


‘e THE GEM LIBRARY,
| Editor’s Chat. | iFoiled:Finish
Note :—Your Editor is slsoays b (Continued from Page 20.)

pleased
to hear his readers. Address:
Editor, The * Gem,” The Flechway

House, Farringdon Street, Londowm, E.C.4. ]

NEXT WEDNESDAY'S PROGRAMME,

Our nest Grand, Complete Tale of the
Chums of St. Jim's is the story of plat
and a counterplot between the rival
factions of the School House and New
House. There are many amusing inci-
dents, and it is uot until the last moment
that the New House party find that the
honours of the daﬁ rest with their oppo-
nents.  You will thoroughly enjoy

“ AT FIGQAY'S EXPENSE!"
By Martin Clifford,

‘The next of Michael Poole’s splendid
school stovies of Dester & Co. at 3t
Iatie’s deals with a new arrival, who is
something out of the ordinary run of
new boys. This story is guite the best.
in my opinion, that Michael Poole has
given us so far, and, judging by the great
popularity of this new series, it will meet
with a great reception. You cannch
afford to miss ¥ ,

“ THE BOY FROM AUSTRALIA i

By Michael Poole.

Next week thero is another bright,
chatty story of Jack Thornton’s experi-
onces in Australia. Our special contribu-
tor. “Cooee,” manages to impart a
great deal of mteresting information

abont this favoured country—one of ihe

most important of the great B

Dominions—in a bright and attractive

form. Al will be interested in

% o NEW CHUM FROM AUSTRALIA,”
By ' Coose.”

HELD OVER!

1 regret that it has been necessary to
“hold over” the contribution of ~the
“new chum's” Australisn experiences
from this issue_of the GEM LiBRARY.
Mr. Martin Cliffiord required extra space
in order to do full justice to his splendid-
story, ‘' Foiled at the ¥inish,” and, as
you will see, T have bad a hard job to
pack it in. Jack Thomton will appear
again next week,

ive la France!”

wy
“ Hooray !
Monsieur Morny was beaming as he
strutted across the twrf, his bat tucked

He stopped mid-way to
bow gracefully in response to the cheers
of the onlookers. is convulsed the
crowd, and Tom Merry & Co. howled
with laughter.

The bowling came to Mareel Bardiot at
first, and -he suvagely hit it o the
boundary.

Tha nest delivery he intended should
also be 2 boundary hit, but the ball was
smartly fielded hy lanky-legged Figgins,
who sent the ball to Monty Lowther, who
in his turn almost stumped Monsicur
Mormy.

en Mossoo faced Levison, and the
onleckers waited expectantly.

Levison grinned, and sent down the
ball with a rush.

Mossoo raised his bat _in the same
manner as a golfer does his club. and
when the ball was bounding towards his
wicket, he slammed at it, and a click
denated that the bat had hit home.

“Hooray " velled the crowd.

“Well played, Mossoo!”

The ball went sailing high into the
air, and eyes were turned upward, Bar-
diot, determined to make a single of it,
started to run, and he yelled to Mossoo,
who was taking a breather after his
mtﬁhty swipe at the hall. Mossoo ran,
and reached the other end. Then he
started running again. It was not Bar-
diot’s intention to run back, but he had
to, for Figgins was fielding the ball,
D’Arcy having almost made a catch, and
Afossoo Jooked like getting stumped.

So Mosso's hit put the French score up
two, and the applause for the gratified
French master was tumultuous.

Levison again eent the ball down to
Mossoo. This time the excited little
Frenchman ran out at it and caught it
smpack on the thick end of the bat. The
hit was made with such force, and it
came so unexpectedly, that Mossoo sat
down ou his bat.

A howl of merriment arose from the

under his arm.
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*Up, Mossoo "™

“Run, -man !

*Ha, ha, ha'”

Mossoo leapt to his feet and ran. He
passed Bardiot, and reached his crease
in a breathless state. He would have
run back, but the hall was in. .

Bardiot took the fourth ball of the

aver, and scooped it away for four. T
&fth and ihe sixth balls went for two
each. *
When Fatty Wynn faced Mossoo, the
French score was at 226, compared wi
242, This left them another sixteen to
make in order to make a draw.

The French fellows looked far from
cheerful as they saw Faity Wynn prepare
to bowl to the St. Jim’s French master.

Fatty Wynn aimed a deadly ball at
Mossoo. Mossoo determined to make a
hit. and, to the amazement of all be-
halders, be hit 3t. In fact, he hit it back-
wu.f'nyds, and persisted in making three out
of it. -

The Frenchmen's. score was gradually
creeping nearer, and Tom Merry & Co.
began te feel anxious again, for Bardiot
now took the bowlmg, and they had long
ago given up hope of ever removing him.

th | begrudge

No. 642

Bardiot scored another . boundary to
Fatty’s first ball, and iwo from the next,
leaving seven mere runs to.make it a win
for his. side. :

The last ball of the over, bowever, was
such a deadly one that Bardiot had to
block it.

Once again Levison faced Mossoo. He
sent in & swift delivery, and Mossoo
slashed at it. He scooped the ball high
into the air, directly over his own head.
A roar of laughter arose aw this freakish
fuke was witnessed, As for Mossoo, he
stood there looking at it, wailing for it to
come down.

Monty Lowther held out his hands to
catch the ball as it descended, but
Mossoo, thinking that the ball was about
to descend on his own head, gave a jump
backwards, cannoned into the wicket, and
sat down upon it. The wicket eollapsed
with a crash, and Monsieur Momy also
collapsed. v

The field collapsed, too, and so did the
spectators—they collapsed with merri-
ment. +

A wild, reckless howl of laughter pul-
sated over the playing-fields. Monséur
Morny, sitting on the three stumps and
tho bails, blinked round him in bewildex-
ment.

Ton Dien!" he gasped. “Ts it zat I
am out, ch?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry,
slridin§ forward with Marcel Bardiot to
assist Mossoo to his feet, *¥Yes, you're
out, sir! Musn't sit on your wicket, you
know! Ha, ha, ha!” A

Cheers and laughter rang out, and fthe
spectators, now that the match was over,
erowded upon the field. .

The French fellows, who had lost by
50 few runs, were chee heartily, and
Bardiot, their captain, was “chaired "
off the field with Tom Merry, Levison,
and Fatty Wyon,

Gordon Gay was the first to con-
gratulate Tom Merry & Co.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with the
fiver his noble pater had recently sent
him, had provided a feast fit for the gods
in the Rag. Thither went both teams of
ericketers, and Mossoo and Gordon Gay
& Co. were honoured guests. |

Tt was a scrumptious feed, and Fatt
Wynn in particular enjoyed it to the full,

Rousing cheers followed the French '
team as they drove away o Rylcombe
Station in the brakes which had been
recalled.

“ Hip-hip-hooray !”

“ Bravo, Bardiot!”

“Vive la France!” . .

And, as the brakes rattled away, there
came the cry in French:

“Vive St. Jim’s!” )

And Tom Merry & Co., returning -
doors after a most exciting day, chuekled
mi M“LNM the events which had pre-
ceded the great match, and congratulated
themselves for having pulled off a vie-
tory over the renowned French team,
though not without great difficulty. ' ;

As for Gordon Gay & Co., they did not

Tom. erry & Co. their .
honours. They had thoroughly enjoyed
the match, and, though they buried the *
hatchet for the time Mn{owﬂh their
St. Jim’s rivals, they still bore in their
memories, for future reference, that, in
their repemted endeavours o obtain ‘a
match with the French schootboys, they
had been Foiled at the Finish !

THE END.

{(Another grand, long, complete story
of the chums of St. Fim's next Wednes—
day, entitled ; ¢ At Figgy's Expense fisd
by Martin Clifferd.. Order

“Gem ™ Library in advanee.)
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FOILED AT
THE FINISH!

By . .

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

A Magnificent, Long, Com-

plete Story dealing with the

Adventures of Tom Merry
& Co. at St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 1.
‘The Hat Triek!
[ EADY, desh boys?”
Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy
of the Fourth Form at St.
Jim's, ‘looked in at Study
No. 6 in the Fouyth Form passage—the
study he shared with his chums, Jack
Blake, Herries, and Digby.

These latter youths, arrayed, like
Gussy, in flannels, were standing in the
study, impatient frowns wupon eir
brows. ¢

#Yes, we're ready, you ass!” growled
Blake, *“We've been waitin If an

hour for you. Where the dickens have
vou been to, you chump?”

“Yeally, Blake,” protested Gussy
warmly, looking severely at his chum
through his monocle, *I have been up
to the dorm to change into my new
ewicketin’ twousahs, They are a weally
wippin' paiah of bags, bai Jove! They
fit me a tweat, don't they, deah boys?”

Blake, Herries, and Digby gave
D'Arcy's beautiful nether garments a
glare, and, grunting inaudible remarks,
they took up. their bats and walked from

room. D'Arey followed them.

“You blessed slacker,” said Blake to
Gussy, as they walked downstairs and
into the quadrangle. *Tom th-f told
us to be down at the nets by half-past
two. We've got to spend the half-holi-
day hard at owicket prictice, and we
can't afford to waste time.”

“No, wathah not, deah boy!” said
Guasy. " But a fellah must take time to
change into his flannels, you know, I'm
wathah partic wegardin’ my clobbah!”

As they approached the playing-fields,
Tom Me?;y &P“C-g:\.. aurrounff;d by a score
of flannel-clad dricketers, beckoned to
them to hurry. )

The reign of football had onded its
term, and King Cricket now dominated
the hearts of the sportsmen of St. Jim’s,

The St. Jim's juniors were keen on all

. games; at football they were decidedly
“hot stuff,” ‘and at cricket they ex-
celled. Tom Merry, captain of the Junior
FEleven, performed his duties’ manfully,
and, now that the important cricket
season had commenced, was deter-
mined that ‘the noble traditions of St.
Jim's on the sporting-field should be

upheld, and was keeping his merry men
hard at practice.

“ Buck up, vou slackers!" bawled Tom
Merry to the late arrivals, as they ran
over to the nets. *We've been waitin
for you since half-past two. It's an ideal
afternoon for practice, and we mustn’t
waste time !

“Sorry,” said Blake. *We've been
waiting for Gussy. The prize chump has
been rigging himself out like a tailor’s
dummy again!”

“Look heah, Biake—"" .
*Oh, stop ragging!” said Tom Merry
abruptly. g"l 8ay, %ﬂske, I've spanking

news from Hartley—the place where the
French schoolboy cricketers are staying,
youknow. They are travellin mund%n -
iand, end intended leaving for the Mid-
lands on Saturday. But, in answer to my
appiice,tion for a_game with them, Bar-
diot, their captain, has written to say
that he'll be pleased to bring his team
over to St. Jim's on Saturday afterncon,
in order to play us a cricket-match.
That's ripping, isn’t it?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Top-hole!” said Blake enthusiasti-
eally.
lucky, haven't we? Those Froggies are
supposed to be llnlly hot stuff, and it's
rumoured that they come, they see, and
the‘y conquer, like old Julius Cesar !"

“Ha,

ha, ha !”
“That's .s0!” agreed Tom ﬁerrg,
grinning. “That's why I wrote to their

captain, and asked for a game. I want
to see what St. Jim’s can do against
them. It will be a fine feather in our cap
if we can give them a licking—eh—
what " #

“What-ho!”

“8o0, chaps,” said the junior captain
briskly, “we've got to stick at practice.
We've the whole afternoon to ocurselves,
and we must make the best of it. Fatty,
old chap, [ want you to try us with some
of your famous yorkers!"”

Falty Wynn of the New House, the
champion bowler of St. Jim's, grinned.

e was there with Figgins, Kerr,
and Recdfern, his chums of the New

ouse.

Although Fatty was a corpulent youth,
he was a leviathan on the sports field,
and’ worth his weight in gold ‘to the
Junior Eleven. He picked up the ball,

My word, Tommy, we've struck | 4

and strolled on to the newly-rolled pitch
efore the nets.

“I'm ready,” he said. “I'm going to
practise a new break, which I reckon will
diddle any batsman. Going in, Tom
Merry ?”

Tom Merry strapped on his pads, took
up the willow, and took his stand -at the
wicket. Fatty Wynn stood away from
his crease, seemed to-lick his lips, tossed
the ball, took a little run, and sent down
the leather,

Tom Merry, his eyes wide open,
managed to stop it. Blake tossed the
ball back to Fatty, who grinned good-
humouredly. .

“Play up, Fatty!” said Figgins.
“Tommy's on his guard, bul you can
break it 1™

Fatty grasped the ball, measured his
length, his eye on Tom Merry's bat.
Then, with a run and a twist, he was rid
of the ball, which came down with un-
erring swiftness towards the wicket.

Tom Merry ran forward fo play it,
but the ball, just as' Tom timed his
stroke, m;&vped neatly away, and crashed
into the off stump before Tom's bat came
lown.

Tom Merry gasped as he heard the
bails fall, and a chortle of delight arose
from Fi.a,:gins.

“How's that, umpire
Wyna.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Meery. “Try
that. again, Fatty, will you?”

Fatty tried it again, and this time Tom
Merry managed to stop the ball. Fatty
had two more tries, and the sccond
shattered the wicket.

“Well, Fatty, that's the limit!” said
Tom Merry heartily, as he handed the
bat to Monty wther. “ ¥ou're hot
stnff, and no mistake. Keep uﬁ that
form, old son, and we'll put the kybosh
on the. Froggies properly on Saturday !"

*“ Heah, heah!” .

Monty Lowther was a good, all-round
cricketer, but he only survived two balls
from Fatty Wynn, Fatty, the champion
bowler of the Lower School, seemed to
be exceeding himself this season. -

Blake succeeded Lowther at the wicket,
and stayed five minutes, “Kangarco made
a few nice hits, but retired soon with his
wicket knocked to smithereens. -As one
and then ancther man fell to Falty

7" grinned Faity

Copyright ‘in the United States of America.
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Wynn's deudly 'buwlmg, the hopes of
Toni Merry rose hi

By this time, other members of the
Junior Cricket th:b had-arrived in their
flannels, and Tom Merry picked eleven
fellows from among them to comprise a
scratch team.

Chtﬁon Dane captained the scl'nui‘.t
team, and tossed with Tom Mer;y
lost, and sent his men out to fiel

Tom Merry and Kangarco went to the
wickets first.

Sidney Clive, wha was noted as he";ﬁ
a good bowler, took the ball, and f
Kangaroo.

He sent in his first ball with a rush,
but Kangarco scooped it away ounly,
and 2 runs were scored ore  Clive
again received the hall.  Clive tried
another swift delivery, and all but. caught
Kangaroo napping. Once wgnm he tried,
and 1l Comstalk seared When Clive
faced Tom i mtire :;c{}tfmmti
began, for Tnm mmp ly slogge e
allh uv.eq- the field in the next three
deliveries.

Ralph Rackness Cardew took the next
over, but, cunmng bowler though he

was, he no impression on either
Tom Merry or Kangaroo.

The St. Jlm s Second Elaren yed up
like , and it was evh that

their form was perfect. " i by
Kangaroo had been ecaught ou
hwﬁm of the New House, and Blalk
had taken his place, when 2 fat, dnpper
Little Iigum strode upon the scene.
- Tt was Mensteur Morny, the 8t Jim's
French master. M Morny was arrayed
'lory. for he wore am immaculate
fi waistcoat, and beauti-
tul t:rome mhm patent “leather boots
vied with }us topper in shininess, %
< “Yeo goda!” gasped Monty Lowther,
v:emnggtha French master. myth blinking

eyes. “Just look at M , chaps!

SH Mg..

adevav had just sent the ball down

Jnck Biake. ilake ran out and swiped
a!.

W:H: [y mmy “elick the leather sailed
- away, and of the 8t. Jim's
cricketers foﬁowe?e:.

3

By some weird freak of fate, M. Morny
happened to be standi ath of
the whizzing erick
aee it coming until it w a8 almost upo)
him. Then, with a vnld yell he (hdmd
and a loud bang arose as the ba
noned into his y topper and sem it
spinning into the ai r.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the enlookers,
:mmemeb

M. Morny blinked confusedly round
him, and he scemed to gulp when he saw
his beantiful topper recbning on the
m llal.l huge rhat in xh side, where the

Digby ran !orwu-d px:lmrl np the bal}
am‘l iaued 16 to ('.‘nrdo w. Then he p-cka:i
ha%d it out to

ooeoo—— he said in-
L I‘m aﬁ-ald it’s a trifle bent,

"Ha,!u.lnl" hrlelied the calock

(can00,
He's a thmg qu benuty and a joy for

“You laff me to scorn! Je crois qne

vous prenez a tache de me rendre ridi
cule! Helas] Mon chapean!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monsieur Morpy gazed, with a most
lugubrious expression of countenaiice,
upon his battered topper. The others

ed at poer Mossoo and shrieked.

“'TFaisez vous |” cried the excited little
Frenchman. “Is it zat you pelt me wiz
z8 bal]? You did trow him on ze pur-

"On ze hai, sir!” murmured Monty
Lowther, and there was a shout of
laughter.

Monsieur Morny dashed his togper to
the ground in a fit of passion, and fairly
‘danced —fortunately, not upon his Ink.

“You make me to tear ze hair,
bad gucon:’ > he shrieked, “Mon
chapeau, ¢’est ruine—oh, mon Dieut! Je
vous donnerai un coup de main,
¥ will smite you on ze nose !'”

*Look here, Mossoc—' began Blake
in alarm, as Monsieur made a dash aeross
the plteh towards him. “I didn’t mean
—it was only an accident! Yaro h 1"

Blake staggered back and cn.ahad into
the wicket, which colla

“Ha, hn, ha !”” roared ) nty Lowther.
"Hovy’s that, umpire? You're out,
Blake 1*

“Excuse me, sir,” said Tom Merry,
coming upIi and stifling his laughter.
“Blake dido't do it purpe You—

e b to get in the way of
the ball—"

Mossoo calmed down somewhat, and
bhnked first at Blake, then at Merry

“Ja it zat it was von accident, zen?’
he demanded. " Blake, you did not bash

pean on ze parpose?

