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A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co.
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Blake sprang out into the road, and rushed swiftly towards the eyelist, His chums followed him fast, and 1
: the Terrible Three leaped out of the treés on the other side of the road. (See Chapter 12.)
CUAPTER 1. Jim’s generally, that the stall of *Tom Merry’s Weekly ”
No Admittance! were engaged upon the production of a new number of
HERE was u large card pinned upon the outside of  that celebrated JoLTIAL
Tom Merry’s door in the Shell passage in the Tt was really high time for a new number. The journal
School House. It hore an inseription in large was, as Monty Lowther declared, weeckly in rpame and
capital letters, daubed in with a large brush and a weakly in constitution. It only appeared on occasions,
liberal supply of ink. The supply of ok, indeed, had  when the numerous st i of editors and sub-editors were

been so liheral that a good deal of it had run down  nob too busy about er ck
from the letters to the bottom edge of the cardboard, When Tom Merry, of editor, made up his mind
giving the important notice a streaky appearance, that another number was imperatively necessary, He waa
Tt ran—the notice, as well as the ink— :!Eﬂcl‘,lwtowwd to rimudin;,r up the Hlalif]sinlo the editorial
“« BDITORIAT OFF o office, very much as a _('nwhuy TOUN: up steers into a
“wr S ol toatpeot -, g corral. In fact, the chief editor had been seen on one
NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT [ZON BT SINESS! _ocecasion driving his staff into the office with a ecricket-
Which proved to all who were interested, and to St. stump.

rowing, sconting, or Tagging.
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Tom Merry's study was crowded now. There were ten
juniors in the room, and they were all editors: They had
plenty to do. Tom Mersy, editor-in-chief, was busy upon
a leading article. Monty Lowther was compiling, or
perpetrating, his usual column of comicalities. Manners,

aleo as usunal, was very busy about photography. . Arthur
Augustus 1)’ Arcy, the fashion editor, was concenirating
his mighty intellect upon the subject of the latest thing
in curly brima for top-hats.
with cricket in a masterly manner.
colunin on dogs.

Figeins

Jack Blake was dealing
Herries had a
Robert Arthur Dighy dealt with pets.
of the New House were also thers,
rning out a new inst of the
* Horrid Hun; or, The Imperia: Poizoner, = war serial.
Kerr was engaged on the history of the i
ments at the front. Fatty Wyna, who was m
doing an article on the Welsh harp, which he said would
give the paper a toue.

Ten pens scratched away busily.

There was a pile of manuseript on the table from out-
side contributors. This had to be gone through, and
eelected or rejected. It also came in useful for providing
penwipers.

Naturatly, the crowd of editors and eub-editc
want to be interrupted in their editorial labours.
ihe preminent notice on the door.

Fellows who came along to. the study lo “jaw 7 saw
the motice, and p d on. Those who looked in and
“jawed " in spite of the notice were greeted with abusive
epithets, or a cushion, or in extreme cases an inkpot.
Sﬁimpo!e of the Shell had received an inkpot. He had
stepped in with an article on Socialism, and stepped out
again a little more rapidly streaming with ink. He was
now very husy in a bath-room.

The ten pens drove away manful‘liy, and the Jatest
number of the “ Weekly " "grew and grew under the
efforts of the staff. There was silence in the study save
for the scratching of the pens, and an oceasional chuckle
from Monty Lowther. Lowther, like a true humorist,
was greatly tickled by his own jokes, though common or
garden readers had been seen to peruse them with grave
and puzzled faces.

Grundy of the Shell came along the passage, and
stopped at the door of Tom Merry’s study. He read the
srominent notice, and snorted. George Alfred Grundy

ad a most expressive snort,

He turned the handle of the door, and opened it, and
looked into the study. Tom Merry looked round, aund
pointed with his pen fo the passage.

“Travel!” he remarked concisc!

“T've come »

“ Didn’t you see the notice on the door:”

did nat
Hence

““No admittance except on business. Bunk!”

“Yaas, cleah off, deah bLoy!" said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “You are intewwuptin' the editewial labahs,
you know.” .

“I'm here on business,’

“QOutside, please!”

“Look here——"

“Only editors and sub-editors admitted on business,”
expl:lin%‘d Tom Merry. * No dogs or cutsiders admitted !
Good-bye !”

Grundy enorted again.

“You're doing a mumber of the * Weekly,”” he re-
marked.

“Yes. Sheer off !

“T’ve got a contribution.”

“ My hat!”

Tom Merry smiled at the idea of George Alfred Grundy
contributing to the “ Weekly.,” Grundy had mever
struck him as possessing literary tastes. Grundy was a
tremendounsly big fellow, with u four-point-seven punch,
and in a “eerap”’ he was admittedly first-class. But
the things that he couldn’t d« were innumerable. He
couldn’t play ericket, though fie firmly believed that he
could. He couldn’t see that he was an ass, a fact which
was perfectly obvious to everybody else in the two
Houses at St. Jim’s.

He was a new fellow in the school, and he had come
like Casar—to come, to see, and to conquer. That idea,
however, had been somewhat knocked out of him in the
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Shell at St. Jim’s. Grundy’s idea was that he ought to
have a hand in everything that was going on, and'an
authoritative band, too. He found few fellows to agree
with him on that point. Wilkins and Gunmn, in his own
study, agreed with him—perhaps for the sake of a quict
life.” Outside his own study.it surprised and exasperated
Grundy to find that he wae generally eat upon. =
_ Grundy produced a roll of manuscript from his pocket.
It was covered with very large writing, in spru_wlinE
characters, and in the original erthegraphy for whic
Grundy of the Shell was distinguished.

" Look at that!” said Grundy

Tom Merry pointed with his pen to the pile of manu-
:sm-ug. on the corner of the table.

“Put it there!”

“ What for?”

“We're going over the outside contributions later.”

“I want it to go in.”

“That depends on the quality:

*“Oh, the quality’s all right " said Grundy confidently.

“ And upon the amount of space at the editor's disposal,
afier the regular contributions have been shoved in.”

“ Bosh 1"

“Eh#”
. "I want this to go in,” said Grandy.
ing over an old
being very weak.

“Why, you cheeky ass—

“I thought it was piffle from start to finish, to tell yon
the truth,” said Grundy. * What with Figgine's fat-
hended seris i

“What !” ejaculated Figgins.

“And D’Arcy’s silly rot about silly clothes——

* Bai Jove!”

“ And Lowther’'s idiotic chestnuts——"

“You silly ass!” roared Lowther.

“And a silly pifiing leading article—"

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

“Yes, 1 thought perhaps you did,” assented Grundy.

“I've been look-
number of the mag, It siruck me as

”

»

"It was 1ot from beginning to end. Your spelling
is bad, too.”
“ My spelling 1"
“Yes. You HP(-IL ¢ beginning ’ without a double G.”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Nothing to cackle at, that T can sce,”
“Now I'm going to talk to you plainly-—

“ You're not going to talk at all. You're going out.”

“I never stand any rot,” pursued Grundy, unheeding.
“1 want my story to go in. It will save this number
from heing as rotten as the last, if there's one good
thing in it. Mine's a war story. Look at it!”

“ X1 in good time.”

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

Tom Merry looked round for a cushion. There wasn't
cne within reach, so he sighed, and took Grundy's
ripping story, and glanced cver the first page. Some
of the staff glanced over it, too, and there was a chnckle
in the editorial effice. The story was entitled * Licking

said Gruudy.

the Jermans.” Evidently it was a war story. And it
begau : g .
“The sun had sett, and depe darkness shaddowed the

British lines in Belljum. A thunderus kannonade fored
from the Jerman hnes. High in the air saled the
murderus r-;hn'ls,'g!red out by the jigantic guns of the
savidge Huns, e ground was cuvered with dedd and
dying, and the rore of the heavy guns, mingled with the
shreeks of the woonded, the grones of the injured, the
mones of the damidged hoarses, and the yels of the
beastly Jermans, not to mention the horse cries of the
gtill and silent forms stretched out under the wite and
goastly lite of the moon.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

The gravity of the editorial office was completel
The stafl of * Tom Merry’s Weekly ” were doubled up.

Grundy of the Shell glared at them.

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

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Qh, dear!” moaned Tom Merry. “It’s a little too
descriptive. You sce, the hoarse cries of silent forms——"

gone.
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“And the light of the moon in the deep darkness——'
“(io away, Grundy ! X
“Take it away and bury it!"”

“Y expected something of this sort,” said Grundy
bitterly. “It’s just the same with the cricket—you keep
out a good man because of paltry jealousy. Now you
want to keep my story out of the * Weekly * because it
would show up your own rot !”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bang!

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

“You fathead! Wharrer you a

“I'm not standing this!” roared Grundy, “Aad 1 tell
you plain——"

u Chlle him out ’

“@ive him the ink!”

“Outside, vou fathead !”

“Are you going#”

“No, I'm not going!” bellowed Grundy, asnd his
emphatic fist smote the table again with a bang. “And
I say- Leggo—yarooh ! I'll scalp you--I’ll pulverise
you! Oh, my hat!”

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

Crash !

Grundy of the Shell landed in the passage.

“@Gimme the ink ! yelled Tom Merry.

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

Splash |

“Yoooooop ! Groooooch!™

Then the door slammed. Grundy staggered o his
feet, the ink streaming down his face. He fairly hurled
himself at the study door. He burst into the study
again like a cyclone; but the editorial blood was up
now, and the editors struggled to get at him. Many
hands grasped him on all sides, and he was bumped on
the floor, and then hurled inte the passage again.

This time he stayed there.

It was several minutes before he recovered sufficiently
to crawl away to his own study. TIn the editorial office
there was a sound of chuckling, followed by a scratching
of pens. The staff were busy once more, and the new
number was growing; but in that number there was not
included the ripping stery, * Licking the Jermans.”

CHAPTER 2.
Grundy Means Business.
ILEKINS and Gunn smiled.
W They couldn’t help it.

Grundy had limped back into his sfudy, and
his study-mates found his appearance irresistible. His
rugged countenance was almost obliterated by ink, his
collar was torn out, and he was covered with dust.

Grundy of the Shell was always looking for trouble.
and generally finding some. He looked now as if he had
found trouble upon an unusually extensive scale.

“Groooh!” sa1d Grundy, as he came in.

“Had an accident, old chap®” asked Wilkins.

“Gug-gu L

“There’s a bath-room in the next passage,” hinted
Gunn. Fe certainly thoughl that George Alfred Grund:
needed a wash. :

“What are you grinning at*”’ demavded Grundy.

“Grinning!  Was I grinning?” murmured Gunn.

“Yes, you were. Why, you are now, you silly ass’
s there anything funny in a chap being smothered
with ink by a set of cheeky rotters?” roared Grungy.

“XNot at all—ha, ha, ha!—mot a bit of it. ’Tain’t
funny—ha, ha, ha! Excuse me!” gurgled Guun, “ but—
but you are rather inky, you know.
1s this a Christy minstrel dodge?

Here, keep
off I
Gunn dodged round the table.

“A CAPTURED CHUM!
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Grundy glared through the ink and breathed hard.

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

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

“You're cackling vourself!"” howled Grundy.

“Wag I¥” Wilkins made a manful effort and recovered
his gravity, “Abem! Hum! H'm! What’s happened.
old cha You do look inky, you know!”

“T've heen to see the silly editors of that silly weekly,”
growled Grundy. *“I took them my new story—the one
1 showed yvou. Now, vou fellows know what that story’s
like, Why, you gurgling idiot, what are vou cackling
at now:”

“ N.n-nothing! They accepted the story, of courser”

“They refused it. Sheer jealousy.”

“I suppose Lowther didn't want anything new in his
line in the paper,” said Wilkins soothingly.

* Lowther repeated Grundy. “It wouldn't clash
with Lowther's siuff. Lowther's stuff is comie.”

“Yes, that's what T mean—I—1 mean, of conrse, you're
right " stammered Wilkins. *“What reason did théy
give for—for vefusing that ripping yarn? Didn't they
like the spelling®’

“What’s the matter with the spelling?”

“ N-n-nothing, of course.”

“They didn't give any reason,” said CGrundy. “They
simply cackled. Every fellow I've shown that story to
has cackled. I'm blessed if I know why, What's wanted
at the present time is really thrilling war stories. Now,
vou fellows know that I never stand any rot. I've been
kept out of the crickef, because there’s a dead set
against me. I'm not going to be kept out of the school
magazine in the same way. I'm determined on that.”
But—but if ther won't put vour stuff in——"

hey've got :
You're going to wallop the lot of them!” asked

Wilkins innocently.
“How can [ wallop ten chaps at once” growled
Grundy. “Yowd hardly believe it, but they actually

chucked me out of the study.”

Wilkins and Gunn could quite heliev
assumed expressions of sympathetic su s

“You don't say so!” murmured Wilkins.

“ Awful cheek ! said Guun

“But I'm not standing it. I'm resolved that my story
goes into this number. The proof of the pudding is in
the eating, vou know. When Tom Merry secs my story
Leing devoured by all the teaders, and when they ask
far more, he will understand what it is he's trying to
i 1f Le really understood literary merit, [ think
jie’d have sense enough to put my work in. He's bound
to want to buck up the paper, if he can. He can’t like it
being such a heap.of dashed rubbish, T suppose. Well,
my story’s going in,”

“ B-b-but how:” stammered Gunu.

“I'm going to put it in.”

“Withont the consent of the editor:”

“1 sha'n’t take any notice of the editor. Mind, I'm
nol asking to be paid for this story; T give it gratis.
Tinder the cireumstances, T feel entitled to disregard a
silly editor who doesn’t kunow a good thing when he
sees it!”

“Ye-p-8: bnt how——"

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

Oh, we'll help!” said Wilkins. “We'll talk it over,
aver 1C5|—-**"

“Jow tea! T'm going to get a wash now. But that
story’s going in, and if you fellows can suggest a way,
T'll be glad. 1 can’t think of a way at present, hut
it’s got fo be done. You know I never stand any rot,”

Grundy swung out of the study, leaving Wilkins and
Cunn grinning at one another, How George Alfred was
to get his story into the “Weekly " without the consent
of the editorial staf was a mystery. DBut George Alfred
had evidently made up his mind, and G, A. Grundy was
a determined chap. )

Grundy tramped away frowning to a bath-room. e met
Tevison of the Fourth in the passage. Levison had a
sheet of manuscript in his hand, and was on his wa
to the editorial office. He stared at Grundy's inky 3%3@,

it; but they
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“ My only hat!” ejaculated Levison. “Where did you
get that face, Grundy:” :

Grundy did not reply to the question. He made a
rush at Levison of the Fourth.. He was feeling an
intense desire to wallop somebody, and Lrnest Levison
had come along in the nick of time, as it were. :

* Here, hoid on!” exclaimed Levison. " Oh, my hat!”

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

a whoop from the editorial stadf

gasped Levison.
¥ shed m.
* Halle, Grundy again!”
* Kick him out!”
“Yaas, wathah!
Grundy whirled into the passage, faster than he had
entered the study, 'Two or three editors pursued him
there, with a cricket-bat, a stump, a poker, and a ruler.
Grundy fled aleng the passage, yelling, and the editors
returned panting to the office.
“1 fancy we've done with him now !’

asped  Tom

Mercy. It wouldn’t be all lavender to be an editor, 1f
2l egntributors were like that. I've demted my bat.”
“ Ha, ha, ha!”

« And I've dented Grundy,” romarked Blake. “ Levison,
there's 2 age outside. Didu’t you sec the notice on
the deo

“1 hadn’t time,” explained Levison.
you a contribution.”

“ Pyt it on the table, and bunk.”

“ But is it geing inf"

“ That's got to be set
jz, that you're going out.
your neck?”

Levison decided to go on his feet.

“I've brought

tled. But what's setiled already
Will you go on your fect or

CIIAPTER 3.

No Luck.
t ONE!"
D “ Hurrah !

“Bai Jove! We've weally made a wecord with
this numbah,” said Arthur Augustus 1Arcy, with great
catisfaction. “ We shall be able to get it down to the
pwintah this evenin’, deah b s

The editorial staff were
selves. Their literary work was
remained te fill up the vacant s
solections from the outside cont

Tt was decided to examiuve those va ble contributions
over tea. It was already late for tea, and the staff were
hungry. The editorial ofiice became a study again, and
the juniors crowded round a well-spread table.  While they
disposed of poached eggs and toast and cake, they leoked
over the contributions, amid a good deal of laughter.
‘The literary standard of the * Weekly " was high, and
most of the articles and stories and poems did not come
up to it.

“¢ Qur Gallant Trupps, by T¥Arey minor,’” ” read out
Biake. * Gussy, old man, you shouldn't let your minor
do these things.”

“Wead it out, deah boy. We are wathah a litewawy
family, you kncw, a have no doubt young Wally
has turned out somethin’ good.”

“ Lend me your ears aid Blake, and he read out:

1 with
, and it

ther

ses in the journal with
butions.

¢« Aid mud and blood on Flanders’ dreaxy plain,
Our gallant trupps are fighting the Huns with might
and main,
Theéy heed not Kairer Bill nor any other German ass,
And den’t care tuppence for his poison gas P

“ Mercy ! gakped Lowther.
“ Help!”
“ Ha, ha, ba!” &
* Enough—enough !” moaned Tom Merry. * Write on
that—* Declined with thanks. Please don’t try again.” "
Tue, GeM Lippary.—No. 390,
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“Weally, Tom' Mewwy—" 2
“ Next item—* Ode to a Dying Skylark,’ by Dibbs ef the
Fourth,”.said Blake.

¢ Upon the ground I see thee stretched,
Poor dying lark, no help is nigh!
Alas! alas! alackaday !
A tear of sympathy dims mine eye!””

“Oh, don’t " said Tom Merry. * BDeclined with thanks!
Pixtra thanks if Dibbs deesn’t do it any more.” .

y Levicen's little bit. By Jove, this isn’t so
said Blake. * Levison is rather a clever beast, you

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

* Read it out!”

Jack Blake proceeded to read out:

“opOM MERRY'S WEEKLY -—A READER'S
TRIBUTLE!

“‘This paper is the pride
Of all St. Jim's.
Many rivals have been tried,
Merry beats them to the wide.
Easily he keeps the field,
Rivals always have to yield.
Readers follow Merry meekly,
Yonng and old enjoy the Weeldly.”
In these pages, ever new.
Sparkle wit and wisdom, too.
Always bright and always merry,
Bright as sparkling cham eor sherry,
Under Merry's able lead,
Readers get just what they need.
Best of school mags, far or near,
Leng may it flourtsh here.
In its present palmy state,
Never may its fame abate.
Give a cheer, then, for the ** Weekly,’
And its praises ever speak,
So that it still may prosper.
Still delight us every week!”

Tom Merry & Co. listened in astonishment Blake
read out Levisen's poetie tribute to the “Weekly.” The
poetry, perhaps, could not be praised very highly, but
ihe semtiment was certainly execellent. It showed an
appreciation on the part of Levison of the Fourth, which
the editors had never suspected before.

“What the dickens is he buitering us up for like that?”
said Figgins, puzeled.

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

“ Blessed if | know whether we ought to put it in!”
Tom Merry. “It's awfully kind of Levison io praise
v ¢ this, but it will look like blowing our cwn trumpet
to shove it into the paper.”

“ Well, as he treats us so jolly well, it would be rather
rough to leave it out,” remarked Blake. ™ After all, the
Feekly ' is abont the best school mag going. It beals

{h-Form magazine hellow.”

