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A THRILLING & DRAMATIC LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY—
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CHAPTER 1.
A Daring Plot !

“ IGHT!* remarked Arthur
E Auigustus reflectively. “That
is & good wound numbal, deah

boys I

Jack Blake, Herries, and Dighy
looked at their aristocratic chum in
some surprize. It was Wednesday after-
woon, @ half-holiday at 36, Jim's, and Blake & Co. were
cathered in Study No. 6, on the Fourih Form passage.

“Eight?” exclaimed Herries. “But, my dear ass, we'ro
only seven with Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther. Oh,
[ see—you’re counting old Towser! Geod maani®

“Y was not eountin’ in Towsah, Hewwies,” said Arthur
Augustus coldly. “It has stwuck me as wathah a good
ideah to ask Gordon Gay to join the party up wivah this
aftahnoon.”

“(iood wheeze | assented Blake, nodding. “Gay's a good
zort, though he's an awful ass for preferring the Grammar
3chool to St Jim's. Sull—"

“He’s been wathah down in the mouth lately,” said Gussy,
shaking his head sagely. “I am afwaid the deah fellow
will nevah settle at Bt. gim’s; his heart is at the Gwammah
School. Howevah, a picnic with us will cheer him up a
iitt{le,ha.nd. as I say, that will bwing the numbah up to
eight. ;

g'And nine with old Towser 1 said Herries. L
Arthur Angustus drew a gleaming monocle from-his waist-
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iVith kis mind set on getting bacl: to the Grammar

sSchoel, Govdon Gay realises that his only chance

is to cavne Hie ¥ sack ' from St Jim’s.  Without

hesitation he sets about achicving his great ani-

bition - and in the process provides St. Jimn’s with
the sensalion of the feerm.

coat pocket and polished it slowly with a cambric handker-
chief. Then he inserted the eyaglass into place, and
regarded Herries through it steadily.

“It will not be nine with Towsah, Hewwies,” he =aid
in a decided tone. “I have alweady told you that I abso-
1!1'[-‘31}',;\"13{1159 to allow that w'etched animal to join the
party.

“Now do be reasonable, Gussy—" :

“1 wefuse to be weasonable—I mean, I wefuge to argue
the point.”

I(B.th___,i

13 Wﬂ-i.s 1’] -

With that expressive remark Arthur Augustus ended the
diseussion and walked out, his noble head in the air. As
the fellow who was “elanding ¥ the picnic, Arthur Augustus
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felt it was for him to decide whether Towser, Herries' be-
loved bulldog, was to come or not.

Having now setfled who—or what—was not to come,
Arthur Angustus went along to Study No. 10, on the Shell
passage, to issue his invitation to Gordon Gay. y

He found that junior seated on the window-seat, staring
moodily out into the sunny gquadrangle. The Terribie
Three were also there, Lowther seated on the table whist-
ling, Manners fitting a roll of films into his camera, and Toin
Merry busy with needle and thread, mending a rent in his
boating blazer.

* Cheerio, Gussy !” remarked Lowther, ceasing to whistle.
“ All hail to the founder of the feast, varlets!™

“Trot in, old sport " said Tom Merry, i

“Don't say you've come to tell us the picnic's off §” said
Mannere anxiously.

“Wathah not,” said D’Arey. “The fact 13, deah bovs, T
was wondewin® whethah Gay would care to join the happy
party #*

“(iood wheeze!” said Tom. *I thought of
solf. Unfortunately, Gay’s got something on!”

“Sorry, Gussy |” said Gay, his gloomy face breaking into
a smile. “But I'm meeting my dear old uncle this after-
noon !

“Bai Jove! In that case, of course—"

“Fancy preferring a giddy uncle to a picnic
Lowther. “Did wvou ever know such an ass?"

“In this case I do,” said Gordon Gay emphatically. * Unele
James goes back to Aunstralia a week to-day. I'm going to
take him np river—I want to get him alone and have a
regular old pow-wow with the old bog.”

Tom Merry frowned.

He liked the cheery, fun-loving CGordon Gay, and the fact
that Gay seemed so unhappy at 8t. Jim's made him rather
irritable and impatient with the ex-leader of the Gram-
miaArians.

“I'm afraid you're only wasting vour fime, Gay,” he said
gquictly. “It's hopeless now to think of getting back to the
Grammar Schosl., Dr. Monk wouldn't have it, even if your
uncle did give way.”

“I don't think so,” said Gay, a dogged look coming into

that my-

r

1" remarked
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his blue eyes *“Anyway, I'm going to have a shot &t
getting my uncle to change his views this afternoon—hefora
it's too late. If it was my fault that 1 was taken away
things would be difsrrent, But it was all through a silly
misunderstanding on my unele’s part, and a sillier squabble
he happened to have with Dr. Monk.™

“¥Yes; but 2

“It's no good!” said Gay. *I've tried to settls down
here, and you fellows know I've done my best to play the
game as g St Jim's f{ellow. But I want to go back to
my pals, and, what's more, I mean to go back—some-

how !

“That's rot!™ said Tom Merry, eyeing Gay's flushed
face uneasily. “I understand just how you feel, of course,
and I can sympathise to some extent. But you're here now,
and it's up to you to make the best of things.”

_“Nos at all,” said Gay coolly, “I like Bt. Jim's, and I
like all you fellows. But I was sent here ngainst my will,
ad I shan't rest until I get back again to the Grammar
School. If 1 don’t manage to get round my uncle this
afternoon I shall try some other way.'

“Weally, Gay =

“Borry about the pienie, Gussy—and many thanks,™ said
Gordon Gay, evidently anxious to change the subject. “I'd
better get off to meet nunky now—he's due by the two-
fifteen.”

And Gordon Gay strolled out of the study.

“Tell him from uvs that he's heaps more sense than his
giddy nephow ' ealled Lowther.

“Rats "

Gordon Gay grunted that reply, and made his way down-
stairs and out into the quad,

Lowther's remark made him frown still more.

Gay knew that the 8t. Jim's fellows, much as they liked
him, keenly resented his attitude—nor could he blame them.
At first ho had had rather a rough time at St. Jim’s. Having
been the leader of the Grammarians, the Saints wore

naturally suspicious of him, and had not been slow to voice

their doubts of his loyalty when the time came for him to
“back up*

his new school against his old,
doubts and suspicions, Aubrey
Racke, Gay's one enemy at St.
Jim's, had played, ecausing trouble.

But all that was over now. Racke
had beenr bowled out, and his
schemes exposed. And Gordon Gay
had conclusively proved his loyalty
to St. Jim's, both in japes against
the Grammar School and on the
cricket ficld.

As Tom Merry had said,
thers was no reason at all why he

Upon these
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should not be happy at Bt. Jim's, He was now popular,
and on friendly terms with all the decent fellows. Gay
knew this, and he knew he ought to be happy and settled
by this time.

Yet he wasn't, and heo knew he never could settle down
happily at 8t. Jim’s. Had he brought it upon himsell, had
it been necessary for him to change schools, matters would
have been different, he feit. This mlone was enough to
make him feel discontented. 1t had all been through a
silly misunderstanding on the part of his unecle, and it
ought never to have ‘gappened

But it was nbt yet too late. His uncle was staying in
England for another week, and to-day he was coming to
see him. Gordon Gay was resolved to make the mosi of
his chance that afternoon. :

Gay had tramped about half-way to Rylcombe when his
thoughts were rudely interrupted by & sharp sting on hia
ear. His sudden yelp wa: followed by several more as a
volley of stinging peas rattled about his head.

He dnecked and dodged and then he became aware that
the pea-shooters were four youths seated on a fence by
the roadside. They wore Grammar School caps, and Gay
prinned as he recognised the grinning faces of Frank Monk,
Carboy, and the two Wootton brothers

“Yow | Ow-ow!” he gasped * You silly owls! Chuck it 1"

“Ha, ha, bha”

Frank Monk & Co. dropped down from the fence and
surrounded him, pocketing their pea-shooters as they did so.

“It's dear old Gordon | chuckled Frank Monk.

“The giddy renegade!” eaid Carboy

“Qur late (nmente& pal,” added Hacry Wootton,

Gordon Gay eyed his old chums rather uneasily. He was
now a member of the rival school, and he was never quite
sure hiow Frank Monk & Co. were going to treat him.

“Here, no larks, you fellows!” he grinned, rubbing his
ecar ruefully. “Pax! I've got to meet my uncle by the
two-fifteen at Rlycombe.”

Frank Monk gave a grunt

*Oh, it's your thumping uncle, is it7” he snorted. *“The
gilly eld buffer who robbed us of our best pal.”

* And our hest forward and best bat.” grunted Carboy.

“You wera calline me a renegade and &n enemy a
moment ago,” said Gay, unable to restrain a grin. ““ Well,
you can't feel any more bitter about ir than 1 do, you
fellows, Pm {fed-up—fed-up to the teeth!” he added
gloomily again. *“But I've not given up hope yet—not by
a long chalk |?

Frank Monk whistled, and eyed bim eagerly.

“Then—then you're not settled at St Jim's?” he
demanded. z

“No, I'm not! I've nothing against St. Jim’s or the
fellows there—far from it !'" said Gay glumly. “T'm not
disloyal to the school, but you fellows know how I want
to be back with you again, And, what’s more. 1 mean to
get back somehow.™

Hiz old chums regarded him with eager excitement.

“My hat!” breathed Frank Monk. “If it could only be
managed | The pater was saying only yesterday what a
pity it was you left us!®

Gordon Gay jumped.

“Your pater said that? Then—"

“Yes." grinned Monk. “He thinks you're a giddy model

pupil, Gay. 1 fan® he's rather sorry he had that shindy
with your uncle.”
_ “Then it’s only a matter of getting round my unele,” said
Giay, his eyes brightening. *The old chap knows now that
hia idea about the Grammar School being a rotten echool is
all bunkum. It’s only that silly rampus with your pater that
keeps him stubborn.” :

“But he'll never have you shifted again, surely,” said
Carhoy. o

“FPye written to him, and hs won't hear of it!” growled
Gay. "But P'm not done yet; I’'m going to take him up
river alons this afternoon, if he'll come, and I'm going fo
make a fight for it.”

“Good man!” said Frank Monk. “T say, why not_let
us come along and help? Wa can show the old chap just
what nice, waell-behaved littla fellows we really are.”

“ Afraid that wouldn’t do much good,” said Gay, with a
faint smile “ Your pater is the trouble, Franky. Tf wyou
could only do something to bring them together—"

“Why not upset the boat this afternoon, and I'll be at
hand to save your life?”

“Asg " said Gay. * Be serions, Franky !”

“Well, you’re asking for suggestions!” grinned Frank,
“And 'm—— My hat!” ;

He broke off with a whistle, y

“T believe that could be worked!” he went on, his eyes
gleaming. “1 was only joking, of course, about upsetting
the boat; it would be a rotten trick to pitch the old chap into
the ﬂutﬁf DBut what about vou falling overboard, Gay?"”

a :
“Yes and 'd do the gallant hero act and save your giddy
Tee Gew Lipmary.—No. 1,110,
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life before Lis eyes,” grinned Frank Monk. *“He'd be mo -
end grateful, I bet, and when he learns the heroie rescuer
is the gldd:,r son of the headmaster of the Grammar School,
\e——

* Phew

Gordon Gay jumped.

“My hat!” he breathed. “That’s a wheeze, Franky., My
uncle iz no end fond of me—he’'d be more grateful than if
vou'd saved his own life. But—but that wouldn't quite do
the trick, even if it made him more friendly disposed
towards Dr. Monk.”

“But I haven't finished yet,” said Frank Monk eagerly.
‘* After I've fished you out, you could be so done up that we
have to ruzh you up to the Grammar School in the boat.
Your uncle’s bound to want to come. Then my pater would
goon be on the scene. He'd be proud of his giddy son, and
if ho and your unele don’t fall on each other's necks and
matu!a, it up I'm a Dutchman. Then we step in and do the
rest.

“It's a ripping wheeze !” said Carbey.

“¥eas, rather [” grinned Harry Wootton, *Your nunky
would ba in the right mood to be talked to then, Gay.”

Gay evidently thought so, too. He drew a deep breath.
Stubborn as his vncle was, he was kind-hearted and for-
giving. In the ecircumstances the old gentleman could
ecarcaly help feeling kindly disposed towards both Frank
Monk and his father. Then, a little persuasion on the
juniors’ part might easily do the rest.

it waz worth trying, anyway. Wild as the scheme sounded
there was a goorfchﬂnce of it coming off—if all went well!

“ And—and you'll do it. Franky ?"" he breathed.

“Like a shot, old man!” smiled Monk. “It'll be worth
a giddy wetting to get you back, old man., We've missed
you no end. and it was a rotten shame you ever were taken
away.”

“Yes, rather)” :

“Tt chould be simple as falling off a house,” pgrinned
Monk. “ The best spot for the job would be just opposite the
old ocak—that’s the nearest place on the river to the
Grammar School, We'd be waiting there, and we could
drop a hanky or something as a signal.”

“Then we'll do it!"” said Gay, setting his lips. *“Good
man, Franky! You're a real good pal, and no mistake.
And now we'll settle details,” he added, glancing hastily
at his watch. ‘' None too much time. ['ve—"

“3WWe'lli come along with you to the station,” said Carboy.

* Better not,” eaid Gay, with a chuckle. *If uncle epots
sou with me now he may smell a rat when the plot begins
to work We’ll talk it over now, and then I'll pop off 1"

“Right-ho! Bafety first1”

“Yes, rather " A

And for some moments the schemers disgussed the plot
in detail. Then Frank Monk & Co. went off in the direction
of the river, while Gordon Gay, looking much more cheery
and hopeful now hurried on to the station. The plot was
a daring one. but it might “come off ” for all that. And
Gordon Gay was determined that it should.

!!P

CHAPTER 2,
A Hamper for Trimble !

All ready?"
“Yaas, wathaht”
It was half an hour later, and all the arrange-
ments for the picnic were complete. The juniors
had changed into flannels and blazers, snd the little party
were only waiting for Arthur Avguostus I’ Arvcy before start-
ing for the river, :

““(Got the grub, Gustavus?” asked Lowther.

“It has alweady gone down fo the hoathouse, Lowthah ™
said Arthur Augustus, smiling cheerfully, At least, the
basket of gwub has—I ordahed it to be sent stwaight there
fwom Blankley’s, deah boy. There are still a few things to
be called for at the tuckshop, howevah."

[ Gmd 1!1

o Rlppmg 1

A pienie-basket from Blankley's, and more tuck from the
tuckshop, sounded guite good to the 8t. Jim’s juniors, Tom
Merry & Co loocked quite merry and bright on that sunny
afternnon. Tt was an ideal day for & picniec up river, and
they beamed at Arthur Aupustus, the founder of the feast.

That aristocratic junior was laoking his very best. In,
whatever attire the swell of the Fourth adorned himself, he
looked the picture of elegance. In his boating flannels he
now looked spick-and-span and faultlessly attired. i

“Isn't he a picture, you fellows?" said Lowther, eyeing
him admiringly. *It’s really a treat just to see Gussy, with-
out coming to the picnie as well 1 I feel overwhelmed at my
good fertune in getting both." :

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather|”
“Bai Jove! You are wottin’, Lowthah 1
“(o hon|™
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“Howevan, we had better be makin' a start, deah boys.
Bai Jove! Where evah can Hewwies be, Blake?”

" Never mind Herries!" said Blake, with suspicious haste.
“Let's get on—he’s following us in a few minutes, he said.”

“*Vewy well, deah boy |”

Arthur Auguostus nodded, and the juniors made a start
for the boathouse, in high feather, CEIrJ]IIJ'Ig at the tuckshop
for the extrs delicacies on the way. Only Blake locked a
trifle thoughtful. The fact that Hetries was delayed seemed
to worry him a little.

Outside and inside the boathouse the scene was a busy
one, and as the boafman and his assistant had their hands
full, the juniors attended to their own wants. They had

just got their boat out when a fat figure came rolling hastily
down to the stage.

‘“Hallo, here's dear old Trimble !” said Lowther, with a
“I've been expecting him to come along.

chuckle.

I say,

his arms was a big hamper, obvionsly very heavy. It wa
rather an ancient hamper, very much knocked about and
time-stained.

Trimble blinked at it and licked his lips. Trimble had
no eyea for the condition of the hamper—only its size
interested him at the moment.

“Here we are!” gasped Lowther. “Out of the way, there
—out of the way, Trimble. I'll put it in the stern, Gussy.”

“Bai Jove ! ejaculated Gussy. ** What—what

“All right, Gussy, lvave this to me,” said Lowther hastily,
interrupting him, “Trust me to take care of the grub, old
chap. There, that's safe enough!"

He planked the biz hamper in the bottom of a small,
single-sculler eclose by.  Then he stepped back on to tha
stage, breathing rather hard  Obviously that hamper had
been heavy.

“ Now, what about il, you fellows?" he zaid.

“1've done

¥ Leok out, thera " Crash! ' Yooooop!"
round his elegant ankles, growling deepl
the seat behind him.

Crrerr :

I'll get rid of the fat nuisance, Gussy, Just let him run on
for a bit.*

With that, Monty Lowther vanished inside the boathouso,

Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth, a fat, ingratiating smile on
his shiny features, rolled up to Tom Merry & Co.

‘Oh, here you are, Gussy!” he said brightly. “Just
wondering if you'd got down yet! I say, vou didn’t trouble
to invite me to the picnie, but I knew you'd be awfully
disappointed if T didn't come along, old fellow.”

“Wats " said Gussy.

“Are we starting right awav?” asked Trimble affably,
*1 say, where's the grub, Gussy?”

“We are not startin’ wight away, Twimble, and the gwuhb
haz not yet awwived!” said Gussy, polite as ever. “But [
uttahly fail to see how the mattah intewests you, Twimble !”

“(h, really. Gussy! He, he, he! T can take a joke, old
fallow. I eay, if this is our boat I think I'll get in.”

*You will do nothin’ of the kind, Twimble! I do not
wish to be unkind and wude; but I weally canuot stand you
at any pwice, Twimble, and T wefuse to allow you to wedge
in. Kindly wun away!”

“Oh, 1 say, Gussy, that's a bit thick!” said Trimble
pathetically. *What am I to do now, then? I've cancelled
my own picnic simply out of kindness and respect for you.
It's not on(lly mucked up my afternoon, but cost me a log

one way and another.”
i “'Gt Ill

b “1 had to tip Blankley’s man five bob to take the grub
ack—""
¥Dwy up, you feahful fibbah—

2 U.'h,L really, Gussy—
Trimble paused, and his eyes glimmered. At that moment
Monty Lowther came staggering out of the boathouse,

R-r~rip=rip !
+ Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jumped back in the rocking-boat—quite forgetting
He went over backwards with a crash, and then followed the sound of Towser trying his teeth

.on Qussy’s elegant bags.

It was dons in a moment. As Towser nossd

(See Clapter 2.)

my whack by earrying it to the boat. Who's golng to take
it upstream to select a suitable spot and get tea ready

“ Bai Jovel”

“ You taking on the job, Blake?” asked Lowther, winking
at that junior.

“No fear!” said Blake emphatically. “Blessed if I zoa
why I should do the dirty work on this trip.”

“You, Manners?”

“ Not me !” smiled Mannors.

_“¥ou, Tom—somebody's got to see to the hamper and
things "

Tom shook his head and smiled.

“Nor me. Shall we toss up for it 7 he asked.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“You shut up, Trimble. If nobody wants to see to the
grub and get tea ready, then what are we to do?’? demanded
Lowther. “The question is, will even a biz hoat carry us
and a great, whacking hamper of stuff like this 7 Somehody
ought to go on ahead and select the spot, and—->"

“1 say, you fellows,” said Trimble cagerly, “I'll sce to
that, if you like. I don’t mind a bit of work—not me!
ook here, leave it to me!" -

“Eh? But you aren't coming, Trimwble?” exclaimed
Lowther. *“8till, it wouldn’t be a bad idea if Trimble likes
to parn a share in the pierie—-"

“Bai Jove! Weally, Lowthah, T do not undshstand! Oh,

, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus suddenly intercepted an expressive wink
from the humorous Lowther. The swell of St. Jim’s was
rather slow oh the up-take, as it were; but he could not
fail to see that wink,

“Bai Jove! Weally, Lowthah——"

TEe Gex Liseany.—No, 1,110,
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“If Trimble doeen’t mind the grind of taking this hamper

upstream, then 1 vote we let him!”’ said Lowther. *The
question 1s, can we trust Trimble 17 ’
“That's the question!®.said Blake solemnly. ™Still, we

shan’t be far behind. I think—"
“Right sz rain!” said Lowther.
Gussy I

“Just say the word,

““1 say, you can trust me—of course yom can!” said
Trimble warmly. *Look here—" : ;
“(Oh, let the fat ass get on with it!" said Blake. “We

shall be here all day at this rate. Shove off, Trimble—and
mind you pick sout & suitable spot.”

“Trust mel Leave it to me!” said Trimble, hifhiy de-
lighted. “Don't worry about anything, Gussy, old fellow.

I'll see'to it.”

“Bai Jove!"” gasped Gussy. “Oh! Ah!

Vewy well, Twimble!™ : -

“Thanks no end, Gussy. T'll make everything square with
my picnic next Wednesday, old fellow! Don’t forget the
date—next Wednesday! 1 shall insist upon all you fellows
coming, of course.”

And Trimble boarded the small boat and grasped the oars.
Monty Losrther, smiling cheerily, pushed him off. The
rest looked on with smiling faces, Arthur Angustus still
looking a trifle puzzled, The oars splashed into the water,
and Baggy, & very cheery expression on his fat face, started
to pull at them. His first attempt almost upset the boat,
but he soon got into his stride, though it was certainly a
very wobbly stride.

But he made progress for all that. Baggy was no oars-
man, The little craft wobbled and lurched, the fat Fourth-
Ioriner’s oars resembling the turning of the sails of a
windmill. Yet the bpat moved forward on its decidedly
erratic course upstream, and vanizshed round the bend at

Yaas, wathah!

