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CHAPTER 1.

Glyn’s Latest !

ONTY LOWTHER chuckled.
M It was a long, deep chuckle. :
Tom Merry and Manners, who were doing their
prep a4 the study tuble, looked up at their chum
curiously.

“Got a cough?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“Nunno! He, he!” =

“Got a pain anywhere?” asked Tom again.

“It’s those sardines we had for tea,” said Manners, shalk-
ing his head. 1 thought Monty was rather overdoing 'em.”

“He, he, he!” chortled Monty Lowther. “Oh, my hat!
What a seream! Ha, ha, hal® ;

It was a rea! langh this time—there wasz no mistaking
it It wasn't a cough, nor was it the result of everdeing
the sardines at tea. Monty Lowther was just laughing.

Lowther was a very hwmorous youth, and his thoughts
continually ran on humoreus lines.

“Cough it up ! said Tom Merry, laying 'down his pen,
with & sigh. “Let’s have the joke and get it over ! There’ll
bo no peace in this study until we do !®

“You silly chump! Ha, ha, hal” gurgled Lowther,

“Ts it a joko for the * Weekly ' 1 asked Manners. “If it
is, for goodness’ sake keep it for the * Weekly.! It can
sigad your jokes better than we ean.”

“You s asses |¥ Lowther stopped laughing, and gave
his chums o glave. The humorist of the Shell was re-
sponsi for the Comie Column in Tom Merey's “ Weekly,”
and isparaging veference to his jokes always raised
liis “You silly asses! Tt isn't for the ¢ Weekly’

“Goad 1 remarked Tom Merry. “Then there’s a chance
of it being a joke worth hearing, old chap! Cough it up!”

“You—you—>" Monty decided to let the sarcastic
inforence pass, and went on hastily, “It's a jape, you
barbling ehumps—a jape for the First, and it's & real
scopeher 1™

“Oh, is it?" ejaculated Tons,
the First?®

Tue Gex Lapriny.—No. 1,102,

“*And what the thump is

A ROLLICKING SCHOOL YARN

OF YOUR OLD FAVOURITES—

= APRIL THE FIRST ! They'vecelebrated All Fools® Day

in many and various ways at St. Jim's in the past.
But never before on that red-letter day has the school
been made to sit up and taks notice so thoroughly as
when Tom Merry & Co. set out to break all records.

“The First, of course!” snorted Lowther, with withering
scorn. “Haven't you realised that it’s only a few days ofl
the First, fathead
" Not at all, old chap; nor of the second, fathead ™ said
'om, purposely mistaking Lowther’s meaning. “ Which, or
what, fathead, is it only a eouple of days off, old chap "

Manners chuckled, and Lowther breathed hard.

“ You—you chump ! he spluttered, * You know jolly well
what I mean. I mean the First—"

You're repeating yourself, old
that——"

“The First of the month!” shriecked Lowther, ecrimson

chap! You've =aid

with wrath now. “The First of April, you burbling
dummy 1* :
“Oh! I see what you mean now ! said Tom Merry

affably, “Well, I'm glad you reminded me. T always seem
to forget you chaps' birthdays, somehow. But it’s all right;
Pve still got ninepence left our of that quid, and Il buy
you @& present out of it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaved Manners, highly entertained at tho
expression on Lowther's face.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“All serene, Lowther I he said cheerfully. “Only pulling
vour little lez. My hat! 1 hadn’t realised the giddy day of
days was so near. We'd betier be thinking some wheezes
ont to play off on those New House bounders

“Yes, rather!” said Mauners. “They did us down no
end last year! You say vou've zot one, Menty "

“Yes!” grunted lowther, “If you idiets would only
listen——"

“We're all cars, old chap,” said Tom Merry, guite eaperly
now. “Cough it up! We've simply got to di;il thase New
House worms this year ¥

“Well, I'm glad yon see that at last 1™ said Lowther, in an
aggrieved tone. “I've been trying to think of wheezes all
dav. I mean to make things hum all vound on the First
this year ! This study’s got to keep its end up.”

“That's so—especially against Figey’s lot!” agreed Tom.
“But what’s the wheeze 1

Lowther grinned—mollified now that his chums showed
signs of great interesk.

“It's rather a scorcher!” he said, with a deep chuckle.
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—TOM MERRY

“Now my ides i= this: We get up very early on the morn-
ing of All Fools' Day, sneak into the New House, and pinca
all the New House fellows trousers from the dorms while
they're sleeping.” ;

“MTrousers " yelled Tom.

« Just that I chuckled Lowther. “Then we take fum‘all
out into the quad, string ’‘em all together and hoist 'em
up on the flagpole n the quad. See the wheeze? Ha,
ha, hal!”

And Lowther roared.

Tom Merry frowned in a puzzled way. - ’ Y.

“But what for?” he inquired seriously, “Why give their
bags an airing? Lot of trouble all for nothing if you
ask me.”

“Can’t you see?” snorted Lowther witheringly. “(Can’t
you see their faces when they miss their bu%g: and find 'em
all growing and blowing on the flagstaff? hy, it’s a per-
fectly ripping jape!” -

“Tg it? Oh, all right, then, we'll take your word for it,
old chap. Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tom laughed with such
insincere mirth, that Lowther glared.

“You think you're funny, T suppose?” he snorted.

“Eh? Not at all, old fellow,” said Tom anxiously. “Did
T laugh in the wrong place? Sorry! If you'll point out
where the joke comes in——"

Tom paused as the door opened and four juniors entered.
They were Blake, Herries, Dighy, and D'Arcy, all of the
Fourth.

“Hallo! What's the joke?” asked Blake.

+ “Only pulling Lowther's leg,” said Tom, grinning at
Towther’s flushed face. “He's just propounded a wheeze fo
dish Figgy and his lot on the Tirst.”

“Good man if he has!” said Blake eagerly. “My hat!
That's just what we've come about, Tommy. Those New
Hoqsn”worms are bound to try all sorts of games on us
again.

“I know,” admitted Tom glumly.
some finding. Lowther's got a bit of a wheeze, but—"

“It's a jolly good one ! snorted Lowther,

“What is 1t1” demanded Blake. “We're stumped for
ideas, and we thonght—"

“Well, Lowther’s might be useful,” said Tom doubtfully.
“His idea is to sneak into the New House, collar Figgy &
Co.’s trousers and, after tying 'em together, sling them mn a
gort of string from the flagpole in the quad.”

“H'm1”

“Bai Jove!”

obviously forced and

“But wheezes take

3

& CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF ST. JIM'S!

4 ?ﬁﬁ’{p—-

“Well,” admitted Blake thoughtfully, “it would be rather
a lark for Figgy and his erowd to find their bags missing
%nd see them sailing in the breeze from the flagpole.

T

“There’s no real catch in it,” said Tom, shaking his head.
“It's just an ordinary jape, and we-want a gigantic wheeze
that'll make those New Housze bounders hide their giddy
heads for daxs. The trouble is to think of one. Now 3

“Bai Jovel 1 do not appwove of the twousahs dodge,
deah boys,™ said Arthur Augustus seriously. “It is wathah
a sewious mattah to play twicks with a fellow’s elobbah-—
especially his bags. It would make them dweadfully
cweased——"

“Yon ring off, Gussy!"” said Blake. “I agree that the
bags idea isn't guite the thing we want——"

“What rot 1" grunted Lowther. “Anyway, I've got heaps
more wheezes—"

“Yes, but your giddy wheezes have a way of coming
unstuck,” =aid Blake. “Now my idea—  Oh, good!
Here's Glyn! He's the chap for ideas !”

Bernard Glyvn, the schoolboy inventor, came into the study.

“ Committee meeting, eh " he asked. “I'll call again—->"

“No—hold on, Glyn!” said Tom Merry eagerly. “ You're
just the fellow we want. We're just trying to think of
a wheeze to play off on those New House worms on the First.
I suppose you haven't got any ideas—"

“Well, yves, I have a few,” said Glyn, smiling.
I'm just working on one now—a real scorcher !”
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“That's the stuff |  What ia it #*

“All in good time,” said Glyn, with a chueckle. “I'll
wang the help of you [ellows when the time comes. Buat I've
just trotted. along to know if you chaps would like to seo
my latese?”

“WWhat is it?” asked Fom Merry, rather suspiciously.

Glyn was a very clever inventor, but he was also a terrible
practical joker, and it was nover wise to be too curious
about his “ latest.”

He took » small, oblong box from his pocket.

“It’s & waistegat-pocket camera,” he explained. ~ Manners
should be interested in this. However ugly a chap’s chivvy
is I can make lim look a picture. The real beaunty of my
invention isthat it can be used in any light, and the pictures
are developed automatically when taken.” i

“Phew I"” breathed Manners, “ Impossible, Glyn!” :

“Not at all** smued Glyn politely. “I want to try 1t
out now on someone. I’m hoping to take a good few chaps
in—T mean. take a good few chaps during the next few
days. Care to_try it, Manners, old chap?”

“I--J think T'd rather not. ]{n," said Manners.

“What? Oh, all right. You like to be taken, Merrv?

“Not at present,” smiled Tom.

“You, Blake!” e

“Y'm not handsome enough,” explained Blake, winking at
Tom. *“I should spoi! the camera, old chap.” ;

“You, Gussy?” asked Glyn. “A bandsome chap like
)"Ou—'—'” 5 u

“Bai Jove! I see no weason why I sheuld not!” .e;?:r!
Arthur Augustus, eyeing the small, slim box curmus!y.u It
must take vewy small photogwaphs, though, deah boy.

“Life-size, old chap I” said Glyn. “That's another great
point about it. take a close-up, so stand there, Gussy—
that's right Now look at me and smile. Splendid. old
fellow! Ready?”

“*Yaas, wathah!” ey

Arthur Angustns was always an obliging fellow. He posad
gracefully, and his chums looked on wi ins of expecta-
fion, The next moment Glyn pressed the little knob at the
side of the small box.

There followed no smart click of a shutter, however—only
a sort of swoosh as a stream of dark liquid shot from the
front of the ™ camera” and took the unsuspicious Arthur
Angustus full on the weistooat. ; :

Tt spurted over Gussy's features, and his neckgie, collar
and waisteoat, and. spattered to right and left over Blake,
Herries, and Digby. - :

Gussy’s graceful smile vanished abraptly behind a
spattering shower of black ink, and from his astonished
lips came a wild howl:

“Yawwoooocoooh !”

- -

CHAPTER 2.
Glyn’s Great Tdea !

14 A, ha, ha!”?

H The Terrible Three, being well out of range,

howled with laughter; they had expected some-
thing of the kind from Bernar¢ Giyn. I

But Blake & Co did not laugh—far [rom it. While
the tootrusting Arthur Augustus stoor in  stupefied
inaction, with ink streaming down his aristoeratic chin,
Blake. Herries, and Digby dabbed madly with their
handkerchiefs. o Mo

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bernard Glyn. “Ain't it a
porgeous success, vou fellows? You've had rhe honour
of testing it first, Gussy. I expect to cateh scores of mugs
with it on the First, so keep it dark. Now—Oh, my hat!”

Glyn did not stop to finish—he departed in a grean hurry
as Arthur Augustus made a juirp at him.

“ Come hacf,u you wasecal!” shricked Arthur Aungustus.
“You fwightful wuffian! 1 will give sou a teahful
thwashin® for that, Glyn!" -

“Ha. ha, hat” ;

Glyn bolted for his study, roaring. After him went ile
raging and inky Archur Augustus, with the equally furions
Blake, Herries and Dighy hard at his heels

“Come on!” purgled Tom Merry, *“Let's see the fun!”

“Yos. rather!™

There was a stampede for Giwn's study. That cheerful
juper reached it an easy first, but before he could lock the
door, Arthur Augustus was on the spot. He zent the door
flying open with a terrific charge that sent Glyn spinning
almost across the room.

“Here, hold on!” yelled Glyn, rather alarmed now.
“Tlold on—it was only a lark. Can't you fellows stand a
joke? 1 had to test—yoooooop !” ;

Glyn howled as Gussy’s fist made 1 close acquaintance
with his nose.

“'Pest that, you feahfn, wuffian!” gasped Gussy.
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some giddy dangerous chemical—"

i “Pri‘ce 2d.

“Give him socks, Gussy!” yolled Blake.
totten joker to play his fool tricks with us! Collar him "
“Look here—T'll make it pax!” yelled Glyn, dodging
round the table. “It's all right! I say ¥l show you my
f-]){'flil‘]l!d wheeze for dishing the New—oh, my—yooop {"
srash’

The schoolboy inventor went down on the earpet with
Blake & Co. swarming over him. He roared for merey,
but he roared in vain. Blake & Co. were not in-tha mood
to moke it "pax.” Onee again the inventive practienl
joker found his misplaced humour coming home io rdost.
I'hey rolled him, and they punched hiu. and bumped Lim.

“Now some ink—we’ll pay him back in his cwn coin!”
gasped Blake, looking round swiftly, “Hand me that
ink-pot, Lowther,*

_“ﬂertninly, old ch':lp," said Lowther. “I'm alwavs ink-
fined to help in cases like this. Ilxcuso the pun! Hold
on, though—here's something better than ink, 1 faucy.”

Ho picked up from Bernard Glyn’s work-bench in one
corner of the room a large, glass jar. In it was a thick,
vather greenish-tinted liquid.

I'rom where he sprawled on the floor, Glyn glimpsed
Lowther’s action, and he gave a yell of alarin,

I“ Put 1}mt down, Lowther! Don’t apset it he shiriched.
W |Ps__“ 3 *

“1 won't upset it!” said Lowther airi.y.
to trickle it gently over your chivvy, old man!”

“Hand it here, Lowther!" pawled Blake.: “T'il zcc to
that. What is tha stuffi®
. “It's a stain!” shrieked Glyn in horrified alarm
it down, you awful jdietsi”?

“Hold on, Monty!” grinned Tom Merry.

“Teach the

“Only geoing

‘Put

“Tt may he

“Doesn’t look like it!” said Hervies. “Is it dangerous.
Glyn, old dear?” '

“No-—it's harmless, but it stains the skin!” shouted
Glyn desperately. *“Once it's on the skin it wen't come
off—staina it green ! Put it down, I tell you!”

“Splendid I said Blake. *“Just the thing we want, old
chap! You've stained Gussy black, so we'll stain you green,
Ihat colour suits you. Hand 1t over, Lowther—"

“Don’t ¥ howled Glyn, “Dont waste it—it's expensive,
?‘[_!d tl'm made it to dish those New House chaps on ihe
Sirsk !

* "o\‘:hat'!” yelled Tom Merry,

“Ii's a fact!” gasped Glyn desperately. “I'va made
that stuff to turn every New House fellow's face green
on April the First—the jape of a lifetime! It's the
biggest wheeze ever! Make it pax, you fellows, and Tl
tell l,}.'iau all about it!”

“Phew 1"

Tom Merry's eyes gleamed as he began to grasp somu-
thing of Glyn’s idea.

o “Let him get up, chaps!” he breathed. *AMy .hat!
Fhere's something in a wheeze like that You really mean
that this staff will stain the skin green, Glyn7’

“ Yeae—don’t 1 keop telling you so??

“And it’s really harmless?”

“Harmless as water!” pasped (lyn, with a faiut erin.
“Now gerroff me chest, Gussy, and I'li—-"

“I uttehly wefuse to de so!™ shouted Athur Augusins,
looking for all the world like a youthful nigger minstrel,
“Haud me that ink, Lowthah! I am goin’ to tweat this
wuffian a8 he tweated me! 1 am goin’ — Yooooop |

Arthur Augustus yvelled as Glyn pinched his alegant
calf.  He yelled again as Glyn gave a sudden heave,
and scut him rolling over with a bump—Blake and the
others having released their grasn -4 Tom Merry's orders,

CGlyn jumped ap, grinning. The next moment Arihur
Aungustus also scrambled to his feet. He grabbed the ink-
poi, and then he made for the schoolboy inventor.

Apparently the noble Gussy was determined to have an
eve for an cye and a tooth for a. tooth,

Glyn was just as determined that he shouldn't.

- He instantly grabbed the jar of greenish liquid. and
jumnpad back on the defensive -

“Stand back, Gussy!” he said cheerfully. “Stand back
unless you want to go about for the rest of the term
looking likoe a green-painted petrol pump. I warn you that
th's =tuif stains clobber green as well as shin.”

“ Oh, bai Jovel!”

Arthur Augustus jumped back; even at the risk of
fosing his vengeance he dide’t wani his clobber or  his
skin stained green for the rest of the term.

Girn chuckled and followed up his advantage,

“AMake it pax, then——" shrieked G :
wrieked Gussy.
mean to—— Oh, bai

"1 uttahly wefuse to make it pax!”
“¥You are o wascally wuflian, and
Jave I”

Arthur Augustus turned and dived desperately round the
table az Borna Iyn made a rush at him with the jar
upraised.  Glyn followed him, - %

“Go it, Gussy!”
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Arthur Augustus D*Arcy posed gracefully before the camera, while his chums looked on with grins of expectation.
As Bernard Glyn pressed the little nob at the side of the small box, Quesy’'s smile vanished abruptly behind a spattering

shower of black ink, and he gave a wild howl.

“Two to one on the green!™ chuckled Lowther.

“a, ha, hat”

“Stop him!” shouted Glyn.
on somocne, and Gussy’s just the chap!

ono !

‘Ha, ha, hal”

Gussy had gono. Dropping the mk-pot in the fire-place,
he made a wild leap for the door and vanished. Apparently
he didn’t want to test the stain.

Glyn closed the door, and locked if.
the jar carcfully on the table,

“Thank goodness you asses didn't spill any of it,” he
said. “TIt costs a lot to make it and I shall need a lot
for the New House chaps.”

“[s this the jape you mentioned, then?” asked Tom
Merry, eveing the jar curiously.

“Yes, old chap. It's a real scorcher! That ecamera
stunt was just a little dodge to take in mugs like Gussy
and Trimble on the First. But this stuff s the real goods—
it’s going to put the kybosh on Figgy once and for all!
I've been working on 1t for days. I'm going to turn
every New House, Shell. and Fourth chap, green!”

“And won't it wash off#"

“Hot water and soap won’t touch it!"” grinned Glyn.
“Nor will turpentine or anything else 1 know of, excepting
the antidote I've discovered. Watch!”

He turned back his sleeve, dipped a finger in the jar
and put a drop of the liquid on his bare arm. It showed
only a faint, greenish spot at first. But as the seconds
passed the colour deepened until it became a vivid green.
Then Glyn got some turpentine, dipped a piece of rag
it it, and rubbed hard at the green spor on hiz arm. He
rubbed and rubbed without making the slightest effeer
on the stain.

“Phew !” said Tom Merry. |
chap's chivvies green for a giddy lifetime, Glyn!
would be a bit thick as a joke!”
h(}‘l}yn chuckled, and took another bottle down from a
shelf.

*“This is my giddy antidote,” he explained. “Now, watch!
It tuf::gvs a lot of getting off, even with this, but it does get
“it off”

Putting some of the stuff from the bottle on the rag,
Glyn ruﬁbcd at the spot on his arm. After rubbing hard
for some scconds it began to fade.

“Bea the wheeze?” asked Glyn, smiling. “We get Figg
and his men to wash with this stuff, and all April Fools’

“1 want to test this stuff
Stop—hallo, he's

Then he placed

“But—but yon can’t turn
That

Swoooosh 1

“ Yawwoooooh 1" (Sex Chapier 1))

Day they'll be walking about green as grass. They’ll be the
laughing-stock of the giddy school, And we won't give
‘em this stuff to fetch the green off until they've (_‘v'\\'II(.'(F up
that School House is cock-houze, and that they've been
dished and done—green!”

“Phew! Top-hole!” breathed Blake, his eves dancing.

Tom Merry grinned, and then he frowned.

“Yes, but you're forgetting one thing, old top! How aie
we going to make ‘em wash in 1t?”

' Kasily enough!” smiled Glyn. “Noble and Dane and
I have worked every detail out. We've got a whole hcap
of medicine bottles from the Ryleombe chemist, with his
label on, On every label we write or print the name I've
given this stuff—* Influenza Germicide,””

“¥Yes, but i '

“Wait a bit! Barly on the morning of April the First—
before anyone else is astir—we sneak into the New House,
creep into the Bhell and Fourth dorms there, and place a
bottle of the Influenza Germicide on every fellow's wash-
stand. Also, we hang a card on the rule-board in cach dorm
with a typewritten notice om, instructing the chaps to
empty the germicide into their basins when washing as a
precaution against the "flu.”

“Well, my hat!”

“Easy as falling off a form!” smiled Glyn. “Rylcombe
and Wayland are in the throes of a giddy influcnza .
epidemic, and the fellows know the igd_v beaks are
anxious in case it reaches St, Jim's, They won't dream
of suspecting a catch. They'll say it's all rot, of course,
but they'll use it—they won’t dare to refuse. Now, d'you
soe the wheeze ?”

Tom Merry & Co. did. They chuckled, and then they
howled with laughter,

“It'll do, then?” grinned Glyn.

" Yes, rather ! gurgled Tom Merry, thumping the school-
boy inventor on the %mcl; in his gleeful excitement. “It's
the jape of the term, Glyn Those New House worms would
never admit themselves green, though we've told them they
are often enough. Now they’ll have to admit it.”

“Right, then!” said Bernard Glyn, with satisfaction.
“I've got the bottles in the cupboard here ready, so if you
fellows like you can stay now and help me fill 'em and
cork 'em. I've got rubber gloves here you can wear for
the job. And to-morrow I'll make more of this stuff. and
we'll get everything fixed up.”

"Good man! We're on!”
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**Yes, rather!-It's great!”

And there and then Tomp Merry & Co. setiled down to
help Bernard Glyn to make his tinal tprepam1.wm:a for the
great wheeze. The bottles were care n]EjJ filled with the
patent Influenza Germicide, corked nea f, and then the
name was printed just zs neaily on the abels. The job
kept Tom Merry & Co. busy until bed-time, and they went
up to their dorniitories smiling and in a state of great satis-
faction. All anxiety regarding April the First was at an
end, they felt. Whatever japes Figgins & Co. attempted
on thas great day, nothing they might bring off was
likely to go one better than that engineered by the school-

oy inverior. -Tom Merry & Co. clept with smiles on their
facesz that night.

CHAPTER 3.

The First!
ERNARD GLYN was the first fellow awake in the
B dormitory on the morning of April the First. He
awoke at four o'clock, end it was the tinkle of his
alarm-watch that awakened himn, Glyn was taking
no chances of awakening at will—he relied upon his alarm-

watch pl under his pillow. .

