front name was, and
what he did for a living by the ash of a cigaretto. But I
don’t seo any ashes,"

Korr did not reply. Ho was deep in thought. Slowly a
light broka over his ieen, intelligont face, FiFliM- who was
watching him with dumb admiration, suddenly burst out:

‘lHel' qot 1t l)l

“Wats I” . .

“1 tell you he's got it 1" said Figgins excitedly.

“1 wofuse to believo anythin’ of the sort. 1 wogard it as
uttahly wotton of you, Figgins, to accuse your own pal of
takin' my banknote |

“Your banknote, you howling idiot1” roared Figgins.
“ Who's talking about the silly banknoto '’

“You distinctly stated that Kerr had got it.”

“Fathead | I said he’d got the idea—the giddy explana-
tion. I can sea it in his chivvy.”

Korr laughed,

“T've thought it out,” he said, “I've come back to our
original idea. I think it was Mellish.” '

CHAPTER 16.
Climbing Down !

OM MERRY & CO. simply stared. .
Kerr had not even looked round the dormitory,
and how he could possibly have worked it out that

it was Mellish was past their power of divining.

““Mellish I'" repeated Manners,

“1 don't say so, but I think it’s jolly likely.”

*But if Mellish were here he must im\'o been here at the
samo time as Gordon Gay and Wootton,” howled Blake,
exus irntedh “and Gay said plainly that hie wasn’t 17

“1 know,

* Well, ass Gng has eyos, hasn't he? And if Mellish was
hero, idiot, he's ig pnouzfl to be seen, isn't he, burbler?”
demanded Blake excitedly.

“Certainly, if ho was in sight.”

“0Oh, I suppose he vanishéd into thin air when the Gram-
marians camo in?” snorted Blake.

Kerr shook his head,

“T don't think so. I think it's far more likely that he
\'lll!i\lhl;ad ll.'l}ldcl' one of the beds.”

" .t

“Dai Jove I

“ Put yourself in his place,” sald Kerr placidly. " Lot us
lupﬁon for the moment that it was Mellish, 1t it were
Mollish, he must have been here when the Grammarians
arrived.”

“That's certain, and it shows that ho wasn't here.”

“Not at all, Suppose Mellish is in the act of taking the
banknote, and he hears somcbody coming to tho dorm, what
docs he doi?"

BI"ll(-Ie wouldn't know it was a CGrammarian!" growled
ake.

“No, he'd think it was some of us comin, in—coming

back for something we'd left in our clothes,” Digby

remarked.

‘Exactly " agreed Kerr. “And he wouldn’t like to be
found messing about with Gussy's notebook. He would get
out of sight as quick a3 he knew how. The easiest and
quickest way would be by diving under the bed. Gussy's
bed, as it was nearest.”

“Yaas, that is quite pwob.”

o come the Grammarians,” pursued Kerr.
played on you fellows, and he wouldn't dream of interfering.
Alﬁ he isn’t cxactly the kind of chap who'd care t‘o

(Continued on page 28.)

n in
“Moellish wouldn't show himself. He'd be glad to see a jape ;
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FISHING IS A CATCHING PASTIME, AND WHEN BUNTER STARTS A COMPETITION AT
GREYFRIARS HE VERY SOON GETS CAUGHT!

BILLY BUNTER'S GOMPETITION!

Bunter Suggests Fishing !
“ 8AY, you fellows—"
I Billy Bunter made that remark
to unliceding cars. Bob Cherry
hnd just come into Study No. 1
at Creyfrinvs with news, and Harry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram SBingh were listening to
him, and they had no attention to be-

stow upon the Owl of the Remove.
“I say, you fellows—"
“Tt's a fact,” said Bob Cherry.

“8Bkinner told e, and I trotted over
myself to sce.”

“I's eurious,” said Harry Wharton.

“I say, vou fellows—"

“It's close by the river,” went on Bob
Chervy. “I saw a lot of workmen ou
the ground, and I asked one of them,
and #o there ign't any doubt about it.”

“The surprisefulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree 8ingh, in the beautiful
Knglish for which he was famous. “A
new schoolful establishment so close to
tho ancient and honourable college of
Greyfriars will lead "to rowfulness, 1
expeet.”

“Vory likely,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“ 8till, the more rowfulness the merrier.
Wo had somo high old times when those
forcign fellows were at Greyfriars,”

“Jolly exciting times, at all ovents,”
snid Harry Wharton, “8till, I ehould
be gla‘l to gce somo of those French and
Cerman chaps again. They were decent
fellows ™

“The decentfulness was great.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“By the way, do you know who is
going to keep the new school by the
river 7" asked Nugent.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

““No, I haven't boen able to discover
that, nor what sort of a school it is
going to be, T don’t know whether it's
in connootion with Greyfriars or not.
know all that land belongs to CGrey-
friars, of course.,”

“T eay, vou fellows——"

“Hallo, there is Bunter talking.
Iave you got anything to say, Bunter?”
asked Bob Cherry, looking round.

Dilly Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles with an injured ex-
pression

“Yes, I have Cherry, and I think
vou might give me a minute, instead of
talking for hours together.”

“Cheese it! I haven't been in the
study five minutes, and then you gener-
ally talk such rot!” s=aid Bob Cherry.
“However, go ahead !”

“I've been thinking of a new idca.
You see, I find physical eulture rather
teying., It's all very well in its way,
but it's too much like work.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cricket is rather the same, too, and,
besides, there's so much jealousy in
cricket. 1 feel sure I shouldn’t be let
into the Form eleven—"

“The surefulness is terrific 1"

“Upon the whole, I have thought it
out that auglmg is more in my line,”
said Billy Bunter. “You sce, it's a
healthy, open-air exercise, and you can
eit down to it, which is a great
advantage.”

“I suppose so—to you.”

o Angring is the kind of outdoor sport
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that will suit me,” went on Bunter,
“It's a jolly good thing, not too much
like work, and you can sit down and
enjoy your agort instead of buzzing
about with a bat, or a pair of Indian
clubs, and you can have a jolly time
without bothering anyone else, In fact,
angling is a thing that is agreecable to
all parties concerned.”

“ Especially the fish,” remarked Bob

erry.

“The fish. Oh, I wasn't thinking of
the fish "

“No, I suppose f'ou weren't; but I
don’t suppose you'll be very dangerous
to the fish,” said Nugent. “Well,
Bunter, if that's all that’s troubling you,
you can take up angling, and angle for
all you're worth, with all the angles
you can find in Euclid.”

“That- isn't all, you fellows. I've
been thinking that a fishing competition
in the Remove would be a very good
idea.”

“What sort of competition?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Why, you know, we could have a

rize for the chap who catches the

iggest fish, or the greatest number of
trout, ox something of that sort,” said

Bunter. “I haven't thought out the
details yet. Of course, the other
fellows wouldn't really stand much

chance against me—-"
“Have you had much practice?”
“Well, no, T haven't rcally gone in
for it at all yet,” confessed Bunter.

