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A GRIPPING LONG COMPLETE .STORY OF TOM

Right from the ouiset of his
job as captain of 8t. Jim's,
Tom Merry of the Shell knew
that he would be faced by
problems more difficult than
he had ever experienced be-
fore. But for afl that he
never dreamt of the terrible
cuty he would be called upon
to perform !
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CHAPTER 1. a8
Trouble Brewing ! ==
i ERE we are!”
H Monty Lowther of the ‘-H- 11 at 2t
‘[11111 ]14&11!!‘ that remark  as Lo *
nllrlllil he eorner of the corridoy
that led info the Sixth Form pussage in tho
School Hon

) Lowther was not alone in this visit
it lofty regions of the Sixth, Manner
was with Iim, and so were Blake & Co. nt
the Iourth. There wore determined Jooks
upon the faces of all of them as they tramped
wlong the passage towards the end study.

One of the study  doors apened,
scowling face of Knox, of the Rixth, glared
out at :he-m It was tea- fime, and Knox was

=m|:|:||v that the =90tuteh in the pazsage had been thoze of
|00 “'I"’-

and the

fol lo\w Knox scowled,

"What are you young bounders deing up here:” e

|1.|I‘—]1n‘nl
That’s m‘:f Yol

: business, s it1* grvinned Jack Blake
Lllu‘JII”\ “And sity killed the B
. nil euriosity killed the cat, you I\]-:)\\.
\o cheek ™ roaved h:m\
“As o matter of fact,” echuekled Monty

are on a visit to the captain of St. Jim's.”

Knox looked taken aback for the moment. Then hLe
growled something under his breath, and slammed the doot.
It was a sere point with Gerald Knox that visits to the
Sixth Form passage on the part of juniors were fairly
irequent now that Tom Merry had been clected captain of
St. Jim's.

That election was a sore point with several of fthe
Rixth, in faet. But they had only themselves to blame
for it. When |\i|l§.L1't"'l. the old captain, had v ned, after
some warm nmne hetween himself and the Head of St.

] Kildare having wrongly punished an

Lowther, “we

e a mistake at +iq_1r'= Kildare had I‘JE'E‘TI
sedl. j'lu=\ had accordingly dec i\_"..l between them
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that none of the Sixth should stand for the vacant

captaincy. In this way they had hoped to force the Head
to ask Kildave to reconsider his vesignation, But the Head

had beaten them by a startling move.

Dr. Holmes had: rr‘plled to the Bixth-Former's nltimatum
by leaving the post of captain open to anyone in the school !
The result had been stuggering enough. A junior in the
Shell had won the election! Tom ’\Ir‘rn previously junior
captain, had been elevated to the lofty .‘mk of captain of
?'51'. Jim's,

Tt had taken the school a little while to get used to that

tate of atfaivs. But Tom had soon shown that he had to
im taken seriously.

He ruled with az firm a hanc! as Kildare had done. Those
fellows who had been unwise emough to imagine that they
W nuhl Le able to do as they liked now that a fellow-junior
was in the seat of power, had soon found out their error!
Even Tom’s own rhums had suffered from Tom's ashplant
an decasion !
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But though he had proved himsclf a good skipper, Tom
Merry had soon found out that being captain of St. Jim's
was not all honey. 3

It was pleasant enough to have a study in the Sixth
TForm passage, to have fags at one’s beck and call, to be
above the usual echool rules, such as locking-up time and
bounds-breaking, and to have command over the very
prefects who in the past had handed out punishments to
him for many junior escapades. But on the other hand
Tom was beginning to find that the responsibilities of his
new post weighed a little heavily at times on his young
shoulders,

And, strangely enough, it was his own chums who had
proved the worst thorn in the side of the new captain of
St Jim’s.

Bang|

Jack Blake knocked on the door of Tom Merry's study,
and opened it with a crash as Tom's voice from within
bade him enter. Blake & Co. and Manners and Lowther
marched in.

‘om was seated by the window, with a bock on his lap.
But he had not been reading the book, There was a

FAMOUS CHUMS

-

OF ST, JIM'S!

MARTIN
Py elirForD

thoughtful frown upon the new captain’s nsually cheery
face. Evidently Tomn Merry was in a thoughtful mood.

A Third Form fag waz busy making toast for the
captain's tea, and a kettle was boiling on the hob. Tom
glanced at his visitors, then at the fag.

“Lay for another half-dozen, kid!” he grinned.

“We've not weally come to tea, deah bey,” began Arthue
Avgustus D'Arcy  doubtfully, The swell of St Jim's
adjusted his ecelebrated everlass to survey the crisp slices
of toast that the fag was buttering. “Howevah, if you
nsist e

“1 do insist,” said Tom, with a smile.
Herries, will you?"

A change had come over the faces of Tomm Merry's unex-
pected visitors.

They had marched into the study looking very determined
—almost grim in fact. 'This cheery invitation to stay to
togti seemed rather to have taken the wind out of their
sails!

“Well, i’z jolly nice of you, Tommy,” said Manners,
rather awkwardly. “But, as a matlter of fact, we're hero
on bizney, so to speak—"

“We wanted a word with the jolly old skipper of St.
Jim's,” explained Monty Lowther,

“I gea Never mind—stay to tea, and gas at the eamae
time, if vou've come to gas,” answered Tom. “What's the
trouble, anyway?”

“Tell you later on,” said Blake briefly, glancing at the
fag, who was busily rattling out more plates and cups on to
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the big table But & few minutes later the fag had gone,
his job finished. Tom Merry pulled up chairs to the table
for his guests. :

“Now,” said Tom, as they all sat down, “what’s in the
wind, you chaps?” ;

Blake belped himself to a slice of toast, and coughed.

“Ahem! It's about Figgins!™

“Oh! I see.”

Tom Merry frowned. e

Figgins, oi the New House, had been elected junior
captain_when *he post had fallen vacant on Tom's promo:
tion. The Schoal House had strongly objected o Figgins
rule, however, from tho first—and to Figgy’s selection of a
junior footer team in particular!

As o result the rivalry between the fwo Houses had
flamed out with dangerous bitterpess. There was trouble
brewing—lots of 11! No one knew, this beiter than did
Tom Merry himself. _

1t was unlucky for Tom that the trouble between the
two Houses had zappened under his captainey. But he was
determined to do the right thing, and show no favouritism
10 the School House, simply because he himself was a School
House fellow As captain of St. Jim's, he had to be strictly
impartial. The School House juniors had hoped for an ally
in Tom; but already Tom was making 1t clear to thc‘m
that they were very much out of their reckoning in that

spect ]
re.‘p§_(;m; it's shout Figgins!” nodded Arthur Augustus.
“As you know, deah boy, since Iiggins has been jupior
captain, he has been dwoppin’ nearly all the School }I_o_}aae
men fwom theh footah i—.eanlx_. a:llg puttin’ in a lot of New
5 undahs in their place!” 3
Hgt{‘r?h b,?‘ gnorted He‘rrie&? “in the last match against Gr’e;.y-
friars there were only four School House chapa playing!

“And, of cousse, TB gothlicked;’; broke in Dighy hotly,

reading jam fiercely on his toast.
sp}'?iii:o%i F}’ echoed yMonty Lowther, “We were worse

" than licked. Greyfriars picked up our team and dropped
it in the mud and trod on it1” :

#Well 77 said Tom, a triflo impatiently. : ;

“ Aftar that,” went on Blake, “ wouldn't you have t:m}.z&; it
even Piggins would have had the common or hgm‘ en
decency—and sense—to make a few alterations In his Yag-
time team? But has he?” : .
“Np!” hooted Manners and Herries and Digby in one
1ce.

“Blake leaned across-the table towards Tom Merry ﬁmﬂ.
banged a fist on the cloth, so that the cups rattled in their
saucers. 5 t s
“ Figgina has the cheek fo say is going |
same g!:gam against the Grammar Br,]::mf on Satuthrldny], as
he played against Greyfriars!” mare‘(‘i Blake bg;a. essly.

“T know,” nodded Tom quietly. lf"lggy told me sofl ;
“¥ou tako it vewy coolly, deah boy, complained Arthur
Aungustus.

’I"im shrugged his shoulders,

“Piggins iz junior akipperi_l” hehanri-;ﬁ;:g shortly.

right to select any team he I¥ ”
hg&?Bﬂ]tBnolF to show rotten favouritism to the'New chsu;»eh{
burst out Blake hotly. “That's what we won t gtand! This
yotten favouritism! We won't stand ih——

“Rather not!” " e it
£ t's why we've come sae you, ;o eub
in ﬁﬁmg:; “Ygu're cn.lpr.n.in of the .school,_an_d.a.buvs
Figgins although you stil play footer in the junior teaﬁn
under Figgins! But, as captain of the'scht’:?l, you can jolly

well make him alter the team il you like!

“Heah, heah!”

“What about it?” cried Blake. Sy

Me: ut down his tea-cup. There was a dark Lrowil
onT?.‘.?; fmr;:y Pi‘or a moment he did not speak. Then he
said slowly:

“R&t&i” 3 - : 5
*PBai Jove! Woeally. deah boy-—— i
“When I was junior skipper, Kildare never interfered
with me,” said Tom quietly. “8o I den't intend to start
interfering with the present junior skipper, now I'm in
Kildare's shoes. I've toid you ihat before, as a matter

“He

of fact. And it's flat!” - 2
“Qh!” There was o look of dismay on Blake's face.
I(But ”

“There are no ‘buts' about it!” snapped Tom sharply.
“I'm backing up Figgins! Don't forget, too, that I'm
gkipper, and it's my duty to look after law and order. I
you fellows want trouble, you'd hetter look out. I shan't
stand any nonsense—New House fights, and so on. See?”

“Ahem! Yes, but——" y

Tom rapped the table with a determined fist.

“And listen to me, you silly asses!” he exclaimed.
“VYou're all right off the rails about Figgy! I tell
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you it isw't faveuriiisim that has made Figgins put a lot
more New House men in the team:. You may not believe
that, but U'm dead cerfain it’s true, TFiggins isn't that kind,
He’'s sure that the team he has chosen is the best possible,
and the fact that Greyfriars licked them proves notgu'ng_. in
bis opinion. They might have licked any team we'd put
up, for 2ll we know—that’s what Figgins says!”

“Rort of fat-headed thing he would say!” grunted Blake.

“I’'m bhanged if 1 agree with you, Tommy!” cut in
Manners.  “Wa had a meeting, after afternoon classes
to-day; all the School House, Shell, and Fourth. And
we've come to a unanimous resolution about Figgins!” -

“What's that 1™ asked Tom. :

“Why, that he's shewing rotten favouritism!*
Blake, breaking in before Manners could answer. “And
we've decided that no School House chap will play in
Figgins' team as long as he shows favouritism to the New
House !

“My hat!”

Tom stared at Blake with rather a startled expression.

“.A'nd what’s more,” said Herries, with great grimness,
“this evening we're sending a deputation to Figgins to tell
tell him so!”

(“That i5," corrected Monty Lowther, “if you won't make
lam& ?,,l,tr;r the team and chnck out some of the New House

nas

There was a breathless silence in the big study. Tom
.Iatn.ré:rj vound the grim circle of faces. Then he shook his
cad,.

“I've already told you I don’t intend to interfere!” he
said, in a eurt tone, “And you fellows are all wrong in
thinking Figgins is acting from tavouritism——"

“Tell that to the marines!” suggested Herries.

Tom flnshed.

“It’s true enough!”

“We don’t agree with you,” said Blake. “Well, since
you refuse to interfere, we'll send our ultimatum to Figgins
tonight! As long as he plays New House duds in place of
Schoo! House foothalers, he won't get 2 single School House
boot kicking in the maich against Gordon Gay & Co. un
Baturday I”

“That’s where yon are wrong, anyway,

“T shall play if Figgy wents me!”
- " Well, we don't count you, of course,” said Blake, after
a pause. “T g'pose you're not exactly ene of us now—you're
the giddy eaptain and Lord High Panjandrum, which is
different. But Figgins won’t get any of tho rest of ns—not
Talhot, nor Levisen, nor old Gussy here—"

“Wathah not!”

“What about St. Jim's?” broke in Tom curily.
you think yow're letting down the scheol?”

“No,” said Manners quietly *It's Figgins who is letting
down St. Jim's, by filling the team with his favourites!”

“1 suppose it's no use trying to convinee you fellows that
Figgins is honest enough ¥ execlaimed Tom impatiently.

“’Fraid not!” seid Dighy dryly.

“Well, that’a what I think,” eaid Tom, with gleaming
eves, “and I back up Figginal”

Blake roze from his chair. They had all finished tea by
now. Blake glanced at the clock on the chimney-piece.

“All right,” he said coolly. *Bince you won't act in the
matter, we'll have to take our ultimatum to Figgins !
Thanks for the tea. Come on, you chaps. It's time {or the
deputation to the New House.”

Blake & Co. and Manners and Lowther trooped from the
study. The door closed behind them,

Tom Merry stood by the table with a deep frown wupon
his face.

“The idicts!' he exclaimed bitterly. “They're all wrong
about Figzy, too! Why can’t the chaps be sensible ?”

Then he smiled rather wryly, a3 he remembered that in
the past he himself had not infrequently been well to the
fore in inter-House troubles! Now that he was senior cap:
tain, however, and responsible for law and order at St
Jim’s, he was seeing some things in rather a different light!

Tom Merry was convinced that Figgins was not influnenced
by favouritism in his selection of the team; but Tom knew he
would never be able to persuade his chums of that fact. And
they wore now the leaders of the School House junior Forms
—and leading their followers in search of trouble!

Tom Merry, unlike his rebellious chums, was on the side
of law and order! He was determined to prevent open
trouble, at least, between the two Houses, and to punish
any trouble-makers with an iron hand.

it was not surprising, therefore that there was a very
worried frown on Tom’s face as he crossed towards the door
to yell for a fag to clear away the tea-things.

Already during his reign as captain of St Jim’s, Tem
Merry was finding to his cost the truth of the saying,
“Uneasy liee the head that wears a crown!”

haoted

said Tom shortly.

“Don't
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CHAPTER 2,
Visitors for Figegins :

& ERE they asel!” :
An excited yell greeted the appearance of Blake
& Co. az they entered the junior Common-room

gome minutes later.

Nearly all the Bhell and the Fourth were assembled
there, and they hiad been waiting for their leaders with
inereasing impatience, The fellows crowded round them
as they came into the room, till Blake & Co. were breathless,

“Well,"” called out Kangaroo of the Shell, *“what did
Tom Merry say 7

“What news from the seat of jolly old power?” inguired
Cardew of the Fourth, in his drawling voice.

Blake jumped on to a chair, the better to make his voice
heard.

“Tom Merry won't do anything!"” he announced, and
there was & groan. “He's backing up Figgins!”

“Shame}” ;

fBhut up, Trimble!’ growled Blake. “Tom Merry says
Figgins is skipper and can do as he likes, and that's that!
Ho we've got to go and falk to Figey ourselves!”

“We'll talk to him all right!” bawled Grundy.

“Rather!”

Blake looked thoughtfully round the sea of eager facus.
There were grimn looks on all sides, and it was clear that

the juniors were seething with anger against George Figgins

of the New House.

Blake grinned.
“Good 17

he exclaimed. *“The idea is that a deputation

Thers waa a yell from Baggy Trimble as, in the rush for the door of the Common-room, he became wedged betwean Grundy

and Qore. * QGrooch!”™ howled Baggy. ‘' I"m squashed!”

tells the cafl Figgins that so long as he persists in showing
this rotten favouritism none of us will play for his team——"

“1 won't for one!” gsniffed Baggy Trimble, the fattest
fellow in the Fourth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bince Baggy Trimble was a hopeless duffer at foothall,
as at everything elso—except eating and sleeping —his warm
refusal to play for Figgins' footer team struck the rest of
the juniors as being funny. They roared. Baggy blinked
round at them indignantly.

“Oh, really, you chaps—-"

. “Bhut up, Trimble I’ snapped Blake. “AsI say,the wheeze
is for a deputation to tell Figgins what we've decided. But
I don't fancy it would be exactly safe for a small deputa-
tion to venture into the New House just now! Bo all of us
had better go, in case of trouble!”

“Hurrah [

“That's the ticket!”

“Then come on!” yolled Blake. “Follow me!”

He jumped off his chair and pushed his way towards the
door of the Common-room, with Herries and Dighy and
D’Arcy elustering round him, and Manners and iowther
at his heels, The rest surged after their leaders, and

Next moment a hefty boot from the rear sent the fat Fourth=
Former flying out into the passage.

(See Chapter 2.)

solid flood of fellows, pushing and struggling, pourcd out
through the doorway into the passage. There was a yell
from Trimble as he became wedged between Gore and
Grundy in the doorway.

“Ow! Yarococgop |”

“Move along there!” yelled Bernard Glyn, behind,

“Groooooh! I can’tl” wailed Baggy. “I'm squashed !
He struggled wildly, his fat little arms and legs kicking out
and waving madly. Then Glyn planted a hefty boot in the
scat of Baggy's tight trousers, and the fat Fourth-Former
shot out into the passage with another yell,

The rest of the fellows poured out over him, and away
along the passage in a surging stream. When the last of
them had passed by, it was & very breathless and dishevelled
Baggy that crawled painfully to his feet.

“Ow! DBeasts! ou’ve nearly killed me, you rotters!™
roared Baggy, shaking a fat fist after the departing erowd.

But no one had any time to waste over Baggy’s troubles.
Anddtho fat junior forgot them as he seuttled after the
crowd.

Bagegy did not care two pins about the football team

that i’iggius chose to sblect—-ﬂu would not have cared had

the jumor captain chosen nof to select onc at all! Dut
Tue Gem Lisnany.—No. 1,107,
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Baggy liked to be in anything interesting that was going
on. And the visit, en masse, of the School House juniors
to the New House was likely fo prove very interesting
indeed 1 >

Out of the doorway of the School House and into the
qguad the erowd poured. .

At frst, there had been a good deal of noisy shouting.
But Blake had stopped that. It would not have suited his
plans for Tom Merry or one of the prefects to come upon
them and forbid their visit to the New House!

“Quietly does it, you chaps!” Blake warned. And it was
a fnirly orderly crowd that tramped across towards the
New House steps. -

Up the New House steps Blake marched with hiz followers
crowding at his heels.

In the enirance-hall, French and Digges of the New House
were standing looking at the hoard. They turned their
heads in astonishinent at the sound of tramping feet, and
their jaws dropped when they saw who the visitors were,

“Great Scott!” ejaculated French, “Bchool House
bounders 1*
 “Look out!” gasped Digges.
*Back up, New House!”

Chowle, of the New House, appeared for a moment on
the stairs in answer to that shout—but he vanished in a
hurry, with a frightened gasp, as soon as he saw the cause
of it. French n,ng Digges did not wait to find out what the
School House battalion wanted, either. They turned and
bolted up the stairs.

“Come on!" cried Blake, hurrying his pace.

Through the hall and wp the staira the School House
tramped noisily, From the direction of the fags’ quarters,
irightened squeaks could be heard, and scared, scampering
figures were glimpsed. But it was the Fourth-Form passago
that the School House fellows wanted—and Figging' study.

Tramp, tramp, tramp !

He gave a etartled shout.

Up the stairs to the FU!}U‘{-IJ %Mmmm|mcmumll‘!mlﬂtlﬁvllﬁlt‘l
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orm passage they went in a 3
body There were no seniors
within hearing, apparently;
at any rate, no prefect had
put in an appearance as yet.

As Bluke turned the twist
in the stairs and appeared at
the end of the Fourth Form
passage, he heard hurrying
feet. French and Digges ha
tound Redfern & Co. in_ the
passaze, and Redfern and his
two chums were now racing
in astonizshment to the stairs,
to view the visitors.

“Hallo!” gasped Redfern,
na Blake marched into view. % .
“What the dickens, do you want here? -

Lowrenca and Owen stared at Blake and his followers
in startled wonderment and alarm. French and Digges,
behind them, looked thoroughly seared.

Visits to the New House were infrequent on the part of
School Houso fellows. And never before conld Redfern &
Co. remember having seen their rivals from tho other House
visit them in such large numhbers! They scented trouble,
and their faces went grim,

“Back up, New House !’ called out Redfern sharply,

Instantly doors began to swing open, and surprised faces
staved out into the passage. A

There were gasps and exclamations at the sight of ihe
School House ﬁaattalian pouring into the passage solidly
from the stairs. e

Redfern & Co. fell back before Blake & Co.’s
They had to—otherwise, sheer weight of numbers would
have swept them over and trampled them underfoot!

On towards Study No. 4—Figging' study—the School
House “ deputation ™ tramped. ;

Shouts of alarm were ringing out on all =ides mnow.
Doors were crashing open, and more and more New Houso
fellows were pouring out into the passage. And it was
clear from the looks on their faces that they did not for a
moment heliove that their rivals from the School House
had visited thom with any peaceful intentions,

“Look out!”

*Bchool House cads!”

“Back up, New House!”

“Shut up, yon New House idiots!” growled Blake.
#We've come to see Figgins!”

“Rats!” snorted Rediern. “Clear. out of here hefore we
throw you out!" :

Blake had halted ontside the door of Study No 4. Red-
fern faced him with gleaming eyes and clenched fists.

“You talking to me?"” asked Blake.

