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YOU'LL ROAR WITH LAUGHTER OVER THIS COMPLETE STORY—>

George Figgins gets a good langh
at Tomm Merry's expense when
Tom's guardian, Miss Priscilla
Fawoett,. pays her ** darling
nephew ' a visit. But Figgy can’t
quite see the joke when his own
aunt turns-up and gives him the
time of his life! =

CHAPTER 1.
What’s {0 be Done?

& Il dear!”
“Hallo! What's the mattor?”
“Oh dear!™

“Anything wrong, old chap?”
“QOh dear!”

Lowther and Mammers looked in no little concern at Tom
Merry
Merry,

Tom Merry was Maorry by name and merry by nature—as
@ general rule. Bit at the moment the leader of the Bchool
House juniors at St Jim's was loeking anything but his
usual cheery self.

He was standing by the table in Study Ne. 10, and he
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held a letter in his hand. His youthful brow was wrinkled
deeply, and his face wore a look of dismay.

“Oh dear!” he roepeated, for the fourih time,

“Understudying a giddy parrot?™ asked Lowther. *“IE
it’s trouble, cough it up, old'chap! Tell youruncles all about
it. Hope it's not. bad news from heme? headded, looking
serions snddenly.

“ N.nunno, not exactly.”

“Tt is from home; isn’t it# said Maouers.
yonr gnardian’s fish, Tommy."”

“Oh, yeai” L

“No remittance in it?" went on Manvers: “Hard luck— . 1

- . i} S -y » i =

for ns all! Never mind; can’t expect one with every giddg:
letter, you know. Take it smiling** el

“Munno! It dsn't that, either! Oh dear!”

“Tt looks like
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& What the thump Ih it, then—the cat got the mange, or
has the plrrm expired?”

“Nunno! You see / -

“Then it must be old Fido!” said Lowther, 3hakm?' his
head seriously, “Has the old poodle gone at last? I always
thought it a mistake for your aunt to put it to bed every
night with two hot-water bottles and three chest protectors;
makes ’em more delicate, you know, in the long run.

Tom Merry forced a smile.

“No, it's not quite so serious as that,” he said, with a
chuckle. *Fido's still going sirong, and §0 18 the cab and
the parrot, The fact is, my guardian’s coming here—calling
for an hour to see me, while passing through Wayland, you
Eknow.”

4 011 (LL

Lowther and Manuers received the news with broad grins
and deep chuckles. They fancied they understood the reason
for Tom Merry's dismay now,

Miss Priscilla Fawceit, Tom’s devoied guardian, was a
dear old lady, and Tom was very fond cf her indeed, and

”
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was always glad to ses her.
None the less, he usually had
rather a tr}'mg time during
her visits to St. Jim's to see
her “darling Tommy"—
though Tom himself would
not admit it for worlds.

But the faet was undoubted.
To Miss Priscilla, Tom was
the most wonderful boy who
ever lived—the cleverest, most
handsome and intellizent.
Moreover, she always insisted
that Tom was very delicale.
And as his aunt was wont to
exhibit her affection for him
hefore everyone, and also to
express her fears for his
health publicly, Miss Pris-
ts were always ver)
ng for the unfor-
tunate Tommy.

“(ro on, grin awayr!” said
Tom, glaring ab hi: chums,
with a crimson face. “It—

it's not a pgrinning matter,
vou fatheads!”

“Of course  not,"” said

Lowther “soothingly, —*Hard
lines, old chap! Still, you've
got through the gu_rl‘\ ordea!
before; and, afcer all, it
always ends i in a tip from the
dear old lady.’
- “That's it!” said Manners,
nodding. “Grin and bear i,
old chap! The fellows grin
at the time, but they soon
forget. “hat‘s, it matter,
anyway "

“Matter i =nu1!ed Tom
witheringly. You pilly
chumps ! Think I care
whether the fellows grin or
not? Don’t you understand?
She's coming this afternoon-—

by the 4.30 at Wayland |7

The grins faded suddenly

from the faces of Tom’s
chums. They eyed Tom
bl anl\lg

“Coming thiz afternoon?”
said Manners, *Oh, my Lat!
YWhat about the match "

“That’s what I'm thinking

:

about,” said Tom Merry
grimly., “I'm always jolly
glad to see my guardian,

whether you silly asses think
I am or not! Bub it quite
mucks up my plaving in the
House mateh.”

“0Oh dear!”

It was the turn of Tom's
chums to look dismayed.

“But you can’t drop oub of
the match, Tom!” exclaimed
M&nne:'.ﬁ, in great alarm.

“We shan’t stand an oarrh, ¥
against the New House 1\1!11011& you in rho team, vou ass!”

“Figgins' lot will lick us, and they'll crow for weeks!'
said Lowther. “(Can’t be done, Tommy! The fellows 11.11
mob you. Let Miss Fawcett visit the Head's wife until the
mateh is over.”

“That's the idea !”” sald Manners.
match, Tommy."”

“Hallo! Who's talking about cutting the mateh? said
a voice in the doorway.

“Yaas, wathah! Who is the boundah?”

Blake of the Fourth, followed by Herries, Dighy, and
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, marched into the room, Thev
eyed Tom Merry grimly. Arthur Auvgustus jammed his
monocle into place and subjected Tom Merr: to an ﬂtt'!-
specially severe scruting.

“Cough it up!” said Blake. “Did I hear Manners men-
tioning something about vou cutting the giddy match, or
did my aged ears deceive me, Tommy?"

$Vgas, wathah! Pway explain, Tom Mewwy!”
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¢ #Well, you' did,” said Tom, grinning ruefully. “The fact
is;, I'm in rather a hole. :My guardian’s coming this after-
noon. . You know what she is!”’

“Ha, hal Just a little!’ But——" :

“Nothing to grin about, you idiots!” said Tom rnthgr
crossly, blushing again, “TI—I can't hurt the old lady’s
feelings by refusing to meet her at Wayland; and there
isn’t time to write and explain, or anything, What the
. dickens is to be done?” :

“Done’” ejaculated Blage. “You can't possibly cut the
, mateh, ¥uu awful idiot! Somebody else will have to meet
tha old lady, of conrse I” .

Tom Merry shook his head dismally.
“Look at the letter!” he said briefly.

. Blake picked the letter up and looked at it. Then ko
grimaceds ; ;
The letter was short, bub very expressive, It ran as

Jollows:

“Dayrling Tommy,—I have lovely news for you, dearest
boy. . To-morrow afterncon [ am geoing to London to stay
for a.few, days with a dear old friend:. AsI
be passing through Wayland, and as I know it is your half-
heliday, dearest Tommy, I have decided fo break my journey
at ‘Wayland, and spend an hour or so with you. I shall
arrive at the station at 4.30; and I do so hope that you will
meet me there, for I am so very anxious about you, dear
boy, and have so many, many gquestions to ask. I have

rave fears that you are mot teking care of your precious
health, Be suroe to keep your chest well covered in this
changeable weather, Tommy—especially when playing atb
that dreadful game of foothall. Isn’i it splendid to think we
shall see cach other so soon?® h :
“Wour loving guardian, :
% PrisciLra FawcerT.”

*0Oh, my hat!’ chuckled Blake.
e passed the lefter on; and Tom Merry glowered as he
met the general grins of his chums.
“I’ll have to meet her

“(to on—cackle 1" he said bitterly.
at Wayland, of course!” '

“ Yaas, wathah P’ said Arthur Augustus, shaking his head.
“T am afwaid it would disappoint the deah lady feahfully if
nobody met her, Tom Mewwy, It is wathah awkward. I
have vewy gweat wegard and wespeet for Miss Fawcett]
Lut weally I considah it wathah inconsidewate of her io
choose the aftahnoon of the IHouse match for her visit.”

“She doesn’t know about that!” said  Tom gfoqﬁl;[y.
"E\Vci,; it can't be helped, I'll ask Dane to play in my
place.

“Bai Jove! T havean ideah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
reflectively, “Why not ask Figgy lo postpone the match
until Raturday, deah boys?’

“Just for this?’ snorted Blake, “Fathead!”

“Well, it's worth trying!” said Tom desperately, 1
hate the thought of disappointing Miss Fawcett, and we
simply ean't risk a licking from the New Touse. I've a
good mind to try it”

“And get chipped to death for our trouble?’ snorted
B%nk?}. “Figgy would langh himsclf silly when he heard
why.

“Wea can risk that’ said Tom. * After all, Figgy's a
docent sort, and he'll understand how I'm fixed—or he may."

“IH'm ! said Blake., “He'll understand all right, bui—
well, please yourselt, We'll come if you like,”

“(Good! Come on, then!® said Tem. *“We've none too
nnch time,” :

“Wathah not!”

And—locking none too sanguine himself—Tom Merry led
his chums over to the New House to interview Figgins.
That the New House fellows would postpone the match just
bietause Tom Merry's wuardian was visiting §t. Jim’s that
afterncon was certainly a forlorn hope. Bul Tom meant to

try it.
CHAPTER 2.
Not 2 Success!
L ALLO! School Houss worms !”

George Figgins, the lanky leader of the New
House juniors, was standing at the window of his
study. He had just caught sight of Tom Merry &
Co. evossing the quadrangle below.
“Cloming here?” asked Kerr, with little inlerest.
“Yes, looks like it!* chuckled Figgins. *Looks like a
giddy deputation!” 3
“0Oh, my hatl* ;
Kerr and Fatly Wynn jeined their leader at the window.

“Tom Meérry's crowd, of course!” grinmied Kevr. “ Wonder

what they’re after ¥

“"Come to ask us to let "em down lightly in the match,

plral;ha.pﬁ," murmured Figgine, stroking Lis chin reflectively.
Tee Gem LiBrarv.—No, 1,104,
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“I say, what ahout a little booby-trap? Just a few books

over the door to greet the lLittle fellows—eh?” B o
“They'rs a bit too wide for an anaent wheeze like

that,” said Kerr, shaking his head. *DBesides, they're

“Rot! We've anly got to yell, and we'll h,aw:-_'a. erowd
to télhq giddy rescue. We'll iry if, anyway. Sharp’s the
word " -

Without stopping to argue the point George TFiggins
opened the door slightly. Then he gathered an armful of
books and dragged a chair to the deor, ' Faity Wynn
jumped to aid him, and in a few seconds the pile of books
wes nicely balanced on the edge cf the doar. :

“There!” said Figgins, jumping down and movieg the
chair away. *“Just a little surprise for ’em_!"’ :

“Waste of time!" scoffed Kerr. “You'll sce! They're
2 bit too wide to be eaught by a whiskery dodge like thag!”

“My dear man, youth’s memery is short!” said Figgins
sagely. “By the solemn looks on their chivvies ihey're
too occupied with business to think of booby-fraps. Halla!
Here they come!"” e $ s

There came the tramp of feet in the passage. It wis Tom
Merry & Co., right enough. Unfortunately for: Figzy's
plan, however, tha Bchool House juniors were nefi. too
occupied with business to think of booby-traps—at:least,
Monty Lowther was not. e

He sighted the partly-opened door at once. ' » =i

-,

“Hold on!” lie grinned. “Notice the giddy doori?
“Yes; but what the thump—7" o
“When is a door not a door?" queried Lowthet sdltly.
“Eh? You silly ass! When it's ‘ajar,” of courski:iBut
what are you—" : =y

“Exactly! Well,” grinned Lowther, “we spotied “em up
at the window; they saw us coming. And as the door's
ajar it looks jolly suspicious——" FADT

Lowther paused, for at that moment a junior ‘einerged
from a doorway higher up, and came towards themi Tt
was Redfern, one of Figging' supporters, He stopped and
stared rather suspiciously at Tom Merry & Co. 7 °77

“Hallo!” he said. “What are you School House roiters
up t6?7 What are you doing over hers?” T

“Just a peaceful deputation to interview old Figgy!”
siid Lowther affakly. *“Is he ahout anywhere?"”

“In his study, I suppose,” said Redfern. * At leasf, he
was a couple of minutes ago. Hold on!®”

Rediern was an obliging youth—even o deadly rivals.
All unsuspicious now, he pushed open the door of Vizgy's
study, and looked in. i

Swocop!

Whizz!

“Yarooooh [

Redfern yelled fiendishly as the books swooped down upen
his head in a cascade, and rattled about him to riglt and
left. He sat down with a thump and a howl. i

Rediern had done just what Monty Lowther had espected
him to do, and Lowther led the roar of laughter frem the
School House fellows. -

Inside the study Figgins & Co. were also roaring with
langhter—not having grasped the identity of the victun vet.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” S

“Ow-ow! Wha-at's happened {” gasped Redlern, =itting
up dizzily and holding his head with both hands, *What——
Oh! Oh, you—you—" ! 1551

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Figgins. “How d'you like— ©h
crumbs! M-mum-my hat! It’'s old Reddy! What tiip——
Here, keep off, you idiot! It was—— Yarooooop!™ "

Bump! b

Figgins sat down hard as Redfern’s fist clumped Lome
hard on his nose. Having grasped the position, Redfern had
lost no time in showing Figgins his views on the miatter.

. The next moment the two were waltzing abhout, pummel-
ling each other often and hard. Tom Merry & Co. stoad
round the doorway and howled with laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it, Figgy!” yelled Blake. “Give him
socks, Reddy! 1Is this how pals treat cach other in the
New House, I wonder?” g i i

“Bai Jove! This iz weally wathah funnay, p’know!®
chuckled . Arthur Aungustus. "“Those wottahs meant that
bhoobay-twap for us, deah boys!”

“Go. hon!®

“Yaas, wathah! Ha, bha, ba! Bai Jove! Kerr—TFatty,
pway do not spoil fhie fun, deah boys!”

But Kerr and I'atty Wynn did not heed. They could
not help grinning themselves, but they felt ‘the affair had
gone-quite far cnough—too ‘far, dn fact. Talty Wymn
grasped Redfern and Kerr grasped Figgins, Betwetn them
they managed to hold the raging combatants apart. °

“Leggo!™ roared Redfern. *Lemme get at him! Tl
{each the rotter——" : :

“¥ou silly ass!” hooted Kerr. “Can’t you see it was all

Biff!

S

Bang! Thump!

. & mistake? Tt was meant for those rotten School House

i
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worms! They must have guessed it was there, and they
let you in for it.”

“Oh!” Santed Redfern.

He un
chortling S8chool House party.

“Your own fault, eld chap!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
“We didn't ask you to open the door, did wei”

FOw! Oh ecrumbs!” gasped Reddy, " “¥You awful ass,
Figey! You nearly brained me with those boaks, and now
you've nearly bunged my eye up.” s

“Well, you've nearly busted my nose!” snorted Figgins,
in great wrath. “You shouldn't have been such an ass as
to let those worms take vou in like that!”

“0Oh, rats! Look here, sling the rotters out!” gasped
Redfern, with sudden excitement, *Rag the rotters and
sling 'em back to their own Housa!” ;

““Ilere, hold on!”? said Tom Merry, ceasing to laugh
asbruptly. “Pax! We'ra here on u peaceful mission,
Figgy! This little rumpus was. your own doing—not ours,
you know! Reddy would insist upon rushing in where
angels like us feared to tread, and he deserves to pay for
it! Pax, Figgy!"” ' i shis ; !

“0h, all right!” said Figgins, with a rucful grin. “Hold
on, Reddy! We'll seo what these School House duffers want,
and if it’s nothing worth the trouble of a peaceful discussion
we'll sling them out as you suggest, cld chap.” :

“Will youl” snorted
Blake, starting to turn hia
cuffs back. * Why, if you
jolly well—="

#Cheese it, Blake!”
said Tom Merry hastily.
“We've no time for row-
ing ' now. [Look here,
.Figgy, old man, we've
come about the—the—"

Tom Merry blushed and
paused. Now he was face
to face with Figgins he
wis beginning to see that
their errand was rather
nnusual, to say the least
of it. He hesitated.

“Buck up, deah boy!”
eaid Arthur Augustus en-
couragingly. Yha ik s
such a delicate mattah,
Tom Mewwy, pewwapa
you had bettah leave the
talkin' to me!”

“Oh rats! Look here,
Figgyl I-1—"
“Cough it up!" zaid

Figginz, dropping into a
chair. “Plenty of timo!
Match starts in half an
hour, but 1t can easily he
postponed while you wag
your chin?” ‘

“You—you see,” gasped
Tom, blushing again. *I
—I1 wondered if you would
mind postponing tho
match until Saturday, old
chap.'*

MEh?! What's that?”
Figgina sat bolt upright
and stared. “ Postponao
the giddy match!
the thump should
Well, I'm blowed!”

* You—you sce i3

“1 jolly well don't see!” snorted Figgina,
want to postpone it, Tom Merry ?"

“ Ahem I

“Got a cough?” asked Kerr.

“Ahem!” Tom Merry coughed again, * You—you see,
it’s like this. T've got a—a wvisitor coming this afternoon.”

It was out at last!

“And you want to postpone the match because you've
golb a visitor coming ! yelled Figgins,

we !

#Why, d'you

“‘Alwm! Y-yes! You—you sce—"
“Pway leave this mattah to me fo cxplain, Tom
Mewwy——"

“You ring off, Gussy—"

“You—you see, it's like this, Fiegy."” eaid Tom Merry,
coming to the point in sheer desperation., “*My guardian’s
coming this afternoon. You—you know what she is—what
a lot she thinks of me. If—if I didn't meet her—"

“0Oh, m-mum-my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgina. “So that's it! You want
to postpone the giddy match because Miss Priscilla’s coming
to see her darling little Tommy !”

erstood now, and he faivly glowered at the

pled and dusty, and ties an
7 ow!'"™ " Qroooh!"
Why

In the grip of a crowd of New House fellows Tom Merry & Co.were rushed to the head
of the staira and sent rolling down, one after the other.
at the bottom, with ”'0"}??‘,"“"‘

They arrived in a atru?glinq heap
collars torn adrift, *“*Ow 1"

(See Chapler 2),

“Her sweetest little pet!"” choked Kerr.

“Her dearest, darlingest, most precionz little Temmy!”
gurgled Fatty Wynn.

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Figgins & Co. roared almost hysterically as they under-
stood.

Tom Merry erimsoned.

“Look here——"" he began beatedly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. “He wants to postpoene
the House mateh because his giddy guardian wants to pes
her darling Tommy. Oh, my stars! Carry me home io
mother [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“(h, what o seream! Won't the fellows just laugh aboul
this!” gurgled Figgins. ‘‘Postpone the match so that
i]‘?,rli.ng_’ little, sweetest little, popsy-wopsy Tommy can hug
1i5—

“That's enough!” snapped Tom Merry, red with wrath
and chagrin. * You—you won't oblige me, then, Figgy "

“Not quite! Ha, ha! Not likely! Ha, ha, ha! Not
much! Not even so that darling little Tommy can—"

““Right!" snapped Tom, his eyes gleaming. * Then here's
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something to make you laugh in another way, you eackling
worm " )

“ Look here—— Yoooooop!”

Bumpl ; '

For the second time Figgy's nasal organ came into severe
and sudden collision witE a fist, and for the second time
Figgins sat down hard,

Tom Merry had realised that the School House deputa-
tion had been worse than useless. There was “nothing
doing ” in regard to postponing the mateh, That much
was very clear. Indeecﬁ Tom wondered now how he could
have been so foolish as to expect such a thing, much less
humiliate himsslf and the School House by asking it of the
fun-loving Figgins. It was really too much to expect that
the New House would oblige him because Miss Priscilla
Fawcett was coming! He might-have known what the
result would be—refusal and endless chipping to follow.

It was too late to draw back now; the damage was done.
But it was not too late to let Figgins & Co. see that their
hilarity and chipping were unwelcome.

8o Tom Merry, seething with wrath, smote Figgy's badly-
used nose; and the next moment the two were at blows.
Tom had guite forgotten the fact that he was in the enemy’s
country, and that it was unwise to start a scrap there.

“We]]', my hat!” gasped Kerr, staring. ““Faney coming
here serapping ! Here, Fatty, we're not standing this ¥

“ Rather not!” :

. Korr ceased to stare; instead, he rushed to Figgy's aid,
i_ust meeting a hefty leit from Tom Merry as he did so.
Fatty Wynn followed, as & matter of course.

That started it. It only needed the merest “scrap ” fo
start trouble between New House and School House. Blake
instantly piled in to help Tom Merry. -

“Back up!” yelled Blake. “Give the cheeky worms
socks, chaps! Hchool House for ever!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Arthur Augustus, Herries, Digby, Lowther, and Manners
pi‘ljed in with o will, Redfern doing likewise and yelling for
aid.

“Reseue! This way, New House! School House cads!
Rescue 1P
*0h, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. )

He realized the danger now-—too late.

There was a sound of opening doors, followed by 1-unni115
feet. Then the door of Figgins & Co.’s study flew open, an
Owen and Lawrenco dashed in. They were followed by
half a dozen other New House juniors. The cry of * School
House ” had been enough. :

In a few brief seconds the room was full of struggling

figures. The hapless School House fellows were simply
swamped. Their game strupgle to hold their own was
hopeless,

“Qut with ’em!” panted Figgins,  “Cheeky rotters!
Coming here—ow-ow |—looking for trouble! Pitch 'em ouf
and roll ’em downstairs!”

“Good egg!”

“Bai Jove! Don’t you dare— Yoooop !*

Arthur Augustus went through the door in the grasp of
three New House fellows, and collapsed in a heap in the
passage ontside He was imnediately collared and
rushed to the head of the stairs. ;

A moment later Tom Merry eame after him, with & bump,
and the rest of the "cheiul deputation  followed very
quickly. They went rolling downstairs, one ‘after the other,
They arrived in a heap at the bottom, strugghing and gasp-
ing, with clothes rumpled and dusty, hair dishevelled aud
wild, and ties and collar: tern adrift.