, wathah!”

“ A1l 1hat Levison says here is true emough, teo.” said
Manners. * He does lay it on rather thick, but it’s true
enough.  There ain’t many school mags like our
* Weekly.” Only Levison never seemed to see it before.”

“ Yowevah, it would be only the wight thing to put it
in.  Aftah all, it will show some of the weadahs what is
thought of the papah. Some of them are wathah ewilical,
you know.”

“Yes, and ° A Reader’s Tribute > sounds well,” said
Tom Merry. I suppose it had hetter go e

* Hear, Lra o s

All the editorial staff agreed upon it. Levison’s {ribute
was duly copied out to £l half a column . in the
* Weekly.”

"
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There was a large
that the staff of *

card pinned upon the ou
Tom Merry's Weekly” w

But the schoplboy editor
Levison had generally re
ing sort of way, and ma
and the little jokes.
the cad of the
and its editor
come to have a ]
last, it was only fair that he should be a
in its columns.

conld not help feeling puzeled
rded the * Wee in a sneer-
» fun of the stories, the articles,

It was quite a right-about-face foi
per

aurth to start praising the sch

this fulsome manmner. Sti

usb appreeiation of the © Weekly
llowed to say so

ool pa
he

Short work was made of most of the manuseript= that
remained in the heap. The copy was fully e up, and
finally wrapped up to be taken to t nte n

yrinter
Ryleombe. My, Tiper, the printer of the paper, had
the task of producing the * Weekly,” which was quite a
handsome production by the time it was turned out by
Mr. Tiper.

Now, who's going to take
Tom Mer
Oh, the chief editor does that!” said Blaks.

"I'his was agreed to by the whole stalf.

S But it's still light enough for ecricket”
Merry d I'm jolly well going down to prachice.
think Gussy had bétter go.”

- Sowwy, deah boy; I'm playin’ cwicket.”

“ A5 sub-editor, Figgins, L think—-"

“(3ood-bye I yawned Figgins, and he
the study with Kerr and Wynn

_“A CAPTURED CHUM!

it down to the pr

strolled out of

NEXT
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One Penay.
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P 7 ,/
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s
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ved to all who were inl
new number of that eelehrated

'S r which pro
the production of a
Chapter 1.)

ime we got down to the cw
hoys " observed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “P
be late with that copy, Ton ewwy.”

Blake and Herries and
Figrins & Co

* Bai Jove, it

1om Merry frowned

Took here, what's the gocd of being a blesse
if you can't give orders to your blesse
demanded.  © Manners, T think 5

on think it
*So do I, old chap.
untered out.

ime T got on with my films? remarked
See you later.”

v looked at Mo Lowther, and Monty
ooked at Tom Merr
¥ sug d Tom
ap, L uldn’t think of encroaching on

his as chief editor,” said Lowther affectionately.
T should advise you to go on your bike, and you'll
cateh Tiper before he closes. Ta-ta o
And Lowther departed.
“ Bop-r-v-r ! said Tom Merry.
Ho looked out of the window
field glimmering in the sctting sun.
the bundle on the table.
The captain of the Shell wanted to go down to the
sricket. But his duty as chief editor apparently included
Tre Gem Liprary.—No. 390.
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at the distant cricket-
Then he looked ab
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service as messenger-boy, and the copy had to be taken
to the printer’s. Tom Merry reflected.

“Dash it all—it’s all right if it gets there in the
morning ! I'll post it anyway!”

And Tom Merry hunted through his study for stamps,
and stuck four on the parcel, and left the. study with
it under his arm. His destination was not Mr. Tiper's
shop in Rylcombe, but the letter-box in the school wall.
Tt might lead to the “ Weekly ” appearing a day later
than had been planned, but that could not be he
Cricket came before school mags., anyway.

Grundy of the Shell looked cut of his stady as he
passed with the copy under bis arm. Grundy's eyes
gleamed. .

He turned back into the study, and met the inquiring
glances of Wilkins and Guumn.

“Come on!” he Whi!}}er[‘ﬁ.'

“ What's the game?’

“The fiss is going down.to Rylcombe with the copy.”

“Well?”

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

“How on earth will you do that:”

“Fasy enongh. We'll hold his head in a ditch till he
does it.”

“Qh, crumbs!”

That extraordinary method of getting one’s contribu-
tions accepted by an editor scemed to astonish Wilkine
and Guon. DBut Grundy meant business.

“Come on!” he snapped. “ You're wasting time!”

“Oh, all right ! gasped Wilkins.

Grundy's word was law in No. 8 Study. His twe loyal
followers hurried out after him, and they rushed down-
stairs to get on the track of Tom Merry. As they came
dashing out into the quadrangle they met the captain
of the Shell. There was nothing under his arm new,

“Hallo!” ejaculated Grundy.

“ Hallo!” said Tom Merry in some sur

“ Ain’t you geing down to the printer’s

No.”

w
“Where's the copy, thent”

“Eh? The copy? I've posted it.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“What does it matter?” asked Tom Merry, in wonder.
“Posted it!” mumbled Grundy. * Posted it, by gum!

©Oh, vou rotter! Them my contribution—oh, you
bounder !

“But what——" Tom Merry was beginning, and then
it dawned wpon him, and he burst into a laugh,
“Ha, ba, ha! Yon che Did you think-

“I'm going to have it in yei!” roared Grundy. “If

vou think yvou can keep the only good story cut of the
mag., you're mistaken, cee?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

Tom Merry walked away to the ericket-ground, still
laughing. Wilking and Guun were grinning, but they
tried to hide their smiles as Grundy glared at them.

“ Done ! growled Grundy.

“Can’t be helped !” murmured Wilk
next number, old chap.”

“Blow the next number! My story’s going into this
number!” growled Grundy. *I'tell you I'm not standing
any rot! Look here, you fellows have been liere longer
than I have, and I suppese you know about it? Do they
have any proofs of that rot beforc it’s printed:”

Wilkins nodded.

“Yes, I believe so.”

“0Oh!" said Grundy, relieved. “That’s where we come
in, then, I'll jolly well show them whether my contribu-
tion's going to be left out!”

All the editors and coutributois of “Tom Merry's
Weekly ” were keen for the proofs to arrive; but the
fellow who was kecnest was neither an editor nor a con-
tributor. Grundy of the Shell had deep and dark
designs on those proofs. Tt only remained to be seen
whether he could carry them out.

|D. THE CHAMPION
CHUCKLES 4 Gt
2 EVERY SATURDAY.

Tu= Gen Liprary.—No. 380.

. CUR OOMPANION _*THE BOYS’ FRIEND,” *THE MACHET,”
o ABERS; . .  Every Monday, Every Monday,

“Wait for the

“THE BOY3® FRITHD »
3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY.

NOW ON
SALE.

CHAPTER 4
Levison's Little Joke.
i EAH you are, deah boys!”
H It was a very large letter for Tom Merry,
a couple of days Iater. Arthur Augushid
D’Arey found it in the rack when the juviors came out
of their Form-rooms after lessons.

Tt wae the proof of the latest number of * Tom Merry’s
Weekly,” sent for correction by Mr. Tiper. Tom Merry
‘opened the packet on the table in the hall, and the juniors
onthered round to look at their contributions in print.
Tf “Tom Merry's Weekly " had justified its title, and
appeared every week, there would ot have been so much
novelty about that; but the intermittent appearance of
the celebrated journal preveated the contributors from
growing “blase,” as the French say. There was still
a pleasant interest in seeing their writings reproduced
in print. The work of correcting their proofs wus
“whacked out” among the staff.

There had been a disposition to include proof-correcting
among the duties of the chief editor. But Tom Merry
had not performed that task to the general satisfaction,
Some of Monty Lowther's finest jokes had suffered from
over-correction. In Figgy's serial, the sentemce, “the
greatest chief of modern times,” had inadvertently been

corrected into “the grealest thief of modern times.”
Such little mistakes on the part of an amateur proof-
reader could mot really be helped, but they caused the
editor-in-chief to be Telieved of the duty of gemeral
proof-reading.

“Bai Jove, this weads wippinly ! s
capturing one page of the proof,
with great satisfaction

“My leading article?” asked Tom.

“Wats! No.”

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

“Certainly not, you ass!’

“0Oh, my comie column?” said Lowther.

“\Wyhbish! T am weading my own——"

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

“1 wegard my fashion column as vewy neahly the
hest thing in the papah, Lowthah. Howevah, T am not
wefewwin® to the fashion column now. I am wefewwin’
to my poem on Heligoland.”

“Oh r”

d Arthur Augustus,
d glaneing over it

“Just listen to this little bif, deah hove. I weally

think it hits the nail wight on the head:”

“Heligoland ! Beautifu) isle of the sea !
Once the bwightest jewel in the Bwitish Cwown!
By a foolish Statesman given to Germany
And England’s sons hauled England’s standaxd down!
But hark! T heah the woar of Bwitish guns!
Wed war is wagin’ ovah seas and lands!
Forward, bwave boys! Dwive ont the wotten Huuns!
Bwing back that island fair to Bwitish hands ™

“Y wathah think that is what is needed, you know,”
Faid Arthur Angnetus proudly. “I am thinkin’ of
sendin’ {hat to the * Times.' You see, evervbody ought
t5 beah in mind that Heligoland is a Bwitish island,
so that we sha'n’t forget to take it back at the end of
the wah. T will wead the next verse—-"

“ Merey !I”

“Help

“Weally, you uttah asses——

“reat’ Scott!” suddenly ejaculated Talbot
Shell.

* Hallo! What's the matter:”

“Ha, ha, ha!® Talbot was reading over Levison's
poem, which filled half & column in print. * Oh, my hat i

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

“Qh, that’s Levison’s,” he said. “A tribute from a
reader, you kmow. It's laid on rather thick, but I
suppose he means well.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1 don’t. quite see where the cackle cames in,” said
Tom, in perplexity. “Tt isn’t much as a poem, but the
sentiment’s all right. It's perfectly true what Levison
says, you know.”

of the
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chuckled Talbot. *Have you read ail that
he says’ E
“Yes, of counse.’”
“*Then vou admit itF”
“Eh, what:"”
“That you are n burbling ass”
Tom Merry looked astopished.
“Yovison doesn’t say that,” he said.

cnuckled Talbot.

“ His poem is

simply praise of the “Weekly,” rather fulsome,
perhaps—" -
“Yon haven't seen it all,” griuned Talbot. erhaps

vou didn't motice it in h:m?iwriﬁmg.
rint, Look at it!”

Tom Merry took the sheet, and read over
poem—that apprec ative production begiuning,
paper is the pride,” ete.

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

+ Blessed if I see it. Suppoese you explain instead of
cackling, old chn}). 1 don’t sce any harm in this’

+ Ever heard o asked Talbot,

t m, with a start.
als of the lines downwards—the first
lotter in every line,” said Talbot, laughing

Tom Merry, his brows contracting, looked at the poem
again. ITe rend the first letters of the lines downwurds.
They ran:

“TOMM KRYISABRURBLINGAS

1: was easy enough to separate thése letters into words
onee Tom's attention had been directed to the acrostic.

“TOM MERRY IS A BURBLING ARR”

Tom flushed erimzon.

There was n shout of laughter from the vest of the
staff, as they all read over Levison's preciow acrostic.
The poetic flattery of the “ Weekly ? was explained now.
Levison had been liberal with “goft soap " in order to
introduce hi= acrostic unsuspected into the columns of the
- Weekly.” tmee the production had been safely printed,
Tevison of course intended to draw general attention to
it, and Tom Merry knew full well what o yell of laughter
would have greefed it, and the fact that the editor-in-
chief had * written himself down an ass ” in this way.

“The rotter ! exclaimed Tom wrathfully. T call that
a mean trick.

“Ha, ha, ha!” B .

“Vewy twue, thongh,” chuckled Arihnr Augustus.
@ A editah who is taken in by a twick like that must be
a burblin’ ass, you know.”

“ Levi Wit the nail on the head,” said Blake
Leartily. “ Are you leaving the poem in, Tommy "

“fIa, ha, bal” , k

Tom Merry angrily seored out the peem with his blue
pencil. But for Talbot's having spotted if, that acrostic
would undoubtedly have been printed ia the finished
pumber of the © Weekly,” and fifty copies would have
heen spread- over St. Jim's—and certainly Tom Merry
wonld mever have heard the end’of it.

It's plainer in

TLevison's
“ Thia

Fortunately, Levison's little joke had not got any
her than the proofs, and it was nipped in the bud.
“Much obliged, Talbot!” said Tom “Blessed if I

noticed it, and I ought to have been on my guard
Levison has tried to play tricks like that before.
rotten trick-
“Ha, hm, ha!” vonred the jumiors.
“And we're jolly well going to show
can't guy the *Weekly " in thia way "
Merry.
“Yaas, wothah! I wegard it as a feahful clieek
: o he comes,” grinned Dighy.
Tevison of the Fourth had just heard of the proofs, and
he was coming along to see them. He came up with a
smile on his face.

I

Levison that he
exclaimed Tom.

“Tet's see the proofs,” he remarked. * Hallo! What
have you been scoring ot my poem for

“ Because we've found yoil cut, you rotter!” said Tom
Merry. “Collar him!”

“Here! Leggo-—""

“Three bumps, hard!”

“11 say, it was_only a joke, vou kuow, gasped
Levison, strnggling in the ediborial grasp. “Only an
acrostic—"" i

“Well, this is only a joke, too!”

Bump !

“A CAPTURED CHUM!”
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“Yow! Help!”

“#Simply humorous, you know,
Monty Lowther.

Bump!

“Oh, my hat! Leggo

“Qh, you can take a joke,
you:" said Lowther.

Bump !

“ Yoooooop ! =

Levison rolled on the floor, gasping for breath, and
feeling considerably hurt.

“(ive him another!” said Blake.
so fond of jokes.”

“Levison leaped to his feet and fled.
any more of these little jokes,

like your ncrostie,” said

v ’

as well as make one, can’t

“He's so funny, and

He did not want

—~——
CHAPTER 5.
Black Ingratitude!

HERE was silence in Grundy’s study. Grundy of
tho Shell was sprawling in the armchair, with his
big hands thrust deep into his

wrinkle of deep thought in his brow. Wilkins and Gunn
watched him in silence, They did not venture to interrupt
the workings of George Alfred’s mighty brain.

Grundy was thinking!

1t was an unaccustomed exercise for Grundy, and it did
not seem to agree with him. Wilkins, who had ventured
npon s harmless remark concerning tea-time, had been
suapped at guite ferociously, and since then he had held
his peace. Wilkins and Gunn waited for the great Grundy
to get done with his thinking; but Grundy’s thoughts
seomed to hold him, and to banish all mere counsiderations
of tea-time. For Grundy was thinking of “Tom Merry's
Weekly,” and his determination that the great story,
“Licking the Jermans,” should appear in its columns.
The proofs were in Tom Merry’s study at that moment—
but so were the Terrible Three.

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

1f it had been merely a personal matter, Grundy might
hiave given it up. But he was really public-spirited. He
folt that the school magazine ought to have at least one
veally good thing in it.  He felt that the fitness of things
required that the one really valuable contribution should
1ot be left out. Then thete were the readers to be con-
cidered. How pleased they would be to find a really
ripping story among so much tot—like a smiling oasis
amid the arid desert!

For these publie-spirited reasons,
personal ones, Georgo Alfred Grundy was determined not
to bo beaten. He knew what lie was going to do. But ha
had to admit that he did not guite see how it was to be
done.

s great system of “ walloping " fellows who did not
seree with him did not seem much use at the presemt
jructure. Even the big-fisted and muscular George
‘Alfred could not wallop a whole staff of editors and sub-
cditors. Hence the deep think that was keeping G. A.
Grundy with wrinkled brows in the armchair, and
Wilkins and Gunn waiting dolefully for their fea. .

The door opened, and Levison of the Fourth came in.
TLevison came in limping. He had not yet quite recovered
from Lhe somewhat heavy punishment he had received ab
the hands of the “ Weelkly " staff.

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

Levison stared at him, and spoke.

“1 say, Grundy.”

Then Grundy moved.

oox.

“Get out!”

“ Bug—"

“I'm thinking.”

Tevison was inclined to ask “What: with?” but ha
restrained himself. He had not come there to sample
Grundy’s four-point-seven punch. -
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#T ean give you a tip, Grundy, old man, said Levison.
“1t’s up against those cheeky rvotters, you “know.”

“When I want hp- from a Fourth-Form fag T won't
forget to mention it,” said Grundy, with heavy sarcasm

“Look here, you want your rot—I—I mean, your
sp](‘ndld story. ~to go into the * Weekly." " urged Levison,

“How do yon know anything about fm

Levison giinned.

“Tt’s a standing joke in me Honse,” lie explained

“Ol, is it?" growled Gruady, *If you've come here fo
ask for a thick car, Lev yow've dropped in at the

1

b a suggestion,” said Lev

want that story {o go in, dou’t you
in " said Grundy pos n(-l\
y won't put it in, you kno

T've come ison
pacifically. *
It's go
*“Tam M
s ¢ 11

matte said the Shell
“Have you thoughl of a dodge of get
“Well, I was thinking of catching lom Merry I
way to the printe 2 making him put it in,” said
Grundy, thenghtinl I could keld his head in 2
ditch— .
hen he'd write to the prinler, or cail agaia, and
make him take it out.”
“1 suppose e wonld
difficulty, When a 1
write, lic’d do anything.”
“Ahem! Exactly. Well, 1 know }
in, and these rott 0
print,” said Levison. *'The
when £
“Go on,” said r‘mnzy g
If Levison had a really valuable suggestion fo make,
r(m.miv was willing to give Lim a hea:
’ 3 e we have t
1dden bright idea.
For goodness' sake don't
[ never knew such a chap
i want fo, buf

ing it in,

admitted Grundy: “that’s the
low’s jeulons of a chg

ing.
exelaimed

Bother tea aid G
keep on interrnpting, Wilki
as you for talking., Get your tea if y
don't jaw, there’s a good Tellow.

Wilkine made n grimace. He would have been quite
willing to get tea while Grundy was doing his thinking,
it was unforfunately necessary for Grun ¥ to
stond " the tea, Wilkins and Guun bei
it was evidently neeless to talk to Grundy
shont standing tea. Grundy's mind was fixed upon
Lﬂdltﬂf-\ more 1 npor ant than tea.

“Go it, Levison!
B n-gstmn fo make—-
is to get e

“1f you've gobt a

vive
“can
You like, and he won't 'be any
i1l the paper comes home from  the

¢ suorted.
be did! The beast doesn’t take it down to the
w now; he puts it in the school letter-box for the
hostman. 1'd have mobbled it last time but for that
Then it's cent Ly Bost T can't get at it. And he's sure
1o send the proofs b
th

ek by post, becanse he knows now
to lay for him in the lane and

per.
1 the better,”
«I don’t sce it.”
“Well, 1 do. Keep ant eye on him, and watch him imwt
the letter with the -mm!.- in it. Then TN get hold of

said 1 on

it

“Fow on carth can vou get hold of a letter when it's
mn put into the box®" demanded Grundy, in astonish-
me

‘l.cu..m can e fisied ont.”

“ What

"P!nhod out of the lette vou Xnow "

“Why, you silly_rotter ed Grundy. “ls that
your rotten idea?  You've cowe to me to propese to rob
a letter-box! My hat!