“Nunno sir |”” growled Blake, rubbing
his nosa lngubn uely. “You got in the
way of the ball, and—"

“Zen it is zat I apologise, Blake,”

Mossoo. But mon lovely

“Ceil ¢
ohlpuul I zink zat you shall not eon-
tinue wiz ze gume, mdw—_

a8 Mossoo !> Merry.
“We Tmust knep on witii tha game! It's
cricket, and—

*But it’s not ze cricket to smite mon
chapeau,” said Monsieur Momy indig-
nantly. "All ze poys will go avay tout
de suite 1

<y Bll‘ m**""’-"

“Ce n’a fait rien!” said the French
master. “Ja comprnlda zat my ruin
chapeau - was vun -sccident, but ze
accident must nnt oceur vonce more !”

'Ihe 8t. Jim’s cricketers looked glumly | ¢

each other,

“ Look here, Massuu * said Tom Merry
desperately, “We must keep up our
practice. We've a most rportant match
to ﬁ]i y on Saturday, with a anah teamy

“Eh "

““We are playing some French fellows
wha are touring England &ir,” explained

Merry. “It’s only by luek that
we've managed to secure a game with

them, and we simply must practise, sir
because they are suc! {: a strang toam 1
' Allons dome!” gasped Monsieur

Morny, evidently in grest _surprise,
"You ’play ze criquet avec les Francaie?

* “Mon dien " g M. Morny, ray, i phe-
mﬁ a h.ld upan hw 'heavm§
is ruin! Oh, you
veekld g‘reon i
“Borry, sir!” bawled Blake, who was
chuekling., “It was quite an accident,
you know I”
“‘Ha, ba, ha!” roared the others, for
the expression upon the French master’s
face. was really too funny fer worda. -
“Ceil I cried M. Morny, going red, as
the laughter of the bo s stung is ears.
.. THE GEM Lun.any —XNo. 642.

t mais ! Is zat ze troot, Merry 2"
"'I‘hu.tathetmth,m"’m Merry
eagerly. ‘' The Frngglen—l.hems—the
French team are comung over hera on
Sd:urdw to_play us, air. Tiut'a why
we re practising—to get ready for ‘em !”
“Eh, bien!” exclaimed Monsieur
Momy. ““Zat is very goot ! Conmme
wiz ze practiss of ze criquet, .mes
t pleage me very mooch to au
26-news, and 1 look towards ze
what you call him, on Sa.l‘furd.ly_ Allez
¥qus en ! E
“Oh, thank you, Moasdo |’

4 Gnmma.r

Monsieur Morny seemed to have quite
s D e S o e ot
were a o
wnmcnunh'yrm Satarday.
Huuoo was quick to lase hu temper, but
) quwkT t)?[ regu; ét. And ll;lh:: news-
t Fom Merry were_playing &
@] O

Freneh cricket team to. com-
pletely mollify him.
hsIf i.l Mmm sizolled off ﬂ;: pll:gh
tered r, hn made bis way over to
the Sel “Honse, h en
the ericket-pitch,

** Well, Mossoo’ s the Hmit | b
Monty Lowther, *“He's all fire md
brim one minute, and as meek and
mild as a baa-lamb the next. Good old

= codness he didn't 3!
gm!" nufTom Merry. "N oy N

mr

aps, Jot’s get on with the wadnng
I’ ve to a to the fi

e e e e o«

hbho, Tonml"
ey [

Cardaw took” the ball, the fieldsmen
resumed their ., and the scratch
mf:Ch " full

wng in ful amng 1 whcn the
dapper i‘- of Mmu?u.; Morny re-
appeared m the qua&ahxh mp[endent
in & new

Mossoo not venture near the

cricket.-, m\md but
per t(g\'.ha 'ar::m wnlked straight

me &he i ﬁe]da came _ th

ofp Iut?\gr meeting :ﬂ’uwe
nnd lhe shouts of the schoolboy
cricketers.

The heroes of the Lowcr School at St.
Jim’s spent all the afternoon on the
cricket-ground, and when the scrabch
match was ovet, the Junior Eleven re-
tr:l‘nai to the tv:kshop. wictors by 82

ns,

And, having regaled themselves .w
gmgerpop ‘and d?:lghnntu, e Me:;l
‘\d’om¥ Lowther, and Mannug strolled
out of gates and down to be, in
order .to fetch two mew hats ¥ Lnd
ordered a week ego from the sports out-
ﬁt'ii‘ehrl

ey were feeling extremely pleased
with themselves, and with the pgl:o?mu of
the Junior EIBverl and they locked for-
ward very engerly to the great match
with the French tanm on Saturday,

Cm S.

E’VE been unne in the eye!”
said Gordon Gay.
"Andbhy tbos?-um. .Tm!;j
ps, by gum! TOW.
Jack W.rmtton b

uulbuys, wearing the Rylcombe
8chool cap, were ling up
Rylcumbe Lane that afterncon. Gordon
Gey, the leader of the Grammarians,
woré a worried frown. His chums,
‘Woatton - major and W n  minor,
Frank Monk, and Mont Blong, also

loalzed a trifle worried.
n Gay smote his left hand with

Gorde:
his, right fist.
‘;nIt’ beM 1% !!;ed n?lg; * We're not
g to-be super: Fom Merry
Eo They’ve Fy with the
u-nellmg Fre: , when we
wanted to play "em.’*

i Why dide’t you write to that chap

Bardiot befareband, then?”. grawkd'
Frank Monl|

Gordon Gay glared a, his chum

“Haqw on urth did l koow that those
8&. Jim’s chumps would tumble to the
same ides I’ he demanded. * Of course,
they must bave. heard of haw a .of
French schoolboye were mumz nd,
playing cricket .with local clubs, but I

didn't think they'd Inve the nerve 10
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There was a wild yell from Monsisur
his'lovely topper with a loud bang and sent it spinniog into the air.

Morny and he ducked,
{See Chapter 1.)

but just too late.
“Ha, ha, hal”

The cricket ball cannoned Into
roared the onlookers.

write "in the Froggies, asking for a French team would agree, he imagined

game,

“Well, that's exactly what they have
dona,”dsnil;i Harrg' Wogtmn.

“ And they've bagged a game,
said Jack Wootton. =

wAnd as the Froggies are travelling
North on Monday, we sha'n't have &
chance of a game at all!” chimed in
Frank Monk glumly.

Gordon Gay' growled.

Much rivalry . existed between the
heroes of Rylcombe Grammar School an
Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s. They
were  sworn foes, and eince time im-
memorial had been on terms of the
keenest enmity.

Gordon Gay prided himself on bein;
an astute leader of the Grammar Bchoo%
juniors, and was confident that the
Grammar School was far and away the
better school of the two. Tom Merry &
Co, were equally convinced that St. Jim's
was much superior in all things to Ryl
combe Grammar School, and therein lay
the root of an unfagging warfare. For
terms past Tom Merry & Co. and Gordon
Gay & Co. waged fierce strife, each intent
on “putting-the kybosh " on the other,
and each having the honour and prestige
of his own school religiously at heart.

Cordon Gay bad written to Marcel
Bardiot, the captain of the travelling
«French team, asking whether it might be
ATTAn for the French fellows to play
= cricket match with Rylcombe Grammar

- Sechool on Satiurday. Gordon Gay had
congratulated himself, when vriting -this
letter, that he had stole: i

n a march on his
Bt. Jim's rivals, and, confident that the

too!”

that Tor Merry & Co, would be ready to
tear their hair when they heard that the
Grammarians had played a match with
the famous French toam.

But when, a day later, Gordon Gay had
heard from the French captain to the
effect that a match had already been
fixed with the St. Jim’s Junior Eleven
the hero of Rylcombe Grammar School
had received a decided shock. It was gall
and wormwood to him to realise that

d | Tom Merry had stolen a march over him,

and’ when he contemplated the situation
he Telt ready to tear his hair himself.

“Oh, won't the beggars crow over it if
the match does come off !” groaned
Frank Monk. *We shall have to hide
our diminished heads, Gay.”

_ Gordon Gay rammed his hands decp
into his trousers pockets, and the light
of determination entered his eye.

“Jf 1 can possibly help it,” he said,
“¢hat match between St. Jim’s and the
Froggies won't come off—if I can work
the giddy oracle, we'll play the Froggies
instead of Tom Merry & Co.” p

“But how is it to be worked?”
demanded Harry Wootton. e

Gordon Gay shook his head, and sub-
sided into the depths of thought.

Together the chums of the Grammar
School walked down the lane, contem-
plating the problein of how to frustrate
the match between St. Jim's and the
French team, and “bag” the match
themselves.

Suddenly Mon: Blong, the French
junior, uttered a warning hiss, and

stopped.

“Teonez!” he whispered. “I hear ze
footsteps on ze road " 3

Goraon Gax & Co. etopped to listen.

“ By hokey, it sounds like Tom Merry
and some of his gung&" exclaimed
Gordon Gay swiftly. *“We're in luck,
chaps, if it is. Here, duck into ambush
behind those bushes—quick! If Tom
Merry & Co, amble along here, we’ll cop
them on the hop, and, perhaps, try a little
persuasion !” .

*Oh, good!”

Three Gigures rounded a bend in_the
lane as the heroes of the Grammar School
darted into seclusion behind'the bushes.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
wera. returning  from R{lcom'be. ‘Tom
Merry had the bats tucked beneath his

arm.

The Terrible Three of the Shell Form
at St. Jim's strolled blithely along, bliss-
fully unconscious that enemies were lurk-
ing in the bushes beside the lane.

With the stealth of Red Indians, the

five Grammar School juniors crept out of
concealment, and hind  the wun-
suspecting St. Jim’s fellows.

“Yaroooogh!"” roared Tom Merry, as
an arm encircled his throat end dragged
him backwards. * What the—Yerrrug!”

“Hellup!” gurgled Monty Lowther,
who was asailed by the two Woottons.
“Rescue, St. Jim’s—Dooooch ™

Manners, with Frank Monk and Mont
Blong on top of him, was helpless.

The Terrible Three were taken com-
pletely by surprise. In a twinkling the:
were down and out, reclining at fu
length on_the grassy bank of the lane,
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wita Gordon Gay & €o, sitting upon

their cheats. -

“Gob yow, my beauties!” chuckled
Gordon Gay, mhiling a eherublike smile
at Taom Merry. “You didn't expeet us
s0 soon, did you?”’ s

“ Yoh—yon—you—"' gasped Tom

arry, gazing at his capters in breathless
wrath, “ You rotters, what's

the little
game 7"

“Lemme get up!” bellowed Monty
Lowther, ar,rug%]mg beneath the com-
bined weight of the Woottons. “Tli
npi{iimt!e you, you—you bounders! -1

_"Hush, hush!” said Gordon_ Gay
chidingly. *“II he doesn’t hush, Jacky,
stuff a Jump of grass in his mouth, wi

“What-ho I grinned Jack Wootton,
pulling a lump of turf from the bank.

Monty Lowther blinked at the turf,
and, deeming discretion the better part of
valour, he wrathfully subsided. .

“The vanished St. Jim's juniors gazed
at Gordon Gay & Co. with homicidal
looks.

“\Vell, yon beggars,” said Tom Merry,
with an effort to be calm, “what have
vou captured us for—a rag 7

“Bravo! You've hit the nail on the
head fiest fe, Tom Merry !” said Gordon
Gay sweetly. -“We're going to rag fou
until you agree to a little propesition I'm
going to make to you.”

W A proposition #" gasped Tom Merry
in wonder. “What on earth are you
driving at, you ase?”

Gordon Gay cbuckled ﬂee:?ly. .

“Hearken unto me, frail children of
dust1” he said. “You are playing a

ericket with_the famous French
so}le?lbcy team on Baturday—is that not
0!

Tom Merry started, and looked in
wonder at Gordon Gay.

“Tg that mot so?” demanded the
leader of the Grammarians,

“Ves, we've fixed up a match with the
French fellows,” replied Tom Merry.
“YWhat's that to do with you, Gay?”

“YLots)” replied Gordon Gay cheer-
fully. “We want to play the Froggies
instead—see 1"

* Wha-a-at?”

«T¢’s like your cheek, anyway, to ask
a rospectable team of cricketers to play
you,” said Gordon Gay severely. “A
team of French poodles is more about

your mark, I shonid think, Fou Merry.”
"Loo% ﬁeﬁ, you‘mjy — #
ran Tom Merry, D, .
besN_aw now ” m&tﬁn Gay

saothingly, grasping one of ihe bats
which had fallen to the ground, and giv-
ing Tom Merry a playful tap on the
head. “Don’t get excited, I implore
thee! T was just stating a howling
truth. You can’t play ericket for toffee;
you know that, Tom Merry, ‘'t you 7™

“Rata!” hooted Tom Merry furiougly.
“Wait till we mest you on the field, you
wasters—we'll show you what 8t. Jim’s
can !da‘ Why, we—we'll knock spota off

i

“ Hear, hear | bawled Monty Lowther
and Manners.

Gordon Gay laughed scornf‘\lﬂdtl

“You are labouring under delusions,
old beans !” he said. _* Wait till the time
comeé—that's all! However, that is not
the case in point. You've fi up &
match with the Froggies for Saturday,
and you've likewise got to, back out of it,
in our favour! Got that?”

. Tom Merry and his fallen chums stared
incredulously at Gordon Gay.

“Did you speak!” asked Tom Merry
faintly. *‘Say it again, Gag!”

“ Certainly, old sport!” said Gordon
Gay cheerily. * You've got to seratch
that fixture, Tom Merry, so that the
Froggies will be free to play usa match !
That is the drift of my remarks !”

“Why, you—you cheeky cads |” gasped
Tom Merry. “Of all the nerve—="

“Wa won’t do it!” howled Monry
Lowther fiercely.

“No fear " chimed in Manners.
L I %-lu.mmaﬂans,l fing

‘erril res securely on grass,
chortled mightily.

“You've gob to!” said Gordon Gay.
*“Look here, Tom Merry, we want the
distinction of playing - these Froggy
cricketers, and there’s a great possibility
of us lwinng them. We don’t exaetly
wish to do you out of the match, but the
Froggies are only available for Saturday,
and therefore the Grammar School, being
the first and foremost school in the whole
county, must be the ones to play them.”

“Rats 1 enapped Tom Merry.

“And many of 'em!” blurted out
Monty Lotvther, *Go and eat coke, you
Grammar Schiool wasters! Yow've got a

retty high opimion of your Home for
oulting Maniacs, haven't you?” -
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the |

| & Co. followed
o

*“Now, don't be swsey ! sank Gordon
Gay warningly. “I don’'t mean to be
, ‘you fellows, but you really must
ced to scratch shat match with
s French team. ij]ffu promise to
write to Bardiot, and him you are
sorry you will be unable to fulfl the
fixture, Tom Merry, all will be well. 1
ﬂou—vzeu, there are ways and means, you
now.”
Tom Merry & Co. glowered at Gorden

Gay.

“You'll never make me give in, you
rotter 1 said Tom Merry, between his
teel «We've fixed our matelt with the
French fellows, and we're P]Ayin ity 1
teckon. Wild horses wen't make us
soratcli the fixture, so you can do your
worst I'*

“Ha can’'t do much, anyway,” said
Manmers quietly.
Gordon Gay withdrew & pair of poclret

scissors from his et, and snipped

them.
Pom Merrs & Co., and_ the other
Grammeriars looked at Cay in wonder.
“Theso semsors will work the giddy
oracle, I think,” chockied the Gramnianr
Schiool leader.  * Now, Tom Merrﬁ,ev;lﬂl
t X~

write ta scratch
iure in our favewr?™
“ Never " szid Tom Merry lrasr;lnbe}y.
ey ?”

“What are you geing to dopsGay?
goHold s Soge tighe, Monk 1" ordered
n 8,
& Frank Monk

Greatly
gral Tom Merrye legs, and held
them, despite Tom's vi us  kicks.
Gmdeu%har;i!oleudnr iny assistance

or I might
Gay, bending
g seissors. ‘T'm
gzing to cut your trousers off at the

e 1
Pom Merry groaned, snd gazed dis-
him. He realised that his

mally around
position was a most precarious one.

Suddenly, as his gaze wandered to-
wards a clump of bushes up the lane, a
ray of hope lit up his countenance.

or three fellows had come into view—

one, long and y, another short and
plump, and the other sturdy. They were
Figegins, Fatty Wynn, and George Kerr,
the heroes of the New House at St.
Jim’s. |

Figgins & Co. stopped short when they
beheld Tom Merry, anners, and
Lowther in the toils of the Grammarians,
Then Tom Merry let up a great, ringiog

shout.
“Rescue, St. Jim's! Buck wup,

Figgy "
) ‘g'gdou Gay & Co. wheeled round, and
gazed with startled eyes at the new-

comers.
%“Qh, crumbs! That’s done it1”
Gordon Gay, in dismay. “This
{5 where we slide, chaps!™

“ oot !" muttered Frank Monk.

The Grammar Scheol joniors jumped
up from their captives, and a bolt
up._the lane.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were now
sprinting towards

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther,
now released, jumped to their feet.

 After "em, chaps !”” eried Tom Merry.
«Nab the rotters before they bunk !"

“Hurrsh 1"

B B e Rt e

-]

d from their h t, Figgins
suib.

hoeted  Gordon B
scrambling over a fence after his chums.
- You’u?!nne us in the eye, Tom Merry,
but you'll never catel uat Rats!™

The St. Jim’s fellows, seeing that por-
suit was hopeless, soon gave up the chase.
Chortling mightily over the’ discomfiture

-wonderin'g‘,

“Yah ¥



" The Terribls Thres were

taken sommpletely by surprise,
length on the ground, with Gordoa Gay & Co. sitting upon their chests, '*
o ¥ Gay. {See Ohapter 2)

In a twinkliing they wers down and out, reclining full
Qot you, my beauties ! '* chuckled Gordon

of the Grammarians, they strolled away
. from the scene, and wended ir foot-
steps back to St. Jim's.
Meanwhile, Gordon Gay & Co., with
feclings that were unut:amble.odtmm;;ed

back towards the (Grammar School.