1 jolly. well am |” 5

“Well, I'd like to see you chuck me out!” grinned Blake,
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and turned away from Redfern, finging open the door of
S!u%? No. 4, after o very perfunctory tap.

“Yareoooop |

Within the study, George Figgins had been crossing
hastily to the door to find out what the noise in the pas=age
was all about. He had just reached the door when Blake
flung it open—with the result that Figgins’ nose and the
door met with what novelists eall a dull and sickening thud.

“Oh!"” roared Figgins. ‘'Yarooooogh!” : >

Clasping his mjured nasal organ, the new junior skipper
glared out of the doorway at Jack Blake with tearful eyes.
It was not that Figgy was touched bsi' Blake’s visit, how-
ever; the tears wers the result of madly watering eyes.
},;;Ow L’ panted Figgins. "“By doze! You silly ludatie!

Kerr and Faity Wynn, Figgins' two study-mates, stared
out in startled astonishment as they saw the swarm of
Hchool House fellows in the passage. :

“Great pip!” gasped David Llewellyn Wynn, “ Wh-wh-
what on earth—" i

“We've come to see Figgins!” announced Blake.

And with a very warlike gleam in his eyes, Blake murched
int(} Figgins' study, with his followers swarming ai his
reels,

CHAPTER 2.'
The Great Fight !
OME of the New House fellows made an attempt to
stop the flood of Bchool House fellows into the study.
%uﬁ t.iwy might as well have tried to stop the Niagara
alls

At sight of Figgins, daneing with fury and clasping his
rapidly-swelling nose with both hands, a yell arose from the

Bchool Hounsze battalion.

“There he

Clifton Dane,

“There’'s the rag-time
footer skipper!” snorted
Gunn,

“Yah!” bawled Bagoy
Trimble, as excited as anyoue.

The Echool House crowd
sweFt into the study like an
avalanche, and Figgins and
Wynn and Kerr were sui-
rounded in a moment. They
put up their fists—but there
was abovt as much room o
scrap in the crowded study as
in a sardipe-tin.

Blake, squashed chest-to-
chest against Figgins, found
: T Figegy's eyes glaring into his
awn with only a few inches between them.

“Well, you enckoos?” roared Figgins., ‘‘What have you
come here for?"

“To tell you a thin
House chaps are
favouritism

urrah |"

“Rather |

“You and your rotten favouritism!"” repeated Blake.
“And we’ve come to tell you that so long as you continns
with it—filling the team with New House duds—no Schasl
House chap will play for youl™

“Ba1 Jove, nol”

There were angry yells from the swiftly-gathering New
House crowd But as yet the School House chaps were in
the majority by a long way, and the New House protests
were lost in the deafening cheers and shounts 8f sgreement
that followed Blake's words.

* You—you—you—-" stuttered Figgins,

" Well,” demanded Blake, still jammed tightly against
Figgins, “what have you got to say?”

. Will you alter the team and put more of our ¢haps in
it?” howled Herries,

COWill you stop the rotten favouring of New House
idiots?” reared Kerrnish.

 Because, if not, none of us’'ll play for you,” said Talbot,
Eiiha volce that was surprisingly quiet compared with the
others,

Figgins glanced at Talbot. Talbot was one of the few
School House fellews he wanted o play next SBaturday.

“Those are our terms.” agreed Levison—another of
Wigging' cheice from_the School House. “Take ‘em or
leave ‘em|”

“Well? roared Grundy. :

“You—you bounders!” panted Figgins.

“ Bounder yourself 1” growled Blake savagely.
you sayi” i :

f“gour'\;vant my answer]” Tiggins was breathing hard.

= esl=-

is!”  hooted
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or two!” hooted Blake. “We School
ed-up with you and your rotten

“What do
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#Then here you are!” said Tigging, and planted o hefty
fist under Blake's jaw. o

Dlake did not fall over backwards for the simple renson
that he was too ti%ht!,v hemmed in to fall at all.  But he
crashed into the fellows immediately behind him, and gave
a yell. The next moment his own fist landed sguarely on
Figgins' already painful nasal organ,

“Ow 1" panted Iliggins.

Fatty Wynn_hurled himsell at Blake. Herries landed a
clenched fst on. the New House Talstaff's ear, and Kerr
returned the compliment to Herries.

The next moment pandemonium had broken loose,

Throvghout the brief and stormy conversation in the study
more and more New House fellows had come hurrying to
the scene, summoened by urgent messages for reinforcements,
The passage was crowded with juniors now, School House
and New House in almost equn!l numbers, ;

As if they had all been waiting for a signal, the rival
bands of juniors fell upon one another tooth and nail.

Like a match put to gunpowder, that first blow in Figgins'
study had started a row that was going to be remembered
at St Jim's for a loug, long time. : :

Surging and battling, punching and pommelling, yelling
and gasping, the packed crowds in the passage broke loose.
In a few moments a deafening riot was in progress

Blake's temper was at boiling-point. He wanted to get
at Figgins, and Figgins wanted to get at him. But it was
impossible. The surging crowds swept them apart as fellows
poured out of the study to join the main struggle in the
pessage. Blake was swept out on the flood, so to speak.
He found himself at grips with someone who was energeti-
cally trying to bang his head against the door, and he
found that it was Redfern. Blake punched Redfern heartily
in the ribs, and Redfern vanished into the crowd with a yell.

Then Grundy and French came flying into ilic study in
& struggling embrace and knocked Fatty Wynn fying.
Grundy and French and Talbot and Fatty Wynn began a
whirling four-cornered tussle under the table, and the table
went over with a erach, g

In tha othes studies similar private seraps ware in
progress, Half-a-dozen New Houso fellows were batiling
with half-a-dozen School House fellows in Figay’'s study,
and the study was rapidly assuming the appearance of ‘a
second-hand shop after an earthqueke. Figgins, picking
himself up in the passage after a punch on the jaw from
Hammond that had sent him fying, happened to glance in
through the open door of his study, and his eyes almost
popped out of his head at what he saw.

The table was overturned, as were most of the chairs:
pictures were broken, and the coals from the coal-scutile
were strewn over the carpet. The ornaments end cleck
from the chimney-piece were now in the grate, accidentis
sent Bying by ‘he sweeping blow from Clive’s {ist that hatl
really been intended for Koumi Rao, the New Houso junior
who hailed from India's sunny clime. The ink-stand hacd
boen upset over some of Figey's most cherished books, and
altogether it was with difficuity that the leader of the New
House rocognised his own study,

,“M-memy hat!” stuttered Figgins, as he stared in
dazedly,

He made a fecble attempt to raise his own voice above
the din to stop the strugele that was going on amid the
the ruins of his furniture. But the next moment he was
(.-oli{a_;recl by Blake, who had bLeen looking for him quite a
while.
Figgins and Blako rolled on ihe floor of the passage,
ommelling each other, and for the moment at any rate

-

Figey forgot his horror over his wreeked sanctum,

Biff ! Thud! DBiff!

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp!

Bang! Crash! Thump!

“Take that!” :

Herries was fighting
fiercely with Owen, and Ter-
ries was not getting the best
of things. Owen’s blood was
up! But, as was happening
everywhere, as soon as Her-
ries got -properlfto grips with
his adversary he was swept
awa,yi from him in the seeth-
ing throng.

‘g:Ohl (g.iw! Yawoosoh |

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
his eyeglass flying on the end
of its cord, was battling
valiantly with Kerr, the Scct-
tish junior. Kerr blacked
(Gussy’s eye at about the same
moment that Avthur Augustus
supplied Kerr with a glor-
ious thick ear.

“Back up, New House I

“Down with the School
House cads!”

“Sehool House for ever !”

The batile raged and
surged. 3

It “was spreading oub now.
Study doors had crashed
open beneath the strain of
fighting swarms, and most of
. the studies now contained a
- free fight of their own.

Talbot of the Shell had

one sprawling into Study

{o. 6, with his arms clasped
lovingly round Fatty Wynn.
Fatty had been fortunate in
landing on top, and the
weight of Fatty Wynn was
more than a Samson could
have withstood. Talbot,
breathless and winded, lay
helpless on the foor, gasping
for air, while the junior
from Wheles sprawled across
his chest,

“Gerooofff1” gasped Tal-

t faintly,

“ Where are you, you silly
ass?” roared Wynn, sitting
ﬁo and brandishing his fists.

¢ had not yet realised that
he was sitéiing on the unfor-
tunate Talbot. “Where are
you? Come and have your
iace pushed in!?
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EVERY ONE A WINNER!

With Nos. 1, 2, and 3 of our magnificent serics
of FREE GIFTS in your hands, chums, you can get
a better idea of the wonderful achievement to the
credit of the good old Gou than T could give you in
pages of description, This trio of splendid pieture
cards 15 only the beginning of a grand collection.
that you can add to week by week until yon possess
a really worth-while gallery of Mechanical Marvels of
the Future. Every one of them represents the best
work of a skilled and imaginative artist, produced
in co-operation with expert designers and inventors.
Not the least amazing of these peeps into the future
is depicted in this week’s picture, which shows a
gigantic “liner ¥ of the desert, capable of transport-
ing its hundreds of passengers across the sandy wastes
in which may seen fantastic ease and comfort to-day,
but which, in the vears to come, may well be common-
place. Following it up in top-notch style comes “A
Submarine Bﬂ-‘c-tTeship "—the picture vou'll find in
_;['our copy of the Geat next Wednesday, and which

ully lives up to the reputation get by its predecessors,
Need T say mora?

By tho way, are any of your pals missing our
record-breaking series of FREE GIFTS? If so, just
show them your cards and they won’t need to be told
what a great chance they're letting slip! And while
you're ni-ont it, pass on to them that oft-repeated but
sound piece of advice:—
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Of all the juniors on ile
scene, only one was not busy
with his fists, i

The solitary exception was
Baggy Trimble,

aggy was very busy in a
totally  different  manner,
however, and he was enjoy-
ing himself hugely, g

As soon as tEa trouble had
started Baggy had nipped
into an empty study. There
he had found what he had
hoped to find—a ecupbeard
full of tuck,

And  whils the balile
reged to and fro in the pas.
sage and in many of the
other studies, Bagloy Trim-
ble stood by the open cup-
board and stuffed.

It was certainly his lucky
day. Though Baggy did not
know it, he had happened to
hit upon the study belonging
to Xoumi Rao—a fellow
wealthy beyond the dreams
of avarice., The Indiun
junior's cupboard was always
well supplied with tuck of
the tasy kind that Trimble
liked best.

Jam-tarts and cakes, bis-
cuits and meringues, maca-
roons and chocolate eclairs—
Baggy was filling himself
with  everything that his
%Ireedy lLieart could desive,

e was beginning {o breathe
a little heavily, perhaps, but
otherwise he was showing no
signs  of flagging in  his
exertions.

Baggy was not a fighting-
man, but that certainly did
not debar him from doing
his bit for the School House.

“I’ll teach these New House
rotters !” panted Baggy, as
he stuffed another jam-tart
into his jamm’y mout%n. Ol 531
eat the beasts’ grub for *em.
That'll show 'em!”

And Baggy was busily car-
rying out his brilliant plan
when suddenly the door
crashed open and a couple -
of fighting figures came stag-
gering into the study.
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Baggy jerked his head round with a gasp. That gasp
wag unfortunate. A piece of pastry went the wrong way,
and the next moment Baggy's face had gone purple as he
choked and spluttered for breath,

*'Grocoooh I %

Pratt _and Wildrake, the fighting pair who bhad inter-
rupted Baggy's glorions spread, were far too busy to notice
the fat Yourth-Former, however,
against the table, and Pratt hurled himself at his adversary.
Wildrake dodged and eannoned full into Baggy Trimble just
a3 that purple-faced youth seemed about to expive from
suffocation. et

“*Yooooop!” yelled Baggy, as Wildrake struck him in
the tenderest spot of his podgy waistcoat. He found his
breath with a gasp and skipped aside, as Prait and Wild-
rake egain got to grips. “Ow! Look outt”

But Wildrake and Pratt were too busy to look out. They
whirled into Bagey and sent him flymmg into the grate,
where he collapsed feebly liko a punciured balloon. On
the floor Wildrake got Pratt down, and, grabbing a botile
of ink from the table, began to pour the contents over the
New Housze fellow’s head,

“0h lor’ ¥’ groaned Baggy., “I'm ill!? :

That sharp blow in the waisteoat on top of his gobbled
foed had boen fatal. Baggy's face was assuming the colour
of a lettuce.

Pratt, cscaping from Wildrake, rushed from the study.
Wildrake stood gasping in the centre of the room. 1
eves fell on Baggy. 3

“Groooh !’ panted Baggy fechly, “I—I feel sick 12

Wildrake stared ab him.

“8o do 11" he said, with a shudder. 2
B“ Have—have yon been raiding their grub, too!” gazped

agEy.

“No!” roared Wildrake. 3

“Then why do you feel—groooh—sick?” inquired Baggy
in gulping tones. % 4

“At sight of your face!” explained Wildrake politely,
and marched to the door, to hurl himself into the battle
and the din. -

In the passage the iremendous struggle was raging as
fiercely as ever,

All the bad blood between the two Houses had come to
a head and was finding vent. The School House fellows’ one
desire was to punch New House noses. New House chaps
wanted nothing else but to black School Ilonse eyes. Anc
hoth sides were indulging in their desires to their hearts
content | i

1t was known that Mr. Rateliff, the Housemaster, was out
that evening—very fortunately, But how much longer that
tremeéndous battle could continue before the prefects came
upon the scene was doubtiul,

Not only in the passage and in the studies was the fight
being waged. On the stairs more than one pair of fightin
conples had struggled together.
Tate of the New House had even found themselves in the
entrance-ball at the foot of the stairs in the middle of a
long protra duel. So, making i
peeled off their coats and fcught. to a finish, Only when
Tate was on the floor and did not look like rising again
did Menty rush up the stairs to find @ fresh vietim,

It was a fight on such & ecale as the juniors could not
remember having occurred between the rival Houses before.
It was glorious, the best scrap they had ever had—that was
their opinion ag they trampled and struggled together.

ad they only lmown it, Monteith, the captain of the
New House, was out that evening as well as Mr. Ratcliff,
‘And Monteith had taken a number of fellow-prefects with
him into Wayland. Since the remaining two New House
prefects had gone for a stroll down by the river in the
warm evening sunshine, there was not a prefect in the
House.

Otherwise, the great fight could never have been waged
for so long, But the scrappers themselves were far too busy
and excited to think or care of prefects,

The great battle raged on,

—

CHAPTER 4.
Up Against It !

[ OME in!” ;

Tom Merry, seated in his study, had just started
his prep, when there was a tap on the door. It
opened, to reveal a scared small boy, whese face

waz only fainily familiar to Tom,

“Hallo * he exclaimed. “Who on earth are you??
_ “P-please, my name’s Timms,? bleated the fag.
in the New House———?

“Oh, I EFQ!” Tom emiled. “Come in, kid! Yon want

“¥es, pleaze! T—I don’t want to sneak, or anything,
but—bot——'?
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Wildrake staggered back-

And Monty Lowther and -

the most of if, they -
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The New Houso fag falicred. He was a new boy that
tel‘-_;r{handi'he was apparently scared to death of Tem glerr:r.
e ell? grinned 'Pom encouragingly, “Cough it wp,

id! What's the matter? Somcone been bullying you?"

“Nuono! But—bnt there’s an awful, tremendevs fight
going on in the New House I panted Timms, “The School
51‘1?:]:: have a&:tm},l}ee(‘i tltw NewhHouse, and they're breaking

rniture—and all sorts of things! th £
ought to stop it and—" . e i ey e

“Great Scott [

ig}m lhad mepcadT to his feet; his brow had gone dark.

o v = . X > 1
Tium?sl: vaps I ought nob to have said anything!” gasped

“I'm jolly glad you have !’ snapped Tom. He knew that
My, R:atchﬁy was out, and that Monteith was out with most
of d:]w .othteriNtcw ll-lousglprefecls, for he had seen them go.

A minute later Tom Merry was hurryin g
iowards the New House. y 790 ke v At

He ran up the steps, and as he enfered the hall the din
from above came to his ears.

“Great pip!” muttered Tom.
mean business (¥

His eyes were gleaming, his lips scb in a grim line.

s Ho had expecied trouble between the two Houses, but
he had not expected it so soon as this—or so openly. From
the sounds that filterad down from above, something like a
\'?Icanm upheaval was in progress in the New House,

Tom strode towards the staira, And as he did g0 he heard
a curious sound on the staircaze.

Bump, bump, bump!

The next moment two rolling figures came inta wiew,
rolling rapidly down into the hall, clutching at one another
and pommelling one another, with their legs and arms
waving wildly as they rolled.

Bunping swiltly from stair to stair, the human ball came
vihirling down towards Tom Merry. Then, with a final
crash, it landed at his feet, to sort it=elf out a moment
later into the figures of Arthur Auvgustus D’Arey and
Fatty Wynn. 3

“Take that !’ roared Fatty Wynn, planting a fat fist on
Arthur Augustus’ nose.

“¥Yawooooop I

Fatty Wymn and the swell of St. Jim's, both locking
terribly battered and dishevelled, had come to rest in sit-
ting postures side by side at the foot of the stairs. As yet
they had not realised Tom Merry was there, And Faity
Wynn had been the first to recover his breath and resume
hostilities.

But the swell of 8t. Jim’s was not far behind.

With one hand he clasped his outraged nose.
e clenched and planted with cxc:ﬁcnﬁ aim
Wynn's eye.

“*Bai Jove! Take that, you fat wottah I

* You howling duffers I’ snorted Tom Merry. “Chuck it 1"

“Grweat Scott!"” panted Arthur Aungustus,

“M-my hat!” gasped David Llewellyn Wynn.

Both sitting where they were, the battered pair gazed up
at Tom Merry, with consternation on their damaged
countenances,

“Tom Mewwy I'? exclaimed Arthur Augnstus.

“Oh lox’ I* groaned Fabty.

From above the sounds of hatile swelled londer. Again
there was a mysterious, bumping sound on the stairs, and
ag;hm a struggling human ball came rolling swiitly into
sight,

This time it was Grundy and Redfern. The
their struggle at the foot ef the stairs unti
dragged them apart; and then their jaws dropped. 2

“Tom Merry!l” exclaimed Redfern, in consternaticn.
“0Oh erumbs '’

“What's going on here?” snapped Tom angrily.

“ We've been walloping the New House I boomed George
Alired Grandy. : -
d"Ran!” hooted Redfern. “We've been walloping you
idiots !

“Well, you'll all four of you take a couple of hundred
lines !’ gaid Tom grimly, and turned to the staira.

As he hurried up them, followed by four dismayed glances,
the noise of the struggle in the Fourth Form passage
swelled to deafening proportions. And as he turned into
the passage itself the tumult was almost thunderous.

“Great Seott!” : B

The youthful ceptain of 8t. Jim’s stared at the scene in
utter amazement, :

. He had not rvealised the terrific proportions that the
inter-Houze battle had assumed.

Not only was the passage filled with struggling figures;
it was littered with shreds of torn clothing, \%%h collars and
ties and buttons galore, and heve and there a shoa! Books
from the studies had somehow found their way into the

g.ssu%e, too, and =0 had coals, and even one or two hroken
hits of furmiture.

Tom Merry staggered back at sight of the amazing scene.

“They sound as if they

The other

in Faity

continued
Tom had
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He had seen a good many fights in his tims, but he had
never seen anything on such a gigantio scale as this!

- Ho clutched at the top of the banisters, He had to stop
thie fight, if it were possible to stop it!

hWi{@h a great shout he tried to make himself heard above
the din,

“Btop this!” he yelled,

No one heard him. The fight raged on.

Herries and Figgins, locked in a ferocious grip, were seut
weoling by Tom, and carricd on their struggle haﬂ'-way dawn
the stairs. Kerruish, sent flying by a powerful punch from
Lancolos French, staggered against Tom, and almost
knocked the capiain of the school reeling down the staivs.
Tom ecaught hold of Kerrnish’s shoulder, but the Manx
junior wrenched himself free, without realising for a moment
who Tom was, and hurled himself at I'rench. The two
vanished into the fighting tumult togother,

“Stop if, you fools!” roared Tom, in hot angor.

His voice was lost in the din. And still the batile ragad!

The struggling figures of Julian and Tate vecled into him,
Torm grasped them and drageed them apart,

alone ho was powerless to stop the riot—for a riot it was.
Blood was up! Like two fighting dogs the two bands of
angry juniors would take a great deal of separating !

“What the dickens ought I to do?” Tom asked himself
hopelessly. “T can't stop "ern—"

le broke off, and glanced quickly round.

A step on the stairs had come to his cars, despite the
din, and it was not the step of another junior this time.

A startled exclamation leapt to Tom Merry's lips,

For ascending the stairs, with rustling gown and thunder-
ous brow, ‘was note other than Dr, Holimes, the headmaster
of 8. Jim's!

CHAPTER 5.
The End of the Riot !

€ H, my hat!”
There was utler consternation in Tom Merry’s

face as ho saw the hurrying, dignified figure of
the Head coming up the stairs,
Tom was not worrying about himself, though doubtless

ki b 1A '.‘..ﬁ'

- Bump, bump, bump! Fatty Wynn and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, both looking terribly battared and dishevellsd, rolled

down the stairs in a fierce embrace and, with a final erash, landed at Tom Merry’a foet.
 Gweat Scott L™

Tom. **Chuck it!"

F Chuck it!” he shouted savagely. ?