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d,

“What rot!* said Flerries. *If you call Towser a fearful
brute I'll give you a present of a thick ear, Gussy. He's as
good-looking as you any day, and a jolly sight more
sensible.” i

“Bai Jove! You—you—— Oh, gweat Scott] Take that
animal away, Hewwies !” roared the swell of 8t. Jim's, fairly
stuttering with excitement. “I tell you I will not allow
you to take him in that boat.” ;

*“Oh, rats!” said Herries, “Come on, Towser, old man.”

Arthur Augustus jumped away as Herries advanced to’the
hoat and jumped in, carefully helpin? Towszer over the gun-
wale. The bulldog seemed to be fully aware that Arthur
Augustus objeeted to him, for he kept his small eyes on the
wrathful Gussy, and gave vent to another low growl.
“Herries, old man,” grinned Tom Merry, “better not take
him. After all, Gussy's the giddy host——"

“Don't talk rot!” grunted Herries. “ Gussy will soon get
used to him. Anyway, I'm blessed if I'm going to take him
all the way back home now. Be reasonable, Gussy!”

“1 uttahly wefuse to be weasonable—I mean, I uitahly
wefusze to go in that boat with that feahful animal I shouted
Gusey angrily, “Hewwies, I ordah you to leave that boat
this instant [”’

* Bow-wow 1

“You heah me?" shrieked Gussy.

“Yes, old chap! I'm not deaf!”

Arthur Augustas spluttered and danced with rage, Herrles
settled himself in the stern. Then he made Towser com-
fortable, giving him a couple of cushions for that purpose.
Towser settled down, keeping one eye open and fixed upon
the enraged Arthur Aupgustus. The rest of the juniors—
excepting their aristocratic host—boarded the big, roomy
boat. Tom Merry, Blake, and Manners seated themselves
on the thwarts, and picked up the sculls

last. As it did so, Monty “Jump in, Gussy!” grinned

Lowther doubled up and B T P 4 o e 3 € i 5 B 5 e £ 7§ 5§ et €Y TO]‘I;_.IMEHY. 1 i

roared, “Herries  wi gee O
“Ha, ha, ha!” IN THIS ISSI I E i Towser doesn't bite you, old

ko
“Bai Jovel!” exclaimed g
Arthur  Awngustus smilingly, !
turnin & glimmerin =
monocle on  Lowther, * !
wealised wou were pullin’
Twimble's leg, of
Lowthah
“ Baw-wow |
Gussy has!|” =

COourse,

What a brain
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chap ! said Blake scothingly.

Arthur Augustus  Hushed
CTimEon.

“You are well awah that
I am not afwaid of the
w'etched animal bitin’ me ™
he spluttered. 1 am afwaid
of the feahful bwute wuinin'
my clobbah, you gwinnin'
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“Ha, ha! Rather not, old bean! Only brick-ends and
rubbish, Gussy. I found the hamper in the boathouse store-
room. I do hope Baggy enjoys himself. I fancy we shan’t
see either him or the hamper again this afternoon.”

* Bal Jove I* -

Arthur Augustus understood now It was just a little
wangle of the humorouns Monty's for getting ¥id of the
troublesome Bagey.

“Bai Jove! 'That was wathah a good ideah!” chuckled
Gussy. “The fat wottah is weally a feahful nuisance, and
will nevah take *‘no’ for an answah. Howevah, we had
bettah— Bai Jove, though, wherevah is Hewwies,
Blake ?*

“Here he comes now,” said Blake. -“Jump in the boat,
Gussy, and we'll get off."

But Arthur Augustus did not jump in the boat. Ie
stared along the towing-path, his features registering
sudden and growing wrath.

Herries certainly was coming, but he was not alone.
Trotting at his heels was a white, four-footed apparition
with an ugly face, its open mouth showing two rows of
businesslike teeth.

It was Towser, George Herries’ beloved bulldog and
Gussy's pet sbhomination.

“Bai Jovel” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

" feahful wottah! Hewwies, yon—you——"

“Here I am,” remarked Herries cheerily.
late, but I had to feed Towser and get him ready.
the matter, Gussy I

“Mattah” shraeked Arthur Augustus.  “ Didn’t I tell you
that on no asccount would I agwee to Towsah comin’, you
wottah i e

“Oh, come off it, Gussy! Dash it all,” said Herries in-
dignantly, *“can’t old Towser have an outing sometimes as
well as us? Don't be so dashed mean!”

Arthur "Augustus stamped his foot—a
brought a low grow! from Towser :

“1 ordah you to take that feahful bwuie hack again;
Hewwies!” he shouted. * T uttahly wefuse to entsh the boat
with him!” :

Tee Gem Lmmiry.—No. 1,110,

“The—the

“Horry I'm

What's

proceeding that

does it matter if the old boy does paw or tear your silly
bags, Gussy? Jump in_ and don't be so thumping particular
about your clobber(”

“I—I—for the last time, Hewwies,” shouted Gussy, “I
ordall you to leave that boat and take Towsah back home I

“Rats! That's jolly well likely—I don’t think. If you
want him out of the way, take him back yourself ' snorted
Herries. *'I'm surprised at you being so awfully mean,
‘llSﬁV.” 2

“¥Yon wefuse to take Towsah back, Hewwies?” g

“¥ou've said it!"” said Herries. “I agreed not to bring
my cornet, and I think I've made enough concessions.”

“Jump in, Gussy!” urged Blake. " Never mind the
thumping dog! He never takes any notice of us™

This was frue enough. Towser was on friendly terms
with all the juniors—but that was, perhaps, because they
did not mind the marks of muddy paws on their “hags®
so much as did Arthur Augustus. Actually, Towser was
a very good-tempered and harmless animal—as Gussy well
knew—but somehow he seemed to have a particular and
remarkable attraction towards Gussy’s clothes, and especially
his natty trousers! TGl

Possibly  Towser was aware of Gussy’s apprehensions,
and it was sheer mischievousness on his part. )

“¥es, jump in, Gussy I’* urged Tom Merry., “'We'll keep
an eye on old Towser " -

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. All was ready to push
off, and the fellows at the oars were waiting. Moreover,
the space on the stage was wanted.

“Move off, young gentlemen,” said old Bates, the hoat-
man,

“Yes, get out of the thumping way therel!” bawled
Grundy, of the Shell, who was waiting to carry his boat
out.

“Bai Jove!” ;

There scemed nothing else for it. With a look at Herries
that sheuld have withered him on the spot, but didn'f
‘Arthur Augustus stepped 1nto the boat.

‘“All serene, ’ smiled Tom Merry

But he spoke a trifle too soon.

As Arxthur Augustus stepped gracefully into the boad;
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Towser
seat.
Digby and Lowther seated on it.

for the stern where Herries was sitting.
Grrr-rrer !

“Oh, bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus,
: : l I insist upon him bein’
tied up Hflght in the stern behind the seat.

pick that w'etehed animal up!

wisle
Grrrrrerr !
“0h, gweat Scolt! Hewwiesg——"
“Look out, there—"
Crash ! =
Grrrrver ! R-r-ripwvip !
It was done in a moment,
What Gussy had feared, came about,

The mischievous Towser nosed round his elegant ankles,
growling deeply, Naturally, Arthur Augustus was alarmed,
and he jumped back in the rocking boat—quite forgetting
He went backwards over

the seat behind him.
crash amid a chorus of yclls,
ominous ripping sound.

It was Towser trying his feeth on Gussy's elegant bags.
Tnfortunately, one of the swell of the Fourth’s waving
legs had eaught Towser under his bulky chin, and naturally
enough, the bulldog had promptly retaliated, by tearing

Coussy’s trousers, y
Arthur Augustus shricked.

“Yarroooogh! Keep that feahful bwute off, Hewwies!

Yoop! Oh, pweat Secott!"

With great presence of mind, Tom Merry collared the
still growling Towser and handed him over
Herries.
kicking old Towser 4n the jaw with your silly hoof, like
If you hadn't had canvas shoes on you might have

“Well, vou rotter, Gussy!” snorted

that !
hurt him.
“ODw—ow! Wow!

his face crimson with wrath.

in his trousers.

ave a low growl and jumped from hiz cushioped
The pienic basket was already in the prow, with
I Thete being no room
for Arthur Augustus in the prow, he was obliged to make

Oh, the—the feahful beast!”

Arthur Augustus stagmered up in the bottom of the hoat,
He fumbled for his eye-
glass, jammed it into place, and then he examined the rent
It proved to be serious—quite four inches

with wrath.

of flannel having been torn from the bottom of the trousers,
Moreover, Gussy :
“Look at it!” he shricked, almost crimson in the face
“That—that w'etched animal!

was hurt.

Lock at my

twousahs, Hewwies! I knew that would happen, you uttah

idiot >
“ Hewwles,

I wefuse to f
Lim have a

0
“Ha, ha, ﬁa

(R

at you in real earnest, you silly ass!

_ "Well, what's that in comparison with hoofing poor old
Towser under the jaw?" demanded Herries in a tone of
deep indignation and scorn.

“I've a jolly good mind to let

e

Tom Merry and the others howled with laughter at the

expression on- Gussy's face.

He looked at Herries with the

face of a ferocious gargoyle.

*You—vou wottah, Hewwies!
My bags are uttahly wuined!
back and change them.
thwashin' afterwards, for bwingin' that bwute sgainst my

Jove.

cxpwess ordahs!™

“Rats |
it with a “You fellows must
and then follotved that gasped Arthur Augustus.

boat, eyeing Towser apprehensivelw,
would carry out his threat.
gtill heah, howevah, T shall eancel the picnic and wefuse to

go on with it."”
“0Oh, my hat!”

You clumsy owl—

he choked. *0Oh, bai
1 shall have to go
Hewwies, I will give you.a feahful

wait heah for me until I weturn!”
He clambered ashore from the
as if afraid Herries
“1f that wotten animal is

“¥ou heah me, Hewwies!” shricked Gussy, shaking his

fist from the bank.
I shall wefuse to accompany the partay, or to

wetuarn,

“If that animal is not gonme Ly my

allow the picnic to pwoceed.”

to his master,
“Fancy

rage,

him 1”*

With that, Arthur Augustus stamped away in a towering
For some yards he walked on, and then, suddenly
aware of the flapping strip of torn flannel at his ankles, he
stopped and fastened it with his tie-pin. Then he strode
away along the towing.path towards St. Jim's.
“(0Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry in dismay.
like mucking up the giddy picnic.
awful ass to bring Towser—you know how Gussy objects to

1 % Thiz look
Herries, you were an

(Continued on next page.)
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HERE’'S THE NEXT OF OUR POPULAR

Express nnqinea of the
“ Royal Scot! class, on the
L.M.S. Railway, are named
after famous regiments of the
British Army. This week you
will fearn from our contribu-
tor all about the * Cameron
Hightander ** locomotive.

“"HIGHLAND LADDIE!"
OCOMOTIVE 6106 of the * Royal
I ‘Beot " class is named aftor the fam-
ous regiment of Cameron High-
landers. This unit was originally
# member of the 78th Foot, raised by
Cameron of Erracht in 1793 in Invernesa-
shirs, almost entirely from men of his own
clan, ¥or many years it was the only single
battalion regiment in the Army.

The Cameron Highlanders hold two re-
markable records. Firstly, they returned
fromn Corunna in 1809 with 700 officers
and men down with typhus fever, without
losing one of them. And secondly, they
went out on the ill-fated Walcheren ex-.

-

pedition six months later, in which so many
Britishers were killed, and served through
the swhole ceampaign without losing a man.
This, in spite of the fact that they were
in the thitk of the fray all the time.

Maybe that is why the name, * Cameron
Highlander,” so eminently suits locomotive
6105 of the * Royal Beot " elass. Watch
her thunder by on her non-stop journey
fromn London to Carlisle, sand one realises
that she will not easily be turned from her
purpose. Battered or bruised she will
varry on with her job, never faliering,
day in, day out.

Just as the men of the famous regimont
whose name she bears came home from the

RAILWAY ARTICLES!

Corunne and Walcheren eampaigng sorely
wounded and ill from fever and disease,
go the great locomotive must be in need
of & rest and overhaul when she comes to &
standstill in the quist comfort of her shed,
after her day’'s work is done. But like the
Cameron Highlanders, she had dda#fe Wer
joh, and that ia all that matters. 2

The Cameron Highlanders were at
Waterloo and served with distinetion dur-
ing the Crimea. Mozt of you fellows will
hiave heard the regimental march, © High-
land Laddie,”” at some time or other,
end don't the regiment make a fine show
as they come swinging down the road, white
plurnes waving in their ostrich feather
bonnets.

Standing beside the glant locomotive
6105, and gazing up at the name plate and
crest of the regiment engraved upon her
gides, it would be difficult to find more
worthy a bearer of the honourable name of
* Cameron Highlander.”
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_ “What rot!® “Let's get on without
the born idiot I”

“May as well,” grinned Blake. “Gussy ean follow on
when he's finished changing. Dash it all, he must get
used to Towser! The beggar never worries us, does he?
Gussy will have got over it when he’s changed his bags, and
W&'!} have tea ready for him when he turns up. Come
on!

*Oh, all right!” grinned Tom. *“It's too bad, but—"

He chuckled and grasped the oars again. Blake and
Manners did the same, and as Gusey vanished amid the
foliage along, the towing-path, the boat rocked out into
midstream, and was soon gliding at a good pace along the
shining river upstream.

sniffed Herries,

CHAPTER 3.
Baggy’s Chance !

1 EASTS 17
B Thuz Baggy Trimble. T
The fat junior was giving his frank opinion of

. Tom Merry & Co. Delighted as he was at having
sneceeded in “ wedging " into the picnic party, Bagey felt
distinetly aggrieved at having all the work te do. Certainly,
he would never have been allowed to accompany the party
had he not been on the spot to make himself useful—Baggy
realised that! None the less, he was feeling far from
grateful towards Tom Merry & Co

For Baggy was finding rowing hard work on that warm,
sunny afternoon. He found no pleasure in rowing, nor
in the soft murmur of the silvery river as it swished and
rippled past his hoat. The hot sun shone down on him
from a blue, cloudless sky, and Baggy's face, already
erimson with the unusual exertion, was streaming with
perspiration. :

“Beasts!” ho murmured again with emphasis. *“Mean
beasts! Fancy making a fellow pull this heavy hamper on
his own! It would serve the beasts right if I collared the
lot and let 'em go to pot ¥ ; ;

And Baggy ceased rowing, wiped the perspiration from his
eyes, and blinked along the river, winding into the distance.
But he saw no signs of the boat he had Been watching for.
Other boats had passed him, but of Tem Merry & Co. he
saw no sign.

“ Beasts |” repeated Baggy with a grunt. “They won’t
turn up till they think I've got everything ready!
never knew such selfish meanness! Serve 'em right if—"

Bagey paused and strained his eyes again along the
shining river.

He was hot, and he was tired, and—he was hungry;
very hungry indeed! Really, it was a bit thick. Wh?' the
thump should he have to wait until the others came along?
Rowing made a fellow awfully hungry—he was famished
in fact!

"It wouldn’t be & bad idea just to pull inshore and have
a little enack before the others came along. x

Bagey geanned the banks on either side. Then his eyes
fell upon a smooth, level stretch of grassy sward. Deyond
that were the shady depths of Rylcombe Woods,

An id=al spot, thought Baggy, and no sooner had the
thought oceurred to him than he was pulling the boat
towards the bank. Not being a very skilful waterman
Baggy had seme difficulty in landing. But he manage
it at last. Then he blinked downstream, wiping his perspir-
ing face with his handkerchief as he did so.

There was still no sign of Tom Merry & Co.

Baggy blinked at the big hamper. e

It locked very heavy; so much to the good if it was.
But the prospect of dragging it azhore made no appeal o
Baggy. Should he open it in the boat, or—— :

Bagey decided promptly that this was much too risky.
If anyone saw him they might easily think he had boned
the hamper. Fallows were horribly suspicious!

Having settled the point Bagey made a start. He had
drawn the boat up on the shingle, and also tied the painter
to an overhanging willow. It was not an easy matter to
[ift the heavy bamper, but the thought of the contents, and
the fear of interruption, gave Baggy additional strength,

After a terrifie struggle, punctuated with gasps and pants,

THE GEM LIBRARY;

Get This Month’s Bumper Issues of

The Schoolboys’ Own Library.

No. 89, “THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS IV
By Frank Richards.
PMo.100. " HIS OWN ENEMY 1"

By Owen Conguest.
On Sale at All Newsagents. Price 4d. per Volume.

“THp GEM Liprary.—No, 1,110,

Price 2d.

Trimble hauled the hamper ashore and drogged it up the

relxtsaﬁ bank.  When well-screened by foliage, Bagey
1alted,

“Oh, good!” he gasped. “Fancy those beasts makin
a fellow do all this! Beasts! Here goes, anyway! Das
it all, a labourer's jolly well worthy of his hirel I'll just
kave a little snack before the others come.”

He got out his pocket-knife and sawed through the string
and rope that tied the hamper. Really, now he had time
to examine that hamper, Baggy was very surprised at the
state of it. He would have thought the fastidious Arthur
Augustus I’Arcy would have been scornful of having any-
thing to do with such a disreputable-looking hamper, much
lesff putiing good grub into it.

Beastly old thing!” sniffed Baggy, “Faney shoving
Eriﬁ} in this! Why, it’s only fit to—to—to—— -mum-Tny
at!

. The lid was up now, and Baggy was gazing inte the
interior of the hamper. His words ended in a stuitering
glil'g'.lc of utter amazement and dismay.

G-gug-good lor’ I he gurgled, his jaw dropping.

With eyes nearly starting from his head, Baggy Trimble
gazed at the colloction of brick ends, stones, and old bottles
and newspapers that filled the hamper.

M-my word!” he gasped at last, giving a deep, deep
groan of utter dismay. “‘It—it isn’t grub at sil! ©Oh
crtkey!, I¥’s only rubbish! That—that awful beast Lowther |
He—he's spoofed me. Oh, the—the awful rotter! The—
t]!a—"—”

Words quite failed the grub-hunter as he realised how he
had heen done.

For obviously he had been done. Lowther had sent him
up-river with that hamper of rubbish just to get rid of
him. As he thought of the way he had toiled and sweated
at the sculls Baggy Trimble’s amazement and dismay gave
place to wild indignation and overpowering wrath.

* The—the rotters!” he spluttered, fairly dancing round the
hamper. “The—the awful rotters! Oh dear! And—and
I’m whacked and nearly famished!”

Really it was enough to break a stouter heart than that
of Baggy Trimble. But even as he stood there, blinking
about him in deep dejection, his ears caught the sound of
splashing oars out on the wide, glimmering river.

It was Tom Merry & Co. One swift glance told Baggy
Trimble that. He was on the point of yelling insulting
and seornful remarks at the moving boat ‘when a thought
sugldnnly ca,mciita him,

e wasn't done yet. He'd get his own back somehow.
He'd follow them up-river and—g——

_**Phew!” breathed Baggy, breaking in on his own ofler
tions. “The rotters haven't seen me, and they're pulling
111, !

It was true enough, Baggy was out of sight himself, and
his boat was safely groundéd under the bank well shielded
from view from the river by the overhanging willow. And
Tom Merry & Co. were pulling in towards the bank some
yards away from where he stood. Their cheery laughter
and chatter reached him clearly across the water,

]‘; But where’s that ass Gussy 1” mumbled Baggy to him-
self.

Somewhat mystified, but still seething with wrath, Trimble
watched from hiding. He saw the juniors jump a-hore,
and saw Herries land Towser. Then the others haunled
a pienic-basket from the boat and earried it ashore.

““Here we are again!” sang Monty Lowther cheerfully.
“Here, you've done nothing but play about with that
dashed dog, so far, Herries, old son. Come and take a
turn with this basket.”

“Rats!” said Herries. “I'm going to take old Towser for
a run hefore tea. The poor chap’s a bit upset after that
affair with that silly chump Gussy. Towser’s rather a highly-
strung animal, you know.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“DBlessed if I can see anything to cackle at!” said Herries
warmly., “Poor old Towser isn’t used to getting hoofed
under the jaw, I can tell you. It's upset him, Anyway,
I'm taking him for a run, just fo get him away from any
more excitement,™ :

And Herries trotted away, leading his beloved bulldog.

Baggy Trimble breathed freely again, He did neot like
Towser, and though he had a small opinion of Towser’s

 powers as a fracker, there was a risk of the bulldog smellins

him out and giving the alarm.

“0Oh, good!” murmured Baggy.

Tom Merry had-taken one bandle of the picnic-basket
and Lowther had taken the other. The party moved away
from the river, having tied up their boat. Baggy drew
a deep breath and followed, moving very cautiously.
Strange ideas were moving in his fat mind. He knew now
that Tom Merry & Co. had never had any miention of
allowing him to join them in the pienic—far from it. It
had been all spoct, of course. Well, he'd show “em!

With glimmering eyes. the fat Fourth-Former followed
in the wake of the cheery party. He did pot have to
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Qordon Qay gave a }reip of astonishment as
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy surged up to him
and grasped him firmly. “ All wight,
Gay ! " panted Gussy. ‘' Keep still—I1 have
you ! " “ 0wl Leggo, you Idiet!"
spluttered Gay wrathfully, " Ow-ow !
Groooh! Qerraway, blow you !'" (Sez Chapier 6.)

follow far. 1In a little, shady clearing, Tom
Merry ealled a halt, and the basket was
lowered carefully on to the warm grass. =

“What about old Gussy?” demanded
Tom Merry. “Think he'll spot our boat?”

“Certain to,” grinned Blake, “He knows
the boat, and he's bound to be looking out
for it. Still, Eerhaps we'd better keep an
cye open for him.”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Dighy. “After
all Gussy's our host, and it's hardly the
thing to give your host the go-by like this,
We can take a rest on the bank, and take it
easy until he comes along.”

“Right-ho!™

* Good wheeza!” said Blake.

Tom Merry, Blaks, and Manners, who had rowed all the
way upstream, were only too eager to fall in with the sug-
gestion. They were perspiring and tired after the pull, and
ready for a rest. ¢

* Basket bo all right here " asked Dighy.

Right as rain,” said Blake. “Herries will soon he
along again, anyway.”

