FREE GIFTS "4 NEXT WEEK/

No. 1,547, Vol. LIL

SAVA,
Note Y

NEXT WEEKS

BIG PALKET of
Selected STAMPS
- and \OU) STANMP HINGES!

EYERY WEDNESDAY. Week Ending October 9th, 1937.
L.

U
Published by Howard Baker Press Ltd, 27a Arterberry Road, Wimbledon, London, 5. W. 20. {:FB\J
2r

o

a  Ze




THE JUNIORS WHO REBELLED AGAINST THEIR HOUSEMASTER AND THREW HIM
OUT OF THE HOUSE!

Utterly bewildered and confused in the hands of the rebels, Mr. Ratcliff was hustled along to the deor of the New Hou&.e,
where several powerful shoves sent him flying down the steps The next moment he landed in the quadrangle with a bump !

CHAPTER 1. do_a photographic article \\hul a por- close, either,” swid Manners 15

An Untimely Call ! pmae!rolla in interru m]tmn ulﬁn i ir-_:-:a_u_wo, '.{:OII]J.L' Cuts’  jokes are
b OME in. fathead!” _,B ow  your silly B Olﬂg'_ap..nc fuf__u:_\_. and yours aren’t, are I"I‘u\\ 4

A in, fathead: , article I” said Fatly Wynn crossly. Why, you silly fathead !’ sroited

Tom Merry called but thus “Tve come—"" Lowther.

politely, as a tap came at the s “_CH, what about my comic “Look here, I haven’t come luu

door of his study in the School colymn? said Mouty Lo\nhm “I jaw about Lowther’s rotten joko-
House at St. Jim's. sh'm t got it done in time ! exclaimed Fatty Wynn. 1w

The door opened and Fatty Wynn “Tell the chaps to resd ‘ Comic Cuts’ hue—
looked in. and then they rm.dn'L bother about your ‘Rotten  jokes, hy Jaove!

Fatty Wyon of the Fourth belonged (0|1||(. column *? grunted l'.;tt)' Wynn, they're .;hme vour he i _you N
to the New House; and the Te srrible *“(Comes to the same thing.™ House duffer!” sand the
Three—Tom Merry, Manners and Monty Lowther rose in wrath. humorist. “ You’ ¢ an a--
Lowther—were busy with the iatl.st “You New lfouse fathead!” Ilgglun. There was my 1-jppi1=-' i
number of “Tom Merry's Weekly.” So “You Bchool House ass!” retorted °houseboat’ and ‘ boathouse.”
three pens pointed to the door by which Fatly Wynn. couldn’t sre that.

Fatty Wynn had just entered, and three “If you say that I pinch my jokes “Blessed if I could, cither,’
voices satd in unison : from * Comic Cuts’ you'll go down that Manners. 1 [.'u w RS i JO

“Buzz!” passage on your New House neck I'’ said  course, because it wa

“I've just come——"" eaid Fatty Lowther wrathfully. “There may be column. Bu
Wynn. mumt]mc- a slight rescmblanee—very “If youw're going to talk like a

The fat Forth Former was inter- Manners i
rupted. minds run  in  grooves.” “1 N, old chap! I'm neot ceizg

1 Tom Merry vour preserves.” =z

“Travel!” sai
“Can’'t you
manded Mann
Tez Gea Liesry.—No

( Copywight = the Unitec States of Americe All rights reserved. and reprodaction withoot permission strictls forbidden

But as for pinchir
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the resemblance isn't so jolly




3
THERE ARE SCENES OF WILD EXCITEMENT IN THE NEW HOUSE AT ST. JIM’S WHEN
STUDY TEAS ARE BARRED AND MEALS ARE CUT DOWN TO A MINIMUM!

“How's an editor to do a leading
article with two silly asses ragging one
another? Shut up!” .

« say—"" recommenced Fatty
Wy,

“Don’t you say anything,” urged Tom
Merry. “These two duffers are
enough—too much, in fact! Haven't
vou seen the notice on the door—° No
admittance exeept on business'§"’

“Yes, but—"

“Then buzz off! Call later. Go and
cat coke! Rats!”

“¢Comic Cuts, indeed!” said
Mouty Lowther indignantly. “Why,

my comic column is better than any-
tling in °Comic Cuts’ Look at my
liumorous limerick.”

. “Bow-wow! Limericks are out of
dofe.”

“(Good stuff,” said Lowther loftily,
“is never out of date. Just listen to
ihg—

“And a good combined toning and
fixing solution—" murmured Manners,
iutent upon his article.

“It is with much pleasure that we
present this special number to our
readers,” murmured Tom Merry.

“Look here!’ howled Fatty Wynn.

“For goodness’ sake shut up a
minute !”  exclaimed Monty Lowther.
* Just listen to this, and tell me whether
it's anything like ‘Comic Cuts,’ you
duffers.  It's about a New Iouse
bounder, and it goes—"'

“Cheese 1t!
fixing solution—

“Dry up! This special number——

TR

When Mr. Ratcliff, the sour-

tempered New House master, puts

the juniors of his House on short

commons, it proves an expensive

and painful punishment—for
Ratty himself !

i

AR i

Cgmbilmd toning and,

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

But Monty Lowther neither cheesed

it nor dried up. Lowther was too
generous to keep a good thing to him-
self. When he had perpetrated an
extra good joke, he was always keen to
delight the study with it. The study,
as a rule, was not so delighted as
Lowther expected.

“There was a fat duffer named Wynn,
Who ft‘lu_rc‘(l he might some day grow
thin,
So each day he devoured
Quite cnough for a crowd,
Till he almost burst out of his skin !”

“You silly ass!" shouted Fatty Wynn
wrathfully. “Is that your fatheaded
limerick "

“Jolly good limerick, and true to
life 1" said Mouty Lowther. “What do
you think of that, you chaps?”

“Does devoured rhyme with crowd:®
asked Manners,

“Of course it does! If it doesn't

THe Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,547
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gound like good rhiyme to you, Manners,
it's your ear that's at fault. You never
kad much of an ear.”

Now, Manners was musical, and he
prided himself on having a zood car.
Naturally, he snorted.

“Well, I haven't such big cars as
vou have, I know,” he admitted.
% Nature doesn’t deal with us all alike—
thank goodness!”

“What's the matter with my earsi”
bawled Lowther.

“Nothing—-nothing,” said Manners
soothingly. *They're first-rate—would
do credit to an clephant, in fact.”

“You silly ass!”

“ Jame to you, and many of them!”

“If you want a thick ear,
Manners—"’ s

“My ears arc all right, thanks,” said
Manupers, unmoved. “I can tell yon
that devoured doesn’t rhyme with
crowd, anyway. But have 1t your own

- way, so long as you let me get on with

my article:” : G
“Blow your silly article!
E‘ ¥

T Y
“Well, I like that!”’ said Manners

Howling

warmly. “What abeut your own comic
column? Yve scen chaps crymg over
ity

% You haven'tl” roared Lowther.

“% havet”

“¥ tell yon. you haven't!”

“« Poace, peace!’ roated Tom Merry.
“Shut up, you duffersf Is this the
jofty ealm and rcpose suitable to an
editorial office ?”

“That idiot, Manners—"

“That fathead, Lowther——"

“Order! Let's chuck the New House
hounder oat and get on with the
washing,” said Tom Merry. “ It's all
Wynn's fault. He gtarted the argu-
ment. Chuck him out!”

“Took here!” shouted Fatty Wynn,
who had been vainly endeavouring to
make his voice heard for some minutes.
“J tell yon I've come—"

“We know youwve come, fathead !
.\'owﬁou’re going 1”
s ¥, you rotters—leggot Chuck

it1 I tell you I've come to—yoooop !
I say—whoop!” roared Fatty Wyan,
as the editorial three grasped him and
spun him into the passage.

Bump |

“Now buzz off " said Tom Merry
soverely, * Don't you know better than
to interrupt editors at their weighty
task ¥’

Fatty Wynn sat up and gasped.

“You silly idiots? I tell you I've

me——

“Blessed if he isn't beginning
dgan!” exclaimed Tom Merry quite
px:spernted. “Here, hand me that
ink 7

Fatty Wynn did not wait for the ink.
e Elcked himself up, shook a fat fist
at the study generally, and retreated.
Tom Merry slammed the door with a
sigh of relief.

“Now let’s get on!” he said.

“That’s all very well,” said Lowther,
“Lut that idiot Manners says he’s seen
chaps erying over my jokes!”

«Crying with laughter, I mean,”
5"’590;‘_}‘12““"'” amicably.

Tom Merry laughed.

“Now, cheese it, and get on with the
washing !” he said.

Monty Lowther, thus propitiated with
the soft answer that turneth away
wrath, sat down to his comic column.
He scratched his nose. thoughtfully.

“Pr’aps ‘devoured’ and °‘ecrowd’
aren't verly rhyme,” he said at
last. “I'li alter those lines, Thanks
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—ahem—for the tip, Manners, old
man
So all was bright and cals cnee more

in the editorial office.

CHAPTER 2.
The Ralders !

b TATHAH nice, bai Jove!”
Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy
of the Fourth Ferm made
that remark in Study No. 6.

Arthur Augustus was standing before
the looking-glass, trying on a new neck-
tie, 'The expression upon his noble
countenance showed that he was pleased
with the effect. He nodded to his
reflection in the glass in a very sati
way.

“iWathah nobbay, I must say!{" he
went on. I weally wish Blake,
Hewwies, and Dig would be a litile
mgre careful with, their neckties! You
know a chap by the way his necktie
is tied. Haﬁo, deah boy! Come im!
What do vou think of this necktie?”

Faity Wynn, a hLitle dusty, had
looked in af the door, Arthur Augustus
greeted him with his usual urbanity.

Blake, Herries, and Digl were
down at the footer practice, eeping
it up manfully, though the dusk was
thickening over the playing fields of
St. Jim's. The days were much shorter
now, but footer was footer, and could
not he neglected.

Arthur Augustus was really pleased
that somebody had -dropped in. He
wanted to have an opinion on his new
necktie.

“Wathah nobbay, don’t you thirk
so, Wynn?” he asked.

“QOh, yes!” said Fatty Wynn absently.
“I've looked in, Gussy—"

“Vou think that a pale blue neck-
tie with black bars goes.well with the
chirt I'm wearing?’ asked Avrthur
Augustus  anxiously.

“Ripping! I've come fo—"

“QOr do you think thi¢ one with the

cwimson spots would look a little
bettah 7”
“Ves certainly! I've come—"
“Weally, Wynn—"

“Look here! Will you let a chap
speak, and blow your old neckties?™
exclaimed the New House junior
warmly.

“They are not old neckties, Wynn;
they are quite new—"'

“0Oh, blow 'em!”

“ Howevah, 1 pwesume that a New
House boundah won't know vewy much
about decent meckties!” said the swell
of the School House stiffly.  “You
chaps nevah dwess vewy well. Figgins’
neckties would disgwace anyome.”

“Hang Figgind neckties! Look
here, D'Arey—"’

“ As a mattah of fact, Wynn, Figgins’
neckties look as if he has been twyin'
to hang himself!” grinned Arthur
Augustus,

“T’ve come to—""

“If you want to speak to me, deah
boy, wun on while I'm twyin’ on this
othah tie. Then you can give me your
opinion of it."”

“T've just looked in to see those Shell
bounders, and they’ve played the giddy
ox, as per usual!” said Fatty Wynn
in an aggrieved tone.. “I want a chap
to help me, and I want you, D’Arcy |

“ Certainly, deah boy! You are
going to buy a new hat?”

“No!” roared Fatty Wgnn,

“If it is a mattah of selectin’ new
shirts or socks, Wynn, I am entirely
at your service,” )

“Tt isn't anything of the kind [
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“You are goin’ to get a mew neck-
tie, pewwaps? It is weally high time.
I will come with you wil‘.i pasuah.”

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Fatty Wynn,
“Will you let a chap speak? It's
Ratty !

“Watty? What has Watty been
dein’, deah boy?”

Arthur Augustus was very sym-
pathetic, though he went on tying his
new necktie. Mr. Ratchiff, the House-
master of the New House, was as
heartily disliked on the School House
tide as in his own House.

«“He’s been a beast, as usuall”
growled Fatty Wynn,  “ Confiscated
my grub, you know! I had a lot of
tarts, and a whole cake, and the awful
beast said I was a greedy young rascal,
and took them away from the study!l
He's always poking his blessed long
nose into our study! One of these
days,” added Fatty fiercely, “I shall
dot_him on it with a stump !”

“Bai Jove! As a mattah of fact,
Wynn, pewwaps Watly was wight for
once,” said Arthur Augustus thought-
fully. “You do scoff wathah a lot of
pasiwy, you know! Blake says if you
don't chuck it, you won't be able to
keep goal any longah, because’ you
won't be able to squeeze between the
posts, you know. I w that
wemark of Blake's as w funny 1"

Faity Wynn snoried. He did not
scem to see an funny in that
remark of Blake’s,

“Look here! 1 didn’t come here to
listen to Blake’s rotten jokes at second-
hand,” he exclaimed. “I want a chap
to belp me. I can’t ask Figgins or
Kerr or Redfern, or any New House
chap, because I don’t wani fo risk

ing any of them into & row with

y. A School House chap would be
all right—Ratty can’t come over here
looking for him. But if you don’t want
to take the risk, I'll look for somebody
else, I dare say Reilly would do it,
if T can find him.”

“The wisk is nothin’, W{gn. 1
should be vewy pleased to help you.
But what are you goin’ to do?

“T'm going to raid the larder,” said
Fatty yon ferociously. *“Ratty's
taken my tarts and cake and sent
‘em down to the larder. Fve asked
Mrs. Kenwigg to hand ‘em back, buf
she says she must see Mr. Ratcliff's
orders are obeyed ”

“That is quite wight, Wynn.”

#0Oh bosh! Who’s Ratty? Anywar,
she won't hand 'em over; and I'm
going to take ’em. They're mine!”

“Yaas, 1 wathah think you would be
justified in takin’ that step, Wynn,”
assented D'Arcy. “If we had a House-
mastah like that in the School House,

“You'd put up with him, same as we
have to do!” growled Wynn.

“ Pewwaps we should,” agreed Arthur
Augustus, on second thoughts. * Yaas
pewwaps we should, deah boy. We are
vewy lucky to have old Wailton, insteac
of that wottah. I am quite at your
service, deah boy!”

“Come on, then!”

“Wait a minute! What do you thirs
of this necktie 1

“Haven't I said it's
grunted Fatty.

“But this is the othah one.”

“0Oh dear! That’s ripping, too!”

“T am afwaid, Wynn, that you ars
not vewy intewested in_ neckties,” sa:l
Arthur Augustus severely. “You New
House boundahs are wathah slovenis
Howevah, I will come with you no=
Where are you goin’ 1”7

“I’m going to raid the larder !”

“Yaas, But isn’'t it kept locked®

ripping ©”
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“Ring off, old chap, and gimme =
bunk up.”

“The fellows in my study,” pursued
Arthur Augustus calmly, “do not wely
on my tact ard judgment, and they get

“The window!” explained Fatty
Wynn, “I've nosed it all out. I can
get to the larder window if a chap
bunks me up.”

“Bai Jove |
toppah, then.”

“Well, I might kneel on your hat.”

<1 should certainly wefuse to allow
anybody to kneel on my hat, Wynn. Ii
I am goin’ to bunk you up I will put
on a cap—pewwaps I'd ]i)ettah take
Blake's cap, as it may get feahfully
wumpled. Bai Jove! And I'll put on
one of Dig’s javkets, as you may wub
your boots against it. I won't keep
Fyou a minute.”

“Buck up, for goodness’ sake !”

“What's the huwwy 7’

“I'm hungry.”

“Oh, all wight!”

Arthur Augustus, arrayed in Blake's
cap and Digby's jacket, accompanied
the fat Fourth Former from the study.
They descended the stairs together and
went out into the dusky quadrangle.

Blake, Herries, and Digby were com-
ing in from the footer, and they hailed
Arthur Augustus at once,

“Tea ready?” called out Blake.

I'd bettah not put on a

“Bai Jove!| I forgot tea! I've been
twyin’ on neckties.”

“Fathead! Come and lend a hand,
then I

“Pway excuse me Blake. I'm goin’
to help Wynn.”

“ What's the little game?"” demanded
Blake.

“Pewwaps it would be bettah to say
nothin’ about it, Blake. Wynn would
get into a feahful wow if it came out
that he was waidin' the lardah——"

“Cheese it!1” %mwled Fatty Wynn,
with an uneasy glance round.

“All sewene, Wynn! I'm not goin’

to tell them anythin'!” said Arthur
l.fj\-ugustus cheerfully “Come on, deah
oy 1M

The swell of 8t Jim's walked off with
Fatty Wynn, leaving his chums chuck-
ling. Arthur Augustus’ way of keeping
anything secret never failed to cause
rilarity in Study No 6.

In the dusk the two juniors slipped
round to the rear of the New House.
Lights were burning in the kitchen and
the House dame’s room, but the
windows were screened with dark cur-
tains, Fatty Wynn stopped under a
square, dark window covered with wire
netting

““ What shall

| pass you, Wynn 7"
quick ! " exclaimed Fatty.

“Js that the lardah window, deah

“That's it.”

“Then you will nevah be able to get
thwough that wiah.”

“I’'ve got a pair of wire cutters.”

“Bai Jove! Wynn, there will be a
feahful wow if the lardah is burgled
like that!” said Arthur Augustus in
some alarm,

“That's why I haven't got a New
House chap to help me,”” said Fatty.
“It won't come out about you lending
a hand.”

“] was not thinkin’ of that, Wynn.

But it will come out about you, and
Watty will be dowr on you like &
hundwed of bwicks. He will know it is
you if you take vour own. gwub.”
“Can’t be helped. Gimme a burk
up !”?
“Pway allow me to give yon a word
of advice, deah boy,” s=aid Arthur
Augustus sagely “You cannot do
bettah than be advised by a fellow of
tact and judgment. I wathah pwide
myself upon my tact and judgment, you
know. The fellows in my study—"

into all sorts of scwapes.
will take my advice.
you—"

1 twust you
I wecommend

“Oh dear !”
“ Anythin’ the mattah, Wynn ?”
“No; only suffering from too much

jaw.”

“ Weally, Wynn—"

“Are you going to bunk me up?”
demanded Wynn. :
“Yaas, but. pway allow me to give

 The lot—

One after another D’Arcy handed out the com=

estibles from the pantry, Fatty Wynn receiving them from him and laying them
on the ground.

asked Arthur Augustus.

you a word of advice first. If you
collah your own gwup, Watty will know
it is you. Why not collah somethin’
else of the samo value, which would be
quite justifiable? Then Watty will not
have any clue.”

“My hat!” said Fatty Wynn, guite
struck by that sage advice. “You're
not such an idiot as they make out,
Gussy.”

“Weally, Wynn—"

“Tll jolly well do it!” said Fatty.
“There’s lots in the larder, I know
that—once I'm within reach of it.
Thanks, old chap! Now bunk me up.”

“ Certainly, deah boy.”

Arthur Awugustus D’Arcy planted
himself close to the wall, and Fatty
Wynn clambered on his back. There
was a loud gasp from Arthur
Augustus.

“Wharrer marrer?” mumbled Wynn
breathlessly.

“Gwoogh! I—I forgot you weighed
twenty stone, Wynn.”

“I don’t wecigh twenty stone,
fathead [
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«J—T feah I shall collapse. Gwoogh!
Oh, bai Jove!”

“Don’t let me down!” yelled Fatty
Wynn. “Stick it out! Oh crumbs!
Yah!”

Bump !

Arthur Augustus had fairly collapsed
under the fat Fourth Former's weight.
He staggered, and Fatty Wynn came
down.with a rush., He sat on the hard,
unsympathetic ground and roared.

“-st-,?w! (ir, you fathead! Yoo—

hoooap

“Gw h1”

“Oh, you idiet] Oh, my beres!
Yow-ow 1"

“Oh deahi” panted Arthur .Augustus.
«] am weally vewy sowwy, Wynn. But
weally I am mnot an elephant, you

know. I twust you are not hurt. Oh
deah !

“Yaroooh 1”

“If you make that wow, Fatty, Watty
may

heah you.”

Fatty Wy;:m choked back the sound
of anguish. He did not wish to
caught under the larder window, loiter-
ing with felonious intent, so to speak.
He limped to his feet.

“Bai Jove! How vewy luck
ejaculated Arthur Augustus suddenly.

“Lucky, you . dummy!” breathed
Faitt ynn sulphurously.

“T was wefewwin' to this jacket,
deah boy. You have wubbed your
muddy boots all ovah it. It was vewy
lucky I put on Dig's jacket!”

“Bunk me up——"’

“QOh deah!”

“Look here, I'll bunk youn up!” said
Fatty Wynn. I can stand your weight
all right. Get on my shoulders.”

“PRai Jove! But—but I don't want to
wob the lardah !”

“Look here—"
well 1” said Arthur Augus-
tus resignedly. *“Pway give me a back,
Wynn.”

Fatty Wynn f)lantcd himself firmly,
close to the wall, and Arthur Augustus
climbed on his back. The Welsh junior
stood like a rock. Arthur Awugustus,
kneeling on his shoulders, easily reached
the stone sill above.

“All  sereme?’ muttered Fatty.
“Here's the wire-cutters. Just rip the
wire-netting open anyhow; it doesn’t

o

be burglin’ on my own account.

“And a tongue.”
e s

“And a numbah of sausages.”

“Ripping !”

“And a meat pie.”

