THE LAUGH OF A LIFETIME !'—"EDITOR GRUNDY! "—INSIDE.
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Bang ! Grundy brought his fiat down on the table with a concussion that made the inkpot dance.
I.owghor ne a stream of ink obliterated several of his jokes.
this ! *" roared George Alfred.

CHAPTER 1.
No Admitiance !

"HERE was a large card pinned
upon the outside of 'Tom
Merry's door in the Shell pas-
sage in the School House, Ik

bore an inscription in large capital
letters, daubed in with a large brush,
and a liberal supply of ink. The
supply of ink, indeed, had been so
liberal that a good deal of it had run
down from the letters to the bottom
edge of the ecardboard, giving the
important notice a streaky ap&)cnruuce.
fmrun-—-—tha notice, as well as the

“EDITORIAL OFFICE!

NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT
ON BUBINESS.!”
Which proved to all who were inter-
ested, and to 8t. Jim's generally, that

the staff of “Tom Merry's Weckl
were engaged upon the production of a
new number of that celebrated journal,
It was really high time for a new
number. The journal was, as Monty
Lowther declared, weekly in name, and
weakly in constitution. It only
appearcd on occasions when the numer-
ae Gem Liprary.—No. 1,540.

KNOW IT!

(I -?

¥ You fathead !

ous stalf of ‘editors and sub-editors
were not too busy about crickef, row-
ing, scouting, or ragging.

When Tom Merry, as Lhmf Editor,
made up his mind that another number
was imperatively neecessary, he was
accustomed to round up the staff into
the editorial office, very much as a
cowboy rounds up steers into a corral.
In fact, the Chief Editor had been
seen on one occasion driving his staff
into the office with a ericket stump.

Tom Merry's study was crowded
now. There were ten juniors in the
room, and they were all editors. They
hnd plenty to do.

Tom Merry was busy upon a leading
article.  Monty Lowther was compil-
ing, or perpetrating, his usual column
of comicalities. Manners, also as usual,
was very busy about photography.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the fashion
oditor, was concentrating his mighty
intellect upon the subject of the latest
thing in curly brims for top hate.
Jack Blake was dealing with ericket
in a masterly manner. Herries had a
column on dogs. Robert Arvthur Digby
dealt with pets.

Figging & Co. of the New House
were also there, Figgins was turnin
out & new instalment of his blood-
curdling, Wild West serial. Kerr was

DPITORS

OHHIMML AN J

Wharrer you at 7"
" You're not going to keep my story out of the * Weekly

EDITOR WHO IS THE WORLD'S WORST SPELLER—AND DOESN'T

/7

Thera was a yell from

¢ I'm not standing
] ! mw

engaged on the " History of Scotland.”
Fatty Wynn, who was musical, was
doing an article on the Welsh harp,
which he said would give the paper a
tone,

Ten pens scratched away busily,

There was a pile of manuseript on
the table from outside contributors.
They had to be gone through, and
selected or rejected. The “copy”
also came in useful for providing pen-
wipers.

Naturally, the crowd of editors and
sub-editors did not want to be inter-
rupted in their editorial labours, Hence
the prominent notice on the door,

Fellows who came along to the study
to “jaw * saw the notice and passed

on, ]."hn&e who looked in and
“jawed,”’ in spite of the notice, were
greeted with abusive epithets, or a
cushion, or, in extreme cases, an ink-
pot.

Skimpole had received an inlpot.
He had stepped in with an article

on Determinism, and stepped out again
a little more rapidly, streaming with

ink. He was now very busy in a bath-
room.

The ten pens drove away manfully,
and the latest number of the

" Weekly * grew and grew under the
efforts of the staff. There was silence
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A. GRUNDY,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

in the study, save for the scratching
of pens, and an occasional chuckle
from Monty Lowther, Lowther, like
a true humorist, was greatly tickled
by his own jokes, though common-or-
garden readers had been scen to peruse
them with grave and puzaled faces,

Grundy of the Shell came along the

passage and stopped at fthe door of
Tom Merry's study,  He read the
prominent notice, and snorled. George

Alfred Grundy had a most expressive
snovt.

He turned the handle of the door
and opened it, and stepped into the
study.

Tom Merry looked round, and
pointed with his pen fo the passage.
“pavel 17 he remarked concisely.

M Ive come M

“Dido't you see the notice on the

door "’

“Yos, fathead ™

“No admittance; except on business,
Bunk "'

“Yaas. Clear off. deah boy!” =aid

Avthur Aungustus D'Arey. “You are
intewwuptin’ the editewial labahs, you
know.”

“T'm here on business,” said Grundy,

“Qutside, pleasge!"

“"Look here i

“Only editors and sub-editors ad-
mitted on business,” explained Tom
Merry, “No dogs or ocutsiders ad-
mitted | Good-byel”

Grundy snorted again,

“Youre doing a number
fWeekly," ' he remarked.

“Yes., Sheer off [

“I've got a contribution."

“My hat!”

Tom Merry smiled at the idea of
George Alfred Grundy conlribuling to
the *Weekly.” Grundy had never
struck him as possessing literary tastes.

Grundy was & tremendously  big
fellow with two big fists, and in a
“scrap” he was admilted first-class.
But the things that he couldn't do were
innumerable. He couldn't play cricket,
though he thought he could, He
couldn’t sce that he was an ass, a fact
which was perfectly obvious to every-
body else in the two Houses at Bt
Jim's,

of

the

I R e s

When George Alfred Grondy
finds that his literary ability is
unappreciated by the editorial
staff of ** Tom Merry's Weekly,"
his reply is to run a rival paper.
But the first number is far more
amazing and amusing than Editor
Grundy ever intended !

TR LT TR U

He was a new fellow in the school,
and he had ecome like Cmsar—to come,
to see, and to conguer, That idea,
however, had been somewhat knocked
out of him in the Shell of Bt. Jim's.

Grundy's idea was that he ought to
have & hand in everything that was
going on, and an authoritative hand,
too, He found few fellows to agree
with him on that point. Wilkins and
Gunn, in his own study, agreed with
him—perhaps for the sake of a quiect
life.  Outside his own study it sur-
prised and exasperated Grundy to find
that he was generally sat upon,

Grundy produced a roll of manu-
seript from his pocket. Ib was covered
with very large writing, in sprawling
characters, and in the original ortho-
graphy for which Grundy of the Shell
was distinguished.

“Look at that!” said Grundy.

Tom Merry pointed with his pen to
the pile of manuscript on the corner
of the table.

“Pub ib there ™

“What for?™”

“We're going over the outside con-
tributions later.”

“T want it to go in."”

“That depends on the guality.”

“0h, the quality’s all right!” said
Grundy confidently.

“And upon the amount of space at

Tug Gex Lisnary.—No. 1,540.
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the editor’s disposal, after the regular
contributions have been shoved m,”

* Bosh 1

" Eh ?JJ

Y1 want tnis to go in,” said Grundy.
“I've been looking over an old number
of tho mag. It struck me as being
very weak.”

“¥You checky ass——"

“1 thought it was piflie from start to
finish, to tell wyou the truth,” said
Grundy, “What with Figgins' fat-
headed serial—""

“What ¥ ejaculated Figgins.

“And D'Avey’s silly rot about silly

)

clothes——

“Ba Jove "

“* And Lowther's idiotic chestnuts—"

“You silly ass!” voared Lowther.

“And a silly, piffling leading
article 1" .

“Why, I did the leading article!”
shouted Tom Merry.

“¥es, I thought you did,” assented
CGrundy, “It was rot frgm beginning
to end!f Your spelling is bad, teo.”

“My ,spelling ¥ o )

“Yes. You spelt ‘beginning’ with
a double ‘n.’ "

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Nothing to cackle at, that I can
sce,” said Grundy., “Now I'in going to
tallk to you plainly—"

"VYou're not going to talk at all—
you're going out!”

“] never stand any rot,” pursued
Grundy, unheeding. “1 want my story
to go in. It will save this number
from being as rotten as the last, if
there's one good thing in it. Mine's a
story of the Spanish Civil War. Look
at it1”

“All in good time.”

“Look at it mnow,” said Grundy.
“Run your eye over the first page and
you'll see what a ripping story it is.”

Tom Merry locked round for a
cushion., There wasn’t one within
reach, so he sighed, and took Grundy's
ripping story, aend glanced over the
first page. _ i

Some of the staff glanced aver it, too,
and there was a chuckle in the editarial

office. The story was entitled:
“Under the Spanish Flag,” and it
began :

“The sun had eett, and depe dark-
ness shaddowed the trenches outside
Madrid. A thunderus kannonade
rored, and high in the air saled the
murderus shels, pored out by jigantic
guns. The ground was cuvered with
dead and dying, and the rorve of the
heavy guns mingled with the shreeks of
the woonded, the gropes of the injured,
and the mones of the damidged hoarses,
not to mention the horse cries of the
still and slent forms stretched out
under the wite and goastly lite of the
moon.™

“Ha, ha, hal*

The gravity of the editorial office was
completely gone. The staff of “Tom
Merry’'s Weekly ¥ were doubled up.

Grundy of the Shell glared at them,

“You silly duffers!” he shouted.
“What are you cackling at?  That’s
what I call good, descriptive writing.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh dear!” moaned Tom
“I4's a little too descriptive.
the hoarse cries of silent forms—

“And the light of the moon in the
deep darkness——"

“Go away, Grundy 1"

“"Take i1t away and bury it!”

“] expected something of this sort,”
gaid Grundy bitterly. “It's just the

Tur Gem Lisrary.—Ne. 1,540.

Merry.

You see,
L

same with the cricket—yon heep ont a
good man because of paltry jealousy.
Naw you want to keep my story out of
the * Weekly,” because it would show
up your own roil”

"Ha, ha, hal”

Bang !

Grundy brought his big fist down on
the table with a concussion that made
the inkpot dance. There was a yell
from Lowther as a stream of 1nk
obliterated several of his best jokes at
one fell swoop

“¥You fathead! Wharrer you ati”

“I'm not standing this!¥ roared
Grundy. “And 1 tell you plain g

“Chuck him out!”

*“Give him the ink1*

“Qutside, you fathead I”

“Are you going?®

“No, I'm not going!” bellowed
Gmndg. and his emphatic fist
the table again with a bang. “And I
say—— Leggo! Yaroooh! T'll scalp
you—I'll pulverise you! Oh, my hat!”

The whole editorial staff piled on
Grundy. He was seized on all sides
by indignant editors and sub-editors.
In a wild and whirling crowd, the staff
swooped him through the doorway.

Crash |

Grundy landed in the passage.

“Gimme the ink!” yelled Tom
Merry.

Grundy sat up, blinking. Blake
handed out the ink, and Tom Merry,
with a skilful sweep of the inkpot,
jerked its contents fairly upon
Grundy’a head.

Splash )

“¥oooooop ! Grooocooocogh I

Then the door slammed.

Grundy steggered to his feet, the ink
streaming down his face. He fairly
hurled himself at the study door and
burst inte the study again like a
cyelone.

Bu. the editorial blood was up now,
and the cditors struggled to get at him.
Many hanas grasped him on all sides,
and he was bumped on the floor and
then hurled into the passago again

This time he stayed there.

It was several minutes hbefore he
recovered sufficiently to erawl away ilo
his own study.

In the editorial office there was a
gsound of chuckling, followed by the
scratching of pens. The staff were busy
once more, and the new number was
growing, but in that number there
was not included the rigping literary
effort of George Alfred Grundy.

P ——

CHAPTER 2.
Grundy Means Business !

ILKINS and Gunn smiled.
W They couldn’t help it.
Grundy had hmped back
into his study, and his study-
mates found his appearance irresistible,
His rugged countenance was almast
obliterated by ink, his collar was torn
out, and he was covered with dust.
Grundy was always looking for
trouble, and generally finding it. He
looked now as if he had found trouble
upon an unusually extensive scale.
“Groogh ¥ said Grundy, as he came
in.
“Had an accident " asked Wilkins.
o Gug-gug‘ [ )
“There’s o bath-room in tha next
passage,” hinted Gunn; he certainly
thought that George Alfred Grundy
necded a wash
“What are you at 1"

grinning
demanded Grundy.
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“Grinnirg !
mured Gunn.

“Yes, you were. Why, vou are now,
you silly ass ! 1s there anything funn
in a chap being smothered with in
by a set of cheeky rotters?” roared
Grundy.

“Not at all—ha, hLa, hal—not a hit
of 1. It isn't funny—ha, ha, hal
Lxcuse me,” gurgled Gunn, “but—but
you are rather inky, you know. What's
the litile game? Here, keep off |*

Gunn dodged round the table.

. Grundy glared through the ink and
breathed hard,

“There’s nothing funny in this,” he
panted,

“Of course there isn’t!”’ murmured
Wilkins. *Shut up, Gunny! There's
nothing to cackle at—he, he, hel—
nothing at all.”

“You're cackling yourself I’ howled

Was I grinning 7 mur-

Grundy.

“Was I7” Wilking made a manful
effort and recovered his gravity.
“Ahem! Hum! H'm! What's hap-

pened, old chap?
you know.”

“I'va been to see the silly editors of
that ailly * Weekly,” ” growled Grundy.
"X took them my new story—the one
I showed you. ow, you fellows know
what that story’s like. Why, 'you
gurgling 1diot, what are you cackling at
now 7%

You do lock inky,

“N-nothing. They accepted the
story, of course 7 )
“They refused it. Sheer jealousy I

“1 suppose Lowther didn’t want any-
thing new in his line in the paper,”
said Wilkina soothingly.

“Lowther |” repeated Grundy, “Tt
wouldn't clash with Lowther's stuff,
Lowther's stuff is comic.”

“Yes, that’s what I mean. I—I niean,
of course, you're right!” stammered
Wilkins, “ What reason did they give
for—for refusing that ripping yarn?
Didn't they like the spelling?*

“What's the matter with
spelling 172

“N-nothing, of course.”

“They didn’t give any reason,” said
Grundy. “They simply cackled. Every
fellow I've shown that story to has
cackled. Pm blessed if I know why.
Now, you fellows, I never stand any
rat. I've been kept out of the cricket
because there’s a dead set against me.
I'm not going to be kept out of the
schoel magazine in the same way. I'm
determined on that.”

“But—but if they won't put your
stuff in 24

“The:"ve got to.”

“You're going to wallop the lot of
them 7 asked Wilkins innocently,

“How can I wallop ten chaps at
once?” pgrowled Grandy. “"You'd
hardly believe it, but they actually
chucked me out of the study.”

Wilkins and Gunn could quite believe
it, but they assumed expressions of
sympathetie surprise.

the

“You don't say so,” murmured
Wilkins.

“ Awful cheek ! eaid Gunn.

“But I'm not standing it. I'm

resolved that my story goes into that
number. The proof of the pudding 1s
in the eating, you know. When Tom
Merry sees my story being devoured by
all the readers, and when they ask for
more, ha will understand what he's
{rying to miss. If he really understoad
literary merits I think he’'d have sense
enough to put my work in. He’s bound
to want to buek up the paper, if he
can. He can't like it being such a
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heap of dashed rubbish, I
Well, my story's going in.”

“But—but how 1" stammered Gunn.

“T'm going to put it in.”

“Without the consent of the editor?”

“I ghan't take any notice of the
editor. Mind, I'm not asking to be paid
for this story. I give it gratis. In the
eircumstances, I feel entitled to dis-
regard & silly editor who doesn’t know
a good thing when he sees it!"

“Ye-vs; but how -

“Theras are ways and means,” said
Grundy darkly. “You fellows are going
to help me.”

“0Oh, we'll help!” said Wilkins,
*We'll talk about it over tea—"

“Blow tea! I'm going to get a wash
now. Dut that story’s going in, and
if you fellows can suggest a way I'll be
glad. I can't think of a way at present,
but it's got to he done. You know I
never stand any rot,”

Grundy swung away out of the study,
leaving Wilkins and Gunn grinning at
one another.

How George Alfred was to get his
story into the “ Weekly ™ without the
consent of the editorial staff was a
mystery. But George Alfred had
evidently made up his mind, and G. A.
Crundy was a determined chap.

Grundy tramped away, frowning, to
a bath-room. He mot Levison of the
Fourth in the passage.

Levison had a sheet of manuseript in
his hand, and was on his way to the
aditorial office. He stared at Grundy's
inky face.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Levison.

I

BUPPOSE.

In a moment, Qrundy’s strong grasp was on Levison,
Whack, whack, whack | 1!

stump rose and Tell.

“YWhere that
Grundy "

Grundy, did not reply to he question,
He made a rush at Levison, He was
feeling an  intense desire to wallop
somebody, and Ernest Levison had come
alang in the nick of time, as it were,

“Tera, hold on!” cxelaimed Levison.
“0Oh, my hat!”

He fled along the passage, with
Grundy after him, breathing firo and
slanghter. Levison ran for his life and
reached Tom Merry's study, and tore
open the door and rushed in.

There was a whoop from the editoria]
staff.

“Goet out !

“Rescue ! gasped Levison.

Crrundy rushed in.

“Hallo, Grundy again "

“ICick him out{"

“Yans, wathah!”

Grundy whirled into the passage
faster than he had entered the study.
Two or three editors pursued himn
there, with a ericket-stump, a bat, a
poler and & ruler.

Grunddy fled along the passage,
yelling, and the editors returned, paunt-
ing, to the offlice.

“1 faney we're done with him now "
gasped Tom Merry, “It wouldn't be
all lavender to be wn editor if all con-
tributors wore like that. I've dented
my bat.”

“Ia, ha, hal”

“And I've dented Grundy,” remarked
Blake. “ Levison, there's a passage out-
side. Didn't you sce the notice on the
door ?"

LT ',"':{'-“
i
. il h rJ
L)

did you get face,

il
lﬂl-zvr

y,
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dl{m 1

it
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and the cad of the Fourth was p]nned down to the floor.

Yow-wow-wow ! " roared Levison,

b

“T hadn't time,” cxplained Levison,
“I've brought you a contribution.”

“Put it on the table and bunk.”

“But is it going in1"”

“"That’s got to be scttled. Dut what's
soltled already is, that you're going out.
Will you go on your fect or your neck "

Levison decided to go on his feet.

- —

CHAPTER 3.
No Luck!
o ONE 1"
“ Hurrah 1"
“Bai Jove! We've weally
made & wecord with thia
numbah,” said Arthur Augustus, with
great satisfoction. * We shall be able to
get it down to the pwintah this evenin',
deah boys!"

The editorial staff were feeling
pleased with themsclves, Their literary
work was done, and it only remained to

fill up the vacant spacea in the
jnurrm{ with selections from outside
contributors.

It was decided to cxamine _those

valuable contributions over tea. It was
already late for tea, and the staff were
hungry.

The editoris]l oflice became a study
again, and the juuiors crowded round a
well-spread table.  While they disposed
of poached cggs and tonst and cake they
looked over the contributions, amid a
good deal of laughter. The literary
astandard of tho * Weekly " was high,
end most of the articles and stories and
poems did not come up to 1t

“Tirest ilem—'Ode to s Dying Sky-

% Ill I.LI
"

i

b

Then the
' Btopplt] Owl™
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lark,” by Dibbs of the Fourth,” said
Blako.

“{Tpon the ground 1 sce thee stretehed,
Poor dying lark, no help is nigh!
Alas, alas, alackaday !

A tear of sympathy dims
eyel’ ™

“0Oh, don't!” said Tom Merry.
“Declined with thanks! Fxtra Umlllfs
if Dibbs doesn’t do it any ore.”

“ Hera's Levison’a little bit, By Jove,
this isn't so bad |” said Blake. " Levison
is rather a clever beast, you know.”

“Better look at that carefully,” said
Monty Lowther, “Levison is jolly deep
and there may be more in it than meets
the eye. He's played tricks on us before
with his contributions.”

“Read it out |

Jack Blake proceeded to read it out:

e Tom Merry's Weekly "—
A Reader's Tribute |
**This paper is the pride
Of all 8t. Jim's.
Many rivals have been tried,
Merry beats them to the wide.
Easily he keeps the ficld,
Rivals always have to yield.
Readers fallow Merry meeckly,
Young and old enjoy the “ Weekly.”
In these pages, ever new,
Sparkle wit and wisdom, too.
Always bright and always merry,
Bright as sparkling cham or sherry,
Under Merry’s able lead,
Readers get just what they need.
Best of schoal mags, far or near,
Long may it flourish here.
In its preseni palmy cstate,
MNever may its fame abate.
Give a cheer, then,
it eek]y,"

And its pralises ever speak,
So that it still may prosper,
Still delight us every weck

mine

for the

(L1
:

Tom E-Ier]z & Co. listened in astonish-
ment as Blake read out Levison's poetic
tr%{e to the “ Weﬁkly.” - g
he poelry, perhaps, cou not be
praised very highly, IE:ut the sentiient
was certainiy excellent. It showed an

LT T T A TR R TR A R T TR

| The Man in the Dark!

Who was the mtruder who entered
the Remove dormitory at midnight

intent on kidnapping the Chinese
jumior, Wun Lung? %ﬂml malignant
enmity did he cherich against the boy
from the East) Could it have been
Doctor Sin, the man who poses as
Wun Lung's friend » All Greyfriars
is asking these gquestions, and only
Billy Bunter can supply the answer!
Here's a sto you. won t forgct ina
hun’y—lﬁe rst yarm of a spine-
chilling new series. Read—

¢ THE SINISTER
DOGTOR SIN!”

the grand long tale appearing
in Saturday’s 1ssue of

The MAGNET

On Sale Saturday, August 21st, at all Newsagents 2!

appreciation on the part of Levison
which the editors had never expected
before. .

“What the dickens 1s he buttering us
np for like that?” said Figgins,

uzzled.

“Wathah wocky wverses,” remarked
Arthur Augustus; “and there is one
line without a whyme at all. But cer-
tainly it is vewy flattewin’.”

“Hlessed if T know wheiher we ought
to put it in!” said Tom Merry. “It's
awfully kind of Levison to praise us
like this, but it will look like blowing
our own trumpet to shove it into the
pﬂ-pﬁlﬂ,’

“Well, as he treats us so jolly well, it
would be rather rough to leave it out,”
remarked Blake. “After all, the
‘' Weekly ' is about the best school mag
Foing. It hbeats the BSixth TForm
magazine hollow,”

“"Yaas, wathah!”

“All that Levison says here is true
enough, too,” said Manners, “ He does
lay 1t on rather thick, but it's true
enough, There aren’t many school mags
like our * Weekly.! Only Levison never
scemed to seo it before,™

“ Howevah, it would be only wight to
put it in, Aftah all, it will show some
of the weadahs what is thought of the
papah. Some of them are wathah
ewitical, youn know.’

“Yes, and ‘A Reader's Tribute’
sounds well,” said Tom Merry. “T sup-
poze it had better go in”

“ Hear, heay [

All the editorial staff agreed upon it,
Levison's tribute was duly copied out to
fill half & column in the “ Weekly.”

But the schoolboy editors could not
help  feeling puzzled.  Levison had
generally regarded the “Weekly ” ina
sneering sort of way, and made fun of
the stories, the articles, and the little
jokes.

Tt was quite a right-about-face for the
cad of the Fourth to start praising the
school paper and its editor in this ful-
some menner. Still, as he had come to
have a just appreciation of the
“Weekly ™ at last, it was only fair that
he should be allowed to say so in its
columns,

d
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Short work was made of most of the
manuscripts that remained in the heap.
The copy was fully made up, and finally
wrapped up to be taken to the printer's
in_ Rylcombe,

Mr. Tiper, the printer of the local
paper, had the task of producing the
“Weekly,” which was quite a handzome
production by the time it was turned
out by Mr. Tiper.

“Now, who's going to take it down to
the printers?” asked Tom Merry.

“0Oh, the Chief Editor does that!"
said Blake.

This was agreed by the whole staff.

“PBut there’s still plenty of time for
cricket,” said Tom Ev[er:'y,- “and I'm
jolly well going down to practice. I
think Gussy had better go.”