“What a giddy frost!” moaned Frank
Monk. “‘Weé're dished, diddled, and done
properly”

Gorden Gay smote the air savagely.

“We may be for the present, but we
sha'n’t be,” ho said, “We'll do the
beggars out of that match, and play the
jl:'jrogggms ourselves. Bows, I've got an
idea !

“Go and bury it!” growled Wootton
major. “Brrrr! Look at my trucks!
I'm fed up!”

n Gay snorted. .

“Now, don’t he discouraged, you
bounders!” he said. *Just listen to my
wheeze, and I'm sure you'll think it's top-
hole. These Froggie chaps don’t know
8t; Jim's, do they, and if they were
shown imto the G i

mto TaEITnAT ¥ mis-
ml;"thu_y'd be mone the wiser. Got

4 ¥ briskly,

into ho&hme :::i’m?om
Our scl an o

Merry & Co. out of the g‘ay. ‘gte'n we

shall be free to play the Froggies—see?”

“H'm!" said '\geoﬁton minor dubiously.
“Tt mi be worked, but what about
Tom Merry & Co.?"

“Ah!" grinned Gordon Cay. “That's
where the real beauty of my wheeze
comes in. Mont Blong, old sport, you've
gﬁ to "°f§,‘?-ﬁ a game of spoof on Tom

“2oi?" asked the French junior, in
surpﬁr’ue. “Qu’est ce gque ze spoof, mon
ami?"”

“Well,” said Gordon Gay, “you're a
Froggie, Mont Blong, and I want you to
impersonate Bardiot, the F captain,
you know. Tom Mezrry's never seen him,
and if you call on Tom Merry to-morrow,
and impersonate the Froggy cricket cap-
tain, he’ll be none the wiser."”

*Mon Dieu !”
veying Gay in samazement.
z0 iz‘:ﬁlersonaiioa—_za spoof "7

“Why, you've simply got to tell Tom
Merry that you will be unable to bring
the French team:to St. Jim’s on Satur-
day, but say that the match can beE]a.yed
at Hartley, if the 8t, Jim's Junior Eleven
will travel over there—see? There’s no
need to tell lies—for I hate whoppers!
Tom Merry will be spruced, and on
Saturday he and his team will iravel
over to ey, while the ¥roggies will
be travelling here. We'll intercept the

gasped Mont Blong, sur-
“ Pourquoi

F ies at Wayland, and bring them
to | B.t(.DS‘rﬂl-a::mmar gcho‘ci:'l They'll be none
the wiser, and we'll play 'em instead of

Tom M Co. Those bounders will
have a series of blue fits, I reckon, when
they arrive at Hartley and find the
French feHows departed. Ha, ha, ha!
If you'll only do the needful, Mont Blong,
we'll come out top dogs, after all,”
“Eh, bien, mon ami"” said Mont
Blong, beaming. “I will ze trick work,
You can on me rely.”

“Bravo, Mont Blong!” said Gordon

Gay heartily, “We'll put the kybosh on
‘those Bt. }Lm g "

's bounders properly on
Baturday, and make ’em sing small—eh,
what 1" =

““Rather!” said his chums.

And, feeling a trifle more cheerful now
that Gordon Gay had propounded another
wheeze which seemed likely to work, the
Grammarians tramped homeward.

CHAPTER 3.
Information Received!
and

T AP!
Tom Merry, Manners,

Lowther were sitting in Study
No. 10 in the Shell passage after

tea next dng, discussing the team for the

great match ‘on Saturday, when a fap

sounded at the door. .

THE Gey Lisraxy.—No. 642,
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= Clome jn!"” bawled Monty Lowther.

In response to Monty’s call, the study
door opened, and a fat, podgy countenance
apreared. This countenanse was followed
b{ a fat, plump body, and Baggy Trimble
of t ourth stood reveal

ed.

The Terrible Three viewed Baggy with
far from welcome looks.

“g] o, porpoise!” snapped Tom
Merry., “We're bu3f1"
But Baggy Trimble, instead of depart-
ing in haste, came right into ‘the
study and closed the-door.
Heo had a doep, knowing look upon his
podgy features, and there was an air of
mystery about his wbole being.

‘T've got somiething to téll you fellows
about—"" he G

“Qh, news garnered from somehody’s
keyhole?” asked Tom Merry. “Run
away, Trimble, we don’t want to listen rr

Bay Trimble glowered at. the
Terr&EThi‘ee.

“(Oh, really, you rotters, if you're i
to give me the oold-eho?lder like t is,n%
sha'n’t tell you the important news,’
said the fat youth of the Fourth peev-
ishly. “It’s jolly important news, I can
assure you, Tom Merry. It's about your
match ~with the French fellows on
Saturday.”

The eyes of the Terrible Three opened
wide, and they stared inquiringly ab
Bagig,oTrimbla.

bl ut our match on Saturday
asked - Tom Merry, “What are you
driving at, Baggy?”

Baggy Trimble sat down in the arm-
chair and winked at the Terrible Three.

“ Ah 1" said Bagg{r, wagging a knowing
forefinger at Tom Merry. “That's tell-
ing, Tom Merry, I wonder if it would
be worth my while to tell you®”

A grim expression crossed Tom Merry's
sunny brow.

#QOh, I see your dodge, Trimble!” he
gaid. “You've got wind of something,
ni:gl,wunt us to gzhe you for telling us,
e

o

“Really, Tom Merry, that's hardly the
way to put it,” said Baggy Trimble in-
dignantly, *The news *ve gained was
immed by great personal risk to myself.

f Gordon éﬂy had spotted me——"

“Gordon Gay " exclaimed Tom Merry.
“86 those Grammar School bounders are

up to something else, are they? ‘What is
it, Baggy?”’

“Make the rotter spout it out!"
growled Monty Lowther, reaching for
the poker. “A poker will do the trick
rippingly, and—"

“Hi! Ieggo that poker, you rotter!”
elped Baggy Trimble, in sudden alarm.
‘Look here, you beasts, isn't it worth a

teed if I tell you what I overheard those
Grammar ool rotters plotting this
afternoon ™

“Well,” said Tom Merry, considering.
# tell us what you know, and we'll reward

you afterwards, Trimble, if your news is
worth anything."”

“Honour bright?” demanded Baggy
Trimble.

“Yes,” growled Tom Merry.
you fat fraud, what's the secret?”

«“T¢’s like this,” said Baggy Trimble.
“ Directly after tea T went out of gates to
fetch a cricket-ball Kildare had slogged
over the wall. I hunted for it among the
bushes at the other side of the lane, and
while T was looking, I heard voices.
crept up, and saw Gordon Gay, Monk,
those two Woottons, and Mont Blong,
the French chap, hiding in a clump of
trees. Gordon Gay was daubing Mont
Blong's face with grease-paint, to alter
his chivvy. Gordon Gay was satiing that
once Mont Blong had got the other
clobber on, the St. Jim’s chaps wouldn’t
Imow him. 8 The rotters were discussing

TaE GEM LiBRARY.—No.

“ Now,

some wheeze, and I managed to tumble
to by I ing." - .

“What was the wheéze!” demanded
the Terrible Three breathlessly.

““Well, it appears that Ment Blong is
disguising himself as that French captain,
Bardiot, or whatever his name is; and is
coming to see you, Taom Merry.”

“ Me1” sped ‘the Shell captain.
“What for?"

“To ask you to bring your team over
to Hartley on Saturday,’” grinned Baggy
Trimble. = “He’s going to make out &nt
the Froggies can’t come over here, so the
match will have to be played at Hartley.
Of course, that’s all spoof—it's only Gor-
don Gay’s wheeze to get ‘gou out of the
way on Saturday, so that when the
French team arrive the Grammarians
can rush them off to their show and play
'em. 1 heard Gay mention that they’d
meet the French fellows at Wayland, an
take them to the Grammar School. As
they've never been there. before, they
wouldn’t know which was the Grammar
?Ifh(m’l’ and which was St. Jim’'s, would

ey

Tom Merry & Co. drew deép breaths,
and looked at each other meaningly as
this startling news sank in. *

“My only Sunday topper!” ejaculated
Tom Merry. “The—the deep beggars!
What an awful nerve!" .

“@Gordon Gay’s as artful as they make
em!” said Monty Lowther, grinning.
“Great pip! Fancy us being taken in
by Mont Blong, and going over to Hart-
ley on Saturday!”

Tom Merry shuddered at the bare idea.

He, he, he!” grinned Baggy Trimble.
“What would have happened if I hadn’t
tumbled to their wheeze, Tom Merry?
You'd have been properly sucked in,
wouldn't you?” 3

Tom Merry nodded slowly.

“Jt’s a fact we should have been,” he
said.  “Well, Tm jiggered! That
wheeze beats the band, and no mistake!
So Mont Blong is coming here, spoofing
as Marcel Bngiot, the French captain!”

“That's it!” said Baggy Trimble. “ As
soon as I heard the wheeze I found the
cricket-ball, gave it back to Kildare, and
rushed straight up here to tell you,
expect Mont Blong will be here in a
minute I

#“(Oh!” breathed Tom Merry, his eyes
gleaming. ““There’s a plum-cake in the
cupboard, and some meringues, Baggy.
Take 'em, old sport. And, mind, not a
word to anybody else about this!”

“No fear!” said Baggy Trimble, dart-
ing towards the study cupboard.

e seized the plum-cake and a bag of
meringues, and, chuckling with great
satisfaction, he bore them away.

‘When the door had closed behind
Baggy the Terrible Three glanced at
each other and burst into chuckles.

“Well,” gasped the captain .of the
Lower School, *this is w[imro we'll do
old Gordon Gay & Co. in the eye again,
T reckon. When old Mont Blong shows
his chivvy in here, we'll collar him and
give him the biggest ragging of his life
—e¢h, what?”

«Rather!” agreed Monty Lowther and
Manners with great relish.

Tap!

The Terrible Three started as a tap
sounded at the door, and they looked at
each other.

CHAPTER 4.
- Diddled Again !
“ OME in!” gaid Tom Merry
¥ tensely.
The door opened, and a
strange personage entered,
He hal the unmistakable look of a

-combe School,

young Frenchman, with small features,
dark complexion, and black, gleaming
eyes. *His was a pleasant face, and his
eyes. seemed to twinkle merrily as they

| regarded the three chums of the Shell.

He was attired in a suit of tweeds, the
trousers of which were rather baggy.
His shoes, which were made of patent
leather, were high-heeled, and the ices
tapered to a point. He was & typical
French_boy.

Tom Morry & Co. gazed at the new-
comer, and drew deép breaths.

Tt-seemed impossible that this could be
Mont Blong, the French junior of Ryl-

G , in disgui .fyor
there was no visible trace of “make-up "
on his face.

The visitor laid a hand upon his hearty
and, holding his cap in the other hand,
he made a low, sweeping bow to the
Terrible Three.

“Bon apres midi, messieurs!” he said
in perfect, lisping French. “Good after-
noon, mes amis. Do I converse Wiz
Monsieur Tom Merry 2"

Tom Merry darted a quick look at his
chums ‘and strode forward.

“Yes, old scout, I'm Tom Merry,” he
said grimly; *and these are my chums—
Monty Lowther and Manners.” Nab the
spoofer, chaps!”

With one accord, the Terrible Three
fell upon their visitor and bore him to

8 Oal .

The French fellow uttered a piercing,
shrill wail of surprise and pain as those
violent hands were laid upon him, and
he smote the carpet with such force that
nearly all the breath was knocked out
of his body. . .

“Helas!” he shricked. *Villains
vous! Oooooogh !

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Tom Merry &
Co,, planting themselves upon the frail
body of their captive. ‘‘Caught beauti-
fully, Mont Blong! You didn’t know
we were up to your litile game, did
you?”

* Parbleau !” moaned the fallen French
fellow, blinking up with startled eyes
at the chortling St. Jim's juniors. *Oh,
mon Dieu! Vous avez manque a moil
You have insulted me! Oococoogh!
Cochons! Chiens!” §

* My word!” chuckled Monty Lowther,
“Hark at his giddy language. Good job
we're not very strong on French—eh,
what "

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The luckless fellow on the floor moaned
and gasped most heartily. He wriggled
and squirmed, but in the grip of Tom
Merry & Co. he was helpless.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, surveying
their prisoner, “we’ve nabl the beg-
gar nicely ! Now, what shall we do with
him?”

“Rag him baldheaded!”
Lowther. “What 2bout
feathers?” .

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Too drastic!” he said. “But we
might meke him pretty, and send bim
back to his comrades in a mess. We'll
give him some treacle on his napper, to
start with.”

Monty Lowther went to the cupboard,
and withdrew a jar of treacle.

said Monty
tar and

The eyes of their prisoner nearly
rom his head when he saw the
treacle.. But when Tom Merry ladled
it out of the jar, and plastered a goodly
portion_all over his head, the urhappy
French boy exploded.
“He, quoi! Ciell” he shrieked.
“Penez! Tenez! Yooooogh!”
This latter remark he uttered as Monty
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Lowther stufied a ladle full of treacle
into his mouth.

The unforunste French boy's gasps
and gurgles were truly wonderful to

‘gave a .
ild, excited
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Monsieur Morny. Then he
of surprise, and uttered &

ﬂiimy !t  Mon encle!

dolorously at

* Monsieur
C'est vous I’
oy iy

listen to. The varying expressions upo‘g

hiy were
behold. .

When the treacle had been distributed
over his head and face and down his
neck, Monty Lowther raked down semie
soot from imney, and plastered
that over the treacle. The effect was
gruesome and striking in the extremo.
Their victim's face was completely ob-

jiterated by the treacle and the soot,
which to it lovingly. *
“Fi! Fi donei Yahoooogh! Eh,
' " -

pah! Gerrrrrugh!
C;H-, ha, hat" yelled Tom Mérry &

Bang!

The door was burst open, and a crowd
of startled faces peered within, to behold
what was happening. i

“What the dickens——
Blake, who was there
Gussy and Digby. “ My hat, Tom Merry,
what on earth are you up to?”

* Just ragging a visitor "’ grinned Tom
Merry, pouring & bottle of red ink down
the gurgling French boy’s neck. *“This
merry joker is Mont Blong, of the Gram-
mar He's come over here to

- spoof us he's Bardiot, the captain of the

French cricket team, and oned on
sprucing us into travelling over to Hart-
ley on Saturday, instead ‘of waiting here
for the Froggies. Ha, ha, hali We
tumbled to his little game, and we're
giving him rather a warm reception.”

“Bai Jove!”

“ Great pip!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A howl of laughter rang down the Shell
passage as the Shell fellows gazed upon
the struggling French fellow in the Ter-

rible Three's grasp.

4 Pouah! Helas! Yerrugh!” gurgled
the hapless you

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“T reckon he won't be in a hurry to
visit us again!” grinned Monty Lowther,
“Ho doemn’t seom to relish the taste of
treacle and soot, does he?”

“Ho, ho, ho!” "

Suddenly there was a stir in the pas-
sage, and Monsieur Morny, the French
master, pushed his way through the
crowd of chortling juniors.

Mossoo fell back as, reaching the door
of Study No. 10, he gazed within,. and
beheld “the startling apparition of a
squirming figure, plastered with treacle
and soot, writhing in the grasp of Tom
Merry, Lowther, and Manners.

“Poys, what is zo mattair?”
claimed Mossoo, in horror.

The Terrible Three let go- of their
victim, jumped up in alarm, and blinked
at the French master m dismay.

“QOh, crumbs!” gasped Tom Merry.
"‘I*{{[# We—we——""

“You torture ze wictim of your spitel”

 Gayoons  batbarea!

cried Mossoo,
Cruel mechants!. Qui est ¢o pauvre
the

garcon? Who is ze poor fellow?”
“Qoocogh-sh{" wocame from
".p.nvmcgmun‘" as he struggled to his
feet. © mon Dieu! Je suis presque
haﬁ Iam a‘nﬂr“'d:-mt,killer."! Hanhcll”:ds
fonsienr s eyes opened wide as’
‘o heard these sxclamations in his-own
native tongue. He forward and
guzed at the youth, who was
aow gouging treacle from his

ex-

" bapless
soot and

exclaimed
“Qui etes

Mo Morny! My unclef It is
you

Mossoo rubbed his eyes, and, striding
forward, he grasped the French boy by
fthe arms and peered eagerly into his
ace. .

“Mon Dieu!” he gasped. ‘“Mon cher

| My nephew! Clest wous!”

And then, to &e amazement of every-
boidy, Monsieur Morny seized the French
boy in his arms, an utterly disrégard-
ing the soot and treacle on that youth's
face, he planted a_sequence of gushing
kisses upon his cheks. 8

“My giddy aunt!” breathed Tom
Merry, blinking bewilderedly at the two.
* Js—is that really Marcel Bardiot? Can
it be possible we’'ve made some awful
mistake? And—and he knows Mossoo!”

“He's callng Morny his uncle!”
gasped Mon ]fowther. in wonderment,

Monsieur Morny looked round wupon
the assembly with flashing eyes.

“Who has committed zis crime fo m
nephew Marcel?” he cried. I am shol
—smitten to zé heart!”