Julian and Tate stared at him in dismay as they realised
suddenly who he was. Then their expressions changed to
dogged deflance. They did not mean to chuck it!  They
wrenched themselves free from Tom's grip and hurled them-
selves again into the fray.

Tom's face went dark. This open defiance of his authority
was the last straw., But what could he do? It was like
irying to stop a thunderstorm, he told himself helﬂlessly,

Fven as he stood there, wondering what to do, there were
guick steps on the stairs. Redfern and Fatly Wynn, followed
hot-foot by Grundy and Arthur Augustus D’Am{, camo rush-
ing by him, and plunged into the swarm of fighting figures,
Evidently they thonght that they might as well be hung for
a gheep as for a lamb! At any rate, they were not going
{o miss all the rest of the fun, even for Tom Merry!

Figgins and Herries finished their litile argument on the
staivs, and eame pounding past Tom without noticing him,
intent on joining the main struggle. Tom shouted to them
as they passed, but in vain.

He realised, with a feeling of utter helplesaness, that

¥ Wou howling duffers ! ' snorted

p-my hat 1' (See Chapler 4.)

the Head would want to know why he had nob stopped the
riot. It was of the fellows themselves that Tom was think-
mg. They were in for it now!

“Btop it, yon asses I pleaded Tom hoarsely, in a last vain
attempt to quell the tumult before the Head actuslly arrived
in the paszapge.

But his voice was lost in the din. And the next moment
Dr. Holmes had come to s horrified standstill at the top of
the stairs beside Tom Merry.

“Bless my soul!” gasped the Head.

'rom the sounds that had reached his ears from below, D’r.
Holmes had realised that there was a fair-sized row in
progress! But he had pot realised what a tremendous battle
was actually taking place, and the sight shooked the old
Head. He stared at the seething mass of fichting fizures in
horror,

There must have been nearly a hundred fellows scrapping
in the passage and in the studies. The Head clutched the
banister rail, and his usnally genial old faco took on a glare

Tan Gou Langary,—No. 1,107,
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that would have sunk a battleship, as Tom Merry remarked
later. : L .

“Good heavens!” cried the Head in horror. “What s
the meaning of this terrible behaviour” ’

“It—it looka like a bit of trouble, sir,” mumbled Tom,
wishing heartily that he was not there, ;

“ A—a bit of trouble!” echoed the Head dazedly. " A bit
of trouble? DBless my soul—it is a riet! Hooliganism!
Why have you not stopped it, Merry? How dare you stand
Lere and do nothing¥” .

“1 did try to stap it, sir,” ventured Tom feebly. “Dut—
well, it didn’t come off '

The Head turned from the young skipper and surveyed
the trampling swarm of fighters with ghttering eyes. Une
or two of the juniors had canght sight of hm pow, and
broke away Irom their antagonists with utter dismay on
their battered Taces, But as yet the majority of the fellows
were still serapping away furiously. And the din remained
terrifie! :

“Boys! How dare you?”

The Head's voice was truly awful, It echoed along the

assage like thunder, clearly heard above even that deafen-
ing tumalt. And its effect was magicall

%11 a moment dozens of . perspiring faccs were turned
towards the head of the stairs. Horror was writ large upon
them, at sight of that tall, gowned fignre standing at Tom
Merry’s side. But for a few gasps of consternation a deathly
silonee fell. »

The great fight was over—finished as abruptly as it had
begun! The panting combatants stood as i frozen into
stone, their eyes fixed in ineredible dismay upon the furious
featurez of the Head.

#0h, my hat!” breathed Blake.

“Cwumbs! The—the Head!” mumbled Arthur Augustus
D’Arey. “Oh deah!”

“The Head !” cehoad Figgins hollowly, wiping the erimson
?tre:}n?,,from his almost shapeless nasal organ. “ Now we're

or it

_In the terrible silence Dr. Holines surveyed the crowd of
dishevelled juniors, with & jaw as stern and grim as the
Rock of Gibraltar.

“I am shocked!” thundered Dr. Holmes, in & voice that
cansed Baggy Trimble, peeping wide-eyed from one of the
studies, to tremble in his shoes and drop a bag of bananas
that he had raided from the vupboard. “I have never known
such a disgraceful affair! You School House hoys—what are

ou doing in this House? How dare you come here and
indulge in thiz disgraceful rioting "

No ong took it upon himself to explain how they had
dared! No one would have epencd his mouth for worlds
just then, The Head breathed hard.

“Who are the ringleaders?” he demanded in awful tones.

Jdack Blake, looking anything but happy, stepped forward.
He was followed by Manners and Lowther and Arthur
Augnstus, Dighy, and Herries. Then Talbot stepped for-
ward, too. Talbot was not quite sure whether he was a
ringleader or not, but he meant to be on the safe side—
or the unsafe side I—like the sportsman he was.—

- “ You boys wi'l follow me now,” said the Head sternly,
“Merry, you will take the names of the rest, and give
me a list of them., I will deeide their punishment later.”

The Head turned and strode down the stairs, with the
group of ringleaders trailing after him in a dishevelled line.
As they passed the top of the stairs Blake glanced at Tom
Merry and made a wry grimace,

g S I;]éard ‘],L'I(‘IR " muttered Tom. “But you silly gsses azked
or it——'

“Oh, wats!” spapped Arthur Augnstus, massaging an
already darkening eye, and passed on with the others dewn
the stairs behind the wrathful headmaster of 8. Jim's.

As soon as the Head was out of earshet, a babble of
angry talk began.

It was clear that, although the Head had successiully
stopped the great rviot, fealings were still high besween the
vival parties. The New House bitterly blamed the Schoal
House for the whole affair, uatura]fy enough, and the
School House retorts were not exactly polite. But Tom
stopped further argnment promptly, lest it should develop
into something more warlike once again, and began his big
tnsk of taking down the :names of the culprits.

It was not a job that he relished. Though he would
have had time to punmish the fellows himself, had the Head
not arrived on the scene, Tom eould not help but feel sorry
for them now that they had ineurred the wrath of Dr.
Holmes, That. the Head would not let the juniors off
lightly was very certain.

When Tom had at last completed his list it contained
the names of nearly all the Fourth and Shell of both
Houses, Except for a few fellows such as Skimpole, the
Shell naturalist, and one.or two others who had missed the
* big fight for various reasons, nearly the entire Forms had
taken part in that momentoua affray.

TFar Geyv Lierary.—No, 1,107

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d,

“Now get back to the School Houss, you chaps,” said
Tom shortly; and the School Houze fellows went off,
muttering and disconsolste, and casting many dark glances
at their New House rivals. : <

When the crowd had broken up the wreckage left by the
struggle was morve easily seen! Tom \\:i]istleg at the sight
of wrecked studies and broken furniture. ¥t would be &
long time before the New House forgot their visit from
the School House fellows! ; ;

Aftor this it would be war to the Lnife between the
rival Houzea of 8t. Jim'sl

——

CHAPTER 6.
On the Carpet !

OM MERRY was not looking very happy as he
knocked at the door of the Head's study soms time
later that evening. = He knew that he was not
going to find the Head in a good temper by any

means,

He had met Blake & Co. returning from that dreaded
sanctum, and Blake & Co. had been twisting themselves
into knots after the worst flogging they could remember.
Hoizsted on the back of Taggles, t-ge porter, they had one
and all been most unpleasantly surprized at the strength
of the Head’s biceps. It would be quite a long time before
Blake & Co. were able to sit down again, 2

In answer to Tom’s knock, the Head's deep voice wa
heard from within. Tom entered the study,

Dr. Holmes was pacing to and fro on the carpet, with a
dark frown on his usually kind old face,

“I’'ve brought you the list you asked for, sir.”

“Pray lay 1t on my desk,” said the Head grimly. He
paced to and fro with rustling gown. *Merry, this shame-
ful affair is a disgrace to the school I

" ¥Ye-p-08, sirl”

“How was it you failed to stop i6?” demanded the Head
sternly. * You were on the scene—your duty was to stop !
this disgraceful hooliganism immediately it began!”

“1 did my best to stop it, sir,”

“Then you mean to say you cannot control the juniorsi®
exclaimed the Head sharply.

“1 generally can, sir,”’ said Tom awkwardly.
well, they got eut of hand this time, and—"

“They were certainly out of hand!” snapped the Head.
“Does that mean that under your captainey the discipline
of the school is ei‘oing to pieces? And why was the New
House left entirely without prefects this evening? It is
your duty to see that such things do not happen in eithei
House, Merry. I look to you to keep the prefects under
you up.to the mark, to use the term. Monteith, as captain
of the New House, is largalf responsible, of course; but
vou are captain of the schoal, ansgorespensi'bla in a large
measure for the spirit displayed by your prefects.”

Tom was silent.

“Of course,” continued Dr. Holmes in a more kindly tone,
“I realise that, as a junior, you have many difficultics fo
contend with in your position as captain. 1 had grave
doubts from the first as to a junior’s ability to contrel the
school satizfaetorily; but since you were elected to the
post, I consented to your—er—assuming the reins of office.
But I shall expect you to enforce discipline better than
this. You must do better, Merry.”

Tom zhifted from one foot to the other, and went very
red. He feli that it was rather rough luck on him that he
should be getting the blame in this way. But then he
realisad that the Head did not understand that it was only
owing to the exceptionally bitter feeling that had flamed
out %etws-.cn the two Houses that the riot in the New
House had come about.

“I will do my best to look after the discipline, sir,” said
Tom quietly. “I am sorry that this has happened.”

Dr. Holmes dropped a kindly hand on Tom s shoulder.

“¥es, yon must try to do_better.” Ha turned to his
deslk. *“I wani you to post this notice on the school board
for me, together with your list of the names of the
culprits.” v

“Yery good, eir.”

“As you will see by this notice, I have confined the
culprits within gates for the next two half-holidays,” said
the Head, handing Tom the sheet of paper on which was
written the stern decree, “Also, each of them will write
nie_out five hundred lines; When you have posled the
notice, if Monteith has returned to the school please tell
him in future to male sure that his Hovee is not left
without a prefect to see to law and erder.”

“Yeg, siv,” answered Tom. But hiz heart had fallen.

The gating of the juniors for the nexi two hall-helidays
would mean that the coming match azainst the Grammar
School, which was to have been played away, would have

(Continued on page 12.)

“But—
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present day—the submarines themaelves

8 Mistress of tho Seas it is Atling that Britain

A should lead in the further ° besting’ of

Father Neptune. When the first men went

helow the surface of the son down into the

doeps, about one hundred end thirky years ago, in

the first submarine that ever was, and blew & mer-

chant ship sky-high, people thought the last word in
ocean wonders had been spoken.

Actually the last word hasn’t been spoken yet,
and since that oripinal tiny undersea crait carried
out its perilous undertaking there has searcely o year

one by withoub improvements in submarines having
ﬁean achieved. Now a Leviathan of the Deep, such
65 no mon dreamed of until recently, is in sight,

Enormous bomb-dropping planes thresten to drive
the huge warships from the seas. These tremendous
vessels make almost unmissable targets from the sky,
and their movements, compared with the swilb
turnings and dodgings of fighting seroplanes, are
sluggish in the extreme. An ironclad that is practic.
ally a floating fortress cannot dodge explogive bombs
rained down from overhead. And so it scems thob
they will have to take to the deeps, where they can
still fight but where the peril from enemy aircraft
ig vory greatly lessenod.

They will become submarine battleships, with
preat guns that can belch tons of destructive ractal
the moment the ship rises to the surface, and with
fighting aeroplanes stowed away in the veszel's
interior for use as emergency requires ! Seaplanos
and aeroplanes carried in this way to-day inside sub-
marines are only small two-seaters, with wings that
fold back so that the sircraft can easily be
fowered, in a lift, into & hangar in the
parent submarine's interior

These first experiments, being conducted
to-day, in providing submarinea with addi.
tional stings’ are amazing enough. Yetb
they only touch the
fringe, as it were,
of stupendous
developments that
must inevitably
come. Then we
ghall see submarine
battleships that
carry subinarines
like thoss of the

i
No. 4—A SUBMARINE BATTLESHIP.

Next week's article deals
with * A 200 m.p.h. Loco-
motive,”” another dream of
the futare, which is the
subject of the FIFTH Free
Gift Picture Caxd.

carrying meroplanes im their interiors,
and not little ones, like those now being
experimented with, either!

But it needs only time for the planes
to grow, as they will, to keep pace with
the increasing size of the subinarines—
or, rather; undersea cruisers, as these monsters ol
the future will be. Bomb-dropping aeroplanes will
not be the ounly stings these deop-sea terrors will
cerry. Torpedoes can be fired whilst the vessel is
,-.ul_r_nuergod at great depth, and then be gontrolled on
their course by electrical apparatus, which will be
among the * stores.”

The decks of the underseas eruisers will not he
oceupied entirely by long-range guns. They will be
vast enough to afford ample runway for the planes
it wants to liberate and for tho planes that have done
their business and are returning home to land with
easc on the deck !

Wireloss will ix and maintain constant com-
munication botween the submarine battleship and tha
shore and with others of her own floet. The cost of a
seli-contained submergible fortross will, of course, ba
cologsal, But at the present the great navies think
little of spending as much as £18,000,000 on a floating
seroplane carrier, and some of these naval vessels—
thoze, for instance, of the Amoerican Navy-—are now
actually {acing consignment to the scrap-heap!
Progress is already marking some of these floating
soroplane nests {or replacement. By what ¢ Perhaps
by the submarine battleships |

For *“eyes" these undersea craft will have
wonderful periscopes, by the side of which the sub-
marine's eye of to-day will seem a toy. They will feel
their swift way unerringly across the ocean, and their
commanders will talk ugh the waves and tha
ether with far-distant chiefs and subordinates. Thers
will grise a totelly different kind of warfare—onse
that is waged unseen and unheard, in which the
vanquished wiil have little ehiance on eounting on o
gurvivor to tell the tale of the battle that was fought
out deep down along the ocean bed, by men boxod
up in armour-plated ships whose every spare inch ol
exterior and inside is occupied by machinery as
m,sigmcus as it is devilish |

furthermove, sea warfare will then possibly be
carried to regions at present—
fortunately ! — right out of
bounde to fighting ships : areas
around the North Pole, where
ice of incredible thickness
allows no vessel to pass, Thess
sibmarine battleships will be
able to travel below the ice.

i1
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to be abandoned, And Gordon Gay would scarcely be
l:!:cl{ to agree’to playing the mateh at St, Jim's, since
the last Grammar School match had been played there.
It wag the turn of the Grammarians to play at home.

“Well?” said the Head, rather sharply, as Tom stood
hesitating. :

“There’s a match on, on Saturday, against the Grammar
School, sir,” blurted out Tom. *“If the fellows are gated
it'll knock it on the head. I mean,” he added hastily,
“it will have to be scratched, And it’s the last match
of the season, sir——"

“Well—" The Head hesitated; but he was a sporis-
man, and he realised that the last match of the season was
an important event: “Very well. The team against the
Girammar School will be exempt from the order on Satur-
day, and will be gated on the following Wednesday instead.
You may ndd a note to that effeet on my netice.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!” said Tom gratefully, and left
the study. :

There was a troubled frown on the face of the captain
of 8t. Jim’s as he went down to the hall to post the notice,
together with the list of culprits whom it affected. 5

Not only did Tom sympathise with the fellows over their
stiff punishment: the Head's somewhat acid remarks about
the school discipline under his captainey had upset him a
good deal. i

He had taken great care to keep the schoo! discipline
up to the mark. His conscience was clear on that point.

On the stairs Tom met Grundy of the Shell. Tom stopped
him. Grundy blinked at him through twe black eyes.

“You needn’t do me those lines, Grundy,” said Tom
ehortly. “The Head’s punishing everybody |

“Thanks!” growled Grundy, “What's the Head doing
ahout it? Lickings all round 1"

Tom explained what the Head's edict was, and Grundy
groaned. ;

“I'd much sooner have a licking 7 he grunted. “Five
hundred lines! Oh crumbs! And gated for two halves!”

Grundy’s rugged features looked even more disconsolate
than bhefore as Tom went on down into the Hall. And
Grundy’'s was not the only gloomy face in the School
Houze when Toin had pinned up the Head's potice. A

ating was the punishment that the juniors loathed more
than any other.

Five minutes later Tom was back in the New House,
wherse he made for James Monteith’s study in the Sixth
Form passapge.

Monteith had returned, and it was with a very bad grace
that he received the Head's message.

“Seems to me.” said the New House skipper sullenly.
“that you could have stopped the row yourself, if you'd
tried, instead of waiting for the Head to turn up.”

“Rats!” smapped Tom Merry. “ Anyway, yon onght to
look after your own House!” He grinned to himself.
“Please do better in {uture, Monteith!” he added severely.
‘uzing the words that the Head had used teo him.

“Well, 'm hanged!” pgasped Monteith, very red in the
face. “You checky little—"

* S That'll do!? said Tom, “I'm eaptain, and I'm telling
you to look after discipline in this Honse better. Bee?”

Monteith looked as though lie would explode. But he
controlled hig feelings with difficulty.

“Very well,” he said, almozt dazedly.

Tom chuckled and departed, feeling better.

As he went down the stairs he met Figgins.
at sizht of Figgins’ battered features.

“Great pip!" exclaimed Tom., “You look as though
you've been having an argument with a giddy steam-roller!”

Figgins felt his nose tenderly, and dabbed at a ent lip
and massaged a thickening ear ruefully.

“It was a good scrap, wasn't it?” he said gloomily., “A
pity the Head barged n on i, though. I—I say, as I don't
think it would be exactly safe for me to go into the School
Houge just now so would you mind sticking up this notice
for me? It’s the team for next Saturday.”

“Certainly,” said Tom.

He took the sheet of paper that Figgins held out aud
glanced at it. He smiled rather grimly.

“I ses you are putting up the same team as played Grey-
friare.”

*“Yez!” gnapped Figgins,
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“The Schoo! House fellows said they wouldn't play—you

' know that, of course?” said Tom slowly.
- "I do!’ Figgins voice was grim. “They came over io
tell me—hence the trouble.. But I'm giving them one lagt
chanee. They can play, if they want fo, Talbot and Levison
and Gussy 1 want, and, of course; you,” 2

‘: Do you think they will play ?” asked Tom curiously.

“Dunno!” growled Figgins savagoly. “But they've gob
their chanece.”

It was with a very doubtful face that Tom returned to
the Schoal House. A big crowd was gathered round the
hoard, discussing the Head’s notice. As Tom pinned Figgins’
notice up there was a surge forward to read it.  Something
very like a howl of indignation arose. '

"“Ihe same team!"” roared Blake. :
i Only four School House men down to play!” snorted

ilyn.

“He's not learnt his lesson, evidently,” said Levizon, with
a_growl, and took a peneil from his pocket. “Thig'll shaw
him I meant what T said, for one!”

And he crossed ount his name with a heavy line,

; Talbot stepped forward and did tha same. Avihur
Angustus D'Arvey pushed his way through the erowd.

“Pway lend me a pencil, somebody 1"

A dozen peneils were thrust out towards the swell of St
Jim’s very promptly. I’Arcy took one, and crossed out his
name with great care.

‘Thors was a delighted cheer from the erowd in the Hall.
Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders and turned away with-
out a word,

He knew that nothing he could say would be of any use
towards persuading the School House fellows to alter thoir
drastic decision.  He himself would be the enly School
House chap in the team in the last match of tha season!
It was with clouded brow that the vouthful captain of
St. Jim's went up the stairs, with the cheers of the warlike
Juniors still echoing in his ears,

CHAPTER 7.
Blake’s Great Idea!

HE next day was Wedneaday, the first of the gated

I half-holidays. Even at breakfast there was n,gglum

nt;{}osphere in the School House.
uring morning lessons there were dark looks
cast between New House fellows and Schoal House.

On his way to Mr. Lathom's elass-room Figgins had seen
the scored-out names on his footer notice, and, without turn.
ing & hair, had coolly written New House names in over
those of the three rebels. The watching School House
juniors ha[.]_ given a derisive cheer as they watched him do
so; and, with feclings at their present height, there might
have been a scenc had not masters and prefects been cross-
ing the Hall,
. Though they would not have admitted it for the world,
it was beginning to look as though the School House were
getting the worst of the argument.

They had failed to force Figging’ hand. Figgy had
declined to be intimidated, and had kept to his original
team, despite School House threats. And he did not seom
to mind now that the Schoel House had ecarried out their
{,hrpiata, and the three who might have played had refused
L0 (D 80,

It looked as though the only result of it all would be thas
the Bchdol House footballers would miss the last match of
the season! There were thoughtful looks on the faces of
Talbot, Levison, and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy that morning.

“I wondah if T did wight, deah boys?” exclaimed the
swell of 8t. Jim's, in Study No. 10, after dinner, as the
four chums of the Fourth were sitting disconsolately in their
room, wondering what to do with their half-holiday.

“0Of conrze you did!” snorted Blake.

“But the thweat not to play was weally only made te
force Figgay to altah his wotten team!” complained Arihur
Awugustus thoughtfully, *“8ince it failed, by withdwawin’
fwom the tecam it is weally wathah like cuttin’® off one's
nose to spite one’s face, so fo g =

“It would improve your faee” said Herries gloomily.

“Bai Jove! Weally, Hewwies—"

‘“¥ou've shown Figgine who's who, anyway."” said Dighby
reasonably. “We should all bave looked awful asses if we'd .
threatened to withdraw from the team and then hadn’t!”