**No good yanking it back to the boat,” said Tom.

It was a quiet spot, and, in the fond belief that Bagey
Trimble was away upstream, Tom Merry & (lo. strolled
back to where their boat rocked gently below the high
bank. There they threw themselves down and sprawled in
various attitudes on the bank, to await the coming of
Arthur Augustus,

CHAPTER 4.

Baggy Bagged !
L HIS is tophole!” murmured Lowther lazily, lying
with his handkerchief over hisx perspiring face.
“Hope Gussy doesn’t spoil the picture by making

a fnss when he turns up.”

“I'm afraid we ought to have insisted on Herries taking
Towser back,” said Tem Merry. “It was too bad. That
blessed dog is sometimes & bit of a nuisance!”

“Too late now, anyway,” yvawned Blake., “Wonder
where dear old Baggy is now " .

“Hg, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared as they thought of the fat and flabby
Baggy pulling that hamper up-river.

I'rom his hiding-place Baggy heard the words clearly,
and his eyes gleamed.

“Beasts!” he muttered to himself. “(Clackling beasts!
My bat! T'll make "em sit up somehow! 1 wonder——"

Baggy did not wonder for long. The moment the idea
came to him he acted upon it. The temptation to get his
own back was great, but the temptation to get his hands
on the grub was much greater. Baggy really did feel that
Tom Merry & Co. needed a lesson, especially as it would be
such a pleasant lesson for him to administer!

He crept away through the trees, scarcely making a
sound, 5

The thought of Herries returning with Towser made him
pause once; but he roflected that Towser's sense of smell
was small—despite Herries' claim to the contrary—and he

- Frank Menk.

would have lots of time to get clear when he heard them
returning.

Musing thus, Baggy moved on again, and in a few
seconds he had reached the little clearing. \

In the middle of it lay the baskef, unguarded and
unwatched.

On tiptoe Bagegy stepped towards it, almost quivering with
eagerness and excitement, Then he bent down and grasped
it. To his relief Baggy found he could raise the basket
easily—it was nothing like so heavy as the hamper!

With one last blink round him, Baggy staggered away
with his burden.

Throngh the trees he went, though in s different direction
from that which Herries and Towser had taken. His one
thought was te put as much distance as possible between
himself and the river.

On he staggered, with only a brief rest now and again.
He was soon gasping and panting, and bathed with per-
spiration; but the realisation that he was still far from
being safe spurred him on.

Really, he could scarcely believe in his good luck yet.
Had Towser been on guard such a raid would have been
frau%hb with danger—indeed, Bagey would never have con-
templated it for one moment. And Tom Merry & Co.'s
desire to wait on the bank for Arthur Augustus I’Arcy was
yoi another stroke of luck.

Bagey was resolved to make the most of what he con-
sidered the chiance of a lifetime.

Unfortunately, his luck was not to last.

Suddenly, as he blundered desperately on, Baggy ran
almost f:,t!f tilt into four youths who happened to be passing
through the weods just then. Unlilke Baggy, they were
walking on a well-defined path, and their tennis-shoes made
scarcely any sound,

Baggy was on the party before he knew it—before he had
the chance to get ont of sight.

He groaned deeply the instant he recognised them.

One was Frank Monk, and the others were Carboy, Harry
Wootton, and Jack Wontton!

“ Oh, g-good lor’ 1 %rcaned Baggy. - =

Retreat, like concealment, was out of the guestion. The
four Grarmmarians were upon him.

“Hallo, it's the fat merchant from 8t Jim’s,” prinned
“What the thump’s he pot there?! PBeen
raiding the silver from Ryleombe Grange, 1 expect.”

“It's more likely grub!” said Carboy. *“Can't you sea

Toae Gex Lapmrany,—No. 1110,
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it’s a pienic-basket. T say, we're on to this, chaps. Collar
him 1”?

“ T think we'd better look into this,” grinned Frank Monk.
“Plenty of time before Gay comes alang, T expeet.”

“1 think so, too,” said Harry Wootton, his e¢yes fixed on
the picnic-basket. “Of course, this fat porker’s raided that
basket from somewhere, and we really ought to leck o
the matter. If we find it doesn’t belong to him we must
take charge of it.”

“ Yes, rather ™ 3 :

“In any case, we commandeer it as enemy supplies,” said
Frank Monk airily. *“All's fair in love and war!”

*“ Hear, hear!” it

“Look here! I—T say, leggo my basket!” gasped Trinible
in great alarm. “If you don't I'll yell and feich those
beasts Tomn Merry and his pals here, There's five or six
of them, hesides a bulldog.” : e

“8o that's it!” grinned Frank Monk, his eyes gleammg.
“ This jolly old pienic-basket belongs to Tom Merry, and
you’re jusi bolting with it, what?” ;

“Nunno! Ohcrumbs! Not at all! Tt—it's onjy an empty
basket! There’s no grub in it—none at all. Look here——
Ow I

Bump! .

Baggy sat down with a yelp and a heavy concussion as
Carboy gave him a gentle push. The next moment the four
Grammarians, keeping a wary eye on 'Irimble, were
examining the basket. They undid the catch, and then they
lifted the lid.

Their eyes glistened, and their mouihs watered as the
contents were revealed.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was. a fellow who mever did

things by halves, When he gave a feed he could be de-
pended upon to carry it out well. He spared neither money
nor care in the selection of good things. As they blinled
into the well-illed basket Frank Monk & Co. gasped with
ay.
“This is great!” gurgled Frank Monk. “A ripping stroke
of luck, and no nustake! Sce, the blessed basket's beon
turned out-by Blankley’s, and it's addressed to dear old
D'Arey. The giddy spoils of war, chaps! It's only lasi
term that those giddy Saints raided some grub of ours.,”

“ Veos, rather! QOur turn now!"”

“0Oh crumbs! I say, you fellows——" :

“Silonce, varlet!” ordered Frank Monk severely. “Tie
the prisoner up to a tree, you men, We can't risk him
trotting off to fetch the enemy.”

“Rather not!™ ° ;

“We can be scoffing some of this ripping grub while
we're waiting for Gay and his giddy uncle,” grinned Monk.
“Then we'll hide the rest, and after the affair’s over we'll
come hack and continue the feed. It wouldn't be a bad iden
to invite Gay and his uncle to come.”

“My hat! Good wheeze!"”

“ Collar the basket and let’s be off, then I” chuckled Frank
Monk.

“Oh dear! You—you awful rotters! I've had awful
trouble getting that grub, and—— ¥ow!”

Trimble yelped as Carboy and the Wootton brothers ran
him up against the nearest tree. Despite their serious task
that afternoon, the sight of the pood things in the basket
proved far too great a temptation for tho Grammariang.
To leave such a ripping stock of grub in the grecdy clutches
of Baggy Trimble was more than eould reasonably be ex.
poetecFof Frank Monk & Co, Moreover, it would be a great
score over their 8t. Jim's rivals,

With the cord that had fastened the basket they tied the
protesting and pleading Baggy sccurely to the tree. Then,
carrying the basket between them, they hurried on towards
the river, the luckless Baggy watching them go with fecl-
ings too deep for verbal expression. e was almost weepin
with disappointment and fury. After all his trouble—wi
tha spoil within his grasp, his lick had changed, and he
had lost his liberty as well as the grub. He shivered as the
fear crossed his mind that the hilarious Grammarians might
easily forget him.

Supposing he was left there all night? .

Bagpy groaned in sheer anguish of spirit, not daring as
yet to yell for help. A yell would eoon bring Tom Merry &
Co, on the scene, though the fat Fourth-Former realised he
would have to yell sconer or later. But to yell just yet
would only bring Monk & Co. back, and then they might
perhaps gag him,

“Oh, the beasts!” groaned Baggy. ;

Meanwhile, Frank Monk & Co. had reached the river, and
were just ahout to open the basket again when Carboy gave
an exclamation and pointed downstream.

light boat was eoming up the shining river. An elderly

entleman was seated in the stern, and even from that

gistance the Grammarians could recognise the smaller figure
at the oars, :

“Tt’s dear old Nunky and Gordon,” grinned Frank Monk
“ flide that basket somewhere, chaps—the grub can wait:
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Where's my giddy hanky—I've got to drop that a= a signal
ta Gordon! Then I do the giddy gallant hero act!”.

“(h, blow " said Harry Wootton, who was hungry. =

But orders were orders, and the more serious task came
bafore the feed. Hurriedly the basket was hidden in a
near-by thicket, and then all excepting Frank Monk took
COVET.

With his eyes fixed on the approaching boat, Frank Monk
waited, the handkerchief in his hands. Close by was the
old vak, a withered tree that was a landmark on the river.
When opposite that spot Gordon Gay would be on the look-
out for the signal. When he saw it he wounld earry out his
part of the carefully-arranged plot.

Frank Monk chuckled as %]l’: waited. Really hie was quite
looking forward te the little plot. And if 2!l went well—

The boat was almost opposite now. He saw Gordon Gay
take a caveless look over his shoulder,

The moment had come. ¢

Frank Monk dropped his handkerchief.

—
CHAPTER 5.
Trailing the Tuck !

EORGE HERRIES came back into the clearing by
G the river leading Towser, and keeping a very
anxious eye on him. In Heiries’ view Towser had
suffered severely—both physically and mentally—
from that jolt under the chin from Gussy's shoe. Certainly,
it had been a clight jolt, and certainly Arthur Augustus
was wearing canvas shoes. None the less, Towser was hurt,
and his nerves were upset—according to George Herries,
who could see a lot of things where Towser was concerned

that his chums quite failed to see.

Though Herries felt sure that the little run had done hiz
pet pood, he still regarded Towser anxiously os be ecame
back into the clearing with him.

Herries then hecame aware that the clearing was empty—
Loth of juniors and the picnie-basket. ¢

“Well, my hat!” he ejaculated.

The thought came to him that his chums had gone off
without him—upossibly because of Towser., Bul he dismissed
the thought and gave a shout.

“Hallo, hallo! Tom Merry! Blake!
are you?”

A cheery hail came back to him from the river,

“Here we are, Herries!”

Herries trotted through the trees with Towser, and soon
found his chums lounging on the grassy bank in the shade.

“My hat! Thought you fellows had cleared off,” said
Herries. “Especially when I saw the basket had gone. I
say, poor old Towser—"

“The basket gone, you say?” exclaimed Tom Merry,
sitting belt upright. " What are you taltking about?”

“] was saving I rather got the wind up when I saw the
basket wasn't in the clearing,” said Herries. “1  say,
where the thump is it, chaps? I'm hungry, and could do
with a snack, No gond waiting until that ass Gussy comes
before making a start!”

Tom Merry got to his feet.
up and stared at Herries,

“Look here, what the thump are you talking - about,
Herries 7 demanded Tom, a - trace of alarm in his tone.
“The basket is in the clearing—we left it there, knowing
vou'd scon be back. Don’t talk rot!”

Where the thump

The rest of the juniors sat

“It jolly well isn’t,” said Herrics. “Go and look I

All the juniors were on their feet now. With a sudden
exclamation Tom Merry left them and ran through the
trees. A couple of moments later they heard a yell of
amazement and wrath.

“Gone! It jolly well has gone, you fellows! Quick!
Come here!” : i

Manners, Lowther, Blake, and Dighy went with a rush.
As they reached the clearing they saw that Herries' state-
ment was only too true.

Tor some seconds they looked at each other blankly.
“This beats the giddy band!” said Tom Merry, “Bure
you know nothing about it, Herries—you're not pulling our

" legs, I meani”

"Of course not!” snorted Herriea, “I've only just gob
back with old Towser. Nice chaps you are—lcaving grub
unguarded like that—I must say!”

“QOh, ratal I say, this is jolly queer!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “Hunt round for that basket, for goodness' sakal
Let's hope it hasn’t been raided—we're in Crammarian
country now, you knowl”

“Phew! Ves, rather!¥

The juniors hunted round, seme working inland, and
some towards the river and along the bank. A sudden yell
from Blake brought all of them rushing towards hfm.
Blake was standing on the bank beneath a big, spreading
willow, and pointing silently to a big, dilapidated hamper
full of bricks and rubbish.

{Continued on page 12.)
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i1 A FORTRESS ON WHEELS.” :
l_:[m‘a a black=and-white reproduction of next
Wadnesday's HANDSOME COLOURED PICTURE
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No. 7.—A FORTRESS ON WHEELS.

PEEDING up in everyday life means speeding
b up in warfare, too! The days have gone
when fortresses of brick and concrete were
fairly safe places for troops. From the air,

/' explosive bombs and poison gas can bo rained
‘l down by enemy ﬁﬁhti.ug 'planes. So the really up-

to.date fortresses have taken to themselves wheels
—or rather caterpillar tracks.
] They ean dodge about, and carry the war into the
‘ eriemy's own country. This is nasty for the enemy,
but very encouraging for the attacking infantry who
have thess monster mobile forts to strike panie into
the hearts of the foe and ecrash down his greatest
defences as though they were only toys of card,
The man who invented the modern tank must have
had the scheme put into his head by a particularly
vivid and frightening nightmare. The engineers and

as fast as the latest patterns come out, are making
the very first tanks—ns introduced by the British
to extremely startlod Germans during the Great War
~—look like tin whippets by comparison.
'The latest type of armoured car is a cross between

a tank and s motor-ear, Thus speed, in which the

earlier types of tank were rather lacking, has been
added to the idea of the mobile fortress. Inventors
are taking this latest super-armoured car-—which
has been built for uge on very rough roads in India
and is fitted with transmitting and receiving wireless
which ean be used while on the move—as the basis
of their future plans.
The really enormous tank of the future will be a
completely shut-in fortress, The garrison
—driver, mechanics, and men teo work
the great guns—will be invisible, And go
the only target the enemy will have will be
a mass of rapidly moving armour plate
that only & = lucky * shell can pierce.

What about gas,
you might ask—
poisongasi Wall,

e seroplanss mi%ht
unioad guite a lot
in the tank’'s im-
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B mediate neigh-
L‘] it FRpN r bourhood without
af i harming one of the
& | H-N‘ { crew,. Gas masks
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mechanics who are even now improving on the tanks

Next week's article deals
with * A Grevhound of the
Sea,” another dream of the G
future, which is the subject i
of the EIGHTH Free Gift T

Picture Card.
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are wonderfully efficient things even to-day.
When the colossal tanks about which we
are speaking become common objects of the land-
scape, the crews will be provided with masks that
have been brought in line with thes most urgent
requirements. And again the "planes will be defeated !

Thess tanks will be able to fling pgigantic high-
explosive shells into the midst of the foe, and when it
comes to fighting at close quarters—when the big
guns ere less useful—the garrizon of the tank will
push the snouts of Lowis guns, rifles and revolvers
through eunningly protected loopholes, and wreak
havoe at & range of very few feat,

The guns will be able to cover the tank’s move-
ments m all directions, with anti-aireraft guns as a
further protection against "planes that would approach 1
near enough to shower down splintering bombs on \

{
f
|

the deck of the rapidly moving fortress.

For observation purposes there will be small,
bullet-proof glass peepholes.  Yes, bullet-proof glass.
Even to-day, srmoured cars that are employed by
banks and other wealthy concernas to transport
bullion through the streets where bandits and gun-
men might possibly lurk, heve peepholes provided
with glazs off which bullets actuall :

Each tiny pane of glass, an intgl thick, is really
three pieces—an outer layer of thin glass, s similar i [
layer at the back, and in between iz a thick and
comparatively soft piece. The outer layer ** gives” I
when a bullet hits it at very close range, and it fiH
may splinter. But the bullet fails to pass through | I
the other layers, and falls to the ground, Well, it '
will be only a step to the perfection of glass that |l

ounce !

nothing can penetrate. Then the tank of the future
will be well nigh invuinerable.
A hidden mine below ground over which the mighty

tank has to pass might, if touched off at tha i
peychological moment, rip the underside and put the 1
machinery out of action. But then the great thing

in favour of these tanks will be the sarprising appear- :
ances which they can put in, turning up just where

the enemy has least reason to suspect. :

They will ba able to scurry ever extremely rough b
ground at an astenishing pace for three hundred or f
four hundred miles without re-
fuelling, and neither trenches,
forests, concrete emplacements,
nor stationary fortresses, will be

gble to stend wup against a
determined attack by these

nightmares which engineers
have turned into actualities !

.l“. -
o B o
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1“The Boy Who Wanted the Sack'!"%

{Continaed from page 10.) LA
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Close by a small boat was drawn up on the shingle.

“Trimble!” gasped Blake. *“That fat worm’s been
here! He was here when we landed. He must have
spotted us. Hea>~he—"

“AMust have raided the basket!” breathed Tom Merry,
ending the sentence for him,

*That's it 1%

“ He's done us, after allt”

“Done us brown!™

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors blinked at each other. Not one of them had
the slightest doubt that they had now stumbled on the
truth of the missing picnic-basket. Trimble had landed
hers to open his hamper. He had discovered its contents,
and then, obviousiy, he had seen the party land and leave
the basket in the clearing. -

It did not nced a great deal of brain power to work cut
what Trimble had done then.

Tom Merry was crimson in the face with wrath.

“The—the fat robber!” he stuttered. * Come on—wo've
got to find him! His boat's there, so he ean’t have gone by
the river. In any ecase, we should have secen him if he
had., He's gone inland. We're scouts, and if we can’t trail
that fat idiot, I'll eat my hat!”

" ¥es, rather!”

They rushed back to the elearing, and soon all eyes were
exaniining the trampled grass. Tom Merry himself very
soon found the trail—it did not nced much skill to find
it, He pointed to the footmarks in the grass, leading deep
into the wood.

“That's his hoof for a pension!” said Herries. “I went
the other way with Towser. 1 say, T'll bring Towser
along, and he'll soon track the fat rotter down. You
know what a splendid tracker he is——

“ At tracking down bloaters—ycs!” snorted Tom Merry.
“But Trimble’'s a worm and not a bloater! You tie
Towser up to & tree out of the way, Herries. Come on,
you chaps!” .

Tom  Merry led the way throngh the woods, never being
at a loss; for Trimble, of course, had never thought of
attempting to cover up his tracks. Such details never did
veeur to Urimble. :

The trackers found their quarry at last,

At sight of the fat, forlorn figure tied to the tree the
party halted in astonishmoent,

“Trimble!” grasped Blake.

“Trimble!” stuttered Tom Merry,
happened, Trimble?”

“Grooogh!” groaned Trimble. “Ow-ow! Cut me loose,
you fellows, for goodness’ sake! Ow-owl I've had an
awfol timet”

I n moment Tom Merry & Co. had cut Trimble free. The
fat Fourth-Former eyed them rather warily, He was in an
awkward cormer, unless he was careful in explaining this
affair. He worked his brain desperately.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “What does this
mean, Trimble? Who fastened you up like this?”

“ And where's our grub, vou fat rotter?” snorted Blake,
keeping to the main point at issue. ;

“Ow! 1 say, you fellows, I know nothing about any
grub. It—it was those Grammar School rotters!”

“What 2"

“It's a fact!” sauid Trimble, eyeing the chums hopefully,
“They—they were coming through the woods, and they
suddenly attacked me, you know. As for the grub—why,
it's still in the hamper, 1 suppose.”

“Well, yon fat fibher! Why, vou've alveady opened the
hamper, and you know what's in it]” said Blake, with a

“What on earth's

rin.

“Not at all,” said Trimble, “T haven’t the faintest
idea there’s only bricks and things in it.”

“What ,

“Tt’s a faet!” said Trimble, “I’ve left it on the bank
there, and I was just coming inland to find & suitable spot
when those beasts attacked me. And, I say, vou fellows,
thiey had a blessed picnie basket with them. Fancy that!
I say, vou fiellows, rush afler them and raid it. 1 know
there’s grub in it.”

“My hat!”

“Did you ever!” .

Bagey Trimble had summoned all his fertile imagina-
fion to lLis rescue; but, as usual, he gave himself away
in the process, 5

“You—you fat fibber ! said Tom, breathing hard. “Yom
know jolly well what was in the hamper and the basket.
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You spotted us land, and you raided our hamper., Then I
suppose those Grammar School bounders raided you and
tied you up like this”

“Oh, really, Merry——*

“Dry up!” snapped Tom. “Kick the fat ass, chaps, and
let's get after Monkey and his men. It's pretty clear
what's happened now.”

“¥es, rather!”

“I say, you fellows, T'll tell you what! T'll lead you——
Yooooop! Yow! Here, what— Yarroooogh!™

Trimble fed at a great rate, Blake lunging out at him

with his shoe as ha went. In a moment the five juniors
were on the traii again—this time with prim and wrathy
faces. If Frank Monk & Co. had gained possession of the
picnic-basket, then there was not much hope of regaining
it, unless Tom Merry & Co. were quick,
Fortanately the trail was easy to follow. Frank Monk &
Co. had not troubled to bide 1t. The trampled grass led
the Saints on and they soon found where the grub-raiders
had left the path and made for the river.

And then, just as the gleaming Rhyl eame in sight
through the trees Tom Merry & Co.'s nttention was riveted
by a bigure on the bank.

5 Itd\\'a.s Frank Monk, and he had a handkerchief in his
and.

* Now,” breathed Tom Merry. “Careful, though! Those
other rotters can't be far away., Leave Monkey to me!
Ready 1

“ Vs

“Then—on them 8t Jim's!”

And Tom Merry flang himself upon Frank Monk—just
#s that startled youth dropped his handkerchief and gave
the signal to Gordon Gay out on the river. -

CHAPTER 6,
Not According to Frogramme !

RABH!
Y Yow-ow!" yelled Frank Monk. “Oh, my hat!”
Ho went crashing down, with a wild vell of alarm.
The next moment he was locked in a grim, deadly
embrace with Tom Merry.

At the same mement Manners, Lowther, Blake, and
Digby flung themselves upon the startled Wootton brothers
and Carboy.

Their startled yells quite drowned, so to speak, the splash
that camne from the river as Gordon Gay obeyed the signal
of the dropped handkerchief,

All happened in o brief fow seconds. Gordon Gay did not
give Frank Monk another glance after secing the handker-
chief drop ¥e just swiftly acted as per programme~—
cateling o most realistic erab, and then—

How it happened his alarmed uncle scarcely saw; his
attention had just been taken by the sudden commeotion on
the bank, when—

Splash!