“Sowwy, deah boy; I'm playin’
ewicket.”

“ As sub-editor, Figgins, I think—"

“Good-bye |’ yawned Figgins, and be
s‘&.rolled out of the study with Kerr and

ynn.

‘Bai Jove, it’s tinie we got down 1o
ewicket, deah hoys!” observed Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. “Pway don't be late
with the copy, Tom Mewwy.”

Blake, Herries, Digbhy, and D’Arey
followed Figgins & Co.

Tom Merry frowned. i

“TLook here, what's the good of being
a blessed editor if you can’t give orders
to your blessed staff ¥ he demanded.
“ Manuners, I think—" i

“¥ou think it’s time I got on with
my films 7" remarked Manners. " So do
I, old chap. See you later.”

MManners sauntered out.

Tom Merry looked at Monty Lowther,
and Monty Lowther ‘looked at Tom
Merry. ‘

“Toss up for it !” suggested Tom,

“My dear chap, I wouldn’s think of
encroaching on your rights as Chief
Editor,” said Lowther aﬂectionatﬁlys o 1
should advise you to go on your bike,
and you'll cateh Tiper before he closes.
Ta-ta I'?

And Lowther departed.

“ Br-r-r-r-r-r 1" said Tom Merry,

He looked out of the window at the
distant cricket field. Then he locked
at the bundle on the table,

The captein of the Shell wanted to
go down to the cricket. But his dut
as Chief Editor appavently includ
gorvices as messengerchoy, and the copy
had to be taken to the printer's. Tom
Merry reflected.

“Dash it all—it’s all right if it gets
there in the morningl TI'll post it,
anyway.”

And Tom Merry hunted through his
study for stamps, and stuck four on the

arcel, and left the study with it under

is arm.

His destination was not Mr. Tiper's
shop in Rylcombe, but the letter-box in
the school hall.

It might lead to the " Weekly"
appearing a day later than had been

anned, but that could not be helped.
Ericke\t came before school mags,
anyway.

Grundy locked out of his study as ne
passed with the copy under his arm.

Grundy's cyes gleamed.

He turned back into the study, and
mot the inquiring glances of Wilkins
and Gunn.

“Come on ! he whispered.

“What’s the game?”

“That ass is going down to Rylcombe
with the copy.”

* Well 1

“We're going to collar him on the
road, and make him put my story in.”

“How on earth will you do that$”

“ RKasy enough. We'll hold his head ini
a ditch ttll he does 1t.”

“QOh crumbs ™
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That extracrdinary method of getting
one's contributions ucct:ll)ted by an editor
seemed to astonish Wilkins and Gunn
But Grundy meant business.

“Come on!” he snapped.
wasting time [*

“Q0h, all right | gasped Wilkina,

Grundy's word was law in Study No.
5. His two loyal followers hurried out
after him, and they rushed downstairs
to gek on the track of Tom Merry.

As they came dacshing into the quad-
rangle they met the captain of the
Shell. There was nothing under his arm
now.

“Hallo [ ejaculated Grundy.

“Hallo I” said Tom Merry in some
BUrprise,

“Aren’t
printer's ¥*

[ No "

“You're

vou going down to the

“Where's the copy, then?”

*T've posted it.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

““What does it matter?' asked Tom
Merry in wonder.

“Posted it 1" mumbled Grundy,
“Posted it, by gum | Oh, you rotterl
Then my contribution—oh, you
bounder |”

“But what—"" Tom DMerry was
beginning, and then it dawned upon
himm, and he burst into a laugh. “Ha,
ha, ha! You cheeky ass! Did you

think you could force me to include
your rubbish——"

“I'm poing to have my story in, vet "
roared Grundy. “If you think you can
keep the only good story out of the
mag., you'ra mistaken, see?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry walked away to
ericket ground, still laughing.

Wilkins and Gunn were grinning, but
they tried to hide their smiles as Grundy
glared at them.

“Done !” growled Grundy.

“Can’t be helped!” murmured
Wilkins, “Wait for the next number,
old chap!”

“Blow the next number! My story's
Eoing into  this number!” growled
irundy. “I tell you I'm not standing
any rot] Look here, you fellows have
been here longer than I have, and I
suppose you know about ih. Do they
have any proofs of thut rot belore 1t's
printed

Wilkins nodded.

“¥es, I believe so.”

¥ 0h " said Grundy, relieved. " That’s
where we come in then. I'll jolly well
show them whether my contribution’s
going to be left out!”

All the editors and econtributors of
“Tom Merry's Weekly " wera keen for
the proofs to arrive; but the fellow who
was keenest was neither an editor nor
a contributor,

Grundy had deep and dark designs
on those proofs. It only remained to
bet seen whether he could carry them
ou L]

the

CHAPTER 4.
Levison’s Little Joke !

1 ERE you are, deah boys!”

It was a very large letter
for Tom Merry, a couple of
days later.

‘Arthur Augustus D'Arcy found it in
the rack when the juniors came out of
their Form-rooms after lessons.

It contained the proofs of the latest
number of “Tom Merry's Weekly,” sent
for correction by Mr. Tiper.

Tom Merry opened the packet on the
table in the hall, and the juniors
gathered round to look at their con-
tributions in print,

| NMAKING SURE OF IT! l

That

1t Hold etill a minute, Bill.
rabbit isn’t dead yet!"
lf-a-crown has been awarded
toHnB. ?Nnt?, 1, Northfield Road,
Stamford Hill, London, N.16.

If “Tom Merry's Weekly ” had justi-
fied its title, and appeared every week,
there would not have been so much
novelty about it; but the intermittent
appearance of the .celebrat_cd journal
prevented the contributors irom grow-
ing “blase,” as the French say. Thete
was still a pleasant interest 1n seeing
their writings reproduced in print.

The work of correcting their proofs
was “whacked out” among the stafl.

Thera had been a disposition to
inelude proof-correcting among the
duties of the Chief Editor. But Tom

Merry had not performed that task to
the general satisfaction. )

Some of Monty Lowther's finest jokes
had suffered from over-correction. In
Figgy's serial, the sentence, “the
greatest chief of modern times,” had
inadvertently been corrected into “the
greatest thief of modern times.”

Such little mistakes on the part of an
amateur proof-reader could not be
helped, but they caused the Editor-in-
chief to be relieved of the duty of
general proof-reader. ;
"“Rai Jove, this weads wippingly
said Arthur Augustus, capturing one
page of the proofs, and glancing over it
with great satisfaction.

L:J

“My leading article?” asked Tom
Merry.

“Wats! No”

“You've got my serial there?” asked
Figgins.

“ (Certainly not, you ass ! .

“0Oh, my comic column?” said
Lowther,

“Wubbish! TI'm weadin' my own
article—"!

“(reat Scott! The fashion columm!
Now, I don’t want to discourage you,
Gussy, but, as a friend, I can’t help
mentioning that that column is utter
rot 1”

“I wegard my fashion column as vewy
neahly the best thing in the papah,
Lowthah.”

“Great Scott!” suddenly ejaculated
Talbat of the Shell.

“Hallo! What's the matter?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” Talbot was reading
over Levison's poem, which filled half a
colunin in print. “Oh, my hat [”

Tom Merry logked puzzled.

“(0h, that's Levison’s!” he said. “A
tribute from a reader, you know. It's
laid on rather thick, but I suppose he
means well.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“] don’t quite sec where the cackle

1

comes in,” said Tom, in perplexity, “It
isn't much of a poem, but the senti-
ment's all right. It's perfectly true
what Levison says, you know,”

“Js it 1" chuckled Talbot. “Have you
read all that he says?”

*“Yes, of courke !”

“Then, you admit it7”

“Ih, what?”

“That you are a burbling ass,”
chuckled Talbot.

Tom Merry locked astonished.

“ Levison doean’t say that,” he said.
“His poem is simply praise for the
* Weekly,” rather fulsome, perhaps—"

“You haven't seen it all,” grinned
Talbot. “Perhaps you didn’t notice it
in handwriting. It's plainer in print.
Look at it [*

Tom Merry took the sheet, and read
over Levison's poem—that appreeiative
production beginning, “This paper is
the pride,” ete.

Tom read the poem through, and then
looked at Talbot.

“Blessed if Y see it! Suppose you
explain instead of cackling, old chap. I

asked

' don’t see’ any harm in this.”

“ Kver
Talbot.

“ Acrosties?” repeated Tom, with a
start.

“Read the initials of the lines down-
wards—the first letter in every line,”
said Talbot, laughing.

Tom Merry, his brows contracting,
looked at the poem again. He read thae
first letters of the lines downward.
They ran:

“TOMMERRYISABURBLINGASS.”

It was easy enough to separafe these
lotters into words once Tom Merry's
attention had been directed to the
acrostic.

Aé‘éI'E)M MERRY I3 A BURBLING

Tom flushed crimson.

There was a shout of laughter from
the rest of the staff, as they all read
over Levison's precious acrostic. The
poetic Battery of the “Weekly ¥ was
explained mnow. Levison had been
liberal with “soft soap” in order to
introduce his acrostic unsuspected into
the columns of the “Weekly.”

Once the production had been safely
printed, Levison, of course, intended to
draw general attention to it, and Tom
Merry knew full well what a yell of
laughter would have greeted it, and the
fact that the Editor-in-chief had
“written himself down an ass” in this
way.

“The rotter I” exclaimed Tom wrath-
fully. “I call that a mean trick I

“Ha, ha, ha [

“Vewy twue, though” chuckled
Arthur Augustus. “An editah who ias
taken in by a twick like that must be a
burblin’ ass, you know.”

“Levison's hit the nail on the head,”
said Blake heartily. “Are you leaving
the poem in, Tommy 7

“Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry angrily scored out the
poem with his blue pencil. But for
Talbot having spotted it, that acrostio
would undoubtedly have been printed in
the finished number of the “Weekly,”
and fifty copies would have been spread
over St. Jim's—and cerfainly Tom
Merry would never have heard the end
of it.

TFortunately, Levison's little joke had
not got any further than the proofs, and
it was nipped in the bud.

“Much obliged, Talbot!” said Tem,
“Blessed if I noticed it, and I ought to
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heard of acrostics?
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have been on my guard, too—Levison
hay tricd lo play tricks like that before.
It’s a rolten trick—"

*Ila, ha, ha ®

“And we're jolly well going to show
Levison that he can’t guy the * Weekly ’
in this way |” excluimed Tom Merry,

“Yaas, wathah] I wegard it as a
feahful checls [?

" Here he cames P grinned Dighy,

Levison hind just lieard of the proofs,
and lio was coming along to see them,
ke came up with a smile on his face.

“Let’'s see the proofs,” he remarked.
“Hallo! What have you been scoring
out my pocm for?"

“Beeause we've found you ant, vou
rotter 12 said Tom Merry., “Collar
him |?

" Hero, leggo——"

“Three bumps—hard !”

“I—1 say, it was only a joke, you

know!1” gasped Levison, struggling in
the editorial grasp. “Only an
acrostic—"

“Well, this is only a joke, too |"

Bum

“Yow! Help!™

“Simply humerous, you know, like
your acrostic,” said Monty Lowther.

Bump |

“Oh, my hat! Leggo!”

“0Oh, you can take a joke, as well
as make one, can't you!” said Lowther.

Bump !

** Yooooooooooa 1"

Levison rolled on the floor, gasping

:for breath, and feeling considerably
wrk.
“Give him ancther!” said Blake.

“He's so funny, and so fond of jokes!”

Levison leaped to his feet and fled.
He did not want any more of these
little jokes.

CHAPTER 5.
Black Ingratitude !
THERE was silence in Grundy’s

study. Grundy was sprawling

in the armchair, with his big

hands thrust deep into his
pockets, and a wrinkle of deep thought
on his brow.

Wilkins and Gunn watched him in
silence. They did not venture to inter-
rupt the workings of George Alfred’s
mighty brain.

Grundy was thinking !

It was an unaccustomed exercise far
Grundy, and it did not seem to agree
with him.

Wilkins, who had ventured wvpon a
harmless remark concerning tea-time,
had been snapped at quite ferociously,
and since then he had held his peace.

Wilkins and Gunn waited for the
great Grundy to pet done with his
thinking ; but  Grundy's thoughts
séemed to hold him, and to banish all
mere considerations of tea-time.

Grundy was thinking of “Tom
Merry's: Weekly ¥ and his determina-
tion that his great story should appear
in the columns, The proofs wers in
Tom Merry’s study at that moment—
but g0 were the Terrible Three.

How was he to get at the proofs, and
compel the editor to introduce his story
there, and let it appear in that number?
It was a knotty problem. G. A. Grundy
never acknowledged defeat. But he
had to admit that he had set himself an
exceedingly difficult task.

If it had been merely a personal
matter, Grundy might have given it up.
But he was really public-spirited. He
fclt that the school magazime ought to
have at least one really good thing in
it. He felt that the fitness of things
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required that the one really valuable
contribution should not be lelt out.

Then thera were the readers to be
considered. How pleased they would be
to find a really ripping story among so
much rot—like a smiling casis amid the
arid desert |

For these public-spirited reasons,
more than for really personal ocnes,
George Alfred Grundy was determined
not to be beaten. He knew what he
was going to do. But he had te admit
that he did not guite see how it was to
bo done.

ITis great sysiem of “walloping ™
fellows who did not agree with him gid
not seemm much use at the present
juneture. Iven the big-hearted and
muscular George Alfred could not
wallop a whole staff of editors and sub-
editora,

Hence the deep think that was keep-
ing G. A. Grundy with wrinkled brows
in the armchair, and Wilkins and Gunn
waiting dolefully for their tea.

The door opened and Levison came
in. The cad of the TFourth came in
limping. He had not yet gquite re-
covered from the somewhat heavy
punishment he had received at the
hands of the * Weekly ¥ staff.

Grundy did not move or look at him.
His mental processes were not to be
interrupted by a mere Fourth Former.

Levison stared at him and spoke:

“1 say, Grundy—"

Then Grundy moved. He jerked his
thumb towards the door.

" Get out }”

i B.ui 13

“I'm thinking 1™

Levison was inclined to ask “What
with 7" but he restrained himself. Heo
had not come there to sample Grundy’s
powerful punch.

“1 can give you & iip, Grundy, old
man,” mis Levison. “It's up against
those cheeky rotters, you knew.”

“When I want tips from a Fourih
Form fag, I won't forget to meniion
it 1” said Grundy, with heavy sarcasm.

“Look here, you want your rot—I—I
mean, your splendid story—to go into
the * Weekly,” ” urged Levison.

“How do you know anything about
it 9" .

“It's a standing joke in the House,"”
Levison grinned.

“QOh, is it1” growled Grundy. “If
you've come here to ask for a thick ear,
Levison, you've dropped in at the right

lace.”

“I've come to make a suggestion,”
salid Levison pacifically, " ¥You want
that story to go in, don’t you?”

“It's going inl" said Grundy
positively.

“Tom Merry won't put it in, you
know.”

“I shall deeline to take any notice of
Tom Merry in the matter " said the
Shell fellow loftily.

“Have you thought of a dodpge of
getting it in, then?” )

“Well, I was thinking of catching
Tom Merry on the way to the printer’s,
and making him put it in” said
Grundy thoughtfully, “1I could hold his
head in the ditch——"

“Then he'd write to the printer, or
call again and make him take it out.”

“I suppose he would,” admitted
Grundy; "that's the difficulty. When
a fallow’s jealous of a chap whe can
write, he’d do anything.”

“Ahem!| Exactly. Well, I know how
you can gebt it in, and those rokters
won’t know till it’s appeared in print,”
said Levison. “They’ll find it in the
* Weekly ’ when the printer sends it
home, that's all.”

“Go on,” said Grundy graciously.
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If Levison had a really valuable sug-
gestion to make, the great Grundy was
willing to give him a hearing.

“1 say, let’s talk it over while we
have teal” exclaimed Wilkins, as if
struck by a sudden bright idea.

“Bather teal” said Grundy. “TFor
woodness' sake don’t keep on inter-
rupting, Wilkins! I never knew such
a chap as you for talking! Get your
tea if you want to, but don't jaw,
there’s a good fellow 7

Wilkins made a grimace., e would
have been quite willing to get the tea
whila Grundy was doing his thinking,
but it was, unfortunately, necessary for
Grundy to “stand * the tea, Wilkins and
Gunn being stony.

But it was evidently useless to talk to
Grundy just then about standing tea.
Grundy’s mind was fixed upon matters
more important than tea,

“Go it, Levison |” said Grundy. “If
you've got a suggestion to mak

“My idea is to get hold of the proofs
after they've left Tom Merry’s hands,”
said Levison, “Then you can put in
what you like, you know, and he won't
be any the wiser till the paper comes
home from the printer’s.”

Grundy snorted.

“Can’t be did! The beast doesn't
take the proofs down to the printer’s;
he puts them in the school letter-box
for the postman. I'd have mnobbled
them the last time but for that. When
they’re sent by post I can’t get at them.
And he's sure to send the proofs back
by post.”

«“ All the better,” said Levison.

“71 don't see it.”

“Well, T do. Keep an eye on him,
and watch him pest the letter with the
proofs in it. Then I'll get hold of it.”

“How on earth can you get hold of
a letter when it's been put into the
box 7 demanded Grundy, in astonish-
ment.

“ Letters can be fished out.”

“What 1"

“Fished out of the letter-box, you
know.”

“Why, you silly rotter!” roared
Grundy. *“Is that your rotten ideatf
You'va come to me to propose robbing
a letter-box ! My hat !”

Grundy jumped up, and Levison
dodged round the table just In time.

“Iold onl|” he roared. * Wharrer
you at?¥

“Lemme get at you! Why, a chap
ecun be sent to prison for robbing a

letter-box, you silly fathead! TI'I jolly
well—*

Levison scuttled round the table
again. Wilkins and Gunn locked on,

grinninﬁ. Levison’s rascally proposition
deserved some punizshment, and it looked
a3 if he were going to get it.

“Hald on 1” shrieked Levison, in great
alarm. “I—I really didn’t mean that,
you know. I—1 was only putting a case,

13
“You sneaking cad

“I’'s quite apother idea I meant ™
gasped Levison.

Grundy paused.

“Well, what's the other idea, you
rotter ¥
Levison panted for breath. Tt had

been a hot chase round the table for a
couple of minutes.

“T'he—the other idea—ahem——"

Levison racked his brain. As a
matter of fact, he had no other idea.
He had not suppozed for a moment
that Grundy wounld object to his precious
scheme of robbing the letter-box.

Levison was noit particular himself,
and he never gave any other fellow the
credit for being particular. When a
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fellow scemed to be particular, Leviszon
charitably set it down to humbug.

“Well 1 roared Grundy.

“Ymkﬂmus%~—”

“No, I don’t see! You're trying lo
make up a whopper,” said Grundy,
“¥ou haven't any other idea, only steal-
ing a letter out of a letter-box! ¥You
might be put in prisen for it, you young
idipl’.i” N

“And I'll show you what I think of
your precious idea!” said Grundy,
“Gimme that ericket stump, Gunn!”

“Here you are ! chuckled Gunn.

" Look here—" roared Levison.

He bolted round the table again, with
Grundy after him, flourishing the cricket
stum)i}. .

Wilkins put ont a foot, and Levison
rolled on the carpet. Grundy's strong
grasp was on him the next moment, and
Levison ‘was pinned on the floor, face
downwards, and the stump rose and fell.

Whaclk, whack, whack 1

Levison yelled with anguish.

Levison never expected gratitude; he
did not believe in gratitude, but never
had he looked for such black ingratitude
as this.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-wow-wow | Stoppit I

“Now, out you go "

Grundy's heavy boot helped Levison
into the passage. The black sheep of
the Fourth shook his fist at the burly
Shell fellow, and fled as Grundy made
a movement with the stump. ;

Grundy went back into the study.

“What a rotter that fellow is!"” he
remarked. “I think I've given him a
lesson! I say, I'm hungry!”

“Bo am II" said Wilkins, with deep
feeling.

“Well, why the dickens don’t you get

"\ll

There's nothing in the cup-

o !

“Why the dickens conldn’t you say
so before 7” said Grundy crossly.

“Why, vou wouldn't let me spenk a
word ¥ said Wilkins  indignantly.
“You——"

“0h, don’t jaw! You are such a chap
for jawing, Wilkins! ¥You'd jaw the
hind leg off a mule! You get the kettle
on while I do some shopping.”

“Right-ho | But I—"

“Now you're starting agein! You go
on like a wireless set ! I'm off [¥

Grundy went shopping, and Wilkins
continued his remarks to Gunn—
remarks that were mot at .all compli-
mentary ta George Alfred. But when
George Alfred returned, laden with
tuck for the festive board, Wilkins was
all smiles again, and peace and concord
reigned in {Erundy's study.

Grundy still looked very thoughtful.
But perhaps tea and toast, and shrimps
and bloater-paste, and jam and jelly,
assisted his somewhat &law mental
operations. For suddenly he burst into
a chuckle.

“I've got it !”

Wilkins gave a nod.

“Yos; pass it along when you've done
with it!" he said,

* Eh—what ?”

“The jam.”

“I] wasn't talking about jam1”
growled Grundy. “1've pgot the idea—
the giddy wheeze! I'm going to dish
them !”

“Well, pass the jam, all the same I®

“Hang the jam! Blow the jam!
Bother the jam !” howled Grundy, “Is
this a time to think of jam? Tallk about
Napoleon fiddling while Rome was
burning 1™

“Ha, ha, hat"

¥ What are you cackling at now ?”

fi He wasa bhottom again in fire-
drill yesterday ! ™

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to J. Qendars, 5, Railway Cottages,
Amington, Tamworth.

( Talin diclionary.
I THE DUNCE! |

“Was it Napoleon? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Wellington, then,”  said
Grundy, whose historical attainments
were not very extensive. “I tell you
I've got it. We're going to dish those
rotters; you fellows are going to help.
It will be necessary to be awfully deep,
but you chaps know how decp 1 am.
Now I will tell you.”

And Grundy proceeded to tell them,
and Wilking hung on his words; not so
much because he was deeply interested
in the great scheme as because Grundy
evidently did not intend to pass the jam
until he had finished.

e

CHAPTER 6.
A Great Scheme !

& HAT job's jobbed!” remarked
Tom Merry.
The Terrible Three had

finished at last.

Proofs had been brought in from
various quarters, and Tom Merry had
put them together, and the three Shell
fellows had finished making their own
improvements and corrections.

“Tom Merry’s Weekly ¥ was ready to
be sent to the printer’s, but 1t was too
late to think of taking it down per-
sonally; the gates were locked. DBut
there was plenty of time to catch the
]asiﬁcollection from the box in the school
wall.

It had really been hard work; the
life of a literary man is not all lavender,
as Monty Lowther had remarked. But
it was done at last.

Tom Merry proceeded to fasten up
the bundle of proofs in a sheet of brown
paper and tie it with string. It was
sinall cnough to be slipped into the
letter-box, and Tom Merry weighed it
carefully i his hand, to guess how many
stamps it would require.

There was o tap at the door, and
Crundy looked in,

His eyes ‘rested on the little brown-
paper parcel on the table for a moment.
The Terrible Three glared at him.
They had had quite enough frouble with
that exceedingly determined contributor.

* Look here——" began Tom Merry.

“Lend me a dick, will you?” said
Grundy affably.

“0Oh, you want a dictionary?”

“Certainly 1”

“1 thought you wanted a thick ear!”
said Tom Merry politely. * Here's the
dick.”

“Thanls !

Grundy departed with Tom, Merry's

0
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sul down to their preparation. :
Grundy returned to his stady, grin-

ning. lle tossed the dictionary on thoe
Lichle,

“Whut on earth’s that for?" asked
Wilkins, “I've got a Latin dick here,

if you want one.”