TR

Only one thing can mar Billy
Bunter's great fishing competi-
tion—the selfishness of juniors
who object to having their property
purloined for prizes!

LD U UL AU LT

“But I'm very keen when I start on a
thing, vou know. I shall soon be goin
ahead like wildfire. I've not got a ro
vet, but if you fellows felt inelined to
club together and buy me one, I
shouldn’t raisc any objection.”

“Well, that's enerous
Bunter!” Harry Wharton
with a laugh.

“You'll always find me good-hearted,”
said Bunter, beaming through his big
spectacles. " In faet, I should like
some of you to get me a rod. It's
rather discouraging to an enthusiastic
angler to have to content himself with
fishing for minnows with a tin-can.”

“1 suppose so,”

“We could get up some ripping prizes
for the competitors,” said Bunter
thoughtfu'ly.  “Every fellow who is
flush can contribute. That's a simple
plan, and any chap who has anything
that would do for a prize can put it in.
Bicyele-lamps, books, rods, cricket-bats,
and so on. I could make a selection
from the things in this study alone that
would make up a very decent prize
list.”

The chume of the Remove glared at
the originator of the great idea,

“If you start eclecting any of my
property,”  rai herry, in

of ou,
remarked,

moeasured accents, “I warn you before-
hand that there will be a dead Bunter
picked up at Greyfriars.”

“The deadfulness of the Bunter will
be terrific if he lays his fingers on any
of my goodful chattels!” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Oh, I say—"

“If any of my property figures in a
prize list,” said Nugent darkly, "1
know a fat Owl who will figure at an
inquest 1"

“T think you've very selfish to want
to spoil a ripping good idea like that,”
said Billy Bunter. “8till, I've no doubt
I could think of something else for a
prize list,”

“You'd better !”

“The main thing is, what do you
think of the idea of a Torm com-
petition 1"

:'()h. ripping 1" said Nugent,

“Do you chaps want to form a com-
mittee to run it, then?”

Bob Cherry winked at his chums,

“Well, no, I don't think we'll form a
committee just yot,” he said, “My
view is that, as the originator of the
idea, {ou ought to keep the management
entirely in your own ?unds. Bunter.”
“But I don’t want to bo solfish—"

. “Nothing selfish about that. It's an
idea more suitablo to your intelloct than
ours. We should only muck it up.”

“The muckfulness would be terrific 1"

Billy Bunter nodded thoughtfully,

“Well, there’s something 1n thaf,” he
agreed.

“We'll come into the business when
the prizes are being distributed,” pro-
mised Bob Cherry. “We won't be left
out of that. Now, rou chaps, are you
coming along to look at the new build-
ing with me?”

“Certainly !” said Harry Wharton.

“But I say, you follows=——"

“What, aren't you finished yot?”
asked Bob Cherry, in astonishment.

“No. I want to tell you rome more
about—"

“How long do you think it will take
you to get through with what you have
;o”tell us !” asked Bob Cherry thought-
ully.
"";\bout a quarter of an hour—that's
all,

“Well, that's all right! We shan't be
back for quite half an hour, so you'll
have plenty of time,” said Bob Cherry,
grinning. “Come on, you chaps!”

And the chums of the Remove quitted
the study.

Look Before You Leap !

AZELDENE came out of his
study with a letter in his hand
and an extremely pleascd ox-
pression on his face, as the

chums of the Remove walked down the
passage. They stopped to speak to him,

“Come into a fortune?” asked Bob
Cherry ‘rleunntly.

Hazeldene laughed.

IINO-JI

“What's the good news, then? Has
Bulstrode changed out of your study ?”
“No, T've had a letter from my
sister.”

““Have you, really?”

The chums of the Remove were inter-
ested at once. All but Hurrce Singh
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remembered the visit of Marjorie
Hazeldeno to Greyfriars. The Nabob
of Bhanipur had not been at the school
then. The girl had been great friends
with the Removites,

“Yos, Bhe says sho's coming over on
Wednesday afternoon.”

“Good noews!” said Bob Cherry
heartily.

“Rather,” said Nugoent.

“Is she coming by train, Hazeldene 77
askod Harry Wharton,

“No. My people are living only n
fow milea from Greyfriars now, and
Marjorie is going to drive over, It will
ho jolly,"

“If there's anything we can do tn
help to make it jolly,” said Harry
Wl’mrl‘un, “you've only got to tell us
80,”

“Rather |”

“Tho ratherfulness is great !”

“Weo'll do anything,” said Bob
Cherry, “We are yours to command,
Vaseline, and don't Borgut it 1"

Hazeldene laughed.

“1 won't forget it,” He put the letter
in his pocket. “By the way, have you
chaps heard of the new building that'«
being put up by the river?”

“Yesa; we're just going down to have
a look at it. Coming along 1"

“Yes,” said Hazoldene, and he
wilked on beside Harry Wharton.
i l'\_',o heard a curious thing about that,
toon.

“What is it?”

“You remember those foreign chaps
who used to be at Grevfrilrl—tﬁoy canio
at the samo time as Hurree Singh?”

“1 remombor.” .

“Well, I hear that they’re coming to
tho now place near Greyfriarvs, and that
the two schools are to be run in con-
nection.  You remember what fearful
rows there wero when they were in tho
Remove Form here, The Head found
it wouldn't do. Now the idea is to run
a sort of branch establishment with the
alions in it.”

“'T'hore may be something in it,” said
Harr Wharton thoughtfully. “I
shouldn’t be lm'z"vI to see thém again,
either, Bome of them wore very decent,
especially Fritz Hoffman and Adolphe
Meunier. Things will be lively if they
come down again.”

“1 faney they will. It's only o
rumour; but I think there's something
in it 1”

The chums of the Remove crossed a
corner of the ancient Close and passed
throngh the Cloisters. Beyond was »
gote in the old stono wall, and on tho
other side of this the plantation which
grow down to the banks of the Sark.

The sounds of workmen busy \\'orkinF
could be heard, and there was a crash
of a falling tree. The little gate in the
wall was fastened with rusty bolts, and
was never used. It did not take tho
chums of the Remove long to climb
over it. . .

A curious sight met their gaze.

A large number of trees had been
felled, and a glimpse of the windin
river could now be had from the schoo
wall. Workmon were busy under tho
direction of a shouting foreman. It was
evident that the ground was being
cleared for a new building.

“They will be jolly close neighbours,”
Nob Cherry remarked.: “When the
huilding is up, thero will only be the
Cloisters between us,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“They will be some timo putting it up,
though.”

OF GREYFRIARS.
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Billy Bunter wedged the chisel under the lid of the mysterious box and wrenched

hard. Snap! The lid flew up,

' Atchoo | '* sneezed the astonished Owl.

Hurree Singh uttered a sharp exclam-
ation,

“ Look, my worthy chums!”

The nabob's dusky finger pointed to
a figure in Etons standing beside a cart,
with hands in pockets, gazing at the
work of demolition,

Hurreo Singh slid off the gate,

“1¢ is the csteemed rotter, Hoffman,”

“By Jove,” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“so it is! It's Fritz Iloffman, who was
hero with tho German chaps, and who
wrecked our study.”