Gordon Gay was in, Boundering in four or five feet cf
water and yelling desperately for help.

“Good gad!" stuttered Gay’s uncle.

The Australian gentleman jumped wop in the rocking
boat, his tanned fentures startled and alermed. He seemed
about to jump over to his nephew's aid—a possibility
Gordon Gay and his fellow conspirators had certainly never
bargained for. But fortunately, there was no necessity.

Qther reseue was at hand!

From an elegant junior who had been coming along the
towing-path eame a sudden startled exclamation:

“0Oh, bai Joval”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey had changed his torn trousers
at St. Jim's. ana was returning along the towing-path,
keoping o good look-out for his chums, when the yell for
help rang across the river.

He turned his head, and his face naled at sight of the
struggling figure in the water. -

Gordon Gay had the reputation of being u powerful
swimmer; but, obviously, he was in difficulties new—or so
it seemed to Arthur Augnstus.

“Oh, bai Jove!” repeated Gusesy, in great alarm. “Hold
on, Gay, deah boy—hold on "

Splash?

Arthur Angnstus was in, ewimming sirongly to the rescue.

Amid the commotion Gordon Gay did not hear him
coming. Gay had by this time realised that something
had gone wrong—that the great scheme had * come unstuck
somewhere, For from the bank came sounds of batile and
strifo. Frank Monk & Co. were yelling f[rantically for
“pax,” and trying to make the attackers realise how mattera
stood. As he glimpsed what was happening there, Gordon
Gay spluttered in dizmay. :

He gave a velp of astonishment as Arthur Avgustus surged
up to him and grabbed him firmly.
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“All wight. Gay!” panted the gallant Gussy.
still, deah boy—1 have you!”

“Ow! Leggo, you idiot!” spluttered Gay, swallowing a
great quantity of water in his alarm “Ow-ow! Mum-mmm!
Groogh! Gerraway! Leggo blow you!”?

. “Bai Jovel Pway keep still, Gay!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. *““I cannot wescue you if you do not—
ooooop !

Arthur Augustus yelped as Gordon Gay, in sheer
desperation, planted his fist on his gallant rescuer’s nose,

“Go away. you idiot!” shrieked Gay. “Help, help!”

The ex-Grammariin had not given up hope yet; there
was still a chance that Monk would break away and carry
out the rest of the programme,

But Arthur Augustus was a sticker!

He had heard often enough that drowning people lought
with their rescuers in their fright, and he instantly closed
with Gay again, despite the risk of another punch.

Gay struggled desperately. but Gussy was in earnest, For
several brief scconds the scene out in the river resembled
& dog-fight more than a rescue from drowning. But Gay
realised that the game was up at last—when o boat reached

“IKeep
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“All right!” rapped out Uncls James, grunting as he
leaned over the sterh of the rowing-boat. I have him, my
boy! Gordon, my led—="

Y Grooogh!” gulped Gordon Gay, his erimson fade dis-
playing ho signs of gratitude whatever., “It's all right,
uncle; I'm as right as rain, and I'm touching bottom! It's
only about four feet deep just here!”

“Good gad! I imagined—— Gad! Get into the boat,
boy!” splutte.ed Gay's uncle, Lis alarm gone now., “Are
yon all right, my brave lad?”

Evidently the old gentleman was addressing Arthur
Avgustus now!

“Yauas. wathah!” spluttered Gussy, suddenly discovering
that he could stand upright in the water. It is all wight
ggw!.L_ Pway allow me to help you inte the boat, Gay, deah

yi=

“If—if you don't gerraway,” hissed Gordon Gay, in
sulphurous accents, and F:ivt’ng Gussy o ferocious glare over
his shoulder “TI—I'II=I'll bust your silly boko, you
blundering, footling idiot!”

::Oh. bai Jove!”

Gordon ! exclaimed Uncle James, guite seandalised, as

the spot and his uncle’s grasp closed upon him.

“0Oh, my hat!” gurgled Gay.

(Continued on next page.)
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Q. Who were the first paper makers?

A, Wa No, chums, I am not
joking ; this is really the fact. Wasps
and hornets were Nature's paper makers
fong before man ever turned to the art.
The way that a wasp makes paper is

most interestings With ita strong jaws
the female wasp shaves off tiny bits of
wood and chews them into pulp. Later

it spreads this pulp in layers and, as it
dries, the pulp turns into strong paper
for use in negt-making, The paper that
we use for newspapers, books, correspond-
errce, and so forth, is also made from wood
pulp, or at any rate a very great deal of
it.  Paper, can be made also from rags,
straw, old ropes and several other things.

Q. What is ths difference betwean
Insurance end Assurance T

A. A Weston boy who sgigns himself
with the rather pugnacious sounding
appellation, " Two-Fist Tommy,” has
written to me in this strain: * The other
day my teacher told me that I had got

The nest of the wasp—made complete of
paper. How do the wasps do it 7

far too much insurance. When I told
my big brother, he said he was talking
through his hat. Is that so?"” 1 am
rather inclined to think, Tommy, that
it was you who were talking through your
hat. Without doubt you gave your
brother a garbled acecunt of what teacher
had said to you. 1 suggest he said that
you had plenty of assurance, probably
meaning either pelf-confidence or impud-

Roll in with the ques-

The
the

an i
for the benefit of ** Gem * readers ?

.1 Form-master

gompthing
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uzzle you,

morae
are, the
racle likes
loves work-

affaire  the

: word
insurance is used where fire and other such

ence. In business
risks come into question: whereas,
assurance iz the term used where & life is
concerned, Thus a man might take out
a policy for firo insurance or for life

A5SUTance.

Q. What is a freebooter 7

A. This, J. Baftley, was hardly the
appropriate term to apply ta the Fifth-
Former who kicked you down a flight of
stairs. It means a pirate or similar
kind of adventurer—and what fellow eares
two tootz about being called a pirate !
I note with approval, though, that if he
does it again you intend to show your
annoyance in more marked fashion by
slamming the door.

3. Where do the Pathans live 7

A, In Afghanistan, though many have
spread over India. The word * Pathan "
iz pronounced “ Pah-tan,” and the name
iz applied rather indiscriminately among
many Afghan tribes. Mostly the Pathans
are hill-men, and thoss to be found in
India usually adopt money-lending as
their calling.

Q. What is 2 glacis 7

A, This, according to a young Taunton
regder, is one of ** the silly ass  questions
set by his p—

in a general
knowledge
paper. is
answer to it
was that
glacis was
an ice-cream,
which roused
h 18 teacher
to an un-
appreciated

EACCABIN.
Certainly

my young
triend, the i
French word Fierce fighting men are the
glace ImMeans pathans of Afghanistan—

here's ones -

frosted or iey, and this is pro.
bably what you had confused in
your mind. Glacis, however,
means the bank that slopes down
from a fortress and on which the
attackors are exposed to the de-
fenders’ fire, And, by the way,
talking of this reminds me of the
guestion asked by a sergeant of
a recruits’ squad during the War.
“What is a fortification {* he
demanded. Baek came the
answer from one of the awkward
squad as q‘uickiy as a cork out of
& bottle: * Two twentifications,

sergeant | V'

Q: What is a rat guard?

A. A prent disk of metal, . R., fixed
on to the mooring hawsers of a ship in
port {o prevent rats from either leaving
the wveasel or getting aboard, Rats are
great carriers of diseasse, notably the
dendly bubonie plagie which all port
authorities take precautions against.

Quards (indicated by arrow) ars

fixed to the ropes of anchored ships

to keep off the :In'mlwrne attentions
B

Q. Who was Long John Silver ¢

A, Bless me! Have you never read
** Treasure lsland,” my young friend who
signa himsel' * Sixteen ¥I‘his Summer " 1
This iz a wonderful adventure book by
that prince of writers, Robert Louis
Stevenson, and Long John Bilver in o
pirate bold in it whose scquaintance you
should make with as lttle mere delay
as possible !

i Nowe then, chioms, what about it?
Surely you can cotch our wise old
Oracle nopping? Have a shot ot i,
any way.)
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he helped his nephew over the stern. “How can you speak
in that manner to such a gallant boy?*

“1 don’t care!” hooted Gorden, *What did he want to
butt in for

“What—what——  8ilence, sirl" eried Gay's unele,
trembling with indignation. “I am astounded at your
base ingratitude, Gordon—astonished and disgusted! You

will return to St. Jim’s with me at once! You, my dear
boy,” he added, turning to look down at Arthur Augustus,
*had better accompany us before you catch cold.”

“Pai Jove! That is all wight, sir; the water is not vewy
eold " gasped Gussy. I will get back to the bank, and the
wun back to the school will svon warm me. Thank you
vewy much, all the same!” ;

“And my thanks are due to you, my boy!” said the
Anstralian gentleman warmly. “I can only say that I am
thankful my nephew, little as he deserves it, belongs to a
school that turns out such gallant fellows as you!”

“Oh! Oh! Ah! Yaas, sir!’ gasped Gussy. “Thank you
vewy nmiuch, sir! You are vewy kind!"

“Not at all, my hoy! I will see you later at the school,
I hope! You are surs you are quite all right??

“Oh, yaas, sirl”

Arthur Aupustus, locking very much the worse for wear,
but beaming after such flattery, waded back towards the
river hank. Gorden Gay, almost bursting with emotion,
caught up the oars, water stili streaming from him. His
unele, with bronzed featurss erimson with indignation, gave
him a glare and picked up the rudder-lines.

Gay's dearest desire just then was to go aftér Arthur
_‘Augustus and smite him hip and thigh, But he suppressed
it—remembering rather late in the day that to give tho
game away would quite put an end to his hopes.

With feelings too deep for words he turned the boat and
staried to puﬁ away downstream, giving the fellows on the
bank searcely a glance in his deep_dejection. The great
scheme had failed—thanks to Tom Merry & Co. and the
well-meaning Arthur Augustus D' Arcy.

* Meanwhile, the battle on the bank had come to an end
soma moments ago—Tom Merry & Co. having suddenly
realised what was going on in the river.

-But the comedy—or tragedy—was over, and they were
only in time to see Gay hauled aboard the boat, and they
watched in amazed wonder what followed.

"What the thump does it meani” asked Tom Merry, as
(Gay’s craft moved off downstream. “Gar ecan swim like a
fish, and there’s enly about four foot of water there, any-

*What does it mean?” ejaculated Frank Monk, dabbing a
streaming nose with a handkerchief. “It means you've
mucked up the whole game, you blundering footling idiots !
As for that ass—that born lunatic—that—that——"

“ Bai Jove, you fellows—"

Arthur Augustus staggered ashore just then. e gave a
startled gasp as Frank Monk, followed by his equally dis-
gusted and wrathful chums, rushed at him.

“Bai Jove, you fellows, what—"

“You footling owl!” yelled Frank Monk
you want to chip in for{”

“You howling chump—

“¥ou burbling tailor’s dummy—"

“Youn chunk of imbecility—"

“Bmash him!” gasped Monk furiously,
ehipped in wo should have done it all right!
footling ass in the mud and bump him ™

“Yeas, rather 1™

“Bail Jove! What—what

Bump!

Arthur Augustus, water still streaming from his be-
draggled and drenched boating flannels, went down with a
crash under the rush of the angry Grammarians.

His startled howl echoed serpss the river,

. “Here, we're not standing this!” snorted Blake.
in, you chaps!”

“Yes, rather!”
rotters 1™

The next moment another wild and whirling serimmage
was in progress as Tom Merry & Co. piled in. They weie
not likely to stand by and see Arthur Augusius bumped by
four Grammarians hike that. i

In less than a minute Frank Monk & Co. were prisoners,
glaring up wrathfully at their captors.

“Now, perhaps you'll t¢ll us what this game means?”
said Tom Merry grimly. “Like your chezk to bowl over
ono of our chaps before our eyes! Yon say Gussy's mucked
your scheme up—what thumping scheme 7

“I'll jolly soon tell you that!” spluttered Frank Monk.

And he did, the St. Jim's fellows listening in amazement,
But as they understood they roared.

“ Ba, ha, hal”

“I’s nothing to laugh at!” hooted Frank Monk. “If
that ass hadn’t ehipped in I should have dived in when you

Tue Gex Liprany.—DNo, 1,110.

“What did

“1f he hadn't
Roll the

Yawwoooogh 1"

“Pile

roared Tom Merry, “The checky

stopped  serapping,
and all would have
gone off as wa ex-
pected. Now it's all
mucked up.  That
ass—that born
idiot 1"

“Bai Jove! So
that was why that
feahiul wufian
stwuck me on the
nose and wefused to
b wescued !
gasped Gussy.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Tom Merry & Co.
howled. Ta them it
was not so serions
that the plot had
failed. Naturally,
they held the
opinion that QGay
Was an ass to want
to leave Bt, Jim's io
go to a measly show

like the Grammar
School.
“Ha, ha! Well

mon silly chumps1?
chuckled Tom
Merry. “0Of all the
gilly “hare - brained
wheezes I ever
heard of, that takes

the hun! Stll, it
might have come
off—="*

“OFf  course it

would " snorted
Carboy indignantly.
“¥You  rotters can
cackle, hut—2>="

“Anvyway, let. us
go now!’ gasped
Monk angrily.

“You're too many
for us this time, but
we'll make things
square before long!
Leggo !

“Not much!1?”
smiled Tom Merry.
“You're . forgetting
cne little detail, my
dear friends. What
about our  grub?
What about our
picnie - hasket,
Monkev

“Oht” Frank
Monk & Co. had
forgotten all about
that.

“We'll let you go
when you've told us
;;f“m:im:?urinfl::ﬁ:i;:”: squealed Mr. Sclby.
grinned Tom Merry. “Trimble said—"'

“Ho you've geen Trimble?” Frank Mops grinned faintly.

“Yes. Come on, or we'll make you wish you'd never laid
hands on our grub[” said Tom Merry, locking aboub hitn.
“What have you done with it, you cheeky owls?”

Frank Monk chuckled. The grub was searcely three
yards away from Tom Merry as he spoke, but the Gram-
marian leader meant to bargain with the enemy before
handing it over.

“Yes, we know where it is,” he grinned, feeling master
of the situation. “ And we’ll let you have it if you promise
to make it pax and let us join you.” *

_Tom Merry smiled. e also felt in command of the
situation.

“I see you've got your niece, clean boating flannels on,
Franky,” he murmured blandly. “If you don’t tell us
where that grub is in three minutes we're going to roll yonu
in the mud, and afterwards give you a bath in the river
to give your clobber a wash. IFll need it!* =

“0Oh crumbs! I say, you fellows, be decent—"

“In the circumstances we're being very decenf,” said
Tom. “ ¥Yon raided our grub, knowing it was ours. Well,
one minute’s nearly gone.”

* Look here——"

*“Minute up, old chap "

“0Oh erumbs i’ groaned Ménk, From the grim cxpression
on the faces of Tom and his chums Monk realised they

" Legge ! ' roared Gordon Gay, as Mr. Selby
threat, Qay reached up suddenly and grasped &

He released the junior as



m-master's left side-whisker and tugged it—hard !
igh he had suddenly becomae red-hat.

ipad him and held on. ' Leggo, or——" Instead of finishing his

“ Ya-coop !V’
(See Chapter 8.)
meant every word of their threat. He blinked at his chums,
pinned to the ground helplessly like himself, “On, all
right, you rotters!” he gasped. “We'll get our own back
another time, though. It's in the bushes there!”

He nodded towards the bushes where the hasket was
hidden. Blake chuckled as he dragged it out and examined

it.

“All serene !” he chuckled. *“Not a giddy thing touched !
You can let 'em gpo! What about you, Gussy 7

“Oh deah! I shall have to wush back and change again.
That feahful ass, Gay—" '

“ No need to do that!” grinned Tom Merry. “We've gob
our bathing-costumes with us in the boat. ¥You can have a
rub down and wear a bathin’-costume and a towel for tea
while the sun’s drying your cloebber, Gussy.”

"Bai Jove! That is a vewy good ideah, Tom Mewwy,”
said Arthur Augustus, his noble brow clearing, *Then
Bai Jove! What about Hewwies and that w'etched Towsah,
though, I uttahly wefuse—*

“Oh, you can leave TPowser and Merries to us” said

inke hastily. “We'll insist upon Herries tying the
blessed dog up, and keeping him out of the way. Now,
don't start——"

* Yewy well, if you will do that, T will join wyom,” said
Gussy, with dignity., Aetually the sweli of St. Jim's was
very hungry, and he did not wish to be out of the picnie—
the picnic he had organised and provided “Vewy well,
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dealy boys! And I twust that beast Towsah will behave
himself this time, But about these wottahs—*

And Arthur Augustus frowned refleetively at the dismal-
looking Frank Monk & Co. Arthur Augustus was a very
tender-hearted youth indecd, and forgiving to a fault. Tha
downeast faces of the four Grammarians smote Gussy in
his tenderest spot.

*These fellows have weally acted vewy cheekily,” he went
on, shaking his head; “but—but, aftah all but for them
that feahful wascal Twimble would have scoffed all the
gwub, and we should have none appawently, If you fellows
are willin’ to forgive them, 1 am, and as thers is plenty of
gwub—more than we shall need—I pwopose we make it pax,
and ask them to join us.”

It was really very generous indeed of Arthur Augustus,
and, after a pause, Tom Mm-ry chuckled and nedded.

“Well, that's very noble of you, Gussy—just what one
might expect from you, in fact! If Blake's agreecable to
feeding these poor, starving Grammar School worms, T am.”

“1t's a go | said Blake, with a laugh. © After all, Gussy’s
right. These fellows have saved the grub. We'li eall it
pax and bury the hatehet, and feed our giddy faces
together,”

And it was so. Frank Monk & Co., hardly able to heliove
their good fortune, were allowed to join in the picnie that
followed. Arthur Augustus proceeded to shed his drenched
garments, and laid them out to dry in the san, donning a
bathing-costume and a big towel in their place, whilst Tom
Merry handed over his blazer as an additional covering. On
a grassy, sunny bank the basket was unpacked, and Gram-
marians and SBaiuts fraternized at tea on the best of terms,
Fortunately, Towser was on his best behaviour, snd Arthur
Augustus was soon as cheerful as the rest, and when the
party broke up at last, he returned to St. Jim's in the best
of humours, and ready to forgive Gordon Gay.

Unfortunately, Gorden Gay was not ready {o forgive hir!

CHAPTER 7.
Gordon Gay’s Campaign 1

&6 OU roiters!”
“What 1
“¥ou burbling chumpa! ,You footling fatheads 1

“What the thump! Ohl”

Tom Moerry-undorstood ag he stared at the wrathiu! face
of Gordon Gay. ;

Hiz chums also understood, and they could not help
chuckling.  Arthur Augustus IPArcy, however, frowned.
The picnic on the banks of the shining Rhyl had been-a
huge suecess, and the party were returning home in the bess
of high spirits, It was really too bad to be met by Gordon
Gay in this manner, raking up unpleasant incidents that
were past and done with.

“WWeally, Gordon Gay—-" began Gussy coldly.

“As for you!” stuttered Gordon Gay, glowering ot the
noble swell of the Fourth. *“As for you, you blundering
tailor's dmnmy——"

“Bai Jove! Weally, Gay—"

“Done in the ecye!” gasped Gay, who was obviously
under great stress of mind.  “Dished and donel A weally
ripping scheme mucked up by you, you blinking owl, But

fer you everything would have gone rippingly. Fve a
jolly good mind to mop up the quad with you.”
Arthur Augustus crimzoned with sudden indignation,

Really, it was too bad. He had acted from the very best
of motives—and without giving a thought to any risk he
might have been running. Worse still he had utterly
ruined a_ suit of boating-flannels, besides having his
aristocratic nose badly damaged by the fellow whose life
he had attempted to save.

Really, it was a bit too thick altogether. Arthur Augusius
thought of the oreascs and rumples in his bags and blazer—
crumples and ereases beyond hope of ever being removed.
He thought of his swollen nose, and the base ingratitude
of Gordon Gay,

“Bai Jove!” he gasped. “Pway hold my jacket, you
follows, and T will give this wude, ungwatefui wuflian  a
feahful thwashin® 17

“That’s what I'm waiting here for,” gasped Oay, “only
it's going to be the other way about, you—you idiot! T've
been waiting here for you to come in to give you a licking !

He started to remove his jacket, and Arthur Augustus
did likewise. Tom Merry’s chuckle ended abruptly,

* Here, chuck 1t, you silly asses}” he gasped. “Yon
can’t serap here in open quadl Gay, you ass! Counldn’ you
sce it was all a mistake—in any case you shouldn’t have
tried such a footling wheeze. Chuck it !

“That’s right!” said Blake. “.An;r serapping and we'll
pile in, too, and bump both of you

*That's the programme!” assented Tom Merry grimly.
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*“In any case we're full in sight of the Head's study
window now, you idiots! Chm:f: it

Gordon Gay breathed hard, but he replaced his jacket,
realising that to start scrapping in full view of the windows
was scarcely wise In the cireumstances

“Oh, all right!” he gasped. “I'll ses D'Arcy another
time! The—the burbling chump! The footling fathead!
The—the—"

“1 wefuse to stand here and listen to your insultin’
wemarks, Gay!” enapped Arthur Augustus. “I wegard
you as a wude, wascally wuffian!”

With ' that he®tramped away, his noble features erimson.

“You're an ass, Gay!" said Tom Merry sharply. © After
all, Gussy acted for the best, and in any case the wheeze
was an idiotic one in my view. What good would it have
done?® i = i

“1t would have come off, anyway!"” snorted Gay, his face
dark and dismal, *“ Now—now things are worse than
ever "

“ Where is your uncle now!” asked Tom. “ Has he gone?”’