“Ow!” gasped Tom Merry, sitting up dizzily. “0Oh, my
Lat! Ow-ow! Oh, the—the—"

“Look out! The cads are coming down!"” panted Blake.

He serambled up and flew. After him went the rest of
the School Houss warriors, peli-mell. A swilt retreat was
the only policy at the moment. It was useless for séven
fellows to fight a House, as it were, and they had had quite
enough.

They tore along the passage, through the hall, and oub
into the quad, langhter and trinmphant jeers and cat-calls
following them from the New ITouse fellows,

Not until they reached the =afety of the School House side
of the quadrangle did they stop. Then they one and all
turned upon the hapless Tom Merry.

“You—you born idiot, Tommy!"

“Letting us in for that, you ass!
known——" "

“We tald you sol” :

*Yaas, wathah! Wae shall nevah heah the last of this,”
groaned Arthur Awmgustus, looking himself over in hapeless
dismay. “And just lock at the %eahful state I am 1n!
consider Tom Mewwy an uttah idiot!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Bump him! gasped Herries excitedly.
for letting us in for tEfs'."

“ Here, hold on!” gasped Tom Merry.
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enough - serapping for one afternoon, you asses. It was a

wash-out, and I might have known it; I admit that. I was

an awfuf ass to try it on. But it's done now, and can’t bé

helped. As for the match—well, the only thing is for Thané

to take my place.” Fald
1 1 »

“Rubbish 1" T

“Yaas, wathah! Tt would mean a feahful lickin’, and, on
top of this w'etched waggin®’, would be the last stwawy
Tom Mewwy,” ;

“We should never hear the last of it!" snapped Blake.
“It's no good, Tom Merry; you'll have to let someone else
meet Miss Faweett. After all, you’ll be able to have tea
with her after the mateh. The fellows would never forgivé
you, and you'd be mobbed. You'd lote your giddy job of
skipper for cutting an important mateh just for that,” -

“That's so,” said Manners soberly. **No good, Tommy!
You'll have to play. Somecone else can moet Miss
Priceilla.”

Tom Merry groaned. He knew that his chums were right
—that it would be very bad poliey, being the skipper of the
team, for him to cut the match for such a comparatively
feeble reason. 2

*Gussy can meet her, for that matter,” said Blake, with a
grin. “1t wouldn't do for any fellows who didn’t _$now
the old lady, and Gussy's about the least important m.en:llher
of the team ; he wouldn’t he missed.” 3

“Bai Jove! Weally, Blake, you wottah—

“Well," said Tom Merry, weakening, “I wouldn't mind
Gussy taking on the job. 1 know he'd be decent and not
laugh at the old lady.” e

“Bai Jove! Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus, Igiii_tﬁ
shocked at the mere thought. “But I must wefuse,! Tom
Mewwy. I am weally vewy sowwy, but—" e

“That's a pity, Guassy!” said Lowther, shaking his head
gravely. “You're the only fellow capable of tackling spch
a joh.” B

“The only fellow with tact and judgment.” said Blake,
following up Lowther's clue quickly. * Just the very mant
Full of good-nature and self:saerifice, too. I'm afl‘;LiL‘f:'qnly
of us would make a muck of it!” thisie

“Bound to,” said Dighy, catching Blake’s wink. * Gussy's
the man. We shall miss him in the team, but he’ll’ have
the satisfaction of knowing that he's saved the match for

- frd:

1] e

the School House,”

“Saved it by his noble unselfishness and self-sacrifice,”
said- Herries solemnly. * Besides, Gussy's the only fellow
weli—d};essed enough to meet a lady and escort her to St
Jim's.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augnstus frowned. He took out his
eveglass, polished it carefully, and placed it in his l;‘ﬂe.
Through this he regarded his chums’ serious faces, * Bai
Jove!” he remarked innocently, but hesitatiugly. S
you fellows weally think I had bettah do it—" s

T We dol® - i

“Most emphatically!” ; o

“The only man capable of such a delicate matter regiiir-
ing so much tact and judgment!” ; :

“H'm!” Arthur Augustus frowned again, “Vewy well,”
he said, making up his mind with heroie effort. “I—T will
undahtake the job, Tom Mewwy. I will meet the lady at
Wayland and escort her to St. Jim's, althouEh 1 am afywgid
I am not at all keen on the task. Howevah, you are guite
wight, 1 flattah myself that I have wathah a way with the
ladies, and it will be much bettah for me to meet her ‘f,hJ;tll
any ol you youngstahs—even Tom Mewwy. Vewy well”.

“You'll do it7” gasped Tom eagerly. !

“Yaas, I—I will, deah boy. I must wush away at onee
and change my clobbah: Tt is now neahly two, and T ha¥vg
only about two and a half hours.” e

““Oh, my hat! Only that? Right-ho! Good man, Gussy "

““Hear, hear!” : f i 42

And so it was settled, and the juniors hurried indoots,
Blake, Herries, Digby, Manners and Lowther pgrinning
covertly, and Arthur Augustus lwkieg rather thoughtfull
Tom Merry wos relieved at being helped out of his
quandary, and he was feeling ve.y grate: 1l to the obliging
swoll of the Fourth, Whether his gratitude was destined
to last very long; however. remained to be scen.

CHAPTER 3.
Nice for Temmy !
(1] ND is darling Tommy looking well ¥’
A “(h, yaas, ma'am;: vewy well indeed 1" E
“He is a very delieate boy, you know!” said
Miss Priscilla. Fawcett anxiously. “ ¥You are
quite, quite sure that the dear boy 15 looking well?”
“(0h, yaas—quite sure, Misz Faweett!” gasped Gussy.. -
“He eats well, I hopei” = A
“(h, yaas!” : : PO
“Does he still take the cod-liver oil and the other medi-
cines I send him?”
“A-shem! You—yon se¢, masm  gasped
avoiding that exceedingly awkward oquestion.
i=n't in my Form, you know [*

Ciissy,
&—he

“H,
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“Ah] Of course, dear!” said Miss Priscilla, smiling a.
the blushing Arthur Augustus. “I do hope the darlin
boy-takes care of his health. He is so thoughtless in suc!
matters, you know. I hope he still wears Hannel over his
chest—he has such a delicate chest, you know.”

“Bai Jove! l—I weally do not know, ma'am!” gasped
Gussy, though he had a very good idea, “DBut I—I assuah
you, Miss Faweett, that Tom is vewy fit indeed—in the
vewy best of health.”

Arthur Augustus really did hope that that would settle
the matter of Tom Merry’s health. Good-hearted as Gussy
-was, and much as he respected Miss Priscilla Faweett, he
did find her conversation regarding Tom Merry’s healih
u liktle trying.

The swell of the Fourth had met the kind old lady at
Wayland, and though she was obviously disappointed at
Tom Merry’s absence, she had besmed very kindly at Arthur
Augustus, whom she had met on several occasiona. Her
first question after greetings had been exchanged had been
regarding “ darling Tommy’s ¥ health—and it had been the
first of many questions on the same subject. They had
lasted from the time the local train left Wayland Junction
until it steamed and elanged into Rylcombe Station, They
were now waiting for the taxi, and Gussy hoped devoutly
that the topic would be dropped then.

But his hope was not rcalised. Tha taxi came up after
a short wait, and during the journey to St Jim's Miss
Priscilla entertained the bewildered Arthur Augustus with
the tragic details of darling Tommy's experiences with
whooping-cough, momps and measles. The sight of the
schao{.‘ gates brought deep relief to the swell of the Fourth—
thonsh not for words would he have allowed the kindly
old lady to see his reliel.

“Heah we are, ma'am!” he said, smiling across at the
old lady as the taxi stopped. “I pwesume you will visit
Mrs. Holmes befoah comin' along to
Tom Mewwy's studay

Miss Priscilla shook her head em-
phatically.

“Indeed, no, Arthur!” she said,
looking quite oxeited. “I must see
dearest Tommy without a moment’s
delay, MHe would never forgive me if
I did not do so. T am sure. Did vou
say he was playing football—that
dreadful game—my dear boy "

“"Yes, mo'am.” Arthur Angustus
restrained his desire to smile with
difficulty. Foothall might not have
been wvery far removed from bull-
fighting by the way Miss Priscilla
spoke of it.

“Dear me! Darling Tommy is so
reclkloss, he will play these rough,
dengerous games!” said the old lady.
“1 would feel much happier if he
could play rounders instead, which is
a much safer pame.”

“Bai Jove " :

“You are a dear, good boy,” exclaimed Miss Fawcett.
“Tt was very kind indeed of you to take Tommy's place and
come to meet me, so that he can win the match. If musi
be very important—"

“Very important indeed, ma’am; he is captain of the
team, and wo should have vewy little chance of winnin’

* without him." ;

“Dear me!” remarked Tom Merry’s guardian, beaming
with pride. “How wonderful dearest Tommy is—so clever
and so brave. I am sure everyone is kind to him. Please
take me to him at once, if 1t is not troubling you too
much?"”

“Not at all, ma'am."”

Arthur Augustus was only too cager to reach the football
field, to find out how the match was progressing, He had
grave fears that it would end in defeat for the Schoel
House—with him out of the team. The taxi buzzed away
back to Rylcombe, and Arthur Augustus gracefully es-
corted Miss Fawcett to Little Side.

A roar of voices greeted them as they came in sight of
the ground, dotted with footballers in jerseys and shorts.

“(iood gracious!” exclaimed Miss Priscilla, quite startled.
“Whatever iz that?”

“Bai Jove! That was a goal—to the School House I
answered Gussy in great excitement. “ Fatty Wynn is just
fishin' the ball out of the net. The game must be neahly
ovah now; I wondah what the scoze 147" i
.~ Tom Merry’s guardian hada't the faintest idea what
Arthur Augustus meant, but she was much too busy peering
over the field in search of her darling Tommy to ask
gquostions.  Nobody saw Gussy and the lady he was es-
corting—the crowd of onlookers wers much too engrossed
in the match

The ball had been taken back to the centre after the
School House goal.
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* How is the game goin’, Goah, deah boy?” asked Arihur
Augustus anxiously, addressing Gore of the 8hell, who was
just in front of them. b

“New House leading, two-one,”
looking round.
minutes to go.”

“0Oh, bai Jove!”

A hush descended on the grouno as the New House
kicked off. With three minutcs still to go before the Lnal
whistle went there was just timoe for the School House to
force a draw—but only ljust-. The grim faces of Tom Merry
and his men spoke of the determination uppermost in their
minds—to get that goal or perish in the atlempt.

From the kick-off the New House forwards went up the
field with a rush, the ball passing swiftly from man le
man, and for . moment it scemed n- if nothing could stop
them. But only for ¢ moment. The Sehool Fouse defence
pulled itself together, and the rush was stemmed. Then
followed some fast and furious play in mid-field, while the
precious seconds slipped by.

There was a roar from the School House fellows on the
touch-line as with a long punt Kangaroo sent the leather
towards the New House goal at last.

And it was just at that-moment that Miss Priscilla Faw-

cett caught sight of her darling Tommy.
. As Tom Merry had been throwicg himself heart and sou!
into the game if was only natural that he should show some
signa of the strenvous strugz e.  His jersey was torn up the
back, and he had gathered a considorable amount of mud
in one way and another.

Not that he or anyone else paid the slizhtest attention to
such an unimportant matter. To the sturdy captain of the
Shell, used to giving and receiving hard knocks, it was a
trifle light as air.

But as Tom’s old guardian recognised him, she gave &
faint seream of alarm that made every-
one within hearing jump.

" “Good gracious!| Tommy—my poor
Tommy, what have you done to your-
self! Good gracious!”

With that Miss Priscilla ran on to
the field, waving her ancient umbrella
above her head in almost hysterical
alarm.

“0h great Scott!™

A roar went up round the ground
at this amazing interruption. The
ball had come to Tom Merry’s foot ten
vards from goal, and he was steadying
himself for the shob that, if it sue-
ceeded, would save the game for the
School House,

But as that familiar, affectionata
voice reached his ears Tom Merry gave
a startled gasp and turned suddenly. In
an instant the ball had been taken from
his toes and sent soaring up the field.

Pheeecep

The next moment the referec’s whistle shrilled out. For
a brief moment the crowd stared in stupefied amazement ab
the scene, and then a great roar went up—a roar of mingled
wrath and glee; the wrath came from School Houss
fellows anu the gles from the New House supporters. Bub
it quickly changed to a howl of laughter that swept round
the ground as Miss Priscilla Fawcett threw aside her brolly,
}vra. I1:u=n:! her arms round Tom Merry, and hugged him
ondly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Dismayed and wrathful as they were, even the School
House fellows conld not help laughing as they wnderstood
the meaning of the sudden interruption.

Tom Merry wished devoutly that the earth could have
opened up and swallowed him.

“Hold on. auntie!” he gasped, his face scarlel. “Pleasze
don’t, dear: Oh crumbs!”

“Ha, ha ha!l” y A ;

“You poor boy!” exclaimed Miss Priscilla, hugging the
hapless captain of the Shell and scolding him affectionately.
“How could von play this rough, dangerous game? How
very fortunate that I came here at this moment, or you
would certainly have injured yourself terribly.”

“Oh crumbs |” groaned Tom Merry. “Oh, my hat!”

“Whatever are those boys laughing at?” said Aliss
Priscilla, seeming to become suddenly aware that others
were on the field 1s well as her dear Tommy, “Dear me!
They are all looking at us, and some appear to be guita
eross|”

“P-please do let mo go, aunt!” panted Tom, his face the
eolour of a beetroot. “The—the game's endsd now, Leb
me take you tc our study, dear. Oh crumbs!”

Not for worlds would Tom Merry have let the old lady
know what she had done—that she had lost the game for

i Tue Gex Lisrart.—No. 1,104
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the School House, wnd made him the laughing stock of St.

m’s.

All Tom Merry wanted now was to get away, to hide his
blushes and utter disway, The foothallers were leaving the
field now, and the whele ground was in an uproar. Most of
the crowd were yelling with laughter, but many of the
Bchool House were 1ookinf§ decidedly annoyed. ; 3

Tom Merry dared not look up—dared scarcely raise his
ef,'es—at first, Bup suddenly he raised his head. Taking
the old lady affectionately by the arm, he smiled up at her.

“Come u.fong denr!” he said. “I'm so glad to see youl
We'll have tea jn the stndy and a good talk afterwards.”

Then, stering round defiantly at the grinning faces, Tom
escorted his old governess from the field. Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy joined them, raising his silk hat politely. He was
guite shocked at the ferocious glare Tom Merry Ea.\'e_htm.
As a matter of fact, Tom and the others had taken it for
granted that Gussy would know better than to bring the
old lady to Little Side.

But the damage was done now.

So startled, however, was Arthur Anpustus ai the look
Tom gave him that he dropped behind, and there he was
‘]Lomed by Blake, Herries, Digby, and Manners, and

owther. 2
= B:E’i Jove ! he began. “Tom Mewwy looked at me as

‘That was as far as Arthur Augustus got. For as though
moved by the same spring, Blake and the rest ¢ollared him
and sat him hard on the ground—very hard. Then they
raised him again, snd for the second time he smote the
ground.

“ Yawwooogh 1

Forfunately Miss Friseilla Tawcett was too far ahead to
hear Gussy's wild gell.

“There!” gasped Plake, fairly seething with wrath.
“There, you—you footling dummy! 'Take that! We might
have known you'd make a muck of it |*

“Yowl Oh, eat Scott! Blake, you feahful wuffian”
gasped Arthur Avgustns, “how dare you tweat mo in this
wascally mannah! What have I done, you uttah wottahs 7

*What have you done?” howled Herries, “Weren't you
supposed to keep the old lady away until after the match?
Wasnt that the idea, you born idiot? ¥ou want to know
what you've done? Lost us the blessed mateh and made us
a laughing stock! Figgy and his pals will never let us
hear the last of this”

“True, old beans! Ha, ha, ha!” Figpins himself came
along just in time to overhear Herries’ irate remarks. He
was surrounded by a hords of triumphant, hilarious New
House men. “Good old Tommy! Darling Tommy!
Naughty, naughty Tommy! Come to me arms, sweetest
pet!l  Yum-yum ¥

*“Ha, ha, ha!® : A

“You—you cackling idiots!” gasped Blake, erimson him-
eolf with wrath and dismay. “I=n’t it bad enough to lose
the rotten House mateh without you idiots rubbing it
in and cackling like old hens? P'Il—I'll punch your silly
head. Figgy, if you don’t stop it !”

“Ha, ha, hal® :

Figgy and his merry men did not stop it. They howled.

“0Oh, you—you rotters!” hissed Jack Blake., “Go for the
cackling asses, chaps! Smash the cads! Show 'em we
won't stand their silly cheelk ¥

“That's 1t! Back up—"

“No, it isn’t it, lads! None of that, Blake! That's
enough! Clear—sharp I*
It was Kildare, and he came up just in time, In another

moment Blake & Co. and Figgins & Co. wounld have bheen at
grips, and a regular House row would have started. But
Kildare’s voice was enough. The Sixth-Former himself was
emiling grimly. Tom Merey’s quzint old guardian was well
known at 8t. Jim’s, and Kildare, who had been refereecing
the mateh, was as much amused as anyone, But he was nob
going {o allow a riot to follow the match.

Blake and his dismal supporters trooped on alicad, shouts
of hilarity following them from the New House fellows. Tt
. was a most depressing ending {o the House match—for the
School House fellows. But it was a remarkably good one
for 'Flrggms & Co. They had won a hard-fought tussle in a
way that not only provided them with glory, but endless
hilarity as well. d they were determined to make the
most of ik

~ CHAPTER 4,
Lowther’s Wheeze !

€ OTTEN I* -
R . “Yaas, wathah|”

“Beastly rotten!”
: "Henr; hear 1
“And all Gussy’s fault!”
“Weally, Blake——>=
Fnue Ged Lisgary.—No, 1,104,
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“Oh, dry up, Gussy you footling idiok 1*

“Bai Jove!” :

Tom Merry & Co. were not in the mood to listen te
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

[t was bad cnough to lose tha House match, but the
maznner in which they had lost it——the School House fellows,

“af least, had no doubts as to that—was worse. And worse

still was the chipping and “leg-pulling ” to which they were
subjected by the triumphant New House. ot

And they blamed Arthur Apgustus for it. In their view
the noble and well-meaning Gussy could casily have kept
Miss Priscilla Fawcett away until the match ended. It was
rather rough on Gussy, and he was not likely to sec that he
was to blame, :

It was rotten for them all, however—and especially for
Tom Merry himself. True, his own chums backed him up
loyally. They neither chipped him, nor did they blame
him for the unfortunate happening. Miss Priscilla—little
dreaming of the trouble in which she had landed her
darling Tommy—had expressed a desire to see his chums,
and Blake & Co. had helped Manne:s Lowther and Tom
to entertain the kind old lady to tea in Study No. 10.

They had listened with a eat show oi interest and
sympathy to tales of Tommy's boyhood days and they had
manfully restrained their smiles. Then, tea being over, they
had accompanied Tom and his guardian to Rylcombe
Station, and seen the old lady off—nu even smiling at the
deeply affectionate parting between her and dearest Tommy,

As a matter of fect, they were not feeliag happy enough
to_smile at anything, -

Now, on the way back to 8t Jim’s, Tom Meriy & Co,
were discussing the situation glumly. Tom Merry himself
was fairly “in the dumps.”

“No good blaming Gussy, 1 suppose!” he said dismally.
“It's just rotten bad luck. Oh crumbs! I'm in for some
chipping all round! Even Kildare and the prefects ara
laughing about it And that rotter Figgy, won't let it bo
forgotten in a hurry.®™ :

“Hallo! There they are nowi” grunted Blake, nud_‘diﬁ
%owi;rda the school gates. “ Waiting for us to come in,
ot 17

“Let's mop up the road with ’em!” sail Manners pug-
ulaclnulsly. “We'll give the rotters something else to chortle
about "

“Too many of 'em !” said Tom, frownin. as he noted that
Figgins & Co. were in force. “No g{:nﬁ making matters
worse by asking for a ragging as w- Yes: they're wait-
ing for us right enough, Take no notic. ~F the rotters!”

Figgins and his friends of the New House were undoubt-
edly waiting for Tom Merry & Co.'s return. They lined the
school wall just by the gates, with broad and anticipatory
grins on their youthful features,

“Here's the dear, darling little fellow now,” said Figgins,
as they came up, evidently referringr to the ecrimson-
{]ﬂced Tom. “Don't look at dearest Tommy, you rude

oye."

“He mustn't play those rough, dangerous games,” said
Kerr gravely. “He might suffer terrib%a injuries.” ;

“It was too bad,” =aid Figgins. “We ought to have
agreed to postpone the match. It was too bad te rob
darling Tommy of his fond nurse's hugs and kisscs.  Kiss
me on my baby brow. Oh, my hat!” -

* Ha, ha, ha!? - E

“DBo sure and take the codliver oil—a spoonful every
evening. And don’t forget a hot-water bottle every night,
too !” chortled Redfern,

“And mind you don’t forget the flannel chesi-protector,
sweetest Tommy!” added Owen. “Is ¢hst a red-flannel
mask he's got in front of his head now, or is it his face ??