“ Hurrah 1” %

“Yaas; but which of them shall 1
pass you, Wynn?”’

“The lot—quick 1"

“PBai Jovel”

Arthur Augustus handed
articles, one after another.

Fatty Wynn received them from him
and laid them on the ground.

Arthur Augustus wriggled oub back-
wards from the -window, and dropped
to the ground, gasping. He rubbed his
noble “napper " rather ruefully.

“I have given my head a {eahful
knock,” he remarked.

“Never mind. You have this meat
pie,” said Fatty generously. “The
rabbit and tongue and sosses will do
me'|”

“Thank you, deah boy! I—I was not
I am
wathah dusty and gwubby. It was
vewy fortunate I put Dig’s jacket on.
Bettah cleah off before you are spotted
wound here.”

out the

i Ag we're leaving, Bill, do you
think we ought to tip him 7

H.;Il‘-_,-cr_cwn has P._ln 2ward_ul

to B. y ¥ L
ford Road, South Croydon, Surrey.

matter how much you damage it.”

“] should be sowwy to do unneces-
sawy damage, Wynn,”

“For goodness’ sake, don’t jaw so
much, old chap!” said Wynn, *You're
like a sheep’s head, you know—nearly
all jaw. The cook may come out any
minute.”

*Bai Jove "

Arthur Augustus set to work rapidly
with the wire-cutters. In a few minutes
the wire-netting over the window was
in .ruins. Inside the netting was the
window, which, however, was open for
ventilation. Arthur Augustus climbed
on the sill, and put his head and
shoulders into the pantry.

“All right?” asked Fatty anxiously.

“Yawoo%) | 0

“What’s the matter now?”

“Gwooh! I've knocked my beastly
head !V

“Never mind your head, old chap.
Hand out the grub—all you can reach.”

“Yow-ow !”

“I'm waiting, you know. Suppose
Monteith should come nesing round, or
Sefton? For goodness’ sake, buck up !”

It was very dark inside the larder,
but as Arthur Augustus’ eyes became
used to the gloom, he could see various
articles within his reach,

“What shall I pass you, Wynn?
There is a cold wabbit here.”

“Yeas, yes.'

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,54T.

“You bet! Thanks awfully!”

“Pon't mench. deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus gracefully. And he
walked off to the School House, while
Fatty Wynn collected up his_plunder
with a gleeful countenance, which shone
with satisfaction like unto a full moon.

—

CHAPTER 3.
Corn in Egypt!

HERE was a sound of voices
raised in warm argument in
Study No. 6 as the Terrible
Three came along the passage.

Tom Merry kicked the door open and
looked in. The four Fourth Formers
were there, and they seemed a little
excited. Herries was grinning, but
Blake and Digby were talking to
Arthur Augustus in extremely emphatie
tones.

“Trouble in the family?” said Tom
Merry soothingly. “Tell your Uncle
Tom all about it.”

“Let not your angry Passions rise,”
chided Monty Lowther. *Be good, and
T'll read you my latest limerick for the
‘ Weekly.”’

“We've hinted
Manners.

“1 twust, you fellows, that you Wwill
leave off waggin’ now that our guests

come to tea,”
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have awwived,” said Arthur Augustus,
with stately dignity.

“Look at my jacket!” hooted Digby.
“Covered with mud.”

“Look at my cap!” growled Blake.
“Smothered 1”

“It weally was not my fault, Blake.
I could not wefuse to give Wynn a bunk
up. I wegard it as vewy thoughtful on
my part to put on your cap and Dig's
jacket. I noticed that the fat boundah’s
boots were muddy,™

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the Terrible
Three,

“Next time I play footer on a muddy
day,” said Blake ferociously, “T’ll put
on Gussy’s Sunday topper and his best
bags !

*“Bai Jove, Blake—""

“What about tea?” murmured
Manners. “ We've been editing a long
time, and editing makes you hungry.”

“Pway stop waggin’, deah baye
Let’s have tea,” said Arthur Augustus.
“] am sowwy to say that I have not
vet weceived the wemittance I was
expectin’.’”?

“Then what are we going to have for
tea?” demanded Blake. “The cupboard
is empty.”

“Bai Jove! It appeahs that I have
wequested your gompany to tea at a
wathah awkward moment, yeu fellows !

“It do—it does!” agreed Tom Merry.
“We forgive you, but what about our
tea? Our study cupboard iz as empty
as Mother Hubbard’s.”

“Better find somchody to stand us
tea,” said Blake reflectively. “Who's in
funds along the passage? They can't
refuse seven of us”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Blake—— Bai Jave, here is
that boundah Wynn again |2

Fatty Wynn came into the study, fol-
lowed by Figgins and Kerr. All tlivec

of the New House juniors were
grinning.
There was a large bag in Fatty

Wynn's plump hand, and he laid it on
the table. The School House juniors
regarded it in surprise.

“What the dickens—" began Tom
Merry.

“You fellows haven’t had tea?” asked
Figgins,

“No fear!
in this study.”

“Good! We've come to tea I

“The merry dickens youn have !” ejacu-
lated Blake. “Well, you're welcome to
a whack in one of Towser's dog-biscuits.
That’s all we've got.”

“We've hrought the feed with us”
explained Figgins. “If you chaps don’t
mind, we’ll stand the feed, if we can
have it in your study.”

“(Come to ny arms !” said Blake affec-
tionately.

“Bai Jove, that’s wippin’, Figgins,
deah boy 1 I .

“ Fatty’s simply rolling in tuck,” said
Figgins. “He won’t tell us where he
got it from, but he’s simply reeking with
it. For some weird reason I don’t pre-
tend to understand, he wants to have the
feed over here. Ratty confiscated some
of his stuff this afterncon, but he
wouldn’t worry us at tea-time. DBut
there it is!”

“Corn in Egypt,” said Monty
Lowther, as Vatty Wynn opencd the

There isn't any tea going

bag. “My hat! What do my aged cyrs
behold?  BSosses, rabbit, meat pic.
tongue! Fatty, my plump tulip, let uic

kiss thee on thy baby brow I”

“Qh, come off 1” said Fatty. *Lend
me a frying-pan, somebody. I'll have
these things ready in a jiff. I suppose
you've got salt and pepper, and sowe
bread. That’s z2ll we want now.”




EVERY WEDNESDAY

ALL ABOUT THE FREE GIFTS YOU'VE B

7

EN WAITING FOR!

|

A BIG PACKET OF SPECIALLY SELECTED
FOREIGN- STAMPS

ND

100 STAMP MOUNTS

PRESENTED FREE WITH EVERY COPY
OF THE “GEM” NEXT WEEK!

These ripping stamps, all

envy of all your pals.

THE WEEK AFTER ANOTHER PACKET OF
STAMPS WILL BE PRESENTED FREE'!
In addition, next week’s issue contains all the details of a
grand bargain offer of a “ Sterling ’* STAMP ALBUM (holds

DUPLICATE BOOK FOR SWAPS,
STAMP HINGES, MAGNIFYING GLASS, and TWEEZERS.

the FREE Gifts or the chance
of obtaining the wonderful stamp collector’s outfit |

ORDER YOUR GEM EARLY.

8,800 stamps),

You simply mustn’t miss

specially selected,
them pictorial issues and not easy to ohtain, will be the

and some. of

500

WATC :
H oyr
N

EXT WED E’; :YCOVER

IIIIIlIIIIII]}iIIIIIl!illIII!HIIII!IIIIIII!IIIIIIH|IIIIHHEIIIIIHIlIIIIIIIIIIIIII|IIIIIIl'l!iIIIllliiiIIII!IIIIIIIIi[lIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIlllIIIﬁlllll1IIIIII|lmIIIIIlﬂlllIIlll'l||IIII|IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII!HHIIHIIIIIIIIII

“We'll borrow a loaf along the pas-
sage,” said Blake. “As for the giddy
condiments, we've got lots.  That's all
we had for tea before you came. DBy
Jove, we'll let you sing a Welsh song
after tea, if you like, Fatty !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn did not answer; he was
already busy with the frying-pan. His
fat face beamed as the sausages began to
sizzle. )

The clouds had rolled by, so to speak,
in study No. 6. It was too late for tea
in Hall, and seven hungry juniors would
have been reduced to the necessity of
cadging along the passage byt for the
timely arrival of Figgins & Co. It was
like corn in Egypt in one of the lean
years.

All hands set to work at once. Where
Fatty Wynn had mysteriously obtained
that timely supply did not matter very
much, compared with the much more
mnportant fact that he had ohrmnod it.
The table was laid, the crocks were
handed out, while an uppctésing scent of
cooking filled the study, and pervaded
the passage outside.

“BL‘gin “‘ith the rabbit!” beamed
Fatty Wynn. “Better have that cold.
It's a ripping rabbit—I've had =ome.

Never mind where it came from. Pile
in

“Blessed if I quite catch on!” said
Tom Merry. “What's the giddy mys-
tery, anyway 7”

“1 catch on, though!” grinned DBlake.
“This 1s what that fathcad Gussy was
bunking Wynn up for, I suppo

“What's that?” exclaimed Figgins.

“Shut up!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn
hn':ti]\ turning a ruddy fuce from ‘the
fire. *They're not to know !

“We're not to know!”
IKerr.

““No, not a word 1"
“Why not, you fat image?”

exclanned

“Bafer not!” said Fatty Wynn mys-

terionsly.  “That's all right. Don't
vou ask any questions. The grub's
mine, that’s enough. Exchange is no
robbery, is it?”

“No, but——"

“Pile in! The sosses are ncarly
done.”

Most of the juniors were already
piling in, They were all hungry. Blake
& Co. were fresh from footer, and the

Terrible Three had been editing so
busily that they had forgotten tea-time.
So full justice was done to that hand-
some spread so unexpectedly “stood * by
Fatty Wynn,

*Bai Jove, I must wemark that this is

wippin’ of you i.hniih " said Arthur
Augustus  D'Arey. ‘But if Watty
knew ”

“What's Ratty got to do with 1t?”
asked Figgins.

“Nothing ! jerked in Fatty Wynn.
“Cheese it, Gussy !”
“Wely on me, deah boy! I am not

goin’ to say a word about the lardah.”
“The larder!” ecjaculated Figgins
“What larder?”

“Pway excuse me if I do not weply to
that question, Figginsg, If you do not

know auvvthin® about it, you will be
able lo so to Watty when he makes
111 qu wi

" Bless if I understand,” =aid
Figgrins, “But these sosses are a treat-—
just like those w or breakfas i
morning.  Might Le some of the =m
lot, by Jave, only better cooked.
me another, Fatty.

‘Here you are, ll,,rg_'\'.”

“Gentlemen,” said Monty TLowih
holding up his tea-cup, here's to rlu,
fc wunder of the feast, and may  lis

|c| DW LEVEr ETOW W hizkers.”

Hear, hear!

"Hnnh, l;v.’!h 1”  chuckled  Arthur
Augustus.  “1Here’s to the foundah of
the feast —old Watty ! Ila, ha, hal”

“Ratty " repeated Figgins, with a
stare.

“Shut up!” roared Wynn.

“Weally, Wynn, I was not goin'—"

“Shove a soss into his mouth and keep
him quiet !” said Fatty Wynn,

“I wefuse to have a soss shoved into
my mouth, Fatty Wynn, and I wegard
you as an ass!”

Figgins and Kerr were decidedly mys-
tified, but Fatty's evident uncasiness
made them forbear to ask questions.
Tea . in Stiudy No. 6 finished amid
general satisfaction,

Just after the juniors had finished, the
door of the study opened, and Redfern
of the New Home ]ncﬂ\od in.

“0Oh, you're here!” he exclaimed.
“I've been looking fcr vou. Come onl”

“What's the row 7" asked Figgins.

“Ratty ! The whole House 13 called
up, and you were missing, so I've
scouted for you. Come on, or Datty will
warm you!”

“The whole ITouse!” repeated Kerr.
“What's wrong then?’ -

“(Goodness knows !” Redfern shrugged
his shoulders. “Ratty in his tantrums
azain, I suppose. Iollow on, kids!”

Redfern hurried away, and Figgins &
("o. followed him. There was no time
to be wasted when Mr. Ratelilf had
ordered the House to be assembled.
Mr. Rateliff did not like being kept
waiting.

“Dai
1 Arcy,
had gone.
e twounble,
waidah.”

“ What
Muerry.

“I'way keep it dark, dealh bhoys.
Fatty has been waidin' the I.ul1h,
beeause Watty confiscated Iz gwah.”

And that's where the feed came
frmr: v exelaimed Manners,
“Yans, wathah!”
Tue (em LBrany.—No. 1,547,
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Jove!” said Avthur Auguostus
when the New House fe 'I.u\\-‘
“I feah there is goin' to
Waitty is lookin' for the
il Tum

raider” demanded
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“0Oh, my hat!*

“I wegard Fatty as bein’ quite
;umﬁcd, othahwise I should not have
vunked him up. DBut Watty will be
vewy wild, I think, I twust Fatty will
keep’ it dark. Pewwaps we had bettah
go ovah and see how they're gettin’ on.”

“ Perhaps we hadu’t!” grunted Blake.
“Yon'd give Fatty away as sure as
fate.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Well, it was a good feed | remarked
Monty Lowther. “It was worth a
licking—if Fatty gets the licking. But
it had better be kept awfully dark,
and I suggest thai Gussy be promptly
:at upon cvery time he opens his
mouth.”

To which the whole study, except
Arthur Augustus, replied unimously:

“* Hear, hear!”

CHAPTER 4.

Mr. Rateliff Is Ratty !

HERE was considerable surprise
and, in some quarters, alarm in
the New House at St. Jim’'s.
The order had gone forth for

ihe whole House to be assembled in
1iall, by order of the Housemaster,

Even the high and mighty Sixth
were not exempt. Monteith, Baker,
and Sefton and the rest of the New
House 8ixth Formers looked very eross
when they came in. They did not like
being bothered.

Huch alarm as was felt was among the
juniors, They did not know what de-
inquencies might have come to light,

and the matter was evidently serious.
Figgins and Kerr looked very
curiously at Fatty Wynn, as the Co.

took their places in the ranks of the
Fourth. The references to “Ratty ¥ in
Study No. 6 recurred to their minds,
and they wondered whether the fat
Fourth Former was the cause of this
unusual proceeding on Ratty’s part.
Fatty Wynn's plump face expressed
nothing whatever. e maintained an
appearance of unconcern.
“ Anybody know what the row is?”
whispered Redfern. :
“Blessed if I do,” said Figgins.
“It’s a giddy mystery,” said Lawrence.
“Something to do with Mrs. Kenwigg,
think.”

W Mrs‘ Ken.w igg ?l,

“Well, Ratty went to see her in her
voom,” said Lawrence. “I saw him.
He's been down in the kitchen, too.
Something gone wrong below stairs.”

“What's that got to do with us?” said
Owen.

“Goodness knows.”

“Bilence I” rapped out Monteith irrit-
ably, as Mr. Ratcliff came in.

There was silence at once, and all
eyes were turned upon Mr. Rateliff.
'I“hat. gentleman's thin and meagre face
was not pleasant in its expression, His
brow was like thunder. Ratty was
evidently in one of what the juniors
disrespectfully termed his * tantrums.”

Mr., Rateliff's small, bright eyes,
which reminded one of a rat, gleamed
upon the anxious assembly. Some of
ihe prefects azsumed an air of elaborate
unconcern. They wanted Mr. Ratcliff
to be aware that his tantrums did
not disturb the serenity of the Sixth.

“Boys,” said Mr. Ratcliff, in a rasp-
ing voice, “a most unprecedented thing
has occurred in this House. An act of
fragrant dishonesty has been com-
mitted.”

A thrill ran through the assembly.

Clampe of the Shell turned quite
pale. He wonderelﬁ whether Mr.
Ratcliff had discovered, at last, any
of his sceret dealings with a certain
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“bookie,” whote “dead certs” ac
counted for a good deal of Clampe’s
pocket-money.

Sefton of the Sixih locked uneasy,

too. He had certain little secrets, which

he was very careful to keep to him-
self, but which might have been brought
to light.

Mr. Ratcliff paused to allow his
words to sink in, perhaps to give the
assembled consciences time te work.

“A robbery has been perpetrated
he said.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Figgins in
dismay.

“S8omebody’s been burgling Ratty’s
desk again i murmured Redfern. “Oh
dear! The School House will chip us
over this.”

“1 don’t believe it,” muttered Kerr
angrily. “The old donkey is making
some 1diotic miztake. There aren’t any
thieves in the New [House.”

“Bilence ! growled Monteith.

“Some time this afternoon,” resumed
Mr. Rateliff, “the House larder was
broken into and a quantity of catables
abstracted.”

There was a buzz in the Hall
Monteith looked at Mr., Ratcliff as if
he would like to hit him. After giving
them all this bother, it turned out that
somebody had taken “tuck * from the
larder. That was all! Alr. Ratcliff
talked as if a burglary had been com-
mitted.

“The old duffer I” growled Figgins, in
relief. “I knew it was all rot. Some-
body’s taken a currant bun, I suppose.”

“Bilence !” exclaimed Mr. Ratcliff,
as the murmur of voices rese—a nrurmur
of anger and indignation.

The buzz died away.

“Bome unknown boy,” went on the

It

Housemaster, “has broken into the
larder. The wire-netting over the
window has been cut. A mcat-pie, a

tongue, a number of sausages, and a
cold rabhit have been taken.”
“My hat!” murmured Kerre
Figgins together.
Tﬁeir eyes turned involuntarily
Fatty Wynn.
Fatty closed one eye for a moment.
“The House has been assembled in

and

to

order that the culprit may be dis-
covered at once,” said Mr. Rateliff.
this House has been

“8ome boy in
guilty of tﬁis theft, It is possible that
the boy in question does not regard the
action in the light of a theft. I tfako
the most scrious view of the matter,
however. The eulprit will be severely
flogged, and a hi]F\rill be sent to his

“ Well, anyway, I've saved some-
thing ! **

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to N. Spenceley, 8, Fatherson Road,
Reading, Berks.

parents for payment. T call upen the
°°§ in question to come forward!”
ome of the juniors grinned.

The prospect of being severely flogged
and of having a bill sent to his parents
was not exactly enticing to any boy.
No one was surprised to see that nobody
came forward. s

Mr. Ratclif waited a full minnte.
There was no movement and no reply.
Hiswrow grew darker.

“There 1s no clue at present to the
culprit,” he said. “If the boy refuses
to admit his guilt, his punishment will
be all the more severe when he is dis-
covered e may even be expelled from
the school. There is a dishonest boy in
the New House. Anyone who knows or
Snii]ec“ him is bound to come forward
and speak.”

“Chance for a sneak !” said Figgins.
“ What offers?”

There was a chuckle in the Fourth.

Mr. Ratclifi's eold eye turned upon
the Fourth Formers. The chuckle died
away suddenl

“I am waiting,” said Mr. Rateliff. “I
am gquite convinced that this outrage
has not been committed without the
knowledga of other boya*

Mr. Ratclhiff waited. He was likely to
wait. If any fellow there had known or
suspected the identity of the raider, he
was not likely to come forward and
acquaint Mr. Ratehiff with it.

Darker and darker grew the brow of
the Housemaster. To his narrow and
prejudiced mind, a refusal to “snecak ”
scemed like a defiance of his authority.

“Very well,” said Mr. Ratcliff at last.
“It appears that the whole House
associates itself with the dishonest boy
who has robbed the larder. Until the
guilty party is discovered, therefore,
punishment will fali upon the whole
House. 1 except, of course, the senior
boys. The culprit is undoubtedly a boy
in the Shell, the Fourth, or the Third
Form. I give him one more opportunity
to speak.”

Sﬂgnm.

“Very well{” Mr. Ratecliff could not
conceal his irritation and in. “The
juniors of this House are evidently in a
conspiracy against the authority of
their Housemaster. It is my duty to
make my authority respected. I shall
not fail to do so. Since the larder has
undoubtedly been robbed in order to
provide for an orgy of overfeeding in
some junior study, i have little doubt
that a discovery will be made. Unless

it is made, and at once, the juniors of
this House will all be punished.
Monteith 1

“Yes, sir I” said the head prefect of
the New House, with a grim lock.

“You and the other prefects will
kindly make inquiries as io the recent
consumption of food in the junior
studies. You will ascertain in which of
the studies has been consumed a mcat
pie, a tongue, and a rabbit, and a quan-
tity of sausages. Kindly report to me

at once what you discover! Dismiss!”

The assembly broke wup, grinning.
Monteith’s face was a study. To mahe
a round of the junior studies inquiring
after lost meat pies and sausages wn-
not exactly a task that pleased the giow:
man of the Sixth.

“Get to your studies, you
rascals | said Monteith grufily.

And the juniors departed, smiling.

yaunx

CHAPTER 5.
The Sausage Hunters!

“ URN out your pockats!”
grinned Redfern,
Redfern, Owen, and Law-

renee were in their
awaiting the call of the prefecis.

stidd)y,
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you the accessories :
how to clean stamps and the best :

of YOUR STAMPS =it somingien s sorshen.

OU'RE the proud owner of a
few hundred different stamps?
Stamps which, following the
advice given last week, you've

got to knew fairly well. Excellent!
You've hours of real fun before you.

But before you “get down to it”
you'll be wise to spend some of your
precious pocket-money on a few vital
accessories. These are simply a pair of
tweezers, a magnifying-glass, some
stamp mounts, a swap-book, an album,
and—if your money will run to it—a
stamp catalogue,

WHY YOU NEED ACCESSORIES.