“I'm awfully sorry, sir,” said Tom
Merry penitently. “ We—we didn’t
kiiow it was Monsieur Bardiot. We—we
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Mont ¢
ar K it was now reposing over
his Loft ®ar.
“Mon Dien!” exclaimed . Monsieur
%ﬁemy.. lm ‘umuman&l é‘::i!n m:ﬂ'e.
is! Anuzzer wvun est i7"
r"m is the spoofer, sir!” said Tom

Biong's wig had beeoma dis-
and i

Merry, grasping the d Monk
Blong by the scruff of his neck, i Sop,
Mossoo, he is in disguise! Hs is the

johnny we mistook for your nephew 1"
Mont Blong protested atrcmgg! in
French, and Monsieur, Morny and Marcel
Bardiot listened to him in wonder.
h;;fi{eze. tallk to unci‘n 8 lingo we under-
8l perly !’ said Tom Merry, shak-
ing ‘M‘;lnvt Bi’nng. “It’s all up, Monk
Blong! We've caught you, and you
ought to thank {m lucky stars you
weren't ta,%gvd like—like the genuine
B'l‘dir"“ ou've got to explain matters
W

Mont Blong calmed down when ha
became aware of the other French boy,
and he stared at the soot and treacls in
amazement. * ;

Marcel Bardiot strode forward, aand
uttered some swift sentences in F! b
Mont Blong of the Grammar. School
opened wide his eyes in surprise at first,

and then he chuckled.
“Ho, ho, ho!” he laughed. *'Quelle
plaisanterie! What a joke! Oh, mon

Dieu! Cest tres drolet™

thought—"" - Tom Merry did not laugh. His face
“T¢'s a horrid mistake, Mossoo!” | was very grim. i

roaned Monty Lowther. *“We took “Look here, Mont Blong,” he said,
onsieur Bardiot to be & for—1 | “we k Monsi Bardiot for #

mean, Mont Blong, of Rylcombe | and ragged him. You've got to explain

Grammar School, whom we expected to
come over in disguise.”
“Pas possible!” exclaimed Monsieur
{i\!omy‘_ regarding his smitten nephew in
eep
zat you speak ze fibs—""
“ ha t"

Ha, ha, v
“We're mot tellinsv

3 LT whoppers, sir!”
cried Tom Merry.

Monsieur Bardiot to be somebody else—
an unem%mnf ours "
“Za fibs roll from ze tongue like

watair from ze cat’s back!”. exclaimed
Monsieur Morny. *“Marcel, tu es mal-
heureux. I will ze rascals punish——-"

“Master Merry !”

It was the voice of Toby, the school
page; and next minute Toby himself
pushed his way through the crowd.

« Master Merry, there's a furrin gent
to see you, wot calls himself Mongseer
Bardgho—" .

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors in

thé passage.

« My word " gasped Tom Merry. “It
must Mont ‘Blong, then, at last.
say, Blake, old man, run down and fetch
the beggar up here, will you? Don't let
him _escape, whatever you doi”
“Right-ho, Tommy {"" said Blake; and
he and Digby mov¢ nwng.

Monsicur Morny and his hapless

nephew _conversed excitedly together
in French, whilst the others waited for
the visitor to appear.
- 8con sounds ' of turmoil and strife
sounded in the passage, and Jack Blake
and Digby came in view, dragging a pro-
testing figure between them. £

“Kim on, -sonng!”’. said Blake.
“You've got to come before the juds-
m_enf"seat, by hokey! Bring him in,

Yooooooﬁh'_ Decha moi! Par-
pleut” shrieked Mont Blong in terror.
The fellows made way for the three,
and Blake and Digby dled the dis-
nised Grammar School junior into

Both Monsieur Morny: and Marcel
Bardiot gaped at the newgomer in
s apparent that ho was disguised

t was apparen B Was o
for in the rough-and-tumble with Blake

-

LD

e mﬂgﬂlmnsined.

dismay and consternation, *It is | T

|

to him, and make it all right for us—
sea?”

Mont Blong nodded..

“Tout bien!” he said. *“Very well,

'om Merry. I see ze joke, and I laff,
although [ feel ze sorrow zat to sucoeed
I failed. 1 vill converse wiz Monsieur
Bardiot, and everyting in ze garden vill
be loovely!"” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mont Blong then spoke long and
earnestly with- both Bardiot and
Monsieur Morny, It was evident that
he was. explaining everything.

Tom Merry & Co. watched the French
cricket captain eagerly and anxiously,
and they felt great relief when they saw
the dawning twinkle in his dark eyes.
At last Marcel Bardiot uttered a rip-
pling laugh.

“Eh, bien, mes amis,” he said, “It
it well, my friends. Monsieur Blanc
has everything ex| ained, and am
satisfied, ' But—helns'—1 feel very
mooch what you call in ze mess, I'would
cleanse myself.” ° .

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Tom Merry,
drawing & deep breath of relief. *“You
are a sport, Monsieur Bardiot! Ewery-
thing is all right about the maich on
Saturday?” y

“Tout bien!” said Maercel Bardiot,
smiling beneath the soot and the treacle.
“Zat is zo subject I visit you to discuss.
i also come in search of my uncle, and
I have found him. Pour! So long as I
2 wash obtain, I worry my brain no
more!"

“Oome wiz me, mon cher Marcel,"”
interposed Monsieur Morny. “I will
take you to ze vash. Zen ¥|!{mlk to you

“Bien " * Monsiour
Merry, I retarn to you tout de suite
%k upon ve match.”

17" gaid Tom Marr{.m

Monsieur Morny took his nephew
lovingly by the arm, and led him nw:{.
He pl{oved him upstairs_ to .the bath-
room, conversing with him volubly in

n

French, = %
Tom Merry & Co, looked at each other
and then at t Blon
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The Grammarian was looking anxiods.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, “I.reckon

- we ought to scrag=this. bounder, chaps!

. But as he made’it all right with Bardiot

‘and Mossoo, we'll lét:Him off llg.ht_iy.

~We'll just truss him up, and send him

. back to Gordon Gay & Co.!”. .

.- “Heah, heah[” . . - Al

“‘That’s the ticket, Tommy!

‘ Powerless to. resist, Mont Blong was
vseized, His hands.were tied behind him,
- and his wig stuffed down the back of his

neck. T i . P

- “Then, in the midst of a surging throng,

~.he . wds rne downstairs, across the

“ quadrangle, and through the gates. '

= Out in' Rylcombe - lane, Tom

«Merry -& Co. gave him a few minutes’
start, and told him to run. They warned

»him - thet if- they caught him -he would
be hurled into the ditch. ot

*  Needlesa to say, Mént Blong did not

- “hesitate. He took to his heels and ran,

‘arid a roar -of laughter re-echoed o’er

.the breeze .as the French schoolboy at
last disappeared round a bend in the

- lane, his hands still tied behind him.

" Then” Tom Merry & Co. returned

-indoors, and made their study -tidy,. in
order to receive Marcel Bardiot. 2

Hali. an hour later the French skipper
entered Study Ne. 10, now qguite clean,
and all smiles. -

‘- "“He interviewed the heroes of the Shell
for twenty minutes, duting which time
all arrangements for the match on Satur-
day were discussed. It was agreed that
the French fellows should travel by train
to Rylcombe, where Tom Merry & Co.
woulg meet them, and bring them to St.
Jinv’s for the match. 5

D'Arcy suddenly. “I weceived a fivah
fwom my _patash this mornin’, and I
suggest ‘you allow. me to stand tweal for
.8 couple of bwakes to wun ovah to
Hartley, and fetch. the Fwench team
hedh 1" 3 5

Tom Merry & TCo. and Jack Bluke &
Co. stared-at Gussy in surprise.

- “My hat!” said Tom Merry. *“You
don’t mean it, Gussy?”. e

“Yaas, wathah1” said D’Arcy eagerly.
“You see, we cofild twavel ovah theah
in one bweak, and weserve the othah for
the  Fwench fellahs. We'd be sure of
gottin’ them then, and not bothah the
wailway !”

“That'a ripping of you, Gussy!’ ex-
claimed .Tom. Merry gratefully. - * Why,
if we have dinuer early, we can be at
Hartlay by half-past one and back again
by half-past two. The match will com-
mence at once.” b

_“Oh, good!". % 5 .

The faces of the S8t. Jim’s juniors
brightened, and it was with lighter hearts
ang cheerful faces that they trooped up
the . High Street towards the livery
stables. ; oy

Tom Merry rang the bell, and in
response to his ring Mr. Hawker, the
livery-master came out. 2

“Good-morning, Mr, Hawker!” eaid
Tom Meiry. “We've come to see if yon
can lend us a couple of brakes to run
over to Hartley this morning about
twelve o'clock. ~ It’s only seven miles
away, and—"

“I'm sorry, Master Merry,” said Mr.
Hawker, shaking his head; * but my only
two brakes were chartered an hour ago
by Master Gordon Gay, of the Grammar

When it was time for Tom Merry & | School.

Co. "to commence their prep, Monsieur
Morny called for his nephew, and bore
him away. - i

* "Marcel Bardiot took an effusive fare-
well of Tom Merry & Co., and left them
-on the best of terms, and promising to
see them again on Saturday.

And Tom Merry & Co., seitling down
to prep, chuckled gver the stirring events
of the evening, and voted Marcel Bardiot,
capiain of the French cricketers, a * real
sport.” They also chortled loud and long
over the fact that, once again, Gordon
Gay's plans had been thwarted.

L4 H, bother!”
i Thus spake Tom Merry as he
emerged from the railway-station
* ih Rylcombe High Street, early
on Saturday morning. The Head had
allowed mémbers of the cricket club the
morning off, and the Terrible Three had
comie down to make sure about the
trains. .
. “What's up, Tommy?” inquired Monty
Lowther, who was outside with Manners.

“They've altered the blessed time:
table!” growled Tom Merry, frowning.
“The train Marcel Bardiot arranged to
travel over here by will not run. I don't
know where to communicate with him,
else I'd send a telegram. Ten to one
he won't know himself that the trains
have been- altered, . Oh, we're in a hole
properly I”

Four figures strolled down the High
Street, and bore down on Tom Merry
& Co. They were Blake, D’Arcy, Herries,
and Digby of the Fourth. In response
to their inquiries, Tom Merry explained.

“Whew I”  whistled . Bla?cz. “ W

sha'n’t know what time fo expect them !”’

. “What's to be done, I wonder?” said
Digby glumly. 4 2
“Bai Jove, deah.boys! TI've got a

toppin’ wheeze!” cried Arthur Angustus
GEM Lrerary.—No. 642.

A chorus of amazed gasps arose.

“Gordon Gay ! gusped Tom Merry,
hardly able to believe his ears. ““Gordon
Gay hired two brakes! What fori”

“Well, he wants them to take over to
Hartley—" e

“Wha-a-at?”

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at each other
in bewilderment.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “What the merry dickens does
Gay want to take a couple of brakes over
to }:l’lrﬂey for—eh "

“He's got another game on!"” said
Jack Blake flatly. “Ten to one, Tommy,
he means to kidnap the whole giddy
French team!”

““Great Scott!”

Mr. Hawker, of the livery stables,
locked curiously ai the boys, and, with a
few words of regret, he went inside and
closed his door,

“* Well, that's the giddy limit!” gasped
Tom Merry. ““Your suggestion is about
right, Blake. Gordon Gay has hired
those two brakes so that he can get the
French team aboard one of ’em, and
drive ’em into the Grammar School. Oh,
my hat! Hasn’t that fellow got a
nerve !”

Greatly alarmed at this stariling revela-
tion, the chums of the School House
turned away, and walked together up
the High Str )

F;Egms, Kerr, and Wynn, the heroes
of the New House, emerged from the
tuckshop, and went over to the others.

“You chaps look pretiy blue, I must
say!” exclaimed Figgins. “What's the
matter?"”

Tom Merry & Co. explained.

“Whew !” whistled Figgins, in con-
sternation. “So Gordon Gay is siill on
the warpaib, is he? He reckons on bag-
ging the Froggies, after alll”

Tom Merry & Co." nodded dully.

- “What’s to be done in the matter?”
asked Manners lugubriously.

George Kerr, the canny Scot of the

-
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Fourth, was ihinking deeply, and sud-
denly a ray of inspiration lit up- his
features. O

“I've got it, you chaps!" he exclaimed.
“We'll play » lovely game of spoof on
those Grammar School bounders.”

All eyes were turned eagerly towarda
Kerr, for he was noted for his bright
ideas.: . - .
“What's the wheeze, old son?” asked
Tom Merry. -

. Kerr chuckled. - I

“We'll bribe the two drivers of those
brakes to let a couple of us take their

aces!” said Kerr, .“I'm a dab at
disgunises, and so are you, Monty Low-
ther. We two could ‘dress up as coach-
| drivers, and. drive the brakes over to
Hartley for Gordon Gay & Co. When
we reach Hartley the Grammarians will
be in dne brake, of ' course, and the
Froggies, will be loaded into -the other.
Then Gordon Gay. will order us to. drive
to the Gramimar School. But Monty and
I will do no ‘such thing. We'll drive to
8t Jim's—" . .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“8o you see,” said Kerr, his bright
eyes twinkling, “we’ll_have the Gram-

the whole giddy bunch with hardly any
trouble. They'll be foiled properly; and
they’ll have the satisfaction of watching
us pla French team, while ihey
themselves are prisoners!"

“ Bravo, Kerr "

“Ripping idea, by gum !"

*Yaas, wathah!”

. Everybody praised Kerr for his bright
idea, which seemed an excellent solution
1o their problem. - »

“We'll do it!” said Tom Merry
heartily. “You're game for the thing,
aren’t you, Monty?"”

*“ What-ho!” said the humoutist of the

Shell, with relish.
- *“ All -serene then, chaps! We'll have
the time of our lives this afternosn,”
chuckled Tom Merry. *Kerr, will you
get into the stable-yard now, and fix
things up?”

“Ces:'f,nin]yf" replied Kerr. “A fow
bob will work the trick, I'm thinking.”™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_Kerr went into the rvear yard of the
livery-stable, and sought out the two
men who were to drive the two brakes
over to Hariley that afterncon. Kerr
used all his arts-of persuasion upon them,
backed up by pecuniary persuasions, and
when he rejoined his chums in the High
Street, he was all smiles.

“ Bverything’s settled, chaps,” he said.
“The two d;freru are spori:, ’nud agres
to let Monty and I take their places just
hefore the brakes start out. All -that
rémains for ue to do now is to have some
dinner, and dress up for the part-as
coachmen ! *

““Ha, hd, ha ™ °

“Good old Kerr!” 3kt

And, feeling quite jubilant, -Tom
Merry & Co. and igsinu & Co. strolled
up Rylcombe High Street, and back to
St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 6.
Kidnapping -the Kidnappers !
CROWD of fellows were assem.
bled outside Rylecombe Grammar
ool an hour later, as two
empty brakes drove up.

The drivers of those brakes viewed the
ctowd with glinting eyes, and then a sly
wink was exchanged between them.

Kerr and ‘Monty Lowther had dressed
up well for their part, and looked coach-
men as to the manner born. ' In’fact,
Kerr " looked quite hotsey, and Mont;
Lowther had the unmistakable air of t|

stables hanging about him.

marians in a cleft stick. We'll capture -
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“Threa-halfpence,

“ Mon Dieu !’ gasped

Mosasoo. ‘‘ Mon cher Marcel ! M
juniors the French master seized the boy in hisg arms, and, utterly disregarding the soot and treacle on the youth’s
face, planted a sequence of kisses on his cheeks.

nephew! O'est vousl”™

To the amazement of the |

(See Chapter 4.)

A rousing cheer arose from the throats
of Gordon Gay & Co. as_the drivers
brought the horses to a standstill

«“Hers we are, chaps!” cried Gordon
Gay. ‘‘8lide into the first brake,. and
we'll reserve the other for the Froggies !”

** What-ho "

There were fifteen juniors dressed in
‘flannels, ready for ericket. The hearts
of the heroas of Rylcombe Grammar
School were gay and blithesome as they
mounted into the first brake.

Kerr saw to it that he did not havé
a fellow-passenger on his dickey, Tad-
pole, of the Fourth, essayed to mount
with the driver, but Kerr, in a very gruff
voice, told him to keep inside, as the

- horses were friaky, -and 1t was dangerous
on the dicke&.

When all the Grammar School juniors
selected to travel to Hartley were aboard,
Gordon Gay sang out:

“Right away, driver!"’

And the brakes, driven by Kerr and
Monty Lowther, rumbled away down the
lane, . in the direction of Hartley town,
a distance of nearly seven miles.

A merry round of chatter came from
the brake., Gordon Gay & Co. were n
the best. of good spirits. \What they
would . have said had they been aware
that the drivers of those brakes were
none other thin twe of- their deadliest
rivals of St. Jim’s, is & matter for con-

Jecture.
Kerr and Menty Eowther chuckled as

ihey drove their horses at a brisk pace
along that quiet country lane.

“\Well, chaps,” said Gordon Gay, in a
tone of voice loud enough for Rerr tq
hear, “I wonder whether old Bardiot
will give in_when he sees we've kid-
napped his giddy team?”

Kerr pricked up his ears.

“] expect he will,” observed Frank
Monk., *Yon know, he's a sportsman
through and through, and when he sees
we've come out top dogs, he’s sure to
consent. Anyhow, if he doesn’t, he won't
get to St. Jim's to play—neither will his
team.”

““Not much !” responded Gordon Gay.
“t seems a rotten trick to play on Tom
Metry, but, after all, al¥’s fair in love
and war, you-know. Those beggars
defeated us twice—when we captured 'em
in the lane, and again when Mont Blong
tried to spoof “em—but I reckon we hold
the trump card now. They'd never dream
that we kidnapped old Bardiot on his way
from St. Jim's to the station !

Kerr, mounted on the dickey, operied
wide his eyes at this news.

“My hat!” he muttered beneath his
breath. “So they've kidnapped the
ﬁddy captain| * .Oh, the bounders!

ere’s & ﬁldﬂy gol’”

From the further conversation of the
Grammarians in the brake, Kerr gleaned
the information that Marcel Bardiot had
been waylaid-by_the Grammarians after
his visit to St. Jim's, and consigned té

the Grammar School as a hostage.
Gordon Gay had sent a telegram to
another member of the French team at
Hartley, a telegram supposed to have
been sent by Bardiot himself, stating that
he was staying at Rylcombe, and giving
instructions for the other members of
the team to be ready at one o’clock ab
Hartley Station, to wait for the brakes
that would gall for them. Gordon Gay’s
idea was, prevail on Marcel Bardiot
to play the Grammarians instead of Tom
Merry & Co. To this, Bardiot had given
his Bat refusal, But Gordon Gay & Co.