* Ha, he, ha!™ : ;

Tom Merry’s face certainly was red—scarlet, in fact, He
blushed furiously, gritting his teeth to prevent himself
making the mistake of answering, Figgins & Co. wero
good-natured fellows, but net quite good-natured enough to
miss this chance of japing their rivaﬁ:

“Come on " gasped Tom. “I shall have to go for "em il
we don’t move on! Let ’em chortle, the rotters [

“Ha, ha, hal”

Figging & Co. did chertle.

The chums of the Sechool House hurried on through the
gates, heedless of the laughing, chaffing New House men.
Monty Lowther looked 1ound, end gave a satisfied grunt as
he saw that Figgins & Co. did not follow,

“0h, good ! he breathed, his eyos gleaming, “Hold on,
chaps! We'll give them something to howl about in another
way in a minute.” . -

“Eh? What's the game, Lowther?

Lowther looked round again. The laughte
House raggers could be heard—evidently
leaning against the wall,

“This way 1" snapped Monty Lowther. : -

He led the way reund by the flower-beas bordering the
fringe of clms that lined the schenl wall, He stopped

of the Now
ey were still
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“ Do these nice boys belong to your school,
QGeorgie 7" asked Figgins® Aunt Bophy,
beaming at Tom Merry & Co. * ¥Y-yes,
aunt ! '* panted Figgins, glowearing at the
grinning School House fellows. * They're—
they're in another House, though!?® (S
Chapler b)

suddenly, and pointed to a coil of rubber hose Jying on the
lawn. The noezzle was there, buf the ¢nd of the hose was
not_visible. ; !

“It’s connected to the turncock in Taggles’ yard,” said
Lowther swiftly. “Just remembered spoiting the gardener
using it when we went out. He's loft it connected np—tha
cla.ra ess ass| One of you cut off and turn the water on-
sharp "

“Phew! Good wheeze, Lowther!”

Manners saw the idea at once, and dashed off to the ledge
a few yards away. Lowther graspad the hose-pipe and
hurried to the wall, his grinning chums at his heels.

“T1l just shin up, and you chiaps hand me the thing when
Manners turns the giddy water on,” said Lowther softly.
“Quiet’'s the word !”

t was very necessary to be guiet. Beyond the wall they
heard laughing and chatting. As Monty Lowther prepared
to scramble up, Figginsg' chortling voice was heard. :

“I'm sorry for poor old Tommy!” he was, remarking.
“The dear old girl's & good sort, but she really is & seream !
T've got a gidd%- aunt like her, myself—lives at Hampstead,
you know. I've never seen the old gizl, but my cousmn says
she's a holy terror—makes him look a perfect fool when she
goes to see him in term time,”

“Look well, if she comes to sce you here, then, Figgy!”
came Kerr's voice with a chuckle. “Detter keep her away,
old chap!” 3 4

“I'll watch she doesn’t come here—not if [ can help it!”
said Figgy, with a frown. *Bhe's an awful old frump, I
believe—worse than Miss Fawcett, who's really not so bad
at all. Dut my giddy Aunt Eo&hy'a a riddy fright as well
a3 a corker in other ways. I should faint, I think if ever
ghe turned up— What's that?”

“QOnly the giddy gardener watering the Hower-beds,” said
“‘Kerr, glancing uE at the wall from beyond which a sudden
sizzl?, of water had sounded. "1 spotted him. Oh, look
cut!

Kerr's words ended in a wild how! of warning. But it
came too late—much too late!

Kerr just had time to yell as he caught sight of Lowther
on the wall with the hose-nozzle ir his hands, and the next
instant—— : !

Bwoooosh |

A stream of water took Kerr full in the chest, and bowled

him over. Then it splashed into Figgin®' startled face as
he looked up. Fatty Wynn was tho next one to receive
attention, and he was sent staggering against Owen with a
fearful howl of alarm that ended in a gurgle and a splutter.

“Yarrooogh "

“Ugh! Owl*

“0Oh, my— Grooough [

Splash! Swooosh. Swish! Sizzzz!

Yells of alarm and wild splutters rent the calm evening
air as Lowther directed the nozzle of the hose full on the
startled New House fellows lazily lining the wall below.

The five wilted, ducking and dodging madly in desperate
ciforts to avoid the stream of swishing water. Before they
could jump out of range at least a score of them wers
thoroughly drenched. Monty Lowther was feeling very
sore with the New House jokers, and he had no mercy on
them. He fairly raked them fore and aft, so to speak.

“¥Yarrooogh!”

“ Grooogh 1"

“0h, help!”

“It's those School House cads!” howled Kerr. “Aftes
them—round by the gates, quick, you idiots! Come on!”

He dashed away madly for the gates, being the first to
regain his scattered wits.

Lowther immediately turned off the tap on the nozile,
and dropped down from the wall to join his chums who
wera roaring with laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Run for it!” gurgled Lowther. “0Oh, what & giddy,
surprise !

elling with laughter, Tom Merry & Co. ran for ik
They wera dashing into the sanctuary of the School Housa
doorway nlmost before the hapless and drenched New
House juniors were inside the guadrangle.
But Tom Merry & Co. were taking no chances. 'They

flew up the stairs to Btudy No. 10 and locked themselves

in there. Then they held cach other and reared, ;

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry, wiping his streaming
eyes. “What a giddy score! That's got a bit of our own
back, anyway!”

“Yaas, wathah! Lowthah, you deserve well of your
countwy, bai Jove! That has stopped their woiten gwins
for a time at all events!”

Tue Ges LisrAry.—No. 1,104,
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“Ha, ha, hal” .

“And it’s done something else, my lads!” said Lowther,
®easing to laugh suddenly and looking reflective. *1 say,
did you hear what Figgy was gassing about—I mean
sbout having an aunt something like Tommy's guardian?”

“¥h? Yes; but whot—" .

“Well, I think I’ve got an idea,” said Lowther, his eyes
beginning to glimmer. “Yes, by jingo! I believe it could
be worked! What about Figgy's old aunt vititing him at
Bt. Jim's?”

“Eht” .

“1 mean what I eay,” s2id Lowther. “Why not arrangs
for Aunt Sophy to visit dear old Georgie-porgie Figgins?t”

“Bai Jove! I fail to undahstand you, Lowthah!l How
ean you awwange such a thing?”

“Easily enongh!” said Lowther, with a deep chuckle.
“Figgy say: he’s never seen the old girl; that makes it easy
#s winking, And you chaps know what I can do in the
impersonating line. Why shouldn’t T dress up and visit
Figgy as his giddy Aunt Sophy? I het I could do it, and
I bet I'd make old Figgy wish he’d never been born | Those
New House worms have done enough nagging about Miss
Priscilla, haven’t they? Why not let us have & turni”

“Bai Jovel” ;

Tom Merry & Co. looked at each other in growing
excitement as Lowther delivered himself of his great
wheeze. Then Tom Merry grasped his chum round the
waist and began to waltz him aboui the study in his joy.

“Chuck it!” gasped Lowther, laughing. “Well, is 1t 2
go, Tommy 7"

Gol” yelled Tom Merry gleefully. “It’s great—rip-
ping! My hat! It'll be paying those cackling rotters back
in their own coin fairly. It’s great! There 1sn't a fellow
in the School House can beat you at masquerading, Monty!
Yei’,_ for goodness’ sake do it, old manl We'll back you
L8}

“Hear, hear|”

“But how i3 it going to ba wangled?” said the practical
Manners. “How—"

“That’s what we've got to work out,” said Lowther
cheerfully. *It can worked easily enough. Didn'd
VFiggy say the old girl lived at Hampstead 7

“Yes, yes, But how—"

“Then that's all we really want—to get a wire sent from
Hampstead somehow—though Wayland would do for that
matter,”

“Better from Hampstead—much better!” said Manners,
shaking his head. “Tiggy’s wide, you know, but he
wouldn't dream of suspecting anything wrong if the wire
came from there.”

“That's the snag, though!” said Tom, frowning. “How
on earth——" ~ i
. “Hold on!" zaid Dighy, grinning.
that, old beans. What about that cousin of mine—the old
hoy who was here for Speech Day last term 7"

“Phew! Wounld—would he do it?” breathed Tom Merry.
_ “Like a shot!” grinned Dighy. “He’s a terrific practical
joker himself—evenr now. Remember that jape he played
on old Ratty when he was hera? He's a medical student
now, and he has diggings at Hampstead. I'll drop him
& line to-night if you like.”

“Oh, good man, Dig}” 1

_“Lasy as falling off a house, then!” chuckled Lowther in
great glea. “That settles it1" |
 “Better not do it right away, in any case,” said Tom,
or old Tiggy will smell o rat. Wednesday afterncon will
do nicely, %’m fed-up with Figgy’s leg-pulling, and this
ought to put a stop to it for good and all. Naw, let's
-clear these tea things away, and get down to details, while
Dig's writing to his giddy cousin. Figzy's ecored to-day,
i}lﬁt T fancy ie’ll wish he hadn’t before we've finished with

1iim.” -

" “Hear, hear!” =

In high good humour now Tom Merry & Co. cleared
away the crockery, and settled down to the details of
Lowther’s schemg for puiting the “kybosh™ on George
Tiggins of thea New House. And when the chums of ths
Scﬁnol Housa went to bed that night they were smiling
quite cheerily. ;

Tom Merry did not seem at all disturbed by the grins
and remarks regarding his dear nursie—nor was he at all
annoyed when a wote came over from Figgins close on
bed-time reminding him anziously not to forget his dose of
cod-liver oil, his hot-water bottle, and his flannel west.
Tom only chuckled

Tt was the same the next day and the next. The News
House fellows were obviously determined not to allow Tom
to forgat Miss Faweett’s visit, and they chippad him and
ragged him unmercifully. But Tom was not te be drawn—
he kept his temper and smiled. Wednesday was coming,
when George Figgins was to have his turn—if all went
well with Lowther’s litile jape!
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CHAPTER 5.
Aunt Sophy Arrives !

£ OU ready, Figgy?”
i “MNearly, old chap,” g
“Buck up! I'm bungry slready!” complained

3 Fatty Wynn,

_ “"Hungry, my hat!” snorted Figgins.
just had dinner, ron fat cormorant!”

“I know. But the thoughts of tea in the opem air
always makes me feel hungry,” said Fatty Wynn. “You're
sure you packed the rabbit-pie, Kerr, old man?”

“Yes—quite sure!” grinned Kerr.

“And the sardines, and the lobster-paste sandwiches and
the plum cakei” »

“Yes; they're all in the basket, old chap!
Fatty1”

“1 can't help worrying," said Fatty, shaking his head
seriously. “I know how careless you fellows are about
grub. You don't seem to realise that grub’s the essential
thing in life. TFor goodness’ sake buck up anyway!”

Figgina and Kerr chuckled. It was Wednesday afternonn,
and a gloricusly fine day, with a cloudless blue sky and a
warm breeze, It was just the afterncon for a pull up the
river and a picniec on the green banks of the Rhyl. That
was how Figging & Co. had planned to spend thst hall-
holiday, and all three wera locking forward keenly to it
But Fatty Wynn was getting very impatient, though it was
barely one-thirty yet.

“I'm ready mnow, Fatty!’ grinned Figgins, fnishing
lacing a pair of canvas shoes and donning his boating blazer.
“We'd better dodze round by the back of the school with the
basket of grub, in case any of thosze School House rotters

“Why, you've only

Don't worry,

spot us. We don’t want to be raided and lose the gr_ub."
“My hat! Rather not!"” said Fatty Wynn, i;x;:rnﬁed at
|

the bare thought of such a tragedy. “Come on

He was just starting for the door, when it opened, and
Redfern looked in. He pitched a postcard on the study table,
with a chuekle. L

“For you, Figey 1” heeaid. “Just spotted it in the letter-
rack ; must have come by the noon post, old chap. So-long!”

He vanished; and Figgins picked up the card and glanced
at it. He gave a start as he saw that it was a picture-
posteard with a view of Hampstead upon 1it.

Next he frowned rather apprehensively as he noted the
writing. It was small and angular.

Then he read the card, a look of almeost ludierous amaze-
ment spreading over his ruddy features as he did so. He
gave & gasp as he finished reading, and the card futtered
from his nerveless fingers. . Ho collapsed, with a horrid
groan, into the easly-ehmr.

“What on earth’s the matter, Figgy?’ demanded Eerr,
logking down at him in great alarm. “Bad news?” i

“Somebody dead?” asked Fatty Wynn, his gzood-humoured,
podey features suddenly grave

“Groooogh! Oh erumbal” .

Another horrid groan of deep anguish came from George
Figgins. With a feeble wave of his hand he indicated the
posteard, motioning them to read it,

Kerr read it and whistled. It ran as follows:

“ At last, my dearest Georgie, I am proposing fo visit
your school—a pleasure I have denied myself until naw,
though I have often visited your dear Cousin Jack st
Wodehouzse. But I am really coming this time, Georgie,
and I hope to arrive at Wayland Junction to-morrow after-
noon, darling. Will wire time of train to-morrow, dearest
boy. Tondest love.

“ AgxT Sormy,”
“Oh1” pasped Kerr, with a faint grin. “Ob, my hat!
Who the dickens is Aunt Sophy, Figgy?” ‘ :
“Don’t ask me !’ groaned Figgy, wazging his arms feebly.
“Ii’s come ab last—the blow has fallen! I always feared
the old girl would take it into her head to come here. I've
been lucky so far, thongh I've taken jolly good care never
to write and encourage her. But my Cousin Jack has—
the silly chump!—and he's fairly paid for it. He thought
it would bring him tips, but it brought only her; and che
gives him an awful time when she does go to Wodehouse
io see him. Oh, my hat!” . o 2
“Phew! I remember now,” said Kerr, grinning. ‘She’s
the old lady you mentioned the other day, Figgy.” :
“That's it A Tartar she is, with queer ideas and terrible
ways, I believe. My cousin’s tried going into sanny and
all sorts of stunts to dadge her, But it’s been no good.
Oh crambs! And this afiernoon, teo! Oh, why did that
born idiot Reddy bring that eard just now? Oh, my bat 1”
TFatty Wynn looked alarmed. g :
“Look here, Figey,” he said anxiously, yon—you don't
mean that this is going to muck np our picmie?”
Figzins nodded and groaned deeply again.

{Continucd on page 12.)
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THE FIRST FLOATING ISLAND!
ROM London to New York in two days!
F That “impossibility ** iz already within
gight, and one of the biggest problems
*  conneeted with it—and certainly one of the
toughest nuta that engineers have ever been ealled

upon to crack—has heen eolved.

Thig iz the provision of mid-ocean air ports—
enormons fleating islands, anchored at intervals in
the vast Atlantic Ocean—where the great air liners

' doing that trip can * land,” for passengers to embark

or disembark, and where repairs to the "planes can be
carried out swiftly, and provisions and fresh supplies
of petrol and oil be pieked up for the next stage of
the journey.

The making of an artificial island is a large enough
job, enouzh to daunt anyone, but to anchor it in
position, in the route of the passenger-carrying
airships, is a larger job still !

The first of the floating seadromes will, in the near
future, seem like a baby island compared with the
vast ocean aerodromes that will, in the years to come,
have to be built to accommodate the steady stream
of nir liners that, in ever inereasing numbers, will
forge a way through the gldes and will need large
open apaces in which to settle,

WIRELESS DIRECTING APPARATUS!

This first * baby " seadrome is to be 1,200 feet
long, 400 feet wide, and 70 feet above the level of the
gea. On it there are to be built biz hangars, repair
ghops, replenishment depots, nouses for the stafi, and
an up-to-date hotel where air passengers can dine in
luxnry, beguile with amusements the time they have
to spend waiting for the next 'plane when they
change their route, and, if necessary, sleep.

The new floating airport will need & crew
of over forty men, to look after the visiting air
liners, to run the workshops, and to take
charze of the wire-
less directing appara-
tus that will guide
aireraft within hun-
dreds of miles of the
floating  seadromoe,
In addition there will
| be the lotel and
Alir1] restanrant staffs, So

I altogether it will be
a husy little artificial
istand !

{(Next

FUTURE!

A MID-ATLANTIC AERODROME,

- OVarcoms.

week'’s article dsals
with ¥ A Trans-Continental
Coach ! ¥ —another
of the future—which is the
subject of the SECOND Free
Qi Picture Card.)

How is it going to * siay {mt "* % Seadrome Number
One is to be anchored in place by enormously strong
chains, each four miles long, attached to great sea-
anchors and piling. And altogather the making of this
amazing mid-Atlantic istand will use up 6,000 tons of
steel and 2,000 tons of iron !

2,000 FATHOMS DEEP!

The shallowest parts of the ocean will be chosen
for the mooring of these trinmphs of engineering
skill, to start with. Then, when experiencezhas been
gained, the obstacle at present existing in the way
of anchoring seadromes in the decpest water will be
Tt is o difficulty, a very great one. For
on the Atlantic route the depth of the sea i¥ round
about 2,000 fathoms !

To anchor a big mid-sea air port to the bottom of

- the ses at that depth, the anchor chains between tho

floatng island and tho sea-bed—there would have
to be at loast two—would each weigh over 1,600 tons
befors the anchor went overboard. A tremendous
weight, that, for the seadroms to carry, and in &
raging storm the anchorage might brealk at any
moment ! But that is a problem which the engineecrs
of the future will solve.

Yot another suggested scheme ia to have great

_aireraft earriers stationad at intervals acrogs the

ocoan, in the route of the air liners, They weould
eruise around in & small circle, and thus be in some
degree ablo to dodge the worst fury of big storms,
They would send out their immediate position by
wireless, at regular intervals, and powerful search-
lights would be a further guide to ’planes wanting
to make & mid-ocean landing.

But it is the enchored seadromes, built on lines
shown in next week's wonderful Free Paoture Card,
that will meet with most favour, for their eguipment
will be absolutely complete. Air liners that have lost
their bearings will be able to speak into space,calling
up the officer in charge of the
geadrome’s directional wireless
apparatus and recieving, in a
matter of seconds—exactly as |
they can now do from the |
wonderful tower at the Croy- J
don Aerodrome—their exact
position in the nir! :

dream
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“GEORGE’S AUNT!”

(Continued from page 10.) I

“ Looks like it,” he said dismally, “I—I simply daren’t
dedge it now. The old girl's got heaps of tin, and—well,
my pater would play Hamlet with me if I did! I've got
to meet her, of course—though you bet I shan’t make a fuss
of the old gitl. Oh crumbs! If only I'd gone a minute
carlier we should have been well away now before this
dashed card came!’’

“Perhaps she won't come,” said Kerr hopefully. “Yon
can't very well dodge her now, Figgy—I see that. A wire
may come saying she can’t come, or something.”

““Bome hopes!” groaned Figgy. ‘' Well, we'll have to
make the best of it.”? .

Y Couldn’t you go alone, and bring her up the river after
us?” asked Fatty Wynn, aveiding Figgy's eyes.

““No fear! Look here, you chaps have got to back me up
in this,’’ said Figgins warmly, giving Fatty a look of deep
reproach. “Play the game! It's rotten; iut, after all—
Come in, fathead!” ;

The door opened, in responze to Figgy's impolite request,
and a New House fag entered. In his hand was a buff-
coloured envelope.

It was the wire.

Figgins tore it open with trembling hands and read it.
The look of disgust on his face was enough to tell what it
contained. Figging threw it down and jumped on it. Then
hie grasped the astonished fag by the collar, ran him out of
the study, and planted a boot behind him—greatly to the
fag’s wrath and indignation.

The wire chviously contained unpleasant news,
‘‘She—she’s coming, then?’ mmmbled Fatty Wynn.

“Yes, Train gets in Wayland at 2.15. She wants me {o
meet her there. Oh, blow the luek! Soonecr we get off the
better

Fatty Wynn almost wept at the thought of the pienic, but
Figgins was not the fellow to dodge what he folt was a
family duty.

“After all,” he said glumly, as they started out for Ryl-
combe Station, “she may like me better than Jack, and she
may stump up handsomely., You never know with these
old gfl‘l.‘s.“ "

It was a ray of hope, at all events, and it kept the New
House trio from dull despair during the short tramn journey
to Wayland,

They got there just a few minutes before the London train
steamed into the junction.

“Hallo!™ said Kerr suddenly, frowning. *There's those
?chu?‘l, House rotters! What the dickens are they doing
ere !

“0h crumbs!" gasped Figgy, in alarm.

He fairly groaned aloud as he caught sight of Tom Merry
and Manners, with Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy,
standing at the station bookstall. They appeared to he
deeply engrossed in the contents of the stall, however,

*“They haven't spotted us!" breathed Fatty Wynn. ¢ Per.
haps they'll clear off before your aunt arrvives, Figgy.”

“I jolly well hope so! Let's keep ont of sight, anyway.”

The three New House fellows disereecily retired round a
cerner of one of fhe station buildings. “Their hopes were
soon dashed to the ground, however. .As the London
express steamed in Tom Merry & Co. came strolling along
tha platform. They seemed quite surprised at sight of
Figgins & Co.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom Merry, grinning cheerily.
* Fancy meeting you New House worms here—so far from
home without a keeper! Come fo szes the puff-puffs, my
tittle men”?

“Rats '’ said Figgy. glowering at them.
rotters doing here, anywayi”

“We'va just been buying a ‘ Magnet, old chap,”
eaid Tom, waving a copy of ihe weekly paper he held.
**Any objections to us coming on your station to buy a
paper, Figgy "

Figj:ins did not answer that sarcastic inquiry. The train
was disgorging its passengers now, and he was scanning
them almost feverishly. 1t was: the most awful bad luck
that his deadly rivals should have happened along just then !
He was hoping, more devoutly than ever, that Aunt Sophy
would not materialise,

It was a vain hape.

A shrill. feminine voice struck suddenly on Figgy's ears,

“Georgie dear—is that Georgie t?