The sound of it also wakened Tom Merry, and bhe sat
up in bed, and blinked about him in the gloom.

“What the thump—— Oh!”

Tom Merry suddenly remembered the why and wherefore
of things, and he chuckled and rubbed his eyes.

“Four o'clock, Glyn!” he grinned, makin
junior’s form. ‘*Many happy returns, old chap. May
your shadow mnever grow whiskers, and all your giddy
gadgets come off—for a change!”

“Same vo you, and many of 'em!” said Glyn affably.
“T'm sorry 1 haven’t your birthday preseat to hand you
now. They hadn’t any more struit-waistcoats in stack,
but they're having one speeially made for you!”

Tom Merry chuckled, and lit a stump of candie. He was
about to waken Lowther when Glyn stayed his hand.

“Told on!” he said. “It's Lowther’s great day to-day;:
being & born humorist, he's bound to spend the day japing
other chaps. We'll make a start before he has the chance
to get us on the hop!” ,

With that, Glyn grabbed Lowther's tooth-;;aste from his
vashstand, It was coloured paste, and Glyn daubed it
gantly over the sleeping Lowther’s nose and face in general.
Lowther laoked a picture when he had finished. 3

The humorist of the Shell sat up, blinking, as Tom
smilingly shook him into wakefulness,

“What's the matter? '"Tain't rising-bell Oh! Oh,

whati’’ said Glyn, before he could

miy hat!”

“Nearly forgotten, ]
gpeak again, Many happy returns of the day, old fruit!
May you live to be as old as your iokes in the comic
column of the * Weekly,! But may you never get so stale,
old ehalp I

“Fat :emli I say;

} isn't it too early? And it’s jolly cold,
tgo——" 3

“Vou lock cold, aold chap!” esid Glyn, staring hard
at Lowther's face “But what the thump is the matter with
your face, old man? It's all streaked with red stuff!”

“Jg it1" goinned Lowther, climbing out of bed, with a

chmekle, “Let it stay streaked then—you don’t catch me
quite so early, old top! Try again some other time 1™
“Qh, all right!” said Glyn, winking at the grinning

Tom Merry. Stsg like that if you like—I don’t mind!”

And he went or dressing. Manners was walkened, and he
gave a violent start as be caught sight of Lowther’s striking
features in tho candle-light.

“ What the thump’s the matter with your chivvy, Monty?
It's all davbed—"*

“Oh, den’t you start!” grinned Lowther. “My dear
man, you'll need to wake carlier than four o'cleck to catch
little me ! > _

Manners was about to insist, but he caught a wink from
Glyn, and grinned as he understood. )

“Lowthot's a bit too smart for us!” said Glyn. “He'd
bester look out, though——"

1 mean to,”’ smiled Lowther. “Well, I'm ready for cne!
I eay, we'll have plenty of time io play that dodge with
ihose fellows' trousers—"

“Qh, don't start that again I groaned Tom Merry. *I've
thought it out, and it won’t-work, Monty. The chaps
are bound to have cash and things like that in their pockets,
and it won's de to play about with things like that.”

“What rot' I tell you—"

“Don't! 'That wheeze is squashed, old manl Naw,
eowe onl” %, .

The Terrible Three and Glyn, dressed now, glola from
the dormitory, Tom Merry putting ont the light. They soon
reached . the” Fourth -doromtory, and Blake & Co. were
ghietly shaken into wakefulness.. They were each wished
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had placed Gussy’s wash-basin on the floor by the bed,

returns of the day as they awakened. Lowther

half-full of cold water, and he warned Gussy not to step.

inta it. : :
Having been wished many happy returns, the swell of
the Fourth was wide awake now, gﬂ\'.'ever—or believed he
was, He refused even to look over the side of the bed:
“Wathah not!” he chuckled ** You don’t take me i so

. easily as that, Lowthah, deah boy!

With that, Gussy stepped out of bed—with one bare foob
plunging into the icy-cold water.

el

Fortunately, Blake clapped a hand over his noble ¢!|-.1m's"

mouth in the nick of time, or his yell would probably
have wakened the whole school.

“Ever been had?” asked Lowther affably.

“Ow! Oh, you feahful wottah, Lowthah!” ed Gussy,
rufl';bmg his leg and foot dry with a towel. “1 thought—"

I know you did, old chap!” said Lowther: “1 warned
you, 5o it's your own fault, isn't it1” |

Wats! have a vewy good mind—bhai Jove! What
evah is that wed stuff on your face, Lowthahi”

_ “Yes—I was wondering that,” said Blake, “I noticed

it—" THe broke off and grinned as he caught a wink

from Glyn. “Better rub 1 o? Lawther I”

5 Ig'umz §0," said Lowther a,';rijly. *“Try again. I faney——
Lowther started. It suddenly oceurred to him as strange

U:at_hl;ath Glyn and Gussy had mentioned red. Was git

10— z
. The humorist of the Shell hesitated. Then, deciding to
risk it, he grabbed the candle and hurried to the nearest
mirror. His jaw dropped as he gazed at his reflection.

“Oh, my bat!” he gasped.
His expression nearly sent his chums into fits,

Ever been had?” asked Glyn cheerily, using Lowtheor's
l_:l:};‘l} words, “I warned you, so it's your own fault, isn't
i ¢

“Oh ¥ gasped Lowther, “Oh erumbs!

" Yaas, wathah 17

With i,owthqh rubbing the toothpaste off his crimson
fea.t_uree. the juniors left the dormitory, Blake and Co.
having dressed swiftly, Even Gussy was chuckling ex-
plosively now. ;
. Ounly Lowther was a trifle aggrieved. Being a humorist,
it was difficult for m to see the point of other people’s
jokes. Moreover, he felt aggrieved because Tom Merry
refused to adopt his great wheeze of the trousers—a splendid,
ripping, and top-liole jape in Lowther's opinion.

The conspirators soon reached the Shell passage, and in
Glyn's study they found all in readiness—a cricket bag
carefully packed with bottles of Influenza Germicide—while

Done fairly!”

each junior filled his peckeis with other spare bottles of

the same weird concoction. They alzo carried a =upply of
rolled-up sheets of cardboard with suitable birthday greet-
ing Iprmtcd thereon—all for the benefit of their New House
rivals. r

“Now we'll have to go earefully,” murmured Glyn, as
they left the study and made tracks for the box-room. *“If
any chap busts a bottle of this stuff he'll wish he hadn't.”

“Yaas, wathah! I have put on =ome old clohbah in casze,
deah boy."”

“Come on."

Tt was still dark, and one by one they left the School
House by mean: of the box-reom window and stealthily
made their way to the New House. Here a loose gratin
in the cellar, reached by a short fight of stone stepe lead-
ing downwards, gave access to the New House

“ Carefully, now I"" murmnred Tom Merry, with a chuckle.
“Tt isn’t likely anyone will be about yet, but we'll take no
chanees: 1 vote we rig a few booby-traps in their giddy
studies before we go back-just a few surprise packets for
them in the morning.”

e Gmd Qgg I" . X -

To reach the New House dormitories was only a
matter of seconds, and soon the daring jokers were busy.
First the typewritten notices were lung on the dormitory
walls, and then a boitle of Glyn's invention was deposited
an each washstand,

Though strongly tempted to play other fittle jokes in the
dormitories. Tom Merry & Co. felt it much safer not to
arouso any suspicion that an enemy had visited the dormi-
tories that morning. It might easily spoil the great jape. -

Tt was done at last; every Shell and Fourth fellow in the
New House had 3
Patent Influenza Germicide—a sort of hirthday present, as
Glyn remarked. Then, with smiling glances at the rows of
slecping forms, the School House japers left the dormitories
and went downstairs. e .

Starting at one end of the Shell Ea_ssage, the Terrible
Three and Glyn worked along it, slllﬁ n_;l:( booby-traps
over every door, whilst Blake & Co. did likewise in- the
Fourth Form passage. It was done eatily enough!
follow entered the study, and, with the aid. of ‘a chair and

heen presented with a bottle of Glyn's-

Oue
a
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pile of books, or a eardboard box of soot, which ever hap-
pened to be handiest, rigged up the trap, and then squeezed
out of the study again, being very careful indeed not to
disturb the trap above his head. i

The School House raiders worked swiftly, with the aid
of candles; and at the end of fifteen minutes they gathered
together again, their tasks accomplished.

“Pone it?"’ asked Tom Merry. “You shoved the.cards
up all right?" ;

“On each giddy mantelpicce!"” assenied Blake, with a
chuckle. “Won't the dear little fellows get some surprise
packets in the morning?. We gave special attention to
Figgy's study—especially to the study cupboard and the
arub. We do hope Figgy will like the mustard in the
butter, and the pepper in the jam, also the coal in the desk
drawer. Hadn't we betier be getting back now!? It's
beginning to get light already.”

“Ves, rather! We mustn’t forget dear old Knox!” said
Glyn. “I've just got one bottle of the stuff left; and T
think, as we u]l love dear old Gerald so much, he ought to
have it.”’

*“Ha, ha, ha! Yes!”

“Come on, then; none too much time!” ;

And, feeling very satisfied with their labours in the New
House, Tom Merry & Co. hastened back to their own House.

They got in safcly; and outside the door of Knox's study
in the Sixth Form passage Glyn called a halt,

“Tommy and I will be enongh,” he whispered
chaps shove off to bed.”

[ Wight-ho P . ;

Blake and the rest deparfed for their respective dorms.
leaving Glyn and Tom Merry to do the final dark deed.
Knox of the Sixth was not a very popular prefect, and the
juniors were yvery anxious to let him know it.

They crept into the room, not daring to light a candle
there. Knox was snoring softly—but they knew he was a
light sleeper from bitter experience.
While Tom Merry wrote on the mirror
over the mantelpiece a suitable birth-
day greeting with a picce of chalk, Glyn
felt about for the washstand.

Unfortunately, his fumbling hand
struck something else—a glass tumbler
apparently—and swept it off the stand.

Crash !

“0Oh, mz-hat!” breathed Glyn.

S e

CHAPTER 4.
Fooling Knox !

T happened in a flash.

In the stillness of the room the
crash of the falling tumbler sounded
like the sudden collupse of a green-

houso. :

For n moment Glyn stood stock-still,
the bottle of alleged Germicide clutched !
in his hand, his heart thumping a little. Then came a
zudden movement from the alcove, and a vague form sat up
in the bed
“Hook it!"* breathed Glyn, 5

He jumped for the door; and, only stopping to add the
final word to his inseription, Tom Merry followed him in a
flash,

“Come back! Who is that?”

Tt was Knox's veice, sleepy and stariled.

Tom Merry and Bernard CGlyn were not likely to obey
it—nor did they. -

They flew back along the passages to the Shell dormitory.
Dawn was just breaking, and the dim light of early morn-
ing came through the tall windows. In a flash they had
tumbled into bed, hurriedly discarding tennis shoes as they
did so, likewise jackets and waistcoats.

“Did you do 1t, Glyn?” gasped Tom Merry. .

“Blow it—no!"’ panted Glyn, in disgust. “I hadn’t time
to shove the instructions up, let alone the giddy bottle on
the washstand 1"

“What happened?’ demanded Lowther from his bed.
“PDid he wake—"

“Yes1 I knocked a glass over; like a clumsy ass! Let's
hope he doesn’t come here i

“He's bound to!”" said Tom Merry. “I heard him gotting
out of bed; and I bet he comes straight here to see if any-
body's awake ! .

“Phew! I've got a wheeze, then,” said Monty Lowther,
with a chuckle. *We'll make an April Fool of dear old
Gerald, after all! Get under the beds, chaps!”

“What——"

“Quick ! I fancy I hear the beggar coming, now!”’
snapped Lowther, scrambling out of bed bimself. *“He'll
find us out of bed, and he'll rush off for Railton, or some-
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Lowther didn’t stop to finish, The sound of slippered
feet came from the passage outside, and he slipped under
the bed in a flash, .

But Tom Merry, Manners, and Glyn had grasped his idea,
and they were scarcely a second after him in slipping under
their respective beds.

They had scarcely done so when the door opened and
Knox of the Sixth appeared in the doorway with a lighted
candle in his hand,

He odvanced to the ncarest bed, and then ho walled
along the row until he reached Glyn's empty bed. He
stopped, with a grunt of satisfaction; and the next moment
he sighted the other three empty beds,

“Got the little sweeps!" the hiding juniors heard him
mutter to himself. “Play theiv little games in my room,
would they "

The Terrible Three and Glyn heard him hurry back to
the door, and then came the sound of the door being closed
and the key turning in the lock.

“Oh erumbs!” gurgled Lowther, *“The ass thinks we're
out of the dorm, and he's locked the giddy door so that
\-i-c- 5}!3!“(111'! eneak in while he's away! Into bed, chaps—
charp!

With deep chuckles, the four jokers scrambled out from
under the beds. None of them had removed their trousers
as yef, but they hastily did so now. Then 1hey jumped into
bed and dragged the elothes over them.

They were apparently fast asleep when Gerald Knox
returned a few minutes later. With him was Mr. Linton,
the master of the 8hell. He was in his dressing-gown, and
he looked very cross and impatient.

“You are quite certain of what vou sav, Knox?’ he
demanded sleepily and irritably. “Tt seems to me im-
possible that four boys should be out of their dormitories at

this hour. You say——"

_“‘Men:_\u Lowther, Manners, and Glyn, -
sir,” said Knox. “The beds of those
four boys are empty, as you will—"

Knox's voice trailed off and his jaw
dropped as his eyes fell upon the rows
of beds. All eertainly appeared to be
oceupied. He went closer, and swiftly
serutinised the four dark heads on the
pillows. From each of the still forma
came gentle breathing.

g "Ei;good gad!” he ejaculated. *I--

“Well,” snapped Mr. Linton, “I do
not see one single empty bed! Have you
suddenly - taken leave of your senses,

Knox ? Merri\', Glyn, Manners., and
Lowther are all here, fast asleep !
“G-good gad!” ejaculated Knox

again. “They—they weren't in bed four
1 or five minutes ago, and they couldn’t
have come in as I locked the door. It—it’s some trick, sir—
it must be.”
. "“Nonsense!” snorted Mr. Linton, who was very annoyed
indeed now. “‘You have brought me from myibed on a
fool's errand, you stupid fellow!” He shook Bernard Glyn’s
;sl_uou!der, and Glyn grunted slecTily and turned over.
Then he went:-on breathing gently, his eyes still closed.
“Pooh!” exclaimed the master of the Shell, “The boy is
undoubtedly fast asleep. How dare you play tricks like
this, Knox?"

“It's these boys who are playing tricks,” almost
choked Gerald Knox, biting his lips with anger. " They came
into my room and woke me up. They must have been up to
tricks. It is the first of April to-day, and I believe they
intended to play a fool's trick on me.”

“Utter rubbish!” enapped Mr. Linton, bestowing a
wrathful look on the prefect. *You must have been dream-
ing, Knox. How could the boys have returned to their
beds when the door was, as you yourself state, locked ¢

“Dut, sir—"

“That is enough, Knox! You have obviously been dream-
ing, and your over-suspicious mind has done the rest!” °
snorted Mr. Linton. ‘I am almost inclined to wonder,
however, whether you have dared to play a foolish April
Fools' trick on me, Knox "

*Wha-at1"

“Did I believe so,” said Mr. Linton, in great wrath, “I
would most certninfy report your conduct to the House-
master, Return to bed at once, sirl”

“But—but listen—"

“1 refuse to listen to another word, you foolish fellow!”
snapped the annoyed Mr. Linton. ©You have brought me
from my bed on an idiotic and unnecessary errand. ‘These
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No, 1,102,
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boys are fast asleep, and I do not believe any of them have
left their beds at all. Absurd!” :

Aud with that Mr. Linton founced out of the dormitory.

Knox glowered at the four japers snoring gently in their
beds. Then he grabbed Glyn's shoulder and shook him
much more foreibly than Mr. Linton had done.

“Up you get, you young rotter!” he snapped.
you're not asleep.” °

This time Glyn opened his eyes. Then he sat up and
blinked at Gerald Knox in the candle-light. ol

““Hallo! What's the matter?” he said sleepily. "It isn't
rising-bell yef, and—— Ob, it's you, Knox! 1 say, what's
this game, Knox? What the thump d’you want to wake a
fellow up for?”

“You—you little eweep!” "

“T say, that's a bit thick, Knox!” snorted Glyn. I
know it’s April the First m-da{, but that’s no reason why
you should come barging in here waking chaps up and
glanging 'em. Leggo my arm, and Jomme get to sleep, or
T’ll report you to Mr. Linton in the morning.”

Knox growled, but he released Glyn’s arm. though he was
on the point of hauling that junior out of bed in his rage.
But prudence bade him pause. The Sixth-Former knew it
was just as useless to try to get anything out of Glyn as
to try to persuade Mr. Linton that his story was correck.

“T know you young rotters have been out of bed and to
my room,” he snarled; * You've done me this time, but if
gou‘_\'e played any tricks in my room. I'll make you sorry

or it."” : ;

With that Enox strode ont, almost choking with wrath.
The four japers waited until his footsteps had died away,
and then they gave vent to a chorus of chuckles.

“Poor old Knoxy-woxy!” spluttered Tom Merry. “He
knows quite well we've done him brown. but he daren’t
do anything. I’d like to see his face when he sees what
T've written on his giddy looking-glass! He'll understand
then that we only went there to remind him it's his birth-
day. I thiﬁk we've scored and earned a bit more sleep

“1 know

“Yes, rather!”

And the Terrible Three and Bernard Ghin sottled them-
selvas down to sleep again. April the First had started well
~—for them! -

P

CHAPTER 5.
Green as Grass!

RASH!
And & wild yell. % -
That was what awakened Figgins on that April the
First morning.

He sat up in bed guickly, Then he gasped at what he
saw. On the Hoor by the next bed was a basin, and seated
in it was Fatty Wynn. Around bim water had spurted all
over the floor, obviously from the basin. :

Half a dozen fellows in pyjamas were lcoku]ion at Fatty
Wynn’s desperate struggles, nearly helpless with laughter.

“What ‘Tho th Hagan Mgy

b at the thump——* began Figgins,

“It was {our own fault, Fatty,” eaid Dick Rediem
soverely. “T told you there was a basin of water there, and
you wouldn’t listen."”

“Yow-ow I"* wailed Fatty Wynn. “Oh, you awful rotters!
T’m drenched to the skin! Ow-ow! I remembered it’s April
Fools' Day, and I thought you were trying to make me look
and see. Yow! I'd been done like that before. Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ba!"”

Hel by the laughing Kerr and Redfern, Fatty Wynn
serambled to his feet, water dri]ﬂ:ling from him. For
1unately, the basin was an enamelled one, and nothing worse
had happened to Fatty save the wetting. Like Arthur
Augustus, Fatty Wyon had been taken in, only Fatty had
sat down in the basin instead of merely putting his foot
n it

TFiggins slipped out of bed, chuckling. He understood
now what the crash and yell meant. Redfern had made
an early start, end Figgy felt very happy as he thought of
the glorious day of japes and jokes before him. He meant
it to be a record one. Unfortunately for him, his School
House rivals also meant the same.

““Cheerio, Figgy!” said Redfern. “Many happy returns,
Looks like a packet of

And he held out a small packes wragped in.avhite paper.
Figgins started, and then he laughed.
“Try again!” ho chuckled. %‘hm’s rather feeble, old
scout. Fatty's about your weight!”

“You don’t want your choc, then ™ X s

““I don't want what you've got there,” grinned Figgins.

“Right, old chap. =~ Then P'll scoff ib,” said Redfern.
“Thanks ve mucli-‘u, old man! You're awfully good, and
this choo looks good.”
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No, 1,102,
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With that Dick Redfern unwrapped the packet, disclosing
a slab of chocolate. Figgins jumped as he saw it. Redfern
broke the chocolate in two pieces, threw Patty Wynn one
half, and started to eat the other
. “Here,” spluttered Figgins, going red in the face, “that
is my chocolate, you rotter! It lnoEs iolly well like——"

‘Not at all; 1t’s mme now, old man,” said Rediern,
smiling, - * You said you didn’t want it a second agoe.”

“But, you rotter—*

“It must bave dropped out of your jacket when you
undressed last night,” said Redfern. “I found it just by
your bed, anyway. Thanks so much!”

. ""But I thought it was spoof,” yelled Figgins. “I thought
it was a piece of wood, or something, wrapped up, when I
said that. Look here—"

“1 know you did. old chap,” =aid Redfern cheerfully.
“But it’s Apri) the First—your birthday!”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

There was a roar of laughter as Dick Redfern swallowed
the last bit of chocolate. Figgins went crimson, and then be
gave a rueful laugh

“You did me,” he grinned. “Never mind. My turn will
come, Reddy. I say, here's the blessed First here, and we
haven't got out a single decent jape to play off on these
School House bounders. I'm absolutely stumped for wheezes
this time, and— Halla! What's up, Fatty 1"

Fatty Wynn, groaning a little, had taken his basin back
to the washstand. ~Now he was standing with a small
bottle in his hand, sm;-inpi at it blankly.

“What's this, Figey?” he demanded in disgust. “Who's
shoved this beastly thing on my—"

He was interrupted by Owen, who had also found a bottle
on his washstand. The next moment several other fellows,
ineluding George Figgins, had made the same discovery

“Well, ’'m hanged !” said Figgins. “Influenza Germicide
—eht! What awful rot! T suppose the giddy beaks dished
‘em out yesterday, and we didn’t notice them here last
n%)ghté" I say are we supposed to drink the blessed stuff, or
what?

They soon.knew that. It was not long before the notice
on the rules-board.was sighted, and a rush was made for it.

“Well. I'm blowed!” snorted Figgina, us he read the
typewritten notice. ‘‘Got to wash m the beastly stuff, ch?
Great Scott! They'll be dishing out bibs, and wrapping us
in cotton-wool next. B-r-r-r-r-r-rri* :

The astonished fellows crowded round the notice, which
read as follows: X

NOTICE.

“ As a precaution against infeelion from influenza,
which is raging in the disirici, all boys are required
to use the Germicide which will be found on the
washstands. The whole contents af the boitle should
be emptied into half a basin of cold water, and the
and disinfected in the

face thoroughly wwashed
preparation. special aitention being given to the neck.”