} were hoping that, once Bardiot saw the

rest of his team at the Grammar Bchool,
and the time flying, he would give in, in
& sportsman-like spirit, and play the
match on the Grammar School grounds.
Kerr's eyes gleamed as he contem-
plated the situation, and he vowed con-
fusion to Gardon Gay’s knavish tricks.
Hartley was reached by half-past one,
and the schoolboys in the brakes, search-
ing the outside of Hartley Station, saw
a ¥m't_v of cricketers awaiting them.
he French team were a healthy,
sturdy assortment” of fellows, who
appeared to range. irv ages from about
sixteen to cighteen, Some of them were
frail and spare, but it was apparent that
in their small frames were power an
wiriness to be reckoned with,
“Here are the Froggies,” announced
Gordon Gay, standing up in the brake.
“THE (3EM LIBRARY.—No. 642,



topping lot
n.mnr. t.hanyl !'!! wager a

';'-5.’“

B
A slim, dark-e'ed,
boy detached himself from his
ns, and approached Gordon Gay k
as they deucended from the Emnk

brake.
Qordon Gay nudged Mont Blong.
"W& in, 3?]?.kmgg old topi” he said.
' ¥ou must act as interprete

In his native t Mont Bl
R e T

liot wak at that they
w of Grammar

lhem mwith
zaburnaﬂ to

Grammar
Feench eﬂck&ha:-—-@m& thear captain—

aboard.
Whilst Gordon Cay & Co. &nd the
French bayu had been cn
versation, Kerr had coni
Lowther, who was,
gasted at the news. Arrangements had
already been made for the u.ndomg of
Gordon Gay & Co.
Instand

of turnin the lane leading
to the Grammar Bﬁ Rylcombe,
Keer and Monty Luv&er drove their

brakes up the Ryloombe Lane, towards
Bt Jim's.
A howl of surprise arose from Gordon

Gay & Co. as they realised that they
were being_driven the wmng wav:
“HiL Vhoana 1" hooted
Gordon Gay, sta up md waving his
arms funhca driver. * Where

are_you going
Kerr looked mund and chuckled.
“T'm driving you to_8St. Jim's, old
1 he snli sweetly. “You see,
Gordon Gay, you \a been spoofed benutl
fully this ]ourne

And_Kerr whlpped. off his false hair}.

and whiskers.

A howl of bitter angvmuh and dlsmny
arose as the Grammarians beheld the
well-known features of George Kerr of
the New House at St. Jim's.

Then there was a ringing-shout in the
lane, and from the bushes on cither
there poured forth a whole army of Bt.
Jim's !ello\va. led by Tom Merry
Jack Blak

'1 aurroundod the two brakes, which

Gordon éa oPop:.:!x:ad desperately round

at his comr;

L Cha? 'he hissed, **they've zﬂt us
in a cleft stick properly, but we mustn’t
give in without a “Jump ou}. of

this biu;sed brake and wnde into 'em
Hoora,
The St. .Tim s fellows were on the alert

at once.

“The Grammarians poured down from |-

the brake, but no sooner were they down
than i.he: were set upon by their
enemies.

Gordon Gay's last’ dash for freedom
ended in utter failure. The herces of
8. Jim’s piled into them and, struggle
though the Grammarians vnllumly did,
s th all

n Toss than five minatés they were
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fmr]twemy Bt J'une 3unFr;

handsome Fmdt ‘of

‘beggars have kidnapped Bardiot,

.duce the merr French cap

and drove to 8t. Ji
|'excited French cricketers, who were be-

ss, with about

standing over
From the ¢

French.
“Bo far, so good 1" chuckled Kerr. Ea
say, Tommy, what da you think? Thth
e

French caphml
“ Ol ba 1
“Bai Jove!™
Tom Merry hlmked down at Gordon
Ga;r in amazement.
You—jyou've hdnappm!
diot?” he demanded. mz
Gs,y. yon fearful bounder, w! he‘l"
Grammar Sr.'i:mlt"
Gordon Gay tantalisingly. Bﬂt I la.:r.
though, Tom Merry, now you've 50& us,
what are you going to do with us
u"mg you bd“«{-vheudadl'; said 'l‘on:
erry readily. e’'ve got soma paint
and some fearful old cothim here, and
we're omg to paint your faces, rig
up ]-kgmu‘mm, tie you in the htuyke.
and drive guu mm SL Jim's to watch our
match witl chies 1"
i s G i
F " n Gag,
‘Look here, Merry, ﬁec‘suc_mm to terms |
We've got Bardiot a prisoner at our
and nobody will him lmlan l
&ell ere he is. You can’t pla;
\glﬂs without him, elr.her Got
11*” demanded Tom Merry.
“Well,” said Gordon I'.‘-ny. “just you
let that ragging idea drop, Tom DMlerry,
and we'll trot out the French cuptnm
We'll come to terms, you know."”

tqu

Tom Merry dug his hands deep into
his trousers- ets and thought a Whl]['
Then he'l at his watch,

“Time's flying,” he said. “Now, you
bounder, G.l f&mk Tll agree to what
you say. here had been more time, I

-Imuldnt hnva entertained your :m,i1
tion for s momient; for we should have
raided your blessed "school and unearthed

rcel Bardiot somehow, As it is, we
catinot afford to waste valuable time, for
tho match is booked to commence at
balf-past two. If we let you go, will you
promise, honour bright, to fetch Bardiot
over to St. Jim's, and play 1o more
tricks?"”

Gordon Gay grinned.

“Yes, old scout, I'll give you my
word,”" he said. *¥You've beat us all
glong the line, Tom Merry. How on
earth you managed to dress Kerr and
Lowther up as drivers I can’t imagine;

'but, anyhow, you worked the trick,
‘had it not_been for that we should "have

done you in the eye instcad. We're not
he chaps to take a licking in a bad
spirit, and we realise that, for the pre-

side | sent, you St. Jim's fellows have the

beﬂ.er of us. It's the fortune of war, I

Em Now, just you let us go, and
vre etch Bardiot back to St. Jim's.
Then, if you have no objections, Tom
Merry, we ‘Il stop and watch the mnbch.

Ma,

‘l'vom Metry ilod.

“By all means!” he nsncf “3o lonﬁ
as you realise you're licked, that's al
we care. Jump up, old Bﬁ“ and pro-

n s soon as
poss. My hal, those French fellows are
getting 1mpmeutl We'd better explain
things to 'em."

Mont Blong  hurriedly  explained
matters as best he could to Pierre Ras-

ul, and then the Grammarians made

aste back to the Grammar School to
release Marcel Bardiot. .

Tom Merry & Co. climbed into the

brake Gordon Gay & Co. had vacated,

or brake came lmgd_'cr:ps 5
t and constornation

“with ver:
-his sf

CHAPTER 7.
The Maich!
BOWDS came down to Little Side
t'luh afternoon -to witness the
mt cricket match between the
L Jim's Junior Eleven, osp-
Tnm Merry, and t! isd

tained b; nntmg

to a great game.
They ‘viewed the French:team with
interest when they arrived with Tom
Merry & Co. in the brakes.
dashed

coming scomn.
The French feillows were made com:
fortable whilst Tom Mu'n' & Co. r]reued
for the match,
Kildare and Darrell were acting 28
umpires, and when they saw the French
team in- their flannels thu_y gnve them

approving glances. -
‘Aﬁmmnffellows, :d Kildare
critically, “Tom Men's" got, a atiff job
on to lick them, I'm thi nx

Darrell nodded approvin;

Monsieur Morny was al bmtle and
excitement. In lm enthusiasm, he
startled the school by blossoming forth
in a suit of spotless Hunmh white socks,
and shoes.

Mossoo looked a thing of beauty and o

The 8t

joy, for ever. Jim's fellows
looked at him; seme shaded their eyes,
chuckiad_at the glorious vision.

and theﬁ

rench visitors were in the best
of good humour, end quickly made
friends with the boys of St. Jim's,

M. Morny nearly fell over himself, to
use Monty Lowther’s expression, when
Marcel I{nrémt arrived with Gordon
Ggﬂ& Co.

rdiot looked none the worse for his
kidna;
Tom

“ Tout {uen, . mes. nm!a"' bhe said.
“ Everyting is goad my friends. Ze
match will commence tont de suite—n’est
ce i

ing ax enence, nnd he greoted

he sun shone radiantly overhead as
the rival cricketers omer from the
ann]l.nn and sauntered on to the beauti-
rolled field. Monsieur Morny
seemed to be here, there, and every-
where at once, and simply bubbled over
with excitement and en
Tom Merr ami Ba.rdmt tossed for
innings, and lerry W
Bardiot sent hm men out to field, and
Tom elected to bat- first, with Ta]bot as

his partner.
ﬂ; St. Jim's team consisted of Tom

Merry (captain), unci Blake D’Arcy,
Monty i.nwther ison, and
Kangaroo, of tim nol House, and

Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, and Redférn, of
the New House.
were batsmen on whom Tom Merry
could rely, and for bowling nobody could
beat Fatty Wyun, w-n!at ‘Talbot and
Levison were fine bowlers, too. B
Bardiot himsell took th feather for
bowling, whilst & small, drm little Ie:llow

claaely crop; ack hail
with the balnnd Talbot at
the other. wicket.

This fellow, whom Marcel Budmt ad-
dressed as D'Oslong, bowled the first
over to Tom Merry.

. At the stars playing was rather dull,
for both batsmen were’ meaguring  the

im’s,

wildered by these exciting events, and
could not in the least understand them,

worth of t.lm’ bowlers, whilst the hmvlel's
1'to’ find &

ect
Tom Merry hit ‘the frit bal fur -1
Talbot uloggad at the second, and ' dis
cove D'Oslong was a trickster,
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and his balls tricky, After that Talbot
‘?’ wary, and the over ended for a total
o

Encouraging shouts came from the
boundaries, where a whole crowd of
fellows were congregated, Gordon Gay
& Co. were there, and shouted for the
French team. Monsieur Morny, standing
outside the pavilion, gesticulated wildly,
and showed his unalterable enthusistm
for his countrymen, 5 X

Soon Tom Merry got into hia stride,
as it were, and he found Bardiot’s bowl-
i more to his lking than
D’'Oslong’s.

He squared his shoulders, and played
forward, and howls of joy arose from the
spectators as he nipped a fast ball to
the boundary,

A second time he made the ball reach
the boundary, and in a third attem & he
was almost caught out hy mid-on. How-
ever, 3 runs were made, and Talbot again
took the bowling.

Talbot was a wary batsman, and
watched the bowler. Ho watched the
ball, and jue the break to a mce'.f.
He slapped the first ball into the field
for 3, and the next two went for 2 each.
D’Oslong seemed to frown as he
Talbot again, He fixed him with a stern
eye, and sent down the ball. There was
a sharp crack, and the ball went to cover.
Tom Merry and Talbot ran a single.

Tom Merry took the bowling in the
next_over, and ghow his mastery.
8t. Jim's choriled with delight as, first
2, HES 3, then another 2 were registered
on board, Talbot made a good hit
for the boundary; but the French were
expert felders, and Tom Merry as all
but run out as the ball came w lz.zms
into the hands of the wicketkeeper anc
the bails knocked off just as he got his
bat into the crease.

Bardiot then handed the leather to
another str?gfing fellow for the next

over. This fellow seemed to grin at Tom
Merry as he faced him. 'om Merry
watched the twist of

rinned back, and
%is wrist as he sent the ball down. Tom
timed his stroke, and nipped the ball
away for 1, Then Talbot faced this new
bowler, who seemed in a very g
humour indeed.

- But when he failed to make any im-
pression on Talbot, and each ball he sent
down was hurled away for the fielders to
hunt, the bowler’s expression changed.
Yt was apparent that he was grimly deter-
mined to get out one of these two
obstindte batsmen; but Tom Merry and
Talbot simply refused to be caught nap-
ping, and the over finished with Tom
scoring & boundary, which brought the
total up to thirty-six.

8t. Jim's were in high feather. Bardiot
looked worried, and took the ball from
D'Oslong. He faced Talbot ~deter-
minedly, and shot-for the wicket. It
went wide, and Talbot, standing with his
bat uplifted, chuckled as the ball slid by

im.

He swiped at the next ball, and made
a couple out of it. Bardiot sent down a
“yorker,” which Talbot was not quite
prepared for. He had a narrow escape
of being bowled out. The next ball he
scooped away for one, and took a
breather at the other wicket whilst Tom
Merry iaced Bardiot again.

“Mom dealt with the next two balls

easily, and knocked up four before the

over ended.

- The St. Jim’'s fellows at the ‘boundaries

_wez:‘;'ubilenta: ; i it
ay 'ommy }” came the shout.

“ 8t. Jitr'g"s for ever ! g

Then came sieur Morny’s voice.

“He, he, Marcel ! Vive la France !"

““Ha, ha, n I :

Talbot again_took the bowling in the
next over, and, by the manner n which
he deal

t 'with it, it was evident that™
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Talbot had come to the wickets deter-
mined to stay. Tom Merfy backed him
up nobly, and between them they
muu5hc havoc with the ball The

fieldsmen were kept busy, and
Marcel Bardiot -darted admiring glances
at both Tom Merry and Talbot. He was
a sportsman through and through, and
recognised thet, excellent bowling though
his men provided, y were not having
the game all their own way.

Talbot's own score had reached thirty,
when bad luck overtook him. In an
attempt to make three out of a drive into
the field, he was run out. groan arose
as Talbot tucked his bat under his arm,
and, with a rueful glance at Tom Merry,
retired from the field of glory.

“Never mind, old manl” said Jack
Blake, who passed him on the way to the
vacated wicket. *I'll show you what I
can do!”*

Talbot grinned, and sat down on the
pavilion steps to watch Blake.

Blake played the first ball forward,
and managed & couple. Thinking it
easy, he attempted to play the next ball
forsvard, and was horrified to see it nip
round his bat and knock the off stump
clean out of the turf.

“How’s that, umpire?” yelled a Gram-
marian.

“Qut 1” said Kildare, looking severely
at_Blake.

Blake came off the field with a sadder
and chastened air.

Redfern, of the New House, strapped
on his pads, and succeeded Blake as Tom
Merry’s partner.

Redfern was a careful, steady player,
and between ihem he and Tom Merry
knocked up another dozen runs. Then
there was a mishap in the field.

Tom Merry slammed the leather across
the field, and anxious eyes followed the
ball, for mid-on was running for it, and
it seemed a utiful catch, Pierre
Raspoul was the man, and shouts from
his fellow-players encouraged him. But

ul, in his eagerness, tripped just as
ihe ball sailed downwards, and when a
comrade dashed up, Raspoul’s face was
twisted with pain, though he held the
ball in his hand.

He had ricked his ankle, and had to
be.assisted from the field.

Marcel Bardiot’s face was glum, for he
had no reserves with him.

Then & plump figure dashed across the
green from the pavilion, and it was seen
that Monsieur Morny was arguing with
Marcel Bardiot.

“My hat !” murmured Monty Lowther
to Levison. “I wonder if Mossoo is ask-
ing for & game?”

ossoo was gesticulating wildly, and
talking volubly. He seemed wilgl)‘ ex-
cited, and in quite a frenzy.

At’'last Marcel Bardiot turned to Tom
Merry. .

“Mon ami,” he said, “is it zat you
agree to mon oncle to play in ze place of
Pierre !

Tom Merry stifled a laugh as he locked
at Mossoo,

“QOh, certainly!” he said. “Can
Mossoo play !

“Ah, oui, oui, oui!"” cried Monsieur
Morny, excited. “I can smite ze
Wiz ze bat—c’est aise—it is pasy | Comme
ca— regardez moi ™

Mossoo grasped a bat from Monty
Lowther, and gave a terrific swipe with
it in the air, presumably at an imaginary
ball. Monty Lowther gave a hop out of
the way just in time, or the probability
is that Mossoo would have brained him.

A howl of h.uEhbs_r arose, and Tom
Merry almost choked.”

“Spe! I smite ze ball parfaitement!”

cried Mossoo .triumphant]y. “1 score ze |,

lg? I—* N

-third _he

“ Pardon, mon cher ancle,” interposed !

13

il

_Thru-hﬂfpencc.

Saved iadiok, with, s wintet Tl

- Si vous vous y prenez de cette maniere-

la, vous n'en_viendrez jamais a bout—if
you go about it in zis way, you will nevair

succeed. Je crois—
“Assez, mon cher Marcel!” said
Mossoo. 1 za criquet tres-bien,

Y
have no fear. It is all settle—eh 7"

Marcel Bardiot did not seem to relish
the jdea of playing his uncle, but he did
not like to refuse. So, when the fieldsmen
resumed their places, Monsieur Morny
took his stand at mid-on, his dutiful
nephew having first explained to him the
rudiments of the game of cricket.

‘Tom Merry returned to his wicket, and
Figgins joined him. Figgins was a
slogger, and a fast runner, and St. Jim's
looked forward to some brilliant play be-
tween these two mighty men of valour.

In this they were not mistaken. Tom
Merry played up like a Trojan, and
Figgins excelled himself with the willow.
_ Monsieur Moy performed his duties
in the field in a very comical manner:

Evers time the ball came near him, he
would make a rush at it, and -very often
‘he tripped up, and sat down on the turf

with a bump that made him gasp.

The spectators divided their howls be-
tween encouragement for Tom Merry &
Co., and cheers for Mossoo’s doughty
deeds on the field. ;

Marcel Bardiot recalled D’Oslong to
i&e field, and this wiry little chap tackled

1 ns.

put all he knew into his bowling,
and Figgins, for the whole of that over,
was worried and cautious.