A word or two regarding these
accessories. Firstly, the tweezers. Every
time you pick up a stamp with the
fingers you deposit on its—let us hope—
clean, fresh surface a layer of grease,
Finger a brand-new stamp a few times
and you change it into a grubby bit of
Xaper fit only for a wastepaper basket.

rm yourself with a pair of tweezers as
s00n as you can.

The need for a magnifying-glass is
Frett.y obvious. The keen collector is
or ever examining his treasures, and
what better help than a good glass?

Stamp-mounts. When collecting first

began people ignorantly glued their

The “back’ method of mounting.
Left : How to bend mount. Right : Mount
in position on back of stamp.

stamps on paper. Result—thousands of
inestimably valuable stamps were
ruined. Don’t risk ruining your stamps
Ly either gluing them or affixing them
with stamp-edging. Instcad, always

stick to—figuratively, of course—good-
quality stamp-mounts.

Know how to use them? ‘There are
two usual ways, Method No. 1.—Hold-
ing a mount upright, fold over a small
section, keeping the gummed side out-
side. Lightly dampen this section and
press it to the back of a stamp. Moisten
the second, larger section, and place the
stamp in position on the album page,

Method No. 2.—Fold over lengthways
a narrow section of the mount, dampen
it, and fix it to the right edge of the
back of your stamp, but keeping it free
of the perforation. Moisten the larger
section of the mount and fix the stamp
in place. This method scores over the
first one in that you can examine the
back of a stamp withont either
removing it or injuring its perforation,

SWAP-BOOK AND ALBUM.

A swap-book. No collector is long
picking up duplicates. These can often
be conveniently disposed of by swappin
them with your friends. A book (:lpll
with a host of pockets is ideal for hold-
ing the loose stamps until disposed of.

And now Accessory No. 1—the album.
There are many kinds and sizes of these.
If you're collecting in a small way don’t
kick off with too large a volume, ér
your stamps will scem like a blade of
grass in a forest—lost. The beginner's
ideal is probably a book with room for
six_thousand or so specimens.

Finelly, the stamp catalogue. Owing
to the large number of stamp illustra-
tions essential this costs a good deal to
print. But if you've ever examined one

you'll agree that it's more than worth

its cost, for it's a veritable treasure-
house of philatelic information.

Having equipped yonrself for the
hobby, the next job is to prepare your
stamps for their home, and re
remember that cleanliness is everything
where stamps are concerned. uring
vour searches for specimens always keep
the collector’s standard of the perfect
stamp before you.

Its colour should be fresh, its paper
clean, and its design should be placed
centrally within its severing boundaries.
If perforated, all its perforations should

be intact; if used, the postmark, unless
of special significance, should be =o
faint that you know it’s only just there:
and, if new, its back should possess it=
original gum,

CLEANING YOUR STAMPS.
Very often used stamps have the
paper on which they did postal service
still adhering to them. Never tear this

The ‘‘side’ method of mounting.
Left : How to fold mount. Right : Mount
and stamp in position.

from a stamp. Instead, float it, back
downwards, on a saucer of cold water
The water will ti]uickly soften the gum,
and guu'll be able to peel off the paper,

Carefully wash off any gum remaining
and drf' the stamp between sheets of
white blotting-paper.

During this cleaning process guard
against letting water touch the front of
the stamp. For if the printing ink
contains aniline dyes the colours will
"mﬂ.”

Certain inks, notably oran$e ones, dis-
colour on contact with the sulphur in the
air. You can restore these by brushing
them with a weak solution of peroxide
of hydrogen.

With your stamps all ready for your
album tﬁere only remains the quastion
of hew you're going to mount them.
Where possible, arrange them in chrono-
logical date of issue. t whatever your
choice, do mount your treasures in an
orderly fashion. Centre them within
the spaces marked for them, or stick
them flush with the top of each space,
but, above all, be consistent. Nothing
looks worse than a higgledy-piggledy
massing of stamps.
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. The lofty Sixth Formers had indulged
in a considerable amount of grumbling
among themselves, and in strict privacy
had passed remarks about Mr. Rateliff
which would have made his scanty hair
curl if he had heard them.

But the Housemaster's behest had to
be obeyed, and Monteith, Baker, Webbh,
and Sefton had started on their rounds.

Monteith looked frowningly into Red-
fern’s study, and his frown decpenced as
he heard Redfern’s humorons remark.

“Now then,” snapped the prefeet,
“what did yvou kids have for tea ?”

“ Ginger-beer !” said Redfern.

“Nothing else 1”

“No; we ran out of tea, and drank
ginger-beer instead.”

“1 mean, what did you have to cat?
You know very well what I mean, you
young raseal!”

“Let's sce!” said Redfern medita-
tively. “I had a rasher.”

“l had an egg,” said
ehecrfully.

“I had a bloater,” said Owen.

Lawrence

“You

can still scent it in the study, Mon-
teith.”

“No meat pies?”

“No, worse luck

“Or sausages or rabbit ™

“Divil a one!”

“And no tongue ?”

“Well, I had a tongue,” said
Redfern.
“Ah! Well, you'll have to account

for it!" growled Monteith. “Did you

get it at the tuckshop?”
*Na*
“At Rylcombe ?”
“No.»
“Did it come in a hamper ?”
“No.”
“Oh ! said Monteith. *“Then vou will

kindly explain where you got it? Did
one of the other fellows give it to you?”
€ "0‘13

“Tlien where did you get it?”
“1 brought it to St. Jim’s with me.”
Monteith stared.

“You brought that tongue to 8t. Jim's
with you!” he ejaculated. “Do you

RS S e I et T ey

mean to say that a tongue has kept
good all that time?”

“Yes, Monteith.”

“It’s impossible—unless it was tinned
ton%':rle, of course. Was it in a tin?”

" ﬂ £

“Very well; you will follow me to
Mr. Ratcliff I”

“I—I say, Monteith, it was mine, you
know,” said Redfern.

“You can prove that to Mr. Rateliff !
He may believe that you have an
untinned tongue that's kept good for
whoule terms—perhaps 1”

“But—but it kept good all rifht.
Monteith I've used it every day. I—I
keep it in & safe place, you see.”

“Oh! And where did you keep it ?”

“In my mouth.” 2

“Your mouth?” yelled Monteith.

“Certainly! Where could I kecp it ?
You see, it's fixed there,” explained

Redfern. *It—it's my own tongue I'm
speaking about, you know. I—I was
rn with it.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lawrence and
Owen 2
Monteith simply gasped as he realised

that the Fourth Former was pulling his

leg. The cheerful Reddy had been
alluding to his own tongue, which
certainly he had brought to St. Jim's
with him.

Monteith did not laugh. Ile grasped
Redfern by the collar.

“You cheeky gjoung sweep!” he
roared.
“Here, I say, Monteith! Yo-ow—
{:c%‘lgial I say, you know—oh crumbs!
ah 1’

Monteith shook the junior till the
study spun round him. Then he dropped
him on the rug, and stamped out of the

study.
Redfern sat up and gasped.
“0Oh, my hat! The silly ass! Lot

of good working off first-class humour
on a giddy prefect!” he groaned.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Monteith strode along to Figgins'
study. Figgins & Co. looked very
demure as he came in, frowning.

“We had tea over in the School
House, Monteith,” said Kerr. “But you
can look in the cupboard if yeu like.”

“Hang your cupboard!”  said
Monteith, But he looked in and satis-
fied himself that there were no meat

ies, rahbit, sgusages, or tongue there.

e came out of the study and met
Baker, who was making for the stairs.

“Finished?’ he asked.

Baker snorted.

“Yes; I've asked the kids.”

“Taken their word—what?”

“VYes. Why not? If Raity wants to
track down sausages and rabbits, he can
track 'em down himself |”

Baker went down to his study, grunt-
ing. Monteith hesitated a moment, and
followed him. Webb followed, too. Only
Sefton was left to carry on the inquiry.
The bully of .the Sixth was keener on
the search than the other prefects.

But Sefton failed to make any dis-
covery. He came into Monteith’s study
to tell the. head-prefect so.

“Some of the young rascals have had
the stuff,” said %efton. “But I fancy
they've hidden it away somewhere.”

“I don't care if they have,’”" said
AMonteith. “I know we've been made
1o look idiots to the whole House. Some
cheeky voung tascal has nicknamed us
already the sausage-hunters.”

“I'm fed up with it,” growled Baker.

“Same here,” said Monteith. “T’ll go
and tell Ratty there’s nothing doing.
He can send for a detective if he likes.
Perhaps Sexton Blake or Ferrers Locke
might be able to track down his lost
rabbit. I know I'm jolly well not going

repaired to

to do it!”

And Monteith Mr.
Ratcliff’s study with his report.

'The Housemaster heard it with a dark
brow.

“Then the stolen goods cannot be
discovered 7' he remarked.

“No, sir. As a matter of fact,” said
Monteith, speaking out more plainly
than he usually ventured to do with his
Housemaster, “it is very likely only a
lark of some kid, and it seems rather
strong to call it a theft.”

“I did not ask your opinion about
that, Monteith.”

“Very well, sir,” said the prefect,
greatly discomfited, and he quitted the
study withont another word.

Mr. Ratecliff remained alone with a
moody brow.

The matter was not done with yet, by
any means. The New House fellows did
not expect Mr. Ratcliff to let it drop;
they knew him too well for that. They
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were curious to know what steps he
would take next.

He had spoken of punishing the whole
House unless the delinquent was dis-
covered—an act of injustice which would
be rather *thick™ even for Ratty.

There were two juniors who knew who
the real culprit was. After the prefect’s
visit to their study, Figgins and Kerr
taxed Fatty Wynn on the subject.

Fatty Wynn was non-committal.

“Don't you ask questions,” he said.
“The less you know about it, the better;
old Ratty may be on your track.”

“But that feed over the way,” said
Figgins. “There was a meat ple, a
rabbit, a tongue, and sausages.”

“There was,” agreed Fatty.

“Then you burgled the larder. And
I suppose you got Gussy to help you.
That's what he was chortling about,”
said Kerr.

“You ounghtn't to have done it
Fatty,” said Figgins seriously. *You
might have known that Ratty would
call it stealing.”

Fatty Wynn snorted.

“1f I had anything, it was only what
I was entitled to,”” he replied. “ Ratty
took my jam tarts and cake, didn’t he?
Exchange is no robbery! I didn’t call
him a thief when he took my grub.”

“Ahem! Housemasters do these
things,”’ said Figgins.

“He’s put it among the House stores,”
said Fatty. “That will save him money
on the bills. I suppose a chap in the
Fourth isn’t supposed to supply the
House with jam-tarts and cake, is he?
One good turn deserves another. He's
got my jam tarts and my cake in
exchange for his stuff. What more does
he want?”’

“He wants you!” grinned Kerr.

- “0Oh rats! I’m not going to tell you
fellows anything about 1t, either.”

“Well, you couldn’t tell us much
more than we know already,” grinned
Figgins. “So that's why you got a
School House chap to help you, was it?
Well, I don’t see what Ratty can do, so
long as we keep mum. But—but I
wonder what he’s got in his head 7"’

It was not till the next morning that
Figging & Co. discovered what Mr.
Ratcliff had in his head. It came as a
painful shock to them.

CHAPTER 6.
Short Commons !

113 HAT’S the trouble?”
w The Terrible Three had
come out of the School
House after breakfast for a
run before lessons.

They found Figgins & Co. in the quad-
rangle, looking decidedly glum and
grim.

Fatty Wynn was almost in tears.

“Licked?” asked Manners,

Figgins shook his head.

“Worse than that!” groaned Fatty
Wynn.

“Ratty again?” said Monty Lowther.

“You'd hardly believe it,” said
Figgins, with suppressed fury. “Fairly
knocked us into a cocked hat. The
larder was raided yesterday——

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And the chap can't be dis
covered—"

“Rather a fat chap, wasn’t it?"”

grinned Monty Lowther.

“Well, whoever it was, he can’t be
found,” said Figgins. “Ratty’s decided
to punish the whole House—the juniors,
you know—till he’s found. And how do
you think he's going to do itI1"”

“Lickings or lines?*

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Worse!” groaned Fatty. “He says
the grub was raided for what he calls
an orgy. What we call a study feed,
Ratty calls an orgy, you know. That’s
like him. Well, he's going to stop our
orgies. He's cut down the grub.”

“My hat!”

“No rashers in the morning ¥ said
Fatty Wynn tragically. “Only bread-
and-butter and porridge.”

“Well, a chap can survive on bread-
and-butter and porridge,” said Tom
Merry comfortingly. ‘“Lots of people
live on that.”

“I can’t !” mumbled Fatty.

“Of course, it comes  harder on
Faity,” said Kerr. “Fatty could
always eat enough for a dozen, you
know. But that isn’t all. Dioner,
i

“He's cutting down the dinner!”
said Figgins. “That’s the order! All
juniors in the House will have one
small helping and no pudding I

“No pudding ! gasped Fatty Wynn.
“Would you believe it? No pudding 1”

“Horrors on horrors’ head !” said
Monty Lowther sympathetically.

“And tea in the studies is going to
be stopped,” said Kerr. “Tea in Hall
for all of us, till the chap is found
out. And only bread-and-butter. No
cike or jam. And the tuckshop is out
of bounds now for the New House.”

“Great Scott! There won't be any
more orgics, that's a cert.”

“We're not going to
exclaimed Figgins.

“ What are yon going to do?”

“Blessed if I know,” Figgins had to
confess. “You see, you can’t scrag a
Housemaster; it 1sn'v  allowed. %ut
we're not going to starve.”

“I know my health will give way,"
said Fatty Wynn pathetically, *“I
shan’t be able to keep goal any longer.
I zhall gradually fade away and die.”

“Well, it wili take you longer to fade
away than the other chaps,” remarked
Monty Lowther. “You'll be the sole
survivor of the New House, Fatty.”

“0Oh, don’t be funny! This iso't a
joke.”

“It's more dangerous for Fatty, too,”
said Lowther commiseratingly. “When
the chaps get really sharp set, they'll
notice how awfully fat Fatty iz, and
when it comes to cannibalism, Fatty
Wynn will go first. I suppose he would
last the whole Houze for a week.”

“You silly ass!” roared Fatty Wynn.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“You cackling dummies !

“Bhush!” said Lowther.
going to say——"

“(Oh, don’t talk to me, you funny
idiot 1"

“T was going to say that—-"

“8hut up!”

“That perhaps you'd like this toffee,”
said Lowther calmly.

Fatty Wynn’s face cleared at once.
He accepted the toffee, and it vanished
in a moment. The bell for classes called
the juniors in, and the discussion of the
New House grievances was postponed.

But those grievaneces were very real
and heavy.

At dinner-time in the New House the
new regime was enforced.

Every hungry junior received one
small helping. Pudding did not appear
on the junior tables at all.

It was true that the amount of
provisions supplied was sufficient to
keep the juniors in health. Even Mr.
Rateliff did not care to cut it too short
for that. But a bare sufficiency for the
purposes of subsistence was not quite
enough for hungry fellows, and, indeed,
the line was drawn very sharp.

stand it 1"

“1 was
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Very nearly every fellow in the House
would have liked a second helping, but
there were no helpings to be had
Every fellow, without exception, wanted
the usual pudding. Pudding was gone
from their gaze like a beautiful dream.

The New House juniors were lool
black and rebellious as they came
of the dining-room.

For the New House, the tuckshop had
been placed out of bounds. In spite
of the prohibition, however, there was
a swarming in that direction.

But it was in vain.

Dame Taggles had received lher
orders from Mr. Ratcliff. No New
House boy was to be served in the
school shop.

The customers were turned away
empty.

It was simply infuriating.

Glum were the faces of the New
Houze fellows in class thal afteruoon.
They could not even look forward to
tea in the study. Tea 1n the study was
banned.

At tea-time they marched into Hall,
and sat down to the long tables. TFrugal
fare was placed before them, and even
bread-and-butter was limited.

After tea they hung about in groups,
hungry and savage, and confiding to
one another what they would like to do
to Ratty.

“What are you going to do about it®"”
Redfern demanded of Figgins.

Figgins grunted.

“What ean I do?” he

“Isn’t that your busit
leader.”

A caulifiower hurled by Redfern squashed in Sefton’s face.
“ Qive him the taters!”

back. “ Pelt him!" roared Owen.

“Bow-wow "

“(Clampe’s been talking of finding out
the chap who raided the larder, and
ivi : said

giv him away to Ratty,”
Redfern.
“iggins scowled ferociously.
“Where's the rotten sneak?” he ex-
claimed. “I've got a “thick ear for
him !

‘He's got one already,” said Redfern
a grin. “I left him dabbing his
1 Lo,

“Good for you, Reddy !”

“I suppose you chaps don't know who
was ¥ said Lawrence.

n!”
ight have been some School House
atd Lawrence.
“Tt wasn't,” said Fatty Wynn,
“Then you know who it was?”
“ Ahem I

“Zome of the fellows say that the
chap ought to own up,” remarked
Owen.

“(Oh, rot!” said Figgins. “That’s all
pifie t If Ratty would be reasonable, it
wonld be different. But he makes out
that it was dishonest to take a ineat pie
and a rabbit in exchange for jam tarts
and a cake. He can’t expect a fellow
to own up if he's going to put it like
that.”

“To say nothing of the flogging,”
said Kerr. *“It's rot! Ratty can’t keep
thiz up very long, anyway.”

“Well, if you fellows can’t find a
way out of the pickle, I'm going to,”
said Redfern. “After all, we're top
study in the New House, I've always
said so0.”

1

“You've always talked out of your
silly hat!” agreed Iiggins,

“Look here, Figgins—"'

“Look here, Reddy 2

“Cheese it!” said Kerr practically.
“No good ragging one another. You
think of a way out of it, Reddy, and
we'll back you up.”

“Done !” said Redfern.

“Hallo! What's the matter with you,
Pratt?” asked Figgins, as Pratt of the
Fourth came along rubbing his hands,

“Ow-wow !” gasped Pratt. “I've
been through it! Wow-wow! I—I got
Dlake to get me some stuff from the
tuckshop, as he’s a School House kid—
vow-ow—and Ratty found it out some-
how—spying, as usual, I suppose—wow !
I got three on each—yow-ow—hand,
and DBlake's reported to his House-
master—yooop ! Railton’s given him a
hundred lines for helping to discbey
Ratty ! Yoooooop !"

“Well, I suppose Railton had to,"”
said I"iggins considerately. * But what
an awful beast Ratty is! I was thinking
of getting Tom Merry to do some
shopping for me.”

“Licking if you do!" groaned Pratt.

“ And lines for Tommy I” said Kerr.
“Not good enough, Figgy1”

“But what's going to be donec!”
asked Fatty Wynn, almost wildly. “I'm
frightfully  hungry now—famished, in
fact. What shall I feel like to-night?’’

“My hat! It won’t be safe to be in
the dorm with you,” said Lawrence,

“ Something’s got to be done ! roared

There was a yell of laughter as the Sixth Form bully staggered
A shower of potatoes whizzed at Sefton from all sides,
Tue Gesm Lisrary.—No. 1,547,
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Faity Wynn. “I tell you we're not
standing for it!”

“Well, it's up to us, as top study,”
said Redfern. “I'm going to have a
big_think.”

“With what?” snorted Figgins,

“0Oh, go and eat coke!”’

Rcdfcrn, Owen, and Lawrence
walked away, Reddy's brows deepl
wrinkled, Apparently he had starte
on the “big think."”

“Cheeky ass!” growled TFig
“We've got to toe the line, that's

“But—I say——" mumbled Fatty
Wynn.

“All wyour fault!” =aid Fingns.
“What did you want to rob the larder
for? Nice prospects!”

Fatty groaned at the prospecis, He
groaned many times that evening at
prep in the study, After the feast the
reckoning had come, and the reckoning
was to last longer than the feast!

gins.
all.”

CHAPTER 7.

Something Like a Rag!
HE next day there were clouded
brows and gleaming eyes in the
New House.
The juniors were fed-up—more
than fed-up.

Rebellion was not exactly feasible,
but the juniors were very nearly ripe
for it.

Tom Merry & Co. were sympathetic.
Pu} the School House fellows could do
ittle.

Mr. Ratcliff was very keen. ‘He had
already discovered the *“dodge” of
some of the New House fellows In
getting friends from the School House
to make purchases for them at the
tuckshop. He had come down very
heavy on that dodge. BSeveral of the
School House juniors had been reported
to their Housemaster for trying to help
the unhappy victims of Ratty’s tyranny
to obtain supplies, and they had been
punished.

Whether Mr. Railton approved of

Ratty’s conduct or not, he could not
allow his boys to interfere with the
regulations of the other House. And
that morning he issued an order for-
bidding his boys to make any purchases
at thé achool-shop, excepting with ‘their
own money, and for themselves, He
could do nothing less, at the demand
of Mr. Ratcliff.

That resource was knocked on the
head at once, But Tom Merry & Co.,
anxious to help their old rivals who
had fallen upon such bad times;, were
not easily beaten. That day a whole
crowd of School House fellows issued
invitations to tea to a crowd of New
House fellows.

But on that point they found that
Mr. Rateliff was equal to them.

Figgins & Co. came inte Study No. 6
in the hool House at tea-time,
looking lugubrious. They had been
asked to tea, but they had not come
to tea, They had come to explain that
they couldn't come.

“Here wyou are, deah bays,”” said
Arthur Augustus cheerily, as they came
in. “Tea’s nearly wecady in the study.
Come on |”

“Can’t!” said Figgins,

“Why not, Figgy 1"

*“8chool House 1s out of bounds for
us, so long as the new order lasts,” said
Figgins. *Just dropped in to tell you.
We must clear now, or we shall be
spotted here. Thanks all the same,
Gussy, but Ratty's done us!”