“That was all—the typewritten notice not being signed.
The New House fellows never even noticed that significant
omission. _They knew the authorities were worried and
anxious owing to the spread of the epidemic in the neigh-
bourhood, and they did not suspect anything for one
moment. X

“Waell, my hat ! said Kerr, in disgust. “Blessed if T like
the look of the stuff ! .

“8mells all right,” grinned Figgins,  “Something like
brilliantine, only greenish in colour. Here goes, anyway !
Wonder if the,v’{! dish it out to bath in?”

There was a chuckle az Figgins aml':ticd his bottle into
the basin snd started to wash. The New House Fourth-
Formers were all inelined to look upen it as rather a joke,
little dreaming what a joke it really was. There was much
chipping as the other fellows followed Figgy's example and
started to wash. There was quite a pleasant smell from the
“Influenza Germicide,” and they rather liked it, plunging
their faces in the greenish coloured water again and again.
While they were busy doing so Monteith of the Sixth
looked in.

“Get a move on, kids!” he rapped.
Aren’t you washed yet? Buck vwp!”

“Qhan’t be long old chap!” called Figgins cheerily.
“Have you used your Pears soap—I mean, your Germicide—
this morning yet, Monteith?” he &sked severely. “If yon
haven't, don’t dare to come near us—we're not gquite dis-
infected yot.”

“Eh? What on earth are you gassing about?” demanded
Monteith, “Oh! I see, my lad! I¥s the First of Aprilt
suppose that’'s your idea of a joke, Figgins?” 3

“Not at all. " Wouldn't dream of pulling your official lfeg,
old chap! I say is this silly stuff to be used every
morning 7
. “Ehf What stuff " 7 =

“This stuff here,” said Figgy, nodding towards his empty -

“Great Scott!
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George Alired Grundy grasped at the cap just visible over the edge of the cupboard and pullea at it.

enamelled basin filled with water came down with a rush.
and the basin landed on his head with a fearful bang.

bottte. “1 say haven't they dished the seniors out with
any? That's not fair 1"

“What are you talking about?”

““T'his stuff !” said Figgins, in surprise. “ Haven’t you had

any? Look at it”
And Figgmns held up his bottle  Monteith took a step
forward. and then he halted.

o Yma FOlir;g asst I'll tlio nothing“ OfA tlts] icin(]I s Il:‘e
snapped. “ rou iry to play vour silly April Fool tricks
on me, I'll-—l'ii—” ¥

Monteith’s voice trailed off queerly. He was staring now
at Figgins with eyes that nearly started from his head.
Then %ns stare went from face to face of the juniors at their
washstands. - After which he came right into the room-and
blinked into Figgy's face. ?
“What the thunder '” he ejaculated. “Is this a silly jape,
kids? What's the master with your faces?”

Figgns chuckled. ¥

“My dear man, we got up too carly this morning,” ho
said loftily. “T1 must sy I'm surprised at you trying to
pull our innocent legs ;

“But your facesi’ shrieked Monteith. “They're green!”

“Eh? " Dou’t try it on, Monteith!” grinned Figgy, not a
little surprised at the lofty Monteith condescending to try
such a feeble jape on them. “Don’t try to—to—to—— Ob,
m-mum-my hat1”

As he looked round to grin at his chums, Figgins nearly
jumped a foot into the air At the same moment yells of
astonishment and alarm came from nearly every fellow in
the dormitory as the dreadfu! fact dawned upon them that
not only was Figgy's face green. but their own faces also.

1t was no jok~ on Monteith’s part—it wasa ghastly fact. To
make quite sure, thera was a rush to the mirrors. each fellow
hoping against [wpe though most of them had already seen
that their hands and arms were green—a glaring colour that
geamed to be despening every moment.

“ Great Scott [

“My only tat!”

*“Oh, great pip 1”

“But what's it mean?” yelled

Monteith, his eyes fairly

Next moment a big

The water cascaded over Grundy’s upturned face like a waterfall,

Swooocosh! Crash! * Yooooop!™ (See Chapler 0.)
gogegling as he loocked from face to face.
fool joke. you young idiots?”

“Of course it isn't 1" shrieked Figgins, almost beside him-
self with sudden alarm. It mustﬁ)a that rotten (Germicide
stuff ! Oh, my only Sunday bonnet !”

He grabbed a towel, and started to rub and serub furiously
at his face. But a hasty, desperate glance in the mirror
showed that it made nc difference—not the slightest. The
green seemed more vivid than ever.

The room rang with startled, horrified gasps and ejacu-
lations as the hapless juniors serubbed ancF rubbed in vain,
By this time Monteith bad grabbed one of the bottles and
examined it.

As he did so he gave a sudden yoll.

“You young idiots! You say you [ound these on the
washstands 7

“¥Yes. Haven't you been dished out with them?”

“Of course noti” spluttered Monteith, looking as if he
wasn't sure whether to laugh or scream at the circle of
startled. green faces about him. “If you ask me, this iz &
silly jape—" :

“What ?” y

“A First of April jape,” said Monteith grimiy. “I know
nothing of any dashed Germicide hein,i dished oub, and if
it had been done by the beaks I should have heard about it
You've been dished and done, my lads|”

“1s this some

———

CHAPTER 6.
. Very Sad !
HERE was & sudden silence—a silence that could
almost have been fell.
Figgins almost collapsed. :
Instinctivels he knew that Monteith was right—
must be right. As head prefect of the House, James
Monteith would certainiv_bave been informed of the pre-
eautions to bo taken against influenza—if any wero to bas

taken at all.
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Figgins gave a deep and hojlow groan that seemed to
come from the soles of his slippers. . i

“A—a jape!” he stuttered. “A—a First of April jape!
Ch, my hat !?

“Oh erumbs!” ;

The faces of the hapless New House victima looked
rhastly emough before, but they looked horrible now. As
they stood #here eyeing cach other in horrified alarm
another form appeared in the doorway—a familiar form in
cap and gown. g

It was Mr. Horace Ratcliff, the Housemaster of the New
House. : L

“Boys, why are yon not dressed yet?” he snapped harshly,
in his usual unpléasant, rasping tomes. “I presume you
think that because it is a whole holiday to-day you are
entitled to—to—— Good heavens 1"

Mr. Rateliff had suddenly noticed the crowd of green-
faced juniors. It was a shock—a terrible shoek. Tho
master staggered back.

“What—what—  Good heavens! Monteith, “-]13;—-:
Am I dreaming?” he gasped. “Green— Is it possible?
What—what—"

“I¢’s a joke, I fancy, sir,” said Monteith, with a faint
grin. “The kids have washed in a green stain of some kind,
and apparently it can’t be removed.”

“What? Cood gracious! What nonsense!” Mr. Rat-
cliff glared at the crowd of dejected figures, whose faces

1t was on?,\r too clear from

were igreeu as grass now. 5 C
a2 single glance the juniors were the vietims of a most unusual
jape. **What utter, scandalous nonsense ! Monteith explain

this amazing outrage at oncel” = ; "

“That's all T know about it, sir,” said Monteith, handing
the Housemaster one of the bottles and the typewritten
notice. “These fellows found the bottles on their wash-
stands, and they followed the imstructions on thab notice.
It’s obviously e.l? spoof—a practical joke!”

“But—but———" Mr, Ratcliff starfed violently as he read
the * instructions.” : ) 5

“Tt’s April the First to-day, sir,” explained Monteith, with
a faint chuckle. *Somebody’s taken these youngsters i,

“(Good heavens! A stupid, idiotic joke!” hooted 3.{1:'.
Ratcliff, throwing the notice argrily on to the nearest wash-
stand. “I certainly have no knowledge of any such orders
or Germicide being issued. 1t is an outrage, the perpetrators
of which will be very severely dealt with indeed! Abomin-
able! Outrageous!’

He glared at the hapless erowd.

“Clannot you wash it off 7 e hooted. e

“ N-nunno, sir,” almost wailed Figgins. “We've rubbed
and scrubbed, and I%err’s tried to get his off with turpentine.

ut it won’t come off | &

B.:Good he:?ens! his is truly disgiaceful! You ought
to have had more sense, you stupid, idiotic ho_}?s.!. .

“We—wo thought it was genuine enougu sirl ,

«Pah! You are a set of imbeciles!” snapped Mr. Rateliff,
“But you are already late, and it is useless standing here.
If you cannot remove that disgusting stain, then you must
dress at once and go down to breakfast. Fortunately, there
are no classes, so you will have the time tc search for some-
thing which will remove the stain.” T

“PBut, sir, we can’t go down like this!” groaned Figgins.

“It is your own fault—entirely ome to vour stupidity
in acting so foolishly I hooted Mr. Ratelrlt. * Dress at ones
and go down to breakfast. I am amazed—disgusted, ab
your foolishness in allowing yourselves to be tricked by
such a simple practical joke!™ x L

With that Mr Ratcliff rustled away, his eyes gleaming.
Monteith chuckled loud and long.

“You've beon done, kids ! he said. “And . fancy I can
gness who's at the bottom of this. But nc good erying.
Might as well bite the bullet and go down. Buck up. Fifty
lines for the fellow not dressed in five minutes!”

“Oh crikey 1"

“Oh, my hat!" P

With deep and dismal groans of despair, Figgins and the
rest of the unhappy victims started to dress. Monteith
walked away to the Fourth Form dormitory, but he soon
came back again, a broad grin on his face now.

“You kids aren’t the only ones,” he said bursting info a

laugh. “The Shell kids have been dona just the same.
They’re as grcen as grass!”
“0h, good |” breathed Figgins,

It certainly was some relief to know that the Shell fellows
in their own House would not be able to chip them, and
they felt thankful for that small mercy. :

““It’s those awful Behool House bounders, ot course I said
Flgﬁ;ms unhappily. “They must bave gncaked in in the
night and dope it. That awfnl rotter Glyn’s made this
beastly stuff, T bet!™ .

“That's it, fer a pension!” said Kesr.
1id you ever know such a mess?
comes off {*

Tue Gex LiBrary.—No. 1,102,

“Oh, my hat!
And zupposing it never

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

“It’s bound to, in time,” said Figgy. "Anyhow, I'm
pretty sure those School House wasters have got something
that will feich this confounded stain off—they wouldn't have
dared to do it otherwise! Oh, the rotters! But we'll get
our own back for this! We'll make 'em sit up yet1”

“Yes, rather!” ;

“Fancy going down to breakfast like this!” wailed Faity
Wynn, “I don's believe I shall be able to eat any break-
fast after this. It's quite taken my appetite away. Can't
you think of anything to fetch it off, Figgy t” $

“\We've got some butter in the study.” said Figgins.
“Grease might do it, though I'm doubtiul now we know
turps won’t. It's awful! Let’s go down and try, anyway !”

All the Fourth were dressed now, and Figgins & Co., with
Redfern & Co., and several other feliows went downstairs
boldly encugh. It was no use being afraid. They had 1o
bear it, even if they couldn’t grin,

On the way, seniors and {ags looked at them, stared, and
then howled with laughter. The New House Fourth-
For]mcrs felt thankful when they reached the Fourth passage
at last.

“Now for trying some grease,” groaned Figgins. “I
hope—why—what——" E

Crash! Crash! Crashl

“Yarroooooogh ¥

“Whoooop 1" T

To George Figgins as he entered his stuff, it seemed as
if the ceiling ha fallen in—an impression that was shared
by Fatty Wynn, who was at his heels. Kerr just escaped
by jumping backwards like lightnini.

It was not the ceiling, however—only a pile of books that
had been balanced on top of the door.

They had scarcely grasped the fact, however, before there
came another crash, followed by two howls from next door,
as Redfern and his chums went into their study.

At almost the same moment came another crash, accom-
panied by howls of amazement and anguish from higher up
the passage.

“Ow-ow-ow ! panted Figgins, sitting ux on the floor
dizzily. “Ow! It was a rotten booby-trap. of course! Ow-
ow ! Oh, my napper!”

“And mine!” groaned Fatty Wynn,
on the floor. “Ow! Yow!
this 1 :

“TH—I'll scalp 'em, whoever it was!” roared George
Figging ferociously. “This is the thumping last straw!
Ow-ow [" .

Redlern and Owen eame rushing up, rubbing their heads.

“Look hero—— Oh, my hat!” Redfern broke off, as he
saw what had happened. “Oh, my hatl You've been dona,
too? We thought you chaps might have done 1t on us—"

“Can’t you see?” roared Figgins, scramblicg to his feet,
“Can’t you see it’s those awful School House rotters? They
rigged these up when they planted those rotten bottles on
us in the night I” :

“QOh crumbs! I never thought of that!* groaned Owen.
“0Oh, the fearful cads! As if they hadn't done enough
already I” B

“Nice leader you are, George Figgins !’ hooted Lawrence.

“Is it my fault?” snorted Figgins. * You burbling owl!
How eould I—— Hallo, there's another one [*

Another crash sounded along the passage followed by
another and another, and the air resounded with yells of
pain and wrath. The rest of the Fourth fellows had come
down in a crowd, and the booby-traps were discovered all
at- once, as it were. From somewhere in the distance
sounded other crashes, just as alarming

“My hat! The Shell must have got it, too!” gasped
Figgins. “Tom Merry's fairly on the war-path this time!
Oh, the awful rotters! Never mind. Let's get that grease
and have a go with it, for goodness’ sake !

_But it was a forlorn hope, as Figgins fear»d. The butter,

like everything else the juniors tried. was useless. The
green stain would not come off-—it was a fixture. apparently.
With feelings too deeg for words, Figgins and his men
wended their way to the dining-hall for breakfast.

Not even the most cheerful members of the New Ilouse,
Shell, and Fourth could claim that All Fools’ Day had begun
auspiciously for those hapless Forms,

who also was seated
Oh, what awlul beasts did

: CHAPTER 7.

Very Funny !

OM MERRY & CO. were looking quite cheery and
bright when they went down to breakfast on April
the First—despite their loss of sleep. Monty

.. Lowther, es})eclally, was in great form. The first of
April was a day of days for the humeorist of the Shell. It
was a day of catehes, and Lowther loved a *catch.”

In the dormitory Lowther had scored over quite a number
of fellows. He had filled Grundy’s boots with water, and

f
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Grundy had plunged his foot into one of them—refusing to
be taken in, and consequently, being completely “done.
Certainly, Grundy had instantly pitched  the boot at
Lowther's head in great wrath, and that humorous youth's
nose was swollen in consequence. None the less Lowther
had caught Grundy. He had also blacked fellows' faces
with soot, and tied other. {ellows' [eet togethe: as they lay
in bed, and he had sent Skimpele to Kildara to ask what he
would like for a birthday present, and he? made mnumer-
able fellows look:at various objects that did not exist.

Lowther was quite enjoying himself. He looked upon
the whole holiday as being quite & windinl. and he meant
to make the most of it.

“Hallo! Here's old Gusay!” he remarked, as Blake &

. came along. * Wonder if he’s forgiven me yet for stick-
ing that * Kick Me Hard ' notice on s back yet? Cheerio,
Gussy | 1 say, what's thay dirt on your collar, old chap—
at the baek?”

Arthu~ Augustus smiled. He had quite recovered his
ood humour, as it happened, though guite a number of
Eell{:iwa had taken advantage of the invit tion to kick him
ard.

“Pway don't waste your bweath, Lowthah !* he advized,
with & knowing chuckle, “You have alwoady taken me in,
but T wathah fancy you

" forgots!

11
I'd only just sent Mellish on a fool’s errand to
Linton when Cardew sent me off to Lathom—said he wanted
me. I got fifty lines. [t's awful! I say, seen snything of
those New House chaps yet?” ket

:[‘nrn Merry shook his head and chuckled.

‘Not a sign !” he said. “And I bet we don’t until they're
obliged to come out. 'But 1've heard there's been an awful
row over there. We'll seo 'em soon, though. They're

und to turn up for breakfast. And there's a practice
match this aftornoon. [ ber we shan't be able to play for
laughing at their green chivvies!”

And Tom Merry & Co. hurcied into the dining-hall,
anxious to be in their places when the New IHouse fellows

arrived. They expected them to be 'ate, and Figgins & Co,
were late.

“Not one of 'em here yeti” chuckled To ~
“Hallo! What are you up to. Monty ?” : i My
“ You'll see old chap!” grinned Monty, his eye on Mr,
Linton at the head of the table. “This js 5 ’ i
isn't it? Right!” s Grundy’s place,
With that Lowther grabbed the marmalade-jar d
empticd it on the form where Grundy was wontjfo 's;;f] T?féllf
he added some sugar and mily to the marmalade, and

won't be able to do it again.”
“But that stuff on your

mI}ar. old chap—-"

it wemain there,

deah boy !”

' “¥You don't mind dirt on
your ~ollar? ejaculated
Monty, "And wou such a
particuiar cha &

“Not at all!” chuekled
Gruss,

“Then you won't mind my
shoving some on, will you?”
said: Lowther cheerfully.

And drawing his hand
from behind his back swiftly,
Monty Lowther stuffed some-
thing down the back of
Gussy's coilar

It was & handful of cinders
from the study grate.
Lowther had co[fncted thein
for Gussy's benefit, and the
swell of the Fourth gave a

- roar of anger and alarm.

- Lowther.
. won't

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared
. "I expect yom
. mind dirt on your
spats, either will you?”
.And before Arthur
Augustus had recovered him-
solf, Monty had stamped on
the beautifully clean white
spats which adorned his
elegant feet.

lhen Monty Lowther
bolted for the dining-hall,
roaring.

“0Oh, bai Jove!”

" Arthur Augustus spluttered

in great wratly, the while he

~ ducked and wrlgﬁled to get

‘rid of the cinders
collar and his neck.

otwoen his

“Too bad!” grinned
Blaie. “Never mind. Take
it smiling, Gussy!” -

“Take it smilin® I shrieked
Arthur Augustus. “1  will
give that feahful wottah a
tewwible thwashin’! 1 shall
now have to go back and
change my collah and spats!
Look at them !

And, in a state of towéring
wrath, Arthur Augustus
rushed o w a y—whether to
catch Lowther and adminis-

ter the thrashing, or to
change his coliar and epats,
he did not stay to ex-
plain.

“Poor old Gussy's ia.irlﬁ
h&n"l% a morning of it!
chuckled Blakeé. *Ain't it
surprising how soon a chap

H-”‘-“‘-ll‘lm’ml‘lmlm!ﬁ.“’_ﬂm ?
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Your Editor Says—

Can you picture a gyroscopic mono-railway: a two
hundred miles per hour TOURING CAR : 2 helicopter
that will earry twenty or more passengers, and
capable of obtaining a speed of fo1r hundred miles
per hour; ean veu foresee the use of television in
warfare when generals, able to see on the “sereen ™
how the battle. miles away from them, ‘s progressing,
will conduct a war from the comfort of their arm-
chairs; can you imagine what the entrance to the
Channel Tunnel will lock like? When you think of
a twa hundred miles per hour locomotive can you
visualise the shape and general appearance of this
stecl monster of the track? Do you think it's pos-
sible for a projectile to reach the moon?

All these subjects, and many others brsides, are
being dealt with in the wonderful series of

FREE PICTURE CARDS

which will be given away in three weeks' time in this
R;per. These unique cards dealing with mechanical

arvels of ithe Futiwe are the result of collaborated.
effort between prominent artists and inventors. The
result i3 & stupendous trest for Gexm readers. Freo
gifta like these have never bofore been presented with
any paper; it is only right and fitting, therefore, that
the Geu should lead the way. These coloured cards,
as big as the large cicarette eard with which all of
you' ars familiar, will ereate the sensation of the
yvear. Only three weeks now. hovs, and you will have
in vour hands the first eard in this novel serics. In
all there will be sixteen cards. making as fine =
picture gallery of the futuve as any boy or girl, or
adult for that matter. could wish to have. In next
week's Chat there will be further announcements
regarding this Free Gift scheme, so watch this corner.

Next Week's School Stovy:

Next week’s long complete tale of Tom Merry &
Co. of Bt. Jim's is entitled :

“GRUNDY GOES TO LAW :

You all know that burly, thick-headed, mule-like,
stand-no-nonsense-from-anybody sort of chap in the

-Shell at St. Jim's—by name George Alfred Grundy?

And you can imagine. knowing what a high opinion
he has of G, A Grundy, what hia feelings wonld be at
hearing a few home-truths about himself !

But you'd certainly never guess tc what lengths
Grundy, with a grievance. is prepared to go when he
gets the bit between his teeth! ;

“GRUNDY GOESTOLAW!”

is one of Martin Clifford’s very best! “ (Yemites,”
need any more be said, except—— .

Order Your Copy To-day !
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mixed them up into a messy
baste with a spoon, watched
by his grinning chums,

“Look out; here he
comes It’;l chuckled Manners,

wther sat upright’ as
Grundy of the Shcﬁ :ﬁ::rched
into the dining-all.  Grundy
was looking rather chirpy.
Grundy prided himself on
being a very smart chap, ook
easily taken in, Therefore lin
was a butt for every joker in
the Bchool Houge, nnd ke
could scarcely remember how
many times he had bLeen
done ” that morning. Yot
he was looking quite cheery
novw.

At the moment, however,
his thoughts were not on
April the First, He paused
by Tom Merry, an excited
and eager look on his rugged
faco.

“Oh, here you are, Merpy 1
he said. “So vou'vs come to
your sensoa at [ast $”

“Eh? What d’you mean "

“For terms now,” said
Grundy, in an aggrieved tone,
“I'vo constantly pressed my
claims for a place in the
team. You've turned me
down again and again. I've
never had a look-in!"

“That's so!” said Tom,
smiling. “"We want foot-
ballers, mnot comic relief
men [*

“Now, don't rob!” said
Grundy. *“As | say, I'va

never had a look-in until now,
In fact, I'm more than half
a mind not to play now; but
on second thoughts I willl”
he added gencrously. “A
practice match ien't much to
a fellow of my abilities. But
T'll be able to show just what
I can do!”

“What on earth are youn
gassing about 1" said Tom.

“Eh? Oh, don't be an
258! =aid Grundy im-
patiently, “I got you.
message, and, as I say, I'l
play 17 ;

“My message! What
message !

“Your invitation to play in
the practice game this after-
noon,” said Grundy. “Cardew
said you're expecting me to
do great things, Well, T mean
to. But Ioentre-half’a lmg

oeition. I insist upon play-
I1;':13 centre-half, Tom Merry 1%
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There was a chuckle. ‘Tom Merry smiled as he under-
stood. Onee again Grundy had been taken in—by Cardew
this time, Tom would have no more dreamed of playing
Grundy than he would of playmng ‘Lriunble or Skimpole.

“It’s nothing to grin aui” smd Grundy impauently, “1
want to know now where I'm playing, l'om Merry.”