There  were  danger-signals  in
D'Oslong’s eye as he sent down delivery
after de iver{:e Tom Merry deemed dis-
cretion the better part o valour, and
divided his time between blocking the
balls, or dealing with them warily. Con-
sequently, scoring slackened dawn,

Figgins had scored fifteen off his own
bat when he met with disaster. He was
clean bowled by a left-hander from
M Bardiot. Gussy succeeded him.
. Gussy his bat, having first
¥ d his le into positi and
watched Bardiot. Tom Merry darted at
him a warning look.

Gussy, though the most elegant youth
at 8t. Jim’s and a ndy, was a
thorough sportsman, and this afternoon
he was determined to perform mighty
deeds of valour. The blood' of the
D’ Arcys coursed through his veins, and
he thrilled as a cheer greeted his first
score—a oouple off a neat backward cut.

Glussy stopped the next ball, but thé
ammed out, and scored &
boundary. ‘Tom Merry glanced grate-
fully at him, and from that moment there
was perfect understanding between Tom
Merry and D’ Arey.

The two played brilliantly. Gussy
recognised that Tom was the better bat
and knew the bowling, and he backed
Tom up splendidly, @ score gradually
crept up, until seventy was registered.

QOver an hour had passed, and four men
were out for seventy rung. Tom Merry
was firm and set. Gussy seemed to have
found his depth, and was quite confident.

Tom Marrﬁ scored ten more. Gussy
knocked up five, and was caught out in
the slips.

“ Hard luck, Gussy I said Tom Merry,
as the swell of 8t. Jim's retired. *You
played like a brick, old pi"

Kerr of the New House took the
wickat, and the hopes of the St. Jim's
fellows ran high, for Kerr was a careful,
caleulating player, who scored slowly, but

surely. 2 5
For half an hour he and Tom Merry
stayed at the wickets, until at last Tom
D'Oslong. i sk
of rel
642.

Merry was bowled by
TeE GEM LisRaRY.—No.

Marcel Bardiot heaved a sigh
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as Tom Merry, amid raeful shouts,
walked to the pavilion. The French cap-
tain nised that a deadly enemy had
Leen got rid of.

'Id,e\ii;mhjoinad WKA{!&L% wickete,
snd then began a W, ly
m—ing. Levison was & r‘su:l;ss at,
nd worked in perfect harmony wit
Kerr. Blowly, but surely, the score
mounted up, until the century mark was
passed. -

Levison was on his mettle that after-
noon, and he played as never he
played before. ‘'om Merry's face was
wreathed in gmiles as, from the pavition,
he watched the Fourth-Former at his

y. -

Kerr, employing e late cut to meet &
scorcher from - D’Oslong, missed the
leather, and was clean bowled. He
groaned ruefully as he went home to the

vilion, and Fatty Wynn took up his

t to succeed him.

Fatty Wynn was more renowned as
a bowler than as a batsman, but ho could,
nevertheloss, hold his own before the
stumps. And Fatty proved ‘himeelf an
asset to St. Jim's Second Eleven that
afternoon, for he backed up Levison
right manfully. The Third-Former nt-
tending Lo tho scoring-board was kept
as busy as the feldsmen, and by four
o*clock 160 runs had totalled to the credit
of Bt. Jim’s,

Levison was still well set. He had
already scored 50 off bis own bat.

,. Again and again he slogged the ball
inte the Mﬂm Leather-hunting was
an occupation which he provided ad lib
for the French fieldsmen.

“RBravo, Levison!" came in a regular
chorns from the boundaries.

Fatty Wynn was & stone-waller, but
he did some uselul smiting with the wil-
low before oaught him out. Monty
Y.owther succeeded him:h:nd Monty went
Yo the wicket with a cheerful heart, for
he could see that the bowlers had been
barassed, and he s a good chance of
doing some useful scoring.

And Monty Lowther went
His play was net brilliant at first. Many
a time did escaps from being clean
bowled ouly by the skin of his teeth, He
left the sopring to Levison, who
to be bard set at that occcupation for
the reaf of the afternoon. But svon
Monty found his depth, and he beﬁnn to
hit out. en, as he afterwards ex-
muad it, he “‘made the giddy fur fiy.”

made the leather 8y, at anf rate,
and the bowlers fooked greatly dis-
can as.the numbsers on the scoring-
board began- to -total to 190. Of these,
Levison had scored ™72, and he was “gtill
going strong” when Monty Lowther
cameo out.
-*Last man in!"”

Kangaroo took np his bat and strode
g_\:ﬂ to the stumps, determined to do or
1e.

Marcel Bardiot & Co. seemed more
hopeful now that the last lap had come.
Kangaroo looked stalwart, but D'Oslong,
as he deftly tossed the ball and caught
it, thought that Kangaroo could be
hoodwinlted. &

D'Oslong found his mistake out in the
first over. Kamgarco %ayed stealthily,
and felc the bowling, D'Oslony treated
him to every trick he knew, but the
stalwart Cornsialk treated them all with
the willow.

“Pro bLundred and bwenty!” cried

in to win.

Blake, as their new number was put on |
i Levison?

the scoring-board. *Bravo,
E‘i&e’cn more, and you've got your cen-
ury 17
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Levisen set his teeth and canght
Bardiot’s eye aa that youth took & rum.
Down came the bafl, with a bresk in it.
Levison ran ont to it, and down came his
tat. Everybody thought he had missed

Click ! .
And the ball went suiling to’ the
‘boundary.

< Another dleven, Levison!” chortled
Monty Lowthes “You'll do it, old
son!” .

Levison scored another three, and then
Kangaroo scooped out the ball for two.
D'Oslong gave Levison a Jorku-,- and
TLevison, nothing daunted, slapped it fo
the boundary again,

. Next over, which was the last of the
innings, was most dramatic.

Levison had four to malke before
he reached his century.

He made one, then Kangarco made
three. .

The spectators were in a high state of
tension, and silence prevailed.

Lovison missed the next ball, but his
subsequent hit helped the score up one.

Iangaroo nipped the next ball away
for one.

“Then Levison made three.

_ A roor of cheering greeted the pass-
ing of his century.

Kangaroo looked hopefully at the ball
as it came whizing towards him. He
darted at it, scooped it, and it went into
the slips.

Smack !

The alert French boy in the slips saw

is ice, and snatched the ball.

. Kangaroo was out, and the St. Jim's
innings came to a close.

Levison had totalled his century, with
one for luck, and he wasn't out. The
total score for St. Jim’s was 242,

‘The old walls of St. Jim's re-echoed
the cheering which greeted the two last
men as they retired to the pavilion.

“ Bravo, Levison !”

“Well played, man!”

“Hooray for $t. Jim's!"”

And Marce! Bardiot, returning to the
pavilion with his men, looked round rue-
fully, and urged his in French that
was both voluble and earnest.

e

CHAPTER 8.
A Close Finish!
ARCFL BARDIOT did no
batsmen, so that he could

watch the bowling closely, and

form a judgment when his own turn
come to stand before the stumps.
Fatty Wyon, of course, took"chu.tge

t go
in first. He sent in two stuiy of

” % 5
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Fatty sent down a lp yorker, which
would have beazan'mv:iiumm but a
wizard, The St. Jim's fellows blinked
n the fellow amote i’dﬁ{‘a ball wwith
t’ﬂa;ﬂw—md made two out of it.
Vel P'm jiggered!” gasped Fatty
Wm ik dazedly at the . ball
ol on ’s the with me
Ehis afternoon? I—T'1l get that fellow
out or III—1'll chew this blessed ball !

Fatty grif his feeth, took a run,
and bombazded the wicket once more.
This time there was a crash, and the
wicket went flying. 2 .

“0Oh, good moan, Fatty!” breath
To?: Merry. “¥ou did it thet time!"

“J meant to!” roplied Fatiy Wynn.

ing hard through his nose.

His next ball was et by the other
fellow's sucoessor, who seemed to believe
in steme-walling tactics.

Talbot took the ball for the next over.
and the third French fellow scored ove
off his first delivery.

Fatty Wynn looked grimly at Tom
Merry,

“They’re hot stuff,” lie said. * Whew!
It's gom%fo a tossle.”

Tom erry nodded, and -watched
Talbot.

Talbat bowled to Ridout this timec.
and Ridout, sbaping his  shouldeis.

ckod it beautifully to the boundar:.
A and again he sent the leather to
the boundary, until Tom Merry & Co.
were groaning,

Ridont and his companion realised
that Fatty Wynn was a bowler to be
wary of, and they preferred Talbot's ball~
for scoring. . = 3

At the cnd of twenty minutes the
numbers on: the board ~registered 36.
Then Fatty Wynn, fired to indignatio)
by the confident smile on the batsman’s
face, gent in a yorker that knocked bis
bails sky-bigh.

‘The French fellows looked decidedly
glum as their second wicket fell. But
they brightened when they saw Bardiot,

their captain, put ou Lis pads and station

himself at the wicket. :
"Cﬁwm‘ﬂmbal" -said Tom Merry to

Fatty Wynn., “I’ve heard n bit ut

that chap’s baotting, And that fellow
Ridout with him is s giddy marvel with
the bat, too. Fatty, dﬁ man, Fou simply
must get one of them out!”

Fatty Wynn nodded, a look of grim
determinstion on his plump face.

“T] have a jolly good try,” he said.

“The ball he sent to Bardiot really was
Fatty's best. He almost shed tears when

the French captain burled it out into the.

country and made another four 1uns out
it

it.

Fatty was now on his mettle. He sent

down every ball he knew. But he made

absolutely no impression on Bardiot's

wicket, A litte later he took Ridout’s

wicket, and then dismissed the three fol-
i ic i ut

of the bowling, Talbot was his g

Fatty Wynn grasped the ball, and
measured his length. He sent down &
scorcher, and fairly gasped when he
heard a click and saw the leather sailing
across the field.

+ Bravo, Ridout!” came the cry from
the French cricketers.

Ridout, the champion bat who made
three out of Fatty Wrnn's scorcher,
grinned at Falty as reac] is
orease, and Fatty caught the ball from
Kangaroo.

wAll right, you beggar!” muttered
Fatty under his broath. . “When T've
finished with this other chap I'H settle
with you !¥

But Fatty found that the “other chap*
needed some finiching.

lowing t in guick
Bardiot still defied him.

Tom Merry took the Ball finally, and
dismissed Fatiy for o breather. or
Fatty was becoming exaspe o

ripped the bull, und sent it seprching

own to Baudiot.

Bardiot knocked it, nearly over-reached
Limself in getting to it, turned it nigely
to leg, and ran a single. P

Tom Merry now faced the other
Frenchman.

The young St. Jim's caplain grasped
{he ball, and spun it as it left bis hands.
The batsman played forward when he
should have employed a late cut, 1 d.
and had the mortification of seeing his
wicket in ruine.

{Continved on page 20.)



ONTO

A Splendid Complete
Story of the Chums
of St. Katie’s.

By %

MICHAEL POOLE.

CHAPTER 1, Blunt! I don’t know what study he | and Dobbie on the question of what te do

The Head’s ! can go in.” 4 tiis afternoon.

HERE was quite a little crowd in | Neither did Mr, Blunt. e kept look- “Me?” Dester demanded, when the
the headmaster’s study, You }ing at the new scholar, and the more he porter “91‘"9"";,, his message. The
could guess by the look on every- looked at him, the more cerlan he felt Head wants me7 Bub why? Are you

body’s face that theve was some- | that there waa irouble ahead for both sure—I mean—what's he want me for 7"

i W i B o e | P T B et T e B

The Head was suppor y Joly [ w1 i s, e - e

Roger, looking net quite sa merr]y and with(t g‘é 2‘;‘:;‘1 :;r:”ﬁ&[é“"bg';‘“llznsi tortﬂ;l loitily. * You ave Dexter, aren't

bright as usual. He uaderslood and | saw” ‘Lord Velwood suggested. *I'm *JMIB ey e waiting for you now.

appreciated Mr. Bird’s difficulty. gure they would get on well together. |~ r. Blunt said I was to hurry. .

B the Head's table sat Lord Vel | Dexier, I think you said his e |y Deler straightened himself = out,

wond, a_governox of the ocol, d:m-l he | My, Blunt?” Jou 8 18 7 s Pmﬁe}zg*h:spohnnrq !ou!:ed f‘a:e[\.dl[f to :;e

'3 il; ith for heerfulness. “ i hat io was straight, and made

;“::;h:mlnmﬁsi:: thg Headc‘ sat 3 Il?fea * Dexter !c;t For a morﬁ\_an'. thf: Ha;lld  valiant efforts to recall anything he had

people: Mr, and Mrs. James Jrontrox ‘:eﬂ:vpr:é’;m ‘ignpﬂll:l;lélu%)e[gico;: "-‘i‘\osllg ?nncdm raiso the Head's ire in the past

hi = caa A - . 24 8 s 3 ew days. |

and heir s0b, whoss AR L B | ek Fur ey b s aden o | V1LY S mintake, B, Be il 2o

(hie Toot of alt tho Head's worry, and the | ™ m:ﬁ “;:M m "” Ee{.’h°3 ol 'i"ed ob- Lean’t want mé for \“bﬁ,hlz;h jump this

canse of those littlo lines about M. served the new life whieh touc his { time ! And Jorl%omeumth him, too!

Roger Bhunt's eyes. smile. . ) Oh, mgz_hat! T look a good little

s. Brontrox was a si f Lowd “Yag, air!™ said Roger swiftly _and 2. Nice clean faee and aHl that, Bill?”
Mrs. Bronirox 3 sister of L
Velwood, Her husband had so much mply beamed volumes on the Head. ill Strong regarded him cs:Ju!ly.

money that they hved just wheve thi i

il

“ Demf would make :xnl nd;nirable coni- n:i‘lYm.:ILogg.’} Kkld ';" he pronounced
ked” Sometimos they were in Americ ' : panion for oux new pupil! quite agree y. * ik 1”

:j‘“; soﬂ:;]:imea ’h %‘:;ian:{ and Lian with Lord Velwood's suggestion. Why | Outside the deor of the beak's reom
between-times  they simply travelled | not let Aloysius Brontrox go in Dexter's | the Kid _(;ompoued his feagures. A gentle,
about—with Aloysius ! study for a time—until other arrange-  apologetic tap, and he entered.

So far, Aloysius had never been to ments can be made. We could then As he stoo:i just inside. the room, even
achool, but he had had quite a numbher g ’ Jolly Roger's smile tock on & gentler
of tutors. Fe was 1ow over gixteen yeurs “He—he isn't a rough boy?” asked | touch. Anythmﬁ more pathetically inno-

of

f tall,’ blotehy-faced youtls, with Mrs. Brontrox. cent and sweeily good than Richard
': p:?-;;:al ,:reeg on l{ig r“e-you 1 “We might send for Dexter, sir?” sug- | Dexter it would be hard to imagine.
Ford Velwood had told the Head that gested Mr. Blunt. “Ah, Dexter!” The Head spoke

' ’ . 0 T
he had been speiled, and, after seeing You would have thought he was the kindly, and the Kid blinked. ‘1 wanted
him. Mr. Bird said quite definitely that gentlest, kindest, most considerate man to ses you, Dexter” .
he didn't want to undertake the job of | who ever breathed if yow'd heard him say Yes, sir, ,““‘f the Kid, and felt that
unspoiling him. ‘But Lord Vebvood had that. The Head was locking at him in a Lord Velwcod’s eyes were watching him.
pressed him, and begged him to take “lcl puzzled sort of way, but very slowly the He also realised thet two or three other
lad s & personal favour. His mother was little frown on his face died ewar, and irs of eves were fixed on him, and be
ruining him, and he was growing up to | be, too, ‘hegan to smile. canght the faint whisper of a voice which
ha an unpleasant nuisance to- ever body. i Yes! 1 think Dexter would make an | 53¢ i ,
Finally, Mr. Bid hal agreed, and excellent companion for your son, Mrx *What o sweet boy! T'm sure yow'll
to-day they had all turned up, womed | Brontrox ! I'll send for him at onee |'* 'bc“frmnde with him, Alogsius !
with éverything thet Aloysius required, He pressed a bell-push, and a few Ah, Dexter, I want you to meeb 2
und prepared to leave him on the | moments later the school porter was on new school-fellow who is coming to jon
premises. his way -to_discover the whereabouts of | ¥ou 1 the 'Fransitus Form, the ead
:Oh, he'll be guite happy here!" Mr. | Dexter of the Transitus. said, and the Kid recognised his voice
Bird saidh, for the.tenth time, i answer | As it happened, Dexter was in his} & the one he umsed on Speech qu-
to Mre. Brontrox's quessions. “Ah! I study, and was just in the middle of an “'His parents are very -anxious that hae
shall bave to put him in your Form, Mr. | interesting discusston with Bill Strong TaE Gem Liprary.—No, 642
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should be friends with séme nice, guiet
boi:‘, who will—ah !—explain the little
details of our daily round and customs.
You will, I am eure, do all you can to
make your new companion happy and
comfortable. For the time he will be
with you and Strong and Dobbin, in your
study, and I feel confident— Ah!”
In a dazed dream, the Kid found him-
solf shaking hands with Mrs. Brontrox
and with Mr. Brontrox. Everybody was

smiling upon him, and the tall weedy-
looking youth was sniggering 2s he took
Dexter’s hand.

“Shuoks! Guess he's got his work
out out to teach me!” said Aloysius.
“How old is it?”

“S.gh! Aloysius!” his mother begged.
“I'm_sure you'll be very good friends
with Dexter, and I'm quite sure he won't

behave roughly with you, will you
Dexter 1"
She heamed upon Dickie, and at that

moment the Kid bégan to come out of |

his deeam. He felt Roger's eye upon him
and somechow he felt that Roger under-
stood what a shock this sort of thing was
to him, but that he expected him to bear
up.

“1 am never rough, Mrs. Brontrox,""
the Kid said quietly.

_ “Sha-ah! Cut it out, ma!" Aloysius
interposed. “Fancy that trying to urt
me! Don't! It tickles me!"”

