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 CHAPTER 1.
Having It Out !

HE door of Study No. 10 on the Shell passage at St.
Jim’s flew back with a crash. Gerdon Gay, who was
alone in the study, sprang to his feef, startled.

He stared, and his face set grimly at sight of the

wrowd swarming in and around the doorway.

Tom Morry was there, and behind him were Lowiher and
Manners, with Blake, Herries, Digbhy, and ID’Arcy, and a
wowd of other Lower School fellows, It was obvious from
their angry expressions that this was not a friendly visit.

“Hallo! Here's the rotter!” said Blake.

“ Meaning ma?” inquired Gay eoolly.

“¥Yes, of eourze !

* ¥aas, wathah!”

*Deputation—what ¥
*¥Yes, it's a deputation, Gav.” said Tom Merry, his cyes
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Tkings lock black for Gordon
Gay, the ex-leader of the
Grammarians, now in the

Shell at 8t. Jim’s. Nothing,
it seems, could be clearer
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hnting as he noted Gav’s cool manner.
know well enough what it's about, my pippin.”

“And I faney you

1 think I do,” assented Gordon Gay, “But go ahead!
On the ball, old sport!* 5

“I'll go ahead fask enough !” said Tom Moerry. “But I
might tell you, Gay, that.we don’t look upon this affair as a
1oke if vou de.”

“Did I say I did?#” inquired Gordon Gay.

“No, you didn't; but From vour attitude—"

“Oh, let's ‘slaughter the rotier I”* snorted Georze Alfred
Girundy from somewhere in the rear. “Never mind gassing,
Tom Merry. Here, let me get at him! I'H show the rotten
traitor A

“8hut up, Grundy !

*1 jolly well won't shut up?” bhawled Gruudy. “That
rotter's let us du‘-vu—e\'m‘}-hmiy knows he has; he knows it
himself. He's backed those Grammar School rotters up
against his own school—*

“Dry up, Grundy ¥

A dozen voices told Grundy to “dry up,” and he subsided,
growling.  Apparenily Georgo Alfred Grundy felt very
strongly on the subject of Gerdon Gay, the ex-leader of the
Grammarians. Tom Merry turned te Gay again,

“Now, Gay,” he said quietly. “We're going to have this
matter out, here and now. When vou lefi the Grammar
School a few days ago and joined St. Jim’s, we took it for
rranted that you'd play the game; we'd always taken you
for a decent fellow, and a goad sport.”

“Thanks,” said Gay. “And I'm not now, ¢h?”

i
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“It's up to you to prove now whether you are or not,” said
Tom curtly. “Anyway, when you came here we expected
vou to forget that you'd been a Grammarian; we expecied
vou to back your new school as a St. Jim's fellow should—

and against your old school if necessary.
what have you done?”

*Is that & conundrum?” asked Gay.

Tom Merry set his lips. Though surrounded by a seors
of hostile faces, Giordon Gay seemed quite eoo! and uncon-
cerned. Tt exasperated Tom Merry intensely. But he went
on unheedingly.

“Instead of backing us up, you seem to have gone out of
your way to do the reverse!” he snapped. “The other day
f}?“ gave Racke away to the encmy—got him a licking from

om,’

“Racke is lying! The cad’s got his kaifo into me,” said
Gay. “I booted him round the study the other day, and he's
out to make me sit up.” :

“Well, we'll let that pass,” proceeded Tom. “Then there
was Grundy. When he was rowing with the Grammarians
in Mother Murphy's tuckshop, you helped Monk and hLis
pals to kick Grundy out, after ragging him.”

Instead of that,

“Grundy asked for it,” answered
Gay smiling. “He started on to us just
l:-e?a.t‘tse I happened to be with my old
pals,”

“You can't blame him for that” =said
Tom bluntly. “If you will persist in
irritating the fellows by associating
with the enemy—"

“I don't seo why I shouldn't speak to
my old pals when I mmeet thom,”
sald Gay quietly. “And what's maore,
I don't intend to stop speaking to
them, either for you or anvone else.”

“Right!” said Tom. “Wa won't
argue waboubt that, either. Now we
come to what brings us here now. The
other day I asked you to call at the
villags printer's with the copy for
“Hom Merry's Weckly.," I trusted you,
Gay; I didn't expect you to play traitor,
to det it come into the hands of the
ﬁll]f;n;l’j, or to monkey about with it your-
solf,

“T1 did neither!” said Gay sharply.
“I just handed it in to old Tiper.
admit Monk and his pals were with me
at the time; but they never handled the
copy, and I don't believe they knew
what the parcel contained at the time.”

“Then how is it,” demanded Tom
Merry, “that my * Editorial’ was cut out
and another one substituted—a footling
article holding St Jim's up to ridicule
endl making it out that you’d been sent
to St. Jim's to teach us how to play
footer, and all that rot®”

“Goodness knows; I don't. T'm as
mystified about it as you chaps are”

“You expeet us to believe that?”

¥ Certainly.”

“Well, we don't!™ snapped Tom.
“PBut that isn’t all.  When we knew
what was in the ‘ Weekly’ we rushed
off to make sure of getling all the
copies that had been printed. But
someonc—some  traitor at St Jim's—
mitst  have phoned through to the
Grammarians. They ambushed us and
collared the lot. They’ll distribute all
of them, and we shall be a laughing-
stock 1

“Yaas, wathah! Tt is vewy sowious!”

“Berious, iso't the word for it!”
gnorted Tom Merry hotly. “We shall
never hear the last of it! Either you or
Frank Monk wrote that rotten °© Edi-
torial,’ Gay. Anyway, you were ot the
bottom of it—must have been. And wea
want an explanation here and now.”

“Hear, hear!”

There was a roar, and the fellowa
pressed in around Gordon Gay. He did
not turn a hair, though his eyes wern
gleaming.

“Well, now you've had your say, Tom
Merry,” he said, “I'll have mine.
I've wlready told vou that I don't
know lhow that ‘Editorial’ came to
be tampered with, and I mean
what I say. Tt wasn’t done while in my keeping, nor with
my knowledge. As for phoning to the Grammarians, that's
a rotten lie, too! I did nothing of the kind !

“Rats 1"

& Rot !}!

“Yaas, wathah !

“Wubhish 1

“You can think what you lika and say what you like™
said Gay, keeping cool now: with an obvious offort. * But
I'm telling you the truth, You fellows know I didn’t want
o leave the Grammar School and ecme here.”

“We know that,” agreed Tom. “Wo can understand how
vou feel about it, Gay. You were junior skipper there, and
cock of the walk. But your uncle made you como here, and
16 was up to you to make the best of it and play the game.”

“I have played the gamo. T'll admit DUve upset you
fellows by knocking about with my old pals” said Gay
quictly. “But I've not been false to St Jim's. I've nover
backed the Grammarians up in anpy wav, and I've refused to
discuss with them anything that goes on a& St, Jim’s.”

“Rot1” roared Grundy. “Rag the rotten traitor 1
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“That's the idea! Put the sweep through the hoop1?

“Bhow him what we think of him!*?

Again there was a roar of voices. Obviously the juniors
had no doubts as to Gay's guilt, But Tom Merry frowned
and eyed the accused junior’s cool face keenly. He
always known the ex-leader of the Grammarians to be
straight as a die, and be could not help being impressed by
his calm statements now.

“Hold on, you fellows!” he exclaimed quicklv. *“If Gay
can prove he had no hand in that * Weekly ’ jape—"

“1 don’t ses how I can prove anything,” =aid Gay, his lip
curling. “ Bug I've given you my word that T did not, and
¥ expect you to believe me. If you don't, then you can go
and eat coke—the lot of you [

“8o that's your attitude?” smapped Blake. “You defy
the lot of us?” " ;

“There’s no defiance about it. I demy knowing anything
about that * Editorial,’ or about the phone message, if there
was one. I’ve pot been disioyal to 8t. Jim's, and what's
more I'll prove it before long 1 said Gay.

“How 1* jeered Grundy. 2 e

“By getting back those copies of the ‘Weekly,”” said
Gordon Gay coolly. *1I think I ean do it. If I succeed
¥ suppose that will be pronf that 'm not working for the
Grammar Schoot i

“1 faney it will,” assented Tom Merry dryly, “if you
can. DBut it’s a big *if.

*1 know that. But I mean fo tey.”

*"You—you really mean it Gay?” demanded Tom Merry
eagerly. If you can do that—>"

“¥You can leave that to me,” returned Gorden Gay. 1
think there’s a chance. VYou
follows are suspicious of me
becauze I'm an old (. .- 2
marian.”

“You've made the fellows
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to Gay; Tom, akb least, had said all he wished to say. It
was up to Gay now to prove his inmocence. Until he did,
the Terrible Three were not likely to speak to him again.
And as he met their grim glances, Gay, despite his coolne
looked grim himself. He had set himself a diflicult a
da.rmF task; buf be meant to carry it out, for he knew ik
was the only way in which he could hope to clear hisz name
in the eyes of Bt. Jim’a.

e

CHAPTER 2.
Locked In 1

6 0U fellows awake?”

i It was Gordon Gay who whispered that question
in htha Shell dormitory at eleven o'clock that
night.

There came no answer to his question—only the soff
breathing of his Form-fellows in the dark dormitory. All
the members of the Shell were sleeping the sleep of t]'im just
—execepting Gordon Gay.

That junior smiled his satisfaction,” and, slipping out of
bed, started to dress swiftly :

The promise he had given to the crowd of angry Shell
and Fourth fellows that evening had not been an emply
one. Fven then a plan for recovering the Grammarians'
prize had been formulating in his ready brain—a plan that
be meant to put into execution that very nighi. No one
realised more elearly than he that, if the attempt was to .
have any chance of success, it would have to be carried out
as soon as possible,

Certainly, if sheer, breath-taking daring ecounted for any-

thing, then Gordon Gay was
on the way to accom-
plishing his task, T

Put briefly, his scheme was

to break bounds, go to the

mistrust yon by hobnobbing

with your old pals,” said Tom

briefly. “It's your own fault.

é w”amed vou that it wouldn’t
o

Our Fifth

“ I don’t see what difference
it makes” said Gay heed-
fessly. “Though I'm still pally

L Ll LR R L T S

FREE Gift Picture Card

Grammar Schoo!, and gain ad-
mittance to the junior-studies,
The rest Le considered would
be comparatively easy.

And, really Gordon Gay's
“burgla.y *® was not such a
wild idea as it might seem at
first glanc:,’ iz spite of .its
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g_itlh Ll,IEnv,-m, Pm as keez to e great risk e
ish themr as you are. Anvy- Gay knew every ine af the
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back—"

“We'll believe you innocent,
not before,” said Tom.curtly.
“The evidence againit you is a bit too strong, Gay. DBut
we'll give you the chance.”

- “What rot I snorted Herries, “He’s only trying to throw
dust in your eyes—just to escape & ragging.”

“That's 1t!” roared Grundy. *“Tom Merry, you gss

“Phut up, Grundy |”

“But, hold on | interrupted Blake., “ Do vou mean that,
Tom Merry? Are vou letting this rotter off #"

‘“T'm giving him a chance to show he’s not disloyal to
St. Jim’s,” said Tom Merry. “We've no clear proof that
fiay did it—either over the ‘Editorial,’ or by letting the
enemy know we were going for those copies. And it's only
fair to give him a chance lo clear himself ¥

“Right!” said Blake, nodding. “I’ll agree to that”

“Will you?” bellowed Grundy. “But I won’t!. Here,
lemnme geot at the cad ™

He made a rush at Gordon Gay, That junior smilingly
stood up to him. As Grundy rushed up, Gay grasped his
arm, twisted the burly Bhell fellow round with a powerful
swing, and then rushed him to the door, the fellows jumping
out of the way to avoid Grundy’s waving fists. In the
doorway Gay released Grundy, at the same time planting
4 hefty boot behind him.

Grundy sprawled in the passage, roaring with rage. He
jnmped up, and was about to charge into the study again
when Kildare, cﬂ.gtain of 8t. Jim's, came along the passage.

“Hallo! What's this?” snapped Kildare. “ Here, no you
don’t, my lad!”

He grasped the great George Alfred by the ear and
twisted him round. Then he ran him, wildly protesting, to
his own study and thrust him inside.

“In you gol” snapped Kildare. “Come out again, and
vou'll have a taste of my ashplant, kid1”

“QOw! Yow! Look here—"

Kildare closed the door and went back to Study No. 10.
But the députation was already breaking up—nobedy
wanted to argue with Kildare. In a few seconds the study
was empty save for its owners—the Terrible Three and
Ciordon Gay, But neither Tom Merry nor his chums spoke
Tue Gen Lisrany,—No. 1,109,
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could finc¢ kis way sbout. the
Grammar School blindfold, if
necessary Moreaver, he had
& shared Frank Monk's study,
and he fancied that the finding of the precious bundle
would be a very easy matter. 1

His determination to prove his loyalty to St. Jim's was
no light boast. He fully realised, for all his lisht and
airy manner when before his accusers, that he was in a
decidedly awkward position, He hated to be misjudged
and at loggerheads with Tom Merry & Co. and all the
decent fellows at St. Jim's. He was miserable enoush at
the school without making his pesition worse by becoming
an_oufcast, mistrusted and-suspected of being a traitor.
= How that wretched “Tditorial” bad got into the

Weekly * Gay had no idea, nor any idea who had sent the
phone message to Frank Monk. But somecone obviously
had ; someone wasz playing traitor, with the sole idea of
making things hot for him., Of that Gordon Gay feil
certain. 2 .

Well, Tom Merry had said that it was up to him to
prove his innocence, and he meant to do so somehow.”

He dressed swiftly and noiselessly, and then left the
dormitory and stols downstairs. It was as he was passing
along the Fourth Form passage that Gordon Gay walked
full into a shadowy fgure that bhad emerged from Btudy
No. 6 at that moment k

Natuorally, it gave Gay a startling shoek, and there was
a gasp of alarm from the figure he had collided with,

“Oh, bai Jove!” came a voice. “Who—who is that?”

There was a chuckle in the gloom. There waz no mis-
taking that well-known and aristocratic accent. A 2

“(zood

“Dear old Gussy!” murmured Gordon Gay.
evening, old scout! Rather dark—what?”

“Bai Jove! Gordon Gay!” : .

“The one and only!” chuckled Gay. “I thought it was
a giddy burglar at first! What are you up to, dear old
top—running away from school?”

“Bai Jove !”

“Or are you off on the razzle?’ inquired Gay. <Dear
ma! How very, very sad! So young and innocent, too!
Pm shocked, Gussy—fearfully shocked to find youn such a
bold, bad blade! Who has led you astray like this?”

“Pway do not wot, Gay!” said Arthur Augustus. “Yon
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Passing along.the Fourth Form passage In the darkness, Gordon Qay walked full into a shadowy figure that had emerged from

Study No. 6 at that moment.

are well awah that T am not the fellow to go on the
wazzle | Wathah not, bai Jove !" = =

“Then what's the game?” asked Gay, peering curiously
at Arthur Augustus in the deep gloom.

1 wegwet that I cannot tell you that, Gorden Gay!”
said Acthur Augustus stifiy. “My business 13 a gweat
seewet, and I do not wish my intentions to be known and
fwustwated! Kindly allow me to pass!”

“PBut what is the game ! demanded Gay, slight suspicion
in his tone now. “ You've got your cap, and you're fully
dressed, old sport. 'That means you're going out.”

“I wefuse to answah that question, Gay!” said Arthur
Auguztus coldly. “As an old Gwammawian and a fellow
undah deep suspicion of bein’ still in leapue with them,
vou are the last fellow I would wish to know where I am
goin'! You would possibly wuin my secwet scheme, and
those copies of the * Weekly ' would nevah be wecovabhed!
You might even be the means of gettin® me captuahed by
the enemy 1"

Gordon (Gay gave a deep, deep chuckle. Instead of being
annoved by Gussy’s pointed remarks, he was highly enter-
taincd at the way in which the innccent swell of the Fourth
was keeping his “pweat seewet.” He realised that Arthur
Augustus, of all people, had hit on the same wheeze as
himsell

“Dear old Gussy!” he murmured. *“What a lad you
are! So you're going to the Grammar School—what "

Arthur Aungustus jumped.

*PBai Jove! Who evah told you that, Gay?”

“A silly ass I happen to know!” chuckled Gay. "A
really burbling ass, in fact! A born idiot who's asking
for the sack! You silly chump, so you're thinking of
burgling the giddy Grammar School, Gussy?”

“Pai Jove! I pwesume Blake or one of those feahful
wottahs has told you?” eaid Gussy indignantly, *The—*

“My dear man, you've told me yourself!” grinned Gay.
“Didn't I say that a burbling ass, a born idiot, and a silly

" Oh, bal Jove ! " came a startled voice.
“ Dear old Qussy ! ' hs murmured.

‘““Who—who is that 7"
(See Chapter 2.)

chump had told me? Didn't-you recognise yourself by that
description ¥

“Bai Jove!

B _—ll

“Not at this hour, old chap! My dear man, are you
potty to think of trying to pet into the Grammar School
to bag that bundle? You'd get collared as sure as Fate!”

“Wats! I weally cannot undahstand how you got to
know my =ecwet, Gordon Gay, since I told only Blake,
Hewwies, Dig, and Tom Mewwy & Co. of my intentionz!™
gaid Gussy angrily. “But I wefuse to be turned fwom my
purpose by you!”

“¥You really mean to do it, Gussy "

“Yaas! Most certainly "

Gay frowned in the gleom. This was decidedly awkward.
Arthur Augustus was & nctorious bungler, and would be
bound to make a mess of things. In any case, Gay was
anxious to bring his great scoop off on his own. He hesi-
tated a second, and then an idea struck him.

. "We must talk this matter over, Gussy,” he eaid.
into your study, old chap—eold standing here!
suggestion to make, old top !"

“VYewy well, Gay; but I warn you that T wefuse o be
turned fwom my purpose [”

“Right, old chap!™

Arthur Augustus entered Study No. 6. Gay stood in the
doorway, his hand on the door knob—at least, it appeared
to be there., In the gloom Arthur Augustus did not note
that Gay had withdrawn the key from the inside and placed
it in the outside of the lock. -

That little eircumstance gquite escaped Gussy's notice.

“Now,” said Arthur Augustus coldly, “if you have a
suggestion to make—"

-~ %1t's this,” smiled Goy, “that I go instead of you, old
chap, while you remain m here until I return.”

“Bal Jove! I =hall certainly do nothin® of the kind.”

- Toe Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,103,
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“You're quite mistaken, Gussy,” said Gay. “T'm going,
and you're remaining here until I come back. Borry, OF(.I
dear; but it ean't be helped. Try and get & bit of slecp
while I'm away. Ta-ta!”

With that Gordon Gay slipped swifltly out and closed the |

door.

Click!

Arthur Augustus jumped as he hieard the click of the key
in the lock and understood what it meant.

“Bai Jove! Oh, gweat Seott! Gay, you feahful wascal

Only a chuckle answered the astounded Arthur Augustus,
Then Gay’s soft footfalls died away down the passage, and
gilenee reigned. :

Arthur Augustus trembled with wrath and 1ndignation,

He saw it all now. Gay had somehow heard of his
intended expedition. Gussy had heard Gay's vow to get
back the bundle of magazines, but he did not dream that
Cay intended to make his attempt after dark—the ex-
Crammarian had- dropped on the very same wheeze as him-
gelf Now he had heard of Gussy's intention, he intended
either to forestall the Fourth-Former, or to stop him—for
other reasons. If his sympathics were still with his Gram-
marian pals this wae just what he would do.

“QOh, the—the feahful cad!” murmured Gussy. “Oh, the
fwightful wottah! 1 will give the wascal a feahful
thwashin’ for this[*

Like an enraged and imprizoned
about Study No. 6 in the darkness. To shake the door and
make a noise was cnt of the question. It was comparatively
early yet. and it wae quite possible a master or prefect was
gtill up, reading or working at that hour.

But Arthur Augustus did not have to wait very, long.
There sounded & shuffiing footstep in the passage without,
and Arthur Augustus gasped as the footstep stopped outside
the door of Study No. 6.

Arthur Augustus canght his breath. Who was it? It
certainly did not sound like Gordon Gay’s firm tread. Was
it a master eT—

Gussy listened, his heart thumping a trifle, !

Then the door-knob turned, and there followed a dis-
gusted grunt. : .

“(iroogh! Thought as much The mean beast’s locked
himsell in!” came a familiar voice.

“PBai Jovel” gasped Gussy, his relief almost as great as
hiz astonishment. * It is that wottah Twimble "

[t

tiger, Gussy tramped

vl = —

CHAPTER 3.
; A Bargain !

T was Baggy Trimble, the Falstaff of the Fourth. He
stood op the outside of the door and rattled the knob
somewhat indignantly,

“J say, Gussy!” he called. “I know you're inside;
open the door!”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Twimble!” answered Gussy, con-
giderably astonished, “What evah are you doin’ heah?”

Baggy Trimble eniggered.

“He, he, ha! 1 epotted you,” he said. “I epotted you
leaving the dorm. nld chap. You woke me up. yon know—
bhanged into my hed I just spotted you sneaking out.
Then 1 saw vonr empty bed, and knew it was you.”

“Weally, Twimble——*"

“] know the game,” went on Trimble, with a faf
chuckle. “T guessed at once what was on. T'm surprised
at you—really T am. Guesy—being so dashed mean and
selfish; gready, in fact!”

- “T fail to undahstand you, Twimble !” sald Gussy through
the kevhale.

“He, he, he! What about that box of choes?” asked
Trimble knowingly. “I saw them come by this evening's
post, old chap; a whacking great box. I asked you for
just one, and yoeu refused.’

“Quite wight, Twimble. T saw no weason why I should
ghare chocs with yow, you fat wottah! I.would wathah
ghare them with my fwiends!"

“¥ah ¥ Trimble sneered derisively. “¥ah! I like that.
What have you come down for now, then—tell me that? I
know; you'’ve come down to scoff 'em all by yourself, so
you won't have to give your pals any.”

“0Oh, bar Jovel”

That suggestion quite shocked Gussy, who was the most
generous of youths—too generous, in faet.