“No—hs went in to have tea with the Head!” grunted
(tordon Gay, glaring towards the School House. “He
jawed me all way down the river, and after jawing me
aga'i]lr_ he went off to the Head. [’d hoped he’d have had
tea with me up river—in fact, he would have done if all
had gono well” ;

“Well, perhaps this will make you stop acting the goat!”
said Tom. *“There's no reason why you shouldn’t scttle
(_'lown Lhere in time. Take my tip, and make the best of
]L,T

“Rate! T'm not done yet by a long chalk!” said Gerdon
Gay, setting hizs lips. “My uncle goes back in a week
to-day—if I don’t act now
it will be too late, I mean to
force the issue somichow—
cspecially now I know Dr.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

M:mm&cm-mmmuﬁ“lmtm

. all
Readers Who Missed B gond

Price 2d.

that was in the act of eclimbing out of the window over
the porchway on to the leads

It was CGorden Gay, and in his hand was a fire-bucket
—apparently full of water, for he staggered as he moved
it towards the stone balustrade,

“G-good lor'!" gasped Blake. i
" M}*-mg hat!" choked Tom Merry. “The—the awiul ass
means it! Gay, you ass—'

In sudden alarm, Tom Merry shouted in the desperate
hope that.Gay would hear and heed.

But it was in vain.

Colonel Bland was on the steps now. He had not seen
the figure above, for by this time Gay was crouching low
behind the stone balustrade, ;
. But as Colonel Bland reached the top step, the waiting
junior straightened himself, lifted up the heavy bucket on
to the stone balustrade, and then—-

Swaoooosh !

The water from the bucket descended in a flood.

But it did not descend upon Colonel Bland. :

For even as the bucket was up-ended, Colonel Pland
stepped suddenly back agan —though whether it was
because he had glimpsed the boy above, or whether it was
because twe forms had just emerged from the School House
—the juniors did not know. .

At all events the colonel was fortunate—he missed the
descending stream, and the first of the two forms just
emerging from the School House doorway received the full
benafit of it

It was Gordon Gay's uncle and the Australian gentleman
gave a yell that could have been heard a mile away,* as
that sudden rush of water descended upon him

He sat down with & bump,
water streaming from him at

Monk would have me bac
again.”

" But, my dear ass——"

“It's no good talkingl® i
sxid Gay, ks good-humeoured
face looking su?ky now, " I've !
written to my uncle—pleaded &
and begged to be sent back, !
He won't hear of it. Well,
we'll try other methods. The i
only thing now to do, as
uncle won't take me away, is §
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- ad I asped
Colone! Blan tf g
Some of the water had

. splashed him. and several
stray drops had reached Dr.
Holmes, the venerable Head
ot Bt Jim's, who had been
just behind Mr, Gay.

It all happened in & moment
—the thing was done before
even Gay himseli had quite
realised it. But realisation
came the next inmstant az he

Back Number Dept.,

stamps

B 09 i B i B i 6 e i 3

§0 ¢iok vackin recognreed  that yell and
“What?” elmost  yelled gowmmmsrmmss ittt mm s et ) s st s s s, Tlimpred the sprawfing torm
Tom. low. He gave cne convul-

“That's it—sacked!” said Gay, nodding. “TI've thought
it all out, and that’s my programme now this wheeze has
come unstuck.’ : ?

*1 say, isn’t that old Bland by the gates—talking to
Tagglesi”

*Yes, it iz, yon born idict!” gasped Tom Merry. *DBut
look here, never mind old Bland——" i
“But I want to mind him " said Gay reflectively. “ Dear

old Colenel Bland’s a governor of St. Jim's, and a very
big man. D’you think if T added to my misdeeds hy
chucking a bucket of water over old Bland, that I should
got sacked 7"

Like Brutus, Gay paused for a reply. ;

“SBacked 1” ejaculated Tom Merry. “Yonu'll get sacked
all right if you did that—and perhaps you'd bag a flogging
as well, Look here, Gay, to talk like this is all bunkum!”

"Is it?" said Gay calmly. TWell, if it has fto be a
flogging as well as the sack I shall have to make the best
of it. Anyway, I thing 1 see just how to do it. You
chaps watch if you want to see some fun. The old buffer
will bs going into the School Heuse in a minute, T expect.”

With that Gordon Gay ook to his heels, and vanished
through the doorway of the School House, |
~ “Well, the—the silly owl!” exclaimed Tom Merry. *Is
he potty?’

T He must be!” said Manners. “I het he'll do what he
said about drenching old Bland, anyway.”

“Oh, my hat!” :

Tom Merry looked quickly towards the gates. He knew
that Colonel Bland, who was a frequent visitor to St
Jim's, always stayed for a chat with old Taggles, the school

orter, before going in to see the Head. Colonel Bland,
in addition to being a school governor, was an old St
Jim's boy, and he took great interest in the school, wander-
ing about the place at his will, and when he desired. In
fact he was generally reiga.rded as something of a nuisance—
possibly even by the Head! :

Tom looked, he saw Taggles touch his hat, and Colonel
Bland walked off towards the Schot! House doorway in
his usual brisk manner.

The juniors gazed after him almost fascinatedly. The
next moment they eaught sight of something else—a figure
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It he was spotted——"’

sive gasp and fed, leaving the fire-bucket behind him.
Oh, my hat!” breathed Blake. “Gay's dome it nowl

“He was spotted right enough!’® gasped Tom Merry.
“0ld Bland saw him, and is bound togknmv him; and hﬁirs
blessed uncle looked up, too, and must have spotted him
looking over. Oh, great Seott!”

It was really very serious. Indeed, ud ing from the
expressions on the faces of the Head and Elolunel Bland,
“serious ' was far too mild a term.

Uncle Gay only looked wet and bewildered as yet. Bus
as the Head and the colonel helped him to his fest his face
went erimson and he gave a terrific snort.

“Outrageous!” he spluttered, shaking himseli like a dog.
“Abominable! The—the young rascal! The reckless young
\'1lImn!“My—my nephew! My own pephew! Doctor, you
saW—

“I—I did not see who the—the rascally culprit was,”
stammered Dr. Holmes. “Mr. Gay—my dear, dear sir

“I1—1 saw the young rascal, dector!” gasped Colonel
}?.En;n‘d. his features purple with wrath dnd indignation.
‘This is the most amazing outrage in my cxpericnee!
Good gad! The boy must be caught at once! He must not
be allowed to escape! T am convinced that the depraved
young rascal intended that water for myself, doctor I

“Good gracious!” stuttered the Head, who had not got
over the shock yet. “Bless my soull The—the boy cer-
tainly shall not escape! He shall be punished—he shall he
punished with the utmost severity, sir! My dear Mr. Gay,
pray come to my room without delay. You must have a
hot bath, and T will supply you with fresh clothing. This—
this is unheard-of—astounding and distressing in the
extreme! 1 will certainly—"

The Head led Mr. Gay away., and Colonel Bland fol-
lowed, with a glare at the staring erowd that had gathered.
They vanished, Mr. Gay leaving a trail of water in -his wake.

Onlg then did Tom Merry & Co. really regain their
breath. )

They were staggered. Even Manners had not really
expected Gordon Gay to keep his word. But the daring
junior had done so—at least, he had attempted to empt
a bucket of water over the august head of Colonel Bland.

Unfortunately, again his wheezo had come “unstuck’—
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again he had failed. It was his own uncle who had suffered
—the uncle whose good graces he was so desperately
anxious to gain.

Really it was most tragic.

Tom Merry & Co. felt qguite
schemer. : ;

But it was quite possible that he had gained his point,
however. After ragping Mr. Linton’s room—if he really
‘had done so—and now playing such a prank, it was searcely
to be expected that he would escape very severe punishment.

“Oh, my hat 1" greaned Tom, who really liked the reckless
and fun-loving ex-Grammarian. “Oh, great pip! The
poor chap’s fairly done it now! Let's go and see if he's in
the study. Of all the born idiots—"

Words failed Tom, and he led the way to Study No. 10
in great haste. On the way Trimble stopped them,

His fat face was ablaze with excitenent.

“Y say, you fellows,” he gasped, “what do you think?
Somebody’s chucked a bucket of water over Gay’s hlessed
uncle—nearly got the Head himself, 1 believe! I eay, was
it—— Yoooop "

Bump !

“A little more on account for what sou did this after-
noon!” said Blake, wiping his foot on Baggy's fat form as
he passed,

Tom Merry & Co. went on to S8tudy No. 10, and there t-h:_-y
found Gordon (Gay. He was spmwring in the armchair in
an attitude of the deepest dejection,

He nodded hiz head and pave a deep, dismal groan as
“they entered and regarded him silently.

“Well,” he mumbled, “did you ever in all your giddy
life hear of snch awful luek? Oh, my sainted aunt! Even
if T do get the sack now, the cold chap will be =0 waxy with
me he may not let me go back to the Grammar School—
in fact, I feel almost certain he won't. Do vou fellows think
507" he added anxiounsly and hopefully.

Tom Merry almost exploded.

“You—you raving lunatic!” he said in concentrated tonea,
* You—you potty chump, Gay! TI—I did think you had more
sense than this, you fearful ass! FEven if you did get the
sack—which you've a dashed good chance of getting now—
d’you think for one moment that Dr. Monk will take you
back after being sacked in disgrace from one school, you——
Oh, you make me tired, Gay ("

Gay brightened up a little,

“You—you think there’'s hope of the sack, then?” he
asked. *“The question is—will my uncle——""

“Blow your uncle!” said Tom Merry, in great exaspera-
tion. “The guestion is—will Dr. Monk ever take you back,

you frabjouns lunatie"”

“Eh? Of course he'll take me back!” sniffed Gay.
“Don’t talkk rot. Dr. Monk's a decent old buffer, and he
knows me well enouzh. He’'ll take me back like a shot, of
course. In fact, it's my belief he'd ask to have me back
now if it wasn't for that shindy with my uncle Well, if 1
can get sacked from here my uncle wiil be in the soup, won't
he? There won't be time for him to rush about finding
another school for me and getting me ‘n, you know. I've
worked all that ont. He'll %e_despnmte, for he has to sail
back to Australia on business next Wednesday. Well, what
will he do?”

“Give you the licking of your life and send you to a home
for idiots, I expect,” said Blake.

“0Oh, don't rot! This is a serious matter " said Gordon
Gay. “Now, my idea’s this. My uncle will be desperate,
and he'll go begging Dr. Monk to take me back—he'll pocket
his pride, you know. And Dr. Monk will ba jolly glad of
an excuse fo pocket his, See? Then—well, all will be plain
eailing. The beaks here will be jolly glad to get rid of me,
and the beaks at the Grammar échco will be glad to have
me back, Seel”

“Oh crumhbs I

“OfF all the born idiots——"*

* Oh, don't start that silly rot again!” sniffed Gay. “ Now,
do you fellows think I ought to make quite sure of things
by cutting along now and ragging old Railion's study??

*“0Oh, you—you—=>"

“I've thought of other good wheezes, too!” said Gordon
Gay, wrinkling his brows thoughtfully. “1 thought of
turning on all the water-taps in the bhath-rooms and fetting
the water flood the show, you know. Then I had the idea
of shaving one of Selby’s side whiskers off in the night.
Another wheeze I'm thinking over iz to ecrew all the
masters’ bed-room doors up to-night. I did think of asking
Glyn to make me a supply of stink-bombs, too, to chuck
into their bed-rooms first; but that might get old Glyn into
a row, so that's off. I say, have you fellovs got any wheezes
to suggest ™

The fellows looked at Gay—their looks were most eloquent

*You sce, I've got to make quite sure I shall pet the sack,
and not just a flogging or gating,” explained Gay frankly.
“I can’t afford to spoil the ship for a ha’porth of tar! My
idea is to do the thing thoroughly—en the wholesale scale,

(Continued on next page.)
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you koow, What about painting Railton’s chivvy blue
when he's asleep? That should put the tin hat on things,
shouldn't-it3"”

The fellows did not answer—they conldn’t just then. And
at that moment the door was kicked open, and Kildare, the
captain of the school, strode in, his lace very grim.

“(fay herc?’ he snapped. *Oh, there you are, my lad!
Clome along—Head's study at once! I fancy you know what
about 1 i :

Gay grimaeced.

““Is-the Head waxy, Kildare?” he asked. X

“Just a trifle,”” arsented Kildare. “1 once saw him
waxier, though, and the chap he was waxy with then was
booted out of St. Jim's that sume night. Bubt p'r’aps you'll
only get a fogging, kid.”

“Oh dear! - I say, don't you really think I shall get
sackod, Kildarei” . £ .

“HKh?" The skipper of 8t. Jim's stared at him. *Don’t
I think Oh, don't try to pull my leg, you young ass|
Xou've got enough trouble to face as it 15.”

“But % Eay i ; :

“That's enough! I'm net here to discuss that!” said
. Kildare gruffly. “Get a move on—the Head's waiting !”

And Gordon Gay got a move on, giving the juniors a
i]ljsr?a[ look as he walked out, with the Sixth-Former at his

eels.

x w = = L b B ] =

M Well 7

#What happened, Gay1” -

The Terrible Three looked up snxiously as Gordon Gay
camg into Study No. 10 about twenty minutes later thas
eyening.

“During Cay's absence Tom Merry had been even more
digturbed and uneasy than his chums. Tom liked the fun-
loving and high-spirited ex-Grammarian. In his view Gay
was likely enongh to get expelled if he went on as he had
started, But he felt guite sure, also, that such expulsion
would never result in bringing about Gay's great desire—
namely, his return to the Grammar School. In the eircum-
stances Tom felt that the only result of Gay's hare-brained
scheme would be to bring down a heap of trouble upon
himself.

It was possible that he had alrcady got the sack—he had
eprtainly earned it. But Tom was hoping sincerely that he
had not got it.

He eyed (Gay's face sharply now. That youth locked dis-
gusted and dismayed.

‘;‘F,ott.(:u!” he answered in a dismal voice.
out!”

“ You—you've got the sack, Gay?”

“Eh? Of course not, ass! No such luck I proaned Gay.
“T'm going to get & Head’s flozging in the morning. ¥y
unele insisted on that! Would you believe it 7"

“0Oh!” gasped Tom in great relief, “Have you seen your
uncle #'* :

*No; the old chap refused to see mo to say good-bye!”
said Gay, with a faint grin. “I'm not surprised in the
cites. He's coming back to say good-bye finally to-thorrow
night, I think, so I've got to pull it off somehow soon,
baven't 17"

% You born idiot!” :

“Well, you asked for the sack, anyway!” said Lowiher.
% %¥ou begged and prayed for it, and if ever a fellow de-
served it you do.”

“Tf that's all the dashed sympathy you fellows have to
offar—" said Gay warmly.

“*Tt i3, and all you deserve, vou footling idiot! T hope
this will be a lesson to you! Perhaps ynu"?i chuck the silly
game now, and settle down, Gay,” said Tom Merry.

“Oh, rats! 1 suppose you fellows don’t understand,”
suiffed Gay gloomily. ™ At all events, 'm not done yet—not
by a long chalk. And I've got to do something jolly
quickly,”

“Well, my hat!” 4

#1 want the sack,” growled Gay. “But I jolly well don't
want a flogging, T didn't expect that at all. 1 don’t mean
to have it, 1f 1 can help it. 1 can tell you. Well, the only
way to avoid that now is to do something else—something
that will quite put the tin hat 'on things and turn the
balance in favour of the sack, See?”

“Fathead!™

" Assl”

* Imbecile !™

#0h, go on!"” snorted Gay. “T tell you you fellows don't

rasp the position. It's either tha sack or nothing for mel
%efcre morning I'vé got to earn the sack somehow—no half-
measures this time! Anyway. I don’t mean te do any prep
thia evening, so I’ll spend the time thinking out wheezes.”

“0h, you—you—->="

“If you feliows do happen to think of a dodpe lot me
know,"” said Gay esrnestly. “1It must be something that's

Tueg Gex Lipmapv.—Np. 1,110,

“My luck’s

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

not too steep, but will real‘iiy turn the scales in favour of
the sack! You've got the idea?”

“0Oh, my hat! Gay, you awful ass!” said Tom Merry
pleadin%{iy. “ Do chuck it—stop. acting the goat, for good.
ness’ sake! If you do get the sack, can't you see that Dr
Monk would never dream of taking you back—"

“0Oh, don't sing that over again!® said Gay wearily. “1f
you've got no practical suggestions to offer——"’

“*1 have!” said Tom. *“It's a jolly good one!”

“What is it{" said Gay eagerly.

“Take your medigine like a man in the morning, and
then chuck this footling idiotic game, and make the best of
things; that’s the onljy practical suggestion I have to offer.”

“ You silly owl—*

“It's you that’s the 'silly owl!” =aid Tom grimly.
“¥You're alsn a born idiot, a footling imbecile, and a——"

“Oh, rats!" said Gordon Gay crossly. “Go and eaf coke!”

And with that he marelied out of the study, apparently in
a huff. Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders hopelessly and
got hiz books ount for prep. Evidently it was useless to talk
to Gay—the ex-leader of the Grammarians had made up hia
mind and was not to be moved either by argument or plead-
ing. The captain of the 8hell could only wonder how 1t was
going to end, '

CHAPTER 8.

Amazing !
L W HAT the thump—" explained Tom Merry.

“What's the matter 7" said Gordon Gay.
Tom Merry stared at him.

: Gordon Gay had been very quiet all evening—
evidently hus;' thinking ** wheezes " ‘out for earning the sack
from 8i. Jim's, Whether he had thought of any or not Tom
did not ask him, nor did Lowther and Manners. As a
matter of fact, they were rather fed-up with Gay and his

odges, They had lost patience, and were inclined to let
him stew in his own juice, as Manners pub it. In any case,
they knew the ex-Grammarian would have ignored their
opinions and remarks. B

During prep they had left him to himself, and after prep
they had stayed in the Common-room until bed-time. On the
way up to the Bhell dormitors, Tom Merry had noticed that
Gay was smiling, and he had wondered if tha “sack-hunter ™
had thought of a new wheeze for his amazing campaign.

But Tom and the rest of the fellows in the dormitory—
exc—egt;ng Gay himself—were undressed and ciimbing into
bed before Tom noticed anything unusual in Gay's attitude,
Then Tom saw that Gay had made no attempt to undress,
with the exception of taking off his gym shoes.

“What the thump!” ejaculated Tom again. “ Aren’t yon
g‘uit_ﬁ to get undressed, Gay?”

“Me? Oh, nol" answered Gordon Gay calmly. “I'm
having a :11gl1t out, old sport."

“What—what—"

_ “Like to come?" asked Gay affably. “I just feel like kick-
ing over the giddy traces a bit to-night ! 3

*You—you awful ass!” gasped Tom in sudden alarm,

“You see,” explained Gay, lowering his veice, “it's like
thisl I can see that it’s no good just playing japes and all
that., I don't want floggings and gatings. I['ve got to do
something really serious—like breaking out at night—so I'm
off out I:a—ni’ght—"

“ You—'

“Of course, I'm not really going to stay out!” admitted
Gay, with a chuckle. “It'= spoof really! I've made a sort
of bed of cushiona in Study No. 10, and I shall sleep thers
and turn T:gein the morning. The beaks, of course, will

think I've been out on the giddy razzle all night. That
should do it, shouldn't it "

“You fearful idiot I

“Thanks, old top—praise from you is praise indeed!

"

You're sure— 2

“ Kildare will be here in 2 second, Gay!” called Talbot.
¥ Better buck up and get undressed, old chap!”

“My belief is he's thinking of runmng away to escape his
fogging " said Lowther. “That it, Gay ?”

. There was a chuckle—the fellows had been very interested
]nd?cg in Gay's adventures that evening. But Gay only
Bmiied.

“No, that isn’t it! The fact is, you fellows,” he said,
addressing the dormitory in generu.l!,r “I'm going out to-
night—keep it dark. Any of you fellows eare to kick over
the traces and come "

Apparently nobody did-—-the? all stared blankly at Gay.

“What about you, Racke!” msked Gay. “Like to come
for a run to the Green Man, what? ¥ou know the way, of
course! A chap like you who's fond of throwing good
money away.”

“You silly fool I sniffed Racke.

“What? You funk it, too?” said (lay in astonishment.
;:I‘.Vha.t ﬁ.lhout- you, Crooke? Just a rup as far as the Green

fan—r0o

“Oh, rata! T suppose you'se gone potty ! said Orooke,
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The door of Tom Merry & Co."'s study suddenly fiew

open and Mr. Railton appeared In the doorway. Be-

hind him ware Mr. Linton, WMr. S8elby and Kildare.

They fairly blinked as they saw Qordon Gay locked

in the grasp of Qeorge Alfred Qrundy, both of them

showing considerable signs of wear and tear.
{See Chapter 9.)

“Not at alit I'm very serious, and if none of you fellows
will come—?

He was interrupted by a wamning cry from near the deor.

“Lock ont—Kildare!™

Gay looked towards the door, and as he saw Kildare
framed in the doorway he gave a startled gasp and
scrambled into bed with his clothes on, dragzing the sheets

bhurriedly over him—or partly over him. It was quite clear
to others as well as to Tom Merry that he had purposely
allowed Kildare to see him doing so.

“#0h, the awful idiot!” breathed Tom. 3

Kildara had seen him—in fact, he would have been hlind
had he failed to do so, or to see that Gay’s uncovered
shoulders showed that he still had his jackef on !™

“Good gad!” ejaculated Kildare,

He strode into the room and approached Gay's bed.

“(ay, you footling young idiot!” he exclaimed wrathfaily.
“What's this game! Why aren’t you undressed 1

“0Oh!” said Gay.

From his tone Gay sounded suddenly alarmed.

“(et out " snapped Kildare, “(Get out, you young idiot "

“I—I say, Kildare,” gasped Gay, winking at Tom Merry,
it—it’s &ﬂ right. I'm in bed!”

“Y see you are,” said Kildare, with terrific sarcasm.
“Aud if you aren’t out again in two seconds I'll give you
the licking of your life!”

“0h, I say, Kildare!” complained Gay. “I'm in bed,
aren’t I? What's the matter?”

There was a chuckle round the dormitory. The Sixth-
Former imagined Gay was pulling his leg, and his lips set
grimly.

He did not argue the point; he just whisked the sheets
off Gordon Gay, grabbed him by one leg, and whirled him
out of bed.

Bump!

“ Yaoooop !