“Mum-my hat |*

George Figging wheeled abruptly.
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“What are you

Behind him was &
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short, rather plump lady with a somewhat ruddy and
smudgy complexion. Her hair siraggled from beneath an
ancient bonnet, in which was stuck a yellow feather. Her
dress was of a greemish eolour, ancient as regards fullness
and length. Beneath it showed a pair of high-laced patent-
leather boots. She wore a blue cloak, and carried a large,
bulky gamp, also a huge, old-fashioned handbag.

Figgins almost fell down as he sighted the apparition,

Instinctively he had a horrid sort of fear that this was his
aunt. Certainly he had not seen her alight from the train,
but here she was.

He gazed at her, speechless with dismay. If this was
Aunt SBophy, then his Cousin Jack’s description of her as an
“old frump " was decidedly complimentary,

“Oh crumbs !” he gasped “ Are—are you Aunt Sophy1”

The lady beamed delightedly.

“My dear, dear boy !” she said affectionately.
it was Georgie—I remember your photograph. I saw it
when I visited your home last. But how you have grown!
And so like your darling daddie 1"

With that Aunt Sophy put her arms round the erimson
Figgins and hugged him, kissing him fondly on both cheeks.

"gv-I say ! gasped the hapless Figgy “P-please don’t,
aunt ! 24 x

“And are these your little playmates?’ she interrupted,
smiling kindly at the scared Fatty Wynn and Kerr. s

“¥Y-yes, aunt. They share my study at St Jim's, Buf——
Oh erumbs |

Figey gave a startled gasp as Aunt Sophy hugged and
kissed Fatty and Kerr in turn—greatly to the utter dismay
of those stariled juniors. He had heard that his aunt was
rather *hard "—a terror, not at all given to derhonstrations
of affection,

“The dear little darlings 1” commented Aunt Sophy, draw-
ing back and eyeing them kindly, “ What sweet ?ittIe,_'{aces
they have! And do those other boys belong to your school,
Georgie dear? They look very nice boys.” ;

“w

“1 knew

=i —

-yes, aunt 1 panted Figgins, glowering at the grinning
Tom Merry & Co. “They—they're in another House,
thongh. But shall we go now, aunt—this way! If you
will— ¥oop 1"

As he turned, Aunt Sophy aléo turned, and the handle of
h-ﬁ.rfamp—by accident, possibly l—caught him a erack on the

cad,

“Oh ! gasped Aunt Sophy, in great distress, “My poor,
darling Georgie! Do let me kiss it better, dear 1

Smack !

She kissed Figgins soundly on his forehead. Tom Merry &
Co. broke into involuntary giggles of glee. Figgy went
crimson, rubbed his forehead hastily, and glowered at them.

“0h, you—you cads!” he hissed in an undertone. * Why
can't you be decent and elear |

“What did you say, dearest?”

“I—I vwas talking to those—these fellows I gasped Figgins,
flushing again. “If you'll come along riow, aunt—=>?

*One moment, dearest! You're sure you are not hadly
injured, my poor boy? It was terribly careless of me!
Please let me stroke——"

“Nunno! It—it’s all vight, aunt!” said Figgins, hardly
knowing whether he was on his head or his hecls. *8hall
we go—please let us go now, aunt !”

“But my luggage—I must see to my luggage, sweet one!”

“Your—your luggage ; )

“¥es. I bave two rather heavy hags, dear: You see; T
have decided to stay near St Jim's for some time.”

*Oh—oh dear !” 3

“My rheumatism,” explained Aunt Sophy. “I am Yery,
liopeful that the Sussex air will do me a great deal of good,
and it will be so very, very nice for me to be =0 near orne
of my nephews. I do hope we shall sce & great deal of cach
other, darling Georgie.”

“Oh, y-yes, aunt ! But—"

“Perhaps you will like to take me out in the bathchair
sometimes, Georgie?” \

* The—the bathehair 7

“Yes, dear. Rheumatism iz a terrible affliciion, Georgie!
But I am forgetting—how careless of me; I have brought
you a nice present, dearest ”

She fumbled in her handbag and brought to light thres
sticks of mint-rock. Tearing the paper from one she handed
the sticky toffee to Figgins, who almost fainted—as did Fatty
Wynn and Kerr, as she stripped the other two sticks and
Lhanded them one each, with a beaming smile,

“How fortunate that I brought three!” she said. “Now,
shall we Ah, there is my bathchair and luggage !”

Sha ambled off along the platform tn whers a truck half
hid a bathehair and two big leather bags. TFiggins gave his
two chums hopeless looks and followed, his ears burning as
he eaught the almost hysterical 'giggling of Tom Merry &
C i

0.

“0Oh,- the—the eads!” he breathed to Eerr and Wynn.
“ Just like thom to turn up at a time like this! My hat!
This is awful 1 s -

Kerr and Wynn did not answer—ihey were incapable of
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answering. Bab for their stalwart loyelty to their hapless
leadey they would have turned tail and sneaked away.
Ignoring the giggles of their rivals, they stamped after
Figgins, the sticks of toffee having boen hurriedly erammed
into tyouser pockets out of sight.
_ They.reached the bathchair, and, to their great astonish-
ment, Aunt Sophy immediately plumped herself into it and
drew the rug over her knees, tucking it in comfortably.
*Now, do be careful, Georgie dear I'* she said anxiously.
1 am so very nervous—especially in traffic. Be ecareful
also nol to go over stones; bumps are very bad for my
rhienmatism.” . : =
“But—but, aunt,” stuttered Figgy laintly, “the Ryleombe
train goes from the station here, Ii'll be in within ten
minutes, Would—would you like to wait in the waiting-
room
“Buat is there any necessity to take the train, darling?”
said Aunt Sophy pleadingly. “Please do not say it is
necessary, for Edo so hate 51@ stuffy railway carriages, How
far is it fo the achool by road from here 7 -
“M-my hat! Oh, about three miles, aunt1”
“ Phen we must eartainly go by road, dear! The fresh air
will deo my rheumatism a great deal of geod,” said Aunt
Pophy, smiling kindly at her nephew. * Besides, it will save

fares, and I am most economical.
all the fresh air T ean.”

* But—but—" .

“Please do, Georgiel I know you will do anythihg te
oblige & poor old lady with rheumatism, won't you, dears?”™
she:said, smiling archly at the fabbergasted three. *1I
would never droam of teking frain for such a short journey,
my dear boys. I am quite, quite sure that two such kind-
looking boys as your friends would not mind earrving niy
baga. Would you, dears?”

* Oh, n-nunno, ma’am !” gasped Kerr faintly.

“N-not at all, ma’am " stammered Fatty Wynn,

“And you, Georgie, will push my chair, dearest. Now we
can start.” e

And they did start—there was nothing else for it. Tiggay
was a good-natured youth, and not for worlds would he have
dared to refuse in the cireumstances. With erimzon checks
and a dejected look at his chums he started to wheol the
bathchair ouf into the street Kerr and Fatty Wynn lugging
the heavy bags along in the rear. And behind them came
Tom Merry & Co., nearly doubled up with helpless lauzhter,
Undoubtedly the turn of George Figgins had come.

I am most anxious o gei

{Continued on vext page.)

ety Critic,”

™MREAT excitement was caused in
()‘ the office the other moming by
our Oracle discovering a distinet
enlarcoment of the offiee-boy’s cranium,
His first suspicion that this was due to
dawning intelligence, gave placo to his
former resignation whem he learnt that
the junior sub. had knocked s paste-
battle from @ shelf on to the lad’s skull !

Q. What is the difference betwsen a
awn and a faun ?

A, A fawn, as you rightly state, ** Liter-
is a young fallow deer,
On the other hand,
a faun relates to
Latin  mythology,
and was a rural
god with horng and
a tail.

Q. What Is tha
name of the Qor=
man Parliament ?

A, Certainly,
“*John Peel,” Tam
always glad to
answer political
guestions aa well
ad any others re-
lating to science,
literature, sport,
astronomy, gas-
tronomy or silk-
worm breeding. The
name of the Ger-
man Parliament is
the Roichstag.

An Angone—a

familiar piece of
architecture,

Q. What is loco ?

A, Onmy desk bofore me I have a letter
from Georga Guffard of Galashiels, who
has been having o slight arsument with
his friend, Jock MeMiﬁ'al In the height
of the row, Jock told my correspondent
that he was loco,  or, in ither wor-r-rds,
1 loce porentis”” 1 sco what Joek was
criving . ab, George. As politely as he
could in the heat of the moment, he was
trying to inform you that you had bats
in the be]frﬁ, or an upper storey for rent.
Loco, in short, means off your onion.

You know whara our
Office Oracle lives, Well,
trail him down with a
first-olass puzzler,
shoot it at him,

and

Unfortunately,

Jock got the wrong
derivation ; in loco parentis is Latin for
“in place of a parent.” At the time, no
doubt, he himsslfi was somewhat non
compos menlis (which was the Latin phrase
he was secking).

Q. What is an Angone ?

A, Angone, my friend from Secotland,
is on architectural term for a piece of
meagonry ihat iz intended to support a
cornice. You can see these in churchea
and public buildings.

Q. Is it trus that the United Staies
has the best roads 7

A, No, Syracuse I, Platten, in residence
at O collegn, L university.
Guess you've got snother guess coming,
8y ! The great United States have eure
got the best skyscrapers, baseball stars,
and brands of chewing-gum ; but when it
comes to roads—say, you'se folk from the
place Columbus lighted on, hev jest got
to take a seat in the second row., The
world's best roads—and mind youn, Sy,

Carrying water in the East, in a
‘ whole animal’s skin,

Tm handing you the straight
goods ! —are to be found rizht
here in 1’1 old England. Yus,
sirree |  Bo put that in vour exarn.
paper and you'll get full marks.

Q. Who was Chagu! ?

A. I thought n long time over
your question, H. T., and I Lave
como to the conclusion that wvou
mean “ What is a chagul 7 A
chagul is the name of the com-
plete skin of an animal usad in
Bastern  countries for earrying
water,

Q. What is the Kaaha ?

A, The shrine at the Great Mosque of
Mecea visited by many thonsands of
Mohammedan pilgrims = yearly, It is
covered with a cloth of black brocads,
which i3 renewed from time to time.

C. What is a carniverous plant 7

A. As a botanist T have few eqguals,
g0 I canvanswer this question without think-
ing. Carni-
vorons is the
spocies of
plant that en-
traps and
feads upon in-
sects. The ono
illugtrated on
this page is
tha pilcher.
Inside the cup
of this plant
iz a liquidj
that drowns
adventurous
insects  who
have the mis-
fortunetoside-
step over the
adge,

Q. Whet is a Bath Oliver 7

A, A biscuit first made in Bath and
popular everywhera, Ask the good lady
who runs the school tuck-shop to gob
vou some to sample, Jimmy. You'll find
thoy'H go down well !

Q. What is canvas made of ?

A. Thanks for your ten-page Iatler,
* Boy Beout,’’ but regret I ean only answer
ono of your fifiy-seven questions on this
page. British canvas is made of flax;
and Americen canvas is made of cotton.
A “bolt” of canvas iz about forty-twoe
yards, and sail canvas is made twenby-
our inches in widih. The canvas bears
a brand and the malor’s name, and each
bolt of canvas bears a number which
indicates the weight. Jolly glad to hear
that the chap you call “ Foghorn * Jones ™
hias joined your troop. He'll be a grand
addition to ths choir for helping oub with
the merry old war-whoops!

Tue Gem Lispany.—No. 1,104,

An amazing plant that
traps insacts



14 YOU WILL FIND THE FIRST OF OUR WONDERFUL COLOURED PICTURE CARDS=

CHAPTER 6,
Awful !
i“® 0O ba earveful, Georgiel”
“*Yes, gunt!”
“Be—be careful of that lamp-post, dear!”
“Yes, aunt!” gasped Figgy.

¥QOh dear! I do believe that horse is going fo take
fright! Keep—keep well away from if, dear!”

“0Oh! Yes—rves, aunt!” gasped Figgy, steering clear of
the ancient cab-horse, near the pavement. *It—it’s all
right! That borse couldn’t take fright if it wanted fo.”

“Dear me! Not quite so fast, Georgie dear!”

* All right, aunt!™

Figgy groaned in hitterness of spirit.

He wanted to hurry; heavy as the bathchair was to push
he was desperately anxious to get out of Wayland High
Street at the carlicst possible moment, As it was a half-
holiday it was more than likely that both St Jim's fe]lou‘_a
and Grammarians would be in the market town. But evi-
dently Aunt Sophy did not wish to hurry. She was un-
doubtedly nervous—very nervous. -

To add to Figgy's despair, a glance behind showed him
that Tom Merry & Co. were following. They had mounted
their bikes, and were cyeling along at a snail’s pace some
vards behind. Figgins gritted his teeth as their gleeful
choriles reached him.

“0h, the cads!’’ he breathed.

It was only too clear to Figgy that Tom Merry and his
chums intended to follow the bathchair. And yet he knew
kg could scarcely blame them; 1t was just what he himself
would have done in like circumstances.

Tom Merry & Co. had happened upon them by chanee,
and they were determined to get all the fun out of Figgy's
plight that they could, Not for one moment did the New
Houze leader dream that they had come there purpesaly—
;ill&l that they knew ““Aunt Sophy  better even than he
did.

Half-way down the High Street tho little procession met
three St. Jim's juniors—Racke, Crooke, and Mellish, Nct
lieing the sort of fellows to be mindful of hurting an old
lady’s feclings, Racke & Co. first stared blankly at the
sight, and then they doubled up and howledswith laughter.

A Tittla farther along, the luckless New House trio met
Kildare and Darrell, who also stared hard, and then turned
away, hiding grins. B8till farther on they met Lacy & Co.,
of the Grammar School, and those shady juniors shouted
rude remarks and yelled with hilarity.

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were scarlet with mortification.
That promenade along Waylend High Street was a perfect
nightmare to Figgins & Co.

But worse weas to come. They all breathed deeply with
relief on reaching the open country at last; bub then their
troubles redoubled in another way altogether.

The bathchair was heavy—there was no doubt about that.
And the bags were far from being light. And the warm sun
that had been so welcome at the beginning of the afternoon
waa the lagt straw! With the perspiration streaming from
them, the hapless three trudged along.

/p hill and down dalo they wended their weary way,
Aunt Bophy kindly but firmly insisting that they did not
rest,  She was so very excited and eager to see the school
where her darling Georgie lived and had his being!
Figgins had almost more than he could do to push the
chair, and Wynn and Kerr were staggering with heavy
bags. Up the hills Figgy toiled and pushed manfully, his
two chums lagging Lehind wearily.

Behind them rode Tom Merry & Co., scarcely able to
keep on their bikes. They were almost as tired as the
three New House fellows—with laughing.

The cross-roads outside Rylcombe were reached at last,
There Figgins halted and wiped his streaming brow, As o
matter of fact he was in a quandary now. If he took the
turning to tho right he would have to pass the Grammar
Schaoll

“To the left, Figey!"” breathed Kerr frantically.

The thought of passing the Grammar School pushing
such a “frump” as Figgy's aunt in a bathchair was too
mwuch for him.

Figgy nodded, and was turning to the left when Aunt
Sophy chipped in.

. “No, no, Georgie, darling!” she protested, kindly but
firmly., "*Please take the turning io the right. Doesn’t it
go to 5t Jim's, dear?”

“Oh, y-yes. But——"

“Then we will follow ih dear. It s much, much
smoother. The other road looks so bumpy.” -

f0h, bl— T mean, oh. all right, aunt!” gasped Figgy,
with a groan.

The hapless trio turned to the right. After-all, one rounte
was nearly as bad as the other. Figgins prayed that no
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Grammarians would be outside the Grammar School gafes—
a forlorn hope, as he well knew 3
The gates hove in sight at last, and Figgy groaned in
dismay as he sighted a score or more of juniors hanging
about in the roadway chatting. He gave a deepér groan
as he sighted four of them just emerging from the gates
fowards thenr. They were Gordon Gay, Frank Monlk, Harry

Waootton, and Carboy.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Kerr. “Now for it, Figey.”

Figging & Co. pushed on. By this time, indeed, they
were scarcely in a state to care what happened. They wero
footsore fnd weary, -and the hands of Fatty Wyan and
Kerr wede sore and cramped beyond measure. Had they
only known that those heavy bags contained nothing bub
brick ends their state of mind would have been
indeseribable,

But that was one of the little things Wsnn and Kerr did
not know. Nor did Figgy know that the figure he had
pushed all the way from Wayland was in reality Monty
Lm\éher—'\vhiflt was undoubtecﬁy just as well for that cheery
vouth

Tired as he was, Figgy put on speed as the four
Grammarians came towards them.

But it was useless. Gordon Gay stared, his chums stared.
Then all four of them stopped, broad and delighted grins
spreading over their youthful faces,

“Well, 1 neveri” said Gordon Gay.

“Did you ever?” commented Frank Monk.

“Ha, ha, hal”

With searlei faces the New House trio pushed on, giving
the Grammarians savage looks.  Gordon Gay & Co. imme-
diately fell in line behind the litile procession.

“Well, my only silk topper!” said Gordon Gay.
the giddy old girl, Kerr, old chap?*

“Go and eat coke, you cads!" hissed Kerr, who was
almost on the point of collapse.

“Ha, ha, hal™?

“Who is it?” roared Gay. *“My hat! Have 8t. Jim's
fellows started in business as bathehair attendants? T say,
run and fetch the chaps here, Carboy. This is too rich
for anyone to miss! Is the old girl a relation, Figgy!”

Figey did not answer—he couldn't. But Aunt Sophy
conld, and did!

“8top, Georgiel” she ordered, in quite a firm voice.
“Stop, dearest boy! Who are those rude, wicked-locking
young . ruffians?”

** They—they're Grammarians, annt!” stammered Figgine,
“PDon’'t—please don’t take any notice of them!”

““Ha, ha, hal” roared the Grammarians.

“Whe's

i

sy
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*Dearest-Georgie! Oh, my hat!

“Run away, you rude boys!"” chortled Monk.

“Clome on, chaps, for goodness' sake!” groaned Figgy.

The three Baints hastened, but Gordon Gay & Co. also
quickened their pace. They linked arms, and fell into step
behind the procession,

“8top!” eried Aunt Sophy, rather shrilly this time. *“1I
will deal with those rude boys, Georgie, my pet. Do not be
frightened, dearest one. I will protect you! Stop!™
. Figgins was obliged to stop, for Aunt Sophy was attempt-
ing to climb out of the bathchair whilst it was in motion.
Gordon Gay & Co. came to a sudden halt.

They stood in a row, with linked arms, and broad grins
on their cheery faces. But the grins faded 5udden1§, and
there arose a suddew chorus of startled yells as Aunt 05]13.-
with amazing ﬁ.gihtﬁ, sprang from the chair and rushed ab
them, her huge brolly waving above her head.

£ the four Qrammarians could &ven move, Figgins® Aunt Sophy
her bath-chair and rushed at them, her umbrelia waving a.hmra‘ha:-
“Oh

whack, whack! ** Yoooop 1!  * Yarooooh!®

crikey 122 (See Chapter 6),

Whack, whaek, whack, whack!

Defore any of the four could even move she was upon
ttem, striking them—striking out with terrific vim and
energy.

“¥Yarroooogh!” howled Gay fiendishly, as he caught one

whaek on his back. * Yooocp!”
““Yoogop "
“Yarroooogh!”
“0Oh, my hat!”
“0Oh, great—— Yoooooop!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Aunt Sophy [ollowed them up, smiting with =2 will.
(Gordon Gay tripped over a stone and measured his length
in the dusty road. Aunt Soph{l jumped over him, and
" brought her brolly into play with a wll. It sounded like
the vigorous beatitig of a carpet, and Gay’s howls awoke the

echoes.
-, “Yarooooooogh! Oh, help! Murder!
“¥Yaroooooh 1

she's mad ! he howled.
. "Whack, whack, whack!
" Three final, terrific whacks with the brolly, and then the
old lady drew off. Gordon Gay scrambled up and flew for
his life after his routed chums.
“Ha, ha, hal”
$Bai Jove! What a scweam!

Drag her off;

Ha, ha, hal”
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The laughter did not come from Figging & Co. Grimly.
satisfied as they were with the sudden turn of events, they
were too done up even to laugh, :

But Tom Merry & Co. fa,irgl howled. They had dis-
Jmlmﬁnt?d from their bikes, ani they were looking on in
vigh glee. g

“Good for you, aunt!” gasped Figgins, amazed beyond
measure ab his aunt’s warlike spirit. *'Look here, dear, now,
give those other rottérs a turn behind—those with the
IJ]EI,‘E. Let the rotters have it, aunt!”

Good gracious!” exclaimed Aunt Sophy, breathing rather
heavily but looking friumphant. “I fear 1 shall suffer
terribly from rheumatism after this unwonted exertion. Bub
I am not the person to submit to insults from anyone,
Georgie! I am a meek woman in the ordinary way. bub
when I am roused by injustice or persccution—'"

Bhe climbed back into the bathchair and drew the rug
around her.

“But—but what about those fellows behind, aunt?” said
TFiggins, in great disappointment.

“I am exhausted, darling! Please proceed, dearest

panted the old lady. “ And those boys are such nice-looking
boys. I would not dream of harming them, dear! You
are surely making a mistake in thinking they are like
those other rude boys.”
. The procession moved on again, Tom Merry & Co, mount-
ing their bikes and keeping pace behind, though they could
scarcely keep their seats, nor did they trouble to stiﬂz their
laughter now. Outside the Grammar School gates the little
crowd was staring open-mouthed at the occupant of the
bathchair and her attendants, But, though the Gram-
marians grinned and chortled delightedly as they recognised
Itiggins & Co., they passed no rude remarks—in Aunt
Sophy’s hearing. They had seen the fate which had
befallen Gordon Gay & Co. and they took no risks, Never-
theless, Figgins & Co. were more than thankful when they
were well past the Grammar School that afternoon.