“Yon feahful little worm, Twimble!” he snorted in reply.
1 Kave not come down for that weason at all, you gweedy,
fat wottah! Open this door, and 1 will come out and kick
wyou, you little wasecall™ ;

That offer did not appeal to Trimble.
gurprised him,

“YVah! Vou've ocked yourself in, Gussy,” he answered.
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“I say, it’s all right, though. . Lemme in, and I'll not tell
your pals—not a word”

“1 am quite unabie to let you in if I wished, Twimble,”
said Arthur Augustus haughtily. “Cannot you see that
1 am locked int It was that feahful wottuh Gay’s doin'.
If you will be good enough o tind the key, Twimble—"

*Oh erumbe!” gasped Trimble,

He fumbled about the handle, and his fat fingers
encountered the key. Then the fat Fourth-Former undes-
stood the position, and he gave a snigger of satisfaction.

“He, be, he!” he sniggered. “I say, Gussy, what'll you
give me if I let you out?” :

“ A good kickin’, you little waseal!”

“ Not good enough!” grinned Trimble.
box of choes, and it's a go!”

“1 shall do pothin of the kind, Twimble.” 3

“Oh, all right!” said Trimble. * Please yourself, old
chap. Well, I'm off back to bed, old sport. Night-night!”

ol ]?3111 Jove! One moment, Twimble!”

i anmhla grinned and retraced the couple of steps he bhad
aken.

Arthur Augustus considered the matter. The study was
decidedly chilly, and it oceurred to Gussy that Gordon Gay
might easily leave him there all night—possibly he might
forget all about him. In that case he was booked to spend
an uncomfortable night in Study No. 6.

The thought was not a pleasant one. Moreover, there
was every possibility, in that ease, of his being caunght ouf
of bed—a serious erime enongh. And the box of choco-
lates—a present from a doting aunt—was a mere nothing to
Arthar Augnstus. 3 ;

“Make it fifty-fifty and it's a go,” suggested Trimble
while he waited.

“1 uttahly wefuse to make it fifty fifty, Twimble”
returned Clussy. 1 have no wish to divide my chocs with
vou undah such circumstances.” \

“0Oh, all right! Well, I'm off. Mind you don’t catch
eold, old chap Remember it’s the Grammar School match
to-morrow.” &

“0h. bai Jove:™

Arthur Augustus did remember it, and he had no desire
to catch a cold, and thus spoil his chances of making a
record score at cricket in the first match of the season.g i

“Oh. bai Jove! Wait a moment, Twimble!” he gaspéd.
“Thaugh I uttahly wefuse to share my chocs with you, I
will give you the box to yourself, you gweedy little benst!
Now open this door.”

“He, he, hel” i

Trimble again retraced his steps—he had expected to have
to do so. And the thought of having the whole box to
himself was much better than dividing them with
another. &

“That's a bargain, mind!” he called. * You'll hand mse
the chocs if T open the door? Honour bright ¥

“Vaas, Open the dashed deor, Twimble!”

“Certainly, ald fellow!”

Trimble unlogked the door, thrust it open, and rolled
into the study Arthur Augustus had lighted the stub of a
candle, and in silence he went to the table drawer and
drew out a large chocolate box. .

“There you are, Twimble,” ha said ieily. "My fwiends
and T have had one each—you are weleome to the west. in
the cires, and I twust they will give you seveah indiges-
tion. And now I am goin’ to have the pleasure of kiekin’
you wound the woom for havin' foreed me to bargain with

¥

“Make it that

o, .
“Eh? Look here— I say— Yow-ow! Yooop!
Keep off, you— Oh crumba!® ol

Trimble scudded round the table, with the irate Arthur
Augustus behind him, lunging out vigorously. Gussy had
kept to his bargain, and now he intended  to keep the bar-
gain he had made with himself—which was to kick Trimble.

“Pway do net yell, Twimble; you will have the beaks
heah if you de.”

“Yow! Stoppit!

Kick, kick, kick! _.

Arthur Augnstus was satisfied at last—while Baggy was
more than satisfed. Having finished with Trimble, Arthur
Augustus left the study and hurried upstairs. making for
the Shell dormitory. He slinped inside and peered round
at the beds. One was eertainly empty—even in the gloom
Gussy saw that. And the emnty bed was Gordon Gay's.

“PBai Jove 1’ murmured Gussy, not sure whether he was
disappointed or not. “So_the wottah has weally gone,
Vewy well—that setiles it, Tt would be vewy foolish of me
to go now in the circs.” '

And having reached that decision Arthur Aungustus went
back to bed, He was cold, and rather fed-up. And if
Gordon Cay had gone to attempt to get the bundle of
% Weeklies ¥ back, then it was useless for the swell of the
Tourth to go after him. The ex Grammarian would stand a

: {Continucd on page 8.)
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NEXT WEEK’S GORGEOUS PICTURE CARD!

Boys! Here's a Black and White Reprodustion of
NEXT WEEK'S SUPERB FREE QIFT. THIS
CARD WILL BE PRINTED IN FULL COLOURS
AND WILL MAKE A WORTHY ADDITION TO

#

YOUR SET.

\RVELS &/
FUTURE!

HE largest air dincrs ever built will scon ba

ready—a whole fleet of them—ifo work a

: regular air mail service between Britain and

India. At loest twire &s large as any previously

in existence, these mechines, British down to the last

and emallest bolt, are being constructed by Messra,
Handley Page.

rl\_'ow go back twenty-five yvears, to the day when the
W nght_ bmi—he:-::'s managed to get the first heavier-
than-air machine off the ground for that first epoch-
making flight. It lasted fwelve seconds exactly.
You could put that first successful ’plans under
& wing of one of these new Leviathans of the Air and
almoet loge it |

Their cabins aro eight feet high, and forty passen-
gers, plus two pilots, & mechanic end & steward, have
ample and cosy asccommodation. And now jump
forward twenty-five years. Will one of these new
air liners be lost when placed by the side of the new
machine of those days-to.come ! Everything points
to the answer being ** yeos ! ¥

Those giauts of the future will be a combination
of smirship and aeroplane, with enormous carriages
slung under the body and holding a hundred or more
passengors, their baggnge, and cargo and mails
weighing many scores of tons.

Alr s_u::Imcss will be a thing very much of the past,
for noise—one of its chief causes—will be non-
existent. The passengers will ba so far from the
engines, you gea ! The captain of each huge craft,
vessels that will encircle the globe in & matter of &
week oF go, will have mechanical devices—regular
robots—to help him in the safe conduct
and navigation of the air lingr, so that
there will be as little rick in the voyage as
at present there i3 in the safest of ocean
greyhounda.

Mechanical steering devices have been
installed just re-
contly in some big
oceen-going ships,
and other schemes
caleulated to make
impossible a human
failure that might

\ jeopardise the salety

o
i orene
'f SRR
il'-[ PRR

FRRf

of the vesse! and its
pessengers and crew,

No. 6.—A GIGANTIC AIR LINER. R

Next week’s article deals
with “A Fortress on
Wheels,” another dream of
the tuture, which is the
subject of the SEVENTH
Free Gift Picture Card.

It is inevitable that these will be adapted fo tha
requirements of air liners of the future.
lready theres has been put into operation an
astounding device with which a pilot can light up
for himself an aerodrome or landing place that happens
to be shrouded in darkness, whilst he iz still & con-
siderable distance away, A gadget fixed to the 'plane
can be made to howl for & light—the howl being
answered immediately by machines at the aerodrome
which automatically switch on a flood of brilliant
light immedistely. And all this without any human
intervention !
The view that passengers will get of the earth as
it Aashos heneath the air liner's gigantic bulk will not
be exciting—for there will be very little indeed that is

wisible, the *flyingeity " being miles above the ground.

Weather and the laws of gravity will have been over-
come, and with the thin air, so very high up, for the
gky liner to battle against, speed will be inercased
alfogether beyon:d our present conception. But the
passengers will nob be out of touch with life below.
On the vast upper deck of the air liner will be a wireless
gerial, bringing in the day's and the night's news.
And, of eourse. the wireless operator of those won-
deriul days will be able to talk to the ends of the
esrth at the captain’s will!

It may even be thet the air liner itself will see and
register all that ig invisible to the folk mboard, so
that these can witness on & soreen in a big central
cabin anything that is going on not only miles below,
but ahead and behind, above and on all sides !

" Sociontists are to-day diseussing plans for building
a 'plane fitted with pll-seeing © eyes,” plans that
have every chance of developing as gsuggested above.
Great circular * eyea " in the front of the air liner,
in its floors end elsewhere, will focus on television
cella all that the wondarful lenses pick up, and these
gights, invisible otherwise to the passengers’ eyes, will
be reproduced on the sereen in that cabin of miracles.

An aerial *eya' that can thus see over a range of four
hundred miles has just been
invented. It now only remains
for details to be worked out,
and we ghall be that much nearer
to the further development of
the amazing “ flying eity » air
liner of the future !

%
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?“Condemned by the School !”
i
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far better chance than he of succeeding—even Gussy realised
that. And if Gay bad merely gone to warn his pals—if he
veally was the traitor 5t. Jim’s believed him to be, then
it was much safer not to go—very much safer. He would
only find a®nornets’-nest awaiting him at the Grammar
School.

8o, wisely, Guesy went back fo bed, and was very soon
sleeping the sleep of the just, like the rest of his chume.

Meanwhile, Trimble had seated himself in the Ltruz:'.iw.ir
in Study No. 6, to devour tha chocolates in l:oml'ort.. They
were bigz specimens, and very good indeed. D'Arcy's aung
evidently knew good chocolatea. But Trimble ,very soon
dispased of them  Then, his appetite sharpened by his
preliminary encounter, he looked around for Iregh worlds
ko conquer, so to speak. He was up now, and it seemed
a great pity not to do the job thoroughly—to make bay
while the sun shone, and to appease his hunger, merely
tickled as yet by the chocolates. et

“What a giddy chance!” murmured Trimble, his litile
eyes gleaming. *'That ass, Gussy, has gone baek to bed, and
I bet he’s asleep already. I'H see what’s in the cupboard.”

There were quite a lot of goed things in the cupboard—
evidently Jack Blake & Co. were in funds—the land was
flowing with milk and honey. Trimble's mouth watered at
the sight of half a large plum-cake, two kinds of jam,
a pot of marmalade, a tin of sardines, a tin of pressed
beef, and several other odds and ends of an edible nature,

“Oh, ripping !” murmured Trimble.

Trimble piled the good things on the table, and ihen
he drew up the easy-chair and got busy, For some time
there was no sound in the study save for Trimble’s busy
jaws.

“This is prime,” murmured Trimble, with his mouth full
of chocolate biscuit. “I think I'll do this stunt again—
yes, rather |

But all good things come to an end, and o did the good
things in that cupboard. When they were disposed of even
T'rimble was satisfied, and he lay back in his chair, feeling
_vcari| indisposed to move yet.

The fat junior had not been taking his ease very long
when a new sound was heard in Study No. 6—the sound of
& long-drawn-out snore!

Baggy Trimble slept.

CHAPTER 4.
The Mysterious Bundle !

(1] ERE we are again i
Gordon Gay murmured the words to himself

2s he stood in the gquadrangle of the Grammar
Schoal,

It had not taken Gordon Gay long to discover how
fellows got out of St. Jim's in the still hours; in fact, Gay
had knowr of the lower box-room window and the old oak
by the school wall long hefore he had arrived at St. Jim's.

He had found it a very easy matter to get clear of the
gchoot buildings, and then he hed started out for his old
school. It was not a very dark night, and he very scon
covered the mile and a half that separated the two rival
schools.

Well-known notches in the brickwork of the school wall
had enabled him to reach the gnad in safety, and now
he stood below the window of his old study in the junior
fguarters,

As he gazed upwards at the dark, familiar buildings he
eould not restrain n gulp Until a few days ago this had
been his home; he had never dreamed that he would be
leaving it so soon. He felt as he stood there alone in the
dark stillness, that he would have given anvthing to ba
asleep with his old pals in the Fourth dormitory.

St. Jim’s was a fine school—he did not dispute that—and
the fellows, for the most part, were some of the very hest.
Yet he knew he eould never settle there. 1t had not been his
fault that he had been transferred—far from it. His unele
had, owing to various unfortunate adrentures on a recent
visit, come fo the utterly erroneons conclusion that tha
Grammar School was a hadly-conducted school, and that
bullying and general hnoli:%-nnimn was rife there. And as
Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’s, was an old friend. he
had insisted upon the chango—especially as he had had “ high
words "' with Dr. Monk.

It was ahout the worst blow Cordon Gay could have
received, It had been hard—very hard, indeed—io leave his
old pals, and to give up all he had fought for and won
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ot the Grammar Schogl. There he had earned, by sheer
merit, the proud pesition of junior skipper and leader of
the Lower School. But at 8t. Jim’s he waz a mere no-
body—worse, he was scorned ag a trator and informer

Gordon Gay's first few days as a St. Jun’s fellow had
been far from happy ones. They had made him feel the
change far worse than he would, perhaps, otherwise have
done. With the comradeship of Tom Merry and his chume,
Gay felt he might have been tolerably happy. But even
they were deeply suspicious of him—more, they obviously
believed him guilty of charges made against him.

“Rotten 1” murmured Gay, as he blinked upwards at the
dark window of his old study. *Anyway, it can't be
helped. I'm a 8t, Jim’s follow now, and it’s up to me fo
make the best of things! Here goes to have a shot at
clearing myzelf, anyway |7

With that, the ex-leader of the Grammarians took a firm
grip of the thick ivy and started the climb. It was a
dangercus task at the best of times, and the darkness made
it doubly so. But.bhand over hand the reckless, daring
junior went up doggedly, chinging on with tooth and nail.
Fortunately, the junior studies were only on the first floor,
as at St. Jim's, and the climb was a short ono. At last
Gay reached the window-sill, and there he hung on, resting
for a moment with his feet on the coping below.

Then he began to examine the window. As he expected,
the sash was slightly raised—tha iuniors were careless, and
as the catch of the window waa broken they never troubled
about fastening it, merely slamming it “carelessly down
when closing it. :

In a moment Gay had his fingers underneath tho slight
opening, and very, very softly he raiced the sash.

Fartunately, it searcely made a sound. and a moment
later Gorden Gay had slipped over the sill into the room,
chuckling softly as he did so. It was his first attempt at
a “burglary,” and he knew what it wonld mean if he were
captured. \

Breaking bounds at night was a serious matter, buf
breaking bounds in order to force an entry into aunother
gchool was a much more serious matter.

Yet he could not help chuckling at the thought.

He lost no time once he was inside, however.

Very cautiously he closed the window again, and then
he lowered the blind. After which he lit the gas, turning
Eh'? light just low enocugh to allow him to see what he Wwas

oing. A

This done, Ga got busy, Bo far, all had gone well,
and io his view %a beep ridiculously easy. Now he had
to find the precious issues of “Tom Merry’s Weekly,” and
get away with them safely.

The familiar study mads him feel curiously dismal, and
he sighed as he recognited his chums’ belongings and saw
the photographs on the walls, many of them groups in
whicE he figured prominently, .

Yet here he was, like a thief in the night, ready and
cager to " do down " his old pals. Certainly ha was a St.
Jim’s fellow now. Bunt—

* Rotten 1" sighed the junior. “Dut, as Tem Merry says,
it’s up to me to show I mean to play the game, and hére
goes |*

He found what he was after sooner than he expected—
a big bundle of papers in the corner of the study. The
bundle had been untied, and Gordon Gay knew what it con-
tained at once He gave a deep sigh of relief as he noted
that the bundle appeared to be intact.

“Oh, good!” he breathed. “They haven't started to
dzistribdum’ them yet, then. Won't dear old Tommy he
pleased I’

Hurriedly Gordon Gay rotied the big parcel. Then he
gave the study a hurried search, in case any loose copies
of tha “Weekly ” were about, He soon found one—stuck
in the pocket of a blazer bekind the door.

But that was all. Gay stuffed it into his pocket, with
a chuckle.

“T fancy that’s the lot I” he murmured. “But if it f=n't
it can’t be helped. In any case, to get this little lot ia
ihe main thing—it’ll pui the fin hat on their wheeze of
broadeasting 'em around Now for home, sweet home!
Hold on, though—F'll just leave a message for Franky—
just to let him see 'm alive and kicking.’ i

And having found a piece of chalk in his rummagings,
??? hastily wrote a message on the mirror. It ran aos
ollows : :

=1
WHAT PRICE ST. 1IM’S NOW?
HEAR US SMILE!Y
(Bigned) Gordon Gay.™

“That'll make ’em open their eyes in tha morning, 1
fam(aiyi,‘: he mised. “Now I'd better go while the going’s
good I :

With another chuckle, Gordon Gay lifted the parcel on

to the sill—and, holding it by the cord, lowered it down
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iato the darkness
outeide., The
slackening of the
cord soon told him

when it had
reached the ground,
and then he slipped
over the sill, drew
down  the window
again, and started
his perilous des
seont. :

It was far more
difficult than the
climb upwards, but
he had mnerves of
iron, and started

ack in high
teather -for B8t
Jim’s.

It had been far
casier than he had
expected, and he
felt a thrill of joy
a5 he tramped back

in - the darkness.
He had accom-
‘plished what he

had set out to do—
he had proved that
the charge of dis-
loyalty te his new
school was false.

The heavy bundle
of papers made the
return to St. Jim's
no light task, and

the journey took 07 rr ’_l],

him much longer f I ?!” il M

than coming. There ’ L

was litcle  possi- =

bility of his meet-
ing anybody in the
lane at that hour,
. but Gordon Gay
. was ready to take
cover Bt any
moment, if neces-
sary. He reached
Bt.  Jim's without
mishap, however,
and with the help
of the length of cord
he managed to get
the teavy bundle
over the school wall safely; with the help of the cord
he also rmised it up on the leaning outhouse, and through
the box-room window.

He drew a deep breath of relief when onee he was safe
inside the box-rogm with kis burden and had closed the
window again. :

“Thank goodness!” he breathed. “Now to shove this
on Tom Merry's table. T fancy he'll get a pleasant sur-
prise when he comes down in the morming. My hat! VYes,
rather !”

With a chuckle Gordon Gay lelt the boz-room, and made
hiz way to the Shell studies. He entered No. 10, and
lifted the bundle of papers on tn the study table. Then
he felt his way out again, and departed for his dormitory.
His task was done: he had taken risks few fellows would
have taken, and he had succeeded far better than he had
even hoped to do. With o light heart and smiling face
Gordon Gay went back to bed to sleep the sound sleep
of a fellow consecious of duty wel done.

Certain it is, however, that he would not have slept
anything like so we!l had he only known what happened
after he had gone to bed.

lor scarcely had he left Stydy No. 10 when a fat,
white face peered round the cormer of the passage, and
watched him depart.

1t was Baggy Trimble,

Bagegy had awakened suddenly in Study No. 6, and it
was some moments before lie realised just where he was.

But when he did ke socon uecided to riake tracks for
bed. He realised that it must be close on midnight—if not
later—and he felt a sudden teeling of alarm, DBagey
was not o hero, and the thougt of being alone at midnight
downstairs was not at all ; pleasant one.

He crept out of No. 6, and it was whilst he was stealthily
making his way towards the stairs, thot he caught signt
of a dark form emerging from Study No. 10 in the Shell
passage.

Btudy No. 6.

waterad at ths sight of the good thinga.

L
“ What a giddy chance ! Baggy Trimble’s eyes gleamed as he looked into thes cupboard In

Evidently Jack Blake & Co. were in iunds, and the fat Fourth-Former’s mout

‘“ Oh, ripping ! ' he murmured. (Sez Chapter 3.}

It was Gordon Gay, of course, though Bagey did nof
know that, All the same his feeling of dread suddenly
left him as he saw the size of the figure just disappearing
in the deep gloom.

“Phew!"” breathed Baggy, his tecth chatlering. ™Oh,
dear! T did pet a start! Now who was it, and what waa
he after in No. 10—up to something, I'll be bound.”

Baggy was still dog-tired, and he was longing to geb
between the warm sheets agein. Butb curiosity—one of
his many besetting sins—overcame cold and tiredness. With
gleaming eyes, and an overwhelming curiosity to learn
what was “on,” he crept to the door of No. 10 and slipped
cautiously inside.

The room was in deep gloom, but Bagzy had a torch
with him—a torch he had “borrowed“ from Wildrake
when that junior was not looking. In a moment a gleam
of white light was lighting up the apartment.

It fell wpor the big parcel or the table at once, aad
Daggy's curiosity increased a hundred-fold as he sighted it.

“Fhew! Now I wonder what’s in that?” he muttered.
“1I'l have a squint. Grub, I bet!”

He stepped to the parcel, and felt it over. It certainly
did not feel like grub Buat it was heavy, and might
possibly contain eatables of some sort.

Baggy lived and moved, and had his being in “grub"
and all parcels and boxes which came under his notice
were possible receptacles of giub.

Had he been hungry at the moment, Baggy would
doubtless have mad  sure there and then. But he was
not hungrf——after polishing off 1 big box of chocolates
and enough food for half a dozen hungry juniors, it was
scarcely possible that he r~ould ,be hungry.

None the less he had no intention.of leaving the parcel
unexplored and untouched :

“I'll take it along, and hide it in my study,” he grinned.
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“ And to-morrow T'Hl see what's in it. There's something
jolly queer about it. 'That chap, whoever he was, must
ave just brought it here. I was m here close on bed-lime
and it wasn’t here then, Yes, that’s the idea!”

He lifted the parcel with an effort, and ecarried it out
of the study. IEven aa he lifted it, Baggy had a sudden
feclii:'ng that it contained something very different from
grub.

“1 think Pl take it along and examine it now,” he
murmured, scenting a mystery. “ No good leaving it until
morning. And ¥ that beast happens to come back and find
me here with it—-"

Bagzy had just reached the passage, and arrived at
that part in his meditations, when a sudden sound smote
hia ears—the sound of soft footfalls.

The fat junior's heart began to thump like a hammer.

In the decp gloom, at that hour in the great silent
building, the sound sent shivers down his spine, and his
tongua clove to the roof of his mouth.

Who was it, wandering about at that hour?

Quite suddenly Baggy's nerves, already worn more than
a little, failed him completely, and with a gasp of alarm
he lowered the big parcel to the linoleum, and scuttled
back into Study No. 10.

Behind the door there he waited, shivering.