“Qh, you're left-outside, not centre-half!” smiled Tom.

“Eh? Don’t talk—-" g

“Grundy, take your scat at once!” enapped Mr. Linton.
“And get on with your breakfast, boy!”

Grundy grunted :

“Pll sce you again about my place, Merry,” he said,
elimbing in hetween Talbot and Lowther. I shall jolly well
insist upon— What's that, Lowther——" K

“Be careful, you ass!” said Lowther, in alarm. *There's
some stult on your scat—marmalade or something!®

Grundy was about to look behind him when the grinmng
faces warned him, and he remembered. ; -

“QOh, cheese it, Lawther !” he snorted. “I'm fed-up with
your idiotic April the First jokes! Try 'em on someone else
not so wideawake!"”

“With that the great George Alfred sat down and reached
for his ham and eggs. .

For a full half-minute he sat there before a [eeling of
sticky wetness began to impress itself upon him. Then he
suddenly jumped up, and looked at the form under him. As
he saw the mess there he gave a gasp and, dragging his
jacket aside, he stared at his trousers, twisting round to do
so. 'Then he gave a roar. e

“T warned you,” said Lowther mildly, as the other juniors
burst into splutters of laughter. 1 told you there was
some stuff on the form, you ass! Why did you sit on it,
Grundy 17

*“Oh, you—you—-""

“Grundy, what—what—?"" Mpr. Linton had stood up at
Grundy’s roar, but the great George Alfred had forgotieh
where he was in his great wrath.

Words failing him, he gave another roar of rage, and
grabbing Lowther, he twirled him over in his seat. Lowther
yelled and struggled, but in vain. /

Grundy was & powerful youth, and before the joker
realised his intention Grundy had rammed his face into the
mess of marmalade, sugar, and milk that still remained on
the form.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a howl of laughter as Lowther staggered up,
gasping and spluttering, his face almost hidden by the sticky
mixture.

“Grandy—Lowther!” shouted Mr. Linton, in shocked
anger, “i.'low dare you! How—what—what— Bless my
soul!”

“Ha, ha, ha!® ; S

“Qilence!” thundered Mr, Linton. “Grundy, you idiotic
bhoy, are you responsible for that disgusiing mess on
Lowther’s facef”

“Yes, I jolly well am!” hooted Grundy, too angry to
mince his words. “Look what he’s done to my trousers—
made me sit in the muck! Loolk at it, and I'm wet through!
'll teach him to play his rotten April the First jokes on

“-Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence! Am I to understand, Lowther, that you placed
that disgusting concoction on Grundy's seat?” hooted Mr.
Linton.

“Graooogh! Ow-ow! My nose is busted!” groaned and
gurgled Lowther. “Ow-ow! It was only a joke, sir!
Ow-ow !

He grabbed out his handkerchief and rubbed his face
frantically A trickle of red was mingling with the marma-
lade on his face, showing that Grundy had not been at all
gentle in his methods. :

“ Bless my soul !’ ejaculated Mr. Linton, frowning angrily.
“SQo this 15 a foolish, practical joke! Lowther——"

“I warned him, sir!” gasped Lowther, now quite failing
to sce any humour in the situation “I warned him the
stuff was there, and he wouLfJ‘;-it down !”
© “Bilence! Did you, or did you not, place that abomination
on the seat, Lowther 7’ thundered the master. .

“0Ow! Groooogh' Yes, sir!”

“Boy! How dare you play such an idiotic prank! As it
is a holiday I shall rot cane you, Lowther; but you will do
me two hundred lines, to be handed in this evening! Now
go and wash that disgusting mess from your face! Grundy!”

“Yes, sir?"” grunted Grundy.

“You will also do two hundred liness Go and change
your garmenis at once! Any other boy tempted to play
practical jokes during a meal will be severely punished!”

Lowther totiered out, Tollowed with suspicious haste by
Grundy. Apparently, George Alfred was not satisfed yet,
for immediately the door had clesed behind them sounds of
battle eame from the pdssage witheut. But My, Linton did
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not hear them—he had suddenly become aware that quite a
number of Shell fellows were still missing.

Strangely enough—to him—quite a numier of fellows ap-
pqurcd to be missing from the Fourth Form, also.

‘Bless my soul, Merry!” he exclaimed, his glanco going
over his flock. “All the members of the New House appear
to be late! Do you happen to know the rcason #”

Tom Merry knew only too well, but, fortunately, there was
no need for him to answer. Just then the door opened,
and a crowd of fellows came in—all New House fellows of
the Shell and Fourth

They had, apparently, all made sn appearance together
because they dreaded coming alone in their present state.
here was 2 sudden silence as they filed into the big
Hall, George Figgins leading the way, Then, quite abruptly
the silence was shattered by a howl of laughter:
*“Ha, ha, hal”® . i

CHAPTER 8.
The School House Ultimatum !

I OOD heavens!”
Mr Railton, the Housemaster of the Schaol
House, nearly dropped his fork as he sighted

. the green-faced apparitions The other masters
jumped and stared with v.'idpe-opcn eycs. The rest of the
school velley with laughter,
_The green of Fig ¥ & Co’s faces showed up in vivid
contrast fo their white collars. With dismal looks and
dei]'ected walk the New House fellows erawled to their places.
lum?gé}g hcﬂ.g&:;!” rﬁpo.:atcdh Mrd Railton, leaving his chair
- 3, what— i iggins—

o T yWhat—what does this mean? Figgins
:'Ha, ha, ha1*

*Silence 1" thundered Mr.
great Hall. “Silence!”

The laughter died down somewhat—Mr. Railton was not
a master to ignore with impunity. With a grim expression

on his clean-shaven f he hal i
g ht mblle' ace, he halted opposite to the Fourth

Railton, striding down the

But before he could ask an i
¥ questions a newcomer entered
the Hall. It was Mr. Ratchg'. His face was bitter and

grim.

“Ab! Mr. Ratcliff!” gasped Mr. Railton. “I am elad
you have appeared. Have you seen the faces and han s of
th‘c: boys in your House—the junior boys? They—they—""

You may well ask that question, Mr. Railfon,” said Mr.
Ratclilf, his voice trembling with indignation, “An abomin.
able outrage has been perpetrated. The boys of my House
have been subjected to a disgraceiul and outrageous tricl.
Bottles of some monstrous and abominable concoction have
been placed on their washstands during the night. They
were labelled * Influenza Germicide,” and a notice was hung
on each dormitory wall instrueting the boys to wash in the—
the disgusting concoction.”

Mr Rateliff paused impressively,

“They one and all did so, suspecting nothing,” he went
on angrily. “They used the preparation in their washin
water this morning, and this "—he added, waving a hang
towards his green-faced flock—"is the result.”

“G-good gracious!” gasped Mr. Railton, his mouth
. | “It—it is, T presume, then, an April the
First joke—an absurd and monstrous trick 1™

“Ha, ha, ha”

Every fellow in the dining-hall understood now, aund the
whole school howled—even Mr. Railton’s presence did nok
stop them. -

“Look at 'em!” gurgled Bernard Glyn. *Oh, carry me
home to die! Did you ever see such beauties! TIs it an April
First joke, French, old man, or is it an advertising stunt "

Lancelot French, who was a New House fellow, and had
taken his seat opposite to Glyn, gritted his teeth and glared
round at his School House rivals.

“0Oh, you rotters!” he hissed. ““We'll pay you back for
this, you tee if we don’t! We know it was you!”

At the Fourth Form table George Figgins was glowering
at his School House rivals as if he could have eaten them.
But he dared not say anything with the two Housemasters so
near. Mr. Ratelifi’s side-whiskers were bristling with rapge.
He strongly suspected that it was the work of the School
House juniors—indeed, he was sure of it, and he looked upon
it as an insult to himself. :

“It is obviongly an Asri'l the First joke, ns you call it,
Mr. Railton " he snapped. “though I prefer to call it a dis-
graceful outrage. Morcover, I am convinced that it is the
work of boys from your House. The moment breakfast is
ended, T propose to wisit Dr. Holmes, and insist upon a
thorough investigation.” s

“That certainly must be done,” agreed Mr. Railton.
“Silence, boys! That is quite cnough of this uproar!” he
added, raising his voice sternly, so that every fellow in Hall
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eould hear. ““Any boy who langhs again will be severely
dealt with by met”
“Oh crumbat”

‘The laughter suddenly ceased. Mr. Railton was a man of
his word, and nobody wanted to be dealt with severcly by
hirn.

“This ie most amazing, My, Ratcliff,” resumed Mr. Rail-
ton. “But cannot the—the stain be removed, if stain 1t
183 ;

“Yverything has been tried !” snapped Mr. Rateliff. * Hot
water, turpentine, grdase—all are useless. It is the most
abowminable outrage in my experience.”

“Then it seems that nothing can be dope.” said Mr.
Railton. “T will come with you to sce Dr. Holmes alter
heeakfast, and the matter must certainly be investigated.
Boys, resume your breakfasts, and kindly make no more
noise.”

And breakiast went on, Mr. Rateliff takiug his usual seat.
with a black brow—in striking contract to the green expros-
sions of his flock. But, though there was no more open
laughter, the meal went on in an atmosphere of gizgles and
¢hunkles, and sly chipping of the hapless New House viciims,
who were thankful indeed when it ended at last.

Tam Merry & Co. came out of Hall almost exploding with

13

helpless laughler, tears of mirth streaming down their
cheeks. "They hung about and waited until Fliggins came oub
accompanied by Kerr and Fatty Wyan, and %mdfem. Law-
rence, and Owen.

“Cheerio, Figgy!” ealled Blake affably.
returns of the day, old scout.
grow green like your chivey !

“Ha, ha, hal”

Blake's chuns howled.

Tiggins glared, and elenched his fists convulsively.

“You—— Oh, yvou—you rottersl®” he gasped. ““You
awhul bounders! This is your doing, you frightiul sweeps!”

“Pear me! What is, old fellow?”

“This green stuff I shriaked Figgins, pointing to his own
fuce. ““I'nis is your doing, vou Totters!”

“My dear little men, what an idea!” said Tom Merry,
“Fancy bLlaming vs. We know guite well what jt mcans,
Figgy. You're all green with envy—because you know vou
can’t touch the School House at japing.”

“1 hLardiy think it's guite that,” said Manners, shaking
his head. * We always knew they were green—green as grass
—over in the New House. Now they've started to advertise
the fact, soe! It's just an advertising stunti”

(Continved on next page.)

“Many happy
May your whiskers never
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Square

Q. What iz a colporteur 2

A, A traveller who goes round the
country—usually from door to door—
selling religions tracts, books and so forth.
Some distribute literature free, and &
certain  English society of colporteurs
whieh has been in existence for fifty yeurs
has sold no legs than 20,000,000 books in
that time. .

Q. Who was Mah=jong ?

A, For guessing in an examination
El_apel' that he was mamm of
sorea, A young 14 er,
Charlie Dursgon, was deprived of marke
which he thinks he had justly earned.
No, Charlie, the only marks you earned
by that answer were red ones. Mah.
jong is a Chinese game for which there
was o craze in England a year or two ago.

Q. What is Montparnasse noted for?
A. This, Cerald Taylor, is a district
in Pariz on the south side of the River
Frine. It has become the popular artists’
quarter, and in the side streets, scores of

H{r U

A view of Easter lsland, that mysterious
Pacific isle that has defied the scientists
and explorers:

meals
round boys; but for all-
round knowledge come
to that old squarehead,
ocur Office Oracle.

make

small eafés cater for the paintera, seulptors,
and art students who inhabit the neigh-
bourhood.’

Q. Where is Easter Island 7

A, In the middle of the Pacific Ocean
betwoen Austrolin and South America.
It is one of tho most mysterious islands
in the world and has been a riddle to
scientists end explorers ever since its
discovery, on account of the strange ruing
there. Althouzi: no ono lives there now,
thero are ampie signs of sn ancient and
prosperous civilisation. One may wander
among the ruina of huge buildings and
monster heads ecarved out of rocks two
or three times higher than a man, One
explorer has declared that the island was
once a mountain peak in a great continent
that eank beneath the oesan. But th
riddle. of Easter Island is likely to remain
unanswered until the end of time,

Q. What use is a harrow ?

A, Owing to my advanced age, Walter
Mimms, my eyesight even with glasses
is not so good as it was, and in consequence
I read your question at-first as * What
use is Harrow ?° When, after half an
hour's careful thought 1 had only written
in reply: “To mest Eton at cricket,”
I turned again to your letter and read on
to the end aboui your visit to the farm.
The farmer’s harrow is a heavy frame
with iron tecth, and used for such Fur'pones
as breaking up the clods of ploughed land
or covering secd. ou also ask what
the farmer was using a steam.-roller for.
1 expect, Walter, that what you saw was
a gteam tractor, Fmbably with & harrow
attached, But if the farmer, whose farm
you visited without invitation, was using
a steam-roller, I should think he was trying
to raise & erop of maghed potatoes !

Q. Who was Buffale Bill %

A, An American scout, Colonel William
F. Cody, who aiter many adventures in
the Far West, became s showman and
later took a great interest in aviation,

Q. What are davit.?

A, Theze, Bob Smithors, aro
light cranes arranged on a ship’s
sides, and used for the purpose of
lowering and hoisting boats. When
a ship 15 at sea .a boat is slung
between each pair of davits, which
can be gwung outboard when noec-
caesary, By the way thanke kindly
for your recipe for a whiskers'
dye, and I hope your pet doo:-
mouse has now recovered from ity
acquaintance with the barbed wire.

Q. Where in the Zoo can you seo the
Lord Chancellor's great seal 7

A. Nowhere, Peter Wade. This par-
ticular great eeal is not a sea mammal :
it is a kind of plate made of silver hardened
with alloy; or more strictly, it is two
separate plates each engraved with the
crest of State. In all, the Great Seal
weighs 17 lbs, It is clsmped together
over sealing-wax which is thus impressed
with the erest. The sealing-wax which
has made the acquaintance of the Great
Seal is then nt.tm%ed to important State
documents. by means of a silken cord.

Q. What is the Question Mark ?

A. An  American monoplane which
recently ereated a world’'s record by
rempining in the air for nearly a weels
Fuel and other necessities were passed to
it by other acroplanes which went nlofb
from time to time. Which reminds me
that an American youth, Mark . Wabash
by name, has ereated another rernnrkable
record by rolling a saveloy from New Yoric
to Chicago and back with hia left car.
After that, 1 should think, the saveloy
wasn't fit to eat.

Q. What is a sulky ?

A. A light two-wheeled vehicle of a
type much used in Australia and several
other lands.

. A farmer harrowing his land.
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“Ha, ha, ha !

“You—you howling dummies!” gasped Figgins, his eyes
glaring from his green face. “Oh, won’t we get our own-
back for this. Look here=be decent! You shoved this stuff

“My dear fellow, you shoved it on yourselves, Ratty him-
self said that you'd washed in it. Why blame us, old dear ?”

“You knov jolly well why!” shouted Figgins. * You
planted it on us, and you must know how to .»ﬁu'ft the stulf.
Look here, Glyn, we'll call it quits if you'll tell us how to
gob the stuff off.”

“Yes, do tell us, Glyn!” wailed Fatty Wynn pleadingly.
“T'vo hardly been able to eat any breakfast as it is.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Be decent!” said Figgins, almost pathetically. “Glyn
made the stuff, I'm sure, and he must know how to get it
off. Dash it all, we can't go about all day like this!”

“If you want advice from us—" began Tom.

“ You—you'll tell us what to do?” said Kerr eagerly.

“Ves,” said Tom Merry. “If you really don’t want
people to see your faces, certainly do it.” ;

“Do what?” i T

“Wear masks,” said Tom blandly, “My advico to you
is to wear masks on your chivvies and gloves on your
hands.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" : : it

“You cackling dummies!” roared Figgins. *This in
IJeyonﬂ a joke, you rotters! Why, it may not come off for:
days!

“1t won't, old fellow 1" said Glyn cheerfully.
come off for wecks, in fact 1"

“Wha-a-at ?" ;

“Unloss you know the right stuff to fetch it off, of
course,” smiled Bernard Glyn. “I faney I could do it.”

“Then you admit, you rotter i

41 admit nothing, old top—excepting that T fancy T can
+shift that green f8r you,” said Glyn. “In fact, I should like
to do it—I hate to see fellows advertising their deficiencies
like this. Why tell the whole world that you're all as green
as grass, Figgy 1" baie

“0h, you—you—— Look here,” spluttered Figgins, hold-
ing himself in with a desperate cffort, “You've done us—
done us brown—

“Green!” corrected Tom.
gra 1]

“Tt won't

“Green, old chap. Green as

House follows weally - are gweeén, you' know—fexh fully
gween | : S g e ek

“ You—you've done us " choked Figgins. “We admit it—
you've done us this time, Isn't that enongh? Now tell us,
for goodness’ sake, how to get the beastly stuff off.”

“Oh, all right!” said Tom Merry. “We'll tell you—7"

“Oh, good ™

“When you've owned up officially, and in writing, thut
School House is cock-house I’ went on Tom blandly. “We

want & signed document to hang up in the Schoel House, ™

signed by all the leading lights in the giddy New House
junior erowd, saying that you've been dished and done, and
that you can’t touch School House at anything. When you've
handed that over, Figgy, old dear, Glyn will show you just
how to get that green siain off. Get me?”

“QOh! Oh, my hat!” _

Figgins blinked at the grinning. School House fellows in
growing wrath and indignation. He understood now—only
too welll e e i

“Qh, you—you cads!” he gasped. “And you expect us to
do that®" 3

“Yos, old chap—or go on being animated green-painted
petrol pumpe. Just as vou like—we. don’t mind 1"

“Wathah not! Seein’ %’ou fellaws so.fwesh and gween i3
quite wefweshin’,” “chuckled Gussy. “Gween eught to be
your House colours, you know ["

Cieorge Figgins almost danced with rage. -

“You—you worms|” he choked. “We'll see you han ed
be’{l'ore we sign anything! Oh, you rotters! Why, I'll—
1) _l’ -

“(o for the cads " gasped Redfern. “Let 'em know what
we think of ’em ! Smash 'em!” :

“That’s it—go for ’em!” “Up, New
Houso ! - ;

Redfern rushed at Tom Moerry and planted a fist on his

. nose, Tom seeing the danger a trifle too late. The next
moment the battle had started, and Tom Merry & Co., and
Figgins & Co. were mixed up in a whirling fight before
either side realised it. ! ks

It was only what might have been expected in the cir-
cumstances, Figgins & Co. had suffered a great deal thag
morning already, and they knew they were booked to go
through a great deal more chipping and gencral misery yet.
And they meant to take it out of Tom Merry & Co.—if
they could! : £
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yelled Owen.

ss 00, oy
“Vaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur Augustus. “Yau New

Unfortunately they had not chosen a suitable place to do
so—a public passage was scarcely a suitable place for a
fight, either on a small scale or a large. Before the scrim-
mage had been in progress many seconds, Kildare, Darrell,
zmd‘ Rushden, of the Sixih, came rushing up.

They did not ask questions—they just piled in with
a will, cuffing heads right and left. Amid a chorus of
vells and howls of pain, the battle ceased as if by magie.

Kildare snorted as he glared round at the dishevelled
cou:_hc]llmnts. most of whom were rubbing their heads
ruetally.

“That's enough!” he said, his -mouth twitching a little

"b“ you really want us to have this cake, QGrundy
chap !*
Qrundy jumped. ‘' My—my cake ! ' he gasped. ' M-mum-my

as his glance rested on the green faces of the New House
fellows, “I expected something like this. You New House
kids would be better employed in scrubbing your silly
{sjjams, it seems to me. Now get acress to your own House—

az’p!l? -

And Figgina & Co.
lumiliation,  They left Tom Merry & Co. grinning broad

went—seething wiith rage and |
grins, despite the damages they had reccived. Certainly
there was good cause for the Senool House japers' merri-
ment, for rarely, if ever, had they scored so completely
over their ancient rivals~ If things wen: on as they had
begun it looked like heing a woeful All Fools' Day for
Figgins & Co. .
CHAPTER 9.
_ A Helping Hand !

o LEASE, Tom Merry—7"

P Tom Merry balted and smiled. Monty Lowthér

and Manners alzo halted and smiled.
The Terrible Three naa come indoors after a

stroll in the quad. For that afternoon Tom Merry had
arranged a practice match between New House and Echool

" sald Monty L
Lowther unwrappad the tin, lifted the ifd and took out a |
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fy M we will, old
ke. George Alfred
b2 (See C

House. But how to spend the morning of that Bank
Holiday was a problem they had not yet solved. Manners
wanted to go out with his camera. Tomy Merry wanted
to get in an hour's practice with & football to get ready
for the afternoon; but Monty Lowther wantea to stay in the
immediate precinets of S5t Jim's.

Since early morning—since four o'clock, in fact, Monty
Lowther had indulged his love of practical jokes to the
vory limit. Some of his jokes had recoiled on his own
head, certainly; but most of them had “come off ™ quite
sabisfactorily.

Yet Monty was not sitisfied, by any means He wanted

pler 11.)

more and more, like Oliver Twist, The biggest part of
the day was still hefore him in which to *“take in " innocent
victims of his
year, a3 Monty argued, and it was only sensible to take
every advantage of it.

He was on the look out now for somcone to jape as

humour. April the I'irst only came once a

he and his chums strolled along the Famge. Then they
came upon Jameson of the Third. He was standing on
tip-toe as they came round the ccrner, trying to reach
up to the top of a cupboard which stood in the passage.
Above the edge of the cupboard, far above his head, showed
something that looked like the peak of n cap.

“Please, Tom Merry—" he began again,

“Well, what is it, kid?”® asked Tom, still smiling.

- cap!” explained Jameson, eyeing them almost
pathetically. “That beast Wally D'Arey chucked it up
there. Would you mind reaching it down?”

Tom Merry chuckled.

- *Not in these bags,” he said.

“You, Lowther—I say, don't be mean!”

“Nothing doing, kid!” said Lowther, winking at the
cupboard. “But P'Il fetch you a chair—I'm an obliging

" of the Third.

.

cimﬁ; but I've got a bone in my arm and can’t resch,
gec !

* You, Manners—"

“I've got a bone in my arm, too!” said Manners, with
a chuckle. “Here's Grundy—try him, kid 1"’

“Shush 1" said Lowther, as Grundy came along the passage
with Wilkins and Gunn, *“No, kid !” he went on speaking
loudly. “I'm afraid I can't reach it, but—oh, good!
Grundy’s a big chap, He'll do it for you!”