“T don't want ene, fathead!™

“Then what (he dickens "

“MThat’s the schewne”

¥ 0h, the scheme is (o borrow a Latin
dictionary,” said Wilkins mystified. *1
don’t quite see i

“You wouldn’t ! eaid Cirandy wither-
ingly, I had to see if they'd finished
the proofs, so I'dropped in lo borrow a
dick—see now 1

“Oh 1

“They've got  the proofs  there,
wrapped up all ready to post,” said
Girundy. “Tam Merry lLad just ad-
dressed it to Tiper. They're going lo
post it. This is where we come 1. ['ve
got my copy all ready. It won't take
me long to shove it in when 1 ecan get
at the proofs. Those three bounders
have got to be got away from Lheir
sty for aboul ten minutes”

“1lowi"

(M, of conrse, I've gt to do all the
thinking 1" snorted Grundy., *I'm used
fo that. But I've got it all eut and
dried.  You're going to have a light
with Talbot.”

“Wha-a-at 1"

“They're  awfully chummy  with
Talbot, and when they hear he's in a
fight, thex'll rush along at once, won't
they "

“ I—I euppose ghey will 1" stammered
Wilkins in (J“SII:R.\'. “ But—but—"

“Talbot’s in the Common-room, You
pick a row with him, and then Cunn
cotnes Tunning up te tell those chaps.
You soe, Tom Merry would want to he
his second.  They'll be off like o -shot.
They won't stop to think about their
silly “ Woeekly ' when there's a fight on.”

“No; but—"

“ As soon as they're gone I'll nip into
the study and open the packet., T'il
shove 1 my copy, [I'll take out Tom
Merey's leading  article and Figging'
serinl to make room for it, and fusten ib
up agein. When they come back they'll
find it just as they left it.”

“That’s all right; but——"

“Don't you think it would work like
a charm?”

“Yes; but—"

“(ireat Scolt, you're as full of * buts’
as a goat!” exclaimed Crundy, ex-
asperated,  “There's no time fo jaw;
while you're jawing they may go and
post the letter.”

“I know; but——"

“They're doing their prep now, I
think, but they may go and post it to
make sure of the collection, Cet =
move on!”

“ But -

“Don't you know any other word but
“but '?" shricked Grundy. “Wlhat are
you wasting time for?”

“I'm jolly well not, going to fight
Talbot 1 snorted Wilkins, getting it out
st last. “I liaven't any row with Talbot.
I like Talbot.”

“That’s only & detail. You can fight
a chap as well as like him, I su pose.
I like most of the fellows I've fought
with. _ Besides, you can shake hands
with him afterwards, can't yout”

“Yes, but——"

“More blessed ‘buts'! OF all the
idiots—"

“He'll lick me!™ shrieked Wilkina.
"He's too tough for me. TI’ll fight
Levison or Mellish, if you like.”

“That wouldn’t do. Tom Merry
wouldn’t budge an inch if you were
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fighting Levison, Talbot's

But his
chum—szee 77

“Well, I've got a better idea. You
go and fight Talbet, and T'Il nip into
the study and sce about the * Weekly.' ™

“I eouldn’t trust you with my copy;
you'd maoke a bungle of it. Besides,
why shouldn’t you fight Talbot? Are
you afraid of getting hurt?”

“Well, do you think I want ta be
hurt, you blithering cuckoa "

:‘If you're funking—"

‘It isn’t funking, I suppose, not to
want to fight a chap I like for the
special purposs of getting my noze
baslied in, you silly ass!”

. “It's the only way. But if you funk
it, Gunn can take it on.”

“Wilking could do it hetter than I
could,” said Gunn anxiously. “Wilkins
15 a better boxer.”

“I'm not!” growled Wilkins.

“Well, you always said you were.
You have said so lots of times.”

“Well, you never admitted it before.”

“I admit it now,” said Gunn hastily.
“You're better—much better—far and
away better.”

Look here——"

"¥ou'ro wasting time, Wilkins, I
should think you might do a little thing
like that for a pal,” said Grundy. I
know jo]I}r well that if you don't back
me up, I'm mot going to have you in
my study,”

“Your study | Why, it was my study
before you came to St Jim's " yelled
Wilkins. *“And I jolly well wish you'd
stayed at Redclyffe.”

Grundy pushed back his cuffs in a
businesslike manner.

Wilkina eyed him uneasily.

“What are you up to?” he demanded.

“I'm going fo ﬁggt you,” suid Grundy
calmly.

“You—you—you're going to fight
me |" stuttered Wilkins, backing away
round the study table.

“¥Yes; coma on "

“B-b-but what {-f-for "

“Because you won't back me up, If
you're going to muck up my scheme for
dishing those rotters, you're going to

fight me. Put up your paws ("
“I—I—1 say, 'I—I'll fight Talbot if
you like!” stammered Wilkins.

suppose I may as well fight him ag
you. But I think you're a silly idiot I

“Well, get a move on, then. He's in
the Common-room,”

“Look here, how can I march into the
Common-reom and begin fighting with
a chap I'm on good terms with ? %t isn't
reasonable.”

“That’s all right. Call him names.”

“Eh??

“Then he'll fight you fast enough.
Tell him he's a slacker.”

“But he isnt a slacker. Besides,”
added Wilkins, “I don’'t approve of
telling crams any more than you do.”

“Tell him you don’t like the way he
does his hair, then!” howled Grundy,
“Tell him any old thing, and hit him
in tl,':e eye. Then he’s bound to fight

ou.

“Oh crumbs ™

“I'll come and pick up the pieces,
old chap I” seid Gunn comfortingly.

" Far goodness' sake, get o move on,”
said Grundy. “Here, I'll come to the
Common-room with you, and start you
fighting, I can sce I’ve got to manage

e‘-‘erlything, 1 wonder how this study
would get on without me?”
“A jolly gaod deal better, I think !*

growled Wilkina,

*Are you coming 77

“Oh, yes; I'm eoming 17

Wilkins sulkily followed Grundy from
the study, and the sympathetic’ Gunn
brought up the rear. Wilkins was hot
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in the slightest degree enthusiastie, but
the determined and  heavy-handed
George Alfred had his way,

George Alfred was generally admired
and esteemed by his study-mates, but at
that moment Wilkins would not have
wept if QGeorge Alfred had been
“humped off.”

While the Terrible Three, unsuspicious
of Grundy’s scheme, were warking away
at their prepavation in their study,
Grundy & Co. proceeded to the Common-
roorn.

Talbot was there, talking ericket with
Kangaroo and Clifton Dane. i

Grundy marched the reluctant Wilkins
up to him.

“Here, Talbot £

“Hallo!” said Talbot.

“Wilkins has got a bone to pick with

ou.™

Talbot looked at Wilkins in surprise.

“Anything the matter?” he asked
good-naturedly.

“Nol!” mumbled Wilkins, “I—I
mean yes—ow !” he added, as Grundy
stamped on his foot.

“Well, what iz it?"”

“I—=I don’t know |
a slacker I’

“What 1>

“I—I—I'm going to fight you !" stam-
mered Wilkins.

“What the dickens are Tou going to
fight me for?” asked Talbot, in sur-
prise.

“Because—because—'

“Hit him in the eye, you idiot!”
whispered Grundy fiercely,

He gave the unhappy Wilkins a shove,
which sent him staggering fairly upon
Talbot,

Wilkins, feeling that he was in for if,
hit out blindly, and caught Talbot’s nose
with his knuckles,

Talbot uttered a sharp exclamation:
the blow was unconsciously hard, and
his nose spurted red. He promptly hit
out in return, and Wilkins gave a yell.

“Go 111" roared Grundy.

“Pile in " encouraged Gunn.

‘“Hallo! What's the row?”
Blake.

“PBai Jove! What's the mattah?"

“Make a ring!"” shouted Grundy.
“Wilkins is going to have it out with
Talbot. Cut off, Gunny!” he added,
in_a whisper.

Gunn cut off. In the midst of a sur-
prised circle of juniors, Wilkins and
Talbot were fighting at last,

I—I mean, you're

asked

CHAPTER 1.
Quite a Success!

OM MERRY jumped as his study
door was burst open, and Gunn's
excited face looked in.

“You're wanted!” pasped
Gunn.
“What on earth’s the matter 2"

“Talbot's in a fight, and you're to be
his second,’” said Gunn.

“Palbot! Who on earth 13 Talbot
fiehting with?"” asked Tom Merry, in
surprise.

Talbot was one of the most peaceable
fellows in the School House, as well as
one of the most tremendous fighting
men.,

“Wilkina! I'm hacking up Wilkins !
You'd bhetter go and back up Talbot |
IIu's getting it awfolly hob 17

Gunn  dashed of  without another
ward. The Terrible Three wore afler
him in & twinkling. Preparation was
forgotten, Talbot was thair best chum,
and if he was in o fight, naturally they
wanted to be on the spob at once.

Gunn and Tom Merry, Manners and
Towther vanished downstairs at top
speed, They had barely vanished when
Grundy came along the passage.
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Grundy was grinning.

His little scheme was working like
magic—with painful and deplorable
results to his unfortunate chum Wilkins.

Grundy whipped into the study and
closed the door.

To untie the brown-paper parcel and
open the proofs was the work of a
few seconda.

With a ruthless hand Grundy con-
fiscated Tom Merry's leading article,
Monty Lowther’'s comic column, and
Figgins' thrilling serial.

e erumpled up the sheets and shoved
them hastily into his pocket, to be
destroyed later.

Then he produced the valuable copy
of his story and introduced it into the
vacant place,

With great care he pinned the
written sheets amorg the printed ones.
There was nothing to excite Mr. Tiper's
suspicious when he received the proofs.

Tho schoolboy editors frequently
indulged in second thoughts, which are
proverbially the best, and introduced
improvements in the proofs, sometimes
to the extent of two or three pages.

Perhaps Grundy’s remarkable ortho-
graphy might make the printers smile.
But when Mr. Tiper received the proofs
back he would proceed to print the
“Weekly ¥ as he received it; there was
no doubt about that.

Grundy was really being very deep.

The change in the proofs effected, he
retied the packet, taking great care
to give it exactly the same appearance
as beforo,

In ten minutes it was done, and the
packet, addressed to Mr. Tiper, at the
office of the “Rylcombe Times,” lay on
the tahble, showing no sign whatever
that it had been interfered with.

Grundy chuckled and tiptoed out of
the study.

The passage was deserted. All the
fellows had rushed downstairs at the
news of the fight, and the Common-
room was crowded.

“Done  in the eye!” murmured
Grundy. *“Now they can post it as
soon as they like, the rotters! This
will be a real treat for the readers when
they get the * Weekly.” I dare say Tom
Merry will realise that he can't afford
to leave out a contributor like me when
lie sees the receplion my story will get.
By Jove! I wonder how old Wilkins is
getting on™

Grundy strolled away to the Common-
room to sce how old Wilkins was
getting on. To judge by his looks when
Grundy arrived, old Wilking was
getling on badly.

Old Wilkins lay on
Blake was eounting:

“One, two, three, four, five—"

“(iot a move on, Wilkins, old man "
said Gruandy

Wilkins groaned.

“Owl Yow! I'm done!”

“(h, you've got anolher round left
in youl!” said Grundy encouragingly.
“Never say die, you know [

Talbot smiled. His nose was a little
swollen, but otherwise he showed few
signs of thoe combat. But Wilkins
showed many.

“Hix, seven, eight, nine
IBlake's voioo,

“Buck up, Wilkina 1"

“Play up, old man ["

“ira-googh 1 wae
roply.

Out ! osaid DBlake. ] o

Gunn picked  up  his  principal.
Wilkins was helped to a chair, and he
sat, and blinked, and gasped. He

the floor and

]”

wont on

Wilking’  only
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could only blink with one eyve. The
other was closed. With his one avail-
able eve he blinked reproach at Gruady,

“Look at me " he gasped.

*Well, you do look a picture!” said
Grundy.

“You chump 1 You blessed idiol—you
fatheaded rotter—ow "

Talbot quietly put on his jacket.

The fight had, fortunately, passed off
without any inquisitive prefect looking
into the Commen-room, or there might
have been trouble for all concerncd.

“Now, what was it all about?” asked
Tom Mecrry.

Talbot shook his head.

“Dou’t ask me | I haven't the faintest
idea.”

“But you know what you've been

e

B

fighting  Wilkins  for?"” exclaimed

Manners.

“0Oh yes; because he. punched my
nose |” said Talbot, laughing. “But I
don't know why he did it, unless he's
gone off his rocker!”

“What did you fight Talbot for,
Wilkius 2"

" Yow [h

“What do you mean by it, you fat-
head 7"

“Wow I”

“You jolly well deserved a good lick-
ing, you thumping ass I” exclaiined Tom
Merry indignantly.

* Woooooop "

“Bai Jove, and the silly duffah’s got
ik 1" said Arthur Augustus D'Arey, 1

I

' Qrundy’s contributed to the * Weekly,’
took up a handful of burnt ashes and lathersd them over Qrundy’s perapiring face.

wegard vou as a wank wottaly, Wilkins,
deah boy.”

“ Groooooch

Grundy and Gunn helped the unfor-
tunate Wilkins away. They took him
to a bath-room and bathed his eye and
his nose for him. Then they helped
him to the study, and he collapsed into
the armchair and groaned deeply.

Wilkins felt as if he had been fight-
ing Tommy Farr.

“Buck up, old chap!” said Grundy
comfortingly. *“It's gone off rippingly.
I've dished them a treat.”

Wilkins groaned.

“They can't possibly smell a rat, and
my ripping story will come out in the
* Weelkly,” vou know.”

Groan |

12

I

soon looking like a chimney sweep!

“It was worth petting a tap or two
on the chivvy, wasn't it1”

“Not on my chivvy!” groaned
Wilkins. “0Oh, my eye! Oh, my nose!
If T didn't feel so used up I'd get up
and brain you with the poker! Owl
Ow 1”

“Bome fellows are never satisfied,”
said Grundy irritably. “Here we've
dished those rotters a treat, done them
fairly in the eye, and you're grumbling !
T'm really surprised at you, Wilkins|
I can’t see anything to complain abous.”

Groan !

Wilkins could see n lot to complain
about, though he had only one eye to
see with at present.

Meanwhile, the Terrible Three had

said Lowther, '* and now wae'll contribute the * Weekly "to him ! " :
The unfortunate contributor was

11

gone back to their study to finish their
preparation,

Tom Merry uttered an exclamation as
he caught sight of the packet still lying
on the table.

“Ay hat!
he exclaimed.
it.”

And he cut off with it, and the packet
was safely dropped into the letter-box.

I forgot the * Weckly’ I
“T'H cut off at once with

e

CHAPTER 8.
A Burnt Offering !
RUNDY waited eagerly for the
G “Weekly 7 Lo make its appear-
ance,
) Tom Merry & Co. were all
looking forward to seecing that new

And Lowther

number, which they had produced with
so much trouble and pafience.

But Grundy was looking forward with
the keenesi anticipation.

The paper was to be delivered from
the printer's on Baturday afternoon—
fifty copies nicely printed and pinned,
“Tom Merry's Weekly ” was a real
eriistic production, and they had reason
to be proud of it.

Grundy’s belicf was that they would
have much more reason than usual to
proud of that number.

The big parcel from the printer
arrived at last, and the juniors gathered
in the Cemmon-room to open it. Every
fellow who had so much as two lines in

Tue Gex Lisnary.—No. 1,540,



12

tho “Weekly ¥ was there, and they
erowded round as Tam Merry cut the
string of the parcel.

Tho copics of the *“Weekly " were
handed out on all sides, and fellows
opened them eagerly to get at their own
valuable contributions.

Then there was a sudden wild yell
from Monty Lowther. Ie was the first
to make the dreadful discovery. He
had opened the number at his page, to
gloal onco more over his ripping jokes,

But alas for his ripping jokes| Long
ago those ripping jokes had vanished in
smoke in Grundy’s study grate. But in
the place of them wns something that
was perhaps quile as funny as Lowther's
wisecracks,

“In the dedly shaids of the night the
attacking soldiers krept forward., Depe
silence rained on the seen. Suddenly
there was the crack of a ryfle,
*Caramba!' cjakulated the captane.
*Turn on the poyson gass ¥

“What the Lhowling thunder!” yelled
Monty Lowther, “What's this? What
the blue thunder has happened to this
paper 1"

Tom Merry's voice answered in in-
furiated tones:

“Where's my leading article? What's
this? How did this awful rot get in in
the place of my leading article ?”

Tom Merry could scarcely believe his
eyes, Instead of that article, which had
cost him so much thought and ink, this
was what met his eye.

“The loyal troupes spedd forward at
topp spedo. With %leeming bayyonots,
they rushed upon the foe. Squeeling
like pigs—wich they were, and every-
body knows it—the enemy terned and
rann,”

Meanwhile, Figgins stood thunder-
struck, Naturally, he had looked first
to see the instalment of his Wild West
serial. That instalment was absolutely
the hest Fi%‘gins had written. It de-
scribed thrilling deeds of daring on the
prairie.  Hairsbreadth escapes from
death, and so forth, written in the well-
known literary style of Figgins. But
the serial instalment had vanished as
completely as the anow of yesteryear.

This is what he read, instead of his
own splendid yarn:

“Hye in the skie saled the fool moon,
Her glorious lite was shedd on hill and
dail. It shonn on the sleping kamp,
and on the forms of soldiers, stretched
in slummber. In his tent sat the general
alone. He was sleepeless. ‘ Caramba I’
he muttered, as he klenched his bony
hand.  Dofeet—always defeet, and yet
agane defeet |’ ™

Figginl rubbed his eyes and lacked
again,

This was a war story, not his Wild
West serial. Figgins was not strong on

ling, but he eould not have spelt like
that to save his life. Bpelling like that
was a gift of nature that Figgins did
not possess,

There was a chuckle from the con-
tributors “whosé contributions had not
been interfered with.

Home of them seemed to regard the
matter as funny.

But_the outraged editors did not re-
gard it as funny. They were furious.

“It's Grundy!” gasped Tom Merry.
“Logk at the title: ‘ Under the Spanish
Flag,’ by George Alfred Grundy, How
did he shove it in?”

“That villain Tiper must have let
him 1” howled Lowther.

“Bai Jove! You duffahs must have
let him get at the pwoofs I*’ said Arthur
Augustus. Fortunate,]’y my fashion
article is here all wight.

“The rotter 1"
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*“The spoofer

“The cheeky willain 1"

“Wheie is he? I'm going to scalp
him |

“I'm going to slaughter him !”

Grundy came in cheerfully. He
wanted to see the * Weekly,” naturally—
that ripping number which for once had
a good story in it.

“"Hallo, I see you've got it!” he re-
marked affably, *“Hand me a copy,
will you? 1 dare say you've noticed
that there's some good stuff in this
nunber 7

“¥ou cheeky rotter I

“¥on fathead! You've ruined ihe
whole number! We can’t let anybody
sec this!” roared Tom Merry.

“0Oh, draw it mild!” said Grundy
warmly. “Now that it's done, it's no
good grumbling. I really did this as
much for your sake as anything else. It's
time there was something good in the
paper,”

‘“Something good! Oh seissors !”

“Something good, you fiendish ass !
shrieked Lowther. “What have you
donae with my comic column "’

“Well, ﬁcmcthin%‘ had to go," said
Grundy., “I thought I'd take out the
rottenest contributions,™

There was a chuckle from some
quarters, but Monty Lowther did not
join in it. The contributors whose work
ad been untouched felt that they had to
admit that Grundy had exercizsed a cer-
tain amount of judgment.

“If any fellow wants Lowther's jokes
he can have them,” went on Grundy.
“I've got a lot of old numbers of
‘Comie Cuts.' You'll find
there,”

‘“*Ha, ha, hal*

“¥You—you rotter |” raged Lowther.
“Fvery blessed one was original. There
might be slight resemblances—superficial
resemblances I

“There were | said Grundy.

“ And what about my serial 1" shouted
Tiggins. )

“Well, I've put in a better one,” said
Grundy. *“What are you grumbling
about? I dare say you fellows feel a bit

'em all

Tatty, but E)lrou must admit that I told

your I wouldn’t stand any rot. Read my
story and judge for yourselves. That's
all T ask. Read it, and you'll see how
it hucks up the paper to have a good
story in it at last.”

“Read it!” stuttered Lowther. "I
wouldn't be found dead reading it !”

“Well, it’s a bit above you, I dare
say,” remarked Grundy.

“The whole number’s ruined!” said
Tom Merry. *Get them together—we
can't let them he seen. We shall have
to burn the lot—"

“Burn them?” ejaculated Grundy.

“ Every one," said Tom Merry. My
hat! If anybody saw the paper wit
that silly pifle in it we ~should be
laughed to death. We'll get back the
proofs from Tiper and reproduce the
number. We shall have to pay over
again for the printin%, but it ean’t be
helped. And we'll jolly well scrag that
howling ass for putting us to the
trouble.”

“Lynch him 1" hissed Lowther.

The editars rapidly gathered together
all the copies of the ‘"Weekly.” They
were very anxious that not a single
number should remain in existence to
bring ridicule upon the school magazine,

Grundy appeared thunderstruck. Cer-
tainly he had never foreseen anything
like that. He could not get his voice
for some moments, so Intense was his
indignation. But he found it at last.

“¥You fatheads|” he roared. “You
can't! You shan’t! Do you think I'm
going to have my eplendid stery

THE GEM LIBRARY

squashed like this after all the trouble
I've taken, Why, I'll pulverise you—
I'1—-T'l] Yow-ow! Leggo! Ugh!
Oh 1"

“Make him do the burning 1" said
Blake,

‘** Hear, hear ™

Grundy, struggling and roaring, was
dragged to the grate. There was no fire
there that warm summer day. But the
fire was soon going. Monty Lowther set
a match to a copy of the “ Weekly "
and tossed it into the grate,

Y Now keep it going, Grundy.”

“I won’t |" reared Grundy. ‘' You're
not going to burn my story. 1 think
even your rotten jealousy might stop
short of that.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“ Shove 'em in, Grundy

“1 won't1”

“Got a pin? Now, then o

“Yaroooh |” Grundy uttered =
fienndish yell as a pin ran into him.

L]

“Btop it! Oh crumbps |”

“Hold him |”

Grundy ~ needed holding; he was
struggling with terrific energy. But a

dozen pairs of hands were upon him—
his arms, his legs, his ears, his hair, and
his nose were all seized in iron grips.
He had no chance, The editors and sub-
editors did not handle him gently.

“Now shove that rot into the firel”
rapped out Tom Merry.

“Yow!l I won't! Groocogh!”

“Give him the pin I

“Yarcaooh 17

“Now, then—"

“Yow! Stoppit! Yoop! I—I-I'll
burn ’em if you like 1 howled Grundy.

*Go it, then—sharp |

One hand was released for Grundy to
feed the fire, He fed it, In horrified
apprehension of another lunge of the
pin he fed the fire with copy after copy
of the * Weekly.”

One after another fifty copies of that
famous journal were consigned to the
flames, and Grundy’s face was ruddy
and smoky and streaming with per
spiration by the time the burnt offering
was complete,

His famous story had wvanished aa
completely as Lowther's jokes, Figgy's
serial, and Tom Merry’s leading article
now, That masterpicce was destined
never to burst upon an astonished and
delighted Bt. Jim’s,

“Now hold him!” said Lowther.
“He's contributed to the * Weekly,” and

now we'll contribute the ‘Weekly® to

him 1”7

Lowther took up a handful of burnt
ashes of the “ Weekly ” and lathered
Grundy's perspiring faca with it. The
unfortunate contributor was scon look-
ing like a chimney-sweep, Lowther
rubbed the burnt paper over his face,
into his hair, and down his neck.

Grundy wriggled feebly and mumbled.
But he eould do nothing more. He had
to go through it.

Then, with one accord, the editorial
staff kicked him out of the Common-
room. And Grundy had not a wriggle
left in him by the time he escaped down
the passage.