The next moment the dancing light of a candle flashed
round the passage cormer, and a tall form appcared_—ﬂ
familiar form, ' The dancing light flashed on ghimmering
spectacles in the gloom,

It was Mr. Lathom, the masfer of the Fourth.

Evidently he had been sitting up late, either reading or
working, and he was yawning as he came along in his
slippers, obviously making for his bedroom.

And then, suddenly, something happened which the
palpitating Bagey had not antieipated. Mr. Lathom
ambled along in his short-sighted way, and then he tripped
over the bundle on the floor, and went over with a crash.

“0Oh, g-pug-gpood lor’ 1" groaned Baggy. . ;

Ho watched through the crack of the deor in petrified
alarm. To go to ths unfortunate master’s aid was some-
thing utterly beyond the fat youth’s powers. Ha crouched
behind the door, shivering with dread.

If Mr. Lathom were to come hunting round, and find
him thera?

But—fortunately for him-—Mr. Lathom did not.

The Form.naster staggercd to his feet, hurt, and breath-
less, and wrathful.

“Ow!” he gasped. “Ow-yow! Good heavens! Who—
what careless—criminally careless person has lcft that
parcel here, right in the middle of the passage? Owl I
am eonsiderably huri! Yow!” >

Mr. Lathom must have been hurt and shaken. Tt would
have shaken a much younger man than little, short-
sighted Mr. Lathom. He hanted about, found his candle-
etick, and struck a light, and then he blinked down at
the offending parcel,

But there was nothing on it to show to whom it be-
longed. Originally it had been addressed to Tom Merry
at 8t. Jim's. But Frank Monk had taken good care fo
remove that label when he had captured the parcel.

“Ow?" panted Mr. Lathom, tearing off some of the
thick brown paper that covered it. “Dear me! It appears
to be a bundle of exercize books. How—how criminally
carcless to leave them here. 1 will inquire inte this in
the morning, and the responsible person shall be severely
reprimandcﬁ. Ow t?

_ Grabbing the parcel by the siring, the irate master
staggered away with it, and the ]ig;}i. from hiz candle
vanished round the corner of the passage.

Baggy Trimble watched the flickering light until i
vanished, and then he drew a deep breath of relief.

“Phew!" he gasped. “What a jolly narrow eseapel
Serve the silly old buffer right. Faney, only measly
exercise books! DBlessed if 1 ean understand it. Anyway,
Y'm off to bed, now. Grooogh! Ji's cold!”

And dismissing the bundle eof exercise books from
hia fat mind, DBaggy Trimble, keeping his eyes open
for further danger, rolled off upstairs, and went to bed.
Soon he was fast aslecp again, his exciting night’s adven-
tures over.

Meanwhile, My, Lathom had carried the bundle to the
nearest store cuphoard, and placed it inside, fully in-
éﬁ:&dmg to sce to it in the morning: Then he went to

But Mr, Lathom waz notoriously as absent-minded as
he was shortsighted, and when morning dawned, and
rising-bell rans out to awaken Bt. Jim's to a new day,
Mr, Lathom had forgotten all about the precious parcel
that reposed in the store eupboard cn the landing at the
bottom of the staira.
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CHAPTER 5.
‘Rather a Shock !
i AM goin' to thwash Gordon Gay!”
Arthur Augustus spoke as if he meant it.
“Oh, cheese it, Gussy!” urged Blake, “Let the

rotter rip 1"

“1 wefuse to let. Gordon Gay wip, Blake,” said Arthur
Augustus firmly, “1 em. goin’ o give the feahful boundah _
a tewwible thwashin’ "

* My dear man, l_vcu couldn’t thrash one of his eyebrows !
said Herries mildly. *Chuck the idea! We don't want to
be bothered with a funeral just now.”

“Wats! T uttahly wefuse to be turned fwom my purpose,
you fellows!” said Arthur Augustus indignantly. *“He
uttahly wuined my plans, and left me Icckeg up, a beastlay
pwisonah, in our studay. It wes a gwoss insult, and it
placed me in a vewy undignified position, 1 was obliged
to bargain with that fat wottah, Twimble” ;

“ Awful)” egreed Blake, winking at Herries. “3till, we
warned you not to try that silly, footling idea. You were
bound to make a muck of it.”

“We told you so,” said Dighy.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“It was a wippin' scheme ¥ he snorted. * It would have
been a twemendous success if that feahful wuffian, Gay,
badn't chipped in and wuined it. Then Twimble——"

“FPm saving up a few kicks for Trimble,” said Blake
grimly. “Those choes were no end good, and I was look-
ing forward to some more.” ;

* Bame here!” nodded Herries and Dighy

“We'll settle with Fatty,” eaid Blake. “ But it's rather
quegr about Gay, Gussy. ¥You really think he went out of
bounda ¥ :

" ¥Yaas, wathah! I went up to the Bhell dorm, and his
bed was empty. Eithah the wottah went to twy to get the
w'etched papahs, or else he went to warn his old fwiends
that a waid was contemplated, y'know.™

“H'm!" said Blake. ™I can't sco Gay &eing all tho way
to the Grammar School to warn them that a born idict
was going to act ths goat. He'd know, of course, that
you ecouldn’t manage such a job, and he wouldn't worry
about your pulling it off, old chap.” -

“‘Bai Jove! Weally, Blake—"

Gussy’s wrathy protests were interrnpted as the Terrible
Three joined the gronp on the stairs, It was a bright, spring
morning, and Tom Merry was looking very cheery.

“"Hipping day for the match, you fellows!™ he exclaimed.
“The giddy wicket should be in perfect condish. Halla!
What bee ha#s old Gussy got in his bonnet now1”

“He insists upon thrashing Gay,” explained Blake. * But
we want him to postpone it uniil he's insured himself, and -
made a will in our favour."” '

“Weally, Blake——"

“What's Gay done now?” Tom Merry asked grimly.

The captain of the Shell frowned, suddenly remembering
the affair of the “ Editorial” in the “ Weekly.” The thought
of it sent all the cheerinesa out of Tom’s face.

_ “Tell him, Gussy,” grinned Blake. “1 fancy he'll he
interested, as well as amused.” :

“Bai Jove! I see nothin’ whateveh amusin’ in the
affair ! said Arthur Angustus frigidly. “Howevah, I con-
sidah Tom Mewwy should know.”

And Arthur Augustus told the junior skipper of his night’s
adventures,

Tom Merry whistled.

“ Bo—so vou actually intended to do that silly stunt, efter
all, Gussy?” he exclaimed. * Well, my hat! It was just
as well, perhaps, that Gay did muck up your silly game.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“But it’s gueer about Gay,” said Tom, frownipg again.
“I'm inclined to think the chap genuinely intends to try
to get that bundle back again. gf he did let us down,
he must see mow that he's only making things hot for
himself here, and—" :

Tom was interrupted by a eough behind him. He wheeled
round to see Gordon Gay's smiling face.

“Cheerio, Thomas!” exclaimed the ex-Grammarian
leader cheerily, as it nothing unpleasant had taken place
botween them. “Top of the morning, old scout! Have
you been down to the study yet1”

Tom Merry coloured a little, realising that Gay must
have overheard his remarks.

“No, I haven't been down wet, Gay,” he said quietly.
“Took here! Here, hold on, Gussy 1”

“I wefuse to hold on, Tom Mewwy!” gasped D'Arey
glaring at the smiling Gay. “Gay, you feahful wuffian, 1
insist upon an explapation heah and now of your beastlay
conduct last night 1" : 3

“Certainly | = You ehall have it, old chap!® said Gay
cheerfully. “I acted as I did to prevent a born idiot from
making a fool of nimsalf, also because I didn’t want a
::iittie!‘gme of my own to be mucked up by the said born
idiot 12
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Arthur Augustus spluttered with wrath. This was adding
insult to injury. He made as if to rush at Gay, but Blake
and Herries grabbed and held him.

“Hold on, Gussy! You can’t scrap on the stairs!”
chuekled Blake, though he eyed Gay euriously. * And you
don’t want to scrap before breakfast, either. | Spoils a
chap's appetite, Besides, vou'd better mako ‘sure of your
breakfast, old chap. If you scrap with Gay you may
never get another one.”

“Does Gussy want to scrap with me?”
with interest “What a giddy fire-eater he is!
humble apology do inftead, Gussy 7"

*1 shall certainly insist upon an apology, whethah I
thwash you or not, Gay,” said Arthur Augustus frigidly.

“Then here's the giddy apology,” said Gay. “1'm aw-
fully, fearfully, terribly sorry, Gussy! No words of mina
can express my deep regret for bhaving to lock you in
your study last night. And by the way, who let you out,
Gussy? I clean forget all about you.”

“1 wefuse to tell you that, Gay,” said Gussy angrily.
“And I believe you are twyin' to pull my leg now. Your
apology is.not sincere, you wottah!”

“Oh, Gussy!” murmured Gay. “Unsay those cruel
words| "But actually, old man, I simply had to prevent
Eou mucking up my plan,” added Gordon Gay, changing

is tone suddenly. “ And T fancy you'll agree to accept my
apology, and be jolly thankful shen you hear that my
little scheme was suceessful.”

“Eh? What's .hat?"” execlaimed Tom Merry qlﬁckl}'.
“You mean——>"

“ My little trip over to the Grammar School last nicht
met  with comp[ete suceess,” grinned Gordon Gay., *I
found that parcel of rags—1 mean, copics of the * Weekly,’
and I brought it back safely.”

inquirad Gay,
Won't a

“Bai Jove "

Tem Merry jumped.

“You mean that, Gay?” he demanded ineredulously.

“Just that, I couldn’t find any more copies about after
8 search,” grinned Gay. “ And I faney 1 collared the lot.
In any case, I did all T eould deo. IFf you'll come along to
Study  No. 10 you shall have the pleasure of feasting
your optics on them.”

“Phew !” :

“My hat!?” gasped Tom Merry. “If you really have done
it, Gay, then you're a marvel! Come on, chaps!”

With eyes pleaming eapgerly Tom Merry dashed off for
Study No. 10, his ~hums at his heels. The capture of the
full izssue of that famous periodical, * Tom Merry's Weekly,”
by the Grammarians, had brought dismay and dismal fore-
bodings to Tom and his chums. Knowmng Frank Monk
& Co., they were well aware that the enemy would make

“the most of such a score, . The juniors wera likely to dance

with joy if Gay had really done what he claimed.

Gay himself was smiling as he strolled after the excited
chums. Even Arthar Augustus had forgotten his injuries
in the exeitement.

But Gay's smile faded somewhat when he arrived at Study
No. 10 to find Tem Merry & Co. staring round the study,
and looking perplexed and grim. i

“Well " demanded Tom Merry. “Where are they,
Gaw? Blessed if I can see the bundle, anyway !"

“Nor can I,” snorted Blake. “This another of your
funny games, Gay?”

Gay stageered as he guickly glanced at the table, and
then round the room. :

“M-my hat! You—yon fellows haven't shifted it?” he
gasped.

(Continued on mext page.)
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Here's the Next of Our Interesting ~eries of ailway Arlicles'.'!

Express engines of the ' Royal Scot’’ ciass; on the L.M.8. Railway, are

named after famous rqi
our contributor al

Iimenta of tha British Army. You will learn from
about the ** Scettish Borderer * locomotive.

upon it.

Locomotive 6104 of the * Royal
‘Bcot ™ class, you will not see the
words ~ Koklky-olly Bird " printed
Indeed, were you to raise your
cap and say— :

“ Hallo, Kokky-olly Bird! ™
the preat engine would ook down upon
you disdainfully, end, with a scornfu!
sniff of steam from its squat funnel, reply :

“Tlear me, my lad, wherz were you
dragged up ¥ 7

For although this giant loco is named
“ Beottish Borderver,"” after the famous
regiment of 25th Foot, more (amiliarty
known as “Kokkiy'-olly Bird,"” *“ Botherer,”
and " K.0.8.B.” (King's Own Scottish
Borderers), mone of these nicknames

IF you look at the name-plate on

- atlmirably suits-the dignity of the monster

engine.

But turn to the three mottoes of the
regiment and we shall have more success,
The first is ** Nisi Dominus frustra
tLatin text books out, piease!), which
moeans “ All is vain without God.” The
second i * Nee aspera terrent " (Difficul-
tios do not frighten us). And the third,
“ [n Veritate Religions confido " (What
a mouthiul !} means ** I trust in the truth
ot religion.” :

From our point of view, and from the
point of view of the railway, the second
motto, mnamely ° Difficuities do not
frighten wus,” is admirably suited to the
mighty locomotive which daily draws a
weight of over five hundred tons non-stop
.rom , London te Carlisle, a distance of
three hundred miles, in less than six hours.

The fsmous Secottish Borderer Reg-
ment, from which the locomotive takes
its name, belongs to a unit raised in 1689

in four hours by Lord Leven in Edinburgh.
Pretty quick work that! And that is
why the regiment has the exclusive
privilege of © beating up ” for recruits in the
streets of Edinburgh at any time without
asking leave of the Lord Provost. who. i8
the chief magistrate of the city.

As well as achieving fighting fame ab
Namur and Mipden, this famous regiment
has claim to literary distinetion. Those
of vou who have read * Tristram Shandy "
will remember that the two characters;
Uncle Toby and Corporai Tim, betonged
to the Kokky-olly Birds,

Locomotive 6104 has a great reputation
and a great past to iive up fo in being
named after this famons regiment of the
British Army.

{Another intevesting railway oriicle
ncxt week.}
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“Of eourse not! Look here, Gay, is this all spoeifi®
. “0Oh, crumbs ! groaned Gay. Heo looked under the couch

and under the table, and in the cupboard, and his startled
eyes scanned every other possible place. But the big parcel
was not to be seen,  “Oh crumbs!” he repeated. “ It—it
can't have walked. It must be about somewhere. I &wear
I shoved it on the table before going to bed.” :

“Well, it isn't hera now.”

“I can see it isn't!” gasped Gay. “I—T can't understand
this, you fellows. You're sure you haven’t interfered with
it, D’Arey 2 he demanded suddenly.

“Bai Jove! Wathah not! Pway do not be wedic!”

*Then somebody elso must have shifted it,” said Gay,
with some heat. “Dash it all, this is a bit too thick, after
all the risk and trouble I took last night I ‘

. “Then you still stick to the yarn and expect us to be-
lieve it, you spoofing rotter I” said Blake, his lip curling.

Gay started, and flushed.

“I'vo told you the truth ' he said desperately. “I'm
not spoofing at all, you silly owll Gussy will tell you I
weont out 1
“I know you were not in your bed, Gay,”said Gussy coldly,

ut that does not say you went and fetehed those wetched
papahs |?
woBut I did!” shouted Gay, all his eoolness gone now.
*You awful cads, can’t you believe me? Am I the sort of
fellow to go on telling lies like this? I tell you 1 shoved
the dashed, rotten bundle on this table for Tom Merry to
find hore, Then I went to bed. Somebody’s shifted the
rotten things.”

Tom Merry & Co. stared at the new 8t. Jim's fellow. His
earnestness seemed quite genuine, and Tom Merry especially
was impressed.

»  “Well, it's queer,” he said. “Look here, just hunt about

Eabn‘i.” Perhaps you put it in another study in the dark,

Y

oI don’t think so—in fact, ¥ know I didn’t{”

Well, we'll look, anyway 1™ said Tom grimly.

The juniors went along fo the other studies on both sides
of the passage, and looked inside each, peering under
couches and tables. But it was a useless search—the big
parcel was not forthcoming.

Gay groaned when they gave it up at lazt. He ecould
gec only too clearly that Blake and several of the others
did not believe a word he had said.

Tom Merry did not know what to think. He had always
known Gay to be straight enough, and he eould not beliova
that he was spoofing now.

“It’s queer!” he said. “Anyway, let's get off now—time
for chapel, chaps. T'm fed up with the whole rotten
business 1"

‘*Not so fed up as I am,” snapped Gay. “There's some-
thing funny about this business. I gwear I fotched the
%llizmg::; and shoved them on this table. Somebody’s shifted

am.

“Well, it ean’t be helped now,” said Tom curtly ; and he
was walking out when Gay ealled him back.

“Hold on, Merry!” he said. “It's the Grammar School
match this afternoon.”

“It is!” assented Tom.

,“Am 1 playing or not? 1 think I ought to know by this
time,” said Gay, his lips meeting. “You promized me a
place—"*

“That was before this business happened,” spid Tom,
looking uneasy. “I—I've not decided abont it yet.”

“ Look here, I've done what I could to prove my lovalty
to St Jim's,” said Gordon Gay quietly. “I'm keen to prove
it still more by doing my best in the match. It isn't my
fault that seme howling cad has taken that parcel again.

swear I got it.”

“I'll think it over this morning,” said Tom hriefly, “and
T'll let you know in good time, Gay.”

With that Tom Merry went out with his elinms, leaving
Gay alone. Blake eyed Tom in amazement.

“You—you're actually thinking of playing that rotter?”
be exclaimed in astonishment.

“You're an ass if you do,”’ growled Herries.
~ “I'm thinking it over,” saswered Tom Merry bricfly,

And that was all he weuld say in the matter—then.

CHAPTER 6.
Tom Merry Risks It !

URING lessons that morning Tom Merry did think it
over. It was a great temptation to play the ex-
leader of the Grammarians, Gay was a very good
bat, and a wonder with the ball. His inclusion in

the team would make the matech almost a ferepone con-
clusion for St. Jim’s.

On the other hand, was he risking too much? Already, so
it seemed, Gay had proved himself a traitor, disloyal to his
pew schoal. He had let them down badly in so far as
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japing was concerned. Would he also let them down ab
cricket ?

, Mast of the fellows believed that he would. They thought
1t madness of Tom to dream of putting him in after what
had happened. The captain of the Shell knew that if he
did put Gay's name down again it would arouse a storm of
opposition and eriticism,

As o matter of fact, Tomn had already crossed Gay's name
off the list. He had done that the evening before. But he
was sorcly tempted to pub it on again. Somehow he simply
could not believe Gay guilty of the charges made against
him. There was something radically wrong somewhere,
He had always liked the eheery, fun-loving Australian
junior, and he could not bring'himself to believe him capable
of playing false.

By the end of morning lessons Tom Merry had not yot
made his decision, Just before dinner Kildare called him,

“¥You're wanted on the phone, kid " he said. “It's young
Monk, from the Grammar School.”

“0h, pood!" said Tom.

Actually, Tom pulled a wry face as he thought of speaking
to the new Gremmarian leader, Frank Monk wanted him
for something in connection with the match, of course, But
he would be bound to pvll his leg about the Grammar
Sehool’s tremendous score over the issue of the “Weekly.”

The captain of the Shell went to the prefects’ room, and
took up the receiver.

“Hallo! Tom Merry here! That you, Monkey

*Yes, old bean I” came the cheery answer. “Just a word
about the mateh, old son. Stumps pitched at two-thirty—
that suit you? Right! We're looking forward to giving
you the licking of your innocent young lives. I say, are
you playing Gay?1"’

Tom Merry grinned. He saw now why Monk had rung
him up; he was anxious to know if they were playing
Gordon Gay.

“I'm not sure yet,” he said grimly. “But if we don't
vou've still need to worry, old bean. We can lick you
without Gay."” i

“0Oh, rats! You'rer keeping him as a dark horse, what—
won't tell us! Fathead!” returned Frank Monk, “Well,
whether you do or net we mean to lick you, my pippin!

You did us down nicely last night. You seored, I'll admit.

But after all, it was an old Grammar School chap who did
it. We'll get our own back, never fear. Well, cheerio, old
seout I :

* Here, hold on !” gasped Tom ; but Monk had.rung off.

Tom Merry left the prefects’ room with a queer cxpression
on his face.

He bad expected the Grammarien leader to pull his leg
unmercifuily regarding the “ Weekly.” Yet, far from doing
50, he had actually spoken as if the St. Jim’s fallows ha
scored over them, and he had referred to them * doing them
down ” the night before. Moreover, he had hinted that if
was Gordon Gay who was responsible. - ==

Then it looked as if Gordon Gay was speaking the truth.
Obviously Frank Monk had nething to erow about now. Gay
had ecertainly done something the previous night. In his
own mind Tom Merry felt almost sure now that Gordon Gay
had been speaking the truth—that he had indeed visited
the Grammar Bchool the night before and had done what ha
claimed to have done.

“That settles it,"" muttered Tom. “He must have done
them down somehow, anyway. I!ll risk the bounder. Yes,
I will. I ecan see the Grammarians are funking us thi
afternoon, so they must think Gay’s playing and that he wil
play up for us.™ -

He joined Lowther and Manners a moment later, and
told them, s

“Phew.! TIt's beginning to look like it ! agreed Manners.
“And you're poing to risk it?”

“*Yes.”

“0Oh, my hat!*

Tom went straight to the notice-board in Hall. He
crossed the name of Arthur Augustus D’Arey out and sub-
etituted that of Gordon Gay. Quite a lot of fellows were in
Hall, and there was a buzz as they saw what ke had done,

“Bai Jove! You've cwossed my name out, Tom Mewwy !

gasped Arthur Augustus. ;
“Yes, old chap. Sorry, but I fancy Gay’s a better man 1*
“Bai Jove! Howevah, as a mattah of fact, I am wathah
lad, deah boy I ehall be able to visit my tailah in Way-
and. I have some wathah important bizney to diseuss with
him,"” said Gussy. *“ But—weally, Tom Mewwy, aren’t you
wathah wiskin® a lot??
“Y fancy not!” smiled Tom, and he led his chums away
back to Study No. 10, leaving Big Hall in a buzza. From

the startled remarks it was clear that Tom's action had -

aroused consternation. . |
But Tom did net mind. In Study No. 10 the Terrible

Three found Gordon Gay, seated moodily in the armchair.
“I've just put your name down again, Gap,” said Tom

briefly. *“*You're playing, and I hope you'll put your heef

into it."2

Ll
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“T'm playing 1” ejaculated Gay, jumping up. *“Oh, good!

. Yes ra‘ﬂlerl "1l put my beef ‘t}l;to it all right! My hat!

That means I've got to cut off to Rylvombe for my cricket-

shoes immediately after dinner. What an ass I was not to

l'g\? before dinner, enly I'd given it up as a bad job,
derry.” 2 g !