‘ Please, Grundy——"" hegan Jameson meekly.

Grundy halted. He had been telling his chums just how
many goezls he intended to score that afternoon—blissfully
unaware of the fact that he wasn’t playing.

“Hallo,” he said. ‘““What's the maitter, kid?
fellows bullying you?"

“No, Grundy !” said Jameson.
trouble to reach my cap down.
chucked it up there, and—"

“H'm| I'll get it, kid—stop snivelling, you young ass!™

And Grundy reached up for the cap. In tho ordinary
way he would have cuffed the fag for his check in asking—
being such,a great man. Buot the wery fact that Tom
Merry had,' apparently, refused to help the kid was enough
to make him obliging. ;

“Mean rotters!” he sniffed,
to help the kid. Why, it's—

Grundy had - grasped the cap and pulled at it, and he
had been just EIaom:. to say it was fastened to something
when that something came over the ledge of the cupboard
with a rush. .

It was a big enamelled basin, and it was full of water—
icy cold water. The wate~ ~ame cascading over Grundy's
up-turned face and head like a waterfall, and then tho
basin followed catching Grundy’s head a fearful bang as it
came down,

Swooocosh! Crash!

“ Yooooooooooop !

Grundy’s epluttering howl was loud enough ¢
awakened the fabled Seven Sleepers of old.

It was only drowned, so to speak, by the howl of
laughter that went up from Tom Merry & Co. and Wilkins
and Gunn.

“Ha, ha, ha!” - g

“Just & birthday present for you!" chirruped Jameson
“You can have the cap as well; Grundy 1"

And with that ungrateful speech Jameson of the Third
turned swiftly on his heels and bolted, roaring with .
laughter. Once again George Alfred had .been “donel”

With water streaming from him, he sat on the linoleum
and gasped, and panted., and groamed, hugging his. head -
where the basin had landed. .

“Ow?!” he gasped. “ Yow-ow.!
the little sweep! What—what—="" Y

Grundy’s streaming eyes fell on the basin and the cap,
and he understood more fully just how it had happened.
To the bandle of the basin was tied a length of string,
the other end being fustened to the cap.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you cackling dummies!” choked Grundy. “Ow-ow!
Oh, my hat! Done again]! It was a blessed April First
catch, you—ow-ow—fellows!”

“Go hon!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy serambled up, breathing hard with fury. But
Jameson had gone while the going was good. To follow
him was useless—even Crundy realised that® He tottered
away, leaving a trail of water behina him along the
linoleum. The Terrible Three walked on, still laughing.’

“He's gone up to the dorm to change, of course,” said
Lowther with a chuckle. “I say, Grundy’s got a whacking
great cake in his cupboard. I've seen it 17, - !

“Well, what about it?" asked Tom Merry.

“ Would you fellows like some of i7" said Monty. “It’s
a really ripping Easter cake—I saw Grundy unpacking it!l
I think I can persuade him to give up eomc—all of it,
perhaps!”

“1 bet you jolly well ean't,” said Manners. “He’s
likely to give you some, anyway—after the way you've
pulled his leg this morning.”

“Grundy’s leg was made to be pulled,” explained
Lowther, “I'm going to give it a few more tugs, I hope,
hefore to-day’s out. %low come aiong while he’s up in the
dormitory."” .

Somewhat mystified, Lowther’s chums followed him up
to the Shell passage. Wilkina and Gunn had remained
downstairs, end knowing the study would be empty,
Lowther walked boldly in.

There was a startled gasp, and & fat youth who had just
been reaching into the study ocupboard, drew back and
spun round. :

It was Baggy Trimble of the Fourtn Very obviously
Baggy Trimble also knew about Grundy’s Easter cake.
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“Ow?” gasped Baggy. “Ow! You startled me, Lowther!
11 thought it was that beast Grundy!”

“ After his cake, what? smiled Lowther.

“Lh? Not at all!” said Trimble. “Didn’t even know
Crundy had an Eastor eake. I happened to come to speak
1o Grundy, and while 1 was wait.ng I thought I heard a
iucusn" in the cupboard. I was just looking to see. you
L1OW.

“Well, my hat!”

“Fancy mice in the School Housa!” gasped Trimble,
cidring towards the door. *Awful, izn't 1t7 I think we
ourht to tell the House dame about— Varonogh 1”

Trimble made a wild leap for th- door, just escaping
Lowther's boot as he did so. Tom Merry and Manners shot
out their boots, and Manners just managed to get a kick
home as Trimble hurtled past.

“Dear me!” remarked Lowther, with a chuckle
“Trimble was gmn% to pinch this cake. The depths to
which some fellows fall is very sad. It makes me weep to
think of it! Hallo! Here it 1s!”

Lowther brought s square cardboard eake-box from the
cupbonard.

“Hold on, Monty1” said Torn Merry, in alarm, “Dash it
all, we've not Trimbles! ~ We're not pinching Grundy's
cake! Leave it alone, you ass!”

“My dear man, I've no intention of pinching it!” said
Lowther. “I'm surprised at you even hinting at such a
:hmf: Tommy!” He closed the cupboard door and shoved
the box under bis jackes. **We're jusi borrowing it for a
while; we'll bring it back when Grundy goes back to the
study. Come on! 3

P pf—"?

“Leave it to me,"” said Lowther. “I've
with dear old Grundy, and I'm quite certain I can persuade
‘him to give us this cake. That reminds me! It's rather
votten to disappoint poor old Trimble. He can’t have the
cake, but I'll see he gets some grub.”

“Tom Merry and Manners followed their chum back to
Study No. 10. Arrived there, Lowther hurricdly took the
cake—a rezlly mouth-watering one—out o1 the box. He
placed it carefully in the cardboard, and then searched about
until he found a small mustard-tin. It was empiy, and
Lowther shoved it in his pocket.

“ Shan't be a sec!” he said,

With that Lowther hurried out. [le was absent several
minutes; and when he returned his chums cyed him
curionsly. ]

“You silly ass—"' began Tom Merry.

“Here wo arel!” said Lowther cheerfully, taking the tin
from his pocket. “I got some all right from the fower-beds
in the quad.”

£t U?E‘._ what?’ said Manners impatiently. “What's this
game”

Lowther opened the mustard.tin and showed the con:
tents, It was full of wriggling worms. !

“Grobs!” explained Lowther, with a chuckle. “Trimble's
after grub, We're going to give him grubs, being generous
fellows. See? He won't dare to go after Grundy's eake
for a bit, so if we're slippy we'll be in time with this.”

Cietting paper from the lower cupboard, Lowther wrapped
up the tin of worms in sheet after sheet until it was the
size of Grundy’s cake. Then he placed the bulky package
into the empty cake-box.

Then, with a soft chuckle, he hid the box under his
jacket again and hurried along to Grundy's study. It was
still empty, and Lowther er to the cupboard and placed
the box just as he had found it. He was about to leave
the room again, when he heard footsteps outside.

They were cautious footsteps, and, guessing to whom they
belonged, Lowther slipped behind the couch and hid. The
next moment the door was pushed open, and someouc
entered, Lowther took a cautious peep—and, as he ex-
pected, it was Baggy T'rimble.

“0nly just in time " murmured Lowther to himzelf.

“ PBaasts 1" mumbled Trimble. “I believe they were after
the rotten cake themselves! They're quite capable of any
rotten trickt I it's gone I shall show them up to Grundy;
only a fellow’s duty to do that. If it kas gone—  Ob,
good! TIt's here!”

The box certainly was there, and Trimble grabled it
and shoved it under his jacket, with an exclamation of
relief, He listened a moment, and then he hastily leflt the
study and hurried away down the passage.

e had scarce!ly gone, when a voice reached Lowther's
ears—a very familiae, beiiowing voice.

. Here, what have you been doing in there, yon fat clam?
Come back! D’you iearr Trimble, you fat worm——"

“0Oh, my hat!” gurgled Lowther. “Dear old Grundy!
Now for some fun V y

Appavently Trimble did not obey the voico of the
charmer; his pattering footsteps died away, and Grundy's
heavy tread came hurriedly nearer. Lowther cronched well
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out of sight, and next instant Grundy rashed in, dressed in
another suit of clothes,

Obviously he suspected that Trimble had been up to no
good in his study, for he rushed across to the cupboard at
cnee and glared inside.

Ihen he bellowed.

“Gone! Oh, my hat! My Easter cake—gone!”

“Hallo] What's the matter now§”

Wilkins and Guon came into the study. They stared at
Grundy, who was almost dancing with rage.

“ Matter?” hooted Grundy, pointing at the cupboard.
“My cake—it's gone! And 1l just spotted that fat thdel
Trimble leaving the study!”

“Creat Scott! Why——"

“ After him{" roarcd Grundy.
like boiled owls! After him{”’ 5

And, sending his chums staggering to right and left
George Alfred went off at a great speed on the trail o
l!-;tgfy Trimble. Lowther's little plot was developing guite
nicely,

“Don't stand there staring

CHAPTER 10,
The Vanished Cake !

ILKINS and Gunn stared after their leader blankly
for a moment, and then they grasped the pesition
—or believed they did. 5 f .

“You heard that, Guony?” gasped Wilkins, in

alarm, “That ripping Easter cake! That fat thief's

pinctied it!  Come on! If he has touched it we'll help

Grundy to slanghter the fat cad!”

"~ “Yes, rather!”

And Wilkins and Gunn rushed away after Grundy.
Naturally, they no more liked the idea of losing that splen.
did Easter cake than did George Alfred, its rightful owner,
Crundy was a very generous youth, and his study-mates did
not want to lose ti;nir share of the cake.

As they vanished Muntz Lowther came from behind the
couch, a gleeful grin on his face. He hurried out and re-
turned to Study No. 10. Tom Merr, 3
talking football, but Lowther soon ended the conversation.

“Quick!” he gasped. *Buch a lark! Trimble's just
pinched that tin box of grubs, and Grundy and his pals
have gone after him. Come on if you want to ses some
fun "

“What? Here, hold on—" 2

Lowther didn't wait; he rushed off at great spced. Buk:
Tom and Manners had grasped the position, and, with
chuckles, they hurried out after him, They know where
Trimble was most likely to be found, and they rushed off
to the Fourth passage.

Sure enough the Terrible Three found Grundy, Wilkins,
and CGunn outside the door of Trimblo's study. Grundy
was banging on the dopr and yelling 2t the top of his voice.

“What's the matter?” asked Monty Lowther innocently.
“What the thump’s the row, Grundyf?"’ %

“My cake—my ripping Baster cake!” howled Grundy, in
a great rage. “That fat thief Trimble's boned my Easter
cake! I—I'll make mincetheat of him if he's dared to touch
it! Open this door, Trimble—open this dashed door, you
fat clam!" ) .

There was no answer, Like Prer Rabbit, Trimble was
lving low.

“Quick!” bellowed Grundy, red in the face with fury.
“He can’'t have had chance to scoff any yet! Quick! The
dashed door isn't locked! He's jammed a chair against
it, er zomething " :

Crash, erash, erash!

Grundy’s broad shoulders erashed against the door again
and again, The door began to give under the onslaught
almost at once. Wilkins and Gunn willingly lent a shoulder,
as it were, and that did it.

Suddenly the door flew inwards, almost sending the thres
Silm_ll fellows head over heels into the study on top of the
chair,

“Got him!” howled Grundy. _

Trimble was there right enough. He had jumped round
the table, but there was no sign of the cake-box.

“Ow!” ha gasped, in great alarm, as Grundy & Co.
rushed in. “Look here, it wasn't me! Wharrer you after,
von beasts?" .

Grundy leaped round the table and grabbed him.

“My cake!” he bellowed, “Where's my Easter cake? 1
know jolly well you've got it here somewhere I”

Trimble velped.

“Xtop sha-a-a-aking me, you beast!” he gasped. "l_tel!
vou I know nothing about any rotten cakel What c-cake?

“Tp's in this dashed study somewhera!” yelled Grundy.
“The little worm's hidden 1t, I tell youl k round—-
Why, there it is—in the dashed coal-box I " :

“Here, that's mine!” Trimble howled, and mmlfed to
rescug’ the cardboard box, which, in bis alarm, he had-

and Manners were
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swiftly hidden in the coal-box when Grundy & Co. had
started to force the door. He grabbed it first; and then
Grundy grabbed him, and both went down on the carpet
with a erash and a wild howl from Trimble.

“Yarooooogh! Helpl’

“ What—what—— Bless my soul!
you! Releaso Trimble this very instant!”

1t was Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth. He had
pushed through the crowd round the doorway, and was
now regarding the scene sternly.

i Gl'undjf—-—" A

“He's pinched my cake!” raved Grundy.
Easter cake he's got!”

“ What—what—""

Grundy, how dare

“That’s my

“Yt isn’t; it's mine!” wailed Trimble, deciding to sce

the thing through now. “It's mine! My Aunt Sophy sent
it—Lady Sophy Trimble, you know I’ 7

“What nonsense is this?’ said Mr. Lathom, staring from
Grundy to Trimble, who still held the box fast. “Grundy,
do you elaim that Trimble has purloined a cake of yours?™

“Yow! It's mine. 2

“&ilence, Trimble!” thundered Mr, Lathom, who was well
aware of Trimble’s many faults. “If that cake is yours,
Grundy—"

“1t is mine,” said Grundy escitedly, “‘and 1 can jolly
soon prove it! My Aunt Susie made it herself for me, and
she’s made my initials on_the top in sugar ieing, sir.” 5

“Oh, indeed!” said Mr. Lathom grimly. ~ “Then this
matter can very easily be settled. Hand me that box,
Trimble.”

“Ow! Oh dear!”

Trimble’s fat face fell; he knew he was bowled out. He
handed the cake-box over. Mr. Lathom solemnly laid the
box on the table. Then, with deliberate movements, he
undid the flaps and opened the box.

Grundy gave rather a start as he sighted the crumpled
paper inside, It was rather grubby parer, and was certainly
not that which had originally enclosed the cake.

Mr. Lathom started to unwrap the paper. He went on
wnwrapping for quite a long while. whilst the faces of
Grundy and Trimble grew more and more mystified. From
the doorway Tom Merry & Co. looked on gmllmgly.

It was done at last, Mr. Lathom jumpe —Grundy,
Trimble, Wilkins, and Gunn jumped as the master exposed
to view the mustard tin at last.

“ Ah!" remarked Mr Lathom.
be 2 cn.kaIa.t. a.,lll, Grundy.”

“This does not appear to

Mr. Lathom opened the tin box.
and the content; of the tin box fell on the tablecloth and
lay there in a wriggling, slimy hgug.

¥ (3-goo-good lor' 1" gurgled Trim le,

Grundy & Co. were transfixed.

Tom Merry & Co. howled.

*Ha, ha,rﬂa!“ > e

v , not grub!” murmured Lowther. :

"ggggd grﬁgious " ejaculated Mr. Lathom. _ “Silence,
boys!  Such merriment 1s most tgnf:ecmly. : rundy, it
appears to me that both you and Trimble are victims of an

ril the First joke!” :
m’)‘Oll i:r:.:ml:-sa!J Trimble took it from my study, and I
thought—" : ;

Grﬁnd 's voice died away Words failed him.

“rimble,” said Mr. Lathom sternly, “it is vel
to me that, though someone has played a foolish trie ey
(Grundy, you have done something far worse. It is obvious
that you were quite unaware of what this box con;s.meld-—_ih

“Not at all, sir.” said Trimble, recovering himself wi
“1 know all the time, sir. I wasn't irying to b_m]_m
ir. I was just—just playing a joke

elear

Grundy’s cake at all, sir.
« Hn'ahei he! You see, sir, I put those worms in 3'here
- a lark—an April the First jape, sir. 1l—il—="

oL Tﬁ?:t is e;nugh. Trimble,” said Mr. Lathom sternly. 3 1

am well aware of your disgraceful habit of taking oc_tl_ler

people’s eatables. Do not make your crime Worse by adding
obvious falsehoods. You will come to m:r"smdy at once
for punishment, you young raseal! Grundy!
¥ .yes, sir!” choked Grundy. ; iy o
o have obviously been the vietim of an absurd prac-
tica]Yg:ko. Possibly your cake will turn up n due ccﬁ‘nsg;

If it does not do so, you must report your loss to your For

master. ! 5 S e e
rith that Mr. Lathom marched out, taking P

T:?nlrll::‘m \Eith him. And, followed by howls of lagghécr

from the crowd of entertained onlookers, Grur_n:lyth {agé

marched off also, the great George Alfred red in the
ith fury and dismay.

‘WI"\ﬂ‘r'l'nu:\atr rice that for a jape?” gurgle-:'l Lowther, asl the

Porrible Three walked away, chuekling  ° In the first p a}t‘-?.

T only intended to jape dear old Grundy. ljut Trimble

chipping in gave me the idea. Neat, wasn t it?

wai

Then he jumped back,

“Ass! Ha, ha, ha!”

“And now about the cake itself,” said Lowther, “I
think we'd better ¥i\ra Grundy time to cool down a bit
hefore asking bim if we can have it.”

“1 think so, too,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “Poor old
Grundy will be a raving maniae befora the day’s out. Now
let's go and look out Blake and his men. Your little joke
can wait, Monty."”

And the Terrible Three went in scarch of Blake & Co.
Grundy’s cake still reposed in the cupboard of Study No. 10,
and they felt it would be safe enough there for the present.

o —e——

CHAPTER {1.
Generous Grundy !
L OTTEN shot, Curly! Blessed if you could hit it with
a cannon! Here, let me have a go. Bet you I geb
it first go off 1"

“Hallo " said Jack Blake. ''What's going on

mischiof, I'll be

hera 1"

“Thozse young wascals up to some
bound " said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,

Blake & Co. halted at the doorway of the fags' Form-
rou?:} from whence the voices of Wally D’Arcy & Co. pro-
ceeded,

They locked in and found Wally D’Arcy, Curly Gibson,
Reggic Manners, and quite a little growd of fags. They
were standing in a group inside the open doorway. Wally
D’ Arey had an air-pistol m his hand, which he had evidently,
just taken from Curly Gibson's hands.

They were all looking upwards, and then Blake & Co.
understood. or fancied they did.

_Above the fags' heads, hanging from a length of strin
tied to one of the beams, was a football bladder undernea
which was a circular target painted in white.

Apparently the fags were amusing themselves with a
little marksmanshlli on that bright April morning.

Blake & Co. smiled—at least, Blake, Herries, and Dighy,
did. Arthur Augustus looked rather seornful. Artﬁur
Augustus was a good shot himself, and he was proud of tha
fact. And, in his view, the fags were making the task of
hitting the target ridiculously easy. It was scarcely a dozen
feet above their heads, in fact.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, with rather a
scornful laugh. “How uttahly absurd, Wally. You—-"

. “'Oh!” gasped Wally, He jumped, and looked round as
if quite startled. “Oh, you ass, Gus!” he snorted. “You'll
put a fellow off his shot, startling him like that.”

“My deah kid, I was just about to point ont—"

“Don’t!"” said Wally. ““ Your chin gets enough exercise,
old chap. Stop talking, and watch me get a bul%scye!”

And Wally peinted the pistol at the target above his head
and pulled the trigger.

But nothing happened. The target, near as it was,
remained untouched as the sound of the air-pistol rang out.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus laughed, “You uttah
young ass, Wally! If I couldn’t shoot better than that I'd
eat my toppah!”

“You shut up!” snorted Wally inelegantly. I suppose
j’i‘.‘lll f;h;]*]k you could do better—eh #” he jeered. “Like your
chee

“Bai Jove! I wathah fancy I could,” chuckled Arthure
Augustus, gazing up at the bludder through his monocle.
“1 could hit it fwom here on my head, deah boy!”

“Yah! I bet you couldn’t!” said Curly Gihs:::ll* “¥Yoa

TFourth chaps fancy yourselves, I know. But— 3
“Let me twy, youngstahs,” smiled Gussy, “and T'll just
show you how. I am wathah amazed that you kids cannet
hit it fwom such a wediculously short distance.”
(Continued on next page.)
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“Bhow

“Butr he's got to
That's only

“Let him try, Wallv,” cniffed Reggie Manners.
the swanker up, old chap!” /

“Well, I don't mind,” said Wally.
stand just where 1 was standing, if he does.
fair. Stand here, Gus—on this chalk mark.”

“Wight-ho!” smiled Arthur Augustus. “‘Hand me the
wun, Wally.” !

The leader of the Third didn't scem at all keen—or he
appeared not to be, at all events He opened the gun and
inserted & pellet, and then he handed the gun, with a grunt,
to his major. . .

“Now watch "me, you youngstahs,” said Gussy, a trifle
loftily. x

“Get on with
You give me a pain,” said Wally,

“Pai Jove! You checkay—"

Arthur Augustus broke off, and decided to overiook the
rudeness of his young brother. He stood carcfully on the
chalk mark, and raised the pistol above his head, his own
chums looking on with great interest,  Somehow, Jack
Blake, Herries, and Digby had an idea that something quite
unlexﬁccted would happen if Gussy did hit the target.

t did. :

it, and don’t wag your chin so, Gus.

Pang! SR
: Gusgr pulled the trigger, and undoubtedly he got a bulls-
cve first shot.- For the bladder exploded instantly, and as
it did so a shower of soot descended full into the noble face
of Arthur Augustus.

Paooooof !

“ Yawwwoooogh "

“Ha, ha, hat” o :

Arthur Augustus howled in astomuhrpent and horror ns
a smothering shower of soot enveloped his features. i

The fags yelled with laughter, and so did Blake, Herries,
and Ihgby. '

“Ha. ha, hal” roared Blake.
Splendid! Do it again, ola chap |
Wally ¢ ;

“Ha. ha, ha!”

Arthur Aungustus staggered about. conghing and splutter-
ing frantically, His chums almost wept with laughter,
They had anticipated another “cateh 7 they knew Wally &
Co. only too wcl]], The bladder had been filled with a Isup[ﬂ}'
of soot as well as air=—eoot that had l-:m-n_r.rwk!ed Jnto it
wurposely for the bright wheeze. And Wallv & Co: had

cen waiting for victims to come along knowing someone
over-trusting like Arthur Augustus would want to “have &
20 They had been using the gun unloaded, of conrse!

Tt was all & catch—an April the First wheezo!