“Hear, hear!” cried Blake.

Arthur Augustus sniffed. : : ;

“But then you two were not down to play in Figgay's
team, so it’s all vewy well to talk !” ke said stiffy, :

Blake and Digbhy coloured. It was & sore point that
gi gins had not recognised their sterling worth on the footer

eld. :

“Oh, rats!” grunted Blake. “You talk too much, Gussy! ¢
You don’t mean to say you are 'worm enough to be thinking
of backing out now andy offering to play for Figzins{”
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M 0h, wathah not!” exclaimed Arthor Augustus hastily.
“1 was only thinkin’ it is wobten, missing the last match
of"t-he.seﬁ?on, don't you know——"" " ‘-

“And if Gordon Gay and the Gwammawians walk over
‘us, I shall feel it is weally partly my fault, deah boys,” con-
tinued Arthur Augustus.

“That's all rot!” hooted Herries. “If Figgins' blessed
team is licked—as it's sure te be—it's all Figgins' fault, of
course!” .

- But, though he relapsed into silence, Arthur Augustus
did not look by any means convinced.

“OF course,” said Blake suddenly, “‘the pity of it all is
that Tom Merry is playing! Tt spoils the School House
rebellion, having one School House chap in Figglius‘ team.

(f course, Tommy's different, in a way, now—

13

the. School House in this rotten way, if we could keep Tom
Merry from playing!” exclaimed Herries, with gleami
eyes. “My hat, yes! If Tommy wasn’t playing, it woul
make Figging' team look too potty for words! He'd have
to ask some School House chaps to play, then!”

f course he would!” eried Blake eagerly., ‘Tommy
makes all the difference. With him in it, Figging' team is
just possible. Without Tem Merry it would bo a joke! Tig-
ging couldn’t manage without some School House support
somewhere.”

“What about locking Tommy in the box-room on Satur.
day 1" suggested Herries enthusiastically. *‘Then, when ha
can’t be found to go off to the Grammar School, Figgins will
he forced to strengthen his team by ging some Schoo
ITouse chaps to play, after all. When he's promised some of

“ He couldn't refuse to play,” agreed Dighy. ** As captain,
he’s got to be irllt’pnrtin.] between the two Houses, whatever

he really thinks,
“But it's a
fully—*a great pity!

“Tt would teach Figgins that he can't afford to treat

pity hcla,'s playing,” persisted Blake thought-

“Rats!
roorn |

1t's an

the

Your Editorcaresnot how
many gqueries you fire at
office  Oracle,
receives a fixad salary for
answering them. But our
whiskery old wonder is

who

wirsady beginning to clamour for ‘' overtime " money.

Q. What is a ship’s draught ?

A. You need mnot fear, * Timid
Timothy,” when you malke your trip
across to Norway with your uncle. Tho
ship'a draught about which you have heard
won't give you one of the colds you dread
may spoil your holiday, This term means
the depth of water & vessel draws—that
is. the vertical depth of the immersed
portion of her hull. Or, in othor words
ngain, the draught is the distance from
the keel of a floating ship to the surface
of the water, reckoned wvertically. The
draught varies, a8 you will understand,
with the amount of carge in & vessel,
and to tell what water ghe iz “ drawing "
there are Roman numerals on the stem
and stern posts, Also, there iz what is

To tell what water a ship is ** drawing,””
numbers representing feet are paintpd on
her how—as shown.

called the Plimsol Line marked on her
hull and below whichk she must not sit by
law, I am sure, **Timid Timothy "
ihat all reader-chums will join with me in
hearty congrats on your great chance fo
‘2:}:! orway for a holiday. Jolly good

| starts to climb up a six-foob

Q. What is a snail’s pace 7

A. Reggic Tupman complaine in a
letter to e that a boy in his Form told
him that he was too slow to catch snaila,
Thig get him thinking and, aftér turning
the matter over in his mind for three
days, he decided to write and inquire
exactly how fast a well-conditioned saail
ean travel when in training. For your
sake, Reggie, I timed one of my garden
snails the other might over a course
nine inches long on a gravel path and it
accomplished the distance in three hours,
fifteen minutes, and two and three.fiiths
seconds. Ishall not, however, be surprised
if I have a few hundred letters from readers
stating that suails from their own cabbage
patches have beaten this remarkably fast
efioré. But hers iz a question for you in
rotorn, Recggio, and other readers who
like & problem to grapple with: A snail
ole. It
crawls up two feet per day end slips back
one foot epach might. How long before
that snail gets up the pole ¥ I will print
the answer lower down on this page.

Q. What was the Iron Maiden 7

A, One of the meny means used in
England and elsewhere in olden times for
the torture of oriminals or alleged
criminals. Inshape it resembled a cupbosrd
made of iron and with a hinged door.
The inside was full of spikes. The un-
fortunste victim was simply put in and
the door slowly shut on him. Of the
twoe evils I would sooner get in a jam on
one of Londen's wunderground trains.
One does have a dog's chance of coming
out alive.

Q. Where doss London get its gas 7

A, A good deal, George 5t. J., is manu-
faotured in the Houses of Parliament,
whigh have been described as the Gas
‘]l:\"ork.s of the whole Bt'ltg;l nation. tllBlut

presume you mean varipty that
mother uses when she wants to cook you
the sizzly old rasher for bLrekker, is
ges iz obtained from the Gas Light and
Colke Company which has supplied the
metropolis for over a hundred years.

our ecrowd plaees in the elaven, we'll release Tommy, and he
can play with the rest!” .

“Wippin® ideah t” ejaculated the swell of St. Jim's.

But Blake shock his h

ead,
old stunt, to lock a chap in the box-

Figgins would guess, and he'd go straight to the
{Continued on the next page.l)

Q. What iz the difference be=
tween a mandoline and banda=
fine 7

A. A maondoline is & stringed
instrument, musical or otherwise,
according to who plays it. Ban-
doline is a sticky preparation for
fixing the hair. A young musician
who used ta be an scquaintance
of mine, did not appear to know
this difference, for one night in
an argument, he {Ja.rt,ed o pal's
hair with a mandoline. He comes
out of gaol next Thursday !

Q. Where may you see human
# gailing boats "' ?

A. In Norway. Expert skaters
often may be seen on the ice in this frigid
land, nsing & sail to waft them along as
ghown in the sccompanying picture.

Q. What is the Franchisa ?

A, Don Scattersthwaite writes from the
Midlands to tell me he has heard this
term used in conneection with the election.
Quite probably, my chum | In this sense
it means the gualifieation or right to the

R e l’

in MNorway experi shaters may often ba
seen carrying large sails—to help them
on their way, of course,

vote. With regard to your other query:
Your former pal who ﬁas told you that
you are to distribute a thousand leaflets
voluntarily for one of the candidates
or gat a thick ear, is hardly within his
legal right. But do not write to the
rospective leaders of the Congervative,
Liberal, and Labour parties about it;
they may be busy.

(The answer to that snail problem set

earlier on the page is five 8. The
snail gots to tho top of the pole at the
end of the fifth day, after which it doesn’t

matter & hoot whether it slips and dislos
eates its neck 1)
Tae GeEm Lisrapy.—No. 1,107,
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box-room to look for Tom Merry! That wouldu’t work.
But I've got a wheeze that might!”

“Well #7 demanded IDighy eagerly.

“Listen!” Blake jumped from lus chair and faced his
three chums, with a quick chuckle, “You know Miss
Fawcett 17

“Of course, deal boy!”

Miss Priscilla Faweett was Tom Merry's old governass—
a dear old lagy, who wvisited Tom at the school not
infrequently. -

“What about her?” nquired Dighby, very perplexed.

“Tom Merry wounld do anything for her, wouldn’t hef"
muttered Blake. *“Well, s'pose Miss Fawcett was to turn
ap on Saserday, and insist thas Tom spent the afternoon
looking after her; however keen Tom was to play, be
couldn’t refuse the old lady, could he—not if she cried when
he refused to stay with her——" :

“Wathah not! But how can we get Miss Fawcett to do
that 1”7 asked Arthur Augustus, with an impatient smiff.

“0h, we could!” grinned Blake. * It might not bo Miss
Fawcett, you see, but as leng as Tom Merry thought it was
it would be just as good!” ’

“You mean, somebedy could impersonate the old lady 1"
breathed Digby.

“That's it!1” nodded Blake execitedly. *“Bome chap could
impersonate her, and arrive at the school on Saturday, and
insist that Tom Merry looks after her instead of going off
to play footer! Tom couldn't refuse, out of politeness to a
]ady——{resides, he'd do anything for Miss Fawcett. He'd
have to tell Figgy he couldn't go, after all, to play in the
match! And w_lt.iuult Tom Merry the team would be so
weak that Figgins would jolly well have to ask for School
House men to make it a team that could be called a team;
otherwise, his eleven would be the laughing-stock of the
Grammar School when it arrived!”

“And when be'd given placos to our chaps—we’d insist
on at least five or six School House men playing—we'd
admit who Miss Faweett really was, and Tom could coma
too?” chortled IMerries.

“Exactly, old hoss!” ;

Arthur Augustus drew & decp breath. He adjusted his
maonecle, and surveyed Blake with an approving glance,

. “Blake, deah boy, I congwatulate you on a weally wippin’
ideah ! said the swell of 8t, Jim's delightedly. ‘' You weally
must have a few bwains somewhere, aftah all—*

“Why. you cheeky rotieri” roared Blake.

“But who conld do the impersonation without Tom Merry
spotting it at once?" asked Dighy doubtfully.

Blake wrinkled his brow in thounght for a moment. Then
he grinned with satisfaction.

rdew!” he ma:d “Chardew’s the man! He's pretty
hot at that sort of thing.” :
. “But you're not going tc tell me he eould fool Tom Merey
into thinking he was really Miss Fawcett!” exclaimed
Digby, still doubtful.

“Why not? He could pretend he has a bad cold, so the
voice wouldn't give Lim away. He's a dab at making up
with grease-[paims and things, 1 know. He knows Miss
Faweett well enough, and eould imitate her face rippingly,
I'll bet, The eyes are a bit difficult, p'r’aps: but he ean
wear some slightly darkened glasses, and say the doctor
has ordered them fo be worn to ease the eyes. As for
the clothes. we could got most of them from the dramatic
society property-box.”

“Good!” grinned Herries, “That’s the ticket! Cardew
could fool Tom Merry cleverly enough, I'm jolly sure!”

“Let's go and ask him if he'll take the job on!" said
Blake cagerly,

And the four chums of Study No. 6 hurried from the
room and along the passape towards Study Ne. 9

Cardew was ot huae, alone. He grinned as Blake ex-
ptamed tha object of their visit. A fickering gleam camo
into the eves 47 the slacker of the Fourth. :

YTt would be rather an amusin’ rag, dear man!” he mur-
mured thoughtfully, his evos on Blake's eaper faco. “Ilt
ought to worlk, too: and even if it didn’t, there's no harm
done! As you say, if we could persnade Thomas to stand
down from the tcam it would force Figgins' hand, right
en&n&ghhl” ' do it?? 1 i

eh you o it?”? exclaimed Herries,

“Gad! Yest” e

Blake gripped the languid hand of the slacker of the
Fourth and sealed the hargain,

CHAPTER 8.
“Miss Priscilla Faweett ! *
L LOW ii! Rainl” .
. It was Tom Merry who mads that exelamation
in a tone of great exasperation as he tumbled out
of bed and went to the window to look out at the

weather. For this was the day of the match againet the
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Grammarians—the last maich of the season. And it was
raining. :

“Blow!" repeated Tom.

Tt was not raining hard, just a nasty warm drizzle
that looked as though it meani to keep on all day. 1t
kept ou while To.” dressed, and during breakfast and
during classes, at any rate! There seemed very little
prospect of it clearing up before the match.

As Tom came out of the Shell class-room after last lesson
that morning, Grundy planted his hig figure in his path.
Tom halted.

“Look here,” gaid Grundy, “what about the match
this afternoon? You still mean to play 17

“Certainly!?
nodded Tom Merry.

There was quite a
large crowd of School
Touse fellows
gathered round him,
and {rom the looks on
their faces it was
clear that they were
in ill-humonr
Lividently there was
a very strong resent.
ment against "Tom
Merry on the part of
a very large number
of the fellows
Though Tom was
captain of the school,
they siill regarded
him as something of
a blackleg for con-
senting to play in
Figgins' team that
afternoon,

“Den't you think
you ought to back up
your House—oven
though you are cap-
tain ! snecred Gore.

Tom’'s e yes
gleamed.

“No, I don't!” he
said stoadily., “I'm
backing up Figgins,
as I've told you often

enough, And if you
don't like it, you ran
lump it!?

He swung on his
heel and pushed his
way f{owards the
stairs. There were
growls and murmurs
from the crowd of
School Houso fellowa,

Manners, who had
paused by the crowd,

turne on them
angrily.

“ Shut ap, you
asses!” he snapped.

“It’s all very well
for the rest of us to
refuse to play under
Figgins, but Tom

Merry is difierent]  1've brought some of your Sixth-Form friands a

He con't 2o against Fawcett brightly. ‘ They say they all love a g

were looking dazed as they entered ths raom.

the juniox captain, gasped Morth. ** I did !’ bsamed Miss Pris

on principle—

“Rats!” growled Kerruish. “He's a blackleg!’

Manners clenched his fists, Like many others -of the
Shell and Fourth Manners was thoroughly “up against ™
Tiggins for what he considered the New House leader’s
unfair favouritism of New House men. But he had the
sense to see that Tom was in an awkward position, even had
his feelings been strongly against Figgins; as captain, Tom
had to stand up for law and order.

“Bay that again, and I'll knock you down, Kerruish!®

Kerruish did not say it again. He went red and turned
ahruptly away. At heart Kerruish was a decent chap; bui,
like many others, he felt a good deal of resentment against
Tom Merry at the moment.

“If Tom Merry plays this afternoon, I think we ought
to make it hot for him!"” grinned Racke maliciously.

Racke was not a foothaller, and cared little for footer
matters. But he weleomed an opportunity of angering
Manners and of stirring up ill-feeling against Tom Merry.

“Qh, shut up!” snapped Manners contemptuously. * What

U
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ng, Tommy dariing ! '” announced Miss Priscilla Head's
o* snakes=-and-ladders ! ?

id

you su?
) know =all little boys play it." (See Chapter 9.)

does footer matter to you, anyway, Racke? You wouldn't
know a football from a goalpost!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

There was o laugh, and the laugh was against Racke.
He growled something and stamped away. Monty Lowther
took Manners by the arm. He did not want to se¢ his chum
mixed up in a row with the rebels. The maleontents wera
many and Manners might have got a rangh handling.

“Come upstairs ¢ld hoss!” murmured Monty, and the
two chums went up 4o their study.

On the stairs they met Cardew.

“What's the row in the hall 7 inquired Cardew lazily.

“A lot of silly asses are saying Tom ought to be stopped
from playing this

afterncon!” snapped
Manners.
Cardew raised his
eyebrows,

“Really1” he mur-
mured. “How in-
terestin’'! Do you
know, 1 shouldn’t be
surprised if Thomas
doesn’t play this
afternoon, either.”

He grinned and
passed on. Manners
and Lowther looked
at one another
puzzled,

“Now, what on
earth did he mean by
that ¥’ queried Monty
Lowther.

But that was a
question that neither
of Tom Merry's
chums could answer.
Manuers and Low-
ther knew nothing of
Blake's little scheme.

It had been con-
sidered wisest not to
tell them. Though
Manness and Lowther
were '““up against ”
Figgins like the rest
of the School House
ilmiors. and would
1iave rofused to play
under Figgins' leader-
ship had they been
asked, their [riend-
ship with Tom Merry
might have induced
them to warn him of
Blake’s plan. So they
had been kept in safe
ignorance of Car-
dew’s coming imper-
sonation.

It was still raining

after dinner. Tom
was the only junior
in the School ' House

who minded: Nearly
all the rest were
gated that afternoon
as the resuit of the
The thres prefect Secaees: . 40
i ] -

snakes-and-ladders, ma’am!" :‘(;3:; 1‘:111.113'?-1 ﬁ&mtig
weather.

Buf Tom Merry, .n his study after dinner, looked out at
the rain rether gloowmily. The match was going to be a wet
and muddy one, without a doubt.

He glanced at his watch, There was still nearly an hour
befare he need leave for the Grammar School.

“Just timo to go over the minutes of the prefects’ mest.
ing,” Tom told himself, and sat down at the table to do so.

ﬁa captain of 8t. Jim's Tom was a busy man these days—
the busiest fellow at St. Jim’s! There was generally some
job in connection with the captaincy to be done during his
spare moments

He was interrupted in his task by a tap on the door. It
opened to reveal the grinning face of Blake.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Tom. 5 .

“Hallo!” answered Blake cheerily. “Busy? Here’s 4
visitor for you, old scout |” ; | =

“A visitor?” echoed Tom, in bewilderment. Whot

There was n rustle of skirts in the passage. The next
moment a figure in black, with a smiling old face peeping

out from beneath an old-fashioned bonnet, was framed in
the doorway. .

“Miss Priscilla Faweett,” smnounced Brake politely.

The figure oi the little old lady—as it at any rato
appeared to he—stepped into the room, beaming upon Toin
Mervy In the passage, Levison and Clive could be seen,
and Herries, Dighy, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

: "t'l[[‘ommy darling ! exclaimed the psnedo Miss Priscilla
ondly,

For a moment Tom Merry stood staring at his visitor in
astonishment. It was so unusual for Miss Fawcett to visit
him without writing to let him know of her intended visit
that he felt quite taken aback for the moment. Then a grin
of delight came over Tom’s face. He was very fond of his
old guardian, and was always glad to see her at St. Jim's.

Ha stepped quickly forward.

“Why.” he exclaimed, “I didn’t know you were coming
down. dear! T never got a letter—?

“Perhaps it got lost in the post. Tommy darling,’ sug-
gested Miss Priscilla. “Oh, how careless of the postman!
T shall write to the Postmaster-General—indeed I shall!”

Her voico sounded unlike her nsual clear, high tones.
They were high-pitched, but were faint and husky.

“¥ou have got a rotten cold !” said Tom in concern.

‘He was about to kiss the old lady., as ho knew that she
always expected him to do so, when Miss Fawcett drew '’
back with astonishing auickness.

“You mustn’t kiss me!” sho said hastily. “My cold is
so bad. and vou might get it |

Tom emiled. Then a look of concern cfme into his face,
Hiz eves were on the dark glasses perched on her nose.

: “]You are wearing different glasses?? he said question-
inzly.

“*Yes,” nodded Miss Fawceit. “My eyes are a little weak,
yoa know, and—and the doctor has told me to wear dark
glasses for a little while. I find them very comforting.”

Tom glanced at the fellows in the passage.
~ "“Come in, you chaps!” he exclaimed. “Thanks for show-
ing Miss Fawecett up to my study 1? -

“Oh, not at all 1 said Blake.

Miss Fawcett heamed round the room.

*These dear litile boys have been telling me all ahont
vour being captain of the school now, Tom darling! 1
think it's wonderfuli 1 always said they would make you
captain of the =chool one of these days!”

“Oh—ah--yes|” Tom went a little pink.
more of a fluke than anything, but——"

“Nonsenze! T'm sure the headmaster has realized your
true worth ! exclaimed Miss Fawcett earnestly. ‘““Ha seces
how noble and good yon are!”

There was a muffled sound from Herries that sounded
suspiciously like a suppressed chuckle. Tom, red as a beet-
.11'3et. glared at Hervics  Miss Faweett 'beamed at Tom
Merrvy.

“Dear boy!” she murmured. “Dear, wonderful bov !"

“Th-thanks ¥ stammered Tom. “But, really—>

“Now,” interrupted Miss Fawcett briskly, in the same
rather faint, husky voice, “I've brought you a little present,
Tommy darling!” She took from under her coat a flaf
pareel and handed it beamingly to the surprised captain of
dt. Jim's  “1 want you and your litile friends to play with
it this afternoon.”

Wonderingly, Tom unwrapped the brown paper. Then
he gave a gasp. -

Miss Fawcett’s present was a “snakes-and-ladders * hoard,
together with dice and couniers. : ;.

“M-m-my hat! Snakes-and-ladders I® gasped Tom. “I—
I say, this is awfully kind of you—" :

“QOh, not at all, darling! I knew you would like a nice
exciting game of snakes-and-ladders on a nasty wet after-
noon like this!" =y :

Tom stared at her blankly, and at the grinning faces of
his chums from the Fourth. ; : =

“T'm awfully sorry, dear!” he exclaimed hastily. “I—1
should love @ game, of courte, but not this afternccn. Vou
see, I've got to play football this afternoon——" §

“TFoothball 1 echoed Miss Fawcett shrilly, in evident
horror. “Oh, but T can’t allow you to play foothall on a
nasty wet afternoon like this!” : ;

Tom jumped. A look of dismay sprang into his face.

" Ll

“It was really

Bute—— 2

“No football 1? eaid the old lady firmly. “It would mean
your death of eold ! :

*“Heah, heah!” ¥ Arey
gravely.

“ Rather ! agreed Blake solemnly.