Tom said nothing; he did not wish to explain what had
made him decide the matter. And just then the door flew
back and Grundy rushed in, his rugged features red and
angry _

}“ Look here, Merry,” he bawled, * what's the meaning of
this?" ] N

" “Of what?” asked Tom. * Your face? Goodness knows!
1 suppose it’s been jammed in a door or something; it looks
like it."

“I don't want any cheek 1” hooted Grundy, who was almost
stuttering with excitement. “I want to know what you mean
hy shoving that rotten traitor there down to play this
afternoon? Are you potty "

“1 hope not! I've no desire whatBver to resemble vou,
‘old chap!” :

already let Bt. Jim’s down., He's in league with those
rotters from the Grammar School! You know it—every-
body knows it! 1 punched his head only the other day for
it. Yet--yet—— Oh, you burbling fool I”

“Rats ™

“And what asbout me?"” gasped Grundy, words almost
failing tim. “What about me? Passed over time after
sime—never given a chance to show what T can do Yet—
yet F““,:d play a rotten traitor like that! Oh, you—
you—- 4

“Oh, dry up and get out!” said Tom Merry irritably.
“I'm ericket captain, Grundy, and it's for me to say who
shall play’ T don't put you in, simply because I don't want
any comedians in the team, and also because I don’t wank
any match marred by accidents. If you didn’t kill someone
with a bat you'd brain somebody else with a ball!”

“Why, you—you 2

Buch deadly insults proved too munsh for the excited
Ceorgc Alfred Grundy was a very decent fellow in some
ways, and he really did believe Gordon Gay guilty—just as
he had an overpowering belief in his own amazing abilities

Lowther and Manners chuckled, but Grundy's deep {rown

ew deeper .
*You silly owl!” he roared.

“You know that cad’s

a8 a cricseter
straw

Aad Tom's deadly insults were the last

(Continued on next page))
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Q, What is the Dox 7

A, A giant seaplane to ba launched
this month (Msy) in Switzerland by the
Dornier Aircraft Company. The machine
ig 160 feot in length and capablg of carry-
ing no less than 80 persons. d hers
are o few more wonderful facts about
this largest snd most luxurious of the
world’s flying machines: Fully “loaded,
its weight is 50 tons, yet it can take-off
from a heavy sea and fiy at a speed of
300 miles an hour, developing 6,000
horse-power from its twelve 9-cylinder
radial engines. Aboard it there is o
reading-room, restaurant and promenade
for the passenpers; also telephones,
refrigerators, and a well-appointed cook’s
galley. The wealthy people who wuse
this and the two sister seaplanes that are
to bo built will ind that they will enjoy
the extrerae of air luxury !

Q. What is a dipping fug ?

A, A eail of the kind usually gef in
life-boats, * Viking ™' of Wa;)cring. A life.
boat itself may be defined as a boat
pointed at both ends and fitted with air-
tight tanks. The sail is shown better
than I eould describe it, in the accompany-
ing sketch.

A Dipping I..ug sail usually set
in lifeboats. z

A Bermondsey
has sent in a challenga
from his grand=-dad, aged
a to our ancient
Oracle for a walk of fifiy-
e ¢ twg T_Elna,.frofm It.’n;tl?on
Brighton, the loser to pay for a fish supper for both.
'ta?mlo“ sta.t:ts that he dgag not think he could enjoy a fish supper after * lagging *' it to
e Brighton, and anyway, it doesn’t cost much to go by charabanc !

reader

Q. Who was Mowgli ?
A. Undoubtedly, Claude Meadows, you
werg remiss in eoeepting as correct the

statoment of the boy next to you in the
examination room that Mowgli was the
head of & well-known firm that makos

Indian chutney, If vou put many replies
like thet into your exam. p&?ﬁ,r you have
no need to be so eurprised that you got
* ploughed.” Mowgli is a very famous
character in literature. Beg, borrow or
buy copies of the Jungle Books by Rudyard
Kipling and muale the intimate acquaint-
ance of this young Indian boy hero who
was brought up by a woll.

Q. What is the Davis Cup ?

A. This, * Two Sport-smm_:: " of Don-
caster, iz the trophy which is played for
between Great Britain, the United States,
Franee, and other nations at lawn tennis.

Q. What is the monay value of a well-
trained performing flea 7

A. Bless my whiskers! What next
question will appear in my correspond-
ence ¥ The above query was sent in by
a young end ingenious reader who signs
himself ™ Billy ¥ and who lives in &
certain popular seaside resort which shall
remain nameless, He tells me that he
has a taking way with all dumb animals
and has taught tricks to dogs, mice and
rabbits in his time, and onee sctually
trained & goldflsh so that it would ring a
small bell when it wanted its ants’ eggs
for brekker. This teat it aceomplished
by tugging at a thin string dangling in
the water of its bowl, and, i given a
bit of blotting.paper for a servietts, it
would actually dry its mouth after teed-
ing! Phew! Now my young reader
wants to try his deft hand at more elusive
gams, and wonders if there is any money
to be made by his efforts. Well while
not admitting to be an
subjeet, Billy [ can tell you that Paddy,
tha erack flea owned by Protessor Huber,
of New York, and which holds the world’s
long jump record of 26 inches, has a monoy

In declining this kind invitation the

authority on the

value of no less than £300. In-an
interview recently the talented
professor  stated that he could
train any bright flea in threa
weoeks, but he omitted to say
how much the intelligent parasite
would then be worth. Frankly,
Billy, I should abandon this new
project of youra if I wers vou;
alas, | foresee that if you proceed
with it wou may soon becoms
very unpopular among your
relations and friends.

Q. What are the Doldrums ?

A, Certain portions of thea
oeean, (. G. B., near the Equator
noted for alternate calms and
very bafing winds. In the old
days of saill, many a wind-jammer had
to spend weary days, and often weeks,
in these areas.

Q. Where is the Leaning Tower ?

A, At Pisa in Italy—at least thiz g
the only tower I can thinlk of which you-
may have at the back of your mind, Wally
of Walsall, This famous tower has been
leaning for over 80U years, and although
it appears to be falling, it is really per-
foctly balanced owing to extra building
work done on it centuries ago.

Q. What is a bandy 7

A, This term occurred in a letter sené
to one ofs my reader-chuma from &
correspondent in India, It means & type
of Indian eart, or buggy.

Leaning over as uhﬁwn ahove, tha
famous tower at Pisa is said to ba
perfoctly safe.

TaE Gou Liseary,—No. 1,109.
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He rushed at the junior caplain, his hig fists whirling, -

“T'll teach youl!” he bellowed. *“T'Il teach you to play
ducks and drakes with the toam, and then ivsult a fellow
who's trying to do his best for the school! Take that, you
idiot !

Bang}

* Yooovoooooop !

It was not Tom Merry who howled, but George Alfred
Grundy. As ho slammed a hefty left at Tom Merry's
emiling face Tom moved his head swiftly to one side, and
Grundy’s fist connected with the edge of the door.

* The concussion almost paralysed Grandy’s fist and arm,

The next moment he was dancing about, sucking his
bruised knuckles frantically.

Just then the dinner-bell rang, and the Terrible 'Three and
the smiling Gordon Gay went off to dinner, lcaving _the
sealous George Alfred to dance and nurse his bruised
Eknucklea alone,

CHAPTER 7
Racke Takes a Hand !

A UBREY RACKE stood by the window of his study
and looked out into the sunny guadrangle, a deep
frown on his brow. The bright green of the wel-
kept lawns, and the trim gravel paths overshadowed

by the ancient elms did not scem to give Roecke much
pfea.sm—e, bright and cheery as they made the outlock from
the window.

Quite possivly Aubrey Racke did nob even notice the
outlook.

In the armchair Gerald Crooke sprawled, a slight smila
on his face as he watched his chum at the window. Crooke
often found great entertainment in his chum’s varied moods
—-though he took very great care that Racke did not realise
tha fact.

““That cad Gay looks like wriggling out of it, after ull,

Racke,” he remarked ai last.

Racke's frown grew deeper: as Crooke well knew, Gordon
Gay was the subjecs of his thoughts sust then.

*Oh, dry up !” snapped Racke. “ Think I don’t realiso jt9"

“It’s rather a sell!” mused Crooke. “But, after all, it's
only Tom Merry wha seems to be sticking to the cad, and
perhaps Talbot and Lowther and one or two more. The
rest are up against hiin; they’re raving about the mighty
Thomas having shoved him in the team.”

“Hang Tom Merry!”

“And draw ana quarter him!” agreed Cirooke, with a
chuckle, **As for Gordon Gay——"

“Hang Gay, too!” said Racke, with a snort. *'1 thought
T'd fixed bim up for gaod. And now—well, you see how
things are going? Merry's shoved him in the dashed team.
He’s bound to do well, and that will soon bring the rest
round. If he docs woll they'll forget about that * Weekly *
business, or, at least, they'il bo ready to overlook it. Let’s
hope those Grammarians rag our chaps well, anyway. That
wor't de high-and-mighty Gay any geod ™

“No need to worry about him, apyway, mnow,” esaid
Crooke. “¥You've paid him for that kicking; let him rip
ai']tcr this! It's rather a risky game you're playin’, old
c ap.’1

Racke did not reply to that; he was not accustomed lo
taking the slightest notice of his chum’s advice, good or
otherwise,

He stared through the window for another moment or
two, and then his eyes gleemed as he saw a erowd of fellows,
carrying hand-bags. swarming through the gates, obyiously
en route for the Grammar School.

“Merry and his men just off I he announced, a curious
note in his voice. “Gay wasn't with them, though.”

““Baw him hookin' it out of gates with his bike after
dinner,” said Crooke. “Gone to the village, I think. My
hat! T suppose hz really is playini”

“Must be,"” said Racke, slowly and thonghtiully. *1
wonder now—— I think I know; the cad’s gone to the
village for his cridket shoss. 1 heard him tryin’ to get that
?t&'t” ass Trimble to go for him just before dinner. 'That's
b {8

‘“Ha seemed in a fine old hurry,” remarked Crooke. * But
what's the idea Racke? If you've thinkin' of tryin® to
work another wheeze—"

“I've thought of an idea, and it might work,” said Racke.
“Phew! T've got it now! I say, just stand by the window
and watch for the cad comin’ in, Crookey.”

‘l‘But what‘___))

“Do it!” rasped Racke impatiently. “Confound you,
Crookey, you're the higzest funk I ever hnew!”

“"Yes; but—" :

“0Oh, shut up!”

Racke was not a very pleasant-mannered youth, even io
hiz qwn pals, ;
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‘chuclkled,

As he spoke he
jumped to  his
private desk.
Racike was o youth
with eX[ensive
tastes and plenty of

mouey to indulge
them, His study
was most  elabor-
ately and expen-

sively fitted up.

Upening his desk
now, he snatched
out 4 notebook and
opened it at ran-
dom, Then he
snatched a  silver:
pencil  from  his
pocket, and started
to seribble  furi- ;
ously on one of the
pages.,

He finished in a
matter of seconds,
and then he ripped
out the sheet :of
paper, threw the
book back into the
desk, and pocketed
the pepeil. This
done, he glanced
through what he
had written and

“Not back yet?"
he demanded,
“Nob seen him,”

grunmed Crooke.
“Why, what's
that?"

“Read it—quick !
grinned Racke.

Crooke © read it
and his eyes
opened wide, and
he whistled.

“Phew | Y ou
mean teo send this
to Gay?”

“1 mean him to
have it  Will it
do ¥

“Good gad! But
—but it's 110t Tom
Merrys hand-
wr].tin’; he’ll spot

it I

“Not het”
aniffed Racke.
“My dear man,

Giay won’t be fami-
liar encugh with
Merry’s fist o
notice anmythin'
wrong, that's cor-
tain. And as long
as it isn't my
fist AL ;

“Tt certainiy
isn't like yours."

“Then that’s all
that really mai-
ters!”™ chuckled
Racike. “Rather a
latk — what? If
this doesn’t cock
Gay’s goose, no-
thing else will”

“¥ou really mean
to do it 7

“Of  ecourse—and
the sooner it's dons,
the better. Come
on i

“Hold on! Supposin’—"

“Bupposin’ nothii’ 1’ snapped Racke. “TI'm doin' i61”

And Racke opened the door and glanced out. The pas-
sage was empiy—practically every fellow had already
started off for the Grammar School.  After a moment's
hesitation, Racke ran along to Study No. 10, and entered.
The room was empty. and, throwing his note carvelessly on
i:?ad tuble, Racke withdrew and hurried back to his own
study,
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“Just in time!” breathed Crooke, as he entered.
just come through the gates}”

“Gad! What luck!” grinned Racke gleefully. “I've
fixed him, then; he's bound to go to his study. There was
not.hifl,lg clse on the giddy table, so he can’t miss seein’ the
note,

Crooke looked serious. =

“Tt’s a jolly risky thing to do, Racke!" he said.
had nothin’ ta do with it, remember.”

“¥You rotten funk!? = :

“J don't care. It was too risky, I think. I wish you'd
listened to me, Aubrey. Signin’ another fellow’s name
alone is a serious matter,” said Crooks uneasily. “I say,
don’t be an ass, old man; go and get that note back before
it's too latel” -

“Not likely!” smiled Racke coolly. My dear man, Gay's
already under a giddy cloud here. This will about put
the tin hat on him. Even Tom Meérry can’t overlook this—

“Gay's

“I've

in fact, tho other fellows wouldn't allow Ili!m to. GCay's
fixed?
“¥Yes.” But that
~ i . note——"

“] dely anyone
to prove it’'s  in
my  bandwritin’,"”
smiled Aubrey
Racke, *“My dear
ass, I'm as safe as
houses! If the
warst comes to the
worst nobody ecan
prove I've domne it.
1 don’t see how on

earth anyone ecan
even auspect me,
in faect!™”

“1 don't like it
anyway. M you'll
take my ad-
vice—"

“Too late, in

any case!” grinned
Racke. *“Here he
comes
There was  the
tramp of feet in
the passage, and
s0Meona hurried
past the study. Tha
black sheep heard a
% lf. door opened higher
E p the passage.
¥ ~“No need to
‘iook!” yawned
Raecke. *That was
denar old innocent
Gay. "1 fancy I've
got square for thaf
kicking now! We'll

2R R
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just. lie low  until
the roast’'s clear,
Gerald.”

And with that
Aubrey Racke
picked up a maga-
zine, made him-
seli comfortable on
the conch, and
started to read.

He bad done his
little bit; the rest
depended on Gor-
don Gay, his vietim.

But Racke need
not have worried.
As ne had opined,
Gay was not at all
familiar with Tom

Hand over hand, Qordon Gay made
his perilous climb up the lvy-grown
wall of the Grammar School, n!?nglng
on with tooth and nail. The darkness

madas his task doubly dangerous, but M erry's hand
at last the daring junior reached the writing—at least
window-sill and hung on, restingfor "0 0oy Y
a moment with his fest on the coping ; g .
below. (Sez Chapter 4.) natice anything

e : . wrong in the note,
The writing was scribbled—obviously at a furious rate, for
one thing, ut, as a matter of fact, Gay never gave ths
bandwriting a thought. He was far too much concerned
“with the contents of the note.

_The moment he had caught sight of the name on the out.
gide he snatehed it up a.ndgrl.zad it, his face growing darker
and darke- as he did so.

“Dear Gay ' (it read},—"1 have changed my mind re-
gerding playmg you in the match this efterncon, and rogrek

that I cannot make use of you. In view of recent happen .

ings, 1 think it -much better if you do not turn up at the

matech at all, g
“Yours, :

“Tou Meery,'

“Well, the—the rotter!" gasped Gordon Gay.

He almost felt sick with sudden, bitter disappointment,

He had locked forward ecagerly to playing—not only
because of the enjoyment of the game, but for the oppor-
tumity of proving once and for all that he was a St. Jim's
man in deed as well as by name.

Now his chance was gone. At the last moment Tom Merry
had let him down—had changed his mind. And that last
sentence regarding him turning up at the match showed
the reason—to Gay. Tom Merry, like the funk he was,
had bowed to public opinion. He hadn’t the courage to
carry out his own judgment and wishes on his own. He
had not even waii.t.-é to tell him personally, but had taken
refuge behind the note,

- “Well, the howling roiter!” repeated Gay.
letting a man down at the last moment like this}
jolly good mind to go, anyway!?

The temptation was strong to defy Tom Merry and go,
but after a few moments’ reflection Gordon Gay decided
against it. His presence there might easily lead to trouble
after what had happencd—and trouble with the 8f. Jim's
fellows in front of his old friends from the Grammar School
was the last thing Gay wanted. :

“Oh, hang the rotter ! growled Gay, his brow dark with
bitter anger, *““Hang the f)t. of them 1"

With the outhurst the ex-leader of Grammarians erumpled
up the note and threw it savagely into the fireplace. Then
he flung his unwanted cricket shoes into the corner,
snatched his Caf again, and went out of doors, intending
to try to calm his angry feelings with a brisk walk. For
}:r_}r'c, Gordon Gay's suuny good-temper had quite deserted
iim.

Meanwhile, the 8t. Jim's team had arrived on the
Grammar School cricket ground. They were rather late,
and Tom waz feeling exasperated in consequence. Ha had
waited until tho last moment at 8t.-Jim's for Gordon Gay.
and an the way they had taken their time, expecting him
to cateh them up. But he had not dane go.

Not that it was wholly Gay's fault. He would have
fetched his shoes the previous evening, but for the fact that
Tom Merry had erossed his name off the list aiter the row
over the Grammarian jape,

None the less, Tom Merry was feeling fed-up.

*“Oh, blow the idiot!" Ke snapped, looking across the
cricket field. * No sign of him-yet. Hallo! Hare's Monk??

Frank Monk ran up.

“Not changed yet?” he said, staring.
1t rather fine, you follows.
plaving old Gay !

“We are, but he hasn't turned up yet,” said Fom brieflly,
*Anyway, we'll pet changed right away.” 2

“Right-ho! Buck up!” And, with a grinning nod, Frank
Monk trotted away.

The Bt. Jim's follows were very soon ready. By that
time Tom Merry was looking very grim indced. WWhere
was Gordon Gay? e had sald he would come over on hia
bike, and in that case he should have made an appearance

“Fancy
I've &

“Vou're eutting
I say, I thoughi you were

_lomg ago.

“It's queer ¥’ said Tom to.Blake,
have got to? I can hardly think——""

“If vou ask me, the bounder isn’ gaing to turn up ab
alll” grunted Herries, *He’H let us down,”

“ Blessed if I'm not beginning to think so, {oo!" said
Blake, his face going grave. “Hang it all, the fellow
should have been here long ago! If he hasn't goi his dashed
shoes he could easily have borrowed a pair, or wsed his
old onesl®

“1 fancied that shoe business was put on,”® eaid Kangarco,
“ Looks to me liko it, anyway”? :

“If—if the rotier has—if he’s let ws down,” breathed
Tom, “he'll know about it from me this time! Wo'll serag
him z

“Yes, rather!”? ;

They waited a little longer; the Grammarians were
already eyeing them curiously. Tem Merry's face set hard
as the note of the half-hour past two 1.'::300!! chimed out
fram the clock-tower of the Grammar Scheol.

“That settles it!” said Tom through his teeth. “ We're
woiting no longer for the ead! What a rotten trick! I
could have played old Gussy, whao's the next best bowler
wa have to Fatty Wynn. I've dropped Gussy out to make
room for that sweep, and now Gussy’s gons to Wayland.
Hang the fellow! 1Is Clive hera?”

Fortunately, Sidoey Clive was on the ground. ; Ho was
fetched, and in o fow minutes he was changed, hoving come
as a reserve and brought his evicket things with Him, And
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“Whore can the ass
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then Tom led his men towards the waiting Grammarians,
and Frank Monk and he tossed. :

To Tom's disgust, Frank Monk won the tess and elected
to go in first. And the match commenced—with the Saints
wrathful and indignant, and Tom Merry himself far from
being in the right mood to play good cricket. Tho recent
happenings had put him thoroughly out of gear, and he felt
instinctively that St Jim's was booEed for a licking.

And so it proved!

-

z CHAPTER 8.
A Reckoning !

& AT Jove!” 3
B Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave a jump. :
The swell of the Fourth had had quite an enjoy-
able afternoon in Wayland. He had visited his
tailor—a most important personage in Gussy's opinion—
and the interview had been very satisfactory on both sides.
It had been rather 2 long one, for Gussy was very particular
indeed about the cut of his “elobber.” But he quite enjoyed
jt—and the tailor certainly did not mind. Arthur Augustus
was an exceedingly, gocnly customer, =0 he could afford to
gpend an unusual amount of time en him

Then Gussy had mads & round of the shops; he had pur-
chased a dozen new neckties and a new pair of gloves, 2
natty new walking-cane, and various other odds and ends
of outfitting.

Feeling very pleased with himself, Arthur Augustus had
taken the Rylcombe train; and it was as he was leaving the
Ryleombe station that Arthur Augustus gave that jump.

1t was at the sight of Gordon Gay, just emerging from
Mother Murphy's, in the
High Street. And Gordon
Gay was with Carboy of the
Grammar School.

“Naturally, as Arthur
‘Augustus had been “ dropped ”
from the team in order to
make room for Gay, he was
i;wits startled at seeing him
then. - The match was not
likel

(0 ﬂii.

Number

to be over yet. :
Jove ™. repeated
Arthur Augustus. “ How
vewy, vewy stwanga! One
‘moment, Gay, deah boy!*

He called across to Gay, and
that junior came over, with
Carboy. Carboy was grinning,
but Gordon Gay was looking ’
anything but pleased. He also lookasd surprised at sesing
Arthur Augustus. Naturally, he had expected Gussy to be
on the cricket field, believing Tom Merry had reinstated
the swell of 8t, Jim's in ‘his p%a.ce’.
~ “Well,” he demanded, *“what's the
Aren't you playing, after all?”

“PBai Jove! No, deah boy! T was dwopped to make
woom for you, of course. What evah cre you doin’ heah,
Gay? Buahly the mateh isn't ended yet?" .

Gordon Gay stared at him. \

*¥.you mean to say you
D’Arcy ¥ he stuttered.

* ¥Yaas—of coursel”

“Well, like you, I've been dropped in my turn,”” said
Gay, his eyes gleaming. “Tom Merry is a rotten cad to
play tricks like this! At the last moment hea left me a note
telling me he'd changed his mind. Not only that, the cheeky
cad told me I'd better not even turn up at he match !