That sad fact was dawning upon the noble mind of
Arthur Augustus now, He gouged soot from his eyes and
mouth, and gave himself a final shake. and then he glowered
through blackened eyes at the cheery jokers. :

- #You—yon wascals 1 he articulated. his voice trembling
with cmotion. © You feahful little wuffians! This is all a
twick—a wotten Apwil the First twick "

“Bow-wow !” said Wally. “Don't you think it's a sootable
trick for April the First, Gus?”

“Ha, ha, ha t” -

“Bai Jove! Oh deah! Oh, you—yon—you———r-~

Arthur Augustus, in a fcarfnl-ugﬂe. made a sudden blind
rush at the roaring fags. But though doubled up with
langhter at the moment. they were much too quick.for him.
Thoy scattered and rushed out of the Form-room. howling
with merriment. Wally taking the air-pistol with him.

“Oh 1" gasped Arthur Augustus, giving it up as a bad job.
“Oh, the feakfur little villains! Oh cwikey! T am
covahed in soot, and my eves are bunged up with the
w'etched stuff, and my elobbah will be wuined !”

““Ha. ha ha!” roared Blake. “Things are not always
what they seern Gussy. You ought to know that, old chap!”

“Oh, you—you——  Oh, wats ™

And satisfving himself with that final remark, Arthur
Augustus made for the nearest bath-room, raving.

lake. Herries, and Digby strolled on. and in the Hall
they met the Terrible Three. -

“Hallo! Here you are!” exclaimed Tom Merry. * We've
been hunting evervwhere for you chaps. Coming out for a
walk? Blessed if T can think of anything else to do!”

“(Good shot. Gussy!
(ot any more bladders,

“T can.” said Lowther, I want to stay in and do mugs.”

{‘Eh?l!

“Do a few more April, fools!” grinned Lowther. “I've
just played an awfuily funny lark on Grundy and Trimble,
Rlake. But where's old Gussy? I wanted—"

“Just gone to the giddy bath-room for repairs,” chuckled
Blako, and he told the story of the fags and their jape.
The Terrible Three howled. ;

“Doar old Gussy1” chuckled Tom Mem‘{. “Feallows like
(tussy and Grundy make life really worth living theso hard
times. Well, we’ﬁ
suppose. Go and buck him up, Dig.
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“Hold on ! said Lowther warmly.
yet. What about Grundy?” :

“Wall, what about him?"” asked Blake, staring.

Lowther told what he had done with the cake, and Blake,
Herries, and Digby roared. 3 -

“1 want to finish the jape now,” explained Lowther. “I
think Grundy will Lave got over it by this time, If you
fellows would like a nice chunk of Grundy’s special Easter
cake, come along.” :

“* What-no I :

Lowther led the way to Study No. 10; and took from tha
cupboard the big cake.: It was really a beautiful cake, and
the icing on 1t in CGrundy's initials made the juniors’
mouths water. ?

“But you aren’t going to bone it?” exclaimed Blake.
“Dash it all, we're not Baggy Trimbles[*

“ Perish the thought ' said Lowther. “Didn’t T tell you I
was going to ask Grunde for it%" h

“But--but vou're potty if you think he'll be ass enough
to give that ripping cake away !”

“Come and sce,” grinned Lowther. “Now where's that
old biscuit-tin 77 ;

He found the old biscunit-tin in the bokttom of the cup-
board. and placed the hig eake gently inside. Then he put
the lid on. and wrapped the whole thing in brown paper,
his chums looking on no* a little mystified.

Having wrappad 't 'p, Lowther tied it up neatly, and
clapped an old labhal on the string. On the label he wrote a
aam;x. a.nd’ address—“ George Alfred Grundy, School House,
St Jim’s ¥

** Addressing that to Grundy ?” gasped Blake.
thumping eake!”

“¥Yes, old chap. Come on!” smiled Lowther. “Let him
see vou all—the more the merrier, and the more he spspects
an Slp?:i Fool joke the better.”

)1

“We're not going ouy

“His own

Lowther's chums began to understand now.

With smiling faces they followed him to Grundy's study.
That great man was alone. and he gave the chums a glare
as thev looked in  Grundv was in a very bad humour. The
eake had not turned up and he was baginning o wender if

Trimble had really sponfed them after all in some manner..

Trimble was a vory crafty vouth, and that tin box with the
worms in it might. after all, have been a trick of his to
torn them off the scent.

So Grorge Alfred was bhaginning to think.

Lowther marched in and laid the square package on the
table. Tt wae ohvio sly a square biscvit-tin, and Grundy
was not likely to connect it in any way with his eake,

“Parcol for you Grundy,” said Lowther. “Birthday-
present. T bat ! Tucky fellow 1”

Grundy scowled and zave a snort.

“Take it awav [ he roared.

“But it's addressed to vou old chap!” :

“T dare say it ia!” he snapped angrily, “Think T'm
a fool. Lowther? Think Pm the man to be taken in with a
fool trick like that? Take the dashed thing away and vour-
self with it! Whv. "'l punch vour silly head for trying to
fool me with a sillv kid's trick like that. Get oub, an
take vonr rotter hax with Ut_)lz' Dvou hear?®

“But don't yon want it?" asked Lowther innocently.

“Of course I don’t! Take the confounded thing away!
I've had enough to put up with this morning, and Isﬂ punch
your silly head, Lowther—" e

“But it's addressed to you,” persisted Lowther. *It's
your property ! D'vou really want us to—"

“Take it away!"” bellowed Grundy, clenching his fists.

“¥ou really don't want it?”

“No!” roared Grundy.

“We can have it. then?” asked Lowther, in astonishment.
P‘;:Y‘e's‘ you footling nss! Think I don't know the game?

ah! ‘

“0Oh, all right, Grundy.” said Lowther, slipping off the
string. *'It you really want us to have it, we will, old chap
—just to oblige you [l

The string having been removed, Lowther unwrapped the
1ink, Then he lifted the lid and took out the big Easter
cake. -

Grundy jumped. :

“Like & Fiom of cake, you fellows?” said Lowther. *“ Hers
you are, Blake—here you are, Tommy !*

Lowther broke two great chunks off the beautiful cake,
and handed them to Blake and Tom Merry. Grundy stood
as if turned to stone--his eves goggled and he seemed in-
capable of movement While he stood thus, Lowther handed
a piece of cake to each of his chums—keeping a wnrg eye
on Grundy as be did so. It was only when Lowther broke
off a big Tump for himself. and took a huge bite at it that
Grundy seemed to come out of his trance.

“My—my cake!” he gasped.
Why. you—you—"

Tis voice ended in a wrathful bellow, and he made one
blind rush at the humorous Lowther. Towther dodged

“M-mum-my Easter cake!

L

=
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swiftly, and shot out a ready foot. The unfortunate Grundy
took a heade= over it.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

As well as they could with their mouths full, Tom Merry
& Co. howled with laughter, and then they bolted for it—
Lowther pausing to take the precaution of slamming and

locking the study door behind him before following his
chums., He felt this necessary in case Grundy followed and
s0 spoiled their enjoyment of the cake he had so generously
given them.

Between them, only reserving a share for Arthur Augustus,
they finished the cake to the last erumb. Gussy came along
1o Study No. 6 at length, his face and hair still showing
traces of soot, and his wrath still great. But he cheered up
considerably as he took the chunk of cake and heard the
story.

“Bai Jova!” he chuckled.
woally too bad "

“But, my dear chap, didn't he give it us—tell us again
and again thot he didn’t want it—that we were to take it
away? Being obliging chaps we did so. Grundy’s a fellow
who will be oﬁcyed. It isn’t for us common mortals to dis-
regard his expross orders.”

. “Ha, 'ha! Wathah not!” grinned Arthur Augustus,
“Aftah all, Gwunday does weally deserve to be taken down
a peg or two. and I weally twust it will do him good!
That cake was jollay good, deah boys! I am weady now!”

And Arthur "Augustus being ready, the chums of the
School House went out for their much-delayed walk—even
Monty Lowther being quite pleased to go now. He felt he
had done quite enough japing for ome morning—even on
All Fools' Day 1

“Poor old Gwunday! It was

CHAPTER 12,
Plotting a Plot !
‘e HAT if a raving lunatic came to St. Jim's?”
Monty Lowther asked that extraordinary
question, with o solemn faco; apparently he was
: quite serious—for once. s .
Dinner was over at 8t. Jim’s. The morning of April the

A sudden wild, blood-curdling howl made everybody on the
football feld wheel round in alarm. As “ll'!'drd 8o, a figure
emerged from the trees— & wild-looking figure, marln? hia
acket inside-out, and waving an axe above his head., * Ii's
im | ” bawled the constable. * Run for it, young gents!'}
(See Chaptler 13.)

First was ended. Tom Merry & Co. had returned cheery and
bright—and hungry—from their walk, and now they were-
sitting chatting with DBlake & Co., and Bernard nyn, i
Glyn's study
_Curiously enough, Lowther had been very quiet for some
time—quite a curious thing for Lowther, who was very fond
of his own voice. It was not a bad voice at all, but his
chums often felt they had a little too much of it at times.
Wilile Lowther had ieen sitting deep in thought, they had
been discussing Figgins & Co, with many grins and chuckles,
Since breakfast they had seen very little of the New
House juniors. If was scarcely to be wondered at that those
hapless youths were hiding their diminished heads. They
were scarcely likely to show themselves outside the New
House unnecessarily if they could help it.

It was the greatest score School House had ever brought
about—ail agreed upon that. The whole school was roaring
over Figgins & Co.’s unhappy and extraordinary predica-
ment. The Head had been astounded and indignant when
he had heard the news. But his astonishment and indigna-
tion did not help Figgins & Co. A]l efforts—{rantic and
desperate as Lhelir had been—to remove the remarkable green
stoin had failed. Glyn was certainly a clever chemist as
well as an inventor. Figgins & Co. and their fellow New
House sufferers had serubbed and rubbed until their skins
wera sore  But it was useless. They remained as green
as grass.  And the possibility of being obliged to go home
for the Easter vacation looking, as iﬂwther put it, like
animated petrol pumps, made them groan in despair.

Vet Figgins was detormined not. to give way to the
demands of their Schon! House rivals.  Anything might
happen yet. S0 he had counselled his followers to keep a
gtiff upper lip. and keep smiling—if they could!

But Tom Merry & Co. felt quite certain the New House
fellows would have te give way scooner or later, The
authorities might suspect who was responsible for the great
jape—they probably did. But they could do nothing with-
out proof, Tom Merry & Co. were safe enough and they
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were gleefully enjoying their great triumph when Lowther
asked that extraordinary question. : .
“What it a raving lunatic came to St. Jim’ repeated
Tom Merry. staring at Monty er. ‘“"What on earth
are you gassing about now?’ ;
“I'm asking a question! What would happen il a raving
lunatic came to St. Jim's?"” : ;
“Nothing that I know of,” said Tom Merry, “excepting
that he'd be a bit of a nuisance at times with his silly
antics, That's all that’s happened since you came, old chap,
ﬁnd ]I don't see what difference another one would make
ere,” ,
‘There was a chucklo, but Monty Lowther did not seem
disturbed. L
“ Don’t. try to be funny, old chap,” he smiled.
suik you! But I'm quite serious, you fellows.
lunatic came here—""
“Oh!"” said Tom Merry.

’S?"

“Tt doesn't
1f a raving

“You're thinking of that chap

that's escaped from Abbotsford Asylum, are you? You
silly ass—he’s not likely to show up here.” 5
“No reason why he shouldn't,” said Lowther. *It would

create quite o eommotion, T should thiuk—esm’ciztl{y if he
turned up waving an axe and thirsting for gore. Now my
idea is to let him.”

“And you take his place at the asylum, ¢h?” asked Tom
easantly. “Ripping, old chap. A really top-hole idea!
1e¢ couldn’t be worse than vou, at all events!”

*Ha, ha' hai” }

“Now, don’t rot I” said Lowther impatiently, “I've been
thinking a lot since I saw that notice in the post Oﬂlcii'

window offering a reward for the capture of the chap. He's
been missing for days—everybody in the distriet’s rather got
the wind up about iim. Ounly this morning I heard Ratty
and Selby diseussing it, and the beaks are a bit scared,
fincy, about it1”

“Well, that’s so. But——" s

“Wait o bit and do let a fellow finish!” said Lowther.
“Now, you fellows know what a dab I am at tmpersonating.

and acting in general. Well, why not let me turn up this
aiternoon a: the giddy lunatic?”

“My dear man,” said Plake gently, ‘“you wouldn't need
to exercise your skill at acting to do that; just turn up as
yourself.” :

“Rats! Now, the idea’s this: We've licked those New
Houso worms to a frazzle! We've made them keep in their}
kennel and scarcely dare to show their faces. But that's not
enough. We want to put the kybosh on them for good and
all—a final, extra-special jape that'll give us something to

c¢row about for terms.” i

“Yes, old chap; but your turning up here disguised &s
yourself wont do that I :

“Oh, do give a fellow a chance " said Lowther caiml._r.
“Now this 13 the idea: I turn up suddenly, dressed for the
part, and waving an axe and yelling when all the chaps are

on the footer field. They're bound to get the wind up and
bolt for their lives. I shall follow, and P’ll make for the
New House I'll play the dickens there, and put the wind
up them fairly. In ahbout three minutes I should be able to
cﬁar the whole lot of them out.”

“Oh! Oh, my hat!” o ;

«Then I'll have the whole place to myseli,” explained
the humorist of the Shell. “They won't dare to come near
me, and it'll be the scream of screams to see them bolting
like rabbits, and I'll steer clear, of course, of School House
chaps. Then, with the giddy New House fo myself, T'll rag
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the studics as they've mever been ragged before See the
wheere "

“ Phew "

* Bai Jove!”

“You fellows scoffed at m
trousers!” said Lowther grumblingly. “It was o ripping
idea! But you can't scoff at this!

“Phew " said Tom Merry, almost under his breath. 1
do believe it could be worked, chaps! And you'd have the
nerve to do it, Monty 1”

“Trust me!" said Lowther. “It's & gidde jape after my
own heart, and I've thought all the details out. Some of
you follows can be the attendants who're after me. I
suggest you, Tommy, and Blake, Glyn, and Digby—who are
all fairly good actors. They can come chasing after me,
and tollow me into the New House. Then, with the whole
show at our mercy we can all get buey ragging the studies.
My hat! It's‘the wheeze of a lifetime!”

“ Bai Jove! What a wemarkable ideah |

“It's great!” breathed Blake, “Siumply great!”

“Yaas, wathah! But | weally think I would muke the
best lunatie, deah boys.”

“No doubt about that,” ngreed Blake. **But you're only
the harmless eort, Gussy. What we're wanting is a reatly
dangerous lunatie like Lowther.,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Blake—"

“Now, you ring off, Gussy. You're dead in this aci!™
Sal(;i Tom Merry. " You fellows really think it would come
off v

other wheeze—over the

Bute—"

“ Absolutely,” grinned Bernard Glyn. * Much easier than
my Influenza Germicide will. I vote we do it!”

“Yes, rather!”

“We've vowed to muke this first of April o scorcher. and
we're going to,” said Tom Merry. *“We're going to show
the giddy New House that we're very much alive and kick-
ing, and that they can’t hold a eandle to gs. Thiz will just
about put the tin lid on Figgy We'll do 1t! We've gof
some semi-official suits in the Dramatic Bociety’s property-
box, aln_d we can soon rig Lowther ap to play the part. If's
great !

" Then that's settled, and we'd better get to work on the
ﬁldgjy details at once,” said Lowther enthusiastically,

elighted that his chums had taken to the idea. “We can
smuggle the props out and hide them in the wood-shed behiid
the chapel. Yon'd better change your team, and get some
other chaps to fill our places, Tom. Oh, my hat, though=
what about you, Tommy? Figgy will smell a rat if you
aren't on the footer field as well as us.” ;
“Oh crumbs 1” said Tom. “Oh, blow! 1 was overlooking
that, I'd better keep out of it. Let Dane take my place.
He doesn't often play in the team.”

“Good ege ! said Dane.

“Then Blake, Glyn, Digby, and Dane can be the
attendants,” grinned Lowther. “Four's enough—four with
me can do quite a lot of attending in the New House,
what 7

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

“Then let’s go and root out the clobber now !* said Tom
Merry, glancing at his wateh. “We've now : too much time.
It's a pity to muck the footer up, but a jape like this is
worth 1t.”

“My hat! Yesl”

“Yaas, wathah! But where do I come in, deah boys? I
wathah think I would make a good—"

“You're an also-ran, Gussy,” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
“You can lead the frightened populace before the rush of
the giddy lunatic. Now come on!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

And, laughing excitedly, Tom Merry and his followers
rushed out to make preparations for the great jape which
they fondly imagined was to wind up that memorable All
Fools’ Day in a gigantic victory for the School House
against their rivals of the New House. Scarcely had their
footsteps died away when a long, lanky form with a green
face crawled out from pencath the cnuci'{l,

It was none other than George Figgins, the redoubtable
leader of the New House juniors.  And Figging' green
features were wearing  broad grin

“8o the dear little fellows aren’t satisfied with what
they've already done !’ he murmured, with & deop chuckle.
“Well, this ought to be a lesson to them against being
greedy. But what a good job I happened to come here for
o hunt round while they were out and whri a good job
they didn’t cateh me! Well, -1 haven't found that beastly
antidote to this rotten, beastly green stain, after all. Glyn
must have locked it up somewhere—if he has any, and
hope to goodness he has' But if all goe well this after-
noon, 1 faney we shan’t need to find it. We'll make dear
old Glyn find it for us, and be glad to do so.”

And with that, George Figgins stepped to the window,
which was open at the bottom--a little circumsiance Tom
Merry & Co. had not even noticed. Climbing over the sill,

-~
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The triumphant New House procession
started off with a wheelbarvow at tho
head, Monty Lowther seated in It and
fooking a weird and wonderful figure.
Behind him came Blake, Digby, and
Pane, walking on their hands, while a
erowd of New House fellows with mouoth=
organs and combs and paper closed up
on each side and behind._ (See Chapter 11.)

Figgins dropped down with the mid of the ivy on to the
gravel path beneath. Then, seeing the coast was clear, he
made all speed for the New House, :

April the First was not finished yot at St. Jim's, and
though the day had gone against Figgins & Co. so far, they
were by no means done yet. The tide was on the turn, had
Tom Merry & Co. only known it!

e

CHAPTER 13.
As per Programmie !
“ ENTRE-HALF I gaid Grundy.
&7 “But, my dear man—" :
“Centre - half 1"  repeated Grundy
*Nothing else will suit me!”
“But you're not playing, you ass—-" -
. “If you call me an ass, George Wilkins-—" a2
«“But you aren't playing!” almost shricked Wilkins,
“Cardew was only pulling 1Zom: silly leg—"
£ %“Rot! Think I'd let that ass Cardew pull my leg?”
tnorted Grundy. “I'm playing. That’s settled. I'm also
playing centre-ﬂalt. That's settled, too! I'm not allowing
that duffer, Tom Merry, to have his own way I'll admit
he's eho,wing a bit of sense for once in asking me to play;
ut—"

warmly.

s

“Ho's never asked you to play at all!” hooted Wilkins,
“Can’t you see——"

“Rot! I'll admit Tom Merry doesn’t want me to play,”
said Grundy, frowning. “He’s afraid I'll show him up—
show the fellows the sort of player he’s hee leaving out of
the team ever since he became skipper. But he's realised at
last that jealousy and envy can’t go on for ever; he’s begin-
ning to see I mean business! He's afraid to hold oud
against me any longer! I'm going to play np on my hest
form to-day—just to let him see what he's been losing 1in
me. The fellows will see it, too. ”

Wilkins breathea hard. Gunn shook his head hopelessly.
Grundy was a fellow who always asked te have his leg
pulled, and whe also refused flatiy tc see that it was being
pulled. He had been asked to play, and bhc was going to
play. That Cardew had asked Eim was quite enough for
him—deapite the fact that it was April the First, and that
Cardew was a great joker.

“ But, look here!” began Wilkins again.
that——""

“Now don’t begin agam, George Wilkins” said Grundy,

waving bis hand. “I'm fed-up with your chin-wag!

“I tell you

Blessed if you can stop when onee you start! I was going
to mop the earth up with Tom Merry’. erowd for pinching
my cake the cheeky rotters. But I've decided to let them
off until after the match. I don’t want tc waste energ
thrashing all that crowd. It can wait. You're playing,
believe. Wilkins, and you, too, Gunny1*

“Yes. Tom Merry’s dropped Lowther and Blake for some
reason or other,” grunted Wilkins, * But——"

“Blessed if 1 know why he’s playing you two duffers,”
said Grundy disparagingly. © Stiﬂ, your «illy fumbling will
serve as a contrast to my brilliance. Now, come down to
the changing-room,” he added, glancin~ at his wrist-watch.
“And mind, you've got to obey erders on the field—do just
as 1 tell you. I'll tell Tom Merry to shove you where you
can do least harm, though.”

And, with that kindly statement, Grundy led the way
down to the changing-room.

Maost of the fellows picked to play were already there.
Tom Merry was there, and he opened his cyes as Grundy
started to change.

“Hallo, what's this game, Grundy?” he
“What the thump are you changing for 7"

“Well. T like that ! snorted George Alired.
you've got the idea that you can draw back now, eh?

“What "

“Vou've asked me to play, and I'm going to play!”
hooted Grundy, guite afraid now, as he began to suspect
that Tom :\ie-l'ry%md changed his mind.

“ Asked you .to piay?” stuttered Tom. “Yon footling
dummy, I never asked you to play! Haven't I told you that
this is - footer match and not a comic opera?”

“But you said—"

“T said you could play left-outside,” smiled Tom. “You
can. play tgat as much as you like so long as you play it
right outside the field. See?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“But Cardew said—"

“TU'm not interested in what Cardew said,” smiled Tom.
“Cardew was pulling your log, you silly ass! He was
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making you an April fool—forgetiing that you already were
one and couldn't b> made worse than you are! Now run
away and play marbles, there's a good fellow!”

ey 'h}', you—yuu—-”

“ Good-bye!”" . s

“I'm playing!” roared Grundy. “1'm not going fo he
treated like this, Tom Merry! I'm playing!”

“QOh, all right!” said Tom Merry, * Please yourself, of
course. 1 fancy we can lick the New House even if you do
play for us!”

“Ha, ha; hal : 4

Grundy did not snswer that. As a matter of fact, his
powerful brain was not capable of working it out. He just
ignored it, and continued changing. Tom Merry had given
way, and he was playing. And when the team turned out ut
last and went down to Little Side Grundy was with them,
quite overlooking the fact that thero were eleven men with
bhim already!