Tom leare& a.tI \f-hledFourth—Formers.

atiently to the old lady. ;
P I'm }wur so sorry,” he said, with a troubled look, “‘buf
T have to play in a school match, and so I can’t really geg
ouftlgsfs ?T.g;a\.\'cett—m' her understudy—gazed at him tearfullye
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exclaimed Arthur Augustus

Then he turned
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“=!” she sxclaimed. “Ohl: Tommy, do you really
mean that yon will defy my wishes?”

“My hat! Wunno! At least,” he went ou desperately,
“I am awfully sorey, but I must! You'see, it’s a school
match—-" ’ e

“You mean you care nothing for my wishes?” cried Miss
Fawcett, apparently very near to tears. « * And you want to
go away this afternoon and leave me, when I have come
down specially to see you? Oh, Tommy, how could yon?’

And Miss ﬁ(a,wt:ptt- sank down in a chair and produced a
little white handkerchief, with which she began to dab at

her cheeks. ;

Tom Merry watchad her in consternation.

-*0Oh crumbs!” he muttered. :

Not for the world would Tom have caused one moment's
unhappiness to Miss Priscilla Fawcett. But how could he
stand down from the match now, even for ber sake?

3 Bl]lt if you come and watch the match—-" he exclaimed
eagerly.

“Tn this rain1” sobbed Miss Fawcett. “ Do you want me
to catch my death of enld 1 - : 2

“QOh, dear!” Tom shuffled his feet unhappily. “No, I
suppose not! But—" ¥ - :

“0Oh, how can you be so cruel?” wailed Miss Faweeit.

Blake moved across to Tom's side. - :

“Don't be a cad!” muttered Blake, shoking his head
solemnly at Tom. “Hang it all, even footer isp’c so
important as keepiong the old lady happy, surely?”

“I—I suppose not,” gasped Tom miserably,

By now Miss Fawcett
seemed to be sobbing almost
as though her heart would
break, Tom could stand it
no longer. He glanced at the
clock, Yes, there was just
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say? "Tom hoped to . goodness that Figgy would under-
stand! It would be rotten if Figgins thought it & trick of
his to avoid going against School House publie opinion |

And whom would Figgins get to play in his stead?

There was nobody else in the New House who was fit to
play in & school matchi The ten best New House men wers
already down to play. Tiggins counld not possibly find an
eloventh without going to the School House. But whas
would the School Houvse do?

Then Tom's heart leapt. Perhaps this was a blessing in
disguise, after all! Figgins might come to terms with the
School House at the last moment, and agree to play half
a dozen School House men, if only to meet them half-way
in the matter of forming a team. If so, such a team would
be better than the team with ten New House men in it that
was to have met the Grammarians that afternoon! :

“My hat! P'r'aps Figgy'll do it!” breathed Tom
eagerly.

It wis with a much happier countenance that he crossed
to the table and opened the snakes-and-ladders board. Hs
did not mean to let Miss Fawecett dream that snakes-and-
ladders was not a pastime that he enjoyed as much as footer
and cricket, ;

" Now,” said Miss Fawcett briskly, “you must find some
nice friends, and we’ll have a nice game! I am very fond
of snakes-and-ladders myself.”

“Are you!” ejaculated Tom, in astonishment. “I—I

never knew that!
“Oh, but I am!” she assured him. “Now, find some nice
friends, and we can begin!”

Iﬂ-uml‘!-ﬂ'!-cmt‘l.uﬁul-‘.il-l-it-n.-hum;muf She patied the grey curls that

Readers Who Missed

rotruded from beneath her
nnet. It was an  old-
fashioned bonnet, with a

time to tell Figgins, and for
the junior skipper fto get
hold of a substitute.

He crossed quickly to the
old lady’s side, and laid a
hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t cry, dear®™ he
begged.  “I—1 won't play
footer this afternoon(*

Miss Fawcott's tears
stopped with rather astonish-
ine suddenness. 8he g‘msged
Tom’s hand with trembling
ﬁngers. -

My dear little Tommy " she cried warmly. “ How sweet
of vou! How good you are—how kind! YOF promisc?”

“¥e-e-os1” mumbled Tom Merry wretchedly.

“You'll stay at the school and play snakes-and-ladders
with me?” beamed Miss Fawcett. I know little boys love
snakes-and-ladders so 1"

“Y.yes!” Tom glanced at the group of Fourih-Formers,
“1 say,” he muttered, “one of you chaps go and toll
Figgins, will you? Tell him T'm frightfully sorry., but
explain—"

" Vewy good, deah boy!™

Arthur Augustus turned briskly to the door, and van-
ished, followed by the rest in a body. They evidently felt
that it would be too rmklg for one of them to venture alone
into the New Housel There was safety in numbers when
putting their heads into the lions” den!

F*l’ﬁ'“lmt"‘l L

e —

CHAPTER 9.
Snakes-and-Ladders !

OM'S face was a picture of worried feelings as he
closed the door behind them. He glanced across at
the figure of the eold lady in the chair. She was
smiling happily again, he noticed with relief.

But there was something puzeling about her. Tom ceuld
ot quite decide what it wag, but undoubfedly Miss Faw-
cett seemed a little different this afternoon from her usual
self. He told himself that it must be those darkened
glazsez—and, of course, her cold had altered her voiee.

“0Oh dear!” he muttered miserably. Glad though be
usually was to see his old guardian, Tom was by no means
glad of her visit this afternoon!

To have to stand down from the match at the last
moment like this was a terrific sacrifice. But it had to be
made, Kven footer was not so important that he must make
the dear old lady unhappy because of it, Had she merely
seemed disappointed, Tom would have played. But he could
nl?t stand seeing her in tears. Any sacvifice was betler than
thab! .

But in these circumstances particularly, it was really
very awkward—imore than awkward! What would Figgins
Tre Gex Lisrany,—No. 1,107,
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i:n-ig:c brim, and if lelt most
of her face in deep shadow.
1 will wait here.”

“Right you are!” smiled
Tom, and left the study.

The moment the door had

closed, Miss Fawcett drew a
deep breath, and murmured
something that would have

Dept., Amalgamated

ably to hear from her lips:
“Gadl
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workin' like a
charm 1”

And the chuckle that followed that remark was strangely
decp in tone for an elderly lady!

After a few minutes, Tom returned. Since all the juniors
but those playing in the match against the Grammarians
were gated that afternoon, Tom had had little difficulty in
findirg some friends to join in a game of snakes-and-ladders.
Hnakes-and-ladders did not, perhaps, sound a very exciting
way of spending an afterncon! But Manners and Lowther.
and Talbot and Kangaroo, had agreed to come along.

Tom was wondering very m{?&] how Blake & Co. had
fared over at the New House, in their interview with
Figgins. But there was still a quarter of an hour or eo
before the team need leave for the Grammar School, and
if some arrangement had been come to between the New
House and School House at last, there was plenty of time
for Figgins to collect Talbok and Lowther, for example, if
he wanted them.

Tom had confided his expectations to his friends, and
they were wondering as eagerly as he what decision Figgins
would come to. They wnu%d certainly be willing to })laj’ if
Figgins agmed, in the Ci_rcmnstauces of the loss of Tom
Merry from the team, to include a large number of School
House fellows in the eleven.

But in the meantime they were willing to give pleasure
to Miss Fawcett by starting off at snakes-and-ladders!

Miss Fawcett welcomed them with a very bright smile,

“Dear boys!” she exclaimed. ““¥You will love a nice
game, won't you?"

“Rather 1” said Talbot politely. “Oh, rather, ma’am”

“* But,"” continued Miss Fawcett, *I expected Tominy
darling, that now you are a prefect and the captain of tho
school, that you would have some of your Sixth Form friends
along te join youn in your nice games]"”

“The—the Bixth?" echoed Tom blankly.

Miss Faweett nodded in a very determined way,

“Yeos, the Sixth! Surely you have many friends in the
Sixth, now you are ca‘?tain?“ -

“Well,"” said Tom, *you see—

“I will invite some of them myself!” exclaimed Miss
Fawcebt.

She jumped from her chair and erossed briskly towards
the door. "Tom gave an exclamation of alarm.

“0Oht I say, dear, please don’t! You see—— ;

But he was too laie to stop her. Miss Fawcett had sailed

L

1

startled Tom Merry consider- .

What a scream!
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from the study, and along the passage. The five juniors
stared at her in dismay. Kangaroo was grinning.

“Great Scott ! eéaeulnted albot. “The Sixth—to play
snakes-and-ladders I’

*“Btop her !” gasped Manners. ; i

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Tom. “It's too late! Listenl!”

They could hear Miss Fawcett rapping on one of the
neighbouring study deors. A moment later the voice of
Kildare couﬁl be heard.

“K-K-Kildare |” stammered Kangarco., “0Oh, my hat!
1 say, Tom, old chap; excuse me, but I’ve just remembere
I've got an important letter to write

And the Ausiralian junior hastily vanished from the
study, and could be heard speeding away down the stairs.
Tom gripped Monty Lowther’s arm as the humorist of the
Shell made a pabicstricken movement as if to follow

Angaroo,

“¥ou stand by me, old chap!” pleaded Tom.

“0h, all right!” said Monty Lowther. “But—"

He hroke off, listening, as Miss Faweett was again heard
to be knocking on a study door. This time it was the voice
of North that came to their ears a moment or two later.

“This is awful 1" mumbled Tom,

With foclings too deep for words, the juniors waited. It
was not long beforas footsteps in the passage could be
heard. Miss Fawcett appeared beaming m the doorway.

“I've brought some of your Sixth Form friends along,
Tommy darling | she announced brightly. *They say they
all love a game of snakes-and-ladders [?

She entered the room, followed by XKildare, North, and
Darrell.

The thrae prefects were looking dazed, as if they did not

uite know whether they wera standing on their heads or
their heels. They had all been too polite to refuse an invi-
tation from a lady; but there were extraordinary looks
on their faces as they came into the study.

“8-s-snakes-and-ladders |” gasped North.
snakes-and-ladders, ma'am 7"
: “1 did {"* heamed Miss Priscilla, “I know all little boy
ove it.” :

“L-little boya?” echoed Darrell feebly.

The thres Sixth-Formers towered above Miss Faweeit.
But apparently she regarded them as little boys, and had
not the faintest idea that it was unusual for Sixth-Formers
to spend their time over snakes-and-ladders. It was a game
that was popular enough in the Third, but scarcely o craze
among the prefects at St. Jim's.

“Awflully good of you to come!’ mumbled Tom to the
threa bewildered Sixth-Formers, *Miss Fawoeett has just
been kind enough to present me with a snakes-and-ladders
set,” he went on desperately; “and—and she thought it
would be a good idea to play with it on a wet afternoon
like this.”

“Oh, rather!” said Kildare weakly, He caught Miss
Fawcett's eye and tried to pull himself together. * There’s
nothing like a game of snakes-and-ladders, to my mind !
He passed a hand across his brow. Apparently the ex-
captain of St. Jim's was greatly perturbed.

“But how do you play the confounded game?"’
North wildly,

“Dunno” whispered Kildare.
this true, or am I just dreaming?”’

And the ex-captain of St. Jim’s sat down dazedly in a
chair in front of the snakes-and-ladders hoard and stared in
horror at the contorted snakes that ornamented its squared

“Did you say

mutterad

“I—1 zay, old man, is

- surface.

“I don’t think I will play, after all, dear boys,” beamed
Miss Faweett. I wonld just like to watch you!”

This was, perhaps, a good deal more true than her
listeners realised. There was no doubt that the bogus Miss
Priscilla Faweett was going to enjoy herself immensely in
waiching the three Sizth-Formers solemnly playing snakes-
and-ladders with Tom Merry & Co. ;

“8it down, you chaps,” said Tom, breathing with
difficulty. *

They sat down tound the highly-coloured board. The
three Sixth-Formers were still %ooking as though they
thonght they really must be dreaming. Tom mopped his
brow with a handkerchief and picked up the dice.

“¥ou start, Monty, old chap!”’

“No; you starb!” mumbled Monty Towther. “I don't
know how to."” 2

% Naoither do I,” =aid Manners hastily.

0k, all right!””? Tom threw the dice and moved a
counter along the bottom row of squares. “Will you go
next, Kildare? he suggested in hollow tones. -

Kildare threw, And, with dazed faces, the snakes-and-
laddors party began their enforced game.

Miszs Faweett chuckled softly.

CHAPTER 10. &
The Plot that: Failed !
43 EEN Figginsi”

S Blake asked that question of the solitary occupant
of Dame Taggles’ little tuckshop under the elms;
it was Baggy Trimble.

Baggy paused before replying, to stufl a jam-tart into his

already jammy mouth, He nodded. :

* Mmmmm !’

“Where!” roared Blake.

Blake & Co. had failed to find Figgins in the New lHouse
and they had so far searched for him unavailingly elsewhere,
They eclustered eagerly round Baggy Trimble te hear his
ANSWEeT.

"tIIe"s gone!” said Baggy carelessly, picking up. another
tart. ]

“Gona?"’ echoed Herries, “Where to, you dummy "

“Grammar Schaol, of course " grunted Baggv.

“Bai Jove!l”

“Wha-a-z-at?” gasped Levison, .

Blake grasped the fat Fourth-Former by the shoulder and
shaok him.

“What do you mean?” demanded Blake.
gone yet! Ib’s too early—"

“Ow! Leggo!’ Baggy rubbed his shoulder
grip had been painful. “I tell you he has gone! THim an®
all the team !V %aggy sniggered. * I think they went carly
in case the Scheol House chaps tried to stop ‘em, or some-
thing! Seo Figgins nipped off with the other nine New
House asses 1

“Great pip!” gasped Digby blankly.

“We're done!” groaned Clive.

The juniors stared at one another in dizmay. They had
never dreamt that Figgins would leave the school so early
to go to the Grammar Scheool. And his doing so had upsct
their little plan entirely. It was no d hupirég that Tom
Merry's dropping out of the team wmﬁgeimw induce Figgins
to put in a big percentage of School House players. It was
too late!

“But Figginz wouldn’t sneak off and leave Tom Merry
behind,” suggestad Levison, with sudden hope. * Maybe
the fat dummy’s fibbing !

“Qh, really, Levison?”’ Trimble blinked at Levison in-
dignantly. “I tell you Figgins has gone—and his one-eyed
team! As a matter of fact, I happen to know, “cos Figgins
gave me a bob to take a moessage to Tom Merry, saying
the rest had gone on, and would he meet em ab the
Grammar School” 3

And Baggy, stuffing the last tart into his mouth, slipped
heavily from his chair by the counter and rolled towards
the door. Figgins’ bob was evidently now spent !

“I'll go and tell Merry,” said Baggzy, and rolled from
the shop, leaving Blake & Co. to stare at one aucther iz
utter consternation,

“ Dished, diddled, and done !” breathed Blake.

“0Oh deah! Iam afwaid Cardew's impersonation has not
been any use, aftah alll’ sighed Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

“Well, it's kept Tom Merry from playing, anyway!”
enapped Clive, “ And that’s something! Figgims will only
have his New House wasters to play for him now. He'll
ke a man short. And serve him right I” e

But it was with gloomy faces that the group of juniors
tramped out of tho tuckshop.

Their hi%h hopes of bringing about Figgins’ surrender
had been dashed to the ground in a moment, Compared
with that, the fact that the School House had succeeded in
keeping even Tom Merry from playing in Flg;;:na' team
was not much consolation. And it was impossible to save
the situation by going after Figgins to tell him of Tom

“He can't have

Blake's

(Tontinued on next page.)
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Merry’s standing out of the team—for they wero gated, by
the order of the Nead himself. ‘

As Blake had said, they were, without a doubt, dished,
diddled, and done! 2 A

* 5 - 4 % oo . . 3

In the end study of the Sixth Form passage a heavy
hilenﬂ{%}reigm:d, broken only by the rattle of the dice on
the table.

The gate of snakes-and-ladders was in full gwing.

The most uncomfortable-looking fellow of the lot was
Tom Merry. Manners and Monty Lowther had begun to
sce the humorous side of things, and so had Talbot. The
vhiree Sixth-Formers were feeling uncomfortable, There were
very curious expressions on the faces of Kildare and Darrell,
though they were bearing up bravely, But North looked
as though the strain was beginning to tell upon him,

North wos awarding Miss Fawcett with some glances that
wera anything but grateful. It almost looked as though
North of the Sixth was not so delighted as might have been
O] deﬂ\'.l!d at this chance of & happy afternoon at snakes-and-
ladders. - ;

“Your turn, Telbot " grinmed Monty Lowther. ;

Talbot took his turn, and was rewarded by a long slide
down the longest snake on the board. He handed the dice-
box to North, who clutched it reluctantiy and made his
throw. He moved his counter mechanically. ;i

“(reat Scott!” ejnculated Darrell. “ You've won!™

S Have 1?7’ gasped North. “I didn’t know !” .

“0f course you have!" cried Kildare eagerly. “Eou',\;a
got to the last square, old man! That means you've won !

“Does it?” North stared at the board and then at
Kildare. A beaming smile spread over his face. “Then the
game's over?” he ex_cia.imng. He was on his feet in a
moment. “ You—you mean we've finished?”

* 1In another instant North was striding towards the door
with the air of a reprieved prisoner. At the door he turned.

#Th-thanks for the gama, ma’am,” he stammered; then
North had vanishad, and his footsteps could be heard hurry-
ing rapidly down the stairs. B

The othiers had risen, too. Darrell and Kildare made o
smart movo for the door; but Miss Fawcett hurriedly inter-
cepted them.

“0h, but you must have another game!” she baameg:l.

& 1—T think not, if you don’t mind, ma'am !"*said Kildare
hastily. “ You—you see, T think two games of snakes-and-
ladders in cne afternoon is a little too much, It's so excit-
ing; it upsets the nerves if you overdo it!”

“Rxactly " apgreed Darrell. #Thank you so much!
G -bye!”

He groped for the door-handle and gwung the door open.
With a hasty bow to Miss Faweett, Darrell and Kildare
loft the study with almost feverish haste. And ab that
moment a fat figure rolled into their path.

“ ¥arcoooop !” : :

In his haste Kildare had knocked inte Bagey Trimble ar‘id
sent him flying Baggy collapsed in a gasping heap on the
linoleam, and the two tall Sixth-Formers stepped hurriedly
over him and vanished before Miss Fawecett had time to
wrge them to stay for a second thrilling game at the snakes-
and-ladders board. 3

“Ow!” pasped Baggy Trimble, secrambling up painfully.
“Yow! I'm hurt! Kildare's a rough beast!”

“Well, what do you want, Baggy?” demanded Tom
BMerry. :

Bagey rubbed a bruised elbow.

“Yow! Figgins asked me to give you 2
grombled. ¢

“Pigging?” exclaimed Tom eagerly.

“He's gone off to the Grammar School, with the rest of
the team, and wants you to join him there,” growled
Baggy. :

*Great pipt”

Tom’s face was a picture of dismay. He sztepped into the
pazsnge and gras’pec;) Baggy by the arm.

“0Ow! Leggal® 3

“When did Figgins gol?”

“ A long time ago.”

fThen why didn’t you tell me this before?” roared Tom.

“Weall,” said Baggy cautiously, *I didn’t think there was
any blessed hurry. I--I had to have a snack first.”

“You fat porpoise! I s'pose Figgins gave you a beb to
take the message, snd instead of bringing the message you
I.Jll.:Lc‘-d1 the bob first in the tuckshop?” snorted Tom Merry
grimly.

Bagpy wriggled free, and with a sniff he pub his fat litile
nose in the amir.

“Well, what if I did?” he snorted. “Serve you right for
being a rotten blacklez! ¥ah!”

nd he scuttled away down the stairs hastily.
Bierry, with clouded brow, returnsd to the study.
“0Oh crumbs!” he mutterad.
Tue Gix Linrary.—No. 1,107,
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He had never dreamt that by standing down from tho
team for the sake of Miss Fawcett he would be ietting
Figgins ‘go off with & man short. ‘It had not occurred to
Lim, any more than it had to Blake & Co., that Figgins
might go off early to prevent any trouble from the rebcf[lxoua
School House fellows. e

But it was too late now. He had given Mis: Fawcett his
Eg‘omlsa to stay with her that afternoon. He could not break

is word—not cven for football. ;

And it was impossible to send a deputy post-haste to the
Grammar School. By the Head's strict order, all fellows
other than those chosen by Tiggins for the football team
were gated. There was no going against that command,

“What's up?”’ exclaimed Manners quickly al sight of
Tom’s troubled face. -

“Piggins and the rest of the team have already zone to
the Grammar School,” said Tom quietly.

“ Great Scott!” -

That involuntary exclamation caused Tom to jump
almost out of his skin. : V.3 3

For it had been Miss Priscilla Fawcett who had given
that startled exclamation at Tom's words. And it was a
voico that Tom recognised instantly. ;

“Cardew " he gasped, scarcely able to believe his ears.

!He stared dazedly at the figure in the chair by the fire-
place.

Cardew caught his breath.

He had given himself away. In his startled consternation
at the news of Figgins' departure, which, as he instantly
realised, had brought all the ploiters’ plans tumbling to
the ground, so far as foreing a surrender from Fizgins
was concerncd, the masquerading slacker of the Fourth had
forgotten for a moment that he was supposed to be an
glderlly lady who did not wse such expressions ea “Greab
Seott!” The exclamation had escaped him without his
thinking, and his masquerade was revealed,

“Cardew !" yelled Tom, and with a guick stride he was at
the side of the figure in the chair. Another moment and
lie had snatched both bonpet and wig from Cardew's head.