;}311 Jove! What a wotten shamo I

iggins & Co, departed hurriedly.
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But brief as their visit was, they had
been spotted by Sefton, who reported
them to the H{msemaster. They were
sent for by Mr. Rateliff at once.

“You have broken House bounds!”
said My, Rateliff, taking up the cane.
“Hold out your hands! You first,
Figgins ™

Swish, swish, swish!

Figgins & Co. quitted Mr. Ratcliff’s
study, squeezing their sore hands under
their arms,

Tea in Study No. 8 would have
revived Fatty Wynn, He had been
robbed of that happy prospect, and
that was worse than the caning. Life
did not seem worth living to the fat
Fourth Former just then.

Figgins clenched his hands.

“Bomething will have to be done,”
he said. “This can't go on much
longer.”

“I—I say, Figgy, suppose I own up !”

“And get a flogging, fathead?”

“Well, a flogging wouldn't be much
worse than this!” said Fatty Wynn,
almost tearfully. “I'm wasting away 1"’

Figgine could not help grinmng,
angry as he was, The plump figure of
David Llewellyn Wynn showed no signs,
so far, of wasting away. His plump
cheeks were as round and rosy as ever,

“You can grin!” mumbled Fatty.
“You don’t know what I'm suffering.
I've got an aching void. 1 know now
what they fcel like in open boats at
EBE.”

“You're not going to own up!” said
Figgins decidedly. “We're not going
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to give in to- Ratty like that. Look
here! We'll put it to the fellows, and
make a regular protest at tea-time.
That ass Reddy says it's up to him.
Well, I think it's up to us, and we're
going to take the bull by the horns.”

“I'd rather take Ratty by the
neck I mumbled Wynn.

“There'll be a row, Figgy,” said Kerr.

“Chance it 1” said Figgins.

“QOh, all serene I

Rebellion was smouldering among the
juniors, and Figgins found a good many
of the fellows prepared to back him up.

The New House Fourth Formers
looked very determined when they went
into Hall to tea. Mr. Rateliff was
there, at the senior table, where plenty
reigned, as usual. Figgins stood up,
instead of sitting down. and the rest of
the Fourth followed his example.
Baker, the prefect, who took the head
of the Fourth Form table, stared at
them. )

“8it down!” he snapped.

The juniors remained standing.

“We want to speak to Mr. Ratcliff,”
said Figgins,

“Rubbish ! S8it down I

Mr. Rateliff glanced round znd rose
to his feet. The look on his face mada
some of the juniors wish that they had
sat down. But Figgins & Co. stoad

rm.
“What is it, Figgins?”
“If you please, sir, we wish to pro-
test 1" said Figgins, a little surprised at
his own audacity.
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“What1”

“We're tired of going short of food,
sir. We protest |
~ “Indeed I” said Mr. Rateliff icily.
“You protest, Figging? Am I to
uiderstand that all the juniors who are
standing up protest also?”

“Yes, gir!” said a chorus of voices.

“Very well. Each of you will stay
in on Saturday afternoon and write out
five hundred fines of Virgil. Now sit
do\\.n‘l}

. The Fourth Formers simply collapsed
inte their seats.

The frugal tea was disposed of, amid
furious whispers and burning glances.

In silence the Fourth Form marched
out after tea.

“Ripping wheeze—I don’t think!”
groaned Fatty Wynn. “Five hundred
lines and a gating—my hat 1”

“For ss’ sake, Figgins, don’t
let’s have any more of your wheezes!”
said Pratt.

“Of all the fatheads I” said Digges.

“Of all the duffers I®

“Of all the idiots I”

;}(}th, si?l‘llet 5:0;& E ¢ said Reigifem.
b at's of jawing Figgy!?
It was a good 1dea, and I backed %asnm
up. But it was N.G.”

“N. blessed G.1*
Wynn

“I'm not going to stay in on Satur-
day afternoon !” said Figgins, between
his teeth. “And I'm not going to write
out five hundred lines I

“You've got to, ass!” said Lawrence.

“Well, I won't)?

“We'll have to strike against gatings
and lines,” said Kerr. “We shall have
to come to grips with Ratty sooner or
luter., May as we sooner.”

“Blow Saturday afternoon!” said
Fatty Wynn. “I shall be dead before
Saturday afternoon, if this goes on.
I'm hungry 1”

Redfern drew a deep breath.

“I've got an idea——" he began;

“Go_and boil it!” said Figgins
ungraciously.

“ Who'll back me up?” said Redfern.
“Dash it all, Figgy, I backed up your
giddy protest, and it wasn’t much good,
was 1t? I've kept my idea back to give
yours a chance.”

“Let's hear it,” said Figgins more
amicably; “anything up against Ratty
and I'm your man.”

“Gentlemen,” said Redfern, looking
round at the angry and excited Fourth
Formers, “I'm going down to the bun-
shop in Rylcombe to have the bigge:t
tea they can provide. I invite you all
to join me.”

" Bunshop’s been put out of bounds,”
said Lawrence.

“Can’t be helped. I'm going. Who's
coming with me? We'll have the
biggest feed of the term I”

“And who will pay for it1" asked
Pratt.

groaned Fatty

‘e R?l”-,\' 1
“What ?”
“That's the idea,” said Redfern
calimly. “The scheme is to order heaps

of everything, first-class, as much a3
we can cat, and tell them to send the
bill in to Ratty. We’'ll explain that it's
Ratty's treat.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Figgins burst into a roar.
“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, what a rag!

What a ripping rag! I'm your man!”
“Hurrah !” chortled Fatty Wynn.
“Bravo, Reddy I”

“There’ll be a fearful row!” sail

Pratt.

“Let there be! We can stand a row,
with a good feed inside us, and plenty
in our pockets for to-morrow. Besides,
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it will be worth something to
Ratty’s face when the bill comes in.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Whose game?” demanded Redfern.

“You and I and all of us! chortled
Figgins. “Come on!”

“Hurrah !

There was hardly a fellow who hung
back from Reddy’s daring scheme. The
juniors were all ripe for revolt. The
news of Redfern’s rag spread like wild-
fire, and crowds of New House juniors
rolled up to join in the army that was
destined to invade the Rylcombe bun-

op.

Fourth, Third, and Shell, and even
fags of the Second, joined heartily in
the scheme. Within a quarter ot an
hour after tea-time the New House was
deserted, -save by the seniors.

Bedfern of the Fourth, with at least
seventy fellows at his back, was march-
ing on the bunshop.

see

CHAPTER 8.
Ratty’s Treat!
R. BUNN looked surprised.
Mr. Bunn's handsome and up-
to-date establishment in Ryl-
. combe was frequently pat-
ronised by the St. Jim's fellows, and on
half-holidays the juniors often came
there in crowds. But seventy fcllows
at & time was an unusually large order.
Mr. Bunn rubbed his plump hands,
and smiled in anticipation of an
unusual rush of business.
“(Good-afternoon, Mr. Bunn!” said
Rediern cheerily.
“ Good-afternoon, young gentlemen !”
smiled Mr. Bunn
“Rather a2 lot of us—what?”
Redfern. “It's a treat, you
echool treat
treat.”
“Indead 1"
“Ves; Mr. Ratclif is standing us a
treat,” explained Bedfern.
“‘r;ery ind of Mr. Ratchiff, I'm

Fure.

“Oh, he’s kindness itself,” said Red-
fern—"in his own way, you know!
8it down, you fellows, and order what
you like.”

There were a good many tables in
the bunshop, but the accommodation
was somewhat taxed by the numbers
of the New House army.

But all the juniors found places, and
they proceeded to give their orders
with a liberality that delighted the
heart of Mr. Bunn.

“Put it all down on one bill, please,”
Redfern said to that gentleman. “Now,
you feilows, give your orders.”

Orders poured in.

As Mr Ratclif was to pay—though
he was not yet aware of it—there was

said
know—a
QOur Housemaster's

no reason for the feasters to stint
themselves.
Mr. Bunp and Miss Bunn and the

old waiter were kept very busy during
the next half-hour.

Fatty Wynn’s face beamed like a full
moon

The feasters started with solids—such
as rabbit, and meat pies, and ham and
tongues, and eggs and sausages, and
saveloys.

Mr Bunn's stock of those comestibles
goon ran short. The hungry juniors
had long privations to make up for,
and they made up for them with a
vengeance.

From the more solid articles of diet
they proceeded to lighter forms of
pastry and preserves, fruits and sweets
and cakes.

The tables almost' groaned under the
weight of the good things.

The amount of cakes and jam-tarrs
a hungry junior could corisume when
the bill was going to somebody else was
astonishing.

Jam tarts ran out, and so did dough-
nuts and cream puffs. Fortunately,
there were plenty of cakes. Five-
shilling cakes vanished like twopenny
ones. Espensive jars of preserves were
emptied as if the company was com-
posed exclusively of millionaires.

When the keen edge was taken off
their appetiies, the juniors toyed with
meringues and candied fruits.

Mr. Bunn was keeping a careful
account of the goods supplied.

Once he had yentured to hint to Red-
fern that the bill was runmng up to a
high figure. That was when it touched
five pounds But Redfern assured him

13

think of. T know I've got more than
ten bob’s worth in these pockets.”

“Who =ays ginger-pop?”

“Po)lli

< Jolly good mind te make it cham-
pagne !” grinned Redfern.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Time we got moving,” said Figgins
presently. “%/e mustn’'t miss calling-
over. We don't want to give Ratty
an excuse for finding fault with us,
especially after he’s stood us this rip-
ping feed.”

“No fear! Ha, ha, ha!”

“We shall have to roll Fatty home
like a barrel” said Redfern. “I
be]icvs he weighs hali a ton more than

usual. )
“] think I could do with some more
(Continued on the next page.)

that it was a matter
of not the slightest
moment. Mr. Rat-
cliff was standing
that treat, and he

would say just the ».,
gsame whether the 4,‘
feed came to five @
pounds or ffteen.
Which was cer-

tainly quite correct.
But what Mr. Rat-
elif was likely to
say Redfern did not

vonfide to  Mr.
Bunn.

“] say, you
chaps, 't it
Epilgng?” said
Fatty Wynn
dreamily, as he
slowly consumed

big chunks of pine-
apple. “T've actually
eaten all I can hold
—1 have, reallyl I
can hardly get rid
of this pineapple.
Have some pine.
Reddy ?”

“Thanks, I got
some!” grinned
Redfern.

“I rather like
this preserved
ginger,” remarked
{awrence. “I be-
lieve it comes rather
expensive. We're
in luck.”

“These jars of
candied fruits are

ripping” said
Owen. “We can't
afford them, as a
rule. I think
they're half a-
crown  each. I
know we've had
more than ten of
them so far. I've
put one in my
pocket.” ¢

“ Shove some stuff
into your pockets,
Fatty ! said Kerr.

Fatty Wynn
shook his  head
sadly.
¢ (Can’t,” he =said;

upwards.

The

CRYSTAL PALACE

Ask for these new wonderful introduclions:
Li : d.—¢ new *

King George VUV

A TOUGH GUY-

WORKS

big noise " in bangs.
bang!

I and
On sale

“they're full al-
ready.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's why I
put on my over-
coat,” remarked
Pratt. “May as
well be hung for a
sheep as a lamb,
and we've got the
rest of the week to

Tell him
only 8/

32

Rakigh

¥

. SHOW THIS
bown.
m: BILILIARD TABLES.
E. J. RILEY, LTD,,

Works, ACCRINGTON, &
@F - Dopt. 29, 187, Aldersgate 5L, Loadea, £.0.1

Biftlard Tebie for

a Riley ‘Home" :
lance monthly. 7 Days’ Free Trial
rite now for Free Art List

Send for detailn.



14

sam tarts,” said Faity Wynn thought-
ully. “I can eat them going home,
you know. A walk will set me up
again.”

“Don’t spare the tommy !” said Red-
fern hospitably. ‘A dozen jam tarts
for Wynn, please, Miss Bunn.”

«Tarts have run out,” said Miss
Buun, smiling. “But——"

“Qh, chocolate eclairs and metringues
will do! Fatty isn't particular, so long
as there's plenty.”

“Some more pincapple for me,” said
Owen,

“1']] take a dozen meringues.”

“T'1l have a couple of tins of sar-
dines, pleaze.”

The New House juniors really showed
great presence of mind. Thoroughly
uﬁsﬁeg as they were, they realised
that they would be hungry again on
the morrow. By the time they pre-
pared to leave, their pockets were
nearly bursting.

Those who had been thoughtful
enough to bring their overcoats con-
gratulated themselves. Every pocket
at that moment had a distinct value.

“Well, I suppose we'd better slide,”
said Redfern regretfully. “It seems 8
pity to leave a land of Rienty like this
—a land flowing in mlk and honey.
How much does the bill come to, Mr.
Bunn

“Righteen pounds ten shillings,
Master Redfern,” said Mr. Bunn, in
almost an awed voice.

Some of the juniors gasped a little.
They kne v that the bill must have been
going up by leaps and bounds. But
eighteen pounds ten—it was a stagger-
ing?tot.al. What would Mr. Ratcliff
Eay
¥t was rather too late to think of
what Mr. Ratcliff would say. The deed
had beeén done.

Redfern, however, was the
least abashed.

«Ys that all?” he asked, with an air
of surprise “Jt seems to me that
we've had a jolly good feed at that
figure.”

“We have,” said Figgins. “We shall
cowe and see you again, Mr. Bunn.”

Yes, raiher—next time Ratty stands
treat ! chuckled Kerr.

“Ha, ka, hal

«Sure that's all right, Mr. Bunn?”
asked Redfern. “We're not particular
to a bob or two. Our generous House-
master is payinﬁ. jou know.”

Ar. Bunn smi edj.

“That is quite correct, Master Red-
fern—eighteen pounds ten shillings.”

pot in

“Ri&ht-ho! Send it in to Mr.
Ratcliff to-morrow.”

“ Ahem! You do not wish to settle
now ?”

9
«“Mr. Rateliff &idn’t hand us the

money,” explained Redfern. “You
s:_'nfi the bill in to him, That’s all
right.”

“Very well, Master Redfern.”

“Mind he gets it by the first post in
the morning,” said Redfern. “Ratty—
I mean Mr. Rateliff—is very particular

ahout his bills. He never likes to have
accounts hanging about.”

«] will post it to-night, Master
Redfern.”
“Good! Come.  on, you fellows!

Geood-night, Mr. Bunn!”

“Good-night, young gentlemen!”

Redfern and his army marched out
of the hunshop. They left it very bare
of provisions.

“1 feel better now,” remarked Red-
fern, as they went down the village
sireet. “How do %ou feel, Fatty 7"

“Lovely I” said Fatty Wynn, “Don't
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walk so fast, you-fellews. I—I'd rather
go a bit slowly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Most of the party felt inclined to go
a_bit slowly. They arrived at St.
Jim’s as Taggles was about to lock the
gates, and marched in. E

They turned up for calling-over with
smiling faces,

In the New House junior dormitory
that night there was a surre titiaus
feed, appetites having revived by thal
time. But there was still a good deal
left over for the morning. And if some
of the fellows suffered from indigestion,
they felt that they werc suffering in a
good cause.

But they could not help
wondering what Mr. Rat-

clif would say on_the
morrow. It was certain to
be _something very em-
phatic.
CHAPTER 9.
The ELittle Bill'!
b IDICULOUS V¥
Mr. Rateliff
uttered that ejacu-

lation at the break-
fast-table.

He had been opening his
letters, and among them
was one from Mr. Bunn, of
Rylcombe. The letter con-
tained an  account of
cighteen pounds ten shil-
fings for eatables supplied
to - young gentlemen of the
New House at Mr. Rateliff’s
order.

The Housemaster could
scarcely belicve his eyes at
first.

Unless Mr. Bunn was in-
toxicated or insane, there
seemed no way of account-
ing for that extraordinary
demand.

“ Ridiculous !” repeated
Mr. Ratcliff angrily.

He rose from the break-
fast-table and hurried to_his
study, and rang up Mr.
Bunn on the telephone, de-
termined to have the matter
out at once

Mr. Bunn, however, was
not yet up, and ihe House-
master was baffled.

He had to leave the eluci-
dation of the mystery till
after lessons. During the
morning Mr. Rateliff was in
a very ill-humour. That
extraordinary claim  for
eighteen pounds fen shillings
worried him.

The Fifth Form, who had
the honour of possessing Mr.
Ratcliff as P%rm-master, found him
even more acid than usual that morning.

Cutts of the Fifth confided to St. Leger
that he would give a “pony ” to “dot”
the master of the Fifth on the “boke.”
And Cutts immed.ately received a hun-
dred lines for talking in class.

After morning lessons Mr. Ratcliff
rustled out of the Form-room, and
hurried to his own House. A crowd of
New House juniors watched him whisk-
ing across the quad, and exchanged
glances. There were feelings of appre-
hension now.

They knew that Mr. Ratcliff had re-
ceived the bill for that extensive feed.
What was to happen next they did not
know, but they anticipated that it
would be something in the nature of an
earthquake,
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Tom Merry & Co. had learned of
Redfern’s rag, and they approved
highly. But they looked for trouble for
their friends of the New House.

“Watty will be feahfully waxy,”
Arthur Augustus D’Arey remarked. “It
wowwies him awfully to have to part
with money.”

“He won't pay!” said Blake.

“He'll have to,” said Redfern. “I

suppose Bunny won't go without his
money, will he?”

“Tt was Ratty’s treat, you know,” said
Figgina.

“It was wippin'—simply wippin’!”

With Mr. Ratcliff in his path, Redfern lowered his heas
on his third waistcoat button, and, with a g«

said Arthur Augustus. “But there will
be a feahful wowl1”

Meanwhile, Mr. Ratcliff was on the
Io]eflwnu again. This time he
ceeded in getting through to the
shop. Mr. Bumn's wheezy
answered him over the plone.

“Is that Mr. Bunn speaking!”
rapped out the Housemaster.

”X’ & »

bun-
voice

es.

“1 am Mr. Ratcliff.”

“Qh, good-morning, Mr. Raicliff ! I
hope you are well this morning |” came
Mr. Bunn’s affable voice.

“You have sent me a bill.”

“Yes—eighteen pounds ten shillings,
sir. I hope you have found it quite
correct. A list of items will be supplied
if you wish.”
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pastted the House master.
f “2¢ New Housemaster went over like a skittle !
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“It is an absurd imposition, sir.”

“Wh-a-at !

“What do you mean by sending this
ridiculous bill to me?” exclaimed Mr.
Rateliff in a voice that almost made
the telephone jump. “I have ordered
nothing from you!”

“PDear me!”

“What does it mean?

! I insist upon
an explanation at once!”

“The goods were supplied to the
voung gentlemen yesterday, sir. Magster
Redfern informed me you were

paying.”
*“ Master Redfern!”
“Certainly. I trust all is correct.”

“Y will certainly be more careful on
another occasion, Mr. Ratcliff. I natur-
ally had no doubts in the maiter, as
Master Redfern assured me—"

“That is your own-affair, sir! T shall
not pay this bill.”

[T ”

“‘1Nut a shilling! Not a halfpenny,
sir 17

“As the goods were ordered and
swilpplied in your name, Mr, Rat-
chff—* ;

“T gave the boy Redfern no authority
for ordering them, and accept no respon-
sibility—none whatever !”

“ Excuse me,” came Mr. Bunn's voice,

quietly, but very firmly,

“the responsibility is yours.

z On more than one occasion

. I have supplied you with
goods, \\'hicﬁ were fetched

by a boy with a statement

His head smote Mr.

“Nonsense ! Do you mean to =ay that
vou supplied Master Redfern with goods
to the value of ecighteen pounds ten
sintllings 1
“ Master Redfern and the others, sir.
e were about seveniy in all.”
Seventv ?” shrieked Mr. Rateliff.

“Yes. I understood that it was a
;ind of =chool treat; and that all ex-
re heing borne by yourself.”
“ Bless my soul !?
My, Ratelif was almost dazed for
some moments. He could not suppose
thiat Mr. Bunn was * pulling his leg.”
But it was almost ineredible that
Redfern & Co. had been guiliy of such
an amazing freak.

" You—you should not have supplicd
the goods without my personal or
written order ! he exclaimed at last.

that they were to be charged
to you.”

“That is quite different.
When I send a boy on an
errand, sir, he has my
authority. In this case,
there was nothing of the
kind.”

“How was I to know
that?” demanded My. Bunn.
“QOnly last week Master
Pratt came to me for bis-
cuits, stating that he had
been sent by you, and you
accepted the bill in the usual
way.”

“That is quite different.
I sent Master Pratt on that
D occasion,”

“Very welll And I con-
cluded that you sent Master
Redfern in a shmilar
manner.”

“You were mistaken, and
I shall certainly not pay for
your mistake. will not
pay one shilling.”

“1 trust, sir, that you will
reconsider that decision.
cannot, of course, afford to
lose such a sum, and I fear
that it would be hopeless to
attempt to recover it from
the boys. I hold you re-
sponsible.”

“Nonsense !” roared Mr.
Rateliff. “I will pay noth-
ing !” :

“If you mainiain ‘that
attitude, sir, it will only
remnain for the matter to be
tested in the County Court.”

“Wha-a-at !”

“71 should be sorry to take
such a step, sir, but you
leave me no alternative,”
purred Mr. Bunn.