‘Carboy was eyeing bhoth of them in sstonishment. Gay
had met him in the woods, and after a stroll together they
had repaired to the tuckshop for tea. But Gay had men-
tioned nothing to him beyond the fact that he wasn't
playing. :

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “That is vewy
stwange indeed! It is wathah wotten boih to yon and me,
Gay. I am willin’ to admit that you are wathah a bettah
playzh in some wags than I am. But I do not agwee thaf
Tom Mewwy could find a bettah man at 8t. Jim's than
myeelf.”

* How modest he is?" murmured Carboy.

“It is guite twue, Carboy,” said Gussy. “Howevah, I am
vewy surpwised at Tom Mewwy—though I can guite undah-
sgtand his dwoppin’ you, in the cires, Gay,” he added
severely., “I am afwaid your conduct has been wathah
_aug:ish, to say the least of it.". =

Gussy spoke with kindly severity, having long ago over-
looked the matter of his imprisonment in Study No. & by
Gay on the previous evening. In Gussy's view, this was a
suitable time to speak a good word in season to the delin-
quent. Ciussy was very sorry indeed at the recent behaviour
of Gordon Gay, and he was very anxious to point out the
error of his ways. :
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matter, Gussy?

imagined I was playing,
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Unfortunately, he did not realise ‘the state of Gordon
Gay's mind just then. Gay was not quite in the right mood
for Gussy’'s words in season.

“(Oh, has it?" snapped Gay, his eyes gleaming. “Bo you
still think I let St. Jim’s down, D’ Arey ™

“1 wish I eould think othahwise,” said Arthur Augustus,
shaking his head sadly. ““Tom Mewwy seemed to be
wathah inclined to take your word, but——"

“You burbling ass!” snorted Gay. “If you weren't such
o duffer T'd punch your silly head for you, D’Arey 1”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Gay——" g

“Tt was all your silly fault the other night,” enorted Gay
angrily—*at least, I shouldn’t at all be surprised if it was!
I put that pareel in the study, and you were the only
f(;llnw about at the time. Anyway, I'm fed-up with the lot
of youl!”

“Pai Jove, I see no weason why you should be so feah-
fully wude, Gay!” said Arthur Avgustus, with dignity. “1
was onlay pointin’ out—" |

“Then don’t—unless you want your silly head punched I

“Bai Jove, I should nevah allow vou to punch my head,
Gordon Gay !”* said Clussy angrily. “ And I uttahly wefuse
to be insulted in this wotten mannah! T was merely
pointin’ out that your conduct in bein' disloyal to 8t. Jim's
is vewy w'ong, and likely to get you into—— Ohl Ahl
Bai Jove! Oh, gweat Scot§!”

Bump !

“Yawwoooogh !I”

Arthur Augustus sat down with a bump on the pavement
as Gordon Gay slammed his fist full on the érown of the
glimmering silk hat surmounting Gussy’s aristocratic head.

The sheer force and unexpectedness of the blow sent
tha swell of St. Jim’s to the
pavement, his topper rammed
over his eyes.

Leaving the unfortunate
Gussy seated there, strugg-
ling desperately to release his
head from hiz crushed head-
gear, Gordon Gay and
Carboy walked away, Carboy
roaring with laughter.

“Gwoogh !” gurgled Gussy
his. woice sounding  touficd
inside the hat. “Gwoooogh |
Mum-mum-my  hat! Ow-
wow 1

He succeeded in  releasing
hiz head at last, and stag-

L‘n-—.uﬁ.lmu“n-‘u‘i

gered to his feet, fairly

seething with indignation and wrath. ‘
“0Oh. bai Jove!" he gasped. “Oh, gweat Scott! The—
the feahful hoolizgan! The wotten ruflian?- I will give him

a feahful thwashin' for that, bai Jove! Y¥aas, wathah!™

But D’Arcy locked round in vain for Gordon Gay. DBoth he
and Carboy had vanished. And as several villagers were
looking on in great amusement, Gussy burriedly deeided
to depart from the scene of his humiliation. ¢

Ho picked up the smal!l parcels he had been carrying,
and, cramming the damaged hat on anyhow, he started
off down the High Strcet, crimson in face with indignant
wrath at the outrage.

Qutside the village Gussy breathed with relief, and, after
pressing his hat into something approaching its former
shape, he hurried back to St. Jim’s, As he reached the
cross-roads where the lane branched off to the Ryleombe
Grammar School he saw swarms of 3t. Jim's fellows making
their way schoolwards. Rvidently the match was ended.

Arthur Augustus was surprised, for it was rather early
for the finish of the match, He sighted Blake, Herries, and
Digby with the Terrible Three, and he hurried after them
and caught them up.

“Bai Jove, you fellows!” he exclaimed.
ovah? I twust—" .

“Yes, it jolly well is!” snortéd Blake. *But—my hat!
Whaut on earth have yon been up to, Gussy? Your clobber's
all dusty, and you topper's busted " 3

1 am well awah of that. Blake I said Arthur Augustus
his voice trembling. with indignation. *That eahful
wuffian Gordon Gay attacked me in a most wuflianky
mannah! I was simplay givin’ him advice—"

“You've seen CGay?"™ exclaimed Tom Merry, his eyes
glittering curicusly “ Where was he?”

“In the village He was with that wottah Carboy I”

* What ?" :

% Yaas. I met them just comin’ out of Mothah Murphy's 1"
explained Gussy heatedly. “Gay seemed to be in a wotten
tempah aud he was most wude and insultin'. . Then he
suddenly stwuck my toppah, and made me sit down on the
pavement, the wufl wottah |"

“Is the match
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“Well, Pm hanged " breathed Tom Merry. “The out-

sider left us in the lurch just to go with one of his old
pals!®

“It's what he meant to do all along!" grunted Blake.
£ What did he say, Gussy "

“He was wild hecause yoa had dwopped him at the last
moment, Tom Mewwy, Weally, it was wathah wetten
of you—"

“1 did?"” yelled Tom. “Ie esays T dropped him?"

“Yaas.. Ho says you sent him a note—"

“1 did nothing of the kind ! hooted Tom. “The rotter’s
let us down! He never turned up at the match! We had
to play Clive, and we've been licked to s frazzle as a
result [ ;

“Oh, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“0h, bai Jove!” he repeated.
faces that you must have been licked, deah boys. But—"

_“Licked by over eighty runs!” groaned Tom. “Gay let-
ting us down threw me absolutely off form and upset us
all. Clive played up well, but our biggest score was thirty.
Monk's lot batted frst, and piled up a hundred and sizty
between them. Then we went in, and our wickets went
down like skittles. We only made seventy odd between
us. Oh, that—that rotten cad!”

. “Ob, gweat Scott!” said Gussy, shaking his head. “It
is just as 1 feahed, deah boys. I twusm you will not dweam
of dwoppin® me again, Tom Mewwy!” he added severely.

“¥You silly chump!” said Blake, “It wasn’t dropping
you—it was that cad letting us down that put us in the
soup! Wa're going to have a reckoning when we get
hold of him! And then he had the nerve to go off with
one of his old Grammarian pals! That puts the tin hat
on lt.'" “,

There was a growling murmur of agreement. The
Bt. Jim's cricketers, as well as Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
returned to Bt. Jim's that evening fairly eeething with
wrath and indignation. There was likely to be & warm
welcome awaiting Gordon Gay on his return.

“1 thought fwom your

2 CHAPTER 8.
sent to Coventry !
GGRDON GAY roturned to 8t Jim's that evening in

a somewhat better mood. His walk and the com-

panionship of his old chum had cheered him up a

little. Carboy, of course, had been consziderably
astonished at the conversation between his former leader
and Arthur Apgustus D'Arey, and he had wanted to know
the meaning of it. But Gay had refused to enlighten him.
He had vowed not to discuss huppenings at Bt. Jim's with
his old pals, and he mecant to keep his word.

At first he had intended to have it out with Tom Merry.
He considered he had been rather unfairly treated. But
now he decided to say nothing—to take the unexpected
rebuff smiling. Certainly he expected trouble on his
return to 8t. Jim's—with Arthur Augustus, who would be
after his “gore ™ for a certainty. He felt rather sorry now
that he had been so ruthless with the swell of the Fourth.
Gussy was labouring under a delusion; but he was a good
sort and meant well. An abject apology might put that
right, however.

Gay was almost emiling as he entered the School House
and made his way upstairs. He was not at all put out
by the numerous lLostile looks he met with on his way to
Study No. 10—he was getting used to them since he had
come to St. Jim's. .

But on reaching Study Wo. 10 he got rather a shock.
The room was full of fellows—the cricket team and a
swarm of other Bhell fellows and Fourth-Formers were
there.

“Hallo! A giddy mass meeting!” murmured Gordon
Gay, little dreaming that he .was the object of the mass
meeting. “Any room for a little one!”

There was a chorus of cries as he fried to wedge into
the study.

“Here he is!”

“ Here's the rotter

“Here's Gay, Tom Merry!*

“TLet him come in!"” snapped the junior captain,
just come at the right moment |

“Have 17”7 inquired (Fay, in some astonishment and nof
& little alarm,

(L)

“He's

{(Continued om next page.)
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He spoke in his old bantering manner, but he could not
help feeling very uneasy as he saw the grim looks about
him, y

“8So you've come back, Gay?” snapped Tom Merry, his
lip curling as ne looked at Gordon Gay. “ You've got the
cheek to ask what you've been doing—eh?” =

“] can see I've been transgressing again in some giddy
way or other[” grinned Gay, though it was & somewhaf
feeble grin. “What am 1 suppesed to have done this
time—dotted the Head on the bolko, or drowned the school
porter? Or is it that little matter of Gussy's topper 7

“ Weally, Gay,” you feahful wottah——"

“You ring off, Gussy !” ealled Tom Merry grimly. “You
oan settle with Gay another time, Now, Gay, we're wailing
for your explanation of this afternoon's trick !” :

“What trick?” inguired Gordon Gay, wrinkling his

brows. “I1f you will tell me what the giddy trick is, T'll
oiblige with an explanation if | can. 1 can't say more than
that.”

#Trying to. be funny won’t help youl” snapped Tom.
“The matter’s a2 bit too serious for that, Gay. You let ns
down over a mattér of japing: but letting us down over
cricket is a 'bit more serious, my friend. You can’t laugh
that off quite so easily.” :

Gay stared at the leader of the 8hell, and his grin faded.

“Just what d'you mean by that?"”

“ What I say,” said Tom: while an angry murmur arose.
“1 was ready to take your word over that matter of the
f Weekly,' and even now I'm puzzled about that, I'll admit.
But this is clear enough. 1 put vou down for the match
this afternoon. I allowed D’Arcy to go to Wayland, believ-
ing you were playing. Up to the very last moment of
leaving St. Jim's you gave me to understand that you
would play! Instead of that——"

“Why, you silly owl—" began Gay indignantly.

“Wait a moment 1" said Tom calmly. * You wanted me
to tell you what you've done, and I'm doing so. You've
let us down badly, Gay: ;au‘ve tricked us intoe believing
you intended to play until the last mement. Then you
cleared off with one of your Grammar School pals and left
us in the lurch. Your trick lost us the match, as you, I've
not the slightest doubt, intended it should. We were licked
by over cighty runs—a record licking. We ows that to
yo&. you cad !” >

ordon Gay could have dropped. He seemed struck dumb
for a moment. Then he burst out angrily:

“What on earth are you talking about wyou fool?” he
shouted, stung to anger by the scorn in Tom Merry's voice.
“Pidn’t you yoursclf leave me a note saying you'd decided
not to play me after all? 1t was you who let me down,
you rotter 1" -

Tom Merry smiled mirthlessly.

“We've heard that yarn about a note from Gussy,” he
said. “You can tell it to the murines—perhaps they'll
swallow it—we don’t intend to. It's pretty clear that yom
never intended to play. and that you'd already arranged
to meet your old pal, Carbaey.”

“ Hear, hear!"

“Yaas, wathah!" i : .

“Smash the rotten twister 1” camo Grundy's bellowing
voice from the crowd. “Didn't 1 tell you what would
happen, Tom Merry? Didn't 1 warn you, you burbling
owl, not to trust the cad? Here, let me get my hands
en the rotten traitor! Why I'll—" 3

“Throw that silly ass out, sumeons ™ said Tom Merry
impatiently. “We've had enough of his gas! Now, Gay,
you've .hean:l what I'va eaid! If you've anything to
say——'

iIo rj‘mused. : v ‘

Gordon Gay gritted his teeth wilh rage. He looked
about him as if he contemplated charging right and left
at his accusers. To be called a liar and a. trickster after
being treated ns he had been treated was too much.

£ '501:—}'011 howling eads!” he spluttered, * Well, of all
the perve! Can't you believe 3 fellow? Tom Merry, you
know jolly well you dia send me a note!”

“Rotl Are yon going to keep that up, Gay?”

"Ves, I jolly well am " shouted Gordon Gay angrily, his
face Aushed, “Dash it all d’vou take me for a worm to
listen to your rotten lies and insults like this? I've stood
enongh since I came to this rotten show !

There wans a roar at that. Gordon Gay had certainly
made a bad blunder in saying it. But he was in the mood
now to say anything.

“You can pull taces and shake your silly fists as muech
as you like !” he shouted, glaring at the hostile faces abous
him " I'm fed-up! Be hanged to the lot of you!”

*“No good losing your temper, Gay!” snapped Blake.
“We're still waiting for your explanation, and wo mean
to have one.” 3

“I've explained al 1 ean explain, you fool!” hooted
(lay. crimson with rage and indignation. “I’ve told you
I received a note from Tom Merry, sipned by Tom Merry.

Tee Gem Lisepary.—No. 1,109

THE GEM LIBRARY.

~ Price 2d.

It informed me I was dropped, and that I wasn’t wanted at
the mateh at oll. So I went for a walk—I was feeling wild
about it. I went out and ‘I happened to meet Carboy.
That’s the truth, and that's all you'll get out of me."

“And you expect us 6o believe that?” demanded Tom:
Merry. * You expect me to believe it—that I sent you ™
note when | know 1 didn't and these fellows know I
couldn’t have done?™ ; :

don't care. [s this some rolten game of yours, Tom
Merry 1" demanded Gay careless of what he said in his.
anger. " Are you trying to get all the [ellows against
me? Are you afraid that ¥ mught try to take your job
from you, or something? I'm hanged if I can anderstand
this otherwise ! You sent me that note, and you're a rotten
ltar if vou say you didn't ! .

For a single moment Tom Merry stared at Cay's furious
face, and then, his eyes blazing, he tore oft his jacket.

“Cull me a liar, would you. you trickster?" he shouted.
“Qut of the way, chu s—f'ii doeal with this cad!"

“I'm ready for you !” snapped Gay,

Ho was—only too readv! Both had quite lost their
tempers now, and as the crowd parted o make room Tom
and his old friend came to grips. The next moment they
were fighting furiously.

It was not by any means the first time they had come
to grips, but this time it was pot mere friendly scrapping
but a ficht made deadly earnest by the anger and bitter-
ness on hoth sides,” Tom was still raging at the Saints’
bitter defoat at ths hands of the gloating Grammarians,
and still worried and anxioss regarfing the missing bundle
of copies of the “*Weekly * He felt he had more than
enough to settle with Gordon Gay.

For his part Gay was just as furious and bitter.

It amazed him that Tom Merry should dare to deny
writing him a note. and he was really beginning to wonder
if Tom was not at the back of all his troubles sinee coming
to Bt. Jim's. Having been the junior skipper at the
Grammar School—and a very efficient skipper at that—Gay
was likely to make a very formidable rival for Tom Merry.
Many fellows had expected trouble between them.

Knowing this, Gordon Gay could not help wondering now
whether thers was something in it, and whether Tom Merry
was really jealous and had been working against him in
an underhand way. ;

He could scareely eredit it, knowing Tom Merry asa he
had believed he did. Yet—

There was no time for thinking it out now. however. The
Lwr.}dwure at grips, and Gay gave himself to the task in

and.

But there was scarcely room to move, much less fight.
It was a mere scramble amid a chorus of shouts and
cat-calls. Grundy was bawling af the top of his voice as
several fellows strove to prevent him *chipping in.” Grundy
was very anxious to deal with Gay himeself, apparently.

There was to be no glory for George Alfred Gmndf.
however. © Such a commotion and uproar could scarcely
have failed to he heard outside the study. The door sud-
denly flew open, and two seniors dashed in.

They were Kildare ana Neorth, of the Sixth. Kildare cut
through the throng like a knife through butter, and in &
flash he was between Tom Merry and Gay, holding them
apart by sheer stremgth.

“I"li%ct go, Kildare!” snapped Tom Merry savagely.

“No, you wonr't |” said Kildare curtiy. * Here, hold that
other fire-eater, North! Now, Merry, enough of this!
this the sort of thing for a junior skipper to do—fighting
in a study 2” s

“Let's have no more of it, youngz "unl” snapped the
captain. “I've something better to cccupy.my time than
stopping junior scraps. Hallo! It's you, Gay, is it? ¥You
seem to have caused more than a spot of trouble since you
came here, kid! Take my tip and stop kicking up a- fuss
I know you're here at 3t. Jim's against your will, but that's
no reason why you should be causing trouble all round.”

Kildare spoke far from sharply, but Gay's face erimsoned
and a bitter look came to bis eyes, It was the last straw
—Kildare's speech wis the limit. He was now being blamed
for this row!

“1 started the scrap, if that’s what you mean, Kildare,”
gaid Tom Merry, his eves glinting at the ex-leader of the

rammarians.

*0h, did yon?” zaid Kildare. “Then you can take n
hundred lines, and every other fellow in this room ean take
fifty. Any more of this and T'll double 'em! Now out t:-!;
this room every fellow who doesn’'t belong here—sharp !
T'll give you one minute to clear.”

He walked out with North. feeling quite eonfident that
his order would be obeyed. But for once it was not
obeyed quite so briskly. Jack Blake immediately jumped
up on tha table. :

“Hold on!" he called. *“One moment, you fellows!
You've all heard what Gay has to say—hiz explanation’s
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turned out to be a rotten, unfounded charge against 'Fom
Merry., He says Merey's out to get all the fellows against
him out of jealousy! Of all the nerve and bunkum that
takes the bun! I vote we send the rotter to Coventry!
Hands up, those in favour "

Every fellow’s hand in the room went up exeepting Gay’s
own. He looked on, his flushed face bitter, his lip curling.

“Carried unanimously1” said Blake. “Right! You
agree to that, Tom Merry 17

Tom hesitated a moment; then he nodded.

*“Yes," he eaid. >

“Then that's the sentence, Gay,” said Blake curtly.
*From this moment you're in Coventry. Understandi”

“Quite! I've no desire to have anything to do with
such a set of unjust rotters!” snapped Gay. *“You ean go

and eat coke, the whole confounded lot of you !
Nobody answered that. The sentence was now in foree,
and without a Flnn:e at Gorden Gay the juniors filed out,
e Three going, leaving Gordon Gay alone,

even the Terrib
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Moreover, he had scareely cared. He felt like a fish out
of water at 8t. Jim's, and, try as he would, he could nos
settle to the fact that he was Lgem ag a fixture. Something
would happen, he had felt sure, to bring about a change.
And the one change he wanted--was longing for—was to ba
sent back again to his old school.

Now, however, he was beginning to sce what a fool he
had been to take his position so lightly and earelessly. The
other fellows did not take the matter lightly. And this waa
what it had brought him to. With the friendship of fellowa
like Tom Merry & Co. he had believed he could survivae tha
change in his fortunes, and be tolerably happy at St. Jim's.
Now he had lost their friendship—worse, he was treated a3
an enemy and an outcast, He was alone at St. Jim’a—sent
to Cloventry, and treated as a feflow not fit to speak to.

Gay gritted his teeth as he thought of it.

He realised it was no vse blaming them. They obviously
believed him guilty of disloyalty. If he had been disloyal
they would have been justified in their treatment of him.

£5 George Alired Grundy slammed a hefty ieft at Tom Merry's emiling Tace, Tom moved his haad swiltly to one side; end

Qrundy’s fist connected with the edge of the door. Bang!
Alfred Grundy.

T'o two Iellows, ot least, in the Lower Schaol the sentence
gave a great deal of satisfaction. In Racke’s study, a few

saconds later, Racke and Crooke joined each other. Racke’s
face wore a smile—a gloating smile. Crooke grinned,
“It’s como off, Aubrey!” he said. *“My hat!l You've
pulled it off! Bui—"
“Now don't start croaking,” chuckled Racke. “ Well,

I zaid T’d fix that rotfer up, and I've dune it, what?”
And Aubrey Racke selected a cigarette from his gold casa,
lit it, and pufled out & cloud of smoke with great satisfac-
tion. His little plot had succeeded—much better than he
had even dreamed. And the cad of the Bhe:! gloated.
But the game was not ended yet!

CHAPTER 10.
Gay Investigates !
: LONE in Study Neo. 10 Gordon Gay flung himself

into a chair, :
His face was white save for a dark bruise whers
Tom Merry s fist had landed on his cheek. -

For the first time the ex-leader of the Grammarians saw
that his position was serious, Up to now he had been
merely annoyed and exaspersted by the charges made
against him. His fun-loving nature had refused to allow
him to take matters seriously.

Certainly he had not enjoyed the knowledge that he was
under a cloud, suspected of being a traitor. But he had
met all accusations almost cheerfally, determined not to
allow them to upset him. He had felt quite certain that
the clouds would roll away, and that the fellows would ses,
sooner or later, what asses they were to have suspected him!

" Yooooop ! ¥

it was not Tom Merry who howled, but George
(See Chopler §,)

That much Gay was level-headed and calm enough to realise
now,

What—or, rather, who—was behind it all{

Now he was cooler and could think matters over, Gay
bitterly regretted having mado that foo'ish charge against
Tom Merry. The junior skipper of Bt, Jim’s was the last
fellow to suspect of being jealous, and certainly the lash
follow who would attempt such a method of disposing of a
rival. Tom Merry, obviously, had not written that note aé
all. As he pondered over the matter Gay realised that more

and more.
Then who had written'it? And why?

The thought suddenly brought Gay to his feet, his eyes
gleaming. Why hadn’t he thought of it before? He remem-
bered throwing the nota into the firepiace Had it reached
the flames, or was it still there?