“Cardew !" panted Monty Lowther in amazement.

Tom stared at Cardew in utter bewilderment. As yet ha
had scarcely time to wonder why Cardew had donp it.
Another thought was oceupying his mind to the exelusion
of all else.

That promise he had given, as he had thought, to Miss
Priscilla Fawcett was no longer valid.

Without waiting another instant, Tom Merry turned and
ruzhed to the cupboard where his footer kit was kept.
Tucking it under his arm in a wild bundle, the captain of
St. Jim's rushed without a word from the study and pelted
down the stairs, =

Three minutes later Tom Merry, after a hasty change,
wheeled his cycle from the shed and pedalled furiously ous
through the gates and along the lano towards Rylcombe
Grammar Schoaol,

The match would have been started by the time he
reached the Grammarians’ playing-ficlds, he knew. But he
would be in time for most of the game even now.

Head down, Tom Merry fairly flashed the pedals round
as he flew along the wet road through the drizzling rain
towards Rylecombe.

CHAPTER 11.
Tom Herry to the Reseue !

N Tom Merry’s study Talbot had seized Ralph Reclnesy
Cardew in g vice-like grip.
“You—you spoofer !I” roared Talbot. :
Cardew grinned eoolly.

“Pretty good, eh, dear man?”’ he drawled,

“But what was the giddy idea?” yelled Monty Lowther,

“Why, to keep dear Thomas from playing this afternoon,”
grinned Cardew. * Some of us thought that if we could do
that it might force Figgins to surrender, With Thomas in
the team it wasn't quite hopeless; but with Thomas out of
the runnin’, even Figgins couldn’t have had the cheok to
ficld his New House bunch of crocks against Gordon Gay
& Co. Me would have had to ask the School House to
back him up, and we should have made cur own terms.”

He chuckled, but rather ruefully,

“ You ses, we never gucssed Figgins would go snenkin' off
like ho did. That upset the apple-cart for us.”

Talbot released the slacker of the Fourth.
_d"lgsea," he said slowly., “Well, perhaps it wasn't a bad
idea.”™ ~

“In any case,” drawled Cardew, ¥it would have stopped
the virtuons Thomas from heinﬁ a blackleg. But apparently
we ha\.‘ejr}'t even succeeded in doin' that. He's gone off to
play—

“And good luck to himt” said Manners vehemently, -
“I'm beginning te think that Tom was right all along. m%:l
that wo were asses to boycott Figgins, Tom was sure
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Tom Merry’s head sank wretchedly on to his hands, while Manners and Lowther watchad him in silence.

earth am I to do 7 ¥ muttered Tom hoarsely,

Figgins was honest enough in thinking his team was the
best possible, even if he was all wrong in thinking so. Well,
what if Tom was right?”

“Rats!” said Cardew. “Figgins was just showing
favouritism, and he needed boycotting till he chucked it.”

“Not so sure,” repeated Manners thoughtfully. He
glanced at the others and closed the door. © Anyway, apartk
from that I fancy we have a little score to settle with
Cardew for making us play snakes-and-ladders.”

“Rather !” grinned Monty Lowther.

A look of alarm flashed into Cardew's face. Ho tried to
dart for the door, but his skirts hampered him, and the
next moment he had been seized and swung on high.

“Yarcooooogh 1"

There was a bump and a yell. “Miss Priscilla Fawcett ”
was finding that neither her age nor sex was saving her
from the conseguences of her glorious spoof!

“Goal |

The Grammarians had scored. ;

Gordon Gay bad put the ball past Fatty Wynn with a
Jighining ehof to the top left-hand corner of the net that
hed left the St. Jim's goalkeeper helpless, ¥

The match had only been in progress for fifteen minutes.
Figgins' face was gloomy as ball was returned to the
centre of the field

With only ten men playing, and at least three of thoso
hopeless “duds,’ things were not looking too bright for the
visiting team.

K"Wh&t on earth’s happened to Tom Merry? snorted
are.

“Goodness knows!” muttered Figgins savagely. *Looks
to me like some more dirty work from the School House
chaps. They've kept him away somehow. It’s not like Tom
Merry to let us down otherwise.” -

He tapped the ball across to Redfern for the fresh kick-off,
and again the match was waxing hot and furieus.

Garﬁon Gay & Co. were very strong that afternoon. They
had a splendid team in the field, and they were all over

“ I'm captain of the school ; Pve promised the Head to do my duty,
but I ¢can't do it if it means that you two are to be expelled ! ¥

““ What on
But—
{See Chapler 12))

the ten St Jim's men, despite the heroio efforts of Figgins
and Redfern and Kerr, the pick of the visiting forward line,
to force” the attack.

The 8t. Jim’s half-back line was hopeless. 'The backs—
Owen and French—were not very much better, for Owen
scemed to be off {form. But for Fatty Wynn, in goal, the
Grammarians would have scored scveral times already,
instead of only once. The Falstaff of the New House, leap-
ing about between the posts with amazing agility despite his
bulk, was a tower of strength. But even he found it hard to
keep the ball from investigating the, interior of the nef
time after time!

And at last the Grammarian attack conld be kept at bay
no longer, From a corner-kick Frank Monk, of the Grammay
School, got his head to the ball and jerked it into the net.
‘There was a deafeping, delighted yell from the watehing
Grammarians on the touchline.

Only twenty minutes of play, and already the scorc was
two—nil in favour of the home team!

It was not surprizsing that the Grammar School fellows felt
that life was worth living.

Again the ball was returned to the centre. As Figging
was placing it, he heard a sudden shout from Redfern,

“ Loolt 1"

Figgina glanced quickly towards the touchline, iv the
direction of Redfern’s outflung hand.

A muddy figure in footer kit was vacing on to the footer-
el

“Tom Merey I” gasped Figgins.

Tom eame panting up. He was covered with mud from
head to feat. [lis face was so mud-spattered a3 to be hardly
recognizsabls,

“Sorry I'm late!” he panted. “I got held up. T'll explain
later! And on the way here my hike skidded in the mud
and blle}t]ed a wheel—I've had to foot it mast of the
W ——

* Play inside-richt, will you?” jerked Figgins. “Kerr,
drop back to fill up the half-back line! Go centra-half.”

“Right!” nodded Kerr, and hurried baek to fill up the
vacant position, The referee, who had paused at Tom's

: Tee Geum Lisramy,—No. 1,107,
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arrival, sounded his whistle, and Figgins tapped the ball to
FTom.

There was hope in Figging’ face now, in place of the
wtter dejection he had previously shown, Tom’s arrival was
late enough—with the score already two—nil against St
Jim'z! But Tom was the finest junior footballer at St Jim's,
l!ld! might work wonders. There was hope for the Baints
Tob

And Figgins hopes were realised only ten minutes later,
when Tom Merry, after a wonderful solo run down the
centre, planted.the ball squarely in the net.

At half-time the score was still two—one. But almost
immediately after the opening of the second half Tom Merry
planted the ball in the net again, from a perfect pass
from Figgins.

All square! And George Figgins' rugged face was
wreathe[cll in smiles,

He had had dificultics enough in bringing a feam to the
Grammay School that afternoon! And hopeless defeat had
seemed to be his lot at first. But now things were looking
very different! )

Without a doubt it was a case of Tom Merry fo the rescue.

And when the hero of the Shell, playing as he had rarely
played before, scored a third goal with his magic foot—a
goal to be followed a few minutes later by the final whistle—
and 3t Jim’s trooped off the muddy field with victory theirs,
a mud-stained figure was high on the shoulders of ten
rapturons New Housze fellows,

Tom Merry, the captain of St. Jim's, had won the match
for his school off his own boot!

And though there was no ene on the touchline te cheer
his amazing feat, the other footballers made up for the
absence of the gated St. Jim's juniors by yelling themselves
hoarze in Tom Merey's honour!

— -

CHAPTER 12. S
Breaking Bounds !

. & K, he, he!” 2 =
Baggy Trimble put his head in al Study
No. 10 in the Bhell passage and sniggered.

Baggy seemed to be amused about something !

Manners and Lowther were both in the study. Manners
was tnaking the best of his afternoon’s imprisonment by
busying himself with some photographic materials, ready
for tha spring’s snapshot campaign ! Monty Lowther, on the
other hand, was standing staring gloomily out of the window
2f thejpuddles in the quad.

It had stopped raining, and the sun had come out. It was
not at all a bad afternoon now. Monty Lowther would have
liked nothing better than a tramp over the moors to Way-
land, to visit the girls of Spalding Hall. But the depressing
fact that he and his chums were all gated made anything of
that nature impossible,

Hence Monty's gloomy brow!

Bul there was another reason, too. Since Tom Merry's
election to the captaincy of 8b. Jim’s, Study No. I had
been far less cheery than in the old days, Manners and
Loawther missed Tom badly.

Bagpy's arrival caused Monly to turn from his gloomy
refloctions, and survey the fat Fourth-Former eritieaily,

“1f you've come here just to make those beastly noizes, you
ean seat!” he growled.

“fle, he, ha!” Baggy, undaunted, eniggered again.
“Tom Merry's in for it!”

“What do you mean, you fat clam ¥* demanded Manners,

“He, he, he! Bome of the chaps mean to pay him ou!
for being a blackleg, and playing in Figgins' team this
afternoon.”

With quick strides Monty Lowther crossed to the deorway
and jerked Bagey, squealing, into the study.

“What's that?g he voared. “What do you mesn$”

1 shan’t tefl you if you don't leggo!” squealed Baggy.
]Mon[j' Lowther released him, but put hizs back to the
door.

“Now, then, out with iti” :

“¥You know most of the chaps are mad with Tom Merry
for being a rotten blacklep ¥” enipgered Bagpy. “1 eall it
pretty rotton myself, the way he's pone against the House !
Just beeanse he's captain he thinks he can do as he likes,
I suppose—— Ow! Leggo my ear, Lowther, you heast!”

-“What are the chaps poing to do about it, anyway?”
demanded Lowther savage% ,

Baggy rubbed his injured ear.

“Owl Oh, really, Lowtherl Tm tfelling you! It was
Racke's idea, I think. But a lot of 'em ugreed to it
’&Phey‘ve telephoned to that chap Roker, in Ryleombe —zou

now !”

Sreat Scoth!” muttered Mannera, ©Well 17

Manners and Lowther glanced at one another. They knew
Roker ouly too wellt Bge was a young hoolizan who spent
most of his time hanging about the Green Man—a thoroughly
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unsavoury individual, and the leader of a gang of similar
be:‘e%‘tﬁes. :

“They'vo told Roker to get a crowd of roughs tozether
and attack the team as it comes home from the Grammar
Sr;hm:l! grinned Baggy maliciously, “They're going to
Hl};t?w;m awrough time—and Tom Merry in particulas !

ow |

A startled expression had leaped into Monty Lowther's

face. Baggy took the opportynity to ski kl ;
the door. In the doorn-u?rpﬁe ‘iurtlfed. el Bt

“Yah! T hope Roker gives it to Tom Merry hot for
being a beastly blackleg! And to Figgins and Eis rokben
New THouse favourites!”

}l:;hgrlhl Baggy \'a.!éished hastily.

., out Manners and Lowther were not worrying about Bagey
Trimble. There faces were startled. Gnie 5

“Great Scott!” muttered Manners, “Tho cads! That's
about the giddy limit!{ The sort of thing cads like Racke &
Co. would think of! We've got to stop it!”

oo But  how?” cried Monty Lowsher desperately:

Trimble wouldn’t have told us if it hadn’t been foo late!
Look at the time! The team will have left the Grammar
School by now! So we can't telephone to Gordon Gay to
warn them—" '

“We must go and meet the team, and put them on their
gu‘;tﬂd—:;} ;mgh‘t be 1? éirme " breathed Manners.

: 1 ut we're gate i -

T o il t—E—-” It would mean getting expelled
“Rats!” Manners gripped Lowther’s arm, “I' illi
to take all the risks, if you ara! Wao ca:.llt’lt 310?1’*. ‘::EREE
g,etlsgs‘r of course, but we could slip over the waﬁ!i We can't
let Tom be set upon by Roker & Co. svithout moving a
finger! And it would be no good tollin the Head; he'd
gﬁl‘:&;ﬂi:;i;waaﬂ? yarn. ’Begiuges‘ fa would be sneaking on
; nd we ca ; :

b S Ao th.i: '8 do that, even though they are

Only for o moment did Monty Lowther hositate. He know
[ eing ot Lo et Freking s, ool

ulsion w i i :
BEllt he, like Manners, wﬁs ready {?t? ris?;siib:]:mw i
‘Come on, then,” said Monty ‘guietly.

ik bc—;,'lhnrried out of the study.

,bieyetes were essential if they were to meet the team i

time to warn them of Roker's ambush. Tt was u-ili? diiof“;rﬁd;:
that Mauners and Lowther smugeled their bilkes aver the
t‘:-ﬂTc;e*:lltd a clgse:rtz-d pomt behind the chapel. But thew
_“_Lcre La::_ar:l oing so without being seen, so far as they

Could they hope to be in time?

They flow along the lane at a breakneck pace, ¢
flying from beneath their racing wheelgf" pahegr i;owml;g
sign of Racke's hired hooligans on the road; but, for all
they knew, Roker & Co. wero already lying in wait at some
lonely spob in Rylcombe Lane, waiting to carry out their
part of the rascally bargain—a vart for which Racke & Co.
and their supporters had no doubt promised liberal pay-
tment. Roker & Co. would never dream that two speeding
St. Jim's eyclists were off Y0 warn their intended vickims
of the trap, and would let them pass without hindrance.

And luck was with Manners and Lowther!

There was no sign of the returning St. Jim's team on the
road. Not till they came in sight of the Grammar Schoo!
did they find them.

Bt. Jim's caps could be seen among the crowd ab the gates
of the Grammar School. The St. Jir’s team wero only just
leaving, ;

Breathlessly Manners and Lowther dismounted among
the crowd. Thers was a startled exclamation from Tom
Merry.

“My hat!” He grasped Manners by the wrist staring ab
his: two chums in wondering consternation, "fau idiots!
You've broken bounds, in spite of the-Head’s order——""

Rapidly Manners explained, When they had finished, both
Saints and Grammarians looked at one another, with grim
faces. Then Gordon Gay stepped forward.

“I fancy we can knock this little scheme on the head,”
ho announced cheerfully. *“If you fellows bike slong the
road and run into the ambush, Roker and his pals will never
guess that we Grammar School chaps are coming along a
fittiel‘ymy behind, I fancy they'll get the shock of their
1ves

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Grammarians,

Figgins gripped Gordon Gay’s hand. His eyes were
sparkling.

“That's ripping of you!” he exclaimed. “We'll maks
Roker & Co. wish they’d never mterfered in St, Jim's affairs,
1 fancy !

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Tom Merry grimly.

Accordingly, there were grins on the faces of the St. Jim's
footballers s, with Manners and Lowther, they returned
along the lane towards their own school. And not till then
did Manners and Lowther learn of the result of the mateh.

L]
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Mannera held out a hand to Figging, who-gripped it as he
cyeled along, !

“Good man, Figgy,” said Manners quietly. “Monty and
I, at any rate, are beginning to fee? we've made rather
asses of ourselves over this inter-House row. We jumped
to the conclusion that because yow’d put a lot of New Honsc
men in your team it was through favouritism., Well, T think
now that Tom was right, on considering it, and that we've
migjudged gou. I expect the other chapsz will come to sec
senze, tao, before long."

" Oh, that’s all right!” said Figgins awkwardly, “I can
promise you I didn't mean to show any favoaritism, you
know. But, naturally, my back went up a bit when I was
accused of it, and I was a bit too ready, p'raps, to fill up
up the team with New Honse chaps when the School House
men crossed oub their names. Well, luckily, there’s been no

charm dove. Thanks to Tom Merry, wo licked the Grammar
School—"

Figgins hroke off.

A number of figunres had burst into sight from the hedges
o either side of the road, It was Roker, with a gang of
other roughs at his heels, and they closed in on the St
Jim's party in a busineszslike way.

“Back up!” yelled Tom Merry.

A moment later the foetballers had closed up, back io
bacl, hitting onf fiercely against the overwhelming odds.

Roker & Co. were in numbers. Without donbt, despite

" their plucky “defence, things would have gone badly with

the 8t. Jim's party had they been alone. But the fight
“had searcely started before there was a yell from down the
‘lane, and round the bend swept Gordon Gey and a host of
They pedalled swiftly up, leapt from their
bigyeles, and hurled themselves at the hooligane,

The conflict was short and shazp. Reker & Co. wers
not of the stuff of which heroes are made, and at this unesx-
peeted turn of the tide they became panicstricken. They

A

broke and fied, but not before most of them had been mere
voughly handled than they had ever been in their Yves
hefore, Bainte and Grammarians were left victorious.

It was with warm handshakes that the St, Jim’s follgws
parfed frow their old rivals from the Grammar Schaool, and
cach school gave a cheer for the other., Then the St Jim's
party remounted their cycles and pedalled off cheerily
towards home.

_Bome distance from the school Manners and Lowther left
the footballers, to gain entranco over the wall at tho hack.

They were feeling very pleased with themselves, The
news of 8%, Jim's unexpected vietory over the Grammarians
had put them in high spirits, as well as the success of their
daring dash to warn Tom Merry of the cowardly altack that
had been planned te be made on him. :

But a shock was waiting for Manners and Lowther.

they suceceded in gaining the school promises sa
h without being seen, and hurried off fo Tom Merry's
study. But the youthful captain of Bt. Jim's waz nob there
when they arrived. They sat down to wait for him, but the
minutes passed, and still he failed to put in an appesrance.
_ “Where the dickens has Le got to?" exclaimed Manners
nnpatiently, after a gquarter of an hoour had gone by.

“P'y'aps he's gone off to report us for breaking hounds!”
chuekled Monty Lowther humorously.

I't had already ocerrred to the two chiums that, as captain
of the school, Tom ought to report fellows who had defied
the Head's gating order. But obviously, under the circam-
stan oven a conscientious fellow like Tom Merry would
not consider it his duty to do =o.

The deor opened and Tom Merry stepped into the study.
At sight of his face Manners and Lowther jumped up in
vague alarm.

“What's up?” exclaimed Manners,

Tom’s face was dark and froubled. He smiled wiyly.

(Centinued on next page.)
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Here are a Few Interesting Facts about one of Britain’s Great Locomotives.

'REGIMENTAL *

Locomotive 6102 of the * Royal Scot ™

ROYAL SCOTS]/

Express engines of the *‘ Royal Scot !’ class, on the
L.NM.S. Railway, are named after famous regiments
of the British Army. You wili learn from our con-
tributor all about the *' Black Watch ' locomotive.

class is named * Black Watch ¥ after the
famong Scottish regiment which was
voised in 1730 for the Pprotection of
Edinburgh.
ihe fact that all the bright ceolours in its
iartan were extracted, leaving only the
chark green ground.

In olden days we can imagine soldiora
of the Black Watch patrolling the turreted
walls of Edinburgh Castle, and guardin
the eity from the attacks of rebels
bands of outlaws ; dark, shadowy figures
ever wakefnl, watchful, while the eity slopt
safe in the knowledge that the soldiers of
the King kept constant vigil.

And it is such a }:icture that iz conjured
up in the minds of those who may chanco
to see the loecomotive “ Black Watch,”

Tta title was derived from’

o commemorate its

S&saive and still in the sheds after a heavy
oy's work., Dim and shadowy she
geems in the gleom of midnight ; silent
and still after the thundering throb of her
mighty mechanism during the day.

e is the very embodiment of those
silent watchers who kept constant vigil
while Edinbureh slept in days gone by.
No wonder she is called * Black Watch.”

The famous rveghment has ever heen
noted for its deeds of valour. In 1794
allantry in Holland
it was privileged to add the **red hackle,”
to iis feather bonmets. In like manner

Flocomotive 6102 haa been painted red

ahove ithe blackness of its wheels and lower
members, :

The Black Wateh fought ot Fontenoy,
Corvnng, and Alexandria. At Waterloo

it was with Picton's division, and those
of you who wonld care to read of its
magnificent exploita at the Baitle -of
Alma will find an execiting acecunt in a
book called “ Hothen,” by Kingslake.
It also achieved greatness at Bangalore,
Seringapatam, Quatre Bras, and Waterloo.
Locomotive 6102 of the * Royal Seot
clase takes its name from a very greab
regiment. And the mighty red and biack
engine has achieved fame not only by its
own magnificent efforts but hecause of the
historie traditions and polgnant memories
of honour, valour, end glory which 1ilie
name * Blaek Watch ” calls to mind.
Tee Geum Igeramy—No. 1.107,
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“But we're goin' to

#1've just beon seeing the Head,” he said slowly. “ He
“The Head tells me that I must find out who the two
a strained voice. * But, of course, you are the two chaps!”
that vou two are to he expelled!”
CGeorge Figging turned. He had been erossing
Blake, Herries, Dighy, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey were
spirit, Bub it was soon clear that Blake & Co. were out to
School, Fizgy 1"
1 can't say fairer than that! We're sorry we gave you all
“Yaas!” agreed Arthur Angustus.
c!mEa to bury the hatchet, 'cause I fancy I was a bik of a
“ And the chaps that tried to get Roker & Co. to beat up
have come to see things a bit more sensibly now, Figgy.”
bleszed breach, too, ek ?"
on Tom’s door and opened it. Blake & Co. and liggins &
his face the picture of misery.
The others crowded round with startled faces. Tom
told the Head. And the Head has told me I must find out

sent for me as soon as I got in. He tells me that Knox
has reported seeing two juniors eyoling along Rylcombe Lane
this afternoon."