Grundy r\u’upe‘l up. and Lev
table just in tim

THld an'® he roared. © Wharrer you at

“Lemme get at you! Why, o chip can be sent to
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a letler-box, yoi siily fathead! IT1

prison fc

Jolly wel
Lavison ecuttled

Guen looked on gr

deserverl some pur
2 t.

Wil

kins and

Le
<ha ent, and it looked

i
¥ ehrigked Levison, in great al
i, vou know. I—I

1iold on
1 really :lni\

aking
nother idea T meant!” gasped Levison.

udy panecd -
*Well] what's t
Levisen panted for
round the table for a couple of minutes
ie—the ofher idea! m l\\ s0m ked his
brains. As a matter of fact, he had no other ide He
had not supposed for a moment that Grundy would
object Lo his precious scheme of robbing the letfer-box.
Tevison was not particular himself, and he never gave
any other fellow the credit for beiug particular. When
a fellow seemed to he partieular, Levison chari tably sct
t m to humbug
< Well =™ youred G
‘1m|—\m| g
& don't

&

g to make up a
whopper,” said Grundy. aven’t any other ides
Snly Gtedling o letter aut of a letterbox. Yo might be
put in prison for it, you young raseal !

Sad T sho ¥
“iv.n. " said Grandy,
fere you are!

¢ what I think of your precious
Gimme that ericket-stump, Gunn!
ackled Gunn,

“Look he roared Levi
He bolted round the table ag

him, flourishing the cricket-st Wilkins out a
foot, and Levison rolled on the earpet. Grundy’s etrong
grasp was on him the next moment, and Levison was
pinned down, face downwards, and the stump rose and

|, with Grundy after

Levison mever expected grati
in gratitnde; but never ad
i atitude as this

k! W

did ot believe
for such black

Whack !

, out you ga !
v's heavy “boot helped Lewison into the

The black sheep of the FPourth ghook kis fist at the burly
o, m.ul fled os Grundy made 2 movemcnt wit i
to the study.

dickens don't you gel fen®’

There's nothing in the cuphoard

“Why the dickens couldn’t you say so before:” said

Grundy crossly. 3 °
Why,

a word,” said

wl' You are euch a chap for jawing,
Yowd jaw the hind leg off a mule! Jon got
e on while I do some shopping.”
“ Righto! But I—"
“Naw you're, start
gramophone. . I'm_off.
Grundw went shopping. and Wilkins cor
remarks to Gunn—rematks that were mot a
plimentary to George Alfred, But when George A
n=rmnu'l faden w ith fuck for the festive hoard., Wilk
mikes again, and peace and concord reigne
udy
till locked very thou
nd toast, and shrimps, l Lloater-paste, apd
nd jelly assisted his somew . mental operi-
For suddenly he huret ot o dlineite

¢ again. You go on like a

tful. But perhaps

ve a nod,

it aleng when yeu've done with he gaid.

The jam.
“1 wasn't talking about ja

grewled  Grondy.
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“I've got the idea—the giddy wheere. " I'm going to dish

hem

“3VWell, pass the jam all the same."” 3

“Tang the jam! Blow the jam! Bother the

- howled Grundy. “Is this a time to think of jam
about Napoleon fiddling while Rome was burning!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“IWhat are you cackling at now?”

“Was it Napoleon? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Wellington, then” said Grundy, whese
historical attainments were not very extensive. “T tell
you I've got it, We're going to dish those rotters: you
fellows are going to he Tt will be mecessary to be
:[\wfull_v deep, but you chaps know how déep I am. Now

1 tell you.”

And G{‘nuﬂy proceeded to tell them, and Wilkins hung
on his words: not so much because he was deeply in-
terested in the great scheme as because G rundy evident!y
did not intend to pass the jom until he had finished.

CHAPTER 6.
A Great Scheme.
L HAT job's jobbed!” remarked Tom Merry.
The Terrible Thres had finished at last.
Proofs had been brought in from various
quarters, and Tom Merry had put them together, and
ihe three Shell fellows had finished making their own
improvements and corrections. *“Tom Merry's Weekly ”
‘7% ready to ho sent to the printer’s, but it was too late
to think of g it down personally; the gates were
already locked. But there was plenty of time to catch
the last collection from the box in the school wall.

It had really been hard work; the life of a literary
man is not all lavender, as Monty Lowther had re-
mmarked. But it was done at last. Tom Merry procecded
to fasten up the bundle of proofs in a sheet of brown-

aper, and tie it with string. It was amall enough to
be' slipped inte the letter-box, and Tom herry weighed
it carefully in his hand, to guess how many stamps it
would require.

There was a tap at the door, and Grundy of the Shell
looked in.

His eyes rested on the
the table for a moment.
him. They hod Fad quite enough trouble
edingly determined contributor.

Look her began Tom Mexry.
“ Tend me a dick, will you aid Grundy affably.

Oh, you want a dictionary? L
« Certainly I
I thought you wanted a thick ear "
politely. * Here's the dick.”

“Thanks "

Grundy departed with Tom Merry's Latin dictionary.
The Terrible Three sat down to their preparation "

urundy returned to his study. grinning. He tossed
dictionary on the table.

What on earth’s that for?” asked Wilkins.
got a Latin dick here, if you want one.”

1 don’t want one, fathead!”

“Then what the dickens—
“That's the scheme.”

“ Oh. the scheme is to borrow a Latin dictionary I said

ins, mystified. “1 don't uite sece » )
You wouldn't!" said Grundy witheringiy. *“1 had
to see how they were lixed, so T dropped in to borrow
a dick, see now:"

little brown-paper parcel on
The Terrible Three glared at
with that

said Tom Merry

“Trye

“ The

i*ve got the proofs there, w:‘u}l)pcd ug all ready
ad jus

to post.” sal Grundy., “Tom Merry addressed
it to Tiper. They're going to post 1t. This is where we
come in. I1've got my copy all ready. It won't take me

fong to shove it in, when T can get at the proofs. Those
ihree bounders have got to be zot away from their study
for about ten minutes.” o °
“How?"”
“(Oh, of course I've got to do all the thinking!”
snorted Grundy. “I'm used to that. But T've got it
cut and dried. You're going to have a fight with
Ialbot.” ] - =
“ Wha-a-at "
“ They're awfully chummy with Talbot, and when they

NEXT
WEDNESDAY: - .

« THE GEM” LIBRARY.

. A CAPTURED CHUM!"

Oune Pennys . - 9

hear he's in a fight they’ll Tush along at once, won't
they?”

“T—1 suppose they willl”
dismay. * But—but "

«Talbot’s in the common-room You pick a xow with
him, and then Gunn comes running up to tell those
chaps. You see, Tom Merry would want to be his second.
They'll be off like a shot. They won’t stop to think
about their silly © Weekly * when there’s a fight on.”

“No;: but 3 :

“ As soon as they're gone I'lL mip into the study and
open the packet, I shove in my copy. I'll take ont
Tom Merry's leading article and 15's serial to make
room for it, aud fasten it up ags When they come
back they’ll find it just as they left it.”

“That’s all right; but——-"

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

i but—"

“ (i Seott, you're as full of “buis’ as a biily-
goat!”  exclaimed Grundy ex perated. “ There’s no
Fime to waste; while youw're jawing they may go and
post the letter.”

“Y know; but——"

“They're doing their prep now. T think, but they may

stammered Wilkins, in

go and post it to make sure of the collection. Get a
move on !
“ But o ’
“Tion’t you know any ofher word but “hut 17

ahrieked Grundy. * What ave you wasting time for#
T'm jolly well not going to fight Talbot " snorted
\Wilkins, getting it out at jnst, “I haven't any row
albot, T like Talbot.”
That's only a detail. You can fight a chap as well
as like him, I suppose. I like mast of the fellows T've
ght with. Besides, you can shake hands with him
after ds, can’t you®”

“Yes, but—"

“ More blessed “ buts *!  Of all the idiots—"

“He'll lick me ! shrieled Wilkix: “ He's too tongh
for me. D'l fight Levison or Mellish if you like.”

«That wouldn't do. Tom Merry wouldn’t budge an
ineh if yon were fighting Levison. But Talbot’s his
chum—see?”

“iyell, I've got a better idea. You go and fight
Talbot d I'll nip into the study and sec about the
S Weekly.' "

“1 couldn’t trust you with my copy: you'd make a
hungle of it. Besides, why shonldn't voun fight Talbet?
Are you afraid of getting hurt?”

“Well, do you think 1 want te be hurt, vou blithering
cuckoo?”

“If you're funking—-"
STk oa funking, I suppose, not to wanb to fight o

I like, for the special purpise of getting my nosz
ed in, you silly ass!”
Tt's the omly way. But if you funk it, Gunn can
take it on.”

“Wilkins eounld do it better than T could,” said Gunn
anxiously. * Wilkine is a better Loxer.”

‘I ain’t!” growled Wilkins.

“Well. you always said you were.

You've said so lots

you never admitted it before.”

mit it mow,” eaid Gunn hastily. “You're
nnch better—far and away better.”

“ Look here—"

“You're wasting time, Wilkins. T should thirk you
might do a little thing like that for a pal.” said Grundy.
“1 know jolly well that if you don't back me up I'm
not going te have you in my stud .

“ Vour study! Why, it was my study before you came
to St. Jim'a!” yelled’ Wilkins *And T jolly well wish
vou'd stayed at Redeclyffe !

Grundy pushed back his cuffs in a businesslike manner.
Wilkins eyed him very uneasily

“What ‘are you up tof” he demanded.

“1'm going to fight you,” said Grundy calinly.

“You—you—you're going to f-f-fight me!” stuttesed
Wilkins, backing away round the study table.

“Yes. Come 0“‘"

“B-b-but what f-f-for?”

“ Because you don’t back me up. If you're going ‘o
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muck up my secheme for dishing those rolters you're
golog to fight me. Pub up your paws!”

“T—I—I say, I'l—T1l fight Talbot if you like!”
stammered Wilkifds. “T suppose I may as well fight him
28 you. But I think you're a eilly idiot!”

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

“JI—I eay, suppose we try something else? Suppoee
we give an alarm of Zeppelins; that'll bring 'em out fast
enough.”

“It's against the law to spread false alarms of
Zeppelins. Besides, I don't approve of telling erame
I'm surprised at you, George Wilkins!”

“Perhaps you wouldn't be so jolly particular if you
were going 0 stand up to Talbot’s stTaight left ! hooted
ilkins. * here, how can I march into the
common room and begin fighting with a chap I'm on
ood terms with? *Tain’t reasonable.”

"T%at’s all right. Call him names!”

“ he”

“Then he’ll fight you fast enough.
slacker.” .

“But he ain’t a slacker, Besides,” added Wilkine, “T
don’t approve of telling erama any more than you do.”

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

“Oh, crumbs!”

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

“Tor goodness’ sake geb a move on!” said Grundy
“Here, 1'll come to the common-reom with you,
start you fighting, T can see I've got to manage every
t.hi.n‘g. I wonder how this etudy would get on witheut
mef '

“A jolly geod deal better, T think!” growled Wilkins.

“Are you coming?”

“Oh, yes, I'm coming !”

Wilkins sulkily followed Grundy from the study, and
the sympathetic” Gunn brought up the rear. Wilkina
was not in the slightest degree enthusiastic, but the de-
termined and heavy-ha‘ude«f(}eorgo Alfred had his way.
Qeorge Alfred was gencrally admired and esteemed
by his study-mates, but at that moment Wilkins wonld
not have wept if George Alfred had been bombed by a
Zeppelin. hile the Terrible Three, in unsuspecting
security, were grinding through their preparation in
their study, Grundy & Co. proceeded to the common-

Tell him he's a

00 .

Talbot of the Shell was there, talking cricket with
Kangaroo and Clifton Dame. Grundy marched the
reluctant Wilkins up to him,

“Here, Talbot: 1

“Hallo " said Talbot.

“ Wilkins has got a hone to pick with you.”

Talbot looked at Wilkins in surprise.

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

“No!” mumbled Wilkins. “I—1 mean yes—ow!” he
added, 26 Grundy stamped on his foot.

“Well, what is it?”

“I—I don’t know!

“ What!”

“I—I—I'm going to fight you!” stammered Wilkins,

“What the dickens are you going to fight me for:”
exclaimed Talbot, in astonishment.

“ Because—because—-"

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

He gave the unhappy Wilkins a shove, which eent him
staggering fairly upon Talbot. Wilkins, feeling that he
waa in for it, hit out blindly, and caught Talbot's nose
with his knuckles. Talbot uttered a sharp ejaculation:
the blow was unconsciously hard, and his nose spurted
red. ]He promptly hit out’ in return, and Wilkims gave
a yell.

ZGn it!” roared Grundy.

“Pile in!” encouraged Guan,

I—I mean, you're a &lacker!”

“Hallo!] What's the Tow?” exclaimed Blake.

“Bai- Jove! What's the mattah”

“Make a ring!” shouted Grundy. “Wilkins is going
to have it out with Talbot. Cut off, Gunny!” he added,
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Gumny cut off. In the midet of a surprized and excited
lcirfie of juniors, Wilkins and Talbot were fighting ab
ast,

CHAPTER 7.
Quite a Success.
OM MERRY jumped as his study door was burst
open, and Gunn’s excited face locked in.
“You're wanted ! gasped Gunn,

“What on carth’s the matter

“ Zeppelins?” yawned Lowtlier

“Talbot’s in a fight, and yow're to be his sccond
eaid Gunn.

“ Talbot ! Who on carth’s Talbot fghting with
exelaimed Tom Merry, in surprise.

“Falbot of the Shell was omo of the most peaceable
fellows in the Schoel House, as well as one of the most
tremendous fighting men. . .

*Wilkins! I'm backing up Wilkins! You'd better go
and back up Talbot! He's getting it awful hot.”

Gunn dashed off without another word. The Terrible
Three were after him in o twinkling. Preparation was-
f?rgntten. Talbot of the Shell was their best chum, and
i e was in a ﬁght, naturally. they wanted to be on
the spot at once.

Guun and Tom Merry and Manpers and Lowther
vanished downstairs at’ top speed.  They had barcly
vanished when Grundy came along the passage.

Grundy was grinning.

His little scheme was working like magic— with painful
and deplorable results to his unfortunate chum Wilkins;
but that could not be helped.

Grundy whipped into the study and closed the door.

To untic the brown-paper pareel and open the proofs
was the work of a few seconds.

With a ruthless hand Grundy confiscated Tom Merry’s
leading article, Mouty Lowther's comic eolumn, and the
instalment of the “Haerrid Hun; or, the Imperial
Poisoner,” Figgins’s dramatic serial,

He ernmpled up the sheets, and shoved them has
into his pocket to be destroyed later.

Then he produced the valuable copy of “ Licking the
Jermans,” and introduced it into the vacant place.

With great care heTEinncd the written sheete among
the printed omes. ere was nothing to excite Mr,
Tiper's suspicions when he reeeived the paper. The
schoolhoy editors frequently indulged in second thoughte,
which are proverbially the best, and introduced improve-
ments in the proofs, sometimes to the extent of two or
three pages. Perhaps Grundy's remarkable orthography
might make the printer smile. But when he received
the proofs back he would proceed to print the * Weekly ”
as he received it, there was no doubt about that.

Grundy was really being very decp.

The change in the proofs effected, he retied the packet,
talking great cave to give it exactly the sume appearance
as before.

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

Grundy chuckled, and tiptoed out of the study.

The passage was dcsel‘tc(f All the fellows had rushed
downstairs at the news of the fight, and the common-
room wae crowded.

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

Grundy strolled away to the common-room to see haw
old Wilkins was getting on. To judge by his looks, when
Grundy arrived, old Wilking was geﬁin on badly.

Old Wilkins lay on the floor, and Blake of the Fourth
was counting.

“One, 1wo, three, four, five—""

“Get a move on, Wilkins, old man!” said Grundy.

Wilkins groaned.

“Ow! Yow! L'm dome!”

o

ily
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pered Grundy fiercely. He gave the unha
albot. Wilkins, feeling that
albot’'s nose with I knuckles.

ppy Wilkins a shove ch |
he was in for it, hit out blindly, and caught i

it him in the eye, you idiot,”
| sent him staggering Tairiy upon ’

(See Chapter 6.3

“(Oh, you've got another round left in you!" said ut you know what you've been fighting Wilkins
Grun wouragingly. “ Never say die, you know! for !” exclaimed Manne

Talh smiled His n was a little swollen, but “Oh, yes— ause he punched my nose!” said Talbot,
otherwise he showed few signs of the combat. But langhing. “But I don’t know why he did it, unless he's
Wilkin wowed many. e off his rocker !’

“Six, en, eight, nine,” went on Blake's voice. What did vou fight Talbot for, Wilkins®"

b, Wilkins I

, old man!"”

b1 was Wilkins's enly reply.
vid Blake,

o you mean by it, you fathead®”

u jolly well deserved a good licki vou thumping
€

Gunn picked up his principal. Wilkins was helped to 2 imed Tom Merry indignan
vair, and he sat and blinked and g d. He could Weoooop 1
k with one eve. The other was her netically “ Bai Jove, and the silly duffah’s got said Arthur
Vith his one available eve, he blinked reproach Augustus D'Arey. “1 ‘wegard you as a wank idiot,
at Grundy. Wilkins, deah bo,

“T,o0k at me ! he gasped “@rooooh 1"
“Well, you do leok a pic " said Grundy. Grundy and Gunn helped the unfortunate Wilkins
“Yow! You blessed idiot—you fatheaded rotter—ow ! away. 'They teok him to a bath-rcom and bathed his

Talbot quietly put on his jacket. The fight had for- ey
tunately passed off without any inquisitive pr
inte the common-room, or there might have

‘ and his nose for him. Then they helped him to
ct looking the study, and he collapsed into the armchair, and
en trouble groaned deeply. Wilkins felt as if he had been fighting

for all concerned. a maotor-car or a thr ing-machine at close gquariers.
“Now what was it all about " asked Tom Merry. “Buck up, old chay said Grundy comfortingly.
Talbot shook his head. : “T{’s gone off rippingly. T've dished them a treat!”
“Pon't ask me! I haven't the faintest idea.” Wilkins groaned.

Tur Geu Lisrary.—No. 390.

WedEXT e A CAPTURED CHUM!” A tagmificent New, Long, Complcte Srpeaklate of



12 THE BEST 3> LIBRARY e THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY. "2

“They can’t possibly smell a rat, and my ripping story
will come out in the * Weekly,” you know.”

Groan !

“It was worth while getting a tap or two on the
ivvy, wasn't it
Net on my chivvy,” groaned Wilkins. Ok, my eye!
Oh, my nose! If I didn't, feel go used up I'd get up
and brain you with the poker! Ow! Ow!”

“Some fellows are never satisfied,” sai
ably. “Here we've dished those
them fairly in the eye, and you're gru
surprised at you, Wilkins, I can't
complain about.”

Groa Wilking could see a lot to compl
I ke had only one eye to see with at pre
nwhile, the Terrible Three had gone b to their
study to finish their preparation. Tom Merry uttered
an exclamation as he caught sight of the packet still
Lying on the table.

“My hat! T forgot the *Weekly
“T’Il cut off with this at once.”

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

. done
T'm really
see anvthing to

ih

' he exclaimed.

CHAPTER 8.
A Burnt Offering,
RUNDY of the Shell waited ecagerly for the
“Weekly ” to make its appearavce,

Tom Merry & Co. were all looking forward to
secing that new number, which they had produced with
eo much trouble and patience. But Grundy of the Shell
was looking forward with the keenest anticipation.