Hurrco Jamsct Ram Bingh was run-
ning towards his old aecquaintance.

Hoffman, the burly, good-tempered
German lad who had been well liked
during his stay at Greyfriars, did not sce
him. He was standing looking on with
great interest at tho [Lzlliug of a tree,
and was not aware of the proximity of
the Greyfriars fellows,

Hurree Singh, in the exuberanco of
his joy at sceing a familiar form again,
rushed up to the German and hugged
him round the neck. IHoffman gave a
startled ery.

“Mein gootness, vat vas tat after?”
he ejaculated.

1Ta staggered under the shock of the
sudden embrace.

“My worthy chum—"

But IToffman had caught his foot in
a root as he staggered, and went down
in a heap, with the excited Nabob of
Bhanipur sprawling over him.

“Ow!l Mein 1limmel! Mein pack is
prokal Ow|”

“My worthy friend,” gasped Hurrce
Singh. “I am joyfully g ucf to—"

“You villain tat trow me ofer! I gif
yon trashing!”

“The thrashfulness to a chumful
friend——"

and eo did a cloud

of cayenne pe rl
Al Auho%l .

“1 gif you peans!”

The German, whe could hardly he ex-
pected to guess that he had been {mmpml
over with the friendlicst motives in the
world, gripped IHurrce 8ingh round the
neck, and rolled over on tho ground
with him,

“Now I gif you peans!”

“Ow ! My esteemod friend, please do
not inflict the smitofulness nfp the fist
on my honourable nose. Ow! My
worthy nose is full of great painfulness
now | Rescue, my woraly chums 1"

Harry Wharton and his companions,
laughing too much to be able to run
very fast, arrived on the seene, and
Harry jerked Hoffman off the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Ilold on, old chap—*

“1 hold on to tat nigger——-="

“Cheese it 1" said Cherry. “What the
dickens have you got to fight about,
you sausage devourer "

“I fights him mit fist for pumping me
on the ground.”

“It was an unfortunato acecident,”
wailed the nabob, sitting up and nurs.
ing his nose tenderly. “I rushed to you,
hearty glad to bestow the greotfulnoess,
and then you hammered my worthy nose
with your estcomed fist.”

The German lad grinned.

“Den I vas mistaken mit myself
after,” lo remarked,

“I'hat is the casefulness.”

“You gif me friendly grecting and
I poonch your nose. I vas sorry.”

The nabob staggered to his foot,

“Tho sorrowfulness of my estecmod
acquaintanco is very gratifying, but it
does not remove the painfulness from the
smitten nose.”
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“You nearly preak my peastly pack
mit yourself.” : )

“The regretfulness is terrific.” .

“Oh, you can call it a draw,” said
Harry Wharton. *“ Your nose matches
Hoffman's back, Inky. But what aro
you doing down here. Hoffman?'

“I? af come to stay at Greyfriars
until der new school was retty.”

“Then it's really true?”

“Vat is really true?”

“You chaps are coming back ?”

“Ja, ja! Ve come to stay in tat
puilding ven it is puilt,” said Hoffman.
*I come to stay at Greyfriars until den.
I look at tat place pefore I come to
te school after. I joost arrive mit de
train at Friardale, ain’t it.”

“And you're coming back
Remove?” asked Nugent.

irJ.' j" !n )

“ Any more of your fellows coming ?*

“Tat I know not. But I know tat
I vas hungry after my journey pefore,
and I vas glad to haf someting to eat
mit myself after.”

“Oh, come along !"” said arry Whar-
ton. “Wo'll stand a feed on this joyful
occasion. Can you get over tho gate?”

The German sniffed.

“Acht T could joomp over te gate
if T like mit myseclf.”

It was a small gato in the wall, and
certainly a good ashlote could have
jumped it; but the chums of the

comove knew what Hoffman did not—
that a late fall of rain had made a huge
puddle on the innor side of the gato.

Bob Cherry shook his head solemnly.

“You think you could jump that gate.
Hoffy ?” he asked. cocking his oye
thoughtfully at the gate, and then at
the German.

“Ach! 1 say tat I easily joomp it.”

“Bot you don't do it!"”

“I do not make pets, but [——*

“Well, I don't want you to; that was
only a figure of speech,” said Bob
Cherry, “Bet you don't jump that

into the

“I vill joomp it casily after.”

“DBut what about the waterful-
ness—" bogan the nabob.

Nugent stamped on his toe.

“Owl My toeful extremity is
Dr.lflhﬂd[ Ow *

, dry upl
iumjn it, ﬂvoﬂ'yf”
“Jn, jal I casy joomp it pefore.”
“Then do it and don't talk so much
about it. You can take a run, and
we'll get on the wall to watch you,”

eaid Nugent,

“Tat 18 all right after.”

“Come’ on, you chaps, and lot's see
the wonderful performance,” said Bob
Cherry. “T'll wager anybody’s money
s sorry he tried it.”

Are you going to

offy
“ Rather.’
“But the waterfulness—*"

Nugent seized Hurree Singh by the
drm and drlilgcd him away. The
chums of the Remove climbed on the
wall on either side of the little gate,
and sat straddled there to watch the
German's jump.

They had a viow of both sides of the
gate now—Hoffman on one side an
the deep puddle on the other. The gate
being a solid structure, Hoffman could
not see' what was waiting for him. He
was retreating to take a good run for
the jump.

It looked an easy one for an athletic
fellow, but he meant to make sure, and
to colear the gate well in order to show
the unbelieving Greyfriars fellows what
he really coulrfdo in the jumping line.

“But, my esteemed friends, you
have forgotten the waterfulness of the
puddle on the inner side of the gate,”
said Hurreo Binsh._ “Our Germanful

n

friend wilt lan the water and
make himself covered with wetful-
ness.”

“You inky ass, that’'s the joke

The nabob comprehended at last, and
his dusky face beamed.

“Ah, 1 porceive! 1 did not observe
the great jokefulness before, my worthy
chums. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don't cackle, or
game away!"

“The cacklefulness will be terrifie
when Hoffman has made the honourable
jump.”

“Yes, rather.”

“Here he comes.”

“Now look out for the jumpfulness.”

Fritz Hoffman was taking his run.

He came towards the gate in great
style, and rose to the leap, clearing
the gate by a good six inches.

Then he landed on the other side.

There was a terrific splash and muddy
water spurted up on all sides, and
Hoffman gave a roar.

“Ach! Himmel 1"

The shock was a startling one.
Hoffman was simply smothered in
muddy water, and the Removites on
the wall roared with laughter.

D

you'll give tho

“

The German boy stumbled in the
sat down, and there

pool and was
another splash,

“Ach! I am vot! Ach!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You peastly peasts! You know tat
de vater tere. and you make this great
choke mit yourselves pefore!” roarcd
Hoffman,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The jumpfulness was great, but the
jokefulness was terrific!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You peastly pounders!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fritz Hoffman crawled out of the

'I‘?I‘ANO ACCORDIONS

Bonelli, Steldeni, Vissimio,
mlli.m'loupnnl',nl..olu.

puddle. He was
eplashed and
mudd all  over,
and looked rather
limp. The boast-
fulness secmed to
be quite gone.