Had it been a match of any importance Tom Merry would
very quickly have given Grundy his marching orders. But
Tom knew the match would not lust long, and he—Tom—
saw no reason why Grundy shouldn't supply a little comic
relief until the real fun started. b :

They reached the field to find that Figgins & Co. had
turned up all right—more than one School House fellow had
doubted their doing so, and even Tom hn;d: wondered. But
here they were, changed for the fray. L'heir green faces
and hands showed up in striking coentrast to their red-and-

hite footer togs, ;
¥ ".i.‘oia had expected to see a dejected-looking crowd, and he
was quite surprised to find George Figgins and his men quite
chirpy and bright. ; i o

Apparently they were getting used to their striking appear-
ance, or else were putting a very bold front on things.

“Jresh and green; fresh and green!” sang out Maunners
“Here come tfi:le brussels-sprouts!”

“Ha, ha, hal” s w

“T'wo to one on the greens:

Ii;lw:s a yel! from the S._(lzhgol House fellows on the touch-
i Mgeins only smiled.
he‘oiiguh:t lg’ghe saiﬂ{ “You've got twelve men, then! I
say, Thomas, are you making us a present of the 1_ua1ch 7

“W'Yes—a birthday present, old chap!" said Tom I\rllorry
affably, “It's your birthday to-day, of conrse! You sce, we
haven't forgotten you! We're making vou a present o_f
Grundy and all the goals he can kick for you! By the way,
we want to warn you especially against Herries.,

(14 n ”n

“Elagp clear o. nim!” said Tom anxiously. “We shall
all be treading on your faces in mistake for the field, I
expect. But Herries has exceptionally big feet. 1f he Em]cqa
a mistake like that it will be a serious matter for you!

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3 1

“Yory funny!” said Figgins pnh'gely. “If you chdslcoqu
play as well as you gas, we shouldn’t stand an earthly! But
as this isn't a gassing match——"

“Sorry!” said To.n.  “But vour faces do worry & chap,
vou know. They remind me of boiled cabbages! Hallo,
iere comes the giddy referce!” :

Rushden came striding on the field He grinned all over
his face ot sight of the green-visaged New House team.
Then he gasped as his eyes foll on Grundy.

“Pwelve men!” he ejaculated, “Merry— :

« All sercne!” said Tom, smiling cheerily. “Grundy’s the
comic relief maon. He's really here to play for the New
House!”

“Look here, Tom Merry—* hooted Grundy. :

“We don't mind him playing,” grinned Figgins, “He'll
add a few mors goals for us, I expect. All serenoc,
Rushden!™

“(Oh, all right #* chuckled Rushden. “You chaps are green
enough for anything! Come on—get a move on!”

Tom Merry won the toss, and he elected to kick off. The
whistle pheeped, and Tom raised his boot to kick. As he
did so Grundy distinguished himself by rushing forward and
kicking out at the ball. Tom bad refused to let him play
contre-forward in his place. so Grurndy was determined fo
ﬁ}i]l :.lhat position, too, and put the jealous Tom Merry in the
shade.

Unfortunately, he kicked Tom Merry instead of the ball
in his excitement, and the skipoer of the Shell howled and
sat down on the sward, bugging his ankle frantically.

But he was up again the next moment. and just as Grundy
was about to rush after the ball again Tom Merry's fist
landed on his nose.

It wasn't often Tom lost his temper on the field of play,
but in Tom Merry’s view this was not & match at all. And
Grundy's hefty kick had hurt—badly.

Pheeep!

The whistle shrilled, and the game stopped scarcely two
seconds after it had started. The next moment the junior
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skipper und his extra man were rolling about the ground,
locked in a deadly embrace amidst howls of laughter.

Rushden rushed up wrathfully. ‘

“Stop that!” he bawled. *Think I've given the thumping
afternoon to referee a junior scrap? Btoep that, or I'll tan
the bides of both of you! You hear?”

He grabbed the excited Grundy and yanked him to his
feet. Then he did likewise widh the wrathful Tom Merry.

“Think you're playing kick-and-run, you footling young
ass!” he roared at Grundy. *Any more of that and I'tl
have vou frog's-mached off the ﬁeld,: Grundy 1”

“What? Look here!” bellowed Grundy. * Play the game,
Rushden! If tha. rotter hadn’t started scrapping 1 should
have gone clean through them and scored! I'd got every
man of them marked, and would have gone through them
like & knife through butter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy’s bellowing voice could almost have been heard

at Rylcombe, and a roar of laughter went round the ground.
Gmﬂ]:ly was certainly supplying comic relief inm his first
match. #
_“Line up again!” snorted Rushden. *Come on—look
lively { Grundy, you born idiot, get in your own half, or
get off the dmihe(f field! Dlessed if you don't faney you're
playing kiss-in-the-ring! What in nﬁunder are you doing
over there? Ready—"

But the game was never fated to restart. At that moment
a murmur ot surprize arose, and Rushden rearly swallowed
his whistle as he caught sight of four individuals hurrying
across the field. They seemed to be in uniform, and at firsc
they looked as if they intended just crossing the field.
Then suddenly they changed direction and hurried over to
the players and Rushden.

“Well, I'm hanged!” gu.s!Jed Rushden. * More thumping
comie relief men, or what?"

Tom Merry ncarly exploded as he thought how near
Rushden was to the truth.

The four individuals came up, breathing hard, as if they
had been runming One of them—Rushden noted, with o
start now—was in_police-constable’s unitorm. The others
might have been firenen or cinema attendants, for all the
Sixth-IFormers could make out,

There was an astonished buzz round the field. Tom Merry
tried hard to hide a grin, as did several other of the School
Houso footballers. Curiously enough, George Figgins was
also grinning.

All four of the newcomers appeared to be short men, but
what they lacked in height they made up for in fatness.
Two sported beards and moustaches, while the other two
sported only moustaches.

“What the thunder——"

“Excuse us mister!” gasped the policeman breathlessly.
“Dut I s’pose you ain't seen nothin' of a loonatie—"

““A whatter 7" yelled Rushden.

“Loonatic!” repcated the constable, with a puff. “A
bloke wearin' ’is jacket inside hout, and with & haxe in 'is
*and. He came this way, didn't he, mate?”

“That he did!” gasped one of the constable’s companions.
“Raving, he is, too' Escaped from Abbotsford Asylum two
days ago!” explained the man to the startled Rushder.
“Dangerous, too, he is| You read about it in the papers,
maybe, young gent?”

Rushden gasped. He certainly had heard about the
lunatic that hid escaped from the asylum at Abbotsford—
few in the district had not heard of it.

“Oh, great pip!” he gasped. “You mean to say he's
about here?”

“We're arter him now!” said the constable importantly.
“1 reckon as you young gents had better get indoors an
lock yourselves hin afore he "as a chance to do any "arm!”

*0Oh, my hat! But—but—"

Rushden was stuttering when a startling interruption
ocourred. From the trees at the far end of the field came a
sudden, wild blood-curdling howl. It made most of the
fellows nearly jump from their skins. As they wheeled
round and blinked in that direction they sighted a figure
emerge from the trees—a wild, horrid-looking figure, wear-
ing his jacket inside out, and waving a huge axe above his
head in a most dangerous manner,

“It's 'im ! bawled the constable. “It’s 'im, right enough!
Run for it, voung gents! Hook it, you young idiota!”

“Yes, run for it!" yelled Tom Merry. *“Oh, my hat!
Run, you fellows—run!"

“Yaas, wathah! Oh cwumbs!”

" Yarrow-ooooogh!"”

Another blood-curdling how! came floating across the
footer Reld. It settled the matter. Already those fellows
near the trees were flying for their lives; they didn’t wait
to be told what it meant. They knew—or believed theyr
knew. They had all heard of the escaped lunatic, and now,
seeing the attendants, the policeman, and this wild-looking
individual, they thought it high time to go—and they went,
with yells of alarm.
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“Well, T'm blowed!” snorted Grundy. “A blessed
escaped loony, what? 1 say, let’s collar the chap, you
e k me up—here, dont bolt, you [ootling
unks

Tt.was just like Grundy to do that—in more ways than
one. Grundy was a fellow without fear, and he was a
fellow who usually managed to make a muck of any scheme
that was in the wind—either accidentally or otherwise.
Tom Merry saw at once that their great wheeze looked like
being ruined. by the gallant and zealous George Alfred.

“Run for it, Grundg!” he bawled. * You awful idiot!
Run for vour life!”

“Rot!” bellowed Grundy.
you footling: 2

“Rup, Grundy!” shouted Figgins. who was just as
anxious that Grundy shouldn’t spoil a cer:a.n;yther ?ﬂ:hcme,
also. “Run, you born idiot! Oh, my hat! I'm off!

Practically “every fellow was flying for his life school-
wards—only ihe policeman, the three attendants, Figgins,
Tom Merry and Grundy heslta.un?, Bu. suddenly the
four “men” also took to their heels—apparently they
did not feel like tackling the escaped lunatic just then.
And TFiggins went after them, as did Tom Merry—both
of them hoping against hope thar that awful as rundy
would do the same!

And Grundy did. ; ;

Gallant as George Alfred was, ho evidently came to the
conclusion: that it wasn’t good enough. It was the job of

“Catch me running! Stop,

‘the bobby and the attendants to capturc raving lunaties,

nat his. The lunatie was terrib'y near now. Hs was o
Lorrid-looking individual. His hair was ginger, and long,
and wild; he sported a pointed moustache one end of whic
turned skywards, the other end pointing earthwards—giving
him an extraordinary appearance. u came dancing
and prancing across the footer field. waving his axe and
yelling ferociously And finding himself alone, Grundy
turned tail and holted for his life—covering the ground
ab o greab rate.

In o matter of seconds the foster field was empty of
spectators and foothallers. ; g

A mad bull could scarcely have cleared it more quickly
than did Monty Lowther that afternoon. So far his great
wheeze looked like turning out a tremendovs success. But
would it last?

CHAPTER 14.
Honours Even !

(] -gug-garrrrooooch 1
“Qh, my hat!” gasped Grundy.
: He put it on for all he was worth now that

terrific how! sounded dlarmingly near. X

Whenever Grundy started a- thing he always put his

beof into it.. He had started running now, and he went
like the wind. But so did the “lunatic:’ :

The swarm of running fellows were fai shead by this—
many of them had vanished within the precmnets of the
When well off the playing-felds the constable and
his men appeared to be attacked by a sudden spasm of
bravery. To Grundy's surprise hey stopped running, and
faced about just as he passed thum. ' nth

Grundy pulled up, eager enough to help if it came to
a serap. But it didn’t come to a serap. As the lunatic
cama rushing up, waving his axe aloft, the men seemed
just as sudtfen]y to lose their nerve, and they scattered
to right and left with yells of alarm

“ Look ouf, youngster!” :

The last voice sounded suspiciously like Dighy’s voice, but
fortunately Grundy never noticed the incautious slip. He
turned again like Dick Whittington. With a startled
gasp, he shot off at great speed for St. Jim's as he saw
the lunatic rush past policemen and attendants and come
bounding after him

“0Oh, my hat! Oh, great pip!” gaspea Grundy

He Eegi?x was a bit alarmed now. gebviousiy the lunatic
meant business. The npext moment Grundy was in the
guad.  Quite a swarm of fellows stood on both School
House st and New House steps, amid a pandemonium
of exei shouting.

But as the running Grundy appeared with the wild figure
at his heels, they turned and bolted into their respective
Houses,

Grundy made a bee-line for the School House,

Ho vanished inside, realising -vith a thrill ‘of relief that
his pursuer had not followed. :

Nor had he; Monty Lowther, yelling and waving his
gxe, had turned aside and made for the New House as
per programme. And after him rushed the constable and
the three attendants—also as per pregramme

But there the programme of the School House japers
ended. and that of the New House japers began! =~

The next moment Monty Lowther meb his Waterloo—as
did Blake, Glyn. Dane, and Dighy! :

The schemers nad not anticipated that the New House

fellows would take refuge in thair House—they had in-
tended to stop them doing so.” But Figgins and his men
had forestalled them—innocently or othe wise.
. Mooty and his attendants believed, of course, that it was
innocently—that sheer terror had lent them wings, Bug
the next moment, as they raced up the New House steps,
they discovered their sad mistake.

Lowther bounded up the steps, three at o time Searcely
three yards behind him came the constable—otherwise
Bernard Glyn, and the attendants, Digby. Dane, and Blake.
lb{:}y all rushed straight into the waiting arms of Figgins

Q.

The bhall-way was full of New House men—green-faced
but cheery.

Before Lowther knew what had bapened he was
gripped and he went thumping down with Redfern and
Kerr on his chest. The next instant Glyn, Digby, Dane and
Biake also went down—with New House fellows swarming
over them. .

“Oh, great Scott!” gurgled Blake. “ We—we've boen had !
The bounders must have tumbled ! Oh crumbs! Gerroff me
chest' Yooooop !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The triwmphant New House fellows roared.

“_H{L, ha, ha!” chortled Figgins gleefully. “Hear us
smile!  Bang that giddy bobby's head on the foor if he
won't stop struggling, Sit on that tubby attendant’s
chest, Faﬁtﬁ—l believe it's dear old Blake! What price
April the First now, Blake?”

*Oh, you—you rotters!” gasped Blake
the time, then—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. “My dea: man, the New
House aren’t taken in quite so easily as all that! You
did us this morning, but now it's our turn, my infants!
Don't let "em get away—especially Glyn! You've got Tom
Merry there?’

“What-ho! Here he is!”

“QOh, wmy hat!”

Blake groaned deeply as he sighted Tom Merry
struggling in the grasp of half a dozer New House men
at the back of the hall. Tom had been inm the rear of
the running crowd, and on turning the eorner into the
quadrangle he had run inta an ambush of New House
tellows apparently waiting for him. They had collared
him, despite a fierce resistance, and rushed him across
the quad and up the steps of the New House, shielded
from view of School House men by the swarm of New
House captors.

It was a fair “catch "—Tom Merrv groaned. like Jack
Blake, as he realised it. Lowther's great wheeze had come
“unstuck —as his wheezes very oftro did, though just
how, Lowther himself least of all knew.

But the sad fact remained. The great wheeze had failed,
and now Tom Merry & Co. were in the ruthless hands of
the enemy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”.chortled Figgins, “Hear us smile again!
You didn’t know I was under the couch in Glyn's study
this afternoon when you were planning this stunt, did you,
Thomas?"

“Oh!" panted Tom. *“So—so that was it!”

“Just that!” grinned Figgins gleefully. “ Hear us smile
again | Now' vou chaps can yank Tom Merry and Glyn
upstairs and fasten 'em in the box-room. Mind they're
absolutely safe though! Thev're the giddy hostages, end
we're not taking any risk of losing 'em.”

“Look here!” howled Glyn. “Let us go, you rotters!”

*Likely, 1sn't it?" jeered George Figgins. “See any
green in my eye as well as on my chivvy? My dear man,
you're our giddy hostages. And vou dont leave the giddy
New House until we've got that thumping antidote to this
beastly green stuff. When vou’ve handed it over or given
us vour =olemn word to hand it over we'll let you go—not
before.” .

“0Oh crumbs!” i

* Dished and done!"

“Ha, ha, hal!”

Despite their desperate struggles, Tom Merry and Bernard
Glyn were dragged away upstairs. The New House fellows
knew that Mr teliff was at Wayland and they did not
fear being interrupted. Monteith and the other seniors
in charge of the House would not interfere so !mlgi as the
row did not_become too serious It was & whole holiday.
and a harmless rag would not be interfered with

Tom Merry and his feliow prisoner disappeared with their
jailors, and Figgins grinned down at thc hapless Lowther,
whose hair and moustache bhad di;uppeares. and whose
grease-coverod face looked a sight ‘for men and little fishes,
Where -his axe was Lowther had not the slightest idea, -
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“Dear old Lowther!” grinned Figgins, “What a lad
you are for japes! And how unlucky you always are wit
em! But I'm_ surprised at you advertising yourself as a
lunatic like this. A fellow usually keeps it a secrei, you
kng\'\'! Take him out, chaps, and put his strait-waistcoat

“Ha, ha, hal*

Lowther was tnken outside. There he found a wheel-
barrow waiting for him—also a bundle of faggols. What
the faggots were for Lowther soon found out. While he
was held fast, I'iggins and Kerr tied the faggots round
his waist in the form of a waistcoat—a strait waistcoat!
Amidst howls of laughter the hapless japer of the Shell
was seated in the wheel-barrow, bhardly able to move for
the waistcoat of stiff faggots.

Then Dane, Digby, and Blake were led out on to the
steps and down them into the quad, looking weird and
wonderful sights in their erumpled uniforms and dishevelled
wigs and whiskers and moustaches, Most of their make-up
had corie off, however, and it was very easy to recognise
them,

Their appearance, with arms bound behind them, was

rected with a howl of Inughter from the New House
ellows.

“ Now cut their hands free!” said Figgins crisply. © We're
ghort of wheelbarrows, which is a pity. But if youll hold
their ‘legs up and let ‘em walk on their hands that should
do just as well.”’

¢ Ha, ha, hat” ;

Evidently George Figgins had thought it all out well; and
hiz ordors were carried outsto the letter. The wheelbarrow
went first, with Francis Kerr wheeling it, and Lowther
seated upright inside it, looking a truly extraordinary
fizure. Behind him came Blake, looking just as weird.
tle had not wanted to walk on his hands at all—nor had his
fellow-captives. But the argwment of half a dozen cricket
stum)las soon persnaded them to obey orders. With the
wheelbarrow leading the way, and Blake. Digby, and Dane
bringing up the rear—walking on their hands, with a New
House man holding up their legs behind them—the pro-
cession started, the crowd of New Flouse fellows closing in
on each side and behind. Some of them had mouth-organs,
and some had combs and paper, while Figgins himself
started to blow terrific blasts on a cornet.

Round the guadrangle went the gay procession, amid an
uproar of yells and laughter. Faces appeared at nearly all
the windows of the two Houses; at one of them in the
School House Mr. Railton was glimpsed, but he quickly
vanished, a hand over his mouth. A little harmless ragging
conld be allowed to pass unseen and unheard on a holiday,
in Mr. Railion’s view.

Moreover, he guessed what was happening, and he felt
it only fair not to interfere. Mr. Railton had his own ideas
as to who was responsible for tha green dye. Apparently
ft was the turn of the New House now.

But there were others who were not at all inclined to
ignore the cheery procession. On the School Touse steps
appeared a swarm of School House juniors. They blinked
a'mllx blinked in alarm and growing wrath at the strange
sight.

“M.mum-my hat ! roared Grundy, who was the first out,
“You sce who they've got there? Great pip! 1 thought
you were stuffing me up, Gussy! Tt is Lowther, and those
rotters have nabbed him!”

“ And Biake and the others!” roared Levison. “Rescue,
School House! On the balll  Up and at 'em, School
Honse I

“Yaas, wathah ! shrieked Arthur Augustus, waving his
eyeglass excitedly. “Wescue, School House! Wescue!
Down with the wotten New House!”

“ Hurrah !

With warlike wells, the School
across the quad to the rescue. The rext few moments
nobody knew just what was happening.  The hapless
Lowther and his fellow-victims certainly did not. The wheel-
barrow was sent tumbling over with a crash; and a wild
how! came from the hapless Lowther as he tumbled out
and vanished beneath a swarm of trampling fect. Blake,
Digby, and Dane were dropped like hot bricks as their
“.wheelers * turned to defend themselves against the rushing
School House hordes, Then the battle began in real earnest
—a battle in which no guarter was given or asked, The
uproar grew; and, unnoticed by anyone, Mr. Railion sud-
denly appeared again at his study window.

One minute later half a dozen scniors came out of the
School House, headed by Eric Kildare, who was grinning
all over his good-humoured face—nas were Darrell, North,
and Rushden, and the rest. :

“That's enough, kids!” bawled Kildare.
;;munqil rascals! D'you hear? Stop!”

“0h, my hat!”

“Took out! Prefects! Cavel”
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The yells of warning were soon followed by yells of
anguish, as Kildare & Co. got busy with their ashplants.
And that ended the great battle quickly enough. The New
House fellows, hugging numerous and varied
scuttled back to the New House, whilst the School
did likewise to their own House.

Soon Kildare and his fellow-prefects were in possession of
the glll'lm‘“-'r the faggots, and the field,

wi
into the House, looking as if he had been trying to stop the
progress of a steam-roller. “Yow-ow! Oh crikey! T'm a
wreck! I'm a bag of broken bones and bruises! Ow-gw!
Oh, what an awful sell! Never mind, we'd have licked "em
if Kildare hadn’t turned up!”

“Yaas, wathah !’ gasped Gussy. “But— Oh, bai Jove!
Where can Tom Mewwy and Glyn be, deah boys?

“Blow them! I'm blessed if T know where I am yet!”
groaned Lowther., “Bui I do know this—I've had enough
of April the First to last me a lifetime! Yow-ew! No
more April the First japes for me; I've had enough!”

And Lowther undoubtedly had—for one year, at all events!

oLsg

Tom Merry groaned; Bernard Glyn groaned. In the box-
room in the New House they lay and (ﬁ]afnd in their bonds,
and discussed their awful luck dismally. FEscape was out
of the question; they were tied hand and foot, and outside
their prison paced New FHouse warders, ready to prevent
any attempt at escape, had the School House hostages been
in the position to attempt any.

But they weren't. It was all up. The great jape had
failed, and Figgins & Co. were undoubtedly friumphant,

“No good. Glyn!” said Tom. *We've been dished and
done! You'll have to give in and hand 'em that stuff.”

“No doubt about that!” said Glyn, with a rucful chuckle.
“Nover mind! We've had the best of the day, nobody
can deny that! And, taking it altogether, it's been a rip-
ping day. These New House worms won't forget it in'a
huery, and we'll always be able to pull their legs about it.”

“That's so. Wonder what's happened to poor old
Lowther?"

“Blow Lowther! This ecomes of taking up his silly
wheozes! Somehow they always end like this!” groaned
Glyn. “T'm only wondering what's going to happen to us?”

“Nothing will—if we give in to them!” grinned Tom
Merry. “Figgy always plays the game. All he wants now
is that antidote stuff to get the green stain off. You're
sure you've eot it. Glyn?”

“Yes: and I can make more in a few minutes!”” chuckled
Glyn. “Tt's the simplest thing in the world to make. And
it fotches the stuff off in no time with a bit of rubbing.
T've got a good supply ready in the top box-room in the
School House. They're welcome to it; I never intended
them to remain green after the First, of course.”