CHAFTER 9,
A New Idea!
“r I “0OM MERRY'S WEEKLY®
came out the following weelk.
It was a very satisfactory
number,

The editorial staff had a lot of exira
work to do owing to George Alfred
Grundy; but, needless to say, they had
taken particular care of the proofs this
time, and CGrundy had no chuace of
inserting any part of his story.
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The “Weekly” came out, and was
voted a great success by cverybody bu

George Alfred Grundy, Grundy was
dissatisfied. But he was not beaten.

His studymnates condoled with him.
Wilkins had recovertd from  his
disastrous fight with Talbot and was
chummy again—all the more as Grundy
had lately had a whacking remittance
from his uncle.

“It's hard cheese,” said Wilkins sym-
pathetically, *“Your story would have
bucked up the paper no end, of—of
course. But there you are.”

“There you are !” concurred Gunn,

“It's jealonsy,” said Grundy. “I've

ot rather a good opinion of that chap

erry on some poinis. But there's n lot
of jenlousy in his nature. You've seen
the way he keeps me out of the junior
eleven.”

& HFm 1'!]

“1t's the same with the school paper
as with the eleven—he's determined not
to be put in the shade by & chap who
can do better. 1 dare say he hardly
renlises how mean it 18,"” added Grundy
generously. * Fellows act like this with-
out thinking, you know. I don't like
thinking badly of any chap, and that
fellow Merry is decent in manhy ways—
I will say that. But, of course, I'm not
going to take any notice of his rot. I'in
going into the nomber next week."

“Next week ?” repeated Wilkins,

“Yes, ratheri”

“But will there be a number next
week 7’

“I suppose so. It's a weekly, isn't
it?”

Wilkins grinned.

“But it only comes ocut once in B
blue moon,” he said. “There won't
be & number next week, or the week
after, you bet!”

“My hat! Then they've properly
dished me!” cjaculated Grundy.

“Looks like it, old chap.”

Bang |

Grundy brought his fist down on the
table. It was a little way he had when
he was eoxcited  The table danced,
and Wilkins and Gunn jumped.

“The rotters! My hatl I never
thonght of that, you know,” said
Grundy. “I fully made up my mind
to wangle the next number, somehow.
Dislied, by gum {*

Tap |

“Oh,
Grundy.

Levison opened the door and looked
in. Grundy greeted him with a frown,
He did not like Levison, and did not
approve of him.

Grundy never made any secrets of
his likes and his dislikes. If he did
not approve of a fellow, that fellow
was never left inm any doubt on the
subject.

“Well, what do you want?’ snapped
Crundy., *“Have you come to proposo
another burglary, you wermi"

Levison coughed.

come in, fathecad!” growled

“I'va got an idea fto tell you,
Crundy, old man.”

“(io and bury it1"”

“They've  domne ¥You on the

fWeekly,! ™ said Levison,

“(let out!"

“¥You'll pever have a chance on Tom
Merry's paper, you kpow," wrged
Levison.

“] know thero's a conspiracy to keep
me in the shade!"” snapped Grundy.
“ Bug I'm not the kind of fellow to be

kept in the shade, Tl jelly well
ghow some of ‘v that before long,
01"

“I'Ml tell vou what, Grundy——"
“Oh, rats!”
Grundy's manner was not encourag-

ing. DBut Levison did not seem fo
£ mind. Hard words break no bones,
andd Levison had an axe to grind,

“The fact is,” he pursued, “you
ought to be editor, Grundy.”

Grundy thawed a little,

“Of course 1 ought,” he agreed.

“But it’s no good telling those chaps
that., They know it, for one thing.”
“Why not cut them out?"

“E}l?”
“Put 'em right in the shade,” said
Levison, “Knock their rotten paper

sky-high 1"’

“How ¥ demanded Grundy.

“Siart a rival weekly,”

Grundy simply jumped,

With all his ambitious ponderings
on the subject, that idea had never
oecurred to him. As a mattor of fact,
ideas did not come verv easily o
George Alfred.  His powerful brain
worked glowly.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Grundy.

“¥You soe,”’ pursued Levison
cagerly, ‘“that would give ‘em the
kybosh. ¥You'd get a lot of followers

among the chaps who can't get into the
fWeekly.” V'

“J shouldn’t want Tom Merry's leav-
ings," said Grundy, frowning.

“PBut he leaves out the best writers,
you know—ahem I—in your own case.”

“¥Yes; that's true enough.”

“You could make it a point, foo,
that your * Weekly ' comes out weckly,
and not once in a blue moon, like
‘Tom Merry's Weekly.' You've gut
lots of tin, and you could afford it.
And if you pay all the excs yourself,
vou'll run the paper exactly how you
like, vou know.”

“B“{-‘ gum r)l

“I'I1 sub-edit it for you,” said Levi-
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son  modestly,  “Belween  us  we'll
knoek their rotien woeekly vight out of
the ring."

“Blossed if T over thought veu had
so much sense, Lovison,” said Grundy,

with growing enthusiasm,  “It's a
stunning idea. I wonder T never
thought of it before. I generally think

of good things. What do youw think,
Wilkins "

“11'm 1" said Willins,

“I Lappen to have plenly of tin just
now, too,” said Grundy., * No dififeulty
on that point.”

“H'm ! said Gunn,

As a matter of fact, Wilkins and
Gunn had been planning a half-holiday
trip in a motor-car, with a picnig, on
the strength of George Alfred’s latest
rennitanee,

Levison's
opportunely,
concerned,

“Don't you think it's a good idea?”
demanded Grundy warmly., “Do you
think 1 ecould edit a paper?”

in-
wore

had
U3

come
they

sirrrpstinn

s fur

“Ahem! Yes, of eourse, but—""
“Weo'll work at it on Wednesday
afternoon,” said Grundy., “We'll put

in the whole half-holiday on it.”

“(h, will we, by Jove!”

“Yes, we will!” roarcd Grundy.

“What about {hat little run in the
car we were speaking of¢” blinked
Gunn,  “And—and the picnie, you
know "

“ Blow the car, and hang the picnicl
We've got business on hand now.
shall want you fellows to contribute.
I'll make you sub-editors, I'll put
your stories in—see?  OF course, I shall
liave to look over ’em, and sea that

(Cantinued on next page.)
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they're quite up to the mark, and cor-
rect the spelling, and all that.”

*Oh, my word [”

“It’'s a gol” said Grundy, “Now
what shall we call it7”

“"But what about that pienic?”

“Don’t jaw, old chap! I keep on
telling you how you jaw. The ques-
tion is—what are we going to call the
new paper?” said Grunt];' thoughtfully.
“*The St Jim's Times’ would sound
rather well. Or *The School (Gazette.’
No; I've got it! © Grundy’s Weekly.” »

George Alfred grabbed a pen and a
sheet of paper, and began to scrawl,

*There you are ! ' Grundy’s Weekly.'
Chief Editor, George Alfred Grundy;
sub-editors, Wilking and Gunn.”

“And Levison,” put in the owner of
that name.

Grundy shook his head,
“Can't be did, Levison. I'm rtather
articular about the kind of chap I
iave on my editorinl staff. And, to
put it candidly, you're not quite up
to the mark. You can send in your
stuff, if you like, and I'll give you a
chance ns a contributor. No; on
second thoughts, 1 won't. You're uot
going 1o pluoy blessed tricks on me with
your acrostics, as you did on the rival
paper. Sorry, but there's no room for
you on 'Grundy's Weekly * at all.”

Levison simply glared. As_the whole
thing was his idea, it waz a little hard
to be totally excluded from- it in this
high-handed way.

“"Why, you fathead !” he exclaimed.
“You'll make a muck of the whole thing
if you don’t have at least one chap with
some brains to keep you from making a
fool of yourself.”

“There's the door, Levison.”

“Wasn't it my idek from start to
finish 7"’ howled Levison.

“¥You did make the suggestion—the
bare suggestion,” said Grundy.
“Hardly what you would call your idea,
I think; a bare suggestion, which I've
developed—in  fact, I should have
thought of it anyway. I may say 1
did ’Ehink of it, only I hadn’t worked it
ouf.

“¥You cheeky ass—"’

Grundy rose and picked up a ericket
stump. Levison exceuted a strategic
movement towards the door.

"You silly ass| You'll only make a
giddy ox of yourself, as usual !’ he
howled, as he departed. “I could have
made it & success for you. Ag for
you—"

Levison dodged the stump and fled.

Grundy slammed the door after him,

“Cheeky young ass !” he said warmly.
“As if I'm going to leve any IFFourth
Form fags on the staff of my * Weekly '
¥ suppose the cheeky young bounder
will go about saying that it was his idea.
Some of these faps have nerve enough
for an{thing, I'd betler put a notice
about this on the board. Let the fellows
know what to expect, you know, and
give those rotters a hint that envy and
ealousy don't pay in the long run.

hat?”

“Oh, yes!” gasped Wilkins, “But
what about that picnie on Wednesday 72

*Checso it 1"

“But, I say—"

“Hor goodness’ sake give a chap a
rest, Wilkins!  Blessed if you don't
talk like a parrot. How can I draw up
this notice if yonu keep on burbling?”
said Grundy irritably.

Wilkins ceased to burble, and Grundy
drew up the notice; and an hony later it
wag pinned on the notice-board in the
Hall, to astonish all 8t. Jim’s.
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CHAPTER 10.
A Rival In the Fleld !

" WUNDY again !”
“My hat1?
“What's the new
ture

Fellows gathered from far and necar
to read the new notice on the board.

George Alfred Grundy had a way of
keeping himself in the public eye. 1t
wag not wncommeon for a notice to
appear on the board in his well-known
hand snd celebrated spel-
ling. The fellows always
read Grundy's nolices,
which were admitted to be
as funny as Lowther's comic
column.

But the present notice was
more startling than any of
Grundy’s earlier anuounce-
ments,

Az a2 matter of [fact,
Grundy, who was & new
fellow and really a nobody,
had no right to put notices
on the board ot all. Grundy
assumed that right, and he
had a hefty punch for any-
body who disputed it

Quite a erowd gathered in
the Hall to read over and
chuckle over * the latest.”

“NOTICE!
'‘CRUNDY'S WEEELY !
*GRUNDY'S WEEKLY!
‘GRUNDY'S WEEKLY Y

depar-

“This new paper will
shoartly apperce. A reely
good school paper has been
i 101111-!'0“ wont, at St. Jim's,
This long-felt wont will now
be supplide by ‘Grundy's
Weekly,” Editied by George
Alfred Grundy of the Shell,

“No conneckshun with
any other weckly whatt-
evee, 'T'he mew paper will
be run by G. A, Grundy,
assisted by an abel staf of =
subb-edditors, It will make
o poynt of appering weekly,
and net once in a blew
maoon, like some papers.
Contribewtions for the
collums of 'Grundy's
Weekly® should be sub-
mitted to the Edditorial
ofliv, where they will be
dowly considdered by the
Tdditor, The motte of
‘GGrundy's Weekly’
is Kwollity—not Kwantity,
Lt Kwollity. Look out for
*Grundy’s Weekly ' !

“* GRUNDY'S WELEKLY®
IS IT!

“Gronce ALFren GReNDy.”

“A giddy rival weekly !
said Monty Lowther. “‘LTommy, my son,
you will have to hide your diminished
head.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“ The blessed ass ought to be stopped,”
snid Jack Blake, " A school paper is o
serious matter, and Grundy is bringing
iflgiﬁ}lle on the whole tlung with his
Tot !

“Yaas, wathah |”

“Well, any chap can bring out a
paper if he likes, I suppose,” remarked
Tom Merry. “He ean't bo stopped.”

“Watal I think he onght to he
stopped 17 said Arthur Avgustus., “I

Tom Merry & Co. chased des
all he was worth.
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wepard that ag uttahly widieulous. 1
weally think somebody ought to go and
speak to Gwundy, and bwing him to
weason.”

And Arthur Augustus, acting on his
own suggestion, proceeded at once to
Study No. 5 in the Shell passage,

io speak to the new Editor,

He tapped at the door and opened it,
and a seene of busy confusion met his
eye. Grundy was scated at the table
with a book on orthopraghy in his hand.

//c%;

perately after Grundy.
Arthur Augustus stumbled over a stone

“ Stop,

wild yoll from Gussy and

Writlen sheols covered 1he table before
him, amd wero strown all over the Noor.
A notice on Grundy’s desk anpounced
that it was “DPrest Day.”

Wilkins and (iunn were also at work,
and their wrinkled brows showed thut
they were in the throes of composilion.

Grundy looked up and peinted Lo the
door,

“"Haven't you seen the card on (hn
door ?” he snapped.

Arthur Augustus turned his eycglass
upon a card that was pinned to the
door. It bora the familiar legend—iu
unfamiliar orthography:



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“NO ADMITTANCE EXEPT ON
BIZINIEESS,”

Grundy was evidently adopting the
manners and customs of the editorial
staff of the rival weekly.

“Weally, Gwundy, 1 wefuse to take
eny notice of that wotten imitation !
suid Arthur Augustus. “1 wegard you
as an ass, Gwundy.”

“Travel off, please! ¥ou ought to
know better than to shove yourself into

' Grundy's Weekly ' is quality ! Your
staff is not guite up to the mark ¥
“Bai Jovel”
“Your fashion arlicle is utter rot, you
know! As for vour peem on ‘sartorinl
clegance,’ it would muke a cat laugh!”

“Gweal Beott 17

“I'm sorry, but it's an ecditors duty
to be firm,” said Grundy. I have my
readers to consider, you know, The
follows will be cxpecting something
good, and so I camnot palm off trash
on them. 8Sa I shall be
obliged to decline your con-
fributions, 1’Arey.”

“Yon uitah ass!” shonted
Arthur Augustus wrathfnlly.
1 have not come hers to
offah you contwibutions for
your silly wagl! I lave
conio to wentonstwate with

you! I do not appwove of
this wubbish sppeawin’ at
all 1”

“Iva, lia, lal” roaved
Gienndy, .

“What are you cacklin’
al. you duftal ¥

“0Oh, buze off! I'm
busy 17

S wefuse 1o Dbuw off,

Gwundy ! 1 have came livry
Lo point out (o you "

“Travel [”

“That this  widiculous
weekly will not be allowed
to appeah!” said Arthur
Augustus  frmly. “We
wefuse lo have our papah
this absurd

pawodied in
mannah

“1 know you'll all feel
your blessed voses put out
of joiut,” mssented Grundy.
1 expect jealousy.”

#“Jealousy ! Bai Jove!l”

“ And envy!?

“Oh deah 1"

“Rut it won't make any
difference. I never siand

any rot! Now buzz off |
And you can tell the other
Jduffers that they're going to
get the kyboshl I funcy
thore won't be many readers
left for ‘Mom Merry's
Weaokly’ when ! Grundy's
Weekly ' comes into  the
field, Pirst-class quality 1s

the motto. I'm going to
write most of the stuff my-
self to keep it right up o
the mark, CGood-bye!”
“Took here, Gwundy—"
" Are you going?” reared
Grundy.

1 mn not goin’! I—"

—
—— e ———— - e - = — P s

}uu banst!? they shouted, but Grundy pedalled away for

and went Aying.

Blake tripped over him, and thore was a

a crunch from his topper!

Grundy jumped up and
grasped the inkpot.

Arthur Augustus jumped
back into the passage just in

an aditorial ollice in business honvs !
vaid Grundy severely,

“I have soen your
board, Gwundy 2

“"Oh, T see!l You've come to offer
conteibutions

"Weally, Gwundy—"

" Contributions may be sent in, and
will be examined later, as time ecan be
sparcd by the stalf.”

“¥You uttah ass "

“But T may ns well say out plainly,
D'Arcy, that it isn't any use your
scading in anything! The mollo of

notice on the

time. lle pearced cautiously
round the doorpost.
“Gwundy, you ass— Gweat Scott I”

Arthur Augustus dodged back just in
Lime to cseape a stream of ink, Ile
Lreathed wrath. But ink was too deadly
io be faced. Arthur Augustus feared
no foe, bubt he feared for his elegant
clobber, Ile retreated along the passage,
iu_]d Grundy kicked the door shut after
Hin,

“You can see how they're taking it
he chuckled. “Sin:lply green with
jealousy alveady ! What will they say
when the ‘ Weekly ' actually comes out
—what "

And Grundy settled down to work

Il)
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again on an extra long opening instal-
ment of “Under the Spanish Flag,”
which was to make tho first number of
“Grundy's Weekly ” go like hot cakes,

[Ra—

CHAPTER 11,
Something Like a Weekly !

L RUNDY'S WEEKILY™”"
attracted quite a lot of
attenlion,
Un  Wednesday aflfernoon
Grundy was hard at work on it. lMa
was determined that the first number
should he completed that afternoon.

Most of the fellows looked forward to
seeing the first number. They did not
take it seriously. But they were sure
that it would be funny, aml they were
prepared to  chuckle over Urumly's
editoriul efforts,

But the feelings of the numerous
editars and sub-editors of * Ton Merry's

cekly ” were different. They were
exasperatod,

It was like Grundy’s check to bring
out a rival paper, anyway. It was their
itlea (o run a junior school paper, and
Grumly was borrowing that iden in the
most barvefaced manner,

. Bul that was not all. The aditorial
Jwiors were quite satisfied that the
fumous “ Weekly " could beat all rivals
hands down. It was a fact that ' Tom

Merry's Weekly ” was read by the
whole school, whila the Sixth Form
magazine had  hardly any readers

outside the Sixth ¥orm,
The stuid and solemnn columns of the

Sixth F'orm magazine were not exciting,
while the junior editers prided them.
selves on producing really up-to-date
journalisin, 'l'hc,v beat the Sixth Forin
paper, und they had no doubt whatever
r.l:'a_t they could beat any other rivale

heir objection to “Grundy’s Weekly *
was chiefly founded upon the fact that
it would be an absurdity, and would
bring the whole idea of junior schob)
paxura into ridicule,

s Tom Merry observed, it would be
a heap of idiotic bosh and bad spelling
from the first page to the last.

Grundy was in tho Shell, but his
Tu{lmg would have disgraced a fag in
the Sccond Iorm., And that spellin
was to bo placed on permanent recor
in printed pages as the work of a Shell
fellow,

It was only too clear how the seniors
would grin over it. In the eyes of the
school, “Tom Merry's WEeily" and
“Grundy's Weekly * would be lumped
together, and the famous “mag ¥ would
share_in the ridicule earned by the
cgregions Grundy,

As  Arthur  Augustus indignantly
observed, it was a ‘“iwotten pawody,”
which would be generally considered s
a joko up against the genuine “ Weekly,”
aud it was up to the editorial staff to
“squash ” Grundy at once.

But Grundy was mnot
squashed,

The frowning disapproval of the
sr:hm:;lhotI editors only spurred him on.
He attributed it simply to jealousy—the
same kind of personal jealonsy which
kept him out of the cricket eleven.

On Wednesday afternoon Tom Merry &
Co. were playing ervicket, and they dis-
missed Grundy and his “Weekly ** from
their minds. But George Alfred was
very busy that sunny afternocon,

8o were Wilkins and Gunn. Havin,
been appointed sub-editors, they ha
their sub-editorial duties to carry out,
and Grundy saw that they did them.

Somewhat depressed, the two sub-
editors stayed in the study—or, rather,
the office—that hot and sunny afterncoun,

Tne Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,540.
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thinking sadly of the motor-car trip and
the picnic which were destined not to
come oft.

They did their best, and loyally
backed .up their study-leader. But
Grundy as an editor was hard to please.

He was a very particular editor,
especially on the subject of spelling. He
found many faults with his staff on that
point.

“This means a lot of work far me,’
he remarked, as he read over Wilking’
“Lines to St. Jim's School, seen from
Bylcombe Hill.”

It is possible that Wilkins had heen
reading Gray's celebrated “Lines to

3

Eton College,” for his poem began;
“¥e distant spires, ye antigue
towers 1"

However, the rest of the poem did not
much resemble Gray, Ior it went on:

“From this high hill on thee I gaze!
Amid these fields all bright with
flowers,
I gaze upon those antique tewers,
And think of past and bygone days!”

“What’s the matter with that?” asked
Wilkins, rather warmly.

Wilking had spent much mental labour
on that poem. and he did not think
much of his chief editor as a judge of
poetry, ahyway.

“It's the spelling,’
“*¥ou spell antique with a ‘q.

“How do you spell it, then?”

“With a ‘k,' of course!”

*“Why, you ass—here, what are you
doing 7"

“Caorrecting the spelling.”

“You fathead! Antique isn’t spelt
with o ‘ k' "

* explained

¥ »

Grundy.

“If you know more about spelling
than I do, George Wilkins—"
“Well, I do, if you think that

sotique iz spelt with a ‘k7 ¥ howled

Wilkins. “And what are you doing
now "’
“Putting the ‘v’ in Howers, of
course "

“You—you. fathead !

“That's all vight, Wilkins, old man

ou leave it to me. Some chaps are
Eorn good spellers,” eaid Grundy., “It
really isn't a matter of education at all
?}’s a kind of gift. I don’t brag of
1

“Now—you don't brag of it?” stut-
tered Wilkins.

*“Not a bit of it. I can spell—it's one
of the things I happen to be able to do,
that's all. I've noticed that spelling is
ﬁheru!]y very bad at this school. Tom

erry spells editor with one *d,’ for
instance.”

‘;Wéll, it is spelt with one ‘d,’ isn't
il ”

“At this school, I dare say it is!”
snecred Grundy. “ At Redelyfe I used
to spell it with two ‘d's.” 7 .

“ And weren’t you licked for it?"

“Don’t be funny, Wilkins, old chap!
It doesn’t suit you. There, that’s all
right now.”

Wilkins
rected by Grundy, with
were too deep for words.

gazed upon his poem, cor-
feelings that

*¥Ye distunt spyres, ye anteek towers,
From this high hill on thee I gayze,
Amid these feelds all bright with

flours,

I gayze upon those anteek towers,

And think of passed and bigone days.”

“You're—you're going to shove it in
like that——" gasped Wilkins, at last:

“Of course.” :

“The printer won't print it.”

“I shall send Mr. Tiper a special note
ghat the spelling is not to be anltered in
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| EGGSERCISE!

i James, the doctor says | nead

more exercise, so in futurs Il

crack my own egg !

' Half-a-crown has been awarded
to Miss M. Spencer, The Cottage,
Scotts Road, Southall, Middlesox.

Printers are generally very
bad spellers. I've noticed o lot of bad
spelling in the daily papers. In the
‘Rylcombe Gazette' the other day 1
saw © bleed ’ spelt with a double ‘e.””

“Wasn’t that right, you chump?”

“Of course it wasn't! B-L-I-A-D—
bleed,” said Grundy. “I’ve noticed the
game thing even in our school baooks.
Bad spelling in pretty nearly = every-
thing. But a special characteristic of
‘ Grundy’s Weekly ' will be its spelling.
It will set an example, you know, A
really high-class school paper, particu-
larly on points like that, will have an
educational value. I shouldn't be sur-
prizsed if the IHead sends for me and
specially thanks me for 16"

Wilkins eould not reply; he was over-
come, The Chief Editor took up Gunn's
manuscript and ran his eritical eye over
ik,

Gunn’s forte was conundrums, and he
had compiled a list of such treasures
as:

any way.

When is a horse not & horse? When
it's afield—a field.

Why did the cowslip?
saw the bullrush.

Cirundy shook his head.

“We'll put this in,” he said. “It will
make a sort of comic relief. But I shall
have to go over it.”

‘Girundy went over it, with the follow-
ing result:

Because she

When is a hoarse not a hoarse? When
it's afeeld, :
Why did the cowslipp?

gaw the bullrush.

Becawse she

Gunn resigned himself to his fate. It
was no use arguing with Grundy.
Grundy was impervious fo argument.

Grundy, with so many corrections to
male, had plenty to do that afterncon.
But he worked on with great industry.