With feverish anxiety Gordon Gay sprang to the grate,
and hunted about eagerly

His heart leaped as he found a crumpled sheet of paper
among the einders. A glance at it, and then his eyes lit up.
It was the note he had found on the tabla that afternoon.

He examined it elosely. Secribbled as it was, the note
showed obvious signs of an attempt to disguise the hand-
writing, Then Gay noted that the sheet had beea torn from
a duplicating notebook, and was numbered at the top right-
hand corner.

*That'’s interesting 1 he said grimly to himself. “If T can
find the book that it was torn from, I'll be well on the way,
to solving this thumping mystery.”

He thought of rushing off 1o find Tom Merry and show
lim the proof of his statements. Buj then his jaw seg
saquarely.
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“ 1’1l show him when I've solved this business—not before !"
he grunted. “I'm taking no risks of being sneered at by
anybody. Now, who the thump’s got his knife into me at
this show 1" - :

It did not take Gordon Gay long to think that out. There
was only one fellow he could think of whose enmity he had
aroused at 8t, Jim's previously to his disgrace. And that
fellow was Aubrey Backe. ;

Racke had never chosen to disguise his hatred of the ex-
Cirammarian, Before coming to St. Jim's Gordon Gay ha."d
had more than one brush with the cad of the Shell. Buf it
soemed almost incredible that even Racke, vengeiul schemer
a3 ho was, could have gone to such lengths as this to gel
him into trouble. Racke was a very unpleasant fellow, but
he would draw the line at such trickery.

8o Gordon Gay tried to tell himself;
convinced. y

“I'll go and have a talk with Racke, blessed if T won’{!”
he muttered at last. ®If he knows anything, he'll give
himself away somehow. I suspected him over that phone
message they blamed me for. Li—lerp goes 4

It seemed o forlorn hope. Backe was a crafty fellow, not
easy to get anything out of. But Gordon Gay was feeling
desperate. He knew whau it was like to be sent to Coventry,
with nobody to speak to, and with every fellow's hand
against him. Moreover he was resolutely determined to gef
to the bottom of the whole business somenow. Why hadn't
he mentioned the matter of the *Weekiy ” to Carboy, or
one of his old chums? He could easily heve found out from
them how they had managed to get that wretched
“ Editorial ” into the paper, and who had told them where
and when to wait in ambush that day. He had been a fool
ip refuse fo diseuss Bt. Jim's matters with them, after all.

But he would do so now And he would have a talk to
Aubrey Racke first of all. If Racke's attitude gave him
any grounds for suspicion—

His mind made up, Gordon Gay did not linger. Placing
the note carefully in his pocket, he went along to Racke's
study. Racke and Crooke were alone, and they gave him
far from amiable looks as he strods info the room. Racke's
look was distinetly nneasy.

“1 just want a word with yon, Racke!” said Gay.

Racke did not answer in words. He pointed significantly
to the door. Crooke followed his example. It was Gay's
first taste of Coventry,

He laughed grimly.

“T'd forpotten I was in Coventry,” he remarked. *I
wonder if my boot will persuade you to talk, Racke 7

Racke spoke then, ¢ did not want Gay’'s boot again,

“T'1l yell if you touch me, Gay!” he said, * You'll get a
Form lickin® if you start any tricks like that !>

“I'll chance that, my friend,” said Gay coolly. T just
E?lnrc,i’ered whether you happen to know snything about——

Gay did not finish his question—he had nc need to finish
it, For just at that moment his sharp eyes fell on clear
proof that Hacke did know something—a preat deal!

For Racke's desk was open, and Gay's eyes had fallen
upon & notebook. Tt was the topmost article in the desk,
and instinctively Gay knew what it was.

He pounced upon 1t in a fash and ran through the pages,
Then he gave a gasp of deop satisfaction

The notebook was the same size as the sheet on which the
note was written. Moreover, that swift glance had shown
him that a page was missing.

" As he ran through it, Racke gave a startled gasp, and
leaped to his feet,

“You cheeky, impudent rotter!” he roared furiously.
“Put that book back ! Put it back, you cad 1”

Without waiting for Gav to obev, h~ rushed at him, and
made & frantie grab at the book Gay flung him back, with
a pgrim laugh, Racke rushed again, nis fists whirling,
With hia free hand Gay caught bim swiftly by the eollar
and sent him whirling across the room with a powerful
swing of his arm,

Crash! Clatter! Crash!

tl?‘uiacke sat down in the fender with a crask that shenk the
study.

“¥You asked for it!” said Gay his eyes glinting now.
“Tf ever a fellow deserved a hiding you do, Racke! But
that will do to be going on with, mv pippin. If vou want
mote, come after me for . Fm borrowing this notebook
for a while.”

Without a glance at the staring, slarmed Crooke, Gay
left the study, and hurried back to No. 10. Behind the
closed ard locked door be started to examine the notebook,
comparing it with the loose sheet of paper,

Racke's name was written on the cover, but there was
searcely anything else written in the boo™.

One sheet that was missing was the one numbered thirty-
two. The sheet he held in iis hand, on which the message
had been seribbled, was also numbered thirty-two. More-
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over, when placed in the book at that Fpot the jagged
edges of the torn sheet fitted exactly,

To clinch matters the page numbered thirty-three in the
notebook .bore the deep impression of a pencil. Many of
the words were clear and easy to read. After a final com-
parison with the loose sheet Gordon Gay pave a grim lau%}:.

He had been right, then, It seemed amazing that his
investigations should have met with success so early. There
was no doubting the evidence of the book, and the shest
torn from it. Like & bungler Aubrey Racke had quite
overlooked the possibility of someone investigating and
finding that book, It was sheer good fortune, Gordon Gay
told himself, that he had gone along just then whon the
desk was open and spottad the notebook.

No wonder Racke had flown into a rage, and even dared
to atfack him.

“What price ine as a giddy detective?” grinned Gordon
Gay. “Detecting giddy criminals hike dear old Aubrey is
as easy as falling off a horse, I've been lucky "

There was no doubt about that, Still smiling, Gordon
Gay placed the notebook and the loose sheet into his pocket

carefully, and then he left the rcom, and went in search...

of Tom Merry.

Gay was determined that his sontence of Coventry should
not last longer than he could help, :

As the Terrible Three, obviously mot desiring his company,
were not in Study No. 10, he went along to Study No. 6
in the Fourth. But only Blake & Co. were thera.

They glared as they sighted the visitor, and Blake, with-
out speaking, pointed to the door as Racke hod done.

Gordon Gay grinned and withdrew. It was Tom Merry
he wanted, and Tom Merry only. Blake's significant
dgction made him smile now.

He went back to Study No. 10, intending to wait there
for the return of Tom Merry. It was quite early yet, and
the Terrible Three would deubtless have to come i to do
their prep. But & new idea came to (Gay then.

Why not make a thorough job of it while he was about
it? There was still the matter of the “ Weekly,” and he
fancied now that Frank Monk might help to clear that up.

Yes, he would trot over to the Urammar School and
continue his investigations there. He had already met with
remarkably swift success, and his luck might stiﬁ hold out.
There was still time to go and return before lock-up,
though the thought of being late did not worry Gordon
Gay. And baving arrived at that decision, the ex-leader
of the Grammarians got his cap, hurried out, and was soon
en route for his old school, feeling quite cheery and hopeful.

CHAPTER 11.
To the Rescus !

€ OTTEN I
R The Terrible Three were agreed upon that point,
It was rotten. Gordon Gey had been a friend
of theirs—a rival, certainly but & friend. The
oventa of tho evening had had a very dismal effect on the
chums of Study No. 10.

“Well, he asked for it,” said Manners, shaking his head.
“1 suppose being sent here has quite upset his applecart—
made him do things he wouldn’t dream of doing in the
ordinary way. 1 could see from the very l:-eg'innmg1 that

1

he couldn’t settle here, and I guessed there would ba
trouble.” =
“He should have played the game, anyway,” said

Lowther,

“That’s so,” agreed Tom.

He paused.

“You're going to make more excuses for him?® eaid
Lowther, “That's just like you, Tommy. With that
swollen nose I should think you’d not be feeling very
friendly towards the man.” !

“1 don’t know,” gaid Tom uneasily. “I wizsh I eould
convince myself that we aren’t.making a thundering mis-
take, you fellows! In the study when we were excited, I
honestiy did beliave that he was guilty, and that he had
taken us in all along, But—"

“Now you're letting your giddy good nature get over
your common sense,” grunted Manners. “It’s no good,
Tom. Gay's proved himself a rotter. Who but a rotter
would stick to a yarn like that about & note? Everybody
knows there wasn’t one.” -

“T'm not =o sure,” said Tom.

“What ?” almost yelled Manners, © You——irou ass! You'll
be saying you did write one next, fathead!™

“I won't!” said Tom grimly. “Bat that doesn't say
t-lml{:)im,tmdy else wrote one.”

« Ok 1?

Manners jumped, and Lowther ayed Tom quesrly.

“My hat!” said Lowther, etaring. *You surely don's
think-—-""

o But ”



1 A1 zee that now. But better
‘late than never.
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SEEN THIS WEEK'S '* MAGNET,” BOYS ?

“I'm blessed if I know quile what to think ™ said Tom.
“X only know that we've known Gay for terms, and we've
nevér known him do a mean trick before. 1 can’t forget
that. I don’t pretend to understand what's happened to-
day. But I’'m thinking more of that * Weekly’ business.
Did you notice that not a single Grammarian crowed over
sis abont the * Weekly * this afternoont”

“Phew! You're right!” :

“1 fully intended to tackle Frank Mounk, but I was in
=uch a wax that I forgot all about it. But thinking it
over it's struck me as no end queer that not a single chap
there attempted to crow or rub in how they'd scored by
writing that * Editorial,” and collaring the whole issue of the
* Weekly.! If they still had the things, do you suppose
they'd f’;ﬁ‘-‘e kept quiet about it? My hat! I went there,
to be quite frank, in a blue funk this afternoon, I expected
overy Grammar School fag to be bawling at us about that
" Editorial,” Instead of which it wasn’t even menticned.”

*Well 12

“Doesn't it begin to look as if Gay's yarn about going
ihere in the night and collaring tho lot was true?” aske
Tom sagely. *And remember what Frank Moenk said on
the phone. And remember also that Gussy found Gay prow-
ting about at night, and that Gay claimed that he actually
did go out.”

“ Tt does look rather queer.”

“Queer! My hat! I'm practically ceriain Gay did go,
and that he collared the bundle, and did the Grammarians
down. But we can soon settle the matter. I was thinking
too much abont other things to tackle Mouk this afternoon;
but there’'s time even yet. Will you fellows come aloug
to the Grammar Schosl with me now ?»

“Oh, my hat!®? r

“Tve another reason for wanting to go,” said Tom. I
want to ask Mdnk jnst how they managed to get that
* Editorial * in, and from whom they got that phone message.
I shall tell him frankly why =
I want to know, and if Gay
i8 innocent, then they’ll be
only too jolly glad to tell us
the truth,”

“Phew! We ought to
hiave thought of doing that
befare this, Tommy.”

Are you
fellows game?”

*¥Yes, rather ™

“Then let's get offi—just
about do it before eall-over.”
The ftrio wers strolling
about the quad at the
moment, and Tom led the
way towards the gates. Tag-
gles, the porter, was minokin
his pipe there, and ho starec
at seeing them going out just
then

But they ignored Taggles,
and started off at a trot for
the Grammar School, taking
the short cui through the
woods.  They had covered
about three-guarters of the
way when they suddenly
became aware of a ternmfic
gommotion ahead of them.
Above the noise sounded a
well known, strident voice.
“That's Grundy !” chuckled
Lowther. “What a man he is
for getting into trouble! Been
cheeking  some villager, I
bet 17

They put on sgead, and,
hursting suddenly through the
trees into a clearing, they
¢ame  upoh an  interesting
seene. - On his back on the
rassy eward was the burly
orm  of CGeorge Alfred
Cinndy, and he was strugg-
Hing furiously in the grasp of

worth obtainable.

reception.

getting it, chums |
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Your Editor Says—-
WEDNESDAY—RED-LETTER DAY!

The hrightest day of the week, in the unanimeus
opinion of all Gemites, has always been the day when,
bright and early, they trot round to their newsagent’s
for their ecopy of the brightest and best twopenny-

And now, judging from the shoals of letters with
which your hard-working Editor has been simply
snowed under, Wednesday morning finds them ten
times more eager for their weekly treat. In fact, if
some of the enthusiastic epistles which I have received
are to be heheved, when the jolly old newsagent
takes down the shutters in the morning there's a
lengthy queus waiting to storm the shop !

Well, I'm not surprised. I just know that when the
first of the FREE GIFTS given away with the Gen
made its appearance it would be given a wonderful
That's the stuff !

This week's unigue free coloured picture-card shows
us an amazing 200 miles-per-hour locomotive of the
future, and you can take it from me that No. 6—
THE AIR LINER—will be every whit as good !

Thiz fascinating piclure of a giant of the ekies
will be a grand addition to your set.

Next week’s magnificent yarn of the chums of St.
Jim's brings to a fitting conclusion the splendid
sories of yarns featuring that ever-popular figure—
Gordon Gay, of the Grammar Schoal.

“THE BOY WHO WANTED THE SACK !”

is the title of this spanking effort from Martin Clif-

2l

.

should do. They knew it was useless to go ap quietly
and start arguing. Grumdy would pever stop fighting to
argue, And it was a case of one Baint against four
Grammarians.

1t was up to them to pile in to the resene.

And they did. They came up with a rush, and it was
only when they were in the thick of it that Tom Merry
recognised the four as Frank Moenk, Carboy, and the two
Wootton brothers—just the fellows he wanied to have a
peaccable chat with.

It was really most unfortunate, but the Saints were in it
and there was no drawing back if they wanted to. Grundy
was on his feet now. and the scrap waxed fast and furious,
four couples wrestling and struggling to gain the ascendaney.

How it would have ended was a problem; but quite sud-
deniy running fect sounded, and & neweomer appeared
through the trees. He stopped and starod at the soene,
anrd then without a word he piled 1 on the 8t Jim's side
with a will.

It was Gordon Gay, and, as he saw him bring Frank
Mouk crashing down, Tom Merry pave a gasp.

: "l-lly hat1” he panted. “1t%s Gay! Oh, good man,

:-a}' ',J‘

In the excitement of the moment Tom quite forpot that
Gay was in Coventry. Somchow, he falt o strange, fealin
of rolief 85 he saw Cay piling in with & will—clpar proo
of his loyalty to &t. Jun's.

His arrival turned the
Grammarians.

They gave in ai last, realising the uselessness of further
serapping. )

“Chuek it, Monkey!” grinned Tom Merry hreathlessly.
“No use going on, old bean! You're whacked, and I want
a quiet word or two with you!”

“Make it pax, then!’” gasped Frank Monk. “No larks!”

“Right! Thet's understood " gasped Tom. *Matter of

fact, we were just coming
over to see yon, .’j[unkey 5

“Well, I'm hangedt”
panted Grundy, glaring at
Tom Merry. “Making pax
Just as I was getting going!
What ret! Come on—smash
the eads!”

“You dry up,; Grundy! I
you start again we'll all start
on you, old scout!” grinned
Tom,

Grundy grunted his disgust
and dropped his hands. 5
scrap was meat and drink to
the great and mighty George
Alfred. But he saw that ﬁo
would have to carry on the
fight alone if he wanted more.

“Cheeky rotters?” he
growled. * 8tarted on me, all
of them—just because 1 told
Monkey I'd punch his nose I’

“Only going to rub your
chivvy in the ditch for being
too cocky, old chap,” grinned
Frank Monk. *“But you said
you wanted vs, Merry. If
that ass (Gay badn's come
along you'd nave seen more
than you wanted of us, too|”

“Rats "' said Tom, glanc-
ing curiously at the breathless
Gnrc,iJou Gay. “Jook hers

scales against the dizmayed

Make sure of
He paused a moment and

glanced at Gay again, Then
he decided 1o speak out
openly. The matter needed
to be settled once and for all,
and it was better settled in
Gay’s presence.

“Look here, Monk” he
began, T don't know if
Gay’s told you about it, but
there’s been a lot of trouble
at 3t. Jim's lately. And most

four Sfeflllmvs wearing Gram- ford. Don’t iniss it on any account | of 1t has beesn about that
mar School caps. ; Further items on next week’s bumper programme rotten * Editorial ? you
Trl::lfanwain dﬁg}ﬁfi']-;nghe]]]lg:in; are s.niottwr mp-nntc@jn%tuimer’lt of our gripping o ﬁ;ﬂa ld.mgzim(}:i Ttﬂi 0:;11‘
e S 5 serial, “THE FLYING FISH'” more rib-tickling sl i e ol

48 ha roared out threats and
defiance.

“On_ the balll®
Tom Merry.

There was no guestion as to
what he  and his chums

grinned LoM.B.

tﬂ"lmmnlnlhlhll‘lmhlmﬂ"‘-“ﬁ-'m‘ﬁ“‘h‘l’hlhﬂlﬁmﬁmt‘l

replies by our tame ORACLE, and, to finish up with,
a furiher interesting article on the subject of the
“Royal Seot ¥ Locomotive No. 6105,

: : YOUR EDITOR.
5 5T 5 e €T €6 S £ £ 5 T 43 13

anything of—"

“Gay's told uns nothing,
fathead I =aid Monk guickly.
“What do vou take t%e dear
old fellow for? We've tried
to pump him, hut he's like
a giddy oyster! Why,”" he
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added, glancing from one fellow fo gnother, “you fellows
don't think Gav's been gassing to us about what goes on ab
&4 Jim's?" ;

“Wea have thouzht so,” admitted Tom Merry guietly,
#But I'm beginning to wonder.” 7 ]

“Gay's refused to tell us anything!” said Carboy, with
no little anger. " Gay isn’ a traitor, you idiots! 1 thought
something was wrong,” he added, looking at Gay curiousiy.
#Y was asking him only this afternoon what was wrong.
He wouldn't say a wordJ:”

“Then I fancy that the sooner we get to the bottom of
things the bettef,” said Tom Merry grimly. “I'm going
1o ask you a question or two, Monk. If you want to heip
your old pal, Gay, you'll answer them. In the first place,
did Gay let you seé the copy for * Tom Merry's Weekly
the other day?”

Monk started. 2 : g 3

“My hat! Of course noti” he said, with a [aint grin,
“He didn't even know we'd spotted what the packel was.
But T saw the printer’s name on it and guessed.”

“Then how on earth did you get that * Editorial’ in¥’

Monk chuckled, and his chums grinned broadly.

“ Easily enough,” he said. *Wa saw Gay hand the copy
to old Tiper, the printer, and trot off to the dentist’s,. Then
we saw [iper shove the copﬁ_ on the counter and 5;0 into
that room at the back of his shop with his giddy ten.
Knowing he wouldn’t be cut for & bit, I clipped 1nside,
cpened the package, and, taking out your giddy old
* Editorial,’ T wrote another and shoved it in its place.”

“Oh ¥ gasped Tom. :

“Hasy ns falling off & form ! grinned Monk, “ Anything
else? 1 hope you fellows haven't been such asses as to
blame dear old Gordon for that!” = 7

“Ves, wo did!"” said Tom quietly. “But go on! Now
T'd like to know who phoned you when we were going for
the printed copies and gave you the tip to ambush us?"”

“ 1t wasn't Gay, anywey,” said Carboy warmly. “It was
a chap named Lacy—you fellows know him well enough—
who told us and gave us the tip. Nobody phoned—Lacy
said he'd overheard you yourself telling the printer’s boy
that you'd be along for the copies in half an hour. He said
ha was in Mother Murphy's and heard you.”

Tom Merry gasped.

% Well, the awful liar!” he said.
Mother Murphy's at all that dag.”

Monk shrugged. = :

“Then he's telling whoppers!” he said. “Just like that
cad! I suppose someone at Bt. Jim's had given him the
ti prohsl:ﬂy his pal Racke. They're as thick as thieves!
Birds of & feather, you know.”

“Ay hat !’

The Terrible Three looked at each other, and then they
looked st Gordon Gay in a rather shame-faced manner. Gay
gave them a cheery grin, It was utterly unlike the good-
tempered Australian to bear any malice or ill-will.

“ Dear old Racke,” he remarked, with a chuckle. “What
a lad he is! I'd nlready put my money on Aubrey! But
these fellows are longing to know where the bundle of
copies you collared are, Franky., Do tell them !” 3

“Yes, we do want to know that!” said Tom Merry grimly.

“Don't talk rot!” said Harry Wootton, with a grunt,
“You know jolly well where they are—at feast, Gay does!
He burgled the Grammar School and collared the lot, the
daring, reckless ass!” ;

“Did us down fairly,” grinned Monk ruefully. “But after
all, he was a Grammar School man until a few days ago,
s0 you Saints needn't crow.™ ;

“We heven't been erowing,” said Tom Merry, “simply
because we didn’t believe Gay when he told us what he had
done. We thought he was spoofing I 3

“Mum-my hat!"” breathed Grundy, beginning to get a drift

#“Why. I was never in
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of the conversation. “Did Gay actually do it?
d'you fellows know he did? I don't believe it!"

“Bimply because we found a message written in chalk on
the mirror in our study,” said Monk with a sniff, “It was
signed Gordon Gay, and I think I know his fist. And yon
idiots ought to know Gay better than to believe him eapable
of telling whoppers anyway. Batisfied now #*

The 8t. Jim's juniors nodded.

~“But haven't you got the copiea?” demanded Carhoy.
“That should have been proof—"

“ Alas,” said Gay, " that was just where the snag came in!
I shoved them on Tom Merry's table for him to find in the
morning, When we came down the next morning they'd
gone, I've almost wondered since if you chaps might have
raided 'em and got ‘e back again.”

Monk chuckled.

“No fear, though we might have tried if we'd known!
Bat, look here, there's some dirty work going on somewhere,
Tell vs what's been going on1”

Tom Merry told the Grammarians frankly enough, Gay
sa.yinge_nothi'ng. Frank Monk spluttered as he heard of
Gay being sent to Coventry.

*Well, you are a fine lot i he gasped.
play a rotten trick like that!
written that note.”

“I'm beginning to think sot In faet, I'm protty sure of
that now,” said Tom Merry, biting his lips. *“That never
occurred to me at the time, but since—

Ho looked at Gay, who met his troubled, uneasy glance
with a grin.