“ffallo! Here comes Figgy!" chuckled Tom Merry.
“Now for it!”

It proved to be George Figginz right enough.  He
grinned down at his captives. One of his eyes was rapidly
closing, and his nose was swollen. But he looked cheery
enoug%:, for all that. His green face beamed with good
humour.

“Well, my little dears,” he remarked, “have you thought
it over? What is it to be? Going to give in and hand
over that stuff—or tell us how to get this beastly stuff off?”

Both Tom and Glyn nodded.

“Vou'll make it pax and let us go if we promise?”

¢ Yes, honour bright! But we must have that stuff this
evening.”’

“Right!” said Glyn, with a chuckle.
honours even, Figgy, Is that good enough?”
And George Figgins agreed that it was.

An hour later various jars containing the precious antidote
had been carefully carried across to the New House, and
{or the rest- of that evening Figgins and his men were hnsg
—very busy.  The bath-rooms were crowded out it
{ellows, scrubbing and rubbing.

Tiggins had kept his word—he had allowed his prisoners
to go unharmed; and in return Glyn and Merry had kept
their part of the bargain and supplied the ods, as it were.
And when Figgins & Co. appeared in public again, newly
swept and garnished, there were no traces of green on their
smiling faces, and all was merry and bright once more in
the New House. While over in the School House, Tom
Merry & Co. admitted frankli: enough that that eventful
First of April had ended with honours even between the
rival Houses of St. Jim's.

THE END.

(There will be another grand long story of Tom Merry r.
Co. in mext week's GEM, entitled: * GRUNDY GOES
TO LAW!” You cun only make sure of reading it,
chums, by ordering your copy WELL IN ADVANCE!)

“We'll call it

-

injuries, -

Ow-ow-ow-ow !” groaned Lowther, as he tottered .
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QENTLEMAN JACK, OF THE BUSH !
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when the Fates are dead against them !

T (i SR L 1

The mil g

25

dventurous Trio make the acquaintance of Gentfeman Jack, a strange man of the Bush, who gomes to their resoiig

A STIRRING AND DRAMATIC NEW SERIAL STORY OF ADVENTURE, FEATURING BOB AND SYD, TWO PLUCKY
SCHOOLBOYS.

= : ; INTRODUCTION. -
=* Trailed across two continents by o gang of cunning crooks, Stive Barrelt,
B in pogsession of o Black Ruby, sventually reuckes England, Tith the
aid of this Black Ruby, Steve has hopes of making his fortune, for the
yuby is the key to a claim of land in Queensland rick in precious stanes.
| The erooks, . sncced in gaining possession of the Black Ruby
=== and make good their escape, Steve enlists the services of Bob Cromptan
and Syd Dyson, two plucky, athletic fellows, with whom ke sels off in a
.. wild dash south on the trail of the Black Ruby, After @ scries o exciling
adventires, the chume retrieve the precious stoie and board the Maharanee,
' botend for Australin, Sweetman and his gang also get aboard, but their
‘orts to reqain the coveled jewel prove of tittle avail, for the chums ﬂmﬁ
ship when nearing Perth and reach shore under cover of darkness. fer,
they are waylaid by a gang of toughs in the pay of Sweetman. Although
Steve s teounded in the fierce fight which ensucs, the chums succeed in
Joiling the enemy. After weeks of trekling aeross the terrible expanse
of arid desert, Steve collapses. Leaving him in the care of Bob, Syed
valiantly gocs in seareh of kelp, His strength fails him at last, o8 he Jails
exhaustod to the ground. Regeining consciousneas later, Sud' is startled
to discover bending over kil & bearded stranger, who, by a stroke of
Providence, happens to be Gentlemur Jack, the man whom the chiims were
fo join in Queenslond.  Hardly knowing whether to beliess the poungster’s
:ﬂmmﬁ story o nut, Gentleman Jack offers to acecnpany Syd back to his

Wiis.
(Now read on.)

5 The Strange Man of the Bush!
= ENTLEMAN JACK carried the water and the food.
: He knew Syd would have all his work cut out to
carry himself. And together they trekked back”
over the dosolation of the desert.

It wasn’t easy for Syd to find his way back, sceing that
his search for help had been made when he was half
delirious. But Gentleman Jack was used to the wild
lands of Austraha, and he picked up Syd’s fivst frail and
followed, as faithfully and without falteving, as keen
and cleverly as any black man.
~ Syd realised thien how he had wandered from the
straight. That trail swerved for no apparent reason,
: performed circles in places, zig-zagged all over the place.

But Gentleman Jaek followed it every step of the way,
He had only one grim comment to make.
~ “Chum,” he said, “I don't know if you were born
Iucky, but if I hadn’t spotted you racing around like a
- mad dingo, you wonldn’t be here now." That's all. You
i were sure bad.”

By PERCY A. CLARKE.

2yd just grinned wanly. He was too worried about his
pals to trouble about himself. Ttseemed hours and hours
before they sighted the gully where Bob was waiting
bcsgiel Steve. And then there was no gign either of Steve
or Bob.

Gentleman Jack began to look seriows. Either Steve
and Bob had wandered in their delirinum, or else Syd was
fooling him. He still maintained an open mind on the
subject.

But they came to the gully, and there, at the very
bottom lay Steve, gasping, and Bob trying to force a
fow drops of brackish water between his teeth.

Gentleman Jack gave one lock and slid down thaf
gully helter-skelter. He was beside Steve in a flash, and
had his head on his knee.

“QOld-timer " he called.
pard

Steve opened his eyes. TFor a split second he gazed
up into that black-bearded face.

“By gravy!” he exclaimed feebly. “How do, Jack?
But you're too late. I'm through, Jaek, old pard. Look
after the boys—true pals, both of em. Look after 'em,
Jack, I'm finished—"

His head slumped forward weakly, linply. Bob fairly
sobbed in his extreme weakness. But Gentleman Jack
smiled up at him.

“All right, chum. Steve isn’t through by a long
challk. I'll-pull him round. You lock after yourseli.

“Steve! Steve! Here I am,

Sip that water. Mind what I say, now. Sip it! Then
take a bite of grub, only take it gently. T'll see to
Steve. IHe's pretty bad, but not hopeless. Guess I'm

only just in time, though. If your pal hadn't remem-
bered that advertisement it would be a job for the
vultures in this gully. As it is, I reckon the trail is
coming to an end—and a happy end at that.”
. a L] LR o Ll

In o mountain glen a tent was pitched—a fairly large
tent. TFour horses erop the fresh grass contentedly.
Steve lay full length on the grass close to the stream that

Tae Ges Lispary.—No. 1,102,



26 Every Wednesday.

ran in at one end of the glen and ont at the other. He
was reading a two-month-old Sydvey newspaper and
enjoying every word of it.

Gentleman Jack had a cracked mirror hanging by a
string from a branch of a tree, and was busily shaving
himsclf. Syd and Bob were employed as cooks, and the
aroma from the pot that hung on a tripod over the fire
was enough to fill the diners at the Ritz with envy.

“Well, chums,” said Gentleman Jack, between the
strokes of his razor, 41 reckon Steve's fit to travel again
now, and we start in about an hour.”

Steve rolled over and sat up.

“Say, pard,” he said, grinning, “all this long time me
and these boys have been on the trail o’ that Black
Ruby, and now we’re so near the end of it, by gravy, I'm
not 8o sure but what this life don’t suit me better than
being weighed down with riches I” :

He indicated the camp in the glen with a wave of his
hand.

Gentleman Jack smiled mysteriously.

“This life has its good points,” he admitted. “Bub
most people soon begin to hanker after town life. But I
like it, and after I've got you chums nicely scttled at
Stony Gorge I shall come back here.”

“Why?" queried Syd. “Why not stay with us? Why
live alone out in the bush ?”

Gentleman Jack frowned hastily, then, as guickly, the
frown changed to a smile. :

“Chum,” he said, “it isn’t healthy in this conntry to
ask questions about a man's past. Lots of people
come out here to forget. But, if you must know, years
ago, in the Old Country, I made a mistake which I
thought was lots worse than it really was. I came out
here and hid myself in the bush. Since then I have heard
I can legally and morally return to the life of high
Society in London if I choose—but I prefer this. Now,
you pack your duds, chums, and we’'ll head for Stony
Gorge as soon as I've watered the horses.”

He strode away without another word. Bob and Syd
stared after him, The man was a mystery. He har-
boured some secret sorrow, something that could never
be altered while he lived, and he preferred the utter
loneliness of the bush to the company of his fellow-man.

Steve roge to his feet and faced the boys.

“Chums,” he said gravely, “ never question Gentleman
Jack again, or yon and me part company. He's white
right through, is that man, as you know right now, and
that’s all you want to know. Whatever other trouble
he has to keep him to the bush is not your aflair, and
you can’t help him, anyway. Maybe he has blue blood
in his veins, and maybe he hasn’t. His name is Gentle-
man Jack, and he lives alone in the bush. ILeave it at
that, chums.”

Steve dived into the tent to pack the kit. Syd stared
at Bob, and Bob was staring at Syd. But neither of them
said another word.

About an hour later the four of them, mounted on
four good horses, left the glen and headed eastward.
Gentleman Jack had alrea[ly told them that Stony Gorge
was a matter of six hours’ steady ride from the glen,
and they wanted to get
there and stake their claim
before nightfall.

The belt of vegetation, in
the midst of which was a
Gentleman Jack’s glen, was
fairly extensive, and it took
them a good three hours’
steady trek before the trees
and thickets began to grow
sparser and to give way
once more to arid desert.

The going was pretty
strenuous, especially when
they had left the scrub

Lbehind and the sun poured
down on them unmereifully.
But even Steve made light
of it. For one thing, it was
the fag-end of the long trail,

LT i e i
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and for another they were all fit and well. The long
sojourn in Gentleman Jack's glen had thoroughly
recuperated them, and the effects of their terrible ordeal
in the Never-Never Land were wiped out, except in their
vivid memories,

Two hours before sunset found them in a rocky gorge

in the midst of bluc-capped mountaivs. Gentleman Jack

studied the sides of these mountains through his
powerful binoculars for signs of human life, but found
none.

“Seems safe enough,” he said to Steve. “ But someone

will be bound to spot us in here, the news will spread, &

and then the fireworks will start, if I know anything.
Better get a move on.”

“Which means,” grinned Steve, “staking our claim.
Gather round, boys, and find out the mystery of this
here Black Ruby. Lucky we brought them stakes along.
That'll save time.

“ Now, watch this, chum. Here 1s the biggest facet to
this sparkler, and it’s sure got five corners fo it. Am
I right? Well, then, you see them five rocks? If you
was to draw lines from rock to rock, you'd have the same
shape as this here facet, wouldn't you? But we don’t
want to draw lines that way. What we've got to do is
to find the plumb centre of that area, whieh is pretty
easy.”

Aylrcady Gentleman Jack was finding the centre, and in
the centre he drove a stake, to which was affixed a notice,
telling the world that this was the northern boundary of
the claim, filed and rvegistered by 8. Barrett, Esquire,
and his partners

Six facets in all formed the Black Ruby, and six stakes
were driven into the hard ground, the position discovered
in precisely tlic same manner as the first had been. And
the ground thus enclosed, Steve explained, covered two=
thirds of that valley, and was undoubtedly the richest
ruby and precious stone-bearing ground in the world.

“ And, mark this, chums,” said Steve, “if any guy goes
staking a claim anywhere round here outside our claim,
they won't find much, And why? Because all the
sparklers arc sure in this plot we've staked out. Funny,
but it’s true. Now let’s get the tent up on its legs. I've

sure got to sleep to-night, and then off to Stonyville and =

register this claim. After which all the crooks in the
wide world won't rob me of it.”

Bob was puzzled.

“Why didn’t you register it before you came to
England #” he wanted to know.

“Because,” rephied Steve, “I had no money—not a
bean. As it was, I had to work my passage across. And
if T had staked the claim, the news would have leaked
out before I had the money to work my mine, and I
shouldn’t half have been crowded in this here valley.
I banked on the knowledge that nobody knew the secret
o’ this here Gorge, and that nobody knew about the
Black Ruby, what Gentleman Jack gave me. You see,
Jack's got no use for rubies and riches, living like he
does in the bush. But somchow Sweetman got to know
and was after it.”

Syd grinned and turned away.

“Buppose we mustn’t ask guestions out here, but why
did Gentleman Jack give
you that Black Ruby?”

e It was Gentleman Jack
1 s t e who answered.

ave Steve the ruby,” he
said. “Steve was prospect-
ing round here, and he came
to Stony Gorge and found
two things. It was a dvy
spell that year. He found
out what the soil of this
valley holds, and he found
me pretty well half dead,
like I found you out in the
desert. He saved my life,
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“Sure, I'll tell you why 1.

and—oh, well, I  knew
already about this gorge,
and I had that Black tlgy.
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Amazing New Serial on the Way, Boys!

AT THEIR LAST GASP!

ack.

put those rocks like you saw them, to agree with the
facets on the ruby, so when he came back with the money
Jie’d know exaetly how to stake his claim. And it's glad
I am, chums, that your uncle, Sir Charles Crompton, had
enough faith in Steve to sink his money in this enter-
prise, for, believe me, it's a paying proposition. But
get this tent up, and we can talk afterwards—if there’s
anything left to talk about.”

They got the tent up, and heaped great stones round

it to form a bharricade. This was Steve’s idea. He
reckoned it was better to be safe than sorry afterwards,
and one could never tell what might happen.
i But they turned in that night, and the gorge seemed
as deserted as they had found it. Despite that fact,
however, they took it in turns fo mount guard iuside
the harricade.

The sun sank abruptly in the west. The moon came
out of the east and journeyed leisurely up the sky, to
sink later behind a bank of clouds far over on the
Lorizon. An bour or so before dawn, with the moon
hidden and the sun not yet appearing, the gorge was
in inky blackness.

Bob, keen of ears and eyes, crouched behind the barri-
cade, listening intently, trying to peer into the pitch
darkness. Faintly to his ears came a scuflc amongst
‘the rocks, and—he felt sure the night wasn’t tricking
him—a soft oath, as if a man had unwittingly hurt
himself.

Bob didn’t stop to argue. He might be shooting a
rabbit, but better be fooled that way than find the camp

- assailed by crooks. Accordingly he raised his gun an}[
tired into the darkness. The report arounsed all the
echoes, and brought his pals from the tent helter-
skelter.
* But it did more than that. From out of the blackness
came stabs of fire. Guus cracked in a volley, and bullets
sang in the air.
“By George!” rapped out Steve. “I’ll bet that's

Gentleman Jack and Syd came at last to tha gully.
stretehed on his back, and Bob trying to force a few drops of water between his teeth.
J ‘** Here 1 am, pard!"

And there, at tha very bottom, they saw Stave
** Steve, old timer ! ' called cut Gentleman
(See page 25), :

Sweetman and his lambs, and they've got reinforce-
ments. ™

Gentleman Jack jerked his head towards the back of
the tent

“You cut your way out there I he snapped. “Take a
horse and hit it for Stonyville.”

“And leave you chums here?” retorted Steve,

o N
mueh ¥ ok

“We can hold 'em at bay,” said Gentleman Jack.
"You've got to register that claim. Understand? It's
your only chance—in the darkness—hefore the sun rises,
You know the way?”

" Like Lucifer, T do ! Steve flashed out. “And 1’11 go,
and I'll have a posse of bush Rangers behind me when L
come back

“ Exactly,” agreed Gentleman Jack “Only get away.”

Under the orders of Gentleman Jack, Syd and Bob
crouched behind the stone barricade and kept up a rapid
fire into the blackness of the gorge. All they had to-
aim at were the pin-points of fire that appeared when
the crooks let fly at t}w little camp. But whether they
hit anyone or not was of minor importance. The main
thing was to cover Steve's flight !

And Steve cut a hiole in the back of the tent with his
clasp-knife, and erawled out and reached the horses. He
mounted one and galloped away in the blackness, The
sound of his horse’s hoofs caused the unseen crooks to
vell defiance, but the rhythmical patter died away in
the distance, the cries of the ruffians ceased—they
thomght they had merely stampeded the horses—and
matters settled down to a steady hombardment.

(Now look out for another fine instalment of this
adventure seérial in next week's issue of the GEM,
Ovder your copy carly, chums !) E
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{or 50 “’n_-q\{-:r.a and Sth)
PEARL NECKLACE .. 120 Wrapprrs
~ for 26 Wrapper: and 3d.)
PENDANT and BROOCH 120 Wiruppers
(or 35 Wrappers and 3d.)
BANGLE .. v o BB Wenppers
({ur 20 Wi |[pe1s and 2d.)

Pacﬁn

'U.DIDLETTE 135 Wrappers
i for 25 W "rl]"l'll:]"\ and gd.) UM, -
aEWING CASE, Silk or o
Tape - v ATE Wrappurs
{or a3 Wi 1[~P91'> aml ad,y
SEWING CASE . - -.. . 75 Wrappers
(or 15 Wrappers and 1d.)
MIiCROSCOPE s 75 Wruppers

“or 20 Wrappers

30MB and CASE

{or 85 Wrappers
VANITY CASE

Y (of 20. Wi

ISTOL : .

{or 20 Wi 1|J o1y

and 1) :
1156 Wrappers
atud Sﬂ.}

O-BAEBY ld.

" .. . PHE GEM LIBRARYV. -

'FIRST PRIZE -

FOUR GOLD WATCHES

TENNIS RACQUETS
BALLS

THIRD PRIZE—

FOUR MECCANO SETS
OR WORK BASKETS

SIXTEEN CONSO-
LATION PRIZES—

: | 303 OF 100
O-PE‘Z-GHEE GHEWIN’G

Oue set of the above prizes will be awarded in each of 4 areas.

TELL YOUR FRIENDS ABOUT O-PEE-CHEE
WWW

DELICIOUS, rPURE, BRI?ISH, O—PEE—GHEE OHEWING GUMS
POW-WOW id.
0-PEE- LllLL are ublalmblc from any éuml mmcfmuﬂr or from

bAVE THIS‘ COUPON,

ek

% RED-BREAST.. &

- HOW TO COMPETEi

The above -tpc{-i'a'l prizes will be awarded Trihe
25 hovs and glels who win the largest uumber
of points during this confest. . 1 point will be
allowed {or every wrapper sent in frof O-Pee-
Cliee Chiewing Ginns for Gifts 100 allowed for
every friend you persuade {0 entér the com-
petitien on forms }Jm\lda.d Torms will be
sont, and g 4 ed-breast ™ badge free with

OR- GI m.s

. L] . .

voul gt on -this recelpt of - the requisife
pumber of wrappers.s Only 1 Dbadge to each
eutrant, :

SORTED

START SAVING NOW!

=end inas many tinies as you wish for giits.

and GEE-GEE !d.

1, per packet.

GIiPSY d.

-‘nL machires af

it counts as 5 when sent in

WATCH CHAIN, (.‘ht 3

. _{or 40 Wra
WATCH CHAIN IETS
P (on BE Wi

P0CKET I\Pa!Fl‘ :

= (or a0 Wra
MATHS. SET
> _{or 3B “

-5

: O.PEE-CHEE COMPANY Ltd. (of Canada), :
27, CHANCERY LANE, LONDQN W.G-2'

:
-
-
; Only one_ soupon accepted for cach prize.

with “’r_a.ppers for Gifts to—

AR £ 10 e

D 2

ntod . tariabatets bt

THE
shioota
Mg Swiths eV
Absotutely s (
tavget,  Postage ad. 0 £
sfcs) SHOT AUTDMATIL PLA REPE&TER 2 &
s “WILD W JEST> e 1) Pat !‘r e
;4URWDOD!= (Dept.. @ '}, 3, Finsbury Squ‘n‘o. London, E -

|BE TALL!

70 i [
ISEUEN & TDWI\EEND (0.

-.-..Buvf’s e 10 w;(‘NTE

“for CANADA, AUSTRALIA & NEW ZEALAND |

a,l"nr‘vn training, mltl"t assisted pf|‘~5nr'9ﬁ nmuled The
< Silvation Army I'a\.\_"}"]]"l “touch - with'‘boys alter sattlement |
« ju the Dominions, Make i diate ap ipligation,—The Branch’

,\r,‘f‘ Manager, 3, Upper Thomes Btreet. T.ondon,: BG4 =+

“GROW. TALLER! (35,00 fiifulcsy
c —Parcels, 5/0. 1u|~1|1‘:<’|ul ts

l‘@16ﬁai!'9h I{B' KS! it e y s LD g mrf::}

piices, L(‘l‘nl'!
Write for Free Bargain Lists NOW,

' ' | mmu’smmtcm:
j“*‘%rxanﬁ‘ T
R R

Gr ensy p’u ‘mont

125, GOVENTRY.

HAVE YOU A RE‘.D N’OSE 2

: & bike
[ down and nothing more t6 pay 1
“Far a month. Pe:r[ect long-lasting . d |
and oodlnnkmg. e fo Calas 3
Ir.*guc: am:i dctazla of 15 dn}a trial.”

to be pruud uf fo; :z‘llﬁ :

Send’u stamputo pay rmt.n-rd: und you will leirn how to ridryourzelt -
of sueh & t{],rfb,.; affliction- frée ol charge. - Enclose’ ,&t«lhlp » 1
Addiess in eonfidence . TEMPLI, SZpecinliat, ¢ 1 _Ho 1o g
198 Enafteshury Avenud, LONDON. W-.1.--(E i
L, {Albrond 1 .+ inelod
300 STAMPS Fon Sd h 'in‘:‘"0|-]j]_‘ndlr%wg|§l("¥l
Jalil Coaat, ote =W, A, W HITE Enpine I.‘lm‘ 1.YE]
EEANDS O = I
to the WORLD'S BEST. PEA PISTOL.
Not lmhl yon own a 50-shot Automaiic can
YOou anjoy the fun of pea shiooting tothé full,
on the llnes of o real automatic, repeats
at one lodding, eemplete with -ammunition,

PRICE 2/32 POET FREE, Sl for youre to- dny
R~ DILNOT, 125, CHISWICK ‘HIGH AD,, LONDON. W.4.

HEIGHT INCREASED g/ ~esmpias

Course.
3- 5 inches In

“Maodelled
50 times

ONE MONTH
Without appHaneis--drugs—or dicting.

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVEE FATLS.

Demplete Conrse 5/» .0, post free, or-further pa.rtics. slamp,

2. A. CLIVE, Harrock House, COLWYHN 'BAY Nm-th wm:

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
:; PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER ::