“ Whew !” breathed Monty Lowther.
chaps are who weunt out despite his orders,” continued Tom
heavily. “*They nre to be expelled!” 3

He eat down in a chair, staring at his two chums miser-
a y. y - .

“1—I dida't tell him I knew who they were,” he said in

Tom's head £ink wretchedly on to his hands

“What on earth am I to do?" he muttercd hoarsely.
“Tm captain of the school. I've promised the Iead to do
my duty, and all that. But—but I can’t do it if it means

CHAPTER 13,
A Boy’s Cross-roads !
“ 1! Figginst”
H - “Figgay, deah boy!”
the gquad from the tuckshop towsrds the New
House when he heard his name called. He halted, as did
Kerr and Fatty Wynn, who were on either side of him.

*“Bchool House cada!” growled David Lilewellyn Wynn.
hureying across towards the New House trio. Figgins & Co.
eyed them grimly.

In the present state of warfare between‘ll:a_ two Houses
they were not disposed to greet Blake & Co, in a friendly
be friendly, to the amazement of Figgins.

Blake cgma up with & grin on his face and held out
his hand. My

“Shake " he said. “Congratters on licking the Grammar

Rather dazedly, Figgins shook hands,

“Ts it pax, then?” he exclaimed doubtfully. ; 3

“You bet it is!” chuckled Blake, “We'vo realised
wo've been a lot of jealous asses in the School House—and
the trouble we did. We thought we were doing the right
thing, you know, but wo realise now that we were doing the
wrong thing—and éul]y near'y caused St Jim’s to be licked
by Gordon Gay & Co [”
wally wound you now, Figgay !”

“Hear, hear I nodded Digby.

Tigging grinned. :

“That's fine!” he chuckled, “It's jolly decent of you
pigheaded ass myself| Anyway, it was due to a School
House bounder that we beat the Grammar School, as you
know 1"

“ Huwwah for Tom Mewwy [” grinned Arthur Augustus.
the team—and Tom in particular—are feeling rather sorry
for themselves now,” remarked Blake blandly. *We've
beaten them up instead! It was only rotters like Racke
& Cbo. who tried to werk that, of course. The rest of us

“Oh, good 1” grinned Figgins. “By the way, Tom Merry
suggested that we three went and had a late tea with him to
ceﬁ: srate our giddy viwctory ! Arve you chaps coml.'!%; too?"”

“Yes, he a.sEad us,” nodded Blake. “A feast to hea! the

And School House and New House fellows turned towards
the School House on the best of terms. The hatchet was
buried between the rivals of St. Jim's!

There was a cheery grin on Blake's face as he knocked
Co. crowded into the biz room. Then Dlake gave an
exclamation,

“My hat! What's wrong?" he burst out. >

Tom Merry was alone. He was standing by the window,

Figgins closed the door quickly and crossed towards the
captain of St. Jim’s. !

“What on earth's the matter¥” he asked, with concern on
his rugged face.
smiled wanly.

“I=I'm in a bit of a hole,” he eaid. *You know how
Manners and Lowther cane out over tha wall to warn us?
Knox saw them. He didn’t recognise them, though. He's
who the chaps were who went out, although they had been
gated. It—it would mean expulsion %

- He broke off. The other fo'lows stared at him in utter
dismay, _
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“Bai Jove!” pasped Arthur Augustus, & How—how
feahfully wotten 1"

om glanced miserably from face to face.

It was a terrible decision that Tom Merry had been ealled
u#aon to make. To many fellows, without Tom's keen sense
of duty, it would have been simple enough to deny all know-
ledge of the two culprits, and carry on as if he had nover
ﬂlscﬂ\'{!red their identity. But Tom was too honest for
‘nak.

He had promised to do his duty when assuming the post of
captain of 8f. Jim's. His duty was clear. He ought to tell
the Head who the culprits were, since he knew them. But to
give in the names of his own chumz——

Tom sank down in a chair.

“Ive got to do it, I suppose,” he'said thiekly. “It's a
question of honour, isn’t it? You see, if it had been Racke,
or someon? like that, I suppose I should have given in the
name, as a matter of duty, I—I can't favour them because
they are my own chums |

Tho other juniors stared at him in silence. It was a
problem that Tom had to solve for himself, They could not
help him to decida.

x ")I must do mﬁ' duty,” said Tom. ITis face was haggard.

I'll tell the whole affair to the Head, and perhaps he'll
let them off expulsion [*

But Blake shook his head.

“No, the. Iead wouldn’t think that was sufficient excuse
for them to defy him like that,” he said unsteadily,

Tom rose slowly to his feet.

“What can I do?” he muttered hopelessly. “I've
tell the Head, haven’t 17 There’s no way out of it?"
: “Ii’s a question of duty, of course,” said Kerr uietly,

But, on the other hand, there is the question of friend-
ship. ¥You've got to choose—duty or friendship?™

“ Friendship,” muttered Tom.  “That'a n?l very well.
But in this case friendship would stand for favouritism !
DanI't you aee?’:,

“I've got it!” said Figging, jumping up suddenly.

:“:hat do you mean?” breathed Tom GIPI‘_?. =
2 r\’h hy, what you've got to do” panted Figgins excitedly.

i?u can't give your own chums' names to the Head! And
you've got to do your duty—while you're captazin. Don't
you see—"" > -

:‘ No,” said Tom. *I—T don’t understand——"

‘You old ass!” grinned F'ggins. * It’s elear enough! Go
to the Head and hand in your resignation as captain of
8t. Jim’s! Then you aren't captain any longer, and so it's
no Iﬁrl‘.x!;‘:el' up to you to tell the Head who the two chaps
were |’

t to

——

CHAPTER 14.
Tom Merry’s Resignation !
113 OME in !*
‘ Dr. Holmes was seated at his desk. He turned

his head at the sound of a tap on the door, Tom
erry entered,

“Ah|” The old Head’s fase was stern. *You have como

to tell me the names of those two boys wno broke hounds
this afternoon, I hope. Such insclent defiance must be
punished heavily—"

*No, sir,” broke in Tom steadily.
tell you that, sir.”

“You have not succeeded in finding out who the twa
cylpnts were!” inquired the Head, staring at Tom keenly.
Lhere was something in the face of the youthful captain of
8f, Jim's that was puzzling the headmaster.

Tom did not reply to the question. A faint flush mounted
to his cheeks.

*1 came to see you, sir,” he said steadily, “because T wish
to hand in my resignation as captain of St Jim’s.”

There was a tense silence in the Head’s study for several
moments.,

“Bless my soul !”

Dr. Holmes rose elowly to his feet. He eyed Tom curi.
ously, then removed his spectacles and wiped them. He
torned to Tom again.,

“You really think you would prefer to resume your oli
position in the junior school, instead of carrying on as at
present?” he inguired curiously,

*Yes, sir; I should.”

“You surprise me!” said the Head &l fast. “You wish
to give up the privileges connected with the captainey?”
He emiled. “Yon have done extremely well in the posi-
tion, I must say, although I have had to—ah—speak to you
concerning the school discipline on occasion. Considering
that you are a junior, I was pleasantly surprised at your
handling of the responsible duties connected with vour
position.”

“Thank you, sir.
resign.”

“1 wasn't coming to

But I really mean it—I want to

(Continued on page 27.)
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A REMARKABLE NEW SERIAL OF ADVENTURE!

23

By Leslie Beresford.

-
////4/, : o= =
G
THE WORLD MENAQE!

Whilst the statesmen of the world are working for peace and good will, on the Isiand of Mo Escape there is being built at
desperate speed a new menace to the whote of mankind—a flest of Flying Fish!

The Man Who was Dead !

OR a moment Rodney was half inclined to take the

F papers from the envelops and read them. That

was natural enough. ere, possibly, was tha last

letter his father had written before he was mur-

dored, It seemed only right that his son should be entitled

to read the coufents. But the letter was not addressed fo

him, and, in spite of his natural inclination, Rodney
hesitated to commit a breach of trust.

To escape from temptation, he thrust the envelope back
inta his pocket, joining Dan in peering through the pori-
hole, and watching the final act in the drama of piracy on
tho high seas which they both vainly attempied to prevent.
Aboard the “ Yolande  they could see Von Roden and i:he
CGreek, with their men, busyving themselves excitedly. The
former was directing the dismantling of the ship's wireless
—a precauntion whick might have been expected. 2

Presently Lord Braxton was escorted down the eompanion-
way with his baggage, and then the others finally followe:d
as well as some wearing the neater uniform of the yacht—
the mutineers, no doubt. : 3

A fow minutes later, with the faintest pulsing of her
motors, the F]yiug Tish began to edge away from the yacht,
which, still veiled by the nust, remained riding the water,
her engines stopped, with no one on her decks, though facas
could be dimly discerned at one or two of the portholes

“Phese people are a pretty blackguardly lot, Dan!” mused
Rodney. *They've left the ship to run herself, with thoso
poar beggars on board all battened down. Of course, they'll
find a way of petting out in the long run, but by then if
wan't matter, Leord Braxton will be as lost as ourselves.
It’s hard lines on him. But he’s got one advantage over us,
Dan. They have let him bring his lnggage with him. You
and I have only got what we stand up in. I've been
wondering what we were going to do about that. Jolly
old Kraft's made an awful mess of my shirt, and you look
as if you could do with a change.” !

“That be worrying me, too,” said Dan. ‘' Leastways, it
were last night, everything being so sudden. But while you
were sieeping this morning I was looking round, and I came
on this—" ; 1t

He had risen from the berth on which e had been sitting,
and opened a locker below it, disclosing a drawer full of
male underclothing. They were examining these when the
door was unlocked and Prince Karagenski came in. IHe
shut the deor behind him.

There was a softness in his face as he stated these facts
which made Rodnoy look at him a second time, for he
seemed like a new person. But before the boy conld speak
the prinee laid a hand on his shoulder.

“You knmow,” he said, “youn two fellows haven't done
yourselves, or anyone elso a fraction of good by seeing red
and running amok to-day.”

“Wa just didn't have any luek ! shrugged Rodney. “ And
we couldn’t look on and do nothing at all.”

“Possibly not, 1 can guite understand your feelings,

" young fellow, even though you may not even try o under-

stand mine. And, whnile on that subject, let me tell you
this. Rude remarks about Russians are neither wise ner
English 1»

“That’s quite true sir!” agreed Rodney. [eeling the
colour rise in his face. “I knew thab after I had said what
I did. But I couldn't make head or tail of things.”

“0Of what '

X Of you having anything to do with that pirney husiness—
with the whole show, for that matter—"

“¥ou liow what—as you call it—the whole show is?"

“A good idea, sir A fleet of vessels like thiz gne—to
wipe out Brifain and conquer the world.”

“In a word-—yes. That is tho idea!”

“And you, a prince, mized up in it That's what 1 can'g
understand.”

“But, then, as T i ted to you when you mentioned Holm-
hurst in conneetion with myseli—yon don't happon to know
the circamstanees, INm‘ do you kiow my real fealings in the
matter. ¥You are like iy son Sacha. He has hard thoushis
of me semetimes. And yet 1 am doing it for him—to Eive
back to him the wealth and greatness to which he should
have been born. For under Tsardom the Karagenskis were
among tha wealthiest and the highest. Their riches and
power were torn from them under the revelution. And now,
as these things were spatched from us, so shall they be
restored—swiftly, inexorably, on demand! Over Londom——
over New York—over Paris wo shall appear. ‘Payl we
say (o thg people of these citice. ‘' Pay—and agree to our
demands, Tor we rule the world! Submit, or wo lay you
in ruins and turn you into a shambles I

In that moment the inborn savagery of the Slav seemed
laid bave in his burning eyes and hard, bitier mouth, the
thin mask of civilisation torn asunder. He was mag:niﬁ’uunt,

“AhY he murmured. “So
you have been spying oub
the land. Looking for a
change of clothing?”

“We've nothing but what
wo've wearing,” explained
Rodney. -

“Quite,” nodded the
Prince. *I had mecant to
say a word to you about that
matter, and those things.
They belong to my son
Sacha, Heé is about your
age and build. You -are
welcome to make what use
you ecan of them. He—you
will meet Sacha when we
coms to our journey's end.
He was to have made this
trip with us, but was ill, and
we left him behind,”

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

RODNEY BLAKE, o stocky iyoungster of sevenfeen, whose ons
wmbition ig to follow in the feolsteps of Rig fether, Advien Blake—o
special news correspondent now out of Englund on business jor his
paper—is spending a few days with

DR, FRASER, prior to joining the staff of the * Son,"™

Pogether awith his chin,

DAN LEA, o stalwart soin of Devon, Rediey s strolling along
Litileworth  Cove when le sees o strange-looking craft in the cove,
manned by foreigners, which vesembler an airship and o boat combined,

PRINCE ALEXIS KARAGENSKI, the ship’s eommander, tnforme

i that there is & serious case of iilness on board and asks Jor the
services of Dr. Frager. The doclor goes aboard and some lime later
Rodney and Dan are capluved by Prince Karagenski's men and taken
on Lo the sfaggaeas prisonere  The strange eraft, to the amazement of the
two chums, ther riscs after the fashion of an az’rafx{ﬁ and gpeeds them
away. Lhring an atteinpt to prevent pivacy on the high seas some time
E‘{u‘ar, Rgdmy Hiake comes face to focs with Lovd Brazton, who ouwns the

Sun.” Thrusting « hand tnlo his inner cont %ﬁﬂ the English peor
wiihdraws a thickisl packel which he thrests into s hand, Glancing
at the address on the envelope, the woungster gives an ercloviation of
siirprige a8 he recoguises the handwriting of his father whom he had beca

ted to believe fo be
; {Now Nexd On)

but horrible with his air of
dominating power, and the
sight of him made Raodney
shiver, 3

“That's brute force—a sort
of blackmail!” said  the
fatter.  “And it isn't
cric;lfgﬂ”

* Admitted, my voun
friend |” T N

Swiftly the face of the
prince had wundergone a
change. Once again the
mask of civilisation was back
in its place, cold and cynical,
the monocle gleaming deri-
sively.

“It iz not cricket. I will
merely say that my ericketing
days are over. And the game
I am playing now iz one

o Tee Gex LisRary,—No. 1,107,
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which, cnce begun eannot bLe leff unfinished! I am nob
slone in it T cannot turn back if I value tay life. It is
& game with death  Alréady more than cng has died so that
i may be played out to the end——"

“Including my father!” nodded Rodney, in hot anger.

The othe: laid a band on his shoulder. :

“1 ragret it!" he said. * Beliove me, I regret it. T koew
your father 1 sner him on the Continent. I wanted to
warn him that he was probing into things best left alone-—-
that he was playing with certain death. Bub I dared not.
You de not ungderstand. The people in this business have
too wuch at stake evenm to trust cazh other. Two have
died for being merely mistrusted! I did go so far as lo try
snd warn your fathor, Buf next day—it was in the Ausirian
Tyrol-—they found hiz bat flonting on the river. BSomeone
had silenced him !

“That was -what Von Roden told me!” muttered Rodney
*1'd like to know the man who did it. Was it Von Roden
himself ¥ :

“That T dsn't know Thete things are done 3ccrct!_g‘, and
none of us knows what the other does. However, that is
not what I cams to talk about altogether, my young friend.
But because you are Adriar Blake's son, and because I have
been partly responsible that you are here, 1 do not want
harm to coms te you. 1 have spoken for you with Von
Roden, who 1 in a dreadful temper shout you, and was
inclined to take desperate measnres with you in a few hours'
time, as was done with your father eix months ago.

“To cut o long story short my young friend,” added the
prince, in a less serious tone of voice, “I've stwod sponsor
for your future good behaviour so I hope you won't let
me down. [i's no grod trying to imitate David, and going
out with slings and stones to slay Goliath! It’s too big a
job for you altogether. Bo wise end accept the inevitable,
and I shall leave the door open for you to move about a:
freely s ever.” .

Rodney accepted the friendly hand which the prince
held out tc him and the latler seemed to take this as
acquicscence in  his upltimatum, patting Bodney on the
shoulder and leaving the cabin. But the latter was not
nearly so intecested in this kindly interventicn, as he was
in something else which was puzzling him greatly, causing
him—as eoon as the eabin door was elosed again—to take
another glance at the envelops in his pocket. He showed
it eagerly to Dan as soon as they wers alone.

“Look at that Dan!” he said. “See the date? Only
three weeks ago. And the writing on this envelope is my
father's. You heard what the prince said just now? Ho
said that dad was killed six months ago. How could that
possibly be, if he nddresed that envelope only three weeks
sinee

Sy

The Valley of No Escape!
ODNEY'S first deter-
mination was to geb

a word with Lord
Braxton and ask for

THE GEM EIBRARY.,
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sea and was rushing through the clouds ai grcat‘. speed. A
violent storm was in progress, it seemed, for at intervels
the vessel was lit by vivid flashes of forked lightning, and
tho noise of thunder could faintly be heard, The prince and
his two companions were closeted in conference in a large
saloon next to the control cabin, occasionally going in there
and studying the chart on the table. In the next eabin, the
wireless was at work, and messages were continually being
taken from the wireless man to the cabin where the otliers
were in conference.

“It must be something to do with the people that Irish
chap said wo were taking aboard off some Greek island,”
suggested Rodney, as they had disconsolately grown a little
tired of their own company, and had made up their minds
to seo if they could find Dr, Fraser, whom they had not seen
since first they eame on board. :

“Just ag well we didn't reckon on that Teish chap get-
ting us away. since we've reached the island!” said Dan.
“Thers wouldn't be much hope of that with that German
fellow keeping an eye on us as he be.”

Kraft loomed up on them in the corridor as Dan spoke,
glowering at them angrily, with his marked face and swollen
lip, and asking them what they wanted.

““A word with the doctor,” replied Rodney. : i

“The Herr Doctor cannot be seen. He is vith his patient.
You enn come and have your meal, vhich is now ready for
you. Afterwards, if the Herr Doctor is free to be seen by
vou, I vill let you know.”

“One of these days, Dan,” said Rodney under his breath,
as they went towards the dining-saloon, “ I shall really hurt
that fellow. I've never known anyone in my life before
whose face I disliked so much., Of courze, the doc isn’t too
busy %o see us. I'll bet he's wondering why we haven't been
near him einee laek night."

They sat down in the dining-saloon and ate the meal
which was laid ready for them, waited on by the foreign
steward 1n a white jacket. They ate silently, Rodney hint-
ing to his friend that it was wisest to keep their own
counsel in front of this man. It was a good meal, and their
appetites were healthy, so they helped themselves freely,

Afterwards, when they had finished and—for Iack of any-
thing better to do—had strolled alonr back to their own
cabin, Dan remarked that he felt drowsy, and suggested
that they should lic down for a while in their berths. The
storm, making the place as black as ink. was still raging
round them, and they switehed on the electric light, settling
down to talk. -

First they discussed the days spent together at Tidewell,
wondering how things were going there, and the disturh.
ance their disappenrance must be causing. Then, of this
strange adventure into which they had =o unexpecte'dly been

plunged, and what was
likely to come of it. 'This
brought back to Rodney's
mind again the mysterious
envelope addressed in  his
father’s handwriting, and
the contents which he s=o
much wizshed to read, and

the answer to that question
which the latter must bo
able to give. Short of read-
ing the contents of the en-
velope, which he could not
do without permission, it
was his only way of learn-
ing the #ruth, And, of
course, as so often happens
in this lifs, & word with
Lord Braxton was the last
thing he seemed likely to
get.,

The newspaper millionaire
was, as Dan and he dis-
covered, in one of the Inrger
rabins between that of Von
Roden and the one occu-
pied by Mirapoulis. An
armed sailor lounged to and
fro ottiltmdehtha doof. as u
Bl at these people were
taﬁng no risks with this
valnable prisoner, Nor was
the freedom promised the
two lads by the prince guite
as unwatched as it had been
at first. Kraft, his face
twisted vindictively, soemed
always to be hovering wher-
ever they might be, keeping
an eye.on them.

The Flying Fish, they dis-
covered, had risen from the
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it is on this island, the stronghold of the world conspirators,

that Rodney and his pal, Dan Lea, mest with many strange

and perilous adventures.

only refrained from reading
through a sense of honour.
He was wondering to him-
self whether it was not mis-
tn.kcn honour after all,
when he heard Dan snore,
and gtared at him in sor-
prise, though he had to con-
tess  that he, too, felt
stupidly sleepy.  Indeed.
whothor it was the foree of
Dan's example, or whether
—as Was quite reasonable—
the excitement and activi-
ties of the last twentyfour
hours with very little real
sleep during the night were
having an effect on him, he
suddenly found himself un-
able to keep ‘awake.
" Before giving way and
making himself comfortable,
he took the precaution of
tucking Kraft's revolver
and the letier to Lord
Braxton under his pillow,
and, satisfied with that, lef
himself drift into eblivion.
How long he had been
asleep he did not know.
He came back to a sense of
conseiousness with a hLeavy
fecling in his head. He did
not come hack at once,
either, He seemed to
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be battling his way back. He had the impression that he
was engaged in a hand-to-hand tussle with the German,
Kraft, who was leaning over him and trf‘rmg to overpower
him. It seemed to him that, in the darkness, Kraft dealt
bim a_terrible blow, which sent him down into the depths.