11

CHAPTER 7.
Up the River !

EVER had Figgins & Co, been more thankful at the
sight of the ancient buildings of 8t. Jim’s as they
were on that terrible afternoon. They could
scarcely drag one foot after the other. All thres

were exhausted. Several times between the Grammar School
and 8. Jim's they simply had to pauss and vest, despite
Aunt Sophy’s eagerness to reach the school. They were
getting used to being stared at now, however. The curious
stares and the chortles of the Bt. Jim's fellows they met in
Ryleombe Lane they scarcely heeded. Much os they had
dreaded arriving with the quaint and  remarkable Aunt
Sophy, they were glad to see St. Jim's af last.

“‘Hore we are at last, aunt!” panted Figgins. *‘There's
the school ahead.” g

Figgins was feeling rather ashamed of himself. After all,
thuugi undoubtedly queer and eccentric, Aunt Sophy was
his aunt, and she seemed a very kindly old lady on tha
whole. True, she had fairly startled them with her war-
like behaviour against the Grammarians, But he had
known that she was a ‘“holy terror” in many ways, 1b
really did not surprise him, from what he had heard from
his Coousin Jack anbout Aunt Sophy.

Not for one moment did Figgins suspect anything. He
hadw't the faintest idea that Tom Merry & Co. had over-
heard his remarks to his chums; indeed, Figgins had for-
zotten making them, And had he known they were aware
he had an Aunt Sophy he would not have suspected.

But he had been wishing his aunt far away, and he could
not help feeling guilty and ashamed, i)

Moreover, the worst was over now—or he imagined so.
Once inside their study, Figgins was determined to keep
Aunt Sopby there until it was time for her to go. The
knowledge that she was staying in the district was dis-
tinctly disturbing, but Figgins was a fellow who lived one
day at & time. : ’ . 2

%20 this is St. Jim’s!” said the old lady, beaming about
her, as Tiggy wheeled her through the gates “Very nice
—very nice indeed! That building over there is beautiful,
o old and mellowed But that horrid building over there
—the new building—is ugly and monstrous, arlmgl It
reminds me of a workhouse or a lunatic asylum, Georgie
dear! What building is that#” el e R

“"That—that's the New House—our House,” said Figgins,
with an effort : . ”

* And the other one—the beautiful old pile—0"HO

“That—that's the School House!” gasped Figgins.

“PDenr me! What a great pity you do not belong to the
&chool House, Georgie!™ i i

“I_1'd rather be in the New House!” gasped Figgy.

He glowered round at the fellows who were beginning to
collect aronnd the bathchair. The appearanee of a bathchair
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in the ancient qnuadrangle of Bt Jim's was not a usual one.
Aund the sight of the three leaders of the New House escort-
ing it was an amazing one to the St. Jim's fellows, Figgy's
checks burped hotly as he heard the remarks and chuckles.
Evidently hiz aunt was cansing o sensation. Luckily, how-
ever, there were few fellows about at that time.

Aunt Sophy commented upon it as they crossed towards
fhe New House. : i ;

*“It's a half-day, of eourse, aunt,” said Figgins gloomily.
“They're all out enjoying themselves.” :

Poor Figgins could not help a touch of bitterness creeping
into his voice. . ; ; ¥
© “Pear me!” said Aunt Sophy, as 1f she had noticed ii.
« And you dear, pood, mnselfish little boys have sacrificed
your half-holiday 1n order to welcome me. 1 do hope, dax-
lings, that you have not had to give up an outing or a
game for my sake, dearest Georgie!” )

“Tt—it's all right, dear!” gasped Figgy, regrebiing he
had spoken thus. “ We—we werc only going to have a
picnic up river. But it doesn’t matier. We can go on
Saturday; casily enough, instead.” By

“Oh, but thet is too bad !” said the old lady in dismay.
“1t was perfectly sweet of yon to meeb me in view of that,
darline, You dear; good little boy, Georgiel ;

And to show her gratitude and admiration, Aunt Scp'hg:_.
whio was just climbing from the bathchair outside the New
House steps, clasped both arms round Figgins apnd keizsed
Lim soundly on both eheeks. :

“Vou dear, good little pet!” she beamed, proud ndn}lra;
gion in her face. “1 am so proud of you, Georgie darling!
Vou are n wenderful boy! So handsowse, and—— Dear
me!  What are  your .schoolfellows laughing
Georgic ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!" : )

Tt wes rude and ill-mannered. perhaps, but even the New
House follows conld not restrain their langhter. The SBelool
House fellows did not attempt to restrain it—~for most part,
at least. They stcod round, highly enterfained, ;

“He, he, he!” chortled Baggy Trimble, "{ say. Figay,
oid chap, who is the old girl?  Your giddy charlady from
home 1" p

“EL? What did you say, boy #” exclaimed Aunt Sophy,
looking round suddenly., “Did you refer to me.as a chars
lady, you disgustingly fat boy?”

“Ves, grinned Trimble, not at all disturbed by the
question. " Aren’'t yon! Or are you Figey's giddy aunt—
and a relation of Charlic’s aunt? He, he—— Oh crumbs!
Here, keep off ! Yarrrooocogh !

Whack, whack, whack, whack ! y :

Trimble flew, yelling, and dodging frauntically
gamp clumped abont his head.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Go 1t ! Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal” i

“ Auntic!” gasped Figgins. desperately, almost collapsing
with shama and dismay, “Don't do that here! Pleaszo
don’t! Tl deal with that fat rotter later! Please—"

“My dear, dear Georgie, how kind and forgiving you
are!™ said Aunt Sophy affectionatel- 1 will let that
voung rascal go, though T hope it will be a lesson to Lim
not to insult helpless ladies agnin, Ow! M; rheumatizm!
Give me your arm, J2

as the

Gleorgie |

“¥.yes, aunt ! -edid Figgins, glaving defiantly round at
the grioning faces, and giving his arm promatly, *Come
on, auni! This way!”

Figgina had got beyond caring now what happened. In
the background he beheld Tom Merry & Co. fairly rolling
about with laughter. Tt surprised Tigeins very much—as
well as made him scethe with helpless fury. Not being
aware, as they were, that the old lady was none other than
Monty Lowther, he was amazed that they wece aciing in
such a rade and ill'mannerced wagy. ;

*Oh, tho cads!” he breathed to himsef
thonght ‘them decent chaps, at least!
awiul!" Come on, you chaps!” °

Fafty Wynn and Kerr were even mors furicus than
Figginz, They wearily picked up the heavy bags again,
and followed TFiggins as he. escorted Aunt Sophy up the
stairs, Only their stout loyaliy to their leader kept them
from dropping the bags and bolting from the scene. :

Fatty Wynn, especially, was in a most deplorable state—
both of mind and body. Walking was not Fatiy’'s strong
woint, and hiz nightmare journey from Wayland with the
weavy bags had almost finished him.  Moveover, he was
famished, simply famished! Sfill, Fatty was {eceling better
now ab the thought of the basket in (he study—the basket
containing tho rabbit-pie, the cake, and the other good
things “for the pienie. He intended to snggest ‘tea the
moment they reached the haven of resi—ths study. :

They reached it at last, toiling along manfully wiih the
heavy bags—of bricks ! Figgins was obliged to relgase Aunt
Sophy’s arm in order to help Fatty upstairs with fh{'a bag. .
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“Thanks, Figgy!” gasped Fatiy Wynn faintly, as ther
cntered their study thankiully and dumped the bags dowa.
Why Aunt Soph d insisted npon her bags being i

darling Georgie’s. care until she could get rooms in
Rylcombe, “Thanks, Figey!” repeated Fatty, “ Would—
would your aunt like tea now 1 hLe added cagerly. “There's
the picnie-bazket ! £

* Pienic-basket |7 exclaimed Aunt Bophy, before Figey
could answer. “Oh. how pericetly sweet! Is that your
picnic-basket, Georgie?™

“¥-yes, auntl”

“For your pictic np the river, darling one?”

“¥es. But we'll have tea in here now, of course.”

“But I have a better idea than that, Georze,” said Aunt
Sophy, with impulsive eagerness. “It is still carly—too
carly for tea, my dear boys. Why not have the picnic just
the same? T should just love it. It would just remind me
of my own boy=1I mean, girlhood days!” e

“ Put—but really, aun * gazped Figgy, aghast, al
_ “T inzist—my darling boy, I must insist!” said Awnt
Sophy firmly,
ment. It is guite—quite early yet, and I should just love 1o
picnic by the green banks of a murmuring stream.” 2

“But—but your rheumatism, aunt!” said Figzins des
perately. ;

“The open air will do me a great deal of good, darling:
How noble and unselfish of you to think of my infirmity "
said Figgy's aunt, giving him a fond hng, “But I insish
upon the picnic, my darling boy. I shall not feel that- 1!
have spoilt your afternoon’s enjoyment then. Come, let us
start. How fortunate we have my balhchair] We will be
able to carry the basket with us in that.” 2 H

Tigey looked at his chums appealingly, and groancd. Bat
there was no help for it, and Kerr and Fatty Wynn nodded
mutely. They picked up the basket, and followed Aunt
Sophy and Figgy out of the room and down the stairs to
ihe gquad again. They found a group of grinning juniors
round the bathchair, They scemed as interested in 1% as*if
it hﬁd been & racing car. As a matter of fact, several of
the juniors were just about to give each other rides round
the quad in it The arrival of Figgins & Co. and Aunt
Sophy, however, frustrated that intention.

Amidst grins and chuekles, the old lady boarded the bath-

: ¥ i broughi
upstairs, they all three -could nobt imagine. But :he had..
though Figgy had urged her to leave them in the hall.
Her exense had been, however, that they would be safe in

“1 refuse to spoil your afternoon's enjos-.

chair, and Figgy, blushing furiously, tucked her in, his face
the colour of & fresh-boiled lobster as she thanked him

kindly and patted his head.

They were just abonut to start off for the river when o tai'll.'-

angular fizure came along from the direction of the Schonl
House. It was Mr. Horace Rateliff, the unpopular House-
master of the Now House, '
He fairly blinked at the bathchair and its attendants,
“G-good gracions!” he snapped, eyeing Fizgins sternly.
Who—who. is this—this lady, Figgins? How  dave you
Liing that—that vehicle into the quadrangle, Figgins?”
“it—it’s my aunt, sir!” stammered Tiggins, looking
angry. " 8he's called to see mel”? =
“H’'m!” snorted the master. “I have received no notifiea-

v

tion of your relative's intended visit, Figzins, This is most”

unusual ! However, you may proceed

Mr. Ratcliff had been about to create s scene. He was
an irritable, interfering gentleman, and his intention had
been to make George Figgins look very small. Dut as he
caughi a rather warlike gleam in the "old lady’s eye just
then hie thought better of his intentions, ; E 7

The bathchair began to move. Unfortunatelsy, Aunt
Bophy twisted the handle of the steering-wheel the wrong
way, and there came a fearful yell from Mr. Rateliff as it
went over his foot,

“ Yooooooh 1

He danced about the quad, elutching his foet franticaliv.
Being the unfortunate possessor of several corns on that
feot, Mr. Ratcliff was, naturally, suffering acute anguish.
He danced, and glowered furiously at Aunt Sophy.

“Dear, dear me!” gasped the lady, in some distress.
“How very careless of me my dear sir! Was that your
fool 7"

“Ow!l  Ow—yow (" gasped the Housemaster, his face
twisted into an extracrdinary expression, *It was carcless
of yeu, madam—confoundedly careless! I—(—I——"

“Go on, Georgie dear ™ called Aunt Sophy, interrupting
Mr. Rateliff indignantly, “T refuse to stay and hear snuch
expressions! What a fearfully ill-tem
that he is nobt a master here—thoug

red man !
I suppose, from his

I do hopa

appenrance and languapge, that he is ouly a porter or

gavdener, Please hurry, Georgie darling.
from hizs contaminating presence at onee!”

Figgy was only too eager to
cliff from painful experience, he tremhbled as he saw the
look of rage on that gentleman’s acid features. He pushed

Let us escape -

do that. Knowing Mr. Rat-
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awdy, and, with help from Kerr and Wynn, the bathchair
rumbled away towards the gates, Mr. Rateliff glowering
after it and still hugging his foot. Excepting for the little
adventure with Gordon Gay & Co., it was the only bright
incident that afternoon for the hapless Figgms & Co.

As they rumbled away along the gra\'e?pal.h Aunt Sophy
happened to eatch the eye of the grinning Tom Merry.
She winked and moved her head slightly—a slight action that
Figgina & Co. failed to sce. They would have been much
astonished indeed had they seen it

“One moment, Georgie dear!” she said, giving the
giggling Tom Merry & Co. a bright, kindly smile. “Are
not these the boys who smiled at me so nicely at the
station?”

“¥Y-yes, aunt—I suppose they are!" said Figgins, giving
Tom Merrey a fierce, hitter look. * But never mind——"

“But I have another idea, Georgie darling. You are so

" kind—so generous! I am sure you would like to aszk those
nice boys to join us, dearestf”

Figpins gritted his teeth. Tis aunt’s words must have
reached Tom Merry & Co. elearly.

“No, aunt!” he said in a sort of strangled voice. *1I
wonld much rather not. They—they're fearful bounders
really. Besides, the grub—I mean the food wouldn't be
enough. I'd much prefer not to, aunt.”’

“Very well. dearest! They seem very swect boys to me,
though—that darling little boy with the eyeglass especially !
His dear baby-face is so sweet and innocent. I would have
loved him to Join us in cur picnic up the river, dear! Haw-
ever, I am sure you know best, sweetest.”

“ Bai Jove I’

The bathchair rattled on over the gravel, and turned out
throngh the gateway. Tom Merry & Co. watched itcfg;o,
and then they grasped each other convulsively and howled,

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Heo, ho, ho!"

“What price Figgy’s face? sobbad Tom Merry.

“0Oh dear! This will be the death of me!” gasped Blake,
tears of merriment streaming down hizs face. “Gussy, your
dear baby face is so sweet and innocent!" -

“PBai Jove!” said Arthur Aungustus, frowning. “T will
puuch Lowthah's wotten nose for that when I see him again!
Howevah Ha, ha, ha! This iz weally the seweam cf
the term, deah boys! Are we goin' aftah them?”

“My hat! Yes, rather !’ gurgled Tom Merry. “Did yon
spot Lowther’s wink? And he purposely mentioned the
picnic up-river for our benefit. 'I‘Yaat means he's got some
little game on; wants ns to collar the grub, T should think.
Yes, rather! s

Come on!
And Tom Merry led his nearly hysterical chums out
through the gates in the wake of the bathchair and its
donble burden of Figgy's aunt and the pienie basket. Tom
Merry felt guite cervtain that the japer of the School Honse
meant that basket to change ownership at an early date.

CHAPTER 8.
Very Sirange !

I H, do be very careful, Georgie!"”
“¥oz, aunt 17

“Hold me {ightly, darling! Beg sure not to lek
the boat move. T'in so nervous on the water. Do
—do yon think it guite =afe in this small boat?”’

“Quite safe, aunt!” said Figgy soothingly, hiding a grin,

“ The—the water looks ferribly rough, dearest boy !

#0h, my—— Ahem! It—it’s really gquite smooth, aunt;
no danger whatever. Tsn’t it, you fellows?"’

“mite =afe, ma'am,” said Kerr zolemnly.

“ Certainly I said Fatty Wynn.

“Shall I be seasick, do you think? I do dread being
geasick. And this horridly small boat—" .

“0h crumhbs! Nunno! There isn't much danger of
being seasick on the Rhyl, aunt!” gasped Figgins faintly.
“*We—we're ready now, if you'd like to get in, dear.”

Figgins & Co. were ready—thoy had been ready several
minutes now. Aunty Sophy had insisted upon Fatty Wynn
mnd Kerr holding the boat, while Figgy himself held her
whilst she boarded it:

But Aunty Sophy was undoubtedly very mervous—much
more nervous than she had been in the bathchair, She made
a score of attempts to get into the boat, but each time she
drew back again in fegr.

Figgins & Co. were feeling thoroughly “fed-up,” yet they
could not help grinning—though they were rather ghastly
grins. For at leasi a score of juniors and seniors wers look-
ing on from the hoathouse, and all of them were highly
entertained. Tom Merry & Co. especially were really dis-
gracing themselves by their audible chuckles. Even Arthup
Augustus D'Arcy, whose manners were of the very best,

somed to have quite fallen from his lofty estate in that

(Continued on next page.).
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respect. He also eeemecll g‘luite- carcless as to the danger of
burting Aunt Bophy's feelings at all.
It was all very trying to the hot flustered, and bothered

Fig%ins § i ; y
“Do try to get in, auntie!” went on Figgins desperately,
his face as red a3 a beetroot, as he glanced round. “It's
guite safe—ecouldn't be safer! Please get in, dear!”
“I—1 will try, darling sweet! Do hold fast, boys!”
“Yes, ma'ami” ; 2
They held fast. Aunt Sophy made a determined stride
for the boat—she appeared to have braced herseli for the
dangerous operation in earnest this time In mid-air, how-
ever, she seemed to lose her nerve once again. . Her arms
flew out to balance herself; one elenched fist took Figgins
just under the chin, and the other just missed Kerr's face.
ut it canght the top of his head, knocking his cap into the
water., Kerr overbalanced, ltnoc’kin'g against Fatty Wynm,
who only just saved himself from going into the river.
“Ha, ha, hal” -
There was o howl of laughter from the onlookers. 3
Figgins hugged his chin convalsively. Really, considering
her manifold infirmities, Aunt Sophy was an uuusqn“_\: and
remarkably powerful lady. Figgins' jaw ached terrifically.
“Dear me! How very, very unfortunate!” eaid tho old
lady, recovering herself with o wild feat of acrobatics. “DMy
poor, dear Georgie! T am quite sure you must be fearfully
gijEred, for my hand is quite painful. Hay you forgive my
terrible awkwardness,”
. Bhe grasped Figey and hugged him fondly. =
- “It—it’s all right, aunt!” panted Figzy, releasing himself
desperately. “Do get in! We'll never geot off at this rate.”
“I really will try to be brave, dearest, for your sake!

Hold me fast?”’

“Yes, aunt!” almost hissed Figey. 2

He held fast. Aunt Sophy took her courage in both hands
this time, =o to speak. She fairly lezped for the hoat, drag-
ing the startled Figey with her. Auntie landed fairly in
El:e boat on her feet. Figgy sprawled headlong over a seat,
eatching his head a fearful erack on the gunwale as he did so.
. “Yoooap 1™

“Ha, ka, hal®

The boat rocked sickeningly, and Aunt Sophy screamed
shirilly. i P =
¢ “Helpl We are sinking! Oh, help! :

“Ti's all right!” panted Piggins, scrambling up, heed}'?ss
of his nehing skull. “Get off chaps, for goodness' sake!
#0Oh, my hat! Ves, rather!” '

Aunt Sophy flopped into the etern seat, apparently in n
half fainting eondition. From the folds of her skirf she

drew-a small bottle and started to sniff at it audibly, The
Lottle, apparently, held smelling-salts.
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grasped the sculls, whilst Fatty Wynn joined Aunt Sophy
in the stern and took up the rudder-lines. The boat began
to glide out on to the sunlit river amidst a chorus of
ll‘?‘lllc&l cheers from the boathouse,

Oh dear!” groancd Figgins. “This—this is too awful
for words! Are—are you all right, aunt?”

Sniff, soiff, sniff|

Aunt Sophy was sniffing at the smelling-salts at a great
rate, apﬁnrently on the verge of collapse. But she soon
recovered.

“Oh!” she gasped. “What a "—sniff, sniff!—“terrible
experience! Are—are we safe now, dearest?”’

“Bafe as houses!” said Figgine reassuringly.

“Aren’t we sinking "

“Nunno!”

“Dear mel I feel terribly afraid on this wild waste of
waters! Shall we land now before & storm comes on,
darling " '

“Oh, my hat! Nunno! We're gnite all right. We'll.
land higher up river for the picnic, dear,”

There really was not much chance of a storm coming on.
The river was like a shimmering shect of silver, and ds
smooth as a duck-pond. The gky was azurs blue, dappled
here and there with faint, flecey clouds, It was, in Emt,
& warm spring afternoon. Figging had intended to take
things easy—for it was still fairly early in the afterncon
—but the sight of Tom Merry & Co. following them in
another -boat made him change his mind about that, and
filled him with a seething rage,

It had been an awful afternoon—and it swas not @ver
yet. Buf the worst of it ‘all was, from Figpins & Co.’s
ant of view, that their deadly rivals of the School House
iadl witnessed practically all that had happened. Figey
groaned in deep bitterness of spirit as he foresaw the end-
less days of chipping that were bound to follow.

“Put it on, Kerr!” he panted in a grim undertons. “Wa
don't want thosze School House rotters to sée where e
land, Oh, the—the beastly cads! I never knew Tom
Merry was such an outsidar!™

Kerr nodded, glumly, hopelessly. Loryal as he was to his

g from the bottom of his heart that he
had kept ouf of the busimess aliogether. He was more
than “fed-up.” The afternoon had seemed like one long,

“horrid dream to Figgins & Co.