The paper was to be delivered from the printer’s on
Saturday afternoon—fifty copies micely printed and
pinned.  “Tom Merry’s Weekly” was a real artislic
production, and they had reasen fo be proud of it.
Grundy’'s belief was that they would have much more
reason than usual to be proud of th umber.

The big parcel from the printer arrived at la
the juniors gathered in the common-reom to open it
Every fellow who Nad so much as two lines in the
“Weekly 7 was there, and they crowded round as Tom
Merry cut the string of the parcel.

The copies of the “ Weekly ” were handed out on all
sides, and fellows opened them eagerly to get at their
own valuable Iucubrations.

Then there was a sudden wild vell fi v Lowilier
He was. the first to make that dreadful discovery. He
had opened the number at his page, to gloat onee more
over lLis ripping jokes. But alas for his ripping jokes!
Long ago those ripping jokes had vanished in smoke in
Grundy’s study grate. But in the place of them was
something that was perhiaps quite as {xmn:{ as Lowther's
comicalities.

“Tn the dedly shaids of tlie night, the viie Jermans
krept forward. Depe silence rained on the seen. Sud-
denly there was the crack of a ryfle. “Ach! ejakulated
the beastly Jerman eaptane. ‘' Ture en the poysen

iy

“What the howling thunder ! yelled Manty Lowther,
“What's this? What's that! What the blue thunder
has happened to the paper:”

Tom Merry's voice answered, in infuriated tones:

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

Tom Merry could scarcely believe his eyes. Instead of
that article which had cost him so much thought and
ink, this was what met h 5

“The Brittish troupes epedd forweard at topp spede.
With gleming bayyonets, they rushed wupon the foe.
Squeeling like pigs, wich they are, and everybody krows
it, the vile Jermans terncd and ran

Meanwhile, Figgins of the Fourth stocd thunderstrnck.
Naturally, he had looked first to see the instalment of
his war serial: “The Horrid Hun; or, the Imperial
Poigoner.” In that instalment Figgins had stated his
plain, unvarnished opinion of Kaiser Bill & Co. in the

lainest, most unvarnished language. There were also
E:m'll-ir.g deeds of daring described, hair's-breadth
escapes, and eo forth, in the wellknown literary siyle
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of Figgine. But the war instabnent was vanished as
completely as the snow of yester-year.

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

“Hye in the skie saled the fool moon. Her glorious
lite wae shedd on hill and dail. It shonn on the sleping
myp, and on the vile, dirty forms of beastly Jermans,
etched in slummber. In his tent sat the grate War-
Tord alone. The Hayser was slepeless. “Ach! he
muttered, as he klenched his boney hand, ‘Defeet—
always defeet, and yet agane defect!”

Figgins tubbed his eyes and looked again.
ently a war story, but it certainly wasn’t

ar story. Figgine was not strong on spelling, but
he could net have spelt like that to . save his life.
Spelling like that was a gift of nature that Figging did
not possess.

There was a chuckle from the contributors whose con-
tributions had not been interfered with.

Some of them seemed to regard the matter as funny.

But the outraged editors did not regard it as funny.
They were furious.

“1t's Grundy!" gasped Tom Merry. “Look at the
title—* Licking the Jermans, by George Alfred Grundy.”
Jow did he shove it in?”

“That villain Tiper must
Lowther,

“Bai Jove! You duffahs must have let him get at
the pwoofs,” said Arthur Avgustus. *Fortunately, my
poem on Heligoland is heah all wight, If you fellows
wonuld ecare to heal it, I will—-"

“ The yetter!”

* The spoofer

“ The cheeky v

“ Where is he?

“I'm going to slanghter him!

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

“Hallo, I sce you've got it!” he vemarked affably.
“Hand we a copy, will you? T dare say you've noticed
that there’s some good stuff in this number.”

* You cheeky rotter—

“You fathead! You've ruined the whole number! We
can't let anybody see this!” roared Tom Merry.

“Oh, draw it mild !” eaid Grundy warmly. Now that
it’s done, it's no good grumbling. I really did this as
niuch for your sakes as anything elee. It's time there
was soniething good in the paper.”

¢ ething good! Oh, secissors

ng good, you fiendish a hrieked Lowther.
wve you done with my comie column?”,
ell, something had to go,” said Grundy. T theught
1ke out the rottenest contributions.”

There was a chuckle from some quarters, but Monty
TLowther did not join in it. The contributors whose work
had heen untouched felt that they had to admit that
Grundy had exercised a cortain amount of judgment.

“If any fellow wants Lowther's jokes he can have
{hem,” went on Grundy., “X've got a lot of old numbers
of “ Chuckles” Yo'l find ‘em all there.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” A

" You—you—yon rotter:” raged Lowther.
ed one was original. There might be
recemblances—superficial resemblances!”
were " eaid Grundy.
Tiat about my serial:” shouted Figgins.

“Well, I've put in a better one,” said Grundy, “What
are vou grumbling at? I dare say you fellows feel a
bit ratty, but you must admit that I told you 1 wouldn’s
stand anv rot. Read my story, and judge for yourselves.
That's all T ask. Read it, and you'll see how it bucks
up the paper to have a good story in it at last.”

“Read 1t stuttered Lowther,” “I wouldnt be found
dead reading i f

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

“The whole number’s ruined [ s2id Tom Merry. “Getb
them together—wo ean’t let them be seen. We shall
have to burn the lot—"

“ Burn them?’ ejacnlated Grundy.

“ Every one,” said Tom Merry. My hat! Tf anybody

have let him!" howled

ain! ;
I'm going to scalp him ™

“Every
slight
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saw the paper with that silly pifie in it, we should be
laughed to death. We'll gét back the p‘oufs from Tiper,
and reproduce the number. We shall have to pay over
again for the printing, but it can’t be helped. And
we'll jolly well serag that howling ass for putting
us to the trouble.”

“Lynch him!" hissed Lowther.

The editors rapidly gathered togeiher =
of the “Weekly,” They were very ar
a single number should remain in exi
ridicule upon the school magazine,

Grundy appeared thunderstruck. Certainly, he had
never foreaeen anything like that, He ceuld not get
Lis voica for some movueuts s0 intense was his indigna-

the copies
s that not

2, to bring

tion. But he found it at last,

“You fatheads!” he roared. “You ecan't! You
sha’n’t! Do you think T'm going to have my splendid
story ucpmslud like this, after all the trouble ['ve tal
Why, T'll pulverise you—IL'l—I'll—yow-ow-—lesgo—u
on i’ ) '

* Make him do the burning ! sald Blake.

“ Hear, hear!

uggling and roaring, wasz d
was no fire there that warn
g. Monty Lowther sot o mateh
py of the « Weekly,” and tossed it into the grate.
“ Now keep it going, Grundy.”
“I won't!” roared Grundy.
burn my T think even rour votten jealon
stop short o -
“Ha, ha,
“ Bhove
“1 won't
“Got a g)in
“Yaroooh !
vell f an inch

“You're not going to
mwh

‘em in, Grundy!”

v, then——"
G .md\' of the Shell
‘of pin ran into

wikh
upoi
noss,

The

Grundy needed holding: he was struggling
terrific energy. But a dozen pairs of hands were
him—his arms, his legs, his ears, his hair, and his
were all geized in irom grips. He had no chance.
editors and sub-editors did not handle him gently,

“Now shove that rot in the fire!” rapped out
Memry.

“Yow! T won't! Groooh!

- “Give him the pin!”

“Yaroooh !”

“Now, then—

“Yow! Stoppit! Yoeoop! I—
like !” howled hrumi\

“ Qo it, then, sharp!”

One hand was released for Gruudy

Tom

I-T'll bura ‘em if you

to feed the fire.

He fed it. In horrified apprehension of another lunge
of the pin} he fed the fire with copy after copy of the
“Weekly.” One after another, fifty copies that
famous journal were consigned to the flames, and

Grundy’s face was ruddy and smoky, and streaming with
u.rep)ra‘mn by the time ihe l.mrnl offeripg was com-
plete. - “Licking the Jermans” had vanished as
completely as Lowther's jokes, Figgy’s serial, and Tom
Merry's leading article, now. That splendid war-story
was destined mever to bursi upon an astonished and
delighted St. Jim’s!

“Now hold him!”
to the * Weekly,
to him!"

Lowther took up a handful of the burnt ashes of the
“ Weekly,” and lathered Grundy’s perspiring face with it.
The unfortunate contributor was scon loaking like a
Christy Minstrel. Towther rubbed the burnt paper over
his face, into his hair, and down his neck. Grundy
wriggled feebly, and mumbled. But he could do nothing
more. IHe had to go through it.

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

ANSWERS

A GAPTURED CHuUMI®

said Lowther. “He's ccrtubuted

and now we’ll contribute the ekly
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CHAPTER 9,
A New Idea.
OM MERRY'S WEEKLY " came out the follnwmg

week.
It was a.very satisfactory number.

The editorial staff had A a lot of extra work te do,
owing to George Alfred Grundy; but, needless to say,
they “had taken particular care of the proofs this time,
and Grundy bhad mno chanee of inserting any part of
that teleg war-story, “ Licking the Jerman:

The “Weekl, came out, and was voted a great
success by everybody but € <nrﬂc Alfred Grundy. Grundy
dissatisted. Dut he was not beaten. His study-

ndoled with him. Wilkins had recovered from
trous fight with Talbot, and was chummy again
as (x‘:m}r.l}' had lately had a whacking
I""ll‘("‘l’ o from his ]L e Grundy.
I cheese,” said ilkins sympathetically.
v would have T the paper up no end,
of—of course. But there o
“There you are,” conc
“It's jealousy,” said Grundy.

his di
all the more

ou are
red Gumn.
“I've got rather a

good opinion of that chap Merty on some points, But
fhere's a lot of jealousy in his nature. You've seen
way ho keeps me out of the junior eleven.”
“H
“It'e the same with the schacl paper as with the
eleven—he's determined mnot to be put in the shade by
p who can do better. T dare say he hardly realises

is,” added Grundy ou.erously “ Fallows

ithout thinking, von know. I don't like

of an nd that fellow Merry is

decent in many w. that. But, of cou

I'm not going to of his rot. I'm g
3

next week?"”
ain’t it:”

“But will there be a number
I suppose so. It's a weekly,

Wilkins grinned.

“But it only comes ot onu: in a blue moon,” he said.
“There won't be o number next week or the week after,
you het.”

“My hat!
l.\to(l Grus

“Looks like it, old chap.”

Bang !

(‘rundy brought his fist down on the
little way he Fiad when he was exc
danced, and Wilkins and Gunn jumped.

“The ruricl ! My hat! I never thought of that, yon

' . “I'd fully made up my mind to
rext number somehow. Dished, by gum!”

Then they've regularly disked me!” ejacu-

It

= was a
The

table

fathead " growled Grundy.
the door and looked in. Grundy greeted
him with a frown. He did not like Levison, and did not
approve of him. Grundy never made any secret of his
likes and dislikes. If he did not approve of a fellow, thag
fellow was never left in any doubt on the subject.

“Well, what do you want?" snapped Grundy. “Have
you come o propose another burglary, you worm®"

Levison coughed.

“Tve got an id

“Go and bury i

“They've done you on the

“Get out!”

“ You'll never have a chance on Tom Merry’s paper, you
know,” urged T,('vwn‘

“1 know there's a Lousm“\(‘y to kecp me in the shade,”
snapped Girundy. “But I'm not the kind of fellow to
be kept in the shade. T'H jolly well show some of ‘em
that hefore long, too

ST tell you what, Grundy—-"

“Oh, rats” |

Grundy’s manner was not encouraging. But Levisen
did not seem to mind. Hard words break no bones, and
Levison had an axe to grind.

“The fact is,” he pursued
Grundy.”

Grundy thawed a little.
Tue Gem Lispary.—No. 380,
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. “Of course T ought,” he agreed. “But it's no gwd
* telling those chaps that, They know it, forone thing.”
 Why not cut them out:”
“ER
*“ Put "em right in the shade,”

1h€11' rotten paper sky-high!

“How?" demanded Grundy.

“ Start a rival weekly.”

Grundy simply jumped.

With all his ambitious ponderings on the subject, that
idea had never occurred to him. As a watter of fact,
ideas did not come very easily to Geeorge Alfved,r His
powerful brain worked slowly.

“ My only hat!” ejaculated Grundy

“Yaou see,”, pursued Levison eagerly, = il
‘em the kybosh. You'd get a lob of follow
chaps who can’t get into the * Weekly.””

“1 shouldn’t want Tom Merry’s leavings,”
frowning.

“HBut he leaves out the hest wr
ahem !—in your own case.”

Yes, that's true enough.”

said «Levison, * Knock

t would
s AmoOng

said Grundy,

iers: yot knew—

“You could make it a point, too, that your * Weelly *
*Tom

comes onf weckly, and not once ina blue moon, |
Merry’s Weekly.,” You’ve got lots of tin, and 3
afford it. And if you pay all the exes you ¥o
the paper exactly how you like, you know.”

“By gum!”

“171 sub-edit for you,” said Levison modestly
£ Bolween ns we'll knock their rotten weekly vight out of
the rving.’

“Blessed if I ever thought vou khad so much sense,
Levison,” said Grundy, with growing enthusiasm. “It's
a stunning idea. I wonder T never thought of it before,
I generally think of good things. What do you think,
Wilkins?”

“Hum ! said Wilkins.

“T happen to have plenty of tin just now, too,
Grundy. *“No difficulty on thaL pomnt,”

* Hum!” said Gunn,

As a matter of fact, \Vnkmy and Gunn Lad been
planning a half- lmhd.l.y in a motor-car, with a picunic, on
the strength of George Alfred’s latest remittance.

“Levison’s suggestion had come inepportunely, so far as
they were concerned.

“Don’t you think it's a good idea?”’ demanded Grundyx
warmly. . Don’t you think I could edit a paper:”

“Ahem! Yes, of course. But £y

“We'll work at it on Wednesday
Girundy. “ We'll put in the whole half:
- !1, will we, hy Jover”

Yes, we willl” roared Grundy.
“Wha.t about that hlﬂeuun in the car we weve speaking
f 2" hinted Guun, “ And-—and the

ie, you know.”

Blow the car and hang the picnic?

i

" oeaid

afternoon,”

e got business on hand now. I
shall want you fellows to contribute.
I'll make you sub-editors. Il put
vour stories in—see? Of course, I shall
have to look over “em, and see that
theyre quite up te the mark, aud
correct the .upciling, and all that.”

*Oh, my word!
“It's a go!” said Grund\. “ Now,

“ha‘ shall we call it?”

‘But what about that picnic—"

“Don’t jaw, old chap! I keep on
telling you how you jaw. The question
is, what are we going to call the new
paper?” said Grundy thoughtiully.
4 The St. Jim's Times’ would sound
rather well. Ox ‘ The Schaol Gazette '?
No; I've got it—' Grundy’s Weekly /1”7
George Alfred grabbed a pen and a
sheet of paper, and began to werawl,
“There you are! ‘Grundy's Weekly”’
—Chief editor, George Alfred G;und}':
-umedlt«ors, Wllk]ns and Guun !

“And Levison!” put in the owner of
that name.
Tur Gey Liprary.—No. 300,
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Gnmdy shook his head. .
‘Can’t be did, Levison! I'm rvather particular about
the kind of chap I have on my editorial stafi; and, to put
it ecandidly, youw're not quite up to the mark. You can
send in your “stuff, if you like, and I'll give you a chance
us a contributor. No; on second thoughts I won’t. Yon're
t going to play tricks on me with your blessed acrostics,
yoil do on fhe rival paper. 'borry, but. there’s no
som for you on * Grundy's Weekly* at all.”
Levison” simply glared. As the whole thing was his
ea, it was a little hard to he totally excluded from it in
high-handed way.
Why, you fathead!” he exclaimed. “You'll make a
muek of the whole thing, if you don’t have at least one
chap with some hrains to keep you from making a fool
vi VGll!nGJI.
“ There's the deor, Levison.”

“Wasn't it my idea from
Levizon,

“You did make the suggestion—the bare suggestion,”
said Grundy. * Hardly what youn could call your idea, I
i suggestion, which' I have developed—in
e thought of it anyway: I may =ay I did
think of it, only 1 hadn’t i exactly worked it out.”

“You cheeky ass—-"

Grundy vose and picked up a cricket-stump., Levison
exeented a strategic movement to the door.

“You silly ass! You'll only make a giddy ox of your-
=elf as usual|” he howled, as he departed. “T could have
made it a success for yon. As for you e

Levison dodged the stump and fled. Grundy slammed
the door after him. .

“Cheeky young ass!” he said warmly. “As if I'm
going to have any Fourth-Form fags on the staff of my
*Weekly ’? T suppose the cheeky young hounder will go
about saying that it was his idea. Some of these fags
have nerve enough for anything. 1'd better put a notice
sbout this_on the board. . Let the fellows kuow what to
expect, you kuow, and give those rotters a hint that envy
and Jealnu»,) don’t pay in the lung run. What?? -

“Oh, yes,” gasped Wilkins, *“But what ahout that,
]m nic on Wednesday——

‘ Cheese it "

“But I say-

“For gnb('!nei:a’ sake give a chap a vest, Wilki
Blessed if you don’t talk like a parvot or the Kai
How can I dvaw up this notice if you keep on burbling:”
:aid Grundy irritably.

Wilkins ceased to burble, and Grundy drew up the
nd an hour later it was pnmecl on e uo*u‘o-
to astonish all 8t. Jim's,

start. to finich®” howled )

notice ;
Toard in the hall,

CHAPTER 10. .
A Rival in the Field,

i WUNDAY .m'nn e
“My he
“ What the'—

new

-1

depar-
ture”

Fellows gathered from far and near
to read the new notice on the board.
George Alfred Grundy had a way of
keeping himself in the public eye. It
was not uncomenon for a notice to
appear on the board in his wellknown
hand and celebrated spelling. The
fellows always read Grundy's notices,
which were admitted to be as good as
anything in * Chuckles.”

But the present, notice was more
startling than any of Grundy's carlier
announcements. As a matter of fact,
Grundy, who was a new fellow and
veally a nobody, had no right to put
notices on the board at all. Grundy
assumed that right, and he had a four-
point-seven punch rveady for anybody
who disputed it. Quite a crowd
gathered in the hall to read over and
chuckle gver *“the latest.”
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with its

. NOTICE!
< GRUNDY’S WEEKLY ! ‘ GRUNDY'S WEEERLY
CGRUNDY'S WEEKLY P

“This new paper will shoartly appere. A reely gocd
school paper has been a lon 1t wont at St. Jim's, 'This
long-felt  wont will mow be supplide by ° Grundy's
Weekly,” editied by George Alfred G rundy of the Shell.