“Ach! Tat s
vat you call rot.
ten 1" he grunted.
i “Ven 1 gets mein

y farty to tat place,

makes you all sit
ur mit  yourselves
after

!”
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leap ' is an old proverb and a good
one. But come along and we'll oliun
you and feed youl”

“He needs it 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The needfulness is only equalled by
the mudfulness of our worthy friend.”

And Fritz Hoffman was marched into
the chums of the Remove,
And a good feed in Study No, 1 was
all that was required to restore fully
his good-humour,

Bulstrode Contributes !

HE chums of the Remove had of
late been in a state which Bob
Cherry described as “broke to
the wide,” but that was altered

now, Fresh supplies of pocket-money
had come in, and the famine in cas
was over, The result was seen in the
atufly feed given in honour of tho return
of Fritz Hoffman to the fold.

On the occasion of a feed, Billy
Bunter was generally very much to the
forec.  He would feed with anybody,
friend or foe, only making one condi-
tion on any occasion—that there was
grub and plenty of it. There was
slenty now; but, strange to say, Billy
unter for once did not show so keen
and intense an interest in a feed as he
was wont to do.

He cooked tho eggs and bacon and
sausages, but in a perfunctory manner.
He ate enough for any throe juniors,
but his brow was thoughtful all the
time, and he cvidently was not boestow-
g his whole attention on the meal.

Fritz Hoffman, who knew him of old,
looked at him curiously once or twice,

“Vat vas (e matter mit Bunter! he
asked at last.

Bunter started out of a reverie.

“I'm thinking out a now idea,” he
said.

" Bunter is getting up a fishing com-
petition,” (!xplninug farry Wharton,
“He's going to offer prizea for the
largest number of angles found in
Kuclid.”

“ Nothing of the sort, Wharton. The
idea is to give prizes to the best
anglers for the biggest fish caught, and
the greatest number of fish,  The
prizes will be supplied by—by—I don't
quite know who yet. But any fellow
who has anything to give away will bo
allowed to contribute without paying
unyihinq."

“That's liberal of you, DBunter,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Well, I'in rather a liberal chap.”
said Bunter, “Hoffman can enter the
competition if he likes. We don't bar
anybody, even measly aliens.”

“Vat is tat?” asked Hoffman, start-
ing to his feet so suddenly that Billy
Bunter “jumped and knocked over lis
cup of tea with his elbow into Iob
Cherry’s lap. Bob jumped up with a
howl. :

“Ow! You scalded me!”

“I'in sorry, Cherry; but it was all
Hoffiman's fault for making me jump
like that.”

“You young Owl—"

“It's no good blaming me. I've
already explained that it was Hoffman's
fault.  He made me jump so sud-
denly,”’

“You call me——"

“1 didn't call you.
saying—" .

‘You call me measly alien——"

“No, I didn’t. 1 said we don't bar
measly aliens. That wasn't calling you
one, was it?! You've no business to
jump up like s jack-in-the-box and
make me epill my toa over Bob Cherry's

I was just
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trousers. It's the last cup there was in
tho pot, and now I shall have to go
without.,”

“What about my trousers?” roared
Bob  Cherry, mo]ppmg himself down
with his handkerchief,

“I'm very sorry, Cherry.”

“l shall have to go and change
them 1” growled Bob. “I'vo a g
mind to knock your two silly heads

together,”

“You will
togetter,”

Bob Cherry stamped out of the study.

“As T was saying,” said Billy Bunter,
“wo don't bar auybody in the fishing
compotition, and all ,\Lou chaps can come
in. I'm limmg to make up the prize list
soon, and I think it will be really an
im!n‘mng one,”

“Vere vill
alter 1"

“"They will have to boe contributed, as
I said.  Thero are lots of things that
would do. I am thinking of putting up
my dumb-bells as a prize. They cost
fiftoon shillings, and they will make o
ripping first prize. If the other fellows
won't contributo I shall buy the rest of
tho prizes myself.”

Hoffman stared at him.

“Vero vill you get te money? 1 re-
member mit meinself tat you neffer had
te monoy ven I vas at Greyfriars pefore
alter.”

“Yos, I think I was rather short of
money at that time, but I'm expectin
a postal order to-morrow, and that wi
et mo on my feet again financially,”
explained Bunter, *“There has been
some dolay in that postal order coming,
but it is pretty certain to turn up to-
n_ro;':o‘}v wmorning; so that will be all
right.

F‘E'l'lua nll-riﬁhtfulneu will be great if
tho postal order turns u]J trumpfully,”
said Hurree Bingh. “Then everythin
will be gnrdanfull}y lovely. DBut if it
does not come——"

“Oh, it's no_good discussing a_remote
contingency liko that!” said Bunter.
“1t's pretty suro to come. But if I offer
a really first-class pair of dumb-bells,
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The German junior cleared the

ate by six inches and landed fu
yeolled, as muddy water splashed all over him.

some of you chaps ought to contributo
something. Wharton's new bat, for
instance—"

* Not much,” said Harry, Ilu1hing.

“Well, I'll draw up the prize list and
we'll got the things later,” said Billy

unter, “ Bulstrode has promised to
como into tho competition. He has
offered to contributo a prize and he says
he will send it into the study. I am
rather curious to know what it is goin
to be. Bulstrode's people have lots o
mr)ur'.{‘._ ond so I think it is bound to be
something rather decent.”

The chums of the Remove ﬁrinnod.
They thought it very probable that
Bulstrode was imposing upon the sim-
plicity of the Owl of the Remove, but
they did not say so. Harry Wharton
roso. Tea was over, and it was time
for prop to be dono. Hoffman took his
leave, and_ went to visit other acquain-
tances at Greyfriars. Tho chutns of tho
Remove cleared the table. Bob Cherry
came in and they settled down 1o work,

The juniors could work hard as well
ay play hard, and the Lower Fourth at
Greyfrairs was not a Form in which
worL could be shirked. Nothing was
heard in the study for the next half-
hour but steady breathing and the
scratching of pens.

“Finished,” said Bob Cherry at last.
“I feel like a run in the Close now for
o little fresh air.”

There was a tap at_the door and
Hazeldeno looked in. He had a small
parcel in his hand, wrapped in brown
paper and tied with string,

“Bunter here?” he asked,
round.

“Yes, I'm here,” said Buntor, blink-
ing. “What do you want, Vaseline?”

“* Bulstrode asked me to look in and
bring you this,” said Hazeldene.

“Oh, I seol It's Bulstrode's contri-
bution to the prize list,” said Bill
Bunter, looking extremely please
“I'm glad he hasn't forgotten. I half
thought he was joking when he made
tha offer.”

“Well, hero it is,” said Hazeldene.