A bend in the river hid the boat behind from them
at last, and Figgy pave the word hastily to Fatty Wynn
te pull inshore. 'They did so, and despite Aunt So ﬁ}'s
shrill cries to be caretul, Figgins leaped desperately ME
anxious to land and drac tﬁe boat into concenlment, :

But it wag not to be. .Figgy sprang ashore, as did Fatty
Wynn, while Kerr held on to the bank until Aunt Sophy
had landed.

But to land Aunt Sophy was eansier
said than done. She stood up, and then
she sat down. again in trembling
indecision—or it seemed so ! i

“Do jump, aunt!” pleaded Figgins,
his eyes anxiously scanning the. river.
“It's only a fool at most, and quita
safe. Do jump, please!” 5

“I—I will try, you dear, brave Loy.1”
She did try. Tiggins stretched out
his band and she gripped it hard.”
. "Now, dear!” said Figgy enconrag-
ingly. “Just step on the gunwale,
and— Here—what—" B

Splash ! ' A

Figgins staggered forward, slipped
over the low bank, and splashed into
three feet of water over his knees. |
what seemed a miracle, Aunt Sophy—
who had drawn back at the last
moment, faking Figgy with her—kept
her balance and flopped back into the
seat again..

“0h, great Scott 1”

“Help [ soreamed Aunt Sophy. “The
darling boy is drowning! Help !” 2
“Oh crumbs!”
Aunt SBophy’s frightened gcreams rang

ore,

ALBIONI
Footer

MAD |

wy g

By John Hunter. over the river. George Figgins
scrambled ashore, biting his lips with
vexation and chagrin. It was too late

to think of hiding the boat now. The
Bchool House boat had already turned
the bend and was in sight. .
“The—the old cat I” breathed Figgins.
He really could not help it. He was
snaked throngh well up above his knees,
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That grip of the hand had been like a
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As the bathchair began to move, Aunt Sophy unfortunately twisted

the handle of the steering wheel the wrong way.

There was a

fearful yell from Mr. Ratcliff as the chair went over his foot.

" Yooooop ! " (Se2 Chapler 7.)

viee, and the pull Aunt Sophy had given was remarkably
strong, He couldn’t help fecling that she was nothing like
as feeble, or such an invalid, as she made herself out to be.

Though one of the best-hearted and sympathetic fellows
in the world, George Tigging was really beginning to feel
almost homieidal towards his Aunt Sophy. y

“Auntie!” he pasped, almost sulphurously, “will you
please try to jump ashorel Those fellows over there are
laughing at vs. It's nothing at all to be afraid of. Wynn
will hold the boat steady. Do be quieti”

“Oh!" Aunt Sophy ceased to shrick zs she opened her
eyes and saw her darling Georgie =afo on the bank.
*(0h, how fearfully thankful I am to see you safe, my
dear, brave nephowm! I—I feared that the worst had
happened! For yod¥ sake, dear, I will be brave, Georgie !

Sfljc stood up, placed one foot gingerly on the gunwale.
and then she jumped desperately even before Figgins could
hold out his hand to aid her.

It was a remarkably good leap for an infirm old lady
scarcely able to walk from rhenmatism—rather too good a
leap, in fact. TFor she crashed full into George Kerr, send-
ing him crashing backwards, head-over-heels. Kerr howled
as he landed in a bed of nettles,

“ Yooooop ¥

“Ha, bha, ha!”

From oubt ¢n the wide bosom of the river came a perfect
shriek of merriment.

“Dear me!” gasped Aunt Bophy hysterically, “What has
happened, Georgie dear? Did—did I knock that poor boy
down? I seemed to strike something; but I am so terribly
flustered and bewildered. Are we safo now?”

“Yes, aunt.” gasped Figging, “You—you're not hurt,
Kerr. old man?”

Figey was afraid that Kerr might lose his head and
create s scene. Buu Kerr was a fellow with unusual con-
trol over his feelings. He stagpered up, erimson in the

faco.
“Tt-it's all pight, ma'am!” he choked. “Ii—it was an
accident.”

“Get that basket ashore, chaps!” gasped Fizgy hastily.

¥ Come on, aunt]”

He gave Aunt Sophy hLis arm, desperately cager to get
out of sight of ths river. In the ordinary way, tho New
House trio would never have dreamed of leaving their hoat
unattended with the ¢nemy—in the shape of E;i‘cuun Merry

Co.—in eight of it. Bui, though their opinion of Tom
Merry & Co.’s manners and standard of “decency” had
undergone a change that aiterncon, they did not dream
their rivals would interfere with the boat as a lady was
with them.

HSo the party irudged off inlo the wood, Aunt Sophy
leaning heavily on Figgy's arm and glancing nervously
about her.

“Are we gtill in danger, dear

“Nunno, aunt!”

“Thera are no robbers ahout here? asked Aunt Sophy.

“QOh, my hat! Nunno!”

“No terrible poachersi”

“Im quite sure net, aunt. Pleaze do not worry—you're
quite safe with us, Hold on, cuaps—I think this place
will do.”

“Right, Figgy |

The picnic-basket wa= lowered to the ground. Fatty
Wynn, beginning to look quite happy now, fumbled with
the fastenings eagerly. :

“Pear mel You ere surely not thinking of tea s0 early 7"
exclaimed Aunt Sophy, her old-fashionad ringlets shaking as
she thook her head. *“But I am not s bit hungry, you kind
littla darlings. Let us have games first.”

“QG-gug-games, ma'ami” stommercd [Fatty Wynn, his
podgy faca looking dismayed.

“Yes, dear boy; I really could not eat a thing yet. Shall
we have a romp first, Georgie dear?”

“A—a romp, aunt ™ gasped Figgins, :

“Yes; cortainlf. sweetest | Let us play at rounders. It
is yoars since I played rounders, though I conszider it rather
a rough game. But I am sure you boys would love it. We
always used to play rounders when I wa= a little ei=! ond
went to Sunday-school treata,” -

“Mum-my hat I* mumbled Figgy ; and he went erimson as
ha caught the looks on the faces of Wynn and Kerr. “ D-dud-
did you, avntt But—bhut shall we have tea first—"
Tae Gy Lizrany.—No, 1,104,
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*You dear, sweet, unselfish boy ! interrupted Aunt Sophy,
smiling affectionately at her nephew., “It is me you are
thinking of, I know—you imagine I am hungry after my
long journey. You are simply dyvivg to play games, I am
quite sure. Now, I insist upon pavies first—I am not a bit
hungry wvet, darling, I insist, [ assure vou that vou will
please me muoch, much better by waiting until T have gained
an appetite by plaging romnders. You would never wish e
to lose my share of the picnic by havieg tes when I am not

Wy

hungry, wounld you, darling ¥"

“ But—but we haven't a ball, deavi” clioked Figgy help-
lessly,

“Dear me! How—— Ob, but T have a splendid idea,
Georgic. We will ran races; in my girllioad days we always
ran races at our Sunday-school frests"”

“Oh, great pip! T

“What did you say, darling onn?”

“I—I was saying, of course we'ill—we'll run raeces if you
wish it, dear |” stammered Figgins, * You—you fellows will
run races, won’t you?™

There was a pleading look in Figga's face,

“Y-yes.” gasped Kerr.

“¥-yes,” groaned Fatty Wynn, *0h dear !

Annt Sophy clapped her hands

“You dear, sweet boys!” she chirruped =1 myself, of
course, am unable to run owing to my rheumatism. But 1
shall be 2o happy seeing you enjoy yourselves. But we musi
have prizes—it would b no fun at all withoat that. What a
nity T brought no toys with me, But a money prize will do
just as well, won't it, darlings? A pound note for the
winner—-*

“Oh! Oh, yes, rathor, aunt!”

“Certainly I agreed Fatty Wynn and Kerr with remark-
able promptness. :

A money prize of a pound note wonld certainly be worth
winning. It would male up for a great deal. Figgins was
rather surprised, for Aunt Sophby had the reputation, though
being wealthy, of being very “close.” Yet Lier eccentricity
would account for this, of coursa.

# How splendid |” she went on, fumbling with her handbag,
“How fortunate I brought my i:mg and purse! Now, whero
shall we hold the racest” /

8he began to look about her,  Through the fringe of
trees, bordering the wood inland, could be seen a smiling
}'nga.dow. She led the way through the trees, pausing on tho

ringe.

“ﬁcmi“ she said, pointing 1o the Ledge at the far end.
“You will start from here and ren to that hedge and back.
Will—will that be too far for your legs, thought”

“Not at all,” said Figgy, with a faint grin. ;

“Weo can manage that all right, ma'sm I” said Kerr, with
a sickly smile, . x

“ (et ready, then, dear boys,” said Aunt Bophy, with a
léearfl}ing emile. “I will count cne—two—three, and then—

ol

The three Now House fellows lined up. They were not at
all feeling up to racing that afternoon—far from it. But
the prospect of a pound note for the winner was a great
inducement. Alse, they did not wish to hurt the feelings of
the kindly but quaint old lady. 8he evidently imagined
that she was entertaining them—finding them amusement
and sport. ;

f'["ha next moment they were off at Aunt Sophy's shrill ery
O ] 70 I £}

From the start George Figging’ long legs gave him an easy
lead, Tatty Wynn bringing up tho rear, his fat little legs
going like clockwork.

But, strange to say, Aunt Sophy did not seem at all
delighted at ﬁr nephew’s progress—she didn't even stay to
watch it. She watched until the three runners were well
away, and then, with a deep chuckle, she turned and dashed
back to the picnic-basket.

Meanwhile, Figgins kept his lead. He reached the far
hedge twenty yards ahead of Fatty Wynn and ten yards
ahead of Kerr. Turning, he mads for home, going great
guns, heedless of his fatigue. It was not until he was half-
way back across the meadow that he noticed that Aunt
Sophy was not visible at the finishing post.

But he kept on, finishing a good five yards ahead of Kerr.
Fatty Wynn came home, panting and gasping, & dozen yards
in the rear.

“Phew !” panted Kerr. “That little run will last me for
a bit. Why, where the thump=—"

“Blessed if 1 know !” said Figgins, looking about him in
mystified wonder. * Where the dickens can t%m old girl be?
Must be with the basket I

“?ueer b

“Jolly queer”

Figgy led the way back to where they had left the picnic-

Lasket. They soon found the spet. But they did not find
;he:i bmketi. ‘Like Aunt Sophy, the picnic-basket and the feed
140 gone
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CHAPTER 9.
A Sad Home-Coming !

L A, ha, ha! What a giddy scream | Now, for that
basket and the grub! My hat! T deserve well of
my country for this afternoon’s work t”
Really, they were strange remarks for Aunt
Sophy to make—eccentrie as she undoubtedly was, She also
lovked very strange as she scudded through the trees, hold-
ing her skiris up with one hand, and carrying her brally and
bag in the other.

In a matter of seconds she had reached the picnic-basket.

Slinging the handle of the bag and the loop of her brolly
ovor one arm, she stooped gathered up the basket, and stag-
gered away with it as best she could. Sne made straight for
the boat. On rveaching it she did net appear at all surprised
to find another boat there—with Tom Merry & Co. just
jumping ashore,

They blinked at Aunt Sophy as she staggered down to the
bank with her burden. She locked such a quaint sight that
Tom Merry & Co. almost went into fits,

“ Quiet, {ml silly idiots!" hissed Aunt Sophy in a remark-
ably youthful, boyish voice. “Quiet. you thumping
dummies! I've got the giddy grub. Don't spoil all” by
?'u]hndq', Quick! CGive me & hand and let's got away from
IEre.”

“Oh, great pip!" §

“0Oh crumbs!” :

““Oh, bai Jove! Lowthah, you weally are a corkah!”

“Bhurrup!” snapped Aunt Sophy. in most unladylike
t&mes. 1_}"If you muck us up I'lt give you one on the boko,

nssy !’

With explosive chuckles Tom Merry and the rest helped
Lowther to scramble aboard with his burden.

“Hold on!” said Lowther. “Better take their boat,
too—they coan't chase us then! Get across to the far bank
and get into the woods with the grub!”

“Phew! Yes, rather!”

Af top speed the New House boat was tied to the School
House craft. Then the juniors pushed off Tom Merry and
Blake pulling strongly but quietly at the oars. They did not
bother to ask any questions yet. Lowther himself—otherwise
“ Aunt Sophy "—sat in the stern and stared back at the bank
they had left. trembling to hear a shout that would tell they
were discovered.

But the shout did not come. Figgins & Co. at that
moment were just finishing their run blissfully ignorant of
the surprise in store for them The School House boat
reached the far bank in a very few seconds, and Lowther
immediately sprang ashore.

“You come just to help me with the grub, Tommy,"” he
said briskly “Rest of you take the giddy boats round the
bend. Hide 'em there, and cut round here—only mind
you're not spotted on shore. As long as I'm mot seen in
the beat with you it won’t matter much, though.”

“But why—"

“My dear man,” said Lowther, with a shuckle, “Aunt
Sophy isn't done yet by a long way. Aifter the feed I've
ot to geb across to the other eide without being spotted.
BH.\'F’}" 2 -

“Bai Jove!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The jumiors in the boat chuckled again, and the boat
moved off downstream, towing the other boat behind it.
Tom Merry and “Aunt Sophy " grabbed the basket-handles
and rushed into the wood with cheir prize. They stopped on
reaching a grassy glade some distance inland. Then they
waited, Tom whistling caution:ly now and again. They had
not long to wait Suddenly Blake, followed by Manners,
Herries. Digby, and D"Arey came trotting through the trees,
broad grins on their faces.

As they sfghbad “ Aunt Sophy ” waitin
Merry and the picnic-basket, they double
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Ho ho ho!” .

But Lowther had other business in view, and in a
few scconds he was opening the basket, spreading out the
contents on the grass,

“ Rabbit-pia. ha.a. and lobster-paste sandwiches,” ha
murmured  “Cheese-cakes, jam tarts chocolate-biscuits,
plum-cake anl meat-pies—noi to mention lemon-sguash.
CGood! Distinetly good! I think we can fairly claim to
have scored over t.o New House this time, chapal"

“Ha, ha. hal” i

“VYaas wathah! You are weally a seweam, Lowthah!*

“Come to my arms [ sobbed Tom Merry,

He hugged Aunt Sophy, and fairly waltzed her about-the
sunlit glade

“Chuck it!" pasped Lowther. “Mind my giddy skirts
you idiot! There, you've dropped my smelling-bottle!"

“Ha, ha, hal"
to get busy,” explained Lowther,

there with Tom
up, howling with

“I've g grabbing
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& meat-pie.  “Hand that squasn here, Blake! Thanks!
You see, I want to get back before they give it up and go
home 1 shell hav to tramp back to the boathouse, but I
do want them ‘o take me to St. Jim's in my bathchair. How
much did they charge you for the hire of it for the after-
noon, Tommy 7"

“Five bob,” said Tom, “in advance!”

“Well, it was worth it!”

“Hear Fear!

“¥aas, wathah!”

“Now don’t bother me,” said Lowther.

And he got busy™~very busy indeed. There were plenty
of good things to go round—and they went round, Lowther
himself going great guus. Seated on the grass they waded
into the enntents of Wigging' picnic-baskef, and every now
and again elmoss choking as a fresh fit of laughter gripped
them. Lowther rose at last, breathing rather heavily.

“Well, I feel better now,” he remarked. “I really ought
not to have overdene it, for I hope to persuade them to
give darling auntie a study tea when we get in. Now
who's going to row me aver?”

“Ha, ha. hat"

Tom Merry and Blake volunteered to row the japer of
the School House over. They tramped through the deep
woods to the spot where the boat was tethered. Lowther
jumped in, and the other two followed. They pulled
across to the far bank, and Lowther jumped ashore, taking
his gamp and hand-bag. Then he waved his hand cheerily
1I:Jo hlla chums and tramped away hastily, leaving them to row

ack.

thoughtful mnow. t  was !
scarcely likely anything had
been seen by Figgy & Co.,
even supposing tﬁ:ley had
rushed straight to the river.
If they had seen Tom Merry
& Co. in the boat from the
high bank they could scarcely
have suspected the truth. Yet
Lowther realised that the
situation would need careful
handling.

e had a fairly clear idea
where the clearing was which
had been ehasen for the picnic
—the picnic that was to be
but a dream for the luckless
Figgins & Co. As he walked
thrangh the trees he heard
voices shouting some distance the GEM.

“Tigey shouting for
auntie I" chuckled Lowther.
“Well, here T am!”?

-He raised his voice to a
ghrill seream.

“Georgie dear!
darling ! Help !

Then, gathering his skirt
in one hand, and waving hLis
brolly and bag, Lowthsr
dashed madly through the
trees, still ecreeching for
*Georgie darling!”

He came suddenly upon
Piggins, Fatty Wynn, and

err, who were hurrying to-
wards him. Lowther dashed
towords them, waving his
brolly miadly.

“Help! Oh, Ceorgie dear-
est! How relieved I am to
see you! You've got it!
Those wiecked boys have
stolen our pienic-basket!™

“What—what—"

Tiggy staggered back and
almost fell as Aunt Sophy
wrapped hor arms about him
and hugged him, throwing
her brolly one way and her
bag the other. The brolly
caught Faity Wyon on the
chin, and the bag missed
Kerr's face by a hairs
breadth.

“P-please don’t, auntl”
gasped Figgins, more than a
trifle crossly. *“ What—what’s
happened? Who's taken the
grub 7™ :

Georgie

e o
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And don’t forget, too, chums, that there’s the open-
ing chapters of a brilliant new serial to look forward
to next Wednesday, also the start of & splendid new
series of Bt. Jim’s stories—the first of which is
entitled: “Vote For Tom Merry “—the usual “ Ask
the Oracle * feature, and a special article dealing
with those famons locomotives of the L.M.8. Railway,
of the “Royal Scot® class
early, of course. Cheerio, chums!
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*Ihe—the what, Georgie?”

“The food—the picnic-basket!” almost hooted Figgins
“Youn said—"

“0h, those awful boys!” sobked Aunt Sophy. ©Those
rude little boys—and I thought them such nico, kind bays!
They had such dear, innocent faces, you know! If—if only
I had caught them though,” went on Aunt Sophy indig-
nantly. “I would have punished them with my gamp!
Come, Georgie, let us go to the police-station at onee!™

“The—the polica? Oh, my hat!"

“Come quickly, Georgiel We may be able to get our
property back vet! The police "

S But—but hold on, aunt for goodness' sake!” gaspod
Figay, as Aunt Sophy started to drag him along. “Laook
1;2{39, you—I ruﬁ?n.t:rook rhcro_ Ell}lt, we can’t have the

ice on a job like this. It was on jape—"

“Aw what$” A

“A practical joke!" said Figgins dismally. “They were
following us, and they walched their chanee, Oh, my hat!
Whrﬁi: w:Ey did they go, aunt ?”

“Up that way,” said Aunt Sophy, pointing vagusly,
“They must have taken our boat, to%,{:hepwicke&‘ bo_f;g" .

“We saw the boat, had gone, and we guessed what had
happened,” groaned Figgins. *“0h, the—the rotters!
We've been scarching abont, wondering what bad happened
to you, aunt. Oh crumbsi”?

“Let’s follow along the bank, Figgy,” said Fatty Wynn
dolefully.

“What's the pood of'that #” zaid Figging, with a hollow
groan, “They’ll be miles away by this time, and all the

Skt Wi oo kit heifls b-m&um-mummlﬁ-mnmn-u.u-u..u-nul? grub will be scoffed, too!

Your Editor Says—

Next week—next week, and then you will have the
first of our wenderful picture cards in your hands,
Aren’t you excited boys?
the Future” will constitute the finest series of
coloured picture cards that bas ever been given away
with any paper; sixteen cards in all, each dealing
with the rapid stridea mechanical science is certain
to make in the years to come.
mencement to this unique series ~ Gemites
presented with & handssme coloured card, measuring
2# by 3} ins., showing the Mid-Atlantic aerodronmia
of the future. From the black and white reproduc-
tion shown below my readers wili be able to get some
idea of what this fine card will look like in full
colours. Ii's number one of the series, don't forget,
a0 he sure and get it in next week’s bumper issue of

They wen’t give us the chance
to find them; and if we did
they’'re too many for us.- Oh,
the—the—the—*

Waords
Figgina,
. There was nothing else for
it. They started back alonz
the towing-path for the boat-
house. It was a dismal, de-
pressing walk, during which
Aunt Sophy developed =
severe attack of rheumatism,
and had to be carried almosi
by the miserable Georgia.

But they reached the boat-
house at last. The bathchair
was brought out, and Aunt
S_o%hy dropped into it with a
sigh. Flg ins S—rasped the
handles with a deeper sigh,
and the party started for St.
Jim's, Tatty Wynn and Kerr
pushing on either side. All
three wers too depressed to
heed the grins and chuckles of
the fellows at the boathouse
and on the road to 8t. Jim’s.
Flgﬁy’s cup of bitterness was
near full; and Maonty
Lowther, as he looked at tho
New House trio’s woeful
faces, congratulated himself
on tho fact that his sonder-
ful jape was succeeding even
better than he had dared to
16pe.

failed George
What-ho! “Marvels of

As a fitling com-
? will be

CHAPTER 10.
Hard Lines on Figgins & Co.

T ERE she comes! He,
he, hel”
Baggy Trimble

[ meﬂc!e t aB mmomiz;:e:1
ment  gleafully. age ad
not forgotten those l‘gurful
clumps from Aunt Sophy's
brolly, and he was feeling
vengeful, His idea of re-
venge had been to s;’:rend tha
news of Aunt Sophy’s arrival
far and wide, with a highly-
coloured mecount of her
appearance and behaviour.