By tea-time the first number of
“Grundy’s Weekly ¥ was complete—
more than half of it being filled with the
Iiditor’s own story, That ripping story
was to see the light at last, Grundy’s
leading article, in which he slated the
rival “Weekly ” in the most scathin
manner, took up several pages, and
Grundy's poem, * An Editor's Lament!”
{illed & page. Then there was a short

titled :

" assured that the
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story, by Oeorge Alfred Crundy, en-
“Direct Aection!"—then an
article, by G. A. Grundy, with the title:
“How to Play Cricket!” Then a comic
éolumn by G, A, (., with such gems
as;

What is the differunce betwean Tom
]I:\\"_Ierry’s studdy end a hoam for idiots?
W LiLL.

On the final page appeared the effu-
sions of Wilkins and Gunn, with im-
provements by G. A. Grundy.

Grundy was tired when he was
finished, as was only natural after so
much literary effort; but he was well
satisfied with the afternoon's work.
Wilkins and Gunn did not seem so satis-
fied ; but there was no satisfying every-

v.
After tea, Grundy cycled down to the
office of the *“Rylcombe Times” o
deliver the copy to Mr. Tiper in person
and give him particular instructions
that his printers were not to interfere
with the orthography—a very important
point,
] Hawiﬂ%1 paid in advance for the print-
ing of the number—also an important
point—Grundy returned to 8t Jim’s,
roofs would reach him
by Saturday. “Urundy’s Weekly ¥ was
gowng elrong.

CHAPTER 12,
On the Warpath !

1 HAT is sauce for the goose,™
remarked Monty Loiwther,
“is also sauce for the giddy
gander {*

Monty Lowther made that sapient
remark in Tom Merry's study on
Baturday as the juniors sat at tea.

The chums of the School House had
been discussing “Grundy's Weekly.”
They were aware that Grundy's proofs
had arrived, and that George Alfred
was busy going over them in his
study.

In a few days more the great paper
would be out.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s opinion
waa that something ought to be done.
The rest of the junior editors fully
agreed.

The only guestion was, what was te
be done, and how was George Alfred
to be done?

There was the rub.

Blake had suggested a frontal attack
upon Grundy's study, and the desirue-
tion of “Grandy’s Weekly ¥ by sheer
force. But that expedient was a des-
perate resource, only te be adopted in
extremity.

Monty Lowther was thinking it out.

Lowther was specially up against
“Grundy’s Weekly.,” Grundy had cut
out his comicalitics in “Tom Merry's
Weekly  to make room for GCceorge
Alfred’s masterpiece.  True, Grundy
had suffered for his sin, and the comie-
alities had been restored in all their
pristine glory. But Lowther could not
pardon that affront.

The sacrilegious hand {hat had been
laid upon his comic eolumn was not to
be forgiven.

“What 18 sauce for
repeated Lowther.

“Yaas, we are aware of that,” said
Arthur Augustus. “Gwundy had the
fwightful cheek to muck up our
numbah! We are [fully entitled to
muck up this wotten wubbish in weturn,
Besides, it is our duty.”

“But how ¥ said Tom Merry.

“I've been thinking that out,” said

(Continued on page 1B.)

the goose——"
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Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,

addressing your letters:
The Editor, The G E M,
Fleetway House, Farring-

don Street, London, E.C.4.
TR LT T

The Editor’s Chair
{

reader 1o me a few days apgo:
“It’s some time since the GEM
had one of those humorous stories
in which Kerr impersonates somebody or
other, What about it, Mr, Editor "
My answer to that question is contained
in next Wednesday’s number, for when 1
received this Glasgow reader’s letter a
story of the very type he suggests was in
course of being prepared for publication.
The appropriate title of the yarn is:

“THE BOY WHO SPOOFED
ST. JImM's1*

HALLO, Chums ! Wrote a Glasgow

EKerr, needless to say, is the fellow who
does the spoofing. Ho scts out to get his
own bock on Knox, the 8ixth Form bully,
and so as not te implieate his chums in
case anything, should go wrong, he
develops his scheme of revenge in secret.
How Kerr impersonates a friend of Knox's
{father, and makes the prefect look foolish
before & crowd of junmiors, and how he
“raga’ the sour-tempered Mr. Rateliff,
cauging the Housemaster to take o ducking
in the [ountain, malkes highly amusing
reading.

But unfortunately for the BSeottish
junior there is a serious outcoma of his
daring impersonation. Ile is arrested for
the theft of Knox's gold watch, and all the
evidence is against him | Never has Kerr
found himself in such a terrible predica-
ment. If he reveals his true identity, he
will sure to be expelled for his “ rag ™ on
Ratty | But if he keeps mum, how is he
to eﬂcaﬁe from the police ¥ His chums
cannot help him, for they are ignorant of
hig impersonation. What happens is told
in Martin Clifford’s most exciting style in
next week’s grand yarn. I'm sure all
readers will greatly enjoy every word of it.

“HARRY WHARTON & CO0.S DAY
out!”

How grand it ig to have a day off from
lessons | T'o have an unexpected holiday
instead of swotting &t Latin and maths.
It would delight the heart of any school-
boy. Thus when Harry Wharton & Co.,
in %‘rank Richards’ next ripping Greyfriars
%rvarn, receive an invitation from Colonel

harton to see an Army football match,
they weleome it with open arms, for it
menns # day out for them. As usual,
Billy Bunter succeeds in tacking himself
on to the party, and adds not a little fun
to Harry Wharton & Co.'s trip to Aldershot,

But there are one or two surprising
developments on the way, not the least of
whiech i8 the sudden appearance of Melehior,
an cutcast gipsy w]hom Harry Wharton
& Co. were once responsible for bringing to
justice for kidnapping. Is the man tollow-
ing the juniors to seck revenge on them ?
That remains to be secn.

Don’t forget to order your Gem early,
chuxns }

lives in Kent.

AN OLD FAVOURITE.

Befores I deal with my mail, I should
just likesto tell you that I had a look at
the 1938 * Holiday Annual” the other
amusing and

day. And for thrilling,
pripping stories, thiz issue’s. got all its
predecessors beaten hollow. It's the best

budget of school yarns ever produced.
But I shall have more to say about it
later. Mesntime, make a note that it will
be on sale September lst.

IN REPLY TO YOURS—

Now, what does my mail contain §
firgt reply is to:

A. Davey (Shrewsbury).—I am pleased
to hear you Have enjoyed the GEM and
“ Magnet * for three years. No, stories
are definitely not repeated every two years.
The GEM wouldn't hold its readers long
if this were done. A yarn featuring
‘* Ratty ™ appears next weck. Gussy may
not shine as a batsmean, but he iz worth
hig place for his fielding—and he may
make that long-promised  centuwy ” one
day ! Cutta is 17 years old. One of the
best swimmers in the Lower Behool is
Lumley-Lumley. Ratty has beon at 8t
Jim’s ever since the stories began, Kalouth
Das is no longer at the school.

L. Robinson (Holmforth, Yorks).—Yes,
the Lewvison at 8t. Jim's is the same
character as appears in the Greyfriars
stories. He gets expelled from Greyfriars
and then goes to St, Jim’'s,

Miss J. Barlow (Ashton-under-Lyne).—
I'm gorry I cannot heI{) you in the way
you suggest. I can only put a notice in
‘Pen Pals " for you. Let me know if you
want this done.

Miss P. Williams (Cork, LF.8.).—Many
thanks for your cheery letter. Glad you
enjoyed your trip ta England. I will pass
on your kind regards to Martin Clifford.
One of your jokes was used in the GEM
some time ago. The other failed to make
the bell ring. Better luck next time !

R. Butt (St. John’s, Newfoundland),—
Yes, Martin Clifford and L are in good
health, thanks. I'm sorry I cannot let
you know our author’s private address.
Thanks for your story suggestion, You
will hear more about it in due course,
The Remove at Greyfriars is equivalent
to the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s, There is
no Remove in the latter aschool. The
Forms are : Second, Third, Fourth, Shell,
Fifth and Bixth. Wally I¥’Arey, who is
13} years old, is captain of the Third.

A. Baines (Hoekley),—I will bear in
mind your suggestion, Frank Richards
That is all I can tell you,
Piggott is 14 years old ; Jameson 13 ycars
3 months. Your joke was a * chestnug.”
Try again,

My

PEN PALS COUPON

21-8-87

P. Banyard (Enfleld).—The boy who
befriended Tom Merry when Tom was
down and out was Jos Frayne, who.ig in
the Third Form. Tom's uncle in America

ays Joe's school fees at St. Jim’s. Billy
%untar is 15 years 1 month; Wharton,
15 years 4 months; Cherry, 15 years
2 months; Huwree BSingh, 14 years
11 months; Koumi XRao, 14 years
11 months ; Digges, 14 years 9 months ;
Redfern, 16 years 4 months; Owen, 156

ears ; Thompson, 16 years.

Miss M. Finn (S. Lambeihk, 5.W.8).—
Very pleased to hear from you again,
Glussy has almost black hair and brown
eyes. His right eye is supposed to be
woak, Tom Merry has curly fair hair and
blue eyes. He is 5 feet 5} inches. Figgina
has dark brown hair and eyes. " is
6 feet 7} inches. Manners snd Lowther
were at Bt, Jim's before Tom Merry
arrived. Lowther has no brothers or
gisters. Kildare has light brown hair and
blue-grey eyes. He is 6 feet tall. He has
been captain of the school since the stories
began. I will certainly pass on your com-
pliments to Martin Clifford.

R. Waish (Salford, Lanes).—Tom Merry
is 16 years old ; Fatty Wymn, 15 years
4} months ; Mellish, 16 years 2 months ;
Cutts, 17 years; Figgins, 15 years
3 months ; Kerr, 16 years 5 months, Yes,
I will get-the autographs you want.

8. Ekberg {Grimsby}.—Clad to know you
have been such a loyal reader of the old

aper, For the number you want write
to the Back Number Dept., The Amal-
gamated Press, Ltd., Bear Alley, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4. will en-
deavour to drag Mon?_jy Lowther out of his
¢ yotirement.” St. Jim's senior cricket
eleven is: Kildare, Langton, Darrell,
Monteith, North, Rushden, Baker, Mul-
vaney major, Gray, Webb, and Lefevre,
The masters at 56, Jim’s are : Dr. Holmes,
Mr. Railton, Mr. Rateliff, Mr, Linton, Mz,
Lathom, Mr. BSelby, Mr. Carringion,
Monsieur Morny, and Herr Schneider.

D. Lawson (Waihi, N. Zealand).—A
geries of William Wibley ends in this
week’s “ Magnet,” Levison will be
featured again soon, There are no yarns
coming wlong on the lines you suggeat.
Kipps will appear in the Greyfriars yarns
in due course. I have no nows yet about
the Greyfriars film, DMasters’ ages are not
given, Darrell is 17 years 6 months,
Your jokes just failed to hit the target.
Have another shot, Thanks for your good
wighes.

€. Groombridge (Northampton).—Youre
is & fine record—having read the Gem and
“ Magnet " for six years without missing
one copy ! Keep it up | Old numbers o
the * E’opulu.r " and " Nelson Lee ™ are
unobtainable. If I hear of any readers
who have some I will let you know. A
St. Frank’s story appears every month in
the * Schoolboys’ Swn Library.”

THE EDITOR.
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Lowther., “We are pgoing to give
Grundy some of his own back.”

“Hear, hear |
- “Bubt  he’'s on his goard,” said
Muauners,  “I looked into his study,
and he's got a crickot bat beside hiwm
on the table. He's quite rveady for us
to try to rush his proofs.”

“And we can't get at them secretly
as he did ours,” said Tom Merry.
“He's too jolly careful for that!”

*He won't even post them; he's so
jolly careful,” said DBlake. “1lle¢'s
going to cyele to Ryleommbe and
deliver them to Tiper personally.”

“ Wotten suspicious beast !’

“But that number's not coming out,”
said Lowther. “It would make us all
look duffers, a fatheaded pavedy of our
‘Weekly ' like that !

“¥ans, wathah!”

“We’ve got to nip it in the bud.”

“We're ell asgreed on that,” said
Tom Merry. “But how's it to be
done ?”

“Have yon ever heard of Dick
Turpin ¥’

“Kh?”

“And Jack Sheppard P

*What the dickens—"

“We are going to understudy them,”
said Lowther. " We are going to lay
s giddy ambush in the lane, and wait
for Grundy te come by. When he
comes, wa collar him and take the
blessed * Weekly ’ off him, and I sug-
gest that he be made to eat it!”

"“Ha, ha, ha{”

“Then I think he will be fed-up with
*Grundy's Weekly.' ”

“No doubt about that!” chuckled
Tom Merry. “I beliove the silly ass
was going fo play that very smart game
on me, only I happened to post iy
copy. What's sauce for the goose is
sauce for the gander. Come on!”

The chums of the School House
finished their tea hastily, and put on
their hats and ssuntered out. George
Alfred Grundy was still busy correct-
ing his preofs, and there was plenty of
time,

Tomn Merry & Co. strolled down the
lane and selected & fevourable spot for
the ambush.

They took cover among the thick
trees along the lane, the Terrible Three
on one side of the road and Study
No. 6 on the other,

Then they watched for Grundy.

But Grundy's proofs were apparently
keeping him. Half an hour passed and
several cyclists rode by, but not the
cyclist the ambushed juniors were wait-
ing for.

Bai Jove, he doesn't appeah to be
comin’ I remarked Arthur Augustus.
“Pewwaps the wottah has gone anothah
way.”

“0Oh, he'll come 1" said Blake.

“Here comes another bike, anywayr.”
remarked Dighby, locking out cautiously
into the road.

“Grundy by George!”

“Look out, you fellows!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustas excitedly, as George
Alfred was spotted approaching at a
good speed on his bike. “Don’t show
yourselves in a huwwy |”

“8hut up, ass! He'll hear you !
growled Herries,

“ Weally, Hewwies—"

* Shush 1”

“I wefuse to shush, Hewwies! You
fellows get weady to wush out as soon
as I give the signal.”

“Bow-wow 1"

“Weally, Blake—*

“Here be comes!
Gussy "
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Keep back,

“I'm keepin’ back, Blake. He can-
not see behind this twee.” i

“You topper's showing, fathead!”
lissed Blake, jerking back the swell of
St Jims  “What did you put on @
topper for, you duwmy? Do you think

Dick Turpin went oub turping in a
topper ¥

" ile's  slowing down!”  growled
Herries. “He's seen (russy's topper
aud smielt a rat!”

“Wats't”

Grundy had slackened down, and his
eyes were fixed upon the peint among
the trees by the roadside where tfle
cliums of Sludy No. b were in covér.
It was clear enough that he was on his
guard and had spotted the ambush.

“Come on!” muttered Blake.

“Pway don't alarm him by showin’
yourself too soon, Blake.”

“Ass! He's alarmed already!
Follow your leader!”

Blake sprang out into the road and
rushed swiftly towards the cyelist. His
chums followed him fast, and the
Terrible Three leaped out of the trees
on the other side of the road.

The cyclist did not stop. He whirled
his machire round in the lane. The
juniors were not a dozen yards away
fromy him, and they put on a desperate
spurt to reach him.

But Grundy had his machine round
now, and was driving af the pedals with
terrific force. ’

“Stop, you wottah!” shrieked Arthur
Aungustus D' Arcy.

“Stop, you beast!”

“ After him |”

Tom Merry & Co. ran desperately.
Arthur Augustug stumbled on a stone
and went ﬁ‘\_‘ing. Blake c¢rashed over
him as he fell full length, and there
was a wild vell from Arthur Augustus,
aud a crunch from his topper.

Blake had fallen fairly on top of it.

“Yawoooh| Oh cwumbs!”

“Oh, you fathead!”

Grundy looked back and waved his
hand. He was getling up speed now,
and the juniors on [oot were hopelessly
Leaten.

Tom Merry slackened down, panting,

“N.G.,” he gasped.

Grundy, chuckling, vanished round a

corner—to  proceed by another and
safer route to Mr. Tiper's office in
Ryleombe.

The disappointed juniors gathered

round Arthur Augustus, who was sitting
in the dust, striving to get his breath.
He was also regarding his crunched
topper with a mournful gaze.

“Got away !” said Monty Lowther.
“You Fourth Form fatheads, what did
you let that silly ass hang out his
topper as a warning for?"’

*Weally, Lowther——*"

“0Oh, bump him!”

“I wefuse to be bumped !
vou—yawooch! You howwid
Leggo! Yow—ow ! Yawoooop

The amateur Dick Turpins and Jack
Sheppards, whose imitations of those old
masters had been such s lamentable
failure, tramped away morosely to St.
Jim's, leaving Arthur Augustus gasping
spasmodically, and struggling with his
crunched topper, which Lowther had
jammed down over his noble nose before
departing.

An hour later Grundy wheeled in his
bicyele at the school gates. and grinned
cheerfully at the sight of Tom BMerry
& Co. in the quad.

The attempt to *“ muck up ¥ “Grundy's

I wegard

wuffians !
[)J

Weekly " hLad failed, and George
Alfred felt that he had scored.

The *“Weekly ” was safe in Mr.
Tiper’s hands now, and the finished

copies were to be delivered at St. Jim's
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in due course. Everything in the
garden, from G. A, Grundy's voint of
view, was lovely.
But was it?
thinking ngain,

Monty Lowther wasa

P

CHAPTER 13.
Lowther Does the Trick [
SUPPOSE I can use the telephone,

by I
Jim’'s after morning lessons on Monday.

The telephone in the prefects’ room
was sometimes used by the juniors, but
sermission had to be obtained, But
ildare of the Bixth was always good-
natured.

“Homething awfully  important—
what?"’ he asked with a smile.

“Well, I want to speak to Mr. Tiper
—chap who prints our paper, you
know,” explained Lowther.

Kildare nodded.

“Right-ho [

“Thanks awfully !

Kildare was just going out, and the
El‘l:‘.fcct.a' room was deserted. Monty

owther had chosen his moment care-

fully. He did not want his little talk
with Mr. Tiper to be overheard.
. Tem Merry and Manners followed him
into the prefects’ room, looking some-
what mystified. That Lowther had some
scheme on hand they could guess, but
they could not guess what it was.

It was a final attempt upon Grandy's
epregious * Weekly "—the last throw of
the dice, as it were.

Lowther unhooked the receiver, and
asked for his number.

“What's the little game ?" asked Tom.

“You'll see. Three Rylcombe,” said
Lowther into the transmitter.

Lowther had to wait a few minutes
for his number. He had interrupted an
unportant consultation about summer
hats at the exchange. However, he waa
given his number at last.

“Ofliee of the ‘Rylcombe Times'?'"

Kildare ?”
Monty Lowther made that
remark 1o the captain of 8t

asked Lowther. “That Mr. Tiper
speaking 27

ESYESIJ)

“How are vou getting on with my
paper ¥

“Eh?

“This is 8t. Jim's.”

“Oh! Master Grundy?”

“How are you getting on with my
weekly, Wr. Tiper?"

Monty Lowther was a truthful youth.
Nothing would have induced him to
assert that he was Grundy. I1f Mr.
'iper chose to assume that he was, that
was  evidently Mr., Tiper's business,
True, from the way Lowther worded his
remark, it was hardly possible for Mz,
Tiper to assume anything else.

“It will be printed this afternoon,
Master Grundy, and delivered on
Tuecsday, as we arranged.”

“The printing hasn't started yet?”

“Not ,et.’l

* Good !I”

“You wish to make some further
alterations in  the proofs, Master
Grundy? That will delay the delivery,
of course.”

“Supposing the alterations were made
at once, you ecould get on with the
printing this afternoon, just the same ?”

“Yes, if they are made before two
o'clock.”

“H'm! After school wouldn't do?"

“Not if the paper is to be delivered
to-morrow morning.”

“Well, I'll get a chap to come down
for me. It 1sn't always easy to get
away, you know, but I'll send a chap

own.”

“VYery well.”
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As the juniors looked at the first number of “ Qrundy’s Weekly " there was an outburat of laughter.

frowned and looked at a copy.

i

11
{ig

Then he stood transfixed. There was not a word of hie stirring serial there |
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George Allred
Instead,

there was a large advertisement for lessons In spelling |

“I'll get Lowther to come,” said
Monty Lowther cheerfully. “Do you
know Lowther—a chap in the Shell

here 1

“Yes. Master Lowther has been down
to sce mo sometimes about the other
schoo! paper.”

“Well, I'm sending him. He’ll come
down on hia bike before two o'clock,
and put in the alterations I want.”

“Very well, Master Grundy. You
will not require further proofs to be
sent after the alterations are made?”

“0Oh, no! Tho fact is, I've changed
my mind a good deal about the paper,
and 1 want to bring it out on rather
unigque lines, But there won't be any
need of fresh proofs. Lowther will go
over tho paper and cub out all T want
left out, and put in what I want put .
Then you ean go ahead with the
printing.”

“ Very well.”

“#Thank you, Mr. Tiper.

Lowther rang off.

“That job’s_jobbed I he remarked.
“Tiper scemed to think T was Grundy,
didn’t he? Qucer ideas people got info
their heads sometimes, don't they 7"

“Why, you made him think so " said
Manners.

“T'm sure I didn't say so.

Good-bye [V

ITowever,

he's jumped to  conclusions,” said
Lowther, with a shake of the head.
“Now, when do go down to Mr.

Tiper’s oflice he will think that I'm sent
specially by CGrundy, and wen't have a
guspish.”

“ But what—"

“And he won't think the alterations
I am gaing to make any funnier than
CGrundy’s spelling, most likely.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther looked at his watch,

“I'd better get off,” he remarked.
“I've got a good bit to do, proof cor-
recting, and so on, in Mr, Tiper's ofhice.
Ta-toa 1"

“But what aro you going to do?™
demanded Tom Merry.

“Improve Grundy’s ‘Weekly’
him. You admit that it needs
imprnvcrzmnt."

“Ha, ha, ha! Ves!?

“Well, I'm going to improve it. This
is really philanthropy on my part.
do these things out of kindness of heart,
But I must get off. I shouldn't like old
Grundy to be disappointed about get-
ting his paper to-morrow morning.”

And Lowther walked away for his
bicyele, and was soon speeding down to
Rylcomhbe with a smiling face.

e returned just in time for afternoon
lossons, and he was still smiling when he
eamo into the Form-rooin.

Apparently the alterations and im-
provements in “ Grundy’s Weckly  had
been mado to the satisfaction of the
humorist of the Shell.

George Alfred Grundy remained in
hlissful ignorance of thoso alterations
and improvements, Once the proofs
were safe in Mr, Tiper's office, Grundy
had no further fears for his * Weckly.”

Tha Machiavellian deepness of Mouty
T.owther was not suspected by George
Alfred Grundy. )

Georgo Alfred was anticipating tho
morrow with complete satisfuction.

After morning lessons tho hrst number
of “Grundy's Weekly " was to be
delivered—fifty nieely printed copies of
it; and then “Tom Merry’'s Weekly ”
wasg to get the *kybosh.”

for
SO0

According to Grundy, the old weekly
would be put so much in the chade by
the new weekly that its editors would
hardly care to produce it again.

It would be, in fact, totally driven
from. the field by the rival weekly, and
“Grundy’s Weekly ” would reign in its
stead.

Naturally, Grundy wae in & mood of
satisfaction. When the Bhell went up
to their dormitory that night, Grundy
observed that the Terrible Three were
smiling ; and Grundy snorted.

Like the gentleman in the old comedy
who was sure tha certain persons were
speaking about him because they
laughed, Grundy was assured that the
smi'fes of the Terrible Three were on his
account,

“You can cackle |” he snapped.

“Thanks!” gaid Monty Lowther.
“We willl Ha, ha, ha[”

“You wait till you
f Weekly ' 1" jeered Grungy.
you won't have the cheek to publish
your rag again after it, though I must
say some fellows have nerve enough for
anything |

“They have!” chuckled Lowther.

“Oh rats |

Grundy grunted and turned in. He
could afford to wait till the morrow,
when the schoolboy editors would be
completely crushed.