Against this he struggled, fighting vielenily for breath
and freedom, staggering to his feet from his berth with his
eyes suddenly wide open to meet—not the yellow glow of
the electric bulb, but the vivid hues of a blood-red dawn.
Struggling and highting, he cortainly was. But not—as he
had imagined—with Kraft. He was writhin%_in the power-
ful grip of young Dan, who was holding him down and
talking to him reassuringly.

“What be wrong with you?”’ he was saying. “'Tis Dan—
not yon Gernian. And what be wrong with things, any-
how? It be morning, for sure! We must have slept nigh
twelve hours on end !

Rodney, pulling himself together, began to look around
and out of the porthele. The Flying Fish, he could see,
was moving gently over a mountainous stretch of country.
rugged and serrated, a vast panorama of peaks coloured
pink and blue in the lights of the dawning sun.

“It isn’t that Greck island !” he said. ‘‘Where can we
be, Dan? And how can we have come to sleep like that?
My head’s stlaiil-ting. I've been having the most shocking
dreams. I thought Kraft was bending over me. I never
felt anything so certain in my life.”

. “That’s what you wakened saying!” nodded Dan. “Td
just wakened myself, and was wondering how it could be
dag s0 soon—""

Why, it's day all right!” laughed Rodney uneasily,

‘with a glance at his wrist-watch. “It’s near half-past four,

though tho time would be different here, of course. We must
have been shockingly tived, both of us. And yet—it doesn't
geem to me, somehow, to have been a natural sleep. You
don’t think, by any chance, there was anything in the food
they gave us—"

On a sudden inspiration Rodney stepped back to the berth
on which he had been lying and thrust his hand beneath the
pillow. groping vainly for an instant. Then he flung the
pillow aside. His suspicion had proved right.

“Perhaps I wasn't so wrong in my dream after all, Dan!”
he said under his breath. “The last thing I did before I
dropped off to sleep was to put Kraft's revolver and Lord
Braxton’s letter under my pillow,  And—they're gone!
They haven’t taken legs Dan. What a fool T was! Don't
you see what’s happened? We've been drugged. Kraft, or
somebody, has been in here looking round. Perhaps some-
one saw Lord Braxton give me that packet.

“Dan!” he added. “Lord Braxton said these people were
not to get hold of that packet at any ecost. He trusted it
{0 me. And—and I've let him down! What am I to do?”

“Can’t do anything !” Dan shook his head., “It must be
that Kraft, the low-down skunk! We've been drugged,

‘sure enough, When I woke T was that dizzy I didn’t some-

how think it was natural ”

“And P've let Lord Braxton down. Perhaps my father
as well. Heaven knows what was in that packet!”

At which moment, as Rodoey made a sudden impnlsive
movement towards the cabin door and opened it, Kraft him-
?B]f loomed ontside, his white, moonlike face strefched in a
eer.

“Ahl You vas avake at last, mein young friendts!” he
said. “Yon vas schleep so heavy I vas afraid you vas never
get up egain. I come to tell you that ve vas now landing.

he journey vas over. Kindly get ready te come vhere you
are to go.” 4

He passed on, leaving Rodney staring affer him with
anger and sclf-accusation burning in him. There was no
doubt at _all now as to who had taken that revolver and
packet. Kraft himself had practically admitted as much,

Meantime, a glance through the porthole_indicated that
the Flying Fish was making a swift vertical descent to
earth. Passing out into the corridor, with Dan behind him,
Rodney saw that they were descending straight into the deep
pit of an immense valley, surrounded by precipitous eliffs
and high peaks.

It was not by any means an empty valley, they were quick
to realise. It was inhabited, and it seemed as if a largish
town occupied almost one-half of it. Near to this, on a
height. a big castellated building stood on the edge of a
pine forest. A river eut the valley in half. With every
moment of descent the view hecame clearer.

On one side of the river, which was bridged once, rows
upon rows of houses were crowded together. On the
opposite tide stretehed what looked like immense works,
from which steam was issuing and the lights of big furnaces
shone, It was at one end of these works thnt Rodney
noticed something which eaused him to grip Dan by the arm
and point dewnwards. Giang skeletons of airships in various
degrees of construction could be seen. Around these, and
streaming across the grounds® of the works, like little
flics, were hundreds upon hundreds of people. Nineteen of

those giant airship shapes there were, as the Irishman had
told them. The rest of the fleet of Flying Fish,

From behind the two the voice of i‘rinca Karagenski
addressed them. ;

“The end of our journey, my young friends!” he said.
“A Russian valley in the Caucasus, with a name, by the
way, which is very appropriate. They call it the ¢ Valley Of
No Eseape.””

Tke Vuliure’s Lair.

AGER examination of the place to which they had
been brought, the bustle of arrival in the lights and
shadows of the dawn, and the knowledge that now at

. last they had reached the actual headquarters of this

amazing menace to the world’s peace, so occupied Radney and
his friend, Dan, that other matters drifted for the moment
mto the background.

It was clear that, during their night of drugged sleep,
the Flying Fish had called in somewhere and taken fresh
people on board.

With Von Roden, the prince, and the Greek, were now
two other people of apparent importance—one higgish-
made man in an Egyptian taboosh, and a small, huneh-
back man wrapped in furs, to whom all the others showed
4 tremendous deference. Tt was Lord Braxton, whom these
people now, of course, found it unnecessary any longer to
keep under guard, who gave Rodney some information as
to these Jast two people,

‘Now we bave all the vultures gathered together!” he
was murmuring cynically, standing just behind Redney in
the chill dawn. *“The man in the red hat is Abbas Fazil,
who hopes'to reign over the Mobammedan East. The other
i3 Boronov, the biggest scoundrel in Soviet Russia to-day.
A pretiy collection of human fiends—though what, K Kara-
genski is doing among them I don’t quite understand. How.
ever, young friend, here we all are, and our chanees of doing
anything effective against people like these look very
remote! The best we can hope is that they won't cut our
throats. It's the strangest thing to me to find myself here
with you—Adrian Blake's son, of all people! Your
father——"*

Whatever Tord Braxton was going to say remained
unsaid.  Between them the bullying igum of Kraft had
stepped, pushing Rodney roughly by the shoulder towards
& large automobile which was waiting near by. Tt had just
come into Rodney’s mind to confess to the loss of the packet
entrusted to him by the newspaper millionaire, but he was
robbed of the chance. Kraft had been joined by a burly
man of chvious Teuton type, dressed in a kind of grey
uniform.  Apparently he had already reccived some
information regarding Rodney and Dan.” He looked them
cynically up and down, and chuckled, speaking in good
English with a guttural accent.

“So you arc the two young trouble-merchants? Well,
I am Colonel Stangerfeld. I am in military command of
this valley. When I meet irouble here, I send my men ous
to shoot it. You see? You are being taken up fo the
castle for the time being. Presently we shall no doubt find
something nseful for you to do. Get in this automobile !

Bundled into the dark interior of the car, which was
loaded with baggage so heavily that they had litile room in
which to make themselves comfortable, the driver started
them off with a jerk. By now the sun was rising higher in
the east over the peaks by which the deep valley was sur-
rounded, and through the windows they could zce something
of their surronndings. Tt was rather an astonishing sight on
whieh they looked as the car made its_way through the
valley. On one side, near where the Flying Fish shone
magnificently in the sun. theve stretched the immense high-
walled area of works, from which noize and flame came
continually. 1

The gates of this, Rodney noticed, were guarded by men
dressed—like Colonel Stangerfeld—in gréy uniforms, and
armed to the teeth. From the gates and towards them there
movad two streams of people, fur-clad and grimy, hurrving
as if fear hunted at their heels—people whose grey faces
wore sullen and miserable, their sleps speeded up oceasion-
ally by threats and derisive laughter from the uniformed
guards. And then, over a bridge across the river, the car
began to mount throngh a large town of poor hovels, with an
occasional brick building here and there.

Ahead of their car, when the road twisted, the lads counld
seo four other large cars moving., The people on doorsteps,
walching the procession of ears whizz by, stared after them
with anger in their eyes. Presently, the car gave way to
a long and winding road, elimbing steeply through a dense
forest of pines. This road, after a while, gave them a
wonderful glimpse of the valley below bathed by now in the
rising sun—a scene of ceaseless bustle, the ninctecn sinister
skoletons of the Flying Fizhes under construction looming
side by side in a long row, each in a sort of dock.

Swinging round into an immense gateway, the car drove
into some wooded grounds, and presently drew up with a
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serk at a heavy portal. Getting out, Rodney and Dan
realised that they had arrived at the big castellated building
they had seen from the porthole of the airship. They were
hurried inside by Kraft, and kept weiting for a long while
in a preat medismval old hall, its walls hung with
tapestries, hunting-trophies, and armour.  Then Kraft,
returning and beckoning them, they mounted & wide stair-
case and were taken into a huge room, handsomely furnished
and with two beds in it

“You vas lucky, let me say to you!” growled Kraft, as he
turned to leave them alone, “If I vas have mine own vay
vid you, I vas put you away in the dungeons where you vas
safe underground.”

“Thanks for the compliment, Fritz!" laughed Rodney.
#Tt shows you've got a wholesome respect for us—"

“Vas i6?" Krait's face wae livid, his swollen lip and
blackened eye being visible proofs of why he felt so
vindictive, = “It vas lucky for you that you haf a goot
friendt in der Prince Karagenski, and that—there are other
reasons vhy you vas not put under the ground for good.
But—you make vone enemy of me. And den't forget—
vhen der time comes——" '

“When it comes,” laughed Rodney, “either my friend or
I will be quite ready for you, so don't you worry. We're
not likely to funk you, Fritz!”

Kraft's fave went more livid than ever, and he was about
to splutter something in further warning, when a slim,
fair-haived lad, dressed in furs, appeared in tho doorway.
[{raft, interrupted, raised his hand in salute, and fell bll(‘;k
in surly anger. The lad eame towards Rodney and his
friend with a shy smila.

*T am Socha Karagenski,” he explained haltingly, as
Kraft disappeared and the door closed. “My father has
been telling me about you. One of you is the son of Blr,
Adrian Blake—"

“I am,” said Rodney.
Lea.”

“T don’t suppose you're at all glad to be here” pro-
ceeded the other awkwardly. “TFather's heen telling me
how it happened. I expect you're feeling preity badly
towards him and the others—and towards me. But 1 hope
vou won't blame me. It's not my fanlt; and when T heard
vou were here I was glad, There's no one here anywhere
near my age. 1'd hoped we might be friends”

“Why not?’ asked Rodney, with a langh, bolding out
his hand impulsively. Neither Dan nor I would dream
of blaming you for our being here. You didn’t know any-
thing about it. Besides, I don’t know that Dan and 1 are
worried over being here, either. We know pretty well
what's golpg on, and—one never knows—it might be pos-
sible for ue yet to upset some of the arrangements these
people secem to be making—"

“FHush!” The Russian lad planced round him appre-
hensively at the huge room with its cak-panelled walls and
shadowed corners, “Whatever you think, don’t say ftoo
much. You don't know this place and these people. There
is always a spy somewhere, listening to what is said. And
then—if there isn’t actually a spy hidden near—there may
bo tucked away where yon'd nof think of looking a little
machine taking down all that's said—' -

A dictaphone!” nodded Rodney, understanding,
looking around him cautiously,

The other laid a hand on his arm. :

“They wouldn't have put one in here yet,” he said,
“hacause it has only just been settled which room you were
to have. I asked t{iem to put you next to me—that door
over there leads into my room. They were going to put

“And this iz my friend, Dan

and
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you in charge of Kraft, but they changed their mind when
1 spoke, Boronov—he's the head of them all—said I
could leck after you——"

"Spy on us?” laughed Rodney,

“Not exactly. Boronov doesn't think you can de any
harm. I den’t see, cither, how anyone could, especially
chaps like us.”

“You're not really in with these people, then?” gues-
tioned Rodney. “Your father told us something like that
about you."”

“I'm only here because I can’t help it. And, really "—
again the Russian lad looked searchingly into the dark
corners of the big room before he went on in low under-
tones—* father himself hates the whole business, He got
mixed up in it, and—he can’t get out of it. They'd kill
him—or me—if he tried. That's why I'm here—as a sort
of hostage. And it's the same with you #

“With me?!” Rodney stared in some surprise, as the
Russian touched him on the arm.

“Yes,” nodded the latter; “because of your father”

1 can’t quile make out the truth about my father!”
frowned Rodney. “Of course, he was on the trail of this
business for an English newspaper o

“ Belonging to Lord Braxton,” said Sacha Karagenski.

“On the Flying Fish Von Roden told me my father had
been killed.” i

“So he thought—and g0 did the others. But that wasn’t
s0. Your father seems to have been too clever for them.”

“Then that aceonnts, Dan, for the packet Lord Braxton
asked me to leok after. It had been posted by my father
only a few weeks ginco—"

“From Angora!" nodded the Russian, causing Rodney
to turn on him in surprise.

“How do you know that?" he asked.

“Just now I told you that—with these people—one had
to be careful what one said. In that cabin of yours on
the Flying Fish they had a kind of broadcast arrangement.
You and your friend were talking about that packet and
your father, and Von Roden was listening in another cabin.
So they took steps to get hold of the packet—"

“By drugging us!” exclaimed Rodney, beginning to see
daylight, and colouring hotly as he realised how Dan and
and he had been caught nappingz. *I ought to have been
more careful, of course. Lord Praxton warned me that
these people must never get hold of that packet. And now

I've let him down, and perhaps my father as well, If
they've pot that packet——"
“They haven't!” intervened the Russian lad, after

another cauntious glance around. “I heard them talking
about it before I came here to you. Kraft took it away
from your cabin, with the idea of handing it to Von Raden.
But before he could do that they stopped at a Greek
island to take up Boronov. Somehow—XKraft doesn’t under-
stand at all how—he fell in the sea from the deck. Some-
one picked him out safely. But—afterwards—he could not
find that packet.

“There's been no end of a fuss about it. You see, they'd
discovered that your father was at Angora some weeks ago.
Their spies had been after him, but he slipped away from
them. No doubt, in that packet. he’d been telling Lord
Praxton where he was and what he was doing.”

“Ten to one on m uv'nor doing something worth
while!” langhed Rodney. “Still, if Kraft was ass enough
to fall in the sea—and I suppose the packet got loose some-
how and floated away in the dark—well, at least they can’t
know where he is.”

“But they’re busy trying to find ont. And that’s one
reason why Doronov's chuckling at having picked you up.
They believe your father is trying to make his way badk
to England with certain papers he’s got hold of. Theiv'_re

1i

counting on getting in touch with him m}rl letting
know tﬁey have Fis son here, Ijljl'ld threatening that, if he

doesn't pive in, you'll be shot.

“Kind of them!” eaid Rodney. “But I don’t think that
would frighten my pguv'nor. However, we needn't worry.
They haven't found iim yet, I'll bet. And meantime—"

“We're going to be friends!” smiled Sacha Karapenski,
holding out his hand again; and the three lads shook on
the bargain.

So. in this lair of human vultures, a comradeship was
gbruck which made the two captives from England feel
happier and more at home than they otherwise might have
done in such sinister quarters.

{Rodney and Dan arve to mect with many strange and
perilous adventures in the Valley of No Escape so make
sure you wvead the newt instalment of this gripping
new serial.)
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“Very well.
murmured the Hepd theughtfully.
I never imagined, T admif,
captain when I opened the post to the whole school.

I must accept your tmlgn.lucm of :,omst"
‘Perhaps it is as well,
that a junior would he elected
How-
ever, it iz far better, for senior to be
captain of St. Jim’s.”

“As a matter of fact, siv,” said Tom, “I spoke fo
Kildare myself a few mlnuh's ago. I told him 1 intended
to resign, and told him I lmpcd he would carvy on again.
He told me that he would see you, and diseuss the maiter.
He is quite willing to do so, he tells me, if you W ill have
him as captain again, and if the school eleets him.”

A plain look of velief came into the Head's

His disagreement with Kildare had been small enough.
really, .L]thﬂil;{}l it had led to big results! Tt was good
news fm Dr. Holmes that Kildare was not bearing resent-
ment, and would be willing to take on the captaincy again.
Tor without doubt Kildare was the hest captain St. Jim's
could hope to have. And no one realised that better than
the headmaster of St. Jim's himself.

“hat 1s c\mﬂlent news, Merry!” said the Head,
isfaction. Mease tell l(iEcIm‘e I would like to
n shortly,”
“Wery good,

lll my O]'.l.l].I.I.OI'.I, i

Ll

face.

with
s06

"
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Evidently the Head had quite forgetten for the moment
his anger over the news that two of the gated juniors had
Troken oot that afterncon! It was a relief to Tom to leave
the stndy witheut further reference te that matter!

And one thifg was cerfain. Even if thoe !Imcl pursied

his investigations he would never, without Loin's help, he
able to dizcover the identity of the two culpriis!
Tom returned to the Sixth Foem passage with a light
tread, and entered the end study with grinning face.
“Well # exclaimed Figgins Jur‘l Blake together.

“All O.K. 1 chuckled Tom. “T've 1:‘.nlgnm]. The Head's
going {o see Kildare! My hat, it's a velief, really, not to
Ire a hlessed prefect any long Lend me a hand, yon
chaps, to shift my zear back to Study No. &

The clection took place on the following Tuesday, and
Kildare was elected captain Ly an overwhelming majority,

No one was more relieved when Kildare resuned office
than was Tom Mes

It lad been plm-anl enongh for a while, being capbain
{ But enough 13 as good as a feast!

f the school
I g

LAY ns' awn reqgiest, Tom rosumed his position as
unier captain.

And Tom Merry, back in Stady No. 10, felt that it was
far, far plessanter to be among hiz l'umula of 1|Il o
school again than to bhe in the “lofty posiiion of skivpes

1 position which would have meant the sacrifice of Friend:
=hip or Dty !
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Wonderful Japzpese Self-Defence’ without wehpons.
Take carse ot yoursel! under ALL circumstances: fear no
man. You can bave DO TER Tlluatrated
PmLion for F.O. &8. BE NOW to
Y ATWARA' (Dept. AP, 10. Quoansway.
Hanworth, Falt ham Middleses.
{fehmond and London Schieols Daily.

Fractical

Tultion,

to (lL‘lDﬂrduhs for our Approvals:
FRE cate Book, 100 Stamp Mounts, Perforation Gauge. Sen
StAmD for packing., (Abrosd Zd. stamg.)
COLWYN BAY.

R WILEKINSON, Provincial Buildings,
||1n||ulm-‘-- wwummlﬂllmmllﬂﬁmirﬂmﬁ

oY Down

the Mead “MARVEL?™ the most popnlar
cs'c?e bargain of the year, g youts, Nothing
nIoTe pay for a mwonth, Carriage pald.
Cther modeéls from £3 18s. 6d. cash.
15 Days’ Froe Trial. Satisfuotion gnaranteed
or money refunded. rite to-day for Free
& Tlustrated r‘aLa!ngue

Limited(Dept. B84T),
EBIRMINGHAM.

6 different STAMFS, EHD:
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THE GEM LIBRARY,

e e—

BING

E\IG i ’\IE

“BING TANK
ENGINE

Reautifully finished, weiskdy
titieke et LALS., of
adN . LR, Geuge O,

120 coupons

LM.S. GOODS

.. BRAKE
Acenrate amodel of 10-ton
rakdy -6 T, fong.  TWith
staye r.ﬂmuwu Gage 0,

180 Coupc rs’

CRANE TRUCK

Strongly made, wnn'n‘ W sninde

firss, B i lodg, 5. high,

85 coupuna

* VULCAN'

Derailment at Kitchen Crossing ! Breakdown
gang out. . (Jim, couple the crane on to the
Bing tank. ..) ...That’s the second engine
in dock to-day. . (Bill dropped the Vuican and
bent an axle). . . The Night Mail will have to
go by Drawing Room loop if the main line is
blocked. . . (Lively there, Jim!). . . Right
3 away now. .

Run your own breakdown gang! You can get every-

thing you want to build and stock a complete model

railway FREE in exchange tor B.D.V. Coupons. Start
saving to-day and get your friends to help you.

GET FREE 96.PAGE GIFT BOOK

W r‘"il 5 1t (‘rmtau & full pﬂr.uu[...ra of the B‘!SQPF"' Lohl.
t\_!'l{l Bing v :s\*'E\mS Send coa Upens by regi ed post to
(.odfrc:,‘ Ztde (Gaft Dept, Gémy, 112, Comun !L'cj.ﬂ L"h‘i‘t"

Lonadon, E. L.

CIGARETTES
“—just like hand made”
104or 6d 20 for 113d. Plain or Cork Tips

Coupons also in every packe! of B.D, V. Tobacco, 114 per oz
COMPARE THE VALUES WITH OTHER GIET sCH 1EMES

BASSETT-LOWKE
]" \GI[\'E ;

) o3
Complete  with
tender;

375 coupons

ELECTRIC
RA]L\X’A\ s

IGNAL BOX

1 n‘r ” T

L.M.S. OPEN
_ GOODS TRUCK

Made of stiong shedt-tin
stamped to represent timber
etion, painted grel.
ving gz socks of pro-

i [I wee w5 doe 1. detachabls

urpaul.n_
105 coupons

e i Sl

o e i '