Naturally, everybody
wanted to see Aunt Sophy In
consequence.

There, was a gasp as the
bathchair cams into sight,
with the pers mnﬁ Figgins &
Co. pushing behind,
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Aunt Sophy was looking a little dishevelled now. Figgins
& Co. very depressed indeed. George Figgina especially
looked a sight, with his scarlet, hopeless features, and s
soaked trousers flapping about his legs, and his feet squelch
ing in his wet shoes,

“*M-mum-my hat!” gasped Grundy of the Shell, as he
sighted the little; depressed procession. “ Blessed if Trimble
wasn't telling the truth for once! Did you evert"

““No, nover!” chortled Gore.

“Tlardly ever!” chuckled Lumley-Lumley, o

There was a rush to follow the bathchair. 8t Jim's
fellows, as a rule, were not given to staring, or rudeness of
uny kind, But’they were really intercsted in Figgy's queer
aunt. They wanted to.see more of her. ;

But it was not to be. Aunt Sophy secemed frantical
eager to get indoors. As a matter of fact, Lowther ba
spotted Mr, Railton on the School House steps, and he felt
it was time to depart to safer quarters, Mr, Railton was &
very keen gentleman, who might very easily see through
his disguise, clever ns it undoubtedly was.

They arrived at the New House steps with a rush, and
Aunt Sophy showed really remarkable agility in jumping
from ihe chair. Leaving it standing there, Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn hurried her upstairs, Kerr and Figgy being
obliged to almost carry her most of the way.

But the sanctuary of their study was reached st long
last. Figgy never felt so thankful in his Lfe when l:le
closed the door upon the ecurious crowd which had followed.

Aunt Sophy immediately collapsei wmto an easy-chair and
C]??E)dh .'t}’erg:s};;d Figgy. “What—what the dickens shall we
do1” he added helplessly, in & whisper, looking at his chums
dismally, “Hadno’t we better send for somecne—the matron,
orasmnegnei" Tn ; & g

unt 8o opened her eyes charply au that. .

“Dear, aa’:lmg Georgie,” she said faintly, “please don't
trouble anyone, dear Ob, I sm so very sorry to be such
s trouble. But I shall be quite al. right in a minute.
These terrible attacks soon pass B‘Wﬂlﬁ

“But— but perhaps you would like to go to see Mrs.
Holmes, aunt?” said Figgy hopefull:. “In any ocase
visitors are always supposed to seo the Flead, or the House-
mastor. We'll take you over thers ot once dear!

Aunt Sephy shook her head, . :

“0Oh, I really couldn’t, darling Geo:gie! Please don't
ask me to meet any strangers in my present state. All 1
wish is to remain in perfect peace and quictness for a few
minutes. D-did you eay we shonld be having tea soon,
Georgie?” -

“Yes, eunt. 1 was just ﬁmng to the:tuckshop for some
things for tea. I—I thonght you might care to see Mra,
Holmes or the Head while we're getting tea ready,” stam-
mered Figgins, s

Aunt Sophy shook her head again, and closed her eyes.

“ Impossible, darling. Please go ama get the food, how-
ever, by all means, Georgie. After a good meal, I think I
shall quickly recover. If is faintness due to lack of food,
of course, combined with the sen air—I mean, river ain”
she said f'n.intlg. “J—I think it will be belter if you all go
—leave mo alone for a few minutes. In e guarter of &n
hour or so I shall be quite, quite bettzr, darling.”

“Shall—shall T put the kettle on frct?” gasped Fatty
Wynn, “If yon don’t mind, ma'am—"

*“QOh, yes—do, my dear|”

Tatiy soon had the oilstove going, and put the kettle
on. Poor Fatty was on the verge of collapse himself. Not
for o long time had he gone so long without food of some
kind, The Falstaflf of the New Ilouze had gone through
torfures that afternoon.

With a ned to his chums, Figgins led the woy from the
rfom, and they went ont, clozsing the door gently behind
ihem.

They returned later, carying bags of tarts and cakes.
They found Aunt Bophy lying on the couch eniffing at her
bottle of smelling-salts,

They also found her in a far from amisble mood. Ap-
parently—or so they imagined—she was cross at having to
wait so long for her tea.

“Ah! Here you are, George ! she said severely. * What
] (Irea-ﬁfulg long time you have besr! i am surprised at
youl I did not think it possible that my nephew could be
so heedless of my sufferings as to keep mn waiting =0 long.
1 do not think I shall visit you again, George. You are
more heartless and thoughtless and inconsiderate than even
your dear Clongin Jack 1

“Oh erumbs!” Figgy was quite startled at the sudden
change in his aunt.
ii her tone and attitude. It wo. clea: that either her
hunger or rheumsatism, or both, had made her tired and
irritable. “1—Fm gorry, aunt!” he gasped “We—wo
found it difficult to get back here. -

This was true enough. Figgins had had to gather
together all his courage to return to the study—and his dear
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aunt. He had had to use even threats to get Fatty Wynan
and Kerr to accompany him back.

“Please hurry up with the tes, then!” gmapped Aunt
Sophy. “I have been looking round your study, George.”

“¥Yes, aunt!”

“It is in a disgraceful state, George! T am shocked at
the condition of the foor, and of the furniture, and the
general untidiness. After tea T will help you to tidy and
clean up the room.”

“Oh! Y-yes, aunt!”

“Have you any wateri”

“¥-yos, aunt!”

“That is all I desire for my tea—water, and o few tacts
and cakes, I am not very hungry.”

This, again, was true. Figoins & Co. little dreamed that
they had already provided Lowther with an excellent tea
out of their picnic basket,

“Oh, very well, aunt! I'll seo to tea at once.”

And whilst Aunt Sophy sniffed away at_her bottle—which
contained water only—George Fipzins, Fatty Wynn, an
Kerr busied themselves preparing tea. Whether Aunt Sophy
wanted much tea or not, they themselves were famished, and
they intended to make up for lost time,

CHAPTER 11,
Bowled Out !

% EA’S rendy, aunt.”
“Very well, George,” =aid Aunt Sophy, her voice
a trifle cold. ““Kindly help me to my chair.”

s “Oh; yes, aunt!”

Figgins belped Aunt Sophy to her chair; then he sat down
on his own—or, at least, he attempted to do s0. But at
the critical moment, unfortunately, Aunt Sophy’s elbow
shot out, catching the chair and moving it away.

%&urgfﬁ Figgins sat down with a bump on the carpet.

w

“Dear me!” gasped Aunt Sophy. “How vary unfortunata!
It was a sudden twitch of rheumatism. T often get them,
and Good gracious! My poor boy I'?

It was another spasm of rheumatism, just aa the old lady
was lifting her glass of water to her lips. The contents of
the glass was jerked out over the unfortunate Figgy just as
he was scrambling up. In her startled agitabion, Aunt
Sophy jumped up, her knees caught the table and jerked it.
A howl came from Kerr, Fatty Wynn just happened to be
pouring boiling water from the kettfe into the teapot, which
stood on the table, The boiling water splashed on the
table and in Kerr's lap.

“Yarrooooogh 1”

“Good gracious!” gasped Aunt Sophy. “What has hap-
pened now? Are you hurt, dear?”

Kerr was hurt. He grabbed a handkerchief and rubbed
frantically at his trousers. Tiggins stagpered to his feet,
locking very red, water streaming from his face and hair.
He also brought a handkerchief into use.

Figzins glarcd at his aunt; Kerr glared at her also. She
smiled at them, in no little concern.

“0h, I'm z0 very sorty, boys! I am afraid that was my
fault to some extent, George.’

Figgins & Co. more than agreed with her there, but they
said nothing, Tea procecded, Aunt Sophy starting on the
tarts. Tea was poured out, and Figgins took a gulp—he
felt he badly needed some sort of a refresher, -

Only one gulp he took, and then ke sprang to his feet,
choking and gasping and spluttering.

“Dear mo! Really, Georgie, what ever is the matter”
gasped Aunt Sophy, ugiing him very severely., “Is this
how they teach you to behave at table, George? T am sur-
prised—very much surprised!”

“Ow! Grooogh!” choked Figgins, swallowing the mouth.
ful of salted tea with a gulp and a horrid grimace. “QOw!
The—the beastly stuff’s full of salt! Fatly, vou idiot, what
did you put salt in the tea for—blow you?”

“Georgie—" gasped Aunt Sophy, quite shocked.

Fatty Wynn was staring, opén-mouthed, at hiz chum.
Just then Kerr—who had just sampled the tea to see what
was the matter with it—also leaped to his feet. He had
found out. Spluttering frantically, he ran to the fireplace.
But, thinking better of his intention, he followed Figgy's
noble example, and manfully swallowed the salty tea. -

“Bome fool's been monkeying with the tea!”" shouted
George Figgins, quite cross now. * Fatty, you born

idjot—

*Oh, really, Figgy!” said Fatty Wynn, taking a bite of
a sandwich, *1 just put the tea in in the ord— Ow!
Grooogh! Yaoocoop !

Fatty Wynn sprang to his feet, nearly upsetting the table,
an agonised expression on his fat features. Tlis mouth was
full, and twisted into the most weird contortionz. Tle fairly
danced about, spluttering and choking., Tears were stream-
ing down his scarlet face.
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As the disguised Monty Lowther scrambled up he felt that nis wig and bonnet were hanging loose. It was obviously time for

the School House Japer to go, and he went—with a rush.

“* After her!* roared Qeorge Figgins.

# After her—him 1" (Sea

Chapter 12.)

“Groooogh! Ow-wow! Grooogh!  Puiting mustard—

gug-gug I—into the sandwiches. Grooooogh [
¢ fairly tore the deor open and ran from the room.

‘“Well, this beats the band "’ gasped Figgins, giving the
astonished Aunt Sophby a strange look, “Look here, aunt,
did anybody come in here when we were out#”

“1 eertainly saw nobody; though I had-my eves elosed
for a:part of the time, dearest George. Bus what ever is
the matter? 1 really cannot stand the shock of this extra-
ordinary behaviour. I—I am very much disappoinied in
you, George. I have a very good mind to complain to your
father of the manner in which you behave to your relatives
when they visit you.” ' P

Figgins groaned. He hardly knew whether he was on his
head,or his heels, Somebody had obviously been playing
tricks with the food. Little Jdid he guess that it was the
work of Aunt Sophy.

“I—=T"in sorry, aunt!” he stammered. *“ Bomebody's boen
playing tricks in here. Don’t touch the sandwiches, dear.
I'd better examine the rest of the grub.”

He picked up the milk jug. and was examining the con-
tents closely, when Aunt Sophy’s arm jerked upwards just
as she was reaching for another tart.

Splash !

The contents of the milk jug shot up into Figgy's face.
He jumped back, milk streaming down his face and waist-
coat,

“Hood gracious! Oh, I am so very, very sorry, Georgie
dear !’ gasped the old lady, 1n great alarm. “It was another
twinge—a most severs one! 1 really do trust that my long
stay in Sussex will cure me of my distressing complaint.
Here, do let me wipe you down, darling one. How very,
very unfortunate I

And Aunt Sophiy jumped up impulsively from the table.

Unfortunately, {mr dress caught in the tablecloth—or co
it seemed—and there came a yell from Kerr.

“Look ouf, ma'am["

“What—why—"

Crash!

Figgy.

Clatter, clatter, clattes!

* Yarroooooogh 1

What had happened was scarcely clear tor the moment,
Apparently Aunt Sophy heard the warning ery too late. She
pulled the tablecloth half from the table as she moved, to
begin with. Then, as Kerr shouted, she whesled completely
vound with a jerk—quite finishing the job in real earnest,

The cloth swept off the table, and a cascade of crockery
and foodstuffs went to the floor with fearful crashes, The
teapot landed on Kerr's knees before following the rest to
the floor. WNaturally that hapless junior howled Rendishly
as the hot tea splasked gver him in a Bood

“G-good gracious! What ever has happened, Georgie?

Crash, crash, crashl

Oh dear! The shock—— OQw! I believe I am going to
faint away again, Georgie! P-please hold me. I Ow I”?
Amnt- Sophy clutched fechly at George Figgins. Thab

youth, already startled out of his wits by the *“accident,”
was far from being prepared to act as s support for a [aint-
ing lady. He promptly staggered backwards and sat down,
Aunt Sophy falling on top of him with no little foree.

“Yarroczh!" came in a gasping velp from the hapless
“Ow! You—you're squashing me, aunt| Ow!”’

At that moment the door flew open. Outside was a swarm
of scared juniors, attracted to the spot by the terrific crash
of breaking crockery.

They fairly blinked in at the scene. Fatty Wynn almost
fell down as he squeezed into the room and eyed the havec.

“Mum-my hat!” he gasped.

“ O-ooonooooch 1" came E’eom Aunt Sophy in a long gasp.
“My—my smelling-bgttle, Georgie dearest! P-please get
me m-mum-my smelling-bottle—guick! I d-dud-do believa
I'm going of again, Georgie! My e=melling-zaltst
O-oooooooger 17 :

George Tiggins, a ludicrous expression of hopeless despair
on his rugged features, scrambled wearily to his feet. ub
ha did not immediately rush for the smelling-ealts. He ran
to the door and sent it erashing-to, greatly to the disgust of
the highly-entertained onlookers in the deorway. But their
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disgust was short-lived. =~ Aunt Sophy gave a hysterical

plirielk.
~ “Air! T must have air, Georgie darling! Open tha
door! Open the window! Quick! Air! The door, my

sweetest sweet! Open the door! O-pooooocer [

The dazed and bewildered Figgins opened the door. There
was nothing else for it. Figgins was really at his wit's-end
by this time. Then he rushed to his aunt, and, with Kerr's
aid. the two managed to get her into a chair.

She very quickly recovered there, with the aid of the
smelling-salits. The crowd in the doorway looked on, not
knowing whethor to be alarmed or to go off into fits of
luughter, .

“Dh!" gasped Aunt Sophy, sitting wp at length, *‘I feel
mtich better now, I think you had better take me out in
iny bathchair now, dearest Georgie!”

“But—but———" Figgins gulped, and gazed hLelplessly ab
the crockery and foodstuffs on the floor.

*Dear me, yes!” exelaimed his aunt, following his glance
and frowning, “We really cannot leave the room in this
terrible state. Wa 1nust clean it up, my dears, Of course,
I intended to help you to tidy up the room, didn't 17
No; please do not closa the door yet, Georgie, I must have
air! You had better clear away this terrible mess whilst
I am recovering, derling.” E

*Y-yes, aunt!” ’

_Figgins exchanged dismal glances with his chums, and
they set to work clearing up. The broken crockery thoy
picked up and shoved in the coal-scuttle. What was left of
the food they piled into the cupboard. :

“Now we must take the carpet up, dears,” said Aunt
Sophy,

“ The—the carpeti" T

“Yes. We must scrub the floor, dearest. It is in a
shoeking state. It is not healthy to live in @ room that is
in such a state, boys. I feel it a duty I owe to your dear
daddie, Georgie, to insist upon this floor being thoroughly
swept and serubbed. s there a bucket and a scrubbing-
brush anywhere, dearest?”

“Y-yes, I suppose so, aunt. But look here—-"

*'Then get it. Be quick, please!” : \

“But, aunt,” begaaniggina, looking mutinouns, “it's a bit

thick ! ¥ _
C*Will vou refuse to obey your aunt, George?” snapped
Aunt Sophy, in an ominous tone. 1 am a very sweet-tem-
pered woman in the ordipary way. But I will not allow a
nephew of mine to disohey me. 1 am surprised at you,
George! Go and get a bucket of water and a serubbing-
tirush this very moment; also some soap and a sweeping
brush, I intend to take you in hand, George, during my
stay here. I fear vou are inclined to be lazy and untidy,
uot to say dirty. Gol” L

*Oh erumbs!” A

Figgins went, pushing angrily through the grinning crowd
in the deorway. But he went. He was beginning to think
his aunt was not in her right mind, in addition to bein
what his Cousin Jack had said she was, a “holy ferror.
1t was the fact that she had the reputation of being a holy
terror that made George Figgins obey now. He had a foel-
ing that if he didn’t he would be treated to a dose of Aunt
Sophy's terrible gamp, in addition to being reported to his
parents,

Meanwhile, Aunt Sophy had ordered Kerr and Tatiy
Wynn to take up the carpet. They started to do so, not
daring to refuse, the crowd round the doorway looking on
in great amazement and delight. Aunt Sophy leaned back
in the easy-chair and directed operations, passing remarks
that made the ears of Fatty and Kerr burn, and brought
gleeful gurgles from the onlookers.

Then Figgy came back, staggering under the weight of
a bucket of water in one hand, and a bar of soap and a
serubbing-brush in the other. He had manazed to obtain
them from the kitchen regions—when the cook wasn't
fooking.

The crowd round the doorway opened out to male room
for him. Water slopped from the bucket over the floor and
over Figgy's legs.

“Here you are, aunt!” mumbled Figgy, almost savagely.
“1 couldn't get hold of a sweeping-brush.”

. “Never mind, George. We will dispense with the sweep-
ing-brush. You had better serub the floor, and your two
friends’can use cloths to wipe it dry afterwards.”

“Oh erumbs!”

Flg%? had imagined that his aunt intended to scrub the
floor herself. He had been wondering what on earth the
fellows would think about such a thing—a relative of a
St Jim's fellow visiting the school and' scrubbing one of the
floors, Certainly they would realise she was eccentric—
perhaps worse.  But now Figgy realised the truth., 8he
only intended to direct operations,

It was too thick for words. But it had to be done.

Figgy knelt down and made a start. after a savage glare
et the cackling crowd and a truly ferccious glare at his
sunt. Figgins felt no affection whatever for Aunt Bophy.
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Fatty Wynn and Kerr felt less than that; but they rum-
maged in the cupboard, found some old rags, and the
1m1_mlppy frio ljeF&n, the job, anxious only fo get it /'done as
swiftly as possible. ]

ﬁcrub, w[:ubf; sc;ub, serub! .

was a back-aching, tiring job, and very wet and sloppy.
Subdued but almost ﬁ}rsterimi chuckles and cheers gregﬁ*d
their efforts from the crowd in the doorway. They couldn's
uite understand the business, excepting that it was preti.
clear the “old girl " was “potty,” and %?iggins & Co. were
pottier " still to obey her. Bul it was all very amusing
and entertaining.

1t did not go on for very long, however, “Just aa Figgins
himself was making up his mind to “chuelk * the wretehed
i?b and chance the consequences, there came an interrup-
ion,

From outside the open window, in the quad below, the
sound of rushing wheels on gravel and yells of laughter
had been beard for some moments in the distance. But now
they became clearer suddenly, and then followed the
Emﬁlnds of shouts and struggling, mingled with laughter.

‘Dear me!” pgasped Aunt Sophy.” **What ever is the
matter?”

She rose and leaned out of the window., As s matter of
fact, Aunt Sophy—otherwize Monty Lowther—was feeling
bit tired of the game. Moreover, Lie saw quite clearly thas
Figgy & Co. were on the verge of open mutiny, and ﬂlm!. if
could not last much longer—for that day, at all ev Ho
Lowther welcomed the interruption, hoping it would give
him the chance to make his departure safaly.

What he saw in the guadrangle below was what he had
helf-expected to see.  Around tho ancient bathchair a
swarm of juniors were struggling and fizhting desperately,
amid yells of laughter and wrath. Tom Merry, lake,
Manners, Dighy, Herries, and D'Arcy wera fairly in the
midst of it, hopelessly outnumbered by New House fellows.
But others were rushing up to join the fray from every
quarter, )

What had happened was simple enough. In the abzence
of Aunt Sophy and Figgins & Uo., the New House juniors
had taken charge of the bathchair, and were having
a high old time giving each other rides Tound the quad-
rangle in it. Then Tom Merry & Co, liad happened on the
scene, As they had hired the chair for the afternoon, and
as they wera responsibla for its safety, they naturally
“chipped in,” to save it from damage at the hands of the
hilariouz joy-riders. -

The sight of the commotion below gave Lowther his
chance, however—or he imagined it did. He gave a shrill
shriek, and shook his fists at those helow.

“My bathchair!” shrieked Aunt Sophyr.
voung ruffians! My dear old bathechair!
from the hands of those vandals!™

With that Aunt Sophy made a rush fer the study door-
way. Unfortunately, she trod on the picce of soap just by
Figey's wet hand.

The next moment the onlookers were treated to a strange
feat of acrobatics, as Aunt Sophy strove desperately to keep
her balance, But it was in vain.

Her feet went from under her and, élawing desperateiv
at Figgins she went down with a erash, knocking the
bucket over as she did so. ;

The next moment Aunt Sophy, Figgins, and Kerr were
mixed up in a yelling heap on the floor, fairly wallowing
in the soapy, dirty water that flooded the floor,

“Ha, ha, hat”

A certain amount of restraint had been shown until now
by the giggling crowd round the doorway, which had grown
considerably by this time. But as Auni Sophy performed
her weird and wonderful evolutions before crashing down-
wards, they could not help laughing.

They ronred.

Figgins, Kerr, and Aunt Sophy roared in a different
manner. It was a real aceident this time, and Lowthor
himself was hurt He was also very wet. He scrambled
up desperately, for in a vague sort of way he felt that Lis
wig and bonnet were hanging loose, His ringlets were
certainly dangling before his staring eyes.

It was obviously time for the School House japer to go,
and he went—with a rush!

“You -fearful
I must save it

—

CHAPTER 12.
After the Feast—The Reckoning!