He put the parcel on the table and

looking

the puddle on the other side. * Ach, Himmel1"
ha, ha! " roared the Famous Four.
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left the study, Billy Bunter looked at
the parcel and opened his penknife and
cut the string. 1is fat face was beam-
ing with satisfaction, He opened the
brown paper in which the contribution
to the [:nto list was carefully wrapped.
A small wooden box was revealed. Billy
Bunter tried to open the lid, but he
could not. There was no lock, but the
lid was fast to the box,

“That’s curious,” said Harry Whar-
ton; “the lid has been glued down!”

“1 suppose thero's something very
valuable in the box,” said DBunter.
“Thero imm't a lock, you see, and
dare gay Bulstrode knew he couldn's
trust Vaseline.”

*Oh, cheose that 1"

“Well, you know Vaseline isn't over
honest. You know=——" ,

*1 know you're an ass! Why don't
you open the box 7"

“T'm just going to. The lid will have
to bo prised up, you see. Will you lend
ma your knife, Nugent?”

“Why don't you use your own?”

“It might break the blade.”

“Why, you young villain! 8uppose
rou broke the blade of mine?” said

Nugent wrathfully,

"{Vell. you see—" .

“I'm not going to lend you my knife.”

“I think you're very selfish, Nugent.
Btill, T supposc I must open the box
somehow,” eaid Bunter, And he in-
serted the blade of his knife under tho
lid and tried to prise it up. Snap!
The box did not open, but the blade
snapped off the knife. Billy Bunter
cost o glanco of deep reproach at
Nugent.

“Perhaps you will lend me your knife
now, Nugent.”

“Perhaps I won't1” said Nugent.

“Why don't you try a chisel?” said
Harry, laughing. *There's one in the
cupboard,”

*1 think Ivou might have thought of
that before I broke my knife, Wharton,
Give me out the chisel, will you, Inky 1"

“ Cortainfully, my worthy chum.”

The nabob handed over the chisel and
Billy Bunter jammed the sharp edge
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under the lid of the Lox and wrenched.
Srap! This time it was the box that
gave way. .

Tho lid flew up and so did a cloud
of cayenne pper, and the next
moment Billy Bunter was coughing and
succzing like a maniac,

For a moment the chums of the Re-
move stared at him in amazement, and
then tlw‘\; burst into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Atchoo—atchoo—atchoo !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'()w I Gorrr!
atchoo!

Billy Bunter clasped_his head in both
hands and sneezed as if b¥ steam. His
spectacles fell off and his face streamed
with teurs as he sneczed and sneezed.
The grinning juniors crowded back
from the box. ‘I'hey were beginning to
stieeze, too,

“Atchoo—what a
beastly trick 1”

“1la, ha, ha!” roared Daob Cherry.
“It's a surprise packet, Bunter. Dut I
don't know how a prizewinner would
feel when he gets that.”

“Ha, La, ha!”

The contribution from Dulstrode was
really a clever contrivance, A spring
was arranged inside, something on the
system of & * Jack-in-the-box,” and was
depressed by the lid. When the lid was
removed it sprang up and scattered the
pepper in the face of the person who
opened the box,

* Atchoo! Atchoo!” .

“It’s rather @ mean trick,” said lery
Wharton, “But it’s just like Bulstrode.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Atchoo—atchoo—atchoo! T  shall
never forgive Bulstrode for this beastly
trick, Atchoo—atchoo—atchoo 1"

“Uo and stick your head in a bath
of water,” said Nugent sympathetically.

“The bathfulness would be a wheczy

. good idea,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,
*But the runfulness into anybody in the
passage might lead to ructions.”

* Choo—choo—choo! Ow!"”

Billy Bunter rushed from the study,
sneezing away, and the yells of laughter
followed him,

“It's really a Dbit too rough on
Bunter,” said Harry, wiping the tears
from his eyes. “I'm sorry, but—— Ha,
ha, ha!”

And the chums of the Remove yelled
again.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

A Catching Complaint !
BILLY BUNTER had left his spec-

Atchoo—atchoo—

beastly—atchoo—

tacles in tho study, but his oycs

were too full of wuter for him to

have seen through them cleurly.
anyway. He rushed along the passage in
the divection of the bath-rooms, and
dashed right into a stalwart Sixth
Former who was coming towards him.

It was Wingato, the captain of Grey-
frinrs.  Wingate had scen  Bunter
coming, but he did not step aside, natur-
ally expecting the junior to do so. But
Bunter did not see him, and he rushed
right into him, and clasped him about
the waist to save himself from falling.

“Ow, you fathead!” cexclaimed
DBunter. “What do you want to get in
the way for?”

“You young rascal——"

“Oh, dear, is that you, Wingate?
I'm sorry. I didn't know it was you.
I should never have called you a fat-
head if I thought you could hear me.”

“What have you been doing—"

" Atolhoo—atchoo—atchon |
“Have you got a cold?”
Tue GeM Lisnary.—No. 1,497,

. “I—atchoo—I—I—atchoo—choo—"

“What do you mean by dashing into
me like that ¥

“I dido’t sce you. I really didn't—
choo—choo—atchoo !

Winqlte began to snecze himself.
Bunter's waistcoat and jacket were
thick with cayenne pepper. He had
scattered a considerable amount over
the captain of Greyfriars in the shock
of the collision.

“You young rotter! You're—choo—
choo—atchoo—you're  smothered  in
popfnr-—llchoo—gtchoo—you'ra-—-—"

It wasn't my fault, Wingate. I
didn’t mean to choo—choo—atchoo |”

“ You—you—get out of my sight!”

Billy Bunter was only too glad to
obey. He blundered along the passage,
and Wiu%nto went on his way sneezing

t

and wrathful.
“Ach!  Vat is to matter mit Punter
after?”

It was the voice of Fritz Hoffman.

“Get out of the way!” yelled Billy
Bunter desperately. “Get out—"

“Ach! 1 Fet not out of te vay for
an F.nFl(-en oy tat is in te school
pe om!'" said the German junior., *I
tinkK=—'

“You ass! I—atchoo!”

“Who you call ass, hein?”

Biff I Billy Bunter ran right into the
obstinate German and clasped him
round the neck.

“Now, you asked for it!” growled
Bunter, rubbing his peppery head into
Hoffman’s face. “I hope you like it!"

“Ach! Himmel ! tchoo—atchoo—
atchoo !

“How do you like it?”

“Ach! I vill—atchoo—atchoo 1”

Hoffman reeled against the wall,
sncezing as if his head would come off
and Bullf’ Bunter seuttled off, and
veached the bath-room and shut himeelf
in. To put his burning face under the
tap was the work of a moment. The
gush of cold water relioved him some-
what, but he sncezed and sneeczed.

A minute more and Fritz Hoffman
was hammering at the door.
“Open tat door after ”

* Atchoo—atchoo !” replied Bunter,

“I vill duck you mit yourself in te
path, ain't it. T vill vipe up to floors
mit you, I will pulverise you pefore!”

“Go and cat coke!” yelled Bunter,
safe behind the locked door.