“8ir! FHow dare you!
The County Court! You are
a rascal!”

hY

Ratclift

58 14 s

“Rascal I raved Mr. Ratclifi. “That,
sir, i3 my opinion of you. You have
probably ~concocted the whole scheme
with the boys!”

“Oh1” My, Bunn's voice was very
acid now. “If you care to put that
statement into writing, Mr. Ratcliff,
instead of slandering me upon the tele-
phone, I shall certainly have you served
with a writ for libel. 8ince you take
this view of the matter, I decline any
further personal communication with
you. You will hear from my solicitor
in due course.”

And Mr. Bunn rang off abruptly.

“Listen to me!" Mr. Rateliff shouted
into the telephone. "I tell you—are
you there? Mr. Bunn,.do you hear
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me? Bless my soul, the unmitigated
scoundrel has rung off!”

Mr. Ratelif jammed the receiver
savagely on the hooks, Then he paced
up and down his study for some
minutes, almost palpitating with rage.

Evidently he was to hear from Mr.
Bunn's solicitor, and a summons
to the County Court would follow,
The worry of such proceedings would
be unendurable. In spite of his rage,
Mr. Rateliff had to acknowledge that
the bunshop proprietor had a good
case.

On special oecasions, when he had
visitors, for example, Mr. Ratcliff
would send a fag down to Mr. Bunn
for some delicacy, which was charged
to him, and paid for in due course:
He had not been accustomed to -send-
ing written orders. Therefore, Mr,
Bunn had a full right to assume that

Redfern’s extensive orders had his
Housemaster’s sanction,
On the other hand, Mr. Ratchiff

woilld disclaim having authorised this
especial order, so he also had a pretty
good case. The decision would prob-
ably be a matter of chance, depending
on the personal humour of the judge.

In any case, whether he won or lost

the action, the Housemaster would
become an object of ridieule. The
whole county would read it in the local
papers, ancl} laugh over the trick his

boys had played him,

Legal aid would be required, too, qu
that would cost money; and even if he
won the case, he would probably not
get his costs. In any event, he would
be time and money out of pocket —
the result of most legal proceedings for
cveryone concerned, excepting lawyers.

“It is infamous!” stuttered Mr. Rat-

cliff. *1 have no time for Connty
Courts! Bless my soul! Buch institos
tions ought to be abolished.

idle rascal with plenty of time on his
hands may bri“i an action against a
busy man who has no time for such
things—and win, too! It is nothing
better than blackmail. The law is very
seriously in need of reform—very seri-
ouslv indeed. County Court, indeed!
Impudent rascal! And as for Redfern
—a= for that young rasca i

My Rateliff almost choked.

He rang the bell violently. The
House page came in answer to the
sunmons, and he looked alarmed at the
expression on Mr. Ratcliff’s face.

“Find Master Redfern at once and
bring him to me!” shouted Mr. Rat-
chiff.

“0Oh lor™—I—I mean, yes, sir!”?

And the startled page fairly bolted!

CHAPTER 10.
Open Rebellion !

i LL together!” said Figgins.
*Yes, rather!”
“We'll back you up, Reddy !”
Redfern of the Fourth had
reccived Mr. Ratcliff’s summons to the
study. Redfern was looking rather
serious; but he was quite cool. He
knew that he could depend for support
upon most of the fellows who had
joined in the “rag.” Even if Mr.
Rateliff carried the matte: before the
Head, they could not “sack® all the
juniors of the New House. .
“We'll all go together,” said Kerr.
“I’m with you,” said Lawrence.
“Same here IV
“And here!”
“All together!” repeated Figgins.
“Lead on, Reddy! ere we go, -like
giddy Daniels into the lion’s den”
THe Gem Lisriry.—No. 1,547
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Twenty juniors, at least, followed
Redfern to Mr. Rateliff’s study. They
arrived in & crowd it the study door,
2id Rediern tapped. .

®Come in P’ snapped Mr. Ratcliff.

Rédfern threw open the door.

¥Mr. Ratclifi's eyes fairly burned at
fim. His glance passed l{eﬁ&em, and
fefl upon the rest of the juniors.

Y sént for Bedfern,” he snapped. “1
do not require the rest, at present,
though you will ali be severely
pusished. You may go.”

The juniors stood. their ground.

“We're all in'it, sir,” said Figgins,

i -y one of us, sir,” said Fatty
wrm

filence 1 Redfern, T have received
a bill from Mr, Bunn, for goods
lied to you, ordered in my name.”

es, sir,” said Redfern.

“You used my name in ordering food
from Mr. Bunn?”

“Certaiply, sir1” Redfern
eoolly. ““Naturally, sir, as you are my
Hougemaster, 1 fold Mr. Bunn to send
the to you. I hope it is correct,

mr.”
*You have dared to use_my name in
pod 1” shouted Mr. Rateliff.
® Yo' havé ‘the effrontery to admit it7”
"m" ill be flogged K
* , you Wi og or
this, atd the bill will be sent to your
Pparents.” s ot
S Lo eSS b B
' £ suppos y could,” sai el
ealimly, “They're =

said

not rich.
i the sum will be ehually
divided among the boys whio joined you
in  thet disgusting orgy, and paid
equally by their parente.
“Indeed, sir!” said Kerr. “Then

1 shail write to my father about it
He will have 8 counter claim to make.”

“%What? What do you mean, Kerr?”

“1 mean that my father pays for my
meali here, and they have been cut
dowa, sir,” said the Scottish junior

: . “My father is & business man,
sir. If he pays for what I have to get
‘out of doors he will expect restitution to
be made of the money he has paid for
my meals in this House.”

‘Kerr, how dare you!” thundered
Mr. Rateliff. You shall be flogged, as
weéle as Redfern ?‘h_ _—

t‘rmcl 15 uticlers.
~ “REvery boy who shared in this orgy
shall be flogged ! shouted Mr. Ratcliff.
. take that pen and write
dewn a list of their names.”
Redfern did not move.
;Du you hear me, Redfern?”
T, M

Yes, sir,

“Then you intend to add disobedience
to your other rascalities?” fumed Mr.
Ratcliff, “Very well! I shall bring
you fo reason, Redfern. You are
dangerously near being expelled from
the school, Bedfern 1”

“That rests with the Head, sir,” sard
Redfern. “I am quite ready to go
before Dr. Holmes.”

“So are we all, sir,” said Kerr.

“Hear, hear!” camec from the
passage.
Mr. Ratcliff gritted his tecih. He

gertainly did not wish the matter to go
before the Head. He knew how little
Dr. Holmes was likely to approve his

e of catting down meals. That
kind of punishment was not at all in
accordance with the Head's ideas. The
juniors knew it, too.

“Yon-will all go into Hall at once !”
he said between his teeth. “Figgins, go
and feich Taggles immediately. Go!”

The juniors went.

They did not go into Hall, however.

. marched out into tlie quadringle. -
' Gewmr Lsmary.—No. 1,547

Five minutes later Mr. Ratcliff came
striding into Hall, with a cane in his

hand. He expected to &ind the
delinquents there, and Taggles, ihe
porter, on the spot, ready to *hoist ¥

them for punishhient.

Hall was empty !

Mr. Ratcliff stared round him, hardly
believing his eyes. His orders had been
disobeyed. ot & sipgle junior had
turned up for flogging.

It was open llion- now and Mr.
Ratcliff was a little nonplussed  Not
that he thous!;_t for a moment of
receding from. the position be had taken
up. Opposition puly made him all the
more obstinate. And, indeed, he had
gone rathier too far to recede now.

He hurried out and called Monteith
and Befton.

“Please find Redfern at once, and
bring him te m force, if neces
sary,” said Mr, teliff.  “ Bring
Lawrence, Owen, Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynu also. The others I will deal
with later, You are authorised to use
force, if neeessary!”

“0Oh!” said Monteith.

Befton only stared.

“Don’t waste time—I'm waiting !”
snapped Mr. Rateliff.

“Very well, sir.”

The two prefects quitted the New
House and looked round the guad-

>
\_j—d-t

5 5

-

f’ ....'I

' AV ?’ /

2 " A~

\ Z

« pMarvellous the way the old car

pulis! You'd never think we had a
caravan behind us!”

Half-a-crown has been awarded

to R. Ellis, Chaufieur's Cottage,
Rowney Bury, Harlow, Essex.

rangle. On the School House side there
was a crowd of New House fellows talk-
ing excitedly together. ~Tom Merry
& Co. were with them. The two prefects
approached the group. )

“You're wanted,” said Monteith.
“Redfern, Owen, Lawrence, Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn. Follow me at once 1”

“Borry |” said Redfern, )

“Can’t be did!” said Figgins.

“What's that?”

“We're not going to be flogged!”

“What? You refuse to come?” ex-
claimed Monteith.

“Yes"

“We're fed up!” shouted Fatty
Wynn. “We've had enough of it. Tell
Ratty to go and eat cokel”

“Wynn{”

“Look here, you've got to come
exclaimed Sefton. “Mr. Ratcliff told
us to use force, if necessary. Are you
coming "

“ Rats "

“Buzz off, Sefton!”

Befton promptly seized Redfern by
the collar. Five or six juniors fastened
upon the bully of the Sixth at once, and

1
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he was dragged away from Redfern and
sent spinning. He collapsed on the
with a roar.

hat!” ejaculated Monteith.
“You kids are only making maiters
worse for yourselves, you know !”

“We'll chance that,” said Figgins.
“Ratty’s got no right to starve us, and
flog us because we send out for tommrs.
We're fed up. We'd rather he sacked
all round than put up with it.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in_Arthur
Augustus. “I quite appwove. Bwitons
nevah shall be slaves, you kpow, I
wegard Watty as a beast!”

Befton picked himself up. dusty and
Tumpled, and with a face like a demon
He tramped off to the New Housc with-
out seeking to try conclusions any
further with the rebels.

Monteith hesitated a few moments,
and then followed him. Mr. Raicliff
had authorised him to mse force, cer-
tainly, but he had not explamned how
force was to be used br ome prefect
against a score of determsned juniors,

“Well, we're in for # wow!” =aid
Redfern. “I wonder what Ratty will
try next? He will hare to take it to
the Head.”

“Bet you he won't do that'!” =aid
Tom Merry sagely. “He won't want
the Head to know what he's been
doing.”

“Wathah not. Dr. Holmes 1z an old
sport deah boys, and he w=opuld not
appwove of Watty's trwanny?”

“Well, we're going to stick it out,”
said Figgins,. “We're fed up. Britons
aever shall be slaves t7

= Hear, hear!”

“They can’t sack half the school,
anyway,” said ke,

“That's one comfort,” grinned
Redfern.

But the New House rebels waited
rather anxiously for Mr. Ratcliff's nexs
move. They felt that they were in the
right, but a defiance of constiiutioual
authority was a decidedly seriouns sfep.

But there was no “npext move ™ from
Mr. Rateliff. The faet was that the
New House master was and

rplexed, and did not know in tle
east how to deal with the storm he had
raised. He was taking his time to think
it @ver. Meanwhile, the bell rang for
dinner.

“ Are we staying out ?” Redfern asked
dubiously.

“No jolly fear!” said Fatty Wynn
promptly. “I'm mnot going to miss
dinner. And look here! We're going
to have a real dinner to-day. No more
short commeons for me !”

“ Hear, hear!”

The fact that the rebels had not vet
been dealt with was a sign of weakness
on the part of the New House tyrant,
and the rebels realised it quite elearly.
It encouraged them, as was natural.
And they marched into the New House
in a body—fully determined that Mr.
Ratcliff's new regulations concerning
meals should be cast to the winds.

CHAPTER 11.
Mr. Ratelifi’s Little Game !

R. RATCLIFF was not in the
dining-room.
Perhaps, in the peculiar cir-

cumstances, he did not care to

face the fellows who had defied his

orders, and who had, so far, escaped
scot free.

He was taking his luneh in his study.

The rebels sat down to their tables in

a truculent mood. Mr. Ratelifi's failure

{Continued on paye 18.)
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Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C4.

TR mm

The Editor’s Chair

ALLO, Chums! I've got so
many grand things to tell you
about this week that I really

don t know where  to
stari Firstly, however, what
do you think of the Gew’s Free

Gifts? Ripping, aren’t they? Every
reader, I am sure, will be very eager
to get the splendid packet of Foreign
Btamps and the 100 Stamp Hinges
presented Free next week.

The stamps are all specially selected
for the GeM, and among them will be
found several recent pictorial issues
which will be new to experienced col-
lectors Readers who are stamp enthu-
siasts will thus have an excellent
opportunity of filling up free some of
the blank. in their albums. While for
those readers who are not philatelists
here is a great chance to start this
interesting hobby.

Stamp collecting has never hecn
more popular than it is to-day, and its
fascination s never-ending. Stamps
bring you glimpses of far-off countries,
and increase in the most interesting
way your kuowledge of the people who
inhabit them. There are air stamps,
commemorating great flights—Lind-
bergh's crossing of the Atlauntic, and
the opening utg the trans-Pacific air-
way; stamps showing streamlined
trains, athletes, animals, and a thou-
sand-and-one intriguing subjects.

A BARGAIN OFFER!

Join the ever-growing
stamp collectors—and make a start
with the GEM’s free stamps next
Wednesday. The following Wednesday
there will be another grand packet of
stamps in the old paper for you.

But that is not all. In next weck’s
issue will aleo be found full particulars

army of

of a wonderful offer the GeM 1is
making to its readers. It is a Stamp
Collector’s .~ Outfit,  comprising a
Sterling ™ Stamp Album, with

spaces for 6,400 stamps, a Swap Bouk,
Ever-ready Folded Hinges, a
\Magnifying Glass, and a pair of
['weezers This 15 a bargamm offer

much too good to be missed. See that
you don’t miss it.

“THE TOFF'S DARK HOUR!™

It is only fitting that an extra-special
rogramme of stories and new
catures should be arranged to mark
the presentation of free gifts. This I
have done to my complete satisfaction,
and, I feel sure, to the ultimate satis-
faction of all readers.

The= powerful 8t. Jiwm’s story, the

first of a great series, bears the above

title. It introduces that popular
character Reginald Talbot, the one-
time schoolboy-cracksman, and tells
how once again the shadow of the past
darkens his life at St. Jim’s.

It comes as a shock to Talbot when
he meets at Rylcombe Station an old
friend of his underworld days—Marie
Rivers, the daughter of the DProfessor
and his accomplice in crime. But
it is an even greater shock to the
junior when he learns that Maric's
father has also come to Ryleombe, and
that Marie herzelf is taking up a post
as nurse at St. Jim's!

It is oovious to Talbet that the
cracksman and his daughier are not
there for their health! Is the robbery
of 8t. Jim's their object? If so, what
can Talbot do? He camuot find it in
him to expose Marie, for he owes her
a debt of greztitude. Yet he is deter-
mined to prevent his benefacltor, Dr.
Holmes, from being robbed. 1e is
torn between loyalty and friendship.

Martin Clifford tells this dramatic
story in his most forceful and compel-
ling style, and readers will enjoy every
moment of it.

“BILLY BUNTER'S RAID!”

In coutrast to the Si. Jim's yarn,

PEN PALS COUPON
9-10-37

this sparkling Greyfriars story is full
of lighthearted fun and laughter.
There is very little Billy Bunter
wouldn’t do to get a feed, but it is
something new for the Owl, who is not
of the stuff of which heroes are made,
to suggest raiding one from the ri
of the Remove—the aliens of the
Foreign Academy. Under his leader-
ship, which to Bunter's idea means
directing operations from a safe place,
the Owl has difficulty in fnding
backers. But Bulstrode & Co. come to
the rescue, whether from a kincuﬁ
motive or from a desira to pu
Bunter's leg remains to be seen!
Frank Richards is at his brightest
and best in telling this tiptop tale,
which means that readers are booked
for a grand treat.

“ LAUGH THESE OFF |”

In recent weeks I have reccived
many requests from readers for two
particular  features—the return of
Monty Lowther’s fun corner and a por-
trait gallery of the principal 8t. Jim’s
characters.  In next week's free gift
number both these features will be in-
troduced Monty Lowther will enter-
tain you with all the best wisecracks
and Jokes of the week—and, believe
me, you'll enjoy yourselves laughing
themn off with Lowther I—while the
portrait depicting Monty himself is
coupled with a poem by the St. Jim's
rhyniester.

Another full-of-hints stamp article
by our cxpert, which tells readers how
to identify stamps, and four more
illusirated jokes, for which the senders
are awarded half-a-crown, sets the scal
on this great number.

All that remains for me to say is, do
vours truly a favour by recommending
the Gex to all your friends—and don’t
furget to order early.

All the Dest, chums!

THE EDITOR.
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to deal with them gave them a sense
of power iy their hands.

They knew very well that Mr. Railton
of the School House would have dealt
very promptly with insubordination in
his” House—very promptly and effec-
tively.

But then Mr. Railton would never
have exasperated his boys into mutiny
in the first place. He was too well
respected for any School House fellow
to think of defying his authority. If
Mr. Ratcliff was not equally respected
he had only himself to thank.

There was not the usual order and
quietness at the junior tables. Dinner
was accompanied by a buzz of talk and
laughter. Some of the fellows s=at on
the tables instead of chairs.

Monteith, as head prefect, was bound
to keep order, but he did not interfere.
He knew that now the juniors had
broken out hiz orders would not be
regarded.

He was very far, too, from approving
of his Housemaster's actions. He did
not feel inclined to enter into a rowdy
contest with excited juniors in support
of a master who had himself abandoned
the task

The other prefects followed his
example, with the exception of Sefton.
Befton strode up to the Fourth Form
table.

“Get awa{‘ from the table at once,
Lawrence !” he rapped out.

awrence looked at him coolly. After
bearding his Housemaster, so tu speak,
he was not likely to be afraid of Sefton,

~ “Go and eat coke |” he replied cheer-
fully. i

Befton gripped him by  the collar.
Lawrence promptly snaiched up a
plate, and Sefton let him go, and
Jodged back just in time to eseape
having a plate broken on his head.

A hot potato whizzed from ¥iggins
hand, and caught Sefton on the nose. It
was followed by a whole cauliflower
from Redfern, which squashed in the
Sixth Form bully’s face.

There was a yell of laughter as
Sefton staggered back, spluttering.

“Pelt him!” roared Owen.

“(@ive him the taters!”

“Give him the gravy!”

“Hurrah 1"

Sefton fairly fled under a shower of
nussiles. Potatoes followed him in a
volley, smashing all over him.

“Come back and have some more
roared Figgins.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Scfton did not come back. Ile did
not want any mote.

The juniors proceeded gleefully with
their dinner, It was not a case of a
single helping this time. They helped
themselves — and there were many
helpings; and Fatty Wynn did not leave
off till the table was clear.

“Now  what  price
exclaimed Redfern.

“We're fj()]ly well going to have
pudding, of course!” said Fatly Wynn.
*“Bag ,it when it comes in for the
seniors.”

“Good e%'g i

A huge plum pudding was brought in
for the senior table. There was a rush
of juniors as it appeared, and it was
captured, and taken t{o the Fourth
Form table. Fourth and Third and
Shkell gathered round and helped them-
selves.

Monteith rose to his feet. But he con-
tented himself with ordering another
pudding to be brought in for his table.
It was past the powers of Montieth or

R

pudding 77

anyone else to recover that pudding
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from the hands of the raiders. It was
already disappearing at record speed.

Still Mr. Rateliff did not appear.

The din in the dining-room must have
reached his ears; but he still lay low.
He was completely at a loss. The only
resource that appeared open to him was
to call in the authority of the Head.

But he was naturally loth to take that
step. He did not desire to confess that
he could not keep order in his own
House—which was what he was
appointed for. And he was uneasily
conscious of the fact that the Head
would not approve of his line of conduct.
Punishing the whole House for the fault
of one unknown culprit could not be
called just; and his method of punish-
ment was very questionable.

Fxactly what he was to do was a
mystery. But he was not in the least
inclined to make concessions. Punish-
ment, and still more punishment, was
all that he could think of,

The dining-room was in an uproar.
Some of the juniors were playing leap-
frog among the tables. But they
crowded out into the quadrangle at last,
laughing and cheering, immensely en-
couraged by the inaction of the House-
master.

“Hallo! You look pretty cheery,”
said Tom Merry, as he met them in the

quad.

“We've had a ripping feed !” grinned
Fatty Wynn. “AH there was on the
table——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

« And the seniors’ pudding,” chortled
Redfern—" we bagged it, you know 12

“Ha, ha, hat”

“And what is Raity doing?” de-
manded Blake.

“Nothing.”

“My hat!” '

«Pewwaps Watty wealises that he is
in the w'ong, and is wepentin’,” sug-
gested Arthur Augustus. .

“No jolly fear I” said Figgins. “What
the old boy realises is that he cant
handle us. He’s beaten to the wide.”

Nothing had been seen of Mr. Rat-
cliff when the bell rang for afterncon
lessons. Clampe of the Shell suggested
cutting lessons, but Figgins promptly
vetoed that suggestion.

“We don’t want to slack, and we
don’t want to put ourselves in the
wrong,” he said  “Get into the Form-
room."" 3

“I'm jolly well staying out!” said
Clampe. )

“you'll stay out with a thick ear if
you do!” said Figgins autocratically.

“Look here, Figgins—"

“0h, come on!” said Figgins, and he
took Cllampe playfully hy-the collar and
ran him into the Shell Form Room.

Clampe, on second thoughts, was lad
that he had turned up for lessons. Mr.
Linton, the master of the Shell, was not
a master to be trifled with.