Gay landed on the floor with a terrific bump and & howl.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Silenes | hooted Kildare wrathfully, *This silly young
idiot’s antics are nothing to laugh about. Now, Gay,”
he added grimly, taking out his watch, "I'll give you just
one minute to get undressed and into bed!”

Gay scrambled up. He was a trifle red in the face, but
he seemed quite unperturbed. Again he winked at Tom
Merry—a wink that was not lost upon Kildare—and then he

" seated himself on the bed.

But he did not start to undress. Instead, he started to
put on his gym shoes. :
Kildare only secmed to be aware of what he was doing
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when the shoes were on; then lLis eyes nearly came out of
his head as he saw it.

“Why,"” he spluttered, “you checky young monkey!”

“ ¥ou checky old monkey ! reforted (Gay. He turned and
addressed the dormitory. *Sure none of you fellows want to
come oubt on the razzle tomight? Now do be sporis, and
never mind this old monkey here [

There was a breathless silence. It was time for the
ceiling, or even the heavens, to fall, when a junior talked
like that before Erie Kildare. i
Kildare gasped like a stranded fish,

“Why, you—you little sweep!” he spluttered, grabbing up
slipper from the floor. *“Get over that chair!”

“Rats 1"

“ What—what " roared Kildare. *You hear me?”
“R{lt%!“

Kildare said no more. He dropped the slipper and made
a ferocious rush at Gordon Gay. That junior dodged and
shoved out his foot.

Kildare went a header over the foot, and as he crashed
to the floor, with a gasping howl, Gordon Gay bolted from
the dormitory.

“Oh, great pip

“He's mad L

“Btop, you young =coundrel!” bellowed Kildare.

He jumped up and tore in pursuit, trembling with wrath,
But Gay was well ahead, and he would have been down-
stairs the next second had not Knox of the Sixth appeared
on the landing just then.

“Stop him!” roared Kildare,
Knox !

Knox did his best to obey. The ead of the Sixth usually
disliked obeying Eric Kildare, but in a* case lilte this he
was always ready and willing to obey.

He jumped in front of the feeing Gay, his face wearing
a grin,

The grin disappeared the nexi second.

With head lowered, Gordon Gay struck him with the
force of a battering-ram full in the waistcoat.

Gerald Knox gave a strangled yelp and at down hard,
with a bump. Had he been a fool nearer the stairs he
would have gone down them headlong.

The next moment Gay had flashed past him and was
sliding down the banisters at express speed.

For once Erie Kildare forgot his dignity as a prefecty
and the next moment he had reached the top of the stairs,
and, ignoring the groaning Knox, went down the banisters
after Gay. All Kildare wanied at that moment was to geb
within reach of Gordon Gay.

Top Gem Lmrany.—No. 1,110
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When he reached the bottom of the stairs, Liowever, Gay
was fleecing ahead along the corridor at a great speed.
Kildare dashed after him,

And then another ebstacle presented itself to Gordon
Gay—in the form of a master this time, S nl

it was Mr, Selby, the master of the Third Form. He
was just going up to bed, and he halted at the sight of
Gordon Gay racing towards him,

“‘Stop hin!” roared Kildare:

“(=good gracious!”

Me. Selby jumped. He was not made of heroio stuff, and
the idea of tackling the racing junior did not appeal to him.
With a startled gasp he skipped hastily to one side.

Unfortunately, Gay had oxpected him to attempt to step
him, and he swerved to one side, i

His swerve took him full into Mr. Selby’s side-step, as it
were, and the result was a collision.

Mr. Selby yelped as the back of his head came into sharp
contact with the passage wall. Mr. Selby's only desire
after that was to grab hold of Gordon Gay.

With @ snort of pain and anger, he grabbed Gay just
as that youth was about to race on, and his grasp held.

“Legzo!” roared Gay, as Kildare's footsteps pounded
towards them. “Leggo, or—"'

He didn't finish his threat. Instead, he reached up sud-
denly, and——

Mr. Selby, the master of the Third Form at St. Jim’s,
got the shoek of his life then.

& Fﬂrr(}dord(}n Guay grasped his left side-whisker and tugged
1i—hard,

“Yo-oooop!” squealed Mr. Selby, r

He released the junior as though he had suddenly hecome
red-hot. It was what Gay expected and intended him to
do. He took advantage of it and flew on, just as Kildare
raced up.

Ignoring the stupefied and Babbergasted Mr. Selby, Eric
Kildare tore after Gordon Gay, his brow thunderous,

In the hall-way Kildare felt quite sure he would capturs
Lis quarry.

But he was wrong. The biz hall doors had not been
iocked and bolted vet, and as Kildare reached the hall he
wiis just in time to see the reckless junior tear open one of
the big doors and vanish into the night,

Kildare gasped and raced for the doors. He ran out
on to the School House steps, and stared out into the dark
quadrangle,

_ But Gordon Gay had vanished, Not a movement in the
durkness greeted the skipper’s gleaming eyes

He realised it was hopeless to follow,

Almost as in a dream the Sixth-Former returned, and
found Mr. Selby still leaning against the passage wall and
stroking his cheek dazedly.

*You—you saw it, Kildare!” he gasped. “That—that
boy—that wretched young raseal, he—he actually pulled my
whiskers!"

“I saw ib, sir,” said Kildare grimly. * This means expul-
sion for him, sir.”

" Undoubtedly—undoubtedly ! gurgled  Mr, Selby.
#Kildare, never in my whole experience as a schoolmaster
have I experienced such a humilisting and ontrageous
insult. WNever have I known such an abominable outrage.
He—he—— You saw him, Kildare; you are a witness of
what took place. I shall expect you to be a witness when
the matter is brought before the headmaster!”

“Yes, sir; of course, sir. He also bowled me over,
and nearly sent Knox headlong downstairs, It's the sack
for the kid, right enough! TI'm sorry, bu ¥

“I shall insist upon expulsion, Kildare!” gasped Mr.

by, his eves glittering with wrath. “Nothing less than
the extremie penalty for such abominable and lawless
behaviour will safisfly me, I shall insist—you hear me,
Kildare?—1 shall insist upon expulsion—nothing less!”

“He'll get that all right, sir,” said Kildare. “1'll go
along and roport to Mr. Railton now.”

“You need not, Kildare,” stuttered Mr. Selby. “1 myself
will do so this very moment. We shall see—we shall sedt”

Almost at @ run he started off in the direction of Mr.
Railton’s study. Kildare frowned, and returned to the
Shell dormitory.

“ 8top him, sic!”

CHAPTER 9.
The Outside Limit ! 4

& ELL, I'm blowed!"”
“The awful maniac!™
“ He's mad—mad as a hatter!™

“Must be. This means the sack for him 1
“¥es, rather ¥
Tom Merry did not join in the remarks concerning Gordon
Gay and his extraordinary behaviour, :
in the Shell dormitory there was a buzz of excited voices
Tuz Geu Lmeany.—No. 1,110 E
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alter Kildare had vanished. Several of the juniors got ous
of bed and crept to the door te listen for sounds of the
PUursuit,

In Tom Merry's opinion, Gay really had finished things
this time, If he had gone out, then it was a certainty he
would be expelled, in view of the offences already to his
credit, or discredit. To break out at night was a very
serions matter indeed—a crime that alone might mean the
sack, certainly a flogging, And in Kildare's hearing Gay
had spoken of going out on the *razzle.” ’

Tom knew that Gay did not mean. it—that the hare-
brained junior intended to go ont aud then enter the House
again by the box-room window and go to No, 10 Study,
to sleap there for the night. Apparently that was Gay's
great  scheme, and apparently he had made all his
arrangemants,

The schemp was certainly a mad ene; but it was one
that would undoubtedly gain for Gay what he was working
for—the sack. Of that Tom Merry was assured; and the
assurance filled the skipper with dismay.

“1 heard Knox yelling just now!” whispered Gore, tip-
toeing in his bare feet from the door. *1 believe Gay's
upset him, or something. And I fancy I heard old Selby.”

“_E_)hr my h&t!!"

Wildly excited and seared, the Shell juniors strained their
ears for further sounds.

“He must be absolutely potiy!” said Talbot. “I'm
thumping sorvy, anyway, for he was a jolly decent chap.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“Rot!"” said Grundy, with a growl. “He's g cad! Fancy
going to a dingy pub like the Greenm Man! The rotien
blackguard 1"

*You silly ass——" began Tom Merry warmly.

“I've a jolly good mind to go after him I”" said Grundy.
*“Pll drag the cad back by the seruff of his neclk, Fancy
dLsgrﬁ-:;'ing the Form like this! ¥Yes, I'm blowed if I don't

i

g
Grundy was intarrufgtﬂd as the door epened and Kildare

came in. The Sixth-Former's face was red, and he looked
very grim indeed,
B

et that light out!” he snapped.

“1 say, Kildare, what's happencd?”

A seore of voices asked the question breathlesly.

“You'll know that soon enough,” snapped Kildare.
“That young fool's gone past the outside limit this time!”

“We heard Knox yell " began Talbot.

*He bowled Knox over—nearly knocked him downstairs|”
gaid Kildare,

**And Selby—did he—""

“Ie pulled Belby’s whiskers, if von want to know!”
said Kildare. That bit of news was too big a temptation for
even the lofty Kildare to resist telling. “The raving young
lunatie's booked for the sack this time, znd he's jolly well
asked for ir, if anyone did. I'm sorry—the kid must have
l?]st h:f_} dashed senses. But—anyway, out with that light—
sharp !’

“Look here,” said Grundy, great indignation in his
voice, “I'm not standing this, !giitdarel I'm not seein
my Form disgraced by that cad! I'll go after him and fetell
him back!”

[ “I‘ll.'n't ?.‘:

“I know where he's gone !” said Grundy. “I'll fetch the
cad back by the scruff of his silly neck.” Leave it to me,
Kildare !"

And George Alfred climbed out of bed.

Kildare stared at him, and then jumped forward, with
a snort of wrath. He grabbed the astonished Grundy.
whirled him up, and fairly threw him, big as he was, back
into bed. Then he snatched up & slipper, whirled the
zealous junior over into a suitable position, end started
operations with the slipper.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Grundy roared in wrath and amazement.

“There,” gasped Kildare breathlessly, halting at last.
“Go out after him, will you! Perhaps that'll teach you
uob to pull my leg, Grundy! TI've stood enough nonsense
from Gay, without you starting! Any fellow out of bed
after this will be reported to Mr. Railton! Got that?”

“¥Y-yes, Kildare!”

“Ow-ow! Yow-ow!"” roared Grundy.

The light went out and Kildare vanished, banging the
door after him. Kildare, apparently, was not in a mood to
be trifled with just then.

Grundy sat up in bed in the gloom,

*The—the howling dummy!” he gasped, evidenily re-
ferring to Kildare. “ Faney—after my offering to do his
jﬂh‘, and fetch that cad, Gay, back 1®

0Ok, shut up, you burbling chump [

“I jolly well won’t1"” snorted Grundy, “I'm going to do
what I said—the job you ought to tackle, Tom Merry.
Nicve junior skipper you are, I must say! That rotter has
got to be fetched back |”

“Oh, dry upt”

HAN right!” gasped Grundy. “You'll see!™
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. He lay down in bed, and silence reigned in the dorm:
iory, save for excited whispering as the extraordinary
situation was breathlessly discussed. Most of the fellows
expected Gay to be caught—but they did not oxpect to see
him again that night. If he was caught he would un-
doubtedly be taken straight to the punishment-room.

B0 they composed themselves to sleep at last, and ane
by one they dropped offi Tom Merry was half-asleep
Eumself when, suddenly, he heard a movement from Girundy’s
rod,
“Hallo, what are you up to, Grundy?” he demanded,
sitting up in bed. .

“I'm going after (Gay, of course!™ said Grundy warmly.
“Think I funk the job? Fin going to do the job you
anght to do, Tom Merry.”

*You silly fool—-"

“Kildare's an assl” snorted Grundy in the gloom, ¢limb-

'-.-_mm']'ri%ﬂ[mw

ing out of bed as lio spoke. “He's got no idea of his
duty—like you! T'm going to show both of you what your
dashed duty is!”

“Look here, Grundy!” said Tom Merry quietly. *Don't
‘be an ass, for goodness’ sake. You’re only asking for the
sack yourself! I tell you Gay doesn’t intend to go to the
GGireen Man at all. 1t's only his spoof I

“Rot!"” said Grundy. “You funk going after him yonr-
self, and you're jealous of me scoring by doing your job
and bringing the rotter back! That’s it!™

“You ass——"

“Rats! Pifflea! Shut up!” snorted Grundy.

Tom Merry had been about to climb out of bed, but he
changed his mind, and his lips set. If Grundy was doter-
mined to play the fool, then why not let him? Tom knew
the burly Shell fellow would resist any attempt to stop him
in any case. Grundy was a fellow who always knew
hetter than anyone else, and who na&-‘er would take either
advice or information he didn’t wish to take.

S0 Tom “let him rip™ !

Grundy finished dressing in the darkmess, and crept out
of the dormitory, closing Ele door behind him,

He erept along the deserted corridors, scarcely making a
sound inqlis gocks, his shoes in his hands. Here and there
a light showed beneath a door, showing that all the
masters had nol vet retired. Realising this, Grundy went
carvefully, not wishing io have his dutiiul intentions scotched
by capture !

He reached the Shell passage at last, and was just about
to amake his way to the lower box-room when a sound

u trifle,

Who was in the study at that hour?

The sound was soon located, and the burly Shell fellow
found that it came from Study No. 10.

Grundy hesitated & moment, and then he went to ins
vesfigate.

He gently opened the door, pushed it wide, and etrode ip.

Then he jumped.

A candle was burning in the room—and a junior Was
there, calmly undressing by its dim, flickering light.

It was Gordon (Gay.

He had just finished putting on his pyjamae}

Grundy could scarcely believe the avidence of his own
eyes,

U M-mum-my hat!” he stuitered.
are you doing **

from one of the studies made him pause, his heart ithumping

“Cay—what the thump

As the struggling occupants of the carriage brought
up against the door, it fiew wide open and there wag
a sudden yell of alarm. *“‘Lock out!’ Gordon
Gay gasped convulsively as he felt himselt falling,
while Carboy gave ashriek. (Sce Chopter 11.)

Gay gave a slart, and then he snorted as he recognised
the great George Alfred. :
“Oh, you!” he zaid.

are you doing heref®

“ Doing here!” gasped Grundy. “I'm after you, of couzse,
you rotter ! I was going after you te fetch you back—te
prevent you disgracing the Form and School!”

“0h, my hat!” ejaculated (Gay, with a chuckle.

“TIt’s nothirg to grin about!™ snorted Grundy angrily,
“T suppose you've funked going, after all I

“What & marvellous supposer you must have, Grundy !>

“1 want no cheek!” said Grundy darkly. “1I want to
know what's the meaning of this ret? Why Lave yom
made a bed on the couchi”

“Well, whore do you expect a fellow to make one—up
the chimney, or in the coal-scuttle?”

“That’s enoughl” said Grundy magisterially, eyeing Gay
grimly, “I want no <lieck, and I'mm asking no more
f{Llﬁ%‘l:jOli?.‘ You'll drop this rot and come up to the dorpr—
at once !’

“Oh, my hat! Binee when have you hed the power to
give giddy orders, Grundy?” 4

“T've told you I want no cheek!” bawled Grundy, quite
forgetting the need for caution at that hour. *Pack up
and clear off to bed at once Gay !

“Go and chop chips! You're too funny to live, Grundy I
“¥You won't?” roared Grundy.

“Well, you footling chump, what

“Not much ! Get out! You've mucked—"

“Then T'll joily well make you | bellowed Grundy. “I'll
take you to bed by the sceuff of your silly neek! Think
I'm standing this sort of thing, if Toms Merry doss? Not

1

likely

And with that George Alfred rushed to the attack, his
big fists whirling.

Gordon Gay, who had heen the best junior boxer in
the Grammar School, smiled and met him with a straight
feft that sent the zealous and wellimeaning Grundy into

: Tog GeM Lmprany.—Neo. 1,11
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the fireplace with a resounding crash of falling fireirons.
In the guiet stillness the sound was ear-shaftering,

Crash{ Clatter, clatter! Crash!

* Yoooooop ! roared Grundy.

He jumped up at once. however, and the next moment
the two were at it hammer and tongs.

Gordon Gay had realised by this that Grundy had quite
upset his calenlations, and that his little “night-out * scheme
was ruined. Weil, he might as well ereate as much row as
he could instead—especially as Grundy scemed anxious
for it.

He piled in with a will. He was feeling furions with
the blundering (eorge Alfred, and he showed his feelings
now by giving that worthy a very warm few minutes.

Backwards and forwards across the study, crashing into
table and chairs, and making a most fearful noise, went
the combatants, both of them heedless of noise.

Grundy did not think of it, and Gay was quite pleased
to hear i, end he made no effort to keep quiet. He was
bound to have his little scheme stopped now, and so (his
little rumpus would make up for it in some measure.

nly (iay seemed to hear the sounds of opening doors
and of alarmed voices outside the study, Then suddenly the
door flew open and Mr. Railton appeared in the doorway.
Behind him showed the sour features of Mr. Selby, and
behind Mr, Selby were Mr. Linton and Kildare. All were
fully dressed, which was accounted for by the fact that the
three masters and Kildare had been discussing Gay in the
Housemaster's room when the wproar broke ocul. They
fairly blinked as they saw Gordon Gay locked in the grasp
of George Alfred Grundy.

Doth showed considerable sipns of wear and tear—Gay's
nose was running red, and one of Grundy's eyes locked as
if it had met trouble.

“Gay!” shouted Mr. Railton.

“Grundy !” gasped Mr. Linton. “Grundy—Gay—— Bless
my soul I”

Kildare was more practical. He ran into the room and
fairly hurled the juniors apart.

Mr. Railton’s lips set grim as his eyes ran round the
disordered room.

“Well #* he asked quietly. as Gay and Grandy stood baclk,
panting and gasping. “May T ask what this extraordinary
scone means?”

The Housemaster's calmness was terrifving.

Both the juniors were silen!, however.

“I will ask you. Grundy ” =aid Mr. Railten. “I fanev
I can guess why Gay is here, and what these cushions on
the eouch mean, also the blankets.”

Gay jumped, and looked at Mr., Railton sharply., Some-
how he didn't guite like the tone in which Mr. Railton hLad
epoken. It almost seemed as if the master had guessed
his secheme.
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“T am waiting, Grundy. If you do not answer me,
possibly you will answer the Head.”

2 " stammered Grundy. =

“It's hardly Grundy’s fault, sir,” put in Gay. “Don't
blame him—he can’t help being a bit officious! He was
born hike that. You see 7

“Gay 1” gasped Mr, Railton, g

“He came after me, of course,” said Gay. “He felt it
was his duty to prevent me dispracing the House! TI'll take
all responsibility, sir,” he added eagerly. “It’s every bit
my fault!” >

*Oh, indeed!” snapped the Housemaster, his eves fixed
steadily on Gay's cheerful, battered features. *Oh, in-
deed! Grundy!”

“¥.-yes, sir!” groaned Grundy.

“Go back to bed at once! I will deal with you in the
morning.”

“Yes, sir; but I want to explain—"

f-‘GO!i)

Grundy gasped and went—there was no arguing with
Mr. Railton when he spoke like that. The Housemaster
turned to Gay.

“Now, Gay,” hs said, elmest pleasantly. “You have
caused quite a lot of trouble this evening—an extraordinary
amount, in fact. Did I not know certain facts regarding
vou I should almost suspect that you had suddenly taken
leave of your senses™

“Oh, sir!” gasped Gay—he liked Mr. Railion’s tone
lese and less.

*“In the first place, you attempted to assault Colonel
Bland, a member of the Governing Board of this school.
You failed in that. Since then you have gone out of your
way to cause further trouble and to make yourself a
nunisance—at whatever risk fo yourself. It would almost
seem, Gay, that your intention was to earn expulsion from
5t Jim’s.”

“QOh, sir!"” gasped Gay. **Oh, erumbs !

“In fact,” resumed Mr. Railton smoothly, “knowing as T
do that your one desire is to leave St. Jim’s and return to
vour old school, I had already reached that conclusion when
Mr. Belby and Kildare made their report to ine a short
time ago.”

“ Oh—oh, my hat!"™

“This,” said Mr. Railion, pointing to the temporary bed
on tho couch, “quile settles the matter as far as I .am
concerned. My suspiciors were evidently well founded.
You had no intention. of spending the night out of doors.
Gay #”

* Ahem !

* Answer me, Sir

“0Oh, dear! I—I—"

“Your intenfion was solely to give that impression,” =aid
Mr, Railton. “ Your hope was io add still further to vour
misdeeds in the expeetation that you

R L

1)

; = : would be expelled from St. JFim's, Gay.™
“0Oh—oh; sir!”
b : It was o groan.
a QS Or . as es “T—I have never heard of sneh—such

a thing " gasped Mr. Linton.

“Abzolutely  outrageons!” pgasped

Mr. Selby, pointing a shaking forefinger

Ho. 189.—A LAD ©' THE at the unhappy Gay. “He—he actually
VILLAGE, pulled my—my whiskers,. Mr, Railton.

5y

Surely expulsion

“Rest sssured thot Dr. Holmes will
know how to deal with the situation,
Mpr. Selby,” said Mr. Railton grimly.
“Bhort of actual expulsion the most
sovere punishment will be meted out to
the boy for his outrageous behaviour.
But Dr. Holmes is not likely to Le
forced, if 1 may put it so, into expelling
him. He is certainly not likely to accede
‘to this boy's desires in that respect in
the circumstances.”

Gordon Cay groaned. All his plans,
hia schemes, his hopes, were falling
nhout his head like a pack of cards,
The game was up—he was bowled out.
-+ oW Gay ISJ‘

: o* Y.y-yes, sir.”