With “Grundy’s Weekly ¥ going like
hot cakes, and all the school atrugglmﬁ
for copics, and Grundy’s literary wor
praised on all sides, and perhaps
attractivg a word of commendation
from the Ilead himself—surely, then,

Tne CGem Linrany.—No. 1,540..
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the rival editors would have sense
enough to hide their diminshed heads.

But Grundy was gencrons. He meant
to crush “Tom Merry's Weekly "—that
was strictly necessary. But when it
had been knocked out of existence,
George Alfred intended to take on Tom
Merry's staff, and let them contribute
to the victorious paper.

Of course, he would have to go over
their contributions, and improve and
touch them up here and there, especially
in the matter of spelling. But he would
give them all a chance; he had gener-
ously made up his mind on that.

CHAPTER 14.
Out-Grundying Grundy !

HE next day there was a general
air of anticipation about quite
a number of the juniors of 5t
Jim’s,

Grundy was specially anticipative.

His “ Weekly " was coming home that
morning, end when lessons were over
the great paper would be in his hands,
and would be distributed to an admiring
school.

Already, in his mind's eye, Grundy
saw the rush for the paper, saw the
fellows craning over one another’s
shoulders to peruse the precious copies;
and in his mind’s ear, so to speak, he
could hear fellows reading out his
thrilling story té awe-stricken groups of
other fellows.

ome admirer would send a copy to
the “ Telegraph,” and the “ Telegraph "
would publish it with a note: * It is
scarcely credible that this wis produced
by & junior schoolboy, but such, we are

assured, is the case "—or something to
that effect.

No wonder Grundy was anticipative
and that he thought morning lessons
unusually long; and that he was
awarded a hundred lines by Mr, Linton
for inattention in class.

What were lines to Grundy at that
moment ?

Other fellows were also looking for-
ward to the arrival of “Grundy's
Weekly.” The Terrible Three wore
unusually smiling expressions that morn-
ing. So did Blake & (Co., who had
apparently been informed of Monty
Lowther's wisit to Mr. Tiper's office,
and the result thereof. Bo did Figgins
& Co. of the New House, who were also
in the secret.

The word * Dismiss ¥ was welcome to
very many ears that morning.

Grundy was in so great a hurry to get
out that he narrowly escaped being
called back and detained by his Form-
master for his unseemly haste.

He spotted Toby, the page, in the
hall, and clutched him by the shoulder
with a cluteh that made Toby jump.

“Oh corks, Master Grundy!” ejacu-
lated Toby.

“Has my parcel
printer’s 1"

“Yes, Master Grundy."

“Where is it?"”

“On the ’all table, sir.”

Lrundy rushed to the hall table.
There lay & bulky parcel, corded up in
thick paper, and addressed to Master
G. A, Grundy.

“It's come!” ealled out Grundy to
Wilkins and Gunn, *“Here you are!
I'll open it in the Common-room. Tell
all the fellows.”

come from the
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Grundy bore the bulky pareel away to
the Common-room, He naturally con-
cluded that “all the fellows” would be
awfully keen to see the “ Weekly.” As
a matter of fact, they were.

The Terrible Three, Study No. 6. and
Figgins & Co. rushed after Grundy,
quite eager to sce the great number.
Other fellows erowded in after them,
grinning.

“Grundy's Weekly ”
quite a furore.

The new editor smiled with satis-
faction as the juniors crowded in. They
stood in a throng round the table as
Grundy cut the cord on the parcel.

“Faith, let's see it " said Reilly of
“Bure, it will be worth

was creating

the Fourth.
seeing !”’

“It will!” said Monty Lowther
solemnly. * You must note, gentlemen,
that this is something unique in
weellies. There never has been seen a
weekly like this in or out of 8t. Jim's.”

“Nevah |"” chuckled Arthur Augustus
D' Arcy.

Grundy gave a snort.

“I suppose wvou think that’s funny,”
he rczma.rlilce.d witheringly. “But, as &
matter of fact, you're right. This paper
is a bit different from the kind Dfpbosh
you've had up till now.”

“No doubt about that I” said Lowther

blandly. * Let’s see it, Grundy ! You're

keeping us on tenterhooks, you know."

“ Yaas, wathah |7

“Gather round, my infants
chuckled Kangaroo. ‘ Look out for the
surprise of your lives!”

The big parcel was unfastened at last,
Inside reposed a stack of the * Weekly.”
There was a nice coloured cover—an

(Continued on next page.)
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PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together
readers all over the world for the purpose
of exchanging topics of interest with’ each
other. Readers wishing to reply to notices
appearing here must write to the advertisers
direst. Notices for publication should . be
asoompanied by the coupon on page 17, and
posted to The GEM, Fleetway House,

Farringdon B8treet, London, E.C.4.

E. F. Jubb, 400, Wellfield Street, Warrington,
Eancashire ; ’age'lﬁ-ﬂo; conjurers ; any part

of the world,
Miss Betty Jeffries, *“Clovelly,” Melyd
Avenue, Prestatyn, North Wales ; girl cor-

resémndenfa; ape 14-17.

. Murray, 12&1 Ridgeway Road, Intake,
Shefiield, would like a pal in Glasgow,
Iiving near Northwood Side Hoad ;' age 15-16 ;
cycling, swimming, dancing, amateur photo-

graphy.
B? ymond Dell, 20, Elizabeth Btrect, Mt.
Eden, Auckland, New Zealand ; pen pals.

3 Hﬂé}ﬂi&’ 10, Brle:;m St.ree%l Bt J%Hn's,
Newloun i pen pals; Btamps, ms,
photographs, ' : b !

Miss Yvonne Meleng, Balaklava, Bouth
Australia ; girl correspondents; age 17-20;
?m't, films, dancing; India, Afrlea, England,
ew "Zealand.,

Chan Seng Keat, 774, High Road, Nibong
Tebal, Pro, Wellesley, Siraits Seftlements ; pen

3 age 16-20; friendly correspondence,
stamps, sports,- newspapers, ete,; all letters
answered ; any part of the world.

g H. Josev, B, 1§ra.tmhmc;;§ Road, l}?g%t Omgtfuc:lln,
urrey ; age 13-16 mp collecting, s,
football, and cricket,

M. Azulay, 23, Onarisbrooke Road, Westeliff-

on-Sea, Ewmsex ; age 11-18 ; stamps, chemistr
fretwork ; America, Ca el il
Miss A, K. Batchelor, Pumping Statlon,

Cliftonvile, Northampton ; girl correspondents;

age 13-14 ; jazz music, and boys’ schocl stories.
C. Woods, 113, Bherringham  Avenue,

Totterham, London, N.17 ; exchanging foreign

stamps, especially Spanish ar Abyssinian.
_Haa.h J. B?rglgabt.. Reﬂcl‘iiﬁe,t Loudonlg.laad,

Leicester ; COTres] ent; ; e up=

wa.rds:j.fn%aurc'a e % W 4
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‘papers, bool

T. Smith, 3, Royal Road, Maitland, Capo
Province, Bouth Africa ; age 13-16; stamps,
scn-ut,iuq& autographs, snaps: BStraits Settle-
ments, New Zealand, Holland,

. Btomont, 345, Old Chester Road, Rock
Ferry, Birkenhead, Cheshire; pen pa.f; age
15-16 ; Switzerland.

B. ]imffc,v, 20, Heathbank Road, Rock Ferry,
Birkenhead, Cheshire ; pen pal; age 13-14 ;
Switzerland,

J. Wills, 104, Buckingham Street, Wolverton.
Bucks,; pen pals; age 16-18; sport, fllm news,
popular songs.

M. White, “ Fugglestone,” Exeter Road,
Okehampton, Devon; pen pals; age 11
gports, billiards, photography.

Miss T. Baily, 33, Good Iope Street, Ken-
ain[;ton, Johannesburg, Transvaal, B, Africa ;
girl ecorrespondents ; agoes 12-156;  tennis,
Ewimim I“Ei’{ hockey. ¢

L. F. KoKot, Room 26, Plaza Buildings,
Pretoria, South Afries ; pen pals in South
Africa, Bussia, Greece, Spain, or anywhere in
South Seas. .

R. J. Cutt, 49, Seymer Road,
Egsex ; aﬁu 14-156 :  stomps,
drnwlr&]; ew Lealand.

3. eghire, 111, Edleston Road, Crewe,

hire ; age 16 upwards; conjuring.

Misz P, Barnes, The Street, Wallierton, near
Arundel, Bussex ; girl correspondents; age
16-18 ; British Empire.

D. McKenzie, Basement Flat, 74, Ladbroke
Grove, London, W.11 ; pen pals; age 16-20
outdoor sports, films, stamps, general toplea )
home and abroad.

P. Banyard, 32, Park Crescent, Enfield,
Middlesex ; age 14-18; stamps, cigarette
cards, nﬁwsjﬁlpers, photographs.

E. Pannell, 58, Lake Hoad, Portsmounth,
Hants, would like to hear from readers who
have Nos. 1,300, 1,400, 1,401, 1,402, 1,403,
1,404 of the GEM.

H. Thavenot, Aranjuez Estate, San Juan,
Trinidad, British West Indies ; pen pals; age
13-18; anywhere.

Miss E. Bherrilf, 68, Heath BStreet, East,
Toronto, Ontario, Canada ; lgi:'l correspondents;
Afriea, Ausfralin, England, Burma, Straita
Settlements.

If wvou are interested in correspondence
exchange, sﬁgrea, collections, ﬂmm. magazines

, et 3 musie, I erature, amateur
theatricals and play writing, join the * Inter-
national Correspondence and Exchange Club.'”
Wiite for particulara to the Director, L.C.E.C.,
28, Btrada Reales, Sliema, Malia.

Romford,
FWITNLIMITE,

J. D. Edgeley, 282, Warminster Road,
Graves Park, Shaﬂiald, 8 age 11-14 ; stamps,
coins, engineering ; pen pal in U.S.A. or South
Africa,

M. Bimm, 23, Roseneath Place, Edinborgh 2
age 11-14; gtamps; any part of the world,

W. Moore, 39, Vaughan Stoceet, Leicester ;
age 16; Boy Beouts overseas,

Miss M. Messenger, Southannan, Fairlie,
Ayrahire ; girl correspondents; age 15 up;
Girl Guides,

8. Schwartg, 56, 8t. John's Road, HMoxton,
London, N.1; stamps; British Dominions.

Misa J. Hoare, 83, Broad Hill, Witney,
Oxtordshire ; pgirl correspondents ; age 13-17 .,
reading, films, animals ; FEngland and abroad.

J. Foulds, 109, Ormerod Street, Acoringtom ;
age 12-16 ; stampa ; anywhere except Hogland;

Miss J. Noble, 54, Kelzo Avenue, Clevelsys,
near Blackpool ; girl eorrespondents ; age 11-
13 ; tennis, hockey, swimming, filns, drawing ;
England and abroad.

Misa B. Gill, 41, Mannville Walk, Keighley,
Yorks ; girl correspondents; Egypt, Spain,
Ching, India, Japan.

E. W. Hamstead, 47, Sky Peals Toad,
Woodford Green, Essex ; age 16; pen pals
in ang %art of British Empire.

J. . Bchwartz, 3804, Clark Street, Montreal,

uchee, Canads ; age 17; aguatics, hockey,
checkers, practical science and current events.

T. Wheatley, 44, Ball Haye Road, Leek,
Btafls ; stamps and views ; pen pul anywhere
OVErsens,

L. Hess, 57, George Street, Cheetham Hill,
Manchester, 8; age 18-15; sports, snaps}
any part of world, B

R. Fine, 486, 0O'Connor Street, Ottawa,
Canada ; stamps.
salop, 17, Pinewood Ronid, Gerrards
Crozs, Bucks; stamps, anywhere except
British Isles.

R. MacDouglas, 88, Ruskin Road, Kings-
thorpe, Northampton ; collecting finger-prints
and exchanging school magnzines ; anywhers
in the British Ieles.

Miss J. Sherwin, 19, Tilehurat Road, Wands-
worth, London, B.W.18 ; girl corrcspondent ;
age 14-18; eporta, fllms, stamps, snaps, and
doga ; any part of world,

D. Clark, 25, Westhill Road, Leicester ;
age 13-16; stamps, eport; West Indies,
Africa, Australasin.

J. Bryant, 463, Yohnson Btreet, Kingston,
Ontario, Canada ; stnmi@ gports, newspapoer
exnh.unga' British Isles, Australia, New
Zealand, India, Africa.
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original idea of Grundy's, and a great
improvement on the old kyboshed
“Weekly,” On the coloured cover
appeared, in large letters, the title:

“GRUNDY’'S WEERLY

EDDITED BY GEORGE ALTRED
GRUNDY.

SUBB-EDDITORS, WILKINS AND
GUNN.”

There was a general smile round the
big table. That was very good for a
beginning. But there was beiter to
come, Grundy handed out the copies
with a generous hand, keeping the last
one for himself,

The copies were opened, and the B

Jim’s fellows read, marked, and
learned, and inwardly digested the
contents.

And a roar of laughter such as had
seldom or never been heard within the
walls of St, Jim’s belore rang through
the Clommon-room.

*Ila, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy had not opened his copy yet.
He had been too busy serving them out.
He paused, and regarded the juniors
with astonishment,

That irresistible outburst of hilarity
took him by surprise.

There was nothing to account for it,
unless, indeed, they had all started on
his comic column at once.

“Hallo] What’s the cackle?™ he
demanded.

“Ha, ha, ha }”

* Must be something wrong!” mur-
mured Wilkins, opening his copy.
“Why, what— Ha, ha, ha! Oh
crumbs! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wilkins, you ass——""

“Oh dear! Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy frowned and tore open his
copy.

Then he stood transfixed. He rubbed
his eyes and looked again. Heo could
scarcely believe the evidence of his own
vision, On the first page should have
appeared the title amru ening chapter
of * Under the Bpanish Flag.”

But the story was not there |

There was no sign of Grundy's stir-
ring sevial—not & line of it—not a word
—not a syllable !

Instead, there was a single paragraph
in the centre of the page, surrounded
by a wide black margin. And the
paragraph ran in the form of an
advertisement:,

“WANTED.—Lessons  in spelling |
Any Second Form fag who has a littla
time to spare is requested to call at
Study No. 5 in the Shell passage, and
to bring a copy of the hrst spelling-
book with him,”

Grundy stood dumbiounded.

Certainly he hadn't put that
advertisement on the front page of his
own “Weekly.”” How on earth had it
got there? Where was his story?

Hadn't he placed the proofs safely in
the hands of Mr. Tiper personally, to
make sure that no trick was pfayed
upon them? Had Mr., Tiper gone
suddenly mad and perpetrated this joke
upon him?

I IN: FLIGHT ! I

“Wow ! I tink dat Ah’m slowin’
up—Ilea feit ma fest touch de
ground ! **

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to W. King, 58, Woodberry Avenue,
N. Harrow, Middlesex.

Mechanically he turned over the leaf.

On the second page appeared another
advertisement, having the whole page
to itself ;

“WANTED.—A second-hand strait-
jacket!  Anyone having the same to
dispose of is requested to call at Btudy
No. 5, Shell passage.”

On the third page appeared:

“ORTHOGRAPHY on the G. A. G.
SYSTEM.

K-a-t—kat.
D-o-g-g-e—dogge.
K-o0-w-e—kowe,
B-o-0-1—bool.
S-h-e-a-p—sheap,
L-y-o-n-n—lyonn.
T-y-g-a-r—tygar.”

“Wha-a-at does this mean?” gasped
Grundy., “I—I—I1 never wrote any-
thing like thisl That man Tiper must
be dotty 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”™

“This spelling’s all wrong,
(Clow’s spelt c-o-w-e; not k-o-w-e,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy opened his “ Weekly ” in the
middle, where the leading article was
to appear. It was there—but with
improvements. Some unknown hand
had been over the spelling, and out-
Grundied Grundy, so to speak,

George Alfred’s eyes almost started
from his head as he read:

too.

“Thiss knewe paipar iz inntenndedd
two phill a long-phelt wonnt. Itt wille
bes eddittedd inn phurst-klasse stile
bye Jorge Aliread Grundey, whooh
wille keepe thee mannagemennt inn
hiss oan hannds. Hee wille bee asss-
sisssted buy ann aybel staph off subbb-
eddditorrrs.  Bpellllingge wille bee the
stronnnge poyynt off thisss paipar, inn
.'l'l:*_:]l'g'l;‘ll Alfread Grundeye's oan orrijinal
stike.

The spelling was a little more
original than Grundy's own, and it
made it somewhat difficult to read.
Grundy mechanically turned over the
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leaves, and came to his story: “‘Dircck
Action.”

The story was there, but the spell-
ing had been out-Grundied, It made
George Alfred rub his eyes,

“(Oh, my hat!?" gasped Grundy.
“That's my story; but that fat-hcaded
printer has spelt it all wrongl”

“Ha, ha, hal® E

The juniors were nearly weeping.
Bang |

Grundy's fist, with the “ Weekly”

crumpled up in it, smote the table with
a terrific concussion.

“Mhis is a rotten jape!” he roared.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jove! Has it only just dawned
on you, deah boy?”

“What ‘a brain!” gurgled Lowther.
“Fle's thought that out without the aid
of a net. What a brain!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Zome of you rotters have got at
my ‘Weekly’ and mucked it upl”
shricked Grundy furiously.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(Gimme those copies! I can’t allow

them to get inte ecirculation! Dan't
take those copies away!” yelled
Grundy. “Bring 'em back [”

“Ha, ha, hal"

The juniors streamed out of the Com-
mon-room almost in hysterics, clutching
their copies. Nothing would have in-
duced tgem to part with “Grundy’s
Weekly.”

They had expected it to be funny,
but nothing like this. And those
copies of “Grundy’s Weekly '* were far
above rubies in their eyes,

The hapless editor had thought of
burning the whole edition. But not
for love or money would the other
fellows have parted with those precious
copies.

Grundy roared and yelled and
banged his fist, and threatened wildly,
and finally made a frontal attack,
endeavouring to reclaim the * Weekly *
by main force.

Then he was seized and bumped,
and left in a breathless state on the
floor of the Common-room,.

In a cquarter of an hour the
“Weekly ' was in circulation all over
St. Jim's, and all the school was
chuckling hysterically over it.

And afterwards, though Grundy
begged almost with tears in his eyes
for those copies, he could not regain
possession of a single one,

Monty Lowiher announced his inten-
tion of leaving his copy as an heirloom
in his family. Other fellows sent them
heme to their people. Some put thém
safely by to read, again and agsin, to
cheer them uwp when they were in low
spirita.

So long as Grundy remained at St
Jim’s he was likely to be haunted by
his “ Weekly.”

“Tom Merry’'s Weekly ” went on
flourishing—intermittently, But ihe
first number of “Crundy’s Weekly
was also the last. Indeed, after that
day, in order to throw George Alfred

‘Grundy into a state of homicidal fury,

it was only necessary te whisper in
his ear the title of his famous paper,
“Grundy’'s Weekly.”

THE END,
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For Next Wednesday—

“THE BOY WHO SPOOFED ST1. JIM'S!”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

A great story of Kerr's daring masquerade—and how it led to his arrest for theft !

Order Your GEM Early.
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WHEN TEN REMOVE FEASTERS BECAME THE LAUGHING STOCK OF THE SCHOOL—

THANKS TO WILY WUN LUNG:

THE JOKER OF THE REMOVE!

WHAT, HAPPENED LAST WEEK.

The Remove Form at Greyfriars
receive a big fright one cvening when
@ strange monster with bright green
eyes appears in the Hemove passage.
But Harry Wharten d& Cn. eventually
run i to earth in their own study, and
the “monster ” turns out to be none
other than TWun ZLung, the Chinese
Yunior. He 13 making a dragon-Rite,
and for a joke he put on the dragon’s
head to scare his Form-fellows.

Billy Bunter decides to make a Lite
also—ea glider, he calls it. But he lacks
funds to buy the necessary materials,
and no one will lend him tle money—
even on the strenpih of a competition
prize he declares he is going to win.

Later, in the darkness of the Cloge,
Wun Lung tries out his kite, which has
been mamed the “‘jabberwock.”  Mr.
Capper, the Upper Fourth masier, sees
it, and, somewhat scared, rushes in to
inform the Head of the strange monster
in the Close. He then ventures out again
qwith My, Prout, who i3 armed with a
gun. The Fifth Form wmaster shools
dotwn the “ monster,” and, rushing up to
it, brings the outt of his riflc down on
the jabberwock. _

(Now read on.)

Lucky for Wun Lung!

HERE was a wail of anguish from
Wun Lung ns Mr. Prout, the
master of the Fifth ¥orm,
brought Lis gun down on the

strange monster.

“ My kitee| My kitee!”

The Chinese junior ran up in dismay.
But Mr. Prout did not hear nor heed.
The butt of his gun had crashed through
the bamboo and cardboard of the
dragon, and now it crashed through
again. Mr. Prout meant to finish the
jabberwock, as Bob Cherry termed the
ixita, while he was about it.

The electric lamp in the hollow head
was extinguished, and so the creature's
eyes were dark now, The humming
noise, of course, had ceased. The Fifth
Form master had slain the jabberwock.

Mr. Capper disentangled himself from
the cord and staggered to his feet.

“Have you shot it?” .

“Yes—yes, and finished it with the
butt of my gun.”

“Good | Don't damage it more than

ou can help. I want to have it stuffed
?01' the British Museum.”

The fellows were crowding up. Some
of them were striking matehes, Half
Greyfriars had heen brought out into the
Close by the reports of Mr. Prout's gun,

“Bring a light!” shouted Mr. Capper.

A torch was guicklg; on the scene, It
shone on the slain jabberwock, and there
was a ripple of laughter among the
Removites.

“Ha, ha, ha [”

“My kitee!”

“What on earth is it?” asked
Wingate, bending over the crumpled
object and shining the torch on it.

‘A strange bird,” said Mr. Capper—
“a bird of a species unknown to British
ornithology.”’

Wingate chuckled

“0Or to the ornithology of any other
country, I think, sir,” he said.

“What de you mean, Wingate "

“Tt is made of eardboard, sir.Z

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No, 1,540,

By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

of Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper,
the “ Magnet.”
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“What?" roared My, Capper.

“It is cardboard, bamboo, and paper.
It's a kind of kite.”

“A-a-a kind of k-k-kite!”

*Yeos, sir. Leook for yourself.”

Mr. Capper looked at the wrecked
dragon in the light of the toreh, with
feclings too deep for words. Mr. Prout,
who had been leaning on his gun with
the air of a great sportsman who knew
that he deserved admiration, quietly
slipped away and put his gun out of
sight ns soon as possible,

oth his shots had gone through the
strange creature, and if it had been alive
woulgmost certainly have killed it. But
it was rather a come-down for the great
sportsman to find that he had slain
nothing but a curiously shaped kite.

Mr. Capper looked at the dragon-kite,
and the juniors looked at Mr. Capper.
The Upper Fourth master's face was a

study.
“Tt is a—a kite,” he murmured,
turning crimson. ‘I have never seen

a kite like that before, but it is

undoubtedly a kite.”

T

One minute the chums of the Re-

move are enjoying Wun Lung's

delicious stew—the next they are
looking very sick about it/

s A R

“Tt's a Chinese kite, sir, I think”
said Wingate.

& Ah ! II‘D
belong "’

“My litee!”

“Wun Lung, is this your property "
demanded Mr. Capper, fixing his eyes,
with a portentous frown, on the
Celestial,

“My kitee!”

“You have been flying
Close 1"

“Me fly krtee "

“How dare you fly a kite in the Close

whom does this kite

it in the

after dark,” said Mr. Capper—
“oaspecially one of sueh a—a sirange
forn? You led me to suppose—"

The Form-master checked himself. Ilis
absurd mistake made him ecolour deeply
as he thought of it. “You—you might
have done damage with this absurd
thing.”