Figgins & Co marched cheerily into
{he Fourth Form Room with Study
No. 6. They were as good as gold at
lessons: Mr. Lathom had no fault to
find with them.

The wisdom of Figginsg' advice was
quite appreciated by most of his com-
rades. If the matter came before the
Head, it had to be established that the
rebels had only “backed up * against
tyranny in their own House. At lessons
they were on their best behaviour.
Indeed, Mr. Lathom specially com-
mended Redfern in class.

During afternoon lessons the rebels
could not help wondering what DBr.
Ratcliff was thinking of. It was im-
possible for tha Housemaster to allow
matters to remain as they were. He
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was taking the Fifth as usnal that
afternoon. Figgins felt compassion for
the Fifth. The Fifth Formers were
pretty certain to be getting the keencst
edre of Ratty’s tongue.

Last lesson was in progress in the
Fourth Form Room when Toby, the
School House page, came in with a
message for Mr, Lathom.

The Fourth Form master blinked over
the class and signed to Redfern.

“Redfern, you may leave the class.
Mr. Rateliff desires to speak to you.
You may go to his study in the New
House.™

Redfern set his lips.

By Elsn't Mr. Ratcliff taking the Fifth,
sir?

“ Apparently, Redfern, Mr. Ratcliff
is not taking the Fifth at this moment,
as he 'has sent for you. Kindly go at
ouce,”

Redfern hesitated.

“It's all wight, Weddy,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “Watty has we-
pented of his wotten conduct, aud is
goin’ to expwess his wegwet.”
_Redfern grinned. He knew how ditile
likely that was. His own suspicion was
that the New House master wanted to
get him away from his comrades, in
order to make an example of him with-
out causing a riot. That was quite in
keeping with Mr. Ratcliff's stealthy
character.

Mr. Lathom looked at him in sur
prise. He was quite unaware of the
trouble in the New House.

“You are to go at once, Redfcrn,”
he said.

“Very well, sir,” said Redfern
reluctantly.

Figgins caught him by the sleeve as
he was moving out of the class:

“Don't go to the New House, Reddy.”
he whispered hurriedly. “It's a trick.
Stick in the quad.”

“You bet!” said Redfern.

Redfern would have preferred to
remain in the Form-room, but Alr,
Lathom had to be obeyed. The junicr
quitted the Fourth Form Room and
went down the passage to the door of
the quadrangle. He strolled into the
quadrangle, and a sharp voice hailed
him.

“Redfern !

It was Mr. Ratcliff.

“Yes, sir?” said Redfern, keeping at
a respectful distance from the House-
master.

“Follow me, Redfern.”

“What for, sir?”

“Do not ask me impertinent ques
tions, Redfern. Follow me at once!”

Mr. Ratcliff whisked away towards
the New House. He looked back i u
couple of minutes. Mr. Ratcliff's tlin
face became crimson as he saw Redfi
sauntering away under the elms.

“Redfern V'’ he shouted.

Redfern did not scem to hear. Il
sauntered under the trees, whistling

Mr. Raicliff made a rush towand-
him.

¢ Redfern, vou insolent young rascal !

The junior dodged round a tree.
Ratcliff dodged afier him. and Redf
promptly dodged round snother, !
was like a game. And Mr. Ralciid,
realising what a ridiculous figure he
was cutting, stopped, panting for
breath.

“Do vou refuse to follow me, Rel-
fern?” he gasped.

“Yes, sir,” said Redfern quietly.

“You shall be expelled for this!"

“That’s for the Head to decide, =ir "

“For the last time, Redfern—"

Redfern walked away.

Mr. Ratcliff stood for some moments
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nonplussed. He had laid his little plan
very carcfully. Redfern was to be got
into his study and unmercifully flogged,
and that example would have the effect,
Mr. Ratcliff anticipated, of scaring the
rest. of the rebels into submission.

It was like the case of the spider and
the fly over again. But while Mr.
Ratcliff was quite prepared to act the
part of the spider, Redfern was dis-
mnclined to play up as the fly.

The Housemaster strode away at last
to the School House, and Redfern
grinned. Was the New House tyrant
going to the Head at last?

It was surely unlikely that he would
explain to Dr. Holmes the stealthy trick

In the grasp of the rebels,

loud crack as his head came in sudden contact with Mr. Ratcliff’s.

he had tried to play, so utterly un-
worithy of the dignity of the House-
waster. Mr. Rateliff, in fact, was not
thinking of the Head. He made his
way to the Sixth Form Room, where
Mr. Railton was taking the top Form.
He requested Mr. Railton to release
Sefton from last lesson, on a matter con-
cerned with the discipline of his House.
Mr. Railton at once accorded Sefton the
required permission, and the prefect
followed Mr. Ratcliff from the room.
With the exception of the New House
master, and the prefect and the rebel-
lious Redfern, all St. Jim’s was at
lessons. The quadrangle was otherwise
quite deserted. Redfern whistled as he
saw Sefton come out of the School House
with Mr. Ratcliff. He understood now.
“8cfton,” said Mr. Rateliff, in a

grinding voice, “you will take Redfern
at once to my study. Use any mcans
you like. I will assist you if needed.”
“Yes, sir,’”” said Sefton.
And the bully of the Sixth staried for
Redfern.

CHAPTER 12.
Rescue !
EDFERN clenched his hands hard.
He was quite prepared to
resist, but he had little chance

in a tussle with a prefect of the

Sixth, and he knew it. And ~Mr.

Rateliff was hovering behind the prefeet,
ready to lend what aid was required.

: o
Ly

Monteith was shoved unceremoniously through the open window head first.

“ Yoaop ! ¥
the New House master.

“Stop !” shouted Sefton, as the junior
bolted under the chus.

Redfern did not stop; he ran at top
speed, and the Sixth Former broke into
a chase behind him.

Up the quadrangle they ran, and
Redfern was ncarly cornered at ‘he
gates. But he dodged round the porier’s
lodge, and doubled back, Sefton panting
behind.

Mr. Ratcliff jumped in his way to
stop him. The junior’s escape was cut

“Ziop ! shouted Mr. Rateliff.

Redfern came straight on. As he
rnshed at the ITousemaster, a bony hand
was reached out fo seize him. Redfern
lowered his head, and fairly charged the
1lousemaster.

19

Tis hard head smote Mr. Rateliff on
his third waistcoat button. There was
a terrific gasp from Mr. Ratchiff, and
he went over like a skittle.

Bump!

Mr. Ratcliff sat down with a heavy
concussion, his long thin legs flying in
the air.

“Dh! Ah! Yooooop—woop

Redfern reeled from the shock. He
made a bound to escape, but Sefton’s
grasp was already on him from behind.
The prefect seized his collar, and his
knuckles ground into the back of the
Fourth Former's neck.

“I've got him, sir!” panted Sefton.

(£

T

There was a

roared the prefect. * Wow ! gasped

Redfern struggled furiously. Mr.
Rateliff sat up, gasping and gasping, as
if he were gasping for a wager.

“Grooogh! Hold the young rascal,
Sefton! Yurrrgge! Oh dear! I—I
am quite breathless! Yooooohoooo !

“Yow-ow "’ roared Sefton, as an
upper-cut canght him on the chin.
“You young ruffian! Wow-ow!”

“Let go, you beastly bully I panted
Redfern,

“My hat! I'll smash you!”

Senior and  junior were fighting
furiously now. Redfern was game to the
last. Mr Rateliff staggered up, and
grasped the junior by tge collar. In the
grasp of tho master and prefect,
Redfern still wriggled.

“The—the rebellious young ruffian 1
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gasped Mr. Ratcliff. “Drag him away
if he will not go! Drag him!”

Redfern’s shoes dragged in the grass
as he was hauled away. Into the New
House they went, and into Mr.
Ratcliff’s study. Redfern was flung in,
panting, and the Honsemaster slammed
the door, his eyes blazing.

“The young rascal shall have such a
lesson as he will never forget !”” he said
between his tecth. “I will make ar
example of him. Remove your jacket,
Redfern.”

Redfern’s reply was brief, but divect,

*Shan’t !”

* Remove his jacket, Sefton!”

There- was another tussle, and
Redfern’s jacket came off, split in two.
Then the bully of the Sixth held him
securely while Mr. Ratcliff wielded the

cane.

Lash, lash, lash, lash!

“Help !” roared Redfern.

“Silence, boy!”

Lash, lash, lash!

There was a sound of loud voices in
the quadrangle. Last lesson was oyer
at last, and the juniors were swarming
out of the Form-rooms.

* Rescue !’

Figgins & Co. looked round for
Pdg. ern as soon as they were out.
“ He's not here,” said Figgins. “Ilas

Ratty got him?”

“Hark !” exclaimed Blake.

From the window of Mr. Ratcliff’s
study in the New House came an up-
roar. The swishing of the cane could be
heard, and Redfern’s voice in stentorian
tones.

“Yoow-ow! You beast! Ielp!
Rescue !

Figgins' eyes blazed.

“Rescue !” he shouted.

Figgins started at a run, and Kerr
and %Vynn followed him at once.
Lawrence and Owen joined in, and
several other fellows. They sped into
the House, and rushed along the passage
to Mr. Ratcliff’s door.

The door was flung open wide.

Figgins rushed in. He did not pause
for a moment; his blood was at boiling
gomt. His fist, clenched hard, was

ashed full into Befton's face, and the

bully of the Sixth went over with a
crasi.

Redfern  jumped away from the
lashing cane.

Mr. Ratcliff seemed transfised for the
moment.

“Figgius!” he said hoarsely “How
dare you! Leave my study at once!”

“I'm going,” =said Figgins scornfully.
“Come on, Reddy! We've come to get
vou out of this!”

“ Redfern, remain here!”

“(Oh, shut up!” said Redfern.

“What! What did you say?”

“8hut up!” retorted Redfern.

Mr. Ratcliff stood rooted to the floor,
the cane in his hand. It seemed to him
that he must be dreaming. A junior in
his House, where he was monarch of all
he surveyed, had told him to shut up!
?fltler that it was time for the skies to

all.

Redfern’s face was white with pain.
He leaned heavily on Figgins' shoulder,
and left the study.

“Redfern,” panted Mr. Rateliff, “I
—1I order you to come back! Figgins,
I command you to leave that boy here !

Neither of the juniors answered.
Kerr slammed the door, and the rescuers
departed, taking Redfern with them.

_ Sefton picked himself up, nursing his
jaw. He looked at the Housemaster
very dubiously.

“Sefton, go and fetch Redfern here
at once ¥

“(Oh, certainly, sir!” said Sefton.

He left the study, but he did not seek
Redfern. He was not inclined to tackle
Figgins & Co. just then. If Mr. Rat-
cliff waited for him to return with the
junior, he waited in vain.

There was a trampling of feet in the
passage and a roar of voices.

“Down with Ratty 1”

Mr. Rateliff started as if he had been
stung.

The rebels were parading outside his
own door, shouting that battle-cry. The
House was evidently entirely out of
hand.

The Housemaster’s eyes glittered with
rage. He selected his stoutest cane and
strode from the study. At all events,
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reckless as the rebels were, they could
not venture to lay hands on him per-
sonally—he was sure of that.

Mr. Ratcliff had decided upor drastic
measures.

A fresh roar greeted
apPeared outside the study.

“¥Yah! Down with Ratty I”

“Figgins 1

“Rats !” howled the excited Figgina.

“Kerr |”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Come here at once!”

“Bow-wow 1"

Mr. Rateliff rushed at
brandishing the cane.

Lash, lash, lash!

_ He did not care where the blows fell
in his rage.

Monteith looked out of his study.
shrugged - his shoulders, and shut the
door again.

The rest of the prefects were carefully
keeping off the scene.

Mr. Ratclif had woke wup that
hornets’ nest, and he could have the
pleasure of dealing with it—that wa-
their idea. :

Mr. Ratcliff did not find it a pleasure.
He had lashed half a dozen times when
the rebels closed round him like a sea.
Figgins snatched the cane away, Red:
fern dragged at his gown, and a dozen
pairs of hands seized him, and pushed
and shoved.

Utterly bewildered and confused, the
Housemaster was rushed and hustled
along to the door, where powerful
shoves sent him flying-down the steps.

Mr. Ratcliff landed in the quadrangle
with a bump.

Clang !

The big door closed after him. There
was a grating of a key, the clinking of
a chain. Mr. Ratcliffi jumped up and
bounded up the steps. He hammered
furicusly at the door.

But it did not open.

The New House master was locked
out of his own House!

him as he

the rebels,

CHAPTER 13.
The Head Steps In!

“® Al Jove! Extwaordinawy!”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
jammed his eyeglass a little
more tightly in his eye. It had
fallen out in his astonishment.
And the Terrible Three said with one

voice :

“(Great Scott !”

“What larks!” chickled Wally of the
Third.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

School House fellows were crowding
in front of the School House. They
were deeply interested. Mr. Ratclifi
was locked out of his own House, and
was raging on the steps. Such a scenc
had certainly mever been witnessed in
the quadrangle at St. Jim's before.

For excitement it even beat the ccle-
brated occasion when an “old boy ™ had
returned to St. Jim's for the special
purpose of “whopping * his old House-
master.

“Like a giddy lion secking what he
may devour!” chuckled Jack Blake.
“Good old Figgins !”

“More power to his elbow !
ruped Reilly of the Fourth.

Bang, bang, bang!

The infuriated Housemaster, lost to
all sense of dignity, was hammering

chir-

savagely on the big doer with his
clenched fists.

“Figgins! Redfern! Kerr! Open
this ﬁonr at once! You shall be

expelled! DMonteith! Where are you,
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Monteith? I command you to get this
door openl Am I to be locked out of
my own House, Monteith$”

Monteith of the Sixth looked out of
his study window. There was a lurk-
ing grin on his face, which he tried to
hide. The downfall of Ratty was not
displeasing to.the head prefect.

Mr. Ratcliff fixed his eyes furlously
upon the prefect at the window.

“ Monteith, let me in! Do you hear?”

“The door is locked, sir.”

“Then unlock it !”

“The key is gone !”

“Find it !” roared Alr. Rateliff. “Do
you think, Monteith, that I can remain
in this ridiculous position—locked out
of my own House? I conunaud you to
find the key at once !”

“Some of the juniors seem to have
hidden it, sir. You might try the back
door.”

Mr. Rateliff, in his rage, had not
thought of that. He whisked away,
with fluttering gown. But Figgins had
thought of 1t. When Mr. Ratcliff
reached the back door it was fast—
locked and bolted. The enraged House-
master hammered on it, and Mrs. Ken-
wigg’s scared voice answered him
through the window.

“The door is locked, sir—"

“Find the key!”

“The young gentlemen have taken it
away. And—and they are having tea,
and they have helped themselves from
the pantry!” gasped Mrs. Kenwigg.
“They are having tea in the passages
and on the stairs, sir! All my jams

and preserves! All the cakel!
dear I”

Mr. Ratclif gave a snort like an
angry bull. The rebels were holding

high™ revel in the New House, while
their tyrant was locked out. Short
commons was evidently a thing of the
past.

Mr. Ratcliff simply panted. Uuless
he chose to climb 1n at the window, he
was shut out of his own House
indefinitely. He whisked round to the
front of the House again, to Monteith’s
window.

The prefect was locking out, smiling.
Ife became grave again under Mr. Rat-
clifi’s furious eyes.

“ Monteith, you are not_keeping the
jnmiors in order! Mrs. Kenwigg tells
e that they have raided the pantry
and——"

*1 ean’t, s&ir! They've collared
Scefton, and loeked him in the coal-cellar
already! Baker is screwed up in his
study ! They're quite out of hand!”

“Good heavens!” Mr. Ratecliff
stuttered with fury. “Montcith, help me
in at your window! Lean down and
give me your hands! I must come in!”

“Ahem! You see, sir i

“Jlelp me in at onece!
yvou, Monteith 1*

I command

W

A

MODEL AERO-

hich of these_would

‘ How about the last ten days in
October, your worship 7 Will that
be convenient for you 7

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to A. MacNicol, 26, Calder Street,
Crosshill, Qlasgow, S.2.

“I don’t think 1 could pull you up,
sir,” said Monteith. “T'll try, if you
like. If you should fall—*

“Help me at once, I tell youl!”

“Very well, sir.”

Monteith leancd out of the window
and grasped Mr. Ratelifi’s hands. The
next moment he gave a yell as his fect
were up-ended.

Figgins & Co. had not becn caught
napping. Monteith was in the grasp of
the rebels, and they shoved him uncere-
moniously through the open window
head first.

There was a loud <rack as his head
came in sudden contact with Mr.
Rateliff’a.

“Yooooop 1”

“Wow I”

“Lower away !” shouted Redfern, and
the unhappy prefeet, with half a dozen
hands grasping his ankles, was lowered
head first out of the window.

The grinning juniors leaned out, and
lowered him till his hands touched the
ground, and then they let him go.

Monteith rolled over at Mr. Ratelifi's
feet

“Figgins " shouted Mr. Rateliff.
“Redfern, I command you—"

Slam !

The window shut down, cutting off
Mr. Rateliff's commands.

Figgins fastened the catch. No one
had wroubled to reply to Mr. Rateliff.

Monteith  serambled up, red and
angry. He gave Mr. Rateliff a grun
look, and strode away to the School
House. There he went to Kildare's
study, and announced that he had come
to tea, and there he stayed.

1Ie was fed-up with Mr. Rateliff.

v
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“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arey. “Here comes the
Hoead I

“Phew I”

The laughter in the School House
crowd died away.

Dr. Holimes, with a grave and frown-
ing face, haz come out of the School
House, and, with stately steps, was
crossing the quadrangle.

The Head ?la,d evidently learned, at
last, of the riot in the New House, aud
was coming to deal with it personally.

Mr. Rateliff ceased to hanuner on ihe
door as he caught sight of the hecad-
master. He endeavoured to calm his
fury. Fury and excitement were not
likely to meet with the approval of the
grave and reverend Head.

A Housemaster was expected to be
able to keep his tcmper.

“Mr. Ratcliff,” said the Head, with
great asperity, “what is the meaning
of this extraordinary scene?”

Mr. Ratcliff panted.

“1 have been locked out of my House,
sir] The prefects have been assaulted !
The juniors are quite out of hand I

“A most extraordinary state of
affairs, sir|” said the Head coldly.
“Such a state has never arisen in the
School House. You may give me your
cxplanation later, Mr. tcliff. At
present I will deal with the matter.”

Dr. Holmes tapped at the door.

“Qpen this door at once!” he said.
“It 1s I, Dr. Holmes, your head-
master.”

“Qh, my hat!” A voice was heard to
ejaculate within.

“Is that you, Figgins? Open the

oor 1"

“Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. I'm get-
{ing the key,” stammered Figgins.

There was a grating in the lock, a
clinking of a withdrawn chain, and the
door swung back.

A crowd of juniors were disclosed,
looking considerably abashed, most of
them with cake or other comestibles in
their hands.

Dr. Holmes surveyed them grimly.

“Who is the leader of this extra-
ordinary outbreak 1" he exclaimed.

“We're all in it together, sir,” said
Kerr.

“¥Yon answer me, Figgins! What
does this mean?”

“Wao don't like being starved, sir,”
«aid TFiggins. “We're helping our-
selves. We think we're entitled to have
enongh to ecat.”

Dr. Ilolmes frowned.

“Is it possible, Figgins, that you have
been guilty of this outrageous
insubordination because you are not
satisfied with the fare provided in this
schiool 7 lie thundered.

(Continned on page 28.)
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HE THOUGHT HE WAS BOOKED FOR A PUBLIC FLOGGING—BUT FOUND HIMSELF

HAILED AS A HERO!

THE HERO OF GREYFRIARS!

The Minute-Gun !

L Y hat, how it blows!”

It was Bob Cherry who
uttered that ejaculation as
he looked out of the window

of the Common-room into the Close at
Greyfriars

It was a wild night. The old trees
were groaning under the force of tlie
wind,- and the gale shrieked furiously
round the old roofs and chimneys.

Through the roar of the wind had
gounded, more than once, a crash of
falling masonry, as some fragment
hurleﬁ down from the shaky walls of
the old tower. :

“By Jove, it is blowing!” said Frank
Nugent. “I shouldn’t care to be at
sea to-night.” i

%Yes, it must be rough in the bay,
and jolly dangerous for any vessel that
comes near the Shoulder,” said Bob
Cherry. “I'd like to haye a run down
to the shore to-night. There hasn't
been a gale like this since I've been at
Greyfriars.”

Nugent shook his head.

“Jt's too rough, even if we could get
out without bging spotted.”

“Hark I’ cried Bob Cherry suddenly.

I1‘hmugh the roar of the gale outside

came a deeper and more sombre sound.
A hush fclf) upon the ‘juniors gathered
in the Common-room.
“Wh-what was that?” muttered
Hazeldene, .
“Some of the old tower falling,” said
Nugernr.

Harry Wharton, who had been play-
ing chess with Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, shook his head.

“What was it then?” g

“ A gun at sca.” He held up his hand.

“Hark "’ _
It came again, booming heavily

through the gale, and this time there

was no mistaking the sound. ;

It was the minute-gun—the signal
from a ship in distress on the rocky
coast.

The juniors were silent. The deep
sound from the sea had sent a chill to
every heart. From the summit of the
tower of Greyfriars, in fine weather,
the sea could be seen—the wide bay,
the great Shoulder jutting out into the
English Channel. Well, the juniors
knew what the scene mmst be like now,
with the breakers crashing on the rocky
ridge, and the Shoulder almost hidden
in fashing spray and foam.