& ARROOQGH!”
i “Look out!”
Crash, crashl
; Monty Lowther charged the crowd in the door-
way like a bull at a gate. Yells of startled amazement weut
up. The crowd parted—Monty Lowther sent them spinning
to right and left by the sheer fores of his rush,
“After her!” roared George Figgins, scrambling fran-

.

tically to his feet. * After her—him!"
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A gudden, terrible thought had come to George Piggim

of the New Housze. He had ecanght only a glimpse of ihe
disarranged bonnet and hair, but it had been enough. In
a flash George Figgins thought he saw it all, though he

- ngver dreamed, as yet, the identity of the masquerader.

But she—he—obviously was a masquerader! ;

It was a terrible thought, and yet one that brought relicf
to George Figgins. But the thought was: accompanied by
something elee—a seething, burning rage that brought Figgy
to his feet with a wild howl of fury.

“ After him!”

He dashed out, making confusion worse in the passage.
Kerr followed, his ewn fzee crimson with sudden rage an
humiliation. He also had " tumbled "—having got a_hetier
view of Aunt Bophy’s disarranged headgear and wig—for
it clearly was a wig! -

“ After the howling rotter IV

There was a brief, scrambling struggle in the passage,
and then, leaving the crowd to sort themselves out, Figgins
and Kerr tore on again. They sighted the female figure
ahead just swarming on to the hanisters.

‘Fowther meant to get downstairs guickly by the 'time-
henotred method of sfiding down the banisters.
Efriigrtnna.te]y' for him, he had overlooked the f[act that
hedwps wearing a skirt. ]

\..Egﬁégt. skirt was Lowther's undoing—in more ways than
ol
| Unfamiliar with the New House banisters, he failed to

untice that where the stairs turned was a knob sticking up

:from the smooth, shining rails. It was a “snag” which
New Houso fags and juniors for generations had regretted.

i Jiowther sighted it as he was sweeping down at a terrific
speetl; and he put on the brake as best he could. By a
ctperiiuman effort he just managed to pull up in time, but
the sudden jerk cauted him to overbalance.

“*Look outl”

J % 0h, great Scott!? :

' "Prom above came yells of alarm as Lowther urched over
—vells of alarm that turned to howls of laughter as
‘Latwiher was seen to be hanging upside down by his skirt,
whieh had eanght on the knob in seme mmiraculous manner.
- *“Ha, ha, hal”

Towther's trousers were in full view of all, and a perfect
shriek of laughter went up as the fellows, rushing along
the landing above, arrived, saw, and understood.

“Ha, ha, hai”

. “Help!” roared Lowther frantically. “Help! Oh crumbs! -

(R1)

Help, you cackling idiota!
There really was little danger, for the floor was only a few

feet below him. But he would certainly have had & nasty

“erack had he fallen, and so Lowther howled for help.

The help came quiekly enough. 2
.. “Collar him!? hiszed Figgins. “IJold him!

‘like that!"

Haif a dozen New Houee men grabbed at Lowther's skirt
oand held on, Reaching down, Yiggy grabbed at his wig
. .apg bonnet. Both came off, revealing o youthful erop of
short hair. ! ;

. It. was quite enough to show the idenlity of the
_masquerader. *

“Lowther I

“That—that rotter Lowther!"

‘v Teowas a howl from Kerr, and a perfect shriek from
‘(Geotge Figging.
- Piggins choked, : -

‘As the events of a lifelime flash hefore the mind’s eye
of a drowning person, so the events of that terrible after-
noon flashed across the mind’s eye of George Fipgins.

Bafore his wild msh from the study George Figgins had
thoughtfully prabbed up Aunt SBophy's brolly, and he was
zlad he had now.

“Hold him !" he choked. “Put him aeross the banisters!”

The next moment the brolly was brought into play with
a will, and Lowther was in_a very sumitable pesition to
regeive punishment, the New House fellows having hauled
im up half aeross the banisters, with his head hanging
downwards.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“ Yarrooooooop!'! roared the practical joker of St. Jim's.
* Yoooocoo! Stoppit! Oh erumbs!”

Figgy did not stop it—he laid on with a will,
stopped abruptly as a ery sounded.

“Cavel Ralty!” -
“Oh, my hat!?

" ““Bring him to enr siudy!”™ panted Figgins. ' Quick—
'Yatik him alongl”
%%V hat-ho I o e

The ery of cave had come from downstairs somewhere,
and without waiting for the Housemaster to show himself,
the New House fellows laid hands on the struggling Lowther

Eeep him

PBut he
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and fairly ran him to Figging' study.  They rushed dyide
and closed the deor, -

“Now,” panted Figgins, “we've gol you, my pippinl
Oh, you—you—you—-" Words failed Figgine,

“Bmash him!* gasped Kerr. “Smash him!
what we’ve gone through, Figgy!”

“Don’t forget the grub!” howled Tatty Wynn, almost
daneing in his rage as he remembered the picnie-basket.
“That's why the grub disappeared. this afternoon! Put
the awful spoofer through it, Figgy!”

“And our study!” shouted Re_lg[crn. “He's ragged our
study—made a fearful muck of things. Scrag the rotter!
Rub his head in this muck on the floor!”

“Good wheeze!” snapped Figgins, “Then we'll paink
his- silly ehivvy. with t.ll'nagt green paint you got for your
locker, Kerr! On the balll” :

“Leggo!” roared Lowther in great -alarm.
a j-joke. Leggo!” £
But the New House fellows wanted their joke now. And
they had it—at Lowther's expense this time. His head was
rabbed over the sloppy floor, and then it was rubbed in
the cinders in the hearth, Next, a bottle of ink was poured
over his back, and finally his face was pamnted o vivid
green with the paint Kerr had bought for his locker.

In his female attire, the hapless ii'onty Lowther looked
a most weird 'and wonderful sight. The New House fellows
howled with laughter—all excepting Figgins & 'Co., who
hadn't a ghost of a laugh between them, e

“Now a dozen good ones with a erickel-stumyp, and then
we'll collar his blessed bathchair—goodness knows whom it
belongs fo—and tie him in it!” snapped Figgins. “Then
we'll give him a procession round the blessed gquad. Buck
up! Wa've none too much time!" : ;

*“(ond cgg!l®

“Ow! Grooogh! Look here—"

But Lowther’s protests were unavailing. His caplors
were merciless, He wase placed in a suitable position across
a chair, and then a cricket-stump was brovght inte play.
George Figgins wielded 1%, and he did net err en the side
of merey.

Lowther roared with anguish.

But the price had to be paid. Really, Lowther had more
than overdone things that afterncon. ‘Now it scemed that
Viggins was determined to everdo things alse.

The ordeal ended at last, however. Then the hapless
practical joker was rushed downstairs and out into the
quad,

Apparently Tom Merry & Co. had beer vouted hy
superior numbers, for the New House were in possession
of the bathchair, which was looking rather battered by
this time. 3

“In with the rotter!” panted Figgins. :

Lowther, his green-painted face contorted still wwith
anguish, was forced into the bathchair and tied there.
Then a big card was produced and tied across his chesé.
On the card was the inseription:

Remember

“It was only

“LOWTHER, THE JOKER!
Three Bhies for Nix!
Roll Up And Takoe Your Turn!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the New House fellows,

The procession started, a hurried search beingz made for
suttable missiles to throw at Lowther, the Joker,

“Help!”? shrieked Lowther. “Help! Rescue, Schaol
House! Roscue! Oh, my hat! School House! Rescue!”

Almost at once ithe eall was answered—fortunately for
Monty. There was a rush of feet,-and Tom Merry’s voica
rang out clearly:

“Go for 'em! Bchool House for ever!”

“VYaas, wathah! Give the wottahs socks, deah boys!”

“Back up, New Hounzel”

“Yoooop !" roared Lowther, as the tide of hatile surged
vound the bathchair, and half a dogzen fellows fell struggling
over him, “Oh, my hat! Help!”

Amid a chorus of hoots and yells, the battle swarmed
now one way and new another. But the School House
fellows were coming up in force now, and gradually the
New House, guarding their prisoner desperately, were
forced back.

“They've got Lowther!” roared Tom Merry., “Go for
‘em! No quartoer, chaps!” .

A shout of alarm snddenly sounded above the uproar.
however, followed by the unmusical swishing of a cane. A
chorus of howls followed {hat.

(Cantinued an page 28.) Y
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_'IH_! CONCLUDING CHAPTERS of our rousing adventurs serial, in which the three pals reap their reward in the
£ ' * heart of Australia! - : i

& TheTrail

of T

G

e g - . g
By PERCY A. CLARKE.
- INTRODUCTION,
Trailed aeross tivo contineats by a garg of cunning crooks, Steve Barrett

in possession of a Black Ruby, evenfually reaches England. With the
aid of this Blacl; Ruby, Stere has hopes of making his fortune, for the
vithy <& the key lo a cleim of land in Stony Gorge, %unmrthd, vich in
precions stones, The erooks, however, sueceed in goining possession of
the Black Ruby end male good their escape. Steve enlists the services
of Bob Crompton and Sud Dyson, two plucky atbletic fellows, with whoi
he sele off in a wild dash south on the trail of the Black Ruby. After a
8aries of exciting adventires, the china retrieve the precious stone and board
the Muakarance, bound for Australio, Sweetman and his gang also get
eboard, but their efforts to vegain the coveted jewel prove of little avail,
Yor the chums jump ship when nearing Perth and reach shore under cover
of darlness. Lafer, they are wayloid by a gong of toughs in the pay of
Suwestman.,  Although Steve iz wounded in the flerce fight which ensucs,
the chums succeed tn foiling the enemy. Their perilous journey across the
terrible expanse of arid desert scems oil in vain, for when Steve dashes off
fo register hiz claim, Sweetman and liz gangy crowd inte the camp, elrip
the chums of their knives, and secure thefr weists behind their backs.

{(Now pead on.)
Sweetman is Desperate !
ARL SWEETMAN came shouldering his way
through the throng of toughs, with Twisty
Baker close beside him. He eyed the pals leer-
ingly, and lit a cigarette. Then he frowned, turning
to Al Wong.

“Found it?" he asked.

The Chink shook his head sullenly.

“Frigk 'em for it!” ordered Sweetman.

Bully Mahon searched Syd, then Bob, then Gentleman
Jack. “Karl Sweetman sat on a rock and watched the
proceedings. Most of all, he was interested in Gentle-
man Jack. '

“T've met you before somewlere,” he said. “Who
the dickens are you, anyway #”

“Me? Obh, I'm Gentleman Jack! And I know yom,
Sweetman, as the biggest crook Down Under.”

Sweetman didn’'t proceed with the matter.

“Where's Steve Barrett?” he wanted to know.

“Sure I don’t know,” grinned Gentleman Jack.

Sweetman’s face flushed angrily

“I'm not in the mood for fooling!” he snarled.
“Where’s Barrett? You boys going to spill the beans ™

“Is it likely ?* queried 'BOE sneeringly.

. "lxlwfuily sorry you miss him so much
i

2%
!

mocked

Sweetman tossed away the stub of his cigarette, rosc
to his feet, and stood before his prisoners.

“You haven't got the ruby?” he snapped.

“No, boss,” agreed Bully Mahon. *Not en them.”

“And it doesn’t matter a lot,” continned Sweetman.
“You have kindly staked the claim for me. What I
want to know is, where iz Bteve Barrett? I want the
answer—quickly !”

“Find out!" rasped Bob,
you'll get.™

Sweetman leered triumphantly.

“I'm no fool,” he said. “We thought we'd stampeded
a horse last night, but I s'pose Steve got away to
register this claim,”

“What a brain ! murmured Gentleman Jack.

“But I can spoil that game 1" snarled the erook boss.
“Buppose I say I staked this claim and you guys jumped
it? What about that? And what’s the penalty for
iﬂngp!ing claims in this part of the world? Tell me

a .'II

Twisty Baker grinned- and jerked his head towards
the side of the gorge. 'A tree grew there, about the
only tree for miles, and that was dead, without a leai
upen it The gaunt trunk stood there with about a
couple of sturdy boughs, stark and bare.

“We've got some rope,” he suggested.

Sweetman nodded.

“Better make it snappy,” he said. “Dead men—ani
hoys—tell no tales, If Barreit should twrn up with a
posse of Rangers String ’em up, boys! 1'll -teach
‘em to double-cross me!”

The toughs seized the pals and hustled them across
the gorge with scant ceremony to the gaunt skeleton
of the one and only tree. Twisty Baker came with rope,
forming a noose as he came, a grin on his thin face.

Syd and Bob looked tense and stern. This was not
the sort of end to their adventures they wounld have
planned. It seemed as if Gentleman Jack’s gamble
against time was a gamble against overwhelming odds,
and he had lost. ;

But Gentleman Jack was grinning.

“That's the only answer

He idly seanned
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tlie sides of the gorge. His eyes were keen. From long

living in loneliness in the bush he could read the signs

of Nature guicker than most. e was as good a scout

as any black fellow. And over the rocky ledges at one

end of the gorge was clond, hardly distinguishable, and

¥et a cloud—not a rain eloud, but a dust cloud.
Gentleman Jack went on grinning.

The End of the Trail!

N a grim crowd the toughs gathered avound the
gaunt tree. Twisty Baker tossed one end of the
rope over one of the sturdy boughs,

“Whe's first?” he wanted to know

“One of the boys!” snapped Sweetman.

“But wait a bit, boss,” put in Bully Mahon. “We
ean pop ?t-hem off any old time., Why not get rid of the
big ouy?” ;

i Qu"‘d?eman Jack laughed ontright

Thanks for the compliment,” he said. “That. means
I'in the most dangerous It's open to argument, isn't it,
Swpetinan, seeing that these two pals have got the better
ofi ryon. after all, although you chased 'em round the
world?"”

i O not with
1 dnsnal'le!l Sweetman. ‘'If
ye@; want to go first, you can.
it mind,”

% Please yourself—it's all the
saghe’ to me,” said Gentleman
Jagk pleasantly, one cye on
that clond of dust, which was

arguing

coming mnearer and growing
darker. *But let's get this
straicht.”

&80t what straight?”
queried Sweetman.

“Well, you'll have to

account for ms being missiug,
won't you? When Steve comes
baek he'll get worried if we're
not here to receive him.”
“Don’t you worry " snarled
Baker, “If Steve comes back
Lie’ll join you wherever it is
youw'ts going.”

“Qyre, that’s ‘tongh on
Steve I” grinned Gentleman
Jacdl” *But what I mean—

vou're going to tell the world
you staked this claim and we
jnmped it.”

“That's it,” agreed Rweet-
m E}LllT
“But won't the officials

weorder why yom mnever sent
someone to register the elaim,
seéing you've got ahout o
hundred hullies to help you
bump off one man and two
young fellers? Rather strange

yor' - mever registered the
claim.?’
“How d’yon know I
haven't?” snapped Sweet- ;
mnan.
“Bimple 1" retorted Gentle-
man Jack. “You donm’t know
the measurements and the
situation. Steve does, and

Steve has registered, if you
want to know anything.”
Sweetman rapped out an
oath, and waved his hand.
“‘String ‘em up!’ he eried,
“T'm not going to stand here

arguing with that douhle-
crosser.”

“But how will you explain
things to the Government

officials ®” persisted Gentleman
Jack,
“What’s that to do with

you?” snarled Sweetman.

wash over it us it comes to rost

to rest under the shadow of the Devan cliffs.
.'.;ﬁdlf.’u over the grey hull —voices, strange snd foscign, deift with the breese
to the shore, 'Then all is =till and zilent agzain,

frjend. Rn&_nn_v, And Rodney—he's quite different from Dap.
wiry, and with pluck equal to Dan Lea's,

gripped by that faccinating etvle of
line with the knowledge that HERE 1S SOMETHING GREAT in adventure
storivs. You will he THRILLED |

.
See Below ! a7
“You're going where there isn’t any Government and
no Black Rubies, ecither. Get busy, Baker. Take one
o’ them boys first.”

“No. F'li go first,” said
before honesty, so te speai.”

“1 won't have that,” put in Bob.
isgn’t really your guarrel.” :

“Quite right,” agreed Syd. " We've come across the
world on this stunt, and Sweetman has more up against
ns than him.” 3

Bully Mahon chuckled grimly.

“If this doesn't heat all ! he eried. “Gosh! Wlio
ever heard of guys having a row over who's going te
ltave his neck stretehed first !™

“But listen,” said Gentleman Jack.
you two. 1 live alone in the bush. If I go out no one
will worry a lot. I know Steve would be sorry, and he
wouldn't rest until he'd ot Sweetman and cverybods
who helped him inside gaol. Yeou hear that, Sweetman?
You may have the whiphand, but Stove will get youn
sooner or later. 1 give you fair warning.”

Gentleman Jack. " Age

“Hang it all, tids

‘I'm older t]:a.z';

“Oh, finish it, Baker !” snapped Sweetman.
(Concluded on page 28.)

Against the watery western suntet hovers a huge grey shadow, shapelows

at first in the gethering gloewm, then becoming more clesriv defiped a5 it
maoves du\\'n EEHH'erS‘
faint echoes amaonz the gaunt, highly-colawred cliffs of Davon.

A low dromming sound Glls-the air, and swalens

Swich ! The grey shape gently touches {he aw’ir!ii—ug waler, and sqft w'.f\-_r.-s

From out of the sky. from out of the unknown, this grey monster bas come
Mysterious fgures mave to

And that is the start of the GREAT ADVENTURE for Dan Lea srad hie

chum, Rodney Blake.

;
Dan—he's a pure san of Devon, burly, courageous, and faithiul to his
[mpulsive,

What is the connection between the grey monster fram the skics and Dan

and Rodney 3 Therein lies the tale—s tale full of amazing adventures,
strange lands and peeples, penned in that sparkling manner of Leclie
Beresford, well-known 25 an author of quality ta many bovs and girls,
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Right fram the very first intraduction of the twe chums. you will he
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WEEK !
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Gentleman Jack BfDl‘i]_}Dll fOI'Wald towards the 1011"]1-
and-ready gallows, =

“All right,” hegaid, grinning, “I'm ready, if you
are. But let me sy my last” say. You fellows here ‘are
due for a shock btfarc long. If there is anyone hete
prepared to release me and “stand by me and thege two!
boys, I’ll promise to 'plead for them at the court.’)

 Plead 2 echoed Baully Mahon. “At the conrt? Wil“t{
court 2

“Court of law, ﬂnfk hicad
E'Np“. 32

“String hime up!” reared ‘Sweetman. “You pack of
idiots | r(‘.tm.’c you ‘see he's \m::‘smrr onr time for the
purposc ? Baker! String— 0

But Gentleman Jack guffawed as, with a whoop of
triumph, came a erowd of hersemen into the gorge.

“Steve P yelled Gentleman Jack hilariously.

There was Steve leading the way.- The scarlet eonts
of the bush Rongers made a weleome splash of colour in
the rock-strewn valley as they charged to the resceme.

The crooks Lroke and fled up the gorge, but another
posse came in ot the other end, and they were trapped.

zDusty, perspiring, but grinning, Steve ﬂm%&poﬂ from
his horse and severed their bonds with his clasp-kuifc.
He gripped hands with Gentleman Jack and slapped
the boys on the backs heartily.

““Done it, chums ! he cried.

- ghire gob them erooks corralled.’

§ Registered your elaim?” ﬂmkod Bol.

Steve suddenly looked ficree,
 “8are, I've registered OUR elaim ! he
“Becanse, now yon'ro liere, chums, you two
w:ltl] me, equal shares.  Gness you've carned it

‘Gentleman Jack nodded aoroement

* retorted Gentleman Juc:l..

And the T..nlﬂ‘u hiave

“etorted,
stamd it

“And must you really go back inte thi busli 7"
queried Syd, 5

It 1-11'( a cose of must, chum,” repliad Gontleman
Fack, “I prefer it.”

And a few hours before sunset, when all was peace
in Btony Gorge, Gentleman Jack qluc‘lls‘ vode baeck
towards lhis lnm‘l\' glet amongst the mountains to the
west, close to the heart of the Never-Never Land,

Bj‘ that time Karl Sweetman and his gang were nude
lock and key in Stonyville, Much w yutod iu the police
Sweetman, Al Woug, Twisty Baker, and Bully Mahon
dily received hife while their reinforeements

EPNEOILCOS,

were  punished according to the enormity of  thei
offenees.
Steve. Syd. and Beh remained in Stony Govoe awd

O‘J'.Llﬂll‘llil.' extracted o fortuuo "Iinu;‘l: from . ilie floar of
the valley.
The Tiail of the Black Tuby had come

THE END.

to an emd !

{Well, elms. 1 ean almost hear yon say fore sorry
you wre thal Hhis magnificent codveenture yarn Hins eonme
o an ewd. Dut achy worvy, theve’s another treal in
store fn: “THE PLYING FPISH! Y the apening instal-

tu--gr-iig'ii-n-unn--w-.n-.uq.nq.nm»-.u-u

“GEORGE’S. AUNT!”

%

/
E' 3 (Conr«;mled from page 25.) : ’

--ll-nﬁ-u--.---.n-n..n-.si-ﬁ-u*-nm--.n-.- t-h-.u-‘-nz

£4 ],rugﬂ\ out! Iuml;1rc: i
F0h; my ]1.’11 14 /
It was the signal | for hostilitics to  coass Nebody

drearne d of keeping on—with Kildare, the 1npmm of St
alsp on the warpath, The crowd broke and sealtered.
n=—u last sporting act—ent Lowther free before he

dashed wway, Tom '\Ier\ end Manners grabbed the goasp-
ing practie eal joker ond rushed him tewards the School
House, The was ended, In ons minute only Kild: Ui'
—and the battered armehnir—wore left on the feld of
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