“You have, a.p;])]arentiy, not taken
into consideration the fact that masters
have had a great deal of experience in
dealing’ with the youthful mind,” said
Mr. Railton. **Nor have you given us
credit for possessing o certain amount
of eommion-sense. Your plot has failed,
and to-morrow you will be punished as
vou deserve. That is all for to-might.
Kildare, will you kindly escori Gay to
the punishment-room, and lock him in?"
Come along, Gay!”
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And Gordon Gay wenb—he had no choice in the matter.
He had played his cards and he bad failed—failed dis-
mally. And not only was he a= far as ever from all h‘opa
of obiaining his desire, but he had “bagged ” a flogging,
and what else was coming to him. Certainly he had earned
it—even he bad to admift that to himself,

But that reflection brought little comfort to Gordon Gay
?s l}l;a_ Iay and thought of what the morrow had in store
or him,

LHAPTER 10.
Poor COld Gay !

ORDON GAY was the chief topie of conversation at
G 8t, Jim’s the next morning, It was known very
early that he had spent the night in the punishment-
room. And it very soon leaked out what he had

done, and just why he had done it. %

The astonishing story filled everyone with amazement.
That any fellow should zo out of his way to earn the sack
was something entirely unusual and startling. .

It created an extraordinary sensation.

(fay was absent from Chapel and missing from break-
fast. Nor did he turn up at the beginning of merning
olasses, And it was supposed then that he had, indeed,
got the sack.

But that theory was soon shattered. At the commence-
ment of second lesson Gordon Gay entered the Shell Form-
room and took his place quietly. ,

It was noticed that he showed a peenliar reluctance fo
sit down, His face was guite pale, and he seemcd very
subdued indeed. Mr. Linton eyed him rather sympatheti-
cally, and did not speak 1o him after motioning him
to his seat. The rest of the Form gave him commiserating
glances. They thought him an awful ass; but they could
not help admiring his nerve and courage.

After marningsiessons, Tom Merry & Co. got the chance
‘o speak to Gordon Gay, as he came out of the Form-room.

They regarded him silently at first, while Gay gave them
n sickly zort of smile.

“ (et it hot, old man?” said Tem at last.

* Just a little!”’ said Gay somewhat airily. “0ld Menk
at the Grammar School can lay it on—he's no end beefy.
But the Head here can beat him at his own game! I shan’t
be ablo to sit down in comfort for the rest of the term!

“Hard lines. But you did ask for it, you know. Wae
warned you——-"

“0h, don’t start that again!” snorted Gay. “But that
isn't the worst, you fellows,” he groaned. “I'm gated for
the remainder of the term, and I've bagged the biggest
impot of my giddy career ™

“Poor old chap!”

“Hard Iines!” . g :

“We'll help you with the impot, old chap.™

“Tm hoping you won't need to,” said Gay, already
sl-.owing signs of brightening uwp. “I'm not done yet, of
caurse.”’

“Eh? What's that?” g

“My uncle’'s making his last visit to-night before going
home to Australia,” said Gay. “I think I told you fellows.
He was too waxy with me last night to say good-bye then
—in any case he's got to bring me back the clobher the
Head lent him to go to his gindy hetel in yesterdey,”
grinned Gay. “Well, he comes at five—foar-thirty-five in
Wayland, you know! Anyway, 1t's my lest chance of doing

*Well, upon my word!" gasped Tom. “Haven't you
nad vour lesson yet, Gay?®”

“Eh? Don’t talk rot! You fellows don’t wnderstand!
It’s no good going on with the sack deodge, of course, now
they've spotted it. In faet the Head made it clear when
ho jawed me that it was no good—trickery he called it,”
grunted Gay. “Did you ever! Well, I've dropped that
ideaﬁ and now T've got to get some other wheeze that will
work.

“Well, vou—you ass!®

“I'va got to think of some way out of it before uncle
goes!" snid Gay dismally.  “It*ll be too late after that!
Lioak here, can’t yon fellows help a chap? Surely yon can
think of & wheeze that will work?”

“Nou—you——>"

“Frank Monk suggested kidnapping my uncle, and
keeping him prisoner until he agreed to let me po hack
to the Grammar School,” said Gay. *“But, of course, I
couldn’t agree to that. The old fellow’s a jolly good sort,
and 1 wouldn't dream of it—unot playing the game |”

“ Fathead |7 :

“1f that’s all you fellows can do to help me——"

“Not at alll” said Tom., “We can do something else to
help—to help you come to- your senses, and stop acting
the goat, Perhaps a good bumping or two might do thatl
Ci}rllﬁ_]' him !i: d

" Here—what—I1 zay—yooog

Bump ! ¥

1!!

“relief thev hurried round to the

The Terrible Three strewed the quadranzle with Gordep
Gay, and walked on. Apparently they had no intentitn
of helping in any other direction than that, Tom Merry
himself was breathing hard, and he was really losing
patience with the sack-hunter. Gordon Gay cerfainly was
the outside limit.

Gordon Gay avoided the Terrible Three safter that, and
they did not get a chance to speak to him until afterngon
classes were over. Then Tom Merry called to him as he
was hurrying towards the gates, g ;

“Hold on, Gay!” he gasped. ““Where the thump are you,
off to?”

“Going to meet my uncle!” said Gay glumly,

say, keep it darl!” 3
“ But you're gated, you assal”

“1 know! I asked Railton to let me go; and he refused,
Well, I'm going., That's all,”

“But look here—"’

“Ratg!” 5 :

Gordon Gay went on—almost bumping inte Gerald Knox
of the Bixth. Knox started after him.

“Here, come back, you young rascall” he called, “If
you're going out—-"

“I am, old tep!”

“Come back!” roared Knox,

“Rats 1™

Gordon Gay took to his heels, Knox stepped behind hiny
briskly for a moment, and then he went in pursuit at top
gpeed, his face red and angry. Outside the gates he found
Gordon Gay just mounting a bieycle—evidently Gay had
placed it there in readiness early on |

“Btop!” yelled Knox furiously. Sto
sweep! Stop! You know you're gate

“Rats!” called Gay, and he jumped into tho saddle;

The Sixth-Former flushed red as a chuckle went ap from
soveral fellows at the gates. Then he made a sudden
rush at Gagy.

His clutching hand grasped the saddle just as the machine
was moving, and he held on desperately. He regretted
it the next moment, for as Gay drove hard at the pedals,
ihe sudden pull dragged Knox headlong.

Crash !

Gerald Knox meazured his length on the ground, and
Gay shot away, waving his hand cheerily back at the
enraged senior.

There was a yell of laughter as Knox staggered up,
wiping mud [rom his face with a hand that fairly shook
with rage. :

He ignored the crowd, gouged his syes clear of mud, and
then dashed back into the quadrangle, making at top speed
for the cycle-shed. The look on his muddy features boded
ill for the St. Jim’s seapegrace.

Meanwhile Gay was riding hard for Ryleombe. At the
station he housed his machine, and hurried on to the
platform. His face brightencd as he saw three fellows just
leaving the station bookstall, They were Frank Monk,
Carboy, and Harry Wootton,

';‘ Cheerio, old sport!” grinned Frank Monk.
it'll‘

“Any luck?” asked Carboy anxziously,

“Luck!" said Gay in disgust, “Heaps and heaps of it
tons of it, in fact. I've heen fairly wallowing in luck since
I saw you chaps. But it's all been bad luck.”

And he hurriedly related his recent experience ta his
old ehums.

“ Hard lines, old man,” said Frank Menk sympathetically,
“Bure we can't do anything? T say, why not let us come
elong and talk to the old chap !” :

“Well, it might do good, and it conldn’t make things
worse,” suid Gay glumly. “Anyway, here’s the giddy local
—get your tickets gquick, if you are coming ™ '

“ What-ho 1" L 3

Frank Monk raced for the tickets, and they clambered
aboard the train. Just as the trajn was staviing, a tall
figure dashed on to the platform, and made for a corriage.
But a porter pulled the late arrival back, and itlie {rain
steamed out. ‘ :

“Phew " gaspod Gay. “It was that rolter Knox—after
me! I say, you fellows may come in nsefal after alli®

* Dut_he's missed 1617 grinned Carboy. i

“1 kfow—but I heard his motor-bike! ¥d forgotten he
had one, and he might follow,” groaned Gay s Anyway,
you fellaws keep him off, will you, if he doés turn up.”

“We will ! grinned Fiank Jonk.

CHAPTER 11.
 The Unexpseted ! h
HE juniors almost expected to see Kunox waiting on
the station at Wayland, for the train was & slow ons,
and it was possible for the Sixth-Formes to have
overtalen it., But he was not there, and in great
latform wlere the Abhats-
.- TEE Gey Lipary.—No. 1110,
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ford train was expected. It came in at last, and the
Australian geatleman alighted from it. He gave his nephew
a very prim look, and Frank AMonk & Co. a still grimmer
one.

But he was a kindly old gentleman, and he said nothing
regurding their presence, and those cheery youths were on
their best behaviour, Gay had hoped that his uncle would
agree to staying in Wayland for tes, but to his L'lggll‘st the
old gentleman insisted upon going straight to 8t Jun's.

They had not long to wait for the local train to Rylcombe
w-g fact Giay was thankful for, as every moment he half
cxpected Kndx to turn up. (Gav breathed freely when it
eame in ab last,

But his relief was short-lived. ;

As "he was escorting his uncle towards it there came a
shout from behinl—in a familiar voice

* Oh, my hat!” gasped Gay. i ;

He gave a quick look back, and at sight of the [urious
Sixth-Former running towards bem he stifled a groan,
and hurried his uncle on. :

But Frank Monk & Co. stayed behind. They had agreed
to “settle ¥ Gerald Knox, and they intended to do so. As
Knex rushed up they collared him low, and brought him
crashing down. The next moment they were serambling into
the carriage. ;

But Knox was not to be outdone this time. Hurt and
raring, he pelted up and tumbled into the carrisge before
Carboy had the ehance to slam the door. :

“You young sweeps!” he roared, as the train started.
“I’ll make you sit up for that! As for you, Gay—""

He rushed at Gordon Gay, and brought his flat hand
across the junior's face with a resounding slap.

“Boy!” cried the astonished Mr. Gay “Bless my soul!
Boy, how dare you!" i

He stood up hastily; but Enox had no eyes for him; bhe
had scarcely seen him, in fact. The cad of the Bixth at
HBt. Jim's was hurt, and he was in & terrific rape. He
grasped Gay, and began to thump him furiously.

It was too much for Frank Monk & Co.

The next moment they were piling in with a will, and
the group went in a struggling heap across the compartment,

They brought up against the door with a crash.

The door had merely been
pulled to by Knox as be had
serambled into the carriage,
and now it flew wide ocpen,
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cusl‘[.]icna, ke dragged frantically at the communication-
cord.

Scarcely one of the juniors had any recolleciion of what
happened next. There was a sudden grinding of brakes,
and before the train had slowed to a stop Gordon QGay,
followed by Carboy snd Wootton, was jumping down on to
the line and runninz back along the track, his heart thump-
ing with fear,

Slow as the local had been going, it was soma liftle
time before they sighted Frank Monk, and when they did
so they almost shouted in heartfelt relief.

Gay grasped his chum and held him until Carboy dashed
op: A few scconds later Mr. Gay, followed by the guard
ahnd ong or two passengers, cams burrying up and joined
then.

Between them they carried the half-conscious junior baek
to the train. Frank Monk fainted right away then, but
by the time Rylcombe Station was reached he had recovered
somew hat.

Me. Gay took charge of matters with unexpected firm-
ness and efficiency., He secmed to be deeply affected.

“I will take ycu home myself, Monk, my boy,” he told
Frank, as he helped the stii'i-dazed junior from the train.
“Thank Heaven for yonr most miraculous escape! But
you have shown rezl grit in the face of what scemed lika
certain death, and it siall not be overlooked! 1 shall have
much to say both to you and your father. I fear I have
misjudged you and your friends from the Grammar School.
Gordon, please get a taxi or a car without delay!”

The: only taxi as the station was commandeered, and
Frank was ruashed to the Grammar Scheol and placed in the
sanatorium. But, happily, as he felt quite sure himself, no
bonea were broken and no serious damage done. He was
suffering severely from bruises and shock, however, and the
school doctor ordered him to remain in bed for some days.

Gordon Gay was sent back to 8. Jim's almost at once
by his uncle, and he returned there in the deepest dejection
—a state of mind that was not improved when Kildare took
him straight to the detention-room and locked him in.

All was up now—the junior felt quite sure of that.
Indeed, he had already decided to do his best to settle
down at St. Jim's, realising
at last—rather late—that Le
was only runmng his own
head against a brick wall in

and there was a sudden yell
of alarm.

* Look out!”

Gordon Gav gasped con-
vulsively as he felt himself
falling, while Carboy gave a
ghriek

But it was Frank Monk
who acted,

His hand went out, and he
grazped his chum firinly and
held, Gay's feet ghid from
under him, and he fell into o
sitting position near the door-

way.
“Quick!” gasped Frank
Monk, “I can't hold—
uiel 1

“Good heavens!”

Mr. Gay woke to sudden
life, and, with the aid of
Carboy and Wootton, he held
on to Gay and Monk,
wherever a grip could be got.

There was- a swilt, con-
{usged stroggle 1o the door-
way, and what [ollowed no
body seemed to know elearly.
A combined pull dragged
Gordon Gay over the brink
of danger. The next moment
Frank Mook gave a eory as
he stumbled and fell over
Gay's huddled form. He
crashed against the edge of
the doorway and then disap-
peared, falling headlong from
the train.

“(ood heavens!”

For a single instant all the
occupants of the ecarriage
remained - as they were,
stupefied by the sudden, un-
expected eatustrophe. ‘Then
Carboy gave a ery of horror,
and, jumping up on to the
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our Editor Says—-

HOW'S YOUR COLLECTICN LOOHING?

& g ~INE!” As if I dido’t know that was what
you'd say! BSix of the wonderful iree pie-
ture cards you're collecting with the GEM
every week are im your possession now,

chums, and T can just picture your grins of delight

whene rer you take a look at them.

Though there are still ten more of these grand
FREE GIFTS to come, you'll be able by this time te
get a good idea of how your set will look when com-
pleted. Just think of it! Sizteen magnificently-
prodused .cards in full colour—each one of them well
worth keeping—the whole collection forming a unique
and faseinating picture gallery of the future.

This week's card, with its picture of an amazing
air liner, is followed up in spanking style by Ne. T,
“A FORTRESS ON WHEELS "—a monster mobile
fort which will revolutionise the war of the futura.

Don't miss it, whatever you do, and for safety first

Order Next Wednesday's “GEM" To-day!

When 1 tell you that the standard of next week’s
stories 1# quite on o par with the FREE GIFTS, 1
know vou’ll be Iooiunﬁ out for something extra-special
—and you won’t be disappointed! First we have a
really out-of-the-ordipary yarn of the chums of St.
Jim's, entitled :

“THE INSEPARABLE THREE!”

dealing with the arrival of three amazing new boys.

. Other splendid features include one of the best
instalments yet of our thrilling serial-—-“THE
FLYING FISH!" another set of replies chowing our
tamne ORACLE at his brightest and best; and, to
wind up, an interesting article on the subject of the
L.M.8. “Royal Beot ” Locomotive, No. 6106.

Cheerio, chums, till next week.

YOUR EDITOR.
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his defiance.

When Mr. Railton sent for
him late evening and told
him that he was to pack his
boxes and return the next
dg to Ryleombe Grammar
School, Gordon Gay got the
shock of his life.
like a miracle.

Actunlly the facts
simple, if unexpected.

Mr. Gay had a great deal
to say to Dr. Monk. - He not
only praised Frank Monk's
pluek, but he apologised, like
the pallant old gentleman he
was,

And, not to be gutdone, Dr.
Monk apologized in his turn,
and invited Uncle James to
dinner alse. By a fortunate
chance Dr. Holines was also
dining with Dr. Monk, and
over the dinner the matter of
Gay, naturaily enough, was

It seemed

were

brought wup—an amicable
discussion  regardin, that
hare - brained  youl that

resulted in Mr. Gay agreeing
with the gencoral opinion that
his nephew wonld be better
back at his old school. And
g0 it wa. arranged—Dr.
Holmes himself being obvi-
ously relieved to get rid of
such a troublesome and un-

willing pupil.
Next day Gordon Gay made
his joyful return to the

Grammar School, there to
take his place as junior
skipper again, and to lead
hisz cheery followers _once
more on cricket fleld and in
japes against the young
gentiemen of 8t. Jim's!
THE END,
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THE GREATEST ADVENTURE STORY EVER WRITTEN!

By LESLIE BERESFORD.
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On the shoulders of two boys, Rodney and his pal, Dan, rests the sticcess of the revolution in the * Valley of No

Escape.”

Formidable indeed is their task, but with true British pluck, they face the overwhelming odds

arrayed against them !

A Night of Fate!

“ HE young viper of & son!” spluttered Wummberg,
I dragging out a bulky automatic. “ Joost the young
fellow I've been vanting. And vhere de son is ve

find ulso de father 1"

For the second time that night, Rodney and Dan closed
with Wummberg and hiz underlings, not waiting a sceond
for them to be prepared with arms. Wummberg’s automatio
was barely drawn from its holster than a powerful punch
from Rodney rendered useless for the moment the arm which
purposed using it. The onslaught of the two lads, aided
by the fog, tock the Germans by surprize. There were only
four of them left, and by this time the street was filling
with furtive figures emerging all armed from the houses.

Ior a while it looked as if Wuwmmberg and his men

must mmevitably be overwheimed. But, unexpectedly, there
appeared on I.ﬁe scene Colonel Stangerfeld and a dozen or
“more men, before whose arrival ‘he revolutionaries drew
back, firing from corners and she shadows of house doors.
Aud the appearance of Colonel Stangerfeld with his rein-
{forcements sealed the inevitable capture of Rodney and
Dan within the next minute or so.

“85%" murmured the colonel, discovering who they were.
“The young son of Blake? That is good. And the
father "

But there was now neither time ner opportunity for any
search to be inade for Rodney’s father, as Colonel Stanger-
feld realised with an angrv oath. brom every side the
small force of armed guards was being fired at by the
revolutionaries, Taking the two lads with them they
begai. to beat a hasty retreat in the direction of the castle.
As for Rodney, whatever happened to lim he did not care.
His father was a long wayv {iem heing captured now

The unexpectedness and ferocity of the attack in the
fog =0 astonished Colonel Stangerfeld and the party
of armed guards that they were momentarily stricken
with panic. Their attention was diverted from
the two lads just captured, and they were fully
oceupied in saving their own skins, Twe of the guards
dropped at the first ragged
volley, and Colonel Stanger-
feld Bunc out an angry oath
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

false Alexis Saranoff—wasz linked up with it. But Colonel
Stangerfeld laughed at the idea of any mutiny proving
really suecessful.

“If it wera not for this internal fog,” he was saying
in German as Roduney listened, “we would wipe it out
at onoa. At the moment we are certainly hampered. But,
when the fog lLifts. we will flog the life out of these pigs.
As for that insolent Blake we will soon capture him end
hang him sky-high*with his son. ¥You, Wummberg, take
the whelp to the castle, with three of your men, while I
go with the rest and make my way to the barrucks to see
about this mutiny. DBe careful that boy is not as easily lost
as those stolen arms seem to have been.”

But that, when Wummherg turned to his men grouped
behind in the fog, was exactly what scemed to hava hap-
pened. A minute or so earlier, as the men exclaimed, the
two lads bad been standing there among them. But now
they were mowhere to be seen, though none of the guards
had noticed their disippearance.

Actually, when Wummberg began to bellow and call his
men all the blind idiots in the world, and the colonel
ordered an immediate search. the two friends were quite
near ot hand. They were crouching within a few paces of
the calonel and Wummberg, hidden from them only by the
gill of an open window It kad been Dan who, a few
seconds earlier, had accidentally discovered a building and
an open window so close ot hand, he had whispered a hint
to Rodney and vaulted noisclessly over the sill into the dark-
nezz beyond, his friend close at his heels,

Huddled motionless out of sight, and scareely daring to
breathe, Rodney had listened to the German talk of the
colonel and Wummberg, and now with Dan, waited while
the two raged® and stormed and set aboui searching for
them. For a moment or two it seemed as though escape
was impossible, for an electric torch was brought into use
revealing the existence of the open window.

However, the very nse of the electric torch. and the
noise of search, seemod to have attracted afresh the atien-
tions of the revolutionaries. A violent outburst of firing from

the darkness around brought
search to a sudden
end, and the colonel and his

as a bullet sent his military
kepi flying from him.

Both Rodney and Dan
wers bundled backward in
the precipitate retreat which
followed, forced te accom-
pany it because they stood as
much in danger of being hit
By the revolutionary fire as
their captors did. But when
the edge of the town had
been gained, and the re-
yolutionary fire had gradu-
ally eeased, a halt was made
in the darkness for a consul-
tation between the colonel
and Wummberg,

They were evidently aston-
ished at the force of the out-
hreak, and Rodney could
hear them talking about the
discovery of hidden arms as
being more important than
had at first been imagined.
His father’s name—as

RODNEY BLARE, o siocky woungcler, whose oie ambilion ig to
fofloap in the footsteps of his father, Adrien Blake—a news eorrespondent
now ont of England on business for his paper—is siralling alony Litilee
worth Cove tn compiny with his chumn,

DAN LEA, when ke sees arstrange-ooking crafl vesembling in shape
an airship and @ boot combined,

PRINCE ALEXIS EARAGENSEI, the ship's commander, informs
Rodvey that there is @ seriows cuse of illneds aboard, and in consequence
sucessds in gelting Dr. Froser, the youngster’s guardian, to go ahoard,
Soma time later Rodney and Dan are eaptured by Karagenski's men and
taken gn to the ship as prisomers, The strange crafi then rises offer the
Tashion o! an airship and speeds tiem away tothe ** Valley of Nu Escape™
where, in the sharge of Wumimbery, an obnorious, one-eyed giont, and o
host o] armed prards, are thousands o) prisoners huilding at desperate
epeed a flest of Flytng Fish,  With thie ‘opmidable fleet the heads of the
conspiracy hope fo conguer the whole world, Following & rumpis with

‘ummbers  Roaney, 1o his amazement, comes face to face with lus jather,
Adrian Blake hurriedly crpleins that, wnder the quise of a Russian
cxpert i poison pas, he has guinea uecess io the eonspirators’ stronghold
teith @ view do eRcoMPap rjiq hael-stnrred slaves to revolt againal thets
tark-muasters,  The de % 5 discovered, hopever, thel same day, and
Fodney is hurruing off Lo warn fis father of the fact when he overhears
Wummberg boasting to ks men thai hoth ke and his father wifl be food for
the wolves before morning. ]

“So P'm to be Jood for the walves, am £ ¢ " aays Rodneéy, conronting
the y}sﬂ “I¥ell, we'll see. But meanwhile, remember, welves hite

teeth
(Now reed on)

men wera once again in-
volved in a desperate fight
for their own ml]?ety. Gradu-
ally, hampered by the fog,
and wuncertain of the
strength of those attacking
them, they were pressed back
towards the castla

“Well, that's that, Dan!”
laughed Rodney, as the noise
of battle rolled away into
the distance and they stood
upright again with some re-
lief. “Perhaps it's just as
well you pgot us away,
though I wasn’t too certam
when I followed your sug-
gestion. I was inclined to
go quistly with them. Dad
counted on us being a bib
useful at tha castle. There’s
that secret way, don't forget,
to be found.” ;

“1 know that, Mister
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Rodney,” agreed Dan. “I thought of that. But it
wasn't a3 if we knew the secret, It was only a chance that
wee might find it out, and doubtful at that according to your
own father. Besides, when he was for sending us up 1o
the castle he didn't know those people thero Hhad got the
real Alexis Saranoff come along large s life. :

“That's true,” nedded Rodney. “And that’s something
he ought to be fold right away, Not knowing it, he might
tako risks he wouldn’t take otherwise. \‘rec! best get back
down in the town and try to find him. Things scem to
be pretty lively down there, don't they?”