“We're going into it mow, though,” said Tom quietly.
“If it’s at all possible I'll get to the bottom of this affair
somehow Look here, Gay, if—have you got that note, by
any chance? If you have—" -

** Yes, old bean I chuckled Gay, taking it from his pocket
“Here it is!™

Tom Merry took the ernmpled sheet and glanced ab it
Then his face grew dark.

“It's n forgery, of course,” he snapped. ™That isn't my
handwriting—you fellows can see that,” he added, handing
the sheet first to Mannpers, and then to Lowther.

“Phew! Of course not. I fancy I'm beginning to smell
the rat out now,” said Mannere. “The fellow who wrole
this was the same fellow who sent that message to Lacy.
And it was done to get Gay into trouble, or I'm a
Dutchman.”

“What a brain!” murmured Gordon Gay admiringly.
“How do_you think things out, Manners, old chap? But
what a pity you didn't stert thinking a bif earlier! It
would have saved Tommy here fetl:ing a busted noze, and
gquite & lot of unpleasantness all round.”

“We sea that now,” admitted Tom. “But now we've
tumbled to the game, weo'll not be long finding the rotter
who's responsible.”

“My dear man, yon can save yourselves the trouble,”
smiieg Gay, taking the notebook from his pocket. *“"Here's
the book that page was torn from, and here's the name of
its giddy owner. What price me as a giddy Bherlock
Holmes "

“Phew !”

“Racke—Aubrey Racke!”

1 guessed it ! breathed Tom Merry.
that note I guessed the rest. It is a bit of rotten revenge
on Racke's part, Gay. We've acted like howling rotters,
and we owe you an apology.”

“ Al serens,” grinned Gay; “though, as I say, it’s rather
a pity you fellows didn’t start thinking a-bit earlier, How-
ever, better late than never,” he added, a slight trace of
bitterness in his bantering tone. “Now what asbout taking
this book back to Racke? He'll be getting anxzicus about
it—in fact, I know he is”

“Phew! Does he know you've got it, Gay?”

“1 left him sprawling in his study fender!” chuckled
Gay. “He was like a tiger being robbed of its giddy cubs
when he saw me collar this. Methinks we'd betler get
along before he manages to think of a way of throwing dust
in our optics—what 3" :

“Yes, rather!”

And with that Tom Merry and his fellow Saints parted
on quite amicable terms with the Grammar School fellows.
Before Tom Merry & Co. started back to 3t Jim's they
offered their sincerest apologies to Gordon Gay, who
accepted them with his usual good-nalured affability, and
shook hands all round to show that he bore no ill-will.” Even
Grundy was guite humble about it.

“T'd made up my mind to smash yeu io a frazzle the
first chance I got,” he tola Gay darkly, as the little party
hurried back to the school. “But now I'm going to smash
that howling rotter Racke instead !

1 should,” advised Gordon Gay solemnly. “¥You'll find
it much safer, old chap.”

AﬁdtGrundy was 50 humbled that he didn't even reply
to thatb. I

How

“ As if Gay would
Bomebody clse must have

“When I spotted
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ELEVEN

5We've acted like howling rotters, Gay,"” said Tom Merry frankly, ** and we owe you an apology.”’
Gay. And the ex~-Grammarian sheook hands all roun

CHAPTER 12.
& All Clear !
£ TOLD you so!’ grunted Gerald Crooke. “¥on
wouldn’t listen to me, Racke! Remember, 1 had
nothing to do with it."”

“0Oh, shut up !” said Racke savagely.

Racke’s face was white and anxious. - He knew well encugh
that Crooke had “told him so0,” but it brought no comfort
to him to be teld that., Crocke as a Job's comforter had
an exasperating elffect on Aubrey Racke.

Crooke shut up, and Racke paced the study in a state of
deep agitation and fear. .

What would Gordon Gay do? That he had “tumbled ™
to the pame, Racke was certain. But he was not so
certain that he would be able to prove anything with the
book now he had it. Racke had quite overlocked the matter
of the numbered pages, and was quite unaware that most
of the words he had written were imprinted deeply on the
next page

Nane the less, he was almost shivering with fear.

If the truth became known—if it was found out that he
had played the rascally trick on both Tom Merry and
Giordon CGlay, he knew he could expect ne mercy from his
Worm-fellows. By his underhand plot he had not only done
(Gay an injury, but he had caused a great deal of trouble
all round. Moreover, he had lost St. Jim's the match.
iay’s inclusion in the team would have made all the differ-
ence; even Aubrey Racke knew that, little as he troubled
himself concerning cricket matters.

'There was another possibility. Once the fellows knew the
iruth about the note. they would soon begin to wonder
about Gay's guilt in the matter of the ™ Weekly.”

They would inquire, and it was more than likely thatb
Lacy would let the eat aut of the bag.

5 éh. bang the luck ! gritted Racke.

Homehow all his little schemes came wunstuck sooner or
later—a fact Crooke had been long aware of, if Racke
himeelf had not.

For long minute after minute the schemer paced the study,
Crooke watching him sulkily. Crooke was afraid of his
own skin. There came the sudden tramp of numerous feet
in the passage, and Racke started and went paler still.

His fears were not without grounds.

The doer was suddenly Aung back, and a erowd of Fourth
and Shell fellows swarmed into the expensively furnished
study. Racke wheeled round and stood with his back to
the far wall, breathing hard

Gordon Gay was there, and with him were Tom Merry,

MORE FINE PICTURE CARDS TO COME, CHUMS'! »

Al serens,” said Gordon
{See Chapter 11.)

Blake, and a whole host of fellows. And all were looking
grim.

“ Look—look here,” gasped Racke, “get out! What's this
mean ! What are vou fellows after?”

_“The biggest rotter in St. Jim’s!” said Blake calmly.
“*And we've found him | On the ball, Tommy !

*“Look here,” muttered Racke, his face pallid, ™if that
beastly cad Gay's been telling lies about me—?

“If he has we'll send him to Coventry again!? said
Lowther. “It’s the crime of crimes to tell fibs about dear
old Aubrey who never did anything wrong!”

Tom Merry flung the notebook on the desk. Racke
started as he sighted it. The worst had happened, then!
Gay had shown it to the fellows, and—

With a desperate spring Racke made a dive for the book,
intending to dash it into the fAre. But he was a trifle too
laie. Lowther shot a foot out, and the ead of the Shell
went over it with a crash and a howl. Heé was hauled
upright again like a sack of coal, Blake’s strong grasp on
his eollar.

“No, you dont! We want you to explain something
in that notebook, Racke!™ said Tom Merry curtly. “ Now,
my lad this afternoon 8t. Jim’s lost the match against the
Grammarians! They lost it because Gay failed to turn up
in the team! And Gay failed to turn up because some
howling rotter sent him a spoof note supposed to come from
me, telling him he was dropped !

“That—that was Gay's yarn!” panted Racke. "If you
fellows are fools enough to believe him——"*

“We are!” said Tom Merry coolly. “ We were fools for
not believing him, and remembering what a repiile we had
inn the House! But, fortunately, Gay himself remembered.
He came here himseli to question you, Racke. He found
that book in your desk, with a page torn out. It was on
that page that the note was written—the forgery telling
Gay he was dropped. Now do you get the drift of it all?
You were very smart, Racke, but not quite smart enough
to destroy the only evidence against you.”

“It’s a rotten lie!” said Racke, through his feeth. “I
never wrote that dashed note !

“Then we're poing to do you a great injustice like we
did Gay,” said Tom. “For we're already satisfied that you
did write that note, Racke 1"

I t.e”. ,Yﬂl-l-'-'—n

“You can tell us what you like!” gaid Tom Merry, his
Lip curling, “ And if you deny it still, then we’ll give you
the opportunity of telling Kildare. He's very anxious to

- Tue Gem Lispary.—No. 1,100,

to show that he bore no ill-will.
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did.

know why the Grammar Schoo! licked us as ths{
"1l insist

He'll be interested to hear just why, and I fancy be
upon Mr. Railton knowing, too."

*You—you rotters!” gasped Hacke.
this yarn on to me—-"

“You'li go before Kildare, then?” asked Tom.
Come along, old bean—"

“1 won't—of course I won't!” gasped Racke. He licked
his lips. He was cornered, and he knew it “It—it was
only ‘a lark ! he said huskily, “1 never expected it would
rmd]g work, and I only wanted to score off that rotter
Gay! I—I was fecling dizgusted with him about that—
that affair of the ‘ Weekly’*

Racke's confession almost took away the juniors' breath.

“Well, you cheeky cad!’” gasped Blake. * Why——"

“Teave thiz to me, Blake!” said Tom Merry grimly.
“You awful worm Racke! We know quite well why you
did it—to get your own back on Gay for that kicking ho
gave you—a lkicking you richly deserved., As for the
‘Weekly ' affair, wo've found out who was responsible
for that—at least for the eapture by the Gremmarians of
the bundle of copiess ¥ou phoned through to your pal
Lacy, you sweep!”

' never did!" said Racke thickly.

“We happen to know wyou did!”

“I naver went near the phone that afterncon—you can
ask Crooke."”

“We'd rather take Bkimmy's word than Crooke's, any
day,"” =aid Tom, his lip curling. * Come here, Skimmy."

Herbert Skimpole, the scientific genius of the Bhell, came
into the room looking very unhappy.

“Skimmy happened to be in the Common-room a fow
minutes ago when we wera talking about it,” snapped
Tom., “I was telling the fellows before coming here to
gea you, Racke. Bkimmy claims that he found you and
Crooke in the prefects’ room that afternoon. ¥You had been
using the phona, and he remembers your mentioning Lacy,
and he remembers what you were saying as you came out.”

“The fool's ly'ng!"

“Dear me!” murmured Skimpole, wagging an admonish-
ing finger at the crimson-faced Racke. *“It is very wrong
of you to say that, Racke. You know you were there, and
you were extraordinarily angry with me, and most rude
and rough. You canced me grave pain and injury by sitting
me down hard on the floor. I distinetly remember hearing
the bell ring as you left the phone, and I distinetly remem-
ber what you were saying. You were remarking—"

““0Oh, shut up!' hissed Racke.

He could sce from the faces around him that it was ueeless
to keep up his bluff any longer,

“Well, are von satisfied, Racke ?" said Tom Merry, “or do
you still wish it decided by Kildare?”

#T_1 own up!” panted Racke, bitterly regretting his
treatment of Skimmy now. “It—it was only a lark, and
'm sorry now.”

“That's good enough! Well, you'll get the same medicine
we were giving Gay,” snapped Tom, “though it's deserved
in this case! You're sent to Coventry for a fortnight, and
I hope every fellow will kick you every time he meets
you instead of speaking to you!”

With that Tom Morry led the way out, and the crowd
began to follow, though many of them looked as if they
wanted to start kicking Racke there and then. In fact,
George Alfred began to putl his vow into practice.

LDnE before Grundy had finished with Racke, the ead of
the Bhell regrefted bitterly from the bottom of his heart
that he ever tried to get even with Gordon Gay.

“Well, and that’s that!” remarked Tom Merry, in deep
relief, ms ho led Gordon Gay to Study Ne. 10. “I'm sorry

“You've planted

“Right!

] tell you—-"

about it &ll, Gay, and T hope we'll rub along hetter -

together after this!”

“It was my own fault, in a way,” grinned Gay. I got
your backs up by saying silly things about Bt. Jim’s, and
léy Ienocking about so much with my old pals from the

rammar School. That alono made vou fellows suspicious
of me. I only wish I conld give Monkey & misa in &
way, but—well, T can’t. I'm agaid my giddy heart's still
at my old school. Anyway, there’s only one jolly old
mystery to solve now, and that's where the dickens those
copies of the * Weekly ' have pot to.”

Goodness knows!" said Tom. “I don't suppose they'll
ever furn up now!"

But Tom spoke too pessimistically,

B —

CHAPTER 13.
Not Grub ! %
4] EAST|” .
. ‘Vﬁg%’gfgﬁ:rrimbla was referring to his study-mate

- Bagey was hungry—not an unusual circumstance
mith the fat Fourth-Former.
Jduz Gem Lierary.—No, 1,100.
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in his study, but Wildrake had nnlg allowed him his own
share and part of Wildrake's own share and Mellish’s, As
Trimble h:!.d not provided anything whatever towards the
supper, Wildrake and Mellish naturally objected to his
baving the int.

Baggy could have eaten the lot easily enough, and hLe
had wanted the lot. It was becanse Wildrake had scotched
that idea that Baggy was now referring to him in such
disrespectful terins

“Beast,"” repeatcd Trimble, as ha wandered out into
the passage. “The rotter wouldn't care if I starved. Oh
crumbs! ¥'m awfully hungry, and I know I shan't slecp
to-night if I don't zet some more grub from somewhere."”

And Baggy groaned dismally.

“No geood trying Blake's study!” he mumbled to him.
self as he rolled along the passage. “They still think 1
raided their rotten cupboard lust night! Suspicious beasts!
Besides, there wasn’t really much in the eupboard, and I
never touched the bread or the checse. My hat! I wonder
what happenad to that parcel!”

The sudden recollection of the big parcel he had found
on the table in. Study No. 10 brought a gleam to Trimble's

eyes.

What had happened to it? Tt was a whacking great
parcel, and frightfully beavy. Trimble felt sure it con.
tained grub—heaps of it. Mr Lathom had taken a heador
over it in the dark, and he must have done something
with it. Baggy could not quita understand what the master
of the Fourth could have done with it. He bhad not
questioned anyvone so f[ar as Baggy was aware,

Baggy wondered if he had t it to himself, intending
to “scoff ”* the contents at his leisure! Really it would
boe a frightfully mean and selfish thing for Mr. Lathom fo
do! Yet Baggy could scarcely imagine Mr, Lathom doing
that. The maste. of the Fourth was s very small eater,
he knew ; and grub was pot in his iine at all. Mr. Lathem
seemed to thrive on mental fare. Baggy dismissed that
idea from his mind almost at once.

But what had the maste. done with the parcel?

It must be somewhere, and it was very surprising indeed
that Mr. Lathom had not made inquiries as to its owner-
ship—if only .o punish the careless fellow who had left it
iying in the middle of a dark passage. ;

“He'd lick me, perbaps, if I claimed it!" unted
Trimble reflectively. “Op the other hand, it might be
worth & licking to have a mountain of grub like that.”

By this time Bagey had quite convinced himself that the
big parcel did indeed contain grub—tinned and otherwise.

As he ambled along the passage Daggy debated the pro-
blem in his fat mind. Should he risk it and claim the
parcelf After all, it was his. He had found it on the
table in Study No. 10, and findings werse Leepings, Every-
body knew that! : =

“My hat! I—I think I'll risk it!" murmured the fat
junior. “I'll risk a licking, and take it along to the box-
room. I only hope he hasn't sent it down to the kitchen, or
something like that.”

The thought guite alarmed Baggy, and he almost ran to
Mr. Lathom's study, now hiz mind was quite made up.
He tapped rather nervously on the door, and stumbled in-
side in response to Mr, Lathom’s invitation to enter.

Mr, Lat!?gm was a kindly little gentleman, and he looked
amiably over his spectacles 'at Baggy.

“*Well, Trimble 1"

“It—it's about a—a parcel, sir,” stammered Trimble. “I—
T've lost a parcel—a big one, sir! Apd I—-I wondered if
vouwd found—I mean, heard of one being fonnd, sir. It—it
was a big parcel, and rather heavy.”

“Pear me!" remarked Mr. Lathom, adjusting his spec-
tacles and frowning. “I have no knowledgze of any parcel
being—— Bless my soul I -

Recollection came to Mr, Lathom with a rush. Consider-
ing the force with which Mr, Lathom had come & eropper
the previous night, it was really amazing that he could have
forgotten the incident.

He remembered it now, hewever, and he frowned deeply.

“1 certainly do remember a parcel now you mention it,
Trimble 1" he said sternly. “Last night, when going to my
hed-room at a late hour, I fell headlong over a parcel which
some careless individual had left in the middle of the
passage, If that was you, Trimble—""

# Og, nun-nun-no, sir!” Easped Trimble., “It—it was my
parcel right enough, sir; but I didn’t leave it there. Cer-
tainly not! I—I wouldn’t dream of leaving a parcel for
you to fall over, sir. That is, I mean——-7"

“If vou did not leave it there, then who did, Trimble "
snopped Mr. Lathom, eyeing him suspicionsly. - “If you
claim that parcel belongs to you—"

“0h, ye-es, sir! It's mine—a present from my uncie,
Admiral Sir Percy Trimble,” said Trimble, drawing on
one of his long list of imaginary aristocratie relations, “I—

(Continued on page 28.)
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By Leslie Beresford.

* Adrian Blake and that young viper of a son of his shall be food for the wolves before the morning,” is the
amiable boast of Wummberg, the revolutionary. But the ** young viper ." isn't having any !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

RODNEY ELARE, a storky youngster, whose one ambition iz to
Jollow in the footstops of kis jather, Advian Blake—a news correspondent
ngw out of Inglund on business for his paper—is strolling along Litife-
worth Cove o compangy wnth fus chum,

DAN LEA, when he sees a sirange-looking crift rescmbling in shape
an tirship and a boitt combined,

PRINCE ALEXES KARAGENSKL, the ship's commuander, informs
Roduey thal there is @ serigus cuse of ifiness abonrd, and w consequence
gitceeeds G getting Dy, Frager, the gowngster’s guardiom, to go abotrd.,
Soine time fnder Rodwey awd Din are eaplured by Waragensli's men and
inken on to Hie ship as prisoners, 1he strange craft ten rises apler the
Jasfian of araveship oo specds them deey to the * Valtey of Mo Esetpe "'
swhere, wn the ciarge of Wamanbenr, an obioaious, ond-eyed giant, and o
fost of armed guards, are thousasds of prisovers butlding ol desperals
speed o neet of blying Fish,  With this formidalie jiest the heads of the
conapirdcy hope to conguer (he whele woerld, Followiiy @ rumpus with
Wumanbery Hoduey is ovgrpvwered and threst date on vaderground
Ritchen where, {0 his omazement, he comes facs to face with his jather.
Adrewtn Bloke harricdly eapioing thal, under the yuise of a Russian
xpert i poisen gus, ke has gained access to the conspirators’ sironghiold
with ¢ view {0 encotrdgig e wrotched half-starved sluves o revoll ayaingd
their task-mavters. :

(Now read gn,)

: A Timely Warning !

DRIAN BLAKE then began to explain how, burning
under the lash and brutality of Wummberg and the
thousand odd armed guards driving them to and
from their task and making their lives a living death,

t]_le_ ten thousand workime: had welcomed the prospect of a
rising agaiust their tormentors,

The groundwork tfor this rebellion was completed. Arms
had been stolen end hidden away. Little secret dumps of
ammunition had been made ready. Leaders had been
selected, and the plans of revolt so carefuly laid that, by
its very element of surprise, and—if successtul—the seizure
of 1mportant strategie positiops in the valley, the sudden
rising of those ten thousand vengeful slaves of Boromov
and his friends had much hope of sweeping all before it.

“And when does the fun begin?” asked Rodney, after
poring with the others over a map of the valley outspread
on the wooden table. He had a good impression of the
whole scheme, and was only too eager for it to be set in
motion right away.

“The fun as you call it,” replied Adrian Blake, with a
grim little smile, “will probably begin—"

Here his voice was startlingly interrupted by a hurried
and insistent hammering noise on the door. Someone was
evidently anxious to gain sdmission by ihe same barred
wooden door above the steps down which Rodney had been
dragged. :

Ar this sound O'Hegan and Adrian Blake were imme-
digtely on the alert, staring at each other in surprize. The
Trishman motioned the two lads into the unlit depths of
another room leading out of the ane i1n which they had
been sitting. Then Mr. Blake, with a warning gesture,
mounted the steps to the barred door and HBung out an im-
perative question in Russian.

“It’'s only Piludski? he exclaimed, ewvidently relieved,
after an answering voice had replied fainily through the
‘woodwork of tha door.

Then, cantiously upening this, he admitted a swirling
cloud of fog and a rattered, hurrying figure which the two
lads at once recognized as belonging to the very same old
man who had been the cause of their interference with
Wummberg outside in the street a while earlier. The old

man stepping in, Adrvian Blake promptly shut out the fog
and refastened the door by throwing over it the thick
woodoen barrier as before.

Agitated and in evident haste, the old man®began jabber-
ing excitedly in Russian, Adrian Blake and the Irishman
listening and asking more questions in the same lunguage,
which neither Rodney nor Dan understood. But it was
clear to them that something important and unexFected had
haf’)pcncd. Presently Adrian Bija-ke turned to the curious
pals,

“It seems, after all,” said the newspaper man, “that you
two might have done much worse than have that rumpns
with Wummberg over our old friend here. He's just
been telling us all sbout it. He's Piludski, one of the most
important people in our coming rising. Wummberg was
trying to arrest him when you interfered. And a lucky
thing that you did, for samething unfortunate has hap-
pened, and his arrest would have been a disaster.”

It appeared that some hidden arms and ammunition had
been found by Wummberg's guards in the house of one of
the revolutionaries, who—threatened with torture if he did
not confess how he came by them—had said he had received
them from Piludski, and that a rising was intended.
Wummberg, naturally, had sought cut Piludski, enly to be
interrupted by the two lads, In the fog the eld man had
made good his escape and hidden till things had quietened
down and he conld make his way here undetected, -

Thiz complication, Adrian Blake told the lads, would
necessitate an immediate change in' plans. It would pre-
bably mean putting forward the signal for the rising.

“It.!m.y begin—right away—to-night?’ asked Rodney
eagerly.

“Well, possibly just before dawn,” answered his father.
“That's what we have to settle now. And yon two lads—
knowing how the land lies—had better be off now, and
make your way back to the castle.”

“What ¥ Rodney gazed blankly in surprize. “Back to
the castle? Why, dad, what's wrong with us staying here
and giving a hand with things when they start? That
would be talking, wouldn™ it, Dan¥”

“We'd see that we made ourselves mighty uselul, Mister
EBlake ! said Dan, as surprised as Rodney.

* Besides,” urged the latter, “my place surely is with you,
dad, now I've found you again?”