“ My kitee—bloken !

“Yes, it is broken; and it is just as
well, as I should certainly have ardered
vou to destroy it,” said Mr. Capper.
“%You have been guilty of a most repre-
hensible act, Wun Lung.”

“No savvy.”

“You ought not to have flown this

kite in the Close after dark. 1 firmly
believe that wyou did it with the
déliberate intention of—of startling
people.”

“No savvy.”
“ Answer me, Wun Lung. Were you

not perfectly well aware that you were
being puilty of an infraction of the rules
of the school 72

*No savvy.”

The Iorm-master was baffled. He
believed that the Chinese junior
“savvied ' well enough, but Wun ]J.:l.lng’s
face was perfectly innocent and bland.

“You must not use that ridiculous
expression, Wun Lung,” he said angrily.
“If you do not understand, say that you
do not understand.”

“No savvy.”

Mr. Capper gave it up. He walked
away with heightened colour; and then
the merriment of the juniors could no
longer be restrained. They burst into
a roar, which My, Capper had the

leasure of hearing as he entered ihe

ouse,

“My hat |” gasped Bob Cherry. “Did
vou ever hear of anything so funny as
this #*

“Ha, ha, ha! Never[”

“My kitee bloken,” said Wun Lung,
bending over his precious dragon.  Bug
it all lightee. eggee of
Mistel Cappel—ow

A finger and thumb closed on the ear
of the Chinese junior. He squirmed
round end looked up into Wingate's
grim face.

“Bo you were pulling the master’s
leg, were you?” said the captain of
Greylriars grimly.

“No savvy.”

“You were working off a jape at Mr.
Capper’'s expense 7"

“No savvy.”

Wingate could not help laughing. He
released Wun Lung's ear and walked
away. The youthful Celestinl gathered
up his broken kite and carried it off
towards the house.

" Bob Cherry gave him a thump on the

ack.
“You'll do, you young raseal!” he
sald. “It was worth busting a kite to
see those two naturalists bagging such
an unique specimen.  This bird, gentle-
men, belongs to a species utterly
unknewn to Brilich ornithologists.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“It is probably a survival of
prehistorie times,” went on Bob Cherry,

Me pullee

i

as they entered the house. “ Examine
it closely and vou will detect a
resemblance to  the pterodactyls of

antediluvian days—to the strange birds
that lived along with the mastodon, the
ichthyosaurus, the plesiosaurus, and the
other cheerful inhabitants of the earth
in its sprightly infaney, the chief differ-
ence being that the pterodactyl was not
made of cardboard.”

**Ha, ha, ha "

“Nor were its eyes manufactured of
green pglass. In other respects the
resemblance is remarkable; and when
the stuffed jabberwock is presented to
the British Museum——-"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Extremely comie,” =aid a dry voice.
And Bob swung round in dismay, to see
Mr. Quelch standing at his study door.

“Yau have a remarkable gift of
humour, Cherry, have you nott”

“]—I—" stammered Bob, in
confusion.

“Unfortunately,” proceeded the Re-
move master, “1t is combined with an
equally remarkable gift of impertin-
ence, and so it will be necessary, Cherry,
for you to keep your remarkable gift of
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THE CHINESE JUNIOR OF CREYFRIARS IS UP TO HIS TRICKS ACAIN IN THIS
HUMOROUS YARN OF THE EARLY SCHOOLDAYS OF HARRY WHARTON & CO.

humour within bounds. To assist you to
do so, I will give you an exercise that
will impress the lesson on your mind,
You will write out a hundred times,
' Impertinence leads {o punishiment,’ T
shall want to see the lines before bed-
time 1

And Mr. Quelch turned into his study.
Bob Cherry made a grimace; but he
made no more jokes just then.

The wrecked dragon was carried up
to Study No. 1, where Wun Luung
procecded to patch it up. It had suf-
fered severely from Mr. Prout's doughty
blows, but it was not past repair.

Meanwhile, Mr, Capper had re-
luctantly reported the facts of tho
matter to the Head. Dr. Locke looked
at him anxiously as he re-entered the
study.

“Has the creature been shot, Mr.
Capperi” he asked quickly.

“Ye-es,” said Mr. Capper, blushing.
“But it—er—turns out to be a—a specics
of kite 1

“Indeed | There is no species of kite
in England, or the known world, of such
size | the Head exclaimed. " 'This must
be an unique speecimen. The length of
the object 1 saw was considerably more
than the length of the largest kite
known i

“I—I do not mean the kite of orni-
tholegy,” stammered Mr. Capper. *In
point of fact, it was not a bird at all.”

The Head stared.

“Not a bird! DBut you sald it was
& species of kite.”

"Y,;es. But I meant & schoolboy's
sto.

“Oh 17

“Tt—it was a kite made by the

Chinese boy in the Remove, in the shape
of a dragon,” said Mr. Capper. " Heo
was flying it after dark, and I—I made
& mistake. Of course, I conld not know
it—"

“Of course naot,” assented the Iead,

in horror,

taking pity on the Feorm-master's con-
fusion. * The thing startled mo as much
as it did you. Really, the boy should
be punished for causing so much trouble.
But he is such an innocent little fellow
that T am sure he swas unconscious of
doing harm. Perhaps it would be better
to pass the matter over.”

And passed over it was.

A Helping Hand !
HE slaying of the jabherwoek

I furnished the Remove with an

inexhaustible topic of laughter

for some time., Wun Lung sud
denly found himself quite a famous per-
sonage in the Lower Fourth. A fellow
who could succeed so completely in pull-
ing the leg of a Form-master and escape
scot-free was a fellow to be respected.

The jabberwock, as all the jumors
called the dragon-kite, was patched and
repaired, and, after morning lessons tho
next day, Wun Lung flew it in the Close,
But 1t was not the least terrifying in tho
daylight. Several more of the Remove
followed Wun Lung’'s example, and
manufactured kites, though they did not
attempt to give them the artistic form
of the jabberwock.

Billy Buntér was as busy as anybody.
The fat junior, who was perfectly con-
vinced that he was an inventive genins,
was busy with his glider. He was
hampered, as usual, Ej want of cash,
and he made efforts in all directions to
obtain capital. But lenders were scarce.

Tt was in vain that Bunter explained
that with a pound a week for six
months—the Prize he was going to win
in “Answers’ ¥ football competition—
he would be able to discharge all his
debts. The juniors declined to believe
that he would ever possess that valuable
prize.

“The thing's 8 dead cert,” Bunter ex-
plained, almost with tears in his eyes.

-

.

it L

“ Nices fattes doggen in stew,”” said Wun Lung. Ths juniors, who had feasted not wisely but oo well, gazed at the Chines
““¥You horrible young cannibal!!! they gasped.

Temple,

" You pigtailed beast!’

“TBlessed if T know how to convince you
obstinate duflers. Don't you see that the
best answers sent in are bound to get
the best prize?"”

“The boundiulness is great,” agreed
the Nubob of Bhanipur, * but the hest-
fuluess of the honourable Bunter's
answers is terrifically problematie.”

“Oh, really, Inky——"

“1 belicve that the prizefulness will
arrive for the honourable Bunter along
with his esteemed postal order.”

“As a matter of fact, I'm expecting
a postal order thia evening,” said un-
ter. ' L'dl let you have that on aceount,
and pay up tho rest out of the pound &
weck, if you could let mo have a pound
ar two now."”

“Well, of all the nervo!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, “Why don't you ask for a

fiver¥”

“A couple of pounds would be
onough.  Besides, I shall make money.
When the glider is completed I ean give
fellows a ride in o, :uui charge a tannecr
a time. If cighty fellows take o ride ak
sixpenes each, there's the two pounds
back again!”

“Oh, give us a rest, Bunter 1"

“uUh, really, Cherry, I must have =
little ecapital to work with, you know!
How can you expect me to make a
glider when I haven't any tin?”

“Wa don't expect you to make ono!”
grinned Bob as he left the study.

Bunter grunted disconsolately. He
was left alone in the study with Wun
Lung, the Chinese junior being busy
giving some finishing touches to his
dragon-kite. Wun Lung locked up.

“How muchoo?” he asked.

The fat junior stared at him.

“What aro you jahbering ahout, you
gilly Chinese ass?"” he growled.

“How muchee cashee?”

Billy Bunter brightened np wonder-
fully. He knew that the Chinese junior
had plenty of money.

#j—1 feel queer !’ moaned
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“A couple of pounds would do,” he
said eagerly. .

“Lats!” said Wun Lung, turning to
his work again.

“ Well, perhaps thirty bob——"

“Lats I"

“8oy a pound, then. I could get the
bare materials for that."

Wun Lung groped in his pocket and
tossed ‘8 pound note over to DBunter.
The fat junior could scarcely believe his
eyes as he caught the banknote,

“Now shuttee up |" said Wun Lung.

*Oh, really, Wun Lung——"

"“No talkes.”

Apparently the Celestial regarded the
shutting up of the fat junior as cheap
at a pound, But Bunter was gquite con-
tented, and he left the study before Wun
Faung could change his mind.

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars,

and Bunter had plenty of time to carry
sut his scheme. When Harry Wharton
ooked into the study a couple of hours
later the fat junior was very busy. He
was sitting on the flobr amidst piles of
all sorts and conditions of material, sew-
ing away at canvas with a huge needle,
and muttering things whenever ho
jabbed the point into his finger.
. Wharton stared at him in amazement.
The study was in ulter confusion. The
table, the floor, the chairs, and even the
fender were littered with materials for
Bunter's glider.

“What -on earth
Bunter 1" .

The fat junior blinked up at him.

“I'm making my glider, Wharton.”

“He, ha, ha 1" _

“Blessed ii I can see anything to
cackic st. People have made gliders
before.”

“Not people like wou, Bunter!”
laughed Wharton. “But where on
earth did you get all this stuff from?”

“A friend lent me & pound,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “Bome fellows
can trust me.”

“They must be perfect strangers,
then.” '

en. .

“Oh, reall? Wharton iy

*And yaué better get some of this
m‘tlcjlf cleared up before we come into
tea.

And Wharton picked: up his football
and left the study. Bunter sewed and
out and pinned and stuck valiantly, and
the glider grew. Whether it would ever
fly was a question which anyone but
Billy Bunter would have answered im-
mediately in the negative.

Several fellows, hearing that Bunter
was making a glider, came to look at
him during the progress of the work.
They gave him plenty of friendly
advice, but no assistance. Skinner
récommended lining it with felt to keep
the rain off, and Levison suggested a
framework of wrought ivon for strength.

Billy Bunter worked on, and took no
notice of these frivolous suggestions.
The only offer of help he received came
from “’}Im Lung. The Chinee locked
into the study towards tea-time, and
found Billy Bunter up to his ears in
work.

“Fattee Buntel wolkee muchee,” said
the Chinee sj‘mgathctically. *3'poses
Wun Lung help?”

“ Well, %’l] be glad of a little help,”
gaid Bunter. “The fellows will be in to
tea soon, and Cherry will make a row if
the study is in this state. The glider is
getting on, but this eanvas wants sew-
ing up. Could you manage it?”

The Chinee's almond eyes twinkled.

“Me sewee nicee.”

“There's & needle,

are you doing,

Mind you don’t

prick your fingers, I keep on doing it.”
Wun Lung threaded. tﬁe needle and
Tac Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,540.

set to work. Bunter was busy, and the
Chinee sat down partly behind him, The
fat junor-did not keep an eye on him,
and  the  Celestial sewed away
industriously.

A quarter of an hour later there was
a tramping of feet in the Remove pas-
gage, and the Famous Four burst into
the study, glowing with the exercise of
the football field, and as hunhgry as
hunters.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's all
this?” asked Bob Cherry, as he caught
his foot in a coil of cord and nearly

fell. “¥Yon young ass!” .
“Don’t tread on my materials,
Cherry. I'm making a glider.,”

“You ought to be making the tea.
Tire’s’ out, you young ass! I'm
hungry [

“1 think you fellows could have tea
in Hall this time, Wun Lung is etand-
ing a feed this evening, so you don't
want muech. I wish you'd be quiet, and
not interrupt my work.”

“ Well, cf all the cheel |”

“I'm practically finished now.”

“Don’t you want any tea ;,'ourself i

“No; I shan’t want any.”

“What duffer was it said the aga of
miracles was past?” said Nugent.

“(h, really, Nugent i

“If the esteemed Bunter doesn’t want
any tea, the miraclefulness is terrific,”
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“QOh, really, Inky! You see, you fel-
lowe, I've eaten all thers was in the
cupboard. I had to have a snack from
time to time to keep up my strength
while T made the glider. You can go
and have tea in Hall. On second
thoughts I'll come with you, and I can
put the finishing touches to the glider
afterwards.”

Bunter tried to rise to his feet. He
got half-way up, and then sat down
again with a thud. His speectacles slid
down his nose, and he gave a gasp of
blank amazement.

“ Wh-wh-what's the matter "

He struggled to rise, but he could not.
Wun Lung had risen, and was looking
at Burter with an expression of mild
surprise.

“What's the matter with you " asked
Harry Wharton,

“Blessed if T know! I say, you fel-
lows, lend me & hand, will you? I—I'm
stuck to the floor somehow.”

“ka, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“The seat of your trousers is sewn to
the carpet [”

“What ?” yelled Bunter.

Wun Lung quietly disappeared from

the study. The Famous Four stood
round the fat ]]umnr, laughing up-
roariously. The look on Bunter's face

was too funny for words.

He squirmed round to get a lock
behind him, and jammed his spectacles
tighter on his nose. It was true enough.
There was & gash in the study earpet,
and to one of the edges of it Bunter's
trousers had been eewn, and the fat
junior was a prisoner. He made another
effort to rise, and fell over on his back.

“My—my hat!" panted Bunter.
* How—why—who——"

“Hsa, ha, ha!”

Bunter gave n yell as light dawned on
his mind. He remembered the kind
assistance he had received from Wun
Lung.

“Where's that Chinee?"

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“Help! Help!| You grinning idiots!
Get this loose, will you? say, you
fellows, ffc-u might lend a hand, you
know. 'm going to pulverise that
Chinee, I'll teach him to sew my
trousers to the earpet! Why don’t you
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help a chap instead of standing cackling
there like a lot of silly old hens "

“I1a, ha, hal"

Bunter pgave a desperate wrench,
and his trousers came away from the
carpet, with a torn frogment of the
carpet ndhering to it, The fat junior
panted for breath.

“TN—I'l  massacre
villain 1” he panted.

Vglm Lung looked innocently into tha
study.

“Tea is leady,” he =aid, with a bland
smile,

Bunter made a wild dash at him, and
the Chinese junior fled. Bunter pur-
sued him down the stairs at top speed,
and the Famous Four followed, roaring
with laughter,

A little fat poodle bclonﬁing to the
housekeeper ran across the passage
under unter's feet, and he went
sprawling headlong. The poodle ran
away yelping, and Bunter sat up and
gasped. :

“Ow! Where's my glasses? Owl
Where's that Chinese beast? Owl”’

Harry Wharton picked up the fallen
glasses, and handed them to the fat
unior. The poodla had wvanished.

unter had fallen on him, and Bunter
was not a Ii%ht weight, TFido had gone
to seek comfort from his mistress,

“Thank you, Cherry!” gasped Billy
Bunter- as he received the spectacles
from Wharton, “I'll—T'll wipe up the
floor with that Chinee when I catch
him! I'm quite out of breath |”

It was some minutes before Bunter
recovered his wind. Then he went into
the dining-hall, and found Wun Lung
sitting at the Remove table, with the
blandest of smiles upon his amiable
face.

{hat Chiness

Bunter Flies!

UNTER'S wrath had evaporated
B by the time tea was over, several
considerations helping it. One

was that Wun Lung had lent him

a pound in the afterncon. Not that
Bunter had a good memory for favours
reccived; but he had a very keen anti-
cipation of more favours to come.
Another and more important considera-
tion was the feed Wun Lung had
promised to stand that evening. The
fat junior did not want to be left out
of that, "

Besides, Bunter was busy with hia
glider. It was finished now, and thers
was plenty of time before dark for the
first flight, and he needed uwssistance.
The Famous Four were, of course,
called upon, and they consented to lend
a hand in the Close.

The glider—which was, in point of
fact, nothing but a wvery large and
clumsily constructed kitc—was carried
out into the Close, half the Lower
School eoming to see the result,
Opinions were freely expressed that it
would never rise in the air,

“It 'will have to get some impetus
first,” said Bunter. “The proper wa
to start a glider 1s from high ground,
and I'm working under difficulties,
You hold it, Wharton, Start it when
I give you the word. I'll keep tho cord,
and it'll be up in a jiffy!"”

And Bunter marched off with tha
cord. The wind was favourable, and
there was ample room to run in the
Close. But, somechow, the kite would
not risa. Whartoa held up the huge
contraption manfully, Whenever Bun-
ter gave the word, he started it; bus
each time it fell to the ground.

It was possible that Bunter had not
constructed the glider on scientific lines,
but it was of no use telling him so, As
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a matter of fact, the weight of the
materials was very unevenly distri-
buted, and the wiole thing was very
truly, if not elegantly, described by
Levison as cack-handed and cock-eyed.

“*I say, you fellows, I think you
might help me a bit,” said DBunier
indignantly to the grinning Removites,
“Yon said you'd help, Wharton 17

“I'm doing my best, Bunter.”

“Tt keeps on falling to the ground!”

“That's not my fault, ass!|”

“Waell, the glider is all right, sa I
don’t see why it shouldn't fly. Will
you hold it for me, Cherry? Wharton
can't manage it!”

Bob Cherry obligingly held the kite.
The result was the same. Then Wun
Lung volunteered to hold it. But Bunter
had had enough of the ®Chinee's assist-
ance, and he curtly declined. He asked
Hazeldene, who took the kite with a

rim.

Hazeldene was in a humorous mood.
He did not let go the kite, and Bunter
tugged at the cord in vain. After some
minutes, he eame up red and gasping.
“No geoed,” he said, “¥ou fellows
can't handle a lider for toffee!
Besides, what it -rcaﬁly wants is a good
start from high up somewhere. Would

you mind climbing up on ihe roof,
Wharton, and starting it there for me 7

“Well, rather, I think I should
mind 1

“1 don’t see why you shouldn’t take
a little risk in the cause of science,
When it's fairly going, I'll let you have
first ride.”

Harry Wharton laughed and shook
hiz head.

“Don’t be a silly ass, Bunter, Yon
know very well we're not allowed on
the roof 1

“It’s a very special occasion, Will
you go up for me. Cherry?”

Bob Chervy chuckled.

“Well, I don’t know about going on
the roof, Bunter; but I wouldn’t mind
trying from the top of the gym.”

“Good! 'The gym's hardly high
enongh for the purpose, but it 1s better
than the level. You can pull up the
glider with a cozd, alter you are on
the roof.”

“Right-ho !
study, Inky!”

Get the cord out of our

“With great pleasurefulness, my
worthy chum.”
“You get the Iladder, Nugent, to

climb up to the roof.”

* Certainly 17

Billy Bunter, satisfied at last, led the
way towards the gymnasium. The
Removites followed, most of them
Erinuing, It was apparent to everybedy
ut Bunter that Bob Cherry had some
joke up his sleeva.

The ladder was planted against the
gide of the gym, and Hurree Singh
returned with the coil of cord. Bob
Cherry fastened one end to the bamboo
centre of Bunter’s kite to pull it up by,
and then he cut off a length and tied it
directly underneath.

“What's that for?" asked DBunter,
Blinkin at it through his spectacles.

“Tar you to hang on to.”

“I've got the cord.”

“Buppose the kite carries you up into
the air,” said Bob, *“the cord would
enap |’

“Quite right. I didn’t think of thab.
Of course; the glider will in all prob-
ability 1ift me off the ground,” agreed
Bunter. “Perhaps I had betler put a
turn of the rope round under mmy arms,
in ease I should let go.”

" Good wheeze "

Bob Cherry took his rope in his hand
and asecended the ladder. He signed
to Nugent and Hurree Bingh to follow
him, and they did so with solemn faces.

“ Heip 1
grinning idiots !

The Remove waited expeetantly. Bob
Cherry pulled up the kite over the roof
of the gym, and all was ready.

“ Are vou ready, Bunter?”
“Yes. Let go.”
“It's going |” roared DBob Cherry.

“Hold on l”

“Has the wind caught it?” gasped
Bunter, as he felt a steady pull on the
rope.

* Hold on [* o

The kite was, of course, invisible, as
it had passed over the roof of the high
building, Whether it was rising in the
gky or lying idle on the roof of the gym,
could not be seen by anyone standing
close to the gym wall in the Close. But
there was certainly a sharp pull on the
rope. )

Bunter clung to it desperately, and in
a few seconds he was whisked off his
feet, and came with a bump against
the wall of the gym.

“Oh!1” he gasped. .

But he held on. Higher and higher
he was pulled, till he was half-way to
the roof of the building. ¥e was turn-
ing round and round on the end of the
rope.

The Removites below were almost in
convulsions. They knew how much of
Bunter's ascent was due to the glider.
But Bunter had no doubts,

“Hold on, Cherry!” he
“PDon’t let it go too high.”

“(Can’t be stopped now I called back
Bob Cherry from the roof.

“1 say, hold en—hold on!”

The ascent stopped. Bunter was
hall-way to the roof, and there was a
sudden erash of glass as his foot went
through a window.

“My hat|” gasped Bunter.

The Removites on the roof came down
the ladder. They joined the crowd of
juniors below, and st the same time
Wingate came wrathfully out of the
gym.

gasped.

Help ! " gasped Bunter, struggling to rise from tha carpet.
Qet my trousers loose !

 You
I’m going to pulverise that Chines !
171l teach him to sew my trousers to the carpet!”

Wun Lung at Work!

INGATE  stared in  blank
amazement at the fat junior
half-way up the wall of the

gym, with onc lég through the
window, and the other wagging in the
i(iT.

“What on earth are you
Dunter " he asked.

“I'm sorry, Wingate—can't help it!"

“Come down immediately |”

“I—I ean't. Ii's the glider,
know 1#

“The what?” howled the captain of
Greyfriars,

“The glider. It was carrying me up
and I can’'t eome down. If you could
hang on to my feet it might bring me
down. I hope for goodness’ sake ik
won't rise any higher, I—I'm getiing
nervous !

“Ha, ha, ha !” howled the Removites.

“How is the young idiot fized up
there #” asked Wingate. *“ What is the
rope fastened to?”

“The glider,” grinned Levison.

Wingate mutiered something, and
walked to the ladder and ascended. He
could not help grinning as he stepped
on the roof. The great kite, which
Bunter supposed to be soaring in the
air, lay on the leads. Bob Cherry and
Nugent had, of course, pulled him up
by main force and fastemed the end of
the rope, while Bunter imagined that
the glider was dragging him up from
the earth.

Wingate loosened the rope and
lowered Bunter to the ?raund. The
fat junior came down with a sharp rum,
and bumped on the ground with a jar
that took his breath away.

He sat up and blinked, and as he did
g0 his kite came over the edge of the
roof and fell on him, and Bunter's head
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biffed (livough the canvas. The expres-
wion of the junior was almost idiotically
bewildered as he sat with the kite round
his neck. The Remove roared,

Wingate came down ihe ladder. Tle
surveyved the fat junior with o grun
smile.

“You young oss!” he said. "If yon
hadn't been an utter idiot you would
bave known that that clumsy contrap-
tion wasn’t lifting you ¥
‘“But it was, Wingate. It was a first-
class glider.”

“Mind, no more tricks on the roof of
the gym,” said Wingate, “and the
charge for mending that window will be
spnt to your father, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Wingate—"

The captain of Greyfriars went back
Mto the gymnesium. Bunter staggered

to his feet. He blinked indignantly at
the Removites.
“Blessed if I see what you want

to keep on cackling for,” he growled.
*Wingate must be an ass. Fancy not
velieving that the glider raised me from
the ground, when he had the evidence
of his own eyes

“Ha, ha, ﬁn. B .