He grinned at everybody in the room.
The Kid blinked, but he could feel Jolly
Roger stiffening himself vp, and could
see the Head's mouth go into a straight
line, while Lord Velwood bit his lip.

Before the next few minutes were over,
everyone in the room grew a little un-
comfortable about Aloysius, He said
one or bwo things to Richard Dexter,
which were intended to be funny. and
even the Head would have forgiven the
Kid if he had made somo cutting zetort.

But Dexter didn't. In some way
took his cue from Jolly r, though
he waa feeling a little bit sick about the
way things were turning ont. Fancy
being saddled with this hopeless speci-
amen in their study! YWhat would Bill
Strong say ?

Just as Aloysius was saying good-bye,
for the fifth time, to his Rnents, Jo%!y
Rogor spoke gently to the Kid.

“It won't be for long, Dexter,” he
maid, very quietly and without any par-
ticular expression in his voice. “ We are
wtmg him in your study for a time,
because—he wants teaching, and—ah !
improving! Be firm, but not too strenu-
ous, Dexter!'"

“No, sir!” said the ‘Kid, “I under-
stand, sir!”

And presently the
accompanied by Aloysius
sneering. A little later, Lord Velwoos
took Mr. and Mrs, Brontrox away. For
the twenticth time the governor agreed
with Mrs, Brontrox that Dexter was a
very sweet and quiet little boy.

Mr. Brontrox said mothing. He had
been secretly hoping that Mr. Bird would
have brought along a fair-sized %i‘nnt for
his boy’s compenion. But Lord '
had. winked at him, and he gathered that
Dexter wasn't really eguite so meek and

. Lord Velwood

Kid went out,
Brontrox, still

girlish as_he appear
had seen Richard Dexter before, and was
hopeful.

‘After they had gone, Mr. Bird looked
at Jolly Roger. .

“T'm gorry, Blunt,” he said. T didn’t
want the , “but Velwood was so
:_nxious, and one has to do favours at

imes."

%A queer youth!" Roger agreed.
“Rut I think we can leave him to Dexter
and his friends!"”

“Yes, yes!” the Head smiled,
#“Really, the boy Dexter interests me!
Tm quite ssure Mrs. Brontrox rogards
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d | he says. ‘ Richard,’

-all in the Transitus;

him as & quiet, sweet child. 1 folt quite
pleased with the manner in which he
epoke, One would never imagine him as
a rebellious spirit. But it's an experi-
ment, Blunt! must experiment in
cases of this kind !"

“Quite!" said Roger. “You will
leave it to me to keep a_watchful eye
over them? Very good, sir!”

CHAPTER 2.
Brontrox Sees Stars !
DE.\'TER. of aourse, knew nothing

of the Beak’s conversation with

Jolly Roger. He only knew that

wonders had happened, and that
he was evidently expected to tame and
train this youth in the way he should
go at Katie's.

“What's your full name?” he asked,
when they were well away from the
Head's room. * Aloysius Brontrox? My
Tr,y and forget the Aloysius. Lose

u'll feel better then, Why didn't
hey call you the Brontosaurus right
away? Bver heard of the animal? A
wild, untamed monster it was, just like
{ou! We'll call you Bronto right away.
t suits you, Come along, Bronto "

“Shucks! You tickle me!" said Aloy-
gius Brontrox; but he spoke less con-
fidently, having already perceived the
change in the Kid. *“I guess jyls
do just what 1 like here. Just you grip
that idea. Aloysius Brontrox isn’t going
to be toned down by any of the children
you've got in this establishment. Sha-

"

The Kid smiled at him, kindly and

getsi-lg. i
“You'll get over all that, Bronto,” he
told him. * You mustn’t say ‘ Shucks!’
and ‘Sha-eh? I don't like it. DBut
here we are. Step inside and meet the
kind companions who are going to tame
the wild and savage Bronto!”

He opened the door of the study and
gave the Bronto a gentle push.  Bill
Strong and Dobbie, waiting anxiously
for news, locked up swiftly.

Tha Kid had ‘closed the door, and
stood with his back against it. Brontrox
was further inside the room, looking
about him with a slightly puzeled but
very superior air.

“pill,” said the Kid. _“Dobbie, 1
have sad news for you. No longer are
we alone. Here is a specimen of the
wild end noble Brontosaurus, surnamed,
for fun, Aloysius Brontrox, the savagest
littlo animal that ever trod the primeval
forest. He's ours, Bill! We've got to

t him and feed him and be a father to

im. The Beak hands him to me, and
he says, ‘don’t_be
too rough with it. Treat it kindly.
Strong play with it, and teach it a few
quiet games; and let Dobbin——" "

“No, but what is the giddy idea?”
Strong begged. ‘‘Mean to say, Kid, we
can't have it in here?” .

“Got to, my sonl” retorted the Kid,
and turned kindly to the Brento. “ Sit
down, little fellow! Make yourself at
home! But let me introduce you. This
noble-looking _creature is BRill Strong,
who is very kind and gentlo if you don't
pull his tail, but is a savage st when
roused. And this is Dobbin, the one and
only Dohbin, who could even photograph
you and make you look elegant. We're

i and Jolly Roger,
the kind-looking gentleman you saw in
the Head's study, is our I ‘'orm-master.
You'll get used to him in time, but he'll
probably break your heart before then.
Anything_else you want to know, just
ask me. I've promised to ook after you,
and I will. You'll grow to love me in
time, Bronto!”

' come back:
He

The Bronto emiled, but there was ro
trace of a new boy's nervousness in his
manner, Already Bill Strong felt sure
that he wouldn't like him.

“Well,” the Bronto drawled, “'1 guess
T'll enjoy mysolf here, after all. But I'd
like to warn you right now not to play
any of those funny tricks I've read about,
not on me! Aloysius Brontrox don't
stand for any fooling! Grip that, and
you'll get on all right with me. I'm just
putting you wise. You gob me?"

He pointed his finger at Bill Strong,
and Bill gasped. He'd never met any-
thing like this before, and he looked to
the Kid for guidancé. .

wit talks like a gramophone,” said
Dobbie sadly. g
“We'll teach him presently,” said the
Kid kindly. *Get up, Bronto, and we'll
show you oll the sights. I wor't let you
run wild. I'm going to be a sort of big
brother to you, Bronto.”

The Kid meant it, too. Deep down in
his heart was & little feeling of pride
which he wouldn’t have dared to mention
even to Bill Strong. The Head had sent
for .the Kid anddput the Bronto in his
care, and the Kid meant to show them
what he could do.

Actually, it would have gone a good
deal hnrger with Aloysius Brontrox if
the Kid hadn’t been his friend. Within
the first three days everybody in the
Transitus, and a good many fellows out-
side, had * gripped " the Bronto all
right. And Aloysius found that all his
little dreams about putting people wise
and doing just what he liked simply
dido't count, i

Hitherto he had always been the first
person to be considered. At Katic's he
was the last. You couldn’t argue about
it, and his attempts to impress others
with his importance failed miserably,
Even the kids laughed at him and pre-
tended to stroke him.

“ Poor lickle Bronto!”
the Prep. ~*Did it cry ’
lickle sweeties from
to go home?” .
. That was one of the stock jokes among
the kids, becausa the Bronto really had
made an ass of himself when his sweets
were commandeered in prep one night.

And the Bronto waa h_elixh-ss against
them. He lunged out wildly, and pro-
bably got tripped up.  Older fellows
looked at him curiously, and smiled.
Mastors treated him very gently, as
though he were a child, and this angered
the Bronto still more.

OF course, it was largely his own fault,
but partly it was because he'd never had
& chance, During his first fortnight the
one fellow who really stuck to him was
:]l::‘!{.id, and the Bronto began to hate

im !

It came to & head one day. The
Bronto had been trying to play football,
not because he wanted to, bub because
several follows had insisted on it. He
made & mess of the business, but that was
only to be expected at first. .

The Bronto, however, was not going fo
stick it. He marched off the field in dis-
gust, and Dicky Dexter went after him.
So did one or two others. .

“(Come on, Bronto!” the Kid told
him. “Don't get so miserable about
things. You've got to come back and
go on with the game =

“«Sha'n't!” said the Bronto. “You
clear!” . "

" “Bronto,”_said the Kid, “T'mr looking

after you! You're my one wee pet, and

I've got to train you properly. You
—nNOW !“ i

laid his hand on the Bronto's arm

and tried to pull him back. Suddenly

the Bronto swung round. He was furi-

said Dennis of
s they took his
7 Did it want

o

T
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ous “with temper, and .probabl
knew what he was doing. But
Dexter across the face with his cl
tist, and the Kid reeled.
“Don't do that, Brontol”
Come on!”

canght
enched

*“You come back !

. He took Dickie utterly by sur-
prite, and threa fierce blows stung his
face before the Kid could jump out of

reach. .
“Htop that, Bronto!” he commanded
again, “T'm not going to hit you, un-

less——"

A little crowd had gathered, They
were surprised to ‘see how calmly the
Kid was taking it all, and, just for the
fun of the thing, ynlgad encouragemant
to the Bronto.

“Go on, Bronto! Good eld Bronto!”
they cried. And the Kid, his face very
red, went up again to the Bronto.

Are you coming to play football??
he asked: and even Jolly Roger couldn’t
have put more bitterness into his voice.
“Come along!” -

“TI show you!” said the Bronto, and
once agein his arm swung round and hit
the Kid on the side of the head.

“Right!” ssid the Kid. “You've
asked for it, Brontol Stand up! Put
your fists up! ¥'m going to lick youl!”

Now as & boxer Dickie Dexter had
about the same reputation as he had in
the football field. When he really roused
himself he was a_ little wonder. Too
often, unfortunately, he wanted to fool
about. -

But to-day it was different. The
Bronto found himself being pushed for-
ward, and real that he was expected
to hit Dexter again, He struck out.

The fight began. It lasted about
thirty seconds, all told, but in that time
Aloysius. Brontrox's views underwent a
swift change. He felt something like a
steam-hammer hit him on the face, and
as he reeled back he tried to hit Dexter
again.

The Kid was like a spring jack-in-the-
box. He jum round the. Bronto,
jorked out his arms with every ounce of
weight he possessed, and took s savage
delight in it. At the end of twenty-
eight seconds Brontrox was waving his
arms about feebly and foolishly, and
Dexter sent in his last blow.

The Bronto was on the ground. Some-
where, far off it seemed, voices were
talking about him. .

“ Poor little Bronto! It was a knock-
out! You did it very nicely, Kidl
He'll do what you tell him.in future.
Come on, Bronto! Get up!”

They pulled the Bronto to his feet,

still gasping for air, The first person he
veally saw through his swollen eyes was
Dexier; and he vas already puiting his
arm through the Bronto’s.
. “Come on, old sont” the Kid was say-
ing, quife cheerfully.  “We'll get in-
doors _ before_.anyone comes along -to
inguire, “SorT had to lick you; but
what did you want to hit me for?”

“You—you'll be sorry for this!" the
Bronto_gasped. ‘‘Let me go! Oh, Tl
make you pay!"” F

“Jolly r1* Dobbie whispered
sharply, and they saw Mr. Blunt coming
directly .towards them. - -

_The crowd made a sudden attempt to
ap];;aar H\tem\gted izs] the fmma‘il. o

ut Roger's e eye alread:
seen avergl.hmg.“.gﬁc knew that a ﬁgh];:
had en place, and that Dexter and
. Brontrox were the

combatants.
Did he_make a beeline for them!

Nﬁlkﬂ!&&e ?:!l]nantbe realised the

B8X: 81 R{w

. looked aminps!i to,w a1ds | ﬂ‘l;‘wpllﬁ'l

ground as though fryin '

he said! sch

‘come to me W
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scarcely| t‘hére, then swiftly turned, nﬁd walked

ra%id.ly away from his own Form.

il Strong and Dobbin laid hands on:
the Bronto, and hurried him back to the:
chool, Upstairs they treated him scien-
tifically, and paid-no heed to all that he

said.

“You'll feel better
Bronto!” they assured him.' “Tt’s all
for your own good, you know.. The Kid
wouldn't hurt a fly; but he's made u
his mind to look after you, and you’
have to be tamed. You ought to under-
stand that, Bronto!”

They told him kindly and gently; but;
the Bronto answered never a word. To
himself he was swearing all manner of
terrible things which should bappen to
Dexter—and to others.

CHAPTER 8.

What Jolly Roger Knew! .
I T8 all vex;i‘well to_decide on doing
11

the Kid—wanted to bring him low, and
have him .grovelling at his feet. He
wanted overybody in the school to know
about it, too, and to understand that
Aloysius Brontrox was that sort.

He, thought of various plans, but not
one was any use. His first idea of tell-
ing Mr. Roger Blunt was actually put
into practice. It was an utter failure.

Julfy Roger merely listened in surprise
to his story of how Dexter had attacked
him, and caused all these bruises on his

face. .

“Didn'¢ you hit him back?” Roger’
asked; and the Bronto tried to explain
that he couldn’t. -

“But he’s such a_little chap,” seid
Roger. “However, I'll tell you what I
shou]d do, Brontrox. should take a
course of lessons from Belcher in the
gnz. Get him to you_ boxing

oroughly—very thoroughly, mind you.
Then, at the end of say six months, just
ask Dexter to have a few rounds with you
i hat’s the best plan.”

The Bronto made mno reply. This
wasn’t his idea at all.-

“Qh! And, Brontrox,” .To_llir Roger
went on, *there’s just one little point
T'd like to mention. Of coarse, always
hen you think I can give
you any advice. T'm always anxious to
advise any boy in the school. But—of
course, - you don’t quite understand it
yet, only we never encourage tale-telling.
No sneaking! You'll learn what I mean
in time.”

Somehow, it became known that the
Hronto had been to Roger and sneaked.
It was the Bronto’s own fault, because
he let it out. During the next week he
‘was continually reminded of it

Kids would creep up to him and gently
punch him. “ Run and tell Jolly ger
I hit you!” they jeered. der fellows
changed their attitude of good-natured

t to smiling t.

But the Kid stuck to the Bronto.
Strong and_ Dobbin tried to support him
by telling the Bronto what a ood thing

terrible things. The trouble is to
get. them done, :
The Bronto wanted to torture

it was for him that Dickie Dexter was
looking after him. 3
e Tthanbo cha during that week,

His superiority, his boast ulness, _his
sneering smile all fell from him. He
became a melancholy sort of spectacle,
Jolly Roger -saw it. hero - really
wasn’t much Roger didn’t see, but he
said nothing about it. You see, he knew
‘that ‘Brontrox had to get ight down to
the state where he knew was just
nobody. It was naturally a miserable
sort of business foi tha Bronto, but he
would be all the better for it later. Onl,

he_wanted watching d\épngtlhig peri ri'

‘The Kid, of course,.

: this so well as Roger did, and he thought

presently,

1 A

el © T

the poor old Bronto waa losing all his

spirit, and that this was because he’d
rather too stérn with him: So ho
watched the Bronto, too.

“¥ou'll be quite a nice yuung fellow
when FPve finished with you, to,”
/the Kid told him, just to encourage him.
. “That was quite a mice black eye 1 gave
you, wasn't it? You can still see traces
of it yet! What .were you doing up in
the dorm just now?”

“Mind your own business!” returned
the Bronto, but fiushed a little, and the
Kid felt curious,

He missed the Bronto again a little
later on, and went off to hunt for him,
Once again he found him in the dormi-
m?. and he was doing something with
a haversack he had, but he pushed it
away quickly when the Kid came in.

It was no use Dickie Dexter talking
to him. ‘The Bronto turned really sulky
that afternoon, and it was guite a
pathetic sight to see the Kid hanging on
to the bigger fellow, and trying to make
him _cheertul.

“Wish they’d take tho Bronto out of
our study—and the Form, too,” Dobbie
remarked to Bill Stromg. “The Kid
hasn’t been the same sinee that aﬂ!w
came. Can’t understand why the k
ever took a chap like that on. He ought
to "",E“ a kindergarten for mother’s littlo

peta !

Theg were very sick about it, and they
told the Kid so; but he still clung to the
Bronto.

Even at night he watched his pet into
bed, and if other fellows started to tackle
the Bronto too much, they had to face
the Kid as well.

In some way, on this particular Wed-
nesday night the Kid felt uneasy.
Bronto had made one or two queer
remarks about “ getting level ” with the
Kid, add it puzzled him.

He lay awake for what seemed hours,
and was just about to drop gently off to
dleep, when he fancied be heard & sound.
Peering about the room, he could dimly
discern a figure moving cautiously
towards the door.

Here it was in a stronger light, and
the Kid recognised it. It was the
Bronto, fully dressed, and with a haver-
sack over his shoulder.

Inside three minutes the Kid was also
up, and partially dressed. Downstairs
he went, and, reaching the hall, dis-
covered that the big bolts had been
drawn.

Without thinking of anything but the
unpleasant problem which had come into
his mind, the Kid opened the door and
went out, Right ahead of him he’could
see the dark outline of the Bronto
making for the playing-fields,

“Fe's running away!” the Kid gasped
to himself. *Ob, my hat!
done it with him—over-trained the poor
old Bronto! I've got to geb him back I”

He caught him up just as the Bronto
was turning into the httle copse wi ich
gkirted one side ‘of the fields. It was a
dramatic moment, for the Kid meant to

take no risks, Ho just jumped on to
“to the
ground, i

the” Bronto and brought Im

You can imagine that the Bronto had
something of a shodk.. As a matter of
fact, he was in a blue funk the whole
time, and this sudden attack took away
the last tiny vestige of his courage.