“T vill—="

*“Hallo, Hoffman! Anything wrong?”

The chums of the Remove had fol-
lowed Bunter, thinking he might come
to some harm in his blind carecr, Hoff-
man's hannering at the door drew them
to the spot.

The German glared round.

“Ja! I—atchoo—I have peen made
to snecze mit meinself by tat poy
Punter. have sncezes as if I plow
mein kopf off !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“l vipes up te floors mit Punter
after

“It waen't his fault,” said Harry
Wharton, lnughing.{ “He's had o trick

layed on him. e isn't doing it for
un, you know.”

“I care not.
Punter !”

“That you don't I” said Bob Cherry.
“Bunter's been through it quite enou, K.
without having a fat German on his
neck.”

“Who you call fat Sherman ?”

“You, my pippin "

“I vipes up te floors mit you after I
vipes up te floors mit Punter pefore 1”

“Oh rats!” said Bob Cherry cheer-

I vipes up te floors mit
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fully, “You're not going to wipe up
any floors with Bunter [

‘I vipe up te floors—"

“The wipefulness will be a boot on the
other foot |” said Hurree Singh, shakin
his head. “Our worthy and esteeme
Germanful friend will have the honour-
able march of the frog if he does not
what you eall simmer downfully !”

“You inky peast—"

“ What is tho disputing here "

_ Mr. Quelch was bearing down on the
juniors, and there was a gleam in the
eye of the Remove-master.

“If you please, sir,” said Hurrce
Singh, “we were having the little
argumentfulness, and have terrific re-
gretfulness that it should have disturbed
the serenity of our honoured and
revered instructor sahib.”

The instructor sahib frowned,

“You know you must not dispute in
the passages. Go away at once, all of
.\'hou.!md don't let me hear any more of
this !

“Tho hearfulness of the
sahib is the obeyfulness—"

“You may go!”

And tho juniors went. But it was a
quarter of an hour bofore Billy Bunter
ventured out of the bath-room, and
then he kopt a wary cye open for Frits
Hoffman.

honoured

The Prize List !

“ IRST prize, a splendid pair of
dumb-bells, cost fifteen
lhi"inﬁl—"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What
aro 'To“ mumbling about, Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter looked up and stopped
chewing his pencil for a moment. He
was sitting on a bench under the elms,
with a paper on his knee, and was ovi-
dently in tho throes of some sort of
composition,

“Hallo, Cherry 1"

“What are you muttering about 1"

“I'm making up the prize list for the
fishing competition.”

“Good! How are the prizes goin
on?"” said Bob Cherry with a grin, *
suppose you are going to put Bulstrode's
surprise-packot at the top of the list?”

“I'm not going to do anything of the
sort |

Bob Cherry laughed. It was the dn‘y
after tho pepper incident, and a half-
holiday, and a fine afterncon. Bob
Cherry was dressed with unusual care,
His cap was straight on his curly head
for once, his collar quite clean, and his
necktie ncatly tied.

“Well, let's hear what the prizes are,”
said Bob, “and I'll see if I'll go in for
tho fishing competition,”

“ First prizo, a splendid pair of dumb-.
bells, cost fifteen shillings. Second
prize, a pocket-knife with three blades,

s corkscrew, tin-opener, file, and
scissors.”
“That's worth having,” said Bob

Cherry. "It wouldn't be any good to
nlm. though, as I've got one exactly like
that.”

Billy Bunter coloured a little, for some
reason, and went on hastily :

“Third prize, a magnificent new
cricket bat——"

“That would just suit me, and the
pocket-knife would suit Wharton, He
doesn't want a bat, as he just had a
new one from his uncle.”

“Fourth prize, a ‘Golden Queen’
bicycle lamp, almost now—"

“One like Nugent's, I suppose?”

“Fifth prize, a set of ivory chess,
cltt;vcd in India, beautiful workmans
shi
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“My hat! Has Hurree Singh given
you his chess as a prize—"

“8ixth prize—-~="

“Wait & minute 1” said Bob Cherry
suspiciously. “Where are you getting
all these prizes from 1"

“Oh, they will be contributed 1"

“By whom 1" .

“Oh, various fellows!” said Billy
Bunter cvuiulg.

Bob Cherry's hand dropped heavily on
the Owl’s shoulder.

“Look here, Bunter, whose set of chess
are 0ycm offering as a prize?”

“Oh, of course, they belong to Hurree
Singh "

“Has he given them to you 1”

“Well, not exactly.”

“Whose new bat is it—Wharton's 1

“Well, of course, Wharton wouldn't
be mean about a thing like that—"

“Whose bicycle lamp—Nugent's 1"

“Nugent couldn’t object to making a
contribution to ascheme that will bring
a lot of kudos to the study—"

“And whose wookut-lmifa " howled
Bob Cherry. “Whose pocl:et-knife! you
young brigand? Mine, I suppose |’

“1f ou'ro_Foin to make a Puss about
& pog at-knife, erry—"

“Then it's mine 7"
1f you like to offer it as & prize—*

“But I don't like, you lithering
young ass |”

;' Oh, very well, I will cross that off 1
said Billy Bunter resignedly. “It's a
great ﬁ;ty to have a good Igel spoiled
through a little meanness on the part
of one’s friend, I think.”

Bob Cherry grinned. +

“You'd better cross the rest off,” he
said. “The best thing you ean do with
that prize list is to burn it.”

““Oh, I shall be able to work up the
prizos 1" said Bunter confidently.
‘Even if you fellows are so horribry
mean as to refuse to contribnte a few
things, my postal order will very likely
come in time, and, even if it doesn’t,
there's the entrance fees—*

“Oh, are you going to charge
entrance fees?”

“I didn’t intend to at first, but, upon
the whole, I think it will be im rative,
to cover the expenses of the com-

a“

What expenses will there be?”

“Woll, I shall have to expend a cer-
tain proportion of the entrance fees in

urchasing prizes,” said Bunter. *And
hen there are, of course, my time and
trouble to be paid for.”

“Oh, of course I

“I give the idea itself for nothing,
without making any charge whatever.
But I think ten bob for the trouble of
getting up the competition wouldn't be
out of the way.”

““Not a bit of it. But how many
fellows have entored as yet?"

“Well, as a mattor of fact, no one has
entered yot—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“You needn't snigger,
idea hasn't had time to work yet, I
oxpect a big rush of entrants when I got
the grin list posted up on the notice-

ard,”

“You'd botter put a footnote on it
' Come early to avoid the crush,’” said

b Cherry, grinning. ‘“ Bunter, my
boy, I don't think there will be an
necks broken over it. Hallo, NuFent. {
#eo you've got a new necktie on !

Nugent joined them under the elms.

Ho coloured slightly at Bob Cherry’s
remark.
He certainly had a new necktie on,
and he was wearing his straw hat
instead of a cap, and his clothes were
nicely brushed.

Cherry. The

“ What's the row, Nugent? You look
as neat as a new pin” .