“By Jove!” muttered Bob Cherry.
“The minute-gun!"”

“A wreck,” said Nugent in a hushed
voice.

There was no doubt about it. A
minute more had elapsed, and then the
boom of the gun came heavily through
the shriek of the wind once more.

Wharton, Nugent, Bob Cherry, and
Hurree Singh, the chums of Study
No. 1, left the Common-room together.

There was a thoughtful expression on
Hu.rri; Wharton's face, which showed
that he was turning over some idea in
his mind. As soon as he was out of
hearing of the rest he stopped.

“It's a ship in the bay,” he said.
“Tf she's near the Shoulder on a night
like this, Heaven help her. I'm
thinking——"" He paused.

“I can guess what you're thinking,"
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the ‘“ Magnet.”)
SRR
said Bob Cherry. “We might be able
to help.”

Wharton nodded.

“Yes. Half the countryside will be
there and I don’t see why we shouldn’t
go, too.”

“The Head wouldn't allow it.”

] wwasn't thinking of asking the
Head,” said Wharton, laughing. “We
can break bounds for once in a way.
Hallo, there's Wingate going.”

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, had come¢ downstairs with
a waterproof on. North and Westcott,
also wearing long raincoats, were with
him. The Sixth Formers were evidently
going dewn to the scashore, Wingate
opened the door, and a terrific gust of
wind came roaring in.

“Shut this door, you kids!" called
out Wingate.

“Right you arc, Wingate!”

The chums of the Remove rushed to
the door. The Sixth Formiers went out,
and Wingate pulled the door from out-
side and the juniors put their shoulders

R UG TR

An S0OS from a distressed
schooner starts Harry Wharton
& Co. on an adventure which be-
comes a matter of life and death !

O R

to it from within. Even then it was
hard work to shut it against the wind.

It was slammed at last.

“My hat, how it blows!” gasped Bob
Cherry. ‘It won't be easy to get along
in a wind like this, Harry.”

“Are you chaps game to try?”

“Yes, rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Then let's get off.”

The Famous Four hurried up to the
Remove dormitory. It did not take
théem long to prepare for the excursion.
As they came out the dormitory in
raincoats and scarves, there was a glim-
mer of spectacles in the corridor, and
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove,
came in sight.

Wharton muttered a word of
impatience.
Bunter was the chatterbox of the

Remove, and if he saw them going,
he would soon let the whole school
know about it.

But there was no time to avoid the

Owl of the Rewove.

Billy Bunter stopped and bLlinked at
them nquiringly.

“Hallo, are you chaps going out?”
% Yes, blow you!” growled Nugent.
“0Oh, really. Nugeni, don’t get waxy,

vou kuow. Of course, 1 shan't zay a

word to a soul.”

“Mind you don't.”
“Certainlv. But I sav, vou fellows,
don't hurry away. I waut to speak to

you on & most
Wharton."”

“Wait till I get back, then.”

“But it's important. I say, Wharton,
Lold on a minute, I want to speak to
you before you go out !” bawled Bunter.

“Better let him jaw,” growled Bob
Cherry. “Anybody might hear him
shouting. Now, what is it, Bunter?”

“I'm expecting a postal order by the
next post, but in this gale the postman
will be certain never to come to
Greyfriars,” said Bunter. *Could you
!endv me five bob for to-night, and have
my postal order for it in the morning?”

‘ You—you—you—"

“The postal order will be for ten bob,
and if you can spare if, I'd like the
whole ten now. That will be cashing
the order in advance, you know.”

“You young ass!” said Wharton.
“Here's a bob for you—"

“What about the postal order?”

“Oh, blow the postal order!™

“But I'm hungry,” said Bunter. «*If
you could make this two beb, I'd let
you have it back out of my postal
order—2

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh silenily
drew a shilling from his pocket and

laced it beside Wharton’s coin in the
at junior’s palm.

“Thank you!” blinked Bunter,
“This will be & bob each to you and
Wharton, Inky. Wait a minute while
I put it down to the account. You
shall have-it back to-morrow morning.”

i don’t talk rot!” growﬁ‘d
Wharton. “You know you never pay
anybody. Come along, you chaps.”

The chums turned away.

“T say, Wharton—I say, you fellows,
hold on a minute!”

“What is it now?”
Wharton angrily.

“] want you to understand that I
can’t take this except as a loan. I may
be poor,” said Bunter with dignity,
“but I've got a proper pride, I hope.”
He slipped the shillings into his waist-
coat pocket. “ Unless it’s clearly under-
stood that I settle up for this to-morrow
morning, I can’t accept it.”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.

“QOh, have it any way you like!"”
he exclaimed. “Only do shut up now
and let us go.”

“Certainly. Then it's clearly under-
stood that I settle up for this to-morrow
morning out of my postal order?!”

‘Yes, yes!”

“Then you may as well make it three
bob while you're about it, and I'll—ow—
ow—ow [”

Bunter rolled on the linoleum as a
heavy hand smote him, and the chums
of the Remove walked away.

The fat junior sat up and blinked in
a dazed manncr,

Harry Wharton and his friends had
gone, and Billy Bunter, feeling very
bewildered, sat for some minutes there,
Llinking round in the gloom.

Meanwhile, the Removites, chuckling,
made their way to a window at the back
of the building by which they intended
to gain egress into the Close,

One by one they dropped to the
ground and the window was silently
closed. Outside, the gale was raging
furiously, and the chums crouched
against the wall to allow the fierce wind
to sweep by.

important matter,

asked Harry




A THRILLING YARN OF SEA

*My hat!” muitered Bob Cherry.
“This won't be easy to get through.”

The others did not reply. They did
not hear his voice in the roar of the
wind.

Harry Wharton led the way

Crowching low to aveid the wind as
much as possible, the chums of the
Remove stole along the wall and
reached a spet where the relinging iy
wade it possible to cross the outer wal
into the road.

Ju ihree minutes or less they were
outside the school wall.

There, amid the roar and the groaning
of the trees, they listened for the sound
they had heard in the Common-room
in Greyfriars.

Clearly it came to their ears.

Boom !

From the blackness towards the shore
came a glimmer of light that shot 1nto
the sky and died away.

“A rocket!” muttered
Wharton.

Kecping close together, the chumns of
the Remove plunged on through the lane
that led down to the shore, fighting theiy
way, step by step, through the bulfeting
of the furious wind.

Harry

The Wreck !

O0OM!
e Still through the black night

came the dull, sombre sound of
the minute-gun.

The breaking waves of the English
Channel were audible now to the ears
of the Greyfriars chums—the thundering
of the huge billows on the hard rocks.

Spray borne by the wind lashed their

faces as they drew nearer the sea.
Lights twinkled in the gloom on the
shore. Fisherfolk and country people

from all quarters were gathered there
to see what was to be seen, and in the
hope of lending aid to the vessel in
distress.

More than one ship had come to grief
on the Shoulder, the great rock that
jutted out on the north side of the bay.
High on the summit of the cliff gleamed
the light of the lighthouse, shining far
over the wild waters.

“Here we are at last!” Bob Cherry
shouted in Harry Wharton’s car. “Can’t
sco anything.”

Wharton shook his head.

There was blackness on the sea, black-
ness on the share, and he could see
nothing of the distressed vessel. But
{he sound of the gun, which was still
fired at intervals, showed that she was
near the shore.

“Look 1" exelaimed Nugent suddenly.

A rocket shot up from the vessel at
s0a.

For a moment the chums caught a
glimpse of the outlines of the vessel.
She was a small schooner, with two
masts, and the mainmast had gone by
ihe board at the maintop. The topmast
and the rigging clung round the ship.
The schooner was very near to the great
towering Shoulder.

“She'll be on the rocks!” exclaimed
Nugent, who knew the bay well. “It’s
only a matter of minutes now

“]f she could get round
Shoulder—"

“She can’t—she’ll be on the sunken
rocks in a couple of minutes!”

The chums watched and listened with
painful intensity.

It was impossible to aid the doomed
vossel, There was no lifeboat for miles
along the coast, and none of the fisher-
folk would put off in such a sea. No

the
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In the wild waters, with his strength giving out, Harry Wharton feared that he

was being swept from his path.

But the lightning

ocame again, lighting up the

wrecked schooner and showing him that he was right.

hoat could have lived long in the raging
billows.

“Hark I

Through the roar of the wind and
waves came a dull grinding crash !

“She’s struck!”

It was a shout from the fishermen.

A flash of lightning darted across the
inky heavens.

Harry Wharton was watching keenly.
In the flash he caught sight of the
doomed schooner—jammed by the rush
of the billows upon the sunken rocks at
the foot of the towering cliff.

Round her the waves were roaring and
tossing, breaking over her sloping deck
as she lay jammed on the rocks.

Wharton set his teeth.

The vessel was not fifty yards from
the shore, but between the shore and
the sunken rocks was deep water, raging
and tossing furiously.

“There's a chance for them

“What's that, Wharton 7"

“There’s a chance yet,” said Harry,
shouting to make his voice heard.
“Qhe's not gone down—she's jammed
fast,. Look when the lightning flashes
again !

The lightning came again and showed
the position of the ship more clearly.

The thundering waves seemed to be
hammering her still more firmly upon
the rocks, and she showed no sign of
sliding off into the water.

The sea was breaking clean over the
schooner, and it was clear that no soul
on board could long survive.

There was a look of grim determina-
tion on Harry Wharton's face.

“ There’s a chance for thein yet.”

“ But—but—what—"

«Jf a rope could be got out fto
them—"

“Impossible! No boat could live in
that sea.”
1 wasn’t thinking of a boat.”
Nugent laughed nervously.
“You weren't thinking of a swimmer,
suppose 1
“Yos,” said Harry quietly.
“Why, there’s not a man on the eoast
would enter that sea for a thousand
pounds !”

“T wasn't thinking of a man.”

“Look here, I can see what you're
thinking of, and you're not going to
it 1 shouted Bob Cherry. *You'll just
stick here.”

Wharton shook his head.

“Vou know I'm a good swimmer—""

“1 know it jolly well,” said Nugent.
“You fished me out of the Bark the
day you came to Gre friars and saved
my life. But you coufdn’t.ﬁmm in that
rough water and you're naot gomng to
try 1t.”

-

“]i's no good talking, you chaps. I'm
going to try it1”

“You can't! You shan’t "

“T.o0k ! said Wharton quietly.

The lightning was blazing again. The

deck of the wrecked schooner could be
soon, and two or three dim forms
clinging to the rigging. The flash
passed and the scene was blotted out
as by a eurtain falling.

“There are men on there in danger,”
said Harry quietly. “We should be
cowards not to try to save them.”

“1t’s impossible.”

«Well, I think I can try. We must
get a rope, and you can tie it round my
waist and hold it. Come on.”

The Famous Four were accustomed
to following Wharton's lead, and his
determination carried the day.

Tae Gem LinRary.—No. 1,547.
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Keeping 8 wary look-out for Wingate
w—whd would certainly have stopped the
enterprise immediately—the chums pre-
p?rmf to carry out Harry's desperate

an.
pHnrry Wharton had rot come un-

repared for such a contingency, having

?orasean that something of the kind

as it had happened before

on the rocks of the Shoulder. He had

8 coil of cord in his pocket, and it was

only necessary to obtain a strong rope
from one of the fishermen.

Wharton'’s idea was to tie the cord
round his waist and swim out to the
Shoulder, and then to pull the heavy
rope after him to the deck of the

might happen,

ooner.

If he got through the raging waters
gafely, the plan would succeed. 1f
not—- But he did not think of failure,

and his comrades dared not think of

it.

The fishermen at first demurred, and,
in fact, refused point-blank to supply
the rope, having no doubt that the
junior would be risking his life for
nothing, But when they found that he
was determined to go, they lent their
wnid at last.

Brave men they were, and yet they
did not venture. They had their wives
and families to think of. A coil of
ptrong rope was brought from one of
the boats lying high up on the sand,
and the end of it was fastened to
Wharton's cord. :

The junior threw off his coat and
jacket and shoes and walked down to
the sea. The breakers came creamin
over his feet as he stood there an
looked towards the wreck, waiting for
another flash to fix the position of the
ship firmly on his mind before he

1 in.
¥ Nugent and Bob Cherry were looking
very anxious. They felt that the
chances were ten to one against him
reaching the schooner before he became
exhausted, and then—

But there were lives to be saved—
fellow-creatures clinging to the wreck
out there in the hungry maw of the

sea.

The flash of lightning cama.

1t showed the schooner jammed on ‘the
roocks, the slopi water-swept deck,
and two clinging figures. If there had

three, as Harry thought, one had
nlready been swept away.

“Hold on to the rope!”

And Harry Wharton, meeting a huge
billow as it rolled in to the shore,
plunged into the water and was carried
out into the darkness by the receding
wave,

Harry Wharton’s Pluck !

ARRY WHARTON was gone!
_The roaring waters had swept
him out of sight. The cord
was running out between Bob
Cherry's fingers, but that told nothing.
The boy to whom it was attached might
already be in serious difficulties.

There was a crunching of footsteps in
the sand and Wingate dashed up. He
looked angrily at the junmiors.

“What are you doing here?”

They did not answer; they hardly
heard him. Wingate shook Nugent
angrily by the arm.

“Nugent! How dare you! What are
yon doing 7

“Wharton’s gone to the wreck !" mut-
tered Nugent.

Wingate looked. aghast.

: “leood heavens! The fool—the mad
00 -)’

The lightning flashed and the captain
of Greyfriars stared seaward. He made
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out the wreck and a dark spot in the
midst of the lashing waters,

It was blotted out the next moment.

But Wingate knew that he had scen
Wharton's head, and that so far, at
least, the Remove junior was alive and
swimming hard.

Alive still and fighting the sea—but
for how long?! As Harry_ Wharton
battled with the waves, he fe_R that the
fight was a losing one. Wild waters
were swirling round him. He could see
nothing, hear nothing but the thunder
of the sea.

He knew that at any moment the swirl
of the waters might dash him on some
rock. He felt hiz strength giving out
with the terrible struggle, and he knew
that if he failed to reach the wreck, he
would never have strength enough to
fight his way back to the shore.

Yet he did not falter for a moment.
All his thoughts, all his energies, were
bent upon the task in hand—to reach
the schooner.

In the wild waters, the impenetrable
darkness, he seemed to be swallowed up,
and several times he feared that he was
being swept from his path. But the
lightning came again to light up the
ri%ging of the wrecked schooner for a
split second, and show him that he was

right.

%&mething struck his hand in the
rough water, and a chill ran through
him, His whole body shuddered in the
horror of a crash upon rugged rocks.

But it was not the rocks of the
Shoulder that his hand had touchked. It
was a floating spar, and the next
moment he caught a rope, and he knew
that he was in the midst of the rigging
trailing over the side of the wrecked
schooner.

He clung to it convulsively.

The sea tossed him about, but he clung
on and climbed closer to the vessel
Higher out of the water, till he gripped
the woodwork of the schooner itself.

A lightning flash came, and showed
him a white, wet face within a yard of
hiz own.

Two pairs of eyes met, staring, in the
darkness. A wooden-legged man was
gazing at Harry, and his face was blank
with amazement.

“ Bust my topsails!”

Harry heard the words—an ejaculation
of amazement. The next moment, as
the darkness closed in, a hand grasped
him and dragged him on the sloping
deck. A mouth was put close to his ear
and a voice bawled:

“ Hallo, my hearty! Where did you
spring from?*"”

“I've swum out with a rope.”

“A rope! Bust my topsails! And
you a kid, too!”

Wharton clung with one hand to the
seaman, and with the other dragged in
the cord. It came freely, and tge rope
followed. The seaman, with a grunt of
relief, caught the rope in hiz hands and
made it fast to a stanchion.

“That's safe, voungster!”

“Good! How many are there of you
kere ¥

A lightning flash lit up the deck for a
moment and gave the reply to Harry's
oueztion.

Besides the wooden-legged man, there
was only one form clinging to the
rigging, that of a dusky foreign sailor.
The others had been swept away by the
thundering seas.

The survivor seemed to be too dazed
by fear to see what was happening, or
to hear the shouts of the wooden-legged
gailor.

He had none of the iron nerve of the
Britizh seaman in that hour of peril.

He was clinging to the rigging for
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dear life, now and then engulfed by the
seaas.

“Beppo! Beppo!"

The Italian made no reply.

The wooden-legged man gave a grunt
of disgust.

“It's no good yellin’ at the blessed
Eyetalian!” he growled. “Hang on
'ere, youngster, while I haul him over.”

Harry only imperfectly heard the
words, but he understood.

He clung to the rope while the
wooden-legged man scrambled away
with surprising agility considering his
loss of a limb.

There was a sharp cry in the dark-
ness, and Harry’s heart thumped against
his ribs.

Did it mean that the wooden-legged
seaman had been swept away fromn the
wreck. He feared so, and he waited in
tense anxiety for a lightning flash.

The flash camne, and it showed the
seaman still on the wreck, clinging to
coamings of the hatchway. But the
Italian was not to be seen.

The torn rigging to whiech he had been
clinging was gone, and the hapless
foreigner was gone with if.

He had vanished amid the white foam
that dashed round the sunken rock: of
the Shoulder.

The English scaman had evidently
had a narrow escape of following hin,
He hung where he was for sowe tiune (o

recover his strength, while Harry
Wharton waited anxiously in the
darkness.

The seaman scrambled back at last,
His wet face was white in the gloom.

“Beppo's gone,” he muttered.

“There's no one else?”

“No. The skipper was the first to
go! Let's try the rope.”

“You go first.”

“AFI ay "

The seaman clung to the rope, and,
without a moment’s hesitation, swung
himself from the wreck into the tossing
sea, He vanished in the black waters,
and Wharton waited anxiously for some
minutes, Had the wooden-legged man
reached the shore? He could see
nothing, and the roaring of the waves
drowned every other sound.

At length he commenced to drag him-
self along the rope; the seaman, alive
or dead, must be off the rope by this

time,

Round the junior, as he plunged
shorewards, the raging waves tossed and
foamed, and many times it seemed to
him az if he must be dragged from his
hold. But he held on like grim death.

His strength was almost spent, and his
senses were reeling with the roaring and
buffeting of the waves, when he felt the
shifting sand beneath his feet. A
shadowy form dashed through the swirl-
ing water and grasped him. It was

Wingate.

The captain of Greyfriars reeled
through the breakers with Harry
Wharton in his arms.

Bob Cherry, Nugent, and Hurrce

Singh rushed to his aid, and in a few
seconds more Harry was lying on the
wet sand out of reach of the sea. For
some minutes he lay breathing hard.
He was quite exhausted, and hiz senscs
were swimming, and he was hardly con-
scious that he was safe at last. But his
brain cleared, and he looked round him
in the gloom, and sat up with the help
of Nugent’s arm.

“Thank goodness rou're back ! mut-
tered Nugent,
“But the
asked Harry.

“He's safe.”
“Bust my topsails!” said a familiar
voice, as a mahogany-coloured face

seaman—where 15 he?"”
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came close to Harry’s in the gloom.
“'Ere's old Stumpy. He's all right 1"

Harry Wharton smiled family.

“T'm jolly glad to hear it.”

“Bust my topsails! Old Stumpy's all
right 1” said the w n-legged man.
« And all through you, youngster. Thar

ain’'t many men who would have swum
out with that rope.”

“Right!” said Wingate grimly.
« And if I'd been here I'd have stopped
that young beggar doing it! But I'm
glad as it’s turned out.”

“The gladfulness is terrifie,”” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

And Stumpy, as the wooden-legged
man called himself, was taken info the
cabin of a hospitable fisherman, and
Harry, ]emin? on Nugent's arm, turned
towards Greyfriars.

Hauled Over the Coals !
ARBERRY, the prefect, loocked
into the Junior

Common-room at
Greyfriars and pointed to the
clock. Carberry was in a bad

temper, as he usually was. It wanted
several minutes to half-past nine—the
bed-timé of the Lower Fourth—but the
juniors thought they had better not take
advantage of it. There was a genera
bustle of the Removites.

Carberry glanced round the room.
He noted the absence of the Famous
Four.

“ Where's Wharton ?” he snapped.
Carberry would willingly have given a
week’s pocket-money for a chance to
catch Wharton in a real offence that
could be reported to the Head. More
than once he had attempted to make
trouble for the boy he disliked so
intensely, but, somehow, it had always
recoiled upon himself.

No one replied to Carberry’s question.
All the fellows knew, through Billy
Bunter, where Wharton and his chums
had gone; but no one was inclined to
enlighten the bullying prefect,

Carberry scowled darkly.

“Look! "™ exclaimed Nugent suddenly.
mainmast had gone by the board at t

} not return soon,

he maintop.

“YWhere is Wharton? Where’s
Nugent, and Cherry, and the nigger 1"
“«They're mnof in my Wwaistcoat

pocket,” observed Trever, feeling there
as if to make sure.

And the juniors giggled.

“They’re gone out, I suppose,” said
the prefect, with an unpleasant grin.
“We?l get off to bed, you young sweeps.
If they don’t turn up by hali-past nine
I shall report them to the Hea i

The absentees did not return by half-
past nine. The Remove went up to bed,
and Carberry departed to make his
report. He met Mr. Quelch, the master
of the Remove, in the passage, and men-
tioned the matter to himn

The Remove master was startled.

“Four boys absent! ¥You're sure,
berry 1"

“T pelieve so, sir. They have not gone
up to bed with the rest, and I cannot
find them anywhere.”

“Dear me! This is a serious matier!
You may leave it in my han e )

“1 thought it my duty to report it
to the Head, sir.”