“No conneckshun with any othe k whattever.
The new paper will be run by . A. N sted by
an abel staf of subb-edditors. It will make a poynt of
appering weekly, and not once in & blew moon, like some
papers Contribewtions for the collums of * Grundy’s
Weekly * should be submitted to the edditerial of
they will be dewly considdered by the edditor.
of © Grundy's Weekly * is Ewollity! Net kwantity, hut
Kwollity.

hold him,” said Lowther. ‘riie's contributed to the “Weekly
Lowther took vp a handful of the burnt ashes of the W
i (Sea Chapter -

1d now we'll contribute the ‘ Weekly’ to [+
> and lathered Grundy's perspiring face |

“ Look out for ' GRUNDY'S W
CGRUNDY'S WEEKLY © IS 11
L (GEORGE

ALFRED GRUNDY,”?

said Monty Lowther.
ave te hide your diminished

rht to be stepped,” said Jack Blakes
rious matter, and Grundy i bring-
e thing with his rot!

hap can bring out a paper if he likes
wmarked Vom Merry, * He can’t be stopped.”
I think he cught to be stopped,” said Arthur
tus I wegard this as uttably widiculous! I
{hink somebody ought to go and speak to
Gwunday, and bwing him to weason.”
Tre Gen LiBRary.—No. 390,
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And Arthur Augustus, acting on his own suggestion,
proceeded at opee to Study No. 8 in the Shell passage, to
speak to the new editor

He tapped at the door and opened it, and a scene of
busy confusion met his eye. Grundy was seated at the
study table, with a pen in his hand, and written sheets
covering the table before him. Wilkins and Gunn were
also at work, and their wrinkled brows showed that they
were in the throes of composition.

Grundy looked up, and peinted with his pen to the
door.

“ Haven't you seen the card on the door 7 he snapped

Arthur Aungustus turned his eyeglass vpon a card that
was pinned to the door. [t bore the familiar legend-—in
unfamiliar orthography :

“NO ADMITANCE EXEPT ON BIZINE

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

“ Weally, Gwunday, wefuse to take any notice of that
wotten imitation,” said Arthur Augustus, *1wegard you
as an ass, Gwunday.”

“Travel off, please!
to shove yourself into an editorial office in business hours,”
said Grundy severely.

“1 have seen your notice on the board, Gwunda -—

“Oh, T see! You've come to offer contributions?

“ Weally, Gwuaday -

“ Contributions may be sent in, and will be ex
later time can be spared by the stafi.”

“You uttah ass

“But T may as well
jsn’t any use your sendir
© Grundy's Weekly " is g
up to the mark.”

“ Bai Jovel!”

«“Yqur fashion article is utter rot, you know. As for
your poem on Heligoland, it would make a cat laugh I

“(weat Scott!”

“}'m sorry, but it is an editor's duty to be firm,” said
Grundy. T have my readers to consider, you know. The
fellows will be expecting something good, and so T cannot
palm off trash on them. So I shall be obliged to decline
your contributions, *Arey.”

“ You uttah ass ! shouted Arthur Augustus wrathfully.
“T have not come heah to offah you contwibutions for your
sillay wag. I have come to wemonstwate with you. 1do
not appwove of this wubbish appeawin’ at all.”

* Ha, ha, ha!” voared Grundy.

“What are you cacklin’ at, you duffah?”

“Qh, busz off! I’m busy.”

“T wefuse to buzz off, Gwunday.
point out to you i

“Travel I

“That this widiculous weekly will not be allowed to
appeah,” said Arthur Augustus firmly. t

You ought to know better than

mincd

out plainly, D'Arey, that it
n anything. The motts of
. Your stuff ia not quite

I have come here to

“We wefuse to
have our papah pawodied in this absurd mannah !

“1 know you'll all feel your blessed noses put out of
joint,” assented Grundy. * 1 expect jealousy.’

“ Jealousy ! Bai Jovel”

“And envy!”

“Oh, deah!”

“ But it won’t make any difference. I never stand any
rot Now buzz off, and vou can tell the other duffers
that they're going to get the kybosh. I fancy there won't
be many readers left for * Tom Merry's Weekly,” when
“Grundy’s Weekly * comes into the field. Iirst-class
quality is the motto. L'm going to write most of the

1f, to keep it right up to the mark. Good-
oared Grundy.
Grundy jumped up and grasped the inkpat. Arthur

Augustus jumped back into the passage just i time. He
peered ciutiously round the doorpost.

“ (hwunday, you ass—— Gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus dodged back just in time to escape a
stream of ink. He breathed wrath. But ink was too
deadly to be faced. Arthur Augustus feared no foe, but
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he feared for his elegant clabber. He retreated along the
passage, and Grundy kicked the door shut after him.

“You can see how theyre taking it,” he chuckled.
“Simply green with jealousy already. What will they
say when the * Weekly " actually comes out—what?"”

‘And Grundy settled dowh to werk again on an ex
long, opening instalment of “Licking the . Jermans
which was “fo make the & number of UGrundy's
Weekly " go like hot cakes. L

CHAPTER 11.
Something Like a Weekly.
sk RUNDY'S WEERKLY " attraeted quite a lot of
On Wednesday afternoon, Grundy was hard at
He was determined that the first mumber
should be completed that afternoon. Moest of the fellows
looked forward to seeing the first number They did not
take it seriously. But they were sure that it would be
funny, and they were prepared to chrekle over Grundy's
editorial efforts.
But the feelings of the numerous cditors and sub-editers
of “Tom Merry's Weekly ” were different. They were

work on it.

exasperated.
1t was like Grundy’s cheek to bring out & rival paper,
anyway. It was their idea to run a junior school paper.

and Grundy was borrowing that idea in the most bare-
faced manner. But that was not all The editorial
juniors were quite satisfipd that the famous © Weekly ™

could beat all rivals, hands down. It w
“Tom Merr Weekly ” was read by the whole
while the Sixth-Form magazine had hardly any r

outside the Sixth Form. The staid and
of the Sixth-Form magazine were not exciting, while the
junior editors prided themselves on producing really up-
{o-date journalism. They beat the Sisth-Form paper, and
ihey bad mo doubt whatever that they could beat any
other rivals.

Their objection to “Grundy’s Weekly " was chiefly
founded upon the fact that it would be an absurdity, and
would bring-the whole idea of junior school papers into
ridieule. As Tom Merry observed, it would be a heap of
idiotic bosh and bad spelling from the first page to the
Grundy was in the Shell, but his spelling would
have disgraced a fag in the Second Vorm And that
spelling was to be placed en permancnt record, in printed
pages, as the work of a Shell fellow. Tt was onl;
clear how the seniors would grin over it. In the eyes

emn columns

of the school, “Tom Merry's Weekl and 3
Weekly 7 would be lumped togethe and the famous
“mag” would share in the ridicule earned by the

egregious Grundy.

As Arthur Augustus indignantly observed, it was o
« wotten pawody,” which would be generally considered
as a joke up against the gesnine © Weekly,” and it way
up to the editorial staff to * squash » Grundy at onee.

But Grundy was not so casily squashed.

The frowning disapproval of the schoolbey cdit
spurred him on. He attributed it simpl;
the same kind of personal jealousy which
of the ericket eleven.

On Wednesday afternoon Tom Merry & Co. were playing
cricket, and they dismissed Grundy and his weekly from

heir minds. But George Alfred was very busy that
sunny afternoon.

So were Willins and Grunn,  Having been appointed
sub-gditors, they had their sub-editorial deties to carry
out, and Grundy saw that they did them.

Somewhat depressed, the two sub-editors stayed in the
study, or rather the office, that hot and sunny afternoon,
thinking sadly of the motor-car trip and the pienic which
were destined nob to come off.

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

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

“MThis means a lot of work for me,” he remarked, a3 he

s only
v:

to ] H
kept him ont
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read over Wilkine's * Lines to 8t. Jim’s School, seen from
Ryleombs Hill.”

It is possible that Wilkins had been reading Gray’s
celebrated * Lines to Eton College,” for his poem began:

“ Ye distant spires, ye antique tewers!”

However, the rest of the poem did met much resemble
Gray. For it went on:

“ T'rom this high hill on thee I gaze!
Amid these ficlds all bright with flowers,
T gaze upon those antique towers,

And think of past and bygone days.”

“What's the matter with that?" asked Wilkins, rather
warmly.

Wilkins had epent much mental labour on that poem.
and he did not think much of his chief editor as a judge
of poetry, anyway.

“It's the spelling,” explained Grundy. “You spell
auti(er with a “q.” "

ow do you spell it, then?

“With a “k,” of course!”

“Why, you ass—here, what are you doing®"

“Correcting the epelling.”

“You fathead! ntique ien’t spelt with a k.

“If you know more about spelling than I do, George
Wilkins——-" Y

“Well, T do, if you think that antique is spelt with a
“ k1 howled Wiltkins. “ And what ave yon doing now:”

“Putting the “u’ in flowers, of course o

“You—you fathead !”

“That’s all richt, Wilkins, old man; you leave it to
me. Some chaps are born good spellers,” said Grundy.
“ It veally isn’t a matter of education at all—it's a kind
of gift. Idon’t hrn% of it.”

“You-—you don’t brag of it?” stuttered Wilkins.

“Not a bit of it. I ean spell—it’s one of the things I
happen to be able to do, that’s all. T've noticed that
spelling is gemerally very bad at this school. Figgins
gpells German with'a © G, f'rinstance.”

“Well, it is spelt with a * G, isn’t 43"

“At this echool, T dare eay it is!” eneered Grundy.
“ At Redclyfie I used to spell it with a “J. 7

“And weren’t you licked for it*”

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

Wilkins gazed upon his poem, corrected by Grundy,

-with feelings that were too deep for words.

It doeen’t suit

“ Ye distunt spyres, ye auteek towers,
From this high hill on thee T gayze,
Amid these feelds all bright with flours,
I gayze upon those anteek towers.
And think of passed and bigore days.”

“ You’re—you're going to shove it in like that*" gaeped
Wilkips, at last.

“Of course [

“The printer won’t print it.”

“T ghall send Mr. Tiper a speeial note that the spelling
is not to be altered in any way. DPrinters are generally
very bad epellers. I've moticed a lot of bad spelling in
the daily papers. In the ' Daily Mail’ the other day I
gaw ‘ bleed ’ spelt with a double ‘e.””

“Wasn’t that right, yon chump?”

“ Of course it wasn't ! B-T-E-A-D—bleed,” said Grundy.
“T've noticed the same thing even in our school-books.
Bad spelling in pretty nearly everything. But a agccial
characteristie of ¥ Grundy’s Weekly * will be its spelling.
It will set an r:xamlile, you know. A really high-class
school-paper, particular on points like that, will have an
educational value. I shouldn’t be surprized if the Head
sends for me and specially thanks me for it.”

Wilkina could not reply; he was overcome. The chief
editor took up Gunn’s manuscript and ran his eritical
eye over it. Gunn’s forte was conmundrums, and he had
compiled a list of such treasures as:

‘When is a horse not a horse? When it’s afield-—a field.

Why did the cowslip? Because she saw the bullrush.

Grundy shook his head.
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“We'll put this in.” he said. “It will make a sort of
comic velief. But I shall have to go over it.”

Grundy weni over it, with the following result:

When is a hoarse not a hoarse? When it’s afceld.

Why did the cowslipp? Beeawse she saw the bullrush.

Gunn resigned himself to his fate. It was no use
i Grundy was impervious to

arguing  wi
argument,
Grundy, with so mauy corrections to make, had plenty
to do that afternoon. But he worked on with great
industry. By tea-time the first number of “Grundy’a
Weekly ” was complete—more than half of it being filled
with a whacking mstalment of “ Licking the Jermans.”
That ripping story was to ece tho light at last. Grundy’s
leading article, in which he slated the rival “ Weekly ™
in the most ecathing manner. took up several pages, and
Grundy’s poem, *“ Redd War!” iilled a page. Then there
were his Iines to the Kaiser, beginning: 3

‘h Grundy.

* Tirant! and buttcher, poysoner too!
Gayze on the work thy Huns have duun!
Beneeth fzir Belljum’s akye of blaw:
Thy victims lye beneeth the sun!
Gayze on that land once fair to vue,
Think of the crimes upen thy sole;
Think of the vengeance that is dew,
When Hunnish lejions-backwards role.”

There was much more in this stirring strain, and the
only pity was that it could never reach the eyes of the
All-Highest Hun to whom it was addressed. Then there
a short story, hy George Alfred Grundy, entitled:

oreword to Berlin!”  Then a patriotic article, by
G. A. Grundy, with the t*itle, “Raly to the Kullors!™
Then a comic colunn, by G. A. G., with such gems as:

“What is the differunce betwean Tom Merry’s studdy
and a hoam for idiots? Nun.”

On the final page appeared the effusions of Wilkins
and Guun, with improvements by G. A. Grupdy. Grundy
was tired when he was finished, as wae only natural after
&0 much literary effort: but he was well satisfied with
the afternoon’s work. Wilkins and Gunn did not seem
g0 eatisfied; Dbut there was no satisfying everyhody.

After tea Grundy cycled down to the office of the
“ Ryleombe Times " to deliver the copy to Mr. Tiper in
person and give “him  particular instructions that his
printers were not to interfere with the orthography—a
very important point, Having paid in advance for the
wrinting of the number—aleo an important point—
Grundy returned to St. Jim’s, acsured that the proofs
would “veach him by Saturday. “CGrundy's Weekly 2
was going strong.

CHAPTER 12,

On the Warpath.
ek LAT is sauce for the goose,” remarked Monty
W Towther, “is also saace for the giddy gander,”
Monty Lowther made that sapient remark in
Tom Merry's étudy on Saturday as the juniors sat at fea.

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

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

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s opinion was that somethin’
ought to be done. Monty Lowther’s opinion was that
George Alfred Grundy ought to be done. Tha rest of tha
junior editors fully agreed. The only question was, what
wras to be done, and how was George Alfred to be done?

There waa the 1ub.

Blake had suggested a frontal attack upon Grundy’s
study, and the destruction of “Grundy's Weekly ” by
gheer force. But that expedient was a desperate resource,
only to be adopied in extremity.

Monty Lowther was thinking it out.

Towther was specially “up against” *Grundy’s
TWeekly.” Grundy had cut out his comicalitics in “Tom
Merry's Weekly” to make room for “ Licking the
Jermane.” True, Grundy had suffered for his sins, and
es had been restored in all their pristine

But Lowther conld not pardon that affront. .The
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sacrilegious hand that bad been laid on his comic column
was not to be forgiven.

* What is sauce for the goose——" repeated Lowther.

“Yaas, we are awah of that,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Gwunday had the fwightful cheek to muck up our
numbah! We are fully entitled to muck up his wotten
wubbish in weiurn. Besides, it is our dutay.”

“ But how?” said Tom Merry,

“I've been thinking that out,” said Lowther.
are going to give Grundy some of his own back.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“But he’s on his guard,” said Manners. “1I leoked
into his study, and he's got a cricket bat beside him on
the table. He's quite ready for us to try to rush his
proofs.” i !

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

Lowther nodded.

“He won't even post them: he's so jolly ecareful.”
said Blake. “He's going to cycle to Ryleombe and deliver
’em to Tiper personally.”

“YWotten suspicious beast!”

“But that number’s not coming out,” said Towther.
“Tt would make us all look duffers, a fatheaded parody
of our * Weekly * like that!"

“ Yaas, wathah!”

*We've got to nip it in the bud.”

“We're all agreed on that,” said Tom Merry.
how’s it to be dene®”

“Have you ever heard of Dick Turpin:”

“iWe

“ But

“Eht

“ And Jack Sheppard?"

S the dickens—"

“We are going to understudy them,” said Lowther.

“We are going to lay a giddy ambush in the lane, and
wait for Urunsy to come by. When he comes, we collar
him and take the blessed ‘ Weekly’ off bim, and I
suggest that he be made to eat it!”

3 ha, ha!”

I think he will be fed-up with ‘ Grundy’s
Weekly.” "

“ No doubt about that,” chuckled Tom Merry. *“The
silly ass was going to play that very same game on me,
only T happened fo post my copy. What's sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander. Come on!”

The chums of the School House finished their tea
hastily, and put on their straw hats and sauntered out.
George Alfred Grundy was still busy correcting his
proofs, and there was plenty of time,

Tom Merry & Co. strolled down the lane, and selected
a favourable spot for the nmbush

They took cover among the thick trees along the lan:z,
the Terrvible Ti on oue side of the road and Study
No. 6 on the other :

Then they watched for Grundy.

But Grundy’s proofs were apparently keeping him.
Half an hour passed, and several .cyclists passed, bub
not the cyelist the ambushed juniors were waiting for,

“ Bai Jove, he doesn’t appeah to be comin’!” remarked

Arthur Augustus, “Pewwaps the wottah has gone
anothah g
“Oh, h ome ! said Blake.

“Here comes another bike, anyway,” remarked Dighy,
looking out cautionsly into the road.

“ Grundy, by George "

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

huwwy ™
“SHut up, ass! He'll hiear you!” growled Herries.
“Weally, Hewwies——

“ Shus

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

“ Bow-wow |

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Here he comes! Keep back, Gussy!”

“T am keepin’ back, Blake. He cannot see me behind
this twee.” "
. “Your topper’s showing, fathead!” hissed Blake, fr,rk-
ing back the swell of St. Jim's. *What did you put
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on a topper for, you dummy? Do you think Dick Turpin
went out Turping in a topper:”

“He's slowing down!” growled Herries. “He's seen
Gussy’s toppér, and smelt a rat !”

“Wats!™

Grundy of the Shell had slackened down, and his eyes
were fixed upon the point among the trees by the road-
side where the chums of Study No. 6 were in cover. It
was clear enough that he was upon his guard, and had
spotted the ambush.

“Come on!” muttered Blake.

“ Pway don't alarm him by showin' yourself too soon,
Blake!"”

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

Blake sgnmg out into the road and rushed swiftly
towards the cyclist. His chums followed him fast, and
the Terrible Three leaped out of the trees on the other
sidé of the road.

The eyelist did not stop. 1fe whirled his machine round
in the lane. The juniors were not a dozen yards away
from him, and they put on a desperate spurt to reach
him

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

“Stop, yon wottah |” shricked Arthur Augustus,

“Stop, you heast! i

“ After him!”

Tom Merry & Co. rau desperately. Arthur Augustus
stumbled on a stone, and went flying. Blake crashed
over him as he rolled over, and there was a wild yell
from Arthur Augustus and a deadly crunch from "his
topper. Blake had plumped fairly on top of it.

“Yawooh! Oh, cwumb:

*“Oh, you fathead!”

Grundy looked back, and waved his hand. He was
getting up speed now, and the juniors on foot were hope-
lessly beaten, Tom Merry slacked down, panting.

“N.G.!" he gasped.

Grundy, chuckling, vanished round a cormer—to
proceed by another and safer route to Mr. Tiper’s office
in Ryleombe

The disappointed juniors gathered round Arthur
Augustus, who was sitting in the dust, striving to get his
breath. He was also Tegarding his crunched topper with
a mournful gaz

“Got away!” howled Monty Lowther. *“You Fonrth-
Form fatheads, what did vou let that silly ass hang out
hiz topper as a warning fort”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Oh, bump him!"

“T wefuse to be buy
You howwid wuffians

The amaten

ped |
Leg:
r Dick Turpa
ose old maste

I wegard you—— Yawooh!
go! Yow-ow! Yawoooop!”

and Jack Sheppards, whose
imitation of rs had heen such a lamentable
failure, tramped away morosely to St. Jim’s,
Arthur Augnstus gasping spasmodics ind struggling
with his crunched topper, which Lowther had jammed
down over his noble nose before departing.

An hour later Grundy wheeled in his bieycle 4t the
school gates, and grinned cheerfully at the sight of Tom
Merry & Co. in the quad. The last attempt fo “muck
up ” “Grundy’s Weekly " had failed, and George Alfred
felt that he had scored.

The “ Weekly " was safe in Mr. Tiper's hands now,
and the Linix:hegl copies were to be delivered at St. Jim’s
in due course. Everything in the garden, from G. A
Grundy's point of view, was lovely.