“Well,. you're looking rather tidy
yourself,” “said Nugent, glancing at
Bob. “Your cap is on straight, and
your boots are not muddy,”

“Well, you see—"

Nugent chuckled.

“Bame here. I don't want Hazel-
dene’s sister to see me looking dowdy.”

“That's it. She’ll be here soon.”

“May as well get down to the gates.
Of course, wo don't want to bo too for-
ward about the matter, but there's no
harm in being on the spot to take your
hat off, is there?”

“Not at all. I was just thinking the
same.”

“Come on, then.”

“I say, you fellows—"

But I;ill
the desert air. Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent strolled down to the gates of

eylriars,

“ What do you think about my cap?”
said Bob Cherry. “Think I had better
run in and change it for a straw?”

Nugent hesitated.

‘“Bay what you think, old chap,” sgid
Bob Cherry. “It won't take me many
minutes. Iv was rather doubtful about
it when I put the cap on, only a fellow
feels so much more comfy in a cap.”

“Well, Bob, a straw does look a little
more—more attentive,” said Nugent.
“A fellow looks better raising a straw
than snatching a rag off his head.”

“I think—— Hallo, here's Wharton !
He's got a straw on,"

Harry Wharton joined them. Harry
was always clean and tidf in his person
and his clothes were always in
order; but he also showed a littlo more
unﬁrm'smant on the present occasion.

is collar had evidently just been
taken out of the box, his necktie was
neat and straight.

“I say, Wharton, what do you think
about changing my cap for a straw?”
asked Bob Cherry anxiously. “1I see
you've got yours on.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“You look all right, Bob,”

“A straw would look a little more_as
if we were making a festive occasion
of it,"” Nugent remarked.

“Marjorie Hazeldene wouldn't notice,

expect,” said Harry. *“ Besides, Bob
looks best in & cap.”

“I feel more comfy,” admitted Bob
Cherry. ‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo, look at
Hurree Singh 1"

“My hat!” murmured
“What a giddy toff |”

Hurree iingh was indeed arrayed in
really striking manner. As Bob Cherry
remarked aside:
. “Bolomon in all his glory wasn't in
it with Hurreo Singh just then.”

The nabob's clothes fitted like a glove
all over, his top-hat was Eliltnning in
the sun, but not more brig tly than his
highly polished boots. He had a apot-
less white collar, and a pair of gloves
in his hand. His coat was adorned
with a ‘big rose,
face glowed with pleasant anticipation
as he came up.

“I soo you are waiting at the gateful
entrance for Miss azeldene,” he
romarked. “Do I look nicefully
resplendent, my chums?”

“You do,” said Nugent. “You look
nicefully resplendent and rwtlcndeull
nice. I never saw such a black-and-
white picture before,”

“It shows the re-ﬁ:ctfulnou to the
charming visitor to dressed in the
style of the swellful clegance.”

You take the cnkek Inky, and no
mistake. Here comes Hazeldene |"

Nugent,

y Bunter was left talking to H

The nabob's dusky },
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Hazeldene joined them, He grinned

at the sight of the resplendent nabob,
and nodded to the chums of the
Remove. . .

“I'm expecting my sister any

minute,” he said, stepping out of the
sun into the shadow of the gateway.
;‘ What are all you fellows waiting here
or?"

“Well, we thought we'd get out of
the sun,” said Nugent. “No harm in
just raising a chap's hat as Miss Hazol-
dene comes in, is thare 1

Miss Hazeldene's brother lau hed.

“Not at all. Marjorie will take it as
a compliment. Hallo!
wheels on the road.”

The juniors made a quick forward
movement to meet the coming vehicle
outside the gates, Hazeldene touched
arry Wharton on the arm. Hurry
looked at him, and was surprised to sce
a troubled look on Hazeldene's face.

“Anything the matter 7” he asked.

“No, only—only—""

Hazeldene broke off, the colour deep-
ening his chooks,

“Only what?”

“Only I know it's not necessary to
say it; but—but don't let Marjorie have
a i:int of—of that moneylender business,
you know——"

Harry Wharton coloured,

“You surely don’t think I
allow a word to

) ass my lips in connec-
tion with your
he exclaimeod.

onlings with Isaacs!"
“Don't be ratty.

I "know you
wouldn't, but—" .

“It's all right. I'll be careful, if
that's what you mean,”

“You got me out of a fearful hole.
and I'm grateful. But if a word came
to Marjorie’s earsg—"

“No word will ever come to your
sister’s ears from me."”

“I know I can rely upon you. But—
but there are others.” )

‘“If the other fellows know anything,
they won't breathe a word.”

“There's Bunter.”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.
Harry had made a great sacrifico to
save Hazeldene from the clutcher of
Tkey Isaacs, the moneylender, of Dale,
and he had succeeded in his object;
and the one-time cad of the Remove
had certainly turned over a new leaf.
But, in spite of Harry's efforts to keep
the whole matter a secret, there was not
much doubt that Billy Bunter,
minded everybody's alfairs, had
inkling of the business.

“Then we must see that Bunter does
not talk to your sister,” )

“He is sure to talk to her a bit, ¥
suppose, and that young chatterbox is
always uyinF the wrong thing. Do yon
think it would do any good your speak-

ing to him?”
I will if you like.”

can hear

shonld

who
an

“I don't know,

“I wish you would,” said Hazeldeno
nervously, “He takes more notico of
anything you say than what anybody
olse says. Tell him you'll lick him if
o says a word; ntake him promise to
be careful.” -

“I will if you like.
some effect.”

“Here's Marjorie.”

An open landau had halted in the
road, and a slim, girlish figuro was
step ini out, her sunny, charming face
shaded by a wide hat.

How Dunter’, .
o i bt s o
] ‘s
ml,'u:rn :‘:ul whln:-"’ Look out
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E (Continued from pape 21.)
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tackle Gorden Gay. My helief |
that Mellish would lie low, and snea
quietly out of the dorm after the raiders
were gone,  Then e conld hove got to
the footer ground just about the time
he did.”

S Didn't 1 #ny that Kerr would work
it out?!” chivenped Viggins triumph-
antly,

Kerr dvopped on his Lands and knees
beside Arthur Augnstus’' bed and care:
fully seanned undernesth. He uttered
a sudden trium‘ulmnt cxclamation,

*“Look there!”

All the fellows bert down beside tho
bed and looked, The dormitories at
Bt, Jim's were kept os clesn as new
pins; if the maids had left o speck of
dust under the beds after sweeping, the
House dame would have becn on the
warpath at once.  Dut under IV'Arcy’s
bed (here were several traces of muddy
boots. The *“sign " was slight, but it
was quite enough.

“PThat's o cert!” said Tom Merry
soberly " Bomeone—Mellish or some-
body else—has been here, and has taken
Gussy's banknote. 1t was very likely
Mellish, though we can’t prove it But
whoever it was, it wasn't Goidon Gay.
Tt was n Bt Jiw's chap!”

“Yans, wathah!” )

“Wo ought to bring it home to him
somchow,” said Lowther, )

“Can’t you do some moro thinking,
Korr?" demanded Figgins hopefully.