His idea had seemed quite a sound one
in the daytime. He meant to run away,
and keep out of the Toad of everyone for
a_ day or so, until his uncle, Lord
Velwood, and. his parent:
else, had got y frightened.
sius Brontrox would
unde’s house,

undl and tell them & pi
story of how he'd been ill-treated,
Tre Gex LiEARY.—No.
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spécidl stréss on the Kid's share in the

game. - 5o
That wounld. get Dexter and a lot of
other people into trouble, .so Aloysius
ught. 2 R K 3

But it was different when he began fo
wander across the playing-fields, Sup-
posing_he lost his way?  Supposing his
uncle wasn't at home?  Or supposing
;he v insisted that he would have to go

ack? 2. y
* Just at, that juncture came the swift
attack, and Aloysius didn’t suppose any-
thing more. S

It gave him some comfort to realise it
wasn't an armed desperado. Somehow,
he felt glad it was only Dickie Dexter.

“Youre bolting?” the Kid was-say-
ing. “Running away? It won't do:
Don’t be a funk, Brouto'”

“T want to go,” Bronto answered.
“T'm going to tell mny uncle. He'll make
a row about it,”

Dexfer laughed.

“Don't you believe it, Bronto,” he
said, and began to dray on his imagina-

tion. * Why, it was your uncle who was
5o dead keen on your coming here be-
cause you were getting out ol h’and and

making a nuisance of yburself.”
The Kid was a great deal nearer the
truth than he guessed, and the Bronto
etting over the shock, began to realise
things. After a little more talk, he gave

in.

“You won't tell anybods
misa to keep it a secrel he asl
Dexter before finally }'ieldi“%e

“Word of honour!” said Dexter. “I
won’t tell a living soul! You come back
to the dorm u'nfz me, and we'll get to
bed. You've got to play the game, old
son! Youll be all right in a week or
two. There’s heaps of fun going at
Katie's. I'll show you!™” .

They went back towards the
entrance through which the Bronto
made his escape. Just as they mounted
the steps the door opened, and another
figure loomed before them.

“Ah! Dexter! Brontrox! I see!”

Tt was Jolly Roger himself!

“Where have you two been?" he de-
manded icily. “I found that you were
missing. Whose fault is this, Dexter!”

“Mine, sir,” said the Kid, “I—that
is,” Brontrox—wanted— I eaid I'd
show him where we used to go. You
know, sir, before the bars were put to the
windows.” '

“Ah!” said Roger. ‘'Very
Return to the dormitory at once.
seo you both at 12.30 to-morrow.
inquire into this carefully {”

pstairs in the dormitery two or three
fellows were awake. They wanted to
know what the giddy little game was,
and Bill Strong saw the haversack over
Bronto's shoulder. He also observed
that the Bronto was fully dressed, and
the Kid still had pyjamas under his coat
and trousers.

“It's all right, Bill,” the Kid explained.
“J. was just showing the Bronto round,
and old Roger's caught us! Me for the
high jump to-morrow!”

The Bronto said nothing. - He was still
a little dazed by it all, and, anyhow, the
Kid tock on the job of explaining every-
thing. But he spoke to the Kid about it
in the morning.

“1 wish I'd gone I”” he said miserably.
“Ie'll all come out now, and then—
What have I got to tell him?"

“ Nothing 1" said the Kid cheerfully.
“You just leave it to me! I said I'd get
you out of it. and you leave it to me!"
m’];ggether they faced Jally Roger at

vou'll pro-
d

ood {
will
I shall

i | b

“Have you any explanation to offer,
Dexter ?* Jolly Roger asked icily. * Will
you kindly teﬁ me just what your pur-

pose was last night 7"

“J—1 wanted to show the Bronto—I
mean Brontrox—the old place, sir,” the
Kid said. “I— It was.my fault, sir.

‘I told Brontrox that no one would ever
" i ¥

know,

“{What!” said Roger, and looked at
Brontrox. “You are a new boy, Bront-
rox, but you must understand that it is a
most serious offence for a boy to leave his
dormitory at night. I regret that I have
not told vou that before, though you
ought to have known. It was particu.
larly desired by your parents and your
uncle that you should obey every rule of
the school. They begged me to insist
tipon that. However, you were misled
nu"r,his ocoasion by Dexter. You may

o

As Brontrox went from the room, he
heard Jolly Roger addressing id.

“ Now, Dexter! I will attend to you!
There is no excuse for you. Have you
any explanation to offer ¥

“No, sir,” said Dexter, and then the
Bronto closed the door.

The sound of the c!osinﬁ door seemed
to lessen Roger's fury. He walked up
the room, then came back and faced
Dexter again. To his surprise the Kid
grasped that the glare hed gone from
Roger's eyes, and & twinkle had come in
its place.

“Well, Dexter,” said Roger cheerfully,
“now that we are alone, perhaps you can
tell me more fully. " Did you really take
Brontrox out last night?"

“J— It was all my faulg,
Dexter answered. -
. % Ah!” Roger sat down on the end of
the form and looked. at the Kid with try-
ing intensity. “You are quite a clever
y at times, Doxter, but you will make
that foolish mistake of imagining that a
master goes 'about with his_eyes tightly
olosed. Have I not explained to you,
Dexter, that my ambition is to know the
exact weight of each boy’s brain in the
Transitus, so that it s like an open b
to me? I can frequently tell not only
what you are thinking at the moment,
but what you will be thinking about even
before you yourself have thought about
it. I am now carrying out an interesting
experiment—— Ah, here is Mr. Steed !”

He rose as Mr. Steed entered the room,
and went to him. For a few moments
Roger spoke quietly with Sammy. Then
Mr. Steed went out, and Roger returned
to Dexter.

“It is a very doubtful experiment,
Dexter,” Roger went on. “I want you
to stay with me here for a time. Let us
observe together whether our young
friend Brontro¥, without being asked or
urged to come to us, will return. It may
not happen, Dexter—or it may. happen
later on ! But we will wait awhile.”

In Bill 8trong’s study there was a little
pow-wow going on. rantrox had re-
turned and told them what happened.
Blowly the Bronto gathered from Bill
and Dobbie that this would be the end
of the Kid, He'd really gone too far.
What on earth had he been playing at

sir,”

‘last night?

“You're sure he did ask you to go out
with him?" Bill was saying, when the
door opened, and Mr. Steed came inside.
He loo very serious.

“«All Dexter's things are here?” he
asked. * You had better collect them,
Strong. I'm afraid he won’t be refurn-
ing. You see, he not only broke a very
stringent rute himself, but led another

boy into wrong-doing. Mr. Blunt cannot
overlook that, He is with Mr. Blunt
now." .

“Ho—— They = aren’t _expelling
Dexter bevause of last night?” Bronto
gaquﬂ, and . quite forgot to say

Alr.,

“Tm afraid so,” said Mr. Steed.
“That is, unless we can find some
excuse, and that is scarcely likely. He

“But he didy't!” the Bronto blurted
out. “I'm going fo tell them: They
don't understand. He said I needn't say
anything,” but it isn’t fair. T mean—I
don’t stand for this sort of thing, any-

ow! I'm sick of this old school, maybe,
but I've got some sani—yes, 1 have,
Strong! You don't think so! But I'll
show you! I'm going!”

The Bronto charged for the door, and
was through it and away before even Mr.
Steed could stop him. *. As a matter of
fact, SBammy didn’t try to prevent him,
and when he had gone he simply beamed

admits that—""

upon Strong and_Dobbin.
“Mr. Blunt- is- really a remarkable
man, boys,"” said gently. *“You

needn’t trouble to collect Dexter's things,

Stro It will be quite all right !
And, beaming upon them again, he
passed out.

Dexter was still standing in front of
Jolly Roger, listening patiently to a light
lecture on nothing in particular, and won-
dering what on earth this new game of
Ro%er's could be, when the door was sud-
denly opened. The Broento only pulled
up when he was right in front of Jolly

Rng;r.
“It's all wrong!” he gasped, *“ Dexter
didn’t take me out last night. I was
trying to make a get-away. Didn't want
to stay, but' he came and brought me
back. “Said he'd never tell, and it would
be all right. * You can’t expe!l him! It's
not fair ['

“ Ah!” said Roger calmly, and smiled
at the amazoed Dexter. 8o you weren't
to blame last night, Dexter? ~Very well !

You may go! Think over our talk to-
gether, Dexter! -Consider it carefully,
my boy. Now I should like to talk with

you for a fime, Brontrox !"'

Dexter went out—in a dream, He was
still more perplexed when Bill Strong
told him what had happened in the study.
By the time they had grasped all that,
the Bronto came in.

He was smiling feebly, but he began
to talk as soon as he came in.

“Roger knew all about last night,” he
said moekly. “Only frightening ~you,
Dexter, and wanted to give me a chance
to be a man, he says. -He—he says I've
got the makings of one, and what you
said, Dexter, about being all right in a
week or two. He eaid we could all go
into the town this afternoon, and I could
stand the racket for a decent feed—if you
chaps will come? Just to celebrate—yon
know what I mean. Roger says I'm
learning how to -play the game, and
D?‘x(t-;rn:inhown me !ci' i

ood egg!" said Bill Strong gladly.
“Right-ho, Bronto! e're oofnin;!
Three cheers for Jolly Roger!
ou, he's a real gilt-edged wonder, old
oger is! He knows everything !””

“He does!” said the Kid, and still
went on wondering.

And that's how Aloysius Brontrox,
otha_rwiue the Bronto, was ftamed at
Katie's | .

(Another grand long story of St
Katie's next week, entitled “ THE BOY
FROM AUSTRALIA!" Make a peint
of ordering your copy EARLY f)
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THE RULE OF THREE IS

WRIGLEY'S 3

30 “ Yes, Boys, the ‘Rule of Three’ is

- PER all right if its WRIGLEY'S Three

PACKET. “All the leading County and School Cricketers,

. League Footballers, and Athletes train on WRIGLEY'S
Three.. In fact, they're the only kind of Sweetmeat
that is allowed to fellows in training. That is because
WRIGLEY'S Chewing Gum never upsets the stomach.
On the contrary, it strengthens the stomach by keeping
the juices of the mouth in fine fettle, so aiding
digestion and thus building up strength and stamina.

“At this time of the year there's nothing nicer -
nor better than

WRIGLEY’S
JUICY FRUIT

and I know you Boys will like its flavour of crushed -
ripe fruit. Just try it.” ;

ALL GOOD TUCK-SHOPS SELL
Wrigley's 3 Flavours

Wrigley's Ltd., 235, Westmlaster Bridge Road, London, 5.8.1.

Here you scé
the WRIGLEY'S 3.
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(Continu:d from page 14.)

seventh
keep

With the score at 173 the
wicket feli, and avother came (o
tardiot company.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Irench and Engl
ment of a century

The fielding of the St, Jim's Eleven
that afternoon was elassic. o single
chance was missed. and the eighth man
waus actually run- ont by Redfern, who
shattered his wicket from a distance of
forty yards.

Another Frencluman went in, leavivg
unn more to wield the willow—that one
ing- Mossoo, the French master of St.

h, greeted bis attain-

Lim go with a sad expression. The score
waa now 210, eompared with the St. Jin
total of 242.  The French team hud to
make 32 in order to tie, 35 to win. And
they had one man left—Monsieur Morny.
on whom nobody based many expecta-
tions.
Tom
jnhilz\n!
Lﬂhf man in {7 chuckled Monty Low-

Merry & Co. were looking

Bardiot's play was brilliant in the Jl“
extreme.  Again and again. did the erowd
cheer hiny, for the boys of 8t, Jim's were
thorough sportsmen, and did not be-
ururlg.e Lionours where honours were due.

Hardiot, in tune x ith his new com-
panion, collected a string of singles and
doublez, and tumultuous nppl,auxo in both

Bar dmr

half arn

aver.

Mossou's cheers for
weré the loudest of any.
daries were scoved by the imperturbable
Tonsieur Mornyalmost went into

lha nu.lh man faced Faity W v for
Marcel Bardiot watclied

“And he's old \‘[D‘ioﬂ*goml old

brillinut nephew

and as boun- Massao ! yelled the St. Jim'a

lows. as they saw Monsieur Morny
st .nppmg on his pa preparatory (o
going to ihe wicket,

(Coneluded an pagc ii. of cover.)

Don’t Wear a Truss.

Brooks' Appliance is a new gefentific dis-.
covery with automatic air cushions that draws
the broken parts Logether,and binds them as
you wouid a broken limb." It absolutely holds
Hrmly and cnnl(nrl:i‘nls’.unﬂ!l!ﬁl' slips, Alway;

1 an &

strict” guarantes of &
Th6ney retunded, and we have put our price 50

low that anybody, rich or poor, l-
Remember, we male it to your order—se:
- wear it—and If it dorsn'c aausfv sou, you send It back
@ il refund your money. That {3'ths way we do

@
ss—always abnﬂ\nel', on Ina nquﬂrr -and we have sold to thoiu-
sands of peeple this ten years, Remember, we usa
no salves, no harness, no lies, nu :nl.ea ‘s just give you a straight
business deal av a ressonable Price. i
Lt Write at ciee
Y- qit
Booklet

Brooks Appliance Co,,
(1830A) 80, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.
-

D0 YOU LACK SiELF -CONFIDENGE ? 232"

lack of energy, or will r? You can Acqw.u- s ra ez,
give you absolute " geit-confdence. I(goﬂ the M
’Prmlmeut. k'.‘t-Admlral to Seaman, Colonel mPrlr

'8, rely ps for Dar! larn—u

stal
E DA T E seiat Batldinge. Tadgate Cireus, London, ot

Make a definite start on that BUSINESS CAREER of Yours
TO.DAY, We can offer you that Cliance IN A THOUSAND, Over
1.500 Agents réquired throughout the British Isles; exceptional terms
offered. Post your application, together with stamped envelope, for
full particulars to DEPT.C, &/0 HODGSON'S, CHOCOLATE FACTORS,
Roscoe Street, Sheepsear, Leeds, Eng. 8P NCIES offered
10 those resident in the Colonles and For Applicants
should give full particulurs, oceupation, etr. remittance

value 17-, and address to © Forelgn and Colouial Dept.
Boot.s, Shoes, Cutlery, Coa«

g tumes, Rings, Watches, ete.,
P on easy terms. 30/ worth, 5/e manhly;
0 S 60/ worth, 10/ monthly. ete. Write for

F - Free Catalogue and Order Form. Foreion
ree.

orders cash only. MASTERS, Ltd.,

6, Hope Stoms, RYE. (Estd, 1869,)
AEROPLANE MODEL, ~5i ookt Bk :
Jaction akenced—E. GOLTON, 13, 55, Johas Terrace, Eat Croydon, Surrey.

+ARE YOU SHORT 2

11 5o, let the Girvan System help you fo Inereass
Jour height. 3r. Brigss roports an increnss af

Raincoats, Trencheoats,

hm»

e Driver B F 3 Ihches: Ar. Ratcliffe 4
!n('hﬂg; Klus Tiavies 3. inehes; Mr. Lirdon §
inches’ Kétley 4 inches; Miss Leedoll 4

TMs :hl:m requires nnl_r ten minutes

CUT THIS ouT

*The Gem." PEN COUPON

lL‘l iih P.O._for ﬂnl‘ Sr

Value 2d.

('Lva:*L to ihe I‘l.lt Pen Co.,

ceive {pos nm 'z

Ibhecl Fleet l‘aunlim Pen, value 1

as 2d. o pr cu,msnumn\

vhother you want a fine, medium. or’ 'inrow

ﬁ s introﬁu:so lléeé'm;nons Fleet - Lhe

stage  exira Isfagtion  giiaranteed o
Safety Model, 2 extra L

Fle
Solendia Briek old
3 savo 16 s ther coupou» rg:h “wl count

ade
SRR cIiT speora)

§FACTORY T0 RIDER

Packed Fres. Carriage Paid, Fyftces Days' Free Traal,
LLOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Prompt delivery. Sive Deslers profits. Bix Targainsin

d ﬂ Seco Satisfaction

Moy e Manster

§ Sp( i mp?e Bicycle.
M E A D CLE COMPANY, _Ircornd.
Dent 'B 607 BIRMINGHAM,

SHORT MEN AND WOMEN

are often ignored and looked down upon. Tall peopia
receive favourable consideration and attention in
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can grow several inches taller.  Many
psuple hnrf added 13in. to din. to their height by
Ay 1. Write at once for FREE particulars,
m-mm-nmg, Gem,

Address: Inquiry "' N Dept, 51, Church Street,

South Shore, Blackpool.

r Boys, be Your Own Printers

and make extrapocket-moneyby using
| THE PETIT “PLEX"” DUPLICATOR.

Mukes pl 2 numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEAD] S, BUSINESS 'CARDS,
SPORTS FI\T{,I{E CALDS, SL(DR.H\(:
CARD: PLA\‘K SCHOOL- PUBLICATIONS,
- SHOR'
D, 1’1{0(‘1‘ 4\1\[E§ NOTICES, ete., in
-m(-ly of pretty colours. Send for ome
DAY, Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.

R. PODMORE & Co., Desk G.M., Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2,

"

“My bristles

" GURLY HARL™ Wit W

il Ranlﬂs Feeep!

ade curly in & few days,’
URLIT " curls stralghtes:
MERS (Depe. A. P, esf

E'l’l’ER R[.“"F'l %, STHEET, RILHW
MAGIC TRICKS, 15, “i s o

. W. HARRIZON, 239, Peutomllle Road, Luuden, N.1.
I'!OTII POSTCARDS. 1/3 doz., 12 by 1

CHEAP. P}lﬂ'l[) MATERIAL. CATALO“( L l\D 8. MJ’LE\
i ”E HACK . JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

NERVOUSNESS

I Cure It, and Give You Self-Confidence.

ie ek Lo e son of Nervousnoss, Bashfulness, Blushing.
B yaiem of Treatmeni. Thousands have g
o tusmorld %’s e ST o e You can'do tho e helr oy
Fres Serve Weakness ang Biwning it strengthans and
ol 10 e quice ipe, ummm. X

o else hoed know, and it o
\h!l! M}Indcm’:? "{ngl nerte control

I may send you foll particulars free in plain, eated
" Don't miss this offer:” it may mean Y.llﬂ tulllifli polnt in ur fife,
Shectalist, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne's-on-Sea.
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