“And that’s something you must keep to yourself. Don't
forget that your father is the very last person in the werld
supposed to be here. No, lad. TFor the time being the
castle is the right place for you two. When, and if, the
rising succeeds, it will be time enough for you to join im.
Much as I'd like to have you with mie, T don’t want you
and Dan needlessly poking vour heads into danger. Pesides,
even up at the castle you may be of some use to us.”

“*But how!” frowned Rodney a little impatiently. His
father’'s word had always been law to him: but here he
felt that he was being unnecessarily wrapped in colion-
wool. “If we're etuck up at the castle, how are wo going
to find a way of getting in touch with youl”

“I'll tell you of one,” replied the father, “which—if yon
and Dan ean only find it—may help to make the rising a
complete suceess and shorten the whole business. It was
partly to tell you about this that Larry and I wanted to
get hold of you to-night.”

Taking vp the oil-lamp, he led the two lads into the unlit
innor room in which they had momentarily hidden when
Piludski had been knocking for admigsion. Here the lamp-
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before dawn. The
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light now showed them that & portion of the wall at the
far end was in ruins, s big, yawning gap of black.

“From inside there,” explained Adrian Blake, “a long
underground passage leads direct to the castle, so O'Hagan
and I have discovered. At the f{ar cnd of it is a stone
wall, with a narrow slit in it. Through the slit we could
see a light, and hear wvoices, when wo were Inveshigating
things last night at about ten o’clock. Your voice and that
of Dan, You were just going to bed.”

“Meaning,” said BRodney, surprised, *that the castle end
of the passage comes out in the room they’'ve given us up
thera?" ¥ 3

“Exactly, Semewhere on your side of the wall where the
slit is there must be a way of using the passage. It's a
matter of looking for the slit—"

“It do seem to me I've noticed that slit you speak of,
Mister Blake,” interrupted Dan in his slow way, “Sure 1
am that is so, more I think on it. There be a small elit
in the wall on the innard side of the room where there be
figures carved alongside the fireplace. More'n once I've
pondezed it

“Then there you ere!” said Adrian Blake, “Somewhere
about there the wall has a secrot opening, there's no doubt.
The passage wasn't built for. nothing. It's & question of
solviig the secret, lads. You may not be successful. But
if you are—it might make all the difference. We might
then be able to make a surprise raid on the castle that way
in foree, and capture those vultures up there in their own
laie before they knew what is happening.”

“That certainly would be a bit helpful,” agreed Rodney,
with more eagerness than before. “In any case, I suppose
the sooner Dan and I get back there and ses what can be
done, the better. If that stone wall is to be squeezed open,
we'll deo it.”

“Well, well? laughed his father softly. “Don’t be too
optimistic, lad We only hope you will succeed. But—if
not—it can't be helped. Anyhow, you're just as well up
there till we get things going down here. And, in ease
that phssago fails, yon may be sure Larry or I will find
somo way of getfing in fouch with you. Now-—little as I
like to lose sight of you, sonny—you and Dan had beiter
ha going. We've no end of things to cram into the next
few hours, if we are going to make a start.”

It was with natural reluctance that presently Rodney said
good-byo to his father again and slipped out with Dan
mmseen into the fog, to grope their way through the town in
the direction of the eastle. They had left Adrian Blake
and his companion poring over a map of the wvalley and
discussing the plans for advancing the rising to an hour
I hour was now only about eight o'clock
in the eveaing, but there was no time to be wasted if the
change of plans was fo be made without hitch,

The heavy fog shrouding the valley was, if anything,
more uscful to their purpose than otherwise. It enabled
much to be effected under ita dense cloak which otherwise
might have been impossible without the sttention and sus-
picions of the armed guards being aroused. But the samo
fog presented Rodney and his friend—not so well acquainted
with the byways end lay of the town—with unexpected diffi-
culties in making their way to the castle,

Larry O’Hagan had given them parting directions which
had scunded simple enough; but, once set out and walled
in by fog, it wos practicelly impossible to follow any direc-
tions, however simple. As a result, they had not groped
their way through the dense blanket of mist very long—
though it had seemed to them an endless irudge—when Dan
gripped his companion by the arm.

“Heems to me we nin't on the right road, after all,
Mister Rodney!"” he said. *“If we were making for the
castle, by rights we'd be going up hill. But it's down hill
;m‘rp gc:jng fast. Weo must somehow have taken the wrong
urning.

“Just what I was thinking!” agreed Rodney impatiently.
“Confound the fog!  There's no knowing where we've
landed ourselves now, and not a soul within hearing to give
ug any idea whers wea arel”

“Maybe we don’t need anyone, so far ms that goes,
said Dan, not unaccustomed to finding his way over broad
etrotches of Devon moorland in foggy weather, as he stood
peering around in the darkness, lisiening intently and sniff-
ing at the dank air like a bloodhound on the trail,

*Qver there,” he added, pointing in the direction from
which they had just come, “I can hear the river. Don't
you get the sound of it, Mister Rodney?” ;

“Yes I do. Then we must have crossed the bridge.”

“Just where we should have turned left, as DMister
O'Hagan said, we must have turned right. And now the
river's behind us. We're making straight for the works”

“Then we'd best turn right back and try to strike the
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bridge again,” said Rodney. " This is a waste of good time
—confound it! Let's get back to the bridge.”

“It won't be so easy to find, maybe. If we missed it we
might just walk right into the river. Seems to me the fog's
beginning to think of lifting. Half a minute! Let’s see if
we can find out just where we are.”

Here, as Dan ‘moved on a few paces, with Rodney close
to him, lights suddenly seemed to be descending out of
the sky ahead of them, and the dull purring of engines grew
momentarily loader. Next instant, while Rodney was still
wondering what it all meant, the air around him seemed to
swirl and whistle as if a whirlwind bad arisen. an,
grabbing him by the arm, dragged him foreibly backwards,
shouting to him to run. A great bulk was descending
blackly upon them from the sky. -

A moment later Rodrey had realised clearly what it was.
He remembered that in the early afternoon the completed
Flying Fish which had brought them here had risen from
its slip in the works and flown away northward. He and
Dan had stood admiring its graceful beauty which so amasz-
ingly hid the evil thing it really was. And now, in the
fog, it had returned. T

%nlike the old pas-filled and unstable airships of the past,
it needed no mooring, no hundreds of mep to help make
its landing safe. It merely settled itself without aid com-
fortably on the fat ground, throwing out through the fog
the rays from its lighted windows and open doorways. But
in the next few minutes people with hand-lamps came run-
ning, and voices sounded muffled by the mist,

Rodney and Dan shrank back out of sight as much as
possible when, & second later, the headlights of an approach-
ing motor crept slowly in their direction from that of the
town. In tr\e brilliantly-lit car they could see Prince
Karagenski sitting with Boronov. Tho ear passed them,
drawing up a littlo distance from the glowing form of the
Flying Fish, the prince and Boronov alighting from the
velicle. .

“Zomething of importance going on!” said Rodney to
Dan in an undertene. © Being on the spot—and fog-bound—
we might as well hang around and sce what it's all abouk.
What's that just to your right, Dan? Looks like a building.
Let's creep along the side of it and get nearer.

The black mass dimly to bs scen through the fog was,
as 8 matter of fact, part of the high wall surrounding the
works. - :

Following Bodney’s suggestion and making use of its
shelter, the boys made their way forward till they were able
to see and hear without being seen themaeh'e:;._ Out of the
airship Voo Roden had iiu:-t descended.  With him was
another man of obviously German nationality, together
with a lean, bearded man looking pale and emaciated.

Von Roden, with a stiff military salute towards Boronev,
began to apeak in his rasping voice; and his German words,
drifting t6 Rodney's undersianding ears, sent a audderf
shock of alarm through the Jad as he listened in blank

amazement,
% %

iy friend!” Von Roden was saying exeitedly.

“Ws have unwittingly admitted our worst enemy
into our midst. But now he is cornered, and in our hands
for good at last. This, Herr Boronov, is my old friend,
Von Stahl, of Hamburg, who kindly sent us Herr Alexis
Saranoff, the gas expert. But the Herr Alexis Saranoff
who came to us turns out nob to be the right one at all. |
Here is the real one.” i

Von Roden’s pointing finger indicated the lean, bearded
man, who moved forward, speaking in German in a high-
pitched, querulous voice:

“Cortainly, T am Alexis Saranoff! I have been confined
in prison in Warsaw as & spy, ell through the machinations
of an English newspaper man—a Herr Adrian Blake. If
it had not been for zn accident I might have been there
now. Robbed of my papers snd everything I had, and
flung into gaol—what could I do? Let me be confronted
by the wretch who did this thing tc me!”

“ As scon a8 possible I muttered the hunchbacked and vul-
ture-like Boronov, & grin of triumph creasing his evil face
and showing his japged, tiger teeth. “As soon as possible,
my friend. We will have him sent for af once, and shot
for the pariah dog he is. For once, that Adrian Blake
has gambled on too poor a show of cards. Where is Wumm-
berg? - Send for him, snd have the fellow brought to the
castie 1" :

Meanwhile, Rodney, in the dark shadows of the wall, had
dragred Dan furtively further away from the chances of
being noticed. whispering in his friend’s ear the whole of

An Unexpected Complication !

HE . truth about that mysterious wireless messago
this morning from Moscow is an astonishing one,
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WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS SERIAL, BOYS ? 1

the story he had just heard.
need to lsten to any move,
a minute to be wasted.

. We've got to get a warning through to
dad before Wummberg reaches him,” he
‘said, under his breath. “Wa must find our
way back to that house and him, somehow—
g quickly as we can,”

“That's right!” nodded Dan, as they
moved off noizelessly through. the mist.
" But that's easicr said than done in the fog.
We couldv’t find our way to the castle. I
1en b going to be a walk-over finding a housze
which—well, we've not much idea where it
is, have we?" ;

‘That was perfectly truz, but somechow ar
other the difficulty had te be surmounted.
In silence Rodney and Dan set out, retracing
their steps in a search foi the bridge, hurry-
ing ahead -into the wall of mist as fast as
they could. It was Dan who, suddenly
pulling Rodney on one sid2, made that first
problem easier by letti.g the returning
lighted car find the brideo for them,

It moved cautiously past them, with the
real Alexis Saranoff and the others seated
in it As it did so, its speed being little
more than a erawl, Dan gestured to Rodney,
and they hung on to the spare wheel at tho
back of the big saloon body. Prezently the
rumbling torrent of the river grew louder,
and the two clmms felt the wooden planks
of the bridge under their feet. Once on the
the other side they loosened their hold on
the car, which swung off ta the left in the
graduzl climb to the castle.

“Qurs is the opposite way,” said Dan,
with a Dbetter senze of loeation than his
triend, “I’'ve got the house fixed in iy
mind.- If you remember, we'd not long
been across that bridge earlicr this evening
when we came on Wummberg and the old
man. We'd turned to the right from the
bridge, meaning to take the short cut to the
castle. And it can’'t ha.e been far from
bere that I =aid to you ii seemed as if we
wers being followed. I8l Le a bit ahead,
and to the right. That house, if I'm not
wrong,”

Meantime, it became more and more ap-
parent to the two lads that not only was the
tog lifting, but that a certain amount of
furtive activity was manifesting itself in the
town. Ilere and there dours were opening
and shutting. More than once figires Aitted
across the street, and ey s peered at the two
lads, In some of the houses carefully.
shaded lights could be scen carried to and fro. Voires were
oftly singing some song—a weird melody, something like
that of the * Marseillaize.”

Suddenly, as Dan was examining earefully the spot whera
they had come to a standstill, and was pointing out to
Rodney how they had reached the turning where skood the
drinking den out of which Wummbere had chased the old
mnan, Piludski, near to which, of course, must be the houss
they were seeking, the tramp of feet in a military tread,
and the sound of guttural voices talking in German warned
them of armed zuarvds approaching. One of the voiceés was
that of Wummberg. From what he was saying to his
men, it was evident that he had met the car containing
Boronov and the others, and had received his instructions
for the grrest of the false Alexis Saranoff.

“He and that young viper of a son of his shall be food
for the wolves in the forest above the castle before morn-
ing '} he was saying, in his rauveous, boasting tones.

Shrinking back 1n the shadows Rodney understood, and
tranclated what he had said for the benefit of Dan. Tha
appearance of Wummberg and his man on the scene so
eoon left the two lads little, if any, margin of hope. At
any rafe, they could not forestall Wummberg by warning
Adrian Blake, for Wummberg knew the house while they
did not. The mast they could do was to follow him and
his men, and act as seemed best at the moment.

Wummberg and his men, however, seemed made almost
a3 uncertain by the fog es Rodney and his friend were.
A little further along the road they hesitated doubtfully in
a group, arguing with eaech other. Af the same moment,
just near to where Rodoey and Dan were clinging to.tha
misted shadows of the houses, a door opened; voices could
be heard speaking softly, and somne people came out into
the street,

Softly there drified to tie two lads® ears the voice of
O'Hagan talking.

liere was no
There was not

Van Roden’s rasping voice sent a shudder of alarm through the two lads, as
they listenoed from their place of concealment: . . .
we will have Blake sent for and shot for the pariah dog he is "

.

as soon as possible,
(See page 20.)

“Well, we'll be afther setting a match to the fire now—
you and L, he was saying. “It's a belter and quicker bit
of work we've done than I'd hoped. Best have it begin
right away, and let's know the worst. Any minute now
Piludski will be letting off the signal. Wea've just time to
be making for our posts;, ready to let fly!”

, At that moment, startlingly, the roar of an explosion
somowhere to the north of the town shook the houses, and
sent its violent echoes rebounding: from all sides of tho
valley. It was—the two lads knew from what they had
been told by Adrian Blake and the Irishman earlier in
the house—the explosion of a hidden mine, the expected
siznal at which the rising was to occur.

The explosion, naturally, eaused intense excitement among
Wummberg and his men, who began jabbering in German.

“Whatever it is, our first- duty is to eapture that infernal
Englishman ! Wummberg was saying. “1 tell you that
the house must be further up this way. Follow me.”

Rodney, meanwhile, when the echoes of the explosion had
passed, had notieed that his father and the Irishman had
hegun to move up the road, Rodney's first thought had
been to hurry after them with a warmng, but there was no
time for that. Swiftly, hiz mind conceived gnother plan.

“We've got to meet Wummberg and keep him well
ocoupied, Dan, till dad and O'Hagan have had time to get
clear away,” he said.

D“Ex&mly what I was thinking, Mister Rodney,*
an.

Next moment, as Wummberg and hiz men came looming
through the thinning fog, Rodney steppad out and met him
face to face.

“ 8o I'm to be food for wolves, am 17" said he in German,

“We'll see! Meantime, remember, wolves have teeth!”

(Vext week's instalment is full of slartling developments;
alitme, go don't miss if, whatever you do.) ¢
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“Condemned By the School!”

(Continued from page 24.)

J—the [act'is, sir, 1 think I must have dropped it—
unawares, you know,’
¥What? Whag nou.uenscl It would be quite nnpoulbh-

to diap such a heavy pareel without knowing——"

i1 mean, I eouldn’t carvy it, and 1 went t3 fetch someons
‘to Lelp me, you see, sir!” gasped Trimble, getting quite
‘wlraid-dgf ihr, possibility of lostng the parcel. a for all, *Then

T forgot it.” ' awlelly sorry, sirv, if you fell aver ik, But
s bed-time, dﬂ(l-"—niill'i I was tired, aud—

5 ww well,” Trimble,” caid Mr, Lathom. * You were
dingly carcless and |.l-.0'.|g'hllu.¢:, and e will take @

i r
‘Fapdred lines, You have equzed me grievous pain aid lis-

cotnfort: it might have resulted in sericus injury foi e,
Trgrtunately Hm',c‘.{‘r, if you wili come with me T wil
hand aver t]1+: parcel, which [ had imagined contained

a-hools.”
Jn, crutnhs !
“The very Hmurflu of cxercise- boul\a mada Tritl
Bt he wis :;tlll hiopetul, and he followed cap
his little eyes g lumerin & \\lfh ami(]: utiou,
My, stopped lu fore the euphbo:

X

»

|
{4

Lathom rd
el the stairs uml opened wide the door.

to the big parce! within.

the foot

it
1en hie poiuted

e % :
“Thare is your pateel, Trimble, and [ trust you will he
more careful in future, you carveless fellow [M:
“0h, yoes. sir! Thank you very muci, sirt”
"'.[a, K.Lthom (|D]Jdllt‘d, looking impatient, Ile had been

-:IF1 ow-(‘d in an it:l{l*“-![llg book, und he wanted to get baek
o

J.Iilll) 0ogave fat" t| uekle and grabbed at the big, hefiy
parcel. The next momeit he was stumbling, balf-runniong,
°1(I 1 the pas wowitle 16, Ilis one fear now was that sonn
ive would u_.tm- along, spe whal be was carrying, and ash
avrlow Rlil guestions, ©  Sonie .|.l(1. & were sieh  slspicious,
favter ne beasts.
Ilc- n.Emo-l trgmiblod with dtm:ch as to its contents,
“was puly buastly eSereize-books. Stpposing—-—-

; ,lmd jusi got that far in his piusings, and hid jusi

e 1rh(=;l the "doorvway of Biidy No. 10 in the Bhell passage
vith hishurden, \'I cn edione emerged suddenly.

Teirable baveed inlo him, quite ung able to stop hinsself.

Sun-

Bt !
B L eop ! 1
iltap = ©
lm sv eaf down with a concussion that scciued 1o <hake

ne Bhell passage, :
‘Lhe pexi mouient '.llum.- a found
sen of . printad - magozines.
Meriy's Weekly ™ to vigh
il]tl. urnl n flor.i of Tim
H{‘u.lin\d

OETE

e !.u J(sw[ Oh.” gwoat ‘m:,II 5
“1!.‘!!’. WOs !'\'.l]ll'.'(l L.\.L.':l[ll.Hl(”l From
I Arer, followed by other equally

himizel sitting
There were copis of
of him, to'left of L,
The fall had burst
cu|h~nl= and the fat

arnad o

5 rl‘l.'ll'_'!
!Jl.'flir:ﬂ
open the
[Fonith-

Arthur -,\u;_:ll:-ili_x
startlod exelomations,

s
Blake,, Herries, and ]h'“in whe had gone to Ne. 10 1o
remdor o humble .tpL:un}‘_-‘,\ to Gordon Gay, cume out aftey
Gusgy,! and saw the strange sight.
The next moement llu':r weve followed by the Terrible
Three and Gm'llﬂll Gay. ;

imdecd rolled =n\-!\—rnv the time be mn,' alb allmevents. A
Ciordon " Gay was ¢l |r1|1 wnd Dbeight that night. wwd: for
many, nights aftwe. fact, Ou the fallowing Woednesdasw
* the retuen weteh with the Grammae Scliool was plaved.-with
Gorvdan (G ay ill the tean for %t. ]i||1'~. Suffics it to =y it
the fellaw who had been condenmé&d by the seliool (t.J\Ul.II
himself with ;.,lGl\ helping in great measure to adjust the
balanee and to bring about the Grammarians' crushing
defoat.

THE GEM LIBKRARY.

The latter youth sighted . the papers, recognized - rheq.l
and burst into & rvoar of uncontrollable l.mgi:tu'. “

*“Ha, ha, hal”?
“Oh’ crumbs !”
what an awful sell !
“0b, bai Jove!”

* Ha,- ha, ha 1"
Liven o Merry began to get an iukling now of the true

slate of affaivs, und he joined in the roar.

gasped Trimble. “Ow-ow! Yow! UIJ.
It's not gruly, after all!® »

* 0, lmu Jove P rasped Arthuy Avguostus, too -htolubufii
to i:mnh “Twimble! * What, what——  Twimble B
Jdove ! It is that w'etched bundie of * Weeklies,” Hl.'uh Ligry
T i |1|1b'n——’

“Ha, bha, ha! Apd Trimble thonght it was grab!”
UL Blake, 1 Fancy I can guess what this wcans,
Lrilsmy Trimble 11 our study last night—the fat' beast
about cleaned our cupboard out of geub., We intended to
sottle with Bim about it, but tiis affair made us put i off,
He—ha, ha, hal—smst bave fosnd that buudie on your
table and collared it!”

“Ow-ow ! Oh crwwbz ! groaned 'Uvimble,

“Bo that’s it ¥ gasped Tom Merry. " That's what bhuop-
pened, then! Trimblo—> A

T sany yon follows, you cught to reward we!l” gasped
Trimble. “I'm awfilly huogry—had no supper yer! l'i|
join you fellows, if yon don't Here, what Y oo

Tronble howled and jumped away, just missing Tom
Merey's boot as hc- gl -cJ Ilb fled, realising only too well
iliat there was nothing m.,lu1r in the supper line for him.

“Well, my {J|1|~.= |.¢Ll wil Towr Morry, beaming will
b (-]

jov..  ““What Did you ever? Bring thein
mrsicle, vou fell d don’t lose one, for goodpess” sake !
Aund to-mmorrow inorning we'll have a bonfire—the first time
an - reeord that *Tom Merry's Weekly * will be ]Mli bty
wirned with the approval of 1t siddy editorial staft [
“Yags, U.LLI"! ke
“Ha.

b :
\nii Tom Mmh & Co. got busy. laughing as they did so.

They could afford to h‘l'gh now. The clouds had rolled
away,- the last mystery was =olved, and, best of ali, that
“aponf U Editoviel ¥ owould never be read by encmy eyes

dgain.

Tl e wita :‘(}\ in E":-lll{.]\’ No. 10 that Ili‘lljl, The clouds b

But this, and the fricndship ol Tewm Morry & Co., hrouglht
little (n-u!ou or happiness 1o Gordon Gay. His Lieari wis
still at his old school, and he still Ionged for the CoOmpanion:
ship of his ald elitms, and in his nind was o growing deter
mination to set back to the Crammar R(,]lnm-mjns,-hov

Whether e would sueceed or not remained to be seei.
THE END.
(B siee you vond the finel story in 1fis m/rr;mfua.! seFics,
choma, gwntitled . “THE BOY TWHEHO WANTED YHE
SACK YT wliek will apperr i owewt weels Giew, mr,a.cﬂt(r

auH’a cnather dendy EREE picture eard.)
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Farm twmng. l.mll.t assisted passagss prm ied, The ‘-1]\f:hr|n

Army keeps in touch with boys alter settlement in the Dominions,
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