Korr grinned. ]

“There's ‘only ono way,” he said, “1
don't know that it would answer—but
if Mellish was the chap, we Ianhl’. pin
him down. Let's try, anyway.'

The juninrs deseended to the Fourth
Form passege.  What scheme might bo
in Kerr's activo brain they could not

wess, but they were content to follow
is lead, ofter what he had accom-
lished already. Kerr knocked at the
oor of Mecllish's study and entered,
followed by the erowd of juniors.

Lumley-Lumley, Levison and Mellish,
and Blenkinsop were all there, downg
thoir preparation,

" Hallo ! said
“What's the trouble 1" )

“We've come to sco Mellish,” said
Korr.

“Found that banknote yet?" yawnod
Mellish insolently. “ Did Gordon Gay
own up usbout tnking it before ho
chucked you out ?”

“We've found out for certain that
Cordon Gay didn't take it,” said Tom
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Lumley-Lumley.

Morry. ) :
“Got proof!” asked Mellish with a
snoor,

“Yes, we've got proof,” said Kerr.
"Now we're going o ask you some
questions.” .

“I'm not going to answer them,” said
Mellish, rising lo his feet. “If you
don't get out of my study, I'll call o
profect.” .

“ Lock the door,”, snid Kcerr calmly.

Tom Merry turtied the key in the
lock. Mellish gave o hopeless glanco
towards the door, but escape was im-
possible,

“Wo're going to ask you questions,
Mellish;” said Kerr.  *“Ii you don't
answer them, we shull take it o= a con.
fession. Then you know what you'll

get.”

Mellish backed away in alarm,

“Look here!” he said, in a more
conciliatory tone, “I'm willing to tell
you anything you like, but I've got
nothing to tell.”

“What were yon  doing
D'Arey’s bed, then ! asked Kerr,

Mn!iish almost fell down at
question,

“ l‘)r-D'Arc_\"u bed ! stuttered Melligh,

“Yea

under

tho

“You ean’t prove it !" yelled the ead
of the Fourth. “You're trying to
bounce me.  Yon know I was watch-
ing the footer match.”

“Hand me your
said Kerr.

“My what—what=—="

“Don't deny that- you earry cigar-
ettes about you,” said Kerr. *We all
know it. I'm not u prefect, and you
needn’t mind admitting it to me."

“1 haven't a case!” growled Mellish,
"l’”cnrry a few in my pocket, that’s

cigarctte-case |™

“Exactly !
about you,”

Mellish  fumbled  in his
pockets, and drew out half a

Sive me ell you have

jncket
dozen
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cigarottes, arv possed them over to
Kere. Kerr examined them carefully.

“Wild Columbine!” he enid. * Ex-
actly ! Now look at this” )

Kerr held out a cigarette in  his
right hand, holding Mellish's supply in
his left. He had put his right hand
into his pocket firsl, and there was not
a fellow in the study who did not take
it for granted thut he had taken that
eignrnlm from his pocket,

“ Look at that!"

Mellish looked at it.

“Bume as yours?” said Kerr.

“1  suppose s0,”  said  Mellish,
puzzled.

“Ie admits it, yo fellows.”

“Bupposo 1 do?” howled Mellish,
“It's nothing to do with me if you've
got cigarettes in your pockets the same
us mine, is itt”

“It ien't mine,’”’ said Kerr quietly,
“All the fellows know that 1 don’t
smoke What I want you to explain
is—how. a cigarctto the same make as
yours came to be under D'Arey's bed in
lh(.s. dormitory ';."

“Well ¥ suid Kerr grimly.

“I—l—I— Levizon has the same
kind  of  cigurcties?”  stanmnered
Mellish.

There was o yelp from Levison,

“Don’t try to put it on me, yon
cad! 1 was out all the afternoon, und
you know it!"

“It wae you suggestod lorking with
D'Arcy's  banknote ! NMellish Emvlml
desperately. “It was ouly a lark,
anyway."
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“You admit it?" demanded Kerr.
“It wns only a—a joke,” mumble
Mellish, “You know jolly woll that
I wasn’t guing to keep thoe banknote,
I shouldn’t be idiot enough to keep
o numbered notes=l=I mean, you know
I wouldn't stenl. You all know that.”

“I'm not so sure of that, if vou lad
a chance to do it eafely,” said Korr,
with a eurl of the lip. “It wouldn't
be much rottener than what you have
done. But we admit that we don't
euspect you of stealing it. But you
took it, and we want to know what
you've done with it."”

“It's under the lining of ID'Arcy's
Sunday topper in his hat:-box in his
study,” said Mellish.

Kerr tossed the cigarettes on
table,

“There nre your smokes, you rofter!
Well, you fellows, it's cleared up now.”

“Bai Jove, how jolly lucky the
wottah dwopped a cigawette undah my

when he was there!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus,

“But you didn't tell us you found it
there,” suid Tom Merry, puzzled.

Kerr laughed.

“1 didn't find one there, you see,’
he explained.

“But you said=—""

“I dido't say 1 found it there. 1
asked Mellish how it came to be under
Gussy's bed in the dorm.'” enid Kaorr,
with refreshing coolness; " that's quite
a different thing. As a matter of fuct
it wasn't under Guasy's bed.”

“But you had it in your pocket!"
ejaculated Blake,

“Because 1 happened to  put it
there,'” said Kerr cheorfully, “The
cigarette I showed Mellish was one of
those he handed me, 1 had il in the
palm of my hand when I put my hand
in -mfv pucket,”’

“Oh, Great Beott 1"

“You see, as there wasn't any proot
I had to catch him." snid Kerr. if
hie'd had s hittle more sense, and a little
more nerve | shouldn’t have bowled
him out 8o easily., You don't seem to be
pleased, Mellish,"

Mellish ground his teeth,

“You rotter | You were spouling tne
all the time "

* Exactly i" eaid Kerr coolly, "1 was
spoofing you all the time. Gussy, you
can go and get the banknote out of your
Sunday topper, and before we leave this
study T think we ought to give Mellish

the

u lesson about playing tricks with
money and telling lies about it.”
“Yes, rather.”
Percy Mellish  was  collared and
thrown face downwards across the

study table, and then Lumley-Lumley's
walking cane  was  borrowed. The
juniors wielded the cane in turn, and the
cnd of the Tourth romred undor it, till
Lumley-Lumley obligingly jammed o
duster into his mouth. ~After that he
gurgled and gasped whilo the lashes
descende

“1 wathah think that will do, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus D'Aroy,
“1 suggest o vote of thanks to Kerr for
thinkin' the mattahh out in this weally
nobbay way, and then a visit to the
Cwammah Behool to apologise.”

“Passed  unanimously 1" said Tom
Morry.

THE END,

(Next Wednesday: ‘''THE LAST
LAUGH!" Yon'll find that this lively
story is one long launh.  Don't misa
the Jllll and frolic when the rivals of
St Jim's go on the warputh !)
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