But was it? Monty Lowther was thinking again,

CHAPTER 13.

Moniy Lowther Does the Trick.
OSE I can use the telephone, Kildare®”
Monty Lowther made that yremark to the captain

of 3t. Jim's after lessons on Monday morning. ‘T'he

telephone in the prefects’ room was sometimes used by
the juniors, bub permission had to be obtained. But
Kildare of the Sixth was always good natured.
“ Something awfully important—what?"” he asked, with
a smile.

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

Kildare nodded.
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“ Hight-he!”

* Thanks awfully!”

Kildare was just going out, and the preiecte’ room was
deserted. Monty Lowther had choscen his moment care-
fully. Me did not want his little talk with Mr. Tiper
te be everheard.

Tom Merry and Manners followed him into the prefects’
room. looking somewhat mystified. That Lowther had
tome scheme on hand they could guess. but they could

ess what it was.
:+ a final attempt upon Grundy’s ecgregious
“—the last throw of the dice, as it were
unhooked the receiver, and asked f

Lowther v bis
pumber,

“ What's the little game!” asked Tom.

“You'll see, Three Rylcombe,” said Lowther inte the
Toceiver,

Lowther had te wait a few minutes for his number.

He had interrupted an important consultation about
summer hats at the exchange. Hewever, he was given
i tmber at last.

Mfice of the * Ryleombe pes "5 asked  Loewther.

“ That Mr. Tiper speaking?”
Y

St Fimoe
ster Grundy
* How are you getting on with my weekly. Mr. Tipex
owther was a truthful youth, othing would
edd him to assert that he was Grundy, If Mr
to assume that he was, that was eviden
bugines, True, from the way Lowthor
t was hardly pessible for Mr, Tipcer
to assume anything else.
It will he printed this afternoon. Master
delivered on Tuesda s we have arranged.”
u't ctarted vet:”

rundy, and

nake some further altevations jn the
Grundy? That will delay the delivery,

proofs, Master
of course.”

* Supposing the alerations are made at once, you counld
get on with the printing this afternoon just the sames”
“Yes, if they are made before two o'clock.”

After leseons wouldn's dof”
the paper is to be delivered to-morrow mom-

in
e, It isn't

ng.
“Well. I'll get a chap to come down for m
1 oeend o

always easy to get away, vou know, but
chap down.

‘Very well.”
“T1 get Towther {0 come” said Monty Lowther
cheerfully. “Do you know Lowther—a chap in the

shell here®”

*“Yes, Master Lowther has been down to sce me
sometimes about the other school paper.”
“Well. T'm sending him. He'll come down on his

pike before two o'clock. and put in the alterations I
want.”

You
the

will not require

Master Grundy.
altexations are

to be sent after

“Oh, no! The fact is, 1've changed my mind a good
deal about the paper, and 1 want to bring it out on
rather unique lines. Bub there won't be any need of
fresh pioofe. Lowther will go over the paper, and cut
ont all T want left out, and put in what I want put in,
Then you can go ahead with the printing.”

“Véry well”

“Thauk vou, Mr. Tiper.  Good-bye'”

Lowther Tany off.

*“That job's jobbed!” he remarked. * Tiper seemed to
think I was Grundy, didn't he Queer ideas people get
into their heads sometimea, don't they:”

“ Why, you made him think so,” said Mauners.

“I'm eure I didn't eay so. However, ho jumped to
that conclusion. for some reasow. Dangerous thing to
jump to conclnsions,” said Lowther, with a shake of the
Lca. . “Now. when I go down to Tiper's office he will
think that I'm sent epecially by Grundy, and won’t have

a cuspish.’
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“ But what

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

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther looked at his watch.

“1'd better get off,” he remarked. “I’'ve got a good
hit to do, proof-correcting and so om, in Mr. Tiper’s
office, ‘a-ta !”

“But what are vou gzoing to do!” demanded Tom
Merry. .

“Improve ‘ Grundy's Weekly ' for him. You admit
that it needs some improvement.”

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

*Well, I'm going to improve it. This is really
philanthropy on my part. [ do these things oub of

kindness of heart. But I must get off. T shouldn’t
like old Grundy to be disappointed about getting his
paper to-morrow morning.”

And Lowther walked away for his bicycle, and twas
=oon speeding down to Rylcombe, with a emiling face.

Ie returned just in time for afterncon lessons, and he
was still smiling when he came into the Form-room.

Apparently the. altevations and improvements in
“ Grundy’s Weekly " had been made to the satisfaction
of the humorist of the Shell.

George Alfred Grundy remained in blissful ignorance
of those alterations and improvements. Onece the proofs
were safe in Mr. Tiper's office, Grundy had no further

re for his * chkf_y.' ‘The Machiavellian deepness of
Monty Lowther was not suspected by George Alfred,
veither had the many uses of that great modern in-
vention, the telephone, dawned upon him.

Gieorge Alfred was anticipaling the morrew with
complete satisfuction. .

After morning lessons the first number of “Grundy’s
Weekly 7 was to be delivered; fifty nicely-printed copies
of it, ‘and then—according to Grundy—"“Tem Merry’s
Weekly ” was to get the “kybosh.” According fo
Grundy, the old weekly would be put so much into the
shade By the new weekly, that its editors would hardly
care to produce it again.

1t would be, in fact, totally driven from the ficld by
the rival weekly, and “ Grandy's Weekly 7 would reign
in its stead.

Naturallv, Grundy was in a mood of satisfaction.
When the Shell went 115) to their dormitory that night
Grundy observed that the Terrible Three were smiling,
and Grundy snorted.

Like the gentleman in the old comedy, who was sure
that certain persons were speaking aboub him, becauso

1} “laughed consumedly,” Grundy was assured that
the amiles of the Terrible Three were on his account.

cackle I” he snapped.

said Monty Lowther. “We will. Ha,

ou wait till you see my ‘ Weekly *1” jeered Grundy:
aney you won't have the check to publish your rag
again after it, though I must say some fellows have
nerve enough for anything.”

“They have!” chuckled Lowther.

“Oh, rats!”

Grundy grunted and turned in. He could afford to
wait till the morrow, when the schoolboy editors would
be completely crushed.  With “Grundy’s Weekly ™
woing like hot cakes, and all the school struggling for
copics, and Grundy’s literary work praised on all sides,
and perhaps attracting a word of commendation from
the }gﬁnd imeelf—surely, then, the rival editors would
have seneo enough to hide their diminished heads.

But Grundy was generous. He meant to crush the
“_fhat was ebrictly necessary. But when the
" had heen knocked out of existence, George
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Of course, he

them contribute to the victorious paper.
and improve

would have to go-over their confributions
and touch them up here and there, especially in the
matter of spelling. But he would give them all a
cha ance | he had nrcnerouslv made up his mind on that,

CHAPTER 14.
Out-Grundying Grundy!

HE next day there was a general air of anticipati
about quite a number of the juniors of

HJim’s
Grundy was specially anticipative.
His ~ Weekly " was coming home that morning, and
when lessons—an awiul bore lessons, at such a time—

when lessons were over, the great paper would be in his
hands, and would be distributed to an admiring school,
Already, in his mind's eye, Grundy saw |he rush for
the paper, saw fellows craning over one another’s
shoulders to peruse the preciouns :opu s, and in his mind’s
ear, &0 to speak, he could hear fellows re ding out

“Licking the Jermans 7 to thrilled aud awe-s ricken
groups of other fellows.
Then those “TLines to the Kaiser "—it was quite

probable that they would be reproduced in the Press
Some admirer would send them to the “ Times,” and the
“Times " wounld publish them, with a note: “ It is scarcely
credible that these telling verses were produced b
nior schoolboy, but such, we are assured, is the case "—
to that effect

0 er Grundy was anticipative, and that he
thrmah* mornings lessons unusually long; and that he
was '\v..'ud(d a hundred lines by M. Linton for inatten-

What were lines to Grundy at that moment?
Other fellows were alzo looking forward te the arrival
of “Grundy's Weekly.” The Terrible Tht«‘ Wwore uXi-
usually smiling expréssions that morning. o did Blake &
rlvm.l of M

Co., who apparently been in ¥
Lowther’s visit to Mr. Tiper's office, and the result
thereof. So did Figgins & Co. of the New House, who

were » in the secret.

The word “ Dismiss ” was welcome to very many ears
that morping. Grundy was in so great a ﬁl\ vy to get
out that he narrowly eecaped being called back and de-
tained by Form-master for his unseemly haste

He ‘i!of'\‘f] Toby, the page, in the hall, and clutched
him by the shoulder, with tch that made Toby jump.

“0Oh, lor’, Master Grundy c]aculated n-;_\
my parcel come l'ram the printer’s?

Master Grundy.”

“Where is it?”

“On the 'all table, sir.”

Grundy rushed to the hall table.
parcel, corded up in ihick paper,
Master G. A. Grundy.

“It's come!” called out Grundy to Wilkins and Gunn.
“Here you are! I'll open it in ‘the common-room. Tell
all the feilows.”

Grundy bore the bulky parcel away to the common-
room. He naturally concluded that “all the fellows "
would be awfully keen fo see the *Weekly.” As a
matter of fact, they were,

The Terrible Three, and Study No. 6, and Figgins &
Cp. rushed after Grundy, guite eager to see the great
umber. Other fellows crowded in after them, grinning.
“Grundy's Weekly 7 was creating quite a furore,

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

“TFaith, let's see it id Reilly of the Fourth.
it will be worth seeing.”

“It will!” said Monty Lowther solemuly. “You must
note, gentlemen, that this is something unique in
weeklies, There never has been seen a weekly like this
in or out of Bt. Jim's."

“Nevah!” chuckled Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Grundy gave a snort

“1 suppose you think that's funny,”
witheringly. “But, as a matter of fact,
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This paper is a bit different from the kind of bosh you ‘ve
had up to now.’

“No doubt about that,” said Lowther blandly. “Let's
see it, Grundy! You're keeping us cn tenterhcoks, you
know.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Gather round, my
“TLook out for the surprise of yvour little lives!

The big pareel was unfastened at last. Tnside reposed
a stack of the “Weekly.” There was a nice coloured
cover—an original idea of Gruml\ 5, and a great improve-
ment on the old krboshed © \Weekly,” On the coloured
cover appeared, in large letters, the title:

infants ! chuckled Kangaroo,

“GRUNDY'S WEEKLY
EDDITED BY GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY.
SUBB-EDDITORS, WILKINS AND GUNN.”

There was a general smile vound the big table. That
was very good for a beginning. But ere was better
to come. Grundy handed ont the copies with a generous
hand, keeping the last one for himself. The copies were
opened, and the St. Jim's feliows read, marked, learned,
and inwardly digested the coutents.

And a roar of langhter such as had seldom or never
heen heard within the walls of St. Jim’s before, rang
through the common-room.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!

Grundy bad not opened his copy vet. He had been
too busy serving them out, e paused, and regarded the
howling juniors with astonishment.

That irresistible ontburst of hilarity took him by
surprize. There was nothing to account for it, unless
indeed they had all started on his comic column at once.

“Hallo!" What’s the cackle” he demanded.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Must be something wromg!” murmured Wil ins,
opening his copy. \\Tn what—— Ha, ha, ha! Obh,
crumbs! Ha, ha, ha

“iWilkins, vou ass At

“Qh, dear! Ha, ha, ha'”

Grundy frowned and tore open his copy. Then he

stood transfixed. He rubbed his eyes angl looked again.
e could scarcely believe the evidence of his own vision,
On the first page should have appeared the title and
opening cha ter of “Licking the Jermans.”

But king the Jermaus” was not there!

There was no sign of Grundy’s stirring war serial—
not a line of it—not a word—not a syllable!

Tnstead, there was a single paragraph in the centre
of the page, surrounded by a wide black margin. And
the paragraph ran in the form of an advertisement:

“VWANTED.—Lessons in spelling! Any Sccond Form
fag who has a little time to spare is rcqm-strd to eall
at No, 8 Study in the Shell passage, and to bring a copy
of the first spelling-book with him.’

Grundy stood dumbfounded.

(‘mtmnh he hadn’t put that advertisement on the
front page of his own " Weekly." How on earth had it
wot there? TWhere was his war srrml' Hadn’'t he placed
the proofs safely in the hands of M. Tiper. sonally, to
jnake sure that no trick was played upon them? Had
Mr. Tiper gone suddenly mad, and perpeirated this joke
upon him?

Mechanically he turned over the leaf. Ou the second
page appeared another advertisement, having the whole
page to itself.

“WANTED.——A second-
having the same to disps
No. 8 Study, Shell passage

On the third page appearsd:

“OR THOGRAPHY ON THE G.A.G. SYSTEM.

nd strait-jacket ! Anyone
of is reguested to call at
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“Wha-a-at does this mean?” gasped Grundy. “I—I—T
never wrote anything like this! hat man Tiper must
be dotty.” °

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*This spelling’s all wreng, too. Cow’s spelt c-o-w-e;
not k-o-w-e.”

“Ha, ha, ha

Grundy opened his “ Weekly 7 in the middle, where the
leading article was to appear. It was there—but with
improvements. Some unknown bad been over the spell-
ing, and out-Grundied Grundy, so to epeak.

George Alfred’s eyes almost starfed from his head, as
he read:

“Thiss knewe paipar iz inntenndedd two phill a long-
phelt wonnt. Itt wille bee eddittedd inn phursi-klasse
stile bye Jorge Alfread Grundeye, whooh wille keepe thee
mannagemennt inn hiss oan hannds, Hee wille bee
assssisssted buy ann aybel staph ¢ff subbb-eddditorrrs.
Spellllingge wille bee the stronnnge poyynt off thisss
paipar, inn Jorge Alfread Grundeye's oan orrrijinal
stile.”

The spelling was a little more original than Grindy's
own, and it made it somewhat difficult to read. Grundy
mechanically turned over the leaves, and came to bis
story * Foreword. to Berlin.”

The story was there; but the spelling had been out-
Grundied. " Tt made George Alfred rub his eyes.

* Unnderr thee berninge raze off thee sunne, thee
Tongog lynes of carkee-kladde treccopes marrrched fore-
worde. Thaye wurre bownde fore Berrrlinnme, thee
dooomed kappital
Ahedd off hiss e
Jackkke Jimmmsonne, his T gleceming withe thee
batttle. IHeece terrnedd two thee galllantte boyyy:
carkee whhoooh folowwwedd himmme, andde kride
* Phoreword inne the pheeld, mye phine Nows!” "

my hat!” gasped Grundy. at’s my story,
hat fat-headed printer has spelt it all wrong!™
,.ha, ha!"”
he juniors were nearly weeping.
Look at this!” gasped Arthur Augustus. * Lines t
the Kaiser, deah boys! Oh, pway held me, somebod;

The lines to the Kaizer had been greatly improved.

off thee Jerrrmannn® KKKaiserrr.
neintte marrched Subbb-Licwtennante
te off

“PPirrannte aanndd bbuticherre, poyysonnerre two,
Gaze onne thee worrkke thye HHunne have dunne.
BRenceeeth phare BBellljjumm’s skie off blewe,
Thye vikktimms lye bbneaethe thee sunne.

(iaize onne thec landde wunce phare two vu:
Thynke off thee krymes uppponne thye soal;
Thynke off thee venungeennnce tthatt iss dewe
Wenn HHHunnnishe leeejons bbakwarde rrrole.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bang !
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Grundy’s fist, with the “ Weekly 7 crumpled up in it,
smote the table with a terrific concussion.

“This is a votten jape!” he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

. “Bai Jove! Has it only just dawned on you, dezh
4)()\,"”

“IWhat a brain!” gurgled Lowtkh
out without the aid of a net!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Some of yon rotters have got at my ‘ Weekiy,’
mucked it up!” shrieked Grundy furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gimme these copies! I cen’t aillow them to get into
circulation ! Don't take those copies away ! yelled
Grundy. “ Bring 'em back!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™’

The juniors streamed out of the conmo
hysterics, clutching their copies. Notbing would have
induced them to part with “ Grundy's Weekly.” They
had expected it to be funny, but nothing like {hie, And
those copies of “ Grundy’s Weekly " were far above rubies
in their eyes.

The hapless editor had thought of burning the whele
edition; but Grundy proposed, and the olher fellows

thonght

in

and

roem almost in

disposed. Not for love or meney would they kave parted
with those preci capi 5
Grundy Toar and ¥ . and banged hi and

threatencd wildly, and finally made a frontal atta
endeavouring to reclaim the  Weekly ” by main force
Then he was scized and bumped, and l=ft in a breathless
state on the floor of the common-room.

In a guarter of an hour the -
lation all over St. Jim’s, and all the school was chuckling
hysterically over it.

And afterwards, though Grundy begged almost with
tears in his eyes for those cop he could noi regain
possession of a'single cue. Monty Lowther announced hi
intention of leaving his o an heirloom in his famil
Other fellows sent them home to their people
them put them safely by to read again and in, to
cheer them up when they were in low spirite. Fo long
ws Grundy remained at St Jim's he was likely to be
baunted by his weekly,

Some of

B . . . El .

“Tom Merry's Weekly 7 went on flou
mittently. But the first number of * Grund
was also the last. Indeed, after that day

in order to
throw George Alfred Grundy into a state of hemicidal
fury, it was only necessary to whisper in his ear the title
of his famous paper “ Grundy's Weekly.”

THE END.

PRICE ONE PENNY.
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FALSE PRETENCES.

Jack was the cause of much trouble -to his parents.

school hoe was always at the foot of the class. . .

One day, however, he came fiying home in boislerous
epirits.

“ Dad—mum,

At

I have got a higher place in the ¢l he
cried. : ,
His futher gave him a shilling, and bis mother gave him a
sixpenee. ) .

“Now, Jack,” said his father, “ how did you gain promotion
to a higher place?”

“Well, it’s like this, dad,
desk is being mended!”—5
Portsmonth.

" spid the young hopeful.
ent in by J. Garrard, Stam

PROOF POSITIVE y

A tradesman had received a notice informing him that he
was to attend court on a certain date to serve on the ju
“ishing to escape this odious task, the tradesman informed
judge that his hearing was very bad indeed.

What proof have you brought to testify to the truth
your statement?” demanded the judge in a oud voice.

The tradesman had brought no evidenco with him
port of his assertions; but just then en organ comu
play in the street outside.

“Well, your honour, ca
asked.

“Ypg 1" replied the judge sternly.

“Well, I can't!” said the tradesman {
by Miss N. Lee, Liverpool.

REALISM. ‘
“Do you know, I painted a sixpence
broke his

th

b of

sup-
1 to

n you hear that organ playing¥" he

riumphantly.—Sent in

First Pavement Artist:
on the ground the other day, and a beggar nearly
fingers trying to pick it up?”

Second ditte: **That’s nothing to what I did
& leg of mutton on a stone, and it was so real-like that,
Lungry dog ate half the stone before he found ont his mis-
tale " Sent in by Miss Lily Grace, Wolverton, Bucks,

A DRAMA OF THE TIMES.
'Twas night. The stars were shrouded in
clouded canopy o'erhung the city ; vivid light
ghook its fiery darts upon the earth; ti

h
deep-t:
rolled along the vaulted sky; the elements were in wild ¢

I painted
ike that s

EARLY SYMPATHY,

“Borry to ‘ear_about that ’ere fire you 'ad at your shop
last Vednesday, Tkey!” murmured a little Jew to a fellow-
Israelite standing on tho doorstep of an Last Find shop.