The firing down in the town, as they left their temporary
shelter and began to retrace their steps, had become
increasingly tense, especially in the direction of the
works beyond the river. From that direction came tho
sounds of loud explosions at intervals, and, in spite of tha
fog, the yellow glare ot fires could be seen burning here
and there. However contemptuous Colonel Stangerfeld
might feel about this rising there was every sign that it
had, at any rate, started briskly. :

Naturally enough, the two lads were nol to go very far
without being ¢ allenged. They had indeed not long
entered the actual town, with its clustered rabbit-warren of
hovels, than riflo shots rang out from the darkness, and
the warning whine of bullets whizzing past their heads
brought them to an abrupt halt. g :

Wild fizures converged on them from every side, hands
grabbing at them, and voices questioning them fiercely in
Hussian, = 3 ) B : i

Rodney tried in vain, with bis Iumled'knm-r.esl‘gp of that
language, to explain that they were friends. These fren-
zied revolutionaries understood nothing excepling—as onc
of them seemed to be pointing out bloodthirstily—that the
two lads were part of the company up at the castle, their
hated enemics. Rifles and knives made a bristling hedge
around the two at the moment, when Rodney had an in-
spiration, and mentioned the name of Piludski.

Instantly, though still suspicious, the revolutionaries be-
came less aggressive and frenzied. They jabbered together
in Russian, one of them appearing eventually to persuade
the others. Finally, the lads were grabbed by a half-dozen
of them, and dragged hurricdly farther into the town, and
eventually thrust into the lighted interior of & house. l'l;ero.
to their intenso relief, was the man whose name Rodney
had mentioned. » -

“One good turn deserves another!” said Rodney to his
friend as the Pole, recognising them instantly, spoke rapidly
aéul energetically in Russian to those who had brought
them.

As g result, Rodney and Dan were released at once and
treated with immediate respect. :

Piludski did not speak much English, but he seemed to
understand that the two chums were in search of Rodney’s
father, That, from what they gathered of his broken English,
was a diflicult problem. He did not seem quite to know
where Adrian Blake was to be found. He suggested that he
should arrange for two of his men to take the boys some-
where, though where they could not u!lderst.und.

In the midst of this, however, Piludski's altention was
attracted by an urgent message just come in. It seemed
that eome attack had commenced, whick nceded his presence
elsewhere. With people coming and going in a great state
of excitcinent the two chums seemed to have become for-
gotten. And the rattle of machine-guns close at hand, burst-
ing suddenly into activity, seemed to suggest a good reason

“'h -

Ig:i]lowiug the others out of the house, Rodney and Dan
realised that a heavy drive was being made by armed
guards, whose figures in the now slightly drifting fog could
be distantly seen in the Hames of o building alight on the
far bank of the river.

Unarmed, and mainly anxious to find Adrian Blake, they
realised that this attack was so much in the nature of a
‘surprize that the revolutionaries stood in danger of being
stnmpeded and driven back.

“We ought to give them a hand!” said Rodney.
fists are no good 1n & case like this, and we haven't even
zot one gun between us.”

“Bide there a second, Mister Rodney !” called out Dan,
and dived afresh into the house, from which he emerged in
na time with a small sack in his hands:

. “Bombs !" he said. “I rested my eyes on them in there
?ust_ now, and thought how handy a couple of them might
» in one's pocket at a time like this. Couple of dozen, I
should say. Half for you and half for me.”

_Bombs they were, as Rodney could see in the growing
. light of burning which pierced the fast-thinning fog. A kind
of bomb not unlike the Mills type, with which he had be-
come acquainted through his school cadet corps. And

“But
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while Dan and he divided them and stored them handy,
Piludski and his revolutionaries were vio'ently thrown back,
the line of advancing armed guards coming closer into
view.

Into that advancing line Rodney threw the first bomnb as
soon as its pin was drawn, and Dan followed with another
just as the explosion of the first had Aung the line of guards
into disorder at its nearest point. A second and a third
followed from cach of the lads as rapidly as possible, adding
to the confusion and momentarily halting the advance,

Under this unexpected rain of bombs, the machine-gun
fire became suddenly dumb. And in that momeat the re-
treating revolutionaries—themselves a: surprised as the
guards—recovered their morale, and began to sweep for-
ward again, with reinforcetnents burrying up from another
direction to join them. They came sweeping back past the
figures of the two lads, and hurled themselves at the guards,
who, in turn, were Hung backwards.

And among those joining in with the reinforcements was
Larry O'Hagan. The Irishman had evidently witnessed the
bombing incident and its effect on the attackers, and—when
the armed guards had found they were doomed to failure
on this occasion, and had withdrawn altogether—he came
hurrying back to greet the lads, surprise in his eves and a
grim chuckle of joy on his lips.

*So this is what you call obeying orders, i3 it, begorrah?”
he said, slapping Rodney on the shoulder. *And didn't
I hear your father afther telling ve that the best place for
ye was up al the castle? And that's not here now, is it?
And throwing bombs about as if thev was cricket-balls!
What's the meaning of it, at all, at all?”

Rapidly Rodney explained what had happened to change
their plans, how he and Dan had discovered that the real
Alexis Saranoff had arrived in the valley. and Adrian
Bluke's real identity wos unmasked. Also how afterwards
they had eome to give him warning at the underground
headquarters that he wna to be arrested, and had done
what they could to keep Wummberg and his men away from
the house while Larry O’Hagan and he got clear to start
the revolution.

“We thought he ought to be told as snon as possible, as
otherwise he might take risks he wouldn't do if he knew
they'd found out who he really is,” Rodney was explain-
ing when he noticed the startled expression on the Irish-
man’s face.

“And, begad!" said the latter, under his breath. *Itis
half an hour or more too late you are for that, me son!
It's just about that time since your father went straight up
to that same castle to follow out a plan he'd had in his mind
all the while, never reckoning they'd suspect who he was.
There was something he was afther, and it was only to be
got at the castle. That was one reason why he wanted yon
two young spalpeens up there, and he went there himself
when he and I left that house, counting on being still taken
for the real Alexis Baranoff, so as to work his plan right
under their noses.”

il

Rodney Conceives a Plan !

OR & moment Rodney was too startled to speak. This
was staggering news aflter all the trouble Dan and
he had taken to prevent such a thing from hap-
pening,

“You're quite sure he's gone there?” he asked hoarsely,
swept by emotion.

“When your father made up his mind to zo anywhere,”
replied the Irishman, “it was a certainty that he went there,
In this case, he was fecling specially safe. He'd pever have
dreamed the other fellow would be turning up and spoiling
things. Begorrah, and it's devilish awkward, it is! He'll
be there easy hy now.”

“Then there's no chance of much hope!” said Rodney,
with a little gulp of misery in his voice. “They were going
to shoot him—and me, too—when they zot us, so Wummberg

said. They may have shot him already——'

*“And they may not!” interrupted O'Hagan, light-
hearted as Irishien are at the most critical of moments.
“I'd not be making so sure about that, me son, Begad, and
to my thinking, those folks up at the castle will be too busy
wondering what's happening down here for them to be think-
ing about executions at the minute. They'll keep those tii-
bits till later. No, you don't want to be worrying over
small things like that.”

“Small " exclaimed Rodney. “ Anyhow, something’s got
to be done. T can't hang around doing nothin

“That's true enough!” chuckled the Irishman. * And if
we hang about hers we'll be corpses ourselves in no time,
Let's get to cover, anyhow, while we think things over.”

That necessity was uncomfortably emphasised by the
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Suddenly the two boys found themselves surrounded by the maddened revolutionaries. Rifies and knives bristled
around them, and in vain Rodney tried to make the peasants unds}rstanrj that he and his chum were on their side.
(See page 26,

sudden splatter of machine-gun bullels so close to them that
the two lads ducked and followed the Irishman from their
exposed position to a more sheltered one ip the shadow ol
gome houses. The mist was rapidly thinning now, and the
two lads could see that they were in a street leading down
to the river.

Beyond this the big area of the works was & scene of burn-
ing and furious fghting. With the lifting of the -mist the
armed puards were beginning to press their attacks with
more certainty, able now to see somewhat how the land lay
and who they were fighting. From the barracks near the
power house they were trying to storm the works fo regain
them. On the north zide of the town, too, the firing had
beeome suddenly heavy.

It was on that side that the greater part of the armed
ruards were concentrated, and from thot side, O'Hagan told
the two lads, the danger was greatest. Evidently a consider-
ahle. portion of that force had been hurriedly brought to a
position just below the castle, and were trying to thrust a
epear-head through the north-castern eorner of the town to
reach the river-and cross it.

These were the guards whom the two lads, with their
use of bombs, had greaily helped to drive back. But a
number of them seemed to have recaptured the eastern lock
and had crossed the river that way. These were now the
cause of the rencwed machine-gun fire, which was driving
back the revolutionaries. The Irishman and the two lads
were obliged once again to retreat from their new position,
which was enfiladed by this latter force, while a stampede
of retiring revolutionaries swept them apart.

What had happened to O'Hagan they did not know, Thin
in some parts, the fog was sLiiIgiying thick in others, and the
Tast they saw of the Irvishman he was disappearing into it
evidently engaged in stemming the stampede. Themselves,
they were pushed back by the onrush, and were then
thrust into a side-street. A second later the tide of combat
had passed them: Dan pulled the more impetuous Rodney
back into the darkness of an apen doorway, with a sharp
little exclamation of warning, as a wave of uniformed guards
with their machine-guns swept past the side-streel in pursuit
of the revolutionaries,

1t did not take them long to discover that they were cut
off from Larry OHagan and the revolutionaries by a strong
barrier of armed guards, with Colone! Stangerfeld and Von
Roden directing operations,
tion at the end of the side-street, not many yards from where

The former took up his posi-.,

![:e two lads hid in the doorway; and from, what Rodney
heard him saving to Von Roden it was evident that he had

changed his opinion about the possibilities of the rising.
Von Roden as well was alarmed.

Rodney, listening, was abie to learn how the situation
actual tood according to the reports obtained by ielephone

from various parts of the valley. What troubled Von Roden
wost, it appeared, was the fact that the revelutionaries’
sueeess in capturing and doing their best to demelish the
works had been complete. SBouth of the river only a small
force of owrmed guards emtrenched in the power house re-
mained alive, and these dare not venture out, North of the
town, too, the guards had been pressed back towards the
wireless station end the northern pass.

“ Boronov has wirelessed to Moscow for troops,” Redney
heard Von Roden remarking, “but it may take some days
before they can get here. The situation is certainly danger-
ous. It is not of much uze to uz now that we have that
eursed Englander safe up at the ¢ Ve may yet not
be very safa there ourselves. But what troubies me most is
the chance that those mad fvels down there in the works may
smash up eur Flying Fish before we ean regain that side of
the river. If we ecould only reach that and get aloft. In
half an hour a half-dozen bombs could be drepped on this
town, and the rising would be over, Can’t we press forward
more urgently, Stangevield, than we are doing?”

Rodney could noteverhear what the colonel replied to his
impatient companion, for heavy reinforcements of armed
gunards were being rushed up at the moment, making the
position of the two lads highly dangerous if they did not
want to be captured. And by this time the frst signs of
dawn began to appear, so that little opportunity remained
for them to eseape unolserved and find some way to rejoin
the revolutionaries,

The question naturally uppermost in Rodney's mind was
how, or in what way, he could help his father., He
hod been sorely worrying over this while Von Roden
was talking, and Rodney had pricked up his ears when he
overheard the plan to recapture the completed Flying Fish,
and to use it to fly over the itown and bomb tia revolu-
tionaries into sabmission. That, of course, would mean an
end to the rising if the plan succecded, and that had to
be prevented,

Tiut another thonght ceme to Rodpey's mind, and, aften
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telling Dan, in andertones, what Von Roden had said, he put-
his sehewe to his friend.

“No doubt it sounds a poity idea, Dan,” he said, “but
it might, after all, be possible, if we can only get hold of
Larry O'Hagan, Why not get the Flying Fish up in the
uir ourselves, and nse it as a weapon againsk the other
side before they have a chance to do anything? Larry must
kmow something about how 1% works. Anyhow, we've got to
do what we can to warn him what they'rg after. Let's get
a2 move of, and find him."

Dan agreed. All the same, surronnded as they were with
the enemy, and with the light growing stronger every
wminute, it soemed no gasy matter to effect their object. Buat,
swhile thay were hiding in the dark and meditating a sudden
rush, for the second time that night Dan conceived a way
ont of a difficult sifuation. Just outside the door, in the
growing light of the street, sprawled the dead bodies of three
armed goards in their hesvy military overcoats and kepis,
and with their vifles and bayonets near them,

“Heore wo are, Mister Rodpey!” said Dan under his
breath, pointing towards the bedies. "It may scem a big
gruesome, taking things from dead men, but that's our cnly
way culb without being noticed. Those overcouts and caps
aid arms are what we want. It isn't too lght vet for us to
rouse suspicion i we mix with the rest as guards.™

“ That’s the plan!” nodded Rodney, “Nice or not, that's
the only way out for us. Don’t leb us waste any time, Dan.”

A few minutes later, in the grey dawning, two uniformed
suards einerged [rom the darkness of that doorway and
walked nonchalantly along the sidestreet in the opposite
direction to that in which Vou Roden and the colonsl wera.
Ip the faint light, with overcoat collars turned well up and
kepis rammed low over their faces as they mingled un-
obtrusively with the other armed guards, they had no great
tear of detection. Rodney, listening to the guraral German
remarks bandied to and fro, gathered that these swere men
from the northern pass, not long arrived in the valley.
They never questioned the two comrades whe had joined
then. :

In that way the fwo chums marched with the attacking
foren to the front, a ragged line of strect fighting represont-
ing to them a frontier beyond which was frecdom. It was
heavy fighting, for apparently Larry O’Hagen had steadied
the stampede of ‘the rovolutionarics. The latter, in strong
foree, weve prossing (olonel Stangerfeld's guards with groat
courage. So suecessfully, too, thar as the two lads reache
the line, the guards -were retremting fo a e
position.

Here the earlier advantage of their uniformed disgnise
was turned into a danger to them; for the revolutionaries
natirally fmdgined them to belong te the enemy. They
had no time or chance to throw off their dizguise when they
were attacked “by an avalanche of wild revolutionaries,
spizingeon thom and yelling threats. Tt was more than ever
now & case of fighting for theiy lives.

Fortunately, whila they hoth had their backs to a wall.
and had =0 {ar suceceded as to throw off the clawing hands
trying to strangle the life out of them, the revolutivuaries
clearly deciding to shoot them withont further delay, there
rolled np a thick cloud of smoke from some house burniug
violently at the river-edge, Neither Roduey nor Dan wasted
an instant in taking advantage of this unexpected escrecn

{o their movements,

“Alter me—quick, Mister Rodney !’ exclaimed Dan,
grabbing his companion by the arm. **I koow just where
wir are-now,”

Behind them, as they raced silently side hy side, the
rovolutionarics wore to bo heard distantly, raging over the
czeape of their imagined ecnemies, between themselves and
whom the black cloud of smeoke had made a convenient pall,
But by now the two lads were outside this again in the grey
dawn, when Dan led the way down a side turning under a
big building, with no ene in view at the moment—a building
Rodney vaguely recognized as the hospital,

Both of them, with one nceord, began to tear off their
military overcoats and kepis, as dangerous in this part of
ihe town as their own clothes would have heen in the part
held by the armed guards. The change had just been com-
pleted when they were interrupted by a surprized volce
with o broad Seoteizh accent just behind them.

“Weel! T've heard aboot wolves in sheep's elothing, but
ve scem te have roversed the process, laddies! What
seomed fo ba wolves have turned out to be lambs. Anyhow,
it's a fortunate wmeeting. I've been wondering what was
hauppenin to ve both.* -

“And begorrah.” chockled an Irish brogue, “it's a case

doctor | They’re regular Maskelpne and Devani, the pais
of Ahem.  You never know where théy're popping up, or
how*® ; ; e T e

All's Well ] -

OTHING more convenient after all their trouble
cold possibly have happened than for them to come
tpon Larry O'Hagan ot thiz moment.” Nor could

» the two lads have been more pleased to sea anyone
again than they were to meet Dy, Fraser, from whom they
had been separated ever since they came to the valley, The
sight of him bronght back, especially o Rodney, memorics
of far-off Tidewpl] snd the days when he had longed for
adventure, little dreaming how swiftly his feet were to be
capght in the net of this amasing intrigue, brivging him
more of adventure than was altogother pleasant,

Something of that adveniure banged and  blazed . and
r:'t.tt}ec_i around them at this instant, and there was s ry hittle
time for talk on gnything but_the urgendy of the moment.
Dr, F}'user had a hospital full of l\'qudEd, gnd wihs only
snatching ‘2 moment for a word with the Irshiran,  The
latter had come to the hospital fo ascertain the truth of a
rumour that Piludski was mortally wounded, Fe was, at
any rate, so badly hit that he could take no further part
in the fighting.

“Bo, you see. me sons.” said O'Hswan whinsieally,
“there are only vou und me left to earry on this little war.
Are we downhearted 7 '

* NaY” (];_'.c'Em_'nad Hodnes and Dan togzther, and the former
began to explain what had happened since tho Irishman and
they had become separated, and of Yon Roden's everheard
plan for the recapture and use of the Flying Fish.

“My idea was that we—yoh and the revolutionaries—
should use the Flying Fish first,” explained Rodney. *LE
we could get her to fly over the eastle, My, O'Hagon, and
the people in it were given 4 time limit to surrender as
piizoners, or be bombed from above, they'd climb down
withont much argument. And that would settle the whale
muatter-—as well as save my father’s [ife.””

“Might it?" chuckled -the Irishman grimly. * Well, it's
an idea, anyhow, though I'm afraid it's net so practicabls
as it sounds. There's fo one, you see, to Landle her.”

“Couldn't you?" asked Rodney.

“Pevil a bit, eould T! Tt's not =o easy ‘as saying ¥vour
alphabet, let me bho afther tolling vou.  Apart from-Von
Roden, there's anly one porson does know the workings of
her com nough ta take her up and handle her propefiy.
That's ¢ aor felluw *Ashton, whe invented her.  And he's
as mad as a Muerch hare. Doesn’t even know his own name,
does he, doctor?’? {

“And probably: never will,” said the docter. *“That's
where those brutes up at the castle punizhed themsclves and
him. In preventing him from eseaping, the blow they guove
}iim killed the brain they’d intended to make of service io
{hem,*? :

Y Anvhow,” said the Trishman to Rodney, “it's Tucky you
happened to bring along that piece of information, me son,
#s to what Von Roden had in mind. We'll get husy seeing
that he's kept conveniently distant from that Flying Fish,
whatever else-happons.”

With Adrian Blake imprisened up at the castle, and with
Piludski laid up in hospital, the whole onus of earrying
on-the revelution lay on Lorry O'IHagan's shoulders. and
he wasted no time in accepting the résponsibility,  Night
had definitely given place to day. and this allowed onidito
sec more clearly the whele situation. Very different thb
valley looked when the mift had vanished and the*Téldl
wastern sun Hooded the zeene. . i

Bmoke and flames still partly hid the works, where the
giant slips in which the new Flying Fish had been under
construction were all burped. Portigns of the town were
burning as well, and an explosion at the power house had
partly wrecked that building. As far as the fighting was
concerned, that died away somewhat after the sun “had
risen. Colonel Stangerfeld’s attempt to retake the town
from the eastle side had been resisted. Only a small eastorn

portion of it lay in his hands, and the revolutionaries still'

held the bridge which joined the town en the works side.

Tt was true that he and his men still had the eastern por-
tion, enabling him to cross the river that way. But here
again a strong foree of revolutionaries held him up; and
apparently he was waiting for reinforcements from  the
burracks near the northern pass,

{Newt weclk's instalment is full of slaviling develop-
yents, chums.  Don’t wmiss it whatever you do. Aad
wehat's more don’t forget that nect weelt’'s GEM contains
another fopping FREFE picture card.)

of something always happening with these fwo spalpeens,
Complate

HEIGHT INCREASED. 5/- e

3+56 inches In ONE MONTH.
Witheut spplances—drugs—ol dieting,

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER PAILS,

Complete Conrse §/= PO, post free, or further parties, stamp,

®: A, CLIVE, Harrock House, COLWETH BAY, North Walex.

, (Abroad 1/-1, includ Al s Bar- *
300 STAMPS FOR 8% [orend, /ol i, Wen i

Wales, Gold Coast, cto.—W, A, WHITE, Engine Lave, LYE, Stourbrides.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
i PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER ::

L 3R