“Didn't the glider raise me from the
ground, Cherry1” . .

“Well, no; I rather think it was a
chap about my size who pulled you up ozt
roared Bob Cherry. “Ha, ha, ha!

And the juniors shricked at the ex~
pression on Bunter’s face.

" Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter indignantly gathered up
bis kite. .

“Y shall try my next experiment
without assistance from you,” he said.
“Ha, ha, ha! .

" Bunter stalked away. The glider
disappeared and was not seen again.
Bunter was not very sensitive to ridi-
cule, but he could not help fedling that
his experiment had been a failure, and
he dirf not care to face it o second

time.

* Any more %iiders, Bunter?” asked
Bob Cherry, when he came in_with
Wharton and met the fat junior in the
hallway. Bunter blinked at him re-
proaoh}ully.

“No, Cherry. I'm thinking of giving

up aerostalics and sticking to ventrilo-

uism, after all. But while we're on
tqhe subject, there's that window in the
ym to be paid for. Wingate said the
ﬁlll would be sent to my father. He
will report it to Quelch, Now that's not

ir.
“We shall see to it,” said Harry

! If you could give me the
money now, Wharton, I'll manage it
without any trouble to you. Slade, in
the village, charges five shillings for a
pane like that. I'd rather have it put
in at once and not let the matter go
before the beak. You can fell Wingate
that I've arranged it with Slade.”

“Very well.”

And Bunter walked away with the
five shillings jingling in his pocket,
The chums of the Remove went upstairs
to Study No. 1 to do their preparation,
but they found the room oecupied.
Wun Lung was there, and he was evi-
dently prepering for the feed he had
promised Harry Wharton & Co. His
sleaves were rolled up, and he had a
white apron op and looked cxtremely
professional.

huge fire was banked up in the
grate and a variety of utensils occupied
the fender and the hob. It was already
dusk, and the light was on in the study.

"Gettee lendy for feedee,” remarked
Wun Lung.

“Q0h, you're getting ready, are youi”
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gaid Bob Cherry.  “But whak about
prep ¥”

“No plep.”

“But we've got ta do it, you know.
We can't get over the Forin-master in
the morning with soft soap, as you do.”

Wun Lung grinned.

“No plep, allee samee.
nicee feed !”

There certainly wasn't much room for
doing preparation in the study. The
table was piled with crockery and
utensils. Wun Lung seemed to have
borrowed things on all sides for his
cookery, for half of them did not belong
to Btudy No. L

“What are you going to cook " asked
Harry Wharton.

“Nicee stew—Chinee stew.”

A savoury smell was proceeding from
a huge saucepan on the fire, to which
Wun Lung was adding at intervals
various ingredients, Bob  Cherry
sniffed.

“That smells 'all right,” he remarked.
“I'm getting hungry.”

“Leady soon.”

“Yes, but what about our prep?!”

GI'NO pie .JJ

Hauarry “Pha.rton laughed.

“We'd better take our books down in
the Common-room,” he said.

“Oh, all right! It looks like a
decent feed.. We had a rotten tea in
Hall, and I'm feeling jolly peckish,”
Bob Cherry remarked. “Will the
feed be ready in an hour, young cheer-

Me makee

ful 1
“All loady.”
“Good| Then vou can have the room

to- yoursolf. Mind there’s enough and
mind it's good! I'm not particular on
other points.*

Wun Lung grinned and nodded, and
the Removites went down again. They
met Hurree Singh and Nugent on the
stairs and explained matters to them.

“Well, 1f it's going to be a decent
feed, I don’t mind,” Nugent remarked.
“That young Chinee can cook, too! He
did us some sausages and chips the
other day in first-rate style. I shall
be guite ready for the stew in half an
hour’s time.”

And the Famous Four went into the
junior Cocmmon-room to do their pre-
paration. It was not easy to do it
there, with a buzz of talk going on
around them. ' Bunter eame info the
room and walked over to Wharton.

‘1 say, Wharton !”

“Don't bother now, Bunter, I'm
busy. Why don’t you do your prep?”

“Lots of time for that. Besides, I
want to tell you I—— It's about that
window.”

“That’'s all right, if vou've arranged
with the man.”

“Well, as a matter of [fact, I
haven't. You sece——"

“Very well, I'll see to 1t.”

“That's all right, then,” said
Bunter. “I1 don’t want Mr. Quelch te

be bothered about the matter, and, of
course, it wouldn't do for the bill to go
to my father.”

And the fat junior
Harry called after him.

“You've forgotten the tin.”

Bunter turned his head,

“No, I haven't, Wharton.”

“Well, if I'm going to sec aboutb il,
leave the tin here,” said Harry.

“You see, that's really what I came
to speak to you asbout,” said DBunter
hesitantly. “I—I thought I'd better
have a snack as we were waiting so
long for Wun Lung's feed, you know.
I supposo to-morrew morning will do
for the five bob, Wharton "

“What do you mean?”

walked away.
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“I—I had to have a snack to keep
up my strength.  You know I'm in
delicate health, and I can only keep
going by having plenty of nourishing
food. I've got a postal order coming bi
the first post to-morrow morning, so
thought if it was all the same to you,
I'd let you have the tin back then and
spend the five shillings with DMrs,
Mimble.”

“But it isn’t all the same to me.”

“Now, don't be mean, Wharton. You
won't arrange with Blade about. the
pane till to-morrow. What possible
difference can it make to you if I give
you the five bob now, or if you have
it out of my postal orvder to-morrow
morning

“Nomne, if I have it then, you young
idiot! But it’s my own fault for trust-
ing money into your hands.”

“I hope I'm & fellow that can be
trusted with money,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “I had to spend that five bob
gt the tuckshop; but I suppose you
give me crodit for common honesty, and
knowing that I shouldn’t have spent
it if my postal order hadn't been
coming for tertain to-morrow morning.”

“You'll be telling yarns like that to &
judge some day,” said Bob Cherry.
“But you won't get off as easily as you
do with Wharton.”

“0h, really, Cherry!”

“It was my own fault” said Harry.
“T ought to have known Bunter better.
Don't- talk any more rot about your
postal order, Bunter.”

“Well, it’s barely possible that there
may be a delay in the post, Wharton,
and if you are not in an immediate
hurry for the money, I would rather
you left it till I get the prize in
“ Answers’ ' football competition.”

“(0h, cheese it] Let me get on with
my work.”

“Certainly. But is it understood
that the smount stands over?”

“I make you a present of it.”

“Thank you very much, Wharton, but
I cannot acecept a money preseni at
vour hands,” said Bunter firmly, “A
loan I have no objection to, but a gift

of money isn't possible between
friends.”

“Will you get away and stop bother-
g "

“I think this point ought to be
settled—"

Bob Cherry rose and took Bunter by

the ear and led him to the doeor. A
drive of his foot sent the fat junior
along the passage hurriedly. Bunter
caught up against the wall and blinked
at the wrathful Removite, Bob shook
a warning finger at him.

“If you come in here again till our
prc{r ig finished, I'll jump on you!" he
said.

#(Oh, veally, Cherey 1"

“Beat !

And Bob Chlerry looked so dangerous
that Billy Bunter promptly “scatted.”

The Fate of Fido !

HE news had spread that a feed

I was being prepared in_ Study

No. 1, and that the Chiness

junior was standing it. A
good many fellows logked in while the
preparations were going omn.

The smell from the huge saucepan
boiling on the fire was most appetising.
Wun Lurg was undoubtedly a good
cook. Skimner declared that the mere
scent of that stew made him hungry,
and he asked Wun Lung when it would
be finished,

Bulstrode was equally impressed, and
he demanded a spoonful to try, which
the obliging Wun Lung accorded him.
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Bulstrode pronounced it ripping, and
regretted that he was not on the best
terms with Harry Wharton & Co. He
would have liked very much to be agked
to that feed in Study No. 1.

After finishing their prep, the Famous
Four looked into the study. Wun Lung
was still busy, but his labours were
approaching an cnd. He had laid the
cﬁ:bh and digposed of the crockery to
the best advantage. Bob Cherry sniffed
appreciatively. )

“Ripping I” he said. “I'm getting
jolly peckish, too, 1 hope you've gof
a good supply of that stew, young
cheerful. 1 should like to asgk some
fellows in."”

Wun Lung nodded.

* Muchee plenty.”

“Good! Where did you get that
saucepan T

“Me hollow
keeper.”

“Ha, ha! I wonder if Mrs. Kebble
would like to hear herself described as
& nice fat housckeeper!” grinned
Nugent. “It was very deceni of her
to lend you the sauc:e}mrﬂ What are
you making the stew of ¥

“Nicee meatee, nicee tato, heance,
callots, and ungyungs, muches plenty 1”

Bob Cherry smacked his lips.

“Good | The scent is ripping ! Now,
there will be six here to the feed.”

“HFive, my * snid the

it of nicea fat house-

worthy ehum),
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“0h, you're not going to stand out
of a feed like this, Inky |” said Bob
warmly. “There's nothing in it for you
to be E{a:;.tidimls about.” '

The nabeb shook his head.

“The excellentfulness of the esteemed
stew is preat, but Lthe keep-off-the-grass-
fulness 1s terrific 1”

“Blessed if [ know how you live|”
said Boh Cherry. '"Well, we'll get some
bananas for you, as you can’t eat good
grub. [IMive of us, then, We can have
two.or three of the fellows in. They are
all anxious to come.”

“Muchee good |7

“How long will it be, Wun Lung ”

“Lingee bell when leadf.”

“Good ! The guests will have to bring
their own plates, spoons, and forks,
though. Bust remember that.”

The Remavites, feeling very cheerful
at the prospect of the feed, strolled
along the passage. Billy Bunter met
them on the stairs.

“TIsn't it ready yet 7 he asked.

“Not quite. Wait for the bell to

“All right. T say, Wharton, what's
going to be done about the dish that
was broken last night? The house-
keeper has asked me about it"

Harry Wharton langhed.

“ [ suppose vou don't hold me respon-
sible for thal, Bunter?”

“Waell, somebody will have to pay for
it. Tt was Wun Lung's fault it was
broken over his rotten jape with that
dragon, and he ought to pay for it
Mrs. Kebble sayas she will complain if
the loss isn't made good; and as she
was giving a dish of potatoes to Study
No. 1, T think the least you fellows can
‘do 1s to pay for the damage done. Still,
I'll go and ask Wun Lung.”

“No, you won't!” said Wharton.
“How much does Mrs. Kebble want for
the broken dish ?”

“One-and-six.”

“1T'1l go and see her, then.”

"You needn't trouble, Wharten, Tl
take it Lo her.”

“¥You are too obliging, Bunter I" said
Bob Cherry sarcastically. “ Perhaps the
one-and-six might follow the five bob
to Mrs. Mimble's tuckshop !

“0Oh, really, Cherry—
vou going, Wharton 7

Where are

“T'm going to the housakeeper’'s
room.”

“Beiter not. I could manage the
affair ever so much better.”

Harry Wharton walked away. He
knocked at the housckeeper’s door, and
Mrs. Kebble received him, with a smile.
Bunter followed Wharton in, locking
very red and plucking at his sleeve.

“1 say, Wharton, it's all right!
Better leave it to me.”

“Shut up, Bunter |

" But, I say—really, Wharton—"

“T've come to see you about the dish,
Mrs. Iebble,” said Harry, coming to
the point at once. “We're very sorry it
was broken, and Bunter says it will be
one-and-six to veplace it, so I—

The housekeeper gave Bunter a
withering look.

“Nothing of the sort, Master
Wharton. Master Bunter explained
how the dish was broken, and insisted
on knowing how muech it cost. T said it
did not matter, but he insisted on
paying. As 16 will be charged in the
breakages, T told him——"

“ Bunter, you fal rascal 1

“Well, I thought the dish ought to
be paid for,” said DBunter. “1 was
going lo pay for the dish out of my
postal order to-morrow meorning, and
have the use of the eighteenpence for
the evening, T'm in need of some
nourishing food.”

Wharton's brow darkened.
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“I'm sorry to have troubled you,
Mrs. Kebble”

“Tt is nothing,” said the housekeeper,
“and I shall not allow you to pay for
the dish, I was surprised ab DMaster
Bunter's insisting, and did not guess the
reason. 1 consider him & dishonest boy,”

“Oh, really, ma'am——"

“And you are quite right, DMrs.
Kebble,” said Wharton ; “only Bunter is
too stupid to know what i honest and
what is not.”

“0Oh, really,

Harry tcoi
march him
squirmed.

“I say, while we're here, we might
as well ask Mrs. Kebble if we can have
another dish of potatoes td cat with
Wun Lung’s stew, as that lot last night
was wasted.”

“Coma along, Bunter

“Yes, go along, you bad boy " zaid
Mrs. Kebble severely. T think Wharton
would be only doing right if he boxed
vour ears| [t is your fanlt that I pave
ost my poor little Fido 1”

“Is Fido lost, ma'am 7" asked Harry.

“He's dead,” said Bunter, “Tt wasn't
my fault. How could I help falling on
himm  when he ran under my feet?
Bestdes, T've fallen on dogs before, and
they never died. It was hecause Mrs.
Kebhle overfed the poodle. He was so
fat that he could hardly crawl about,
and, of course, a shock to his system was
beund to finish him off. There’s nothing
so bad for the health as overfeeding.”

“Well, you ought to -know,” said

Wharton—"
hold of Bunter’s eollar to
away  The fat junior

+
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Wharton. “I'm very sorry about Fido,
Mrs. Kebble. ITe must have been seedy

for a shock like thai to cause his death,”

“I had the veterinary surgeon,” said
Mrs. Kebble, with tears in her eyes.
“He made the same ridiculous assertion
a8 Bunier has just made—that the poor
little dear was overfed. Of course, he
was nothing of the kind, My little pet |
It was all Master Bunter’s faulg I

“0h, really, ma'am ¥

Wharton dragged the fat junior away,
leaving tho housekeeper to mourn over
her departed Tido. Bunter blinked
rather uneasily at the captain of the
%i-cnm\-‘u, not liking the expression on his
ace.

“Look here, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, “you were telling lies when
you said that Mrs. Kebble wanted to
charge cone-and-six  for the broken
dish.”

“1 didn’t say she wanted to.”

“But you gave me to understand that
the dish had to be paid for.”

“Waell, I thought that in the circum-
stances we couldn’t do better than pay
for it, Wharton. I suppose I've a finer
sense of honour in these matters than
most fellows,”

“¥ou young rascal I

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I wish you
wouldn't shake me like that, ou
might make my spectacles fall off, and
if they get broken——"

“Listen to me! You pretended that
the one-and-six had to be paid, so as lo
goet hold of i, not intending to give it
to the housckeeper at all”

“1 was going to give it to her out of
my postel order to.morrew merning.”

“ And suppose it did not come

“Well, it's bound to come, so it's no
good supposing that.”

+“Do you know that keeping the one-
and-six, after I had given it to you to
give to Mrs, Kebble, would have
amounted to embezzlement 7

“But yvou didn’t give it to me,” said
Bunter,

“¥Yes; but if I had—"

“It's no good supposing what would
have been the case if you had done
spmething vou didn’t do. Any amount
of “ifs’ don't count. Stick to the
facts,”

“You young ass!

“Calling o fellow names isn’t argu-
ment, either. You've acted very
stupidly and rather selfishly in the
matter, Wharion, but I'm quite willing
to overlook it.”

Harry Wharton gave it up,
leased the fat jumior and walﬁed

The Feast —and Alter!
T ING-A-LING-A-LING |

He re-
away.

“Time |” exclasimed Bob
Cherry.
Wun Lung was rinﬁin the
bicyele bell at the door of Stu y%’u. 1
to announce to all whom it should cou-
cern that the feast was veady.

Harry Wharton, who was chatting
with Nugent in the Common-room,
turned towards the dobr. Temple of
the UUpper Fourth tapped him on the
shoulder. Temple was looking exceed-
ingly amiable,

“T hear you've got a feed going,” he
remarked. “I don't mind if 1 come.”

Harvy Wharton smiled,

“You're quite welcome. You will
have to bring vour own plate and other
things, that's all. The supply is shaort,
but there's plenty of grub.”

“That's tha chief thing," said Temple.
“1 gan manage the rest.”

Billy Bunter nudged Wharton as he
left the Common-room. The captain of
the Remove glanced at him.

Trae Gem Liprary.—No. 1,540.
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“T say, Wharton, may I bring in a°
friend 7" asked Bunter. -

o ;‘”Yes, one,” said Wharton. “Who is
i .

“Bulstrode," - -

“Very well,’ said Harry,

Bunter scudded off . and ‘found the
bully of the Remove waiting for him in
the passage: _

“It's all right,” he anngunced. “I've

ot the invitation for you, Bulstrode.
Can you let me have a ‘couple of bob
off ' my” postal = order ' to-morrow
morning "’

“Yes; to-morrow morning,” said Bul-
strode grimly. :

“I'd rather have it now, because——"

“Rits 1” said Bulstrode, as he walked
off towards Study No, 1. Billy Bunter
stared after him with an expression of
utter disgust. - it

“Well, of all the ungrateful brutes!™
he muttered. And he slowly and dis-
contentedly followed in the Remove
bully's footsteps. ' .

Dabney of the Upper Fourth was in
the passage as Wharton came out with
Temple., Harry invited him along with
his:chum, and Dabney gladly accepted,
The two Upper Fourth fellowe fetched
the réquired utensils from _their
studied; and came along to Study No, 1.
“Bon .Cherry brought in ‘Levison, and
FHazeldene came in with Nugent. Micky
Desmond chummed up - with- Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, atid strolled in with

im, .

Six ‘guests found: themsolves in Study

0. 1 along with Wnn Lung and the

Ve owners of the room. It was & pretty
large crowd fot tht room, thongh it was
one of the largest studies in the Remove
passage: DBut the juniors were accus-
tomed to close quarters.

The stew had been turned out of the
gaucepan into an immense dish, and a
savoury steam was rising, from ik

It was rich apd'appetismg. The
juniors eyed it hungrily.
Wun Lung glanced ‘round upon the

crowded . junides. with o beaming smile,

and dippdd a large ladle into the dish.
‘fAII--ﬁhcl_}n?",ll'le sked.

. "What-ho |"" said Temple.
“(Oh, rather I said Dabney.
“PBuck up, Pigtail I
“On the balll™’ d
Wun Lung Served the stew. There

were no side dishes—every conceivable

ingredient had been added to the stew

itself. . A
Every feaster received a liberal help-

ing. The best of it:was that a dozen

helpings hardly diminished the supply

in the dish. There "was evidently
enough and to spare, and no need to
economise.

“Billy Buntér had provided . himself
with the lapgest soup-plate he eould dis-
cover, and it was filled to the Luim, =7

“My only hat!? said ‘Bob_Cherry.
“Tryve never tasted anyihing like this

before.” o A
1 sav, vou dollows, this is fipping !
#0Oh, rather¥’ v - :
€Y yust .say .it's all right” said

Levison.. “The meat is tender, and no
mistake. Blessed if I can guess what
it is, "though.”

“It's rippitg, whatever it i8.” . =

“1t tastes to me like veal,” Bulstrode
remarked,

: “Thete's a flavour of kidneys about
it, T think.”

“What is it, Wun Lung?”

“ But:Wun Lung was busy. He had
helped himself last, but he had given
himself a very generous helping. His
Oriental face beamed over his well-
filled plate,

_Billy Bunter passed up his plate for
mare. The plates wers soon emptied,
and as quickly refilled. Most of the
juniors had good appetites. But that
delicious. stew would have tempted one
who had just dined heartily.

. Billy Bunter fairly let himself go. He
sent up his plate again and again. He
was at the end of his fourth "helping
before the others were finishad with
their second. el

“Ripping 1” he said, again and again,
“Another helping please, Wun Lung.!

The proof of the pudding ig said to
be in the eating, and certainly Wun
Ling received the best possible proof
that his stew was appréciated. "Wharton
was the only one who stopped at the
third helping. Every othéy plite went
up for a fourth.' Then 'some of the

.others. dropped out, but several plates

received a fifth supply. AT
. The stew in the!dish, great as the
quantity was, was getting low now,
Bunier was working -st'-:,'a.gil}- through
liis _seventh helping. Bulstrode  was
starting” on his sixth. Temple leaned
back in his chair and = breathed
contentedly. 5y BARTE

“Well, I must say, I think you've
done ‘us well this time, Wharton,"” he
remarked. 2
€% 0Oh, rather!" said Dabney. \

“But I'd like to' know w{mt it is,”
pursued Temple. “I'd lay anything that
it's rabbit done up in a'new way.” .

% Pork,” said Levison. “I say pork.”

“*Well, wlmat ig it, Wun Lung 1> -

% Has anyone guessed right "

The Chinee shook his head.

“No guessee light.”

::ll‘fs“w* pork 7" asked Levison.

““Not rabbit 1"

“No labbit." .

The juniors were juszzled. A curious
expression came over the face of Harry
Wharton as he suddenly remembered

somothing he had read about Chinese

wanuers and customs. The colour
faded from his cheeks at the awful
thought.

“Toll us what it is, Wun Lung,” he
said hastily,

“Ves, what is it?? demanded half a
dozen voices.

““What you tinkee of doggee?”

“What 7" roared eleven voices,

“Chinee always eat doggee—
nicee———""

“Dog|” said Nugent faintly, *A
dog ! Oh—er—ah—a dog!"
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¥ A—a dog!” murmured Bob Cherry,

“* Impossible."’ i

#It's—it's a lark of the Chinese beast,”
said Billy Bunter, putting down his
spoon suddenly and turning almost
green. “It's—it's a jape, you know."”

If—if .it's true, I'll strangle him
with his own pigtail,” said Temple,

“ Oh, rathér!” groaned Dabney.

But they felt that it was true. The
smiling .face of the Chinee showed o
camprehension of the horror that had
seized upon his guests,

“Nicee doggee,” he said. ‘' Nicee
cattee, Velly common glub in China—
doggee, cattea. Nicee.”

“But where did you get the dog
from 7' said Wharton. i 4

“Nicee fattee do %ee. Fido.”

“ Fido I" shrieked Billy Bunter. * Mrs,

Kebble's fat little beast! ORI"
- “Doggee killee . when Bunter fall on
him," explained Wun Lung innocently
“He clawl away and die. Me no killée
dogzeo. Cook doggee that die.”

‘omiple staggered to his feeb.

“You horrible young cannibal—"

“You—you pigtailed beast——"

“Serag him !”

Wun Lung looked astonished.

“Whattee wlong? Nicee ‘doggee—.

. “Oh!' pasped Temple. - “I—1 {eel
queer!” He rushed ?I'Dt_ll the study,
strange sounds proceeding from his
throat. el . e

And after him rushed the rest of the
feasters, with faces 'of  strange  hues
between green and yellow, and horror
in their looks.

All except: Billy Bunter. - He had
eilén too much to move duickly.

"% Oh=—oh | groaned flie”fat junior as
he rolled on the floor. *I—I—I'm
dying ! I—I feel that I shall expire!
Oh=—oh 1" _

“Whattee wlong ! Havee some more ?"

*Oh—oh—oh I"

“Nicee doggee—nicea stew |

“ Oh—oh 1" ;

The sudden exodus from Study No. 1
had Jdttracted general - attention. «The
looks of the sufferers excited something
like alaym, DBut when the facts were
known, there was a yell of laughter
from all' who had not partaken of the
feast.

But the guests of Wun Lun%’ did not
feel like lnughing. While they were
gasping and Eruaning in -anguish, - Wun
Lung calmly finished the stew. i

The story was soon all over Grey-
frinrs, and the whole school ehrieked
over it. Wun Lung, when he was taken
to task over it, admitted that the stew
had eontained lamb, and not the defunct

“nicee stew. Havea .more?”

Fido, . But it would be a long time

before the juniors would a%n,in sample
tlie cooking of the joker of the Removed
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