““Hush ! said the other, in a low voice, as he took a furtive
glance around to make sure no one was within earshot, Is
Yos next Vednesday !"—Sent in by J. Murphy, Govaohill,
*lasgow,

" ED.
Ihomus_}z;n.r “ Father, i ¥ re, ‘ The beantiful fowers
grew on either bank.” What does * either” mean?”

Thomas sen. : “It means both.  Don’t worry, my child!”
Two hours later Thomas sen. meets his son, who is erying
bitterly. o

;l-.\";'}" what's the matter, my child?”

Thomas jun.: *“Boo-oo-co! Thers wero two apples on tha
table, and mother said I could h "
both she spanked me !”"—Sent
Neweastle-on-Tyne,

ave cither; but when I took
in by J. Crane, Jesmond,

. . WHAT, INDEED?

A mysterious building had been erceted on the ontslirts
of a small town. It was shrouded in mystery.  All that
was known of it was that it was a chemical laboratory.

An old farmer drove past the place after work had been
;:iurr:wi there, and, seeing a man in the deorway, shouted to
him

::"‘Sfimt be ye doing in this place?”

“Wa arc searching for a universal solvent—something that
will dissolve all things,” said the chemist.

“ What good will that > asked the farmer.

“Imagine, sic! It will dissolve all things!
a solution of iron, glass, gold, or anything, a
do is ta drop it into the chemiocal we are about to discover!

“Fine," sai furmer—*fine! But what bo ve g
it inf Sent in by E. II. Fortune, Commerci:

Road, E. ot
TFUL COMPLIMENT.

turer recently burst into the office of
and, with an angry frown,
the latest issue of his paper befors

A DOUB

Svspa,
a marked copy of P

him,

motion; the storm-spirit howled in the air; the hailstones fell “1 am told you wrote this notice of my lecture on ¢ The

like leaden balla; torrents Jemon  Drink”!"  she  re-

loaped from HOUSCIODS; thO e e o e e e e e  TdTced, sternly.

wind whistled. - “1 did, madam,” was the
The murderer sprang from As the “GEM" Storyette Competition has calm reply.

his sleepless couch with ven- proved so popular, it has been decided to run + “Then perhaps you'll be

geance on his brow, murder
in his heart, and the fell in-
strument of destruction in his
hand. The storm and winds in-

this novel feature in
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,

good enough to oxplain what
you mean by stating that the
lecturer full of her_ sub-
icnt"’ rily exclaimed the

conjunction with oar

or;n}aseg; tha thunclert rowle o Lﬂ-dy Sent in by D. Salmona,
with deeper emergy; the con- : ieytonstone, E.
fusion of the hg\gr was con- Published every Monday, - ’ ]"—
genial to the soul of th in order to give more of our readers a chance e
and tho stormy passi of winning one of our useful Money Prizes. . CRATITLDE,
raised in his breast. ] B L) First “Seaside Visitor: ©
Tlo clenched his weapon with % 1f you know a really funny joke, or a short, ¥ you the genileman
u sterner grasp. A demoniacal %, inferesting paragraph, send italong (on a post- jumped into the sea yes
emile gathered on his lips. He B card) before you forget it, and address it to: 1 saved my little ¥
ais his  weapon and :.,The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM,
pounced, with & yoll of B Goygh House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C. ] o X
triumph, upon his  hapless u: = Seaside
victim, end thus ruthlessly Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next $ :shuply‘;: “Then what om
swatted a fly.—Sent in by ; week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. o carth did you do with his
1. H. Strachan, Moor Oaks, 'a cap?”—Sent in by Miss A
Bheffield. T e e e e "a "™ Dabbington, Northampton.
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THE OPENING
Hal Mackenzie,

CHAPTE
Jim Holdsworth, and Bob
crnising in a yacht, the Isis, in the Red Sea, disco -
i ng to a mysterious City of Flame, and form them-
to an expedition for discovering it.
ing adventurcs, they at last reach the land
crossing a great desert, reach the Temple
oi the 1 f they mect Patrick O'Hara, a tall, red
headed Irishman, whe is being kept prisoner by the natives,
and regarded us a saint.  The comrades then come into
lission with Argolis, the chicf priest, who wishes their
deaths.
A few days later the temple is visited by Queen Clytemna
of Shoa, with an_enormous retinue. She takes the three
advernturers and the Irishman under her protection, and in
due course they return with the queen’s retinue to the City
of Flame, and are lodged in her palace.

The priests, under Argolis well as other
enemies, are still working ag the comrades,
night they find that theiv rifles have mysteriously v

bucru Clytemna informs the comrades of
trove, and asserts that the treasurc is rightfully
priests have conspired to keep it from her.

The comrades decide to find the treasure, and, after many
thrilling adventures, succeed in their purpose.

On the return journer. in an encounter with the pri
they recover their rifle

Reaching the palace of Queen Clytemna, they ask to be
<hown into her presence.

(Now go on with the story.)

powerful
and one

The Slave of the Ring.
The officer moved off reluctantly to carry the message to
queen, and, although there was nothing openly hostile
in bis manner, it yet scemed to the adventurers that he was
by no means inclined to welcome their reappearance.

Tt may perhaps have been that Hal's rather peremptory
message gave him annaoyance, for officers of the Royal Guard
were apt to consider themselves very superior persons, in
which those of Shoa did not differ greatly from similarly-
placed officials in Buropean countries.

But if the captain of the guard was annoyed, so was Hal,
and with much more reason He and bis comrades had
gone through innumerable perils in Clytemna’s service, and
only an hour before had been fighting for their lives; and
now, wien at least some welcome should e been extended
te them, they were stopped at the palace gates, as though
they were suspicious characters.

The soldiers of the guard appeared to be indifferent. That
which they were ordered to do they did, and at present-their
duty was to keep the gates closed agamst the *white
ctrangers.”’

‘T don’t altogether like tho look of things,’” said Hal
“(Clytemna_couldn’t have given any order that we were to
he detained here, =0 it seems to me that officer was taking
t00 much on himself ; and there seems to be no sort of entbu-

NEXT
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“A CAPTURED CHUML”.

By ALEC G. PEARSON.

A Great New Story
Thrilling Adventure.

siasm for their quesn among these chaps.”
his hand he indicated the double line of guards
mean now, because there's no special reason to

13
‘ ¢ % Jat
the moment, but I noticed it when we were in the palace

enthuse ’
before.’
** No kind of beans in ’em,” commented
don't care who boszes the show, so long as thes
regular Baturday nights, and don’t have to w
for it.  If 1 was fixin’ up a revolution in this city,
2 hundred cowhoys back of me, I'd rec
whole caboodle between sunrise and
Jim Holdswo grinned his appree
= They'd make things lively m thi 7 he
ol the matter of that, so would a few score
ct is, the people want something to cheer
‘em up.  Now, a good cinema zhow- Hallo! Here's

officer of the guard coming back again, and another fellow

tion.
gloomy old city

- fellow was also a guardsman, for he wore
riking uniform of the cor] the belted scarlet tunie,
ver helmet, and, being an officer, a silver-hilted sword.
He was a fine, stalwart, goodlocking man, with a very

much pleasanter cast of features than the nm}om_\ of his
counirymen, f savage

There was none of that sullen,
on which marred the faces of the others.
*ve seen him before,” ejaculated ('Hara.

v the capiains, ap’” a thrie man 1"

*It’s a comfert to meet a Shoan with
face,’” said Jim.

THe gates were now opened, and Nestor stepped for
raising his hand in salute.

“The queen sends grectings,” he said, “and regrets that
vou have been kept waiting outside the gates.” Here ke
planced signifieantly at the officer who was responsible for
keepi g them there.  “I am to lead you to her presence af

“*Pis Nestor,

a fai cheerful

,!:) doubt she has been expeeting us for some days past,”
Tal.

That is so,” admitied Nestor. “But you are carrying
heavy packages, as though you were slaves,” be added. =
will eall servants to take them from you.

“Not on your life,” muttered Sigsbee. “We hang on to
these now until we hand them over to the queen.”

For the packages that Nestor referred to were the bags of
treasure. It was evident that be had no idea what they
contained, r he secmed surprised thab the qucen’s guests
should persist in carrying the said packages.

However, he said nothing further on the subject. but led
ihe way across the courtyard to the palace, the quartette
following him two and two, as they had marched through the
stroets,

They were conducted to a private apartment of Ciytemna’s,
where she was awaiting them alone.  As they entered and.
saluted her, she rose from a couch, and came towards them
with hands outstretched.

“My friends!" she exclaimed. T was beginning to fear

never see you again—that by some act of

said

that I should
treachery or by accident you had lost your lives, for you have
bm{:n long away. It is twenty-one days since you quitted the
palace—- ¢
“For the great adventure,” said Hal. “Well, we've come
through it safely, but we've looked death in the face more
times than T want to think of.  And we've been the victims
of treachery, too. But it’s a long story, queen, and yowd
perhaps sooner hear it some other time.”
As a matter of feet, Hal was not at all anxious to tell
Tue Gy Lasrary.—No. 290,
_ A Magnificent New, Lanz, Complete Sghoal Talg of
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the story of their adventures then, for he and his comrades
were in need of & * wash and brush up,™ as Jim put it, after
which they'd be c%xité ready for supper. 3

“We've -not been unsuccessful,” he . coniinued, a3 ha
deposited his bag of jewels on a low table of carved ebony,
“though wo've left behind ten. times as much as we've
brought away.”

O’Hara, Jim, and Sigsbee also placed their loads of treazura
on the table. Clytemna opened one, and glanced at the
contents, for she had to give way to her natural woman's
curiosity. fler queenly coldness and dignity was laid
for thera were no Court officials before whom it nes
to play a part. Nestor was a soldier, not a courtier

Her dark eyes. sparkled, end they surely

in brightness, .

T will have supper served in this room.” she said, “and
it will be ready by the time you have removed the t sof"”
—she smiled slightly—"your journey. But w of

bracelet is that you wear round your wrist, Megara N
She referred $o the shackle and chain which were still
fastened to Pat O'Hara's wrist. . He had twisted the chain
round and round, and tied it up with a piscegof cord. .
“I's W bracelet I'm 'most tired av wearing, your Maj—I
mane, madam,” he replied.  “An’ if T eould get a hounld of a
filo, I'd be glad to take it off 1"

Clytemna spoke a few words to Nestor, and , with
the exception of the queen, quitted ths apar Tha
Shoans wera workers in_metals, 8o it was an e wtter to

rocuroe a file, and the Irishman was relioved of his uncom-
ortable “bracelet,” much to his satisfaction. .

“As an ornamint,” he said, it ain’t great shakes but i

kape it just to remoind me the way I was chained up loike 2
wild baste for fifteen days!”
“Well, for my part,

aid Jim, “I'd rather forget that
time i

 Afterwards T'll forget ut,” replied O'Hara. “But now
1 want to kape fresh in me moind how much T owe to the
chicf priest.  I'm hopin’ to pay my debt 1"

When they returned_to the queen’s apartment they found
an excellent supper-laid out, to which they did full justice.
There were nio attendants, but Nestor was present, for he was
clearly one of her most trusted officers.

“Clytemne was radiant, and seemed guite another woman.
The old hard, cold look had gone from her eyes, and thers
was laughter on her lips. he appearsd tc be guite happy,
and certainly sho looked very beautiful.

When supper was finish

Hal gave her n full account of
their adventures, to which sho listened with deep interest, and
some astonishment, used as sho was to sirange happenings in
that city of mystery.

Once, indeed, tho hard look came back to her eves, and
that was when Hal detailed the treacherous part played by
the high priest.

V% He will learn that you have reachad the palace,” she said,
tand that after this it won't ba safo for h s bimseli
here again. When next we sce him it w an open
enemy, leading those men fools, 1 should nama them—who
aro already ripe for revels

#I'vo been mixed up in soms revolutions away in Fouth
America,” put_in Sigsbee, “and know how the game’s
rorked. But thero's alweys two sides. You'll surely be able
to muster cnough true men to put up a good fight?”

Clytemna turned to Nestor, and him how many men
thera were he could rely on

“Porhaps a hundred,” waa the repiy,
palace there are traitors!”

“That galoot_that stopped ua ai the main gate iy one of
them !” snapped Bigsbea.  “I'll lay to thac Wal, rou get
@ pgrip on the traitors inside the palace, and il you can
muster a hundred real good fighting men, there ain't no
call to throw up the sponge. Though I allow the chief priest
muy have raked together a couplo of thousand., Then there'll
be & good few of the people taking no in

in the

gide’s coming out on fop.
The{‘rn not_much acgoun
of them to join in with

“YWhy not issue a proclamation,’ & Hal, * ting
that rebels arg plotting a, u, and calling upon all trus
gubjects ta raﬁy round you?'

“You don't know the men of Sica,"” replied Clyfemea.
#They are always plotting, and row they conspire against
me. 1t is not unexpected. Still, they shall have that ono
chance, though I care little whether or rot they accept tt.
tire of ruling over such people. DBut so lorg as I am in this
olty, T will benjiman‘.”

Her eyes flashed, and the eol.
Then she smiled, snd, with a 7
seemed to brush the subject aside.

“Many things will happen in the next few days,” she
continued, * which even that clever, but evil priest does not
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suspect. And of you, my friends, I have one more favour
10 ask-—another danger for you 4o face on my behall.”

“Name it !" exclaimed Hal. *We are read

“To-morrow,” interrupted Clytemna, “on
nothing to do, and nothing to think of,
you!l"

Then they spent an hour examining the gold and jewels
which the *four  had brought from the treasure-chamber.
Clytemna was a good judge of the value of precious stones,
and she told them their worth in ounces of gold, for money
was no longer coined in Shoa.

Hal made a rapid calculation, and exclaimed:

“Why, that must be fully two million pounds in English
money | Two millions! Great Scotb!”

¢ Great Rothschild!” I should gay!” laughed Jim. “It's
a bit of all right; but we mustn’t forget we're still in the
City of Flamel”

“Kind of place it's easicr {o get into than get out of, I
guess,” Sigsbeo commented.

It was past midnight when the pleasant parly broke up
—and there was O’'Hura’s word for it that it was the bess
rening ho had spent in Shoa- and ‘the quartette made
their way to the room which had been assipned to them.

Nestor walked with them, for the many corridors of the
ancient palace were rather iniricate. Suddenly Jim uttered
an exclamation.

“What's the row?" asked Hal.

“Did you seo that fellow,” said Jim,
the right®”

“1 é-mln't see anybody,” replied Hal.

Nor had any of the others seen anvbody.

“But I saw him plainly Jim persisted, “by the lizht
of that Ihnngmg lamp, When he spotted us, he vanished like
magie."

“(an you describe him?” 5 -

“\Well, most of him,” replied Jim. “Tall, T think, but as
Le was stoofnng almost double T wouldn't be certain of that;
a dirty, vellow-coloured face not brown like the Shoans, and
an ugly twist to his mouth.” .

(Al You could not see, perhaps, if he wore a large
ring on a finger of his lefs hand?”. ‘
“Yes, I noticed it because of the sizo of the red stono
gt in it. He raised his band as though to hide his face,
and tho ray of light from the swinging-lamp caused the red
stone to gleam like fire.” :
“Like blood!" said Nestor, whose hands were clenched,
and on whose face had come suddenly an expression that
was closely bordering on fear. *“It is cerfain you have seen
this man, or you could not have deseribed him. But in
the palaca! He is here for an evil purpose, for naught but
evil has he ever done in all his life. Yet how did he gain
ntrance?"” Z
CThere’s a traitor at the gate!" snapped 8
who is this cuss vou're talking about, ar
*“Ho is known as the Slave of the Ring,” was the reply,
and is & servant of the high priests. OF all the evil men
this city he is the worst.”
“Then lie must be middlin’ bad,” declared
“He must be secured,” exclaimed Nestor, *
that the life of the queen ’

““Then wo've got to hustle!”

le day, with
vill be good for

“in the passage to

igsbee.  “ Bub

5 shea.
r it may be

interrupted Sigsbee.

Another Villain Less.

In the search which followed through the mazelike corri-
dors of the palace, Jim had got separated from his com-
panions, a fact which only bothered him because he
armed. Sigsbee had gone for the weapons, and
under the impression that the American was following
which proved, however, not to be the case. As it would be
wasta of time to try and find Sigsbee, Jim kept on in the
direction which he believed the
of the Ring had taken.

“Tt reminds me of those magician Johnnies in Aladdin,”
thought Jim. “One was the Slave of the Lamp, and the
other the Slave of the Ring. Well, we've been through
some Arabian Nights adventures since we set foot in this
blessed city, and this is another of "em. 1 wonder how it's
all going to end

That was a question whicl it would have faken a magician
to answer. p

Nestor had hurried off to warn the gueen, though if she
had left the room where they had supper, he seemed to
think he would have some difficulty in finding her.

“8he seldom refires early,”” he explained. * But often she
wanders about the palace at night, like one who needs but
little sl P or who cannot rest!”

Probably about half an hour had passed since the search for

ellow known as the Slave

“THE PENNY POPULAR"
Every Friday.

“CHUCHLES,” 1|
Every Saturday, 2



Every ‘Wednesday. “THE GEM"” LIBRARY. One Penny. 3

shori sword from his victim's grasp, Jim turncd to face his
exclaimed, **we shall bs. on more equal terms!? (See page 2

Wresting the

of the Ring had
oly lost his bearin,

- monient. And it was not yet time to act. He wanted, first, to
the find out exactly wh r ganie was.

ignant Slave hegan,

had compl

25 were in dar , and some were dimly lighted, but If Clytemns was in that room in l’mnt of them, ihere
all scemed bewilderingly ali could be no doubt of their intenti They meant to kill
2 , where the blazes am I?7" he mmuttered. “Scems her. Both were armed with the s wht swords—the

to me that—" blades about fifteen inches in length ich were peculiar to
Whatever it seemed to him he never told himself, for at  the country. Jim reflec he must, by haok or by
that moment he heard a nd which held his instant atten- ercok, secure one of these weape othe hn would stand
It was a faint, shuffiing sound of stealthy footsteps. but the s g e if it came to a strogg

d by 4 lo Jim  flattencd  him He wish comrades W vin hail. and he
the wall, and remained perfectly nless. also wished that he knew whe was in l]\\t room. 1o might
esently he saw two men cross the end of the l‘m‘.ldor, ar all, bo the queen.

disappear in another passage. One of them he ree two men were slowly creeg
ae the Slave of the Ring. Noiselessly he crept

¢ forward towards the

= open door, now and again p: ttening themse
. turned round the corner zt the end, and then came out like ]m;_n- loathsome reptiles | on a rock.
Y" a sudden stop. crept forward, too, though in a ent fashion,

se up to the door,
In the room
ctly heard.
was the queen £ r, and as
OFr Was open mmate of the room
oming out in. That was what the pair of weuld-be
watting far.

ltm woman's shadow now. She was coming
o Fhe L:u'u(\ of the Ring raised his han(i
sable to imitate their position, for, if  and the stecl blade, uf the short sword gleamed in the light.
thoy might catch sight of him at any It was at that precise moment Jim leaped.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. I90.
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on them

ge into which he wa
s of the palace, for abou
waz an open door. A
(m'd hear someonc meo
it was the queen!
But he could not now hear the two miscreants who were
bent on seme evil errand, nor at first could he see them
though presently ne caught . of them again, lying fat on
the ground.
J

locking led to one of the
twenty n front of
1t streamed through it,
m the room beyond.