“You may leave it in my hands,”
repeated the Remove master quietly.

Carberry bit his lip, but he had to
give in. However, if the juniors did
Mr. Quelch would have
to report the matter to the Head, he
knew that. And, as a matter of fact,
half an hour later he saw the Form-
master going to Dr. Locke's study.

The Head looked very worried.

“1 am afraid they have gone down to
the shore,” he said. *‘Let them be sent
in to me immediately they return.”

“Yes, sir!”

But the juniors did not seem to be in
a hurry to return. Half-past ten chimed
from the clock tower, but the Famous

s

Car-

Four had not put in an appearance,
neither had Wingate and his friends
returned.

It was near eleven‘-\vhen a ring came
at the bell, and Gosling the perter rosc,
grumbling, and went to the gate.

He stared in blank amazement at the

A rocket shot up from the vessel at sea.
ing clung round the ship,

s topmast and rigg

the rocks at the foot of the Shoulder.
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Remove juniors as they came in with
Wingate and the other 8ixth Formers,

hich this .is & nice time for kids
to come in,*

“The nicefulness is terrific,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Gosling grunted and retired again to
his lodge.

The juniors went into the House, and
Carberry, who was on the look-out, met
the four Removites as they were going
upstaire. He dro ped his hand on
Harry Wharton’s shoulder.

“No, you don't!” he remarked.

Wharton looked at him.

“Well, what's the trouble?” he asked.

The prefect grinned m iciously.

“Vou'll soon see. I've reported your
absence, and you've got to go before
the Head. I've been waiting for you
to come in,”

Wharton com

said

: %1'95596 his lips. He had
intended to get back to Greyfriars beforo
bed-time, but his adventure &t the
wreck had made that impossible. And
the meeting with Wingate rendered it
unnecessary to rTe-enter the ool
secretly.

He was in for it now, and the profect’s

expression showed how much he enjoyed
the situation.
“Come with me, sll of you™ said

Carberry.

“Very well.”

The prefect led the way, and the four
juniors followed him to the Head's
study. They were dripping with raim,
and their boots squelched on the line-
leum as they walked.

“Are you going to tell the Head all
about it 7"* asked Nugent, in 8 whisper.

‘I:IIEI‘I'S;" shook his head.

i B'ut_'“,,

“We broke bounds,” said Harry
quictly. “We can face the music with-
out making a fuss, I suppose. Car-
berry’s in_the right im reporting us;
only he mightn't be such a beastly cad
about it.”

She was a small schooner, and the
and she was al on
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“But if the Head knew you had saved
& man ’s life—"

“I'm not going to save myself behind
a thing like that. It's all right.”

Carberry tapped at the Head's door
and entered, followed by the juniors.
Dr. Locke laid down his pen and turned
his chair round to get a good look at
the culprits. He looked shocked as he
saw the state they were in.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed.
wet through! Where have you bee:

“Down to the shore, sir.”

“You broke bounds—at night?"”

“We heard the minute-gun, sir, aud
we t-hoilfht we might be of some use.”

The Head smiled slightly.

“And you were curious to see what
Was going - on?

“Ye-e-e3, sir.’

“You know crfcetl\ well that you
have committed a qermus breach of
disci lme, Wharbon said Dr. Locke
utem? I blame you, because I am
sure you are the rmg]eader I chall
punish- you severely in the morning. At
present, you must go straight to your
dormitory” and get those wet clothes off.
You might have an 1llneus as the reault
of this foolish escapade.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have dome very wrong, Whar-
ton. I shall cane all of you, but I shall
cane you most severely. ¥ou did right
to report .the matter, Carberry. Such
breaches of dmclp!ine must be put down
'mts]%n hea.\y hand.”

es, sir!” said Carberry.

< Ypu may go, boys. I am very dis-
appointed in you.'

e juniors left the study.

They were. very silent as they went to
fhe Remove dormitory.

“Rotten 1” said Nugent,
they were siripping off

“You are

N

at last,
their

as
wet

clothes. “I suppose we were giddy asses
to Bo out.”
The ahsfulnewa was terrific.”
“Well, I can’t very well be sorry,
considering how it's turned out,” said
Wharton.

“No, that’s so, too!”

“ After all, we can take a licking. The
Head’s right; but I'm jolly glad we
went, all the same.”

And the Removites, having rubbed

themselves down with rough te wels,
turned in. and were soon s]eepmg
soundly. They had been tired out by

their adventure, and even the roaring
of the wind round the roofs and chim-
neys of Greyfriars failed to keep them
awake.

An Unpleasant Prospect!
LANG! Clang! Clang
The risipg bell rang t!nough

the morning air, but the Famous

Four did not awaken. They
were still sleeping soundly. The late
hours, and the exhausting tramp through
the wind the previous might had fagged
them out

The other juniors sat up in bed.

“1 say, you fellows,” said Bunter,
putting on his s ectaclea and b‘mng
towards the still s eepmg chums, “that’s
rising bell vou know.”

“Let em sleep " said Bulstrode, with
a grunt. here’ll be a prefcct up
presently wwith a cane to wake 'em.

Wun Lung, the Chinee, b}mkod
sleepily at Bulsirode and then s Hp
ont of bed and glided towards Harry
Wharton. He shook the captain of the
Remove gently by the shoulder.

Wharton's eyes opened.

“Hallo! By Jove, it's time to get
up, I suppose?”
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* Lising bell gonee.”
Harry sat up and rubbed his eyes.
‘Hum! 1 suppose I was tired out
Thanks, Wun Lung!”

He Jump&d out of bed. Bob Cherry
Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singn
were awakened, and they turned out
reluctantly enough.

The juniors were soon washed and
dressed. As they came downs Imrs
Oarberrv met them with a dark look or
his face

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I exelaimed Boh
Cherry cheerfully. ““Wherefore that
sweet and haunting smile, Carberry?”
4 Whereat the prefect scowled still more

ark

“Wharton's ,got to turn up in
after prayers,” he said grimly.
whole school’s called together
him go through 1t.”

Harry Wharton started.

‘:E‘ hat's that? The Forms

ap’

“Yes. Head's
you're there!"

And the prefect stalked away

There was a cloud on Harn
ton’s face.

“What can it mean?” said Nugent
“*The school wouldn’t be called togoile
for anything but a flogging, and tle
Head can’t mean that,”

“I don't know,” said Harry gloomily
“He was very ratty last night. He may
be going to make a flogging of it.”

“The rottenfulness would be terrific,"
said the nabob. *Suppose we go and
speak remonstratefully to the worthy
Head !”

“No good, Inky. If it's to be a big
row, I suppose we'll have to stand it.

But the nabob’s face was thoughtful.
He felt that if the Head understood tie
matter, he would never go to such
extremes, and the assembling of the

school in Hall certainly looked as if
Wharton was to be flogged.

The nabob remained standing in
doorway when the chums of
Remove went out into the Close.

It was a breezy morning, the high
wind of the previous night having nut
vet completely died away.

The Removites were puniing a foo
ball about, and Hurree Singh
for some moments watching them. n
he walked quietly away. There was a
determined expression on his face.

It was the Head's habit to =

Hall
Lis ’1"!|l“
o zce
called

orders—and mind

\\"!l'_lr

}Ir—
the

and
the nabob knew when he would Le
coming out

He waited patlentlr in the corridor,

At last the Head's door opened and
he came out and looked at the waiiing
Hindu in some surprise.

“What are you doing here, Hurice
Singh?*

“1 was waiting for the sercne prescice
of your worthy self.”

“What do you want?”

“To speak to your worthiness
respectable frankness,” said the nabo!
“It is about the summonfulness of t

school to witness the ordeal throus
which my esteemed friend Wharto
to, ass,”

“Indeed !

“The affair of the lastful night »
cqually shared in by all of ws,” <uid
Hurree Singh. “Why is the callfulii..-
of the entire school upon Wharto -
account, when there were others
sharefully took part in all the procecd
ingfulness?”

The Head looked at him intently,

“Do you claim to have taken an equal!

part in this with Wharton, Hurice
Singh "

The nabob nodded emphatically,
“The “ndoubtfulness is  terribic,

honoured sahib.”
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“Indeed! [ was not aware of that.”

“I assert it on the, honourable word
of a respectable Nabob of Bhanipur,”
said Hurree Singh, with dignity, *and
my worthy chums will bear me out.”

“1 understand that it was Wharten
alone who swam with a rope to the

wrecked vessel. That. least, I
gathered from Wingate.”
“That is correctfully accurate: but

the others were all there spotfully on
the scene, and all equally shared in the

worthy enterprise.”
“1 do not quite understand you,
Burree Singh; but, as Wharton went

alone with the rope, I am bound to be-
lieve that the account given by Win-
gate 1s correct.’

‘The correctfuluess = great; i}ui—~

“And I can spare no more time now.’

** But:

“You inay wgo,

“Honoured :ahib
v & ohce?”

And the uaboh went,

It was evidently useless
matter furtlic: ' that quarter. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh departed with a
troubled brow. [liz heart was heavy
for his esteemed friend. as he would
have v:;nuw.d ii himself.

But his friendly cfforts were not yet
He sought out Mr. Quelch.

“If I may speakfully address
worthy sahib ” the nabob began
dently.

“You may,
Mr. Quelch.

“It i= about the honourable Wharton.
I am mfu-mal]', told by the esteemed
Carberry that he is called up before the
\\.m]c =c]mo|

hat is correct.”

"I v respectfully to protest, as I
had quite as much to do with the matter
as the esteemed Wharton, and T think
e

*Nonseunse !'* said \Ii Quelch.
did not switn out with the 1ope

“But I held it handfully.”

“That is nothing. I am surprised at
you, Hurree Singh "

“Re~p|_dful1\ anud sahib,

Hurree Singh.”
LR

to push the

the
difi-

f you are briefI" zaid

“You

honoured

%= You may go.”’

And Hurree Singh gave il up again,

When the chums of the Remove came
in to breakfast, Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh jeoined thewn, looking very doleful.

“The usclessuess of the intercede-
fulness is great,” he remarked.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What
you been up to, Inky?”

“1 have intercedefully interviewed
the Head, and the honourable Quelch.
They are as hard as the worthy lion.””

have

“You ass!” said Bob Cherry: “1It's
like yeur cheek!”
“But could I allow the esteemed

Wharton to be flogfully licked when the
mere wordfulness might save him?”
said the nabob reproachfully.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“(h, don’t bother now, Bunter!”

“But I say, vou fellows, 1 hear thar
Wharton is to be flogged before the
whole scliool for breaking bounds last
night. Bul-tmde told me. e had it
from Cavberry.”

“Qh, go and cat coke!”

The clinims went in to brealkfast, look-
g very glum. They ate little at the
meal, and it was with heavy hearts
that they turned up in the school Hall
after prayers.

The Hero of Greyfriars !
T HERE was a hush in the crowded
al 19
Most of the fellows were look-

towards Harry Wharton,
with his evez on the floor.
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He did not meet a single glance.
His face was pale, but quite calm. He
felt that he was for “it.” It was not
the punishment that he cared for,
though that was likely to be severe. It
was the disgrace of a public flogging.

\nd he could not understand 1t.

ublic flogging was a punishment
cm]} l?oas severe than expulsion, and it
was reserved for worst  offences.
Breaking  bounds  was  sometimes
punished by lines, sometimes by caning.
Flogging for it was unknown, and it
scemed as if the usually kindly Head
had changed his nature all of a sudden
and developed into a merciless tyrant.

Harry Wharton's outward aspect
gave nn indication of it, but his blood
was boiling. Ile had made up his mind
that he would not take the fogging—
that he would walk out of the room
and leave Greyfriars first.

But he was more amazed than angry.
He was puzzled, too, by the kindly
anile My Quelch gave him when he
entered the Hall, and the cheery nod
from Wingate.

Then he caught Carberry's spiteful
eye, amnd saw the malicious grin on the
sour face of the prefeet.

the

Now he stood with his eyes hent
down, waiting for the ordeal
There was a fainl murmur as the

rustle of a gown was heard, and the
Head entered at the upper end of the
Hall.

Bob Cherry looked at Dr. Locke and
rave a stard. The face of the Head was
serious and kindly, and he certainly did
not look like a man who was about to
visit a light offcuce with a severe
punishment.

A pin might have lwvn heard to drop
in the great Hall az the Head began to
address the school.

“Boys, you have been called together
for an occasion which, as Head of
Greyfriars, [ could not suffer to pass
unnoticed. Last night there was a
wreek in the bay—a vessel went ashore
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on the rocks of the Shoulder. One man
was saved from the wreck, a seaman
who could never have got ashore with-
out assistance. A boy belonging to.this
school took out a rope to the wreck
at the risk of his life. Wharton, stand
forward.™

Dumb with amazement, Harry walked
out of his place.

The silence was broken and a ringing
cheer froin a hundred throats rang
through the cchoing Hall

The Head listened to it with a smile.
He held up his hand for silence.

“Wharton you broke bownds last
night.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You went down to the sheve with-

out permission, for which you naturally
deserved a severe canmg, which last
mght 1 w-(:!\ ed to give you.”

(ea, sir.’

“Bince hearing the partienlars of last
night's oceurrence from Wingate,” said
the Head, “I have changed my inten-
tions. I have called the whole school
together to hear what I have to say.
For your breach of the rules of the
school 1 (hink you will admit ihat you
deserve mei:-hment i

“Yes, sir,” said
“A caning, ‘but uot a flogging.
vot admit that I deserve that.”

lhl: Head stared at him,

L !logging! Who is speaking of
a ﬂoggmgf

‘Did you—do you—I—1 understood
that I was called up for a flogging,”

stammered Wharton, “ Carberry said—
n

Wharton quwtly
I de

The Head's brow darkened ominously.

“ You understood that you were called
up for a flogging aftm your act of
heroism last night#” he said. “Am 1
to uInderstuud that Carberry said so??

“@tand forward, Carberry!”

The prefect, looking a bLittle white,
stepped out of the ranks of the.Sixth.
He was feeling a little sorry now that
he had allowed the malicious deception
to go so far. The Head looked at him

sternly.
“Did you tell Wharton that be was
called up for a public punishment,

Carberry?”
* No, six.”
“It's a lie!” yelled Bob Cherry

excitedly. *“ He did.”

* Silence, Cherry 1

“I said nothing of the sort to
Wharton,™ =aid the prefect coolly. “If
he drew thas nnpleﬁ‘-‘.lon from my words,
I can only put it down to his guilty
conscience. 1 Lelta.mly never said any-
thing of the sort.”

Wharton's eyves blazed.

“You gave me that impression!” he
exclaimedr fiercely. * You knew all the
time that 1 drn-w that impression from
what you said.”

Carberry shrugged his shoulders.
“Really, I did not think anything at
all about the matter. I delivered Dr.

Locke's message and gave it no further

thonght.”

“I hope, Carberry, that, what you
state is correct, and that yeu did not
seek to give  Wharion this  false
impression,” he said.

“I assure you 2

I must accept your word as there
is no proof either way,” said Dr. Locke.

“It is probably a wmisunderstanding

You may go bhack to your place.”
Carberry returned to the Sixth.

Wingate, who was next to him. gave

him a look of contempt that made even

the bully flush wneasily.

“I am sorry., Wharton,
should lm\'e entertained this
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& moment,” said the Head kindly. “I
understind now why a companion of
vours addressed me on the subject.! I
presume that Hurree Singh was inter-
ceding for you?”

“The correctfulness of the worihy
sahib is tcrrific.”

“] drew the wrong impression that
Hurree Singh was seeking to share in
the credit of vour heroic action. And
now to proceed. have, as I said,
changed my intentions. Wharton was
guilty of a serious offence in leaving
the school last night, but in the circum-
stanges I overlook that offence.”

There was a murmur, which would
have swelled into a cheer, but the Head
raised his hand.

“Wharton swam out to the stranded
ship and carried out a rope to the
unfortunate men aboard her. Only one
man was saved from the crew, I am
sorry to eay; but that man was saved
wholly by the courage and resowmree of
the head bor of ithe Greyfriars Remove
—Harry Wharton.”

“ Hurrah 1"

" This time the cliecr could not be held
ack.

“Hurrah for Wharton *

“Hip, hip, harrah!”

The room seemed to rock with the
sound. Whartonls cheeks were scarlet.

The change from anticipation f{o
realisation was great, and the junior
hardly reslised for the moment that he
was being cheered by the whole s¢hool,
instead of being sentenced to a flogging
in_the sight of all Greyfriara.

Bob Cherry cheered frantically.

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

And in the exuberance of his spirits
Bob stamped on the floor, till called to
order by a severe glance from Mr.
Quelch,

The Head raised his hand at last.

“Yon are right to recognise the
pluck of your schoolfillow, my boys,”
he said. *“Wharton has acted very
bravely. He is pardoned for his breach
of discipline, and I tell him before you
all that Gregfriars is proud of Lun”
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And again the cheers burst forih.
And then Bol: Cherry, who nover lacked
nerve, started “He's a jolly good
fellow,” at the top of his voice, and tho
whole Hall took it up.

The great apartment rang and echoed
with the sound, and in the midst of it
the Head gave the signal to dismiss and
left the room.

There was a rush of the Remove (o
surround Harry Wharton., He was
shaken by the hand and thumped on
the back till lie was aching all over.

“Here, you chiaps, shoulder high with
him ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Hold on!" cxclaimed Harry, strug-

glir:ﬂv.
But IIa_rr_\"s resistance was in vain,
The excited Removites raised him

shoulder-high and he was carried out
of the: Ilall, amid cheering Form-
fellows.

{Next Week: ‘*BILLY BUNXNTER'S
RAID ! ""—a sparkling yarn of school-
boy rivalry and fun al Greyfriars.
Don’'t miss it.)
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THE NEW HOUSE RIOT:

(Contirued from page 21.)

T

1

1

“0Oh, no, sir! It's because we've been
cut down in the mecals,”

“1 do not understand thi=! Surely,
Mre. Ratcliff, no alteration las been
made in the boys' diet?”

Mr. Rateliff mumbled a litile.

“No—not permanently, sir,” he said
uncasily, *Certainly not! This new
regulation was made as a punishment.,”

The Head looked fixedly at Mr.
Ratcliff. e did not pursu@ the subject,
howerer, in the presence of the juniors,
But his face told clearly enough of his
disapproval. e turned to Iiggins &

“I shall inguire into this inatier
strietly,” he said. “For the present, I
order you to return to your studies at
once."”

“Certainly, sir!” said Redfcrn. “We
shouldn't think of disobeying you, sir !
“ 1 trust not,” said the Head dryly.

He walked away to the School Housze,
accompanied by A7, Ratcliff.

The Ncw House master was not
looking h%:{:py.
In the Head's study he had the most

wncomfortable {en minntes of hLis life-
time. Dr. Holmes exacted a fuli
aceount of the whoele trouble, listening
very attenfively.

“It appears, then, that for the fault
of one bay, who inay not have belonged
to vour House at all, you punished the

whole House. Mr. Ratcliff. And the
method of punizshment was by cutting
down the meals—a dangerous thing with
healthy, growing boys. You cannot
expect me to approve of this. You scem
to me to’have acted very hastily and
very harshly. I cannot say less.”

Mr. Rateliff turned almost green.

“] will deal with the juniors myself,”
resumed the Head., *And I shall deal
with them with severity., The money
due to Mr. Bunn shall be paid, and
it shall be stopped out of their pocket-
wmoney. I shall also cane them. Mean-
while, I think it would be judicious for
vou to leave the school for a fow days,
and take a holiday. It will not be easy
for you to regain authority in your
1louse till this outbreak has been, to
some extent, forgotten. For the present
I will ask Mr. Carrington to take charge
of the New House”

Mr. Rateliff was almost speechless,

“Very well, sir,” he stammered at
last—* very well indeed!” .

T'or a moment it trembled on his lips
to add: *“I resign my posilion in this
school, Dr. Holmes!” But he did not
utter the words. Ile was enly too well
aware ihat the Head would have re-
ceived and accepted his resignation with
great equanimity. And that would not
have suited Mr. Rateliff at all.

e left the study without another
word.

Aund the Head. with a sigh. proceeded
to-deal with the troubles the New House
wnaster had brought upon his shoulders.

¢ All wight, deah hoys?”

“How is it, nmpire?”
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> LUDGATE CIRCUS

“What's the giddr verdict?”

Tom Merry & Co. showered questions
on thie rebels as tliey crowded out of
the School Honse aficr their interview
with the Head.

Most of them were  rubbing their
hands, but a!ll of them looked quite
cheery.

“Not =o bad!” Figgins said. “Twe

cuts each. I think the Head was a bit
fagged when he had finished.”
“Ha, ha, hat”

“And our pocket-money stopped to
pay Bunn,” said Redfern,

“ And Ratiy's leaving for a holiday,”
chuckled Kerr. “And Carringtpn 13
taking over the New House while he's

one 1"

“Hurrah !”

“Well,” said Tom Merrr; “it seems
to me that youw've had the best of 1t
But vou'd better toé the line rather
carefully with Carrington—the Head
will have his ere on you after this.
Hallo! There goes Ratiy !

In the dusk the station cab drove out
with Mr. Rateliff sitting in it, his face
like a thunderclound.

The juniors smiled after him.

For some davs, at least, they were teo
be spared the presence of Ratty, which
all agreed was a happy ending fo the
Now House Riot.

(Next Wednesday: “ THE TOFF'S
DARK HOUR!' Look out for ",ﬂ'
first great yarn of a serics
starring Talbot. See that gour Frec
Gift N\umber of the GEM is reserved
for you.) :
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