1 deemed it

he vemained »t.md ing
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Ho landed sguare on the fellow, his kneos in tho small
of his back, and his hands between his shoulde:
ave of the Ring gave a curious sort of gasping 9
his fellow conspirator turned to see what was the matter.
Jim's hands slipped up to the man's neck, and he lmmfwd
Lis faco on the stonspaved floor several times hard, Then
ho wrested the short sword from his grasp

“Now," exelaimed Jim, who felt chirpy and
with himeelf, *“we shall be on more equal terms

1

vory pleased

ho was not going to have things all his ow
man had to be reckoned with, and he
strong and astive. Jim_ was as hard us steel, bt he had

ith two ruffians who had never fought fair in

to confend

their s, but were well aecnstomed to take every foul
advantaga of an adversars, One of thern, it is lrue, waz
dazed with the bumping his head had received, but he

cluwed, bit, and tore like o wild be:

vor several minutes there was a furious melee, in which
¥ thren combatants wers hopelessly mixed.  Whenever
Jim got the chanco he made jabs with the short sword, but
half the time it was a sort of nightmare wrestling match,
and he conldn’t use the weapon.

Then, as suddenly as it had comme
Jim wae standing alone and unhust,
dazedly.

A vard away from him the Slave of the Ring w

jously twisted position. He swas dead.

Near him was vord. It belonged to the other
yaan, who had dizappeare He had bolted when he realised
that would have to continue the fight alone with only
a broken weapon, Buf the poins of the sword was not on
the ground. Jim looked again, and saw an inch of the jagmed
edgo protrading from the body of the Sl of the Ring.
Tn tho melee he lad been killed, no doubt by accident, by
1iis own accomplice.
sain I have to thank sou for rendering roe a servi
Bub vou are alone. Where are your friends?”
Jim looked up and saw Clytemna stand
ike a beautiful picture in a frame.

“T don't know,”" replied Jim.

®And then he gave an account of all that had happened, so
far as ho had taken any personal part in the affair.

o had barely concluded when Lis comrades and Nestor
arrived on the scene.

*The Slave of the Ring! Dead!” exclaimed Nostor,
 Another villain less in the world,” said Clytemna.
in my own palace my life is attempted—or it would
been but for tho bravery of your voung comrade "—she nsed

the Fnglish word—* by rogues in the pay of my enemies.”

“Vou call this yellow-faced cuss the Slave of the Ring.™
said Sigsbeo to Westor, *Whai's his roal name? He's ot
one, 1 suppose.”

Nestor shrugged his shoulders.
“It may be,' Le said indifferent “but I have never
heard it. He is dead. What matiers name how?"

Dead men were not reckoned of mueh consequehée in the
Cisy of Flame.

“Tt is enough,” excla 1 Clytemmna, “that thers can surely

ba only one other man left who is more evil than he was
And that is the one who v his master.™
“ Argolis, the high pric
“Nono other.”
" Thers was a pause. lverything scomed to have taken
place with such tragic suddenness that the group had hardly
vet properly gob the hang of things, to use Sigabeo’s ex-
pression,

Clytemna beckoned them into the room.,
apartment, with the dressed skins of animals upon the floor.
and a few of the mas es of furniture of the usual
quaint type placed here and thera with mathematical pre-
jon. Clytemna crossed the floor to a window.
“Come and look out over the city,” sho said,

we fight ended.
stared abont him

s lving

a the doorway,

Tt was a spacious

“and tell

mo if vou notico any change--not in the ecity itself, but
beyond.”
There was, indeed. a marked change, and what they

noticed first was that the ety seemed to be almost in darkuess,
The reason of this was not far to sack, for the giant flames
which formed a fiery semiecircle beyond the city walls had
died down until the highest of them was little sbove the
height of a tall man, ile many of the jets had vanishe
altogoather,

“\What's wrong with the gas!” exclaimed Hal.

The familiar sound of that guestion, which househaldors of
all civilised towns lighted by gas had some time or other
impatiently asked of the world af large, made Jim langh
= “Turned off at the main,” he said,

But in case Clytemna might regard joking just then as
untimely, ho hastened to add seriously :

“Tho supply of natural gas scems to he g
fails entirely—"" )
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a motion of her hand

Olytemna interrypted him with
Then she said

which seemed to brush aside these surmises.
to Nestor:

“You were born in the city, and have lived in it nearly
all your life. Is there any timo that you remember when
the Aames were so low?”

“There iz no time, O qucen,” “ But
when—-""

He checked himself, as though he had been about to say
more than ha ought to without permission.

Clytemna smiled and nodded her head.

1 can read what you have in your mind, Nestor,” she
said, “and I know what you were about to say. It was
that when vour father's father was a boy there were no
flames encircling our city. It was liko many other great
cites whose days of glory and pride have passed.”

“It is as you say, O queen,” replied Nestor, “In those
days the firo vaponr was not burning. Tt was looked upon
as a scourgo of the gods, becauso of the evil which men
had done, when first the great flames leaped up.”

“ And now the end is near,” said Clytemna. “The city is
doomed. When the flames die out allogether it will bo
utterly destroyed. That much ¥ know, and I alone, Not
even the high priest has that knowledge, clever as he is in
many mysteries. How soon? 1 cannot tell exactly, for there
ars some things_which are hidden from me; but in a few
days at most. But until the end comes I shall be queen.
After that-——well, there may be no after. It may mean the
ond of all things for us, too. Aro you willing, my friends,
4o stand by me to the last?”

“We are willing, and ready,
eried Hal, with enthusiasm.

His comrades echoed this sentiment,
exclaimed :

“May the last fight be a greal wan,"”

¢ 1t will be that,” Clytemna assured him,

replied Nestor.

whatever the end may be!”

and Pat O'Hara

The Eastern Gate.

The adventurers had one long day of complete rest, which
they wore very much in need of; but at sunset Clylemna
sont for them again, to_give them instructions for the-final
sorvico they were to render her.

The final service before the great fight.

The interview took place in a room at the east wing of
the palace, and from a window Clytemna pointed out a great
frate sot in the city wall. Tt was immensely strong the most
massive of all the gates of the city.

7t is the castern gate,” she explained, “and i is always
lkept closed. During the reign of five queens that has been
e " It 1a a Tw that it is nover to be opened. Why
anel o daw was made does not matter now, but even my
gnards would not obey me if T erdered them lo open that
wate. Yet when we quit the city-—or those of us who live
fo do so—we must go out by that gate. Tt will be the only
way. You will learn the reason when the time comes.”

“Then it'll have to be opened,” said Hal.

“T4 must be.'" roplied Clytemne, “and that is the task
which 1 am asking you to perform. And it will not be done
by tho drawing of bolts or the turning of a lock, for there
7o 1o bolts and no locks, Moreover, it must be opened in
such a way that no man can close it again.™

“Then it must be destroyed.”

“Yoa, it must bo destroyed.”

“1 rockon it'd take half & hundredweight of dynamite to
do that,” declared Sigsbes. **And wo ain't got so much as
« stick of the stuff, nor any other kind of explosive.”

1 have provided the means,” said Clytemna.

From a camphor-wood box she lifted out a cylinder of a

semi-transparent metal, about two feet in length and twelve
inehos in cireumference. i
thoy i
The

When she held it up to the light
saw that it was full of a liquid of some description.
surmised it was an explosive.

‘his will destroy the gafe,”’ she said, “if you will follow
directions. What the liguid is T cannot tell you. It is
1 ‘ret which has passed away, end is lost to the world—
perhaps for the best.”

“What ave wo to do with the ¢ylinder?” asked Flal.

Clytemna replaced it in the camphor-wood box, which was
Talf-full of some stufl that looked like scazlet wool.

“Yon must take the box with you, just as it is,” she
explained, “and find a place close against the gate where you
can secrete it. There are no guards on the gate, but there
may be some of the priests’ men on the wa fch. Yet they
must not see what you do, even though you have to kill them
te make sure. You understand?”

Hal nodded, and Clytemna continued.

“You will then set light to the wool in the box—it is w ool

“BHUDKLES,"”
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B y prepared—and close the lid. .\hu that there is no
mr,.i for you to do but hasten back ta the palace. On your
lives do not remain near the gate. You “:ll have time to
et back before the liquid becomes heated.’

s uou sure be spry on the return journey,

izebe

" murmured

‘\\-h(-n shall we start, Clytemn asked Hal.

‘\» Nestor wasn’t preszent, they dr(»m\ntl all ceremony,
neme, as she had ed them to do.
judgment,” wi * i

hl‘ during the hours of darknes 3

for | have mudn to do, and many I)!f‘[\d\u‘\uﬂ‘ to make
morning.’
(i

Itation among themselves they decided
r to wait for a couple of hours, by which
s most of the p(‘(\p!u of the city would have ret
vest, or at all events inte their housc For the Shoans
rule went to bed early, and rosc early, about the enly things
they did worthy of -mna!mn
1 was a strange, brooding silence over the city wh
wed out of a | side entrance of the palace, wh
to strike a chill through them. It was_ominous.
was no moon, and the night was dark. Here and

ore a star showed between the scurrying clouds.
Hal carried the box, walking between 0 Hara and S
s behind, keeping a sharp look-out to s
w't followed. In this order they reached the great

wite without having met a living soul.
vtemna had alveady told them there was no guard at
the gate, becanse it was never opened—indeed, could not be
ened by ordin means—so they thought nothing of the
ilent and deserted appearance of the spot. It was not a place
\\I-nm idlers would be lLikely to congregate. they spoke
spers, men do when they are enga upon some
enterprise where secrecy is necessary
ems to me,” observed Sigsbee, ** that the be
fix that box is where the wall buttresses out by the
of the ‘gate. Unless sone galoot comes smellin’ round
for something he fancies he's lost, it won't be seen.
We can cover it up with loose stoncs after we've started th
heating apparatus. Then any cuss who gets too curigus
kely to bust up with the rest of the show.”

“It'll have to be a powerful explosive to- blow this gate
down;'! said Jim, surveying the massive structure. “1 suppose
emna knows pretty well what the stuff in that cylinder

to

t plac
aht-hand

that,”” replied Hal. e cast a sui fi
in sight. ‘e can get to work.”

He took o step forwaid, and the movement surely saved

“his For at the v instant he moved, a short throwir

snear whizzed over his loft shoulder, grazing his cheek and

striking the gate, and fell with a clatter to the ground.

It was a '»(ztr!hn;: proof of the hardness of the Wuml of
the gate that even the sharp point of the spear made no
impression en it.

With various exclamations of anger and surprise, th
turned round and d in_the_ direction ence the
had come. No one was visible, It was as 1} our'h the we
had come hurtling <h space, meteor-like, of
volition

“Be the mortial!” growled O'Hara.
flvin’ at us out av nowhere?”

“They haven’t got enough magic ‘for that, even in Slmu,
snapped Hal. *Someane threw it, and the thrower can’t be
more than fifty yards away.”

“But there’s no place where a cai cou!d hide
direction,” said Jim, “let alone a n

“8epms the paving-stones are alive in this part of the
city,” exclaimed Sigsbee. “T saw one move just  over

You may betl cn
glance aroun “No one

“Will spears be

in that
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yvonder. Jim, you stick by the cap'm, as he's in charge of
the machinery. Pat, you come along of me.”

He ran back about thirty. gm ‘with the Irishman close
at his heecls. Uum they both b 1 tugzing at the edge of
on oblong slab of stone. It came up, und they flung it aside,
There was a space beneath. O'Hara let out & sorf of war-
whoop, and then they both jumped down into the hole and
disappeare

They've found something mu,rwuug," said Jim, a
ful smile. “P
e minutes p en e-
appeared. . They gmnfull, mpl(unl Hm slab of stone.
*What's down thel
“A hole,” replied 3 ig enough to hould twelve
a stack av spea: Ye'il see mow where that

was hidin) who threw that spear what would've

feturned Helo * How many men did
O'Hara. T wouldn't be afther sayin’
re all alive now, not being sure. But they're all hurt
o bad they’ll not be able to enjoy the firework display we're
givin', all froe, gratis, an’ for nothing.”

“We've shut ’om up in a hox of their own choosin’, and
thay can stop there till their friends come to look for them,”

sdded Sigsbee. “Tt's middlin’ like a tomb. Bah! We'vo
no call to bother ourselves with such vermi Let’s get to
work now with this mining racket.”

hey fixed the box in position, and then with flint and

sicel Hal set firo to the prepared woul in which the eylinder
bedded. It glowed like a whole bundle of fuses rolled
straightened himself up.

ihing

if it'd qcf lmt :m;.hh quick.
Fhey started bar a trot in case [ \\.!r\mrn had made a
culation it took the liquid in the ¢
‘(vcumw h o inside of the box must hav
ke a small nace ar}w.-n the lid was shut.
As he reached the side entrance of the palace a
explosion shock the very ground on which they siood,
carthquake. great sheet of fume leaped skyward,
the glare they .saw the massive gate fly into a thov
fragments, while the masonry of the wall on cach side fell in
crumbling heaps.

“ My sainted aunt!” exclaimed Jim.
if you like.”

“That 1

“That was a bust up,

for an explosive,” said Sigshee.
te's spread around some! If the guy
stuff was alive now, and set up in

The Shoa Explesive Com-

that
vake in a fortune.
sounds all right.”
n afraid the neise has woke up most of the people in
i n=1 with a dry laugh.

‘twas enough to wake the

dead I exclaimed

\w‘~l’u

joined them while they were still talking.
“So the gate is destroyed?” he said. ** After this,
ereat fight. It will be a signal. Listen!
athering.”

From the city a murmur, like lhu rumbling of thunder in
the distance, reached Ulr‘u ears. ly it increased in
volume until it became a long, dr\, wn-out, and threatening
re

the last
Already our-foes

o arms, comrades!” shouted Hal.

They gave a cheer and dashed up the stairs to take their
part in the defence of the palace—and the queen.

(Th> thriiling conclusion of this splendid serial
stary next Weadnesday. To avoid disappointment,
order your copy early.

« UNDER THE DRAGON!”

A great new serial story by PETER BAYNE,

STARTS IN

TWOG WEEKS’

TIME.

Don’t miss the opening chapters.
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For Next Wednesday —
“A CAPTURED CHUM!”
By Martia Clifford.

Our nexi grand, long, complete story of St Jim's chironicles
(e revival of the feud betweon the New House juniors and
Knox the prefeet. Kerr, tho cute and canny otz junior,
gets wind of the fact that Knox is cmecr-ug 1 visitor, and
accovdingly pr roceeds to carry out oue of the m;:z‘h-mnllu] 3
for which he is h tep proves | fatal, for whilst
on the school friend. |
acoused of lJm

I

as Knox's

the hands of t
Te

. Crump.
run 'omm-\w school
. and exciting times en

#A CAPTURED CHUM!"

s fos

i
18 te 1nlvl( pre-
vesult of their offores

as a

ENGLAND WINS THE DAY!
Great International Mateh Result.

1 must apologi g the
result of our recent inte The fact
is. it has taken the officials of my publishing office longey
than I expected to arrive at the correct fignr Howeéver,
hetter late |Emu never, so herve they are

Au advance of 21,257 copies on ** Tom Me
nd.”  (In Lancashire alone the ci
an incrzase of over 6,000 copies.)
8. SCOTLAND. —An advance of 15,201 copies on ©*A =on of
sotland

o profusely to my chums for defe
onal contest until now.

3. ~An advance of 9,613 ¢ oi ¢ Kildare for
4 \LES \w advance of 8168 copies on * A Hero of
“Wales.' -
As my rm‘mw- will see

cerned pit up a surprr
a loss as to how to th
of loyalty and devotio
I “ Gem ™ Library.

A SPLENDID ALL-SPORTS STORY.

of my veader clims have recently written lo me

Many,

Jim's and ity rival schools ‘luo'l (l all
cou\buu ina g anm
only too pleased t vrr out the wishes of my
friends all the ‘m-l.l mn a d with My

ng
author, to produ

Richards, the f : 3
I s enfitled,

ot
dealing excl u-:\vl\ \mh '\])u!f

and appe:
great publ
Rookwood—
sented by Lord B
kinds, a sp tendid

compete together 1
wood, There ai
ooting <ol

of

frines,

Such a n)lllbmalm
the hea lov
like to see how St. Jim's faves in “the 3

at onee to your newsagent, and ask for
“THE MAGNE LIBRARY,
Now on mh.
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.n..l encounters hetween Tom Merry &
Fr Courtenay & Co., and
true ‘Burit

(Gl
who are nphnd fellows,

“RPORTSMEN ALL!M™

ilver & Co.,

Jim

and

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

. DBassil and W. George {Reading).—Many ihanks for

po. ng out crror.

C Thomson (Victoria).—-You are not old enough yet to
worry about your future, Continue to do your level bost at
school, 1’1djt give the matter serious consideration when you

out
predominant religion at
rch of England. Don’t worry

:ﬂmul vill fix things up for you. Btor,
cttes meld in all oases be sent in on postcards.” I'm gro
ing just a little tived of repeating this last sentence. W
not glanee at the rules of the competition before sending in
your Juke

I

. {(lasgow).—Very many thanks for
W ‘n 1dnp| it i
. (Maida Vale).—You will fill out as you grow older.
do not worry about your dimensions.
M. son (Oxford) Tany thanks to vou for your letter
and lovalty.
E;)- ‘\mll}'

suggesti

of the s

at

wols where

any

u no information con-
: i don’t llnm\ he will
2Ver a decent character. 1 am sorry I cannot
tell vou the pwl:shm- of -the book vou mention.

Goorge H. Haslam [Bolton) Most of Talbot's pocket-
money 13 obtained by winning cash prizes in exams.

Victor Jordan (Putney).—Try the London S ttish, or any
cavalry regiment, Full particulars will be given at any
u_cmxr a-office. The loyal tone of your letter impres ssed mo
very much, 1 wish FOU CVery success.

H . (l,umm ( ad ©The Gem’™ meets vour require-

in every

A Naval
ours

think

Re’ulu. T O{HLALS.
very ple .x-ul ro know
L a lot uE * The Gem."”
non l'zmk (Hssox) writes: ©* My unclu, who is fighting
receives all my ‘Gems,’ °
lk, and the men are so
) Avey is their great favou

they exclaim, r.m”l night, deal follahs I' My uncle sa;
“Phe Gem ' makes you forgot re ars hullets wi’uzzmg
nd.” Thank vou, * Union Jack !” Your letter adds one
o tribute to the many I have lately been receiving in

the prince of boys' papers.

ills (Chester).—You. want the names ol' a few boys’
ides the companion pape they are
R(-nhn " “The Union J\uk g The Marvel,”

Impregnable).--I am, of
t you and your messanates
Good luck to you all!

r\

tr
: l ops | evel
are r\z\hmri

w eeklies

b
o hp Boys'

and * Pluck 1eso journals are all reliable, but I should
have thonght he Gom," ete., “mlll have kept you fully
acoupi _h[m! and Talbot are each fifteen years of age.

—Many thanks for your loyal letter,
htly better sports record than St
dare is seventcen years of age.

“In Every Way a Friend ™ '“f‘llImunL) ~Harry Noble
is a native of New South Wales. The finest athlete amony
the St. Jim's juniors 13 Tom Merry.

A (Leeds).—* The Gem ” afory, entitled “The Tell-

published on x\prw] Ath, 1908: The best batsman
mior eleven at St. Jim's is Tom Merry, though
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